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Serena Mossgraves

Be yourself, not what the world would make of you. No tradition is worth your happiness.

 

Patricia Harris

Your story is a light in this world, even if you feel like you are in the dark. Keep going.

 

Jennifer Elliott

To Annette Howard: Thank you for everything you taught us about life and the paranormal. I love and miss you, Momma! 

 

Amina Raziel

To Jesse: While I know you prefer your other moniker, for me you will always be Jesse. Thank you for pushing me when I continued to hide. Thank you for being there when I felt worthless. Thank you for forcing me back into the light and never giving up on me. While I may never be the best writer in the world, you are one of the only people who have always tried to see me as I am.  All for One and One for All, Nevermore. Always. 

 

To Stephani: Skynet is now a reality, thanks to you. While you never really understood what was happening in my head, you did your best to make it happen. Thank you to my Sistah from another Mistah.

  

To Mom: Always remember, “The night was moist…” Love you. 

 

To Randy:  Thanks for putting up with my madness. It says a lot about your patience. While this small side note isn’t much, it is a true declaration that you have been here to try and see this happen up until this point. 

 

To Owl Light Network: To each and everyone of you, I am grateful for the opportunity to be part of your events. This is the first time I am stepping out of the places I have known, and you are taking a huge chance on me. While I cannot promise to be great, I can promise to be here. Thank you, guys – for everything. 

 

To Christian: To my son,  you are the one thing I have done right. You make me proud every single day. I love you, buddy. You have and remain my greatest accomplishment, and achievement. Never let anyone tell you otherwise. Mom loves you, no matter what name I write under, or where I happen to be writing. Fin. Noggin. Dude.

 

 

Dr. Raz T. Slasher

 

To Bill Abbott: this story would have never existed without your encouragement and guidance all those years ago. 

 

Kari Leigh Sanders

 

"To my mother, who has helped me share my dreams, and, in this story, allowed me to share some of hers as well." 
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1014 Midsomer Lane

By Jennifer Elliott 

 

March 10th

 

 It was their first night in the new home. Barb could tell there was more here than she could see. She wasn’t looking forward to finding out who or what it may be. She and her sister Jane had gone to bed as normal. Except Barb was still nervous. It was useless to tell Mom. “Ghosts aren’t real and she doesn't have time for nonsense,” but the house still felt wrong.

 

 Just as she was falling asleep, something opened the door. She looked up to see this large black figure. It was shaking almost like it was crying. It lifted its arm as if it were pointing something at her and it pulled the trigger. She heard the sound of a gunshot. It cocked it and pulled the trigger again pointing at her sister’s head. After it cocked the gun one more time, it turned it to its head. It crumpled to the floor disappearing. 

 

 Barb pulled the covers over her head and just cried silently. She had no idea what to do about it. If she could do anything about it. Jane was sleeping. Her sister was oblivious to the whole experience. She fell asleep an hour or two later, not looking forward to her life in this house.

 

 

April 3rd

 

 The urge to pee was too much. She would have to go to the restroom. Being careful not to jostle her little sister, she pulled the covers off her head. The shadow man with the gun had been gone for a bit. She crawled out of bed and stopped at the door of her room. She peeked in the hallway at both ends. The other shadow was somewhere close. She felt the pressure of it in her chest which made it slightly hard to breathe. The shimmer would give it away.

 

 A glint caught her eye from across the hallway. The black shimmering cloud thing was floating above her mother. Fear and nausea spread through her stomach. A hazy light was flowing up from her mom into it. She finally understood what was happening with her mom. It was doing something to her spirit or aura, and it was making her sick. 

 

 The fear of what it could do spread through her and she no longer felt her bladder. She bolted to the bathroom. Inside with the door she shut, she slid to the floor. She covered her mouth with her hand and cried. She didn’t want to wake anyone. She cried and prayed. When she could pull herself together, she got cleaned up. This is the first time she was grateful for overnight pads.  

 

May 2nd

 

BEEP! BEEP! BEEP!

 

 The shrill horrible sound tore through her being. Sheila woke up more exhausted than before. She didn’t know that was possible. She rubbed the sleep out of her eyes and tried in vain to wake up like she used to, too. Apparently not today. 

 

 She stood up and walked out of her bedroom. She knocked on each of her kids' rooms, opened the doors.

 

 “Babies, Mommy needs you to get up.” She waited in the doorway until they stood up and went to each of the other two to do the same. 

 

 Then she walked down the hall and did her morning ablutions. The boys came, used the restroom, and went paying her no mind. Within a few minutes she was as ready as she could get.

 

 She went back to her room to get dressed for work. She looked down at her body and wondered where all her energy had gone. She walked out of her room, shutting the door and went downstairs. Since she heard Barb helping the girls, she wanted to get started on the downstairs’ checklist. Albeit in a pile, all the kids' shoes seem to be in one place. Her purse was there, but the keys weren’t in the bowl Craig made in art class last year.

 

 She started looking again. So far, she had found them in the box of Honey Nut Ohs, in the freezer, and in the container where she stores the potatoes. She looked around the kitchen. She found her favorite hair clip by the baking powder. She laughed at the absurdity her life had become. With her hair twisted and up, she did a speed run of looking in and behind everything. 

 

 She walked back into the living room. After she tore apart the couch and put it back together, she found the lid of Wahoo laid askew on top of the box. She lifted it up and found her flamingo wrist wrap with her keys attached. With a sigh of relief, she pocketed them. She went back to the kitchen and grabbed the lunch bags. The kids were coming down the stairs as she was making sure all the bags were placed in the backpacks. She rechecked folders. 

 

 They were ready in ten minutes.

 

 “Don't touch my keys again! I am tired of my stuff being hidden!” she yelled. “ENOUGH!”

 

 The boys looked at each other confused. The girls just nodded. 

 

 “Yes, Ma’am.” Barb said.

 

 “Try to have a good day at school.” Sheila told her kids.

 

 “You, too.” Barb said. 

 

 They grabbed their bags and caught the bus just in time.

 

 She grabbed her lunch bag and purse. After locking the door, she headed to work. 

 

October 14th

 

 They had been at Midsomer Lane for at least six months. They had a good life started. It felt like she was never home. Dealing with all the changes after Cal left has been difficult. Tomorrow was another day. They could try again tomorrow. She just wished the kids would stop making up stories about ghosts and stop blaming those ghosts for the objects being hidden in weird places. Hiding the car keys in the Wahoo game box in the closet this morning was just silly and after four times, it was just getting old.

 

 Sheila finished up in the kitchen. All the food was put up and lunches were packed. As she headed through the kitchen doorway into the living room to shut down everything for the night, the front door opened and shut. A tall shadow figure opened and shut the door. It hurried up the stairs and down the hall. By the time Sheila got to the top of the stairs it was in front of Barb and Jane's bedroom door. It lifted a gun, shooting at one pillow and then the other. It turned the gun to its own temple and crumpled to the floor disappearing as she ran down the hall to just outside their room. She heard all three shots, but nothing was there now. Sheila slid down the wall. She heard Barb crying but couldn't move. She did not know how to process this. Spirits aren't real. This couldn't be happening. 

 

 She sat there silently crying until she fell asleep on the floor in the hallway. Her alarm went off like every other morning. She got up and went to her room and turned it off. She sat there for five minutes before she got up and went downstairs.  

 

 She could tell it was going to be a long day with only a little sleep. The living room was the way she left it as she walked through. She flipped the light switch to the kitchen. The light illuminated something she had been ignoring. She knew the kids were in bed all night. She spent it in the hallway. 

 

 All the drawers were pulled out and the cabinet doors opened. The stove eyes were on high. She shut her eyes and took a deep breath. She shut everything, turned off the stove and got the cereal and milk out. She did not have the energy to cook. She got the kids fed, then on the bus. 

 

 She was unequipped to fathom what to do. All the little things that went wrong weren't silly children. There was one place in town that could help. She surely would know something about this. She drove to the RedTop Shop and waited in front of the store. Surely the Witch owner could help her. The world she knew was gone. This woman would know about the supernatural. She would help her give guidance on what to do to get her life back. 

 

 At 10 am, a tall, slender, dark-skinned woman opened the shop. Sheila got out of the car and walked in. The tall, slender, black lady had gone to the back. She waited at the counter patiently hugging herself. Finally, the lady walked out and looked her up and down. She hadn't cared how she looked. She knew she needed help. 

 

 "Good morning, ma'am. How may I help you?” she asked with a strained smile. Sheila's unkempt appearance made her uncomfortable. 

 

 "Hello. You know more about the supernatural than I do. I pray you can help me. I believe my house is haunted. What should I do?" she asked as politely as possible. She hoped her stress wasn't showing through her voice.

 

 "I can't help you but my friend, Theodosia and her friends can. Please take this flier. I know they can and will help you. " she reassured her as she passed the flier to her customer's shaking hand over the counter. 
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 Sheila smiled at her and looked down at the piece of paper in her hand. The watermark was a beautiful two-story house. It read Dukale Paranormal Investigators with two forms of contact information. 

 

 She looked up, "Thank you very much. I will call them," she said in appreciation with tears in her eyes. She walked out, got into the car and headed to the grocery store. After parking in the very back of the parking lot, farthest from the store, she made the call.

 

 "Good morning! This is Friday. How may I help you?" Friday cheerfully answered. 

 

 Sheila couldn’t help but giggle. She didn't expect to ever talk to someone actually named after a day of the week. "Your name is actually Friday."

 

 "Yes. My mom named me after a woman in a book." Her curt tone reflected this question being a normal occurrence. 

 

 "Oh, I apologize.  Is this the right number for Dukale Paranormal Investigators?" She apologized, realizing she was not the first to have that response. 

 

 "Yes!” Friday replied excitedly. “Yes. What has been happening? I will see if we can help you," she said more calmly 

  

 Sheila explained about the cabinets, drawers, things being moved to weird places, the weird feelings in certain rooms and what happened last night. What happened last night scared her the most.

 

 Friday had made notes about all the experiences that Sheila had told her. Now she was sure that it was not a prank caller. The woman was crying as she explained her life right now. She asked, " I have written notes. Is this a good call back number?"

 

 "Yes, ma'am."

 

 "What is your name?"

 

 "Oh," she said, startled. She had realized she hadn't told Friday her name. " I am Sheila Timbers."

 

 "All right, Mrs. Timbers. I will call you back after I talk with my team. We will set up a meeting at your home then." 

 

 "Thank you!" she said genuinely feeling a glimmer of hope appear. After they hung up, she set the phone on the passenger seat atop the flier. She bawled like the broken woman she was. Like she hadn't let herself do in years. She didn't care how loud she was. She didn't care who heard. As long as her kids didn't hear. She wanted to get it out of her system. When she felt like she could function again without the tears threatening to fall, she felt like some of the pressure of stress had been let off. 

 

 She felt a little better. She blew her nose and cleaned her face with baby wipes. For the first time she looked at herself in the rear view mirror. She pulled the brush out of the glove compartment. After she had her rear length hair brushed, she put a hair tie at the base of her neck. After a deep breath, she went in and got a few groceries, then she went home and waited. She would not let these spirits, ghosts or whatever they are take away the home she had made for her children. 

 

*******

 

 Friday started a new document with the title "Sheila Timbers." The first heading being the initial phone call. She added their exchange about the experience, her crying and the six children. Any thoughts she had about the conversation. She made sure it was saved in the company folder on the Google Docs. She sent a text to Michael, Liz and Theodosia. They would get back to her at break. Unfortunately, ghost hunting didn't pay the bills. Most of these people could barely buy food.

 

 After a long day working in the business office of Pepperidge Nursing and Rehabilitation, the alarm went off on her phone. She had clocked out and shut everything down ten minutes early so she could get the document ready before Kid-time. The different headings they would need to make notes and any new thoughts or questions about the initial call were added. She shut her laptop and put it in her bag. She picked up the kids from school and headed home.

 

 They got home and headed to the kitchen.  The girls sat around the table doing homework. Lil' Man played at his "Cafe " kitchen play area while Friday made dinner.  She texted with Theodosia back and forth. Mrs. Bradshaw had given her a call about the poor frazzled Mrs. Timbers and how she appeared terrified and disheveled first thing this morning at the Shop.  She added that to her notes after she got the kids their food. 

 

*******************

 

 The kids came in the front door and made a beeline for the kitchen. All of them were hungry and tired from the long day at school.  

 

 "Barb stay here after the kids get done eating," Sheila asked her oldest daughter.  They all got the hint. They got a snack and went out the backdoor to eat outside. 

 

 She sat down with her peanut butter sandwich in front of her mom. She saw her two sisters and three brothers head outside. All she could do was sit and look at her mom. She knew she was in trouble again. She knew her mother would not listen.  She actually looked at her mom. The stress and tiredness were clear as day in her hunched posture and face. She looked defeated. She had looked tired, determined, and/or angry, but never defeated. Fear and dread started creeping up Barb’s spine again. Her mom took a deep breath and began. 

 

 "I see it now. The kitchen doors and drawers. The things disappearing and appearing in places that make no sense.  The shadow man with a gun." Everything just fell out of Sheila's mouth in terse sentences. 

 

 "You saw the man?” Barb said, surprised. Silent tears fell as she waited to see where this conversation could possibly go. 

 

 "Yes! I have called someone who can help us, but I need you to be part of the conversation." Sheila explained, almost pleading. Realizing the whole reason they fought so much was her inability to understand and believe in things she and they couldn't control. 

 

 "Why do you need me to be there? " she asked, confused as she wiped her face with her sleeve.

 

 “You see more than I do. You know more than I do. I refused to believe until I didn't have a choice. Now, I am making something happen to fix it. It's my job, but I need help,” she said apologetically. 

 

 Barb was so relieved and more scared than ever. Something happened that frightened her mother into acknowledging what she had been saying was real. What about these new people? Were they going to be like the church pastors or other adults that told her she was a bad child for asking about the things happening to her and her siblings? She took a deep breath.

 

 “Who did you call?” she asked apprehensively. The who seemed more important the why at the moment.

 

 “I went to the RedTop Shop and asked the lady there. She gave me a flier for the Dukale Paranormal Investigators. Friday, the lady who answered seemed very happy to help. She will call me back soon after she talks to her team. I don’t know what that entails yet.” She explained to her daughter's unsure gaze.

 

 “So, you found someone who actually knows about hauntings?” Barb asked, confused that they were real ghost hunters. That it wasn’t just something only on tv.

 

 “There is a real local paranormal team that is coming to help us.” Her mom replied.

 

 

 

 

 

October 17th

 

 Friday, Theodosia, and Beth had traveled twenty-five minutes outside of DuKale, Georgia to the address the frightened lady had given her. They decided with the children, Theodosia would be the best fit. Pre-K teacher by career and skilled medium made her not only the best ally but also another set of eyes to see the full story of what was going on. Liz was a skilled observer and the cynic of the group. Friday was mediumistic and the head of the team. 

 

 They pulled into the driveway and went to the door. Within seconds of knocking, a young man of about 10 opened the door. 

 

 “Hello, can I help you?” he asked as he looked at his new visitors.

 

 “I’m comin’!” An older woman said as she came down the hallway pushing her long hair out of her face.

 

 “Hello! I am Friday, this is Theodosia and Liz. We talked over the phone about your haunting.”

 

 “Oh, thank God. Please come with me to the kitchen,” she said and led the way. The three ladies followed suit. The young man shut the door and rejoined his brothers playing.

 

 They followed her through the living room, down the short hallway to the kitchen. A blonde teenager was sitting at the table doing her homework. 

 

 “Please, have a seat with Barb. I will make us some coffee.” The ladies sat around her. 

 

 “Hi. How are you? I’m Liz,” Liz asked with a smile as she sat next to Barb. 

 

 Barb gave a strained smile. “I am ok. Nice to meet you. I am Barb. The oldest daughter.”

 

 “From what your mom has told me, I understand the apprehension. I am Liz of the Dukale Paranormal Investigators.” Liz smiled back genuinely.

 

 As Liz was introducing herself, Theodosia noticed the pantry door open just enough for a pair of eyes to peak out at her. A little boy seemed to be curious about the new visitors.

 

 “Excuse me, Mrs. Timbers. How many boys do you have?” Theodosia asked.

 

 “Just the three in the living room. Why?” Sheila asked, confused.

 

 “You have a young boy ghost watching us from the pantry.” she explained.

 

 “You can see him, too?” Barb asked disbelievingly. “No one else believed me that they were real.”

 

 “Theodosia and I can see them. Since we were really little. We can see and feel what's here in your house,” Friday explained.

 

 Both Barb’s and Sheila's eyes went wide. Barb was relieved others could see the things she did. Sheila was so horrified that there were so many ghosts. 

 

 Sheila looked at Barb, horrified. “How long has he been here?”

 

 “Since before we moved in,” she answered her mom. “They all have been here since before we moved in.

 

 Friday looked at Barb closer. This little girl was stressed and exhausted. “How many is all?”

 

 “Three. The little boy,” she pointed to the pantry, “This shadow man that does the same thing every night and a floating shimmery black cloud thing.”

 

 Theodosia and Friday looked at each other. They felt the shadow thing. They saw the little boy. The shadow man is faint but there. They nodded to each other in silent agreement that the young girl knew what was in her home. 

 

 “Tell us about them.” Friday said.

 

 The ladies told them about the things that happened around. Sheila looked on in horror. The little boy ghost playing by hiding things. She finally understood why she stayed exhausted. She didn’t know that so many of these things had happened. That they happened to her or the kids.

 

 “Can anything be done?” Sheila asked.

 

 “Yes, but we have to do a walk through and find out what is here.” Friday explained.

 

 “May Friday and I look through the house and see what's actually here?” Theodosia asked the frightened woman. She knew Barb was for it, but they needed the adult to agree.

 

 “Please. I have six kids. It’s not the tidiest house.” She agreed.

 

 “I have three. I fully understand.” Friday smiled in understanding.

 

The Walk Through

 

 Theodosia and Friday walked around the kitchen, out the door, and down the hallway. In the living room they just stood for a moment and sensed the surroundings.  Then they walked up the stairs to the second floor. They felt some faint energy on the stairs as they ascended.

 

 At the top they opened each door. In the boys’ room they found toys and unmade beds. The next one over, they felt the same energy from the stairs. It had a couple of boy band posters and some toys. The bed was made. The bathroom had a nautical motif and the usual stuff you would expect of a family. 

 

 The master bedroom was lovely. The dark energy was not. In the doorway it made it hard to breathe.

 

 “There is only one thing to do about that.” Theodosia said.

 

 “Can you do it?” Friday asked.

 

 “I believe I can. Let's start downstairs with the child and I’ll talk to the other children.”  Theodosia said.

 

 Friday walked to the kitchen and found Barb where she was before, “Please show me the path of this shadow man who goes up the stairs, Barb” Friday asked.

 

 “Yes, ma’am.” She stood up from the table, after she pushed her chair in, she led her to the front door.

 

 “He starts here by opening the door and walking up the stairs.” She led her up the stairs past Kari and Jay’s room to hers and Lil Jane's.

 

 She stepped 3 steps inside her door, “He comes right here and pulls his gun out. He shoots at Jane's pillow and then mine. Then he puts it to his head and pulls the trigger and falls to the floor. After a few seconds, he disappears. I can hear the sound of his steps, the shots and when he hits the floor.”

 

 “Do you sleep under your covers every night? I can't imagine how afraid I’d be with all three of your spirits.” Friday asked with sincere understanding of how scary Barb’s life is.

 

 “How did you know about me hiding under the covers?” she asked, totally astounded that someone else knew. She wouldn't even let anyone at school know where she lived. Her house was known as the haunted house at school.

 “I hid under mine a whole lot. Don't worry, we can stop him and help you all.” Friday assured her.

 

 “Okay” Barb replied, rather skeptical. 

 

 “What time does he do this?” she inquired.

 

 “11:47 every night.” she answered.

 

 “That’s precise.” Friday said with a half-smile.

 

 “Every night. Every night for six months. I know what the kid does to play with us and Mom. I don’t understand the shimmery shadow, but I know what it has been doing to Mom. I just want it to stop.” she explained, hoping this lady was what she claimed to be. Friday could see the fear and exhaustion in that little girl's face. She knew she needed to do something tonight.

 

 Friday pulled a roll of masking tape out of her cargo pants leg pocket. “Show me where he stands when he stops in the room.”

 

They got the spot marked and went to join them downstairs

 

 As they headed downstairs, the theme of Persona 3 started singing in her pocket. She took it out and answered. “Hi, sweety.”

 

 “I sent four pictures over. There were two instances of husbands coming home to find their wives cheating in the home you're in.” Michael started with no preamble. There were children involved. He hoped they would be able to fix it fast for their sake.

 “That would explain why there would be a dark entity. That's a lot of emotional turmoil,” she observed.

 

 “The first was in 1943, John McCurdy who found his wife Linda with his brother Richard. He killed them, their son Clarence, and himself.”

 

 “That's where the little boy came from. Hold on a second.” 

 

 She covered the phone. “I'll be right back. I have to finish this phone call.”

 

 “Ok, I'll tell them” Barb walked back to the kitchen. 

 

 Friday stepped outside to continue the conversation with her husband. 

 

 “I'm back. please continue.”

 

 “The second was Daryll Barnes in 1973. He found his coworker Steve with his wife Gemma. They had no children. Two more families came and left with nothing reported on them.”

 

 “I have found one of the two men here. I will not be sure until 11:47 p.m. The little boy is still here. We found a dark thing here as well. I don’t quite know what it is, but Theodosia says she can stop it.”

 

 “Cool. It’s a repeater! Mrs. Edie should be here in 25 minutes. I’ll be there as soon as possible after that.” Michael said.

 

 “Love you! See you soon,” she said.

 

 “Ditto!” he exclaimed. She headed back in after hanging up.

 

******

 

 Theodosia walked back to the pantry door. She got down on one knee to look into the little face behind the door. 

 

 “Hello, young man. I am Theodosia.” She greeted the apprehensive young boy.

 

 “Hi, I'm Clarence.” He looked at her in wonder. “You can see me?” 

 

 “Yes, sweetie. I want to be your friend.” She smiled at him genuinely. 

 

 “Why won’t they play with me? They pretend they don’t see me?” he asked, so sad.

 

 “Their mommy told them not to. You are something she doesn't understand.”

 

 “I’m just a little boy. Like the other kids.” he said sadly. 

 

 “Do you want me to help you find your parents?” she asked gently.

 

 “They are mad at me. Daddy shot me. I don’t know what I did wrong,” he told her with tears in his eyes.

 

 “We will go talk to the mom and let her know.” Theodosia stood up and walked back to the table. Clarence followed.

 

 “This is Clarence. He is a little boy and just wants to play. He would like to stay,” she explained to Sheila. Her mouth was agape. It took a few seconds for her to get herself together.

 

 Liz put her hand on Sheila’s arm. “We only want to help you and them find peace.” she said assuringly.

 

 “Yes,” she cleared her throat. “Yes. If he will stop hiding my keys and hair things,” she said with a mother’s sternness the second time.

 

 “I will. I will. I promise to be good!” he shook his head enthusiastically smiling. 

 

 “He agrees and promises to be good,” she smiled, relieved one soul was safe.

 

 “That is good. I will treat him like my own,” she smiled.

 

 “May I talk with your other children?” Theodosia asked.

 

 “Yes, please.” She shook her head. She seemed on the edge.

 

 “I will stay, so you're not alone.”

 

 Theodosia and Clarence walked into the living room to see the boys still playing their board game, one on the couch and the other two sitting on the floor around the coffee table. Janie was playing with her dolls at a makeshift doll house made out of shoe boxes. Kari sat in a chair writing intently about something. 

 

 She sat on the opposite side of the couch. Clarence started playing with cars as Barb and Friday came down the stairs. 

 

 Kari whispered, “Clarence is back.” She noticed Theodosia sat on the couch. “Hello. Are you Momma’s new friend?

 

 Theodosia heard Michael’s ringtone. He must have found something about the house’s history. 

 

 “I am all of y’alls new friends. Your Mom agreed to Clarence continuing to stay here until he’s ready to move on.” she explained to the inquisitive girl.

 

 “Can you fix the stair thing and the thing that is in Momma’s bedroom?” she asked.

 

 “Will you stop lying to the lady? Nothings here,” Jay sounded aggravated. “Hi, I’m Jay.”

 

 “So, you moved Momma’s things?” she sneered equally aggravated with his disbelief.

 

 “Noo!” He whisper-yelled

 

 “Craig, Jane and Jesse aren’t tall enough. I know I didn't put her keys on the top of the kitchen cabinets.” 

 

 “Fine. BUT how can there be ghosts?” he asked. Craig watched Jay and Kari argue. Jesse smiled at Clarence. He was playing with his Undertaker and Kane cars. Friday stepped outside the front door and Barb watched from the stairs.

 

 Theodosia pointed at Clarence. “Explain that, Jay.” She said calmly.

  

 “I can’t. I just wish I could see him, so I could be like them,” he answered sadly. 

 

 “That doesn’t make you less. Just different,” Theodosia reassured him. “We just have to work together to make life better.”

 

 Friday came back into the living room. “I can take care of the repeater.”

 

 “We should bring them in here and tell everyone. The kids know everything.” She informed her friend of what she learned.

 

 Friday went and asked Liz and Mrs. Timbers to join them in the living room. Theodosia gave Mrs. Timbers her seat. The adults brought in kitchen chairs to sit and the kids sat on the floor.

 

 Friday gave a summary of the history she learned. “When it gets closer to time, I can wait just inside the room and find out which of these two men it is. Then I can jostle him out of the continued repetition.”

 

 “If you have a plastic cup and lid I may have, I will trap the shadow thing upstairs. I can take it far away from here.” Theodosia explained her part of the idea.

 

 “My husband, Michael, should be here soon. With your permission, we will record from the most haunted areas. That way we may have proof on film of the haunting.”

 

 “You can make it go away? You're sure?” Mrs. Timbers asked with her sheer need for this to be true, showing in her questions.

 

 “Yes. We can and we will,” Liz guaranteed. “If it can be done, these ladies can figure it out.” 

 

 “Do whatever you need,” she agreed in hopes these strangers could give her family peace again. 

 

 “We are going to start looking for the best places to get started,” Friday said.

  

 Liz stayed with Mrs. Timbers on the couch. Theodosia and Friday looked around the living room for the best spot to record. After looking around the whole room, in the corner above the doll house was best.

 

 Michael knocked on the door before they moved up the stairs. He brought in two bags. He was introduced and was filled in as they got the cameras set up.

 

 “Those aren’t like the ones on the shows on tv,” Barb observed as he put up the cameras.

 

 “Bluetooth baby monitors work just as well, if not better. It also is cheaper than some high-priced name brand “Ghost Hunter” BS. It will never look as cool for those who don’t understand the true use,” Michael explained gently. 

 

 They agreed cameras facing the door from Barb’s room and the door of the mom’s room would be best.

 

 Mrs. Timbers’ exhaustion won out. She fell asleep on the couch sitting up. Barb got the kids ready and off to bed. She got Janie to sleep in Kari’s bed tonight. After going back downstairs, she let them know it should be quieter now. As it neared 11:30, Friday got into position. Barb sat with Theodosia. Liz seemed to have joined her mom in slumber as they watched the man come through the door from behind Theodosia. Michael went out to his van where he could get readings without interruption.

  

 

Finally Peace 

 

 

 The door opened and shut. The tall shadow figure put his jacket on a non-existent chair before walking up the stairs. As he got closer to the top of the stairs he started to hear a familiar sound from the guest bedroom. She promised to only make those sounds with him. It felt like an ice pick to the heart.

 

 He stopped two steps in the room. It couldn't be. Steve and Gemma were in bangin’. They didn't see him or hear him come in.

 

 “Why, Gemma?” He heard himself ask.
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