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    Emily Anderson


Thanks for being the friend that I needed when I was really needing one. I can't put in to words how much you helped me.

      

    


Hey all, it’s me Frank Jones again. I wrote that post a while ago about why you shouldn’t be a paranormal investigator and a lot of you liked it. Since settling into my hideaway in the mountains, life has become quiet, and I thought about checking in. The plague hit us like nothing and now that everyone wants to travel again, I thought to say hi. I want to say thanks to all of you who commented and gave me those weird pointy thingies this reddit thing does. Some of you even figured out my post office box address and sent me letters. I appreciate it (and don’t do it again).

The common strain among your posts was wanting to know if I had ever encountered other things as an auditor. Of course, I have but I have been reluctant to tell you because I don’t want to shine some sort of light on all of it or make it sound like some romantic adventure. It’s “pissing yourself” fear all wrapped up in a waking nightmare with a side of gory terror. I am one of the few who actually made it to retirement...if that’s what you could call this life I’m living now.

But I have nothing else to do really. Carl only visits occasionally when he’s passing through and I cannot risk any other sort of company knowing I’ve pissed off a lot of people...and things. So, I’m back on this internet board and sharing. So many are curious, I thought maybe another story can scare you all straight. This was the first-time complacency almost got me and another killed.

This story takes place somewhere in the 90s in a small New England town. It was one of those places nestled along the banks of a serene river, historic brick buildings line the winding streets, their facades adorned with weathered signs that hint at the town's seafaring heritage. A place where everything smelled like either the ocean or decaying fish. I’m not going to specifically name the town to protect the young lady that may still be living there but in the heart of the town, there’s a renowned drawbridge which stands as a testament to the place’s affinity for water. Its ancient mechanisms creak and groan when allowing vessels to pass through the calm waterway. It also had some of the best outdoor markets I had a chance to stop and check out.
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