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“The witching hour, somebody had once whispered to her, was a special moment in the middle of the night when every child and every grown-up was in a deep, deep sleep, and all the dark things came out from hiding and had the world all to themselves.”

-Roald Dahl
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The attic was bigger than Elena expected, as if it weren’t an attic at all, but another realm all together.  The Degrassi home had always been cold, but the attic seemed infinitely more frigid.  And even though it was so dark that she couldn’t see her own breath, her footing never faltered, as if she’d been here before.  She made her way through a pitch black maze of cobwebs and corridors, following nothing but her intuition.

William tried to stop her from going up there; had begged and pleaded and blubbered.  But in the end (considering that he couldn’t physically touch her) it was no use.  Elena knew she shouldn’t go up there.  In fact, she’d vowed she wouldn’t.  But she just couldn’t get the idea out of her head.

She’d lived in haunted houses before, mostly as a kid.  At first, living in haunted houses scared her.  But her open-minded, hippy parents encouraged her to talk to the spirits, as they wouldn’t—couldn’t hurt her.  She liked ghosts, they fascinated her.  Elena liked a lot of things normal people didn’t:  jinxes, black cats, the number thirteen, and of course—haunted houses.  She knew that sort of thing terrified most people, but not her, she thrived on it.
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