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SYNOPSIS

Hallow’s eve resurfaces every year. For some, it’s never the ‘good-poof’ festive mood after diabolic entities enter along to ‘block paths’ and say “hello!”

IN HONOR OF FRANCHISE CONJUR’

IN HONOR OF MR., MS., OR MRS LIKER

a lengthy transversal poem which everybody maybe won’t be for it...but it might be for each one of us – everybody

( -“You left the lights on”- )

( -“Sorry?”- )

( -“The lights, someone plugged-in the socket again”- )

( -“Chill, not you?”- )

( -“Damnit Hudson”- )

( -“I didn’t-.”- )

( -“You did, stop messing with the bills shithead”- )

Casper remembered every single encounter in detail

Of each sudden conflict with his nuclear family members

Including also some other moments with their cousins

Before Laura Steepers cooled another ‘peel-off’ from a reprimand

Unexplained phenomenon had elevated much more to a higher steep

“My mother always said something was following her

Something ‘cold and silent’ she could not fathom

She could open doors at night on a test

Next morning they would be closed

I often ‘joke-hon’ned’ maybe it is Lyn playing hocus-pocus

Then she started hearing frequent conversations around the house

I disbelieved her...like I thought she is kinda getting old

When I am here all-alone, the quietness is soo silent

And it was ‘too quiet’ when she was gone I couldn’t ‘recess’

I soon began having feelings like it is now me being watched.”

The Paranormal Investigator filed a case he knew well as normal

“Many spirits cling on sympathy, but most prey on compassion

A hypothesis turn-about in the seasons holding a ‘tout reason’.”

“Why did you stop?”

“I have not ceased assisting in this ‘Alternate-Dimension disease’

Besides, it does turn orbit-tuaries than any retirement notch

I’mma help you where I can, I promise Casper”

Thank you, all heals...ummh, I’m gonna be patient.”

“We will walk through this.”

Waking off her sleep, Yolanda dodged water she almost slipped from

She picked a Ramton cleanser to dry larger patches on the floor 

In the reflection, she suddenly saw her image not moving

Astonished, she unclasped the drier and slightly kneeled

Her image stood still

She freaked, “the fuck?”

Laura leaned on an edge column affront her

Yolanda gasped

“Something wrong siz?”

“You see yourself?”

“Yeah.”

“Doing as what you do?”

“Aah-hah. Why?”

“I guess there’s something in the-?” 

“Water??” Laura panicked. “Melody’s right, some houses speak.”

“Wait, what are you talking about??” Yolanda freaked more

Atop the second floor, Jessica Lash was texting Hayden

She wanted some additional three-or-two-seconds of flos-re-union

She ignited a minute Dioor cooker adjacent her to bake honey-pies

The flame all-suddenly blew off by itself

She frowned and clicked. “What-the.”

Mr. Anderson wrapping clothes inside his office compartment

He leisured his fold and sat on a Sanchles sofa

Over at a cabinet behind him, a white loafer fell

He peaked down aback and picked the lexin TaRyan shoe

Beneath his feet the mat slid with his left foot

Inside the magazine’s lower shelf a watch cracked on the snapper 

Eight ties unfolded from a holder near the rear InSlet

Suits whisked from hooks and spun ‘slothfully’ mid-air

Then one ‘motioned’ steps as if somebody was wearing clothes-on

He stared at the ‘taphorric’ bewilderment, immensely terrified

Coincidentally Little Lyn was being levitated in her bedroom

Likewise the scenario had been for Casper Carren at the corridor

Were it not for Bethany Alaska and Hudson 

They both missed passing away by a whisker

“We going to pretend nothing is transpiring?”

“Our case is submitted to the archdiocese.”

“So what? You just gonna let us dwell in a possessed house?”

Bethany gazed at her dearest cousin

Casper fixed his glimpse at his father. “Paa.”

“What?”

“You don’t believe us?”

“There may need more prove.”

“To proof it’s all real?? It desired to kill us.”

“Cas-?”

“You don’t believe just ‘cause it hasn’t happened to you!”

“It is happening on everybody!”

Casper threw a cup. “Not same way it happened to me dad!!

I cannot continue suffering like this...none of us can!!

Either you do not want to do anything concerning the issue

Or you fucking don’t believe!! Which is which?!!”

“Hey dude, watch your tone towards dad.”

“Fuck you Laura!!” Casper left for the lounge. “Fuck all of you!!”

Two days later, in distress and agony

Casper was found lying on his bed - he was gone

During the last rites of his burial, Laura wept in much sorrow

“I am yet to imagine a life without you bro

You were the best

May you forever Rest In Peace

You helped many people and you was always kind and humble

If I needed ‘a light’ you used to uplift me alot

I only wish I had come to your rescue in your ‘lonely times’

My heart beats for you

Casper you will always be my favourite pal

Please bro recall me, I know I made mistakes...I know I messed up

For you I might fly atop the ozone layer and scream a cry

Hope to see you one day with me ‘cause my heart leaps for you

If you need this love I can’t control, let’s do it timeless forever for the souls

As the heat of soil cools on your grave this evening

Clinging onto your humane memories is what I will for-ever ‘neat’ life with 

Sleep with the young-Angels, I will always miss you.”

“We have lost many friends.” Mr. Anderson confessed

The Paranormal Investigator nodded with polite relations

The chiefess Preternatural Explorer ‘explored through the walls’

“All of them?”

“They think we wanted this.”

“They insult your family?”

“Without first recalling near-end Luke twenty-four.”

“That is thirty-six thirty-nine.”

“Yeah, precisely, that one.”

“Is this like a normal case?” Bethany Alaska asked the clairvoyant

Evening ushered-in nighttime

“They are never normal.”

“No, I mean do you always seal book cakes? 

The blessed clairvoyant smiled. “Like is part of the process?”

“Mhm-hm?”

“Sometimes it’s never a suppose

Each family is different 

Every case is indifferent

One thing which remains the same is the fear

Then you can see through their deranged pupils

Diabolic souls like to tear people apart...tryna isolate them

Our sole purpose of our career is to make victims feel not alone

To make them feel they can have hope while in possession.”

Suddenly, Laura came rolling down the spiral staircase

The two investigators ran to her save followed by Bethany

“You’re hurt? I’m really sorry.”

“We are.”

“Cousin, what’s up?”

Laura scythed. “There’s ‘a-thing’ in Lyn’s bedroom.”

Luckily she was not injured, neither was Laura

“What happened to the guy in the Artic pen store?”

“ ‘Got no inks’ on ‘em Bethany.”

“That thing in the attic is not a ghost, you too might be a host.”

“And we need to get rid of it rightaway

For once-and-for-all.” The other investigator seconded his
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