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On this particular evening after work, Morgan was grateful.  Her sister, 
Abigail, always cared for her dog, Skye, during the day, and on this 
evening when she stopped by to pick him up, her sister had made her beef 
stew and allowed her to eat and run. 

She realized on her drive home that she was exhausted.  As she walked 
the path to her front door with Skye by her side, she was looking forward 
to a relaxing bubble bath and a glass of wine. 

Her home was the "folk house" or "farm house" construction of the 
working class of the late 1800s.  It's porch ran the front width of the house, 
and her solid front door still had the warded lock that her capenter friends 
offered to change due to its lack of security.  As she approached the door, 
key in hand, Skye froze.  She immediately became alarmed.  She had seen 
him freeze like this before--when he was alert to some danger.  Skye was 
her protector.  

"What is it?" she whispered.  

She looked around in the receding light of the evening and did not see a 
soul.  Set back from the road, her house gave her a feeling of quiet solitude.  
Skye's reaction, however, momentarily took the joy of such solitude away.

She called out, "Anyone there?"

She looked at Skye again.  Still frozen, his face had a hint of confusion.

"Come on, dear boy, we are both tired."

She unlocked the door and swung it open, only hesitating slightly before 
entering.  Skye, with his nose to the floor, checked out each room and then 
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returned to her as she hung up her coat in the living room closet.

"Happy now?  Thanks for checking, sweetheart, I aways appreciate your 
vigilance."  She went to the kitchen to reward Skye with a treat and pour 
herself a Merlot.  She left the kitchen to walk back through the living room 
to grab a candle before heading towards her bath.  She paused as 
something elusive hit her.  A smell?  What was that?  Sweat?  Verging on 
body odor?   Weird.  She went into the bathroom and opened the laundry 
hamper.  She took a whiff of her clothes, holding her workout shirt to her 
nose.  She didn't think she had body odor, but perhaps?  Nothing.  Back in 
the living room, Skye was stretched out in front of the stone fireplace.

She had enough with playing amateur sleuth and chalked everything up 
to exhaustion.  She went to run her bath.   She secured her long, wavy, dark 
hair into a bun and lowered her slender frame into the hot tub.  Skye came 
in the bathroom and stretched out on the plush bath mat.

"Thanks, dear boy.   I love your company."

* * *

As the days tumbled into late fall, Morgan had something of a respite 
from her horrendous work hours.  The latest design project she managed 
had been a huge success and she was able to sneak away from the office 
early on a number of days.  On one such day she left the office at noon, 
picked up Skye, and took him for a hike on trails that meandered along 
sinuous eskers.  After 6 miles she and Skye climbed into the car to return 
home.  

As the sun was setting, she and Skye got out of the car and hustled up 
the pathway to the front porch.  Halfway there, however, Morgan stopped 
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in her tracks.  In the crisp autumn air there was the undeniable scent of a 
wood burning fire.  Automatically, she looked towards her stone chimney.  
Silly, she thought, because she had not used her fireplace for years.  There 
were no houses around, yet she slowly turned full circle to scan the 
darkening landscape.  Her eyes returned to the house.  Her mind was 
trying to make sense of the smell.  It smelled as though it was from her 
house, yet no smoke curled from her chimney.  Perhaps all the fresh air 
from hiking resulted in a hypersensitivity that she could not explain.  That 
was it.  Somewhat comforted by this thought, she continued onto the porch 
and turned the key in the warded lock.

* * *
In late November Morgan’s friend Jason invited her and Skye to his 

home in Burke Mountain, Vermont.  Jason was a ski fanatic and although 
Morgan was less so, it gave her an opportunity to romp with Skye in the 
snow.  It was a great vacation for the two of them.  

Morgan and Skye left Burke before sunrise a week later and returned 
home around 9 AM.  Morgan tossed Skye’s ball onto the porch for him to 
retrieve while she lifted her wheeled luggage up the porch stairs. Skye and 
she entered the house where Skye dropped his ball in the center of the 
living room before flopping down.  Morgan wheeled her luggage into her 
bedroom to unpack.  As she lifted her bag up to the cedar chest at the base 
of her antique four poster bed, she froze.  A girl’s pink hair ribbon was on 
top of her bedspread.  She cautiously approached it and lifted it with the 
tips of her thumb and forefinger as though it were a live thing that would 
bite.  A couple of long blonde hairs clung to it.  Without thinking, she 
carried it to the kitchen and dumped it into a ziplock bag, securing it 
closed.  She took the bag to the linen closet in the guest room and tossed it 
onto the top shelf, not knowing yet what to do.  
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Although it was only 10 AM, Morgan poured herself a glass of Merlot.

* * *

The next day after work Morgan sat with her sister with Skye at her feet.  

“Abbs, I am freaking out.  I was able to dismiss everything until that 
pink ribbon.”

“Is someone playing a prank on you?  I mean, someone from work or 
something?”

“It has to be a prank, but honestly, Abbs, I cannot imagine anyone I 
know doing such a thing.”

“Change that lock, Morgan.  Your front door can be opened with a 
skeleton key, for heaven’s sakes.”

“I’m getting a webcam.”

“OK, but change the front door lock too.”

“I’ll think about it.”

“What is it about you and that house?”

“I like the old bits, that is what is up with me and that house, Abby.  I 
like the old bits and the porch and the door and yes, that warded lock is all 
a part of it.”
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“Well, Morgan, this whole thing is creeping me out.  Do you want to 
stay here for awhile?”

“No, thanks, not yet.  I will work this out.  Thanks.  Come on Skye, let’s 
go home.”

* * *

The webcam was a NETGEAR - Arlo Q with two-way audio and easy to 
set up.  She directed the camera from the kitchen counter with a clear view 
of the living room right up to the front door.  She configured the motion 
detector and downloaded the app onto her iPhone.

“Stay, Skye,” she said as she left, iPhone in hand.  She stood outside in 
the cold and opened the app.  There was a clear image of her home, with a 
perfect line of sight to the front door.  Skye got up from his bed near the 
fireplace and moved towards the door.  The app sent an alert that motion 
had been detected.  Excellent.

“Good boy, thanks for helping with the demo,” Morgan said as she 
entered the house.  Skye returned to his bed.

* * *

Morgan was at work, looking at the prototypes that had been created by 
the company’s pricey 3-D printers.   One of her techs was anxiously 
awaiting her verdict when her webcam alert went off on her phone.  
Morgan nearly jumped from her seat, and quickly picked up her phone and 
opened the app.  

“There’s no motion,” she said, not realizing she was speaking out loud.



Silent Night

Deborah D. Todd 2018 Page 6 of 10

“What are you looking at?” the tech asked.

She held her phone up for him to see.

“My webcam.  It’s telling me it has detected motion and it is wrong.  
There is nothing there.”

“Mind if I look?”

“Please be my guest, I am simply losing my mind,” Morgan muttered, 
handing her phone to the tech.

He studied the webcam output and squinted.  

“Seven-day cloud storage on video captures?” he asked.

“What, oh, yes.”

“Mind if I look at the last couple of minutes of vid?”

“Sure, need help?”

“Nope got it.”

Morgan was relieved to have the tech geek focused on something while 
she resumed her review of prototypes.

“There!”

“What?”
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“I found it.  I found what triggered the alert.”

Morgan walked over to look over the tech’s shoulder.

“I don’t see it.”

“Let me blow up the frame.  There.”

Morgan squinted at the screen and focused on the object rolling across 
her living room floor.  

“What is it? Can you make it larger?

“Yep, but let’s login on the computer, it is too small to see on a phone.”

Morgan returned to her desk and logged into her account.  She did not 
object when the tech (she could never remember his name) reached over 
her shoulder and enlarged the image.

It was a pencil.  But not just an ordinary pencil.  As her tech 
manipulated the frames, writing appeared along the length of the pencil:  
Dixon Crucible Company.

“Wow.  I knew you had an old house, but I didn’t know you took it so 
far as to use old pencils!”

“I don’t,” Morgan stated, as she brushed the tech away.  

“Hey, I get it,” the tech continued.  “Not everything has to be digital.  I 
mean, there are some dudes I know who use pencils and moleskins.”
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But Morgan wasn’t listening.  She logged out of the website, grabbed 
her coat and as she left her office said to anyone listening, “I’m taking an 
early lunch.”

* * *

Morgan raced home, ignoring the urge to pick up Skye, her protector.  
She wasn’t in the mood for her sister’s questions.  It was only a pencil.  She 
parked her car, climbed the porch stairs two at a time, and with key in lock 
and a quick twist she was inside.  She stared at her living room floor.  She 
paced the steps from the camera position, making sure she was standing in 
the location of the pencil.  Nothing.  She looked under the armoire, the 
couch, the bookcase.  She pushed aside drapes.  She grabbed a flashlight 
and peered under each piece of furniture again, reaching underneath with 
her free hand and sweeping her arm from side to side, expecting the small 
pencil to roll out from its hiding place.  Nothing.

“I am going to lose my mind,” Morgan said out loud.

* * *

Morgan felt removed from the merriment that was taking place in her 
sister’s home that Christmas Eve.  The plum pudding has been served and 
people were getting tipsy from the ridiculous amount of rum that her sister 
had put into the hard sauce.

Abby was sitting next to Morgan, aware of her mood.  

“Sell it.”
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“What?” Morgan asked, turning to look at her sister.

“Move.  The place is getting to you.”

“I love that house.  I have always loved that house.  I am not leaving.”

“It’s creeping you out, Morgan.”

“Not, it is not creeping me out, things happening to it are.”

“Same thing.”

“No, Abbs, please. Let’s not talk about this.”

Abby sighed and standing, gave Morgan a kiss on the top of her head.

Late that evening, Morgan made her rounds, hugging the merry-
makers, and nudging Skye towards the front door to make her exit.  

“Merry Christmas,” she said as she left the house and headed towards 
the car.

“Skye, I’m sorry.  I was kind of blue and I want so much for you to have 
a Merry Christmas.”  Skye gave her his steady look of understanding.

Morgan pulled into her drive and opened her car door.  Snow was 
lightly falling.  Skye ran with excitement up the porch stairs to the front 
door and froze.

But Morgan had already stopped dead in her tracks.  Someone was 
cooking. Meat, possibly a stew, and the smell mingled with that burning 
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firewood smell.  Morgan was not frightened.  This was her house.  And 
someone was cooking in it.  How dangerous could this intruder be?  She 
would get to the bottom of this now.

She tiptoed up the porch stairs to join Skye at the front door.  She 
paused, shocked, because she heard sounds, murmurings, from within.  
She kneeled down next to Skye and tilted her head towards the door, 
longing to make sense of the sounds.  It was a child’s voice.  A young girl’s 
voice.  And she was saying. . . Grace.

And then Morgan looked through the keyhole of the warded lock and 
peered inside her own home.  She stifled a gasp.   There, at a wooden table 
in front of a glowing fireplace, a family of four, dressed in garb of another 
century, bowed their heads in prayer over their Christmas dinner.  A little 
blonde girl with a pink ribbon in her hair was saying grace.

Morgan rolled back onto her heels and leaned against Skye.

“How about you and I go for a long walk and let this family enjoy their 
dinner?”

Skye turned as she stood and they both walked silently up the drive not 
noticing the small ribbon of smoke curling from the stone chimney.


