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			CHAPTER 1: SECRET IN THE CAVE

			Five boys walked into the darkness of the cave at the foot of the Mississippi river. They were curious. There were rumors of a corpse not more than 600 feet inside the cave. Gossip, really, a story fitting for a cold, dark night and a campfire. No one had mustered the nerve to venture into that cave before to determine if the story was true. But sometimes all courage needs is a dare and others that are willing to go along.

			Chase Brown was acting on a dare, a double dare, actually. That was much more serious than just a dare. You had to act on a double dare. Otherwise, you would be branded a coward, and Chase Brown was no coward. 

			Why he said that he wasn’t afraid to go in the cave, Chase didn’t know. Maybe it was because Susie Kress was listening. Girls had gotten him to do stupid things before, and Susie, well, she was just about the prettiest girl in school. He wanted to impress her, but now it didn’t seem like such a good idea.

			Had Mike Blinn not been there, he might have been OK. Mike was the one who dared him to go inside the cave. One of Mike’s friends added the double dare. 

			Still, if Ky Coleman hadn’t agreed to come along, Chase would have most likely passed on that double dare. It was easier to have courage when you weren’t the only one doing the dare. Ky enlisted three of his friends to tag along on that cold Saturday afternoon late in October. The five boys met outside the entrance to McDowell cave.

			They brought three torches, a wooden ladder, and a rope. The cave’s opening was on the hillside overlooking the Mississippi River. At the top of the hill was the town of Hannibal, MO. The cave ran directly underneath much of the town. 

			The mouth of the cave was more of a hole in the ground. The opening, about three feet in diameter, would be a tight fit for most adults. The cave went straight down for about six feet and then leveled off. The boys lifted a ladder down into the hole, where it made a splashing sound as it hit bottom. 

			“Damn, it’s wet down there,” Ky said.

			“Probably from the rain last night,” Chase rationalized.

			The boys had visions of being legends. No one else had the guts to go into that cave. They were the talk of Somerset School during the days leading up to their exploration. They felt like celebrities. Heck, even Susie Kress was impressed. She wouldn’t hardly give Chase the time of day before he accepted that dare. Now, she talked to him, smiled when she saw him, and even let him carry her books for her one afternoon. 

			It feels good to be somebody that people admire and look up to, Chase thought.

			That’s what motivated him to continue with the plan, even though his body was shivering from fear as he entered that dark cave.

			Chase was the first to go down the ladder. Ky followed, and the rest came after.

			Where the hole leveled off, another small hole opened up. The opening was tight, and the only way to get inside was to crawl. Water turned to mud just a few feet inside the hole. 

			The darkness was blinding. Chase crawled, holding the torch ahead of his body with one hand to see what was ahead of him. One by one, the boys followed behind. 

			With each movement, the boys could feel something squishing between their fingers besides the mud, something alive, something slimy, maybe worms, maybe something else. No one had the nerve to look. 

			About fifteen minutes into their journey, the ceiling finally raised, allowing the boys to stand up. That’s when the dirt hole gave way to thick, jagged rocks on the walls and ceiling. That’s when they knew they were in a place few, if any, people had been before.

			The three torches provided only enough visibility to see a few feet. The darkness was maddening. Chase had never been afraid of tight places before or of darkness, but now he felt like the walls were closing in on him. His hands and face began to sweat. Drops of perspiration began to fall on the flames of the torches, causing a hissing sound and resulting in the light flickering in a battle to stay lit. 

			As the boys ventured farther into the cave, the air became thin. The opening to the cave was far behind them now, and without the benefit of fresh air, breathing became labored. One torch went out, succumbing to the lack of oxygen. Still, the boys continued, determined to complete their mission.

			An hour into their exploration, the cave seemed to come to an end. In front of them was a rock wall. To the right was another wall. But, on the left was a small circular opening near the bottom of the wall. It was different than the rest of the cave. It did not appear natural. It was too structured, as if the hole was dug out by a machine or man-made tools. The rocks around it were not jagged. They had been cut and shaped to make room for a tunnel. 

			Chase lifted his torch and moved its flame inside the hole. That’s when everyone heard the sound, a high-pitched squeaky sound, a sound that rattled their nerves. 

			“Bats,” one of the boys screamed as the black furry creatures flew out of the hole, none too happy with being disturbed. 

			Chase’s heart raced. His legs buckled with fear. Before he could gain control of his nerves, a large group of rats raced past the boys.

			“Geez,” Ky exclaimed. “Did you see the size of some of those rats?”

			“A couple of them were larger than the cat we have at home,” one of the boys said.

			“Listen, guys,” Chase said in a nervous voice. “If you guys want to go back now, we can do it.”

			“No,” Ky said. “We’ve come this far. I think we need to finish what we came here for. Besides, it can’t be far now.”

			Ky was a born leader. Not the smartest guy in school. He’d failed one grade and was a year older than the other kids in class. But he was fearless, and others looked up to him. Even Chase felt more confident with Ky right behind him.

			So, the five boys decided to keep going.

			After taking a deep breath, Chase got on his knees and began crawling into the opening in the wall. The others followed. The ground was smooth, not like other parts of the cave. Chase’s knees had been bloodied from crawling through the early part of the cave. But this area didn’t have rocks on the ground to tear into his knees. It was almost comfortable crawling through it. The dirt bottom was dry and soft. The walls and ceiling were a combination of rock and dirt but smooth rock with no jagged edges. Chase was certain that portion of the cave had been man-made.

			There was something else too. It was easier to breathe. The air was stronger and fresh. It was as if air from the outside was being fed into that portion of the cave. The tunnel was tight and dark, but Chase’s feeling of claustrophobia had lessened. He felt determined to finish his journey now. The fresh air had provided him more confidence in completing his mission. 

			Fifty yards or so into this new tunnel, Chase reached an opening into a large cavern. Natural light sprayed through the cavern from above. There was a hole in the ceiling about twenty feet above. The hole was partially covered, but light from outside jetted through the openings and shot rays of sunlight throughout the cavern. The room was vast, about the size of a large house. Inside it were worktables, chairs, some furniture, and even a bed. 

			“I think we’re here, boys,” Chase exclaimed. 

			One by one, the five boys came out of the darkness of the tunnel into the light of the cavern. 

			To their amazement, the room appeared to be both a living area and a laboratory. Surgical equipment lay neatly arranged on one table. On another sat jars of chemicals, each labeled. A shelf on one side of the room contained medical books and journals. There was a desk underneath the shelf with papers neatly organized in three different piles. 

			Dangling from the small opening in the ceiling was a rope ladder.

			“Damn,” Ky said. “That’s how crazy Doctor McDowell gets into this room.”

			The boys had no idea that there was another opening into the cave. They had entered the cave in the most obvious and challenging entrance, not knowing there was another entrance. 

			Ky was the first to notice the strange object dangling from the top of the cave. Above them, suspended from the ceiling, was a large glass rectangular-shaped container about the size of a coffin. That was what they had come there to see. Still, chills ran through Chase’s body. He didn’t actually expect to find it. None of the boys did. That box was the subject of many creepy stories about the cave. No one actually believed the stories. No one actually thought the box existed. 

			“Geez, it does exist,” one of the boys said. “What do we do now?”

			“Nobody is going to believe us when we say that we found the box,” another boy said.

			“Then we have to take them proof,” Ky responded.

			“What about Dr. McDowell?” one of the others asked. “Do you think he is somewhere inside this cave?”

			“No,” Ky replied. “If he was here, we would know by now.”

			“The rumors are true,” another boy said. “This is where the crazy doctor has his laboratory, and it looks like he lives here, too,” he added, pointing toward the bed in one corner of the cavern.

			“Do you think the stories are true about that box?” another said, looking above to the odd container suspended from the ceiling.

			Attached to the box was a series of ropes, a crude pulley of sorts, that ran along the ceiling for several feet and then dangled down the far wall. The ropes were attached to a large hook imbedded into the wall. 

			“Who wants to pull the box down?” Ky asked.

			There were no volunteers. 

			“I guess it’s up to you and me, Chase,” Ky said with a smile.

			That wasn’t what Chase wanted to hear. He had no interest in getting that container down from its resting place. If the stories were true, he knew what was inside. His teeth were rattling, partly from the cold, damp cave but mostly from fear of what he was about to see. 

			Damn, he wished that he had never accepted that dare. 

			But he was in too deep now. As Ky moved to the pully, so did Chase. The others backed off, hoping they could get a decent head start to escape the cave if something went wrong.

			Together, the two friends grabbed hold of the end of the rope and began pulling down. The rope tightened, and slowly, the container began to lower. Whatever was up there was heavy. It took all of their strength to get the box to move downward. Slowly, inch by inch, it crept toward the floor of the cavern. As it got closer, Chase could see the liquid inside the glass box moving around like waves on an ocean. As the water splashed backward toward the rear of the container, he could make out the shadows of something inside.

			The crude pulley that brought the container down stopped when the box was about three feet from the ground. 

			“The rope is too short,” Ky said. “It won’t bring the box all the way to the ground.”

			When the container stopped moving, and the contents inside it settled, the boys could make out something submerged in the gray, cloudy liquid.

			“It’s not water,” Chase said after looking at the substance inside the container for several minutes.

			“How do you know that?” Ky asked.

			“Look at the color. It’s sort of a gray color. It left a residue on the glass.”

			“OK, what is it then?”

			“Not sure, but it’s not water.”

			“OK, so let’s open it,” Ky said.

			“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Connor replied. “Doctor McDowell went to a lot of trouble to suspend it from the ceiling. There must be a reason. Maybe it’s dangerous.”

			“Listen, buddy, we went to a lot of trouble to get here, and we’re not turning back empty-handed. Just think what big shots we’ll be when we bring whatever is inside back to town.”

			Ky took his fingers and forced them around the edges of the lid and began to lift. 

			“Help me, Chase. It’s heavy.”

			Together, the two friends pulled on the lid with all their strength. Slowly, it lifted. The smell inside the container burned their nostrils, and both began to gag a little.

			“It smells like alcohol,” Connor said.

			The milky liquid filled up most of the container. Ky lowered his index finger to the edge of the liquid and then, after taking in a deep breath, touched the surface of the liquid. His hand was shaking. He wasn’t sure what to expect. Was it going to burn? Was it going to hurt? He didn’t know.

			“It’s OK,” he told Chase. “I think it’s just alcohol.”

			He dipped his hand deeper into the liquid. Suddenly, he felt something. It took him by surprise, and Ky jumped back, withdrawing his hand with enough force to splash liquid on the floor of the cave and causing whatever was inside to jostle to the glass sides of the container. The movement of the box was severe enough to cause one of the pulley ropes to snap. The container tilted to one side, dumping a large amount of the liquid inside on Chase and then down to the cavern floor. That’s when the boys saw the contents of the container: an eyeball and a partial view of a face staring back at them from the inside of the glass container.

			That was enough to send the boys screaming toward the rope ladder and the quickest exit out of the cave. Three of them scurried up the ladder. Chase was right behind them when he felt a tug on his shirt.

			It was Ky grabbing him. “No, we came here to get proof of what’s in this cave. We’re not leaving without it,” he said.

			The other boys were already gone, scurrying up the rope ladder and through the opening like flies trying desperately to escape a spider web.

			“Take off your socks,” Ky said to Chase.

			“Why?”

			“Because we don’t want to touch whatever is inside with our hands. Put your hands inside the socks like you would gloves.”

			“OK.”

			Ky positioned himself on one side of the glass container and Chase on the other side. After taking several deep breaths to fight off the fear, both boys dipped their sock-covered hands into the liquid, then slowly moved them downward, stopping briefly when they made contact with what was inside. Even with the socks absorbing some of the sensation of what he was feeling, Chase was certain that what was inside was even worse than the nightmarish stories he had heard.

			He looked at Ky. He had never seen his friend afraid before, but his glassy, wide-open eyes and trembling arms were evidence that even Ky was exploring territory that he had never been before. 

			Ky was the first to move his hand around the object. Chase took another deep breath of courage and did the same.

			“OK, on the count of three, lift it up,” Ky said.

			“One.” Chase held on to the object as tight as he could.

			“Two.” Chase closed his eyes.

			“Three.” The boys lifted.

			Emerging from the surface of the liquid first was the legs and torso of a body. Chase fought every urge he had to drop it and run. Then came the arms and shoulders and finally the head.

			“It’s the girl,” Ky exclaimed.

			Long, blond hair, blue eyes wide-open, preserved well, and looking like she was still alive. She was fully clothed, wearing a pink, flowery dress, black dress shoes, and a pink ribbon tied on the side of her hair. 

			“Damn,” Ky yelled. “The stories about crazy Doctor McDowell are really true.”

			“So, do you think this is Emily?” Chase asked.

			“Yes.”

			“How old was she?”

			“Ten, I think.”

			“Geez, maybe we should get the police,” Chase said.

			“They aren’t going to believe us. We need to get her out of this cave. Take her back with us. They’ll have to believe us then.”

			“I say let’s leave her here, go get the police and bring them back here,” Chase argued.

			“No, Doctor McDowell might be back anytime. We need to get her out of here.”

			“How?”

			“She’s not too heavy. We can carry her up the rope ladder. We can pull her up with us as we climb it.”

			Chase protested again, but it went on deaf ears. Ky was determined to take the body with him. So, Chase reluctantly agreed. 

			They carried the corpse to the rope ladder. Ky went first, wrapping one arm around her shoulders as he climbed the ladder with his other hand. Chase pushed from behind as they slowly lifted her body one step at a time.

			The wet clothing and oily liquid that she had been submerged in made her body slippery, and Ky had to stop several times to adjust his hold on her. The girl’s head bobbed back and forth as she lifted toward the opening. 

			Chase tried not to look. Her face was looking down at him with every step. He closed his eyes several times but found himself unable to stop looking at her for more than a few seconds at a time. He had never seen a dead body before. Was this how they all looked? So life-like as if they were taking a nap?”

			He had a morbid curiosity about her that prevented him from looking away for very long. It was as if she was trying to tell him something that required him to gaze into her eyes to fully comprehend. What message was she trying to send him? he wondered.

			When Ky reached the top of the ladder at the edge of the opening, he had to adjust his hold one more time to get the momentum to lift her outside the cave. As he gave one final strong tug, her head violently collided with the side of the wall, causing one eyeball to dislodge from its socket and hurl downward toward the floor of the cave.

			Chase watched as it came directly at him, landing first on his face, then sliding off and continuing downward to the floor, landing and rolling. The sight was enough to cause Chase to lose his balance on the ladder and tumble to the floor of the cave, landing directly on the eyeball and smashing it like a thick, juicy grape.

			Unable to hold the body without the support of Chase, Ky lost his grip on the corpse, and it fell to the floor, landing on Chase, who responded with a blood-curdling scream. 

			The two friends hurried up the ladder and ran out of that cave as fast as they could, leaving the corpse behind.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2: CRAZY DOCTOR MCDOWELL

			Joseph McDowell was born on April 1, 1805, in Lexington, KY. He was the son of revolutionary war veteran Major John McDowell and Lucy Nash LeGrand. His father was a revolutionary war hero who had crossed the icy Delaware with George Washington on the evening of December 25, 1776, to mount a surprise attack on Hessian forces in Trenton, NJ. He would later serve in the Kentucky legislature. Joseph’s grandfather was also a war hero serving in the Battle of Kings Mountain in 1780, a decisive victory for American revolutionary forces.

			Young McDowell did not follow his father or grandfather’s footsteps. He was more interested in following the career path of his uncle, Dr. Ephraim McDowell. The famous doctor was known best for removing an enormous tumor from a woman’s ovary without the aid of anesthesia or antibiotics. When the woman agreed to do the procedure, he first attempted to drain the tumor down to a manageable size. When it was finally removed, the tumor weighed in at approximately 22 pounds. 

			An angry mob waited outside the doctor’s house, determined to hang the doctor if the woman didn’t survive. But, three weeks after the surgery, the woman came out of the doctor’s house and went back home, living another 32 years.

			The success of the operation made him famous, and he became Joseph McDowell’s role model. From that point on, Joseph McDowell was determined to become a doctor.

			He studied at Transylvania University in Lexington, KY. He was a top-notch student despite some peculiarities, like his obsession with cutting open living creatures to explore their insides. After graduating, he started a medical practice in Ohio for a couple of years before beginning a teaching career at the University of Miami and then Cincinnati Medical College. 

			In 1839, he and his wife and four children moved to St. Louis, where he would head the first medical school west of the Mississippi. The medical school, on the campus of Kemper University would have financial problems and be forced to close its doors six years later. That’s when McDowell and several of the physicians he worked with constructed a new medical school called Missouri Medical College.

			This is where some of the first outward signs of Doctor McDowell’s insanity began to show. McDowell, for years afraid that someone was going to try to kill him, fortified himself within the walls of that school. The school became a sort of octagonal fortress. It was designed with two large Greek Revival wings and was flanked by an octagonal tower. At the top of the tower, three cannons were fixed to protect against an attack. Guns, ammunition, and explosives were stocked.

			To anyone who entered the building, it looked like a normal medical school, complete with a lecture hall, a laboratory, a dissecting room, a chemical room, and a dispensary where the poor were treated for free. On the surface, everything at the medical school seemed normal. 

			It was only at night, after the medical school and its visitors had left, that the depravity of Doctor McDowell was unleashed. 

			The sick doctor had a lust for learning about the inner workings of a human’s body that drove him to robbing graves to get the corpses he needed to feed his thirst for learning.

			At first, he stole corpses from freshly dug unmarked graves, ones of unclaimed people that the city buried for free. But many of those bodies had been stored for long periods of time, waiting for someone to claim them. By the time they were buried, the stench of death was strong, and the bodies had begun to decompose. The doctor demanded fresher specimens for his experiments.

			So, he hired people to go to funerals and follow the family to the cemetery, and after their loved one was buried, they would, later that night, dig up the corpse and bring it back to Doctor McDowell. 

			It was on one of those occasions that a young girl from a prominent family was dug up and brought back to the medical school, that changed the doctor’s fortunes. 

			Rumors of Doctor McDowell’s late-night rituals had been circulating around town for some time. People were willing to overlook his activities when they were restricted to unclaimed bodies, but now a young girl from a well-established Christian family had been taken. That could not be overlooked.

			A mob formed. His premonitions about an attack on Missouri Medical College were about to be realized. A friend warned him of the impending attack. He thought about defending the College, even going to the tower and arming the cannons in preparation for an attack. But thoughts of the consequences of fighting back changed his mind. Instead, Doctor McDowell grabbed his wife and four children, a few clothes, and thousands of dollars that he managed to get out of a safe at the school and fled north to Hannibal, MO.

			He had vacationed there twice before. He had a fascination for the caves that ran underneath the city and had even written a paper claiming that the year-round cool temperatures and lack of humidity were conducive to preserving bodies long after death. Hannibal would provide him a fresh start, the ability to carry on his after-death experiments in an isolated setting and in an area where people were unaware of his reputation. 

			There was another reason for the good doctor and his family to relocate to Hannibal. Just north of the city limits was an institution that would provide him with a job and fresh bodies that he could use in his experiments. That place was the infamous Missouri Lunatic Asylum. Within its walls were some of the most mentally disturbed individuals in the State. Doctor McDowell had inquired about working there long before he moved from St. Louis. 

			Residents inside that facility were forgotten, cage-up, and locked inside, most for the remainder of their lives. No one wanted them, and certainly no one cared if they died. Doctor McDowell would be able to carry out his experiments on live persons, and if they succumbed to his torturous experiments, he could take them back to his laboratory and continue his postmortem experiments.

			The disturbed doctor would purchase one of the caves. It would serve as his new laboratory. To ensure privacy, he collapsed the only known entrance into the cave and proceeded to dig a new entrance into the vast cavern. That entrance would be hidden in the surrounding mountainous area. 

			The process of preparing his new laboratory took nearly three years. He worked nights at the asylum and spent his days in the cave. This left very little time for family or sleep. A certain wild mushroom found in the rocky cliffs overlooking the Mississippi provided him a potent high that made it possible for the doctor to go long periods of time without sleep. He spent much of his first year in Hannibal exploring the cave, looking for the best area to set up his laboratory. The second year was spent digging the new entrance into the cave and preparing his laboratory. During the third year, he was ready to resume his experiments.

			By then, he had developed quite a reputation at the Missouri Lunatic Asylum. It was 1849. Very little was known about the human brain. Performing an autopsy was considered the work of the devil. Just the rumor of a doctor performing one could get them hanged. But no one cared about the pour soles at the asylum. They were forgotten people. The books he wrote about the human brain brought acclaim to him and the asylum and resulted in additional funding from the State. That funding and the acclaim his writing brought to the asylum gave his superiors cause to turn a blind eye to the doctor’s experiments. 

			Doctor McDowell was the only doctor in the asylum at night. Other than a few nurses who would never dare to question the work of the good doctor, there was no one else there to question his experiments. Still, many wondered why so many patients died the evenings Dr. McDowell worked. Some even provided him a curious nickname, Dr. Death. It was a name no one would dare call him to his face, but still, when he wasn’t around, well, that was different.

			The top floor, the fourth floor of that old brick building, was where Dr. McDowell performed his experiments. The floor contained padded walls and extra thick doors to insulate noise. Still, the screams of the doctor’s patients echoed through the pipes and down to the patient rooms. 

			In a crude operating room on that floor, the doctor performed what would be described today as a barbaric lobotomy without the aid of anesthesia or painkillers. The screams of his patients were intense but never lasted very long. Most passed out within a few seconds. Few patients ever recovered from the operation, and those who did were never capable of speaking about the horrors that the doctor inflicted on them. 

			“Someone should have spoken up,” a nurse who worked at the asylum would say long after Dr. McDowell was gone. 

			But those who knew or suspected the doctor of crimes against humanity had many reasons not to talk. The asylum would have most likely been shut down if people knew what went on there. Plus, Dr. McDowell, in a sort of perverse way, was advancing the medical community. He meticulously documented each of his experiments, describing abnormalities in the brains of most of his psychotic patients. Even many of his crude autopsies that he would later perform in his laboratory in the cave would advance the medical professions’ knowledge of the human anatomy. 

			In many ways, Joseph McDowell was ahead of his time. He had a thirst for knowledge of the inner workings of the human body that would be considered normal in the medical profession today. But in the mid-1800s, the experiments that Dr. McDowell performed were considered the work of a lunatic. 

			And in fact, the doctor murdered dozens of innocent people in his thirst for knowledge of the human brain. It wasn’t just the mentally insane that suffered at the hands of Dr. McDowell. Many of the residents of the residents of the Missouri Lunatic Asylum were not crazy, at least not when they first arrived. Besides some of the most troubled and insane people Missouri had at the time, the asylum’s population also consisted of older adults whose well-heeled family members no longer wanted to care for them. In addition, the asylum became a place for men to deliver their wives when they no longer wanted to be married. Divorce was not accepted for most reasons back then, but insanity was the preferred and most socially acceptable reason to end a marriage and begin a new life. Declaring someone insane was an easy process back then, with just two witnesses and a signed court order. The asylum was more than happy to tend to the loved one as long as the family continued to pay the cost. But, if the money dried up, if the family stopped paying, their loved one was either released or moved up to the top floor to be used in one of Dr. McDowell’s experiments. 

			The patient population within the walls of the asylum consisted of a majority of women, nearly 80%. Women at the time, it seemed, were an easy target of insanity allegations, usually by a husband determined to move on with his life. Dr. McDowell, long disheartened with the state of his marriage, was known to take pleasure with some of the female population inside the asylum. He was a sick man but served a useful purpose to the asylum staff as both a deterrent to troublesome patients and as an effective means to control the ever-increasing population of the facility. 

			By 1850, the doctor had all but abandoned his family. He moved into the laboratory in his cave and spent all his time when not working at the asylum, inside his laboratory. He was fascinated with the corpses he brought into his lab and became convinced that he could preserve them in an almost life-like form. He believed in reincarnation and was certain that his preservation process would be conducive to expediating reincarnation.

			“Preserve the body properly,” he wrote in one his books, “and the spirit will re-join its body someday.” 

			That same year, his ten-year-old daughter Emily contracted a rare and unexplained illness. By the time he found out and got back home, she had succumbed to it. Within hours of her death, Dr. McDowell rushed his daughter back to the cave. He treated his daughter with chemicals and immersed her in a container of alcohol while he constructed a permanent home for her body. The doctor was grief-stricken over the loss of his daughter and felt enormous guilt for not getting home in time to help her. Now, all of his time and attention were focused on preserving her body in a belief that her spirit could quickly be reincarnated. 

			If her body was preserved correctly, the process he had written about in his journal, he believed that she would be reincarnated within weeks of her death. There was something else that the doctor believed, too. It was that as long as his daughter’s body was preserved properly, she would someday rejoin that body, re-born into her past self, so to speak. His beliefs bordered on lunacy, but in his mind, they were founded and documented in his study of the brain. He had discovered during his crude autopsies that certain parts of the brain appeared to remain active for several minutes after death. Dr. McDowell reasoned that the brain controlled the body and was likely to live on long after the other organs had shut down. Perhaps, he thought, if the brain was preserved properly, that it could recall the soul someday. These were the thoughts of a madman. 

			Day and night, the crazed doctor worked on constructing the perfect container to preserve his daughter’s remains. It would be a rectangular shaped box with glass sides and a heavy wood top that could be removed to adjust the chemical liquid inside. The glass sides would allow the doctor to see inside, to view his daughter, and to look for any changes in the preservation process. 

			It was also important that the body be kept in a cool, dark portion of the cave and kept away from bats and rodents, and prying eyes. Her rest was to be completely undisturbed. So, the doctor constructed a pulley system using ropes and anchored the container to the ceiling in a dark corner of the cavern. The pulley allowed the doctor to lower and raise the container whenever he needed to adjust the chemicals or view his daughter’s body. 

			And at the top of the cavern, anchored to the ceiling, at one end of his laboratory, was where his daughter’s final resting place was intended to be. It would be children’s natural curiosity that would derail the good doctor’s plans. 

			Hannibal was a small town. One where secrets were hard to keep. Rumors had spread throughout the community for years about the doctor’s odd experiments with corpses inside his cave. Now, the townspeople were talking about his daughter, and rumors spread that her corpse was being kept in the cave. 

			It was a rumor that had grown into an urban legend of sorts and had become a popular source of ghost stories, particularly with the children of Hannibal. Those stories intensified in the days leading up to Halloween. So much so that a challenge would be made by one student of Somerset School. That challenge turned into a dare, and that dare, when accepted, would change the town of Hannibal forever.

			Most children were frightened of the cave. No one dared explore it. That was until the dare, the double dare. Chase Brown was no hero, but he wasn’t a coward either. If he accepted a dare, he was going to follow through. The dare was simple. Go inside the cave. Find the laboratory and bring back proof that Emily’s body was inside. 

			Chase, his friend Ky, and three friends had no way of knowing if Dr. McDowell was in the cave. In fact, they most likely wouldn’t have gone if they had known that
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