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Carlos Montego stood watching the electromagnetic meter dance wildly from side to side. The indicator light was steady on bright green.  

“This is it!” He whispered excitedly into a microphone headset to his wife Susan. All those years of study to become a naturalized citizen of the United States, his degree in computer technology from Clemson University, the massive amount of paranormal research along with designing and making his own equipment had culminated in this moment! His first contact with the spirit world. 

The forty-two year old Sumter resident ran a sweaty brown hand over his blue jeans then over his purple Clemson Tiger shirt.  He had developed the nervous tic in college. “Are we rolling?” he asked.

“Be careful honey,” his black haired green eyed wife said back. She was watching the events unfold through a computer screen in the couples black Ford cargo van parked outside the three story Rhinehart estate located in Sumter South Carolina. 

“I’m rolling now,” Sue announced her strong Irish accent coming through.  “It’s 1:40 AM eastern standard time.” Sue reported softly watching the audio graph bounce up and down as the program captured the live audio and video feed. To her left a green night vision camera recorded the scene. Above it was a thermal monitor showing her husand’s bright orange form surrounded by different hues of blue.

“Carlos is investigating the former estate of Doctor Richard Rhinehart in Sumter South Carolina. This is case number sixty-nine.” Sue quickly cut from the feed of her husband’s head cam to a wireless remote camera set up on a tripod just outside the van. It had a perfect view of the gargoyles hunched over ready to pounce on intruders, large front door, hedges, and dark shadows of the concrete mansion just off highway 378. Ivy grew up the walls. If ghost were hanging out anywhere this would be it. Sur thought. She continued her voice overlapping.

“Built in 1850 by Doctor Rhinehart this house has been reported as the sight of forty murders. All the murders were part of experiments the Doctor conducted do to his obsession with the subject of life after death.”

“Is Fay Carter  here?’ Carlos interrupted. Sue quickly clicked back to a standing camera in the room where her husband formally from El Salvador stood.  “If you are can you make your presence known to me? I mean you no harm.”

“Fay Carter is reportedly one of the last of Doctor Rhinehart’s victims.  Doctor Rhinehart later was murdered along with his wife by a mob led by Fay’s father.” Sue said softly.

Mrs. Montego stopped to catch her breath. Even though she was dressed in blue jean shorts, pink t-shirt, and flip flops she was drenched in sweat sitting in the back of the cargo van. It was mid July and the low for the night was only going to be seventy-two degrees. The humidity clung to her soaking her skin and furthering her anxiety. 

“Is anyone here?” Carlos asked reaching out to the unseen spirits around him. Susan hated this little side business her husband started up because of her deep Catholic faith and Intrepid  tendances but she promised to support him no matter what, so here they were trying to talk to dead people.

“Is the electromagnetic microphone picking up anything?” Carlos asked his wife.  Sue looked at the image of her husband standing in the dining room looking back at her through one of several cameras they set up earlier. 

“No,” Sue reported looking at the flat green line below her voice over. 

“I don’t get it,” Carlos said. “The needle on the EM meter is dancing like a stripper at hundred dollar night.”

“And what would you know about that?” Sue asked threateningly.

“Ah bad analogy honey,” Carlos stated. Sue decided to change the topic of conversation.

“Maybe you’re in a place where nothing bad happened,” she suggested.

“Well, the meter’s telling us there’s paranormal activity in this house. This room.” Carlos countered.  He looked up at the lavish chandelier then the twelve seat dinner table and tall black fireplace ahead in the center of the room. A look at the thick red curtains showed them blowing slightly in the breeze.

“I’m going to try to feed them some energy so the folks on the other side  can  talk to us,” Carlos announced and cut off the EM meter. Sue got extremely nervous. It was one thing to try to talk to the dead through different means, but now her husband was going to try to strengthen them to talk back.

“I’m taking the batteries out and placing them on the table,” Carlos announced. It was a technique he felt would work; because so many paranormal investigators reported the loss of battery power just before encounters. Sue watched and licked her lips. “I’m hooking up the voltage meter to these ordinary C batteries,” Carlos explained. “You can see the voltage reading is showing the batteries are fully charged.”

Sue flipped back to Carlos’ headset where he held it up for view. A green light was blinking and a sliver meter was bouncing slightly at six volts. 

“He’s a genius,” Sue thought to herself. That’s what first attracted her to him at the university. He was a good looking tall, brown skinned black eyed male. Super intelligent, but he dressed and acted like a football star rather than a geek.  Sue thought he wouldn’t have given her the time of day when she first saw him in the computer class. His major was computer science and hers was culinary. When all the other electives she could have taken were filled she chose the class to help her with budgeting her business little did she know it would pave the path to marriage. Carlos  did fall for her and by their senior year the El Salvador and Ireland natives were married. They were drawn together by their common interest and strong Catholic faith.

“Honey are you getting this?” Carlos asked interrupting Sue’s trip down memory lane.

“Uh,” Susan checked the computer screen and stared in amazement. “Oh my God,” she exclaimed and made the Catholic motions of the cross as she watched the meter drop from six volts down to zero and the light go from green to red to dark.

“Doctor Richard Rhinehart are you with me?” Carlos asked causing Sue to jump.

“Come on honey, how about warn someone before you call on the chief spook!” Sue complained.

“Sorry,” Carolos replied.  “I think I need to go somewhere else. I believe I’d do better in the laboratory.”

“Okay,” Sue said although she didn’t like the idea at all. “The laboratory is where the majority of the murders reportedly happened.” Sue whispered into the microphone. 

The Irish woman watched her husband weave through the white covered furniture of the dining room to a large black oak door beside the fireplace.  Carlos opened the door which protestedly  creaked and groaned  slowly opening as it was held back by  age and rust, Sue breathed a prayer as Carlos willingly walk to the site of forty murders.
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With a lot of effort Carlos opened the tall black oak door. When the door stood opened wide it revealed a long narrow corridor lined with old family photos. The hall ended at a flight of stairs which ascended to the upper levels of the home and descended to the laboratory and infirmary of Doctor Rhinehart. There were four doorways in the hall. The first to Carlos’ left led to a billiard and trophy room he had investigated earlier. Across from that was the kitchen. The next door beyond the billiard room was a library and across from it the servant’s quarters. 

Sue heard Carlos gag as he reached the flight of stairs.

“Honey, what’s wrong?” she asked fearfully.

“Sorry,” Carlos said pulling his arm up to his mouth.  “As if the dust and mildew smell wasn’t bad enough I’m getting, I don’t know. I think I’m smelling embalming fluid, ammonia, or something.”

That statement didn’t help Sue relax. She had helped Carlos set up all the cameras earlier and never smelled anything when they were in the lab.

“Honey, I don’t think this is a really good idea.” Sue said nervously tapping her long pink finger nails on the metal counter top welded to the van wall. 

“It’ll be alright baby,” Carlos said reassuringly although he himself was skeptical about the truth of the statement. “Nothing living is down there or in this house.”

“That’s what I mean,” Sue countered. “This is the most activity we’ve seen since we’ve been ghost hunting.” Sue stopped the recordings. “Besides, I got to go pee.” She whispered.

Carlos took off the head cam and turned it so his wife could see his face.

“Look, honey I love you.  If you really want I’ll come back out and we’ll go home.” He offered.

“Really?” Sue asked.

“True. If you want run use the bathroom and I’ll start out.” Carlos smiled at his wife who grabbed a roll of toilet paper and opened the sliding door of the van.  She was greeted by a blast of humid night air filled with the smell of pine and sound of crickets, frogs, and owls. A whippoorwill sang in the distance. 

Sue stepped down onto the gravel driveway and stretched.  A look at the two AM sky revealed nothing but stars and crescent moon that just reached its zenith. In front of her was a tall pine forest that hid the mansion from Highway 378 on lookers, although Sue couldn’t imagine why anyone would want to look at the decaying monster.

The three story mansion loomed above her and the driveway. The crevasses, corners, and doorway shadows seemed to willfully resist the moonlight’s feeble attempts to penetrate the house. Sue shuddered for some unknown reason and stepped into the edge of the forest guided by the aid of flashlight.  While his wife relieved herself, Carlos let his tenacity get the better
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