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  Demonstration


Standing on a prominent hill overlooking a restful, nondescript village was Highridge Manor, a centuries-old house with a reputation for being haunted. It had changed ownership all too frequently over the years, thanks to various paranormal occurrences that seemed to have become more regular and intense in recent times. Everyone who had ever lived there concurred that something was wrong with the place. 
Many enjoyed trekking up the hill to admire the view it afforded, though people seldom dared to approach Highridge Manor.
The house’s current owners were a married couple, Curtis and Lindsey. They had snagged the property for a heavily reduced price owing to its questionable history. The two of them were sceptics, so talk of what had previously happened in the house didn’t deter them from making the purchase. They were scientifically minded and each had a pragmatic, matter-of-fact approach to life.
Rumours about the house never stopped spreading, though Curtis and Lindsey weren’t fazed. Whatever had taken place had a rational explanation or was a mere coincidence. There was also the possibility that past events had been exaggerated and distorted over time. 
They loved the unconventional layout of their abode. The decor, which had a sort of old-world charm and eccentricity to it, wasn’t to their taste, so they decided to renovate it and make their mark on the place once settled in.
The tin of paint shouldn’t have tumbled down the stairs. It was firmly on the landing and even if there was a breeze, the wind wouldn’t have been strong enough to move the heavy object. The ensuing mess caused by paint being splashed all over the stairs and up the walls was a hassle.
The ladders shouldn’t have fallen over. Lindsey was halfway up them when they fell to one side, sending her crashing to the floor. As she recovered from the unexpected injury, she couldn’t begin to explain how the new pair of robust ladders, placed squarely on the ground, had managed to fall.
The back window shouldn’t have been smashed to smithereens. Curtis was in the kitchen when he heard the sound of the window breaking apart. On entering the room, he saw shards of glass strewn about all over the place. Despite spending considerable time looking both in the kitchen and outside, he never found anything that could have caused the window to smash.
The scratches on Lindsey’s back shouldn’t have appeared because there was nothing that could have caused them. She had just got out of the shower one morning and was wiping herself down when she felt sharp nails digging into her back, then tearing at her flesh. When Curtis came in, he saw three long scratch marks, all of which had produced blood.
The whispering in the night had no discernible source. The sounds of footsteps in the corridor during the day couldn’t be explained. The decreasing temperature wasn’t caused by the heating system, which was in perfect working order. 
Deep in sleep, Lindsey woke up to an unsettling snarling sound. Sitting up in bed in the darkened bedroom, she made a horrifying sound of her own when an invisible entity slashed her cheek, making deep gashes that caused blood to instantly spill. 
The next night, something grabbed hold of her foot and slowly dragged the slumbering woman across her bed. When she woke up and realised what was happening, the force quickly pulled her with great strength, causing her to hit the floor. It then let go of her.
When Lindsey was discharged from hospital, she and Curtis moved to a hotel. What had been going on at the house was inexplicable and apparently unpreventable. They didn’t want to risk Lindsey sustaining any more injuries for the sake of curiosity. 
Even the hotel, which was several miles from their home, wasn’t safe for them. As they slept, they were woken up by repeated banging on the window; they were on the second floor and there were no trees nearby that could have been hitting the window with their branches.
They watched in perplexity as a cloud of condensation suddenly formed on the window. To their even greater surprise, a message soon appeared in it, all at once:

STUDENT


Neither of them knew what this meant. Right then and there, the scientifically-minded couple began looking online for an exorcist or any other kind of spiritualist who could banish whatever was tormenting them and had physically harmed Lindsey.
The following evening, they returned to Highridge Manor to meet an exorcist in his forties who claimed to have driven dozens of malevolent entities away from the places they had been haunting.
He insisted on the seance taking place there, as that was where everything had started. He was familiar with the house’s history.
Though Curtis and Lindsey were still sceptical, they were prepared to give the exorcist a chance. If this seance resulted in the hauntings coming to an end, they would be grateful.
The exorcist had his eyes closed and appeared to be deep in thought. The three of them were sitting close together and holding hands, with an abundance of candles providing the room with light. 
‘I’m attempting to reach out,’ the exorcist explained after minutes of silence. ‘There,’ he said a bit later, eyes still shut.
Lindsey was feeling nervous; Curtis just hoped this would all be over soon.
‘No, she won’t,’ the exorcist spoke forcibly. ‘Lindsey,’ he then said, ‘get out of this house right now!’
Lindsey looked at Curtis with widened eyes. Before she could get up, an invisible force, seemingly holding her by the head, yanked her upwards. Curtis watched in horror as she appeared to disappear into the ceiling.
‘Where is she?’ a panic-stricken Curtis asked the exorcist.
‘I’m so very sorry. She’s been taken.’
‘Taken? Where? You’ll get her back, won’t you?’
The exorcist explained everything. The poltergeist responsible for the hauntings had moved on; it had been showing Lindsey how to carry out hauntings so she could take its place.







  
  From a Friend


Lucy was walking home from school by herself when a strange man appeared from around the corner of the street. He was a dirty, ugly man with horrible teeth and an awful smell about him. 
‘You like chocolate, kid?’ he asked, globules of spit flying out of his mouth in the process.
Lucy was terrified. She didn’t know what to say or do. The man was blocking her way and there was no one else nearby.
‘Do you like it or not?’
Lucy nodded, then started turning around.
‘Wait!’ the man said, placing a hand on Lucy’s shoulder. ‘You want this?’
He was offering Lucy a large chocolate bar.
‘I’ve got loads more sweeties. Just walk with me and I’ll take you to them,’ he said with a grin.
Lucy was relieved when she heard footsteps from behind her. Before she knew it, the strange man had dropped the chocolate bar and was running away. Lucy picked it up out of curiosity.
It was one of the older girls from school. She asked Lucy if she was okay and what the man had done. Lucy started crying hysterically, overwhelmed by what had just happened and terrified by what could have happened had the girl not been there. The older girl accompanied her home and told her parents about the incident.

      ***‘Now Brooke, it’s important that you listen to us, okay?’
Brooke had been happily playing with some of her toys in her bedroom when her parents came in, saying they needed to talk to her. Both of them looked serious and her mother seemed to be on the verge of crying.
‘Remember when we said you could start walking to school by yourself soon?’ It was Brooke’s father who was doing the talking.
‘Yeah,’ Brooke replied.
‘Well, that’s not going to happen. One of us is going to take you, just like we do now.’
‘Why?’ Brooke asked, disappointed. She’d been looking forward to walking to school on her own like her friends. Her father looked to her mother before speaking.
‘A … bad man … approached your friend Lucy the other day. Remember when we talked about strangers? What did we say?’
‘Don’t talk to them!’
‘Yes, that’s right.’
‘Lucy’s okay. The bad man didn’t do anything because someone else stopped him. But if that person hadn’t been there …’
‘The bad man could have hurt Lucy.’
‘Exactly. There could be more dangerous people out there, so do you understand why you’re not walking to school by yourself?’
‘Yeah.’
Brooke’s father reminded her not to talk to strangers or take anything from them. Her mother chimed in and said they loved her very much and wanted her to be safe; she was clearly worked up about Lucy’s close encounter with the strange man.

      ***Brooke was in Lucy’s bedroom. It was the first time she’d seen her friend since the incident as she’d been absent from school for a few days. Lucy relished the opportunity to retell the story of what she’d experienced and embellish the details.
‘He was massive. And really, really ugly. Like Mr Wilson at school but ten times worse. And he stank too. You know when my brother took us to the park that one time and he was sweating loads? It was like that but way smellier.’
‘I’m glad he didn’t hurt you,’ Brooke said.
‘He nearly did. He was going to kidnap me, you know. I think he had a van nearby or something.’
‘That’s scary, Lucy.’
‘I mean, he was about to pick me up and take me away when he saw that girl and ran away.’
‘What if he comes back?’
‘Mum says he’s in jail.’
‘Really?’ Brooke asked, her eyes widening.
‘Yeah. She wants him to die there,’ Lucy said in a lower voice for dramatic effect.
‘Do you think he will?’
‘I hope so. If Claire hadn’t shown up, he could have taken me away somewhere and killed me, you know.’
‘Don’t say that!’
‘It’s true! He could have! You know what, I heard mum say the man who nearly took me was a Peter-file. You know what one of them is?’
‘No, what’s one of them?’
‘A nasty man who snatches kids and does horrible things to them.’
Brooke was surprised at how much Lucy was enjoying talking about her ordeal. Everything her friend was saying made her all the more glad she hadn’t started walking to school on her own.
‘Want some chocolate?’ Lucy asked, nonchalantly switching the topic of conversation from predators to sweets.
Brooke nodded. She recalled the recent conversation with her parents about strange people and not accepting things from them. Lucy produced a chocolate bar from down the side of her bed.
‘Mum and Dad don’t like me eating lots of sweets,’ she said as she unwrapped the bar and snapped it in half.
‘Where did you get this?’ Brooke asked, wondering how Lucy had managed to stash some contraband without her parents’ knowledge.
Lucy was about to tell her friend the truth when something more pressing came to her.
‘He had dandruff too! When he was leaning over me, I saw loads of it in his hair. Some of it fell on me too, you know.’
She handed Brooke half of the chocolate bar. Brooke took a bite and listened as Lucy rattled on, relaying more details about the strange man. She’d almost finished her portion by the time Lucy stopped speaking.
Brooke felt a sharp pain in her stomach. 
‘The man dropped it and I picked it up,’ Lucy said casually, remembering her friend’s question.
‘It’s from him!?’ Brooke cried. Her stomach pain was worsening and seemed to be spreading.
‘It’s okay, it was wrapped up.’
‘Lucy, I feel sick.’ Brooke dropped the remaining bit of chocolate and collapsed on the
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