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Jamis Bachman never stays in one place for too long.
Retired from the reality TV show Ghastly Incidents, she’s
now a social media sensation, chasing ghosts, demons, and
inter-dimensional aliens—in an effort to avoid her own.

 


When a desperate young couple sends Jamis a video of
a poltergeist disturbance, she jumps on a plane to Sage Creek,
Utah, not knowing her world is about to change forever. Ghost
stories she can handle, but a violent poltergeist, a brutal
unsolved twenty-five-year-old murder, and meeting the love of her
life? She’s in way over her head.

 


Jamis thought she was the one chasing ghosts, but it
seems as though something is chasing her…
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Prologue

She stood in an open field made of light, devoid of
mass but clear in form, freed from the noisy confusion of her
circular thoughts. There was a woman across from her. She wanted to
walk toward her but could not move. Though unable to reach her, the
woman’s presence gifted her with hope and love, the best medicine
for suffering anywhere in the universe. It was enough to let them
begin.

She concentrated and willed a projection of her human
form into being with the speed of intention. Her last significant
memory of herself provided the prototype, and she wore her favorite
yellow summer dress. She felt the soft breeze on her bare shoulders
and breathed out a wish for grass to appear under her feet. It did
and she wiggled her toes between the soft green wedges.

She strained to hear the woman’s voice, carried
across space and time to her, and smiled as the words touched her
ears, “Where am I? Who are you? Am I dreaming?” She’d missed the
sound of human voices.

Somehow, in moments of clarity, she created this
space. It began with simple questions, “Where am I? What happened?”
It felt oddly familiar to dig through emotional pain and confusion,
as though she’d pried back layers of dense darkness to find her
truth before. It was then she realized she was dead but not
finished. It was like everyone she loved waited for her. She could
see them but as if they were on opposite sides of aquarium
glass.

Then her memory returned, and she relived the moment
of her death in vicious repetition, until surrender was her only
recourse to make it stop. So, she let go and sunk into her own
pain. It was then she knew she was not alone. Someone stood behind
her, quiet but seething. She reached out, but her attempt at
comfort was batted away. She watched her and knew something
connected them.

Then, suddenly, she knew what to do. That always
surprised her in life too—how answers assembled themselves,
readying for emergence in their own time, without her conscious
participation. Everything had always been so much better when she
just let herself be.

She called out for help and now saw her. They both
had more work to do to arrive to each other, but she knew they
would.


Chapter One

Drapes obscured Jamis’s view from the hotel room. A
heavy fog settled across the mountains in the distance and suited
her mood. Jamis had arrived in Sage Creek, Utah, the night before
to follow a promising lead about a poltergeist, but instead of
excitement, she felt forlorn. She’d been chasing ghosts for so
long, without finding proof, her life’s vocation was either a
grandiose psychiatric delusion or a complicated form of
self-destruction. After a few drinks, she often insisted it was
both to anyone who would listen.

Her dreams also left her uneasy and tired, like she’d
spent the night running through waist high mud. The images were
recurrent the past few months, and the same two scenarios played
out again and again. In one, Jamis struggled toward a woman,
standing directly across from her, and in the other, a hooded
figure chased her. The night before gave her both, together for the
first time. The hooded figured pursued her and the woman in front
moved farther away the harder she ran.

Jamis pushed through the anxiety to focus on
something tangible, and opened Facebook to scroll through the
comments on the photo of the Salt Lake City skyline she posted the
night before.

Bill W.

You’re a fraud.

Jamis replied.

But I’ve been told I have dreamy brown eyes and women
love me. Don’t be jealous bc you can’t say the same. Xoxo,
Jamis

The computer chirped with notifications as followers
liked her reply. Jamis routinely trolled her trolls and people
loved it. She wasn’t as confrontational in person, but like the
trolls who bashed her, the internet gave her courage. She closed
the browser and poked through files to find the video clip that
brought her to Utah.

She watched the video at least one hundred times. She
often obsessed like that, unable to move forward without
resolution. The video began in the doorway of a kitchen. Cupboard
doors opened and closed in heavy, jerky movements, out of sync. The
fridge door opened so quickly the camera angle dropped to film the
floor as the person holding the camera jumped backward to avoid
being hit. What she saw on the floor was what drew her to Sage
Creek. Between the cupboards and the shadow of whoever held the
camera was another silhouette, disembodied from a source. It looked
like the book cover of an old crime noir thriller, where an
elongated shadow stretched across the cobblestone, framed by the
streetlight. The light around it took on a yellowish glow, like it
was lit from an old glass bulb.

Jamis zoomed into the image and hit play frame by
frame. The figure shimmered into existence in one frame and was
gone the next. She replayed the video three more times before
forcefully extracting herself from the compulsion to watch it
again. The video was obviously from a cell phone camera, and her
higher tech cameras would produce better video resolution. She’d
visit the house and leave those behind.

Something about the image in the video tugged her
instincts. The figure in the middle of the swirling chaos of the
kitchen provoked a sense of dread when she watched it in slow
motion. It emerged from nothing only to disappear back into empty
space. A skeptic might say it was the shadow of the person opening
and closing the cupboards and fridge, edited sloppily from the
footage. But there didn’t seem to be evidence of tampering, and as
always, she wanted to assume benevolence and believe.

She needed to see it in person. Jamis slid the laptop
into her messenger bag and grabbed the cameras, secured in a heavy
steel case, and left the hotel room. Outside, the cold air plunged
into her lungs and she coughed. It was wrong to assume Utah would
be warmer in early March. Late winter snow sat piled in the corners
of the parking lot, soiled with soot, the asphalt wet with melting
snow. Pounding startled her. A woman stood at the hotel office
window, waving for her to come inside. Jamis held up her finger and
put the bags in the car first.

“Morning,” Jamis said as the door closed behind her.
The woman now sat behind the counter. There was a picture of a
Chihuahua in a Santa hat on her sweatshirt. “I like that.” Jamis
pointed and smiled.

“My son got me this.”

“Nice son,” Jamis said.

“Well, I kept him.”

Jamis jammed her hands in her coat pockets. Her arms
felt too long. “What’s up?”

“My son checked you in last night and told me it was
you. I just wanted to say hi.”

“You watched my show?” Jamis smiled, feeling more
natural about the conversation. She never tired of talking about
Ghastly Incidents. It ran for ten years and amassed a huge
following.

“Sure did,” she said. “It used to come on after the
news. Sometimes I’d watch it in bed at night. I’m Tess, by the
way.”

“Good to meet you,” Jamis said.

Tess gazed at her. No matter how often it happened,
people’s reaction to meeting her in person, after seeing her on
television, made her uncomfortable. She always heard, “I had no
idea you were so tall.”

Jamis braced for something like this from Tess, but
instead she asked, “How long are you here for?”

“I’m not sure. I checked in for a week.” If the
poltergeist was real, she’d stay for however long it took.

“Ghost hunting?”

“Yeah,” Jamis said. Jamis liked Tess’s energy, a
down-to-earth feminine pragmatism. She felt safe and wanted to
linger. “It might be something or not. I’ll let you know.”

“Can’t wait. Well, you let me know if you need
anything,” Tess said.

“I will. Where can I get some groceries? Just a few
things for the room. I hate eating out all the time when I travel.”
A peanut butter sandwich in the afternoon soothed her stomach and
psyche.

“There’s a place right up the road. Town Market.”
Jamis queried her phone and held it up for Tess to approve. “That’s
the one,” Tess said. “You’ll like the owner, Carmen. Let her know I
sent you.”

“Will do.” Jamis turned to leave and then paused.
“Why’s it so cold today? It didn’t feel like this last night when I
drove in from Salt Lake.”

“You drove that canyon pass at night?”

“Yeah, it was dicey,” Jamis said, understating her
terror as the road narrowed, climbed, and then dropped. She pulled
off the side of the road at a gas station to recover when it was
over.

“You know, there’s supposed to be ghosts at the
highest point. Soldier Summit they call it. A bunch of Confederate
soldiers died there trying to get through in August when a freak
snowstorm killed them. You should check that out.”

“I will, with a full search and rescue party.” Jamis
pushed the door open with her shoulder.

“And yeah,” Tess said. Jamis paused, half out of the
office. “It’s cold because we have a few more weeks of winter. It
always gives us a wallop on the way out. There’s a storm coming
soon so be careful.” The phone rang behind Tess and she turned to
answer it.

In the car, Jamis turned up the heat and watched Tess
through the window. She moved her hands animatedly as she spoke
into the phone. She was a good local guide for her. She’d get
groceries where she recommended later. First, she had a house to
visit. If the video was staged, this would be her last ghost hunt.
She’d promised her psychiatrist that before leaving San Diego the
morning before.

In the rearview mirror, she looked at the faint lines
around her eyes and mouth, touched the few gray hairs mixed in the
dark strands. They’d arrived with the major depression the year
before, after her television show’s cancellation. The silent space
without her show was more overwhelming than any ghost or paranormal
phenomena she ever chased. The emptiness propelled her to a
psychiatrist who did talk therapy. The question Dr. Frank asked
during that first session still hovered over her head like a dark
shroud about to fall. “Are you trying to find your mother,
Jamis?”

“I came home from school to my mom dead when I was
eleven. I’d say I already found her. Who wouldn’t be fucked up by
that trauma?” The question struck so close to her pain, lashing out
was her only comfortable response.

But she didn’t think it was fair to reduce everything
to it. Not everything was about her mom. Jamis accused Dr. Frank of
being Freudian. She preferred Jung. Not deterred, Dr. Frank
insisted Jamis remain in therapy and consider it as a primary
motivation. Jamis didn’t think the root cause mattered but kept
talking anyway, took Wellbutrin each morning, and Klonopin when
anxiety ran over her ability to deflect it.

Eventually, her mood lifted enough to shower and
brush her teeth daily. Jamis began to engage with her fans on
social media again. The cry for help with the video arrived via
Messenger late one afternoon. She almost deleted it, somehow
sensing the stakes.

Which led her to the front of the hotel, readying to
chase one final poltergeist.

What Jamis didn’t tell Dr. Frank was that she
repeatedly found her mom. The night of her death, Jamis woke to her
standing by the window, arms outstretched, mouth moving. The State
of California became her guardian then, and her mom followed to all
thirteen group homes, and eventually, to her college dorm and first
apartment. Until Jamis turned twenty-seven and her mom disappeared.
Saturn returns, one psychic told her. It was also the year her show
began. Finally, life gave her what she needed to let go of her
mom—a chase that allowed her to keep moving, when everything else
inside wanted to give up.

So maybe she was looking for her mom. Maybe she was
looking for the part of herself lost that day. But Jamis was also
looking for answers to reframe suffering. Because if humans were
not just finite beings born only to slip into oblivion, then her
loss had greater meaning. And it was possible to heal from every
horrible thing that happened from that day forward. Jamis didn’t
think Dr. Frank would understand that. It was always her secret
anyway.

She put the car in reverse. There was a poltergeist
waiting.


Chapter Two

Jamis dialed Vince’s phone number. He and his wife,
Darcy, sent the video. After just one ring, he answered.
“Jamis?”

“Yes. Hey.” Jamis set the phone on her leg, speaker
on. “I’m in the car on my way over. Is it a good time?”

“Yeah.” He breathed heavily into the phone. Muffled
movement obscured his words.

“I can’t understand you,” Jamis said.

“Sorry. Is that better?”

“Yeah, you’re good. Go again.”

“Last night was so fucked up. We’re leaving to stay
with some friends.”

“Okay. Just wait there so we can meet in person? I’ll
be right there.” Jamis rolled to a stop at an intersection and
glanced at Google maps.

“It’s fine now. I can wait,” Vince said. “Darcy is
ready to move. I think she’ll insist we do after this.” He paused.
A car door shut. Then hinges squeaked as another door opened. “No
one can live here.”

“I’ll be there shortly.” Jamis hung up the phone. The
hairs on her arm stood on end. If it was scary enough for him to
not want to live there maybe it was real.

Jamis parked in front of the house, next to the curb.
Brown grass peeked from beneath melting snow. The door opened, and
a young man stepped into the yard. Despite the cold, he wore only a
T-shirt.

“I’m so glad you’re here. I don’t know if you can do
anything to fix this, but maybe you can understand it.” He waved
her into the house. “Darcy left and went to the school library to
study. Said she couldn’t stay here.”

Jamis’s first impression of a house was always the
most important, so she slowed her thoughts and imagined that time
held still with them. Vince continued to talk, but Jamis chose not
to hear him. Light flooded the living room. Stairs split the room
and led to a second level. The kitchen was in the back. The dining
room was to the right.

Jamis looked at the space without asking permission.
Vince waited for her by the stairs. She walked around the house,
one hand stretched outward to touch the walls. It was just a normal
house in late morning. She pointed to the stairs, asked permission,
and Vince waved her up. She began to climb.

The central air hummed to life. Warm air wafted up
from floor vents in the hallway. There were two bedrooms on the
right and one on the left, at the top of the hall, and a window at
the end. The open doors on the right let in light. The door on the
left was closed. Jamis opened it. The room was empty except for a
twin bed, positioned in the middle of the wall under a window.
Something didn’t feel right. The space felt wrong, but she didn’t
know why.

Jamis stood in the middle of the hallway, hands on
the walls. “What happened today?”

“It started about three thirty this morning. Darcy
woke me up. There was wailing and screaming. It sounded like
someone getting tortured. I got up and came into the hallway and
Darcy waited in bed.” He rubbed his arms and then his eyes. “I came
to where you’re standing now.” She watched him, looking for signs
he was lying. There were none. It was genuine distress.

“I stood right there, looked down the stairs and it
was so dark. I mean it was so dark. Like darker than when there is
no moon. No, it was like, the dark of hell or something. I swear
I’m not making this up,” Vince said.

“I don’t think you are,” Jamis said. She touched his
arm to redirect him. “Tell me what happened next.”

“I came down the stairs real slow because it was so
dark. I got to the bottom of the stairs, and in the middle of the
front room was a woman and she was dead. She was on the ground and
it looked like one of those scenes in a TV show, you know? When
they find a body? And I was like, there’s a dead body in my house.
How did it get here? But then I realized all around her body was so
dark, but there was light from somewhere because I could see this
dead body. So, I realized this had to be a dream or something. I
looked away, and when I looked back, the body was gone. Then, from
the corner of the room, down there,” he pointed into the living
room, his finger directed at the far corner, “came this horrible
thing. I can’t even describe it.”

“Can you show me exactly how you came down the
stairs?” He moved slowly and stopped on the last one. “Is this
where you were?”

“Yeah,” Vince said. He stepped into the living room
so Jamis could stand where he had been.

“Can you pull the drapes?” He hesitated. “It’s okay.
I want to see the room from this perspective with less light. It
helps me understand the causes of things.”

“I’m not crazy,” he said. “I’m working on a master’s
in counseling.”

Jamis held up her hands in surrender. “I’m not
suggesting you are. I just want to start with facts and details.
That’s all I’m doing. I want to be sure I understand.”

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m really on edge. We both
are. I think whatever is here is affecting us. We just didn’t
realize it.” He pulled the drapes.

“It’s okay. Can you stand where you saw the body?” He
complied, moving to the middle of the room. With the drapes closed,
light still spilled into the room from the window in the front
door, the kitchen, and the entryway into the dining room. “Was it
cold?”

“It was so cold. When I ran back upstairs, Darcy said
my lips were blue.”

“What did you do when you saw the body and then the
figure?” There was nothing he might confuse with a ghost. Jamis
didn’t see anything that might cast a shadow, either.

“I screamed. Loud. It was running at me. I ran to the
front door and hit that light switch.” He pointed. “As soon as the
light was on, it disappeared.” He snapped his finger. “Just like
that. Gone. I don’t know what I saw. But I swear to God, for a few
seconds I saw a dead body in my front room. Then, for a few
seconds, something came at me.” Vince crossed his arms and clutched
his elbows in his hands.

“What did the figure look like?” Jamis opened the
drapes again. He waved for her to sit on the couch against the back
wall. From there, Jamis could see the stairs, window, center of the
room, and the back corner. The room was clean and painted a light
gray. She’d attributed many poltergeists to poor lighting, dull
paint, and general untidiness. That wasn’t the case here.

“This sounds even crazier,” Vince said. “It had long
skinny arms and legs and a massive belly. Like the belly was
bloated or something.”

“A hungry ghost.”

“What’s a hungry ghost?”

“It’s Buddhist. At death our souls retreat to the
bardo where we remain until we’re ready to reincarnate. It’s a kind
of purgatory, I guess. An in-between place. But some of us get
stuck. For many reasons. Desire, fear, pain. We grasp, and in our
grasping, we attach, which locks us in place, and we’re not able to
move on. Hungry ghosts are like addicts—they can’t get enough, and
they can’t let go, so they just stay where they are and suffer.
They’re depicted with long arms and bulging, swollen stomachs.”

Jamis searched for an image and held up her phone for
him.

“That’s what I saw,” Vince said.

It was possible he’d seen pictures like that before
and it subconsciously informed his experience. It was also possible
he saw a hungry ghost. Jamis saw crazy stuff all the time so there
wasn’t a reason to doubt him.

“Can you ask Darcy to come home and talk to me too?”
Vince pulled out his phone and sent a text. “Thanks.”

Jamis wondered if she should push for more
information or wait for Darcy. Based on feedback from staff and
friends over the years, she knew her habit of asking rapid-fire
questions felt like an inquisition. Dr. Frank also urged her to
engage with people about normal topics, like the weather and news.
Her comfort zone was, “So what do you think happens when we
die?”

Jamis just wasn’t good with day-to-day feelings. It
wasn’t that she didn’t care. It was just that we lived in an
unfathomable universe. The day-to-day was a quagmire that kept her
from focusing only on discovering it.

Vince seemed so upset. Nothing sensitive came to
mind, so Jamis decided to plow forward. Ultimately, it was always
facts and analytical detachment that moved her along. It would work
for Vince too. “Can you tell me what else happened?”

Vince reclined in the armchair across the room and
started talking. “It started when we moved in about six weeks ago.
We transferred to college here for graduate programs in counseling
and needed to find something close to the school. We didn’t want to
drive a lot. This was the only house available in the area. We
didn’t want student housing or an apartment anymore. We wanted to
get a dog.

“Anyway, we saw this place online and just rented it
on the spot. We were in Salt Lake and had only been here once or
twice. We got here, got our stuff in the house, and the first night
we were here, Darcy screamed. She was in the kitchen and I was
upstairs putting the books away. I came running down the stairs and
found her standing in the kitchen holding a towel over her face,
crying. She swore up and down that the cabinet doors opened and
closed all around her. When I got there, they were closed.

“Little things like this started happening. We’d
leave our keys on tables and they’d fly off, like they were thrown.
Or we’d be sitting here watching TV and the lights would flicker
and the windows would rattle. Or we’d be in bed and hear steps on
the stairs and get up and look and not see anything. But the last
few weeks it’s been really bad.” He fixed his gaze on the corner of
the room. “I think we need to move.

“I sent you the video of the cupboard doors opening
and closing. That was when the screaming and wailing started. Then
the windows began to rattle. The books on the shelves upstairs flew
off. I recorded that video, and then we left and went to a friend’s
house. They probably think we’re nuts.”

“Everyone thinks I’m nuts. It’s okay. What did your
friends say about it?”

“Nothing, really. They listened to the story and told
us we could stay while we worked it out.”

“But you came back, even after?” He shrugged. “Have
you heard anyone around you say anything? Like what does your
landlord say about the house?” Jamis wanted to see the hinges on
the cupboard and impulsively moved to make it happen. As much
difficulty as she had with day-to-day feelings, holding still was
even harder. In the kitchen, she opened each door to inspect the
hinges. They were new. The cupboards, counter, and floor were
level. She hoisted herself up to sit on the counter.

“It’s a property management company in Salt Lake,”
Vince said. He followed and stood by the table.

“Everything is new?”

“Everything is or at least we were told. We rented it
furnished.” The front door opened, and a female voice called
out.

Darcy was home. Jamis leaped from the counter to meet
her in the middle of the kitchen. “I’m so glad you’re here. I used
to watch your show with my mom, and I told Vince you were the
person to ask for help. I’m not sure anyone else would believe
this.” Her smile was genuine. She was short but not petite. Pretty
in a normal, Midwestern way. She sounded like she was from
Illinois.

“Thanks. I swear eighty percent of the people I meet
tell me they watched my show with their mom.” Jamis smiled and then
continued. “Vince told me what happened to him last night, about
the other random events, and about your experience with the
cabinets the first night here. Is there anything else I should
know?”

“Can you make some coffee for us?” Darcy turned to
Vince, and he moved quickly to do so. “He makes the best coffee,”
Darcy said. “I feel weird here. Anxious. Angry. Scared. My stomach
hurts all the time. My head aches.” She put her hand on her head.
“It hurts right here at the top of my head, and sometimes it wakes
me up at night. It’s not just the cabinets or the screaming. It’s
something heavy and dark. Sometimes I wake and feel like there is
someone on top of me. One night I punched Vince in the nose because
he was trying to shake me and wake me up.”

The coffee pot gurgled to life. Water spit out
through the filter and splashed into the bottom of the pot. The
house was cold and silent. All background noise faded away as Darcy
spoke and Jamis shivered.

“And that,” Darcy said. “It’s cold all the time. The
thermostat is set at seventy-eight. And sometimes I swear I hear
someone crying.” Darcy went to the doorway and pointed up the
stairwell. “Like it’s in the walls.” A gust of wind rattled the
back window.

“I think that’s just a storm heading our way,” Jamis
said. “The lady at the motel said one was coming.”

“I’m not sure about that. At all,” Darcy said. The
coffee continued to gurgle. “I used to watch your show and think it
was just good fun. Oh, God. I’m sorry. I don’t mean to be rude.
It’s just I never really believed any of it. I mean, I thought it
was possible, but there is never proof, right?”

“Tell me about it,” Jamis said. “And then tell my
shrink.” Darcy looked puzzled. Jamis motioned for her to
continue.

“My mom believed in ghosts. Said her mom came to
visit her the day before her heart attack and told her everything
would be okay. I’m not Mormon, in case you’re wondering, like most
in this area. Vince is, but he’s not practicing. I don’t believe in
the afterlife. But in the past six weeks, well, if there isn’t
proof here, I don’t know where there is proof.” Vince set a mug of
coffee on the counter next to Jamis. She picked it up, used it to
warm her hands, took a small sip.

Then Jamis set it down and put a finger to her lips.
A sound like a cry filtered in from the front room, indistinct but
growing in volume. Jamis opened the Voice Memo app on her phone and
signaled for Vince and Darcy to remain where they were. She
followed the sounds into the front room, but then they changed
their directionality and now came from behind her. She came back
into the kitchen, but the sounds changed again. She moved into the
formal dining room. In each room, the crying sounds fled to the
next ahead of her arrival. It was extraordinary. Finally, they
stopped. She hit play, but it had recorded nothing.

“Nothing. Damnit. Did you hear that?” Vince and Darcy
were pale, shaken, and terrified and Jamis was thrilled. It said a
lot about her, but she was too excited for psychoanalysis. “I think
it’s best if you stay somewhere else. But I need access to the
house, and I want to set up cameras. Is that okay? Can I have a
key?” They both agreed and Darcy dug in her purse on the table.

Darcy held out the keys for Jamis. As Jamis reached
for them, the front door of the house flew open. Something knocked
Jamis forward, and once she regained balance, the front door
slammed shut. Then the fridge door opened and Jamis fell back into
the table to avoid it. The chair next to her fell. Its legs lifted
off the ground and then something unseen slammed it on the
linoleum. Darcy jumped away from the table and into Vince’s arms.
Jamis waited in the middle of the kitchen as the air calmed.

Vince and Darcy retreated to the back door. It opened
under their weight. They tumbled outside and landed together in the
snow. Jamis ran toward them. Something shoved her, the pressure
firm against her back and neck. It felt like a playground bully
pushing her off the jungle gym. She tumbled to the ground to land
across Darcy and Vince.

“Well, hell,” Jamis said. The fall knocked the wind
out of her, and she rolled off of them to lay on her side and hold
her stomach while she caught her breath.

“Do you see? Oh my God,” Vince yelled. “Do you see?”
He cried actual tears. Darcy rubbed his face with the arm of her
shirt.


Chapter Three

Jamis recorded the day’s events and posted a picture
of Vince and Darcy in the snow across social media with a brief
summary. Then the house began to feel oppressive. Jamis felt like
weights were strapped to her legs before a power walk. Her skin
itched like she’d been bitten by a swarm of mosquitos.

So, she left to wait in the front yard for Vince and
Darcy to pack. Wind raged and the snow on the ground blew around
her feet. The curtain in the front room shifted and billowed, but
by the time Jamis got to the window, it was at rest, like it never
moved.

“What happened now?” Darcy stopped on the porch,
carrying a large bag and a purse, her face frightened and
anxious.

“Nothing. Just a trick of light,” Jamis said. She
didn’t know if that was the case, but Darcy’s expression said she’d
had enough for today. Vince joined her and Jamis walked them to
their car.

“I’ll let you know what happens, okay? We’ll stay in
touch.”

Vince waved as he backed the car out of the
driveway.

Jamis studied the house. The numbers on front were
new: 32. They didn’t appear out of the ordinary in any way, but a
consultation with a numerologist might be helpful. She texted a
friend who dabbled with numbers to ask. Jamis often told her
viewers, “Ask all the questions. Prepare to change your mind.”

There was a stillness around the house, as if it
existed just outside the space-time continuum she was in. Even the
sky looked different in the shadow of the house. Jamis waited
outside, watching, but nothing substantial happened so she took the
cameras inside. Her energy shifted when she walked from the
sidewalk across the street into the house. It was subtle, but she
felt it.

Her phone chirped with a texted reply. Thirty-two
is the number that says I must compost and re-form all that I
carry. Karmic liberation. Escaping the cycle of samsara. For
Pythagoricians it’s all about justice.

The cold from earlier was gone. Warm air gushed from
air vents and she shrugged out of her coat, reading the text a
handful of times before sending thanks and tucking her phone away.
The text wasn’t helpful, she decided. Any life well lived required
constant reframing. Jamis was becoming an expert with Dr. Frank.
She didn’t lose her show. She moved on to a new chapter. Talk about
composting.

Jamis set a camera at the bottom of the stairs,
positioned to record all of the front room. She placed a camera in
the kitchen, angled in the back corner of the counter, another in
the formal dining space, and one at the top of the stairs. It
caught a wide view of the staircase and the upstairs hallway. Jamis
tapped the tablet and connected them via satellite. All were set to
record with motion.

The cameras were the only tools left in her ghost
hunting toolbox. She had night vision goggles to help her see in
the dark, but they did little else. On television, Jamis used
everything from meters that read electrical impulses to Ouija
boards. But they were just props, intended to entertain, so she let
them go with the show. Now, stripped bare of everything, she relied
on her second sight, and the rare moments when the cameras caught
something.

The potential to dip into melancholy rose inside her.
Her life was reduced to waiting for the video clip that couldn’t be
refuted. Despair creeped around the corner, stood on the threshold.
Depression was tempting, but warmth enveloped and stopped her. With
it came her most vivid childhood memory, and Jamis felt it as
though she were there, reliving it. Her mom carried her from the
couch to bed, half asleep, safe in her arms, and tucked her into
bed. The blankets were heavy on her limbs. The window was open, the
air cool on her nose. The radio, on soft jazz, filtered in from the
front room, and while she drifted back to sleep, her mom rubbed her
back.

Then something pulled the warmth from her, like the
blanket her mom lovingly tucked around her was yanked off with
force. Her arms burned like she’d held a bag of ice for too long.
The safety of the bedroom faded away. Now she was somewhere else,
and her mom’s body was on a stretcher, the zipper of the body bag
opened just enough to see her face, eyes closed, lips blue.

It was the worst moment of her life. Every night for
the next ten years, it was the scene that played on the backside of
her eyelids when she tried to sleep. She left a whole chunk of
herself in the room that day. The coroner packed it up in the body
bag. The grief made her feel like she was clawing at a brick wall,
fingertips bloodied. She carried the loss inside, woven into the
scar tissue of her heart, and imagined death would come and she’d
carry nothing else. Anguish reorganized her into someone different
from that point forward.

Jamis leaned over the stretcher to kiss her mom’s
forehead, heart wrenched. Her mom’s eyes opened. Adrenaline flooded
her system. Her heart thundered and stomach muscles spasmed. It
took a few minutes for Jamis to regain control of her limbs. The
image of her mom’s death-clouded eyes was prominent as she
struggled to breathe. Upset clogged her windpipe. She couldn’t
escape the vision.

“That was not nice,” Jamis said, struggling to leave.
“I’d like to help you, but if you keep that up, I’ll tell you to
fuck off.”

The pressure lessened. Jamis was confused about her
whereabouts. Her place in time came back to her with the sound of a
car horn. The curtain billowed. “Do you want me to hurt as much
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