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There is nothing here, I think as I clutch the papers I’m carrying tighter to my chest then force my eyes up from the walkway to look at the building. Nothing except ghosts and memories.

It has only been a few years since the place closed, but it looks like it has been abandoned for decades. Almost all of the small windows are broken, giving the building a pot marked appearance in the light of an early twilight. The doors hang crooked in their frames and weeds have overrun the once smooth lawn. The place is dead and only the ghosts and memories remain.

I take a breath and push open the arching main gates; their grinding and squeaking echoes in the silence of the area. “Ghosts can’t hurt you,” I whisper as the echoes fade.

Broken asphalt shifts and crunches under my feet. Up close, the decay is even more obvious. Deep wrinkles and creases line the front of the building where the paint is cracked and peeling. Moss hangs from the eaves veiling and shadowing the broken, empty windows. I reach for the partially open door and step through, back into the memories I came here to face.
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