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For my daughter, Bonnie
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“Time is the longest distance between two places.”

—Tennessee Williams
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prologue

Hanover, Pennsylvania
June 30, 1863

D r. Grant Alexander bent over a bleeding Union soldier 
sprawled on top of  the grand piano in the parlor, sur-

rounded by countless other wounded men. Another artillery 
shell exploded nearby, shaking the walls of  the large stone house 
that had overnight become his hospital. The bloodied knife 
slipped from his hand and clattered across the wood floor. 

An inhuman cry emerged from the lips of  the dying man 
before him. Grant wrapped the soldier’s trembling hand in his 
own and spoke to him in soft, soothing tones as if  they were 
the only two people in the room. Gentle reassurance would 
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do him more good than surgery at this point. The chloroform 
was running short anyway. He watched the man’s face as he 
whispered to him of  courage, good deeds done, home and 
loved ones. Soon peace and calm blanketed the anguish of  his 
pain. Another lost soul. 

Just as Grant called out through the chaos to his assistant, 
a deafening explosion shook the walls. He raised his eyes in 
time to see the room above crash through the ceiling, burying 
him in the rubble with the dead soldier still clutching his hand. 
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E llie Michaels inserted her key into the front door dead-
bolt of  Ivy Garden Inn as she had so many times since 

her aunt bought the property three years ago. Pushing the 
heavy oak door aside, she stepped into the front parlor and 
dropped her bags on the carpet. 

Out of  the corner of  her eye, she caught a wisp of  white 
flickering in the antique mirror. She walked toward it to touch 
the surface where she’d seen the white shadow but was stopped 
by a wall of  cold air. Shivering, she buttoned her cardigan 
sweater and rubbed her arms. A few steps backward and the 
temperature of  the room returned to normal. A cold spot, she 
thought as she wiped away a tear. A small area of  concentrated 
psychic energy was all that remained of  the dear woman who 
had raised her and put her through nursing school. The cold 
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seemed to seep into her bones, along with a weird sense of 
soft electrical current. It had to be her.

“I’m sorry, Aunt Carolyn. I’m so sorry.” Ellie spoke to the 
empty room, turning around in a circle to make sure she’d 
addressed every corner. Her voice echoed in the stillness. If 
her words couldn’t reach Aunt Carolyn’s spirit, then she’d apol-
ogize to her furnishings, the lovely antiques they’d picked out 
together on the weekends when Ellie visited. She knew how 
much Aunt Carolyn needed her and yet she stayed in New 
York. All the promises she’d made ran through her mind in 
mocking whispers. “I can’t quit my job at the hospital just yet, 
Aunt Carolyn, but I’ll come in the spring when things aren’t 
quite so hectic. Then I’ll move in and help you.” How empty 
and senseless those reasons seemed to her now. It was too late. 
Again, a flicker of  white made her turn toward the mirror, but 
it vanished as soon as she faced it. 

“Get a grip on yourself,” she muttered as she blew her nose 
and dried her tears. Carrying her bags into the small modern 
apartment at the back of  the inn, she inhaled faint aroma of 
vanilla that still hung in the air, the scent of  Aunt Carolyn’s 
favorite skin lotion. The comforting smell Ellie remembered 
from her childhood hadn’t changed over the years. She closed 
her eyes and took in the fading scent, vowing to cling to every 
shred of  her aunt’s presence for as long as she could.

In accordance with Aunt Carolyn’s wishes, there would 
be a short afternoon funeral service followed by the burial in 
the town cemetery. Carolyn Louise Michaels would fade from 
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the earth as the late afternoon sun faded from the sky. As 
hard as she had tried to prepare the eulogy, Ellie still wasn’t 
exactly sure what she would say when she heard the minister 
announce, “And now, Carolyn’s dear niece, Ellen, would like 
to say a few words.”

Maybe after speaking to the townspeople, the employ-
ees from the inn and others she expected to come by to pay 
their respects, her thoughts would come together. She sure 
hoped there’d be no surprises in the coming days. It hadn’t 
occurred to her until now that some distant relative might 
appear, someone she’d never even heard of. Shirttail relations 
had a way of  surfacing at times like this, especially when an 
inheritance was involved. Well, she’d handle whatever situa-
tion arose once the service was over. The last thing she wanted 
was for Aunt Carolyn to be disappointed in her sendoff. Ellie 
knew her aunt better than anyone in the world and would 
do everything possible to honor her memory at the church 
service the following afternoon. 

Before sitting down with her tablet to prepare some notes, 
she checked Aunt Carolyn’s pantry for something to eat and 
found it filled with choices. Aunt Carolyn was probably pre-
paring something for her guests when her heart gave out. By 
the time the housekeeper found her collapsed on the kitchen 
floor, it was too late to save her. Not such a bad way to go, 
really. Better than lingering in pain and misery the way she’d 
seen so many do in her years as a nurse. Still, death dealt a 
terrible blow to those left behind when it happened this way. 
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Ellie kept expecting to see her aunt come around the corner 
into the kitchen, humming to herself  the way she always did.

Although she’d had no appetite when she left New York 
early that morning, it seemed a good idea to fortify herself 
for the afternoon ahead. By the time she’d finished a bowl of 
soup, the page and a half  of  notes on the tablet she scribbled 
on eased her concerns about speaking at the service. 

Ellie carried her robe and toiletries into the bathroom and 
took a long hot shower. She piled her long curls on top of 
her head and massaged citrus shampoo into her scalp. Then 
she scrubbed her skin and washed her hair again. Although 
she knew it was impossible to scour away remorse, she gave 
it a good try.

On the afternoon of  the funeral, Ellie was glad she didn’t 
have to make any decisions about what to wear. She only 
owned one black dress, which she kept for rare occasions like 
this. The dark silk felt foreign to her, so different from the 
brightly colored prints she usually wore. She slipped her tiny 
feet into a pair of  black pumps that still looked brand new.

Ellie glanced at her watch. Better move faster. Where 
had she put her pearls? They must be here somewhere. She 
remembered unpacking the jewelry case. Those pearls had 
once belonged to her mother. So beautiful and so precious. 
How could she have lost them? It was important to Ellie that 
some part of  her mother be there today to bid farewell to Aunt 
Carolyn. She had to find them. 
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On the verge of  tears once again, she went through every-
thing in her bag in a panic, hurling each item over her shoulder 
after reassuring herself  the pearls weren’t embedded in it.

She even went outside to the car. Her SUV had plenty of 
room in the back. Maybe somehow the pearls slid out of  her 
bag, but a thorough search revealed nothing. She slammed the 
car doors and hurried back inside.

Frozen in the doorway of  the bedroom, she stared at the 
top of  the dresser. Arranged in a neat circle on top of  the 
jewelry case were her pearls. They hadn’t been there a few 
minutes ago. She was positive of  that. Easing herself  down 
on the edge of  the bed, she put her hands over her face and 
took a deep shaky breath, half  expecting the pearls to be gone 
when she opened her eyes. To her relief, they were still there. 

Deciding that Aunt Carolyn must have become her guard-
ian angel, she glanced around the room and whispered a soft 
thank you before clasping the pearls around her neck and 
heading out the door, still shaking her head in amazement at 
what had just happened.

Aside from instructing Alice, the housekeeper, to take Aunt 
Carolyn’s navy suit with white trim and some matching jew-
elry to the funeral director, Ellie couldn’t recall making many 
decisions. As with so many other aspects of  her life, Aunt 
Carolyn had carefully planned and fully paid for her funeral 
arrangements. Ellie had only been able to pull herself  together 
enough to access the inn’s website from home and cancel exist-
ing reservations for the next few weeks with apologies. 
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Arriving well before the start of  the service, Ellie spent 
the time shaking countless hands, accepting condolences and 
seeing to the inevitable last-minute details. The short but 
dignified church service turned out to be exactly what Aunt 
Carolyn would have wanted, and Ellie was pleased at the 
number of  people who attended and pleased that she found 
exactly the right words when her turn came to speak.

At the cemetery she hung back to linger a while after every-
one had left, not ready to take that final step in the physical 
process of  letting go. The emotional process would take a lot 
longer. She felt the weight of  unspoken words adding to the 
heaviness in her heart. Goodbye and Thank You were at the 
top of  the list, but they seemed so inadequate. The earlier sun-
shine was replaced with darkening clouds and strengthening 
wind, the skies reflecting her grief. Another tear spilled onto 
her cheek.

“Excuse me.” A young man approached her with his hands 
in the pockets of  his pants. He wore thick dark rimmed glasses 
with frames that matched his hair. A flat mixture of  brown and 
black with no style. “Just wanted to say how sorry I am about 
your aunt. Fine woman.”

“Do I know you?” Ellie asked, brushing away her tears. She 
remembered seeing him sitting alone in the back of  the church 
during the service but hadn’t recognized him.

“Probably not.” He pulled his right hand out of  his pocket 
and extended it, grasping hers in a tight sweaty grip and giving 
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it a single shake downward before letting go. “Wade,” he said. 
“Wade Savage.”

“How do you know my aunt?”
“The inn,” he replied, as if  that explained everything.
“Have you been a guest at Ivy Garden?”
“No. Not exactly. Grew up here in Hanover and always 

loved that old stone house. I knew the previous owners quite 
well. Wanted to buy it when it went up for sale three years 
ago, but Miss Carolyn, may she rest in peace, outbid me.”

“I see.”
“Expect to sell it, now that she’s gone?”
The question took Ellie by surprise. First this guy intrudes 

on her final moments with Aunt Carolyn, then he wants to 
make a deal right here in the cemetery. “Aunt Carolyn isn’t 
even in the ground yet and already you want to move in and 
take her place?” How dare he?

Wade shuffled his feet and studied the toes of  his shoes 
but didn’t respond. 

“This is hardly the time to discuss it,” Ellie went on. “I can 
only tell you at this point that I haven’t made any decisions.”

“Understand.” He worked at picking a piece of  white lint 
off  the front of  his tweed blazer. After a long pause, he said, 
“Well, I’d like to come by.” He flicked the bit of  lint away and 
inspected the lapels to make sure there were no others. Then 
he raised his head to look at her while he finished his sentence. 
“To talk with you. Plan to be around long?”
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“I’m really not sure. As I already told you, I haven’t made 
any decisions.” She turned away from him and took a step 
closer to Aunt Carolyn.

“All right then.” He nodded, hunched his shoulders, and 
sauntered away.

Wade Savage’s rude intrusion shattered the reverent atmo-
sphere from the graveside service. She touched the casket one 
last time. “I love you, Aunt Carolyn,” she whispered. “I’ll never 
forget you.” Turning the collar of  her raincoat up to protect 
her neck from the wind, she walked back to her car, cold driz-
zle blending with the tears on her face.

Over the next few days, countless friends and acquain-
tances shook her hand, hugged her and did their best to com-
fort her. Aunt Carolyn certainly made an impression on the 
people she’d known here.

The weeks that followed blurred together in a tangle of 
errands, paperwork, tears of  sadness, and smiles at fond 
memories. By the time the hospital where she’d been working 
approved her request for a leave of  absence, Ellie knew she 
wasn’t going back. How could she possibly leave the place 
she’d come to love so much? Sure, it would be different now 
with Aunt Carolyn gone but during the weeks that had passed 
since the funeral, Ivy Garden had started to feel like home.

She drove down to New York and was able to accomplish 
everything she needed to do in a single day. She got up early 
for the four-hour drive and stopped at the hospital first to 
turn in her resignation and sign papers to continue her health 
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insurance. It was hard to say good-bye to all the people she’d 
worked with for so many years. Everyone wished her well in 
her new venture and many promised to come and visit Ivy 
Garden. Then, after all the apartment details were settled, 
she took one final walk through the neighborhood. Although 
this long chapter in her life was coming to an end, a new and 
exciting one was beginning. She had no regrets.

Now and then while going through Aunt Carolyn’s things 
at the inn, she gave in to her grief  and emotional exhaus-
tion by allowing herself  a day of  much needed rest. At least 
she didn’t have to worry about her lost income from her job 
at the hospital. Thankfully Aunt Carolyn had used her wise 
investments to purchase the inn so there were no mortgage 
payments to worry about. As long as Ellie made wise decisions 
going forward, her future was secure. 

She had just finished the difficult task of  boxing up the 
last of  Aunt Carolyn’s clothing for the local charity when the 
chime of  the front doorbell made her jump.

Great. No makeup, grimy jeans and a sweatshirt with 
a hole in the sleeve. Heading toward the parlor, she pulled 
the elastic from her ponytail and shook her long hair loose, 
ruffling it with one hand as she walked. She stopped at the 
window long enough to draw the curtain aside just a little. 
Wade Savage stood on the front porch, fingering the stones 
alongside the doorframe. 

“Oh. Yes. Hello,” he said when she opened the door, as 
if  she’d come to his house instead of  the other way around.
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“Wade Savage?” 
“Yes. Ah, by the way, have you ever noticed this stonework 

on the front of  the inn here, between the door and the corner 
of  the porch?”

What was she supposed to say? “No. I hadn’t noticed.”
“It doesn’t match. Hit by a Confederate shell and then 

repaired.” He waited. “Anyway, can I come in?”
Ellie left the door open for him, then turned to watch him 

step inside without wiping his feet. “Please sit down,” she said, 
then retraced her steps to close the door he’d left standing 
open, making a mental note to apply some spray-on carpet 
cleaner to erase his footprints after he left.

He stood in the middle of  the room, examining the fur-
nishings. “She’s added a few more pieces since I was here last,” 
he observed. “This wing chair here…”

“Was there something you wanted, or did you come here 
to take inventory of  the furnishings?” She realized how nasty 
that sounded but didn’t feel she owed him much courtesy after 
their encounter at the cemetery, even if  he did know Aunt Car-
olyn. Ellie still couldn’t recall her aunt ever mentioning him.

“Must apologize to you about that day at the cemetery. 
Didn’t mean to intrude.” He cleared his throat. “Should have 
been more considerate.”

Okay. She’d give him the benefit of  one more chance. “Let’s 
put it behind us, shall we?” she suggested, “and start over?”

He appeared to be taking her offer under serious consid-
eration. Generous of  him.
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She sat down in her favorite overstuffed chair and adjusted 
the doily on the arm while she waited for him to get around 
to the real purpose for his visit. Men like Wade didn’t make a 
special trip to apologize in person for their own insensitivity. 
There had to be another reason.

“Yeah,” he finally responded with a nod. “Great.” He took 
a seat on the sofa. “If  you don’t mind, I’ll sit here. I like the 
view of  the room from this spot.”

Odd thing to say. She watched him stare at the picture 
hanging above the fireplace and tried to start some conversa-
tion. “So, what do you do here in Hanover, Wade?”

“Teach American History at the college down the road. 
Civil War history to be exact. So much of  it around here, you 
know?”

Ellie nodded. “My aunt took me to visit different battle-
fields when I was younger. This area was always her favorite, 
even when she lived in New York years ago. Mine too. Not 
just Gettysburg, but the whole region. I think that was behind 
her decision to buy this place.”

“How much do you really know about it?”
“The inn? Not a lot. I mean, we shopped for many of  the 

antiques together, and I helped her with some of  the resto-
ration work before she opened. Why?”

“The actual house itself. Not the contents so much.”
She raised her eyebrows, waiting for him to get to the point. 
“If  you’re interested in hearing about the history of  the inn, 

Ellen, maybe you’d like to have dinner with me this weekend?”
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All she could say was, “What?” 
“You know, dinner. Spring break is late this year, so I’m 

free until Monday.”
“Well…”
“It’s been a few weeks now since the funeral. Been away 

from the inn at all?”
“Not much, now that you bring it up. I drove down to New 

York to resign from my job there and pack up my personal 
belongings. I paid the rent through the end of  the month and 
sublet my apartment to a friend who was looking for a place.”

“Pick you up at seven on Saturday.” He gave a single down-
ward nod, sending a mound of  long straight hair down over 
his glasses, then walked over toward the door and went out 
without another word. It appeared he wasn’t interested in what 
she’d been doing after all.

“Bye,” Ellie called out to his back. She didn’t remember 
saying yes to dinner.

d

On Saturday evening, the doorbell chimed promptly at seven. 
Ellie smoothed the front of  her skirt, a bright yellow print that 
she hoped would bring a little sunshine to the damp evening. 
She let Wade in and retrieved her orange jacket and woven 
shoulder bag from the chair. Then she waited while he took a 
careful look around the parlor. 

“Ready?” he asked, with an abrupt turn toward her.
“In a minute. First tell me what it is that you’re looking for.”
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“What do you mean?”
“You’ve been here twice now, and both times you’ve 

examined every inch of  this parlor as if  you’ve never seen it 
before. Why?”

“I’ll explain over dinner,” he answered. 
They drove through the center of  town out to a steakhouse 

and settled into a booth. Across the table, Wade acted as if  he 
were dining alone, looking everywhere else but at her. She was 
beginning to wonder why she was having dinner with him in 
the first place, but she tried not to let his preoccupation with 
whatever was on his mind annoy her.

Getting out of  the house for the evening should be good 
for her, even if  she spent it in bad company. Now she wasn’t so 
sure. For a college professor he seemed uncomfortable making 
casual conversation. Maybe he just had trouble with people he 
didn’t know. Maybe he wanted something but couldn’t quite 
ask for it. Maybe he was just a jerk.

When the waiter came, she ordered a glass of  merlot and 
he asked for a beer. Some local brew she’d never heard of. 

More awkward silence. Then Ellie spoke up. “This is a 
lovely old town. When I visited Aunt Carolyn, we spent most 
of  our time at the inn or at antique shops out in the country.”

Wade got right to the point. “Made any decisions about 
the future of  the inn?”

“I expect to reopen for guests two weeks from Monday,” 
Ellie announced. “I’ve already gone to New York and tied up 
the loose ends of  my life there.”
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“Good,” he nodded. “Good. Glad you’re staying.”
That wasn’t the reaction she was expecting from him. “I 

thought you were hoping I’d put the inn up for sale, so you 
could buy it yourself.”

“Probably couldn’t afford it now anyway. Not on my aca-
demic salary.” He rearranged his salad, turning the lettuce 
pieces over one at a time with his fork, as if  he expected 
to find a bug under one of  them. “Maybe you’ll let me visit 
occasionally?”

“Visit the house or visit me?” 
“Both.” Wade’s nervous laughter helped to clear the air a 

little. 
The waiter delivered their steaks and they busied them-

selves with making room on the table, shifting bread plates and 
glasses around. Wade slid a knife through his filet, stabbed the 
piece with his fork and gave it a thorough inspection. It must 
have met with his approval since he ate it and cut another. 
Ellie tore herself  away from watching him and concentrated 
on her own plate. 

Once satisfied that his dinner was acceptable, Wade 
resumed their conversation. “Did your aunt ever tell you what 
happened at the inn during the Civil War?”

Ellie shook her head. “She told me about the fighting here 
in Hanover just before the Battle of  Gettysburg but that’s 
really all. She was so excited about finding an inn for sale in 
such a perfect location. I can still hear the thrill in her voice 
that day. ‘Ellie, dear, you’ll never guess what I found!’ I thought 
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she was talking about a lost kitten or something.” Her voice 
faltered as she shared the conversation with Wade. “It seems 
like such a short time ago that she bought the inn, and now…” 
She reached into her pocket for a tissue.

“The house was damaged, you know. In the fighting.” 
Wade said, clearly interested in talking about the building and 
not in Aunt Carolyn or in easing Ellie’s grief.

Ellie wiped away a tear and tried to focus on what he was 
saying, which had nothing to do with the way she was feeling. 
“It was the front corner, wasn’t it?” she responded. 

“Exactly. It happened when the original owner still lived 
there. That’s her picture over the fireplace in your parlor.” He 
turned his gaze toward the window with a wistful smile. “Your 
aunt used to let me sit in the parlor and look at that picture 
now and then. Long as I didn’t bother the guests or anything.”

“Aunt Carolyn mentioned the portrait a few times. She said 
it was unique.”

“Isn’t she beautiful? That’s Sally. Sally Brendel.” He spoke 
her name with a peculiar gleam in his eye, the way a man would 
introduce his bride. “The place was known as the Brendel 
Farm, but Sally’s husband was killed early in the war. Left her 
with no choice but to sell off  some of  the land and turn the 
house into an inn. Hard life for a widow during those times.”

“She must have been a strong woman.” 
“Indeed, she was. Brave, too.”
“You talk about her as if  you knew her.”
“I did. I do. Well...”
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“I don’t understand.”
“Sally was the closest friend of  my great-great-great grand-

mother, Martha Savage, before the war. My ancestors lived in 
Maryland then. Later moved to Virginia. All true southerners. 
My family saved Sally’s letters. I have them now. Very fragile, 
so I try not to read them too often.”

“Her letters? After all these years?”
Wade nodded. “My family felt sorry for Sally. First, she 

lost her husband in the war, then the Union Army trampled 
what was left of  her crops and sawed branches off  her fruit 
trees, so they could pick off  all the ripe cherries and peaches. 
The soldiers marched in and took over her house to use as a 
hospital. Brought in all their dead and dying. Ripped the doors 
off  the hinges to use for operating tables. Cut arms and legs 
off  the wounded while they lay sprawled on top of  the grand 
piano that Sally loved so much.” He shot a dark scowl across 
the table as if  daring her to dispute his story.

“I can’t imagine what that must have been like.” She tried 
to envision the parlor at the inn filled with bleeding men and 
felt a distinct chill creep across her shoulders. 

“The house is only four miles from the Mason Dixon line. 
It was hit by a Yankee artillery shell. That’s why the stone work 
at the side of  the porch still doesn’t exactly match.”

“That sort of  thing must have happened a lot around here 
in those days. I thought people could submit claims to the 
government after the war for the damage they incurred.”

“She did!” he shouted. 
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People seated at nearby tables stopped their conversation 
to turn and look at them. 

Wade was starting to embarrass her. Ellie lowered her eyes 
and kept them fixed on her plate, hoping he’d get the hint. 
She didn’t intend to sit here much longer if  he kept on this 
way. Walking out would create even more of  a scene, so she 
hoped it wouldn’t come to that. Besides, Sally’s story was fas-
cinating to her, especially if  all these things really did happen 
at Ivy Garden. Once he launched into Sally’s story, his former 
awkwardness disappeared. Despite Wade’s peculiarities, she 
wanted to hear more from him.

As if  he could hear her thoughts, his tone softened a little. 
“By the time the Army pulled out, she was so angry at the 
Union for everything they had done to her, she began to help 
the Confederacy. Running an inn so close to the state of  Mary-
land gave her the means to stay alive by renting rooms of  her 
house and gave her the perfect cover for passing information 
back and forth, especially with the help of  her dear friend, 
Martha Savage. She hid Confederate deserters in her cellar 
when she had the opportunity, too. Eventually the federal gov-
ernment caught onto her undercover activities and refused to 
pay her claim, calling her a traitor to the Union.”

“Then she was a criminal.” 
Wade glared at her, tossing his fork onto the empty plate 

in front of  him with a clatter.
More stares from neighboring tables.
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It was too late to take back her accusation but based on 
what he’d just said, the woman really was a criminal. “Calm 
down please.”

He looked away.
“What happened to her?”
“Sally died a few years after the war.” Wade glared intensely 

at Ellie to make sure she was paying attention. “Alone and 
bitter. In her will, she left all her earthly belongings to Martha 
Savage. Then the feds came along and seized the inn. Back 
taxes, they said. In those days, punishment for treason wasn’t 
something they wanted to inflict on a woman, so they watched 
her, harassed her, and interfered in everything she tried to do. 
Made her life miserable.”

Ellie didn’t know what to say. Was she supposed to feel 
sorry for Sally and Martha?

“Damn Yankees,” he grumbled. Wade downed the last of 
his beer in one big gulp, slammed the mug on the table and 
gave her a curt “Let’s go.”

During the ride home, Ellie’s efforts to engage him in fur-
ther conversation were met with one-word responses, so she 
gave up. Why was he so irritated? She had nothing to do with 
Sally Brendel’s misery. 

When they pulled up to the curb in front of  the inn, 
she thanked him for dinner, said good night, and got out of 
the car with a sigh of  relief. As soon as she closed the car 
door, he drove off  with a loud squeal as if  he couldn’t wait 
to get away from her. Well, if  she never saw Wade Savage 
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again, it would be no great loss. She wasn’t impressed with 
him but had to admit his tales about the inn and its history 
were intriguing. 

Fumbling through her purse for the door key, she chided 
herself  for not leaving the porch lights on. She hadn’t left any 
lamps on inside either. Clouds drifted across the face of  the 
full moon, masking what little light there was. The darkness 
gave the front of  the inn an eerie, almost menacing look that 
she’d never seen before. She shivered.

When her fingers finally grasped the door key, she hurried 
up to the house. Once inside, she dropped her jacket and bag 
on the chair and turned on the table lamp. A prickly feeling 
crept up her neck. She turned around to face the fireplace.

Sally Brendel’s portrait was hanging upside down.




