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                               THE BAXTER HOUSE 
 
 
Chapter 1    
 
 
Tom blinked a few times and rubbed his eyes. He looked around the cold, dark empty living room. Yet again for the countless time, he found himself standing in the same Victorian house. How did I get here? It wasn’t worth asking, he knew he’d never find an answer. He knew he was dreaming. But for some reason, it seemed so real.
He gazed around seeing nothing that would make someone feel at home. No couch, coffee table, family pictures on the wall, or kid’s toys. Only wide-open spacious rooms with dark brown wooden floors and bare walls. Showing old dated wallpaper with a flower arrangement pattern.
He covered his eyes as the earlier morning sun came pouring through the front window. Beams of white light struck off the floor slowly moving up the walls, making the room appear twice the size.
The light made its way over, a slight warmth moved up his legs. He peaked between his fingers at the front window. There was something different about the light. Brighter, stronger than the sun. He couldn’t see outside. As though a spotlight with a million-watt bulb shooting inside preventing him from seeing the street.  
Nothing but silence throughout the house. A stillness within the air. As though time had stopped. He couldn’t even hear himself breathe. A pin dropping to the floor would’ve sounded like a cannon going off. A warm sense of peace came over him, his body completely relaxed.  	
Why was the house always empty? Why did no family call it home?
Something moved behind him. Footsteps? It was coming from the upstairs. Like a little child skipping along playfully.
He tried to turn around and walk towards the staircase. Something was wrong. Like walking in quicksand. Each step feeling like an eternity. Impossible to move. Everything in agonizing slow motion. The child upstairs began singing a soft lullaby, ever so faintly. 
He looked back over his shoulder into the living room, it was no longer empty. Furniture now appeared throughout. A dark couch, wooden coffee tables on each side. Family portraits hung on the wall. A large rug covering the floor. Flower pots and a two-seater couch by the bay window. 
A young couple sat on it. 
A man reading a newspaper wore a black suit and tie. A young woman to his right in a light blue dress as she knitted. Both looking relaxed and contented like any early Sunday morning. A day to sit back and unwind. He knew they couldn’t see him, they paid no attention. To his right, a little girl walked down the wide wooden staircase and stood at the bottom.
She had long blond hair with a blue ribbon, a little blue dress with little black dress shoes. He wanted to say something. Ask who they were, and why he was in their house? But the child and couple went about their day as though he were invisible. But this dream was different, this time the little girl looked up at him and smiled. He was surprised. How could she be the only one to see him?
She quickly looked away looking passed him. Something caught her attention. Her face turned to horror. Her eyes widened and looked as though she was about to scream. She quickly turned around and ran up the stairs. 
“Joseph.” She whispered at the top, her words echoed in his head ever so faintly.   
What scared her? Who is Joseph? 
He turned as the front door swung open and caught a glimpse of a man standing with long black hair in a white suit and black thin tie with an ice-cold smile. His eyes glowing bluish-white. 
Tom looked back at the couple in the living room, they were being pulled into a bright light at the other end of the room. Reaching and calling out for help, but not a sound was made. Their feet lifted off the ground as they both gripped the couch. Trying to resist the pull from the powerful light. But the couch started to slide towards the centre of the room.  
Tom stood frozen for a moment, his knees locked up. He didn’t know what to do. His heart raced faster. The bright morning sunlight that had come through the front bay window was now being pulled back out. As though something was rewinding time. The room was getting darker with each passing second.
He could see the suffering in their eyes and knew he had to help. The walls around him started closing in. The room was getting smaller as the furniture started crashing into each other, twisting and bending. The wallpaper  changed into dark blackish, red. Starting from the top and working down.
He flinched when what sounded like heavy footsteps stomping on the wooden floor, echoed throughout the house. The little girl stood at the top and started screaming. Her voice getting louder, echoing room to room. He looked up the staircase, she pointed to the front door. Tom looked back and saw the old man’s glowing eyes getting brighter. The bluish-white colour expanding to block out his face and body. He stared back at Tom and started to laugh. The laughter was loud, cold, pure evil. It echoed in his head.
The little girl covered her ears and screamed louder, Tom looked at to her and back to the old man. His eyes continuing to shine brighter until it filled each room. 
Tom could see nothing but the light with the sound of the old man’s laughter filling his head. He began to feel dizzy, as though falling backward into empty space, into the bright white light…  
…He woke up in his bed with a jump. He looked around the dark bedroom. He tried relaxing as he listened to the crickets outside the window. His room was lit ever so gently from the moonlight peaking through the curtains. His alarm clock on the night table to his right read two a.m.  He lied back on his bed and rested on his pillow. Staring at the ceiling for a few moments… he closed his eyes and fell back to sleep.
 
Chapter 2 
 
	 
His eyes flew open a few hours later with the sound of his alarm clock. Seven a.m. displayed in red as a teenybopper song called “Baby I Need You” blared from the clock radio. He shook his head in disbelief. Yet another run-of-the-mill love song from “teen sensation” Annie Sparks. About love gone wrong with a repetitive dance beat thrown in.
He didn’t have to look at the clock to know the time. His alarm has been going off the same time all year long. Time to get up and get ready for another day of school. 
As quickly as the song came on he reached over to the nightstand and turned it off. If there was one he couldn’t stand more than waking up in the mornings, it was a love song from Annie Sparks. Bad enough to hear the song in school from all his classmates. Singing along as they walked up and down the hallways. But not in his bedroom and definitely not at seven in the morning. 
He thought about pulling the covers over his head. Blocking out the sunlight, and going back to sleep for a few minutes. But it would only be a matter of moments before his sister Lisa would walk by his bedroom and start yelling down to Mom about how it’s unfair she has to get up for school, but he gets to sleep in. 
The same thing every day, Why would today be any different
And what was up with yet another horrible dream? For the countless night in a row, he found himself in the same empty house with that weird creepy guy with bluish-white eyes chasing after the little girl. What’s up with the old freak going after her?
He tried shaking it off, but couldn’t let go of it. There was something about the dream, as if it were …real. Oh well, just a dream, no big deal. Everybody has weird dreams now and again. He closed his eyes, and rested back on his pillow. Thinking maybe five more minutes of rest wouldn’t bother anyone, even his sister.
Tom’s eyes flew open wide. He quickly sat up and tried to push the covers off of his bed. He needed to check something. He tried jumping out of bed. His hands were clear but his feet were still under the blankets as he tried to step out onto the floor. He found himself falling headfirst. 
He quickly had to put his hands out in front to avoid hitting his face on the carpet, he was stuck. His head and hands on the bedroom floor, as his feet still locked up in the blankets  
He kicked the blankets free and the rest of him came crashing to the floor. Quickly getting up he ran over to his computer desk and looked at the calendar on the wall. He reached up took the calendar into his hands and checked the date up close. He had to be completely sure he wasn’t dreaming. 
Today’s date circled in bright red. Seven months of waiting and the day had finally arrived. Each day crossed off, one after the other. For months he wished he could speed up time. The wait was torture. There were times he thought time actually came to a complete stop. Knowing this day had finally arrived sent electricity through his body. No more waiting, no more dreaming. 
He tossed the calendar onto the desk and while in his pyjamas started dancing around his room. He knew his dance moves sucked, but this morning he didn’t care. Let Lisa yell at him for not getting ready for school, nothing would bother him now.  
Finally, after all this waiting, his favourite show on earth, on this very weekend was coming to town for a live broadcast. He continued to dance around his room, humming the show’s theme song. 
He stopped dancing long enough to gaze upon the poster above his bed. The TV show’s title ran across the top spelling out in 3-D block letters “Ghostly Hauntings.” The words were light grey and transparent. At the bottom of the poster stood the host, Amy Lanko. She stood in her usual white suit with black high heels. Standing next to her was Chris Minds. Simply known to everyone as the “World’s Greatest Psychic” In his all black suit, his long white hair in a ponytail. Holding a glass walking stick with a gold handle at the top. 
He knew Chris didn’t need the glass stick for help with walking, he just carried it around for style. Chris Minds made a believer out of the world with his ability to communicate with the dead. A few years back he appeared on a show called “Skeptic Live.” The host Steven Green tried to prove to the viewers Chris was a complete fake. And on live TV Chris was able to talk with Steve’s dead parents. The host broke down on live air and called Chris the real deal. The next morning Chris Minds became a household name. 
Amy and Chris stared straight ahead, no smiles, just a serious look in their eyes.  Above Amy and Chris was an image of a ghost with bluish-white eyes, inside of a light grey mist. The eyes stared right back at anyone who dared to gaze at the poster.
It was his favourite poster. Along with the three other posters of the show around his room. And the computer screensaver with the show’s title.   
The funny thing is he has no idea how he acquired the poster.
Apparently, he won the poster “in a contest” he had forgotten he entered. The poster arrived at his door one morning. Dale the mailman dropped it off.  He was in his room reading a book when his mom called him downstairs and handed him the cardboard tube.
When he took the poster out and unravelled it, he nearly fell backwards in joy. He loved it the first moment he saw it. Strange though, no return address anywhere on the package. He spent days online trying to find out any information on it. Apparently He was the only person in the world with a copy. Talk about a great gift for his fourteenth birthday, which was almost a year ago. Now he was in the ninth grade in high school growing up in Springbrook Gardens. The only place he ever known. Never been to the big city an hour away.  
He combed his dirty blond hair while looking in the mirror. Looked at the eight-by-ten picture stuck to the corner of his classmates standing in the hallway next to their lockers. Cliff with his red hat on backwards, standing next to James who posed with black sunglasses trying to look like a spy. But in reality, what he was really focusing on was the girl in the background. Who happened to be walking by as the picture was taken
A tall blond, Cindy Clark, the prettiest girl in school. It was the only picture he had of her. His heart skipped a beat thinking of her. He hoped he’d see her walking in the halls today and maybe; Maybe find the courage to ask her out.
But who was he kidding; Cindy didn’t even know he existed. He was sure of it. If only he could figure out a way to win her over. It was difficult to talk to someone like her. His knees would go weak, his mouth got dry, his head would spin. And worst of all his face would turn red whenever she walked by him. He would be left standing, watching her walk down the hall. Regretting the missed opportunity. Would Cindy care about a thin kid, who didn’t play on the high school football team? He knew he wasn’t completely uncoordinated. He knew how to throw a baseball and run, but he’d rather spend his time reading books about ghosts and the paranormal. He had to admit it; girls like Cindy don’t go for guys like him.
Quickly shooting a glance over to the alarm clock he knew he had to get a step on it. He ran out of his room and into the bathroom to brush his teeth. While brushing he walked back into his bedroom and looked up the Ghostly Hunting poster. Still in disbelieve over the idea this is the big weekend. He started humming the show’s theme song again, having it memorized note by note. Moving the toothbrush in time with the beat. A minute later he walked back to the bathroom to rinse.
Pushing the door closed behind him as he walked back into his bedroom. He changed out of his light blue coloured pyjamas. The ones with white baby bunnies on them. A gift from his grandmother on his birthday. Who always thought of him as her little baby, no matter how old he got. Lisa laughed at him for weeks when he opened the present. He had to do her chores around the house for a month so she wouldn’t tell anyone at school.
He threw on his white shirt and black dress pants. Adjusting the red tie, the one with his high school emblem in the middle and looked at himself in he mirror. At least his school uniform didn’t have white bunnies on them.
He walked over to his window and pushed the curtains to each side. The sunlight came in, filling up the room. Causing him to turn his eyes away for a moment as the bright light caught him off guard. The light bounced off the bluish-white eyes of the ghost on the poster above his bed making them seem alive. 
He looked into the backyard and knew his mom would ask him if he could rake the falling leaves. Every leaf had a million different shades of orange and yellow. Maybe he could get around to them next weekend, seeing as how this weekend was booked
He remembered the newspaper club meeting after school today. The article he wrote about Ghostly Hauntings would be in this issue. He had a funny feeling Claudia Klynn would ask him if he would help sell the paper in the hallway after class. Ever since he started writing a weekly write-up on Ghostly Hauntings coming to town a few months back the school newspaper had been selling like hotcakes.  
He moved his face as close as he could to the window and tried to look to his left at Cliff’s house. Wondering if he was awake by now. Probably not. His parents always let him sleep in. A fact Cliff reminds him about every time he sees him in the morning. Cliff had to be the only person who was a big a fan of Ghostly Hauntings as he was. It was Tom’s idea they both write a weekly report on the show coming to Springbrook Gardens and have it appear in the Friday attention of the school paper. It turned out they weren’t the only fans of the show either. Their article was the most-read column in all the paper for months on end. The column had made Tom quite popular around school. Something he wasn’t used to. And with the live show happening on Sunday, Their columns were more popular than ever.
A few weeks back he saw Cindy leaning against her locker reading his article. A sight which sent him over the moon. Who knows, maybe it’s something he could use to break the ice with. Get a nice conversation going with her.
He left the bedroom to head downstairs for breakfast. He could already smell the bacon cooking. He was in such a hurry He didn’t notice the poster on the wall. It might have been a trick of the eye or the way the sunlight entered the room. But the bluish-white eyes on the poster appeared to be. …glowing and following him. But then again it might’ve been a trick of the light.
 
Chapter 3
 
 Eight months earlier 
 
Kris Mackin sat at her desk leaning forward in her leather chair typing on her keyboard while looking at her monitor. Her office on the left side third floor of the production building of Ghostly Hauntings was filled with paperwork and files. She used her computer mouse skimming through  countless e-mails trying to locate the perfect location for Ghostly Hauntings first-ever live show. Scheduled to air in a few months.
She knew it had to be just right, the show was expecting the largest audience in TV history. They were already the number one show on TV, so this location had to be ideal. 
The chatter online about the live show was already in full swing and the broadcast was still months away. The scale was enormous to say the least. Making her job of choosing the location that much harder. If she selected the wrong location the show would suffer. Choose the right place, and the show would fly like no other. 
Fans were asked to send in e-mails suggesting locations. The response was insane with hundreds of e-mails a day pouring in. Suggesting everything from houses, apartments, trains, abandoned building, alleyways, tree houses. She had seen everything under the sun suggested. Each person reassuring  their location was truly haunted. She knew the majority of e-mails were coming from people who just wanted to be on TV. Looking for their shot at fame, their suggestions not haunted in any way.
Her assistant Debbie worked alongside her, going through each and every e-mail. At times feeling like it would never end.  
The place had to be unique; a place that felt like home, something viewers could identify with. A place that would scare each viewer as they watched from the comfort of their living rooms. Making them wonder if their place could be haunted. She placed her hand on the mouse and clicked to the next screen, moving to the next e-mail. 
So which place would it be? She read an e-mail about a haunted shopping mall. Whoever heard of a haunted shopping mall? What could possibly happen that would scare the viewers? A frozen turkey flys off the shelves? She figured it was companies wanting their logos in the background, free advertisement.
Tina walked down the hallway and poked her head into the office. “Kris, there’s a message for you at the front desk.”
Kris looked up from her computer. “Okay Tina thank you, I’ll be there in a second.” Kris pushed her chair back and stood up from her desk, happy to be taking a break. She walked out of the office and nearly bumped into Chris Minds who was in the hall.
“Oh hello Chris. I didn’t know you were going to be in the building today.” She said with a smile.
He smiled,  “I came by to…. drop off something to Mel.”
“Great, see you around.” Kris said, “I need to head up to the front desk.” She turned to walk towards the front desk.  
Chris stood by her office door and watched her walk down the hallway. After she rounded the corner he looked around and made sure no one was watching and made his way into her office.
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 4
 
Tom moved down the staircase as fast as he could, jumping the last step and landing on the carpet floor. He turned to his right and ran into the kitchen, sliding across the kitchen tile and coming to a stop in front of the breakfast table. His mom stood by the stove cooking bacon and eggs. The smell filled the kitchen and moved into the surrounding rooms. As the sun came through the large kitchen bay windows that overlooked the backyard. 
“I can’t believe it, I can’t believe it.” He sang to himself over and over.  “I’ve waited for months for this day and it’s finally here.” He started to dance again, as he pulled out the wooden chair from the table and sat down. He picked up the fork and knife and started taping them gently on the kitchen table. Acting as though he was a drummer in a rock band.
His mom moved the bacon back and forth so it wouldn’t stick. Keeping a foot back from the stove, making sure grease didn’t jump up from the pan and landed on her black business suit. She looked over at Tom in surprise.  “Look at your energy level this morning. Why can’t you be like this every day? Mornings wouldn’t be so hard if you were like this all the time.” She said and smiled. “Normally I would be dragging you out of bed by now.”
“Can’t wait, can’t wait,” he sang to himself, lost in his happy world.
“What can’t you wait for? Is something big happening at school today?” She asked while moving the bacon off the stove and onto a plate, next to the toast.  
Tom abruptly stopped playing the drum. His eyes opened wide along with his mouth, “What’s happening?” He couldn’t believe his ears. He had to give his head a shake. “Mom I can’t believe you asked that. Don’t you know today is the biggest day of my life? This is what I’ve been waiting for months on end. The biggest TV in history is coming here this weekend for their live show.” His voice kept getting higher and higher. “Can you believe it? In our town.”
His mom laughed, “Okay, okay I get it. You really like the show.” She thought for a moment. “What was the show called?”
“Ghostly Hauntings Mom,” Lisa said as she walked into the kitchen.  Carrying her schoolbooks under her right arm placing them on the table as she sat down. Her hair in the usual ponytail swung around when she moved. She only let her hair out after school was finished. Wearing her blue sweater and light blue skirt. Along with school books, she had books about animals’ health. In the twelfth grade, she was looking to major in animal veterinary in college. “Jeez mom don’t you know?” She said with a sarcastic smile. “Tom is obsessed with the show.” She turned back to Tom. “It’s great to see Ghostly Hauntings has arrived for a live show, but you need to relax. It’s just a show.” She had her hands in front of her jokingly trying to calm Tom back down to earth. 
“Just a show?” He called out as he rolled his eyes in disbelief. “No way, you don’t understand. Ghostly Hauntings coming to our town is beyond amazing.” He looked over at his mom, then Lisa. Both of them were trying to hold back laughter. “Huge successful shows record their episodes in large cities. But Ghostly Hauntings is known for going to small towns looking for haunted houses.” His mom walked over and handed him some warm toast. ”And when they look for ghosts, they find it.” 
“Of course they do,” Lisa said while shaking her head.
“It’s all real.” He quickly said to her and looked over to his mom. “You should’ve seen last week’s episode where they investigated a haunted museum. I have only one word to describe the episode, scary. Now they’re coming here for something completely different. A live broadcast which will be seen all around the world.” He yelled out while making a circle with his hands pretending it was the earth. “This is so cool.”
His mom stood beside him and shook her head. “I don’t know too much of the show.”
Tom looked over at her. ”What? It’s the only thing I talk about. It’s been on the air for three years. The most-watched show in the world. It’s what all the young kids are talking about. Everybody whose hip knows about it.”
Tom’s mom laughed. “Oh so in that case. I’m too old to know anything about it?” 
Tom looked up to her with a sympathetic look. “Oh Mom, you’re not that old.”
“I’m too busy with work to keep up with your favourite shows.” She said.
“Everyone in town will be outside the house on Sunday.”
Lisa picked up the butter knife and started to butter her toast. “That’s a silly idea. Everything will be happening inside the house. What good will standing outside the house do?”
“Won’t you get bored standing outside the whole time? Won’t it be better to watch it from your living room?” His mom asked. 
“They can if they want.” Tom quickly answered as he buttered his toast. “The producers of Ghostly Hauntings announced they would be setting up large TV screens outside the house. Up and down the street. So fans can stand outside and watch what’s happening. Or they can stay at home and watch, but if you ask me, that sounds way too lame. I plan on being outside the house hours before the live broadcast.” Tom said with a huge smile on his face.
“The only part I’m interested in is the walk-through of the haunted house on Saturday,” Lisa said while eating her toast with jam.
“A haunted house?”  Her mom asked as she looked over to Lisa. 
Lisa finished chewing and swallowed her toast. “109.8 radio station rented a house in town. Made up into a haunted house where you can walk through it tomorrow night. It’s called the 109 Haunted House. I’m nervous the little kids like Tom will be too scared.” She laughed at bit. 
“Oh please.” Tom quickly said. “No way, I wouldn’t be scared of a haunted house. And it’s not only for kids Lisa, adults can go to.” Tom cut with a loud voice while cutting his bacon apart.
“I know silly, I’m just saying only kids will be scared, not the adults.” She shot back while making a funny face back at him. “So I guess you’ll get scared, but I won’t.”
“No way, I’m not getting scared,” Tom said back. “You will.”
“No, you will. You’ll be crying for mommy.”
“No, you will,” Tom said.
“Okay, enough you two.” Their mom said louder than the two. “Tell me what it’s about. Help the ‘old’ people out and fill me in.”
Tom and Lisa both lead back in their chairs cooling down. It only took Tom a second before he was leaning forward talking again.
“It’s so cool,” Tom said while putting his elbows on the table and moving his hands around as he talked. He couldn’t contain his smile. He loved talking about his favourite show to anyone who would listen, or not. It didn’t bother him either way.  “The radio station rented out an old house…”
“Said that.” Lisa cut in.
Tom ignored her. “And spent the last week making it over into a really scary haunted house. The day before the live show they’ll let visitors in to walk around the dark rooms and hallways who’ll jump and scream when ghosts scares them.” He put his hands above his head and made a scary face trying to imitate a ghost. Based on the way Lisa and his mom were laughing he figured he looked more weird than scary.
His mom stopped laughing. “A haunted house. I’m impressed,”   
“The whole thing is made up, it’s not really haunted,” Tom said looking at his mom. 
Lisa looked up at Tom. “Oh please, mom knows it’s fake. She’s not dumb.”  
Tom looked across at Lisa. “I know she knows, I was just saying.”
Their mom yet again had to cut in trying to break up the usual daily tension between them. “Who dresses up as the ghost? Is it the staff members of the radio station?”
Tom shook his head. “No, they’re getting teenagers from the high schools to dress up. We might even recognize some of our friends in there. The radio station has done an amazing job setting up. I’ve road my bike passed the house a few times already. Took a few pictures which will be in the school paper today, might I add.”
“Will you be trying to get autographs from the hosts of the show?” His mom asked.
“Will I? Oh yes, you bet.” Tom said with a huge smile as he bit some toast. “Amy and David will be signing autographs in the town square tomorrow afternoon. During the Ghosts in the Park event. And there’ll be rides, music, and games  for kids. It’s going to be huge.” 
His mom sat back and raised an eyebrow. “Oh, so that’s what they’re setting up. I drove passed the town square the other day and saw the city crew setting up amusement park rides. I wasn’t sure what it was for.”
“And after the autograph signing, there’ll be a live press conference 22in the town hall auditorium. Which will be seen all over the world. This weekend could not get any better.”
“You sure know a lot about what’s happening this weekend.” His mom said.
He nodded. “I have to know, I’m writing about all of it for the school paper. Plus it’s my favourite show.” He said with a big smile.
Lisa looked bored listening to Tom. “It’s all a promotional stunt for a boring live show on Sunday.” 
“Ah, yeah Lisa, I know it is. And the show is the opposite of boring.” Tom said back.
“They do it to get everyone talking,” Lisa said. “It’s not really necessary.”
“Well, it works,” Tom said. “Everyone in the world watches the show.” He looked back to his mom. “I think it’s a smart idea. It gets everyone in the town hyped up for the live broadcast.” 
Tom’s mom back to him “So in other words, it’s similar to the circus coming to town.”
Lisa laughed almost spilling her orange juice.
Tom looked at his mom with an annoyed face. “No, it’s not like the circus coming to town. This is greater. The greatest thing in the world.”
“Oh please. It’s not that much.” Lisa said, “You’re taking it too far.” She said while she looked away.
Tom looked up to her. “But you’re going to the haunted house tomorrow.” He said. “If you don’t like it, why go?”
She didn’t even bother looking his way. She raised her eyebrows and her voice tone. “I didn’t say I didn’t like it. I’m just not as hyped up about it as you are. Besides all my friends are going. And might I say, one of the boys dressed up as a ghost is none other than Max Little, who sits beside me in Math class. This will be my chance to talk with him.”
Tom shook his head. “Mom look at that. Lisa is using this once in a lifetime opportunity of walking through a haunted house to talk with a boy.”
Lisa cut in, “It’s not just any boy, it’s Max, and he’s so cute.”
Tom’s mom lifted her hands off the table and placed them on both of their arms trying to calm them down. She knew where this was going. In a few minutes they’ll be yelling like they always do. She looked at Tom. “If Lisa wants to go with her friends to the haunted house that’s her choice. You can go with your friends.” She removed her hands from their arms and took a drink of her coffee. After she swallowed she looked over to Tom. “So why didn’t you sign up to be a ghost in the haunted house?”
Tom shook his head. “I didn’t want to be stuck inside the house all night. I want to be able to walk through it when it’s finished and get scared. If you work in the house it’s not the same. I want it to be a huge surprise when it’s all finished. Think of it this way. It’s like staring in a horror movie, you can’t get scared when watching it because you know what’s going to happen.”
“And if you watch the movie for the first time you don’t know what’s going to happen next?” His mom said.
“That’s right. Not only did I not sign up, I’ve even gone as far as to avoid talking to anyone at school who works at the haunted house. I don’t want them to spoil anything.”
Lisa was looking at her nails. “It’s too bad you didn’t work there, at least he would’ve been out of the house more offend.”
Tom made a sarcastic smile at her with his head tilted ever so slightly to the side. 
His mom looked over to Tom. “If you know it’s fake, how can you be scared when you walk through?” 
“That’s what I always say,” Lisa said.   
Tom thought for a moment. “I don’t know, you just let yourself get scared. It’s all about having fun. Sometimes you know something is fake, but you go with it. It’s like watching a soap opera. They’re all made up, but you make believe it’s real, for the fun factor. When people use guns in movies you know it’s not real, but you have to pretend.”
Lisa looked at her watch. She quickly jumped up and grabbed her books. “Oh I gotta run or I’ll be late. I’m meeting up with Jane we’re walking to school earlier than usual.” She took a slice of toast and put it in her mouth, placed her books under her arm and turned to leave. She headed to the front door.
“Okay, Lisa see you later.” Her mom called out. 
Lisa waved as she closed the front door behind her.
Tom’s eyes lit up when he looked at all the food still on Lisa’s plate. “Can I have the eggs she didn’t finish?”
His mom moved the plate closer to him. “That silly girl never takes the time to eat.” 
Tom dumped all the contents of Lisa’s breakfast onto his own plate. “Thank you.” 
“And you. You little devil.” His mom said, “All you do is eat. You two are going to drive me crazy. Lisa is all over the place, here and there, day and night. Never taking the time to eat. And you eat everything and watch TV all day.”
“Maybe we’re adopted?” Tom said and laughed a bit.
“Maybe? It must all come from your father’s side. When I was your age. I ate my breakfast then went out with my friends.”
“When you were young,” Tom said, looking up while rubbing his chin. “When was that again? Fifty, eighty years ago?” He started to laugh.
“Watch it,” His mom said. Poking him in the arm.
Tom ate some more. “Is Dad going to be home this weekend?” 
“I think so. The project at work has him working every day for the last few months. Hopefully, he will be finished tonight.”
“We hardly see him,” 
“I know, but after the project is complete he should be home a lot more. He will be back to regular hours. So when is … what’s the show called?”
“Ghostly Hauntings,” he answered while shovelling a fork full of eggs and bacon into his mouth.
“When is the live show?”
“Sunday night. Saturday night is the haunted house tour. That’s when we’ll get to see the world’s great psychic Chris Minds in person.”
“Chris Minds. Who’s he? Is he famous?”
Tom nearly fell out of his chair. A look of disbelief and shock on his face. 	“Famous? Haven’t you heard of him? Everybody knows Chris Minds.” He couldn’t believe his ears. He fixed his chair placement and went back to eating his food. Picking up a ton of eggs on his fork. 
“What does he do on the show? And don’t eat so fast. You’ll get a stomach ache.” 
“He walks through the haunted locations and calls out to the ghosts.” Tom answered while he drank some orange juice.
“Do the ghosts answer?”
He gave the thumbs up. He needed time to swallow. “He’s the world’s most famous psychic. Throughout the show, you can hear doors slam, see chairs move on their own. Or hear thumps on the wall. It’s the ghosts communicating with him.”
His mom shook her head with a smile. “Really. By slamming a door?” She looked away with a smile.
“There are a lot of scam artists out there who claim they can talk with the dead. But Chris Minds is the real deal.” He nodded to himself. “He’s proven it on T.V. many times. He can go into any house and call out to the ghosts and in the silence… they answer.”
“Sounds scary. Thinking about a ghost somewhere in your own house is creepy.” She lifted her glass of orange juice and took a sip. “Which house will they be using on Sunday?” 
He looked up. “None other than the Baxter house. On Maple Street”
Tom’s mom nearly dropped the glass from her hand. “Not the Baxter house?” Her eyes went wide.  
He looked up at her. “I know, isn’t it creepy. I always avoid that house. How it’s all dark. The windows on the second floor look like eyes watching you. I avoid it on my way to school.” He had a chill go through his body. “What is wrong with the house? It’s been empty for years. Even before I was born.”
“I don’t like the idea.” She shook her head. “There was a real tragedy in that house. I think they should’ve considered another location. Any other empty house would’ve been better.”
Tom looked up at his mom, “You can’t choose any house. You need a house that’s had a tragedy. How else can you call the dead? Ghosts don’t live in brand-new houses. They can only be found in homes with a horrible past.” 
“Of all the houses.” She shook her head. “This has always been a nice quiet town. The only problem this town’s ever had is the Baxter house incident. We don’t need to go back to that again. The idea of a TV show coming here to exploit that property for the entire world to see, doesn’t sound appealing. It’s like they're taking advantage of real suffering. It’s one thing to go into an empty house claiming is haunted. But to go into a place where there was real tragedy, that’s not right.”
“Look at the bright side. Chris Minds can clean the house of any spirits. When he enters and finds the ghosts he’ll be able to talk to them and help them into the light. I have a good feeling by this time Monday, the evil in the house will be gone and the Baxter house will be back to normal. All because of Chris Minds.”
“He might mean well, pretending to talk with ghosts. But this is real. A TV show shouldn’t be exploding real suffering so they can pretend to talk with the dead.”
Tom jumped. “What? Did you say pretend? There is no pretend when it comes to the legendary Chris Minds. He really can talk with the dead. All the kids in school believe it. It’s not fake.”
“When you get to be my age you know what’s real and fake. If a psychic could really talk with the dead it would be all over the six o’clock news. It would be on the cover of every newspaper. Not a show on TV for kids.”
“This show is the real deal. It’s not entertainment for the viewers, it’s real. The producers swear it’s real. And Chris Minds can free spirits trapped in any house.” 
She paused for a moment. “There’s something truly wrong with the Baxter house.”
“I believe there’s something out there more to life and Chris can show the way.”
“I think you’ve been watching too many TV shows. Now finish your breakfast, so you can get your day started.”
Ten minutes later Tom finished his breakfast stood up and carried the plate over to the sink and handed it to his mother. 
“I guess Dad won’t want to attend the live show this weekend?” He said in a low voice.
She looked at him with a sympatric smile. “Maybe not, you know how your father doesn’t like anything to do with ghosts.”
Tom never talked about the paranormal around his dad. He knew it would only upset him. The way his dad would leave the room when Ghostly Hauntings came on the air. Clearly, he was bothered by the show. “That’s too bad. It would be fun having you and Dad standing outside during the live show.”
She put her arm around him. “Oh, I guess you already planned on your dad and I standing outside the Baxter house during the live show. It’s good I’m finding this out now.”
He looked up and smiled. “Sure why not? It will be fun.”
“I’ll stay home and watch the live show on TV. Who knows maybe, just maybe your dad will watch as well, seeing how it’s taking place in our town.”
“Stay home? No way, can’t stay home and watch it on TV while it’s happening a few blocks over. It will be the biggest thing to happen in this town’s history. You need to be there in person. Everyone in town will be there. Thousands of fans from the city are expected to arrive as well.”  
“That’s the reason I want to stay home. All those people gathered outside one house, doesn’t sound too appealing to me. Especially that house.”
“You’re missing out on something big.”
“You kids go, and have fun, but us old people will stay home.” She said with a smile. “Now you need to head on upstairs and get your school bag and head off. I’m going to check my e-mails.”
“Sure.” He got up and took off running up the stairs. 
 
Tom walked down the staircase with his schoolbag over his right shoulder and checked his watch. He knew he still had time, no need to rush. He walked up to the front door and was about to open it when he looked over to the dining room to say bye to his mother. She was sitting at the computer and looked bothered by an e-mail she was reading. He walked over to her. “What is it Mom?”
She stared at the computer screen for a second and glanced up at him. “Your father sent a message from work. It looks as though your grandfather has done something he shouldn’t have.”
Tom’s eyes went wide as he took a step back in surprise. He couldn’t imagine what she was about to say. His grandfather was placed in a mental hospital many years ago. Tom was told at the time his grandfather needed a little help. But saying a little was an understatement. By the time his grandfather was taken away in a patty wagon, he was running up and down Main Street yelling something about, ghosts and evil. How it had to be stopped. 
He felt bad for his grandfather, he always came across as a nice guy when visiting. But his paranoia got the better of him over time. He knew his dad was horribly embarrassed by Grandpa’s action and eventual locking up. In fact, It was Grandpa’s belief in the paranormal which drove his dad to become a scientist. He worked day and night to make a name for himself. Trying to prove to the world the paranormal wasn’t real. That everything could be explained through science.  
When Grandpa was finally taken away it broke his dad’s heart. Considering it was Tom’s dad who called the hospital. Tom could never imagine how that must’ve felt. Having to put your own father into a metal intuition. But, it was all over now. His grandfather was locked up, getting the help he needed and being a better man for it. 
Tom looked at his mother, “What silliness did Grandpa do now?” He tried to downplay it.  
She shook her head slowly. “He escaped from the medical hospital,”
 
 
Chapter 5
 
“What?” He yelled out nearly falling over. He placed his school bag on the floor and walked to the computer. “You can’t be serious? Grandpa escaped? Why on earth would he do such a thing?” 
She leaned back in her chair. “There’s no need to worry, the police said they will find him in a few hours and bring him back. He couldn’t have gotten far. He left a note behind.” 
“What did it say?”
“the time has come.”
Tom stood for a moment, trying to make sense of it. “That’s odd. What does that mean?”
“Knowing your grandfather, properly nothing. Just rambling away,” She scrolled the mouse down the screen. 
He pictured his grandfather escaping from the intuition. How did he know the way out? Aren’t those places supposed to be locked up? Was this something he planned for years? All this time he sat in his room mumbling about the paranormal. When in fact, it looks as though he was planning his escape route. Where would he go? 
Now he really felt bad for him. He was doing so well in the hospital. For the last few months, he had stopped rambling about demons and evil. About someone named Joseph wanting to take over the world. Doctors wondered if he was faking it, trying to act sane. Tom wanted to believe his grandfather was making progress. Now, he’s really gone and messed things up by running away. He had such a wonderful history being an archaeologist. Traveling the world making discoveries which lead to critical acclaim. Then he started investigating the occult, that’s when it all went downhill. He claimed he discovered secrets that would shock the world. An evil that had to be stopped. 
She looked back to Tom. “You need to head off to school now, or you’ll be late.”
He agreed and walked back to the front door and picked up his bag. He left the house still wondering, lost in thought over his grandfather. Why would he escape? There was no reason. He would only spend the rest of his life running. What purpose would it serve? He couldn’t help but picture his grandfather hiding in an alleyway covering up from the rain. Rambling on about an evil spirit wanting to take over. He shook his head and walked down the sidewalk towards school.  
 
 
Chapter 6
 
Two years earlier….
 
Cole Inga stood behind the bushes near the back door of Will Dillon’s house. He checked his watch. It was difficult to see the time with no sunlight. It was nearing nine-thirty. He wondered if Willie was even going to show. He kind of hoped he wouldn’t. It would make things a lot easier if Will bailed on “the idea.” 
He looked up when he heard a door open. He lowered himself into the bushes and watched someone slowly sneak out and close the door behind him. He figured it had to be Willie; his parents would have walked out without sneaking around. The figure kept its head down as it made its way over towards him.
“Hey Cole, how are you?” He lowered himself behind the bushes making sure his parents wouldn’t see him outside the house.    
“Are you ready to head over to the Baxter house?” Cole asked with a smile. “Sure you have what it takes?”
“Sure am, let’s head on over.”
They both looked around and made sure no one was watching. Cole knew being eleven years old and sneaking out your house on a school night could land you grounded for a week, or more. They knew they had to keep low, He felt everyone in town could see and hear their movements. 
“Who knows maybe will see a ghost or something,” Willie whispered.
“Yeah, that would be so cool.” Cole said hoping his lie wouldn’t be detected in his voice. He decided to keep his fear to himself. “Will your parents know you’re gone?”
“No, I told them I was tired and wanted to head off to bed. If they see my light off and door closed they’ll leave me be.”
“Cool, mine too.” He hoped his parents would find out his gone and come after him. At least he would have a reason to stay out of the Baxter house.
They checked around making sure neighbours were not taking a nightly stroll around the neighbourhood. When they knew the coast was clear they ran along the neighbour’s lawns keeping in the dark. They avoided the sidewalk, which was lit up by street lights. They needed to stay out of sight. They ran from tree to tree, hedge to hedge, ducking and weaving the whole time. Only stopping to check all around before running to their next spot.
For a moment Cole felt like a secret agent. The type on T.V on Saturday mornings. Being at home and watching TV seemed like a good idea at the moment. He really didn’t like the idea of going into a haunted house. It might’ve sounded cool at first back in the school cafeteria, but out here at night things were different. 
Willie didn’t back out as he had hoped he would and now they were going through with it. No turning back now. What would the kids say at school tomorrow if he backed out? Some things needed to be done. He figured if Willie were brave, he would be too.
They moved for six blocks and came to a stop. They hid behind a large oak tree and stared at the massive dark, creepy Victorian house. Even though it was night, the house seemed “darker” than the others. The windows on the second story looked like eyes looking down at them, watching their every move. As if it knew they were going to sneak inside. The front door looked like teeth, wanting someone to walk in.  
“How long did it take to get here?” Willie whispered. While they both kept their heads down looking around back and fourth for anyone walking up the street.
Cole looked at his watch, “twelve minutes.”
“That long? Man sneaking around sure takes a while. It should have taken no more than two minutes at most.”
“If we want inside the house, we’re going to have to climb over the large black metal fence and go around back. Or walk around to the front gate, and walk up the stone path towards the front door.”
“If we walk up the path, the neighbours might see us. I think we should climb the fence.”
“Good point.”
They both looked around one last time and climbed over the large iron-black fence on the side of the house in the shadows. They both jumped down from the top onto the grass. Or what Cole thought was grass; it was dark and lifeless. It never grew nor went away. No one in town asked why.  
It was times like this Cole wished he didn’t brag about how tough he was. When the kids at school dared him to go inside the Baxter house he took their challenge with a smile. Somehow he pulled Willie along with him. He guessed Willie had something to prove as well. 
They slowly moved forward.
Now that he was close enough he looked over the front porch as they walked passed. It didn’t look too bad, not as scary as he pictured it on the way. He looked over his shoulder at the sidewalk for the thousand time. It wasn’t the sheriff he feared finding out, but his own parents. Being in jail sounded better than being at home with his parents mad.
“Alright Let’s do this, let’s go inside,” Cole said hoping one last time Willie would change his mind and run off.
“Okay let’s move towards the back.” Willie whispered.
They poked their heads up from the hedge and looked around. When they were sure no one was watching they tiptoed around to the back. They stopped underneath the side window. The neighbours’ house was only twelve feet away. They knew they had to be quiet.
Willie reached up and slowly pushed the window open, as quietly as possible. Every kid in town knew the back window could be lifted open. It was never locked. The kids in town knew, but they never went in. 
The very few who did sneak in never stayed long. In fact, they’d come out screaming for their lives. Some of the kids were in such a state of panic they would jump out the window head first. Not taking anytime to climb out slowly. Whatever scared them, scared to a point to risk injury getting out.  
After the window moved up a few inches Willie placed both hands under the bottom pane and pushed up all the way.  
Cole stayed low, looking back and forth the whole time. He knew the neighbours next door had nothing to do with the Baxter house. But they might look out their window if they heard movement. 
Willie gave one last look up at the stars before going in. He lifted himself up and pulled himself inside. 
Cole waited for his turn and pulled himself in. He had to lean over the window ledge and basically fall inside. He stood up and looked around. Even though the house was empty, it felt different than being inside any other house. He felt as through the house was watching them. A chill ran though his body. Not from the cold, but from fear. They stood for a moment in the empty room holding their breath. Afraid to breathe. Any movement by their feet sounded like thunder echoing from room to room. 
They walk from one room to the next. Trying to keep as quiet as possible. Placing each foot down as gently as possible. Believing every little sound  made could be heard throughout the town. 
Neither would admit it out loud, but they weren’t being quiet out of fear of the neighbours hearing them, but something inside the house. 
Cole knew something scared the other kids out of the house. Those kids didn’t jump out the window head first for fun. An act that could be deadly. They jumped for a reason, why?
They slowly made their way up the staircase and looked around. Each room empty. They should’ve been relaxed by now. They should’ve realized the house had nothing in it to scare them or anyone. Just empty room after empty room  So why couldn’t they let go of their fear?
Cole felt as though they were being watched the whole time. As if someone was standing behind them. Someone with a cold smile. Laughing silently. Knowing it could grab them at anytime. Walking with them, step by step. 
Neither one of them felt like making any jokes, nothing funny to say, or pretending to scare each other. There was something about the house that wasn’t right. The windows were not painted black but you could not see out them. The air was stale tasted like death.   
They decided to head back down the staircase. When they reached the bottom. Willie pointed to the basement door. Cole nodded in silent agreement. Knowing what he meant without words having to be said. They both slowly made their way over to the door.
“Hello.”
The two boys stopped dead in their tracks, frozen. Both looking around wondering where the voice came from.
“Did you say anything?” Willie whispered.
“No, I thought it was you.” Cole said back.
They both looked over their shoulders. They couldn’t see anything in the darkness. 
“Stay out of the basement.” A young girl said. Her voice coming from within the darkness. “That’s where he waits for people. He doesn’t like people going down there.”
The two boys barely heard half of what the girl said. Their blood was running cold, the hair on their body stood up. They stood frozen, too scared to move. 
The basement door flew open and both Willie and Cole stared straight into the darkness. Not believing what was in front of them. Their eyes wide, unable to scream, unable to move. They continued to stare until the object in the basement started to move towards them. 
They both finally started running towards the window. They both tried to jump out at the same time, headfirst. They slammed into each other and fell back onto the floor. They stood up in a panic and looked back at the object moving towards them. Willie was the first to jump out the window followed by Cole. They started running and jumped over the fence like an athlete. And ran as fast as possible down the sidewalk screaming. Nowhere in particular just away from the house. 
Back at the Baxter house, the window slammed shut.
It would be months in a psychiatric hospital before the look of horror faded from the boy's faces.
Their eyes locked in the thousand-mile stare while mumbling something about bluish-white eyes. They never could talk in detail about what happened. Their subconscious blocked out the horrible images. Their hair had turned all white.
 
Chapter 7
 
Seven months ago
 
Kris knocked on the glass door of David Purse’s office. He glanced up from his desk and waved her in. She walked to the front of his desk. She stood with a smile on her face.
David looked up. “You look happy. Did you win the lottery? Tell me the good news.”
“I’ve found the perfect location for the live show?” She waved a folder in her hand, never letting go of her smile.
David leaned back in his chair. “What did you come up with?”
“First off, the house is in a small little town. What Mel was asking for. The town’s name is Springbrook Gardens.”
David paused for a moment then shook his head. “Sorry, never heard of it.”
“I know, neither did I at first. I had an impossible time trying to locate it on a map, took me almost an hour.” She reached over his desk and handed him the file. “Check out the picture of the house. An old three-story Victorian house. Right in the middle of a quiet little neighbourhood on a residential street. We could not ask for a better location. Every house in the neighbourhood has the old Victorian architecture. The trees on the front lawns are massive; they have to be hundreds of years old. Nice little sidewalks, for families to push their baby strollers along, making their way to the park. Main Street goes on forever with little mom-and-pop stores along the sides. You wouldn’t find any of the massive outlet stories in this town. It’s the type of town where everyone knows each neighbour by name. And now for the best part, the house in the picture is said to be actually haunted.”
He laughed to himself as he looked at the picture. “Every small town claims to have a haunted house. They say it to pull in tourists.” He flipped through the file.
“But this town is different. They go out of their way to hide this house. They don’t want anyone knowing about it. It’s their little secret.”
He looked up with surprise. “Really? That does sound different. Most towns try to promote their haunted houses as a bed and breakfast, capitalize on tourist money.”
She nodded. “I agree, but I could barely find any information about this house. They really go out of their way to act like it doesn’t exist. Which gets me thinking, it might be real.”
“So how did you first find out about this house?”
She stood back and shook her head. “It’s the strangest thing. I left my office for a brief moment and when I got back and sat down, I looked at my computer screen and… there it was. Somehow the e-mail opened on its own for me to find.”
He leaned back in his chair and covered his ears. “Ok, sounds creepy.” He said followed by a laugh.
She nodded in agreement. “Tell me about it, I read the information about the house and town and looked into in more detail. Now listen to this.”
He leaned forward.
“A few years back, a couple of kids snuck inside the house, they came out running like madmen a few minutes later. Their hair had turned all white and had pure fear in their eyes. they spend months in a mental hospital recovering.”
“Oh man, their hair turned white? I’ve never heard of such a thing.”
“An urban myth. Apparently, if you are scared enough, it can change hair colour. Plus this town has named the house. They call it the Baxter house.”
“It has a name? What are you talking about? Who names a house?”
“Named after the family who lived there who disappeared one night. No one knows what happened. Never seen since.” 
“This is gold. Ghostly Hauntings vs the Baxter house.” He laughed and leaned back in his chair, and ran his fingers through his hair. “These kids ended up in a mental hospital?”
“The kids rambled on about some evil man with bluish-white eyes chasing after them throughout the house. The doctor’s official report read the kids must’ve messed around with drugs and saw hallucinations. But the town’s people believe differently. They know the truth about that house. Now everyone goes on as though nothing ever happened.” She leaned forward, placing her hands on the leather chair in front of her. “I know this place has to be the one for us. Not only is it the perfect house, but the look of the town itself is amazing as well. It’s everything we could ask for. And it has a crazy old man story to go with it.”
“A crazy what?”
“Not long ago, a few years back, a man was taken away by police. Apparently he was running all over town warning people about the evil in the Baxter house. Saying something about an evil entity wanting to take over the town if it ever was freed.”
“What on earth are you talking about? A crazy man taken away by police?”
“Yup.” She smiled. “it’s all in the report. You’ll love it. It only adds to the haunted house.”
David nodded slightly, flipping through the paperwork. “I agree, I’ll read over the report and run it by Mel. Based on what I’m looking at, this could be our location for the live show. Ghostly Hauntings might have to visit the town of Springbrook Gardens.”
The power in the room went out leaving them in the dark. David jumped out of his chair as Kris stood up straight looking at the darken lightbulb.   
“What just happened?” She yelled out.
 
Chapter 8
 
Friday morning Springbrook Gardens  
 
Burt Ferron stood on the gravel shoulder off the main highway a few yards back from his pick-up truck. He took a step back from the large sign with a paintbrush in his hand, making sure he didn’t miss any spots. 
Johnny Bolton carried an empty can of paint to the back of the light blue pick-up truck. He took a moment and looked around at the massive forest which surrounded them. He couldn’t see more than a few feet into it. The deep green leaves on the branches and the darkness of the tree trunks created a wall on both sides of the highway, making the highway look small and narrow. 
He looked up at the mile-high tree tops and marvelled at how the thick branches on both sides appeared to touch each other in the middle of the road. Making it feel as though they were working in a cave. The trees’ thickness blocked out the sunlight. He needed to look at his watch to know the time. It sure felt as though the forest was …alive. Eyes watching anyone who moved. He had to give his head a shake and turned back to Burt. “I think you did a good job there Burt.” He called out. He placed the last empty can on the back of the truck. “Repainting the sign saying Welcome to Springbrook Gardens was a good idea. Anyone coming off the main highway will know for sure what town they’re entering.” 
He walked back to Burt and read the massive eight-foot high by ten-foot long sign off to the side of the road. It was held up by massive wooden pegs. “I don’t think you’re gonna get the green any greener. And the white letters are as white as they gonna get.” He said with a laugh.
Burt stood back as well, and looked at the sign in more detail, “I’m not ready to put away the paintbrush yet. We need to make sure everyone coming into our town gets a good first impression. The first thing they’ll see is this sign. We need to make sure the Ghostly Hauntings crew likes what they see when they come pouring down the highway.”
“Let’s hope they bring a whole lotta money with them when they arrive. Spending every penny in our stores.” Johnny said with his arms crossed.
“Don’t get carried away. Remember, it’s a show for kids.”
“Who cares about the show. Let the kids watch. I want more tourists’ money in this town.”
Burt looked back at the sign and stood in silence for a minute. “Imagine, a show about haunted houses coming to our town, how do you like that? Of all the towns for them to choose. They end up picking the nicest quietest place on Earth.”
Johnny paused for a moment, looked over to him. “You know, some people in town believe the Baxter house is haunted since the 1920s. In fact, they say it’s the most haunted place anywhere.”
Burt shook his head and laughed. “Don’t count me as one. The whole idea of a house being haunted is the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard. Why waste your time haunting an empty house in a small town anyway? If I were a ghost, you know where I would spend my time?”
Johnny tried to guess, then gave up. “Where would that be?”
“Hanging out in an all-girls school.” He started to laugh.
Johnny laughed as well, “Now you’re talking, I like that idea.”
“Besides no ghost could ever scare me. If I saw a ghost I would stand right up to it, face to face. Man to man.”
Johnny paused for a moment. “What if the ghost is a woman?"
Burt thought for a second “Then… I would stand up to it man to woman. Besides, I don’t think it matters after you’re dead. A ghost is a ghost.”
“I agree. I wouldn’t be afraid of a ghost either.”
“I could spend an entire night in the Baxter house and not be afraid for a second,” Burt called out.
Johnny looked over to him. “Oh common now. Everyone is afraid of the Baxter house. Even if you don’t believe in ghost. That place is just creepy. Kids avoid it on their way to school.”
Burt shook his head and laughed. “Not me, I’ve heard all the rumours. and have no fear.” He took a step back and yelled out. “You hear that Baxter house, I don’t fear you.” His voice echoed throughout the forest.
They started to laugh. 
“Yeah, me neither.” Johnny added, “I don’t fear you.”
A rushingly noise came from a group of trees a few yards away. The tress moved about, back and forth. The two men instantly froze. They looked at each other and then slowly back to the dark green forest. 
“What was that?”  Johnny whispered, without moving an inch.
They stood on the side of the road for a few moments not wanting to move.
“Maybe kids, or…an animal.” Burt tried to whisper back.
“Yeah, …that’s right, …an animal. Isn’t it funny how we start talking about the Baxter house not being haunted and we hear a strange noise we can’t identify?”
Burt looked over to Johnny. “Don’t talk like that.” He quickly said, trying to keep his voice down. “Don’t be freaking me out.”
“Okay, I’ll switch subjects.” He whispered. “You ever notice how the forest around here looks as thick as a rainforest?”
“….Yeah” Burt whispered.
“It’s so congested with trees, you can’t see more than a few yards inside. It’s like a wall painted green. Even daylight gets blocked out. All I can see in front of us is darkness. Anything could be inside of there watching us, and we would never know. Maybe even a ghost.”
Burt looked back to Johnny and whispered. “You were supposed to switch topics.”
“I did, I’m not talking about the Baxter house.”
“No, but you’re still talking about ghosts.”
“Oh yeah,” Johnny said. “Maybe we should head on back to town. Let’s put everything back inside the truck.”
Johnny nodded, “Good idea.” He whispered, still looking into the thick forest, not moving an inch.
They slowly turned their backs from where they heard the noise and started putting the last of the paint supplies into the back of the pick-up. Listening for every little movement over their shoulder.
Burt turned to Johnny and whispered. “So, like I was saying… I’m not afraid of the Baxter house…why would I be?”
“Yeah, good point, nothing to fear at all…. I think the sign looks good. We did a good painting job.”
Burt nodded, “Yeah, me too.”
Something moved off the side of the road in the bushes to their right at a high rate of speed. They both jumped and turned looking to where the noise came from. A few tree branches move back and forth ever so slightly.
“What was that?” Burt yelled out with his eyes wide, and a chill in his voice.
“It looked like a human,” Johnny answered as he tried to look deeper into the woods. The deep dark trees looked even closer than ever before.
“What? Are you sure?” Burt whispered looking all around in a panic, up the road and back down. The trees looking as though they were closing in on both sides. Tree branches cutting off the the remaining light. “Maybe it was a cat. Cats are cute… and safe.”
“I don’t know, maybe. It moved real fast. Looked like it was heading into town.”
Burt moved back a bit. “Maybe we should be doing the same thing. The sign is finished so let’s get out of here.”
“Good point.” He called out.
The two men made a quick break for the front of the truck. Open the doors jumped in and took off. Burt looked in the review mirror at the trees behind him blocking out the light over the road.    
 
Chapter 9
 
Friday afternoon….
 
Tom leaned back in his chair behind a wooden table in the school hallway. A kid with short brown hair named Seth Noble sat next to him along with Claudia Flynn, the head of the newspaper club. Tom took a deep breath, held it for a moment and then let it out slowly. “I’ve never seen so many want a copy of the school newspaper,” he said quickly with a smile. “The lineup went all the way down the hall.”
“You’re so right, I’ve haven’t seen it like that,” Seth said. While looking amazed and also tired.
“I never knew our school had so many kids. It took almost a half hour to go through the line”. Claudia said. She had been the head of the newspaper club for the last two years. An hour ago she walked into the club room. Handed Tom the large box containing the printed copies of school newspapers. Telling him he had the lucky job this week of selling them out in the hallway. His prediction in the morning had become reality. Seth tagged along and helped set up the tables.      
“They all want to read your column on Ghostly Hauntings.” Seth said. “I must say you’re a good writer Tom. You’ve gotten everyone in the school all hyped up for the show this weekend.”
Tom felt embarrassed, “It’s not just my column that sold the paper. It’s all the columns.”
“I think it is. For the last few weeks everyone’s been waiting to read your next column. I think you’re Ghostly Hauntings biggest fan.” 
Tom quickly sat up straight, feeling good, he liked what he heard. The idea of being the biggest fan rested well with him.
“You could be a member of Ghostly Ghouls and wear the bright orange jackets.” Seth said.
That idea took Tom’s short-lived happiness away in a flash. If there was one thing that got him hot under the collar, it was Ghostly Ghouls. Known to the world as the biggest most dedicated fan club to Ghostly Hauntings. He was hoping they wouldn’t show up this weekend, but probably would. He didn’t want them on his turf. This was his town. No reason to have their kind here. No one needed their crazy, over the top antics brought here. Who knows what silliness they would pull off. Running into the house during the live show? He wouldn’t put it pass them. 
Their utter devotion was sickening. He never wanted to be apart of something where the police had to drag you away.
He liked Ghostly Hauntings, but not enough to join their circus act. They had websites like any other fan club. Sure it looked professional. But all the members ever did was argue with each other in their blogs. Talking about what house was the most haunted. What the ghosts were really trying to say to Chris. What haunted location should be next.
There was something disheartening about hanging out with a group of teens who argued and debated the most pointless of topics. Sure they had their bright coloured jackets with Ghostly Ghouls written in black letters across the back. And carried their I.D. cards which looked like little credit cards with their photo, proving they were  an official member of the fan club. But he couldn’t bring himself to join. The members were known for harassing crew and staff members looking for autographs. It wasn’t his style to bug people.
Known for standing outside Ghostly Hauntings production building for days on end wearing those annoying bright orange jackets. Trying to get pictures of Amy Lanko and Chris Minds. They would follow the TV crew to every shooting location. Security was forever having to hold them back.
“No thank you. I’ll stick to the Ghostly Hauntings fan club. Which I signed up for online.”
Seth quickly agreed. “I did the same. Did you send in a photo of yourself as well.”
Tom nodded. “My profile picture is me smiling wearing my favourite Ghostly Hauntings T-shirt.”  
Seth turned to Tom while closing up the money box. “It is a great website. You got the assignment for history class done yet?”
Tom shook his head no, as he packed up the empty boxes the newspaper arrived in. “Almost, have to write out the good copy, then I’ll hand it in. What about you?”
”The good copy is done, need to put the pictures on the bulletin board.”
Tom laughed to himself. “You notice how all teachers always give projects out at the same time.”
Seth smiled. “Tell me about it. I finished the report for Law class, now I’ve got the project in science due in two weeks.”
“I think the teachers get together and conspire against us.”
Seth nodded, “I think you’re on to something. Did you see the movie on TV last weekend  called Alien Rats?”
Tom shook his head. “No way. I’m afraid of rats.” 
Seth paused for a moment, looked twice at Tom. “Really? You’re afraid of rats? They’re big cats.”
“I know it’s silly, but when I was a little kid I read a book about rats and I had nightmares about them for days. Ever since then, anytime I see a rat it reminds me of my nightmares and I freak out.”
“Oh you can move on from that, it was only a book.”
“What can I say I was 6 when it happened. Not only do I fear rats, but I don’t like eels as well.”
Seth quickly turned to him. “Eels? Common now. How could you have a problem, with eels? Are you serious?”
Tom nodded. “Yes, it’s true. They were in the same book, I had nightmares about the eels as well. They look creepy.”
Seth paused for a moment. “Maybe you shouldn’t read any more books, I think you’d be better watching movies instead.”
Tom laughed. “It was a long time ago, besides will I ever have to confront rats or eels in my life?” He said with a smile.  
Seth laughed a bit. “I’ve heard a rumour you’re writing up a huge report on Ghostly Hauntings. How’s it coming along? Everyone in school is dying to read it.”
Tom hooded, “You bet I am. I’m writing a two-page article on it.”
“Wow, two pages?” Seth said quickly. “That will be interesting. Didn’t think it would be that much.” 
“Yep, the last few articles in the school paper are nothing more than little teasers. The biggest write up will occur next week. I’m waiting for the live show to broadcast, then I’ll print my two-page write up on it.”
“I have to admit, your stories on Ghostly Hauntings have made the last few issues of the school paper bigger than ever. We’re as popular as the town’s paper.”
Tom laughed. “I write what I like,” 
“What you write about, people like reading. Keep up the great work.” Claudia said. She had her red hair tucked under the brown fedora hat with a card stuck in the side reading “press” in big black letters. ”Looks like we set a new record for sales.” She said leaning back in her chair.
Tom nodded, “The hallway was packed.” For a moment he wished he was the only fan of Ghostly Hauntings. With the crew arriving on Saturday the buzz throughout town was at an all-time high. It seemed everyone in the school couldn’t get enough. And for the moment he was the go to guy. He kinda felt like a celebrity. A mini version of Chris Minds.
A few minutes later Tom and Seth carried the tables back down the hall. Placed them in the storage room and headed back to the newspaper club to finish putting everything away. Ten minutes later he was saying goodbye to the crew members and made his way out and down the crowded hallway. 
He made his way passed the music department room 212, stopped and listened in. He peaked through the glass window. He could see Todd Campbell moving about frantically. Todd was in his science class. The poor kids hair was a mess, all stressed out. Trying to organize the other students into the places. Getting everything ready to practice the song he composed for the anticipated arrival of the crew on Saturday. 
He knew Todd had spent weeks writing a song in which the school band would be playing at the top of Main Street upon their arrival.
Todd wouldn’t settle for anything but the best possible song he could write and had driven himself almost mad doing so. The few people who heard the song said it’s amazing. Todd was known as a perfectionist, and needed to practice the song a million times. Tom stood back and gave a listen to the first few bars as the band played. He nodded liking what he heard. He knew the crew of Ghostly Hauntings would love it when pulling into town. 
it was announced a week ago Todd and the music department would be in the bandstand performing during the autograph session on Saturday afternoon. Talk about being lucky. The music department will be the focus of everyone’s attention. And they’d be getting a one on one meeting with Chris Minds and Amy Lanko afterward. His heart sank knowing Todd was actually going to meet Amy and Chris in a private encounter. Not lost within the crowd during the autograph session. He knew he should’ve joined the music department years ago. He checked his watch and knew he had to get going. 
It was amazing how many kids hug around after school ended. He looked in between the mass of kids for Cliff. Sure enough, he found him leaning against a locker talking to a couple of girls who were in the twelfth grade. As usual, he had his million dollar smile, and of course, the girls were falling for it.    
Cliff took out a pen and signed the school paper. Tom had to give his head a shake. What on Earth did he just see? Only Cliff would autograph a small article he wrote titled “How to handle pop quizzes”. 
He met Cliff for the first time in grade one. Even back then Cliff was using his charm to get himself out of trouble. One time he didn’t finish his homework and tried telling the teacher he wanted to finish, but aliens took him away during the night. The teacher stared at him in disbelief as he smiled back. Of course, his lies or “bending of the truth” as he called it have gotten better over the years. But, even back then he knew how to work his charm. 
Tom couldn’t hear what was being said. The sound of kids slamming their lockers and calling out to each other filled the hall. Cliff never left home without his hat on backwards. Said it gave him style.   
After the girls walked away with smiles. Tom made his way over passing other kids. 
“Tell me you did not sign your article in the school newspaper?” Tom asked while looking at Cliff with a smirk. 
Cliff laughed a bit. “Sure, why not? Have to run with it when you can. I also wrote down my phone number as well,” he said with a smile. He adjusted his hat. making sure it was straight.
They both turned and started walking over to Tom’s locker. “How did the selling of the school newspaper go?”
Tom held the lock in his hand, moved the numbers in the correct order and pulled open the locker. “We sold out within a half hour.”
“No way? That’s got to be a new record.” He watched a few girls walk by and smiled. “I would’ve been there today but I had to stay late in history class. I hope the girls in the school like reading my article. I worked hard on it.” He looked back to Tom. “One thing I do know, people around here really like reading your article. Everywhere I walk people are reading your write-up on Ghostly Hauntings. Your mister pop…” Cliff came to a sudden stop when he looked over Tom’s shoulder. His eyes went wide and quickly looked back to Tom when he noticed Cindy Clark, a tall blond walking down the hall towards them. He kept looking at Tom and raising his eyebrow in her direction trying to get him to notice.
Tom looked at Cliff confused. “What? I don’t have a clue as to what you’re trying to tell me.”  
Cliff shook his head ever so slightly. He kept pointing over Tom’s shoulder with his one eyebrow in her direction.
“Are you trying to tell me something?” Tom tried guessing what it could be.
“Cindy is behind you, coming this way,” Cliff whispered, trying his best to act natural.
“What? I can’t understand you, you’re mumbling.” Tom said while pulling a few books out of his locker.
“Cindy, behind you.” He quickly whispered in a lower voice, looking over Tom’s shoulder again.
Tom laugh. “Oh sure, Cindy is behind me. I’m not falling for that.”
Cliff tried to slightly nod without making it look obvious.
“No way,” Tom shook his head. “There’s no way. Of all the prettiest girls in the world, she would be behind me right this second.”
“Hi, Tom.”
Tom heard a female voice, his body froze. He slowly turned around and saw an angel in front of him. He was convinced Cindy had to be the prettiest girl not only in his high school but in all of Springbrook Gardens. His mouth no longer worked. He could feel his body tighten up. Not a word came to mind. 
She looked at him, batting her blue eyes; her long blond hair flowed all around her.
“Uhhhhh…” Tom stood staring at her. He couldn’t think of his own name, much less anything else.
Cliff looked at Tom, and then Cindy, and back to Tom. He quickly moved up and stood beside Tom. “Tom says hi,” he said with a smile.
Cindy looked into Tom’s eyes. “I really liked your newspaper article. I can’t wait for Ghostly Hauntings to get here. Will you be at the Baxter house during the live show on Sunday?” She smiled at him. Batting her long lashes.
“Uhhhhh,” Tom still stood frozen. He was sure he was going to wake up any second now. For years he had wanted to talk with Cindy, like every other guy in school, but he never thought he’d get the chance. Never knowing how to approach her. Sure he pictured himself talking to her a million times in his mind, but this was the real deal.  
Ever since seeing her in the seventh grade, he always liked her. He wrote a poem in grade eight titled “My True Love” It was voted best poem in class. Everyone asked him where he got the idea. He told a lie, saying he made it up. What he didn’t want anyone knowing, it truly was about Cindy.
He even signed up for drama class just to hang out with her. He had no interest in it, but got involved figuring he could talk to her at some point. Now she was in front of him and he didn’t know what to do. His dream was turning into a nightmare.
Cliff kept looking to Tom to answer her. He quickly cut in with a smile. “Sure he will be. And he will be looking for you. And not only will Tom be at the live show on Sunday but the autograph signing at the Ghosts in the Park party tomorrow as well. He hopes to see you there.” Cliff said never stopping his million-dollar smile. He inched his way closer to Tom’s side and reached out with his left hand and poked him in the side. “Say something to her,” he whispered while leaning in Tom’s direction. Never looking away from Cindy and never losing his smile. 
Cindy looked at Tom for a moment. After a second of silence, she smiled and said. “Okay, thanks, see you there.” She turned her body slightly to the right while still making eye contact, “Bye Tom.” She smiled and turned her head, her thick, blond hair tossed to the side. 
Tom could smell the sweet scent of rose perfume coming from her. He watched her walk down the hall and meet up with some friends at their lockers. Fear still ran through his body, he still felt like a deer in the headlights.  
Cliff stood a foot away, looking at him, shaking his head in disbelief. “You okay Tom? You look like you were in outer space.” Cliff waved his hand in front of Tom’s face. 
Coming back down from cloud nine Tom thought about what he said, or didn’t say to Cindy, for that matter. The regret was overwhelming. He looked to the floor in the hallway and felt a wave of disappointment. The perfect moment to talk to Cindy vanished. How did he let such a moment get away? He replayed the encounter through his mind, every word every second. He quickly looked back up at Cliff. “What did you mean, telling Cindy I’d be looking out for her at the live show on Sunday?” 
Cliff put his arms out. “Come on man. You want to go out with her, is that not true?”
Tom pictured himself talking to Cindy on Sunday and messing up yet again. He was sure it would be the worst thing to happen all weekend.  “Yeah,” he said in a soft voice and looked back to the ground. Wishing he was the one to talk to her instead of Cliff. Why was it always Cliff who could talk to girls? 
Cliff looked over to Tom, “I said the words you wanted to say. Deep down inside you want to talk to her on Sunday.”
Tom nodded “Yeah,” some kids passed by them in the hall.
“All I did was say out loud what you wanted to say, but were afraid to. Besides I had to say something. You were just standing there staring into space.”
Tom looked up at him. “Well. Yeah… because… I was thinking.” He hoped Cliff bought his lie.
Cliff rolled his eyes in disbelief. “You were looking like you were gone, and never coming back to Earth. You don’t need a girl like Cindy thinking you’re an alien. You need her thinking you're a hip, cool guy. Look at the bright side, now you know she’ll be there on Sunday.” 
Tom knew Cliff was right. He wished he were the one doing the talking. Yet again another chance got away. How on earth was he going to win her over? He had to stop running every time he felt nervous. Easier said than done. “Well, let’s go,” he shook his head.  
He closed his locker, put his backpack over his shoulder and they both turned towards the school doors. The hallway was filled with the sound of lockers being pulled open or being slammed shut. Kids laughing, some yelling out to their friends down the hall. Full conversations going on between two kids who stood at their lockers thirty to forty feet apart from each other. 
In-between classes, the hallways turned into a zoo. Bodies moving in all directions without bumping into each other, organized chaos. Teachers walked the halls to keep an eye on things. Some kids hung out at their lockers chit-chatting about the usual things, girls, homework, movies. But the main topic was the live broadcast of Ghostly Hauntings on Sunday night. 
Most of the teenagers held a copy of the school paper in their hands, reading Tom’s article. Some of the kids Tom walked past called out to him.
“Hey Tom great story.” Andrew Peters called out while putting on his red sunglasses.
“Love the story Tom,” Lesley Rypan yelled out. As she closed her locker.
“Thanks,” Tom said as he looked over his shoulder into the sea of teenagers, not knowing actually where they were. He nodded slightly to himself, feeling like a star.
As they made the way down the hall, Tom glanced out the glass doors at the front of the school. For a brief moment thought he saw a dark figure with glowing bluish-white eyes staring back at him. What the? He gave his head a shake and looked again, this time the figure was gone. Okay, that was weird. He looked around the hallway, wondering if anyone else saw the same thing. 
“Great story Tom,” Serene Wilcox said as she stepped in front of him, blocking his few of the glass doors. Tom’s jumped a bit as his attention was pulled away. 
He started rambling, while still thinking about the weird guy outside. “Oh, thank you Serene, glad everyone liked it. I hope you like the big two-page article coming out next week.” He was only half aware of what he was saying.
“Look forward to it.” She smiled and walked away with her two friends.
Tom quickly looked back at the glass doors and saw nothing. What was that thing? It had to be his imagination. Maybe it was a reflection of some kid wearing sunglasses bouncing off the glass doors. That’s it, it was nothing more than some kid wearing glasses, nothing else. Even though it looked like the weird figure from his dreams.
They approached the front doors and pushed them open. A couple of other kids ran past them giving him a bit of fright. He laughed to himself and kept going. Cliff walked next to him as they crossed the parking lot and headed home. He gave one last look back at the glass doors.  
They walked along the same path they had taken since the first day of grade nine. Cliff lived a few doors down from Tom.
He thought about Cliff’s family and how crazy they seemed from the outside. Tom’s house was quiet and organized when compared to Cliff’s. It seemed “loud” was the normal way of talking in his madhouse. Cliff always wore his clothes untucked and baggy. The opposite to Tom. 
Maybe Cliff being different is why they got along. He knew as long as Cliff had the smooth-talking way about him he would do all right in life. Who knows he might end up on TV. He always loved the camera.
They took the usual route, cutting through the park around the swings, under the slide, and coming out onto Main Street. From there they only had a few blocks to go. They made their way passing by pedestrians going about their shopping. They approached the Post Office.
As usual, Cliff couldn’t stop chatting away. He had a habit of thinking out loud. “Running the school newspaper can be a great way of getting dates.” 
Tom quickly shot a look over at him. “What? How on earth can a school paper get us dates?” 
“We’re writing about Ghostly Hauntings and look at how popular we are. We can keep this going even after they’ve left. We can come up with something which will keep the girls talking to us. I’ve come up with a perfect idea. In the future additions of the paper we could write about topics people really want to read about. Advice columns, dating questions, gossip. It could be like the tabloids.”
Tom looked over to Cliff. “A popular high school newspaper? Are you nuts? It’s a school paper. We’re not the tabloids.”
Cliff raised his index finger. “Not right now, but it can be changed. Give the people what they want and they’ll keep coming back. Remember it’s not about truth, but hype.”
Tom shook his head. “That’s crazy. People get bored of hype. You can’t lie to all the people all the time.” As they walked down the sidewalk he noticed something across the street near the entrance to the police station. It looked like a dark figure standing in the shadows. He couldn’t quite see the man in detail. Whoever it was stood well back into the shadows enough to hide its telling features, but his eyes. There was something about his eyes, which struck Tom as odd. They were glowing bluish-white. Like the man back at the school. It was if the figure was smiling. He couldn’t see the mouth or teeth. But its eyes were narrow and focused. The way someone’s eyes would look if they had a cold-hearted smile.
“We could become really popular. This could work for us.” Cliff continued  chatting away. 
He knew Cliff was lost in thought. Lost in his world on how to be popular with girls. He knew Cliff had no idea what was across the street. 
Tom looked at the other pedestrians walking by the police station. He wondered if they would notice the mysterious figure as well. It would be impossible not to look at the glowing eyes. But it was strange, nobody seemed to react. It was if nobody else but him could see the strange man. Impossible. How could no one see him? He was standing in the shadows, but, those eyes shined brightly. Still looking as though it was smiling.
A dark black cloud began to form in the clear blue sky above his head. 
Cliff continued rambling away while walking with his head down. “…We don’t have to be the quarterback on the football team. We could have advice columns about love…”
Tom tried to listen to Cliff but he couldn’t help but look back at the strange figure hiding in the shadows. And what was up with his glowing eyes?
The dark cloud above them kept getting larger and darker. 
Tom looked ahead to see where he was going. Moving slightly to the right to allow a little old lady to pass by. He looked back at the figure to his left and noticed it was gone. 
A chill went through his body. What happened to him? Gone just like back at school, it disappeared. It couldn’t have run off that quickly. He looked up and down the sidewalk, nothing. No sign of the figure. 
The cloud above was getting darker. They approached the Post Office on the right-hand side. A few yards next to it stood a large oak tree. The heavy branches hung over the sidewalk casting a large shadow. 
Cliff continued thinking out loud “…girls like boys who are popular in school, we’re popular right now. You saw how the girls were all over us back in the hallway. We could keep that going throughout the year. We could be getting phone numbers every day.” 
As he walked along Tom couldn’t help but look back across the street for the stranger. There was something about the figure he couldn’t quite figure out. Did he really see him at all? A trick of the mind possibly? A reflection of light? Cliff didn’t see him. Then again Cliff as usual was lost in thought about girls to notice anything.
They walk passed the Post Office and into the shade under the tree. The cloud above was now jet black. Just as Tom was passing under, Cliff stopped to tie his shoe. A massive flash of white light filled Main Street, along with a loud crashing noise, causing everyone to jump. A bolt of lightning shot out from the small dark cloud above striking the tree branch above. 
 
   
Chapter 10
 
Tom heard a loud cracking sound and turned to look up. In his horror, he watched as a large branch snapped away from the tree and came hurdling down right above him. His body froze, he knew he had no chance to move. He closed his eyes and put his arms above his head. Hoping it wouldn’t kill him. Just as he expected the tree branch to crash down on him, he felt someone grab him by the waist pulling him off his feet to the side. 
The tree branch came crashing down to the ground with a massive thump. Smaller little twigs came flying free and shot all over the place. The tree branched rocked back and forth a few seconds as it finally came to a stop.
He found himself lying a foot away from the tree branch looking over his shoulder. He looked up and watched as the man who saved his life, wearing a light grey overcoat with greying hair stand back up and run away. 
He didn’t know what surprised him more, the tree branch falling or the stranger who saved his life running off a second afterward. Whoever he was he sure didn’t want to stick around and talk. Within seconds the stranger was already halfway down the street. Moving in and around predestines. 
Tom didn’t even get a look at his face.
People inside the Post Office came running out to help him up. 
Cliff stood up with a complete look of shock on his face. His eyes wide with his mouth opened. He had fallen over backwards when the tree branch came crashing down. Stepping over the tree branch by Tom’s side, breathing hard. “Tom, you alive?” He called out.
“I think so.” He wasn’t even sure. He was trying to piece together the last few moments. One second he was walking along the sidewalk on a sunny day, the next he’s on the ground avoiding a tree branch struck by lightning.  “Did you see the man who saved me?”
“What man?” Cliff said while looking around. “I don’t see anyone. Then again I fell on my back. The tree branch knocked me over.”
“Where did he come from?” Tom looked around wondering how on earth a complete stranger was at the right place at the right time? Did he know the tree branch was falling? What are the odds? Did the stranger happen to step out of the Post Office building at the right moment? Was he following behind them the whole time? A thousand questions ran through his mind, without a single answer.
“It was difficult to see anyone with the lightning bolt being so bright.” A man wearing a fedora said who now stood beside Tom.
By now there were twenty strangers standing around trying to figure out what happened. They talked to each other while examining the tree branch up close.
Tom brushed himself off and looked down the sidewalk. Whoever saved his life was now long gone. Why did he run away afterwards? He looked back at where the tree branch had fallen, it was right where he was standing a few seconds ago. If the stranger hadn’t pushed Tom to the side, he would be dead right now. 
“Are you alright young man?” An older man in a black business suit asked. 
“Are you hurt?”  A woman behind him asked.
“What happened?” A woman in a blue dress asked as she came running out of Jay’s Dress Store and looked around.
Everyone on the sidewalk looked up at the dark cloud as it was fading away. They all watched in shock and disbelief. No one could make sense of how a cloud materialized in one small spot on such a clear day. They stood around talking to each other, pointing up, all trying to understand what happened.      
“Impossible…” Someone called out.
“I’ve never seen such a thing,” Someone else said. 
Tom looked back across the street. The figure standing in the shadows of the police station was gone.
His eyes, Tom thought. What was up with his glowing eyes?
 
 
Chapter 11
 
Two weeks earlier. 
 
The 52nd Television Awards Show.
 
“And the award for best television show of the year, goes to…” Carol Woods the biggest box office star for four years running stood on the stage in front of the glass podium giving his million dollar smile to the thousands in attendants. He reached down and picked up the envelope. Everyone who was popular in the television industry had gathered in the auditorium for the biggest moment. Waiting to see who would win the most covenant award of the evening.    
A silence fell over the crowd, tension filled the room. Everyone held their breath, as Carol took out the card from the envelope. Looking ever so dashing in his tuxedo. Giving yet another bright award winning smile one last time. He read the name on the card out loud. “…. Ghostly Hauntings”
A loud cheer went up through the crowd. Everyone stood up and applauded.
Two men wearing dark suits sitting in the front row stood up and shook hands, turned and gave hugs and kisses to their girlfriends. And made their way up the staircase towards the podium.  
A woman’s voice came over the speakers in the auditorium. “Excepting the award for best television show are the producers and creators of Ghostly Hauntings Mel Morton and David Purse.”
Mel and David made their way to the podium, neither could stop smiling. They walked over to Carol Woods and shook his hand. A model in a blue dress standing a few feet back from Carol stepped forward and handed Mel the golden award. The statue was a mixture of gold and silver, of a man standing with his hands on his hips. Mel and David thanked the model and turned to the podium. They both looked out into the sea of television executives and actors who all stood applauding. A mixture of men in tuxedoes and women in bright colourful dresses. Mel looked into the camera which pointed at centre stage. He could feel the heat from the lights above.
Mel spoke first, sounding out of breath. He placed the award on the podium. “Thank you, thank you, I cannot put into words what this means.” His voice echoed throughout the place. “All the hard work put in over the years. Thank you to all who voted. It means so much to us.” He looked at everyone in their seats, “Chasing after ghost isn’t easy.”
David jumped forward in front of the microphone before the orchestra started to play them off. “And thank you to all the crew, the host Chris Minds and Amy Lanko. Everyone behind the scenes who worked so hard. Thank you. And we hope everyone will tune in for our live broadcast in two weeks time. The show will be amazing. It will go down in history. Thank you.”
David picked up the award and the two men waved to the crowd and moved back from the podium. The crowd applauded as the two producers walked off the stage.  
Backstage it was quieter and darker, the heat from the bright lights was replaced with the cool air of air conditioning. Mel and David shook hands with executives who walked up to them to congratulate them.
They were guided into the media room and stood in front of a single microphone. Under more lights, just not as intense. Reporters sat in their seats across from Mel and David and fired off many questions.  
“What went through your mind when you heard your show called out?” A reporter in the back called out.
Mel leaned into the microphone. “A dream come true. I never thought it would happen, but here we are. All the hard work from all the crew members.” 
“Why do a show about ghosts?” A reporter to the right of Mel asked.
David stood next to the podium. “We always believed ghosts were out there and wanted the world to see for themselves. We love our fans and want to make them happy. ”
“You made believers out of the world.” A woman called out. “What’s that like?”
“It was only a matter of time before the world found out ghosts are real, we had a camera around to capture it. From the moment the first ghost made contact with us by moving the table in the abandoned hospital we knew we were onto something big. It was never about the money, awards, or ratings, it was always about the fans.”
“What about the live show coming up?” A reporter called out.
Mel stepped up to the microphone. “A long time in the making, but we’re going to give the public something they’ve never seen before.”
“What’s the town’s name?” A reporter in the back called out.
“Springbrook Gardens.” Mel answered. “Not too many people have heard it. In fact, we had difficulty finding it on the map. The house we’re going to has a history of being haunted and we thought it was the best location. So Chris Minds can help free the trapped spirit.”
“What can we expect?”
“History in the making.” Mel said. “We’re the first show to be going live from a haunted house. We’re expecting the largest audience in TV history. Never has the world seen anything like this. After the show is finished you’ll have to fall asleep with the light on.”
Everyone laughed. 
David stepped up to the microphone. “Let's hope the ghosts in the house do something that makes the night memorable.”   
“Oh they will, I will see to it.” Mel whispered. 
 
Chapter 12
 
Friday after school…
 
Tom leaned back on the soft couch in the living room. His head was still spinning from what happened. He wasn’t sure what to think about more. The tree branch falling, or the figure with glowing eyes he saw the moment before.  
His mom walked in the room with a cup of hot chocolate. “You had a rough day.” She handed him the cup.
“The day itself was fine, it was the coming home part that was a bit crazy.” He took a sip.
“Strangest thing I ever heard. A storm cloud out of nowhere. I’ll go online later and look up information about that,” she said while shaking her head.
“Must have something to do with ghosts,” Tom said and laughed a bit. Still picturing the strange man with glowing eyes.
“Don’t let your father hear you say that.” His mom whispered. “You know your dad doesn’t like anyone talking about ghosts. And with your grandfather on the run, it will only make it worse.”
“I can hear Dad now. Can’t take ghost hunting too seriously son. Everything has a scientific reason. Even Dad would believe the lighting bolt on a sunny day could be explained with science. If you believe in ghosts people will laugh at us like they did your grandpa.”
“Your dad always looks to science to prove everything,” she said with sympathy. “Not only ghosts.”
“Is Dad coming home earlier tonight?” Tom whispered.
“I think so. He called and said they were finishing the project in the office.” 
Tom thought back to when he was younger….
 
….”What do you have there Tom?” His dad asked as he walked into the living room, home from work with his briefcase in hand. “What books are my ten year old boy reading now?”
“I was at the library and picked up a few books to read over the weekend. Seeing as how there’s nothing worth watching on TV.” He said while looking up at him from the dining room table. A stack of library books to his right. 
His dad walked over to the table and picked them up. “Let’s see what you’re reading nowadays. A book on dinosaurs, a book on card tricks,” He stopped when he looked at the cover of the third one.
Tom could feel his face turning red; he was feeling uncomfortable by his dad’s silence.
“Looks like you got a book on ghosts and the paranormal.” His dad said in a cold tone.
He shook his head yes, he didn’t know what else to say.
His dad sat down beside him at the table. “You know son, you should study science, not ghosts. The whole world of ghosts is a waste of time. Science is real. We can make the world a better place through science. The sooner you start reading books on science the faster you can let go of the silly ideas of ghosts being real. The better grades you get, the better the university. Then you can be like me and become a scientist.”
Tom nodded slightly. He wanted to continue reading books on ghosts, but he didn’t want his father disappointed.
 
 
…Tom looked back at his mother. “Any news about grandpa?”
She folded her hands together. “Almost forgot about that with everything happening to you. No, I haven’t heard anything. They might have found him already, but we haven’t been told yet.”
“Let’s hope it happens.” He hoped his grandfather was back in the hospital where he belonged, getting good help. Not out wandering the cold, empty, city streets. Mumbling something about ghosts to strangers walking by. He thought for a moment, “Was it grandpa’s belief in ghosts that made dad become a scientist?”
“I believe so, it embarrassed your dad. While in school his classmates teased him because his dad ran around this town talking about someone called Joseph…” she thought for a moment. “I can’t remember the name.” She looked back to him. “Your father didn’t like being laughed at, no one does.  Your grandfather was strange but he was very nice to your sister and you. He always loves you both.”
He sat in silence for a moment a thousand thoughts went through his head. His body was still jumpy from the falling tree branch. “Grandpa always said he needed to finish the battle. What battle?”
She looked over to him. “No one knows what your grandfather was talking about.”
“One time in the hospital he said the time is coming for another battle and the day will soon be here.”
“Don’t think about that. Your grandfather cared for you and your sister deeply, but he needed help. Sometimes young kids don’t know when an adult needs help…”
Tom and his mom both looked up when they heard the front door opening. His mom got up and walked out of the living room to see who it was.  
“Honey, you’re home.” She called out.
Tom heard his mother’s voice and jumped off the couch. He ran around the corner and saw his dad standing inside the front door. He felt a lot better. He ran over and hung him. “Hey Dad.”
“You’re home a bit earlier.” His mom said. “We thought you would be gone until midnight.”
“Yeah, the boys and I at the lab decided we would finish the project on Monday. There’s a lot of paperwork that needs to be done and none of us felt like filling it out before the weekend. Talk about boring. Besides, I wanted to see my family and remember what they all looked like. Considering how much I’ve been away the last few weeks.” He fixed his tie on his dark brown suit.
“Lisa your dad is home.” She yelled out the stairs.
A second later Lisa’s bedroom door opened and she came running down the stairs with her cell phone in her hand. She came over and hung her dad. “It’s only five-thirty. Mom said you’d be home past eleven.”
“I know, but like I was telling your brother and mom, I wanted to see my family.” He hugged her back. “What have you two been up to since I’ve been gone?” He looked at Tom. “Your mom called me at work saying you had a close call with a tree branch?”
“Oh, it was nothing,” Tom said and gave a quick wave of his hand through the air.
“Nothing? You nearly were killed. That doesn’t sound like nothing to me.” His dad said back.
“Nothing I can’t deal with. I was able to move out of the way with my fast reflexes.” Tom found himself lying, for some reason he held back the information about the man who pushed him to safety. He didn’t know why.
“As long as you’re all right.,” he said while looking at Tom. He turned to Lisa. “What about you, staying out of trouble? Chit-chatting on the phone all day I imagine?”
Lisa turned away embarrassed, “You know, I’m hanging out with friends. Having to put up with Tom talking about the show Ghostly Hauntings and the live broadcast on Sunday.”
“Ghost?” Her dad said in a low voice. “That sounds…interesting.” He paused her a moment. “I’ll head on upstairs to get changed and I’ll come back down.” He turned away from Tom and headed up the stairs.
Tom wished Lisa didn’t bring up the subject of the live show. He knew right away his dad was bothered by the idea. He had stayed away from talking about it for the last few months. 
 
Ten minutes later Tom was in the kitchen finishing his ham sandwich he had made. His dad came back downstairs and walked in opened the refrigerator and pulled out the carton of orange juice. Picked out a glass from the cupboard he stood for a moment after drinking from the glass. Tom knew his dad was going to say something he just didn’t know what.  
“Guess the ghost show is coming to town for the weekend,” His dad said to him.
Tom felt nervous for a moment. “Yeah, “ He wasn’t sure if he should go into detail about it. He would be happy to talk to anyone about the show anytime, anywhere. But with his dad around it was a different story. 
There was a moment of awkward silence.  
“You know talk of ghosts is silly, there’s no point in believing in ghosts.” He said to Tom.
Tom looked down at the table. “I know. I want to understand what’s out there,” he answered in a low voice.
His father looked away. “There’s nothing out there. Your grandfather believed there was and look where it got him. I don’t want you ending up the same way. We talked about this a thousand times before. You should let go of the idea of ghosts and study science. Help make the world a better place. Wasting your time on ghosts will get you nowhere. You can get a good job with an education. Only children believe in ghosts, you need to be a man now. Study real subjects. Only science can make the world better. Spirits and afterlife aren’t real. It’s never done the world any good.” He finished the glass rinsed it off and left the room.
Tom sat in silence. 
His mother walked in a minute later and sat down beside him at the table.  She put her hand on his. “Your dad is only looking out for you. He wants the best for you and your sister.”
Tom knew she was only trying to help. “If only he read the books I’ve had. He might think differently. I have books in my room, which claim to have proof of the afterlife. If Dad and I could sit down at some point and talk about it maybe he would see things differently.” Tom looked at her. He felt a bit better talking to her than his dad.
“You have to remember, your Dad had to watch your Grandfather get taken away to the hospital, because he wouldn’t let go of his beliefs in ghosts and it drove him mad.”
“That wouldn’t happen to me.” He looked away.
“I know, but talking of ghosts has a negative place in your dad’s heart. It’s painful to him to talk about TV shows about ghosts, no matter how innocent the show might be. It’s not, fun for him, or exciting like it is for you. It’s something that brings up bad memories.”
“Maybe I should make him happy and stop studying the paranormal altogether. Ever since I started reading books on ghosts Dad never wants to spend time with me. Remember the family picnics we went on. Those were the good old days.”
“Your dad works a lot. If he had more free time he would spend it with you. As a family, we would go on more family picnics ”
Tom fell silent for a moment. “A strange thing happened when I saw the tree branch fall today. I saw a figure…”
   The phone rang.
“One moment honey, let me get that.” She stood up walked across the room and answered the phone. She turned to Tom. “It’s your friend Cliff.” She waited as Tom got up and took the phone. She gave Tom a nice smile and walked out of the room.
Tom was feeling tired, but decided to talk anyway. “Hey Cliff what’s up?” He listened for a moment. “What good news? …Why can’t you tell me over the phone?” He listened a bit more. “Okay, I’ll be there in a minute then.” He hung up the phone and turned to go upstairs. What on earth was Cliff playing at? It wasn’t like Cliff to play games, he couldn’t come out and say what it was.  
“Mom I’m headed over to Cliff’s house,” He yelled out as he ran up the stairs. He ran into his room to grab his camera. Cliff wouldn’t tell him what it’s for over the phone, but told him to make sure to bring it with him. He turned to walk out of his room and passed by the window and quickly froze and had to look again. He could’ve sworn he saw someone moving in the backyard. What was that? By the tree near the back fence. It looked like a figure hiding, trying not to be seen. Tom stood for a moment waiting to see if the figure moved again. After a second he realized his head was playing games. There was no one there. He had to get going, Cliff was waiting to tell him something important. As he walked out of the room he didn’t notice the eyes on the poster above his bed appeared to be following him as he walked out. He turned off the light and went down the stairs. The eyes on the poster continued to glow bluish-white.   
 
 
Chapter 13
 
Friday afternoon
 
  Tom mother’s walked into the living room as his dad sat looking out the window. A moment of silence filled the void. 
“I know you’re looking out for him. Wanting him to be safe.” She said as she stood next to him. “But this is a big weekend for him. His favourite show is in town. Everyone has waited so long for this. After the weekend is over everything will go back to normal.”
“It’s not the show that bothers me. It’s what the show is about and how it can trigger him to wanting to learn more.”
“Tom’s a smart boy. He knows not to let a show get to him.” 
“We’ve done so much holding the truth from him. Wanting him to live a normal life. We have to play it safe and make sure he studies science. It’s safer that way. We can’t risk him finding out the truth and getting hurt. What if he finds out what’s really going on and wants to follow in his grandfather’s footsteps. He might up end as crazy as he is.”
“You know your father isn’t crazy.”
“We need Tom to think that. We can’t risk him knowing what’s really happening. If he chooses to follow in his grandfather’s footsteps it’s not a game. It’s the real thing out there. He could get killed. He could be like me finding answers in science. The world has changed science can make the change my dad wanted. It’s all about Tom’s safety.”
 
Chapter 14
 
On an unassuming street in the suburbs of a big city stands a picture perfect house. The one that would appear on the cover of any magazine featuring beautiful homes. Kris’ assistant Debbie finished her day and made it home. Instead of being on the couch watching a sitcom. Or chatting on the phone. She is instead in her basement wearing an all black robe. Kneeling in front of a dark altar. Candles off to the side light up the walls. 
A room no one knows about. The rest of the house was made to look innocent, warm and welcoming. The type of place you’d love to stay in. But no one was allowed in the basement. For there, the true reason for its existence stood. 
With her eyes closed she lifted her head to the altar. “Soon the time will come for me to see the master. The years of studying the dark arts will be rewarded. I have learned all this is to know. Now the time has come to see it unfold firsthand. The location has been found. Soon I will arrive in the town of Springbrook Gardens. I will see the glowing eyes of the one who has paved the way for all of us who know the dark arts is the only way. The town will be taken over and then the world. It will be set right. No more countries, no more leaders. Only the one true master who will enslave all of mankind. Making everything right. The way it should have been all along. “
She lowered her head towards the altar as the candles burned away. 
 
 
Chapter  15
 
Tom closed the door to his house behind him and took off running down his driveway. Out onto the sidewalk with the afternoon sun above him. He moved as fast as he could towards Cliff’s house. He could feel the slight weight of his camera in his pocket. He wanted to get to Cliff’s place as fast as possible. Cliff sounded wound up over the phone, but wouldn’t tell him why. He said it was major and could only be told in person. Just like Cliff to play these games. Tom had an idea it involved Ghostly Hauntings somehow, or at least he hoped. He ran past by a senior couple long the way.
“Look at that young boy go.” The woman with grey hair said.
“I was that fast when I was his age.” The old man said watching Tom run further down the sidewalk.
He ran up Cliff’s driveway, up the stone path, and knocked on the dark brown wooden door.
A moment later Cliff opened it. “Hey Tom good to see you.” He stood calm and relaxed.
Tom looked at him with his eyes wide. “What do you mean, good to see you, what’s the news?” He felt like a kid on his birthday waiting for his presents.
“News? What news? I don’t know what you’re talking about?” Cliff said when a smile.
“Don’t play games Cliff you called saying you got the biggest news of all time.” Tom held his hands together.
“I know, I’m teasing you.” He laughed a bit. “Of course I got big news. You know how my sister works at the Springbrook Gardens Inn?”
Tom paused a moment. “Yeah, don’t tell me you call me for that?” 
“No, something really cool. I found out that none other than Chris Minds is staying at the inn, right this very second.”
Tom nearly fell backwards. “What? Are you serious? Chris Minds is in Springbrook Gardens right now? The world’s greatest psychic is here?” He yelled out.
“Sure is. My sister booked him in a few hours ago. She isn’t going around telling everyone. Cause she doesn’t want everyone in town rushing the place. But I overheard her talking to my mom on the phone.”
Tom put his arms in the air as though he scored a touchdown. “This is amazing. Think of it, we could meet Chris and maybe get an autograph. So what are we waiting for? Let’s head on over there right now.”
“You read my mind,” Cliff said while pointing at him. 
Tom turned around, jumped down the few steps off the porch. and ran down the stone path. He looked back to see if Cliff was following.  
“Give me a moment to tell my mom I’m leaving,” Cliff called out to Tom.
“Sure,” Tom called back. He stopped on the driveway, and started dancing around. He couldn’t contain his happiness. This was the best news ever.
Cliff turned and looked back inside the house. “Hey Mom,” he yelled out as loud as he could.
“What?” a woman’s voice faintly came from the back of the house.
“I’m going out with Tom,” Cliff yelled out.
“Don’t bother the psychic staying at the Inn.” She yelled back. Her voice barely making it to the front door.
Cliff shook his head. How did she know? Mothers always know. “Okay.” He lied. “I’ll be back in a little bit.” He closed the door behind him, jumped down the few steps from the porch and ran across the grass onto the driveway. “Okay, we can head out now.”
They both took off running along the sidewalk as fast as they could move, headed for Main Street. Passing by countless Victorian houses in seconds. Two-story houses with wrap-around porches. Green lawns and massive hundred-year-old trees reaching up to the sky. Tree branches thick and heavy, blocking out some of the sunlight over the roads. A couple of cars drove along on the road. 
Cliff tried yelling over to Tom as they ran along. “I heard my sister say Chris came in not too long ago. Didn’t bring any attention to himself. Kept a low profile. Signed in and went up to his room.” He tried getting the words out in between breaths.
“I wonder if Chris arrives in town a few days before every show?” Tom looked ahead towards Main Street and knew they didn’t have far to go. “Maybe he needs to get the feel for the town before”. He started to breathe heavy. He wanted to stop, but he wanted to see Chris Minds more, so he kept moving his legs. He figured he needed to spend more time in gym class than hanging out in the newspaper club. 
“And this being a live show maybe he really needs to focus his mind.” Cliff added.
They approached Main Street and stopped running. They didn’t want to bump into anyone walking along the sidewalk. And they were tired. Neither would admit it though.
They took a moment to rest before walking along Main Street’s sidewalk. Growing up in the town, Tom knew every street and building. The traffic was light for the time of day. A few cars were parallel parked along the side. The sidewalks were wide enough to allow tourists and residents to walk along comfortably. With a few trees planted every few yards. Each building had a glass storefront window. With the name of the store above in big black letters. 
Tom saw the pharmacy a block ahead and knew the Inn was next door.
Cliff turned to Tom. “I still can’t believe Ghostly Hauntings is coming here tomorrow. I didn’t think anyone on Earth knew of our town.” He laughed a bit,  “In fact, most people when driving along the highway almost miss the cut-off. How on earth did the producers find out about the Baxter house? It’s not written about in any book nor a movie made about it.”
Tom nodded in agreement. “It’s not like information on the Baxter house is made public. In fact, I’ve never seen anyone talk about our town on TV. I’ve read every book about haunted houses and never once came across even a single line about the Baxter house. But somehow the producers knew to come here.”
“Talk about a mystery. I’m not complaining thought.” Cliff said. “Remember the night when they announced our town’s name as the location of the live show?” 
Tom stopped walking for a second. “Do I? I thought the location would be some building in the city. Not a house out here. I was lying on the couch when Amy Lanko stood in front of the camera and opened the envelope with our town’s name inside. I froze. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I was sure heard wrong.”
Cliff nodded in agreement. “I was stunned beyond all belief. I was breathless. For the first few seconds, I thought I was dreaming.” He said with an excited tone.
Tom nodded. “After I heard Springbrook Gardens it didn’t even register in my head. It took a few seconds before I thought, that’s my town. I thought someone was playing a joke on me.”
They both started laughing. 
“I started yelling and cheering,” Cliff said. “The neighbours almost called the police, they thought my house was on fire.” He said while laughing.
“My parents came running into the living room to check on me. They thought I had gotten hurt. Well technically I did, I fell off the couch. I was in such a rush to run into the kitchen and tell them I ended up tripping over my own feet. There I was lying on the floor trying to tell them the good news and they stood there staring at me like I was an alien. I was rambling on so fast, talking a mile a minute. They didn’t understand a word I was saying. Right after telling my parents, I tried calling you.”
Cliff slapped his knee laughing. “And while you were phoning me I was trying to phone you and both of us were getting busy signals for a half hour.”
They had to stop walking because of their laughter. A woman walked passed them and gave them a strange look. 
“There I was in my living room pushing redial over and over. Wondering who on earth were you talking to for so long.” Tom said in between breaths.
“So was I,” Cliff said he continued laughing.
Tom paused for a moment. “You know what the worst part was? Having to wait all those months for the show to finally get here.”
Cliff rolled his eyes and put his hand on his forehead. Trying to catch his breath. “Oh tell me about it. Everyday. Month after month.”
“These last few weeks have been the hardest,” Tom said. “Each day feeling like a year. It seemed this day would never get here.”
“And now that it’s here, it seems like a dream.”
Hearing Cliff say the word dream sent a chill through his body. It got him thinking about all the strange dreams he’s been having for the last week. Being inside that bizarre house. Having the creepy man with the bluish-white eyes chasing after the innocent young girl. Who was that little girl? And why did the creepy man chase after her all the time? 
Every night each dream getting more intense each time. He had to give his head a shake and come back to reality. He figured with all the talk of Ghostly Hauntings coming to his town, maybe he was making the dreams happen. Sometimes in late August, he would dream about being back in school walking the hallways because school in September was on his mind. Who knows, since Ghostly Hauntings has been on his mind for so long it would only be natural for him to dream about ghosts and demons. What else would explain it? It seemed things were getting very weird. 
He looked over to talk to Cliff. At this point, he would talk about anything to get his mind off his bizarre dreams. He didn’t care what the subject was as long as it wasn’t nightmares. He would even talk about math class, now that was pushing it. He knew if the day ever came when math class was interesting, it would be a very sad day. He felt his blood turn cold as fear shot through him. Cliff was gone… 
 
 
Chapter 16
 
Tom came to a complete standstill. He quickly looked around, up and down the sidewalk. What happened to Cliff? Where did he go? A moment ago he was laughing about the show coming to town. He could feel his muscles beginning to tense up, as his head began to spin. Could this have something to do with the mystery man with the glowing eyes? Was Cliff kidnapped while standing right beside him? He turned around and slowly started walking back the same way he came. He looked down the street as far as he could see, nothing. No sign of him anywhere. It felt as though every inch of the street was a mile long. All sound began fading away. His nightmares were becoming real. He needed to stay calm, don’t panic in public. He walked by a variety store. Where on earth did he go? His whole weekend was coming undone.  
“Hey Tom, in here.” A voice called out.
Tom stopped and looked over his shoulder. He looked inside Jim’s Variety Store and saw Cliff standing at the counter paying for Popsicles. For a moment the weight of the world left his shoulders. The tension leaving his body almost made him laugh out loud. 
Now he really felt silly, worrying about the mystery man kidnapping Cliff, when in the end he had stopped in a variety store to pick up a couple of Popsicles. Something he had done a thousand times before. He was so lost in his thoughts about his bizarre dreams, he didn’t even notice his friend stopping in a variety store. He knew he had to chill out with worrying about some mysterious figure with bluish-white eyes and his weird dreams. He gave his head a shake and walked inside.
“Wonder where I went?” Cliff asked with a bit of a laugh.
Tom lied quickly. “No, not at all. I knew all along.” 
Cliff looked at him for a moment. “Really? You look like you’ve seen a ghost. I thought I’d make a quick stop for some popsicles on the way there. Can’t go wrong with popsicles and Chris Minds at the same time.” 
Tom knew Cliff was right. he probably wore his stress like a neon sign. If there was one thing Tom was horrible at, it was hiding the truth. Everyone could tell by looking at him when he was lying. 
He looked to his left at Jim, the variety store owner. Jim with his grey hair wearing black overalls smiled at him and nodded, letting him know Cliff was right. He did look stressed and nervous. He tried to smile back hoping it would make him look relaxed. Instead, he knew it was only making him look weirder.
“I got you your favourite colour of Popsicle. Blue. Blue is your favourite colour right?”
“Sure is,” Tom said with a smile as he laughed to himself. He really could feel the pressure and tension leaving his body. Somehow eating a Popsicle reminded him of being a kid again. He had been inside Jim’s variety store a thousand times throughout his life. As far back as he could remember. When everything was innocent and peaceful. He decided from this point on he wouldn’t worry about the mystery man, or his dreams. They meant nothing. 
It was time to enjoy Ghostly Hauntings from this point on, nothing will get in the way.
They said goodbye to Jim and made their way out of the store. Back out onto Main Street headed towards the Inn. With the cool wind mixing in just right with the warmth of the sun enjoying the ice-cold Popsicles. Tom had always enjoyed blue, as Cliff was never without his favourite colour, red. 
They made their way to the Springbrook Gardens Inn located a few blocks from the centre of Main Street. Anyone passing through the town wanting to stay a night would get a room at the Inn. 
He was finishing his Popsicle as they approached. He looked at the large stone facing on the outside. It had a medieval castle look to it. The large, grey stones were smooth as glass. The windows panes were painted black with a dark tint on the glass. The dark-coloured doors were large. 
As a child, Tom thought an Ox would be needed to pull open the doors. It wasn’t until a few years ago when he had a chance to walk inside and pull on the door, only to realize the doors had no weight at all. He finished his Popsicle and threw the empty stick into the garbage can to his right. He turned to Cliff. “This is it. Are you ready to meet Chris Minds?” He asked in a low mysterious tone, and then started to laugh. 
“Come on what are we waiting for,” Cliff said as they rushed inside.  
They pulled open the door and quickly ran in. 
It was quiet inside, dark, feeling like an old library. Low lighting with jazz music playing softly in the background. If he wanted to speak to Cliff, Tom felt like he needed to whisper.
Barney Tee, the owner and caretaker of the inn came out from the back office when he heard the front door open and stood behind the counter. Barney had short hair comb back, he thought it made him look professional. Advice he once gave to Tom. He liked wearing a black suit. The jacket, he kept on the back of a chair near the office door. He would throw it on when he heard guests coming through. He looked at the two boys, with one eyebrow raised. “What you boys up to?” He asked pretending to look stern.
“Oh, hey Barney. Where here to… ask my sister something.” Cliff said with his million-dollar smile.
Tom knew Cliff wasn’t going to say anything about Chris Minds. Barney was a nice guy, but he might not want two kids bugging the guests.
“Okay, just don’t bother the guests,” Barney said.
Tom smiled, he guessed right.
Barney looked at the two of them longer. “You being here, wouldn’t have anything to do with Ghostly Hauntings being in town?” 
Cliff looked back at Barney. “What? Ghostly Hauntings is coming to our town? I never heard that news.”  
“I’m watching you two,” he said, with a fake evil eye, then gave a warm smile.
They smiled back and turned towards the staircase on the right-hand side of the inn.
Tom looked around the place. He was amazed by how big it seemed on the inside, and dark for that matter. A few guests were sitting at the tables in leather chairs at the lobby. Some reading newspapers, others talking quietly to each other. The place was quieter than a funeral home. He figured funeral homes were more alive. 
They walked up the wide, long steps to the second floor. The rugs on the floor and red carpet stairs muffled any noise their steps made. Even the dark wallpaper made the place seem quieter. The oil lamps on the wall lit the way. Tom looked at the paintings hanging to his right in gold frames. One was a large wooden boat in a dark, grey storm. Another had children running in a golden field as the sunset. He had to look twice, what a contrast in paintings. 
Tom looked up at the second-floor landing and saw Cliff’s sister Krista closing a door behind her as she walked out of one of the rooms. In her hands were a stack of white bed sheets all nicely folded. He figured she was making her rounds changing the beds. She was a few years older than Cliff and a thousand times more mature. 
Her uniform had a white top with black pants. She looked over at the two of them coming up the stairs. Tom could tell she already looked slightly annoyed. Then again anytime she saw Cliff she always looked annoyed.
The insanity in Cliff’s house was never-ending. The first time Tom walked in he thought he was in an asylum. If two of his family members were in a conversation it usually involved a lot of loud voices, which could easily be mistaken for yelling. Of course, it was all natural to Cliff. In Cliff’s house, you either spoke up loud or got crushed under.
She looked at them and shook her head. “Hey, you two. What are you up to?”
Tom looked over at Cliff feeling nervous. He thought they would get kicked out, and lose out on a perfect opportunity at meeting Chris Minds. 
Cliff smiled and put his arms out. “My favourite sister, how are you? We’re not up to anything, just… hanging out”.
She looked at both of them, Tom couldn’t tell if she was buying it. His wide eyes probably didn’t help. “Oh really? Hanging out in the same place where Chris Minds is rumoured to be staying.” She said.
“Is he?” Tom said pretending to look shocked, hoping he could con people as well as Cliff.  “I didn’t hear any rumours.” He knew his fake tone wasn’t as convincing as Cliff’s.
“So my brother didn’t say anything to you?” Krista asked looking right at Tom.
Cliff smiled. “Nothing at all, kind, sweet sister. We came here to see you.” 
She looked over at her brother. “While I’m working? Really? I should let you know that Chris Minds isn’t here right now.”
“What?” they both called out at the same time. Echoing throughout the inn. 
“You heard me. He said he was going for a walk along Main Street.”
“Really?” Tom turned to Cliff completely shocked. “You hear that. We were just there. We missed him.” he looked back at Krista. “What I mean is,… we happened to miss him, not that we’re here to see him.”
She looked at them and shook her head. “He left about a half hour ago. If you run really fast you might be able to catch up to him for your autographs.”
“Good point.” Cliff yelled out. He turned to Tom. “Let’s go.”
The two of them turned around and took off running down the stairs as though the place was on fire. They both jumped the last few steps to save time. They made their way out the front door within seconds. 
Barney didn’t even have time to look up from his newspaper to see what happened.
Outside they came to a sudden stop, another step and they would be on the road. They stood on the sidewalk for a moment looking up and down Main Street. Hoping they would get a lucky break and see Chris Minds returning from his walk. After a minute they realized their idea wasn’t working, he was nowhere to be seen. 
Tom knew they had to come up with a better plan. He could feel the excitement leaving his body. So close, they almost met their idol.
 
On the second floor of the Inn Billie-Jo Kozma carried a stack of towels in her arms and walked by Krista. “Did I hear you telling a lie to your brother about Chris Minds going for a walk in town?”
“Sure did,” Krista answered while walking towards the next room. “I didn’t want the two of them knowing Chris was in his room right now. My brother would’ve ran over to Chris’s door and started knocking like a madman, never stopping. We can’t have our guests bothered like that. Chris would think the people of Springbrook Gardens are crazy stalkers. We might be a small town but we need to be respectful to our guests. Like in the big city. So I told a little lie and said Chris was out for a walk.”
“You’re mean,” Billie-Jo said sarcastically, with a smile.
Krista laughed, “He’s my brother, he bugs me all the time, this is my way of getting him back.” She walked into the next empty room. 
 
Outside Tom stood in the sunlight and looked over to Cliff. He was beginning to second-guess himself. “Which way should we go, north or south?” Hoping Cliff had some ideas.  
“Let’s head north, cause we came from the south to get here and didn’t see him. So if we walk north and don’t cross his path then we can go back south,” Cliff said.
Tom was surprised Cliff had a good idea. “Good point. Let’s do it.”
They turned and made their way north, looking at anyone and everyone who passed by hoping one of them would be Chris Minds. Tom had a strange feeling Chris was nearby. 
 
As they walked away, neither of them noticed the curtain above them on the second-floor window of the inn moved ever so slightly. Chris Minds looked out and watched Tom as he walked up the street.
Chris turned away from the window. “Will the boy be ready when the time comes?”
A voice from the other side of the room within the darkness spoke. “He will hear his calling when the time is right.”
“There is a chance he can fail. We need to warn him and train him on what is to come.”
“If we tell him too early, the master plan will fail.”
 
Chapter 17
 
Three days earlier…
 
David Purse moved his black leather chair back from his desk, stood up and walked around his office desk. Scooped up a stack of papers from the right corner, tucked them under his arm and made his way across the room to the glass door. A large office with only a few bits of furniture, giving the office a quiet, calm feel. The grey work desk with his black leather chair and two grey chairs in the front for guests to sit down. A few oil paintings on the wall. 
One painting had an older man walking down a narrow street from long ago. Classical music, consisting of violins and flutes played lightly in the background, keeping the office mellow and calm. 
He looked in the mirror before leaving. His light brown hair parted in the middle. He liked the way his red tie matched his black suit. He figured he would leave his jacket in the office. He’s been working in the television industry for a few years and was already a millionaire. He liked the red sports car waiting for him in the parking lot. The drive home was nice no matter how bad the traffic. 
He didn’t always want to be in television. Real a state was his lifelong dream. Until he met up with Mel Morton who told the true secret of making millions no time flat without really having to work hard. All you had to do was put garbage on TV and millions of people would tune in. Mel was right. If you try to create a program with intelligence and information, you limit your audience. However, if you create pointless rubbish you reach the largest audience possible. He reached over and opened the glass door to thundering chaos. 
Outside his office, it sounded like a cross between a jumbo jet taking off and a zoo. 
Employees of the largest television network worked away in their large opened room. Few walls block each other’s views. Making communication easier and faster. Sunlight came pouring through the huge massive glass windows on both sides of the building. Employees always joked about not having to turn on any lights throughout the building. Saying it was like working outside The desks were in line row upon row with no partitions blocking anyone’s view. 
The sound of phones constantly ringing never ended. Janice the secretary answered one call after another. Pushing hold buttons after hold button. Red lights on the phones never stopped flashing. She paged one employee after another with only seconds’ in-between. There was always someone yelling something out from one end of the room to another. Bodies moving about in one direction or another. Everyone moved as though behind on their schedule. Fingers hammering away on keyboards never ended. 
Johnny Washer stood up from his desk and called out to Paul Steen, who worked at the other end of the floor. Paul yelled back never looking up from his computer. They had a conversation with each other for over a minute. None of the other employees were bothered by the sound of all the yelling. Everyone knew there simply was no time to waste with walking over to the other person’s desk to talk face to face.
Time was the one thing no one had to spare. Everything needed to be done yesterday. Nobody ever walked to where they were needed, everybody ran. Moving slow simply meant walking fast and not running. If paperwork were dropped on the wooden floor it would have to be picked up as fast as possible or it would get walked over. 
Any poor Greenhorn would be caught so off guard by the insanity, they would need valium. After a few days, a new employee either accepted the lunacy on the office floor, or go mad. The floor of the stock market was less noisy and chaotic. The law of the jungle applied to the work office of the largest television network in the world. What looked like a war zone was a normal casual morning.
David walked along flipping through the paperwork in his hand, checking last week’s ratings. At no point did he look up while walking. He bent and twist his way around everyone while completely focused on his paperwork. A few years on the job helped him develop his sixth sense where everyone was and moving to. He knew by instinct how close everyone was around him.
He approached the desk of Sonya Cullen and moved to the right at the last second. Somehow he knew she was going to stand up from her desk and in the process move her chair back. All it took was a few chairs in the hip to learn when to move quickly, David learned fast enough. Another employee Charlie Owens approached David while carrying a stack of papers. The stack was too high and Charlie had no idea what was in front of him. David moved to the right at the last second to avoid a collision. 
Carol from the mailroom walked about dropping off and picking outgoing mail. After picking up mail from Sandy’s desk and smiling at her, as he usually did, he backed up with the cart and nearly rammed into David. But David had stopped walking. Somehow David knew Carol was about to move back. David wasn’t a psychic, he knew. 
You only had to bump into someone once and have coffee spill all over you from a crushed Styrofoam cup to know when some kid in love with an employee was about to move back without looking behind him. 
The noise level never bothered David either. A canon could go off, he wouldn’t notice or jump. As long as the noise was blocked out when he was in his office, he didn’t care.
Fan mail never stopped pouring in. More bags of mail arrived in one day for Ghostly Hauntings than most T.V. shows received in a month. Some letters asking for autographs, some asking Ghostly Hauntings to come to their town. Some wrote to tell stories of their encounters with ghosts. The show had become so popular the mailroom started off as one employee working in a small room and quickly moved to a much larger office. Within a year the mailroom took up the entire third floor. 
David looked at the paperwork; he liked what he saw in the ratings. As usual, Ghostly Hauntings was at the top of the list. He thought back when the show first started off, dead last in the ratings with only a handful of viewers. The first show aired at 1 a.m. on a Tuesday morning. Could the time slot have gotten any worse?
Critics laughed, saying the show would never last the month. Calling it the worst show in television history. However, within a few months, it grew to become the number one show on T.V. and David Purse enjoyed every second of it. Anytime he passed by a critic on the street he simply smiled, a polite way of saying something nasty. Readjusting his expensive suit. Looking at his gold watch. Making sure the critics saw the light shining off of it.  
The Ghostly Hauntings crew were given their own floor in the building two years ago. It was now the hip place to be seen. Countless movie stars, happen to stop by and walk around the area having their picture taken by paparazzi.
As usual, the die-hard fans of the show stood outside the building. They became such a problem it forced the network to hire security to hold everyone back from trying to rush inside whenever the front doors opened.    
Especially those annoying Ghostly Ghouls fans. Always there, they never went away. Every hour of everyday standing outside taking pictures of anyone or anything moving. Hoping by chance it would be Chris Minds or Amy Lanko. Every once in a while their luck paid off. 
The paparazzi walked around the front doors as well like a pack of wolves. Looking for any “shocking moments” they could sell for thousands of dollars. David could never understand what shocking moments could happen by employees walking to and from their cars in the parking lot.
On more than one occasion fans have gotten into the building either by sneaking in a back door, or an open window. A few fans have tried dressing up as pizza or deliverymen. One fan tried dressing up as Chris Minds, a perfect dead ringer. He almost had gotten away with it until he ran into the real Chris Minds on the elevator. Chris said it was like looking into a mirror. Apparently, Chris now hires the look a like to work with him at public events. 
David reached the other side of the office floor and walked down a quieter hallway. Stepping off the wooden floor and onto carpet. The hallway were as busy, but not as noisy. Employees moved about, having somewhere they needed to be ten minutes ago. 
The offices on both sides had a glass wall facing out into the hall. Something Mel had installed. Thinking it looked more professional, more hip, different. It said to the world “we have nothing to hide, no secrets”. Funny, David thought if only the world knew the truth.
He glanced into an office to his right as he walked by. Inside were the Ghostly Hauntings show writers. They were crowded around a table working out the script for an upcoming show. He could hear them fighting over what was the best line to use for the opening shots. They all had their sleeves rolled up, faces red, waving their hands around. All trying to be heard. David smiled to himself and walked faster. If theirs one thing he learned, was never got involved in an argument with the show’s writers. Let them hammer it out, they always do. 
David stopped walking when he came to the halfway point of the hall. He placed the papers he was reading under his arm and looked through the glass wall into Mel Morton’s office. An office so big a game of football could be played inside. David looked to the left wall at the awards on Mel’s shelf. He didn’t realize Ghostly Hauntings had won so many. The carpet in Mel’s office was a deep red, a darker colour than what David would’ve preferred. 
He noticed Mel talking on the phone behind the large wooden dark coloured desk. It looked as though it weighed a ton. David knew Mel was the true brains behind the show. Ghostly Hauntings was his idea, David wished he could come up with own ideas. He knew one day he would step out from behind Mel’s shadow and become his own star. But until then, he went along for the ride. There was still more to learn before leading the way. It was the one thing David admired and felt jealous of. Mel never backed down from anything. Of course Mel’s ethics weren’t the best either. 
A year ago an award-winning movie was made about a cold heart, ruthless producer who would do anything to succeed. Rumours went about that the movie’s lead character was based on Mel. Most producers would feel horribly embarrassed by those types of rumours. Mel loved it.
David remembered the first show Mel had on the air. Called “Crazy Money” contestants would do some of the wildest things ever seen on TV to win a few dollars. It was a ratings smash, but canceled after two years because moral people thought it was unethical. Petitions were signed, rallies were held. 
The Monday following the announcement of the cancellations. A huge gathering of “Crazy money” supporters stood face to face with critics. Yelling back and forth about the show. Both groups carrying protest signs and megaphones. 
Mel watched from his office and loved every second. A week later he became the only TV producer in history to appear on the cover of “Hot Starz” the biggest magazine in the TV industry. 
After that day he could write his own ticket. When Mel was told his show was canceled David thought he would’ve taken the news hard. Mel laughed it off and said he would throw another garbage show on the air. Mel couldn’t have cared what people thought. His house was bigger than an office tower, and he owned five sports cars. He was “mister popular” everywhere he went. Best seats in the most expensive restaurants in town, movie stars wanting to be by his side. Life was a party for him and everything he did in life was a scam.   
Mel sat at his desk, laughing and smiling while talking on the phone. He looked up and saw David waiting in the hall and waved him in. 
David pushed open the glass door, it moved freely and smoothly with no weight to it. He walked across the thick carpet without making any sound and sat down in the chair across from Mel’s desk. 
Mel leaned back in his chair and finished up his conversation on the phone. “That’s right Tara… yes the crew and I will be heading over on the weekend…. all right see you then…. bye.” He leaned forward and hung up the phone and sat up straight.
David flipped through the paperwork in his hands. Separated them into two groups leaned forward and handed Mel his half.
“Yet again, we’re shooting in another small town,” David said. He flipped through the stack of papers. “What’s the name of the town?” Thinking out loud. “Spring, summer, something…spring place….”
Mel shook his head. “I know how you feel. I’m forever forgetting the name of the location.” He flipped through his paperwork, trying to locate the name. “It makes us look like bad producers. Can’t even remember the name of a town. You would think, with us going live from the place in a few days we would know it by now.” He stopped on the third page and pointed to it. “Here it is, Springbrook Gardens.”  
David threw his hands in the air, “That’s it. Springbrook Gardens.” He nodded, turning to the same page as Mel. “I must say, it has a nice flavour to it. Sounds like a small town. Sometimes you can tell by the name whether it’s a small town or not.”
Mel smiled a bit in agreement. 
“This is big, going live for the first time.” David sang out loud. “My blood pressure is through the roof. I can’t imagine why we’re doing this. So many things can go wrong.”
“Think of the money,” Mel said with a smile. 
“Of course, the money. The only reason why we’re in the television industry.” He laughed.
“Oh the other reason,” Mel paused for a moment. “It makes the fans happy.” And laughed some more.
“Oh yes, the fans.” David rolled his eyes. “Who cares about them. But you know what would be easier, if the live show was here in the city. There would be less traveling, and cost a lot less.”
Mel shook his head. “Money has never been a problem. We could travel the world a thousand times over and money would never be an issue.”
“So why bother with Springbrook Gardens?” 
Mel leaned forward and interlocked his fingers. ”A small town is where you find real old-fashion ghost stories. There’s something about taking a camera into a small community and focusing on a small cozy house. The ones with the greenest of lawns, big oak trees out in front, white picket fences. And zoom in on a beautiful two-story Victorian home. The type every middle-class family in the world would love to live in and bam!” He slammed his hands together, echoing the office. “Tell them it’s haunted. Have some horrible evil ghost jump right out at you. The public loves it. The ratings go right through the roof.”
“I agree but we could also do that here in the city,” David said.
Mel leaned back. “Have to disagree. Make a show about a haunted apartment in a city and viewers don’t care, the ratings go down. I’m telling you, small towns are where it’s at.”
“I hear what you’re saying, just makes traveling easier on the crew. Seems every week we’re off to a new location. We’re here, we’re there, all over the country. With this being our first live show, it should be done in a place we’re familiar with.”
“Viewers call out for haunted houses in small towns. It’s more…” he looked for the word, ”Personal, like it’s happening to you. Small towns are like a blanket you can get wrapped up in. There’s an intimacy there you can’t get from a big city. Besides,” he looked out through the glass wall at the employees walking by, “Big cities have too many …eyes.” 
David thought for a moment. “Good point.” He nodded.
Mel lowered his voice. He checked again through the glass wall and made sure no one could hear him. “We don’t want anybody knowing the truth. We don’t need any questions. People living in the city are nosey. They will poke their head around every corner, asking every question under the sun. Risking our little secret being made public”. 
David nodded “I know what you mean, can’t have that.”
“Take this small town we’re going to for example. They’re friendly, nice, welcoming, and most important…” Mel raised an eyebrow, looking at David to finish the sentence.
“…They don’t ask questions,” David said.
“Right. Small-town people are happy to see us. They’ll stand back and watch us set up the lights and cameras, they’ll never have time to ask a single question.” 
“Okay, I see what you mean. They’re happy we’re in their small town, they would do anything for us.”
Mel nodded in agreement. “And that’s what we need, and no news reporters either.”
David looked away in disgust. “Reporters, they’re the worst, even worse than critics.”   
“Here in the city, news reporters are everywhere. However, in a small town, they’re nowhere to be found. The last thing we need while in Springbrook Gardens while doing a live show is a hot shot young reporter who’ll tell the world the truth about us.”
“It’s always the young reporters trying to make a name for themselves. Asking too many questions. Exposing our show to the world as fake.”     
“And everything we worked for would come to an end. All the hard work, gone. Because of a young reporter asking too many questions. In small towns we control everything. Mention the town’s name a few times during the live show and the town’s people will jump for joy. They love hearing their town’s name on the biggest T.V. show. In the end, we walk away with a ton of money in our pockets.” 
“It’s like we’re doing them a favour.” David smiled.
“Sure. We’re putting their town on the map. If it weren’t for us no one would know who they are. Take this small town called Springbrook Gardens. Let’s face it, no one knows where it is. Nobody cares about them. That small town could disappear off the earth and no one would notice.” He looked at his paperwork and picked up his map holding it up to David. “I had an impossible time finding the town. Until a few months ago I never heard of the place.”
“Neither did I.”
“Do you think we’re going to have any problems with anyone in this town?” He shook his head. “Not a chance. We’re the big city boys rolling into their sweet little town. They will be so happy to see us, all wide eyes and speechless. We can get away with anything. We can fake all the ghost activities we want, without having any worries.”   
David nodded to himself. “I get it. It’s all about controlling the environment. I like what I’m hearing”.   
“Sure is, the more you control the environment the better the product.”
“I should be writing this down.” He pretended to hold a pen.
Mel smiled a bit. “You’ll learn in time. Soon you’ll be like me, selling snake oil and becoming a millionaire from it.” He sat back with a smile. “Convincing people ghosts are real. All the idiots watching, believing it.”
“And the whole time we cash in.”
“You got that right, cash in on stupid people. Always reach for the bottom of the barrel that’s where you’ll find the largest audience.” 
David looked at his paperwork. “And did you know this haunted house has its own name?” 
Mel laughed a bit. “I read that in the file. Doesn’t that sound silly, naming an empty house. Claiming it to be haunted.” Mel reached forward picked up his file, flipped through the pages, stopping on the second page. “Here it is, it’s called the Baxter house. Said to be the most haunted house on the planet. If you can believe that. Haunted by an evil entity.”
“Oh scary,” David said in a sarcastic voice, “Someone should tell those people, ghosts don’t exist.”
“Unfortunately we both found that out the hard way,” Mel said shaking his head in disgust. “If ghosts did exist we wouldn’t have to waste so much time faking the ghostly activity on our show.”
They both laughed. 
“It would make our job easier if ghosts actually showed themselves to the camera,” Mel said.
“Do you think the town’s people really believe the Baxter house is haunted? They can’t be that dumb.” 
Mel leaned back in his chair and put his hands behind his head. “You know how small-town people are. They want to believe it’s haunted. It gives them something to talk about. Makes their town look …interesting, I guess. Every small, boring town needs a haunted house. It's what makes small towns stand out from each other. They have nothing else going on, they need to make up stories to pass the time. What else are they going to do? One summer’s day some kid tells a classmate he thinks the house at the end of the street is haunted and he tells his friends. They tell other friends, years go by and the next thing you know, you have an urban legend. That’s where haunted houses come from. Each summer kids dare each other to sneak inside. Scare themselves silly not because they saw a real ghost, but they thought they saw a ghost. Driving the urban legend deeper. Next thing you know a paranormal TV show shows up wanting to do a live broadcast worldwide.” He laughed.   
“With losers who can’t get a date on Friday night watching on their basements TVs.”
Mel nodded, “You got that right”. 
“Or should I say Tuesday mornings at 1 a.m.”
Mel laughed, “Please don’t remind me. I can’t believe they gave us that horrible time slot to start off with.”
“Now we entertain those losers on prime time TV on Sunday nights with the number 1 show.”
“You know what makes us different than the idiots who watch our show who think ghosts are real? We admit ghosts don’t exist.” He tapped his finger on his desk. “We pretend they do. And idiots around the world believe what we show them. By the time our live show is finished on Sunday, everyone who doubts ghosts exists will believe.” He looked up and closed his eyes. “If only the viewers knew what we have in store for them.”
“Don’t let the town’s people have time to question anything.” David smiled to himself.
“That’s right. We’re going to roll in on Saturday, go live to air on Sunday. Move a few chairs in the dark with strings. Scare everyone watching at home, pack up our gear, and roll out by morning. It will happen so fast, no one in town will have time to question anything. Before any of them can blink, we’re gone.” Mel snapped his fingers. 
David nodded. “I like the plan.”   
Mel leaned forward. “You know why people don’t ask questions about our show being real?” Mel asked in a cold voice.
“Why?”
“They’re afraid of the answers. They want to believe in ghosts. It’s necessary for them to believe. It gives their boring lives meaning.”
“That’s true,” David raised an eyebrow and agreed. He looked through his notes for a minute; then closed the file out of boredom. “Maybe we should actually read the notes Kris gives us about the history of the house and town we’re going to. She did a lot of hard work researching it.”
Mel laughed. “No need, who cares. The town and its people mean nothing to us.” Mel sat back with his eyes closed, as the file sat on his desk.
David laughed a bit. “You know most producers would care about the details and history of a house before going to the location for a live show.”
“Good for them,” Mel said sounding bored. “There’s no point, it’s not like the story of the house being haunted is true. Let Kris do all the detailed work about the house’s history. All we need to focus on is what’s really important, like the fireworks we’ll be setting off outside the house at the end of the show to add to the wow factor.”
David laughed out loud.
“I’m serious. The fireworks are more important than the house itself. Let’s face it, it’s just an empty boring house, nothing more. All we need to do is shoot a few fireworks into the air and the dumb kids will stare at them with a smile. Details are not necessary when you have cool-looking fireworks, and in the end, that’s what’s truly important.” 
“Imagine, fireworks over details,” David said to himself.
Mel sat up. “Let’s get some coffee. We can talk about the live show in the café.” He stood up from his chair.
“Great idea. I’ve been thinking the same thing.” David stood up tossed his file onto Mel’s desk and moved towards the glass door.
Mel opened it and they walked out into the hall. They both looked back as they heard the writers arguing about the script down the hall. They both laughed as they walked faster in the other direction, neither of them wanting to be pulled into that fight. They made their way down the hallway towards the private elevators. Once inside Mel used his gold card and pressed floor number 1. The doors closed.
David leaned back against the wall. “Who’s directing the show?”
“I’ve hired Scotty Woods.”
David nodded. “Good job. I’ve heard of him, known for never losing his cool, no matter what happens.”
“Only the best for us.” Mel watched the numbers tick down. “Oh, I forgot to mention. Some reporter is scheduled for an exclusive interview with Chris Minds this weekend while he’s in Springbrook Gardens.”
“Another interview?” David looked surprised. “How many will there be? He finished a major interview a few weeks back?” David shook his head in disbelief.
“This isn’t just any interview, this time it’s a magazine called Insider’s Edge.”
David looked up from his coffee cup. “Really? The big boys, I didn’t think Insider’s Edge cared about ghosts. They interview real stars like singers and actors.”
“I’m as surprised as you are, but an interview with Chris Minds will sell their magazine by the truckloads. Apparently some new rookie reporter will be doing the interview while he’s in town. Last I heard, Chris will check into the Springbrook Gardens Inn on Friday morning.”
“Arriving early?” David looked up.
“He said something about needing to see the Baxter house up close. He senses something evil about the place.” Mel pretended to make a scary face.
David laughed to himself. “Are you kidding me? That guy takes his role way too seriously. So I guess he won’t be at the staff meeting on Friday afternoon? The less I see of him the better.” 
“He’s good for ratings. And what do ratings equal….?”
“Money,” David said with a big smile.
“Correct.” Mel, snapped his fingers. “Anytime Chris can bring ratings it’s a good day. 
“Unlike are first seasons. Where the ratings were so bad.” David said.
“Ohhh, don’t remind me,” Mel said and laughed to himself.     
“Remember how we tried so hard to capture real evidence of ghosts in the first few episodes. We really wanted to prove to the world ghosts exist.”
Mel smiled a bit. “It was the first time I tried putting a real legitimate show on the air. No silliness, no lies, no whacked out behaviour and what was the result of all the hard work? Nothing. No ghost jumping out at us, no spirits moving objects. We tried our best to genuinely capture real ghosts on camera.”
David laughed. “Can you imagine there once a moment in time when we were that naive, believing ghosts were real.”
“To avoid being canceled we did what needed to be done,” Mel said. 
“Yep,” David lowered his voice. “Who knew moving a few chairs with string and knocking on a wall would trick the public into thinking the houses were truly haunted.“
“That’s because the public wants to believe. A table moving or knocking on a wall, you’d think the public would question it. But no. They watch week after week thinking it’s all real.”
“Made us rich though.” David pointed to Mel.
“Sure did,” Mel agreed as he rolled back his sleeve and looked at his million-dollar golden diamond watch.
“And to think, it all happened by accident,” David said as the elevator doors opened and they walked down the hall. 
“I know, how weird was that day? On location in the basement of the abandoned hospital. You and I standing behind the cameraman watching Amy and Chris in front talking to the trapped spirits inside the building. As usual, Chris Minds stood in silence, not moving a muscle telling everyone he could hear the spirits in his head. Which created nothing but boring TV. I was hoping for anything scary to happen. Maybe a scream, or a door slamming. Of course as usual, nothing. I had a difficult time seeing anything around me because it was so dark. I happen to take a step back and bump into a metal table, left behind after the hospital closed. It fell over and crashed to the floor. Well, the sound echoed throughout the basement. Amy screamed, the cameraman nearly dropped the camera. Everyone jumped sky high. Mind you, if the lights had been turned on I would never have bumped into the table in the first place. I even felt like an idiot for disrupting the show.”    
David nodded. “The day after the show aired we were the most talked about show on TV. The viewers watching at home thinking a ghost had knocked over the table, trying to make contact.”  
“Goes to show, how stupid people are,” Mel said. “You would think common sense would’ve kicked in. The sound was caused by my accidentally bumping into a table. However, the viewers wanted to believe it was a ghost, therefore that’s what it became.” 
They made their way towards the cafe. 
“You know I was planning on editing that moment out of the show.”
David looked at him. “No way?” 
“It’s true. I thought it made us look like amateurs, I was embarrassed by it. But, I didn’t have time to get around to it before the show aired.” 
David looked over to him. “Good thing you didn’t. Or the show would never have been a hit.” David said, “We would never have achieved the success we have now.”
“The show would’ve been canceled by now,” Mel added as they approached the cafe doors. The sound of their shoes echoed off the floor.  Most people on the floor were either headed towards the café or leaving. David could see members of Ghostly Ghouls standing outside the front doors leaning on the glass. Trying to see inside. It wasn’t hard noticing  them. Their bright orange coats gave them away.  He looked back to Mel. 
“Just think, one accidental movement of a table and we became millionaires,” David said.
“Needless to say, the week later while we were in the abandoned diamond mine. Chris Minds stood around yet again for ages trying to speak to spirits in his mind. Making another boring, dull, low-rated show…”
“…And you happen to accidentally bumped into another table.”
Mel laughed. “Hey, I was desperate. I thought the public would’ve caught on by then. Instead, the ratings doubled and we became bigger stars. No matter what sound effects we faked the public always fell for it. Week after week. Now we have faking ghost sound effects down to a science. We can do this forever…” 
Mel’s sentence was cut off by a loud scream echoing throughout the first floor of the building. Everyone in the café quickly stood up looking around, wondering where it was coming from. 
A short dark haired woman wearing an orange coat with the words “Ghostly Ghouls” on the back screamed as she ran through the first floor hallway. She wore a white t-shirt with the words “I love Ghostly Hauntings” in black letters. Her hands waving above her head and a massive smile. Her eyes were wide. “I love the show,” she screamed repeatedly. “Where’s Chris Minds?” She screamed running as fast as possible looking inside every room she passed. Two security guards in bright yellow coats chased after her. She never slowed down for a second. She turned to her left and darted inside the café front doors with the security guards a few yards behind. 
She dove over tables, knocking a few of them over, waiters dropped their trays as they tried to avoid her. As the woman fell over one table the security guards tried to hold her down. One tried to hold her feet as the other guard tried putting handcuffs on her. But she pushed them to the side as if they were dolls. She had the strength of ten men. One guard fell backwards onto a table knocking it over, sending the plates through the air. The cups shot straight up into the air. 
Three people sitting at the table fell backwards. The sound of plates falling and forks and knives hitting the ground echoed throughout the café. The commotion could be heard throughout the first floor. 
Everyone inside the café had quickly moved back against the walls as three more security guards came rushing in. The five of them had to work together to hold down the crazed fan. 
As they slowly stood up and walked her out of the café she kept screaming for Chris Minds. Calling out to everyone she walked passed telling them how much she loved the show. She never lost her smile the whole time.
After she was taken away there was a moment of silence throughout the place. Everyone still frozen and in shock, slowly some of them moved back to their tables. Waiters and busboys quickly came running out from the back kitchen and started cleaning up the mess. Picking up the tables and standing them upright. Waitress brought out more food to replace what hit the floor.
After a minute of silence, everyone had sat back down. Slowly starting up their conversation again.
David turned to Mel “Looks like another crazed fan found a way into the building. We have to lock this place down like a bank.”.
“No matter what we do, they will always find a way in,” Mel said.
David looked away in disbelief. “What is it about Ghostly Hauntings that attracts all the nuts in the world?”
Mel laughed a bit. “Some of the weirdest people are attracted to shows about the paranormal.”
“Our show is attracting all the nuts to our building. It’s too bad we can’t make millions of dollars from shows about gardening or painting”. 
“Painting? Why painting?”
“At least with painting you don’t get the freaks outside your building.”
Mel laughed, “The majority of the world is made up of stupid people. If we had a show about gardening we would attract normal, smart people. There are only a few of them out there. Whereas a show about ghosts attracts a huge audience. The more dumb people in the world the more money we make.”
“At least dumb people can benefit the world somehow,” David said with a smile.” On a different note, do you think we can leave here on Saturday morning to drive to Springbrook Gardens with all those fans outside the building, and still be on time?”
Mel laughed to himself, “I will have more security than usual to hold back the fans as the cars leave the building.” 
“They should be locked up. It’s not enough for them to watch the show at home, read magazines, create websites, attend conventions about our show. Now they have to hang around our building? What more do they want?”
“I don’t know,” Mel answered. “They want to touch the show. Be a part of it. Become it. It’s not enough for them to watch it, they need more.” He opened the door to the second floor and they walked down the hall.
“They need a life.”
Mel laughed as he stopped at his office.
“Really. It’s just a show.” David said, he lowered his voice. “And a fake one at that. Don’t those fans outside work? How can they afford so much time standing outside a building hoping to see a weird freak like Chris Minds. I’m glad nobody knows what I look like, we have the best of both worlds. We make all the money and don’t have to put up with annoying fans wanting autographs.”
They walked into the large open spaced café where the hostess greeted them and walked them to their table. The large windows on the right-hand side allowed natural light to pour inside.
David and Mel sat down. A tall waitress named Clair walked over and handed them the menu. 
David opened it and looked up and down the list. And finally ordered the ham sandwich.    
Mel ordered the tuna sandwich.  Waited until the waitress walked away. He leaned back in his chair. “The part I'm not looking forward to, is having to leave here tomorrow so earlier in the morning to drive over that small town:”
David smiled. “I know it interferes with your social life.”  
Mel twirled around the salt shaker. “I could’ve had a hot date tonight, but I can’t go out because I have to be ready to head out before sunrise.”
“So does the rest of the crew,” David added.
“I still don’t like it. I could’ve taken Debby from accounting to the new restaurant called Midnight.”
“Nice” David nodded. “I heard of the place. Sounds great. I thought you needed a reservation months in advance?” 
“I have connections,” Mel said with a smile. “What’s scheduled to happen Saturday afternoon in Springbrook Gardens?”
David sat back. “They’re planning a big party in the park located in the centre of town. It will probably be lame, thankfully we don’t have to be there for it. After lunch time the mayor will call us up onto the stage along with Chris Minds and Amy Lanko to say hello to the fans. Then we’ll move into the autograph signing. Afterwards, we’ll head over to the town hall auditorium for the live press conference. Busy day,” He added.
Mel looked around annoyed. “To be honest, sounds like the whole thing will be boring. But not to worry. Leave it to me. I’ll spice things up. I’ll make the day a lot more interesting. Something everyone will remember.”
“That makes me nervous.” David laughed and nodded as the waitress came over with their coffee. 
“I have bigger plans. The Mayor will call us up on stage where we’ll introduce Amy and Chris to a cheering crowd.”
“But your plan is different?”
“I’m thinking we’ll arrive with a police escort to the park with sirens going. Security guards locking arms keeping back the crowd. And Chris and Amy will arrive in black tinted window SUVs. Have them run up to the stage like rock stars.”
David laughed. “You can’t be serious? Just for autographs? You always go overboard with everything.”
“Hey, why not.” Mel added and laughed. “It’s not enough to have the hosts show up and sign autographs. We need to go big with SUVs and police escorts. It’s all about selling the product. Remember it’s always about hype.”
“Any fireworks?” 
They both laughed. 
“No,” Mel finally said. “Thought about it. But it will be too bright for fireworks in the daytime. Afterwords, we’ll rush them over to the auditorium for a live press conference.”
“At first I thought the press conference was too much. But now I’m coming around to it. Let’s hope the reporters don’t ask boring questions putting the audience to sleep. We need that press conference to sell the live show.” David said holding his coffee. “Do I have to speak during the press conference? I prefer to be behind the camera.”
“Chris and Amy will do the talking. No reason for us to speak. We’ll be behind the curtain watching it on TV.”
David nodded. “Glad I don’t have to speak. After the press conference, the kids in the town will make their way over to a haunted house.”
“A haunted what? What is this?” Mel said and laughed. 
“Apparently the local radio station has set up a house to look haunted for the kids to walk through on Saturday night. Getting them all worked up for the live show. They’ll be broadcasting live outside the house the whole night.”
The waitress brought over their sandwiches. 
Mel waited until she left. “How ironic. They’ve setup a fake haunted house on Saturday while we’re going live on Sunday with our own fake haunted house. This is too silly.”
“If only the public knew both were fake.” David said. 
“A local radio station? Mel said. “In a small town? Oh please. It sounds boring. I’m glad I have nothing to do with it. How’s that setup coming along?”
“As we speak, the radio station crew is putting the final touches on the house now. I was talking to them on the phone earlier today. I was told it’s going amazing. The house looks scarier than you can imagine.”
“If it makes the kids in the lame town happy what do I care.” Mel said sounding bored. 
“I know what you mean. That’s why I’m glad I don’t live in a small town. They have to find the lamest ways to entertain themselves.”
Who lives in the Baxter house now?”
“No one, it’s been empty for decades. Everyone is afraid to move in. Saying a voice of a young girl scares them off. Over the years kids try sneaking in, only to run out, scared out of their minds.”
“Beautiful. We can use all this info during the show. Freak out the young kids watching at home. Give them nightmares.”
“You think it’s real?”
“Not at all. But if we can convince the viewers it’s real. Thats all that matters.”
“To be honest, the radio station’s haunted house isn’t what’s on my mind. What I want to know about is the old man who was taken away and locked up because of the Baxter house.”  
Mel sat up quick and dropped his sandwich. “Wait, what is this? What old man? What are you talking about?”
“You don’t know? It was in the report written up by Kris.”
“Oh common, you know I never read those.” 
David laughed. “You’re the head producer, you should be reading them. At least once.”
“That doesn’t mean anything. Tell me about the crazy man.”
David shook his head. “In the town of Springbrook Gardens a long time back an old man was taken away to a mental hospital. He was running around town telling everyone of the evil in the Baxter house. Saying an entity within wants out to take over and enslave all of mankind.”
Mel’s eyes were wide. “No way? This is gold for the show.”
“Now everyone living there believes the house is evil. Won’t go near it. Kris did some digging. Turns out the old man’s family still lives in the small town. His grandson lives there. Kris looked up the kid's name and he’s a fan of our  show. He’s signed up on the website.” 
Mel stared off into space then back to David. “I can see it now. We need to use this on Sunday. This will sell. Not only are we going into a small town for a haunted house but we can use this kid as well. We’ll have a contest. The winner gets to walk through the house during the show. But we don’t have any random person, we make sure the old man grandkid wins.”
“A contest? Hold on, this is sounding crazy. We can’t have a contest. The show is in a few days. This needs to be set up long in advance.”
“Not a problem. We’ll have a contest set up during that radio station’s haunted house tour. Have everyone fill out a card. Put their names in a barrel and someone will win on Sunday right before the show. Besides how difficult can it be to set up a contest. It’s straight foreword.”
“But right before our first ever live show?“ But how do we know the kid will sign up?”
Mel laughed. “Of course he will. He’s a fan of the show. Every fan will. There’s no way a kid whose favourite show is coming to town will not sign up to be inside the house during the show. All we have to do is rig it for him to win. Imagine what it would look like, a crazy man’s grandson walking through the Baxter house on live TV. I’m lovin this.”
“How do we rig it?”
“Have the kids fill out a card with their name on Saturday. That night we take all the entry forms out and replace them with copies of his. On Sunday when a winner is chosen it will be his name called out. Afterwards, we take all the entries in the barrel and destroy them to hide the evidence.”
David thought about it for a moment. “But if we have a stranger in the house won’t he see us faking the sound effects? Expose us for being fake while live on air. If it were recorded we could edit it out. But with it being live he might say something to the camera.”
Mel paused for a moment. “Good point. That’s where you come in.”
“Me?”
“You can babysit him through the show.”
“What? You want me to babysit this kid? That’s embarrassing. Having to keep my eye on some kid during our biggest show? I drive a million dollar car, have a massive house. Hang out with celebrities. And you want me to babysit?”
“I know it doesn’t sound like fun, but we can’t risk having the kid seeing me in another room hitting the walls. All you have to do is think of the insane amount of money we’ll be making from all of this. The money will make everything all right.”
David leaned back thinking. “That’s true. Feels odd having to look after some kid though.”
“We’ll play it up for the camera. Have him win the contest, show him on camera at the start. Talk to him about his crazy grandfather live on the air while inside the house.”
“Will he want to talk about his crazy grandfather with the world watching?”
“Who cares, we’ll spring it on him while live on the air. He won’t have time to think of a way out. Besides any answer he gives will do. As long as we have the grandson of the crazy man inside the house it’s all good.”
David shook his head and laughed. “You’re always looking to play it up.”
Mel smiled. “Always thinking of the money. Plus, having a kid win a contest will make us look good, as though we care for our fans.”
David laughed. “If only they knew.”
“Everyone watching will wish they won the contest. They’ll live vicariously through this kid. Seeing themselves in the house during the live show. We will be pulling the audience into the house with us because of this kid. There’s no deeper meaning to anything we do. It’s all about the ratings.” 
David laugh. “You have it all worked out.”   
“It’s the same reason why we hired Amy as the host. A pretty girl in front of the camera. Every young boy throughout the world daydreams about her, they tune in to see her. Who cares if she’s a good host. As long as millions of single boys watch each week to see her, it’s all-good. It equals ratings and money for us in the end. Besides I got something bigger in mind that will be gravy on top of the kid winning the contest.”
David looked confused. “Oh boy, I’m nervous about what I’m about to hear.” He said with a light laugh. “What would that be?”
“The show is live and is expected to pull in the largest audience in television history. We need to take things to new levels. Get everyone watching to jump out of their seats and hide under their bed. Take the show right and over the top. Have everyone talking about it for years. Not days or weeks, but years. Something they’ll be telling their grandkids.”
David looked at him strange. “And what’s your idea?”
“We’re marketing the Baxter house as being the most haunted house on earth. Well, let’s make sure the world truly believes it.”
“Oh boy, here it comes.”
“I plan on the audience not only hearing paranormal sounds, but giving the audience something they have never seen in TV history.” He paused for a moment. “Seeing a ghost on camera for the first time ever.”
David froze with this sandwich in hand. “You can’t be serious. We’ll be laughed off the air.”
“Not quite, if we build the tension up throughout the show. Start off with an eerie atmosphere. Strange noises here and there, a chair moving. Then bang, a ghost runs down the hall. Not right in front of the camera mind you, but off in the shadows. In a darken hallway, for a brief second. Enough to make the audience jump. Have the kids at home pointing at their TVs screaming did you see that?”
David picked up his coffee cup and leaned back in his chair. “I hope this works. It’s one thing to have a chair move, but to have a ghost appear? That’s a huge step.”
“The viewers will love it. It’s our live show, we need something big. We can’t have a standard show while the largest audience in TV history is expected. We need something to equal the expectations. Something grand.”He said with a big smile. 
“So, a ghost comes out of nowhere? How will we sell that? Won’t that be odd?”
“I’m ahead of you on that. Remember when you told me about that old  ancient book in leather you acquired a few years ago. While on vacation in the city in the desert?”
David paused for a moment. “The Islet book? The one I came across in a back alley?”
“Right, you said the book dealt with the paranormal, which could bring the dead back to life if you read from the middle pages.”
David sat back for a moment and laughed. “Yeah, that’s what the creepy guy who I got the book from said. But the book is a complete joke. It wasn’t meant to be taken seriously. I can’t even remember where I put it. It might be in my attic.”
Mel looked at him with a smile.
“Ohhhh, I see.” David said, “You want people to think the book is real. Sell it to the audience as though it has power.”
“You got it. On live T.V we bring out the Isfet book. Tell everyone it’s real. At the height of the tension, read from it and the viewers will be on the edge of their seats covering their eyes. And at the right moment, when everyone is convinced the dead will rise….. I run past the camera dressed as a ghost. Everyone at home will jump sky high. People will be talking about it for the rest of their lives. The biggest show in T.V history will have the biggest moment television has ever seen.” He took a sip of his coffee.
“Oh boy, are we not risking the audience laughing?”
“Not with the tension built up. Telling them of the Isfet book and its power. They’ll believe whatever we tell them.”
David leaned back in his chair. “I hope this works, I’ll go along with it.” He lifted up his coffee cup. “Who will be the one reading from the book? Amy or Chris?”
Mel thought for a moment. “I was thinking Chris, but now I have a better idea. I’m thinking the kid, the winner of the contest.”
David nearly fell back out of his chair. “Are you serious?” He lowered his voice. They both looked around making sure no one looked over. David started to whisper. “That’s a crazy idea. We don’t know who this kid is. We’ll be live on air.”
“He’ll be so wide-eyed throughout the show, we can have him jumping through hoops.”
“I understand having the kid win the contest but reading from a Isfet book live on air, things can go wrong.”
“We have everything under control. We are the masters of T.V. The kid will step in front of the camera and read the middle pages. That’s when I’ll launch my big surprise. It will work out perfectly. What can go wrong?” 
David leaned back. “I hope you know what you’re doing. If the kid freaks out being on live TV It will make the viewers laugh. Our job is to scare them, not have them laughing. Keep in mind we can’t edit anything out. Whatever happens that night the public will see live.” 
“I have it all worked out in my mind.” Mel said and smiled. “Come this weekend, the biggest moment ever will occur in TV history, and the world will remember us forever. Springbrook Gardens is in for a surprise when they see us coming rolling in.”
 
 
Chapter 18
 
Friday afternoon…
 
Tom and Cliff slowly walked down the sidewalk. Looking at everyone walking by, hoping one of them would be Chris Minds. They came to a stop next to an open-air parking lot along Main Street. It wasn’t going as well as they hoped. 
They had been walking from the top of Main Street to the bottom for the fifth time, and came up with nothing. They even looked inside every store.
Tom looked down at the sidewalk disappointed. “We’ve been looking for hours and haven’t seen him.” He scuffed his shoe against the sidewalk. “This town isn’t that big. Sooner or later we have to cross his path.”
Cliff looked around. “Somewhere in Springbrook Gardens the world’s most famous psychic is walking around and his biggest fans can’t find him.” He looked lost in thought. “I think I figured out why we haven’t seen him”.
Tom looked up, “Why?” 
“He can sense us coming.”
“Of course,” Tom slapped his knee. “He’s a psychic. He can read our minds. Chris is good. We need a plan on how to fool a psychic at his own game.”
They sat down on a park bench with kids on a swing set a few feet behind them.
Tom noticed Cliff was about to ask him something, but then back away. He wondered what was on his mind. Normally Cliff just comes right out with his questions. Clearly whatever he wanted to say was bugging him. 
Cliff then turned back to Tom and asked with a hesitant voice. “All this talk for the last few weeks about ghosts and haunted houses does this make you think of your grandfather?” 
“A little,” Tom thought for a moment. He knew Cliff knew nothing about his grandfather escaping from the hospital. He decided not to say anything about it. The less the town knew about his grandfather the better. 
It wasn’t long ago the topic of his grandfather’s insanity was the talk of the town. Gossip wasn’t big in Springbrook Gardens, but his grandfather’s non-stop ramblings of the Baxter house couldn’t be passed up. “If he knew Ghostly Hauntings was coming to Springbrook Gardens I’m not sure how he would be reacting. The town laughed at his paranoia for years. Having everyone in town talking about ghosts these last few weeks would probably have made his condition worse.”
“He really believed in evil ghosts,” Cliff said in a whisper, more to himself.
“Sure did,” Tom whispered back, shaking his head a bit. “He believed he battled an evil entity when he was younger. Failed to destroy it, and spent the rest of his life trying to find it again.” The tone of their conversation went from being a happy one a minute ago to a dark somber one.
“What would your grandfather do if he could talk to Chris Minds?” 
Tom’s eyes flashed a bit with the idea. “Who knows, maybe Chris would take off running down the street from my grandfather, thinking he was crazy.”
They both laughed a bit. “That’s what everyone else in town did. I bet Chris has a lot of crazy people coming up to him all the time, claiming they’ve seen ghosts. My grandfather would probably tell Chris Minds countless stories  about demons and Chris would stand there nodding. Trying to find a way to get away from him.” 
“It must be tough being Chris. He spends his time helping strangers reach out to lost loved ones and then has to deal with crazy people running up to him saying they can communicate with the dead as well.” Cliff said.
“Not only that, but everyone ends up thinking all psychics like him are crazy. Chris helps strangers talk with their lost loved ones in a nice polite manner, but my grandfather ran up and down the streets all day yelling about evil wanting to enslave mankind.”
“Your grandfather said he discovered an evil entity in the Baxter House?”
“No one knows the full details because the story was all in his head. He told my father he battled the evil entity in the basement of the Baxter house. Knowing my grandfather and how crazy he was, if you talk to him for a few minutes he’d give you a hundred different locations.”
“How did he describe the evil entity? Do you know what he said it looked like?”
“He always said the demon started off as a mortal man, long black hair, wore a white suit. After he obtained his power his eyes would glow white. Different than anything anyone had ever seen. He said something about the evil one could change into fog. Wanting to control …the light.” 
Cliff looked up. “The light? What does that mean?”
“I have no idea, it was so long ago since I last talked to him.” He couldn’t believe he remembered his grandfather’s words after all these years. When his grandfather was taken to the mental hospital, his mom told a lie. Saying the building was a “nice home” for seniors. When Tom and Lisa were small they would get into the car and visit from time to time. He would look out the window at all the trees going by as they drove for a few hours. Completely unaware of the truth his mother and father hid. Tom would sit on his grandfather’s bed in the hospital and listen to everything he said. Believing every word, as most children would. Until one day when according to Tom’s dad, Grandpa crossed the line…. 
 
Years ago…..
 
…”Hello, Tom and Lisa. How are you?” The grey-haired man in a white one-peace suit sitting on the bed said to the two kids who were running into the room to greet him with open arms. The kids ran across the white floor, over to his bed. Neither of them noticing the thick grey bars on the windows. Or the cameras in the hallways. Each room identical with white walls and no pictures with glass frames. 
Tom nor Lisa noticed the doors of each room locked from the outside only. How a security guard needed to walk with them down the hall. How every time a door was opened a number had to be punched into a keypad. The little things kids don’t seem to notice. 
“Hi, Grandpa.” They both said with smiles at the same time as they gave him hugs. Both of them dressed in their Sunday best. Wanting to look good for their grandfather. 
They climbed up onto his bed beside him, never losing their smiles. 
“How are the two greatest grandkids in the world doing?” 
“Great,” Lisa said.
“Doing well,” Tom said while kicking his feet back and forth. His feet didn’t touch the floor, much like his grandfather’s did. He looked up to his grandfather and smiled.
“Are you doing well in school?” He asked the two of them. 
“Sure am,” Tom said, “Soon I will be finished grade three.”
“That’s wonderful.” His grandfather said with a smile.
“In a few years, I’ll be in high school,” Lisa said. 
“I’m so proud of both of you,” He said. He looked up at Tom’s parents who were standing at the door smiling back.
“I want to be a veterinarian and help animals,” Lisa said
“That’s great, I’d love to see it happen.”
“I don’t know what I want to be though,” Tom said with his head down.
“You’re young. You’ll find out in time. It’s important to know some people are called for a higher purpose.” 
Tom looked up at him. “What do you mean grandpa?”
He looked Tom in the eyes. “Some people have a goal in life before they’re born. The world needs them. There are evil things in this world that need to be confronted.”
Tom could see his dad off to the side looking uncomfortable. He looked back to his grandfather.
His grandfather whispered, “It’s important to look inside and know what your calling is.”
He thought for a moment. “You mean I can fight demons one day as well?” He sounded excited. 
His grandfather smiled at him. “If that’s your calling.” He whispered back. “Watch out for Joseph Heinze, the man with white glowing eyes. Only the Ankh book can defeat him. You’ll discover it one day.”
“Really?” his eyes lit up. “I’ve been looking at pictures about ghosts from the library, I think I was called to read them…..”
Before he could finish speaking he felt his father pulling his arm. He was pulled off the hospital bed and pushed towards the door where his mother stood. He looked over his shoulder back towards his grandfather and saw Lisa being pushed towards the door as well.
He stood with Lisa outside the door next to their mom in the long, empty white hallway, leaning on the wall. He could hear his dad yelling at his grandfather inside the room. 
He couldn’t fully understand all the words. But it had something to do with lies and missing up the kid’s heads with stories about ghosts. He could hear his grandfather try to reason with his son but Tom’s dad wouldn’t have any of it. 
Tom wondered if he was to blame for any of it. It seemed anytime he talked about ghosts his dad got angry. What did his grandfather mean by Joseph Heinze? Who is he? 
The door opened and Tom’s dad came storming out of the room and pulled his kids by the arm down the hall, out of the building, and back to the car. 
Tom wanted to stay with his grandfather and hear more about battling ghosts. Inside the car he didn’t say a word, in fact, no one spoke. They drove home in silence. It was the last time Tom or Lisa ever visited their grandfather in the hospital. 
On birthdays, Tom’s mom would tell him his grandfather wished him the best. Saying his grandfather was traveling the world, and couldn’t make the visit. but Tom felt otherwise. No letters ever came from his grandfather. Maybe letters were written, but his dad intercepted them when they arrived. Fearing they might contain long ramblings of ghosts and fighting demons.  
For many years afterwards he would leave the house telling his mom he was going to the library to read up on dinosaurs. When he arrived he headed straight for the books on ghosts. He never did sign out and books. The last thing he wanted was for his father to see him reading books on ghosts. He made that mistake one time. This was something which needed to stay hidden from his parents. And any books he brought home had to be hidden under his jacket and hidden under the bed. Reading up on the paranormal had to be a secret.
 
 
“…You still on the planet Tom?”
…………  Tom blinked and looked around “What?” he realized he had been completely lost in a daydream. Forgetting where he was. He shook his head and turned back to Cliff. “You know why the evil entity description never made sense? Because, there never was a demon in the first place. It was all in his head.“ He never liked saying negative things about his grandfather, but a fact is a fact. His grandfather was mad and he couldn’t help but feel angry about how his grandfather, a man he cared about would try to put his silly ideas of ghosts and demons into a young boy’s head. Telling him to look out for Joseph Henize.
He wanted to forgive his grandfather and move on, but the anger was still in him. What would he say now if his grandfather was here? “Talking about demons is wrong”. That’s what my dad always said. He never liked talking about the paranormal. He always said no one in the family was a demon fighter, because there are no demons. And I should only focus on being a scientist.”
“I can fully understand your dad not liking talking about ghosts,” Cliff said.
They both sat in silence for a few minutes. It was clear the topic was bringing them both down. Not to mention the walk around town drained them of their last bit of energy. It was near dinnertime and Tom knew he had to head home.
They made their way along Main Street. Stopping in front of a parking lot. Cliff quickly pointed, “I think I see Chris Minds”. He called out and made his way over to the intersection. 
Tom thought about joining him, but he had a feeling it was wishful thinking. Cliff was convinced he was seeing Chris Minds all over Main Street. 
The first few times Cliff pointed someone out, claiming it was Chris, Tom was excited. Only to be disappointed when it turned out to be a stranger. No matter how many times Cliff was wrong it never stopped him from pointing out someone else a few seconds later. He figured he would wait and see. If Cliff started really freaking out he would run over. But more than likely the figure at the intersection wasn’t Chris. Just someone wearing black.
Behind Tom in the parking lot, a red four-door car tires turning to the right lining themselves up with Tom. The tires moved ever so slowly, no one walking by noticed. The car started to move slowly forward building speed with every second. 
A man stood in the shadows off to the right of Tom hiding behind a tree. He stepped out and started making his way closer at the same time of the car.
Tom looked across the street. Watching pedestrians going about their day, looking at some of the stores. Some of them he’d been inside over the years.
But something strange caught his attention. A dark figure standing in the shadows at the corner of the Department Store building. He felt a nervous jump inside. The figure was difficult to see clearly but there was something about its eyes. They appeared to glow a bluish-white colour. The last time he saw the figure with those eyes, a lightning bolt hit a tree, almost killing him. He looked up and noticed no clouds above his head, just clear blue sky. That’s a relief. 
The car was now completely lined up with him, it paused for a second. The man moved out from behind the tree. Moving faster with every second, he was only a few feet away from Tom. 
He continued to stare at the dark figure’s glowing eyes across the street. He felt compelled to stare. He noticed nothing else. He was sure the figure was smiling back at him. With a cold icy smile. 
A woman in a brown coat walking her dog crossed in front of the mysterious figure for half a second. When she cleared the way the dark figure was gone. 
Tom jumped. Impossible? How did that happen? No one could’ve moved that fast. Where did he go?
Behind Tom the car’s tires spun at a high rate of speed, white smoke poured out from them. A high whistling noise echoed throughout the street corner. The car took off directly at him. 
 
Chapter 19
 
Tom noticed something large moving behind him. He looked over his shoulder and to his horror saw a large car coming right at his face. The front grill closing in every second. It was a few inches away, he had no time to react. He froze in fear. He closed his eyes knowing he was going to be run over, bracing for impact. A fraction right before the car was about to make contact he felt a hand grab him on the shoulder and pull him away at the last possible moment. The massive car shot by missing him by an inch. 
He felt his body come crashing down to the sidewalk. What happened? In one moment he saw a car coming at him and a hundredth of a second later he was now lay on his back looking up at a blue sky. He lied still for a few seconds. 
A woman screamed out as she watched in horror. Everyone else stopped and looked, and came running over. He sat up and saw the same man who saved his life from the failing tree branch moving away, back into the crowd. He didn’t get a good look at his face. Who was he? Again his life was saved by this stranger who is now running away. Why?  
Cliff came running back from the intersection to Tom’s side. “What happened?” He yelled out looking at the car and then Tom. He went to help Tom back up to his feet.
A man in a dark brown suit came running over, and helped as well. 
“Are you alright boy?” The older man standing to Tom’s side asked.
He looked around dazed by what happened. Wondering if he was dreaming.
The car came to a complete stop halfway across the sidewalk with its back end still inside the parking lot. 
Tom quickly brushed himself off and looked inside the car, wondering who on earth was driving it. When he looked inside the driver’s side window his felt his heart stop and his blood turn cold. No one was in the driver’s seat. The car was locked. Everyone stood in shock looking at each other trying to figure out how the car moved on its own.
Cliff had the same look on his face as Tom felt. “How did the car move by itself?” He yelled out.
Tom looked back to the sidewalk looking for the man who saved his life. The stranger was nowhere to be seen. What happened to him? He couldn’t have gone far. And why would he run? This is the second time he saved his life and took off afterwards. He turned back to Cliff. “Did you see the man who saved me? I can’t find him. He was on the sidewalk a second ago. It was the same man as before.” Tom looked back up the sidewalk trying to locate him. 
Cliff gave Tom a funny look. “The same man as before? I was standing too far away to notice anyone. But as you can see Tom there’s no mystery man around here. I think you jumped to safety on your own.”
Tom looked back at Cliff. “What? Of course a man saved me. How did you not see him?” He protested. He needed to know who it was. It wasn’t making sense. He moved around the car and stood back on the sidewalk. The crowd around the car was building and he had a difficult time looking around them. 
There, a block away Tom saw the man in the grey coat running the opposite way of everyone moving towards the car. His eyes widened. If he was going to find out who this stranger is he needed to run after him now, if he lost sight of him he would never catch him.
Tom pushed his way through the crowd and took off running as fast as he could.
Cliff looked in shock. “Hey Tom where you going?. Why are you running away?”
Cliff’s voice trailed off in the background as Tom ran down the sidewalk ducking and dodging everyone moving towards him. 
He quickly shot a glance across the street looking for the figure with the bluish-white eyes. Whoever it was, was now gone. Tom looked forward he needed to focus on the stranger who saved his life. Everything else would have to wait.  
What was this guy’s deal? Why would someone save his life twice only to then run off? 
He moved as fast as he could along the sidewalk trying to keep up with the man who was now a block ahead. Springbrook Gardens didn’t have a huge population but it sure felt as though everyone was on the sidewalk at this moment. And they were all getting in his way. 
He was breathing harder. He watched the man duck to his right around the corner of the men’s clothing store building. Tom picked up the pace moving in and around shoppers who were walking in and out of stores to his right. He thought about running off the sidewalk and onto the side of the road to avoid them, but decided against it. Almost being hit by a car once today was enough. 
When he arrived at the corner he quickly turned to head down the side street. Less people, fewer cars, a better chance at catching the stranger. There was only one problem, no stranger was now gone. 
A few stores on both sides of the side street, then a laneway, and then houses that went on for blocks. The stranger could’ve been anywhere. Hiding In one of the stores maybe? Or he could’ve ran into a house? or behind a tree? 
Tom didn’t move, he didn’t know what move to make next. Every second that passed, the stranger got further away. His fingers tightened. After all that running he lost the man in the grey jacket. How? He wasn’t that far behind. It was as if the man just “disappeared.” 
He stood for a few seconds longer hoping to spot him again. People walked by him going about their day as the wind gently blew his hair. He was hot from running and the warm day didn’t help.
He turned away and slowly walked back to where the car almost hit him. at the parking lot.
Why would someone save his life only to run off? It didn’t make sense. As he approached the parking lot he saw a crowd of people still standing on the sidewalk talking to each other. A tow truck was brought in to move the car back into the parking lot. The owner of the car was talking to the police. She had the car keys in her hand. She too had a complete look of shock on her face. Trying to figure out how her car moved on its own.
Cliff was talking to a woman explaining what had happened. He looked past her shoulder and saw Tom approaching. “There he is.” He yelled out and pointed to Tom.
Everyone turned. The police officer made his way over. 
“Are you alright son?” He asked. Tom recognized the officer to be Lora Wilcox’s father. Lara sat next to Tom in history class.
Tom explained what had happened to the officer, but didn’t tell him about the man who saved his life. He didn’t know why he held it back. No one else saw the man. And he didn’t want people thinking he might be crazy like his grandfather. The last thing he needed was the rumours about his grandfather starting back up. Having the word crazy directed at him. 
An hour later Tom and Cliff slowly walked along the sidewalk on a quiet residential street heading back home. Even though Ghostly Hauntings was coming to town, after almost being killed for the second time, he wanted to be silent. And what on earth was up with the man with glowing eyes? Why did he keep seeing him? 
“You know Tom, it’s beginning to be bad luck hanging out with you. Twice in one day you nearly got killed.” Cliff said in a low voice trying to smile. 
Tom couldn’t help but agree. “Tell me about it. All these bizarre things happening all at once.”
Cliff hesitated before speaking. “What did you mean, when you said there was a man who saved you, by pulling you away from the car? You said the same thing about the tree branch almost hitting you. Are you seeing things?”
Tom wondered if he should keep it to himself. “I don’t know how you didn’t see him.”
“I was only a few feet away, I saw no man.”
Could Cliff be right? Was there a man? How did the man get away so quickly afterwards? It seemed as though he … disappeared. He knew that was impossible. That’s something his grandfather would say. The man did not just “disappear"; he got away without Tom seeing him, that’s all. Still, he decided not to talk about the old man who saved his life anymore. 
He tried changing the subject. At first, Cliff wasn’t buying it. He could tell Cliff was still thinking about what just happened. He couldn’t blame him, Tom was still lost in the moment. But after a few minutes they got talking about comic books and their minds were somewhere new. As they walked passed a large oak tree. Tom didn’t notice an older man standing behind it, watching him. 
 
Chapter 20
 
Friday afternoon.
 
Sarah Modesto sat in the oversized leather chair in the lobby of the Springbrook Garden’s Inn. She waited for Chris Minds to come down from his hotel room for the scheduled interview. She opened up her purse took out her note pad and glanced over the entrees. She had to stop herself from shaking. This was the moment she had been waiting for. Her real first big interview. 
It wasn’t too long ago when she was hired at “Insiders Edge” magazine. She was a wide-eyed kid looking around the magazine office like a kid in a candy store. Hoping other employees wouldn’t mistaken her for an intruder and ask her to leave. When she told her mother she had gotten the  job, her mother simply said, that’s nice dear. Sarah guessed her mother didn’t fully understand what it meant to be working at such a magazine. 
It was the job everyone wanted, you couldn’t move up the ladder any higher. She started out as an assistant doing the simple meaningless assignments, which she completed without complaining. Waiting for her first real break, little did she know that moment would come a few days ago. Her boss called her into his office, letting her know she was heading to Springbrook Gardens to get an exclusive interview with the psychic Chris Minds. A three-part interview scheduled over two days. The article would be appearing in the special issue of “Insiders Edge” coming out at the end of the month.
She couldn’t speak or breathe after hearing the news. The only thought which raced through her mind was I finally made it. All the years of waiting, working, dreaming it finally paid off. 
She thought about all the kids back in school who told her she would fail. If only they could see me now. She walked around the office on cloud nine for the next few hours, until she came crashing down to reality. After learning all the other senior reporters turn down the job. Why would they? Apparently, none of them wanted to waste their time interviewing a freak. 
The more she thought about it, the more she wanted to turn it down as well. A guy who claims he can talk with the dead? Great, her first interview and she gets the worst clown. She could hear all her former classmates. “Welcome to the bottom, you have to start somewhere”. 
She figured she would meet Chris, act nice, talk with him and get out of the small town as soon as possible. And hopefully, her next interview will be a rock or movie star. Who knows, maybe one day her dream job of being a talk show host will come true, but again she told herself. You have to start somewhere. 
Some assignments were like taking cough medicine, it needed to be done, and yes, it was horrible. She wished it wasn’t with a weird freak. She knew millions of loyal readers of “Insiders Edge” would read her column; so getting it right was a must. Thinking about the number of readers made her stay up all night staring at the dark ceiling. She needed extra make-up this morning to look fresh and awake.
She had a bad feeling about the whole thing right from the start; she nearly missed the cut-off from the highway. She kept looking for it and when she spotted it she was nearly halfway by it. Thankfully the old man at the gas station told her where to look for the sign. If it wasn’t for him, she would’ve driven right passed, and ended up in the next city. She made her tires screech as she made a sharp turn from the left onto the small cut-off. 
As soon as she cleared the forest and entered Springbrook Gardens, she drove along Main Street knowing right away she didn’t like it. Sure the town itself looked nice, but she needed the big city. It’s where the life and action breathed. Small towns were way too quiet for her, it gave Sarah too much time to think. She wanted congestion, noise, crowds, buildings, anything to help her escape herself.
She sat at the dark wooden table, looking out the window and watched as a few people walked by. The windows had a tint on them blocking out most of the bright light. The inn itself was a warm small place; most of the furniture was a dark colour along with the deep red carpet. A man was off to the left-hand side sitting at a table reading his paper. It looked more like a gentleman’s club where rich aristocrats would sit around smoking pipes. Talking about the stock market. The type of place you felt the need to whisper when talking. 
She figured the inn had to be one of the first buildings to go up in the town. The large stones outside that made up the inn’s walls looked as though they would last forever. A long wooden staircase leads up to the second floor.
She knew Chris Minds was in one of them, she guessed he had his room booked months in advance. The producers of Ghostly Hauntings probably booked all the rooms needed for the cast and crew long before it was announced publicly that Springbrook Gardens was the shooting location. She figured within days of the show confirmation every available room in the town was booked by fans and media. 
Upon arriving she thought she was going to spend the next few nights sleeping in her car. Until some nice seniors told her they would take her in free of charge. Maybe small towns weren’t so bad. Nothing like that would ever happen in the city.   
The main desk was just off to the right of the front door. The owner introduced himself to her as Barney. Whenever someone would walk through the doors he would come out of the back room to greet them. 
Sarah looked over her lucky black suit. The one she felt gave her the professional touch, even though she would be happy in jeans and a T-shirt. She knew she had to look the part to play the game. Even when she wasn’t feeling it, at least she looked it. Living in the city was expensive and she only had a few good suits. Who knows maybe after this article she would get a raise and buy more suits.
“Excuse me, ma’am. Chris Minds will be down in a few minutes,” Barney said behind the counter.
Sarah blinked out of her daydream and looked over her shoulder. “I’m sorry what?”
“Chris Minds he will be coming down soon. It’s near the time.”
“Oh thank you.” She didn’t really know how to get herself ready. She sat up and straightened up. She had to put her game face on. No smiling she thought, but then she might come across as harsh. So she loosened up and smiled. 
She had her pen in between her thumb and index finger swinging back and forth and paper on the table, ready to go. She remembered what her boss told her, “Write down the sound bites. It’s the little phrases that sell” In her pocket she kept her tape recorder, making sure she didn’t miss anything. She looked around the room wondering if anyone was watching her. Whenever she felt nervous she believed the world watched her every move. Everyone in the place looked lost in their own world, too busy to notice her, she still felt nervous.
She looked up and saw a man with long white hair in a ponytail. Wearing all black carrying a glass walking stick with a gold handle walking down the stairs. She figured it had to be Chris Minds. Who else would look like that?
Showtime she thought. Don’t mess this up, remember to smile and look smart. She watched him walk down the staircase and stood up as he made his way over to her, she extended her hand. “Hello, Mr. Minds. My name is Sarah Modesto.”
“Please call me Chris, I know who you are.” He shook her hand.
She smiled to herself. “Of course, you’re a psychic. I forgot you can read people’s minds.” she felt embarrassed.
He smiled back. “No it’s not that, my agent told me your name.”
“Oh, sorry,“ now she really felt embarrassed.
They both sat down. He moved calmly and slowly as she moved stiff. She took a moment to get comfortable as she told herself to relax and act professional. This was the start of her big career. She looked up at him and smiled. She picked up her pen and was ready to write. She could feel her mouth going dry. The moment in the sun, no pressure. The more she thought that the more she felt it the world wouldn’t be watching, but it would be reading. She was the only one with this interview and even though she was a rookie she wasn’t going to mess it up. 
Leaning forward she kept the pen close to the paper waiting for the one sound bite to print across the front cover of the magazine. She reached inside her pocket and pushed record on her tape recorder in case she missed something. 
She cleared her throat. “Chris, you’re known throughout the world as the greatest of all psychics. However people knew about you long before the show Ghostly Hauntings came along. You’ve written many books, appeared on talk shows and had a stage show. Can we talk about where it all began? How did you first learn you had this gift?”
Chris thought for a moment. “I was about seven years old. I was in my room talking with another young boy, my mother came up the stairs and asked me whom I was talking to. I simply pointed to the little boy in front of me said his name was Daniel and couldn’t understand why my mother had a look of horror on her face. It turned out she couldn’t see Daniel. I didn’t understand why not, he was clearly sitting next to me. When I looked back at him, he was gone. I knew he couldn’t have gotten up off the floor that quickly, I would’ve seen him move. I knew then something was different about me, but strangely I felt no fear. You would think a child would react with shock, possible scream, unable to sleep. I was too young to understand fear. As adults we fear what we don’t understand, we run from what we cannot explain. To me, talking with spirits wasn’t something to fear, it was wonderful. Something to be understood.”
“How did your parents react?”
“My mother’s friends told her not to worry about me. Saying, I was only making up imaginary friends. For a while she did stop worrying. Until the day some household objects around the house moved on their own.” 
“Things which couldn’t be explained?” 
“At night we would go to bed and the next morning we would find the artwork on the wall had been switched with each other. It could only have been done by hand. Objects which were placed in drawers were taken out and left on the dining room table.”
“Did your parent think it was you?”
“They knew they would’ve heard me walking down the stairs. At first, my parents were in denial about it, but I knew differently. I could see Daniel with my own eyes moving things around. One day my mother watched as a spoon lifted off the table and floated across the kitchen to the sink. She was scared out of her mind. I tried telling her it was only Daniel trying to help out with cleaning up. I thought it was a nice thing for him to do. My mother only turned and ran out of the house. Daniel looked at me so sad, he didn’t mean to scare my mother; he only wanted her to like him. He figured by helping out with clean up, he could win her over.”
“Did you ever learn who the boy was?” Sarah asked in a low voice.
“Yes, he lived in the house long before my parents moved in. Sadly he passed away at a young age. He liked the house and always came around to visit. A lot of kids visit their house after passing over, they want to see their toys again, or walk around the house. Daniel knew his own mother was saddened by his death, so he came back in visitation and comforted her. Soon within time, his parents joined him in the afterlife. Reunited in happiness and harmony. However, Daniel knew of a way to cross back and forth through the light. He would come back to his old house and visit whenever he wanted. He was happy to find out a new family moved in. He wanted the new homeowners to like him so he tried to get their attention. Sadly they only ran away in fear. They didn’t bother trying to talk with him, or taking the time to realize he meant them no harm. Poor Daniel was lonely for a while in the empty house. Until I came along. My parents bought the house sometime later and on my first day in my room, I heard a voice saying hello.  If I were an adult I might have ran from the room. But being a child I didn’t know I was supposed to fear ghosts, no one told me. I saw Daniel in front of me and I said hello back. We started playing with my toy soldiers and cars. I never thought it was strange having a ghost for a friend. A human is a human, in body forum or spirit forum, we’re all the same. Of course, doctors and teachers told me he wasn’t real, even though he stood right beside me when they said it. They told me I was making him up and I should get real friends. One time he moved a pen on the teacher’s desk to prove he was real. The teacher simply said the table legs were uneven and it caused the pen to slide. He could do nothing to prove to the adults he was real. Why? Because they didn’t want to believe. There are two types of people, those who believe in ghosts and those who do not. There’s nothing you can say or do to prove ghosts exist when talking to someone who doesn’t want to believe.   Many kids are born with the ability to see ghosts. A lot of imaginary friends are ghosts, but parents tell their kids ghosts are not real, so the ghosts fade away. Imagine what the world would like if every one of all ages believed we could talk with the dead. For some sad reason, adults refuse to believe in communication with spirits”.    
“But you never stopped believing?” 
“No I never stopped, and I still see ghosts to this day. As everyone can, if they tried.”
Sarah wrote down his answer. “Do you still see Daniel?” 
“Of course, I see him right now.”
Sarah looked up at him. “Now?”
Chris smiled. “He’s standing right next to you. He’s been here all this time.”
Sarah could feel a chill go through her body. Even though she didn’t believe talking with ghosts was possible there was something about Chris’s voice that made her want to believe.
“I was talking with him upstairs. About something very important.”
Her attention was caught “What could that be?”
”He came by to tell me the chosen one, is in this town.” 
Sarah felt confused. “The chosen one? For what?”
“The battle that will be taking place here in Springbrook Gardens over the weekend between good and evil. There can be only one winner. And if the chosen one fails, the evil will take over the entire town. No one will be safe.”
 
 Chapter 21
 
Friday, present day 
 
Amy Lenko waited backstage, she kept moving her feet around not wanting to stand in one spot for too long. Leaning on one then the other. She was checking constantly to make sure her hands were dry. She didn’t want to embarrass herself by shaking the hands of the two most popular talk show hosts in the country, only to come across as nervous. It was her first time appearing on “Morning Hours with Brad and Pauline” the highest-rated daytime talk show. 
She wanted to make a good impression. She knew she had to calm down. On the outside she looked relaxed, but inside her heart raced a thousand beats a minute. 
A stage crew member who stood behind the curtain next to her was getting ready to give her the signal to walk out. She could hear the hosts on the other side of the curtain talking away, making the audience laugh. She knew it would be a matter of moments before she was called out. 
Every thought ran through her mind about what she was going to talk about. It was odd, being the host of the biggest show on T.V and here she was nervous about appearing on a talk show. She thought she would be used to the camera by now. But on a talk show, you talk about yourself. Nothing scared her more. She worried she might let her biggest secret out.    
For the last few years, she’s been the host of a show she didn’t want to be on. Her goal was to be an actress; she only accepted the job as host of Ghostly Hauntings to pay the bills. Deep down she thought the show would never make it passed the first season. Believing it would fail miserably. The idea of walking into an empty house and calling out to spirits sounded pointless. Why would anyone watch such a show? It sounded boring, boring to watch and host. But her bills were packing up and casting directors weren’t calling for movie rolls. 
She always gets the same message from them, “You're too pretty”. What did that mean? Apparently, her looks were so good no one would accept her as a middle-class working woman in movies. She was told hosting a show was her best shot at fame. She figured by hosting the show she would have something on her résumé. 
The next thing she knew Ghostly Hauntings became the biggest show in the world. Every kid from one country to the next tuned in. Now she was really stuck. She was making more money than she could possibly dream of, but on a show, she wanted off of. 
“Sure, she had a massive house, a nice car, and a ton of clothes, but inside she still longed to be an actress. A lifelong goal. Well almost a lifelong goal. Her first goal was to work and help lost kids. To stay or not to stay hosting the show? That was her question. Something which kept her up at nights. But yesterday night she stayed up because of the talk show.
She checked her look in the mirror, for the hundredth time. Hoping people at home watching liked her. This was her first interview in a while. She figured if she stayed out of the public eye for a while it would make her more of a mystery. She feared being type-casted as a host. Could the show go on without her? Was her presence really needed? If she did leave, would anyone care? Maybe that’s what she feared most. Maybe no one cared and the world would forget, and move on.  
All she wanted was to be a famous star and through Ghostly Hauntings she achieved it. But something was wrong. In the end, she wasn’t happy. 
She felt a tap on her shoulder, for a moment she forgot where she was. She looked over at the stagehand who was getting her ready to walk out on stage. He held a clipboard in hand and wore a headset. She blinked a few times and gave her body a shake to bring her back to the moment. She got her game face on with a big smile. 
Out on stage, Brad looked at the camera. “Welcome back to the Brad and Pauline show are next guest is well known all over the world. She is the host of the biggest show on T.V. today. Yes, even bigger than this show. Ladies and gentleman, please give a warm welcome to the host of Ghostly Haunting. Amy Lanko.”
Backstage she heard her name and the stagehand pointed to her. The curtain opened and she walked out. 
She was hit right away with bright white lights. She could hear the audience cheering for her, but couldn’t quite see them. The lights did a great job lighting up the stage but kept the audience in the dark. She walked across the wooden floor and made her way over to the hosts. As usual, Brad had his winning smile and Pauline gave Amy a hug. She sat down in the high stiff chair. The type that doesn’t allow you to get too comfortable. They wanted all their guest sitting upright throughout the whole interview. The set was made to look like a living room. Fake windows in the back with a park view. Nice white carpet with a colour scheme laid out by an artist with a sense of style. Making their viewers feel like it could be their home, their living room brought to life. As though it’s one big family and you’re invited. 
“Welcome to the show Amy,” Brad said never losing his smile. 
“Thank you.” She could sense the cameras on her. She knew the cameras were moving to get their close-ups.
Brad leaned forward to talk with her. “You work on one of the biggest shows. What scares you more the huge audience numbers who tune in to watch every week, or the ghosts in the haunted house?“
The audience laughed.
Amy smiled and nodded. “There are a lot of people watching. When you’re in the house you don’t see the viewers, but you do see the haunted house and how creepy it looks. Pretty much everything of the outside world is forgotten when you’re in a haunted house.”
“In a house full of ghosts, what stops you from running away in fear?” Pauline asked as the audience sat in silence. 
“I have so many crew members standing around me. I hope they will protect me if anything goes wrong. Then again the men will probably hide behind me if a ghost appears.”
The audience laughed.
“Are you afraid of ghosts following you home after a show? That’s what I would be afraid of, walking through a haunted house only to have ghosts following me back to my house. I can imagine lying in bed at night trying to fall asleep and hearing a ghost saying remember me? I’m that ghost from the castle you were in, I followed you home.”
Amy and the crowd laughed.
Amy looked over to Brad. “So far that hasn’t happened. Let’s hope it doesn’t happen this time.” 
“You have a live show coming up?” Pauline asked. 
“Yes, we do.” 
“Where are you going now?”
“Where headed to a small town called Springbrook Gardens. For a live show this weekend on Sunday starting at eight.”
“Sounds scary. This town Springbrook Gardens, I’ve never heard of the place,” Pauline said.
“Not too many people have. It’s said to have a haunted house, with a mysterious past. So we will be going live from inside the house.”
“What do you and the crew do in the haunted house?” Brad asked. 
“We walk through the house with a psychic, who you might have heard of. Named Chris Minds.”
A huge roar came from the crowd.
“I think it’s safe to say the crowd loves him”. Brad said smiling for the camera.
“He walks through the house trying to talk with the ghosts. After he tells us what rooms have ghosts and which ones do not. We focus on trying to make contact with the spirits in those pacific rooms.”
“Have you ever seen a ghost face to face?” Pauline asked.
“Not yet. We haven’t seen a face of a ghost. Just heard noises and seen objects move.”
“See objects move?” Pauline quickly asked.
Amy nodded. “Yes, doors slamming, chairs moving across the floor. Knocking on the walls.”
“Count me out,” Pauline said, followed by laughter from the crowd.
“The house you’re going to now. How did the Ghostly Hauntings crew find out about it? Did the town mayor contact you?”
“Funny you should asked that. It’s the strangest thing. We have a location manager, named Kris who goes about finding these amazing haunted locations. Well this house we’re going to for the live show, the name of the town and the house appeared on Kris’s computer when she was out of her office for a minute. No one knows how it got there. It simply appeared.” 
The two hosts leaned back in their chairs and looked at each other feeling creepy. 
“That would scare me.“ Brad said, no longer having a smile, but only for a second. It came back in a flash. 
“Has it ever gotten too scary in any house? That you felt you had to leave?” Pauline asked. 
Amy shook her head. “No, not yet. Hopefully it stays that way. It’s fun being in the haunted locations, but you hope no one gets hurt.”
“For sure,” Brad said.
Brad looked at the camera. “So again, the location of the live show is Springbrook Gardens. It will be live this Sunday at eight o’clock.” He looked back to Amy “Thank you Amy for being here.”
“Thank you for having me as a guest.” Amy smiled back and gave a small wave to the crowd.  
“Anytime,” Brad said and looked to the camera. ”And we will be back right after the commercial break.”  
Amy stood up and shook hands with the hosts and made her way back behind the curtain. Inside her dressing room, she hoped it all went well, but she also wondered if this would be her last show as host.
 
Chapter 22
 
Friday night
 
Tom sat on the living room couch again. This time with his mom on one side and his dad on the other. He knew it was only a few hours ago he sat on the couch thinking about the tree branch that nearly killed him. Now he was thinking about the car that nearly got him. What a day.  
“What’s going on out there? You had some close calls. This used to be a nice quiet town,” His mom said while rubbing his back, a look of concern on her face.
“It still is mom. Weird bad luck.”
“I think you would be safer living in the city.” His father joked.
“It sure is strange. Twice in one day you were almost killed.” His mom said.
Tom thought out loud. “The strange part was how I kept seeing the weird man with bluish-white eyes right before something goes bad.”
His dad jumped. “What did you say?” his voice quite loud. 
Tom moved a bit, surprised by his dad’s reaction. “Every time something weird happened, I thought I saw a man, I don’t know how to describe it, but with glowing eyes.”
His father stood up and walked around the room, running his hands through his hair. He walked out of the living room.
Tom and his mom were left speechless. “What did I say?” Tom asked more to himself than his mom.
Tom’s mother was as surprised; she shook her head. “I don’t know.” 
 Why did his dad react with such fear? He mentioned the man with glowing eyes, did his father know more than he was letting on?
“I’ll get dinner ready,” his mom said quietly as she got up. “You’ll be okay?
Tom blinked and looked around. “What?” Lost in thought over his father to hear his mom. “Oh yes, of course.”
“Are you sure?”
“Yes, I’m Sure.” Tom was barely hearing his mother, he was thinking too much about his dad’s bizarre reaction. 
 
An hour later he sat at the dinner table with his mom at the head of the table, his dad across from her. Lisa sat across from him talking away on the cell phone as usual. Her mom stared at her until she got the message and said goodbye to her friend. Tom looked down at his roast beef dinner, wanting to bring up the topic of the figure with bluish-white eyes. Why his dad freaked out when hearing it, but he thought better of it. He ate his dinner acting as though everything was fine. What did his dad know about the figure? Did Grandpa ever mention something about it? Did his dad ever see such a thing? Clearly, something was up. What did his dad know that he wasn’t telling? 
“Crazy things happened with Tom today,” Lisa said as she started eating.
Tom jumped a bit when he heard his name.
“I know,” his mom said. “I’m still freaked out by the whole thing. I can’t believe Tom is so relaxed.”
He knew inside he was a mess of nerves. It wasn’t the tree branch falling or the car miss hitting him, which freaked him out the most. But the figure with the bluish-white eyes. He kept a steady face and cool hands, he didn’t want to come across as shaken up. In case his mother told him he should stay home this weekend. “No big deal. A couple of near misses.” He said with a smile.
His mom looked at him with complete surprise. “I think it’s a big deal.” She said, “I’m more stressed over it than you are. You should be more bothered than I am.”
“You need to watch your back.” His dad said. “Any girls at school put a curse on you for breaking their hearts?” 
They all laughed. 
He felt a lot better hearing his dad joke. Somehow it reminded him of the times they all had dinner and were able to laugh. Until a few months ago when it was announced Ghostly Hauntings was coming to town. Then it all changed. On any given day his dad was the life of the party, but his silence for the last few days spoke volumes. Maybe that’s why he’s been working so much. He didn’t want to be at home hearing Tom talk about the show.
“Have any homework, Tom?” His mom asked.
Tom looked over to his mom.  “No. The teacher decided to hold back on the homework because of Ghostly Hauntings coming to…town.” He lowered his voice.
“Good to hear.” She turned to Lisa. “What about you dear, how was your day?”
Tom tried to pay attention to Lisa, but was aware of his father next to him.
 
An hour later Tom was finished his dinner and made his way up to his room. He was glad his father was home, but the tension between them was growing. Why couldn’t his dad talk with him? Instead of judging? This was supposed to be a good weekend. 
He walked into his room. He figured he would lie down on his bed and watch a DVD of Ghostly Hauntings to help clear his mind. Whenever he was bothered by anything he always turned to his DVD of his favourite show to relax him. He walked passed the window, and froze. He thought he saw someone moving in the backyard. Just like last time. It was dark out now, but he knew for certain something moved. Was it the man who saved his life earlier?
He moved over to his desk and opened the drawer and took out a bright yellow flashlight with the words Ghostly Hauntings written in black across the handle. Something he bought a few days before going camping last month. He looked out into the hallway and knew his father was in his room watching TV. 
He slowly made his way down the stairs and was pretty sure his mom was in the living room reading a book. Who knows where Lisa was, then again who cares? 
He made his way to the backdoor and slowly opened it making sure he made no noise. It wasn’t like him to sneak out of his house. Something he didn’t practice much. He stepped outside and slowly closed the door behind him. He knew he could go outside whenever he wanted. But somehow going outside to investigate someone in the backyard made him edgy. He knew if his parents did see him, they probably wouldn’t even ask him what he was doing. It wasn’t like he was grounded, but still he felt like he had a guilty conscience. 
He hoped they didn’t ask him where he was going. Knew he was a horrible liar and cracked under the pressure and ended up telling them the truth. Guilt was always written on his face. 
He looked around the backyard. It was harder to see anything now with the sundown. He slowly made his way further back always watching out for anyone jumping out at him or running off. He had to make sure he didn’t make any noise. Tripping over the garbage can at this time wasn’t a good idea. 
He kept his flashlight off for the time being. He didn’t want to scare away whoever it was by the bright light. He stopped instantly when he realized he was going to bump into the barbecue. Moving in the daylight was a lot easier. 
He looked down making sure he didn’t step on any fallen leaves. The cracking would’ve given up his location. It took what felt like forever, but he made his way to the trees where he saw the figure. 
What was he going to do if there was someone anyway? Whoever the mystery man was he could’ve been crazy. Then again why would a crazy person save his life twice, only to harm him later. Whoever it was hiding, was now gone. He turned on his flashlight and pointed it at the ground. He saw footprints. 
Were they his? He looked at the bottom of his own shoes. No, the pattern was different. He moved the flashlight along the ground following the footprints. They lead to the backyard fence. Whoever was standing here before, had taken off running. 
So now what? He thought for a moment. Follow the footprints or go back inside? This mystery figure did save his life twice in one day. He knew he had to find out why. On any other day, he would’ve gone back inside. Today was different. He moved forward towards the fence at the end of his property. He held onto the flashlight tightly and climbed over. 
He didn’t want his neighbours coming out of their houses getting mad at him. Ms. Parker was a nice lady, but she would get mad if Tom was caught running through her backyard. He needed to stay low. He followed the footprints along the back fence of three more houses. Always having the flashlight pointed a foot in front of him. It wasn’t easy seeing the footprints, somewhere deeper than others.
He felt as though he been outside wandering around for over an hour. he looked at his watch and realized it was only fifteen minutes. He came to the end of the block and to an empty intersection. The lights from the neon sign above Tim’s Hardware Store sighed on the road. The streetlight lit up the road and sidewalk. Not a car anywhere. 
He knew everyone was at home with their families. The lights of Main Street lit up the sky revealing small dark clouds against a dark blue sky. Tom was pretty sure he saw someone moving down Main Street towards the forest.
So that’s where he’s hiding. The stranger was nowhere in town, but out in the forest. Beyond the buildings and houses. 
But how far into the forest? Only one way to find out. He followed. 
He came to the end of the road and gave one last look behind him and the street lights above. If he did enter the forest, there would be no light to guide him. only the small flashlight in his hand. 
All the kids in town were taught never to go into the forest at night. Going in during the daytime was bad enough. But night was a different story. It might be the last thing you do. 
He knew if he took a wrong turn somewhere he could be lost until morning, or worse. He tried keeping up with the figure who was always a few yards ahead. A few minutes in he looked around into the darkness and never knew the forest went this deep. 
Maybe it was the darkness playing games with his head, but the forest seemed to be a dark, creepy empty space. As though the trees mixed in with emptiness. How far out of town was he by now? 
He hoped he would be able to find his way home. While walking through the forest it seemed time stood still  He tried his best not to make any noise. In the daytime he could easily see small tree branches at his feet and step over them. Now in the dark, it seemed every step made enough noise to wake the dead. It was clear the figure in front of him knew where it was going. Ducking and avoiding the tree branches that Tom kept running into. 
It seemed the further he moved the darker it got. Until the mystery man was gone.
Tom froze. Where did he go? Now he was alone in the forest at night with only a small flashlight. He knew following the figure was a bad idea.
He walked a bit more hoping it was the right direction. He moved a few branches out of his face and was surprised to see a one-story wooden shack in front of him. 
He stood for a moment and looked around. What on earth? How on earth did this get here? Who on earth built a shack in the middle of the woods? No driveway. No path leading to the front door. The grass has grown all around the house. Looks like no one has been here in years. No one in town has ever mentioned it before. He knew all the rumours and myths about Springbrook Gardens but never heard anything about a small shack in the middle of the forest. Countless kids walk around the forest everyday. Someone should’ve come across this place by now.
He lifted the flashlight and pointed it at one of the windows. The mystery man must’ve led him here on purpose. Theirs no way he would’ve found it on his own. Stumbling upon this place by coincidence? Unlikely. 
He looked around into the darkness to left and right and decided to move closer, ever so slowly though. He thought about running back home, he wasn’t a hero, this was no comic book. He could barely ask girls out on a date, much less follow a stranger through the forest into a dark shack. This was something he would never have done before. But, this figure saved his life, and ran away. He needed to know why. He pointed the flashlight a few feet ahead of him and started to move towards the empty building. He made sure not to step on any twigs. 
He approached the shack. The windows were covered up from the inside. The walls on the outside were cold and grey. Whoever stayed in this place didn’t really care about keeping it up. He figured the weeds were grown high on purpose to hide the shack even more. 
He came up to the front door and gave one last look around. Wondering if he would ever be seen again. He tried his best to be as quiet as possible. He slowly pushed open the door. 
To his surprise, the door opened easier than he expected. Which probably wasn’t a good thing. He raised his flashlight and moved it around the room before entering. It was one large room with newspaper clippings hanging on the wall. The only light came from his flashlight. 
He figured it would as dark inside during the daytime as it is at night. Whoever stayed here never wanted to be found. He slowly walked inside, keeping the front door open. Making sure it didn’t slam shut and locking him in. 
He hoped having the door open would let some light inside, no such luck. He scanned the walls with his flashlight. He walked up closer to the newspaper clippings wanting a better look. 
The clippings were old and dusty. Dated long ago. Some Clippings were from newspapers from other countries. Some from magazines, handwritten notes. He read some of them. They all dealt with demons and the paranormal. 
What was all this? He jumped when he thought he saw someone moving in the darkness. He felt silly when he realized it was his own shadow. He took a step back from the clippings on the wall and turned his flashlight to the centre of the room. 
It lit up a dusty wooden table. Something caught his attention; there was something on it. He moved closer and pointed the flashlight, a large book with a brown leather front. What on earth?
He reached down with his free hand and picked it up. His eyes widened when he noticed the dust on the table was already disturbed. Someone had been in the house not too long ago. He quickly looked around the room making sure whoever it was were not still in there.
They must’ve placed the book on the table on purpose. But who? 
He lifted the book off the table and held it with both hands as he tried to point the flashlight at the same time. He moved his hands across the leather front. A bit of dust still rested on it. Could this actually be the Ankh book that his grandfather spoke of? Impossible. The book was his imagination. 
He touched the top of the book, flipping through some of the pages. Randomly stopping here and there and reading a few lines. The handwriting was messy, as though the writer was in a hurry. Trying to get the message down as fast as possible. Not focusing on making the notes clear.
He stopped on the middle pages and tried to see what was inside. The book crackled a bit from not having been opened in years. It was probably lying around for decades. It was difficult to see, but he could tell there was a lot of handwriting in black ink. Whoever wrote the words, wrote quickly, 
He tired to make out some of the words. Demon, spirits, house, were some of the words he could see in the darkness. Need to defeat the demon, the words were sounding familiar. 
He now understood, this little house was the long-lost hiding place of his grandfather. The mysterious figure led him to this place on purpose. The figure wanted him to find this book. Why? What good would it do in his hands? He was just a kid, not a hero like Chris minds.
He looked at the other page. Joseph Henize still lives. He must be stopped. It wants the souls of everyone in town.        
Joseph Heinze the same name from his dream. impossible. The same name his grandfather said in the hospital. What is going on? He closed the book and looked at the back cover, he flipped through the pages again. He looked around the room for more clues, anything. Maybe whoever left the book on the table was still watching him? He moved the flashlight into the dark corners of the room, nothing. 
He opened the book back open to any random page. 
I’ve seen the eyes of the demon, they glow bluish-white. The eyes of Joseph Heinze.
Glowing bluish-white eyes? The one from his dreams. Just like at the school doors. The same thing across the street right before the tree branch fell and the car nearly hitting him. A man with the same eyes was across the street looking right at him. The very thing, which his father reacted with fear when hearing. He looked back into the book.
I had to battle Joseph for so many years. I fought him all over. Now I found him here in Springbrook Gardens. The place where he now hides. I’ve tracked it down to a house. Joseph has located the Isfet book. This is where the final battle must take place. However, only the chosen one can truly defeat him once and for all. I know in my heart I am not the one. I’ve trapped Joseph in a house, he cannot escape. He will be trapped as long as no one reads from the Isfet book. I must find the Isfet book before someone else does. If they read from it, Joseph will be free. Everyone in town will be at risk. When the chosen one confronts Joseph he will either succeed or the demon will win and take over the souls of everyone in town. Joseph can make you see illusions that are not there. You will believe your life is in danger from water, creatures. Things which can fly. It will seem real if you let yourself believe. You must block it out. Tell yourself it’s not real.
  
 
He turned the page 
The demon feeds off of innocent people’s fears. He needs to trap their souls.
He flipped to another page. 
The more he has the stronger he gets. Into the hallway, he will show himself. The hallway will appear as light, and then turn into darkness and the face will appear at the end. Staring right back at you. With the bluish-white eyes. I know one day the chosen one will read this. 
 He snapped the book shut. He could feel his blood turn cold. There was something about that line. The chosen one. It was like his dreams. Everything he read has happened to him in dreams. What did he mean the chosen one? 
He closed his eyes trying to think, his eyes shot open, and it came to him. He understood who the chosen one was. It was all making sense now. Chris Minds. The world’s greatest psychic. 
Yes, how could he not have seen it? Chris Minds was coming to Springbrook Gardens to confront Joseph Henize. This was all destiny, Chris vs. Joseph. He couldn’t help but smile. Joseph had no idea what it was in for. Chris was going to slap him around. Ghostly Hauntings coming to town had to happen. All the cards were lining up and he was going to watch it all go down, nice and safe outside the house. He could feel a surge of energy running through his body. This was going to be great. Everything his grandfather said was true. It was all happening. His grandfather was right after all. He couldn’t wait to get home and tell his dad. Let the world know, run up and down Main Street telling everyone.  
He stopped for a moment. All of a sudden he could feel his body sinking downward. He lowered the book back onto the table and lost his smile. What was he thinking? 
There’s no Joseph Heinze. The book was written by a madman. He felt lower than low. How did he fall for it? Thinking the book written by his grandfather was real. He shook his head and had to laugh. 
He had it all wrong. Letting his imagination get the best of him. Chris Minds wasn’t in town to battle Joseph. He was here for a live show, nothing more. 
He placed the book back on the wooden table. He now understood what he was reading, the ramblings of his grandfather. The ramblings of a madman. No wonder his grandfather was placed in a hospital. This book clearly shows how out of his mind he was.
His shoulders sank as he slowly closed his eyes. He couldn’t help but feel sorry for his grandfather. Imagine believing such silliness. Not understanding how crazy it all sounded. Actually believing it was real. 
It was time to turn away from this place and walk back home. It didn’t feel right reading a book written by his crazy grandfather. His grandfather told him about the book, but he never thought it was real. Now he was seeing with his own eyes how crazy his grandfather was.
What was it about Joseph Henize that his grandfather couldn’t let go of? All he ever did was search for him. Chasing a shadow that did not exist. Thinking it lived here in Springbrook Gardens, of all places. If there was one place no one would ever find a demon it’s here in this cozy, little, peaceful town. 
He turned away from the table and headed towards the front door. He was going to go back home and forget all this silliness. He was going to enjoy the weekend he had been waiting for months to arrive. And not waste his time thinking about “bluish white-eyed Joseph”. 
He stopped when he reached the door and looked back at the table. What was he going to do with the book? If he found this place maybe one day other kids will find it as well, take the book and show it around town. Giving the towns people more reasons to laugh at his grandfather. 
He knew what he had to do. He picked up the book again and held it. He decided he should take it with him, just in case. Better to hide it in his room than leave it out here. He held the book in his hands. Strange, for a brief moment he felt connected with his grandfather. He carefully collected the articles off the wall. 
Walked over and placed all of them inside the middle of the book and headed out of the empty room making sure nothing was left behind. He gave one last look back at the one-story small shack house and breathed out. Poor grandpa. 
He set off moving back through the dark forest with the crickets chirping away. He was amazed by all the little noises someone could hear in the forest at night. There seemed to be more creatures awake at night than in the daytime. 
There had to be a million stars above. Maybe more if it wasn’t for all the tree branches blocking out the view. He was surprised he was able to remember the route back.
At least there wouldn’t be a search party out looking for him in the morning. When he stepped back onto Main Street he turned the flashlight off as the streetlights lit up the sidewalk. There was no reason anymore to walk through neighbours backyards. He was lucky he wasn’t caught. Having to explain himself wouldn’t have been easy. Telling everyone he was following a mysterious figure didn’t sound too believable. He made his way toward his street and turned down. 
Now he had bigger problems. How was he going to get the book into the house without being caught? What if his father found it? How would his dad react?
He walked up to his backdoor and ever so slowly turned the doorknob. He was hoping his mom or dad wasn’t walking in the hallway at the moment he opened the door. He would be caught standing outside holding his Grandfather’s book with a look of guilt. 
He poked his head inside. Looked both ways and made sure the coast was clear. First stage done. 
Now all he had to do was get upstairs by passing by the living room. And hope he wouldn’t be called in. He closed the backdoor as quietly as possible, trying to avoid all sounds. 
He made his way down the hallway and peaked around the corner. His mom was in the kitchen talking on the phone. He could hear her talking about his close calls with the tree branch and car. That was one parent located. Now he had to figure out where his dad was. 
As he walked up the stairs to the second floor he kept the book close to his chest. Not wanting any of the newspaper clippings to fall out. He looked over his shoulder a thousand times with each step.
Each step sounded like thunder in his head. He was sure his dad was going to hear them and see him walking up the stairs. He even held his breath making sure not a sound was made. As he reached the top of the stairs he slowly made his way into his bedroom. 
Inside it felt like the weight of the world taken off his shoulders. He found himself still holding his breath and tip-toeing around his room. Where on earth was he going to hide the book. It had to be in a place where no one would find it. 
He decided to place it under his mattress. Why would anyone look under there? He walked over still thinking the world could hear his movements. He lifted the mattress and placed the book under it. When he stood up he felt better. 
“What are you doing?” 
He jumped, he quickly turned around and saw Lisa standing at his bedroom door. “Oh hi Lisa how are you doing? Nice to see you. Hope all is well.”
“You feeling, okay? You’re being very friendly, it’s not like you.” She asked.
“Doing just fine. Couldn’t be better. Happy, you know me, always happy.” He could hear himself talking faster and faster. He needed to calm down.
“You’re weird.”
“Sure am. That’s me.” He tried to smile.
“Anyway, Grandma is on the phone talking to mom. She wanted to say hi, and ask if you’re all right. Should I tell her you’re acting bizarre as usual?”
“Funny, I will be down in a second to say hi.” He said with a smile.
“Whatever, just don’t take too long.” She turned to head back downstairs
That was close. As long as she didn’t suspect anything. Now all he had to, was decide what to do with the book in the long run. Maybe hide it in the attic in a box with his name on it. Whatever he decided he knew his dad could never see it. 
 
 
Chapter 23
 
Friday afternoon….
 
Mel sat at his desk typing on his computer. He took a moment and checked his watch. Andrew his assistant walked up to the office opened the glass door and leaned his head in.
“Time for the staff meeting.” The young boy with red hair, said. Wearing his usual dark brown sports jacket with leather patches on the elbows.
“Thank you, Andrew.” Mel called back; too busy typing away to look up.
After finishing his last paragraph he quickly pushed save on his computer and pushed his leather chair back from the desk. Stood up and made his way out of his office. 
He walked alongside Alice Nash towards the conference room. “Everything good on your end for heading out tomorrow?”
“Sure is,” Alice answered, “The cars are all gassed up, and the security will be in place in case the fans outside get too worked up. Or should I say Ghostly Ghouls nut cases.” 
“Good work, I know we’ve had a lot of meetings within the last few weeks, but we need to make sure all loose ends are tied up and all questions have been answered.”
Alice nodded. “I fully agree, it’s better to measure twice and cut once.”
Mel laughed a bit. “Good point. With the show being live on Sunday it’s safe to say everything will be different.”
“For sure, everyone in the building can feel the sparks. Everyone is jumpy and alive.”
“That’s good, keeps them on their toes. We’re expecting the largest audience in TV history to tune in. Everything has to be perfect. I know everyone is tired of the endless meetings, but it will pay off.”
As Mel and Alice walked down the hall he passed by David’s office who was stepping out his door at the same moment.
David walked alongside them. “Here we go, the final meeting before we head on out to Springbrook Gardens,” David said while looking through his paperwork,
“I’ll meet you in the conference room,”  Alice said to Mel. “I have to stop at my desk to pick up some folders.”
“Okay,” Mel said as Alice turned to walk away. Mel looked back at David as they made their way down the hall. 
“I know what you're thinking,” David said. “Another meeting. Everyone can’t stand the meetings, but they're needed.” 
Mel laughed “To be honest, right now I’m thinking about my vacation at the end of the month. Nothing but girls and parties.” He said while closing his eyes for a second.
“Lucky you. I still got to wait two months for mine.”
“Yeah, but you just bought that nice sports car a few days ago. So you have something to drive around in hitting on the girls with until then.”
“Good point.” David smiled.
“Besides where would you go on vacation? All you ever want to do is stay in the city, going out to nightclubs every night.” He said as they both laughed.
Kris Mackin was the first to walk into the conference room. She pushed open the glass door and reached to the wall and turned on all four light switches. The lights above flickered for a second and came on bright, lighting up the whole room. 
In the centre was a large white table with twelve chairs around it. Five on each side and two larger ones at both ends. A coffee table stood at the back of the room with a silver coffee machine on top. A large whiteboard was attached to the wall at the front of the room. 
Kris walked in and sat in her usual seat the second on the left. Placed a stack of notes on the table as she pushed her long black hair to the side. She looked over her notes. The folder on top containing information on the Baxter house. By now she knew the ins and outs of the house and the town of Springbrook Gardens. 
Her last visit was trip number four. Working with the mayor and finalizing the paperwork. It was her job to collect information and schedule the shooting locations days. Everything up to this point had gone smoothly, no problems. Why couldn’t all locations set up go this smooth? She laughed to herself.  
Getting the permits for the location was rather easy and quick, she wasn’t complaining. Though something still bothered her, causing her to lose sleep. How did the name and location of the Baxter house get onto her computer? The address was on her computer screen when she came back into her office. She was told someone at the lobby wanted to see her. When she arrived the stranger was nowhere to be seen. She returned to her office, sat down, and right in front of her on her computer screen was the house. 
Other members of the staff made their way into the conference room.
Tony the cameraman came in and saw the box of donuts Abbie was carrying with her.
“Hey Abbie, come on over here, with those donuts.” He sat down and rubbed his hands together wanting some donuts.
Other members sat down while talking to each other. Someone talking about what T.V. shows they watched the night before. Others chatting about what books they were reading. Posters were neatly on the wall of famous TV shows throughout the network's history.
“Oh, good donuts.” One of the crew members said as he ran into the room and grabbed at the boxes. It was usual for the donuts to be in the office during meetings along with cookies and soft drinks. The crew loved getting their sugar rush during the prep meeting. Back at their desk they would eat their healthy food but in here it was junk all the way.
Amy walked in and the crew members greeted her as she sat down.
The other crew members helped themselves to some of the donuts and soda pop. 
Mel and David were the last ones to walk in. They stood at the front of the table. “Okay everyone this is it. The last meeting before heading on out.”
Everyone in the room cheered.
“Alright, alright calm down,” Mel said with a smile. “I know we’ve had a million meetings so far, I want everything to go well. Everyone will be heading over to Springbrook Gardens tomorrow very early. That’s why it’s important to have this meeting now to make sure all questions are answered. This is a big moment for us. As you all know we’re going live for the first time.”
“Live? What? No one told me, we should’ve had more meetings.” Tony yelled out. Everyone in the room burst out laughing.
“Very funny. When we arrive tomorrow the trucks will park next to the Baxter house. The rest of us will be meeting in the hotel lobby getting ready for the autograph signing in the park. Amy is here with us now.” He turned to Amy, she smiled at everyone. “Chris Minds is in Springbrook Gardens as we speak. We will meet up with him in the town. After the autograph signing there will be a live press conference. And the next night will be the live show.  We need everything to go smoothly, no room for error. If something were to go wrong there would be no fixing it. What’s the old saying in the TV world?”
Everyone in the room spoke at once, “Problems equal money.”  Followed by a laugh.
“Right,” Mel said. “Even when everything goes well it cost a lot, so errors add up quick. We can expect a ton of fans at the location.”
“You mean more than outside our building?” Tony joked, causing everyone to laugh again. 
“Yes, more than outside. The largest TV audience will be tuning in. Let’s do one more run down the list making sure everything is good.”
Everyone in the room groaned. “It’s all good, we did this already,” Harry said with his head on the table.
“I know, this will be the last time. All the camera crews ready to head out.” Mel asked while looking over to Steve Smith.
“Sure are,” Steve said, head of the camera department. A few years back he started off as assistant and now worked his way up to being the head of the team. “Got all the cameras ready to go, and ready to move on out. The truck is loaded up as of this second.” He said as he was eating a donut.
“Great work Steve, I hope this meeting isn’t interrupting your eating time,” Mel said.
Everyone laughed.
Steve gave the thumbs up with a smile.
“So how’s the set up of the radio station haunted house going?   	 
 Amanda Parker sat up straight and picked up her notes. “It’s all a go. Been talking with the boss at the radio station. Everyone in town loves it. Should be a huge turnout. The radio station is done setting up.” 
“Now comes the big announcement. I’ve come up with a new idea. One that will make the show amazing. The fans will love it. We will be having a contest. Unlike anything seen before on TV. While the fans of the show are waiting to enter the 109 Haunted House on Saturday night they can enter a contest. Where on Sunday, right before we enter the Baxter House someone will win and they’ll walk through the house with us live on air.”
Everyone in the room sat in silence. Everyone looking at Mel.
“Really?” One of them said from the back of the room. With everyone else still in silence. 
“Oh yes, this will be great. It will get everyone watching hyped up for the show.”
Kris spoke up. “But it’s all so sudden. We leaving for the house tomorrow and this is the first we’re hearing about it.”
“That’s true. Because I came up with the idea not too long ago. But it will all work out. The kids in line on Saturday can fill out entry forms and place them in a barrel. Then we chose the winner.”
Everyone looked at each other in silence. 
Mel laughed. “Don’t look too off guard. It will be a fun thing. Nothing to worry about. I know it’s last second but everything will work out.”
Amy was a bit surprised. “I hope everything does turn out well. We’ve never had a guest walking through the house. I hope they don’t act silly on camera.” 
“They won’t be a problem. David will be watching over the winner. Making sure they don’t do anything odd. You won’t even know they’re there. They’ll be behind the camera the whole time. We’re doing this it get the kids excited for the show.”
“I thought us being there was exciting already,” Kris said.
“That’s true, but we will add a little bit more to the pot to make it even more exciting. Kids watching at home will live vicariously through the winner. Wait and see, by the time it’s over it will be the most talked about event of the evening.” 
“Does everyone love the idea? David called out.
Everyone in the room took a moment and slowly nodded. 
“Great, good to hear.” Mel turned to Amy. “You have everything you need for the live show?”
She looked at her notes and nodded. “I think so. I’ve been doing my write up on the town’s history and the Baxter house.” She held up the paperwork. “Difficult finding information on this place, hard work.”
Kris looked over to Amy who sat a few seats away. “I know what you mean. Everyone is finding it hard to get information on Springbrook Gardens.”
David agreed as well. “I understand, some location shoots go easy, but this one is more difficult. It seems like this town never existed until we came across it.”
Mel looked back to the group. “Does everyone have maps of the town’s location? In case we lose each other on the way there.”
Everyone in the room moaned and looked at each other and shook their heads.
“Not the map question again.” Amanda said.
They all held up their copy of the map in the air and waved them around like airplanes.
“I know what you’re thinking. There goes Mel being paranoid again. Now, don’t go saying it never happens. But it’s better to be safe than sorry. It’s a backup plan. If someone takes a wrong turn it’s good to have your own maps. Remember we are live. If someone gets lost, we’re all in trouble.”
Everyone nodded and continued to hold their copy of the map.
“So how did we learn about this house?” Tony asked as he put his map away. “Finding it on the map was hard. It’s as if the place didn’t want to be found.”
Kris leaned forward to look at Tony. “I can’t explain it. It just appeared on my computer screen.” 
Everyone in the room laughed.
“No really it did. I left my office and when I came back it was on my screen.”
“Owwww, scary,” Tony said.
“Okay so if that’s it. We will meet here tomorrow in the morning to head on out.”
They all stood up picking up their notes.
“Remember everyone,” Mel called out.  “When we get back on Monday we will start to work on the next shoot, which will be in a mental institution.” 
“Ohhhhh.” some of them said.
“So let’s go out there and capture the greatest moments in TV history. Let’s give the world something it will never forget.” Mel yelled out.
Everyone cheered, 
As everyone made their way out of the office. David held back and waited until the door was closed.  
Mel turned to him. “Looks as though they took that well. Letting them know about the contest winner.”
“I think they were in shock to respond.” David said. “It caught all of them off guard.”
“I couldn’t tell them we know who’s going to win. Have to make it look natural. Can’t mention anything about the kid or his grandfather.”
David nodded. “Makes sense.”
“Turns out I got 2 new bits of information from Kris. First, you know the old man in the mental institution who was in Springbrook Gardens? Turns out Kris knows the location of the hospital and there’s a nurse there who’s willing to talk.”
David rubbed his chin. “Interesting, what information can she give us?”
“Turns out the old man knows all about the history of the Baxter house. It’s not some average house. Something big happened there decades ago. For a price, she’s willing to talk.”
David thought for a moment. “For a price? Wonder what she has to say.”
“Let’s say, she has access to patient files and overheard the man talking to doctors.”
David sighed. “This sounds risky, having access to patient files is illegal. We could have the law involved if we’re caught. Won’t look good for the live show.”
“Not a problem. We’ll be meeting her in the parking lot of the hospital in the early morning. We’ll only be there for a few minutes. Out before anyone sees us. We can stop there on our way to Springbrook Gardens. A little pit stop so to speak.”
“We were planning on arriving in town with the production trucks.”
“And we shall. We’ll make the stop and quickly catch up as they are arriving. No one on the crew will know what we’re up to.”
“I hope the information will be worth it.”   
Mel smiled. “It will all pay off in the end. Make sure you bring along the book for the live show.”
“What was the other thing?”
“Kris went online to Ghostly Hauntings website and looked up the crazy man’s last man and came across a photo of his grandson. Now we’ll know who to look for. His name is Tom Wilson. We’ll watch the kids entering the contest. When his name goes in, we’ll know we got him. We’ll even ask the radio station to interview someone standing in line. When we see him I’ll point him out to the DJ. This will give us an idea of who he is. Then, after  all the entries are in we’ll replace the entires with his.”
“How will that be done?”
“Overnight, before Sunday morning, we can replace the entries.” Mel said with a smile.
David rolled his eyes. “We have to replace everyone? That will take forever.”
“I know it doesn’t sound like fun, but we have to make sure the kid wins. Having him read from the book will look amazing on camera. That’s when I jump out in the hallway as a ghost. Everything lines up.”
David took a deep breath. “This better be worth it.” 
	 
Chapter 24
 
Friday night 
 
Tom lied back on the couch in the living room wanting to clear his mind. He had never had so much happen in one day. Finding his grandfather’s book almost made him forget about the tree branch and car missing him. 
He pulled the blue blanket off the top of the couch and wrapped himself up in it. Lifted his feet off the carpet and kicked off his slippers. He felt like he could sleep for a hundred years. He reached over and picked up the remote control and pushed the play button on the D.V.D remote. Tossed it back onto the coffee table. He placed a red pillow behind his head getting as comfortable as possible and made sure to turn off the lights in the room. 
He liked the room to be as dark as possible when watching an episode of Ghosting Hauntings. As the title of the show appeared on the T.V screen the phone started to ring in the kitchen. Tom leaned forward and turned up the volume by the remote. The phone continued to ring.
“I’ll get it!” Lisa yelled from the top of the stairs. She stormed down the stairs each step sounding like thunder. “By all means let me get the phone,” she shouted out. He knew her comment was meant for him. 
Tom could hear her picking up the phone in the other room. She walked into the living room and tossed the portable phone beside him on the couch
“It’s for you loser, your friend is calling.”
 Tom could hear Lisa running back up the stairs probably upset that it wasn’t a boy from school calling her. He picked up the phone.
“Hello,” He waited a moment. “Hey Cliff, what’s happening?”
“Hanging out here waiting,” Cliff answered. “The last day is the longest. I can’t fall asleep. Thinking too much about tomorrow. What are you doing?”
“I’m watching an episode of Ghostly Hauntings before the big day. Getting myself all psyche up. I got a feeling it’s safer here inside my house than out on Main Street.” 
Cliff laughed a bit on the other end. “I know what you mean. If I were almost hit by a car I wouldn’t leave my house either. Hopefully your parents will let you go out this weekend.”
“I was hoping the same thing at dinner time.”
“What show is it?” Cliff asked.
“It’s the first season when the Ghostly Hauntings crew visit the haunted abandoned mill. It’s one of the best episodes. Well, along with the other episodes as well.” Tom cut himself off from talking to listen to the theme music. When it was finished he turned back to the phone. “Don’t you love the creepy violins at the beginning?” 
Cliff agreed.
“The cool part is when the gothic singing starts and the scary ghost face jumps right at the camera.” 
“That gave me nightmares for weeks the first I saw it. Did you know the theme for Ghostly Hauntings is the most downloaded ringtone ever? I have it on my cell phone. Because of Ghostly Hauntings gothic music is popular again on the radio. Wait a second I have an idea. I’ll put the same DVD in my player as well.”
Tom pushed pause on his DVD and waited until Cliff was ready. After a minute Cliff picked the phone back up. 
“Okay, I have mine playing in the same spot.”
Tom could feel himself falling asleep but watched the show anyway. He put his head back on the pillow. He watched as Amy Lanko stepped in front of the camera at the front doors of the abandoned mill. “Okay here’s Amy introducing the show. As usual, she will talk to the camera first giving the viewers a brief history of the location they're in. So the viewers have an idea of the background of the place. In this episode, she talks about the history of the mill. How some people died in it and how their spirits are seen walking around the building.” 
“I would run out of there,” Cliff said.
“I thought you were brave and would stick around,” Tom said.
“No way, not with ghosts jumping out at me.”
“Between us, I was the scaredy cat?” Tom asked.
“Only around Cindy.” Cliff pointed out and laughed.
“Hey, not true. Soon I will talk with her.” Tom watched as Amy sat down with former employees of the mill. “Here’s the part where she talks with co-workers who have seen the ghost. Imagine what it would be like. I can’t imagine how those people were able to work there after seeing the ghost. That would be so scary. The mill stayed open for a few years after employees stayed seeing the ghost. How creepy.” 
Cliff agreed. 
“Now she will talk with historians who knew the area and give the viewers information about the mill. Soon they will be going inside for the tour. This is where it gets good.
“And in walks Chris Minds.” Cliff said. “Wearing his black suit and carrying his glass walking stick.”
Tom watched as Chris walked through the mill calling out for ghosts. He stood in silence telling Amy he could hear ghosts talking to him in his mind. Amy quietly called out for the ghost to make any noise. There was silence at first, then a loud bang against the wall, echoing the building. Amy screamed as Chris jumped. 
“That was so cool,” Cliff said. “I guess the ghosts are alive and kicking inside that mill. The first time I watched this episode and heard that bang I screamed.”
“I read online that moment was considered to be the scariest moment in TV history. And I would have to agree.” Tom said, while getting wrapped up tighter in his blankets.
“Did you notice it happened right when Amy called out for the ghost? As if the ghost could hear her?”
“It proves Chris is a real psychic. He made the contact and now Amy could talk with the ghost,” Tom added. 
Tom watched the TV screen, never blinking; he didn’t want to miss a thing. He had seen the episode a thousand times before, but watched it as though it was his first time. Chris continued communicating with the spirits. Amy called out, followed by a heavy metal door slamming off in the background. Again Amy jumped, as the cameraman quickly spun the camera around. Pointing it down the long dark hallway, looking for the source of the noise. The lack of deceit light in the hallway made it impossible to see what caused it.
Amy and the crew members took off running down the hall trying to make contact. Hoping to capture the ghost on camera. They only came across Mel, the head producer who looked at the camera and said he was looking for the ghost as well. 
“Can you imagine being in the mill and hearing a door slam like that?” Tom asked.
“It would give me nightmares,” Cliff said back.
As much as Tom thought about the show he couldn’t get his grandfather’s book out of his head. It was driving him nuts. Why did he have to come across it? 
He went back to watching the DVD. A few minutes later the Ghostly Hauntings crew walked into an office used by the boss of the company. Chris tried to make contact with the spirit of the boss. It was difficult to see anything with all the dark shadows. A minute later a chair behind the desk moved on his own.
“Did you see that?” Cliff asked. “That chair moved all by itself. Proof ghosts do exist. The only person standing nearby was the head producer Mel and he jumped from fright as well.”
“That guy is brave, I’ll tell you that. How on earth he didn’t run out of the room, I’ll never know.”   
“Scariest show in the history of TV.” Cliff said.
“You said it. Tension from the start to the finish. Ghostly Hauntings proves without a doubt whatsoever, ghosts do exist.” 
Tom’s mom poked her head into the living room. “You mister, should be in your room right now sleeping. It’s late.”    
He gave her the thumbs up. “Hey, Cliff I have to go, need to head off to bed. The biggest day ever will be happening tomorrow.”
“Yeah, I need to head off to bed as well. Cool, see you then.”
“Okay. Bye.” He hung up the phone and reached for the remote and turned off the TV. He placed the remote back on the coffee table, stood up, and stretched his arms. He noticed his comic book Alien Man on the side of the coffee table and picked it up. He looked into the dining room and said goodnight to his mom. He didn’t see his dad. He figured he was in bed by now.   
He walked up the stairs towards his bedroom reading his comic; he could feel his eyes getting heavy. He never took his eyes off the page though. The story was too compelling, anytime aliens attacked a space colony he had to read it. He pushed open the bedroom door with his foot and walked into his room. He admired how the hero in the story stood up to the evil alien warlord with no fear. He wished he could do something like that one day. Maybe work as a secret spy. 
He imagined what it would be like to be the hero saving the day. He sat down on his bed and looked up the posters for Ghostly Hauntings. He lost interest in the comic and began to daydream. His eyes were getting heavier, he was having difficulty keeping them open. He could see himself stuck inside an empty, cold, dark house with Amy Lanko. With tall, thin, transparent ghosts with black eyes attacking from all angles. Amy hiding behind him asking him to save her. He pictured himself telling her everything will be all right. He could see himself standing brave and confident showing no fear towards the ghost. A sword in his hand swinging it at the ghost. A superhero outfit on him with a red cape. 
His eyes closed, his body began to feel tired. His elbow was bending, as he lowered himself to his bed. He continued to daydream. Fighting back the evil warlord ghost and defending Amy showing no fear in the process. He closed his eyes and lied back on his bed. He could see the ghost fearing him and flying away as he defended Amy. He didn’t notice the bluish-white eyes in the poster above his head begin to glow, then looking down at him. It appeared as though a face was now forming within the mist. He fell asleep…
 
Chapter 25
 
… He stood in the living room of an empty house. Looking around and recognized the place. He had been here before. When? The house stood empty. Standing in the middle of the front hallway staring at the front door. How he had gotten there? He had no memory of walking down the sidewalk, walking up the front steps or walking through the open door. 
He turned and looked around. The dining room to his right and living room to his left were empty, large rooms with bare wooden floors. He couldn’t see out the windows, a strange bright white light shined through every window, falling onto the floor. He couldn’t tell if it was night or day.
It wasn’t a blinding light, he felt no irritation looking into it, but he couldn’t see outside. He turned and walked into the living room. His steps made no noise as he walked on the wooden floors. 
A couch and chairs and the red carpet appeared in the room. It should be empty. There was no furniture in this room a second ago. Where did it all come from? 
Something wasn’t right. There was stillness in the air, absolute silence. Nothing from the outside. He couldn’t tell time anymore, a second, an hour or day could’ve gone by. He could no longer tell. 
A distance noise in the background, ever so faintly broke the silence. It was coming from the upstairs. He walked over to the bottom of the staircase and noticed he was moving in slow motion. He lifted one foot and placed it on the first stair and slowly made his way up. Holding the railing as he slowly walked. 
The light at the top of the staircase started to fade away. The ten steps quickly turned into a hundred. Darkness fell around him. His feet began to feel heavier as he moved. It felt like hours had passed and he made no progress making his way up. He didn’t dare look behind him. The bottom of the staircase felt miles away with a million steps down. 
Upon reaching the top and was instantly hit by a massive flash of white light. He turned his head to the side, the brightness too intense. He could not see an inch in front. 
“Hello?” 
He froze, and stood up straight. He heard a voice next to him. It sounded like a little girl. He could not recognize the voice. 
“How did you get here?” The girl asked. 
He could tell the girl was standing right beside him, but the bright light stopped him from seeing her in detail. The light grew brighter until it flashed and disappeared. He blinked and looked around. He realized he was no longer in the second-floor hallway. It now now the basement. How on earth did he get down here? 
A small light appeared within a spire in the centre of the room. A beam standing straight up. As though a knife had cut the air. His eyes were fixed on it. A bluish-white light glittering in the darkness, as though it were calling out to him. 
A figure stepping out from the shadows in the back of the room. He couldn’t see the man in full detail. But there was one thing, which stood out clearly which sent a chill through him. The figure had glowing bluish-white eyes. The figure smiled. A cold, cruel, smile, making him feel nervous. It stayed back, not moving any closer. He wasn’t sure if the figure was remaining in the corner on purpose to antagonize him. Or maybe something was stopping it from walking any closer. 
He looked down to his right and noticed the little girl in the blue dress pointing at him. In a soft voice is whispered, “Joseph”. She slowly started walking across the basement floor, moving closer to the spire of light. He felt his blood turn cold.
What on earth was she doing? He wanted to call out, tell her to stay back, but something stopped him. He couldn’t make any noise, he tried his hardest to scream, nothing. 
He heard the basement door open. He looked up and saw a woman in a reddish blue dress and a man in a black suit, wearing a black top hat make their way down the stairs. They moved side by side staring straight ahead. One foot in front of the other as though hypnotized. They came to a stop on the basement floor and met up with the little girl. They turned at the same time and the three started to move toward the spire of bluish-white flicking light. The two adults walked with their heads down, no expression. But the little girl looked sad. The woman walked with her hands held together, the tall man walked with his arms by his side. 
The little girl in the blue dress slowly looked up to Tom with a sadness in her eyes. She pointed to the floor next to his feet. He looked down and noticed an object lying a few feet in front of him. It looked like the Ankh book.
He quickly looked up. His attention to the floor was broken when he heard the basement door push open. A figure stood at the top of the staircase. Who was it? A bright light shined behind the man making it difficult for him to see the face in detail.
Looking back at the family he wanted to move forward and stop them from walking any closer to the spire which continued to glow with a hypnotic flicker. The figure behind the light had a cold smile. They wouldn’t stop walking, they moved closer and closer. 
Why could the father not see the figure with bluish-white eyes and stop his family from moving closer? 
Tom tried to wave his hands, move his arms, called out. Nothing worked. He knew something bad was going to happen. He couldn’t help but watch them move closer with their heads down. He tried his hardest to move his legs. 
The mystery figure with glowing eyes stood in the shadows and reached out his arms, calling to them. He started to pull all three of them towards the light. Why didn’t they put up a fight? The little girl kept looking over to Tom with the saddest eyes. As if she knew what was about to happen. 
He couldn’t move. He tried to yell out. Nothing but silence throughout the basement. Not a single sound came from anywhere. They walked directly into the spire of bright light and in a flash were gone.  
Now the bluish-white light from the spire started to expand. Growing brighter and wider. Moving out and filling up the basement. The light began to move towards him. He needed to get away. Get out of the basement. He couldn’t move. It was as if his legs were glued to the floor. 
The light got brighter, reaching out to him. The wall of light was only a few feet away and closing in. Tom tried to run. The light was now inches away. All he wanted to do was get out of there. He didn’t want to stay and fight. The light got closer until it was right beside him. The figure in the back of the room had an icy-cold smile. 
Tom looked up to the basement door and noticed the mystery man pointing to the same object on the floor as the little girl. Tom looked down, he could see the book opened to the middle pages…
    
His eyes shot open. He awoke and sat up quickly in his bed and looked around his bedroom. He had to slow down his breathing. His mind and heart were racing a mile a minute. 
Yet, another dream. Who was the figure in the basement hiding in the shadows? His eyes looked like the man on Main Street when the tree branch almost hit him. Why did the little girl point to the Ankh book? He lowered his head into his hands and tried to think back.
Why care about the book? it was only a fake book written by a crazy man. Why did the little girl say Joseph? The same name his grandfather said in the hospital. Who was at the top of the stairs? Why didn’t he come down to help the family? Was it Chris Minds? It didn’t make sense. If it was Chris, he would’ve come down to help. He was positive of it. There’s no way Chris would’ve stood back and not helped out. 
He sat at the end of his bed. He was still wearing his street clothes. He knew he needed to change into his pyjamas. He thought about his pyjamas with the white bunnies. How simple the world was when he received them not too long ago. He looked over at his alarm clock. The bright red numbers read, 3 a.m. 
He slowly stood up off his bed. Still feeling tired and shaken from the dream. He brushed his fingers through his hair, made his way over to the light switch near the bedroom door, and turned off his light. 
He thought about changing into his pyjamas and brushing his teeth and decided against it. He was too groggy to bother, maybe in the morning. He shuffled his feet back to his bed. 
He didn’t look up at his poster above his bed. The face had moved back into the mist, but the eyes on the poster were now looking down at him, instead of straight ahead, glowing bluish-white.
 
Chapter 26
 
Early Saturday morning 
 
The long drive through an empty forest far from the city David and Mel pulled into the hospital parking lot. A light fog covered the area. Massive trees surrounded the place. Quiet, only the crickets could be heard. No one was outside. In the morning the lot was half full. Probably will be full as the morning moves on.
Mel stopped the car and looked the building over. Five stories high. Massive grey walls, dark windows. Looking as though it had been standing for a hundred years. The place looked creepy enough to be its own Ghost Hauntings episode. It probably had a million ghosts inside. No need to fake any ghost stories with this building. Probably more ghosts than actual patients. He was glad he wasn’t staying at this place. How on earth was a place so creepy-looking supposed to make you better?
Somehow grey clouds moved in over the building as they pulled in, he thought it had to be a coincidence. “The production trucks will arrive in town before us since taking this detour. But not a problem, we’ll catch up later.” Mel said. 
“I hope this pays off. We had to cut off the highway so far back. Need I remind you we’re in charge of a live show. We cannot be late for anything. A million things can go wrong.”
"This will be worth it.” He said with a smile. 
David looked around the near-empty parking lot looking up at the massive building. As though it was looking back at him. “So what are we going to do, walk into a hospital and ask for the nurse? Will not not ask us who we are? They are not allowed to give out information on patients.”
“Not a problem. I have no intentions of going inside the building. The woman we want to meet is waiting by her car.” 
“How will we get information from her?”
“The old-fashion way. Money talks.” He pointed to a grey car at the furthest end of the lot. Isolated from all the others. “That has to be her. I can see her in the car waiting.”
They drove over and stopped a few spots over from the grey car. They got out and walked over to the car window.
“You’re the lady I spoke to on the phone?” Mel whispered. 
A woman in her forties with greying hair answered. “I am, but I cannot tell you my name. And cannot give you details on how I know what I know.”
Mel nodded. “That’s fine with us. We don’t need to know who you are. We want to know about one of the patients who lived in Springbrook Gardens.”
She paused and thought for a moment. “He was an interesting one. Was brought in rambling about how an evil entity was going to take over the town. Saying he had to go back and stop the evil one.”
“This is gold. We can use this for the show.” Mel said with his eyes wide as though he just won the lottery. 
“I watched over him. Heard him talking to the doctors through the years. What caught my attention was how he seemed to believe in what he was saying. As though it really happened. His story never changed. Of course, the doctors thought he was crazy, but I paid more attention. Somehow the details were too exact to be made up. As though he witnessed what he was describing.” She looked around the parking lot making sure no one was around. “This is what I got from his files. He told his doctors the evil entity is named Joseph Henize. A man who while living studied the dark arts. He wanted to live forever, wanted to control the light. Control over life itself. Control over the afterlife. Believing the Baxter house was the location of the light.”
“That’s odd. How does the house control the light?” David asked.
She shook her head. “It’s not the house itself. But it was built on the location of the light that connects the afterlife and the living. When in the basement if you step into the light you can control both worlds. Joseph Henize wanted to live forever and this white light made it happen. But he wanted more. It wasn’t enough to live forever. He wanted to enslave all of mankind.”
Mel smiled. “This story is over the top. But how does the Baxter family fall into this? How did they meet?”
“Back in the 1920s, Joseph made his way into town. Met them as a friendly man passing through. He appeared nice and kind to everyone he came across. Sat and talked with the Baxters in their living room one day. But the whole time wanted into their basement. For he knew it was in the basement he could finally access the spire of light. But he had no reason to go down there. So one night he broke in and that was the last anyone saw of the family. Joseph and the Baxters were gone. It was as if they disappeared.” 
Mel laughed. “This will sound great during the live show.”
“The old crazy man said he almost stopped Joseph but was stopped by the police. They thought he had something to do with the disappearance of the Baxter family. But couldn’t find evidence, so they had to let him go. The man spent the rest of his life convinced the man named Joseph Heinze was responsible and would come back again to finish what he started.”
“Come back in person?” David asked.
She shook her head. “Come back through the light, as a ghost or demon. Whatever you want to call it.”
“The man is out of his mind,” David whispered.
“There’s one more thing.” She said, “It was the crazy man’s son who had him locked up.” The nurse said.
“What?” Mel said. “The crazy man’s own son had to put his father into the crazy house. How do you like that?” 
“And they all still live in that small town.” She said. “You guys are crazy to be having a live show from that place.”
“What does Joseph want?” David asked.
“To return, and this time enslave mankind. When someone dies he will trap their spirit between heaven and hell. He will become his own god. Instead of having the devil and god. There will now be a third one, Joseph Henize." 
“This is crazy,” Mel said. “And the old man believed all this?” He laughed. “But how can this Henize guy be brought back?”
“Reading a quote from a book.” She said. “The crazy man said no one should ever find what’s called the Isfet book. If they do and read from the middle pages it will bring Joseph Henize back from limbo where he will take the Isfet book for himself and take over. That’s all I know.”
Mel nodded, handed her the money as she got out of her car. “I don’t take pride in this.“ She said. “But the salary here doesn’t pay the bills. You need to do what you can to get by.” She walked towards the front doors of the hospital.
Mel turned to David. “Did you hear that? She said if anyone reads from the Isfet book it brings him back.” His eyes lit up. “We have the Isfet book with us.”
David laughed. “But none of it’s true. Enslaving mankind? Oh please.”
“I know, but we can use this story to our advantage. I have an idea.”
 “Another?” David asked. ‘Your ideas never stop.”
“During the press conference, we'll step out from behind the curtain. Hold up the Isfet book and announce its power and how we plan to read it out loud during the live show. Not to communicate to any ghost, but Joseph Heinze himself.”
David shook his head. “Bring back Joseph Heinze? A made-up ghost? And do this during the press conference?”
“We need the audience knowing about the book before Sunday. Giving them a reason to tune in. What better place than during the live press conference with millions watching. The media is all there. They’ll report it instantly.”
“But you're forgetting one big thing. The book is fake.”
“And Ghostly Hauntings is as well, but that never stopped the public from watching. I’ll hold up the book tell everyone it’s real and how we plan on reading from it during the live show.”   
David thought for a moment. “I see where you’re going with this. Maybe this can work. But, will the public actually believe it? They might laugh us off the air.”
“They sure will believe it. The public has a history of believing anything they see on TV. Why do you think infomercials make so much money, when all the products suck?”
 David laughed. “Okay let’s go with it. What harm can it do? The book’s fake anyway. It’s not like this Joseph Henize guy will come to life because of it.”
Mel nodded. “Now, let’s get back onto the road.”
 
Chapter 27
 
Tom came back into his bedroom after brushing his teeth. He looked out into the hallway and made sure no one was walking by his bedroom. 
After he was certain everyone was downstairs he went over and reached for the Ankh book under his mattress. He sat down on the bed and flipped through the pages. 
What made him keep coming back to a book written by a crazy man?  A man who had been locked up for years. Why should he care what was in the Ankh book? He looked over his shoulder at his alarm clock. He knew he didn’t have too much time to spare, Cliff would be arriving soon. They were planning on walking all over Springbrook Gardens. Determined to find Chris Minds this time. He had to meet his idol before the weekend was up. Seeing him at the autograph session would be too crowded, not enough time to talk.  
At this moment he had other things on his mind as well. Thinking about what he would say to Cindy Clark if he crossed her path today was one of them. He needed something to talk about. And more importantly not look so nervous. It was something he couldn’t help. Anytime he was near a girl he liked he would get all tense. Being inside the Baxter house with a ghost would be easier. What was it about guys like Cliff which allowed him to talk to girls so easily? Hopefully today would be the day he could talk to her. He needed to act cool and calm, don’t freak out. 
He looked back at the Ankh book. He moved his hands across the leather cover. The book looked so old. As though it was hundreds of years. Maybe he could bring the book with him to the autograph signing? No, How would he explain the book to Chris Minds? Tell Chris the book was written by his crazy grandfather. Chris Minds doesn’t even know him from any other kid, why would he care? It’s not like the book has meaning to Chris. It has no meaning to anyone. Even if Chris did care, how would Tom meet him face to face?
He opened the book and started to read one of the pages. The handwriting was fast and messy as though his grandfather had no time to think while writing. 
 
 
 
 
The family is still lost, I must free them. He needs the light in the basement. 
 
He quickly slammed the book closed. The light in the basement? Like in his dream, talk about creepy. He could feel his blood turn cold. He had to give his head a shake. The figure who stood at the top of the basement staircase in his dream, who was it? Was it Chris Minds? Was there a connection? No, he yelled inside his head. Yet again he could feel himself getting pulled inside a mystery that didn’t exist. He had to stop doing this or he’d end up like his grandfather, chasing shadows. Trying to make the weekend about him. Hoping he could be the centre of attention. The book meant nothing. 
He laughed to himself. It was ruining what was supposed to be a great weekend. He placed it back under his mattress, decided to forget about it, head downstairs, and enjoy the day. 
He walked into the kitchen and over to the refrigerator. Opened it up and took out the ice-cold apple juice tin. He looked into the dining room and could see his father sitting at the table reading the morning paper. Something he usually does on the weekend. 
It was nice having his dad home for a change. His work schedule had him at the office a lot. He tried explaining to Tom a few weeks ago what project he was working on with his fellow scientists. Something to do with sub-atomic particles. And how they will prove the universe was created by science and not a higher power. Within a few minutes, Tom’s head was spinning from all the technical details. Half of the words his dad used were so long, they had to contain fifteen or more letters per word. 
He knew the words were in English, but he never heard of them before. Not much chance in spelling them either. 
He remembered the family picnics they all went on a few years ago. They were fun. He wondered what happened to those days. It seemed his dad was obsessed with proving his grandfather wrong about the afterlife being real. It wasn’t like his dad could say to himself the afterlife isn’t real and move on, no he had to prove it. 
How ironic, grandfather was obsessed with proving ghosts and the afterlife are real and now his dad was obsessed in proving science can explain everything. 
He wanted to go into the living room and say hi. In fact, he wanted to go in, sit down and have a nice long chitchat about anything. Like the old days. Now he felt awkward to even say hi. Instead, he stayed in the kitchen drinking his apple juice and getting a bowl of cereal. He wanted to ask his dad about his grandfather and if he heard anything. For some reason, he didn’t do that either. He sat at the kitchen table eating his cereal looking at the clock making sure he had enough time.
 
 
Chapter 28
 
Mel sat back in the black leather chair as his bright red sports car flew along the highway en route to Springbrook Gardens. He needed to move the sun visor down to block out the early morning sunrise. David sat in the passenger seat looking out the window while leaning back. 
He had a stack of paperwork on his lap in need of Mel’s signature. In the backseat was his silver metal suitcase with the Isfet book inside. He rested his elbow on the window which was rolled down as the wind blew his hair around. The sun’s rays lit up the car while David could feel a warm breeze against his face. A few cars passed by them headed the other way. They drove up the two lane highway with a gravel shoulder to their right. A few yards of deep green grass, then a wall of trees.  
David turned away from the window. “This part of the country looks incredibly… boring. Look at it out there,” He looked back out the window. “On both sides of the highway, nothing to see but tree after tree after tree. It goes on forever. I’ve never seen so many tall trees. It’s like being on a merry-go-round, going in one large circle.” He pointed out the window. “I could’ve sworn we passed by that same group of trees a few minutes ago. I’m telling you, we could be driving around in one large circle and never know it. A trick played on city folk like us, put on by small-town people.”
“You know there are some people who like the trees and quiet atmosphere. Out here is a peaceful place to live.” Mel said while watching the road.
David shook his head. “I can’t imagine living out here. This place is dead. There’s nothing to do. I need the big city. Give me the nightclubs, the bars, high-end restaurants, girls for company. You know what’s the best part of the city? No trees.” He paused for a moment. “I have an idea. We could cut the trees down and sell them. Maybe these trees are good for something after all.”  
Mel laughed. “We got our own money maker with our show. We don’t need to care about trees. Amy Lanko and Chris Minds makes us our money. Let them do what they do best, and watch the money roll in.” He took his hands off the wheel for a moment and rubbed is hands together.
David thought for a moment. “Chris Minds, what I guy. If there’s one good thing to say about him, he really does get into character.”
They both laughed.
“With his black cap and glass walking stick. The way he stands in the middle of a room and calls out for silence whenever he talks with the dead. He really is overacting.”
“Don’t knock it.” Mel jumped in. “Our show gets huge ratings from his overacting. The public loves watching him. He was voted the most popular character on TV last year. The public was asked what do you love most about Ghostly Hauntings? They all said, Chris Minds.” 
“Did you read the interview Chris gave the magazine called Today’s Stars last month?”
Mel shook his head. “I looked it over, didn’t read the article in detail.”
“Chris spent the whole interview talking about his ability to connect with ghosts. How he can hear their voices in his mind when the dead call out. How appearing on Ghostly Hauntings was his calling”.
Mel shook his head with laughter. “His calling?”   
“He said in the interview a few years ago a police officer asked him to solve a mystery involving a dead man.” David shook his head in disbelief. “Oh please, helping solve a mystery by talking with the dead body’s spirit? You have to be kidding. It can never happen.”
“Maybe it did happen… in a dream,” Mel said sarcastically. 
They laughed.
“How on earth has Chris Minds not caught on to the fact we hired him because he’s an overacting freak? No other reason. He truly believes he has psychic abilities. Are you kidding me? No one has psychic abilities. Does he not know the truth about our show by now?”
“Maybe not,” Mel said.
“We hired him because he looked the part, no other reason. When you picture what a psychic should look like, Chris Minds comes to mind. Now he’s running around telling everyone he can really talk with the dead. Shouldn’t he be embarrassed?”
“He’s a sad case” Mel had a fake smile.
“Let’s face it, in the end, his a freak.”
“Sadly, some actors get carried away with their role. They don’t know when to turn the light switch off. Some actors still stay in character even when the cameras are off.” Mel said.
“He had to figure out by now the show is completely fake. He can’t be that slow? When he calls out to the ghost and you’re in the other room hitting the wall or moving a table, he has to know by now it’s you moving everything.”
Mel lifted a hand off the steering wheel and shook his head. “Maybe he truly believes the ghosts are answering him. Besides, if he needs to believe ghosts are real in order to put on a good show, let him believe. As long as we get the ratings.”   
“If he can communicate with the dead, why doesn’t he ask the ghost to move something? All he does is stand in one spot talking to ghosts in his mind. You know how boring that looks on TV? No wonder our ratings were so low in the first few episodes. It wasn’t until you moved the table and the public thought a ghost was responsible, did the ratings started to rise. I don’t care if he can actually talk with the dead. Just standing around and talking with the dead in your mind is lame. Get the spirits to throw something or move an object, anything at all.” 
“If spirits were able to move objects it would make my job easier. Beds are heavy to push around.” Mel said with a laugh.
“In all seriousness though, if a ghost did appear right in front of us while we were taping a show, I would be the first one to run out of the building.” 
Mel laughed out loud. 
“No joke,” David said. “If my house had a ghost, I would run away faster than you could blink.” 
Mel continued to laugh.
“As long as I know when we’re in a location said to be haunted and it’s you moving an object pretending it’s a ghost, I’m fine. However, if I think a house is really haunted, I would run out of there.” He looked back out the window. “You ever hear stories about people who believe their houses are haunted? They try talking with the ghost day after day. Are you kidding me? I wouldn’t try talking with the ghost at all. I would sell the house within an hour of seeing a ghost. Anyone who tries talking with the dead is nuts. Imagine, sleeping in a bedroom where you saw a ghost the night before.”
Mel nodded, “I know what you mean.” He looked into the back seat. “That book you thought was pointless is going to be ratings gold.” 
“I just hope reading from it during the live show doesn’t cause the audience to laugh. We might be pushing it.”
“No way, the viewers will love every second.”
“Or it will turn our show into a comedy. There’s a fine line between a show about ghosts which scares the viewers or makes them laugh.”   
“I know what you mean, but, I got it all taken care of. So, how exactly did you come across this book anyway?”
David took a moment and thought back. “Remember a few years ago when you wanted Ghostly Hauntings to be a show where we traveled all over the world looking for haunted locations?”
Mel nodded. “Right.”
“You had me travel to different counties trying to find real haunted castles.” 
“Then we decided it would be too expensive traveling the world, so we decided to stay in our own country.”
“While visiting one particular country. Made up about ninety percent desert, halfway around the world. Super hot where everyone had a camel. I had gotten lost while walking the streets of a city I couldn’t find on the map. I somehow ended up in a back alley. To this day I don’t know how I ended up losing my way. I’m usually pretty good with following direction. I had started off in the morning walking under the hot sun with the warm desert air blowing around. Surrounded by millions of people who spoke a different language. Two-story buildings on both sides made from mud and stone. Street vendors on both sides of a wide street, haggling with street shoppers. Some of the shoppers were locals, others were tourists like me. It was organized chaos. Thousands of people on each street, block after block. All going about their day. The noise level was incredible. Everyone talking all at once. Even the camels in the background kept yammering away. Music I’ve never heard before playing from each vendor stall. Some vendors would play the flute and control the movements of cobra snakes in a basket. A wall of heat filled the air, wave after wave of hot air blowing down the street. Large blankets covered the vendor’s merchandise. The locates kept their faces covered from the desert sands blowing around. only their dark eyes noticeable. I must’ve stood out with the way I was dressed in a suit and tie. I needed to get back to my hotel so I decided to take a shortcut through a few alleyways. After a few turns here and there I found myself looking into a cold, dark, narrow alley. I was shocked and amazed by what saw. Buildings so tall and narrow could not exist in the country I was in. It was simply, impossible. I didn’t know where I was or how to speak the language, so I just kept walking. Hoping my next step would lead me back into civilization. Black coloured cobblestone under my feet as I passed by a few street vendors. However, these vendors were different, they all kept to themselves. Wearing what looked like rags and covering their faces. Even the sunlight was blocked out by the narrow, twisting, alley. The walls were so close I could reach out and touch both sides at the same time. The walls were dark almost black in colour and wet, even though it hadn’t rained. Cold to the touch. It was a warm day. But, in the alley, it was cold enough to see my breath. The windows were dark in colour, I couldn’t see in any of them. When looking up it appeared as though the buildings were leaning over. Twisting and bending over so slightly. It appeared they were built like that on purpose, giving them the feeling as though they could fall over. They were made of solid concrete, stone and steel, different than any building I had seen throughout the country. Looking as though they had existed for hundreds of years. While I walked along I felt like I was the only one in the alleyway. I could hear nothing, just my feet on the cold wet stones. The more I walked the fewer faces I saw. The ones I did see were in the dark shadows. As though they were staying out of the light on purpose. I felt I needed to move forward, I didn’t know why, something was pulling me. I felt I knew where I was going, like destiny was calling me. After walking a few minutes I was completely alone. As though I was the only person on earth. It felt as time stood still. I stopped, or something stopped me, I don’t know why. I turned to my right and saw a street vendor in the cold dark alley standing in the shadows behind a table. The table was old and dusty. It had a mixture of really old artifacts. The type of things you don’t see in any store. I saw a voodoo doll where the eyes looked, real, staring back at me. Different shades and sizes of crystals. Necklaces of different colours and sizes. None you would want to wear, only give to someone as a curse. A small black box with golden symbols on it. A small dragonhead carved out of wood. A music box, where the crystal ballerina inside was a skeleton in a dress and a few other items. It didn’t matter what was on the table, the man behind it held my attention. I remember him being tall, taller than an average person. I couldn’t see his face; he always remained in the shadows on purpose. I could tell he was smiling at me. Nothing pleasant, just a cold smile, like the walls of the alleyway. But his eyes had a glow, they glowed bluish-white. It was if he wasn’t, human….         
 
 
….”What would you like sir.” The cold crackling, thin voice called out very slowly from the shadows of the narrow doorway,   
“Oh just looking,” David said politely. he looked up from the table and tried to see the man’s face in the shadows, but could only see a faint outline of the body. Its eyes continued to glowing bluish-white. ”I was wondering what are you selling?” 
A small thin laugh came from the figure, sounding like it had gravel in its throat. As though the body was just dug up recently “Whatever you,…. need”
He felt surprised. “What does that mean?”
“I don’t sell what people want. I only sell what people need, I let their hearts decide.”
He looked down at the table and pointed, “You mean like these crystals?” He pointed to the blue-yellow crystal. “It looks nice. Would make a nice gift for my mother.”
A cold laugh came from the figure. “You don’t need those sir. It’s not in you.”
“Why not?” David continued to look at the table.
“You want your mother to live don’t you?” 
   He froze, “Yeah.”
“Then don’t buy those ones,” Its voice continued to crackle, switching from a high pitch to a low pitch. Sometimes both pitches occurred at the same time. As though two or three people were speaking at once.
“What about the voodoo doll, that looks cute?”
“There’s someone out there you really want to make suffer?” The cold voice asked.
He laughed a bit. “Why is it real?”
Silence from the figure in the doorway shadow, just a cold smile. 
He looked around some more. “Then what do I need?”
“Something to make destiny, a reality.” A hand reached out to David, it held out a book.
He looked at the book. It was encased in brown leather. David reached up and took the book into his hands. The mysterious figure moved his hand back into the shadows. David flinched for a moment when he thought the figure’s hand was a decaying skeleton. He had to look again to be sure but the hand was back into the shadows. 
“This is what you need sir.” The voice crackled.
“A book? I don’t get it. Why do I need this?” 
There was a silence “Time will tell. It’s called the Isfet book.”  
He looked through the pages. He noticed the pages were very old-looking. But not brittle. The pages were strong. “How old is this book?”
The figure laughed, and paused for a moment. “Older than our time.”
He was too focused on the book to notice the figure’s answer. The words at first appeared in a different language. But the more he looked at it the more it turned to English. Must be a trick of the mind he thought. The book went on for pages and pages. Black writing on old pages. “What is the book about?”
“What will the book do? You should ask.” The voice crackled in the shadows.
“Okay, what will it do?”
“Soon you will find out while in the small town, the answer will come to get you… to you.”
“Well, how much then?” David stared at the pages.
The figure stood in silence for a moment. “This book will cost you nothing.”
He quickly looked up. “What? Really? What’s the catch?”
The voice laughed a touch. “There is no catch. This is what you need. It’s in your heart. Time will let you know why the book is important.”
“Sounds strange.” He flipped through some more pages.
“No, you will learn.” The voice started to laugh a little.
“Maybe I will use it. It could help with the show.” He turned to walk away. He placed the book under his arm.
“One more thing sir.” The voice said as David stopped and looked back.  “Be careful not to read the middle pages.” A cold laugh came from it.
David looked back around at the figure confused. “What happens if I do?”
The figure stepped back into the shadows and disappeared as he spoke “The world will end…”
 
Chapter 29
 
…”The World will end? That’s one crazy story.” Mel said while looking out the window watching where he was driving. “We can use a story like that to our advantage. During the press conference, we’ll walk out on stage and hold the Isfet book up to the press. Tell the viewers at home the same message the creepy guy told you. And we plan on reading from the pages we were told not to during the live broadcast. It will scare the kids watching at home. The ratings for the live show on Sunday will go through the roof.”
David nodded. “I like the effect. Tell everyone at the press conference we’re not supposed to read the middle pages and say we will go right ahead with it. I bet the reporters will jump out of their seats. I like your style.” He said and laughed,”
“So the figure in the back alley was he really as creepy as you describe him?” 
David nodded, “More so.”
“Did he really say the world would end?”
“Sure did, if we read the middle pages, it’s all over.”
Mel thought for a moment as he drove along the highway. “What if the book is real?”
David looked over to him and laughed. “It can’t be.”
“Imagine if it was. Capturing Joseph Henize rising and the world ending on live TV. Think of the ratings.”
The red sports car made its way along the highway towards the town of Springbrook Gardens, the trees closing in on both sides.
 
Chapter 30
 
 
Saturday morning…
 
Tom and Cliff walked along Main Street. Cliff in his usual Saturday blue baseball hat. It seemed he had a different colour hat for every day of the week. Today was jeans and t-shirts day. Anything to get away from the school uniform. Tom’s white t-shirt had a picture of Amy next to Chris with the black letters G.H. above. Cliff’s green t-shirt had the words “Ghostly Hauntings number one fan” written in white across it. 
They watched everyone who walked by, making sure none of them was Chris Minds in sunglasses. Tom knew it was a long shot, but they were desperate at this point. He was pretty sure Chris would’ve known when fans were out looking for him, considering he was a psychic.
He looked at his watch. It was a matter of moments before the Ghostly Hauntings crew were expected to pull into town. He could feel his heart racing, waiting and waiting. Any second now, he kept repeating to himself.
Tom saw someone approaching wearing all black. Could it actually be Chris Minds? 
As they got closer he realized it was an older man with grey hair. In fact, he recognized it to be Jermey Biskind who lived a few blocks down his street. 
Tom raked his leaves a few times over the years. Tom saw Lisa and her friend Jane walking out of Henry’s Drug Store and heading their way.
“Are you two guys out looking for Chris Minds?” Lisa asked as she walked by them. With her black and sunglasses on.
“Trying to, it’s not as easy as you would think,” Tom said.
“Where is the guy?” Cliff asked himself out loud while looking up and down the street, he couldn’t stand still. “We’ve walked throughout the entire town.”
“Maybe he’s not here in town,” Lisa said. “He could be coming later this morning with the entire crew. They’re scheduled to arrive in a few hours.”
Cliff shook his head. “No, my sister told me Chris is in town. She watched him check in at the Springbrook Gardens Inn yesterday.”
“Well Good luck you guys, don’t harass him too much if you do find him. When are you two going to line up for the 109 Haunted House?”
Tom thought for a moment. “I want to be home after the autograph session to watch the press conference, so I guess, afterward Cliff and I will head over.”
Lisa nodded. “Make sure you don’t wait too long. I heard there’s a lot of people coming. The line might go one for more than five blocks.” 
“No problem, we’ll get there earlier enough,” Tom said looking at Lisa and Jane.
“Okay, see you later,” Lisa said as she and Jane turned to walk away with shopping bags in hand.
Tom was surprised she was normal, not rude. No insults or whining. She was actually nice to him. Out of everything this weekend that had to be the strangest thing. Maybe it was a different Lisa. An alien, made to look like her. He laughed to himself. Hopefully, the kinder Lisa would stick around after the live show. 
Cliff turned to Tom. “Wow, you really think the line will be more than five blocks long?”
Tom shook his head. “I think she was pulling our leg.”
Cliff nodded “I agree. Can you imagine us not getting in?”
Tom’s eyes went wide. “Don’t talk like that. you make me nervous.”
They turned to walk back along Main Street. Tom watched as everyone in town worked together getting ready to greet the TV crew when they arrived. He looked up at the huge white sign that hung across the top of Main Street in between the light polls. In big black letters.
 
  “WELCOME GHOSTLY HAUNTINGS TO SPRINGBROOK GARDENS”
 
Other smaller signs made by kids in middle school hung throughout the town from street lamps, parking meters and trees. Tom read some of the signs as he walked by. “We Love you Chris Minds” “We Love Amy Lanko” “Ghostly Hauntings is the Greatest” “Number one show”  “Please Scare Us” 
Some of the kids made little scary faces out of cardboard. Using a variety of colours. They hung inside store windows with string and tape. There wasn’t a building or street post along Main Street that didn’t have some sign with the words Ghostly Hauntings stuck to it.
The streets were more crowded than usual for this time of morning. Mostly with little kids who pulled and dragged their parents along Main Street showing the scary faces they made in class. Parents eagerly took pictures of their smiling kids standing next to their artwork. 
With each hour Main Street got more packed with fans nervously waiting for the TV crew’s arrival. Tom had never seen so many cars on Main Street. Most were young teens driving their parent’s car up and down the street just to be seen by other teens. He knew a lot were from the city. Probably in town for the first time ever.
“You sure can feel the buzz in the air today,” Cliff said.
“Tell me about it. This whole town is alive. I think everyone in town is on Main Street right now. I’ve never seen it so crowded.” 
While waiting for the lights to change at an intersection Tom looked to his left and watched a grey van with the words Channel Four Action News written along the side drive-by. He looked down the street and saw another news truck follow behind. He was pretty sure within a few hours the number of media trucks would outnumber the resident’s cars. 
He had only seen this type of press coverage when a movie star was on trial in the city. 
Reporters parked their vans. Quickly jumped out, open up the side door and pull out the cameras and began setting up. Some reporters ran like hyenas up and down Main Street trying to talk to any fan of the show. 
At the top of Main Street. Next to the General Store, the Springbrook Gardens High School music department were setting up. The unfolding of the metal chairs echoed throughout the block. 
All thirty of them sat down and took out their musical interments. Todd Campbell paced back and forth, making sure everything was right. Needing to make sure nothing was out of place. 
Tom knew Todd had the gift of writing music, but the poor kid always stressed himself out. He looked as though he hadn’t slept in the last few days. Even Tom was sleeping better than him and he was the one with nightmares. 
The band was scheduled to play Todd’s tribute song to Ghostly Hauntings as soon as the first production truck was seen rolling into town.
A couple of kids in jeans and t-shirts ran passed Tom, running out of the Variety store wearing masks of ghosts and evil demons along with black capes. He remembered being that young, not having a care in the world. Running around down as though it was one big playground.
“I feel underdressed.” Cliff said watching the kids take off down the road.
“I know what you mean,” Tom said. “We might be the only ones at the live show on Sunday without any costumes.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 31
 
 
The noise level inside the Mayor’s office was at an all-time high. The word chaos would be an understatement to describe the place. The mayor’s secretary Polly the seventy year old woman with long sliver hair for the past thirty years. In all the years of work, she had never seen so many people in the office at once. At least a hundred people stood in line wanting to talk with the Mayor. 
The line dragged out of the office and onto the street. Some wanting to complain about the lack of parking spots, all taken up from fans of the show. Others wanted to know when things would get back to normal in town. The phone on her desk never stopped ringing. Polly was known throughout town as the nicest, quietest, calmest little lady anyone had ever known. But even she was approaching her limit. 
The mayor opened his door to his office and walked out with an eighty year old woman named Ellen Slien. He tired to reassure her for the thousand time the noise level throughout town would soon end after the weekend was over. And the media trucks would all be gone. 
Even though Ellen was a little lady she could put up a good fight. He barely stepped outside his office when everyone talking with the secretary saw him and quickly called out. All wanting to be the next to complain about something. 
He tried raising his hands telling everyone, things will be alright, but the noise level drowned him out. He was surprised by how many people could fit inside a small office. 
He kept checking with Polly, seeing if the Ghostly Hauntings crew had arrived yet. She sat at her desk trying to remain calm and politely kept saying no. A group had now gathered around the mayor and were all talking at the same time. Firing off question after question about the show disrupting the town.
It was clear to the mayor the kids of Springbrook Gardens loved Ghostly Hauntings coming to town. But the seniors thought differently. He tried smiling for each person but didn’t know where to look first.  
 
 
 
 
Chapter 32
 
Janet Macaro sat back in the grey chair in the news Cable Seven News van. The van had a strong smell of grease. Which Ivan Masney the cameraman to her left used on the tripods in the back. She told him he used way too much, but he insisted it was necessary. She twilled her thumbs and leaned her head against the van’s window looking out and the kids walking on the sidewalk. She turned to Ivan who sat in the driver’s seat with his hat over his eyes. She couldn’t tell if he was sleeping or resting his eyes
“You as bored as I am?” She asked closing her eyes as well.
“What, me? No way I love being in small old towns with nothing to do, but sit around waiting for Ghostly Hauntings to pull in and get a close-up of a truck. It’s my life’s dream.”
“Very funny.” She looked back out the window. “At least we’re away from all the politics back at the office.”
Ivan nodded “You got that right.”
“All the fighting and backstabbing. At least out here, everything is peaceful.”
“And boring.” He said pulling his hat lower.
She sat up with an eyebrow raised. “I have an idea.”
Ivan didn’t move.
“Let’s go check out the Baxter house.”
He still didn’t move. “What? Sounds like a bad idea. I’m pretty sure it’s closed off to the public. Guarded so people like us don’t go wandering around the house.”
“That’s just it, there’s a rumour the house is unprotected. No guards no police, there hasn’t been in years. Everyone is afraid to go near it.”
Ivan shook his head. “No way, there has to be police or hired security watching over the house. Maybe in the past, there was none, but for this weekend there has to be.”
“No one in this town ever goes near the Baxter house. Haven’t you heard the story about the teenagers who snuck inside the Baxter house for a party and what ended up happening to them?”
“I’ve heard it, all made up. Urban legend.” Ivan called out.
“People say it happened.”
“People say a lot of things.”
“They snuck inside and came back out a few minutes later surprised to see the sunlight. In their mind they had only been inside for a few minutes, but it was clear they had been inside a lot longer. All of them were fifty years older and no memory of what had happened.”
Ivan shook his head and laughed to himself. “That’s impossible. Ghost stories from a small town.”
“No one in the town will admit to it. They try to hide it, making it seem like it never happened.” 
“That’s because it never did.” He said without looking up. “People make up stories all the time. Just because people believe it, doesn’t make it real.”
“Look at how everyone in this town reacts to the house. Everyone believes the house is haunted. Aren’t you curious to find out why?”
He raised his hand to lift his hat. “Maybe the towns people are wimps.”
“What if the story is true? Imagine what we could capture on camera, maybe a ghost.” 
“Or nothing.” 
“It could lead to a huge bonus in your pay check.”
Ivan sat up. “Since you put it that way, maybe it wouldn’t hurt to do a quick, little drive-by.”
Janet had a smile on her face. “Great, let’s go. Better than sitting around here.” for the first time today she smiled.
Ivan sat up fired up the van and gripped the steering wheel. “If we see any security at the house we’ll have to keep moving. The last thing we need is our boss coming down on us for crossing a security line. We’re still in hot water for the last month’s stunt when we snuck into the Mayor’s office back in the city looking for proof he was on the take. I would like to have my job for next weekend when were supposed to cover the Fly By Night Tour Concert. It’s the one thing I’ve been looking forward to.”
“Relax, you’ll be there. The boss won’t fire you; you’re too good a cameraman. Besides, I was right when I said the mayor was on the take, so we didn’t find evidence that night. Today will be different. Common, let’s head on over.”
He checked his mirrors and pulled out into the traffic. He wanted to move faster but was stuck in the slow-moving traffic along Main Street. 
Janet held a map in her hand looking for Maple Street. “I see it.” She yelled out as she pointed at the map and then to her right, after looking up.
“Finally” Ivan called out as turned the van onto Maple Street. They drove for a few blocks. He slowed down a bit as they both looked for the house number.
“There it is,” she said in a whisper.
Ivan looked over at her, “How can you tell?” He looked up and saw the dark, bleak, death house. “Oh, right.” Ivan stopped the van a block away 
Janet sat in silence. She looked around, the entire block was empty. “Where is everyone? I would’ve guessed the place would be packed with fans taking pictures and trying to sneak in.” She looked out the van windows, up and down the street.
“Maybe the stories of it being haunted are true,” Ivan said in a sarcastic voice.
“Let’s get a closer look.” Before Ivan could say anything Janet opened the van door and jumped out. 
Ivan had to quickly put the van into park and open the door. She always was faster than he was.
He didn’t have time to grab his camera. “I’ll come back for it later.” He whispered to himself.
They both slowed down and walked as causally as possible along the sidewalk not wanting to attract any attention from the neighbours. 
“It was a good thing you parked the van a block away. Making sure no one would see a news van outside the house and call the police.” Janet whispered.
“I wasn’t planning on getting any closer,” Ivan said while trying to act natural.
.They approached the house and both looked at its outside black walls.
“The place gives me the chills looking at it, even out on the sidewalk.” Janet’s body shook. “Doesn’t it feel as though the closer we get the windows on the second floor are watching us?”
“Girl, you're sounding crazy,” Ivan said in a low voice. “Stop scaring me like that.”
“The whole place looks lifeless.” She looked around. “You noticed all the other houses have green lawns, but the Baxter’s house doesn’t? The grass is almost, black in colour, every other house is bright and alive, how could this one be so…lifeless?”
“I don’t think this is a good idea.” He looked over his shoulder at the other houses, making sure they weren’t being watched.
“Are you believing all the ghost stories could be true?” She whispered. 
“Maybe I’ll start now,” Ivan said.
“Even the black metal fence around the house was uninviting.” She hesitated to touch it. “It’s as if it’s telling the whole world to stay away.”
“That’s a message I don’t have a problem obeying.”
“No wonder the house never sold.” She said to herself.
They both walked closer to the front gate and came to a stop. They slowly looked over their shoulders at the neighbour’s houses. Making sure no one was looking out their windows. Waiting to catch some kids seeking inside. They both stood on the sidewalk and looked up at the front of the house.
“It feels like the house is staring right back at us. It’s as if the house has eyes and it knows where outside the gate.” Janet said. 
Ivan looked over at her.
“The windows are so dark; I can’t see inside. Now I know why there’s no one out here. This house really is spooky.” She looked over to Ivan. “This is it,” she whispered. “Let’s head on up.”
They both stepped through the front gate and made their way up the stone path. 
“Strange, I feel like a heavy weight is on my shoulders as soon as we crossed the gate.” Ivan said.
Janet nodded. “Tell me about it, I feel the same thing.” She whispered back.
Ivan stopped walking and looked around the front yard.
“What is it?” she called out, trying to keep her voice down.
“Listen.” They both stood for a second. “I can’t hear anything. As soon we crossed the metal fence the sound from the neighbourhood faded away. The only thing I hear is my voice and your breathing nothing else, no traffic, no  birds, no wind, it’s all gone.”
Janet looked around. “That is truly weird, I’ve never felt anything like this. It’s as if time is standing still, not only do I not hear any traffic, but I don’t feel the wind either. Talk about creepy,” She turned to walk up the front porch stairs. The only sound came from their feet walking up the steps. 
They both stood on the porch and looked around the neighbourhood. 
“How could a house like this be located in such a peaceful warm community?” Janet asked.
“You could use that as your lead-in when we go live later tonight.” He said.“No dough. I should write it down.”
They both slowly walked across the front porch and approached the bay window to the right. They leaned forward and looked through the glass into the empty room.
“I wonder if anyone is inside….”
A pale, white face rose up from beneath the window inside the house. The bluish-white eyes stared back at them and an ice-cold smile appeared on the old man’s face, laughing out loud.
Ivan and Janet fell backwards screaming. They scrambled to their feet pushing themselves back up. Nearly fell over each other getting off the porch. They ran as fast as they could down the front path eyes wide, holding their breath, arms swinging widely. Heading for the security of the van. Unable to scream, the fear was too much, unaware of what truly happened. 
Janet barely opened the door before jumping in. Only giving herself a few inches to climb inside. Ivan pulled open his door, jumped in, and started the van without even closing the driver’s side door.
“What was that?” Janet screamed out, trying to catch her breath. Every muscle locked up.
“I don’t know, I don’t know.” Ivan kept screaming out. “I don’t want to find out. Let’s get out of here.” He yelled out. “That house is truly haunted. I feel sorry for anyone who has to go in there. They’re going to find out the hard way.” He could barely breathe.  
The van pulled away at top speed leaving long black tire skid marks on the road. The van roared away faster than the eye could blink. 
Both Ivan and Janet had white streaks from fear in their hair.
   
 
Chapter 33
 
Mel drove along the highway looking ahead at the endless road and then looked in the rearview mirror at the endless road behind him. Front and back looked the same. “We need to stop for some gas,” Mel said as he noticed the gas station to his right. He looked down at the gas meter, which read low.
David reached down to his right and picked up the map from the side of his seat. Unfolded and looked at it closely. “I’m trying to find the highway we’re traveling on, and I’m not having much success. Where is the gas station on this map?” He whispered to himself. He moved his finger across the map until he came across a thin black line. “Okay this the highway we’re on.” He said more to himself.  “But where is the town called Springbrook Gardens?” 
“Difficult to find isn’t it?” Mel said.
“Tell me about it.” David moved his finger down the black line, “There it is,” he shook his head. “Talk about small, I could barley see it. Would’ve missed it if I weren’t looking for it. In fact, I was looking for it and I still had difficulty.”
The car rolled off the highway and along the dirt gravel mix path leading to old yellow coloured gas station pumps. A few feet back from the gas pumps was a service station and a restaurant. A sign above the restaurant read. The Golden Rose. Large glass windows ran across the front. Allowing everyone inside to see the road outside. A sidewalk led across the front towards the front doors.
David looked back at the map. “I don’t see the gas station on here,”
“It’s hard to see, but look closer to the left corner.”
David held the map to the window to get the best light. “There it is. Talk about making the writing as small as possible. It’s as if everything in this area doesn’t want to be known.”
Mel stopped the car and opened his car door, stepped out, and stretched his legs and arms. Looked around and thought the gas station appeared to be in the middle of nowhere. Surrounded by a million trees. He looked up the highway and back down. A non-stop road going on for miles in both directions with endless trees on both sides. 
It’s as if the world didn’t exist out here.  As if time stopped. He looked up at the sky and forgot how wide it was. Being in the city the tall building blocked out most of the sky. He was sure around here at night millions of stars could be seen. In the city, the only lights above were from a helicopter.
The air was a lot cleaner out here. He never really knew how dirty the air was in the city until he came out into the wild. It sure was quiet, no cars honking or people yelling. The only sound out here was birds and the wind moving the trees. 
David looked over to Mel. “I’ll head inside, you want a coffee?”
“That sounds great, sure.” He called back while folding the map back up. “I’ll put the gas in.”
David turned from his car and moved towards the restaurant as Mel got out walked to the side and picked up the gas pump.
David was close to the sidewalk passing by the service station. When he approached the corner of the restaurant. As he was passing an old man jumped out from the side and stood in front of him. 
David stepped back in fright. “Oh, you scared me, sir. I didn’t see you.”
The man’s eyes were wild. His long grey messy hair fell across his eyes, he wore a grey coat. He pointed to David. “Need to stay away from that house.” He yelled out. “It will get you. You will release the evil from the house into the whole town.” The old man’s wild crazy eyes stared right into David’s. “It wants you to go inside. It’s been waiting for you. The time has come for the evil to be free.”
  David took another step back. “Who are you? He looked at the side of the restaurant, wondering where the man came from.
“I know where you’re going. I’ve seen the evil the house has inside.” His voice was scratchy and hoarse. As though he needed water. “I’ve been in there. It knows you're coming. It can sense you. It’s been calling to you. You will awaken Joesph Henize.” His eyes were intense, he stared, never blinking. 
“Thank you sir for the warning,” David said politely. Pulling himself back, “I will…take that into advisement.”
“Only the chosen one can defeat him,” the old man quickly yelled out. “The higher power above will see he is in the house at the right time. The town will fall under the evil one’s power. Avoid reading from the book. The Isfel book is real, it contains too much power for a mortal human to understand. The Baxter house has true evil in it. the book will give it life.”
 
Mel finished filling up the car and turned towards the restaurant. He walked passed the service station and walked up behind David. “You still out here? I thought you would’ve been inside by now finishing your second coffee.”
David quickly spun around and looked at Mel. “No I haven’t gone inside, I’m being confronted by this man who won’t let me pass.” 
Mel raised an eyebrow and looked at David. “What man?” He looked over David’s shoulder.
“This man.” He protested as he turned around. The old man was running away towards the forest. Faster than what an old man should move at. 
“So, some old man. No big deal” Mel said.  “What was he saying?” 
David watched as the man ran into the forest disappearing in the sea of trees. “He talked about the Baxter house being an evil place, and how we shouldn’t read from the Isfel book.”
Mel laughed a bit. “No way?” He shook his head. “That’s amazing.”
David quickly looked at Mel. “You think it’s amazing?” 
Mel nodded. “Yeah, it sounds like something right out of a horror movie. I know, maybe we can find a way to incorporate his warning into the show. Really give the kids watching a scare. Maybe hire someone in the town to play the man.” Mel thought to himself. ”Or maybe we could get a crew member.”
“You’re not concerned about a warning about the Baxter house being evil? How would he know anything about the Isfel book?”
“This might very well prove there’s something more going on with the book. Maybe it’s real.”
“Hold on,” David said. “You really think the book could be real?” It could bring back Joseph Heinze?”
Mel laughed. “I’m not saying it is, but who knows. There might be something going on there. An angle we can use. If the book is real we could use it during the live show. giving us the ability to call ghosts.” He closed his eyes. “I can see it now, having an actual ghost appear in the house. The ratings would go through the roof. We could use it in every location from now on. Imagine having the ability to call on a ghost whenever we want. Could make us more money we could ever think possible.”
“Or that could be dangerous. Who knows what we would come across. But I do like the way you’re thinking.”  
They both laughed.
“You know the book isn’t real.” David said.
“I know I was only messing around. Just some weird old man yelling about something. Let’s head inside and get some coffee and pie.” Mel walked passed David and headed towards the door.
David stood outside for a moment and looked into the forest where he last saw the old man. “Does seem odd he knew about the book though.” After a second he gave his head a shake and made his way to the restaurant door.
 
Chapter 34
 
Half hour later Mel walked back to the driver’s side of the car and opened the door while holding a coffee in his other hand. David approached the other side and got inside. 
“That was good apple pie, nice and warm,” David said. While putting some sugar into his coffee. "I must say the people inside the restaurant were nice and friendly. They sure got nervous though when we told them we were headed to the Baxter house. That house must have some effect on everyone around here. Sad to see so many dumb people believing such silliness. Thankfully I don’t live in a small town."
Mel sat in his seat for a moment lost in thought before starting the car. “You know, we have time before we’re supposed to meet in the auditorium for the press conference right after the autograph signing. I was thinking we could head over to the Baxter house a few minutes before the autograph signing ends and read the middle pages out loud. See if the old man was right. See if it brings this guy named Joseph Henize to life.”  
David laughed almost spilling his coffee “What? You want to test if the book is real?” That’s a waste of time.”
“We could see what happens. Who knows.” Mel said. 
“What I do know is we don’t have time in between the autograph signing and press conference. Maybe an hour at most. That’s not enough time to head over to the Baxter house. We’re expected to travel with Chris and Amy to the press conference.”
“True, but imagine if while in the house we read the book out loud and see Joseph Henize. I mean the actual guy. It would be amazing.”
David laughed. “At least we wouldn’t have to fake any ghostly sounds during the show. But there’s a pretty good chance it’s all downright silly.”
“That’s why we need to check it out first. If the reading of the book triggers Joseph Heinze or any ghosts for that matter we’ll be ready during the show. If nothing happens then we switch back to plan B, where we fake the ghost noises.”
“I’m just concerned for the time." 
Mel put the car into gear, checked his mirrors and pulled out of the gas station. The sound of the tires driving across the gravel got louder the faster he drove. He gave a quick look into the rearview mirror at he spot where he last saw the old man. His smile fainted. He pulled back onto the highway heading towards Springbrook Gardens.
He couldn’t help but keep looking into the mirror as the gas station faded away into the distance. Getting smaller and smaller as the car headed into the emptiness, surrounded by millions of trees. 
 
 
Saturday lunchtime…
 
Tom and Cliff stepped outside of the Uncle Dave’s Variety Store with their purple and orange flavoured soda pops in hand. Squinted their eyes from the bright sun. Turned and started walking towards the top of Main Street for the hundredth time. Slowly dragging their feet up and down the sidewalk. Walking to the top and back down again. Avoiding shoppers along the way. They watched every car that drove by looking into the windows hoping one would be a Ghostly Hauntings crew member. 
Tom took a drink of his pop and could feel his hands getting sweaty. The waiting was getting to him. The biggest moment of his life and it felt like time was standing still. He was shocked by how crowded the town was. Seemed every parking spot was taken. “We got so many people from out of town here today. I’ve never seen Main Street so packed.”
Cliff nodded. “Everyone from the city has arrived for the show. It’s safe to say the population is about ten times higher now than last week.“
“I think everyone throughout the country is here, not just the city.”
A few minutes later Cliff held his pop in one hand and ran his fingers through his hair. “This is insane, when will they get here? I can’t stand still, the tension is killing me.” He yelled out. He started tapping his hands with the can of pop on top of a steel garbage can lid. A nervous beat with no rhythm. 
“We need to be patient.” Tom called out. Telling himself more than Cliff. “Besides you can’t stand still even when you're calm.”
“I’ve waited for months and now the Ghostly Hauntings crew is taking their sweet time. We’re waiting second after second, minute after minute, don’t they know where wai….” Cliff came to a sudden stop and froze. 
Tom stopped abruptly as well and looked up the street. They both stood still not making a sound. Within a few seconds other teenagers stopped walking as well.  They were all listening.  
“You hear what I hear?” Cliff asked in a low voice while looking over to Tom
“I sure do,” he yelled back. “It’s the high school band playing Todd’s theme song. They're here.” He yelled as loud as he could. “Ghostly Hauntings has arrived at Springbrook Gardens.”
They both looked at each other not knowing what to do. A second later they started cheering and jumping up and down. Tom shot his arms up in the air as if he won the big football game with a winning throw. Cliff danced around. both of them couldn’t stop smiling. 
“Let’s go see them,” Tom yelled out.
Tom took off up Main Street followed by Cliff, followed by everyone else who heard Tom yell out. 
Within seconds everyone on Main Street were making their way up the sidewalk. Avoiding the parking meters and trees on their way. Some kids ran, some adults walked quickly, no one walked slow. 
Everyone wanted to be the first to catch a glimpse of the Ghostly Hauntings crew. The whole town came to life with chatter in a matter of seconds.
A white van with the words “Action Force News. Channel 4” written on the side in black letters, shot up the road with a female reporter leaning out the window yelling into her microphone as her long black hair swirled around in the air getting into her eyes and mouth. She had to use her other hand to push the hair aside as she reported live.  
Tom and Cliff ran with huge smiles on their faces they both knew their time of waiting had paid off. They both came to a sudden stop three blocks back. They couldn’t get any closer.
A massive crowd had already gathered on both sides of the sidewalk. An endless sea of town’s people of all ages were standing shoulder to shoulder watching the trucks roll down the street.  
Action Force News had to pull off to the side of the road. The congestion of cars moving slowly and fans gathering made getting any closer impossible. The black-haired reporter in her cream-coloured suit opened the door and jumped out of the van and ran along the sidewalk with her microphone in hand. The driver reached behind him and grabbed the camera from the back of the van. Climbed onto the roof of the van and started to capturing the event from above.
Everyone was stunned at the site of massive white trucks rolling into town.  
Tom could hear a reporter behind him yelling into her microphone. Giving a play by play-up on every movement. There was no dough now; Tom knew this weekend was going to be huge. 
The first of the massive production trucks were slowly rolling along. The bright white eighteen-wheeler slowly passed by a wide-eyed Tom and Cliff. Casting a dark shadow over the two of them. The sun had been completely blocked out. Everyone in town was left speechless. They stood in silence watching the massive monsters roll through like gods amongst men.
“Would you look at the size of those trucks?” Cliff barely got out. “I don’t think trucks of that size have ever been through this town before.”
Tom shook his head. “No way. Maybe a small little delivery van, but nothing like this.” He said in awe unable to look away.
The whole town was in awe. Everyone stood back watching the trucks move along like dragons marching down Main Street. 
The town of Springbrook Gardens looked small as the big city trucks rolled through. The buildings on both sides of Main Street looked like little tiny kid’s toys. 
Tom was amazed by how the trucks looked as though they could crush all the cars parked along the side of the road. 
Shoppers inside the stores stoped what they were doing and walked outside and stared at the sight. The whole town came to a sudden standstill as everyone from one end of the town to the other came out to witness something never seen before. 
“How many trucks are there?” Cliff asked with his mouth open.
“I don’t know, they keep coming.” Tom answered wide-eyed.
 
Saturday lunchtime…
 
Mel drove along the long narrow road. They had turned off the highway a few miles back. He felt good having not missed the cutoff. He was told back at the restaurant to keep a watch out for it. He was told it was easy to miss. To his surprise the cutoff wasn’t too hard to see at all, sure there were trees on both sides of the road, but they appeared to move back as he approached. As though he was called to the cutoff.  
A trick of the eye no doubt. The funny part was when he looked in his rearview mirror he could’ve sworn the trees closed back up again. Once again a trick of the mind. What else could it be? 
He drove along towards Springbrook Gardens. They were both amazed by how thick and congested the forest was on both sides of the road. The trees back on the highway were yards back with green grass filling the space. 
Now the trees were inches away. And they were huge with branches hanging down above the car. Taping on the roof as if saying, high. the branches hung over the road in such volume it blocked out the sunlight. Making it appear night while driving through a long dark tunnel. 
The car’s headlights came on as they drove alone. Mel looked ahead and could only see darkness. As thought the road led into the unknown. He had to check his watch to make sure it really was daytime. There was no sound. Maybe the forest was so thick no even sound moved or could escape. 
He looked to his left out his window, he could only see a few yards into the forest before darkness took over. It felt as time had simply stopped. 
He looked straight ahead. Whenever he looked into the forest he felt as though he was being watched. Maybe he should’ve stayed with the production trucks.
He was able to catch up to the trucks a few miles back. Stepping on the gas peddle in his sports car helped out. He slowed down while on Forest Road to allow the trucks to roll into town first. He wanted the town’s people to be hit with an amazing site. Give the kids something to awe at. Giving them something to talk about for months on end. Having his car roll in first wasn’t good enough. He wanted the large eight-teen wheelers in first. 
Looking at how low the tree branches were now, he couldn’t understand how the trucks didn’t break the branches off. Maybe the branches lifted into the air just high enough to allow the trucks to pass under. He laughed a bit to himself then felt a chill. His laughter stopped.  
He looked over to David who was going over last-minute paperwork. Clearly, he didn’t notice anything weird. It was the silence that spooked Mel the most, as though the forest was listening.      
A few minutes later he saw a small light ahead. Growing bigger in size as he approached. He knew they were about to enter the town of Springbrook Gardens.
He was feeling a lot better now, knowing the trip through the creepy green forest was almost over. The car came out of the darken forest and into bright sunlight. The headlights on the car turned off.  
From out of nowhere a full lively town appeared, catching Mel and David off guard. The large trees met right up with the first buildings along Main Street. Mel looked to his right and saw an empty small grey building.
David looked up in amazement. “Where did this come from?”
They both looked around stunned to see a massive gathering of people standing on the sidewalk waving and cheering as they drove passed. 
“You got to be kidding,” David said in amazement. “Look at everyone. They love us already and we haven’t done anything. How great is this?” He closed his file.
“I must say, I’m impressed,” Mel added. He looked at all the fans with big smiles on their faces waving as they drove by, he waved back. He rolled down the window and slowed the car down a bit and listened to the band playing. He gave the thumbs up and Todd Campbell smiled, for the first time in weeks. 
“I thought we were the ones who over did things,” David said and laughed.
“Looks like we trained these people well.” Mel said looking out the car window.
“One thing is for certain, we need to do more live shows.” David said in amazement. As he looked at the huge banner hanging across the street and all the little signs all along the street lamps and parking meters. He looked at some kids with their parents waving. David smiled and waved back. “Give us your money,” he whispered while never losing his smile.
Mel laughed, “Don’t say that they will hear you.”
”No way, my window is up. I laugh at our dumb fans all the time and they never hear me.” 
“You never know, one of these days the public might find out about us,” Mel said sarcastically.
“Never, the public’s stupid, they’ll never find out about our show being fake. The majority of shows on T.V. are pointless to begin with and the public still watches.” He turned back and smiled some more. He looked back to Mel.  “We can tape as many shows as we want and scam our way through them and the public will never catch on. That’s how dumb they are.” He paused for a moment, “On a different note, remember last week when we recorded a new episode in the old abandoned factory?” 
“Yeah, I remember.” Mel nodded. 
“What was up with Chris Minds behaviour halfway through the taping when the crew entered the basement?”
Mel took a hand off the steering wheel rubbed his forehead. “Don’t get me started. I just want to forget that bizarre moment ever happen. Talk about one of  most creepiest moments of my life”. 
“You said it. You and I were following behind the cameraman as we normally do. Chris Walks into the empty, dark, cold basement with Amy by his side. When out of nowhere, for who knows what reason, Chris turns away from the camera and looks right at us.”
Mel laughed to himself.
“And he started speaking in that… horrible, ghostly voice, saying he got a message from the other side.” David shook his head. “He completely broke away from the subject of the show. Poor Amy was looking at him wondering what on earth was happening to him.” David laughed a little. “The cameraman didn’t know where to point the camera. The sound man is looking at us all confused. And to top it off Chris walked right up to the two of us saying he has a warning from the spirit world.”
Mel nodded in agreement. “To be honest, Chris really did look possessed. His eyes and voice were different. Almost as though another spirit was speaking through him.” 
“If I were dumb enough to believe in spirits, I would agree with you. Clearly, Chris fell off his rocker at that moment. The worst part was, he walked right passed the cameraman when he walked toward us. The scariest moment ever in our show, and Chris walked out of the camera’s view, so we never recorded a thing.” He turned to Mel. “Are you sure you can’t change your mind about airing the footage? The public will freak seeing footage of Chris Minds possessed by an unknown spirit.”
“We can’t air it. I sat down and watched the incident the next morning. The footage is horrible. We know what happened, so it makes sense to us. But the public will be left confused. Trust me I would love to have a moment like that on TV, but it will leave the public in a state of confusion. Amy and Chris are walking through the factory, Chris doing what he normally does, talking with the lost spirits in his mind. I’m slamming doors in the background scaring everyone. Chris makes his way into the basement and suddenly turns to us acting possessed, telling us the warning. It has nothing to do with the factory. The public will watch the show and think, what did I just see? What just happened? The next thing you know we’ll be getting thousands of letters and phone calls asking us to explain?”
“Imagine that?”
“We won’t be able to explain anything, because even I don’t know what happened.”
“I wished the cameraman was ready for the moment and followed Chris when he walked up to us.”
 “Now don’t go blaming the cameraman, he was doing a great job. No one expected Chris to pull a stunt like that out of nowhere.”
David thought for a moment and looked over to Mel with a smile. “Maybe we could air the audio part of it?”
Mel shook his head “I know what you're thinking, I’m one step ahead. But the audio was all messed up as well.”
David flinched back. “No way?”
Mel nodded while looking disappointed “Yeah, I listened to the audio and you can’t make out a single word.”
David sat in silence for a second. “You have to be kidding me?” He placed a hand on the side of his head “All of it?”
“You can’t understand a word Chris says?”
“Now that’s insane. It doesn’t make sense, we both understood him we he stood in front of us.”
“I know, but the sound never recorded right.”     
“Talk about disappointing.” David looked back outside the window and waved to two kids standing on the sidewalk who were drinking soda pops. “And what about the warning itself? What did it mean?”
“With that horrible voice, he said we would soon be punished for messing around with the paranormal. The spirits were not happy with our lies, and balance will soon be restored.”
“I would’ve laughed when hearing it, but Chris’s eyes were scary looking. Almost glowing bluish white.” David said.
“No, they weren’t, it was the basement light reflecting in his eyes. A few hours after the show I asked Chris about what happened. He said he doesn’t remember any of it.”
“Doesn’t remember?” David looked over at Mel in shock.
“Yeah, he says all he remembers, is walking into the basement and the next thing standing in front of us. Not knowing how he got there.”   
“Punish us, for what? Faking a few ghostly sound effects? Pretending ghosts are real? Making a boring show exciting? Making money from it? Is that so bad? We had no choice. All Chris ever does is stand in one spot in complete silence. Claiming his talking to spirits in his mind. Who cares even if he’s successfully talking to the spirits, it’s boring. We had to do, what needed to be done. We needed to spice up the action. Something to scare the viewers. Anything to wake them up. Talking with the dead is one thing, but entertaining the viewers is another. You can’t have high rating with a boring show. We were almost taken off the air in the beginning, so what if you move a chair or two. Or slam a door when no one is looking. Is that so bad? Where’s the harm?”   
“I know how you feel, we’re giving kids at home something to cheer about. Something to scare them, it’s what they want.” He looked out his window at the two kids standing on the sidewalk with soda pops in hand. “Take those two kids standing to my left. They're fans of the show, they enjoy talking about the show the day after it airs. All I care about is making them happy. They buy our DVDs, buy the merchandise. We’re not messing around with the paranormal, we’re only making money off of it.” 
David laughed “Thankfully for us, there is no higher power.” He looked up, raised his hands, and yelled out. “If there is any higher power who can hear my voice, who’s offended by us cashing in on your name, I call upon you to come after us. Show us the other side. Make us believers.” He started to laugh. “I dare you to punish us for capitalizing off of the dead.” He waited for a moment and then turned back to Mel. “You see nothing, we can do whatever we want and the spirits will never punish us. Why? Because there are none. We’ll continue to make millions of dollars year after year, exploiting stupid people and their belief in the afterlife.” He turned back to the fans and waved.
 
 
Chapter 35
 
Tom and Cliff stood on the sidewalk surrounded by other fans waving at the two men inside of a red sports car as it drove past. Tom placed his hand above his eyes and blocked out the sun. Looked up the road a few blocks ahead at the massive white trucks disappearing from view. 
He knew the drivers were taking their time, rolling along Main Street. Casting massive shadows over everyone on the sidewalk.
“Now that the trucks have passed us by, what do we do?” Cliff asked as the band continued to play.
“There’s only one thing to do,” Tom answered with a smile while looking at Cliff. 
Cliff nodded in agreement. 
They both knew what the other was thinking. They took off running as fast as they could. Block after block  trying to catch up to the trucks. 
Tom looked behind him. Everyone else was doing the same thing. It looked like one giant mob of kids running like mad men. Filling up the sidewalk. A minute later they finally caught up and ran alongside the trucks. 
Everyone wanted to get to the Baxter house first and watch the crew set up. Even the reporter from Action Force News was running along in the crowd yelling out questions to anyone next to her. 
Tom was shocked to see Miss Woods, a seventy-year-old woman who works in the library running faster than any of the kids. For an old woman she could move like the wind. She liked the show, but this caught him off guard. 
Everyone called out for Chris and Amy, hoping maybe, the stars of the show were inside the truck. Even Tony Clark, from Tom’s science class, who hated Ghostly Hauntings, was caught up in the moment and ran alongside.
      
Along Maple Street, some seniors sat quietly on their front porch taking their time drinking nice ice tea. Enjoying a lovely gentle morning. An ordinary day would’ve included the birds singing in the trees. A squirrel or two running across the lawn, the wind gently blowing the leaves in the tree. A neighbour walking by, waving hello. 
They turned their heads and witnessed something they would talked about in town for years to come. They watched in shock as a massive white eighteen-wheeler turned off of Main Street and down onto their street. 
Some stood up from the chairs others sat frozen on their porches as the truck slowly made its way down their street. Followed by another truck, and another. Following behind were countless number of kids. All running along side, cheering and waving to the drivers. 
The Victorian houses looked like little miniatures as the truck drove past. Even the huge trees on the front lawns looked a bit smaller. Most of the towns people had never seen trucks so large.
The trucks stopped alongside the curb, next to the Baxter house. Countless fans stood on the sidewalk with smiles hoping their dreams of catching a glimpse of Amy Lanko or Chris Minds could come true. The chatter and excitement around the trucks never died down. No one could stand still. Fans stood for blocks in every direction. 
Tom stood next to Cliff they couldn’t get any closer. Talking to anyone around them who would listen about how exciting the day was. 
“Dreams do come true,” Tom yelled out loud.
“Is this really happening?” Cliff yelled out. The volume level throughout the crowd was growing.
“Who cares about everything that happened yesterday. It’s all about today from this point on,” Tom yelled out.
“You got that right. I know how you feel.” Cliff nodded.    
“Oh cares about the weird dreams and mystery man with glowing eyes,” Tom yelled out.
“Yeah, I agree.” Cliff said then stopped and looked around puzzled “Wait… What mystery man?” He raised an eyebrow and shook his head. “What are you talking about?”
“Never mind, I’ll tell you later.” 
Cliff shrugged his shoulders. “Oh well, whatever.” and went back cheering. 
Tom was so focused on the trucks he failed to notice a dark figure in the Baxter house looking out the window on the second floor. Staring down at him, the figure had bluish-white glowing eyes. 
 
Chapter 36
 
Saturday morning
 
An hour later Amy Lanko drove along the highway looking for the cut-off to Springbrook Gardens. The waiter at the restaurant told to look out for it. “If you blink you will mess it.” He said when she went inside for some coffee and a bagel. Nice people, she thought, the complete opposite of city people. Everyone in the restaurant was talking about the huge eighteen-wheelers which drove by along the highway. Amy knew they were talking about the Ghostly Hauntings crew passing by. 
The crew’s white trucks had a way of making people look twice. No one in the restaurant recognized her. In one way she liked being invisible for the moment, reminding her of the olden days before fame. Times when she could walk down the street to the variety store without the paparazzi taking her picture. 
On the other hand, it made her feel afraid. If she walked away from hosting the show she may never be recognized again and may never be in movies. Who knows maybe she could finally get involved with helping kids. 
She slowed up when she read a sign telling her the cut-off for Springbrook Gardens was next to her right. She checked her mirror and made sure no one was behind her, signed and turned onto the cut-off. 
Instantly she noticed the trees around and above cut off the sunlight. She had to check her watch to make sure it wasn’t dusk. If fact it was early morning. The tree branches looked like claws reaching out, or possibly fingers calling you in. Asking you to come closer and closer, into a town no one has ever heard of.  
She could’ve traveled with the crew this morning. But wanted to travel alone. She needed time to think. Clear her mind. Anytime she traveled with the crew she would be mobbed by fans. She didn’t mind the fans, but today she just needed some space to think.
She drove along the dark isolated road. She was surprised by the silence. Was this to be her legacy? Hosting a show about ghosts? It didn’t look as though the show was going to be canceled any time soon. If it did, she would at least have an excuse to move on to other things. Without it looking as though she was quitting. 
She never liked to quit, as her father pointed out to her many times. You need to stick with something in order to make it work. Can’t run at the first chance. Maybe that’s why she never married, afraid of it not working and not being able to get out. Knowing her luck the show would probably stay on the air for the rest of her life. It won an award for the best show a few weeks ago and the ratings were the highest of any show. 
At this rate, a new host would have to be hired to replace her, after she dies of old age. “Death, taxes and Ghostly Hauntings on the air”, will be the three things to last throughout time.
She drove for a few minutes without thinking. The road looked like it went on forever getting darker and darker. The trees getting closer and closer to her car. Almost like hands wanting to touch her. Not much different than the fans. 
A sign to her right read which looked freshly painted “Welcome to Springbrook Gardens” At least she knew she wasn’t lost. A minute later the tress came to an abrupt end and the sunlight shot through her windshield. She had to cover her eyes with her right hand. After driving in darkness for so long the bright light was blinding.
She looked around and was amazed by what lay around her. Where on earth did this beautiful town come from? “Mom and pop shops” ran up and down the street on both sides. Long narrow islands filled with large planets and trees separated the traffic in the middle. The sidewalks were filled with shoppers, seniors and children. Cars parallel parking next to the sidewalks. Small trees were spread out along the sidewalk. Enough to give the street a beautiful small town look but not enough to prevent shoppers of walking along the sidewalk. The bright morning sun fell across the town.
She was amazed by every sight, she knew she couldn’t miss out on walking along Main Street. If not now, when? Later in the day, she had to attend the autograph signing followed by the live press conference. By then everyone in town would know she’s arrived. It would be impossible to walk around then. She turned right after the third block and found a parking lot behind a restaurant called “Mama’s Pizza Place”. She read the sign to her right “free parking”. Even better, she thought. She liked everything the town had to offer more and more. In the city, a sign would’ve read “Ten dollars an hour for parking”.
She got out of the car and was about to lock the door out of habit. She looked around the small town and closed the door with it still unlocked. Something told her you don’t need to in Springbrook Gardens.
She walked along Main Street looking into the shops. She could hear cheering coming from down one of the side streets. She figured it was fans of Ghostly Hauntings crowded around the large trucks. 
For the next hour, she walked along the street stopping in most of the stores. Some stores she had no reason to go inside of, but wanted to anyway because of how friendly everyone was. She figured either the storeowners didn’t recognize her or knew who she was and left her alone.
She walked out of a store and noticed signs made by kids all along the trees saying “Welcome Ghostly Hauntings to our town”. She almost cried looking at how cute they all looked lining the street. They looked so adorable. 
One caught her attention more than the others. She walked up close to one and looked at it in detail. A stick figure of a woman and man standing next to a ghost. Above the stick figure of the women read “Amy” above the man read “Chris” in crayon.  How cute she thought and above the ghost read “Joseph”. She had to look again. What did it read? The eyes of the ghost had a bluish-white colour to them. How strange. There appeared to be light coming from the house in the background of the picture. Why?
She looked at her watch and figured she had enough time to do a quick drive by of the Baxter house. Before she was due at the hotel lobby to be taken over to the park for the autograph signing. 
Mel told her earlier he was planning something special on taking Chris and herself over to the park. A secret he wouldn’t tell anyone. He liked keeping everyone in the dark about his surprises. 
Normally, she really didn’t care about seeing the shooting location whenever they arrived in a new town. However, today was different for some reason she needed to see the Baxter house. 
She made her way back to her car and placed her bags of shopping goods in the back seat. She got in and looked at the map of Springbrook Gardens given to her by Mel. Drove along Main Street until she reached Maple Street and turned down. It was pretty obvious what house was the Baxter house. The massive white production trucks parked next to it gave it away. 
But where were the fans? The street was empty. She figured they must’ve  moved on to Ghosts in the Park event.
She parked her car a few blocks back and got out. She looked around at the massive Victorian houses on both sides of the street and loved it. Simply beautiful to say the least. She always loved Victorian houses. What she was seeing now was beyond words.
She looked over her shoulder at the Baxter house and her happiness sank like a stone in the sea. 
She felt a chill wash over her as she looked at the black house with windows that looked like eyes staring back. She walked closer and with each step she could feel herself wanting to move back. She now understood why this house was chosen.
She considered getting back into her car and getting out of the area. but something made her walk closer. In all the shows she’s ever hosted over the years she never felt fear when looking at the location. Today was different. She made her way up to the house and touched the black metal fence, ice cold. 
She made her way up the front steps and stood on the porch. She never felt so isolated in her life. As though the world no longer existed. The whole place felt dark and lifeless. She decided it would be better to leave and come back tomorrow during the live show, when others were around. Walking up the front steps was a bad idea.
She jumped, Did something just move inside the house? She looked back at the front window and could’ve sworn something moved in the empty living room. A dark object or someone? 
She moved closer to the window and moved her hands around her eyes trying to block out the sunlight. Could it have been a ghost? The front door handle moved. Who was it? Her body froze up as she moved away from the window and wanted to run off the porch, something made her stay. What was behind the door? She could feel her heart beating stronger, her blood was turning cold, and she knew she should run. Why couldn’t she move? Her body tightened up. She stared at the door as it slowly opened. Out stepped a figure as Amy screamed and fell backwards onto the porch. Before she knew it she hit the floor looking up.
 
Chapter 37
 
Kris Mackin stepped out onto the front porch and looked down at Amy. “Amy? Are you okay? Why are you lying down on the porch?” She reached down to help her up.
Amy stood up feeling embarrassed. “Oh, it’s you, Kris. For a moment I thought you were a ghost.”
Kris laughed. “A ghost? No, I was just here getting ready for the live show tomorrow. I must say this has to be the scariest location we’ve ever been to.”
Amy brushed herself off. Still feeling embarrassed. She tried to think of any question to distract Kris from the awkward moment of her falling down. “I was thinking the same thing. Where is everybody? The trucks are all here but the fans are nowhere to be seen.”
Kris laughed. “It was packed here like crazy not too long ago. Every kid in town crowded around the trucks. Sounded like a circus. However they all ran over to the Ghosts in the park after they caught on that you and Chris were not in the trucks. I’ll be headed over there myself in a few minutes after I finish up here.”
Amy stood in silence for a moment. She liked talking with Kris, but she needed to get away from the Baxter house. “Alright then, I’II head over to the hotel then and get ready for the autograph session.”
“Have you seen Main Street?” Kris asked.
“Yes, it’s amazing.” Amy would’ve loved to stick around and talk to Kris for hours about how great the town is. But seeing over Kris’s shoulder into the house made her feel uneasy. It felt like the house was watching her. She figured she would talk to Kris back at the office, where it felt safer. “I’ll head off now and see you in the park.” She turned to walk down the steps.
“What made you think it was a ghost?”
Amy turned around, “What?”
“You said you thought I was a ghost, what did you see?”
Amy thought back to the window. It still gave her chills. “I looked into the living room I thought you were a ghost, how silly of me.”
Kris paused for a moment. “Living room? That’s weird, I was walking down the staircase right before opening the door. I wasn’t in the living room.”
Amy froze. It made her feel worse. Of all the things Kris could say. Now she really did need to get out of there. “How strange,” she quickly said. “Well, I guess I'll get going.” She really didn’t know what else to say, she was freaking out to much. As she turned to walk down the stone path, she passed by Kris’s assistant Debbie.
“Hi Amy,” Debbie said. “Everyone in town is looking for you, they all want autographs, I’m surprised they haven’t found you yet.” She said with a smile.
“Oh really?” Amy said trying to be polite as she moved as quickly as possible out the front gate, “The autograph session will be starting soon so I will see them all there.”
“Okay then, see you later,” Debbie said as she walked up the steps.  
Amy made her way back to her car and felt a lot safer getting in. At least she got away from the creepy house. She hoped she would feel safer tomorrow night with other people around her while inside the house. It’s too bad a town like this has a house like that. She drove off feeling a lot better the Baxter house was behind her.  
 
Chapter 38
 
Debbie stepped onto the front porch. “Hi Kris.”
Kris smiled back at Debbie. “What’s it like in the hotel?” 
“Crazy,” she said with a laugh. “As usual members of Ghostly Ghouls are there. Trying to sneak in, get their pictures.”
“Oh great,” Kris said in a flat tone.
“Mel wanted to see you back in the hotel, they’re getting ready for the autograph session.”
Kris nodded, “No problem. I needed to finish measuring the rooms for the furniture drop-off tomorrow.” 
“I can do that for you,” Debbie said. 
“Really?”
“Sure, it’s straightforward, it won’t be a problem.”
“Great,” She handed Debbie the paperwork. “I’ll head over to the hotel then.”
“Okay, I’ll be there in a little bit.” Debbie smiled as Kris walked down the front steps and over to her car.
Debbie watched Kris leave. She turned and walked into the Baxter house and closed the door behind her. She slowly walked around the empty dining room. she smiled to herself. 
“Hello, Joseph,” she paused and looked up at the ceiling and around the room. The dark empty rooms gave up no secrets. “I can sense you. I’ve spent my life studying the paranormal. I can sense things. I can read your mind.”
She slowly walked around the house. Listening for any movement. “Why don’t you show yourself? I know you’re here. I’ve seen the past I know what you're about. How you studied the dark arts. Are you afraid of me? I can sense you. I know about Isfet book. I know why you came to this house. You’re not the only one who studied the dark arts seeking knowledge on how to live forever. I got hired on this show knowing I would be here one day. I knew at some point the producers would discover this house. The other houses are fake, but I know this place is truly haunted. Haunted by you. Now I’m here to see you. To see the master.”
She walked into the empty living room. As she moved passed the staircase to the basement. She stopped when she heard the door handle slowly turning. “That’s good, now we’re getting somewhere.” She whispered, “Where do you hide? What part of the house are you the strongest in? I’ve read the Isfel book, I know the secret to this house.”
The basement door slowly opened a few inches on its own. She walked over and placed her hand on the open door and looked down the darken staircase. She placed her foot on the first step and made her way down. 
“I’ve always hidden the secret from everyone.” She called out into the basement. “I worked with Ghostly Hauntings knowing one day I would see you.”  She walked down the rest of the steps into the darkness.
The basement door slammed shut behind her.
 
Chapter 39
 
Saturday afternoon…
 
A white dove sword directly along Main Street, flying thirty feet above ground. Over the cars in bumper to bumper traffic. It flew straight up into the blue sky and dived back down. Passing a large banner in the largest park in town located in the centre of town. The sign read 
 
 
 
                        WELCOME TO GHOSTS IN THE PARK
 
The white dove flapped its wings over a large gathering of kids walking about in a park and gently came to a rest on a large tree branch. One of the countless number of massive trees which filled the park. Along with a waiting pool, tennis courts, picnic tables, and wide-open grass fields. 
In the centre of the park stood, a massive white wooden gazebo, the largest structure in town. On any day of the week, the park would have a few families quietly walking about. Kids walking their dogs. Parents pushing a stroller along and kids running around playing. Today, in the early morning sun the park was already full with thousands of kids and more on their way. Kids walking from all directions pulling their parents by the hand. All wanting to get to the park as fast as possible.
Main Street was filled to capacity with cars parallel parked along the sides. Anyone arriving now by car would have to park blocks away and walk. Not a cloud in the sky with a warm breeze blowing. 
Kids ran about in the park as dogs played fetch. The steady stream of visitors arriving never let up. Kids of all ages stood in line excited waiting to have their faces painted by clowns made up to look like ghosts. Kids sat with their parents at picnic tables eating pink and blue candy floss. Music from radios on picnic blankets played throughout the park. Some radios were playing Annie Sparks which the young tweenis stood up and danced. 
The Ghostly Hauntings autographs day in the park had arrived and the buzz throughout town was at a level never seen before. A day everyone had waited for months on end. Kids stood in lines along with their parents waiting to go on rides. Throughout the week Merry-go-rounds, slides, a small roller coaster were set up. Parents laughed along with their kids as they fed the animals in the petting zoo. A day to remember in Springbrook Gardens history.    
Needless to say, the longest line was the autograph line. Everyone waiting anxiously waiting for the hosts to arrive.
Lisa walked alongside her mom on the soft green grass. “This party is amazing, bigger than expected. Look at the crazy lineup to meet the stars of the show.” Lisa said.
“You're beginning to sound like your brother.” Her mom said while she looked around. “Speaking of her brother, where is he?”
“Who knows, probably running around with Cliff trying to meet Amy Lanko.” She said while watching kids on a small stage doing their impressions of Chris Minds. 
“Amy Lanko, Who’s that?” Her mom asked.
“The host of Ghostly Hauntings. Every guy is in love with. They love her long blond hair and pretty eyes.”
Her mom smiled. “You’re not jealous are you?”
Lisa jumped a little. “Me? No way,”
“I’m only kidding, you’re prettier than any girl on TV.” She looked around.  “Look at all the people. So many from out of town.”
Kids with long blond fake wigs trying to look like Chris Minds walked around eating their hot dogs and hamburgers from the barbecue. As others waited in line to get their food and drinks. Teenagers lied down on blankets; kids ate sandwiches from the picnic basket and drank their apple juice. Magicians walked around performing tricks for kids, who owed and awed. Laughter was heard occasionally mixed in with the none-stop chatter throughout.    
The high school band walked up the steps of the massive bandstand and proceeded to set up. Getting ready to play which would be heard throughout the park. They unfolded the metal chairs. Opened up their cases and took out their instruments. Birds in the trees were caught off guard by the tuning up and flew away. Little kids ran over and started dancing to the beat.
Colourful Clowns with big red shoes walked the park making balloon animals. Boys and girls of all ages stood and watched in amazement and walked away with dinosaurs and dogs made from red and blue balloons. A steady stream of families continued to arrive from every direction.
Tom walked around on the grass loving every second of it. “Now all we have to do is find Chris and Amy.”
Cliff agreed. “Maybe just maybe Chris and Amy are walking around the park right now, in disguise.” 
“That would be funny,” Tom said, “The whole time we’re here in the park and Chris and Amy are walking around as well in disguise, can you imagine. We do know they weren’t in the production trucks at the Baxter house.”
“That was a letdown.”
“I really thought when the trucks came to a stop they would walk out.” He shook his head. “Nope, they weren’t there at all. So we walked over here”   
Cliff nodded as he looked over to the gazebo. “Would you look at that.” He called out.
Tom looked his way. “What?” 
“Members of Ghostly Ghouls have shown up.” Cliff pointed out the group in their bright orange jackets with black letters on the back.
“Are you kidding me?” Tom called out he watched them walk around the park acting like celebrities. Shaking hands with kids and having their picture taken. “Look at them, acting like they're the stars of the show. As if we’re gathered here today for them. Look at how everyone is crowding around them.” Tom shook his head in disbelief.
“They are known around the world as the greatest fans.”
“Not true, you and I are Ghostly Hauntings’ biggest fans.” Tom looked away annoyed. “Just because we don’t follow the crew around week after week hounding the stars doesn’t make us less fans. I think it makes us better. Because we’re more respectful.” 
“I agree,” Cliff finished his hamburger.
James Amber ran past Tom. “Why are you two here in the park, not on Main Street?”
“Hey James,” Cliff called out. “Why would we be on Main Street now?”
 “Haven’t you heard the rumours going around town this morning?” He called out.
“More rumours?” Tom laughed “What now?”
“Amy Lanko was spotted earlier today shopping on Main Street.”
Tom and Cliff both stopped dead in their tracks. 
“What?” Tom yelled out. “Amy Lanko is in our town shopping? The one and only Amy is here? And I missed seeing her? Don’t tell me things like that.” He covered his ears.
Cliff shook his head and rubbed his forehead. “Our luck is horrible. Not only did we miss out on finding Chris Minds, but we failed at seeing Amy Lanko as well.”
“I’m not listening to anything you say.” Tom still covered his ears. “I don’t need to know we missed her. The weekend is bad enough.” His voice sounding louder with his ears covered. 
Cliff looked over Tom’s shoulder and quickly looked back to him. “Hey Tom,” he whispered, “Look behind you.”
 Tom had his ears covered and eyes closed and could barely hear Cliff.
“Tom look behind you.” He quickly whispered, louder this time.
“I know what you’re trying to do. Make me believe Amy is behind me. I’m not falling for it. No way would I be so lucky to have Amy behind me. Having the prettiest woman in town wanting to talk to me. Nope, I can’t hear you Cliff. I know your tricks.”
Cliff shook his head. “That’s not it Tom. There’s someone important standing behind you.” Cliff looked at the person standing behind Tom and smiled.
Tom couldn’t fully hear Cliff. “I know what’s going to happen. The moment I take my hands away from my ears, you’re going to try and fool me that the prettiest woman of all time is right behind me. There’s no way Amy Lanko is there.” He laughed and turned around and saw Cindy Clark standing a foot away from him. Looking a thousand times more beautiful than ever. 
Two thoughts shoot through his mind. One, he thought he was looking at an angel. And the second, he wished he could disappear. She had to have heard him going on about Amy Lanko.
“Hello Tom.” Cindy Clark said as she smiled.
He felt worse than ever, and realized his hands were still over his ears. He quickly pulled them away. Of all the ways for Cindy to see him. Day after day he pictured himself talking to her a thousand different ways. Making her laugh, impressing her with his charm and intelligence. And now he was looking at her with a frozen, blank stare in his eyes, His mind went completely blank. He tried his best not to say anything stupid. “Goodnight…I mean good afternoon,” He shook his head as he could feel his face turning red.
“Nice day isn’t it? Or at least I thought it was. I was looking forward to seeing you today. Hoping to spend time with you. But it seems you’re caught up in Amy Lanko. I bet you’re disappointed I’m not her. So don’t let me bother you. I’ll see you around.” She turned and walked away down the sidewalk.
“But, wait, I can explain.” Tom tried saying but could only get a few words out. He watched her fade away into the crowd. He lowered his head. 
Cliff had to turn away. He slowly looked over to Tom. “Wow, that went…, badly. I don’t know how you’re going to fix that.” 
Tom couldn’t look up. Wishing the weekend was over with. “I messed the whole thing up. I had no idea she was there. She thinks I like Amy Lanko more. I wanted to explain. Why can’t I find the right words to say to her?”
“We’ll find a way to fix this. Hopefully, this can be fixed.” 
They both stood in silence for a moment as Cliff looked around the park. “Cool party though.”
Tom wanted to agree, but was still lost in thought about Cindy. Did he just ruin the only chance at winning her over? The Ghost in the Park wasn’t going as well as he hoped. He really thought today was going to be the day he asked her out. Now it probably will never happen.
Cliff looked over to the autograph table next to the bandstand. “Now we’ll finally get the chance to meet Amy and Chris.” 
Tom looked up feeling a touch better. “That’s true. It was too bad we didn’t get a chance to meet Chris before today. Having a chance to talk to him on the street would’ve been cool.” 
“Tell me about it. We spent all of yesterday afternoon trying our best to find him. And what did we come up with? Nothing. You almost being killed.”  Cliff looked at the podium at the top of the bandstand staircase. “I guess the mayor will be bringing Amy and Chris up on stage one by one.”
Tom looked around the park. “Speaking of Amy and Chris, where are they?”
“They could be back at the hotel. With security guards standing all around them, making sure Ghostly Ghoul fans don’t get too close.” He laughed a bit. He looked over at the food stand. “I have an idea, let’s get more hamburgers. Can’t go wrong with hamburgers making you feel better.” He called out with a smile.
I guess so, at least that’s something I can’t mess up.”
They both walked over and stood in line. 
 
As the hours passed by, the kids played, parents laid out picnic blankets for the kids to rest on. The park had never been so full. 
The mayor stood next to the bandstand with a smile. He looked at his watch and knew it was time. He took out his cell phone and placed a call. 
After a moment of talking to the person on the other end, he hung up and walked up the wooden steps of the bandstand. 
Everyone in the park turned and saw him walking up the steps and started to rush over. An excited electric charge went through everyone as they knew what was about to happen. The crowd around the stage grew in size within seconds. The area around the front steps was blocked off with a small metal fence so the stars of Ghostly Hauntings could walk up. Somewhere in the middle of the crowd stood Tom and Cliff. 
“Check it out Tom, the mayor is about to bring out Amy and Chris.” Cliff yelled out.
They moved as close as possible. Fans held their cameras in hand waiting for the first sign of the stars. Everyone looked around in all directions nervously, waiting and wondering where Chris and Amy would appear from.
The band near the back of the gazebo started to play the show’s theme music. The trumpets played along with the tuba. The flutes joined in, followed by the violins. The buzz throughout the place grew. 
The mayor walked up to the front of the microphone and smiled to the crowd. “Ladies and gentlemen, I would like to welcome all of you to Ghosts in the Park.” His voice echoed through the park over the loudspeakers, as he waved.
Everyone standing around started to cheer.  
“Thank you for being here. This is a great moment for Springbrook Gardens. It’s not to often we get a popular show like Ghostly Hauntings coming to our small town. We all know the show is the biggest one on TV and we would like to thank them for….” 
Before he could finish his sentence a cheer went up throughout the crowd. A chant grew throughout the crowd. “We love ghosts, we love ghosts” After a minute the chanting quietly died down, someone in the back yelled out. “We love Amy Lanko more.” Causing everyone to erupt in laughter.
The mayor smiled and went back to speaking. “I would like to take this moment and point out the biggest fans of Ghostly Hauntings are in town as well. We have members from Ghostly Ghouls here with us today.” The mayor turned to the group in bright orange jackets standing near the front of the bandstand. They turned to the fans and waved as a light applause was heard.
Tom couldn’t believe they were being singled out. He knew he was the show’s biggest fan. Why would they be focused on?
The mayor looked back at the crowd. “Now I know everybody isn’t gathered here today to see me. You came here to see the stars of the show.”  Everyone cheered. “So let’s not waste any more time, let’s bring them out here.” The cheer got even louder. “First let me introduce the creators of the show. Here are Mel Morton and David Purse.” 
The fans cheered for a moment while looking at the stage. A silence fell over everyone as they looked at the empty stage, seeing only the mayor standing alone. Everyone looked around confused, wondering where they were. Looking at each other for answers, no one knew what to do. Nothing but silence filled the air. 
A police car’s siren cut through the air as everyone looked around wondering where it was coming from.
“There it is.” Someone in the crowd yelled out as he pointed down Main Street. 
Tom and Cliff along with everyone else turned to their left and watched as a police car roared up Main Street with the lights flashing and siren whaling. Behind the police car was a black SUV with black tinted windows. 
“Check it out man,” Cliff said. “This is crazy.” He started to laugh.
“This is over the top,” Tom said in amazement.
Everyone held their cameras tighter. Getting ready with itchy trigger fingers. Knowing something big was about to happen.
The police car roared towards the park. The SUV stopped as fans watched in amazement. 
The front doors flew open as security guards in bright yellow jackets and black sunglasses jumped out all at once and surrounded the back doors. The guards stood beside the car and locked arms, to prevent a rush of fans.
A security guard with black sunglasses turned to another guard who wore silver sunglasses and nodded. The guard with silver sunglasses turned and opened the back door. 
A second later two men stepped out and kept their heads low as they rushed towards the bandstand. Guards rushing along their sides. Always keeping their arms locked. They rushed across the grass towards the mayor. Fans standing in front of the bandstand took countless pictures and cheered.
Fans were shocked by the security detail. Never seeing anything like this in their town before. Only celebrities in the city got this type of treatment. The two men rushed up the stairs onto the stage. 
Mel and David reached the top step and walked over towards the Mayor smiling the whole time. 
“Hey, I’ve seen those guys before,” Cliff yelled out to Tom. “Those are the same guys who except the award for best TV show a few weeks back.” He said as everyone around him was cheering.
“And now they're here, in our town” Tom replied. “This is great.”
   Mel and David smiled as they shook hands with the Mayor. A photographer on stage ran over and took their picture standing with the Mayor. 
Mel and David turned to the crowd and waited as fans took hundreds of pictures. Mel and David waved and smiled at the cheering fans, as if on cue the fans waved back. 
David walked over and stood next to the microphone. “Hello everyone. How’s everyone in Springbrook Gardens doing today?” He yelled out.
The entire place erupted in a loud cheer as the fans waved and took more pictures. Camera flashes washed out by the sunlight. 
The Mayor walked over and stood beside David. He leaned over to the microphone. “On behalf of everyone here in Springbrook Gardens. I would like to thank you for coming to our town.”
David smiled back. “Thank you for having us here. The greatest small town in the world.” He yelled out, his voice echoing throughout the park. 
Everyone in the park watching with nonstop smiles erupted in another loud cheer.
Mel walked over and stood beside the microphone with a smile. “We have a special announcement for all of you today. Something I know everyone here will enjoy.”
A science fell over the crowd. With everyone looking at each other confused.
“I wonder what he’s about to say,” Cliff said to Tom.
Mel took his time. “Tomorrow is our live show. But we want to take it to the next level. Not only will we have Amy and Chris in the Baxter house. But we want to have a contest. Where one of you will join us inside the the house for the live show.”
There was a moment of silence followed by an insane roar from the crowd. Everyone all at once reacting as though their favourite sports team just won the championship. 
Cliff turned to Tom. “What did I just hear? One of us is going into the Baxter house for the live show?” He screamed out. And joined in the cheering. 
Tom stood frozen for a moment. Could this be true? Inside the Baxter house with Amy and Chris? The largest audience in the world watching? He instantly pictured himself winning. Seeing himself dressed like a spy in a tuxedo, walking room to room with Amy watching admiring him. Chris seeing him in awe. The world watching, dreaming of the teenager bravely walking through the most haunted house in the world showing no fear.
Within a second he was cheering just as loud as Cliff.
“Who will it be?” Mel called out into the microphone. “When you walk through the haunted house later tonight you can fill out the form and enter the contest. One of you will be chosen on Sunday right before we enter the house. Your name might be called out and you’ll be called up to the front doors of the Baxter house, all on live TV.”
Everyone in attendance continued cheering as though they won the lottery. Being heard throughout the town.  
Mel turned to David and smiled. Knowing he had them all. He turned back to the microphone. “Now, I have a funny feeling you fans didn’t come out here today to see two old boring producers. I think I know what you really want.” He waited for a moment, letting the tension build. “You want Amy Lanko and Chris Minds,” He yelled out. The park again erupted into a massive cheer before he could even finish.  
“What are we waiting for let’s bring them out here.” He yelled again.
David turned around and took out his cell phone. He gave the signal to bring Amy and Chris to the park.
“This is it,” Tom yelled out. It was hard to talk to Cliff with everyone cheering.
“All this time of waiting. Dreams do come true.” Cliff started dancing about. 
This time everyone in the crowd turned around and looked at the same place where they last saw the SUV. Sure enough without fail, another police car came rolling down the street with its lights and sirens echoing throughout the town. Followed by a black SUV. When the crowd saw the SUV they all cheered louder than ever. Knowing who was inside.
The SUV came to a stop behind the police car as security guards jumped out the front and blocked off the back doors. The guards all stood with their arms crossed blocking the view of the back doors.  
When the back doors finally opened the fans went crazy with cheering. No one in the crowd could fully see what was happening, the security guards were blocking the view. 
A figure in a black suit with long white hair could be seen getting out of the SUV. Followed by a shorter woman with blond hair, wearing a white suit. The fans cheered louder. As some waved their hands in the air. Others held their cameras above their heads taking picture after picture. Hoping to capture something worthwhile.
Tom and Cliff stood about fifty yards back and were jumping up and down trying to see over everyone’s heads.
“I think I can see him,” Cliff yelled out.
“Is that him all in black?” Tom called out 
The security guards moved as fast as possible along the grass towards the bandstand. The fans all gathered and stood behind the metal fence set up a few days before and took pictures. 
Amy and Chris had their heads down as they moved. In the city, the two hosts would’ve been mobbed by now. The guards rushed them towards the steps and the two of them ran up the wooded white steps. They stood up and turned to the crowd. The loudest roar from the crowd came out as they all waved back
The mayor stood at the microphone. “Thank you for coming to our town.” His voice echoed throughout the park barely being heard over the cheering. 
Amy walked over and stepped up to the microphone. She tried to speak, but the noise level was too intense. She had to step back and smile for a minute. The cheering never died down. She stood up to the microphone again and tried to speak. For a second time, she had to step back.
“Thank you everyone.” She finally got out.
A chant went up throughout the crowd. “We love Amy, We love Amy.” 
The mayor stood beside her. “What do you think will happen in the house on Sunday?” He asked.
“I hope we get to talk with some ghosts. And everyone watching will come to your beautiful town.” She yelled out as the cheering continued.
The same chant continued throughout the crowd, even louder. “We love Amy, We love Amy.” Cliff yelled the loudest.
Amy felt embarrassed and gave up trying to speak. Chris Minds walked over to the microphone and tried to speak. The cheering was as loud.
“What’s the best part of being a host of the biggest show on TV?” The Mayor asked.
“The best part is coming to towns like Springbrook Gardens and meeting the fans,” Chris called out. 
The fans from left to right all went nuts after hearing Chris mention their town’s name.
“He knows our town’s name,” Cliff yelled out, his eyes wide with happiness.
“Best day of my life,” Tom added with a huge smile.
“I know everyone here wants to meet the host and get their autographs, so let’s get the autograph signing started.” The Mayor yelled out, as everyone cheered.
 
The lineup for autographs had started earlier in the morning. By the time Cliff and Tom rushed over to join the line they were two kids in a line of thousands. They were both convinced they’d never get close enough to the front. 
“We still have the haunted house tour to go to,” Cliff said looking ahead at the line with a nervous tone.
Tom knew how Cliff felt, the same fear was running through his veins. “I hope we don’t miss out on both. We’re so far back in line, I can’t even see the autograph table.“ Tom said while trying to look up ahead, past the endless heads of fans waiting. 
“And the contest?” Cliff said. “I had no idea there would be a contest to walk through the house tomorrow.”
“I’m as shocked as you are.” Tom said. “So many people will enter thought.”
“I’m so winning it, “Cliff said. “I can feel it. Can you imagine being inside the house with Amy.”
Right away Tom pictured himself back in his tuxedo with Amy by his side. He knew the odds of winning would be crazy. But he couldn’t help but picture his name being called out. 
He kept checking his watch a thousand times a minute. It felt like each minute took an hour. He couldn’t stand in one spot for more than a second. Minute after minute they slowly moved closer to the table. There was a none-stop buzz throughout the crowd with everyone talking to each other. The same level of excitement in Tom ran through everyone else. 
It was killing him having to wait. Months worth of waiting and now he was minutes away from his idols. He wasted some by watching the kids having fun on the rides throughout the park. Round and around on the merry-go-round. He must’ve watched it go around a hundred times. The kids laughed nonstop on the spinning tea cups. It seemed every kid walked around with makeup applied by clowns. Made up to look like ghosts and demons.
After an hour of waiting Tom could finally see the autograph table where Amy and Chris sat smiling. Talking, and shaking hands with fans. He was still far away but at least now he could see the hosts. 
He knew it was just long before it was his turn. He felt a charge of energy shoot through his body. He knew bringing the Ankh book wasn’t a good idea. Earlier in the day he thought it was important, but Chris Minds probably  wouldn’t even given it a second look. The book was only important to Tom. 
He imagine handing the Ankh book over to Chris and watching Chris flip through the pages and asking where the book came from? What on earth would he give as an answer? Tell Chris his crazy grandfather wrote the book and he happened to find it in an empty shack in the forest the other night, not a chance. Chris Minds had no idea who his grandfather was. Why would he? 
He figured getting his DVD of the show’s first season autographed was enough. There was no reason to make himself the focus of the day. Wanting to be bigger than everyone else in the park. Hoping Amy and Chris would focus on him, and talk to him more than anyone else. Admiring him for being the show’s biggest fan, how silly? Sure, members of Ghostly Ghouls were stars in town along with the Ghostly Hauntings crew. But he needed to accept he was just one of thousands in line, nothing more. It wasn’t like he was going to be called upon to save the day.   
Every thought raced through his mind about what to say to Amy. Would he play it cool or be super nice? Then again he could barely talk with Cindy. Why would he be able to talk to Amy? He wanted for months for this moment now his nerves were going to destroy it. 
He told himself to relax, breathe, take everything slow. He looked up at the bandstand and noticed the mayor still talking away to anyone who would listen. The band still sat up there playing song after song. Everything around him looked peaceful and calm, opposite to how he felt inside.  
   
Chapter 40
 
Mel and David stood at the back of the bandstand watching the fans in line. Loving every moment. they knew the DVD and posters the kids were buying like hotcakes was pure money in their pockets.
“They sure loved the contest idea,” David said.
“I knew they would. Now we have to make sure the kid enters.” Mel replayed.
”Having Amy and Chris brought in with police escort?” David asked. “Only you.”
Mel laughed. “I wanted them brought in by helicopter, the only problem was we couldn’t find a place to land it. The kid’s lives would’ve been in jeopardy.”
“It would’ve looked good though.” David nodded.
David noticed Tom in line at the autograph table. He leaned to Mel and whispered. “Check it out. That looks like the kid from the photo from the Ghostly Hauntings fan club website.”
Mel nodded. “Well, look at that. Looks like we’ve found our kid. Kris said his name is Tom. We’ll keep an eye on him. Make sure he enters the contest later tonight.”
David smiled. “That kid has no idea how much money he’s going to be making us.”
“No doubt.” Mel said, “Now that no one is watching, let’s head out to the Baxter house with the Isfet book in hand.” Mel whispered.
David agreed and they slowly stepped off the back of the bandstand without drawing attention to themselves. They moved away from the crowds and back towards the street. 
They stopped when they reached the black SUV parked next to the sidewalk. They looked around one last time and made sure no one was watching. Neither worried too much, knowing everyone was focusing on Chris and Amy. No one wanted autographs of producers.
David whispered. “We have to watch the clock. We have the press conference in a few hours. Millions of people around the world will be tuning in. As the head producers of the show, we can’t be late.”
“The press conference is not a problem,” Mel said with a smile. “Everything’s been set up weeks ago. We have everything ready to go. We don’t have to be there.” 
David gave him a look.
“I’m only kidding. We’ll be on time. Only if we leave now.”
David looked around, then back to Mel. “To be honest, I thought you were kidding when you said you wanted to read the book out loud inside the house.” He whispered and again looked over his shoulder, making sure kids didn’t  hear.
Mel nodded. “I’m telling you, the more I think about the old man telling us not to read the Isfet book and to stay away from the house the more I want to go there and find out why.”
“Let’s hope it’s not a waste of time and the book actually brings the dead to life. It would be amazing to see a real ghost.”
“Seeing one is one thing, let’s hope it doesn’t attack,” Mel said as they both laughed. 
“Just for the record, if Joseph Heinze appears I’m the first one out the front door. Nothing personal, but I’m leaving you behind.”
Mel laughed. “I know how you feel. But I’ll run faster than you. Leave the town to deal with Joseph.” 
They got into the SUV. David looked into the back seat at the silver suitcase. The SUV slowly made its way off of Main Street headed towards the Baxter house. 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 41
 
Finally, the moment Tom had been waiting for had arrived. He could feel his heat racing as his head spun. He thought he was going to pass out. Amy was only a few feet away, only a couple of kids in front of Tom and then it would be his moment. 
He looked over to Cliff and was amazed by how relaxed he was. Not only did Cliff look relaxed he even looked bored. Maybe that was the secret. Make yourself bored and you’ll come across relaxed. Easier said than done. He knew Cliff was a big fan of the show, but he showed no signs of being nervous. 
He looked at his watch surprised by how fast the time had gone. The press conference would be starting soon. He knew he had a tape in the VCR ready to go, in case he missed anything, but he wanted to be home anyway. 
The security guard turned to Cliff and told him he could approach the autograph-signing table next. Cliff looked back at Tom with an excited look on his face. and moved forward. 
Tom stood next to the security guard knowing he was next. The biggest moment had arrived. The band continued to play on the bandstand. The music was a lot louder now that he was closer. The beat of the drums matched up his Tom’s heartbeat. 
He stood on the grass looking at the tables set up to his right, below the white bandstand. There were a few kids running around and playing a few yards away. He could see Amy with her beautiful smile sitting next to Chris Minds waiting to sign the next autograph. 
He watched Cliff walk over to Amy and smiled, she smiled back. Tom began thinking a million thoughts at once about what he was going to say to her. Should he approach with seriousness or humour? He looked up and saw her laughing at something Cliff said. He figured humour was out of the question. Nothing is worse than following someone funny with something not funny. Maybe something serious then? Tell her she was doing a great job, or tell her he admired her, every thought raced through his mind. 
Cliff moved over to Chris Minds and the tall guard turned to Tom and indicated he was next. 
He felt his whole world stop. His heart was racing. It felt like everyone in the park was watching him as he moved towards the table he could feel his knees locking up. Each step brought him closer and closer to Amy. He figured every guy in the park felt the same way when looking at her. He was sure Amy could hear his heart beating even though he was yards away. Looking back over his shoulder he could see the line up still a mile long. Filled with countless teenage fans all thinking they would be the one to win Amy over. 
Cliff was a few feet to his left chatting away with Chris Minds. He approached the table and smiled at her. Hoping his smile looked relaxed and calm. The complete opposite as he felt inside. Amy looked up and smiled back. The type of smile she had probably given everyone in line. 
A million thoughts ran through his head. Not knowing what to say was his main thought. He handed her the DVD and she took it in her hands with a smile. He was hoping in some way he would stand out in her mind as being something more. But inside he knew he was one of thousands in line that day. All those times picturing himself making her laugh, winning her over. Coming across as a man’s man or as a hero saving her life, would never happen. 
She signed the DVD and smiled again for him, as he tried to smile back. All the funny, cute things he wanted to say never happened. He took the DVD, nodded to her, and moved over to Chris Minds. 
He handed the DVD to Chris still not knowing what to say. A part of him was still hung up on not talking to Amy. But something happened which caught his attention. Chris appeared nervous. 
Whenever anyone else walked up to Chris he would smile and talk to them. Now Chris wasn’t even looking up at Tom. Why? There was something odd about his body language. It was clear Chris wasn’t comfortable with Tom standing in front of him. Chris quickly signed the DVD and moved on to the next person in line, without even looking at him.  
That was weird. When Cliff got Chris’s autograph Chris Minds was nice, taking time to talk and laugh, but now he appeared rude. What was happening? Before he could even answer his own question his time at the autograph table was up and he had to move on. He picked up the DVD and walked away from the table, completely in shock. Why was Chris so cold? Tom walked away and over to Cliff who was standing under an oak tree admiring his signed DVD.
“Talk about amazing.” Cliff said, “I will never forget this moment. Plus we’ll be entering a contest later tonight.” He couldn’t stop smiling.
Tom was lost in thought. “Me …neither,” He said quickly with a smile, trying to act as though everything was all right. He looked back at Chris Minds wondering what happened? Was Chris really cold or was it his imagination? Cliff didn’t notice anything. 
Just when Tom thought the weekend couldn’t get any weirder. Now this. It was as if Tom actually handed Chris the Ankh book and Chris recognized it.     
He needed time to think. The music behind him coming from the bandstand was too loud. Little kids ran around, laughing and playing. On any other day the noise from them wouldn’t bother him, but right now it was too much. The park was too congested. 
He needed a place to be alone and clear his head in order to make sense of everything. Cliff said something about the hamburgers smelling delicious and wanted to get back in line. He figured it was the best time to move away and clear his head.
As Cliff started walking away to the lineup for hamburgers, Tom told him he would wait for him. Making up a lie about wanting to look at Amy some more. Considering she was close enough to the autograph table to still see her. Cliff said no problem and made his way over to the lineup. He didn’t like to lie, but he needed to be alone. 
He moved away from the large crowds. After a minute of walking, he looked back over his shoulder. The bandstand was getting smaller with each step and the sounds of music and kids were fading away. He looked around at the wide-open grass field. He never realized the park was this big. He was now approaching the street on the right hand side. He looked at the houses across the street. 
Was Chris’s actions it all in his head? Why couldn’t he enjoy the greatest weekend in his life like everyone else?
He walked along the grass for a few minutes with his head down. He froze when he looked up and thought he saw someone ducking behind a tree across the street on someone’s front lawn. 
It looked like someone was watching him the whole time and hid at the last second in order not to be seen. Tom could’ve sworn the figure looked like the same man who saved his life yesterday. Was it really him? Was his life in danger again? He could feel his heart beating faster. What was going to happen this time? Another car, or a lighting bolt again? Standing in an open field made him feel a bit better. At least if a car came screaming after him he would see it from a distance. Who knows maybe the mystery man wanted to finally stop running and talk with him. 
He was probably waiting for the right moment and explain his bizarre actions. Waiting for Tom to be alone. 
He figured he would move closer and see if the mysterious figure would come out from behind the tree. 
He walked forward while pretending to be looking at the grass. Wanting to make seem as though he didn’t see the man in the first place. He moved closer to the sidewalk. 
He took a second and causally looked up. Trying to make it look natural and noticed the figure in the grey coat was moving out from behind the tree and down the street. From behind one tree to the next. 
Tom stopped walking. Did the man spot him and was trying to get away? He knew he had to follow. He glanced back over his shoulder and noticed Cliff far off in the distance talking to a group of girls. Perfect, with Cliff distracted he won’t come running after him asking where’s he going. This was something he needed to do alone. 
He slowly began walking along the sidewalk watching the figure across the street move from tree to tree. He didn’t want to run, the mystery man might take off running, and judging by his speed yesterday, he wasn’t slow.   
Tom needed to walk fast enough to keep up, but not run. He never looked at the man directly. Enough out of the corner of his eye. The man moved with good speed. From one property to the next always staying behind a tree or bush. Always a few yards ahead. 
Would the man start running at any second? With everyone in town at the park, there would be fewer people in Tom’s way. He might catch up this time. What was the man’s game? Why would he hide behind a tree letting him see him only to then start moving away?     
When the stranger reached the top of Queen Street, he quickly turned left and made his way down. Always staying behind the trees. 
Tom casually turned down the sidewalk making it look as though he was going for a nice quiet walk. The whole time watching the stranger’s every move. The figure was moving farther ahead. It wasn’t making sense. It looked as though the stranger wanted him to follow, but not catch up. Why? 
By this time of day, the neighbours would be outside cutting the lawn or having a barbecue. Today, there was no one. He could still hear the music ever so faintly coming from the park. Soon the sun would begin to set. 
Tom glanced up every few seconds making sure the figure was still a few yards ahead. He jumped when he noticed the figure moved into someone’s backyard. Now what was going on? The stranger continued to move forward, he wasn’t running away. Could this get any weirder? First, the figure moved down the street tree by tree, now he moving through people’s backyards, Why? But what would he do once he caught up?
 
 
 
 
Chapter 42
 
Mel parked the SUV a block away from the Baxter house and got out, looked around the neighbourhood. David stepped out the passenger side with the silver suitcase in hand. 
They both casually glanced around making sure neighbours were not peeking out their front windows. This wasn’t the time to have grumpy seniors yelling out to them from their porches. Asking them who they are and what they’re up to. 
He knew everyone was at the park having a good time. But he also needed to look out for the one or two die-hard fans standing outside the Baxter house. Wanting “the best seat for the live show.” It wasn’t until tomorrow, but those annoying Ghostly Ghouls fans might be camped outside the house. With those freaks, anything was possible. Hopefully all of them were at the park wanting autographs.
After making sure the coast was clear they walked along the sidewalk acting as causal as possible. Glancing into windows of each house they walked by. They froze when they saw a car approaching. They stood back behind a tree and watched the driver stop outside the Baxter house, take a quick picture, and drive away as fast as possible.
David laughed as he watched the driver take off. “Would you look at that. These losers really are scared of this house.” He said to Mel. “They can’t even look at the house for more than a second without running away, what wimps.” 
Mel made sure no one else was approaching and they started walking. They came up beside the massive white studio trucks on their left. Turned and looked to their right at the house.  
“So this is the infamous Baxter house.” Mel said as he looked the place over. “I will admit. Looks creepy for sure.”
David turned to Mel and whispered. “We can’t spend too much time inside, we need to get to the press conference as fast as possible. In fact, we should be there now. If we don’t show up, it will look really bad for us.”
Mel nodded. “Not a problem, we’ll run inside read the middle pages, if nothing happens we leave. If something does happen we’ll be ready for it tomorrow. I don’t like surprises. I want to know for sure if this book is real or not.”
“I hear you, let’s hope Joseph Henize doesn’t attack us.”
Mel smiled and started walking up the stone path towards the front door. “Think about what it would look like on live TV if he did appear. A record number of viewers tuning in and seeing an actual ghost. There’s nothing we could fake that would come across as perfect as that. That’s pure gold.”
“We’ve spent years trying to prove ghosts were real, and came up with nothing. Now we could prove it during our biggest show." 
Mel stopped at the door. “Wait a second, do you have the keys to get in?”
“I thought you’d have them.”
“Why would I have them? Mel quickly asked.
“You’re the head producer. The one in charge.” David closed his eyes and shook his head. ”Oh man Kris has them. She was the last one in here.”
“What?” Mel called out. “Neither of us thought about having keys. This is awkward.”
“This is our punishment for not being better producers. Handing everything off to others.” 
“We need to find another way inside. We can’t let this opportunity pass.  Let’s check the back door.” 
“Worth a shot. Hopefully it’s open.” David said as they moved to the side of the house away from the front. “Creepy,” David whispered while looking around the property. “Did someone paint the entire house all in black? I’ve never seen that done before. It lacks all life.”
“Maybe Joseph Henize did it,” Mel said and laughed. 
“And the lawn is all black as well?”
“Looks great though. The audience will love it. I couldn’t have come up with a better idea. Would you ever have black grass?” Mel asked as they made their way along the side of the house.
David laughed a bit. “No way, but for a location shoot, it’s perfect. Maybe Joseph likes the colour black.” He looked into the backyard. “The story goes this house was beautiful at one time. But after Joseph arrived and the Baxters disappeared it lost all the colour.” 
“What?” Mel looked back to David, “Lost its colour? How is that even possible? As if the blues, reds, and greens disappeared off the walls inside and out?”
“I know it sounds crazy, but it’s the rumour throughout the town. It was in the file, didn’t you read it?”
Mel chuckled to himself. “Oh please, waste of time. Read the file? What for?”
David laughed. “Because, you’re the head producer of the biggest show on earth for starters. And our biggest show is tomorrow, and it’s live.”
Mel shook his head. “No point. All ghost stories are made up. Might as well read a fairy tale book and believe it.” Mel looked at the windows as they walked by. “I can’t even see through any of them. It looks as though the windows were painted black as well.”
David stopped upon reaching the side window on the first floor.
Mel looked over to him. “Why stop here? We can’t get in. The window will be locked.” 
“Kris was telling me of kids who sneak inside use this window. Let’s give it a shot.”
Mel shook his head in disbelief. “This is crazy. We’re the smart guys from the city. We shouldn’t be listening to little town rumours.”
David glanced around making sure no one could see them. “Or the rumours are true.” 
“This could lead to something big.” Mel said with a smile as he reached for the window.
David held his briefcase close to him as Mel pushed the window up.   
Mel smiled after lifting it fully open. “Look at that. Turns out the kids were telling the truth.” 
As quietly as possible they climbed inside. Mel first, followed by David who handed the briefcase up to Mel and then climbed inside. They both brushed themselves off and stood in the empty room.
“I feel like a teenager breaking the law. Maybe afterwards we can go drag racing on the edge of town.” David’s voice echoed throughout the house.
“Okay very funny,” Mel said.
David looked around the empty, dull, dark room. “I guess this would’ve been used as the living room. Years ago when a family lived here, the room must’ve looked nice, ‘cause right now? It looks like…death.” He looked at the windows at the front of the house. “You’re right about the windows, they are black in colour. I can’t tell if it’s a build up of dirt or if the windows have been tinted. There’s little light coming through them.” He walked over to the window and looked at it up close. “I’m pretty sure they're tinted, cause I can’t see any dirt. You would think a house being empty for so long, would have some dirt built up.” He looked around the room. “In fact theirs no dust build-up anywhere, in any room.”
“I know what happened,” Mel said while looking around. “The people of Springbrook Gardens cleaned the place up for us.” He looked around the room. “They must’ve come in here last week and cleaned every inch of it, the walls, the floor, the windows.”
“Or Joseph Henzie doesn’t let dust collect,” David said with a little chuckle. “Tomorrow we’ll have the moving crew bring in furniture to give the house the 1920s look and feel.”
“Better than walking around an empty house. The audience would be so bored. The furniture will spice up the show.”     
They walked into the dining room. Their feet slightly echoing off the wooden floor.
“You notice any smell?” David asked.
Mel paused and looked over to him, “No.”
“Exactly. There’s nothing. A house like this one. Nothing in the air. The windows are all closed. The doors never opened. Yet there’s no stale air smell. No dust, old wood, nothing.”  
“Maybe when we opened the window clean air came in.” Mel said.
David walked into the kitchen. “Do you know this is our first time being in this house.” 
“That’s true,” Mel said and laughed.
David looked over to Mel. “You think it makes us look like bad producers?” As he approached the basement door he was about to open it when Mel called to him. 
“Look at this dining room. It’s huge” He made his way in. “Who cares if it makes us look like bad producers. It’s just an empty house. What’s there to see by walking through before the live show? A house is a house. It has walls and windows. Big deal. You seen one you’ve seen them all.”
David moved away from the basement door handle. “For starters, it would help make us look more professional.” He said as he walked into the kitchen. 
“That’s why we have assistants. They do all the hard work. They come to town months ahead of time telling everyone we can‘t be here because we’re busy, in reality, we’re out golfing.”
“Good point. It’s always necessary to keep the important things in mind. Golfing being number one.” David said and looked around as his footsteps echoed off the wooden floor. “We don’t have a lot of time, so let’s read from the Isfet book and find out if we can bring Joseph Henize to life.” 
“Let’s find out. Get the book out.” Mel said as he rubbed his hands together with a smile.
David walked back to the window and picked up the silver briefcase. He jumped when he thought he saw a face in the window. The face looked like an old man with glowing eyes who was smiling. It had to be his own reflection. He felt ridiculous. 
He walked back to Mel and opened his briefcase. Lifted the Isfet book out and opened it up. “I don’t even know where to start reading.” David looked up while flipping through the pages.
“Start in the middle where the creepy guy who gave you the book told you not to read from.”  
David held the book under one hand as he flipped through the pages with the other until he came to the middle. Even he had to admit the sound of the pages crackling while he turned the pages sent a chill through his spine. It sounded like a rusty nail being pulled out of old wood. He had never heard a sound like that before coming from a book. He looked around and shook his head in disbelief; he couldn’t believe he was doing this. He started reading the first few lines in a quiet voice looking around bored.
“I think you need to read louder,” Mel said while looking around the house. “Where are you Joseph Henize?” He called out.
“Nowhere, because he does not exist.” David said in a sarcastic voice.
“Won’t you be surprised if he comes to life. Imagine reading the book tomorrow on live air and having him appear in front of the camera. The show will go down in history and we’ll make millions from it.” Mel had a huge smile. “Think of the money.” He yelled out and cheered.
“Let’s hope so. Ok, let’s get this over with.” David said and started reading. “The time of light will be destroyed. I call upon the dark light to rise up, I call upon the dark side the breath in the life”. His voice slowly got louder as he read along. He stopped at one point and looked around. “See any ghosts?”
Mel looked around the empty room and peeked into the kitchen with a look of disappointment. “Maybe you need to read more. With passion.” He said enthusiastically rubbing his hands together. “Come on old man creepy Joseph Henize show yourself,” he whispered. “Don’t fail us now. Make us some money.”
David looked at his watch. “We’ll have to leave soon. The press conference will be starting.” He continued to read the next page and a half. “Open the doors, open the light, and channel the light beyond all the power. Let the dead become the living from the darkest side where there is no light I call upon the evil to live again. The hounds for the underworld the light the power will become life. I command you to rise back up. Come back to the world of the living. Take control of the light, take control of the living. Master of all the power. Raise up and take control over the world. Lead us to a new way. The only way. Be the ruler, be the god. Darkness is the only way.”
In the basement. A small beam of greyish bluish light no bigger than a pinhole shot up from the ground up to the ceiling. A cold icy laugh arose in the basement. The door handle leading to the basement started to twist very slowly.
 
 
 
 
 Chapter 43
 
Tom stayed on the sidewalk following the figure who moved through backyards. He looked up and saw the white production trucks. He was so focused on the mystery man he had no idea he was walking along Maple Street right up to the Baxter house. 
The stranger made his way over the last fence and into the backyard of the Baxter house. Great, he thought, of all the backyards he could sneak into. The one house he feared the most. 
He couldn’t let the moment getaway. Not when he was this close. Did the mystery man bring him to this location on propose? Why? He looked across the street making sure no one was watching. He stood at the fence and looked into the Baxter’s backyard. It was as creepy as he could imagine. Dark, bleak, and lifeless. 
The man was gone. Tom froze. He couldn’t believe his eyes. One second the stranger was walking through the backyard headed towards the Baxter house, and now gone?
You got to be kidding. What happened? He couldn’t just disappear. Did he go inside the house? How? He didn’t take his eyes off the man long enough for him to run inside. 
He took a deep breath, he knew he was going to have to get closer to the house. It was the last thing he wanted to do, but he was determined to find out the identity of the mystery man. He had to know. 
He looked at this watch and knew he only had a few minutes before the live press conference started What to do? Go home and not miss the press conference or follow the mystery man? 
He figured a few more minutes wouldn’t hurt. He climbed the back metal fence and felt his heart sink. This was the last place on earth he ever wanted to be. 
He moved across the backyard towards the back of the house. He looked at the black grass below his feet and lifeless plants all around him. the black bushes at the back fence. 
Anyone could be inside and no one would ever know. He jumped when he heard something move inside the house. It had to be the stranger. He clearly wasn’t hiding in the backyard, he was now inside. 
He slowly moved closer to the back window, it felt like time was standing still. He knew the mystery man had to be inside. He leaned up to the window and looked inside.     
 
 
Chapter 44
 
“the demons will rise from the depths have full control over the living, they will control the light.” David continued reading as he looked over to Mel with a bored look. “I feel silly reading this.”
The basement door continued to turn with each word said.
“You’re doing great. Any moment demons will rise.” Mel said looking around the house. 
“Demons? Oh please.” David said while shaking his head. 
“Finish reading the last lines.” He said with a smile.
David looked back to the book still bored,  “I call upon the dead to……”
They jumped when they heard something move in the backyard near the window.
“The police?” David called out and quickly and closed the book. He reached down and placed it back inside the briefcase. “We’re done for.” 
“It might be the Ghostly Ghouls fans. Let’s check it out,” Mel whispered.
The door handle leading to the basement stopped turning, the light in the basement died away. With what sounded like a deep voice, groaning in anger.  
They moved against the wall in the living room and hid in the shadows. Inching forward until they came to the end of the backroom and tried peeking out the window.  
“I think I see someone moving in the backyard,” David whispered, while trying to stay back. “It has to be the police. I think the neighbours saw us climbing into the house and called. I knew this was a bad idea. Now we’re going to go to jail. This could ruin everything.” 
“Not if we avoid getting caught,” Mel said. “The police are in the backyard. We’ll make our way out, take off running.”
“Easier said than done,” David whispered back still peeking out the window. 
“Don’t make any noise and we’ll head on over to the side window we came in.” Mel said. 
They ran across the wooden floor. Mel got to the window first and looked out. He quietly opened the window and poked his head out and made sure the coast was clear. He sat on the window sill, put his feet out first and jumped down to the dark grass. 
He turned back to David, motioned him to hand him the briefcase. David leaned forward looked around and handed it to him. Then climbed out as Mel stayed low looking around. David jumped to the ground, trying not to make any noise. They both gave a quick glance into the backyard and took off running towards the front. 
“Go, go” Mel whispered. “We can get away.”
At the corner of the house Mel leaned down and made sure no police car was parked out front. David looked over his shoulder.              
“I don’t think it was the police.” Mel whispered. “There’s no police car.”
“I think you're right, but someone is in the back. Might be fans checking the house out. But let’s get out of here anyway. Clearly the book didn’t work. The whole thing a fake. If we leave now we might get to the press conference in time.” David whispered.
They took off running down the front path towards the SUV. They stopped when they reached the car doors. 
“At least we found out the book a fake. It can’t bring Joseph Henize to life. So there’s nothing to worry about during the live show.” Mel said. “It is disappointing though. I was hoping the book was real. Imagine how it would’ve looked on television. The ratings, the money, the power we could’ve had. You have to admit, all this running around makes you feel like a secret agent.”
David shook his head. “Oh boy.”
They both gave one last look back to the house. And got into the SUV.
 
Chapter 45
 
Tom stood in the backyard looking into the back window. He thought he saw two people moving around inside. It might’ve been his imagination.
He turned around and looked around the backyard, there was something strange. He noticed the wind wasn’t moving any of the trees on the property. Trees on the other properties moved, but nothing on the Baxter property. Not only that, but there was no wind either. Talk about creepy. He froze. He thought he heard someone moving at the side window. Two people leaving the house. Climbing down. Who on earth are they? 
He walked slowly to the side of the house and peeked around the corner. No one. Maybe he was wrong. His nerves were on edge being around the Baxter house.
He walked to the front passing by the closed window along the way. All he saw was a black SUV driving down the street. It looked similar to the one, which dropped off Amy and Chris. He gave one last look around the property. Feeling disappointed knowing the mystery figure got away yet again. All that work of following him and he disappeared. How? 
He looked at his watch and realized if he wanted to see the press conference live he would have to leave now. He walked through the front gates and out onto the sidewalk. As he stepped out something strange happened. Background noise came back. He could hear birds in the distance and hear the trees moving around him. He could feel the breeze against him. He looked around one last time for the mystery man and headed home.  
As he made his way along the sidewalk he didn’t notice someone watching him from the bushes in the back of the Baxter house. 
 
Chapter 46
 
Kevin Lawson a reporter for Daily News rushed up the stone steps of Springbrook Gardens auditorium. Pulled open the glass doors and ran down the hall towards the door leading to the stage. His shoes echoing off the floor. He reached the doors with only minutes before they closed at the top of the hour. He walked in and looked around the large room. Countless rows of seats lead up to the stage. The stage itself had a tall grey podium to the right, next to it were long tables covered with red cloth. A huge sign hung above the red curtain reading Ghostly Hauntings Press Conference. 
He looked below the stage and saw countless number of photographers getting their cameras ready. Some sitting down like school kids putting the lens on the cameras. To his left along the back row countless cameramen stood shoulder to shoulder getting ready to go live. Setting up the cameras on tripods. Hats on backwards, chewing their gum, talking to each other. Checking their zooms. endless miles of cable. Extra batteries galore. Putting on their headphones and talking with the producers back at the station. Getting ready to cut to their live feed. 
He moved down the steps and wanted to sit as close to the stage as possible. He ended up in the fifteenth row. He looked over to Jed and said hi, remembering him from college. he shook hands with Jenny Mato. A reporter from the old days, 
She was a seasoned veteran compared to the two years he put in. He looked around and knew some of the reporters from newspapers, others from late-night radio shows. There were a few teenagers in the mix, they properly had internet websites. However, there were a few reporters in black fedoras seated throughout who he did not recognize. 
He looked up at the stage lights that had been fired up, lighting up the stage The endless line of reporters and photographers kept pouring in. By the top of the hour the auditorium was packed.
Reporters sat in their seats twitchy writing hands ready to go, waiting for the conference to begin. He looked at his watch wondering when it would be getting underway.
 
 
 Chapter 47
 
Tom quickly ran up the steps, pushed open the front door of his house and rushed into the living room. He had to slam on the breaks or he’d run right through the back wall.
“There you are.” His mom called out as she looked up from the couch. “We thought you forgot about the press conference. Your dad was about to go looking for you.”
Tom froze up and had to think of something fast “Oh, I was ….out…somewhere.” After rushing home he didn’t have a lie ready to go. He certainly wasn’t going to tell them he was following a strange man through town. 
“I bet you were following Amy Lanko all over town.” Lisa said without even looking up as she lied on the carpet with a bowl of popcorn in front of the TV.
“Yeah, …that’s it.” Tom figured it was better to go with Lisa’s smart-aleck statement than tell the truth. “Is the V.C.R. ready to go?”
“Just the way you left it from this morning. No need to worry.” His mom said with a smile.
“Good, now we can record it and watch it over and over.”
“Hopefully when I’m not around,” Lisa said. “It’s bad enough you watch those DVDs over and over. Now you’re going to watch the press conference every day as well.”  
Tom sat down beside his mom and dad on the couch. He figured with everything that’s happened in the last few days this would be the safest place. 
“I guess after the big party in the park you two are tired out for today?” His mom said.
“No way,” Tom said all excited. 
As Lisa quickly sat up. “We still have the haunted house to walk through after the press conference.”
Their mom looked up in disbelief. “I forgot about that.”
“After the press conference, I’m headed over with Jane. We’re going to get there early so we don’t have to wait in a massive line.” Lisa said while lying back down eating more popcorn.
   “Me too, Cliff and I will be headed over as well, plus we want to enter the contest to join Amy and Chris in the house for the live show” Tom added with a smile.
“Your sister was mentioning that to be a few minutes ago. Looks as though someone will win. I feel uneasy about someone from town being inside the Baxter house. Having a TV crew in there is one thing. But a kid from town could be dangerous.”
“Nothing to worry about Mom.” Tom said. “Chris Minds will protect everyone. He can battle any ghost.” 
“I hope so, the faster the live show is over with the better. Avoiding that house is the best thing anyone can do. But it sounds like this weekend is book solid for you two”. His mom said. ”Not a moment to spare.” 
Tom knew not to look over at his dad, he had a feeling his dad wasn’t too happy with all the talk of ghosts. He didn’t dare ask his dad about his grandfather’s whereabouts. With all the talk of ghosts this weekend talking about his missing grandfather probably wasn’t the best idea. 
His dad never expressed his anger too often, but Tom knew he had to be upset now. He even skipped the Ghost in the Park. His dad loves parties and spending time with him and Lisa. He tried to think of something to break the silence. “When is …the show going to begin? I thought it was starting at the top of the hour.” 
His mom turned to him. “Before you came into the house an announcer said the press conference would be delayed. Saying the autograph signing went longer than planned. Hopefully, it won’t have to wait to much longer.” His mom said.
“They’re waiting on purpose, in order to build tension,” Lisa said with a laugh. 
                                
Chapter 48
 
Mel and David ran through the parking lot towards the auditorium. They pushed open the back door and ran inside. The security guards jumped up out of the chairs and relaxed when they saw who they were.
They made their way towards the backstage green room. Amy rose from her chair looking relieved to see the two make their way in. “There you guys are. We thought you would never get here. A live press conference and you two almost missed it.” She was walking back and forth from nervousness. “We had to lie and tell everyone the autograph signing took longer than scheduled and we would be starting late. We weren’t sure if we should start without you.”
Chris Minds remained in his seat acting calm.
“Oh, we…got lost.” David said.
Mel checked his tie in the mirror and then looked at his watch. He turned to Amy and Chris. “Let’s get this started, it’s late enough as it is.” He said while taking deep breaths trying to relax his breathing. “You guys ready?”
“Sure are, we’ve been ready since the top off the hour. The whole world is waiting.” Amy said.
Chris nodded to Mel. “Ready when you are.“ He looked over at David and noticed the silver briefcase in his hands.
“Let’s head on out,” Mel said with a smile, while adjusting his suit. And running his fingers through his hair. Mel walked over to the back of the curtain. Stood for a moment and got himself mentally set. Cleared his mind, smiled and pushed the curtain to the side and stepped out.
The reporters stopped talking and sat up straight getting their pens and paper in hand ready. The cameramen jumped up and stepped behind their cameras as the photographers near the stage started clicking away.  
 
 
                                  *                  *                  *      
 
Tom leaned back on his couch watching the TV looking at his watch. He stared at the stage with the empty table and red curtains behind it. the word live appeared in the bottom hand corner of the TV. There was nothing heard, but silence and slight chatter from the reporters in front. 
He wondered when the press conference would begin. He couldn’t understand what was taking so long. As Mel walked out onto the stage, Tom jumped up. “This is it,” he called out as he pointed to the TV.
He knew millions people around the world were tuning in. He wanted them to hurry up so he could get in line as quickly as possible for the haunted house tour. He reached forward, picked up the remote and pushed record on the VCR. He placed the remote back down on the coffee table and rubbed his hands together. His entire world was now focused on the TV.
 
                                  *                    *                  *
 
Mel pushed open the curtain with his right hand and walked across the stage towards the podium with a smile. He stepped up to the microphone and took a moment and looked out into the crowd of reporters. The lights above lit him up in a bright white light. He could only see the first few rows of reporters and the red lights of the cameras in the back row. “Welcome everyone to the live press conference for Ghostly Hauntings. Sorry for being a bit late, the autograph signing went a bit longer. It’s our goal to make sure everyone left with a signature. Our fans are very important to us. I would like to thank everyone at home for tuning in. As you know tomorrow’s show will be live from the Baxter house starting at eight. We are running a little late. So let’s bring out the stars of the show, right away. Ladies and gentlemen here are Amy Lanko and Chris Minds.”
There was a light applause from the reporters. 
Amy in her white suit was the first one from behind the curtain. Followed by Chris Minds wearing his trademark black suit. With a glass walking stick in hand, his long hair in a ponytail. They walked across the stage and both stood for a moment and smiled for the photographers. They both reached forward pulled out their chair and sat down. The camera flashes were endless. The clicking of the cameras echoed the large auditorium.
A reporter on the left-hand side stood up from his seat. “What do you know about the house already?” He called out.
Chris Minds leaned into his microphone. “We’re not told anything about the house ahead of time, so it’s hard to tell. But what I can sense in the town already, tells me to watch out for it.”
The reporters wrote down every word. 
Another reporter stood up. “Is this the biggest event you’ve ever been a part of?”
Amy looked over. “Yes, I’ve never seen anything like this on this scale. All the other shows were quiet shoots, there’s never been a press conference for a shoot before.”
The reporters laughed.
 
David moved back behind the curtain as the questions continued. He stood next to Mel. “That was close. Almost missed this. Just a few minutes late.”
“Now things can get back to normal,” Mel said, while sitting down. Stretching out his legs and relaxing. 
They both watched the portable TV on the table, set up by their crew members. 
“Let’s hope Amy and Chris don’t make it boring.” Mel whispered.
David leaned over to Mel. “A press conference for the show? Isn’t this over the top? our show isn’t real to begin with.”
Mel laughed a bit and shook his head. “All we’re doing is giving the public what they want. Make something look bigger than it is, and the media will cover it as a huge event. The media has forgotten what’s real news. It’s our job to make the news. Fool everyone into thinking we’re bigger than everything else. You can take the simplest thing and make it look important. The media once knew what was real. Now the world of entertainment has made its way into the world of journalism. Somebody out there thought the daily news had to be high in the rating like a sitcom. Making it necessary to entertain the viewers. So in the process, the news has to stir viewers emotions, like a sitcom on TV or a drama movie. That’s where we come in, we make our show look important and the media comes running to us. Wanting to cover it as though it were important news.” Mel said with a cold smile.  
“We turn everything into a circus.”
“Make the circus look important and the media will cover it. The public can’t tell the difference anymore, they’ve lost the ability to tell real news from garbage. One day political events are the focus of the world news. And the next day some celebrity falling down outside a nightclub is just as big. The public is left not knowing what is important and what to ignore. It all becomes one. We take are pointless show and make it look important. The media has to be here, if they stay home they’ll think they're missing out on something big. You know how the news channels always worry they're missing out on something. They follow each other’s news trucks. We simply make ourselves look important. The real important news in the world is forgotten by taking a simple show and making it look bigger than it is. There are wars and poverty happening all over the world, but that’s not entertainment. You can’t have high ratings from real death, but the public loves ghosts. The public doesn’t want to see someone die, but loves talking to them after they're dead. The newscasters will go where we tell them.”  
 
                                 *                     *                     *
Kris Mackin walked down the sidewalk along Maple Street on her way to the Baxter house with her camera in hand. She looked around at the neighbours houses and how pretty they looked as the sun began to set. 
 
                                  *                       *                   *
 
The photographers below the stage quietly moved around capturing every movement Amy and Chris made while answering each question. Amy couldn’t blink without a hundred pictures being taken before her eyes opened.
Reporters continued standing up calling out question after question. Chris would answer a few of them with humour, keeping the atmosphere in the room calm and relaxed.
“What do you expect to find inside?” One reporter called out from the left.
“Hopefully we’ll make a connection to the other side. And understand who lives there.” Chris answered looking in his direction.
“Do you expect the ghosts to talk out loud this time?” Another reporter yelled out from the back.
Amy looked his way. “Let’s hope so, it’s something that’s never happened before. It would be interesting to hear a ghost’s voice.” 
As soon as Amy finished answering. Another reporter quickly stood up and fired off another question. Without a second in between. 
Amy or Chris answered question after question while quickly turning their heads back and forth trying to look at the reporter speaking. Every time they moved an inch camera flashes went off.
“Amy what would make you run out of the house?” A reporter in front called out.
“If the ghosts attack us.” Amy quickly answered.
Everyone in the room laughed.
“Have either of you been inside the Baxter house yet?” A reporter with a blue hat called out. 
“I looked inside the house from the front porch when I first arrived. Then ran away. It looks scary in there.” Amy said, “Hopefully Chris can help out anyone trapped inside.”
Chris shook his head. “I haven’t been near it. I’m waiting for the live show. if there are any spirits in the house I want to contact them on live TV.”
 
 
                                      *              *                 *
 
Kris reached into her pocket and took out her cell phone. While standing on the sidewalk next to the black metal fence of the Baxter house. She tried calling Debbie for the one thousand time.
The phone rang and rang, but still no answer. She couldn’t image where her assistant had run off to, it wasn’t like her to up and leave. She held her camera in her hand and took a few pictures of the outside of the house. In a few weeks, the DVD of the live show would be on store shelves. She wanted to get an amazing picture of the outside of the house to appear on the cover. 
The art department would use their magical touch to add creepy looking clouds into the background. Making the house look even scarier. 
She lifted the camera and took a few pictures of the second floor and lowered the camera when she thought she caught a glimpse of something moving inside. It looked as though someone was at the second floor window with ice cold glowing eyes, smiling at her. It couldn’t be? She needed to get closer and check it out. 
 
 
                                   *                 *                     *
 
Kevin waited until Amy finished answering her question about the scariest location she had ever been in. He stood up and looked over to Chris. “So how’s about it Chris? Think you can help any ghosts in the house?”
 
 
                                   *                 *                        *
 
Tom slowly leaned forward while sitting on the couch. He didn’t want anyone else in the room noticing his concentration on Chris’s answer. Was Chris about to tell everyone about the evil in the house? Was there even evil in the house at all? Or was it all in Tom’s mind? If Chris said there was, it would prove Tom’s thoughts were true. He held his breath.  
                      
                                   *                 *                       *
 
Chris moved towards the microphone with his elbows on the table. “First I will try to make contact.  For all we know there may not even be ghosts in the house.” 
“What a waste.” A reporter yelled out from the back causing everyone to laugh.
“If we do come across evil, I will have to deal with it, let’s hope not. Let’s hope the spirits are friendly who want someone to talk to.” He finished with a smile.
 
 
                                  *                     *                      *
 
Tom leaned back on the couch. Thinking the answer was simple enough. He didn’t say yes or no, making it as difficult as before. The guessing game continues. 
 
                                   *                 *                        *
 
Kris walked up the stone path. Holding the camera in her hand. Moving across the front porch she moved closer to the house, keeping her camera by her side. She looked in the bay window to her right. She stepped back a moment, she could’ve sworn she saw a shadow move across the floor towards the back room. It might’ve been Debbie. She turned to her left when the front door opened on its own…                
 
                                       *                   *                    *     
            
Tom sat back on the couch as Lisa lied on the floor eating her popcorn. He couldn’t help but wonder if Chris was hiding something. Did he know more than he was letting on? It then occurred to him, maybe Chris doesn’t know about the evil. He might even walk inside the house tomorrow and be blindsided by Joseph Heinze. Chris might be unaware of the threatening danger. Maybe he could find a way to warn him, how? What could he do? Fans were kept back from the stars. If he could walk right up to Chris at any time so could everyone else. Even the annoying Ghostly Ghouls.
And what would he say? Excuse me Chris, the house you're about to walk into is truly haunted by something evil you might want to be careful. What proof would he show him, a book written by a madman? Besides he couldn’t be 100 percent certain the Ankh book was real. Maybe he was the one who was wrong. 
How embarrassing would it be to run up to Chris Minds on live TV warning him of Joseph Heinze. Hand him the Ankh book saying it’s needed to save the town. Only to have Chris Minds hand the book back saying it’s fake and walk away. Everyone in town would laugh at him. Everyone would call him his grandfather all over again. Saying it runs in the family. His father would be so embarrassed. Having to relive the horrors as before.  
The weekend was supposed to be the best weekend of his life, now it was filled with confusion and questions. It wasn’t supposed to be like this.
Tom sat back trying to stay relaxed. He didn’t need his parents asking questions about any tension.  
 
                  
Chapter 49
 
Mel stood next to David behind the curtain with his arms crossed watching the live press conference on the small TV. 
He turned to David. “This press conference a boring. You see how simple it’s coming across, straightforward questions, with nice simple answers. No one at one is going to remember this. It will be forgotten within minutes of ending. Kids at home watching are bored. This is not selling the live show. We’ll be lucky if a few people watch. We need record numbers to make this weekend a success. We’re not giving the viewers an incentive to tune in. It’s time to really hit everyone with something big. Something that will make a record number of fans turn in. Hand me the Isfet book.” Mel said with a smile.
David nodded and reached over to his briefcase and opened it. He reached in and took out the Isfet book and handed it over to Mel. 
Mel smiled. “Let’s take this pointless book and turn it into a gold mine.” 
David looked a touch nervous. “I hope this works. We could be risking everything showing them the book. What if no one believes us? They will laugh us off the air.”
Mel flipped through the pages and looked back up to David. “I don’t plan on just showing the book. The world will believe what we tell them. Follow my lead. Whatever I say, act like you believe it. I’ll tell the reporters about how the book can open a dark portal to the other side to bring forth Joseph Henize.”
“What? A dark portal? I thought you were going to show the book to the reporters. This is getting out of hand, no one will believe that.” David shook his head.
“Not a problem,” Mel said and smiled. “I hired a few actors who will act as reporters. Their job is to start yelling out questions about the power of the book. Get all the other reporters worked up. Turn the auditorium into a circus.” 
“How will we know who the hired reporters are?”
“They’ll be working dark fedoras. Mel smiled a bit. “Trust me, this will work. I know the public, they’re all stupid. After I finish telling them about the book being evil the world will watch, holding their breath. Expecting something truly scary to happen. And during the live show not only will a few chairs move on their own, they’ll see Joseph Henize appear in front of them.”
“We don’t even know what he looks like.”
“No one does. That works for us. I can dress up any way I want. I can dress up as a clown and it will work. It’s something the world will be talking about for years. This will go down in history as the greatest moment in television history.  And when the DVD comes out, it will sell in the millions.”
“This is crazy,” David whispered as he watched Mel open the curtain and step out, he followed behind. They both walked across the stage as photographers took pictures of their every move. They made their way to the two empty seats next to Chris Minds.
A reporter turned to Mel. “Why do the ghosts appear to you on a regular basis?”
Mel leaned forward to the microphone on the table. “It is the incredible power of Chris Minds. His ability to reach into the spirit world is unlike any other.” He paused for a moment. Held his breath with his eyes closed. The reporters looked at each other wondering what’s happening. “However, there is something we haven’t told the public. There is a reason why this house was chosen over all the others. When it comes to the Baxter house there is a dark portal within it. There is a reason why it’s called the most haunted house in the world. It’s not to pull in the tourists. It’s because the rumours are true.” He paused for a moment and spoke in a low quiet tone. “This town has a secret everyone around the world doesn’t know about. Something this town tries to hide. It involves the family that went missing back in the 1920s. one knows how or why. A mystery with no answer. However, we have a secret way of reaching into the portal.” He yelled out, his voice echoed through the auditorium. 
Silence quickly fell upon the reporters as they all looked at each other confused. They learned forward, some with tape recorders being held in the air.
“It’s with this book.” Mel quickly lifted up the brown leather cased book in his hands as the photographer took countless pictures. “It’s called the Isfet book. This book is said to contain secrets which will open the portal to the dark spirit world. Allowing us to answer the biggest question. What happened to the Baxters”
Small laughter amongst some of the reporters filled the room. “What is going on here? This can’t be real.” A reporter In the third row called out. “What will you do with that book?”
There was a moment of silence in the room after the question. 
“Make no mistake, this book is real.” Mel whispered. “We were warned never to read from it. Warned of the horrible consequence.” His voice filled the silent room.
The reporters all leaned in.
Mel paused for a moment. his eyes went wide as he yelled out. “However, on live TV tomorrow night, we will attempt something never done before. We will read from this very book. But, not any pages we will be reading from the forbidden pages. The pages that will open the portal and bring forth something this town has never witnessed before.” 
The reporters all started sifting about. “And what will that be?” One with a black fedora yelled out from the back.
Mel leaned forward. “It will bring forth the reason why the Baxter family went missing all those years ago. It will bring forth none other than Joseph Henize from the afterlife  within the house itself.” He yelled out.
Reporters throughout the auditorium wearing black fedoras quickly jumped up out of their seats yelling out. A flood of questions came all at once. The volume level increased tenfold. The cameramen in the back quickly zoomed into the Isfel book. “Explain yourself.” One yelled out.   
Mel leaned forward on the table, yelling into the microphone. “Let’s all watch and see what happens when the forbidden pages are read out loud.” He stood up with the microphone in his hand. “Let’s see what happens when we dare open the portal and summon Joseph Henize. Let’s find out if the urban legend of Joseph is real. A name that haunted this town so long ago. An unsolved mystery. I want to challenge the power of the gods. Let’s bring the evil trapped within into the real world and see what it can do. I have no fear, do you? Will you tune in tomorrow night during the live show?” 
“You’re crazy.” A reporter in a black fedora in the back yelled out. ”What do you mean Joseph Heinze? He disappeared back in the 20s along with the Baxters. How can this book bring him back? Are you implying Joseph Heinze somehow still exists in the spirit world?”  
“This show has gone too far.” Another reporter off to the left in a black fedora yelled. “You can’t mess with the dark arts. It could have horrifying consequences for this town.”
Within seconds all the other reporters started yelling out demanding answers.
Photographers rushed the stage taking countless pictures as reporters behind continued yelling out questions all at once. At this point none of them sitting down.  
Chaos filled the room. Cameramen from one end of the hall to the other were panning their cameras around zooming in on the Isfet book and hosts on stage. Some getting wide-angled shots of the room, others getting close-ups. Camera flashes made it difficult for the camera to get a clear focus. Reporters drowning each other out. 
Mel smiled to himself.
“Where did you get the book?” A reporter in a black fedora yelled out from the crowd.
“David can answer that,” Mel yelled into the microphone.
David jumped a bit when he heard his name. He leaned forward into the microphone. “Yes, well I, came across the book a few years ago out in a city in the desert.” He realized his voice wasn’t loud enough. He yelled louder. “I was warned never to read certain pages, or the dead will be brought back to life.”
“Not just any dead, but evil.” Mel quickly added with a smile.
“Do you fear it’s power?” A reporter in a black fedora yelled out while holding his pen and paper. 
“Will this harm the world? Will it bring upon the end of days?” Another reporter in a black hat called out while holding his tape recorder in the air.
“Is this right to mess with such power? Why risk Joseph Henize return?” A reporter in the back yelled out over everyone else.
Reporters wrote down every word. Some were yelling into their cell phones back to their bosses telling about the Isfet book. The photographer's cameras never stopped flashing. Cameramen in the back swung their cameras to whoever was speaking. The room was in chaos. No one question could be heard clearly.  
Mel looked over to David and had a smile.
 
 
  Chapter 50
 
Joseph Heinze? Tom thought sitting back on his couch. This can’t be right. He leaned forward watching the TV. Lisa and his mom were silent. The very name Grandpa whispered to him in the hospital. Now being mentioned on TV. How did the producers know about Joseph? How was his dad reacting? He looked over his shoulder to see if his dad had heard any of the press conference. The office door was closed. Tom knew his dad more than likely didn’t hear anything that happened. He couldn’t imagine his dad’s reaction if he did. Hopefully everyone in town has forgotten about his grandfather rambling about the evil at the Baxter house. The last thing he needed was everyone in town remembering.
He noticed how the Isfet book in Mel’s hands looked a lot like the Ankh book he had in his room. But how could that be? He looked back at the TV, what was up with Chris Minds? None of the reporters were noticing, but Chris looked nervous as the Isfet book was held up beside him.
 
                                  *                 *                   *
 
Kris gently pushed the front door open the rest of the way and stepped inside. She walked around the empty rooms. Making her way ever so slowly from room to room trying to locate Debbie. She knew it would only be a few hours until the crew arrived to set up for the live show. She stopped moving when she heard something moving upstairs. Footsteps? She walked slowly to the staircase. She made her way up the stairs and looked around using her pocket flashlight to light the way. It didn’t light up much. Maybe the sound of footsteps was her imagination. 
She still needed to find Debbie. She turned to walk back down the stairs. She was about to leave the house when the basement door opened in its own. She turned around and walked over to the door and looked down the stairs. Debbie might be down the stairs. Why would she be? 
She slowly began to walk down into the basement.  She figured she would quickly look around and then leave. She noticed a small light coming up from the basement floor. She thought she could see someone off to the side. Was it Debbie? She moved closer…. 
The basement door closed, on its own.
 
 
Chapter 51
 
After the press conference ended Tom took the VCR tape up to his room and placed it on his worktable. The tape wasn’t important now. He reached under his mattress and took out the Ankh book. He sat down and flipped through the pages looking for anything on the Isfet book. 
   After a minute of looking, he came across a paragraph which caught his attention. His eyes widened everything he saw on TV was in written in the  Ankh book.
 A second book must be found. I have discovered its location. The keeper watches over it, it will bring the dead to life. It has power over the dead. Only the chosen one can stop its power. Someone will be given the book, they will not know the true meaning behind the power. How could they? When the time is right, when the crowds have gathered the book will be read. This I know. The book can bring the dead to life. Joseph will rise, having all the power. Nothing on earth will be able to stop him. the holder of the Isfet will not know the full power. The book was created in the wells of evil. The very centre of evil. There is a place, in the darkest of caves where evil lives. A place where there is no light. Evil can breathe. It came to life in this very place. Only the chosen one can one day go into the cave to confront the evil. The world will become a different place after that moment. The book was written in this cave. By the ruler of the dark arts. 
Tom closed the book. How did the producers know about Joseph? That secret has been hidden for decades. Most kids in this town don’t even know about him. It’s not like Springbrook Gardens and its secrets are known throughout the world. 
Does it actually make him real? This is silly Joseph can’t be real, can he? He looked at his watch and knew Cliff would be waiting outside to head over to the 109 Haunted house. He wanted to read more. He wasn’t sure what to do he looked at his watch and then back to the Ankh book and decided he would have to come back later. He placed the book back under his mattress and made his way down the stairs. His head was really spinning now. The Ankh book had to be real? Or was he ending up like his grandfather chasing after nothing? But they knew of Joseph as well. Were they making it up? Now he didn’t know what to believe. 
 
 
Chapter 52
 
Saturday evening.
 
Tom and Cliff walked quickly along the sidewalk making their way to 109  Haunted House. 
“What a press conference,” Cliff yelled out. “That was so out of control. I’m so hyped up for tomorrow’s show. I’ve never seen any press conference get that crazy like that.” He paused for a moment. “Then again I’ve never watched a press conference before. But still it was wild. Everyone yelling and freaking out. Holding up the old book.” 
Tom played along, not letting letting on he knew anything more. “Oh yeah, I sat on the edge of the couch the whole time.” He said. “This whole town is alive and buzzing. I’ve never seen it like this.” He wanted to be as happy as Cliff, but still bothered by the producers knowing about Joseph. He figured if he kept a smile on his face Cliff wouldn’t notice anything. 
“But who’s Joseph?” Cliff asked.
Tom jumped. “Who? I don’t know, no idea.” He quickly yelled out.
Cliff looked over at him. “Wow, you’re jumpy. I was only thinking out loud. My mother said he was around a long time ago. Last seen in the Baxter house. But that can’t be right. He’d be long gone by now. She said something of the urban legend of a family disappearing.” He paused for a moment. “To be honest, I have no idea what my mom was going on about. But what I care about more is entering the contest and winning.” He had a huge grin.  
Great, Tom thought. Now everyone in town is thinking about Joseph Henize. It won’t be long until they start asking about his grandfather. Imagine if everyone found out his grandfather’s escape. Talk about adding more fuel to the fire. But he couldn’t shake the feeling about Chris Minds looking nervous during the press conference when Mel brought out the Isfet book. He never thought the day would come when Chris Minds would show fear. 
None of the reporters asked Chris how he felt about the Isfet book. Then again the whole press conference fell apart like an out of control circus. 
However, maybe Tom was seeing things differently than everyone else. Maybe Chris wasn’t bothered by the book. But he was sure Chris seemed distracted at the autograph signing.
“What is up with the book in the leather case?”
Tom jumped “What book?” He called out. How on earth could Cliff know about his grandfather’s book?
“Relax Tom. No need to freak out. I was talking about the Isfet book Mel had in his hands.”
“Oh, of course. That book” He laughed. “Yes, the book was…. creepy”
“You feeling okay. You’re talking kind’ve weird?”
Tom tried to smile. “Of course I’m fine.” He knew he had to calm down and chill out. “I’m worried about the …haunted house we’re going to. Hoping the line to get inside isn’t too long.”
Cliff shook his head. “I don’t think it will be a long line. A few people are coming from out of town, but it shouldn’t be too bad.” 
Tom thought Cliff sounded sure of himself. Who knows he might be right. Besides he was no longer talking about the Isfet book. He figured he would go with the flow. “Yeah, we got plenty of time. The doors don’t even open until a few hours from now. We might be so early we could be the first in line.” 
They laughed a bit and walked up the rest of the block and turned the corner around the hedge. 
They both stopped and stared in shock. They found themselves staring at the longest line they had ever seen.
Cliff tried to point, but his hand wouldn’t lift. “What is this?” He could barely speak. “I don’t believe it, where did all these people come from? The line… it’s at least… five blocks long.” He could no longer speak he stared and continued trying to point.
Tom felt the same way. It was a lot longer than the autograph signing. He could feel his dream of walking through the haunted house slipping away. All those months of dreaming gone. His heart started to sink. He stood waiting for the nightmare to end and he would wake up. But, sadly he knew this was real. He looked over his shoulder and noticed a lot more people walking up the sidewalk towards them. He had a pretty good guess where they to were headed.
He turned to Cliff. “We better get in line right now before anyone else gets here.” He started to move forward and looked back at Cliff who was still mumbling something about lines going on forever and not getting in.
“Hurry Cliff,” Tom called out as he ran the last block towards the end of the line.
 Cliff blinked a few times and looked around. “Wait for me.” He yelled out to Tom and started to run.
He caught up to Tom and they slowly walked the last few steps towards the end of the line.
Tom’s enthusiasm had completely faded. What he had waited for had finally arrived but now might be out of reach.
“The haunted house opens its doors at seven o’clock right?” Cliff asked in a low voice while looking at the ground.
“Right” Tom answered with his voice as low. 
“We’re not going to get in are we? Look at the line.” Cliff couldn’t even look up at the line anymore.
“Hey, you guys.”
Tom heard a voice he recognized. He looked over his shoulder and saw Lisa and Jane walking towards them. Great, Tom thought, not only was there a chance he might not get into the house but he had to wait with Lisa. 
Tom smiled the best they could.
Lisa laughed a bit. “Oh, don’t look so down, we’ll get in. The line isn’t that long.”
“You care about the haunted house?” Cliff asked.
“Not really.” She said. ”I just want a chance to talk to Max. Why else would I be here.”
Jane quickly nodded. “He’s so cute. 
Tom rolled his eyes. Of course, that’s why she’s here.
“But we’re so early.“ Cliff cried out. “It’s not fair, we thought we would be the first in line.” 
“So did everybody else.” Lisa said. “Everybody here skipped watching the press conference. If you had skipped watching it you would be the first in line.”
Tom and Cliff both looked at the ground knowing she was right. 
Tom took a small step to his right out of the line and looked to see how long it went on for. He had to look away, he didn’t like what he saw.
Now that he was closer it looked even longer. He noticed everyone in line talking away as excited as he was a few minutes ago. Most had cameras in hand.
He looked over to this left at the neighbours who were standing on their front porches talking to each other about the lines outside their houses. He figured none of them had seen anything like this before. Some of the neighbours were walking along handing out free bottles of water. 
The sun was almost gone now. The houses and kids in line were lit up by a bright orange golden sunset. The tree branches cast long shadows down the road like fingers reaching out. Soon the darkness would take over. Tom even noticed people driving up and down the street looking at the line. The line itself is now a tourist attraction.  
“I didn’t think we had this many people living here,” Cliff said with his eyes in disbelief.
“How long will we have to ….”
“The doors are opening.” Someone half a block away yelled out.
A cheer went up through the crowd. Tom shot straight up he tried to look up to the house. “Is it true?” He yelled out.
“I think it is, my friend.” Cliff had his smile back. “They must’ve opened the doors early.”
A huge electrical buzz shot through everyone in line. Knowing the doors were open brought everyone to life. The noise level increased tenfold with everyone chatting away.
“Okay remain calm everyone no panic,” Tom couldn’t stand still. He moved about nonstop. “It’s okay, we’re going to get in, remain calm, biggest moment of our lives no problem, remain calm.” He looked over at Lisa, Cliff, and Jane who were all just staring at him.
They all started to laugh. Tom could feel his face turning red. He wanted to hide away. 
A half-hour later All four of them were surprised by how fast the line was moving. For Cliff and Tom it wasn’t moving fast enough.   
“Hey Tom.” a voice called out from across the street. 
Tom looked around wondering who called out his name. He had become mister popular in the last few days because of his newspaper article.
“Hey Tom over here. What are you doing here?”
Tom recognized the voice and looked over his shoulder across the street and saw Joey Lester running over to him.
“Hey Joey. How are you?” Tom asked. “Where are you going? I thought you would be in line for the haunted house tour?”
“I was just there. I got here early, wanted to be the first one inside. I recorded the press conference and headed home now to watch it." 
“That’s what I suggested.” Lisa quickly added.
“You’re going to love watching it,” Cliff said. “It turns into a wild circus.” He said and laughed. 
Joey nodded. “Oh yeah, everyone is talking about it. Can’t wait to see it.” He looked to Tom. “Man, that haunted house is so cool. They got a…”
Tom covered his ears. “Don’t say anything,” He yelled out. “I want to see it all for myself.”
Cliff, Lisa and Jane laughed.
“Okay cool I’ll hold back the info. But it is great. Looks so real. It’s amazing how you can fool people into thinking something’s real. When you walk through the house you feel like you're watching one of Ghostly Hauntings episodes. Even though in this house the chairs move because someone is pulling a string, it still scares you.”
“Yeah, there is one big difference though, in this house all the ghosts are fake.” Cliff called out and laughed. 
Joey laughed as well. “Not only is the haunted house tour great but Chris Minds is in our town. Can you believe he’s actually here? Does it get any better? And I got my camera ready to take a few pictures of him if I should see him.”
“You know the rumour about Chris Minds and pictures don’t you.” Cliff said all excited.
Lisa shook her head in disbelief. “Oh not that rumour.” 
“Tell me.“ Joey said looking at Cliff.
“They say when you take a picture of Chris Minds you can see ghosts in the background floating around.”
“What?” Joey yelled out.
“Not true.” Lisa said while shaking her head.
“I’ve seen pictures online,” Tom said.
She laughed. “Those pictures are fake.” Lisa called back. “Science can prove them wrong as my dad would say.”
“I got to check those pictures out when I get home.” Joey turned to Tom. “Heard you had some close calls yesterday, with a tree branch and a car. Everyone in town talking about it. Next to Ghostly Hauntings coming to town you’re the most talked about.”
“Really? People are talking about me?” He wondered if they're talking about his grandfather as well. Maybe thinking he’s the same. “Oh, It was nothing.” He tried playing it off. The last thing he needed with all the talk of Joseph Heinze directed at him.
“Nothing?” Joey called out. “Sounds to me like your bad luck to be hanging around.”
Cliff laughed, “That’s what I said.”
Tom smiled “It’s all over with. Weird bad breaks.”
Joey laughed. “You’re taking it better than I would. “But before I head off. Don’t forget to sign up for the contest when you’re at the front of the house. So many names are in the barrel already. But I know I’m going to win.”
“No way,” Cliff said. “I’ll be the winner.”
“Everyone thinks they’ll win,” Lisa said. “But I don’t care about entering, I’m only here to see Max Little.” 
Tom rolled his eyes.
Joey rubbed his hands together. “I need to head home.” He looked back at Tom as he walked away. “Be careful Tom, sounds like something out to get you.” He laughed a bit.
They all said goodbye as he walked away. They turned back to look at the line. Tom hoped it would move faster. Standing in line, not doing anything gave him too much time to think of his dreams and the Ankh book. He wanted to clear his mind and have fun. He thought about what Joey said, about something being out to get him. It couldn’t be, could it? Was there something moving about his town looking to hurt him?
They waited in line for an hour. Tom felt better knowing the line never stopped moving forward. It wasn’t long until they were standing outside the front gate. 
The house was massive to say the least. Probably owned by a millionaire back in the twenties. A time when the rich built massive houses to show off their wealth. Three stories reaching up to the clouds. As with all houses in town. Victorian architecture with a wrap around porch. Massive windows looking down at the kids in line. In the daytime the house would’ve been beautiful. However, tonight the radio station did an amazing jump making the place look uninviting. Lights hidden behind rocks lit up the house from the ground up. As the windows were covered over. Leaving everyone guessing what was inside. A fence surrounded the property with a stone path leading up lit up with red lights. 
Tom could see the D.J. “Arnold the Wolfman" from 109.8 on the front porch playing records live on the air. As creepy ghostly music played around the house. 
He looked up to the front steps leading to the door and noticed the massive glass barrel being used for the contest. Everyone standing in line right before entering the house stood at a table filling their names on cards and dropping them inside.
Cliff shook his head. “Would you look at how many names are in there. It already looks full. And everyone is only allowed one card. Do you know how many people have entered the contest?” Cliff said with his eyes wide.
Tom could feel his heart sink. He knew Cliff was right. There had to be thousands of names so far. Seeing the glass barrel with his own eyes made him feel worse. He couldn’t imagine it being so full so soon. 
The chances of him winning were next to impossible. He looked over his shoulder and saw the line behind him longer than ever. Further back then when he and Cliff joined, that meant more names entered in the contest after his was put in.   
But for the first time, he wondered if he even wanted to enter. Maybe it would be better if he didn’t. Being inside the Baxter house. The very house that drove his grandfather crazy. 
A group of kids who looked as though were in the fifth grade stood in front of him. It was their turn to walk up the path towards the porch. Tom watched as the kids filled their names on the contest forums and placed their cards into the glass barrel. A few more to add to the thousands already inside. Making his chances of winning that much less. Could that be a good thing?
 
 
David and Mel stood on the porch in the shadows looking out over the crowd. David was the first to notice Tom. He turned to Mel.
“See the kid next to the front gate. That could be our kid. He looks just like the kid at the autograph signing.”
“Let’s make sure it’s him.” Mel made his way over to the D.J. slipped him a 50 dollar bill. The Wolfman nodded and got up from the table made his way over to the line with his microphone in hand. “It’s the Wolfman coming at you live on the air. We’ve been chatting with kids in line since the doors opened. Let’s take this moment and chat with a few more. The D.J. walked over to Tom and Cliff. “And who might you be?”
Cliff quickly spoke up. ”Hey everyone listening at home. I’m Cliff and this is the greatest weekend of all time.” He yelled out and cheered causing everyone else in line to cheer. 
Tom looked to the DJ. “My name is Tom Wilson.” He quietly said with a smile. He stood silently for a moment. 
Cliff looked to Tom and whispered. “Tom we’re on the radio, they can’t see your smile.”
“Oh right.” He quickly said. “I’m, I mean we are all having a great time.”
“Been a fan of Ghostly Hauntings for a long time?” The Wolfman asked Tom.
Before Tom could answer Cliff cut in. “Have we? You bet your bottom dollar. We’re the greatest fans of the show. Bigger fans than Ghostly Ghouls.” He turned to the crowd. “Then again. Everyone here are bigger fans than any member of Ghostly Ghouls.” He yelled out causing everyone in line to start cheering. 
Tom laughed to himself. Of course only Cliff could get a crowd going crazy.
The Wolfman turned the microphone back to himself. “There you have it fans. Ghostly Ghouls have been put to shame from the crowd here tonight.” He walked back to the table. “Now, let’s get another song playing.” He looked over to Mel who nodded with a smile. 
The kids in line couldn’t stop cheering out. Having the time of their lives.
Tom knew he should be like that. Having the best time possible anyone could ever have. Instead, he had to fake his smile. He watched the huge guard dressed as a gorilla standing at the front door wait until he got the all clear sign from the guard at the back. The huge guard then turned to the kids in grade 5 and let them in.
The moment had arrived. The guard at the front gate turned to Tom and said they were next. All four of them walk passed the front gate and up the stone path. The women at the table handed them each a card and told them to fill in their name and phone number. 
Tom looked at the glass barrel it was the first time he was seeing it up close. It made him feel even worse. It looked twice as big as it did on the street. In fact, it looked a thousand times bigger. He figured the only chance he had was to fill out the card and hope. If the card wasn’t filled in there would be no way of winning. One chance in a million was better than no chance in a million.
He took his card and walked over to the barrel and slowly placed it inside. And watched it fall in the blanket of other cards. As Lisa, Jane and Cliff dropped their cards inside covering up Tom’s card.
 
David watched the D.J. return to the table to play another song. He turned to Mel and whispered. “Looks like we have our kid locked up.”
Mel nodded. “Everything is falling into place. Nothing will go wrong now. Our biggest concern about the kid not signing up is all taken care of. Let the money roll in.”
 
Tom turned to the front door, stopped and looked up at a huge security guard who stared down at him. He felt like a little kid back in kindergarten.
He jumped when he heard screams coming from inside the house. For a moment he thought it was one of his dreams.
He looked over at Cliff who was already looking scared out of his mind. Of all the people he thought would remain cool throughout the whole tour, turns out Cliff was the most scared. 
The guard at the door continued to stare at the four of them. He lifted his walkie-talkie and the guard at the back door said group of kids left and to let more kids in. 
The gorilla guard lowered his walkie-talkie and looked down at Tom through his mask with cold small eyes and nodded. Tom could feel himself getting smaller and smaller every second. He wondered if everything inside the house was as scary as this guy. 
He wasn’t sure if the guard was acting tough for the effect or really was mean. Either way, he did a great job at getting everyone in line sacred before entering. 
The guard turned and pulled the front door open. Tom looked into the darken house. As though he were looking into a cave with something evil waiting to jump out at him. What lay ahead? 
He felt his whole body fall into a state of fright, and he hadn’t even set foot inside the house yet. Either this was going to be a wild time or the scariest moment ever. He wondered if everyone else who entered felt as scared as he did.  
Tom was the first one in. He couldn’t for the life of him figure out why he was leading the group. He looked over to Cliff who was shaking in his boots.
“I’m scared already,” Cliff said and started to walk slower, while squeezing his hands together.  
He wasn’t sure if Cliff was serious or playing around. He might be playing it up. It was hard to tell with him.
Lisa followed behind, followed by Jane in the back. Tom could hear a rattling noise and thought it was coming from somewhere in the house when in fact it was Cliff’s knee’s hitting each other.
They stood in the front hallway and the metal door slammed behind them echoing throughout the house, causing them all the scream and jump. Cliff screamed the loudest and longest. Anyone out on the street would have thought he was a little girl.
Instantly the whole front hallway was in darkness. Any light coming through the front door was now cut off. They all stood in one spot for what felt like forever. Tom looked around wondering what was going to happen. All four of them were on edge, the waiting in line and hearing the screams coming from the house made them build with anticipation and fear. 
Cliff whispered, “I didn’t think anything like this was going to happen so soon…“
Before Cliff could finish his sentence a large man in a bloody mask wearing overalls jumped out from behind the darken corner roaring like a lion. Making all four of them jump. Lisa screamed as Cliff dove on the floor.  
The man in the mask quickly moved back behind the corner into the shadows before any of them got a good look at him. Cliff stood up brushing himself off, as Tom began to laugh, more out of nervousness than humour. 
Lisa looked at Tom to continue walking forward. He felt nervous to do so but proceeded anyway. They were only a few feet down the front hall before someone dressed as a vampire jumped out from behind the kitchen wall, again Lisa screamed. Causing Tom’s blood to turn cold. 
Tom knew that if Lisa stopped screaming it wouldn’t be so scary. They could hear screams coming from other parts of the house. Helpless kids like themselves in some other part of the house getting scared by something unknown. It only made Tom more nervous knowing there was something else in the house waiting to jump out at him. 
The house was so dark it was hard to know where to walk. He noticed small little red arrow signs on the wall pointing out what direction to walk in. A sign on the wall had the rules listed. No running. No touching of the ghosts. No touching of furniture. It was the one about no running that troubled him. He wanted out of the place as fast as he could. But would never admit it. The tension was to intense, his nerves couldn’t take it. He waited all this time for the haunted house, now that he was here he wanted to get it over with as soon as possible. His nerves couldn’t take anymore. 
He figured there had to be a sound effect machine playing somewhere in the house. The nonstop sounds of screams, groins, chainsaws running, knives being sharpened, gunshots. Electric chairs running at full speed echoed throughout the house. He looked up at the air vents and guessed the sound was been played through them. So every room would hear it.
It didn’t matter what room they walked into, each room was barely lit. The kitchen, dining room, Maybe a few red lights in the corner shooting up the wall. Some rooms would have a single light in the middle of the room swinging back and forth. Each room having a smell of stale air. 
Tom wasn’t sure if the smell came from the house itself being so old, or if the radio station crew piped the smell in for effect. He was afraid of touching the walls in case a hand came out from behind a painting and grabbed him.  he kept his eye on the portraits hanging on the walls making sure the eyes didn’t follow them as they walked passed. He never knew what to expect.     
He slowly turned the corner from the den not knowing what was waiting around the corner. His heartbeat was louder than the sound effects playing throughout the house. None of them dared say a word. He was the first to enter a large room he figured was the living room. He noticed how each room had a gothic look. 
They watched a man dressed at the other end of the room in a black tuxedo playing a piano with his back to them. Lisa was too scared to move anywhere near him. Cliff needed to know if he was real, or a mannequin.   
He slowly walked closer and the piano player turned and looked at Cliff with a skeleton face and red eyes. Cliff screamed and took off running. 
They all ran into another room as Lisa noticed a man in a black coat lying on a couch. They couldn’t tell if the man was sleeping or a dummy. Lisa pushed Tom to move closer and check. As he approached the man turned over with mask of a decaying corpse. It reached out to grab him causing all of them to scream and run out of the room. Cliff remained in the room running around in circles with his hands above his head. Tom reached back into the room, grabbed him and pulled him out. 
“Where did that come from?” Cliff said while breathing heavy.
When they finally stopped running, they slowly made their way into the kitchen. A loud scream echoed throughout the room, causing them all to jump. 
“I wonder if this is what will happen to the crew of Ghostly Hauntings tomorrow night?” Cliff asked while barely being able to walk, while covering his eyes.
Lisa looked over to him “Not a chance. Ghosts only move small objects. Ghosts don’t chase after you while running down a hallway like they do in the movies. It’s not like we’re going to be outside the Baxter house tomorrow night and see lights flashing while the wind is hollowing. And some evil creature comes out of the house.”
Everyone laughed. “That’s quite the imagination you have Lisa,” Jane said.
“If I were in a house and saw a ghost I would run out of there so quickly.” Tom said
“You wouldn’t stay and fight?” Lisa asked
“Running away sure sounds a lot easier.” Tom added
“Even if your friends and family were in danger?” 
Tom had to think about that question. What would he do if his family was in danger? Running sure would be easy, but who would help them? But what could he do? He wasn’t a hero. 
As they made their way out of the kitchen a group of smaller kids ran passed them. Causing Tom to freeze up.
“Okay, that was close.”
“Every little movement is making us jump.” Cliff said.
“Tell me about it.”  Tom said as he tried catching his breath.
“I wonder what’s in the basement?” Lisa asked.
Cliff groaned. “Don’t ask that, the basement is always the creepiest part of a house.”
“Let’s check it out,” Jane said while moving towards the basement door.
As they approached they all stopped as the basement door handle turned on its own. The door slowly opened. Tom could feel his blood turn cold. What was causing it?
They all stood in silence as the door flew open and a group of kids made their way into the living room. 
Tom relaxed as his shoulders came back down. Talk about being jumpy. He was at a point where any movement in the house was causing him to flinch.
Tom reached the basement first and looked down. Talk about dark, He slowly walked down the steps followed by Cliff. Who was covering his eyes. Tom could hear someone down in the darkness calling out to them in a low whisper. It gave him goosebumps. Even though he knew it was all fake, it was still scary.  
Small little lights along the side of the stairs guided everyone down. The lights were not bright enough to light up the basement itself. By now Tom wished they were. They all made their way down and stood in the darkness on the basement floor. seconds felt like minutes in the darkness.
“So what’s going to happen?” Cliff whispered.
“Do you think anyone is down here?” Jane asked.
“I can’t see anything,”  Tom said. “Listen I think I hear someone moving.” 
Tom could barely finish his sentence when bright red lights throughout the basement fired up around them. Masked men came out go nowhere roaring and reaching out. 
The one next to Tom had a mask of a bear with long sliver teeth. Tom jumped back when he saw the eyes.  Another masked man was a zombie. who reached out for Lisa who screamed when she saw the mask. 
The two other masks were of skeletons who reached out for Cliff and Jane. Cliff dove onto the floor as Jane covered her eyes. 
The light went back out for a moment and came back on. The men in masks were gone. Tom looked around wondering where they went. Did he even see them? It happened so quick. He looked down at the floor and saw Cliff covering his eyes, trying to hide. Lisa started to laugh.  
“Is that you Tom?” A voice from the shadows called out.
Tom thought he recognized the voice. “Paul? is that you?”
“Sure is.“ From out of the shadows a teenage boy walked out still wearing his bear mask. “Good to see you.”
“Is that Paul from Science class?” Cliff asked while getting back up.
“Did you get scared Cliff?” Lisa asked.
“No, I was … tying my shoe.” He said trying to act cool.
“Hey man how are you?” Tom asked.
“This is cool. I get to scare everyone.” Paul said. “This is the greatest thing to happen I’m loving every second of it.” 
“I never thought it would be like this.” Tom looked around the basement. He could see the other teenage kids in the shadows looking out at him with their glowing red eyes. Even though he knew them from school, they still scared him. But he would never say it out loud. He noticed Lisa and Jane were talking to Max Little.
“Going to be talking about this in the school paper?”
“I sure will,” Tom said and laughed,
“Seen the rest of the house?” He held his mask under his arm.
“Not the upstairs.”
“What are you wasting your time talking to me, you have to see up there, get going.”
They both looked up when they heard the basement door opening.
Paul looked back to Tom. “I have to go back to hiding, someone else is coming down.” He whispered.
“Cool,” Tom whispered back. “See you back at school.”
 Max moved back into the shadows. As they all made their way back up the stairs. They past a new group of nervous looking kids. Who must’ve been in grade 6.
They looked more worried than Cliff as they passed him. 
As Tom reached the top of the stairs and moved into the living room he heard the kids scream out. He knew Paul and the other kids must’ve jumped out at them. “Now it’s time to move up stairs.” Tom said.
“There’s more?” Cliff called out. “My nerves are already shot.”
“This house is too much.” Jane said. 
Tom turned and looked up the staircase, it looked a lot like the one from his dreams. That thought alone made him feel more chills than anything else. He hoped something would jump out at him and relax him. He wondered if anyone in the house would be dressed up like Joseph Henize. That would truly make him run out of the house.   
It didn’t matter what room they went into each room was just as scary as the next. The tension never let up. He wondered where on earth the radio station came up with all these ideas. Every time someone jumped out at him or a scary noise was heard it caught him off guard. 
He tried guessing what would happen next and always ended up wrong. he jumped at every little thing. Only Cliff jumped more. 
Tom was sure Cliff would have nightmares worse than the ones he’d been having for the last few days. 
Jane pointed out the mirror in the bathroom had small writing on it. Tom moved in to read it. it said look out behind you. Just then the curtain behind them flew open and a madman in yellow overalls and a fisherman’s hat started screaming out loud a them. His eyes all crazy. The whole group screamed and ran out of the bathroom nearly knocking each other over. 
They got their composer back and made their way down the rest of the hall. While walking Tom thought about what Lisa said about saving his friends if they were being chased by a ghost and not running from his fears. How would be help them? Would he be able to? Easy to daydream being the hero, but what would happen in real life?
They finished going into each room upstairs and made their way down, passing a group of kids on their way up.  
They reached the bottom and Cliff leaned on the wall in the living room. “This house is like the widest roller coaster ride I’ve ever been on.”
“I loved every second of it.” Tom called out. “It was worth the wait.”
“I agree,” Lisa added. “However, it is time to go, we’ve seen everything.”
“And tomorrow is the live show.” Jane said.
“Where’s the exist in a place like this? It’s so dark I can’t see anything.” Tom asked.
“We have to find the back door. I think it’s to our right.” Cliff said. “Follow me.” 
Cliff led the way toward the back door as Jane and Lisa followed behind. Tom gave one last look around and turned to follow. He looked over to his left into the living room and froze, he could’ve sworn he saw the mystery man.
No way. It couldn’t be him. The man had his back turned to him, stopping him from seeing his face clearly, but the coat was the same. 
How on earth could he have gotten into the house? It couldn’t be one of the kids dressed up. He had seen everything the house had to offer and a man wearing an oversized grey coat wasn’t one of them. Was it actually him? He couldn’t let this moment get away; he had to talk with him. 
He looked forward and knew Lisa, Cliff and Jane were far enough ahead of him. He could simple slip back and move into the other room without them noticing. He stepped backwards making sure he didn’t make any noise.
Moving his feet as softly as possible. The screams and sound effects throughout the house helped out. The house was dark to start with, it was hard to see anyone even if you were looking for them. He moved back into the shadows and turned to the living room. He saw the figure move to the back of the room keeping in the shadows. 
He walked into the centre of the room. Where did he go? This is silly, he was right here.
“You are the chosen one.” a voice called out from the corner of the room. 
Tom jumped and quickly turned around. He tried looking into the darkness to see who was speaking. “Who are you?” He called out trying to keep his voice down. Not wanting anyone else in the house to hear. “What do you mean chosen one? Chosen for what?” He knew he only had a few seconds before Cliff or Lisa came looking.
“Great forces are at work here in this town. The demon called Joseph Henize will be free soon.” The voice whispered in a low raspy tone from the darkness.
“What do you mean? He’s nothing more than a silly urban legend.” He tried to see the man’s face
“Remember the car that almost hit you? Who was driving it?”
He thought for a moment he knew the truth, he lied “The driver …ran away”
“No,” the voice called out, “There was no one driving it. Joseph was controlling it.”
“Impossible.” Tom knew the car was locked. The driver could not have gotten out. “Were you the one who saved my life? Why do you run from me afterwards?” Tom kept trying to get a better look at the man. 
“Joseph doesn’t want you in the house. He knows all about you Tom.” 
He could feel himself jump inside. “How do you know my name?”
The voice kept coming from the shadows. “He knows you’re the only one who has the power to stop it. I’ve come here to watch over you.”
“Watch over me? You’re crazy.” Tom called out.
“I know the true story of what happened in the Baxter house.”
Tom jumped. He always wanted to know the truth, “Tell me.”
“Many decades ago. There was a man Joseph Henize wanted knowledge on everlasting life. In the process of looking for the knowledge he came across dark arts. Something no one should ever find. It turned him into pure evil. In searching for the absolute power he ended up in the Baxter house. He wanted the house for himself. He wanted the energy to complete his work. There’s only one way to stop him, you must….”
“Tom? Tom, where are you?” Cliff’s voice echoed from the other room.
Tom watched as the figure moved deeper into the shadows. He tried to get a better look, but whoever it was, was gone.
Cliff ran into the room. “There you are Tom. Why did you run away? Why  are you in this room?” 
“…Oh, I. Took a wrong turn.” Tom knew had to come up with something. He didn’t want to tell anyone what happened. Who knows, they might think he was crazy like his grandfather.
Cliff looked at his strange. “You took a wrong turn? We were heading out the back door. How on earth could you have taken a wrong turn?”
Tom smiled over acting as though everything was cool. “Silly me, I thought there was a part of the house we missed. A hidden room.”
Cliff looked at him for a moment.“This is strange. Maybe you should see a doctor. I think the car that almost hit you might’ve clipped your head.”
Tom laughed a bit. “You might be right.” 
Lisa and Jane ran into the room “Tom you okay? What happened? Why did you run off?”
He looked at them and smiled. “I’m fine, really. Let’s head on out.” He didn’t want them to know. He turned to walk out of the room towards the back door.
Cliff, Lisa and Jane all stood in the living room and looked at each other wondering what happened.
Tom stood at the back door and turned to the security guard. “Great house, well done.” He smiled and walked out. He looked around wondering where the mystery figure had run off to. He looked back at the guard. “Did you see a mystery figure in a grey coat come running out of here?”
The guard looked over to Tom and gave him a strange look.
Tom took a step back. “Maybe not.” he smiled and moved down the steps.   
 
Chapter 53
 
Saturday night
 
Tom was fast asleep in his bed. The room was silent and dark as the alarm clock on the nightstand read two a.m. in a bright red colour. 
He blinked his eyes and found himself standing in a familiar place. He looked around and knew he was in the living room of the Baxter house. The same room he had found himself in countless times before. 
This time something was different; he wasn’t alone. He could see Lisa, Cliff and Jane standing a few feet in front of him talking to each other. Reacting with laughter and fear as teenagers dressed in scary masks jumped out at them from the shadows from behind the couch and coffee table. 
It didn’t make sense. The Baxter house wasn’t used for the 109 Haunted House. Why were his friends walking around this house? He could hear them talking, but they sounded …odd. As though their voices were miles away with an echo. 
Each room had a strange bright orange blackish, colour. Grainy, like an old movie. He could hear sound effects playing through the house just like at the 109 Haunted House. But the screams sounded, real. He could see Cliff walking in slow motion. In fact, everyone in the house moved slow. Why didn’t they notice? He tried to call out to them, but they didn’t see him. As though invisible.    
He walked out of the living room and down the front hall. It felt like walking on the moon. Each step talking a second longer to reach the floor. He saw Lisa standing at the end of the hallway. He tried calling out to her, but she looked right passed him as though he wasn’t there. 
He tried moving forward. But the length of the hallway extended by a hundred feet, getting darker and darker. He could barely see Lisa anymore. Cliff walked over asked where Tom was, she shook her head no. He tried calling out, but couldn’t make a sound. Letting them know he was in the house. 
Why couldn’t they see him? They made their way up the stairs. Tom stood at the bottom looking up as something caught his attention to the right. He looked over and saw the little girl standing beside him. She had a worried look as she pointed to his sister and friends. Something was wrong. Something was going to happen to them. They were completely unaware. He needed to do something. 
He tried to move up the staircase as fast as possible, his body wouldn’t move. As though the wooden floor had turned into quicksand below his feet. No matter how hard he tried to pull his feet free, he sunk deeper into the floor. His friends were in danger, he needed to do something, fast. 
He used all his energy to move one leg onto the stairs. He looked up at the top of the stairs, they were calling out to him. Lisa’s voice echoed ever so faintly down the staircase. Which now appeared as a long dark tunnel with a light at the top.  
Cliff and Jane stood beside Lisa looking down at Tom and reached out for him. They could now see him. They stood at the top with smiles calling his name. He watched as a dark grey fog moved in behind them. His eyes widen in fear. He tried to shake his head. Tired calling out. Anything to warn them. Nothing work. It was as if his body was frozen. 
The little girl in the light blue dress stood behind him with her head down. This wasn’t good. The little girl told him his friends shouldn’t make any noise. It’s calling the bad man right to them. They needed to be silent. 
He looked back as they yelled out to him. He tried to shake his head, telling them to stop. But he had to be careful not to make any noise as well. 
The little girl kept saying Joseph was coming. He tried to move his feet, wanting to get up the stairs, but nothing worked. The fog behind Cliff was getting darker and wider. How could they not see it? He tried waving his hands back and forth, hoping they would catch on. Nothing seemed to work, in fact, the more he moved the louder they became when calling out to him.  
The little girl beside him became worried and started to move back. She walked away from the staircase into the living room shaking her head. She looked at Tom and said run. Her voice echoing in his head. 
Cliff looked down calling out and smiling. Lisa looked over her shoulder and screamed as the fog reached out and pulled her in. Her scream echoed throughout the house. Tom tried to yell out in anger, nothing happened. He tried harder than ever before to move his feet. Slowly, his foot moved to the next stair. He felt as though a thousand pound weight was tied around his ankles. The more stairs he climbed the longer the staircase became. A few steps turned into hundreds, the staircase became narrower and darker. Like looking through the back end of a telescope.   
The fog grew brighter and thicker, within seconds Cliff and Jane were reaching out to Tom for help. He could see the look of horror on their faces. Jane covered her eyes. They tried to run down the stairs, only to be pulled into the fog. Gone, before Tom’s eyes. He stood in shock. 
He didn’t know what to do. His friends were gone. He looked up into the fog. He watched as bluish-white eyes appeared in the middle of the fog followed by cold, laughter. He closed his eyes and shook his head. He failed to help his friends. 
Tom’s eyes flew open when he heard more screaming. He looked back up the stairs and saw the fog now bigger in size pulling the teenagers who worked in the haunted house tour. Some kids came running out of the bedrooms only to see the grey fog and pulled their masks of ghosts and goblins off revealing a face of fear as they looked the bluish-white eyes within the fog. 
They tired to turn and run, but were pulled inside. The fog turned and began to move down the stairs. He thought it was coming for him. 
As the fog approached he felt an invisible hand pushing him off to the side. The fog passed by him only by inches. Little kids and their parents who were touring the haunted house were now running in fear as they were being pulled into the fog. They reached out to Tom, wanting him to help. He could see the fear in their eyes. He didn’t know what to do.  
A cold-hearted laugh filled his mind. He could hear it throughout the house as the walls shook. The lights in the centre of the rooms swung back and forth. One side of a room would light up bright then the other, back and forth, over and over.  
The front door opened and the fog moved out of the house. Within seconds the peaceful calm outside sky turned dark. The chirping birds were pushed away with force. Dark clouds swirled around. Leaves were ripped off the tree leaving them bare. 
Grass everywhere turned black. The cool breeze replaced with warm, stale air. Grey fog lifted into the sky and became one with it. Tom looked up and watched everything turn completely dark. A figure in a white suit appeared and smiled at Tom as the fog moved out over the town of Springbrook Gardens. A massive flash of white light consumed Tom.
He found himself standing within the white light. Someone a few yards ahead of him floating in the air. He couldn’t make out who it was, a bright light shined behind the figure’s body, causing the figure to be in a dark solitude. The figure pointed directly in front of him. Tom looked ahead and saw the Ankh book…..  
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 54
 
Sunday morning
 
David stood on the wooden floor of the living room of the Baxter house. He looked out the bay window at the dark lawn as the earlier morning sun began to cut above the horizon. 
Some light barely crept into the house through the window casting his shadow across the empty floor. He checked the time on his watch. On this morning he wasn’t wearing his usual suit and tie, today was jeans and t-shirt day. Dressing down on set up days, and changing to causal business look, right before the show. He saved the expensive suits for business meetings back in the city. 
He had stayed up half the night changing the contest entry cards to read Tom Wilson. Then had to switch them in the barrel. He was glad when finally done. But it meant the kid with the crazy grandfather was going to win the contest. 
He looked around the house. There was a lot of work that had to be done in just a few hours, but nothing his crew couldn’t handle. Over the years they had recorded countless shows. He knew this one being live was different, but a set-up was still a set-up. Nothing different in that department. Camera and lights needed to be carried in. On this shoot, furniture was being brought in later in the day. He knew the show couldn’t go live from an “empty house”. The viewers would fall asleep bored right away with a lame-looking set. The 1920s antique furniture would add a nice touch. 
Besides, if Mel wanted to fake ghostly activities he would need something to move. You can’t rely on hitting walls all the time; they needed something more. Furniture to tie strings around to pull at the right moment.
He slowly gazed around the room. He couldn’t understand what it was about the house that scared everyone. He had been walking around inside the house for over half an hour and felt nothing. No ghosts were leaping out at him. No strange unaccounted voices or screams. No Joseph Henize. Like yesterday. Nothing then, nothing now. 
The story of kids running out of the house scared to a point where they needed to be locked up in a hospital had to be made up. With everything being equal it looked like a normal house. Dark and creepy, but a regular house just the same. 
Sure it could use some colour, all houses need it after a few years. However, the darker the better for the atmosphere. 
He reached out and touched the wall to his right. They were bare, no wallpaper anywhere. The lack of furniture made each room look huge. Every step echoed throughout the place, not to mention the nine-foot ceilings. The white paint on the ceiling no longer shined. It looked lifeless. He had to admit thought; the staircase did look a bit creepy. It looked as though it led to something darker and unknown. 
He stood at the bottom and looked up. The top looked darker than it should. Almost as if something was up there watching the whole time. It would only be natural for someone to have such thoughts, being in a place this old and empty. 
He walked from the living room into the dining room. He looked to his right at the door leading to the basement. He wanted to open it and look down. But knew he’d see nothing but darkness. It sure did give him the chills looking at the door though. If he did believe in haunted houses, the basement would have him running for the front door. It really did feel there was someone on the other side of the door. Funny how the mind can play tricks on you. 
He had to admit though, Kris did a great job at choosing this house. He wondered where on earth she was. Her and her assistant hadn’t been seen since yesterday. They weren’t needed on set, but still no one heard from them Maybe walking around Main Street shopping. Or went back into the city. Strange, they should have told someone first. 
He walked back to the bay window and watched as the crew laid down cables. If there was one thing the crew did more than anything, it was working with endless miles of cables. He looked down at the lawn and wondered how it was so black in colour while the neighbour’s lawns were so green. 
It was as if the house pulled the life and colour out of it. He would have to tell Amy to mention it during the live show. Not that he believed it, but it would sound great on camera.
He lifted up his clipped board and checked the schedule to make sure everything was on time. He had to make sure no one missed anything. If something went wrong the world would see it happen live. Expecting the largest audience in television history made him check his notes three and four times over.   
He looked over to the front door when it flew open. Two crew members walked inside and carefully carried in some of the cameras and placed them down to the left side in the living room. He thought the three men could be football players based on their size. 
The camera cases must’ve felt like bags of feathers. He liked the idea of someone else carrying the cameras instead of him, let other people do the heavy lifting, he’d stick to the paperwork. 
Some crew members were already underway in the back of the house covering up some of the windows with black tarp. He knew there would be countless fans outside the house during the live show. He didn’t want any of them looking through the windows making funny faces. It would kill the atmosphere of a show within seconds.
The viewers would be at home laughing all night instead of screaming in fear. Besides the last thing they needed someone seeing Mel moving a table or chair with his own hands and figuring out the house wasn’t haunted. 
He walked around each room and went back to checking his notes. He liked the sound of the wooden floor under his feet. The way it echoed off the walls. It would sound good on camera.   
He looked at his clipboard and read over the few lines about security. He knew they’d needed the biggest security detail to date. The fans outside would be going crazy tonight. 
Amy and David were scheduled to walk up the front path and through the front doors live on camera. Would it be easier to have them sneak in through the back door early in the day, avoiding the fans? Sure. But, Mel wanted the show to be over the top and every decision made was with ratings in mind. 
He knew having the two hosts walking amongst their fans with security guards leading the way, under the bright lights at night would look amazing on camera. Equalling huge ratings. 
He knew James Johnston who was hired to work the pyrotechnics for the live show was outside at that very moment setting up, the best in the business. Mel wanted fireworks going off at the start of the show and at the end. James was the go to guy. Expensive, but well worth it.  
He looked around and pictured what the rooms would look like with the lights set up in certain locations, especially in the corners. Mel didn’t want the place overly lit. A few placed lights here and there along with the lights on the camera would bounce off the furniture creating countless shadows all over the rooms. The viewers at home would be seeing ghosts moving about all night. Who knows with the kids at home seeing ghosts left, right and centre, maybe Mel didn’t have to knock on any walls. He laughed a bit. Let the viewer’s imagination take over and a few shadows would do all the work. 
He watched as some more crew members brought in more boxes with lights inside.   
"Good work everyone. Keep up the good work, everyone’s doing a great job”. He called out to them. He read somewhere if you’re nice to the crew they work harder. He figured a few complements would do the trick, maybe a box of donuts later.
He walked over to Barney Lynn who was finishing placing one of the light stands on the floor. “Have you seen Kris today?”
He stood up, looked over to David. “No, not this morning. No one has in fact, maybe she slept in.”
David shook his head slightly. “Doesn’t sound like her. Hope she turns up soon. I was wondering about the furniture, if it was on its way?”
He nodded. “I was talking with Macy outside, he said the truck is pulling into town now.”
 “Great, the sooner the better.” David looked back at his clipboard and made a note.
“The goal is to make the house look as though it’s the nineteen twenties?”
David nodded. “Victorian houses look their best with older furniture. The new style of furniture clashes with an old house like this.”
Barney nodded. “I agree, they don’t build houses like this anymore.” He looked around the room.
David looked up from his notes. “Today it’s all about condos and basic brick and concrete houses.”
Barney walked around a bit. “Nice town to live in though. The crew love it here.”
“Well, we’re only here for the day, then we have to head back to the office. We have another location to go to next week.” David said while looking over his paperwork.
The sound of someone walking through the open front door caused David to turn around.
 Mel walked through carrying a coffee mug. He stopped in the front hall and looked around the first floor.
“Well I’m glad to see you showed up,” David yelled out with a laugh.
Mel walked over. “It’s the advantage of being the creator of the show. You get to show up late. Besides I trust you have everything under control.”
“I’m glad you have trust in me.” David nodded while tapping his clipboard. 
Mel looked around the empty rooms. “Everything going well?”
“The furniture is on its way. The crew is bringing the lights and cameras in. The security detail is setting up the fences. James Johnston is setting up the fireworks. We should have all the equipment inside within the hour. And the production truck is setting up as we speak.”
Mel stood back a bit. “I guess I’m not needed then. I’ll head home.” He pretended to turn and walk for the front door. He turned back towards David and whispered. “You brought the Isfet book with you from the hotel?” 
David lowered his voice and looked at his clipboard making it seem like he wasn’t talking. “Sure do. I would never forget such a thing. I was thinking after the show we could get copies made and sell it on our website. After people see the book being read on live on the air they will want a copy of their own.”
Mel's eyes lit up. “Good thinking.  Always thinking about the money.” Great idea.”
They both laughed. 
David smiled, “That’s what I’m good at, always thinking of the money. Since the book is fake nothing to worry about, we might as well make money off it somehow. Just think, within a few weeks there will be millions of Isfet books all over the world. Little kids can read from the middle pages all they want.” He laughed.
Mel whispered. “Everything worked out with the contest entry cards?”
David nodded. “All good to go.”
Mel walked around the room. “I like the idea of each room being large in size. The cameramen will be able to move about without bumping into anything. The number one thing I can’t stand on location shots, are small rooms. all you end up doing is bumping into walls.” He moved his foot back and forth on the wooden floor. “Listen to the creaking of the floor, I like that. When the crew walks around the house tonight, it’s going to sound amazing. The sound alone will send chills down the spines of the viewers.”
David nodded. “Anything to scare the kids.” He lowered his voice. “You think anyone knows we were inside this house yesterday?”
Mel shook his head. “No, Not a clue. Everyone was at the park. Can you believe we walked around this house reading from the Isfet book. What a joke that turned out to be. I couldn’t believe I fell for the crazy, old man telling me this house was truly haunted, what a sucker I was.” Mel walked into another room. “The house will look better with furniture in each room. It’s too empty right now.” He lowered his voice. “Besides the more furniture in the house, the more objects I get to move.”
David laughed a bit to himself. “I was thinking the same thing a minute ago.” 
“Moving a chair is a lot easier than hitting a wall, it hurts my hand after a while.” Mel said while laughing, pretending his hands hurt.
David looked over to him. “Don’t worry there will be enough chairs and beds to move and scare the kids. Maybe even a portrait hanging on the wall you can move. Make it sway back and forth and have the camera quickly pan over to it.” 
Mel’s eyes lit up. “Oh, wait a minute, I like that idea. Everyone watching will have nightmares for weeks. They’ll look at portraits hanging on their walls  wondering if they’ll start swaying.” He walked into the next room taking a drink of his coffee.
“The radio station’s haunted house tour went well yesterday,” Mel called out.
David walked into the same room as Mel. “Sure did, I was pleased with the huge turnout. The lineup went on for miles, Kids standing on the sidewalk for blocks on end.” He extended his arm out to exaggerate the point.
“A fake haunted house the day before and a fake haunted house tonight,” Mel whispered and laughed. “At least it gave us a chance to see the kid who’ll be winning the contest.”
“I can imagine all the money that will be pouring in after the show is over.” David added keeping his voice low.
“I’m picturing an armoured truck backing up to my house now, filled with bags of money.” He raised his voice sounding like a kid. “Hey, mister ghost why don’t you give us a sign that this house truly is haunted.”
They both started to laugh and came to a sudden stop when they heard the door in the hallway behind them slam shut. Echoing throughout the house. Causing them to jump.
“What was that?”  Mel yelled out, standing frozen.
David looked down the hallway at the door leading into the kitchen. “Wasn’t that door in the hallway open a moment ago? How did it slam on its own?”
“Maybe it was…. a crew member? Maybe they closed it?” Mel whispered with panic in his voice.
“Hello?” David called out his voice echoed through the house. “Is there someone there?”
No answer. Both stood in their spots not wanting to move.
“Maybe it was ….the wind?” David said.
“Yeah, could be,” Mel said. “Let’s go with that.”
They both slowly walked down the hall. Taking twice as long to move down the hall than usual. David slowly reached for the door handle and turned it. As the door opened they both carefully looked in and around the kitchen, no one there.
“Well let’s hope it was the wind.” David said.
“Talk about creepy,” Mel said with his heart racing. They continued looking into the shadows, trying to see if anyone was hiding. 
“Excuse me.” A voice came from behind them.
They both jumped. They turned around and saw a crew member standing at the end of the hallway. “Where would you like these lights sir?” The man with the black cowboy hat said. While holding a group of pod lights brought in from the outside.
David’s eyes were wide and his heart raced. “Oh, William, it’s only you,”
“Were you expecting someone else?” William asked.
David tried to catch his breath, and smiled while leaning on the wall. “No, not at all. I’m just glad to see someone, that’s all.” 
They both started to laugh as Mel ran his fingers through his hair. 
“I’ll be there in a second William.” David said and turned to Mel. “That was ….strange.”
Mel nodded. “Let’s head back to our trailers, anywhere is better than here.” He took a drink of his coffee as his hands shook.
“I like the suggestion,” David said while holding his clipboard to his chest.
They both turned and walked back up the hallway towards William and helped him with the lights.
Neither of them noticed the door handle leading to the basement turning slowly, on its own. 
 
Chapter 55
 
Tom sat on his bed with the early morning sun coming through the window lighting up the room. He could hear a few birds outside on the tree chirping away to each other. The Ankh book on his lap. He slowly turned the pages reading a few lines at a time. He stopped on the fifth page. 
 
Joseph will wait until a gathering around the house and when the time comes the light will rise and he will strike. He must first defeat the chosen one. Then nothing will stop it him. 
 
He felt a chill go through his body.  He thought back to his dream. A dream, which kept him up the rest of the night. He looked up from the book, what did his grandfather mean about the gathering around the house? Could it be the crowd of fans who are expected outside the Baxter house tonight? No, There’s no way Grandpa would’ve known about the live show. 
He realized the more he read the book the more he was being taken in by it. How on earth could any of it be true? But still, something kept compelling him to read on. All the dreams he’d been having for the last few days, they had to mean something? Or was he making something out of nothing? The man with bluish-white eyes across the street when he was almost killed by the tree branch and car? Did they have meaning as well? Or was he seeing Joseph Henize on the streets because of his dreams? So many questions and no one to talk to for answers. Maybe when Ghostly Hauntings left town all the dreams would end? Maybe he was giving the book more meaning than it really had. On the next page he read. 
 
only from the source will Joseph be stopped, You cannot fight him on its ground, outside. Only at the source.
 
At the source? What did that mean? 
He jumped, he heard someone walking up the stairs. He knew he had only seconds to act. He quickly jumped up off his bed while holding the book tightly, so it wouldn’t fall on the floor. Only seconds to act. He reached over and placed the Ankh book on the edge of his dresser with one hand and grabbed the nearest book with the other. Not knowing what new book was in his hands. Whoever it was coming towards his door were only a few feet away. He quickly sat back down on his bed and opened the book to the middle pages. He looked down and realized the book was his science textbook, it would have to do. He noticed the book was upside down and quickly turned it over. Just as his dad stood at his open door.
“Hello, Tom.” He heard his dad’s voice.
He turned around making sure he didn’t look surprised. He wanted to look as though he was concentrating on the chapter about electricity. He slowly looked up and over at his father. What timing his dad had? Of all the people who could walk into his room while reading his grandfather’s book  
He made sure he didn’t look stressed or have a panicked look on his face. He tried his best to look relaxed. He figured it would be the best look to have when reading a science textbook. “Oh hello Dad, what’s happening?” He hoped his voice sounded calm.
He watched as his dad moved into the room and walked over to his bed. He wondered if his dad would notice the Ankh book on the dresser. He had hoped whoever walked up the stairs would just walk on by his room, not come on in. 
His dad slowly sat on the corner of his bed and placed his hands on his knees. Tom hoped his dad wouldn’t look over to his right. if he did, he would see the Ankh book for sure. He could feel his heart beating faster, but tried to act calm. He didn’t mind talking with his dad but wished he hid the book better than just leaving it on top of the dresser. 
His dad looked over to him.  “I wanted to say I’m sorry for how negative I’ve been acting about Ghostly Hauntings. I know it means something to you.”
Tom was caught off guard by what his dad was saying. He thought he would never come around to the show. He wished this conversation wasn’t happening in his bedroom with the Ankh book a few feet away. “Oh, that’s all right Dad. I know you don’t like ghosts, always looking at everything from a scientific point of view. Me too.” He held up the science textbook with a smile. He hoped he was saying everything his dad wanted to hear. He needed to find a way to take the conversation downstairs. Or outside for that matter. Anywhere, as long as it wasn’t in is room. “Always best to see something from both sides, even the paranormal.” Whenever he got nervous his voice always went higher. And he smiled a lot more than usual. With that thought, he quickly took his smile off his face. He moved his body more off the bed, trying to block the view of the dresser and Ankh book. “It’s a show. It’s not real.”
“No, it’s not just any show. It’s your favourite show. It means something to you. All these months I’ve been looking down on it, like it was pointless. I needed to realize that you enjoy it….”
As his dad talked he pretended to listen but was really thinking about placing the science textbook on top of the Ankh book. If his dad never saw the cover of the Ankh book he would never ask about it. Then again placing the science textbook on the dresser might call attention to it. 
His dad might look over. He knew the best option was to get his dad out of his room as fast as possible. The less time he was in the room the less time he would have to see the Ankh book.
“You know what would be a great idea, maybe we can talk about this with ice cream. We can sit down at the living room table and have a nice long talk, instead of being in this boring room.”
Tom could see his dad nodding in agreement. “That sounds good son, let’s do that.”
Great he thought, now he can get his dad away from the Ankh book. “Let’s head on down for some quality family time.”
His dad looked over to him. “You okay Tom?” He asked as he stood up “You sound different in a way.”
Tom smiled and jumped up blocking the view of the Ankh book. “Couldn’t be better dad. Let’s head off now.” He quickly tossed the science book on the bed. And started to push his dad towards the bedroom door.
“You must really want ice cream Tom. You’re practically pushing me out the door.”
“Yeah, love that ice cream. Let’s head on down the stairs.” Great the plan is working. Just a few more feet….
A loud thud echoed the room.
Tom jumped and stopped walking. He looked over his shoulder around the room.
“What was that?”’ His dad asked while stopping at the door.
“Oh, that?” Tom looked around wondering the same thing. He noticed the Ankh book was no longer on the dresser. Oh no, The book fell. How? He placed it on the dresser enough so it wouldn’t fall. Impossible.
“I think one of your school books book fell, I go pick it up,” his dad said.
“No!” Tom yelled out. And tried to push his dad out of the room. “It’s a book from school nothing more.”
His dad looked down at him confused. “Tom, what on earth are you doing? We’ll get the ice cream in one second. First I’ll pick up the book for you it’s not a problem.” 
“I’ll get it later.” Tom said hoping his dad would leave the room.
Tom watched as his dad walked by him and made his way over to the side of the bed. He watched as his dad picked up the Ankh book with a look of shock on his face. Tom could feel the same expression on his own face.
He knew he was in trouble now. He thought about running out of the room. 
Tom's dad turned and looked at him “Where did you get this?” standing by the side of the bed he held the book in his hand showing Tom the front cover.
Tom felt his heart beating quicker. He thought about lying. But his mind couldn’t work fast enough to come up with one. “I got it from… I followed a stranger, into the forest to a shack I’ve never seen before…inside was the book on a table.” He realized the truth was sounding like the worst lie ever told. The worst part was he knew it was the truth. But his dad wouldn’t accept it.
“What lies are you telling?” He said with his voice rising.
Tom didn’t hear his dad get mad often, but he didn’t know what else to say. In this case, the truth wasn’t setting him free. It was only making things worse.
Tom’s mother came running up the stairs and stopped by the bedroom door next to Tom. “What’s happening in here?” 
His dad didn’t say anything he held up the Ankh book. Tom could see his mother’s eyes go wide in shock. She gasped and covered her mouth. “Is that what I think it is?” She whispered to her husband.
He simply looked down without saying anything. His silence spoke volumes.
She turned to look at Tom. “How did you get your hands on that book?”
Tom didn’t know who to look at. He was afraid to look away from his dad and felt he needed to answer his mom. “I was trying to tell dad…”
His dad cut him off. “He came up with some story about a shack where the book was on the table.” his voice was low but stern.
Tom watched as his mom walked over to the bed and quietly speak to his dad. “You know. The book was never found.“ Tom could barely make out what was being said. 
“Impossible.” His dad yelled out. “There’s no way to explain how Tom came into possession of the book.” His dad took a few steps away, clearly frustrated. “Somehow my dad mailed it to him.”
Tom’s mom turned to him. “You need to tell us where this came from.”
Tom didn’t know what to say, he stood in silence for what felt like forever. “I followed someone through the forest during the night.” He whispered while looking down.
“Who?” His dad yelled out.
“I don’t know who it was,” Tom tried to say.
“You followed a stranger, into an unknown shack?” His mom asked.
“It’s not like that. There was something different about the man.”
“If you’re not going to tell me the truth maybe you shouldn’t go out to the live show tonight.” His dad called out. 
Tom jumped. The worst thing he could ever hear came from his dad.
“When you're ready to tell me the truth about how you got the book, you let me know.” His dad yelled out. “Until then you can stay in your room.”
“Dad I need to see the live show. it’s been my dream for months.”
“You can see it once you tell the truth.” He called out.
“I am telling you the truth.” Tom protested.
“All this time trying to teach you science, making you see the world for what it really is. So you’d avoid ending up like your grandfather. Telling me you followed a stranger into the woods into an empty shack isn’t true, we both know it’s a lie. Once you're ready to tell the truth come and see me.” Tom’s dad held the book in his hands and stormed out of the room.
Tom was left in silence. He didn’t know what to do. He told the truth and it got in trouble. Maybe he could tell a lie. But what lie could he tell on the spot? His dad might ask about details. He would have to make up even more lies. If he tripped himself on his lies his dad would get even more angry. He needed to see the live show. All this time of waiting and now this? It couldn’t happen. He turned to his mom
“Where did you get the book?” His mom asked in a soft voice.
“The same thing I told Dad. I found it in an empty shack in the woods. How on earth can I convince Dad?”
“The story does sound weird.”
“I know, but it really happened. Should I lie?”
“That wouldn’t help out.”
“But the truth isn’t working,” Tom called out.
“Maybe I will talk to him.”  She said softly.
“Will it work?”
“We’ll see.” She turned to walk out of the room.
“You can tell him I’ll take him to the shack itself. He can see it with his own eyes. Then he’ll believe it.” Tom walked back over and sat on his bed. Now the weekend truly was a mess. Now he was going to miss the live show. All this time of waiting and he might be stuck in his room. This was a nightmare, worse than any dream. At least he could wake up from his dreams. 
What was he going to do? He stood up and walked around the room. He looked at the clock, the minutes ticked away like hours. Was his mother able to talk with his dad? Would he be able to go? He paced back and forth around the bedroom floor. Now he really felt like the walls were closing in. Every nerve in his body jumped. It was worse than walking through the haunted house. This time more was on the line. He wished he never found the Ankh book to start with.
 
   
Chapter 56
 
Sunday morning 
 
Sarah Modesto stood in the front entrance of of the Ruby Restaurant. Reaching into her peruse she took out her cell phone and called her office. Her boss Richard picked up on the other end.
“Hi it’s me, I’m a few moments away from my second interview with Chris Minds. Checking in to let you know how everything is going.” She listened for a moment as her boss spoke. “Yes, the first interview went very well. Very detailed with his answers. I’m going to continue my questions to get a better understanding of who he is.” She listened a bit more. “Yes, after tomorrow morning I’ll be heading on back to the city. I have the third interview set up later today while he’s getting ready for the live show.” She paused for a moment. “Okay see you later, bye.” She hung up the phone and placed it back inside her purse.
She looked inside the restaurant and saw Chris Minds about halfway in, sitting at a table looking out the window to the garden outside. Every table in the restaurant was full. 
She figured the place was busy with Ghostly Hauntings fans in town. It seemed every store, restaurant and hotel was full. The restaurant itself was a large room with multi-massive rectangular windows on both sides. Letting the sunlight pour on through the place. The sunlight cast small little rainbows off of glass and cutlery across the white tablecloths. The rounded tables had white clothes over them with the sound of light chatter and moving knives and forks. 
She walked in and across the wooden floor, made her way over to Chris.  “Hello Chris,” she said as she approached the table.
Chris held his coffee cup in his hand and looked up to her. “Hello, Sarah good to see you again. Please sit down. Can I get you anything?”
“It should be me asking you,” She answered while pulling the chair out from the table. Sitting down she took out her pen and paper and had her tape recorder going. A waiter came over and she politely ordered coffee. She looked back to Chris. “I was thinking last night, you must have been popular in school with your classmates being able to talk with the dead?” She placed the tape recorder on the table. 
Chris sat for a moment and smiled to himself. He gently placed his coffee cup down with the sound of it touching the saucer. “No, In fact, I wasn’t popular. School was not a good place for a young boy with my ability. If you have any special ability people avoid you. In my first few months, I gladly told all my classmates about my ability. Thinking they’d accept me for it. Or  maybe make me popular. I was wrong, all they did was call me a liar, a freak. Instead of hanging out with me, they ran from me. Teachers told me to stop telling lies. My parents, who were wonderful people, wanted me to see a doctor. They believed I had problems in which sitting down with a doctor would help, fix.
“What did the doctors say?” She whispered looking down at her notes and taking a moment to glance up, 
“The doctor sat in his chair in his office, leaned forward with his hands together and smiled with his head to the side. He asked me in a soft carrying voice to tell him about the spirits I could see. I knew by the tone in his voice he was waiting to hear my answer, wondering if I should be locked up in his hospital or on medication while at home. The type of pills doctors don’t mind handing out like candy to their patients,  as long as they make money from it. So while I sat in the leather chair in his office I told him what everyone wanted to hear. I smiled while I lied, looked him in the eye and said I made it all up. That I couldn’t see spirits at all. He smiled again and asked about the spirits and how I knew so much detail. I said I had an active imagination.” He looked back out the window. “I figured he either bought my lies or didn’t push the issue.”
“He never wanted to believe in ghosts?”
“For some people, life is easier that way. I remember one morning while waiting in the doctor’s office on one of my usual Monday morning visits. I was in the waiting room sitting in a chair kicking my feet back and forth. I was so young my feet didn’t touch the floor. I was wondering what lies I was going to tell that morning. I looked up and could see an old woman standing next to the doctor while he talked to his secretary. I thought it was odd how the doctor ignored her. As though he never knew she was there. She was wearing a white long dress, as though she came from a hospital room. As you can imagine it struck me as being odd. Why would she be dressed like that in a psychiatrist’s office? the one thing I remember so clearly to this day was the look in her eye. She had a look of calmness and compassion. The whole time I sat back watching, I noticed the doctor never acknowledging her, it then came to me, she was dead. I was seeing her ghost. Something brought her to his office. I stopped kicking my legs back and forth, and watched closely. She turned and looked right at me, causing me to jump”. 
“She knew you could see her?” Sarah quickly asked.
“The strange thing about the dead, they know who can see them.” Chris whispered.
“Did the lady know the doctor?”
“Yes, she was his grandmother, she had been in the hospital for the last few weeks. Sadly she passed away before having a chance to talk her to her grandson”.
“She had something to say.”
“Yes, a message. She knew communication with her grandson wasn’t possible. His mind was blocking her out. Which is common with people who do not believe in ghosts.”
“Everyone can see ghosts?”
“If you want to, they’re all around.”
Sarah quickly made some notes.
“The lady walked into the waiting room, knelt down by my chair and  told me the message to pass onto her grandson. Needless to say, I was feeling nervous. I was very young and wasn’t used to having a dead person  talking to me. However, I knew I needed to act calm. If my parents next to  me, or the doctor a few feet away thought I was talking to a ghost, they  would’ve believed I was crazy. I might’ve been locked up in a hospital. I did my best to act as though nothing was happening while listening to the  spirit’s message. she needed to speak quickly, there wasn’t a lot of time before she had to enter the light.”   
Sarah looked up quickly. “So in the end this worked out for you? You could tell the doctor the message from his dead grandmother and he would believe you? This was the prof you needed.” 
David smiled lightly and shook his head. “Not as simple as that. You must understand. Some people will never believe in ghosts. If I told him the message he would think I was somehow tricking him, trying to scam him. You would be amazed how non-believers refuse to believe when they don’t want to. No matter what happens. You can present all the evidence in the world that ghosts exist. And if they don’t want to believe, they won’t.” 
“That’s crazy.”
“It’s the way the world is, some people won’t believe. They like it that way.”
“So then what?” Sarah held the pen close to the page ready with the answer.
“I had to make a choice, the toughest one of my life. If I walked into the doctor’s office and told him the message from his grandmother it would contradict everything I’ve said up until that point about not seeing ghosts. And find myself locked up inside a hospital psychiatric ward. Or I could hold back the information and lie. As much as I wanted to help his grandmother I still wanted to live a normal childhood and avoid being locked up in a hospital. I knew the doctor was saddened by the loss of his grandmother I knew I could’ve given him information about her being in a better place, which would’ve eased his pain. But, I was worried about losing my freedom and childhood. What was a boy to do?”
Sarah sat in silence for a moment “What did you do?”
David closed his eyes. “Something I regret to this day. I held back the message. I sat in his office and gave all the right answers my parents wished for so long to hear. I said my ability to see the dead was all made up. I knew in my heart his grandmother wasn’t happy. But I was a lonely confused boy, who had to make a decision without the help of any adults.”
“It’s difficult to understand why the doctor would refuse to believe you. If you told him something about his grandmother only he knew, he would’ve had to believe you. If it were me, I would’ve.”
Chris smiled and shook his head. “In a perfect world Sarah. Some people choose to believe in psychics, others do not. It's something I had to come to terms with it over the years. Those who don’t believe, you can never prove to them.”
“So, the doctor never got his message?”
“It’s painful to understand. In my world things are never straightforward. A few years later the same doctor came to me and he had become a believer in the afterlife.”
“Really? What happened to make him change his mind?”
“This time when the doctor came to me, he was a ghost.”
Sarah felt her blood turn cold.
“He had passed over after a car accident. I was in a park one morning sitting on a bench when a man walked over and sat down beside me. I didn’t look at me right away. I was lost in my thoughts.  He started speaking and I looked up. The first thing he said, was how sorry he was for not believing in me. I looked at the stranger and recognized him. A minute later his grandmother stood next to him. She looked over to me and smiled. She understood why I kept quiet. The doctor said he needed to see me one last time before crossing over. There was a moment of peace between the three of us. I sat back and watched as the two of them walked into the white light”. 
“Did anyone else know the light was there?”
“The park had many people in it that day, but I was the only one to see it. Everyone can see the light if they want to. But most people are too busy with their day to notice the little things. It’s too bad though. The dead are around us so much all the time. But people are lost in their world of money and bills they never see the other side as I do. And what a beautiful side it is. If the living could see the afterlife, the world would change. We wouldn’t care so much about money or war.”
“It must be a peaceful thing going into the light?”
“Yes, a warm peaceful place where all answers lie, as long as no one tries to control the light.”
Sarah paused a moment wondering what he meant. “No one can control the afterlife.”
“No one can fully control the light. But there is a way to trap ghosts who cross over and prevent them from completing the journey. Making them a prisoner.”
“Who would do such a thing?”
“Someone seeking immortality, might come across the knowledge.” Chris’s voice trailed off. He looked back out the window. 
Sarah could see something was bothering David. What did he mean, control the light? She knew not to press the issue. She was a rookie. Maybe a seasoned veteran reporter would know how to pull the answers. Today she knew to back off. “So… you also help young kids who believe they're psychics as well.” She figured switching topics was a better idea. Considering this was her first interview.
“Yes. It’s a new program I’ve started up.” He smiled, his voice sounding more cheerful. “When I was younger I wish I had someone around to help me with my confusion. I was left to figure everything out on my own. So today, I’ve started a program to help young kids who can communicate with the dead. Letting them know, they're not alone. The young kids feel alone and different, as though there’s something wrong with them. My job is to let them know they're different in a good way, a beautiful way. Whatever their power, reading minds, seeing the dead, knowing the future, time traveling. Kids all over the world have great gifts. The type of gifts the world doesn’t believe can exist. It’s Something to be proud of. It’s not a curse as I once believed, but something to be thankful for. I call the group Mind Powers. Letting them know they have a home, someplace to feel safe. Most kids who feel lost or confused in the world actually have a higher calling. Something is calling out to them, telling them a simple way of life isn’t for them. But they are called for something more. Kids need to know they don’t have to change to fit in. Just feel at home being themselves. They don’t need to change, it’s society that needs to change.”
“When did talking with the dead become a job for you?”
Chris smiled a bit. “It just happened. It never was my long-term goal. While in college a friend of mine, Terry, his mother passed away. We were at her funeral, he was pretty shaken up, as you can imagine. When the service was over and everyone was walking away in silence and reflecting, I noticed a woman in black standing a few yards away next to a tree. There was something about her, I couldn’t look away. No one walking past her paid any attention. I stood next to the casket while Terry was kneeling in prayer, saying his last goodbyes. The woman walked over and tried talking to him but Terry wouldn’t answer her. By now I understood why and who she was.” 
“She wanted you to tell Terry she was in a better place?”
“Yes, but telling a friend you can see his dead mother isn’t as easy as you think.”
   Sarah nodded. “Bad enough feeling the pain of loss of a parent.”
“He didn’t need me acting strange around him, making a mockery of the whole of the funeral. But it was something I needed to do. I couldn’t walk away from this like I did when the doctor’s grandmother had her message.”
Sarah looked at him in silence. “So what happened?”
“A few hours later back in the funeral home, I stayed with him as he stood in the darken room. Only the candles were lit. The smell of the burning candles lightly filled the room. The windows were tinted blocking out the early morning sun. I stood back trying to figure out what to say. I felt as though I was standing there for hours. I walked over to him and stood by his side in silence. I sat down in a black leather chair and told him I had a message from his mother. She wanted me to tell him she could watch over him, and he would never be alone.”
Sarah stopped writing. “How did he act?”
“As you could imagine he looked at me in shock and horror. He moved away from me and stormed out of the building. I knew if I didn’t do something quick I would lose him as a friend forever. His mother appeared out of the light beside me and told me to yell out the name Mr Funny Bunny. As you can imagine I had no idea what it meant, but I had no time to question it. I turned to Terry and yelled out the name. At the doors to the funeral home, he stopped. He looked over his shoulder at me and slowly walked back inside the room. His eyes were red from crying but also angry from his pain. He stood in front of me and fell to the floor crying.”  
‘Why?”
“You see Mr Funny Bunny was the name of his childhood doll. A light grey bunny rabbit dressed in a black business suit. It had long pointed ears and an orange carrot in his hand. When Terry was six, his mother bought him the doll and for the longest time he didn’t know what to name it. He held the doll in his hands staring at it, until his mother sat down beside him on his bed one morning and asked how Mr. Funny Bunny was doing? It was a name she came up with on the spot. He liked the name and called the doll Mr. Funny Bunny from there on in. He never told anyone at school the name of course, a bit embarrassed by it. It was a secret between him and his mom. He knew at that moment, in his heart, I could truly see his mother. He looked up and even though he couldn’t see her he looked in her direction knowing in his heart she was looking right back at him.”  
“You could see both of them?”
Chris nodded. “Yes, I stood back and watched mother and son look at each other, even though she was a spirit. She had a white light around her. it sparkled a bit.”
“Was Terry able to talk with his mother in any way?”
“He sat down on the black leather chair and his mother sat across from him. He would ask questions to her which she could hear and I would relay her message back to him. It would’ve seemed strange for anyone walking by, seeing Terry talking to thin air. But we both knew he was talking with the ghost of his mother. They talked for a few hours, she let him know she could watch over him from the afterlife. As all spirits can watch over their loved ones. No one is ever alone. Afterwards, as we drove back to the college I could tell Terry was a changed man. Not for the moment, but the rest of his life. A few years later he wrote a book about what he experienced. It was tiled Conversations with my dead mother. He changed my name to protect my identity, but it didn’t take long for some young reporter to put the clues together and figure out I was his friend in college. The next thing I know my phone is ringing nonstop. Authors writing books about the paranormal from all over the world wanting to talk to me about my ability. I was even surprised to find some of them on my doorstep from time to time. Talking with me on the phone wasn’t enough; they needed to see me face to face. It seems everyone in the world is writing a book nowadays on the paranormal. Everybody wants an interview. Before I knew it, strangers started showing up on my doorstep. Where they got my home address from? I don’t know.  They wanted to talk to their lost loved ones who passed away. I couldn’t bring myself to turn them away. I could see and feel the sadness in their eyes.”
“But this would’ve been great for you, you knew you could help them?”
He shook his head slightly. “No, inside I worried I would fail at helping them.”
Sarah felt confused “Really? Why would you fear your ability?”
“I knew I could talk with the dead, but could I call upon them anytime I wanted? It was something I never tried before; the dead came to me. I didn’t know if I could communicate with everyone’s lost loved one on the spot.”
“What happened?”
“The answer came quickly enough. I was in my small living room sitting on the couch talking with sad women, who still wore all black. She had lost are parents in a car accident. She looked me in the eyes and with the saddest, softest voice asked me if they were all right. I could feel the fear run through me, I didn’t know how to go about calling her lost parents. What was I going to say to her? Before I could say anything. I heard a deep voice behind me. I felt shocked, I knew the little lady and I were the only ones in the room. I turned around and saw a man wearing a suit and tie and a woman in a red dress. Her parents were standing a few feet back near the window. The woman on the couch was wondering why I looked so nervous.”
“Why would you be scared thought, you’d seen the dead before?”
“Yes, when I was out walking around, now the dead were in my living room, and they appeared out of nowhere. When the woman asked me about her parents, there they were, as though they were listening the whole time. A moment later I calmed down and was able to talk to the woman and tell her messages from her lost parents.”
“You gave her the peace she was looking for.” Sarah made a note.
“Yes, after the lady left my house I thought it was all over, until a few days later a man came to my door asking me if his wife was in a better place. Apparently, she lost her life and he was sad and scared for her, not knowing where she was. I knew right away she was fine.”
“How’s that?”
“Because his wife was standing right beside him the whole time. She was with him in spirit since her death. When he left his house, she was by his side, when he drove his car to my house she was sitting next to him. And even as he stood on my doorstep talking to me about her, she was right beside him and he didn’t know. The funny part was, I didn’t even know she was dead at first. I thought they both came to my door together, wanting to know about someone else, until he told me about her passing. That’s when my eyes went wide. I looked over at her and she nodded to me.”
“What message did you give to him?”
“I told him she was with him all along. I guess there was something in my voice, cause he believed me. It might’ve had something to do with her reaching out and touching his arm at that same moment. He told me he could feel her. Just a slight, cold, touch, but he knew it was her. What a difference it made in his life. He walked away from my place with a smile. It looked as though the weight of the world was off his shoulders. He looked happier than someone who won the lottery. And if you ask me, connecting with a lost loved one is better than winning the lottery
Sarah found herself nodding slightly as she wrote. 
“You see every time you lose a loved one they have the power to visit you any time you want You call out to them in your mind. They can hear you and they will stand beside you. You may not be able to see them, but if you close your eyes you can feel them in your heart.”        
“Since that time, do you ever get scared seeing the dead?” She asked while finishing writing her last sentence.
David laughed a bit. “No, I see them all the time now, it’s apart of me. I can never remember a time when I haven’t seen the dead. You need to remember ghosts are humans who are invisible. But they can see you and me and when it’s your turn to pass over they will be there to greet you. There is nothing to fear.”
 
Chapter 57   
 
Tom jumped when he saw his mom open his bedroom door. He looked at her with his heart in his throat. What was she going to say? She had no expression on her face. He couldn’t guess what she was thinking. What was the answer?
“So can I go?” He barely got out. Getting ready to hear the bad news.
“I talked with your Dad. You know he’s mad, but I told him this means a lot to you, and he said you can go.”
Tom’s eyes lit up. He couldn’t believe the good news. He felt the weight of the world leave him. 
“But your dad wants to talk with you after you get home. And you have to tell him the truth then.  Or you will be in a lot of trouble then.”
“Cool, sure, like I said I can take him there if he wants to.” He was too happy to notice what his mom was saying. “I should head out now before he changes his mind.” He grabbed his camera, autograph booklet and placed them in his pocket and took off out of his bedroom. “Thanks Mom.” He gave her a hug as he ran passed. 
She stood back caught off guard by his speed. 
He moved down the stairs and out the front door. He figured if he stuck around a second longer his father might start questioning him again, only making things worse. 
 
 
Chapter 58
 
She watched Tom leave the house and walked into the kitchen. She looked at her husband. “He didn’t mean to pry.”
He stood by the sink looking out the window. “Where did he get the book from? Even I have been looking for it for the longest time.” 
“Maybe he was telling the truth about following someone into the forest.”
He shook his head. “Impossible, the whole story sounds impossible. What if he tells people at school he found the Ankh book. Everyone in town will soon know. They will think he's as crazy as his grandfather, all the rumours and laughter will start back up again. We worked too hard to restore our family name. We don’t need this. He doesn’t know what lies ahead.”  
Lisa walked into the room. “Everything alright with Tom?”
Her mother nodded. “Maybe the weekend is getting to him.”
“I’ll keep an eye on him.” Lisa said.
“That would be helpful of you.” Her mom said with a smile. 
“Jane and I will hang out with him through the day. I’m not the show’s biggest fan but, I’ll make sure he’s doing alright. Besides, it’s not like I can do anything in this town this weekend anyways. Every store is locked up.” She smiled and walked out of the room.
Mr. Wilson looked out the kitchen window. “What if Tom discovers his true calling? How long can we keep the secret from him?” What if it gets him killed?” 
 
 
Chapter 59   
 
Tom stood at the corner of Bering Street waiting for Cliff. He arrived an hour early.
Cliff called out to him as he approached and asked him how long he had been waiting.
Tom lied and said he had gotten there a few minutes ago. He didn’t want to tell Cliff the truth about waiting an hour and be asked a million questions as to why. How would he explain to Cliff about the Ankh book and what happened with his dad. He couldn’t explain it to himself much less another person. 
They headed along the sidewalk towards the Baxter house. Along with half the town. All eager to get to the house and stand as close as possible. Hoping to appear on camera. 
“Tom wait up.” 
He looked over his shoulder and saw Lisa and Jane a few years behind 
“We want to come along.” She called out.
“You care about the live show?’ He said as she stood next to him.
“Of course, I pretended not to. Let’s face it, I may not watch the silly show, but this is the live event in our town. No one wants to miss it. Besides, there might be a few cute boys there who Jane and I can chat with.”
Tom rolled his eyes. Hanging out with him yesterday, now today. That’s Lisa for you. But he was thankful Lisa knew nothing about the Ankh book. Bad enough having his dad questioned him about it. He didn’t need an interrogation from her as well. 
He had no plans on telling everyone what happened. He was feeling bad about the whole thing but smiled on the outside anyway. He didn’t want Cliff asking him time and time again if he was alright. He had waited forever for this day to arrive and now felt horrible. How on earth could a perfect weekend turn out so bad? He should be happy, even the weather was nice.
A small part of him wished the weekend never arrived. He couldn’t believe he was even thinking such a thing. He knew he should’ve told his parents about the book right away. He knew they were always looking for it, but something held him back. But for some reason, he couldn’t shake the idea that Chris Minds was in Springbrook Gardens for a reason. Something more than a show. The idea was impossible, but he couldn’t shake it.
“…Right Tom?” 
Tom quickly looked up and over at Cliff.
“Right?” Cliff asked.
Tom didn’t have a clue what Cliff was asking him. He was so lost in thought he had missed everything Cliff was saying. Now Cliff was looking to him to agree or disagree. Tom decided to guess. “…Right”
Cliff started to laugh. “You have no idea what we’re talking about, do you?”
Tom had to confess. It seemed he’s been doing a lot of that today. “No sorry. I don’t know.”
“Thought so.” Cliff said. “I was saying to your sister, the Ghostly Hauntings crew will probably have security holding everyone back from the house by at least a block.”
“We will find out when we get there,” Tom said with a smile, still thinking a bit about the book.
“That was a simple answer,” Jane said.
Tom figured it would have to do. He looked back down the street they had walked up seeing the endless fans. It wouldn’t be difficult for anyone in town to know what house was being used for the live show. All they had to do was follow the huge crowds. A mass of people, young and old, parents with children, teenagers walking down the sidewalks from all directions making their way towards the Baxter house. It looked like a pilgrimage. The majority were walking on the road with the sidewalks already being full.
Tom was so lost in thought it barely dawned on him he was making his way towards the most haunted house he had ever known. On any other day, he would’ve avoided Maple Street altogether. Like most kids in the neighbourhood, when he walked to school he would take the long way around. He didn’t care if it added eight more minutes of walking time. He would’ve taken the long way even if it added eighty more minutes. Even the older teenagers in school admitted they feared the house. No one cared if they were laughed at in response. 
The funny part was, no one ever did laugh. You could be teased in school for everything else under the sun, but no one laughed at the idea of avoiding the Baxter house. 
Now he was headed to the very house. He could feel a nerves twitch his muscles. How on earth did he manage to walk up to the Baxter house yesterday while following the mystery man. What went through his mind? Even the idea of thousands of Ghostly Hauntings fans standing around the house next to him didn’t help his nerves. 
It was as if the house stared at anyone who dared walk by. He made the mistake of walking by the house once a few years ago. A mistake never repeated again. He could’ve sworn the house called out his name, ever so faintly.
As they approached Maple Street he could already see the endless row of massive white trucks parked along the curb. He took a moment to quickly glance up at the Baxter house to his left. Somehow the house looked smaller with the trucks next to it, not as scary. It looked as though the house met its match. 
Imagine a house being humbled by oversized production trucks. He was really beginning to enjoy Ghostly Hauntings coming to Springbrook Gardens. For the first time in hours, he felt somewhat happy. Who knows, maybe the positive feeling will last throughout the day and into the night.
“You think Chris Minds or Amy Lanko are inside one of those make-up trucks?” Cliff asked while pointing at the first truck in front of them. Cliff tried looking around the gathering crowds of fans. 
Tom’s eyes opened wide. Maybe Cliff was right. Amy could be inside one of the trailers getting ready. If they both hung around long enough close to the truck maybe they could meet her when she came outside for some air. The day was getting better, second by second. Judging by the massive crowds gathering around each trailer with pen and paper in hand, it looks as though he wasn’t the only one with the idea. 
Countless fans of all ages stood around with eager looks in their eyes waiting for the trailer doors to open. Hoping Amy or Chris would step out. 
It was still early in the morning and the show wasn’t scheduled to go live until the evening. But it wasn’t stopping the fans from showing up. He had a pretty good idea the whole area surrounding the Baxter house for blocks on end in every direction was going to be packed shoulder to shoulder hours before the show started. He knew from yesterday’s long line for the 109 Haunted House tour to get as close to the house as soon as possible. 
 He thought about his dad back home upset. Maybe in a few days after Ghostly Hauntings has left town everything will settle back to normal. What lie would he tell his Dad when he got home? He always knew the truth would set you free, but this time the truth was too hard to believe. He might as well tell his dad something crazy, like aliens were involved. Why not? The truth wasn’t working. Cliff even tried using that type of lie back in grade one. Tom couldn’t believe he actually found himself happy at the idea of his favourite TV show leaving town. If that’s what it took to get his father back, then so be it. 
They killed some time watching the crew move equipment inside and go about setting everything up. He couldn’t believe all the work that was needed for one show. It was nearing lunch time and Lisa decided she would walk over with Jane to “Larry’s Fish n’ Chips” store. She asked what Tom and Cliff wanted and headed over. 
 
 
Chapter 60
 
 
Inside the house, Mel looked out the front window. “Looks like the crew is now getting the large TV screens up next to the house.”
“Right on schedule.” David looked over his notes. “Everything is going according to plan. Soon, in a few hours we’ll go down in history as the biggest show of all time.”
Mel smiled. “That’s what I want to hear. We need to make sure nothing goes wrong.” He looked over at the large barrel next to the front door. “And that will be brought out at the start of the show.”
David nodded. “Yes. Amy will stand on the front porch, call the mayor up. He’ll be out on the front lawn at the start. After he’s standing next to her she’ll call for the barrel to be brought out and the winner will be chosen at that point. Tom… I mean the mystery winner will come up on the front porch to join her. Chris Minds will be called to the house and everyone will enter.”
Mel nodded. “I like what I’m hearing. Everything is set. I know it will go off without a hitch. Not even god could do anything to mess up this show.”
“As of now, we are more popular than god.” David flipped over a few pages on his notes and checked the middle pages. “Amy and Chris will be arriving soon.” He looked at his watch and back out the window into the crowd. “I just hope they can get passed the fans. There have to be thousands out there already. I know we’d be getting a huge turnout for the show, but this is crazy.”
“No need to worry about Chris,” Mel said. “Apparently Chris has a special trick on how to get passed the fans and into his trailer.”
“Really? This should be interesting”. David looked out the window and noticed how close the fans were to the house. “Tell me again why we don’t have fences set up around the entire block keeping the fans back? Why allow fans to be so close? It only makes set up more complicated.”
Mel walked over to the window and looked out. “We need the fans to build the hype. This show is all about the hype, take away the hype you have nothing. When the show starts the fans will go nuts when Amy and Chris walk from their trailer towards the house. The fireworks will be firing into the night sky. The viewers at home will love it. If we kept the fans back, the show would look boring. And remember the golden rule of television. Boring doesn’t sell. If the truth doesn’t draw ratings, lie if you have to, but sell, sell sell.”
 
Chapter 61
 
A few hours later.
 
Tom looked over to his left and watched Lisa and Jane walking towards him with two boxes containing an order of Fish n‘ Chips.
Tom’s eyes went wide. “Thank you.” He took the box into his hands. The smell made his mouth water. He could feel the heat through the box. If there was one thing he loved more than Ghostly Hauntings it was fish n’ chips. 
He sat down on the curb and placed a napkin on his knee, not wanting any grease to stain his pants. Cliff sat next to him already eating the fries. He opened the box and watched the steam rise up. He opened a package of tartar sauce and poured it over the fish and fries.
“Oh, how I love fish n’ chips.” Tom said with a smile as he stabbed his fork into countless number of fries. “The greatest thing in the world.”
Cliff was too busy chewing the fries to say anything out loud, he simply nodded with a smile.
Tom looked up to Lisa and Jane. “Where’s your fish n’ chips?” 
Lisa looked down to him. “We finished ours inside the store. We met up with Becky and hung out with her while we ate.” 
“That’s what took you two so long.” Cliff said, “We thought you were never coming back.”
Tom continued to eat as he watched the crew members carry furniture inside the house. They moved out of the truck and up the path towards the front door carrying a few chairs.
“They’re working away inside of there.” Tom sat while cutting his fish.
“What’s up with furniture?” Jane asked.
“I guess they want it make the house look as they it’s been lived in. Not an old empty house.” Lisa answered.
Fans from one side of the house to the other took non-stop pictures of every step taken by the crew.
“I never really thought about all the work that went into one show. I  thought they showed up with a camera and recorded whatever happens and then left.” Tom said.
“Who knew so many trucks were needed.” Cliff added. 
“I guess the producers want the best possible show.” Jane said.
“Imagine how many trucks there would be if they were making a movie.” Lisa added.
They all laughed.
A half hour later they finished their fish n’ chips and Cliff came back after throwing out the empty boxes.
“You will never guess who I saw arriving?” Cliff said in a whining voice.
Tom tried guessing as he stood up and looked over the sea of fans from where Cliff came walking from. He saw a group of adults wearing bright orange coats with black pants walking in a large group. All wearing black sunglasses with their usual look of arrogance and superiority. They made their way down the sidewalk towards the Baxter house. The fans already on the sidewalk made way for them and looked at them in awe. Some of the townspeople were taking pictures.
Tom shook his head. “I don’t believe it.”
“Who are they?” Lisa asked standing next to Tom.
“None other than Ghostly Ghouls members.” Tom answered while shaking his head.
“Aren’t they members of the most dedicated fan club of Ghostly Hauntings?” Jane asked.
“Don’t you love how they have to wear the brightest jackets getting everyone to notice them from a mile away. Talk about wanting attention.” Cliff stated.
“They think they own everything.” Tom added. “They actually look down on everyone else because they’ve memorized every word in every episode. Can you believe that? Soon they will be pushing their way passed everyone thinking they’re entitled to stand at the front of the Baxter house during the live show.”
“Their status means nothing in this town.” Cliff said.
“Common guys. Don’t let it get to you.” Lisa said. “We’re here for a good time. Who cares what they do.” 
“Didn’t their fan club set up the largest convention for Ghostly Hauntings last year?” Jane asked.
Tom knew she was right. He wanted to go to the convention, but exams stopped him. He still can’t help but feel bitter about missing it. Why did Ghostly Ghouls get all the fun? While he had to stay in town writing a math exam.
“I saw some of the pictures of the convention.” Cliff said. “Some of the fans who attended went dressed up as Chris Minds.”
“Yeah, I saw that on their website as well.“ Jane said. “I must admit a few of the guys had cool outfits. The long white hair, wearing all black, with the glass cane in hand.”
“Where on earth would they get a cane like that?” Lisa asked.
“Apparently some die-hard fan makes them,” Jane answered. 
Lisa looked over to Tom. “You should look into getting one.” 
Tom was lost in thought; blinked and looked around, “Oh sure, right.” He wanted to be the biggest fan. But compared to members of Ghostly Ghouls he was a nobody. Too bad something couldn’t happen where the world would know his name and see him as the show’s biggest fan.
“Is it true members of Ghostly Ghouls follow the Ghostly Hauntings crew to every shoot?”  Lisa asked.
Jane nodded. “I heard they stand outside the front doors of the production building all day long. Hoping to meet Chris Minds or Amy Lanko.” 
“No way? They can’t be that loyal.” Cliff added. “All day long? Don’t these people have jobs?”
“You’d be surprised what they’d do.” Jane said. “I heard some of them have even tried running inside the building passed the security guards trying to find Chris.” She laughed a bit. “I bet the producers love seeing them outside the house today.”
Cliff laughed. “Can you imagine if one of them wins the contest tonight?”
“That would be horrible.” Jane said. “Having one of them inside next to Chris and Amy live on the air. It would be a disaster.” 
Tom was feeling steamed as he crossed his arms. Truthfully it was more jealously. He wanted to be known around the world as the number one fan.  
“Speaking of buildings,” Cliff said. “Remember a few months ago when the Ghostly Hauntings crew were inside the abandoned mill.”
Tom quickly turned to Cliff. Feeling a rush of energy run through him taking his mind off the Ghostly Ghouls fan club members. “That episode was amazing.” He called out.
Cliff started to get excited. “Remember when the crew was so scared they tried running out of the building only to find the doors were locked.”
“Remember it?” Tom rolled his eyes. “I practically jumped out of my chair watching it, it scared me so much. It still turns my blood cold thinking about it.”
“How on earth did the doors get locked?” Cliff shook his head. “I’ve never heard of ghosts being able to lock doors before. If I’d been in the mill that night, I would’ve gotten out.”
“How?” Lisa asked.
“I would’ve moved so fast, I would’ve run right through the doors. Even if they were locked.” Cliff yelled out. Causing all of them to laugh.
 
Chapter 62
 
Tom watched the crew members setting up the large TV screens across the street. He turned to Cliff. “I guess if we stay on the sidewalk, we can watch everything happening inside the house on the large screens.” He pointed to the large screens being lifted by the crew.
Cliff nodded. “Right, There are so many TV screens being set up, up and down the street no matter where you stand you be able to see the show. But I won’t be watching the show with you out here.”
Tom turned to Cliff feeling surprised. “What? Why not?”
“Because I’ll be inside the Baxter house after winning the contest. I’ll be beside Amy Lanko throughout the live show.” He started to laugh.
Tom faked a laugh. “No way I will be winning the contest,” But did he really want to win? Sure it would mean being next to Chris Minds as he communicates with the dead on live TV. But on the other hand, it means actually being in the Baxter house with Joseph Heinze.
He quickly gave his head a shake. He had stopped thinking such absurdity. Let it go and have a good time. There’s no evil spirit called Joseph Henize. Let the producers read from the Isfet book all they want, nothing will come of it. 
He was lost in thought for a moment when he noticed Lisa waving her hand ever so gently by her side. He knew she was trying to get his attention, but why? 
He finally caught on, she wanted him to turn around. He casually turned not knowing what he was going to see. He noticed a woman walking by him. Wearing a dark coat with a large black hat and black sunglasses. 
He thought she looked kinda familiar, but he didn’t know from where. What was it about her? As she walked by she looked at him and quietly said hello and kept walking towards the white trucks out in front of the Baxter house. 
Then it hit him, he knew who she was. His heart shank, he couldn’t believe it. Amy Lanko just walked by him. He wasn’t used to seeing her covered up. Wearing a hat and a long coat. Normally she wears an expensive suits from a well-known designers. Tom could feel his heart spinning. He had dreamed about seeing her in person and how he’d win her over and make her laugh. Now she walked passed him and he said nothing. He felt like he was back in school talking with Cindy. Nothing ever changed. He knew he would never get a chance like this again. He lowered his head.
“Did you see that?” Cliff said to Tom as he ran over to him. “You know who that was?”
Tom slightly nodded with his eyes closed.
“Tom, that was…”
“I know.” He said.
“She walked right by you, did you say anything?” Cliff couldn’t control himself. “I was standing by her trailer hoping to see her, but instead she walked right by you.”
“I didn’t say anything. I didn’t know what to say. It all happened so quick. I didn’t even know it was her until it was too late.” Tom barely got out. “But she did say hi.” Tom tried to say with a smile.
“At least that’s something.” Cliff said. “I’m jealous.”
“You're jealous?”
“Sure, Amy Lanko walked by and said hi, more than I can say for me.” 
They both watched as the woman wearing a black hat and sunglasses casually made her way through the crowd towards the trailers. The crowd who stood looking for a bright blond haired woman in a white suit didn’t notice the women in black walking past. 
Before they could react, she had managed to walk up the three metal steps to her trailer, open the door and step inside, out of sight. By the time they caught on, there was a collective sigh from all the fans. They knew they had missed a golden chance as Tom had.
“I guess she had no choice but to wear a disguise to get into her trailer.” Cliff said.
“Sure if everyone here knew she was here it would’ve taken hours to move a few steps. Look at the crazy fans outside her trailer now.” Tom added.
Fans instantly surround her trailer like zombies, knocking on the door nonstop as hundreds called out to her. 
“She was able to get inside the trailer, now how does she plan on getting out for the show?” Cliff asked.
“Let’s hope the security can hold everyone back,” Tom said. 
“You have to admit though, even with the hat on and covering herself up she still looked like a movie star.”
“Have you ever seen someone so pretty?” Tom said lost in his own world. Now he was picturing himself talking to her as she walked by, and winning her over with his charm.
“I think that’s why they hired her,” Lisa said as she walked over.
Tom broke out of his daydream. “No, it’s not because she’s pretty, she’s really talented.” He said. “She’s a great host. And she works really hard. Very professional.” 
Lisa laughed. “Oh please.” She turned away.
A few birds flew overhead. Landing in a tree a few yards away from Tom. Chirping away as loudly as the Ghostly Haunting fans.  
Cliff looked down the street. ”I wonder how Chris is going to arrive?”
Tom was thinking the same thing. “Good question. After Amy arriving, now everyone will be on high alert. Any man with long white hair will be mobbed. I can’t imagine how Chris is going to sneak through this crowd.”
Cliff noticed a Limo moving down Maple Street and pointed, “I don’t think we’ll have to wait any longer for Chris Minds. Because ladies and gentlemen the man has arrived,” He yelled out. A few people standing close to him looked where Cliff was pointing.
Tom did the same thing. “What? Where?” He yelled out as he tried to figure out the exact spot.
A few blocks back from the Baxter house a white limousine slowly pulled up as close as it could get with fans standing on the road. The windows were tinted making it impossible to see who was inside. It didn’t stop everyone from guessing. 
Tom looked over at the fans who were camped outside of Chris Minds trailer and noticed all of them hastily making their way over to the limo. They started off with a quick walk, but soon turned into a flat out run. 
Within a few seconds, they were in a mad rush panic, screaming as they ran. They surrounded the limo calling out Chris’s name. Some were jumping up and down in excitement. Practically crying with joy. 
The driver, wearing an all white suit tried to open his door and step out. The tall man in black sunglasses could barely make his way to the back door of the limo. The door opened and a figure inside with long white hair stood up. In an all black pin strip suit. 
Tom knew it was the famous outfit of Chris Minds. And there he was, standing outside the limo in Springbrook Gardens, amazing. 
The sound of the fans screaming and cheering was deafening. All the birds in the surrounding trees took off. He never saw such a look of excitement. Looking practically possessed. He even found himself speechless looking at the one and only Chris Minds.
He knew Chris was never going to make it to his trailer. Having his limousine stop in the middle of the street was about the worst thing he could have ever done. What was he thinking? The number of fans gathered around calling out for autographs was endless. Talk about a mistake. 
He looked over to Chris Mind’s trailer and noticed the security guards were not rushing over to help out. In fact, they were leaning back against the trailer looking bored. Why were they standing back? Shouldn’t they be doing their job and helping Chris rush to his trailer? Granted it may not have been the best idea to pull a limo right up in front of the fans, but they should do something 
As he watched the guards in disbelief he saw a man with long white hair in a long black coat quietly making his way down the empty sidewalk coming from the opposite direction from the limo. Who now moved around to the back of the trailer.
Tom pointed it out to Cliff, who was busy taking pictures of the white haired man standing next to the limo. Cliff finally pulled himself away and looked over to where Tom was pointing.
“Wait a minute. You think that’s…?” Cliff barely got out.
Tom watched in disbelief. “It might be.” Followed by a smile.
Cliff looked back to the limo and then back to the white haired man who was now stepping into the trailer and back to the limo where a white haired man was smiling for the fans.
Tom noticed as soon as the mystery figure made his way into the trailer the other white haired man standing by the limo took off his wig and smiled for pictures. Everyone standing around the limo looked shocked and stunned. 
A silence fell over the crowd within a second. As if someone pushed a pause button. The fans all looked at each other and then back to the production trailer. At that moment they realized they were tricked and ran back over to Chris’s trailer, calling out for him.
Tom turned to Cliff in complete disbelief. “How do you like that?”
“That clever man.” Cliff added.
“Did Chris Minds just fool everyone in this town?” Lisa asked.
“He sure did,” Tom answered with a smile. “The man in the limo was nothing but a look-a-like to get everyone standing by his trailer to run on over. And when the coast was clear the real Chris made his way inside.”
“That was cool,” Jane said.
“The coolest thing yet. Forget about talking with the dead. He tricked us all with a lie.” Cliff added. “What else does the day have in store for us?” 
Tom looked back at the look-a-like who was now getting back inside the limo as the driver pulled away. Those two actors did their job perfectly. 
 
Chapter 63
 
Inside the Baxter house crew members Jerry Higgins stood in the living room as Clark Lamb stood across from him with a large couch in between. They moved it closer to the front window making sure the cameramen would have enough room to move about without bumping into anything. 
“David said he would prefer the couch closer to the window?” Clark asked.
“Sure did. If that’s where we wants it that’s where we put it. Not a problem for me.” Jerry said while chewing his gum. The sound of the tools hitting off his tool belt echoed the room. “As long as we don’t have to move it upstairs.” He said and chuckled.
Clark laughed as they placed the couch down. “You got that right.” He took a moment to look around the living room. “The producers are pulling out all the stops for this show.” 
“You can say that again. They say it will be the biggest show in history. You’ll be able to tell your grandkids you help set it up.” Jerry said and laughed.
“We all have to do our part.” Clark joked.
They jumped when they heard a voice coming from the hallway.
“You hear something?” Clark asked while looking around the room. “Thought I heard someone call out.”
“It sounded like Kris.” Jerry stood frozen, too afraid to move. 
“Yeah, that’s what I thought. As though she was calling out for help.”
“That’s impossible. She’s not even in the house. No one has seen her all day.” 
They both stood still without making a sound. They slowly began walking around the room. Jerry peeked out into the hallway as Clark looked into the kitchen.
Jerry looked back at Clark. “Maybe …it was our imagination?”
Clark continued looking around. “How could we both hear it at the same time?” A few seconds later he looked to Clark. “I can’t see anything. I don’t know what just happened. Let’s get back to work.”
“Good point.” Jerry quickly said.
The two men left the house out the front door. Moving faster than they had all day. Neither of them noticing a small white light sighted under the basement door.
 
Chapter 64
 
Tom’s father walked down the staircase and into the kitchen. Leaned on the counter and shook his head in disbelief.
Ms. Wilson walked in from the living room. “We can talk with him when he gets home.”  
Mr. Wilson nodded. “The show will be over and everything will get back to normal. Soon the crew will leave and this silly weekend will be over. I don’t understand it. How did he get the book? I’ve been looking for it for years. And I find it in his room?”
“I don’t think he meant anything bad by it. It’s a fun show for Tom.”
“What if he thinks this will lead to ghost hunting? Everything his grandfather filled into his head. He should be like other kids running around having fun. This weekend might mess up his head. Next thing you know, I’ll be placing him in a hospital as well. Right next to my dad. We can’t risk Tom finding out his true secret.”
“That won’t happen. Like any other kid. He will find something new and forget all about ghosts in a few weeks. Kids are like that. they get involved in something and run with it. Then get bored and move on.” 
“I hope my grandfather hasn’t warped his mind too much. I’ve worked as hard as I can to teach him about science. Letting him know, that’s the path he should follow. Can’t have him being laughed at by everyone in town.”
”It’s something you want for him.”
He crossed his arms. “It’s safer that way. Can’t be chasing ghosts and end up acting crazy. I’ve seen it happen. My father actually wanted me to be a ghost hunter like him, can you believe that? What kind of father teaches his son ghosts are real.” 
“What did you do with the book?” She asked.
Mr. Wilson paused for a moment. “I put it in our room. On the dresser. I don’t know what I will do with it.”
“Maybe we can hide it in the attic.”
Mr. Wilson laughed a bit. “Knowing Tom he might go looking for it up there. End up walking down a road we don’t want him on. Something that could lead to his death.”
 
Chapter 65
 
Tom and Cliff waited and waited. Tom kept checking his watch, ever so slowly the hours ticked away. The crowds around the house kept getting larger. Block after block. It got to the point where he couldn’t see the end of the fans gathering. Everyone who stood around was edgy, fidgety, taping their hands on their side, unable to stand still. It seemed every five seconds someone took a picture, either of the house, the crew or the fans gathering. The chatter got louder with each passing hour.
He knew Cliff was nervous because he wasn’t speaking. Cliff loved to talk if he wasn’t speaking it meant something was freaking him out. 
Cliff pointed out the cameraman climbing on top of the production truck. Everyone watched as the crew member began setting up their cameras. Tom guessed the cameraman was going to shoot wide-angled shots of the house and fans. He might get on TV after all. Along with thousands of other fans all standing around. He knew he was a few hours away from the big moment. It felt like days away though. Funny how time could do that. minutes could feel like hours. Or days could feel like months.  
 
   
Chapter 66
 
Inside Tom’s house a figure wearing black made its way past Tom’s bedroom. Down the hall towards the Wilson’s master bedroom. The figure moved slowly across the carpet floor making sure to remain silent. Making sure no one else would hear anything. The door handle on the bedroom door slowly turned. The dark figure made its way inside and walked over to the dresser and picked up the Ankh book. 
The figure then moved silently across the carpet with the Ankh book under its arm. Closed the door behind it and slowly moved down the staircase making sure not to make a sound. The figure made its way through the kitchen towards the sliding glass doors. Opened it a few inches without making any noise and handed the Ankh book to someone waiting outside.   
 
Chapter 67
 
Sunday evening…
 
Inside his make-up trailer, Chris Minds leaned back in his chair. Wanda his make-up artist combed his hair back. She ran the comb through multiple times making sure every hair was perfect and smooth. Bright lightbulbs ran up and down around the large mirror across from Chris lighting up his face in bright white light. Chris had his eyes closed, lost in thought. Wanda held a comb in one hand and gently sprayed Chris’s hair with a touch of hairspray in the other. It usually took about ten minutes to make sure his hair was  right.
Sarah sat next to him in the black make-up chair. She knew she only had a few minutes left of Chris’s time. She found herself amazed on how her opinion of Chris had changed in the last few days. 
Before meeting him she believed his psychic abilities were a complete scam. A man who lied to people about lost loved ones in order to get money and attention. Now, sitting next to him and having learned a bit of his life story, she now was beginning to understand. She knew she would never be able to sense what he sees, but then again, so few could. The most she could hope for was to try and understand his complexity. 
When she first heard Chris referred to his ability as a curse then she was taken aback. She was beginning to understand why he would say such a thing. Now she understood why Chris had difficulty fitting in. No one in their right mind goes around telling people they're a psychic. It only leads to laughter and rejection. 
Yes, it’s true Chris could’ve kept his ability a secret, but chooses to speak out because he could help people. He knew he would be called a freak, he knew the world would reject him. Why wouldn’t they? She did at first. Now she wanted to write an article letting the world know who he is and what a difference he could make.  
The day was getting shorter and she knew Chris could only finish the last part of the interview in the make-up truck. She knew he would’ve preferred a one on one conversation in a quieter place, but this was the only time he could afford, she understood. 
She wouldn’t be the first reporter to conduct an interview with someone in a make-up chair. In a way, she felt like a real reporter now. She placed the tape recorder on the desk in front of her. Looking at all the makeup on the counter she guessed Amy Lanko was in this trailer not too long ago getting ready.
“Have you come to peace with your ability?” she asked.
Chris thought for a moment. “It took a while. Even to this day, like when I was a child, I take walks through cemeteries so I can say hello to anyone walking around, or should I say spirits walking around.” He said with a smile.
“You can see ghosts in a cemetery?” 
“Some spirits walk the earth not knowing they're dead. I like helping them find the light. It’s something I do, without the cameras following me.” 
“Speaking of cameras, you are now the star of the biggest show on earth, how did that come about?”
Chris thought back. “It was a Friday night many years ago. I was working on stage in the city, I had a show where I would talk with the audience, and talk to their lost loved ones, and tell them messages from beyond. I finished the last show of the evening. I was resting in my hotel room when a call came through. It turned out to be Mel Morton. He told me about a new show he was putting together called Ghostly Hauntings. They needed a psychic who could call out to the spirits in haunted locations and asked if I wanted the job.”
Sarah looked up. “You must have jumped at the idea right away?”
Chris was silent for a moment. “No, not really. I held back for the longest time.”
“Really? I thought you would’ve taken the job. You could help so many people. The public would see you on T.V. talking with the dead and would be comforted knowing there’s an afterlife.”
“That was my hope. But I was concerned I would only come across to the public as a nut. There are enough of them on T.V. already. I was concerned the viewers would laugh. I had enough of that in my life from classmates and neighbours. I didn’t need it from strangers on the street after seeing me on T.V.  Or worse of all, people might think I was a scam artist lying to innocent people.”
“What made you do it then?” she asked quietly.
“Like you said. I thought about all the people around the world who had lost a loved one. Who would’ve liked the chance to talk with their loved ones one last time, but would never get the opportunity. So I decided to be a part of the show. Hoping anyone watching who was saddened by the loss of a loved one would see me talking with the dead and know their loved ones are out there. That there’s more to life than living.”
“What have you gotten from this show?”
Chris thought for a moment. “I set out to help people recover from the pain of losing a loved one. If people watch the show and I help with their pain. Then I believe I’ve done my job. It’s not about the money, not about the fame. It’s about helping people.”   
“How do you respond to the critics who say psychics are fake?”
Chris smiled a bit. “Well, you can’t convince everyone. Like the doctors who studied me when I was young. There will be those in the world who believe in psychics. And there are the ones who don’t. There’s nothing you can do. No matter how much evidence you put in front of them they will never believe. For some people, it’s safer not to believe. And they would like to keep it that way. A ghost could walk right up to the skeptics and still they will not believe.’
“They refuse to believe?”
“Yes, they want their world to be black and white, simple and controllable. The idea of the afterlife and the living not being to understand it, fills their world with shades of grey. Their world is no longer straightforward and convenient. A world where things are beyond their understanding and organized. So they disagree with the whole idea. And for me? I have to move on and help those who do believe.”
“What do you expect from today’s live show?”
“I hope the same as all the other locations. Call out to the spirits and they give me a sign they can hear me. I would like to find out as much as I can about the lost spirits. Maybe help them move on to a better place. Let them know about the light. And how they can enter. I always like the idea of helping people into the light. When the world learns to see spirits, the world will change.”
“Seeing as how some homeowners use a haunted house as a money maker from tourists. Have you ever come across a homeowner who does not want you to help guide the spirit into the light? But rather have you say yes to the house being haunted so they can market it as a haunted house?”
Chris nodded. “Many times. There are people who will use trapped spirits as a money making tool. There are some inns and hotels which are famous for being haunted. Guests stay overnight in the hotels hoping to see a ghost. If you took away the ghost in those locations, the owner would lose the income.”
“Turning their haunted hotel into an ordinary hotel.” Sarah added. “Right. Do some owners ask you not to send the lost spirit into the light?”
“Some owners have asked me to walk through their place and wanted me to say yes to it being haunted so they can write my name in their travel brochure. Using me as a marketing scheme. Saying to everyone. Yeah, come to our hotel and spend the night. Psychic Chris Minds says there’s a ghost. Yes, it is possible. But I tell everyone right at the start, if I see a ghost, in good conscience I must help the lost spirit into the light. I cannot leave a place knowing I left a spirit behind to be used as a marketing gimmick. All ghosts are humans who have failed to enter the light, for whatever personal reason. Some fail to enter because they don’t know they're dead. They died so suddenly, they believe they're still alive. Others don’t enter because their death might’ve been a murder and they want the guilty individual to be caught and punished. Some stay behind because there’s a place on earth they felt happy and safe while alive. And they remain there even after death. Some of the dead are adults, others might be children. I cannot let these sad lonely spirits stay trapped on earth. Especially the children. Lost spirits are not slaves to be used by the living to make money off of. They need to be free. Imagine if you were a spirit, trapped on earth wanting to enter the light to be reunited with your lost family. And you see me walking through the house and not helping you because I want you to stay trapped so the homeowner can make money off of you. That wouldn’t be right.” 
“When you call out to the dead do you hear them as you're hearing me now?  How do you talk to the dead?”
“I’m a quiet person when talking to the dead and the dead are quiet when talking back. All psychics hear the spirits in their minds. Not as a loud voice. It’s all done in the heart and mind.”
Sarah thought for a moment. “But on the show, the ghosts hit the walls, chairs move, slam doors. Is that not ghost communicating?”
“I’ve never known ghosts to move chairs or slam doors. In all my life spirits talk to me in my mind. in one episode of Ghostly Hauntings a table moved, the public thought it was a ghost, now chairs and tables move all the time in every episode, Isn’t that funny.” Chris said with a smile. 
Sarah wasn’t sure what to make of Chris’s smile. “Do you believe this show will be any different since it’s live?”
Chris paused for a long time. “There is an evil force in the Baxter house which the public is unaware of. I knew when taking this job as, this day would come. This evil needs to be dealt with. It’s been a long time in the making. I knew if I stayed with the show long enough the evil and I would cross paths. Only the chosen one can defeat the evil. The world will see it happen on live TV.”
Sarah paused and looked up from her writing “And you’re the chosen one?”
Chris shook his head and whispered, “I wish I were. I wish the chosen one would not have to go through with this. He may not be ready.” Chris looked into the mirror.
“What does the evil want?”
“To finish its goal, taking over other people’s souls.”
“Sounds like something out of a science fiction movie.”
“I know. The worst part about all this is, it’s true.”
“When did you learn of the evil?”
“The man who changed my life, taught me about the evil, letting me know this day would arrive. I was asked to visit a hospital for the criminally insane. I was told a man was brought in kicking and screaming about the afterlife and evil wanting to take over the world. The doctors asked me to talk with the man. The doctors wanted me to tell him evil spirits don’t exist. When I first met the man I believed the doctors were right about him being crazy. I never believed evil could exist in the first place. I believed everyone was good after they died. However, over the years I’ve learned to believe otherwise. The man who I met in the hospital truly had seen evil. He wasn’t crazy. He was speaking the truth.” 
“How do you know?”
“It’s what he said. People believe evil is something you become after a life of neglect and narcissism. By hurting others for your own selfish needs. But this evil is different. It didn’t care about material goods or ego. It wants to trap everyone’s soul before they reach heaven after entering the light. Enslaving them forever.”
“How did he save your life?”
“I needed to fight a demon at one point. Many years ago, it was a dark cold castle. Something out of a horror novel. I thought I would fail. But what he taught me ending up helping me. If it weren’t for his teaching I would’ve failed. I would’ve been caught off guard by such evil. He made me see there’s more out there than just good spirits. Now together we will guide the chosen one hopefully to victory.” 
   
Chapter 68
 
The door on the side of the production truck opened and Scotty Woods the director for the live event walked up the three metal steps and into the truck. He looked around and greeted the crew members already setting up. 
He had spent years building a reputation as the best director of live events. Staying cool under fire, no matter what went wrong. Nothing ever did go wrong under his control. He made sure all the bases were covered. Learning in the best university for television and starting out earlier in life, allowed him time to build his name. Now tonight was going to be his time to shine. The world was about to see his directing skills, he knew directing blockbuster movies was around the corner.  
He spoke to the crew. “Okay, people we’ve been over everything a few hours earlier in the production meeting. I know this shoot will go easy and smooth. There will be no problems and I know everyone will remain calm. The largest audience in TV history shouldn’t cause anyone to worry.” He walked over and sat in his director’s chair, like a captain at the helm about to head off to sea. 
He looked straight ahead at the wall made up of monitors. Each TV screen he looked at was a feed coming from each camera outside the truck. He looked at the monitor directing ahead of him. Whatever was on that screen the public saw at home. It was his job to make sure the images on that centre screen were the best angle possible with great lighting. A few crew members sat in front of him. Whatever he called out for, they did. If he wanted camera two up, it was their job to push the buttons to make it happen. 
The audio man sat in his isolated booth behind the director. Making sure the audio feeds coming into the truck were smooth and clear. Scotty looked over to the wall at two phones. One black, one red. The black one was a directed line to the TV station. The red phone was a direct line to the president of the network. Everyone in the truck feared the red phone. If it rang there was trouble. The boss never phoned the truck to chit-chat. Everyone knew if the phone rang, someone was out of a job. Scotty never feared the red phone.  He knew nothing was going to go wrong on tonight’s shoot.
 
Chapter 69
 
 
David couldn’t help but walk around the Baxter house feeling his heart racing. He looked over to Mel he was sitting on the couch in the living room reading a book. He wondered how he could always remain so calm. He looked at his watch and again checked over his list. Checking it over time after time. Making sure he didn’t miss anything. 
He knew the fireworks were in place. He knew the lasers were ready to go. All the furniture had arrived and was in place. The cameras and lights were checked off on the list. Scotty the director was ready. The large screens were set up on each block. The security guards were on standby. Soon, the show would be starting. There was no turning back now. Moments away.
Mel casually looked up from his book and checked his watch. Closed his book and gave David the thumbs up. And with that, the crew all came to life. Martin Bilan the head cameraman pulled the camera onto his shoulder and checked the white balance. Tony stood at the top of the staircase on the second floor camera in hand ready to go. When the crew made their way up the stairs he would be ready to take over as head cameraman. Daniel Babel the sound man put his headphones on and checked over his equipment making sure the sound levels were right. He checked one last time to make sure the batteries in the microphones were fully charged. Mel called out to the director in the production truck to check in, and was told everything looked good from their end. He calmly stood up from the couch and walked over to David who was sweating bullets.
 
 
 
Chapter 70
 
Tom looked around at the crowd. He had never seen so many people in his life. The sea of heads went on forever. Blocks in both directions, every street and sidewalk. The nervous chatter throughout the crowd never died down. 
Everyone as anxious as he was. The show’s start was moments away.  The town’s population had doubled within the last few hours. The number of people from out of town was huge. He felt like he was living in the city. 
He looked up at the massive floodlights overhead. As high as the tree tops. They had been turned on while the sun was up, now with the sun gone down it was still as bright as daytime, it was hard to tell the difference. The floodlights were set up across the street on opposite sides of the house pointing at the front porch. The light reflected off the white production trucks making it difficult for some to see. 
Throughout the day Tom and Cliff watched the pyrotechnics crew go about setting up the fireworks and lasers. He knew without a doubt the show was going to be amazing. Chills ran through his body.  
The crowd were in awe when the large TV screen were turned on, one after another, block after block. They rested on their own stands a few feet above the crowd’s heads. People standing further back would now see what was happening inside the house during the live show. Cliff said he wanted a TV screen that large for his own bedroom. Everyone on the street watched and laughed when a crew member kept making funny faces into his camera, which was broadcasted on all the screens. 
Neighbours stood on their front porches watching, talking to visitors from out of town. Tom looked around and liked the location they stood. They were half a block back from the Baxter house. He didn’t want to admit it out loud, but he felt it was close enough. He didn’t want to get any closer to the creepy house.
Everything he could’ve possibly hoped for was unfolding in front of him. He took the moment to look around. He took a deep breath and felt proud of his town, for pulling off the greatest weekend they had ever seen. Seeing everyone gathered in one spot. Knowing his favourite TV was in town. He felt a warm smile inside. There was no more worry about the possibility of the show cancelling. No more stress of waiting. It was here, and he was going to enjoy it. 
He was able to let go of the silly idea of the Ankh book being real. He knew deep down inside there was no truth to it. He was all hyped up about the show coming to town. Wanting to make himself a part of the weekend event. Not wanting to be a spectator, but be something more. Wanting everyone to admire him like Ghostly Ghouls. Hoping to impress people like Cindy Clark. Now he understood, have fun with it. He didn’t need to be the centre of attention to have fun. 
Now that he had more time to think about it he felt silly thinking the Ankh book meant something. That his dreams were some kind of message. In reality, it was all brought on by stress and nerves. The book wasn’t real. He should give himself permission to have a good time.  
He knew he wasn’t going to win the contest. The odds were against him. Some lucky fan would, but not him. Hopefully no one from Ghostly Ghouls. However, standing outside during the live show was as good. No, he didn’t get the opportunity to meet Chris Minds walking along Main Street, but at least he got his autograph on Saturday at the Ghosts in the Park. The tree branch falling and the car almost hitting him will always be a mystery, but after this weekend  he’d probably forget about in time.
He didn’t know what he was going to write about in the next school newspaper. But he knew it was going to sound great with a lot of details. 
And the mystery man he’s been following around town for the last few days? Probably some stranger he’d been stalking. He felt embarrassed.  Some poor old man, minding his own business and Tom’s been following him around. He hoped he wouldn’t run into the man in the next few days. He might get an ear full.
Spending the day outside watching the crew set up was what he needed to clear his mind. And did it ever work. Making peace with his dad will take time, but he knew his dad was cool. It would all fall into place. 
Let the producers read from the Isfet book during the live show, nothing bad was going to happen. He couldn’t help but smile, in fact, he wanted to laugh. For the last few days, he has been feeling nothing but pressure. And the only pressure he felt came from himself. Now for the first time this weekend, he was going to be happy. He knew as if this moment nothing bad would ever happen through the rest of the night.
“This is great,” Cliff said. “So much more than I expected.”
“I know how you feel,” Tom said smiling for the first time.
They both looked around. “You know the fans go back block after block in all directions. Most of them can’t even see the house.” Cliff called out.
“I think they want to be here, so they can tell their friends many years from now. I was there.”
Cliff couldn’t contain his smile. “The biggest show In TV history, can you believe we’re here seeing it happen live.”
“And it’s in our town.” Tom never lost his smile.
“We’re living this dream,” Cliff called out neither of them could stand still, the excitement was too much.
Tom looked at his watch only minutes before show time.  
 
Chapter  71     
 
Inside the production truck, Scotty sat down in the director’s chair with his lucky cowboy hat on. A hat he was given on his first director’s job from an older producer. Who told him he had the right stuff. He breathed deeply and relaxed. He was so calm he nearly fell asleep a few minutes before airtime. He asked the cameramen to check their levels. Talk a bit with the sound men making sure they were all ready on their end. He joked a bit with the crew members inside the truck. He knew this was his ticket. The world would see him directing the biggest show in TV history. And it would be live. After this he would be directing movies. The money was going to come rolling in now. 
 
                                 *                        *                       *
In Tom’s house, Ms. Wilson walked over and sat down on the couch. Turned the TV to channel three. Mr. Wilson walked from the dining room and stood at the doorframe of the living room, but did not enter. 
 
 
                                 *                      *                          *
Inside the house, David kept looking at his watch making sure everything was on schedule. Mel came back into the living room from the upstairs. He gave David the quick hand signal letting him know the strings were in place throughout the house. When the time was needed Mel would pull the strings causing objects to move on their own. David knew Mel was going to attempt the craziest thing ever seen on TV. He hoped it would go off well. It was live, if he messed up there would be no editing it out. The world would see everything.  
David used his cell phone and called Amy’s Trailer making sure she was ready. He then put a call into Chris’s trailer checking to make sure he was ready.
 
                                  *                     *                          *
 
Tom and Cliff stood outside the house not being able to stand still. There was an electric charge running through the crowd. In fact, no one could stand still. Everyone knew the countdown was on. Months of waiting and it was seconds away from starting. It felt like New Year's Eve countdown in a large city. 
Some chatted away, others held their breath. Some holding hands in nervous anticipation. Some took pictures.
“This is it people,” Tom yelled out as he looked at his watch. The second hand was ticking up to eight o’clock.
     
                                  *                      *                          *
 
Inside the director's truck. Scotty turned to his crew. And in a calm relaxed voice said, “Alright people in places, we’re about to go live. Queue the music.
TVs all around the world were tuning in. Within seconds a new record for most viewers had already been set.
Scotty leaned forward in his director’s chair and called out. “This is it people we are live in five, four, three, two. One. Roll the intro credits”.
 
Outside thousands of fans watched as the opening credits appeared on the large screens. The theme music played throughout the speakers next to the TV screens. 
“This is it baby we’re live.” Cliff yelled out. 
Everyone from block after block started to cheer. Sounding like a jet taking off. Watching the screens never looking away. They all cheered when the faces of Amy and Chris appeared in the opening credits. The credits ended with the words Ghostly Hauntings appearing on the screen followed by the words LIVE. Which got the crowds roaring again. 
 
Scotty gave the pyrotechnicians crew the cue. As the cameraman outside the Baxter house on top of the truck zoomed out showing a wide angle of the Baxter house.
The fireworks shot up lighting up the sky, exploding into a variety of colours. Massive white Spotlights on both sides of the house waved back and forth into the night sky. The crowd cheered with every firework that shot up. Smaller spotlights waved back and forth throughout the crowd. The cameraman on top of the truck turned to catch the fans who lined the streets waving. When the fans saw themselves in the screens they started to cheer. 
 
Tom and Cliff looked up at the screen and knew they were somewhere in the sea of fans who were waving at the camera. They were lit up every few seconds from the spotlights waving over them. The music was vibrating under their feet. Echoing throughout the town. 
To his left Cliff was jumping up and down and dancing away, even Lisa was cheering.
 
Inside the production truck, Scotty sat back relaxed and calm. Told the cameraman on the front porch to pan back and forth capturing the fans at street level. Who were cheering away. 
 
Ms. Wilson sat on the couch watching. She tried looking for Tom and Lisa in the crowd. Mr. Wilson watched from the doorway while looking over some business papers. He looked up every so often to the TV.
 
Mel and David stood inside the house watching the fan’s reaction. Mel nodded to David knowing the fans were buying every second of it. He knew he could do no wrong from this moment on. He couldn’t help but think of the money. He lifted the cell phone and put the call into Amy’s trailer. Telling her it was time for her entrance.
A voice echoed throughout the speakers next to the large screens. “Ladies and gentleman, fans of Ghostly Hauntings. Getting ready for the host of your favourite show.  Here’s Amy Lanko”.
Inside the production truck, Scotty told camera one who was standing on the front porch to get ready with the shot of her coming out of her trailer.
 
Fans started cheering more as they all looked at her trailer.
“Where is she? Where is she?” Cliff called out.
“Not yet, you have to wait a second,” Lisa yelled out. The area around Tom and Cliff was packed In a small area that could hold ten there had to be over fifty.
 
Mel watched from the bay window, knowing the ratings had to be through the roof. He gave the cue for the security guards to rush in around Amy’s trailer.  
 
The front door of Amy’s tailor opened. The lasers around her trailer and the Baxter house went off. Shooting green and red beams, into the air. Some lasers spun around and were waving back and forth. The crowd couldn’t stop cheering. The security moved around the front door of the trailer. Tightly locked arms getting ready to keep the rushing fans back. Amy stood at the door and waved to the fans before walking down the few steps towards the sidewalk as the fans went crazy. The noise level was louder than anything Tom had ever heard. The lights around the house never stop flashing and spinning into the night sky. Red and green fireworks blasted up into the night sky. The show’s theme song continued to blare over the speakers.
Tom and Cliff could see the top of her head as she moved. They looked at the large screens as they cheered the loudest. The fans all up and down the street had their hands in the air waving as they cheered.
Security guards in their bright yellow coats held their arms together tight. They slowly made their way along the sidewalk towards the front of the Baxter house.  
Fans all around her called out to her over and over, as she smiled back. The noise level was at high disable levels. Massive floodlights on top of the trucks and along the sides of the house were pointed at her as she moved. Fans who were only inches away from her all called out her name and tried taking pictures as she moved. The camera flashes never stopped. Fans had huge smiles on their faces as she walked passed each one. The security guards had only a few feet to work with. The production trucks were parked on the road and the fans filled up the sidewalk, making it difficult to move about. Amy kept her head down and moved forward very slowly.
   
Scotty had camera one stay on her throughout the whole shot. It was quiet and peaceful inside the production truck as he sat back in the nice comfortable seat. Any order given out by him was calmly said into the microphone of the production crew members. 
 
David stood inside the house looking at his watch. He told the security team to take their time bringing Amy inside, they wanted to milk the moment for all it’s worth. But he needed to make sure it didn’t go over the five-minute time limit, if they did take too long moving Amy along he would give the order to have them rush her in. instead of the slow walk. 
He knew it must’ve been tough for Amy to have everyone yelling her name, so close to her in such tight quarters. But it looked good for TV. He knew what sold the show. And figured it was with the sacrifice. 
The guards made their way towards the front gate of the Baxter house. Their five minutes were almost up. Thousands of pictures were already taken; some were already being posted online. She smiled at a few boys who she walked past and they almost fainted. The same kids would later tell their grandkids about how she stopped to talk to them and whatever other exaggerated story they could twist with time.
 
The cameraman on the front porch held the camera on his shoulder and kept her centred in his shot the whole time. Never losing sight of her walking through the crowd. 
 
She finally passed through the front metal gate and was able to stand upright as she walked up the path. She looked over her shoulder at the sea of adoring fans standing on the sidewalk, all with smiles. Behind them stood the massive white trucks. The floodlights reflecting off the white paint. The wall of sound coming from the fans calling out to her never died down. 
The spotlights on both sides of the house continued to wave left and right throughout the night sky. Amy turned back towards the house and walked up the front steps and smiled for the camera. She then turned back to the massive sea of fans and waved. The crowd came alive again and continued to cheer, waving back 
She wore her usual trademark cream-coloured suit, with black high heels. Her long blond hair was down. She knew to dress well since appearing on the cover of the magazine Designers Style in the first season. The headline above her picture read. Worst Dressed Women on TV  She didn’t believe her outfits in the first season were all that bad. But some fashion critics believed wearing blue jeans and t-shirts wasn’t good enough for ghost hunting. 
Mel and David decided to get her a fashion consultant. 
She took hold of the microphone from her pocket and clicked the on button. “Welcome fans to the first ever Ghostly Hauntings live show.” She could barely get the first words out before the crowd cheering overtook her volume level.
The cheering could be heard throughout the entire town. Fireworks fired up into the air exploding into bright red and green colours. The cameraman on top of the truck got a wide shot of the fireworks going up. 
 
No one standing outside the Baxter house noticed the bluish-white eyes watching from the top window on the second floor.
If anyone fans had noticed, they might’ve figured it was nothing more than the lights from the fireworks reflecting off the window glass. 
 
Amy tried to speak louder. “We’re here outside the Baxter house in the town of Springbrook Gardens.” She turned and looked into the camera. 
The crowd went nuts hearing their town’s name being said around the world. 
“Some people believe this house is haunted. Is it? We will find out tonight, live,” she yelled into the camera. When she finished speaking the cameraman turned to his right and zoomed out getting a shot of the crowd as they cheered and waved. Then turned back to her.
“Before we bring out the world’s greatest psychic Chris Minds and walk through the Baxter house there’s something we need to do. Yesterday fans of the show had the chance to enter a contest. The winner of the contest will walk through the Baxter house with Chris and I on live TV. Who will it be? Who will win the contest?” She stood at the front of the porch. “I would now like to bring up the mayor of Springbrook Gardens and he will choose the winner of the contest.”   
A spotlight lowered onto the Mayor as he raced up the stairs and stood next to Amy, turned to the cheering crowd with a never-ending smile.
“Ladies and gentlemen the man who helped bring Ghostly Hauntings to your town.” Amy yelled out to the fans.
The crowd cheered on. He took the microphone into his hand. “Thank you everyone. This truly is the greatest moment in this town’s history. Having the privilege to bring a show like Ghostly Hauntings here. I would like to thank the producers for choosing our town. In fact, you know what. Let’s bring them out here for everyone to meet. Here are Mel Morton and David Purse.” The mayor turned to his left. “Come on out here guys.”
The crowd continued to cheer never letting up.
 
“What is he doing?” David yelled out inside the house, as he nearly fell backwards and dropped his clipboard. 
“He’s calling us out.” Mel dropped the paperwork in his hands, “Quick move.” He called out to David.
“We’re not supposed to be on TV.” David yelled out.
“We are now,” Mel said as he opened the front door.
David looked around in shock and quickly followed Mel out. Looking over at the fans and smiling. They made their way across the porch, being well-lit by the floodlights. They stopped and smiled for the crowd as the cameraman quickly turned to get a closeup. Hoping no one noticed how awkward they felt.
The Mayor turned to them and smiled. “It’s an honour having your show in our town. Thank you for coming to Springbrook Gardens.”
Mel leaned into the microphone. “Well, thank you. I only hope the winner of the contest will be as happy as we are.”
The crowd cheered even louder.
The Mayor smiled. “It sounds like they love it already.”
The Mayor handed Amy the microphone. She turned to the camera. “Let’s bring out the barrel shall we.” She said looking over to the crowd.
Crew members opened up the front door and rolled out a huge glass barrel along the wooden porch. The bright lights reflected off the glass. It rested on a metal silver frame with wheels. Filled with thousands of entry forums. The fans were in awe at the site. The cameraman took a step back in order to get everyone on the porch and the glass barrel in one shot.     
Tom and Cliff stood in silence; Tom was surprised for the first time Cliff couldn’t speak. 
Not only was Cliff silent but a hush fell over everyone around him. The spectators held their hands together, held their breaths. Some closed their eyes. The spotlights along the side of the house waved back and forth in silence. For the first time since the show started it was quiet, tension replaced excitement. If a pin were to drop it would sound like a cannon. 
 
The Mayor walked over to the glass barrel, taking his time. He opened up the glass case lid and reached inside. He moved his hand around and around. Everyone on the street continued holding their breath. The Mayor looked at the camera and smiled.
Tom knew he could’ve pulled a name out at anytime, but he was properly taking his time to build the tension on purpose, it was working.
He moved his hand around to the top, the bottom, and side to side of the barrel. Everyone in the crowd held their hands together tighter and tighter, causing their knuckles to turn white. Some people were close to passing out from holding their breath too long. The mayor pulled out a name. Everyone’s eyes went wide when they saw him holding the card. The moment of truth was only seconds away.         
   
Back in Tom’s house, Ms. Wilson leaned back on the couch. Placed her coffee mug down on the coffee table. Mr Wilson walked over and sat down on the couch. She looked over at him and smiled.
“Look at all the people.” He said. “There must be thousands outside the house.”
“One lucky child will be chosen, I wonder who it will be?”
 
The mayor handed the card over to Amy.
Amy took the card in her hand, looked at the name. Lifted the microphone She withheld the name for a few moments, as the fans held their breath even longer. Everyone wishing and hoped it was their name about to be read.
Members of Ghostly Ghouls stood silent in their orange jackets with a smug look. Waiting to hear their name being called. Convinced fate would make it happen for one of them. Why not they had their jackets. 
 
Tom looked at the ground. He couldn’t bare to watch. At that moment every thought flashed through his mind, the Ankh book, Chris Minds, his grandfather, the Baxter house. He prepared to hear someone else’s name. He understood the odds were against him.   
Amy read the name. “The winner of the contest is… Tom Wilson.”
 
Chapter 72    
 
Red and green coloured fireworks shot into the night sky, lighting up the houses from above. Red and green lasers waved back and forth as air horns sounded.
There was a groan throughout the thousands of fans. Disappointed in not hearing their name. 
Tom kept his head down and kicked at a stone on the sidewalk, shaking his head. He couldn’t believe he didn’t hear his name… Wait a minute, His head shot up, with wide eyes. What was the name? Tom Wilson? He won? 
He looked around and saw Cliff cheering beside him. Tom was lost for a moment as all the sound around him faded away. He was sure Cliff was making noise, but he heard nothing. He felt someone hugging him to his right and turned to see Lisa holding him tightly saying congratulations.
Slowly his hearing came back, as reality set in. Everyone standing around Tom realized he was the winner. Tom knew based on the way Cliff was acting gave it away. And the fact Cliff was jumping up and down yelling out Tom was the winner. 
 
Ms. Wilson sat on the couch covering her mouth in shock. “Would you look at that.” She said. “Am I seeing right?” She kept staring at the T.V. She turned to her husband. “Tom won, we have to go down there,” she said jumping up off the couch and running to the front door.
She moved so fast Mr. Wilson didn’t even have time to blink much less respond with words. “Well wait for me,” he yelled out, hoping she wasn’t halfway down the street. He moved as fast as he could.
The front door flew open as they both came running out, looking as though they were escaping a burning building. Mr Wilson ran across the porch heading towards the steps when he came to a sudden stop and had to reach back and pull the front door closed. He jumped down from the front porch onto the stone path and joined up with his wife who was trying to unlock the car door.
“No time,” he yelled out. “There will be no parking.”
Ms. Wilson realized he was right and started running up the driveway heading for the sidewalk. She flew right on by Mr. Wilson. He shook his head, amazed by her speed, and started running, trying to keep up.
 
Tom found himself shaking hands with everyone standing around him. People he had never seen before were congratulating him. A tall man wearing blue overalls shook Tom’s hand and said he was happy for him. 
Tom turned to his right and was blasted by a bright light in his eyes. Causing him to close his eyes and put his hand in front of his face to block out the intensity.
A news reporter stepped in front of the cameraman’s light and put a microphone in Tom’s face. 
The cameraman quickly zoomed in and got a close-up of Tom who lowered his hand, but his eyes were still closed.
“Stacey Barber from channel 4 news.” She yelled out. “Are you Tom Wilson, the winner?” She moved the microphone into his face.
Tom was still stunned by hearing Amy calling out his name. He was at a loss for words. He was sure he was going to wake up any second now, hearing his mom telling him to get ready for school as Lisa yelled about him sleeping in. There was no way he could’ve won. There were too many names in the barrel. Was he really going to meet Chris Minds? Was he really going to be on Ghostly Hauntings live broadcast?
Another reporter and the cameraman pushed their way through the crowd. Tom found yet another microphone in his face by the female reporter with long black hair. By now he couldn’t hear what was being asked. 
Everyone around him started cheering after finding out he was the winner. The first reporter from channel four was still yelling out question after question. Not even waiting for Tom to answer. Out of everyone in the area, it didn’t surprise him knowing Cliff was cheering the loudest, making it look as though he won. 
The Mayor stood on the porch looking into the sea of fans for the contest winner. He lifted the microphone. “Can the winner of the contest please make their way onto the front porch of the Baxter house.” His voice echoed throughout the crowd. 
Tom felt hands on his back pushing him forward. He looked over his shoulder and saw Cliff and Lisa pushing him across the street towards the gate. With all the excitement with winning Tom forgot he needed to make his way towards the house.
The two news reporters ran alongside, within the tight confines of the fans all standing around. Channel four reporter called. “What’s it like winning the contest?”
The other reporter caught up and ran along Tom on his right-hand side. “You have a chance to go inside a haunted house and witness the live show, what’s going through your mind?”
Tom was looking left, right, and centre. He didn’t know who to answer first or where to look. He tried to yell out. “I know, this is crazy. Like everyone else, I hoped I would win, but never thought it would actually happen.” He hoped they heard him as Cliff and Lisa continued to push. “It’s like winning the lottery. I will remember this day forever.” He couldn’t see where he was going. The cameramen’s bright light were in his face as fans all around him shook his hand. 
“Are you the show’s biggest fan?” Another reporter yelled out. Pushing the microphone close to his face. 
“I’ve watched every episode a thousand times over.” He tried to yell out, “Going inside the haunted house is simply… crazy. Every time I watched the show on T.V  I imagined myself inside the house wondering what it would be like. Now I’m going to find out.” He hoped the reporters heard him. he could barely hear himself think.
A reporter on his left called out “You will have to tell us all the details of what it was like after you get out.”
Tom smiled. “You bet I will.” He hoped he was being pushed in the right direction as he made his way across the street towards the front gate. He couldn’t even feel his own feet. Everyone’s faces and voices around him were a blur. People padded him on the back as he walked by. He had to move around the production trucks and up to the sidewalk The fans alongside cleared a path as he approached. Lisa, Jane and Cliff were still right behind him, pushing him more than walking.
It was easy for the cameraman on the front porch to get Tom in his camera shot. The reporter’s news cameras completely lit him up as he approached the front gate. 
He was now displayed up on the large screens. The fans up and down Maple Street could now saw who won the contest. Along with the millions of TV sets tuning in around the world. 
“Way to go.” Someone in the sea of faces yelled out. 
“Thank you,” Tom called back into the crowd. 
Cliff yelled out to Tom from behind. “You're like a movie star. I wish I was the winner.” Cliff turned to the reporters along Tom’s side and smiled at their cameras. He looked to the other one. “I’m Cliff, I’m best friends with Tom, I can answer any question you might have about him. And sign a few autographs.” He never stopped smiling.
Before Tom reached the front gates he stopped dead in his tracks. Cindy Clark stood in front of him. She looked him right in the eyes. “Congratulations Tom. I’m glad you won. I’ll be watching you. Maybe you can tell me all about it tomorrow on a date.” She leaned in and gave him a kiss.
Everyone standing around ooowed and awed at the sight 
“I know this guy,” Cliff yelled out to the crowd. “I’m his manager, talk to me about any endorsement you wish for him to sign anything.” He leaned into Tom. “You have a manager now, I’m him.” 
Tom could feel his knees go weak. Maybe winning this contest wasn’t so bad. He thought he was in heaven. The night could end right now, and he wouldn’t mind.
 
Mel and David stood back and watched as Tom approached the front gate. 
David quietly turned to Mel and whispered, “Looks like we got the right kid. It all paid off. Everything is going to plan.” He never lost his smile while speaking.
“Think of all the money this kid will make us.” Mel whispered back.
“As long as he stays out of the way, there will be no problem.” David kept smiling.
. 
Cliff and Lisa pushed Tom up to the front gate and stopped. Tom made his way through the black iron gate on his own. On any other day Tom would’ve been scared out of his mind being this close to the Baxter house, but tonight he was lost in another world. Every dream was coming true. He could feel his head spinning. His heart raced as he looked up the steps and saw Amy waiting. What on earth would he say to her? 
He slowly walked along the stone path, up the three steps and up onto the front porch. Knowing the world was watching his every move. He could feel his heart in his throat beating away. With each step Amy got prettier. He jumped as the fireworks again shot into the night sky as the red lasers planted around the house spun around. The searchlights at the corners of the house never stopped waving left to right.  
 
Mr and Ms Wilson arrived too late. They could only get within three blocks. The wall of fans standing shoulder to shoulder made it impossible to get any closer. They could only stand back and watch Tom on the large screens set up on each block along the sidewalk.
 
Tom reached over and shook Mel and David’s hands.
“Congratulations on winning the contest. I’m the head producer Mel Morton and this is David Purse.” He turned and pointed out David. 
Tom looked over David and nodded. “Thank you. I feel like I’m dreaming.” He said with a huge smile.
The cameraman stood back and had Tom, Mel and David all in one shot. Everyone on the street and at home watched the events unfolding.
Tom turned around and looked out over the sea of fans standing block after block in both directions. He knew a lot of fans turned out for the live show, but this was insane. He tried looking for Cliff and Lisa within the crowd. But the massive floodlights across the street lighting up the front porch made it difficult to see anything with detail. Tom lifted his hand and placed it above his eyebrows to block out the bright light. The smell from the fireworks had made its way across the porch and into the crowd.
Cliff stood in the middle of the crowd, yelling out to anyone who would listen that he was best friends with Tom. And would gladly take the phone numbers of any girls who wanted to get to know him.
Lisa and Jane looked up at the large screens and watched Tom. Neither could stop smiling.
“I can’t believe thats my brother.” Lisa said.
Tom turned and smiled for the camera he didn’t really know what to do, but smile. 
Amy Lanko walked over to him and shook his hand. She stood beside him and looked into the camera. “Congratulations Tom Wilson. You won a contest millions of fans around the world dreamed about winning. How happy are you now?”
Tom’s knees started going weak. He almost fell backwards from fainting. He was sure he was in heaven. He knew Amy was cute, but standing this close to her in person was something else. He could feel a rush of panic going through his body. His mind went blank. He quickly tried to think of the most romantic, smartest thing he could possibly come up with. Something that would prove to the world he was the coolest, most confident guy on the planet. He looked at Amy and leaned into the microphone. “Thank you.” He whispered. He turned his head away embarrassed. 
That was it. Of all the things he could’ve said on live T.V. He could imagine everyone in school laughing at him now. He felt like he was wearing his pyjamas with the white bunnies in public.
Amy turned to the crowd and lifted up the microphone. “Are you ready for the biggest moment in television history?”
The crowd started to cheer, getting louder and louder every second. 
“Ladies and gentleman.” Amy yelled into the microphone, “Get ready for the world’s greatest psychic. I give you.” she paused. “Chris Minds.”
From one end to the next the crowd erupted in a piercing cheer.
His theme music blared out from the speakers, loud enough to be heard all over town.
 
Inside the production truck, Scotty sat back calm and relaxed and called out for a wide shot on camera two. He then asked camera one on the front porch to get a shot of Chris Mind’s trailer and follow him along the sidewalk. He leaned back in his chair thinking about what blockbuster movie he would be directing first. 
 
The security guards standing outside the trailer quickly rushed into position. They formed a half circle around the front door of his trailer locking arms. News reporters were moving in from all angles like vultures trying to cover the moment. They moved about trying to get the best camera angles.
 
Tom knew from where he was standing on the front porch he had the best angle possible to watch Chris walk out of his trailer. The trailer itself was a half block away. With the crowd being so compacted along the sidewalk it was going to take Chris a while to reach the front gate. 
Tom watched as the guards held back the crazed fans as they all rushed in, getting ready to take Chris’s picture as soon as the door opened. What a point of view he now had. A moment ago he was standing across the street on the sidewalk, lost in a massive crowd watching a large screen. Now he was on the front porch, being seen on TV’s around the world. He thought about the shirt he was wearing, was it cool enough?  
 
Inside the makeup truck, Chris Minds quietly leaned back in the chair with his eyes closed. There was silence inside, even though the cheering outside made it sound like a hurricane was passing thought. 
“I usually take a moment to centre my mind before a show.” He quietly said to Sarah. “Tonight I will need it.” 
Sarah sat near the back of the trailer with pen in hand. Chris took a deep breath and stood up and put on his black jacket. Looked in the mirror one last time as an assistant handed him his glass walking stick. He turned towards the door and stood in silence.
“The time has come. The chosen one will now have to do his job.” He reached for the door handed. 
 
The door opened and a massive wall of sound from screaming fans slammed into him. The fans stood on the sidewalk on both sides of the trailer door. Reaching their arms out for him. Eyes as wide and as crazed as possible, voices as loud as possible, trying to touch him. The noise level approached deafening levels. 
He stood at the opened door of the trailer for a moment as the security tried to keep the circle around as tight as possible from the rushing fans. He  stepped down onto the first step from the trailer, the guards held tight.  He stepped down onto the sidewalk. The space in between the make-up trailer and property fences from the homes to the left wasn’t much, just enough for the sidewalk. About a thousand, or more fans had made their way into the small space. The security had to make a tunnel for Chris to walk forward.  
Chris didn’t mind his fans, but tonight something bigger was on his mind. A nonstop flash of bright light kept coming from all angles, the camera flashing never stopped.   
The cheering was so loud anyone in town who didn’t know Ghostly Hauntings was in town would think a rocket was taking off. 
Everyone called out as they took countless pictures. The camera flashes bounced off the side of the white truck making it even brighter. Night turned into day.
 
Tom was simply amazed; there was no other way to describe it. He had never seen a celebrity get mob in such a way.
Spotting Chris in the crowd wasn’t difficult. Look for the man with long white hair, surrounded by men in bright coloured yellow coats, with crazy fans swarming around. It was times like this Tom was glad he wasn’t famous.
He knew Chris was holding his glass walking stick close to his body out of fear it might drop and get stepped on. Walking with a walking stick made of glass may not have been the best thing right about now. Too bad it wasn’t made of gold, at least it wouldn’t break. 
A distance that should’ve taken no more than thirty seconds to walk took Chris over three minutes. David and Mel nodded slightly in approval, loving every second. Building the hype for the viewers watching at home. 
By the time the security reached the front gate of the Baxter house the security guards looked as though they finished running a marathon.
 
He walked up the path as the guards turned around forming a wall, blocking the entrance at the front gate. 
The cameraman on the front porch followed Chris as he walked up the steps. Never losing sight of him. Fans around the house watched Chris on the screens as fans at home watched his every move on their TVs. The rating increased every second.
He stopped on the steps, turned around and looked back at the fans. Everyone on the front porch was lit up from the floodlights across the street. Tom jumped yet again when more fireworks shot up into the night sky. This time accompanied by high-pitch screamers echoing throughout town. 
 
David stood back watching everything play out the way it was all planned. He knew Mel was a genius. Nothing could go wrong tonight. They controlled all the cards in the deck. Next to Mel, he was the master of the show. He knew the lights; laser, fireworks and theme music blaring were completely unnecessary. No other show on TV made such a production out of a live broadcast. The spotlights waving around served no purpose. The production trucks could have been parked further down the road. But he loved the way the floodlights bounced off the truck making the area even brighter. 
The trucks limited the space where the fans could stand. Forcing them into tighter quarters. He wanted everyone at the end of the night to walk away speechless and based on how everything was going it was looking it just might happen. Even the reporters were running around like crazy covering the event as though some alien space had landed in a framer’s field. 
 
Chris looked into the camera and smiled. The cameraman took a step back to get Chris into frame. Chris then turned around and waved to the fans. A massive roar came from the crowd as they all waved back. A never-ending flow of camera flashes came from all over. The cameramen had a difficult time trying to keep everything in focus with the flashes going off. News reporters reporting live had to yell into their microphones to be heard. 
Chris lowered his hand, turned away from the crowd and made his way into the house.
 
Tom noticed the look in Chris’s eyes; it was clear he had a heavy heart about something. He wanted to run up to Chris and shake his hand, tell him he was his biggest fan. Something any young kid would do when seeing their idol. However, the way Chris acted nervous yesterday at the autograph sighing, and seeing him bothered tonight made him decide to stay back. The last thing he wanted was to get kicked off the show on live TV.
 
Amy turned back towards the camera. “And now it is time for the Ghostly Hauntings crew to head inside the Baxter House and call out to the spirits within.” She lowered the microphone and turned to head inside, giving one last wave to the fans. Who never stopped cheering.
Mel and David followed Chris. Tom took his cue, followed by Amy.
The cameraman was the last to enter and the door closed behind him. The fans outside all turned and watched the video screens to see what would happen next.
Tom stood in the front hallway feeling awkward and nervous. He had a feeling he wouldn’t be in front of the camera during the live broadcast. But there was something about being in the house where crew members moved about knowing what’s required of them as he stood around hoping not to get in the way. Maybe winning wasn’t so great. 
The cameraman walked by him and moved next to Chris and Amy. Tom was sure at some point someone would walk up to him and tell him he didn’t win. It was all a joke and he would have to leave. The idea of winning hadn’t fully sunk in yet.
He looked around the house. It dawned on him where he was standing. He couldn’t believe he was inside the most feared house in town. The house looked simple enough. It didn’t look evil. Lifeless though, as if someone pulled the life and colour out of the place. However, it did look like the house from his dreams. In fact, it looked identical. Right down to the 1920s furniture. How was this possible? This was getting weird, but he couldn’t tell anybody. He felt like he was dreaming again waiting to wake up. Find out he was in bed and didn’t win the contest. He gave his head a shake and focused on the live show. 
Amy made her way into the living room with Chris by her side. A sound man and a second cameraman waited upstairs. The soundman now moved behind the lead cameraman and held the grey boom microphone above Amy and Chris’s head.
Amy looked at the camera. “We’re now live in the living room of the Baxter house. Tonight the crew of Ghostly Hauntings has come to the town of Springbrook Gardens. As of this night, the house stands empty. No family has called this place home for decades. Why? According to the people of Springbrook Gardens, the house is haunted. Is it? Throughout the years, shadows have been seen through the windows. Eyes staring back at anyone who dares looks inside. Unexplained footsteps, a little girl’s voice, doors slamming shut on their own. Kids who have snuck inside have felt in terror. Never to return. In fact the kids never return to normal. Everyone in town avoids this house in complete fear. And during the press conference we learned of the name Joseph Henize. Tonight along with the world’s most famous psychic Chris Minds we’ll walk though this house room-to-room calling out to any spirits who may be trapped inside trying to find out their identity and why they’re still here. And possibly reaching out to Joseph Henize himself. Find out what he knows of the missing Baxter family. As you know from pervious shows, when Chris Minds calls out to ghosts, they answer. If someone is trapped in this house Chris will find them.” Amy turned to Chris. “Do you sense any ghosts trapped within this house?”
Chris stood for a moment, closed his eyes, and listened in silence. 
Tom knew what was coming next. Chris’s trademark, something he carried out on every location shoot. 
He lifted his arms. Glass cane in one hand and a closed fist in the other. Looking up to the ceiling with his eyes still closed. And said out loud. “I am ready to talk to the ghosts who are trapped in this house. Hear my voice and make yourself known. Do you wish to speak to me?” He slowly lowered his hands and stood in silence.
Tom knew this sort of play-by-play action was so well known to everyone around the world. Kids would dress up as Chris Minds on Halloween and re-enact every step Chris had made famous. Late night comedy shows would do sketch routines re-enacting this moment with a touch of humour. 
One comedy show had a sketch where Chris threw his hands in the air so fast the glass cane went flying out of his hands and knocked out a ghost who was entering the room wanting to talk. The audience loved it and laughed. 
However, this was no sketch routine. Tom was witnessing the real deal, right in front of his very eyes. He was sure he was dreaming; it couldn’t be really happening, could it? Could he be this lucky? Has fate been this kind? He couldn’t believe the world’s largest audience for any TV show was seeing him.
Everyone outside standing on the street listened in silence. This was the big moment. What would happen if Chris said no? What if there were no spirits in the house? What if the Baxter house wasn’t haunted at all? Would everyone have to, go home? Would it have all been for nothing?
 
David and Mel held their breath. They knew Chris had to be a fake, but would he play along? If he said no, it would destroy the live show. Their moneymaking live show would go down in history as the biggest joke of all time. Any DVDs of the live show would sell in the comedy section in stores. Both men could feel their hearts beating.
 
Chris waited and waited. “Yes” he said. “There are spirits in this house and they want to talk.”
There was a collective sigh of relief from Mel and David as a huge roar came from the fans outside and watching around the world. 
Mel felt a lot better and smiled to himself. He knew the pressure was all gone. It was a home run from this moment on. He could feel himself coming alive inside. His blood was flowing, as it did during any shoot. This time it was ten times greater being live. The feeling of electricity charging through his veins. It was this rush, which got him involved in television. The thrill of a live show, creating magic. The ability to control what people see, what people felt and making millions for it. Nothing could stop him now. Soon the Isfet book would be read and “Joseph Henize would appear”. This night was going to be remembered. 
 
Amy looked at Chris “Can we walk around the house?”
Chris nodded “Yes, let’s do so.”
“When you are ready sir.” Amy whispered to Chris. The light from the camera cast their shadows and furniture across the floor and walls. Creating an eerie atmosphere.
Chris stood in silence for a few more seconds. The crew could feel the tension in the air. His eyes still closed. Breath held. Body tense. A few more seconds of silence. Chris opened his eyes and looked back at the camera as only the greatest showman could.
   
 
Tom wanted to feel amazed. He wanted to jump for joy. He should be the happiest kid I the world, but something deep inside was bothering him. There was something about this house, he couldn’t shake it. He had seen it in his dreams too many times to ignore it. Everything was matching up with his dreams, how? 
He wanted to focus on Amy and Chris, but he felt something, or someone was watching them. It was as if the walls wanted to close in on all of them. He tried ignoring his fear, but something inside wouldn’t let it go. Was he the only one feeling it?
Does anyone on this crew really know what they’re in for? The only person Tom didn’t worry about was Chris Minds. But would Amy be safe? What could he do if Joseph Henize appeared? On one hand he was living a dream come true, being on a live broadcast of his favourite show. But on the other hand, he knew there was something wrong with the house and no one else seemed to notice.
 
Chapter 73
 
Amy and Chris turned and walked slowly out of the living room and into the dining room, Tom looked at the old wooden table. Cliff and him watched it being carried in a few hours ago, along with the dark-coloured chairs which sat around the table. The cameraman followed behind. Amy looked back into the camera.  “Let me give you a brief history of this place. There once was a time when this house wasn’t feared by the town’s residents. It was a beautiful house and a family once called this place home. The grass was a beautiful shade of green not the dark colour it is now. The wallpaper was a brilliant colour giving the house such life and love. Kids’ toys were lying about in the living room. Family members would laugh and talk as birds would rest on the tree branches and chirp away. With the morning sun pouring through the windows.  The first family to move in were the Baxter’s. A man and woman who had a little girl named Emma. They lived in the house for nine years back in the nineteen twenties.”
“The Baxter’s were very popular in town. Everyone in the community knew them and loved them. They would go for walks along Main Street. Play in the park and have picnics with the neighbours. And one day something happened which shocked everyone, even to this day. They all disappeared. What happened to them? No one knows. They were last seen going into their house after a picnic in the park, the next morning they were gone. The doors to the house were all locked and there was no forced entry. What happened?” 
“A man was pulled out of this house by the police yelling something incoherent about someone wanting to control life itself. And a family disappearing into a bright light. What does all this mean? The Ghostly Hauntings crew have come here tonight on a live broadcast, hopefully to find out. We want to be able to help the family. Find answers and bring peace to this once beautiful home. Are the rumours true that a ghost haunts this place? Kids over the years have snuck inside the house, only to run out in absolute terror. Why?” How does Joesph Henize play a role? Can the Isfet book bring him back?”
 
Tom couldn’t help but feel a chill throughout his body. He knew what the Baxters looked like along with the little girl. He saw them in his dreams. Was it really them or just his imagination? Amy mentioned a crazy man being pulled out be the police. He wanted to hide away, he knew she was talking about his grandfather. Would anyone watching make the connection? Would Amy tell everyone?
He was sure the night couldn’t get any weirder. He wanted to step in front of the camera and tell everybody what he knew. Warn Chris. Tell every one of the Ankh book. But he didn’t dare. The producers would’ve asked him to leave for sure. 
Besides how did he know for complete certainty about Joseph Heinz being real? It was only moments ago he was outside laughing the whole thing off. Now he was thinking about running in front of the camera warning everyone? Was he losing his mind like his grandfather? He needed to get a grip. Just enjoy the show. 
He was so lost in thought he didn’t notice Amy standing right next to him.
Amy looked into the camera. “Joining us tonight as we walk through the Baxter house will be Tom Wilson. As you watched earlier Tom was the lucky winner of the walkthrough contest.” She turned to him and smiled. 
 Tom jumped when he realized the camera was a few feet away. He could feel the heat coming from the bright light of the camera. He wasn’t sure what was causing his face to turn a slight shade of red. The heat from the camera light, or having Amy so close to him.  
He tried his best to look calm and relaxed. But inside he knew he was coming across as a nerd.
He had a strange feeling, like the world was watching him. In fact, the world was watching. The show was pulling in the largest audience in history. That thought made him even more nervous. He could feel his body freeze up. Knowing millions of viewers could see every little movement and twitch he made. He knew his friends and classmates were watching him outside. And would probably tease him for weeks to come. Especially if he said the wrong thing, or tripped and fell. He tried his best to play it cool.
“Congratulations Tom.” Amy said.
Tom nodded his head and said thank you in a light whisper. He was in panic mode inside his head. He didn’t know what else to say. He hoped it came across on camera better than what he felt. Inside he felt completely embarrassed. He could imagine Lisa laughing. Goofing on him for years to come, worse than his pyjamas.
Amy turned and walked back over to Chris Minds. “Chris, you have been in this house for only a few minutes, Has any spirits tried calling out to you?”
Chris stood in silence. Everyone around the world held their breath. “Yes,” Chris whispered after a moment.   
“Shale we try reaching out to them?” Amy asked.
“Yes please,” Chris said.
Chris walked around the living room ever so slowly. The sound of his shoes echoing off the wooden floor came across nicely, causing David to smile slightly. He even liked how the light from the cameras lit up the furniture casting strong shadows all over the place. Everything was going according to plan.
Chris made his way into the dining room. As everyone followed. He stopped next to the wooden table and turned to Amy. “When you’re in a room like this one, it would be natural for me to say I sense a family gathering in this room for dinner.”
“The furniture would make you think that.” She said.
He nodded. “As a psychic, you need to block out what is common sense and listen to your inner voice. For example, I could say, I see a family here eating dinner, but that would not be any psychic feelings, but common sense.”
“Right,” Amy said. Listening to every word he said.
Tom stood a few feet back listening; amazed he was watching Chris Minds at work.
Chris looked around with his eyes closed. “I sense the presence of a child.” He stood in silence a second longer, he quickly turned to his left. “Who is standing in the kitchen?”
Amy looked up at him. “Would you like to move into the kitchen to talk with the child?’
Chris stood in silence for a moment. “I would.” 
Tom wondered if Chris was talking about the same little girl he kept seeing in his dreams. 
Amy and Chris walked into the kitchen followed by the camera and the sound man holding the microphone above their heads. 
Mel and David followed behind as Tom stayed a few feet back. The light from the camera lit up the kitchen. The crew members had brought in silver pots and pans at a request by Mel. Who wanted the camera lights to reflect off of them making it look, as Mel described it in a meeting as cool. Plates, forks, and knives had been laid out on the dark wooden table, making the kitchen look as though a maid was preparing dinner. 
Tom knew the kitchen wasn’t big enough for everyone so he stood back in the living room. He felt disappointed he couldn’t see what was happening with his own eyes. He could hear it; he figured it was good enough.  
He took a moment and thought about his newspaper article in next week’s school paper. He knew every kid throughout the school would be waiting to read his article more than ever. What on earth was he going to write about? Every thought went through his mind.   
Chris stood inside the kitchen for a moment. Everyone else froze and waited in silence. Tom knew when Chris stood still it was a sign he was hearing voices from the other side.
Tom noticed the producer Mel Morton slowly stepping away from the  kitchen and quietly walking down the dark hallway to his left. Where was he going? He couldn’t imagine why Mel wanted to leave. Chris was about to make contact with a ghost and Mel was making his way down a dark hallway?
He looked back into the kitchen, with Mel now gone he could see much better inside, he saw Amy standing next to Chris. He could feel a chill running through his body. 
Watching Chris talk with ghosts on TV was one thing. But being in the Baxter house and talking with the dead made him a tad bit nervous. Was Joseph Henize going to jump out at Chris? Or worse sneak up behind Tom? He gave a quick look over his shoulder, to be sure.   
Chris called out in a loud voice. Causing everyone in the room to jump. “If there is anyone in the room who can hear my voice, can you make a sound to let us know you’re with us?”
Everyone stood in silence, waiting for something. The cameraman panned slowly around the kitchen. The light from the camera lit up each part bit by bit as he panned. They waited and waited. A loud bang was heard on the side of the kitchen wall. Everyone jumped. Amy screamed.
Even Tom found himself jumping. Was that Joseph Henize or the little girl?
“Was that the spirit?” Amy yelled out.
“Yes I do believe we have made contact,” Chris said. They both quickly walked over to the wall where they heard the sound come from.
Amy turned to the crew. “Did everyone else hear that?”
The soundman nodded letting her know the microphone picked up the sound. 
 
Outside the house, Lisa, Jane, and Cliff all stood in shock. Everyone outside had fallen silent. Even Ms. Wilson felt nervous watching the large screens.
 
Scotty Woods sat back in his chair watching and calming talking to the production crew. He took a moment and adjusted his hat. 
 
Amy looked at the camera with a look of shock. “Once again Chris Minds had contacted a ghost.”
Tom was amazed how Chris could pull it off every time, he never failed. No matter where Ghostly Hauntings did a show from Chris was always able to make contact. Tom looked behind him again; making sure Joseph didn’t sneak up and touch his shoulder. 
If a ghost did touch him he probably scream like a little girl and run out of the house as fast as a rabbit. His classmates would spend the next few years calling him scaredy cat. He looked up when he heard Amy’s voice.          
“Did you die in this house?” Amy called out.
There was a second bang on the wall. Again, everyone jumped. The cameraman turned the camera to the wall where the noise came from. The soundman turned the parabolic microphone towards the wall trying to capture a clearer sound.
 
Lisa and Cliff jumped as well. They stood in silence; none of them dared take their eyes off the screen for a second.
 
“Can you tell us who you are? Are you the little girl Chris talked about?” Amy yelled out. Her voice echoing through the lower level of the house. She slowly looked around the kitchen. Everyone waited, again they all heard a bang against the wall. 
“I believe we are now talking with the little girl.” Chris closed his eyes and lifted his arms up to the ceiling. “Come out to me. Let me see your face.”
“What do you sense?” Amy whispered.
“I can hear the family in my mind,” Chris whispered.
There was silence. No one moved. What felt like forever, they listened,
What on earth did Chris say about a family? Was it the Baxter’s? Tom was lost in thought when he noticed something moving to his right. He nearly screamed, until he noticed it was only Mel Morton returning from the dark hallway. Mel walked passed him and back into the kitchen. He stood behind the camera next to David.
Tom looked around confused, where on earth did come from? He missed everything. A ghost was making contact with Chris in the kitchen and Mel was in the dark hallway. Not only did Mel miss everything but he didn’t seem to care. 
Did Mel even hear the sounds at all? Why was he not as worked up as the rest of the crew? Maybe, he’d been on so many shoots over the years, he might be used to ghosts making contact. He might’ve heard the sounds and not cared. Tom wondered how many locations someone had to be on, before hearing ghosts doesn’t bother you.
    
“Can you tell the viewers what you're hearing?” Amy asked softly.
Chris answered. “The family feared a man. Someone who once was friendly. Who made his way into the home and then turned on the family who lived here.”
“Can you get a name?”
“For some reason at this moment, they don’t want to tell me. Strange they know the name, but won’t say it to me.”
Amy turned to the camera. “Could this be Joseph Henize the spirit is speaking of?”
Tom had a funny feeling he knew, but remained silent. How would he explain what he knew. But the idea it could be Joseph was creepy.
Amy looked up to Chris. “Is the family trapped in this house?”
Chris nodded. “I’m afraid so. they don’t want to leave. Not without their daughter.”
“The girl we were communicating with?”
Chris paused for a moment. “Yes, she’s the one.”   
Amy stood next to Chris waiting a few more minutes in silence. Hoping and waiting for more contact. Nothing.
“Well…” Amy said. “It sounds like the spirit of the girl is no longer in the room with us.”
“Yes, I agree,” said Chris. “The spirit might’ve moved into another part of the house.”
“Shall we try another room?” Amy asked.
“Yes I would like to move into the hallway.” Chris said in a quiet low voice.
“Very well. Let’s make our way out there.” Amy said as she turned out of the kitchen.
The group led by Amy and Chris walked into the hallway. The hallway was dark and narrow causing most of the crew to stand back. 
Chris turned to Amy and was about to speak; before he got one word out he quickly looked over his shoulder. Something caught his attention. 
“What is it?” Amy asked.
“There seems to be another spirit in this room,” Chris yelled out
Tom now had a chance to walk through the empty kitchen, looking at the wall the ghost was communicating through. This was getting way too weird for him. He jumped when he heard the fear in Chris Minds voice. It was something he had never heard before. 
“You’ve picked up on someone else?” Amy called out while standing in the hallway. “Can you tell us anything about this second spirit?” 
“It’s hard to tell. The spirits seem to be blocking me.” Chris placed his fingertips hand on his forehead.
“Blocking?” Amy questioned. “Could you tell the viewers what that means?”
“When someone dies and they’re unaware they’re dead, a psychic can communicate with them. However, if the spirit knows they're dead they can control who talks to them. They can block out my psychic power. Whoever this spirit is he has been listening to our every word. He knows we’re in his house. It is only now he has let me become aware of his presence.”
“Why now?” Amy asked.
Chris thought for a moment. “I don’t know.” He shook his head. “It’s up to something. He could’ve blocked me out the whole time we were in this house, I would’ve never known he was here. But, for some reason, he has taken this moment to make himself known.”
Amy looked at the camera. “We might have contacted Joseph Heinze.” She looked back to Chris. “Does it have anything to do with contacting the little girl?” 
Chris thought for a moment while still looking around. He nodded. “It might.”
The cameraman moved the camera left and right, trying to capture any ghostly movement. 
Mel turned to David and whispered, “I love what him hearing from Chris. I never thought of this angle. This could be an all new angle for Ghostly Hauntings. Demons and evil ghosts inside a house, and psychics having to battle them. Who knows it might even be a spin off. A brand new show, an even bigger moneymaker. At this rate will go down in history as the greatest producers of all time.”
David nodded and whispered back. “I don’t care about being the greatest producer, as long as I make a lot of money.” 
Mel laughed a bit. “I know what you mean. Thinking about another sports car are you?”
They both walked a bit farther into the hallway. 
Tom was standing a few feet back and couldn’t believe what he heard.
In the hallway, Amy turned to Chris. “Can I try to call out to the spirit?”
Chris nodded. “Yes it might answer you, please be careful though. I can’t tell you anything about this particular spirit. Whether it’s good or evil.” Chris said. 
She stood in the centre of the hallway. “Is there anyone in this house who can hear my voice? My name is Amy Lanko. I am the host of a T.V. show called Ghostly Hauntings. Next to me is a psychic named Chris Minds. We would like to talk to you. Can you hear me? Is someone here who can hear my voice? Are we now speaking to Joseph Henize?” She yelled out, her voice echoing throughout the house. 
Everyone inside the house and outside stood in complete silence. Listening. Waiting for a massive break though.
Nothing.
Chris turned to Amy. “Sometimes when a spirit tries to block my reading. It means they have something to hide,” he said in a low voice. 
“I don’t like the sound of that.” She turned to look at the camera. “This does sound interesting.” She called back out to the spirits. ”Do you want us to leave? Do you have something to hide?” As she finished speaking a door slammed on the second floor. Everyone jumped. 
“Did you hear that?” Amy yelled out to the camera. She looked over at Chris. “I heard a door slam.”
“We all heard it,” Chris replied. 
“It looks as though the mystery spirit doesn’t like us being here.” Amy said to the camera.
Tom didn’t know what shocked him more. The door slamming or what he heard from Mel Morton earlier.
David stood back with his arms crossed he slowly made his way over to Mel causally looked at him. “One of your tricks?” He whispered. 
Mel shook his head no. “Must’ve been the wind. It’s a good thing everyone in this place is so jumpy. Any little noise and they think it’s a ghost. I didn’t even have to fake that noise,” he whispered back.
They both laughed a bit, and walked back into the hallway.
Tom, still back in the kitchen in the shadows again overheard Mel. Now his head was really spinning. Was this true? Was his favourite show a fake? It couldn’t be. The greatest show on earth couldn’t be a sham. Now what was he going to write in the school paper? 
“I do believe we should head on upstairs where the noise came from,” Chris said to Amy
“I agree,” Amy, said,  “What about the basement is there anything there?”
Chris quickly jumped at the question. “No, we must not go in there.” He stopped and relaxed. “What I mean is, the spirits are upstairs, we would be wasting our time down there.”
“I understand.” Amy turned to make her way up the stairs.
Tom noticed Chris looked nervous when talking about the basement. Why?
They all came to a sudden stop as Amy turned and looked into the camera with fright in her eyes. Along with the rest of the crew, she heard a child’s footsteps. “It sounds like theirs a little girl dancing upstairs.” She whispered to the camera. She turned to the rest of the crew. “Am I the only one hearing the child’s footsteps?”
The soundman looked back at Amy and nodded. Letting her know he is picking up the sound as well.
“I can sense a child,” Chris said silently to her.
“The same one from the kitchen?” Amy whispered.
Chris nodded as everyone stood listening to the faint sound of the child’s footsteps.
Tom even felt a chill, it sounded like the footsteps from his dreams. But was it real or a trick from Mel and David?
Again David looked over to Mel, and Mel shook his head no.
The sound stopped, they listened for a minute longer. Chris started walking up the rest of the stairs followed by Amy. They made their way up the large wooden staircase. Followed by the camera and sound man. 
Each person’s feet creaked the floor ever so slightly, sending the sound throughout the first floor. The light on the camera cast countless shadows off the walls and stairs. 
Tom was the last one to make his way up the stairs. He stopped for a moment and looked behind him, he thought he could see something moving. It looked like a little girl standing in the shadows watching him from across the room. When looked back nothing was there.
Chris came to a stop at the top of the staircase. Everyone else stopped. The cameraman stood on the stairs pointing the camera up on an angle. Chris’s shadow reflected off the second floor roof. He turned and looked at the bedroom to his left.
“We need to go into there,” he whispered. The soundman tried to hold the boom mike over his head as he stood on the staircase.
“Very well then.” Amy said.
They slowly walked down the hall to their left and made their way into a small bedroom.
The room had kids’ furniture brought in earlier in the day. A bed with white blankets and blue pillows, a large wooden dark dresser, and cute little animal dolls lying on the bed.
“I sense this was a room used by a child.”
Amy turned back to Chris “Do you sense the spirit’s a child in this room?”
Chris looked back at Amy. “I know the child still visits this house. Some have seen her; she tells me she doesn’t mean to scare people. She wished they would stay. Some kids came into the house and she warned them about the evil man.”
This evil the little girl speaks of, is it the same man who you sensed back downstairs?”
David stood in silence “Yes, he’s still holding himself back.”
“Is he powerful?”
Chris stood in silence. “I’m afraid to say, he is.” He nodded
Tom noticed there was something bothering Chris. As though he was distracted by something. It appeared Chris had something else on his mind. 
Amy looked back at the camera. “Why is this figure afraid to speak to us?” 
Chris thought for a moment “He knows he is powerful against anyone who walks into this house”
“Can he hurt people?”
Chris paused for a moment. “He toys with people more than hurts them.”
“Can the girl tell us something about him?”
“Says he is the one who made her family disappear. He wants out of this house. We must leave or he will be free and everyone in town will be in danger.”
“The one known as Joseph?”
Davis nodded. 
While in the hallway David made his way over to Mel and whispered. “I like how the show is playing itself out, but for a live show, with the world’s largest audience, something bigger should happen. This live show is turning out simple and dull.”
“I know what you mean, not to worry.” Mel whispered back. “I think it’s time to throw in the ace card. It’s time to make TV history.”
“I hope your idea goes well. This could turn out bad.”
Mel whispered. “Not a chance look at the tension in the room right now. The world will love it. I’ll move into another room. You’ll step in front of the camera and read from the Isfet book. While you’re reading I’ll slam the door. When you’re finished reading the last line, bam, big surprise. Sit back and watch as the world screams.”
David nodded. 
Mel slipped away down the hall passing Tom. Slipping into the master bedroom. Tom couldn’t understand why Mel had to move into another room at this point. 
Amy turned to Chris. “Can we try calling out to the little girl in this room?” Amy asked while looking at the camera.
“I think we can try.”
Amy looked around the room, as she spoke. “If the spirit of the little girl in this house can hear my voice can you make a sound and let us know you're here.”
They stood in silence for a moment.
They heard a thud hit the wall, everyone jumped. 
“I think the little girl is trying to talk to us.” Amy called out “Thank you little girl.” Amy stood a moment. “Can you hear our voice?”
Another thud.
“This is wonderful,” she said looking at the camera. “We’re actually talking to the dead.” She looked back around the room. “Did you die in this house?”    
They wanted for a moment, everyone looking around, waiting. A thud was heard. 
“There it is again.” She called to Chris. “I can’t believe we’re communicating with the afterlife.”
Tom stood in the dark hallway. Practically invisible to everyone. Have they forgotten about him? David had been watching him for a while, but even he has moved on.  
He glanced into the master bedroom. He could see Mel in the room trying not to laugh as he hit the walls. 
He couldn’t believe what he was witnessing. His favourite show was all a lie. He wanted to walk down the stairs and leave the house. 
 
David quickly stepped in front of the camera. “I think it’s time to call upon this evil man named Joseph Henize.”
Amy quickly looked at David confused for a moment and turned back towards the camera. “Oh Ok, now ladies and gentlemen… we are… going to do something different. …..  for the first time ever, as mentioned in the press conference, the Isfet book will be read from. A book said to bring the dead back to life. One that could bring forth Joseph Henize. What will happen?”
David walked over to the child’s toy box in front of the bed as the cameraman followed. Opened it and took out the book. 
Tom stood in the hallway and could just barely see inside the room. He took a step back in shock when he recognized the book from the press conference. Now that he could see it up close, he was amazed by how much the book looked like his grandfather's. Was everything a lie? The show? The book?  
David smiled for the cameraman. He opened the Isfel book and was about to start reading, then paused. Looked up at the camera. “I have a better idea. Let’s have the contest winner Tom Wilson read from the Isfel book.”
 
 
 
 
Chapter 74
 
Tom felt his world freeze. What did he hear? Did David want him to read from the book? He wasn’t expecting to be called upon at any time, for anything.    
The cameraman turned around and pointed the camera at him.
The camera’s bright light lit him up. Tom stood unable to move. He couldn’t even smile. He knew he had the deer in the headlights look on his face. This was a thousand times worse than Cindy Clark talking to him in the hallway. The worst part was, he knew Cindy was out on the sidewalk watching. The world’s largest TV audience in history was watching his every move. The heat coming from the light on the camera made his face feel like it’s on fire. 
 
Cliff, Lisa, and Jane all stood on the sidewalk unable to speak. They all stared at Tom’s face on the large screens.
“Cliff pointed at the screen. “That’s… Tom… They want … him… to speak?”
Lisa nodded without saying a word.
Cliff covered his eyes. “This…is going to end…badly.”
“No other way,” Lisa whispered.
 
His parents stood in shock watching the giant TV screen. Their son was been seen by tens of millions in every country as the camera zoomed in on his wide-eye face.
 
Tom slowly walked into the bedroom. Passing by Chris and Amy. Feeling like he was walking on the moon. 
 
David looked into the camera. “We are beyond lucky to have Tom Wilson in this house with us tonight. I’ve just been told by assistant off camera Tom has a history with this house. Who knew? What a small world. His grandfather a few years back was locked up in an institution for believing evil existed in this place. His grandfather was the one who warned everyone of Joseph Heinze to start with. Now on this day, his grandson could very well bring Joseph to life.”
Tom froze. How did David know this? And why was he telling everyone around the world about it? What should he do, deny everything? Run out of the house? Bad enough his grandfather was locked up, but now the world is finding out. He’ll never live this down. It took years for the people in town to move on from his grandfather running up and down the streets acting like a mad man. But now the world knows. He couldn’t help but wonder what his father was thinking. Was he watching it from the living room? Even if he wasn’t watching he’ll find out by morning. Without a doubt. This had to be the worst weekend ever. The darkest of nights. 
David walked over and handed Tom the Isfel book. Tom took the book in his hands and didn’t know what to do. It felt like he was holding his grandfather’s book back in his bedroom. He thought any second now his dad was going to come inside the house and take the book away. He looked up at Chris, for the first time Chris looked right back at him and nodded. 
He was shocked by Chris’s reaction. Why did he nod? Did he know something Tom didn’t? It felt as though the whole world was completely silent, watching and waiting. 
He looked down at the book. David had the book already opened to the middle pages. Tom wished he had some water. Why couldn’t Cliff have won? He would’ve loved all the attention. Tom felt his mouth going dry. Millions of  people were waiting for him to start reading. 
He looked at the book and was thankful it was in English. Or that’s what he thought. He looked again; the book had black letters on old paper. For a moment he thought they switched over to English.  
 
“The time of light will be destroyed. I call upon the dark light to rise up, I call upon the dark side the breath in the life. Open the doors, open the light, and channel the light beyond all the power. Let the dead become the living. From the darkest side where there is no light I call upon the evil to live again.”
 
  In the centre of the basement the bluish light that started off no bigger than a pinhole grew in size reaching up to the ceiling. A cold icy laugh arose in the basement. Fog started filling up the room. The door handle leading to the basement started to move.
 
 
“The hounds for the underworld the light the power will become life. I command you to rise back up. Come back to the world of the living Take control of the light Take control of the living. Master of all the power. Raise up and take control over the world. Lead us to a new way. The only way. Be the ruler. Be the god. Darkness is the only way. The demons will rise from the depths have full control over the living, they will control the light. I call upon the dead to rise and take over the world. With these words the dead will have the power of the gods to control the spirits of the living and the dead……”
 
A door slammed. Tom nearly dropped the book as everyone jumped.
The cameraman spun the camera towards the door. The soundman turned the microphone to the right, trying to pick up the location of the sound.
“Did everyone hear that?” Amy yelled out while looking at the crew.
Everyone nodded. The soundman nodded letting Amy know he picked it up as well.
“Does this mean the spirit of Joseph Henize is in the house?” She asked Chris.
”The spirits knows we’re here all right.” Chris nodded.
“And the slamming of the door proves it?” Amy asked.
Chris paused, took a moment to answer “Yes. The sound proves it.”
Tom wondered why Chris took so long to agree. It’s as if he didn’t want to say yes.
 
Down in the dark empty basement the light shining through the floor. Got brighter and wider. Within seconds the light shot through the floor, followed by a hand.
The fog slowly made its way up the basement stairs. The door leading to the basement opened on its own.
Dean Shaw the cameraman sat back on the couch with the camera by his side waiting for the crew to come back downstairs. He looked out the window at the fans across the street. He jumped when he thought he saw something moving in the shadows across the room next to the basement door. He looked closer and figured it was his imagination, and went back to looking out the window.
 
Tom finished reading the last lines on the second page and looked back up to David. Wondering if he did a good enough good.
“Well done. You have brought the memory of your grandfather back. He would be proud.” David said as he took the book away from Tom. He looked back to Amy and Chris. “You can continue now.” He looked at the camera “Let’s see what happens,” He moved back behind the camera.
  
Mel stood in the bedroom down the hall trying not to laugh after he heard everyone scream when he hit the wall. He reached over and took a white blanket from the dresser drawer and placed it over his head and ran out of the room.
 
Inside the child’s bedroom, David made his way over to the bedroom door and looked into the hallway. “What is that? Did you guys see that?” He yelled out. 
Everyone in the room jumped when they heard the panic in his voice. Amy and the cameraman quickly moved towards the door.
For just one moment they caught a glimpse of an object in white moving down the staircase.
Amy screamed as the cameraman almost dropped the camera. “Would you look at that?” Amy yelled out. “A ghost.” She turned to the cameraman “Please tell me you got that.”
The cameraman gave her the thumbs up. The soundman raced over, as the cameraman tried getting a better angle. David was yelling out how Joseph Henize was real, and ready to unleash evil.  
 
Outside on the street, everyone watching on the large screens all jumped back and gasped. Some screamed out pointing as some moved back.  Panic filled the crowd around the house.
Lisa looked over to Cliff. “A ghost just moved down the hall and down the stairs.” She yelled out. “I hope Tom is all right.”
“I can’t believe we actually saw a ghost with our own eyes.” Cliff called out. “Ghostly Hauntings caught a ghost on camera. History in the making.”
   
Tom stood back against the wall. He couldn’t believe everyone was falling for such a lie. He wanted to step in front of the camera and tell everyone it was all a scam. How could they not tell it was Mel with a white blanket over his head? It was so clear. He even saw Mel’s shoes under the blanket as he ran down the stairs. He figured when someone wants to believe, they will. And you can be easily tricked. 
Besides, who would believe him? Everyone would think he’s crazy like his grandfather. Now what would he do? In the paper, the school would be expecting him to talk about how wonderful the show was. Even Cindy Clark was waiting to read his paper. 
But, he knew the show was phoney. Too bad something couldn’t happen where the public learned for themselves, how fake the show was. 
“Proof the Isfet book is real.” David yelled out. “It brought the dead to life. Joseph Henize is real. We saw him with our own eyes.”
 Tom looked over at Chris and noticed he was the only one not looking  concerned. In fact, he was looking rather happy. It didn’t make any sense.
“We need to go after it.” Amy yelled out.
“Wait,” David yelled out. “Maybe we shouldn’t. What I mean is, it might be, …Joseph Heinze. He might mean us harm.”
“Good point.” Amy said. She looked back at the camera her eyes wide with excitement. “There you have it viewers, the first ever ghost caught on live TV. Now the world has seen for itself ghosts do exist.” She walked back to the middle of the room. “Is there anyone else in the house who wishes to make themselves known to us?”
“Yes.” A deep voice echoed throughout the house.
 
Chapter 75
 
Everyone in the bedroom froze, looking at each other wondering what just happened. There was a different feeling amongst the crew members. The voice was cold and distant. 
David was amazed how Mel made a voice echo throughout the house. Making it sound so real.
Mel stood at the bottom of the staircase, pulled the white sheet off his head trying his best not to laugh. He heard the voice and wondered how David pulled it off. He felt proud David for pulling off a few tricks of his own. He wondered about running back up the stairs and scaring them again. He noticed something moving behind him. He looked over his shoulder.
 
Not a sound was made from the spectators outside the house, everyone stood in awe of silence. It was clear, they all sensed something. They all looked at each other, thinking the same thing. They had heard the voice come from the speakers, but heard it from the house as well.
 
Chapter 76
 
Inside the child’s bedroom, the silence was broken by the sound of Mel screaming as he came running up the stairs like a madman.
Tom was standing by the door and jumped when he saw Mel scrambling up the stairs with eyes as wide as possible, hair practically standing on end. He ran towards the bedroom with the white blanket still warped around his waste. Moving faster than he had ever seen a human move.
Amy and Chris made their way over to the bedroom door. At the same moment, Mel came crashing in falling to the floor. 
David reached down and lifted his arm to help him back up.
“It’s real. Joseph Henize is real. This house really has a ghost,” Mel screamed out.
The cameraman quickly moved around Chris and pointed the camera at Mel, getting him in a closeup.
Amy looked down at Mel. “Of course this house has a ghost, we’ve seen it run down the stairs.”
“No, you don’t understand.” Mel yelled, “I mean a real ghost, the real Joseph Henize, not made up. The ghost running down the stairs was me. While I was down there I saw the real Joseph next to the basement door.” He was talking so fast no one could fully understand him. “We need to get out of here, he’s coming up the stairs right now.”
Everyone in the room jumped. Amy looked at Chris for reassurance. 
Tom turned around and looked down the hallway at the top of the stairs and noticed what appeared to be fog coming up from the first floor. He felt his blood turn cold and quickly pushed his way deeper into the child’s bedroom along with the rest of the crew.
Amy looked around confused. She made her way over to the door passing by a frighten looking Tom and looked out into the hallway, and screamed.   
The cameraman didn’t know where to point the camera. He quickly ran towards the bedroom door and pointed it down the hall seeing grey fog and what appeared a face within. A man with white-bluish glowing eyes.
Tom could hear the fans outside the house scream out in fear. He knew they saw the black fog on the big screens as well. He could only imagine what people around the world were thinking.  
The house started shaking. It started off as a rumble, getting stronger by the second. 
The cameraman kept pointing the camera at the man in the hallway.
Tom looked over to Chris Minds who was the calmest person in the room. He felt better knowing someone like Chris with his ability was in the room to help deal with the threat. This was it, he thought. Everything his grandfather had written was true. His grandfather wasn’t mad, he knew of the danger. 
“I am free,” a figure in the hallway said in a cold, dark voice that echoed throughout the house.
“I knew this would come about,” Chris said calmly, not moving. 
“What? You knew?” David yelled out as he tried to find somewhere to hide.
“It had to be done. The chosen one was brought here to deal with this evil.” Chris never blinked, nor did his voice have any fear.
Tom agreed, the chosen one was in the room, and it was Chris Minds.
The cameraman started slowly backing up into the room as the fog moved closer. 
Tom stood a few feet away from the bedroom door and could see the fog in the hallway. He looked into the grey black mist and thought he saw a face looking back at him. 
David stood a foot back from Tom. As he tried to hide under the dresser he looked into the fog. “I think I see Kris and Debbie.”
 Everyone in the room was shocked seeing Kris and Debbie looking back at them within the grey fog. 
“They’re trapped inside.” David yelled out as he pointed.
“He’s right,” Chris said. “Their spirits have been pulled inside in fog.”
“When?” Amy called out.
“At some point they must’ve been inside the house and went near the basement.” Chris said.
“You said there was nothing wrong with the basement.” Amy said.
“I had to tell you that. It’s the place where the evil resides. If we went down there earlier I wouldn’t be able to control the evil. It would’ve taken over all of us.”
“All the time the evil was downstairs?”  Amy said.
“I had a bad feeling something like this could happen.” David called out from under the table. 
“You know about this thing as well?” Amy yelled out. 
“When I acquired the book the old man at the restaurant told me about true evil. I didn’t believe it could be real.”
“Can this thing be stopped?” Mel yelled out, trying to hide under the carpet. 
Chris spoke calmly. “This day was destined to happen. The chosen one was brought here to destroy Joseph Henize. If Joesph succeeds, it will have power to pull everyone in the town into the light.”
Tom knew Chris was talking about himself. At this time he wished he hadn’t won the contest. He wished he was outside on the sidewalk watching everything on the big screens. 
He looked into the fog and thought he saw the little girl from his dreams along with her mother and father. He had to look again. Were they really there? 
The fog moved down the hall. Closer towards the bedroom.
“It’s every man for himself,” David called out as he dropped the Isfet book and ran out of the room.
“Sounds like a good idea.” Mel got up from under the carpet and took off running past the cameraman and out of the room.    
The soundman tried pointing the microphone at anyone who was speaking. As the camera turned to whoever was speaking along with the mist in the hallway. 
   
Inside the production truck, Scotty sat up and yelled out. “What’s happening in there? I want more order. Everyone calm yourselves.” For the first time that night he looked worried. “Get some men in there and find out what’s going on. What is this fog?” He couldn’t sit still.
The door to the production truck flew open as security guards in their bright yellow coats came running out, across the sidewalk. Moving in and around the fans who were looking around in shock. The guards made their way up the front steps and ran inside the house. They stood in the living room for a moment looking around. They heard David and Mel screaming as they ran down the stairs. They ran up the stairs passing them in between.
“Ghosts are real, ghosts are real,” David yelled out. “Move out of my way.” He continued running down the steps. 
The front door slammed shut before he could reach it. The guards looked back for a moment then turned to run up the rest of the stairs.
David reached the front door and tried pulling on it. It wouldn’t move. “No” he cried out. “Open, open.” He hammered on the door hoping someone outside would hear.
 
Chapter 77
 
The Isfel book moved across the floor and pulled into the fog. 
“Joseph Heinze now has the book.” Chris yelled out.
A wind started to pick up throughout the house. Tom looked at the window and wondered if it was open. Where on earth could it be coming from? There was no logical explanation for it. Then again he was looking at a greyish fog with trapped spirits in them. How could that be explained? The wind started off as a gentle breeze, but got stronger with each second. He could feel his hair moving. Amy had to hold back her long hair. 
The soundman started to panic. He was looking around the room in fright. “Where’s that wind coming from?” He yelled out.
“Show no fear, Joseph feeds off of it.” Chris said calmly, never looking away from the fog in the hallway.
“Easy for you to say, you’re the one who talks to ghosts. This is new to me.” The soundman called out. He tried running out of the room and almost made it passed the fog, when he was lifted off his feet and pulled inside. A massive flash of light, along with lighting bolts occurred just as he was pulled in.
Amy screamed and Tom fell backwards trying to avoid the lightning bolt. It seemed he was dealing with lighting bolts a lot this weekend. 
The security guards finished running up the stairs. The man in front came to a sudden stop when he saw the grey fog. He stretched out his arms and placed his hands on each wall. 
The last security guard didn’t see what was happening in front and didn’t stop. He slammed into the three guards sending the first guard flying forward into the fog. Another flash of light and he was gone. 
Lighting now started flashing in every room, throughout the house. 
The remaining security turned and ran back down the stairs screaming.
The fog followed after them.
Dean held his camera as he ran from the living room into the kitchen looking for a way out. One of the guards ran up to his camera. He put his face up to the lens, the camera didn’t have time to focus. “Get us out of here, Joseph is coming for us all. Get us out, we’re trapped.” He screamed and took off running into another room.
Another guard followed behind him and looked into the camera. “Game over man, we’re all goners, someone get us out of here.” He yelled out.
The cameraman took off running into the dining room with the camera swinging by his side. No longer was focusing on getting a good shot.
 
Chapter 78
 
In the production truck, Scotty stood up from his chair, “What’s going on in that house? I can’t make sense of the video.” He looked back and forth at all the monitors. He watched blurry images of crew members running around the house in a state of panic. Lights constantly flashing along with the sound of the wind howling, “Who’s in control in the house?” He yelled out. “We’re live people, let’s get it together. The world is watching.” 
He looked back at the monitors watching the confusion unfold. He was convinced he was going to be blamed for the horrible camera coverage. “Where is the light flashing coming from? Are the house lights acting up in there?” The crew members inside the truck worked franticly away, trying to resolve the issue. “Why can I not talk to anyone inside the house? No one inside is answering my calls.” He started to sweat. Everyone in the truck watched as Dean ran up to the front door and tried opening it, to no effect. Dean turned around and watched the fog come down the stairs. He screamed and ran into the next room.
 
Mel bumped into David in the living room as they ran about from room to room looking for a way out. 
“What happened?” David yelled out.
“The book is real," Mel answered while looking around for the fog. “We brought the house to life when reading the middle pages.”
“You know what that means? David yelled. “Joseph Henize is free. It’s the end of the world.” 
“We need to hide.” 
The two men looked around and took off running trying to find anything to hide under. David drove under the dining room table head first. As Mel tried to push himself under the couch. 
“I should be at a party, instead of this.” David said.
“Quiet or Joseph will hear you.” Mel whispered. As his hair blew around from the non-stop wind. 
Two security guards ran down the hallway on the first floor and ran into each other. They closed their eyes thinking the fog had gotten them. When they opened their eyes and saw each other they stood up feeling silly. They took a moment to fix up their yellow jackets and turned around to leave the house. At the same time they looked up and tried to scream out as the fog descended on them from above. They were both gone in a flash. 
 
The fans outside watched in shock and awe. Along with the rest of the world watching their TVs. Seeing the chaos on their screens not understanding what was happening. 
 
Cliff and Lisa looked at the house and back to the screens, they knew Tom was in danger but didn’t know what to do. 
 
In the dining room, the last of the guards watched his co-workers disappear. He picked up a chair from around the table and stood in front of the fog. “You’re not going to take me.” He charged at the fog, roaring like a lion with the chair held high. In a flash of light he disappeared into the fog. The chair fell onto the floor. 
All bedroom doors throughout the house flew open then closed repeatedly, with only a few seconds in between. Each door slamming echoed throughout the house. 
 
 
Chapter 79
 
Samantha Parker Ghostly Ghouls leader stood outside the house and screamed into her megaphone. “This is the end of time, what we’re seeing here is the beginning of the downfall of mankind. Evil will now take over the world. This show isn’t worth it.” And took off running. Along with the other members.
Fans standing next to her started to panic. Anxiety ran through the crowd like wildfire. No one could stand still. Some screaming out others backing away. But they couldn’t bring themselves to look away from the large screens.  
The flashes of light grew brighter and started shooting through the windows. Beams of light shot up into the night sky. Brighter than any of the fireworks or lasers. Fans next to the trees moved back in awe. Cliff couldn’t believe what he was seeing and wondered if it was worse for Tom. 
   
David felt safe under the table until it flipped over. He looked up and realized he was only kneeling in an empty room with the table off in the corner. He looked to his left and saw the fog approaching and jumped up. He stood for a moment and froze not knowing where to go or what to do. 
The couch slid across the floor with Mel still under it holding on. His eyes wide, not knowing where he was going to end up. The couch slammed up against the wall with a thud.     
The wooden chairs in the dining room begin to rattle and lift off the ground then flew around the room. Swirling as though in an invisible tornado. David dove on the floor and had to slide around on his stomach to avoid the chairs which were now dipping and driving as they swung around. The Paintings of robins and doves flew off the walls and spun with the chairs.
David tried to relax with deep breathing exercises, until a chair nearly hit him in the head and he took off running. He avoided the fog and reached the front door. He breathed a sigh of relief and looked back at the fog. “So long sucker, Mr. Henize I’m outta here. You failed to get me.” He turned back to the front door and tried the door handle. It wouldn’t open. 
The door handle turned properly, but the door remained closed. 
David looked down at the handle and tried it over and over. It was as if some massive hand was pushing it closed and David was too weak to fight against it. 
He tired turning the locks on the door. He lifted one leg and placed it on the wall beside the door and with two hands pulled the door handle, nothing. He tried knocking; hoping someone on the other side would open it. He turned around slowly and noticed the fog was inches away from him, he tried to run. 
Mel watched from under the couch as David was pulled into the fog. A massive flash of white light and he was gone. The fog then turned to him. 
Mel got up from under the couch and took off for the back door. He ran through the hallway; he found it hard knowing where to go with the light constantly flashing and furniture flying around. The wind swirling about moved his hair into his eyes making it more difficult. 
He looked over his shoulder at the fog which was getting closer. He needed to duck to avoid the floating wooden chair a few feet in front. He reached the back door and rested his head on the frame for a second. Thankful he was moments from freedom. And then started pulling on it. It too wouldn’t open. He pulled with both hands and placed his foot on the wall like David at the front door. He could see the door was unlocked but still wouldn’t budge. 
It was as if some powerful force was on the other side holding the door closed with a much stronger hand. Taunting anyone inside. He looked over his shoulder, noticed the fog wasn’t behind him anymore. He stopped trying to open the door. He looked around, breathing heavily. 
Took a few steps forward looking left and right, where was it? He turned back around to try the door again and was face to face with the fog. Joseph looking at him face to face. He tried to scream and was pulled in before saying anything.  
 
Chapter 80
 
Tom stood in the bedroom alongside Amy, the cameraman and Chris. Tom ran over and tried to close the door. He pushed his hands against the door trying to hold it closed. He thought he was successful until the door pushed open without any effort and he slid across the floor to the wall. He stood up and quickly moved away from the now open door and stood next to Chris.
For a brief moment, he felt good knowing Chris was in the room, he knew in a matter of moments Chris would work his powerful magic to take out Joseph. 
He knew this night was meant to happen. Chris was called to this house to save the day. Nothing was going to stop the power of Chris Minds from saving the town. Face to face with true evil, and Tom had a front-row seat. 
It was difficult to see what was happening in the room with the light flashing constantly. He still had no idea where the light was coming from. He looked up at the light bulb in the middle of the room and it was off. It didn’t make sense. So where was the blinding light coming from? 
His hair kept getting into his face from the blowing wind. Again he looked to the window and saw it closed, so where on earth was the wind coming from? It had to be the power of Joseph. 
His eyes widened and he quickly ducked to avoid the toy chest flying around the room. It missed him by inches. Bringing furniture into the house started out as a good idea, but now he had second thoughts. It only gave Joseph something to use against them and trapped the occupants. 
Both Chris and Amy had to duck and avoid flying debris as well. The dresser moved at them and all three of them had to jump away from it. Tom looked over to his left and noticed the cameraman still had the camera in hand. The red light was on; he knew his friends and family out on the street could see everything. He hoped they would be all right. He would do whatever it took to keep them safe. 
He looked towards the hallway and in between the flying objects and flashing light. He noticed the grey fog was now moving towards the bedroom. As though it was coming at them ever so slowly on purpose. Taking its time, just to taunt them.
The fog was outside the doorframe and moving closer each second. He looked closely at the fog and thought he saw the bluish-white eyes within it looking back at him like the poster above his bed. Was it the same thing? Impossible, it was nothing more than a poster. 
But it was the same eyes of the mysterious figure across the street when the tree branch nearly hit him. Or the figure he saw when the car almost hit him. It was the same eyes he was now looking at, but why was Joseph coming after him? Chris Minds should be the target.     
The fog was now at the doorway. He knew there was no way out for any of them. The battle would have to happen right here. He hoped he wouldn’t get in Chris’s way. 
Could he avoid being pulled into the light before Chris could defeat Joseph? Was this it for him? Would he ever see his parents again? The last time he talked with his dad he left the house not on good terms. Not the way he wanted his last conversation with his dad to end. Would he see Cliff, Lisa, or even Cindy Clark again? With everything happening in the house his awkwardness around Cindy seemed pretty small right about now. 
“Come out and confront me, Joseph Henize.” Chris yelled out. “I’m calling you out. I do not fear you. You have no power over anyone. Come and stand before me. You are a coward. You're afraid. Leave the chosen one alone and fight me instead.” 
That’s right Chris, Tom thought you tell him. Show him who’s boss.
A massive roar echoed throughout the walls of the house. Shaking them throughout the bedroom. From the basement up to the attic. Tom knew Joseph was within the walls of the house not just haunting it. 
 
Thousands of onlookers outside all stood back in shock by the roar. It echoed through the town. Everyone looked at each other in fear. Some started to move back from the house, worrying for their safety.
 
The wind in the bedroom got stronger and started to swirl in the room. Amy and Chris’s long hair was tossed about. The wind was strong enough to start a howl, adding with the mixture of lights and flying objects it was almost impossible for anyone in the room to hear someone else speak. Lighting bots began to shoot out from the fog around the room. 
  
In the production truck, Scotty stood on his chair screaming for more control. As he ran his fingers through his hair. He demanded to know what was happening inside. He was jumping up and down like a monkey, with his eyes wide. He could see his dreams of directing blockbuster movies fading away.
 
Chapter 81
 
“Will it attack us?” Amy yelled as loud as she could. Her hair blowing all over, she had to cover her eyes to avoid the light.
Tom knew Chris would protect all of them no matter what.
“No, it cannot attack us it.” Chris yelled back.
Tom nodded to himself, he knew Chris was right.
“What’s stopping it?” Amy yelled out.
“Because Tom is in here with us,” Chris yelled back.
Ahhh, what was that? Tom thought. What did Chris say?
“What did you say?” Amy yelled out.
Good question Tom thought. He really wanted to know the answer.
“Tom is what stopping Joseph from escaping the house. As long as Tom is here he doesn’t have full power.”
Why does Chris keep saying my name? Tom thought. Shouldn’t Chris be talking about himself?
“You mean you, don’t you Chris?” Amy yelled out to Chris Minds.
Tom agreed.
“No Tom Wilson is the chosen one. This is his destiny.”
“Why him?” Amy said while avoiding the dresser flying around the room. Both Amy and Tom looked over at Chris. 
Tom thought Chris was losing his mind. He could feel his feet lifting off the ground as he was pushed towards the wall. He couldn’t find anything to hold on to, everything in the room was swirling about.
“Are you sure?” Amy yelled out, “You’re the one with psychic ability.”
“Yeah, why me?” Tom yelled out. “You’re the powerful man here, I’m just a kid.”
“No, your grandfather fought Joseph Heinze long ago. He was the one who taught me how to battle demons. But, tonight only you can fight Joseph. This is your calling. Your grandfather told you about the ability to battle evil, how it runs in the family, this is your night.” Chris yelled out.
“My grandfather was crazy.” Tom yelled out. For the first time Chris Minds was talking to him. This should be the the coolest moment of his life,  unfortunately, he wasn’t liking what he was hearing. This is not the way he pictured the first conversation with Chris Minds going. “Are you sure about this? I don’t think I’m the guy you’re looking for. I’m a teenager in high school in a small town.”
“The world has been waiting for you.  Now follow me,” Chris yelled out.
The cameraman stayed back the whole time recording each moment. As a record number of people watched live around the world.
Tom worked as hard as he could to pull himself free from the wall and over to Chris near the bed. It was difficult to hear anything. Tom could feel his face and clothes being pushed back by the strong howling wind. The blinding lights didn’t help either.
“Everyone in the town is depending on you. You're this house’s only chance. If Joseph gets out he will take over the town.”
Great Tom thought. He wondered if he could run out the door and head for safety. It would be so much easier to run away. But, Chris called upon him to be a hero. Tom understood what needed to be done. Tom stood next to Chris. “What do you need me to do?”
 
Outside Ms. Wilson stood watching the large screens. Wondering if Tom was all right. It was difficult to truly know what was happening. The lights flashing through the windows made it difficult to see clearly. “Is our boy alright in there?” 
“Tom knows what to do.” Mr. Wilson said. “I’ve known it all along, my father was right about Joseph, I couldn’t admit it to myself. I couldn’t face it, so I ran. Now it’s Tom’s turn to do what I failed to do."
 
 
Cliff looked to Lisa. “You think they have everything under control in there?”
“I don’t know. The men around the production truck look worried.” Lisa said.
They looked over at the massive white production trucks and watched the crew members run around in chaos. Yelling at each other, trying to restore order. One of the writers stood in front of a group of fans telling them everything was all right. When he finished speaking the door of the production truck flew open as a crew member jumped out yelling something about the end of time running down the sidewalk. The writer would look back at the fans and smiled.
The production trucks looked small compared to the Baxter house.  
Four security guards in their bright yellow coats made their way through the crowd in record time. They crossed the gate and up the path. Each one practically jumped up the steps and onto the porch. They tried their hardest to pull open the front door. The door wouldn’t move. 
A flash of white light shot them backwards and down onto the porch. As the fans around the house, owed and awed. 
More production crew members came running out of the truck to help pull on the door. 
Lisa didn’t like the look of things. She had a feeling this wasn’t going to end well for anyone in the house.   
 
Inside the production truck was a war zone, Scotty lied on the floor next to his seat, staring at the ceiling mumbling something incoherent. He couldn’t believe his perfect little world was now falling apart. He knew the whole world would laugh at him for dropping the ball on the biggest show in T.V. history. He mumbled in a whisperer  “I need information… What’s going on in there? Where are my camera shots? Is the cameraman downstairs or up? Why is nothing in focus?” The whole time never looking away from the ceiling.
Everyone else in the truck had to step over or around him as they tried figuring out what was going wrong. They could see the chaos unfolding on their monitors but could not communicate with anyone inside.
“What’s happening in there?” Someone in the back of the truck yelled out. While pushing every button. Trying to get anything to work. 
“We’re working on it.” Mandy the young intern yelled back. Everyone was either throwing switches or pushing buttons.
“Can anyone in there hear us?” Jason Rolands, a young crew member yelled into the microphone. “Why are the cameramen not answering us?” He yelled. “I don’t think any of them can hear us.” He leaned into the microphone again. “Camera one operator do you hear me?”
Everyone in the truck paused for a moment listening, there was no response.
“I think theirs something in the house with them.” Mandy called out. As she pointed to the eyes in the fog.
 
Chapter 82
 
Chris Minds long haired moved about in the wind. He turned to Tom. “It’s time for you to confront Joseph Henize.”
“I don’t know how?” Tom yelled out. 
“Think of your dreams. The answer is in your dreams.” Chris called out. “You’ve been here before. In a dream.”
Tom was surprised and wondered how Chris knew about his dreams. 
The massive wall of dark, grey fog slowly began to make its way into the room. As if it were moving slowly on purpose, wanting to antagonize. 
Tom looked to his left and noticed the cameraman was having difficulty keeping his feet flat on the floor. It was as if a hand was pulling him towards the fog. 
Tom tried to make his way back towards the cameraman and reached out his hand. But the wind was pushing against him too hard. Tony’s feet were sliding across the floor, his body moving closer towards the fog. He tried to reach back and grab anything.
Tom knew there was nothing in the room he could hold on to. All the furniture was flying about. Tony was pushing down harder with his feet into the floor. Bending one knee and one leg forward to brace himself. It was no use. It looked to Tom as though something was pulling Tony forward with an invisible hand. 
The camera was placed on the floor as Tony reached out with both hands trying to grab at anything or anyone. He flew up off the ground and into the fog. He put his hands out in front as though he was going to slam into a wall.  
Tom watched in disbelief as Tony disappeared into the grey fog. A massive flash of white light, followed by lightning bolts shooting out. And just like that, Tony was gone. Where did he go? The fog was no more than a few inches thick. However, the cameramen were nowhere to be seen.
Chris turned to Tom and yelled out. “There’s one way stop Joseph, you must….”
A tornado started to form in the middle of the room. Everything was pulling pulled to the centre. The dresser, dolls, bed, even Chris and Amy. The tornado spun around. turning darker in colour the stronger it became. 
Tom was pushed up against the wall, he couldn’t move. He watched as Amy and Chris spun around inside the swirling tornado. He wanted to help pull them out. But he couldn’t move his body off the wall. Just like in his dreams, he couldn’t move to help others. He felt angry, now he was ready to fight Joseph Henize. 
He looked at the doorway and stared into Joseph’s bluish-white eyes. He could’ve sworn he saw a smile. He could hear Amy calling out for help. Along with Chris, they turned upside down and right back up over and over. Missing the dresser and dolls, which moved about as well. 
The walls of the house started to shake. Tom was sure it was going to collapse. He thought he could hear a deep laughter coming from the fog. He wanted to pull himself free off the wall, but failed to move.  
The tornado started to move towards the fog. He knew Amy and Chris would be pulled into the light and may never be seen again. The lights never stopped flashing. The laughter got louder, the tornado moved closer. Tom tried to call out. Amy and Chris were inches away from the fog. And in a massive flash of light, they were gone.  
The last thing he heard was Amy calling out for help. Her voice being  drowned out by the howling wind. He was in shock he couldn’t believe Amy and Chris were gone. What was he to do now? The room was empty; everyone and everything had been pulled inside. He looked at the fog which had a smiling face inside of it. He knew the smile was directed at him. The cold eyes looking back at him. The eyes were like daggers. Was the fog  going to come after him? 
Everything would be lost. Why on earth did Chris tell him he was the chosen one? It didn’t make sense. He couldn’t even talk to Cindy Clark much less battle Joseph Henize.   
 
Chapter 83
 
His body fell to the floor. He looked up thinking the fog would now finish him off. But to his surprise, the fog started to move back out of the room. The flashing light and howling wind was dying off. 
Why? What was going on here? Joesph had him right where he wanted. He could’ve come inside the bedroom and pulled him into the fog? He would’ve won and turned on the town. 
Unless Joseph didn’t want him in the fog. What was inside the fog on the other side? Maybe it was the place Joseph  could be defeated. 
Of course, he could face Joseph on his own ground and stop him, and Joseph knew it. As long as he was in the real world, he couldn’t fight stop him. This is why his grandfather couldn’t stop him, because he tried battling him in the real world. 
Joesph was going to leave the house and pull the town into the fog. He waited for this day. He wanted everyone in town in one location at one time. Now he had thousands of souls to pull in at one time. They wouldn’t be able to get away in time. The streets were too crowded. 
Not only did he fail to help Amy and Chris he was going to lose his friends and family forever. No way, not on his watch. He knew what needed to be done. No more running away. This was no longer about him, but his friends and family.   
He looked at the fog. He saw the camera to his right and figured he could carry it to use as a weapon against whatever he encountered on the other side. He reached down and picked it up. His heart was racing. He had never done anything like this before. An hour ago he was outside the house watching a TV screen now he was inside ready to battle evil. 
He knew the world was watching, he wanted everyone to see what was on the other side. Besides, it would prove his grandfather was right all along. No one would ever laugh at his family name again. This is for you grandpa he thought.
“Hey, Joseph Henize.” Tom called out. “The true demon fighter is calling you.”
The fog stopped for a moment. Tom thought he heard a little laugh. As though it didn’t care. Well, Tom thought it was time to make it care.  
“You have to go through me first if you want my town.” He yelled out. 
It had to be the craziest idea he ever had in his life. He took a deep breath and started to run. With the camera in hand and the world watching he ran across the room staring directly into the fog. There was no turning back now; he needed to save his friends and family. 
At the doorway inches away from the grey fog he yelled out and jumped. the bright light now right in his eyes. His left foot entered first, followed by the left arm still holding the camera. The rest of him followed. He hoped he wouldn’t just pass through the fog and come crash landing on the floor in the hallway. 
 
 
 
Chapter 84
 
Cold and empty space. Not a soul around. He blinked and looked around. He found himself falling through emptiness. Where am I? How did I get here? 
He gazed at the empty space around him. He could feel the slight warmth on his body as he closed his eyes. There was no weight to his body, gravity no longer had any effect. His feet floated above his head, and back down again. He had no idea what speed he was falling at. There was nothing around him to judge the speed. Black empty space, above, below and all around. No wind moved his hair or clothes. Nothing but silence. He could feel a sense of peace throughout his body, feeling warm and tired. His eyes began to close He wanted to sleep for hours on end. Sleep forever, Lost in the…empty…empty…space.
So peaceful, 
He thought about his dad, he found himself standing on the grass that went on for miles. Looking up at the blue sky watching the white clouds go by trying to guess what animals each cloud looked like. His dad, Lisa and his mom walked towards him with smiles. 
He blinked, looked around and now found himself at the dinner table blowing out the birthday candles on the chocolate cake. With presents around him. In one of them, was the remote control T-rex. His favourite toy. He’d been wanting it for months.  
He was about to turn to his mom to say thank you when he noticed he was back in his grade four classroom. Ms. Jones was standing at the front teaching Science. He could see Cindy Clark sitting across from him, wearing her hair in a red ribbon. She looked over at him and smiled. Like she always did all those years ago.
He found himself standing outside the school next to Cliff standing waiting for the school bus it had to be grade five….
What was happening? Was he dreaming? The images were so clear, as though they were happening in real time. They couldn’t be dreams. 
He could stay here forever, no this was some kind of trick. Trying to get him to forget his real goal. He thought about the Baxter house…
 
…A flash of white light came at him. he blinked and looked around. he was back in the darkness, falling. How long was he gone?    
He looked down and noticed a small little white light. No bigger than a pinhole. He stared at the light, unable to take his eyes off. It grew bigger. The hole was growing,…. no wait. The hole wasn’t growing, He was falling towards it. A wave of panic shot through him. How on earth was he going to stop himself from falling? 
He tried to reach out for the walls, nothing. He waved his arms around as though he was swimming trying to get back to the surface. Nothing was slowing him down. He looked back at the light. Every second the hole grew in size. 
He knew he was getting closer. Soon he would hit the ground. And judging by how fast the light was growing, at the incredible speed it wasn’t going to end well. 
The light grew. He closed his eyes, held his breath. Bracing for impact. Is this where his life ends?
 
 
Chapter 85
 
“Hello.”
He opened his eyes. He touched his chest and legs, he was alive. He looked around. What happened to the white light? He was sure he was going to slam into the ground. But instead, he found himself back in the child’s bedroom on the second floor again. Something was different this time. It was… quiet. The howling wind had stopped. The blinding flashing light was gone. In fact, it was daytime. Sunlight came through the window as the wind gently moved the white curtains. Blue skies out the window, the trees having full leaves. He was stunned, what just happened to the bedroom? It looked…new. 
Below the window was a child’s bed with white blankets and light blue pillows. Across the room was a dark wooden dresser with a mirror above.  A large toy box with dolls on top sat next to the dresser. And soft colour rug was spread out across the floor. The walls were a bright off-white wallpaper. Not the dark wooden walls he looked at moments ago.
“Hello.”
He spun around and looked down. Standing in front of him was a little girl about nine years old. She wore a light blue dress with black dress shoes. Long blond hair with a blue ribbon in it. She had a beautiful warm smile and blue eyes.
“Hello.” She said looking up at him.
“Oh…hello there.” He said. He questioned whether or not she was a ghost or his imagination.
“Who are you?” She asked. “My name is Emma.”
He felt odd talking to the little girl. A few hours ago he was standing outside the Baxter house getting ready to watch a live show. Now he was in the house talking to what he believed to be a ghost after jumping into fog. He was sure he was going to wake up in his bedroom anytime now. Believing it was another one of his silly dreams. “Hello Emma my name is Tom.” He had forgotten he was still holding the camera, which was up and running. There was something about the girl that looked familiar.
“How did you get here?” She asked and smiled.
“I… I don’t know.” He was asking himself the same thing. “I was standing in this very spot not too long ago, I jumped into the fog.” He pointed towards the bedroom door. “And now I’m…back here…in this room. But it looks different.” He looked around and was amazed by how beautiful and peaceful it looked. Something odd caught his attention. He looked out the window again. No sound. No ambient noise coming from outside or throughout the house, just silence.  As though time was standing still, like a painting.
The little girl laughed a bit and shook her head. “That doesn’t make sense. How could you be here a moment ago? I’ve been in this room the whole time. I didn’t see you, now you’re here.”
He looked around the room and out into the hallway. “Where is here?”
She placed her hand in front of her mouth and giggled. “What a silly question. If you were here a moment ago, then you would ask where here is now?”
Tom heard something odd. Whenever Emma spoke. Her voice had a slight echo to it. She had a light golden glow around her entire body. He looked around the room, in fact, everything in the room had a light golden glow around it.    
“This is my room, do you like it?” She pointed over to a large collection of dolls. Cute-looking little animals, Some with big eyes others with cute little smiles. “Their all my friends.” She said with a smile. She quickly made her way over to them and held a few of them in her arms. She held a Victorian doll in her right hand. “I call this one Mandy.” She looked at it and smiled. She placed the dolls gently back down on the floor. “I know I have a lot of them. My mom tells me everyday.” She laughed to herself and placed her hand on the Victorian doll’s head and combed its hair. “But, I can’t stop collecting. I want so many.” She turned around to walk towards the bedroom door. She looked over her shoulder back to him as she walked into the hallway. “Follow me.” 
He watched her move, it looked to be in slow motion. Her little black dress shoes made no noise on the wooden floor.
He followed still holding the camera unaware everything happening in front of him was being broadcast around the world.  
He walked over to the bedroom door and looked down the hall. There was something about this place that didn’t seem right. A red rug with little black flowers lied across the floor in the hall. The same hall he walked down not too long ago with the crew of Ghostly Hauntings. The hall was an old place with dark aging walls and a wooden floor. Now the hallway looked….new and beautiful.
The wallpaper was bright white. Not like the dark old walls, Amy had commented on. The small table underneath the mirror in the centre of the hallway looked brand new. A beautiful home any family would love to live in. Nothing like the old scary place he walked through with the crew. Sunlight poured through the window at the end of the hall casting a light through the entire upstairs. But there was something odd, no shadows, the table in the hall had no shadow, nor did Emma. He looked at the ground where he stood. No shadow either. Impossible.
Emma turned around. Her dress and hair moving in slow motion, she looked at him. “This is where I live. I like it here. I never want to leave.” Her voice still had the slight echo. She started to do a little dance. For the first time her feet made a slight sound. 
He could feel a rush of cold blood go through his body, he recognized the sound. It’s what the Ghostly Hauntings crew heard downstairs earlier in the evening. Now he understood the taping sound was the little girl dancing, like Chris said. He knew, he really knew. Chris truly is a psychic, even if Mel and David were fake. 
Now he was in her world. Not only was he seeing her but the world watched as well through the camera in his hand.
“Did you walk through the front door? I didn’t hear anyone knock,” she asked still dancing about.
“No…I was with a T.V crew.” Tom noticed how the sunlight coming through the hallway window shined behind the girl’s head, making her look like an angel. The light coming in was strange. As if the sun was ten times brighter. Just like in his dreams.
“T.V. crew? What is that?” She laughed. “I’ve never heard of it before. Are you being silly?”
He thought about Chris calling out to a young girl in the house earlier. “Are you the spirit Chris Minds was talking to?”
She looked up at him. While twirling the bottom of her dress around. “Is that his name? I heard some man calling me while I was walking through the kitchen. I was talking to him.”
“I couldn’t hear you.”
“I could only talk to the man with white long hair. It was hard to talk though, some rude man was standing in the hallway hitting the wall.”
Tom laughed to himself. He knew she was referring to Mel faking the sound effects. He couldn’t believe his favourite show was fake. His belief in ghosts shattered. Only to be restored by the real thing moments later.  
“How did you get into my bedroom?” She asked.
He was asking himself the same thing. “I don’t know really. I jumped into the fog. And found myself standing here.” He looked down to her. “Do you know you’re a spirit?” 
Emma’s stopped dancing. She nodded and paused for a moment. “Yes. I used to live here long ago. I remember feeling at home and safe here. I loved it here.”
“Can you leave?”
She looked at the ground and shook her head. “He won’t let us,” She said softly.
“Us?” there’s more than her, maybe her mother and father?  But who is she talking about? “Do you know who stops you?”
“Joseph. The one who controls this house.” She turned and walked into the bedroom.
Tom could feel a chill in his body.
Emma walked back into her bedroom and sat on her bed. She picked up her white coloured toy horse and a teddy bear. “These are my toys, I love them all.” She said while looking down, sad.
Tom stood at the doorway. 
“I like playing with the toys. When Joseph isn’t around I like to come in here and play.”
Emma put her dolls down. “Would you like to see the rest of the house? I think it's safe to walk around. I don’t think he’s here.“ She climbed off her bed and walked out of the room towards the stairs.
He turned around and watched her move. He still didn’t know if he was dreaming or if it was really happening. He walked out of the room and down the hallway.
He followed the little girl down the stairs he watched as she appeared to move in slow motion. On the first floor he looked around each room. They all had furniture. It looked different than the furniture brought in by the Ghostly Hauntings crew. 
The more he looked at it the more he realized it was the same furniture he saw in his dreams. The same things his grandfather described. He looked around and saw the sunlight coming through the windows, the light was so bright he couldn’t see out of them. The living room had a large wooden table in the middle. Chairs were around it. The living room had a couch and a coffee table. There was no TV’s or radio, everything felt like it was from the nineteen twenties. He bet his history teacher would love to walk through this house. 
“I like coming here to visit.” She said while looking around.
He turned around. The little girl was now standing in the hallway.
“Do you live here?” He asked.
“Yes. A long time ago though. Now I visit from time to time. As long as no one else is around. I don’t like scaring people.” 
“You mean when families move into the house? They see your ghost? You’re the one psychics can hear walking around?”
‘I don’t mean to make a lot of noise. Sometimes I like to skip down the hallway. Or play ball upstairs. I hope new families are not bothered by it. Sometimes they run out of the house. I never see them again.”
“That would explain the noise we heard.” 
“Was someone sleeping? Did I wake them up? Sorry if I did.”
“No. You didn’t wake anyone up.”
“Sometimes people come into the house when Joseph is here and he scares them away. Two boys came in here and really got scared. I feel bad for them. I didn’t know how to warn them.” She looked down, sad. 
 
Tom looked back into the living room. He watched as a man and woman faded up from nowhere. The woman was sitting on a single wooden seat, kitting. Dressed in a long red dress with white stripes and the man sitting on the couch reading the paper was wearing a black suit with a black tie.    
Something caught Tom’s attention to his left, he looked over and noticed a man knocking on the door. The knocking was silent, all the noise from the room was gone. The man at the door looked like the creepy guy from Tom’s dreams. It had to be Joseph Henize. The man had long black hair and the coldest smile. He wore a white suit with a black thin tie. 
The man sitting on the couch put down his paper and walked over to the front door. It was clear these two men had met before. The homeowner was happy to see the man in white. The man in white was invited into the house and walked over into the living room. Said hello to the women knitting, who looked happy to see him. 
Tom couldn’t hear them talking, but it appeared to be a pleasant conversation. Joseph took a moment and looked over to the basement door. He sat down on the couch and continued talking to the homeowner. 
Tom looked over to Emma who had a worried look on her face. She looked up at him and slowly shook her head. 
He understood what she was implying. It was all making sense. The man talking to Joseph had to be Mr. Baxter and the woman returning from the kitchen was tea was Ms. Baxter. 
Tom watched, as Joseph wanted to go into the basement. But Mr. Baxter kept politely saying it was unnecessary with a smile. Unfortunately, Mr. Baxter didn’t know the full extent of the evil of Joseph Henize. If only there was a way Tom could help the family.
But what he was watching was only a flashback, there was no way of communicating with any of them. Whenever Mr. Baxter’s back was turned Joseph kept looking at the basement door.  Whatever he wanted was in the basement. What did Chris Minds hold back from the Ghostly Hauntings crew from going down there?
“What does Joseph want?” Tom asked Emma.
She looked to the basement stairs “To control the light….”
A thundering stomping noise could be heard echoing from up the stairs. He could feel his body jump. He looked back into the living room and watched the image of the Baxter’s disappear. The image of Joesph was already gone.  
The little girl froze in fear. She looked over at the staircase and back to Tom. Her face turned to horror. “Oh no. I have to go. I don’t want him to know I’m here. He’s mean to people.” She started to run with her hands out in front of her.
Tom quickly looked up the staircase. He couldn’t see anyone. He looked at the front door, was someone coming in? “Emma stopped. I don’t see him.”
“It’s Joseph, he’s here,” she whispered. “He’s coming now. I have to go. You should too.” Emma turned and started to run again. She disappeared into the wall. Tom watched in amazement as she faded without a sound.
He turned back towards the staircase he wanted to see Joseph face to face. To his right, he noticed a book flying off the bookcase coming right at him. He needed to duck to avoid it. The book flew across the room and slammed into the wall. He stood back up and noticed another book coming right at his head. He ducked out of the way, as the book fell to the floor. That wasn’t so bad, was that the worst Joseph had to offer?
He decided to head down the basement steps. Chris kept everyone away from the basement, but he needed to know what was down there. As he approached a huge face with massive red eyes appeared on the door.  
He took a step back in fright. What is that? Before he answers his own question something massive jumped out of the door missing him by a few niches. 
Tom fell backwards and looked across the room and watched a massive rat with red eyes run about. From head to tail, it had to be eight feet long. Long white teeth and sharp nails.
He recognized it from a book he read as a child, the very rat that gave him nightmares for weeks. Now it’s real and in front of him. He had to quickly move to the side as it ran past with its teeth exposed. It twisted around and came back after him. He used the side of the camera to push it to the side. 
The massive rat ran into the kitchen and faded away. Was it even real? It was clear Joseph was using his fears against him. 
He stood up in the living room. brushed himself off and picked up the camera. Maybe the outside world saw the rat or maybe not. But he decided to keep the camera anyway.
He looked out the window to his right, the street was empty. Where did everyone go? The thousands of fans on the sidewalks were gone. The production trucks were no longer parked along the side of the street. The street looked empty, lifeless, way too quiet. As if the wind didn’t exist. As if no one was there at all. Not just on the street, but the entire town. In this world, he was alone.
The basement door slowly opened on its own. He turned around at it.
“Come down.” A deep voice called out from down below. “It is time. Don’t you wish to help your friends? Come Tom, help Amy and Chris. They’re in here with us.”
He made his way to the basement door. He knew it was a trap, but he wasn’t going to let anyone hurt Amy or Chris. He stood at the open door for one last moment and looked down the staircase, he could see nothing but darkness. He slowly made his way down each step. Each step he took the staircase got darker and longer. As though it was a thousand steps down.
He stepped off the last wooden step and onto the floor of the basement. He looked around. It sure didn’t look like upstairs. The basement felt… cold, lifeless. 
It was completely empty of furniture. No colour on the walls. Grey barren empty walls. The ceiling was lower than the first-floor ceiling. Maybe only eight feet high. But it wasn’t the empty grey walls that made the place feel cold, it was…something else. 
He slowly walked around and could hear his footsteps ever so slightly on the concrete floor.
He looked down and had to quickly take a step back. He almost fell into a pool of deep water. It took up half the basement floor. How on earth was the basement filled with water? 
He looked closer in shock and thought he saw something moving around just below the surface. 
He waited, wondering what was going to happen next. He thought about going back up the stairs …A creature with long sharp teeth jump out of the water right at his face. At the last moment, he dropped the camera on the floor and grabbed the creature with both hands. Inches from his face. 
Its eyes were red. Its teeth were long and silver, it was moving closer. He could feel the creature’s scaly body. Its tail thrashed about in the water. 
He stood up and threw the creature back into the water. The pool of water started to grow larger. Cornering him. He thought about making a brake towards the staircase. He couldn’t, the staircase had been cut off by the expanding water. If the water grew anymore he would fall in, at the mercy of the ell. 
How was he going to get out of this? He thought about his grandfather’s book, when he first read it in the shack. It talked about Joseph having power to create illusions based on your fears. How the only way to overcome them was to simply not believe. 
Easier said than done. If he let himself believe then the illusion had power. 
The water had to be fake as well, no matter how real it looked. 
He looked straight ahead and stepped forward, directly into the water. His foot came to a rest on the basement floor. He looked down and saw the water gone. Just as he thought, it was all a lie.
“You catch on quick.” 
He heard a voice from across the room, he looked up and in the centre was a single red chair with its back facing him. A glowing white light shined up from underneath it. The back of the chair was high enough stopping him from seeing who was sitting in it.
He didn’t have to see to know who it was.
“Hello Tom, welcome to my world.” A cold distant voice said. The chair spun around at great speed and came to a complete stop directly facing him. 
Sitting in the chair was a tall man in white suit, with long hair. His eyes had a bluish-white glow. “My name is Joseph Henize. I do believe you’ve heard of me. In this world I have all the power.” He smiled, his teeth bright-white. Somehow it made is bluish white eyes glow even brighter. “I know all about you. When someone wanders into my world I can read them.” He had both hands on the armrest with his fingers spread out. Completely relaxed. Both feet in white shoes were flat on the ground. He looked small, sitting in a huge chair. “I guess you’re here to defeat me.” He smiled and looked away bored.
“I know you fear me.” Tom was surprised to hear the words coming from him. “You turned away from me after pulling Amy and Chris into your world. Why? Because you fear me.”
Joseph smiled and laughed to himself. His eyes never stopped glowing the bluish-white colour. ”No boy I do not fear you. I want you to watch me leave the house and pull your friends into the fog, before I finally pull you. It had nothing to do with fear. I am incapable of feeling fear.”
“It was you who made the lightning bolt strike the tree branch. And you made the car back up trying to hit me. You failed in your attempts. Just like how you’ll fail now.”
“The tree branch wasn’t meant to kill you nor the car. It was my way of saying hello. Lucky for you, you had someone helping you out.”    
Tom looked at the glowing light under Joseph’s chair.
“You know about the light don’t you boy? You learned about it from The Ankh book written by your grandfather. Yes I can sense it, I can see your thoughts. Everything about this house and its history.” Joseph raised one hand and moved it in a little circle. “It’s all about the light. The light I’ve spent a hundred years pursuing.” He smiled. “Yes, you heard correct, I was over a hundred years old before I found this light. For decades I studied black magic around the world. While in a dark cave, I came across knowledge on how someone can live for decades longer than your average man. But it wasn’t enough for me, I wanted more. In my studies of the dark arts I came across greater knowledge. I learned how someone could live forever. Obtaining that power became my new obsession, finding the light of life. It wasn’t just the external life I wanted power over, but the absolute power over the afterlife as well. I searched all over the earth and found it here in Springbrook Gardens, in this house. It’s not the house itself, but what’s under it. The house was built on top of the light. The Baxter family never knew what was below their feet the whole time they lived here. I needed inside this house, nothing else in the world mattered, but the family stood in my way. In order to obtain the full power of the light I would have to give up my life. Strange isn’t it, in order to live forever, I needed to die first. It’s about stepping into the light, the very light people see when they die. But I knew how not to fully cross over. I knew how to stop halfway through and stay in the light and control it. I could stop other people from crossing over. I could enslave everyone on their way through the light. Everyone has to die sometime. So everyone would have to come across me at some point. Not only could I enslave people, but I found out how to pull people into the light while they're alive. Making me even stronger. I almost had all the power in the world. I was so close.”  
“But you never reached your goal,” Tom said.
“Your grandfather interfered. Yes, I know all about your grandfather. The two of us knew each other many years ago. I was a teacher of archaeology and he was an up and coming student. A very good one. He found out what I was studying and tried to stop me. I knew about chanting from the Isfet book when kneeling in front of the light. It made the light stronger and when the time was right I would step into the light and control it. I was almost completed the chanting of the final verse when your grandfather interfered. Your grandfather had studied the dark arts as well. Not to obtain the same power, but to find out how to stop me. He collected all the information needed to stop the Isfet book. he wrote it all down in his own Ankh book. Now you can watch the whole moment replay itself out.” Joseph lifted his left hand and waved in a small circle.   
A white light formed in a fog. Both the light and the fog grew, taking up half the basement An Image of Joseph appeared in the middle of the light. Wearing the same coloured outfit he had now, he was standing outside the Baxter house in the pouring rain. Lighting crashed within the image which shot light through the basement. Tom felt like flinching back, it looked so real. The way the rain fell onto the basement floor. He could hear the splash and the slight echo of the raindrops falling. Instead of making the basement floor wet, the raindrops simply faded away. Leaving the floor dry. 
Within the image, he saw Joseph standing on the front porch of the Baxter house. Staring through the front door window. The same image he saw in his dreams. He had a book under his coat. The image of him standing on the front porch was clear, but everything behind him faded off into the mist. 
He could see Joseph’s eyes were a normal colour blue. It was the first time seeing his real eyes. 
The house looked dark inside as though the family had gone to bed for the night and he shouldn’t have been standing there. Joseph slowly turned and made his way off the front porch, down the stone path, crossed the wet grass to the corner of the house. He walked alongside and stopped at the window halfway down. The same window Tom knew kids would open and sneak inside. 
He reached up and lifted the window open. The rain continued to hammer down, bouncing off the side of the house. The lightning crashed across the sky. Echoing inside the house with the window now open. With the wind howling like a wolf Tom watched as Joseph climbed up into the house. The rain stopped falling on the basement floor. Replaced with the same carpet Tom saw upstairs. He watched as Joseph walked across the floor towards the basement door. 
“What are you doing?” A voice came from Tom’s left.
Tom jumped thinking someone was in the basement with them. He looked at the basement staircase and saw no one. Where did the voice come from? He looked back at the image and saw Mr. Baxter walking into view. He understood the voice was coming from Joseph’s illusion. 
“Hello Joseph. What are you doing here?” Mr. Baxter asked. Wearing his robe. Looking as though he was upstairs sleeping and came down because the sound of rain woke him up.
Tom could see the image of Joseph was looking crazy and desperate. His eyes were wide, as he stared at the basement door. 
“I need to see the basement,” Joseph said, his breathing heavy. As though he were going mad.
Mr. Baxter looked a bit shocked and annoyed at Joseph making his way into the house a such a late hour. “Well, I’m afraid it can’t happen right now. It’s late you’ll have to come back tomorrow when we can talk about this.” Mr. Baxter said in a stern voice.
Joseph stared at the basement door. “I guess I’ll let myself self out then.” He said as he ran passed Mr. Baxter knocking him down and reached the basement door. 
He slammed the door behind him and locked it making his way down the steps. His eyes were completely crazed looking. He started to laugh when he reached the centre of the room and fell to his knees. 
Mr. Baxter got back up and ran over to the door, knocking on it. His wife and daughter came down the steps tired, looking as though they were woken  up from the noise. 
Joseph picked up a pickaxe and started hitting the floor while laughing hysterically. A beam of light shot through the crack in the floor and shot up hitting off the ceiling. 
Tom looked over to the real Joseph in the red chair who was smiling. Enjoying the image of himself finding the light. 
With a beam of white-bluish light shining through. Joseph tossed the pick axe onto the floor took out the Isfel book, knelt down and started chanting from the middle pages.
Tom didn’t understand the language; it was something he never heard before. He thought back to the middle pages David had him read in the child’s bedroom.
At first, the words were not in English, then changed over. He understood the book could change the original language into whatever language was needed to be read out loud. The light from the floor flashed across the room. 
Each word read made the light dance and flicker like fire. A wind picked within the illusion, waving his white coat and hair about. Tom couldn’t feel the wind where he stood. 
Bright white light started to flash, like the light he saw in the bedroom with the Ghostly Hauntings crew. A grey fog began to form around Joseph’s feet making its way up like a small tornado. It was the same fog that pulled in Chris and Amy. 
He leaned forward and stared directly into the bright light coming up from the floor. It made his eyes change from a normal colour of blue to the bluish-white glow.
The basement door finally was pushed open as the Baxter family came running down the steps and saw Joseph’s eyes glowing. Mr. Baxter grabbed his wife and child and held them back. He turned his back and shielded his family from the flashing light.   
His chanting out the black magic was getting louder and louder. Mixing in with the howling wind. 
All the years of looking for the light he had now found it. His excitement could not be contained.  
Joseph lifted his hands into the air. He was just about to finish his chanting when Tom noticed a new figure standing at the top of the staircase. 
He looked over at the real Joseph in the black gothic chair, his smile was gone. Replaced with anger. Whoever stood at the top of the stairs annoyed him. 
The figure ran down the stairs past the Baxter family. He thought he recognized the man. He wore a light brown coat with black pants. The man looked like his grandfather, only younger. His hair wasn’t grey. 
The man stood a few feet away from Joseph and opened a book which looked like the Ankh book and started reading out loud. 
“The power of the light is greater than evil. You have no power in this world or in any other, the time has come for you to surrender. The god in heaven is your god now and forever, in this world or any, you have no power. Nor will you ever.  You have no control over the light. Your soul belongs to the lord. The dark arts has no power here or anywhere….”
The real Joseph in his red chair looked angry. As soon as the reading started it had a powerful effect on the light he looked into. 
The light flashed about like a fish on a hook losing its intensity and shine. Joseph was kneeling in front of the light yelling out even louder. As though he was trying to bring the power of the light back. 
The two were in a race, who could finish the chanting first. If Tom’s grandfather finished reading the pages from the Ankh book Joseph would be stopped. But if Joseph finished his chanting first he would step into the light and have complete control and could pull the living into the fog where they would remain his prisoner. He would become a god.
But there was nothing he could do. It was only an illusion, a memory. He felt as helpless as in his dreams when the Baxter family was pulled into the light and all he could do was watch. 
It was clear Joseph was going to win, he had a head start. Emma must’ve known as well. 
He watched as she pulled away from her father’s arms and took off running right at Joseph. Her mother cried out and chased after her, trying to reach her. Mr. Baxter followed after the two of them. Emma bared down with an angry look in her eye. 
She collided right into him who fell back to the ground away from the light. His concentration on the flowing white light was broken. Her mother and father both grabbed at her who was holding onto Joseph. The light now shot around the room like a fallen electrical wire. Small lightning bolts shot everywhere. 
Tom’s grandfather saw what had happened and started to read faster and louder. Taking advantage of the moment. 
“You will be cast down into hell. The spire will close. All that you seek will be denied. You will obtain nothing. The spire of light will be denied. You will stand before the creator and stand trial for what you have done…”
Joseph jumped back up and tried to dive back at the light. Emma grabbed him by the shoulders causing him to lose his footing and fall backwards directly into the light. She didn’t have time to let go, she two fell into the bright white light. Her mother screamed out and grabbed her foot as Mr. Baxter held onto his wife. They were pulled into the light and well. 
Tom’s grandfather stopped reading. Dropped the book, dived forward, trying to grab Mr. Baxter. His hand missed by an inch. It was too late, the family was gone. 
Tom's grandfather quickly crawled back to the book, reached out grabbed it, turned to a different page and started reading. Tom knew he was trying to reopen the beam of light, hoping to pull the Baxter family back out. 
But it would be dangerous. Joseph could come back through. It would be easy for his grandfather to finish reading the last few lines and seal the portal for good. Trapping Joseph forever. But he could not leave the Baxter family in there as well. He had to reopen the light even if it meant freeing Joseph.
Tom jumped when he heard the basement door open. He watched as police officers came running down the steps. They grabbed at his grandfather and pulled him back upstairs along with the Ankh book. 
The police mistook him as the introducer. His grandfather kept yelling out, saying he needed to free the family. Two police officers had to drag him away. His grandfather sounded like a crazy man. Yelling out about Joseph, powerful light, parallel worlds, and the Baxters.
Little did the police realize he was in fact right about everything. After the police pulled him away and the basement door was closed he noticed the spirit of Emma standing alone in the basement, she looked scared and alone.  
Joseph sat on the red chair and lowered his hand. The image he created faded away. The basement returned to its empty, dark, cold atmosphere. Tom looked back to him in the gothic chair.
Joseph looked at the spot where the illusion was played out and then back to Tom, his arms on the armrests. “And now you’ve seen for yourself how I came to be. The little girl remains a ghost in this house. Like anyone who fails to pass over into the light after death, they become a ghost. But none of that matters anymore because I will have the ability to pull everyone’s souls out of their body and into the light. The very light I now control. No one will be safe. And I have you to thank for it.”
   “Me?” Tom refused to believe the lie. “Impossible.”
Joseph laughed. “Remember when you read from the Isfet book upstairs tonight? You finished what Mel and David started earlier. They came into the house yesterday and read from it. They were so close to bringing me back. But something interrupted them, stopping them from finishing the last page. As you can imagine, I was disappointed. But then you came in and finished reading the last page out loud. And I was complete. David dropped the book. And I pulled it in. Now, nothing can stop me. Your grandfather isn’t here with the Ankh book. I wanted you here to watch me complete the final act. You, the so-called chosen one. This will be the moment where I finally finish what I started so long ago. And the camera by your side will let the world watch its own downfall. The world is watching Tom and it will watch me become god, and I have you to thank for it.”
Tom looked down to his right and saw the camera pointed at Joseph.
He lifted the Isfet book in his hand and floated up from the chair. He waved his right hand ever so gently and the chair slid back away from him towards the basement wall. The light from under the chair now shot up towards the ceiling. Joseph opened the book, turned his back to Tom faced the light and started chanting. 
He could not recognize the language. It was the same one he heard Joseph use a moment ago in the vision when he knelt before the fog. The light from the ground grew larger and brighter. Joseph’s words were having a powerful effect. Tom didn’t know what to do; he needed to stop Joseph. But how? 
  
 
Chapter  86
 
Outside the Baxter house fans watched the large screens. Viewers watched around the world staring at their TVs. Watching in disbelief. They didn’t know what to believe. Was it real? The question everyone around the world was asking. 
Everyone in Springbrook Gardens was so fixed on what was happening inside, no one noticed an older man in a light brown coat with black pants running along the sidewalk towards the Baxter house. He carried something under his right arm. He made his way in and around spectators who were standing in awe. He ran past the metal gate and up the stone path. Threw opened the front door and took off up the stairs. 
Whoever it was knew exactly where he was going. He stopped inside the little girl’s bedroom. Opened up the book he carried under his arms and began to read the pages out loud in a clear, powerful voice. His voice echoing throughout the house. A small white light started to appear in the middle of the room. Growing in size and getting brighter with each passing sentence. 
Within seconds the bright, warm light filled half the bedroom. Beams of light bounced off the walls. The man closed the book looked into the light and yelled out. “Upstairs Tom. Get the book from upstairs.”
 
Chapter 87
 
 
Joseph Henize placed the book on the floor and stood in the middle of the room with his arms out. Chanting away, getting louder with each word. The light from the bottom of the basement floor grew larger and brighter. It was rising up faster, inches from the ceiling. Spilling over at the top like a volcano. 
Tom knew it would be only a matter of time before the light filled the entire basement. It would then move up the staircase, through the first floor and outside the Baxter house. Crossing over into the real world. 
He scanned around the empty room wondering what he could use to stop Joseph …. wait. What was that? He heard a voice. It sounded like it was coming from the upstairs. Someone called his name. The little girl? No. It was a man’s voice.  A voice he recognized. Saying something about a book. 
But Joseph spoke about the Ankh book not being present which could stop him.
He ran up the basement stairs and stepped out into the living room. feeling like a weight was taken off his shoulders being away from Jospeh and the light. 
There was no time to stand around, he knew he had to move quick. It wouldn’t be long until Joseph completed his chanting. 
He ran up the staircase moving as fast as his feet would carry him. He ended up slamming into the wall along the staircase and pulling himself up using the railing. He could still hear Joseph chanting away even as he moved up the stairs. His chants which had started off as a quiet voice was now an insane yell. 
He made his way to the top of the staircase. He didn’t know what he was going to do or what he was looking for. It didn’t take long for the question to be answered. He noticed a bright flickering light coming from Emma’s bedroom.  
He moved to the doorway and in the centre of the room was a large glowing light spire. 
He looked into the light. He was taken aback by what he saw. An old man was looking back at him. It was his grandfather. He smiled.  
“You are the chosen one.” The faint voice echoed. Sounding as though it was traveling down a long thousand-mile tube.
His grandfather was holding something in his hands which he threw into the light. A flash of white light filled the room knocking Tom back a foot. He rubbed his eyes and saw the Ankh book at his feet.
What on earth? How did that get here? He picked up the book holding it firmly in his hands. Knowing he was holding something worth more than gold at the moment. 
A quick flash of bright light shot out from the spire into Tom’s eyes. He turned away for a moment and looked back. The light was now gone. The room was dark. What happened? 
He looked around. Where did his grandfather go? He knew the questions would have to wait, there was no time, not a second to spare.  
He held the book in his right hand as he flipped through the pages with his left. Looking for anything which would help. He felt angered not knowing what he was looking for. He grinned his teeth in anger, what page? What page? He kept yelling to himself. 
Then, he remembered the illusion Joseph created in the basement. His eyes widened. Yes, it had to be. In the basement he watched his grandfather read somewhere from the middle pages and Joseph reacted in fear. What page was it? It came to him, page thirty, that was it. His grandfather had the book opened to page thirty and read from it. 
He flipped through the pages and stopped on the thirtieth page. Joseph Henize didn’t know it, but showing him the flashback of his grandfather reading from the Ankh book actually helped him out. Joseph had no idea his grandfather would throw the Ankh book through time and space into the parallel world. 
He closed the book tucked it under his arm and made his way out of the bedroom. Moving towards the staircase. Every nerve in his body was telling him not to go back downstairs, but he had to. The time had come to finish what his grandfather started.
He reached the bottom and looked out the living room window at the night. All the fans were gone, the white production trucks were gone. Just darkness as though he was the only one in town. There was a stillness in the night that was creepy. This was Joseph’s parallel world. A world without life, colour, or happiness. He knew Joesph wanted to spread his world into the real one. He was the only one who could stop it. 
He was about to turn towards the basement door when he nearly fell back in fright. He watched in horror as Joseph flowed through the open doorway on a cushion of white light. His feet clearly two feet off the floor. A wall of white-bluish light surrounded him, pulsing, bolts of lightning shooting out. Joseph’s arms were out wide as the light came out of his fingertips. His smile of pure evil had grown wider. The camera he left downstairs was now floating along inside the fog. 
He knew Joseph brought it with him on purpose. He wanted the world to see his power. He had a look of insanity in his eyes which glowed brighter than ever before. Mixing with the light around him. 
The light now filled the living room pushing some of the furniture off to the side. All connected with a beam of light coming from the basement floor. 
Now was the time. He thought he would be reading the book in the basement, but this was a good a place as any. He dropped to the floor and quickly started flipping through the pages trying to find page thirty. 
Joseph was moving towards him, maybe coming after the book. But Joseph wasn’t making eye contact with him. It was clear he had other things of interest instead. Joseph passed by him on his way to the front door. The white light a few inches from Tom’s face. He thought about pushing him off the cushion of light, but knew reading from the book was a smarter idea.
He found the right page and started reading the first line out loud. Even he surprised himself with the confidence in his voice. He had looked into the eyes of true of evil and no longer feared it. “The power of the light is greater than evil. You have no power in this world or in any other, the time has come for you to surrender. The god in heaven is your god you have no power, nor will you ever.  You have no control over the light.”
He looked up for a moment and noticed Joseph had stopped by the front door and was no longer moving. Joseph had turned his head and looked back at him. For the first time since the basement Joseph now took an interest. Apparently reading page thirty from the Ankh book caught his attention.  
Joseph’s smile was quickly replaced with that of anger. “I see you somehow gotten the Ankh book,” his voice no longer sounding arrogant. “Why don’t you hand over the book to me before you get hurt. The book has a lot of power, it’s better if I destroy it for you.”
Tom tried his best to ignore him. He continued reading line after line, getting louder with each sentence.
The camera Joseph brought up with him continued to capture every second of what was unfolding. Everyone around the world watched in amazement.
“I have something for you Tom.” Joseph said in a calm, relaxed voice while looking down at Tom with a cold smile.
He didn’t want to look up, he needed to continue reading. He knew whatever Joseph had was an illusion. What was it though? He knew it was wrong to look, but he needed to know. What did Joseph have?
He took a brief second to look away for the Ankh book. Fog appeared next to Joseph, inside were Amy and Chris. They were trying to reach out. Tom could see they looked in pain, calling out for his help. He watched in horror as Amy and Chris looked so helpless and hurting.
“You know Tom all you have to do is throw the book into the light. And I will free them.” His voice was cold and lifeless. “All their pain and suffering will stop. Throw the book into the light, it’s that simple.”
Tom felt an ache, watching the two people he admired for so long suffering. But why didn’t Joseph just come over and take the book from him? There had to be something about the Ankh book? Maybe he couldn’t touch it. If he threw it away Amy and Chris could be free, but he knew Joseph was lying. More of his tricks. If Tom destroyed the book everything would be lost. There would be nothing to stop him. Everyone in town would suffer the way Amy and Chris did.  
Tom backed up as Joseph moved closer. “Come now Tom. Throw away the book. I don’t want to see Amy and Chris suffer anymore than you do. Besides you can join with me. There’s no need to fight. You know you’re the chosen one. Imagine the power we can wield together.”
He looked back at Amy and Chris, looked at Joseph, and back to the book.  He knew what he was seeing was a trick, but it seemed so real. “I know about your illusions. It’s not really them. You have no power over them. Like you have no power over me.”
Tom watched as the fog containing Amy and Chris faded away.
Joseph looked down at Tom. “Smart little boy you are. Now the games are over.” His eyes wide. He shot bolts of lighting at Tom. The bolts hit the ground inches away. Sparks flew everywhere. He felt his body lifting off the ground and fly across the room. He landed on the floor and slid all the way to the wall. The Ankh book slid under the couch.
“Now I will finish you off for good.” Joseph yelled out. He moved closer to him. He raised his hands and was about to shoot out a lighting bolt when Emma appeared running down the hallway. 
“Stay away from my friend.” She yelled out as she jumped up and onto Joseph’s shoulders and started knocking him on the head. Joseph staggered backward, caught off guard and roared as he fell back. He came crashing to the ground. With lightning bolts shooting out in all directions. One of them hit the Ankh book. A massive flash of white light engulfed the room. 
 
Chapter 88
 
Tom rubbed his eyes and found himself in the empty living room. He looked out the window and could see the large crowd. The large white production trucks were back. The furniture was what Mel and David had brought in. 
He was back in the real world. No longer in Joseph’s. It was over. Emma defeated him. The war was over and he had won. Now he could leave, head back home and forget any of it happened.
He looked forward to seeing Cliff again and telling him all about what had happened. Probably write about it in the school newspaper. It would be a novel size by the time he was done. 
He turned towards the front door and was about to make his way out. When he noticed the basement door handle turning on its own. He looked over as the door flung open. 
Joseph Henize rose up within a large grey cloud. Impossible. How was it happening? Emma stopped him. But he was now in the real world. A flash of white light fired out from the cloud knocking Tom backward. 
Joseph smiled at him. “Now I’m in your world. The bolt of light brought you back, but me as well.” He turned towards the front door waved his hand and it flew open. “Now I will pull everyone into my world.”
He waved his other hand as a strong beam of light coming from the basement pushed him outside.  
His power was becoming stronger; he now could leave the house. The very thing he could never do before. Now he was going to be successful taking over the town, enslaving everyone. It was his grandfather who trapped Joseph in the house. Everything his grandfather did so many years ago was coming apart. Why would anyone think he was the chosen one? Clearly, a mistake was made. Why did Chris not battle Joseph? He had more knowledge of the afterlife. 
He daydreamed a million times defeating demons while appearing on Ghostly Hauntings. But now that he was truly called upon to do so. He didn’t know what to do.
He looked out the front window and watched Joseph stand up on the front porch. He shot a bolt of lightning from his fingers at the large crowd. Everyone screamed and scattered.  With each shot he pulled large groups of kids into a cloud in which they disappeared. By the third shot of lightning Lisa and Griff were pulled in.  
 “No.” Tom yelled out as he placed both hands on the window.
Joseph slowly turned and smiled at Tom. His eyes glowing bluish-white. He raised his hand and shot lighting directed at Tom. 
The light went through the window as Tom had to drive out of its way. He landed on the floor with his hands in front as the bolt of lightning missed him by a few inches.  
He lied on the floor knowing he would have to find the Ankh book if he was to defeat Joseph. But did the book transfer over into the real world or left behind? 
He looked back, expecting to see Joseph coming after him. Either Joseph thought he was successful taking him out with the lightning bolt or he simply moved on to trapping everyone else. Either way, he no longer cared about Tom. 
He crawled around looking under the table, where did it go? He glanced out the window and noticed Joseph was now floating upwards. The beam of bluish-white light coming from the basement now flowed outside the front door. 
He heard Ghostly Hauntings fans screaming as they were pulled into his world. 
Joseph laughed out in joy over the horror he was causing. He moved across the front porch and floated upwards above to the second floor of the Baxter house.
He looked under the couch and saw it lying halfway under. He reached for it. The couch was too low to the ground, he couldn’t get his hand all the way under. He could feel his fingertips barley touching the book’s edge. He knew he had to hurry. He sat up and moved to the right corner of the couch and pushed it a few feet back, reached back under and grabbed the book. 
“Help us Tom.”  A voice came from the outside he knew it was Cindy.
Tom quickly sat up with the book in hand. Now he had to move. The girl he cared about was calling for him. Now the time truly had arrived to be her hero. No more games Joseph, now you're going down.
Tom got up and ran to the front door and stood on the front porch. The bright white light was inches from his feet. He could feel a mixture of cold and heat coming from it. Joesph was floating high above the house. The light under his feet was incredibly bright, lighting up the night sky. Looking like a mushroom cloud. It had now grown half a block long. The warm wind coming from it had picked up, swirling around as though a storm was approaching. Rocking the trees back and forth. Lightning flashed everyone throughout the street, and above the houses. Chain lightning blasted out and flew across the sky. 
Now that Joseph was out of the house he had grown stronger. The real world was now being pulled into his. Soon the two would become one with everyone trapped in limbo. 
He stood on the front porch seeing everyone trying to run away. The production trucks now began to rattle from the wind. Tom had to avoid the dirt and debris which was kicking up. He opened the book and started reading from page 30 but Joseph wasn’t worried. Why?
Joseph moved his hands together and then apart. Bright light shot out across the streets pulling kids up into the air and inside the light as they tried to run away. “I control both worlds now.” His voice echoed throughout the street. Bright white light shot from his eyes. 
Tom remembered what he read in his bedroom. only from the source will Joseph be stopped. You cannot fight him on his ground, outside. Only at the source. He looked over his shoulder back inside the house and noticed the light was coming from the basement. Like an extension cable plugged into the wall.
It made sense. He needed to go to the source within the basement. Trying to battle him while outside surrounded by the light couldn’t be done. He needed to shut off the flow of power. When his grandfather was reading he wasn’t focused on Joseph, but focused on the light itself. Take away the light, and he has nothing.
He turned around and ran back inside the house. He could hear the fans screaming out for help. He wasn’t turning away from them, but doing the right thing. He ran to the basement door and came to a sudden stop. How was he going to get down the stairs with a bright beam of light blocking the stairs? There was only one thing to do. 
He jumped up onto the beam and slid down like a surfer on a wave. He could feel little sparks through his feet. When he reached the bottom he jumped off onto the basement floor. 
The light within the basement was brighter than anything he had ever seen. Almost as bright as the Sun. He had to cover his eyes to block out the intensity. 
In the centre of the room, the light was pouring out like a volcano from the hole in the floor. Shooting straight up and bouncing off the ceiling and falling back down like a waterfall. 
He stood up straight with the book in hand. Now it was time to make Joseph care. He opened the book and quickly turned to page thirty and started to read. 
“The power of the light is greater than evil. You have no power in this world or in any other, the time has come for you to surrender. The god in heaven is your god now and forever, in this world or any, you have no power. Nor will you ever.  You have no control over the light. Your soul belongs to the lord. The dark arts has no power here or anywhere….”
Instantly he noticed the light starting to flicker and wave about. Each word read out loud caused the light to pull sharply to the right, then left. Like a wave in the ocean slamming against a wall. Tom heard a powerful yell echo throughout the house. He knew it had to come from Joseph. Clearly he wasn’t happy with Tom reading. 
He moved on to the next chapter. He looked up and noticed the light started pulling back inside the spire. As though time were rewinding. He didn’t understand what he was reading but he knew it was having an effect. He read faster, his voice getting stronger.
“You will be cast down into hell. The spire will close. All that you seek will be denied. You will obtain nothing. The spire of light will be denied. You will stand before the creator and stand trial for what you have done…”
He looked over his shoulder when he heard Joseph at the basement door. Roaring out in anger and reached out and tried pulling against the wall and staircase railing. Trying not to be pulled back towards the light. 
The light Joseph once controlled was now wrapped around him like a whip and pulling. Like rope made of light tied around his waist and hands. 
Tom looked back to the book and read more. The flashing of the light made it difficult to see the words clearly. The wind howling thrashed his hair in front of his eyes. He needed both hands to hold the pages flat on the basement floor.  
Joseph was pulled down the remaining stairs. Tom realized he was a few feet away from Joseph who could very well reach out and grab him as he passed by heading towards the centre of the spire. He might be pulled in like the Baxter family. Joseph passed by him with a look of fear. The white light around him lashed about like a whip. As bolts of lightning shot around the basement. He remained focused on the book.
Joseph’s feet were the first thing to enter the spire of light, followed by his legs. He waved his arms about trying to grab at anything in the room. Tom was glad the red chair he sat on was pushed to the far side of the room. there was no way he could grab at it. Tom was sure Joseph was now regretting pushing the chair so far back in an arrogant way of displaying his power. The light had now pulled Joseph in up to his waste. He wondered about his friends and family out on the street, were they safe? He wanted to check, but needed to finish reading the Ankh book. 
“Tom, we can work together I’ve waited too long for this. I’ve been trapped in this place for decades. Don’t do this Tom. Show some mercy to a kind old man.” His voice was crackling. 
Tom looked up for a moment and saw bluish-white light shooting out around the room from Joseph’s eyes. The wind blew his hair around along with his tie. Now pulled up to his chest. He waved his arms about while swinging his head back and forth looking for any way out. 
Within moments the only thing left showing from the spire of bright light was Joseph’s head. He roared out in anger. 
Tom was almost finished the last of the page. A few more lines to go. He read faster and faster. Never looking away from the book. He needed to put an end to the evil once and for all. Like how his grandfather tried. 
Massive lightning bolts shot out from Joseph’s eyes. The room flashed brighter. He never stopped yelling out. The wind swirled about and within the last few seconds, Joseph had completely disappeared into the light. A massive flash of light shot out around the room and the spire of light was gone. 
 
Chapter 89
 
The room was dark and quiet. The battle was over. Tom had a few lines to finish reading, but it wasn’t needed. The evil was gone. He stood up for a moment, leaving the book on the floor. He felt all the tension leaving his body.   
He thought about his friends hoping they were all right. he slowly walked over to the spot where the spire of light came from. No one would have ever guessed evil once came from the very spot. There was no sign of light. 
He breathed out not believing what just happened. Now he really wondered what he would write in his school newspaper. He looked at the camera a few feet away from the Ankh book and wondered if the world saw everything. 
The record number who tuned in. What would the critics say now? He hoped the viewers got what they were looking for. He knew he got more than what was expected since winning the contest. Now it was time to head back upstairs. Tom turned towards the stairs.
… The spire of light reopened with a flash behind Tom as Joseph quickly leaned out and grabbed at Tom.
 
Chapter 90
 
 Joseph was now a grey-coloured skeleton with decaying hands. He grabbed around Tom’s shoulders and started pulling him back towards the spire of light.
“You didn’t finish reading the last lines, Tom.” Joseph’s voice called out. His voice sounding deep, old and cracking worse than ever before. “Now I will pull you in with me. You will see my world. You will be trapped with me forever.”
Tom tried his hardest to reach forward, trying to get away. Wanting to reach out and grab the Ankh book. Why did he not finish the last few lines and completely seal the spire for good? His grandfather failed to seal it when the police dragged him away. Now Tom was in the basement fighting Joseph and failed to do the same thing. 
He could feel Joseph successfully pulling him in. No way out. He tried his best to fight him off, but it was no use. He was too strong. He looked up and over his shoulder and saw the decaying face. A face which barely had any eyes left. The skin was hanging off. The skeleton was grey and dusty. The hair almost all gone. The white suit was old and falling apart. 
Being in the spire aged Joseph to what he should look like now. An old, thin, rotting-away skeleton, with a creepy rotten voice. Light shot out from the spire all around the basement. Flashing like a million cameras going off at once. What was he going to do now? The Ankh book was too fair away. This was it. He knew he had come to the end of his life. He failed.
Tom saw someone running down the basement steps. He saw his grandfather running to him and trying to pull him free. They tried their hardest but Joseph’s grip on his shoulders was too strong. 
“Hello.”
Both Joseph and Tom were surprised to hear another voice. They both looked up and saw Emma floating above Joseph’s head.
“Let go of my friend,” Emma yelled out. “You hurt Tom, you get me mad.” She yelled out.
“Oh no,” Joseph said, looking back at Emma.
Emma grabbed Jospeh’s shoulder and pulled back. He tried to move his head left and right to shake her off, but it was no good. She was successfully pulling him back as he yelled out. 
Joseph lost grip of Tom who fell to the floor.
“Now Tom.” His grandfather yelled out.
Tom quickly scrambled across the floor, and grabbed the Ankh book. He turned to page thirty. Looked back at Emma and his grandfather who were battling with Joseph. Stopping him from climbing through the light.
He read out the last few lines. 
“Your reign of terror ends. With the closing of the spire. You have lost everything. You have no power and never will. The time has come to close the door of your world. You will fail to obtain anything in any realm.  You will now stand before the creator of life everlasting. I cast you out. The power of the lord demands it.”
The light from the spire started flashing brighter repeatedly. The wind swirled around the room stronger than ever. Tom couldn’t stand up. He fell back. Pushed across the floor.
Joseph roared out in anger as Emma grabbed him by the collar of his old grey suit and pulled him into the light for the final time. He swung his skeleton arms around with his head up yelling out and in a massive flash of light it was over. The spire of light was gone. 
 
Chapter 91
 
Tom lied on the floor, his hair all a mess. The book by his side. He looked at the Ankh book knowing he finally finished the last few lines, it was over. Every word on both pages had been read out loud. The very thing his grandfather tried to do. Joseph and the light were gone. But, what about Emma? Tom stood up with the Ankh book in one hand and the camera in the other. His grandfather walked over to him. 
“You did it Tom, you saved everyone.” He said.
They walked back upstairs.    
They walked into the living room and looked around. The room looked different. Brighter somehow. As though evil darkness was all gone. It felt peaceful. He looked out the window and saw the fans standing around confused as to what just happened. Helping each other up. Looking around for answers, looking at the house. He could see Lisa and Cliff back on the sidewalk. Everyone who was taken had returned. 
Tom looked to his left and for a brief moment, Mr and Ms. Baxter reappeared. They both stood side by side and smiled at him and nodded. Tom nodded back. A second glow entered the room. It was Emma. She stood next to them holding her dad’s hand. She smiled at Tom.
A warm bright light appeared behind them as the rest of the room went dark. He knew this would lead to the afterlife. Where they would find peace. They turned and as a family walked into the light. He knew they were forever safe. They had been freed, their years of being a prisoner to Joseph Henize were over.
 
 
Chapter 92
 
He was about to walk out the front door when a flash of white light filled the living room. He saw Amy, Chris and Tony the cameraman standing in the room as well. All of them in shock. They all looked at each other wondering what happened?
Chris looked at Tom and nodded. “You did it. you stopped the evil. Now the town is safe.” Chris said with a smile. “I always knew you were the chosen one.”
Tom looked around. was he dreaming? He realized he was still holding the  Ankh book and the camera. 
Amy didn’t know what to do. She looked around the room wondering if she was dreaming. “What just happened?”
Tony the camera operator touched his chest and legs. He realized he was back. The nightmare was over. He laughed a bit and ran towards the front door. When he opened the door Tom could hear everyone outside cheering.
“How did we end up in the living room? A moment ago we were in the bedroom upstairs.” Amy asked she didn’t know where to look. “Last thing I remember we were pulled into the fog. All I saw was light swirling around. I couldn’t tell time.”
“Tom saved us,” Chris said with a smile. “He came through. Defeated Joseph Henize.”
They all quickly turned when they heard movement in the hallway. They watched for a moment and felt a sigh of relief when it turned out to be the security guards walking around in a state of confusion. Some of the guards looked into the living room briefly and then walked towards the front door. 
“Tom here is a hero he stopped the evil…” Chris’s words were broken by a large crashing noise coming from the staircase. They watched Mel Morton and David Purse come running down the hallway and fall into the living room in a state of panic. Their eyes were wide, and hair all white. They started to ramble on. 
Tom noticed how they both looked decades older than he last saw them. He wasn’t really sure what they were saying. Something about parallel worlds where they were chased by ghosts who wanted to punish them for exploiting the world of the dead. Saying Chris Minds was right about his warning. They were running for years on end. it didn’t make sense though. They were only gone for a few minutes. How could they be decades older? One thing was for certain, they did look older though. 
Maybe parallel worlds are different when recording time. But it looks as though they were punished for exploiting the dead for profit. What on earth did they see over there? In their rambling Tom only understood a few words. They both turned and ran towards the front door nearly tripping over their own feet. They reached the door so quickly they ended up slamming into it. They both tried opening the door fumbling with the handle. The door flew open and they both pushed past each other trying to get out,
Tom, Chris and Amy stood in silence in the living room until Amy spoke. “What was all that?” 
“Fate coming around.” Chris answered with a smile.    
Amy looked over her shoulder and noticed Kris and Debbie walking down the hall towards the front door. Finally they have been found. All this time they were in the parallel world. Of course, no one knew to look for them there. But they were safe now.  
Tom looked over to the front door as his parents came running inside. 
“Tom.” His mother called out.
Tom ran over and hugged them. “You’ll never believe what happened to me.”
“We know, it was shown on TV all over the world. You saved everyone.” 
Tom shook his head. “With a bit of help from grandfather. Without him I couldn’t have done anything.”
His grandfather walked over with a smile. “I would say it was more you.” He said. 
“You saved us.” Tom said to his grandfather.
“No Tom you did all the work. All I did was give you the Ankh book. You were the one who stood up to Joseph and finished what was started so long ago. You needed to find the strength within to defeat him. All I could do was watch, and hope. After all this time you finally realize you’re the chosen one. For so many years I tried to tell your dad he was.”
Tom was shocked. “Dad was called upon to stop evil as well?”
Tom’s dad nodded. “It runs in the family. For many generations we have been demon hunters. I always knew one day you’d be called upon like your grandfather was. I wanted Grandpa to teach you how to battle demons and help trapped spirits pass over into the light, but I was afraid you would get hurt. You have to understand it’s not a game. It’s dangerous doing this. When my dad wanted me to battle demons like Joseph Heinze I turned to science. I believed the world had advance enough that science could stop evil. Without anyone getting hurt. That’ s why I wanted you following in my footsteps.
“You need to believe in Tom.” Tom’s grandfather said with a smile.
“Fighting demons isn’t like writing an exam in school.” Mr. Wilson said. 
“I think battling demons is easier.” Tom joked. 
His grandfather laughed a bit. 
Tom looked at his dad. “You knew Grandpa wasn’t crazy?” 
His grandfather answered. “I can’t blame him for having me locked up. The way I acted over the years didn’t help. Running around town telling everyone about the evil in the Baxter house. I almost risked exposing the family secret to everyone. I don’t know what I was thinking. I was so concerned Joseph was going to break free before Tom was ready.”
His dad nodded. “But it was me who signed the papers. Now I feel bad about it. All those years you tried to tell Tom he was the chosen one. And I pulled him away from you. Thinking I could keep him from danger if I kept him from you. Wanting him to follow in my footsteps of science. Believing evil could be stopped there.”
“Everything worked out for a reason. It had to be this way.” Tom’s grandfather said.
Tom thought for a moment and looked at his grandfather. “What I need to know is how did you get your hands on the Ankh book to give to me?”
“I had some help from someone who believed in me the whole time,”
Tom looked around, “Who would that be?” He looked at his mother who had a smile on her face. “It was mom? She gave you the book?”
His grandfather smiled. “She sure did. The whole time she’s been working with me. While I was in the hospital, she was the one who e-mailed Kris at Ghostly Hauntings about this house. And she was the one you followed into the forest and came across the Ankh book.”
Everyone was speechless.
“This is crazy.” Tom said. “ I thought I was following you.”
His mother walked over to him. “I placed the book in the shack an hour before you found it. I always kept it in the attic for the last few years. After your grandfather was committed, I hid the book.”
“Where in the attic?” Tom asked. “I’ve been up there many times and never came across it.”
“You know the box labeled old office paperwork?”
Tom shook his head he couldn’t believe it. “All the time, it was in there.”
“After your grandfather escaped, I took the book out and placed it in the shack along with the newspaper clippings on the wall for you to find. Knowing you want to investigate it.”
“When I left the house that night to go into the backyard I thought you were on the phone.” Tom said.
“A little trick I pulled.” She said with a smile. “The whole time you were walking through the forest I was watching you. I wouldn’t have left you alone.”
“You knew grandfather’s story was true.” Tom was surprised by everything he was finding out. “So you knew he was planning an escape from the asylum.”
“I helped out a bit.” His mom said.
He looked back to his grandfather. “I guess now you’re a free man, seeing as how the world found out you were right all along.” 
“The world found out the hard way.” His grandfather said with a smile. He looked around the room at his family. “I have a lot of time to catch up on. And tutor you on being a demon hunter.”
“A demon hunter?" Tom asked. “You mean this doesn’t end here?” 
“There’s more to teach you.” His grandfather said. 
I’m still finding all this hard to believe.” Tom said. “At least I know what I’ve been called for. Tom looked at his dad. “That’s why you never wanted me reading books on ghosts.  You knew I might find my calling.”
His grandfather laughed. “Either that or he didn’t want you having scary dreams like most parents.”
Tom thought for a moment, he looked up at his grandfather. “It was you who saved me from the falling tree branch and the car and then ran off.”
“Joseph had some power to control objects. He could move out of the house for moments of time. It was risky for him to do so. He knew I could battle him out in the open. After I saved you from the car I tried chasing after him. Hoping I could catch up. Finish him off so you wouldn’t have to.”
“That’s why you ran.” Tom quickly said.
“Plus, I didn’t want the police to catch me and take me back to the hospital before I could help you.”
“But I followed you to the Baxter house yesterday after the autograph signing.”
His grandfather nodded. “Yes that was me.”
“Why did you lead me there?”
“I knew the producers were going to read from the Isfet book. I knew they couldn’t resist. I couldn’t run into the house or the police might’ve caught me and taken me away. So I had you follow me and you scared them away. If they read from the book it would’ve brought Joseph to life right at that moment. It had to wait until the live show with you in the house.”
“How did the producers come across the Isfet book?”
“An evil force made sure David came across it. I know it sounds weird today, but I will explain the evil forces later. And how they seek to destroy happiness on earth. The world is made up of good, and evil wants it gone.”
Tom looked around the room. “Where is the Isfet book now?”
His grandfather shook his head. “Don’t bother looking for it. The demons have taken it back.”
Tom jumped. “What? Taken it back? To where?” He looked around the room. 
“The answer to that question will lead you to your next adventure.” His grandfather said with a smile.
“Say what?” Tom felt his head spin. “My next adventure? Already? But I got school work.”
“Evil never rests.” His grandfather said. “You will be spending the rest of your life. Traveling through space and time. All around the Earth battling evil forces who seek to destroy innocents. You will encounter things your mind could never dream up. Things science will never be able to explain. Plus, you’ll do your school work.”
“Time and space? Oh boy, this sounds weird.” Tom shook his head.
“Soon you will learn there’s more to life than nine to five, Monday to Friday. In fact you’ll learn there’s more than seven days in a week.” His grandfather said. 
“More than seven days in one week? Impossible.” Tom called out. “Science can prove it wrong.”
“Not at all.” His grandfather said with a smile. “Science is a simple man’s way of understanding the complexity the universe.”
Tom put both hands on his head. “Oh boy.”
“Let me ask you this, how many universes are there?” Chris Minds asked.
“How many? That question doesn’t make sense. There’s only one.”
Chris shook his head no. “Soon you’ll learn.”   
Tom thought for a moment and turned to Chris. “If you knew Joseph Henize could come back when someone read from the Isfet book, then why did you let me read it during the live show?”
“We needed to confront Joseph at some point in time. We couldn’t risk having the book still around after us old men were gone.” Chris smiled while looking over to Tom’s grandfather. “Something needed to be done. Since you were the chosen one and Mel and David had the Isfet book with them. This time was better than any other. Imagine what would’ve happened years from now if someone read from the Isfet book. Joseph would’ve come to life and you wouldn’t be here to stop him.“ Chris said and looked over to Tom’s grandfather.
“Hello Chris, good to see you again.” Tom’s grandfather said as he shook his hand.
“Likewise. After all these years. You haven’t changed.“ Chris said with a smile. 
Tom looked around confused. He looked back and forth at Chris and his grandfather. “You two know each other?” 
Chris nodded. “Yes. Many years ago  I was called to a hospital to help out with a patient who claimed he could see evil spirits. I met your grandfather and found out after talking to him he wasn’t crazy. In fact, he was right about everything. I learned about the world of evil spirits. He told me about you being the chosen one and about Joseph Henize. How he never had to chance to finish the job of containing the evil. When Ghostly Hauntings came along I saw it as a perfect opportunity to confront evil. I took the job knowing this day would come. When Mel and David wanted to do a live show I snuck into Kris’s office when her back was turned. Opened up the e-mail about the Baxter house and walked out knowing Kris would see it. The show arrived here in Springbrook Gardens for its live broadcast. Giving you the chance to confront Joseph. I knew you were the chosen one when I saw you from the window of the inn.”  
“You knew all about me? But you avoided me. I think it would’ve been easier if someone told me ahead of time.”
Chris shook his head. “Couldn’t risk having people see you and I together, they might’ve thought you winning the contest was rigged. The best thing I could’ve done was avoid you. Besides, would you have believe me if I had walked up to you and said you were a demon hunter?”
Tom nodded. “Makes sense.” He paused. “But I could’ve gotten an autograph at least from it.” He said as they all laughed. 
 “How did you know I would win the contest? There were so many names in the barrel?” Tom asked. 
His grandfather laughed. “It was a certain the producers would rig it. It’s all about money for them. Having you in the house would increase ratings.” 
Chris agreed. “Everything that happened needed to happen in this order. It’s all about destiny.”
Tom looked over to Chris. “You worked on Ghostly hauntings for all those years waiting for this day?”
Chris nodded. “Had to be done, they would’ve never come to a town like Springbrook Gardens unless it was a live show and the show itself was a huge success. It wouldn’t have been worth the cost and effort. So I worked on the show, helping make it a successful.”
“But I found out tonight the show is all faked.” Tom said. “I heard the producers talking in the hall. but you’re a real psychic how could you work on a fake show?”
“I knew it was fake all along.” Chris said with a smile.
Tom nearly fell backwards. “What? No way?” 
“I knew Mel was moving objects throughout the shooting locations. Faking all the ghostly noises. From the first time the table moved when he accidentally bumped into it. To the next show when he purposely moved another table. I knew it wasn’t ghosts.”
“Really? How did you know it wasn’t ghost moving the tables?” Tom asked.
“Simple, the ghosts told me in my mind.” Chris answered. “While they were talking to me in my mind they said they had nothing to do with the moving of tables. I kept that information to myself. I had to play along. If I exposed Mel and David as fakes the show would’ve been canceled and this day would never happen.”
Amy stepped forward. “You mean to tell me, every time I screamed thinking a ghost slammed a door or moved a chair it was all Mel?”
“Sure was,” Chris said.
“Do I feel embarrassed now.” She said, as they all laughed.  
“All the locations we visited over the years were haunted.” Chris said. “I was talking to the spirits all the time. But the doors slamming and hits to the wall were all faked. Ghosts don’t go around slamming doors for no reason.” 
Tom looked back at the camera. “Now the whole world knows about real ghosts. Not the fake ones.”
Tom’s grandfather nodded. “The world will change now. The dawning of a new day. The world has seen with its own eyes there’s an afterlife.” 
“Sadly, with everything the world saw there will be some who will choose not to believe no matter what,” Amy said.
Tom nodded, he knew Amy was right. There would be skeptics who would question everything they just watched. Claiming it was all smoke and mirrors. All staged.
“So Chris, is this house better now?” Tom’s grandfather asked with a smile.
Chris looked around the room. Closed his eyes for a moment and then smiled. “This house is clean.” 
“All the demons are gone?” Amy asked.
“Yes. Joseph Henize is gone to a place to be judged for his actions.”
“What about the little girl?” Tom asked.
 
Chapter 93
 
Mel and David ran across the front porch and forgot about the three steps leading up. At the same time they both stepped forward and fell off, landing on the grass. Without a second passing they both jumped right back up and took off for the front gate, never looking back at the house. 
Fans outside on the sidewalk who were still standing around in a state of shock turned and looked at them as they ran out the front gate and bumped into Sarah Modesto. 
“Are you two guys all right?” She yelled out. She took out her tape recorder and pressed record. “What happened in there?”
Before they could answer, other reporters ran over and placed their cameras and microphones up to their faces. 
“Can you tell us what happened in there, it seemed out of this world?” Sarah yelled to them. 
Mel had a crazed look in his eyes. he couldn’t stop twitching and jumping always looking over his shoulder. His voice was high and shaky. “This time it was real, the house was really haunted. Joseph Heinze is real.”
Sarah looked at him confused. “What do you mean this time it was real?”
“Don’t you see, it was always fake.” David cut in. His eyes were just as wide and his voice just as shaky. “Every show was stage, but this house was the real deal. It’s haunted.”
Sarah was shocked. “Are you meaning to tell all the fans Ghostly Hauntings is a fake show? That none of the locations you went to were haunted?”
“All fake, all fake.” Mel yelled out looking into the cameras, moving his head left to right looking into each camera. “We didn’t have to fake any ghostly activities as we have done before. There was no need to pull the strings attached to chairs, no need to slam doors behind the camera. None of that was needed.” He stared into the camera in front of him. His eyes as wide as possible, his grey hair all a mess. “Ghosts are real.” He started yelling “Real I say, real.” He moved so close to the camera his nose touched the lens. The cameraman lost focus. And had to take a step back. Plus, Mel breath steamed up the lens.
David turned to the other reporters. “We were taken into another world. Pulled into the fog. For many years we were lost. We traveled from world to world….”
Mel yelled out. “Yes, we traveled all over, through space and time.” He looked up to the sky no longer taking notice of the cameras or reporters. “We saw empty space……Lost worlds… Then we came to rest in what looked like our world, we thought we were home. But, something was different. Little things here and there. Moments in history were different. The rulers of countries were different.“ Mel said sounding completely mad. “It was a parallel world, so close to being like ours.”
David looked at another camera. “…On another world spirits chased after us through valleys, over mountains. They wanted us punished for faking the ghostly activities.” 
“…We spend years running…” Mel said while looking over his shoulder. “Some worlds had dinosaurs living with humans as pets. The ghost, they might still be here now.”
Sarah cut in. “You were only gone for a short time. How could all of this happen?”
“Where we traveled time had no meaning.” Mel said while looking up to the sky. Reaching up as though he was trying to catch butterflies.
The news reporters looked at each other shook their heads and lowered their microphones. They turned and started to walk away. 
“It’s true I tell you, true.” David called out with his hands on his head.  “There are other worlds. I’ve seen them…”
“…We traveled through space.” Mel yelled out. “Come back.” He yelled out to the reporters as they walked away. “We have so much to tell you. About strange new worlds.” He looked back up to the sky. Waving his hands around as though he were trying to fly. “We even ended up on a planet where money has no value.”
“That was the worst one of all.” David yelled out.
 
Chapter 94
 
Inside the control truck, Scotty Woods sat in the director’s chair trying to make sense out of what just happened. He adjusted his clothes and fixed his hair. He closed his eyes doing deep breathing. 
The crew around him all sat back looking at each other confused.
The red phone on the wall rang. Everyone in the truck froze. The red phone continued to ring sounding like thunder inside the quiet production truck. A young intern named Pearl slowly stood up walked over and picked it up. She listened for a moment nodded a few times and then turned to Scotty. She handed him the phone. 
He looked over at her and took the phone. He swallowed hard. He was pretty sure his time as a director was up. All he ever wanted to do was direct.
It wasn’t his fault, he kept telling himself. Something went wrong in the house. How was he going to explain to his boss that the house came, alive. On any other shot, the only thing that ever happened were a few knocks on a wall or a door slamming. No one had ever been pulled into fog before. He couldn’t remember a show throughout history where hosts and crew members disappeared. How was he supposed to be ready for such an event? He prepared himself for bad news.
“Scotty here.” He listened for a moment “Really…over two billion viewers? Those are good numbers. The largest audience in TV history for any one show? That sounds good.” He listened for a moment. “You think my directing was the greatest directing job ever? Well, thank you sir.” He listened again. “And you want to hire me to direct a blockbuster movie?” He dropped the phone. Stood for a moment staring into space. Everyone in the truck stared at him. He didn’t move for a minute.  A moment later he started to dance. He turned to the crew with a smile. “You see people, I had it all under control the whole time. Like I said remain calm and it all works out in the end.”
 
                          *                            *                                    *
 
Tom turned to Chris and Amy. “What did you two see when in the fog?”
Chris looked at Amy, “Nothing, we were in the fog for only a second.”
“Really, just one second?” Tom couldn’t understand how they were in the light for a moment but he was inside for a long time.
Amy nodded. “One second we were standing inside this bedroom and pulled inside, and in a blink of an eye we were back in this room again.”
“You ended up missing quite the ride.” Tom said with a laugh.
“However your trip to the other side must have been something?” Amy asked Tom.
He thought about all the memories while he was falling. So many memories throughout his life. They seemed to last for hours, but only a few minutes had passed since jumping into the fog and coming back. He laughed to himself, yet another mystery to think about. 
He looked around at the living room. “This room sure looked different in the other world. It looked, beautiful. I wonder if the little girl named Emma is now?”  
Chris stepped forward beside Tom. “I sense Emma is in a better place. Because of your help. Be proud of your work.” 
Tom nodded his head a bit. “I don’t know exactly what I did. I did the best I could.”
“I know a true psychic in the making when I see one. I wish I was as brave as you when I was your age.” Chris said with a smile.
Tom’s eyes widen. Hearing those words were music to his ears. “Thank you sir.” A few days ago he was nothing more than a kid who loved comic books, video games, and a show called Ghostly Hauntings. His biggest concern in life was how to talk to Cindy Clark. And now all this happened. What’s next? 
“Shall we head on out?” Chris asked with a smile.
“After this long night, let’s.” Amy answered with a sigh of relief.
Tom’s grandfather looked over to Tom. “You guys go one ahead. I think I will sneak out the back window. Technically I’m still a wanted man. If the police see me they will take me back to the hospital.” 
“Right.” Tom gave him the thumbs up. “We’ll get your situation cleared up in a few days.”
“I’ll see everyone later back at the house.” His grandfather said while moving into the hallway. 
Tom watched as his dad gave his grandfather a hug. His grandfather nodded to Tom and moved out of the room and down the staircase. Knowing he would find a way out of the back of the house. Without anyone seeing him. It was something he knew his grandfather was good at. Lots of practice.
They made their way towards the front door. Tom gave one last look around the house. Even though it was still night out, there was something different about the place, brighter. It felt like a home again. The tension in each room was gone. He knew the evil who watched over them with cold eyes was now gone. For the first time since entering, he felt welcomed.
Chris reached forward and opened the door. As they stepped out onto the front porch massive blinding white spotlights from the media trucks around the house lit them up. Amy had to cover her eyes as she turned to Chris and smiled. They had forgotten all about the media and fans waiting outside the house. They looked out over the sea of fans. 
The neighbourhood looked like a war zone. Most fans were standing around in shock not knowing what happened. The production trucks had been pushed a few feet from the sidewalk, tree branches were knocked off. 
Fans turned and looked up at the front porch. There was a moment of silence before reporters quickly stormed up to the front path.
All at once pushing microphones towards Chris Minds. Each one yelling out question after question. Cameramen followed behind, running up the steps and getting close-ups.
Reporters drowning each other out. Tom wondered how Chris was going to deal with them. It’s something he was used to, but this was too much. Tom tried to look past the reporters and the cameramen into the crowd hoping to see his friends.
Tom watched as Chris stepped forward. Being the showman he knew this was Chris’s time to shine. 
“Ladies and gentlemen I give you the real hero. The only person who could’ve defeated the evil known as Joseph Heinze. A boy whose destiny brought me to this house for a reason. A boy who found his true calling. I was nothing but a spectator in the battle. Joseph threaded this town and this hero stood up and defeated him. Ladies and gentlemen, I give you Tom Wilson.”
Chris turned to Tom and nodded. Tom looked over to Chris and slowly stepped forward as Chris Minds moved back
There was a moment of silence as the thousands of fans stood staring up at Tom. Countless cameras pointing at him. 
He stood with an embarrassed awkward smile. He looked out into the crowd. He could only see a few feet off the front porch before the bright lights made it difficult to see any further. He raised one hand and gave a little wave.
After a moment of silence, everyone started to cheer. The reporters all at the same time and started yelling out questions. 
“What happened in there? Did you mean to bring the camera with you?” One of the reporters yelled out while pushing the microphone in his face.
“Did you know you were going to be a hero?” Another yelled out. Before Tom could answer the first question.
“Who are you? Tell us your life story.” Another reporter called out.
Tom could no longer tell where the questions were coming from.
“Do you live in this town?”
“Are you a psychic?” Someone called out.
“Did you go to the other side?” 
Tom didn’t know what to say or what to do with a wall of microphones in front of him. He didn’t know who to answer first. He tried looking at each reporter as they called out their question. The lights from the cameras were extremely bright. There was more control when battling Joseph Henize than dealing with the media. 
“Tom.” A voice called out.
Tom recognized the voice as Lisa. He looked over to his left and saw her and Cliff. Lisa ran up the steps, past the reporters, and hugged him.
“Why on earth are they calling my nerdy brother a hero?” Lisa said and laughed.
Tom laughed a bit. “I’m still trying to figure that out.” 
“I guess we can call you a superhero like the ones in your comic books. You saved us. You saved everyone.” She said.
Cliff ran up the steps and stood beside Tom. “You should’ve seen it. We were pulled into a cloud. We floated above the house. It was amazing. Scary, but amazing. I’m glad it was you who won the contest. I would never have been able to find the courage to do what you did.” Cliff turned to the reporters. “I’ll answer any questions Tom is too embarrassed to answer about himself.” Everyone laughed
Everyone jumped when fireworks shot up into the sky. They looked up as the night was filled with every colour in the rainbow. Tom walked down the steps towards the front gate and out into the crowd as everyone ran up to hug and thank them. The fans who ran away from the Baxter house were slowly coming back.
The door to the production truck flew open.  “Hey everyone I’m going to be directing movies now” Scotty yelled out as everyone around him cheered. “Let’s play some music.” He rose his arms above his head and laughed.
Rock music started blaring out the speakers up and down the street. As everyone continued to cheer.  Bright lasers started spinning around. 
Scotty stood outside the production truck and started dancing. His energy level worked its way through the crowd and soon everyone started dancing. It didn’t matter where anyone stood or age. The energy level and happiness was too much. 
They moved as though it were New Year's Eve. Fireworks shot up into the sky as everyone cheered. Each one lit up the sky in brilliant colours with an echoing boom. Everyone knew the world was going to change and they were safe. The dancing and joy made its way around the world.
 
Chapter 95
 
The next morning Tom’s alarm clock went off at the usual time. He sat up feeling refreshed and relaxed. For the first time in a long time he didn’t have a weird, bizarre dream. 
He looked up at the poster above his bed. He noticed something which should’ve scared him right out of the room. However, with everything that happened in the last few days, what he was looking at didn’t bother him. The eyes and the fog in the centre of the poster was now gone. The only thing remaining were the show’s title and the host, Amy and Chris. On any other day, he would’ve freaked out and ran down the stairs in a panic. Today, he smiled. the world had secrets he would spend the rest of his life finding out.
Tom and the Baxter house were the talk around the world for weeks on end. For a while, there were more reporters in town than actual residences. It seemed he was asked every question possible. Hundreds of reporters and their vans were camped outside his house. From one end of the street to the other. Photographers followed him to school. Waited outside until class was done and followed his home. Reporters talked with every resident in town about him. Most of the reporters stood side by side on the sidewalk across the street. Broadcasting live updates throughout the day with the Baxter house in the background. 
The media trucks filled Maple Street, replacing the production trucks. The seniors had a lot more to complain about to the mayor. The world’s attention focused on Tom and Springbrook Gardens every move and thought. Until four weeks later when the media trucks suddenly all packed up their gear and flew out of town. Apparently, some big-named celebrity back in the city was annoyed the media’s attention wasn’t on them and was seen running around downtown dressed in a duck costume. Within hours the media trucks were covering the breaking news as the world watching with interest.
Life in Springbrook Gardens started getting back to normal after the media trucks left. Neighbours went back to their barbecues. As residents went back to shopping on Main Street. Families went back to the parks or a nice walk. More importantly, the town went back to being quiet. Cliff didn’t complain. He loved every minute of the attention. It paid off. He got a TV deal to star in a sitcom.
Talk shows were crawling over each over trying to talk with Mel Morton and David Purse. They gladly talked about how Ghostly Hauntings was faked, but the Baxter house was truly haunted. How their show was a true success after all, because they proved to the world ghosts do exist. They talked for hours on end describing how they were pulled into the light. What they saw in the other worlds. How they lived for years traveling to planet after planet. Flying through space. How they saw dinosaurs talking, aliens disguised as humans. Needless to say, all the interviews were conducted from an insane asylum. Mel and David were locked up in a white padded cells in extra strong straight jackets. Trying to convince the world their stories were true.  
While Tom was walking through a shopping mall a few months later, he came across DVD’s of Ghostly Hauntings on sale. He found it amusing how they were now being sold in the comedy section. What a downfall he thought. 
To everyone’s surprise, though, the sales of the DVDs were as high as before. Now the public watched them to laugh, not scream. The exact moments where the public would’ve screamed when hearing a door slam or chair move on its own, they now laughed themselves silly. While looking closely at the screen trying to see the string. 
When he walked through bookstores he would flip through the countless number of books written about that night. Within the following months more books were written about Ghostly Hauntings than any other subject. 
Experts had "their say”. They would gather on nightly TV shows and debate what “really” happened. Countless books were published which tried to explain what happened with a scientific explanation. Scientists saying it couldn’t have been paranormal. That Joseph Heinze didn’t exist. Saying science could explain everything. Tom dad wasn’t one of them. 
Some physiatrists tried to explain how it was all psychosis. Mass hallucination, tricks of the light.
Paranormal skeptics on the radio in the a.m. hours, believed it was all a government inside job. Believing aliens were inside the house and the story of Joseph Henize was just a smoke screen. 
A year later a movie was made about the weekend events. Tom got the chance to play the starring role. It was his first time in front of a camera and his nerves never let up.
Henry Hudson starred in the movie as well. With his million-dollar smile. A few “minor details” were changed by the movie producers. Who felt the movie needed a stronger edge. Tom’s character was no longer a high school kid. But changed into a teenage secret spy who could hunt down ghosts with laser guns. Chris Minds was changed into an ancient old wizard. A super-model was hired to play Amy. Who instead of hosting the show was now a damsel in distress who Tom had to rescue from a fire-breathing dragon. And the Baxter house was changed into a seven-story super-sized mansion, located in the middle of a large city. 
The producers said the changes were “necessary”. The whole time on set Tom felt like he was in one of his daydreams. The movie was originally going to be called “The Baxter House”. But studio heads decided to change it to “I Was a Teenage Ghost Hunter”. The movie’s ending was nothing like what happened in real life. It involved alien space ships and a thousand-foot dragon. Which could only be stopped by the super power ray-gun. 
Neither Tom, Chris or Amy cared about the movie. In their hearts they knew what really happened and that’s all that mattered. They knew they helped the Baxter family to safety and destroyed Joseph Henize. 
Amy Lanko stopped being a TV host. She no longer cared about being famous. It was a world which no longer held any meaning to her. She got a job helping lost kids and orphans. There was something about helping Emma that changed her heart. She wanted to help as many kids as possible. Within a few weeks, some other blond pretty girl became the focus of teenage boy’s hearts. As Amy was quickly forgotten. She didn’t mind.
 
Chris Minds hosted a new show along with a new co-host, Sarah Modesto called “Ghost Calling”. Chris would talk with spirits in his mind and tell the viewers what he heard. 
No doors were heard slamming or moving tables. Just genuine communications with spirits in the afterlife. Helping connect the living with lost loved ones. Helping them find peace in their lives. The show wasn’t as popular. The public wanted something more than “talking with ghosts”. They wanted their steak to sizzle. 
However, the new big show which took the world by storm. Taking over the number one time slot was called “Silly Money”. Where contestants would appear on live TV doing silly, pointless acts to win a few dollars. Some contestants put a cooking pot over their heads and ran into a wall. While others would dance on the street like a chicken. The show was a ratings success. The two young producers became millionaires overnight. It won the award for best show on TV.
   
For many years the Baxter house stood empty. Even though Chris Minds told the world the house was clean and no spirits would ever haunt the place again. Somehow it didn’t matter. The public still stayed away.
There was an endless supply of tourists who made their way to Springbrook Gardens to photograph the outside of the house. But took off seconds later. The front gate was always open, the front door always unlocked, but no one ever went inside. Not even on a dare or a double dare.  Even skeptics who said the house was never haunted in the first place found excuses not to go inside.  
Barney the owner of the Inn loved the Baxter house. His Inn was booked solid for years, with tourists coming to town. He made more money after the live event, than ever before. Even with all the tourists inside the place was still as quiet as ever.  
Tourists no longer had a problem finding the town on a map ever again.
 
Chapter 96
 
20 years later…
 
On a sunny summer morning, a light grey four-door car slowly pulled into the Baxter house driveway. A man opened the car door stood on the driveway and looked up at the house. He opened up the back door and took out a teddy bear. 
A woman opened the passenger side door and got out. “It’s a beautiful house Tom.”  
“Yes, Allison. Just the way I remember it from so many years ago.”
“A bit dark though.” She said in humour.
“Not as dark as I remember it.” He looked down at the green grass. The last time he saw the grass it was all dark and lifeless. Now life had come back. In fact, the grass started turning green the day after the evil was defeated. He remembered the windows being so dark no one could see inside. Today the windows were clear, even though no one washed them. The darkness faded away.   
They both walked up the porch and opened the front door.
Allison stepped inside first and walked around the empty living room. Her shoes echoing off the empty walls as the sunlight poured inside the room. She couldn’t stop smiling.
Tom looked around the hallway and into the kitchen. “It’s been a while since I was last in here.” He placed his suitcase down.
Allison walked over to him as he stood in the hallway. “This will be a great house to raise our kids in. I can’t believe it’s been empty for so long. Look at it. It’s so bright. Look at how the sunlight comes into all the rooms. How on earth could anyone think this place was haunted?”
“A long time ago.” Tom said with a smile.
Allison turned to the door. “I’ll head back outside and bring in some things for the kitchen so we can have some lunch.” She walked out the front door. 
Tom took a moment and slowly walked around the house. He turned and made his way up the staircase. He stood at the top of the second floor and looked down the hall. He thought back to everything that had happened in the house and all the craziness afterwards. 
He couldn’t tell what was more intense, Joseph attacking the town’s people or the media blitz afterwards. He walked down the hall and took note of the sunlight coming through the hallway window. The walls might’ve had a dark colour to them, but somehow the house overall felt bright and fresh. He walked into the bedroom and remembered jumping into the fog so many years ago. The room looked, different. It looked brighter. happier, a place any child could grow up in. He walked over to the corner and placed the little light brown teddy bear with black eyes down on the floor.
“Hello.”
Tom smiled for a moment and turned around. He looked at the little girl standing in the middle of the room.
“Hello Emma. It’s been awhile,” Tom said with a smile.
She smiled back. “For you silly. Where I live there is no time.”
Tom laughed a bit. “Yeah, have to get used to that.”
Emma looked at him strangely. “You look different.”
“Yes I do, twenty years have gone by. I have a bit of grey hair now.”
“It’s been that long? Felt only like a second to me. But then again a thousand years could feel like a few seconds in the afterlife.”
Tom noticed she had the same light golden glow around her. Her voice still had the faint echo. 
Emma smiled. “You're popular in the afterlife. Everyone here knows about you. They say you stopped a lot of bad demons from hurting nice people.”
Tom nodded. “That’s what I do now. I help and talk with people who see spirits. And ever so often I have to stop bad demons.”
“And the other man, he helped out as well.”
“Yes, Chris Minds, he helped people connect with their lost loved ones.”
“He’s with us now, in the afterlife” she said.
Tom softly nodded. “I know, Chris passed over a year ago. The world was sad to see him go.”
“Why? He’s still alive.”
“Yes you're right. he’s alive and well in the spirit world. The living have difficulty understanding life after death. They believe when someone is gone, they're gone forever. We both know differently.” 
“All the people he helped through the years were really happy to see him. They ran over to hug him. when he arrived. He as famous as a stage actor.”
Tom laughed, even in death Chris Minds is famous. 
“Do you talk to him?” Emma asked.
“Yes, I can speak to Chris anytime I want. He’s even helped me with some of my cases a few weeks ago.”
“Would you like to talk to him now? I can call him for you?” Emma asked.
Tom smiled. “Not right now. I’ll talk to him later.” 
Emma looked behind Tom, her eyes widened and she smiled. “Is that a doll?”
Tom nodded. “Yes, it’s for you, I didn’t know if I would see you again. So I thought I would leave it here, in case.”
She walked over and knelt down looking at it, she looked up at Tom. “Thank you. It’s beautiful.” 
 The bedroom started to glow a golden colour as Emma’s furniture and doll collection appeared out of nowhere. Emma smiled as her collection of dolls surrounded the new doll. 
“I think my friends like the new doll.” She said and giggled.
“Tom are you up here.” A voice called up from the staircase. Allison walked up the stairs and into the bedroom. Her eyes went wide when she saw Emma “Is she a…ghost?”
Tom nodded. “Yes, this is Emma, the little girl who helped me stop Joesph.” Tom turned to Emma. “Emma I would like you to meet my wife, Alison.”
Emma looked over to the woman by the bedroom door. “Hello.”
Alison froze for a second  “…Hello, I’m not used to seeing ghosts. Tom’s the one who can see them.”
Emma looked back to Tom. “Are you here visiting the house?” Emma asked with a smile.
“No, we’re going to live here now. We bought the house,” Tom said.
“Oh goodie. I like that idea.” Emma smiled.
“My wife is going to have a baby.” 
Emma looked over to Alison. “Oh, I’m happy for you. Maybe I can help you look after the little one.”
“That would be nice," Tom said. “We already know it will be a girl.”
“A little girl. That’s so cute.” She smiled as she put her hands together.
“And we would like to name her Emma,” Tom said.
Emma’s eyes lit up with a smile. “Really? I like that name.”
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