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Prologue
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The darkness of the forest was palatable as Kace slowly advanced forward, hoping to stay ahead of the approaching storm. Thunder was deep and unsettling. It seemed to announce a terrible, rising presence tethered to the electric power of distant lightning bolts. Kace felt his feet crunching down against brittle branches. Each sounding step punched fear into his soul. He knew the terror was birthing its way upward, splitting the dark flesh of a putrid womb.

Kace stopped his approach. Something was moving in the darkness. He heard the twisting of ropes, straining against a great deal of dead weight. The man felt his next step forward. Wind pushed against his chest as if to provide a silent warning preventing further advancement. Then, Kace saw it. He saw the flesh devoid of skin. He saw blood trailing downward from ragged, torn maps of muscle. The body was prepared for the sacrifice.

Kace knew it was near. Generations of unchecked psychotic evil had grown, evolving from one level of madness into many. Each succeeding lifeline bled out its soul into the collective consciousness, feeding the mind of malevolence. The time had come for the full weight of unjudged, unrepudiated actions to take shape, growing into the realization of the darkest dream. The monster was now born of the night of final evil.

Kace watched in terror as teeth extended from the elongated mouth, growing into pointed razors hugging black gums. A cloud of fog was released from massive lungs, blurring the night air, briefly hiding the body prepared for battle. Kace still had his blade, the length of which had always exceeded any legal limit. He pulled the metal from its sheath as the fog dissipated into the full shape of the beast. This was to be his final stand.

The Dolls Upstairs

Moving In

The man dressed in blue jeans and a vintage t-shirt stood in front of his new house. He watched as the real estate agent dirtied his suit and tie while trying to pull the For Sale Sign from wet dirt recently stained by the brief wrath of a thunderstorm.

Patrick offered his words of encouragement as the sign came free. “There you go.”

The real estate agent hefted the sign toward his car. “I know you‘ll love this place. Call me if you have any questions.”

A woman stood hugging the edge of the house’s open door. “Thanks Jeff!”

Patrick looked back at his beautiful young wife and briefly reveled in the luxuriousness of the situation. Emma called out again to Jeff as he slammed the hatch of his car shut. “We should be having a party in a couple weeks. I’ll let you know!”

Jeff brushed dirt from his pants. “Sounds great!”

The agent got in his car and drove away, leaving the young couple to contemplate and enjoy their newly-acquired future. The day quickly turned toward evening as Patrick and Emma arranged the first night’s essentials. A dark shadow moved in, spreading across the bare wood floor of the house’s living room as the couple labored in ignorance of its approach. Distant thunder announced the arrival of another storm.

Patrick left his wife upstairs while she made the final arrangements with the bedroom furniture. He took a long slow walk through the upstairs corridor toward the second floor landing. At the landing, he paused and looked down at the vast expanse of empty, bare wood below. Then, Patrick took the walk downward. He stopped in the center of the living room and spoke clearly in the emptiness with a writer’s note of solitary reflection. “The house is mostly empty, yet still waiting for several pieces of furniture to be delivered.”

A light turned on from up above. Emma moved down the stairs toward him. “What are you doing here in the dark, Patrick?”

Patrick’s voice echoed a little. “Just listening to the storm.”

Emma always hated storms. She had one too many bad childhood experiences with them. “Are we gonna be ok?”

Patrick knew her fears well. “No warnings, just a thunderstorm coming in. There’s a watch for the next hour.”

Emma stopped half way down the stairs and beckoned him. “Well, are you coming to bed?”

Patrick felt something odd in the darkness. A strange inspirational warmth pulled against his soul. “Just give me a few minutes. I’ll be right up.”

Emma was somewhat annoyed. “Well, you better hurry. I’m not gettin’ any hotter.”

Patrick laughed in the darkness. “I’m coming.”

He continued to stand in the living room for some time. Deathly silence shrouded his mind. He felt as if a presence was rising from beneath his feet. Then, in the emptiness of the house, a ghostly voice penetrated the darkness. It echoed slowly through the rooms taking the form of a long forgotten woman’s whisper.

“Patrick.”

Patrick’s eyes went wide. “What the hell?”

“Patrick. Find me.”

He saw nothing in the darkness around him.

“Find me, before it is too late.”

“Who are you?”

There was no answer. Patrick repeated the question. “Who are you?”

There was still no answer. He slowly walked through the living room into the nearby hallway. His feet creaked against the wood floor of the dark corridor.

Patrick reached for the entity again. “Hello?”

After a few moments the voice returned to him. “Find me.”

He continued down the hallway. Then, he slowly entered the open doorway of a downstairs spare bedroom. The room was bare save for window curtains moving in a low wind.

Patrick challenged the disembodied specter. “Show yourself.”

There was no answer.

“Show yourself, ghost.”

Deathly silence began to embrace the man. Patrick felt heaviness holding his soul. He knew he had just entered into an unspoken agreement with a hellish evil.

The First Night

Emma sat at the kitchen table with both hands firmly around a steaming cup of chicken broth. She had developed a little tickle in her throat and was taking no chances. The double shifts at the town’s one decent shopping center wouldn’t work themselves. She looked up at Patrick with some latent annoyance. “So you heard a voice?”

Patrick was more excited than he knew he should be. “Yep. This place is haunted. We’ve moved into a haunted house.”

Emma put down her cup. “You can understand how this doesn’t really make me happy. I don’t want to share this place with a demon.”

Patrick was taken aback. “I didn’t say anything about a demon.”

Emma was angrily supportive of Patrick’s work. She knew his passion was in the unknown paranormal bumps of the night. He had even gone to such lengths as to put his observations onto paper. The man was convinced his newly finished book would somehow rise to bestseller status. Emma stood and coughed slightly. She spoke with reserved sarcasm. “It’s always a demon. Haven’t you watched Paranormal Activity? Oh, that’s right. You skipped it to watch Ghost Hunters.”

Patrick rolled his eyes. He was too excited to be hurt. “Give me a break. I’m not going through this with you again. There’s a ghost here and I want to know more about it. It could be my next book.”

Emma got up and exited the kitchen without saying another word. Patrick just stood in the silence of the surrounding appliances for some time, contemplating his next move. It was night again and he knew his friend was waking. Emma would do the sleeping pill treatment, so whatever got stirred up tonight was his to enjoy. Patrick walked into the adjoined living room and slowly scanned the room with a careful eye. He spoke with confidence. “I know you’re here.”

There was a heavy silence in the now furnished room. He walked into the nearby hallway. The night closed in completely as he moved slowly down the darkening corridor. “It’s just a matter of time before I find you. I’ve done it before. I’ll do it again.”

Slowly, every so slowly, he approached the spare bedroom. The hair on the back of his neck rose. Then he entered the room. Patrick slowly walked through the bedroom stopping directly in the center of the empty expanse. “Are you living in here?”

There was no answer. He pressed again. “I know you’re here.”

Then, the closet door slowly creaked open on its own accord. Patrick quickly turned toward the door. “There you are.”

He slowly walked toward the open closet. Then, in the silence, a scratching sound pierced the darkness of the closet. Patrick stopped walking. The scratching continued with multiple movements. They had the long, rough consistency of the fingers of a hand devoid of flesh and sinew. He continued forward slowly, toward the closet door. Then, the sound abruptly stopped. Patrick paused briefly before opening the door completely. He breathed a sigh of relief. The closet was empty. His eyes caught hold of something in a dark corner. A small music box stood in the solitary silence. Patrick slowly approached and bent down, reaching out to the stained, dusty object. He picked up the music box and slowly examined its worn wood and spots of missing paint.

Patrick backed away from the closet and walked over to a nearby window sill. He placed the music box on the wood of the window sill and opened it. A simple tune began to fill the room. Patrick stepped back from the window leaving the music box playing in the darkness. He slowly entered the hallway, walking through the corridor while the simple music surreally penetrated the rooms of the house.

Patrick entered the living room. “This isn’t good.”

He knew the music was announcing the entrance of his evil. He knew it was beckoning the mechanics of the ancient supernatural forces, the burdens of man and beast. Suddenly, a loud pounding sound assaulted from above. The music box stopped its tune. The pounding erratically reached downward from beyond the nearby staircase leading to the second floor of the house. Patrick slowly walked to the stairs. Then, just as abruptly as it started, the pounding stopped. He slowly walked up the staircase in the deathly silence. His footsteps creaked loudly against the wood.

Patrick reached the second floor landing. He froze. A low deep growling emanated from the darkness of the second floor corridor. It was the warning of a massive spectral dog, a tearing evil with its animalistic hunger renewed at the scent of live flesh. The growling continued and reverberated through the house. He made the decision to slowly move forward into the corridor. The growling continued with a deepening, threatening, guttural tone. Halfway down the hallway, the growling stopped. Patrick shivered in the suddenly cool quiet air. His sense returned enough to understand the danger he was inviting close to both himself and the woman of his life sleeping in a bedroom nearby.

Something brushed against his face. Patrick looked upward to a string hanging from the ceiling. The string was hanging from the attic door. Patrick reached upward. “Ok. Now I’ve lost my mind.”

He slowly pulled the attic door down. Stairs beckoned and Patrick extended the steps, making the pathway upward. Then, he moved slowly into the darkness of the attic. He put his feet on the attic floor and let out a gasp. The entire attic was decorated with dolls. Dolls of every size surrounded Patrick. All were old and covered with dust. Some were from before the 20th century, held together with jointed leather appendages and fitted with porcelain heads. Some carried the maker’s softening porcelain glaze; others were starkly matte, with skin fit to resemble that of a child. Dolls with rag construction held onto dolls regally dressed with delicate tailored clothing. Patrick observed the macabre audience he had uncovered in the peak of his house and shivered again. “Jesus.”
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My Priest Friend

Emma sat at the kitchen table slowly enjoying her cup of coffee. Patrick entered the brightly patterned room and briefly admired the beauty of the incoming day’s sun. Then, he took a stern seat next to Emma. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

Emma put down her cup. “Jeff said they had been left by the previous owner. And remember? You said just check upstairs and tell me what you think. I’m already in love with the first floor.”

Patrick reflected on his foolishness. “Why would they leave them?”

Emma rubbed her eyes with tired irritation. “I don’t know, Patrick. He didn’t tell me anything else.”

Patrick came right to the point. “I think they might be haunted. You should have heard it. This place was coming apart.”

Emma was disturbed. “I’m glad I didn’t.”

She put down her cup of coffee. “I’m calling Henry.”

Emma pulled out her cell phone. Patrick was agitated. “Your priest friend?”

Emma shot back firmly. “Yep. If there’s something really bad here he’ll tell us.”

Henry’s voice responded on the other end of the line. Emma’s face brightened and she spoke very warmly. “Hey, Henry ... yeah, it’s Emma. God, it’s been a long time.”

Patrick was disgusted and walked out of the kitchen. Emma chatted up a storm from the kitchen while he walked to the front door and exited. He took the steps downward and strode to the middle of his front lawn. Patrick faced the house with its shaded two story structure and darkened attic window. There were no birds on this bright summer day, no animal sounds at all. Patrick felt a winter chill crawl up his spine and he knew this had been a very bad decision. Ruin was growing in the walls of this quiet structure, a special putrid evil so diabolical that he now felt the shock from the previous night’s actions.

Patrick spoke in the warm silence. “It’s up there. Whatever’s tainting this house is in the attic. The evil lives in or around those dolls. I want to know where they came from.”

Emma exited the house. “He’s coming over tomorrow.”

The night went by without incident and Patrick prepared to film the interview with Henry. After all, if they were going to continue to live over the supposed gates of Hell, why not make some money? He turned on the camera and placed it firmly on a tripod facing the living room couch and a chair. Emma sat on the couch while a man dressed in Catholic clothing sat in the chair. Patrick took his seat next to Emma on the couch.

Patrick leaned forward and clasped his hands together. He came right to the point. “So...what are you planning to do?”

Henry’s face was serious. “I’m going to bless the bedroom where you found the music box.”

Emma spoke with flirtatious curiosity. “What do you think it is?”

Henry continued in a professional manner. “It’s possible we may have an evil presence here, based on what Patrick told me. And I really don’t want to take any chances. After I bless the bedroom, we’ll go upstairs to the attic. Either way, your house will be clean, regardless of the influence of any evil.”

Patrick felt anger and spoke his mind. “I don’t know if this is such a good idea.”

Henry was a little taken aback. “Patrick, I know what I’m doing. We need to invite the Spirit of God into this place and drive away any potential evil forces.”

Patrick felt his agitation growing. “So you brought the cross and the holy water?”

Henry was now guarded in his response. “Those are two of the implements, yes.”

Patrick launched another insult. “It just seems a little weak.”

Emma spoke with scolding anger. “Patrick!”

Patrick responded in kind. “Look. I’m not gonna sugar coat this. First of all, didn’t you guys fuck?”

Henry was momentarily embarrassed. “Before I took the vow. But that is not the issue here.”

Patrick continued his offensive. “Ok buddy. It’s always the issue.”

Emma was growing angrier by the minute. “That was before I met you, Patrick. You know that. What I did before we met is none of your business.”

Patrick was not assuaged. “Yes, I know. But it becomes my business when you call up your holy fuck buddy to help us. Frankly, I can’t see how he can take an impartial position in this.”

Emma returned his words. “What, because my pussy will distract him? Jesus, Patrick! You’re acting like a baby.”

Henry stood. “I can see this was a bad idea. I’ll talk to a friend of mine. He’ll be able to help you better.”

Patrick stood. “Wait. Look, I’m sorry. There is a problem at hand. Do you believe you are the best person to deal with this? That’s all I need to know.”

Henry held his position. “I’ve see this before. I tried to find this house’s history. But there was nothing in the archives. Something may have been hidden. And it worries me.”

Emma finally stood and put her arm around Patrick reassuringly. “What are you saying?”

Henry steadied himself. “I’ve seen other houses with tremendous turnovers. Owner after owner attacked. I felt heaviness as soon as I came inside. There’s a bad past here.”

Patrick moved toward the mounted camera. “Well, let’s get started.”

He continued to film as Henry took a Bible, a crucifix and a vial of holy water from a special black briefcase molded to its contents. Henry held the Bible with the crucifix cradled in its pages in his left hand while carrying the holy water in the other. He advanced forward into the hallway with Patrick and Emma close by him. Henry gingerly splashed the holy water onto the walls of the hallway corridor.

Henry spoke with confidence. “Bless this house.”

Patrick continued to film as Henry repeated the process while advancing down the corridor. His words seem to provide quiet comfort to Emma’s soul. “Bless this home.”

Then, they were at the entrance to the bedroom. The trio entered. Henry dropped the vial of holy water. It splashed against the hard wood floor. Emma gasped. Patrick’s words escaped his mouth with horrified astonishment. “Oh my God.”

The entire bare room was patterned with blood. Blood was smeared on the walls. Blood droplets were splattered onto the ceiling. The floor bore the spectral wounds as well. Henry turned away from the demonic markings. “I’m leaving.”

Patrick and Emma followed him into the hallway. They protested in unison. “Wait!”

Henry stopped and turned in the dark corridor. “This house is holding multiple demons. The malevolence is extremely heavy. It is not safe to stay here. Your very lives are in danger!”

Henry moved quickly into the living room as the sky grew dark outside from the approaching night. He put the Bible into his briefcase and turned to Patrick and Emma at the door. “Get out of here now!”

––––––––
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The Second Night

Emma couldn’t sleep that night. She tossed and turned and finally bolted straight upward, covered with sweat. She turned to the serene man sleeping next to her. Damn, she hated his ability to detach from the evil hovering above them both. It wasn’t sleeping. The spectral hatred rested by day and held to its plan by night. Emma spoke in a whisper. “There he is, the idiot who spent all our money on this shithole. I hope you’re sleeping soundly.”

She got up very slowly, lowering her feet and testing the space underneath the bed, a void just beyond the view of her worried eyes. Emma slowly walked forward into the second floor hallway. Traces of moonlight intermingled with dark shadows in the corridor ahead of her. She moved forward slowly, continuing to whisper in quiet fearful reflection. “There’s no way I can leave now. Dad’s getting worse and the landlord will kick them both out if my parents take on one more tenant.”

Halfway down the corridor, Emma stopped moving. She was utterly tired of the sounds of her own feet creaking against worn wood. Jesus, how old was this house? What lies did that slick SOB hide from us both? She continued her reflective solitary muttering. “We’re completely out of money and all my fuckin’ check goes to the mortgage. Patrick was wrong about his haunted house book. He won’t be able to sell it.”

Emma stepped out onto the landing. She scanned the living room below looking for any ghostly signs of life. There was only intermittent moonlight revealing fingers of furniture and floor. “Now all we have is this demon house and maybe some kind of fucked up documentary. But, knowing the economy, we’ll have to film our own deaths to make any money.”

She started down the staircase. Her feet continued their incessant creaking against the wooden steps downward. Her words rose just above the movement of the wood. “I gave up trying to wash the blood off the walls in that room. And Patrick took a hammer and sealed the attic door. I think that might be a bit of overkill.”

Halfway down the staircase, Emma froze. A loud moan moved toward her in the darkness. It was as if the house was birthing a supernatural entity, pushing its bloody rising life toward her. She was so suddenly terrified that her heart literally hurt within her chest. “Jesus!”

Emma made the foolish decision to continue down to the living room. She scanned the large expanse. It was now deathly quiet. She addressed the darkness with a surprisingly steady voice. “Where are you?”

There was only more silence. Emma slowly walked through the living room. She paused near the couch and coffee table. Henry’s crucifix was left lying on the table. She hurriedly mouthed his name. “Henry.”

The supernatural moan approached her once more. It was deeper and threatening. She felt as if a presence would manifest at any moment hungry to tear her soul from its pale fleshly home. Emma quickly reached for the crucifix and held it out in front of her in the darkness of the house.

But somehow she couldn’t fully understand the significance of this encounter. It was as if the woman would invite violation just to prove a point. She offered a taunt. “Come on, fucker.”

A deep threatening dog growl took the moan’s place. Emma felt as if a massive Rottweiler was just out of view with a manifested hunger for blood. The growl became warped and surreal, slowing time and preparing to savor the coming meal upon her spirit. Then, after an eternity of pain, the sound finally stopped. Emma admitted the truth. “That was a bad idea.”

Her arm started to shake. The crucifix shook in the weak clutch of her sweaty hand as she offered a question to the black malevolence. “What do you want?”

A rhythmic tapping echoed from out of view. It sounded like a small hammer executing the head of a stubborn nail, over and over. Emma repeated the question. “What do you want?”

The sound became louder and suddenly pounded with the effect of a heavy sledge. Emma tried to speak over the sounds in the darkness. “What do you want?!”

The sound stopped. Emma felt sick and understood that her words had been answered. She turned quickly. There was nothing but silence in the darkness of the house. Then, she heard a ghostly whisper, the beckoning call of a woman in the darkness. “Here.”

Emma turned to see a large creepy doll sitting in the chair where Henry was the day before. It stared up at her with wide, pale blue glass eyes wearing the delicate, decorated outlining of a careful hand; lashes drawn to accent a face shrouded in the house’s darkness. Straw blonde hair surrounded skin-like porcelain holding to Emma’s terrified eyes. She screamed and ran up the stairs as fast as she could. Halfway down the corridor leading to her husband, Emma stopped. The door to the attic had been ripped open. Nails were laying on the floor in a haphazard pattern. Emma screamed her husband’s name. “Patrick!!”

Patrick burst into view and immediately saw the ripped open attic. “Come on! Get into the bedroom!”

She shot into the room. Patrick slammed the door shut. Suddenly, a spectral force pounded against the door’s wood. Patrick yelled at the attacking darkness. “Leave us alone!”

The pounding suddenly stopped with one last tremendous thud. Patrick spoke in a whisper. “Calm your breathing, Emma. Don’t give it any energy.”

Emma was both terrified and impressed at his confidence. “What are we gonna do?”

Patrick backed away from the door. “Just stay calm.”

They both understood that whatever held this dwelling was now locked in heated battle with them. The coming nights would threaten to rip apart both sanity and flesh.

Aftermath

The silence of the early morning hours felt utterly oppressive. Emma sat upright in the bed holding her knees tightly. “I’m not going out there.”

Patrick strengthened himself. “I will. Wait here.”

He slowly walked up to the door and opened it. The nails pulled from the ceiling by the violent spectral force lay on the wood floor of the hallway corridor. He looked upward to the ripped open attic door. “Hello?”

There was no answer. After what seemed to be an eternity, Patrick slowly walked down the hallway corridor. He stood on the landing in the early morning light, carefully scanning the living room below. All was normal. Patrick walked down the staircase and cautiously moved into the living room. He slowly walked through the living room, approaching the chair where the doll was sitting. He moved downward to the doll. Patrick got very close. The doll’s dress was covered with dust. Its straw hair was faded, carrying the weight of many years. Patrick spoke quietly in the house’s silence. “Who are you?”

There was only silence. He was focused on the doll’s eyes. The delicate details chilled him to the bone. Patrick stood. He walked through the living room to the hallway. The corridor seemed to present an unnaturally long path before his feet. Then, he entered the spare bedroom once again. The dried blood smeared against the walls, floor and ceiling seem to beckon him. The stains pulled at his morbidly foolish curiosity. Patrick walked through the room scanning the blood. Then, he froze. There were words written, scrawled in the house’s wounds. He slowly approached the words and read them aloud.

“Leave my house.” 

Patrick stared at the words for some time. Then, he slowly pulled away and looked for more writing. There were only spectral scars left against a house with an evil, hidden history. Patrick moved toward the open door of the nearby closet. He stopped walking. Old clothes were now scattered all along the floor of the closet. He carefully bent down to examine the closet’s new additions. The clothes were tattered and bore the wear of many years. Some even looked like they were from the turn of the century. He continued to move through the clothes, searching for something that could shed a desperately needed light in a very dark place. Then, his hands found a soldier’s uniform. It looked like a Confederate uniform from the Civil War. Patrick slowly examined the clothes, running his fingers across the worn fabric. Then, he heard a voice. It spoke in the woman’s whisper.

“Over here.”

Slowly, very slowly, Patrick turned from the closet. The doll from the living room was lying on the floor just behind him. He stumbled backward, falling. “Fuck!”

Patrick pushed himself away from the doll. He stood, backed out of the room and closed the door.

––––––––
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Bad History

Emma spread the soldier’s uniform out on the kitchen table. She scanned the entire piece of clothing from the top of its shirt collar to the tattered hem of its pant legs. Patrick entered the kitchen. “What the fuck are you doing?”

Emma turned her nose upward in disgust. “Hey, be nice, asshole. I’m looking for clues, marks, anything. I could be risking my life just by handling this thing.”

Patrick softened. “Do you see anything?”

Emma let the fabric fall. “No. It’s Confederate. That’s all I can tell.”

Patrick reached into his pants pocket and pulled out a cell phone. “I’m calling Rebecca.”

Emma was agitated. “Your Rebecca?”

Patrick was defensive. “She’s not mine anymore. But she is the Civil War expert.”

Emma resolved to not let his actions bother her. “Ok, fine.”

The next day came without further threat or disturbance. This time, Emma fixed the camera to the tripod overlooking the couch and chair. Rebecca, a striking woman with black hair, sat in the chair near Patrick.  Emma took her place next to him on the couch. The historian leaned forward and clasped her hands together. “You need to prepare yourselves for what I am about to tell you.”

There was a stark silence in the room before Rebecca continued. “During the Civil War, many atrocities were committed, by both sides. Rogue generals, commanders and men otherwise in leadership positions used the flames of war to execute their own sadistic desires. Men, women and children were, on more than one occasion, tortured without mercy, with their extremities broken and even dismembered. These demons were often brought to justice, even by their own men. But, others escaped without execution.”

Patrick interjected. “What are we talking about here?”

Rebecca put up her hand. “Please, let me finish.”

The house was very quiet as Rebecca laid out its secrets. “There was a leader of southern guerrilla fighters named William T. Anderson. He had a band of soldiers fiercely loyal to himself. With his men, he mutilated, tortured and killed insomuch as to leave the Union soldiers’ heads at a complete loss of identification to their original bodies. He trampled a man under his horse and led his followers to rape women, leaving the molestation of a child to his own personal duty. History documents these actions well. But there was another suspected of worse crimes, none of which have been properly documented.” 

Rebecca paused and collected herself before continuing. “Another man, believed to be under Anderson’s command, was said to have viciously tortured a group of children. He was so consumed by bloodlust he cut off their fingers, even after the children pleaded beyond any coerced confession. He was said to have done more than this, but records were lost and I am only speaking of stories passed down.”

Emma interjected. “I’m not quite sure what you are getting at. What does this have to do with my house?”

Rebecca turned very serious. “This man was unnamed. Many feel he never actually existed, that he was a myth birthed from the demonic heat of battle. But too many people have spoken of an evil so worthlessly putrid that even his clothes would’ve reeked of the wickedness itself.”

Patrick put up his hand. “I’m sorry Rebecca, but some soldier’s clothing doesn’t prove this mythical maniac lived here, died here or otherwise had anything to do with this house.”

Rebecca appeared to be upset. “Patrick, the paranormal activity here is malicious and violent. The dolls descend from that era and they stink with evil. They carry lost hope, twisted by violent hands. And there are so many upstairs. So many children’s possessions. Whatever lives here had its way with many children, more than could possibly be allowed, overlooked or forgotten during any time of peace. The sadistic nature of man and the demons of the underworld run free through the fog of battle and have their way quickly before distracted lawful hands can stay the bloodletting.”

There was a long silence before anyone spoke again. Patrick leaned forward. “Ok. So what do you suggest?”

Rebecca’s response was unhelpful. “I don’t fucking know, Patrick. I can give you history. But fighting this? I’d say you give this place back to the bank and live out of your car. I’d rather drive to the end of the world than wake up in children’s blood every morning.”

Emma stood up. “Ok. I’ve heard enough.”
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Obsession

Emma stared down the length of the bed.  The door to the bedroom was further away, nestled in darkness. Patrick was sleeping with restless vigor nearby. But she could not sleep. She felt a presence very near, waiting to be invited in. Emma
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