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      Many states have legends about ghosts. People claim to have seen ghosts in old houses and hotels, along roadsides, in forests, and in cemeteries. Justice, Illinois, boasts a legend of a ghost in a white dress and black dancing shoes who appears in and around Resurrection Cemetery. She has been nicknamed called “Resurrection Mary.” Of course, most folks dismiss ghost stories as silly tales of imagination.


      
        
      


      But what if a ghost was actually real? And what if that ghost decided to make some serious trouble?


      


      
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Chapter 1


      
        
      


      Frank Simmons stood beside the rumbling washing machine, holding the sheet over his head as his friend, Todd Mickens, cut out two ragged eyeholes. “Hey, be careful,” Frank said. “Don’t poke my eyes out.”


      “I will if you keep moving around,” said Todd. “Now just hold still!”


      “We should have just drawn circles where my eyes were first and then –”


      “I said hold still! I’m almost done. Well, halfway.”


      The scissors snipped, in and out of the material while thirteen-year-old Frank held as still as he could. Todd, Frank’s best friend, was using a little pair of fingernail scissors instead of regular scissors, and it was taking longer than it should have. He worked the scissors around, making two little openings so Frank could see, then stepped back.


      “Is that okay?”


      “I guess.”


      “I mean can you see?”


      “Yeah, I can see okay.”


      “Good.”


      “Does it look stupid?”


      “Kind of stupid,” said Todd.


      “Think it’ll scare anyone?”


      “I don’t know. You need to get some glow-in-the-dark paint. That might make it spookier.”


      Frank pulled the sheet from his head, balled it up, and threw it on top of the washing machine. His brown hair stuck up on his head, full of static electricity, like the fur of an angry cat.


      He and Todd were in the basement laundry room of Frank’s apartment building. The two sheets they were using belonged to Mrs. Lancaster on the third floor. She had put her laundry in the dryer and gone back upstairs. She would never figure out who had stolen her sheets.


      “How much does glow-in-the-dark paint cost?” asked Frank.


      “Five bucks, maybe? I don’t know. How would I know? It would be worth it, though, if we want to do this right and really scare some little kids. Paint circles around the eye holes, paint jagged streaks all over the face.”


      Frank hopped up to sit on a washing machine and banged the heels of his shoes against the white enameled front. Todd leaned back against one of the dryers. He was a little shorter than Frank, and his hair was blond. He had freckles up and down his cheeks.


      “We need to get Audrey in on this,” he said with a sigh. “She always has extra money.”


      “Yeah, let’s call Audrey. She’ll help us out.”


      “We get the paint this afternoon then tonight we can hang out at the playground and freak out those little brats that come to swing!”


      Frank grinned then gathered the sheets up under his arm. “Let’s do it,” he said.


      Frank and Todd raced up the steps from the basement to Frank’s apartment, and, when Mrs. Smith was in the bathroom, made a quick call to Audrey Brooks in hopes she would get them some paint.
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      “You’re never going to make friends just sitting there,” said Hilary’s older brother, Douglas. “There are tons of kids around here. Some of them are your age, too. Why don’t you introduce yourself to them?”


      Twelve-year-old Hilary Wilson sat on the bottom step outside the three-story red brick apartment building. Her arms were crossed over her knees; her chin rested on her arms. Her wavy brown hair was pulled back with a blue clip, with several loosened strands hanging in her face, tickling her nose like little spider legs. Every few seconds she swiped at them, but they just fell back down across her nose. “I just don’t want to,” she said. “So quit talking about it.”


      Douglas, a seventeen-year-old boy of medium height and light brown hair, shook his head and smiled. “Believe me, I know you miss Shari. You two were best friends. But she’s back in Pennsylvania and we’re here in Illinois. There isn’t much we can do about that, so why don’t you look for a new best friend?”


      Hilary glanced up at her brother. The sun was shining from behind him, and she had to squint. Behind Douglas, beyond the parking lot of the apartment complex, traffic roared by on wide, busy Archer Road.


      “You think it’s that easy?” she asked.


      “Well, no, I didn’t mean it’s easy.”


      Hilary shook her head. “Mom and Dad didn’t even ask us if we wanted to move. It’s like they don’t care what we want. I was going to be president of the SCA at my old school. I was popular! Now I’m just a seventh grader nobody knows. Do you know how awful that is?”


      “I can guess.”


      “I don’t think so.”


      “Hilary,” said Douglas with a sympathetic smile. “Everybody has changes in their lives. Mom and Dad didn’t just decide to do this without a good reason. You know we have to think about Mom, and about what she needs. Her old job didn’t give her time off when she really needed it. Even though it looks like she’s doing better now, she has to be able to stay home or go into the hospital if she has to.”


      Hilary looked away from Douglas. He was right. Mom was sick a lot. It made Hilary sad. And though she didn’t want to admit it, it also made her angry.


      “Mom’s cancer appears to be in remission, but we still need to think of her,” said Douglas. “And since Uncle Harry wanted to sell his game store and move to Florida, the move was pretty much perfect for us. Dad and Mom bought the store and they can both work there. If Mom gets sick, she won’t lose pay for taking off.”


      “But the hours at Games Galore are going to be long,” said Hilary. “That can’t be good for Mom.”


      “We’ll have to see, take it a day at a time. It’ll be a compromise. I can step in when they need me.”


      Hilary let out a noisy breath, pulled a handful of grass from beside the step, and blew it out of her hand. “We didn’t get to compromise, Douglas,” she grumbled. “We didn’t get any say at all.”


      “It’ll be okay. Change can be a good thing. We’ve only been here a little while, Hilary.”


      “Did you look across the street, Douglas? We live across from a cemetery! Resurrection Cemetery! How creepy is that?”


      “Hilary, just cut it out –” Douglas began.


      “I don’t want to live here! I don’t know anybody. And nobody knows me.”


      Douglas looked over his shoulder to the parking lot, where his new friend Brian sat in his car, the engine running.


      “Listen,” Douglas said, looking back at Hilary. “You can’t have friends unless you make them. Friends don’t just fall out of the sky and drop into your lap. Remember one of Mom’s favorite sayings, ‘To have friends you have to be a friend.’”

       Hilary scowled.


      “I have to go with Brian now.”


      “Sure, fine. Go on.”


      “Why don’t you check out the apartment playground,” Douglas said. “There are a lot of kids. And they look nice.”


      Hilary rolled her eyes. “Only little kids play in a playground, Douglas.”


      “Okay, have it your way.” Douglas gave Hilary’s hair one last ruffle and hurried down the walk to Brian’s waiting car. He waved, hopped in, and the two pulled out of the lot onto Archer Road.


      “I’m not a little kid anymore, Douglas, in case you didn’t notice!” Hilary called out to the car as it disappeared up the street.


      A little boy on a rusty blue bike with training wheels rumbled down the sidewalk that ran the length of the apartment building. Behind him came a smiling mother with her hands outstretched. A moment later, a little girl of about six skipped up the sidewalk with a black puppy on a leash. The puppy yipped and yapped, and the girl scooped him up and took him inside the building. She grinned at Hilary, but Hilary didn’t smile back.


      Hilary bounced the heels of her shoes on the walk. “They’re all little kids around here,” she muttered. “Babies! I want to go back to Pennsylvania.”


      “Hilary!” The voice was her mother’s, coming from an open window in their apartment on the third floor. Hilary looked over her shoulder.


      “What, Mom?”


      “Are you busy?”


      Hilary knew if she wasn’t busy, her mother would have a chore for her to do. But she wasn’t going to lie. She wasn’t busy at all, and maybe it would be better doing a chore of some sort than just sitting on the step like a slug.


      “Not really,” she called up.


      “I need your help, then.”


      Hilary got up, brushed off her jeans, and then went inside through the glass doors. The foyer was narrow but clean. To the right, inside the door, was the row of metal mailboxes. Across from the mailbox was the apartment of the building manager, Mrs. Smith. The Smiths had a son who was in some of Hilary’s seventh grade classes, but she rarely saw him around the apartments. There were three other apartments on the first floor, but Hilary didn’t know any of the people. She and her family had only lived in Justice for a week, and Hilary had felt shy most of the time.


      Hilary climbed the steps to the second floor, then to the third. At the top of the steps was the door to Apartment 9. This was her home. A home that didn’t feel like home. She turned the doorknob and walked in.


      The living room was small and cheery. The carpet was light blue and the walls white. The furniture, a sofa, loveseat, and recliner, were from the Wilsons’ home in Pennsylvania. The family’s television had broken during the move, and for now, the television stand stood, empty, in the corner by the window. Mr. Wilson had promised that this weekend he would get a new set.


      Hilary’s mother was in the kitchen, rattling dishes. Hilary walked through the living room to the kitchen.


      “Hey,” Hilary said.


      Hilary’s mother put down the plate she was holding. “Hey, there,” she said with a wink. “You look happy.”


      Hilary shrugged. She tried to smile but couldn’t.


      “Bored?”


      “Maybe.” She looked at her mother and frowned. “Doesn’t the dishwasher work?”


      “Yes. I just prefer to wash them myself. Saves energy and I think I do a better job than a machine.”


      “Yeah. Whatever.”


      Mrs. Wilson put her hands on her daughter’s shoulders. “Honey, I know how it is to be in a new place. We moved a lot when I was young, and it takes time to adjust. It even takes time to adjust when you’re old, like me.”


      “You aren’t that old,” she said. Her mother, a pretty woman with short auburn hair, reached over and gave Hilary a quick hug. “Thanks, Hon. That would raise your allowance if we could afford it. Now, I was hoping you’d do a load of sheets and towels.”


      Hilary hated doing laundry, but she said, “Okay.” Her mother got tired easily, so everyone in the family had to help do as much as they could. They certainly couldn’t afford to hire a maid.


      As she was digging through the cardboard box of towels and sheets on the floor in her parents’ bedroom and sorting some into the plastic laundry basket, her mother called, “Hilary, I’ve found a lady to stay with you after school and on Saturday mornings. She’s young, but she has references for babysitting for the last couple of years. I think we’ll give her a try.”


      Hilary stood straight, her mouth hanging open. “Babysitting!” she snorted. “Wait! Are you serious?”


      “I’m sorry, Hilary. Poor choice of words. She has good references for being a companion. We don’t know anyone here well enough yet and I don’t feel comfortable with you having hours alone without me, Dad, or Douglas around. And this will only be for a month or so.”


      “A month? Mom, I’m twelve!”


      “I know you’re twelve.”


      “Nobody, and I mean nobody I know has someone watch them when they’re twelve! In fact, some twelve-year-olds babysit little kids themselves!”


      “Hilary…”


      “I don’t need anybody watching me! Please don’t hire her!”


      “She’s not going to sit and stare at you, Hilary. She’s just going to be here in case there is an emergency or something like that. Like if the place catches fire or you fall down and hit your head, or…”


      “Mom!”


      “And we know how the dark bothers you, when you’re alone. It’ll be getting dark earlier and earlier.”


      Hilary cringed. Her mother was right about that. Ever since her mother had been diagnosed, Hilary had found that being alone at night, in the dark, was unsettling. Even scary. It was stupid. At her age, it shouldn’t spook her, but it did. Still…


      “Mom, don’t say that! I don’t need anybody to stay with me!”


      “Maybe you’ll like her, Hilary.”


      “Just get me a cell phone! If there was an emergency I could call or text you! Everybody in seventh grade has a cell phone!”


      “Not everybody…”


      “Oh, yeah, they do!”


      “Honey, I’ve told you. Your father and I don’t think someone your age needs a phone. Besides, we have a landline here in the apartment.”


      “Douglas has a cell!”


      “He’s older. When you’re older, we’ll reconsider.”


      “Mom!”


      “It’s settled, Hilary.”


      Hilary stood still, looking at the ceiling. She knew her mother had wanted to find someone, but she had hoped she wouldn’t be able to. That way, Hilary could prove that staying alone while her parents were at the store and Douglas was doing his high school sports was no big deal. Of course she could handle any emergency that came along without a companion. Without a babysitter!


      “Did you hear me, Hilary?”


      “Yeah,” Hilary muttered.


      “She’ll be here Monday afternoon. Her name is Doreen.”


      
        Hilary picked up the basket and carried it past the kitchen to the living room. “You going down now?” asked her mother.

      


      Hilary nodded. She was too mad to talk.


      “You need quarters for the machines.”


      Hilary nodded again. She took the basket to the sofa, dropped it on a cushion, and then went to the kitchen where her mother was holding out a handful of coins. Before Hilary could take them, her mother said, “Hilary, this is a new place. We are all trying to find our way around, trying to find how we fit in, to feel comfortable and make this our home. We’re doing the best we can to figure it all out. Please be patient.”


      Hilary made herself nod.


      “We love you.”


      Hilary nodded again. She took the money and put in into her jeans pocket. She went to the living room, picked up the laundry basket and the small box of detergent that was by the door, and went down to the laundry room in the basement.
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      “Put more paint here. It’ll make it creepier.”


      In the bathroom of Frank’s apartment, Frank, Audrey, and Todd put the finishing touches of glow-in-the-dark paint on the second ghost sheet. Frank sat on the edge of the tub, his bare feet inside on the pink butterfly no-slip appliques, his jeans legs rolled up to his knees, holding the sheets out while Audrey ran the paintbrush around the eye holes. Todd sat on the closed toilet lid and nodded in appreciation.


      “Good idea to do the painting in the tub,” Todd said. “We can wash up really good and no one will know we were even here!”


      “I’m brilliant,” said Frank. “Always remember that.”


      “Remember what?” asked Todd.


      Frank let out an exasperated breath.


      Audrey chuckled.


      “This is good paint,” said Frank. “It dries quick. These will be ready for tonight. I can’t wait!”


      “You got paint in your hair, Audrey,” said Todd.


      “Ugh,” she said. “Frank, hold the paintbrush.”


      Frank took the brush and Audrey stood and looked in the mirror over the sink. She had short black hair and cocoa-colored skin. At eleven she was younger than most kids in her class because she’d skipped third grade. She and Frank and Todd had become good friends in sixth grade last year when they had been put on the same social studies project team. They found out that they all liked scary things like zombies, vampires, ghosts, and werewolves, and had gotten an A-plus on the play they’d written and performed, called, “The Terrifying Night at Valley Forge.” The play, based on the real events in George Washington’s life, was full of ghosts and monsters that came to him in nightmares. The teacher thought it was very creative, even if she wrinkled her nose and cringed during the performance. Audrey, Frank, and Todd were just glad when it was over so they could sit back and make fun of the other sixth graders’ dumb projects.


      Audrey pulled a drying piece of purple paint from her hair and washed it down the sink. “I hope this doesn’t clog the pipes,” she said.


      “It better not,” said Frank. “Now let’s get this finished. Mom won’t be gone a whole lot longer.”


      Audrey went back to the tub, dipped her paintbrush into the jar of paint on the tile floor, and made a long, zigzag streak above the eyeholes. “There, that’s it for this sheet.”


      Frank stood up, holding the sheet so it wouldn’t fold back on itself and smear, then took the sheet to the bedroom where the first one was laid out across his bed to dry. Frank, Todd, and Audrey looked at their creations.


      “Halloween’s two weeks away,” said Frank. “So the little kids around here won’t be expecting this. We’ll make ’em jump so high it’ll take a year for them to come down again. I love to scare people, don’t you
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