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Chapter 1 
 
“You’re dead kid,” a rusty voice called out from within a deep grey fog.
Luke quickly looked around trying to locate the source. The thick fog inches from his nose blocking his view of everything around him. His heart raced. Where did this fog come from? “Who said that?” He called out.
“I hate to break it to you Luke, but it’s the truth. You died a few seconds ago.”
Again, a deep rusty voice called out. Sounding like it was coming from a man in his fifties or older. The words were muffled, as though something in his mouth as he spoke.
“Who’s speaking to me? How do you know my name?” Luke yelled out. The intense fog made him feel trapped in a small room with the walls closing in. 
A million questions ran through his mind. The last thing he remembered was heading home from school. Crossing at the intersection of Dock and Pape. But there was no fog to be seen anywhere right before crossing. The sky was clear. Cars were passing as a young man in a blue suit and a woman in a black dress stood next to him waiting to cross as well. 
He glanced around the intersection hoping to see a car, a building or anything for that matter. It was hopeless, the fog was blocking out everything, but how? Why?
“Hey kid, look down.” The mysterious voice called out again.
Luke glanced at his feet and could faintly make out a little baby standing in front of him. It had to be no more than a year old. Wearing a black tuxedo with an old crusted Cuban cigar in the corner of its mouth.  
The little bit of hair on its head had been parted in the middle and slicked back. There was something odd about the way the baby was looking up at him. He had a sharpness in his eyes, like an adult. As though fully aware of what was going on around him. But the look was creepy, like a used car salesman. The type of salesman who would sell a broken down wreck to a little old lady who was spending her last dollar. Not caring about the suffering she would go through afterward. 
The fog slowly twisted between the two of them making it difficult for Luke to get a clear look. 
“What on Earth are you?” Luke asked, taking a step back eyes wide, mouth open. 
“Hey,” the little baby yelled out as its eyebrows shot up and his hands slamming against his hips. “That hurt my feelings. What kind of a mean question is that to ask someone? You make it sound like I’m an object.”
Luke stood silent for a moment searching for something to say. Still dumbfounded he was speaking to a cigar-smoking baby. “Oh sorry, I didn’t mean to make you feel bad. Or hurt your feelings.” He barely got out.
The baby laughed and took the cigar out of his mouth. “No problem kid, I was just messing with you. I can understand you being freaked out by my appearance. I would feel the same if a talking baby was next to me. But in all seriousness, you died a few moments ago and I’m here to collect your spirit. My name is Babylon. Well, at least that’s what everyone calls me.” He placed one hand on his hip and gently bowed. He put the cigar back in his mouth. The tip of it lit up bright red. “As you can see I’m a fully walking, talking baby.” He said with a smile, grey heavy smoke pouring out of his mouth. “Haven’t you ever seen a talking, smoking baby before?” He took his cigar out of his mouth and smiled. Flashing an ‘everything’s going to be alright’, grin. “Feeling a bit confused right now? Don’t worry I felt the same when I died and became a ghost. The good news is, I’ve been set here to help you.” 
“Help me?” Luke continued to stare in disbelief wanting to run away. “What did you mean I died a few moments ago? I’m not dead. I’m standing here talking to you in this fog.” He glanced around unable to see anything. “Not sure where it came from though.” He whispered. 
He watched the baby reach into his tuxedo pocket. Took out a notepad and started mumbling as he flipped through the pages reading it over. 
The baby looked up to him. “Okay let’s get serious here for a moment. Enough about me, let’s talk about you. I’m here to collect your soul, your name is on my list.” He turned the notepad towards Luke and pointed to a name at the top, two other names listed below his. 
The Baby looked back at the list and took out a black pen from his top pocket. “I’ll just cross your name off here and we’ll be good to head off.” He said quietly to himself and started to cross off the name. He looked back up to Luke. “Alright, time for us to head off and collect two more souls. If you would like to come with me.” He turned to walk down the sidewalk.
“Wait a minute,” Luke called out into the dense fog. Only a few feet away and the baby was almost out of view. “What’s going on here? What do you mean follow you? Why did you cross my name off your list? I have to get home. I have an essay on the Knights Templar for history class to finish up and a dog to walk. I can’t follow you. I don’t know you. Besides you’re a talking baby, where are your parents?”
Babylon walked back to him. “I understand you’re confused, all kids who suddenly die feel lost, but not to worry. I’ll explain everything as we walk along. I don’t want to be late collecting the next soul.”
Luke started to laugh as he smiled and ran his fingers through his blonde hair. “I get it, this is all a joke. I’m on TV aren’t I? Is this a candid camera comedy show? Where weird things happen to people and it’s all caught on a hidden camera? Are there people watching this now, laughing at me?”
Babylon looked up to him and paused for a moment. “Nope, sorry kid,” he said softly. “No TVs, no camera, this is all real. You died a few moments ago while crossing the street. A car ran the red light.” 
“Common, really?” Luke smiled and tried looking through the fog. “Where are the cameras? You mean to tell me this fog just happened to come out of nowhere? This has to be some special effect.”
Babylon shook his head. “It’s the truth,” he looked up to him with a sympathetic smile. “I was sent here to collect you. I’m a spirit collector. I help the recently dead find their way into the afterlife.”
“What? If I’m dead how am I talking to you now? I can still see my arms and legs. I’m not some floating spirit in the clouds.” Luke looked down at his blue jean jacket and black pants. 
Babylon nodded, “It’s your spirit talking. You’re no longer inside your body. The fog rolls in after someone dies to stop them from seeing their body after their spirit rises from it. Some people don’t die under the best circumstances, if you know what I mean. If you died in a horrible manner you won’t look too pretty, so the fog rolls in, stopping you from seeing the remains. What you can’t see right now are police and paramedics dealing with your body on the road. Let’s face it; nobody wants their first impression of the afterlife being their own dead body. That’s why I’m here, to guide you to a better place.” 
Luke shook his head, “This is crazy. It can’t be happening to me. I’m just a kid in grade 7 on my way home from school. My parents and my dog Sparky are waiting for me.”
Babylon nodded slightly, “I know it’s hard to accept at first. Denial is the first stage. Everyone goes through it, I know I did. Look around, tell me what you see?”
Luke tried looking through the fog. It was difficult to make out anything in detail but noticed he was standing on a sidewalk at an intersection. The sun was almost blocked out. Barely any light got through the swirling fog. He couldn’t see anyone walking by. As though he and the talking baby were the only ones for miles. But they had to be there, he was standing right next to them a few moments ago. “It’s hard to see anything… because of this fog,” He squinted his eyes.
“Right kid,” Babylon said while snapping his fingers. “Now you’re on the right track.  Was there fog around you a few minutes ago?”
He paused for a moment, “No… it just came out of nowhere, but that doesn’t prove I’m dead…. Fog can do that. It can roll in without warning.”
“No, kiddo, this isn’t normal fog. Not the type on earlier mornings. This is the fog people see when they die.” 
Luke crossed his arms. “I’ll wait a few minutes for the fog to pass so I can cross the street and this silliness will pass. For all I know this fog is causing me to hallucinate. It would explain why I’m seeing a talking baby.” 
Babylon threw his hands in the air and walked around him. “Kid, you need to wake up. This is the truth, I’m telling you. You’re dead. You can’t walk home anymore. You have to come with me.” Babylon stood for a moment without speaking and cupped his hand to his ear. “Do you hear any traffic, any cars going back and fourth? Do you hear anyone talking besides us? Is anyone walking by?” 
Luke glanced around hearing nothing but silence. “No, but… the cars have probably stopped because of the fog,” he liked his answer. He might be right about this. He has to be alive, and the talking baby is nothing more than an illusion. “And no one is walking passed me because….” he tried to think of something. “They stopped as well because of the thickness of the fog, not wanting to stumble on the road.” He said with a nod and a smile. 
Babylon looked up at Luke, shaking his head. “Man, you’re a tough one to convince. Look at it like this. Some people are aware they’re going to die, when it happens they see the light and go in and that’s that, end of story. Others, like you, die so quickly they don’t even know it happened.” He placed his hands together and nodded. “Leaving the poor soul standing around confused. The poor suckers actually think they’re still alive.” Babylon reached up to Luke. “Can you believe that?” He lowered his arms and adjusted his suit. “That’s where I come in. My job is to guide you to an amazing place. If you don’t come with me now you’ll be trapped on Earth as a ghost, forever.  Don’t want that to happen to you.”
“You mean guiding me into the light that leads to heaven?”
Babylon paused, then smiled. “Almost. You can skip going into the light, I know of a better place.” 
“What? A different place?” Luke called out. “What are you talking about? Some place better than heaven?”
Babylon quickly nodded. “You’ll love it, all you have to do is trust and follow me, come along.” 
Luke looked over his shoulder into the fog and his eyes widened as a glowing white light starting to appear. It started small but increased in size every second until it was 6 foot high and 3 foot wide. There was something hypnotic about it. It had a warm feeling and calling out to him. “Is that the light people see when they die? Will it take me to heaven?”
Babylon flinched and pulled Luke away. “No don’t be silly,” he quickly said with a little laugh. “Ignore that silly old light, it’s nothing. Let’s go for a walk. We can head over somewhere new. It’s amazing.”
“You want me to walk away from the light?” Luke asked. “The same light everyone enters after death?”
“It’s nothing important. Heaven’s overrated. Don’t look at it.” He reached up and took Luke’s hand and starting pulling him along the sidewalk, away from the intersection. His legs moving twice as fast as Luke’s. Babylon looked back at the glowing warm light. “Nothing to look at. Let’s keep walking. Look ahead kid. Do you see it?”
“See what?” Luke asked. 
“The…the…better future for you.” He quickly blurted out.
“The what? All I see is fog.”
“Keep looking ahead,” he said with a little smile, “Let’s just keep walking. You’ll love where we end up.” He looked back over his shoulder again.
“If I were hit by a car why don’t I feel pain now?” Luke called out trying to keep up with Babylon. 
“Your body is back on the road. Your spirit is free from it. No one can feel pain in the afterlife.” He answered while quickly walking.
“My body is still back there?” He yelled out. “We need to go back. I can’t leave myself lying on the road,” He tried to turn around but Babylon kept pulling him forward.
“No way! Can’t do that!” Babylon took a moment to catch his breath. “Nothing to go back for. This is your new life. This is your spirit talking now. You’re invisible to the world. Even if you did go back you couldn’t do anything. Can’t help out, can’t talk to anyone. There’s no point. No one can see you. Right now there are people back there crowded all around your body. Some are screaming, some are crying. The driver of the car is walking around in a complete daze.” 
“I didn’t see any of that happening back there, all I saw was the fog.”
“I know, but trust me it was.” Babylon kept walking as fast as his little legs would move him. “The paramedics will try to help you, but there’s nothing they can do. Your spirit is out of the body and you’re not coming back to life.”
“Wait a minute,” Luke said, “I have an idea, you can put me back in my body. I’ve watched documentaries on near death experiences. It could work.” 
Babylon’s eyes went wide. “That’s a no can do boy, everyone has their time. This one is yours. That would be breaking the rules. I can’t do that.”
“What about my family? I have to see them again; they’ll be heartbroken knowing I’m gone. I can’t just walk away from them.”
Babylon looked off to the side. “I know what you mean, they’ll be sad of course at first, but they’ll move on.”
“Move on?” Luke yelled out. “But I’m their son. I don’t think they’ll move on. This will devastated them for the rest of their life.”
“Sure it will bother them. Does for everyone who loses a loved one.” Babylon said. “But they’ll forget about you.” He whispered. 
Luke looked over his shoulder, “I don’t see the glowing white light anymore, it’s gone.”
Babylon smiled and slowed down. “Look at it this way. When they die, you’ll see them again. Death happens to everyone at some point. You’ll be reunited with your loved ones in time. Let’s keep walking.”  
“You make it seem like it’s no big deal.”
“Only if you make it into one.”
“But we’re talking about my death, it is a big deal to me and my family. Didn’t anyone care about you when you died?”
Babylon lowered and shook his head. “Long story,” he whispered.
Luke walked forward in a daze; he couldn’t believe he'd never see his parents again. This couldn’t be happening. He wanted to sit down and take it all in. Countless memories raced through his head all at once. Every vacation, Christmas, birthday parties, playing with Sparky, sitting down for dinner on an average night. It’s the only thing he’ll have of his family from this point on. So many things he wanted to say, but will never get the chance. How quickly everything can change. Of all the things he planned on doing today dying wasn’t one of them. He had his whole life ahead of him, now he was in the afterlife lost in a fog talking to a baby. He would’ve at least cleaned his room this morning had he known it would be his last day. 
 

Chapter 2 
 
                        LUKE’S STORY
 
Luke sat at his desk glancing over at the clock above the classroom door as the bell finally rang at 3:30 pm. He smiled knowing the school day was finally over. He stood up and put his history and science books into his backpack.  
“Luke, make sure you finish your history assignment on the Knights Templar tonight.” Ms. Wilson called out as she stood by her desk at the front of the class organizing paperwork. 
As he zipped up his bag he looked over to her. “No problem Ms. Wilson. I was planning on finishing when I get home. I want to make it the best I can. I’ve read so much about them.” He put his bag over his shoulder and made his way out of the classroom.
In the crowded hallway, he met up with Chris and Pat who were standing next to their lockers. They made their way towards the metal doors. A fire escape sign above read exit. He pushed the doors open as they walked down the steps out onto the sidewalk. The sun broke through the clouds casting their shadows. He had known them since grade one. And spent weekends at the comic book shop reading anything they could get their hands on. Chris reminded everyone it was his destiny to own a comic book shop of his own one day. The biggest and coolest one for miles. As pat wanted to work on animation for kids movies. 
A few blocks later they passed St. Joseph Cemetery. Pat glanced over to it. “Every time we walk past this place it gives me the creeps. I’m glad it’s permanently locked up. The oldest one in the city.” 
“Sure looks it. It’s over two hundred years old.” Chris added.
Luke looked over at the old rusty ten-foot-high fence. Inside the 50 acre lot was filled with rows of faded tombstones. Names no longer legible. Some had fallen over, others leaning. Thick grass and weeds had grown all around them. Massive oak trees stood with branches reaching out for anyone walking by. It looked as though no one had been inside for decades. He remembered his dad talking about it while visiting him at work at the museum. In his office was a photo of the cemetery from decades ago. It looked old even back then.  
“You know what would be creepy?” Pat said, “Imagine walking through a graveyard and seeing a tombstone, with your name on it.”
Luke laughed, “How could that happen?”
“It would mean you’re a ghost and don’t know,” Pat answered and chuckled. “Walking the earth. Lost, looking for the light.”  
“Makes you wonder if there is an afterlife.” Chris said. “What would it even look like?”
“Bet it looks like a big garden, goes on forever. Big trees, lots of flowers. Waterfalls and tree grass. Or last least that’s what everyone says.” Pat said. 
“Or maybe a Caribbean island.” Luke added. “Lots of blue clear water, white beaches.”
“I’d like that.” Pat said. “Hopefully not too hot. But I’d spend my time in a hammock, for the rest of time.” He said as they all laughed.
“Wonder what hell looks like?” Luke asked.
“I bet it looks like school.” Chris said as they all laughed.
“That makes sense to me.” Pat said. “Endless school forever. Plus, homework.” Causing them all to laugh. 
Chris looked over to Pat. “Yesterday evening I was lying on my couch reading Mystery Magazine about an urban legend in a cemetery.”
“Oh great, here we go,” Pat said and shook his head while looking up. “More urban legends from Chris.”  
“No, no, hear me out. It said within a certain cemetery a portal to hell can be found.”
“What?“ Paul yelled out and laughed. “A portal to where?”
Luke glanced over to Chris, “That’s so not true. What are you reading?” 
“Not only does it mention a portal to hell, but it also said the cemetery is located in our city.”
Luke and Pat nearly fell over laughing.   
“In our boring little city? Luke said while laughing. “It’s only a made up story to sell the magazine. There’s no way that urban legend is real. Trust me, you can search every inch of every cemetery and never find an entrance to hell, here or anywhere.”
“But how do you know? Have you been in all of them?” Chris asked.
“I don’t need to.” Luke said, “it’s silly to think a portal to hell exists. No one knows if hell is real to start with, much less find a secret location into it.“ 
“And it being here in our quiet dull city of all places? No way,” Pat added. “You might as well believe in unicorns.”
“It has to be real. The rumour is, that’s why the Mayor locked up all the old cemeteries from the public, to stop anyone from finding it. Why else would you close old cemeteries?”
“Because they're full,” Luke said in a sarcastic voice. “All cemeteries reach their limit at some point.”
“No way man, I don’t believe it.” Chris said, “I bet the portal to hell is in this city, in one of the locked-up cemeteries.”
“So why hasn’t anyone tried looking for it?” Pat asked.
“Because no one else reads Mystery Magazine.” Luke said as they all laughed.  
Pat rubbed his hands together. “Who cares about cemeteries and urban legends. I can’t wait until tomorrow when we can finally see Zombie Nightmare. I’ve been waiting months for the movie to come out.”
Luke nodded, “I know how you feel, I’ve been waiting just as long. I bet the special effects will be crazy good.”
“After the movie, we can head over to Buster’s Comic Book store and pick up the latest issue of Robot Force. Everyone at school is saying it’s amazing.” Pat added while readjusting his backpack.
Chris and Luke quickly agreed.
“You know what would be crazy?” Chris said. 
Luke and Pat looked over to him.
“If we got to the comic book store and all the comic books were gone. Stolen by none other than, The Catman.”
Pat’s eyes went wide. “Oh, that would be horrible.” He yelled out. “All our favourite comic books taken by that annoying thief. The police still don’t know who he is, or how he breaks into houses so easily.”
Luke shook his head. “The Catman isn’t a real person. Nothing more than an urban legend, you can’t believe that silliness. Think about it, one guy responsible for all the break-ins throughout the city? It can’t be done. It has to be more than one person.”  
“I don’t know. The police are convinced it’s one guy.” Chris added. “But what I don’t understand is how he gets away all the time. He’s been out robbing for so long and never caught. Some say he will never be stopped. Our city ranks number one in the country for break-ins. And he’s the only suspect. What’s his secret for getting in and out without tripping any alarms?” 
“If he is real I wonder who it is, what he looks like?” Luke asked.
As they reached the intersection of Maven and Mills next to Bob’s Donut Shop Luke looked at his watch. “You guys walk on ahead I have to cross here and stop by at the church to drop something off for next Sunday’s flea market.”
“You’re always at that church, day and night,” Pat said and laughed. “Either that or your dad’s museum.”
Luke nodded, “Not all the time, just helping out when I can.”
When the light turned green Luke nodded goodbye. Walked for a few blocks reaching the front steps of St. Mary’s church. 
The light grey structure reached up to the sky. Luke made his way up the steps approaching the wooden doors with large glass windows in the center. He pulled them open and made his way inside. 
Instantly he was aware of how quiet it was compared to the busy street he was leaving behind. As though the outside world did not exist within its walls. Strong votive candle scent filled the building. As he walked towards the altar he looked over to the few seniors sitting in the pews praying. 
When he reached the front altar Father O’Brian came out from his office and walked by. Luke put his backpack on the ground and took out a notebook.
“Hello, Father, just the person I came here to see. Here’s what you were needing for the flea market. The list of vendors.” He reached out and handed it to him.
Father O’Brian looked it over. “Oh great, just what I was looking for. This will come in handy. Good to see you’re helping out. When can you stop by to help set up the tables?”
“Sunday after lunch, is when I’ll be free. I can stop by then.”
Father O’Brian walked over to one of the exits and filled up the font with water.
“Never understood how that isn’t regular water,” Luke said.
Father O’Brian looked over to him. “It’s about blessing the water. It turns it from regular water into Holy water.”
“Powerful enough to stop demons? The kind you see in movies?” Luke asked and laughed.
“It might, you never know. Take any water put salt into it in the form of a cross and have it blessed and it could perform miracles. Stopping even the worst demon.” Father O’Brian walked back towards the altar.   
He looked over to Luke. “It’s so nice of you to help others out. Life is all about helping those in need. Even helping our enemies.”
“That’s not easy.” Luke said with a small laugh.
Father O’Brian nodded. “It’s the most difficult thing to do. When your enemies are in need you find the good in you to help them. Never let the darkness within others put out the light within you.”
“Good advice. I wish everyone thought that way.”  
“How’s your dad doing working at the museum?”
“Doing well, he’s out of town again, working on an exhibit on medieval knights. His favourite subject.”    
“Your dad is a hard worker.”
“Yep, sure is, but I have to head off to walk my dog.”
“No problem, see you Sunday.” Father O’Brian said.
Luke said goodbye and turned to head out. As he was walking down the aisle he glanced to his right. For a brief moment thought he saw a tall man all in white kneeling at the alter. He looked back and the man was gone. Must’ve been his imagination. 
Luke knew as soon as he got home Sparky would be waiting for him at the door. He also knew when arriving without a doubt his neighbour Ms. Shelly would be peeking through her living room window watching him. Making sure he wasn’t a thief trying to break in. With the rise of break-ins, she’s taken being a neighbourhood watch to an all new level. Now no one can move an inch without her seeing. He left the church and walked for a bit along Maple Street, headed towards Dock Street. 
When he reached the intersection he crossed…
 

Chapter 3             
 
Luke continued walking along the sidewalk lost in the fog being pulled forward by Babylon. He looked down at him. “But you’re a baby? How are you able to walk and talk?”
Babylon shook his head while rubbing his forehead. He took his cigar out of his mouth. “I only look like a baby on the outside. But in reality, I’m a fifty year old man.” 
Luke quickly yelled out. “Fifty years old? It doesn’t make sense.”
“Let me explain. You see, I’m not really a baby. I choose to look like one. It’s a disguise.” 
“Why would you do that? How?”
“After someone dies they can acquire certain abilities. Superpowers for a lack of better terms. As you kids would call it today. I discovered my ability is changing my appearance to whoever I want. And seeing as how before I died I had someone after me for my….” He faked a cough,  “gambling debts,” using his fingers as quotes. “I made myself look like a baby. It’s the one thing a hitman would never look for. Think about it. Would a hitman ever try to shoot a baby?”
“But if you’re dead, why care about being killed? A hitman can’t harm you in the afterlife.”
“I know, call me paranoid, but just in case.” He said with a laugh. “I’ve spent my whole life looking over my shoulder believing a mob boss would kill me. I’ve carried the paranoia into the afterlife. I couldn’t shake the feeling. So I ended up hiding out in this baby disguise. Over the years I’ve gotten used to looking this way.” He continued to laugh, while puffing on his cigar.
Luke stared in silence. Lost in thought. 
“Besides,” he looked up to Luke. “Looking like a baby helps with the ladies, if you know what I mean.” He chuckled and coughed mixed together. “They put their guard down when they see a baby. They give me hugs and kisses,” he said with his cigar in his hand with a smile on his face. Looking up at Luke winking. “Yes sir, looking like a baby has its benefits. No one ever thinks you’re up to no good when you’re a cute innocent baby.” 
“How did you die?”
“Out on the east side. I was at the docks late at night hanging out at a speakeasy. Minding my own business when a mob boss wanted his money back. Told him I was going to the track to bet on the ponies and win big, return what I owned. But that wasn’t good enough for him. A gunman in the shadows took a shot and here I am as a ghost.” 
Luke didn’t know what to say, he didn’t even know where he was for that matter. He wasn’t sure if all this was a dream. “Where are we headed? I’m still finding it hard to see in all this fog. How do you know where you’re going?”
“I can see just fine. There’s no fog for me. Only the recently departed sees the fog. Soon it will lighten up for you. We’re going up this road a bit. We have to get someone else.”
“Someone else? We’re going around collecting spirits?”
“Hey, smart kid. You guessed it. There’s another kid who’s about to die.”
Luke looked down at Babylon. “About to? That’s horrible. Maybe if we get there fast enough we can stop it from happening. Call out, yell, or anything to get their attention.”
Babylon shook his head. “No can do. Sadly I can’t stop someone from dying. The only way that could happen is if they could see me. However, the living can’t see the dead. After they’re dead, it’s a different story, but not while alive.”
“Do you know who it is? Have you met this person before?”
Babylon shrugged his shoulders. “Nope, not a clue. All I have is a name on my list. All I do is go to the place where they’re going to die and wait. After they bite the dust, I move in and guide their soul.” 
“Could be anyone? An adult or senior?”
He answered. “It’s usually a kid. I help kids in the afterlife.”
“It’s a job for you?”
“Something like that. If I’m to walk the Earth forever I need something to do. I would get bored real quick.” He said with a laugh. “Besides, I like helping kids move on after death. Some are confused after they die, not knowing what to do. So I step in to help them out. Hopefully, I can get there in time.” 
“In Time? What happens if you don’t?”
Babylon paused for a moment. “Oh…they could wander off feeling confused. They’ll end up walking the Earth forever as a ghost. That won’t be good. Then I’ll be in trouble.”
“Trouble with who?”
Babylon quickly answered, “What I meant to say is… I’ll feel bad for the lost soul.” He quickly took a few puffs of his cigar. 
“Won’t they enter the light on their own?”
“Oh.. not a good idea.” Babylon quickly said with a smile.
“What’s wrong with someone entering the light on their own? You make it sound like going into the light is a bad thing.”
“Well… it’s not that. It’s just I know of a better place to take them instead of boring old heaven.”
“I don’t understand, how you know of a place better than heaven.”
“You’ll see when you arrive. You’ll love the place. Lots of fun.” 
“Why didn’t you enter the light after your death?”
Babylon laughed. “No way, not going to risk it.” He said. “Have to pay my dues. You see kid while I was alive I wasn’t the nicest person. I like the ladies, like to gamble and along the way, I had to pay the bookies. I was alive in the nineteen twenties, the good old roaring twenties. Hanging out in the speakeasies, but at some point, I had to pay up. I needed to borrow some things from people’s houses when they weren’t home in order to pay off my debts.”
“You mean steal?” Luke quickly said.
Babylon shrugged his shoulders. “If you want to call it that. When I died, I had a choice. Enter into the light and face judgment, or stay and help someone out.”
“Help who? Is that where we’re going?” Luke asked.
“You’ll see. He’s a good friend, a nice guy. He was the one who gave me this job,” Babylon said as he quickly moved along.
“But if you’re dead, how did this man see you to give you the job?” 
“This guy is special, he’s a psychic medium. Not only can he hear the dead, he can see them. Been that way all his life. He helps out anyone he can. Nice guy. You’ll like him.”
Luke looked back over his shoulder and whispered. “Hanging out with a psychic medium is better than heaven? Something very strange about all this.”
 

Chapter 4
 
A few minutes later Luke noticed the fog was beginning to lift. “Would you look at that,” he called out. “The Fog isn’t as thick or dark anymore.”
Babylon nodded. “Yup, that’s how it goes.”
“It’s turning a lighter softer grey.” Luke looked to his right. “I can see cars passing us on the street. Well almost, it’s not fully clear but a lot better.” He looked over to his left. “I can kinda see the houses over there.” He said as he pointed. He quickly stepped to the side when a lady approached and walked by missing him by inches. “That was close, almost walked into her. She made no attempt to avoid me.” 
Babylon looked up to him. “That’s because she had no idea you were there. No one can see us.”
Luke closed his eyes for a moment. “I must be dreaming,” he whispered. He was sure he’d wake up at any moment. 
The sounds of the city started to become clearer. As though through a tube. Car engines as they passed. Someone walking by talking on a cell phone, an airplane overhead. 
As they approached a busy intersection he could see through the fog the light was red and stopped. Whereas Babylon kept on walking without slowing down or checking for oncoming traffic. Luke called out to him, “Don’t we have to check for traffic before crossing?”
Halfway through the intersection, Babylon shook his head with his cigar in his mouth. “It doesn’t matter anymore. We’re both dead. Cars will pass right through us.”
Luke looked to his left and saw a fast moving bus approaching. His eyes went wide. He was sure he’d see Babylon fly through the air after being hit. He tried to yell out, but it was too late. In the blink of an eye, the bus was inches from Babylon. But to Luke’s astonishment the bus passed through him. The little baby was still standing in the middle of the intersection with a smile as the bus continued down the road.
“Told you it was all good.” Babylon called out and finished crossing.
Luke stood silent for a moment wondering what he just witnessed. He hesitated, checked both ways making sure it was clear, and ran across.
They started a new block as the fog continued to fade away. Luke could see each building more clearly as they walked by.
“How do you know where we’re going? Don’t you get lost doing this? I know I would?”
Babylon shook his head. “Nay, it’s something you get used to with time. I’ve been doing this so long I know all the streets.” He came to a stop at a side street lined with countless houses all with the same design.  “And we are here.”
Luke looked at all the houses. “Where’s here?” 
“The place where we need to be to collect… I mean, help out another soul.”
The fog lifted completely away as Luke recognized the corner. “Hey, I know this area, it’s Shelly and Pearl Street, I pass here on the way to school.”
Babylon looked down at the address on his notepad.    
“Will the new boy see the fog the way I did?” 
Babylon nodded. “He’ll see it just as intense.”
“When you saw me for the first time, you didn’t see the fog? You could see my body on the road?”
Babylon looked up to him. “That’s a tough thing about my job. Unfortunately, I can see how people die and I can see their spirits rise up from their bodies. As you can imagine I prefer to focus on the spirit and not the dead body itself.”
Luke watched everyone walking past going about their busy day. None of them looking at him or Babylon. How could they not see him? He looked down and realized he had no shadow. A chill went up his spine.
He looked around at the neighbourhood as they walked along the sidewalk. “I live close to this area.”
Babylon pointed to him, “You almost had that right. You used to live around here. And you lived here a few weeks ago.”
“Weeks?” Luke yelled out.  “How did so much time pass?”
Babylon checked the number on the houses as he spoke. Glancing down at his notepad every few steps. “Kid, you’ll notice in the afterlife time has no meaning. A minute can go by in a second or a week can take an hour. You’ll get used to it soon. I know it sounds weird but, go with it.”
“But I want to see my parents one last time.”
“They’ve already had your funeral. All your family came by to say their goodbyes to you.”
Luke came to a sudden stop. “My funeral is all over with?” He yelled out. “But we’ve only walking in the fog for a few minutes.”
“The fog will play some weird games with you.” Babylon said as he continued making his way down the sidewalk. 
Luke shook his head for a moment and followed. “This has to be a dream,” he whispered. 
They walked passed a grey haired man standing on his front lawn with a water hose in hand. Luke was sure the man would look up and see a baby walking with a kid and call out to his wife to contact child services. But he never did glance up. 
He felt odd knowing no one could see them. He turned to Babylon, “These people outside their homes can’t see us no matter what we do or say?”
“Nope, we could yell as loud as we want and they’ll never hear a thing. They’ll go about their lives not knowing ghosts are passing them by.”
Luke stopped and looked down the Babylon. “I have an idea, let’s find a psychic medium. They can help us. We can get a message to my mom and dad. It happens all the time in movies.”
Babylon jumped. “No, no, that’s not a good idea.” He quickly said.
“Why?”
Babylon spoke faster as though out of breath. “Because… you have to be careful…. There are fake psychics out there who take advantage of the living. They could rip off your parents. Use them when they’re at their weakest state.”
Luke nodded, “That’s right, good thinking.” He whispered.
“We can’t have that. It’s best to avoid all people who claim to be able to talk with the dead. Makes it easier on the living. Why put the living through so much pain by having them ripped off by scam artists.” 
“I wouldn’t want my parents taken advantage of.” Luke whispered to himself.
“That’s right.” Babylon glanced up at him. “You sure are full of ideas,” he said under his breath.
“Well, if there’s anything good about this, I least I didn’t die from fire.”
“Why fire?”
“Always thought I’d die that way after a horrible childhood moment while on vacation. I was six and trapped in a hotel room that was on fire. The flames and smoke were all around me. Blocking the exit. Still freaks me out to think about.”
Babylon nodded “Don’t Blame you, I’d feel the same way. How did you get out?”
“That’s the funny part, I’m not sure. Last thing I remember was the room going dark. Then waking up outside on the lawn. I had dreams afterwards of walking through the fire safe and sound. But that couldn’t have happened.”
“Just goes to show life is stranger than fiction. You never know what the day holds for you when you get up in the morning.”
“Ever since then, I’ve always been afraid of fire.”
“Makes sense, I would too if that happened to me when I was a child.”
“I always hoped I’d never find myself in a room on fire ever again. But now that I’m dead it doesn’t matter.”   
They came to a stop at the driveway of a suburban two-story house.
“This is it, our new location. Number 95.” Babylon said looking at the house number.
Luke looked the place over. Light blue paint on the first floor and white aluminum siding on the second. It had a warm welcoming feeling to it. He looked at the other houses on the street and noticed they all had the same design. As though the same blueprints were used for each house.   
Babylon casually walked along the stone path towards the front steps with his cigar in his hand. 
Luke wondered how he was going to get up the steps and watched as one by one he crawled up each one towards the front door. Placing his hands on the first step and pulling himself up.
Luke stayed a few steps back on the grass. Convinced the police would be pulling up any time now. He looked down at his feet and noticed he wasn’t making any indentation in the grass. None of the grass blades were disturbed. Anyone walking by wouldn’t notice anything different. It was little things like this that made him know he truly was dead.
“Hey kid come on up here with me.” Babylon called out on the porch while standing next to the front door. “Don’t go wandering off now. Wouldn’t want that to happen. My boss would have my neck.” He whispered to himself.
Luke hesitated but walked up the steps, stood next to the front door and whispered. “How will we get in the place? You don’t have a key?”
“Keys? In the afterlife, we don’t need keys.” He said with a laugh. Babylon stepped forward and disappeared through the door.
 Luke jumped back as his eyes opened wide. He shook his head in disbelief. Babylon went right through the door like a ghost would in a cartoon. It defied all logic, but yet it happened right in front of him. 
He stood on the porch looking around not knowing what to do. Was he to wait outside until Babylon returned with the new kid? Or was Babylon going to open the front door from the inside so he could walk in? 
A moment later Babylon poked his head through the front door and looked over to him. “Hey kid, are you coming in or what?”
Luke stared at him. “What? I can’t, the door is closed.”
“No problem, walk through like I did.”
“Walk through the door? I’ll bump right into it.” 
Babylon laughed, “Guess what kid, you’re a ghost. You can walk through solid objects. Come along. Try it out. It’s weird at first, but you’ll get used to it.” Babylon pulled his head back and disappeared back through the front door.
Luke hesitated, while alive he’d have to open the door like anyone else. He was sure if he walked forward he’d bump his nose into the door, feeling silly in the process. 
He lifted his left leg and slowly moved it towards the door and watched as it phased through. He quickly pulled it back. How did that happen? It’s impossible. In school, he studied science and knew this was illogical. No scientist on Earth could explain this. 
He again moved his foot through the door and this time closed his eyes and stepped fully through. A moment later he opened his eyes and found himself standing in the front foyer. To his right was the living room; to his left was the kitchen. Straight ahead was a staircase. None of this was making sense. He was still wondering when he was going to wake up from this bizarre dream.
Babylon was standing in the living room next to the glass coffee table. “Welcome kid. Was that weird or what? After a few times, you get used to it.” And laughed out loud.
Luke looked at him and whispered. “Aren’t you talking too loud for being inside some stranger’s house? Shouldn’t we be whispering?”
Babylon yelled out. “We’re dead, we can talk as loud as we like. No one will hear.” He headed towards the staircase as Luke followed. 
He was convinced the homeowners would step out from the dining room, see them and call the police.
They made their way up the stairs; Babylon crawling up each step as Luke followed behind. 
“Can I help you up the stairs?” 
Babylon looked over his shoulder, “No need. I’ve had many years of practice. I can get up.”
When they reached the top Luke saw a young boy about his age with reddish hair standing in the middle of the hallway trying to work on the fusebox. He quickly ducked into the bathroom hoping the kid wouldn’t notice him. Babylon leaned against the wall.
Luke peeked around the corner and noticed wires were sticking out of the box. He didn’t know much about electrical work since his dad did all the work around the house. But seeing how the boy was holding the screwdriver so close to the outlet didn’t look safe. The boy looked frustrated as he moved the screwdriver around inside the socket. As though he’d been trying to fix the problem for a while without any success. 
His hand slipped and the screwdriver went right into the fusebox. And just like that, there was a bright flash and the boy fell onto the carpet hallway.
Luke yelled out. “We have to help him, he’s hurt.”
Babylon remained leaning on the wall looking over his notepad “Nothing we can do. We don’t have the power to stop the living from doing anything. Besides he’s not hurt. He’s dead.” 
“Dead?” Luke called out. He gazed upon the lifeless body lying on the ground and watched as a transparent spirit rose up it. Now there were two of them. A body lying on the hallway not moving, the other standing looking around confused. 
Babylon approached the kid as Luke stayed back. “Guess what kid you’re dead. My name is Babylon.”
“Who said that?” The boy called out. “Who’s there? Where did all this fog come from?”
Luke looked around and couldn’t see any fog, the hallway was fully clear. “He sees the fog as I did,” he whispered to Babylon.
“Yep, just like you did. Everyone who dies sees it.” Babylon said casually.
“Who said that?” The boy called out looking around. “I hear people talking. Where am I?” 
“Hey kid relax, I’m here to help you.” Babylon looked at his list. “Your name is John and you just died. It’s your spirit talking now. You’re in your hallway, in your house seeing fog right now. In time it will pass.”
“Where are you?” The boy called out. 
“Look down.”
Luke stood back and watched as the kid tried to locate the voice speaking to him. It seemed odd how John couldn’t see anything. Moving his hands around trying to touch something. The boy could only see fog. But in Luke’s eyes, the fog simply wasn’t there. This is how he must’ve looked just a short time ago.
“None of this is making sense. Am I dreaming?” John yelled out.
“Let me explain everything to you. You’re dead. You died after getting electrocuted a moment ago. That’s why you don’t know what’s happening and that’s why I’m here to help you out.”
“I’m not dead,” John yelled out in protest.
“Yes you are. You touched the electrical outlet and were electrocuted. Your body is on the ground.” 
It was making sense to Luke why John was confused. 
“How are you talking, you’re just a baby.” John said.
Babylon looked around. “Does everyone get hung up on that? As I pointed out to Luke I can be any age I want to be so I chose to be a baby.”
John looked around. “Who’s Luke?” 
“He’s another spirit I helped out who’s standing behind me. I’m going around collecting the kids who lost their lives and need help in the afterlife. We’re here to help. I need you to come with me.”
“Go with you?” John yelled out. “Wait a second this is all crazy. I don’t want to go anywhere. I want to stay here and wait for my mom and dad to get home. I have a baseball game to get to later tonight. Got the tickets months ago. Where has all this fog come from?”
Babylon looked up at him. “To stop you from seeing your own dead body. I know that sounds creepy, but there’s no other way of saying it.”
“This has to be a dream of some kind. Can’t be happening. My head is playing tricks on me.”
Luke watched as Babylon explained to John pretty much everything that was explained to him. He figured it was all repetitive for Babylon at this point. He must’ve done this countless times answering the same questions over and over. How did Babylon feel about it? Was he bored helping out kids answering the same questions or did he feel anything for them?
He watched as John went through the stages of denial. Not accepting what has happened to him. Getting angry, trying to bargain with Babylon, wishing he was alive. Then finally, looking as though he’s accepting, as much as someone could within a short amount of time. 
Luke was still stuck in the denial phase. He was sure he’d be waking up soon. Telling Pat and Chris all about it the next day on their way to the zombie movie. He could picture them laughing the whole time as he told them about a talking baby and the fog blocking out everything. It would make a great short story in a writing contest.
“Will I be able to see my family again?” John quietly asked.
Babylon nodded. “Sure no problem. Once they die and enter the light.”
“I have to wait until they die?” John stood in silence for a moment. “So that’s it? My whole life is over? This can’t be right. I don’t want to be dead. I want to go on living. I have things to do. I had plans.”
Babylon smiled. “Everyone has plans right before dying. But now you have to make new plans.”
“But I was only trying to fix a faulty wire.” He said while looking at his hands.
Babylon looked up to him with a sympathetic smile. “Everyone was doing something when they died, but that’s not in the cards anymore. The hardest thing to do is accept reality when it goes against your wishes.”
Luke walked over to John hoping he had the words to comfort him. But what could he say? He didn’t even know what to think of all this.
“Hi, my name is Luke, it’s nice to meet you, I’ll guide you as we walk through the fog. It will lift in time, it did for me.”
John turned to look at him. ”It’s hard to see you. Besides, I’ll fall down the stairs.”
“Not a problem.” Babylon said, “Luke will help you out. Besides you can fall down any staircase you want. It can’t hurt you anymore.”
John looked around. “Is this heaven? It kinda looks like my hallway.”
“No,” Luke said, “You’re still in your house, heaven will have to wait.”
Babylon casually turned to walk down the hallway towards the staircase down to the living room. The whole time quietly humming a tune.
Luke slowly guided John down the stairs. He could tell John was confused and questioning everything.  
Babylon walked towards the front door and looked back at Luke. “We have to collect one other person before we can head over to your amazing new home.”
John looked around surprised. “What do you mean, amazing new home? I thought I was going to heaven?”
“I’ll explain everything in just a few minutes.” Babylon said with a smile.
“This wasn’t what I was expecting to happen when I died.” John added.
Babylon nodded. “I know. Tell me about it kid. This isn’t what I thought I’d be doing either. But we have to leave in a hurry. So how about we get the other kid now?”
“Why the rush?” Luke asked.
“Oh…can’t be late getting to him,” he said with a smile.
Luke looked over his shoulder and saw a warm bright light appearing in the kitchen. “Is that what I think it is? It’s the light the dead enter after death.”
Babylon looked over his shoulder and quickly looked at the other two. “We need to head off now.”
“But isn’t that the light I saw earlier? We can enter now,” Luke asked.
“Oh… nothing to see there.” Babylon said with a quick little laugh. “You don’t want to waste your time going into the light and seeing heaven. It’s boring there. I know a better place. Let’s head out.”
“I can’t leave my house.” John called out. “I can’t see anything, there’s fog everywhere,” he tried to reach out.
“Follow me, I’ll guide you. It’s all good, just move along” Babylon said as he rushed them towards the front door. 
Luke looked at the warm white light. It felt like it was calling out to him.
Babylon quickly ran towards the front door. “Ignore the light, follow me, quick.” He walked right through without hesitation. 
Luke glanced back at the light. Something didn’t feel right. Why not walk into the light now? But turned towards the door. He walked through with John out into the sunlight.
“What was that? What just happened?” John yelled out. “Are we outside now? I can’t see anything with this fog. How can you two see? How did we go through the closed door? I didn’t hear it open.”
“I’ll explain later.” Luke whispered. He wasn’t sure what to say. Everything was still a mystery to him as well. “When you’re dead you can walk through walls.”
“Like a ghost in a cartoon?” John said laughing nervously.
“I thought the same thing the first time.” Luke whispered back trying to make him feel better as they followed Babylon who was a few feet ahead waving to them to hurry up.
Luke looked back at the house wondering about the white light. Why did they just walk away from it?
As they made their way onto the sidewalk he watched a light blue station wagon pull into the driveway. It must be John’s parents. They’ll be finding his body up in the hallway moments from now. He knew their pain and suffering would begin. Lasting the rest of their lives. 
 
 

Chapter 5
			  
                         JOHN’S STORY
 
John woke up to the sound of his alarm clock with the sun coming through the window knowing what he had to do. Hacking into the school computers and changing everyone’s grades from A to F. 
He’d been dreaming of getting revenge on his classmates for months now. Seeing as how everyone in the school didn’t like him, calling him weird or freak. Last year he started a new school, a special one, to find out why he couldn’t concentrate in class. The new school was all right, but he never could get over his last class. 
How cruel everyone was to him right up to the last day. Now he’d make them pay. His anger was just as strong now as ever. He wasn’t going to let this go. His night school computer courses had paid off. Computers were the one thing that would never reject him. With a keyboard he had power. He’d use this day off to hack into his old school’s computers and change everyone’s records. Let’s see how many would be laughing now amongst the chaos. Let see them try to graduate with everyone in the school having grade Fs. 
Teachers and principals trying to find a way to fix the problem. All those so-called smart kids finding out their grades mean nothing now. Everyone would fail. All the smart kids having to do the school year over. Messing up high school for all of them. It was going to be beautiful.  
He could still hear them in his head calling him dumb. He knew he was smart but the teacher said he had attention deficit order, making focusing difficult. This would be beautiful. How sweet it would be to make them all suffer.
In the past few months, he was successful at breaking into anything he wanted. It was rather easy for him. He understood the ins and outs of computers. The more he studied them the easier it was to hack.
 He’d been checking out underground computer hacking groups who can wreak havoc all over the world. Not just school records but big business and government files. Joining one of them could lead to big things. Why not put his computer skills to the ultimate test. If his classmates were laughing at him, everyone else probably would as well.   
Maybe one day he’d be a boss of his own underground hacking group. Let the world feel his pain. He could bring down massive companies, mess up government files. Nothing would be able to stop him. Make everyone’s life a living hell. And it would be wonderful. 
His parents were always on his case about not being happy. How he always looked down and miserable all the time. Wanting to help him find his happiness again, but he knew the days of being happy were over. He knew he’d never smile again. 
He got up and made his way downstairs. He could hear his parents chatting about what to buy for dinner when at the grocery store. He knew he had to play it cool around them. Not let anyone know his master plan. If they sensed he was still angry they might suspect him when the hacking made the six o’clock news. But if he faked a smile and hid his anger they’d never suspect it was him. 
He knew if he hacked his old school the day after leaving there would be a chance the police would question him, so he waited. Now was the time to strike. And no one would know a thing. The thought gave him a cold smile.    
His mother looked over at him as he walked into the kitchen. “We’ll be headed off in a little bit to do our shopping.”
“No problem. I’ll be in my room playing some video games,” he said as he opened the fridge.
His dad looked up from the newspaper. “Good to see you doing well at your new school.”
“Yup, I do like it there. The old school is far behind me. Out of my mind. Don’t even think about it anymore.” He smiled as he poured the orange juice. A little white lie never hurt anyone. Now, nobody will suspect him.
He looked back and smiled at his mother as he made his way back up the staircase. The time had come to get his sweet revenge.    
A half-hour later while sitting in front of his computer he heard his parents getting into the car for their grocery shopping. He cracked his knuckles and smiled. 
Let the hacking begin. He knew he could get into the school’s hard drive, change all the information and get out without anyone knowing. He sat down, leaned forward and started typing away. Smiling the whole time. As the monitor’s light lit up his face. 
An hour later he was almost into the school records when his computer went down. Great he thought, so close to getting what he wanted. He knew his dad was working on the electoral work in the house the day before. Mr. Fix it himself type of guy. Why hire someone when you can do it all yourself. But only ended up making it worse. Probably didn’t put it back the right way.  
He could wait until his dad got home and fixed the wiring, but that would mess up his master plan. They would see what he was up to. It had to remain hidden. Maybe he could fix it, how hard could wires be? 
He got up from his desk, made his way into the hallway, and looked at the fuse box. He was pretty sure he could figure it out. He knew computers, electrical work should be the same. He took the front panel off and pulled out some wires. Looked at all of them, he figured if he moved the right wires around it would work. 
Half-hour later he shook his head in disbelief. Why was it taking so long? He had more important things to do. Standing around fixing wires wasn’t one of them. He placed the screwdriver inside the outlet…
 

Chapter 6
 
Babylon led the way along the city sidewalk humming a tune as Luke helped guide John along. The city was as functional as usual with no one noticing them. Countless people going about their day as they did the day before and they’ll do tomorrow. Gridlock traffic with busy sidewalks. With two invisible teens and a baby in the mix. 
Luke looked at all the tall buildings as they walked through the busy city center until they came to a four story parking garage. 
John glanced around. “Hey the fog is lifting, I can kinda see better now.”
“Great. Now you’ll be able to walk easier,” Babylon said while stopping and looking the parking garage over. 
“Why do I hear so many cars now?” John asked. “Where did they come from?”
“We’re downtown.” Luke said. “They’ve been around us all this time, your hearing senses are coming back with the fog lifting. It happened to me. In a few minutes, everything will come to you.”
“Serious? We made it all the way down here from my house?” John called out. “I don’t feel tired from walking so much.”
Luke looked over to Babylon “So what is this place? Why a parking garage?” 
Babylon looked at his notepad. “Inside this parking garage is a kid named Paul who’ll die in a few moments. So we need to go get him.”
John looked down to Babylon. “This is what you do? Go around collecting people’s souls after they die?” 
“Something like that.” Babylon quickly answered.
John looked around. “Where is the glowing light? I heard when you die there’s a light you walk into, leading to heaven. I didn’t see it.” 
Luke thought about the light in John’s kitchen, why did Babylon run from it? 
Babylon quickly looked over to him. “…Oh the light, don’t waste your time with it. I got a better offer for you. I’ll be taking you to an amazing place.” 
“What?” John whispered as he looked over to Luke. “A better place? Like an amusement park? Never heard of anything like that happening to someone when they die.”
“Hard to explain now,” Babylon said. “You’ll understand when you see it. For now, let’s get the new guy.” 
They turned off the sidewalk and made their way inside the parking garage and walked up the ramp to the second level. 
Luke noticed how dark and dreary it looked inside with its low ceilings only seven feet high. It was quieter now than standing on the busy sidewalk next to the traffic. 
The first level was full of cars but the second level had a few parked cars scattered about. No one was around. Everyone who parked were at work in one of the tall buildings. 
Babylon led the way as they walked to a right hand corner where a blue car was parked in the shadows.  
Luke realized their footsteps should’ve echoed throughout the place, but didn’t. In fact not a sound was made. He watched as a young boy his age was trying to slide a metal bar down the driver’s side door trying to unlock it. He had seen this sort of thing in a movie. The kid in the black leather jacket and blue jeans was too young to be stealing the car itself. He figured he wanted something in the car, maybe the radio.  
The screeching of car tires echoed throughout the parking garage. As Luke quickly looked over his shoulder for the source. Within seconds a red sports car came flying around the corner down the ramp from the third level. Traveling way too fast for the underground parking. Looks as though there’s another thief in the parking garage. But this thief wanted the whole car. 
He looked back and saw the boy quickly step away from the blue car with his hands at his side. As though he wasn’t doing anything, but ended up stepping too far back. Right in front of the oncoming sports car.
“The boy was just hit.” Luke yelled out. “We need to call an ambulance.” 
Babylon stood still, shook his head and casually said. “Nothing we can do. We have to let nature take its course.” 
“Let nature take its course?” Luke called out. "What do you mean? A crime has been committed. He needs help.” Luke watched as the driver of the red sports car rolled down his window. Look down at the boy as his back tires spun. Taking off towards the exit ramp, disappearing out onto the street. “He’s getting away.” Luke yelled out. “We need to stop the driver.”
“We can’t stop the living from doing what they do. That’s the drawback to being a ghost.” Babylon said casually.
Luke looked over to John who was just as shocked. 
Babylon walked over to the boy whose spirit was now standing, as his body lay still on the cold concrete.
“Hi there,” Babylon said to the spirit as Luke and John stood back and watched. Not knowing what to say after what they just witnessed. 
The boy jumped when he heard someone call out to him. “Who is that? Is someone there?”
John turned to Luke and whispered. “That’s what I said. Looks like his lost in the fog as well. Does that happen to everyone?”
Luke nodded and whispered back, “That’s what Babylon told me. It happened to me. I saw it happen to you.”
“Got a weird feeling about all this. Something doesn’t feel right. Maybe Babylon is hiding something from us,” John whispered.
Luke paused for a moment. “Like what?”
“I don’t know but I would like to find out. This doesn’t look like heaven. I thought after you die you see a white light and after entering you see a large garden with blue skies. Not a parking garage while still in the city. I never thought when I die I’d find myself in a place like this. Why is Babylon a talking baby anyway?” He whispered as they watched him talk to Paul.
“That’s what he wants to be. In reality, he’s a fifty year old adult pretending to be a baby hiding from hitmen.”
“What hitmen?” John looked around. “There can’t be any in the afterlife. I wonder who he really is? What’s the real truth?””
It all looked the same to Luke by now. The new kid looked confused, lost in the fog as Babylon tried to explain what was happening. Looking relaxed the whole time. Luke guessed this was something he had done a number of times before. How many? How long? He couldn’t guess. The whole time Babylon was talking he had his cigar with him. It looked funny seeing a little baby smoking. 
After a few minutes, Babylon walked Paul over to Luke and John. It was clear Paul was lost in a fog. He was trying to walk a straight line avoiding anything around him. Even though there was nothing there.
Babylon said, “Kids take a look at the third recruit. His name is Paul.”
The kids said hi to him as Paul tried locating the voices. 
“How are you two not seeing this fog?” Paul called out. 
“We did at first. It passed for us, as it will pass for you.” John said.
 

Chapter  7	
			   
                         PAUL’S STORY
 
Morning sun was peeking through the windows facing east on the St. Jude Juvenile Shelter for Troubled Youth. Paul lay awake in the bed staring at the ceiling in the large room filled with other strangers who were still asleep. He didn’t know any of them, didn’t want to. Everyone in the room had their own hard luck story as to what drove them here. Everyone was convinced their story was worse than the next guy. 
The room was still dark. The lights had gone out at 10 pm and would turn on at 8 am. He thought about his home life and how he could’ve been in his bed right now. But in an odd way he’d rather be here. He was on the run. Knowing the police were out looking for him. He was too young to be out on his own. But that didn’t stop him from giving them the slip. Lying about his age. Knowing what to say to fool everyone into thinking he was an adult. 
It wasn’t the best place, but it was freedom. He didn’t like being told what to do. He didn’t like the home life. Didn’t like school, too many people telling him how to live. His parents wanted him to do well in school and go on to become a banker. Wearing a suit and tie each day in some downtown office. It only made him feel trapped. Living someone else’s life. 
His dad said if he didn’t like the rules he could leave. Little did his dad know he’d follow through on the bluff. Sneaking out one night, not returning. Seeing his face on the news as a reporter mentioned him missing. He hadn’t been home in a few months now. Never had any plans on going back to school. He saw the rules at home and school were like living in hell. How could it get any worse?
The streets were his new home. He knew he could make money stealing car radios and use the money to live off of. The one thing he understood was cars. He knew how to fix’em and get into them. He knew where he could sell the radios for cash for food. He had no reason to look out for anyone. Being alone gave him freedom, no one to care about. He knew he could leave any problem in seconds. Just run and never look back.
His parents said he could come home any time he wanted. But that meant going back to rules. Doing it this way gave him the freedom he wanted. 
In school, teachers were mean to him. He always had difficulty learning. But out here, on the streets,  he had freedom.   
The one place he liked hanging out was parking garages. Why not, no one was around. After the drivers parked and left for the day he could do what was needed. 
Never stick his neck out for anybody. No one looked out for him why should he care about helping others. He’d gladly run from any problem, no reason to fight anybody else’s war. He looked after himself that’s all that was needed.
After the sun was up he left the juvenile home. Made his way across town hung out for a bit at a park and then onto the parking garage. Causally made his way up the first ramp. Making sure no one could see him, acting as though he belonged there. On the second level, he spotted a blue car that looked nice. He could get a pretty penny for its radio inside. It was the type of car he could break into without any problems. The metal bar under his jacket would work well. He would slide it into the side of the door panel and pop the lock get inside and pull out the radio in a blink of an eye.   
He almost had the car unlocked when he heard a car coming down from the third level. He stepped back acting as though everything was cool. He looked over his shoulder and for a brief second saw a fast approaching red sports car………
 
 
 

Chapter 8
 
Babylon looked up to the three kids. “Now it’s time to meet the big man.” He said with a smile. 
Paul looked down at Babylon. “What’s going on here? Meet someone? I can’t meet anybody, all I see is fog. How long have we been dead?” 
Babylon glanced down at his notes. “Let’s see here. For Luke, it’s been a month. For John, it’s been about fifteen days, and for Paul, it’s been two days.” 
“What?” Paul yelled out. “I’ve been dead for two days? You have to be kidding. Getting hit by the car just happened.” 
Luke and John looked at each other confused as well.
“I was in my house not too long ago.” John quickly said.
“It appears that way to you. But your parents are at home now after your funeral.” Babylon said with a smile. 
“This is too much.” John said shaking his head.
Babylon nodded, “Time will play games with you when you’re dead, don’t bother with a watch anymore. Now we have to get going.” He looked back towards the three of them. “John and Luke help guide Paul until the fog lifts for him. We’re off now for a wonderful adventure.” He said with a smile and turned to leave.
The three boys looked at each other and back to Babylon.
“Why is he using words like wonderful adventure?” John whispered. 
As they were walking down the ramp towards the first level Luke looked over his shoulder and saw a warm glowing white light appearing. There it is again. Why is Babylon yet again walking away from it? He was about to say something when he noticed Babylon and John were too far ahead. He had to catch up while helping Paul. 
 

Chapter 9
 
The four of them made their way along Main Street. Passing by businessmen in suits and women chatting on cell phones. Luke wondered how odd it must be, three teenage ghosts following a baby in a tuxedo smoking a cigar, without anyone noticing.  
He knew if it were a movie it would’ve been a comedy, but in reality, there was nothing to laugh at. They were all dead, their parents grieving for their loss. Being taken somewhere mysterious, instead of going to heaven.
The three boys would move aside when someone approached. Whereas Babylon simply walked straight ahead and phased through everyone.   
Paul looked over to Luke and John and whispered, “You guys know where we’re headed?”
“Babylon has kept that from us. Keeps saying it’s wonderful.” Luke whispered back.
Paul whispered, “I don’t like that idea. I always want to know where I’m going. This is feeling creepy.”
John nodded in agreement. 
They followed as Babylon moved through the city centre with a sense of purpose, as though he were late for something. Moving as fast as his little legs would take him. Soon moving into the suburbs, passing by houses of all types. Then into the industrial side of town.
 Luke thought about the so-called mystery man they were going to see. Who was he? Babylon said he was nice, but what did that mean?
 

Chapter 10
 
A short time later Paul looked to his left at the warehouses and then to his right at the trucks passing by. “Hey, the fog is lifting, I can see everything now. I don’t know what’s going on, but at least I can see. A moment ago I was stealing car radios, now I’m following a talking baby being told I’ve been dead for two days. This has to be a dream.”
“I know how you feel,” Luke quietly said as he looked around at all the industrial buildings. With large trucks thundering by, the suburban houses long gone. He knew they were on the other side of town next to the ocean. 
Even though they had been walking for hours none of them felt tired, or hungry. If anyone living had walked the same distance fatigue would’ve set in by now. 
Paul pointed to a tall man in a black hat who walked by. “Hey, I know him, he works with my father. Can I call out to him?”
“You can try,” Babylon said while looking over his shoulder towards Paul. “But he won’t answer. He can’t hear you. The living can’t see or hear us in any way. That will benefit you later on.”
The three boys quickly looked at each other wondering the same thing. “Benefit us?” Paul said.  “What did he mean by that?” 
Luke realized Babylon had led them all the way to the docks, down at the harbour. They stopped at the large metal front gates. Why on earth were they here? This was the opposite to heaven. Things keep getting more weird. 
He looked upon the rows of warehouses as a massive truck stopped next to them. The driver had his paperwork checked by the security guard, the gate lifted and entered after approval. 
Luke watched as the truck made its way over to the arriving cargo ship which carried hundreds of stacked trailers. Loaded with goods to be dropped off to countless malls and stores all over the country. 
He looked to the endless blue ocean to his left, in a small way reminding him of heaven. Where he should be now. 
He looked to his right at the new state-of-the-art buildings and then to the far left at all the empty rundown old buildings.
His dad was reading in the newspaper of the newly developed docks with brand new buildings. How all the dockworkers switched over from the old buildings to the new ones on the opposite side. Even the mayor showed up with a ribbon cutting ceremony. City council then debated what to do with the old buildings.
After the gates closed the three boys followed Babylon through not carrying if the gates were open or not. 
They headed towards the empty rundown section. He couldn’t help but wonder why they being led to such a place. How could this be better than heaven? 
As they walked along he looked over the old buildings locked up waiting to be torn down at some point. They were state of the art decades ago, but old and run down now. 
No one was around, the area was deserted. All the workers were busy on the newly developed side. The only things alive around here were the birds flying overhead. 
Babylon approached a large rundown abandoned two-story warehouse. The furthest back of them all. To a point where you’d miss it if you were not looking for it. 
Thick weeds had grown tall surrounding the edges. White paint faded and started to peel off the outside walls. He figured no one had been inside in years.
The first-floor windows were covered up with old wooden planks and a quick splash of black paint. Preventing anyone from seeing inside. 
Large padlocks secured the front metal doors. No one was getting in. But it didn’t stop Babylon from strolling straight on through, as though the doors were never there.
The three boys stood outside looking at each other wondering what to do next.   
Luke glanced around the docks as the wind blew, but his hair didn’t move. Quiet, lifeless, nothing happening. A bright blue sky above with waves splashing against the pier walls. Far on the other side dockworkers went about their busy day in their orange vest, steel toe shoes and safety helmets. Some in forklifts moving skids onto trucks. Others worked the cranes lifting heavy trailers off ships.
“So what do we do now?” John whispered, “Follow the baby inside?”
“What’s on the other side waiting for us?” Paul whispered back.
Luke knew they couldn’t be hurt anymore, but he still felt uneasy by the whole idea. Not too long ago each of them were living normal lives, going about their day. Now they stood as ghosts outside an abandoned creepy building at the docks.
“There’s only one way to find out what we’re in for.” Luke said as he slowly approached the door, hesitated and stepped through. Paul and John followed behind.
Once inside they didn’t speak. Just looked around the dark dusty floor full with car radios, computers, TVs, cell phones. Other larger objects were covered under grey cloths.
“What is this?” Paul called out. “It’s all stolen goods. I recognize stolen car radios from a mile away. Pretty sure this isn’t heaven. Don’t think heaven has stolen goods lying around.” 
It wasn’t difficult for Luke to see why all the windows were boarded up. The warehouse was used for storing goods delivered by boat back in its day. But now it was being used for something else, and it was looking kind’ve sketchy.  
“Welcome inside boys.” 
Luke looked to his right and saw Babylon leaning against a metal staircase with a smile. “Just up the stairs and all your questions will be answered.” He turned to make his way up.
Luke looked at John and Paul and made their way towards the staircase. It was hard to see with the natural light blocked off from the covered up windows. 
Halfway up he realized there was no sound of their footsteps. He figured a group of teenagers walking up a metal staircase in an empty building would’ve echoed throughout the place, but not this time.
At the top, Luke stood at the railing looking down upon the once busy factory floor. Small beams of sunlight made their way through the second floor dusty windows. He could now see from one end to the other. Could it possibly get anymore dreary? What is Babylon playing at bringing them here?
They walked down a dark hallway with empty offices to the left and windows to the right. Burnt out florescent lights hung from above, held on by a few old wires. Luke figured they had been off for decades. The paint was peeling on the walls around them. There might have been a time when the hall and offices were full and busy, now they were cold and empty.
They stopped at the first door on the left. 
Babylon turned to the kids. “Wait here,” he said and walked through the door. 
The three boys looked at each other confused. Luke knew they were all wondering the same thing. What’s happening on the other side of the door? Who’s in there? 
After a minute Babylon walked back into the hallway. “Alright, it’s time for you to come in.” He turned and faced the brown door, raised his hand and gave a small wave to the side. The door swung all the way open.
“Wow,” Paul yelled out.
“That’s a neat little parlour trick you can do there. You should go on the road with it.” John said.
Babylon laughed then smiled, “It’s a little something I’ve learned to do. Controlling the energy around me. It’s something all of you will be able to do in time. Ever read ghost stories about ghosts moving objects? That’s how it’s done.”
“Man, I have to learn that,” John added. “But we could’ve walked through the closed door as you did.”
Babylon nodded, “I know, but I wanted to show off my skills. If you think that’s cool watch this.” In a flash of white light Babylon changed into John, then Paul, back into Babylon.
The three boys stood shocked and silent. They looked at each other and back to Babylon.
Paul yelled out. “That’s crazy, how did you pull that off?”
Babylon smiled. “A few tricks I’ve learned over the years.”
“Well, I must say I’m impressed.” Luke whispered.
“When someone becomes a ghost they develop a superpower. Something unique to them. For me, it’s changing my appearance.”
“What’s our abilities?” John asked.
“Not sure. For everyone it’s different. You have to discover it with time. It might happen right away or it could take time. For some it could be seeing the dark, or flying. Some it could be running at great speed. You never know what your ability will be. But you have to give it time to discover it.”  
“Just when I think this couldn’t get anymore strange.” John said.  
Paul pointed at the door. “Who’s on the other side?”
“You’ll see.” Babylon said with a smile.
The kids all looked at each other, hesitated for a moment and walked through the open door. 
Luke looked around the room. Right away he noticed the windows were covered up with long broken pieces of wood nailed together. Put up to keep the light out, or more importantly to stop anyone on the outside from seeing in. A dirty old green couch was against the wall to the right side. He guessed it had to be from the 60’s. Looked as though someone retrieved it from the garbage one morning.  
Next to it was a nightstand with an old-fashioned red oil lamp. Looked authentic, maybe from the 20’s. The small flame burning inside flickered orange light around the room. 
In front of the couch was a wooden dusty table he wouldn’t want to eat food off of. A few broken wooden old chairs circled around it. 
A thousand stains from everything imaginable on the floor. He wondered how anyone could live in such a place. 
A red velvet oversized chair was near the far wall hidden in the shadows. The back of it facing them. Might’ve been worth something when it was made back in the 30s, but now it looked completely run down. Another garbage dumpster find he guessed. Its bright red and black colours faded. Beside the chair on one side was a black safe. Something important had to be within it. On the other side was a small wooden table with a small TV on it. 
The place looked as though it would burn within seconds if ever it caught fire. A complete fire hazard. 
“Wow, talk about a miserable looking room.” John whispered as he looked around.
“So what’s up with this place?” Paul called out, his voice echoed.
Before anyone could say another word the red velvet chair across the room spun around. 
The kids jumped as Babylon stood still.
Luke looked at a tall man in a black suit a few sizes too small who sat staring at them. A large red tie hung around his neck, looking like a noose. His greying hair slicked back. The grease looked as though it had been applied months ago, never washed out. As though attempting to copy some mafia hood gangster from a low-budget B movie from the 50s. 
The stranger had his fingers interlocked with his elbows on the edge of the chair. His eyes were cold with a colder smile. “Hello, kids and welcome to your new home.” His voice was low, lacking any emotion. 
“Who are you? What’s going on?” Paul yelled out to him.
“All things will be answered in time.” The man said slowly with a smile.
Paul shook his head. “I don’t think so, I want some answers now. What do you want with us?”
The man in the black suit smiled. “This is your first day of class. You are the new students, the replacements. The others have gone on to, a better place.”
The three kids all looked at each other confused.
“You mind cutting to the chase, what’s going on here?” John asked.“I would like to get to heaven if you don’t mind. And what do you mean calling us students?”
Luke didn’t say anything he just stood back as Paul and John continued demanding answers. He noticed Babylon casually making his way over to the couch, climbed up and leaned back with his eyes closed as though bored. As though he had seen this happen before. 
The man in the red chair leaned forward. “My name is Carl. I am alive. I can see you; even though you’re dead. I am what the living would call a psychic medium. All my life I had the power to talk with the dead. I never asked for it. Some might say it’s a gift, well I say it’s a curse. I was an outcast for it. Everyone thought I was strange. So, what was I to do? Instead of being depressed about it, I made my negative a positive. Now I have the last laugh getting revenge on the living. They will all pay for laughing at me. That is where you kids come in. Welcome to my business, instead of calling it the life of crime, I call it the afterlife of crime.”
The three boys looked at each confused. 
“What are you getting at?” John yelled out.
“What do you want with three dead kids?” Paul called out with his hands on his hips.
“Yeah, What’s the big idea? Why are we not in heaven now?” John yelled out.
Carl leaned back. “You were supposed to go to heaven, but I stopped you. When someone dies they see the light and enter into it. However, if someone dies suddenly it takes a few seconds to clue into what has happened, then they enter the light. I sent my helper Babylon to stop you three from entering.”
Paul shook his head. “Stop us? That doesn’t make sense, I didn’t see any white light. Only grey fog.” 
Luke thought back to the white light Babylon told him to ignore. It was looking although this was nothing more than one big scam. The types you avoid when you get a number on your phone you don’t recognize. Everyone tells you not to answer. But he was caught off guard by dying. Not knowing you could be scammed afterwards. 
John nodded “We were told the fog appears when someone dies.”
Carl laughed, “It was an illusion created by Babylon. It was meant to stop you from seeing the light, which would’ve taken you to heaven. Giving Babylon the chance he needed to trick you into coming to see me.” He laughed while leaning back. 
“A trick?” John yelled out. “Are you kidding me?”
Luke noticed Babylon didn’t look up from the couch. He kept his head down reading his notepad. 
Paul shook his head looking at Carl. “You’re messed up. I’m wasting my time in this place, I want out here to find the light so I can enter heaven.” He yelled out.
Carl leaned forward staring at Paul. “Leaving will not be a good idea, you need to stay here and help me.” 
“Excuse me? Help you? With what?” Paul yelled out. 
Carl smiled, his eyes as cold as ice. “To do some work. It’s really simple. You do something for me and I let you go to heaven.” 
Paul laughed and turned away. “No deal freak. I don’t think so. I’m out of here. You’re a crazy man. I’m not working for you. I work for nobody. And Babylon should count himself lucky. If I knew this was a trick I would’ve drop kicked him into next week.” 
Babylon looked up and over to him. “You would kick a baby?” He said with a smile. “A little one year old?” He went back to reading and smoking his cigar. 
“You’re not a baby, you’re something weird.” John yelled over to him.
Babylon didn’t even look up. “Oh get over it. Everyone gets mad at me at first. Then they get used to it. I always get the short end of the stick. Isn’t that right Carl?”
“Silence Babylon,” Carl yelled out. “I’m teaching the new kids the rules of this place.” 
“Don’t think so,” Paul yelled out. “No rules for me. I’m out of here.” He turned and headed for the door. 
Luke noticed Carl glancing up and leaning back in his chair. As if he knew something bad was about to happen and was trying to avoid it. 
“That would not be a good idea,” Carl whispered. Holding his hands together in front of his chin. As his elbows rested on the edge of the chair.
A black fog appeared above Carl and moved towards Paul. Descended downward.  
In a blink of an eye, Luke watched Paul disappear. A small amount of black smoke remained where he once stood.
Luke and John jumped back yelling out. They looked at each other wide-eyed and speechless.
“No silly boy, it’s not what I will do. It’s what the Darkness will do.” Carl said in a low voice and laughed.
“What’s… the Darkness?” John whispered looking over his shoulder at Carl.
Luke couldn’t understand what he witnessed. Everything that has happened to him today was weird, and it kept getting worse. From odd to nightmare. He noticed Babylon looked uninterested while flipping through his notepad.
Carl smiled. “You see everyone has a boss. So do I. What you saw there was my boss making sure no one leaves. It would be smart for the rest of you to cooperate.” He said in a low slow voice and smile.
“Will he return?” Luke asked.
“If the Darkness decides it. It’s not my call. The Darkness decides everything.”
“We need to be logical about this.” Luke said.
“Logical?” Carl quickly said. “How does that apply to what’s going on here? Logic doesn’t exist in the afterlife.”
Luke quickly stepped back after a second black puff of smoke appeared above him. Paul reappeared in the room falling onto the floor, a look of horror in his eyes. 
Luke quickly leaned over to help him up.
Paul stared off into the distance mumbling, “Fire all around me…. I was in …a cave…fire. I was … there for hours… maybe days.” 
A deep voice echoed the room. “Stay.”
John and Luke quickly looked around wondering where it came from. 
Carl nodded, “You see there’s punishment for anyone who disobeys the rules. Simple follow the rules and everyone goes to heaven, it’s not hard really. You help me and nothing bad happens.”
The black fog moved above Carl.
“I like to introduce you three boys to pure evil, its name is the Darkness.” Carl said with a smile. 
John and Luke looked above him at the dark fog.
Silence now filled the room for what felt like an eternity. 
Luke wanted out. But he didn’t know what to do.
Carl leaned forward. “Here’s what I need from you three. Since you are ghosts no one can see you. This will be used to your advantage. Each one of you has a skill. John is good with computers; he’ll break into computer stores. Paul knows about cars; he’ll break into car dealerships. And Luke has a history of breaking into houses. You three will follow rich people into their houses and businesses. Watch as they open their safes. Get the number to the safe and tell me. Don’t worry about being seen. You can stand right beside them, they won’t know. You’re ghosts, how would they know you’re there? It’s that simple. As they set the home alarm you can watch them and report to me what kind of security they have.”
“You want us to be thieves?” John called out.
“Call it whatever you like.” Carl said. 
“Why do you care about the numbers to the safe? Are you going to break in later?” John asked.
“Not me. I sell the information to thieves. They are the ones who do the breaking in. The goods are brought here for shorting. You probably saw some of the goods on the first floor when you arrived. I keep all the information in my silver chest which is locked up in my safe.” He pointed down to the safe by his side. “This is how I make a living. After you have served me for a certain amount of time you’ll be able to leave and enter the light. If you say no…” he leaned forward and smiled. “The Darkness will come for you. It’s that simple. Disobey me and live in hell. Obey me and you can go to heaven. It’s not like you will be caught and go to jail. You’re dead no one will see you.” 
John looked at him. “That’s it? You’re a thief, nothing more. Using ghosts for help?”
Carl glared over to him. “A thief?” he laughed, “What I’m doing here is so much more. Soon I will rule over the Earth.” 
“How will breaking into houses help you rule the Earth?” Luke asked.
“Silence,” Carl yelled out. “You don’t need to know the master plan. But there is something you need to do. It’s the main reason why you’re here. It’s to locate the Revelation text for me.”
“Rule the earth? … Search for the what?” John asked.
Carl leaned forward. “An ancient document The Darkness has been looking for. When found it will be used for something you could not comprehend. When you’re in houses you’ll look out for it. If you ever see it you must tell me right away. When located you’ll be rewarded with a one way ticket to heaven instantly.”
John looked over to Luke, then back to Carl. “I’ve never heard of this thing. How do we know what we’re looking for?” 
Carl turned to the table next to him, opened up the drawer and took something out, turned it towards the kids. “This is a replica of the Revelation text. The words are not a match, that’s why it’s powerless. But the real one is written in Latin, calligraphy, broken up into three paragraphs. There are three red strips along the top, with a red upside down pentagram symbol at the bottom. The symbol is its biggest giveaway. Once you see let me know straightaway.” 
“Powerless?” John asked. “How could any paper have power?”
Luke looked at it and for a moment had to look twice. He could’ve sworn he’d seen it somewhere before, but where? How and why would he know anything about an ancient Revelation text?   
“We have to find that in someone’s house?” John yelled out. “That’s impossible. It could be anywhere. What are the odds of walking through some stranger’s house in this city and seeing that one little ancient text? Do you know how long that could take?”
Carl nodded. “Whats it matter to you, you’re a ghost, you can look for it for years on end. I know it to be in the city, and it must be found. Never stop looking. The world will change once it’s been located.” 
“What does that mean?” John called out. “How can that text change the world?”
“No more questions.” Carl yelled out as he leaned back in his chair. “And when you’re out breaking into houses and feel like running away and never coming back, go right ahead. But remember if you do, you’ll be trapped on Earth as a ghost forever. No one to talk to. Invisible to everyone until the end of time. The Darkness will track you down and send you to hell forever. But if you stay you’ll be given a chance to enter the light. The choice is yours. And if you choose to stay and not work you’ll be punished with a trip to Hell to smarten you up. Ask the boy on the floor what his stay in Hell was like. That was for a short time, imagine hundreds of years.” Carl crossed his arms.
“I think there’s a logical way of dealing with this issue. One that does not involve breaking into houses.” Luke said.
“What are you going on about boy?” Carl yelled out.
“We can do research at the library and museum on the Revelation text. To see if we can understand it.” Luke said. 
“What on earth are you saying?” Carl called out. “You sound way too clever for someone who breaks into houses. I’ve grown tired of this conversation. It’s time for you to leave the room. Make your way down the hall. The last room on your left is the room you’ll be staying in. Babylon will come by later to teach you how things are done around here. And another thing, make sure you do not go up the stairs at the end of the hall. The room up there is off limits. Hell awaits anyone who goes up there.” He pushed his feet across the floor and his chair spun back around.
Luke looked over to John who was just as confused as to what happened.
This wasn’t heaven, this was hell. How did he end up in a place like this? And why did Carl think he was a thief who robbed houses while alive? What made him think such a thing?
Without saying a word he turned to leave the room helping John carry Paul who was still disoriented.  
They made their way down the hall as sunlight from the windows on the righthand side lit them up. They stopped at the door and looked inside.
“Guess this is it.” John said. 
They entered the room with Paul still rambling about dark caves and demons. 
Luke looked at three military beds with grey blankets. A window which at some point was quickly covered with black paint. A few spots in the corners were missed letting in some sunlight. A single light hung from the center of the room. The walls were nothing but grey old paint.
They made their way to one of the beds and laid Paul down on it.
“Can you believe this is happening?” John said shaking his head. “Is that guy out of mind? He wants us to break into houses and spy on  their owners? We need to think of a way out of this nightmare.”   
Luke agreed, “But how do we get away from the Darkness? Look what happened to Paul.” 
John paced the room. “We need to think of something, What does he mean we have to find the Revelation text? What is that all about?”
Luke thought for a moment, why did the name sound familiar?  
 

Chapter 11
 
Carl leaned back in his red chair and looked over to Babylon. “Good to see new recruits. I’ll be back to making good money again. But you don’t look happy.” 
Babylon sat on the couch and looked away. “It’s been bothering me all this time.” He whispered. “You always tell the new kids the same lie. About going to heaven if they help you.”
“So?” Carl said.
“But, we both know, you never let any of the kids go there, no matter what they do. All the time of doing this you’ve never set any of them free. They all end up in hell in the end. Same thing will happen to these kids.”
“Of course, how can I let them end up in heaven? You know what will happen. They’ll tell the angels what’s happening and the archangels will come down here to stop us. The Darkness will not be happy. He’ll punish us both with a one-way ticket to hell, burning forever. Is that what you want? Because that’s where you’ll end up.”   
Babylon looked down at the floor.
“You’re in this as much as I am. It’s no longer about job protection; it’s about protecting our lives. You should be happy; I’m a caring man. I look out for you. Of course, I lie to all the kids about going to heaven, if I told them the truth at the start they’d refuse to work. I need to give them an incentive. Give them some hope, that’s all. We wouldn’t have to keep finding new recruits if the other kids didn’t quit and refuse to work after a while. All we need to do is find some kids who are as evil as you.”
Babylon quickly looked up. “I’m not evil. I just do as I’m told.”
Carl laughed, “Sure, I understand. Who knows maybe this new kid, the thief from the docks, what’s his name?”
“You mean Luke?”
“Yes, that one.” Carl paused for a moment. “It was odd though him being so logical. All the other kids have been hotheads with emotional problems. Luke should be the worst of them all. But no worries, he’ll be trained in time. He’ll work for us well; I see promise in his eyes. Maybe he could be permanent like you. Once we acquire the right group of kids who like spying on the rich we’ll be all set.”
“But my job is recruitment. I would be out of a job.” Babylon whispered. “That means you’d have no use for me. The Darkness will take me to hell forever.”
Carl smiled. “Out of a job? Never, you’ll always be needed.”
“I hope you’re not lying to me like you do with the kids.”
“You need to trust me. Just like I trust you, Trust is everything. Wouldn’t you agree?”
Babylon paused and whispered, “Oh, ah, yes, of course. Trust is everything. Of course Carl.”
Carl looked over to Babylon. “Now, stop wasting my time feeling sorry for those kids. Go check on them; see how they’re feeling. Find out if they’ll work for me or rebel right away. Tell them I’ll be calling upon them soon to teach them the ropes, show them how it’s done.” 
Babylon nodded, “Yes boss I’ll check on them.” He jumped off the couch and slowly walked out of the room with his head down.
 

Chapter 12
 
Carl watched Babylon walk out of the room. He leaned back in his red chair as the Darkness floated in the air across from him.
“The Revelation text is all I need. We are very close.” A deep voice echoed the dark dungy room.
Carl looked up at the black fog. “Yes, my master. I’ll make sure the kids find it. It’s only a matter of time before one of them discovers it. It’s somewhere in the city, at some point with all our break-ins we’ll come across it. The Knight's Templars can’t hide it forever.”
“When located and read out loud my demons will rise from hell. Spread out over the Earth, causing anarchy, destroying everything. The archangels will descend from heaven trying to stop them, leaving heaven unguarded. Leaving the gates of heaven open for me to enter and take over.” 
Carl laughed under his breath. “It will be a wonderful sight. And I will rule over the remains of Earth. Everyone will bow down to me.”
“Despair will flood everywhere with no hope. Heaven made the mistake of sending all sinners to hell. I’ve turned them all into soldiers. The time is soon. We will rise up. All souls in heaven will become my slaves. They believed themselves to be innocent but heaven is a lie. Everyone is a sinner; they lived in their denial for far too long. Hell is pure, honest. Once I rule over heaven there will be no more lies. I will make everyone see truth. I will set everything right. The Knight’s Templars will not stop me.”  
Carl smiled. “The world will burn and happiness along with it. Nothing will remain standing. Not even a miracle will stop it. The sky will turn black. And I will reign supreme over the Earth as you rule heaven. Everything is falling into place, no one can stop us now.”   
“But remember to teach them the most important thing”. The Darkness said. “Keep them out of all churches. We cannot have them entering holy ground.”
Carl nodded. “Not a problem. I’ll make sure Babylon warns the kids away from anything holy. He’s done so with all the other kids, and they have obeyed. The kids will be taught it’s dangerous for them to do so. They will never learn the truth.”  
 

Chapter 13
 
Luke helped Paul back up onto his feet.
Paul stood next to the bed and shook his head mumbling, “I can’t believe I was in hell. Never thought the place was real. It was like the way we were taught in school. Massive fires for miles on end, pits of boiling lava, hundreds of caves in all directions, screams coming from everywhere. It was so hot. I saw an army of demons. Thousands of them, waiting orders.”
Luke looked over to him. “I’ll bet you’ll do anything to not go back there.”
Paul nodded, “anything.”
John turned to Luke. “Carl actually wants us to break into houses? Who does he think we are, the Catman?” 
“Is he even real?” Luke asked.
John walked over to the window. “After everything that happened so far, anything is possible.”
“The Catman has to be an urban legend,” Luke said as he stood by the door. “It can’t be one guy robbing all those houses. It has to be more than one person.”
John turned and paced the floor. “The police say, they’re only looking for one person. No one knows how the Catman gets in and out of houses without tripping any alarms.” 
The three kids turned when they heard the door opening and watched as Babylon walked in. 
“You betrayed us,” John yelled out as he ran towards him. Luke held him back. 
Babylon didn’t bother looking up. “Relax kids, I know you’re all angry. Everyone gets angry with me at this point. I’ve been here before. I know you’re going to say I lied to you. And I tricked you here. Let’s face it, if you knew the truth you wouldn’t have come along. I didn’t want to lie, but sometimes lying has to happen.”
“You stopped us from entering the light.” Luke said to Babylon.
John looked over to Luke. “What light is that?” 
Luke looked over to him, “I saw the glowing white light after you and Paul were picked up. But Babylon told me to ignore it.”
“What?” Paul yelled out. “We could be in heaven now?”
“I had no choice but to tell you to ignore it.” Babylon said. “If I failed to bring all three of you here the Darkness would’ve punished me.”
“So this is all about you protecting you?” John asked.
“It’s about not being sent to hell.” Babylon said. “Ask Paul what it was like in there. Trust me, if you knew you’d do anything to avoid it. I’ve seen too many kids taken to hell and come back rambling like a lunatic about it. I’ve never been there, and I don’t intend to.” 
“What’s up with the weird guy saying we have to work for him?” John asked, “I’m not working for anyone, much less being a thief. If I’m dead, I want to go to heaven.” 
Babylon looked at the three of them. “It’s not any different than when you were alive. You guys were criminals before, why should you care now?”
“What do you mean we were criminals before?” Luke asked, “I wasn’t one, I had a good life.” 
Babylon laughed to himself, “Of course you were. That’s what all the kids say. Carl wants kids who were criminals while they were alive so breaking the law after death would be easy. Paul was stealing car radios, John was into computer hacking. And you were into breaking into houses.”
“That wasn’t me.” Luke called out.
Babylon paused, “What do you mean it wasn’t you?”  
John looked over to Babylon. “Do you not care about us? How can you be so mean? We’re strangers to you. Bad enough we died, but you won’t let us go to heaven. Even worse we have to work for this nut named Carl. Who apparently can see us.”
Babylon looked over to him. “We’re all in this together, I don’t want to be here anymore than you. But I’m not risking going into the light and facing judgment. Nor am I going to hell being punished by the Darkness. But if you want out of this nightmare, it’s simple. Find the ancient Revelation text and you’ll be off to heaven.”
Paul turned to him. “About that, I know nothing about the Revelation text. Never heard of it. I don’t get it, what’s so big about a piece of old paper? What does it do?”
Babylon shook his head, “I don’t know, they won’t tell me. But the Darkness has been looking for it for years. A crazy obsession.” 
John quietly laughed to himself as he walked the room. “We’re supposed to enter into houses and look around for it? What are the odds on us finding it?” 
Paul nodded, “One in a million chance, if we’re lucky.”  
“I know how this sounds, yes the odds are against you.” Babylon said. “But this is how it has to happen. Carl knows it’s located somewhere in this city. But he doesn’t know which house. By looking into each place we can stumble across it. Being ghosts can make it happen, no one can see you.”
“I got a bad feeling about this Revelation text.” John said looking over to Luke and Paul. “Carl looked like a crazy man while talking about it. Who knows what it will do when found.” 
Paul nodded, “I don’t care what Carl wants with it. If finding means getting out of here I’ll be sure to find it. The sooner the better.”
Luke knew the name from somewhere. Why did the Revelation text mean something to him? Was it from school? A movie? Where? “We have to be level headed and see the logical side of things.”
“Nothing logical about this mess.” Paul said. “Besides, you seem too smart and calm to be in a life of crime.”
“That’s what I keep trying to say.” Luke said.
“We need to work together.” Babylon said 
“We?” John said. “We don’t want you here.” John yelled out to Babylon.
Paul agreed. “We’re slaves because of you.” He said as he turned his back.
“I know how you feel.” Babylon lowered his head quickly turned to leave the room and made his way down the dark hall as Luke followed him.
Babylon stopped in the hallway, looked over his shoulder. “This happens all the time. I meet kids and they get mad at me for bringing them here. I had no choice, if I didn’t I’d be sent to hell. What was I to do?”
“I can help.” Luke called out. 
“Why do you care to help? No different than the past, why start now?”
“I can see you don’t want to be doing this. What do you want?”
“I want to be left alone, no one likes me.” Babylon continued looking at the ground. 
“I understand, I want to help. See if there’s anything I can do.” Luke whispered. 
Babylon looked up to Luke. “Help? No one has ever cared about me. I don’t need your help. I don’t need anybody. Trust me life is better that way.” He turned and walked off.    
Luke wanted to say something, say the right thing, but he didn’t know what to say. It was living in a dream. Everything was new to him. He made his way back into the bedroom.
“Can’t help but feel bad for him. For all of us.” Luke said.
“You feel sorry for that little baby?” Paul said. “Oh please.”
“Don’t waste your time with that freak. He lied to us.” John yelled out. “Look at the mess we’re in now because of him. He knew what he was doing.”  
“But he has reasons. He was afraid of ending up in hell if he didn’t go along with it.”
“Whose side are you on?” Paul called out. 
“I want all of us to get out of here.” Luke said. 
John sat on his bed staring at the dark window and whispered. “Guess this is punishment for the life I lived, everything bad coming back in the afterlife. The hacking I pulled off this past year. Punishment catches up with everyone, even after death.’ 
Paul nodded, “Stealing car radios can land you into hell apparently.” 
“Can’t help but wonder what all my classmates are doing right now.” Luke quietly asked. “How they handled hearing about my death.” 
“At least you were in school.” Paul said. “I can’t remember the last time I set foot in one. I’ve been on the run from the police for months.”
“I wonder how many came out to my funeral?” John asked. “Probably not much. I didn’t have any friends in school. All they did was laugh at me. I’m guessing family members came out because they had to, but no one else. Hackers don’t attend other’s funerals.”  
“I wish this wasn’t happening and I was back home reading comics.” Paul said.
Luke nodded, “you like them as well? I love comic books.” 
“Are you kidding? I’m the biggest comic book collector out there,” Paul called out.
“I’m always hanging out at Buster’s Comic Book Shop.” John said.
“Me too,” both Luke and Paul said at the same time.
“Looks like we all have the same thing in common.” Luke said while smiling. 
For the first time Luke felt better sitting around talking about comic books. It didn’t make everything perfect. But in a small way, he felt a little bit normal chatting about his favourite thing. The kids sat around talking about their favourite comic books. Luke mentioned Robot Force.
   		        

Chapter 14
 
Luke stood at the window looking for the thin areas of no paint watching the sun rise. Seeing it light up the vast ocean then the dock. Watching the massive boats arriving.
He wasn’t sure what day it was, but the sun had gone down and had risen, he must’ve been the next morning. But Babylon said time has no meaning in the afterlife. Maybe it has been a day, or longer. 
“The funny thing is realizing how we don’t need food or sleep,” Paul said sitting on his bed and laughed.
“True, who knew being dead would be like this. I never thought about ghosts having to eat or sleep.” John added.
“Makes you wonder if we’re really here or not,” Luke said, “As if this is all a dream.”
Paul paced the room. “What I want to know is why Carl told us to avoid the staircase at the end of the hall? What could be up there ghosts are not allowed to see?” 
They paused for a moment all trying to come up with a smart answer as to why they had to avoid it.
“Maybe it’s filled with comic books.” Luke said causing them all to laugh. 
“That would be amazing. Sitting back reading them. It would make being here not so bad.” John added.
“Not the new ones, but the oldest ones. The type worth thousands.” Paul said. “No wonder he doesn’t want us there.” Paul crossed his arms. “Makes me want to check it out.”  
John nodded in agreement.
“You don’t really think it has comics.” Luke said. “We have to be careful. It could lead us to hell.” 
John turned to the other two. “Well, I’m not going to stand around guessing. I’m going to find out what’s up there.” He turned and headed towards the door. 
“What?” Luke called out. “You can’t do that, we were told not to.”
Paul quickly got up and followed John.
Luke hesitated and followed as well. When he reached the bedroom door he stopped, peeked out down the hall looking for Carl. When he knew it was clear he entered the hallway and caught up to them. 
They reached the end of the hall and looked up the long staircase staring into darkness. 
“I can see a door up there,” Paul whispered. “Looks kinda creepy though.”
“Wonder what’s behind it?” Luke asked and kept looking over his shoulder down the hall making sure Carl didn’t see them.
“Maybe Carl keeps dead bodies up there.” John whispered.
“Oh man,” Luke quickly looked over to him, “Don’t be saying that. That’s nasty.”
John looked up at the door. “Wouldn’t put it past him. He’s a strange guy. You never know what odd things weird people have lying around.”
“Maybe we should head back to the room in case Carl sees us looking at the staircase,” Luke said.
“But like you said,” John whispered. “Maybe it could be filled with cool comic books.” 
“I was only kidding around with that.” Luke said. “Carl doesn’t seem the comic book collector type.”
The three continued to stare up the dark staircase.
“What’s happening here?”
The three boys jumped and quickly turned to look at Babylon.
“Nothing,” John yelled out. “You know, just wandering around. Nothing much.”
Babylon looked at him, “Wandering around is a bad idea in a building like this.”
“We can’t get hurt, we’re already ghosts.” Paul said.
“It’s not about getting hurt, it’s about secrets Carl wants hidden from the world.” 
“We wanted to know. What’s in the room at the top of the staircase?” John quickly asked while pointing at the stairs.
Babylon jumped, “That room? You can’t go in there,” he yelled out. “Certain things should be left alone. If Carl finds out you were in there he’ll call upon the Darkness to take you to hell. No one can ever find out what’s up there. Don’t end up like Tommy.”
They looked at each other.
”Who’s Tommy?” Paul asked.
Babylon lowered his voice. “One of the first kids who had to work for Carl. Wore a red jacket and a green hat. He went snooping up those stairs. Wanting to see what was hidden. Carl caught him; before you knew it, Carl flew into a rage and called upon the Darkness to take Tommy to hell. I haven’t seen the kid since. Thought the Darkness would’ve brought him back after a certain amount of time. Teach him a lesson, but it never happened. Tommy is gone for good, all because he wanted to sneak up those stairs. Best if you stay down here or end up like Tommy.”
Luke looked over to Paul and John. “Wow, Carl sounds serious about this. What could be up there?”   
John looked at Babylon, “no problem, we’ll stay away.” He said with a smile and glanced over to Paul. 
Babylon looked at the three of them. “Anyways, Carl wants the three of you to come downstairs to the first floor. Wants you to learn about safes and how to rob a house.”
“Learning about safes?” John said and shook his head. 
They followed Babylon along the hall and down the metal stairs.
Luke noticed Carl in the middle of the wide open room sitting in a blue office chair. The kind with black wheels on the bottom, surrounded with stolen goods of all kinds. He looked over to Paul and John then back to Carl. 
John gave his head a shake. “What is all this?”
Luke looked to his right and saw three white fold-out tables with a pen on each one. What was up with that? 
Carl turned the chair around and looked up to them. “This is what’s been stolen throughout the city for the past few days. It’s been brought here to be shorted through. After I’m finished putting a value on everything I’ll put a call out to my contacts. Who’ll come by and take it away to pawn shops in different cities so it can’t be traced.” 
Paul turned to Luke and whispered, “So this is where all the goods stolen from people’s houses and business ends up. I’ve always wondered where it goes. I bet some of my car radios have passed through here.”
“Now stop wasting time, come over here and look at this.” Carl yelled out.
The kids walk over to the middle of the floor closer to where Carl had three large black safes lined up beside each other.
Carl turned to the kids. “This is where you’ll practice on how to get the numbers right when watching someone opening their safe. I’m going to open each safe, each of you will take turns getting in close and remembering the numbers. And don’t forget to take note of what’s in the safe.” He pointed to the black safe closest to his left foot. “You probably have seen a safe like this at some point. Opening one is straightforward. Remember the pattern of left, right, left, right. The homeowner will spin the dial to the left four times stopping on the first correct number. Then turning it three times to the right and stopping on the next number at the end of the third rotation. Then they’ll make a full rotation to the left stopping on the third number.  Now you’ll come up to the last number which is achieved by turning the dial to the right and stop when the final number is reached. You’ll hear a click noise, letting you know the safe is now open. Make note of the numbers you see as the homeowner turns the dial.” He lowered the silver handle opening the safe and looked back to the kids. 
He closed the safe. “I’m going to act like a man coming home from work and opening his safe. I want you to move close enough to watch and remember the numbers.” He pointed to John, “you first.”
John had his arms crossed and glanced over to Paul and Luke, shrugged and moved closer. Carl stood up from his chair and took a few steps back towards the warehouse doors. He walked across the room, sat down in a chair, leaned over and opened the safe. After he was finished he looked over to John. “What numbers did you see?” 
John paused, raised his eyebrows and thought about it for a moment. “Maybe a 7 to the left, 38 to the right, 40 to the left and stopping on 19.”
Carl shook his head. “Those are not the right numbers, you must pay attention. Let’s do it again, this time get closer and focus on the safe.” Carl leaned forward again and turned the safe dial. After the safe was open he looked back to John. “What numbers did you see this time?” 
“7 to the left, 35 to the right, 42 to the left finishing on 17.”
Carl nodded, “Good, you finally got it. You see how getting in close helps you see the numbers better. What did you see in the safe?” 
John paused, “Oh, I believe I saw stacks of money and some jewelry.”
“Yes, but make sure you’re more accurate than saying money and jewelry. Make note of how much money. So I’ll know if it’s worth going after. There could be a little bit of jewelry or a lot. I need to know.” 
He looked over to Paul. “You there boy, it’s your turn.” He pushed his chair over to the next safe. “I’ll have to use a different safe to make sure you know what you’re doing, not repeating the numbers the other boy said. Make sure you watch closely. Don’t be guessing, it’s pointless to guess.” 
John and Paul switched places. John stood next to Luke as Paul moved next to Carl.
Carl leaned forward in his chair, turned the dial and opened the safe. He looked back at Paul. “What numbers did you see?”
Paul paused for a moment. “2 to the left, 27 to the right, 52 to the left and stopping on 80.”
Carl groaned a bit, “Almost, watch again.” He closed the safe spun the dial and opened it again. He looked back to Paul.
“2 to the left, 27 to the right, 53 to the left and stopping on 82.”
“Yes, you got it right that time. Make sure you pay attention when you’re in someone’s house. What did you see inside the safe when I had it open?”
Paul thought for a second. “Looked like a bar of gold, some emeralds and two stacks of cash.”
Carl nodded. “Yes, you have good eyes. Make sure you use them when safes are open. Now move back,” he pointed to Luke. “Now you.”
Luke moved closer as Carl moved to the third safe. He watched as Carl opened it.    
“What numbers did you see?”
Luke quickly said, “6 to the left, 39 to the right, 60 to the left and ending on 43.”
Carl looked over to him. “Yes, that is correct. You got it on your first try. Make sure you’re this good when out in real houses so we can make money off of you. Did you see anything else?”  
Luke paused for a moment. “It looked like a copy of the Revelation text was in there. The one you had on your desk.”
Carl nodded. “Good, you saw it. It’s important all three of you look for the Revelation text. That’s why we’re here. Getting money and gold is nice but the Revelation text is all that truly matters. I know it’s in the city. We need to look everywhere for it, especially in safes. Tell me if you see it and you’re off to heaven. Now you’ve seen how simple that was. Nothing to it, you’re ghosts so you can get in close and not worry about being seen. You don’t have to hide behind walls or in shadows. This is why ghosts make the best thieves. Now you’ll be able to go out and do this for real. The first time you’ll be out with Babylon. You can watch and learn from him. Then you’ll be sent out on your own.” 
Carl turned to Babylon. “Now it is time for you to teach them about focusing their energy.” He looked back to the boys. “I want you to learn this technique in case you’re in a house and need to move something in order to find the Revelation text.” He turned and walked towards the staircase headed towards his office.  
Babylon stepped forward stopping at the white tables and turned to the kids. “This will be your first lesson on how to move and touch objects in the real world.” Babylon turned to the table. “Notice this pen?” He reached down to the closest table and picked it up. “You’re watching me holding a pen, but if someone living was in this room they’d be seeing this pen floating on its own. I can do this because I can focus my energy into one area. You’ll be able to do this as well. I’ll teach you how. You can use this to help yourself when inside a house. If you see a stack of papers and believe the Revelation text is under them you can focus your energy and move the papers.” He put the pen back down and stepped back from the table. “You can approach a table and stand in front of a pen.” 
The three boys made their way forward and stood in front of a table looking at the pen in front of them.
Babylon nodded. “Now, try to reach down and pick up the pen for yourself.”
Each of them reached down and their hand passed right through the pens.
“Hey what’s the big idea?“ John said, “Why didn’t I pick it up as you did?”
“I can’t move my pen either.” Paul called out.
Babylon looked over to them. “You need to focus your energy. See yourself in your mind picking up the pen. Seeing it moving. Imagine yourself alive again picking up a pen. The more you focus the more it can happen.”
The boys tried again.
The pen in front of Luke wobbled slightly. “Hey did you see that, I made it move somewhat.”
Paul jumped back when his pen moved an inch. “Wow, my pen moved as well.”
But Luke and Paul stopped and stared at John who was holding his pen up in the air as though ready to write a letter.
“Cool, how are you doing that?” Paul asked unable to look away. 
John looked at the pen in his hand. “I’m not sure. I just focused my energy and I was able to pick it up.” He put the pen down and was able to pick it back up again.
Babylon nodded. “Pretty impressive, being able to move and hold objects on your first try.”
“Seems pretty straightforward to me.” John said.
“I hope I can do that as well.” Paul said. He tried again and made the pen move a few inches, “Hey, why can’t I lift it.” 
Babylon nodded. “Don’t feel bad. John discovered his ability right away. You’ll learn in time. We’ll keep working on it over the next few days. Soon all three of you will be able to lift the pen. Then we’ll move onto bigger objects.”
“We had a good teacher.” Luke said to Babylon when he walked by. “Nice of you to teach us.”
Babylon looked twice at Luke. “Never had someone say something nice to be before.” He said under his breath.
“I know you’re trying the best you can, under the circumstances,” Luke added.
Babylon stood at a loss of words for a moment. He looked at the three of them. “Well done, you’re getting it. You’re learning fast. You’ll be able to move objects soon. With more practice, you can do this any time you need to. Let’s keep going.”
 
 

Chapter 15
 
An hour later Carl looked out from his office window and made his way down the stairs and looked over to Babylon. “Take the kids up to their room, now that their learning is done.” He looked over to Paul. “But, I want this one to stay behind for a moment.”
“What are you wanting me to stay for?” Paul asked.
“Something to discuss. No more questions.” Carl called out. 
Luke looked over to John as they both looked over to Paul. 
“What’s all that about?” John whispered to Luke as they walked towards the staircase as Paul stayed behind. 
Babylon followed escorting John and Luke back up the stairs.
 
After the other kids were gone Carl sat down in the black chair next to the safe. He looked over to Paul. “Did you enjoy your time in Hell?”
Paul took a step back and whispered, “No, I did not, it was horrible.”
Carl laughed, “Of course it was. No one likes being in there. All the horror you witness, the suffering, the fire, the demons. I’m guessing you’d do anything to avoid going back.”
Paul quickly nodded, “of course.”
Carl leaned forward. “Well said. From now on you’ll be my eyes and ears. If the other two boys try anything funny or plan anything you’ll let me know. If not, you’ll be sent to hell, forever.”
Paul’s eyes widened as he stepped back falling back over one of the safes. “Yes I’ll tell you everything. Don’t send me back there.”
Carl laughed, “You learn quick. Now, head back upstairs. Tell no one of this conversation.” He yelled out. 
Paul nodded, quickly got up, turned and ran up the stairs. 
Carl turned to Babylon. “Looks like we got him. Funny how a trip to hell can make anyone do what you want. Now we’ll know if they’re planning anything like running away. Things like this need to be done.”
 
Paul made his way to the bedroom door and into the room.
John sat on his bed looked over to him. “What did Carl want?” 
Paul turned around. “What?”
“Carl asked you to stay behind, what did he want to talk to you about? Luke and I can’t make sense of it.”
Paul paused, “Oh, he wanted to tell me not to be so bossy or I’ll end up in hell again. Told me to watch what I say.”
“That’s it?” John asked and looked over to Luke. “He needed you alone for that?”
“That’s Carl for you, he’s a weird guy.” Paul said and moved over to his bed and sat down breathing heavily.
 
 
		

Chapter 16            
 
The next day John stared out the dirty window overlooking the ocean. “Yet another day of boredom. That has to be three in a row now. Sitting around with nothing to do. All we do is practice watching Carl opening safes and trying to lift objects. This feels like hell. You know what hell is, eternal boredom.”
Luke nodded. “Maybe something good will come along.”
Paul laughed, “That’s Luke for you, always happy. Always seeing the good in everything. Let me tell you, there is nothing good in life. Everything is bleak. It’s only the dreamer who sees the imaginary good.”
John looked over to Luke. “How can you be happy? There’s nothing here to feel happy about. Even when I was alive.”
“I do believe everyone is capable of good.”  Luke said.
Paul continued looking out the window “Makes you wonder, are people born evil?” 
John nodded. “That big old question of nature versus nurture. What makes someone who they really are? Does parenting matter or are evil people going to do evil things no matter what?”
“Makes you wonder about Carl?” Luke added. “Was he brought up in a carrying house, or was he ignored, making him evil?”
Paul nodded. “Don’t even bother asking about the Darkness. I can’t imagine he was human to start with.”
“That guy must’ve been created evil in hell or somewhere.” John said. “How does a dark fog have a voice to start with? Imagine how evil his life must’ve been to end up like that.”
“I don’t think my parents did a bad job raising me.” Paul said. “But I couldn’t live by their rules. Looking back at it, it was silly. Other people have it a lot worse, but I had to be the troublemaker. Silly of me.”
 Luke thought for a moment. “I believe everyone is born good, but in some cases their upbringing turns their heart dark. Shutting off emotions to stop themselves from feeling pain from rejection.”
John looked over at him. “Wow, that sounds like you’ve been reading a lot of self-help books.”
Luke shrugged his shoulders. “It’s something I believe. Since I was a child my mother studied psychiatry. She gave me tips throughout my life. To be honest, didn’t think I’d be using them though. Not as a ghost anyways.”
Paul nodded, “All I know is life sucked while I was alive and it sucks now in the afterlife.”  
 
Down on the first floor Carl stood in front of cell phones, car parts, paintings, computers and gold jewelry. He looked over to a man in a tall hat. “Look at all the goods here. You can make a pretty penny from them.”
“I do think you’re right about this.” He said as his assistant in the red scarf glanced over the goods. “You’re doing a great job stealing from the rich. The crime rate in this city is the highest in any city. All because of you.”
“What can I say, I’m good at what I do.” Carl said and laughed. “What I collect here makes you rich. All you have to do is get the goods out of the country and you cash in.”
“But yet, no one knows your secret how you rob so many houses.”
Carl laughed. “I got skills.”
“You’re the one breaking into the houses? I find that hard to believe.”
“How the houses are robbed remains a secret. All you have to care about is getting the goods somewhere else.”
 
 
John sat on his bed and looked over to the other two. “I don’t know about you guys but I’m still trying to guess what Carl has hidden up in that room.” He said with a smile. “Can’t be stolen goods, they're all over the first floor. What’s so secret it has to be hidden away? Maybe a ton of guns?”
Paul laughed, “Maybe some drugs he’s selling, or some Frankenstein monster on a slab.” 
“Maybe it’s something that could free us from this.” Luke said. “Some type of secret that sends us to heaven.”
John quickly looked over to Paul. "He might be on to something. Maybe we could find something up there which could free us. Bring an end to all this.”
“No wonder he wants us to avoid the room.” Paul said.  
“Makes sense. Why else tell us to avoid it? We were stopped by Babylon last time.” John said. “This time we need to see for ourselves. If there is something hidden up there that can free us we need to find it. Get out of this mess. Free of the nutcase Carl.” 
“We can’t go up there.“ Luke quickly replied, “We were told to stay away.” 
Paul shook his head. “Nobody tells me what to do. If I’m told to stay away from somewhere it makes me want to look even more. Something is up there and I want to know what it is.”
Paul got up off his bed, “Hold on one second. I’ll check where Carl is.” He peeked out into the hallway. He left the room and made his way down the hall towards the staircase. A minute later he returned and looked at John and Luke. “Good news, Carl is busy on the first floor with pawn shop owners looking over the stolen goods. We can head upstairs, he’ll never know.”
John nodded. “Better than sitting around here. Let’s go check it out. Find our freedom.”
“I don’t know if this is a good idea,” Luke said rubbing his forehead.
“You can see your family again.” John whispered. “Don’t you want out of this nightmare?” 
They left the room and made their way down the hall with the sunlight streaming through the windows to their right. 
When they reached the stairs Paul looked back at John and Luke. “This is it. Watch out for Carl.”
As they walked up the stairs it was the one time Luke was glad he was a ghost. With all three of them on the old staircase at once it should’ve creaked. Echoing throughout the empty building. Causing Carl to come running up the stairs and down the hall raging like a lunatic. But not a sound was made by any of them step after step. 
At the top, they stood in silence looking at the door.  
“What’s behind it?” John whispered. “No key needed to unlock it.”
“Only one way to find out.” Paul answered with a smile and stepped through the door, ending up on the other side.
John quickly looked over to Luke. “Can’t believe he just did that.”
Luke nodded in agreement. “Can you see anything?” He called out.
“Yes, wonderful things, it’s filled with gold, stacks of money, and hundreds of comic books.” Paul answered.
“Really?” John called out his eyes wide. He stepped through the door followed by Luke.
“No, just kidding,” Paul said while laughing. 
“Common man you had me fooled,” John said and shook his head as Paul laughed. 
Luke looked around and saw nothing but an empty dark dusty room. A small window let in sunlight.
“This is it?” John asked.
“Just an empty room?” Luke asked. “Was it a storage room at one time? Maybe an office? Why did Carl not want us coming up here if there’s nothing to see?”
Paul crossed his arms and shook his head. “This sucks, I’m out of here. What a disappointment.” He turned, walked through the door, back downstairs.
John stood next to Luke as he looked around. “Something isn’t right. Carl is hiding something. There’s more going on up here than an empty room. I’m going to find out what it is.”   
 

Chapter 17
 
Carl stood at the door as the man in the tall hat and his assistant in the red scarf stood outside. 
“I’ll be contacting you soon about doing more business. Looks as though more goods will be coming my way.”
The man in the tall hat nodded and walked away. “I’ll be waiting for your call.”
As Carl closed the door he looked over the goods on the floor and laughed. “It’s all too easy. Stealing from the rich is looking pretty good. They get what they deserve.” 
 
 
                        CARL’S STORY
 
A few hours later the full moon was sparsely hidden behind the clouds as raindrops fell against the warehouse window. Carl closed the magazine in his hand and leaned back in the red velvet chair watching the rain run down the glass. He thought back to when he was a child and how he used to lie in bed listening to the rain falling. 
Throughout his youth, he always made sure to do everything asked of him. Anything to make everyone around him happy, wanting to fit in, but it wasn’t enough. His classmates, parents, everyone in the town in the end just called him a freak. 
They laughed because of his ability to talk with dead people. None of the neighbourhood kids wanted to be around him. Parents told their kids to stay away from “that strange boy”. 
By the time he was a teenager, his parents had rejected him. He embarrassed them one too many times in the eyes of the neighbour’s eyes. They had a long-term goal for him. They wanted him to be strong, someone in control, a powerful world leader. They wanted to be proud of their son. 
They wanted everything perfect. The perfect house, car, job, and a perfect child in the perfect neighbourhood. They wanted to be loved and envied by everyone, but their freak son stopped that from happening. He knew they wished their beloved only son were normal. Not going around claiming to see the dead. 
But he couldn’t help it, everywhere he went ghosts would follow. Always wanting to talk, tell him something, pass on a message for them. Anytime the neighbours saw him talking to thin air they’d laugh. But they didn’t know the truth. How could they, only he could see the dead.
A few years later he ran a cult called “The Dead Seekers”. Had countless followers. Used his ability to speak to the dead and lure more followers. Once they saw him speaking to past relatives they joined right away. He had the whole cult thing going, chanting, red robes, worshipping him as a god. 
Located on an abandoned campground. He was planning terrorist attacks on the rich. Punish them all.  
It wasn’t long until the government was watching from a distance. One morning there was a raid. Thankfully one of the ghosts saw the cops coming and warned him. He got away without telling anyone. Snuck out the back door. All the members went to jail as he was now on the run. 
It wasn’t long until he found himself unemployable and homeless, wandering the streets. Living in the cold alleyways. Anyone in a business suit walking by would see this strange dirty old man in an alleyway talking to himself and quickly move on.
He liked living alone in abandoned buildings. If a ghost approached there would be no one around to call him crazy for talking to it. It was a place that gave him power and control.
He grew to hate the world which hated him back for who he was.
Countless years drifted by in the dark alleyways on the bad side of town. Living on the dirty ground next to garbage bins. He kept to himself to avoid anyone laughing as they walked by. He didn’t need them pointing and commenting. He had too much of that throughout his life. He also didn’t need the police seeing him and giving him a hard time. 
The smell from the bins were like a thousand garbage bags left out in the hot sun. 
He’d hid under an old blanket when the cold wind moved in. 
On one Sunday morning, he sat staring at the wet ground wondering what the day held for him. He knew the business owner of the Chinese restaurant would come out to throw something in the bin. See him and chase him off. It happened everywhere he went. He knew he had to get moving before the backdoor opened. 
He stood up and made his way out onto the street. Everyone avoided him as he made his way along. He kept his head down with his hat covering his eyes. He didn’t need to see everyone’s eyes rejecting him. Judging him for being homeless with dirty clothes. He didn’t know where he was going, he never did. Drifting from one location to the next. 
A few hours later he looked up and found himself at the docks. He knew this was a questionable place after dark with mob bosses hanging around checking on the illegal goods coming into the city.  
A massive area with countless rows of large warehouses next to the water. He snuck past the security guard and walked passed the buildings filled with goods. As massive trucks came and went. Dockworkers with hard hats looking over paperwork as forklifts moved skids about. He could taste the salt from the sea in the air. The birds chirped overhead. He stumbled to the farthest corner and came to a stop at the door of an abandoned old empty building. 
Looks as though no one had been in it for years. The windows were dirty. Weeds had grown all around the place. Not a car in sight. Maybe this could be a place to stay. Avoid the rain. No one would bother him.
He pushed hard on the metal door and it slowly opened. Loud creaking echoed throughout the building as the rusty hinges finally gave.  
Once inside he looked the place over. The first floor was large and empty, as though once used as a warehouse for storing goods. Dust had settled everywhere. Sunlight cut through the dirty windows. He looked up at the offices on the second floor with windows overlooking the first. Figured it would be a great place to hang out in. No one would come looking for him here, no one to tell him to leave.
He made his way over to the staircase and walked up the metal steps. Each step echoing throughout the building as dust fell from the stairs on the concrete floor below. 
He reached the second floor landing and made his way down the hallway with large windows to his right and offices to his left. 
He looked into the first office. It was dirty and dark. Would’ve been bright when up and running, but time had passed it by. Age and decay had set in. No point for anyone to renovate it, just bring the whole building down and rebuild. However, looking the room over he smiled, he knew this would work. He could find some old thrown-out furniture in dumpsters in the city back alleys and bring it back here. Possibly a couch, a few chairs as well to put around a table. He could call this place home. 
Judging by the lack of footprints on the dusty floor no one had been inside for a long time. No one had a reason to. The building was at the forgotten end of the docks. In the past year, the city had built a new state of the art section on the other side. All the workers wanted over there. Leaving the older buildings neglected.
He made his way down the hall and came to the end where to his left was a staircase leading up to a dark door. What was up there? Sure looked creepy. 
He walked up the loud creaky stairs and stopped at the top. Wondered if maybe another homeless man was sleeping on the other side and would attack him if he entered. Or maybe some money could be found. 
He turned the door handle slowly and peeked inside. The room was empty. No money or homeless. He stood in the room and looked around at nothing. No furniture, no files or paperwork, just an empty room, a waste of time.
He was about to turn and leave when he noticed one of the small panels about waist high near the corner of the wall. Somehow didn’t look right. 
He moved closer leaned down and touched it. The panel moved a few inches to the side causing him to jump back. What on earth was this?
He gripped the panel and moved it fully away revealing a secret passageway leading to a secret room. How do you like that?
What is hidden in a room like this? He crouched down and made his way in. No windows, the only light came from the other room through the missing panel. 
Empty except for an old brown chest in the center of the room. The type a pirate would use in a movie to hide treasure. Why would something like that be in an empty room like this? Could it be filled with money or gold? 
He made his way to the chest and walked around it, looking it over. Nudged it with his foot. Knelt down and opened it. The creaking echoed the room. It wasn’t easy to lift. Felt as though no one had opened it in decades. A large amount of black smoke shot out upwards. Covering his face for a moment. Causing him to cough and rub his eyes. 
After blinking a few times he looked inside hoping to find a ton of cash. Instead, one old book with a leather covering lay within. Odd, just one book inside this large chest. 
He picked it up and flipped through the pages. Nothing but page after page of hell. How to locate it. How to control it. “Who wrote all this? How crazy must you be to research all this? Who on Earth put this in here?” He whispered to himself. 
“Carl,” A voice echoed the room.
He jumped, dropped the book and looked over his shoulder around the room. “Who’s there, how did you get in? How do you know my name?”
He looked around the room but saw no one. Did someone really call out his name or was it his imagination?
He quietly laughed it off and slowly picked the book back up and filliped through the pages. 
“Carl,” the voice called out again.
“Who is that?” He yelled out. “I know you’re calling me. Show yourself.” 
“Listen to me.”
He quickly stood up as a dark fog floated above him. What was this? Probably nothing more than the dust stirred up by him opening the chest.
Clearly, someone was messing with his head, and he didn’t like it. Was this someone’s idea of a joke? Bad enough he could see ghosts but now he was hearing voices out of nowhere? He’d play their game, he wasn’t going to run. He’d face up to them. “Who’s there? What do want with me?”
“I’m here to help you. We can work together,” the voice said from within the dark fog.
Carl tried looking in the fog to see who was speaking to him, but only saw the far wall across the room. “Where are you hiding? Show yourself.”
”I can’t do that. I haven’t a body. I have no face. I am. You’re looking at me now.” The voice was low and deep.
He tried looking around the fog. “Where? I can’t see anyone, all I see is this fog in front of me.”
“That’s what I am.” 
“There’s no way dark fog could be talking. Has to be a trick. Someone’s idea of a joke to play on anyone walking into this building.”
“You freed me when opening the chest.“
Carl looked down at the chest. “What is this silliness? What do you mean I freed you? What are you?”
“I am the Darkness. The ego of man, greed, and hate. I live because people express anger. I feed off of negativity. Human suffering gave me life. I want evil to continue. The more hate and anger there is in the world the stronger I become. It’s what I do. Throughout history, I have gotten into people’s heads and started wars. These leaders were called mad, but in truth, it was I influencing their thoughts.”
Carl paused. “But, why talk to me?”
“I can change your life. I’m here to help you.”
He could sense the coldness in the voice. Lacking all signs of sympathy. There was no emotion. But there was something more, it was beyond evil. Something which could not be described. It turned his blood cold hearing it. “How?” he whispered.
“I can make you into someone. I can give you a job. Make you feel proud. Let you seek revenge on all who have hurt you.”
Carl’s eyes lit up. It was the last line that really got his attention. “Revenge?”
“Yes, Carl. I can give you the knowledge to punish all those who laughed at you in the past. You’ll punish them now.”
He smiled. “What do I need to do?”
“You can see the dead. You can talk with them.”
Carl paused, “how do you know my ability?” 
“I knew everything about you when you freed me from the chest.”
He looked back at the chest, then back at the Darkness. “How can my ability help me, it only made my life a nightmare.” 
“You can use it to make money, no longer living on the street. You can control the dead, have power over them. They come to you for help, you can enslave them.”
He rubbed his chin, “huumm. Interesting, I like what I’m hearing.” 
“Stop them from entering into the light. Make them join you. Become their leader. You can teach them to rob houses. They can sneak into any house and steal the security codes from any safe. Sell the information afterwards. No one would ever know it was you masterminding it.”
Carl thought for a moment, “This could work, never looked at it like that. But I don’t get it, you’re just fog. Why do you care about giving me advice on how to make money robbing houses?”
“There’s a house somewhere in this city which has something I need, the final piece of the puzzle. I was very close to obtaining it while alive. Now I need someone to get it for me. You have the dead collect information which helps you make money. But they’ll also be looking for the very thing I seek. When they find it you tell me.” 
Carl looked at the fog. “What is it you need for your final piece of the puzzle?”
“The last page in the book in your hands.”
He quickly looked down at the book, flipped through the pages and found the last page missing. “What will it do when found?”
“It’s called the Revelation text. It’s needed to summon demons from hell.”
Carl laughed, “That’s a funny joke.” He slowly stopped laughing and looked back at the fog. “Are… you’re serious?” He paused for a moment, “Oh boy,” he whispered. “Demons from hell, wasn’t expecting that.” He asked, “You need demons? …What would you be doing with demons?   
“Take over heaven.”
Carl laughed slightly. “You …want to take over heaven? Are you serious? This is sounding a bit silly now. But what will I do after you have taken over heaven?”
“You can rule Earth. Be in control. Everyone will serve you.”
His eyes lit up. “I can enslave everyone? I like this idea. No one will ever laugh at me again. I can have a throne, live in a castle.” He looked back to the fog. “But your dream cannot become a reality, heaven will stop you.”
“Yes, you are right. Former Knight Templars who became archangels in heaven will try to stop me, but they will fail. When I obtain the Revelation text thousands of demons will rise to earth before the archangels are aware of what’s happening. We’ll have the element of surprise on our side. They’ll quickly come down to confront the demons leaving heaven unguarded. Leaving me to make my move.”
“Thousands? Who are these demons you speak of?”
“Sinners in life who were rejected by heaven after their death and sent to hell. Their anger is strong. They want revenge; I have transformed them into soldiers.”
“Wasn’t smart to put all sinners in one place. Made it easy for you to collect them all. All of them filled with rage. Smart plan.” Carl thought about the offer while looking at the book and whispered. “This could work. Get a chance to get back at the world for holding me down. This could lead to good things. Never again will anyone laugh at me. For the first time, I will have control. Besides what else is there for me? This could be something big. I could have my own house. Better than sleeping out on the streets. But why stop with a house when I could be a king.” He looked back to the fog. “There’s a problem though, look around, I have no home. Where would we work out of?”
“This was my building when human. You can work out of here.” 
He looked at the fog. Trying to see a face. Trying to see anything human. “This place? I was hoping for a mansion. Why not a five star hotel?”
“Working out of a hotel will draw attention. We need a place where no one will see us. Somewhere out of the way. Out here no one will disturb us.” The voice from within the fog said. 
Carl nodded. “I guess with the money I’ll be making I can fix it up with nice furniture.” He turned to the fog. “What if people do come looking around at some point?” 
“If anyone does you can send the kids to scare them off.” 
Carl laughed, “That’s funny, scare them off…. Wait. What kids?”
“The ones you’ll collect. They’ll be the ones breaking into houses.”
“I thought I was going to be working with the dead?”
“Yes, You will be collecting the souls of troubled dead kids. I will tell you ahead of time when they will die and where. You can collect their souls before they enter the light.” 
“Kids? Why not adults? Why waste our time dealing with kids?”
“They’ll be afraid to cross into the light after death, feeling confused. They’ll fear being judged for their sins. You can use them to your advantage.” 
Carl nodded. “I like that idea. They’ll listen and obey me.” For the first time, he felt strong. His life was going to have purpose. With his head high he felt better about himself. As though he belonged somewhere. No longer needing to keep his head down in shame. There was a lot of work to be done, but at least it was work. No longer would he be at the bottom of life’s totem pole. No longer having to look away as people walked by. He could stand tall because he had a job, but not any old job. A job where people couldn’t put him down anymore. He was going to be the boss. Now he could get revenge. Rob all his enemies. Power would be his.
He looked back to the dark fog. “But can anything stop you? What if someone comes after you?” 
“I have only one weakness, the goodwill of man. If the world found peace and stopped fighting I would not exist. But that will never happen. I will live forever because mankind will never find inner peace. As long as man feels negativity and expresses it, I will live on.”
Carl nodded. “Things will change now.”
“This is only the start, ” the voice said. 
It was the first time Carl heard emotion in its voice, it was cold. But he didn’t care what the fog’s goals were; he only thought of the money coming in. Soon he’ll be seeing the rich suffer. Having all their money taken away, bringing them down to his level. How could they laugh at him if they had nothing to own. If he had everything for himself he’d get the last laugh. Take money away from a rich man and they’d have nothing to identify himself with. They’ll wake up and find all their money gone. How sad they’ll be. 
“One problem though, how will I contact dead kids? How will I find them? Am I to work alone?” He asked looking up to the fog.
“I know someone who will work with us,” the voice echoed in the small room.
 
 

Chapter 18
 
As the early morning rose Carl made his way into his office and turned to Babylon. “Get the kids ready to follow you today. Go out and do what you do best. The house you’ll be going to is 55 Maple road. Owned by Mr. Ferman. The word is he has lots of money and I want to know what’s inside the place.”
Babylon wrote down the address and got up off the chair. “Yes boss, I’ll have them follow me.” He made his way towards the door.
Carl called out. “And make sure to teach them to avoid churches. We can’t have them knowing the truth of those places. We must have them believing all churches are evil. They must never find out it’s a place of refuge. The one place the Darkness can’t get them. Too many angels can be found in there, that’s not good for us. They cannot get access to Holy water. Can’t risk having anything breaking up my money making operation.” 
Babylon nodded. “Don’t worry boss I’ll get them ready for today and I’ll let them know churches are to be avoided.” He slowly walked out of the room with his head down.
 
“The best comic has to be Alien Man.” John said sitting on the bed as Paul laughed.
“Yes, I remember that one.” Paul added while leaning back against the wall. “That came out a few years ago. I never got around to reading it.”
“You must. It’s a good one.” Luke said. “The drawings within were top notch.” He said as John agreed.      
The bedroom door opened and Babylon walked in. John and Paul stopped talking and didn’t bother looking up at him. Luke looked over to him and nodded. 
“Carl wants you three to follow me today. It’s time to show you how it’s done. We’ll be following rich people to their houses. Collecting the security information from them. I know you don’t like this idea, but the sooner you get this over with the faster you get into heaven.”
The kids looked at each other and slowly got up to follow Babylon.
“Guess we got no choice.” Paul whispered as he made his way out the door.
Babylon looked at the three of them and whispered. “But first. There’s an important rule I need to warn you about for your own safety. The Darkness has placed a hex on entering any church. Whatever you do, don’t enter one.”   
They looked at each other confused and back to Babylon.
“What?” John asked, “This sounds weird. We can’t go inside of a church?”
Paul agreed. “Never heard of a church being bad before. How can this be? Going inside a church is a normal thing.”
Babylon looked over to him. “That’s while you were alive. Now things are different. The Darkness wants no one inside.” 
“What happens if we go inside?” Luke asked.
Babylon looked to Luke. “Your soul will be torn apart. You’ll no longer be in heaven or hell. Where you’ll end up I don’t know, but you don’t want to find out.”
“We can’t get into heaven if we enter?” Luke asked, “That’s the strangest reason I’ve ever heard.”
“Every second gets more weird than the next.” John said. 
Without saying anything the four of them made their way down the steps and out the front doors. 
For the next few hours with their heads down, they followed Babylon across town. Not bothering to look at anyone walking by. There was no point, no one could see them, no one cared. 
Along the way, they passed by St. Mary’s Church. Luke glanced over at it as he walked by wondering what his funeral had been like inside the place. How many attended, how sad his parents were. Aunts and uncles coming out to see him one last time. He didn’t say anything, he kept walking. He wondered about the others. What was Paul and John’s funerals like? Did they have a huge turnout? How many family and friends came out? Of course the family would have. It’s expected family comes to a funeral. But was it filled with friends? They said they never had any. Always rejected. Maybe it’s better they never knew how few turned out. It would drive their anger deeper. 
As they reached the intersection he gave one last look back as the front door opened as a little lady in a red coat walked out. For a brief moment thought he saw a tall man in white inside. He quickly looked again but the door closed. Must’ve been a trick of the light. But it looked like the same man in white he saw at the altar the day he died. 
A few blocks later Paul turned to Babylon. “You’re not happy here. Why do you hang around on Earth if you can enter the light at anytime?” 
Babylon shook his head and laughed. “I like to gamble, but I’m not gambling on something like that. If I enter the light I might be judged and sent to hell.”
“Or you could end up staying in heaven.” John said.
Babylon shook his head “Would you take the risk? Imagine if I’m wrong. I’ve never been to hell, but others have. I’ve seen the looks on their faces when they get back. I can’t imagine what it’s like. Just ask Paul, he’ll tell you what it’s like.”
Paul quickly looked away with a chill.
Babylon added, “I have to play the odds. Being a ghost on Earth is the safest thing. Sure heaven would be nice. But the risk of hell outweighs it. It may not be pretty but it’s all I got.” 
“Sometimes in life, you have to do what needs to be done to get by. I understand” Luke said. 
“What?” Babylon quickly turned to look at him. “You do?’
Luke nodded. “Kinda, I’ve never been in your position. But in a way, I can understand what you mean.”
Babylon paused and whispered, “no one has ever said that to me.” 
 
An hour later they stood at a corner of Maple and Beloved Road. Luke knew the area. Known for its massive houses, fancy cars, large front lawns, fountains, huge swimming pools. Most importantly, state of the art security.   
A few blocks later Babylon stopped at the front of a driveway and pointed at the house numbered 55. He looked at his notepad, “This house is owned by a …Mr. Ferman.” He glanced at the empty driveway. ‘Looks as though he’s not home right now. Not a problem, we’ll wait. We don’t have to eat. We could stay here all day in the driveway and no one will see us. Soon he’ll come home and we’ll follow him in.”
As Babylon finished speaking a black car passed by pulling into the driveway going right through him.  An old man in a black suit and red tie got out.
Babylon turned to the three kids and laughed. “Look at that. Mr. Ferman has just pulled in, good timing for us.” He said with a smile. “Carl wants us to follow Mr. Ferman into his house. Carl got word is he keeps a ton of money in his safe. And with him pulling in means we don’t have to stand around bored waiting for him to come home. The waiting is the worst part.”
Luke watched a grey haired man talking on his cell phone about the selling of stocks make his way towards the front door.  
Babylon led the way up the driveway as the kids slowly followed behind.
John looked over to Luke and whispered, “Doesn’t it feel weird how we’re not trying to hide in any way. Look at us; we’re walking up the middle of the driveway in daylight. Babylon is a few feet behind the guy. I bet this guy is going to turn around at some point and see us and call the police. I’ve never broken into a place like this.”
“We’re dead, ghosts now.” Luke whispered looking down and not seeking any shadows. 
“I know, still feels creepy though,” John said while shaking his head.
Luke couldn’t help but agree. This whole thing did seem out of this world. 
The three boys waited on the driveway as Babylon stood next to Mr. Ferman on the front porch. He had his pencil and notepad in hand as Mr. Ferman entered the security code to open the front door. Babylon looked over to the kids and called out, “Got it. Thankfully rich people don’t use keys anymore. With today’s technology, they use security codes. Making it easier for us.” He smiled and put his notebook in his top pocket.
Luke could not understand how Mr. Ferman didn’t hear Babylon. He was standing right next to him as he yelled out. Sure he was a ghost, but still. Babylon carried on talking and moving about. How could the living not notice?
Mr. Ferman stepped inside and closed the door behind him. 
Babylon turned to the kids. “Now it’s time to head inside.” He turned back towards the front door and stepped through. 
The three boys looked at each other, shook their heads and walked up the steps.
“This is crazy,” John whispered as Luke and Paul nodded in agreement. At the top, they stopped for a moment and followed Babylon inside. 
Once inside they each took a moment to take in the size of the place.
“Wow, look at this house.” John whispered, “It goes on forever in every direction. I’d get lost if I owned a house like this. You need a map to get around. This guy has got money. How high are the ceilings? has to be at least 12 foot or more.”
Paul stood in the front hall and pointed to the painting on the wall of horses running across a field. “I bet this cost millions. It probably came from France. Has to be hundreds of years old. My father was obsessed with art and paintings. He could tell the age of artwork a mile away.”
John looked down at his feet. “Forget the painting, this carpet alone probably came from overseas costing twice as much. What kind of job pays this much money?”
Luke looked to his left and noticed Mr. Ferman making his way to his living room and sitting on the couch with a whiskey glass in hand. Picking up his phone and making a call. 
Luke slowly made his way over and peeked around the corner. Based on the conversation he guessed he was chatting about investing in steel.
On the wall was a painting of a Medieval Knight standing next to a castle. On the center of the Knight’s chest was a red cross. Luke knew it was a Knights Templar. He was working on a project at school about them before he died. Why did the rich man have such a painting? 
Babylon casually walked around the first floor making notes on all the expensive items he came across. From the artwork, to vases, to high-end furniture. He looked over to the kids. “Keep a look out for the Revelation text. That’s the most important part.” A few minutes later he put his notebook away and looked over to the kids and called out. “Now we watch and wait until he opens his safe.”
Luke jumped when he heard how loud Babylon was. He looked over to Mr. Freman to see if he heard anything. 
“How long will that be?” John whispered, “We could be here all day.”
Babylon looked over to him and nodded. “That’s true. You could be here for a long time. Sometimes the homeowner goes to the safe right away, other times it could take a while. But when you have this much money you visit the safe once a day. All you have to do is hang out here and wait.” 
They killed time by walking around the endless house looking at all the expensive artwork and statues. Paul commented on the Roman statues looking authentic, not replicas.  
John walked into the living room looking at the expensive furniture “The kids who used to tease me came from rich houses.” He said looking around. “This place reminds me of who I was going after with my hacking.”
“True,” Luke said. “But you cannot target everyone to get revenge on a few. A lot of good people will be hurt. That can make you as bad as the ones who hurt you.”
John nodded. “Never thought about it like that.”
An hour later Mr. Freman left his kitchen and made his way into his office. Babylon quickly waved the three boys over. “This could be it,” he yelled out. He ran into the office and stood next to Mr. Freman. He looked back at the three boys, “Come on in, make sure you watch and learn.”
The three boys slowly made their way in.  
Luke felt odd standing right in the middle of the office. He should be hiding behind a chair or in the shadows at least. He watched Mr. Freman sitting at his desk typing on his laptop. He was sure if the man looked up he’d see the three of them standing in his office, but he never did. Luke looked down realizing none of them were casting a shadow anywhere in the room.
A few minutes later Mr. Freman closed his laptop and leaned over the side of his desk opening up a fake drawer, revealing a black safe.
Babylon stood right next to him and smiled. He looked over to the boys. “Finally we hit gold. This is the important part. We need to get close to watch the combination. Get right up close in order to make sure you see the correct numbers entered in. And then see what’s inside the safe when it’s open.” 
Luke looked over to John and Paul and as three shook their heads. He couldn’t believe what they were doing. Babylon looked calm and relaxed as he stood a few inches away writing down the numbers as the safe was opened. Looking as though he’s done it a million times over.  
“This is crazy, what are we doing here?” Paul whispered over to Luke. “Babylon is going to get caught, how can he be so close to the man without being spotted? I know he’s a ghost, but still. He’s a foot away from him talking so loud.”
Luke watched Mr. Freman open the safe as Babylon peeked inside. Having his head right next to Mr. Freman’s hand who was reaching inside for some documents. Babylon wrote down what he saw mumbling to himself. “Diamonds, stacks of money, bank notes. He’s got a lot in here. Sadly no Revelation text.” 
Luke thought this had to be the silliest dream he ever had. A little baby in a tuxedo standing inches to a millionaire writing down the man’s valuables to be robbed later. Yelling out everything he sees not worrying about being heard. 
The phone rang causing all three boys to jump. 
Babylon didn’t flinch at all. The man sat up straight and answered the phone on his desk. 
Babylon took his time writing down the contents of the safe in his pocketbook. Closed it and looked at the kids. “And, that’s how it’s done. See how simple that was.” He said casually while standing next to the homeowner who was on the phone. “He never saw me, or have a clue I’m here. Never suspected a thing. It’s the benefit of being a ghost. He made no attempt to hide the combination while opening the safe, believing he was alone. I have the list of contents and now we can head off. We’re not the ones stealing so we don’t have to care. Just get the numbers and leave.”
With a smile on his face, Babylon left the office and walked out the front door as the three boys turned and quickly followed.
Luke knew the faster out of the house the better. 
Babylon looked back to them as he continued to walk along the sidewalk. “Our work for the day is done boys. Now we head on back to the warehouse and hang out.”
 

Chapter 19
 
A half-hour later in the suburban neighbourhood Babylon walked half a block ahead of the kids who had their hands in their pockets and heads down.
Paul turned to John and Luke. “Why not run away?” he whispered. “Maybe we can make an escape while we’re out here. We can go anywhere we want on earth. We don’t have to head back to the warehouse.”
Luke shook his head. “I don’t know about that. What about the Darkness keeping its eye on us? We were warned the Darkness would find us. Can we risk it? Besides you were already in hell. You know what it’s like. Why would you risk being sent back there?”
“That’s the whole point.” Paul added, “I never want to go back, if I can do anything to avoid it I will. Look around we have all this space. We could run for hours and Carl would never find us. We could run to another country.”
John glanced over at him and whispered, “Then what? We‘ll be stuck on earth forever if we do, invisible to everyone. Watching the world go by with nothing to do. If we do things Carl’s way we can enter the light.”
“Does the Darkness truly know where we are all the time?” Paul asked.
“More importantly can we take the chance? Why not ask Babylon.” John whispered.
Luke called out to Babylon who was a few yards ahead. ”Does the Darkness always know where we are?”
Babylon nodded and yelled back. “It knows what you’re up to. When the sky above you turns dark you’ll know it’s the Darkness watching over you.”
The three boys quickly looked at each other.
“That sounds creepy.” Luke whispered while the other two nodded.
”He’s powerful.”
John looked to Babylon. “But how do we know it’s not a cloud blocking the sun?”
“You can take the risk in changeling the Darkness abilities, but if you’re wrong, it’s a trip to hell, forever.” 
Luke glanced over to John and Paul and whispered. “I don’t like hearing that.”
They kept walking in silence. A few hours later they got back to the warehouse.
 
Dragging their feet they glanced up at the metal front doors and slowly made their way inside. With their heads down moving towards the staircase. Luke glanced over to Carl who was chatting with two thieves about the value of some of the goods on the warehouse floor. Haggling to make a deal. Saying a truck coming by later on to pick up a few things. 
One of the men has a long top hat on, the kind made popular in the 1800s. The other was a man in a black leather jacket and a red scarf.
After walking up the steps they reached the dreary room and each sat on their beds looking down at the dirty floor. 
Luke looked to the others and whispered. “That’s it, we’re trapped, can’t escape the Darkness.”
John nodded. “This is our punishment for living a life of crime.”
Paul looked up, “I wonder if everyone who lived a life of crime has to be punished like this? Maybe the worse the crime the longer you have to stay on Earth. We’ll never enter the light.” 
John looked up. “What I don’t understand is Babylon said he doesn’t want to enter the light. He can at any time. I’d be in the light faster than you can blink.”
“But that’s by choice.” Luke said, “He could enter if he wants. He fears judgment if he goes. I guess some people are like that. They avoid the light fearing what awaits them.” He looked back down staring at his shoes. “I wonder what’s happening at our homes now. Who knows how much time has passed since we died. Could be a week or years. I can’t tell time anymore.” He looked up trying to look through the dirty window. 
“Seeing as how this is the afterlife, maybe I should have lived a better life.” John mumbled, “Avoid getting caught up in this mess.”
Paul nodded. “If I was a better person I’d be in heaven right now.”
 

Chapter 20        
 
The early morning sun rose across the dark sea illuminating the docks. Cutting through the dirty windows in the abandoned building.
Carl walked into his office and looked at Babylon who was lying on the couch. “Today’s the big day, the kids will be out on their own. Did you teach them everything they need to know?” 
Babylon sat up. “Yes boss, they stayed with me the whole time. I showed them how to watch over the homeowner and collect information.”
Carl smiled. “Good, it won’t be long until new stolen goods make their way into this warehouse. Let the good times roll.” He looked over to Babylon. “Now go get the kids ready. Get them out of here and out on the streets. Can’t make any money with them sitting around. These new locations look amazing. A huge mansion, massive computer store. Brand new car shop. All connected to the Knights Templar. We’ll cash in.” He laughed to himself.
 
The bedroom door opened as Babylon walked in. “Carl said it’s time for you to go out on your own.”
“What?” John called out. "Go out on our own? We can’t be ready yet.”
“Only way to be ready is to go out.” Babylon said. “Practice. It’s awkward the first time. But each time you go out you’ll get used to it.”
Paul didn’t even bother looking up. He just lay in bed.
Babylon crossed his arms. “Look guys, I know it sucks being here, but this is our lives now.” He reached into his top pocket and took out 3 folded pieces of paper. He approached John. “On here you’ll find the address and map of the place Carl wants you to visit.” He handed one of them to John. “Your address is for a computer store on Mavin Road on the north side. Make notes on the computer parts and the money in the safe.”
“How can I hold this note?” 
“A ghost can hand another ghost an object to hold. It becomes more difficult when you try holding something in the real world.”
John held the note in his hand looking it over.
Babylon looked over to Paul. “Your address will be a car parts store on Vandon Road on the west end. Make a list of everything of value and their money.”
He handed a list to Luke. “Yours will be a house. Make note of the valuables throughout the house and safe number. Look for the Revelation text as well.”
Babylon looked at all three of them. “Make sure you get it right or you’ll have to keep going back till you do. After you’ve been to a few houses you’re free to enter the light.” 
John and Paul glanced at their list, shook their heads and looked away from him.
Luke looked at the house address. He had no desire to go through with this. The thought of helping someone’s house being robbed was horrible. But he knew if he said no a trip to hell awaited him. And based on how Paul described hell, he had no desire to see it for himself. 
Babylon looked to the kids. “Remember the church rule. I’ve seen too many kids risk it and end up suffering. Don’t end up like them.”Babylon walked towards the door he looked over his shoulder. “Take it from me, it’s best if you do what you’re told. Don’t break the rules and end up like Tommy. I know this sucks for all of you, but it will be over soon.” Babylon tried giving a half sympathetic smile on his way out. 
John sat back down and laughed to himself. “I can’t believe they want me to walk into a computer store and asset in it being robbed,” he said. “I’m just twelve years old. All I did was computer hacking. I can’t imagine it’s worth this punishment.”
Paul looked at Luke and John. “What’s up with Babylon saying we couldn’t enter a church because of a hex? Not that I’ve wanted to enter one. I can’t remember the last time I attended mass, but saying our soul will be torn apart if we do. That sounds silly.”
“Well, I don’t want to take the risk.” Luke added. “I’ll look into it. I got a feeling he’s hiding something.” 
Paul looked at the note Babylon handed him. “Are we really going to be doing this?” 
Luke whispered, “Hell awaits us if we don’t. I guess we have no choice, we have to head out now.”
They each made their way down the hall, down the staircase and out the front door. Back in the sunlight with the blue sky above. Making their way past busy dockworkers driving forklifts unloading the countless cargo ships. Even in the early morning, the sound was loud of the trucks moving about with workers calling out to each other. Seagulls watching over everything as they chatted about. The smell of diesel from everything mechanical moving about filled the air.  
They reached the front gate walking past the security guard who sat back in his chair reading the newspaper waiting for the next truck to arrive. He never looked up from his seat. 
They looked at each other and nodded. Headed off on their own path through the industrial side of town towards different ends of the city. Each one looking at their address and map trying to locate their target. No food was packed for a lunch, food would never be needed again. 
The wind didn’t move Luke’s hair around nor did the summer’s heat get to him. The bright sunlight didn’t bother his eyes. 
He walked for a few hours through the crowded city center with taxis and buses passing by, no one noticing him. 
At one point he passed by Buster’s Comic Book Shop, stopped and looked through the front glass. Wishing he could drop in and flip through the pages of the latest comic. Something he took for granted while alive. Funny thing is, he had no reflection in the glass window.
He stood at the corner of Woodside and Norval Road and looked over at St. Sorrows Cemetery. He crossed when the light was green and made his way inside passing the open gate and walked around. Gazing upon row upon row of tombstones, some new, some having been around awhile. He moved off the gravel path onto the grass surrounded by tall maple trees. It was quiet compared to the busy intersection. After a few minutes, he found what he was looking for, his own grave. 
He felt like he was going to faint. How creepy to look upon a tombstone with his own name, along with the day of birth and death. His body was six feet under, but there he was standing looking at his grave casting no shadow. 
Grass had now grown over the gravesite. It was no longer fresh, time had passed. Countless flowers had been laid down around the gravestone. Some new, some recently dead, some showing they had been there for a long time. How many times had his parents visited? He looked around the cemetery at all the other tombstones. Now he was one of. For decades to come countless people will walk through this place. Some seeing his tombstone others not, some visiting their own loved ones. How many other ghosts have visited their gravesite in this place? Hopefully over time someone will keep the weeds away and make it look pretty. All graves need to kept up no matter how much time has past.
 

Chapter 21
 
He turned and made his way out. A few hours later he arrived at the upscale residential neighbourhood known as the Bridal Path. 
Looking at his map he walked down Lown Street looking for mansion number 42. He knew it had to be on the right hand side because it was an even number. 
He reached 40 and moved to the next looking upon a massive gray three-story house. The long driveway was big enough to hold countless cars, expensive cars nonetheless.  
Massive black security gates protected the house, no one was getting in. Luke stepped forward and walked through them as though nothing was there. Anyone else would have to climb over being spotted by anyone driving by.
He walked up the middle of the driveway. Convinced neighbours were watching his every move from their living room windows. He was surprised Ms. Shelly wasn’t here watching him. He felt like he should be hiding in the bushes. Everywhere he looked security cameras pointed at him, but no alarms went off.  
He walked up the large marble steps and stopped at the red door. He felt he should knock or wait till someone opened it for him to walk in.
With the driveway empty he’d figured the owner was away, probably at work. He didn’t want to enter with anyone home. He’d truly feel like a criminal. He stood on the front porch waiting. Anytime someone walked by he was convinced they’d see him standing there and ask him what he’s doing. But no one did. 
The sun had moved across the sky. He figured he’d been waiting a few hours when the black gates suddenly started to open, causing him to jump. A few seconds later a blue European sports car pulled in. 
This must be him. He wanted to run. Wanted to head back home and forget any of this was happening. He wanted his life back. Go back to school, live a regular life. He didn’t want this homeowner robbed.  
The man got out and made his way towards the front door. Looking a little tired from a long day at work. He looked as though he could’ve retired a few years back, but decided to stay on for the love of the job. But that was just a guess. 
Luke stood next to him as he typed in the security code to the front door. Making mental note of the numbers. How on earth was the man not noticing him? He figured when you’re a ghost you truly are a ghost. No shadows, no noise, no nothing. The door was opened as the homeowner causally walked inside closing the door behind him.
This would be the first time he would walk through a door alone. He put one foot in front and stepped through. 
He found himself alone in the dark, quiet house. The homeowner was nowhere to be seen on the first floor. He walked into the massive living room and stood next to the grand piano. A picture in a frame rested on it. He guessed it was his kids and grandkids at the park. One little girl in the swing had a red ribbon in her hair with a nice smile. Seeing the pictures made him feel even worse. This wasn’t some stranger; it was a real person with a family.
The fireplace on the other side of the room was massive to say the least. A car could fit inside it. Why would anyone need a fireplace so large? At least there was no fire burning in it. If it had been he wouldn’t have entered the room. A small fire would bother him, but a fire in that huge thing, no thank you. Just picturing a fire gave him the creeps. 
He left the living room and moved up the massive white staircase. Even though he couldn’t make any audible noise he still moved slowly and carefully.   
He jumped when he saw the homeowner walking from his bedroom across the hall into an office. Convinced he would be spotted leading to the police being called. But nothing happened. The homeowner simply kept on walking.
Luke moved down the hallway quietly, he wasn’t used to being invisible. He peaked into the office. The man was old with grey hair, looking to be in his 90s and wore a gold bathroom and grey slippers. 
On the wall behind him was a painting of a Medieval Knight with a silver helmet on, only the eyes exposed. A metal chain link suit covered the body. A red cross was on the chest of the Knight. The Knight was standing on a hillside holding a sword. The same red cross he saw in the other house. What are the odds?
The millionaire stood behind his desk and moved a painting off to the side revealing a safe hidden behind it. 
This was it, Luke moved closer but was too nervous to stand right beside him. From a few feet back it was easy to watch as the man turned the dial. He knew the homeowner had no reason to cover it up. He took mental note of the combination. The man reached in took out his will and sat down at his desk. Giving him a chance to peek inside. He could see a gold Rolex watch, stacks of cash, but no Revelation text. No surprise, the odds of it being in there would be next to none. How on earth was Carl expecting any of them to see such a rare item in a safe in a random house? Or were the houses random? Maybe they were chosen for a reason, but what?  
He didn’t have to write any of the contents down. He knew he’d remember it. Now he wanted out of the house as fast as possible. Being inside was no fun by any means. He didn’t want to be doing this in the first place. He’d rather be hanging out with his friends in Buster’s Comic Book Shop. 
He turned and moved out of the office and down the staircase. He was running so fast he didn’t realize he missed a step and found himself falling head over heels down the massive staircase. His head, arms and legs swinging around like a rag doll. He had no idea which end was up. By the time he got to the bottom, he had to sit up and look back up the stairs. Convinced the homeowner heard him and would be running towards him to see what happened, but nothing. No one came. He stood up wondering how on earth nothing was broken. His arms and legs were fine. No cuts no bruises. As though nothing had happened. He didn’t want to stick around any longer. He quickly ran through the front door and down the driveway. 
 
 

Chapter 22
 
He ran along the sidewalk through the Bridal Path with his head down wondering how he could get out of this mess. A few blocks later he glanced up and noticed a child about eight years old alone in her front yard climbing a large oak tree. Not a safe idea, but what child has not climbed a tree before. He knew the tough part was coming down. 
He continued walking when he saw the child slipping off a low hanging branch. She was trying to hold on but her small hands were giving. Any second now she would fall. From that height it wouldn’t be good. He looked around and saw no one who could help. He knew he had to do something, but what? He ran across the front lawn towards the child and focused his energy. At the very moment she was about to slip he found himself floating in the air reaching up pushing her back onto the branch. 
She quickly got a better grip and sat up looking over her shoulder wondering what just happened. But he knew the child would see nothing. She took her time and slowly lowered herself back into the grass as her mother stepped out the front door. 
He watched the little girl run towards her saying an angel saved her from falling. Her mother looked at her confused wondering what on earth she was talking about. 
He knew he didn’t have to be thanked just as long as the child was safe. He felt good about helping someone. Maybe being a ghost wasn’t too bad. Maybe he could help others. Do something good. He could find ways to help those in need. Like his comic books coming to life. 
He looked down and realized he’d be floating the whole time. What on earth? How did this happen? Was this his ability Babylon spoke of? He had no idea he could fly. He lowered himself back towards the ground and made his way back to the warehouse with a small smile. 
 

Chapter 23        
 
John took his time walking along Main Street, glancing down at his address looking for Garden Avenue. He knew the area. He had been to a few computer stores on the street looking for a router he’d use for hacking. 
He thought of his old school, wondering why his classmates always gave him a hard time. Wondering if things could’ve been different. He didn’t like school. Had a difficult time reading. Teachers told him it was dyslexia. But that didn’t change anything. Everyone always laughed at him anyway. 
All his life he had rage, anger towards everything. He never knew how to settle down. Being alone was the only time he was happy. Hanging out online pretending to be someone else. Computers never laughed at him. Hacking came easy for him. It was the one good thing he could do. He could sneak into any place while online and download without getting caught. If anyone questioned him he knew how to play it cool, not give anything away. Always acting innocent. 
While walking down the sidewalk along Broke Avenue he passed an old Victorian house. He glanced at the red neon sign flashing above the living room window displaying the words “Jane the Psychic Medium.” 
He stopped for a moment watching it flash. Maybe he could sneak inside and try talking to her, explaining how he was kidnapped. How Carl and the Darkness has him trapped. Maybe find a way into the light. The living can’t see him, but a psychic medium could do the trick. But would the Darkness know he was speaking to her? Would he be punished with a trip to hell for it?
As he stood at the end of the driveway the front door opened and a young couple exited the house headed back to their car. 
A woman looking to be in her 50s with a touch of grey hair stood at the door waving to them as they left. She must be the psychic medium. The couple got into their car and waved as they pulled out. 
For a brief moment, she glanced his way causing him to jump. Did she know he was standing there? Was it by chance she looked his way or did she sense his presence?
John looked up and noticed the clouds were getting darker. He didn’t like what he was seeing. Was it the Darkness knowing he was looking at a psychic medium? Was the Darkness coming for him? Or maybe it’s only dark clouds blocking out the sun. He couldn’t risk it. Couldn’t end up going through what Paul described. He knew he had to get out of there. Better to play it safe.
He turned and took off running. 
 
 

Chapter 24
 
The sun was beginning to set casting an orange glow over the water as all three kids met up outside the warehouse’s front door.
“This is one crazy afterlife,” John whispered as the other two nodded.
“I know. I feel horrible having to spy on a homeowner.”
“We all feel horrible.” Paul whispered.
 “But I was able to help a young girl who almost fell out of a tree.” Luke said.  “For a brief moment I felt good again. Made being a ghost is not so bad.”
“How did you reach her in time?” John asked.
“Funny thing. I flew off the ground towards her.” Luke said.
“Wait, you flew?” Paul asked. “You’re telling me you can fly?”
“Didn’t think I could. It just happened. It was a last moment type of thing.” 
“John can hold objects in the real world and you can fly. What’s my ability?” Paul asked.
“You were like a superhero.” John joked. “Helping those in need.”
“Maybe it’s something we can do.” Luke added. "Since we’re ghosts we can help others. Like heroes in comic books.”
“Help others?” Paul said as he and John both looked at their feet. “I can’t help others.” Paul said. “Who am I to help? Not sure how I’d even go about it.”
“It’s easy. It’s something you do. You don’t have to think about it. Never too late to start helping others.” Luke said.
“Like heroes in the comics?” John whispered.
“You got it.” Luke said. “The idea of wanting to help makes a difference.”
“But if we’re going to be heroes we’ll need superhero outfits.” John said causing them all to laugh.
“We can come up with new superhero names.” Paul quickly added.
“Now you’re talking.” John said.
“Travel around the city helping those in need.” Luke said.
“We could be on the news.” John said and laughed. “Invisible heroes helping strangers. Everyone will be wondering who we are. Not realizing we’re ghosts.”
Before they could say another word Babylon stepped out from the locked doors. “There you are. Great to see everyone came back.”
John and Paul looked away from him as Luke nodded when seeing him.
“Let’s head inside and see Carl.” Babylon said as he turned.
Without saying anything they followed him inside. Walked up the metal steps towards Carl’s room.   
After they entered they stood silently as Carl’s chair spun around facing them.
“Well now, you have returned. Hopefully, you have good information to tell me.” He looked towards Paul. “What have you found out?”
Paul took out his notepad and read out the security code for the doors and the safe numbers as Carl quickly wrote everything down with a smile. 
Paul looked over to Carl. “When I was inside the car dealership I heard the owner say they’re going out for the weekend. No one will be inside the place.” 
Carl quickly looked up to him, “Well done. You have good ears. There will be a lot of goodies for the taken.” He looked over to John. “What do you have for me boy?”
John looked over his notes, gave the security codes for the doors and safe.
Carl smiled. “Good, stolen computers are always in demand. We’ll be robbing that place of everything when the time comes.” 
“As long as we get to heaven for all this.” John mumbled.
“Yes, yes, whatever.” He turned to Luke. “What did you find in the millionaire’s house?”
Luke hesitated, then started to recite the security codes for the safe.
Carl looked up to him and cut him off. “Are you making up these numbers? Why are you not reading them from your notes?”
Luke paused, “I have them all in my head, I didn’t have to write them down.”
Carl paused, “Are you playing games with me boy? Is this for real? If you’re messing around? You’ll be set to hell for punishment.”
Luke shook his head. “I remembered all of them.”
Carl thought for a moment. “You seem like a smart one. You better be right. If your codes are wrong hell awaits you.”  
Luke went back to stating the security numbers of the safe and front door as Carl wrote everything down. Placing the notepad into his top pocket when finished. 
“Well done,” Carl called out. “All three of you were successful on your first time out. This is better than I thought. I’ll be making a lot of money from this. We’ll work well together. It looks as though I do not have to punish any of you today. You should be happy. However, none of you came across the Revelation text while you were out. You did look for it correct?“ He looked up to the three of them.
They all nodded quickly.
“It’s critical you find it. Maybe next time then,” Carl mumbled to himself. 
Luke looked at Carl. “What happens if the homeowners are home when the robbery happens?”
Carl quickly looked over to him. “Never you mind, boy.” He snapped back. “Your job is to get the information and not care.”
“I only wondered if anyone’s been hurt with the houses being robbed?”    
Carl looked up to him. “You don’t have to wonder about anything, boy. For a kid you ask too many questions, I don’t like that.”
“I was wondering why the houses we go into have images of a Knights Templar with a red cross on it? Seems I’m seeing it everywhere.” Luke asked.
John nodded in agreement. “Me as well. Saw that at the computer store. They had images of it everywhere.”
“Funny you should say that,” Paul added. “I saw the same type of painting in the car dealership office as well.”
Carl quickly yelled out. “Don’t you go carrying about that. Nothing you need to concern yourself with. Ignore it. Means nothing. Don’t be asking anymore questions.” He turned his chair back around and yelled out. “Now I am done with you, head back to your room.”
Without saying anything they turned and walked out the door.   
They spent the next few minutes sitting on their beds not saying anything. 
 
 

Chapter  25
 
Carl stood up, rubbed his hands together as he paced the floor. He looked over to Babylon. “I don’t like the kid named Luke. He asks too many questions. For a kid he should be quite like the rest. Something isn’t right with him. He doesn’t seem like the criminal type. Seems too clean-cut. Follow him wherever he goes. Make sure he doesn’t run off. There’s something different about that one. We will have to watch him.” He sat back down.
Babylon nodded and whispered, “Yes boss, I’ll watch him.” He turned to leave the room and out into the darken hallway.
 
John leaned back on his bed. “When I was out I passed by a house that had a sign out front saying the owner was a psychic. She was standing on the front porch as I walked by. Funny thing is, I swear she was looking at me. I think she knew I was there.”
“I don’t know. Aren’t they all fake?” Luke asked.
“I believe most are.” John said. “But there was something about this woman I couldn’t shake. As though she could see me. Who knows maybe she is the real deal.”
Paul thought for a moment. “If it turns out she is real we could use this to our advantage. We can get a message to her about what Carl is doing.” 
John sat up on the bed. “That’s right, get a message to the living. See if they can help us. But who can we get a message to?”
“Why not Luke’s parents? Get the police involved.” Paul said.
Luke’s eyes lit up. “I like that idea. Stop Carl from robbing all the houses. But first, before we get our hopes up we have to find out if she’s real to start with. Nothing worse than trying to pass on a message to a psychic only to find out they're fake.”
The other two nodded. 
“Great point.” John said. “Don’t want to be wasting our time. But what we can do is sneak out when Carl is distracted and make our way over there. Check her out. Spy on her and see if she’s fake or real.”
“We have to be logical about this.” Luke said. “Don’t want to be chasing after something only to be disappointed. The odds are against us of her being real.”
“True,” Paul said. “But that’s why we have to check it out first. If it’s a million to one odds, better than nothing.”
“But what if Carl finds out we’re gone?” Luke asked. “He might send the Darkness after us.”
They sat back and thought for a moment.
“Here’s what we can do.” John said. “Paul can stay behind. If Carl does come around asking questions you can tell him Luke and I are out looking for new houses to rob. Make up lies, saying we want to find the Revelation text for him.” 
Paul quickly nodded. “Smart idea. That way one of us will be left behind to cover for the other two.“
“That’s something Carl would like to hear.” Luke said. “Us being out there looking for the text.”
“Here’s the deal. Tomorrow, Luke and I will sneak out in the morning. Make our way to the psychic place and find out if she’s the real deal. If she is, we get a message to her. If not we keep looking until we find a real one.”
“Finally, something good is coming our way.” Luke said with a smile. 
“The important part is to act natural.” Paul said. “Don’t give Carl any reason to suspect anything.”
 

Chapter 26
 
As the early morning sun rose over the docks Paul sat on his bed and looked over to John and Luke and nodded. “This is it.” As they nodded back. 
 They made their way to the bedroom door and peeked out.
John looked back at Paul. “You know what to do.” He whispered. 
Paul nodded. “Not a problem. Lying is something I’m good at. If Carl should happen to walk by and ask, I’ll tell him you two are out scouting for new locations. He’ll fall for it.” He said with a smile. 
Luke looked out into the hall. “Now we have to make sure Carl is distracted as we head out.”
“Can’t imagine him up at this early hour.” John whispered. 
They left the room and slowly made their way down the hall. Peeking into Carl’s room. When they noticed he wasn’t anywhere to be seen they moved forward. 
They walked down the metal steps to the first floor and stepped through the locked metal door. 
Once outside they quickly took off running making their way towards the security gates and out onto the main road.
Passing dockworkers arriving to start a busy day. None of them noticing two teenagers passing them by.
Luke turned to John. “I’ll follow, since you know the way.” 
They ran for an hour through the city into the suburbs as countless cars passed by on their way to the large office towers. No one noticing either of them. 
With the sun high in the sky on Broke Street, they came to a stop in front of a Victorian house. “This is it,” John said as they stood on the driveway looking at the flashing red “Jane Psychic Medium” sign.
“I don’t know about this. How do we know she’s not a scam artist?” Luke asked while looking the house over.
“There was something in her eyes as she looked my way. As if she knew I was there. If she were fake she would never have noticed. I did nothing to attract attention, but she still looked over to me.”
Luke thought for a moment, “Guess there’s only one way to find out.” He said and started walking up the driveway. 
As they approached the front door Luke looked over to John. “Should we knock or something? Seems odd just walking in a stranger’s house.” 
John nodded. “Good point, but if she can speak to the dead maybe other ghosts have probably visited her by walking in.” 
Luke agreed and stepped through the door followed by John.
They looked around the dark living room. Heavy red curtains hung on the sides of the windows letting in the morning sun. Countless books lined many shelves throughout the house. Red and blue candles burned around the room. Luke noticed a woman on the couch reading a book. Above her was a painting of a Knights Templar with a red cross.  
They walked past the living room. “That’s her,” John whispered pointing out the woman who was sitting on the couch reading a book titled Beyond the Afterlife. “She was the one who looked at me when I walked by.”
Luke jumped when she stopped reading and turned their way. “Is someone there?”
They both stood silent, wide-eyed.
For what felt like an eternity Luke finally looked over to John and whispered. “I don’t believe this, she knows we’re here.”
“This is creepy.” He responded. 
 Luke looked back to the lady, “Can you see us?” Luke barely got out.
“In my mind I can hear you.” She answered, as she looked their way. “I can sense your presence.”
Luke and John both flinched and looked at each other in shock.
“It’s alright you can speak to me. I know you’re there. Many spirits have come to me. That’s why I have a sign. It’s not for the living but a message for the lost souls.”
“I don’t know what to say.” Luke whispered to John.
“We have to say something.” John quickly said.
“To be honest, I thought she was going to be fake. So I never really thought about what I was going to say.” Luke looked back to her. “Are… you real?”
“Yes, I can hear you speaking to me.”
“Really? Like real, as in real, real?” Luke said
John shook his head. “What do you mean real as in real, real? Of course she’s real. She’s speaking to us.”
“I know. I wanted to make sure. You know how these scam artists are. They are good at fooling people.” He whispered back. 
“I can help you, if you’d like.” She said. “Let me know what I can do for you.”
“Great.” John said. “Now we can get her to help us. Find a way into heaven. All we have to do is tell her our situation and she can work her magic.”
“Magic?” Luke said. “She doesn’t work with magic,”
“You know what I mean… let her do what she does…” He stopped and quickly looked towards the windows as the room began to get darker. 
Luke looked over to John. “Hold on a second. Is that a shadow from a cloud passing in front of the sun? Or has the Darkness found us?”
John stood in silence for a moment. “I don’t know, but we better get out of here incase it is the Darkness. We’re looking at a one way ticket to hell if he found us.” 
“I’m out of here.” Luke yelled out.    
They both quickly turned and ran towards the door.
Luke looked back and could see the psychic putting her book down and getting off the couch headed their way. “You don’t have to run I can hear you, I can help.” 
They took off running down the driveway looking up at the sky as they moved onto the sidewalk. 
“I sure hope that was nothing more than a cloud passing over the house.” John yelled out as he kept running through a crowded intersection.
“I think we overreacted.” Luke said passing by kids leaving a candy store. “I don’t see the dark cloud anywhere. It might’ve been a cloud.”
“I hear you. But I have no intention of ending up in hell. I’ll play it safe and get out. At least we now know she can hear us. This will be the start of her helping us.”
 

Chapter 27
 
Carl leaned forward in his chair and looked over to Babylon who was on the couch. “Why are the kids so quiet? I haven’t heard any of them moving around.” 
Babylon looked up from his notebook. “Probably nothing. They’re probably sitting around bored.”
“Normally I hear them talking. I don’t like silence, makes me feel nervous. They must be up to something. Go check on them.”
Babylon nodded, jumped off the couch and made his way down the hall. He walked into the bedroom and looked for the three kids. He turned to Paul. “Carl was wondering why everyone is so quiet around here. What happened to Luke and John?”
Paul looked over to him with a smile. “Nothing much, I’m just hanging out waiting for our next orders. John and Luke have gone out to check out some rich houses for us to rob later. Nothing odd going on, just killing time.”
Carl made his way down the hall and entered the room and looked down to Babylon. “So, what have you learned, what are the kids doing?”
“Paul said he’s hanging out while John and Luke are out scouting rich houses for us to rob later.” 
Carl quickly looked over to Paul. “Really? They went out looking for houses?”
“Yup, that’s where they are.” Paul said with an innocent smile. “They wanted to find nice big rich houses. And look for the Revelation text for you.”
Carl stood in silence for a moment. “Never heard of any kids doing that before.”
“You know us.” Paul said. “We’re dedicated. The faster we find the text the faster we get to heaven. So they’re out there now looking.”
Carl looked confused for a moment and turned to walk out the room.  “I like what I’m hearing. Sounds like you three are going above the call of duty. At least we know where they are.” He made his way down the hallway.
Paul leaned back on his bed and smiled.  
 

Chapter 28
 
A short time later John and Luke arrived at the docks with the sun failing to cast their shadows. Walking past warehouses as forklifts came and went moving large skids. Supervisors looking over paperwork on a clipboard making sure everything was in order. 
They watched a large boat pull into the docks with workers waiting to unload the cargo.   
John looked over the water. “I wish I could change my past, make things better. But I know things will be different now. I’ve hurt too many people with my hacking. I wanted revenge on some, but ended up hurting everyone along the way. A lot of innocent people. But I was angry at everyone.” 
“I understand, you were lost in your pain. Feeling hurt. Deep inside you’re a nice guy who only wanted friends. But they all rejected you. That hurt you. You can’t let brief moments of your life taken when you were hurting judge you overall. You’ve done good things as well. It’s not all bad. Would you have hurt others if they didn’t hurt you?”  
John thought for a moment. “You’re right. I didn’t want to hurt others; if they were nice to me I’d never would have done anything. I never looked at it like that before.”
“If you free yourself of your pain you then free yourself from harming others. Instead of hurting others, you’d help them.” 
“I’ve never stuck my neck out for anyone.”
“But you did for me in telling me about the psychic. You didn’t have to, you could’ve kept that information to yourself, but you did help me, means you're changing. You are helping others instead of hurting.” 
John nodded and smiled. “It does feel good helping others. My pain was making me a prisoner. Letting it go, frees me.” 
 

Chapter 29
 
When Luke and John reached the front of the warehouse Luke poked his head through the doors and looked around. 
“Do you see Carl?” John whispered.
Luke looked up the staircase. “No, he might be up in his room though.” He whispered back. “Looks like we got away with it. Now we have to head back later with a better message for her. Something we know will make a difference in freeing us. And make sure the Darkness doesn’t follow.”
They made their way inside and slowly walked up the stairs.
“There you two are.” Carl said as he quickly stepped out of his room into the hallway. “Where did you two get off to?” He crossed his arms.
“We were out looking for houses to rob.” John quickly said with a smile. “Looking to make you more money.”
Luke looked at John and back to Carl and nodded.
“Yes, that’s what Paul said. Hard to believe though. Never had kids doing that before. Did you find anything good?”
“You know,” John said with a smile. “Couple here and there. Some nice big houses in rich neighbourhoods. Standard thing. Probably have some gold or jewelry inside.” He nodded and looked away.
“Interesting.” Carl mumbled to himself. “Who came up with that idea.”
“Oh… it was my idea.” Luke said. “Figured we’d go out looking for big houses, and the Revelation text. Sadly didn’t see it though. But we’ll try harder next time. We know how much you want it. So we’ll keep trying.” He smiled as they both quickly made their way down the hall.
Carl watched them and rubbed his chin. “Odd.” He walked back into his room and turned to Babylon. “Something feels odd. Keep your eye on Luke. Not sure what it is. But watch over him anyways.”
 
 
 

Chapter 30
 
A few hours later Luke was out walking along docks next to the water. He wanted out of the warehouse for a bit. He closed his eyes listening to the seagulls squawking overhead as a massive ship was pulling into port. The length of a city block. Who knows what goods were inside. Probably traveled halfway around the world to get here.
He glanced over his shoulder and noticed Babylon following a few yards back. He was clear he was trying not to be seen as he peeked out from behind one of the warehouse buildings. It wasn’t easy for a walking baby in a tuxedo to hide. 
A few minutes later Luke slowed down and waited until Babylon caught up. 
They walked for a while not saying much at first. 
“Incase you’re wondering Carl told me to keep an eye on you. But as you can see, I’m not good at spying.” He said and laughed. “Feel silly doing so.”
Luke watched the seagulls flying over the water. “Who are you Babylon? I don’t mean a gambler with debts, but the real Babylon?” He asked, not looking over to him.
Babylon shook his head. “To be honest, I don’t even know anymore. Too much time has passed. There was a time I was alive, that I did know. But it was so long ago, decades in fact. Now, what my life has become,” he paused. “I don’t know. Never knew my parents. Had to fend for myself out on the streets. Never attended school much. Everything I learned to survive I picked up from the alleyways. Always had to fight for my meals. Learned how to gamble in the backrooms, was good at it for a while, until greed took over. Found shelter anywhere I could. Never knew love. No one ever told me they loved me, no one ever showed it.” 
“Did you ever have any friends?”
Babylon looked down at his feet. “No, not really. Just people I worked with when robbing houses. I don’t think you can call them friends. Life’s a lot easier when you’re a kid. But, the older you get the tougher everything becomes. Sometimes you need to do what needs to be done to get by. Believe it or not, there was one time I helped others. But it seems a lifetime ago. I helped kids in the orphanage.”
“You ran the place?”
“Well, somewhat. After I turned 18 I was expected to move out. Seeing as at that age you were an adult. But the couple who ran the place let me stay. They knew I would be homeless if I left. I helped out around the place. Did what was needed to pull my weight. Until one day the owners died. Killed by a drunk driver. All the kids in the place were scared. They didn’t know who would look after them. So I stepped up. Never thought I would be doing such a thing. But who would look after the kids if I didn’t?”
“How long did you care for them?”
“Didn’t last for too long. The city caught on the kids were alone. They started asking questions about who was looking after the kids if the owners were dead. And one night the police came to take all the kids away. They were screaming as adults were pulling them out of their beds in the middle of the night. They were calling for me to help. I tried by pushing the officers away.”
“I guess the police tried arresting you for that?”
“They tried but I got away. Ran to the docks. Felt bad all the kids were taken away. Don’t know what became of them. I can still hear them calling out for me.” He paused. “I failed them.”
“I can understand how you feel. I would feel bad as well.”
“From that point on I had to stay low to avoid the cops. I liked going to casinos to make a quick buck. Sometimes I’d bring a device to give me an edge, to help me win. Well, the owners of the casinos didn’t like that. They called it cheating, so I had to be quick on my feet to get away. That’s’ the way life was for me. I treated life like a party; I never knew when it was going to end. Not knowing when a hitman would take me out. So I lived life to the fullest. I traveled around a lot, never staying in one place for too long. It’s a good idea to keep on the move when you have a mob boss after you. Owing people money always keeps you on your toes.” 
They sat down at the docks. Listening to the water striking against the pier.  
Luke looked over to Babylon. “The Darkness has the ability to send people into hell, have you ever heard of anyone finding a way out?” 
Babylon thought for a moment and looked out over the water. “When I was alive I heard an urban legend, it’s been said somewhere on earth there’s a doorway to hell. Under this city lies miles of catacombs built hundreds of years ago, a place to bury the dead. Something city council decided after the cemeteries filled up.”
Luke quickly looked over to him. “What? Are you serious? Catacombs are under this city, I’ve never heard of this?”
Babylon nodded and whispered, “They decided to keep it quiet. After what was discovered.”  
“What was found?”
“There’s a rumour while the catacombs were being dug, workers came across a dark portal. Some were brave enough to walk down the dark tunnel. They claimed it led to hell. They came running out having seen hell with their own eyes.” 
“Wait, the portal to hell is in this city?”
Babylon nodded. “Right here, at least that’s the story.”
Luke looked out over the water. “Looks like a friend of mine I knew while I was alive was right. He was reading a magazine filled with urban legends. Claimed a cemetery in our city had a portal to hell. No one believed it because it was a silly magazine.” 
“The workers described it in the harshest of terms. Some of them went crazy after witnessing the horrors. Saying there are no words to accurately describe the true suffering down below. The catacombs had to be closed off because anyone who ventured in could stumble into hell, and might not come back. The city officials at the time decided to erase it from public files. No one knows where the portal is located.”
“It could actually be in one of the old cemeteries, if the urban legend is true. How did you find out about the portal?”
“Let’s just say, I knew of a mob boss who was obsessed with finding the entrance location. He wanted to find hell. He came to this city looking for it.” 
Luke thought for a moment. “If someone is trapped in hell maybe they could find the portal and use it to escape.” 
Babylon shook his head and laughed a bit. “But with all the rumours, you can’t count on it to be real.”
 

Chapter  31 
   
The next morning the three boys were on the first floor standing again in front of white tables practicing how to move their pens. 
Babylon walked around the tables watching them. “Focus on the pen. Imagine you’re alive. If you believe you can move it will happen. If you doubt yourself the pen will fall from your hands.”
“Hey, I think I got it.” Luke yelled out as he held up his pen. “Believing I could, made it happen. How do you like that. Having a positive mindset makes a difference.”
Paul tried lifting his pen but could only move it a few niches across the table. “Why can you two make it look so easy? But I’m still having difficulties.”
Babylon walked past him. “There’s no rush we can keep practicing for hours. The good news is you don’t get tired or need food. So we can keep at it. Soon each of you will discover your secret abilities.”
“Luke knows his is flying.” Paul said. “Can’t wait to find mine. Hope it happens soon.” 
 
Later that night Luke stood next to the window. Looking out the only part not covered with black paint at the moonlight reflecting off the water. When Paul came running into the bedroom. “Check this out. You’re not going to believe this, but we have thieves breaking into this building.”  
Luke looked over to him. “What, you serious?” 
Paul nodded. “Yeah, I was standing at the top of the staircase when I heard the lock being picked. I recognize the sound a mile awhile. And bingo, the front door slowly opened with two guys wearing black made their way inside.” 
John stood up from his bed and looked over to Paul. “Are you sure? Maybe they’re homeless people wandering around an empty building.”
“Call it a gut feeling. I think they want to steal all of the goods on the first floor.”
Paul turned to leave the room as John and Luke quickly followed. They made their way down the hall towards the staircase. Luke and John lowered down into the shadows peeking out over the railing.
Paul looked down at them. “You don’t have to hide. They can’t see us.” He pointed them out. “See, they’re going through all of the stolen goods scattered about on the floor.”
Luke looked down and could see two men quietly moving about. One wearing a large black top and a light coloured trench coat. The other was wearing a black leather jacket and a red scarf. The same guys from a few days back chatting with Carl. Looks as though they want everything without paying a penny. 
“I can hear them whispering.“ Paul said. “They’re trying to figure out the value of all the goods. Which is worth stealing.”
John looked over to Luke. “Wonder if there’s any way we can get their attention. Maybe they could help us.”
Luke shook his head. “They’re thieves, they’re only here to help themselves.”
John nodded. “Good point.”
Luke glanced over his shoulder. “Wonder where Carl is?” 
Paul looked into his office. “I see him, he’s sitting in his red chair counting money. He has no idea they’re down there.”
Luke rubbed his forehead. “This isn’t good, the thieves could walk up the stairs and see Carl in his office.” 
John looked away, “And what if something bad were to happen, it would fit him good for what he’s done to us.” 
Luke whispered, “But if anything does happen to Carl we’ll be stuck here forever. As much as we don’t like being here, Carl is our way out of this.”
John nodded. “Yeah, you’re right about that.”
“He might be bad, but it doesn’t mean we have to be.” Luke said.  “We can’t let ourselves become like him. We need to keep the light within ourselves. Even if he is dark.”  
John slowly nodded, “That’s a good point, but we’re ghosts what can we do?”
Luke thought for a moment. “We can apply what Babylon taught us. We can move objects. We can scare them. We’re ghosts after all. Let’s make this a haunted building.” He got up and ran down the stairs.
John looked over to Paul. “What’s he up to?”
Luke reached the bottom of the stairs and made his way over to the thieves. He looked down at a collection of cell phones at his feet. Focused his energy on one of them. He tried moving it but it only moved an inch. He looked up to the thieves, but they didn’t notice. 
He tried again this time focusing on the cell phone and this time it slid across the floor a few feet.
The thief in the red scarf jumped and pointed, “Did you see that?” That cell phone moved.” He whispered. “On its own.”
The one in the long top hat turned to look. “No, it didn’t. It’s your imagination. There’s no way it could move. Stop being silly.”
“I’m telling you this place is haunted. I’ve seen TV shows where haunted abandoned buildings are investigated. This one could be one of them.”
“Are you serious? Stop being silly. Your imagination is running wild.” He whispered. "Let’s pick up the good stuff throw it into our bags and get out of here. Before Carl knows we’re here. I have no desire to pay him anything for these goods. After we’re gone you won’t have to worry about so-called ghosts anymore.”
They both went back rummaging through the goods on the floor.
Luke knew he had to do something big to scare them off. He focused his energy and slid a laptop across the floor towards their feet, causing both men to jump.
“You had to have seen that,” he said to the man in the long top hat. 
“Yeah, I saw that all right. I’m trying to find a logical explanation for it.”
“Logical? There’s nothing logical about it. It was a ghost. Now do you believe me?’
Luke knew he had them on the run. This time he reached down and picked up one of the gold watches off the floor. Held it in his palm knowing it would appear to be floating in the eyes of the thieves.
John watched from the top railing and turned to Paul. “Let’s help Luke out.”
“Right behind you.” Paul called out.
They took off running down the stairs and over to the white tables. John focused his energy grabbed the corner and started rattling it. Sounding like thunder throughout the first floor. 
The thieves shot up straight staring at the floating watch and over to the rattling tables. 
The one with the red scarf pointed. “What’s going on here?” He yelled out. “Everything is moving on its own. I told you this place is haunted. We need to get out of here now.”
“This time I’ll agree with you. We’re out of here.” He yelled out.
They both turned and took off running out the front door. Luke watched them clear out faster than he’d seen anyone run in his life. Running into the night towards the security gates lit up by the moon. Pretty safe to say they’d never be back. 
The three boys stood at the door laughing.
“Look at them run.” John yelled out. “We got them, alright.”
Paul looked up when he heard Carl come running from his office and stood at the top of the stairs. 
“What’s going on down there?” His voice echoed the first floor as he ran down the stairs. “What are you kids up to?”
Babylon came running from down the hall to the top of the staircase. 
Paul turned to Carl. “Two thieves broke in wanting to steal everything, but Luke scared them away. It was his smart thinking that saved this place. He’s a smart guy.” 
Carl looked at the goods on the floor and over to Luke. “What are you talking about thieves? I see no one.”
John pointed to the front doors. “They’re gone now. We rattled the tables and they took off scared out of their minds.”
Carl walked over to the goods on the floor looking them over to see if anything was gone. Moved towards the front doors closing them. Making sure they were tight. “No honour amongst thieves I tell you. There was a time when criminals had respect for each other. Not anymore.” He turned back towards the three of them. “Well, …make sure no one breaks in again.” He yelled out. He looked over to John. “You’re in charge of watching the door from now on. Make sure no one else breaks in.” He turned and made his way back up to his office.
A moment later Paul looked over to Luke and John and shook his head. “How about that, we scared the thieves from robbing this place and Carl never even said thank you much less care. That says a lot about the guy.”
Babylon came running down the stairs. “That could’ve ended badly for Carl if you weren’t here to stop them.”
Paul crossed his arms. “We didn’t do it for Carl, we did it for ourselves so we could get out of this place.”
John looked over to Luke. “I’m impressed. I’d never thought of moving the objects to scare them off. If I were alone I’d still be up the stairs trying to think of something to do.” 
“You’re a smart guy Luke.” Paul added.
Luke smiled. “It was only luck.” 
 
 
 

Chapter 32
  
The next morning Carl stood in his office looking through the wooden boards covering the window watching Luke walking along the pier next to the water. He moved across the room and sat in his red chair. “Luke was clever to solve the problem last night. He seems smarter than any kid we’ve ever had here. Something isn’t right about him.”
Babylon sat on the couch and nodded. “We’ve never had a kid so bright.”
Carl shook his head. “How did we end up with a smart innocent kid? He should be the worst of them all. I watched a tall kid at the docks stealing everything he could get his hands on. He didn’t care what he had to break into. I knew when watching he’d be perfect for us after he died. Even his tall height would be a benefit.” He paused for a moment, “Come to think of it, why is Luke average height?” He rubbed his chin lost in thought. “Let me see your notepad, the one with the three kids’ names in it.”
Babylon reached into his top pocket took the notepad out, flipped through the pages and showed it to him.
Carl squinted his eyes and moved in closer. He threw his hands into the air and jumped up out of his seat looking down at Babylon. “Whereabouts were you when you picked Luke up?”
Babylon looked at him in confusion. “What do you mean where? Just what my notepad said, at the corner of Dock and John Street.”
“You fool, don’t you see what you’ve done. You have the wrong kid,” Carl yelled out. 
“What are you talking about? That’s Luke, the one you sent me to get.”
“Look at your list again. Look at the name. Now look at the location. You were supposed to get Luke from the docks, not Dock Street. The tall bad kid we wanted died on the docks on the same day. But you went to the wrong location.”
Babylon shook his head. “Impossible, I never get the wrong kid. I’m always right.”
“This time you messed up.” Carl yelled out. “You went to the wrong location and by chance, a kid died with the same name. Don’t you understand how we do things around here? We kidnap bad kids. Ones who were lawbreakers while alive. So they will continue being bad in the afterlife. We can’t kidnap good innocent kids and have them become bad after death. That never works.” 
Babylon rubbed his forehead looking over his notepad. “I can’t believe I made this mistake.”
“How can we work with that kid now? We need bad kids who fear going to heaven for the sins they’ve committed while alive. Someone whose life of crime can be carried over into the afterlife. It’s why we call this place the afterlife of crime. Now this kid is asking too many questions. I had a feeling right from the start I should’ve acted on. My fault for trusting you to do your job right.” He paused for a moment and walked around the room. “From the moment he arrived he started asking the wrong questions instead of obeying. If he catches on to what we’re doing or tries stopping us the Darkness will have to take care of him.” He looked over to Babylon. “Maybe punish you along the way to teach you a lesson.”
Babylon jumped up with his hands out in front of him “No, don’t punish me,” he yelled out. “I don’t want the Darkness sending me to hell.” 
“This is on you. If that kid causes any problems, you’ll be going to hell with him. You can count on that.” Carl yelled out and stormed out of the room.
Babylon looked over his notepad mumbling. “How did I get the name wrong? That’s never happened before? Where did I go wrong?”
 

Chapter 33
 
 
Later that night with the moon full. Luke stood at the window listening to the nighttime nocturnal creatures moving about outside. Maybe raccoons or rats looking for food. The room was dark. Only a touch of moonlight made its way through the dirty window. 
If he were alive he’d be asleep now in his bed getting a good night’s rest for school in the morning. He liked getting to sleep early and waking up with the sunrise. Eating eggs along with cereal with a glass of orange juice. But things are different now, a fate worse than death. From this point on he could be awake forever and not be affected by it.
He decided to walk the halls of the warehouse, giving himself something to pass the time. He slowly made his way out of the bedroom and down the hall. Halfway down he was sure he heard two people talking down the stairs by the front door. He recognized one of the voices to be Carl, but who was the other?
He moved to the top of the staircase staying in the shadows. Making sure he wouldn’t be seen. Even though he was a ghost he knew Carl could see him.
He peeked down the metal stairs. 
He could see Carl standing by the open front door talking to someone. It was too dark to see who was on the other side. Whoever it was they were alive, not a ghost. He could tell because the stranger had a shadow cast by the moonlight.
“Nice place you got here Carl. When do you plan on fixing it up?” The deep voice came from outside followed by a laugh.
“Silence you fool.” Carl grumbled. “I have no time for your jokes.”
“You still have a lot of stolen goods lying around. Not a smart idea.”
“Not a problem.” Carl said, “They’ll be moved soon. I have people coming by who’ll pick up everything to take to pawnshops and ship them overseas.” 
Luke wanted to walk down the stairs and see who the mystery man was. Why was Carl talking to him so late at night?
“What do you have for me this time?” The voice outside the door asked.
Carl laughed slightly with a cold look in his eyes. Not the type of laughter Luke would hear when a joke was told. This was colder and deeper.
“I got some good information for you today.” Luke heard Carl say in a whisper, while rubbing his hands together. “You can make a lot of money from this round of robberies. The houses and businesses you’ll be stealing from are high end. We’re not talking small little houses with nothing of value. We’re talking houses and businesses with gold in the safes.”
“I like what I’m hearing. How did you come across this information?”
“I’ve got good new kids. One of them is smart. He gets right into the houses and remembers what he sees. Doesn’t matter how complex the security numbers are, he remembers all of it in his head.” 
“Let me have the paperwork with the addresses and security codes then.” The voice outside demanded.
“Not so fast.” Luke heard Carl say. “I will have to see the money first. Not the usual, this time it will be double.”
“Double?” The stranger yelled out. “Are you nuts? No way am I paying double. I haven’t seen the address. I don’t know if the information is worth it.”
Carl laughed. “Oh, it’s worth it all right. After robbing these houses and businesses you’ll be living on easy street in no time. One kid heard the computer store owners talking. Said they were going out for the weekend, no one would be around. With the security numbers in your hand, you could rob the place at your own sweet time.”
“This better be worth it or there’ll be trouble.”
“It will be one of the greatest robberies for you Catman.”
Luke’s eyes lit up. The Catman? Did he hear Carl right? The man he was talking to was none other than the guy terrorizing the city. He’s not an urban legend, he’s real.
Luke watched the man step from the outside into the warehouse and looked around the place. Giving Luke a chance to get a good look at him. He had an odd looking goatee which pointed sharply like a triangle. The police never understood how he got past the security system of so many houses. It was as if he knew the codes. News reporters even wondered if he had supernatural powers. For months he would walk right into people’s houses and steal their goods while they slept. 
Homeowners would wake up in the morning and find all their valuables missing and the security turned off. Some families took to sleeping in shifts to watch over the front door wondering if “the Catman” would pay them a visit. No matter how complex the security code he always managed to turn it off. 
Now it was all making sense. He couldn’t believe it. So this is how the Catman operated. He collected the security information of people’s houses from Carl. The police would never catch on to something so unbelievable. 
Luke kept back in the darkness at the top of the stairs as the Catman wearing all black took out a large stack of cash and handed it over to Carl. 
Carl took the money as his eyes lit up, as if holding bars of gold. In return, he handed the Catman the list. He stared at the money, clearly no longer caring about the Catman.
From the dark shadows, Luke watched as the Catman looked over the information. “Yes. I know these street names, a lot of big houses and upscale businesses along them. Most thieves stay away knowing how impossible it is to get inside. I’ll enjoy breaking into these places. I bet they have a ton of expensive toys inside to sell on the underground market.”
Carl nodded while still counting the money with a smile on his face.
“You still want me looking for the Revelation text?”
Carl quickly looked up to him, “Of course, you must always look for it. Never stop.”
The Catman laughed while shaking his head. “But you won’t tell me why you care so much for it.”
“I’m just a collector of rare items, that’s all you need to know. You don’t have to ask anything else. Find it for me.”
“Relax, I’ll find it.” The Catman snickered. “So what’s up with this new kid you speak of?” He put the list into his front coat pocket. “What makes him so special? How’s he different from all the others?” 
Luke knew the Catman was asking about him, this didn’t sound good. 
Carl looked up from the money “Who? What?”
The Catman spoke again. “I said the new kid. Why is he different?”
“Oh, the new kid. He’s not like the others because he’s smarter. Turns out Babylon picked up the wrong kid. We ended up getting some smart kid from a good home. Not the broke wasted kids we’re used to. This one is clever, the best so far. In fact, the security codes you have on the list for the big mansion came from him.”
The Catman looked agitated. “A smart kid from a good home? I don’t like it, can you trust him?”
Carl nodded never looking away from the money. “I’m not happy with Babylon’s mistake, But yes he’ll work for us.”
“Sounds too easy. How do you know he’ll work out?”
Carl laughed, “Because he knows what will happen if he breaks the rules, the Darkness will take him to hell where he’ll be trapped, forever.” 
Luke’s eyes lit up. 
The Catman spoke as he turned to walk out the front door. “You keep an eye on the kid. I don’t want smart little punks running around. He might figure out a way of stopping this gravy train we got going here. What if he enters a church? Have you warned him off of it?”
Carl reached to close the door. “Taken care of. He’ll never find out the truth about going into a church. You just rob the houses; I’ll look after the kids. If they get out of hand they’ll be placed in hell and replaced with a new bunch.”
“And what if this smart kid finds out you’re not planning on sending any of them to heaven? All the other kids who worked for you never got their freedom, the Darkness takes them to hell no matter what.” He said while laughing. He turned and walked into the night.
Luke almost jumped up in shock after hearing what the Catman said. 
“There’s no way for him or the other two to find out. I’ll always lie to them and they’ll believe me. Once they start rebelling they’ll be sent away and replaced.” Carl called out.
Luke leaned back. There was no freedom for any of them? It was the one thing that kept the three of them going. How many of the other kids who worked for Carl are in hell now?  
Carl closed the door. “Laugh all you want Catman, soon you and everyone on this planet will be worshipping me. You have no idea what’s about to happen. Once I acquire the Revelation text the Darkness’s army will rise. Misery will reign supreme.” He turned and walked away into the shadows.
Luke shook his head. What on earth? The Darkness has an army ready to rise and attack? What did that mean? How was it connected to the Revelation text? He had to tell Paul and John.
He waited until Carl was completely out of sight and ran back down the hall to his room. 
 

Chapter 34
 
“We’re in trouble guys,” Luke whispered as he stood in the middle of the room.
John looked over to Luke. “Trouble, what do you mean?”
“I was out in the hallway a moment ago, when I overheard Carl talking to someone. Turns out it was the thief known as the Catman. He’s the one who wants the information we’ve been collecting.” 
“What?” Paul called out, “The Catman? Are you serious? He’s real?”
John looked over to Luke “He was here in this building?”
Luke nodded, “Believe it or not. That’s not the real problem. Turns out the kids Carl used in the past never reached heaven at all. Once they stopped working The Darkness takes them all to hell. Only to be replaced with new kids, who are told the same lie. The same fate will await us no matter how much we work for Carl.”  
John and Paul stood frozen and turned to each other in shock.
“You have to be making this up.” John called out. “We’re going to hell no matter what? This is crazy. We need to do something. That’s it. Let’s run away.”
Paul walked the floor. “John’s right. I’m not working for Carl anymore. Why bother if we’re going to hell anyways. Let’s get out of here.“
“Us running will not work.” Luke said.
“What’s wrong with the idea?” Paul asked, “You want to work for Carl even though we’ll end up in hell? Getting to heaven was the only thing getting us through each day.” 
“If we stop out of protest and try running the Darkness will send us to hell right away. We’ll be replaced in a matter of days.”
“That’s why we should runaway.” John quickly said. “Get far away from this place. Never look back. Since we never feel tired we can run for hours, days or weeks. Run all the way to the other end of the country. The Darkness can’t find us there.” 
“And end up walking the earth forever?” Luke asked. “That will be its own hell. Never being able to communicate with anyone ever again.”
“What other option is there?” Paul asked.
“We need to stall for time.” Luke said. 
“Stall for time?” Paul said while pacing the room.
Luke nodded. “Act as though nothing is wrong. If we let Carl know we know his secret he’ll be sure to call upon the Darkness and have us taken away forever. But if we act as though everything is all right it can buy us some time to figure out a real plan. Something that works. Something that leads us to heaven and the Darkness stopped. Maybe figure something out involving the psychic.”
“How can the psychic stop the Darkness?” John asked.
“Not sure at this moment.” Luke said. “That’s why we need to stall for time. Figure out a game plan. Take down the Darkness and Carl forever. Try to figure out how the Revelation text plays a role in all this. Why do they care about it so much.”
John paused and thought for a moment, “I hope so this works,“ he said.
Paul slowly nodded and agreed. “I don’t like it, but ok. But we need to figure something out quick. I don’t like being here for a moment knowing hell awaits us at any second.”
 
 
 

Chapter 35
 
A few days later Luke walked past Carl’s room and heard the TV on. He stopped in the hall. He liked hearing it, it reminded him of the world he once was apart of. Remembering his childhood. Opening Christmas presents, hanging out with his friends. He thought back to when his family was getting ready for dinner one evening….. 
 
…Luke lay on his bed with his head against the pillow turning the page of the comic “Robot Force”. A stack of comics lay on the bedside table next to a birthday card from his aunt saying Happy 8th birthday. It arrived in the mail a day before. The alarm clock read 6:30 pm. 
The smell of roast beef being taken out of the oven made its way into his room. He got up from his bed and made his way out into the living room. Walking past the fully decorated Christmas tree. The bright red, blue, and green lights flashed on and off. Countless presents were stacked under the tree. 
He walked into his dad’s office who was at his desk reading. He knew without looking it was a history book, what else would it be. His father loved reading every history book he could find. The bookshelf off to his right was filled with old books. It helped with his job at the museum. 
Luke looked at the desk and saw an ancient text. Written in black with a red pentagram on the bottom and three red strips across the top. “Wow, what’s that? It looks really old.”
His dad turned to him. “That’s from the vault of the Knights Templar, it’s called the Revelation text. The last missing page from the Revelation book. A book that has gone missing, no one knows where it’s located.” 
“Why do we have the last page?”
“It’s been in the family for generations.”
“It looks weird, I can’t read it.” 
His dad laughed, “It’s in Latin. Written backwards. It’s been said if the last page is read out loud along with the rest of the book it will give power to demons in hell to rise up onto earth.” 
“What?” Luke called out staring at it. “No way? That sounds so cool. Sounds like something from a comic book.”
His dad smiled. “Of course, it’s not true. Only a silly urban legend. But for hundreds of years, evil men who believed in it have tried locating it. Wanting to use its power to rule over heaven and hell.”
“How can you rule over heaven with demons?”
“The demons are sent to destroy Earth, archangels are sent from heaven to stop them. Leaving heaven unguarded for evil to take over.”
“Archangels? What are those?”
“Brave and noble Knights Templars who after death choose to keep up their watch to defend the innocent on Earth from evil. Instead of being regular angels, they become archangels. They are said to wear white robes with a golden rope and carry swords to stop any threat from hell. Some archangels secretly walk the earth looking for any signs of evil. If any evil is spotted all the archangels are called down to earth to defeat it.” 
Luke looked the paper over. “Who wrote the Revelation text?” 
His dad shook his head. “No one is sure who wrote the book or how the last page was separated from it. But a powerful Knights Templar who dedicated his life to defeating evil stumbled across the last page hundreds of years ago. And kept it hidden in a secret location. If it fell into the wrong hands, evil would take over and heaven would fall. The Knights are still sworn to this day to keep it hidden.” 
“How can a Knights Templar stop evil today if he’s been dead for hundreds of years?”
“It’s been said the Knight who found the text will be reincarnated when the time is right to defeat evil if it should threaten Earth.” 
“Wow, are you serious?” 
His dad laughed. “Don’t take any of this serious, none of it’s true. It’s all made up.”
“But it sounds like it would make a great movie. It would have action, demons, Medieval Knights.” Luke added. “All the cool stuff.”
“It’s only a silly urban legend. There’s no evil wanting to take over earth and heaven. The text has been in the family for generations. I keep it in the safe. Hidden safely away. We have to be careful with it.” 
“Because of its power to summon up evil to take over the world?”
His dad laughed, “No, because it’s old and fragile. And you young man can stick to reading your comic books.” He said with a smile.
Luke laughed. “At least my comics are not in Latin.” ……..
 
Luke stood in the hallway and shook his head slightly. It made sense. Now he remembered where he heard the name Revelation text. And why the copy Carl had looked familiar, it was in his dad’s office. The one thing Carl wanted more than anything was in his own house.
He turned and looked into Carl’s room when a reporter on the 6 o’clock news on TV spoke. She was standing inside a hospital room speaking of a house robbery on Lown Street. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing on the screen. It was the house he was in a few days ago. 
Turns out the homeowner had come back early from visiting with friends and ran into the Catman who was inside robbing it at the time. The homeowner was injured when the thief pushed by him and he fell down the staircase.
Luke glanced over to Carl who was leaning back in his large red chair a stack of money on his lap. The silver chest lay open on the floor. All the information of houses and security codes of places robbed spilled out onto the floor. It was clear Carl was oblivious of the news of the robbery. He was flipping through the pages of a catalog from a furniture store. Mumbling about all the things he was going to buy. 
Luke looked back at the TV and watched as the homeowner’s family members stood by his hospital bed and swore revenge against the thief. His young granddaughter with red ribbons in her hair was crying holding his hand. Luke recognized her from the photo on the grand piano. 
He looked down and shook his head knowing he had a hand in it but he didn’t know what to do. If he tried to get away the Darkness would throw all of them into hell. He turned to walk back to his room.
 

Chapter 36
 
Later that evening Paul walked along the pier and sat alone looking out over the dark water as Luke walked over and sat next to him. 
Paul looked up at the stars, “Even if this plan does work and we escape the Darkness I don’t think I’d be allowed into heaven. I think I’ll have to stay a ghost wandering the earth. I’ve been on the run for so long, how could I be accepted into a place like heaven? I’ve never been a good person.”
“Don’t say that, you’re good,” Luke said.
“No one loves me. I was told I was a mistake. How am I supposed to feel? Spent my whole life being a juvenile problem.”
“It’s not where you were it’s where you are now. You don’t have to fear anything.”
“I was angry throughout my life. Never felt wanted. Felt like my parents never wanted me around. They wanted me to be a lawyer. Be like everyone else in the family. Make a lot of money, have a big house. They wanted to run my life for me. Running away felt better. At least I wouldn’t have to be around them. Had to turn to crime to get by. I’ve hurt too many people for my own greed. I wonder if I’ll be forgiven? What do you think of forgiveness?”
Luke thought for a moment. “You have to ask yourself 3 things. Would you do it again? If you had a chance to go back in time, would you do things differently? Would you stop someone from doing it today?”
“Yes, of course, I was only looking out for myself. I wish I hadn’t been a bad kid, but I had to get by somehow.”
“You’re not a bad person, you did bad things to get by. Maybe if you had a better home while growing up you wouldn’t have turned to crime. You can change anytime you want to.”
“I wish things could be different. I don’t know if I can go into the light. Maybe I should run away, end up like Babylon. Walking the Earth forever.”
“Running away will never solve any problems. You’ll be accepted in the light. You’re a good person deep inside. You have to learn to forgive yourself.”
Paul nodded, “I like hearing that. Never thought of it that way. Hopefully, the psychic plan works out, it’s our only way out of here. Besides, I don’t think we’ll ever find the Revelation text. We might be stuck here forever. What are the odds on finding such a thing in someone’s house?”
Luke laughed a bit. “The funny thing is I know where it is.”
“You found it at someone’s house?”
“No, I didn’t find it in anyone’s house. It’s in my house.”
“What?” Paul quickly looked over at him. “What are you talking about? How do you know that?”
“My dad works in a museum. Has a ton of old artifacts in the house. I remember seeing it in my dad’s office many years ago. Forgot all about it until Carl mentioned the name and showed us the fake copy. It came back to me. My dad said it’s been in the family for generations. Saying if read out loud with the rest of the Revelation book would give the reader the power to call demons up from hell.” 
“Serious? That’s what will happen if the Darkness gets the text?”
“My dad only has the last page. The book is somewhere else. Of course he laughed it off saying it was an urban legend. With none of it being true. Now with everything we’ve seen, I’m beginning to wonder.”  
“Why don’t you tell Carl about it? So we can be free? This could be our ticket out of here.” 
“I can’t risk the Catman breaking into my parent’s house looking for it. My family could be hurt in the process.” 
Paul nodded. “I see what you mean. I understand you not wanting your family hurt. If the Catman doesn’t find it in your house he might turn on your dad trying to locate it.”
“Or worse, the Catman does find it, hands it over to Carl who then gives it to the Darkness, who then takes over everything. Hell will then rule over heaven and Earth.”
Paul jumped. “Is that what will happen if it’s read aloud?”
Luke nodded. “That’s what my dad told me. Demons from hell will run wild on Earth. Archangels will come down to stop them. Leaving heaven unguarded. The Darkness will move in and take over heaven.”
“That’s crazy. Best not to tell anyone. Gives us some time to figure out how to speak to the angels and get out of this mess.”  
They looked out over the ocean lost in thought.
 

Chapter 37

As the early morning sun cut through the window John came running into the bedroom. 
“Guys, you’re never going to guess what I came across in the attic.”
“Nothing.” Paul said lying on his bed not looking at him, “We all saw the room, it’s empty.”
“That’s what you think. I knew there had to be something important. I investigated and found a hidden compartment that leads to a secret room.”
“What?” Luke said getting up from his bed, “Something hidden. What’s in it?”
Paul jumped up and ran towards the door. “Who cares about him telling us, let’s go check it out ourselves.” 
“Oh boy, I hope we don’t get caught.” Luke said as he followed.
Paul stopped in the hallway and looked back at Luke. “No problem, we’ll do this quick. No way will Carl know.”
Paul looked down the hallway making sure it was clear. Looked back at John and Luke and nodded. They made their way down the hall, up the stairs towards the attic door and slowly stepped through it. 
They stood inside the dark empty room and looked around. 
“Ok, now what? Just like before, nothing here.” Paul whispered. “I don’t see a hidden compartment,”
“Check this out,” John said as he walked over to the far wall, leaned down and pushed on a panel. A small section about waist high slid across revealing a hidden room. Luke and Paul stood speechless staring into it.
“What is this?” Luke said.
“No way. How did you open the panel like that?“ Paul asked.
John smiled, “I’ve been practicing. Babylon said we could move objects in the real world. So I’ve been tying it out. And it works.”
“This sucks.” Paul said. “Luke can fly and John can move objects in the real world. What’s my ability?”
“But how did you find this secret room?” Luke asked.
John smiled. “I knew something was up. I knew a computer hacker who kept everything hidden behind a secret panel in his basement, in case he ever got raided. When we came into this room the first time and found it empty I knew something wasn’t right. Why would Carl tell us to stay out of an empty room? So I went looking for anything hidden and here you go,” he said while nodding. “No one can hide anything from me.”  He smiled and crossed his arms.
“You think Carl built it?” Luke asked.
Paul shook his head. “Looks as though whoever worked here long ago was up to no good and had this secret room built to hide things.” He said looking it over.
“What’s in it?” Luke asked.
John shook his head. “I don’t know. I didn’t go in. I’m not that brave. Who knows what freaky things Carl might keep in a closed off room.”
Paul leaned down and looked inside. “Looks dark in there, and creepy. Who’ll be the first one in?” Paul asked as he looked over to Luke.
Luke looked over to John, then back to Paul. “Fine, I’ll be the first one in.” He said under his breath.
John gave a quick glance down the stairs making sure Carl didn’t hear them and nodded to Luke. 
Luke leaned down and entered the room.
“What do you see in there?” John called out.
“Hard to say, it’s dark. No windows. The only light coming in is from the window in the other room, but wait. I do see something, an old chest.”
“What? A chest?” John called out. “Are you playing games?”
“Come in and see for yourself.” Luke called back.
John and Paul entered the room and walked over to the old chest. 
“Wow, look at this,” Paul whispered. “It looks so old. Looks like it came from a pirate ship. I wonder if it’s filled with stolen gold.”
“So this is what Carl wanted hidden from us.” Luke whispered as John knelt down and opened it, hinges creaking as they moved.    
“See gold and silver?” Paul asked.   
He looked inside. “Not gold. There’s a book in here.” 
“A Book? That’s it?” Paul asked.
John focused his energy, reached in, and took it out. Holding an ancient old book with a leather covering. “It has to be hundreds of years old. Where did this come from?” He flipped through the pages stopping in the middle. “I can’t make sense of it.”
Luke leaned over and read from the page. “It looks to be in Latin. My parents made me study it for a few years. Never thought I’d be using it. Much less as a ghost. It talks about how to summon the devil. How to live forever.”
Paul looked over to him. “Are you kidding me, the devil? Who writes a book about that?”
John turned the page. “I got a feeling this book was never meant to see the light of day. Hidden from the public.” 
Luke looked it over. “This page is about how demons were sinners when alive. Who were not accepted in heaven and set to hell.” 
John turned the page. 
“This one talks about how heaven and hell came from the attraction of positive and negative energy throughout the universe. Similar to how gravity created planets, it did the same thing with heaven and hell.” Luke paused for a moment. “I know what you're holding.” 
John and Paul looked at him
“It’s the Revelation book. I bet if you turn to the last page you’ll see it missing.”
John quickly turned to the last page and looked up to Luke. “You’re right. It’s gone. How did you know that?”
“My dad said the Revelation text is missing the last page of the Revelation book. Looks like Carl has the book but needs us to find the last page. That’s why he wants the last page, he has the book ready to go. When found bad things happen.”
Paul looked into the dark corner of the room. “Wait, look over here.” He pointed to a white box in the corner. “Wonder what’s in that one.”
John closed the old book, placed it back into the chest and lowered the lid. “Let me see.” 
Paul looked the box over. “We have a problem. the box is sealed with a leather strap. How do we see inside?”
“There’s something I’ve been working on.” John said. “Let’s see if this works.” He phased his hands through the box and removed a notebook and newspaper clippings.
”What?” Paul called out. “When holding an object in the real world you can make it phase? No way.”
“That is remarkable.” Luke said. “We thought your super ability was holding objects, but in reality you can pull objects into the ghost world. So they can pass through solid objects.”
“Oh common, when will I discover my ability?” Paul said while shaking his head. 
“What is this?” John asked looking over the notebook. 
Paul looked at them. “Nothing but resent articles about houses in the city being robbed and the crime rate going up. Who put these in this box?”
John reached in and took out a notepad. “Look at this, it looks fairly new compared to the old book. It’s handwritten. Says the Darkness was once a criminal mob boss who was killed at the docks during the 20s.”
Paul looked at the page, “What, are you serious?”
John nodded and kept reading. “He studied the dark arts, occult, and the paranormal. Wanting to communicate with the devil. Traveled the world looking for ways on how to communicate with hell. Searching for answers in caves and mountaintops. Visiting small villages. It says he wanted all power to rule over heaven and hell. Holding séances inside castle dungeons with Ouija boards. He figured out expressed negativity released by man remains in the atmosphere. It never fades away. Over time it collects into a mass. He wanted to become at one with it. One night he was shot at the docks by the water’s edge by someone owing him money. After he died his soul lifted up and became at one with the dark energy mass and could control it. He now has the power to pull people into hell.”
Luke rubbed his forehead. “This is crazy, the darkness was once human? How do you like that? His soul is now within the fog made up of evil. Most egomaniacs want to be king. Guess that wasn’t enough for him. He wanted it all.” 
John looked at the last page. “This note entry doesn’t make sense. It says when trapped in darkness look for the white light leading to the skulls.” He paused for a moment.  “Wonder what that means?”
“Leading to the skulls?” Luke shook his head. “Wow, talk about creepy. Why would anyone want to be near skulls? Where would you be trapped for that to happen?” 
“Who wrote this?” Paul asked while looking at the page. 
John looked at the bottom of the page. “It says… Tommy.”
Luke looked to John. “Wait, you mean Tommy the guy Babylon told us about? Looks like he wasn’t caught going up the stairs the first time. Looks as though he’d been here many times.”
Paul nodded. “Tommy was hiding the newspaper clippings and notepad inside this box. Trying to study the Darkness, learn about it, learn its weakness.” 
John thought for a moment. “Where did he get the pen?”
Luke answered, “It had to be the pen Babylon gave the kids to practice moving real life objects.”
“Smart idea.” Paul said. “Tommy was more than just an average kid kidnapped by Carl. Something more was going on with him.” 
They stopped when they thought they heard someone moving down the stairs. They waited for a moment to hear if Carl was making his way up. 
A few seconds of silence passed. Luke turned to the other two. “We should head back out now. In case we’re caught up here.” 
“Good point,” John whispered. “It’s a trip to hell if we are.”
He placed the notepad back into the white box and headed back downstairs.
 

Chapter 38
 
As the morning sun came up Carl stormed into the room as Babylon slowly followed behind with his head down waiting in the hallway. Carl stood in the center as the kids jumped to attention not knowing what he was going to do. 
For a brief moment Luke thought Carl figured out they were in the hidden room.
“Alright, it’s time for you to go back out and get more security codes.” He looked over his shoulder, “Babylon get in here and give them the information they need.” He looked back at the kids. “Make sure you get all the information. Don’t come home with half security codes, I need all the numbers.”
Paul and John slowly stood up and made their way over to Babylon with their heads low. Took the paperwork from him and read over the street address.
Luke made his way over and took his paperwork. He glanced down at the address wondering what helpless family would have to be robbed this time. Hoping they wouldn’t get hurt like the last homeowner. 
He stood speechless. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing. He knew the address. It was his house. 
 

Chapter 39
 
For a moment he didn’t know what to do. He didn’t want to tell Carl it was his own house, who knows how Carl might’ve reacted. 
It was obvious Carl made a mistake; he should’ve never have been given the address to his old house. 
However, Babylon made a mistake in bringing back the wrong Luke. They must’ve had this house chosen for the other spirit. 
He knew he’d never take part in the robbing of his own house. But he didn’t want to be sent to hell for disobeying. He had to run away, never come back. But would that lead to Paul and John being punished? On the other hand, he could go home and see his parents again.
He wasn’t sure if he should go back to his house. What if the Darkness found out he didn’t? Would he be punished for it?  
Paul and John had already left as he slowly walked down the steps and out the warehouse doors. He made the long journey to his old neighbourhood. The closer he got the more he recognized the area. He passed by the variety store he had been inside of many times while growing up getting his favourite strawberry ice cream. By the time he reached the schoolyard he could’ve walked to his house with his eyes closed. He looked it over wondering what Chris and Pat were up to. How were they feeling about his loss?
He made his way to Garden Ave and stood on the driveway looking at his house.  All the memories of the place came rushing back within seconds. Seeing the tree in the front yard he used to climb. The driveway where his dad taught him how to catch a baseball. His bedroom window on the second floor overlooking the street.
He never thought he’d be looking at it as a ghost. Before he died he had plains. He was to go camping with his friends at the end of the summer. Sign up for golf lessons. Finally, get around to playing the piano. Something his mother always wanted him to do. But now none of those things would happen.
There was no way he could let Carl know the security system to his house. He’d have to come up with some kind of lie. Maybe tell him the homeowners were not home when he arrived. Hopefully, Carl would believe it.   
He walked up the driveway towards his house; wondering if his neighbour Ms. Shelly could see him. If anyone could see a ghost it might very well be her. She’s forever watching out her window for as she calls it suspicious activity. Day in, day out anytime he left his house he could always count on seeing her peeking out her curtains.   
He stood on the front porch and reached for the door handle. Something he had done a million times before. But he stopped, realizing he didn’t have to. He closed his eyes and simply walked through it. 
When he opened his eyes he glanced around the living room, everything looked the same. He felt he had come home from school. He wished he were alive. All those times having to get up in the morning to head off to boring school, now he wished he was back there again. 
He walked around the living room. Realizing his feet didn’t make any impression on the carpet. If there had been someone in the living room right at that moment they wouldn’t have noticed a thing. Not having a clue he was home.
Countless pictures of himself were now all over the walls. He figured his mother put them up as a reminder of him. Remembering the good days. School pictures, vacations, and birthday parties. He moved closer and looked at the last family picture they had taken together, a few weeks before he died. Taken at the school after the school play was over. Standing between his parents dressed as an elf in his long ears and green outfit. The biggest grin on his face. How great an evening it was. He remembered telling his mom the elf ears were a bit tight and they laughed. They had all gone out for strawberry ice cream afterwards.
He walked past his dad’s office wondering if the Revelation text was still in his desk. His leather briefcase wasn’t at the side of his desk. It meant one thing; His dad was away on a business trip. 
He took a step back when he heard a voice coming from the kitchen; he knew it to be his mother’s. He quickly made his way in. He didn’t walk through the walls, he walked around. At this moment he felt like a regular kid at home. The idea of being dead slipped from his mind. Hearing his mother made him feel alive again. 
She hung up the phone and sat at the dining room table holding a black and white photo of him.
His eyes lit up when seeing her. For a moment it felt like everything was normal. As though he had woken up from a bad dream. Everything was all right.
He stood next to her. “Can you hear me?” He waited for her to answer but she didn’t look up. “I’m here now. I’m home. You don’t have to feel sad anymore. Everything will be great again.”
A few moments later she stood up leaving the picture on the table and went out of the house.
He stood in the kitchen listening to silence. Feeling more alone than ever. She had walked right past him and had no idea. Was he to live like this forever, not having anyway of speaking to her? 
He should feel at home now, as though it was all better. Instead, he felt invisible. Left alone in his house like an intruder. He wanted to reach out to her, but how? How was he going to get a message to her?
He turned and looked into the living room when he heard panting. It had to be one thing. In front of him was Sparky. He was happier than ever to see his dog again. But something seemed odd. Sparky seemed to be looking right at him. As though he wasn’t invisible. He had heard stories of dogs sensing the dead. Sparky barked once and ran up the stairs. Luke stood frozen for a moment. How did this happen? Did Sparky actually see him? 
 
 
 

Chapter 40
 
He slowly left his house, walked down the driveway and didn’t look back. He took his time walking through the city making his way towards the warehouse. Ignoring the busy traffic and crowded sidewalks. Walking through cars and pedestrians not caring. This was worse than death. Not only was he trapped in a world he could not communicate with, but now Carl was planning on robbing his house.
By the time he arrived back at the warehouse Paul and John were already inside Carl’s room.
Carl looked up from his chair when Luke made his way inside. He looked over to Paul. “What do you have for me boy?”
“I overheard the business owner on his phone to an accountant mentioning his gold in the safe. I watched him open it a few hours later. The numbers are 42, 83, 17, the last number is 4. The safe is in the main office behind the portrait of the family. They mentioned a secret document as well. Not sure if that’s what you have been after.”
Carl quickly looked up. “A secret document? I’ll have to look into this more.” He said as he wrote the information down. “I’ll have this place broken into right away. Now you’re catching on. Soon you’ll be set free.”
Paul looked off to the side and shook his head.
Carl looked over to John. “What have you got for me?”
John gave the security codes as Carl quickly wrote them down with a smile.
“I overheard the computer storeowner say they moved the company’s money from the safe to a secret bank overseas to avoid paying taxes.”
Carl shook his head. “What? No money? Cleaver businessman. At least there will be worthwhile computers to steal. I’ll find a new business for you to spy on. This won’t go on your record. You will have to collect better information at some point in order to be set free.” He turned to Luke “What do you have for me boy?”
Luke hesitated, and whispered, “…At the time I arrived the family were getting into their car. I heard the parents talking about looking forward to their long vacation.” He figured if he hid any information on the house Carl would pass on it. Find a new house to target.
“Vacation?” Carl looked away and groaned. “I don’t like what I’m hearing. This house is too good to pass up on. I heard the father works at a museum. Lots of old valuables inside. But with them being away for a while I’ll have the house broken into anyway.”
Luke’s blood turned cold. Telling Carl about the vacation has backfired. Now lying wouldn’t stop a break in, how was he going to help his family now?
Carl mumbled while looking over his list. “I only have information on 1 of 3 places, I want more. Now all of you out of my sight and back to your room,” he yelled out as his chair turned back around.
They turned and walked down the hall in silence making their way back to their room.
John sat on the bed staring at the ground. 
Paul paced the floor. “That Carl is going to get what’s coming to him. No one orders me around. Doing all this for nothing. We’ll only end up in hell anyway.”
“How can you hurt him?” John asked. “You’re a ghost, he’s living?” 
“I’ll think of something.” Paul quickly replied. “What I want to know is what is up with all the Knights Templar symbols in all the places we’ve been inside of?”
“You saw something as well?” John asked. “It seems every place we go to the owners are linked to history.” 
Paul nodded. “Inside the boss’s office. There was a Knight Templar picture. Odd thing to have in an office.”
“That’s so weird. I saw the same thing in the computer store. Knights Auto Shop. Why are we seeing this time and time again? Makes no sense. I can’t help but notice as well.” John said. “The computer store I was just in had a red cross symbol like the other computer store. Clearly it has to be connected. Something bigger is going on here. Can’t be luck, we keep going to places that have history linked to it. He’s looking for the Revelation text?” 
Paul looked over to Luke. “You’re quiet. What’s on your mind?”
Luke sat quietly for a moment. “The house I went to was my own.” Luke whispered. 
Paul and John quickly looked over to him. 
“What? Are you kidding?” Paul called out. “That’s crazy why would Carl send you to your own house?”
“I don’t think he knew I once lived there. I overheard Carl saying I was the wrong Luke. Babylon mixed me up with another kid with the same name. They wanted some other guy who’d had no problem robbing the rich; instead, they got me by mistake. The address was to go to him. But the good news I saw my mother again. Tried to talk to her, but she couldn’t hear me.”
John looked to Luke. “Wow, you saw your mom. That must’ve been tough.”
Luke nodded. “I only wish there was a way I could speak to her, or get her a message. I tried lying to Carl. Saying they weren’t home but you heard him. He wanted my house robbed anyway. I need to warn her, but how?”
John nodded. “The Catman will be looking for money and valuables.”
Luke looked down at his feet. “That’s not the worst. He’ll come across the Revelation text.”
John paused for a moment. “But how would he do that?”
Paul looked over to John. “That’s where it is. Luke’s dad has it.”
“What? All this time it’s been in your place?” He looked to Paul. “How did you know about this?’
“I found out yesterday.”
“Oh great not only will the Catman rob the house but he can find the Revelation text bringing an end to the world.”
“We need a game plan to stop this.” Luke said. 
John looked over to Luke. “We need to get back to the psychic and get a message to your parents through her.”
Paul looked over to John. “That sounds like a great idea. That would be the best way to warn her.”
Luke’s eyes lit up. “It sure is, but how do I get the message to my mom without getting caught by the Darkness? The last time we were at the psychic place it got dark. As though the Darkness had followed.”
“But like you said before, it might’ve been a cloud passing by the sun.” John said. “It’s worth the risk.”
Luke nodded. “We can seek her out as we did before. Paul can cover for us. Tell Carl we’re out looking for new houses to rob. It worked before, it will work again.”
“This time tell the psychic your address.” John said. “She’ll go over and pass on a message to your parents for you. Giving them a heads up about the Catman. We’ll move quick. So quick, the Darkness won’t know. Get in, get out.”
Luke paused for a moment. “It sounds risky, if caught all three of us could be sent to hell as punishment. I can’t have you two ending up in hell because of me.”
John looked over to him. “What choice do we have, we’ll end up in hell anyways. You said stall for time. Look for a way out. This could be it. It could lead to our freedom. You’re not just sending a message to your mom, but opening a door for us to be free. To stop Carl.”
Paul cut in. “Upon thinking about it, Luke is right, we could all be punished. I don’t want to be sent back to hell again. It was horrible the first time I was there.”
“But we can use this to find our freedom.” John said, “We can’t pass it up.” 
Paul rolled his eyes. “That’s easy for you to say. You haven’t been to hell, I have.”
“John might be right.” Luke said, “It could lead to our freedom.”
“Or be caught and sent to hell.” Paul said. “A second time for me.”
“If we do nothing we’ll end up in hell anyway. At least this gives us a fighting chance, no matter how small.” Luke whispered. 
Paul paused and nodded. “Good point.”
“We’re going to hell. Might as well go kicking and screaming.” Luke said. 
 
 

Chapter  41
 
 
Babylon sat on the stairs looking out the window. Luke made his way down the hall, walked over, and sat next to him. “You like being on the stairs? I see you here every so often after the sun goes down.”
Babylon continued looking out the window. “Gives me a good view of the outside. I like looking out into the night and remembering my past. I can still hear the music in my mind. Good times back then. Lots of laughs and smiles. Can’t remember the last time I smiled. Seems a million years ago.”
“Would like you to go back to laughing and smiling.”
Babylon looked down. “I don’t even bother thinking about it. Only makes me long for what I cannot have. Nothing worse than dreaming about something you can never have again. Best to put it out of your mind and move on.” He looked over to Luke. “In all this craziness, what makes you a good person? How hasn’t it gotten to you yet?”
Luke thought for a moment. “I believe in being nice. I know people can change. Tomorrow isn’t controlled by the past.”
Babylon nodded. “Hard to remember something like that in a place like this. To be honest, seems odd speaking my thoughts out loud. Haven’t done that in countless years. No one to talk to. I’m used to sitting here alone thinking to myself. Wondering what tomorrow will hold. But I know the answer to that, it holds the same as today. Seems everything repeats itself with nothing to look forward to.”
“I wish I had the right answer to give you to make everything better.”
Babylon thought for a moment. “In an odd way, talking to you out loud like this makes things better. Sometimes hearing someone else’s voice can make a difference. It’s odd because I’m not used to having any of the kids talking to me. They resent me because of how I lied to them.”
Luke nodded. “You were afraid of being set to hell if you did not. I know you were in a tough spot.”
“Seems I can’t do the right thing no matter how hard I try. Been that way all my life. And in the afterlife. Just once I’d like a chance to do the right thing. Think of others for a moment, not just myself.”
“That’s something you can aim for to make tomorrow different than today.”
“Feels odd talking though.” Babylon said quietly. “Normally I have all these thoughts in my head.”
“Must be difficult going for as long as you have, having no one to talk to.”
Babylon quietly laughed. “No, you get used to it after a while. Hard to imagine, but you can get used to being lonely as though it’s the only way. To be honest talking feels odd. Something different after all this time. But in the end it’s nice having you around.” 
 

Chapter   42
 
The next morning Luke and John quickly moved down the hall towards the staircase. Making sure Carl was nowhere to be seen. 
Once outside the warehouse, they ran for an hour through the city into the suburbs as countless cars passed by, no one noticing either of them. 
With the sun high in the sky on Broke Street, they came to a stop in front of a Victorian house. “Here we are again.” John said as they stood on the driveway looking at the flashing red “Jane Psychic Medium” sign.
“Let’s move quick.” Luke called out as they both ran towards the front door and inside.
“Are you here?” Luke called out. “I don’t know if you remember us. We’re the two kids who visited you not too long ago.”
She came running from the back room into the living room. “Is someone here?”
Luke looked at John and whispered. “This time I’ve thought about what I wanted to say. We should introduce ourselves and explain who we are to her.”
“We don’t have time for a long story.” John turned to her. “There’s a boy named Luke who needs your help. He’s dead, along with me and another kid. We’re trapped in a warehouse at the docks. We want you to pass on a message to Luke’s parents. They’re in danger.”  
He looked over to Luke. “Tell her your address.”
“The what?”
“She needs to know your address to know where to go. She can hear us but can’t magically know where you live.”
Luke nodded, “Good point.” He turned to her. “It’s 43 Garden Avenue.” He stopped and looked over to John. “Now what?”
John called out, “Can you get a message to his parents telling them he’s alive, well almost.” 
“Yeah, we’re alive, but ghosts. You need to get to my house and tell my parents to get the Revelation text out of the house. A thief will be coming for it.” Luke looked over to John. “Hope that didn’t sound odd.”
John turned to Luke. “What can she say to your mom to prove she isn’t a con artist and has truly spoken to you?” 
Luke paused for a moment thinking. “If you can reach my mom, tell her the elf ears were too tight during the school play. She’ll know what that means.”  
John looked at the psychic. “We are trapped by the Darkness who’s made up a fog. But has a voice. Who wants to rule over heaven and hell.” John called out. 
Luke turned to him. “Don’t be saying that, she’ll think we’re nuts.”
“As crazy as it sounds she is the only one who could help us.” John quickly said.
“I know, but imagine if you were in your living room and some ghost walked in and told you that. Would you believe them?”
“Good point,” he quickly whispered. 
She looked towards them. “I’ve heard stories of the Darkness, of his plan to take over.”
John and Luke stopped and looked at her speechless.
“Wait a second, did she just say, she knows of the Darkness?” John whispered over to Luke.
Luke nodded without saying anything.
“How is that possible?” John asked.
“She must be some powerful psychic. You know psychics motto, know all, see all” Luke whispered.  
“She must know so much about the text and the book itself. This could work for us. She could help teach us what we need to know.” John looked back to her. “Do you know how to stop it?”
“There is something you can do.” She said. “Head over to the basement in the museum, you’ll find a book not shown to the public called Beyond Heaven and Hell. You’ll find it in a black vault on the bottom shelf. What you seek will be found in it.” 
“Wow, how does she know about this?” John whispered over to Luke.
“Not sure, but she must have greater knowledge about life after death than we could have imagined. But this could help us find a way to defeat the Darkness.” 
 “We need to head out and get to the museum. Every second matters.” Luke called out.
“Right behind you.” John said as he followed Luke out the front door. 
 
 

Chapter 43
 
Carl leaned back in his seat rubbing his hands together lost in thought. He looked over to Babylon. “We’ve been searching countless houses. We haven’t had any luck in finding the text. This is getting frustrating. I know it’s out there somewhere. But at this rate we could be doing this for years and not get anywhere. Maybe we have to switch our game plan.” He looked up to the light hanging in the middle of the room lost in thought.
“What kind of ideas do you have?” Babylon asked looking at his notebook. 
“Not sure.” He quietly said. “Maybe we will have to search other locations. Not just houses. Looking for anything that will show us the way. One idea is to have the kids listen in on history teachers in universities possibly. In their courses they could mention details about it. Giving us more insight to its location. Follow them where they go. “
Babylon nodded. ”That sounds like a clever idea.”
“Maybe when the teachers are sitting around chatting they’ll mention the text in passing. Giving us some to work off of.”
“Long shot, but better than nothing.” Babylon said. “But the kids will still be going into houses?”
Carl quickly nodded. “Oh yes, that will never stop. Can’t stop them from getting the good stuff to sell. Now that I have this idea, there’s no time like the present.” Carl got up from his seat and headed towards the door. “I’ll get the kids. Have them head over to the universities. Have them locate the history teachers and I’ll come up with a game plan on how to carry this out. Later I’ll tell the Darkness about it.” He made his way down the hallway as Babylon slowly followed behind. 
Carl walked into the room and looked over to Paul. “Why is it just you? Where are the other two?” He called out.
Paul looked up at him, crossed his arms and smiled. “Nothing to worry about. Like last time they are out looking for houses to rob for you. They are dedicated to helping you make money.” 
“Those two kids left yet again to look for houses?” He looked around the room. “Something is odd.” He turned to leave as Babylon stood at the door. 
Carl stopped and looked back to Paul. “But that doesn’t sound like something goody two shoes Luke would do. Something about him and that idea just doesn’t mix. You wouldn’t be hiding anything from me would you?” 
Paul jumped, “Hiding something?” He quickly laughed. “Oh no, everything’s fine. Not hiding anything.” He gave a quick smile.
Carl looked down at Paul for a moment. “I’ve been doing this long enough to know when something isn’t right. Everything better be fine or you’ll be headed back to hell again, this time for good. You remember what hell was like, do you want to go back there? Back to the fire, the demons, the caves, the screams?’’ 
Paul jumped off the bed. “You can’t send me back to hell. I’ll do anything to avoid it.”
Carl laughed under his breath. “In that case if you know anything you better tell me now. If I found out later you were hiding something. I’ll be telling the Darkness to keep you in hell, forever.”  
Paul started to shake. “It’s … Luke …and John they’ve gone out to talk to a psychic medium to pass a message on to Luke’s parents about the text.”
“What do you mean text? What are you getting at?”
“Luke’s dad has the Revelation text in his house. It’s been there all along. Luke wants to warn them. Tell them to get the text out of the house to be safe.”
“What?” Carl yelled out. “You have to be lying?” He turned to Babylon. “Do you know any of this?”
Babylon quickly shook his head. “I’ve never heard of this.”
Paul called out. “Luke told me. Said his father had it in his house. This father works at a museum, that’s why it’s there.”
Carl looked over to Babylon. “This is it. All this time of robbing houses we finally have come across it.” He yelled out and cheered. “I’ll have the house searched and notify the Darkness,” he said while smiling. “Now I have to find out where Luke used to live.” He turned to Paul. “If you know tell me now, or it’s hell for eternity for you.”
“You already know the address.” Paul whispered.
“How can that be?” Carl yelled out.
“The house you sent him to before, it was his own house. You ended up sending Luke to his own house.”
Carl stood silent for a moment. “You mean I already have it? This will work well for me.” He laughed rubbing his hands together. He looked over to Paul. “He told me the family was leaving for a vacation, I’m guessing the family was home all along.”
“I’m .. not sure.” Paul whispered.
“You know if you’re caught lying you’ll be going to hell.”
Paul quickly looked up. “Yes, he did know. Said the family was away because he didn’t want his own house robbed.”
Carl laughed and looked back to Paul. “But don’t be warning him or you’ll be going to hell. Back to all that suffering. You understand?”
Paul quickly nodded. 
Carl smiled and rubbed his chin. “Looks as though you have done well spying for me. You won’t be going to hell after all. Count yourself lucky.”
Paul quickly nodded. “I do, I do.”
Carl’s eyes went wide and he started to laugh, “It’s finally happening. Soon I’ll rule over Earth. Everyone will be a slave to me.”
Paul ran out of the room and down the stairs. Babylon watched him run.
“Run all you want boy, it doesn’t matter anymore. I’ve located the Revelation text. Heaven and Earth will now fall. Hell will reign supreme. Everyone will bow down to me.” He started laughing and turned to walk out of the bedroom. “I’ll head upstairs to get the book from the chest. Then I’ll contact the Catman to acquire the text, at any cost.” 
“You’re really going to destroy the earth?” Babylon called out.
“With pleasure.” Carl said and laughed as he walked down the hall. 
Babylon fell to the ground shaking. “It can’t be real. It can’t actually be happening.”
 

Chapter 44      
 
John and Luke quickly made their way across town. Passing tall buildings and condos.  The slow moving traffic didn’t slow them down. Running on the sidewalk or road. John followed Luke’s lead. Stopping outside the front doors of the three-story museum.
John looked over to Luke. “How did you know where this place is?”
“My dad works here. I’ve been here many times. It’s one of my favourite places.” Luke said with a smile.
“It’s a good thing Babylon kidnapped a geeky kid like you or we’d never have found this place, I’d never know where to go.” He said and laughed.
They approached the old stone building, constructed in the 1930s. They walked up the steps towards the front doors and walked right through.  
“It feels odd waking in without having to pay.” Luke whispered as they walked past the ticket booth. The lady behind the counter collecting tickets from those in line.
“Paying is for the living. Ghosts are allowed in free.” John said with a laugh.    
Luke looked at the security camera hanging from above covering the area as they walked down the front hall. “I’ve got an odd feeling security can see us.”
“We’re not invisible with magic, we’re invisible because we’re dead. They’ll never see us. We can’t trip any alarms.”
They made their way past a large T-Rex dinosaur skeleton surrounded by kids on a school trip. The sound of the T-Rex echoed the hall as all the kids stood in marvel. The museum had a huge exhibit on the history of dinosaurs. With massive skeletons, videos playing. Cartoon characters walking about to educate and entertain everyone. 
John looked over the heads of the kids and noticed to the far right side a sign labeled Employees Only. He turned to Luke. “This is the way."
They moved towards the door, went through it and down the staircase.  
The last step led to a quiet empty white hallway, fluorescent lights above, office doors on both sides.
Luke turned to John and whispered, “She told us it’s in the basement, but now we have to find out which room.”
John nodded. “Seems there are countless offices down here. …”
They jumped when one of the doors to an office opened and an employee in a suit and tie exited the room. 
Luke was sure they’d be caught. They stood in the middle of the hallway with nowhere to hide. However, the employee while looking over paperwork on a clipboard walked past without looking their way.
John slowly exhaled. “It will still take time getting used to being dead.” He whispered.
Luke quickly nodded in agreement.
John looked at all the office doors. “I guess we have no choice but to look into every room until we come across it. Call out if you see a black vault.” 
They made their way down the hall. Luke checking the rooms on the left as John checked the right. Stepping through the closed doors and searching inside. Some rooms made up of chairs and tables for meetings. Others for storage. Most rooms were offices with desks, filing cabinets and paperwork lying around. 
Luke stopped at one of the doors and read the name on it below the glass. It was his dad’s office. He paused before stepping through. He had been inside countless times while growing up. Each time he had to turn the door handle to enter. This time he stepped through.
Once inside he glanced around. It still looked the same. Same dark desk, grey filing cabinet. Felt like he was visiting his dad at work on a regular day. He wished he were here to see him again. But no vault. It had to be in another room.  
After searching a few more offices they met back up nearing the end of the hall. 
John rubbed his forehead for a moment. “Not much luck with any of these rooms. And only two rooms left. Hopefully, she wasn’t wrong.” 
Luke looked over his shoulder through the glass window of the door to his left. “I think it’s this one.”
John looked at the door, “what makes you think so?”
Luke pointed to a painting of a red cross within the room. “I’ve seen the same red cross in the psychic’s house. I’m seeing it everywhere lately.”
“Knights Templar, symbol yet again. Let’s head inside then and check it out.” John whispered as he stepped through the door.
Luke followed behind. He glanced around at the countless boxes stacked along with old furniture filling the room. “I might be wrong. Looks like nothing more than a storage room.” He continued walking around looking for any type of black vault.
“I found something.” John called out from the other side of the room. “This might be it.”
Luke made his way over, stopped in front of a black vault against the back wall and nodded. “She did say look for a vault in the basement, and here one is. Haven’t seen any others, this has to be the one in question.”
They looked it over trying to find a way in.
“We have a problem,” Luke said. “The safe is locked, how do we get what’s inside out?” 
“Hopefully I can reach inside of this.” John focused his energy and reached inside the locked vault removing an old leather bound book.
“Wow, you did it.“ Luke called out. “You’re getting good at phasing objects in the living world to pass through solid objects. We didn’t even have to bother opening the safe.”
John laughed a bit while holding the ancient book in his hands. “Anyone walking into this room right now would see a floating book.”
Luke looked the book over. “It looks similar to the old ancient book from the warehouse. Hopefully, we can find something in here that can help us. We have to stop the Darkness somehow. Find its weakness.” 
John flipped through the pages. “It looks to be written by hand with black ink, like a journal. Random thoughts thrown down on paper. As though the author was traveling while writing. It has dates and times, tidbits of information. It appears to have been written by a Knights Templar hundreds of years ago.”
“What? Luke called out. “No way, yet again we’re coming across the red cross.”  
“I must say this Knight dedicated his whole life to finding answers searching all over the earth on how to stop the Darkness. Apparently, the Knight had two other assistants. During his travels through forests, swamps, deserts, towns and castles, he figured out negative emotions expressed by mankind have the ability to collect and manifest into a fog within the atmosphere. If someone studies the dark arts they’d learn how to become at one with the mass of negative energy.”
“Their body would become at one with it?”
John shook his head. “Not their body, but their soul after death. Instead of entering the white light leading to heaven, they’d enter into the dark fog. However, not everyone could do this. If you were a good person in any way while alive the fog will tear apart your soul. But if you’re truly evil you become the fog. Take it over.”
Luke nodded, “I get it, in a way you’re giving the fog a soul. All that collected negative energy now having life. Called the Darkness.”
John flipped through the book and stopped on the last page. “This might be something worthwhile. This journal entry says the Knights Templar figured out the Darkness greatest fear is Holy water and a pure heart.” John paused, “But why would a Darkness fear such  things?”
Luke looked at the notes. “Maybe the Darkness knows the two combined can destroy it.”
John nodded. “Interesting, like water on fire. But not just any water but Holy water.”
“That’s why the Darkness wants Carl working with juvenile kids, so none of them have a pure heart. Knowing none of the dead kids could stop him. If someone with a pure heart jumped into the fog it would destroy the Darkness.”
John nodded, “I’m getting the picture now.”
“And that’s why we’re told to avoid all churches. To avoid getting Holy water.” Luke nodded to himself.
“But what becomes of the person with a pure heart? Would it mean sacrificing their soul to do so?” John turned a page, read over the notes and nodded. “Turns out they’d both end up trapped in hell, forever.”
“What?” Luke called out. “That’s horrible for the one who destroys the Darkness. Having to end up in hell for it. The question is who is the person with a good heart who’d give up their soul to stop the Darkness?” 
John turned the page and read more. “Check this out. Apparently, heaven has an army of archangels ready to defeat any evil entity that threatens the living on earth. And some archangels secretly walk the earth looking out for anything evil.” 
Luke snapped his fingers. “That’s it. That’s how we stop the Darkness. We need to contact one of these archangels and warn them. So all the archangels can come down to destroy the Darkness.”
They stopped when he heard someone walking down the hallway headed their way. 
“Looks as though we might have a visitor.” John whispered, “They can’t see us, but they’ll see this book floating in air. Besides, we need to head out of here and return to the warehouse in case Carl starts wondering where we are. Paul can only cover for us for so long.” He closed the book and placed it back into the safe. 
“One more spot to make before we head back. We’ll make our way over to the church.” Luke whispered. 
“I’m liking that idea. The Darkness is in for a big surprise.”
They made their way back into the hallways up the stairs and quickly out the museum.
“But now we’re onto something.” Luke said as they ran along the busy sidewalk. Away from the city centre. “Follow me towards the church.”
They took off running block after block not caring about the traffic or people on the sidewalk. What would’ve taken an hour of walking with traffic lights and gridlock they covered in minutes.
They stopped at the front doors of St. Mary’s church.
Luke looked up at the front doors. “Let’s head inside and get us some Holy water and pay a visit to the Darkness.”
“I’m liking that idea.” John said as he ran up the steps inside the church. Passing through the front doors.
Once inside they both were aware of the silence. 
Even though he knew he was a ghost he turned and whispered to John. “We need to make our way towards the back office.”
John nodded. “You lead the way. You’ve been here before.”
They walked up the aisle off to the side wall avoiding the middle aisle. Luke knew no one could see them, but felt awkward walking up the middle anyway. 
Once at the front of the altar Luke turned to John and whispered. “In Father O’Brain’s office, I know there’s a jar we can use to carry the Holy water. That way it won’t spill on the way back to the warehouse.”
“That’s smart thinking” John whispered back. “Last thing we need is to go through all of this only to have the water spill by the time we get back. Making it all pointless.”
Luke made his way towards the back door off to the side of the altar. He stepped through making sure no one was inside at the time. He looked back at John and nodded. As they both stepped through into the office. 
“I feel bad about having to steal a jar from the church.” Luke said. “I would like to ask but no priest here can see us.”
“And you’ll return it after the Darkness is defeated, so it’s not too bad. I think the priest would understand what we’re doing seeing as how we’re trying to stop an evil entity from taking over the world.”
Luke looked around Father O’Brain’s office and on the small table to the right he found it. “Here it is.” He called out John. “Now what we need is for you to hold the jar and make our way out to the stoup. That’s where the water is kept.”
“Lead the way.” John said as he focused his energy and lifted the jar. Once in his hands, he turned and walked towards the door. “Hope I don’t drop this. Haven’t had too much practice carrying objects.”
They reached the door as Luke turned to John. “Now let’s hope you can make it through the door while holding it.”
“I believe I can.” John said with a small smile. He stepped through the door and pushed the glass jar through. 
Luke held his breath as he watched the glass jar phase through the door. “Well done. Now we have to keep the jar low so no one sees it floating through the air.”
“Great point.” John said as he lowered it to his side. Keeping it close to the pews so no one would see it moving. 
They made their way over to the stoup as Luke looked over his shoulder making sure no one would see a floating glass jar. “Now’s a good time. Looks as though no one is looking this way.”
John focused his energy and lifted the glass jar and dipped it into the water. Collecting as much as he could. “Not sure how much is needed to defeat the Darkness.”
“Try filing up as much as you can. Better to have too much than not enough.”
John lowered the jar with it being 3 quarters full. “Looks to be good enough.”
Luke nodded. “This is great. Now we can head back to the warehouse and say hello to the Darkness with our new gift.”
“Count me in on that.”
They turned to leave as the doors opened as someone walked in and John had to lower the jar as far down as possible. He watched them walk by. “That was close. Have to remember the jar is visible to the living.”
 

Chapter 45        
 
Carl looked out the dirty window on the second floor watching a man in black approach the building. He looked down as the front door flung open with a crash, echoing the building. 
He watched the Catman walk inside, look up the stairs and make his way up. Dust flying off each step. His boots slammed onto the metal stairs thundering with each step. He stopped when he reached the top and turned to Carl.
“What do you mean you have found the Revelation text? Is this some kind of joke? You know what the odds are in your ghost kids actually finding such a thing while breaking into random houses?”
Carl laughed slightly and nodded. “Yes I knew the odds were against me. But I’ve found it. But it did not come from looking inside random houses. It’s located in one of the kids I’m using here.”
The Catman paused for a moment. “What? One of the kids? That’s impossible.”
Carl nodded, “Oh it happened alright. That’s why I’ve called you here. I need you to head over to his house and locate it for me. Bring it back right away.”
“Let me have the address then, I’ll check it out. But I better not be wasting my time.”
“I don’t believe the boy who told me was lying. He knows a trip to hell awaits him if caught lying.”
Carl handed him a note with the address.
Catman glanced out the window. “But yet, even after all this time you won’t tell me why the Revelation text is so important. However, you want it right away.”
Carl laughed, “Nothing to concern yourself with. I’m a collector of rare things this is one of them, just find it, that’s all.”
Catman glanced over to him. “Really? A collectible? That’s it? You expect me to believe that? I’ve never seen you collect anything rare.”
“What more is there to say?” Carl said with a smile.
“If you want it, I’ll get it. It won’t be a problem. Nothing can stop me. I’ll break into his house and look for it. If it’s there I’ll find it. But you better follow through on our agreement. I bring you the text you pay me a king’s ransom.”
Carl glanced over to him. “That will not be a problem. You’ll be rewarded greatly for your efforts once the text is in my hands. You’ll have all the money you can handle. Enough to retire from this line of work.”
The Catman rubbed his goatee. “And where’s all this money coming from?”
“Never you mind that, you’ll get your money. But you must go now.”
“No one rushes me. Maybe, I could go now, or later. I might go out for dinner first. You know my style I break in while everyone’s asleep. If I break in now the homeowner will see me. Know what I look like. They’ll rat me out to the cops. Everyone in the city will know who I am.”
“With the money you’ll be getting it won’t matter. Besides, after you bring the text things will be changing around the world.” He said and laughed.
“What are you playing at? Changes coming to the world?”
“You’ll see. Just bring me the text right away. Who cares who sees you.”
The Catman paused. “Something about this doesn’t seem right. I’m risking jail time for this and you won’t tell me what’s going on around here. You’ll have to wait. Like I said, no one rushes me. I move at my own speed.”
“No, that’s not good enough, I need it now.” Carl yelled out. “You have no idea how important this is.”
Catman laughed, “Thought you said you only want to collect it. Clearly, it means something more.”
Carl paused and spoke calmly. “Nothing more is going on. I like collecting rare things, that’s all.”
The Catman snickered. “Right, like I said I move at my own speed, might be tonight, or tomorrow or next week. It’s when I feel like it. I’m my own boss.”
“Next week?” He yelled out. “Oh, that would not be good. The sooner the better.” Carl said with his eyes wild.
Without a word, the Catman turned and walked back down the stairs whistling away.
“Get it now.” Carl yelled out, “now.” He watched as the Catman casually left the building.  
 

Chapter  46         
 
Carl walked back into his office and danced around the room. “We’re so close. All these years of waiting and looking.” He stopped and sat in his chair and looked over to Babylon. “You made the mistake in picking up the wrong kid, but now that kid has the Revelation text. What luck.” He leaned back and laughed. “Good things are coming my way.”
Babylon looked at the floor. “Will the Darkness really enslave all life on earth? Seems a bit harsh.”
Carl shook his head. “What do you care? Now you developed a conscience?”
“It’s just that I never thought the Revelation text would actually be found. Let’s face it, breaking into houses and looking for a single ancient text. I never believed it would prove worthwhile. But now that the Darkness is moments away from having it and bringing his army up from hell to burn everything. It puts things into a different perspective. You can’t actually be wanting to go through the enslaving all life on earth.”
Carl rubbed his hands together. “I want this, more than anything. Throughout my life everyone laughed at me. Well, no more. Soon everyone on Earth will bow down to me,“ he laughed. “Looks as though lady luck is on my side for once. Soon I’ll be ruling over Earth. Let’s hope the Catman finds it right away. I don’t want to wait any longer. And since Luke didn’t tell me right away I’ll tell the Darkness to send him to hell for good, never to come back.” 
Babylon hesitated, “Maybe you don’t have to send him to hell. He seems like a good kid.”
Carl leaned forward. “What is wrong with you Babylon? Why are you acting like you care all of a sudden for someone? I thought you never cared about the kids. Why should you care if Luke ends up in hell?“
Babylon rubbed his forehead, “I don’t know, he seems nice enough.”
Carl looked over to him. “I don’t have time for your conscious, I have things to plan. And don’t be trying to warn him in any way or the Darkness will take you to hell as well.”
 

Chapter 47
 
Luke and John reached the front of the warehouse. 
John paused before entering. “I don’t know if it’s a good idea to walk inside the building with this Holy water. If Carl sees it, he’ll start asking the wrong questions.”
Luke nodded. “Good point. The last thing we need is him catching on to anything we’re doing. You can hide it behind the weeds next to the door. The weeds are high enough that no one will see it unless they're looking in that exact spot.”
John lowered the cup down behind the large weeds next to the door. “Look at that.” He said as he stood up. “I’m looking at the spot and I can’t even see it. This will work out well, until the time comes.”
Luke poked his head through the doors and looked around. 
“Do you see Carl?” John whispered.
Luke looked up the staircase. “No, he might be up in his room though.” He whispered back. “Looks like we got away with our plan.”
“Good, now let’s head upstairs and tell Paul what we found out. Time has come to stop the Darkness.”
They made their way inside and slowly walked up the stairs.
“There you two are.” Carl said as he quickly stepped out of his room into the hallway. “Where did you two get off to?” He crossed his arms.
“The… same as before… We were out looking for houses to rob.” John quickly said with a smile. “Looking to make you more money.”
Luke looked at John and back to Carl and nodded.
“Oh looking for houses I see, did you find anything good?”
“You know,” John said. “Couple here and there. Some nice big houses, standard thing. Probably have some gold or jewelry inside.” He nodded and looked away.
“Silence.” Carl yelled out. “Do you think I’d fall for your lies? No one can fool me.” He looked over to Luke. “I know you have the Revelation text in your house.”
“What?” Luke yelled out. “How did you find out?”
“Your little friend Paul told me. I had him spying on you two the whole time. Told him if he didn’t he’d be sent back to hell. He told me all about your father having the text.” 
“I can’t believe Paul would tell you.” Luke said.
Carl laughed, “Of course he would. He’s been to hell. Seen the horrors. He’d do anything not to go back. You would too if you’ve seen hell with your own eyes.”
“Where is he now?” John yelled out. 
“He left. Took off running,” he said while laughing. “It doesn’t matter. Who cares if he’s gone. Now the Catman is headed to Luke’s house to look for the text. You better hope it’s there or your family will suffer until he finds it. He’ll get it for me and I will finally rule over Earth.” He raised his arms, squeezed his fingers into tight fists and laughed. “I will hand it over to the Darkness. His army of demons will rise and take over heaven as I will rule Earth.”
Luke felt like he was going to faint he knew he had only moments to act. He had to get to his house to save his parents. But how could he save them from the Catman, he’s only a ghost? He took off running down the stairs with Carl’s laughing echoing throughout the building behind him. 
He ran towards the dock gates. How long would it take to get there? Would he be in time?
 
 
 
 

Chapter 48
 
Carl walked back into his office eyes wide. “I will have a throne. I will reign supreme. Everyone will be my slave. No one will laugh at me ever again.” 
He stopped as the room went dark. He turned around and looked up at the dark fog floating in the air. “Darkness. I have good news for you master.”
“Why have you summoned me?” The deep voice echoed the room.
Carl lifted his hands towards the fog and whispered. “The very thing you have been looking for has been found. The Revelation text has been located.”
“Where is it?” The deep voice echoed throughout the building rattling the windows.  “Give it to me now.”
“Well, I don’t have it right here at the moment. I have someone out getting it for me. When it’s been located it will be brought back here for you. The Catman will return with it any minute. …But I was just wondering, …will I still be the ruler over the Earth after you have taken over heaven?”
“Yes, whatever you want. I’ve waited too long to take over the heaven. How did you find it?”
Carl laughed a bit. “Funny story. Turns out one of the ghosts I’ve been using had it in his house all along.”
“Where is the boy now?”
Carl rubbed the side of his head. “He left, but it doesn’t matter, he thinks he can get home in time to save his family. But what can he do, he’s a ghost. Not like anyone in his house can see or hear him.” He laughed to himself. 
“But he can destroy the Revelation text. We may never get it now.”
Carl stood frozen for a moment, “Oh, well, I didn’t think of that. …Maybe the Catman will get there in time.”    
“I will get it now. If you have failed me, I will send you to hell forever.” 
The dark cloud stormed out of the office and out of the building. 
Carl stood still in his office mumbling to himself. He turned to Babylon. “But… everything was going to work out…. Why would the Darkness be mad? Will I be punished?”
 

Chapter 49
 
Luke ran as fast as he could across town, block after block, not carrying about cars. Not slowing at any point, with a blue sky above, not a cloud to be seen.  
He reached his house. Moving up the driveway and inside through the front door without slowing. He stood in the living room looking for the Catman. Had he already been here? Was he arriving later? 
He could hear his mother talking to someone in the kitchen. It was nice hearing his mother’s voice again, but he had no time for that now. He needed to find a way to get a message to her right away.
He made his way towards the kitchen; his mother was sitting at the table, across from her was Jane the psychic medium. 
Luke stood in disbelief. She had found his house, she heard his message.
At no point did she look over at him. She was different from Carl. He could see the dead, but she could only sense them. 
What did she say to his mother when she arrived at the door to prove her abilities were real and not some scam artist? He knew his mother wouldn’t let any stranger in the house. She was smart enough not to fall for a lie. It must’ve been mentioning the elf ears from the school play. Only his mother knew. 
He realized Catman had not arrived yet. His father wasn’t home, still away on a business trip.
Sparky walked into the kitchen sat down and looked up at him. Seems Jane isn’t the only one who can sense ghosts. 
He wanted to pat Sparky but had no time.
Jane had her eyes closed looking up to the ceiling. “He came to me with a message to pass on to you.” She paused, as the room was silent. 
“Is he happy in his new life?” His mother whispered. 
“I’m right here.” Luke called out looking at his mother.
Jane shot up straight in her chair and looked around the room.
“What is it?” His mother called out. 
“I hear your son. His voice was clear as though in the room with me.” She looked around the kitchen. “Where are you?”
“I’m standing next to you.” Luke yelled back.
Sparky barked. 
Jane looked at his mother, “he’s here in this room.”
“I can’t believe my son is back. How can this be? There’s so much I want to tell him.” His mother quickly looked around for him. “I can’t see him. Is he safe? Happy in the new life?”
Luke looked over to her. “You have to get out. The Catman is on his way to this house.”
Jane looked at his mother, “Your son says the Catman is on his way here.”
His mother sat back and looked over to Jane. “The Catman? Why would the Catman thief be on his way here? How does Luke know about this?”
Luke turned to Jane. “Tell my mother the Catman wants the Revelation text.”
Jane looked across the table. “He said the Catman is coming for the Revelation text. Do you know what that means?”
His mother thought for a moment. “It must be the ancient text my husband has in his office. He’s out of town now, but why would Luke care about something so old?”  
She got up and made her way into the office down the hall as Sparky followed. She came back holding the ancient text. Sat down and looked at Jane. “This is what he’s talking about, but I can’t imagine why he cares for it?”
Jane looked around the kitchen. “Who wants this text? Is it the Darkness you spoke of before?”
“Yes, it’s the Darkness” Luke yelled out. “He’ll do anything to get it. The Catman is on his way to collect it for him.”
 
As Luke spoke a dark shadow raced down the downtown streets closing on the house. Anyone walking on the sidewalk would’ve felt a brief rush of warm air pass by them.
 
 

Chapter 50
 
Jane leaned back in her chair and whispered. “The time to battle the Darkness has arrived. The balance between heaven and hell is at stake.”
Luke’s mother looked towards Jane. “What is the Darkness?” 
Luke turned when he heard a window in the other room being opened. Sparky’s ears lifted and ran into the living room. Luke followed. He saw the Catman climbing inside the house. He quickly turned back towards Jane. “The Catman, he’s here,” he yelled out.
His mother jumped when she heard Sparky barking. “Why is the dog barking?” She stood up and went out into the hallway passing Luke.
“Stop her.” He yelled out to Jane. “It’s the Catman, her life is in danger. Tell her to run away from him.” 
Jane quickly stood up and ran over to his mom. “He wants you to avoid moving into the living room.”
“What could it be?” She asked looking back to Jane.	
Luke saw the Catman standing in the living room as his mother was startled after turning the corner and seeing him.
“I’ve come for the Revelation text.” He said in a deep voice. “Hand it over and no one gets hurt.”
His mother stumbled back into the kitchen.
The Catman followed, looked at the table, and saw it. “There it is,” he whispered to himself. “After all this time, I’ve finally found it. I know someone who will pay a pretty penny for that.” He went to reach for it and stopped when the text started to float in the air. 
“What’s going on here?” The Catman mumbled, “Is there a ghost in this kitchen?” He shook his head. ”How is that possible? A ghost can’t move objects.”
Luke looked at his hand and could feel the texture of the paper. Babylon’s lessons on holding the pen had paid off. 
His mother stared, watching the paper floating on its own. “He really is in the house. My son is here.” She put her hands to her mouth.
The Catman groaned, “I ain’t got times for games, give that here or else….” He went to reach for the text, stopped, and looked out the kitchen window as the room started getting darker.
 

Chapter 51
 
Luke turned towards the window. Something was wrong. There were no clouds in the sky when he entered the house. Something else was causing it, something large. It had to be only one thing. The Darkness had arrived for the Revelation text. Hell awaited him after the text was secured in the Darkness grasp.
“The Darkness is here,” Luke yelled out to Jane hoping she could help.
Jane nodded, “Yes, I feel it, there’s an evil force over the house.”
“Who is it?” Luke’s mom called out.
“Something is chasing after your son.” Jane called out and turned to Luke. 
He was surprised to see she was almost making eye contact with him. For a moment he felt alive again. 
Luke knew every second the Darkness and Catman were in his house his mother would be in danger. If he took the Revelation text away his mother would be safe. But how could he move an object in the living world for a long period of time? In the warehouse he could only hold a pen for a few seconds, but escaping his house with the text would be different. He had no choice, he had to try, his mother’s life was at risk. He had to focus as Babylon taught him.    
“Run boy, run out of the house to St. Mary’s Church, look for the man in white.” Jane called out. 
The kitchen was getting darker; He had no time to waste. He had to move quickly. Sparky was barking facing the chimney. He knew the Darkness was now in the house coming for him. He took off running with the Revelation text in hand right past the Catman. 
The Catman turned to follow. “No you don’t, I will get that from you. I’m not missing out on my money.” 
His mother watched in amazement as the text floated through the air out of the kitchen down the hall.
Luke knew he had to go through the open window the Catman came in through. If he tried running through the front door he make it, but the text wouldn’t.
He had to make it to St. Mary’s church. Babylon warned him to avoid going into one, saying it was bad. Had Babylon lied about it? Maybe it was the other way around. It might very well be a safe place. But why did Jane tell him to run for it? What did she know about it? And who was the man in white she spoke of? How could he help?
The Catman was right behind as Sparky ran between them tripping The Catman. Giving Luke the time he needed to reach the window, good old Sparky.
Upon reaching the window he jumped through landing on the grass. Not worrying about getting hurt. Not a sound was made when he hit, nor did the grass blades move. He stood up and ran down the driveway just as three police cars pulled up in front. 
How was this possible? Were they here for him? Who knew he was inside? 
Police officers got out of their car and ran towards the front door passing him by without noticing.
Luke looked over his shoulder as the front door opened and the Catman stepped out. Clearly caught off guard by the arrival of the police. Within moments they had him on the ground in handcuffs. 
Luke glanced over to his neighbour’s window and saw Ms. Shelly peeking through the curtains smiling. Well, look who helped out. She must’ve seen the Catman climbing through the window and called the police. Looks as though her obsessive need to spy paid off.   
One of his problems was over with and his mother safe. But a bigger problem now threatened him. The Darkness moved from over the house and started chasing him. 
 

Chapter 52
 
He had to run. He had to get away before the Darkness grabbed him or the world would end. 
He ran not feeling tired. He didn’t have to look over his shoulder wondering if the Darkness was following, he knew it was. 
Anyone walking by wouldn’t have seen him running down the sidewalk. Just the old ancient text appearing to be floating through the air. As though caught up in the wind, nothing more.
It was pointless to call out for help. No one would hear him. 
He approached a busy intersection and ran through the passing cars. He would’ve been hit by a few of them had he been alive. Not a single driver noticed a thing. Maybe a few car radios would’ve picked up some static with the driver touching the buttons to clear it up. 
For a brief moment, Luke wondered how strange it would’ve been if everyone could see fog chasing a kid down the middle of Main Street. How many times had a ghost past him by while he was alive and he didn’t know? 
Couples out walking their pets, someone parking their car, going into their houses for the night. None of them aware of what was happening. Unaware of the spirits who walked the earth and what they could do. They’d only see a floating piece of paper and carry on with their day. 
The Darkness was getting closer; it could grab him or the Revelation text at any moment. 
The church was only a few blocks from his house. But would he make it? 
Running as fast as he could he glanced over his shoulder and saw the Darkness closing in with each passing second. A trip to hell for eternity awaited if caught. 
He looked ahead and could see the church in view a block away. He was so close. The last few steps seemed to take the longest. The Darkness was inches behind him, closing in. 
St Mary’s church was old. Made of stone with large stained glass windows, the tallest buildings for blocks around. The steeple reaching up to the sky. He reached the concrete steps. One foot after another, trying to move even faster. Approaching the front door. 
In the middle of the black cloud, a hand had formed. It’s fingers reaching out for Luke. 
A little old lady in a purple coat and white purse was exiting the church as he arrived. With the door inches from closing he jumped forward making it inside landing on the church floor. 
He was lucky, running through a closed door didn’t matter being a ghost, but the text would not have gone through. It would’ve fallen out of his hands lying on the steps. Letting the Darkness retrieve it. He’d have to thank the little old lady for opening the door when she did. 
 
 

Chapter 53
 
He stood up and quickly turned towards the large wooden doors and looked out the stained glass window. The Darkness swirled around, thrashing and hammering. Like the worst hurricane on record without the rain. Reminding him of a TV show of massive tornados forming over wide-open fields. Even the largest tornado on record seemed calm compared to what was outside the church window. 
It amazed him how no one walking by noticed the horrific swirling dark fog. Not even the senior in the brown coat and matching fedora passing by. It should at least blow off, but it never moved. 
How could so much happen in the spirit world right in the middle of a suburban neighbourhood and no one notice?
It was making sense, this is why Babylon told them to avoid churches; the darkness had no power inside. The building was too pure. If it entered it would die within the walls. He could only imagine how angry the Darkness felt. Looking for the Revelation text for so long and actually finding it. Seeing it in front of him, but it’s now within a church, the one place on earth he can’t enter.
Luke took a step back and glanced over his shoulder. He had been inside countless times while alive. The massive stained glass windows above the altar, the tall ceiling reaching up to the sky.
The church was low-lit with a few candles burning. Quiet compared to the outside busy street. A few people sat scattered in the pews here and there silently saying a few prayers. If any of them wondered about life after death he could walk up to them and say hello, answering their question right away. 
He was safe, as long as he stayed within its confines. But for how long could he stay inside? His whole life? That wouldn’t work seeing as how he was already dead. He would have to spend all of eternity trapped inside. This wasn’t going to work. 
He moved away from the glass window. Not wanting to look at the Darkness anymore. He felt helpless, trapped inside. How was he going to get out? 
Was the Darkness going to stay out there forever? Maybe it could, it can’t die. Would it find and punish John and Paul?
He slowly made his way deeper inside the church, walking down the aisle.
 
Hours passed, as day turned into night. He looked up at the stained glass windows, images of angels and doves. Daylight no longer came though with the sun gone down. The only light came from the flicking candles on the sides of the church walls. An eerie silence hung throughout the place. He looked at the dark wooden pews as he walked by. A woman was seated in one looking as though she was lost in thought. 
He walked by expecting her to turn and notice him, but she did not. She remained looking ahead. He had to remember he was dead. Getting used to that idea was going to take a long time. He noticed there was no sound coming from his steps. Normally a slight echo would fill the place. 
He approached the front of the altar; a man in a long white robe was kneeling at the center with his head down. He could see the man was deep in prayer.
However, there was something odd about him. He couldn’t figure out what it was. He slowly walked closer, his steps not making a sound on the church floor. He stopped when standing by his side. 
Father O’Brain walked out from the back making his way towards the altar. Luke smiled, if anyone could see him it would be Father O’Brain but like everyone else Father O’Brain walked past him as though he wasn’t there. But something odd happened. Father O’Brain walked past the man in white. But not around him, but through him. The same way anyone on the sidewalk would pass through Babylon. How could this be? 
Father O’Brain made his way to the other side of the altar and out the door to another room. Luke looked back at the man in white. What was going on?
The man in white looked up and over at him. “Hello, what are you doing here young man?” He asked.
Luke stood frozen for a moment not knowing what to say. He wasn’t even sure if the man was talking to him or someone behind him.
A woman in a black coat walked by and passed right through the man in white as well.  As though he wasn’t there.
Luke stood silent for a moment stunned by the sight. It meant only one thing. The man in white was a ghost as well.
 
 
 

Chapter 54
  
“You there, boy.” The man said again. “What is your name?”
Luke paused for a moment and whispered. “Luke.”
“Good to meet you Luke, my name is Eve.” The man stood up. Tall in height with long blonde hair. “Now that we got that out of the way, might I ask why aren’t you in heaven?”
“You can see me?” Luke asked.
“Of course I can see you. Why not?”
“But I’m dead.” Luke didn’t what else to say. He looked around wondering if anyone in the pews could hear the conversation. It was odd how neither of their voices were echoing inside the quiet church.
“So am I. But, why are you still on Earth? Are you an angel? You look a bit young to be an angel.”
“No, I’m no angel,” Luke answered. “I would like to go to heaven, but it won’t let me go.”
“Who?”
“Carl, the man in the black suit and red tie who can see the dead. He tricks kids who have died into not going into the light; makes us his slaves. We need to rob the living if we wish to enter heaven. But we found out that’s a lie. He never lets anyone enter heaven, no matter what.”
The man in white stood in silence for a moment. “This sounds impossible. There’s no way a living man can stop spirits from entering the light. I’ve never heard of such a thing.”
“If you die tragically you may not know you’re dead and you don’t look for the light right away. That’s when a fog moves in around you giving Babylon time to come and collect you. You’re then taken to Carl. Where you have to do what he says or the Darkness can drop you into hell.”
“The Darkness?” Eve called out.
“An evil entity made up of fog.” 
Eve nodded, “I’ve heard of the fog made up of evil, but how does it have life?” 
“Some gangster from the 1920s figured out how to merge his spirit with it after he died.”
“It’s impossible to think it could be. Only someone with the darkest of all hearts could survive merging with the fog.” 
“Now it’s here on earth, in fact, it’s outside the church.” 
Eve looked towards the doors. “This cannot be.” 
“It’s been looking for the Revelation text. The missing page in the Revelation book.”
Eve nodded. “Yes, I have heard of the Revelation book and the missing last page. If acquired it would have the power to summon demons from hell to walk the Earth. But no one has ever found the last page.”
Luke lifted the text. “I have it here. The Darkness wants it.” 
Eve looked the text over. “If the Darkness exists outside of hell the archangels who defend Earth would know about it. How has the Darkness eluded us?” Eve looked to the doors of the church. “I have to see this for myself.” He walked down the aisle towards the doors as Luke followed behind. No one looked at them as they walked by. 
“Stay back,” the man in white called out. He stepped through the large wooden doors. 
Luke ran towards the doors and looked out the window to see Eve moving down the steps towards the street.
A blast of air knocked him to the ground as dark fog swirled around like a tornado. The wind for blocks on end hammered like a hurricane, but not a single tree moved. 
Eve was trying to fight back against the Darkness, his white robe and hair flowing around.
Luke wanted to run out and help, but he didn’t know what to do. If he did the Darkness would grab him. Succeeding in pulling him into hell. As long as he remained inside with the Revelation text the world would be safe.  
Everyone walking by on the sidewalk had no reaction. Lost in their little world while chatting on cell phones about work and life. Having no idea a man in white from heaven was battling the Darkness from hell a few feet from them. Cars drove by without any driver looking. 
Lighting bolts shot off from within the darkness, but not a tree moved. Eve was knocked to the ground as incredible wind blew him around.  
Eve looked over to the church doors and yelled, “Stay inside, never come out. No matter what happens.”
Luke could hear Eve yelling out to the Darkness, saying it would never win. He moved back from the door when Eve came running back towards the church. 
Once inside Eve quickly turned to Luke. “Stay here, never leave this place. I’ll come back with an army to fight this entity. It’s more powerful than I thought. It’s built up a lot of power without the archangels knowing.”
“You can summon the archangels?” Luke called out. 
“We stand on guard for any moment. Ready to fight evil like this. It can be done. It’s rare such evil could have amassed so much power.” 
“What can I do?” Luke asked.
“In order to be safe you need to stay inside here. It cannot come inside a place of holiness. It loses power in here. I will return, this evil will be defeated and you and the others will be free.”
“Is the world in danger from it?”
“It has the power to grow in size. It can surround the earth if left unstopped. But I will use holy water on it. I will return with the army.”
Eve walked to the center of the church. Lifted his hands to the ceiling. A bright white light appeared at the top lifting him up off the ground and rising to the top. A flash of light filled the church and the man was gone.
Luke looked around the quiet church at the few people who were kneeling and praying, the whole time unaware anything happened. He stood in the center of the church not knowing what to do. He hid the Revelation text under the second aisle pew. Hoping no one would find it. He figured it was a place no one would go looking unless they were looking for something in particular. It was either that or remain holding it and anyone walking by would see an ancient text floating in midair.   
He sat down in one of the pews and waited.
 

Chapter 55
 
Carl paced the floor bumping into the light hanging overhead. Rocking it back and forth side to side lighting up each corner as it swayed. His eyes moved around the room looking at the walls, looking at the door. 
He mumbled, “Why would the Darkness be mad at me? I thought I was doing good. I had to make sure the Revelation text was acquired by the Catman. It makes sense doesn’t it? Hopefully I don’t get punished.” He looked to Babylon. “Even you felt the building shake when he took off. How mad will he be when he returns? Will he take his anger out on me? I’ve never been in hell before. Don’t feel like going. All these years of working together and I might be punished now.” 
Carl stopped pacing as he noticed the warehouse getting darker. As though an eclipse was blocking the sun. He looked up to the roof. “The Darkness has returned.” He watched the dark smoke make its way into the room under the closed door. 
“The boy was speaking to a psychic medium and is now hiding in a church with the Revelation text guarded by an archangel. How did he know to seek shelter in one?” The Darkness’s deep monotone voice filled the small room.
Carl looked up to the fog, “A church you say. Well, that’s not good. I instructed Babylon to tell the kids not to go in one.” He turned to Babylon,“ Isn’t that right?”
Babylon quickly nodded, “Told them to stay away.” 
Carol smiled with his hands together “But… I will get him back here. No problem Darkness, I’ll think of a way.”
“Maybe I will have to find someone else to rule over Earth, not you. Seeing as you cannot control three kids.”
Carl jumped. “Oh, no need for that. I can still do the job. There’s no need to replace me. I can rule over everyone on Earth. I won’t let you down. It will all work out fine.”
The Darkness turned to Carol. “The Archangels know about me. We cannot wait anymore. Get me the Revelation text. It’s time to start the war against heaven. I will get my army ready. The end of days has arrived.”
Carl quickly smiled. “Yes, I will get it back for you. I’ll do whatever it takes. What church is he hiding in?”
 

Chapter  56   
 
Luke sat in the pews waiting for Eve’s return. Watching as parishioners arrive and leave. Some stayed for a few minutes others for an hour. At one point a woman kneed down to pray quietly next to him. 
Would she notice him and asked him why he’s alone, but she didn’t. He felt as though someone at some point would point him out causing everyone else to look. 
He wasn’t sure how much time had passed, maybe a few hours or even a day. It was difficult to know time now he was dead.
“Luke.”
He quickly turned to see who called him.
A tall man in a white robe was standing at the doors. He felt a sense of relief knowing the man in white had returned. He ran to the doors. If he were alive the sound of his shoes running on the floor would’ve echoed throughout the place, getting him into trouble. But, there was nothing but silence. 
Luke looked up and realized it wasn’t Eve but some other tall man in white. “Who are you? What happened to Eve?”
“Eve is back in heaven. He sent me to get you. Telling you it’s safe to leave the church now.”
Luke paused, “Really?”
“Oh yes. Everything is good now.”
“Do you have your army of archangels to battle the Darkness?”
“The army? Oh yes, they’re all ready to do battle. We should head off now.” The man in white turned to leave.
Luke stood still. “But Eve said I should stay here. Saying never to leave.”
“True, …but he meant never leave without an archangel by your side. Now that I’m here you can head off. We’ll need the Revelation text to defeat the Darkness.”
“You can use the text to destroy the Darkness?”
The man in white paused. “Yes… if you read from the text it can destroy the Darkness. That’s why we need it.”
“Thought it was used to summon the demons from hell?”
“It can be used both ways. Depending on how you read it.”
“Well, ok, hold on a minute.” Luke walked back to the second pew reached under and brought it up. Made his way back to the doors. “Here it is.”
The man in white smiled, “good.”
Luke paused for a moment. “If you think it’s safe to do so.”
The man in white nodded. “Yes, it’s the best thing to do. Let’s go to another place that’s even safer.”
Luke followed the man in white out of the church. Outside he looked up to the sky making sure the Darkness was gone. Everything seemed okay, nice blue calm sky. People walking on the sidewalks going about their day as cars drove by, nothing seemed out of the ordinary. 
He followed the man in white as they made their way along the sidewalk.
Luke looked over to him. “Did you tell the other angels about how powerful the Darkness is?”
The man in white thought for a moment “Oh yes, No problem… they all know.”
Luke looked up and down the street. “Where’s your army to fight the Darkness? I don’t see them anywhere.” 
“Where?…. I have them hiding. Ready to attack when needed. We should keep moving.”
There was something different about this man in white. Maybe he was stressed or worried about the Darkness. “Where are we headed now? You spoke of a place safer than the church?” 
“We have to head back to the place where Carl hides.” 
“What?” Luke yelled out. “Of all the places. Why go there?”
“Well… it’s the only place the archangels can defeat the Darkness.” The man in white said while looking straight ahead.
Luke wasn’t sure why the man in white acted so nervous. “Is that the place where we’ll meet your army of angels?”
“Oh, yes of course… They’ll be there. But, we must move quickly.”
Luke followed as they ran across town towards the docks.  
 

Chapter 57
 
An hour later they arrived at the warehouse on the Lower East Side. None of the dockworkers noticed as they ran past the big heavy machines. 
Neither slowing down as they approached the locked doors. They simply disappeared through them into the building. 
Luke wondered how the man in white knew the location of Carl’s hideout. He never asked him where it was. Why did he come and not Eve? Why was he acting so strange? And where was this army of archangels he spoke of?  
“Hello boy. I’ve got you now.” A voice came from behind him from the shadows.
Luke looked over his shoulder and saw Carl stepping towards him. Next to him was John looking at the ground.
Carl’s eyes were wild like a madman as he smiled.
“No you don’t Carl,” Luke yelled out. “I have a friend with me.” He turned to the tall man in white. “This is an archangel, and along with his army they’ll destroy the Darkness and bring an end to all this.”
Carl began to laugh. “The man in white? That’s funny.” He turned to the man in white, “Show the boy the truth.”
Luke looked over to the man in white. A bright sparking light flashed as he changed into Babylon.  
Carl turned at Luke. “Did you forget Babylon can change his appearance to anyone he wants, even into the man in white.” 
“What? That can’t be.” He looked over to Babylon. “You lied to me. Why did you take me from the church? I need to be there for Eve’s return. I don’t understand. How did you know what the man in white looked like?”
Babylon shook his head and looked down to his feet. “The Darkness described him. I had no choice; he was going to send John to hell if I didn’t go along. I couldn’t let John go. He’s innocent in all this.”
Luke looked over to John. “Where’s Paul?”
Carl yelled out. “He’s gone, ran off. I don’t care. He’s no longer needed.”  
Luke looked to Babylon. “But, the man in white could’ve helped you, you could’ve been free from all this.”
Babylon turned away and whispered. “To do what? I got no future in the afterlife. This is it for me. The only thing waiting for me in the afterlife is judgment for all I’ve done. I know this warehouse may not be the best home, but it’s all I got. You’re different than me. You can go into the light and live happily ever after, I can’t. There’s nothing for me on the other side. I’m just a messed up loser not worth saving.”
Luke shook his head. “You were once good, a nice man. You can still go back to that.”
Babylon closed his eyes and whispered, “Not for me kid. I’m beyond saving.”
“Anyone can be saved.” Luke yelled out.
Carl watched the exchange between the two and yawned. 
“You can still do good.” Luke said, “It will be taken in consideration when being judged.”
“I hear you kid, but I can’t take the chance. There comes a point when a man can’t change. You live your life a certain way for so long. That’s who you become. It’s what I am. It’s in my blood. If I could go back in time and change I would. I just have to accept who I am.” 
Carl laughed. “Oh, such a sad story I’m hearing, but I don’t care.” He looked up with a smile like he’d won the lottery. “Now I have the Revelation text. My time to rule has finally arrived.” He looked back to Luke. “Not even angels can save you.” He looked over to Babylon. “Now, hand me the Revelation text. Let me fulfill my destiny.”
Babylon backed up a few feet holding the text behind him. “I don’t know if I want to hand it over. It will lead to the destruction of the Earth. All these years you spoke of enslaving everyone, I never thought you’d actually go through with it. Now you really want to make it happen. You don’t want to see the Earth destroyed for real, do you?.... so many innocent people, so many children.”
Carl stared down at him. “All my life everyone has laughed and put me down, now I’ll make them all pay. This is what I want, more than ever.”
“I can’t …hand it over to you.” Babylon said while backing up.
The room went dark as a massive black fog filled the air. “The text will be handed over.” A dark deep voice echoed the building. “Or you will burn in hell forever.”
Babylon quickly turned looking up to the fog. “No not hell, not the fire.” His eyes went wide as he stumbled back dropping the text to the floor as he ran out the front door. 
Carl scrambled forward, picked it up. Held it above his head while staring at it laughing out of control. “I got it now, everyone on Earth will suffer as I have in the past.” His voice echoed throughout the building.  
“Let me have it.” A dark hand made up of swirling smoke appeared out of the fog moving towards Carl and took the text.
Luke and John stood back in shock, looked at each other then back to the Darkness.
“Now I can unleash my army to destroy heaven and earth. Nothing will survive. Everything on earth will burn.”
Carl looked up to the dark fog. “But… enough will survive so I can rule over it? Correct?” He gave a little nervous laugh.
The Darkness turned to Luke. “You were the one who had this all along and didn’t tell me. You went to a church to contact an archangel to destroy me. For that you will be punished in hell, forever.” 
“What?” John called out. “You can’t punish him. He did nothing wrong. We’re just kids.”
Luke moved back towards the warehouse wall.
“You can’t hurt my friend.” John called out. “I won’t let you.”
A large black cloud of smoke fell over Luke as he disappeared from the room.
 
 

Chapter  58   
 
Luke opened his eyes realizing he was lying on cold stone. Gazing upon dark walls all around him. He quickly sat up realizing he was in a large dark cave. He got up and ran out the opening into a massive tunnel leading to massive chambers. There was no sun. Above was a dark ceiling. He was trapped in hell. Stone all around lit up by bright fire burning all around him.
He looked upon massive lakes of bright intense fiery lava flowing on for miles with burned skulls flooded at the top. 
Why did it have to be fire, of all things? His worst nightmare was coming true. The heat felt like being locked in a blast furnace. 
Above grey demons with red eyes and long wings flew in circles near the top. 
He had to run. He couldn’t let the demons see him and swoop down. 
He ran from one cave to the next. Unless miles of tunnels in all directions. From left and right he heard screams in pain and calls for help coming from all over. Criminals and sinners when alive on earth who now call this place home forever. He looked up not knowing if the caves had a roof or blackened from ash.
Millions of rabid rats foaming at the mouth ran past his feet. As bats screeching above looking for anything to attack flew by his head missing him by inches.
Snakes speaking Latin slithered along. He looked upon countless tunnels knowing he could run through them for decades trying to escape and not make any progress. 
Some tunnels ended revealing rivers of flowing silver mercury. While others to waterfalls of boiling lava falling from cliffs miles above. Black heavy smoke filled the air. Countless staircases ran up and down, some even upside down leading to nowhere. 
Luke watched as other lost souls ran up a staircase. Only to find themselves upside down entering a dark portal. A few seconds later reappearing a mile away on another set of stairs facing sideways. Some staircases would lead downward only to stop halfway with a drop off into a darken abyss. 
Massive dark towers of stone stood everywhere. Demons with glowing red eyes looking out the windows. Flames and black smoke reaching out from the rooftops. 
He was in the place where Pazuzu reigned supreme. Across a river of fire he saw a figure with the body of a man and the head of a dog. It started to flap its wings and lift up. Flying through the fiery sky with its scorpion tall lashing out at anyone in reach. It reached forward with his right hand as the left pointed down. Millions of locusts followed behind. The smell of burning sulphur from the lake of fire filled the air. Lost souls who’d gone insane roamed everyone, laughing to themselves, mumbling long lost memories. 
Luke could see criminals scrambling through the tunnels hiding in the shadows. 
He ran past a dark narrow tunnel entrance with a glowing white light, stopped and looked back. What was it about the tunnel? It reminded him of Tommy’s notebook. The dark tunnel with white light leads to the skulls. Could this be it? Could it lead to the catacombs? Was this the portal? He could run through the white light and be free, through the portal back into the real world. But what if he’s wrong? Who knows where it leads. He turned away, he couldn’t take the chance. 
Laughter could be heard echoing everywhere. Luke wasn’t sure if it was coming from the red skinned rulers with yellow eyes holding pitchforks. Or the sinners laughing to escape the pain being inflicted for thousands of years. 
Flying fire-breathing dragons with massive wings and long tails sat on top of giant mountains. Some stood on corners of broken castle walls. Pyramids of bodies stacked on top of each other some still alive as fire poured down on them from laughing demons. Half human-half reptilian with horns walked about. Prison walls did not exist down here; the whole place was a prison. He could run for hundreds of years but it wouldn’t make any difference demons ruled all corners.
He ran past a large dark pit and stopped when he noticed it was filled with countless kids his age. Some were sitting staring off lost in thought others stood looking up at him. Who were they? One child who was sitting had a red coat with a green hat. He knew what he was looking at. It was Tommy. This is where the Darkness keeps the souls of the kids who once worked for Carl, the ones who were lied to. He knew he had to free them so they could enter heaven, but how?  
He looked over his shoulder as a large rabid bull charged towards him, he had to move. 
He ran for what felt like hours moving up along the side of a cliff. The stone path below his feet at times only a few inches wide. He had to move carefully. He took the chance at one point and glanced over the edge and saw an endless drop off for miles down. Bad idea. 
A short time later he reached the top standing on cold black stone. The echoes of suffering reached even up here. Looking up he could see the top of the cave. But what kind of cave was this? Was he truly under the Earth? What was above it? He peeked over the edge. Far below he could see thousands of massive yellow leather skinned demons with axes in hand marching forward forming long lines. Each step sounding like thunder echoing through hell. Paul said he saw an army of demons. This had to be it. 
He was horrified looking upon the Darkness’s army of demons. So many waiting for the command to move forward. Grunting and snarling ready to attack anything that moves. 
Eve went to heaven believing the Darkness had a few demons ready to battle, but this is different. This was a full army ready for war. The archangels will be caught off guard by this. They had to be warned, but how? 
 

Chapter  59
 
Babylon ran for hours since escaping the warehouse. He now drifted through the streets knowing everything was lost. The Darkness now held the Revelation text because of him. It was only a matter of time before the demons from hell would be walking the Earth. Life everywhere will be coming to an end.
Thinking back he could’ve ran with the text in hand but realistically the Darkness would’ve caught up. But why didn’t he just rip it up? Or thrown it into the ocean? So many things he could’ve done. Ideas now coming to him, but instead, he dropped it and ran. 
But if he had destroyed it, the Darkness would’ve pulled him into hell for an eternity of none stop suffering. He couldn’t bring himself to face such a thing. Running was easier. Now Luke, his only friend would suffer. Yet again, his running caused someone else pain. 
He wandered from one street to the next with his head down. Knowing he just betrayed the only friend he ever had. Throughout his entire life he never felt close to anyone. But the more he got to know Luke the more he knew he wasn’t being judged. It was looking more like Luke could’ve been an actual friend, but what else could he have done? 
He couldn’t deny the Darkness or he would’ve ended up in hell forever. He’d never been but seeing the look in the eyes of those who have it was too much to imagine. What did they witness? What happened down there? What horrors did they experience? Even for the short time Paul was there he came back with the same look of horror.  
Throughout his life, he had to look after himself because no one else would. If he didn’t find his own food he would’ve starved. If he didn’t find his own shelter he would end up sleeping on the streets. It was all he knew to look after himself. No one ever helped him in life. Why did Luke have to come into his life? Everything was so simple before he came along. He didn’t have to care about anyone, and no one cared about him, making life easy. Now that Luke showed compassion it caused confusion in him. What was he to do?
He looked up realizing he was passing the train yard. A train with its bright white light lit up the track as it pulled out of the station with its horn blowing. 
There was the possibility the archangels could’ve defeated the Darkness, but where would that lead him? He would’ve had to entire the light. Where he’d be judged and sent it hell anyways. It was a risk he couldn’t take. He did what he had to do to get by, was that so bad? It was all he knew, even when he was alive in the 1920s and went by his real name, Casey.
 
 
                          Babylon’s story 
 
Casey reached into his coat pocket, took out his gold watch and checked the time. Making sure the pretty blonde lady in the blue dress in front of him saw it. The big hand pointed to 12 as the small pointed to 2, but he didn’t care. He was enjoying the jazz band playing their hearts out on stage. The nightclub was packed like sardines as usual. The chatter and laughter at times was louder than the band. 
It was his favourite speakeasy, located at the docks next to the water’s edge. It was the one place cops would never think about checking. The music could be loud and no middle class couple sleeping in their homes would complain. Besides, he knew the cops didn’t care about busting up the joint. It was so far away from residential neighbourhoods they’d let the music play on. 
The press didn’t like underground nightclubs in areas where children lived. So the owner turned the warehouse by day into a club on Friday nights. Far away from town to avoid the press peering eyes. 
He knew the club owner was mob boss Mr. Jones, in fact, he owed money to the guy. But the payment would have to wait until another day. Tonight was about the music, fun and girls. Besides, Mr. Jones was always traveling the world looking for something rare. Who knows what cave he was in or mountain he was climbing. What small village he was poking around in. 
What would Mr. Jones do after he found this so called rare item? Toss it into the large chest he had locked away upstairs in the hidden room? What was up with that hidden chest anyways?  
Everyone from one side of the club to the other laughed with drinks in hand or danced away. Billy the bartender with his long pencil-thin mustache handed out drinks to everyone leaning against the dark wooden bar. Even though it was illegal to do so the moonshine flowed anyways. Some patrons were falling over after one too many. While others ordered more rounds and chatted away.
Casey walked over to the bar and took out a stack of hundreds. “Hey Billy,” he yelled out. “I need a few drinks here for my girl.”
Billy nodded and poured 2 Bee’s Knees drinks as Casey splashed some cash on the bar leaving a large tip. Holding the two drinks he made his way through the crowd over to the blonde as the music played on. 
He turned to her when the drinks were done. Yelling louder than the band. “I know of a better club we can hang out at, let me get my car.” 
“You own a car as well? Sounds wonderful,” she called out while standing beside him. “You’re so rich.”
Casey laughed, “That’s right baby, I got all the money in the world. Tomorrow I’m headed down to the track to bet on the ponies. You think I got a lot now, wait until I win.”
“How do you know you’ll win?”
“I got a good feeling,” he said with a smile. “I’ll be back in a second with the car.” He made his way through the crowd, out of the club’s backdoor. Instantly the sound level dropped off after the metal door closed behind him. But a touch of band music could still be faintly heard echoing over the quiet docks mixing with the water striking the pier. He stumbled while whistling in the dark on his way towards the water’s edge. 
He reached his black 1923 Model T Ford parked next to the water. Any closer and he might fall in. He reached into his pocket for his keys. 
“Hello, Casey. Good to see you again. It’s time you paid up.” 
Casey jumped and quickly turned around. “Who’s there? Who said that?”
“Common Casey, you know who it is, let’s not play games.” A man in a black suit with a white tie stepped out of the fog next to the corner of the building. A black fedora pulled low, almost covering his eyes. He stood under the hanging white light casting a long shadow leading up to Casey. “Why do you insult me?”
Casey laughed a little. “Mr. Jones, what do you mean, why do you think I insult you? I didn’t know you were back in town.”
“You come to my club, you act as though you don’t have a care in the world. Splashing your cash for the ladies. Leaving big tips for the bartender. But what about me, where’s my money. The money I lent you?”
Casey quickly smiled. “Not a problem Mr. Jones, you’ll be getting your money back. I have a plan. You know me, I always have a plan. I’m taking the money I have now to the track tomorrow. I’m gonna bet it on the winning ponies; you’ll be getting your money back with a bonus thrown on top. How does that sound?”
“Casey, Casey. You keep playing these games with me. Always wanting to gamble. When you needed money I gave it to you right away. But when I want it back you tell me to wait. Did I ask you to wait when you asked?”
“Of course not. You’re a nice man Mr. Jones. But I have a better idea of giving more money back than you gave me. That sounds good doesn’t it?”
“I’m a busy man. I travel. I’m out looking for something right now. But I have to stop my searching to deal with people like you. Why do you do this to me?”
Casey glanced over his shoulder at the cold water a few feet behind as the harbour bell rang. The full moon reflected off the ocean waves. 
Mr. Jones smiled. “We have ways of dealing with people who don’t pay up.”
“Wait a second, I can get more money. Rob more houses.” 
“You seem to be having a good time in my club. Not caring about paying me back. You know I’ll always find you, can’t hide from me.”
“Maybe if I looked like a baby I could get away. No one would look for a baby.” He said and laughed. “I have your money right here in my car I can get it for you. All of it.” Casey walked backwards towards this car, opened the car door quickly reached in and grabbed a gun. He turned and pointed it. 
Mr. Jones smiled and laughed a little. “What is this, are you serious Casey? Playing with toys now?”
“This is not a toy. I know how to use it. I just want to leave. You’ll be getting your money. I’m just holding this for safety. I’ll go to the track tomorrow and win big.”
Mr. Jones folded his hands together and laughed. “Casey do you think I’d be standing here if I didn’t have insurance to protect me. There’s a gunman behind me in the shadows pointing a gun at you the whole time. Let’s stop playing games, lower your gun and no one gets hurt.”
“How do I know you won’t shoot me when I lower the gun?”
“I’m an honest guy. You’ll have to trust me Casey. Ask around, everyone says I’m nice. It’s all about trust.”
“I know what people say about you. Saying you're evil. Studying the black arts, into the occult. Trying to locate the portal to hell. Thinking it’s here in the city.”
Mr. Jones laughed, “Those are my critics, of course, they’ll say bad things,” he said with a smile. “Now lower your gun and you can drive away. Pay me when you get the chance.” 
“I can pay you later?”
Mr. Jones smiled, “Of course, no need to get guns involved. Let’s all act like adults. You can leave and repay me when you can.” 
Casey paused for a moment. He lowered the gun and moved back towards his car standing by the water’s edge. 
My Jones nodded slightly and a shot rang out through the docks. Casey fell backwards towards the water as he pulled the trigger on his gun. 
He opened his eyes finding himself underwater, everything getting darker with each passing second. Dropping down to the dark ocean bottom. But surprisingly he didn’t find the need to hold his breath or breathe in. How was this happening? The water wasn’t cold. In fact, he couldn’t feel the water temperature. He was now rising to the surface.  
He found himself rising up out of the water floating above the pier, his feet no longer touching anything. Looking down at his lifeless body face down on the water surface. He looked towards the top of his car, the whole warehouse in front of him, the gunman getting away, running up the alleyway.
But Mr. Jones was lying on the cold, dark ground, next to the corner of the building, dead. He couldn’t believe it. The shot from his gun actually hit Mr. Jones.
He looked over his shoulder at the full moon lighting up the wide ocean. How peacefully it looked from above. Something he never noticed before.  
He looked forward as something caught his attention. A dark fog descended upon Mr. Jones’s body. His spirit rose up from his lifeless body and merged with the fog and floated away. Blocking out the moonlight for a moment. Casting the area into darkness. What was that all about?
Casey looked to his right as a warm white light appeared silently calling out for him. It felt peaceful; he didn’t have to shield his eyes from the brightness. There was something comforting about it, but yet he knew he couldn’t go inside. He would face judgment for all he had done. It would be safer to walk the earth as a ghost. At least he would be avoiding a one-way trip to hell after judgment. He turned and moved away from the warm white light. 
As he walked down the alleyway under a bright light for one brief second a shadow of a baby appeared and faded away. 
 

Chapter  60        
 
Babylon drifted through the intersection without looking or caring where he was headed. 
He wandered block after block for countless hours. He stopped and glanced up and found himself standing in front of the church he tricked Luke out of. What are the odds of him ending back in front of the church again? Possibly a sign? He walked up the front steps and stood outside the doors for a while. He can’t remember the last time he entered one while alive. 
Not really knowing why he stepped through the door.
At the altar stood a tall man in white. He remembered how the Darkness described what Eve looked like. He knew who the man was. 
“You looking for Luke?” Babylon called out as he walked down the aisle, not sure why he was talking to the man at all. 
The man in white turned around to face him “You know him? I was supposed to meet him here.” 
Babylon nodded, “Yes, he was in the church waiting for you.”
“What happened to him? I came back and found him gone.”
Babylon looked down. “It was me, I tricked him to come out and follow me back to the Darkness.”
“How did you do that? I told him to wait for me.”
Without saying another word in a flash of white light Babylon turned himself into a man in white.
Eve took a step back, “What am I seeing? What kind of power is this?” 
Babylon changed back into a baby. “I tricked him. Now he’s in trouble. I had no choice.”
Eve moved closer to Babylon. “We always have choices. Never believe your life is without choices.”
Babylon shook his head. “No not me. I’ve been trapped without choices for decades.”
“I need you to help me find him. Can you help me, for his shake? Will you take me to Luke?”
Babylon thought about everything he did while alive. All the people he hurt, all the bad. How he didn’t care at the time. After he died he wanted to change, become a better person, but he didn’t know how. Always afraid of what might happen. Afraid the white light would come calling. But this might be a chance to redeem himself. Even if things didn’t change for him, at least he would be helping Luke. Someone who was an innocent victim right from the very start. 
The suffering had to stop for everyone. Now was the time for him to stop thinking of himself and help others instead of hurting them. He looked up to the man in white. “Yes, I will help you. I will tell you where he is.”
Eve nodded, “I’ll follow.” He turned and walked behind Babylon towards the doors of the church. Outside Babylon made his way to the sidewalk. 
Eve lifted his hands up to the sky and a flash of white light filled the air. Within seconds an army of thousands of tall men in white robes and golden ropes around their waist stood on the road holding silver spears.
Babylon gave his head a shake looking at the soldiers standing in lines going as far back as his eyes could see. “Where did they all come from?”
“When alive the archangels were members of the Knights Templars. Sworn to defend the innocent. In the afterlife, they continue to uphold their sworn duty. Working for the greater good. Ready to take on evil. We have been ready for hundreds of years to battle something as powerful as the Darkness. That time is now.” Eve looked over to Babylon. “If you could be so kind as to tell us the location of the Darkness.”
Babylon smiled and nodded. “The Darkness is at the docks down by the water edge. You’ll see an old empty building in the far corner, the Darkness hides there.”
“Thank you for your help. You just saved the world.” Eve turned and walked towards the army of archangels. They all turned at once to follow his lead.    
For the first time in a long time, Babylon smiled. He had done well.  Feeling good was an odd feeling. He was now doing something for someone else. Things would be different from this point on. He’d now help kids into the light, instead of using them. He may end up being judged for his actions at some point, but he had to help his friend.
Thousands of archangels with golden spears in hand ran in unison down the crowded downtown streets heading towards the docks. No one in their cars noticing anything out of the ordinary. Parents driving minivans stopped at red lights checking their cellphones while their kids in the back seats played video games. Some coming home from work taking their kids to gymnastics, while others on their way home for dinner. A regular standard day for everyone in the city. Lost in their only little world. Going about their routine while countless warriors in white with gold swords and spears in hand ran past. Racing across the city to save Earth. 
Babylon stood outside the church watching the army move forward towards the docks. Knowing the Darkness’s time on Earth was now over. He nodded, knowing he had done something good. The world would be saved; all the strangers he once ignored and couldn’t care less about would now be safe.  
He walked down the steps and across the sidewalk. As he passed by a dark alleyway between two buildings something within it caught his attention. At first, he couldn’t tell what it was. He stopped and looked closer. His eyes widened as he tried reaching out to shield himself. “No not you. No not into hell. No! …” 
 
 

Chapter 61
 
Luke ran through the dark bloody caves trying to find a way out. Trying to avoid the flying rabid bats. He was hard to see only the light from the flicking fire lit the way. 
He stood back as black smoke poured along the rooftop with thunder echoing for miles on end. He looked to his left and saw a small baby about fifty yards away in a tuxedo running from large red-eyed rats. What was this? The last time he saw a baby in a tuxedo it was Babylon. Could it actually be him?
For a moment Luke thought about turning his back and leaving Babylon to fend for himself. He was trapped in hell because of Babylon’s actions. He tricked him at the church. But he thought about what Father O’Brain said about not letting the darkness within someone else not putting out the light within you. Learning for forgive your enemies. Easier said than done seeing as how Babylon was the cause of al this suffering from the start. But he knew what had to be done. He couldn’t let himself become negative within. He had to remain a good person. Always be guided by the light.  
He ran towards the baby who was lying on the ground covering its head. “What are you doing here?” He yelled out having to be louder than the screams coming from every direction. As screeching demons flew overhead, his hair blowing all around from the high winds.
Babylon looked up at him and yelled back, “Luke, wow, I’m glad to see you. The Darkness got me, dropped me into this place.” He pulled at his collar. “Sure is hot in here. Like being stuck in an oven.”
“What’s happening up there?” Luke yelled out.
Babylon stood up as they both quickly leaned against the wall avoiding bats flying by. “I felt bad about what I did and returned to the church and ran into the man in white. Now his army of archangels are heading to the docks to battle the Darkness. This is it; the Darkness is going to fall.”
Luke rubbed his forehead. “This isn’t a good thing.” 
“Why? What’s wrong? The archangels have thousands of soldiers, the Darkness will be defeated.”
“You need to see what I’ve seen,” Luke turned and ran as Babylon followed. 
“Why do I have a feeling I’m not going to like this?”
A short time later Luke stood on the top of a massive cliff overlooking a wide flat stone area. Pointed out the thousands of demons lining up holding large black axes and knives in hand. “The darkness has a large army ready to go.”
Babylon moved forward and peeked over. Looking upon massive yellow skinned demons grunting, snarling, restless, moving about waiting to be sent up to Earth. With long sharp teeth sticking out of their mouths with pure black eyes. “Look how many there are. I knew he had demons to summon, but not this many. This is a full army. This will catch the archangels off guard.” 
Luke noticed a massive dark cloud appearing above the demons. “Looks as though things are going from bad to worse. Look who just arrived.”
A loud booming voice speaking in Latin came from within. Echoing for miles throughout the caves. 
Babylon shook his head. “Oh boy, the Darkness is reading the Revelation book with the last page intact, the one that eluded him for so long. Now his army will rise.” 
Luke looked upon the thousands of demons as they started to roar. Slamming their axes and knives together while stomping their feet. Echoing throughout hell as each word was spoken. It would be a matter of moments before they’d be unleashed above. 
Luke turned to Babylon. “We need to get out of here. Warn the archangels of this massive army.”
Babylon nodded, “I agree, but how do we escape hell?” 
“Before you spoke of a portal into hell. if we find it we could use it to get out.” Luke said as red demons flew overhead.
Babylon shook his head. “We can’t rely on that silly urban legend. It’s not real.” He yelled out. “Even if it were real, we could search for hundreds of years and never find it.”
“I think I know where it might be. A clue Tommy left in the notepad.”
Babylon looked over to Luke. “Tommy? What notepad?”
“Before Tommy was taken away he was investigating the Darkness, taking notes on where it came from and possibly how to stop it. The pen you gave him to practice with, he used it to make notes.”
Babylon nodded, “Clever little kid.”
“On the last page, he spoke of a tunnel of white leading to the skulls.”
“And?...” 
“The skulls he spoke could be the skeletons in the catacombs.”
“Possibly, or it could be another tunnel in hell with a white light leading to suffering.”
“It’s a long shot. But it’s our only hope. What other choice is there?” Luke looked upon the demons one last time and turned to run back down the cliff.
A deep dark voice echoed through the caves. “Welcome to my home Luke and Babylon. Hopefully, you will not try to leave us.” 
They stopped and looked over their shoulder seeing the Darkness had risen to the top of the cliff and now facing them. They glanced over the edge at the thousands of demons who had fallen silent glaring up their way. 
Luke turned to Babylon, “Looks like they found us. This is not good.”
“No it’s not,” Babylon yelled out. “We need to get out of here. You know that tunnel you were speaking of, we should give that a shot.”
They both took off running down the narrow cliff path. 
The Darkness voice echoed throughout the caves, “Finish them. Throw them into the eternal pit of fire where they’ll burn forever.”
Luke looked over his shoulder and saw hundreds of demons break from the group. Started running in their direction. Swords clinched in fist while drooling.  “Looks like we have company.” He yelled out. 
“I figured that. Finding that portal right about now would be great. I hope you’re right about this.”
As they ran along through countless tunnels they ran past a large pit with young kids looking up at them.
Babylon glanced down at them. “I’ve seen these kids before,” he yelled out. “They’re the kids who once worked for Carl.”
Luke looked over his shoulder as he kept running. “We need to help them.”
“I know,” Babylon yelled out, “But we need to find a way out of here first and warn the archangels.”  
They ran through countless dark corridors. From large open caves to narrow passageways avoiding the flowing lava. A few moments later Luke stopped in front of the large tunnel with a glowing white light. “This is what I saw earlier. Tommy’s note spoke of the white light leading to the skulls. This has to be it. I’m hoping it leads to our freedom.”
“Hoping? I’d feel better if you were more confident. We have no idea where this leads.”
Luke looked over his shoulder at the hundreds of red-eyed demons with long white teeth closing in on them. “We have no choice, find out the hard way.” 
Babylon nodded. “I hope you’re right,” as they both jumped into the light. 
A flash of white light blinded Luke for a moment as he moved forward. He blinked a few times seeing countless skeletons lying in holes dug into the wall on both sides. There had to be thousands in this one tunnel alone. Row upon row stacked five high. He knew he was in the catacombs dug under the city. Countless tunnels ran in every direction filled with the dead. It would be easy for anyone to get lost down here and never be found. The only light came from in front of him. 
Luke looked down to Babylon and yelled out as he kept running. “That has to the exit back to the surface. We need to run straight for it and jump through it. The demons haven’t followed through the light but it won’t hold them back for long.”
They both kept running along the dirt path. Moving past countless skeletons buried long ago. Cold stale air filled their lungs with a low roof a few inches above Luke’s head. 
At the end of the tunnel, they jumped into the light, not knowing where they’d end up. But anywhere would be better than hell. 
 

Chapter 62
 
Luke heard birds chirping. He opened his eyes and found himself staring up at a blue sky. He realized he was lying on grass. He looked around seeing tall trees with long branches and green leaves. He sat up with countless tombstones in rows all around him. He was within a cemetery.
He looked to his right and saw Babylon getting up and brushing his tuxedo off.
Luke glanced at the old tombstones. The names faded away with time. “Which old cemetery are we in?”
“St. Joseph’s Cemetery.” Babylon whispered.
Luke looked over to him. “How do you know?”
“Because I’m buried over there,” he slowly pointed to an old tombstone a few yards away.
Luke looked around. “Wait, I recognize this place. It’s the oldest cemetery in the city. I pass by when I walk home from school. I’ve never been inside. It’s closed off to the public.”
Babylon nodded, “Closed off to stop the public from finding the secret entrance to hell.” He said as he walked over to his tombstone. 
Luke walked over and looked down at Babylon’s tombstone. It was almost covered over with weeds and tall grass. It had faded with time. Hard to read anything written on it. He did make out the first name, Casey. Only his name and year of birth and death appeared, no statement or poem. It was small. Not much money spent on it. Mixed in with the countless others.
Babylon stood looking at it, “Haven’t seen this in decades. No reason to visit. Only reminds me of everything I wanted to escape from.”
Luke looked over to him. “Now we have to get back to the warehouse. Warn the archangels. Hopefully, it’s not too late.”
Babylon nodded. They ran to the locked front gate and ran through it as though nothing was there. 
They raced across the city, through parks, buildings, parking lots, neither feeling tired.
They finally reached the docks and stopped at the front gate.  
Luke looked around. “It’s empty, where’s the archangels?”
Babylon looked over to the abandoned warehouse. “We’re lucky to have arrived first.”
“At least the demons haven’t surfaced yet. But how long will that be? We have to get inside the warehouse and check on John.”
They ran across the docks towards the warehouse’s front door. Babylon stopped and slowly peeked through looking out for Carl. When he saw no one he looked back at Luke and nodded. 
They made their way inside. Snuck up the stairs keeping an eye on Carl’s room waiting to see if he’d step out. 
As they approached the door Luke stopped and peeked inside. When he knew the coast was clear they carried on down the hall into the bedroom.
John glanced over as they walked in and quickly sat on the bed “You’re back. You made it out of hell,” he called out. “How on earth did you manage that? Thought I’d never see you again.” 
“I felt the same way, thought I’d never get out.” Luke looked around the room “Where’s Paul?”
John shook his head. “He took off. Not sure where. I don’t think we’ll be seeing him again. Carl doesn’t care now that the Darkness has the Revelation text. I was sure you were done for.”
“Thankfully Babylon helped me out.” Luke whispered as Babylon turned the corner and walked into the room.
John looked down to Babylon. “Well look who it is, the guy who keeps betraying us.” He looked back to Luke. “Why are you caring about him? He was the one who lured you back here. He gave up the Revelation text to the Darkness.”  
Luke looked down to Babylon. “I believe in second chances. He has a good heart. He told the archangels about this place, ended up in hell for it. He didn’t know he’d be free ever again. But he did it anyways, for the greater good. They’re on their way now. However, we have a bigger issue to deal with. When in hell we saw the Darkness preparing a massive army of demons. Not just a few, but thousands.”
“Thousands?” John called out. “I never thought there would be so many.”
Luke nodded. “The archangels are thinking the same thing. They’ll be caught off guard. If the archangels lose the battle, heaven will fall and The Darkness will take over. We need to find the archangels, let them know of the massive army rising up.”
John agreed, “Sounds like a great idea, but how are we supposed to locate the archangels? Pretty sure they don’t carry cell phones.” 
“We have to do anything we can. Run up and down every street leading to the docks and hopefully cross their path…..” Luke stopped when he heard Carl frantically running up the metal steps and into his office, sounding as though in a panic. 
John looked over to Luke. “Wonder what that’s all about? I want to find out.” He moved out of his room and slowly made his way down the hall towards Carl’s room. When he reached the door he leaned back against the wall and peeked inside. He looked back at Luke and Babylon who stood looking out the bedroom door. “Sounds like his talking to the Darkness.” He whispered over to them. “The Darkness told him he took Babylon to hell for sending the archangels this way. Carl is freaking out. He’s being told to relax saying the demons are ready to rise up.” 
Babylon looked up to Luke. “Looks as though the Darkness has the upper hand in this fight. This doesn’t look good.”
John quickly moved away from the door, “Quick go back, I heard him say he’ll get the kid.”
They turned and ran back into the bedroom. 
Luke looked at John. “Babylon and I will have to hide, Carl believes we’re both stuck in hell.”
“Good point.“ John called out. He looked around the bedroom. “Not much to choose from. But hide under the bed. It will have to do.”
Luke and Babylon quickly got down on the floor and rolled under the bed just as Carol stormed into the bedroom. 
“Alright get ready.” Carl yelled out as he franticly paced the floor. “We’re going to war. Countless archangels know of this location, they’re headed this way. This isn’t good. This wasn’t the game plan. The demons were supposed to run riot over Earth before the archangels knew what was happening. Catch them off guard. But now the archangels were warned. Turns out Babylon betrayed us. He went back to the church and pointed the way here. I’m not letting this chance get away from me. I’ve waited too long for this. You’ll have to fight to protect me. Or you’ll be punished with a trip to hell if you don’t.”
“Protect you?” John called out. “What are you talking about, what can I do?”
“Whatever it takes,” he yelled out and quickly left the bedroom to look out the hallway window. “Where are the demons?” He mumbled to himself. He pointed out the window, “It’s too late, too late I tell you.” he turned and quickly ran down the hall.  
Luke came out from under the bed.
John looked over to him. “Did you hear that? Carl expects me to fight for him? I don’t want to fight for him. I want him defeated so I can get out of here.” He glanced over towards the window in the hallway. “What did Carl see that caused him to run off so fast?” He walked out of the bedroom towards the glass window, pointed and yelled out. “No way, are you kidding me, are those the archangels?” 
Luke and Babylon ran into the hallway to the window and smiled. “That’s them all right,” Luke yelled out. “They’re approaching the front gates, thousands of them marching this way.” 
John glanced over to Luke.  “Wow, look how many there are.”
Luke nodded and laughed, “And not one dock worker noticing.”  
Babylon looked out the window. “That’s what I saw outside the church. We got to get out there and warn them of the demons rising up.”
Luke nodded, “We have to move fast.”
Babylon’s eyes went wide, “We’re too late.” He yelled out as he pointed to the dark fog hovering outside the front of the building. Beginning to rise up into the blue sky. Spreading out wider until the sun was blocked out. Turning day into night. As though a massive eclipse came out of nowhere.
Luke noticed dockworkers had stopped their cranes and forklifts, took off their helmets and looked up at the sky pointing at the dark cloud. 
This wasn’t good. For the first time, the Darkness was now visible to the living. It had grown stronger. The sun’s light was blocked all throughout the city, soon the world. The Darkness was ready to show itself to the world. The end of days had begun.
They turned and raced down the stairs. 
The entire first floor went dark. As if someone threw a massive blanket over all the windows blocking out all the light. Blood rose up from the ground. Running up the walls to the ceiling. The room started to rumble as if a monster truck was spinning circles on the roof. 
Luke looked around the room. “The Darkness is growing more powerful every second.”
They ran out the front door. 
Luke glanced down and jumped back when a large yellow hand with long black fingernails rose up from the ground.
“What is that?” John yelled out.
Luke looked over to John and Babylon. “This is it, the darkness army is rising.”
“That’s what they look like?” John yelled out. “They’re creepy.”
“The archangels better move faster,” Babylon yelled out. “They’re in for one big surprise when they get here.” 
Luke and John moved back against the warehouse. As thousands of demons rose phasing up from under the earth. Hands sticking up first, then black horns followed by their head. Each one snarling and groaning as the rest of their bodies rose up. 
Hundreds at first. Then thousands stood scattered about. Leaning slightly forward, yellowish leather like skin. Growling, drooling, sharp teeth exposed. Gripping swords, waving axes around. Looking around for anything to attack.
John called over to Luke, “So many are coming up all over the place. I can’t count them all.” He pushed his back against the warehouse trying to avoid them. “Where did the Darkness get such an army from?” 
Babylon looked in horror at the massive army. “The souls of criminals and sinners who were sent to hell as punishment. The ones who never cared to repent, only wanting revenge. The Darkness turned their souls into demons.”
“Well, here we go, the archangels have arrived.” John said pointing forward. 
Luke watched as the archangels marched towards the warehouse in rows. Each step sounding like thunder throughout the docks. They never looked away, only staring straight ahead at the demons. As they reached the empty lot in front of the warehouse they came to a stop at attention. Line by line holding long white swords in hand. Upright with back straight, chin up, chest out, shoulders back.
A Silence hung in the air as a few yards away dockworkers stood outside warehouses unaware. Still looking and pointing at the dark cloud blocking out the sun.
A dark fog hovered above the grunting demons.
Luke looked over to Babylon. “Looks like the Darkness has come to lead his soldiers into battle.” 
Eve stood in front of the archangels looked upon the fog, “this is where it ends Darkness.”
“I will rule over the heaven and earth,” a voice echoed through the docks. 
The demons roared like lions and charged forward like rabid dogs.
The archangels charged forward in a straight line with swords forward. 
The crash of weapons against each other echoed throughout the docks. But the docks workers never looked over. Luke watched the demons attacking with no rhyme or reason, no strategy. He remembered history class when they studied military war battles. Knowing when an army has a game plan it works better. The archangels had a line, a formation. They held the line. 
It was looking good for the archangels. But every time they’d get the upper hand the Darkness words echoed through the docks and more demons rose up.   
John looked over to Luke. “I don’t know if I can die again, but I don’t want to stand around doing nothing. I’m joining this fight. Help out the angels.”
Luke agreed as they both ran forward into the battle. Picked up a sword off the ground and charged forward towards the demons. Within seconds they were in the thick of the fight. Standing with the archangels fighting against the demons.
 
Carl stood at the second floor window watching over the battle and laughed. “So very soon I will reign supreme over the Earth. I can see it now. Everything the Darkness predicted is coming true. He will rise into an unguarded heaven and take over.”
 

Chapter  63
 
Paul wandered from street to street. As good versus evil came head to head he was running away. He knew if he hadn’t told Carl about the Revelation text in Luke’s house none of this would be happening. He could very well witness hell taking over heaven and it would all be his fault.
He looked up at the dark cloud overhead blocking out the sun; this was only going to get worse. Everything the Darkness said is becoming a reality. 
How could he have betrayed Luke? Luke was kind to him, the first person to help and listen to him. In return he sold him short. But he didn’t want to face hell again. He could picture in his mind Luke and John in the middle of the battle.    
There was one thing he knew for sure. The time had come to stop running. He wasn’t going to run from his problems anymore. Now things would be different. 
He knew what had to be done. His friends needed him. These were actual friends, not the lowlifes he used to hang out with stealing from cars. They were willing to fight for him.
He knew what he had to do. He couldn’t leave his friends behind. He had to go back. But he was too far away now. He didn’t know what street he stood on. He could spend all day looking for the docks and not find it. And it’s not like he could ask someone. Now things really seemed messed up. Forget about helping he couldn’t make his way back. He closed his eyes wishing he could go back. Seeing the docks in his mind and opened his eyes. 
He found himself at the dock gates overlooking the entire area. But how? He was miles from it a second ago. This was his ability. He smiled. He could travel great distances without moving. It took awhile to discover it, but he found his ability. Luke can fly, John can phase solid objects and he can travel by picturing the location in his mind. 
He ran past the front security gates looking out at the massive battlefield and headed towards it. Back to fight alongside his friends. No matter what the cost. 
 

Chapter 64
 
John fought bravely battling any demon who came near him. Within the hoard, one he didn’t see knocked him down and lifted its sword.
He tried moving out of the way but the surrounding demons blocked his exit. He didn’t know if he could be killed since he was already dead but he was going to find out. He closed his eyes bracing for the impact. 
He opened his eyes when he saw the demon falling to the ground and Paul standing in its place. 
Paul offered his hand to John.
“Paul.” He yelled out. “Good to see your back my friend.” John said as he quickly turned to push away an approaching demon. 
Paul smiled. “My time for running is over. I’m here to help my friends. Guess what. I found my ability. I can travel from one spot to the next by seeing it in my mind.”
“What? No way?” Luke yelled out. “Teleportation. That’s amazing.”
“It’s how I got back here so quickly. Saw it in my mind and bam, here I am.” 
Luke leaned against the warehouse and turned to John. Amongst the hammering and crashing and yelled out. “As long as the Darkness has the Revelation book he’ll always have the advantage. He can call upon hell to bring up more demons.”
“How do we stop him?” 
Luke looked around the battlefield. He was sure all was lost. The demons were winning, they had the numbers. “We need to figure out a way to get the book away from the Darkness.” He yelled over to John, having to be louder than the crashing of weapons and grunting of demons. Luke looked up towards the sky. He could see the Darkness was moving towards heaven. With the archangels on Earth the Darkness could now make its move. He knew he had to be stopped. 
Luke knew the Darkness no longer had the element of surprise on his hands. But the goal was completed. The archangels were down from heaven and heaven was unguarded.
Luke turned to Paul and John. “it might be too late. The Darkness is leaving the fight. His plan is working. He’ll enter an unguarded heaven. “I have an idea,” Luke said as he looked over to Paul and John. “Follow me.”
 
The three took off running to the side of the building. 
“Hold on to my arm I’m going to try something.” Luke called out as John looked over to Paul confused.
They placed their hand on each of his arms. As Luke started to fly upwards.
“Wow, hold on.” John called out. “What’s the game plan? Where are you going?”
“Up to the roof of the warehouse.” Luke said. We need to stop the Darkness somehow." 
Once on top, they ran over to the edge looking over the battlefield. Thousands of demons smashing swords with archangels echoing throughout the docks.
“Ok, so what’s the plan?” Paul asked. 
Luke shook his head as he looked up at the Darkness. “My plan was to jump into the Darkness from above and get the book from him. But it’s too late he’s too high up. Looks like we failed.”
“Not if I have anything to say about it.” Paul said.
“What are you going to do?” John called out.
“Hold my arm and watch this,” Paul said with a smile looking up at the Darkness.
“I got a bad feeling about this,” John said as he and Luke held his arm. 
Within a flash, they found themselves high in the air falling downwards, towards the rising Darkness.
“This is crazy.” Luke yelled out as they fell towards the earth. Seeing the dark fog below. He knew he was dead but falling out of the sky was still scary. 
 “Who wants to live forever?” Paul yelled out.
Within seconds they landed right on top of the Darkness and disappeared. 
 

Chapter 65
   
Luke blinked a few times and looked around and couldn’t see anything. Completely dark as though he was floating in air. Nor up or down. As though time had stopped. Not a sound to be heard. 
From within the dark footsteps could be heard and out walked a man in a black suit and white tie. 
“Well, it looks as though I finally met the boy called Luke. I am Mr. Jones. When Babylon’s gun went off it struck me in the heart. You’d think I’d be angry over him killing me, but in reality, it made me immortal. I became the soul of the fog. Making me stronger than I could ever be. I should be thanking you.”
“You’re the one who wants to take over heaven.” 
“I’ve looked all over the Earth to find the Revelation text. It turns out you had it in your family. Protected by the knights Templars.”
Luke paused. “What do you mean?”
“You never found out the truth. It’s been hidden from you.”
“I may not know the truth but I know you will not succeed in taking over heaven.”
Mr. Jones laughed. “But I’m only moments away from doing so.”
“Why take over heaven? Why not let it be?” Paul called out.
“To restore balance in the face of lies. Humans are corrupt. I will be the real truth to mankind. You led me to the Revelation text and with it, I will take over and rule.”
“It’s too bad all this time we were taking you didn’t realize this was a distraction.” Luke said.
“What?” Mr. Jones looked over his shoulder as John ran by and grabbed the Revelation book.
“No.” Mr. Jones yelled out.
“That’s what I call teamwork.” John said with a smile.
“Now to get out of here.” Paul called out “Trust me on this.” He said as he grabbed Luke and John’s arm. “I’m going to picture the open sky above the warehouse.” 
“You’re going to do what?” Luke yelled out as Mr. Jones ran towards them.
“Let’s talk about this.” John yelled out as they disappeared from the surrounding dark.
 
 
 

Chapter 66
 
Within a second they found himself falling towards the earth. 
Luke was wide eye as with each passing second the ground was getting closer. The demons and archangels started off small but were getting larger in size. It felt like jumping out of an airplane without a parachute. 
“Can we die as ghosts?” He yelled out. Before anyone had time to answer they landed on the pavement in the middle of the battlefield rolling for a few seconds.
Luke stood up looking his body over for injuries. Nothing. “How do you like that. You can fall from the sky and not get hurt.” 
Eve looked to the three of them. “I wouldn’t believe it if I didn’t see it.”
Luke looked over to John who was holding the Revelation book with a smile. “We did it, we survived as ghosts falling from the sky. Now the Darkness can’t call upon more demons.” 
Paul ran over and yelled out. “That was crazy. We just fell from the sky. Can you believe that. Glad I’m dead or that fall would’ve killed me.”  
“We got the book.” John yelled out. “Talk about using our abilities as a team.”
Paul smiled while looking at the book. “Looks as though I got back in time.”
“Well done. You truly are a hero.” Eve said looking over to him while battling a demon.
Their excitement was short lived. Luke looked away from the demons and archangels smashing weapons and saw the Darkness flying downwards, towards them at lighting speed. “Look out, the Darkness  is mad.” He yelled out. “Get down.”
He dove for the ground as Paul was knocked backwards as though hit by a car knocking over John. The Revelation book fell to the pavement landing a few feet away. Under the feet of the battling demons.
“Oh great,” John yelled out. “How do we get it back now?”
The Darkness quickly turned towards the book like a hawk. Inches away from reacquiring it.
“Get the book away from the Darkness.” Eve yelled out. “Or heaven will fall.”
“Let the baby help out.” Babylon called out as he ran along under the legs of the demons. A few feet away he jumped through the air landing on the pavement pushing it away from the Darkness’s reach at the last second.
John scrambled to his feet, ran from within the group of soldiers, picked it up and took off running to the side of the warehouse. 
Babylon laid on the pavement watching John run with the book and smiled. 
“You did it Babylon.” Eve called out. 
The Darkness turned towards Babylon. “Casey, now I will pull you into hell for the final time. I acquired you to work for Carl and all this time you never stood up for yourself. You will always be weak.”
Eve stood between the two. “You will not harm anymore innocent. I will not let you.”
“I will take all of you into hell.” The Darkness called out echoing the land.
Luke ran towards the warehouse door and picked up the jar of Holy water. He knew what had to be done. Even if it meant being trapped in hell forever. He turned towards the Darkness and started running towards it. 
Babylon scrambled to his feet and stopped Luke. “Hand me the jar. It’s something I have to do.”
“What are you talking about?” Luke called out. 
“The time has come for me to stop running from the Darkness.” Babylon said as he took the jar of Holy water from Luke. He looked at the battlefield. The archangels were putting up a strong fight but the Darkness had more demons. He knew it would soon be over and evil would reign supreme. “I can’t let this happen. There was a time when I was a good person. It might’ve been a long time since then, but I know who I truly am. Being evil, isn’t it.” He walked towards the Darkness staring straight ahead whispering, “I am good. I know I’m a good person. Lead astray, but deep inside I know I’m good. There’s one thing that can destroy the Darkness, that’s a pure heart. I am the pure heart.” 
He closed his eyes and transformed into his actual 50 year old body with the jar in hand. “My name is Casey,” he yelled out and ran towards the approaching Darkness and jumped right into the center. A flash of white light and the Darkness started to swirl side to side like a thrashing tornado out of control. 
“Way to go Babylon.” Luke yelled out. “He has the Holy water with him.” He looked down at his feet and noticed from within the ground rose up small white glowing lights moving up past him up towards the sky. As they passed by his face he could feel the warmth from them. “What are all these white lights?” he called out.
Eve smiled, “It’s the souls of all the innocent kids kidnapped who were sent to hell. Babylon’s sacrifice has helped free them. Now they're moving up into heaven where they always belonged. They’re going home.”
Luke watched the white lights move towards the Darkness cutting holes into the fog. Like a waving flag shot with bullets. Light now passed through the holes. More and more holes appeared until the fog broke apart. “Look at that. The souls of the lost children are helping defeat the Darkness.” Luke yelled out. 
“We’re winning the battle.” John yelled out and cheered.
Paul got up from the ground and laughed, “Looks as though the Darkness plan backfired. Don’t mess with Babylon.” 
Luke looked at the brightest of white lights and could see the face of Tommy. Well, how do you like that, Tommy is back from hell. 
With a glow around him Tommy looked over to Luke and smiled. The bright light then descended into the fog. A massive beam of white light broke through the dark cloud exploding like a massive bomb in the sky. The last remaining bits of fog faded away. The bright lights rose up into the sky. Luke watched them rise knowing all the trapped kid’s souls were headed home. 
“The Darkness has been defeated.” Eve yelled out. “We won. Good has triumphed over evil.”
The demons and archangels stopped fighting. Silence fell over the docks. The demons backed away looking for the Darkness. The dark cloud blocking out the sun began fading away. As the blue skies returned with a bright sun shining down. And with that the demons started to fade. Becoming transparent, disappearing back under the ground. Some reaching up for the asphalted trying to pull themselves back up, but one by one they all faded away.  
 

Chapter 67
 
Carl ran from his office and looked out the second story window and saw the Darkness was no more. “How can this be?” He yelled out. “The demons were winning. I was to rule over Earth.” He looked at the empty lot where demons once filled. “All is lost. I have to get out of this place now.” He turned and ran back into his room. “I need my silver chest, can’t leave without it,” he mumbled to himself.
He ran over to his safe bumping into the oil lamp knocking it over setting the couch on fire. He looked back at the bright flames but had no time to care about it. He was leaving anyway. He’d find a new place to set up shop and grab more dead kids and start over again.
      
Luke looked over the empty lot. Feeling the weight off his shoulders.  “It’s amazing how just a few moments ago demons were battling angels on this spot, and now, nothing.”
Paul nodded and laughed a bit, “it’s as if nothing happened. Nothing is damaged, or destroyed. No one in the city will ever know. They’ll go about their day as if it were like any other. Not realizing how close evil came to taking over heaven and Earth.” 
“True,” Luke said. “But at least everyone’s safe.” He took a deep breath and exhaled. He glanced over his shoulder up to the warehouse’s second story window and saw black smoke coming from it. Now what?
But this smoke was different. It wasn’t the Darkness, it was an actual fire. He knew Carl was still up there, in danger. But why didn’t Carl run out of there? Someone needed to help him. He didn’t like the idea of running into a building on fire, even being a ghost he’d still rather not. There was the option of leaving Carl, but he wasn’t evil like the Darkness. He couldn’t walk away. He needed to do something. 
He turned and ran through the front doors into the warehouse.  Standing on the first floor he heard Carl calling out for help from the second. He looked up and saw flames everywhere engulfing the office. There was no time. He floated up off the ground and up the stairs not touching any of them.
When he reached the top he lowered to the ground as smoke started filling the hallway. He could see flames around the office door. He looked inside and could barely see anything through the intense smoke. Even though he couldn’t feel the heat he still wanted to run. He felt as though he was back in the hotel all over again. But knew he couldn’t leave Carl. “Are you in here?”
“Yes, help me, I can’t see you. The smoke is blocking everything. I don’t know where to run.” Carl said across the room kneeling over while coughing. 
“Make your way towards the door by listening to my voice.” Luke yelled out.
Carl held his silver chest in his arms and tried moving towards the door avoiding the spreading flames. The smoke was intense; he couldn’t see anything around him and stopped moving. “I can’t see you. I don’t know where to go.”
Luke knew what he had to do, time was running out. Within seconds the fire would consume the room. He took a step forward and walked into the fire. With flames all around he stood in front of Carl. “Follow me.” 
Carl lowered his head. Ran towards Luke and followed him towards the door dodging the intense flames. Once out of the office he fell to the ground coughing. Luke reached down and held Carl by arm. Lifted him into the air and moved towards the the staircase. As Carl held the silver chest close to him.
“Where am I? What are you doing?” Carl called out. 
“You’re outside your office. I’m getting you to safety.” Luke said as he floated down the stairs stopping at the first floor. Lowering Carl to the ground. 
Carl coughed for a moment and stood up and looked back up to the office. 
“You’re out of danger now.” Luke said. “But you need to get outside. The smoke will soon fill up the first floor as well.”
“You saving me means nothing,” Carl yelled out. “The police will never get me. I’ll rule the world at some point.” He took off running to the emergency back door exit.
Luke shook his head. “How do you like that?” He whispered. 
He watched Carl run off, as Paul and John ran inside the building.
“Luke where are you?” John called out. “The place is on fire.”
“Over by the staircase.” Luke called out as he walked over to the doors.
“There you are.” John yelled out. “We wondered where you went. We saw flames coming from the second story windows.”
Luke nodded. “I ran inside to save Carl from the fire.”
“You? Thought you didn’t like fire.” Paul said.
“Had no choice, had to confront it.”
“Where is he now?” John asked.
“As you might’ve guessed. He took off running out the back door after I helped him to safety.”
“What?” Paul laughed. “He took off running? That’s Carl for you. What a guy. But we need to get out of this place. We might be dead, but still it's a burning building.”
 

Chapter 68
 
They walked back out of the building over to Eve. Luke looked over to the dockworkers who were still pointing at the sky. Mumbling to each other how the massive dark cloud that covered the city suddenly faded away without reason. Leaving a blue sky behind.  
John laughed a bit. “They have no idea a battle to save the Earth went down a few yards away from them. Unaware the Darkness tried taking over heaven and enslaving all of mankind. It will be reported on the news as a weather anomaly.”
“The battle has been won.” Eve said as he walked towards the three of them. “No longer will the Darkness threaten anyone. You three saved billions of innocent souls on earth.”
Without saying a word all the archangels reformed their lines and stood side-by-side. Countless rows made up of thousands. Eve lifted his hands as a bright white light appeared from the sky. Descending on them, lifting them up towards heaven. 
Eve turned to the kids. “They would not have been able to defend Earth if it wasn’t for your warning. If it wasn’t for you, the Darkness would be ruling over heaven right now.”
John looked over to Paul and Luke. “Who knew we’d find ourselves as ghosts defeating an evil entity. Normally at this time, I’d be at home playing video games.” He said and laughed.
“Or reading comic books,” Luke added.
“Now that’s true,” John said as they all laughed.   
Luke looked around the docks. “Wait a second, where’s Babylon? I can’t see him anywhere.”
Paul looked down at his feet. “I don’t think he made it back,” he whispered.
“What? Babylon is gone?” Luke called out.
John nodded. “Like the book said, only someone with a pure heart could defeat pure evil. All this time Babylon was good, just caught up in a bad situation.”
“Sad knowing we’ll never see him again,” Paul said while looking away.
“His sacrifice saved the world. I hope he’s in a better place now.” Luke said.
John and Paul quietly nodded.
   
Paul noticed one of the dockworkers pointing at the black smoke coming from the warehouse’s second floor window. Other co-workers quickly ran towards the building. One of them picked up a phone to call the fire department. “Looks as though the fire caught their attention.”
Luke nodded, “Any minute now countless fire trucks will be arriving.” 
The dockworkers gathered in a large group in front of the warehouse trying to look in the windows. Wondering if anyone was inside. 
Luke turned to John. “They can’t see us but they sure can see the flames. Maybe we should take a few steps back and let the fire department deal with this.”
John nodded. “Great idea, the faster I’m away from this place the better.”
They turned and made their way towards the security gate and passed through it. As the security guard paced back and forth waiting for the firetrucks. 
A minute later they stood on a hill overlooking the docks. 
 

Chapter 69
 
Luke looked over his shoulder when he heard massive fire trucks storming down the street. Passing him and arriving at the docks with their sirens echoing. Lights flashing reflecting off of warehouse windows.
He stood back next to John and Paul against the fence watching as the firemen held hoses flooding the building. Putting out the last bit of flames. The lingering bits of grey smoke switched to white, rose up and faded into the blue sky. 
A short time later the fire marshal walked around the warehouse conducting an investigation.
John turned to Luke. “He’ll have a difficult time trying to figure out what caused an empty abandoned warehouse to suddenly catch fire.” 
 
Luke looked up as the bright sun shined down over the docks as a few birds flew by. Large freighter boats arriving at their port could be heard nearby. Dockworkers had been moved back by the police to the security gate. They stood behind the police yellow tape, speculating as the cause of the fire. 
He listened in as some guessed it might’ve been the mob. Others guessed faulty wiring. One older man with grey hair guessed it might’ve been ghosts. Causing the others to laugh. But who’d believe such nonsense? 
Luke heard one of the workers say his brother was a developer and would love to build something new on the land. Turning it into something worthwhile.
Paul pointed towards the side of the warehouse as three figures stepped out from the shadows. Two police officers walking Carl towards a police car in handcuffs. “And would you look at that, look who the police have in custody. Looks as though Carl didn’t get away after all.”
John nodded. “I bet he came back for more money and got caught. Greed will do that to you.” 
An officer opened the car door as Carl looked up to the sky and yelled out, “Darkness where are you? Release the demons to take over Earth so I can rule in your name.” He looked to the officer. “You don’t understand. I can see the dead. They work for me, the Darkness is real, it’s not really a person but a dark cloud made up of evil. It can talk. He gave me a job. Said I was to rule over Earth while he took over heaven with his demons.” 
Paul laughed and looked over to John. “They’ll think he’s out of his mind, the ramblings of a madman. Little do they know he’s speaking the truth, but who’ll believe him?”
John laughed and nodded. “Instead of jail, he’ll be going to a hospital.”   
Paul pointed to the warehouse front door as a police officer walked out of the building holding a silver chest. “Well, look at what was found.”
Luke watched the officer open it and took out lists of security codes for all the houses and businesses that have been robbed over the years. Along with addresses and pictures of the houses. 
“Looks as though the police found Carl’s chest.” John said, “That won’t work well for him when on trial.”
Luke looked over at Carl who continued to yell out to the Darkness from within the police car laughing away. He turned to Paul and John. “Let's head on out of here for the final time.”
They both quickly agreed and turned their backs on the docks and walked away.
 

Chapter 70
 
A few hours later as sunlight broke through the clouds Luke stood alongside John, Paul and Eve in a large park in the suburbs watching kids play on a jungle gym. Running about chasing each other while laughing. Their parents sitting on benches chatting. Knowing they and so many others were now safe from evil.
The battle was over, he could now relax. He missed his family. He wondered how much time had passed since his death. Time had no meaning in the afterlife. But at least the robberies throughout the city would stop. Homeowners could rest easy. No other kids would be kidnapped by Carl after death. 
Paul looked over his shoulder and noticed a man in a tuxedo walking towards them. “Hey, are you kidding me? Is that who I think it is?”
“I don’t believe it.” Luke said while slightly shaking his head, “It’s Babylon.”
John had to look twice. “No way he looks like a 50 year old.”
“That’s what Babylon really looks like. His actual name is Casey.” Luke said. 
The three of them walked across the grass towards him. As the little kids at the playground carried on not noticing anything different. 
Luke smiled. “You made it. You survived. We thought we lost you.”
Casey nodded. “I got out in time. After the darkness was defeated I quickly made it out the portal before being trapped forever.” 
Luke smiled. “You did so much for us. If it wasn’t for you, we’d lost the battle.”
Casey looked to Luke. “But it was you who made it happen. We’d all still be slaves to Carl and the Darkness if it weren’t for you. I did what I had to do.”
John looked over to him. “But you could’ve been trapped in hell forever. That took a lot of courage.”
Casey smiled. “I had to help my friends, even if it meant being trapped in hell.” 
“I like the new look.” Paul said.
Casey laughed, “No more being a baby. Now it’s time for me to be the real me.”
Luke looked over to Eve. “What will happen to Casey now?”
“Because of his work and helping destroy the Darkness, putting his own life on the line in the process. Believing he was going to be trapped in hell forever but did it anyway. He will be entering the light to live in heaven.”
Casey’s eyes lit up.
Luke looked over to him. “You hear that, you’re going to heaven.”
Casey smiled, “Never thought I’d be hearing those words.”
“What will you do up there?” Paul asked.
Casey thought for a moment, rubbed his chin. “First, I’ll have to spend some time alone. I’ll need to get used to the idea of being free. For the longest time I’ve had to do Carl’s work. Now that I’m free I have to understand what freedom means. Have to shake the feeling of being trapped. I’ve spent my life looking over my shoulder, now I can let it all go. For so long I gave up on feeling happy, now I can embrace it. Being with Carl made me give up on hope and happiness. I had to darken my soul in order to get through the day, now all that will change.”
Luke looked at Eve. “When will he be entering heaven?”
“He can enter now.” Eve said.
“Wow, right away?” Casey said, “Thought I ‘d have to wait a bit longer.”
“You could be in heaven any time you wish.” Eve said
“We’ll miss you.” John said to him. “The world will never know you saved it, but we will.”
Casey looked at the kids. “It’s not like I’m gone forever, I’ll be watching over you. You saved me, not just physically, but my soul as well. I came to the conclusion many years ago I’d never be happy again. But you made me see the light in my heart, now I’ll be walking through it in reality. In my new life, I’ll be looking out for kids. Helping any lost souls in heaven who need guidance.” Casey said with a smile.
“I’ll see you again one day,” Luke whispered to him.
“Yes, you will, my friend.” Casey said as the bright warm light appeared in the park a few yards away.
“Well, kids this is where I leave you.” Casey said as he walked towards the light, stopped looked back and waved. He turned and disappeared into the light. A few moments later it faded away.
None of the parents sitting on the bench or kids playing on the jungle gym were aware of anything happening.  
 
 
 
 

Chapter 71
 
Paul looked to Eve. “Does this mean we’re going to heaven now? The battle is over and the Darkness is gone. But we’re still wondering spirits.”   
Eve looked at the three of them. “Now isn’t your time. I have some good news. I’ve talked with my boss. You’ll be going back to live your lives a few moments before your death. In which your death will be avoided.” 
“What?” Luke called out.
“We’re not going to heaven?” Paul asked. 
The kids looked at each other in shock.
“You’re going home boys.” Eve said.
“I’ll get to see my family again?” John asked his eyes wide.
Luke smiled. “Looks like I’ll be going on that camping trip after all.”
Paul paused for a moment and looked to Eve. “But will we remember anything that happened? Was it all pointless?”
Eve shook his head, “You guys won’t remember any of this. You’ll go back to the moment before your death and everything that happened afterwards will be forgotten. However, the Darkness and Carl will still be defeated. The lost souls in heaven will still be free.”
Luke shook his head. “This is hard to understand. We can go back in time, but the Darkness is defeated?”
Eve smiled “Heaven works in mysterious ways.” 
The kids stood in silence for a moment.  
John looked to Luke and Paul. “Hard to imagine we’ll forget each other and everything we’ve done.”
Eve looked at the three of them. “Keep in mind you saved the world. It has to be necessary for you to forget all this happened. It has to be this way. You can’t have overlapping memories of being dead while you’re alive. You wouldn’t be able to function in a normal life. Besides you helped a lot of people. Never again will Carl or the Darkness trap the souls of any more kids. You freed them all. You stopped the Darkness from taking over heaven.”
John looked at Luke and Paul. “Seems odd going back to our regular lives.”
“Fun while it lasted though,” Paul said with a small laugh. “We’ll be forgetting everything, will we know each other?” 
Eve looked at the kids, “Sadly, you’ll have no memory of each other. In the future, you might cross each other’s paths and feel a strong bond. You’ll experience deja vu at the time, but that will be it.” 
“Is that why people experience Deja vu?” Luke asked. 
Eve nodded. “When someone experiences something negative and wish it never happened they get to go back in time. Relive that moment over again with the outcome being different. When those two moments overlap the person feels deja vu.” 
“It will be difficult saying goodbye to you two,” Luke said. “It’s like dying all over again.”
They stood in silence for a moment. 
Eve looked at the three of them and spoke softly. “It’s time to go now, time to return to the moment of your death and live out your new life.”
They all got together as a group to say goodbye to each other. 
Luke understood what Eve meant about everything having to be forgotten. They couldn’t go back living their lives knowing what happened to them in the afterlife. The two realities would clash, but felt bad how everything they’d been through would be lost. 
“I don’t know what my life will hold,” John said. “But I’ll pass on hacking ever again. Find something new, something better. Maybe teach computer courses to kids.”
Paul nodded. “I know I’d like to see my parents again. Return home. Start over.” 
“Who’ll be first?” Luke asked.
“We’ll head back and return John to his house.” Eve said. 
John turned to Paul and Luke. “Looks like I’m the first to go. Having my memory erased feels like I’m dying. Funny how we’re our memories, take them away and it’s like we never existed.” John looked to Eve and nodded.
In a flash of white light, Paul and Luke found themselves standing next to Eve in John’s hallway. 
Luke could see John standing next to the electrical outlet holding the screwdriver moving it closer to the exposed wire. Without warning something pushed his hand away. Causing him to jump. John looked around the hallway confused. He looked at his hand and the exposed wire. “That was close, almost touched that wire,” he whispered to himself. “I should be more careful. That could’ve killed me.” 
John finished reinstalling the wires back into the wall and walked back into his bedroom. 
Luke noticed at no point did he look towards them. He had no idea he was being watched by ghosts in his hallway.
And that was it, all John’s memories of being dead and battling the Darkness were now gone. However, Luke had a feeling things would be different for John now. He wasn’t sure why but somehow John looked different. Wasn’t so angry looking anymore. His eyes seemed different in a way, happier, more relaxed.
He looked into John’s bedroom and could see him turning his computer off. Looks as though he no longer has the desire to hack anything anymore.
A few minutes later Luke looked out the hallway window towards the front driveway. Watched a station wagon pull in. The doors opened and John’s parents exited the car. 
John walked out of his room and down the hallway towards the staircase. Walking past Paul and Luke unaware of their presence. At the bottom of the stairs. He greeted his parents with a smile before they could even close the front door.
Before, his parents would’ve arrived home and found their son dead in the hallway. Instead, they said hello as though it were any other normal day. 
John was smiling, something Luke wasn’t used to seeing. And judging by the parent’s reaction they weren’t used to seeing him smile either. 
Luke, Paul and Eve exited the house and stood on the stone path and watched as John closed the front door. Luke knew things in John’s family would be different from this day on. There was a sense of calmness now.
Eve looked over to Paul. “Now it’s your turn.”
Paul nodded and turned to Luke. “Take care of yourself. I don’t know if I’ll see you again. It was fun while it lasted. One thing I know I’ll be doing is heading home to see my family. I would be nice to sleep in my own bed again.”
Luke nodded, “Take care Paul.”
In a flash of white light, Luke found himself next to Eve in the second level of the parking garage watching Paul a few yards away. Trying to open a car door with a metal bar.  
Luke turned when he heard a car firing down the ramp from the third level at a high rate of speed and saw the red sports car again. Paul quickly stepped back from the blue car, right in the path of the speeding driver. This time an invisible force pushed Paul back a few feet. The red sports car flew by never slowing down as Paul looked around wondering what just happened.     
Paul took a moment and shook his head. He walked back to the blue car with the metal bar in hand. Was about to break in when he paused. Stood back for a moment and walked away, dropping the metal bar into the garbage can.
Luke knew Paul couldn’t bring himself to steal anymore. Things were going to change for him. As Paul made his way to the second story ramp to head down he stopped for a moment and looked over his shoulder. As though something caught this attention. Then continued walking. 
It hurt knowing he’d never see Paul again. He wondered what would become of him, but had a feeling it wouldn’t be a life of crime.  
At first Luke wanted to call out goodbye when he remembered Paul couldn’t hear him, but waved anyway.
Eve turned to Luke. “Now it’s your turn. You won’t remember it, but you saved heaven and Earth.” 
Luke smiled and nodded.
Within a flash of white light, Luke found himself standing on the corner of Maple and Dock about to cross the street. Something caused him to hesitate. He didn’t know what it was. It almost felt like an invisible hand pushing him back for a brief second stopping him from crossing. He was lucky, for at that very second a car flew past him running the red light. 
He stood back knowing if he had crossed he would‘ve been hit and killed. Talk about a close call.   
For a moment he felt he needed to look over his shoulder as though something was watching him. 
He thought what life would’ve been if he did get hit. A feeling he couldn’t shake, as though he should be somewhere else. As though he had been here before and something was different. He shook it off as deja vu. 
He looked both ways and walked across the street and headed home.
When he walked through the door he saw his parents in the kitchen getting dinner ready. He was happy to see them. As though he hadn’t seen them in a while. Bit of an odd feeling, since he saw them this morning. But it feels as though it had been a lot longer. 
He walked into the living room and looked at the photo of himself dressed as an elf for the school play. He remembered how tight the ears were and laughed slightly. Sparky came running over to him with a toy rubber duck and dropped it at his feet. Wagged his tail as though he hadn’t seen Luke in the longest time. Odd thing to do, what made Sparky do such a thing?
There was something about his home that made him feel good. It was good to be home. What it was he didn’t know. As though he came home from a long vacation. 
Later that night he lay in bed looking out the window up at the stars wondering if anyone up there was watching. 
 

Chapter 72
 
The next day while sitting on the couch in the living room reading Robot Force the TV played in the background. It cut in with breaking news. The Catman being caught inside someone’s house attempting to steal the contents. A second raid on an abandoned warehouse at the docks led to the arrest of a homeless man named Carl for having a large amount of stolen goods. A silver chest with the addresses of all the houses broken into in the past few years was discovered.
Luke looked at the TV. Something about those two names caught his attention. He didn’t know why. As they were being led away in handcuffs towards a police car he looked at them and was sure he had seen them somewhere before. But he couldn’t place where. He had a strange feeling of Deja vu. The news anchorman said a Psychic medium named Jane claimed to had a vision of the two men and where to find them. Yet again, the name of the psychic seemed familiar. But he didn’t know any psychic mediums. How was this possible?   
 
A few months later on a Saturday morning with the warm sun overhead Luke was making his way along Main Street. Heading over to Buster’s Comic Books Shop when a kid his age with reddish hair approached. 
As he passed they both slowed and looked at each other. He didn’t recognize the kid, but felt as though he knew him from somewhere. He noticed the young kid was looking back at him as well. 
There was something familiar about the kid, but what was it? Maybe he went to the same school? Maybe he saw him from time to time in the comic bookstore? What was it? It was the oddest feeling. He had to know, he turned to the kid.
“This might be an odd question, but do I know you?”
The kids with reddish hair stopped. “I was about to ask the same thing, my name is John. Have I seen you around someplace?”
“My name is Luke. I was headed over to the comic bookstore.”
“No way, I was just there picking up the latest issue of Robot Force. 
“That’s my favourite one of them all.”
John laughed, “Looks like we have comics in common. A guy I met there is a fan of comics as well. His name is Paul, you should meet him he’s a nice guy.”
As they walked back to the comic book shop they passed by a house with a sign saying Jane the Psychic Medium. The lady with red ribbons in her hair was standing on her front porch. She looked at Luke and nodded and went back inside. He looked back, why did she look familiar? It was if he knew her, but that couldn’t be.
 

Chapter 73
 
A year later Luke worked with the church setting up a program to fix up the aging cemeteries in the city. He wasn’t sure what drove him to such a cause. Be he felt as though they needed looking after. Some love and care. He may not have known who the people were but figured their graves needed respect. He worked on weekends and any free time he had. He started in St. Joesph and went about removing the weeds around the tombstones and cleaning them up. Letting anyone waking through to see the names and have an idea of who was there. They might be strangers to the people of today but at least their names would live on. 
A few months in he came across a tombstone reading Casey. Someone who passed away in the 1920s. He didn’t know what it was about the gravestone but he sat down and stared at it for a while. Wondering who the man was. What was his story? Something about the grave made him wonder. Even as he cleaned the other tombstones he found himself looking back at it. 
He figured there would be no records to look up at city hall to find out who the man was. It was too long ago. Almost as though he never existed. But he made sure to make the headstone look beautiful. So anyone looking at it would know who was buried there. 
By the time he was finished, the cemetery looked new. As though love had been brought back. 
 
 

Chapter 74
 
Sixty years later
 
The grandfather clock struck 6 pm. Luke was sitting in the recliner chair in his living room when the front door opened. A six-year-old girl came running in. 
She ran over to him. “Hello, grandpa. How are you?” she said as she hugged him.
“Hello, Sarah my sweetheart. So good to see you again.” He leaned forward and hugged her.
An older woman and man made their way into the living room a moment later.   
“Good morning Dad,” the blonde woman said. 
Luke looked over to her. “Nancy, I’m glad you could come over to visit.” 
She walked over and gave him a hug. “What have you been up to this week? Almost finished writing your tenth book on the afterlife? Or is this another book about the Knights Templar?”
Luke laughed, “What makes you think this book would be about one of those two?”
She smiled. “What else would you be writing about? All your published books have either been on the afterlife or the Knights Templar. They’ve been your obsession since I was born. You‘ve always been studying them.” She said with a laugh.
“You know me too well.” He said with a smile.
Sarah climbed up and sat on his lap. “I’m glad I could see you.” 
“I’m glad to see you as well. I’m happy anytime my family comes over.”
He glanced over at his bookshelf at all the books he had written and researched about life after death and the Knights. He never fully understood why he cared so much about the two subjects.
Along with the books was a black and white photo of his two lifelong friends John and Paul standing in front of the museum. He missed them knowing they’d both passed away last year. 
 
 
 

Chapter 75
 
A few years later he adjusted the pillow on the hospital bed. He always found them stiff. Preferred the ones at home. 
He knew his time to pass over was near. He had been waiting for this moment, knowing it would happen at some point. He didn’t fear death. There was something about it that made him feel peaceful. He knew he’d be seeing his two friends again. He was ready to join them. 
He wasn’t sure what he’d see on the other side. He read countless books while growing up about life after death. But like everyone else, he never really knew for sure. 
He looked over to his right as his daughter stood by his bedside. “Look after your kids, live life and enjoy it.”
Nancy reached down and held his hand. “I will. I’ll make you proud of them. Good bye dad.”
“Say goodbye to the grandkids for me. Give them lots of hugs and kisses.” 
 
Later that night the hospital was quiet and dark Luke closed his eyes. The room became brighter. He opened his eyes and saw a warm glowing light at the end of the bed. Six foot high by three feet wide. Two figures appeared within it and stepped forward. 
Even with the bright light behind them, he knew who they were, Paul and John.
“Good to see you two again.” Luke said his voice sounding stronger. As though his youthful strength came back.
His parents stepped forward and greeted him as well.
He stood up from his hospital bed and walked towards the light. He looked back at his old body lying in the bed with its eyes closed. 
Luke gave his parents a hug. It was a long time since he’d seen them.  
As they passed into the white tunnel together Luke could see his family at his funeral at Saint Sorrows Cemetery. It was odd seeing a tombstone with his name on it.     
His wife, three kids, and grandkids stood listening as the priest said a prayer. It was heartbreaking to see the ones he loved saddened by his death. He wished he could stand next to them telling them his soul was alive and well. Death was not the end, just a step into a new way of life. The soul goes on, it’s only invisible to the living. 
But he knew their time would come to pass over and everything would make sense. He would be there to greet them at the light when it was time.
   
As the tunnel of white light came to an end he found himself in an endless garden that went on forever. Thick green grass all around with every bright flower imaginable in rows upon rows. Birds chirping, massive tall trees that looked as though they’d been growing for thousands of years. He could hear waterfalls off in the distance. Rivers gently flowing along, blue skies that went on for hundreds of miles in all directions. Everywhere he looked countless spirits peacefully walked the garden. He knew they were the souls of those who passed over for thousands of years.  
He turned when he heard a dog barking, running towards him was Sparky. Luke reached down and pet his dog. “I’m so glad to see you. It’s been so long. But like I told you on your last day, we’d see each other again. And now that time has arrived.”
Luke’s father turned to him. “You didn’t tell us you saved the world when you were younger”
Luke felt confused. “I did?”
His mother smiled. “We’ll fill you in on the details. We were told what happened when you were younger after we arrived here.“
“Who told you?”
“That man,” his father pointed. 
Luke looked over his shoulder; within the trees he could see bright warm light. A light so bright he should’ve had to turn away, but he didn’t need to. A figure walked towards him. He could only see the silhouette at first, who was it? 
As the tall stranger in white walked closer across the green thick grass Luke could see the face. Somehow he knew his name was Eve. But how did he know?
“Hello, Luke.” The tall man in white said. 
Suddenly everything came back to him. Dying after being hit by a car in grade 7. Being trapped in hell. How he, John and Paul were prisoners by a man named Carl. Forced to break into houses. Having the battle the Darkness. 
“Do you remember now?” Eve asked. 
Luke nodded, “Yes I think I do. But how can this be? I lived two lives?”
“We all did,” Paul said. “We had no idea we saved the world when we were kids. We found out after we got here.”
John nodded. “All these years of being each other’s friends and now here we’re in the afterlife. Remembering what brought us together.”
Eve looked over to Luke. “You three knew each other long before then. The three of you were Knights Templar hundreds of years ago.” 
Luke looked over to Eve. “Are you serious?”
“You three dedicated your lives to studying how evil could manifest itself into a dark fog. You were determined to stop it in that life or any lifetime in the future. You three were archangels while in heaven for hundreds of years. Once the mob boss named Mr. Jones died and merged with fog becoming the Darkness you three were reborn as kids to hunt it down. However, another archangel named Tommy went first to find out all he could about the Darkness.”
Luke shook his head. “Tommy? I remember him. This is all too crazy to take it. Finding out I was once a Knights Templar hundreds of years ago and reincarnated on purpose to stop the Darkness. Wow, that’s crazy.”
John looked to him, “It was you who hundreds of years ago wrote the ancient book on how to stop the Darkness. The very book you discovered in the museum.”
Luke laughed “Wait a second, I wrote it and found it hundreds of years later? That’s too funny.”
“You gave a message to a Nun named Mother Anne before dying. Told her to hold on to it. She made sure generation after generation Knight Templars would pass it down from family to family. Until the day it was needed. This generation holding it was Jane the psychic medium. She kept it hidden in the museum basement in a black vault.”  
Luke nodded, “That’s how she knew where to send John and I.”  
His dad turned to him. “I never knew the revelation text I had in my office was linked to you in a previous life. My father gave it to me to hold onto, his father gave it to him, so on and so on.”
Luke thought for a moment, “So me getting hit by the car had to happen when I was in grade 7?”
Eve smiled. “While you were an archangel you worked it out with the hirer power that after being reborn it would happen so you could become a ghost brought to Carl.”
“Wow, I never thought I’d be planning my own death.” 
“But how did Babylon have my name on his list?”
“I can answer that, hello Luke.”
Luke turned around and saw a fifty-year old man in a black suit. He paused looking at him. “Babylon, or Casey?” he laughed a bit, “I’m not sure what to call you.”
Casey nodded. “It’s been a while since I was a baby. Don’t have to hide anymore. I can feel comfortable being the real me. If it weren’t for you I’d still be lost as a ghost hiding as a baby, using people. Making everyone’s life horrible, especially my own. You made the difference.” 
“I didn’t think I had it in me.”
“The higher power doesn’t give anyone a responsibility they cannot handle.” Paul said.
Luke turned to Casey. “You were always a good person trapped in a bad situation.”
Casey laughed, “When I got to this place I thought I was in for it. A horrible judgment awaited me, but I discovered everyone up here is really nice. It wasn’t what I thought it would be. The only judgment I feared was my own. When I helped you I changed from Babylon to a better man. That’s what heaven is all about. You judge yourself in this place. If you accept yourself you can accept heaven.”
Luke nodded, “Remember it was you to guided Eve to the warehouse. And it was you who took on the Darkness. Which turned the tide of the battle. If it weren’t for you and your sacrifice the Darkness and his army would’ve won. You made a difference as well. You’re the hero.”
Casey smiled. “That’s the first time anyone has given me a compliment. I’m with friends now. This is where I was meant to be. Turns out I was pulled into this as well. My list was supposed to say Luke on the docks but I read it as Luke on Dock Street. I knew I read the name properly when handed the list. But turns out the higher power switched the address before I looked at it. Leading me to find you.”
Eve looked to Luke, “I would like you to meet some of my friends. I think you’ll be quite surprised to meet them.”
“Do I know them from when I was alive?” 
Eve smiled, “Well, almost.”
Together they walked along the grass to a large park, surrounded by bright flowers going on for miles. In the grass stood over one hundred kids.
“Do you recognize them?” Eve asked.
Luke paused for a moment. “Not sure. I think I’ve seen them somewhere, but can’t place it.” He saw a boy walking towards him with a red coat and a green hat. “Wait a second, I have seen them before. That’s Tommy.”
“These are all the kids the Darkness had trapped in hell. The ones you and Casey freed. Now they’re in heaven.”
“Really? I didn’t know I did all this. I thought I had a normal childhood.” 
All of the kids came around Luke and thanked him. Their parents walked over and thanked him for freeing their kids.   
Luke couldn’t believe so many were trapped. He couldn’t believe he helped them all.  
They all walked through the garden talking about their lives and families. 
“Now let’s go check out a party going on,” John said.
“What party?” Luke asked.
They crossed over a large grass hill and Luke looked upon millions of spirits dancing on the wide-open field as music played. Angels played trumpets with everyone having a wonderful time. One angel was shooting fireworks from his fingers. Countless colours shot up into the blue sky.
Luke looked up and smiled.
Casey looked over to Luke, “You’re alive kid.”
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        this.goToPrevButtonElement.onclick = galleryObject.goToPrevFrame.bind(galleryObject);
        this.goToPrevButtonElement.onkeyup = this.handleNextPreviousButtonKeyUpEvent;
        this.goToNextButtonElement = viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-goToNext")[0];
        this.goToNextButtonElement.onclick = galleryObject.goToNextFrame.bind(galleryObject);
        this.goToNextButtonElement.onkeyup = this.handleNextPreviousButtonKeyUpEvent;
        this.maximizeButtonElement = viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-maximize")[0];
        if (this.maximizeButtonElement) {
            this.maximizeButtonElement.onclick = galleryObject.maximizeFrame.bind(galleryObject);
        }
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        var itemCount = this.galleryObject.itemCount;
        var showNext = newItemIndex + 1 < this.galleryObject.itemCount;
        var showPrev = newItemIndex > 0;
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.goToPrevButtonElement, showPrev);
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.goToNextButtonElement, showNext);
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.maximizeButtonElement, true);
    }
}


class GalleryViewfinderManager {
    addViewfinderHandlers() {
        this.viewfinderElement.onclick = this.onClickInViewfinder.bind(this);
        this.viewfinderElement.onmouseenter = this.onMouseEnterViewfinder.bind(this);
        this.viewfinderElement.onmouseleave = this.onMouseLeaveViewfinder.bind(this);
        this.viewfinderElement.onmousemove = this.onMouseMoveInViewfinder.bind(this);
    }
    
    addObservers() {
        this.viewfinderObserverArray = [];
        if (!useMouselessButtons()) {
            this.viewfinderObserverArray.push(new GalleryButtonsViewfinderManager(this));
        }
    }
    
    constructor (galleryObject) {
        this.galleryObject = galleryObject;
        this.galleryElement = galleryObject.galleryElement;
        this.viewfinderElement = this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-image-viewfinder")[0];
        
        this.addViewfinderHandlers();
        this.addObservers();
    }
    
    viewfinderMouseEventCoordinates(event) {
        var viewfinderBounds = this.viewfinderElement.getBoundingClientRect();
        var point = { "x" : event.clientX - viewfinderBounds.left, "y" : event.clientY - viewfinderBounds.top };
        return point;
    }
    
    onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, handlerName) {
        try {
            var point = this.viewfinderMouseEventCoordinates(event);
            this.viewfinderObserverArray.forEach(function (observer) {
                                                 observer[handlerName](point);
                                                 });
            stopEventPropagation(event);
        }
        catch (error) {
        }
    }
    
    onMouseMoveInViewfinder(event) {
        this.onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, "onMouseMoveInViewfinder");
    }
    
    onMouseEnterViewfinder(event) {
        this.onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, "onMouseEnterViewfinder");
    }
    
    onMouseLeaveViewfinder(event) {
        this.onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, "onMouseLeaveViewfinder");
    }
    
    onClickInViewfinder(event) {
        this.onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, "onClickInViewfinder");
    }
    
    onPageShow() {
        this.viewfinderObserverArray.forEach(function (observer) {
                                             observer.onPageShow();
                                             });
    }
    
    onPageHide() {
        this.viewfinderObserverArray.forEach(function (observer) {
                                             observer.onPageHide();
                                             });
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex) {
        this.viewfinderObserverArray.forEach(function(observer) {
                                             observer.onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex);
                                             });
    }
    
}

class TouchManager {
    constructor(galleryObject) {
        this.galleryObject = galleryObject;
        this.viewfinderElement = galleryObject.viewfinderElement;
        this.viewfinderBounds = this.viewfinderElement.getBoundingClientRect();
        this.frameWidth = this.viewfinderBounds.width;
        this.dragTouchID = null;
        this.goToPrevButtonElement = this.viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-goToPrev")[0];
        this.goToNextButtonElement = this.viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-goToNext")[0];
        var element = this.viewfinderElement;
        element.addEventListener("touchstart", this.onTouchStart.bind(this), true);
        element.addEventListener("touchmove", this.onTouchMove.bind(this), true);
        element.addEventListener("touchend", this.onTouchEnd.bind(this), true);
        element.addEventListener("touchcancel", this.onTouchCancel.bind(this), true);
    }
    
    viewfinderPositionOfChangedTouchMatchingDragID(event) {
        if (this.dragTouchID) {
            var changedTouchCount = event.changedTouches.length;
            for (var changedTouchIndex = 0; changedTouchIndex < changedTouchCount; changedTouchIndex++) {
                var changedTouch = event.changedTouches[changedTouchIndex];
                if (changedTouch.identifier == this.dragTouchID) {
                    var point = { "x" : changedTouch.pageX - this.viewfinderBounds.left, "y" : changedTouch.pageY - this.viewfinderBounds.top };
                    return point;
                }
            }
        }
        return null;
    }
    
    onTouchEvent(event, doDump) {
        if (doDump) {
        }
        stopEventPropagation(event);
        event.preventDefault();
        if (event.changedTouches.length == 0) {
        }
    }
    
    onTouchStart(event) {
        try {
            this.onTouchEvent(event, true);
            if (!this.dragTouchID) {
                if (event.changedTouches.length > 0) {
                    var changedTouch = event.changedTouches[0];
                    this.dragTouchID = changedTouch.identifier;
                    this.dragStartPoint = this.viewfinderPositionOfChangedTouchMatchingDragID(event);
                    this.dragStartTime = new Date().getTime();
                    this.dragStartX = this.dragStartPoint.x;
                    this.dragStartItemIndex = this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex;
                    this.lastTouchPosition = this.dragStartPoint;
                }
            }
        }
        catch (error) {
        }
    }
    
    onTouchMove(event) {
        try {
            this.onTouchEvent(event, false);
            var changedTouchPosition = this.viewfinderPositionOfChangedTouchMatchingDragID(event);
            if (changedTouchPosition) {
                var dragCurrX = changedTouchPosition.x;
                var deltaX = dragCurrX - this.dragStartX;
                var relativeDeltaX = deltaX / this.frameWidth;
                var newItemIndex = this.dragStartItemIndex - relativeDeltaX;
                if (newItemIndex >= 0 && newItemIndex <= this.galleryObject.itemCount - 1) {
                    this.galleryObject.changeCurrentItemIndex(newItemIndex, false);
                }
                this.lastTouchPosition = changedTouchPosition;
            }
        }
        catch (error) {
        }
    }
    
    onTouchEndOrCancel(event) {
        var changedTouchPosition = this.viewfinderPositionOfChangedTouchMatchingDragID(event);
        if (changedTouchPosition) {
            var dragEndPoint = changedTouchPosition;
            var dragEndTime = new Date().getTime();
            var didChangeIndex = false;
            var endItemIndex = this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex;
            var intEndItemIndex = Math.round(endItemIndex);
            var deltaT = dragEndTime - this.dragStartTime;
            // If duration short enough.
            if (deltaT < 250) {
                // If it hasn't resulted in a current item change.
                if (intEndItemIndex == this.dragStartItemIndex) {
                    var absDeltaX = Math.abs(dragEndPoint.x-this.dragStartPoint.x);
                    var absDeltaY = Math.abs(dragEndPoint.y-this.dragStartPoint.y);
                    // If absDeltaX is not trivially small
                    // and absDeltaY is no larger than a fraction of absDeltaX.
                    if (absDeltaX >= 50 && absDeltaY <= 0.4 * absDeltaX) {
                        if (endItemIndex > intEndItemIndex) {
                            if (intEndItemIndex < this.galleryObject.itemCount - 1) {
                                intEndItemIndex++;
                                didChangeIndex = true;
                            }
                        } else if (endItemIndex < intEndItemIndex) {
                            if (intEndItemIndex > 0) {
                                intEndItemIndex--;
                                didChangeIndex = true;
                            }
                        }
                    }
                }
            }
            
            this.galleryObject.changeCurrentItemIndex(intEndItemIndex, true);
            
            if (!didChangeIndex) {
                // see if we can handle this as a tap
                if (this.dragStartPoint.x == dragEndPoint.x && this.dragStartPoint.y == dragEndPoint.y) {
                    var viewfinderBounds = this.viewfinderElement.getBoundingClientRect();
                    var prevButtonBounds = this.goToPrevButtonElement.getBoundingClientRect();
                    var nextButtonBounds = this.goToNextButtonElement.getBoundingClientRect();
                    var pointInViewfinder = { "x" : event.changedTouches[0].clientX - viewfinderBounds.left, "y" : event.changedTouches[0].clientY - viewfinderBounds.top };
                    prevButtonBounds.x -= viewfinderBounds.x;
                    prevButtonBounds.y -= viewfinderBounds.y;
                    nextButtonBounds.x -= viewfinderBounds.x;
                    nextButtonBounds.y -= viewfinderBounds.y;
                    
                    var x = pointInViewfinder.x;
                    var y = pointInViewfinder.y;
                    var gotoPrev = prevButtonBounds.x <= x && x <= prevButtonBounds.x + prevButtonBounds.width && prevButtonBounds.y <= y && y <= prevButtonBounds.y + prevButtonBounds.height;
                    var gotoNext = nextButtonBounds.x <= x && x <= nextButtonBounds.x + nextButtonBounds.width && nextButtonBounds.y <= y && y <= nextButtonBounds.y + nextButtonBounds.height;
                    
                    if (gotoPrev) {
                        if (this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex > 0)  {
                            this.galleryObject.goToPrevFrame();
                        }
                    }
                    else if (gotoNext) {
                        if (this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex < this.galleryObject.itemCount - 1) {
                            this.galleryObject.goToNextFrame();
                        }
                    }
                }
            }
            
            this.dragStartX = null;
            this.dragStartItemIndex = null;
            this.dragTouchID = null;
            this.lastTouchPosition = null;
        }
    }
    
    onTouchEnd(event) {
        try {
            this.onTouchEvent(event, true);
            this.onTouchEndOrCancel(event);
        }
        catch (error) {
        }
    }
    
    onTouchCancel(event) {
        try {
            this.onTouchEvent(event, true);
            this.onTouchEndOrCancel(event);
        }
        catch (error) {
        }
    }
}

class Gallery {
    createImageRollElement() {
        this.viewfinderElement = this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-image-viewfinder")[0];
        this.imageRollElement = this.viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-image-roll")[0];
        
        var imageFrameElementArray = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-image-cropper"));
        this.itemCount = imageFrameElementArray.length;
    }
    
    completeItemCaptionElements() {
        //this.itemCaptionRolodexElement = this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-item-caption-rolodex")[0];
        //this.itemCaptionRolodexElement.onclick = stopEventPropagation;
    }
    
    addSelectionDots() {
        this.dotContainerElement = this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-container")[0];
        this.innerDotContainerElement = this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-inner-container")[0];
        if (this.innerDotContainerElement.getBoundingClientRect().width < this.dotContainerElement.getBoundingClientRect().width) {
            var dotExtenderElementArray = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.innerDotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-extender"));
            for (var itemIndex = 0; itemIndex < this.itemCount; itemIndex++) {
                var dotExtenderElement = dotExtenderElementArray[itemIndex];
                dotExtenderElement.onclick = this.selectFrame.bind(this, itemIndex);

                var captionIndex = this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption").length > 1 ? itemIndex : 0;
                var captionID = this.getCaptionElementIDForIndex(captionIndex);
                var dotElement = dotExtenderElement.getElementsByTagName("span")[0];
                dotElement.setAttribute("aria-describedby", captionID);
            }
        } else {
            this.innerDotContainerElement.style.display = 'none';
        }
    }
    
    completeTree() {
        this.createImageRollElement();
        this.completeItemCaptionElements();
        if (!this.isFullscreen()) {
            this.addSelectionDots();
        }
    }
    
    addWindowEventListeners() {
        window.addEventListener("pageshow", this.onPageShow.bind(this));
        window.addEventListener("pagehide", this.onPageHide.bind(this));
    }
    
    createObservers() {
        this.currentItemObserverArray = [];
        if (!this.isFullscreen()) {
            this.currentItemObserverArray.push(new GalleryDotManager(this));
            if (useMouselessButtons()) {
                this.currentItemObserverArray.push(new GalleryMouselessButtonsManager(this));
            }
        }
        this.currentItemObserverArray.push(new GalleryAccessibilityManager(this));
    }
    
    startUp() {
        this.currentItemIndex = -1;
        var newItemIndex = parseInt(this.galleryElement.getAttribute("data-current-item-index"));
        this.changeCurrentItemIndex(newItemIndex, false);
        
    }
    
    constructor (galleryElement) {
        this.galleryElement = galleryElement;
        
        this.completeTree();
        
        this.viewfinderManager = new GalleryViewfinderManager(this);
        
        this.addWindowEventListeners();
        
        this.createObservers();
        this.imageAndCaptionRollsManager = new GalleryImageAndCaptionRollsManager(this);
        
        if (!useMouselessButtons()) {
            this.touchManager = new TouchManager(this);
        }
        
        this.startUp();
    }
    
    isFullscreen() {
        return false;
    }
    
    changeCurrentItemIndex(newItemIndex, animate) {
        if (this.currentItemIndex != newItemIndex) {
            if (Math.abs(newItemIndex - this.currentItemIndex) > 1.0) {
                // Animation is supported only between neighbouring frames.
                animate = false;
            }
            this.imageAndCaptionRollsManager.onCurrentItemChange(this.currentItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate);
            var intCurrentItemIndex = Math.round(this.currentItemIndex);
            var intNewItemIndex = Math.round(newItemIndex);
            if (intNewItemIndex != intCurrentItemIndex) {
                this.onCurrentItemChange(intCurrentItemIndex, intNewItemIndex, animate);
                this.galleryElement.setAttribute("data-current-item-index", intNewItemIndex);
            }
            this.currentItemIndex = newItemIndex;
            this.updateImagesAXVisibility();
        }
    }
    
    updateImagesAXVisibility() {
        var currentIndex = this.currentItemIndex;
        var images = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-full-image"));
        images.forEach(function(image, index) {
                       image.setAttribute("aria-hidden", index == currentIndex ? "false" : "true");
                       });
    }
    
    goToPrevFrame() {
        var currentItemIndex = this.currentItemIndex;
        this.changeCurrentItemIndex(currentItemIndex-1, true);
    }
    
    goToNextFrame() {
        var currentItemIndex = this.currentItemIndex;
        this.changeCurrentItemIndex(currentItemIndex+1, true);
    }
    
    selectFrame(newItemIndex) {
        this.changeCurrentItemIndex(newItemIndex, true);
    }
    
    maximizeFrame() {
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        this.currentItemObserverArray.forEach(function(observer) {
                                              observer.onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate);
                                              });
        
        this.viewfinderManager.onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex);
    }
    
    onPageShow() {
        this.viewfinderManager.onPageShow();
    }
    
    onPageHide() {
        this.viewfinderManager.onPageHide();
    }
    
    getCaptionElementIDForIndex(index) {
        var captionIndex = index+1;
        return this.galleryElement.id + "-caption-" + captionIndex;
    }
    
    static setButtonVisibility(buttonElement, visible) {
        if (buttonElement) {
            buttonElement.style.opacity = visible ? 1.0 : 0.0;
        }
    }
}

class RegularGallery extends Gallery {
    static setDisplayToNoneForElementsOfClass(className) {
        var elementArray = Array.prototype.slice.call(document.getElementsByClassName(className));
        elementArray.forEach(
                             function(element) {
                             element.style.display = 'none';
                             });
    }
    
    static loadGalleries() {
        this.setDisplayToNoneForElementsOfClass("gallery-fallback");
        this.setDisplayToNoneForElementsOfClass("gallery-fallback-separator");
        
        var galleryElementArray = Array.prototype.slice.call(document.getElementsByClassName("gallery"));
        galleryElementArray.forEach(function(galleryElement) {
                                    galleryElement.style.display = '';
                                    new RegularGallery(galleryElement);
                                    });
    }
}


function Body_onLoad() {
    RegularGallery.loadGalleries();
}
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