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(official passes only available to purchasers of Dusty Miller books)

This one day pass is issued to non ghost (n.g.) visitors to the Plane. All N. G. visitors must be accompanied by ghost guides at all times. All N. G. visitors must report to the visitors centre upon arrival to have their passes verified and stamped. This pass must be available for inspection by the Plane Inspectors at their request. Any non ghosts without official day passes will be requested to leave immediately. This pass is not transferable. All non ghost visitors must respect the privacy of all ghost members. Rainbows are not to be approached, and feeding of Rainbows is strictly prohibited. The committee accepts no responsibility for the safety and well being of non ghosts during their visit. Official Licensed guides can be contacted through our website www.planeridersincorperated.org  although the committee make no recommendations of  individual guides. All fees are inclusive of sales taxes and are non refundable. Please note, due to the constantly changing Planescape, maps are unavailable. We hope you enjoy your visit to the Plane.

Doctor Willie Spookem (deceased) williespookem@plane.com 

tear off here

———————————————————————————————-
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Chapter 1
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Present day: A house near Wellington, New Zealand.

***
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Even though it was cold in the workshop at the back of the garage, the man removed his shirt. He bundled it up and threw it on the workbench, and then he paced the oil stained concrete floor, mentally preparing himself for what he intended to do. Everything was ready, the equipment, the syringe, the electrical devices, all of it. All of it but himself. He dreaded what he was about to do to himself, the pain he was about to subject himself to, the incredible risk he faced. 

But nobody was forcing him to do this, any of it. It just wasn't in his nature to back down from anything, once the decision had been made. The choice was his and his alone. The consequences were his responsibility, and if things went wrong...

This time, as he had done for the previous times, he opened the envelope and had a final look at the contents. It contained four photographs. Three were of a wedding, nearly thirty years ago. The fourth picture was of his father. These four photographs were the reason he was doing what he was about to do. Along with the photographs, a single sheet of lined notepaper, with his own handwritten words. If anyone else ever read that note, it meant something had gone horribly wrong. He returned the pictures and the note back in the envelope and placed it where it could be found easily, on top of his shirt. 

He removed the dust sheets from the solid wooden chair, bundled them up and placed them on the workbench next to his shirt. It was time for the final checks of the infra red sensors, the cameras, the monitor to record the event. He double checked the disc that would record, hopefully, the results of the experiment. The electrical contacts to be attached to the bare flesh of his hands were rechecked. He was satisfied all was as it should be. 

Timing was critical with what he had to do. The first thing was to administer the drugs. He hated needles, but the experiment would have been pointless and impossible without them. He found a vein and injected himself. He had a few minutes before the effects began. Then he flicked the switch to make live the circuit. 

The timer to begin was set at ten minutes, followed by fifteen minutes duration for the actual experiment. Hopefully by the end of the first ten minutes, the drugs would have kicked in and he would be ready for the test. Then he turned off the lights, except one low wattage bulb at the rear of the workshop. There was now barely enough light to see what he was doing. 

The next part he found awkward, being limited by working alone and with negligible illumination. It was the securing of his own forearms arms to the arms of the chair. His legs were the easy part, because his hands were still free to secure those, and also his one free arm. But his right arm, was always a challenge, doing it himself. 

Before he secured his arms, he attached the electrical contacts, Negative to his left hand, and positive to his right. Then he bound his left forearm to the wooden arm of the purpose built chair, around the thick leather armbands that would protect his flesh from the inevitable convulsions. The left forearm was no problem. The right forearm was secured by means of an improvised plastic catch, the male part fixed to the chair, the female part to the leather armband. This he knew, was the weakest part of the contraption, but the best he could devise. 

It was made more difficult by the effects of the drugs he had self administered. As he fastened the most awkward part, he was already seeing double. His mind was floating away and he was losing control of his body. His head slumped forward and he fleetingly wondered if the strength of the concoction of drugs had this time exceeded his physical ability to survive the dosage. It was too late to do anything about that. 

With his eyes closed, he sat in the dark, cold workshop, his mind began drifting, almost detaching itself from his physical reality. It was the desired result of the drugs, but he knew, even in the state he was going into, it was no more than an illusion. The first sudden discharging of one fifth of an amp into his body hit like a bolt of lightening. His whole body convulsed, his bare chest thrusting out, his arms straining against the arms of the chair. Then he subsided, and slumped down. The thirty seconds before the next discharge seemed to be over in a heartbeat, and then his body was hit again. He had twenty eight more torturing, near lethal jolts to endure before the timer would automatically turn off the current. 

The drugs mercifully dampened the effects to a small degree, but it was still almost beyond human endurance. With each jolt of power hitting him, his arms strained against their bindings. After four more excruciating minutes, eight violent discharges into his body, the drugs rendered him almost unconscious. But still his body convulsed with each assault. 

At the ninth minute, the infra red sensors turned on with a sudden drop in temperature, and the monitor began recording. Then in the fourteenth minute, the heavy gauge plastic catch broke free and his arm became loose, becoming entangled in the wiring and metal contacts, above the protection of the leather armbands. 

The twenty ninth discharge began to burn his unprotected skin, smoke coming off the singeing flesh, burning like roasting meat. The monitors continued to record and the final, thirtieth surge of current hit his burning arm again and his body slumped over as the fuses blew, plunging the workshop into darkness.  
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Chapter 2
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Present day, Wellington Institute of Scientific Education (W.I.S.E,) New Zealand.

***
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Doctor Angus Pringle, professor of primate evolutionary studies, wriggled his ample posterior into an armchair even older then his own sixty three years. As much as his ageing body sagged from lack of exercise or indeed any physical activity whatsoever, the chair on the other hand suffered from over usage and a condition of near to dangerous springs. But over the decades of his academic career, Pringle had become as one with the brown leather high-backed, fully studded, horsehair padded antique.

The odd assortment of mismatched furniture and occupants had melded together into a comfortable state of daytime coexistence. The staff had become almost too comfortable in their little time capsule of a world. They were comfortable to the point of complacency. Which meant young upstarts like Professor Tobias Morrison, were barely tolerated. Especially when they were involved in the more cryptic of disciplines. 

'All I'm saying, is parapsychology even a legitimate science?'

Muriel Larking, professor of analytical sciences, chuckled as she stirred her coffee. 'Angus, dear boy, you don't even think mainstream psychology is a legitimate science. Anyway, what does it matter, just as long as it puts bums on seats?'

'Ah,' said Pringle, nibbling on his arrowroot biscuit, spraying crumbs over his ink stained waistcoat. 'My point precisely. Bums is the operative word. I wouldn't gift most of them the respect of alluding to them as students.'

Professor George Windthorpe, Astronomy, took up Larking's argument. 'We need all the funding we can get, Angus. If Morrison brings in the revenue, then that alone justifies his place here. I don't bloody care if the bloke teaches modern day astrology, as long as it helps keep the likes of us employed until we get put out to pasture.'

Larking added, 'And, you're forgetting something, Angus. Morrison has several fine degrees from eminent universities, both in the UK and the States. We're rather lucky to have him.'  

'Hmm,' snorted Pringle. 'If he's that damned clever, why doesn't he teach something useful?'

'I have done, in my time,' said Tobias Morrison. He had been standing at the open common room door when he had heard his name mentioned. 'Anthropology was a favourite.' Morrison winked at Larking, on his way to the coffee pot. 'Afternoon, Muriel. Looking lovely as always.'

The forty three year old almost blushed like a schoolgirl at the compliment. In her eyes, thirty seven year old Morrison was as good looking as he was erudite. Finding all the armchairs occupied, Morrison sat on the arm of Larking's chair. 

'All I'm saying, Morrison, is why that...that...'

'That mumbo jumbo, Angus?'

'Well, I'd hardly put it quite...but yes, damn it. And I wouldn't be alone in regarding it that way. Sorry and all that old chap, but it's the way I feel.'

'Oh, Angus,' said Larking. 'That's hardly a civil way to...'

'No, Muriel. It's quite understandable,' said Morrison. 'Professor Pringle is entitled to his opinion. Believe me, I come across a lot of that opinion. I've developed something of a thick hide. My personal evolution, so to speak. But isn't that what science is all about, Angus? Take your own area of expertise. Primate evolution. Hardly a month goes by when somebody or other turns the subject on its head, with a new discovery. Like the Omomyid discovery in Texas a couple of years ago. Forty two million year old primates. And that's what science is all about, in my opinion. Always striving for new things.'

'I couldn't agree more. But ghosts and all that? What's scientific about ghosts, for God's sake?'

'There's nothing scientific about ghosts, Angus. But, in disciplined hands, the investigation of them and other paranormal phenomena can be very scientific.'

'Have you actually seen a ghost?' Larking asked.

'Lets just say I've seen enough unexplainable happenings to remain open minded about it.'

'Ah,' scoffed Pringle, with a wave of his hand. 'He's said it himself. My science, as Morrison here quite rightly points out, is in a constant state of flux. But at least we literally dig up tangible and physical evidence that we can see and examine. Apart from some highly dubious photographic evidence, what has he got?'

'Perhaps,' suggested Professor Windthorpe, 'He has a few bottled specimens he keeps in a cupboard at home. Is that right, Morrison, old chap?'

'Dozens of the little sods,' said Morrison. 'Right next to my jars of preserved pears. But seriously, say what you like about paranormal psychology as a whole, but please give me a little credit for being a professional scientist in the way I go about my research.'

'Oh, fair enough, old chap,' said Pringle. 'Perhaps I was being a little hard on you. Maybe I should take an interest and sit in on a couple of your classes.'

'And you would be most welcome. Just bring that scientific open mind of yours along.'

'Well, I for one would love to see some of the evidence you've collected over the years,' said Larking. 'Any chance of that happening?'

'I don't see why not. Look. Why not make a proper date of it. You would all be most welcome to come to my place and have a private viewing. Mutually convenient, of course. What day suits? This Saturday everyone? I'll throw on a spot of grub and a couple of bottles of plonk.'

'Well, I'm not sure...' Pringle started.

Muriel said, 'Oh, come on, Angus. It might be fun. You might even learn something.'

'All right. I'll come, if it's only to stop you nagging me. Nobody can ever accuse me of being narrow minded. But I never drink plonk. I'll bring a couple of nice bottles of pinot noir as my contribution.'

'Excellent,' said Morrison. 'About eight shall we say? Well, I'd better go and make sure none of my bottled ghosts have escaped.'
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That Saturday evening, a few minutes before eight, Muriel Larking was the first arrival. She just wanted a few moments on her own with the young professor. It was her first time at the little Lower Hutt rented house, and she wanted to see it from a woman's perspective. She knew so little about the man who had only been at the W.I.S.E. for a few months. She was pleased to find little evidence of a Mrs Morrison in the place. 

'That's an impressive spread, Tobias.'

'When a bloke has been a bachelor as many years as I have, you learn to cook a little or starve. And Muriel...'

'Yes?'

'Please. Call me Toby. Everyone does, at least out of class.'

'Toby it shall be then.'

'And I make no excuse for my pigsty,' he said, moving a boxful of equipment off  an armchair for Muriel to sit in. 'As long as the place is reasonably hygienic and I'm not going to come down with anything life threatening, I don't concern myself too much with the place.'

'How refreshing. If I were having visitors, I'd be cleaning for a week beforehand. It's a woman's thing, I suppose. Then again, I only have myself to look after.'

'You're not married?'

'Divorced. He was a professor, too. Unfortunately, he had an eye for the pretty students. He caused a bit of a scandal a few years ago. Glad to be rid of him.'

'He was a fool, then, when he was married to an attractive woman like you.'

She looked coyly away from him. 'Nice of you to say so, Toby. And isn't there anyone in your...'  

Before she could ask the question, the doorbell chimed. Morrison found both Professors Pringle and Windthorpe on the front doorstep. Pringle was carrying several bottles of wine. 

'Come in, you two. Please, make yourself at home.'

'We thought we'd come together,' said Pringle. 'We live quite close to each other. A nice old Villa you have here.'

'I'm just renting for now. I'll see how it pans out at work before I buy anything.'

'A good idea,' said Windthorpe. 'Hello, Muriel. Here already, I see.'

'I've not long arrived,' she said, making sure she dispelled any thoughts to the contrary. 

Morrison waved them inside. 'Please. Come on through to the kitchen, everyone. We can have a bite to eat and then I'll give you the grand tour.'

They followed him into the kitchen dining room, where Morrison had prepared a substantial buffet meal. He asked them to help themselves as Pringle poured wine for everyone. 

'All good south island wines,' he declared. 'I'll just have a couple of glasses myself, as I'm doing the driving. Is that pie home made, Morrison?'

'Apple pie. The only thing I can bake satisfactorily. There's fresh cream in the fridge.' 

'There. You've already gone up a notch in my estimation.'

'I like these old villa's' said Windthorpe, piling a plate. 'Loads of character.'

'Actually, I chose this one because it has a massive outbuilding to store my gear. You'd be amazed at the equipment I can use up on a field trip. I'll be showing you the place shortly.'

'Where do you go?' asked Muriel. 'Old haunted houses?'

'Sometimes they are old. You'd be surprised how many newish buildings have strange things going on in them.'

'Ghosts aren't that particular, then?' said Windthorpe.

'Ah, well, there you are, you see? That term ghost is rather too generic for my taste. Sort of one size fits all. You say ghosts, I say energy, but of different manifestations.'

'You aren't going to get all metaphysical on us, are you Toby?'

'Well, Muriel, I don't think it's possible to consider the likelihood of these manifestations without alluding to belief in the human spirit. Leaving religious discussion out of the equation, don't you feel you are yourself a spiritual being as well as a physical being?'

'I've always thought human beings have that intangible something inside of them. Whether or not I believe that something can leave the body when it dies and roam around, well, that's another thing entirely.'

'Is it? Are you sure about that? From the most primitive tribes to the most sophisticated of today's cultures, they share a common belief in the human spirit surviving after death. The Japanese Shinto belief, for one of many examples. Centuries of belief in an inherent spiritual part of us. In this country, Maori have strong beliefs in the spirit world. Kehua, is the Maori name for ghost. I'm sure you've all heard the Maori name Taniwha, the forest or water spirits.'

'Have there been ghosts since the dawn of time, would you say?' asked Windthorpe.

'Well, the earliest written western account of a sighting goes back two thousand years,' explained Morrison. 'A philosopher in Athens, by the name of Athenodoros wrote about it in his letters. He was asked to investigate some sightings in an old house. And, according to him, an apparition appeared to him that night. You'll scoff at this no doubt, but he saw a man who was actually bound about the legs and arms with rattling chains.' 

'Oh really, Morrison,' said Pringle. 'Rattling chains? That's a bit of a cliché, isn't it?'

'It gets better. He marked the place where he saw the ghost. He asked for the ground to be investigated. It took awhile to get around to it, but eventually they did. About three years later, at that very spot, they found the remains of a man buried complete with chains. Nobody had any idea who he was and how he got there. After a decent burial, that was it. The apparition was never seen again.'

'Ooh. I've got goosebumps all over me,' said Muriel.

'Right. Let's go and see my modest collection of bits and pieces.'

Carrying their wine glasses, they followed Morrison to a large double garage at the end of the section. Morrison put the outside lights on and led the way, unlocking the side door of the garage. He turned on the lights and they all went inside, Morrison closing the door behind them.

'I'm still organising things, so it's a little bit chaotic at the moment.'

Morrison's twenty year old Land Rover was parked as close to the double roller doors as possible, a tennis ball hanging from the roof was his indicator for when it struck the windshield for optimum use of space and still be able to close the door behind the vehicle. A substantial marine grade plywood wall divided the front of the vehicle with the rest of the garage. There was an unpainted door at one end of it. 

'The garage was already divided this way by the owner. One of the attractions for me. I keep all my paperwork in the house, to avoid it getting damp. The bulk of this is for camping out, special infra-red lighting, other equipment,' he told them. He unlocked the door and keyed in the numbers that activated the basic alarm system he'd installed himself, then he turned more lights on. 'Come on in.'

Morrison was obviously more organised in his garage than he was with the stuff in the house. Neat, large plastic storage boxes festooned a row of work benches that filled the one side of the garage. Several large tents were piled up on the opposite side.

'Why the tents?' asked Pringle.

'It keeps the costs down. I go with a maximum of five students on a field trip. We all chip in, but I usually end up out of pocket. More often then not, if we are staying over for a couple of nights, we pitch up on the back lawn, if we're allowed to. If we can stay inside the building, that's our preference. If not for some reason, it's a lot cheaper with the tents than hotels or bed and breakfast places. It also means we are close to our equipment and facilities, when we are working a sighting. It's also a whole lot of fun.'

'Rather you than me,' said Winthrope. 'These old bones of mine would seize up completely if I slept on the damp ground.' He was studying the plywood wall that was the partition. It was covered with photographs. On the left hand side were pictures of people out camping, some even with camp-fire activity. Most of the students were in their early twenties, with the occasional older individual. Morrison was in a couple of pictures, strumming a guitar. 

The photographs on the right hand side were of something else altogether. The three visiting professors studied those, Morrison standing quietly behind them, waiting for their reaction.

The anticipated FAQ (frequently asked question) number one was from Pringle. 'Are these for real?'

'One hundred percent.'

Muriel asked, 'How do you know? Some could have been tampered with.'

'Not these. I took these myself.'

The more sceptical Pringle said, 'Could be anything, some of them. Odd rays of light from anywhere, shadows, reflections.'

'I admit I have never taken a passport photo for any of them,' quipped Morrison.

'That's definitely something odd in this picture,' said Windthorpe. 'I can make out facial features quite clearly, even with my old eyes.'

'Good old Uncle Charlie,' said Morrison. 'That's what his family called him. They recognised him when they saw the photograph. He'd passed away peacefully in his sleep a few weeks beforehand. A nice old bloke in life, and the same in death, apparently. He had his own chair in the living room, next to the fireplace. It's where he died and where the ghost appeared.'

'Is he still there?' Pringle asked.

'No. The last I'd heard, he'd gone. He just wanted to be a part of the family for a while longer.'

'That's a nice story. Aren't you afraid the photos will get mouldy in this unheated garage?' Muriel asked.

'It wouldn't matter. I have loads of copies in the house, all in albums. I have them all stored on disc, too. I keep these for my students to contemplate, when they're helping me put all the gear away. It keeps them focused, I find.' 

'From what I gather,' said Muriel, 'Your courses are all well attended.' She thought that could be attributed in part to his good looks as much as the course content. She could imagine many a female student having more of a physical interest than a metaphysical one. 

'Most use it as as a sub category to their main subject. The majority are taking mainstream psychology as their major. I suppose some use it as a light relief.'

'What on Earth do you have here?' Windthorpe said.

In the corner of the garage, under a huge dust sheet, a large chair shape could be made out. Several electrical cables ran under the sheet to the chair. Windthorpe took hold of a corner of the sheet and was about to uncover what lay beneath, when Morrison gently took the old man's arm.

'I'd rather you didn't if you don't mind, George.'

'Oh, sorry. I didn't mean to pry. Just curious.'

'Not at all,' said Morrison, letting go of the professor. 'It's just a little project I'm working on. Nothing of any consequence.' There was an uncomfortable silence, broken by Morrison saying, 'What you really want to see is over here. All my ghost busting equipment.'

Morrison went to a large, specially built heavy gauge steel storage cabinet which was bolted to the wall of the garage and also the workbench it stood on. 

'This is the expensive stuff,' he said, unlocking it.

'I love gadgets,' said Pringle. 'It's always useful to have some high tech gear when I'm examining fossils, that sort of thing.'

'Boys and their toys,' said Muriel.

He took out the equipment for them to see, placing it all carefully on the worktop.  

'The Extech thermal imaging camera. About two thousand in New Zealand dollars. And this is the electro magnetic force detector. EMF, cold spots, incredibly sensitive. Put this on a table in a room and drop a cotton bud on it, it'll tell you about it. Night vision sensitivity. My latest addition, the new Lumix DMC-G1 camera. Twelve point one mega-pixels, high definition video with inbuilt stereo audio capability. There's a dozen digital thermometers, some with computer compatibility.'

'I like this one,' said Muriel. 'Is it a magic wand?' she asked, giving the black stick a wave.

'In a manner of speaking,' said Morrison, with a grin. 'In the dark, it produces a laser grid of green dots, to detect shadows or general visual disturbances.'

To demonstrate, he turned off the lights and switched it on, pointing at Muriel. She was illuminated by the hundreds of tiny green dots of laser light.

'Oh, that makes me look creepy,' she said, moving her arms in a ghost like fashion in the eerie green glow.

Morrison put the lights back on and turned off the 'wand'.

'And you actually see things with all this gear, do you?' Pringle asked.

'I'll show you, but for that we need to go back in the house. I'll just put this away and we'll go back.'

He carefully placed the equipment in the cabinet and locked it. Then he led them outside, putting his alarm on and locking the garage up. Inside the house, Pringle poured them a glass of wine, and they helped themselves to the rest of the food.

'A lovely apple pie,' Toby, said Muriel.

'Take some with you, if you like it. Come on. Into the chamber of horrors.'

In the lounge, he asked them to be seated and from a drawer of an old oak unit, he took out a pile of discs. Looking through them, he made his selection.

'Wanganui. Or Whanganui, if you are so inclined. This was a big old house, converted into three flats. Nobody stayed for more than a few months. A few of those were nurses who worked at the nearby hospital, not easily frightened. The landlord called me in to see if I could find out anything. We all stayed together in one of the empty flats, setting up the equipment in the other two. This we picked up on the first night.'

Morrison clicked the remote and stood to one side. The infra red camera showed most of one half of an empty room. 'The camera came on automatically, triggered by a sudden drop in temperature. Now listen carefully.'

The three professors held their breaths. At first, they heard nothing. Then, a soft breathing sound could be heard. It became gradually louder as it got closer to the camera. Then a few unintelligible words were heard. The voice seemed to be saying, 'My turn, now. My turn.' There was the sound of a wooden chair being moved, even though the room was completely empty. Then, white and blurry, what looked like a man's arm and shoulder moved from one side to the other and then out of range. The professors all jumped at the sound of a door slamming. The recording ended.

'Good grief. What was that?' asked Muriel.

'My guess it is the spirit or energy of a murdered man. Records show that in the house's one hundred and twenty year history, there were three deaths by natural causes, one suicide by poisoning, and in the nineteen twenties, a murder by a blunt instrument. My guess is what we just saw was the spirit or energy if your prefer, of the murdered man. We have other stuff recorded over the next couple of nights. We experienced nothing in the room we were staying in or the other vacant flat. Only that one.'

'Is that where the murder took place?' Pringle asked.

'Got it in one, Angus. An argument over money, it seems. Both the victim and the murderer had been drinking heavily at a local bar. They were so intoxicated, the landlord booted them out. They staggered to the house and a drunken fight broke out. When the police arrived, they found the body on the floor and the killer fast asleep in a chair, still holding the poker in his hand. We told the landlord who called in a priest and my understanding is, nothing ever happened there again.' 

Morrison showed them other recordings, taken over the previous ten years. 'Of course the equipment has improved out of all recognition, even in the last couple of years, with computer capability. Who could say what some of the earlier sightings would have looked like if I'd have had it available then. I have tons of photographs, too. I use them to fill up my books. It beats writing and the punters lap it up. But perhaps I'll show you those another time, eh?'

'I'd like that,' said Muriel.

They chatted for a couple of hours, then his guests called it a night. Pringle and Windthorpe were the first to leave, Muriel lingering behind.

'I'll take you up on the offer of that slice of pie to take with me, if it's still going?'

'I'm glad you like it. Come on, I'll cut you a slice.'

They went into the kitchen and he cut a generous serving of pie and placed it in a freezer food bag. Muriel was in no particular hurry to leave and sat at the kitchen table.

'I'd love to go on one of those ghost hunting parties, if I wouldn't be in the way,' she said.

'Really? I wouldn't have thought it was your kind of thing.'

'I find it all so interesting. The thrill of the hunt, so to speak. Never knowing what you might come across. I also love your passion for the subject.'

'I must admit, I do get carried away with it, sometimes. Actually, if you're really interested, I've an investigation coming up next month, if you'd like to tag along. A place in Napier.'

'I love Napier. Yes. I'd love to go. How many are going?' She hoped he'd say he had been going alone.

'A few others, on this trip. Three of my rookies I promised a field trip to. That's not strictly true about them being rookies. They have been on a couple of cases with me. Very sensible level headed types. It wouldn't be any good having assistants who would take flight at the first rattling of the chains. I wasn't expecting another team member, but we can all squeeze in my Land Rover. It'll be a bit of tight fit with all the gear.'

Hiding her disappointment at hearing others would be going along with them, she smiled. 'I'd love the experience. I'll look forward to it. Thank you, Toby.'

'My pleasure. It will be good having a fully trained scientific mind like yours along.'

She hoped to be thought of as more than a scientific mind by the end of the trip.
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Chapter 4
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Sunday morning, Morrison decided, against his better judgment, to return to the garage. Unlocking the side door, he went inside, turned off the alarm and went through the door in the plywood partition. Everything was were it should have been. He stared at the object under the drop sheet. He would have to be more careful, next time. What the drop sheet hid would have been difficult to explain away. 

Opening up the security cabinet, he took out a small medical kit. This one, he never took on trips. He placed the medical box on the worktop and opened it. There were several glass bottles, one of two hundred and fifty millilitres and three others of one hundred millilitres. He held up the larger bottle to the light. It contained one hundred millilitres of a cloudy liquid. He shook it until it became milky, and then replaced it. He examined the smaller bottles.

From the box, he took out a small hard-backed notebook and opened it up at the last page. There was a growing list of accurately recorded combinations of the four bottles. Next to that, he'd marked the resulting concoctions in degrees of effectiveness, ten being the highest, zero the lowest. There were eight entries on that latest page. Of those last eight entries, he scored, one of them four, two he gave three, one six, one seven and the last entry, an eight. Next to the scores, he made one line notations. 

By trial and error, he was progressively getting closer to the desired result. It was becoming obvious, that one ingredient needed to be reduced, and another slightly increased. Finding a scrap of paper, he wrote down two Latin names  Then he picked up a plastic bag of disposable syringes. Of the ten supplied, he had just three left. He made a note to purchase more on the slip of paper and put it in his wallet. He closed the box and placed it back in the security cabinet and locked it away.

Removing the drop sheet from the 'chair', he placed it to one side. The whole thing had been built by his own hands. The skills used in its construction crossed several disciplines. Carpentry, metalwork, electrical wiring, welding, soldering and electronics. Like the combinations of the solutions, the chair had undergone several modifications. 

The main problem had been the right arm of the chair. The leather securing strap had finally given up and during his convulsions, he had broken free, his forearm becoming entangled with the electrical wiring. The result had been intense pain and burning to his arm. The arm of the chair had also been scorched. The scorch mark was of no significance, but he had ended up getting medical treatment for his arm at the hospital. 

Examining the securing strap, he determined it was a right-off. To a lesser degree, the left side strap was also weakened. Both would have to be replaced. A trip to the hardware shop the next day was called for. Checking all the connection terminals were in good order, he found one earth wire slightly loose. From a tool kit, he took a small electrical screwdriver and tightened up the connection. The leads to the heart monitor were still in good condition. He got the drop sheet and covered up the chair. Then he left the garage and locked it up. He had a little work to do before his next attempt. 

Returning to the house, he put the jug on and dropped two slices of whole grain bread into the toaster. Having buttered the toast, he sat down at the kitchen table, which of course was the signal for the phone to ring.

'Morrison. Oh, hello, Mr Carver.' He listened without interrupting for a full three minutes, nibbling his toast as he did so. 'Well, it certainly sounds as if the problem is worsening, Mr Carver. Dangerous? Well, I wouldn't have thought...no. Extremely rare that that happens. Really? I suppose somebody could have been hurt accidentally, if the glass had ...voices? Two of them. I see. It certainly looked as if there was just the one when I came up last....Well, I've scheduled it in for two weeks time. I'm not sure if I can be there sooner than...Yes, I do understand your wife's heart condition isn't...my advice? If you could move her out of there, perhaps to a relative or....but you see, it isn't just me. I'd have to reschedule my classes for one thing. And for another, until I check, I'm not sure my assistants would be available....yes, I could ask. It isn't a question of money, Mr Carver. Look. Leave it with me. If I can reschedule, I will. I can't promise anything though. I'll call you tomorrow evening, let you know how I got on. Just try to keep out of that particular room if you can and out of the house as much as possible. Okay. I'll talk to you tomorrow. Bye, Mr Carver.'

Morrison put the phone down and stared at it. He could have done without that particular call. He considered the probability that Carver was over reacting to unfamiliar circumstances. But a mirror flying across the room was quite dramatic. If it hadn't been for Carver's ailing wife, he wouldn't have been so concerned. But he didn't want it on his conscious if he ignored Carver's plea for help and she'd died of the stress. There was little he could do until the next day, anyway. 
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Morrison hated Doctor Russell Wilberry, but only because Wilberry had hated him first. The psychology department head, had been nothing but disparaging about him and his work from day one. The alligator smile Wilberry had given him on his first day was the first clue. It clearly read, the Dean had told him in no uncertain terms that Morrison was to be given a trial year and that was that. It also said, if I can make your life a living hell, it will be with the greatest of pleasure.

Leaving mainstream psychology for something akin to voodoo, was all it took to ensure mutual disrespect. Also, that Morrison had penned seven popular books on parapsychology, rankled Wilberry to the nth degree, his own single weighty tome not clocking up more than a hundred sales. Morrison had gone in early, and knocked on Wilberry's door, ten minutes before his first class was to start.

'Come in. Oh. It's you, Morrison.'

'Sorry to bother you, Russell. Can I have a quick word?'

'Of course, old boy. What is it?'

The politeness was forced on both sides, smiles and all, but they both knew where they stood. 

'A bit of a situation, I'm afraid. My client...'

'Your what?'

'My client.' Wilberry frowned at the repetition. 'The gentleman who asked for my help with a certain apparition in Napier? You remember?' 

'Hmm. Your client. What about him?'

'The situation has...deteriorated, somewhat.'

'I'm listening.'

'He phoned me yesterday, most upset. The apparition sounds like it could be a poltergeist. Its started to get nasty. He wants me there as soon as possible.' 

Wilberry flipped open his desk diary. 'The weekend after next you've booked to go, according to this. You've booked the Friday off to travel up there.'

'Yes. I know. I explained it isn't as straightforward as that. Classes already scheduled, assistants giving up of their weekends, that sort of thing. I made it quite clear I couldn't just go over there that easily.'

'Quite right, Morrison. Thanks for letting me know,' Wilberry said, slamming the diary shut.

'So I told him, I'd run it by you and if you were okay with it, I'd do what I could to get there sooner.'

'Did you now?'

'But of course, I told him it was highly unlikely I could rearrange things that quickly and he'd just have to make the best of things until I got up there. I am a little concerned, though.'

'About this poltergeist?'

'Not so much that. His wife. In her sixties, chronic heart disease. The stress is having an adverse affect on her health.'

'Unfortunate, I'm sure, Morrison, but that's no reason to have to reorganise the system here to accommodate that. Tell them to move out until you get up there.'

'I already did. His wife is too ill to move at the moment. She hasn't long had major surgery. She can't be moved for a while.'

'Morrison. As much as I'd like to help....' The phone on his desk rang. 'Ah, Dean. Mr Carver called you personally?' Wilberry looked ferociously at Morrison. 'Well, actually Morrison's here in my office. Certainly, Dean.' He passed the phone to Morrison. 

'Good morning, Dean. No, sir. I did not pass on your number to Mr Carver.....but it was Mr Carver's idea to call you, not mine. I already told him it was highly unlikely that I could...oh. You want me over there as soon as I can go? I could make myself available this coming weekend if I...yes, Dean. I'll be there.' He passed the phone to Wilberry.

'This is most unsatisfactory, Morrison. Getting your “clients” calling up the Dean, that's very bad form, old chap.'

'I didn't.'

'I'm not going to argue semantics with you, Morrison.' He shuffled papers, in a most agitated manner. 'Some of us have real work to do. However, the Dean says for you to go, then go you will.' Wilberry let out a highly exaggerated sigh. 'All sorts of headaches this is going to cause me. Never mind. It's a cross I have to bear. Haven't you a class waiting for you?'

'Er, Yes. Thank you.'

Morrison hurried to his class. He had fifteen keen students in their twenties, eager with anticipation for what that days lesson would bring. It was always something different with Morrison. Out of the fifteen, nine were female. Morrison had never even considered the significance of that imbalance. There was a buzz of expectation when he finally walked through the door. He never noticed a couple of the girls wriggling in their seats as he walked by.

'Sorry for being a little late. Some rather urgent business. Actually, while you are all together, Austin, Mary and Crystal. A change of plan. We're not going to Napier the weekend after next. It's been brought forward to this weekend. Is that a problem for any of you?'

'For me it is,' said Austin Granger. 'I've flying lessons booked this weekend. Sorry.'

Granger came from a well heeled family and could easily afford his hobby.

'I'm going to a friend's wedding,' said Crystal Wells.

'I did have plans, but nothing I can't put off for a while,' said Mary Adelbert. 

'Good. Four would have been better, but we two might manage. I'd offer it out to the rest of you, but we could be facing something nasty and experience counts on this one. Mary's been on a few of my little expeditions. Mary. You might not want to go if you knew what it was. It could be a poltergeist, but I'm doubtful about that. The house is occupied by a fairly elderly couple. Poltergeist invariably are projections from a living being, often under stress, and generally, but not exclusively involving adolescents, more typically, female. It's exhibiting some strong physical capability.'

Mary leaned over and had a brief discussion with Crystal. 'Yes. I still want to go.'

'Good. As long as you're sure. There's a lot of rescheduling to be done so I can go, and I'll need at least one assistant.'

'Just how common are poltergeist,' William Tasker at the back of the room asked.

'Well, if it is indeed poltergeist, William, and I think it unlikely on this occasion, due to the age of the people involved, such cases are very rare. Once the agent of the disturbance is identified as such, a psychological examination to treat the underlying cause of the stress creating the manifestations, usually solves the problem. With no such child involved, I'm not sure what it is in that house.'

'It sounds exciting,' said Mary.

'It does. I think whatever this is, this is going to be interesting.'
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Doctor Wilberry was adamant. 'Absolutely not, Morrison. I can't imagine what on Earth you were thinking.'

'I didn't see what choice I had under the circumstances. With the Dean's insistence that I go this weekend, I had to see what help I had.'

'You are not going with a single female student, at our expense I might add, and that's final. I have no doubt the Dean would agree with me.'

'Are you suggesting I'm liable to take advantage of Mary Adelbert? Because if you are...'

'That is totally irrelevant. Miss Adelbert is twenty two. Well beyond the age of consent. It is how it would be viewed by others that matters and what the public would think of such impropriety, I couldn't imagine. We have the reputation of this university to uphold. Why didn't you ask if any of the other students were available this weekend?'

'Normally, I would have done. What's going on in Napier, could be the result of a powerful spirit. I wasn't prepared to take somebody without at least some experience.' 

'Powerful spirits?  Listen to yourself, man. I'm surprised you don't walk about half naked with a bone through your nose. The only reason I tolerate you and your self deluded nonsense is because it attracts other equally foolish individuals who are misguided enough to pay good money in fees for it. Taking young female students on your little so called 'field trips' without a chaperone, I simply will not condone. Is that understood, Morrison?' 

Morrison had barely been able to stop himself retaliating at Wiberry's vitriolic diatribe at his chosen career. After mentally counting to ten, he replied. 'Yes. I understand. Look. I'll try to find a third member to come with us. I could use at least one more person on the trip.'

Wilberry seemed to consider that. 'I wouldn't have any objections to you going if you did have a third member, preferably male. You have until the end of tomorrow to find somebody, otherwise, I'll tell the Dean it isn't going to happen.'

'Right. I'll do what I can. If I can't find somebody, I'll let you know by the end of classes tomorrow.'

Morrison left Wilberry's office completely frustrated and still smarting from the verbal abuse. It was so typical of Wilberry to use it as an opportunity to have a go at him, even though it hadn't been his idea to move the trip to an earlier date. It had been Carver, calling the Dean and insisting he went sooner. He shook his head wondering what he was going to do about it.

Through no fault of his own, Wilberry had been given all the ammunition he needed to vilify  him to the Dean. He was relieved when the day was over. To take his mind off things, he went over to his garage as soon as he had eaten his evening meal. He took with him the carrier bag of the purchases he had made, in his lunch hour. 

Removing the cover from the chair, he set about fixing two new securing straps to the arms of the odd looking structure. The way that it worked, was by using completely non-conductive materials to secure his wrists to the chair. The smallest metal part near his body could have resulted in serious injury or even death, if things went badly wrong. It would have been a lot simpler to have another person with him, who could secure his arms to the arms of the chair, but his experiment was so radical, he knew he had to do it alone. This made securing himself to the chair a little more complicated. 

He had overcome this problem by fashioning thick leather armbands with loops, through which he passed heavy gauge nylon rope. He was then able to tie the rope to the armbands. Then, he fixed the strong upvc retaining clamps to the chair arms, modifying them with a release mechanism operated by a connecting spring loaded foot pedal. The idea was to restrain himself during the experiment, but to still be able to release himself after returning to a conscious state. 

After several attempts, the leather restraints had suffered from his severe convulsions and had become weakened and ineffective. The last experiment had taken him so close to his intended state, his body had reacted violently, and his arm had become loose, becoming entangled with the electrical connections. Unable to control anything, he'd endured several minutes of extreme pain as the live connections burnt into his flesh. 

Fitting the modified new strapping would, he hoped avoid that happening again. He felt sure he was only a few more experiments from success, when he wouldn't need such restrictions. Until then, some regard to his safety and well being was called for. He doubted if the Occupational Safety and Health department would be impressed. Once he had cracked the secret, he hoped he would never need the chair again. 

He had been planning another experiment that coming weekend, but with his plans up in the air, that idea had been shelved. He covered up the device with which he had a love hate relationship. Masochistic tendencies were not one of his traits, and he had a strong aversion to pain. It took much self discipline to inflict himself in such an unpleasant way, and it wasn't something he ever actually looked forward to. He was not too unhappy to defer the next experiment. Another time would have to do.
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'Therefore,' Morrison said, winding up his first class of the day, 'One has to wonder why with so much historical reference existing, even predating the Bible, regarding spirits, demons and, dare I use the 'G' word, ghosts, where mankind is reputedly coexisting with it, why are we not observing such phenomenon on a daily basis? With such a plethora of testimony of all things supernatural, why are we not observing such things to such a degree that they indeed become normal, as opposed to paranormal? One could indeed speculate that perhaps we once did see these things, finding them quite ordinary, and over the years of becoming increasingly civilised, we have lost the ability to see what was once commonplace. 

For instance, if I, not knowing a darned thing about the infernal confusion engine, happened upon a hidden library of books about vehicles, would I not assume that these books were not merely a figment of some deranged mechanics imagination, but were in fact irrefutable evidence that my twenty year old Land Rover with rather dodgy windscreen wipers, actually does exist? I leave that thought with you.'

As the class gathered their books and notes, Morrison called out to Mary Adelbert.

'Mary. Could I have a quick word with you, please.'

Mary made her way to the front of the classroom. 'What is it? Is it about the trip this weekend?'

'Hmm. Yes. A little dilemma, Mary. It's a question of propriety, I'm afraid. Dare I say it, if you were male, it wouldn't be a problem. It has been pointed out to me that it would be inadvisable for you and I to go off for the weekend just the two of us. People might talk, apparently.'

Mary had to hold her hand up to her mouth to stop herself laughing out loud. 'Remind me. This is the twenty first century, not the Victorian ages?'

Morrison shrugged. 'I know. Ridiculous. But Doctor Wilberry has decided it would be inappropriate and as such, he's determined that it shouldn't happen.'

Mary pouted. 'Would you like me to have a word with him and assure him I can resist the temptation to jump your bones?'

'Behave, you harlot. But you see my problem. I have the Dean on one hand insisting I go this weekend, and Wilberry telling me I can't, not just with you alone at any rate.'

'I know several of the class would love to go. You could ask them.'

'Not for a case like this one. You, Crystal and Austin are my most experienced students. You've proved yourselves to be calm when strange things are going on around you. Take that episode in New Plymouth. That would have freaked anyone out. You three took it in your stride.'

'I just thought it was sad, that little boy ghost, running up the stairs calling for his mommy. He's been doing that for fifty years.'

'We got quite a good video of that. Anyway, my point is, we may have to call the trip off. I can't handle everything on my own, and we need somebody with us. Sorry, Mary.'

'Well, I am disappointed. Will you let me know for sure?'

'I have to tell Wilberry by the end of the day. I have your number. I'll call you this evening.'

'There must be somebody, we can take.'

'I just don't see who...ah. I've just remembered something. I did say Professor Larking could go. She was expressing a keen interest and I said she could come along. But that was before I had a call from Mr Carver, telling me things were getting bloody frightening there. His words, not mine. She's mature and has a solid scientific mind. The three of us together, perhaps...I'll see her as soon as possible. Look. You run along. I'll get back to you this evening, I promise.'

Mary hurried away to her 'legitimate' psychology class with Wilberry, and Morrison took off for the new science block where he hoped to find Muriel Larking. He found her in the state of the art forensics laboratory. She was with two students at a computer. She saw him enter and smiled at him indicating with a slight wave of her hand that she would be right with him. 

She said to the two young male students, 'So, you'll find with this latest version of the carbon particle assimilation program, you'll get a clearer indication of the sample structure. Especially the linear fibres. I'd like you to make some observations comparing the differences between the old program and the new one. Carry on.'

She left them to it and went over to the visitor.

'Very impressive,' Morrison said.

'Basic stuff. To what do I owe this pleasure, Toby?'

'Look. I'm sorry to just barge in on your class, but I'm in a bit of a pickle. You did say you were interested in coming to Napier on our field trip?'

'Yes. You said I could come. Weekend after next, isn't it?'

'It was. My client called me at home and he was in a bit of a state. He wants me there as soon as possible. I'm trying to get a team together for this weekend. Trouble is, only one of my more experienced assistants can make it, and she...'

'She? No wonder you have a problem. I can just imagine what stuffy old Wilberry had to say about that.'

'You've hit the nail on the head. So I was wondering...?'

'You'd like me to tag along this weekend, is that it?'

'Pretty much, yes. Only...'

'Go on.'

'It doesn't sound like a simple haunting any more. Flying objects smashing about the place, that sort of thing. It could get a little physical.'

Muriel was hoping it was going to get just that, but not in the way Morrison meant it. 'Dangerous, is it?'

'I hope not. I shouldn't think...Muriel, I have no idea. Are you up for it?'

'Oh, I'm up for it,' she said with a subtle smile. 'But I wouldn't be much help, I'm afraid. I know nothing about it.'

'Well. If you wanted, you could come over to my place and I'll demonstrate my equipment.'

Muriel smiled wickedly. 'I would love to get familiar with your equipment. When do you want me?'

Missing the innuendo completely, Morrison said, 'The sooner the better, I suppose. Are you doing anything tonight?'

'I hope so. I'll be there at seven. Make sure your equipment is ready for me. Now run along. I am in the middle of a class, you know?'

'Sorry, of course. Thanks, Muriel. I'll see you at seven.'
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Napier: Art Deco city of New Zealand. Two years earlier.

Senior Sergeant Cynthia Munroe, was down on one knee, feeling the pulse of her fallen partner, finding none. Harrison was dead. Everything screamed at her, get the hell out of that house and wait for back up. Do it now. But the broiling anger inside of her told her something else. She knew the book inside out, but for some reason that day, she had lost the plot. 

The call-out had been for a simple domestic; a lady concerned about the noise from her new neighbours. She and Harrison had been in the Greenmeadows area, an affluent suburb of the city, so they decided to check it out and put a stop to it. It was a little no exit street off Avenue Road. A two story house with manicured lawns front and back on one of Napier's now rare Kiwi quarter acre. This was one of the few original sections that hadn't been subdivided off. 

'We just give him a scare,' she had told Harrison, a senior police constable with a dozen years under his belt. 'If he's giving his missus some rough stuff, I want him to know we're on to him. Make him think twice.'

The trouble was, it was nothing like a straightforward domestic. Recognition was instantaneous on both sides. Munroe knew it was Carl Wydmark the second she saw him and he saw it was the police as soon as he opened the front door. He was on the run from Christchurch, in the south island, and wanted for murder on two counts. 

As Munroe reached for her pepper spray, Wydmark slammed the door on her arm, making her drop it. She yelled out in pain, and she heard Wydmark running up the un-carpeted stairs inside. With Harrison at her side, Munroe kicked the door open, and charged inside, then she heard a muffled scream from a bedroom off the top landing. 

Harrison was already on the radio, calling for backup, keeping out of sight from the top of the stairs as he made the call. Munroe took cover from any possible line of fire by pressing her back against the wall of the downstairs hallway. 

'Give it up, Wydmark. You know you're not going anywhere.'

There was a shuffling sound from upstairs and a door slamming open against the wall. 

'Wanna bet on that, bitch?'

Munroe risked a glance up the stairs. Wydmark had a woman with his arm around her neck, so tightly she could hardly breathe. He had dragged her out onto the top landing, and he had a gun at her head. 

'Don't be bloody stupid, Wydmark. Let her go.'

'Piss off, bitch. Now back away. We're coming down.'

Awkwardly, Wydmark dragged the almost unconscious woman onto the top step. 

'Do anything I don't like, bitch, and I blow her frigging head off.'

Munroe couldn't see what Wydmark was doing, shielded by the wall. She could feel slight beads of sweat on her upper lip. She had the pepper spray in her hand, ready to use it if she got the chance. From where she stood, she could make out that Harrison was similarly ready. He was just outside the house, to one side of the open front door. 

If Munroe had been outside, she would have just contained the situation until the Armed Offenders Squad arrived, but she was trapped inside. Risking a dash to the front door would have left her exposed. She was mentally kicking herself for charging in the way she'd done. She tried to bluff her way out of the situation.

'You know the score, Wydmark. You won't get any further than the end of the driveway. You got no chance. Let the woman go and drop the gun.'

'You'll do nothing unless you want her blood on your hands. Throw the keys to the car on the floor. Do it now.'

Harrison heard him say that. 'Are you bloody crazy, Wydmark?'  he called out. 'That isn't going to happen.' 

All that time, Wydmark was getting himself and the woman closer to the bottom of the stairs, and closer to Munroe. Two more steps and they reached the hallway. Wydmark held the woman back, the corner of the wall separating them from the officer. 

'Come out, where I can see you. Come on. I got nothing to lose. Another dead body don't make no difference to me, bitch.'

The woman managed to free her mouth, slightly, gasping in deep lungs full of air. She also decided to try to take a mouthful of his hand and sank her teeth into him. He yelled out, and she took the chance to kick back with her heel to connect sharply with his shinbone. Wydmark lost his balance and fell backwards onto the stairs. 

The woman ran to the open front door, and Wydmark fired off a shot, but he was off balance and the bullet smacked into the ceiling above her head. Munroe dodged partly out from behind the wall to blast him with the pepper spray, catching him in the face. Temporarily blinded, barely able to make out vague shapes, he tried to focus and aim the gun. Harrison made a dive for the floor and he fired his taser at Wydmark but one of the two contacts missed its mark.

Wydmark yelled out, his vision still impaired, and waved the gun around and started shooting at anything that moved. One bullet hit Harrison in the chest, the second was a lucky head shot. He kept firing. All Munroe could do was to keep out of the line of fire until all the ammunition had been used up. 

It suddenly went quiet, and she heard Wydmark going back up the stairs. She got down on one knee, and one look told her all she needed to know about Harrison's condition. It was more of an act of desperation that she placed her fingertips on the artery in his neck. As she expected, there was no pulse. Furious, she raced up after Wydmark, two steps at a time. 

'Come here, you bastard,' she yelled.

Wydmark reappeared at the top of the stairs, pointing the gun at her. 

'I'm here, bitch.' 

He fired off a shot and it was like being hit by a cannonball in the chest. She fell backwards on the stairs, her head hitting the woodwork hard, her neck snapping with the force of the fall. She never heard the shot from the Armed Offenders Squad member from outside the front door, that made a neat hole in Wydmarks head. 

Wydmark stood for a few seconds, although he was dead. Then, almost gracefully, he collapsed forwards, rolling down the stairs, landing on top of the dead police officers. Three rivers of blood merged together into one messy pool
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Present day: Morrison's house.

It had taken two hours to knock nearly ten years off her appearance, and Muriel Larking tingled with an almost girlish anticipation. There were sensations running through her body that she hadn't felt in years. She ignored the fact that Morrison had shown no interest in her, other than as a fellow professor. 

She also knew that no matter how many degrees a man had, he could still be as thick as a brick when it came to picking up on the signals of an available woman. She parked her Suzuki Swift on his driveway, checked her lipstick in the rear-view mirror, and adjusted her blouse to reveal just the right amount of cleavage. She might have an I.Q. of one hundred and thirty three, but she was still a woman. Morrison had heard her car pull up and was waiting with the door open.

'Muriel. Come on in.'

Muriel hadn't worn her heels for some time, but she knew she had good legs, and the grey skirt she wore cosseted her curvy posterior. Without overdoing it, she put a little wiggle in her walk. She decided the few years she had over him didn't count for much. Some men actually preferred older women. She could also see that he hadn't made much of an effort, as he was still wearing the same clothes he'd had on at work. But there was just that something about him.

He was well built, broad shouldered, and she liked the way his tight bum filled his jeans. He had a good head of light brown hair, receding slightly at the temples, a thin nose, long and pointed, deep-set green eyes which gave the impression of always seeing the humour in everything. His wide mouth contradicted that, with lips that turned down slightly at the corners, making his facial expression on the serious side. 

She found his intelligence almost as irresistible as his physical attributes. Men of average intellect were never appealing to her. She had finally found the complete package, rare in her world, and the chase was most definitely on. Following him into the untidy lounge, it was clear he needed a woman's touch, in more ways than one.

'Can I get you anything? Tea, coffee?'

'I wouldn't turn a glass of wine down, if you have any on the go.'

'Nothing decent. Châteaux cardboard box okay?'

'My favourite vintage.'

She followed him into the kitchen and he poured them a glassful each. She sat down on one of the dining chairs, crossing her legs to show a reasonable amount of shapely thigh. She sipped the blended wine delicately. This was not an evening to be hurried.

'This case you're on...is that the right word, case?'

He shrugged. 'It's as good as any.'

'Tell me about it.'

He sat in the chair opposite her, leaning forward on the table. 'I got the call from Mr Carver about five weeks ago. I could tell from his voice, he was scared. They had bought the house in Napier at a knock down price. It seems nobody had stayed there that long. At first, they were quite happy, apart from his wife's medical condition. They had moved from Taupo, to the warmer climate of the east coast thinking it would be beneficial.'

'What's wrong with her?'

'She has had a full bypass operation. She's still recovering and can't be moved much. The last thing she needs is stress.'

'Have you visited the place?'

'Once. Briefly. I went on my own and spent a couple of hours there. At that time, the incidents were slight, nothing to be alarmed about. I told them that it was just a regular haunting, some residual energy remaining after some tragedy, perhaps. I said not to worry too much and I'd return with a team to investigate.'

'Hmm. Did you look into finding out if anything had happened in that house?'

'I must admit I hadn't until now. It just didn't seem to me like a case any of any real significance. However...'

'Yes? Go on.'

'According to my research, about two years ago, there was a bloodbath there. A woman police sergeant and her colleague were shot in the house. The killer had been on the run. He had an uncontrollable sexually violent nature and had killed two prostitutes and he had been abusing another prostitute when the police had been called in. The officers had thought they were attending just an average domestic situation and had been surprised to find that psychopath there. He was taken out by an Armed Offenders Squad officer.'

'And you think they're the ones haunting the place?'

'I'd put money on it. We'll know more about it after the weekend, I hope.'

He got up and poured them another glass of wine and sat back down.

Muriel asked, 'You said there's an element of danger going there?'

'Cases like this can be unpredictable. According, to Carver, a mirror in the unused bedroom flew across the room, smashing against the wall. Other smaller objects did the same. That suggests to me the place has at least two conflicting energies combating one another. If you like, they're continuing their fight after death.'

'What can we do to help?'

'Basically, we determine the cause. Establish with as much certainty as possible the exact cause of the haunting. That's where the equipment comes in. Then, if possible we make contact. Try to resolve it and ask them to move on. Personally I put no religious significance to it, just a couple of spooks taking the hint and going. If they remain persistent, we call in the God squad. Have the place blessed.'

'Does that always work?'

'No. Not always. But sometimes it seems to. Perhaps the priests have a stronger line in persuasion than I do. I've drawn up a simple plan of what I think we should do. It's on the whiteboard in the garage. Come on, I'll show you.'

They went out to the garage and into the divided storage space at the rear. The unheated room made Muriel shiver, wearing only the thin blouse. For a moment, she wish she'd opted for a less sexy cardigan. The whiteboard was propped up on an artists easel. 

'Not my strong point, drawing, but you get the idea. The main activity is in the hallway and on the stairs, but also the bedroom here, off this top landing.'

Muriel looked at the crude sketch. 'Those three crosses. Are they...'

'All three were lying dead, together right there in the downstairs hallway.'

'How awful. I remember it now, it was on the news for days.'

Morrison was opening up the secure storage unit. He picked one piece of kit. 

'I have ten of these. Thermal indicators. They'll trigger off a silent alarm if anything passes by within range. I have marked the positions where I think they'll do most good.' He pointed to the small red circles on the whiteboard. 'One in each corner of the downstairs hallway, two, here and here on the stairs railings, Two more on the top landing and the last two inside the bedroom, here and there. Mary Adlebert will do that job. I'll be setting up the infra-red cameras, that will be triggered off by the sensors, one in this corner of the hallway pointing slightly up the stairs, and the other one inside the bedroom, in this far corner, here.'

'And what can I do to help?'

Morrison grinned. 'Apparently, your job is to make sure Mary and I don't get up to any mischief.' 

'Don't worry, I'll be keeping a close eye on you,' she said.

'I'm sure we can find you something useful to do. For a start, there's the monitors to watch over. We can take turns at that through the night. It's a bit boring, because they only turn on when triggered by the sensors. So whomever is on duty, gets the exciting job of watching a blank screen for hours, just in case it comes on. The other two can rest while the third keeps watch.'

'Will we be camping outside?'

'Not this time. There is a third bedroom next to the one we'll be watching. There's no furniture in there, just odds and ends stored in it. We'll be on the floor, wrapped up in sleeping bags.'

'It all sounds exciting. I can hardly wait.' She looked at the mysterious chair covered by the sheets, with the cables running underneath them. 'What is that thing?'

'Nothing. Just a pet project I'm working on.'

'You're not going to tell me, are you?'

'No. Come on. I can see you're cold. Lets get you warmed up.'

Muriel liked the sound of that.

He locked everything up again and they went back to the house. Muriel was trying to think of some reason not to be going home.

'I'd like to see a few more of those recordings of ghosts, if I can. If I'm spending the weekend with you ghost hunting, I'd like to know what I'm in for.'

'Fair enough. As long as I'm not keeping you from anything.'

Silly man, she thought. 

They settled down in the cluttered lounge, wine glasses refilled. Morrison went through his discs and selected two. 

'This is an oldie but goodie. It's from one of my early successes in the UK.' He bent down to feed the player and she admired his backside licking the wine off her lips. He sat next to her on the settee and clicked the remote. 'This is a derelict church, in the Midlands. It was about to be demolished to make way for shopping mall. I heard about strange lights being seen inside at night, and I asked if I could investigate. I was still learning the ropes, back then, and my equipment was pretty basic.'

She could see the shadowy interior of the inside of the church. It was just a shell of a building. Anything useful or of any significance had long been removed. There was several minutes of nothing, then it went blank.

'It's now on the sensors, to save disc time.' The image came back on. 'Now. Look over to the left, by that arched window.'

'I don't see any...oh. Now I do. Good grief.'

From below the window, several tiny spheres of light appeared. They floated across the church, drifting slowly, keeping in a loose formation. There was movement of the camera as Morrison manually followed the progress of the golden spheres. It became steady again, and it zoomed out, giving a wider view. The lights kept formation, seen clearly in the darkness of the building. Then they went higher, out of range, and then swooped down again, returning to the place by the window from where they had started. Another wobble of the camera as Morrison refocussed on the lights. He had them for a few seconds, and then they vanished.

'What on Earth were they?'

'I assume residual energy, manifesting as light. We could speculate all night and be no wiser.'

He retrieved the disc and replaced it with the second one, affording her another look at his muscular back. She moved a little way up the settee, so that he would be closer when he sat back down. Their shoulders were touching when he rejoined her on the settee.

'This one is another strange one. Also in England.' He clicked the remote again. 'This is in a two hundred year old pub in Devon. The landlord had asked me to find out what was making the strange noises during the night. I had better gear by then, and I'd learned a lot more. Here we go.'

The view was in the main bar of the old pub. Ultraviolet light illuminated the place, so they could make out the bar and the tables and chairs. 

'See the mirror behind the bar? Keep your eyes on that. I didn't see it myself, until the third time I watched the recording.'

Muriel stared at the mirror. She couldn't see anything at first, but then in one corner, she could make out something moving. It looked like a figure, indistinct, but possibly the head and shoulders of a man in a top hat. The figure turned and moved along, and the shape became a little clearer. Then she heard a raspy breathing. She couldn't help herself, she grabbed Morrison's hand. He didn't pull away from her.

'Toby. Was that you making that noise?'

'No. My assistant and I are over the other side of the bar, well away from the recorder. We wanted to make sure what we recorded wasn't ourselves. We couldn't see anything, but we did hear it. Now listen.' There was a scraping sound, as a chair was moved slightly. 'No furniture actually moved, but we just heard the sound. I must admit, I could never fit the idea of the sounds of things like inanimate objects, into my theory of ghosts being nothing more than residual energy. I could never accept in my own mind that something like a chair could leave such an impression that lingered about. I can only assume that the real energy is from a once living person, and that energy encapsulated any sounds made at the time. Does that make sense to you?'

'It's a logical thesis. I couldn't think of a more plausible explanation. It will have to do until we prove otherwise.'

'Right. Now keep watching.'

From the left of the bar, a vague shape of a man in a top hat crossed in front of the camera. It was an excuse to hold Morrison's hand even tighter and snuggle up to him. He didn't try to move away from her. She watched the ghost cross over to a door at the back of the bar and disappear. 

'That was so spooky,' she said, keeping hold of his hand.

'Not too scary for you, was it?'

She looked into his eyes. 'Just spine tingly.'

He looked at her for a moment, as if making up his mind about something. Then he let go of her hand, put his arm around her shoulders and kissed her on the lips. She wrapped her arms around him, glad that she had packed an over night bag that was on the back seat of her car. 
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At five thirty, Friday evening, Mary Adlebert and Muriel Larking met at Morrison's house. They would have gone earlier, but Muriel's teaching schedule didn't allow them that luxury. Mary liked Morrison, but not in any romantic way. Muriel picked up on that and was glad she didn't have to compete with an attractive twenty two year old for Toby's affection. 

All the packing had been done by him that afternoon, so apart from stowing the women's personal items, they were ready to go. Morrison had loaded up the roof-rack with the bulkier items, such as the sleeping bags, to maximise the space inside. 

Muriel claimed the passenger seat next to Morrison and Mary stretched out on the back seat. From Lower Hutt, it was State Highway two, all the way. It was five hours of driving, allowing for one twenty minute pit stop on route. Roughly halfway, they stopped at Dannevirke to refuel and grab a coffee and sandwiches. Morrison kept all the receipts to claim the expenses. If any of it annoyed Willberry, so much the better.

They reached Hastings, Napier's bigger sister city, and took the new Hawkes Bay Express to Napier. They took a left turn at the Meeanee Road lights, then a right onto Avondale Road. They pulled up outside the Carvers house in Greenmeadows, at ten forty. Morrison asked them to be quiet, so as not to disturb Mrs Carver. An anxious Mr Carver opened the front door before they rang the bell.

'Thank you for coming, Professor. I'm at my wits end, I can tell you.'

'Well, we'll do what we can. This is Professor Muriel Larking and this is one of my students, Mary Adelbert.' 

They all shook hands, and each grabbed a piece of kit. Muriel got the sleeping bags and followed Morrison inside. Mary collected one of the plastic storage boxes with the equipment.

Inside the hallway, Morrison asked, 'How is Mrs Carver?'

'Not very good. This is really getting her down. She's not asleep. She's in the kitchen.'

'Oh, right. We'll just take all our gear into the spare bedroom and then have a quick chat with you both.'

Between them, all of the gear was stowed in the third bedroom. Then they joined Mrs Carver in the kitchen downstairs. She was a plump woman, in her late sixties, sitting in her dressing gown and slippers. She tried to smile at her guests, but it was a lot of effort to even do that. She was clearly in poor health and the strain of the hauntings were showing on her pale face. Morrison reintroduced themselves. 

'I'm so grateful for you coming all this way, Professor.'  

'No worries. I'm sorry we couldn't get here any earlier.'

'I've made a pile of sandwiches,' said Mr Carver. 'I didn't know what you'd like, so I did all sorts.' He placed the plastic wrapped plate in the centre of the table, then he made tea for everyone.

'That's very kind of you, Mr Carver,' said Muriel, helping herself.

'Oh, please. John and Sally,' said Sally Carver. 'So you two work together at the university?'

'Yes,' said Morrison. 'Not in the same department. I'm teaching paranormal investigation, Muriel does scientific analysis.'

'I have no idea what that is, but it sounds interesting,' said Sally.

'I teach a lot of the forensic students the basic sciences related to forensics, then they go on to be forensic scientists in their own fields.'

'Oh,' said John Carver. 'Like CSI on the telly?'

'Some, yes. Others do research work for the Department of Conservation, others go into private companies. It's really quite varied, these days. They all seem to get placed, one way or another.'

'Listen,' said Morrison. 'Time's moving on. I'd like to set all out equipment up, before we settle down. So if you excuse us, we'll crack on with it. Would you make a start, please Mary. You know what to do.'

Mary got up and went upstairs to get the equipment organised.

'Is there anything I can do to help?' John Carver asked.

'No, thanks. It should take us about half an hour then we'll be in the spare bedroom, watching the monitors. Tell me, what time do things start to happen? Any particular time, or is it completely random?'

'Not a specific time, but usually around two or three in the morning. It's getting quite noisy, then. When things began flying about the place, I knew I had to get you in as soon as possible.'

'Is it a poltergeist?' Sally Carver asked.

Morrison shook his head. 'I couldn't rule it out, but I doubt it. Poltergeist aren't spirits, like a ghost is supposed to be. They tend to be events caused by young children, usually girls. It's a manifestation of their own anxiety. In those cases, treat the agent, the child, and the problem goes away.' 

Sally Carver sighed. 'I wish our problem could be solved that easily. I wish we'd never bought this house. We're stuck with a lemon we'll never be able to sell again.'

John Carver patted her arm. The exhausted look in his eyes told the story of sleepless nights and days fraught with anxiety. They were a couple who were barely holding things together and were desperate to find a solution to their nightmare. Morrison could feel the burden of responsibility as they prayed he was that solution. He stood up and Muriel followed his lead. 

'We'll do what we can to identify the source of the problem,' he assured them. 'I intend to try to communicate with them and if that fails, call in a priest to cleanse the house.'

'And if that doesn't work?' John asked.

'Let's just hope it does. We'll cross that bridge when we come to it. Come on, Muriel. Time to get things sorted.' 

By twelve thirty, all the sensors and cameras were in place, hooked up to the computer laptop and the closed circuit television monitors. They filled three flasks with strong coffee, so as they wouldn't have to use the stairs in the small hours. They all used the bathroom and they were ready for the all night vigil. 

'I feel better just having somebody in the house with us,' said Sally Carver.

'So do I,' said her husband. 'Well, goodnight, and thanks.'

'Goodnight,' said Muriel. 'Try to get some sleep.'

They went off to bed, and Morrison, Muriel and Mary settled in the spare bedrooms. There were a pair of old dining chairs in the room, and Morrison set them up around the monitors. 

'We seem to have a good view of everything. You did a good job, Mary. Spot on.'

'Thanks. Lets hope it's all worthwhile. I'd like to help the Carver's if we can.'

'Me too,' said Muriel. 

'Do you want to get your head down, Mary? I'm too hyped up to kip.'

'Okay. Wake me in an hour or so. Sooner if anything happens.'

Mary took off her shoes and wriggled into one of the old sleeping bags. She closed her eyes and was asleep in minutes. Morrison and Muriel took a chair each, side by side. In a whisper, he explained the controls to her, and what everything did. She had a little practice, panning the camera's around.

'When that light flashes, it means something's happening. If you hear anything, bear in mind it could just as well be one of the Carver's going to the toilet.'

Muriel glanced over at Mary, to make sure she was asleep. Then she took Morrison's hand and kissed him on the cheek.

With a grin, he said, 'Now come on. We have a job to do. Focus.'

She kissed him again and then concentrated on the monitors.
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After an hour of watching the CRTV monitor, their eyes becoming strained and tired, Morrison turned it onto automatic, allowing the screen to go blank. It would come to life if anything triggered the sensors. Mary was still fast asleep. He hadn't bothered to wake her. She would be more useful to them fully refreshed. Against one wall, he rolled up the two other sleeping bags into two long sausages and placed one on top of the other for something comfortable to sit on. He took Muriel's hand and led her to the makeshift seat and they sat together, their backs resting on the wall. He checked his watch. Three hours had gone already. It was just a few minutes off four a.m.

'It should have happened by now if it was going to,' he whispered.

'There's still time.' She looped her arm through his and placed her head on his shoulder. There was a pleasant manly smell about him. 'What got you into all this?'

'My father. He had an interest in the occult and paranormal things. I got it from him. It's a lot easier for me. People are more tolerant about it now than then. He suffered a lot of stick.'

'Is he still involved?'

'No. Dad passed away a few years back. I learnt a lot from him. He'd have given his high teeth for a fraction of my gear.'

'Did he have any successes?'

'Some. He managed to get a few good photographs. I'll show you one day.'

'Your mother?'

'She's fine. She's in England. She never understood dad's obsession and they divorced when I was nine. I took a trip last year to see her. She's coming here for her birthday, next year.'

'How come you never married?'

'I never met the right one. That and always seeming to be on the move, one way or another. I got close a couple of times. Nothing came of it.'

'Not the settling down type, then?'

'I wouldn't say that. She'll have to understand my life and be prepared to go along with it. It wouldn't work, otherwise. I promised myself I wouldn't have the problems my parents had.'

'You could teach regular psychology. You're qualified.'

'I'm sure Wilberry would be pleased. I just go where life takes me.'

'I envy you. I love my work, but sometimes I get fed up with routine. Seeing the Carvers predicament, I can understand more now why you do what you do.'

'It isn't all it's cracked up...'

They were interrupted by the monitor turning on. Morrison was quickly on his feet, Muriel a second behind him. Behind them a sleepy Mary shook her head and climbed out of her sleeping bag. She put her shoes on and joined Morrison and Muriel.

'What we got?'

'I can't see anything,' said Morrison. 'Oh, look. Something just moved.' He panned the camera around. 'See that? I just saw something move. Listen. Noises at the foot of the stairs.'

They could hear the sound of a struggle between two people, in the hallway. They could hear it both from outside the bedroom door and at the same time, from the monitor's speakers. 

'We should take a look,' said Mary.

Morrison grabbed her arm. 'No. Stay put until we know what we're dealing with.'

'There. I saw something,' said Muriel, her heart racing. She nearly jumped out of her own skin when the door to the next bedroom slammed shut. They could hear voices, one male, one female. There was a lot of commotion on the stairs and on the landing, right outside their door. All the time, the recorder picked up most of it. They heard a female say something like, 

“Don't be bloody stupid, Wydmark, let her go.”

A strong male voice replied, “Piss off bitch. Now back away. We're coming down.”

Then they heard gunfire, a pause, another shot, and then the sound of somebody falling down the stairs. Downstairs, some distance away, they heard something smash. It suddenly went quiet. Morrison went to the door. He paused, his hand on the handle.

'Toby. Are you sure?' Muriel asked.

Morrison opened the door. He gasped when he saw the figure in front of him.
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'Mr Carver. Jesus. You nearly gave me a heart attack.'

'Sorry. I never heard it as bad as that before. When it went quiet...I thought something had happened to you.'

'No. As you can see, we are all fine. Is you're wife okay?'

'Yes. She took a sleeping pill. It's the only way we can get through each night. Because you're here, I didn't take mine tonight.'

'Would you like to see if we captured anything on disc?'

'Yes. Yes, I would.' 

They stood around the monitor. 'Right. Here we go.' The four of them were transfixed by the screen. 'There. That's what triggered the camera's.'

'Look at the temperatures,' said Mary. 'Three degrees centigrade in the hallway.'

'Here it comes,' said Muriel. 

They saw an outline of a woman who looked as if she was wearing a uniform. 

'That's Sergeant Cynthia Munroe. Or at least her residual energy,' said Morrison, holding back from using the word ghost. 'The infra red lighting is making her visible. We wouldn't be able to see a thing, otherwise. Did you hear that?' He took the recording back a few seconds. The raspy voice could just be heard. 

'Don't be bloody stupid, Wydmark.”

'She's talking to Carl Wydmark. He'd been on the run for a double homicide, and Munroe recognised him. Did you hear that?' He took the recording back again and adjusted the sound level and quality.

'Piss off, bitch. Now back away. We're coming down.'

'Shit, that's weird,' said Carver. 'We're listening to dead people speaking something they said years ago.'

Morrison switched to the disc from the upstairs landing. The camera picked up the back of Wydmark's ghost and that of Munroe running up the stairs. Wydmark fired his last bullet, hitting Munroe, who fell backwards down the stairs. There was one final muffled shot as the Armed Offender Squad officer took Wydmark out with a single shot to the head. As Wydmark fell forwards, all activity ceased.

'According to the report, there was another police officer killed by Wydmark that day. He's not here on this recording. I believe that it's the angry energy from both Munroe and Wydmark that is held in this house. Why it's becoming stronger, I don't understand. If anything, that energy should fade over time.'

'You keep calling it energy. Isn't it a ghost, then?' Carver asked.

'To me, same thing. I believe all ghosts are is residual energy, left behind for reasons we don't fully understand. But are they really conscious spirits, or just energy? I've been conducting an experiment for some time to prove that conclusively, one way or another. I haven't quite been successful yet.'

'Perhaps they are trying to communicate with the living,' said Muriel. 

'That's what I'm hoping, to prove myself wrong. I'm going to try to talk with Munroe if I can.'

'What, now?' said Mary.

'Not right now. They've gone for the time being.'

'Surely,' said Muriel, 'If you can communicate with them in any way, then that must mean they are conscious beings, and not merely energy? If they could have a conversation with us, that implies they are able to think and express thought.'

'I agree,' Morrison replied. 'But as I have never had any success communicating with any of them, that suggests to me if anything, they are merely left over bits of energy, not really a spiritual being.'

'A bit of a let down if that were the case,' said Mary.

Morrison said, 'Well. If it makes you feel happier believing they are lost souls, then stick to that. To be honest, my theory about them just being energy could be way off the mark, also. Until it can be proved conclusively one way or another, either of us could be right.'

'Or,' offered Muriel, 'You could both be right. Sometimes spirits, other times, just energy.'

'I knew there was a reason to bring you along,' Morrison said with a tired grin. 'We have one more crack at it tomorrow night, before we have to head back to Wellington. Now we know what the energy or spirits are for certain, that is, Munroe and Wydmark, we might be able to deal with the situation.'

'And if you can't communicate with them, then what?' Carver asked.

'Then I talk to a local priest. knowing who we are dealing with makes it a little easier.'

'Come on down to the kitchen,' said Carver. 'I'll fix us all a breakfast.'

They followed him downstairs and into the kitchen. 

'Watch were you walk,' said Carver. 'Stay there a minute.' He got a dust pan and brush and swept up the shattered mug. 'It would be my favourite tea mug. Bloody ghosts.'

Morrison and Muriel sat at the table and Mary helped Carver with the breakfast. Soon they were having a hearty feed and feeling much revived. 

Carver said, 'I'd just like you all to know how much I appreciate what you're trying to do for me and my wife. Even if you can't help get rid of the damned things, it still means a hell of a lot, you giving up your weekend to do this.'

'Thanks. I just wish I could be more positive about getting rid of them. This isn't an exact science, by any means.'

'Have you seen many incidents like this one?' Carver asked.

'I've been to twenty three cases over the last ten years. Four over the last year alone, including this one. Mary's been my assistant on the last three of those cases. But when you say like this one, no case is exactly alike. This one is right up there at the top of the list, though. The kind of energy you'd expect from a poltergeist, but from a spirit.'

'Perhaps,' said Muriel, 'There's so much anger between the two spirits, it manifests into this violent reaction.'

'Well put, Muriel. I think you're right.' He stifled a yawn. 'I think the three of us should try to get some sleep and be ready for another session tonight.'
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The three of them slept until two in the afternoon. Although the sleeping bags were well padded, top of the range ones, they still ached from sleeping on the hard floor. John and Sally Carver offered to cook them a meal, but Morrison had other ideas. 

'We need to stretch our legs and get some sea air,' he said. 'I'll drive us to the beach and we'll grab a bite out while we're there.'

'Fair enough. What time will you be back?' John Carver asked.

'Don't worry. We'll be back before six.'

Morrison drove up to the art Deco city; always a delight. Napier had an atmosphere of its own. With plenty of sunshine, and touristy things like the Art Deco buildings, built as a rebirth of the city after the nineteen thirty two earthquake, and the seasonal tractor rides to the gannet colony, it was a favourite of Morrison's. They skirted the city centre, and went up to the beach. The Pacific Ocean lapped at the grey pebble beach of New Zealand's east coast. and they walked slowly together, their minds back and forth over the events of the small hours of that morning. 

'How do you intend talking with this spirit?' Mary asked, lagging slightly behind Morrison and Larking. 

'The same way as I'm talking with you. If they are spirits, they were people once.'

'But what if that killer comes forward?' said Muriel. 'He's not one you want to be talking to.'

'Not my first choice. I'm not expecting either of them to talk to me.'

'So why try?' Mary asked.

'It might be a way to help the Carvers. I have to try, for their sakes.'

'Actually. I see a problem here,' said Muriel. 'If, as your theory dictates, they are nothing but energy, left over from a traumatic incident, how are you going to ask energy to go away? If they are spiritual beings, ghosts if you like, you might have something to argue with. If not, you have nothing to talk to.'

'Ah. Thank you for pointing out the blindingly obvious. Something I'd missed altogether. If that's the case, we had better hope that I'm wrong, and that they are ghosts, after all. Come on. Lets go and eat. Seeing as how the university's paying for it.'

The grey pebbles crunched beneath their feet as they crossed the main road, and on to the many café's and restaurants that fed the locals and visitors alike. They settled for a small off centre café' and had a hearty feed at the university's expense. 

'We should be getting back,' said Morrison. 'The Carver's will only be getting anxious, after last night.'

'Who could blame them?' said Muriel. 'I'm glad I don't live there.'

'Come on, then. Lets hope we can do something.'

They found the Carver's in the kitchen. 

'A nice trip into town?' John Carver asked.

'Yes,' said Muriel. 'I love Napier. Such a neat place.'

'I haven't seen much of it yet,' said Sally Carver. 'Maybe when I'm better and all this trouble is over.'

'Would you like something to eat?' John asked.

'We're fine, thanks,' said Morrison. 'We'll just check all the equipment before we settle down for the night.'

'John tells me you know who the ghosts are,' said Sally Carver.

'I believe so. I think it's the police sergeant, Munroe, and the murderer, Wydmark. Another officer was killed, but I think we just have the two. I'm going to try to communicate with the sergeant tonight, but to be honest, I've never been able to do that before. The only thing to do after that is calling in a priest to cleanse the place. That works some of the time. Knowing who the ghosts are, makes it easier for the priest to communicate. Sorry I can't be more helpful than that.'

'We thought that's what you did, getting rid of ghosts and the like,' Sally Carver said, looking a little depressed.

Morrison explained. 'No. I'm a lecturer in the paranormal. I merely investigate sightings, try to get to the answers of what it's all about. I'm not even totally convinced that ghosts in the traditional sense are actually spirits. I think what we see is just residual energy from tragic events, like here with three people being shot.'

Muriel added, 'The human mind is highly complicated. We hardly know a fraction of what goes on in there. As Toby says, it could be some kind of energy, generated by their minds when they were in extreme emotional states, like fear and anger.'

'You don't believe in ghosts either, then?' asked John Carver.

'Like Toby. I'm open minded. I'm a scientist. I need incontrovertible proof to be sure one way or another.'

'I believe they are spirits,' said Mary. 'I think this energy theory only covers poltergeist. I have no real evidence one way or another, though. I just believe it. I'm hoping that by working with Professor Morrison, we'll get the proof to establish it one way or another.'

'Well,' said Morrison, getting up. 'We'll get things set up. I'm going to be in the hallway at the bottom of the stairs, tonight. Mary and Muriel will be in the bedroom, monitoring the equipment.'

'Rather you than I,' said John Carver.
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Morrison supervised the fine tuning of the equipment. One of things that differed from the previous night, was that of his presence near the hallway and he needed to ensure his body heat couldn't trigger the sensors that activated the recording monitors. This meant several attempts at repositioning the chair where he was going to sit, so as not to be aligned with the sensors. 

Eventually, they determined that the only really practical solution, was to be just inside the kitchen, with the door open onto the hallway. From there, Morrison could see at least half of the hallway, plus the first half dozen steps on the stairs. It was actually more practical because if he became thirsty during his long vigil, he could get a drink without setting off the alarms. He could also get up and stretch his body if he became uncomfortable.

'So if the alarms do go off, we stay put?' said Mary.

'Yes. You don't leave this room. The only one I want moving about down there, is me,' said Morrison. 'As soon as something happens, I'll be trying to contact them. Or rather, just the police sergeant. I'll leave Wydmark out of it. But like I said before, I don't expect to succeed.'

Mary took out her purse and extracted a ten dollar bill and handed it to Muriel.

'What's this for?'

'I'm betting the professor here, that the ghosts are spirits. My ten bucks say they are. Care to match me?'

Morrison grinned. 'Okay, Mary,' he said, taking ten dollars from his wallet. 'Muriel here referees the bet. Her decision is final. Right. It's nearly one thirty. I suggest we all make a final toilet trip, and get ready. I'll go first and then I'll be downstairs.'

'Toby,' said Muriel. 'Please take care. Energy or spirits, they still managed to throw things about.'

'Don't worry. I'm not about to do anything heroic. Just make sure you get it all on here,' he said, patting the recorder.

'Good luck, professor,' said Mary.

Morrison went to the upstairs bathroom, and then downstairs. The dining chair was placed a metre into the kitchen. He turned out all the lights and sat down and waited. The only light in the kitchen was from the microwave panel and the moonlight through the window. In the near darkness, he sat and reflected on the last few days. In particular, he thought about Muriel. Their sudden bonding had surprised him. 

Although he thought her attractive, he hadn't thought of her at all in any romantic way. He realised that she was in the driving seat, and he was along for the ride. He decided he would let her do the navigating too, and see where she took them. If they ran out of fuel, so be it. If they drove off into the sunset, that was good, too.

With that little distraction out of the way, he focussed his mind on the job in hand. He wondered what the hell he was doing with his life. Wasn't he getting a little old for such nonsense? He was thirty eight, sitting on a chair in a strange house, in the dark in the middle of the night, waiting to talk to ...ghosts! Even he was at it, now. Ghosts. Years he had been studying the phenomenon, and yet he was no more convinced about it, one way or another. 

His father had been absolutely convinced that ghosts were just that. Ghosts. He remembered as a boy of eight, sitting with his father, discussing the paranormal. It had all started with a photograph. Back in England, for a living, Stanley Morrison was a freelance photographer. He worked for the local newspapers, magazines, calenders, as a wedding photographer, you name it, he snapped it. He had a darkroom set up in a shed at the top of the garden. His mother, Eileen, never went near the place. She could never stand the smell of the chemicals.

Even as digital equipment evolved and became more affordable in the mid nineteen nineties, Stanley Morrison persevered with the old technology, insisting it was more of an art-form than the point and shoot devices. As president of the local camera club, he would occasionally hold exhibitions to promote photography as a serious pastime. At a national level, he won several awards for his pictures. As a professional, he made a modest living and with his wife working as a cook in a café, they got by. Then something happened to change Stanley Morrison's life.

It was one Sunday afternoon in nineteen eighty four. Stanley Morrison had been working all morning in the darkroom, developing the photographs from the previous days wedding commission. The film had been left to dry out from the mornings development and he went to collect the finished photographs for inspection and then inserting into the presentation album. 

He had forty eight exposures to select from. The best twenty shots would go in the album, the remainder would be given separately to the happy couple as a present. Because of the subject matter, weddings, Eileen Morrison always took an interest, sometimes suggesting one photograph over another. Stanley always valued her input. That Sunday, from the forty eight pictures taken, Stanley had put three to one side. 

'Something wrong with those three?' Eileen asked.

'Something's cock-eyed about them,' his father had replied. Cock-eyed was his way of saying if anything wasn't as it should be.

'It isn't like you not having all the shots coming out perfect,' she said, picking up the photos.

'I haven't checked them properly, but they looked rough at first glance.'  

Eileen picked up the photographs and studied them. 'Who's this funny looking chap?' she asked.

'Let me see.' Stanley took them off her and had a closer look. 'Bloody hell. This is weird.'

'He looks a bit odd compared to the others. Like he's in black and white, the rest's in colour.'

'Hmm. I thought I'd let a bit of light in during developing, when I first saw that. But you're right. It does look like a man standing behind the bride and groom. He wasn't there when I took the photo.'

'He must have been. It's there. On the picture.'

'No. I'd remember him. It was the couple on there own, on the steps outside the church. He wasn't there.'

'It's a bit vague. Is it really a person, or a trick of the light?'

'It's a man, all right. But look at that bowler hat he's wearing. Who the hell wears bowler hats to a wedding?'

'Perhaps he was just passing by and decided for a laugh he'd be on the photos.'

'He wasn't there I tell you. I never saw him the whole time I was taking pictures. But look. He's here on the other two photos. On the end in the group shot and then here, with the the others watching the couple getting into the wedding limo. But like you say, he doesn't look like the others.'

'Double exposure?'

'You know better than that, Eileen. I never get double exposures. But even if I did, these aren't that. Apart from this bloke, everything else in the picture is okay. And that goes for the other two photos. It would have to be one thing or another, not like this. Besides, it would be impossible in three completely different settings. Bloody weird.' 

'I wouldn't worry about it. Just throw them away.'

'Yes. You're probably right. I'll just get the album finished so I can send it tomorrow. I'm sending it to the brides mother. With a bit of luck, I'll get paid as soon as they come back from honeymoon.'

With the album done and safely away in its white cardboard box, it was placed on the sideboard, to be couriered the next morning. But Stanley Morrison couldn't stop thinking about the three rogue photos. Early next morning, after a fairly sleepless night, he examined them. He took them to the darkroom where he got out a large magnifying glass. 

'Bloody hell.'

He left the pictures on the bench and took the album off to the couriers. When he returned, he decided to print off some more from the negatives. Just the three odd ones. With those three new pictures, he made them twice the size of the originals. He paced the kitchen, drinking coffee as he waited for the developed prints to dry. The minute he knew they should be done, he raced back to the darkroom. Holding the new larger pictured to the light, he realised he had something special. He had to show somebody. His wife was out at work and wouldn't be back home until four thirty.

Little Toby Morrison came home from school on his bicycle, at a quarter to four. He saw the red light over the darkroom door was off. That meant it was okay to go in. He still knocked, just in case.

'Dad?'

The door opened. 'Hello, son. Come on in if you like.'

Young Toby Morrison loved anything scientific. Unlike his mother, he also loved the pungent smells from the darkroom. 

'How was school today, Toby?'

'Good. We did about the infernal confusion engine.'

Stanley Morrison had laughed. 'You mean the internal combustion engine. Mind you, some would say you were right.'

'I suppose so. What are you doing, Dad?'

'Looking at pictures of ghosts.'

'That's silly. You can't photograph ghosts.'

'Until today, I would have agreed with you. Look at these and tell me what you think.'

Toby looked hard at the images. 'It is a ghost.'

'I don't know what else it could be, son. I've tried to see if it could be anything else, but like you, I think the bloke in the bowler hat is a ghost.'

'Ghosts are supposed to be scary. He doesn't look scary. Just old.'  

'Maybe ghosts aren't scary. Just regular people without bodies. Your guess is as good as mine.'  

'You should be on the telly. On the news.'

'Ah. No. Listen. Toby. We have to keep it secret, understand?'

'Why, Dad?'

'Because...well, because lots of people don't like to hear about ghosts. And if we go around saying we took photos of ghosts, they might think we're well, you know... a bit daft in the head.'

'But you're not daft, Dad.'

'Hmm. Your mom might disagree with you, there. Toby. All I'm saying, is lets keep it our little secret, right?'

'Okay. What's for dinner?'

'Fish and chips. Now go in the house. I'll be with you in a minute.'

And so it had started. The Morrison family crusade to find out the true nature of ghosts. 
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It was just after three in the morning when a heavy eyed Morrison heard something close by. He shook his head to make sure he was awake and not dreaming. He shivered from the low temperature of the unheated kitchen but also something else. It sounded like a peculiar breathing sound. 

'Shhhhhu. Shhhhhu. Shhhhhu.”

It was hard to pinpoint, exactly. It was close, very close. He was sure it was coming from right in front of him, in the unlit hallway. 

“Shhhhu. Shhhhu. Shhhhhu”

Whatever it was, it was in the hallway less than a metre away from where he sat. Then he heard the footsteps. It was next to the door. It had to be Sergeant Munroe. He could picture her, standing by the side of the door, armed with nothing more than a pepper spray. He heard a female voice.

'Give it up, Wydmark.'

There was more, but he couldn't make it all out. Then the door upstairs slammed open against a wall. Wydmark, he decided. 

'Wanna bet on that, bitch?'

There were further exchanges, and then gunfire. Morrison knew he had to act fast. If he didn't try to communicate right there and then, Munroe and Wydmark would be 'dead' again and he's have lost his window of opportunity. He stepped out into the hallway.

'Sergeant Munroe. I'm here to help you.'

Morrison couldn't see anything, but Munroe could see him, well enough.

“Who the hell are you?” she asked.

Morrison couldn't hear the reply, so he tried again.

'My name is Morrison. I'm here to help you. Can you hear me?'

“I can bloody hear you. Where the hell did you come from?”

'If you can see or hear me, try to speak to me. I'm here to help you.'

“Shut the hell up. keep your damned head down.”

Morrison knew if the scene was to replay over as for the night before, gunfire should be heard, with the sound of somebody falling down the stairs. But this time, he heard nothing. It was as if a spell had suddenly been broken. Cautiously, he stepped into the hallway. He could sense nothing around him. Suddenly a door opened upstairs, and he found himself hiding behind the wall that hid him from the top of the stairs. His heart was playing the Samba in his chest.

'Toby. Are you alright?'

It was Muriel.

'Yes. I'm coming up.' He went up the stairs quietly, remembering the Carvers were probably asleep. Muriel was holding the bedroom door open.

'Come in, quickly.'

He did as he was told and she closed the door behind him.

'Did you get anything?' he asked. 'There was certainly....'

'Oh, yes. You'd better come and see this.'

The three of them stood around the monitor. Mary set it to play. Morrison had seen many unexplainable things in the years he had investigated the paranormal, but what he saw made his hair stand on end. After the third time of playing it he was convinced.

'I think I owe you ten dollars, Mary,' he said.
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Morrison and Mary collected and boxed up all of the equipment, apart from the monitor. They wanted to leave that to show the Carver's what they had recorded that night. They went about the task as quietly as they could, allowing their hosts to sleep on. Muriel cooked them bacon, eggs and toast while her colleagues were busy. It was a little after six a.m. when John Carver came into the kitchen. He was in his pajamas and dressing gown.

'I heard a bit of noise last night. Anything happen?'

'Yes,' said Morrison. 'Is Sally coming down?'

'She took a pill. She's well out of it.'

'Best leave her, then.'

Muriel poured him a mug of tea and he sat at the table with them as they finished their breakfast.

'I see you've packed your stuff,' he said. 'Does that mean it's all over?'

'For us, yes. We have to get back for work tomorrow.'

'Did you communicate with them?'

Morrison shared a look with Mary and Muriel. 'In a manner of speaking, yes. Come on upstairs with us. We'll show you what happened.'

They all went into the spare bedroom and Morrison placed two chairs by the monitor, and turned it on.

'Before we have a look, I must warn you, this is not something you'd see every day.' He pressed play. 'Now. As I explained before. The light in the hallway is infra red. We can't see it with our eyes. But we can detect differences in temperature and changes in the temperature, such as going really cold, or hot, which triggers the sensors and starts the recording.'

'Right. I understand. What's that there, then? Is that you?'

'No. That's dark blue. Very cold. Not me at all.'

'Oh. I see. That's...'

'Yes. You can just make out a blurry shape. I was sitting just inside the doorway of the kitchen. Now any second...this is me, going into the hallway now. See the red and orange colours, right next to the dark blue.'

'You look a lot clearer. You can see it's a person.'

'Correct. The other thing is less distinct.'

Morrison's voice could be heard to say, 'Sergeant Munroe. I'm here to help you.'

A less clear voice could be heard to say, “Who the hell are you?”

'That...that thing spoke to you,' said John Carver.

'It did. I believe that to be Sergeant Munroe.'

'Her spirit,' said Mary, behind him.

'Okay. Don't rub it in. Now, as you can see, she is looking at me, but I can't either see or hear her. I had another go at communicating with her.'

He heard his own voice say, 'My name is Morrison. I'm here to help you. Can you hear me?'

They heard “Shut the hell up. And keep your damned head down.”

'Now. She's still re-enacting the time when it all happened. At least, she was up until that point.'

'How do you mean?'

'Well, if you recall the previous recording, that showed the whole nine yards. The shootings, everything. This time, it pretty much stopped before most of that happened.'

'And does that mean anything?'

Morrison shrugged. 'I honestly don't know. My theory is that my presence on the spot, so to speak, interrupted the natural flow of things. Munroe couldn't go through the motions of what happened. My being there sort of broke the spell.'

'And she disappeared?'

'According to the recording, yes. She did not run up the stairs. Wydmark wasn't shot. He didn't fall down the stairs. It's as if we hit the stop button.'

John Carver looked at him with hope in his eyes. He dared ask the question. 'Does that mean it's all over?'

'I wish I could tell you, John. I have no idea. I hope so. If they don't return tonight, well maybe it's all over. Unfortunately, we have to go. But, tomorrow, please give me a call and tell me one way or another what happens tonight. You have my cell phone number.'

'I'll do that. Look. All of you. Whatever happens, thank you for all you've done. It means so much to Sally and me.'

'Our pleasure. We'll put the rest of the gear away and get going.'

Half an hour later, the Land Rover was packed up with gear and they were ready to drive back to Wellington. Sally Carver was dressed and by her husbands side. They all shook hands, and with a further reminder to John Carver to call the next day, they drove off.

They hadn't gone more than a couple of kilometres when Mary said, 'Can you put the heating on, please. I'm bloody froze in the back here.'

Neither ghost hunter realised they had an extra passenger sitting in the back next to Mary.
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'...and as you can see, the dark blue shape is right next to me, red and orange.' 

The paranormal class were standing around the monitor. Morrison had played it three times, and they were all still transfixed. 

'Damn,' said Austin Granger. 'If I'd have known it was going to turn out like that, I'd have cancelled the flying lessons.'

'It was pretty full on,' Mary told him, a little smugly, because she had been there, and Austin and Crystal had missed out. 'By the way, I still haven't had my ten dollars, Professor.'

Morrison grinned. 'You do like your pound of flesh. I'll remind Professor Larking she holds our betting money. Well, class, that's about it for this morning, so if...' His cell phone chimed out.

'Hello, Morrison. Oh. Mr Carver. How did....oh. Good. Excellent news. Yes. Me too. With a bit of luck that's the end of it. Thanks for letting me know. Goodbye, Mr Carver.' He put his phone away. 'Breaking news, class. Mary, you'll be particularly interested in this. The Carver's had no visitors last night. We had a result.'

'That's good news,' said Mary. 'I'm glad we managed to help them.'

The class filed out to their regular psychology class. Morrison was eager to let Muriel Larking know what had happened. He went to her laboratory and found her there with a dozen students, all taking notes from her. He poked his head around the door, not wishing to interrupt her class, but at the same time bursting with his news. She saw him and she stopped in mid sentence. 

'Excuse me one moment.' 

Joining Morrison at the door, she asked, 'Toby. I've been itching to know. What's happened?'

'Nothing. Isn't that great? No ghosts last night at all. First time in ages.'

'Fantastic news.' She whispered, 'Are we still on for tonight?'

He winked. 'I'll see you at seven.'  

When Muriel pulled up on his drive, he had the garage door open. He had been in the workshop at the back of the garage, putting all the gear away. He had almost finished when she entered. She closed the door in the plywood dividing wall behind her.

'Come here, you,' she said. She wrapped her arms around him and smothered his face with kisses. 'I've been dying to do that all day. It's a good job Mary was with us this weekend, or we'd never have got any work done.'

'I'm just glad we got the result we hoped for. Not that I can take much credit. It was pure fluke.'

'Whatever gets the job done.'

'Come on. I've cooked us a meal.'

They went inside the house and Muriel pulled out a bottle of champagne from her bag.

'I thought we'd celebrate our success.'

'Very nice. I'll pop it in the fridge to chill. Sit yourself down. I've done the salad, I've just got to throw the steaks under the grill.'

'I'd offer to cook for you at my place, but to be honest, I'm a lousy cook. I'll treat us to a meal out somewhere nice.'

'I'll hold you to that.'

'So. When is your next case?'

'Nothing planned. I only get two or three a year. That's enough excitement for me.'

'Will you let me come along when you get the next one?'

'You've got the bug, by the sound of it.'

'I enjoyed it immensely. And being with you is a bonus.'

'Well. You never know when a case is going to come up. You should have seen the look on Wilberry's face when I gave him the expenses. You'd have thought we had stayed for a month at the Ritz.'

'Ignore the old fool. He's just jealous because you've done better with your books then he has.'

'There's that and the fact he resents his department being associated in any way with the paranormal. Still. I'm used to it.'

He dished up the steaks and took the salad and bubbly out of the fridge. He poured them a glassful each. 'To us,' he said.

They clinked glasses. 'To us,' she said, liking the sound of that. 

'Are you convinced about ghosts, now?' she asked. 

'Almost. I'm still deciding whether or not to stop my experiment. That would be the clincher for me. The trouble is, I've been at it one way or another for a couple of years, now. I've been so close to success. I can't make up my mind to carry on or not to finish it off.'

Muriel pushed her empty plate away. 'I did enjoy that,' she said, sipping her champaign. 'You know, if I'm working on an experiment, I just have to finish it. Especially if it's something new or different.'

'Your experiments aren't usually dangerous, though.'

'Ah. That does change things. Come on, tell me about it. I can keep a secret.'

He too pushed his empty plate away and leaned back in his chair, sipping his drink. He seemed to be making his mind up.

'Okay. I'm going to trust you. But you'll think I'm either mad or delusional. Either way, it stays between us, okay?'

'I promise.'

'Right. Remember I said my interest all started with my father? Well, he was a freelance photographer. Weddings, that sort of thing. He was damned good at it, because he loved what he did. Anyway, ...wait. I'll show you. Come into the lounge.'

They went into the lounge, and Muriel sat on the settee. Morrison went to the cupboard where he kept the discs from his research. From the adjacent drawer, he pulled out an envelope. He took out the three photos and handed them to Muriel. She studied them in silence for a moment. 

'Your father took these?'

'He covered a wedding. When he developed the film, those three came out.'

She could see the ghost in the bowler hat. 'I can see those firing up his curiosity.'

'Mine, too. He became obsessed with it. He read up everything he could on the paranormal. In the end, it did two things. It split him and my mother up and it also killed him.'

'Good grief, Toby. I don't like the sound of this. Go on.'

He took the photographs from her, carefully returned them to the envelope and then back in the drawer. Then he sat next to her on the settee.

'Like me, he always had an interest in all things technical and scientific. Every time he took a photograph, he was always looking for ghosts. He never found another one. Those three were the only pictures he took with ghosts on it. He always believed that's what they were, not just left over energy, like I thought. His obsession wrecked his marriage. Anyway, he moved out of the marital home, not far away, so we could see each other. He started to experiment.'

'What was he trying to achieve?'

'He was trying to prove the existence of ghosts. He just couldn't get it out of his head. I was too young to help him. I was only ten when he was starting to research it seriously. But he would sit down with me and talk about ghosts. Other kids dad's would say, hi, son, how was school today. My dad would ramble on about his theories of spirits.'

'He got even more obsessed over the next couple of years. One day. Not long after my twelfth birthday, he took me into his workshop. He explained what he was up to. He had this big old dining chair. One with arms on. He had all sorts of electrical cables running to it.'

'Sounds familiar.'

'He was also using drugs. His theory was that in a certain state of mind, together with electric shocks, it would be possible to...this is where you think I'm crazy.'

Muriel held his hand. She could tell reliving the experience with his father in his mind was having an emotional effect on him. 'If you don't want to tell me...'

'I need to, Muriel. I've never told anyone, before, not even my own mother. Everyone thought he'd just gone insane '

'I'm listening.'

'Dad's theory was that the combination of drugs and the electric shocks could release the human soul, temporarily, so it could be free from the physical body. In other words, become a ghost, while still being alive. He overdid it one time.'

Muriel was unable to speak for a couple of minutes. Finally, she said, 'And you have been continuing your father's research?'

'I said you'd think I was mad.'

'You got that right. Toby. It killed your father. You simply mustn't carry on with it.'

'You are probably right. I've been doing it for some misguided notions of loyalty for my father.'

'That's how you got that burn scar on you arm, isn't it?'

'Yes. Trying to do the experiment on my own. It's impossible to control everything myself.'

'Come on. Show me what's involved. You've got the scientist in me interested.'

'I really don't see...'

'Come on.'

They went back to the workshop and Morrison removed the drop sheets. 

'It's a big improvement on what my dad had, but it's still a little crude. This is where I burnt my arm. I was convulsing and my arm became entangled in the wiring. Luckily, the fuses blew.'

'Is that what happened to your father?'

'No. That was more the drugs he used.' He went to the storage cabinet and opened it up. He took out the small medicine box and opened it up. 

Muriel picked up the larger of the three glass bottles. 'This?'

'Scopolamine.'

'Right. And these?' 

'Natural derivatives of the same family.'

'Why?'

'Dad's theory. He based it on legend. He found historical references to the naturally occurring drugs used by witches to induce a sense of flying and also to see spirits and demons.'

'It's also a mild hallucinogenic, Toby. These so called witches were probably out of their skulls.'

'I realise that. But I have access to something they didn't have. Controllable electricity. That's the difference. Dad believed it, and so do I.'

Muriel looked at the chair. 'So you think the right strength of this concoction, coupled with trying to fry yourself, releases the spirit?'

'I do. I have evidence. Sort of. In order to determine if any success is real or imaginary, I have used my equipment to try to record it. The last experiment had some marginal result. If it only worked properly just one time, I would be convinced.'

'Tell me you kept proper records of each experiment? Current used, variations in the drugs?'

'Yes, of course I have.' He retrieved the notebook from the cabinet. 'It's all in here. All two years worth.'

Muriel the scientist looked at some of the entries in the well worn book. 'If you were one of my students, I'd give you an 'F'. I suppose it's an effort of sorts.'

'Hmm. Thanks. This last entry. This is the most successful one.'

'Toby. Before I brand you certifiable, show me this evidence.'

'Have we done in here? I'm finding it colder than ever, lately.'

'It is cold. Yes. Lock it all up.'

He did that and they returned to the lounge. 'This is from the last experiment.' Placing the disc in the player, he started it off. 

'It happens very quickly. Watch carefully.'

The recording showed an infra red image of Morrison slumped in the chair, barely conscious. He suddenly convulsed. 

'The transformer automatically sends the set current at regular intervals. My arms are strapped down to prevent injury. That's the theory. It isn't easy to do these things, single handed. Here it comes. There.'

'What? I didn't see anything.'

'I'll play it again. Now, watch my head and shoulders. Ready....and there.' 

'Ah. Again.'

He played it another five times. 'Got it?'

What they had seen was the red and orange infra red images of Morrison's body secured in the chair. But for one fleeting couple of seconds, the image showed a dark blue shadow, trying to leave his body. Then, as his arm caught up in the wiring, the image showed a bright fiery red where his arm was burning on the electrical contacts.

'In future,' Muriel said, 'I want my man raw, not over cooked. Idiot.' 

'Okay. Ignoring my attempts of self cremation, what does the scientist in you say?'

'You either stop doing this....or.'

'Or what?'

'Or I help you.'

He didn't think he'd heard correctly. 'You will help me?'

'If I don't, I'll forever be thinking I'll find you barbecue flavoured. Look. I'm not promising. Let me take your witches brew to my lab for analysis. I can give you a purified solution, close to what you're aiming for, complete with an exact data sheet. Then, providing that electric chair of yours is made safe, we'll do the experiment together. That way, if things don't go to plan, I'm on hand to help you.'

'You'd do all that for me?'

She kissed him on the lips. 'I've only just found you, Toby Morrison. I'm not about to let you go just yet.'

He held her close and kissed her. 'You, Muriel Larking, are a remarkable woman.'

She took his hand. 'If you take me to bed, you'll find out just how remarkable.'

As they headed off to the bedroom, in the dark cold garage, something was waiting.
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When Morrison was summoned to Wilberry's office, he was feeling more than a little apprehensive. When he found Dean Milton in the office, he was very apprehensive.

'Ah, Morrison,' said the Dean. 'Come on in. Take a seat.'

Morrison nervously sat down.

'Mr Carver phoned me yesterday,' said the Dean.

'Oh?'

'To say he's a happy bunny is an understatement. Positively gushing your praises, he was.'

'I see. Well, I only tried to help them.'

'Quite so,' said Wilberry, 'It seems that whatever mumbo jumbo you used, Carver was convinced it worked.'

'Yes, thank you, Wilberry,' said Milton. 'We're not here to cast aspersions on Morrison's beliefs or techniques. The point is, Mr Carver was so delighted, he sent me this.' He handed a slip of paper to Morrison.

'It's a cheque. For two thousand dollars!'

'Indeed it is, Morrison. Carver was so appreciative of what you and your team accomplished, he has made a donation to the university, to go towards your research.'

'I don't know what to say, Dean. It's most unexpected. I certainly never suggested he should do such a thing.'

'Nevertheless, he has. I'll see it gets put into the system for you to use on anything appropriate. I want receipts, mind you. Luxury holidays will not be covered.'

'Er, no, Dean. Of course. Well. Thank you. If that's all...?'

'No,' said Wilberry, obviously not delighted with the Dean showering compliments and money on Morrison, 'It is not all. The Dean was wondering...' he looked at the Dean, who nodded for him to continue, 'If we should be doing more to capitalise on your abilities. For the good of the university, of course.'

'I...see,' said Morrison, not seeing at all.

'What Doctor Wilberry is trying to say, Morrison, is we could promote your services a little more widely. Properly funded, of course. We can get one of our computer geek's to expand our web page to include you as a separate entity to the psychology department, still under Wilberry's authority, of course, but with links directly to you to respond to. Does that appeal to you, Morrison?'

'I'm not really sure, Dean. I wouldn't want to handle more than a handful of cases a year. And of course, I couldn't guarantee any results. It isn't an exact science, by any means.'

'Some would say not a science at all,' grunted Wilberry, unable to resist.

'Uncalled for, Wilberry,' said the Dean. 

'Sorry, Morrison. A cheap shot.'

'Fair enough. Could I have a little time to think about it, Dean? It is something of a shock.'

'Of course, old boy. Have a couple of days to mull it over and consider the implications. Come back to me with your decision at the end of the week. And of course, you'd find yourself up the pay scale a notch or two, if you take it on.'

Wilberry clenched his teeth, closed his eyes and sighed when the Dean dropped that bombshell out. 

'That's very generous of you, Dean. Right. I have a class waiting for me, so ...?'

'Run along, Morrison,' said the Dean. 'And well done, old chap.'

'Thank you, sir.'
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When Morrison told Muriel during the lunch break, out of earshot of professors Angus Pringle and George Windthorpe, she could hardly contain herself. 

'That settles it. I'm treating us to that fancy restaurant tonight. And no excuses. We need to celebrate.'

'That's fine by me.'

'Besides. I've those results you've been waiting for. But not here. We'll talk tonight. Just one thing, though.'

'Yes?'

'Make an effort, you scruffy sod.'

Muriel was pleased to see he was wearing a suit and tie. He had even shaved and brushed his hair, shoes and teeth. Muriel was glammed up to the hilt, and the glow of her recent romantic interludes were shining from her face. They both looked like they belonged at the upmarket French style restaurant.

'You look sensational,' he told her.

'You have that effect on me. So. You're moving up in the world?'

'Only if I get hired out as a ghost hunter.'

'Isn't that what you want? You can now get plenty of research and be better paid to do it. Win win.'

'I guess so. I've until the end of the week to tell the Dean my decision.'

'Well, make sure it's the right one. What do you intend to do with the money?'

'The two thousand? I don't know. I've all the equipment I need, really. I'll save it for when I need something I haven't yet got. You said you had some news about the serum?'

'I'm amazed you are still alive. Toby. That was close to being lethal.'

'I'm tougher than I look. Have you modified it?'

'I've removed as much of the toxins as I could, leaving the useful stuff behind. All the impurities have been removed. It should work.'

'Thanks. So you think I should have another go?'

'If I were you, I would. The scientist in me says go for it, the woman in me that's ...fond of you, says no way. The scientist won. With reservations.'

'And they are?'

'One last attempt. If it works, okay, if not, call it a day.'

'And you'll help me?'

She leaned over and cupped his hand in hers. 'Toby. It's too dangerous to carry on. You've been lucky so far. I couldn't stand it if something happened to you. At least if I am with you, I can help you if need be.'

'I've said it before. You are a remarkable woman.'

'You go right on thinking that and we'll be just fine.'

The evening was spent wining and dining, and at the end of the meal, they went to Muriel's place in one of the better areas of the city. From her deck, they enjoyed a view of the city lights and the harbour. They sipped wine and held and kissed. Nothing was hurried, just two people comfortable with themselves and with each other. With backgrounds worlds apart, their paths through life had brought them together at a crossroads when they both needed someone in their lives. It just felt right. Even if they hadn't been looking for love, love had found them.
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By Friday afternoon, Morrison had made a decision about the website. He decided to tell the Dean in person, rather than go through Wilberry. 

Dean Milton beamed, and he was a man not renowned for smiling. 'Pleased to hear that, Morrison. It certainly helps to secure your position here.'

'Thank you. My only reservation is the possibility of disappointing you, sir. As I said before, we are dealing with the unknown. Outcomes cannot be assured.'

'I may look like an old fuddy duddy, Morrison, but I do understand. Personally, I remain sceptical about the whole thing.'

'Me too, sir. At least until recently. I'm pretty much on the side of the believers, now. I'd like some input into the website, if I may?'

'Of course. I wouldn't have a clue, myself. I feel lucky if I've turned a computer on and the bloody thing works. I'll give you a pet geek to work with. Rather you than I. You say you only want to do half a dozen a year?'

'About that number. These sorts of experiences can take their toll. I wouldn't be comfortable with much more than that.'

'I understand. Now. Professor Larking. Is she going to be a full time member of your team?'

'She's expressed an interest, sir. Would that be a problem?'

'As long as it didn't impact on her own work here. Tell me to mind my own bloody business, but is there anything going on between you two? Only the rumour mill has been grinding away for a while.'

'We're colleagues and friends, sir.'

'Friends with benefits, I believe it's called, eh? Look. Morrison. Muriel is a lovely woman. Just look after her, right?'

'I intend to.'

That evening at his home, Morrison told Muriel what the Dean had said.

'Cheeky old sod. What's it got to do with anyone else what we do in our own time?'

'I think he's fond of you and is looking out for your interests.'

'I can take care of myself. No harm done. Can't keep anything secret in that place. Pringle and Windthorpe probably gossiping like a couple of old fish wives. Sod the lot of them. What time do you want to start tomorrow?'

'Not too late. I can't eat anything. I'll just have a few sips of water. I don't want to risk vomiting.'

'A good idea. I've brought enough of the serum with me. Are you sure you want to go through with it?'

'I'm not sure at all. Will you be mad if I bottle out?'

'I'd be delighted if you did. I've an idea you won't, though. I suggest an early night.'

'You always do.'

After a sound nights sleep, they woke up early. 

'Are you going to do it? Because if not, we could spend all morning in bed.'

He kissed her. 'As tempting as that sounds, I'm going to do it. I'd love a cup of tea beforehand, but I can't.'

'Oh, the sacrifices you adventurers make with your pioneering ways. I'll have my cuppa while you aren't watching. Then we'll do the deed.'

Less than an hour later, they were in the garage workshop. Morrison had dragged the chair into the centre of the room. He positioned the infra red sensors and camera in the most suitable position. Then he set up the recording equipment. Loading a new disc, he was all but done. 

Muriel suggested, 'You had better explain the electrical system you've cobbled together, in case I need to knock things off in a hurry.'

'Cobbled is probably quite the right word for it. The intention is, to have a pulsating electrical shock to my body, on a timer to stop altogether after a few minutes. Because I wanted to have a variable system, I came up with this. Directly into the mains supply of two forty volts, is the timer, set for the length of time I require. For this next experiment, we are going to reduce that from the original fifteen minutes, down to five. Hopefully that's enough time. 

From the timer, it then goes to this, the Variac, where I can adjust the voltage from one hundred up to two forty. This then goes to this standard car battery charger with a six volt or twelve volt switch. In turn, that goes to this basic electric fence unit. Intended, as you are no doubt aware, to keep cattle away from the fences by administering a shock. This is designed to send a pulse every thirty seconds. Through these terminals, positive and negative, with one electrode attached to each forearm, I get about one fifth of an amp, every thirty seconds. That may not seem a lot, but one third of an amp could kill a healthy person. I've pushed things as much as I dare.'

'Right. So the fastest way of turning it off, is at the mains.'

'Correct. Just flick the switch. Now. I will convulse, even with the effects of the drugs. I'd like to say it looks worse than it actually is, but it is still pretty bad. I burnt my arm because I was unable to secure myself adequately by myself and still be able to operate the equipment. With you here to secure my feet and arms, that won't happen.'

'With this and a whip, we could have a whole lot of fun.'

'Hey. Whose side are you on?'

'Mine. Are you ready?'

'As I'll ever be.' He sat down in the chair. 'With the two of us, you will be able to secure my arms and legs to the chair. I always had trouble with that part, trying to do it on my own.'  

'Right. Sit down then.'

Morrison sat down and Muriel did an excellent job of tying his arms down. He wore the leather armbands to stop the nylon ropes from digging into his skin. She did the same to his legs. He was soon trussed up like a turkey. Muriel sat on his lap and kissed him.

'You realise you are completely at my mercy, now?'

'Nothing new, then.'

She kissed him again and got off his lap. 'Ready?'

'As I'll ever be. Lets do it. Just remember to stay clear of the camera, so as not to obscure the view.' 

She loaded up one of the disposable syringes with the serum she'd made. Letting the air bubbles out, she administered the liquid into his vein. Then she stepped out of the way and they chatted while they waited for the drug to take effect. They turned off the lights and were plunged into darkness. All they had left to do was the experiment itself. Within a few minutes, his head slumped forward and he was away. Muriel bit on her lower lip, anxiously waiting for the trial to start.
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As the modified scopolamine took effect, Morrison became delirious. This wasn't unexpected, but Muriel was watching him closely, but with very little light, she could only just make him out. He was mumbling incoherently, his eyes closed, his breathing shallow. Suddenly he convulsed as the first discharge of power hit him. His head shot backwards, and his arms and legs fought against the rope binding him to the chair. 

Muriel's heart was in her mouth and she had to fight the compulsion to turn off the power and untie him. Every thirty seconds, the same high charge hit him, and his whole body jerked with each jolt. She knew the scopolamine was blocking most of the pain, but the woman in her wanted to dive right in and save him from this self inflicted torture. 

Then the convulsions became less frequently, even though she knew the equipment was still sending the mule kick of current into his helpless body. Suddenly, he stopped moving, and it was all she could do to hold herself back. The workshop became icy cold, but she was still perspiring from her anxiousness. Was he even still alive? 

For one terrible moment, she could see herself trying to explain to the police how he had died in a chair in his garage, with electricity cables connected to his body. The note he had written to exonerate her from anything going wrong wasn't much of a comfort to her. Then she could just see his hands twitching. That might have been simply from the pulsating current, she realised. She made herself believe he was still alive. 

Across the other side of the workshop, she could see the light from the monitor as the infra red sensors activated the recorder. Something had turned them on. Feeling an icy blast move close by her, she involuntarily pushed herself back against the work benches. The cool headed scientist was still terrified. She knew she was on the verge of panicking, ready to race to the light switch and cast out the darkness. But she fought it. Toby was literally putting his life on the line and to chicken out now and probably ruin all he had risked it for, would be unforgivable. 

The automatic timer to the transformer was set for five minutes, reduced from the original fifteen. They had agreed that was long enough. If anything was going to happen, it would probably happen within that time frame. Beyond that was pushing his luck. She had agreed not to interfere until that five minutes had passed. Each of those minutes seemed like an hour. At last, the timer clicked off. She flicked the light switch and ran to the chair. 

'Toby. Toby.' She pulled at the knots, undoing the rope. 'Speak to me, damn it.'

'Ughh.'

'Close enough.' 

At last, she had the ropes off him. She checked his pulse. It was a little erratic, but strong. His breathing was irregular, but at least he was still breathing. She raised his eyelid with her thumb. His eye rolled around, unable to focus. All she could do was wait until the effects of the drug wore off. Two long hours later, he was coming round.

'Hi,' Muriel said. 'Where the hell have you been?'

'My God. I'm never going through that again.' He tried to stand and almost fell over. Muriel grabbed him and helped him back in the chair. 'Anything happen?'

'You nearly scared me to death, you crazy bloody fool. The monitor came on and recorded something.'

'Yeah? No shit. Come on then, lets take a look.' 

With her help, he was able to stand and slowly make his way to the monitor. Still supporting his weight, she pressed the play button. The infra red recordings showed his body in orange and red. It also showed some of her body heat the same way. After a minute, something extraordinary happened. A blue shape emerged from his body. It started from his head and down to his torso. Then, they both gasped as the red and blue completely separated. His spirit had left his body and was standing slightly away from his physical self. 

'My God,' he said. 'It worked.'

'I can see that. But what I want to know, is why there are two spirits on the monitor?' 

'What?'

'Look. Me. Lady in red. You, sitting there. Hot stuff. That thing, blue, cold. The other you. And there, behind the chair? That isn't there for decoration.' 

'Damn. You're right. Another ghost.' 

'Listen. Did you hear that? Turn up the volume.'

Morrison turned the volume control to maximum. They played it back three more times. The blue shape behind the chair was saying something. They had to concentrate to make out the words. 

“Come on. You can do it. I need to talk to you.”

Morrison watched his own spirit turn to face the other one. 

“That's it. You can see me.”

Then, as Morrison was about to reply, the transformer turned itself off and his own  blue spirit returned instantly back into his body. The other blue spirit moved to be in front of the chair and it spoke. 

“I'm here now. Talk to me. I need your help.”

Then, Muriel had turned the lights on and the spirit had gone. They stared at each other, and then realised what had happened.

Together they said, 'Munroe.'  
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Muriel struggled under the weight of Morrison, but managed to get him back to the house. 

'But I have to lock everything away,' he said, groggily, collapsing onto the settee. She lifted his feet up so that he was comfortable. 

'I can do that. You need to rest.' She returned to the workshop half of the garage, and cautiously entered. They had left the lights on, but as she walked inside, goosebumps covered her skin. 

'Pull yourself together, woman.' 

As she put the equipment carefully back in the storage cabinet, she couldn't shake the feeling something was watching her. She had a good idea what it was. As she locked the cupboard up, she suddenly turned to face the empty space. 

'I know you are here. Sergeant Munroe. Sorry, I forgot your first name. Look. Toby's a good man. He means you no harm and neither do I.' She paused, half expecting a reply. She got none. 'We heard you say you needed help. Okay. Don't ask me how, but we'll find a way. But you saw what he put himself through. He can't keep doing that. It could kill him and I'll not let that happen. I hope you understand. I'm going back to him. He needs looking after. I'm going to turn off the lights and lock up the garage. If that upsets you in any way, I apologise. Right. Have a good night.'

Feeling a little foolish, Muriel took the disc out of the recorder, knowing Toby would want to see it again, and if she had anything to do with it, neither of them were coming back in the garage for the rest of the day. She didn't know the combination of the alarm, so she had to leave that. She locked everything else up, and returned to the house.

Morrison was fast asleep on the settee. She got a blanket off the bed and covered him up, kissing his cheek as she did so. Then she went into the kitchen and had a look in the fridge. The best help she could give him was to have a hearty meal ready for him. Not the greatest cook in the world, she could manage a basic meat and three veg. 

For the following few hours, she busied herself with giving the place a much needed tidy up. She changed the sheets on the bed, long overdue in her opinion, putting the soiled ones in the washing machine. Then she cleaned up in the kitchen, prepared the vegetables, and left them in the pots, ready to turn on when he woke up.

All the time she worked, her mind was on what she thought was over the driveway, in the garage. She wondered if the ghost was locked up in the garage, or if it could walk through walls unobstructed. She realised she knew little about ghosts, mostly from what Hollywood made of them. Perhaps over time, she would find out more about them. 

She vowed to be open minded about it, scientific, even. She hoped Toby had some ideas on where they went from here with Munroe. What was her first name? Then she remembered. Cynthia. She had a cousin called Cynthia. She would call her that the next time she was in the garage. Much friendlier than Munroe, or Sergeant Munroe.  

That started her thinking about the killer. Wydmark. If Cynthia was here, did that mean Wydmark was here, too? That was one spook she could do without. And what was this help that Cynthia was after? Whatever it was, she'd come to the right place. Her thoughts turned to Toby. She had never been so affected by a man, not even her husband, even before all he started his philandering ways. 

She woke up in the morning, she was thinking about Toby. Having her morning cuppa, he was filling her head. The last thing before she turned out the light, even when she was on her own, it was Toby Morrison's face she could see in her mind. 

'Careful, old girl. You're falling in love.'

'Who with? Anyone I know?'

'You sod. You made me jump.'

She turned away from the sink and he took her in his arms. 

'I hope that was me you were on about.'

'It might have been,' she said, kissing him. 'Are you okay?'

'My head's about to implode, but otherwise, okay.'

She gave him a glass of water. 'Hydrate, now,' she said.

He downed the drink in one hit. 'I'm starving.'

'Sit down. You still look woozy. I've everything under control.'

He did as he was told and she got dinner under way.

'When I woke up, I had this awful feeling I'd dreamed what happened in the garage.'

Muriel said,'It was real, alright. I brought the disc in to have another look at over here. I figured you'd want to.'

'You locked all up?'

'Yes, apart from the alarm. I don't know the combination. And before you say anything, we are not going back in there tonight, end of story.'

'Hmm. Not for all the tea in China.'

With the dinner under way, she sat at the table with him. 'Toby. When I was back in there, I had this creepy sensation she was watching me. I told her we would help her. Not that I know how we can do that. You are never going to go through that again.'

He shook is head and regretted it. 'No need to now we've proved what we set out to do. They are spirits, not just left over energy. Don't worry, I'll never do that again.' He took her hand. 'Muriel. Thanks for being there. And one more thing.'

'Yes?' she said, hoping for a declaration of love.

'Please get me something for this bloody headache.'
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It took all the rest of that day for Muriel's tender loving care to nurse Morrison back to something like his normal self. They watched the recording several times, in normal speed, slow motion and then frame at a time. When they did that, it was particularly graphic. It fascinated Morrison to watch the blue of his spirit leave the red of his physical being. 

'And that fascinates me,' Muriel said. 'That point where your spirit actually turns round to face Munroe. You look like you are about to communicate with her. Don't you remember anything about that?'

'I don't remember a damned thing. That's the scopolamine for you. But if we couldn't recall communicating with them, what would be the point? Unless we find a way to do this without being doped up to the eyeballs, we'd be wasting our time and at one hell of a risk.'

'Maybe, now you've done it once, it would be easier to do it without drugs, or at least not using so much of it.'

'Yeah? And what about the electric shocks? I'm doing no more of that.'

'So how can we help Munroe?'

Morrison shrugged. 'Perhaps we can't. Maybe it's such a travesty of nature, we aren't supposed to.'

'So that's it, you're packing it in?'

'Now look. If you fancy volunteering, be my guest.'

'Hmm. Maybe I will.'

'Oh, no. Not on my watch. Forget it. I shouldn't have said anything. It's just the drugs talking.'

'Okay. But we have to try something. Perhaps Munroe is the answer. Now we've made first contact, she might help you to let your spirit free, without the drugs and shocks.'

'Right. That settles it. I'm going back in the garage.'

'Toby, no. You are not putting yourself through that again. I won't let you.'

He got up and got the keys off the hook on the back door, where Muriel had put them. 

'I'm not  doing anything but sitting there. Late at night is the better time for ghosts, I think. Plus the fact I still have a little of the serum floating about in my system. I'll just sit in the chair and see if anything happens. You don't have to come.'

'Oh, I'm coming with you, Toby Morrison. I don't trust you in there on your own. We give it half an hour, then it's off to bed. And by that, I mean sleep.'

'That's a deal. Come on.'

Once again, they went into the garage workshop.

'I'm just going to set up two sensors, the infra red camera and the recorder. I'd be pissed off if something happened and we missed it.'

It took just ten minutes to set things up. Then, as before, Morrison sat in the chair, unbound and without the wires being clamped to him. Muriel stood to one side, as an observer.

'Right. Drum roll, please.'

Muriel turned off the lights. Morrison relaxed, his head bent low, his hands on his lap. He took some deep breaths and waited. Barely a couple of minutes later, the recorder turned on. Something was happening. Scared, yet excited, Muriel watched Toby, waiting patiently. Then, oddly, he raised his hands out in front of him, keeping his head bowed low and his eyes closed. He turned his palms upwards, as if reaching out to someone or something. Then he dropped his hands back on his lap.

Muriel could only imagine what was happening. Toby seemed to be in an almost trance-like state. The residual amount of drugs may have had a little to do with that. With only the slightest light in the place from the recording monitor, it was hard to judge Morrison's condition. She concentrated on his chest, watching his breathing. If she had the slightest idea his breathing had stopped, she would put the lights on and try to resuscitate him. She prayed it wouldn't come to that.  

Muriel waited for ages, and then suddenly, the recorder switched itself off. Whatever had triggered it to turn on, had gone. The workshop was plunged into darkness. Standing there, in the icy cold, dark garage, her fear began to get out of control. 

'Toby? Toby?'

When she got no reply the second time, she'd had enough. She turned on the lights. She raced to Morrison's side. He was breathing, but he had no life in him.  

'Toby? Can you hear me? This is Muriel. Toby. Can you hear me?'

He sat there, breathing shallow breaths, his head bowed and eyes closed. Not knowing what else to do, she checked his pulse. It was weak, but steady. She had the notion that to wake him might be dangerous. Something nagged at her. She went to the recorder and played the disc. What she saw, frightened her. 

The red and orange of his body was the only thing at the beginning. Then, from the side of the camera, a dark blue shape appeared. She was sure it was Sergeant Munroe. The shape stood before Morrison. Then it reached out its arms to him. That's when, even though he didn't open his eyes or raise his head, he held out his own arms. When he turned his hands palms upwards, Muriel could see the cold dark blue, touch the red warmth of Morrison. 

She could see the blue Munroe pull backwards, and the blue of Morrison, left the red of his Earthly body. The red and orange body was still where it was before, but the two blue shapes seemed to merge together. Then, in a flash, they vanished. A minute later, the  recorder stopped. The sensors had been set to be triggered off only at the lower temperatures. With the two spirits gone, the recorder had turned off again. Deep down in her heart, she knew both spirits had vanished. 

Terrified, Muriel ran out of the garage and into the house, slamming the door behind her. Somehow, she needed to make sense of all this. Her mind was trying to come to terms with the fact that Toby Morrison's soul or spirit had left his body and disappeared. How can something like that even happen? More to the point, what was she going to do about it?

'Get a grip, Larking. You in a state, he doesn't need.' She forced the well trained scientist brain to focus. 'Right. Calm down, woman. Facts. One. His soul has gone off somewhere. Two. He's still alive. Breathing. Good. Hang your hat on that one. Three. Another spirit, we think Munroe, needs his help. She's taken him somewhere. But does that mean she's bringing him back again?' She wished she hadn't asked herself that question. What was she going to do? What could she do? 'You have to go back in there, professor. Get your thinking head on. If he comes back....when he comes back, he'll need me there. Go on, woman. Get back in there.'

She grabbed her coat off the back of the dining chair and scurried on back to the workshop. Toby was still as she had left him. Wherever they had gone, they were still there. She turned out the lights, sat down on the hard concrete floor, folded her arms around herself, and in that dark cold place, she waited. Each minute that went by was torture for her. Each hour that drained away was heartbreaking to her. Not one for praying usually, she prayed then. She prayed for the safe return of the man she loved.
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'Where is this place?' Morrison asked. 

'We call it the Plane.'

'We?'

'Ghosts. Like me. Like you.'

'But I'm not a ghost. I'm still alive.'

'In the Plane, you'll find yourself questioning things like life and death. The edges get fuzzy.'

Morrison ducked as a ghost flying overhead came too close for comfort. 

'Ignore her. She's just showing off.'

'Take me back, please.'

'But you only just got here.'

'I can't handle this. I'm not dead. 

'Hmm. And you call yourself a man of learning. A man of letters.'

'What's that supposed to mean?'

'Mean? I meant look at this place. You've never seen anything like it, have you?'

He looked all around them. 'Never.'
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