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​Prologue 
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"Hey, Lucifer... here’s my hand," Tom said, reaching as far up as he could. Standing on his tiptoes on the handrail of the back porch, he stretched his arms toward Lucifer. "Help me up."

Lying on his belly, Lucifer reached further than he already had. As he stretched, his T-shirt rode up, exposing his bare abdomen to the rough grit of the shingles. "There... pull yourself up onto my arm now," Lucifer said, grasping his friend’s hand. He braced himself to avoid being pulled off the roof. Seconds later, Tom had pulled himself up onto the bottom row of shingles, kneeling.

"Okay, Lucifer," Tom said as he stood. "Show me how to do this." It was early morning on Tommy’s thirteenth birthday, June 14th, just after 3:15 a.m. Lucifer’s birthday, almost exactly forty-eight hours earlier, had started with a bang as he took flight in the bedroom, seemingly attaching himself to the ceiling. The short-lived experience scared Lucifer at first, but once he gained control, he was able to stand on his own feet again. Now, two days later, the boys were determined to make Tommy’s experience more planned. "You know, Lucifer, your strength should’ve allowed you to pull me up with one hand," Tom added as they walked toward the highest peak of the house.

"Yeah, you’re right. I forgot about it. Remember, this is only my second day," Lucifer responded, stopping at the peak overlooking Ninth Street. "Hey, Tommy, listen..." He glanced at his watch, pressing a button to illuminate the indiglo light. "You’ll be ready to fly in about seventy-five seconds. I’m gonna step off the edge and hold my hand out close—not holding yours, but close enough to catch you if you step off. I want your intention to be to reach for my hand. If this works, and it should, you’ll leave the roof and catch my hand."

"And if it doesn’t?"

"I’ll catch you, Tommy. I promise nothing will happen to you. I love you, and I won’t let anything hurt you," Lucifer explained, checking his watch again. "Now we have forty seconds left." He stepped off the ledge, hovering about twenty-five feet above the ground. Keeping eye contact with Tom, Lucifer stretched out his arms. "When I say so, step toward me."

"Okay, Lucifer... I trust you," Tom said, standing on the ledge and reaching out. Seconds later, just as Lucifer had predicted, Tom began to levitate, his body directing itself toward Lucifer.

"See? I told you it would work, Tommy," Lucifer said, his voice filled with glee. Over the last two days, since Lucifer’s birthday, everything had happened quickly. Now, barely twenty-four hours later, Tommy was experiencing flight for the first time—beyond the flights he’d taken with the adults in their home. "Now, come on," Lucifer said, taking Tom’s hand. "Let’s go over the downtown area."

"Alright. Maybe some other time we can go out to the sand rocks," Tom replied. As they flew about twenty feet above the houses, Tommy learned to position himself horizontally, legs behind him and arms out to the side, like an airplane. This was how everyone else in Lucifer’s family flew.

"Or... I don’t know, just anywhere. My dad said he, Uncle Ronnie, Uncle Eddie, and my mom went to Texas once. I think it’d be cool to go on a trip like that sometime," Lucifer said, pointing toward the roof of a semi-truck heading east on Interstate 40.

"Why are you pointing at that truck, Lucifer?" Tom asked, noticing something on the roof. "What is that?" Moments later, as the boys approached the vehicle from behind and about fifty feet above, they recognized the silhouette of a person on the roof. "That’s odd," Tom thought. As they closed in to about ten feet, Lucifer pointed again.

"Angel!" Lucifer shouted. Instantly, the person turned to face them.

"Where did you guys come from?" Angel asked as Tommy and Lucifer landed beside him. As usual, Angel was dressed in all black, including his leather coat. In the darkness, only his eyes and teeth were visible, occasionally illuminated by overhead streetlights.

"We just left the house," Lucifer explained, moving to Angel’s side. Angel partially covered his face.

"Congratulations on your flying. You’ve got a good family for teachers."

"We... have a good family for teachers, Angel. You’re part of the family too," Lucifer said, wrapping his arm around his cousin.
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​Chapter 1
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"Hold on a minute!" Tom yelled. It was very early in the morning when someone began knocking on the door. Turning away from Lucifer, who was still asleep, Tom glanced at the clock across the room. "My God," he thought. "I just went to bed two hours ago."

Slowly dragging himself out of bed, Tommy decided to skip putting on his jeans and just hide behind the door in his boxers as he opened it. After unlocking the door, he quietly pulled it open to find Mrs. Bruce, the neighbor, staring back at him. "Hi, Tommy. Are Malachi and Nicole awake by any chance?" the heavyset woman asked with a big smile.

"Ahhh... I’m not sure, Mrs. Bruce," Tom replied, glancing at his wrist and forgetting he wasn’t wearing his watch. "I doubt it, though. Would you like me to—"

"I’m up," Malachi’s voice interrupted from behind him. "What’s up, Mrs. Bruce?" Malachi had woken to the sound of Tom’s voice moments earlier. Quickly throwing on a pair of pants, he went to the top of the landing and looked down the steps where Mrs. Bruce stood on the other side of the door from Tommy.

"Oh, hi, Malachi," the woman said, looking around Tom. "May I please come in to speak with you for a moment? I didn’t mean to wake you guys up."

"Yeah... I guess that would be alright," Malachi said, crossing his arms and tucking his hands into his armpits. The cool September morning had begun to blow gusts of cold air through the house as Mrs. Bruce stared up at him. With Malachi’s response, Tommy opened the door wide enough to let Mrs. Bruce pass through. Seconds later, after Tom closed the door, Mrs. Bruce turned and noticed Tommy was only wearing his boxers.

"Oh, Tommy... don’t you know summer’s over, honey?" she asked. As the question left her mouth, Tommy seemed to wrap himself in his own arms and legs. Without another word, the woman turned back toward Malachi and headed up the steps.

"Well... what can I do for you today, Mrs. Bruce?" Malachi asked as he led her into the kitchen. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Tommy, nearly naked, quickly dart down the hallway.

"Well, honey... actually, I’m here for someone else," Mrs. Bruce said as she sat at the table. "Have you ever heard of a man named Stan Helsel?" Immediately, a puzzled look crossed Malachi’s face. "Anyway, hun... this man has a son named Scott. Six years ago, when Scott was born, he was diagnosed with progeria."

"Yeah," Malachi interrupted. "I remember seeing the article in the paper years ago."

"That’s right," the woman responded, pointing at the thirty-three-year-old. "The article was on the front page. Anyway, I was talking to Stan, privately, and I mentioned to him that I knew of a place where, after his son passes, his spiritual being could continue to live." As she spoke, she noticed a look of surprise on Malachi’s face. "Don’t worry, Malachi, I didn’t tell him where." Suddenly, Mrs. Bruce peered at her left hand, where an impression of a child’s hand and fingers appeared on her skin. Lightly, with her right hand, she tried to hold her son’s hand, feeling a tingle that made her face glow. "Hello, Lloyd," she interrupted herself. "I love you, son." She stared at her arm, then looked back at Malachi, still holding her son’s hand. "I told Stan his son would have friends his own age. Malachi, the doctors say Scott will pass away soon. I really need to know if it’s alright if the child dies in your home. His parents aren’t prepared to lose him. This child is so..."

"Mrs. Bruce," Malachi interrupted. "Yes... it’s alright with me. Let me check with Nicole first, but I’ll let you know. I’m sure it’ll be okay with her too."

—-
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"WOW... WE’RE GONNA have another friend," James said as he and Sterling watched Lloyd hold his mom’s hand. "That’ll be cool."

"Yeah... that will be nice," Sterling commented, standing beside Lloyd and placing a hand on the eight-year-old’s shoulder. Lloyd’s eyes began to water as excitement raced through him. It had been at least four months since he’d seen his mom. "Especially now that Tommy and Lucifer can’t see us anymore."

"I remember how cool it was when Jason was with us... until he crossed over," James said. The memories of their friend were as fresh as if it had happened yesterday, when Jason, Lucifer, and Tommy regularly played together and learned from James, Lloyd, and Sterling.

"Well... we’ll have to make Scott understand that crossing over will take him completely away from his parents and their wishes," Sterling said, rubbing Lloyd’s back.

"Remember, we tried to convince Jason of that too... he still crossed over," James replied.

"I know... but we’ve got to make it clear from day one with Scott. We can’t wait until the last second this time. Convincing takes time," Sterling said, walking over to James and kneeling down to meet his eyes. "We can’t screw this up, James." He looked back at Lloyd, who was now paying attention to their conversation. "If we’re gonna do this, guys, let’s do it right."

—-
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LATER THAT SAME DAY, just after sundown, everyone was getting up from an early breakfast as they waited for the Helsel family’s visit. This visit, from a family they’d never met—only read about until that morning when Mrs. Bruce came by—meant preparing for a complete stranger to move in with them.

"How about I go ahead and wash the dishes real quick," Ronnie volunteered. "Hey, Angel, would you help me?" Looking at Angel, he immediately saw a smile stretch ear to ear. Simultaneously, Angel removed his T-shirt and laid it over the back of a chair.

"Yeah... I’ll help you, Ron," Angel said, picking up a stack of ten plates from the table. Though Angel, at nineteen, still looked like a ten-year-old—small, with no body hair and a gentle, warm voice—he had become a very mentally mature individual, often helping around the house.

About twenty minutes later, just as the boys were finishing the dishes, the doorbell rang, causing everyone to gather at the top of the stairs. Malachi and Nicole headed to the door and opened it. Standing there was an older gentleman holding a child-sized person who appeared to be in his forties. Despite his aged appearance, he was small like a child, with front teeth that looked either deformed or fake. "Ah, hi... are you Mr. and Mrs. Malachi DeClue?"

"Yes, we are, Mr. Helsel," Nicole answered. "And this must be Scott... right?" She reached out to carefully hold Scott’s hand.

"Yes, ma’am," Stan responded, stepping into the doorway and bending to set his son down. "Just hold on, buddy," he whispered into Scott’s ear, slinging an oxygen tank off his shoulder. "As you can see, Scott has respiratory problems and is on a lot of medications. And..."

"Mr. Helsel, please come in and head upstairs. We can work out the details as we go," Malachi said, kneeling to look the child in the face. "Hey, Scott," he said softly. "How about a lift upstairs?"

"Yes, please," Scott replied in an oddly high-pitched voice, raising his arms. Once he felt Malachi’s arms firmly around him, he lowered his head onto the man’s shoulder. As they reached the top of the steps, they joined the rest of the household in the kitchen.

"Hi, Scott," Lucifer said, leaning against his father. Malachi stood still, hoping Scott might respond to his son, and gently placed his right hand on Scott’s back, between his shoulder blades.

"Hello," the young boy responded in a squeaky voice. Without moving his head, Scott rolled his eyes to see the many faces staring back at him. One figure stood out—someone wearing a black leather coat. That individual approached beside the person who had just said "Hi" and carefully held Scott’s balled-up fist, which clung tightly to Malachi’s upper body.

"Well, Mr. and Mrs. DeClue," Scott’s father began, walking close behind Malachi as they entered the kitchen. "What would you want in return for allowing my son to stay here? I know it’s..."

"Mr. Helsel," Nicole interrupted. "All we want is for you to make sure your son knows you love him."

"But he knows I love him," Stan said defensively. "I’ve always loved him, and that’s why I want his being to remain present after he... passes."

"Why isn’t Scott’s mom here?" Malachi asked, turning to face the man. "What part of your son’s death is in it for her?"

"Sir... this has been hard for Tracy. It’s been too hard for either of us to continue fighting a battle we can’t win. We’ve tried everything... and now, our doctor says Scott likely won’t survive another forty-eight hours. This battle began six years ago when he was born. Neither of us is prepared to see him... pass away." Tears filled the man’s eyes as he spoke.

"I’m sorry, Mr. Helsel," Malachi said. "I just want to make sure Scott’s best interests are being looked after." As Malachi held the child, it felt as though Scott’s life was slipping away in that very moment. He held the boy a little tighter, tilting his head to feel Scott’s warm skin against his cheek.

"Honey," Nicole interrupted the silence. "Let’s lay him down on the living room couch." Instantly, everyone followed Malachi and Scott into the living room, watching as Malachi laid him down. Scott remained in the fetal position as Nicole covered him with a quilt. Carefully, Stan placed the oxygen tank beside the couch.

"So... should I go get his clothes? I’ve got them in the..."

"No, Mr. Helsel," Angel suddenly interrupted, walking up to the older gentleman and his extremely sick child. No one in the house seemed disturbed by Angel’s voice; they were all focused on Scott’s fragile state. Angel moved through the small crowd to Scott’s side. "He only has a few minutes left. By the time you return from your car, he’ll be gone." Kneeling beside the couch, Angel gently rolled Scott’s head to look deep into his eyes. Instantly, Scott’s body fully extended, his back bowing. His eyes opened wide, then the gleam of light in them dulled. His breathing stopped, and his body relaxed.

"Oh no..." Stan said as Nicole and Belinda wrapped their arms around him. "He’s gone."

"It’s alright, Mr. Helsel," Belinda said softly. "Your son is..."

—-
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"HI, SCOTT," STERLING quietly called out as he knelt beside Angel. "My name is Sterling, and I’d like to be friends with you." As he watched the child, he saw Scott’s eyes switch back and forth between himself and Angel.

"What’s happening to me?" Scott asked as he sat up on the couch. He turned to look back at where he had been lying and saw... himself. "I’m scared, guys... What’s happening to me?"

"They can’t hear you, Scott... Only I can," Sterling said, standing beside Scott and Angel. "Give me your hand, Scott... I’ll explain what’s happening."

Confused by the fact that he had just seen a double of himself—a double that had the attention of everyone else in the room, including his own father—Scott seemed delighted to follow the direction of the only person who acknowledged him. Carefully, he grasped Sterling’s hand and walked with him out of the living room. "Where are we going?"

"Not far... just downstairs to where you can meet some of my other friends," Sterling explained as they moved through the kitchen and down the stairs. "You know, Scott, things are gonna be a lot different for you now."

"What do you mean, different?" the boy asked, looking up at his companion.

"Well... for instance, how do you feel right now?" Sterling asked, glancing down at Scott.

"I don’t know... I feel..." Scott paused, seemingly lost for words. He quickly used his hand to feel his side, then traced an imaginary line toward his upper lip. "Where’s my oxygen tube?"

"You don’t need it anymore, Scott," Sterling replied. As they reached the bottom level of the house, two other boys, closer to Scott’s age, were waiting for them. "Hey, Scott... this is James and Lloyd. They live here too, and they’re great friends."

"Hello, Scott," James said, stepping forward and holding out his hand.

"I’m Lloyd," Lloyd added, looking up at Sterling. "Why does he look different, Sterling?"

"Look different? Guys, what’s different here is that Scott is no longer sick," Sterling explained, placing a hand on Scott’s shoulder. "It’s still very much Scott Helsel... just a newer version of him."

"What’s different about me?" Scott asked, looking up at Sterling.

"You’re healthy now, Scott," James answered for Sterling. "Many of the physical features people remember about you were based on progeria... the disease that killed you."

"Killed me?" Scott whispered.

"Yeah, Scott... you died upstairs just a few minutes ago. But now, you’re done being sick, done with all those medications, and done looking like you have progeria."

"But... I had dreams I wanted to live up to," Scott said sadly.

"What kind of dreams?" Lloyd asked.

"I wanted... I wanna be an astronaut and travel in outer space... I wanna see other planets... and Andromeda..."

"And Scott," Lloyd interrupted, "I can almost guarantee that your heart and soul will spend the rest of eternity teaching about outer space."

"I haven’t lived it to teach it... How am I gonna spend the rest of eternity teaching about Jupiter and its satellites—Io, Ganymede, Callisto, and Europa—if I don’t... wow... slow down a minute, dude... How did I know all that stuff?"

"I bet you know a whole lot more than just that, Scott," Lloyd said. "Tell me a little more about Io."

"Well," Scott began, "Io is the closest satellite to Jupiter. It was found in 1979 to have active volcanoes. Static energy from Io to Jupiter is very high—about forty thousand amps—causing severe storms. Io is the largest satellite of Jupiter and was discovered in 1610. There are over three hundred active volcanoes on Io, and it’s minus two hundred degrees below zero in some areas, while other areas have the hottest lava in the Milky Way... Guys, I could go on and on with this... It’s cool."

"And it sounds like it’s gonna be cool having you here with us," Sterling said, kneeling beside Scott. "How would you like to go into the bathroom and look in a mirror?"

"Yeah," Scott answered, imagining what could possibly be different now that progeria wasn’t controlling him. "I’d like to see what’s different." Just as Scott finished his sentence, the sound of the upstairs door opening interrupted them. Officers and a medical examiner filed in.

"Hey, Scott... come on, don’t worry about what’s happening up there. We have better things to do down here," Sterling said, standing at the end of the hallway near Dawndee’s bedroom. As Scott stared up the staircase, Lloyd stepped between him and the steps, blocking the view.

"Scott, you don’t need to see what’s happening up there right now. Later, we’ll all go up there. Let’s go, buddy," Sterling urged. Seconds later, Lloyd, James, Scott, and Sterling walked into the bathroom, with Scott leading the way.

Turning to see the mirror on the inside of the door, Scott silently stared at the image reflecting back at him. "Wa... oh my God," Scott said softly, feeling the side of his face with his right hand. "It doesn’t even look like me... I look... I look like a normal person." As Scott continued to stare, his eyes watered at the handsome figure looking back at him.

"You know, Scott," Sterling said, standing behind the six-year-old, "you’ve always been a good-looking kid. Progeria, however, is very ugly and cruel to those who have it." Pausing, Sterling rested his hands on Scott’s shoulders, then bent forward, speaking close to Scott’s ear. "Something you should know is that both of your parents loved you very much... and it’s through that love that they learned about us living here and wanted the same for you. Also, Scott, God loves you too and wants you to always be happy."

"Will I ever see my parents again?" Scott asked, looking back at Sterling through the mirror.

"Yeah... and you’ll talk to them too. That’s why your parents brought you here to die. You see, Scott," Sterling continued, turning Scott to face him, "we have someone here who can help us talk to people who are still alive. It’s called a séance. Between séances, we teach their children and protect the family. Often, we just mentor those who live here."

After about five more minutes, the four boys decided to head upstairs to see the rest of the family. Scott’s intention was to show his father his new appearance, but he quickly realized his lack of understanding about séances. This misunderstanding became painfully clear as Scott saw his father but couldn’t gain his attention. "Only during a séance, Scott," James reminded him. Stan was now sitting in the kitchen, talking to Malachi, Ronnie, Belinda, and Nicole about using séances to communicate with the dead.

While the adults continued talking, James, Lloyd, Sterling, and Scott walked down the hallway toward Tommy’s, Lucifer’s, and Macaulay’s room. Just as they reached the bedroom door, it opened, and Eddie and Angel walked out. Instantly, Scott froze as his eyes fixed on Angel. "What’s wrong, Scott?" James asked.

"That’s... that guy," Scott stuttered, pointing at Angel. "He took my last breath from me before Sterling brought me downstairs earlier."

"That guy’s name is Angel," James said, lowering Scott’s hand. "He wouldn’t hurt you. He just kinda pushed the envelope for your passing. Sometimes, when someone is on the verge of dying and has suffered for a long time, you’ve gotta be told to leave that body and cross into eternal life. You should thank him when you participate in your first séance."

"I should thank Angel for killing me?" Scott repeated, an extremely puzzled look crossing his face.

"No, silly," Sterling said, placing a hand on Scott’s shoulder. "You should thank him for making you stop hurting." With that, all four boys walked into the bedroom.

—-
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LYING ON HIS BELLY as he colored in his coloring book, Macaulay had almost forgotten that his roommates, Lucifer and Tommy, were in the room below him. Eddie and Angel had just left after announcing that the three of them had handled the events surrounding the young stranger’s death well. Seconds later, Macaulay noticed Lloyd, James, Sterling, and another boy walk into the room. "Hi, Sterling," Macaulay immediately announced. The outburst caused Lucifer and Tommy to crawl off their bottom bunk.

"You see Sterling right now?" Lucifer asked. One of the downsides of growing older, for Tom and Lucifer, was losing the ability to see their ghostly friends—without a séance, that is.

"Yeah... Sterling, Lloyd, James, and someone else..."

"Is it Scott?" Tommy asked.

"No... it doesn’t..."

"Macaulay... yes, it is Scott," Sterling interrupted. Scott looked confused as the conversation continued.

"Ah... Lucifer and Tommy... Sterling says it’s Scott," Macaulay said, climbing down the ladder to greet his friends.

"Say hi, Scott," Sterling said, looking at the boy.

"Hi, Macaulay," Scott said, sticking out his hand to shake Macaulay’s. But his hand passed through Macaulay’s, making no physical connection.

"Scott," Sterling interrupted, "I’ll have to show you later how to touch physical objects. For now, however, as you know..." He pointed at Macaulay. "...this is Macaulay... and this..." He pointed at Tom. "...is Tommy, and this is Lucifer. Tommy and Lucifer can’t see us outside of a séance. They used to be able to, but as they got older, that changed." As Sterling continued to teach Scott, Tommy and Lucifer immediately left the room together.

—-
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"HEY, DAD," LUCIFER called out as he entered the living room. Most of the adults were still gathered with Scott’s father, discussing the process of the séance they would soon perform so Stan and Tracy could see their late child. "Lloyd, James, Sterling, and Scott are all in my bedroom. Macaulay is talking to them right now."

"Good," Malachi said, glancing at Stan. "You see, Stan? Everything is working out just fine for your son. He already has friends." As Malachi spoke, he noticed Stan’s eyes watering. After Scott’s death earlier, the man had broken down as his son’s lifeless body was removed from the home.

"So... when would be a good time to come over here tomorrow?" Stan asked, regaining his composure. After Scott’s death, he had called Tracy to let her know about their son’s passing.

"How about ten o’clock tomorrow night?" Malachi answered. He stood up and looked at Tom and Lucifer. "You two stay here for a moment. I’m gonna go talk to James, Lloyd, Sterling, and Scott real quick."

"Should I come?" Stan asked, starting to stand.

"You can if you’d like... but neither of us will see them right now. I’ll be speaking to them through my nephew, Macaulay."

"Oh, that’ll be fine," Stan said, quickly getting to his feet and wiping his eyes with his sleeve. "I just wanna make sure he knows I understand what’s happening."

"Sounds good to me," Malachi said, turning toward the hallway. "Let’s go talk to them."

—-
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"HEY, STERLING... COME on," Macaulay complained. "Please put it back down here." The eight-year-old was showing Scott his Hot Wheels collection when Sterling decided to pick up Macaulay’s favorite one—a 1992 Mercury Sable. Holding it high above Macaulay’s reach, Sterling made the boy stand on his tiptoes, stretching for the toy.

"Stretch a little higher," Sterling joked, then looked up as the bedroom door opened.

"Hi, guys," Malachi announced as Scott’s father stood beside him. Malachi noticed his nephew standing on his tiptoes, reaching for a toy floating well above his own reach. "Hey, Sterling, I don’t think it’s very nice to use your height as an advantage against an eight-year-old. Give it back to him." Stan was shocked as the toy seemed to float softly into Macaulay’s hand.

"Thank you, Sterling," Macaulay said, turning to face his uncle and Scott’s father.

"Hey, Macaulay... is Scott still in here with you?" Malachi asked as he and Stan walked in.

"Yeah... he’s right here," Macaulay responded, pointing to his left.

"Hey, Macaulay," Scott interrupted. "Please tell my dad I love him." The six-year-old stood, facing his father.

"Hey, Stan... Scott says he loves you," Macaulay relayed. Scott walked right up to his father.

"Scotty... your mom and I are gonna be here tomorrow night. We’re gonna be able to actually see you, buddy," Stan said, looking directly at his son—a mirror coincidence that made it seem like he could see Scott. "Good night, son... we love you."

"I love you too, Daddy," Scott responded.

"Hey, Mr. Helsel... Scott says he loves you too," Macaulay relayed. Sterling, James, and Lloyd stood behind Scott, patting him on the back.

—-
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ABOUT TWENTY-FOUR HOURS later, Sterling, James, Lloyd, and Scott gathered in the basement. While waiting for Stan and Tracy to arrive, they entertained Macaulay and Dawndee with a game of Simon Says. About ten minutes after the Helsels arrived, everyone came downstairs, led by Eddie.

"Okay, folks," Eddie instructed. "Let’s all gather here in a big circle." Immediately, everyone sat in a large circle with a center about ten feet in diameter. "I’ve got to tack down this string..." He pulled out about fifty feet of white string. "...and then light these candles." He handed the candles to Angel, who began lighting them. "Ah... Tommy, would you please catch the light switch?"

"Yep," Tommy said, getting up and leaving the circle. Seconds later, the room was dark. Stan and Tracy held each other’s hands.

"Alright, Scott," Sterling said, leaning forward and resting his arm over the six-year-old’s shoulder. "In a second, Eddie is gonna—"

"Which one is Eddie?" Scott interrupted.

"Eddie is the one who just had Angel light the candles. Okay..." Sterling answered.

"Alright."

"Now, when he starts to talk—in a way that sounds kinda weird—he’ll be speaking to us. The center of the circle will begin to glow in a greenish color, almost neon green. When that happens, you need to walk into the light."

"Will it hurt?" Scott asked.

"No... it won’t hurt you. All it does is allow everyone to see your body."

"My new body?" Scott interrupted again.

"Yeah... they’ll see your new body. In fact, they might be shocked at first because they’ll be expecting to see your sick body. Just let them know you’re not sick anymore."

"Alright... thank you."

"We’re gathered here today," Eddie began, his voice taking on an otherworldly tone.

"Shhh... here we go," Sterling whispered.

"...to bring to light the love between Scott and his parents as they await this moment to be reunited with their son." From James, Lloyd, Sterling, and Scott’s perspective, a dim greenish glow began to hover like a ball in the center of the circle. "Scott Helsel, would you please join us in this circle and show..."

"Alright, Scott... walk in there," James instructed.

"...yourself." Instantly, a face appeared in the center of the circle. At first, the voice sounded demonic, but it quickly shifted to Scott’s familiar tone.

"Hi, Mom and Dad," Scott said, facing his parents. "I miss you guys."

"Scott?" Stan asked, his voice filled with disbelief.

"I know it doesn’t look like me, Dad... but that’s because I’m no longer sick."

"Oh, Scott," Tracy said, tears streaming down her face. "You look so handsome... I’m so happy for you, son."

"Thank you, Mom... and you know what, Mom?"

"What’s that, baby?" Tracy asked, wiping her face and holding Stan’s hand tighter.

"It’s because of you and Dad that I look like this. It’s because of your love for me that I no longer hurt." Scott could see tears building in his parents’ eyes and felt the immense love radiating from them. "And, Mom and Dad, it’s through your love that you brought me to the DeClues’ home, where I can continue to enjoy life. I love you guys so much."

"We love you too, Scotty," Stan said.

"Hey, Mom and Dad," Scott paused, noticing Angel out of the corner of his eye. He turned to face him. "Angel... no offense, but when you knelt beside the couch yesterday to help me cross over, you scared me. Since then, though, I’ve found that you’re a good person. Thank you for what you did."

"You’re welcome, Scott. I wouldn’t do anything to intentionally harm you. But sometimes, to prevent you from hurting, I have to scare your soul right out of your body."

"Well... thank you, Angel. I credit this new chapter of my life to you and everyone here. Guys... Lloyd wants to speak to you as well. I love you guys." After everyone responded to his goodbye, Scott looked at Lloyd, who smiled back at him.

"Good job, bud," Lloyd said, stepping into the circle as Scott stepped out. "Hi, guys."

"Hi, Lloyd," Tommy said instantly. "It’s been a long time since I’ve seen you."

"Well, Tom, it’s been a long time since we’ve talked to you. We get to see you all the time, though. Tommy, this is your first séance too," Lloyd said, referencing Stan and Tracy. "Congratulations."

"Hello, Lloyd," Malachi spoke up.

Here’s your story with grammar and Turning to face his old friend, Lloyd looked Malachi in the face. "Hey... you guys made the right choice with Scott. He deserves better than what his old body was giving him... and all of you guys..." Lloyd slowly turned, making eye contact with everyone in the circle. "Guys... so much has happened to this family over the years. No matter how much happens, though, it almost seems odd that nothing has been able to break the bond of love that runs deep in this family." Pausing, Lloyd turned to face Stan and Tracy. "Folks, listen... Eddie can perform these séances as often as he’s willing. There’s something in it for us too—not just you guys. But for this to continue, we need to keep it quiet. If everyone knew ghosts were constantly in contact with the living at 890 Finnly Lane, the house would never see rest again."

"The whole town of Craig, Colorado, for that matter," Angel interrupted.

"...and Angel just might be right," Lloyd said, smiling at Angel’s statement. "So, Stan and Tracy, we need to keep a lid on our little get-togethers."

"We will," Tracy said. "I promise."

"Alright, guys... James and Sterling want to talk to you too. Keep cool, guys. Bye." With that, Lloyd waved at his friends and stepped out of the light. "Alright, James," Lloyd said, giving his friend a high five. "Your turn." As Lloyd left the circle, he joined Sterling and Scott, who stood just behind Scott’s parents. Looking at Scott, Lloyd saw him smiling back.

"Hello, guys," James said, stepping into the glowing light. "Nice to see you all doing alright. I think you’ve handled Scott’s situation well." Pausing, James turned to face Ronnie, who smiled from ear to ear. "Hi, Ron... how are you doing, my friend?"

"I’m doing good... how about you?"

"Actually, Ronnie, I’m doing good. I’m happy to see there haven’t been any major problems here."

"Hey, James," Ronnie said, a questioning tone in his voice.

"Yeah?"

"Do you... do you ever think about the past?"

"Sometimes... but usually, the first thing that comes to mind is me running from one tree to another, trying to hide my naked body in City Park..." As James spoke, Ronnie’s smile deepened as the memory of the prank he’d pulled on his friend came flooding back.

"What?" Angel asked, grinning.

"There was a time we were all at City Park," Ron began to explain. "As a prank, after we’d been swimming, I took James’ shorts and towel while he was in the shower house. About twenty minutes later, he stuck his head out, looked around, and started walking bare naked through the park..."

"Then I..." Malachi interrupted, "...came to the rescue." As Malachi spoke, Scott, who could hear everything, began to laugh uncontrollably.

"Hey, Stan and Tracy," James called out, turning to face the couple, who were also smiling at the story. "Your son is rolling on the floor laughing at this."

In response, Stan and Tracy smiled, happy their son was enjoying himself. "Well, guys... that’s all from me. I’ll talk to you all again later. Here’s Sterling."

"Well, Mr. and Mrs. Helsel," Sterling said as he stepped into the light, "my name is Sterling Ross, and I’m Macaulay and Dawndee’s teacher. Along with Lloyd and James, I’ll be your son’s friend as we help take care of and mentor this family. Mr. and Mrs. Helsel, this family, like any other, is very unique. After all, how often do you spend time in conversation with a dead kid? Well, in this house, we have four dead kids, including myself. I’m the oldest—I was sixteen when I died. There are many things about this home that make it a unique and enjoyable place for your son to spend eternity."
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