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The moon floated high in the dark night sky, like the eye of a cyclops staring down from the heavens. A blanket of clouds covered patches of the night sky, covering a good portion of the stars twinkling above, floating in a southerly direction. The light from the full moon was enough so the five girls trudging through the thick weeds surrounding the cemetery didn’t have to use the torches they had brought with them. They walked in relative silence as they approached the cemetery fence, the only significant sound they made was the snapping and crunching of dead and dried twigs and weeds. They had started to pick up the pace a little when a dog in the distance had started to howl and bark from a neighbouring yard, one of the very few near the cemetery. The empty blocks of land surrounding the cemetery had been earmarked for property development in the past but local neighbourhood groups had objected and interceded. Petitions had been signed, a few picketed marches had occurred and certain town officials had been confronted. As a result, the land around the cemetery remained vacant. 
	They were aware they weren’t the only ones who had braved walking through the middle of the night to walk around the gravestones and markers, but for them, it was the first time. They were new to this and the thought of being caught by police or angry residents chilled their hearts.
	A gentle breeze blew in from the west, cooling the night air and the smell of salty water from the ocean carried with it was strong yet still inviting. The summer days had been long and hot during the school holidays, the temperature barely going below thirty-five degrees, and the locals walked about town wearing as little as possible while still wearing the bare minimum for public decency. The local pools, ice cream shops, and the beach were the most frequented destinations by all those brave enough to step outside and confront the heat. Air conditioners were the chosen weapons against the summer onslaught and even that seemed to have little effect.  
	Despite the welcoming breeze, several of the girls were perspiring and they wiped at their brows with the back of their hands and arms, a thin trail of sweat glistened on their arms. They thought it might have been a mixture of the lingering heat from the day and the heavy work it was walking through the heavy weeds. The thick weeds were knee-high and the five girls had to lift their legs higher than normal to trudge through. Three of the girls were wearing open sandals that allowed prickles and thick weeds to dig into their feet and caused them to swear under their breath. The remaining two girls wore sneakers and longer pants yet they still managed to accrue cuts and prickles on their soft skin.
	The chain link fence was rusty and sagging in places as the town cemetery had reached its capacity sometime in the 1970s, or so Tabitha Green had told them. Tabitha, the girls’ self-appointed leader, had been regaling the small group of girls for most of the last term of the school year; detailing in minute detail the history of the cemetery, who was buried there, how they had died and so much more. Tabitha had proved to be an amateur sleuth and a fanatic when it came to the local history of the cemetery, something her closest friends had known about for years but had never shared in her interest.
	Tabitha would spend countless hours in the two libraries in town and delve into as many resources as possible; online databases, microfilm and microfiche, newspaper collections, old and forgotten histories penned by locals; autobiographical and historical.
	Tabitha walked out in front, scanning the chain link fence.
	She had visited the cemetery many times in the past, but only ever during the daylight hours. She was amazed at how different everything looked once the sun had gone to rest and the moon had come out to play. The sun showed everything as it was and seemed to hide nothing, the moon, however, seemed to have the exact opposite effect. Normal objects and locations seemed to alter and become mysterious enigmas under the moonlight.
	She scanned the chain link fence, installed decades ago, which had deteriorated over time under the harsh conditions of the weather; brutal and unforgiving summers, gelid and harsh winters, and everything in between. During her daily visits to the cemetery, she had noticed certain parts of the fence had developed gaps, some large enough for a group of girls to make their way through in the dead of night. She thought the gap she had noticed had been located closer to the northeasterly corner, the complete opposite of the actual entrance which was shut and padlocked. The more Tabitha scanned the fence and didn’t see the gap, the more she thought she had been mistaken.  
	And then she saw it.
	Her eyes had crossed the area of the fence where she thought the gap must be more than half a dozen times but the moonlight was playing tricks on Tabitha.
	She blew out a breath of relief.
	“Over there,” she whispered and pointed.
	They all looked in the direction Tabitha was pointing but it was obvious from their expression they had no idea what she was pointing at.
	“I can’t see anything,” Chantelle said, squinting in the dark.
	“I think I can see a rabbit,” Sue said, “at least I think it’s a rabbit.”
	Tabitha changed her direction and walked off in the direction she had pointed. She made a ‘come here’ gesture with a flick of her wrist and didn’t bother looking over her shoulder to see if they were behind her.
	Tabitha suspected, or rather knew, that most of them would be too scared to think about heading back themselves, especially by themselves. She had persuaded them one by one to come out on this little expedition with her and a few friends, and she had used every trick in her book to convince them this was going to be the trip of a lifetime. It wasn’t until she had the requisite numbers did Tabitha allow any of the girls to know who else was coming.  
	As Tabitha’s aunt was accustomed to saying, In for a penny, in for a pound.
	They were all committed now. They knew and Tabitha knew it.  
	“Don’t rabbits sleep during the day? Like kangaroos?” Chantelle asked, trying to stave off the fear and trepidation she was feeling entering her heart.
	“Rabbits are diurnal,” Vanessa said from the rear of the small group.
	“Diurnal? Is that like saying they’re diabetic or something,” Monique said softly.
	Vanessa laughed and quickly checked herself. She placed a hand over her mouth and quickly looked about her. “I’m sorry. No, it means they sleep during the night and are wide awake during the day.”
	“Someone’s being paying attention in class,” Tabitha whispered over her shoulder and there was soft and happy laughter among the girls.
	“I have to. Who else are you girls going to cheat on when we’re having those secret maths quizzes halfway through the term?”
	The chain link fence was only a few metres away and they could all see the gap of the fence that had developed over time. Tabitha trudged over to the gap, lifting her knees like a professional hurdler preparing for a race. She stooped in the high weeds, gripped the chain link fence on either side of the gap and lifted it to increase the space needed for the girls to pass through.
	The fence rattled when she grabbed it and several birds which had decided to nest on the top of the fence squawked suddenly and then took flight, heading towards the night sky in search of more quiet and hospitable environs. Several of the girls visibly shrank back at the sound of the bird as if an actual gun had fired. In the otherwise still night air, the angry birds had sounded deafening.
	“Quick,” she whispered, “go through. Keep going straight until you come to a mausoleum. There’s a small etching of a gargoyle on the side of it. Wait for me there.”
	Vanessa was the first one through the gap Tabitha had made wider. “This better be worth it, Tab,” she said, offering her friend a quick glance that wasn’t quite filled with reproach but a sort of impatience Tabitha had grown used to seeing whenever she went on one of her local historical monologues.
	“If everything goes to plan, it will be,” she said and winked.
	Vanessa ducked and squeezed through the gap of the chain link fence, followed by Chantelle and then Sue. Vanessa kept on moving through the moonlit night in the direction Tabitha indicated until she came to a small mausoleum. It looked like a small concrete house with two thin pillars at the front. Just as Tabitha had said, there was a small etching of a gargoyle on the side wall. The etching was faded and difficult to make out any details in the darkness but she could tell what it was well enough. She placed a hand on the etching and felt the details with the tip of her fingers.
	“Be careful, it might come alive and get you,” Tabitha said, appearing out of nowhere and causing Vanessa to jump a little.
	“I still can’t believe you managed to get us to come here in the middle of the night. My folks think I am at your house studying for that geography test that’s coming up next week.”
	“Funny thing that,” Tabitha said, “my folks think the same thing of me.” She grinned and slapped Vanessa on the backside. “Let’s hope our parents don’t get together and compare notes.”
	“Yeah, that might be disastrous,” she said, a hint of dryness in her soft voice. “I think my parents will ground me until the end of time.”
	“Don’t be melodramatic,” Tabitha said, moving deeper into the cemetery.
	“I don’t think she is,” Sue said behind them. “I think my mum will send me off to Japan and then ground me.”
	The small group of girls laughed at that, a soft and muted sound that wouldn’t have carried very far. They were far enough from any house that any sound they made wouldn’t have been heard by anyone. But they didn’t want to take any risks.
	They formed a single line and followed Tabitha, passing mausoleums of varying sizes and gravestones and markers. Some of which had to be over a century old. Some gravestones had toppled over completely so they were on their sides and the weeds started to grow and cover them. Vanessa thought it might not be too many years from now when such fallen gravestones would be completely hidden from view by the creeping weeds. She thought it sad that the last resting places of the inhabitants of the cemetery were being overrun by the natural process of time. Vanessa hoped this didn’t happen to her and silently wished that her family would come to pay their respects for many years after her death, even if it happened many years from now.
	“This is it,” Tabitha said, stopping amidst a group of upright gravestones and several bronze grave markers set in stone in the ground.  
	Vanessa and the other girls looked around in puzzlement and then at Tabitha.
	“This is what?” Sue asked. “You brought us all the way here to check out some random tombstones?”  
	The other girls could tell she was losing her composure and patience.  
	“Why did you bring us all the way out here? And don’t tell me it's for one of your history lessons. Because I won’t believe you.”
	“No, this is better than one of my history lessons,” she said. She pulled off the backpack she had been wearing and unzipped it.  
	Vanessa had noticed the small backpack as soon as the girls had met up at the front of Chantelle’s house but hadn’t said anything about it. As they progressed through the empty lot through the darkness Vanessa had forgotten about until now.  
	Tabitha pulled a small folded-up board from it, unfolded it and laid it on the weeds amidst all the gravestones and grave markers.
	Vanessa recognised it as soon as she saw it.
	It was an Ouija board.
	“You’ve got to be kidding me?” Vanessa and Sue said in unison.
	“Oh my gosh,” Chantelle said. “Are you for real?”
	Tabitha beamed at them and sat down cross-legged on the ground, the Ouija board in front of her and a planchette on the board with a magnifying glass set in the middle of it.
	“You better believe it,” she said. “If I told you I wanted to communicate with a soul that had passed on, do you think you would have come out?” She wasn’t speaking to anyone in particular but to anyone willing to answer.
	“Of course not,” Sue said. “I would think you’re barmy and in dire need of counselling.”
	“I second that motion,” Chantelle said. “Besides everyone knows Ouija boards are as fake as wrestling and Pamela Anderson boobs.”
	“I beg to differ, girls,” Tabitha said, her smile fading as she






