
LaToya Lawrence

The Things We See


One Dead, One Haunted





  

  Copyright © 2025 by LaToya Lawrence


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        Foreword
        
      

    
      	
        Beneath the Slab of Saint Johnsville
        
      

    
      	
        1. Chapter 1: The Scent of Desperation
        
      

    
      	
        2. Chapter 2: The Cold Embrace of the Dead
        
      

    
      	
        3. Chapter 3: The One More Week Pact
        
      

    
      	
        4. Chapter 4: Cracks in the Facade
        
      

    
      	
        5. Chapter 5: Wednesday’s Revelation
        
      

    
      	
        6. Chapter 6: The Unseen Witness
        
      

    
      	
        7. Chapter 7: The Unanswered Silence
        
      

    
      	
        Epilogue
        
      

    
      	
        Afterword
        
      

    
      	
        The Shadow Veil of Champlain
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 1: Whispers on the Lake Wind
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 2: Echoes in the Attic
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 3: The Ghost Hunter and the Skeptic
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 4: The Unseen Resident
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 5: The Lagonell Legacy
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 6: The Descendant and the Reckoning
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 7: The Unveiling
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 8: The Shadow Bloom
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 9: The Root of Darkness
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 10: The Unseen Guardian
        
      

    
      	
        About the Author
        
      

    
      	
        Also by LaToya Lawrence
        
      

    
    


  



  Foreword



Odella Mullins is desperate for a job, even if it means working in a morgue. As an esthetician, she hopes her skills will help her navigate this eerie world. But the sight of lifeless bodies and unsettling encounters quickly tests her resolve. Just when she decides to leave, she stumbles upon a shocking secret. Meanwhile, her cousin, Dahlia Simone, faces her own ghostly revelations tied to the past. In this haunting tale of survival, will Odella and Dahlia conquer their fears, or will the dead hold them captive forever? Discover what lies beyond the veil.







  Beneath the Slab of Saint Johnsville
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  Chapter 1: The Scent of Desperation

  
  




The eviction notice fluttered to the worn linoleum, a cruel white bird landing amidst the dust bunnies and unread bills. Odella Mullins traced the bold, black letters with a trembling finger, her thirty-four years feeling suddenly much heavier than they had ever been. “Final Warning,” it screamed, “Vacate Premises.”




Just six months ago, Odella had been Odella Mullins, Esthetician. Her small salon, “Odella’s Oasis,” had been her pride and joy – a vibrant haven of rose-scented lotions, hot stones, and the gentle hum of facial steamers. She’d transformed tired faces, soothed stressed shoulders, and sent clients out into the bustling streets of Saint Johnsville, New York, feeling like new. But then the economy had soured, and the small luxuries of life were the first to be cut. One by one, her clients had dwindled, her savings had evaporated, and the Oasis had become as parched as its namesake.




Now, her refined hands, once adept at delicate extractions and precise eyebrow shaping, felt useless. She’d applied everywhere – retail, reception, even janitorial services – but the market was tight, and her niche skills weren’t translating.




Then she saw it, tucked away in the classifieds of the Saint Johnsville Herald, amidst ads for roofing contractors and discount tires:




“Morgue Technician Assistant – Entry Level. Saint Johnsville County Coroner’s Office. Immediate opening. Discretion and strong stomach required. Apply in person.”




Odella read it thrice, a chill unrelated to the upstate New York winter settling in her bones. A morgue. The last place on earth she’d ever imagined herself. A place of finality, of cold steel and colder flesh. But the words “Entry Level” and “Immediate opening” shimmered like a mirage in her desert of desperation. Beggars, she knew, could not be choosers.




The Saint Johnsville County Coroner’s Office was housed in a squat, grey brick building on the edge of town, indistinguishable from a dozen other municipal structures, save for the distinct, heavy silence that seemed to emanate from its walls. As Odella pushed open the heavy glass door, a wave of cold hit her first, followed by a faint, cloying scent – a sterile aroma that tried to mask something deeper, something metallic and… organic.




The reception area was sparsely decorated. A lone woman with severe hair and a permanent frown, Edna Hoffman, greeted her from behind a scratched plastic barrier. “Name?”




“Odella Mullins. For the Technician Assistant position.”




Edna grunted, sliding a clipboard across. “Fill this out. Mr. Peters will see you.”




The interview with Creighton Peters was brief, almost perfunctory. He was a tall, angular man with ice-blue eyes that seemed to miss nothing and convey even less. His office was spotless, minimalist, and devoid of any personal touches.




“Ms. Mullins,” he began, his voice flat, “your resume indicates extensive experience in… esthetics. While admirable, it’s not directly applicable here.”




“I understand, Mr. Peters,” Odella said, trying to keep her voice steady, “but I’m a fast learner. I’m meticulous, I have a steady hand, and I’m not squeamish. I’m also… in need of work.” The last part felt like a confession, a surrender.




Peters steepled his fingers. Across the room, a large, quiet man with kind eyes, Otis Gatler, stood near a filing cabinet, observing. Otis was African American, like Odella, and offered a faint, almost imperceptible nod of encouragement.




“Our work here is… unique, Ms. Mullins,” Peters continued, ignoring Otis. “It involves handling human remains. Preparing them for autopsy, for viewing, sometimes for transfer. It’s often gruesome. It’s always serious. There’s no room for sentimentality.”




Odella met his gaze. “I understand the gravity, sir. I’m prepared for it. I believe my skills in cosmetic application, the attention to detail required, could even be an asset, particularly for restorative work if needed.”




Peters watched her for a long moment, a flicker of something unreadable in his eyes. He leaned back. “Very well. We’ll give you a trial week. Starts Monday. Six a.m. sharp. Otis will be your primary trainer. Don’t be late.”




As she left, the cold air outside felt like a warm embrace. She had the job. The relief was immense, quickly followed by a sickening churn in her stomach. A morgue. She was going to work in a morgue.
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  Chapter 2: The Cold Embrace of the Dead

  
  




Monday morning arrived with a brutal efficiency Odella quickly learned was characteristic of the morgue. The uniform was clinical: scrubs, rubber boots, and a lab coat. The first assault was sensory: the constant, low hum of the refrigeration units, the metallic tang that seemed to cling to the air, a blend of antiseptic and something deeper, more primal. And the cold. An omnipresent, penetrating chill that seeped into her bones, no matter how many layers she wore.




Otis Gatler, her trainer, was a man of few words but considerable competence. He moved with a quiet grace among the gurneys and stainless steel tables, his movements practiced and respectful. “Morning, Odella,” he’d said, his voice a low rumble. “Stay close. Watch and learn.”




Her first tasks were simple enough: cleaning instruments, stocking supplies, sterilizing surfaces. But even these mundane duties were imbued with a macabre undertone. The instruments weren’t for surgery; they were for dissection. The surfaces weren’t just clean; they had to be clinically pure, ready for the next arrival.




Then came her first direct encounter. A body had just arrived, a man in his fifties, a sudden heart attack. He lay on a gurney, shrouded in a white sheet. Otis gestured. “Help me transfer him to the prep table.”




Odella swallowed, her throat suddenly dry. She’d seen dead animals, of course, roadkill, but never a human being. Not like this. The sheer weight of a lifeless body, the unnatural rigidity under her gloved hands, was a shock. She felt a wave of nausea, a dizzying sense of trespass. But Otis’s steady presence, his quiet efficiency, kept her grounded.




“It’s okay to feel that,” he murmured, sensing her distress. “It never gets… easy. But it becomes familiar.”




The week blurred into a gruesome education. She learned the chilling terminology: cadaver, decedent, post-mortem, rigor mortis. She helped prepare bodies for autopsy, removing clothing, cataloging personal effects. She saw the aftermath of accidents, of violence, of disease. Each day chipped away a little more of her former self, replacing it with a hardened shell, a forced detachment.




Her esthetician skills, ironically, found their first morbid application on Thursday. A woman, an elderly car crash victim, needed cosmetic restoration before an open-casket viewing. Her face was bruised and lacerated. Under Otis’s gentle guidance, Odella found herself applying specialized makeup, using waxes and sutures to subtly reshape damaged features, restoring a semblance of peace to a shattered countenance. It was undeniably disturbing, yet a strange, dark satisfaction bloomed within her. She was good at this, too. Good at making the dead presentable.




She met other staff members: Lacey Cobbett, another technician, whose dark humor was a coping mechanism; Darrian Valdez, a jovial, burly man who seemed almost oblivious to the grimness. Creighton Peters, the chief coroner, moved through the facility like a ghost, observing everything, speaking rarely. Frawley Mcgee, another technician, was less jovial than Darrian, with a quiet intensity that Odella found unsettling.




At home, she’d try to wash away the scent, the memories. She’d call her Aunt Ada Mae, her voice carefully modulated. “It’s… different, Auntie. A lot of cleaning. And… paperwork.” She couldn’t bring herself to describe the cold rooms, the stillness of the bodies, the tools, the smell. Ada Mae, bless her heart, sensed the strain but never pressed. “Just try your best, honey. Remember why you’re doing it.”




But by Friday afternoon, after a week spent among the silent departed, Odella knew. This wasn’t her. It was a necessary evil, a means to an end, but her soul felt bruised, her spirit weary.
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  Chapter 3: The One More Week Pact

  
  




Friday evening brought a profound sense of relief, like shedding a heavy shroud. Odella kicked off her rubber boots, the faint, lingering smell of formaldehyde clinging to her skin. She had made it through the first week. Her paycheck, while modest, was enough to ward off the eviction for a little longer.


She sat on her sofa, nursing a cup of lukewarm tea, the quiet of her apartment a stark contrast to the sterile, humming environment of the morgue. The images replayed in her mind: the pallor of skin, the vacant stares, the cold, unresponsive flesh. She had done it, she had pushed through, but at what cost?


Her phone buzzed. It was Lacey Cobbett, her colleague. “Hey, Mullins. You make it through week one without passing out?” Lacey’s voice was laced with her usual gallows humor.


Odella managed a weak laugh. “Barely. My stomach’s still doing acrobatics.”


“You’ll get used to it. Or you won’t. Most don’t.” Lacey paused. “So, you sticking around?”


Odella chose her words carefully. “I need the money, Lacey. Just… one more week. I’m going to finish out a full two weeks, get that paycheck, and then I’m out. Never looking back.”


“Can’t say I blame you,” Lacey said, a hint of something melancholic in her tone. “It’s not for everyone. Good luck, Odella. See you Monday.”


The conversation solidified her resolve. One more week. Five more days. Then she would find something else, anything else














