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Cautiously, Ralph walked through the darkness to where the doll's decapitated body was located, to examine the base of the swing. As he put his hand on the left arm of the apparatus, the chain holding the seat came loose and the creaking sound frightened him. Immediately, he knelt down and, upon realizing that the piece of blue fabric shining on the grass was Sarah's sweater, he felt anger take over him. His face turned blood red with fury. The veins in his neck stood out like purple ropes. At that moment, he realized that Harold was behind him and closed his eyes to contain the anger that he must not let explode.

—I'm sorry, Ralph...

—She's not here, Harold! They've taken her to who knows where... —he sobbed with angry tears and with a broken voice.

—I understand your anger, Ralph. However, we better get back to the Harris, we shouldn't be here.

But Ralph refused to leave and pounded his fists on the storm-soaked grass. After a few seconds of emotional release, he took advantage of the moment of silence that followed to inhale deeply several times and, still shaking with rage, managed to control himself to speak to Harold.

—Until what time are the portals open?

—It is not known for sure. In fact, there are those who say that for four days we should not expose ourselves.

—Four days is too long!

—It depends on the dimension we're trapped in, —Harold replied dismayed—.Remember that I found another family living in my house and I don't know where my wife and brothers-in-law are either.

—This is too confusing, Harold. There must be something we can do!

—For now, I suggest returning to the Harris. We cannot stay here, much less under the storm.

They both looked directly into each other's eyes and Ralph agreed, while pressing Sarah's sweater against his chest. He felt that it would take all his determination to run again across the winding path that led to the Harris´s house, but his main motivation now was to search for Sarah until he found her, even if it were in hell itself.

Upon arrival, there was no need to call. William Harris was waiting for them at the door, while Margaret assisted Bridget, who was nervous at that moment.

—What happened? —Harris asked, looking at the blue sweater in Ralph's hand.

—I'm afraid what was expected has happened  —Harold responded immediately.

—No, not my daughter! —Bridget shouted.

—Calm down, we still don't know what happened —Harold said.

—Don't lie to me! Is Sarah dead?

—We don't know, Bridget. The fact is that she disappeared and I found her sweater under the swing, next to the doll's decapitated body —Ralph quickly responded and lowered his head.

—This can't be happening, it must be a nightmare! —She sobbed with her hands covering her face.

—Harris, do you know how to cross the portal? There must be some way to rescue Sarah.

—Don't insist, Ralph. It would be like looking for a needle in a haystack —Harold replied.

After drying off and changing out of their rain-soaked clothes, thanks to what Harris provided, Harold and Ralph returned to the living room to resume their conversation.

—Harris, you must know some way to access the Afterlife  —Ralph said in an imperative tone.

—To the Afterlife? And where are we? —Bridget sobbed, wiping away the last of her tears with the handkerchief Margaret had lent her.

Harris took the cigarettes out of his pocket, saw that the pack was empty and crushed it, throwing it into the fireplace, before addressing everyone solemnly.

—Yes, I know a way to access the Beyond, but it still represents a danger. However, this is the first time that a case has touched me directly because you are my guests, so I put everything I know at your disposal.

—I don't want to waste time. Will we know where Sarah is? —Ralph asked impatiently.

—We can only find out that by facing the danger of invoking the voices of the Beyond —he answered in a deep voice.

The rain seemed to have stopped, but the thunder continued and the interior of the Harris´s house was still barely illuminated by the light of the candles and the fire in the fireplace.

—Before we begin, I must tell you some important things.

—As long as it is useful and necessary information, I am sure we are all willing to listen to it, Harris. —Harold said and sat down next to Bridget, after gesturing for Ralph to take a seat next to him.

—We have all heard of Ouija, the famous glass game that supposedly allows us to talk to spirits. Thousands of children and adolescents use the table to receive answers from the Afterlife, immersed in ignorance and facing various dangers. There are serious mistakes that young people and adults make when carrying out these sessions, without knowing what they are contacting and what dangers they are exposing themselves to.

—I've heard about it —Ralph said.

—Talking to the dead is easy. Of course it's crazy to think like that! True? —Bridget intervened.

—At least in principle... No one in their right mind is capable of simply accepting the possibility that we can talk to friends and family who have already crossed the Threshold —Harold said.

—However, my dear guests, I am convinced that you yourselves would be amazed if you knew the number of people who not only believe in this possibility, but also claim to maintain fluid dialogues with spirits. You would be even more surprised if you knew that everyone can communicate with the Hereafter. In fact, there are millions of people, including thousands of children and adolescents, who have flirted with the mystery, calling "the other side" and, most curious of all, receiving answers.

—All of this seems really crazy —Bridget murmured, who had already stopped crying.

—Yeah. I also think this all seems really crazy. Maybe it is, but there are thousands of people around the world who claim to have found a system to communicate with the Beyond. They carry out their sessions daily, without great rituals, without complicated preparations since, apparently, there is a very cheap and simple way to access the Other Side, where the spirits appear to answer our questions or to send certain messages.

—I understand that this same “contact system” is used by other people to receive supposed communications from extraterrestrial beings. How is it possible that the same instrument can be used to allow dialogue with spirits and also to maintain long conversations with aliens? —Ralph intervened.

—It may seem absurd, and in fact it is, but if we accept the results of the experiences obtained by people who use the Ouija, we must accept both alternatives. If this in itself seems crazy, there is even more, because the board is not only limited to being an instrument through which dialogue with the dead is allowed or facilitated. Through this apparently harmless table, messages have been received from "other intelligences" that have been identified as elves, gnomes, fairies, living people, diabolical beings, vampires, werewolves and a whole host of endless fauna.

—Skeptics tend to think that there is always a prankster in the group and that, consequently, the messages received are part of the imagination of one of those present — Ralph intervened again, while everyone waited to continue listening attentively to the explanation of Harris.

—The debate is over —Harold said—. While for many the sessions with the board are nothing more than a joke in bad taste and they reject any paranormal or supernatural intervention, others are convinced of their overwhelming reality.

—Whether or not we believe in the reality of the phenomenon, despite the fact that some take these stories as a joke and make fun of those who participate in a session, the truth is that there are many people around the world who have had a really bad time. , by suffering unpleasant experiences because this practice is not free of certain risks.

—Well, I don't know how much more danger we could be in if, in fact, we've already crossed the portal and my daughter is... —Bridget paused because she felt like crying again—. She's missing  —she finished saying, between sobs.

—I do not recommend the use of the Ouija, quite the opposite, but since even we are going to ignore this warning, I at least want to offer enough information so that our experience is as simple and benevolent as possible —Harris clarified in a voice deep.

—Is there a “safer” way to use this technique of contact with the Beyond? —Harold asked.

—If what you want to know is if there is a manual, then no, there is no basic manual and, in fact, it would be very difficult to make one because, despite being a very simple practice, there are hundreds of different ways to carry it out one session. In books, but especially on
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