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A Friendly Ghostbusting


By Charles Payseur


First, a voice. “Boxfield Psychiatric Prison, lovingly called the Box by those in the know, stands in mockery of the modern age.”


Then video, digitized obviously, but using something like a Super 8, the film quality terrible and bringing to mind home movies from hell. The film shows a wide lawn, green and neat, and waiting in supplication of the enormous building rising up above it. A lone road arcs toward a columned entryway.


“From 1879 to 1979 it saw more than ten thousand…well, they called them patients, passed through its doors, committed against their wills for crimes deemed too terrible to be born of a sane mind.”


Image montage of faces, mugshots. Fairly fast, no one image lingering too long, because it’s not like the place was a who’s who of crime. This wasn’t maximum security, after all, and all the research states that most of the people committed to the Box were, at best, regionally notorious.


“What makes the Box special, though, is not how many men, women, and children passed through its doors, but rather how many passed on while inside. Records indicate that nearly two-thirds would never be released save for to the tender embrace of the waiting earth. Perhaps a mercy, if the rumors of what went on after hours are to be believed.”


* * * *


Cas sighed and hit pause, wondering if it was a strong enough opening to what was sure to be his most popular series yet. Was it too history heavy? Or too macabre? He was a ghost hunter, yes, but people would be turned off his FaceTube channel if he didn’t bring enough of his trademark charm and humor to the proceedings. He took another bite of brownie and hoped it would just fucking relax him already. What was Caspar the Friendly Ghostbuster, after all, without that tongue-in-cheek wit his fans knew and loved? He sighed again and slipped the headphones from his ears. All work and no play made Cas a dull internet celebrity, and he looked out the window of the van to see that the same columned entrance he had seen in the video was just coming into view.


“Hey,” he said, reaching over to shove Rina, his driver, tech support, and oldest friend, in the shoulder, “why didn’t you tell me we were there already?”


“I did,” Rina said, rolling her eyes.


She had been with him since the first haunted house, both of them still in college and Cas desperate to impress a guy who claimed anyone who stayed the night in the old Graham place would have to be incredibly brave. What had his name been? Tad? Erik? He shook his head and realized that Rina was still talking.


“Sorry, what?” he asked.


Rina sucked in a breath and said something in Spanish he didn’t understand, then slowed the car to a stop a good two hundred yards from the main stairs.


“I said, I’ve been trying to get your attention for the past ten minutes,” she said, gesturing to his laptop and the tray half-full of pot brownies, which they had both been working on for the last few days, “but as usual, you’ve been too swept up in the magic to bother listening.”


“You don’t have to be—”


Rina just talked over him. “I’ve been trying to ask you if you have that paper you got the owners to sign. The waiver. You know, so we don’t get kicked out and arrested for being here.”
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