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			CHAPTER ONE: THE DECISION

			Standing at the foot of the bridge, Booger could hear Rose’s thoughts as he prepared to cross. 

			“Don’t leave me,” Rose thought to herself. “I don’t want to go on without you.”

			Booger steadied his feet and took a step towards the center. He knew he should have faith. On the other side of the bridge was everyone he ever loved, except Rose. “In a blink of an eye, Rose will be here too. This is home.” Step, step, and another step.

			“Booger!” Rose exclaimed. She was done thinking to herself. She was afraid. She was yelling. “I need you!”

			Booger stopped dead in his tracks. “I don’t think I can do this.”

			Mrs. Potts gave him a knowing smile. “Son, the choice is always yours, but you know you can.”

			That’s when the man with the kangaroo tail stepped in. “You should turn back. Go save her. She needs you,” he said as he mindlessly examined his fingernails. 

			“You don’t have to listen to him, Buford. His job is to pull you away.”

			“But how can I go to heaven if I know she’s struggling and in danger?”

			“Rose is strong enough to help herself, Buford. Plus, you can help from the other side. Just like Nancy and your grandmother have helped you.”

			With tears in his eyes, he took another step. Then another. 

			“Booger! You damn fool! I need y-you,” Rose said with her voice cracking at the end. She began crying. 

			“Rose!” Booger screamed. He couldn’t help himself. The bridge of life shook at his exclamation. 

			“Go back,” the man of the bridge said with a sneer. “She needs you.”

			“Buford, you’ve come too far. Remember what you’ve learned.”

			Booger was standing in the middle of the bridge. He knew that if he went back, there was no guarantee he’d be able to help his wife. What made the most sense was for him to press on, to cross the bridge, to be welcomed home. Still, his heart was torn in two. How could he deny her asking for help in her time of need?

			Booger turned to Mrs. Potts. In that little classroom, she had prepared him for his journey to heaven. She had advocated for him even though his life on Earth did not warrant entrance past the Golden Gate.

			“I can’t help you, Buford,” Mrs. Potts said in an empathetic voice. “Free will, remember? This has to be your choice.”

			The decision Booger would need to make was impossible. Leave his family and a place where he would spend eternity in a sort of utopia to join Rose back on Earth or leave Rose forever and join his family in Heaven. Could he risk his own eternal fate for Rose? Would she even want him to if she knew what he knows?

			After being shot in that abandoned psych ward and lying in a coma on Earth, with his spirit stuck in a sort of purgatorian classroom somewhere on the edge of Heaven, Booger now had the opportunity to join his family and friends, to be in the presence of God, Jesus, and the Angels. He had the opportunity to fully understand the meaning of life and to have all his questions about God and Jesus answered. He would finally discover how accurate the Bible really was. His life had been judged, and despite his flaws, he was deemed worthy of admittance. This was what all good Christians aspired to be when their spirit departed their body.

			But Booger was far from a good Christian. He couldn’t remember the last time he had been to a church. And, he had killed before, several times before. In his 70-plus years, he had cussed, lied, drank, and smoked too much. He had broken many of the Ten Commandments. For Booger to get into Heaven was nothing short of a miracle. There, he could spend eternity with Nancy, his brother, and his parents. Booger had never stopped thinking of his first wife and the wonderful life they built together. They had dreamed of building a family and growing old together. Those dreams were crushed when she died of cancer at such an early age. He had loved her so much, and it had taken him so long to get over her, to give himself fully to another wife. Now, she was standing just ahead, waiting for him, smiling, holding out her arms for him. She was even more beautiful than he remembered. A few steps forward, and they could spend eternity together.

			It seemed like a lifetime since he had seen Nancy. She was his soulmate, his very first love, and for most of his life, she was his only love. But in recent years, he had fallen in love again. Rose was the other woman he had loved in his life. He had to make a choice between spending eternity with Nancy or spending his remaining lifetime with Rose. And he had to make that decision now.

			To look at his situation logically, there was only one clear choice. By moving forward across that bridge, his afterlife would be a utopia. Everyone he loved would be there; that is, everyone but one. To turn away would mean spending the rest of his life with Rose, however long that might be, with no assurance that he would ever make it back to his family again. He would face the harsh realities of life again. Mankind was full of injustices, death, temptation, failures, greed, and pain. God had given man free will, and because of that, He had opened the door to Satan’s temptations. Booger knew there were fates worse than death. He knew there was real evil in the world. He had seen it firsthand too many times to count. Life on Earth was a sort of purgatory, a waiting room for admittance to Hell or Heaven. And life on Earth, as Booger had experienced it, was a lot closer to Hell. He counted himself lucky to be able to return “home.”

			“Yes,” Booger thought, “there was only one logical choice for him to make.”

			Just then, his eyes met the shining blue eyes of Nancy. She smiled at him, a knowing smile, and with an ocean of love in her eyes, she nodded her head. “It’s okay, Booger. It’s okay.”

			“What was OK?” he thought. “Was Nancy saying everything would be OK if he just continued forward? Or, was his first love telling him that it would be OK to go back to Rose?”

			Suddenly, Nancy’s smile was gone. A look of love and compassion filled her eyes. That was when Booger knew what Nancy meant. 

			Booger looked at the man with the kangaroo tail. Samuel, he was called. A fallen angel no longer accepted in the City. He would spend eternity outside the Golden Gates. Not evil, but not worthy of Heaven. Samuel had been assigned the task of taking souls not worthy of entering the Golden Gates back to Earth. Most were reincarnated, returning to Earth in whatever form God chose. They were sent there in an effort to make better choices with their lives. They were sent there with a clean slate, so to speak, an opportunity to please their Father in Heaven with their new life on Earth.

			Others, like Booger, had their spirits prematurely leave their body. It wasn’t their time, and they would be given free will to decide whether to stay or go back to Earth. Those souls would return to their same bodies to serve out their lives until God called them back.

			Booger looked over at Samuel. There was no expression on his face. This would be Booger’s decision.

			The hospital room was eerily cold. A look of urgency was replaced with sorrow and disappointment. Booger McClain was dead. His heart flatlined for nearly five minutes. Rose refused to leave her husband’s side. Doctors, nurses, and the entire code-red team worked to save Booger’s life. But the electrical cardioversion had failed to bring him back to her. Three times, the doctor used the electric paddles, each time with more desperation. But it did not work.

			An exhausted doctor, breathing heavily and sweating profusely, turned to his colleagues and said, “I’m going to call time of death.”

			“No,” screamed Rose, grabbing the doctor’s arm. “Please, I beg you, try one more time.”

			Rose dropped to the floor and prayed harder than she had ever prayed before. “Lord, I can’t even remember the last time I asked you for anything. But please, Lord, grant me this one request, and I will never ask you for anything again. Bring my husband back to me.”

			

			The doctor, witnessing Rose’s moving prayer, lifted the paddles one last time and dropped them on Booger’s chest. As the electrical current jumped from the paddles into Booger’s body, a beep began to appear on the heart monitor, soft and slow at first and then increasing in intensity. He was alive.

			The hospital room, cold, eerily quiet just a few minutes earlier, was now warm and filled with happiness. 

			Rose jumped to her feet and ran to her husband’s side, tears flowing down her cheeks as she grabbed his hand. He squeezed hers in return, gently at first and then with a strong grip as he opened his eyes for the first time in weeks.

			“Rose,” Booger whispered. 

			“I’m here,” Rose replied through her tears.

			“Rose?”

			“Yes, sweetie.”

			“Can you get me a double cheeseburger? I’m starving.”

			“Damn it, Bufford T. McClain, you scared me to death.”

		

	
		
			

			CHAPTER TWO: ROAD TO RECOVERY

			For the first time in over a month, Rose slept like a baby. Her husband was home. He’d beaten the odds and returned to life. But the road to recovery would not be an easy one. The doctors weren’t sure how much damage his coma had caused. His cognitive skills might have been damaged. His speech, memory, and mobility may have diminished. The doctors didn’t know yet. It was too soon to tell. 

			The only thing that was certain was that his appetite hadn’t been affected. He had phoned Rose twice that morning, asking for a breakfast stop at McDonalds, Hardees, and Wendy’s. He was like a child who had been weaned from candy, and suddenly, he was allowed to eat whatever candy he wanted.

			On previous occasions when Booger’s stomach was more influential than his brain, Rose had corralled his food demands. But not this day, not the day after he awakened from the coma. On this day, her husband was going to get any and everything he wanted. She would spoil him today, maybe even for a few days.

			By 8:30 am, Rose had made the three fast food stops and had arrived on the third floor of Cox North Hospital. As she arrived at the nurse’s station, Nurse Moffitt stopped her. The young, petite woman with baby blue eyes and long brown hair couldn’t help but chuckle when she saw Rose carrying several bags of fast food down the hall.

			“Bringing food to your husband, Mrs. McClain?” she said with a smile.

			“Yes, Diane. He called me twice this morning to put in his requests.”

			“My goodness, how much food did he ask for?” the nurse remarked, looking at three bags of food and two cups of coffee.

			“A lot,” Rose said, smiling back. “I had to make three restaurant stops.

			“Well, I probably shouldn’t tell you, but he’s already had two breakfasts from downstairs.”

			“Oh my. I guess Booger is making up for time.”

			“Do you need help carrying it to the room?”

			“No, I’m fine, Diane.”

			The two women smiled, and Rose walked down the hallway, around the corner to room 323.

			Her husband was sitting up in bed reading a newspaper with an unlit stogie hanging out of his mouth.

			“What’s that in your mouth, old man?”

			“A stogie. I had one of the candy stripers go downstairs and pick me up one.”

			“You know that you can’t smoke in here?”

			“Yeah, that’s why it’s not lit.”

			“What’s the purpose if you can’t smoke it?”

			“I like the smell. Besides, I might just sneak outside and light it up.”

			“Over my dead body.”

			“That can be arranged.”

			“Then who would bring you all this great fast food?”

			“Good point. I’ll wait until you’re gone to go outside and smoke it.”

			Rose set the bags of breakfast sandwiches, burritos, and fried potatoes and the two cups of black coffee down on the bed tray and watched as her husband engulfed an entire sausage, egg, and cheese McMuffin in two large bites and washed it down with steaming hot coffee.

			“You know Nurse Diane told me that you’ve already had two breakfasts from the cafeteria downstairs this morning.”

			“Snitch.”

			

			“Aren’t you overdoing it a little?”

			“Naugh, just making up for lost time,” Booger said as he stuffed a breakfast burrito into his mouth.

			Rose smiled and gently rubbed the top of her husband’s head with the palm of her hand.

			“What’s the matter, Rose? Do I have something in my hair?”

			“No, old man. I just missed you.”

			“I missed you, too.”

			“Booger, I don’t know what I would have done if I’d lost you.”

			“Probably hooked up with some younger, wealthy guy.”

			“Don’t joke about that, Booger. I was serious.”

			“Don’t you know by now, Rose? I’m too tough to die.”

			“Well, the three bullet holes and the five-minute flat line on the heart monitor might have a different opinion.”

			“Seriously, Booger, when you’re well enough to come home, can we just slow down and take some alone time together? Maybe a long vacation, a second honeymoon?”

			“But we didn’t take a first one.”

			“Exactly my point. Every time we plan to get away, a case comes up.”

			“Let’s just go before work interferes with whatever plans we make.”

			“OK. Where do you want to go?”

			“Anyplace. It doesn’t matter. Just someplace that’s quiet and away from everything, someplace where it’s just you and me.”

			“Maybe a cabin in the woods next to a lake stocked with plenty of catfish.”

			“The cabin in the woods part I like.” 

			Rose reached for her husband’s hand and, with a serious look, said, “Booger, what was it like being in a coma. Did you feel anything? Did you dream?”

			“I felt hungry, and I thought about eating a Big Mac,” Booger said, reaching for a bacon, egg, and cheese croissant. 

			“I’m serious, McClain. Did you know I was beside you? Did you hear me talking to you?”

			“Do you really want to know?”

			“Yes.”

			“Promise not to think I’m crazy.”

			“I already think that.”

			“I was above the clouds in a school room like the one I went to for grade school and with my first-grade teacher.”

			“OK. Heaven?”

			“No.”

			“Hell?”

			“No.”

			“Purgatory?”

			“No. Well, sort of. It was like a waiting room for Heaven. Although they didn’t call it Heaven. They called it the City.”

			“OK. And why were you in a schoolroom with your first-grade teacher?”

			“I was supposed to learn about my life so I could make a decision whether to stay or go back home.”

			“And you decided to come back to me?”

			“Yes.”

			“Oh, sweetie. I’m glad you decided to come back.”

			“Look, it’s hard to explain because my memory is fuzzy. It’s like a dream that is fading now, but I don’t think it was an easy decision to come back.”

			“What? Why?”

			

			“Because to come back home, I had to give up the opportunity to go on.. My family, everyone that I loved except for you, was waiting for me there.. It may have been my only opportunity to get to Heaven. In coming back, I might be missing everything.”

			“And you gave it all up to come back to me?”

			“Yes, Rose.”

			“Why?”

			“Because I love you. I couldn’t let our life together end, not yet, not that way. You needed me, and when you love someone, you show up for them.”

			“Ah, sweetie. I’m glad you chose me.”

			“Me too, Rose.”

			Rose thought for a few moments before asking, “So, was it a dream? You said it was like a dream.”

			“No. I believe it was real.”

			“Did you meet God?”

			“No. But I saw Jesus, and I saw the Kangaroo man.”

			“The Kangaroo man?” Rose asked with a puzzled look. “Okay, so, yeah, it sounds like a dream.”

			“No. Well, it does sound like that, but it wasn’t. It was more real than here. Life is like a dream.” “Of course it is, honey,” Rose said politely. 

			Booger could tell his wife was being polite now. “His name is Samuel. The kangaroo man. He’s the one who brought me back to you.”

			Intrigued, Rose humored her husband. “Oh, like an Angel?”

			“No, a fallen angel. Samuel was once an angel, but he made some bad choices, and he was expelled from the City.” 

			“OK. So, he was sent to Hell?” Rose asked with a skeptical voice and a confused look.

			“No, there is no Hell, at least in the sense that we think of it. It’s not down below and not full of fire and demons. Hell is right here on Earth. It’s in hate and prejudice, greed, and temptation. It’s in the crimes and sins we do. It’s in our lust and betrayal, our lying, and our cheating. Man creates his own Hell by the poor decisions he makes with his own free will.”

			“Old man, this is getting a little deep for me. Are you sure that coma didn’t mess with your brain a little bit?”

			“Rose, sweetie, I’m seeing things more clearly than I ever did before.”

			“OK. Booger?”

			“Yes.”

			“You said the Kangaroo man brought you back to me.”

			“Yes, that’s right.”

			Rose looked around the room. “Booger, is he still here?”

			“No, I suppose not.”

			“Well, if you see him again in your dreams, thank him for me.”

		

	
		
			

			CHAPTER THREE: NURSE DIANE

			Diane Moffitt, the young day nurse on the third floor of Cox Hospital, had become good friends with Rose in a short period of time. The attractive woman of twenty-three reminded Rose of a cross between her sister Hope and the daughter Rose always wanted but never had. 

			The nurse was a shoulder to cry on during some of the most difficult periods of her husband’s coma. After her shift was over, Nurse Diane would often sit with Rose in Booger’s hospital room, and they would talk. She was a welcome distraction for Rose and helped fill the loneliness for Diane. 

			The nurse had lost her husband, and it was a loss she had still not gotten over. They had met at the orphanage where both of them lived for much of their lives. John was just twelve days older than Diane, at least according to the birth certificate provided by the State. John never knew for sure if that date was accurate. He had been abandoned on the front steps of a Baptist Church just a few days after his birth. 

			Both were quiet introverts, really, who kept to themselves and were slow to make friends. They bonded over their mutual interest in playing solitaire and watching old, black and white movies. Their friendship grew over the years as they watched other orphans be adopted while they were left behind.

			At the age of eighteen, both were released from the orphanage to make their way in the world. John was released just two months ahead of Diane, so he tried to scrape together some money before she was released, but he didn’t have much luck. Abandoned by the only family they had known and left without a home, they lived on the streets for several weeks until Diane found a job waiting tables at a greasy spoon diner. 

			A week later, both moved into a subsidized apartment in a rough part of town. A few months later, John joined the Army, and life began to look up for them.

			Not long after, they got married and moved to housing just outside of Fort Campbell, where John was stationed.

			That was when Diane went to school to become a nurse. The couple was extremely happy together, and both dreamed of building a family. 

			Diane was five weeks pregnant when her husband was sent to Afghanistan. The war was winding down over there, and both were optimistic that he would not be stationed there for long. Three weeks after he arrived, a roadside bomb claimed her husband’s life. The same day Diane got the news about John, she had a miscarriage and lost their baby.

			For the most part, Diane hid her loneliness and bouts with depression. After completing nursing school, she moved back to Springfield and took a job at Cox Hospital. A year later, she met Rose while working on the same floor that Booger was on.

			With Rose, she had a friend and mother figure who was going through a difficult time. Rose, too, was lonely and in need of companionship. They bonded over their misfortunes.

			The relationship between Diane and Rose had changed somewhat since Booger came out of his coma. Their lives were headed in totally different directions. Rose was happy and looking forward to her future with her husband. But Diane found little to look forward to. Time was passing her by, and the friendship she had built with Rose was in jeopardy of fading. Diane had lost her family, her husband, and their child. And now that Booger was back, she sensed that she was in jeopardy of losing the only friend she had. What she didn’t understand was that Rose had few good friends over her lifetime, and she had no intention of abandoning Diane. 

			Rose knew little about her new girlfriend’s difficult past. Diane had shielded her from much that had happened in her life. They were skeletons in her closet that she had no intention of letting out.

			Before becoming an orphan, life for Diane had been happy and relatively normal until the age of five. Her father’s family was well off. They owned several properties in the Springfield market, including a large theatre that was one of the first theatres in the country to show talking films. Diane’s great-grandfather had made a small fortune in the stock market in the early ‘20s and had invested that money into property scattered throughout Springfield. 

			Her father did not follow in the family business but had been successful in his own right selling commercial plastics. He made a good living, enough to purchase a large home and support a family of five. His wife stayed home with her three children, of which Diane was the oldest. Her brother Nathan was three, and her baby sister Anna had just turned one.

			Bob, her father, traveled a lot and was usually gone for weeks at a time. But, when he was at home, he was a good father, spending time with his children and being attentive to Diane’s mother, Georgia. 

			Life was good for the Lander’s family during those early years. But, beneath the surface of their idyllic lives was darkness that would shatter her world.

			In May of 2006, Sophia Landers, the matriarch of the Landers family, was killed in an automobile accident. D.J., her husband of 47 years, was devastated. He isolated himself from friends and backed away from the day-to-day activities of the family business.

			Most people familiar with the Landers businesses assumed Cornilus Landers, the eldest son of Sophia and D.J., would take control. He was the Vice President of the corporation and had been second in command behind D. J.

			But Cornilus was not well-liked within the organization. He was weak as a leader and had made numerous bad business decisions. So much so that his father had taken most of his business responsibilities away from him, making his position within the company ostensible.

			It was during those few months after the death of Mrs. Landers that the fight for control of Landers Theatre, along with other properties owned by D.J. and Sophia, became intense. Two sons, Cornilus and Brandon, and a daughter, Ida, all working in the family business, fought for more control of the family fortune.

			Sophia Landers had been the glue that held the family together. Now, it was greed that was trying to tear it apart. 

			D.J., numbed with grief, watched as his children tore the family apart, all for power and fortune.

			Bob Landers was the exception. Long ago, he chose to walk away from the family business and create his own path in life. The death of his mother and the incapacity of his father to run the business did not change that. And thus, he avoided the intense fighting that took place between his other siblings.

			A few months after his wife passed away, D.J.’s grief got the best of him. He chose to hang himself from the third-floor balcony of his spacious home.

			The funeral was spectacular. The grieving, for the most part, was counterfeit. D.J. had made many more enemies than he had friends during his lifetime. He was a difficult man, driven more by greed than by empathy. It was a family trait that most of the Landers family had inherited.

			The pretense of mourning lasted right up to the reading of the will.

			As the Landers’ siblings gathered in anticipation of a sudden windfall, the family attorney had news that none of them anticipated. D.J. had written a new will just days before his death. And the details of that revised will would prove devastating for some of the Landers’ children.

			The estate and all stock would be sold and divided equally between all four of the Landers’ children. All the businesses except one would be divided equally by Cornilus, Brandon, and Ida.

			Each would own one-third of each business.

			The only business not handed over to the three siblings was the Landers Theatre. That business was given to Bob Landers.

			Bob, the only child of Sophia and D.J. who hadn’t gone into the family business, who hadn’t fought to gain control of the family fortune, now found himself the owner of the most profitable entity within the family business.

			As the other siblings would soon find out, D.J. Landers had not been the successful businessman that he had portrayed. His company was nearly bankrupt. 

			After his death, much of the Landers’ estate would be sold to pay off creditors. Many of the businesses the family owned had lost money for years. Everything the three siblings inherited that day was nearly worthless.

			The only property that had made money was the Landers Theatre, and now that was owned by Bob Landers. To say that the other Landers’ siblings were upset with the consequences of that will would be an understatement.

			Bob Landers, the only child of D.J. and Sophia, who had absolutely no interest in being in the family business, was suddenly the sole owner of the most profitable entity of his father’s estate. 

			D.J. Landers had paid his children back for their selfishness and greed. He knew that his empire was about to crumble, and had separated his only profitable business from the others and had given it to the only son who had not been afflicted with greed, hatred, and betrayal. 

			A few months into his newfound fortune, Bob, Georgia, and their kids had planned to attend a family Christmas party hosted by Ida Landers. It was an attempt to reconcile the siblings and their families, three days before Christmas.

			Diane was the only child who would not accompany her parents to that Christmas party. The day before, she came down with the flu, and Sophia scrambled to find a babysitter to watch her while Nathan and Anna went with their parents.

			It was cold on December 22nd, but the skies were clear, and there was no snow or ice on the roads. 

			The police who arrived at the scene of the accident could not find a reason why the car went out of control and veered off the highway. It was an unexplainable, tragic accident. Maybe the driver fell asleep. Perhaps they were distracted, or maybe another car came into their lane, forcing them off the road. There were no witnesses, at least no witnesses that came forward.

			Bob, Georgia, Nathan, and Anna Landers were all killed early that evening.

			Diane would become an orphan overnight. Georgia had no living relatives. Bob had two brothers and a sister. But not one of the three stepped forward to take Diane in. She was sent to a Catholic orphanage in Nixa, MO. There, she would spend the next dozen years of her life. They weren’t easy years.

			Assets owned by her parents were sold and put into a trust account that would be hers on her 21st birthday. The Landers Theatre was included in those assets. Although management and operational control were given to her uncles and aunt, until the trust account became hers.

			On her 21st birthday, the widow who had known so much tragedy and grief in life suddenly became wealthy. 

			Unlike his father, Bob Landers was a very successful businessman. He had left an estate worth millions to his only surviving daughter.

			And even with all that money, Diane Landers Moffitt continued to live a simple life. She remained unspoiled from her sudden riches, and few people had any idea how wealthy she was.

		

	
		
			

			CHAPTER FOUR: THE FRIENDSHIP BETWEEN ROSE AND DIANE

			Diane had no real friends. The children she knew in the orphanage came and went so often that Diane became afraid to get too close to anyone because once she did, they left, and she was alone again. Her life was a lonely existence in those days. The only lasting friendship Diane had was with John Carver.

			John Carver was not his birth name. No one knew what it was. Sister Agnes gave that name to him. Over the years at the orphanage, the bond and friendship between him and Diane grew. They were almost inseparable.

			The three-story orphanage run by the Sisters of St. Mary’s was over 80 years old, and the building showed the wear and tear of age.

			Rooms were cold in the winter and hot in the summer. The old furnace in the basement was on its last leg and could barely warm the first floor. It creaked and moaned when it started up and smelled like gas every time the blowers kicked in.

			A few of the nuns were cruel. Some were sadistic. The worst was Sister Agnes. She was in her mid-fifties, going on seventy-five. She looked old, way beyond her years. Short, thinning gray hair, dark eyes, thick wrinkles on a weather-worn face, and carried a wart the size of a golf ball on her right cheek. The edge of her lips arched downward, a sign of a miserable life and a face that rarely smiled. 

			Sister Agnes took a particular interest in Diane. The nun loved dispensing discipline and seemed to be on a mission to make Diane’s life as hellish as possible. Sister Agnes carried a metal ruler with her wherever she went and loved using it to slap children on the wrists any chance she could. If someone got out of line in the lunch hall, slap! If someone took too long in the bathroom, slap! John once got slapped for sneezing in class. Sister Agnes’ eyes glinted with glee every time she got to use her favorite weapon. But the worst punishment was the basement. Any sign of open disobedience, such as talking back or taking too long in the bathroom, would result in a night in the basement.

			The basement of Sisters of St. Mary’s Orphanage was haunted. The children all knew it to be so and dreaded the threat of having to spend a night down there. Diane spent weeks at a time inside its cinder block walls and six-foot ceiling. 

			The basement was cold, damp, and dark, with only one 60-watt ceiling bulb providing any light. There were no windows. If it rained, water would seep in through gaps in the cinder block walls. Bugs, spiders, and rats would seek refuge in the rain. An occasional snake would slither in. Hungry rats were the worst. Three small meals a day would be brought down those creaky, wooden basement stairs. That was when the rats gathered to
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