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Summary: Inspired by the legends of hauntings surrounding Jefferson Davis Hospital in Houston, "The Bone Orchard" follows Tina Wakefield, who has been having scary hallucinations of angry ghosts around her since the tragic death of her mother. With the help of her friends and her husband, Tina has tried her best to overcome her mental illness while living at an apartment complex that used to be Jefferson Davis Hospital, historically known to be built on top of Houston’s first city cemetery. But when she meets Jani at her birthday party and hears about the myths and legends of paranormal activity at the hospital, Tina begins to realize that the ghosts she sees may not be her imagination, but the angry ghosts of the forgotten souls left behind for centuries. With thousands of years of history buried in a cemetery underneath her building and the paranormal activity increasing, can Tina stop the ghosts and save the lives of her loved ones before it's too late?
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“You don’t pick the building; the building picks you.”

Suzie Branch, former manager of the Elder Street Artist Lofts.

May you rest in peace.

Preface

––––––––

“I don’t know when I’ll be home,” her husband Dan said with a slight tremble in his voice. “Things are really complicated here right now. Actually, I got to go.”

Tina’s smile faded into disappointment. What was going on, and what was the brief, faint noise she heard in the background? She tried to dismiss it. It was her insecurities rearing their ugly heads again.

“OK, baby, I’ll talk to you later. I love you!”

“Bye!” he said, hanging up immediately.

Tina was surprised. He didn’t say “I love you” back. That was unusual. Something must’ve happened at the hospital for him to be in that big of a hurry.

As she got lost in her thoughts, she began hearing constant hits nearby. Alone in the hallway, Tina felt fear creeping up her spine. She was afraid to look behind her, but she knew she needed to turn around. Maybe there was nothing to be afraid of.

She turned around and saw a man in what looked like a hospital gown hitting his head against the wall. Tina, concerned the man was hurting himself severely, began walking towards him.

“Hey! Stop! Please, don’t do that to yourself,” Tina exclaimed as she got closer to him.

The moment Tina got close enough to reach out and try to touch him, the man turned around and screamed at her. His face looked bloody and disfigured from hitting the wall so many times over and over, even though there was no blood on the wall. She could see the man had eroded the skin and muscles in his face by hitting the wall so much that parts of his skull were visible. His head was split open, and blood was pouring out of him. She could clearly see his nose was severely broken, and his white eyes were filled with the blood that fell profusely from his head.

Tina, terrified at what she was seeing, slowly began walking backward. When the man started chasing her, she turned around and began to run, screaming out at the top of her lungs. 

She didn’t know what to do except to try and get back into the apartment before he reached her. She was running as fast as she could, even though to her, the hallway suddenly seemed longer than usual. Thankfully, she saw the door open and the girls walked out of the apartment, wondering what was happening. Tina ran straight to Angie’s arms, almost falling. Angie did her best to catch her.

“Tina, my God, are you alright?” Angie exclaimed while trying to keep her balance as Tina sunk into her arms.

Jani immediately walked over to Tina.

“What did you see?” she asked.
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The popping of the fire could be heard for miles. It was uncomfortably quiet as Bishop Sabian Gonzales taught three seminarians their theology lesson. Another ember flew out of the fireplace as Felipe Mendoza entered the room unannounced. 

“What is it, Felipe?” the bishop asked, seemingly concerned. 

The students, hearing their teacher’s tone, immediately began to worry about their safety.

“I have received word that Pagans are starting to migrate south from the northern colonies,” Felipe said. “I feel we must stop this immediately.” 

The students looked at the bishop in fear. Were the Pagans going to kill them? Are they going to be forced to worship idols and succumb to their evil ways? 

The students looked to their bishop for guidance. The bishop, however, kept a calm demeanor.

“Why is it that this should concern our mission?” he asked. 

Felipe was quickly annoyed by the bishop’s lack of concern.

“Bishop! It is our duty to spread the word and belief that Jesus Christ died for our sins,” he passionately stated. “These heretics need to be forced to listen to us and learn about Christianity, or they will never reach salvation. Even more dangerous, they’ll convince others that Christ isn’t real.”

Bishop Sabian looked around for a moment. It was the 1650s, and religious warfare was a part of life. For a Catholic bishop, any threats of blasphemy had to be dealt with, and he was well aware this was a part of his position.

“Felipe, we are not an army,” he said. “Our people are peaceful and spread the word of Christ. We do not force.”

“Forgive my poor choice of words, bishop,” Felipe said. “You are correct; we are to help our brothers and sisters through Christ by teaching. I did not mean to sound antagonistic. However, even the tamest of people have to strike when staring down the face of evil.”

Felipe chose his words well as he saw the sudden change in the bishop’s demeanor. Felipe was passionate about his faith and was anxious to deal with those he felt threatened it.

“Take a few men and travel north,” the bishop authorized. “See what you find. You will come back in six weeks to report to this congregation what you have found.”

Felipe bowed down to the bishop with a giant grin connecting his ears. He fervently thanked him and walked out of the room. 

Bishop Sabian, however, was quickly second-guessing his command. He asked his students to sit down and pray with him.

“Lord Jesus Christ, protect Felipe and the other men in their travels and help them remember your message of peace,” he prayed.

Unfortunately, that prayer wasn’t answered. Felipe was arrogant, and even mild rumors of the possibility of Pagan practice would be grounds for immediate elimination. 

When Felipe and his men reached what they called Pagan ground, they began to slaughter people with both knives and guns, including Native Americans and children. Satisfied with his actions, Felipe saw a wounded man wearing black on the ground. He called out to his men, making fun of the wounded man, and approached him.

“Do you know Jesus Christ?” he inquired.

The wounded man looked at Felipe, too wounded to speak. He was trying desperately to stop the blood from spilling out of the bullet wound, but it was of no use. Still, he tried in vain to answer, but before the man could complete a word, Felipe shot him in the head, initiating an explosion of blood and brain matter. Felipe watched as the man took his last breath, proud of his accomplishment. 

He started walking towards the dead man, kneeling down, looking smug. He got closer to his face, about to do the sign of the cross over him. Suddenly, in a quick motion, the dead man woke up. His iris and pupil had disappeared, making his eyes completely white. He grabbed Felipe’s dress shirt, pulling him closer as he growled, sounding almost as if he already had gone to hell and come right back with a vengeance.

Tina woke up with a gasp. Realizing she was having another nightmare, she took long breaths to calm her nerves. Her heartbeat started to slow down as she tried to figure out in her head why she had yet another vivid nightmare. It seemed so real! She wiped her deep, brown eyes, hoping to rub away the visions of innocent people getting slaughtered. She told herself she’d been watching way too many history shows with her husband too close to bedtime. 

Unfortunately, she knew better. She couldn’t deny the fact that she hadn’t been able to get good sleep in months. Between depression medications and their side effects, Tina didn’t know which symptoms were part of her disease and what was a side effect of a medication that would eventually go away. 

She got up from her queen-size bed, realizing most of the sheets were on her side of the bed. She hoped Dan hadn’t been cold overnight. 

She made the bed, arranging the black, white, and red decoration pillows over their gray comforter. 

She began to rub her eyes again as she walked into the bathroom. She looked in the mirror, noticing her unkempt long, auburn hair. She tried to comb her fingers through it to no avail. She looked in the mirror again. She already felt defeated, and she’d barely woken up.

She had decided to at least brush her teeth when she heard the bedroom door open.

“Hey, Honey! Glad you’re up!” Dan said.

He came into the bathroom and gave her a kiss on her right cheek. He was wearing the green and blue plaid boxers he usually slept in, yet he looked clean-shaven and showered. For a moment she stared at his tall, lean body. His brown hair and blue-green eyes mesmerized her like the first time she saw him. 

She wondered how he could possibly find her attractive enough to even kiss her. Her hair was a mess and she was wearing a giant T-shirt over her flannel plaid pants. She didn’t find her look to be sexy at all. 

She finished brushing her teeth and washed her face. Her hair would have to wait. She walked into the bedroom where Dan was sitting, reading a pamphlet.

“Happy birthday!” he said with a giant smile.

Oh yeah, she thought. Normally, it was a day of celebration, but for Tina, it was a year where she didn’t accomplish anything she wanted to do. A year where her depression and her disease held her back from everything she once dreamed of doing and being. 

While feeling sorry for herself, she looked at the pamphlet Dan had in his hand.

“What are you reading?” she shyly asked.

“Oh, I got you something for your birthday. Thought it would help,” he said. 

Tina sat next to her love of five years, husband of two, and began to read one of the information pamphlets he had collected on all of her medications. 

“Commonly used for hallucinatory episodes,” it stated. 

Already bored with the information, she noticed Dan getting a new pill box out of the bag. It was plastic, light blue, with the days of the week on separate slots. Dan began putting pills in it, looking at all the labels and reading the pamphlets on the medications to make sure he got each of them right. 

Tina stood behind him with her arms around him and her head on his right shoulder.

“Is that really my birthday present?” she asked, trying not to sound as disappointed as she truly felt.

“Just trying to take care of my bride,” he said confidently. “You constantly miss doses or forget what days you have to take what medications, so I thought this would help matters. It’ll make you better, which will then make you happier!”

“Thank you, baby. I love you,” she said, trying desperately to smile in such a way that he wouldn’t see through it.

“I love you too. Now I better see these empty, alright?”

“Yes, sir. I’ll be a good girl and take them all just for you,” she responded with a lopsided grin. 

She moved in closer to him and started kissing him. Dan caressed her cheek as he kissed her back. She gently began moving towards his neck, getting Dan to rapidly increase his breathing.

“Do you want to?” Tina whispered into his ear.

“Always,” he responded.

Tina leaned back on the bed, and Dan slowly got on top of her, kissing her slowly. She took off his shirt and stopped for a second to look at his chest.

“Happy birthday to me,” she softly said as she slowly caressed his chest.

Dan smiled. He was delighted his wife was turned on by him, even after everything she’d been through. He kept kissing her as he slowly started to take off her shirt.

Suddenly, his cell phone began to ring.

Tina quickly stopped kissing him, sighing intensely as she rolled her eyes. He got up and quickly looked at the text alert.

“It’s work,” he said, completely disappointed in the timing.

Tina, clearly saddened and sexually frustrated, stayed in bed as she watched Dan quickly put on his scrubs.

“Dan, don’t go,” she pleaded. “It’s my birthday. I want you with me. We’ve hardly seen each other lately. You’re at the hospital all the time now.”

“I’m sorry, Babe,” Dan said as he finished getting dressed. “I promise I’ll make this up to you.”

“You’ve been saying that a lot lately,” she said. 

With sarcasm in her voice, she added, “I’m getting tired of having to take care of these matters myself.”

Dan, who had just finished putting on his shoes, looked at his wife, completely shocked she said that.

“I can assure you I’m way more sexually frustrated than you,” he lightly joked.

Tina looked at her husband, wondering how a young man could survive without having sex regularly. Between his schedule and her medications, trying to get into the mood and successfully getting through love-making had been a chore for the last few months. The thought of him cheating on her was almost unbearable.

“Are you getting it from someone else, Dan?” she asked, tears filling her eyes. “You might as well tell me.”

Dan sighed. He was growing increasingly tired of reassuring his recently insecure wife that she was the only woman in his life.

“That’s a ridiculous thought, Tina. Unless I wake up before the sun does, I barely have time to shave, much less romance more than one woman.”

Tina crossed her arms. 

Dan was clearly upset. 

“Tina, I have no choice,” he strongly stated. “The hospital is short-staffed right now, and they need me. It’s temporary, and you know this.”

A tear began to fall from Tina’s eyes. He was right, and she knew it. She looked at him, barely smiled, and nodded. The last thing she wanted was for him to leave for work angry with her. 

Still visibly sad, Tina got up from the bed and grabbed her pill box. She followed Dan through the kitchen, where she put down her pill box, then followed him to their apartment’s front door.

“I’ll hurry,” Dan said, giving Tina a strong hug. “Go have fun with the girls tonight. Then, when I get back, we’ll celebrate all alone, and we will pick up where we left off. And I promise I will do anything you need to get that frustration to go away.”

Tina loved the sound of that. Although, for a moment, she’d forgotten they were going to go to dinner with her girlfriends, most of whom were also residents of her same apartment complex, the Edson artist lofts, just outside of beautiful downtown Houston in southeast Texas. Still, all she wanted to do was focus on Dan.

“That sounds perfect,” she said, kissing him on the lips.  “Please hurry. I mean, don’t kill anyone, but please. I love you.”

“I love you too. Tell the girls I said hi and that I’m sorry I’m missing dinner,” he said as he was closing the door.

“I will,” she said. She heard him lock the door.  As she walked back towards her kitchen, Tina looked at her apartment. The refinished concrete floor looked modern in the almost century-old building. The walls had several of Tina’s paintings. With her condition, she hadn’t been able to work much, so she had a lot of time to paint. 

She took a deep breath and stared reluctantly at her new pill box. She began biting her nails again, remembering her promise to Dan. 

She grabbed her pill box, opened the Friday tab, and emptied the pills into her hand. She walked over to her refrigerator and grabbed a glass of water, taking every single one of the pills.

Dan was a nurse at the hospital, which was convenient for Tina because he could take care of her when he got home. But Tina desperately wanted to be a wife and not another patient. Ever since her mother’s fatal car accident, Tina hadn’t been able to be the same. Between dreams, hallucinations, and depression, she barely knew her actual personality anymore. She wasn’t worried that Dan would leave her because of the kind of guy he was. She knew he loved her and was committed to taking care of her. But what man would want to deal with a broken wife for the rest of his life? 

She wondered if she would ever get better. All she could do was hope the therapies and medications would bring her old self back to the surface. It had been hiding for so long.

She finished her glass of water and put it back on the kitchen island. She grabbed her new pill box and put it in the medicine cabinet in the guest bathroom, so her friends wouldn’t see it. They knew about her issues, but she didn’t want them to know which medications she was taking.

As she came back out, she felt chills go up and down her spine as if a cold liquid had spilled down the middle of her back. She had a sudden feeling someone was watching her. Slowly, hesitating at the thought of what she might say, she turned towards the front door, seeing a vision of a black man in denim overalls with white eyes.

Startled, she tried to breathe deeply as the vision quickly dissipated. She put her hand over her chest and continued breathing as she turned back towards the kitchen. She looked in her pill box, noticing Friday was empty.

“They take a bit to take effect,” she told herself. She had just taken
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