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        When I stepped into the abandoned Grace Memorial Hospital on Halloween night, meeting a hot guy was the last thing on my mind. I’m here for two reasons: to get over my bumbling ex-boyfriend and ex-cameraman Chad; and to create a new blockbuster video to upload to my ghost-hunting YouTube channel. Instead, just as things are getting good, I have to chase off Chad before he can sabotage my show. And then, out of nowhere, this hot guy practically falls into my lap.
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      “This is Amanda Moss with Moss Paranormal, coming to you from Grace Memorial Hospital in Atlanta, Georgia. This is the fifteenth episode in my series on the hospital, which was abandoned twenty years ago after a series of tragic events that I cover in the series introduction. Check the link below if you’re new to the series or would like a refresher.”

      I beam for the camera as I hold it at arm’s length, still getting used to recording myself with the new rig. But since I fired Chad as both my cameraman and my boyfriend a month ago, I’m stuck handling the whole job by myself. I’ll manage; I always did most of the work even when he was around.

      “So anyway, guys, I know I’m way late in pushing out this episode. Thank you so much for staying loyal. I’ve barely lost any followers since this delay started, and as a lot of you already know, things have been pretty crazy in my personal life.”

      I give the camera an awkward, ironic look before letting the smile bloom again, letting my viewers know that I’m unsinkable. Sometimes I don't really feel that way, but faking it helps me actually bounce back.

      “So, now I’m back to the series—and I promise you, tonight’s Halloween special is guaranteed to be worth the wait.” I wink for the camera. After doing this series for so long, I know exactly how to ham it up for the camera. My little smile is conspiratorial for those who don’t like girls, and just a touch flirty for those who do.

      I have to be on point tonight. This is my big comeback. I’ve dressed the part, too—new jeans, my 18-hole Doc Martens, a plum-colored, long-sleeved t-shirt with enough v-neck to show off my ample cleavage, and my leather vest with its reflective ghost hunter patches.

      My auburn hair is pulled back into a loose, thick braid. My makeup is heavier on the Goth than usual, with kohl around my green eyes and dark red lipstick. I have my usual big bag of ghost hunting gear slung over one shoulder as I walk and record.

      The show must go on. Even if I’ve barely gotten out of my post-breakup depression. I’m doing this multi-part Halloween special for my hundreds of thousands of viewers online who support me and help me live my dream of chasing ghosts.

      I don’t particularly like doing it alone, but that’s loneliness. Not fear. I don’t miss Chad, but I miss company—and someone to hold my camera.

      Chad was pretty good at the job and took direction easily, and despite being dumber than a doornail, he has a good memory—which can come in handy in this business. But he's also one of those guys who tries to fuck every single woman he runs in to. Six months ago, he weaseled his way into my pants and my wallet using a lot of emotional manipulation. I’m not dumb, but I’m kind of inexperienced with relationships, so I didn’t know what warning signs to look for.

      Now I do. I wish I could have learned some other way.

      Chad didn’t take me for much money, though he did end up living on my couch for a few months. Then he decided that because I have a big heart and trust easily, that I must be an idiot like him as well. But I had already started seeing warning signs even a newbie like me couldn’t ignore.

      After Chad fucked my roommate and I caught them both, I went through all the stages of grief in about a week. I took back everything the two of them had borrowed, got my name off the lease, took my stuff and moved into a cute one-bedroom across town. When Chad planted himself in my car and refused to leave until I took him to "our" new home, I threw him out and left.

      After that he cried to my voicemail until I blocked him. Not even a week later, his new girlfriend called me to cuss me out about how much I had hurt him and tell me what a bitch I was being. She lasted another week before he slept with somebody else, and she called me again—to apologize this time.

      I forgave her. He had manipulated me too. Softboys are the worst.

      Chad—that little shit—next tried filing DMCA claims for ownership rights to the channel because of his work as my cameraman, ultimately trying to get it shut down. But poor wording and zero follow-up from his listless stoner ass meant I ended up keeping everything.

      And now, finally, I’m back. New special, new gear, new filming format so I can do everything solo. Unsinkable. Fuck you, Chad.

      I’m proud of my video channel. I’ve been running it since I was sixteen. For almost five solid years I’ve been doing urban exploration with ghost hunting videos, EVP recordings, and a book with sales that, some months, started paying my rent by itself. I did it alone at first, then with Chad for eighteen months, and now by myself again.

      In the meantime, I’ve graduated from making recordings on my phone to using a high-quality video camera. Tonight I’ve brought two cameras, my phone, tripods, a separate voice recorder, and my real baby: a FLIR thermographic camera. No longer do I have to explain cold spots with just the readings on my thermometer gun. I can now show my viewers the cold spots and other weird temperature fluctuations associated with hauntings.

      When your medium is video, visual proof is always best.

      I shoot some footage of the front entrance of the hospital which has that air of genteel spookiness that all old structures in the South get eventually. It’s five stories tall and three basements deep; a logic-defying maze of additions, subdivisions, retrofits and repairs. But you can’t tell just how bad it is from the front facade.

      I speak conversationally to the camera with the stone front gate in the foreground as I head along the tall, black iron fence toward it. “The hospital hasn’t changed a bit since the last time I was here. Aside from some basic groundskeeping and a security guard, this property is pretty much abandoned. Bad for curb appeal. Good,” I undo the big padlock on the gate, which has a broken hasp and opens with a tug, “for us.”

      It’s a little white lie; I have standing permission from the property owner to shoot my program on the site. I always get permission; I even explain that in my book and one of my videos. But a little touch of rebellion and risk draws more viewers.

      I swing the gate wide and it lets out a dramatic groan as I sweep the camera over to shoot the hospital’s main building against the darkening sky. It’s a perfect shot for my title lettering and channel info.

      Great opener. You are officially back in the saddle, Mandie, my girl.

      I narrate as I move slowly up the front walk, which is overshadowed by weeping willows. “On October 28, 1987, immediately before the hospital closed for good, the mental health ward became the site of a brutal spree killing. Daniel Lee Carlisle, a patient admitted for depression three months prior and with no criminal record or history of violence at all, suddenly snapped.”

      I walk around the corner of the building and pan the camera up to a third-floor window. The glass is shattered, and the heavy iron grating has been pushed outward so hard that it is bent and the two top bolts have been ripped from the stonework. It sticks out at an awkward angle, serving as a perch for a couple of tiny gray birds.

      “Carlisle, a religious fanatic who had been rescued as a child from an extremist cult, had believed for years that he was under what he termed ‘demonic oppression.’ He described nightmares, visitations from shadowy figures, and an increasing feeling of doom. Two days before he was scheduled for release to a halfway house, his rampage began.”

      “You can see the window through which Carlisle pushed a two-hundred-and-fifty-pound metal desk with enough force to shatter the glass, bend the metal bars, and send nurse Wendy Olsen to the emergency room with a broken femur. Witnesses stated that besides displaying superhuman strength, Carlisle shouted at them in an unknown language and claimed to know what the staff and his fellow patients were thinking.”

      I pan down to the front steps again as I start walking up them. “Carlisle—or whatever inhabited him—took advantage of a blackout that struck the facility during a severe thunderstorm. He strangled three restrained patients to death, and beat an orderly

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/image-2022-10-24-145931.jpg
MICHELLE LOVE LILY DIAMOND





