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Prologue
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Communion Cathedral’s doors were shut and locked. Candles and the lights were extinguished. The place appeared vacant. 

In the dining area far away from prying eyes, a group of men convened. The Cardinal sat at the head of the table. His guests were men in white, black, and brown robes. Each served in a different part of the ecclesiastical governance. 

Cardinal Randolph stood. “Thank you all for joining me this evening. Members of the Order of the Pure, I welcome you to Communion Cathedral. I would like to offer my application into your service. The Saint named, Eavanlee Lewis, has proved herself as a force of good against evil. But in doing so, has become a threat herself.” 

“As Saints do. There is a reason the Church only conveys sainthood to the dead, and after three miracles, because the living ones are abstruse.” A man in a black robe declared to the others, then stared at the Cardinal. “And we are here to help you with the Saint issue. As you know, we minimized their influence over the centuries and have kept the Church safe from their independent thought.” 

“This Eavanlee cannot be allowed to become a celebrity. She must be dealt with before she will be noticed, if she happens to disappear.” A white robed priest offered his assessment. “As long as she is an obscure figure, then the easier it will be to rid you of her insolence.” 

The Cardinal sat. “I want to protect the Church and my congregation from her ideations. How may I accomplish such a task without breaking my oath to God?” 

“You will be upholding your oath to eliminate her.” The brown robed man explained. “She is an abomination. The only reason she can have the power to defeat evil is because her power is derived from evil.” 

“Yes, the Church became stewards of the Saints because we believe witchcraft manifested their kind.” The black robed man claimed. “Saints are not of our Lord’s creation, but of the Satan himself.” 

“Tell me what I must do.” 
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Chapter 1
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Inside the house, items thrashed and crashed into walls, on the ceiling, and down to the floor. This psi manifestation was no ordinary poltergeist. The energy seemed self-aware. 

“Ah!” Eavanlee yelled, as an unseen force whisked her from the kitchen and slammed her into the couch. 

Girard felt the worst of the violence. He was flung into each corner of the kitchen until his body was thrown across to the cabinetry. After he slammed onto the floor, the dishes and silverware shot from their enclosed niches to pile on top of him. 

“Here, I thought you were an angel...” 

“Fallen, remember?” Girard grunted from underneath the porcelain pile. 

Eavanlee raised an eyebrow. “Yes, I see you fall very well.” 

A menacing growl came from the hallway and echoed around the front of the house. The utterance chuckled in a deep baritone. Something enjoyed their failure. 

“I’m getting the sneaky suspicion that he’s making fun of us.” Eavanlee righted herself on the couch. 

Dishes clanked as Girard stood up. “Got that, did you?” 

“Ow.” She stood holding her head. “I’m too old for this crap. There has to be a better way to be a Saint.” 

“You would know.”

“Me? Aren’t you the one with the guardian manual?” 

“What manual?” 

Before Eavanlee could react, the faint sound of a child crying came from one of the back bedrooms. A lone occupant was home and hiding out. Someone who was scared and angry might be the culprit for the energetic destruction and mayhem. 

There’s one way to find out... she stopped her forward momentum. Eavanlee had an epiphany as she bobbed her head. “I know what this is.” 

She walked down the hall. 

“You do?” Girard whispered as he followed her. 

She came to the door where the crying emanated and opened it. She gave a tap to the hinged wood. “Hello. Who’s in here? I heard you crying. C’mon out, sweetheart.” 

After a moment of silence, a little boy climbed out of the closet. He wiped his tears as he clutched his teddy bear. “Am I in trouble?” 

Eavanlee looked at the ten-year-old. “No, but I think it’s high time we had a talk.” 

She sat on his twin bed, and patted for him to sit next to her. The boy got up on the comforter, but remained at the foot. Eavanlee noticed how Girard stayed at the doorframe. 

“What’s bothering you, Ethan?” she asked the distraught child. She had been introduced to him earlier in the day by his parents. “I thought you were sleeping over at a friend’s house tonight, so we could investigate.” 

“Cancelled... again. No one wants me around,” the boy cried. 

“Well, manifesting your rage doesn’t help.” 

“He’s my only friend. He protects me.” Ethan admitted, but would not look at her. 

Eavanlee used her finger to push his chin upward so she could see his topaz blue irises. She pulled away as to not set off his defenses. “He’s not your friend: he’s you.” 

“No! It’s not me! It’s something else!” The boy screamed as tears and sobs possessed his countenance. He cried into his teddy bear.  

A growl shook the house. 

She remained calm. “See. It is you. That’s how poltergeists work. Your emotions get bottled up inside because you don’t release them properly in everyday life and those feelings become a thought form creation who lashes out. Is that why you didn’t go to your friend’s house? So, you could show Girard and I how bad you could be?” 

After the house stopped shaking and groaning, Ethan inhaled his grief. “No one likes me.” 

“Well, first, you have to like yourself.” 

The boy tilted his head. “What to you mean?” 

“If you knew you, understood you, and loved you, then you would know how to be you and you would have friends. Or, are you scared that you wouldn’t need the poltergeist anymore?” 

“A little.” 

“Okay, Girard is going to call your parents and we’re going to work out a plan to get you to be you. Deal?” 

“I’m going to get grounded, aren’t I?” 

“Only if you keep using monsters to feel sorry for yourself.” 

“I don’t want that.” 

“Then deal?” 

“Deal.” 

*****
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GIRARD OPENED THE FRONT door to the Saintuary’s refurbished antebellum mansion. Eavanlee followed close behind him. He shut and locked the door behind her. 

She stood under the plantation era replica chandelier and gazed at the glistening crystal. A year of construction reconstructed the old home. She was happy to have an abode, and call Communion her home. “Is tonight finally over?” 
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