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Sylvie and Myra sat in the bedroom of the spooky townhouse helping each other with homework. They were both having trouble in Math and were planning to study and do their schoolwork together. It was 1991 and fifteen year old Sylvie needed help because her mother insisted. “What time were you supposed to go home?” she asked.

“By six for dinner,” Myra answered while her medium length blond hair fell in her eyes. She pushed it out of the way.

Sylvie’s mother, psychic Lana Langly, was downstairs in the kitchen cooking spaghetti for dinner. The aroma wafted through the hall, up the stairs, and into the room and Sylvie closed the door. Her mother was still a psychic working for Rose Cortez. She enjoyed it. Violet was there still too, and they called themselves the circle of roses. That’s why her daughters called themselves the rosebuds, even though they were not psychics and were only thirteen and fifteen.

Dana sported short black hair and stood at five feet two inches. Cute as a button but mean as an ox. She was the younger sister and had eyes so dark they looked black. Sylvie got the hazel eyes in the family with specks of green.

The sky began to darken. Something scratched at the door. They looked at each other. She didn’t have a dog. “Dana cut it out!” Myra giggled and Sylvie went to the door. “Mom we’re coming right down,” she said as she opened it. The scent of dinner hit her, but no one was there. The kitchen was close by just below them and her mother Lana, aka Lily, could be heard downstairs. “Oh crud.”

“I need to go. It’s getting dark,” Myra said getting up shaking and quivering. “What was that?”

“I don’t know. It sounded like an animal. I’ll ask my mom if she heard it. I’ll see you tomorrow at school.” Still gripping the door, it felt very cold, and that September day was not cold outside.

Myra went downstairs and went home. Sylvie traveled downstairs to see her mom. It seemed Dana wasn’t home, and her mom was straightening up after doing yoga and meditation exercises. They helped her tap into her psychic abilities. “Mom, we heard scratching on the door just now. Do you know what it was? Did you hear it?”

“No, I don’t have any idea.” Sylvie sighed. “Let me see,” her mother said, and they both went upstairs. The door felt cool, and her big vanity mirror was hanging crooked. Nothing else was different. “There’s nothing here.” Lana grabbed the door and jumped back letting go. The knob was freezing.

“You’re a psychic. You know about these things. Could it have been a ghost?” Sylvie asked.

“Maybe. We’ll see what happens. In the mean time you can sleep with the door open and a nightlight on. Come down to dinner,” her mother said and headed down the stairs.

“Where is Dana?”

“She’s spending the night at a friend’s house. There will be plenty left over for us. Come on, maybe we can watch a scary movie tonight together.” Lana smiled at her daughter. She liked spending time with her daughter. She was the well behaved one. Still unmarried in her late thirties, she sometimes wished she wasn’t, but life was good. Dana was the dark one but only a kid that needed some guidance. Lana was giving it to her the best she could and wanted to search for anything strange and belonging to the cult. It would happen that night after Sylvie went to bed.

They had plenty of scary movies on tape. Sylvie grabbed a handful. “These are Dana’s.” Her mother took them and picked one. With all the lights off they watched. It was a movie with a lot of monsters and ghosts. Sylvie had a hard time following it, but Lana could. The movie was also dark because it was nighttime and that’s when they came out. A ghostly moan here a knock at the door there. The frightening sounds just kept coming when Sylvie realized they were now coming from upstairs. “Is that a big attic up there?”

“Yeah but no big deal. I stored boxes, things we didn’t use.” Then crash. Something fell upstairs in Sylvie's room. She ran upstairs and turned on the light. Her lamp had fallen onto the floor and her mirror was knocked to the side again. “Mom this couldn’t be one of your ghosts!”

“I don’t know,” she answered.

When she entered her room, she lifted the lamp and turned around. There were four claw marks on the inside of her door. Not deep but long. She straightened the mirror and ran downstairs. When she got to her mother she said, “I’m either sleeping on the couch or in Dana’s room tonight. Something clawed the door and knocked over my stuff.” They went up to her room.

Checking out the marks Lana said, “I’m going to have the other psychics come over and look at this, and you young lady should sleep on the couch tonight.” Sylvie could do nothing but nod. She grabbed blankets and a pillow out of her closet and took them down to the couch. She shut off the tv quickly and got comfortable. A flash came from upstairs. Her mom had taken a picture. Exiting she didn’t shut the door all the way.

“Mom why do you have to ghost hunt?” Immediately she was to blame.

“It started out as something we enjoyed. Then people needed help.”

“I get it, but it’s creepy.”

“It will be alright. Nothing gets by me and the circle of roses. Get some rest.” She kissed her daughter’s forehead. She loved her. Sylvie laid down and covered up. Immediately Lana wanted to go upstairs and search Dana’s room. She was suspect number two.

Entering Dana’s room there were books, magazines, and trash everywhere. Her mouth dropped open. She needed a garbage bag. Digging Lana looked for anything bad. Nothing so she looked under the bed and in the closet. Maybe she was being good. Her school books were on her little desk so she opened her notebook and flipped through the notes. Only for school. This was a waste of time. Dana was trying. She didn’t listen and didn’t clean her room, but still nothing strange. And she wasn’t home this evening. When she reached sixteen she would not be allowed to pierce her belly. Lana loved both her girls. When she looked up, she saw the mirror was tilted to the side. It was strange. Was it her prank? She still wasn’t home. She grabbed her camera for a picture and a trash bag to throw the garbage out. She did not want to believe her child was guilty.

After cleaning she dumped the trash bag in the backyard and went inside to Sylvie. “Her mirror was sideways like yours. She knows I hunt ghosts.”

“I never told you but ever since I was nine, we’ve called ourselves The Rosebuds. We would pretend we were ghost hunters. Even get into your ghost hunting equipment. One time when you weren’t home your ghost recorder lit up. We thought there probably was a ghost in the basement of our old home. Thank God we don’t live in Chicago no more. We went downstairs with it in the dark with our friend Sarah. We didn’t even know what it was called but it lit up. We could hear something around the corner and saw something glowing in the dark. When it started to move Sarah got really scared and ran to the stairs. Near the top she lost her footing and fell to the bottom. She didn’t move. We were so scared, me and Dana were screaming, and the ghost flew away! They are messing with you mom because they know you’re a ghost hunter. We helped Sarah up and she was ok except for scrapes and a twisted ankle. She was one of The Rosebuds that night. She rested on the couch, and we gave her ice. I felt so bad. Her mom came to pick her up.”

“It’s not an easy thing to ghost hunt. They should have training,” her mother said, and Sylvie laughed.

“We are still The Rosebuds mom.”

“Well, I think it might be Dana playing a trick on us. We will investigate. The doorknob was freezing like it had been in a freezer. You can help if you want to?”

“Ok,” Sylvie said excitedly.

“Just don’t tell your sister. It’s a secret.”

“I promise I won’t.” After they both laid down it was quiet.

It was the weekend. Lana went to The Circle of Roses, which used to be named Roses Crystal Shop, to get a video camera for ghosts, a recorder for voices, a black light for the dark, and dousing rod. Mixed in a long line of shops between a cafe and vintage clothing shop. It was easy to miss so the red light up sign helped it stand out more to people. Rose was curious why she was taking them home, but Lana just told her they may have a mirror ghost.

“Dana is spending the night at her friend’s house again. They went to a movie and swim birthday party together. We have to investigate tonight.” Lana put her bag down that had the equipment in it. Sylvie grabbed the dousing rod.

“They still use these?” she asked.

“Yes, I like them. It’s my favorite tool. Come help me set up the video recorder. I’m going to record yet.” She took the bag and they headed to Sylvie’s room. They decided to put it under the bed where it can get the mirror. So far so good. Nothing looked disturbed. “We’ll turn it on at 6:30. before dark.” With a nod Sylvie went down stairs.

The video was left on in the night time and when Lana checked Dana’s room it seemed fine. “We’ll watch the tape in the morning before Dana gets home. They both slept soundly in the night. Once again Sylvie slept on the couch and when she woke in the night no sounds were heard. They both stayed away from the filming bedroom

As sunlight hit Sylvie’s eyes her mother shook her. “The mirror is sideways again and your room was thrashed! It looks like someone broke in.” Lana ran quickly upstairs. Entering the room there was so much laying around. The mattress was off the bed and books on the floor. Even the closet door was open, and things strewn about.

Sylvie entered. “What happened?” she asked as her mom grabbed the video recorder. She got goosebumps and the rooms temperature dropped to 55. They both ran out to the living room. Lana hit rewind then start. Nothing happened for quite some time, so she hit fast forward on play and there it was. A long white mess flew by. Going back, she put it on regular play. It was a woman with a round face, long black and grey hair, and a long white dress. She needed a deep breath. It was Terra, the bride of Frankenstein! She began pacing in frustration. Now what?

“Mom, what?” Sylvie asked.

Lana showed her the camera. “The first ghost we roses ever busted; this was her. Terra Johnston, Frankenstein’s bride. As a zombie she killed people with her galvanism machine. My manager Rose Cortez’s husband. Don’t tell Dana.”

“I’m not sleeping in there,” she said nodding to agree not to tell her little sister.

“Dana will be home soon. I don’t know, we might as well get ready to move now. I’ll write her a note and ask Terra what she wants. Then I’ll straighten up your room and mirror.” They pushed the books under the bed, placed the mattress back, and the mirror also. A simple note was written. They heard Dana come into the house.

“Mom,” she called and came in the room. “I had so much fun. We had pizza and cake. Her black skirt flapped when she came to hug her mother.

“Good, I cleaned your room a little.” She grabbed her arm. There was black and purple ink on it. “What’s this?”

“When me and Alice went to the pool party we got fake tattoos,” she said with a smile.

“As long as it washes off.” Dana ran into her room. “I’ll have to talk to Rose about how to get rid of Terra again. It might be as simple as getting rid of the mirror. Maybe not.” They agreed still keeping it from Dana.
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Lana entered the room with Victoria and Rose. “Terra’s back,” she said loudly. “And Halloween is next month. Rose can that make her stronger?”

“No, but it can bring them in.”

“She’s getting in through the mirror and she’s targeting my children. I have to get rid of her now!”

“She’s done that. Then she’s probably in already. Try getting rid of the mirror and then call me if she doesn’t go.”

“I have two kids so it’s two mirrors.” Lana stared at the floor.

“Why are you still here?” asked Rose.

“I want to do some readings. I’m not sure it’s ok.”

“Just call me. We are both here.”

After a couple psychic readings Lana was breaking a sweat stressing and wanted to go home. “I’ll see you guys.” Exiting The Circle of Roses shop Rose reminded her of a female vampire. She looked vampy, but she was a good person.

Entering her home both daughters were out back. She ran up the stairs and grabbed each haunted mirror out of their bedrooms and pulled down the attic stairs. She placed the mirrors in the attic, pushed them away, and shut the door. The only thing there was to do was wait until morning and see if the ghost haunts the rooms. She still could, for all they knew it was hiding in the house. Lana headed downstairs to start dinner.

Dana and Sylvie came in and went up
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