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CHAPTER ONE
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Liam had been waiting impatiently all day for his father to leave the house, and go to work. Dad worked nights, and his shifts were long. He liked it when his dad was out of the house, because then he could all the things that he normally wasn’t allowed to do. Stuff like eating junk food, watching scary horror movies, or jumping on the couch without getting into trouble. But to his deep annoyance, his father had called in sick with the flu. Liam’s heart had sunk, as he realized that his father wasn’t going to leave the house that night. 

It didn’t really come as a surprise, he supposed, because his father had been coughing all day. And that evening at dinner, Dad had looked pretty bad. His cheeks were pinked up, he’d had a bad fever. Dad had been exhausted because he’d barely gotten any sleep. So, Liam had known that his father was sick. But it still came as a disappointment that he wouldn’t have the house to himself. Well, him and his siblings. 

After Dad called in sick, he’d camped out in the living room with a baseball game blaring on the big screen TV. He was surrounded by boxes of Kleenex, mugs of tea, and a pile of thick blankets up to his chin. 

Liam felt bad, of course. He shouldn’t blame his father for getting the flu. He worked long hours. Sometimes, his father would get sick. He was human, after all. But why today of all days? Today, when he actually had plans. Things that he wanted to do. He had something big planned for the evening, which he didn’t want his father finding out about. It was pretty important that he keep it to himself. 

Liam inwardly cursed as he ran to fetch his father mug after mug of hot tea, and warming up the heated bag in the microwave for him. He had a feeling he was going to be at his father’s beck and call all day. Liam checked his watch for the umpteenth time. He groaned. Damn. It was nearly time. He only had twenty minutes. Hopefully, his father would become so engrossed in his baseball game, that he wouldn’t notice if Liam just slipped outside unnoticed. 

“Liam?” Dad called out, weakly. “Could you get me some more Kleenex?”

Liam rolled his eyes, and was about to shout out a retort, when he passed his older sister, Cora, on the stairwell. She put her finger to her lips, and he shut his mouth. Cora smiled at him. 

“Go!” Cora mouthed to him, pointing upstairs. 

He nodded, grateful, before quickly rushing upstairs. “Thanks.” 

“I’m coming, Dad!” Cora shouted, bounding down the stairs. 

“Oh – hey, Cora!” Dad said, surprised. 

“Liam’s not feeling well,” Cora said. “I told him to go upstairs, and get some sleep.” 

“Oh, no. He’s not feeling well?” Dad said, immediately concerned. 

“He’ll be fine, he’s just tired. So, let’s watch some baseball, shall we? I’ll keep you company for awhile.”

“Aww, thanks, Cora,” Dad said. He began sneezing multiple times. 

Liam snuck upstairs, grateful that Cora had decided to intervene on his behalf. He had told her all about his plans earlier, and she knew just how important it was to him. The only unfortunate thing, was that now that he was supposed to be peacefully sleeping upstairs in his room, he’d have to figure out a way to get outside of the house without his father hearing him. Unfortunately, going out the front door didn’t sound like the best route anymore. He’d never be able to get out of the house that way without Dad hearing him. But thankfully, Cora had told him about how to sneak out without getting caught by their parents. So, he was able to make a plan. 

Liam went into his bedroom, and pulled his high tops out from under his bed. He slipped them on. Liam was already wearing his black hoody – which was perfect for wandering around town unnoticed, as well as his trusty cargo shorts that had enough pocket space for all his supplies. Tonight was really important – probably the biggest night of his young life. Which was why he couldn’t fathom being late. Liam knew that he needed to hustle, so he’d get there on time. 

Liam hesitated outside his younger brother’s bedroom door. This was the tricky part. He hoped that Jamie was fast asleep, otherwise he would alert Dad. If Jamie woke up and started kicking up a fuss, then he’d blow the whole thing. And if Jamie came out of his room and went downstairs to rat Liam out to their dad, then Liam knew that he’d be in huge trouble. He’d definitely be grounded if he was caught sneaking out of the house. 

Slowly, carefully, Liam eased his brother’s bedroom door open, and snuck a peek inside. Oh, thank goodness. Jamie was fast asleep, clutching his stuffed bear to his chest. Liam began to slowly but surely make his way across the bedroom floor. It was a treacherous path of toys. Some of Jamie’s toys were electronic, and if he accidently nudged or kicked them, they would start blaring the most god-awful music. But it wasn’t just those electronic toys that he had to be worried about. Jamie’s bedroom floor had all sorts of other obstacles. His bedroom floor was a minefield. 

Liam cursed under his breath, as he stepped on his younger brother's Lego blocks, scattered along the bedroom floor. Jamie had promised Liam he'd pick them up before he went to bed, but now, here he was hopping around the room like a complete fool, wincing in pain. He clamped a hand over his mouth, and held in the scream in the back of his throat. He was this close to freedom; he had no desire to get caught out by his father over a few measly plastic blocks. No sir. Not tonight, of all nights. 

He popped the bedroom window open, and ducked down to crawl out onto the roof below. This was the best way to sneak out of the house, because of the low sloped roof right under his brother’s roof. It was a cool night; the wind rustled in the trees above him, making faint, indiscernible whispering sounds as if someone was trying to convey a message to him. Liam grinned, pocketing his flashlight, and dropped down onto the damp grass below. It was almost time. Another half an hour, and he would be home free. 

The streets were deathly quiet, and as he walked towards the school, Liam hummed under his breath. He couldn't wait. This would be the first time he'd finally be allowed to participate, and he was well-prepared. Cora had given him a few tips for the evening – bring a flashlight, and some snacks, in case things went on for a while. And so, he’d done just that. 

The group of boys were standing in the shadows of the high school, waiting for him as he approached the building. Liam paused, and gave the low whistle he'd been instructed to do earlier that day, a three toned whistle he'd practised repeatedly until he got it right. Liam smiled, as he watched them push off from the brick building, and start to walk towards him. 

“Well, look if it ain't Mr. Scaredy cat himself, Liam Victor!” Randy called out, giving him a wide, wolfish grin. “Didn’t think you’d show. We were about to leave.” 

Liam hated Randy. The older teen had a mean streak a mile long, and often chose to make fun of him simply because he was over-anxious about certain things. Hence the ‘scaredy cat’ nickname. But even though Randy thought that Liam was too frightened to go through with this, it just wasn’t true. He wasn’t scared. He could handle this. Liam was eager to join their super-secret club, though he was feeling nervous about the initiation ritual, filled with uncertainty. It was different for each potential candidate. His hands were sweating just thinking about what was to come.

“You really think you're up for the challenge?” Randy asked, sneering at him. 

“Yeah, yeah – I’m ready. I'm here, aren't I?” Liam said, trying to put up a brave front. “Tell me, what do I gotta do? Egg the Principal's house? Break into the school, and vandalize a classroom? Spray-paint a dick on the gym floor, or something?” 

“Nah,” Randy said, a glint in his eye. “I got something much better in stock for you than a bit of petty vandalism.”

“Oh, yeah?” Liam asked, biting his lip. “And what's that?”

“You know about the basement of the junior high, right? The one the school uses for storage?” Randy glanced surreptitiously at his friends. His gaze slid back to Liam’s face, a glint in his eyes. 

“What about it?” Liam asked, his flashlight beam wavering a little. He stuck out his chin, and shone the flashlight at Randy, holding it in such a way that it went into his eyes. Randy squinted at him. “Everyone knows about the basement. What about it?” 

Liam knew all about that basement. The place gave him the creeps. It was dark, and smelled horribly of mold, and dust. There were a few classrooms in the basement, though they were only used for storage. The classrooms were full of old desks, broken chairs, and boxes of textbooks no-one used anymore. 

“You know that it's haunted, then.” Theo said, taking a step forward. He stared at Liam with a somber expression. “The ghost – she haunts the basement. Every full moon, she wanders around the building, searching for a new victim.” 

Liam raised his eyebrows. He didn't believe in all that ghost hogwash. It was just a silly story to keep stupid kids like himself from trespassing in the Junior High building after hours. Everybody knew ghosts didn't exist. He'd never seen one with his own two eyes; that was his proof.

“I don’t believe you.” 

“It’s true!” Theo insisted. “Why do you think they had to close down those classrooms? They’re haunted. Pictures kept falling off the wall, textbooks would get flung across the room. Kids were petrified of the ghost, because she would scream
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