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Campfire Ghost


Chapter One
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Theresa stood at the edge of the dock, watching the sunfish form an underwater semi-circle that reminded her of Cousin Jonathan's army men.  

One summer, when Jonathan and Auntie Susie and Uncle Stanley came up to the cottage, Theresa and her cousin invented a game: they lined up Jonathan's army men in formation to see who could knock the most down.  For that part of the game, they used the plastic bowling ball from the set Gramma had given them.  

Gramma loved five-pin bowling, and she had talent.  She even got the trophies to prove it.  

Before Gramma started bowling, her hobbies included playing bingo at the Lions' Club hall and gambling on slot machines.  

Auntie Susie wanted her to take up a more active pastime.  

Gramma said she chose bowling because she could smoke on the sidelines.  Not just that, but the bowling alley served her all-time favourite meal, which was french fries drenched in brown gravy.

As soon as Theresa started thinking about playing Army Man Bowling with Cousin Jonathan, she realized she hadn't seen that plastic bowling ball, not to mention the pins that came with it, in quite some time.  

“Wait right there,” she told the sunfish.  

The sunfish didn't answer.  They didn't even go “glub-glub” like her goldfish did, back home.

Racing toward shore, Theresa leapt the small gap between the dock and dry land.  Her mother had placed a wooden plank between the two, but Theresa preferred to run real fast and then jump.  She never fell in the water.  Not even once.  Her father said it was because she'd built up so much forward momentum.

Her father liked to run and jump, too.

The only thing that separated the little lake from her family's property was a small strip of grassy shoreline and a gravel road.  It wasn't a road like the streets in town.  Those ones were paved and had stoplights and all those things.  The gravel road only had one lane, which meant cars had to drive real slow in case another car was coming in the opposite direction.  

Theresa's older sister, Maxine, just got her learner's permit in May.  When they first came up to the cottage at the start of the summer, Daddy let Maxine take the wheel.  She freaked out when another car appeared on the gravel road.

“Daddy!” she screamed.  “I'm gonna crash!  We're all gonna die!”

Their father had responded calmly, as always.  Daddy never got upset about anything.  He gently said, “Nobody's going to die, Maxine.  Just put it in reverse and we'll back up to the end of the road.”

“That's too far!” Maxine cried.

“It's not that far,” Daddy assured her.  “We'll let the other car go first, and then we'll take our turn.  You've seen me do it a hundred times.  You can do it, too.  I know you can.”

Maxine whined a whole bunch, but Daddy gave her simple instructions to guide her all the way back, and then all the way forward again.  

Even though the whole family arrived at the cottage unscathed, Theresa's mother decided it would be for the best if Maxine only drove when it was just she and her father alone in the car.  At least until she developed a bit more confidence.

That was all the way back at the start of summer.  Maxine had gone out in the car a whole bunch since then.  Daddy said she was getting more relaxed and screaming considerably less.

Theresa raced across the gravel road, past the place where the flowers were, and up the path on their property.  The cottage was recessed in from the road, which meant it was far back, not that it was on break in the schoolyard.  Theresa thought it was funny how the same word could mean different things, like how steer could be the way you move a car, but it could also be a boy cow. 

Nobody was home inside the cottage, so Theresa darted to the left of the single-storey structure, moving ably through the sand that surrounded it.  She stopped to look at the canoe, which was overturned and sitting on two big logs.  

When Theresa was little, her mother and father used to walk the canoe down to the end of the gravel road and put it in the water.  The mouth of the big lake gave way to a river that had lots of reeds and lily pads and birds like the great blue heron, which was the biggest bird Theresa had ever seen.  It had long legs and a long neck and a long beak, and also it was blue.  

The heron was Theresa's favourite bird.  Every time she spotted one on the floating dock in the centre of the little lake, she made everybody stop just to look at it.  Sometimes Maxine would get bored and annoyed, and she'd throw pinecones at the water to try to scare the heron away.  Then Theresa would get angry with her sister, and sometimes even smack her, and the heron would fly away, and their mother would say, “You see what happens when you girls fight?”

Maxine would cross her arms in front of her chest and say, “Good!  I never asked for a sister, anyway!”

Their mother would scowl and get very flustered.  “That's a horrible thing to say, Maxine.  A horrible, horrible thing.”

It had been a long time since they'd gone out in the canoe.  Why so long, she wondered?

Theresa made her way to the yard behind the cottage, where she and her cousin often left their toys strewn about.  The cottage was different from home, that way.  At home, Theresa wasn't supposed to leave things out in the yard.  She had to put her bicycle in the garage and her skipping rope in the shed and bring her Jem doll inside before dinnertime.  

At the cottage, she was allowed to leave things outside because nobody stole stuff, and even if kids did borrow your toys for a while, they'd either bring them back or you'd find them by the side of the road later on. 

Except, what had happened to the plastic bowling ball and the set of pins from Gramma?  They used to be out in the yard, but now Theresa couldn't find them anywhere.  

Maybe some other kids had borrowed them, and she'd find them if she walked to the big lake.  

She started off in that direction, but stopped abruptly when she remembered what Maxine had told her: “Don't even think about showing your stupid face on the beach today.  I'm hanging out with my friends, and I don't want some snot-nosed brat cramping my style.”

Theresa had learned not to cry when Maxine hurt her feelings.  

When she cried, Maxine just hurt them more.

So she did as she was told and stayed close to the cottage.  

When her parents got back from being in town, she'd tell them Maxine had left her alone instead of babysitting her properly like a good sister would, and Maxine would be in big trouble for spending the day with her teenager friends.  

Theresa felt very satisfied with herself when she thought about Mommy and Daddy wagging their fingers in Maxine's face and maybe even saying she was grounded and couldn't go for any more driving lessons for the whole rest of the summer.

As she stood in the sandy yard behind the cottage, Theresa tried to think of something fun she could do all by herself.  Usually she had a good imagination for thinking up games, but it was easier to invent a game for lots of kids to play.  When it was just her all by herself, she wasn't sure what to do.

Too bad her cousin Jonathan wasn't up at the cottage this week.  The days were more fun when he was around.  Then she always had someone to play with. 

She listened for other kids, other voices, but all she could hear were the cicadas buzzing and the red squirrels chittering.  Crows cawed to each other overhead, but Theresa couldn't see any of those creatures.  Only hear them.  

Could they hear her?

“Hi, crows!” she shouted.

They continued cawing, but they were probably just talking to each other.

“Hi, squirrels!” she said.

Their chittering continued uninterrupted. 

She wished she could make friends with the squirrels.  Then she wouldn't be so lonely.

“What should I do now?” she asked nobody.

Nobody answered.

The sun was getting high in the sky.  It bounced off the sand, making her skin feel very hot.  

She moved into the shade and found an old soccer ball wedged beneath a bush.  It took her a while to pull it out of there.  When she did, it was already flat.  

Theresa kicked the ball, but it barely moved. It didn't have enough air inside.

There was usually so much fun stuff to do at the cottage.  Now, Theresa couldn't figure out where to go.  Without any toys or other kids, she felt all alone, like she was the one and only person left on this entire planet called Earth, the third one from the sun in our solar system called... 

What was our solar system called?  

Theresa couldn't remember if it had a name or not.  She would have to ask her father when he got back from town, after he was finished getting Maxine in trouble for not babysitting her properly.  

Her father knew everything.  He would know if their solar system had a name.

When she couldn't think of anything else to do, Theresa wandered toward the dock.  She almost forgot that she'd asked the sunfish to wait right there.  It would be rude of her to tell a bunch of fish not to move and then never come back to visit them.

The sunfish had waited for her, just like she'd asked them to.  They'd even held their position in a semi-circle around the dock.  Even though they were small, slender and cheery little fish, there was something a little intimidating about the way they looked at her.  She almost reconsidered kicking off her sandals and dipping her toes in the water.

“Do you bite toes?” Theresa asked as she wiggled all ten of hers in the little lake. 

The fish didn't answer, of course.  She talked, but they never responded.

“You don't even have teeth, do you?” she went on.  “You can't bite my toes.  But you can nibble them if











d2d_images/cover.jpg
SEVEN

4 TALES OF THE PARANORMAL

FOXGLOVE LEE





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





