
 

 

 

 

 

Ghost Girl 
 

Glenda Norwood Petz 

 

  



1 

 

All rights reserved.   

 

Copyright© Glenda Norwood Petz, 2022 

 

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form, by photostat, microfilm, xerography, 

or any other means, or incorporated into any information retrieval system, either 

electronic or mechanical, without the written permission of the copyright owner. 

 

ISBN# 9798418325327 

 

Other titles by Glenda Norwood Petz: 

 

A Requiem for Revenge 

Hurricane 

The Punishment Room 

The Children In the Woods 

Dream Weavers 

Thy Kingdom Come 

The Fall of Autumn’s Becoming 

 

This novel is a work of fiction.  Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents 

are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner.  Any 

resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

 

  



2 

 

 

 

 

 

 

For my daughters, Courtney, Candi, and Christi. 

 

You are my world. 

  



3 

 

Table of Contents 

 

Chapter 1 The Accident 

Chapter 2 Who Are All These People? 

Chapter 3 Am I Hallucinating? 

Chapter 4 Testing, Testing 

Chapter 5 The Diagnosis (Or Lack of One) 

Chapter 6 Educating Myself 

Chapter 7 Understanding My Psychic Ability (And How to Use It) 

Chapter 8 Joey Willoughby 

Chapter 9 (Not So) Happy Birthday to Me 

Chapter 10 Dr. Dana Cunningham 

Chapter 11 Look at Me, I’m A Sophomore 
Chapter 12 Mandy 

Chapter 13 Homecoming 

Chapter 14 School Daze 

Chapter 15 Missing: Have You Seen Me? 

Chapter 16 Chief Jerome Simms 

Chapter 17 Psychics United 

Chapter 18 House Call 

Chapter 19 Gone Fiching 

Chapter 20 Repeat Performance 

Chapter 21 Unwanted Publicity 

Chapter 22 Blake Chutney 
Chapter 23 Stacy Amberville 

Chapter 24 Informing Chief Simms 

Chapter 25 Closure 

Chapter 26 The Art of Getting A Confession 

Chapter 27 Concernment 

Chapter 28 Beyond Harassment 

Chapter 29 Filing A Complaint 

Chapter 30 And So It Goes 

Chapter 31 Abducted 

Chapter 32 Rescue and Recovery 

Chapter 33 Who I Am 

  



4 

 

Chapter 1–The Accident 

 

Summer vacation of 1977 started out like any other summer before it but ended with me 

losing every close friend I had. Not because they died or because of anything else tragic, 

but because they became afraid of me, and of the uncanny abilities that I inadvertently 

came to possess after a freak accident. 

Before getting ahead of myself and telling you what all that means, please allow me to 

introduce myself to you and provide you with some vital information about myself first. 

That way, you’ll get a better understanding of who I am and where I came from. 

My name is Diedre Kay Olsen, but I prefer to be called DeeDee because I don’t much care 

for my true name. I was born and raised in Pahokee, Florida, a small, rural farming 

community founded in the 1900’s. The Seminole translation is grassy waters, which 

happens to be quite fitting. Pahokee is located in western Palm Beach County, on the east 

side of Lake Okeechobee. With a population of less than twenty thousand residents, my 

hometown sits in the heart of an area known as the Glades – not to be confused with the 

Florida Everglades. That part of the state is much further south and a whole lot swampier. 

The nutrient-rich muck used for planting and growing sugar cane and sweet corn is referred 

to as black gold and is so revered by farmers that it’s honored annually with a parade and 

festival that attracts residents from all over the state of Florida to visit the Glades and take 

part in the multitudes of celebrations and festivities. 

Sugar mills and vegetable packing houses are prominent in the Glades. Celery, radishes, 

and lettuce get processed and packaged inside regional facilities and shipped out to grocery 

stores and markets across the United States. 

Anglers come from all over the world to take part in fishing tournaments held on Lake 

Okeechobee, including prominent government figures and well-known celebrities. Large-

mouthed bass and crappie are the most popular for the tournaments and sport fishing, but 

the lake also has blue gill, speckled perch, and the tourists’ favorite–alligators. Visitors to 

the area pay substantial fares for an opportunity to go on a nighttime cruise on the lake, 

hoping to get a glimpse of the large reptiles in their natural habitats, or hear their deep 

grunts and snorts as they communicate with each other. Their eyes glow red in the dark 

and look like dozens of rubies floating on the water’s surface. I can understand the 
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enthusiasm of tourists because it truly is a sight to see. While alligators are entertaining to 

watch, never make the mistake of approaching one. They are not docile creatures that take 

kindly to the human touch. They are meat-eating, fast on their feet, extremely protective of 

their nests, predators that can, and will, leave their victims limbless–or worse.  

It’s common to see airboats speeding noisily through the water or cutting through marshes, 

reeds, and grassy areas like a warm knife slicing through butter. I’ve actually seen skilled 

airboat pilots race from the water, glide up the side of the grass levee, and then shoot back 

down into the water, performing spectacular stunts for spectators. 

If you’re wondering why any of these details are relevant to my story, it’s because I believe 

it’s important for you to see, feel, and understand how life was growing up in a small town 

where everybody knew everybody–and knew about their personal business as well. If you 

wanted to know which couples were divorcing, all you had to do was ask Ms. Jones at the 

bank. Curious to know who was expecting a baby, sick, or having surgery? Ask Nurse 

Mayfield at the hospital. That’s how life was in my hometown, and I wouldn’t have had it 

any other way. 

Both ladies I mentioned knew me and my mom, but they didn’t know about me. In time, 

they and every other citizen in Pahokee would come to learn my secret whether I wanted 

them to or not. And once the cat was out of the bag, I became the prime target for a vile 

and vicious fellow schoolmate who made it his personal goal to shut me up permanently to 

keep me from revealing the dark secret I knew about him. 

Before everything in and about my life changed, I was an average, typical teenager with 

future dreams of becoming a veterinarian. As with every other aspect of my life, those 

plans would be shattered as well. 

Pahokee had no large department stores. There was no mall, no shopping plazas, no 

multiplex theaters, and only three restaurants, unless you counted the hole-in-the-wall diner 

next door to the eye doctor that served more cockroaches than they did customers. To enjoy 

any of the above-mentioned amenities, a fifty-mile trip to West Palm Beach was necessary. 

Even with the absence of big city luxuries, we Pahokee kids never suffered from a lack of 

fun or from boredom because we always found something to do to keep us entertained and 

occupied, and sometimes those “other things” didn’t end well for the daredevil who was 

brave enough to try something new. Like me, for instance, when I jumped off the roof of 
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my house with a towel tied around my neck because I believed I could fly like Superman. 

Or when I got the ridiculous notion to jump from a tree branch to see if I could land on my 

feet like a cat but caught the seat of my shorts on a limb and was left dangling in midair 

until my friends came along and helped me down. They got a good laugh out of that fiasco 

for a very long time, refusing to let me live it down. 

When I stop and think about some of the things I did as a kid, it’s truly a miracle that I’m 

still alive. Fortunately, the only harm done by my pathetic acts of bravery was to my ego, 

and to the crack of my butt when my shorts held on to that tree limb for dear life. 

Typical summers for me comprised a variety of activities that were sometimes shared with 

the company of friends and at other times, I preferred doing things alone, like using my 

cane pole to fish off the marina pier and not having to worry about a companion talking 

constantly and scaring the fish away. I never believed that fish could be so frightened to 

where they would pass up a delicious, fat worm, but there were plenty of older fishermen 

(and women) along the dock that would argue otherwise. I also enjoyed going to the city 

park and sitting alone in a swing while I gathered my thoughts and wondered about life. 

Not that a fourteen-year-old had much to worry about, but I did an awful lot of thinking. 

Momma always told me it was good to exercise my brain as often as possible to keep it 

from getting rusty. I knew brains didn’t rust, but they can be like an empty stomach that 

isn’t completely satisfied until it’s fed, and I was constantly feeding my mind. I loved 

reading books of all kinds and learning whatever I could about anything worthwhile, 

because I knew that knowledge was the power that I would need one day when furthering 

my education was just around the corner instead of being what felt like light years away. 

I spent many afternoons at the Prince Theater, the town’s one-screen movie house, where 

I paid a dollar for admission and could sit there all day long if I chose to and watch the 

movie, sometimes double features, over and over without being kicked out. Try doing that 

these days and you’re likely to get escorted out by an usher or told that you have to buy 

another admission ticket if you choose to stay. 

Swimming parties at the public pool were always fun, although any amount of extended 

time in the sun always resulted in the same thing for me–a nasty sunburn because of my 

fair complexion. After the burn healed and the redness faded, peeling would follow that 

left even more freckles on my shoulders, nose, and cheeks. 
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One of my all-time favorite things to do on a Saturday night was make a pallet on the living 

room floor where I’d lay on my stomach eating popcorn and watching monster movies on 

television. The blankets of the pallet came in handy if I got scared, because I could cover 

my head and not look at the gory creature that was about to devour me whole. When I 

thought it was safe to uncover my head, I’d always look over my shoulder to make sure 

there wasn’t a vampire, mummy, or werewolf lurking in a dark corner of the living room. 

If I needed to change the channel to continue my horror fest, I had to get up to do it because 

our television had no remote control. I dare you to try that with monsters in the room 

watching your every move. 

During the day, I stayed outside from the time the sun rose until it said goodnight, painting 

the evening Florida skies with magnificent hues of oranges and pinks. If I got thirsty while 

playing, I took a drink from the water hose because there was no running in and out of the 

house lest you “let the flies in,” and we didn’t have bottled water back then. One of the 

biggest reasons I loved summer so much is because my birthday is in July, and that always 

meant having friends over for cake, ice cream and opening presents. That summer I was 

on the cusp of turning fifteen. 

I was small for my age, less than five feet tall, petite, skinny as a twig, and a late bloomer 

with a chest as flat as a two by four. Why mom ever made me wear those ugly training bras 

with the large triangular shapes on the cups I will never understand, because other than the 

two marbles barely poking through my shirts, there wasn’t anything there to train. I kept 

my auburn hair cut in a short pixie-style because I didn’t want it hanging in my eyes, and 

I also wasn’t keen on being bothered with the monotonous chore of pretty hair 

maintenance. 

In case you haven’t figured it out yet, I was a tomboy in every sense of the word. Dresses 

were out of the question for my attire. All I ever wore were jeans, shorts, t-shirts and either 

sneakers or flip-flops. It was a simple and easy style without looking too girlie and perfectly 

comfortable for me. 

While all these things were loads of fun, and something that I looked forward to every 

summer, what I loved more than anything else was playing softball. A bunch of us project 

kids, (that’s what we were called because we lived in a housing authority), would get 



8 

 

together in the afternoons to play in the extensive field behind our apartment houses. Short, 

tall, skinny, or fat, we didn’t care. If you could play ball, you’d get picked for a team. 

We used personal items as makeshift bases–a pair of shoes for first, a shirt for second, and 

so forth. Then we proceeded to picking team captains and making our choices for players, 

leaving no one out. If there were more players than needed, they got scattered in the 

outfield. If we were short a few players, then that meant that available players would have 

to cover other positions. 

I was a mean right fielder with a powerful throwing arm, and I’m not too shy to say so. 

You know the adage about girls not being able to play ball? Anyone that ever felt that way 

would have changed their minds if they’d ever seen me play. As I said, I was a hard-core 

tomboy, and I was more than capable of playing with, and better than, most of the boys my 

age. 

It was my great love for the sport that would make this the summer that would differ from 

any other, the one that would change everything about me and alter the course of my life 

forever. The reason my friends ostracized me and kept their distance because they became 

afraid of the new DeeDee Olsen. For them, that was the safest and most logical option, and 

the only one that seemed workable to them. 

On this particularly scorching hot June afternoon, our first week out of school for the 

summer, it was the bottom of the sixth inning, and I was up to bat. With bases loaded, my 

team was ahead by one run. My intention was to get a walk because the worst pitcher out 

of all our players was on the mound, and I knew from experience that he threw either high 

or outside balls. And unless you were a tennis player attempting to return a lob, there was 

no use taking a swing. 

My feet were dug into the ground at home plate, a piece of cardboard taken out of the 

neighborhood dumpster, an aluminum bat gripped tightly in my hands, knees bent, eyes 

forward and focused–I was ready. 

As I said, Ricky was notorious for throwing high balls, but our umpire, Chubby, was blind. 

“Steeeeee-rike one!” he called. We assigned him to the position of umpiring because he 

was asthmatic and unable to run. Not wanting to omit him from being able to take part, we 

compromised. 
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“Are you stupid or something?” I yelled, turning to face him. “That ball was as high as an 

airplane!” 

“I calls ‘em like I sees ‘em,” he said, grinning and pushing up his black-rimmed glasses, 

then taking his umpire stance once more. His curly red hair looked like a fire on top of his 

head in the bright glow of the afternoon sun, and his face was so red that I couldn’t see a 

single one of his dozens of freckles through his flushed skin. Back in position, I waited for 

the next pitch, which went to the right of the plate by about three feet. 

“Steeeeee-rike two!” Chubby called, holding up two fingers and casting out his arm like a 

professional umpire. 

“You seriously might want to consider getting new glasses!” I retorted. “Obviously, the 

ones you have don’t work.” 

Frustrated at his rotten play calling, I dug in even deeper and choked up on the bat, figuring 

that I might as well swing because if I didn’t, Chubby would call it strike three, regardless. 

Except that it was a perfect pitch that came straight across the plate. I swung hard, 

walloping the ball out past center field. Opposing players, Jake and Timmy, ran for the ball 

while my team players on second and third bases ran across home plate, scoring runs for 

our team. 

For reasons only he knew, my good friend, Johnny, made a horrible mistake in his decision 

to change course. While I ran past first and second, and then touching third heading toward 

home plate, he turned around and ran back toward third base, moving as fast as lightning 

while looking back over his shoulder. I presumed he was making sure that he wasn’t being 

chased by the catcher for fear that he’d get tagged out and cost our team a run. 

Even if I hadn’t been so focused on making a home run, I could not have prevented what 

was about to happen because we were both going at full throttle in our momentum, and it 

happened so fast that neither of us could have put on our brakes and stopped on a dime.   

We collided head-on with a forceful impact, his chin striking me on the upper left side of 

my forehead, right above my eye. The crash sent me flying backwards and to the ground, 

knocking me unconscious. 

I don’t know how long I was out, but when I opened my eyes, I was lying in the grass flat 

on my back with all the other kids bent over, staring down at me. Johnny held a bloody rag 

to his lacerated chin, which I later learned took six stitches to close. 
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“Are you okay?” “How many fingers am I holding up?” “Man, look at the size of that knot 

on her head!” I didn’t know who was saying what, because they all seemed to talk at once 

and all I could hear was a cacophony of jumbled noises. 

I groaned and tried to get up, but the movement made me nauseous, so I sat back down and 

waited for the queasiness to pass. When it finally did, I stood up and said, “I think that’s 

enough ball for today.” 

“DeeDee?” It was Johnny, the boy that I collided with. “I’m really sorry,” he said, a deep 

look of concern on his face. “I hope you’re not hurt too bad.” 

Touching my head and feeling the lump, I said, “I’m okay, Johnny. But I need to go show 

this to my mom.” 

To say that the swelling on my forehead was a goose egg would be equivalent to comparing 

a twenty-carat diamond to a pebble. It was huge and covered the entire left side of my 

forehead and growing in size by the second. 

My mom was sitting on the side of her bed talking to one of her friends on the telephone 

when I went inside. Not wanting to disturb her, I stood in the doorway waiting for her to 

either turn around or hang up, but after a couple of minutes of waiting and she did neither, 

I quietly said, “Mom?” 

In one swift move, she leaped from the bed, dropping the phone to the floor with a loud 

PING! “Oh, my word!” she cried. “What in the world happened to you?” 

I was trying to explain when the nausea hit me again, and I knew I was going to throw up. 

Although I tried my best to make it to the bathroom, I wasn’t so fortunate. The vomiting 

began in her room, and I left a trail from there all the way to the toilet. 

The next thing I remember after that is lying on an examining table in the emergency room 

waiting for a doctor to come in. Mom stood beside me, worry furrowing her brow. Never 

before had I seen such an expression of concern on my mom’s face.  When I asked her how 

I got to the hospital, she told me I passed out in the bathroom; she carried me to the car, 

and an emergency room nurse brought me inside on a stretcher. To this very day, I do not 

remember any of that. 

“How do I look?” I asked quietly. My mouth felt as dry as cotton and my throat was sore 

and burning. 

“Like you’ve been in a fight with a semi-truck and the truck won.” 
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Funny thing is it didn’t even hurt. It tingled and throbbed, like a bee sting, but there was 

no pain. I reached up to touch it and suddenly understood why my mom looked so worried. 

It had grown to the size of a grapefruit and was soft in the center. 

“Don’t touch it, DeeDee,” my mom scolded, nuzzling my hand away. “How are you 

feeling?” 

“Okay,” I answered. “A little lightheaded, maybe, but I don’t feel sick anymore.” 

The door to my examining room opened and in walked the most handsome man I had ever 

seen in my life–and I didn’t even like boys. Tall and tanned, with wavy blonde hair and 

eyes so piercingly blue that I could almost see right through them. 

“I’m Dr. Montgomery,” he said, taking my chart from the clear plastic door pocket. “Diedre 

Olsen?” he asked, opening the file. 

“DeeDee,” I corrected him as I continued to stare. I did not like being called by my proper 

name but hearing him say it somehow made it okay. 

“DeeDee, it is then,” he said, stepping up to the side of my bed. “Whoa! What happened 

here?” he asked, softly probing my forehead. 

“I ran smack into somebody while we were playing softball,” I answered. 

“Judging by the size of this lump, I’d say you two rammed each other pretty good. Would 

that be an accurate assumption?” 

I nodded. I was afraid to open my mouth because the nausea was coming back and the last 

thing I wanted to do was hurl on his pristine white coat. 

“Can you tell me exactly how this happened, DeeDee?” he asked. “And how you felt 

afterwards? Did you pass out, feel sick, anything unusual?” 

I knew Dr. Montgomery was speaking because I could see his lips moving, but his voice 

sounded muffled and far away. Whatever he was saying, his words were incoherent, as 

though he was speaking a foreign language that I didn’t understand. 

Then came a flash of bright white light, like looking directly into a flashlight beam, and 

then the smell of burning sugarcane followed by a horrendous wave of nausea. 

When I woke up, I was no longer in the emergency room. Dr. Montgomery had admitted 

me to the hospital and had me taken upstairs to a private room. 

Mom was sitting in a green leather chair in the corner, her arms folded across her chest as 

she stared at me, appearing even more worried than she had before. When she saw my eyes 
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flutter open, she jumped from her chair and came to my bedside, grabbing onto my hand 

and crying. 

I didn’t know what had happened to me that would warrant two doctors attending to me, 

but there they were, both wearing their white lab coats with a stethoscope around their 

necks. Dr. Montgomery stood directly beside my bed, and standing behind his right 

shoulder, an elderly gentleman with white hair and a thin white mustache, smiling at me. 

He kept his arms folded behind his back, grinning and nodding while Dr. Montgomery 

spoke, occasionally glancing at me, winking, and then returning his attention to the chart 

in Dr. Montgomery’s hand. 

“Glad to have you back with us,” he said, bending over me and shining a light into my 

eyes. 

“What happened?” I asked, attempting to sit up. 

“Take it easy for now,” he said, dabbing my shoulder and laying me back down onto the 

pillow, then writing in my chart. “You gave us quite a scare.” 

Mom nodded in agreement, as did the older doctor. 

“Well?” I asked. “Will one of you please tell me what happened and why I’m in the 

hospital?” 

“You suffered a seizure while you were in the emergency room,” Dr. Montgomery 

explained. “I admitted you so that I can monitor you. It’s only for observation, DeeDee, so 

you probably won’t be here for more than one night. You have a mild concussion, and I 

believe that’s what caused the seizure. Not that it will happen again,” he said, patting my 

leg. “But if it does, I’d rather you be here close to medical staff instead of at home. If you 

do okay during the night, and by that, I mean no more seizures, then you can go home 

tomorrow.” 

“It takes two of you to tell me that?” I asked, puzzled as I glanced back and forth between 

him and the elderly doctor. 

Dr. Montgomery looked bewildered by my question. “You mean me and your mom?” 

“No,” I said, pointing. “Him.” 

Dr. Montgomery swiveled and looked behind him. Slightly cocking his head he asked, 

“DeeDee, do you see someone else here besides me and your mother?” 
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“Of course, I do,” I said, nodding. “Don’t you? How can you not see him when he’s 

standing right beside you? He’s a doctor, too.” 

The glances exchanged between mom and him were ones of total confusion. 

“Probably double vision,” he said calmly to mom. “It’s not uncommon with seizures and 

head injuries. I wouldn’t worry too much right now. It’s likely only temporary.”  

That last statement of his would be one of the biggest falsehoods I have ever been told. 

And I knew I wasn’t suffering from double vision either. 

While I was young, I was also old enough to know the difference between an old doctor 

and a young one. 

The physician that had stood at the side of Dr. Montgomery was different in every way 

imaginable, and they looked nothing alike. 

What I didn’t understand at the time was why mom or Dr. Montgomery couldn’t see him. 

He was standing right there beside my bed, as clear and plain as they were. 

However, it wouldn’t take long before I found out why–but not before being put through 

pure hell first. 

Unfortunately, this episode was only the beginning of what was still yet to come. 
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Chapter 2–Who Are All These People? 

 

My overnight stay in the hospital was anything but restful. Between the nurses coming in 

and out of my room, the constant chattering at the nurses’ station and in the hallway, and 

the little girl continuously calling out for her mommy, I couldn’t sleep. I turned on the 

television to drown out the noises, but there wasn’t anything on that I wanted to watch on 

the few channels that were available. But it was fun getting to use the remote control to 

channel surf without having to get out of bed. 

Why was no one helping that little girl? Why didn’t someone answer her? Didn’t they hear 

or see her? She was absolutely driving me nuts, and it sounded like she was standing right 

outside my door. 

Tossing the covers aside, I got out of bed and stepped barefooted onto the cold tile floor. 

The coolness was comforting and felt good against my hot skin. When the sudden dizziness 

struck me, I clung to the side rail of the bed and steadied myself to keep from falling. 

Once the lightheadedness had completely subsided, I wheeled my I.V. pole up to my left 

side, using it for support, walked to my door and opened it. As I thought, she was standing 

in the middle of the hallway, wearing a pink floor-length nightgown with white daisies and 

a lace collar, clutching a rag doll with yellow pigtails and red button eyes. Her long black 

hair was in braids, one hanging over each shoulder. “Have you seen my mommy?” she 

asked. “I can’t find her anywhere.” 

“No,” I snapped, immediately ashamed of myself for being so harsh to a small child. She 

couldn’t have been over six years old. Toning down my voice, I asked, “Who is your 

mommy? Is she here in the hospital?” 

“I don’t know,” she answered, peering up at me through tear-soaked eyes. 

“You don’t know?” I asked with surprise, her remark confusing me. How could she not 

know where her mother was? The ward I was on wasn’t that large, so she couldn’t be too 

far away. So why wasn’t her mother searching for her? Surely, she must’ve realized that 

her child was missing. 

“What’s your name?” I asked. 

“Amy,” she answered, wiping away a tear on the sleeve of her gown. 
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“Tell you what, Amy,” I said, offering her my hand. “Why don’t I help you find your 

mommy?” 

“Thank you,” she answered, placing her tiny, frail hand in mine. Although I knew we were 

holding on to each other, her hand felt weightless and with no solidity to it at all, as though 

I were holding on to a feather. 

We began our walk down the hallway, but most of the doors were closed, and the ones that 

were open contained empty beds. An elderly woman was making her way down the hall 

with the help of a walker, and beside her, an elderly man with his hands tucked inside his 

pockets, keeping a slow pace beside her. They both smiled at me as they passed by. 

“Let’s go try another hallway,” I told Amy. “Maybe she’s in a different section.” 

As we turned around to make our way back, still holding hands, I saw my nurse standing 

in the doorway to my room with her arms crossed, giving me a scornful look. “Miss Olsen, 

what are you doing out of bed at this hour?” she asked, looking at me but totally ignoring 

Amy. 

“I heard a little girl crying in the hallway,” I answered. “I came out to see if she needed 

help with something.” 

Nurse Simmons frowned, staring at me discontentedly. 

“Didn’t you hear her?” 

“Can’t say that I did,” she answered. “There are no small children on this floor, Miss Olsen, 

and there haven’t been for several years now. At one time, this was the Pediatric ward, but 

it moved upstairs about two years ago.” 

Then that’s why Amy’s lost and confused. She was on the wrong floor altogether. All I 

needed to do was get Amy to the elevator and send her up one floor, back to the proper 

ward and to her mother. Problem solved. 

“Come on, now,” Nurse Simmons said, placing an arm around my shoulder. “Let’s get you 

back in bed,” she said, leading me away from Amy and towards my room. 

Amy reluctantly let go of my hand as I was being led away, looked up at me and said, “it’s 

okay.” 

“What about her?” I asked. 

“What about who?” Nurse Simmons replied, giving me her strange look again. 

“Her,” I replied, turning back to face Amy. 
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Except that she wasn’t there. She had vanished. 

“But, but…” I stammered. 

“You probably had a bad dream,” Nurse Simmons offered. “Would you like for me to call 

the doctor and get you something to help you sleep?” 

“No,” I said, crawling back into bed and pulling the covers up snugly beneath my chin. 

“I’ll get to sleep on my own.” 

“Stay in bed, now. We can’t have you roaming the hallways in the middle of the night. If 

you need anything, use your bedside intercom,” she said as she turned out the lights and 

closed the door. 

As I lay there in the dark, I couldn’t help but wonder if Nurse Simmons had been right 

about my experience being nothing more than a dream. While I knew it was completely 

possible, I didn’t really believe that because it had all been too real to be a delusion. One 

thing was for certain, though. Whatever I’d seen left me completely baffled, confused, and 

I’ll admit, frightened because I didn’t know how to explain what had happened to me in 

the hallway. 

I knew Amy was there because I saw her with my own eyes, for heaven’s sake. Not only 

had I seen her, but I had touched her. Yet Nurse Simmons saw or heard nothing. How was 

that even possible when we were both standing right in front of her, hand in hand, at the 

same time? 

I didn’t hear Amy calling out anymore that night, but I heard my door open and the sound 

of soft footsteps crossing the floor. I cracked open my eyes to see a different nurse standing 

beside my bed, smiling down at me. I figured shifts had changed over, and she was the new 

nurse assigned to care for me. She quietly checked the flow of the I.V. fluid that I was 

receiving, gently touched the lump on my forehead, grimacing as she did so, patted my arm 

and left the room. Not giving it another thought, I fell back to sleep. 

By the time Dr. Montgomery came in the next morning to check my status, and hopefully 

discharge me, mom had returned to the hospital, taking the day off from work so that she 

could take me home and spend the day with me to make sure I was going to be okay. 

I could tell by his worried expression that something was bothering him. And since he was 

reading my chart, I knew that whatever he was frowning about involved me. 
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Instead of standing at my bedside to talk, he pulled up the extra chair that was in the room 

and sat down beside my bed with my file open on his lap. 

“Would you like to tell me about what happened last night?” he asked. “Or should I say, 

this morning at two thirty a.m.?” 

“Uh-oh,” I thought, swallowing hard. “I’m in big trouble.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked innocently, picking at a hang nail so that I wouldn’t have to 

look at him. 

“According to the nurse’s report, she found you walking around in the hallway this 

morning.” 

“Am I in trouble for that?” I asked, thinking that I was about to be handed my head on a 

silver platter by Dr. Handsome. 

“No, you’re not in trouble,” he said. “But I am concerned about what she wrote in her 

report.” 

“What did she say?” I asked, looking over at mom. Her attention was acutely focused on 

what Dr. Montgomery was saying.  

“I’ll read it to you,” he said, flipping over a page in the file. “At two thirty a.m. while en 

route to answer a call button, I discovered Ms. Olsen walking in the hallway, going from 

door to door as though she was searching for someone. Although Ms. Olsen was alone, she 

had her arm and hand poised in such a manner that she appeared to be holding someone 

else’s hand, as well as conversing with them. She reported hearing and seeing a girl child 

in the hallway and asked me if I had heard her, to which I replied no, and explained to her 

that there were no children assigned to this ward. I escorted Ms. Olsen back to her room 

and put her to bed. There were no further incidents.” 

Dr. Montgomery closed the file and looked at me. “This is extremely disconcerting to me, 

DeeDee,” he said, leaning forward in his chair. “Especially considering the fact that you’ve 

suffered head trauma and a seizure. I need to ask you some questions, and I can’t stress to 

you enough how important it is that you answer them truthfully. Do you understand that?” 

I nodded. 

Mom had taken a stance next to my bed, eager to hear what the doctor had to say. 

“Is the nurse telling the truth about what happened? Did you see or hear someone in the 

hallway?” 
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I didn’t know whether I should tell him the truth because I wasn’t sure what was going to 

happen to me if I did. If I told him about Amy, should I also tell him about the old lady 

with the walker, or the nurse that had come into my room that I hadn’t seen since? 

Something told me not to lie, so I didn’t. 

“Both,” I replied, relaying my encounter with Amy. 

“Was that the only time you’ve seen her?” 

“Yes.” 

“Have you been seeing anything else strange? Things that you can’t explain, or that don’t 

really make any logical sense to you?” 

“No, only Amy.” That was only a half-truth, not a lie. “Maybe I was sleepwalking,” I 

offered. 

“Is that what you really believe, DeeDee? Are you prone to sleepwalking?” 

“No,” I answered. “But that doesn’t mean I didn’t this time. Like you said, I suffered a 

serious head injury and maybe that’s why.” 

“I suppose that’s possible,” Dr. Montgomery agreed with a nod. “How about smells? Any 

unusual scents that seem to appear out of nowhere and without a reason?” 

“Just the one time in the emergency room,” I answered. 

“What did you smell?” 

“Burning sugar cane,” I said. 

Dr. Montgomery studied me for a few seconds. I wasn’t sure if he was trying to figure out 

if I was telling him the truth or deciding what he needed to do next. 

“The good news is that the skull x-rays were normal, meaning that there are no fractures. 

However, there is significant swelling and bruising, not only to the surface of your skin, 

but to the tissue beneath it as well.” 

“Dr. Montgomery?” Mom interjected. “Why did you ask her about strange smells? What 

is the significance of that?” she wanted to know. 

“There have been cases where patients who have suffered seizures have reported peculiar 

odors right before the onset of the convulsion. Different patients report various scents,” he 

explained. “Not everyone smells the same thing.” 

“I see,” Mom said. “Is that something that should concern us?” 
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“I don’t think so, not at this point. Peculiar odors don’t always occur before a seizure. In 

fact, most of the time a patient won’t even know they’re about to have one until it happens. 

But since her x-rays were normal, I’m hoping that her seizure was a onetime thing, related 

to suffering such a serious head trauma.” 

“Do I get to go home?” I asked, hoping that he would not say no. 

“Let’s talk about that for a second.” 

My heart sank. I didn’t even want to think about spending another night there. I wanted my 

bed, in my house, where I could rest and actually be able to sleep without being woke up 

every five minutes. 

“I’m going to be honest with you,” he said, looking first at me, then at mom. “I don’t like 

the fact that you’re seeing things that aren’t there, DeeDee. It could be something that’s 

only temporary because of your injury, or it could be something much more serious. If 

that’s the case, then you will need further evaluation. But here’s what we’re going to do 

for now,” he said, laying my chart on the bed and folding his arms. “I’m going to let you 

go home,” he began. 

I clapped my hands joyfully at those words. 

“Not so fast, young lady,” he said with a serious look. “There will be requirements and 

limitations for you to follow.” 

“Okay,” I replied eagerly. “Whatever you say.” 

“First, absolutely no softball. Actually, I don’t want you doing anything strenuous at all. I 

want you to rest as much as possible. If you continue to have these…” he said, waving his 

hand in the air. “We’ll call them temporary hallucinations for now. If they continue, you 

are to let your mother know immediately, then you are to contact me,” he concluded, 

looking at mom. “This is not something to be taken lightly, got it?” 

“Got it,” I said. 

“You get your things together while I go fill out your discharge papers. Shouldn’t take over 

fifteen minutes.” 

He didn’t have to tell me twice. I was already changing my clothes by the time the door 

closed behind him. 

True to his word, an orderly came in about twenty minutes later with a wheelchair. “I hear 

someone’s ready to go home,” he said cheerfully. 
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“That would be me,” I said, taking a seat. Mom picked up my things and walked out behind 

us. 

Amy leaned up against the wall on the opposite side of the hallway, clutching her doll and 

waving goodbye as I was leaving.  

And she wasn’t alone. 

The hall was bursting with people I didn’t know, nor had I ever seen before, all of them 

either standing or walking around, talking over each other so loudly that I couldn’t make 

out a thing that any of them were saying. The deafening voices sounded like a roaring 

crowd cheering at a sporting event. 

Some wore hospital gowns, which told me they were patients. Others dressed in normal 

clothes, visiting someone who was a patient. The nurse that had come into my room the 

night before was standing just outside the nurses’ station with one arm propped up on top 

of the counter, smiling at me as I wheeled past. There must have been at least fifty people 

there, but the hospital staff was completely oblivious to their presence. 

Which meant that every single person I could see was nothing more than a product of my 

imagination, more hallucinations. “Remember what Dr. Montgomery told you,” I kept 

telling myself. “It’s from the injury.” 

I wanted to plug my ears to quiet the dissonance of voices, but I was afraid if I did that, 

mom would stop the orderly and tell him to wheel me back to the emergency room instead 

of out the front door. 

Instead, I closed my eyes to keep from looking at them, keeping them closed until I heard 

the swishing of the automatic door opening and felt the warmth of the sun on my face. 

When I opened my eyes to get into the car that was now parked at the front entrance, I 

realized that seeing unfamiliar faces wasn’t just confined to the interior of the hospital. 

I saw them everywhere. 

In the parking lot, walking up and down the sidewalks of the hospital perimeter, sitting on 

benches drinking sodas and coffee from Styrofoam cups. I truly didn’t know what to think 

of my condition, and to be honest, my mild fright from the night before had grown and 

developed into bona fide fear. 

My mind started racing with thoughts, wondering if I’d have these visions for the rest of 

my life, or if my illness truly was only temporary, as Dr. Montgomery suspected.   
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All I wanted was for them to stop and go away forever and never bother me again. 

Then another thought struck me. Should I tell mom about what I was seeing or ignore it 

and hope that it was nothing to worry about? Dr. Montgomery had made it perfectly clear 

how important it was to tell her if the visions persisted. 

I decided not to say anything, basing my decision on the fact that I’d only gotten released 

a few minutes earlier. And having more of them in that brief span of time certainly didn’t 

qualify as persistent. 

I did, however, promise myself that I would tell her if they didn’t go away, or if they got 

any worse. 

One thought kept resonating through my mind, a question really, and one that I didn’t have 

an answer to. 

If what I was experiencing wasn’t visions or hallucinations or whatever other fancy word 

there was for what I was being subjected to, and the hordes of unfamiliar people that I kept 

seeing were real, then why was I the only one who could see them? 
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Chapter 3–Am I Hallucinating? 

 

Within three weeks of going home from the hospital, and strictly following doctor’s orders, 

most of the swelling had subsided. The green, blue, black, and yellow bruise was still 

visible, but the discoloration was slowly beginning to fade. Once it was gone, there would 

be no physical trace to remind me of my horrible, life-changing accident. I didn’t give too 

much thought to my appearance because vanity had never been a trait I obsessed over. 

Although the injury site itself didn’t hurt, it was still sore to the touch, and the lump beneath 

my skin remained prominent. Out of curiosity, I couldn’t resist constantly touching it 

because it was so soft and squishy, like pushing on a block of gelatin, and if I pressed on it 

just hard enough, my fingertip left an indentation in the skin that I thought was fascinating. 

However, when my friends came to visit and wanted to feel my newfound deformity, I told 

them no. I based my decision on an unmerited fear that they’d press on it too hard and 

cause me to have another seizure, which would put me back in the hospital and that was a 

trip I did not want to make. 

None of my friends knew about my other problem because I hadn’t told them and had no 

intentions to do so. The last thing in the world that I wanted was to drive away what few 

friends I had by making them think I was cuckoo by letting them know I could see people 

who didn’t exist to anyone except me. 

Being home alone during the day gave me time to think, and I did plenty of that. I replayed 

the day of the accident over and over in my mind, wondering how it could have even 

happened, why Johnny had spun around and run back to third base instead of crossing 

home. I often wondered if I could have prevented the accident by reacting sooner and 

moving out of his way. The answer was always the same. There was no way to prevent it 

because we were both running too fast to have been able to stop. I’ve always been told that 

hindsight is 20/20, and although the accident happened, and I suffered the consequences, I 

still couldn’t help but wonder about all these things. I suppose it’s only human to ask why, 

and I did that as well. 

And why was I only seeing people in my so-called visions? Why not other things like 

purple elephants, or polka-dotted trees, or little green men? If what was happening to me 
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truly resulted from my head trauma, then why were my hallucinations limited to only 

seeing human beings? 

Mom wasn’t aware that I was still experiencing visions because I hadn’t mustered the nerve 

to tell her. I also didn’t let her know about the headaches I was suffering daily. They never 

lasted more than an hour before completely dissipating, and the pain was always present in 

the same place–in and above my left eye. I dismissed any notion of them being associated 

with anything other than my injury, and that they were likely being caused by the lengthy 

healing process. I saw no need in giving her a reason to worry over nothing when all of my 

symptoms would eventually heal.   

At the time, I was keeping a lot of secrets from my mom, even though Dr. Montgomery 

had warned me not to. I did so not because I was trying to be sneaky or cagey, but to spare 

her from fretting about me over things that neither of us could change. Which was why I 

didn’t immediately tell her about the man I’d begun seeing inside our home. He was mostly 

present whenever mom was there, but I also saw him when she wasn’t. He never spoke a 

word, never walked around, and didn’t make any type of gestures. He only stood in various 

locations, wearing his military uniform, and looking as stiff as an ironing board. In fact, he 

appeared to be nothing more than a cardboard cutout propped up against the wall. I didn’t 

know who he was, or why he was in our house. 

Why didn’t I freak out when I saw people who weren’t really there? Because they were 

people, and I’m not afraid of humans, and mainly because I knew seeing them wouldn’t 

last forever. However, if my visions had been of monsters from the movies I’d watched, or 

giant cockroaches or spiders, then I absolutely would have gone berserk, and would have 

never opened my eyes until I knew absolutely and without a doubt that I wouldn’t be seeing 

them any longer. 

It was the second day of July and a little over four weeks before I turned fifteen. Mom and 

I were sitting at the table eating dinner together when she asked me if I had any plans for 

my birthday that year. 

“Not really,” I answered. “I haven’t really thought much about it.” 

“Do you want to have a party? Or don’t you feel like it yet? If not, then perhaps you can 

invite a couple of your friends over to spend the night.” 
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Because my appetite hadn’t returned to normal yet, I picked at the food on my plate, 

shoving a heap of disgusting Brussel sprouts away from my slice of meatloaf. Shrugging, 

I said, “I don’t know. Can I think about it for a while?” 

“Of course,” she said. “It’s your birthday, so the final decision is up to you.” 

The uniformed man had returned and was leaning against the wall to mom’s right. I glanced 

up at him to see him smiling for the first time, so I smiled back. 

“DeeDee?” Mom asked, noticing my distraction. “Are you okay?” 

“Yes, why?” 

“Are you seeing someone right now?” she asked, putting her fork down on her plate. 

Should I tell her the truth and risk getting swept up immediately and taken back to the 

hospital? I didn’t want that, so I played it off and pretended that nothing was happening. 

“Can I ask you something, mom?” I asked, taking another peek at the military man, who 

was now laughing and making funny faces. I tried so hard not to laugh, but I simply 

couldn’t help myself. The guy was being hilarious. 

When I looked back at mom, she was giving me one of her strange looks, the one that says, 

“straighten up!” Clearing my throat, I asked, “Do you know anybody that’s in the Army?” 

“No,” she said, shaking her head after giving it considerable thought. 

“How about any other branch of the military?” 

“Why are you asking me that?” she said, getting up from the table and taking her plate to 

the kitchen. It was obvious that something had upset her, but I didn’t know what. 

When I returned my attention to the military man, his bottom lip stuck out in a pouting 

gesture. He then placed his right hand over his heart and patted it. 

What was he trying to tell me? Stand up and recite the Pledge of Allegiance? That his heart 

was hurting? Never having been good at charades, I couldn’t understand what he meant. 

“Are you seeing someone right now?” mom asked quietly, turning to face me as she leaned 

against the sink. 

“Yes,” I said, nodding. I couldn’t lie to her. Not anymore. 

She returned to the table and sat back down, folding her arms across the Formica top. “Tell 

me who,” she said. “Describe him to me.” 

So I did. “He’s wearing a military uniform. I think it’s called camouflage.” Military man 

was nodding, his way of telling me I was right. “He’s kind of tall, maybe about six feet, 



25 

 

dark hair and eyes, good-looking.” He pursed his lips as he made a rocking “so-so,” motion 

with his hand. “He keeps touching his heart, but I don’t know what that’s supposed to 

mean.” 

Mom covered her mouth with both hands as tears streamed down her face. “Oh, my God 

in Heaven,” was all she could say. 

“Do you know him, mom?” I asked. 

Doing her best to speak without sobbing, she cleared her throat and said, “Yes, I think I 

do.” She paused for a moment, dabbing at her eyes with the paper towel that she held in 

her hand. “You just described your father.” 

My father? But he’s… 

Have you ever seen one of those cartoons that shows a lightbulb above someone’s head 

when they’ve suddenly gotten a bright idea? I imagine that might be how I looked at that 

exact moment. Add in the wide eyes and gaping mouth, and I probably did look like a 

cartoon character. 

My father died before I was born, so I never knew him, and had only seen pictures mom 

had shown me, but none were of him in uniform, so it was no surprise that I didn’t recognize 

him. Now that I knew who the strange man was, I understood what he was expressing by 

tapping his heart. 

He was saying that he loved us. 

With what I can only describe as feelings of shock and startled awareness, another thought 

occurred to me, and it was something that I would have never imagined in a million years. 

If this man standing at our table was indeed my deceased daddy, and I could see him as 

clearly as I was seeing mom, did that mean that I wasn’t having visions or hallucinations, 

but something much, much more extraordinary was going on? 

“Sunny beaches,” I breathed. 

I didn’t want to say it aloud because I knew that what I was thinking was ludicrous and so 

bizarre that to acknowledge that it was true would be the equivalent of signing my 

admittance papers for a long-term stay in the nuthouse. 

It suddenly dawned on me exactly what was going on. I may have been young, but I was 

neither stupid nor immature. 

The people that I had been seeing since my hospital stay were all ghosts. 
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Amy, the nurse in my room, the old couple in the hallway, the multitudes of people outside 

the hospital. They all had something in common–they were all dead. 

“No!” I screamed in my head. “That’s impossible because there’s no such thing as ghosts. 

I don’t believe in them, so why would I be seeing them?” 

Yet, there stood my dad, the man who’d gotten killed fighting in the Viet Nam war. There 

simply wasn’t any other explanation. And it would explain why no one else saw the other 

doctor standing beside Dr. Montgomery or any of the other people I’d seen, and why I only 

saw humans and not inanimate objects. To say there was confusion is an understatement. 

How do you explain something like that to anyone, much less a doctor, someone who bases 

their beliefs on science and medicine and not the paranormal? The mere thought of that 

word flashing through my mind was enough to convince me I possessed a secret that could 

never be told to anyone without an exceptional reason, and even then, revealing it would 

be questionable. 

Strangely enough, I wasn’t the least bit scared, maybe because it was my daddy and I knew 

he meant us no harm, so there wasn’t anything to be afraid of. Plus, I thought it was really 

neat to see him in the flesh, so to speak, instead of looking at old photographs. I’d never 

had that opportunity before. 

I nearly jumped out of my chair when he suddenly spoke because it startled me so badly 

and I wasn’t expecting it. “Tell your mom I’m okay and that I love her. I love you, too, 

DeeDee.” I clearly heard him say those words, yet his mouth never moved. Weird. “Tell 

her I said to always remember Paris.” He then saluted and disappeared. I never saw him 

again after that night. 

“What is it, DeeDee?” Mom asked. “Why did you jump like that?” 

“Because he scared me when he talked,” I said. “He has a deep voice.” 

“What did he say?” I couldn’t believe that mom was taking his presence so casually. I had 

been afraid to tell her anything because I didn’t want to find myself locked away in a rubber 

room, but there she sat, wanting to know what her long-dead husband had said to me. 

When I delivered his message to her, she smiled and wiped away her tears. 

“What did he mean about Paris?” I asked. 

“Maybe one day I’ll tell you. But for now, let me hold that memory in my heart, okay?” 

“Okay,” I nodded. 
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We made a trip to the grocery store the next day to buy food for our Fourth of July indoor 

barbecue, an event we held every year. I called it an inside barbecue because that’s exactly 

what it was. We didn’t own a grill, so mom cooked barbecued hamburgers on the stovetop, 

and we ate inside. This was fine by me, because eating outside in Florida in the summer 

meant a battle royal with the flies, swatting at them constantly to keep them off our food. 

After dinner, we’d sit on the front porch and watch the fireworks being launched from the 

Pahokee Marina, which was less than a mile away. It wasn’t the best view, but it definitely 

beat having to battle our way through a crowd to get a lakeside seat. 

Our trip to the store was the first time that I’d gone out since being released from the 

hospital and I was eager to go, if for no other reason than to feel the sunshine on my skin. 

The market was full of shoppers filling up their buggies, purchasing cookout items as we 

were. I recognized people from around town, but there were many others that I’d never 

seen before. 

To prevent embarrassing mom or myself, I didn’t speak to anyone because I could not 

distinguish between who was real and who was not, and I surely didn’t want anyone to stop 

and stare at me while I conversed with thin air. 

When Independence Day arrived, we enjoyed our hamburgers and potato salad, my 

appetite improving daily, and we both oohed and aahed at the colorful display of fireworks 

while we swatted away swarms of hungry mosquitoes. 

When the show ended, we gathered up our folding lawn chairs and went indoors. We were 

both tired from the day’s events and neither one of us wanted to watch television, so we 

went to bed.  It didn’t take me long to fall asleep listening to the constant whirring of my 

electric fan. 

Around two a.m., a loud BOOM! awakened me. I sprang up in bed, disoriented and 

thinking that the sound had come from neighborhood kids setting off firecrackers, but then 

I heard it again, only that time, it sounded like it was coming from inside my room. Blasts 

kept firing, one after the other, filling the surrounding air with the smell of sulfur and 

gunpowder. I was on the verge of sheer panic, terrified that the strange smells meant I was 

about to suffer another seizure. I covered my ears, trying to block out the sound, but it 

didn’t do any good. If I hadn’t known better, I would have sworn that I had stepped into 

the middle of a battlefield. 
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Then I saw him, standing in the corner next to my closet with his back to me. Every time a 

blast would ring out, he ducked as though dodging incoming bullets, or cannonballs. When 

he finally turned to face me, I felt my heart flutter, then begin pounding as fast as a 

galloping racehorse inside my chest, keeping time with the never-ending rounds of 

ammunition being fired. I stared wide-eyed in horror, not believing what I was seeing. 

He was a soldier, dressed in camouflage like my dad, but his were blue and white instead 

of the green that my dad had worn. Stitched over the right pocket of his shirt was his last 

name–Cunningham. I had never seen him nor heard his name before. He was young, in his 

early twenties. But it wasn’t his name, his uniform, or even the constant sound of gunnery 

that made me scream. 

As I watched in terror, he opened his mouth to speak, but never had time to say anything 

before he got hit in the side of his face by a bullet, ripping his left cheek to shreds, exposing 

the bone, teeth, and tissue beneath the fatal wound. 

The scene unfolded before my eyes in a permanent loop, playing and replaying his death 

repeatedly. 

Paralysis froze me to my bed, incapacitating me. I had never been so frightened in all my 

life. 

Mom ran into my room when she heard me screaming, flipping on the light as she entered. 

I was covering my face with my hands, crying and shaking uncontrollably. When she sat 

down on the bed, I grabbed onto her as tightly as I could and sobbed into her shoulder. 

“It was awful, momma,” I cried. “He was so horrible to look at.” 

She sat on the side of my bed, consoling and hugging me. When I finally calmed down and 

stopped weeping, Mom said, “It’s time to see Dr. Montgomery.” I nodded because I knew 

she was right, and I couldn’t bear the thought of ever seeing another image like that one. 

“Seeing your dad is one thing, DeeDee,” she said. “But when you see someone who scares 

you this badly, it’s time to get help.” 

That night, I did something that I hadn’t done since I was a small child. 

I crawled into my momma’s bed and that’s where I stayed for the rest of the night. 
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Chapter 4–Testing, Testing 

 

Dr. Montgomery wasn’t on duty when mom took me into the emergency room, but since 

he was familiar with the history of my injury, he made a special trip to the hospital when 

the nurse called him and told him I was there. 

He wasn’t happy to learn that I was still having visions, especially when the images had 

left me in a state of pure terror. 

“I’m referring her to a neurologist,” he told mom. “But you’ll have to take her to West 

Palm Beach for the appointment. Do you have transportation?” 

“Yes,” Mom answered. “But why a neurologist? Do you think there’s something seriously 

wrong with her?” 

“That’s what I intend to find out,” he said. “The purpose of a specialist is to get that answer. 

He can order specific tests to rule out particular illnesses, ones that I’m not qualified to 

diagnose because neurology isn’t my area of expertise.” 

“I understand,” Mom said. 

“How have you been feeling, DeeDee?” he asked me. “Other than the visions? Any more 

nausea, headaches, blurry vision, anything like that?” 

“I was getting headaches for a while, but I haven’t had one in a couple of days now.” 

“You didn’t tell me that,” Mom scolded. “Why did you keep that from me?” 

“I didn’t want you to worry. I’m okay, I promise.” 

“DeeDee, do you remember me telling you when I released you how important it was to 

tell the truth about any symptoms you experienced?” Dr. Montgomery asked. 

“Yes,” I answered, feeling embarrassed about being reprimanded. I could feel my face 

getting warm, a sure bet that my cheeks were turning beet red. 

Dr. Montgomery obviously noticed and quickly replied, “I’m not getting onto you,” he 

said, patting my arm. “But it is extremely important that you not keep anything like that 

from your mom, okay?” 

I nodded. 

“Alright, then. I’ll have the nurse call and make the appointment for you. Wait right here, 

it shouldn’t take long.” 
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When he returned, he was holding a yellow sheet of paper in his hand with all the referral 

information on it. Handing it to mom, he said, “Her appointment is for tomorrow at ten 

o’clock. Is that going to be a problem?” 

“No,” Mom answered, taking the paper from him. “I’ll make sure she gets there.” 

“That’s his name,” Dr. Montgomery said, pointing to the top of the paper. “And his address. 

Are you familiar with that area?” 

“Yes,” Mom said. “I know exactly where this is.” 

Turning back to me, Dr. Montgomery said, “Don’t worry, DeeDee. We’ll sort this out. Dr. 

Howard is the best in his field, and he won’t stop until he has answers for you and your 

mom.” 

Dr. Jack Howard’s office was located fifty miles away from home, inside of a medical 

complex on Flagler Drive, directly across from the Intracoastal Waterway, and right next 

door to Flagler Drive Memorial Hospital, a huge structure with ten floors and the most 

current medical technology. It was a beautiful area with tall buildings, palm trees and fancy, 

expensive automobiles, and mansions. When I got out of the car, I could smell the salt of 

the ocean in the air, and I inhaled it like a ravenous wolf. Although I loved the smell of the 

beach, I didn’t care too much about going because I hated the feel of grainy sand on my 

feet and in the seat of my bathing suit bottom. 

A fleet of sailboats was cruising down the waterway, their multi-colored sails flapping in 

the wind. How I wished to be on one of those boats, sailing along without a care in the 

world, instead of being on my way to see a brain doctor to find out exactly how broken my 

head was and why I could suddenly see beings who were no longer on earth. Even though 

I already knew what I was seeing, I agreed to go through all the testing to find out why. 

Mom signed me in at the reception window and then took a seat beside me in the waiting 

room, holding a clipboard with papers that she needed to fill out before testing could begin. 

The nurse called me back within minutes of mom returning the completed paperwork to 

the receptionist and led me to an examining room where she took my temperature, weight, 

blood pressure, and listened to my heartbeat. After charting all my vitals, she closed the 

file, smiled at me, and said, “Dr. Howard will be with you shortly.” 

I didn’t admit it to mom, but I was afraid. My heart was pounding so hard and fast that I 

was sure it was going to beat out of my chest and fall to the floor. My palms were sweaty, 
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and I kept wiping them on my thighs, leaving wet prints on the denim of my jeans. I would 

have never dreamed that I would be so jittery about seeing a doctor, but I couldn’t seem to 

calm down. 

“Nervous?” Mom asked. 

“A little.” 

“Don’t be. I’m sure everything will be fine. You’ll see.” 

If Dr. Howard had been wearing a red suit and fur-rimmed red hat when he walked into the 

room, I would have told him what I wanted for Christmas. With a head full of white hair 

and a matching beard and mustache, he looked exactly like a department store Santa Claus, 

complete with chubby, red cheeks. 

“Well, good morning to you, young lady,” he said cheerfully, reaching out and shaking my 

hand. “How are you this fine, beautiful morning?” 

“Good,” I said, in a whisper. 

“I’m happy to hear that,” he said, opening my file. “Would you prefer me to call you 

Diedre, or do you have another name you like?” 

“DeeDee,” I answered. 

“Very well,” he said as he glanced over my file. “DeeDee it is. Why don’t you come and 

have a seat right here?” he asked, patting the white paper that covered the examining table. 

I climbed up with the help of the stool that was built into the foot of the table. 

Dr. Howard held a small flashlight in his hand. “What brought you here today?” 

“My mom’s car,” I answered honestly. 

Dr. Howard threw back his head and ho-ho-hoed, exactly like Santa would do. “No, 

sweetheart,” he said kindly. “I mean, what kind of problem are you having that you needed 

to come and see me?” 

Shouldn’t he have had Dr. Montgomery’s medical notes about me? If so, he already knew 

why I was there. I suppose he wanted to hear it from me to make sure that my problem 

hadn’t been exaggerated. “Well,” I began hesitantly. 

“Don’t be afraid to tell me, DeeDee,” he said. “I only know what’s in the referral notes, 

but that doesn’t paint the complete picture for me. I need for you to tell me about everything 

you’re experiencing.” 

He asked, and I answered by doing exactly that. 
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Dr. Howard studied me the entire time that I spoke, watching my lips move, studying my 

eye movement and my body language, looking for any indications that might explain my 

particular symptoms. 

“Tell me something, DeeDee,” he said. “How soon after your accident did you have these, 

um,” he stammered, not sure what to call them. “Visions?” 

“The same day,” I told him. “After my seizure, when I woke up in my room.” 

Dr. Howard was nodding. “Alright. And how often do you have them?” 

“Almost every day,” I answered. “Some days only one or two, other days I have several of 

them.” 

“When this happens, when you see these people, are you thinking about anything in 

particular, perhaps something that would cause you to, I don’t know, think about someone 

specifically?” 

“No, they come out of nowhere, and it’s usually people that I don’t even know, people I’ve 

never seen before in my life.” 

“Rather interesting,” Dr. Howard said absently as he made a note in my file. “Okay, 

DeeDee, before I ask you this next question, I want you to think about it really hard before 

you give me an answer.” 

“Alright,” I nodded. 

“When you’re experiencing these hallucinations of people, do you ever notice a funny or 

peculiar smell right before seeing them?” 

I didn’t have to think about it at all, because other than the one time in the emergency room, 

it hadn’t happened again. “Dr. Montgomery asked me the same question, and the answer 

is no.” 

“When you’re experiencing these episodes, do you ever lose awareness of your 

surroundings? Lose track of time, perhaps?” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“For instance, when you’re having one of these visions, are you still capable of knowing 

what’s happening around you? Like still being able to sing the lyrics to a song that’s playing 

on the radio, or comprehending what’s being said in dialogue on a television show? When 

the vision ends, do you ever ask how time lapsed without you knowing about it?” 
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“No, none of those things, and nothing around me changes at all. What I can tell you is that 

they appear for no special reason.” 

Dr. Howard chewed thoughtfully on his bottom lip. “I know you’ve told me you don’t 

know any of these people that you’ve seen, but do any of them look familiar to you at all? 

Maybe you’ve seen them around town, or in the grocery store or at school, and don’t recall 

seeing them.” 

I shook my head. “No,” I answered, glancing over at the chair next to my mom. 

“DeeDee,” Dr. Howard began, noticing my distraction. “Are you seeing someone else in 

this room right now besides your mom and I?” 

I hesitated and looked over at mom.  Her expression said, “Tell him the truth, DeeDee.” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you know who the person is?” 

“No.” 

“Where do you see this person?” 

My eyes again went to the chair beside my mom. “Right there,” I said, pointing. Dr. 

Howard and mom both looked, but of course, neither one of them saw what I was seeing. 

To them, it was simply an empty chair. 

“Look at me, DeeDee,” Dr. Howard said. “I want you to follow my finger using only those 

beautiful green eyes of yours, okay? Do not turn your head. Stay focused on my finger.” 

I did as I was told, watching Dr. Howard’s finger as he passed it back and forth in front of 

my eyes. Immediately, he took the flashlight and shined it in one eye, then quickly pulled 

the light away. He did that twice in each eye and then put the flashlight back in his pocket. 

“Now, I want you to take another look,” he said. “Do you still see the person you saw 

before?” 

“Yes,” I answered. “She’s smiling at me.” 

“Do me a favor, DeeDee,” he said, gently touching my arm. “Describe to me what you’re 

seeing.” 

“You mean tell you what she looks like?” 

“That’s exactly what I mean.” 
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“She’s beautiful,” I began. “And a nurse. Her hair is blonde, and she has it pinned up 

beneath her nurse cap, but I can see bangs on her forehead. She has green eyes and a beauty 

mark over the right side of her lip.” 

Dr. Howard’s cheeks were no longer red. The color drained from his face, leaving him 

looking ashen. “I’ll be right back,” he said, getting up and abruptly leaving the room. When 

he returned, he was holding a picture frame. Handing it to me, he said, “Do you recognize 

anyone in that photo?” 

There were four ladies in the picture with Dr. Howard, all of them dressed in regular 

clothes. It appeared as though they may have been at a party because there were streamers 

hanging from the ceiling and a punch bowl on the table behind them. 

“Yes,” I said, handing the frame back to him. Pointing to the lady standing next to him, I 

said, “That’s her.” 

“This is the person you’re seeing in this room right now?” 

“Yes. She’s sitting in the chair beside my mom.” 

Dr. Howard placed the framed picture face down on his desk and then turned back to me. 

“DeeDee, how old are you?” 

“I’ll be fifteen in a couple of weeks,” I answered. 

“So then, you know the difference between telling the truth and not telling the truth?” 

“Of course, I do,” I answered, too tart for my mom’s liking, but I’m not a liar and I knew 

I was telling the truth. “I don’t tell lies.” 

“No, no,” he whispered. “I’m sure you don’t. All I’m trying to say is that this photo stays 

close to the window where you checked in, and I’m wondering if perhaps you saw it while 

you were standing at the window without realizing it, and that you focused on a particular 

image and are now recalling it.” 

“No, Dr. Howard,” I said. “Mom checked me in while I sat in a chair in the lobby.” 

Mom had remained silent until those questions, but now she spoke. “Dr. Howard, what are 

you suggesting?” 

“I’m not suggesting anything, Mrs. Olsen, but I find this extremely interesting, maybe even 

somewhat disturbing,” he said, rubbing his hand across his mouth. “I don’t know whether 

I’m shocked, scared, or angry. Because, Ms. Olsen,” he said, turning to my mom. “The 
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person who DeeDee has just described and claims to see in this room right now was my 

nurse. She died last year after a lengthy battle with ovarian cancer.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that, Dr. Howard, but DeeDee couldn’t have possibly known that. So, 

how do you explain what she’s saying?” 

“I can’t,” he said, shaking his head. His confused expression and the fact that he rolled his 

chair away from me showed that his entire demeanor had changed towards me since I’d 

first come into his office. It was obvious that I scared him. 

I didn’t know what to say. He asked me for the truth, and I gave it, but I never had the 

slightest intention of upsetting him. 

“Dr. Howard, I’m sorry if I made you mad,” I offered. 

“No, no, sweetheart, you didn’t,” he assured me. “You did, however, take me by surprise.” 

“What’s going on with her?” Mom asked. “Are her visions a result of the head injury she 

suffered? Do you have any idea at all what might happen to her from this point forward?” 

“To be quite frank, I don’t know,” Dr. Howard said. “What I’d like to do is run some tests 

to rule out possibilities.” 

“Such as?” Mom asked. 

“I want to find out if it’s possible that she may suffer from either silent seizures or focal 

onset seizures, which is why I asked the questions that I did. Either can result from head 

injuries, but since DeeDee told me she doesn’t lose awareness or track of time, I’m 

skeptical about either of those being the culprit.” 

“What else could it be?” Mom asked. 

“I’d rather not speculate, other than what I’ve just told you,” he said. “I’d prefer to get the 

test results before I offer a conclusion.” 

“What kinds of tests?” I asked. 

“For one, an electroencephalogram, or what we doctor’s call an EEG. It will measure the 

electrical activity inside your brain and show us what’s going on in there.” 

“Does it hurt?” 

“The test itself won’t, but you’ll look hilarious with all those metal wires glued to your 

head,” he said with a nervous chuckle. “The other test I want done is an MRI. That stands 

for magnetic resonance imaging. It’s a fairly new type of test that can actually see inside 

your head; and I want the test performed with contrast, which is a dye that’s used to make 
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the images clearer, and for that, you’ll need to have an I.V. Have you ever had a shot 

before?” 

“Plenty of them,” I said, rolling my eyes. 

“This will be about the same thing, except that the needle will stay in your arm, secured 

with tape, and the dye given when needed. Do you understand that?” 

“Yes.” 

“And before you ask, the test doesn’t hurt at all. In fact, you won’t even know it’s being 

done.” 

“What’s that one do?” I wanted to know. 

“It takes detailed, colored pictures of your brain. It will show me if there’s any kind of 

brain injury, tumors, things like that. I want to rule out everything that I can.” 

“Okay, I guess,” I said unenthusiastically. All I wanted was to get everything done, get it 

over with, get out of there and go home. 

“I see you live pretty far away,” he said to mom. “Let me see if I can get these scheduled 

for today as an emergency so that you don’t have to keep driving back and forth.” 

“I would appreciate that,” Mom said. “And if they can’t, then we’ll have to come back.” 

“Wait right here,” he said, picking up the framed picture and exiting the office. 

“Mom, we’re going to be here all day,” I huffed. “Why does he have to do all of those 

tests? I’m perfectly fine and I don’t need them.” 

“DeeDee, if he didn’t think they were necessary, he wouldn’t be recommending them. He 

feels they’re quite important for diagnosing your condition. So, calm down and be 

cooperative. Don’t you want to know what’s going on with you?” 

“I already know what’s going on,” I thought. “I don’t need a test for that, unless they’ve 

got one that will prove to everyone that I’m telling the truth about what I’m seeing.” “I 

suppose,” I said, shrugging. 

“Good news,” Dr. Howard said as he came back into the room. “They’ll get you in right 

now. Take this with you,” he said, handing mom a test order form signed by him. “Take 

this to radiology and they’ll make all the arrangements. When they’re done with 

everything, I want you to come back here, okay? I should have the results by the time you 

get back to my office.” 

“How long is this going to take?” I asked. 
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“Altogether, probably a couple of hours.” 

Exasperated, I let out a heavy sigh. 

“It’s not that bad, now,” he said, helping me down from the table. “It’ll be over with before 

you know it. See you both back here this afternoon.” 

We didn’t have to go far to get to the hospital, thanks to an annex that led from Dr. 

Howard’s office directly into the lobby. The size of the building was amazing. I had never 

seen a hospital so big. Ours back home could have easily fit inside Flagler, with room to 

spare, since ours was only three floors high. The pink lady at the information desk in the 

center of the lobby pointed us toward radiology. After walking down what seemed like a 

thousand corridors, we finally reached our destination. Mom once again checked me in at 

the reception window and then sat down beside me, picking up a magazine and scanning 

through it while we waited. She was more nervous than I was. We hadn’t been sitting for 

long when a male x-ray technician came to get me. 

“Am I allowed to go back with her?” Mom asked, putting down the magazine. 

“No,” the tech answered. “I’m sorry you can’t, but I’ll let you know when we’re all 

finished.” 

“I’ll be right here, DeeDee,” Mom said. “I love you.” 

“I love you, too,” I said as I walked away with the tech, heading towards rooms full of 

machines that I was sure I’d seen before in the science fiction movies I loved watching, 

secretly hoping that one of them didn’t beam me up and into a galaxy far away. 

“Here we go,” he said, leading me into one of the examining rooms. “My name is Peter, 

and I’ll be conducting your EEG,” he said. 

“What about the other test?” I asked. “Will you be doing that one, too?” 

“Nope,” he said, motioning for me to come to the examining table. “That’s a whole 

different department, and the tech there isn’t as good looking as I am,” he teased, making 

me smile. 

I climbed up on the table and laid my head down on the pillow, placing my folded hands 

across my stomach. 

“Did Dr. Howard explain to you how this works?” Peter asked, pulling a cart up to the 

table.  

“Not really, just that I would look funny while it was being done.” 
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Peter smiled and then picked up a wad of wires, each with tiny silver circles attached to the 

ends. “You mean when wearing these?” he asked. 

“What are those things?” 

“Electrodes,” he explained. “What I’m going to do is attach them to various places on your 

scalp and across your forehead. They read the activity of your brain and print out the results 

on this,” he said, pointing to a machine on the cart. 

“Is this going to hurt?” 

“Not at all,” Peter assured me. “You won’t feel a thing, I promise. And if you do, you can 

kick me in both knees.” 

“Those tiny things can actually see inside my head?” I asked with astonishment. 

“No, they don’t see, they feel,” he said. “Do you know what a seismograph is?” 

“A machine that detects earthquakes.” 

“Exactly. The needles on the EEG machine will record your brain waves the same way that 

the needles record seismic activity underground. I’ll show you when we’re done. It’s really 

cool stuff.” 

It took a while for him to attach all the electrodes, and I felt like I belonged in a circus with 

all those gadgets sticking out of my head. 

“Okay, DeeDee,” Peter said, checking to make sure that all the electrodes were secure. “All 

I want you to do is lie here and be calm. You can relax your eyes but do not fall asleep. If 

you do, then I’ll have to start over because sleep affects the test results. This will take about 

an hour. You ready?” 

“Ready,” I said, taking a deep breath and closing my eyes. 

He was right. I didn’t feel a thing. And by keeping my eyes closed, I saw nothing, either. 

With that test finished, Peter escorted me out of that room, down the hallway, and into 

another area of radiology, where a different technician was waiting for me to arrive. 

“It was a pleasure meeting you, DeeDee,” Peter said, shaking my hand. “Good luck. Hope 

everything works out great for you.” 

“Ready for your second round?” the new tech asked. 

“Yep,” I replied. 

“My name is Noah and I already know that your name is DeeDee,” he said with a smile, 

leading me into the room to prep me for my next test. 
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The machine differed totally from the prior one and looked like a giant donut with a tongue 

depressor sticking out of the middle. 

“Is that the machine you’re going to use on me?” I asked nervously. 

“Sure is,” Noah said. “Are you nervous?” 

I shrugged. “Maybe a little.” A lot nervous was more like it, because I’d seen nothing like 

it, and I didn’t know what it did or what to expect. 

“I’ll explain everything to you in a minute, but first, I need to ask you a few questions.” 

“Okay.” 

“Are you claustrophobic?” 

“No.” 

“Do you have any removable dental work such as bridges, dentures, anything like that?” 

“No,” I said with a laugh. 

“I didn’t think so,” he said, returning the smile. “But I had to ask. Any metal pins in your 

body?” 

“No,” I answered. “Why is that important?” 

“Because, young lady, this machine is actually the largest magnet you will probably ever 

see. And do you know what a magnet does to metal?” 

“Attracts it.” 

“Smart girl. You’re exactly right. And we sure wouldn’t want it to pull anything out that 

doesn’t need to come out, would we?” 

“No, I guess not,” I answered, my mind suddenly filled with the image of a magnet covered 

with thousands of straight pins and nails. 

“This test that I’m about to do requires injecting dye. Did Dr. Howard inform you of that?” 

“Yes.” 

“Last question. Are you allergic to shellfish?” 

“Shellfish?” 

“Lobster, crab, shrimp?” 

“Ew,” I replied, crinkling my nose. “I’m not allergic to any of them, but I don’t like them.” 

“Have you eaten them before?” 

“I’ve tried fried shrimp, but they’re gross.” 

“Did you have an adverse reaction?” 
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“No.” 

“Good. You should be okay,” he said, putting the clipboard and pen aside. “And between 

you and me, I’m not fond of seafood myself, so I understand your sentiments.” 

“Yuck,” I said, making a face to show my disdain. 

“Okay, DeeDee, I need for you to climb up here on the bed for me,” he said. After placing 

a small pillow on the table beneath my head, I was told to lie down flat on my back with 

my arms at my sides. 

“I’m going to put the I.V. needle into your arm, but I won’t be administering anything yet. 

Dr. Howard wants this test done with and without the dye, so we’ll do the without test 

first.” 

I squeezed my eyes shut and winced when the needle pricked my arm, and then it was over, 

barely hurting at all. 

“That wasn’t so bad, was it?” Noah asked. 

“Nope, sure wasn’t,” I replied. 

“Alright, DeeDee, I’ll need you to remain perfectly still once I start the machine,” he began 

explaining. “What will happen is this bed you’re lying on will move into the chamber of 

the machine and once you’re inside, I’ll begin the scan. See that glass partition right over 

there?” he asked, pointing to an area close to the door where I had entered. 

“Yes.” 

“That’s where I’ll be the whole time the machine is running. You ready?” 

“Ready.” 

Noah walked behind the glass window and sat down. All I could see was the top of his 

head. 

The bed jerked into motion, then slowly began moving towards the chamber. It was a small, 

cramped space, and although I had told Noah that I wasn’t claustrophobic, suddenly 

realized that I may have been wrong about that. I imagined that being inside that narrow 

chamber was similar to lying inside a coffin. If I started hyperventilating or panicked to 

where he’d have to stop the test, I’d be so embarrassed that I wouldn’t be able to look him 

in the face again. It was a struggle to push those thoughts to the back of my mind, but I was 

finally able to. 
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“Can you hear me, DeeDee?” It was Noah, his voice coming through the speakers inside 

the chamber. 

“Yes.” 

“Good. Shortly, you’ll start hearing a loud humming noise, but don’t be afraid. The sound 

you’re going to hear is the magnet inside the machine taking pictures. If you feel 

uncomfortable, all you have to do is say so, and I’ll hear you.” 

“Okay,” I said, closing my eyes. 

“Alright, here we go.” The machine whirred into motion with a loud knocking sound. 

Although I was wearing earplugs, it still sounded like I was standing next to a jet plane 

with its engines roaring. Opening my eyes for a moment, I could see what looked like a 

small white light spinning round and round, making a Clunking! sound as it spun. My 

entire body was vibrating, and my head was hurting, so I closed my eyes again, eagerly 

awaiting both tests to be over. 

When the bed slowly slid from the chamber, Noah came to my side. 

“Is it okay if I sit up for a minute?” I asked. 

“Of course,” he said. “Are you feeling sick?” 

“No,” I answered. “I’m getting a headache.” 

“I’m sorry,” he said sympathetically. “It happens sometimes because of the noise. Let’s get 

through round two and it’ll all be over with. How does that sound?” 

“Good.” 

“I need you to lie back down before I give you the contrast,” he said. “DeeDee, it’s 

important that you let me know immediately if you start to feel sick or strange when I give 

you this. Do you understand that?” 

“Yes.” 

“Have you had anything to eat or drink this morning?” 

“No, and I’m starving.” 

Noah smiled down at me. “You can have a great big juicy hamburger afterwards.” 

“With fries?” I asked. 

“And a chocolate milkshake.” 

“Vanilla.” 
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“Okay, sweetie, here we go,” he said, beginning the injection. “You may feel like your arm 

is suddenly frozen, but it’ll quickly pass.” He kept his eyes glued to me the entire time he 

was administering the dye, monitoring me to make sure that I didn’t have a reaction to it. 

I didn’t, but the dye had the opposite effect that Noah had warned me about, burning so 

badly that it felt like a torch was on fire beneath my flesh. A wave of nausea washed over 

me, but quickly dissipated.   

“Done,” Noah said. “What do you say we get this show on the road?” 

“I say do it.” 

Back into the machine I went, into the deafening cone of magnets and sound waves, the 

last stage of my battery of tests. 

Right before Noah sent the bed back inside the chamber, I saw someone standing behind 

him, looking over his shoulder and watching him as he controlled the MRI machine. 

Because of the reflection of the overhead light against the glass window, I couldn’t make 

out whether it was a person. But Noah was unaware of the presence. 

Finally, it was over. The only thing left to do now was return to Dr. Howard’s office and 

get the results. 

“Noah, can I ask you a question?” 

“Sure you can,” he said, helping me down from the bed. 

“Was there somebody else in here earlier?” 

“No, why?” 

“I was curious, that’s all. I thought I saw someone in the booth with you.” 

“Nope, only me and my shadow,” he said. 

“You have no idea,” I thought. “You weren’t alone, and it wasn’t your shadow.” 

Noah led me back to the waiting area where mom was. She looked tired after having to sit 

there for over two hours waiting for me to get done. “You take care now,” Noah said, 

closing the hallway door behind him. 

“That was brutal,” I told mom. “That MRI gave me a headache. And I’m hungry.” 

“We’ll stop on the way home and get something,” she said. “After we leave Dr. Howard’s.” 

“You mean like a restaurant?” I asked happily. Eating out wasn’t something we did often, 

so the thought of dining inside a fast-food place elated me. 

“Absolutely,” she said. “We’ll decide which one when we’re done with everything.” 
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“Oh boy!” I exclaimed, envisioning a plate full of my favorite restaurant food. 

Thinking about it made my stomach growl–and mom laugh. 
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Chapter 5–The Diagnosis (Or Lack of One) 

 

We exited the hospital through the same door that we entered, back through the annex, and 

into the office of Dr. Howard and sat in the lobby while we waited for him to get my test 

results that turned into another hour of waiting. My stomach was growling so loudly that it 

sounded like two dogs fighting over a bone. 

After what seemed like an eternity, the door leading back to the examining rooms opened. 

“Mrs. Olsen? You and DeeDee can come on back,” the nurse said, holding the door for us. 

She led us to a different type of room than we’d been in before. Two X-ray viewing boxes 

were attached to one of the walls where I assumed he would show us the results of my 

scan. 

We barely got seated before Dr. Howard walked in holding a large brown folder, which he 

placed down on the desk, pulled out his chair and sat down facing mom and me. He wasn’t 

the same happy and jovial man that he had been when I first met him. His demeanor was 

serious, and he didn’t even smile. 

“The results of DeeDee’s EEG were normal,” he said. “No abnormalities, nothing unusual, 

which is glorious news. That means your brain function is perfectly normal.” 

Dr. Howard then removed two separate x-rays from the folder and rose from his chair, 

saying, “I want to show you both something.” He flipped the switches on the x-ray boxes, 

illuminating them both. On the left one, he placed a scan image of a brain that I initially 

thought was mine. “This is a scan of a normal brain. You’ll note that nothing grabs your 

attention from this one. Am I right?” 

Mom and I nodded, staring at the scan in awe. I found it to be quite interesting, because I 

was actually looking at the inside of someone’s head and it fascinated me. 

“This tiny red area right here,” he said, using a pencil to show the spot he was referring to. 

“Is normal brain activity in the frontal lobe. You’ll notice that there are absolutely no 

abnormalities present at all.” 

He then put my scan result up on the right box so that both x-rays were side by side. “This 

is yours, DeeDee,” he said, turning to look at us. “Do either of you notice a difference?” 

Only a blind person wouldn’t have seen it. On mine, there was a red area about the size of 

a plum on the left of my frontal lobe area, in the same place where I had suffered my injury. 
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I braced myself because I knew he was about to tell me I had a brain tumor and would 

require immediate surgery. 

“What is that?” I asked. 

“Extremely heightened brain activity,” Dr. Howard said. “DeeDee, did you by any chance 

experience one of your visions during the MRI?” 

“I thought I saw someone in the booth with Noah, but when I asked him if someone else 

was there, he said no. I didn’t get a good look because I was laying down and the light was 

reflecting against the glass. But I definitely saw what I thought was the shadow of someone 

else. Why?” 

“It would appear this activity,” he said, tapping the red area with his pencil. “Coincides 

with the time that you claim to have seen another person in the X-ray room. Of course, I 

can’t be sure because I don’t know the exact timing of your vision, but I have the scans 

from the first part of the test,” he said, removing the x-ray on the left and putting up the 

first of mine. “Here’s the red area,” he said. “See how small it is? Nothing to worry about. 

But this second one, the one done after the contrast, and at the same time you saw the 

shadow, this happened. I can’t explain it.” 

“Can you at least try to give us some idea,” Mom asked. “Exactly what are we dealing with 

here?” 

“To be truthfully honest with you, Ms. Olsen, I wasn’t expecting to see anything like this. 

The only way that I know how to even attempt to explain it is to say that it’s as if her brain 

is working overtime, and it is extremely busy in whatever it’s doing. But why DeeDee is 

experiencing such heightened levels of activity is a mystery to me. See this here?” he asked, 

pointing to a small green area on the film. “This area’s bruised tissue, something I expected 

to see considering the extent of her injury, and it is still healing, but moving along well. 

The red area has me baffled.” 

He turned off the lights on both boxes and sat back down in his chair. “Mrs. Olsen, I’d 

really like to speak with you privately, if I may.” 

Mom glanced over at me. I was still staring at the unlit x-ray boxes, dumbfounded by what 

I’d seen in my brain. “Not if what you have to say is about DeeDee. I don’t keep secrets 

from my daughter, Dr. Howard. And since she is the one that this is all about, she should 
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be the last one to be asked to leave. So, whatever you have to say, you can say it in her 

presence.” 

“Very well,” he said, clearing his throat. “As far as her physical and medical condition go, 

there’s absolutely nothing wrong with DeeDee. There are no skull fractures, no blood clots, 

no tumors, and nothing else that would explain why she’s having these so-called visions.” 

“You’re telling me she’s okay, and that’s good, right?” 

Dr. Howard hesitated before answering. “As far as medical issues are concerned, she’s 

fine, but…” 

“But what?” Mom interjected quickly. She knew where he was going with his comment. 

“Mrs. Olsen, the tests that I ordered for DeeDee are in depth and quite accurate, and they’re 

both negative, other than the area of increased brain activity. With that being said, there’s 

only one other recommendation that I can make.” 

“And that would be?” 

“You should consider alternative methods. Let her speak with someone who specializes in 

mental health.” 

“Are you saying that you think my daughter needs a Psychiatrist, Dr. Howard? Why is 

that? Because you think she’s faking these visions, or lying about them?” 

“I didn’t say that.” 

“No, but you certainly implied it.” 

“A Psychiatrist?” I blurted out, jumping up from my chair. “I’m not crazy, Dr. Howard, 

and I know that what I’m seeing is real, even if you don’t believe me.” 

Under normal circumstances, I would have gotten my butt tore up on the spot for talking 

to an adult like that, but these were not normal circumstances, and he was practically calling 

me a liar and telling me I was nuts. 

“There’s really nothing more I can do,” Dr. Howard said, standing and opening the door to 

the examining room. “I really wish you the best,” he said as he showed us out. “And I hope 

you find the answers that you’re looking for.” 

I stopped in the hallway just outside his door and turned to face him. “It’s not your fault,” 

I said. 

“I beg your pardon?” 
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“Caroline. That is her name, isn’t it? She said to tell you it’s not your fault and that you 

need to stop beating yourself up over it because you can’t save everyone, no matter how 

badly you’d like to. I don’t know what that means, Dr. Howard, but I’m sure you do. And 

if you don’t, you’ll figure it out soon enough.” 

His mouth was agape as I turned to leave, and I could have sworn that I saw tears building 

in his eyes. Whether he already knew the meaning of the message or if he figured it out 

later, I don’t know, because I never saw him or his nurse again. 

I’ll admit that I was mad when I left his office, and although mom said she wasn’t, I knew 

she was, too. Dr. Howard insinuated her daughter was crazy and needed to see a head 

shrink. The only thing she said was, “He doesn’t know everything, DeeDee. No doctor 

does, regardless of what you might think. They’re only human with faults like everyone 

else.” 

We stopped to eat at my favorite hamburger place, Royal Castle, on Okeechobee 

Boulevard. The only time I got to eat at one was when we went to West Palm Beach, which 

wasn’t that often, and I was so hungry that I was sure I could eat one of everything on the 

menu. While mom ordered our food, I found us a booth by a window because I always 

enjoyed looking out at all the different stores and restaurants on the strip, things that were 

absent in our small hometown. Unbeknownst, I’m sure, to the other patrons inside, they 

had company with them. With these presences, I could tell the difference between them 

and the person they were hovering around because none of them were eating. They either 

stood beside or behind the person they were with, or they occupied an empty seat at the 

person’s table. The one that made me so sad that day was the old man who ate alone at a 

corner table. Across from him sat an elderly woman, her hands folded in her lap as she 

smiled at the man while he ate. I was so tempted to go to him and tell him she was there, 

but decided it was better that I didn’t for fear that I might upset him, or that he would tell 

me to go away. When he got up to leave, so did she, which made me wonder if she was 

always with him, following him around everywhere he went, watching over him. I 

concluded she was his wife, continuing to love and care for him, although she was no 

longer present in body. That thought brought a smile to my face. 
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Mom sat down in the booth across from me, placing the tray full of food on the table. I 

wasted no time devouring those delicious sliders and fries, washing them down with a thick 

vanilla milkshake. 

On our drive home, we talked about the day’s events and chit chatted about other things, 

including whether I had decided about what I wanted to do about my birthday. I couldn’t 

give her an answer because I still didn’t know what I wanted. 

“Momma, do you think Dr. Howard was right?” I asked, looking out my window to see if 

I could spot any alligators sunbathing on the canal bank. 

“About what?” 

Turning to look at her, I said, “That I need to see a Psychiatrist. Do you think I’m crazy, 

momma?” 

Without hesitation, she replied, “No, I do not. What I think is that something is happening 

with you that not even a neurologist has a diagnosis for. Either that, or they don’t know 

what to make of it because they’ve not seen anything quite like it, and they’re unable to 

explain a condition that they know nothing about.”   

“Thank you,” I said, for I, too, knew I wasn’t mentally unstable. All I could think was that 

none of it would have happened if I hadn’t been playing softball that day, and if I could 

only go back and make changes… 

But I knew I couldn’t. The injury happened, and there was no reversing the circumstances. 

Refocusing my attention on the canal bank, I wondered if my condition would be 

temporary, as Dr. Montgomery had insinuated, or whether it would be with me for the rest 

of my life. And if that was the case, was I mature enough to deal with whatever may come 

my way? I hadn’t managed the soldier that appeared out of nowhere in my room very well, 

but in my defense, I don’t think anybody would have been able to cope with it any better. 

It was an awful, gory, and heartbreaking scene to witness, and I knew I would never forget 

his last name, no matter what. All I could do was hope that I never had to see anything else 

like that again. 

Mom reached over and lightly pinched me in the ribs, attempting to lighten my mood. 

“What do you call someone who can see dead people?” 

“I don’t know,” I answered. “A spook chaser?” 

“Nope.” 
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“A spirit whisperer?” 

“Nope.” 

“I give up.” 

“DeeDee Olsen,” Mom said with a laugh. 

Although her humor was dry, I laughed as well, but the fact remained that the visions, or 

hallucinations, or whatever they needed to be called, were happening to me. They were 

very real, and I couldn’t ignore them. If it turned out that my condition was permanent, I 

needed to be ready for whatever I might have to face, and the only way to do that was to 

educate myself by learning everything I could about what was happening with me. 

I decided I would start researching information the following day. 

And I knew exactly where to start. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



50 

 

Chapter 6–Educating Myself 

 

With mom at work during the day, I stayed home alone, usually reading, listening to 

records, or watching television. I expressed my desire to her on multiple occasions that I 

wanted to get a part-time summer job so that I could have money of my own, but she 

adamantly refused, telling me that I should enjoy not having to work for as long as I could 

because becoming a responsible adult would come soon enough, and that there was no 

reason to rush it. 

Since my appointment with Dr. Howard the day before, my mind had been reeling with 

unanswered questions, thoughts, and possibilities. I needed answers, and I certainly would 

not find them by sitting around staring at four walls. At that point, I wasn’t interested in 

watching television or listening to records. I wanted to read as many educational books as 

I could in search of the answers I desperately wanted, and I knew precisely where to find 

the ones I needed. 

With my chores finished, I filled my backpack with notebook paper, pencils, and ink pens, 

unlocked my bicycle from the large weeping willow tree in our front yard, and set out for 

my destination. 

Not one for a change in routine, I followed the same route that I always did, pedaling my 

way down the four blocks of our street, waving to everyone I saw, real or not, crossed the 

main street of town at the traffic light and made my way to one of my favorite places–the 

Pahokee City Library. 

My trips there began in elementary school as field trips, but since my first visit there, I had 

fallen in love with it. I could so easily get lost in their sea of books and go on adventures 

that otherwise, I wouldn’t be able to take. All the librarians knew me by name and always 

smiled and waved to me whenever I walked in. 

On this July day, when I approached the information counter, I recognized a librarian who 

had worked there when I’d first started going. She was using a date stamp to check books 

back in, adding them to a pile on her left. When finished, the books would go on a cart and 

get taken to their proper sections and placed back on the shelves. Except that I knew I was 

the only one who could see her, because Ms. Landingham had died three years earlier. She 

glanced up at me for a moment, smiled, and went back to her chore of checking in books 
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that would never be put back on shelves. Because if she wasn’t real, then neither were any 

of the books. In death, she continued doing what she’d loved doing in life. Once a librarian, 

always a librarian, I thought. 

“Can I help you with something, DeeDee?” It was Ms. Curtis, the head librarian. 

“Which section would I find books about ghosts?” I asked timidly. 

“You can use the card catalog to find that information,” she told me, gesturing towards a 

bank of multi-drawer cabinets where information about the library’s books were filed on 

index cards. 

“I don’t know any titles. I’m looking for reference books.” 

“That’s a little unusual for you, isn’t it?” 

“I’m curious, that’s all,” I fibbed. I was not ready to blab to anyone what I was experiencing 

because I was not ready to become the laughingstock of Pahokee. “I watched a movie the 

other night about them, and now I want to read about them as well. You know how it is 

once curiosity is piqued,” I told her. 

“There aren’t too many books about ghosts here, but the few we do have will be located 

right over there,” she said, pointing to the reference section. “Try the second bookcase. 

That’s probably where you’ll find what you’re looking for.” 

“Thanks, Mrs. Curtis,” I replied, making my way over to the right side of the library, which 

housed an endless supply of reference books and encyclopedia. I placed my writing 

supplies on one of the round tabletops and then started searching for any kind of book that 

would help me find the answers that I was looking for. After scanning the shelves, reading 

the title on each spine, I finally found one that got my attention. Communicating with 

Spirits and Ghosts, written by an author I had never heard of, but hoping that she had 

written about what I needed to know. I sat down at my table with the book and glanced 

through the table of contents to see if any of the chapters highlighted the information I was 

looking for. Nothing stuck out, so I started at the beginning, pencil in hand, ready to write 

whatever I found. 

After reading two chapters, I returned the book to the shelf because it didn’t contain any 

information that would help me understand what was going on with me, and why I was 

seeing the things that I was seeing. Ms. Curtis was right. There really weren’t too many 

books to choose from. I figured there weren’t enough authors interested in writing about 
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ghosts. Either that, or no one had yet written about firsthand experiences that they could 

share with others like them. There was one book I came across containing short stories, 

retelling experiences “as told by” the person who had encountered a spirit, but after 

glancing through several pages, I decided it belonged in the fiction section rather than 

references. I continued searching the titles, hoping to find what I wanted, but not expecting 

to, and I was ready to admit defeat and forget about it altogether, determining that I’d have 

to get my information some other way. We didn’t have the luxury of the Internet during 

that time, so I couldn’t sit down at a computer and pull up a search engine to find what I 

was looking for. Being able to locate the books we wanted required real searching and 

thumbing through hundreds of catalog cards. 

Just as I was about to give up, I saw a book that captured my attention. Embossed on the 

spine in gold lettering was the title: Understanding Your Psychic Ability–And How to Use 

It (Clairvoyance, Medium, Telepath and Others), written by a child psychologist by the 

name of Dana Cunningham. 

“That’s funny,” I thought. “She has the same last name as the mortally wounded soldier I 

saw in my bedroom.”   

I flipped the book over to the back and read the brief biography about the author. 

Incidentally, her practice was in West Palm Beach, and her specialty was treating children, 

including those with the same condition as me. I shook my head in disbelief, refusing to 

believe that finding the book was a mere coincidence. 

Opening the book, I read the Foreword that was printed on the front page. Saying that what 

I read flabbergasted me would be putting it mildly. The author dedicated her book to “All 

Seers, Young and Old,” which to me was confirmation that she was familiar with and had 

more than likely treated patients exactly like me. Or she had the ability herself and opted 

to write a book about it to let others know they were not alone. 

There was a library card on the back page. That meant that I could check the book out, 

unlike other reference books that had to be read while inside the library. I gathered my 

things and went back to the counter. I was eager to get home and start reading. 

Ms. Curtis didn’t say anything about the book, but she did give me a strange look. I 

pretended like I was checking out the most recent popular horror novel while offering Ms. 

Curtis an innocent smile. “You can only keep this book out for three days, DeeDee,” she 
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said, using a date stamp on the card with the date the book was due back and placing it 

back inside the pocket. 

“Yes, ma’am,” I answered. “I’m sure I won’t be needing it for that long.” 

I said goodbye as I exited the library, hopped on my bike, and started making my way back 

home, using the same route that I had taken to get to the library. 

On the second block of Banyan, the street that I lived on, I saw the same guy that I had 

seen earlier when I passed by, standing in the yard of a house that I was familiar with and 

knew who lived there, but I didn’t recognize him. It surprised me that he remained in the 

same spot for more than two hours, hands shoved into his pockets while staring at the front 

door of the house. What stunned me even more was that he was wearing a thick Letterman’s 

sweater in that sweltering Florida summer heat. He looked sad and confused, and I got the 

impression that he was contemplating on whether or not he should knock or ring the 

doorbell. He did neither, opting instead to stand on the front lawn while he watched the 

house. 

He glanced at me for the second time that day as I peddled by, so I waved again and 

continued on towards home. 

I relocked my bike to the tree, grabbed my things from the basket and went inside. 

Right before I closed the front door, I saw him again, standing on the sidewalk in front of 

my house, staring at me as I stared at him. 

He had followed me home. I don’t think I’ve ever had such a creepy feeling in my life as I 

did at that moment, knowing it was impossible for him to have walked three blocks in the 

same amount of time that it had taken me to ride it. That’s when I realized that the person 

I was seeing wasn’t a living human. He was a ghost. 

From the living room window, I peeked through the drawn drapes to see if he was still 

there, but he wasn’t. He was nowhere in sight, and I would have seen him had he been 

walking down the sidewalk. All I could think was that ghosts could have the perfect magic 

act–appearing out of nowhere and then disappearing into thin air, all in the blink of an eye. 

Relieved that he was no longer outside, I took all my things to my room and put them on 

my bed. I was anxious to begin reading the book but couldn’t start it until later in the 

evening after we’d eaten, and the supper dishes were washed and put away. 
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To keep mom from having to cook after a long day of work, I decided to have dinner ready 

by the time she got home. She didn’t allow me to use grease, mostly because I didn’t really 

know how to cook, but also because she had a fear of fires, making me promise I wouldn’t 

attempt it unless she was home and could supervise me. So, I turned on the oven and placed 

two frozen dinners inside. 

As badly as I wanted to read my book, I fought the urge. I knew that once I started, I 

wouldn’t be able to stop and would lose track of time and cause that kitchen fire, after all. 

It was almost five o’clock, so there wouldn’t be much on television except news, but I 

turned it on anyway because I needed something to distract me and get my mind off the 

book that was calling out my name. Deciding that I didn’t want to hear all the sadness 

going on in the world, I turned off the television, put a record on the stereo, and started 

dancing around the living room, pretending that I was the one singing the song. A Super 

Star, all eyes in the audience glued on me, watching me with envy while I performed. 

“You’re having a party and you didn’t invite me?” Mom was home, and I hadn’t even heard 

her come in. 

Removing the needle from the record, I turned off the stereo. “You don’t have to turn it 

off,” she said. 

“It’s okay, I only wanted to hear that song,” I told her. “Dinner’s in the oven.” 

“Really? How nice of you.” 

“Frozen dinners,” I said, curling my lip. “I outdid myself.” 

“You sure did,” Mom replied. “That was a lot of demanding work tearing open those boxes, 

wasn’t it?” she teased. “But I’m glad you did. I’m beat.” 

“You can go to bed right after dinner,” I told her. “I want to lie down and read. I went to 

the library today.” 

“Oh?” 

“Yes. I checked out a book that I might find interesting, and hopefully, educational.” 

“What kind of book did you get?” she asked. 

After telling her, I explained it was because I was desperate to know what was going on 

with me, and if what I suspected to be true really was. 

“DeeDee, you already know it’s true,” she said. “I’ve seen that for myself, so you don’t 

need to question whether or not it’s really happening.” 
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“I know, mom, but why is it happening to me? What caused it in the first place? Was it 

because I got hit in the head?” 

Mom shrugged. “Your guess is as good as mine. But don’t let anything the author writes 

in the book cloud your own truths.” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“No two people are the same, DeeDee. You can’t base what you’re experiencing on what 

someone else is or has experienced. Does that make sense?” 

“I think so,” I said. “You mean I shouldn’t compare myself to anyone else because our 

cases could be completely different, and that I may see one thing while another person sees 

something else?” 

“That’s exactly what I mean,” she said. “Read the book with an open mind. I’m going to 

change my clothes. We’ll talk more about it over dinner if you’d like.” 

While mom was changing, I removed the dinners from the oven, peeled off the aluminum 

foil, placed them on plates and put them on the table with the salt and pepper, poured our 

drinks and sat down. 

I knew mom would have expert advice. She always did. But what if there simply weren’t 

any answers to my questions? What if it happened just because? How could a person be 

normal one day then a freak the next? Had my ability always been there, lying dormant 

until my collision with Johnny cranked it into action? I wasn’t sure if I believed that or not, 

because I’d had no kind of experience that was even remotely close to what I was currently 

facing. And what was I supposed to do with it? Was it a gift, as the book jacket insinuated? 

Or was it a curse? Was I supposed to do charitable deeds and help others, or keep the secret 

of my ability to myself, never divulging that information to any of my friends? Those were 

all questions that I desperately needed answers to, and I prayed that somehow, some way, 

I would find them once I dug into the book. 

Mom was wearing a housecoat and slippers when she sat down at the table. “Do you want 

to talk about it anymore, or do you want to talk about something else?” she asked, putting 

salt on her mashed potatoes. 

“Let’s talk about something else,” I said, taking a bite of the turkey and dressing. 

“Your birthday?” she asked with a smile. 
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We ate our dinner, sharing conversation about the events of our days. When we finished, I 

cleared the table and washed the few dirty dishes that were in the sink while mom sat down 

in the living room with a cup of coffee watching television. 

“How long are you going to stay up?” I asked her. 

“Not long,” she said. “I’ll finish this cup, then probably go to bed. I’m a little tired tonight.” 

“Do you mind if I go read?” 

“Not at all,” she said. “Remember what I told you DeeDee.” 

“I will, mom,” I answered, going to my room and closing the door, hoping that I’d finally 

get answers to the dozens of questions that needed explanations. 
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Chapter 7—Understanding My Psychic Ability (And How to Use It) 

 

What I thought was going to be easy to understand turned out to be a puzzle inside of an 

enigma wrapped up in paper that was impossible to tear, therefore, could never be ripped 

open. I was even more confused than I was before I started reading. 

In a million years, I would have never imagined that there were so many types of psychic 

abilities. The capability of seeing ghosts was only one on a list of twenty. It seemed to me, 

by reading the descriptions of each one listed, I had a combination of talents. But the one 

that described me best was a medium, one who can see, hear, talk to, touch, and even smell 

those who are no longer living. I had not yet smelled anyone, but after reading about 

mediums and a full list of what they could do, my mind was more open than it had been 

before. And so far, Amy was the only one that I had touched. 

Although I now knew what they could classify me as, the why remained a mystery. And 

according to Dr. Cunningham, the author, I may never find the answers I was seeking. 

In the book's section devoted to mediums, I found interesting and useful information. She 

suggested that spirits usually appear because they either want or need something, such as 

getting a message to someone, or help with crossing over into the afterlife because they’re 

not aware they’re dead and they need help to move on. She said that attempting to 

communicate with them was essential, if for no other reason than to find out exactly what 

they wanted. This information got me thinking about the ones that I had seen so far, none 

of whom I had tried speaking with, other than Amy, and I only spoke to her because she 

talked to me first. I hadn’t conversed at all with Dr. Howard’s nurse, but she had 

communicated with me, giving me a message to deliver to him. But how did she know I 

could see her? Was it because I kept staring at the chair where she was sitting? How did 

any of the spirits I’d seen know that I could see them? It wasn’t like I advertised it. 

There were so many questions, and so much remained unknown. It seemed to me like the 

more I read and thought about it, the more perplexed I became. 

Closing the book, I set it aside along with the notebook that I had written my notes in. 

“What in the world could I possibly do to help?” I wondered. “I’m only a teenager.” 

In every scary book I’d ever read and every horror movie I’d ever watched, ghosts were 

always depicted as frightening, ominous beings with an axe to grind and a vengeance 
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against an unsuspecting victim. For me, that wasn’t the case. I was neither scared nor even 

slightly rattled by the fact that I was seeing ghosts. Other than Soldier Cunningham, none 

of them appeared to me in a ghastly manner. And in death, they looked exactly the way 

they had in life–human. I found it exciting to be able to do something that few other people 

were capable of.   

When my ability first started, I couldn’t tell the difference between the living and the dead. 

Through my eyes, they looked exactly the same, and with the same level of clarity. As time 

went by, I learned how to distinguish the differences between the living and the dead. 

With the exception of being able to come and go at random, ghosts looked exactly like 

every other human being among them. 

I attributed my lack of fear to the fact that I have always been open-minded, but not naïve. 

I’ve never been one to dismiss the possibility of the existence of anything simply because 

I’d never seen it. My lack of a personal sighting of a particular phenomenon doesn’t mean 

that it doesn’t exist. I’ve never seen snow, yet I know it falls in the northern hemisphere. 

I’ve also never seen the Pacific Ocean, but I know it exists. I’ve never seen the Aurora 

Borealis, the Milky Way or the Grand Canyon, but all three are real. 

There is most definitely a ton of strange phenomenon out there in this vast world of ours, 

things that cannot and will never be explainable, although there will always be scientists 

and fanatics that will attempt to do exactly that. By this, I’m not saying that I believe in 

UFO’s and space aliens, even though there have been multitudes of newspaper articles 

from those who swear that not only did they see them, but that they’d gotten abducted by 

them, taken to the mother ship, poked and prodded and then returned to Earth. Do I believe 

them? Let’s just say that I don’t DISbelieve them. I keep my mind opened to explore all 

kinds of possibilities, remembering that not more than a month before, I didn’t believe in 

the possibility of being able to see ghosts, yet I now knew that not only was it possible, but 

I was the one seeing them. 

As I lay there in bed thinking, I did my best to recall every single spirit I’d seen so far, 

trying to figure out why I had seen them. Those I’d seen inside and outside at the hospital 

confined themselves to hospital grounds, so I figured they must have all been patients who 

had died there. None of the spirits in the grocery store had approached me or spoken to me; 

they simply went about their tasks like everyone else in the store. Amy had been the only 
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one who had asked for my help, but since I got sent back to my room, I could not fulfill 

her wish, so it was inevitable she’d remain there forever, or until I could revisit the hospital 

and set her soul free. The white-haired doctor I had seen with Dr. Montgomery had 

obviously been on staff there at one time; however, all he did was observe Dr. Montgomery 

while he was treating me, never speaking a word, or asking for anything, which led me to 

believe that he was Dr. Montgomery’s father, or a mentor. 

I shook my head, rubbing the back of my neck. I didn’t figure I’d find everything I needed 

to know in one book, but it certainly had helped me to understand things better. The only 

other thing that I could do from then on was to pay attention to who and what I saw and 

learn what I needed to know from experience. And the best way to do that would be to 

communicate, so I promised myself that if I saw the guy who had followed me home again, 

I would speak to him and do my best to find out what he wanted. 

By the time I finished reading, mom had already gone to bed. Her door was closed, but I 

could hear her fan running. I went to the bathroom and then to the kitchen to get a drink of 

water, turning on the dining room light. 

A figure sitting on the couch startled me, wringing his hands as he stared at the floor. Had 

he been sitting there waiting for me to come out of my room? Had I summoned him simply 

by thinking about him? 

I took the time to get a good look at him before I said anything. I did not know him, and 

had never seen him before that day, but I knew from his Letterman’s sweater that he was a 

local and had, at one time, gone to the same school as me. There was a blue devil patch on 

the left breast of his blue and white sweater–our school’s colors and mascot. He wore blue 

jeans with the cuffs rolled up, black penny loafers and a buzz-cut hairstyle, and I knew 

immediately that he must have gone to school in the fifties, because his style of clothing 

was no longer in fashion. 

“What’s your name?” I asked quietly. 

I never would have guessed that I could spook a spook, but he jumped when he heard my 

voice. 

“What’s your name?” I repeated. 

He rose from the couch and turned towards me. “You can see me,” he said with surprise. 
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“Of course, I can see you,” I whispered loudly, not wanting to wake mom up. “I’m talking 

to you, aren’t I?” 

He said nothing, only stood there staring at me. 

“What do you want?” 

“My mom,” he said. “Talk to her.” 

“Who’s your mom?” 

“I saw you today, on your bike. You passed by my house.” He was either shy or 

embarrassed, or a little of both. He kept his hands tucked inside the pockets of his sweater. 

His house? He had to be baffled or mistaken because the house I saw him at couldn’t be 

his. Ms. Willoughby, my fifth-grade teacher, lived there. She didn’t have any children. 

“My name is Joseph, but everybody calls me Joey.” 

“Hi, Joey. I’m DeeDee.” 

“Hi,” he said timidly. 

“Is there something I can do for you, Joey?” 

“My mom,” he said again. “She cries all the time.” 

If he was talking about the same Ms. Willoughby that I knew, I found his statement hard 

to believe because she had always been so cheerful, and I had never seen her when she 

wasn’t smiling.  Thinking about her crying made me feel sad. “Where does your mom 

live?” 

“I was there today,” he replied. “You saw me. Can you tell her something for me?” 

“Oh, no,” I thought. “Please don’t ask me to do that. Don’t request that I go to a teacher 

that I love and admire and tell her I have a message from her dead son.” 

“What do you want me to tell her, Joey?” 

“Can we go there now?” 

“No, we can’t go there now, it’s two o’clock in the morning.” 

“Oh,” he said sadly, hanging his head. 

“Let me think about it,” I said, but instead of answering me, he vanished, leaving me to 

wonder if I’d ever see him again because I didn’t go with him when he’d asked me to, 

becoming yet another spirit with unmet needs, left to wander around forever in unrest 

because I hadn’t helped him. 
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I shook my head, telling myself that I was awful at the job of assisting spirits and wondering 

why I had received the ability in the first place if I couldn’t use it properly. 

I wanted to help him, I really did, but the thought of approaching Ms. Willoughby with 

something like delivering a message from her deceased son turned my stomach. She would 

probably either think that I was being cruel or had totally lost my marbles. But if that was 

the only way that I could help him move on, then I would, regardless of how scared I was 

at the thought of doing it. I supposed that this was a feeling I had to get used to if my duties 

were to help them, considering that not everyone would accept what I had to tell them. 

I turned the light back off after drinking a glass of water and glanced at the couch on my 

way back to my room, but it was empty. 

It was a tough decision to make, but as I drifted off to sleep, I decided that if I saw him 

again, I would do as he asked and deliver his message to his still-grieving mother, despite 

the consequences that I might suffer in the aftermath. 
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Chapter 8–Joey Willoughby 

 

To anyone who has ever said, “I wish I could see a ghost,” you may want to rethink that 

desire. They have absolutely no sense of time or space, especially for privacy. I won’t say 

they don’t care, because I truly believe that their ability to exercise restraint no longer 

exists. But I will say that it doesn’t matter whether you’re in the shower, brushing your 

teeth, or taking a poop, if they have something to say, they’ll pop right in, regardless. 

That’s exactly what Joey Willoughby did to me the next morning. As I pulled back the 

shower curtain, he was sitting on the closed toilet lid, staring at me as if in a daze. My 

nakedness had no effect on him, but I must have turned fifty different shades of red. I 

snatched the shower curtain back over my bare chest and scolded him, embarrassed that 

he’d seen my blossoming buds. 

“Joey! A little privacy if you don’t mind!” 

The look he gave me was one of total incomprehension, cocking his head and glaring at 

me as if I’d spoken a foreign language that he didn’t understand. 

“Get out of here!” I yelled. “Go wait on the couch or something, for Pete’s sake!” 

As I walked to my room, I kept the towel wrapped tightly around me, not wanting to expose 

my bare body again. After making sure that he wasn’t lurking in my bedroom, I closed the 

door and dressed as quickly as I could, putting on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt. I grabbed a 

pair of flip-flops from my closet and slipped them on and then ran a comb through my hair, 

satisfied that the sun and heat would dry it before I arrived at Ms. Willoughby’s house. 

Joey was sitting at the kitchen table when I entered the living room, exhibiting the same 

posture as he’d done the night before, elbows resting on knees, staring at the floor, looking 

forlorn. 

“Are you ready?” I asked. 

Without answering, he stood up. 

“Come on,” I said. “We’ll walk together.” 

Neither of us spoke during the three-block walk to his house, which was fine by me, lest 

the nosy neighbors should think that I was crazy for talking to myself. With trepidation, I 

stood on the sidewalk in front of his house, recalling how often I’d visited Ms. Willoughby, 
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either to admire her flower garden or pet her two cats. The purpose for my visit on that day 

had nothing to do with either. 

As I stood there staring at her house, I was trying to figure out not only a way to approach 

her, but to tell her exactly why I was there. 

Both of her cats were perched inside on the front windowsill, eying me suspiciously as I 

slowly walked up the cobblestone path that led to the Cape Cod style home. I’d always 

admired her fairytale-like house, with its green slatted shutters and scalloped eaves, 

secretly wishing that I could live in a house like hers one day instead of having to remain 

in a housing project. Her carefully maintained Hibiscus bushes were in full bloom, bursting 

with yellow, pink, and red flowers. She had such a green thumb. I was convinced she could 

bring a dead plant back to life and make it beautiful again. 

I slowly climbed the three semi-circular concrete steps, painted the same color green as the 

shutters, and stood at the door for a moment, building up the courage to carry through with 

Joey’s request. I took a deep breath and rang the doorbell. Within seconds, Ms. Willoughby 

stood at the front door. 

“DeeDee Olsen!” she exclaimed. “What a pleasant surprise.” 

“Hi, Mrs. Willoughby,” I said. My heart was racing ninety to nothing, and I had a knot in 

my stomach the size of Texas. 

“Come on in,” she said pleasantly. “Did you come to see the kitties or to admire all of my 

flowers?” 

“No, ma’am,” I said, swallowing the lump that had risen in my throat. When I had played 

the scenario out in my head at home, it had seemed like it would be an easy enough task. 

However, standing in her presence, I wasn’t so sure that I could go through with it. She 

seemed so happy that it made me sick to my stomach remembering why I was there. “Not 

today.” 

“Well, to what do I owe this surprise visit?” 

Joey was sitting in a wing-back chair across from the sofa, staring sadly at his mother. “Tell 

her,” he prodded. 

I stayed quiet, choosing not to acknowledge his presence so quickly. 

“Mrs. Willoughby, I’ve never noticed these pictures before,” I said, rising from the couch 

and walking up to the mantle where she had an array of photos displayed. One of the first 
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pictures I saw was of Joey, wearing the same sweater that he’d been wearing since the first 

time I’d seen him. He was standing between Ms. Willoughby and a man, whom I presumed 

to be his father. I never met him because he died before Ms. Willoughby became my 

teacher. 

“They’ve always been there,” she said. “I can’t believe you never noticed them. Maybe 

because you were more interested in Boots and Fluffy, perhaps?” 

Those were her two cats. While I loved stroking their long soft fur, I had seen the pictures 

before but had never really paid much attention to them. I was trying to ease into what I 

needed to say, and I figured the best way to do it was to find a picture of Joey and take it 

from there. 

“Could be,” I said, turning back around to face her. “Mrs. Willoughby…?” I began, then 

stopped and sat back down. My legs had become so wobbly that I was afraid my knees 

might give way and send me sprawling to the floor. 

“Yes?” 

As gently as I could speak, I said, “I never knew you had any children.” 

Her face was expressionless as she stared at me, her hands folded in her lap. “I don’t,” she 

said tersely. 

“But you did, right?” I asked, hoping that she wouldn’t jump out of her chair and pound 

me across the knuckles with a ruler. 

She remained seated, stiff as a board as she continued to glare at me. For a moment, I saw 

her nostrils flare, and that scared me a bit because I knew that before bulls attacked, they 

always snorted and shook their heads. I knew I needed to hurry and get it over with before 

I lost my nerve. 

“Mrs. Willoughby, I have something that I need to tell you, and what I’m about to say is 

going to sound crazy, but I swear to you, I am perfectly sane.” 

“Go on,” she said, looking more curious now than angry, a much better look than the one 

of an angry bull. 

“I have a message for you from Joey.” 

All the color drained from her face, turning her as white as a sheet. I saw her Adam’s apple 

go up and down as she swallowed, wondering if she was about to display that angry bull 
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look again, waiting nervously for her to stomp her feet before charging. “DeeDee, what do 

you think you’re doing?” she asked through clenched teeth. 

“I told you it was going to sound crazy, but I promise you, I’m telling you the truth.” 

“Stop it,” she exclaimed, not yelling but close enough to alarm me. “You stop that nonsense 

right now, do you hear me?” she said, springing from her chair. “How dare you come into 

my home and say something so hateful and cruel? You should know that I will be phoning 

your mother and telling her about this nasty prank.” 

Never would I have thought that Ms. Willoughby would be capable of making someone 

cry, especially me, but she’d done exactly that. Hot tears rolled down my cheeks, brought 

on by embarrassment and humiliation, and because I wasn’t used to being yelled at or 

talked down to. My mother had certainly never treated me that way. But I knew I couldn’t 

give up because if I did, I would let Joey down, and if I couldn’t fulfill his request, then he 

would never find peace and rest. 

“Mrs. Willoughby,” I sobbed, wiping away the tears. “Please listen to me for a minute,” I 

begged. “Hear me out.” 

“No, I will not stand here and listen to this ridiculous blabber,” she replied, walking towards 

the front door, letting me know it was time for me to leave. “You should be ashamed of 

yourself for coming here and talking such foolishness.” 

“Mrs. Willoughby, I didn’t even know that you had any children, so how could I have 

possibly known that his name was Joey if I haven’t seen and talked to him?” I blurted out, 

speaking as fast as I could while trying to make sense. 

She stopped midway to the door but didn’t turn around. 

“Ask her about Noodles,” Joey told me. 

“Who’s Noodles?” I whispered, speaking from the corner of my mouth, trying to be 

inconspicuous. 

“Just ask her,” he demanded. 

“He said to ask you about Noodles, but I don’t know what that means,” I explained. 

“What did you say?” Ms. Willoughby asked, slowly turning around to face me. Her eyes 

glistened with tears as she clutched her chest in disbelief. 

“Was Noodles a friend of his?” 



66 

 

She cupped her hand over her mouth to stifle a gasp as a teardrop fell from her cheek, 

leaving a wet spot on the bodice of her red apron. She returned to her chair and sat back 

down. 

“Is this for real, DeeDee?” she asked softly. “Are you telling me the truth?” 

“Yes, ma’am, it is real. I am telling you the truth. I would never in a gazillion years do or 

say anything to hurt you on purpose.” 

“You’ve actually seen him?” 

“I have.” 

Looking around the living room, she asked, “Is he here with you now?” 

“Yes, he is,” I answered. 

“Where is he?” 

“Kneeling on the floor beside your chair looking at you.” 

Ms. Willoughby burst out crying, making me feel even worse. “Noodles was his guinea 

pig,” she explained. “Raised him from a baby. He loved his critter like I love my cats,” she 

said. 

“Joey told me you cry all the time and are always sad, and that he doesn’t want you to be 

that way anymore. He wants you to know that he’s okay and that you’ll see him again one 

day.” 

“He was my only child,” she wept. “My pride and joy. It devastated me when I lost him. 

My life has never been the same since he died, and it never will be again.” 

“How did he die?” I asked. Joey still kneeled beside his mother, but he now rested a hand 

on her arm, attempting to console her, and she couldn’t even feel it. 

“Car accident. He had just graduated high school and was preparing to go off to college in 

the Fall. He went out with a few of his friends, their last get-together before going their 

separate ways, and a drunk driver hit them head-on at Deadman’s Curve.” 

I knew the location she was referring to, as well as the horrible reputation it had for the 

vast number of lives it had claimed over the years as the result of vehicle accidents because 

drivers miscalculated the steepness of the curve and ended up in the canal after flipping 

over the guardrail.  The road was a tough enough course to drive while sober, so the thought 

of someone attempting to maneuver it while intoxicated was a scary thing to imagine. 
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“Joey was the only one that didn’t survive. That was over twenty years ago, but my heart 

still hurts as much today as it did then.” 

“I’m so sorry, Mrs. Willoughby,” I said earnestly. “For everything. I was so scared to come 

here today. I didn’t want to hurt you, but Joey insisted I visit and tell you what he said.” 

“It’s okay, DeeDee,” she said, wiping her eyes and nose on the handkerchief that she pulled 

from her apron pocket. “I’m so glad you did.” 

“Joey wants you to know that he loves you very much,” I told her. “And he knows how 

much you love him, too.” 

Fresh tears flowed when I delivered Joey’s message to her. I’m sure she already knew that, 

but hearing the reassurance was something she had needed to hear for a long, long time. 

Joey rose from the floor and stood at his mother’s side. “Thank you, DeeDee,” he said, 

kissing the top of his mother’s head before leaving. 

Either she felt his lips on her hair, or reflexively scratched her head. Either way, she did it 

at the precise moment that he had kissed her. 

“He’s gone now,” I said, getting up from the couch. “I should go as well.” 

Ms. Willoughby also stood, grabbing onto me, and hugging me tightly against her. “Thank 

you, DeeDee,” she breathed into my ear. “I really needed to hear everything you said, and 

to know that he’s okay. And I’m also sorry for raising my voice at you and making you 

cry. Do you forgive me?” 

“You’re welcome, and there’s nothing to forgive you for.” 

A weak smile showed her gratitude. “He was my son and although I’ve begged God many 

times to allow me to see him just once more, I never have. How is it possible that you did?” 

“It’s a long story,” I told her. “Do you really want to know?” 

“Yes,” she answered. “I really do. You can tell me over milk and cookies. I have a fresh 

batch of chocolate chip. How does that sound?” 

“Good,” I said, following her into the kitchen. 

I turned around and glanced into the living room once more to see if Joey was there, but 

the room was empty. He was finally at peace and would no longer linger in his mother’s 

front yard. Delivering his message to her had given him the ability to move on, and 

hopefully, her long felt pain to heal. 



68 

 

The sweet aroma of baking greeted me as I pulled a stool up to the bar and sat down. “Okay, 

let me tell you what happened to me,” I began. 

As I sat there conversing with Ms. Willoughby and enjoying her homemade cookies, I 

wondered if the next person who I conveyed a message to from a deceased loved one would 

be as receptive and understanding as Ms. Willoughby had been. 

If only that was the case. 
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Chapter 9– (Not So) Happy Birthday to Me 

 

My birthday was coming up on Saturday, which was only two days away, and against my 

better judgment, I agreed to a slumber party and invited three of my closest friends over 

for hot dogs and cake. What we would do afterwards remained to be seen. Whatever fun 

we chose to have, I just hoped that our time together wasn’t wasted talking about boys, 

hair, or makeup. 

I woke up that Thursday morning before my birthday not feeling very well. I had a slight 

headache, which of course, made me a little nervous, considering the injury I had sustained. 

I hoped with all my heart that I wasn’t on the verge of having another seizure. After taking 

an aspirin, I spent the better part of the day lounging on the couch watching television, 

hoping that my headache would go away. 

Then my stomach started hurting. I thought it was from taking the aspirin on an empty 

stomach, so I figured once the aspirin had completely digested, the pain would go away. 

But it didn’t. It got worse. It was an achy, cramping kind of pain that I’d never felt before. 

I thought I was coming down with a stomach bug, and if I were, I could forget about having 

a sleepover. 

When mom came home from work that afternoon, I was still lying on the couch. My 

headache had gone away, but my stomach was cramping something fierce. 

“Are you sick?” Mom asked as she came inside. “It’s not like you to be lying around like 

this.” Walking over to the couch, she placed a hand on my forehead. “You don’t feel like 

you’ve got a fever but let me go get the thermometer.” 

“I don’t know what’s wrong,” I moaned. “I don’t feel good, and my stomach is killing me.” 

“Something you ate, maybe?” Mom suggested. 

“I haven’t eaten anything. Not much of an appetite.” 

Sticking the thermometer under my tongue, she sat on the side of the couch until it had 

been there long enough to get an accurate reading. “Nope, no temperature,” she said, 

looking at the results and then shaking the thermometer. “Do you feel achy? A headache? 

Anything else I should know about?” 

“I had a headache earlier, but it’s gone now. It’s my stomach that’s hurting so bad,” I said, 

rubbing my belly to add emphasis. “The pain’s been there all day and it won’t go away.” 
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“Want me to fix you some soup?” Mom asked. 

“I don’t really feel like eating,” I answered with a shrug. 

“DeeDee, you have to eat something,” she insisted. “I’ll make you some chicken noodle 

soup with saltine crackers. Maybe that’ll make your tummy feel better.” 

“Okay,” I relented. As mom walked into the kitchen, I suddenly felt a strange sensation in 

my panties, as if I’d wet myself, but I knew I hadn’t. I got up from the couch and went into 

the bathroom… 

And gaped in horror when I saw an enormous amount of blood in the crotch of my 

underwear. “What?” I thought, panic-stricken. This was it, my last moments on earth. I was 

dying from some unknown and undetected disease and would soon join all those spirits 

that I continuously saw everywhere. With a large wad of toilet paper, I wiped myself, and 

when I saw even more blood, I screamed. 

“MOM! MOM! Come quick!” Now I was crying, frightened out of my mind. 

“DeeDee!” Mom panted, appearing at the doorway to the bathroom. “What’s wrong?” 

“I think something busted inside me, momma,” I sobbed. “I’m bleeding from down there,” 

I said, pointing to my private parts. “You need to get me to the emergency room right now.” 

“Oh, DeeDee,” Mom breathed, leaning her shoulder against the wall. Although she was 

speaking kindly, she was biting on her bottom lip, trying to stifle a laugh. I didn’t know 

what she thought was so funny about me sitting on the toilet bleeding to death. “We should 

have had this talk a long time ago,” she said, shaking her head. “You’re not dying, 

sweetheart. You’ve just become a young woman. You’re menstruating.” 

“I’m what?” I asked, scowling up at her. “What does that mean?” Any kind of talk that 

included girls having periods, sex, pregnancy were all taboo during that time. Those were 

subjects that most didn’t feel comfortable talking about; therefore, I was unaware of what 

was happening to me. As if seeing ghosts wasn’t bad enough, I now had to deal with 

hemorrhaging body parts.  

“I’ll explain everything to you when we sit down to eat,” she said. “But for now, I’ll get 

you something to help you out and show you how to use it.” 

When she returned, she was carrying two of the most awful contraptions I had ever seen. 

“What are those?” I asked tearfully. 
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“This,” she said, holding up an elastic strap with two silver buckles on it, “is a sanitary belt. 

It holds this in place,” she said, showing me what looked like a two-foot-long gauze 

bandage with thick padding in the middle. In my mind I had an image of using that elastic 

band as a slingshot and catapulting that miniature pillow across the street and into the bean 

field in front of our house. 

“This is all I have for now. We’ll get you some smaller ones tomorrow.” 

After showing me how to use it, she closed the bathroom door and went back into the 

kitchen, laughing now that I wasn’t in her view. I put that disgusting thing on, cringing as 

I struggled with it. The belt was so big that one of the elastic straps went up to my belly 

button when it’s supposed to fit snugly around the hips. And the pad? Well, let’s just say 

that I swore that night that they have a mind of their own and they like to wander around. 

It may have started out between my legs, but by the time I was ready for bed, it was halfway 

up the middle of my back! 

I felt dirty and repulsed finding the whole encounter gross and wanting no part of it. 

“And this is going to happen to me every single month?” I asked mom while we ate. 

“I’m afraid so,” she said. 

“For the rest of my life?” I asked, my voice reaching a high pitch. 

Mom nodded. 

“Well, isn’t that just groovy,” I moaned. “That’s it, I’m not having a sleepover,” I 

complained. 

“Why not?” 

“Because I don’t want any of my friends to see me like this.” 

“DeeDee, they won’t even know,” she said. “Besides, even if they do, I’m sure they’re 

already having their periods. If not, they will soon enough. Every single girl goes through 

it in their lives, and there’s absolutely nothing for you to be ashamed about. It’s part of 

growing up.” 

“A part I hate,” I spat. 

“You’ll get used to it.” 

“No, I won’t.” 

“I don’t think you should change your plans. You’ve already invited your friends over and 

they’ve all agreed to come. You’ll feel better by Saturday.” 
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As usual, she was right. I woke up feeling much better than I had a couple of days before, 

and I was actually excited. It wasn’t every day that a girl turned fifteen. 

I didn’t really do much of anything that day except clean my room and get it ready for my 

guests, laying out clean sheets and blankets. I only had one bed, and it was a twin size, so 

a makeshift bed would have to be laid out on the floor to accommodate my friends. 

Mom spent the morning in the kitchen baking my favorite cake, chocolate with white icing. 

She went to the store the day before to shop for party supplies so that she wouldn’t have to 

run around the day of my party, telling me she’d need to take a short nap in the afternoon 

before having to listen to four girls giggle and squeal all night. 

Everyone was due to arrive around six, at which time we would eat hot dogs, cake, and ice 

cream, and then retreat to my room to hang out. The three girls that I had invited were my 

only real friends, and all of them were tomboys like me, albeit not as hardcore as I was. I 

knew a lot of people in Pahokee but being familiar with who a person is doesn’t make them 

someone’s friend. I spoke to them in passing at school or in class, but I didn’t care for any 

of them enough to invite them into my house. 

The first to arrive was Laura, my best friend since first grade. Small and petite like me, we 

had a lot in common, including the fact that she lived two streets over in the same housing 

project as me. She came in carrying a brown paper bag that held her clothes. “I’m sorry I 

couldn’t buy you anything, DeeDee,” she said as I led her down the hallway to my room 

so that she could put her things away. 

“I didn’t want you to buy me anything” I told her honestly. “I’m just glad that you could 

come.” 

“Me, too,” she answered. “Who else did you invite?” 

“Patty and Donna.” 

“Good,” she said. “I like them both.” 

“Come on,” I told her. “Let’s go back out to the living room and wait for them. You can 

help me set things up.” 

“Sure,” she said, following me out of the room. 

Less than ten minutes later, Patty and Donna arrived together, both dropped off by Patty’s 

father. Each of them carried an overnight bag and were giggling about something only the 

two of them knew about as they walked into the house. 
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“Hi, Mrs. Olsen,” they both said. 

“Hi, girls,” Mom answered. “How are all of you?” 

“Fine,” they said in unison. 

“You girls go put your things in DeeDee’s room and then come back to the table. I’ll set 

everything out and you can fix your own hot dogs. That way, you can put on it what you 

want.” 

Our dining table only sat four, so mom used one of the folding chairs she kept stored in the 

front closet and placed it at the table in order to have room for everyone. Conversation was 

casual as we ate, talking about the upcoming school year, what everyone had been doing 

during their summer breaks, and anything else that sounded interesting enough to talk 

about. 

“Did DeeDee tell you girls about her accident?” Mom asked. 

Laura already knew because she had been there watching the game and saw it happen; 

however, she didn’t know about the aftermath of the incident and what I was currently 

suffering through because of it. 

“You were in an accident?” Patty asked with surprise. 

“What kind?” Donna wanted to know, looking, intently at me as she wiped a large glob of 

ketchup from her chin. “A car wreck?” 

I shook my head. “No, nothing like that.” They both stared at me with wide-eyed wonder 

as I relayed the detailed events of that day. 

“You mean you actually got knocked out?” Patty asked. “Like, unconscious?” 

“Yes,” I answered, opting to leave out the rest of the information. The last thing I wanted 

to do was frighten away the few friends that I had, and they would surely bolt for the front 

door if I told them the whole truth about what I was experiencing. 

“I was there,” Laura offered. “I saw the whole thing. We literally heard a loud smack when 

they collided,” she said, clapping her hands together to emulate the sound. “It was awful, 

and it scared everyone, too.” 

“I’ll bet,” Donna said. “But you’re okay now, right?” 

“Yes, I’m fine,” I answered, casting mom a furtive glance. 

“Who’s ready for cake?” Mom asked, sliding her chair back and getting up from the table. 
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We all answered, “Me!” at the same time. I gathered all the empty plates and tossed them 

into the trash. As I turned back to the table, I noticed I had birthday guests that weren’t 

invited. Of course, I was the only one who knew that they were there. An elderly gentleman 

stood close to Patty, smiling as he looked down at her. I had only seen him a few times 

before, but I recognized him and the checked flannel shirts he’d always worn. It was Patty’s 

grandfather, who had died the year before after suffering a heart attack. How I longed to 

tell her he was there, watching over her, and how healthy and happy he now looked, but I 

knew I couldn’t simply blurt something like that out. So I smiled and gave him a slight 

nod, inconspicuous enough to let him know I could see him and knew that he was there. 

He returned the smile but didn’t speak. Donna had a visitor as well, but I didn’t know who 

she was because I had never seen her before. She was about ten or eleven years old. Except 

for having short brown hair where Donna’s was long and blonde, they favored each other 

so much that they could have easily passed for sisters. Because of their uncanny 

resemblance, I figured she was more than likely a family member, a cousin perhaps. She 

wore a red pullover sweater with green Christmas trees and white snowflakes printed on it, 

and her skin was a light shade of blue, which I initially thought was because of shadows 

cast from the overhead light. She knew that I could see her because she raised her hand and 

waved at me. Ready to wave back, I quickly caught myself, remembering that I had 

company and it would be more than difficult to explain to them who I was waving at, so I 

winked at her instead. 

“Ready to open your presents?” Mom asked, placing two gift-wrapped boxes on the table 

in front of me. “Open this one first,” she said, sliding the smaller of the two towards me. I 

found the wrapping paper decorations of softballs and bats to be bittersweet since I hadn’t 

played a single game since the day of my accident. Not that I didn’t want to or couldn’t 

play anymore, I simply thought it best to give it a rest for a while, or at least until my wound 

had completely healed. 

“Mom, I love it. Thank you,” I said, getting up to hug her. “Here, help me put it on.” 

With the gold watch clipped securely around my wrist, I twisted my arm back and forth 

under the light, admiring how the gold sparkled beneath the glow. 

“Open your other one,” she said. “It’s not much, but I think you’ll find it quite useful.” 
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“A journal?” I asked. The thought of writing the accounts of my experiences and 

encounters with the dead had never occurred to me before. I never was much of a writer, 

except for term papers and essays for school. But I loved it and thought it to be an excellent 

idea, and I would most definitely start documenting my experiences–both good and bad. 

“I think you should start keeping one, don’t you?” she asked with a wink. 

I nodded. “Yes, I absolutely think I should.” 

Once we put away everything and the kitchen cleaned, my friends and I retreated to my 

bedroom and built their bed of blankets on the floor. We all huddled there together, talking, 

and laughing while we listened to records, pondering whether we’d have any classes 

together once school started back, or what the chances were of having new teachers in the 

coming year. Patty and Donna’s guests were no longer there, reassured that they were both 

safe in my company. A couple of hours had passed by when mom knocked on my door to 

let us know she was going to bed and to keep the noise down. Not long after that, we were 

all yawning, ready to go to sleep ourselves. After turning off the bedroom light, it wasn’t 

long until our conversations dwindled into silence, and we all fell asleep listening to the 

drone of my humming fan. 

I’m not sure how long I had been asleep when I awakened to the sound of music. At first, 

I thought I had left a record playing, so I slipped quietly out of bed, careful not to wake up 

Laura, Donna and Patty, who were all sound asleep on the floor beside my bed. But it 

wasn’t my record player. In fact, the music wasn’t even coming from inside my room. It 

sounded muffled and far away, as if I were standing outside a nightclub and heard the music 

echoing from within. As I opened my bedroom door, the music became louder and sounded 

closer than it had at first. I stepped into the hallway and walked the short distance to the 

living room, except that it wasn’t the same room I knew. It had changed into something 

entirely different altogether. I was now standing in the middle of a dance hall and could 

plainly feel the vibrations from the loud music beneath my feet. 

The dance floor was a checkerboard of flashing, flickering and strobing lights–red, then 

blue, then green. A mirrored ball on the ceiling reflected the rainbow of colors onto the 

walls and the dancers as they moved across the floor. 



76 

 

Men wore three-piece polyester suits, popular in the disco era, and pumps that added about 

five inches to their stature. Some of the women wore dresses with flared hemlines that 

swirled around their knees as they danced. Others wore pantsuits and open-toed clogs. 

Disco music blared from the surround-sound speaker system as the deejay behind the glass 

booth spun vinyl as the crowd cheered. 

I had never been on the inside of a dance club before, but suddenly found myself directly 

in the center of one, surrounded by multitudes of couples, every single one of them 

impervious to my presence. 

Patrons sat on bar stools sipping different colored cocktails from small, thin straws. Some 

were laughing and chatting with their dates. Others were kissing, and those who had no 

date sat alone scanning the room for prospects. 

The club was abuzz with activity, everyone having a fun time and enjoying themselves. 

But then something disastrous happened and in a flash, everything changed. 

I smelled the smoke first and then watched in horror as the room began filling with thick 

puffs of black fog. My throat was suddenly on fire, and I started gagging and coughing. 

The smoke became so thick inside the room that it became impossible to see anyone, but I 

knew people were there because I could hear them screaming as they frantically scrambled 

over furniture and each other as they tried to find their way to the club’s only exit–the front 

door. I could hear the splintering of wood and glass shattering as tables and chairs got 

knocked over by panicked and frightened club goers, sending glasses that had only 

moments before held sodas and cocktails smashing to the floor.  Thick smoke made my 

eyes sting and tear up, forcing me to close them against the pain. I dropped to my knees on 

the floor, covering my mouth to prevent me from sucking in any more of the acrid air and 

scorching my lungs. 

And then–the most horrible sound imaginable sent chills down my spine, elevating a level 

of fear in me I had never experienced before as I realized I was about to be burned alive. 

Flames crackled around me, completely engulfing the lounge, their flames licking out and 

destroying everything within reach. 

“RUN!” I screamed, choking on the smoke as I yelled. “GET OUT OF HERE!” But my 

attempts to warn them went unheeded because no one could hear me.   
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All at once, I knew exactly where I was, and I also knew that no one was going to survive 

the deadly blaze. 

A fire had destroyed Club Xanadu two years before and all the patrons inside had 

succumbed to smoke inhalation and burns, unable to break through the glass of the front 

door and trapping them all inside. Other than the great hurricane of 1928, it was the worst 

tragedy ever recorded in our small town of Pahokee, claiming over one hundred lives that 

night. The fire marshal gave a statement that was published in the newspaper, alleging that 

the fire happened because of an electrical shortage in the supply closet where the fuse box 

was, spreading first through the walls and then to the interior of the club. 

After witnessing the carnage inside the club, I knew that wasn’t true–nor was it an accident. 

Someone set the fire intentionally, and whoever was responsible was a murderer. 

In my vision, I witnessed one of the club goers that had been sitting alone at the bar walk 

stealthily towards the restroom area, continuously looking back over his shoulder, making 

sure that no one was watching or following him. Initially, I thought he was going to the 

bathroom because I could see the restroom sign that was suspended from the arch of the 

doorway leading into that area. I thought it odd that he would be so nervous about who saw 

him going to pee. 

He stopped short of the men’s bathroom, yanking the door to the supply closet open and 

quickly slipping inside, closing the door behind him. 

I could not see his face, nor could I see what he was doing in there, yet I knew it was him 

who had started the fire. 

As he exited the closet, he immediately left the club. Seconds after his speedy exit, the club 

was ablaze. 

Although I didn’t witness him actually strike a match, per se, I doubted it was a coincidence 

that the fire started instantly following his departure. It was a selfish and cowardly act that 

left over a hundred innocent people to perish in fiery deaths. 

Although I was positive about the event I’d witnessed, I didn’t know why it was being 

shown to me. Obviously, the person responsible didn’t die because I saw him walk out the 

front door, so surely, I wasn’t having such a horrid vision on his behalf. Was I to believe 

that the ghosts of over a hundred victims were asking for my help in avenging their deaths? 

How could I assist them with such a mission? There was nothing I could do because that 
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kind of quest was out of my realm of knowledge. But I couldn’t ignore the fact that the 

victims wanted the truth to be known about what had happened, and to let their friends and 

family members know their deaths were not accidental. They were all murdered. Who 

could I tell that could do anything to help them? It wasn’t like I could go to the police or 

the fire captain and tell them what I’d seen, nor did I know anyone else like me that could 

help me understand what was going on and how to cope with such a tragic situation. 

If nothing else ever came of it, at least I knew the truth, and hopefully, all of those lost 

souls knew that I did. 

“DeeDee?” 

I turned around to see everyone standing in the lit hallway, staring strangely at me. 

“How long have you all been standing there?” I asked as I wiped away tears. 

“Long enough,” Donna answered. “Who were you talking to?” 

Mom quickly came to my side, helping me up from the floor. “It’s nothing to worry about, 

girls. She had a nightmare, and she was sleepwalking, that’s all.” 

But the weird looks on all their faces told me they didn’t believe a single word of that story. 

“You were screaming, saying to run and find a way out,” Patty said. “What type of 

nightmare were you having that made you cough and gag?” 

“I’m not sure,” I answered, shaking my head. “I need a glass of water.” I could still smell 

and taste the smoke and wondered if mom or any of my friends could also smell it. If they 

could, they didn’t say anything. 

We all went back to bed, but I couldn’t sleep. As I lay there staring into the darkness, I 

wondered if I could identify the person who had started the fire, but then I recalled I hadn’t 

seen his face. Or had I and only temporarily could not recall it because of the shock and 

trauma I’d experienced by witnessing such carnage? Perhaps if I concentrated and thought 

hard enough about it, I’d remember that I actually had seen it. Not that it mattered now, 

but if I were successful in remembering and I ever saw him again, at least I would know 

who he was. Maybe I’d approach him and tell him I knew what he did, if for no other 

reason than to see the expression on his face at my bold revelation. Over and over I kept 

telling myself that there had to be a way to make the proper authorities aware of the facts, 

yet I couldn’t think of even one logical or sensible way of doing it, and that made me 

incredibly sad. 
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None of my friends wasted any time leaving my house to go home the following morning. 

Although no one spoke of the incident, I could tell they were all uncomfortable being 

around me. I could not explain why, but at that moment, I felt our friendships would never 

be the same, not after witnessing me in the full throes of one of the worst visions I’d had. 

However, never in my wildest dreams would I have ever thought that they’d turn against 

me, ridiculing and making fun of me, and encouraging others to do it as well. 

I felt as though in their eyes; I was no longer their friend and had morphed into a freak that 

they wanted nothing to do with. 

“Mom,” I said later that night as we were getting ready to retire. “I’ve changed my mind.” 

“About what?” 

“Seeing a Psychiatrist.” 

“DeeDee,” Mom said, casting me one of her raised eyebrow looks. “What on earth for?” 

“Not because I think I’m crazy, momma,” I said truthfully. “But because I need some help 

in understanding all of this, everything that’s happening to me, and how to deal with it.” 

“And you honestly think seeing a Psychiatrist will help you with all of that?” 

“The one I have in mind will,” I said, proceeding to tell her about the book that I’d read 

and about the author. “I think she’s exactly the person I need to talk to, and I need to do it 

as quickly as possible.” 
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Chapter 10–Dr. Dana Cunningham 

 

Mom didn’t bat an eye when I relayed all the information to her I’d learned from reading 

Dr. Cunningham’s book. What I feared was that she would no longer be practicing, and if 

that were the case, I’d be up the old proverbial creek without a paddle. 

Imagine how elated I was to learn that not only was she still practicing, but she eagerly 

agreed to see me. 

Dr. Cunningham’s office was located inside her home on five acres of land in a wooded 

area of Loxahatchee, an unincorporated community less than twenty miles west of West 

Palm Beach. It was more a farm than a professional medical office, with herds of cattle 

grazing in the fields, horse stables, dogs and cats running around freely, and dozens of 

varied species of birds, their various choruses of song calling out from treetops and 

aviaries. As mom drove further onto the property, I saw a large peacock strutting around 

the yard, fanning his tail and exhibiting a bright, colorful spread of feathers. An animal 

enthusiast myself, I fell in love the moment I laid eyes on the property. Immediately, I 

sensed a deep feeling of peace and ease, completely opposite of how I’d felt with all my 

previous appointments with other doctors. 

The first thing she said to me confirmed I had made the right choice by requesting to see 

her, and that our meeting was not a coincidence. “I’ve been expecting you,” she said with 

a wink as she led me down a short hallway and into a den that served as her work office, 

motioning for me to have a seat on the brown leather couch. 

You know how it is when you read something about someone and then form an image of 

that person in your mind? That’s what I had done with Dr. Cunningham after reading her 

book because there wasn’t a photo of her on the jacket. I expected a grandmotherly type, 

short and plump with curly gray hair. I couldn’t have been more wrong. 

Dr. Cunningham wasn’t much taller than I was. Dressed in jeans, a long sleeve red and 

white checked shirt, boots, and a cowgirl hat, she looked more like a rodeo barrel racer 

than a doctor. Her long brown hair hung in a ponytail down her back. Dimples formed in 

her cheeks when she smiled, and her green eyes sparkled like emeralds when the sunlight 

reflected in them. She was a strikingly beautiful woman. 
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“This is your office?” I asked, looking around at all the framed photos on the walls, the 

numerous trophies sitting atop the fireplace mantle, and a curio cabinet filled with dozens 

of baubles and trinkets. 

“I prefer to call it a ‘let’s talk somewhere comfortable and get to know each other’ kind of 

setting,” she replied. 

“This is nice,” I said. “I feel cozy. Do you ever light that fireplace?” 

“Good, that’s what I wanted to hear. And yes, I have. A few times. It can get a little chilly 

out here at night.” 

Fireplaces were not common in Florida, not to my knowledge anyway, because it rarely 

got cold enough to turn on a heater. Yet, there was something about the thought of a 

fireplace that I found soothing as I imagined the sound of the wood sizzling and crackling 

in the room's quietness, mesmerized by the glow of burning orange flames. 

“What did you mean when you said you’d been expecting me?” I asked curiously. 

“I think you already know the answer to that question, don’t you, DeeDee?” 

“Maybe,” I said, nodding. As I glanced again at the photos on top of the fireplace mantle, 

one caught my eye, because I recognized him. It was then that I knew beyond the shadow 

of a doubt that I’d been led to Dr. Cunningham. 

“You’ve met my son?” 

“Ma’am?” 

“I couldn’t help but notice that you’re staring at the photo of my son,” she said with a smile. 

“And I know that he’s the reason you’re here.” 

“He is. But when I saw him, I didn’t know who he was or why he came to me. It wasn’t 

until after I read your book that I started putting two and two together.” 

“His name is Gary,” Dr. Cunningham said. “You already know what happened to him, 

don’t you, DeeDee?” 

Nodding, I said, “Yes, ma’am, I do.” 

At Dr. Cunningham’s request, mom waited in the living room during our initial discussion. 

Most of the questions she asked me were about the extent of my injuries, when I began 

seeing spirits, and the experiences I’d had so far. As I talked and told her about everything, 

she didn’t write anything down and she didn’t turn away for even a second. She directed 

her attention solely to me. 
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When I finished, she said, “Wow, that’s quite a menagerie of talents you’ve got there to be 

so young, DeeDee. I understand why my son sent you to me. Don’t you worry one bit, 

because I’m going to teach you how to deal with your gifts and get through your situation 

with flying colors.” 

Those words were music to my ears. Finally, someone who understood what I was 

experiencing, someone I could tell everything to and not be seen as some unhinged 

fruitcake. The relief I felt at that moment was indescribable, and for the first time since I’d 

seen my first ghost, I felt relaxed, so thankful that I’d learned of Dr. Cunningham, and that 

she was eager to help me. 

“Before we go any further, I need to ask you something,” she said, adjusting her hat. 

“Okay.” 

“Besides your mom, do you have anyone that you can talk to about this, someone who will 

simply listen to you without judgment? Another family member, a close friend? Anyone 

like that?” 

“No, ma’am,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s only the two of us. My dad died before I was 

born. And after seeing how my friends acted the other night after witnessing one of my 

episodes, talking to them about it is out of the question.” 

“I was afraid of that. Unfortunately, it’s not unusual. Okay, so here’s what I’m going to 

do,” she said, standing. “I think it’s best that your mom come in here and be a part of our 

next conversation, because she needs to be aware of everything that you’re going through 

now, and what is most likely still to come. Let me get her and we’ll get started.” 

When they returned, mom took a seat on the couch beside me and held my hand. I smiled 

at her, my way of telling her that everything was good. Dr. Cunningham sat in a rocking 

chair directly in front of us, leaving barely enough room for her to cross her legs. 

“This young lady has quite a plethora of talents,” Dr. Cunningham said, looking at mom. 

“I think it’s important that you both understand exactly what is happening and what you’re 

dealing with here. That’s where I come in,” she said, removing her hat for the first time 

and placing it on an end table next to the couch. “DeeDee is curious about how this 

happened to her, or better yet, why it happened. And the answer is that there’s no way to 

determine that, not definitively; however, it is my professional belief that her abilities have 

always been there, lying dormant if you will, activated when she received such a traumatic 
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blow to her head. Although I can’t prove that beyond the shadow of a doubt, I would like 

to try a quick experiment, if that’s okay with the two of you.” 

Mom and I looked at each other, then nodded our approval. 

“Great,” Dr. Cunningham said. “DeeDee, what I want you to do is lie back and rest your 

head on the pillow. Mrs. Olsen, please move to the other end of the couch.” 

“Are you going to hypnotize me?” I asked. 

Dr. Cunningham chuckled. “No. What I’m about to do is a relaxation technique, so I want 

you to lie flat and place your hands across your tummy. Then I want you to close your eyes 

and relax while I ask you a few questions.” 

“Alright,” I said, doing as she’d instructed. 

“Okay, DeeDee, I want you to take a deep breath, hold it in for about five seconds, then 

slowly exhale through your nose. Do that for me three times.” 

When I finished, she continued. 

“I’m going to ask you a question, but instead of answering it right away, I want you to give 

it considerable thought.” She paused for several seconds, then continued. “Think about an 

incident that has happened to you in the past, something you clearly remember, then tell 

me how old you were when it occurred.” 

I would have never thought that answering such a simple question could be so difficult. I 

think I sprained my brain searching for an answer, but then I recalled a certain incident that 

I remembered had scared me horribly. 

“It was Halloween,” I began. “I remember standing at an open window, watching, and 

listening to the trick-or-treaters pass by, when suddenly, a hideous face jumped up at me 

from the bushes and I took off running, screaming, and crying. I think I might have been 

about five or six.” 

“Anything else?” 

More deep thinking was making my brain work overtime. I just knew that I was going to 

blow a circuit or something. “A clown,” I said. “I remember being frightened by one. We 

may have been at the circus or a carnival, I’m not sure. I was probably six, maybe seven.” 

“You’re doing great,” Dr. Cunningham said. Since my eyes were still closed, I didn’t know 

whether she was writing any of my answers down or not, or if she was making facial or 

hand gestures to mom. I was too calm and sleepy to open my eyes and find out. 
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“Prior to your accident, do you recall any instances in which you heard, felt or saw anything 

that you couldn’t explain? Some people might call them gut feelings or premonitions, like 

knowing something was going to happen before it did, or knowing the outcome of a certain 

situation?” 

“Not that I can remember.” 

“Do you recall ever having feelings of Déjà vu?  When you’ve had a deep sense that you’ve 

either been to a certain place or have engaged in a particular conversation with someone 

that felt oddly familiar, yet you know that you’ve never been to that place or had that 

conversation?” 

“Yes. I get those feelings a lot.” 

“Alright,” Dr. Cunningham replied. “Tell me about your very first experience in which you 

saw something or someone that you couldn’t explain.” 

“In the hospital, right after my accident. There was another doctor in my room besides Dr. 

Montgomery.” 

“But nothing before that?” 

“No, ma’am.” 

“How many encounters have you had so far?” 

“Let’s see,” I said, recalling them all to memory. “First the doctor, then Amy, my dad, your 

son, Joey Willoughby, lots of people in the grocery store and on hospital grounds and 

hallways, but the worst one was the nightclub,” I said, my eyes filling with tears. “I saw 

them die. They all burned to death.” 

“It’s okay, DeeDee,” Dr. Cunningham said, gently touching my arm. “You’re safe in here.  

A couple more questions and then you can open your eyes, okay?” 

I nodded, using the back of my hand to wipe away the tear that had rolled down my cheek. 

“During any of your encounters, have you been able to communicate?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do they talk to you, or do you talk to them?” 

“Both.” 

“Have you ever felt their touch?” 

“Only Amy,” I said. “I held her hand, but it felt like it wasn’t even there. It was like holding 

a weightless feather.” 
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“I know this is hard, DeeDee, but I’m only asking because it’s important. I’m sorry that I 

have to bring it up again, but I need for you to tell me everything you can remember about 

your experience with the nightclub.” 

By the time I had finished recounting what I’d seen, heard, smelled, and tasted, I was crying 

again.  “It was awful,” I sobbed. 

“I’m sure it was,” Dr. Cunningham said softly, patting my arm. “Okay, DeeDee, open your 

eyes and slowly sit up.” 

Mom displayed the same expression that she’d had the night that gigantic spider got into 

our house and was running haphazardly across the wall; however, I didn’t know why she 

had such a surprised expression now, but I had a feeling I was about to find out. 

“How do you feel?” Dr. Cunningham asked. 

“Fine,” I said, shrugging. “Mom, why do you have that funny look on your face?” I asked, 

turning to look at her. 

Mom cast Dr. Cunningham a furtive glance, then turned back to me and said, “I think I’ll 

let Dr. Cunningham explain that.” 

“DeeDee, before I go into exactly what is going on and explain it all to you, I think you 

might find it interesting to know that your memory goes back a lot further than you realize.” 

Turning to mom, she said, “Mom, why don’t you tell DeeDee how old she was when the 

scary mask at the window incident happened.” 

“Barely two,” Mom answered. 

“And the clown?” 

“A little over a year old.” 

“How is that even possible?” I asked with a puzzled expression. “I was only a baby. Babies 

can’t remember things like that.” 

“Under normal circumstances, I’d agree with you,” Dr. Cunningham said. “Which further 

makes me believe that your gift, or gifts I should say, have always been there, you’ve just 

never paid attention to them.” 

What was she telling me? That’d I’d always been a freak and my abilities had gone 

unnoticed, unchecked, and most definitely not practiced because I hadn’t a clue that such 

things actually even existed. 

“You’re not a freak,” Dr. Cunningham said, smiling. “Never look at yourself that way.” 
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“How did you…” I began, then trailed off.   

“DeeDee, allow me to introduce you to the world of paranormal abilities,” she said, leaning 

back in her chair and crossing her legs. “You have a superabundance of wonderful gifts,” 

she continued. “The ability to see ghosts is only one of them.” 

“One of them?” I screeched. “You mean there’s more?” 

“Many, many more. First, let me tell you about every talent that you have based on my 

observation and what you’ve told me. You are a medium, which is the ability to see, hear 

and communicate with spirits. You are a visionary, meaning that you can see events of the 

past, such as your visions of my son and of the nightclub fire. You are an Empath, in that 

you can feel the pain of those who suffered, to experience exactly what that person saw or 

felt during the time of their death, as you did by smelling and tasting the smoke from the 

fire. DeeDee, you are quite a rare commodity, indeed.” 

“So, I’m a tossed salad with a little of everything thrown in,” I said, trying to make a joke 

about a situation that was far from being funny. 

“That’s not so bad, is it?” Dr. Cunningham asked. “Salads are good for you, just like what 

you have inside of you will be good for those who need answers and comforting.” 

“Like I did with Joey Willoughby?” 

“Yes. But you must keep in mind that you won’t be able to help every single one of them. 

You must set and enforce certain boundaries.” 

“I’m not sure I know what you mean.” 

“DeeDee, you have pierced the veil into the world of those who haven’t moved on for 

whatever reason that might be. It’s the realm between the living and the dead. Those spirits 

will now know that you can communicate with them, and they will try any and every way 

possible to get you to help them, but there will be times when that will not be possible. For 

instance, let’s say that a spirit who lived in California contacts you and wants you to deliver 

a message to a loved one. Are you able to travel to California?” 

“No, but I could call them on the telephone.” 

“And get ridiculed, cursed out, hung up on? No, that wouldn’t be an option.” 

“What you’re telling me is that spirits can contact me from anywhere in the world, not just 

locally?” 

“My son died in Afghanistan, yet you saw him in your room, correct?” 
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I nodded, wondering how she knew that because I certainly hadn’t told her. Was Dr. 

Cunningham’s gift the ability to read minds? She’d done it twice to me already. 

“There will be times when you will see spirits that can horrify you.” 

“Like your son?” I thought, trying out an experiment to see if I was right about Dr. 

Cunningham. 

“Yes, like my son,” she confirmed. “They appear in the form that they were at the moment 

of their deaths, whether it’s from natural causes, a car accident, a fall, being burned, a 

gunshot wound.  Keep in mind that no matter how bad or frightening they may look, they 

can’t hurt you, and to be truthfully honest, they don’t want to, they’re only seeking your 

help. Do you understand what I’m saying?” 

“I think so.” 

“It’s okay for you to tell them not to appear to you in that way because it frightens you, 

and if they refuse, all you have to do is tell them you will not help them if they rebuff your 

request. That way, they’ll either approach you with a different appearance or go away 

completely. When multiple spirits appear at once, they will all speak at the same time. The 

sound can be deafening. Again, it’s okay to tell them to be quiet and that you’ll only listen 

to one of them at a time. You can also tell them to go away if they wake you in the middle 

of the night or invade your privacy in the bathroom.  Simply tell them ‘not now’ or ‘come 

back later.’” 

“That hasn’t happened yet,” I said. “Not the talking, I mean.” 

“Give it time,” Dr. Cunningham said. “Once the word gets around about you, they’ll be 

coming in droves.” 

“How will they know? I haven’t told anyone.” 

“Spirits communicate with each other, DeeDee. Word of mouth spreads rapidly. Just 

because it hasn’t happened to you yet doesn’t mean it won’t. I’m only telling you so that 

you can be prepared when it does happen.” 

“Yay,” I said sarcastically. 

“There will be times it will be extremely frustrating, other times it will be rewarding.” 

I nodded in agreement, remembering how good I’d felt after helping Joey by telling his 

mother what she’d needed to hear. My conveyance of his long-awaited message to his 

mother had been exactly what he’d needed in order to move on and be at rest. 
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“Now, let’s talk about exposure.” 

“Exposure? What does that mean?” 

“People learning of your abilities, exposing you for what you are and what you can do. I 

realize that you’ve told me you haven’t spoken to anyone other than your mother; however, 

your friends did witness your behavior during your vision of the fire at the dance club. 

They won’t forget about that, DeeDee, so don’t be surprised if you receive the cold 

shoulder from them, even ridicule and gossip. It’s possible they might even ostracize you. 

In fact, I believe you should expect that to happen.” 

“Are you saying that I could lose my friends over this? It’s not even my fault,” I exclaimed. 

“I didn’t ask for this to happen.” 

“No, you didn’t, but it happened anyway and the most important thing you can do now is 

learn how to use and control your abilities.” 

“How do you control something that doesn’t have an on and off switch? It’s not like I say, 

‘hey ghosts, here I am, come talk to me.’ They show up out of nowhere.” 

“You’re right, you can’t control your gifts, but you can control how you respond or react 

to them.” 

“How do I do that?” 

“DeeDee, the world always has been and always will be full of critics, skeptics and 

naysayers.  People are afraid of what they don’t understand, and we can’t fault them for 

that because it’s typical human behavior. What I’m trying to tell you is to not fall prey to 

the hateful things even your friends might say. Don’t argue with them and don’t prove your 

abilities in their presence to show them you’re special. If they truly are your friends, they’ll 

either come around to their senses or they won’t. Don’t let the nasty things that people 

might say get you down, because you’re going to be facing that challenge for the rest of 

your life. Be strong and stand firm. Believe in yourself. In the end, that’s all that really 

matters.” 

“That might be easier said than done,” I said, recalling how Donna and Patty had acted 

towards me the morning after my slumber party and how anxious they’d been to get away 

from me. 

“It will not be an easy road to travel, DeeDee, that’s for sure. But I see a great strength in 

you, and you also have excellent moral support. Those are two excellent attributes to have.” 
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“Are you going to teach me how to use my gifts?” I asked. 

“There’s nothing to teach you, DeeDee. It’s not like going to school and taking classes that 

will educate you on how to succeed in life. Your abilities will teach you what you need to 

learn. The more spirits that you communicate with and help, the more knowledge you will 

gain. All you have to do is learn to listen, not only with your ears, but with your heart, and 

hear what each one is trying to tell you, see what it is they want and whether you can help 

them. That, my dear, is your learning tool.” 

“Maybe I could learn some things from the psychics I see on television sometimes.” 

Dr. Cunningham laughed lightly. “Those aren’t psychics, DeeDee, they’re showboats, 

exploiting the grieving for profitable gain. Stay away from that kind of behavior. Those 

who are truly gifted are the ones who choose to stay in the shadows and use their talents 

quietly, helping those who need their help. They don’t sell themselves to the highest bidder. 

With that said, I don’t mean that they’re all fakes. Some of them possibly are authentic but 

are using their gifts for all the wrong reasons.” 

“In other words, don’t use my gifts for making money off of them.” 

“That’s exactly what I meant,” Dr. Cunningham said. “Now, one last thing I want to talk 

about are the visions you’ve been having. Is the night club the only one?” 

“Yes.” 

“There’s something you should know about visions, DeeDee,” she said, uncrossing her 

legs and leaning forward in her chair. “Whoever is showing you this vision hasn’t finished 

with you yet.” 

“You mean I’m going to keep having it?” 

“I believe so, yes. But each time that you do, more information will be revealed to you until 

it satisfies the spirit that the message they’re trying to communicate to you is 

understandable.  It is my belief that this spirit, or spirits if more than one is revealing 

something of importance to you, is attempting to show you exactly what happened that 

night, and even who, or what, is responsible. It will be at that point that you will need to 

decide on how to act on what you know and what to do about it.” 

“Like reporting it to the police?” 

“Yes, if it comes to that.” 
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“Oh, brother,” I sighed. “Let’s hope it doesn’t. Imagine me trying to explain to the police 

how I got my information.” 

Dr. Cunningham smiled and nodded, confirming my statement. “Do you have anything 

else you need to discuss, or any questions for me?” 

“When do I need to come back?” 

“I don’t see any reason for you to, do you?” 

“This is the only time I need to see you?” I asked incredulously. 

“You needed answers, and hopefully, I’ve given them to you. There’s no reason for you to 

continue coming, wouldn’t you agree? However, if you need to talk or have a question later 

on down the road, you can always call me,” she said, rising from her chair. “I know how 

much you’ve been thinking about all my critters outside. How’d you like to see them?” 

“Seriously?” I squealed, leaping from the couch. “Can I pet your horses?” 

“Absolutely,” she said. “Come on.” 

When I left Dr. Cunningham’s ranch that day, it was the best I’d felt mentally and 

physically since my accident and learning that it had left me with uncanny paranormal 

abilities. 

For the first time, I felt like I had a grip on the situation and the knowledge to face anything 

that came my way. 

I would soon learn how absolutely wrong I was. 
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Chapter 11–Look at Me, I’m A Sophomore 

 

Summer vacation ended and I would return to high school as a Sophomore and was looking 

forward to a new year of learning and spending time with my friends. One thing that always 

excited me before a new year started was shopping for school supplies at the five and dime 

store in town, picking out all the cool folders and binders, pens and pencils, erasers and 

other gadgets that made going back to school fun. I felt certain that I’d see at least one of 

my friends in the store shopping at the same time as me, but I didn’t. In fact, I had not seen 

or spoken to any of my party attendees since they’d left my house the morning after. 

However, I knew inevitably, I would see them at school, either in class or hanging out in 

the courtyard before classes. 

Walking to school was something I’d done for as long as I could remember, and always 

traveled the same four-block route, which led me past Ms. Willoughby’s house. Something 

didn’t feel quite right that morning of my first day as a Sophomore, but I couldn’t quite put 

my finger on anything different that would make me feel that way. Joey was no longer 

lingering sadly in his mother’s front yard, and I didn’t see any other restless spirits 

wandering around aimlessly. I brushed it off, thinking that my odd feeling was because the 

last time I was in school, I wasn’t suffering from multiple paranormal abilities. Or it was 

because I knew I was about to be stepping into unknown territory, not yet knowing how 

my friends would treat me or act around the new me. 

The school was divided into two separate buildings. Junior high was in one building, and 

senior high in the other. From the route that I walked, I arrived at the building that housed 

junior high, passed through the building onto the corridor that led to the senior side. None 

of my friends were anywhere in sight. I figured they must already be in the courtyard, so I 

headed that way, eager to see them. 

Laura, Patty and Donna were sitting at one of the round concrete tables with a group of 

other girls, laughing and talking. 

“Hey,” I said, approaching their table. 

Everyone looked up at me, but no one spoke. 
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As I sat down, Donna scooted closer to the edge of the seat, taking the rest of the room left 

and preventing me from being able to join them. “Sorry,” she said without looking up. “But 

there’s not really any room left here for you.” 

She then looked back at the other girls and whispered something that I couldn’t understand, 

but whatever it was must have been funny because everyone except Laura began giggling. 

Instead, she looked up at me and rolled her eyes, unamused by whatever secret the others 

had shared. 

I didn’t know what Donna had told the other girls about me, but whatever it was and 

whoever had told it, I was positive that they had embellished their version to the point of 

being unbelievable. 

It was at that moment when I knew my suspicions were correct. Either they all no longer 

liked me or being around me made them extremely uncomfortable. Much to my chagrin, 

my friends exiled me. 

Saying nothing, I turned and walked away. Instead of sitting at a different table inside the 

courtyard, I went to the front of the senior building and took a seat on the bench and 

watched as other students entered school grounds carrying their backpacks and lunch 

boxes. 

As I sat there waiting for the first period bell to ring, I wondered if they had all been 

giggling at, or about me. Had my friends told their new group about their experience at my 

house? That I sleepwalk and talk aloud to invisible people? Was their treatment of me a 

onetime thing, or could I expect them to be this way towards me from that point forward? 

Would they talk about me and say hateful things behind my back, spreading gossip and 

rumors to embarrass me? Should I prepare myself to become the laughingstock of Pahokee 

High School? 

I didn’t really want to think about all those things, but how could I not? They had been my 

friends for years and now they were all treating me like I had the plague. The only thing I 

could do was continue going to school and hope that everything worked itself out, 

eventually. And that my friends would come to their senses and realize that I was still the 

same person they had always known, even if I did now have an ability that had only recently 

manifested itself, and unfortunately had reared its ugly head in their presence. 
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When the bell finally rang, I gathered my things and went back inside. My first period class 

was in the senior building on the second floor. As I entered the classroom, I saw several 

desks already occupied, but I was happy to see an empty one by the window, so I placed 

my backpack on the desktop and took a seat. Donna stepped into the classroom, followed 

by one of the other girls that had been sitting with her earlier. They glanced at me, giggled, 

and then took desks that were side by side, one aisle over from me. I shook my head in 

disbelief at the way Donna was acting, telling myself that if she continued her irrational 

treatment towards me, I’d have no other choice than to confront her. There was absolutely 

no way that I was going to let her treat me like crap for the entire school year, especially 

for something that I had no control over. I knew the other girl she’d become chummy with. 

Or I should say that I knew her name. I’d never been friends with her. Neither had Donna, 

which was why I was so surprised that they’d suddenly become so closely knit. 

Unfortunately, that wasn’t the only class that we shared. We had two others together, one 

of which Laura and Patty were both in, but Donna’s behavior towards them wasn’t any 

different. It was only me whom she had a fresh perspective of. 

After considerable thought, I decided not to say anything to her that day, chalking it up to 

a bad first day of tenth grade. 

As I was exiting the junior building on my way home, Laura ran up behind me. “DeeDee, 

wait!” she called. 

I stopped but didn’t turn around. 

“Why didn’t you wait for me?” she asked. 

“I figured you were hanging out with Donna and her new best friend,” I said sarcastically. 

“And like her, wanted nothing to do with me.” 

“Oh,” was the only reply she could produce, so I started walking again. 

“DeeDee, listen,” she said, running to catch up. “I want you to know that I had nothing to 

do with any of that. It was all Donna, and I hated seeing her treat you that way.” 

“The question is, why is she acting that way with me?” 

“Well…” Laura started. 

“Go on, spit it out,” I barked. 

“She’s been acting sort of weird since that night at your house. You really freaked all of us 

out, you know?” 
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“Over a bad dream?” I asked, knowing perfectly well that it was so much more than that. 

“A dream?” Laura asked in a surprised tone. “DeeDee, dreams don’t make a person do the 

things that we all saw you doing.” 

“It was a horrible nightmare,” I argued. 

“It was more than that, DeeDee. If you could have seen and heard yourself, I think you’d 

agree with that.” 

It crossed my mind for about a split second to spill the beans and tell Laura everything. But 

trying to explain the truth to her would be harder than trying to explain my so-called dream. 

“What do you mean?” 

“You were shouting at somebody. That’s what woke us up,” she replied. “All we could do 

was stand there like dummies and stare as we watched and listened to you. It was like you 

were carrying on a conversation with someone who wasn’t there. And you kept coughing 

and gagging, like you were choking or something. You scared the crap out of us.” 

“What did I say?” I wanted to know, because the only thing that I truly remembered was 

screaming for the people to run, to find a way out of the burning building. 

“You were on the floor in your living room, on your knees, and you kept looking around, 

back and forth, like you were watching people go by. Then you yelled at them to run 

because the building was burning, and they needed to find a way out.” 

As Laura was recounting what she’d witnessed, I distinctly remembered the burning club, 

the smell of smoke, people screaming and trampling all over each other, looking for a way 

to escape. But they couldn’t because the smoke was so black and thick that it was 

impossible to see anything at all. 

“Must have been some nightmare,” I said with a nervous chuckle. 

Laura grabbed me by the arm, stopping me and turning me to face her. “Is that really what 

it was, DeeDee?” 

“What else could it have been?” I shrugged. 

“You tell me,” she said with a straight face. “I’ve had nightmares myself, but I’ve never 

experienced anything like what I saw you do.” 

“I don’t know what to tell you, Laura, except that it was a nightmare and the only 

explanation I can give you is that I was sleepwalking.” 
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How I hated lying. It wasn’t a habit that I normally practiced, but it was the only thing I 

knew to do at the time. 

Laura stared blankly at me, trying to figure out if she believed me or not. “If you say so,” 

she said, then changed the subject. “Are you going to say anything to Donna about the way 

she acted today?” 

“I will if she continues to treat me like that, but for now, no. I’ll give it a day or two and 

see how it goes.” 

“Before you say anything to her, know that she’s the one that was most frightened. You 

terrified her.” 

“I didn’t mean to,” I said. “It wasn’t intentional.” 

“Maybe not, but it doesn’t change the fact that you did. I guess she’s being a jerk because 

she doesn’t know what to say to you, so avoiding you is how she’s dealing with it. That’s 

my opinion.” 

“When the time is right, I’ll say something to her. I’m not going to worry about it anymore 

right now.” 

“Okay,” Laura said. “See you tomorrow,” she called out, turning left, and heading towards 

her house as I continued walking.  

Enroute home, I thought about everything Laura had just told me, trying to imagine how I 

must have looked to them that night, concluding that if the tables had been turned and I 

saw one of them doing what I’d done, I’d freak out, too. 

I resigned myself to try talking to Donna the next day and smooth the choppy waters that 

had developed between us. I sincerely did not want our friendship to get ruined because of 

me and my abilities. I decided I’d talk to her alone, one on one, and not in the presence of 

her new goon squad. The last thing I wanted was to make a spectacle of myself in front of 

them, or allow Donna to, either. 

My worrying about how to manage the issue with Donna was in vain because she took care 

of the problem for me. 

As I walked through the courtyard the next morning on my way to the front of the senior 

building, I had hoped that none of them were at school yet because I wanted to avoid a 

confrontation first thing in the day. I wasn’t that fortunate. I didn’t even glance their way 

as I hurriedly walked by, but I certainly heard their giggling. 
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“Hey, DeeDee!” Donna called out. I ignored her and kept walking, but she unwaveringly 

wanted to get my attention, so she yelled out my name even louder, causing heads to turn 

and eyes to stare. 

Turning around, I said, “What do you want, Donna?” 

“Come over here for a minute.” 

“Why?” 

“Because I want to ask you something.” 

“Ask me from there,” I answered, clutching my books to my chest. 

“I can’t,” she replied. “Come here, it’s really important.” 

Laura shook her head in disgust. Not wanting to be a part of whatever Donna had planned, 

she gathered her belongings and left the group, walking toward the junior building. 

Reluctantly, I walked up to the table and stood next to Donna. 

“Sit down for a minute,” she offered. 

“No, thanks,” I said. “I prefer to stand.” 

Donna’s visitor was present, sitting across from her and beside one of her new friends. I 

realized the bluish tint to her skin had not been shadows cast from the light in my dining 

room. The same tone of her skin was present in the bright sunlight. I pictured her as being 

extremely cold, freezing, but she wasn’t shivering or wet, so I wasn’t sure why she looked 

the way she did. She was sad, not smiling like she had been at my party, her expression 

towards Donna one of disappointment. She wasn’t happy about the way Donna was acting 

or treating me, but I couldn’t be sure. 

“Fine,” she grumbled. “Tina wants to ask you something.” Tina was her new friend, the 

one she had always laughed at and made fun of until now. Donna turned to face her, saying, 

“Go ahead, Tina. Ask her.” 

Giggling, Tina looked up at me and asked, “Have you had any interesting conversations 

with invisible people lately?” All three of the girls burst into laughter at the joke shared 

between them at my expense. “Please, tell.” 

My face felt hot and flushed. I knew it must be turning crimson red. It always did whenever 

I became extremely angry. I had never been one who enjoyed violence or fighting, but at 

that moment, I wanted to throw my books to the ground and punch her smack in her 

laughing mouth. But I didn’t. Instead, I responded with civility.  
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“Not since I spoke to God this morning in prayer,” I retorted. “You should try it sometime.” 

With that, I turned away to leave, but stopped midway and swung back around. 

Don’t ask me what made me do what I did next, because I honestly don’t have an answer. 

All I can say is that I had a powerful impulse to do it and being unable to resist that 

compulsion, I gave in. 

I strutted up to Donna with my head held high, completely ignoring the other two girls. 

Tapping her on the shoulder, I forthrightly asked, “Donna, do you have a twin sister?” 

She looked at me with an expression of total confusion. “What?” she asked, shaking her 

head. 

“Are you deaf?” I smarted off, trying my best to control my anger. 

“You know I don’t,” she replied huffily, turning to her friends. They were no longer 

laughing.  Wide-eyed, they stared at me, curious to know what was happening. 

“Hm,” I said, feigning deep thought. “How about a cousin that looks a lot like you? So 

much, in fact, that you could pass for sisters?” 

That question completely wiped the smirk off her face. Her skin turned the same pale color 

as her unseen companion. 

Her bottom lip began trembling, so she bit down on it, but not before I saw a tear form in 

her eye. At once, I regretted asking her that question, seeing how badly my words had hurt 

her. All I wanted to do was give her a dose of her own medicine and show her how it felt 

to have her feelings hurt. Her follower had been someone important in her life, and whose 

death had definitely had a negative impact on Donna. She sprang from her seat and ran 

away crying while the other two girls looked on without a clue of what had just transpired. 

I knew right then that I had to find out who Donna’s companion was and what had 

happened to her. And the only way that I could do that was to ask Donna herself; but I 

feared that would not be a simple task, especially after the debacle I’d created. 

There was also something else for me to think about. In order to ask Donna such a question, 

I’d also have to explain to her why I was asking. Because how else could I have known 

that the invisible girl had ever existed if I hadn’t seen her with my own eyes? And it was 

obvious by Donna’s reaction that she knew exactly who I had been referring to. 

That was the day I decided to reveal my secret to my closest friends, no matter the 

consequences that might follow. 
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They deserved to know the truth about me, especially after seeing me having one of my 

visions. When I finished telling them everything, they could either choose not to believe 

me, laugh at me, or fear me, or even end their friendships with me forever. The choice 

would be theirs. 

But I couldn’t lie to them anymore, nor could I pretend I was the same person who I was 

prior to my head trauma, the same girl they’d known since kindergarten. 

Because I wasn’t. 

Not by a longshot. 
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Chapter 12–Mandy 

 

I was halfway home when I heard Donna running up behind me, calling my name as she 

approached. Ready to get the inevitable confrontation over with, I stopped, turned around, 

and waited as she walked towards me, an angry expression contorting her face. As she 

sauntered boldly up to me, her chest sticking out like a strutting rooster, I wondered if she 

was going to club me with her fist to get even for embarrassing her in front of her friends. 

“DeeDee, what the hell was that stunt you pulled today?” she asked bitterly. “Why did you 

humiliate me like that?” 

“Seriously, Donna?” I asked, trying to stay focused on her instead of her companion 

standing beside her. 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” she huffed. 

“You’ve completely ignored me since my birthday party. You won’t even talk to me at 

school, and you and your new friends have done nothing but laugh and make fun of me. 

Instead of you asking me that question, I should be asking you. How do you think you’ve 

made me feel, especially when we’ve been friends for years?” 

“And that gives you the right to do what you did to me today?” she yelled, fighting back 

tears. 

“I can explain,” I replied, reaching out to touch her arm, but she snatched away from me 

and took a step backwards. 

“Don’t you dare touch me!” she screamed into my face. The young girl next to her appeared 

to be upset at Donna’s outburst, hanging her head as she stared at the sidewalk. 

“Donna, please,” I began, but she cut me off. 

“Don’t speak to me!” she screamed. “Don’t you ever talk to me again, you hear me?” She 

turned away and started back the way she’d come. 

“Mandy has something she wants you to know,” I called out to her. 

She halted so abruptly that for a moment I thought she’d stepped in drying cement, gluing 

her feet down and keeping her from being able to take another step. 

Tears streamed down her face as she turned to face me. Slowly, she began walking towards 

me. “How?” was all she could say. 
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“I told you I could explain,” I said kindly, not wanting to further upset her. “And I will if 

you’ll let me.” 

Her moist blue eyes glistened in the afternoon sun as she stared blankly at me, 

dumbfounded by my knowledge of Mandy. Her bottom lip quivered as she nodded, the 

same way it had earlier that day when I had asked her about having a twin sister. 

“Come home with me and I’ll tell you,” I said. 

She wiped her eyes with the heels of her hands and said, “I have to go home first to change 

my clothes and tell mom I’m coming over. I’ll be there in about thirty minutes,” she said, 

turning and walking away. 

As I continued toward home, I wondered if she were prepared to hear what I had to tell her, 

and if by revealing my secret to her if it would make matters even worse or if it would 

resolve the issue altogether. Donna agreeing to come to my house after the spat between 

us had definitely made Mandy happy. She smiled and began twirling in ballerina 

movements, one hand on a hip and the other on top of her head. I didn’t know what the 

message was she wanted delivered to Donna, but whatever it was, it was obviously 

important to her, and I had the feeling that Donna needed to hear it as much as Mandy 

needed to say it. 

A brainstorm struck me as I unlocked my front door and stepped inside. If I were about to 

tell Donna my deepest secret, why not invite Laura and Patty over as well and tell them all 

at the same time? That way, they would at least know the truth about what was really going 

on and then could make up their minds about whether they wanted to remain friends. I 

chose not to keep them in the dark any longer. 

Donna was carrying a shoebox with a blue rubber band wrapped around it when she arrived. 

“What’s in the box?” I asked. 

“Something for later,” she answered. “I’m ready to hear what you have to say.” 

“I’m waiting on Laura and Patty to get here.” 

“Why are they coming? I thought you had something you needed to tell me, not us.” 

“What I have to say involves all of you, Donna, and I want to tell you all at the same time.” 

Donna shrugged. “Whatever.” 

A knock came at the front door while I was in the kitchen putting ice in glasses for me and 

my guests. “Donna, can you answer the door, please?” 
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Laura and Patty stepped inside as I placed the glasses, a bottle of grape soda, and a bowl 

of potato chips on the table. “All of you come over here,” I said. 

I took a seat in the end chair closest to the kitchen, while Donna sat at the opposite end, 

Patty and Laura across from each other. 

“This looks serious,” Patty said, filling her glass with soda. 

I felt nervous, suddenly not so sure that I’d made the right decision, but there was no way 

I could back out or else they’d all think I was a total flake. 

“It is,” I said, glancing around at each of them. “I have something important that I need to 

tell you all since you’re my closest friends.” I took a huge gulp of soda to lubricate the 

cotton mouth that I’d suddenly developed. “What I’m about to tell you all is the truth, the 

whole truth, and nothing but the truth. Whether or not you choose to believe it is entirely 

up to you. No one other than my mom knows my secret. Well,” I added. “Except for all the 

doctors who have examined, poked, and prodded me, that is.” 

Their eyes locked on me, curious about what I was going to say. I’d never addressed them 

in such a serious nature before or spoken so earnestly. 

“Do you all remember what happened to me the night of my birthday?” I asked. 

They all nodded. 

“I wasn’t forthcoming when I told you it was a nightmare,” I said, glancing around the 

table. “That’s not what it was at all.” 

“Then you really did lie to us,” Laura said. 

“I didn’t have a choice,” I replied. “It’s difficult to talk about, but I’ve realized that I 

shouldn’t keep it from any of you any longer.” 

“Go on,” Donna prodded. “We’re waiting.” 

“Something happened to me after my accident,” I began. “Something that I don’t 

completely understand yet and the doctors can’t explain.” 

Their attention was so keenly focused on me, I felt like an exhibit on display at an art 

museum. 

“The best way I know how to tell you is to start at the beginning,” I said, taking a deep 

breath. “So, here goes…” 
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By the time I had finished telling them everything I had experienced, every spirt I had seen, 

every test performed on me, about the vision of the nightclub fire, all mouths were agape 

and eyes as wide as saucers. 

“Now you know,” I said, popping a potato chip into my mouth. 

The room was silent as they absorbed what I’d told them. The three of them were either 

stunned by my story or didn’t believe me. 

Laura was the one who broke the silence. “You don’t really expect me to believe that you 

see dead people?” she asked, snickering. 

“Believing is your choice,” I replied. “It doesn’t change the fact that I’m telling you the 

truth.” 

“Come on, DeeDee,” Laura insisted. “There’s no such thing as ghosts.” 

“Before the softball game in July, I said the same thing. Now I know differently.” 

“Is this what you invited me over to tell me?” Donna asked. 

“Part of it,” I said. “But there’s more that I need to tell you.” 

“Stop it!” Laura hissed, slapping her open hand down on the table. “Why are you saying 

these things when you know they’re not true?” 

“Because you’re all my friends,” I answered. “And if I can’t tell my friends, who can I 

tell?” 

“Donna? Patty?” Laura said, glancing at each of them. “You don’t really believe this 

nonsense, do you?” 

“I’m not sure what to believe,” Patty said. “DeeDee has no reason to lie to us. She never 

has before. Besides, none of us can disprove it, can we?” 

Annoyed, Laura glared at me. “Go ahead,” she said sarcastically. “Show us what the 

almighty DeeDee Olsen can do. Pick one of us and tell us our fortune.” 

“Good grief, Laura,” I said bitterly. “I’m not a psychic and I don’t do palm readings or tell 

fortunes. I have no control over who I see or when I see them. They appear at random 

whenever they want.” 

Recalling DeeDee’s words to her earlier, in a near whisper, Donna asked, “Is anyone here 

now?” 

“Yes,” I said, glancing towards Donna’s right. “There is.” 

“Who is it?” Donna wanted to know. 
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“I believe you already know the answer to that.” 

“When was the first time you saw her?” Donna asked. 

“My birthday party,” I said. “When we were getting ready to eat cake. But she wasn’t the 

only one I saw,” I said, turning to Patty. 

“Me?” Patty asked incredulously, pointing to herself. 

I nodded. 

“Who?” 

“Your Grandpa.” 

Laura suddenly sprang from her chair, knocking it into the wall behind her and startling all 

of us. “You have a serious mental problem, DeeDee,” she said. “And I will not sit here and 

listen to you spout off a bunch of garbage that you know isn’t true even as you’re saying 

it. Donna and Patty might be falling for your bull crap, but I’m not.” Without a goodbye, 

see you guys later, or kiss my butt, she stormed out the front door and went home. 

“What’s her problem?” Donna asked. 

“My guess would be fear,” I replied. “Hopefully, she’ll come around in a day or two after 

she’s had time to think about it.” 

“You saw my Poppa?” Patty asked, close to tears. She was extremely close to her 

grandparents. Devastated by his death, she’d cried for weeks afterwards. 

“Yes.” 

“Here? At your house? At your party? Why would he come to your party?” Patty asked, 

shaking her head. 

“Because you were here,” I said. “He was standing beside you, smiling.” 

“Is he here now?” 

“No, I’m sorry he’s not,” I told her. “Patty, when I saw him at my party, he looked so happy 

and healthy. He was here because he wants you to know that he loves you and he knows 

you miss him.” 

Patty hung her head and allowed the tears to flow as Donna and I sat silently. 

“I don’t understand,” Patty said, wiping her eyes. “How did this happen to you?” 

“No idea,” I said.   

“DeeDee?” Donna asked. “I’m ready to hear what you need to tell me.” 

“Do you want to talk in front of Patty?” I asked. 
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“I don’t mind,” Donna answered. “If she doesn’t.” 

“No,” Patty said, getting up from the table. “She deserves privacy and I respect that. I’ll 

leave you two alone to talk. Besides, I have a ton of homework to do,” she said, walking 

towards the front door. Without turning around, she said, “DeeDee, your secret is safe with 

me, and you don’t have to worry about our friendship. I believe you.” 

Of the three of them, I honestly thought that Laura would be the one who believed me the 

most, the one who would be more understanding, considering how long we’d been friends 

and the fact that she knew me better than Donna or Patty. Her sudden departure and the 

extent of her anger and frustration had me worried, because I didn’t know whether we were 

still friends or if she’d ever come back to my house again. Had I made a mistake by 

disclosing the details about the new me? Maybe. But what kind of friendship can survive 

if it’s built on lies and distrust? 

“Don’t worry about Laura, DeeDee,” Donna said. “I’m sure you’re right about her. She’ll 

be okay, eventually. She’s afraid and doesn’t know how to deal with everything you said. 

It’s not every day that a friend tells you they can see ghosts and have visions of death.” 

“I hope you’re right,” I said. 

“Tell me about Mandy,” Donna said, placing her shoebox on the table. “Is she still here?” 

“Yes, she is.” 

“Where?” 

“Standing right beside you.” 

Donna quickly spun around, staring at the vacant space next to her chair. Curious, she 

stretched out an arm and glided it through the air. 

“I can’t see or feel her.” 

“I can, and she’s laughing.” 

“Laughing?” Donna exclaimed. “Why is she laughing at me?” 

“I suppose she thinks it’s funny that you tried to touch her.” 

Donna smiled weakly. “I’m surprised she would laugh when it’s my fault that she’s dead.” 

“Mandy doesn’t seem to think so,” I told her. “If I’m not mistaken, that’s why she’s here.” 

I glanced at Mandy and saw that she was nodding. “She has something she wants to say to 

you, Donna.” 
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Donna gazed at me as I listened to the words of Mandy, quickly relaying her message to 

Donna. “She wants you to know that it wasn’t your fault and that she knows you did 

everything you could to save her. She’s not mad at you and she said you need to quit being 

mad at yourself.” 

Donna began sobbing. I remained quiet, allowing her to grieve, something she had 

desperately needed to do, judging by the volume of tears she was shedding. I figured that 

she’d been carrying around a burdensome weight for quite some time, believing herself 

guilty for an incident that wasn’t her fault. She had allowed the grief and anger to build 

inside her like a toxic poison. And I knew from experience that shedding poisonous tears 

was an excellent way to cleanse the soul. 

“Can you please go get me some tissues?” she asked through a stuffy nose. 

When I returned, I handed her a large wad of toilet paper. “You should know, Donna, that 

I don’t know what Mandy’s talking about.” 

“I do,” she replied. 

Removing the rubber band from the shoebox, she opened it and retrieved a photograph 

from inside and handed it to me. 

“That’s us in happier times,” she said. Donna and Mandy were both dressed in Christmas 

sweaters, smiling as they stood knee-deep in a snow mound. The sweater that Mandy wore 

in the photo was the same one she’d been wearing since the first time I’d seen her, leading 

me to believe that she had been wearing it at the time of her death. I recognized Mandy 

immediately; however, in the picture, she had a much healthier glow than the bluish one 

that now tainted her face. 

“We’re both eleven in that picture,” Donna said. “I was only four months older than her.” 

“Where was this taken?” I asked. 

“Minnesota,” Donna replied. “We used to go there every year for the Christmas holidays. 

My dad’s brother, Mandy’s dad, lives up there. That picture,” she said, pointing to the 

photo I held in my hand, “got snapped on Christmas Day, two days before she died.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said. I didn’t want to rush her into any details, but I was curious about what 

had happened and hoped she’d tell me. 

“There’s a huge pond on my uncle’s property behind his house, and it freezes over every 

winter. We’d all ice skate on it until we were out of breath or frozen into ice cubes,” she 
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said with a light laugh. “Mandy got new skates that year for Christmas and was eager to 

try them out. Uncle Dave told her he didn’t think the pond had frozen solid enough yet 

because it had been a warmer than usual winter. He told her to wait and give the pond time 

to freeze, but it excited her to try out her new skates, although her parents warned her not 

to. I saw her take them from their box and go out the door heading towards the pond, but I 

didn’t say anything because I didn’t want her to get in trouble, you know?”   

“You were eleven, Donna. You were only a kid yourself.” 

“That may be true, but I was old enough to know better. I should have said something to 

someone, but I followed her to the pond instead, telling her the entire way that she was 

going to be in big trouble. She kept telling me she wouldn’t because no one would know 

unless I tattle-tailed on her. So, she put on the skates and out onto the pond she went. 

Everything seemed fine at first. She was skating around the edge of the pond, but when she 

skated into the center, I knew something was wrong when I heard the ice crack, and instead 

of calling out to her to come back closer to the edge, I stood there staring and did nothing.” 

“Donna,” I said in a near whisper. 

“Next thing I knew, she fell through a hole in the ice and went under the water, and I didn’t 

know what to do. I knew I couldn’t run out onto the ice and risk falling in myself, and even 

if I made it to the hole, how could I get her out? I ran back to the house, screaming my 

head off. Uncle Dave, Aunt Martha, my mom, and dad all came running out of the house, 

their faces full of fear. All I could do was point to the pond and scream out Mandy’s name.” 

“What a horrible thing to go through,” I said. “A terrible event to witness, especially with 

her being your cousin.” 

“Our family relationships were never the same after that, and it was also the last Christmas 

we spent in Minnesota. Uncle Dave and my dad hardly ever speak. They blame me for 

Mandy’s death because I didn’t let them know she was disobeying their rules. They’re 

right, you know. If I had, Mandy would still be alive.” 

“I know someone who doesn’t blame you one bit,” I said. 

“I’m glad to hear that,” Donna replied, her eyes filling with fresh tears. “She may not blame 

me, but everyone else does. We were extremely close, like sisters. I looked forward to 

seeing her every Christmas, and now, I’ll never see her again.” 

“I wouldn’t be too sure about that,” I offered. “You never know.” 
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“Is Mandy still here?” 

“Yes,” I answered, noticing that Mandy’s skin tone was no longer a bluish color. 

“Tell her I’m sorry and that I will always love her.” 

“She can hear you,” I told her. “Say what you need to say. I think Mandy’s waiting to hear 

it.” 

“Where is she?” 

“Standing on your right side, looking at you and smiling.” 

Donna smiled, too. “Mandy, if you can hear me, please know that I am so sorry. I never 

intended for you to get hurt. I should have done or said something sooner.” 

“She’s shushing you, Donna,” I whispered. “Probably because she already knows you 

meant her no harm.” 

“I love you, Mandy,” Donna said, suddenly touching the top of her head. “I always will.” 

“Did you feel that?” I asked curiously. 

“Yes,” Donna answered. “It felt like a fly landed in my hair. Was that…?” 

“Yes,” I answered. “She kissed you on the top of the head, said that she loves you, too, and 

then said goodbye.” 

“She’s gone?” 

“Yes. She got her message to you and now she can rest. And hopefully, so can you.” 

“DeeDee, I don’t know what to say. I feel so…” she paused. 

“Different? Relieved?” I finished. 

“Yes,” she exclaimed. “Like a heavy weight got lifted from my shoulders.” 

“That was Mandy’s intention. I’m sure she has been present and watching over you for a 

lot longer than I’ve been seeing her. She knew you were sad, and she wanted to change 

that. She did, and now she’s at peace.” 

Donna placed the photo back inside the shoebox and wrapped the rubber band around it. 

“Earlier today, when you made that remark to me about having a twin sister, I thought you 

were crazy.” 

“And now?” 

“Not so much. I’m grateful for what you’ve done for me. You have a special gift, DeeDee, 

and that makes you special.” 

“I wouldn’t go that far,” I said, waving her off. 
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“Have you stopped to think that maybe you received this ability for a reason?” 

“I’ve thought about it a lot, but mostly I’ve wondered why it happened.” 

“You want my opinion?” 

“Sure.” 

“I think you’re supposed to help people with it the way you’ve helped me. There’s no 

telling how many people out there are suffering like I was, that need to hear something 

from a loved one that will console them.” 

“Maybe,” I said. “In time. Being able to see ghosts is not something you go around 

advertising unless you want to end up in a straitjacket locked away in a loony bin.” 

“You mean you’re afraid that the majority would react the same way Laura did.” 

“That’s exactly what I mean. It was hard for me to tell all of you about it because I didn’t 

want to risk losing all my friends. Now that my secret is out, I feel much better and I’m 

glad I told you.” 

“So am I,” Donna said. “Hey, maybe we can start a ghost hunters club or something like 

that.” 

“What good would that do?” I asked. “You can’t see them.” 

“True. But you can, and I could help you if you needed me to.” 

“We’ll see,” I said, not really foreseeing that happening. 

“Strange having visions about the club,” Donna said. “You know that case was never 

solved, right? The papers that reported the story said it was an accident.” 

“I know.” Although I had told her and the others about having the visions of the fire, seeing, 

and smelling the smoke, I omitted the part about seeing the man that I knew was responsible 

because I hadn’t seen his face and could never identify him. 

“I can see it now,” Donna said, spreading her hands to make a sign. “Small-town girl solves 

big time crime.” 

“Right,” I said, laughing. “It’d be a little difficult to solve a crime when I don’t know who’s 

involved, don’t you think? Besides, if it was an accident, there is no crime.” 

“What if it wasn’t an accident?” Donna asked. “What if it was done on purpose to kill all 

those people intentionally, and one of the victims is showing you visions of what happened 

so that you can set them free. If so, it’d be a crime then. Right?” 

“Yes, it would,” I confirmed. “That would be murder.” 
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I wasn’t ready to divulge to her what I already knew about the fire being arson. If I did, 

she’d only ask a ton of questions that I had no answers for, so I decided to keep the 

information to myself for the time being. 

“Maybe you’ll figure it out,” Donna said. “What if you have the vision again and the spirits 

show you who did it? Will you go to the police with the information?” 

I gave that question considerable thought before answering because I didn’t know what I’d 

do considering my circumstances. “I’m not sure,” I said, shrugging. “How would I ever 

explain to the authorities that I know who the culprit is? Worse, how would I explain how 

I got the information? If I did, I’d probably be the one who got put in jail.” 

“DeeDee, surely you’ve thought about it, haven’t you? Seriously, what if?” 

“I’ll cross that bridge when I get to it,” I said. Her statement made me wonder if I would 

have the vision again, and if I did, would more details about what had really happened that 

night be revealed as Dr. Cunningham had predicted? Only time would tell. 

Donna got up from her chair and picked up her shoebox full of photos. “I have to go,” she 

said. “My mom wants me home by six. Speaking of moms, where’s yours?” 

“It’s her day to work late,” I replied. “She’ll be home in a couple of hours.” 

I escorted Donna out the front door and onto the porch. “DeeDee, you don’t have to worry 

about me saying anything to anyone about your secret. You can trust me.” 

“Promise?” 

“I promise,” she said, crossing her heart. “I’m really sorry for the way I’ve been treating 

you. In my defense, you scared me, and I didn’t know how to act around you anymore after 

seeing how you behaved that night. I know now I don’t need to be afraid anymore.” 

“Thanks,” I replied. “That means a lot.” 

“Come sit with us in the courtyard tomorrow,” she called over her shoulder, waving and 

walking away. 

Recounting my experience to Donna about the club fire and hearing her make statements 

that I’d already considered made me think seriously about what had actually happened. I 

recalled how horrible the incident had been, the fire chief calling it a five-alarm fire. But 

what weighed most heavily on my mind and in my heart were all the innocent people who 

had lost their lives that night at the hands of a criminal arsonist. I decided I would delve 

deep into research on the fire and read whatever I could find out about it. Our school library 
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kept copies of back issues of newspapers on microfiche, so that would be a good place to 

start, and I could do it during my study hall period. Hopefully, there’d be pictures of the 

victims included with the articles. Whatever information I found, I would make copies and 

start my own investigative file–in case I ever needed it. 
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Chapter 13–Homecoming 

 

Fall in Florida is nothing spectacular. In fact, it’s the same as any other season. There’s no 

significant change in the weather other than excessive rainfall during hurricane season, 

which starts in June and ends in November. There are no colorful leaves, no sipping hot 

apple cider by the fire while eating a bowl of chili, and no outside campfires while wearing 

coats and roasting marshmallows. Even with the absence of all those fun fall activities, 

there are still celebrations in every city around Lake Okeechobee, just like any other place. 

Owners deck out their homes in Halloween decorations hoping to win the annual prize for 

best overall décor–a one-hundred-dollar gift certificate to the store of their choice. The 

elementary school hosts a yearly Halloween carnival and kids go trick-or-treating. Yet the 

most looked forward to event in our community was Homecoming. The moral support 

received by the town’s citizens was overwhelming. People from all around the lake 

attended the big game, whether or not they had kids in school. Parents of the football 

players and cheerleaders were proud to support our Alma Mater, the bleachers always filled 

with cheering fans. Downtown streets would line up with people hours before the parade 

was to start so that they could get a good curbside seat and have a front row view of the 

floats, marching band, and Homecoming Court. 

My sophomore class entered a float in the parade, and although I assisted in the creation, I 

chose not to ride on it, opting instead to watch the parade from the sidelines. The parade 

began in front of the senior side of the school, made its way through downtown, and ended 

in front of the Baptist church. Donna and I had curbside seats in front of the hardware store 

on main street, directly across from the finishing line of the parade route. From there we 

would have an excellent view of all the floats and hopefully be able to grab up a handful 

of the candy that’d be tossed out into the crowd. 

The sound of the marching band grew louder as they approached our location, the horn 

section being the most prominent sounding instruments, and we watched as they turned 

onto the street where we sat, wearing their blue and white uniforms, stepping in perfect 

unison. Next came the floats, beginning with the freshmen one, and working their way up 

to the senior one which always won first prize. A red convertible carrying the Homecoming 

Court Members came behind the last float, the Homecoming Queen sitting atop the back 
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seat, smiling, and waving to the crowd, the car driven by one of the star football players, 

Blake Chutney, who Donna teasingly claimed was her boyfriend. He wasn’t, of course, but 

it didn’t stop Donna from fantasizing. Not only would he never date a sophomore, but he 

was also the boyfriend of the Homecoming Queen, Stacy Amberville. 

“She is so gorgeous,” Donna said, waving. “I wish I was as pretty as her.” 

“Yes, she is,” I answered. I didn’t know her personally, only by name. Other than 

exchanging a quick hi as we passed in the hallways, I had never conversed with her. She 

was quite popular on campus, a varsity cheerleader, Prom Queen, and now, Homecoming 

Queen. No one to my knowledge had ever denigrated her, and from what I understood, she 

was extremely nice and friendly to everyone, and not a stuck-up snob, despite her family 

being filthy rich. Her silky, shoulder-length brown hair glimmered in the afternoon sunlight 

as she turned her head from side to side, waving with a pink-gloved right hand as she 

cradled a bouquet of red roses in her left arm. 

“Maybe one day that’ll be you,” I said, nudging Donna. 

“Yeah, right,” she exclaimed. “I’m not that popular.” 

“We still have a couple of years until we’re seniors,” I told her. “A lot of things can change 

between now and then.” 

The parade disbanded in front of a grocery store. Spectators scattered in every direction, 

either walking home or going to their cars. I was sure I’d see the same people later that 

night at the game. 

“Come on,” I said to Donna, pulling her up from the sidewalk. “Let’s go to the drugstore 

and get a fountain soda.” 

“I don’t have any money with me,” she answered. 

“My treat then.” We crossed the street and entered the store, taking stools at the counter. 

After placing our orders, we talked about our favorite part of the parade, the creativity of 

the floats and the challenging work that was put into each of them, and again about how 

pretty we thought Stacy was. 

The server placed my vanilla malt on the counter in front of me and gave Donna her 

chocolate one. We had both just taken our first sip when we heard the bell over the front 

door chime, followed by the loud chatter of a group, including Stacy, who was still wearing 

her long pink gown. Two other jocks that I recognized as members of the football team 
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were with them. They all sat in a booth directly behind Donna and me, with Stacy and 

Blake on one side and the other two jocks opposite them. They placed their orders when 

the server went to their table, then continued with their conversation. 

“So, about the bonfire,” one jock said. They were all seniors, and I knew they were talking 

about the bonfire taking place that night before the game. It was a tradition to make and 

burn a replica of the opposing team’s uniform worn by a dummy, and then roast 

marshmallows over the flames. “Are we still on?” 

“Absolutely,” Blake confirmed. “Tonight’s going to be a special night.” 

“Oh, yeah,” the other jock agreed with a chuckle. 

Donna and I glanced at each other and shrugged. In my mind, I figured their “special night” 

would be one of heavy drinking and smoking pot, doing what typical senior boys did on 

Homecoming night. 

The server delivered their food to the booth, and they stayed quiet until she walked away. 

It was Blake who spoke. “Did you get what I asked you to get?” 

“Of course, I did,” the boy answered. “Have I ever let you down before?” 

“What are you guys talking about?” Stacy asked. “What are you planning?” 

All three of them laughed. “You’ll see,” Blake told her. “It’s a surprise.” 

A sudden outburst from Stacy startled Donna and me. 

“Stop it!” she yelled. “You’re going to get that all over my dress and I have to wear it 

tonight.” 

“Relax, baby,” Blake said. “The guys are only having a little fun.” Blake’s two friends 

were throwing French fries loaded down with ketchup at each other and at Blake, one 

nearly landing on Stacy. 

“Yeah, well, what you call fun, I call juvenile,” she retorted. “Sometimes, you all make me 

sick, you know that?” 

The server returned to their booth, but not to deliver food. “If you all can’t keep the noise 

down and not throw your food, I’ll have to ask you to leave,” she scolded them. 

“Yes, ma’am,” Blake said, saluting her and then laughing. “We’ll behave.” 

They weren’t there much longer after that. I glanced up at them as they headed for the door. 

All three of the guys were behind Stacy, who appeared to be quite upset. The guys were 

bumping fists and laughing as they exited the store. 
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“Wonder what that was all about?” Donna asked. 

“Who knows?” I replied, finishing my soda. “You ready?” 

“Yep,” Donna answered, sliding off her stool. From there, we walked home, continuing 

our conversation about the parade and the upcoming events that night. 

“Were you planning to go to the bonfire?” I asked. 

“Hadn’t really thought about it, why?” 

“Just curious, that’s all,” I said, kicking aside a smashed can that was lying on the sidewalk. 

“I’m even more curious to know what those jocks are up to. Whatever they have planned, 

it didn’t seem to include Stacy. Or they didn’t tell her about it. Either way, I’m feeling a 

little uneasy about it.” 

“I couldn't care less what they’re up to. It’s probably something stupid anyway that only 

brainless idiots would understand.” 

I laughed. “You may be right. I thought you liked Blake.” 

“From a distance,” she replied. “He’s definitely good-looking, but I didn’t realize he was 

such a jerk.” 

At the end of the street before my block, Donna said, “We’ll pick you up about six.” 

“Okay, I’ll be ready.” 

As I walked toward home, I replayed in my mind the conversation between Blake and his 

friends planning whatever it was they were talking about, and how clueless Stacy had been 

when she’d heard their plans. Part of me thought it sounded ominous, as though they were 

going to do something not so nice to her, but the other part of me agreed with Donna that 

they were brainless morons, planning to do something really stupid and dare-devilish, like 

getting drunk and spinning wheelies in the middle of the sugarcane fields or drag racing 

through town. I told myself not to worry and to forget about it altogether because whatever 

it was; it wasn’t any of my business. 

Our team, the Blue Devils, won the game 17-10 and received tons of cheers from an excited 

crowd. Halftime was a fantastic show with our school band performing and marching with 

pride. Stacy looked even more beautiful under the football field lights, the sequins of her 

gown sparkling in the glow as she smiled and waved to the crowd. 

When the game ended, Donna and I left the stadium and stood at the front entrance waiting 

for her father to pick us up. 
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Blake, still in his uniform and carrying his helmet, passed by us as he headed towards the 

parking lot. The two friends that had been with him inside the drug store earlier that day 

were already standing by his car waiting for him. Opening the trunk, he tossed his helmet 

inside, then removed his jersey and shoulder pads and tossed them in as well, pulling on a 

tee-shirt as he slammed the trunk lid. From where I stood, I could tell that they were all 

talking, but I couldn’t hear anything that they were saying. I had a feeling that it had 

something to do with whatever they had conspired between them. Stacy came through the 

gate, heading toward Blake and his crew. 

“Stacy, you looked beautiful today,” I said as she passed by. “Your gown is gorgeous.” 

Turning to me, she smiled and said, “Thank you very much. I’m sorry, I don’t know your 

name.” 

“DeeDee,” I said. “DeeDee Olsen.” 

“Hi DeeDee. Thanks again for the compliment. Good night,” she said and continued on 

towards Blake. 

That was the last time I ever saw Stacy Amberville. 

Alive, that is. 
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Chapter 14–School Daze 

 

November came and as always, I looked forward to the Thanksgiving holiday because it 

meant not only a break from school, but tons of delicious food that we ate once a year. 

Mom always cooked more than enough for the two of us in case anyone decided to drop 

by for a visit. No one ever did, so we ended up eating leftovers for days afterwards. 

It was a sad November. On campus and around town, no one seemed overly interested in 

the upcoming holiday, certainly not those who knew and were close to Stacy Amberville. 

One question was on everyone’s mind–where was she? No one had seen or heard from her 

since Homecoming night. Her whereabouts were unknown. There was, however, tons of 

speculation. She ran away, she’s at home sick with Mononucleosis, she eloped, and my 

favorite–she went away to give birth, even though her tummy was flat as a pancake, and 

she barely weighed a hundred pounds soaking wet. 

Blake and his cronies were in school every day, always hanging out together, laughing and 

bullying the other kids, going about their normal routine as if nothing were happening. 

The Principal’s office posted notices on the school bulletin boards with emergency 

numbers to call with any information about her disappearance. Unfortunately, I didn’t have 

any, but deep down inside I knew something was horribly wrong and that Blake and his 

cronies were complicit in her disappearance, yet I couldn’t prove it.  

As I went about my normal activities, Stacy was constantly on my mind. Flashbacks of her 

on Homecoming Day danced around inside my head. How beautiful she’d been and how 

happy she’d seemed, except for the ruckus inside the drugstore. I couldn’t say for sure that 

she was dead because I didn’t know. If she were, I hadn’t seen her spirit, and surely, I 

would have if that were the case. Yet, my instincts told me she was not okay, wherever she 

might be. A person like Stacy doesn’t simply disappear without a trace, or without telling 

their parents or close friends where they’re going. No one that I knew seemed to know 

anything, or if they did, they weren’t talking about it. I believed foul play to be afoot, and 

that the truth would eventually come out. All I could do at that point was to keep my eyes 

and ears open and wait. 

On this particular day, November nineteenth, I was in History class listening to my teacher, 

Mr. Dinkin, continuing our week-long lesson on the American Civil War.  
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His classroom was one of my favorites because of the two curio cabinets filled with what 

he purported to be authentic relics and artifacts from the Civil War. Glass shelves were 

lined with Confederate bills and coins, bullets, musket balls, belt buckles, and a tattered 

American flag shredded by gunfire. Among the relics was a one-inch-long piece of 

upholstery fabric, beige with maroon flowers, allegedly taken from the railroad car that 

transported Abraham Lincoln’s body from Washington, DC to Springfield, Illinois. Other 

items that supposedly belonged to the President included a pair of eyeglasses and a 

pocketknife, both found inside his pockets following his assassination. 

I never believed any of the items were authentic, but instead were near-perfect replicas 

created by a talented craftsman for the enjoyment of war enthusiasts. It was hard to imagine 

how a history teacher from a pissant town like Pahokee could’ve obtained genuine relics 

that were hundreds of years old when I knew most, if not all, of the original items were on 

display at the Smithsonian, as well as several other museums around the country. 

After my experience that day, I decided I was wrong with that assumption. One of the items 

from the cabinets had to be authentic. That’s the only explanation for what I saw that day. 

Mr. Dinkin was a wonderful teacher, but dull. His monotone manner of speaking never 

failed to make me drowsy. I was on the verge of nodding off when a sudden movement 

from the corner to my left caught my attention. Quickly looking in that direction, I smiled 

as I recognized the tall figure that’d stepped forward out of the shadows. Standing erect 

next to Old Glory, he removed his black stovepipe hat and clutched it to his chest, then 

began speaking. “Four score and seven years ago, our fathers brought forth on this 

continent, a new nation…” 

“Miss Olsen, would you mind leaving your trip to la-la land and joining us with today’s 

lesson?” It was Mr. Dinkin, staring at me with a stern expression. “I hate to disturb your 

daydreaming, but I’m teaching an important lesson here. It might benefit you to pay 

attention. Maybe you’ll learn something.” 

The entire class burst out laughing, but I wasn’t the least bit embarrassed. 

“Yes, Mr. Dinkin. I’m listening,” I answered, but not to you, I thought. “Sorry,” I said, 

turning my head towards the front of the class where he stood in front of the chalkboard, 

holding on to his infamous yard stick. 
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When he turned back to the blackboard, I redirected my attention to President Lincoln, 

completely ignoring Mr. Dinkin. I heard him talk every day. But this was my only chance 

to hear our sixteenth President personally deliver the Gettysburg Address, one of the 

greatest speeches in all of American history. When he completed the address, he winked at 

me, smiled, and then disappeared as quickly as he’d appeared, leaving me in total awe. I 

didn’t have a mirror with me, but I’m willing to bet that I was grinning ear to ear. That was 

a moment in my life that I will never, ever forget. 

My head was still in the clouds when I left Mr. Dinkin’s class en route to Chemistry, but 

my euphoria over hearing Mr. Lincoln speak was short-lived. As I stepped into the 

classroom, I saw Stacy standing in the corner next to the window, but she looked nothing 

like the girl that I’d seen on Homecoming Day. No longer wearing her pink evening gown, 

she was now wearing blue jeans and a white t-shirt with the school’s Blue Devils logo 

across the front, her clothes tattered and filthy. Leaves and straws of hay entangled her 

silky brown hair. Mud-soaked strands of it hung in clumps atop her shoulders. From what 

I could see, every visible inch of her skin was dirty. Black muck, scratches, and bruises 

covered her flesh. She’d put up one hell of a fight against someone, or many, considering 

that she was last seen with Blake and his baboons. She kept her eyes locked on me as I 

took my seat in the front row directly across from the teacher’s desk. Once everyone was 

inside and seated, she began walking towards me. I tried my best to concentrate on what 

my teacher was saying, but that was difficult to do because I was more focused on Stacy’s 

unkempt condition. Seeing her so disheveled upset me terribly. I knew that the way she 

looked now was the way she had looked at the time of her death. As she approached me, 

her mouth was open, and she was desperately trying to speak, but no words came forward. 

She then clutched her throat with both hands, one on top of the other, in a choking gesture. 

Was she trying to tell me she choked to death on food? Or was she showing me that she’d 

died by strangulation? It was hard to figure out since she couldn’t say anything and the 

only means in which she could communicate was by gestures. 

A Periodic Table of Elements hung on the wall next to the blackboard. Stacy used the chart 

to get a message to me by pointing to Ag, the symbol for silver, but I had absolutely no 

idea what she was trying to tell me. What could silver have to do with her disappearance? 

Was her abductor driving a silver car or wearing a silver necklace or pendant? When I 
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shook my head and gave a light shrug showing that I didn’t understand her and hoping that 

none of my classmates were watching my weird behavior, she got angry and frustrated. 

Using her right index finger, she pounded it hard against her chest, fluctuating back and 

forth between herself and the Ag symbol. Again, I tried to piece together the significance 

of the Ag and silver, but I was having a problem finding the missing part of the puzzle.  

The lightbulb above my head suddenly flicked on and I finally understood what she was 

telling me. My expression must have been one of total disbelief. My mouth fell open and 

my eyes grew wide. What she was telling me had absolutely nothing to do with any type 

of metal, but everything to do with AG, as in the Agricultural Barn, which would explain 

the straw in her hair. Horses belonging to members of Future Farmers of America stabled 

their horses in the old barn, but it also served as a hangout for a lot of high schoolers, 

including Blake Chutney. It wasn’t a secret that he and his pals enjoyed going there to drink 

beer and get drunk, smoke pot and no telling what else they liked to do in there. 

My God, I thought. What did they do to her? Was she tortured at their hands before finally 

succumbing to their torment? And why would they want to harm her, anyway? 

Once she realized I understood what she was saying, she disappeared, but I had a feeling 

that I hadn’t seen the last of her. 

What was I supposed to do with that information? Keep it private and try to solve the 

mystery myself? Go to the police and tell them what I knew and how I knew it so that I 

could be laughed at and ridiculed, or even worse, thrown out of the police station or thrown 

in jail? 

It wasn’t a situation I could manage alone. It wasn’t as if I could stroll up to Blake and say, 

“Hey, I know what you and your goons did to Stacy.” If I did, I could count on being their 

next victim. 

It was a plight that I needed to discuss with my mom, and I didn’t have time to waste doing 

it. She would give me good advice just like she always did. 

Stacy needed my help, and I couldn’t let her down. 

I muddled through the rest of that day, sad and confused. I went from being completely 

intoxicated by my experience in history class to an empty, deflated balloon, all because of 

what I came to learn about Stacy Amberville, and that she would never attend another class 

in school, never receive another award, and never attend her graduation. 
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All I wanted was for the day to end so that I could go home. I needed to tell someone about 

Stacy, but whoever I told would have to be someone that I trusted and who knew about my 

special talents. 

“DeeDee, wait up,” Donna was running up the corridor to catch up to me. “Why didn’t you 

wait for me?” 

I shrugged. “I guess I forgot.” 

“How could you forget? We walk home together every day.” That was true, but I’d gotten 

distracted and wasn’t thinking clearly. Laura used to walk home with us as well, but she 

had kept her distance from me since I’d disclosed information about my abilities. Patty, 

too, although she’d stood in my living room and told me she believed me and not to worry 

about our friendship. Donna was the only friend I had left and the only person who I could 

talk to other than mom. 

“Donna, I need to tell you something,” I said in a voice that was barely audible. 

“Okay, tell me.” 

“Not here,” I said. “Wait until we’re off campus. I don’t want any of these elephant ears 

around here to overhear what I have to say.” Taking hold of her arm to rush her along, I 

said, “Come on. This is important.” 

As soon as we crossed the street, I conveyed what I knew, mincing no words. “Stacy’s 

dead, Donna.” 

“What?” she exclaimed, stopping, and staring at me. 

“She’s dead,” I repeated. 

“How do you know?” she asked. “Who told you that?” 

I cocked my head and gave her a look that said, “Are you serious?” 

“You saw her?” 

“Yes. She came to me in Chemistry class,” I answered, continuing to walk. 

“How did she die?” Donna asked. 

“I don’t know yet, but the Ag Barn has something to do with it.” 

“Why in the world would she be out there in that filthy, disgusting building?” 

“Again, I don’t know, but I’m sure it wasn’t her idea to go there.” 

“Blake,” she said matter-of-factly. 

“That’s what I think.” 
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“But we just saw her at the parade last week,” Donna said absently. “And to think we saw 

her the same night she disappeared.” 

“Right.” 

“Do you think it might have something to do with that argument they had in the drugstore?” 

“Your guess is as good as mine, Donna. All I know is that something horrible happened 

that resulted in her death.” 

“Are you going to the police?” 

“The first thing I’m going to do is discuss this with mom. Then the two of us will decide 

what to do. I only told you because you know about me, and I was dying to tell someone. 

But also, because I might need you as a character witness if I go to the police.” 

“A character witness?” she asked, sounding puzzled. 

“Yes, someone who can vouch for me and confirm my abilities.” 

“Oh, I see. You mean in case the police don’t believe your story?” 

“Yes.” 

“You know I would.” 

“I know.” 

“This is terrible, DeeDee. I guess we should have known it wouldn’t end well when we 

found out she was missing.” 

“It’s awful,” I replied. “And right now, she’s still considered a missing person, but her 

family deserves to know the truth. They need closure, not false hope. They’ve been on 

television a few times, pleading with the public to come forth with any information they 

may have. It’s heartbreaking listening to them and seeing them cry.” 

“What happens if you go to the police with what you know? How will you explain exactly 

how you found out?” 

“That’s why I want to discuss everything with mom. She’ll tell me what I need to do.” 

We walked the rest of the way home mostly in silence, each of us lost in our own thoughts, 

thinking about Stacy. 
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Chapter 15–Missing: Have You Seen Me? 

 

Mom barely got in the door before I told her I needed to speak with her about something 

extremely important. 

“Okay,” she said, casting me her is everything alright? look. “Can it wait five minutes so 

that I can change my clothes?” 

“Sure,” I answered. “Want me to make us sandwiches?” 

“Sounds good, DeeDee. With a glass of grape juice, please.” 

She came to the table wearing her favorite robe made of light blue denim with red and 

white piping around the short sleeves and hem, and a pair of open-toe blue house shoes. 

As she pulled out her chair, I put a plate with a bologna and cheese sandwich and chips on 

the table in front of her, returned to the kitchen for her juice, and then joined her to eat. 

“What’s so important?” Mom asked, taking a bite of her sandwich. 

“I need your advice.” 

“About?” 

“Mom, I have to tell you something that’s really, really important and I don’t know what 

to do with the information that I have.” 

She stopped chewing and placed her half-eaten sandwich down on the plate. “What’s going 

on, DeeDee?” she asked in a serious tone. 

“I know something about Stacy Amberville,” I stated confidently. 

“Stacy Amberville?” she repeated, pondering over the name. “Why does that sound so 

familiar?” 

“Because her family has been on the news talking about her. She’s the girl from school that 

disappeared right after Homecoming.” 

“Right,” Mom said. “I’ve seen her parents on the news. It’s such a sad situation. I sure hope 

they find her soon.” 

“They won’t,” I replied. “She’s dead.” 

“What? Oh, DeeDee, what a shame. I’m guessing you know this because…” 

“I saw her today in my Chemistry class. Well, not her, but her spirit. She gave me a 

message, but I’m not sure what to do. Do you think I should go to the police?” 
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Mom furrowed her brow and thought about my question for a few moments. “Are you 

absolutely certain about her death, DeeDee?” 

“As certain as I’m sitting at the table eating dinner with you.” 

“Those poor parents,” Mom said sadly, shaking her head. “They deserve to know the truth 

about their daughter. If it were me, God forbid, I’d want to know.” 

“That’s exactly what I said.” 

“Let’s think about this for a minute, put our heads together and figure it out.” 

“I’ve thought about it all day, ever since I saw her. I can’t get her out of my mind.” 

“What do you think you should do?” 

“Tell the police,” I stated. 

“And when you’re asked how you came about this information, what are you going to 

say?” 

“I’ve thought about that, too,” I said. “And I’ve decided that the only thing to say is the 

truth.” 

“Are you willing to take a chance on being laughed at, or even likely questioned about your 

possible involvement in her disappearance? It won’t be easy relaying what you know to 

the authorities, especially considering how you came to learn of it. Telling the police won’t 

be nearly as easy as telling me or Donna.” 

“But I had nothing to do with it,” I exclaimed. “Why would a police officer even think 

that?” 

“You and I know you didn’t, DeeDee, but we’re also aware of your special abilities. A 

police officer won’t know about your skills, and should you choose to disclose how you 

know about Stacy, instead of being open-minded, they’ll be suspicious. Don’t expect them 

to be receptive of your explanation. Do you understand what I’m saying?” 

“Yes,” I answered with a nod. 

“Think about how you’ve reacted to some of those guests on that show you like to watch.” 

“Psychics United?” 

“I’m not sure what the name of it is, but I recall you laughing at some of them and making 

fun of what they were saying because you didn’t believe a word that came out of their 

mouths. I can only imagine that you’re likely to get the same reaction. Maybe worse.” 
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I stared down at my uneaten dinner, knowing mom was right, but also feeling that I couldn’t 

let those unknown possibilities stop me from doing the right thing. I would simply have to 

take my chances. What else could I do? Stacy was depending on me to get her message to 

someone that could help her, pleading for my help, and the only way she would ever find 

peace would be for the proper authorities to know the truth about her disappearance and 

what really happened to her. Since I couldn’t do that on my own, going to the police was 

the only other alternative I had. Of course, I could send an anonymous written message, 

but it’d get tossed in the garbage and dismissed as a prank. There was also the phone, but 

the results would certainly be the same. Neither of those choices would be sufficient. I 

would have to meet with an officer face to face and tell him, or her, exactly what I knew 

and how I knew it. It wouldn’t be easy, but it had to be done. 

“I understand everything you said, and I know that I’ll be taking an enormous risk revealing 

what I know, but it’s something I have to do. The way I figure, it can go two ways. 

Whoever’s in charge of the investigation will either think I’m nuts and send me on my way, 

or they’ll think I’m guilty of a crime and throw me in jail. If I get sent away, I’ll just keep 

going back until I make someone listen.” 

“Being incarcerated isn’t a pleasant thought,” she said, frowning. “But whatever you decide 

to do, you know that I’ll stand beside you and support you all the way.” 

“I know you will, mom, and I appreciate that,” I said with a half-hearted smile. 

“Would you like me to go with you?” Mom asked, knowing my mind was made up. 

“No, this is something that I need to do on my own.” 

“Can I at least drive you there and wait for you in the car? In case you need me.” 

I shook my head. “I’ll go right after school.” 

“And you’re absolutely sure that you want to do this?” 

“I’m sure,” I answered. “Let’s just hope I don’t have to call you for bail money.” 

As soon as the last bell rang the following day, I packed my belongings into my backpack 

and headed for the front entrance of the senior building. Three blocks away was the police 

department. 

Donna stopped me in the hallway as I was hurrying to leave. “Aren’t you going the wrong 

way?” she asked. 

“No, I’m not going straight home today.” 
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“Where are you going?” 

“To the police station.” 

Donna stared wide-eyed at me and gasped. “You’re really going to do it?” 

“I don’t have a choice.” 

“And you’re going by yourself?” 

“Yes.” 

“I can come along if you’d like me to.” 

“No,” I said, slinging my backpack over my shoulder. “I’d rather do it alone. I’ll call you 

later and let you know how it goes.” 

At the sidewalk, I turned left and walked past the row of cars in the pickup line, then crossed 

over to the other side of the street. 

A flyer hung on a wooden power pole in front of the Prince Theater, secured with a heavy-

duty staple. Stacy’s face was visible from the sidewalk and the road. 

She stared back at me from the poster. It was her senior portrait, taken only a few months 

before. She was smiling and looked as beautiful as she had at Homecoming, but nothing 

like the way I had seen her inside my classroom. 

MISSING–HAVE YOU SEEN ME? screamed at me from the flyer, reverberating through 

my mind. “Yes, Stacy, I have,” I whispered. “And I’m going to do my best to help you. I 

promise.” 

I ripped the flyer from the pole, folded it and put it in my backpack, then continued on 

towards the police station. 
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Chapter 16–Chief Jerome Simms 

 

Pahokee Police Department was located inside the same complex as City Hall, in a separate 

building, yet with one large parking lot to accommodate customers and employees for both 

buildings. Situated next to Lake Okeechobee, the only thing that separated it from the 

marina and the lake was the levee erected by the Army Corp of Engineers soon after the 

great hurricane of 1928 that claimed more than three thousand lives. It surrounded the 

entire eight-hundred-mile perimeter of the lake to prevent rising waters that resulted from 

heavy and constant rainfall during storms from flooding the cities around the lake. It proved 

to be successful, because although I have seen and survived multiple hurricanes, I have 

never seen the lake rise high enough to crest the top of the levee. 

The door to the police department chimed when I pulled it open. As I stepped inside, the 

door automatically closed behind me. The lobby was small and unfurnished, which 

surprised me because there was nowhere for anyone to sit. Then again, how often do people 

have to wait while inside a police station? 

A large bulletin board covered an entire wall, filled with various pamphlets and flyers, 

pinned to the cork with thumbtacks. A white blind covered the single window inside the 

lobby, its slats open, allowing crooked rays of sunlight to shine in on the dark blue 

carpeting. From the window, I could see the line of palm trees planted along the paved 

hillside leading up to the top of the levee, but I couldn’t see past the top. Not that it 

mattered, because I knew what was there. 

Curious to see what all was on the giant bulletin board, I stepped closer to get a better look. 

WANTED posters lined the top of the board, going left to right in chronological order 

according to the date that the poster had become effective. Although several were from the 

surrounding lake areas, I didn’t recognize any of their faces. The second row held 

MISSING posters, including Stacy’s. Most of the other tracts were informational, including 

the one that I took a copy of entitled, “MEET YOUR NEW CHIEF OF POLICE.” 

I learned a lot about him simply from reading that small booklet. His name was Jerome 

Simms, and he was originally from there, having graduated from the same school that I 

currently attended, and had gone away to college on an athletic scholarship for being an 

excellent football player. After playing in college and professionally, he retired from the 
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game with his degree in criminal justice and then returned to his hometown to give back to 

a city and community that had helped him accomplish his own dreams and goals. There 

was a small black-and-white photo of him inside the pamphlet, but it was blurry and 

certainly didn’t prepare me for the real Jerome Simms. 

To the left of the door was the information area, the top half constructed of glass with a 

round speaker in the center. A middle-aged woman greeted me at the window. “Can I help 

you with something?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I answered nervously, clearing my throat. My heart was pounding so hard 

that it made me think of how they’re depicted in cartoons when the actual shape of the 

heart is visible through clothing, rushing in and out–thump! thump! “I’d like to speak with 

whoever is in charge of the Stacy Amberville case.” 

The stern look she gave me made me even more uncomfortable. Glancing over the top of 

her glasses, dryly she said, “May I ask why?” 

I swallowed the lump that had risen in my throat. I’d never been inside a police station 

before, and she certainly wasn’t making my first visit a pleasant one. “I might have some 

information about it,” I said, telling only a half-truth. 

Before walking away, she scowled at me and said, “Wait here.” 

Only a couple of minutes had elapsed when she returned to the window. “Chief Simms will 

be out to see you in a minute,” she said. 

“Thank you,” I replied, walking back to the window so that I could look at anything other 

than her. 

The door next to the information window squeaked open, and I turned around to see the 

biggest man I had ever seen in my life. In my fifteen-year-old mind, he looked to be over 

eight feet tall (I later learned he was seven feet six inches), and muscular, with arms the 

size of caveman clubs. “Holy cow!” I blurted out, staring up at him. 

He smiled, revealing a set of snow-white teeth, a sharp contrast against his deep brown 

skin. “I understand you requested to speak with me,” he said in a booming bass voice, the 

kind that’s so deep it would make you pee your pants if you heard it on a dark night while 

walking alone. 

“Yes,” I answered, the word sticking inside my throat. I had only thought that I was nervous 

before he walked through that door and revealed to me what a giant of a man he was. Then 
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I became petrified. “Yes,” I repeated more clearly. “My name is Deidre…DeeDee Olsen, 

and I did ask to speak with you, sir.” 

“Come on,” he said, motioning me through the doorway and leading me down the hall and 

into his corner office. His leather chair groaned against his size as he sat down and leaned 

back, crossing his huge hands across his middle. “You sit there,” he said, nodding to a chair 

across from his desk. “What is it you want to talk to me about?” 

I took the flyer from my backpack, unfolded it, and laid it on the desk in front of him. 

“This,” I said. 

He glanced down at it but didn’t pick it up. “What about it?” 

“Are you the one investigating her disappearance?” I asked timidly. 

“I am,” he confirmed. “My receptionist mentioned that you might know something about 

it. Is that true?” 

My throat had become as dry as a desert and my tongue kept sticking to the roof of my 

mouth, but I tried to speak, anyway. “Maybe.” 

“Maybe?” he said gruffly. “Explain that to me.” 

“Chief Simms, can I please have a glass of water?” I asked, certain that if I didn’t moisten 

my mouth and throat, I would choke to death on the dryness. Chief Simms picked up his 

phone and dialed the front desk. “Mrs. Willis, can you please bring our guest some water?” 

he asked, and then hung up, his dark eyes glued on me. He made me even more nervous 

by staring at me and making me feel as though I was a specimen being observed under a 

microscope. A light rap came at his door, and Ms. Willis entered with a paper cup and 

handed it to me. “Thank you,” I said, gulping it down and holding on to the cup in case I 

needed a refill. 

“You were about to tell me something, weren’t you?” he prodded. 

“Please be patient with me,” I pleaded. “I haven’t done this before. I’ve never even been 

inside a police station.” 

“There’s nothing to be nervous about,” he said. “Unless you’ve done something wrong. 

Have you?” 

“No way,” I quickly answered. 

“Let me see if I can make this a little easier for you,” he offered, leaning forward. “Why 

don’t you let me ask the questions and you give me the answers.” 
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“Okay.” 

“Did you know her?” he asked, pointing to Stacy’s picture. 

“Not personally,” I answered. “But I know who she is from school.” 

“How old are you? Ten, twelve?” 

“Fifteen.” 

He looked surprised to hear that, probably because of my size and my undeveloped chest, 

but I couldn’t be sure. 

“So, you go to the high school then?” 

“Yes. I’m a sophomore.” 

Nodding, he said, “Okay. When was the last time you saw Miss Amberville?” 

“Homecoming night.” I wasn’t quite ready yet to tell him the rest. 

“Did you see her with anyone in particular?” 

“Blake Chutney and his group. We saw her get in the car with them.” 

“We?” 

“Me and my friend, Donna. We were at the game together.” 

“You both saw her get in the car?” 

“Yes. But we also saw them earlier that day, in the drugstore right after the parade. They 

were having some kind of argument.” 

“What were they arguing about?” 

“I’m not sure, but she yelled at Blake, something about ruining her dress. Then Blake and 

his friends started talking about a special surprise they had for that night, but they didn’t 

say what it was.” 

Chief Simms wiped his hand across his mouth as he listened to me recount what I had heard 

and seen. “Have you talked to Blake?” I asked. 

He gave me a scolding look. “As long as Miss Amberville remains a missing person, her 

disappearance continues to be an ongoing investigation,” he informed me. “And I cannot, 

and will not, discuss any of the aspects of said case with you. Not that it’s any of your 

business, because it isn’t, but yes, I have spoken to Blake.” 

“What did he say?” 

“Miss Olsen, did I not just tell you I can’t discuss details with you?” 
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“Yes, sir,” I answered, building up my courage to say what I went there to say. “But you’re 

wrong.” 

“What was that again?” he demanded, leaning in even closer towards me. He looked like 

an angry bear ready to pounce on prey, and I didn’t want to be his dinner. 

“I said you’re wrong, sir.” 

“About?” 

“You go on and tell ‘im, chile,” I heard a voice say and looked up to see an old Black 

woman with solid white curly hair, a toothless smile, and a beige crocheted shawl draped 

around her shoulders, standing next to the Chief. “Don’t you be skeered now, ya hear? I 

knows you kin see me and I’m here to help you get through to dis here hawd-headed boy!” 

“Miss Olsen, is something funny?” Chief Simms asked. 

I averted my attention back to him. “No, sir. Why?” 

“Then why are you smiling?” 

“I didn’t realize I was.” 

“What am I wrong about?” he asked again. 

“Go on, chile. You tells ‘im da truth.” 

“Stacy isn’t missing, Chief Simms,” I said, looking him straight in the eyes. “She’s dead.” 

He glared at me, his nostrils flaring in and out like an angry dragon. For a split second, I 

thought he might open his mouth and breathe fire. Instead, he slammed his boulder-sized 

fist down on the desk, causing the phone and everything else on top of the desk to rattle. 

“How dare you come in here and make that kind of statement!” he spat. “Is this some kind 

of joke? A prank? Perhaps something you and your little friends cooked up for attention?” 

he yelled. 

“No, sir,” I answered. He didn’t hear me because his shouting drowned out my words. 

“I can’t believe the level of disrespect you are displaying right now,” he said, speaking 

sternly, but no longer yelling. “Coming in here and telling me that a missing girl is dead. 

Did you stop to think about how her parents might feel if they heard you make such a 

pathetic statement, when hope is all they’re holding on to right now?” he demanded, not 

giving me time to answer before continuing. “And even if she is dead, would you mind 

telling me exactly how you came to that conclusion? 

“Because I saw her,” I said honestly. 
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“You saw her?” he asked sarcastically. “Did you not, only moments ago, tell me she was 

dead? Make up your mind, little girl. Is she dead, or did you see her? You can’t have it 

both ways,” he said, quickly adding. “Unless you mean that you’ve seen her dead body. Is 

that what you mean?” 

“The answer is both,” I said, feeling my bottom lip trembling, a sure sign that I was on the 

verge of tears. Never in my life had I been yelled at or talked down to in such a hateful 

manner. Hurt and angry, I wanted to explode. “She is dead, and I saw her.” 

“Are you wanting to go to jail?” he asked loudly. 

“No, sir,” I answered. 

“Because that’s what I’m about to do to you,” he said firmly. “Maybe that’s what you need 

for coming in here with such a cock and bull story. It’ll teach you a lesson.” 

That was it, and I’d had enough of his pompous, self-righteous outbursts. “Then go ahead!” 

I screamed, leaping from my chair. “If that’s what you want to do, then do it, but it will not 

change the fact that Stacy is dead!” I was crying, hot tears streaming down my face. 

Embarrassed and mad at myself for letting him see me shed those tears, I quickly realized 

that his was exactly the type of behavior my mother had warned me about. I wasn’t sorry 

that I hadn’t taken her advice, but I was sorry that my trip to the police had turned out so 

negatively. 

“Dis here boy, he always been hawd-headed and stubb’on,” the old lady said. “Used to 

have to take a stick to ‘im to make ‘im listen.” 

“Someone needs to take a stick to him now because he’s still stubborn!” I blurted out before 

running away from his office and out of the police station altogether. 

I cried all the way home. Not only because of the way he had treated me, but because I 

knew he was my only hope of Stacy receiving the help that she needed from me, and I had 

let her down. 

There had to be a way to make him believe me, but I didn’t know how to make that happen. 

And then something my mom had said the night before suddenly struck me. She had given 

me an idea without even knowing it. 

It wasn’t necessarily something that I wanted to do, because if I did, I would expose myself 

openly to anyone who would hear and/or be watching.  
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However, not doing it meant that I was out of options for helping Stacy, and that was 

unacceptable to me. 

As soon as I got home, I picked up the phone and dialed four-one-one. 

“Hello, information? Can you please give me the number to KPTV in West Palm Beach?” 
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Chapter 17–Psychics United 

 

“DeeDee, I’m not comfortable with this crazy idea of yours,” Mom said as she looked over 

the papers that I received in the mail from the television station. Because I was a minor, I 

needed parental consent to appear on the show. 

“Mom, please don’t say no,” I pleaded. “Just because things didn’t go well with Chief 

Simms doesn’t mean that this won’t. Besides, you get to sit in the audience and watch me.” 

“All the many times that you’ve laughed and made fun of them, now you want to be one 

of them?” 

“Yes, but I didn’t know then what I know now,” I replied, arguing my case. “If they want 

to laugh, let them. It doesn’t bother me.” 

“What am I going to do with you?” Mom said, shaking her head as she signed the consent 

form. 

“You’re going to let me go on live television,” I said, hugging her. “Thanks, mom. I’ll mail 

this back to them tomorrow and see what happens from there,” I said, folding the paper 

and putting it in the return envelope. “All I have to do now is figure out how to make sure 

Chief Simms watches the show.” 

“I wouldn’t count on that, considering what you’ve told me about his treatment towards 

you.” 

“Maybe I’ll send him a secret message or something, sign it anonymously and encourage 

him to watch the day that I’m on.” 

“That might not be such a bad idea, kiddo,” Mom said encouragingly. “You certainly can’t 

go back in there, and he’ll never know it was you that sent it. But even if you do that, how 

will you know whether he watches?” 

I shrugged. “Wait and see if he contacts me, I reckon.” 

About a week after I sent the consent form back to KPTV, I received a response with my 

air date, time of appearance and instructions about what time to be there and what to wear. 

On the same day that I received that letter, I sent one out in the mail myself. “Dear Chief 

Simms,” it read. “DeeDee Olsen was telling you the truth. To prove it, please tune in and 

watch Psychics United next Friday at four o’clock to see for yourself. Signed, A Friend.” 
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KPTV was on Flagler Drive, about three miles away from Dr. Howard’s office. As we 

passed by, I thought about him, wondering if he was still there and practicing medicine and 

whether he’d figured out the message I’d given him from his nurse. I would never know 

the answer to either of those questions because there was no need for me to see him again. 

As we pulled into the parking lot, I started getting butterflies in my stomach, fantasizing 

about how my soon to be adventure would go. I had never been on television before, so 

this would be a whole new experience for me. There were news vans parked alongside the 

building, and a huge antenna jutted from the roof, making me think about the science fiction 

movies I’d watched over the years. 

We checked in at the reception desk located beyond a sliding glass door, and within 

minutes, a tall blonde woman carrying a clipboard greeted us. “DeeDee?” she asked, 

extending her hand. “I’m Barbara, the show’s producer.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, shaking her hand. “This is my mother, Carole Olsen.” After shaking 

hands with mom, Barbara led us down a carpeted hallway, stopping in front of a room with 

a MAKEUP plate attached to the door. 

“Your first stop,” Barbara said. 

“I have to wear makeup?” I asked incredulously. 

“Yes, but only a small amount, enough to fight off the glare of the stage lights,” she 

explained. “They get boiling hot, and some people sweat beneath them, which makes their 

skin shiny, and that’s not attractive to the cameras.” 

“Okay,” I said. 

“I’ll leave you here with Jenny,” she said. “She’ll get you all fixed up. I’m going to show 

your mom to her seat and then come back and get you so that we can go over some things 

before we start.” 

By the time Jenny finished applying my stage makeup, I felt like I was wearing a mask. It 

was thick, an unnatural feel to me because I never wore makeup, but I resigned myself to 

be a trooper for the day, knowing that what I was doing was an attempt to help a lost soul. 

Barbara returned for me and led me to the stage, where three director-type chairs stood 

across the middle of the podium. “I’m going to have you sit in the middle,” she told me. 

“Our other two guests are both adults and will occupy the end chairs. Go on up there and 

take a seat. The others will join you in a jiffy and then I’ll review the rules with all of you.” 
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As I sat down, I saw mom sitting in the front row and waved to her. The audience capacity 

seated about a hundred guests, and as the chairs filled up with live people, I also spotted 

several others who wouldn’t be needing a seat. Trying to avoid eye contact with them, I 

glanced around the studio to get a better look at my surroundings. Stage lights hung directly 

above where I, and my fellow guests, would be sitting, but they weren’t lit. Trolleys with 

cameras mounted on them were on the floor in front of the stage, each of them with their 

own camera operator, and all of them wearing headphones with built-in microphones. 

I looked up to see Barbara walking towards the stage, a man and woman following closely 

behind her. 

To my right, she seated an overweight woman who was wearing more makeup than a fifty-

cent hooker. Her eyelids displayed caked-on blue eye shadow. Black eyeliner extended 

beyond the corners of her eyes in an upward stroke. Her blonde hair was styled in a beehive 

that must have taken an entire can of hairspray to hold in place. Her long fingernails were 

a bright shade of red, and she wore rings on every finger, including her thumbs. 

To my left, a well-dressed man wearing what I thought to be a quite expensive three-piece 

white suit with white loafers to match. His perfectly manicured fingernails were shiny and 

looked like he’d painted them with clear polish. Someone had perfectly styled his silver 

and black hair, no doubt the work of a professional hairdresser. He reeked of money. Both 

gave me a look that said, “what are you doing here?,” and for a moment, I wondered if I’d 

journeyed into territory that was way out of my league. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, can I have your attention, please?” Barbara stood on the floor in 

front of the stage, still clasping her clipboard. “I need to go over some things with you 

before we start.” 

The full audience listened quietly as Barbara began talking. 

“First, thank you for being here today. We appreciate you taking the time to join us, share 

your stories, and offer your gifts to our guests. Second, I must inform you that all of our 

visitors in the audience were pre-selected prior to the show. Once their names are called, 

that’s when they’ll make the choice on which of you they wish to address their questions 

to. We ask that you treat each other with kindness and respect both on and off camera and 

not to interrupt each other during a presentation. Does everyone understand those rules?” 

We all nodded. 
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“Good,” Barbara said. “When our host comes out and starts the show, the first thing he will 

do is introduce you and ask you to give a brief description of what your individual gift is. 

By doing this, it helps our audience members to decide which one of you can best respond 

to their requests. Miss Olsen, since you’re so young and have never done this before, does 

any of what I’ve just said present any problems for you?” 

“No, ma’am,” I answered, knowing that I was about to swim into uncharted territory and 

would have to keep my eyes opened for sharks. 

“Last, please remember that this is live television. There are no retakes, no rewinding, or 

do-overs. How you act and what you say goes, so please mind your language and your 

behavior. Is everyone ready?” 

Again, nods from the three of us. 

“We’ll be going live in five minutes.” 

The stage lights came on overhead and I immediately felt the heat radiating from them. 

Cameras were in place, the operators ready for action. 

The host of the show stepped up onto the stage, smiled at us, and then turned to face the 

cameras. 

Beside the camera positioned directly in front of the stage; the assistant began the 

countdown using his fingers. “And we’re going live in five… four… three… two…” and 

then a single index finger pointing to the host. 

“Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen. I’m Chip Barlow, and I’d like to welcome you all 

to today’s episode of Psychics United. Please say hello to today’s panel. Panelist number 

one, please introduce yourself and tell the audience what your special ability is.” 

“Hi everyone, my name is Pauline Dover. I’m from Delray Beach and I am a seer who can 

tell the future.” 

“Panelist number two?” 

“Hello, my name is DeeDee Olsen. I’m from Pahokee and I’m a medium. I can see and 

talk to the dead.” A brief eruption of laughter from the audience brought on a rush of 

adrenaline, suddenly making me think that my presence on the panel would not go too well. 

I assumed they’d laughed because of my age, and not because of my abilities. If they didn’t 

believe, then why were they there in the first place? 

“You’re a little young, aren’t you?” Chip asked. “We rarely have panelists your age.” 
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“I’m fifteen,” I said proudly. 

“And panelist number three?” 

“Good afternoon, all. My name is Eddie Campbell. I live in Miami and I’m a clairvoyant. 

I deliver messages from the dearly departed to their loved ones.” 

“Welcome to all of you and thank you for being here,” Chip said. Holding up an index 

card, he said, “Our first guest today is Angie Johnson. Angie, can you stand up please and 

tell us what it is you’d like to know, and which one of our panelists you’d like to ask?” 

“My question is for Pauline,” Angie said. “I recently learned that I’m unable to bear 

children and I so desperately want to become a mother. Is my doctor right or wrong? Will 

I ever have a baby?” 

“Darling, doctors are not always right,” Pauline told her, closing her eyes. “I see not only 

one baby in your future, but a whole slew of them. You’re going to be a wonderful mother.” 

Angie was crying tears of joy when she sat back down, but I had a feeling that it wouldn’t 

be long until those turned into extremely sad tears. 

“Thank you, Angie and Pauline,” Chip said, flipping to another index card. “Our next 

guests are a married couple. Mr. and Mrs. Dennis Whitmore, can you please stand up?” 

The couple was on the front row a few seats down from my mom. They both looked sad 

and forlorn, and I already knew why without either of them speaking a word. 

“Mr. Whitmore, what is your request and who is it directed to?” 

“Eddie,” Mr. Whitmore said, placing his arm around his wife’s shoulder. “My wife and I 

both feel an extraordinarily powerful presence around us. No matter where we go, the 

feeling is always there. I would like to know if you see a spirit attached to us, and if so, 

please tell us who it is.” 

“Indeed, there is,” Eddie began, adjusting his coat and repositioning himself in his chair. 

“I see a man, and he is standing over your wife. He’s an elderly man with a cane.” 

I searched the audience as Eddie was speaking, looking for the person who he was 

describing, but I didn’t see him. 

“I’m assuming he is your father?” Eddie asked. “He wants you to know that he’s okay and 

not to worry about him.” 

Mr. and Ms. Whitmore exchanged curious glances. “That can’t possibly be right,” Ms. 

Whitmore stated. 
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“And why not?” Eddie asked smugly, offended that anyone would dare to second guess his 

answer. 

“Because neither of our parents are deceased,” Ms. Whitmore said. 

“I see,” Eddie said, pursing his lips. “An uncle, perhaps?” 

It seemed obvious to me that Eddie didn’t know his right shoe from his left, and he was 

outright lying to those poor people. I’d had enough of his fakery. 

“Excuse me,” I interrupted, raising my hand. “May I say something?” 

“Of course,” Chip answered. “That’s why you’re here.” 

Before saying anything, I glanced at mom. She smiled at me and nodded. 

“Mr. and Mrs. Whitmore, did you have to pay for your reading today?” 

“No,” Mr. Whitmore answered with a shake of his head. “We volunteered.” 

“I’m glad to hear that because I was going to tell you to demand a refund.” 

A unified gasp from the audience erupted before Chip said, “Miss Olsen, that’s 

inappropriate.” 

“Then I apologize,” I said, turning to Eddie, who was glaring at me with one of the nastiest 

expressions I’d ever seen, wondering who I thought I was to call his ability into question. 

“Mr. and Mrs. Whitmore, there is definitely a spirit present with you, but it isn’t a man. It’s 

a little boy, and he isn’t standing beside your wife, Mr. Whitmore. He’s standing beside 

you.” The Whitmore’s clutched onto each other. Ms. Whitmore was crying. “Please tell us 

more,” Mr. Whitmore asked. 

“He looks to be around eight years old,” I said. “He’s wearing a baseball shirt with the 

number nine on the front, a blue and white baseball cap, wearing a mitt and doing this,” I 

said, standing and mimicking the tossing of a baseball from hand to glove, repeatedly. 

“Oh, God,” Mr. Whitmore exclaimed. 

“Do you know who he is?” I asked. 

“He’s our son,” Mr. Whitmore answered, nodding. “He loved everything about baseball, 

playing and watching it. He died last year from leukemia.” 

“Mommy and Daddy, I’m okay and I’m happy. Please don’t be sad for me anymore,” I 

said, delivering his message to the grieving parents. “That’s what he wanted to say to you,” 

I informed them. After hearing the words that they so desperately needed to hear, they both 

sat back down, clinging onto each other as they wept. 
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At that point, my attention was so focused on the Whitmore’s that I didn’t know how the 

audience had reacted to what I’d seen or said. It wasn’t until we were on our way home 

that mom told me the audience had grown so quiet while I was telling the Whitmore’s 

about their son that they could have heard a pin drop. She said that the other two guests 

and even the host of the show seemed to be entranced by my ability, shocked at the 

authenticity of my abilities. I’m not so sure that I would have said their reaction was 

entrancement, but more like disbelief. 

Chip flipped to the next card, calling out a name, and I could not believe my eyes when I 

saw who stood up. 

The elderly gentleman removed his beret-style cap and held it by the bill as he spoke. 

“When I came here, I hadn’t intended to direct my question at Miss Olsen, but that’s exactly 

what I intend to do now.” 

“I know you!” I declared. 

He looked at me with a puzzled expression. “You do?” 

“Well,” I said, correcting myself. “Not personally, but I’ve seen you before, in Royal 

Castle, eating lunch. My mom and I stopped there on our way home from one of my 

doctor’s appointments,” I explained. “Anyway, I’m sorry for cutting you off. It surprised 

me to see you, that’s all.” 

“That’s alright, young lady,” he said nervously, fiddling with his hat.   

“Forgive me if I’m being presumptuous, Mr. Conrad, but I think I already know what your 

question is, and the answer is yes.” 

Although the stage lights were bright and nearly blinding, I could see a change in his 

posture when I told him that. His shoulders drooped forward, either from sadness or relief 

that he would finally get the answer to a question he’d been harboring for quite some time. 

“Your wife is with you now, exactly like she was when I saw you in the restaurant,” I said, 

glancing at the elderly woman who stood lovingly beside him, smiling, her arms at her 

sides. “She’s sad that she left you alone but enjoys watching over you because she loves 

you so much and is waiting patiently until the day comes that the two of you can be together 

again.” 

Mr. Conrad’s mouth began quivering as he fought, and failed, to hold back his tears. “She’s 

with me now?” 
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“Yes, sir, she is,” I answered. “She’s standing right beside you with her left hand on your 

shoulder, smiling and nodding at me, confirming that I was right about what she wanted to 

say to you.” 

Mr. Conrad rubbed his eyes and wiped the tears on the leg of his trousers. “Thank you, 

Miss Olsen,” he said, putting his cap back on. “Thank you so much.” 

“You’re welcome,” I said as I heard more gasps erupt from the audience. 

I took another glance at mom to see her wiping away tears and smiling so broadly that one 

might have thought that I’d just won a championship title. 

The next two guests also directed their questions to me, and I gave them honest answers, 

delivering the messages that their departed loved ones wanted them to hear and, hopefully, 

filling a painful emptiness that their deaths had left behind. 

More guests raised their hands, wanting to ask questions, but the allotted hour for the show 

had ended, leaving their requests unanswered. Neither of the two other panelists spoke to 

me afterwards, and they both rushed off stage so quickly I thought that there must have 

been a fire somewhere. My intentions had not been to anger or embarrass them, but to 

deliver the truth to those who needed to hear it, and if that angered the fakes, then there 

really wasn’t anything I could do about it. 

The audience may have laughed at me at the beginning of the show, but once it was over 

and they’d seen what I could do, no one was laughing any longer. 

“I was so proud of you today, DeeDee,” Mom told me on the drive home. 

“Thanks,” I answered. 

“You made many people feel better with your words of encouragement, and that’s always 

a good thing.” 

“I hope I did,” I said. “I’m sorry that the other two guests were angry with me. I didn’t 

mean to do that.” 

Mom shook her head, glancing over at me as I stared out the window looking for 

sunbathing alligators. “I don’t think they were mad at you, DeeDee.” 

“Did you see how fast they got away from me?” I exclaimed. “Neither one of them so much 

as looked at me or said a word.” 
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“Surprised is probably a better word to use,” Mom offered. “Like everyone else who saw 

your gift today, I’m sure they were more than taken aback. They’re not used to dealing 

with the real McCoy, you know?” 

Slightly shrugging my shoulders, I said, “Guess I’d better get used to it, right? First Laura 

and Patty, now supposed experts.” 

“DeeDee, it’s a lot for anyone to take in, much less try to understand. You will come across 

more than your fair share of skeptics, naysayers, and even some who will be downright 

scared, like Laura and Patty. The only thing you can do in an instance like that is not push 

them and try to make them understand something that they can’t. All you can do is to be 

yourself and hope that they eventually come around.” 

“I wish everybody was as understanding as you, momma.” I sat in silence momentarily, 

pondering her words and as usual, knowing that she was right. Even that didn’t bring me 

out of my funk. “How can they do what they do, mom?” 

“Who, honey?” 

“Those frauds, those fakes,” I stated, turning to look at her. “How can they exploit those 

poor people like that, especially when they’re already grieving and at their most 

vulnerable?” 

“Some people simply have no conscious, no moral compass to guide them,” she answered. 

“Through your eyes, you saw exploitation, but through theirs, they saw a paycheck.” 

“That’s so sad,” I said. “I could never do that. How is that helping anyone?” 

“It isn’t,” Mom said. “Not the grieving ones, anyway. But the frauds, as you call them, get 

rich off their victims’ grief because they tell them what they think they want to hear. There 

are some people who will pay a great deal of money for a small amount of comfort to help 

them deal with a broken heart.” 

All I could do was shake my head in disgust as I remembered how well-dressed Eddie 

Campbell had been and wondering exactly how many sad people he’d bilked out of their 

money in order to satisfy his own greed. 

“Let me give you something to think about,” Mom said. “Perhaps you’ve already given it 

some thought, but maybe not.” 

“What?” 
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“Other than the people that were in the audience today, I’m sure there were many more 

watching from home. Suppose any of them were to contact you and request a reading and 

offered to pay you for it. What would you say to them?” 

“I’d tell them no,” I answered without giving it a moment of thought. “It wouldn’t be right 

to accept money for what I can do. I know my ability is a gift and I’m supposed to use it to 

help people, but not in that way. If I did that, mom, I wouldn’t be any better than Eddie or 

Pauline.” 

Mom was nodding as she flipped on the blinker to make a left turn. “That’s the answer I 

was hoping to hear, DeeDee, and that makes me even more proud of you, if that’s possible.” 

My answer to mom was an honest one. In my heart, I knew that my purpose was to help 

those who were suffering, but other than what I had already done, I honestly didn’t know 

how. Chief Simms didn’t believe me and wouldn’t even listen to me about Stacy, so I didn’t 

know what more I could do for her, except to hope and pray that Chief Simms solved her 

death soon. But how could he do that when, in his mind, she was still only a missing 

person? 

I decided I would continue to do whatever I could to aid those who came to me for help, 

regardless of the treatment I received. Surely no one could treat me any worse than Chief 

Simms had. 

With everything that had been going on–finding out that Stacy was dead, my embarrassing 

visit to the police station, and my appearance on television, I had all but put the club fire 

on the back burner and hadn’t really thought too much about it. 

I promised myself that I would focus my attention on the club by making it my next project 

and starting the research that I had initially planned to do. Since I couldn’t do that until I 

went back to school on Monday, I figured I might as well enjoy my weekend and make the 

best of it. 

Funny how unforeseen circumstances can change one’s plans. 
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Chapter 18–House Call 

 

On the Saturday afternoon following my appearance on Psychics United, mom and I were 

sitting on the couch eating popcorn and watching a movie when I heard a car door slam. I 

didn’t give it much thought because it was a sound we’d grown accustomed to because of 

our surrounding neighbors. I’d drawn the curtains over the windows to keep the afternoon 

glare off the screen, so neither of us would have been aware of anyone approaching our 

house. When a booming knock rattled our wooden front door, it startled me so badly that I 

spilled an entire bowl of popcorn on the couch and into my lap. 

“You clean that up,” Mom said, rising from the sofa. “I’ll answer the door.” 

“Mrs. Olsen?” came a deep bass voice that I had heard only recently, and it scared me so 

badly that I thought I was going to faint. 

“Yes.” 

“Do you have a daughter named Deidre?” 

“Yes.” 

“Is she home? I’d like to speak with her if you don’t mind.” 

Mom turned away from the door and gave me a puzzled look. My eyes widened with fear 

because I thought I was in deep, deep trouble. Why else would Chief Simms come to our 

house? Unless he had watched me on television and came to apologize. I stood up, bracing 

myself for what was coming. 

“Sure,” Mom said. “Please come inside.” 

He had to duck to enter and as he stood erect inside the living room, the top of his head 

nearly touched the ceiling. 

“Have a seat,” Mom said, showing him to a chair. “Can I get you anything? Water or a 

soda?” 

“No, thank you,” he answered. “I’d actually like for you to sit back down so that the three 

of us can have a talk.” Because of his height and massive size, when he sat down, his knees 

were even with his chest. And when he rested his club-sized arms on the tops of his bent 

knees, I swear they looked just like wooden mallets. At that point, I didn’t know whether I 

wanted to run and hide, or simply die right there on the floor in front of him. 
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“Fine,” Mom answered with a look of concern as she sat down beside me. “What’s this all 

about?” 

“Are you here to arrest me?” I asked timidly, dreading the feel of my wrists locked tightly 

in handcuffs. 

“Quite the opposite,” he said, glancing at mom. “I’m sure Deidre…” 

“DeeDee,” I interjected. 

“Sorry, DeeDee,” he said, correcting himself. “I’m sure she told you she came to the police 

station last week?” 

“Yes, she did.” 

“And did she tell you why she came to see me?” 

“I knew why she was going before she went,” Mom told him. “I tried to talk her out of it, 

but she insisted on paying you a visit.” 

Chief Simms nodded. “DeeDee,” he said, addressing me. “I think you and I got off to a 

rocky start, and if it’s okay with you, I’d like a chance to start over.” 

I didn’t know how to respond because I couldn’t believe what he was saying. “Why?” I 

asked. 

He took a deep breath, exhaling heavily through his nose. “I feel as though I was a little 

rough on you, possibly even rude, and I didn’t give you a chance to speak, when obviously 

you had something you felt you needed to say. I’d like to give you that chance now if you’d 

like.” 

I stared at him wide-eyed. “What changed your mind?” I asked without blinking. 

“We’ll get to that,” he answered. “So, what was it you wanted to tell me?” 

I scooted to the edge of the couch and placed the popcorn bowl on the coffee table. With 

direct eye contact, I stated, “My story about Stacy hasn’t changed, Chief Simms. I was 

telling you the truth then, and I’ll tell you the same thing now. Stacy is not missing—she’s 

dead.” 

“What makes you so sure about that?” 

Mom and I exchanged glances, smiling. How could I tell him how I knew without telling 

him what I could do? Exactly how would such a behemoth of a man accept the fact that I 

could see the dead? 

“Do you believe in ghosts, Chief Simms?” I asked, looking him straight in the eyes. 
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His answer was a deep chuckle. “No, I don’t,” he answered. “And please don’t tell me you 

do.” 

“I do,” I said straightforwardly. “Would you like to know why I believe?” 

He didn’t answer. Instead, his chocolate brown eyes scolded me. 

“I know they exist,” I said. “Because I can see them.” 

He shook his head in disgust. “You know, I came here because I thought it might be 

possible that you and I could have a decent, rational conversation,” he said gruffly. “But I 

can see that’s impossible, considering that you’re proclaiming that not only do you believe 

in ghosts, but that you can see them. And if that’s your idea of being rational, then I suppose 

there’s really nothing more for us to talk about,” he concluded, rising from his seat. 

“Did you come to my house to hear the truth or to chastise me?” I asked tartly. “If you 

want me to tell you the truth, then I will. But you, Chief Simms, must be opened to 

listening, and judging by your preconceived opinion of me, I can see that’s next to 

impossible, so why bother wasting my time?” 

Chief Simms opened his mouth to speak, but mom cut him off. “Chief Simms,” she said. 

“I understand your skepticism. Believe me, I do. I was skeptical at first, too, but if I hadn’t 

seen with my own eyes what DeeDee is capable of, I may not have believed it either. If my 

daughter told you that Stacy is dead, then you should believe her and take the time to listen 

to what she has to say.” 

Chief Simms continuously shook his head, running his tongue around inside his cheek, an 

obvious sign of irritation. When he finally spoke, the ire was clear in his tone. “You don’t 

seriously expect me to believe this nonsense, do you?” he asked, raising a giant hand in 

objection. “You want me to believe that Stacy Amberville is dead based on what? That you 

saw her ghost. Don’t make me laugh.” 

“Chile, dint I tell you dis boy was stubb’on?” The old Black woman appeared, standing 

directly beside Chief Simms. “You tell him Nonny said dat if he don’t eat dem der brussels 

sprouts, she gone git dat stick after him!” 

I giggled as Chief Simms made his way to the door, offended by what I’d told him. In my 

mind, I had an image of that tiny woman chasing an eight-foot-tall man around with a stick, 

threatening to “whoop” him for misbehaving, and I found the mental image amusing. 

“YOU TELL HIM NOW, CHILE!” she yelled. 
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“Nonny said to tell you that if you don’t eat your Brussels sprouts, she’s going to get the 

stick after you,” I blurted as Chief Simms reached for the doorknob. My sudden outburst 

froze him in his tracks. Slowly, he turned around to face me. 

“What did you just say?” he asked in a near whisper. Aha! I thought. I’ve struck a nerve. 

“I didn’t say it,” I said. “Nonny did.” 

“How could you possibly…” he started, then stopped, making his way back to the living 

room and plopping down in the chair, his face twisted either in disbelief or fear, I wasn’t 

sure, but he looked like a man on the brink of admitting his defeat. 

“Because I can see her, Chief Simms. Just like I saw her in the station the day I came to 

see you.” 

He was speechless as he stared blankly at me. After several moments of deep thought, he 

said, “So that’s why you said what you did when you stormed out of my office?” 

“Yes. She told me you’ve always been stubborn and hard-headed.” 

“I can’t believe this,” he said, rubbing his forehead. “There’s no way that this can be for 

real.” 

“You should believe it,” I assured him. “Because it’s as real as that gold badge on your 

shirt.” 

He sat in the chair with his elbows on his knees, hands folded beneath his chin as he stared 

down at the floor. 

“Are you ready to listen to me now?” I asked him. 

He exhaled a puff of breath, slowly nodded, and said, “Yeah, I think I am. Mrs. Olsen, I 

believe I’ll take you up on your offer for a drink now, if you don’t mind.” 

“What would you like?” 

“Coffee if you have it.” 

“Is instant okay?” 

“That’s fine, thank you.” 

While mom was preparing his coffee, I told him everything. About my accident, all the 

visits to doctors and specialists, the things I had seen and the souls that I had encountered. 

When I finished, he was taking the last sip of the coffee mom had given him, staring into 

the cup as though he was reading a fortune in the leftover grounds. “And that’s how I know 
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that Stacy Amberville is dead, and whatever happened to her, Blake Chutney and his gang 

of no-goods are behind it.” 

“If what you’re saying is true, then I’ll have to prove it. You know that, right?” 

“Yes, I know. And another thing, Chief Simms. Whatever they did to her, the Ag Barn fits 

in somehow.” 

“The Ag Barn?” he asked incredulously. “You mean the one that’s off Farmer’s Market 

Road, the one that the FFA kids use?” 

“That’s the one,” I said, proceeding to tell him how I’d come to that conclusion. 

“And you figured that out because she pointed to the symbol for silver on a Periodic 

Table?” he asked, scratching the side of his head. 

“They don’t always speak, Chief Simms. Sometimes their hints are subtle, and I have to 

figure it out.” 

“Bear with me here,” he said. “I’m still having trouble digesting all of this.” 

“How do you think I feel?” I asked with a grunt. “I’m the one experiencing it!” 

“And you feel strongly about Blake being involved?” 

“It’s more than simply a feeling,” I said. “I know it. Just like I know that the Club Xanadu 

fire was no accident.” 

His eyes widened when I made that comment. “What are you talking about? Investigators 

closed the case and classified the fire as an accident.” 

“Yes, I know,” I said. “But believe me when I tell you the fire was intentional. By whom, 

I don’t know yet, nor do I know why. But I’m looking into it.” 

“By looking into it, you mean what exactly?” 

“Research, finding articles and hopefully, some answers.” 

“My sister died in that fire,” he said sadly, blowing absently into his second cup of coffee. 

“I’m sorry,” I told him, opting not to tell him about my horrible vision because I figured 

he’d heard enough for one day. The bewildered expression on his face was enough to 

confirm that. 

After placing his empty cup down onto the coffee table, he slapped his knees with the palms 

of his hands and rose from the chair. “I suppose I’ll be investigating the disappearance of 

Stacy Amberville further,” he said, walking to the door. “The Ag Barn sounds like a good 

place to start. Is there anything else you can tell me? Anything that might help?” 
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“Not yet,” I said. “Maybe I will soon, because I’m sure I’ll be seeing Stacy again, and when 

I do, perhaps she’ll give me another hint.” 

“And you’ll pass that on to me, correct? I don’t want you sticking your nose where it 

doesn’t belong. Leave the investigation up to the proper authorities, you got that?” 

“Got it,” I said, knowing full well that I wouldn’t leave it alone, but I wasn’t about to tell 

him that. “Will you let me know if you find anything?” 

“Let’s wait and see what happens,” he said. “Now let me ask you something. If you see her 

again, or if she happens to speak to you and she tells you anything, will you tell me?” 

“Only if you want me to,” I said with a shrug. 

“I can’t believe I’m asking you to inform me if you converse with a dead girl’s spirit,” he 

said, pausing for a moment as though he were processing his own words. “But yes, I do.” 

After thanking mom for the coffee, he opened the door and stepped onto the porch, then 

turned back to face us. “I’m sure we’ll be talking again soon.” 

Mom and I stood in the door and watched as he got into his patrol car and drove away, then 

we went back inside. 

“Poor fellow looks like someone just blew the wind out of his sails,” Mom said with a 

smile. 

“I think I did,” I answered. “Guess he didn’t see me on television.” 

“Doesn’t matter now, does it?” Mom asked. “He got the message loud and clear.” 

At least now he appeared to be on my side, and with his help, I hoped to provide peace to 

Stacy so that she could finally rest and linger no more. 

 

 

  



149 

 

Chapter 19–Gone Fiching 

 

Donna and I shared the same study hall period, and after speaking to her on the phone the 

night before, she agreed to meet me in the library to help me with researching old 

newspaper articles on the club fire. 

“What, exactly, am I looking for?” she whispered. 

We were sitting side by side at the table where the microfiche scanners were, each of us 

with our own machine. I placed the box of microfilm slides on the table between us. 

“Anything about the fire,” I whispered back. “Initial stories, follow-ups, photographs, 

witness statements. Any and everything.” 

Taking a slide from the box, I placed it onto the glass plate of the scanner, lowered the lens 

and began looking, sliding the lever slowly up and down, then back and forth, searching 

for anything that I could find about the fire. Between the two of us, we had searched half 

the box before either of us found anything. 

“DeeDee,” Donna whispered a little too loudly, getting herself a quick “SHHH” from the 

librarian. “I found the first story that was printed in the Everglades Herald about the fire,” 

she said, pointing to the screen of her scanner. Rolling my chair closer to her, I read the 

story. The only photo included with it was of the club with smoke and flames erupting from 

the roof as firefighters struggled to extinguish the inferno. 

“Is that the only thing there?” I asked. 

“Yes,” Donna answered. “If there was more to this story, wouldn’t it say continued on page 

so and so?” 

“Usually,” I answered. “Keep looking anyway. We only have about half an hour left before 

class ends.” 

We both continued our tedious tasks of scrolling and searching. I had looked at the screen 

for so long that my eyes were blurring. There were only a couple of sheets of film left to 

go through, and the box that we had was the only one available. Each of us took one of the 

two remaining films, and within seconds, Donna said excitedly, “DeeDee, is this what 

you’re looking for?” 
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It was a published article from a larger, highly circulated newspaper out of West Palm 

Beach, and it included multiple photos, including those of the eyewitnesses who had given 

statements. 

“It says there’s more on page four,” Donna said, scrolling until she found the continuation. 

It held even more photos and excerpts from witness interviews. 

“I need a copy of that,” I said, staring at the one picture that had captured my attention. I 

wasn’t positively sure if it were the man that I’d seen in my vision, but he had the same 

hair color and build, and it was the best photo I’d seen so far, and I wasn’t about to let the 

opportunity slip through my fingers. Once I could enlarge and print the photo, I’d be able 

to see his face better and memorize it. That way, if I had another vision, I would specifically 

look for him. Donna wrote the number of the slide and took it to the counter for the librarian 

to print it out. While she did that, I put all the slides back into the box and sealed it, then 

turned off both of the scanners. 

As I began walking to join Donna at the counter, I saw Blake and his friends sitting at a 

table in the far corner of the library, and judging by their body language, the conversation 

between them was intense. Blake was slinging both arms as he spoke to them, attempting 

to make a point inside a room where he could not shout out what he wanted to say. Zeke 

Patterson and Dean Caldwell sat across the table from him, both with their heads down as 

if Blake were scolding them. 

And they were not alone. 

With the same tattered and filthy clothes she’d worn in Chemistry class, Stacy stood behind 

Blake, staring down at him with an angry expression. 

She looked up at me and pointed a finger at each of them, then to herself, showing me that 

all three had played a role in her death. 

Blake glanced over at me and caught me staring in his direction; however, he didn’t realize 

that it wasn’t him I was looking at.  Still, he motioned for me to come to the table. I hesitated 

briefly, but then curiosity got the better of me and I made my way to his table to find out 

what the jackass wanted. 

“Did you lose something?” he asked hatefully. “Because whatever it is, you won’t find it 

over here.” 

“No,” I answered firmly. “I haven’t lost a thing.” 
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“Then get lost, you little pipsqueak,” he said, laughing. Dean laughed as well, but Zeke 

kept his head down. 

I began walking away, realizing that was the smartest thing I could do when it came to 

bullies like Blake and his sidekick jocks. Attempting to stand up to assholes like him and 

his friends would only make matters worse. But knowing what I knew about the three of 

them being implicated by the girl they’d killed, I simply couldn’t do that, so I returned to 

their table. “I know what you did to Stacy,” I told Blake, leaning down, and staring him 

straight in the eyes. “And soon enough, everyone else will, too.” 

Zeke’s head shot up, glaring at me, but he didn’t look angry. It was more the look of a deer 

caught in headlights, one of fear, as if he’d suddenly awakened from a terrifying nightmare. 

All three exchanged puzzled glances. 

“I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about,” Blake replied through clenched teeth. 

“But you need to shut up and quit running your mouth if you know what’s good for you.” 

“And if I don’t, will you kill me, too?” I asked sardonically, then turned my back on him 

and walked away before he could say anything else. 

In the heat of the moment, I was proud of myself for being so brave and standing up to him 

instead of cowering away. 

Hindsight is always 20/20. I would soon learn that what I said to him would be one of the 

biggest mistakes I’ve ever made. 
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Chapter 20–Repeat Performance 

 

Stress had never been a condition I was prone to before my accident and everything that 

followed; however, that day had certainly brought more than its fair share of disturbances. 

It goes without saying that it’d been an overwhelmingly disquieting day, what with looking 

through slide after slide searching for information about the club fire, seeing Stacy again 

in her post-death traumatic state, and my tense run-in with Blake. 

Dr. Cunningham had forewarned me that my visions of the club disaster would repeatedly 

recur until whoever was trying to relay a message to me finally got it across. I’d begun to 

wonder if she’d been wrong about that because I hadn’t had another one since my visit 

with her. 

Until the night following my face-off with Blake. 

The new vision differed dramatically from the earlier one. This time, instead of being an 

outside observer looking in, I saw the events unfold in real time through the eyes of a club 

patron who wanted to show me something extremely important. 

Embodying my visual guide, I’m sitting on a barstool talking and laughing with a friend 

when I see the man walk in, shoving and pushing his way through the crowded dance floor 

as he makes his way to the bar. Plopping down on a red leather stool, he sips on a mug of 

beer while he watches the couples twirling on the lit dance floor. 

He becomes extremely irritated when he spots one specific couple engaged in a slow dance, 

holding each other close as they share an intimate kiss. He slams his beer mug down on the 

countertop hard enough to shatter it, sending white frothy foam over the rim, yet the glass 

remains unbroken as he rises from the stool and approaches them, taking hold of the 

woman’s shoulder and forcefully pulling her away from her date. The two men begin 

arguing. The woman steps in between them, trying to break them apart, only to be shoved 

aside when the two men start brawling, clutching onto each other’s shirts, ripping away 

buttons and pieces of fabric before throwing punches at each other. Couples quickly 

scramble away from the fight and off the dance floor, not wanting to be victims of stray 

fisted punches. A tall, well-built man that I assume is the club bouncer gets between them 

and separates them, letting the couple go but taking the instigator to the end of the bar 

where I’m sitting, allowing me to get a good look at him. 
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“What the hell’s wrong with you, man?” the bouncer shouts at him. I can see the spittle 

flying from his mouth as he yells, leaving small, shiny flecks of it on his chin. “Are you 

wanting me to fire you? Go clean yourself up and then get the hell out of my club. I don’t 

want to see your face in here again until you’re scheduled to work. Got it?” 

With a nod, Mr. Arsonist turns and walks toward the bathroom, but stops short of the 

bathroom door and pauses in front of a different one with a “Storage Closet” sign adhered 

to it. 

I’m now in the women’s bathroom, standing at the sink washing my hands and looking 

into the mirror, the face of the woman I’m personifying clearly visible. Young and 

beautiful, with flawless light brown skin. Dressed in a red jumpsuit, I comb my short hair 

before turning to leave. The face staring back at me from the mirror looks familiar. I’ve 

seen her somewhere before, but I can’t quite recall where. 

Mr. Arsonist is entering the storage closet as I exit the ladies’ room and return to my seat 

at the bar. Puzzled, I look over my shoulder at the door, wondering why the man went into 

the storage closet after being told to leave. He isn’t in there long before exiting and then 

entering the men’s bathroom, so I dismiss it and return my attention to my friend, paying 

no mind at all to how long the man was in the restroom. 

He casts an angry glare my way as he rushes past, making his way toward the front door, 

allowing me the opportunity to plainly see his face. He doesn’t appear to be incredibly old, 

early to mid-twenties, with dark hair, wearing a black leather jacket with a motorcycle 

patch attached to the left lapel; however, I can’t see the writing on the logo well enough to 

make out what it says. 

Again, he shoves his way back through the crowd as he heads for the front door. Instead of 

leaving, he stops and turns around, smiling evilly as he takes one last glance at the crowd 

before storming out. 

But he doesn’t leave the premises. 

He’s standing in the parking lot beside his car when the first black trail of smoke wafts 

through the cracks of the front door, staying there as he watches the people who had been 

waiting in line to get inside the club scatter like an army of ants, while the people trapped 

inside struggle to find the exit. Because the club has no windows, the only way out is 

through the front door. 
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Only a handful of the patrons make it to safety. Likely, it’s those who were closest to the 

door, still able to see their way to the sole exit before the entire club became filled with 

impenetrable smoke. 

He never budges from his spot, enjoying what he’s witnessing as he watches the entire 

tragedy unfold. The flashing blue and red lights of police cars, the sirens and blinking 

emergency lights of the fire trucks, firefighters with their hoses spraying the building, 

appears to arouse in him a state of absolute euphoria. 

He gives an interview to a reporter from one local newspaper, recounting his story about 

what he’d seen happen at Club Xanadu, smiling as they take his picture… 

I sprang up in bed, a scream frozen in my throat. Shaking and panting, I gasped for air 

because I could once again taste and smell the smoke. Drawing my legs up close to my 

chest, I hugged my knees and rocked back and forth, taking in long breaths to calm myself 

down. 

Not only had he set the fire on purpose, but he’d watched the whole thing unfold and did 

nothing to help anyone. Why had he chosen to let them all die? Because he was mad at his 

girlfriend for dancing with another man and torched the club in revenge? 

It was a terrifying vision, and I had no clue whose spirit it was that showed me all those 

things or invoked the multitude of emotions inside me that allowed me to feel and see what 

Mr. Arsonist had felt and seen, but whoever it was, had succeeded in delivering their 

message to me. 

I saw the murderer’s face as clearly as I would have had I been staring at a photograph, and 

if I ever saw him in person, I would definitely be able to identify him. 
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Chapter 21–Unwanted Publicity 

 

When I appeared on Psychics United, I do so with the intent of making a believer out of 

Chief Simms so that he would assist me in helping Stacy. I didn’t even consider the 

consequences that would follow as far as media outlets went. Meaning that anyone who 

read the newspapers, local or county editions, would see the story that exposed my abilities. 

My secret was out and there was no retracting it. 

“Have you seen today’s paper?” Donna squealed, running up to me in the courtyard, Laura 

tagging closely behind, which surprised me considering that she hadn’t spoken to me since 

the day that I’d revealed what had happened to me following my accident.   

“No, why?” 

“You made the front page,” she exclaimed, opening her notebook and handing me a folded 

copy of the Everglades Herald, our local weekly paper. 

“It’s all real, then?” Laura asked timidly. “You were telling the truth?” That last question 

came out more like a statement. 

“Yes,” I answered, unfolding the paper to read the article that Donna was referring to. 

The bold headline screamed up at me from the front page. It was also the lead story. Local 

Student Appears on Psychics United and Blows the Audience Away, it read, going into 

detail about my ability and the outcome of my appearance on the show, how I had helped 

several audience members, what I had told them, and how I had been the youngest panelist 

ever to appear on the show. 

Laura stared at me while I read, shaking her head. “Not only can you see ghosts, but now 

you’re a celebrity, too,” she huffed. 

“No, I’m not,” I answered, glancing up at her. “I’m still the same person who I always 

was.” 

“Not if you can do all of this,” she said, waving a hand at the paper. 

“Laura, I didn’t ask for this,” I stated sternly. “I can’t change what happened. Regardless 

of what you think or believe, I am still me, but if you’re uncomfortable with that, then I 

can’t change that either.” 

“Whatever,” she said dismissively, rolling her eyes. 
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“You know what, Laura?” I asked angrily, haphazardly folding the paper back together and 

shoving it into Donna’s hand. “I didn’t have to tell you anything about my condition, but I 

did. And do you want to know why? Because we’re friends, and I don’t tell lies to my 

friends. I am what I am, and if you don’t want to be friends with me anymore because I’m 

different now, that is entirely up to you. It still doesn’t change what’s happened to me. But 

I’m sick and tired of you treating me like I’ve got leprosy. Either you’re my friend or you’re 

not, it’s your choice.” 

She glared at me but remained silent. 

“Tell her why you did it, DeeDee,” Donna prodded. “Explain to her why you went on the 

show. Maybe then she’ll understand.” 

I shook my head. “No, she won’t.” 

“Instead of answering for me, why don’t you try telling me and letting me judge for 

myself?” Laura asked. 

She gazed at me in disbelief when I told her what I knew about Stacy and the boys that 

were involved. Not only in her disappearance, but also in her death. 

“Stacy’s dead?” she nearly shouted. 

“Shh, not so loud,” I said. “That isn’t public knowledge yet.” 

“And you think Blake had something to do with it?” 

“I don’t think,” I answered with certainty. “I know he did.” 

Every person who passed by our table glanced over at us, snickering, whispering, and 

pointing. I didn’t need to be a rocket scientist to figure out why, but I never would have 

guessed that so many people read the paper. 

“They’re laughing at you, DeeDee,” Laura said without looking at me. “It doesn’t bother 

you to know they’re making fun of you?” 

“Why should it?” 

Laura shrugged. “You’re not even a little uneasy about it?” 

“No,” I said honestly. “I got over that a long time ago. They can laugh all they want to if 

that’s what makes them happy.” 

Someone else was also present in the courtyard that morning. Someone that I’d preferred 

didn’t know about my secret, even though I’d all but revealed it to him anyway when I’d 

accused him of murdering Stacy. But if he’d read the paper, watched the show, or overheard 
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others talking about me, then he now knew exactly how I knew what he’d done, and having 

that knowledge might cause dire consequences for me. 

Blake stood with his back against the wall by the courtyard entrance, his arms folded across 

his chest and a raised foot resting against the brick, staring coldly and threateningly at me. 

He was alone, which was odd because rarely was he seen without his sidekicks, Zeke and 

Dean. 

As we made eye contact, he used his thumb to show a slicing gesture across his throat, and 

then pointed to me with an evil smirk on his face. 

I swallowed hard, but showed no fear, although the person who had taken the life of Stacy 

Amberville had just threatened me. And since he had already killed once, how difficult 

would it be to do it twice, especially to the one person who could expose his guilt? 

With my attention returned to Donna and Laura, I did my best to forget about Blake. 

But that was hard to do when he’d warned me I was next on his hit list. 

The rest of the day went as expected, with stares, whispers, questions that I wouldn’t 

answer. I suddenly felt like a freak around the people that I’d known for most of my life, 

and I wondered how long it would take for all of them to shun me and treat me as if I were 

a leper. 

Thinking about Blake’s subtle threat to me hadn’t really bothered me so much throughout 

the day, probably because I was in the company of others, and that was an excellent 

distraction; however, walking home alone was a different story. I constantly looked around 

me, at stands of bushes, inside parked cars, behind trees, to make sure that Blake wasn’t 

watching me, or worse, following me. 

Was his threat to slice my throat nothing more than an attempt to intimidate me because I 

had called him out in front of his friends? Or was he serious about killing me? Should I tell 

my mom, report it to Chief Simms, or simply let it go for the moment and write it off as a 

desperate attempt to scare me? We would see each other every day in school, so he would 

have plenty of opportunities to continue to taunt me. If that turned out to be the case, that 

would be when I said something about it. Until that time arrived, I would continue to do 

what I was doing, which was trying to help Stacy. I hadn’t heard from Chief Simms and as 

far as I knew, Stacy’s body still hadn’t been found. 
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When I got home, there was a letter in the mailbox addressed to me from KPTV. It was 

from Barbara, the show’s producer. “Dear Miss Olsen,” it read. “I have attempted to 

contact you but have been unsuccessful in doing so. Please call me at your earliest possible 

convenience at the telephone number listed below.” 

“I wonder what she wants,” I said aloud. To place a call to her would be long distance, 

which meant an extra charge on the monthly phone bill. I was sure mom wouldn’t mind if 

I called her since she’d written me a letter asking me to. 

“DeeDee!” Barbara exclaimed when I identified myself. “I have been trying and trying to 

get ahold of you.” 

“Well, I am in school all day and mom’s at work,” I explained. “So, there’s no one here 

during the day to answer the phone.” 

“That makes perfect sense,” Barbara replied, sounding eager to continue talking. “Listen, 

I’m sure you’d like to know why I wanted to contact you.” 

“Yes.” 

“I’d like to invite you back to the show,” she said. “You were an overnight sensation, and 

you impressed many people with your talents. We’ve received tons of calls and letters 

asking us to get you back on. Some of our viewers have asked if you do private sessions. 

So, what do you say? Will you come back?” 

“No,” I answered, having already determined that I’d never do it again. “Thanks for the 

invitation, but I’m really not interested. And I also don’t do private sessions.” 

“Are you sure about this?” Barbara asked, sounding disappointed. “Have you any idea how 

much money you could make by sharing your gift with others?” 

“To be truthfully honest with you, making money by using my ability has never crossed 

my mind. I won’t do it for financial gain, only to help those who are hurting.” 

“But you would help people, DeeDee,” she argued. “Please reconsider your answer. 

Perhaps talk it over with your mother and then get back to me.” 

“I don’t need to speak with my mom about it,” I told her. “She knows how I feel, and my 

answer is still no.” 

“I’m very sorry to hear that,” she answered sharply. “If you change your mind, you’ve got 

my number.” She hung up before I could respond. 
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While I had the phone in my hand, I dialed the number to the police station. I wanted to 

speak with Chief Simms and find out if he’d made any progress on Stacy’s case. It 

disappointed me to learn that he was out of the station for the day. I left a message asking 

for him to call me when he got a chance. 

Paranoia suddenly swept over me as I stood in my living room in front of the exposed 

windows. The feeling that I was being watched was so terribly strong that I yanked the 

curtains closed and then peeked outside through a crack to make sure Blake hadn’t parked 

in front of my house. No one was there, but the uneasy feeling remained. I had to admit 

that his threat had bothered me more than I’d initially thought. 

That was the only explanation I could produce to justify why I had such an overwhelming 

feeling of dread. 
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Chapter 22–Blake Chutney 

 

I had known of, and heard his name since elementary school, but I had never been a friend 

or acquaintance of Blake Chutney. We came from different sides of the tracks. His family 

was filthy rich, and I was a dirt-poor project kid, two backgrounds that rarely mixed well. 

He had always been popular. A stuck-up, goody two-shoes who treated others who weren’t 

in his elite class of people like crap. 

Money had never been an issue for him or his family, and those who didn’t have any 

weren’t worth his time, and certainly not worth speaking to. 

Most of the girls, including myself at one time, thought he was handsome and would make 

the ideal boyfriend, with his jet-black hair that was just long enough to curl up on the ends, 

and bangs that swept across his forehead. His long black lashes and dark blue eyes had 

melted many of the girls’ hearts as they fantasized about staring longingly into them as 

they awaited a perfect kiss that would never happen. As far as stature goes, he wasn’t very 

tall. Around five feet ten inches, but extremely well-built and muscular. 

It’s amazing how an opinion of someone can change drastically once that person’s genuine 

soul becomes known. My mother had always told me that beauty was only skin deep, and 

that ugliness cut all the way to the depths of the soul, meaning the lightness or darkness of 

a person’s heart. 

It wasn’t until I started the ninth grade and began going to high school I realized how 

egotistical and hateful he truly was–always picking on the younger kids and making fun of 

them, then laughing about it with his friends. Seeing him slap someone on the back of the 

head as they passed by or tripping them and making them fall became an everyday 

occurrence. No one had ever reprimanded him for his actions, and all of his victims were 

too scared to tell on him for fear that the torture would only become worse if they did. 

Fortunately, I had never been the recipient of his bullying, but I kept my distance from him 

anyway, not so much as even glancing in his direction whenever I’d pass by him. 

My thoughts whenever I’d witnessed his behavior were always, “if that’s how people act 

when they’re rich, then I’m glad I’m poor.” He thought he could get away with anything 

because he was wealthy and spoiled. Money can buy about anything, can’t it? Including 

finding ways out of trouble. 
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I suppose it’s safe to say that his aggressiveness was beneficial for playing football because 

it had made him a star quarterback for our team. On the field, he was an excellent athlete, 

but off the field, he was a complete and total jerk, maintaining his aggressiveness even if 

it wasn’t necessary. And his friends, Zeke and Dean, were just as bad as he was, which was 

why they were all such good friends. Birds of a feather. 

What such a sweet girl like Stacy Amberville ever saw in him, I will never know or 

understand. Her family was also wealthy, but her personality compared to Blake’s was as 

different as night and day, a clash of coldness and warmth. Stacy was kind and outgoing, 

always smiling and cordial to schoolmates, a total contrast to Blake’s snotty and hateful 

outlook. 

I struggled to imagine ever mistreating anyone the way Blake did. 

I often wondered if Stacy knew how badly he acted and how hateful he was to others, what 

a nasty bully he really was, and if she was aware of it all, why did she put up with it? I 

understand that sometimes opposites attract, but I never would have thought it would be to 

that extent. 

I liked to think that when he was around her; he was on his best behavior, pretending to be 

a nice guy when he really wasn’t. Whatever he had done or said to her in the drugstore had 

resulted in him receiving a good tongue lashing from her. I couldn't imagine she would 

have tolerated his bullishness, especially towards her. 

Perhaps losing her life was the price she’d paid for backtalking him and embarrassing him 

in front of his friends, or he had intended to teach her a lesson, lost his temper and took it 

too far. There were so many possibilities that it was nauseating to think about them all. 

Blake was an abusive tormentor to other kids, I knew that for a fact, but whether he’d been 

to Stacy, I had no clue. 

Answers were something that I wanted but didn’t have. I knew that Chief Simms was 

working on it, but results weren’t coming fast enough to satisfy me. 

Recalling all the things I’d seen Blake and his friends do to others throughout the years, all 

the mean and hateful things they’d said made me rethink what I’d said to him about Stacy. 

Was his gesture towards me more than an idle threat? For all I knew, he could’ve been with 

his friends at that very moment, planning and conspiring about what to do about me, how 
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to shut me up before I ran my mouth about what I knew, and when and how they would do 

it. 

Fear wasn’t an emotion that I often felt, but it was definitely one that I was beginning to 

experience. 

With all my heart, I hoped I hadn’t underestimated the lengths that Blake Chutney would 

go to silence me once and for all. 
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Chapter 23–Stacy Amberville 

 

It took me longer than usual to fall asleep that night because I went to bed with all those 

thoughts dancing around in my head and still battling my bout of paranoia. In the darkness 

of my room, I laid in bed staring into nothingness and hoping that no spirits came to me 

wanting my help. All I wanted at that moment was to be left alone so that I could do my 

best to sort out all my worries. Usually, the constant whirring of my electric fan lulled me 

to sleep, but I found no solace in the soft humming of the blades. 

Somewhere in between the fretting, tossing, and turning, and punching and fluffing my 

pillow over and over, I drifted off. 

I don’t know how long I’d been asleep when I suddenly bolted wide awake and sat upright 

in my bed, my face wet with fresh tears. In my vision, I’d been crying, and I brought the 

tears with me into the world of awakening. I curled into the fetal position and lay alone in 

my bed, sobbing quietly, the vision of tragedy and heartbreak still fresh in my mind. 

I’d witnessed the chain of events that had led to Stacy’s sudden death. Through her eyes, I 

saw the whole thing, from start to finish, felt the pain she’d suffered, saw who’d killed her, 

and with Stacy’s help, became an eyewitness to the torture she’d endured before death 

claimed her. 

The tears that I shed weren’t for me, but for her. Not only was I mourning her death, but I 

was also infuriated that there were three brutal monsters who continued to strut proudly 

around town and campus as if they’d done nothing wrong, when in fact, they’d brutally 

abused her. 

Stacy had shown me what I needed to know in order to help her. As I laid there in the dark 

trying to wrap my head around what Blake, Zeke, and Dean had done to Stacy, I vaguely 

recalled seeing her standing beside my bed just as I’d begun to doze off. I did my best to 

stay alert so that I could communicate with her, but an unusual type of unresponsiveness 

overcame me. I could neither move nor speak. 

She stood unmoving next to my bed, remaining silent as she stared into my eyes. Then she 

did something she’d never done before–she reached out and touched me, placing her icy 

hand on my forehead, and speaking one word… 

“SEE!” 
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* * * * * 

“Stacy, you looked beautiful tonight.” 

I was awestruck as I heard my voice repeating what I’d said to Stacy on Homecoming night 

as she’d walked past me and Donna, mainly because I hadn’t opened my mouth and I’m 

not a talented ventriloquist. In a matter of seconds, I realized what I was experiencing. 

Unlike my embodiment experience with the club patron, I was now an onlooker about to 

be shown an eyewitness account of the chain of events that occurred on the night that Stacy 

disappeared, brought to me in full color by the victim herself. 

The sensation of seeing myself standing next to Donna while we both admired Stacy’s 

beauty was beyond surreal, feeling like a ghost myself because I could see them, but they 

couldn’t see me. The only way I know how to describe the feeling is by comparing it to 

watching myself on a recorded home video. What I was about to learn would be like no 

horror movie I’d ever watched and would haunt me for a very long time.  

Blake, Dean and Zeke were already in the car waiting for her when she opened the car door 

and climbed into the front passenger seat. “I need to go home and change clothes before 

we go anywhere else,” Stacy said to Blake. 

“No problem,” he replied, cranking the car and driving away while Zeke and Dean 

snickered and whispered in the back seat. 

“Let me guess,” Stacy said, turning around to face them. “You’ll be joining us tonight?” 

“Wouldn’t be a party without us,” Dean replied. 

“Figures,” Stacy said. “Haven’t you guys ever heard that two’s company and three’s a 

crowd?” 

“Then what does four make?” Zeke asked. 

“Two too many,” Stacy answered, shaking her head. 

Blake pulled into Stacy’s driveway and put the car in park but left the engine running. “I 

won’t be long,” she said, lifting the hem of her dress and hopping out. 

In her pink bedroom with matching pink blanket and pillowcases, Stacy removed the long 

gown she was wearing, placed it carefully on a satin hanger and put it inside her closet. 

Slipping on a pair of jeans and a Blue Devils tee-shirt, she swapped out her high heels for 

sandals. Before exiting her room, she removed the diamond necklace and bracelet she’d 
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worn and placed them inside her ballerina jewelry box, put on a pair of gold loop earrings 

and a gold chain necklace with a “#1 Daughter” charm. 

“Bye mom!” she called out as she descended the stairs. “I won’t be out too late. Love you!” 

she shouted before closing the door. 

Stacy knew where they were going when Blake turned onto Market Road. “Seriously?” she 

asked. “That’s where you’re taking me?” 

“Why not?” Blake asked.  “It’s private, and no one else will be there. We can party all night 

long if we want to.” 

“Can’t we go somewhere else?” she asked. “That place is nasty and creeps me out.” 

“No, we can’t go somewhere else,” Blake replied in a high-pitched voice, mocking her. 

After crossing over railroad tracks, he turned left onto the dirt path that led straight to the 

Ag Barn. Stacy saw the silhouette of the building as they drew closer, only because faint 

light seeped through the loft window, providing what small amount of illumination there 

was. The building had no electricity, so she figured that Blake and his friends had gone to 

the barn earlier and put out lit candles or kerosene lamps to prepare for whatever scheme 

the three of them had planned. 

Blake parked behind the Ag Barn, an action Stacy found strange, like he was concealing 

their presence there. 

Horses neighed from the nearby pasture as she stepped out of the car. The smell of freshly 

mown grass and hay hung heavily in the air, mixed with the scent of horse and cow manure. 

“How romantic,” she muttered. 

“Get the chest out of the trunk,” Blake commanded, taking Stacy’s hand and leading her 

toward the back entrance of the barn. “I want to show my girl what we’ve done for her.” 

The old, stained wooden door groans and grinds as Blake tugs it open, rusty hinges 

protesting against the uninvited intrusion.  

A feeling of discomfort is building in Stacy. Something about Blake’s tone, the eeriness 

and silence inside the barn has her unsettled. But she dismisses the feeling, believing that 

Blake is showing off in front of his friends, flaunting his masculinity by demonstrating who 

the alpha jock of the trio is.   

Jack-o'-lanterns sit atop multiple stacks of baled hay, their triangular eyes and crooked 

mouths aglow with orange flames, sneering at her from their perches. 
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“Happy Halloween,” Blake said, giving Stacy a quick peck on the cheek. 

“Halloween’s a week away,” she replies, glancing around the barn. 

“Is there a law that says we can’t celebrate early?” Blake asked, squeezing her hand too 

tightly for it to be a show of affection, then leads her further into the barn. 

Four blankets were spread out in a large connecting square in the center of the hay covered 

floor, the area lit by a single oil lantern. A stuffed scarecrow dressed in tattered blue 

overalls and a red and white checked shirt hung from one of the wooden rafters directly 

above the blanketed area, dangling from a rope noose tied around its neck. Plastic skeletons 

posed in various positions on the floor and tops of hay bales, some hugging each other, 

some with their legs crossed, others lying on their underside, heads propped up on skeletal 

hands. 

“This is creepy, Blake,” Stacy said. “You went a little overboard with the decorations.” 

“A hint of the macabre,” Blake said with a wave of his hand. “Isn’t that what Halloween’s 

all about? Yeah, it’s a little spooky, but what’s important is whether you like it.” 

“Sort of,” she said with a half-smile. “I’d find it more enjoyable if it was just the two of 

us.” 

“Oh, come on, baby, don’t be like that,” he teased. “We’re all going to have some fun 

tonight. You wait and see.” 

Zeke and Dean entered the barn carrying a blue ice chest, a brown paper bag on top, and 

placed them on the floor beside the blankets. 

“What’s in here?” Stacy asked, picking up the bag. 

“It’s a surprise,” Blake answered, quickly snatching it out of her hand. When he laughed, 

so did Zeke and Dean. “Sit down, Stacy. Let’s get this party started.” 

Opening the chest, Blake pulled three cans of beer from the ice, tossing one to each of his 

friends. He pulled the tab on his and took a large gulp, followed by a thunderous burp. 

“Man, that’s good,” he said, wiping foam from his lip. “You want one?” he asked Stacy. 

“No.” 

“Why not? Are you too good to have a drink with us?” 

“I don’t want a beer, that’s all.” 

Blake opened the paper bag and removed three monster-face Halloween masks. After 

putting on his disguise, he used the elastic bands on the others to sling-shot them to Zeke 
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and Dean. “Put those on, jackasses,” he laughed. “Your actual faces are too ugly to look 

at.” 

“What are you guys doing?” Stacy asked, looking confused as she glanced from one boy 

to the other. 

“Getting ready for our special occasion,” Blake answered, reaching back into the bag, 

pulling out a deck of cards and a box of chocolate candy. 

“What occasion?” 

“We’re going to play a fun game called Trick or Treat strip poker,” Blake said, removing 

the cards from their box and shuffling them. 

“I’m not playing any games,” Stacy said, rising to her knees. “And I’m certainly not about 

to undress in from of them,” she exclaimed, waving a hand toward Zeke and Dean. “I’m 

not a child and this already looks juvenile to me.” 

“Sit your ass down,” Blake demanded, giving her forearm a yank. “We went through all 

this trouble to make tonight special, and I’m not going to let you ruin it. You got that? And 

yes, you are going to play.” 

I could feel Stacy’s nervousness as she wondered what stupid prank Blake was up to. She 

had a sinking feeling that whatever it was, it wasn’t good. She wished she’d stayed home 

instead of agreeing to go out with Blake and his asshole sidekicks. 

“Let me explain the rules of the game,” Blake said, staring at her through his hideous 

werewolf mask. “Dealer calls the shots; the player will remove the piece of apparel that 

they’re instructed to remove by the dealer.  Doesn’t matter who has the winning hand, the 

loser is who I say it is.” 

“That’s not fair,” Stacy huffed over Zeke and Dean’s laughter. “That’s cheating.”  

“Who said anything about being fair?” Blake asked, dealing the cards. “My game, my rules, 

end of discussion.” 

“I’ve already told you I’m not playing,” Stacy said, again trying to stand, but Blake pulled 

her back down onto the blankets. 

When he lifted his mask, Stacy could see that he was getting angry and irritated at her for 

refusing to comply with his request. 

“You know what?” he said, nostrils flaring, jaws clenching. “Change of plans.” He then 

bent the deck of cards in an arc and released them, spraying them directly into Stacy’s face. 
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“Nah, I was yanking your chains,” he said with a quick nod. “We won’t be playing any 

games tonight, but we will take care of some business.” His announcement brought an 

eruption of laughter from Zeke and Dean, whose masks were even more hideous than 

Blake’s. 

“Blake, what are you doing?” Stacy asked nervously. 

“We’re just going to have some fun,” he said, putting his mask back on. “Right, guys?” 

“Right,” they answered in unison. 

Blake rose to his knees beside Stacy. “The real reason I brought you out here was to 

confront you about some nasty rumors floating around town about you.” 

“Rumors?” Stacy shrieked, her voice shaky. “About me? What kind of rumors?” 

“From what I’ve been told, you’ve been cheating on me, and I want to give you the chance 

to clarify whether or not that’s true.” 

“What?” Stacy asked with surprise. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

“Seems you’re more than a little flirty with a lot of other guys,” Blake said, removing his 

jacket and throwing it aside. “Or so I’ve heard.” 

“You’re drunk, as usual,” Stacy said angrily. “And you’re wrong. I haven’t been seeing 

anyone else, contrary to what you’ve been told or believe.” 

“Got a smart mouth on you, too, don’t you, little whore?” he asked, gripping her face with 

his hand. “Which brings me to my next order of business. The next time you feel brave 

enough to mouth off or yell at me in public or in front of my friends, you might want to 

think twice about it before doing it if you know what’s good for you,” he warned. “Since 

I’m such a nice guy, I’m going to forget about the drugstore incident, but keep in mind that 

you’d better not make the same mistake twice.” 

Stacy shoved his hand away and scooted backwards, quickly getting to her feet. “Don’t 

you ever touch me again!” she screamed at him. She was frightened now, realizing that she 

was in a dire predicament, desperately needing to find a way out. The only exit was the 

same door they’d come in. Even if she bolted and ran as fast as she could, one or all three 

of them would be on her before she could make it to the door. She was trapped inside the 

Ag Barn with three drunkards who were up to no good, with no viable way of escaping. 

“You’re a prick, Blake, you know that? A complete and total asshole. I’m sick of the way 

you talk down to people and the hateful way you treat them. You’re nothing but a 
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disgusting browbeater. Why I ever got involved with you, or what I ever saw in you, is 

beyond me. You and your juvenile delinquent friends sicken me.” 

“That’s some mighty big talk coming from such a small lady,” Blake said, slowly rising to 

his feet. “Who the hell do you think you’re talking to like that, bitch?” 

Stacy incessantly glanced around the barn, trying to establish a way out. Since there were 

no windows other than the one in the loft, a single door, and no ladder to climb into the 

loft, she had nowhere to go. 

Her heart pounded as she struggled to hide her fear from Blake and the others. 

“You’re probably wondering why I brought you all the way out here to talk,” Blake said, 

taking a step closer to her. Zeke and Dean snickered behind him. 

Stacy stared coldly at him but remained silent. 

“The answer is simple,” he said calmly. “Because no one knows we’re here!” he screamed 

at the top of his lungs, laughing evilly. 

“I want to go home,” Stacy said, fighting back tears. “Now.” 

“I’m sure you do,” Blake said, grabbing her by the arm, his nails digging into her flesh. 

“But you’re not going anywhere. I brought you here for a reason, and that reason is to teach 

you a lesson.”  He lifted the mask from his face onto the top of his head, his eyes burning 

bright with rage. “It’s about time you learned your proper position in our relationship. As 

I told you before, I’ve heard rumors about your infidelities, and I simply can’t allow that, 

Stacy, because I refuse to play second fiddle to anyone. You belong to me, and I won’t 

tolerate you being unfaithful.” 

“You’re wrong, Blake,” Stacy replied, her voice quivering. “I don’t belong to you or 

anyone else. I’m not a personal possession for you to stake a claim on. And whoever told 

you I’ve been dating or seeing other guys behind your back is a liar. They don’t know what 

they’re talking about.” 

“Are you calling my friends liars?” Blake seethed. 

“If it’s your friends who told you that lie, then yes, I am.” 

“You shouldn’t have said that,” Dean said angrily, rising to his feet. Zeke got up and took 

a stand beside him. “I don’t like being called names,” Dean hissed through clenched teeth. 

“Easy, tiger,” Blake told him, extending his arm to hold Dean back. “Not yet.” 

“Take off your clothes,” he told Stacy. “You’ve been a bad girl and you need a spanking.” 
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“Are you out of your mind?” Stacy yelled at him. “I’m not taking my clothes off in front 

of them.” 

“You heard me,” Blake said, grabbing her by the hair and pulling hard. “Do as you’re told, 

you got that?” 

“Yes,” Stacy answered, bursting into tears. 

“Good,” Blake said, letting go of her hair and shoving her backwards. She stumbled but 

didn’t fall, quickly regaining her balance and standing erect. With a swift move, she 

stepped up to Blake and slapped him hard across the face, leaving a red imprint on his left 

cheek. “You’re a disgusting pig!” she spat before turning and dashing for the exit. Because 

of all the decorations, the interior of the barn was like maneuvering through an obstacle 

course, forcing her to go around and over bales of hay and bags of horse feed as she tried 

to escape, only to be slowed down by the multitudes of hurdles. 

“Get that stupid bitch!” Blake yelled at Zeke and Dean. “Don’t you dare let her get away.” 

Zeke stepped in front of the door just as Stacy reached it, blocking her path, and preventing 

her from being able to flee. She turned to run in the opposite direction, but Dean was behind 

her, grabbing onto her shirt as she tried to run past him. He wrapped his arms around her 

in a tight bear hug, picking her up and carrying her as she kicked and screamed, fighting 

against him. Her constant struggling did nothing to deter him. Also a physically fit athlete, 

he outweighed her by more than a hundred pounds, his strength no match for Stacy’s petite 

body. Lugging her back to the blanketed area where Blake stood waiting, he dumped her 

at his feet. 

Stacy was sobbing and gasping for breath when Blake forcefully pulled her from the floor 

by the collar of her shirt, ripping the cotton fabric. “Nobody hits me and gets away with 

it,” he hissed into her face. With a balled-up fist, he punched her in the stomach, causing 

her to double over, and then kneed her in the face. She fell backwards onto the floor, blood 

streaming from her nose and mouth. Blake straddled her as she lay on the floor, continuing 

to kick, scream, and strike out at him. 

“Get over here!” he yelled to Zeke and Dean, both of whom now looked either scared or 

nervous, possibly both. 

“Blake, that’s enough,” Zeke said. 
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“You heard me!” he yelled back. “It’s enough when I say it’s enough. Now both of you get 

your asses over here and hold this bitch’s arms down!” 

Reluctantly, they both did as instructed, kneeling beside Stacy, each of them pinning down 

an arm so that she couldn’t fight back. 

Blake’s anger had passed the boiling point with no chance of it cooling down. Still on top 

of Stacy, he punched her repeatedly in the face. His fury still burning, he wrapped both 

hands around her neck and squeezed, his thumbs burrowing into her throat. 

Stacy’s eyes bulged from the pressure applied to her windpipe, severing her oxygen supply. 

Her angst quickly turned to dread as she realized her life was about to end and there was 

nothing she could do to prevent it from happening. 

“Blake, stop!” Zeke screamed. “You’re killing her!” 

Blake shoved him away and gripped Stacy’s neck even tighter, his rage out of control. 

“You made a big mistake hitting me,” Blake seethed. 

“Blake, stop it!” Dean was shouting at him now. Fuming, his wrath fixated on Stacy, Blake 

was oblivious to his friends’ pleas to end his assault on her. “This has gone too far!” 

Blake finally released his grip and stared down at her lifeless body. “Stupid bitch,” he 

panted. “Now look what you made me do.” 

Blake wiped the sweat from his brow onto the hem of his shirt, his evil grin filled with 

contempt as he raised himself off Stacy’s body. Zeke and Dean concentrated their attention 

on him, both in a state of disbelief as they released her arms. 

“Oh my God!” Zeke cried out, grabbing onto his head, and pacing around. “Oh my God!” 

he chanted repeatedly. “You killed her!” he screamed. 

“Blake?” Dean said, getting up from the floor 

“Shut up!” Blake yelled at him. 

“But what…?” 

“I said shut up and let me think!” 

“We have to go to the police,” Zeke said. “We’ll tell them it was an accident. They’ll 

understand that, won’t they?” 

“Are you kidding me?” Blake shrieked, shaking his head. “We can’t go to the police, you 

moron.” 
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“We can’t leave her here like this,” Zeke said, still grasping his head as he stared down at 

Stacy’s body. 

“I think I’m going to be sick,” Dean said, bending over and gagging. 

“What are we going to do, Blake?” Zeke asked tensely. 

“The only thing we can do,” Blake snapped. “Get rid of her.” 

“What?” Zeke asked, his voice high pitched. “You’re joking, right?” 

“Do I sound like I’m trying to be funny?” Blake barked, shoving Zeke backwards. “The 

first thing we have to do is get all this stuff out of here. We can’t leave anything behind in 

case someone comes out here. No one, and I mean no one, can ever know that we were 

here tonight. Do I make myself clear?” 

“We?” Zeke asked. “You honestly expect me to clean up this mess and then assist you in 

disposing of her body? No way, I don’t want any part of this.” 

Blake forcefully grabbed him by the front of his shirt and pulled him close. “You’re already 

a part of it, dumbass, whether you like it or not,” he spat. “And you will help, you got that?” 

he finished, releasing Zeke’s shirt. “Now, start collecting the pumpkins while I decide what 

to do next.” 

Reluctantly, Zeke began blowing out the candles inside the jack-o'-lanterns and placed 

them one by one next to the door. Dean was busy collecting empty beer cans and placing 

them inside the ice chest, along with the box of unopened candy, deck of cards and the 

masks they’d worn. 

With all the decorations removed, the barn looked exactly how it had before they’d dressed 

it up, leaving no evidence behind that could prove they’d ever been there.   

“Help me pick her up,” Blake instructed Zeke and Dean. 

“Where are we taking her?” Zeke asked. 

“To the trunk for now.” 

Zeke and Dean exchanged puzzled glances. “And then what?” Dean asked. 

“I have an idea,” Blake said. “Come on, lift.” 

The three of them carried Stacy to the car and placed her body inside the trunk. “Throw all 

that other stuff into the back seat,” Blake said, slamming the trunk lid. “We’ll toss the 

pumpkins into the dumpster at the grocery store. Get in.” 
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Blake drove two miles down the dirt road that led away from the Ag Barn and further into 

an empty field that had once been a prominent horse farm. Three dilapidated and rusted 

steel grain silos stood side by side on the far end of the property. 

“Perfect,” Blake mumbled, pulling alongside the first granary. Leaving the car running 

with Zeke and Dean inside, he tugged forcefully on the door, but it wouldn’t budge. Years-

long erosion had permanently sealed the rusty hinges shut. 

Metal shrieked and groaned as Blake pulled on the second door, its corroded hinges 

protesting against the strain of entry after so many years of non-use. Determined to get 

inside, Blake continued to tug and yank on the door until he finally opened it wide enough 

to get his hand inside. “Come over here and help me,” he shouted. 

With all of them pulling, they were able to get the door open wide enough to allow entrance. 

Blake grudgingly took a step inside, halting by the door when he heard a loud rustling noise 

coming from the left side of the interior. To Dean, he said, “Go get my flashlight out of the 

glove compartment, and hurry. Good God, it smells like something died in here.” 

Dean returned with the flashlight and handed it to Blake. A pack of rats scurried in all 

directions as the beam of light shone on them, squeaking, and squealing as they ran away. 

Blake inspected the inside, shining the light around the inside of the silo. Cobwebs hung in 

thick gobs from the walls, the concrete floor covered in black muck and rat droppings. 

Scattered about the floor were long dead and decomposed animal carcasses. The remains 

of rabbits and other small field animals that had found a way inside, but not one to get out, 

leaving them trapped inside to die. 

“Please tell me you’re not going to abandon her in this filthy, rat-infested hellhole,” Zeke 

said from the doorway. 

Blake turned and aimed the beam of light directly in his face. “You got any better 

suggestions, shit for brains?” he barked. 

Zeke didn’t respond. 

“That’s what I thought,” Blake huffed, walking to the rear of his car, and opening the trunk. 

“Don’t just stand there, get your lazy asses over here and help me. Let’s get this over with.” 

The trio took Stacy inside the silo and laid her in the middle of the floor on her side, 

abandoning her in a putrid building overrun with huge cane rats and other species of field 

vermin that would, undoubtedly, nibble away at her rotting flesh until nothing remained 
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but bones. Upon closing the door, they repositioned the grass and dirt at the base of the 

entrance to erase any signs of disturbance. 

Zeke sat silently in the backseat as Blake drove away. 

“What are we supposed to say?” Dean asked, turning to look at Blake. “When people start 

asking us about her? Do you know how many people saw her leave the game with us 

tonight? When her parents realize she’s missing, they’ll report it to the police, then the 

police will start questioning everybody who knew her and knows us, and their answers are 

going to lead the cops right to our front doors.” 

“That’s why we all need to agree on the same story right here, right now,” Blake answered. 

“You hear me back there, Zeke?” 

“Yeah, I hear you,” Zeke answered quietly, staring out the window. 

“If anyone asks, we were all at a party when Stacy left with someone else. We don’t know 

who it was because we didn’t see them, but we saw Stacy walk out the door. The two of 

you think you can manage that?” 

“Sure, Blake,” Dean answered absently. 

“Whatever you say,” Zeke said. 

“Good.  If we stick together and keep our stories straight, we won’t have anything to worry 

about. But pay close attention to what I’m about to say next,” Blake said, suddenly 

slamming on his brakes, causing Zeke and Dean to rock forward. “If either of you so much 

as breathes a single word of what happened tonight to anyone, so help me God, you will 

live to regret it. Do I make myself clear?” 

“Yes,” they droned, confident that he’d keep his word if either of them betrayed him, 

neither wanting to end up being Stacy’s silo companion. 

* * * * * 

In the darkness, I played the entire scene repeatedly in my head, like rewinding and playing 

a movie reel repeatedly, careful to remember every single detail about everything I’d seen. 

Words could not express the sorrow and disdain that I felt upon awakening from that dream 

vision after witnessing an act of incorrigible violence against Stacy. It saddened me to think 

about the pain and fear that she must have felt prior to succumbing to death at the hands of 

hateful, brutal savages. 
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As I wiped away the tears, something occurred to me about my encounter, a thought that I 

hoped would have a positive outcome. It made me glad that I hadn’t contacted Chief Simms 

that day as I had planned to do. 

Because now, thanks to Stacy, I knew exactly what had happened to her–and where her 

body could be located. 

In fact, I knew everything about the incident, from beginning to end, including those 

responsible, and the role that each had played in her death. 

I could now tell Chief Simms with certainty that Blake Chutney, Dean Caldwell, and Zeke 

Patterson had ruthlessly murdered Stacy. 

After weeks of worrying and wondering what happened to their daughter, her parents 

would finally have closure. 

 

  



176 

 

Chapter 24–Informing Chief Simms 

 

Donna and Laura were already sitting at a table inside the courtyard when I arrived at 

school the next morning. Laura’s attitude was still icy, even more so since the newspaper 

published the story about me. Whether it was because of jealousy over all the attention I 

had gotten, or because she realized she was friends with a grade A freak, I wasn’t sure, but 

I had no intentions of asking her, either. I was over with trying to justify myself to her. 

“Have you been crying?” Donna asked when I joined them. 

“No,” I lied. “Why?” 

“Your eyes are red and puffy,” she answered. “It looks like you’ve been crying.” 

“It’s nothing,” I said, putting my things down on the seat beside me. 

As I glanced around the courtyard, I spotted Blake, Zeke and Dean sitting at a table opposite 

ours. Blake was sitting in a position so that he faced me, with his friends sitting across the 

table from him. Zeke sat with his arms folded on top of the table, his head down, lost in his 

own train of thought. Dean had a book opened in front of him and was writing something 

down on paper. 

Blake stared directly at me, smirking while he chewed on something that hung from the 

corner of his mouth. Whether it was a matchstick or a toothpick, I couldn’t tell and really 

didn’t care. Whatever it was, I hoped it would splinter and cause him to choke on it. I 

couldn’t even stand to look at him knowing what he’d done. I suspected there might be 

devil horns hiding beneath his thick crop of hair because I now knew he was the spawn of 

Satan. 

“Are you busy after school today?” I asked Donna, keeping my eyes on Blake. I didn’t 

trust him one iota. He reminded me of a rattlesnake hiding in the grass, waiting for its 

chance to strike, and I imagined it would be my ankle that he bit. 

“I have a dentist appointment. Why?” 

“Nothing,” I said, shrugging. “I have something to do after school and was going to ask 

you if you wanted to go with me.” 

“Sorry,” Donna said. “Maybe next time.” 

Knowing Laura would decline, but not wanting her to feel left out, I asked her if she had 

plans. Of course, she did, even if she didn’t. 
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“No big deal,” I told them. “I can do it alone.” 

The bell rang, and we gathered our book bags and headed to our first class. As I reached 

the archway to the corridor, Blake stepped in front of me, cutting me off. “What’s up, ghost 

girl?” he asked, spitting out the toothpick that he’d been chewing on. 

“Get out of my way,” I said, attempting to step past him. 

Instead of letting me by, he placed a hand on the archway wall, blocking me in as he 

threateningly towered over me. My barely five-foot frame was nothing more than a shadow 

compared to his almost six-foot stature. “Tell me, ghost girl, are all these stories I’ve been 

reading and hearing about you true? Can you see ghosts?” he asked mockingly, waving his 

hands around and groaning like a ghost in a cheap horror film. 

“There was only one.” 

“What?” he said, furrowing his brow. 

“You said ‘all’ of these stories. There was only one.” 

“Don’t be a smart ass,” he replied, moving in closer to me. “Is it true or not?” he hissed. 

“Is everything okay?” Donna called out. Laura had already gone to class. 

With his hand still on the wall, Blake turned his head towards Donna and said, “She’s fine. 

We’re just having a brief chat, that’s all. Run along now and play with your dolls. She’ll 

join you soon.” Turning back to me, he said, “Well?” 

“What if it is?” I asked tartly. “What’s it to you?” 

“Better watch how you talk to me, ghost girl. Or I might just have to…” 

“What, Blake? Teach me a lesson like you taught one to Stacy? You plan to take me to the 

Ag Barn, too?” 

Blake removed his hand from the wall and stood erect, staring at me as though he was the 

one who’d just seen a ghost. He was ashen, and no longer smirking. “What the hell are you 

talking about?” he asked, trying to act calm, but I heard a slight quiver in his voice.   

“You know exactly what I’m talking about, don’t you, Blake?” I spat. 

“You’d better shut your mouth right now,” he hissed, pointing a finger in my face. 

“And if I don’t?” I pushed. 

He leaned in so close that I could smell the cinnamon on his breath from the toothpick. “If 

you know what’s good for you, you’ll keep that smart-ass trap of yours closed. I’m keeping 
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my eye on you, ghost girl, so you’d better watch your back,” he threatened, then turned 

and walked away. 

My heart was jackhammering in my chest. The courage I displayed standing up to him took 

me by surprise, especially since I knew what he was capable of. I didn’t want to cower 

away from him, but I also knew better than to push my luck. As my momma would’ve said, 

it’s better to let a sleeping dog lie. 

Blake’s mother failed to teach him that. Instead, she’d given him a stick that he could use 

to keep poking at it. Unfortunately, I was the dog, and he still had a lot of poking to do. 

One thing was clear to me following our brief, but tense, confrontation. 

The infamous Pahokee High School tyrant was unnerved by what I’d said to him. That 

should’ve been my first warning about what was yet to come. But I was too caught up in 

the moment for the impending danger I would soon be facing to register. I could chalk it 

up as another instance of that legendary 20/20 hindsight. 

Narcissistic aggressors like Blake Chutney don’t like being called out on their bullshit, nor 

do they take kindly to being threatened, verbally, physically, or otherwise. Although there 

was absolutely no chance that I was a corporeal threat to him, knowing what I knew about 

him could potentially destroy him and any future he had planned. Blake Chutney wasn’t 

the type of person that would willingly allow that to happen. 

Without directly answering his question about whether I could see ghosts, I’d answered it 

clearly enough by outright accusing him of Stacy’s murder. Surely, he knew there was no 

way I could have known about the Ag Barn unless someone had told me, and I was certain 

that he felt confident that his two closest friends would never betray him by coming forward 

and telling what they knew about his involvement. Which left the only other person who’d 

been there. 

Stacy. 

As soon as the last bell rang, I headed to the police station as fast as my feet could get me 

there. I was eager to tell Chief Simms what I knew, and I hoped he would be as eager to 

hear it as I was to pass along the information. 

As I crossed the parking lot that led to the side door of the police station, I saw Blake’s car 

in an empty lot across the street. He’d backed in so that he could have an unobstructed 

view of the entire area. Blake got out of his car as I reached the door and stood with his 
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arms draped over the open car door, staring at me, then giving me another threatening 

gesture. Only this time, it wasn’t a slice across the throat. With his thumb and index finger, 

he held them up like a gun and pretended to fire it at me. 

One would have thought that he’d fired an actual bullet had they seen how quickly I bolted 

up the concrete steps. So hurriedly, in fact, that I tripped over the door frame and fell into 

the lobby through the opened door, sprawled out on the tiled floor like a faux fur polar bear 

rug. The receptionist gazed at me through her glass window and smiled before disappearing 

from view. I figured she either sat back down or stepped into another room so I couldn’t 

see her laughing at me.   

She must’ve notified Chief Simms that I was there because he called me into his office 

within minutes after arriving. 

“What a coincidence that you stopped by today,” he said, taking a seat behind his desk. “I 

had planned on paying you a visit later.” 

“Did you find out anything?” I asked eagerly. 

“I went out to the Ag Barn and took a look around,” he said, leaning back in his chair and 

folding his massive arms across his stomach. “But I didn’t find anything. There wasn’t any 

evidence that would show that Stacy or anyone else had been there.” 

“That’s where she got murdered,” I told him. “But not where her body is, Chief Simms. 

And, of course, you didn’t find anything. Blake and his friends took everything with them 

when they left the barn. They were extremely careful not to leave anything behind.” 

“And you know this how?” 

I responded by giving him my “you know how” look. 

“Of course,” he replied. “Why did I even ask?” 

He listened with keen interest as I relayed to him every single detail of the vision that Stacy 

had shown me, occasionally nodding, or rubbing his chin. 

“DeeDee, in the eyes of the law, everything you just told me is nothing more than 

speculation, regardless of whether or not I believe you,” he said, quickly adding, “but I do 

believe you. If what you’re telling me turns out to be true, and I go out there to that grain 

silo that you spoke of and find her body there, you need to understand that there’s not a 

thing I can do to Blake or his friends without concrete evidence or a confession. And I’m 
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sure her parents will ask questions, like how I knew to look in a specific place, what led 

me there, did someone give me a lead that I followed up on. You understand that, right?” 

“Yes,” I answered. “Tell them you received an anonymous tip, or that you went there on a 

hunch.” 

“I could do that,” he agreed. “But that wouldn’t be the truth, would it? A good law 

enforcement officer never lies or fabricates evidence. I can’t tell them that I received my 

information from a psychic.” 

“I’m not a psychic,” I corrected him. “I’m a medium.” 

“Potatoes, Potottas,” he said, leaning forward in his chair. “The outcome would be the 

same.” 

“You’re not going out there, then?” I asked, a sinking feeling forming in my stomach at 

the thought of everything that Stacy had shown me being ignored simply because I came 

about the knowledge through her spirit. 

“That’s not what I said,” he told me. “I have every intention of checking it out. If I find 

what you’re telling me is there, then I’ll have to think of a proper and decent way to deliver 

the news to her folks.” 

He went to his door and opened it, then turned to me and said, “Sit tight. I’ll be right back.” 

He left his office door open. I could hear him talking to a dispatcher, telling her to get a 

“20” on Phillips, whoever that was and whatever that meant, and then I heard the dispatcher 

tell Chief Simms that he wasn’t far away and would be at the station within ten minutes. 

As I glanced around his office, I noticed a framed photograph on top of a filing cabinet that 

I didn’t recall seeing there before. As I picked up the picture to get a better look, Chief 

Simms came back in. “Chief Simms, who is this?” I asked, turning the photo towards him. 

“That’s Sasha,” he answered. “My baby sister. She’s the one that died in the club fire,” he 

said sadly. 

“She was beautiful,” I said, placing the frame back onto the filing cabinet, now realizing 

why her face had seemed so familiar in my vision. The two of them favored quite a bit. 

“Yes, she was,” he said. “Inside and out. And if what you said about the fire is true, that it 

wasn’t an accident, and I find out who the bas…, um, person was that did it, there will be 

hell to pay.” 

“I’m sorry about your sister, Chief Simms.” 
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“Me, too, kiddo.” 

Eventually, I would have to tell him it was through his sister’s eyes that I saw the arsonist 

clear enough to identify him should I ever see him outside of my visions. 

But not yet–the right time would come, eventually. 

“I’m going to send Officer Phillips out there to have a look around,” he said, returning to 

his chair.  

“I thought you said it wouldn’t be right to investigate on an anonymous tip,” I said. 

“So I did,” he answered with a smile. “But that was before I realized I wouldn’t be lying. 

You, DeeDee, are my anonymous tip. I’m just going to embellish your information a bit.” 

“How?” 

“You’ll see. If my officer finds anything, I’ll be the first to know.” 

“Are you going to let me know?” 

He nodded. “Sure will.” 

“Chief Simms,” I started, unsure of whether I should tell him about the threats I’d been 

getting from Blake, or that he had followed me there to the police station. 

“You have something you need to tell me?” he asked, noticing my hesitancy. 

“It’s probably nothing,” I finally said. “But you should know that Blake has been making 

threats towards me at school.” 

“What do you mean by threats?” 

“Making gestures like he’s cutting my throat or shooting me. He cornered me at school 

today and told me that if I didn’t keep my mouth shut, I’d be sorry.” 

It was hard to read his expression as he kept his eyes locked on me. I wasn’t sure if he were 

angry or concerned, but if his temper erupted like it had the first time I had gone to see 

him, I’d be ready to run. 

“Threatening a person’s life is a very serious thing to do,” he finally said. “Has he done 

anything to you other than cornering you?” 

“No.” 

“Does he know about your ability?” 

“I think everyone does now,” I answered. “Especially since it was in the paper.” 

“I see,” he said, nodding. “Want to know what I think?” 

“Yes.” 
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“He’s scared because he knows what he did, he knows what you can do, and he’s putting 

two and two together. He’s lashing out because of that fear and making those types of 

gestures to you is his way of trying to intimidate you, probably thinking that you’ll be too 

afraid of him to say anything to anyone, most especially to the police.” 

“He knows I’m here,” I said. 

“How does he know?” 

“He must’ve followed me. I didn’t actually see him when I left school, but I saw his car 

parked in the lot behind the jewelry store when I got here, so that means he must’ve 

followed me, right? How else could he have known where to park?” 

Chief Simms got up from his chair and pulled open the blind. The area behind the jewelry 

store was visible from his window. “What kind of car does he drive?” 

“A black four-door, but I don’t know what make it is.” 

“The only car out there now is a blue pickup,” he said, closing the blind. “Does he know 

where you live?” 

“I’m not sure,” I said, shrugging. “Maybe.” 

“Do you want to file a complaint against him for harassment?” 

“What happens if I do?” 

“It means that I’ll talk to him, tell him why I’m there and who filed the complaint, and 

advise him to leave you alone if he wants to avoid further action.” 

After mulling that thought over for a few moments, I said, “No, I don’t think that’s a smart 

thing to do right now. It would make things worse for me at school, so I’d rather wait and 

see what happens. If he keeps doing it or it gets worse, then I’ll come back and file a 

complaint. Is that okay?” 

“That’s your decision, DeeDee,” he answered. “I can’t force you to make a report. But I 

am going to make a personal note of it and keep it in a file in my desk. That way, if I ever 

need it, it’ll be there.” 

“That’s fine. I thought I should let you know.” 

“I think the best thing for you to do at this point is make sure you don’t go anywhere alone. 

How do you get to school?” 

“I walk. My friend Donna usually walks with me, unless she has other plans.” 

“To and from?” 
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“Yes.” 

“Unfortunately, there’s nothing I can do to him about making verbal threats, but if he acts 

on one, or touches you in the slightest way, that’s a different story. If he even so much as 

spits on you, I want to know about it immediately. You got that?”   

“Got it,” I answered. 

“So you know, I can’t even talk to him since you’re not filing a complaint. Understand?” 

“Yes.” 

A sudden voice from the doorway startled me, causing me to jump. “You wanted to see 

me, Chief?” 

I looked up as the officer entered and stood at the side of Chief Simms’ desk. 

Gasping loudly, I quickly turned to Chief Simms, my eyes wide with shock, stunned into 

silence by who was standing inside the Chief’s office. 

“Are you alright?” he asked, looking from the officer to me. 

With my head bouncing up and down as fast as a bobble-head doll, I said, “Yes, I’m fine.” 

That was a lie. Judging by the stern look I received from Chief Simms, he knew I was 

lying. And I wasn’t okay. My heart began hammering and I experienced such an overdose 

of adrenaline that it made my head throb. I felt certain I was going to pass out, fall out of 

the chair and plop right onto the floor. I swallowed hard and shut my eyes, trying to regain 

control of my emotions. 

“Yes, I did,” Chief Simms said to the officer, keeping his focus on me. “You know where 

the Ag Barn is?” 

“Yes, sir,” Officer Phillips said. 

“A couple of miles past the barn are some grain silos. I want you to go out there and have 

a look around, see if you find anything out of place or unusual. If you can get the doors 

open, look inside them, too.” 

“Am I looking for anything in particular?” Phillips asked. He was standing right next to 

my chair. I tried my best not to look up at him again, but I couldn’t help myself because I 

needed to be absolutely confident about confirming a positive identity before asserting an 

accusation. There was no doubt in my mind that he was exactly who I knew him to be. 

“I received an anonymous call about some kids hanging around out there,” Chief Simms 

told him. “The caller seemed concerned and thought the kids might be up to no good. He 
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said he was fairly sure he saw them putting something inside one of the silos, but he 

couldn’t be positive.” 

“Okay, Chief, I’ll head out there right now.” Glancing down at me, he said, “Hey, aren’t 

you that kid I saw in the paper, the one who claims she can see ghosts and talk to dead 

people?” 

Before I could answer, Chief Simms spoke up. “I gave you an assignment, Phillips,” he 

said, giving me a wink. “I want you to get on it, pronto. Report back to me if you find 

anything.” 

Without another word, Phillips turned and left the office. 

“And that’s how we find out if Stacy’s there,” he said with a smile. 

“I’d better be getting home,” I said, picking up my backpack. 

“Not so fast, young lady,” he said authoritatively. “You seemed awfully nervous while 

Phillips was here, and although you told me you were okay, I know you aren’t. Start 

talking.” 

I cleared my throat and blew out a puff of air. “Do I have to?” 

“Yep.” 

“Are you sure you want to know?” 

“Yep.” 

“You won’t like it; I can promise you that.” 

“Why don’t you tell me and let me be the judge?” 

My attention went to the framed photo of his sister, looking for guidance or advice, or 

suggestions on how to deliver the news that I was about to tell him. 

“I’m waiting.” 

“I don’t know how to tell you this, Chief Simms.” 

“Something about him is really bothering you, isn’t it?” 

“Yes,” I answered. “I can’t believe he’s a cop.” 

“Why does him being a cop bother you?” 

“It isn’t him being a police officer that has me upset,” I tried to explain. “It’s knowing what 

he did.” 

“You’re confusing me, DeeDee. I don’t know what you’re trying to say.” 
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As I opened my mouth to speak, Officer Phillips’ voice came over the radio. “Phillips to 

Simms, are you there, Chief?” 

Chief Simms spoke into the walkie talkie that was on his desk. “This is Simms, go ahead,” 

he answered. 

“Chief, we’ve got a serious situation out here.” 

“What do you have, Phillips?” 

“A signal seven, Chief.” 

Chief Simms rubbed the walkie across his chin, contemplating what he should say in my 

presence. “Son of a…” he muttered. 

“He found her, didn’t he?” I asked. “That’s what he means by a signal seven. He located 

Stacy’s body.” 

“Phillips secure the location and notify the coroner. I’ll be ten-fifty-one to your location 

shortly.” 

“10-4, Chief.” 

Chief Simms returned the walkie to its base, a forlorn look on his face. “Guess I don’t have 

to let you know,” he said. “You heard for yourself.” 

Rising from his seat, he said, “Come on, I’ll take you home. You can tell me the rest of 

your story on the way.” 

“Do I have to sit in the back behind the cage?” I asked when we got to his patrol car. 

“Not unless you want to.” 

“No, thanks,” I replied, getting into the front seat. 

“I don’t want to sound like I’m rushing you, but you need to finish your story in about two 

minutes.” 

As we sped through town en route to my house, I watched for Blake’s car but didn’t see it 

anywhere. “Wouldn’t it be better if I told you later, when you have more time?” 

“No, you can tell me now.” 

“It’s him,” I said with a sigh. 

“Him? Who’s him?” 

“Him,” I stressed. “He’s the one.” 

“He’s the one that what, DeeDee?” Chief Simms asked sternly, glancing over at me. 
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“He set the fire at Club Xanadu,” I answered loudly. “Phillips is the person who started the 

fire and killed all those innocent people,” I stated, on the verge of tears. 

If the adage was true and it was possible for the color to leave one’s face, then I saw it at 

that precise moment in the expression on Chief Simms’ face as his mouth gaped and tears 

formed in his eyes. “Phillips?” he nearly squealed. “He’s a cop!” 

“I know,” I said, intentionally not looking at him. “I said you wouldn’t like it. I don’t think 

he was a cop then, though, because in my vision I clearly heard the bouncer tell him to get 

back to work. I think he might’ve been a bouncer as well, or a bartender.” 

“You may be right about that. He’s only been on the force for a little over a year,” he said 

absently, shaking his head. “Imagine that. A criminal arsonist becoming a cop.” 

We were about to turn down my street and I’d be home within seconds, but that small 

amount of time seemed like an eternity as I sat in silence and watched as Chief Simms 

absorbed this information. 

“Are you sure about this, DeeDee?” he asked in a near whisper as he pulled up in front of 

my house. 

“I’m positive,” I said, opening my door to get out. “I’m sorry that I had to tell you.” 

“Don’t be sorry,” he said, wiping a huge hand across his eyes. “You get on inside now and 

keep the door locked. We’ll discuss this more later, but right now, I have to go meet 

Phillips.” 

He waited until I was inside before he drove away, lights flashing and siren blaring. 

I couldn’t imagine what he was feeling at that moment, knowing that he was going to meet 

with the man who had murdered his sister. 

But I knew he would never let the matter go, regardless that the case had already been 

closed. He would find a way to reopen it and make Phillips pay for what he’d done. 

I didn’t worry about what he might or might not do to Phillips regarding the information 

that I had given him. I knew that whatever he chose to do, he’d do it professionally and in 

accordance with the rule of law. 

He was too good and honest to deal with it in any other way. 

And, just maybe, when I finally told him that Sasha was the one who had led me to her 

killer in order for justice to be served, it would help to ease some of the grief and pain that 

he’d been suffering for the past two years. 
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Chapter 25–Closure 

 

Stacy’s parents were devastated over their daughter’s brutal murder. And learning that her 

killers dumped her body in an abandoned silo as if she were nothing more than a bag of 

disposable garbage only added insult to injury. They had questions about the crime, and 

they wanted immediate answers. 

How did Chief Simms all of a sudden know where to look for Stacy when he’d been unable 

to find her for over a month? Who was behind their daughter’s murder? Once the suspects 

were located and implicated, would justice promptly be served? What was the maximum 

penalty for the crime perpetrated upon their daughter? 

Questions pertaining to the rule of law were easy enough for him to provide answers to. 

Where and how he received the information that led him to Stacy’s body – not so much. 

Chief Simms asked me how I felt about meeting with them and telling them the truth. “I 

think they deserve to know,” I told him. “Don’t you?” 

“Yes, I do,” he said, telling me he would arrange a meeting at the station with them and 

would let me know when to be there. 

Stacy’s funeral services came two days following the discovery of her body. For obvious 

reasons, her coffin remained closed during the services. Hundreds of bouquets and stands 

of flowers surrounded her white casket and lined the walls of First Baptist Church. A large 

spray of red roses rested atop the closed lid. 

Mourners packed the church. Stacy’s school friends were in attendance, offering moral 

support for Stacy’s family. As I looked around the church from the back pew where I sat, 

I saw familiar faces, and some that I didn’t know and had never seen before. There was 

one person present that took me completely by surprise. His brazenness at showing his face 

at the funeral for the girl he’d killed angered me beyond words. Who did he think he was 

to show up there? How dare he taunt her family that way? He had a lot of nerve, thinking 

that no one would ever find out about what he’d done to her, all while planning to live the 

rest of his life as if he’d done nothing wrong. 

Except that he had. He’d committed a horrendous crime with the help of his equally guilty 

jock jerks. I knew it. More importantly, Chief Simms knew it. There was nothing I wanted 
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more than to see Blake Chutney brought to his knees and dealt the punishment that he 

deserved, and I hoped that Chief Simms, with my help, would be able to do exactly that. 

Blake caught me staring at him, but I couldn’t have cared less. He cast me his usual 

malevolent grin and winked, but I refused to let him intimidate me. With a glare as icy as 

his, I gave him the middle finger. He laughed and turned away. 

As the services were ending, and the preacher was praying, the touch of a hand on my 

shoulder startled me. I expected to look up and see Blake standing over me, prepared to 

issue me another one of his idle threats. 

But it wasn’t Blake. 

It was Stacy. 

She was no longer wearing the tattered shirt and jeans. There was no hay, dirt, or leaves in 

her hair. Stacy Amberville looked exactly as she had on Homecoming night in her pink 

gown, looking as beautiful as she had the last time I’d seen her. 

When I looked up at her, she smiled and thanked me, then vanished. Because she was 

finally at peace, she was no longer tethered to earth and could now move on to the realm 

where she belonged. Her family received closure, or at least as much as anyone can get 

after suffering such a horrible tragedy, so there was no reason for her to continue to linger. 

I didn’t expect that I’d ever see her again. However, unknown to me at that moment, she 

would need my help one more time in the extremely near future. 

I was happy to have been able to help her, but I wasn’t at ease. I’d never in my life hated 

anyone, nor had I ever felt as much resentment towards another human being as I did Blake. 

But seeing him at the funeral of the beautiful young woman whose innocent life he’d taken, 

rubbing salt into the wounds of her grieving parents, made me feel a deep level of animosity 

that I’d never felt before. I longed for the day when he would face accountability for his 

actions and sent to prison for his atrocious crime. 

Chief Simms called me the following Wednesday and asked if I could come to the station 

after school for the meeting with Stacy’s parents. When I told him I’d be there, he offered 

to come and pick me up because of my encounters with Blake, but I told him not to bother 

because the walk wasn’t that far and that I’d be careful. 

As I was leaving school grounds, Blake snuck up behind me. “Where are you going, ghost 

girl?” he asked, grabbing onto my backpack, pulling me backwards. 
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“None of your business,” I retorted, snatching away from him. “And keep your grimy hands 

off of me, you repulsive jerk.” 

Feigning fear by throwing his hands up in the air and shaking them, he said, “Oh, I’m so 

scared,” then grabbed onto my shirt and yanked me up close to him. Through gritted teeth, 

he hissed, “You’d better watch how you talk to me, ghost girl.” 

“Or what?” I replied daringly. 

“I think you already know the answer to that,” he said, letting go of my shirt and shoving 

me. “You know what I’m capable of, don’t you, ghost girl? Don’t push your luck or it 

might just run out when you least expect it.” 

“You don’t scare me, Blake,” I said, straightening my shirt. “I’m not afraid of you.” 

“We’ll see about that. Keep your trap shut and you won’t have anything to worry about. 

But if you keep flapping your trap and talking about me to your cop friend, then I’ll shut it 

for you. Permanently,” he added, flicking me on the forehead before walking away. 

If I could’ve found a rock or a stick at that moment, I would have pummeled him a good 

one. I was sick of his threats and constant bullying. Never in his spoiled brat, rich life had 

he ever received his due diligence for any of the dreadful things he’d done because 

everyone he picked on was too afraid of him to stand up to him, and his daddy had enough 

money to get him out of any scrape he might find himself in. Allowing my mouth to 

overload wasn’t a good idea, either, because if he ever really wanted to hurt me, it wouldn’t 

take much of an effort to do it. 

He was long overdue for being brought down to size, and there was nothing I wanted more 

than to see Chief Simms do exactly that. And in time, I felt he would. 

Mr. and Ms. Amberville were already in Chief Simms’ office when I arrived at the station. 

“DeeDee,” Chief Simms said when I walked in, giving me a look of concern. “Are you 

alright?” 

“Yes,” I said unconvincingly. 

“Did he threaten you again?” 

I nodded. 

“We’ll talk more about this later. Sit here,” he said, motioning to a chair that was pulled 

up beside his. 
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“You look awfully familiar,” Ms. Amberville said. “Do I know you? Or maybe your 

mother?” 

“I don’t think so,” I replied, sitting down in the chair as I dropped my backpack onto the 

floor beside me. 

“You probably recognize her from the newspaper article last week,” Chief Simms offered. 

“There was a piece in there about her appearing on a television show.” 

“Of course.” Ms. Amberville exclaimed. “I read that article and I saw your picture. 

Interesting story. If you believe that kind of stuff, that is.” 

Mr. Amberville remained silent, his face sad and drawn as he stared out the window. 

Puzzled, I asked, “You don’t believe, Mrs. Amberville?” 

“Afraid not.” 

“Then why am I here, Chief Simms?” 

“Mr. and Mrs. Amberville,” Chief Simms said, ignoring my question. “You should know 

that if not for DeeDee, I might never have found your daughter.” 

Mr. Amberville turned his attention to me. “How so?” 

“I’ll explain in a minute,” Chief Simms told him. “It was DeeDee’s idea to have this 

meeting so that we, together, could tell you the truth about everything.” 

“Did you know my Stacy?” Ms. Amberville asked. 

“Not personally,” I answered. “But I know who she was. From school,” I added. “She was 

a very nice and kind person.” 

“And beautiful,” Ms. Amberville said, reaching into her purse and pulling out a tissue. As 

she dabbed at her eyes, she said, “I still can’t believe she’s gone.” 

“Let’s get on with this,” Mr. Amberville said huffily. “I don’t like being here.” 

“DeeDee, I’ll let you start,” Chief Simms said, turning to face me. 

“Where do I begin?” 

“How about at the point that this all began?” Chief Simms prompted. 

Mr. and Ms. Amberville were both staring at me, waiting for me to start talking. As usual, 

I was a little nervous having to speak about my ability and not knowing how these two 

bereaved parents would accept my explanation. “Well, it all started when I had my 

accident,” I began, ready to move forward with the details. 
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“You don’t need to go that far back,” Chief Simms said with a smile. “I meant the 

beginning of the story that involves the Ambervilles.” 

“Oh,” I said, slightly embarrassed. After a brief pause, I continued. “The story written about 

me in the newspaper was true,” I told them. “Everything the article said about what I can 

do is the truth.” 

“About being able to see ghosts?” Mr. Amberville asked amusingly. 

“Yes, sir,” I said. “But it isn’t only about seeing them.” 

“What does that mean?” Ms. Amberville asked. 

Taking a deep breath, I explained. “Seeing them is only part of my abilities. I can also 

communicate with them.” 

Mr. Amberville let out a snort and shook his head. “I hope this isn’t what you invited us 

here to listen to, Chief.” 

“Please, hear her out before you dismiss her claims,” Chief Simms requested. “She’s telling 

you the truth. Trust me when I tell you I know that for a fact.” 

“You seriously want us to believe that this, this… how old are you, kid? About twelve?” 

“Fifteen,” I stated matter-of-factly and with pride, wondering what my age had to do with 

the issue at hand. I didn’t let it bother me though, because I knew that Mr. Amberville was 

sad and hurting, and lashing out was his way of dealing with such deep grief. 

“Still a kid,” Mr. Amberville argued. 

“Hold on a second, George,” Ms. Amberville said, patting him on the arm. “Let’s at least 

hear what she has to say. There’s no harm in that, is there?” 

Another snort from Mr. Amberville, louder than the first. He continued to stare out the 

window, arms folded across his chest, as we continued our conversation. 

“You’re the one who told Chief Simms where to find Stacy, aren’t you?” Ms. Amberville 

asked, turning her attention to me. 

I glanced at Chief Simms because I wasn’t sure how to answer that, or whether he wanted 

me to. 

“Yes, she is,” Chief Simms said, answering the question for me. “But let’s not get ahead 

of ourselves. Go on, DeeDee.” 

I opened my mouth to speak, but Ms. Amberville cut me off. “And how did you come 

about such information? Did you have something to do with her murder?” 
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“No, ma’am!” I exclaimed, shocked that she would even think such a thing. “It’s nothing 

like that at all.” 

“Then why don’t you tell us how it really is and where you fit into this awful mess?” 

Should I simply blurt out how I knew? Tell them everything Stacy had shown me? I decided 

that wasn’t the proper thing to do. They were hurting enough and sharing such tragic details 

would further crush them. 

“I have an idea,” I said. “We’ve already established that you don’t know me, other than 

seeing the article and my photo in the paper, right?” 

They both nodded, although Mr. Amberville remained focused on something, or nothing, 

outside the window. 

“Have I ever been inside of your house?” 

“No,” Ms. Amberville said, toying with the tissue she held. 

“What if I told you I can describe Stacy’s bedroom, including every poster on the walls, 

her jewelry box and what she has in it, the clothes inside her closet, the stuffed animals on 

her bed, the color of her bedspread?” 

Mr. Amberville became attentive to what I had to say, turning his focus from the window 

to me. 

“If I can do that, will you believe me then?” 

When I finished giving my detailed description of Stacy’s room and her personal 

belongings, Ms. Amberville needed a new tissue for her fresh flow of tears. 

“But, how…?” Mr. Amberville asked, his arms unfolded, hands resting in his lap. 

After a brief pause, I replied, “Because Stacy showed me. I saw everything she did that 

night, everywhere she went, including who she was with. She revealed every last detail to 

me. With her help, I saw what Stacy saw.” 

“Mr. and Mrs. Amberville, there’s a lot more to this story than what you’ve heard so far. 

There are some things that I will need to tell you before you leave here today. What I 

disclose to you must remain under the strictest of confidentiality. Do you both understand 

that?” 

“Yes,” they replied. 

“Do either of you have questions you’d like to ask DeeDee, anything you’d like to say to 

her?” 
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“Have you really seen my Stacy?” Ms. Amberville asked through tears. 

“Yes, ma’am, I have. Many times. She wanted my assistance, and I did everything I could 

to help her.” 

“I’d like to hear about it, if you don’t mind telling me,” Ms. Amberville said with a slight 

smile. 

“I don’t mind at all,” I replied. “I’d be glad to.” 

“Besides helping us find your daughter,” Chief Simms said, placing his elbows on the desk 

and leaning forward. “DeeDee also knows who committed the crime.” 

“Stacy showed me that to me as well,” I interjected. 

“You mean you know who killed her?” Mr. Amberville asked loudly. “Then why the hell 

isn’t he behind bars?” 

“Because I can’t prove anything yet,” Chief Simms answered. 

“Tell me who it is,” Mr. Amberville demanded. For a second, I thought he might shoot out 

of his chair like a rocket. “I have something I’d like to prove to him.” 

“Mr. Amberville, I understand you’re upset, and with good reason, but you need to calm 

down and let me explain things to you. It’s important for you to be aware of our situation.” 

“Well, go ahead then, I’m listening,” Mr. Amberville rebuffed, leaning back hard against 

his chair. 

“His name is Blake Chutney,” Chief Simms began, but Mr. Amberville interrupted him 

with another outburst of anger. 

“Blake?” he shouted. “That sorry excuse of a boyfriend of hers? I never liked that pompous 

bastard. Something about him rubbed me the wrong way from the moment I set eyes on 

him. Never could understand how a girl as beautiful and sweet and kind as Stacy could get 

mixed up with a piece of trash like him. If I see him, so help me God, I’ll choke the life 

right out of him. You hear me, Chief? I’m giving you fair warning.” 

“Funny you should use that analogy,” I thought, considering that’s exactly what Blake had 

done to Stacy. 

“Mr. Amberville,” Chief Simms said, using his authoritative voice. “I’m asking you once 

more to please calm down.” 

“Calm?” Mr. Amberville barked. “How the hell do you expect me to be calm when you 

just told me that Stacy’s sorry excuse for a boyfriend murdered her?” 
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“George,” Ms. Amberville coaxed. “Relax and let Chief Simms talk. Don’t you want to 

hear what he has to say?” 

Mr. Amberville rubbed his face with both hands, weary with exasperation. “Go on, Chief 

Simms,” he finally said. “Let’s hear it.” 

“There’s nothing I can do at this point because everything so far is mere speculation. I can’t 

very well arrest him based on what DeeDee has told me. I have no concrete evidence to 

prove that he did it, but he’s running scared right now. He’s been threatening DeeDee.” 

The Ambervilles glanced at me with a concerned look. 

“Because of what you know?” Ms. Amberville asked. 

“I’m pretty sure that’s exactly why,” I answered. “He hasn’t actually done anything to hurt 

me, but he’s threatened to. I had a run-in with him on my way here. He grabbed me by my 

shirt and told me to keep my trap shut or else.” 

Chief Simms cast a stern look my way, letting me know that this conversation wasn’t over. 

“All I’m asking of you two is to be patient and let this play out. Allow law and order to do 

its job,” Chief Simms said. “Don’t say a word to him or anyone close to him. Don’t discuss 

the matter with friends or family, and whatever you do, don’t let on that you’re suspicious, 

no matter how tempted you are. He’s the type of person who is so arrogant that he honestly 

doesn’t believe he’s made a mistake or that he’ll ever get caught and pay for what he’s 

done. But trust me, he made a mistake, and I’m going to do everything within my power 

to find out what that mistake was, and when I do and I can prove he’s responsible, I’ll make 

sure he faces the consequences. Can I count on the two of you to stay quiet?” 

“Yes,” they both answered. 

“Good,” Chief Simms responded. “I would like to add that if either of you violate any of 

my requests, it could very well have a negative impact on Stacy’s case and prevent me 

from being able to prove that Blake’s guilty. If that were to happen, I’d never be able to 

arrest him. I don’t think any of us here in this room want to see that happen.” 

I didn’t even realize that I was smiling until Ms. Amberville called my attention to it. 

“DeeDee, are you okay?” 

“I’m fine,” I said. “We have a visitor.” 

“Stacy?” Ms. Amberville asked excitedly. 

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied. 
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“Where is she?” 

“Standing between the two of you. She has a hand on each of your shoulders, and she’s 

smiling.” 

Simultaneously, they both looked at the space between their two chairs. “I wish I could see 

her,” Ms. Amberville said, wiping away a tear that trailed down her cheek. 

“She sees you,” I whispered. “She wants you both to know that she loves you very much, 

and she’s sorry that all of this happened and that you’re both hurting so badly. She’s telling 

me to ask you not to grieve, but to remember all the good times you all shared, and all the 

fun and laughter that filled your lives. Mr. Amberville, she said that fish she caught on your 

rod was bigger than a minnow even though you told her it wasn’t.” 

Mr. Amberville broke down and wept, releasing a flood of pain that he’d kept pent up since 

Stacy had disappeared. Ms. Amberville held onto his hand as they sobbed together. 

“Mom and Dad, I love you to the moon and back,” I said, repeating Stacy’s words. “Daddy, 

I’ll always be your little pumpkin. Mommy, it was me that broke your blue vase, although 

I blamed it on the cat. It was an accident and I’m sorry I didn’t tell you the truth about it.” 

“We love you, too, sweetheart,” Ms. Amberville sobbed, still holding onto her husband’s 

hand. “We always will.” 

“Chief Simms, Stacy has a message for you, too. She wants you to know that she believes 

in you and knows that you will make Blake pay for what he did.” 

“Tell her I said thank you for trusting me and that I’m going to do my damndest to put him 

behind bars where he belongs and that I won’t stop until I do.” 

“She heard you,” I said. 

Chief Simms and I sat in silence as the Amberville’s dealt with their grief. After a few 

minutes of sobbing and holding hands, they regained their composure, wiped their faces, 

and looked at us. 

“Is she still here?” Ms. Amberville asked quietly. 

“No, ma’am,” I said, shaking my head. 

“Thank you for what you’ve done for us, DeeDee. We’re both deeply sorry that we doubted 

you, but we want you to know that we believe you now.” 

“You’re welcome.” 
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“Chief, we’ll be quiet,” Mr. Amberville said. “We won’t breathe a word about what we 

discussed here today. And I want you to do whatever you need to do to get that sonofabitch 

and make him pay for what he did to our daughter. We’ll help in any way we can.” 

“I intend to,” Chief Simms replied. “You have my word that I’ll keep you notified of any 

progress that I make on the case.” 

Mr. and Ms. Amberville stood up and shook Chief Simms’ hand and thanked him. 

“May I?” Ms. Amberville said to me, her arms outstretched. 

As she hugged me, she whispered a thank you in my ear, smiled at me, and then they left. 

“I’m going to take that sniveling punk down if it’s the last thing I do,” Chief Simms said 

more to himself than to me. 

“I guess I’ll be going home now,” I said, picking up my backpack and walking to the door. 

“Not yet,” Chief Simms said. “Have a seat and tell me about that run-in you had with Blake 

today. I think I might feel an arrest for assault heading his way.” 

“Please don’t do that, Chief Simms,” I pleaded. “I don’t want to press charges. All that 

would do is make things worse for me because I’ll still see him every day at school. If you 

arrest him, or even as much as talk to him, he’ll know I told. Blake is not the type of person 

who’ll back off just because you told him to.” 

“DeeDee, you can’t let him keep getting away with bullying and threatening you,” Chief 

Simms scolded. “He crossed a line today by touching you. I thought I made myself clear 

when I told you that if he even so much as spit on you, I’d arrest him for assault.” 

“No, Chief Simms, don’t do it, not yet. I promise I’ll let you know if he does something 

more serious than pulling on my shirt.” 

Chief Simms exhaled deeply. “Alright,” he said, giving in to my request. “Get on home 

then.” 

As I walked through the door to leave, he called out to me. “One more thing before you go. 

I’ve requested all the information pertaining to the fire at the club from Tallahassee and 

should receive the files any day now. I’ll let you know when I get them.” 

“Tallahassee?” I asked. 

“That’s where archived and cold case files get stored. I also put a public notice in the local 

newspapers asking for any witnesses to come forward.” 

“Do you think anyone will?” 
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“We’ll see.” 

“Okay,” I said, waving goodbye. As I exited the door, I saw Blake’s car in the same spot it 

had been the last time I’d been at the police station, in the empty lot behind the jewelry 

store. I immediately turned around and went back inside. 

“Can you give me a ride home?” I asked Chief Simms. “Blake’s out there,” I said, nodding 

towards the window. 

“Not anymore,” Chief Simms said, springing from his chair to look. “The spineless coward 

just sped off. Come on,” he said, taking his keys from the desk drawer. “Let’s get you 

home.” 
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Chapter 26–The Art of Getting A Confession 

 

When I received a telephone call from Chief Simms on a Saturday morning asking me to 

get to the police station as soon as I could, I knew something important was going on. Mom 

was at work, and there wasn’t anyone else I could ask for a ride, so I hopped on my bike 

and pedaled as fast as my two skinny legs could go. 

Chief Simms was standing inside the reception area when I burst into the station, sweaty 

and winded. When he saw me come through the door, he motioned for me to follow him. 

Instead of going into his office as usual, he led me to a conference room at the end of the 

hall. Black and white and colored photographs, typed reports, and hand-written witness 

statements covered the oblong oak table in the middle of the room. Club goers who’d been 

outside the club when the fire started, and those who had escaped from inside, provided 

firsthand accounts about what they’d witnessed on the night of the fire. 

I gasped and covered my mouth when I saw the pictures of charred and distorted bodies. 

Acrid bile rose in my gullet, burning the soft flesh in the back of my throat as I struggled 

to keep from throwing up. What Chief Simms wanted me to examine was shocking and the 

most disturbing sight I’d ever seen. No amount of scary movies or make-believe 

Hollywood monsters could’ve prepared me for it. What I was looking at wasn’t created by 

an expert make-up artist or set director who’d decorated the set to ensure the camera 

operators filmed the perfect scene. 

It was real. 

An actual murder scene. 

And the people in the photographs weren’t actors pretending to be dead – they actually 

were dead. All of them innocent victims of a massacre executed by a real monster. 

“Sit down,” Chief Simms said, pulling out a chair. “I know this is hard for you to look at, 

and if it gets to be too much for you, just say so.” 

Tears rolled down my cheeks as I stared at the macabre spray of evidence laid out on the 

table. In my visions, I had seen actual people doing cheerful things–smiling, laughing, and 

having fun. Of course, that had been before the horrible tragedy. 

My heart sank with sadness and grief for people I didn’t even know. Until that moment, 

I’d never really thought about the conditions of their bodies following the fire because the 
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papers had claimed that many of the victims had died in the fire from smoke inhalation. 

“Bodies burned beyond recognition,” wouldn’t have been a diplomatic way of describing 

their injuries, especially to the loved ones they left behind. 

“This is awful, Chief Simms,” I said, wiping my face. “I can barely stand looking at these.” 

“I know,” he said, patting my shoulder, then taking a seat in the chair beside me. “Look at 

these,” he said, opening a small manila envelope and handing me a stack of pictures. “Go 

through them carefully and tell me if you recognize any of them from your visions.” 

They were pictures of the fire victims. Men, women, Black, white, Latino. The murderer 

certainly had no preference in the type of victims he’d claimed. 

“This one,” I said, handing a color photo of a blond-haired girl to Chief Simms. “She’s the 

one that Phillips was arguing with on the dance floor. And this one,” I said, handing him 

another of a Latino man, “is the guy she was dancing with when Phillips confronted them.” 

Chief Simms placed the photos on a stack in front of him instead of returning them to the 

envelope. 

“This one,” I said, reluctantly passing the picture to him. 

He grimaced as he looked at the photo of Sasha. “You saw my sister in your vision?” he 

asked without looking at me. 

“Chief Simms, there’s something you should know,” I said. 

Before I could continue, a rap came at the door. “Who is it?” Chief Simms called out. 

“Phillips,” came the reply. 

“Go have a seat in my office and wait for me. I’ll be there in a few minutes.” 

Out of over a hundred photos, I only recognized seven of them from my visions. It’s 

possible that I’d seen some of the others as well, but none of them looked familiar enough 

to say so with certainty. 

“You were saying?” Chief Simms prodded. 

“Do you remember when I was in your office the other day and I picked up that picture 

you have on your filing cabinet, and I asked you who she was?” 

“Yes.” 

“When I asked you that, I didn’t know she was your sister, but I had seen her before.” 

“Go on,” he said. 
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“Chief Simms,” I said, looking up into his face. “Sasha is the one who showed me who set 

the fire by revealing to me everything she saw that night.” 

He closed his eyes and turned his face to the ceiling, remaining that way for a couple of 

minutes, either deep in thought or struggling to keep his anger in check, careful not to alert 

anyone, especially Phillips, about what we were discussing. “Then there’s absolutely no 

doubt that Phillips is the one?” he asked without looking at me. 

“Did you trust Sasha?” 

“With my life,” he said. 

“There’s your answer. But how are you going to get him to confess?” I asked. “He’ll never 

admit the truth.” 

“I’ve been thinking about that,” he said. “I developed a plan to make him do just that, but 

I’ll need your help with it. Are you game?” 

“I love it,” I replied after hearing what he had in mind. 

“Then let’s go make this bastard confess to murder,” he said. 

Phillips was sitting in a chair against the wall when we entered Chief Simms’ office. “You 

remember DeeDee Olsen?” 

“You’re the kid that was in here the other day.” 

“That’s me,” I said, taking a seat in the chair in front of the Chief’s desk. I still could not 

force myself to look at him, most especially now that I’d seen the aftermath of his crime. 

“What’s she doing here?” Phillips asked. 

“She came by to ask me a few questions, something to do with a school project,” Chief 

Simms said. “Right, DeeDee?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Why am I here?” Phillips asked. 

“To discuss the Amberville case. I haven’t received your report yet. Are you working on 

it?” 

“Almost done.” 

“Finish it. I want it on my desk by the end of the day.” 

“What’s the rush?” 

“Oh, no,” I groaned, looking up at Chief Simms. “Please, no, not here, not now.” 

“DeeDee? You okay?” 
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“I can see it,” I moaned, my eyes closed. “I’m inside a disco. Club Xanadu, I think it’s 

called. Music is playing loudly, the silver mirrored ball hanging from the ceiling is 

spinning, lights are flashing all around and people are dancing.” 

“What’s she doing?” Phillips asked excitedly. 

“Shh,” Simms replied. “I’m not sure.” 

“A fight just broke out on the dance floor. I can see two men taking swings at each other. 

They’re both mad. The fight is over a woman. Uh-oh, here comes the bouncer, and he does 

not look happy. He’s grabbing onto the man who’s wearing a leather jacket and pulling 

him to the side. Now he’s scolding him, asking him if he wants to get fired.” 

“I asked what the hell she’s doing?” Phillips demanded, moving to the edge of his seat. 

Although his voice was barely audible through the loud buzz of music and chattering, I still 

heard him asking Chief that question, noticing there was a nervous edge to his tone. 

“Kelly, do you see that man over there?” 

“Which one, Sasha? There’s a ton of them in here.” 

“The one with the black leather jacket.” 

“Yeah, I see him. What about him?” 

“I think he’s up to something.” 

“Like what?” 

“I’m not sure, but I don’t think it’s good. I just saw him go into the supply closet after he 

was told to leave. Why would he do that?” 

“He’s probably drunk and went to the wrong door.” 

“I don’t think so.” 

My heart was hammering, my palms sweaty as my closed eyes darted back and forth across 

the room. “There he is!” I shouted. “He came out of the bathroom and went back inside the 

supply closet again, and this time he shut the door. Nobody notices what he’s doing because 

they’re too busy dancing, talking, and having an enjoyable time. But Sasha notices. She 

sees him coming out of the closet as she exits the bathroom and watches him make his way 

through the crowd and out the front door.” 

Hot tears streamed down my face as I witnessed what was unfolding. 
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“Oh, my God!” I shouted. “There’s smoke coming from beneath the closet door, and 

through the cracks surrounding it. It’s an acerbic odor that’s making my throat and eyes 

burn.” 

And then I screamed. A loud, sharp, ear-splitting scream. 

“It exploded!” I yelled, covering my ears. “The blast blew the closet door off and sent it 

flying into the crowd. It landed on top of a man, setting him on fire, and now the flames 

are spreading quickly, igniting the carpeted area surrounding the dance floor. Thick, black 

smoke is billowing out of the closet.” 

“Make her shut up!” Phillips yelled, springing from his seat. 

“Sit down!” Chief Simms ordered. “And why don’t you shut up instead?” 

“I can’t see anything,” I pant, my arms outstretched in front of me. “I… can’t… breathe. 

Oh no, I can’t get out. Everything’s burning, burning, burning. Furniture, chairs, the 

ceiling. People are tripping over each other trying to escape, but they can’t see their way 

to the front door because the smoke is too thick and black.” 

Phillips sprang from his chair and slapped me across the face, hard enough to cause my 

head to rock sideways. “I told you to shut the hell up!” 

I felt the blow, but I didn’t react. Someone had my attention acutely focused on the club 

victims as I witnessed them striving to escape, running amok while their clothing burned, 

melding the fabric and their skin together as one. I could smell the scent of burning flesh 

and hair. I sat there helpless as tears poured uncontrollably down my cheeks, watching 

body after body fall to the ground in a fiery heap, one on top of the other, stumbling over 

fallen chairs and tables, sprawling onto the floor. 

Strong hands fell on my shoulders, shaking me. “DeeDee!” a booming voice called sternly. 

Coughing and gagging overcame me as I inhaled the poisonous smoke. My throat was raw, 

my eyes stinging and watering. With both hands, I slapped wildly at my head to extinguish 

the flames that had ignited my hair. 

“DeeDee!” That loud voice again, and another harsh shake. 

I finally opened my eyes and looked up to see Chief Simms standing over me, a huge hand 

clutching onto my shoulder. I bolted from my chair and wrapped my arms around his waist, 

clinging on for dear life as I wept. “It was awful,” I cried. “So awful.” 

Chief Simms embraced me, gently patting my back. “It’s okay now, DeeDee. It’s over.” 
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“It was you!” I screamed, letting go of Chief Simms and turning to Phillips, who sat in his 

chair, pale faced and clutching his police hat. “You started that fire! It was you that killed 

all those innocent people! You’re a monster!” I bellowed, pounding his shoulders with both 

fists. 

With lightning speed, Chief Simms snatched Phillips up out of the chair by the collar of 

his shirt and screamed into his face. “Is this true, Phillips? Did you start that fire at Club 

Xanadu?” 

Phillips tried to speak but he could only produce a shaky stutter. 

“You killed my baby sister, you son of a bitch. She was one of over a hundred innocent 

victims, none of whom had ever done a thing to you. Why did you do it, Phillips? Why?” 

More stuttering. 

Chief Simms slammed him hard against the wall, rattling pictures and awards that hung 

there, nearly knocking the breath out of him. Phillips struggled to speak, making a gurgling 

noise in his throat, then broke down and began sobbing. 

“I didn’t mean to,” he wept. “Honest to God, I didn’t mean for it to happen. I only wanted 

to scare them, that’s all.” 

“Yet you stood outside the club and watched it burn to the ground with all those people 

still inside and never lifted a finger to help anyone. And for what? Because a woman 

scorned you? Because you saw her dancing with someone else? I know all about it, Phillips. 

Every disgusting, despicable detail. I know everything about what you did. And so will the 

state prosecutor.” 

“No,” Phillips croaked. “No, none of that’s true.” 

“Yes, it is,” Chief Simms told him. “And I have a copy of the witness statement you wrote 

to prove that you were there, and statements from others in the parking lot that night that 

can corroborate your presence.” 

“This is all your fault,” Phillips hissed at me. “You should’ve kept your damn mouth shut, 

but you didn’t, so I’m going to shut it for you.” He leaped at me with an outstretched arm, 

but Chief Simms restrained him before he could make contact. 

“I’ll take this,” Chief Simms said, removing his gun from its holster. “You won’t be 

needing it where you’re going.” He spun Phillips around to face him and ripped his badge 

from his shirt, leaving a large tear in the khaki fabric. 
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“You can’t prove any of this,” Phillips said smugly. “It’ll be my word against yours.” 

“Don’t be so sure of yourself,” Chief Simms said and opened his desk drawer. “Because I 

have this,” he said, placing a tape recorder down on the desktop. “In the police business, 

we call this a taped confession. If you were half the cop you think you are, you would know 

that. Hands behind your back.” 

“You can’t use that in court. It’s inadmissible,” Phillips argued. “I never gave my consent 

to allow you to record me.” 

“He’s got me,” I interjected. “I’ll testify to what I heard you say.” 

“Shut up, you stupid little bitch!” Phillips spat. “Haven’t you done enough?” 

Chief Simms handcuffed him and escorted him out of his office and, I presumed, to a cell 

where he would remain until the case went to trial. 

On one hand, I was glad that we’d gotten a confession out of him, but on the other, I was 

deeply depressed because that had been the worst vision yet, and it’d left me feeling hollow 

inside. I only hoped that all the souls who were lost that fateful night could finally be at 

peace knowing that their murderer would finally pay for his crime by spending the rest of 

his life behind bars. 

“Good job, kiddo,” Chief Simms said when he reentered the office. “Phillips is nice and 

comfy in his cell thanks to you.” 

“I want to go home,” I said sadly. “I don’t feel so good.” 

“DeeDee, something tells me that what we discussed in the conference room didn’t go as 

planned.” 

“That’s one way to put it,” I agreed with a nod. 

“I need to ask you a couple of questions before I let you go home. I know you’re not feeling 

well right now, but the answers are important to me. So, if you don’t mind.” 

“It’s okay,” I said, glancing up at him. “What do you want to know?” 

“In your vision, you recanted a conversation between Sasha and one of her friends. Do you 

remember that?” 

“Not really,” I answered. “I only know what I saw.” 

“And you were seeing all of this through Sasha’s eyes?” 

“Yes.” 



205 

 

“She saw the whole thing,” he said, wiping a gigantic hand across his face. “It’s 

disheartening to hear and know what she went through.” 

“What they all went through,” I corrected. 

“True.” 

It was heartbreaking to see such a huge man look so forlorn, but that’s precisely how he 

looked. Beaten, trodden, brokenhearted. 

Then something happened that I wasn’t expecting. The surprise visit from his sister was 

the comfort he desperately needed. 

“Chief Simms,” I said with a half-hearted smile. “There’s someone here to see you.” 

“Sasha’s here?” he asked. “Right now?” 

“Yes.” 

“Where is she?” 

“Sitting right there,” I answered, pointing to the chair that Phillips had occupied earlier. 

“She said you were always bossy,” I told him with a short laugh. “And pushy.” 

“Sounds like my Sasha,” he said, staring blankly at the chair. “I wish I could see her.” 

“She has something to say to you, Chief Simms. That’s why she’s here.” 

He glanced at me momentarily, then focused on the chair again. For his sake, I wished he 

could have seen her, too. “Okay, go ahead.” 

“Do not grieve for me, Shorty. I’m in a good place and Nonny’s here with me. Please try 

not to be sad. We’ll see each other again one day.” 

I glanced at Chief Simms as he wiped a tear away from his cheek. I wanted to tell him it 

was okay to cry. All people do at some point, especially when they lose someone they 

dearly love. 

What she said next made me cry again because her words were for me. “Thank you, 

DeeDee,” she smiled. “I’m sorry that you had to see such carnage, but that was the only 

way that I could show you who was responsible. Forgive me?” 

“Of course,” I answered. 

“What’s she saying, DeeDee?” I held up a finger to let him know that I’d fill him in after 

she finished speaking. 

“We are all appreciative of what you’ve done for us. Turn around and look.” 
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The spirits of every single person who had died in the club fire filled the lobby. All of them 

were smiling and saying thank you. I waved and mouthed the words, “you’re welcome,” 

then turned back to Sasha. 

“I’m glad I could help you, Sasha.” 

Now standing beside Chief Simms, she bent over and kissed him on the cheek. “Tell this 

big brute that I love him and always will.” 

Then she was gone, and the lobby was empty. 

All were finally at peace. The truth about their deaths was known, and they could complete 

their journeys to their final resting places. 

“Sasha said to tell you she loves you,” I relayed. “Shorty?” I asked, wrinkling my nose. 

“Isn’t that a conundrum?” 

Chief Simms chuckled. “She always called me that,” he said. “She thought it was funny 

because I was so much bigger than her. She was a tiny, petite thing.” 

From the first time I had seen him until then, I had never seen him look so solemn and 

downtrodden. Having to witness me in the throes of a full-blown vision and learning that 

his dead sister was in his office to visit was a lot to take in for one day, and I’m sure it 

weighed heavily not only in his mind but also on his heart. 

“Bye, Chief Simms,” I said as I walked out of his office. 

“Later, kiddo,” he replied without looking up. 

As I pedaled my way back home, I thought about the day’s events and the unexpected 

change of plans that had occurred in the Chief’s office. 

What we had agreed upon in the conference room was for me to fake a vision in order to 

get Phillips to confess to his crimes, but Sasha and all the other spirits involved had a 

different idea, and that was to reveal the truth in the presence of the guilty party. 

The entire experience had been gut-wrenching and terrible to see. It also left me feeling 

drained. 

Yet I endured and saw the quest through to completion. 

I had set the spirits free from the chains that bound them to earth, and because they could 

now move on, I was extremely grateful. 

Usually energetic and spunky, all I wanted to do was go home and crawl into my bed, hide 

beneath the covers and not come out again for a week. 
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Chapter 27–Concernment 

 

Chief Simms realized my unfortunate experience in his office had left me feeling down 

and depressed, so I wasn’t at all surprised when he showed up at my house the next day to 

check on me. I was lying on the couch snuggled up in a blanket watching television when 

I heard him knock. 

“Thought I’d swing by and see how you’re doing,” he said when I opened the door. 

“I’m okay,” I said, inviting him inside. 

“You had quite the ordeal yesterday,” he said, sitting down in the chair across from me. “I 

owe you an apology.” 

“There’s no reason for you to apologize.” 

“Yes, there is. I’m the one who got you into that mess,” he said. “That episode would’ve 

never happened if I hadn’t involved you in my scheme to nail Phillips.” 

“You didn’t involve me in anything, Chief. I volunteered. Besides, it’s you who wouldn’t 

be entangled if not for me. I’m the one who came to you first, remember?” 

“How could I forget?” he chuckled. “Still, I shouldn’t have asked you to do what you did 

yesterday. It was unprofessional and selfish of me to put you in that situation.” 

“Did we get a confession?” I asked, cocking my head. 

“I’ll say we did,” Chief Simms answered, nodding. “Thanks to you, the case is now 

classified as solved instead of cold. I’m sure a lot of families will be happy to know the 

truth, and even get the closure they’ve needed for two years. It doesn’t bring their loved 

one's back, but finally having questions answered after so long helps to heal the wounds.” 

“That’s all that matters then,” I said. “You don’t need to worry about me. I’m fine. Honest.” 

After several moments of deep thought, Chief Simms said, “That was quite a sight to 

witness, DeeDee.” 

“If you think what you saw was bad, you should’ve seen what I did.” 

“I can’t even imagine.” 

“Sasha did what she needed to do to help you, Chief. Isn’t that what we wanted?” 

“Yes,” he answered. “I suppose you’re right.” 

We sat in silence momentarily, recalling the events of the prior day but seeing it in two 

separate ways. 
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“Do you have any idea how scared I was when I came to the station to see you the very 

first time?” I asked in an attempt to shed some positive light on an otherwise gloomy 

incident. 

He chortled. “You don’t say?” 

“I was so afraid to come tell you what I knew about Stacy. My knees knocked so hard 

together that it left bruises.” 

“And I’m sure I didn’t make it any easier for you by treating you the way I did.” 

“It’s no big deal,” I shrugged. “If the tables had been reversed, and I’d been in your shoes, 

I probably wouldn’t have believed me either. How often do you hear someone tell you they 

can see ghosts?” 

“You’re my first,” he answered with a smile. 

“To tell you the truth, Chief Simms, until it happened to me, I didn’t believe in them either.” 

“I’ll bet learning you were wrong was a real eye opener, huh?” 

“Yes. The whole thing’s been hard on me since the beginning,” I said. “Mom’s the only 

one who truly believed me and helped me to get through it. I’ve been to so many doctors 

and had numerous tests done only to be told there was nothing wrong with me. But that 

didn’t stop the neurologist from thinking I was crazy. Even after I saw his dead nurse in 

the room with us and delivered a message from her, he still didn’t believe me. He thought 

I was cuckoo and recommended that I see a psychiatrist.” 

“Well, DeeDee, it’s hard for people, doctors included, to believe in something that they 

don’t understand. It’s easier to dismiss the possibility that it could be true than it is to accept 

the fact that it is.” 

“That’s exactly what my momma told me. Even that didn’t keep my friends from shunning 

me, especially after I experienced a vision while they were watching.” 

“Out of curiosity, how did you learn to come to grips with it?” 

“It wasn’t easy,” I answered. “At first, right after my accident happened, and I started 

seeing people that no one else could see, I didn’t understand what was happening to me. 

When I finally did understand, I went through a period of why me, why did this have to 

happen to me? I was angry, frustrated, scared, cried a lot, screamed, pounded my fists, you 

name it. I read tons of books and tried to learn as much as I could, but books couldn’t teach 

me how to control it or deal with it, so I asked mom to take me to see a professional who 
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turned out to be the biggest help of all. The bottom line is, I don’t have control over it. I 

don’t choose which spirits or visions to see, and I don’t go looking for them either. It’s the 

other way around.” 

“That must be quite some world you live in, kiddo.” 

“No fooling. But the more it happens, the more I get used to it, and the more I learn. It 

doesn’t have an on and off switch, so what other choice do I have?” 

“None, I reckon.  You seem to be managing it well. You’re wise beyond your years, 

DeeDee.” 

“You didn’t think that at first,” I said, teasing him. “You thought I was nuts, too. Admit 

it.” 

“Guilty as charged,” he said, putting both hands up. “Not so much anymore, though. 

Without you, the truth about the club fire would have never come out. And that’s a fact. 

You were a tremendous help. Don’t ever forget that.” 

“Thanks for saying so.” 

“It’s true. I’ve been doing a lot of thinking,” he said, scratching the top of his head. “Even 

though I know what you’re capable of, I really don’t know a lot about you as a person. Tell 

me about yourself.” 

“What do you want to know?” 

“Everything. I want to know what makes DeeDee Olsen who she is. What makes her tick? 

It’s just you and your mom, right?” 

“Yes.” 

“What about your dad?” 

“He died before I was born,” I said, considering whether to tell him about my experience 

with my dead father, opting instead to keep that precious moment between me and my 

mom. 

“I’m sorry to hear that,” he said with sincerity. “I’m sure he would be proud of you.” 

“Me, too,” I said with a nod. 

“Where does your mom work?” 

“She’s a cashier at Thriftland grocery store,” I answered. 

“I know that place,” he said. “Been in there several times to pick up odds and ends, but I 

leave the real grocery shopping to my wife. Last time she sent me to buy a few things, I 
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went with an empty stomach and bought everything in sight. She hasn’t asked me to go 

again since then,” he said with a chuckle. “You and your mom seem to be very close and 

share a unique relationship.” 

“We are. My mom means everything to me.” 

“I’m glad to hear that. Never let that change. In this business, I see things that I’d rather 

forget about, but it’s impossible to.” 

“There’s nothing in this world that would ever change how I feel about my momma.” 

“I’d like to ask you some personal questions about your abilities,” he said. “If you don’t 

mind, that is.” 

“Not at all. What would you like to know?” 

“When you see ghosts or spirits, what do you see?” 

“I’m not sure I know what you mean.” 

“How do they look to you? Are they wearing sheets? Can you see through them? Do they 

have a golden glow around them?” 

“None of the above,” I answered. “I see them as clearly as I’m seeing you right now.” 

“Are you saying that there’s no difference in the appearance between them and the living?” 

he asked with surprise. “They look the same?” 

“To me, they do.” 

“Then how can you tell the difference between who’s alive and who isn’t?” 

“I couldn’t at first, which was why I was so confused about why no one else could see all 

the people that I was seeing. In time, I learned how to distinguish the difference between a 

living person and a dead one.” 

“How?” he asked with curiosity. 

“Lots of ways.  How they acted, the fact that they never communicated with the person 

they were attached to, and mainly because whoever they were near was oblivious to their 

presence. It took a while for me to see the differences, but now, no problem. They also 

have a distinct smell.” 

“A smell? Ghosts have odors?” he asked, crinkling his nose. 

“They don’t stink, if that’s what you mean,” I said with a laugh. “It’s more like the smell 

after an electrical storm, or fresh fallen rain. It took me a while to associate those two 

qualities and come to that conclusion.” 
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“Either of those smell better than what I was thinking,” he replied, rubbing his forehead. 

“For a second there, I thought you were going to tell me they smelled like rotten eggs or 

raw sewage.” 

Chief Simms shook his head in amazement. “I find this all to be quite fascinating. Even 

scary, but it doesn’t seem to bother you at all. I would think that someone as young as you 

are, would be aghast at seeing dead people. I know I would be.” 

“Been there and done that, too. I wasn’t always as calm and accepting as what you see now. 

In the beginning, the sight of a couple of them horrified me because they showed 

themselves to me in the manner that they died, like getting half their face blown off. I 

learned I could tell them not to appear to me in such an offensive or grotesque manner, and 

that if they did, I wouldn’t do anything to assist them. Guess they got the message because 

it ended that problem.” 

“Who said you could do that? Repel them, I mean. Because that’s what you’re doing, 

right?” 

“I never really thought of it that way,” I said, shrugging. “But I suppose you’re right. It’s 

hard to help when you can’t stand to look at them, you know? Dr. Cunningham is the one 

who told me what to do.” 

“All this happened to you as the result of a bump on the head?” 

“Yep.” 

“Did you start seeing them immediately after your accident?” he wanted to know. “Or did 

it take a while?” 

“Not directly after, no. First came the nausea, vomiting and dizziness from the head trauma. 

While I was in the emergency room being treated for those symptoms, I suffered a seizure. 

When I recovered, that’s when it all started,” I said. “After having the seizure, I was 

admitted to the hospital for observation. That’s when I saw my first ghost,” I told him. “A 

doctor who was standing right behind the other doctor who was treating me. When I made 

a comment about him being in the room and neither my mom nor Dr. Montgomery could 

see him, that’s when I became concerned. I didn’t understand why I could clearly see a 

man standing next to my bed, and they couldn’t. Dr. Montgomery thought I was suffering 

from double vision as the result of a concussion, so he dismissed it. I figured since he was 
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the doctor, he knew what he was talking about, but I also knew what I’d seen and hoped 

he was right and that my experience would be a onetime thing.” 

“Boy, did he ever make the wrong diagnosis.” 

“You can say that again.” 

“Had you ever had an experience similar to that prior to your accident?” 

“Nothing even remotely close. He kept me in the hospital overnight in case I had another 

seizure. Which I didn’t. What I did have was more encounters with spirits. A little girl 

roaming the hallways looking for her mother, an elderly couple walking arm in arm down 

the corridor, nurses checking on patients, including me. The hospital inside and out was 

swarming with spirits, only I didn’t realize at the time that’s what I was seeing. It was 

confusing.” 

“I’ll bet. Terrifying, too, I imagine.” 

“Somewhat,” I agreed. “I didn’t know at the time to be scared because I didn’t know what 

was happening. I honestly thought I was looking at living, breathing people. Until I realized 

I wasn’t. Seeing a group of them in the grocery store was one thing, because in a situation 

like that, it was harder to tell the difference. But when they show up in your bedroom or 

bathroom out of nowhere, that’s a different story. Having that happen to me was when I 

knew something strange was going on with me, something serious that I couldn’t explain, 

and I didn’t know what to do about it. I really thought I was suffering from brain damage, 

and all the tests that’d been performed on me had failed to detect it. I dealt with it the best 

I could… until it became overwhelming. I needed to talk to someone who knew what I was 

going through. Someone who could relate and listen without judging or dismissing me 

because they didn’t believe what I was telling them. Does that make sense?” 

“Perfectly.” 

“Turns out that the soldier who came to me in my room was the son of the doctor I ended 

up seeing. When I went for my appointment with her, the first thing she told me was that 

she’d been expecting me, although she’d never seen or talked to me before. He appeared 

to me not because he needed help or because he had a message, but to help me and guide 

me to the one person he knew could help.” 

“Wow,” he said, his eyes wide. “That’s remarkable.” 
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“You know the rest from there,” I said, staring at him while he stared blankly at me. “And 

now you think I’m a freak, too, don’t you?” 

“Nope,” he replied. “I think you’re quite extraordinary with a hell of a story to tell. And do 

you feel that your purpose with this gift is to help the departed? To relay messages to the 

loved ones they left behind?” 

“I know it is,” I replied. “And that’s exactly what I’ve been doing. Like I said, Chief Simms, 

they come to me, not the other way around.” 

He chewed on his lip momentarily before asking his next question. “Are you the kind that 

can assess a crime scene by touching objects and knowing what happened?” 

“No. That would be a psychic,” I said. “I don’t have that capability.” 

“Is there a proper name for the abilities that you have?” 

“Medium, visionary, either will do. But I prefer to be called DeeDee,” I said, smiling. 

Chief Simms smiled as well. “All this from a conk on the head,” he repeated, more to 

himself than to me. “Truly amazing.” 

I nodded. 

“Did you ever stop to think that maybe the accident was merely a coincidence?” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“Suppose your gifts were always there, and you just didn’t know it?” he posed. “And the 

blow to the noggin activated them, kind of like jump-starting the dead battery of a car.” 

“It’s possible, I suppose,” I answered. “Dr. Cunningham believes that theory to be true. 

Guess I’ll never know for sure.” 

“It’s definitely the most interesting story I’ve ever heard, that’s for sure.” 

I studied him for a moment, watching as his various facial expressions reflected a multitude 

of feelings. Shock. Surprise. Amazement. “Now that you know all there is to know about 

me, it’s my turn to ask you a question.” 

“Okay, shoot.” 

“Remember when I asked you about whether you had questioned Blake about Stacy’s 

disappearance and you told me it was none of my business?” 

“I seem to recall that, yes.” 

“Tell me more,” I requested. “I want to know everything you talked to him about and what 

he said.” 
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“There’s not much to tell. I spoke to Blake and his buddies, and they all told the same story, 

which I found to be rather suspicious. No two witnesses ever tell the same story word for 

word. There is always a discrepancy somewhere, but not with those three. I also talked to 

the kid that threw the party. He told me he remembered seeing them all there but didn’t 

pay much attention to what they were doing or when they left because so many other people 

were there. Same story from the other attendees that I talked to.” 

“They’re all lying to cover for Blake,” I said with disgust. “You know that, right? He either 

threatened them or paid them to lie for him.” 

“I do believe that, but without eyewitnesses or concrete evidence, it’s all circumstantial. 

My hands are tied, DeeDee. I can’t arrest Blake and put him in jail for a crime that I can’t 

prove he’s guilty of.” 

“He’s going to get away with murder, isn’t he?” 

“Don’t be too sure about that,” Chief Simms said. “One thing I’ve learned over the years 

is that someone as arrogant as Blake, one who thinks he’s above the law because of money 

or power, will always make a mistake somewhere along the way. And when he does, I’ll 

be there to show him that I am the law. Nothing will give me greater pleasure than to feel 

my handcuffs lock around those wrists of his.” 

“I sure hope you’re right,” I said, not feeling as confident as he did. Blake had gotten away 

with so much for so long that it wouldn’t have surprised me in the least if he got away with 

Stacy’s murder as well. 

“Stay positive, kiddo,” Chief Simms said, rising from his chair. “If you change your mind 

about pressing charges, all you have to do is say so. There’s a good possibility that being 

confronted by me might put a good scare into him.” 

“Blake doesn’t scare easily.” 

“Maybe not with school kids,” Chief Simms said. “But facing up to a man might be a 

different story.” 

“I’d love to be there when that happens,” I said, laughing. 

“If he continues to harass or threaten you, or if he touches you again, you need to let me 

know right away. I can’t do anything about an incident I know nothing about. Do you 

understand that?” 

“I do.” 
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“You take care of yourself, DeeDee,” Chief Simms said as he exited the front door. “I’ll 

be in touch.” 

I stood on the porch and watched as he drove away, gasping when I saw a familiar-looking 

car parked several houses down from mine. I instantly retreated inside, hoping that who I 

suspected the car belonged to hadn’t seen me. 

Either someone else in town had a car exactly like Blake’s, or he’d found out where I lived 

and was watching me. If that was the case, then he knew that Chief Simms had been there 

and was curious to know what I might have told him. 

There was no doubt in my mind that I would find out when I returned to school on Monday 

morning. 
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Chapter 28–Beyond Harassment 

 

Since the day I’d started first grade, I’d never dreaded going to school. I considered myself 

to be in the minority of those who actually loved school. Like everything else about my 

life, that changed, too. As if getting harassed on campus by Blake and his cronies wasn’t 

bad enough, he now knew where I lived. Ever since I’d seen his car parked on my street, I 

suspected he had a sinister plan up his sleeve to deal with me for what I knew about him. 

Why else would he be spying on me if not for the sake of intimidation? I couldn’t allow 

him to know how much I feared him. If he knew how scared I was of him, it’d only 

encourage intensified harassment, and I wasn’t inclined to see just how far he was willing 

to go to teach me a lesson. He was aware that I knew he was a murderer and that by sharing 

my knowledge with the proper authorities, I held the power that could destroy his life. 

Being the hateful, spiteful bully that he was, he would never allow that to happen. 

I was constantly looking over my shoulder to make sure he wasn’t lurking nearby, waiting 

for the perfect opportunity to jump me. I felt vulnerable being alone in a wide-open space 

as I walked to school by myself, as though I had a target on my back waiting for the arrow 

to strike. Mom didn’t allow me to ride my new bike to school because my previous one got 

stolen from the bike rack on campus, even though I’d secured it with a lock. But when 

Donna called the night before and told me she was sick and wasn’t going to school the next 

day, I considered defying mom’s rules and riding it, anyway. The faster I could get to 

school, the better. I might not have been able to out-pedal his car if he chased me, but I 

sure could if he were on foot. Not willing to disobey my mom, I put the thought to the back 

of my mind and walked. 

I arrived at the junior building without incident and thankful that I hadn’t run into Blake 

along the way. However, my relief was short-lived the moment I stepped inside the 

building. 

As I heard Blake say, “What’s up, ghost girl?” and turned to look in his direction, Dean, 

who’d been hiding in the doorway's corner, stepped out and grabbed me hard by the arm 

and drug me over to the corner on the opposite side where Blake and Zeke were standing. 

“Let go of me!” I shouted, trying to pull away. His held tight, refusing to release me. 
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Blake knew teachers and students seldomly used the area. It was nothing more than a walk-

through building, a shortcut to get to the courtyard and the senior building, so it was the 

perfect place for a confrontation. 

Green stucco walls and chestnut brown hard-wood floors made for perfect acoustics if I 

screamed. It would echo through the small building, and anyone nearby would hear me.  

Blake pressed his hand over my mouth and shoved me forcefully into the wall, the loud 

clunk of my head hitting the brick ringing loudly in my ears. “Don’t even think about it, 

bitch,” he hissed, his mouth barely an inch from my cheek. 

I tried biting his hand, but he pinched my lips closed with his firm grip. Dean was laughing, 

but Zeke stood to the side, taking no part in Blake’s attack on me. 

“Have you been running your mouth about me again, ghost girl?” Blake sneered. “Did you 

tell that cop friend of yours what you think you know about me?” 

I couldn’t answer verbally, so I shook my head no. 

“Liar,” he breathed, pressing harder on my mouth. “If that’s true, then why do you make 

so many trips to the police station, huh? And why was he at your house on Saturday? Don’t 

tell me it was a social call.” 

He’d admitted what I’d only suspected. It had been his car that I’d seen. There was no way 

he could have known that Chief Simms was at my house had he not been watching. 

“This is your last warning,” he spat, taking his hand from my mouth and grabbing onto my 

face, squeezing hard enough that I could feel his fingers pressing against my teeth. “One 

more word about me out of your mouth, ghost girl, and it will be your last.” He slammed 

my head so hard into the wall that I thought he’d lacerated my scalp, and I expected to feel 

the warm flow of blood any second. He’d already busted my lip. What was one more 

injury? 

“Blake, leave her alone.” It was Zeke. “She’s just a kid and you’re twice her size.” 

“I’ll leave her alone when I’m damn good and ready,” Blake replied, speaking over his 

shoulder. “You got a problem with that?” 

“You know what, Blake? I do have a problem with it,” Zeke answered. “She hasn’t done a 

thing to you.” 
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Blake slowly turned to face Zeke, posturing himself in preparation to turn his anger on the 

friend speaking out against him. “Well, well, well, aren’t you the brave little soldier, 

speaking to me in that tone? Are you seriously defending this tiny, worthless piece of shit?” 

“Yeah, I am,” Zeke answered, taking a step towards Blake. “I think it’s time you left her 

alone and stopped threatening her. We don’t need another…” Zeke started, then abruptly 

stopped. 

“Another what, Zeke? Finish what you were about to say,” Blake demanded. 

“It’s not important,” Zeke said. 

“Please, enlighten us,” Blake said, waving his hand towards Dean. “Go on, coward, spit it 

out.  Don’t let me stop you.” 

Zeke’s nostrils flared and his face and neck turned crimson. He was angry and on the verge 

of exploding. 

Dean stepped up and stood next to Blake. “Go on, Zeke.  What is it you have to say? We 

both want to hear it.” 

“We don’t need another Stacy on our hands!” Zeke yelled, shoving them both backwards. 

“Are you satisfied now?” 

Blake swung his fist, striking Zeke on the left side of his face, sending him sprawling to 

the floor. “You stupid bastard!” Blake yelled. “You need to learn to keep your damn mouth 

shut.” 

Zeke wiped blood away from his lip and stood up. “How in the hell are we even friends?” 

he asked, glancing back and forth at Blake and Dean. “The both of you disgust me 

sometimes.” 

“I’ve been asking myself the same thing about you,” Blake replied. “You’re a pussy and a 

traitor. Get the hell out of my face. I can’t stand the sight of you.” 

Their confrontational exchange of angry, accusatory comments unfolded in front of me, as 

if I’d suddenly become invisible to them. Zeke had practically confessed to Stacy’s death 

in my presence. Not that I didn’t already know, but to hear him say it was bona fide proof 

of their involvement and I needed to tell Chief Simms as soon as I could.   

Blake turned his attention back to me. “You breathe one word of this and so help me God, 

you will live to regret it.  You hear me, ghost girl?” 
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I wasn’t going to allow him to touch me again, so I did the only thing that I could think of 

to do–I drew up my leg and kneed him hard in the crotch. 

He doubled over, grabbing onto his scrotum as he howled in pain. “You stupid bitch!” he 

cried through clenched teeth, seething with pain and anger. “You’ll pay for that, so help 

me, God, you will. When I get ahold of you, I’m going to kill you, you dumb freak.” 

Dean was so stunned by my sudden move against Blake that he didn’t even try to stop me 

as I ran away, my feet pumping as fast as I could move through the walkway and into the 

senior building. By the time I got there, I was gasping and panting for breath. After 

spending a brief period in the bathroom to regain my composure, I exited and headed to 

class as though nothing had happened. 

But it had. 

And this time, I didn’t intend to let him get away with it. 

  



221 

 

Chapter 29–Filing A Complaint 

 

When I entered Chief Simms office that same afternoon, he took one look at me and sprang 

from his chair so fast that I thought he’d pressed a secret ejection button. 

“Who did that to you?” he asked angrily. 

“I’d like to file a formal complaint,” I answered. I didn’t have to give a name for him to 

know who the culprit was. 

“Sit down,” he said. “Tell me every single detail about what Blake Chutney did to you. 

Don’t leave anything out.” 

The entire time that he was filling out the complaint form, his jaw muscles twitched 

spasmodically. I’d never seen him so angry. “Is your busted and swollen lip your only 

injury?” 

“There’s a lump on the back of my head from him shoving me into the wall.” 

The clenching of his jaws intensified. “And you said Zeke openly admitted his involvement 

in the disappearance and death of Stacy Amberville?” 

“He may as well have,” I said. “His exact words were, ‘we don’t need another Stacy on our 

hands.’ Isn’t that close enough to a confession?” 

“It’s damn sure close enough to warrant another conversation with them. All three will 

continue to deny their involvement, so it shouldn’t come as a surprise to you when they do. 

You should know that right now.” 

“Nothing they do or say would surprise me.” 

“And no one other than those three were present at the time? No one walked past while this 

was taking place?” 

“No.” 

“Did Dean or Zeke assault you?” 

“Dean’s the one who grabbed me by the arm and dragged me over to where Blake was,” I 

answered. “He didn’t hurt me, but he laughed the whole time Blake had me cornered. He 

didn’t do anything to try to stop him. Zeke just stood there watching. When he told Blake 

to leave me alone, that’s when Blake punched him.” 

“Then there’s some tension there between them. That could prove beneficial in the long 

run.” 
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“I got the feeling listening to them go back and forth with each other that their friendship 

isn’t what it used to be. You think Zeke might cave and confess everything?” 

“It’s possible, especially if he’s carrying a heavy load of guilt or regret. After Blake 

punched Zeke, what happened next?” 

“I kneed Blake in the nuts and ran away.” 

Chief Simms tried to stifle a laugh but failed. “Good girl,” he said, continuing to write. 

“Anything else?” 

“After I kicked him where it hurts, Blake told me that if he ever got ahold of me, he was 

going to kill me.” 

“Don’t take his warning lightly, DeeDee. You’re a threat to him. He might exhibit the 

persona of being a tough guy, but he’s scared right now. Fear can make a person act 

irrationally. In Blake’s case, his goal would be to stop you from sending him to prison. My 

fear is that he sees only one way to do that. And I don’t think I need to spell it out for you.” 

“No, Chief, you don’t.” 

“Good. Anything else?” 

“No. I avoided them as best I could for the rest of the day. I didn’t even go to the principal. 

I wanted to come to you instead.” 

“You made the right decision,” he said, rising from his chair and picking up the form. “Did 

you see Blake leave school grounds today?” 

“I wasn’t really paying attention, except to make sure he wasn’t following me on my way 

here.” 

“That’s okay. You sit tight. I need to get this complaint typed and I’ll pick up Blake myself 

and bring him in. Be right back,” he said as he left the office. 

Several minutes passed before he returned. “I’m going to his house right now,” he said, 

strapping on his gun holster and buckling the belt. “You need to stay here until I get back 

because you need to be present when I confront him with the charges.” 

“Okay,” I said. “May I use your phone to call my mom and let her know where I am?” 

“Absolutely,” he answered. “You can either sit here in my office and wait or sit in the 

lobby. Wherever you’re more comfortable.” 

“Thanks, Chief Simms,” I replied, picking up the phone and pushing down one of the clear 

buttons to get an outside line. 
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To say that my mom was angry when I told her what had happened is an extreme 

understatement. Outraged would be a better description. “I’m on my way,” she said angrily, 

hanging up the phone before I could protest. 

“Blake did this to you?” Mom asked, holding my chin as she examined my lip and head. 

“He doesn’t know when to stop, does he?” 

“Apparently not, but when Chief Simms gets finished with him, I’ll bet he will.” 

“Let’s hope so,” Mom said. 

The expression on Blake’s face when Chief Simms escorted him through the front door in 

handcuffs was priceless, and it elated me to be there to witness it. Mr. Cocky Britches 

wasn’t so cocky anymore as the Chief led him down the hallway and into the conference 

room where we had sat planning on how to get Phillips to confess. Chief Simms then 

returned to the lobby and motioned for mom and me to follow him. Blake was sitting 

slumped at the table, his arms bound behind him. 

“Mrs. Olsen, DeeDee, please take a seat,” Chief Simms instructed. To Blake, he said, “I’ve 

informed you why you’re here, is that correct?” 

“Yeah,” Blake replied. “But it’s all a lie.” 

“You’ll get your chance to speak when I’m finished,” Chief Simms said authoritatively. 

“For now, let’s go over everything again while everyone is together. Ms. Olsen will give 

her account of the incident that occurred today, and then you’ll be given the opportunity to 

admit to the allegations or rebut them. Do you understand that?” 

Blake rolled his eyes and nodded. 

“I can’t hear a nod, Mr. Chutney,” Chief Simms said. “Was that a yes?” 

“Yeah.” He kept his head down with his eyes glued on the floor. Funny how he wasn’t so 

tough when handcuffed, or when his other accomplices weren’t around to egg him on. I 

found that to be rather comical. 

“Miss Olsen has filed a formal complaint against you alleging that you and two of your 

friends, Zeke Patterson and Dean Caldwell, assaulted her in the hallway when she arrived 

at school this morning. Miss Olsen, is that correct?” 

“Yes, sir,” I answered. 
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“Miss Olsen alleges you forcefully kept her from talking or screaming by placing your 

hand over her mouth, and that you also shoved her head into a stucco wall two separate 

times. Miss Olsen, is that correct?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Miss Olsen alleges that, during this assault, Zeke Patterson attempted to make you stop, 

at which time you struck him and knocked him to the floor. Following that encounter, Zeke 

Patterson made the remark that, and I quote, ‘we don’t need another Stacy on our hands.’ 

Would you care to elaborate on that statement?” 

Blake’s head snapped up, his eyes glaring with anger. “Bullshit!” he hissed. “That’s a lie! 

No one said that. Why would we?” 

“You tell me,” Chief Simms said. 

“This stupid little bitch is lying. Can’t you see that?” 

“You’ll mind your tone in here with me, boy,” Chief Simms remarked, his deep voice 

resonating through the room. “And you’d better watch your language as well.” 

“Whatever,” Blake said in a sarcastic tone. 

“Do you deny or attest to the allegations that have been made against you?” 

“I haven’t done a thing to her,” Blake said, jerking his head in my direction. “She’s nothing 

but a lying freakshow.” 

“And if I bring your friends in here, will they corroborate your statement?” 

“How would I know?” 

“They’re your friends, aren’t they? They were there when all this happened. The question 

is, will they also deny that the incident took place, or will they rat you out to save their own 

hides?” 

“You’ll have to ask them,” Blake retorted. 

“That’s exactly what I intend to do,” Chief Simms said. “As a matter of fact…” 

The Chief’s questioning of Blake was interrupted by a loud commotion in the lobby. An 

irate man repeatedly shouted, “where’s my son?” Chief Simms glanced at mom and me, 

then at Blake, who recognized the voice and was now grinning wickedly. 

“Guess who’s here?” he quipped mockingly. 

Mr. Chutney appeared at the doorway, his loud voice bellowing. “What the hell is going 

on in here? Why are you questioning my son?” 
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“Mr. Chutney,” Chief Simms said, rising from his chair. “I’m going to have to ask you to 

calm down and stop shouting.” 

“I’ll stop shouting when you answer my question and tell me why you’ve brought my son 

in here.” 

It was apparent that the apple hadn’t fallen far from the tree. Like father, like son, both 

spiteful bullies who thought they were better than anyone else in Pahokee; therefore, 

deserved special treatment. 

“This young lady filed an assault complaint against your son,” Chief Simms said, pointing 

at me. “I’m simply trying to understand what happened.” 

“Against her?” Mr. Chutney shrieked as he pointed at me and laughed. “The biggest freak 

show in Pahokee? Is this a joke?” 

“No joke, sir,” Chief Simms said. “And I would appreciate it if you’d keep your personal 

feelings and name calling to yourself. This is an official interrogation. You are free to join 

and sit with your son if you please.” 

“Is my son under arrest?” Mr. Chutney demanded to know. 

“At this moment, no, but I’m also not finished with my questioning.” 

“Yes, you are,” Mr. Chutney stated, moving closer to the table. “Now take those damn 

handcuffs off my son right now so I can take him home.” 

“That will not happen, sir. And if you don’t sit down and be quiet, I’ll have no other choice 

than to find you guilty of impeding an investigation. Do I make myself clear?” 

“Do you know who I am?” Mr. Chutney asked, tapping his chest with a finger. 

“Is there anyone in this town who doesn’t know who you are, sir?” 

“I demand that you release my son this second.” 

“And I told you no. Now either sit down and shut up or get the hell out of here. Sir!” 

“I’ll have your badge for this,” Mr. Chutney warned, shaking a finger at Chief Simms. 

“When I’m finished with you, you’ll be bundling celery at the packing house.” 

“Whatever you say, sir.” 

“Dad?” Blake called out as his father walked back toward the lobby. 

“I can see where you get all your charm,” Chief Simms huffed.  

“He meant what he said. I hope you know that. You’d better enjoy wearing that badge for 

now because you won’t have it much longer,” Blake said, smirking. 



226 

 

“Let me tell you something, boy,” Chief Simms boomed, leaning his hefty body across the 

table. “Bullying might work on school grounds or even with your juvenile friends. But 

now, you’re playing in my sandbox, and I won’t tolerate it. Not from you and certainly not 

from your daddy.” 

Blake answered with a laugh. 

“You have denied the allegations against you, is that correct?” Chief Simms asked as he 

sat back down. 

“Yep.” 

“Although Miss Olsen has injuries that say otherwise.” 

“Maybe she ran into one of her ghost friends and they did it.” 

“Or it could be that you’re just a liar, the spoiled rotten son of one of the richest men in 

town who thinks he can do whatever he wants and get away with it. Isn’t that more 

accurate?” Chief Simms was angry and frustrated, and he made no attempt to hide it. 

“You got the liar part right,” Blake replied. “But I’m not the one who’s lying.” 

“You fallacious bastard!” I shouted, slamming a hand on the table as I stood. Mom tugged 

at my arm, but I pulled away. “You’ve done nothing but pick on me and threaten me ever 

since the story about me and my abilities came out in the paper. Why is that Blake? Allow 

me to answer that for you,” I spat, not giving him time to answer. “Because I know you 

killed Stacy, and you know I know, and the thought of your secret being made public scares 

the hell out of you. So does the thought of spending the rest of your life behind bars. You’re 

really not as tough as you think you are. Factually, you’re nothing more than a disgusting, 

sniveling coward. You think you’re a man, but you’re actually a juvenile delinquent. If you 

want to be a man instead of pretending to be one, then tell the truth for once in your 

miserable life.” 

If the adage “if looks could kill,” were true, I would have died right there on the spot. 

Blake’s eyes burned with fury at my outburst, and if he hadn’t been in restraints, I believe 

he would have choked the life out of me right then. I’d crossed an extremely dangerous 

line that there was no coming back from. 

“She’s crazy, you know that, right?” Blake said. 

“Is she?” Chief Simms asked sarcastically. “Do you have something you need to confess 

to me?” 
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“Hell no,” Blake retorted. “That bitch is crazy. I don’t know what the hell she’s talking 

about, and neither does she if she thinks I had anything to do with Stacy’s death. Do me a 

favor and get that freak away from me.” 

“With pleasure,” Chief Simms said. “Blake Chutney, I am placing you under arrest for the 

assault against Deidre Kay Olsen that resulted in injuries to her person.” 

“What?” Blake shrieked. “You can’t do this!” 

“You have the right to remain silent.” 

“Daddy!” Blake screamed. 

“Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law.” 

“Daddy!” he screamed again as Chief Simms escorted him out of the room and down the 

hall towards the holding cells. 

“Sorry, mom,” I said, taking her hand. “I didn’t intend to use profanity, and I certainly 

meant no harm by pushing your hand away. It’s just that I was so mad that the words came 

tumbling out and I needed to finish saying what had to be said.” 

“Don’t worry about it, DeeDee,” Mom said, patting the top of my hand. “You did what you 

needed to do, and you certainly handled it better than I would’ve. I probably would’ve 

slapped the little prick right across the face.” 

“Project trash, that’s what the two of you are!” 

We looked up to see Mr. Chutney standing in the doorway. 

“I beg your pardon?” Mom said. 

“You heard me,” he spat. “Filthy, dirty project trash with nothing better to do than accuse 

my son of doing something he’s not guilty of. People like you don’t even deserve to breathe 

the same oxygen as my son,” he huffed, then walked away. 

“You two okay?” Chief Simms asked. “I heard what Mr. Chutney just said to you.” 

“Sticks and stones,” I said. 

“What happens now?” Mom asked. 

“Blake gets to spend the night in jail. That should bring him down a notch or two, and 

hopefully, give him time to cool off.” 

“And then?” Mom wanted to know. 
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“He’ll go before the judge tomorrow morning for arraignment. I’m sure his father will be 

there to bail him out. He’s definitely looking at paying fines, maybe putting in community 

service hours.” 

“Will the judge issue a restraining order?” 

“It’s possible, but doubtful since they go to the same school. Kind of hard to tell someone 

to keep a certain distance when there’s a possibility that they have classes together.” 

“We don’t,” I chimed in. “But I see him in school every day.” 

“You can file one to keep him away from your house, though. And if there is an active 

order, and he violates it; he will go to jail every time he does.” 

“Do we need to be there?” Mom asked. 

“No, and I think it’s better that you’re not. I can’t imagine that either of them would be too 

happy seeing you there.” 

“I understand,” Mom said. 

“DeeDee, I know this wasn’t easy for you to do, but you did the right thing,” Chief Simms 

said. “And I promise you I will do everything within my power to keep you safe from Blake 

and his friends. Of course, I can’t follow you around twenty-four hours a day to ensure 

that, but I can offer you some expert advice.” 

“Okay,” I said. “I’m listening.” 

“I know you see him at school but do your absolute best to avoid all contact with him. 

Don’t put yourself in a position where he can get the better of you. Stay close to your 

friends, don’t walk home alone, take different routes if you have to.” 

“I can take her in the mornings on my days off,” Mom said. “But rarely do I have an 

afternoon off.” 

“I have Donna and Laura,” I said. “If there comes a day when neither of them can walk 

home with me, then I’ll take a different route.” 

“If he threatens you or touches you again, I want to know about it immediately. If you see 

him anywhere near your house, call me. If you see him following you, tell me. I don’t want 

to alarm either of you or make you think something is going to happen that isn’t, but I am 

going to be honest with you. He’s angrier right now than he’s ever been, and he’s going to 

want nothing more than to retaliate and he’ll be looking for every opportunity to do exactly 
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that. I want you to be fully aware of your surroundings at all times, be on guard, be 

vigilant.” 

“That sounds kind of ominous,” I said.   

“It does, and you should take this situation seriously,” Chief Simms said. “Don’t 

underestimate him, DeeDee. You already know what he’s capable of.” 

“I do,” I agreed. “I’ll be careful.” 

Mom and I left the station and went directly home. My overactive imagination was filled 

with different scenarios about how Blake would exact his revenge on me. 

Unfortunately, none of them were pleasant, and all ended the same way. 

Blake Chutney was going to kill me. 
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Chapter 30–And So It Goes 

 

I wish I could say that Blake’s harassment ended when I filed an official complaint against 

him that resulted in him spending a night in jail. But it didn’t. It only exacerbated it. 

Although he didn’t attempt to hit, touch, or push me again, his visual threats toward me 

seemed to carry more weight and were even more sinister. At least if he’d struck me, it 

would’ve been done and over with. However, threatening me with non-verbal actions was 

more alarming because I never knew when he might strike and carry them out. 

He returned to school the day after his arraignment and strutted around campus as if he 

hadn’t a care in the world and had done nothing wrong. He continued to hang out with 

Dean and Zeke, who seemed to be back in his good graces. I did my best to avoid them, 

but it was impossible since we walked the same hallways and had classes in the same wing. 

Every time we made eye contact, he sneered at me and either drew a finger across his throat 

or turned his hand into a gun. 

I decided it was time to take my plight to a different level, so I went to the office and 

requested to speak to the Principal. After lodging my complaint, he didn’t seem too pleased 

about what I’d told him. 

And his displeasure had nothing to do with the possible danger I was facing. 

It was all about protecting Blake. 

“Are you sure you want to do that, Miss Olsen?” 

“What do you mean, Mr. Reddick?” 

“Well, Blake is a senior, and he’s getting ready to graduate and go off to college. Not to 

mention that he’s our team’s star quarterback. Are you willing to take a chance on 

destroying all that simply because of a little boyish fun?” 

“Boyish fun?” I repeated with surprise. “Mr. Reddick, not only has he threatened me on 

multiple occasions, but he also busted my lip and slammed me into the wall so hard that he 

put a knot on the back of my head. Apparently, your idea of fun differs from mine.” 

“Are you sure you’re not exaggerating a tad bit there?” 

“If you call filing a police report for assault exaggeration, then I suppose you may be right.” 

“You reported him to the police?” he asked in a near shriek. “Why in the world would you 

do that?” 
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“For the same reasons I just told you about. It wasn’t the first time he’s assaulted me, and 

I’m sure it won’t be the last.” 

Little did he know he was defending a cold-blooded murderer, and I couldn’t tell him so 

because the evidence against Blake proving his guilt had not been founded yet. But I knew, 

and to me, that’s all that mattered. 

“Can’t you at least talk to him?” 

“I can do that,” he answered, writing in his datebook. “What outcome are you expecting?” 

“That isn’t my decision, is it?” I asked with too much sarcasm. His lackadaisical approach 

to my valid complaint ticked me off, and I felt as though he either didn’t care or didn’t fully 

believe my story. 

“I’ll talk to him,” he said, releasing a heavy breath. “Just so you know, none of what you’ve 

told me is grounds for suspension, if that’s what you’re expecting. It’s your word against 

his and I can’t very well suspend him on mere allegations.” 

“You know what, Mr. Reddick?” I said angrily, snapping up my backpack and rising from 

my chair. “Why don’t you just forget I even came in here? I’ll let Chief Simms continue to 

investigate it.” I stormed out of his office, expecting him to call me back in after mentioning 

the Chief’s name, but he didn’t. 

After listening to his rambling prose about how important it was to protect a school jock 

instead of holding him accountable for his actions, I figured he had no intentions of 

confronting Blake. And if he did, he’d do so with kid gloves, nodding and smiling while 

Blake consistently denied the accusations just as he had when being questioned by Chief 

Simms. 

Mr. Reddick’s failure to take my complaint seriously and act upon it would be a decision 

that he would come to regret. 

Donna and Laura were waiting for me in the courtyard to eat lunch, but I wasn’t hungry. I 

slammed my backpack onto the bench and sat down. 

“Wow,” Donna exclaimed. “Who pissed in your oatmeal?” 

“Nobody,” I answered, shaking my head. 

“Obviously, you’re mad about something.” 

“Nothing that’s worth talking about,” I said, folding my arms and resting them on top of 

the table. Blake was sitting two tables back, smirking and nodding. Dean laughed along 
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with him, but Zeke sat with his head down, slowly chewing on a sandwich. His presence 

in the courtyard at lunchtime was nothing more than intimidation because they always left 

campus or ate in the cafeteria. 

“Ignore him,” Donna said, noticing that I’d spotted Blake and his thugs. 

“Easier said than done,” I said. “Especially after yesterday.” Donna already knew that I 

had filed charges against Blake because I had spoken to her on the phone the night before 

and told her, but I hadn’t called Laura. Mainly because I didn’t think she’d care. 

“What happened yesterday?” Laura asked, glancing from me to Donna. 

“DeeDee reported Blake to the police,” Donna told her. 

“The police? Why?” 

Donna opened her mouth to speak, but I cut her off. “Because I’m sick and tired of his 

bullshit,” I exclaimed. “He’s constantly threatening me and following me around. It turns 

my stomach to even look at him.” 

“Then maybe you should stop talking about him and Stacy,” Laura remarked without 

looking at me. 

I glared at her, eyes blazing. “What’s that supposed to mean, Laura?” I asked angrily. “It’s 

not like I run around blabbing about it to everyone willing to listen. Obviously, I shouldn’t 

have told you.” 

“I’m just saying,” Laura said with a shrug. “He’d probably quit doing all that if you left 

him alone.” 

Donna glanced at me frowning and shook her head. 

“Are you saying I should forget the fact that he murdered someone and pretend like I don’t 

know about it?” 

“That’s not what I said,” Laura answered. “But maybe you should unless you’re willing to 

take a chance on being his next victim. You ought to leave well enough alone.” 

“And maybe you should just kiss my ass,” I said, snatching up my backpack and walking 

away, giving Blake the middle finger as I passed by. I dashed inside the building and ran 

upstairs to the bathroom, where I would spend the remainder of my lunch period trying to 

cool off until the bell rang. 

Laura came in as I was washing my hands, but I wasn’t in the mood to talk to her. 

“DeeDee,” she said. “I think you misunderstood what I was trying to say.” 
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“Really? Because I’m sure I heard you loud and clear.” 

“You know I have a tough time relaying what I’m thinking,” she said. “Words bounce 

around in my head, but they never come out the way I want them to. Please let me try to 

explain.” 

I wadded the paper towel that I’d used to dry my hands and threw it in the trash. “Go 

ahead,” I said, adjusting my backpack over my shoulder. “Say what you have to say.” 

“What I was trying to say is that you know the type of person Blake is, what he’s capable 

of and what he’s already done. He doesn’t like you and he’s extremely angry with you. 

What I meant was that it’s best if you left him alone and let Chief Simms deal with him. 

And mostly because I don’t want to see anything happen to you. I know I’ve been distant 

and perhaps somewhat short with you since you told me what you can do, but you’re still 

my friend and I care about you.” 

That was the most she’d said to me at one time since learning of my capabilities, and 

although it was nice to hear her say that it didn’t change my mind. 

“I appreciate that, Laura, I really do,” I said, pulling the door open to leave. “But I can’t let 

this go. I simply can’t.” 

For the rest of that week, Blake came to the courtyard during lunch, always sitting only a 

couple of tables away, staring at me with that disgusting sneer of his, doing his best to 

terrorize or rile me. 

And it worked. I finally reached the point that I’d had enough. I avoided the courtyard from 

then on and had lunch somewhere else on campus, out of his line of sight and away from 

his non-stop threats. 

Friday came, and I was looking forward to the weekend so that I could read a new book 

that I’d checked out from the library and watch my Saturday night creature feature. Donna 

and Laura were both supposed to walk home with me, but Laura had to leave school early 

and go out of town with her mother, and Donna had an emergency dental appointment 

because one of the wire bands broke off her braces. 

Even though Chief Simms forewarned me not to walk home alone, I had no choice. Instead 

of taking my usual route, I took the narrow alleyway between rows of houses, out of sight 

and away from the main traffic, careful to pay close attention to my surroundings and 

keeping an eye out for anything that seemed unusual or out of place. 
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In the alleyway two blocks from home, I quickly spun around when I heard crunching 

gravel behind me, certain that I was being followed. 

I didn’t see anyone, so I figured it was either my imagination or I’d heard a neighborhood 

dog or stray cat scurrying across the dirt path. Unnerved, tensed, and increasing my pace, 

I continued on, feeling the deepest sense of paranoia I’d ever experienced. 

The scrunching sound came again. 

Louder and closer than before. 

Regrettably, I didn’t get a chance to turn around and investigate the noise. 

Someone grabbed me from behind, wrapping an arm tightly around my waist while placing 

a rag-covered hand over my mouth, forcing me to inhale the chemicals that were soaked 

into the cloth fabric. 

A sweet tasting mixture of citric acid and fingernail polish remover overpowered me, 

instantly making me lethargic and vulnerable. 

I tried to scream but inhaling the potent stench of the chemicals made me cough and gag. 

My body went limp in the arms of my attacker. 

Against my will, I surrendered to the anesthetic and closed my eyes. 

Then everything went black. 

 

 

  



235 

 

Chapter 31–Abducted 

 

Ghosts have a multitude of personalities. Some are funny, some are sad, they smile and 

frown, laugh and cry, some talk while others prefer to remain silent. No matter which 

attribute accompanies any certain spirit, I’ve learned that it’s a reflection of who they were 

in life, and that their uniqueness followed them even into death. 

Many spirits have asked for and gotten my help for a variety of reasons. However, none of 

them ever appeared to me in such an uncanny form as my current visitors did – a clown, 

and an archer. 

A red, curly-haired wig covered the jokester’s head. Dressed in a multi-colored, polka 

dotted jumpsuit, he wore the traditional white face foundation with black makeup around 

his eyes, shaped into spades with tiny red teardrops extending from the base. One white-

gloved hand covered his nasal area while he made knocking gestures with the other, as 

though he was rapping on a door. Then he would point to the bowman. He did this 

repeatedly, taking a step sideways each time, going from one imaginary door to another, 

appearing to be searching for someone or something. 

The archer held an empty quiver that he pointed to and shrugged, as though asking if I 

knew where his arrows were. Were these two circus performers asking me to help them 

find a missing clown nose and arrows? Ghosts came to me when they wanted my help to 

deliver a message to their loved ones. 

But not these two. 

Their behavior was bizarre, even for ghosts, and the absence of a request for my assistance 

confused me. 

Thick makeup obscured the clown’s face, and the archer wore a ball mask with fluffy, 

purple boa feathers. I’d never encountered a spirit that’d appeared to me incognito, and I 

couldn’t figure out the logic behind it. All I knew was that the clown needed a new red 

nose, and the archer needed his projectiles. 

I tried to speak but my mouth wouldn’t move. 

Weird since I’d never had a problem talking. I tried again. Nothing. My lips would not 

function… nor would my hands or feet. My body was paralyzed by an unseen force, 

completely incapacitating me. I wondered if I was having the kind of nightmare where my 
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feet got stuck in quicksand, and no matter how hard I fought to break free, I couldn’t pull 

them from the quagmire. 

On the verge of panic, I struggled to make my legs work, but the attempts were futile 

because I couldn’t move. At all. 

Both Mr. Clown and Mr. Archer bent over in front of me and placed a finger to their lips 

to quiet me, and in unison, both screamed, “Wake up, DeeDee!” 

When I opened my eyes, I discovered that my arms were tied behind my back, my ankles 

tethered to the legs of my chair with restraints I couldn’t see, and a wide strip of duct tape 

covered my mouth. 

Mr. Clown and Mr. Archer were gone. 

Their presence hadn’t been a ghost encounter but a dream with no comprehensible meaning 

as far as I could tell, other than ensuring that I woke up. None of it made any sense to me 

at the time. 

I had no idea where I was, but the room was extremely dark. No sunlight beamed through 

windows. No lights were on. If there was a door, I couldn’t see it through the blackness of 

the room. 

It was eerily quiet. No fan or air conditioner was running, no humming of appliances, not 

even the sound of a passing car. Only the loud buzz of silence inside my ears, rushing water 

winding its way down a mountainside to the riverbed below. 

I was utterly alone in a strange room, and it took little thought to figure out who’d brought 

me there and restrained me. 

And he hadn’t done it with good intentions in mind. 

My pants were soiled. I could smell my urine, which not only disgusted me, but it was also 

embarrassing. The last time I’d wet my pants, I was still in diapers. 

My lip had a fresh wound. I felt a tender spot beneath the tape that hadn’t been there before. 

My cheek throbbed from being struck in the face. I figured the blow was from Blake’s 

closed fist. 

The last thing I remembered was hearing a rustling in the bushes as I walked home from 

school, the crunching of gravel, and then being grabbed from behind. 

I didn’t need to see a face to know who’d abducted me. 
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Blake Chutney had finally made good on his threats, and if I were being kept restrained 

inside a dark building, the outcome for me wouldn’t end well. 

I didn’t know how long I’d been there, or if I’d been gone from home long enough for mom 

to file a missing person’s report.  

My heart sank. I swallowed hard and began crying when I realized that if no one knew 

where I was or that I was gone, then no one would ever find me, or my dead body. 

The slamming of car doors alerted me that someone was there, and the only persons I 

wanted to see at that moment were Chief Jerome Simms and my mother. Unfortunately, it 

was neither. 

“Look who finally woke up.” Stepping inside, Blake turned on a flashlight and directed the 

beam straight into my face. The glare hurting my eyes, I squinted and turned away. Dean 

stood at his side, grinning broadly, proud of what the two of them had accomplished. 

Only two figures were inside the room with me. The trio of terror was down by one. 

Zeke wasn’t with them. 

“What’s the matter, ghost girl? Cat got your tongue?” Both boys erupted in a fit of laughter 

as though they’d just heard the world’s funniest comedian crack a knee-slapping joke. 

I grunted and squirmed against my restraints, but my light weight barely rocked the wooden 

chair. 

“Wiggle all you want to, ghost girl,” Blake teased, rubbing his cheek with the butt of the 

flashlight. “You’re not going anywhere.” 

To Dean, he said, “Light that lantern over there, will you? I can’t see a damn thing in here.” 

The dim glow of the flame supplied enough light for me to get a decent look around the 

room, which didn’t help at all in telling me where I was, only that I’d never been there 

before. I didn’t even know if I was still in Pahokee. Being unconscious, he could have 

driven me to Timbuktu, and I wouldn’t have known the difference. 

The room was small, about the size of a shed or garage, and constructed with gray concrete 

blocks. Black oil stains covered the cemented floor and the faint scent of gasoline hung in 

the air, but I didn’t see a gas can anywhere. The solid steel door had no window and a key-

only lock. 
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Blake opened a folding chair and sat down in front of me. With brute force, he ripped the 

tape off my mouth. I’m sure if I’d been able to see the adhesive side, besides the glue, I 

would’ve seen skin and hair on it. 

“Wow, that’s quite a busted lip you’ve got there,” Blake said, faking concern with a pitiful 

scowl. 

With the tip of my tongue, I gently licked the left corner of my top lip and felt a clump of 

dried blood. My mouth was swollen and extremely sore to touch. 

“Might have to even that up for you before I’m finished with you,” Blake said. 

“Where am I?” 

Blake shrugged. 

“How long have I been here?” 

He shrugged again. 

“Why are you doing this to me?” I asked, glancing from Blake to Dean. 

“I warned you to stop running your mouth, didn’t I? But you didn’t listen.” 

“You should have listened,” Dean echoed. 

“It wasn’t enough that you ran your mouth to your girlfriends and that cop friend of yours, 

but you didn’t stop there, did you? No, you had to go and tell the principal that I was 

harassing and assaulting you. He threatened to kick me off the team and suspend me from 

school because of you.” 

That was news to me. Mr. Reddick had changed his mind about reprimanding him, and that 

wasn’t sitting well with Blake. A lot of good the admonishment did. 

“I didn’t tell him anything,” I said. “Not about Stacy.” 

“Doesn’t matter,” Blake said. “He wouldn’t have believed you, anyway. No one does. They 

all think you’re a lying freak of nature.” 

“My mom’s probably looking for me,” I said, hoping that what I was saying was true. 

“Chief Simms, too,” I added. 

“You’re right, they are. But guess what? They won’t find you.” 

“They’ll know you’re behind my disappearance, Blake,” I said bravely. “Did you stop to 

think about that?” 

“Yep,” he replied cockily. “He’s already asked me about you, and I told him the same thing 

I told him about Stacy. I don’t know anything about it. You know what else, ghost girl? He 
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can’t prove a damn thing, so what do you think about that? And when I’m done with you, 

I’ll bury you so good and deep that no one will ever find you. Or I might take you out on 

the lake in my airboat and throw you to the gators.” 

Dean took a stand behind Blake’s chair, arms crossed and laughing. 

“You need to let me go,” I said hoarsely. 

“Not going to happen,” Blake said. “You honestly think I’d let you go so that you could 

run straight to that cop friend of yours and blab about me? No way. I’m not going to prison 

for you or for Stacy. I’ve got plans and no one is coming between them.” 

“I won’t tell,” I said, attempting to negotiate. “I promise I won’t say a word.” 

“And when your mom asks where you’ve been for the past two days? What will you tell 

her? That you took an unscheduled road trip? I don’t think so.” 

Two days? Was he serious? If he was telling the truth about how long I’d been there in that 

dark room, then my poor mom had to be half out of her mind with worry not knowing 

where I was, and there was no doubt she’d been to see Chief Simms. What good that did I 

didn’t know, especially if he didn’t know where to start looking himself. Blake had surely 

been his first suspect after I’d disappeared a few days after filing a formal complaint against 

him. But if Blake were being honest about already talking to Chief Simms and had denied 

knowing anything about my disappearance, would Chief Simms simply take him at his 

word and give up looking? Or would he know Blake was lying and he was currently 

plotting to catch him in the act, hoping that Blake would lead him to me? I felt deflated as 

I came to terms with the fact that not only was I able to communicate with spirits, but I was 

also about to become one. I knew there was no way that Blake would let me out of there 

alive and give me the opportunity to tell Chief Simms everything he’d done since abducting 

me. Those charges alone would send him to prison for a very long time, if not the rest of 

his life. That was reason enough to shut me up permanently because, like he said, he had 

future plans. 

My arms and legs ached horribly, and it felt like every muscle in my body was on fire. If I 

really had been there for two days, that meant I’d been sitting in the chair the entire time 

without being able to move around or go to the bathroom. Had he kept me sedated the 

whole time? No wonder I’d peed myself. I knew Blake had no intentions of letting me out 
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of the situation with my life, but I was determined not to sit there and allow him to kill me 

without at least trying to get away from him. 

“I have to pee,” I said in barely more than a whisper. 

“She has to pee,” Blake repeated, turning to Dean, and laughing. “Looks like you already 

did,” he said, nodding towards my crotch. 

“Please, Blake, untie me and let me go to the bathroom,” I pleaded. “I need to stretch my 

legs. I promise I won’t try to run.” 

Blake appeared to be considering my request as he sat silently, staring icily at me. 

“Alright,” he said, nodding. “I suppose that’s the least I can do for you. Consider it as me 

fulfilling your final request.” 

With a butcher knife, he cut away the restraints. I rubbed my hands together to get the 

blood flowing properly again, then massaged my aching wrists. Slowly, I stood up, not sure 

if I was going to topple over after having sat in a chair for forty-eight hours. My legs 

wobbled as I gained my footing. 

“You look like a newly hatched chick taking its first steps,” Blake chuckled, then shoved 

me towards the door. “See this?” he said, brandishing the knife and holding it in front of 

my face. “One wrong move, and you’re history. You got that?” 

“Yes,” I said. 

The morning sunshine was bright and warm on my face as I stepped outside. “What day is 

it?” I asked. 

“Sunday,” Blake answered. “Now shut up and go do your business.” 

If it really was Sunday, then he hadn’t lied about how long I’d been there, considering that 

he’d kidnapped me Friday afternoon. 

“Where am I supposed to go?” I asked, looking around for a portable toilet or a bucket. 

“On the ground,” Dean answered. “Hurry up.” 

“I can’t go while you’re standing there.” 

“Then you won’t be taking a piss because I’m not leaving,” Blake stated. 

“Can you at least turn around?” 

With their backs to me, I lowered my pants and squatted, checking out my surroundings as 

I peed. In the distance, I could see the city water tower and beside that, the fifteen-story 

observation deck that stood at the top of the dike levee. The good news was that I was still 
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in Pahokee and had a general idea of where I was. The bad news was that even if I tried to 

run, there was nowhere to go because I would never find my way through the maze of corn 

stalks that towered over my head. 

The building where I was being held was an old, abandoned guard shack once used by farm 

workers to take breaks in to get out of the sweltering summer heat. Identifying the type of 

building I was being held in explained the oil stains on the floor. Besides being resting huts 

for cane cutters, they doubled as storage for farming equipment. 

Dismissing the notion of making a run for it, it was imperative that I find another way to 

get out of the dangerous situation I’d found myself in, but nothing came to mind. There 

was nothing else I could but go back inside, allow Blake to tie me up again, and prepare 

myself for imminent death. 

“Thank you,” I said, stepping back into the shack. 

“Whatever,” he said, giving me another shove. 

“Where’s Zeke?” I casually asked. “He’s usually with the two of you.” 

“Yeah, well, Zeke’s doing his own thing today, so don’t worry about it,” Blake said. “Now 

sit down and shut up.” 

The absence of Zeke gave me a glimmer of hope because if he knew what Blake and Dean 

were up to, he’d gone to the Chief and spilled his guts. But if he didn’t know, then I was 

back to square one. 

“Are you going to tie me back up?” 

“What do you think?” 

“You don’t have to, you know?” I offered. “The door has a lock and there aren’t any 

windows, so it’s not like I can bust out and run away. I see no need to keep me restrained.” 

“There’s no need to restrain me,” Blake mocked, making a face. “I say there is, so sit your 

ass back down like I told you to.” 

My negotiation skills needed serious improvement because I was getting nowhere with 

him. He was dead set on having things his way, and his way was keeping me tied down 

until he was ready to do whatever he was planning to do to me, and I had a feeling it 

included torturing me first. 



242 

 

Out of options, there was only one method to which I could resort. I hated the thought of 

doing it, but under the circumstances, I had no other choice. Negotiations hadn’t worked, 

so now it was time to try improvisation. 

“She’s here,” I whispered, staring blankly at the wall next to the door. 

“Who?” Blake asked with a puzzled expression. 

“Stacy,” I lied. “She’s in the room with us.” 

“You need to shut up,” Blake barked, pointing a shaky finger in my face. 

“She loved you, you know. That’s what she’s asking me to tell you.” 

“Stop it!” Blake yelled. “Stacy’s dead, and there’s no such thing as ghosts.” 

“You’re wrong,” I replied. “Ghosts are absolutely real no matter what you think or 

believe.” 

Blake glared at me; his eyes darkened by rage. 

“She wasn’t unfaithful to you, although you accused her of cheating. She says she forgives 

you for what you did to her. She forgives you, too, Dean.” 

The room was momentarily silent, and I honestly thought that the two of them were 

believing and accepting what I was saying, but then they looked at each other and burst out 

laughing. 

“You really are a screwball,” Blake said through clenched teeth, sliding his chair closer to 

me. “And an ugly one, too.” I immediately felt the sting as he backhanded me across the 

face, splitting the left side of my mouth and knocking me out of the chair. “There, told you 

I’d even it up for you,” he taunted, snatching me from the floor by the collar of my shirt, 

slammed me down onto the chair, and then spat in my face. 

There was nothing I wanted more than to punch or kick him in his arrogant face, and I was 

angry enough to do it without considering the consequences that would follow if I did. 

Either not thinking it through or simply not caring, I lifted my foot and shoved him in the 

chest as hard as I could. I knew I was going to die anyway, so I might as well go down 

fighting for my life. 

Blake’s arms flailed wildly as his chair toppled backwards, but Dean caught it before it hit 

the floor. 

“You stupid little bitch,” he seethed. “You shouldn’t have done that. You made a huge 

mistake.” 
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A kaleidoscope of colors flashed before my eyes as his fist connected with the area just 

below my left eye, causing it to swell to barely more than a slit. I tumbled from the chair 

onto my right side and laid still on the bare floor, waiting for the next blow to come. It 

wasn’t a punch, but a hard kick, first to my stomach, then a thigh, and finally, my chest. 

On the verge of passing out, I once again saw the clown and bowman, smiling and waving 

at me, reappearing so they could tell me goodbye, or to escort me into the next realm of 

my afterlife. 

Mr. Clown leaned back and laughed heartily, holding his stomach while he bellowed, then 

pointed at the shack door right before it flew inward with a loud bang, striking the concrete 

wall as though it’d been blown off its hinges with a stick of dynamite. 

Chief Jerome Simms stood in the doorway, his giant form filling the frame. “Get away 

from her right now!” he commanded in his deep bass voice, cocking the hammer on his 

gun. “I don’t want to shoot you, Blake, but so help me, God, if you lay another finger on 

her, I will. Both of you, up against the wall. Now. I won’t say it twice.” 

Blake dropped the hammer he’d intended to use to deal the final blow to my head. It struck 

the hard floor with a loud clang before coming to rest on its side. 

Two other officers entered the shack, one placing Blake in handcuffs, the other cuffing 

Dean. Both were escorted out of the building and placed in the back of separate patrol cars. 

Before succumbing to the darkness that was befalling me, I heard Chief Simms say, “I’m 

here, DeeDee. You’re okay now, baby girl. Everything’s going to be fine.” 
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Chapter 32–Rescue and Recovery 

 

When I opened my eyes again, I became disoriented.  

My left eye had swollen shut, leaving my vision obscured; however, I could see well 

enough out of my uninjured eye to know that I was no longer inside the guard shack. Slowly 

glancing around, I realized I was in a hospital room, recognizable by the green painted 

walls, the beige water pitcher beside my bed, and the metal rails at my bedside. Attempting 

to sit up, I groaned against the pain. My body felt like it’d been hit by a speeding train. 

Every muscle in my tiny frame screamed against any movement, so I laid my head back 

down on the pillow and remained still. 

My throat was as dry as a desert, but I managed to croak one word. “Mom?”  

Instantaneously, I felt the gentle touch of my mom’s hand on mine. I peered up at her and 

tried to smile, but the pain in my mouth wouldn’t let me. Her eyes were red and puffy from 

crying.   

“DeeDee,” she quietly said.   

“I’m alive?” I whispered. 

“Yes, thank God,” she said, squeezing my hand. “And Chief Simms.” 

“But, how?” 

“Don’t talk too much right now, honey. Lie back and take it easy.” 

“I want to sit up, mom. Please help me.” 

“DeeDee, you have multiple serious injuries, so I’m not so sure you should try doing that.” 

“Injuries that are so bad that I can’t sit upright?” I protested. 

Mom looked worried. Was she going to tell me that my injuries had left me paralyzed, and 

that I’d never walk again? Or that I had excessive internal injuries thanks to Blake’s 

incessant kicking? 

“Of course not,” she said. “Let me go ask the doctor first, okay?” 

I nodded, again trying to pull myself up, to no avail. 

Mom returned minutes later with the doctor who was administering my care. He was no 

Dr. Montgomery but instead was an elderly gentleman with a shiny bald head and the 

kindest brown eyes. I was happy that I had a different physician because I would’ve died 
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from embarrassment had Dr. Handsome seen me looking like I’d gone twelve rounds in a 

boxing ring. 

Chief Simms was standing behind mom and the doctor. I wasn’t sure if he’d just walked in 

and I hadn’t noticed, or if he’d been in my room all along and I hadn’t seen him. 

“I hear you want to get up,” the doctor said, lowering one of the metal rails. 

“Not out of bed, but I’d like to sit up straight instead of lying flat on my back.” 

“You have a couple of cracked ribs, young lady, so I imagine you’re a might bit sore. That’s 

not unusual with a fracture. I don’t see any reason we can’t accommodate your request, as 

long as there’s someone here to help you. I don’t want you trying to move around on your 

own just yet. Don’t want to see you fall and injure yourself any further.” 

Chief Simms towered over mom and the doctor, standing silently as he stared down at me. 

As the doctor described the severity of my wounds, his face twisted in anguish. 

“Am I paralyzed?” I asked, glancing from face to face. “Is that why you don’t want me to 

get out of bed?” 

“Oh, good heavens, no,” the doctor said, patting my shoulder. “But you did receive some 

pretty serious injuries and I want you to be careful and not try to overdo it.” 

“What type of injuries?” I asked. “What did he do to me?” 

Dr. Menendez glanced at mom with raised eyebrows. After giving him a nod of approval, 

he said, “For starters, there’s fractured ribs, multiple contusions, which are bruises. Stitches 

in your lip and a dreadful swollen eye. But thankfully, no orbital fractures. Nothing that 

won’t heal in time, mind you, but serious enough that you don’t need to rush into anything.” 

“It’s not like I want to get out of bed and dance,” I said. “I have to sit up. My butt is numb.” 

“Then let’s do it,” Dr. Menendez said with a smile, using electrical levers to raise the head 

of the bed while I grunted and groaned against the slightest of movement. Mom 

straightened the pillows behind my head and pulled the blankets up over my legs. “How’s 

that?” the doctor asked. 

“Much better, thanks,” I answered.  

“Remember what I said about not trying to get out of bed by yourself.” 

“I won’t.” 
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The doctor left the room, leaving me, mom, and Chief Simms alone. “You can sit down, 

you know?” I told them, my words barely a mumble. My mouth hurt too much to open it 

wide enough to articulate clearly. “I’m fine, honest I am.” 

Mom looked like she hadn’t slept in a month. I’m sure her worrying about me was the main 

cause for her disheveled appearance. She’d likely not left my room since I’d arrived. Which 

reminded me… 

“How long have I been here?” I asked. 

“Two days,” Mom answered. 

“You mean I’ve been asleep for two whole days?” I groaned. 

Mom nodded. “With the help of a mild sedative,” she said. “It was for the best.” 

“Get me a mirror.” 

“DeeDee, that can wait.” 

“No, mom, it can’t. I want to see my face.” 

Reluctantly, she reached into her purse and took out a compact and handed it to me. 

Shocked at the person gazing back, I gasped. My eye was so swollen that it looked like I 

had a golf ball tucked beneath the lid. Purple and blue bruises covered my face. Black 

stitches protruded from the corner of my mouth. There were also large bruises on both of 

my arms, my stomach, and my legs. No longer wanting to see the maimed face in the 

mirror, I snapped the compact closed and handed it back to mom. 

“It’ll all heal, DeeDee,” Mom said comfortingly. “Even with all those nasty looking 

injuries, you’re still beautiful in my eyes and I am so thankful that Blake didn’t cause any 

irreparable damage or succeed in what he set out to do.” 

“Where is he now?” I asked absently, trying to dismiss the grotesqueness of my facial 

trauma. 

“Exactly where he needs to be,” Chief Simms answered. “In jail. From there, he’ll be prison 

bound where he’ll spend the rest of his life. You’ll never have to worry about him again.” 

“And Dean?” 

“Same.” 

“Chief Simms, how did you know where to find me? I don’t even know where I was. Not 

exactly, except to say that I was being held in a guard shack in a corn field. When he let 

me go outside to pee, I could see that I was still in Pahokee because the water and 
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observation towers were visible in the distance. Even if I’d tried to run, I would’ve never 

found my way out of the field.” 

“Zeke,” Chief Simms replied. “He came into the station and confessed everything. His 

conscious had been eating him up for quite some time, and when he found out what Blake 

and Dean were planning to do to you, he decided that was the last straw. He told me he 

played along with them and pretended to be in on the plot in order to get as much 

information as he could, then backed out by feigning sickness and came to me instead. The 

only thing he wasn’t sure about was where they were holding you because the three of them 

had never discussed that.” 

“With all the sugarcane and corn fields around here, how did you figure out which one I 

was in?” I asked.  

“Process of elimination,” he replied. “After Zeke told me Blake had several places he liked 

to hang out in and drink, me and a team of officers split up and checked each one out. When 

I received word that you hadn’t been located in any of them, the guard shack was the only 

location left. When I drove out there and saw his car parked next to the building, I knew I 

had him. I’m only glad that I got there in time to catch him in the act instead of afterwards.” 

“Me, too,” I said. “When you say that Zeke confessed everything, do you mean he told you 

about what they did to Stacy?” 

“Everything,” he confirmed. “Where they went, what they did, what they had planned, how 

wrong the prank went, how enraged Blake became after Stacy slapped him, how Stacy died 

and how they disposed of her body. It was exactly the way you described,” he said with a 

smile. 

“Did you have any doubts?” 

“Only at first. I’ve since learned to trust you and take you at your word.” 

Since I couldn’t smile, I gave him a thumbs up. “I’m sure glad you found me when you 

did. I thought I was a goner.” 

“I think we’re all glad that didn’t happen, right Mom?” Chief Simms said. 

“That’s for sure,” Mom answered. 

“What happens now?” I asked. 

“First and foremost, you need to get better. That’s all you need to be focused on for now.” 

“I will, but right now, I want to know about Blake.” 
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He knew how insistent I could be and that if he didn’t go ahead and tell me, I’d keep 

pestering him until he did. 

“Alright,” he sighed. “Besides the confession from Zeke about their involvement in the 

disappearance and murder of Stacy, I’m charging him with kidnapping and attempted 

murder for what he did to you. Catching him red-handed will cinch that charge. Zeke will 

have to testify at the trial, and…” he paused, glancing at my mom. “So will you, DeeDee.” 

“I’ll be glad to,” I said. “I hope you took pictures of me, mom.” 

“I did, and so did Chief Simms.” 

“All the photos taken by your mom and I are hardcore evidence against Blake, and he’ll 

find it extremely difficult to deny such incriminating proof against him. With this many 

felonies filed against him; he will never see the light of day again.” 

“Will Zeke and Dean have to testify? If neither of them corroborates my story, it’ll be 

Blake’s word against mine. He’ll tell the jury that he didn’t do anything to me and that I 

beat myself up to make him look bad. If that happens, Chief, he’ll come after me again and 

next time I might not be so lucky.” 

“That’s not going to happen, DeeDee. And yes, they’ll both be required to testify at the 

trial. Zeke will definitely tell the truth, but even if Dean lies on the stand and paints Blake 

in a positive light to make him look saintly, you still have me. Don’t forget, I’m the one 

who caught him with a hammer in his hand preparing to bury it in your skull. Given your 

history with Blake and his pals, statements from your friends, your official complaint 

against him, and Zeke’s sworn statement, he doesn’t stand a chance of getting away with 

any of it. Stop worrying about him. I’ve got that situation covered.” 

“Are Dean and Zeke going to prison, too? Or only to jail?” 

“Prison, but their sentences won’t be as harsh as Blake’s because he’s the one who actually 

choked Stacy to death while the other two held her down. I’ll submit a leniency request on 

Zeke’s behalf to the judge presiding over the case citing his assistance in helping the 

department find you, but that doesn’t mean the judge is obligated to grant my request. 

Regardless of his cooperation, he’s still an accomplice to a murder.” 

“Justice,” I said, thinking about Stacy. 

I spent four more days in the hospital before I was allowed to go home. The bruises on my 

face were starting to fade and the swelling of my eye had gone down considerably. I could 
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finally open both eyes again. The stitches in my lip would dissolve within days, and the 

doctor assured me that scarring would be minimal. My sides were still sore when I was 

released from the hospital, but at least I could walk on my own. Albeit incredibly slowly. 

In time, all of my internal injuries healed, but the psychological impact of suffering 

through, and surviving, an ordeal as horrific as I did, are unseen scars that never fade. 

There’s no doubt that Blake inflicted dreadful injuries upon me and would have killed me 

had Chief Simms not shown up when he did. Yet try as he might, he didn’t break my spirit 

or my soul, and for that, I will remain eternally grateful. 

For a while after my hospital stay, I was enormously concerned that when I’d hit my head 

on the concrete floor of the guard shack; it had ended my ability to see ghosts, because the 

last ones I had seen were the clown and the archer. Still unable to figure out why those two 

came to me, I concluded that their presence was to comfort me in my time of extreme peril. 

It wasn’t until several weeks after my release from the hospital that I deciphered the 

message of my two merry men. 

When I finally did figure it out, it surprised me it had taken me so long. But in my defense, 

I was being held captive and tortured, unable to think properly. 

The clown wasn’t pointing at the archer in order for me to recognize him as a bowman, but 

to acknowledge that the bowman was a “he.” And the clown was covering his “nose.” 

Translation: HE KNOWS. They were telling me that Chief Simms knew about my 

predicament and help was on the way. 

Ghosts are funny like that. 
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Chapter 33–Who I Am 

 

Have you ever wondered where a person’s soul goes after they die? As a kid going to 

Sunday School, I was always taught that they either went to Heaven or Hell and that there 

wasn’t an in between. In First Thessalonians, the Bible tells us that “the dead in Christ shall 

rise to meet Him first, and those who are alive and remain shall be caught up with them in 

the clouds,” which I naturally interpreted as the Rapture, and eagerly awaited seeing 

multitudes of dead bodies rise from their graves and ascend into Heaven. I would have 

gone through my entire life believing that had I not had an accident that resulted in me 

having the ability to see those spirits before their final ascension. Now, I know differently, 

because if they’re still earthbound, then there’s no way they’ve gone to Heaven or Hell. It 

isn’t a question of whether they go up or down, but why they choose to remain in an earthly 

realm. In my experience, it’s because they have unfinished business, a message they want 

delivered to someone, or because they haven’t accepted the fact that they’ve died. Let me 

be clear on one thing before I go any further. Having the ability to see spirits has not 

changed my biblical outlook or my belief in God. What it has done, however, is raise a 

surfeit of questions that I do not have the answers to. It is my belief that there is an 

innumerable amount of phenomenon in our world that we can never understand or explain, 

no matter how hard we try. Visual and physical contact with the dead is only one. 

Of the hundreds of spirits that I’ve encountered over the years, not once have I ever seen 

an infant or a toddler. I prefer to think that it’s because their souls are innocent, and they’re 

born sinless with absolutely no reason to remain here after their deaths. In fact, the youngest 

one I ever saw was Amy. Another thing to consider is that for every ghost that I have 

interacted with, there’s fifty to a hundred more that I’ve had no contact with. While it’s 

true that I’ve seen tons of them, not all of them want, or need, my help. They’re just… 

here. 

I’m an adult now with a husband and children of my own, and they all know about my 

abilities. Once I realized that the relationship between my husband and I was getting 

serious, I was honest with him and told him the truth about me, because no relationship 

built on lies and distrust can ever nurture and grow. 
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He was skeptical at first and has even told me he thought I was pulling his leg for no other 

reason than to see how he would respond. When he understood I was being serious, he 

became eager to learn everything there was to know about me and what all I had 

experienced. And was I ever able to give him an ear full. 

There are some who believe that abilities such as mine can be, and are often hereditary, but 

neither one of my children inherited any of my gifts. A piece of me is glad that they didn’t, 

yet there is another part of me that wishes, if only for a moment, they could have a glimpse 

into my world and see what I see, for it truly is amazing. 

Throughout the years, I assisted Chief Simms with multiple cases, lending my help 

wherever and whenever I could, but never accepting payment for my help, even though he 

offered it frequently. As a young girl, I vowed to never accept money for helping others, 

and I kept that promise. 

Chief Simms is retired now. I visit him often to check in on him and see how he’s doing. 

Over the years, I grew to love him deeply and always admired him for being one of the 

most honorable and respectable men I’ve ever known. My children adore him as well and 

call him Uncle Jerry and eat up every word he says when he tells stories about me in my 

youth, his favorite being how he’d terrorized me the first time we met and sent me home 

crying to my momma. He’s still sprite, energetic and quite ornery, and laughs when I tell 

him he’s the grumpiest old man I’ve ever known. 

Eventually, I overcame my fear of playing softball, and joined the varsity league in my 

junior and senior years. However, the older I got the more important my studies became 

because I had set goals for myself, and if I had poor grades, none of them would be 

achievable. With the help of an academic scholarship and working numerous part-time jobs 

to earn money, I got through college and earned the degree that I’d had my heart set on for 

many years. 

Donna is a registered nurse and married to a doctor with a prominent practice in the Glades. 

Instead of children, they have dogs, two miniature Dachshunds that they spoil rotten and 

treat as if they were children. They still live in Pahokee, and we remain close friends and 

spend time together whenever our busy schedules will allow it. 
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Laura moved away right after our high school graduation, and I haven’t heard from her 

since. Funny how people can be the best of friends throughout their school years and 

separate permanently afterwards, never seeing or talking to each other again. 

Patty died in a car accident four years after our high school graduation. The news of her 

death saddened me because we never wholly mended our friendship and there were a lot 

of words left unsaid that desperately needed to be spoken, and that will always be a 

regrettable verity. 

Blake was murdered in prison after serving only three years of his sentence. According to 

Chief Simms, Blake found out the hard way that he couldn’t continue to be the bully that 

he was in school while incarcerated with hardened felons, which resulted in him getting 

stabbed to death by a fellow inmate. I remember when Blake told me he wouldn’t allow 

me to ruin his plans for the future by sending him to prison, but Karma evened that score. 

His father had to file for bankruptcy after losing his entire fortune paying for criminal 

defense attorneys to represent his son. While I don’t mind seeing ghosts, and welcome 

every opportunity to help them, Blake’s is one that I am elated not to have encountered.   

Zeke and Dean served their time and were released on parole. It’s my understanding that 

they’re both reformed, married with children, and are doing very well for themselves. I 

haven’t seen either of them since they went to prison, so I can only go by what I’m told by 

others who have. While I am thankful that Zeke came forward and confessed, I also have 

no desire to see him or Dean and if I never do again, that’s fine by me. 

My mom passed away four months after the birth of my first child. Her death shattered my 

heart, yet I was so happy that she got to see and hold her first grandchild before passing 

on. Her spirit has never appeared to me, and I can be certain that it’s because she died a 

happy and content woman with no regrets or unfinished business. She departed this world 

knowing how much I loved and appreciated her. 

I never did learn what my father meant when he told mom to remember Paris. However, if 

I had to take a guess, I’d say that’s when I was conceived. A child created by two wonderful 

people who loved each other deeply. It makes my heart sing to know that they’re together 

once more, for all eternity. 

There isn’t a day that goes by that I don’t think about and miss her, deeply lamenting that 

my children never got the chance to know such a beautiful, wonderful, and loving person. 
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Not only was my mother my best friend, but she was also my strength, my beacon of hope, 

and my guiding light. 

Although Chief Simms tried multiple times to talk me into going into the field of law 

enforcement, that was not where my heart was. I knew I wanted a career where I could help 

those that needed it. But being a police officer wasn’t for me. 

In my youth, I longed to become a veterinarian, but after suffering the trauma and aftermath 

of the results of my injury, I knew that caring for animals wasn’t my true calling. Instead, 

I chose the profession of Child Psychology, mainly because I knew firsthand what it was 

like to encounter a situation that I didn’t understand, and had it not been for Dr. 

Cunningham, I might not have ever gotten a grip on mine. 

I never want a child that’s hurting to feel that there’s no hope, nor do I want them to live a 

life of despair. Rather, I want them to know that they’re not alone in the world, that there 

is someone who understands what they’re going through, and that’s why I do what I do. 

And if I should ever treat a child that has the same ability as mine, or even one who has a 

different type of gift that they don’t know how to deal with, I want them to feel comfortable 

talking to me about it and know that I am there to help them get through it without 

judgment, but with kind words, honesty and believing in them and who they are. 

Spirits are everywhere. They’re all around us, every single day. In restaurants, grocery 

stores, parks, libraries, doctor’s offices—even shopping malls. You may not see them or 

feel their presence, but trust me, they are there. 

So the next time a certain song pops into your head for no apparent reason, one that reminds 

you of someone you loved and lost, or you feel the whisper of a breeze brush lightly upon 

your face when there is no wind blowing, or even if a colorful butterfly lights upon your 

hand or shoulder and lingers there longer than it should, don’t be dismissive. Take the time 

to stop, listen, and feel with your heart. 

It’s quite possible that one of your departed loved one's is dropping by for a visit to let you 

know they’re watching over you, thinking about you, and that they love you. 
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