
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Old Spook House

“They say it's the hardest winter in over a decade. We’re expecting 20 foot snow drifts” said the blonde. 

“I know, and we only reached the eye of the winter vortex” said the brunette.

“I want you both to shut it until the heat goes back on” said the ginger.

Hazel, the sweet brunette with natural golden highlights furled her walnut colored eyebrows behind her thick rimmed bifocals as she bit her lip. It was replaced by a strong draft that dug into her bones. It stabbed like daggers as the wind outside rattled the old rafters and frosted the windows of the old Spiritualist college built in the late Neo Classical style.

It didn't have an archway like the stone counterparts out east. It was more of a glorified plantation house as Kanneria once described its solid oak columns. And just like the school itself, Karennia was built tall and sturdy. 

And while standing at almost six feet tall, Karennia stood dwarfed next to what was left of the three story columns. They once helped prop up the roof that sloped steep, similar to a church steeple. Its peak flared with leaflets. 

However what remained of the Institute was a grim facade of better times. Several of the columns out front had rotted away into sawdust. While what remained of the whitewash remained unwashed for decades; now stained black with mildew. And the roof, once dignified, now drooped on rotted boards. While its cedar shake shingles waiting for repair remained covered by heavy duty canvas tarps.

And still, uncondemned; the state now collected rent every month from the local nursing school. However, as the semester settled into another busy holiday season: three girls were left alone to the house's musty draft. 

Where they watched the steam rise from their mouths before the heater roared into action. The old piping like a hellbound train as the fresh heat worked its way floor by floor through the property. They relaxed once the steam no longer rose. Hazel was the first to unbutton her coat. 

“1880. I read it on the foundation stone” said Hazel.

“You mean the one stained grey from moss and mildew?” asked Daisy. 

“No, the one just painted yesterday” replied Karennia. 

“The war years weren't any easier on the old girl. Her ornate Roman pillars dry rotted by the war's end. It's a shame” said Hazel. 

“It’ll be 1978 in a couple of weeks. What do you mean by which war?” asked Karennia.

“Obviously she meant the second world war”.

“Yes and no, I was thinking neglect on this place started far back as the first. The Spiritualist movement was all but extinct by then”. 

“So it's been uninhabitable for over 50 years?” asked Daisy.

Daisy, the daintiest of the three was scared of the place ever since she cut her foot after she fell through a rotted floorboard on the third floor. She pulled her sock back and inspected the scar as Hazel talked their ears off. She wasn’t supposed to go up there but curiosity got the best of her. Well that, and Hazel’s bad habit.

“No. More like an old tractor you run to the ground. Look, I did some digging on this place. It's an odd origin story but she was sturdy built. It’ll eventually get condemned but that won’t be anytime soon. Anyway, the economic downturn dried up the donations, and the war bled new recruits to less than 20 per calendar year. It filed for bankruptcy in 1943 and the building was bought by the Nursing college in 1958 as a dormitory”. 
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