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Touching the soul has been said to be
impossible. But, what does the soul consist of? Is it energy from
the body or an unseen spirit that is made up of its hosts’ life
experiences? Can the soul be touched, or has it no existence? When
an individual dies, the soul detaches itself from the body to enter
into a pristine realm of being. Or does it? Here is a story of two
sisters and the connection of a soul.

The two young girls stood in the tall weeds
and stared at the large abandoned building. The sky grew dark as
the clouds rolled in. Lightning struck in the distance, startling
the two of them.

“We shouldn’t go in there,” Laura said.

“Why not? It could be fun,” Alice replied
with a smile.

“Alice, how much fun can we have in a mental
hospital? Besides, mommy and daddy wouldn’t like it,” she scraped
the dirt with her foot.

“You always do that with your foot when
you’re nervous. Just stop it and come on,” she replied sharply as
she took her sister by the hand.

Alice slowly opened the big metal door
releasing an eerie squeak that echoed throughout the empty
building. She poked her head in and looked both ways before she
entered.

“See? There is nothing to be scared of,” she
announced from inside the doorway.

Laura shook her head, and then thunder
rumbled across the sky. Swiftly she raced inside, embracing her
sister.

Alice giggled and said, “Come on.”

They held hands as they began their journey
through the empty structure.

“Wow this place is huge,” Laura said with
wide eyes with her head tilted upward.

“Yeah, it is. I wonder why they closed it
down,” Alice replied as she let go of her sisters’ hand.

“Daddy said it was a bad bad place and
it should have never been built. Whatever that means.”

“You know what we should make this our play
house,” Alice replied happily.

“What? In here?”

“Yea, it would be fun! We can pretend that
it’s a mansion.”

“I don’t know, it’s a pretty scary mansion if
you ask me.”

Alice stood with one hand on her hip and
pointing with the other while she asked, “Are you always gonna be a
cry-baby?”

“I’m not a cry-baby,” Laura replied
sternly.

“Let’s look around and find a room and start
setting up then.”

“Oh, alright,” she replied with
hesitance.

“Let’s go upstairs first.”

“Yea,” she said with a sigh.

The stairs were made of wood and creaked with
every step they took. They looked around as they climbed upward.
The windows in the room they entered were up high and dust could be
seen as the suns’ rays beamed in. Chairs that once seated visitors
were worn with age and strewn about the room. Pieces of wood and
papers covered the floor.

They reached the top and Laura immediately
went into the first room they came upon. She walked in and said, “I
like this one. It’s not too dirty.”

Alice saw something from the corner of her
eye as it moved down the hall. “I’ll be back in a minute,” she
said.

“Okay, I’ll be here making plans.”

The hallway was dark even though the walls
were covered in white ceramic tiles. Some were broken and the
pieces that fell to the floor crunched under Alice’s feet.

She turned her head to look in every room as
she passed by seeing nothing, but emptiness.

The walk seemed as if it was never going to
end, but still mesmerized by the shadow she proceeded with
anticipation of what she might find.

Stopping in the doorway, she looked around
and wondered why the room was so far away from the others.

Lying in the corner she noticed a doll. She
stumbled into the room and headed straight for it. As she held the
doll her hands, the metal door slammed shut.

After running up to it, she tried the handle
several times, but it was locked. She began to pound her fists on
the cold metal and shouted for her sister, but Laura could not hear
her.

She quickly turned at the whisper of her
name. In the middle of the room was a dark limpid figure that moved
like jell-o. It slithered slowly toward her with a jerking movement
every now and then. She flattened her body against the door,
grasping the doll in her fingers. She opened her mouth to scream,
but her voice was silent.

The shape changed into an old woman the
nearer it approached. Her face gray, her eyes white and sunken into
her head with black rings around them. Her hair white and stringy
hung partly in her face. Her lips were blue and cracked, showing
her yellow jagged teeth when she talked.

“Hello Alice,” the old woman said with an
evil smile.

Alice opened her mouth to speak and the old
woman placed her long yellow fingernail upon her lips.

“Shh.”

The smell of her vile breath caused Alice to
become nauseous. Alice tried to be strong and gagged on her own
vomit while she listened to the hag speak.

“We are going to become very good friends,”
she said and turned away.

Alice continued to remain calm, but tears
rolled down her face.

She tried the handle one more time and then
looked behind her.

In an instant the hag was very close to her
face.

“You will never leave,” her voice deep.

Urine ran down Alice’s legs leaving a puddle
at her feet.

The old hag smiled at this and laid her hand
atop of Alice’s head.

Her body began to twitch, the room began to
spin and suddenly all was black.

The hag slowly moved her hand holding it
steady as a stream of mist pulled away from her body.

The doll fell to the floor as Alice began to
violently shake and jerk. The whites of her eyes were revealed as
they rolled to the back of her head. Her skin moist with sweat and
lost all natural color.

The hag raised her hand and also Alice as the
stream moved at a faster pace. She threw her head back and moaned
with pleasure.

Alice’s hands and feet slapped against the
door as she slid upward.

Her head fell to her chest and she dropped to
the floor, landing in the urine.

She lifted her head and looked at the old
woman noticing she grasped something in her hand. She opened her
fingers to show a sparkling pink fog radiating in her palm.

A wicked smile lay across her mouth as she
looked from the tops of her eyes and replied, “I own your soul
now,” she then disappeared.

The lock on the door clicked and Alice jumped
to her feet. She threw the door open and without looking back ran
down the hallway. She tripped over a board and fell to her knees
ripping one open on a nail. Blood coursed down her leg, staining
her white shoe.

Laura was in the room down the hall.

“Did you find anything cool?” she asked
turning to face her sister.

Alice stood crying and only stared.

“What the hell happened to you?” Laura
shouted running to her sisters’ aid.

“Can we go home now?”

“Yes,” she answered placing Alice’s arm
around her shoulder.

They walked down the stairway and through the
large room to the metal door. Trouncing over the tall grass Alice
looked back, but saw nothing. She never spoke a word to Laura or
anyone else of what happened on that most dreadful day.

Laura’s arm lay limp over the edge of her bed
after shutting off the alarm clock.

“The last day, thank goodness,” she managed
to say.

“Come on girls, breakfast is ready!” their
mother shouted from the bottom of the stairs.

“How’s your knee?” Laura asked.

Sitting up Alice rubbed at the reminder of
the day before and answered, “It’s okay.”

“Maybe you should wear pants today so we
don’t have to tell mommy how you got it.”

“I will.”

“I have to pee, so I’ll see you downstairs,”
Laura replied climbing out of bed.

“Okay,” Alice said dully.

“Are you sure you’re alright?”

“Yeah, why?”

“You just don’t seem yourself.”

“I’m not a cry-baby like you,” she said
jokingly throwing a pillow at her sister.

The girls ate breakfast and went about their
morning routine. While they walked to school Laura chatted about
the changes they could make in their new playhouse. Alice spoke
very little and when she did it was only to say, “Yes, no or I
don’t care.”

“You’re not talking, ain’t you excited?”
Laura asked leaning her head toward Alice.

“I’m excited.”

“We can’t tell anyone about it. Not right
away anyway. Hey, I just got one of those hot flashes mommy is
always getting. Why don’t we make it our secret hide-out and when
we bring people there they have to know the secret handshake or
something. Ain’t that cool?”

“Yea I guess.”

“Hi Alice,” the little boy said.

“Hi Ralphie.”

“You sure do look pretty today.” he replied
as he began to walk beside her.

“Thanks.”

“How come you’re sad?” he asked with
concern.

“I’m not sad, damn it!” she shouted and ran
into the school.

Laura replied with, “I don’t know what is
wrong with her today.”

“Maybe she just needs a big strong man like
me to take care of her,” Ralphie said while flexing his
muscles.

Laura concealed a smile behind her hand and
as she walked away said, “I’ll tell her that, for you.”

“Tell her I’ll be waiting by the big tree
after school to walk her home!” he shouted.

The last bell of the year blared through the
hallways. The children with all of their excitement ran down the
steps of the school.

Just as he said, Laura and Alice saw Ralphie
waiting by the tree.

“Go on I’ll be okay.”

“I don’t know Laura, he’s a little
weird.”

“Yeah, but he’s a nice boy and besides…it’s
the last day of school, so you ain’t gotta see him again for the
whole summer.”

“Are you sure you’ll be alright?” Alice asked
nicely.

“Go on, he’s waiting for you.”

“Okay, thanks,” she said with exuberance
before walking away.

“Have fun.”

“Oh, I almost forgot,” Alice replied turning
back to embrace her sister. “I’ll see you later,” she added with a
smile.

No one knew why, but that was the last time
Ralphie talked to either of the sisters.

The girls made themselves at home in the
asylum, but had no new recruits. They wanted everything perfect and
in order before they invited any friends. A few of them had broken
ties and Laura had no clue of the reason.

Alice remained silent and just shrugged her
shoulders when Laura spoke of it.

“How can you be so cruel? It’s a little
mouse.”

The mouse squealed in pain as the small
animal was sandwiched between her palms.

Pushing them closer together until the mouse
was a bloody mess.

“Why did you do that? He was cute and didn’t
even hurt you.”

“Shut-up,” she said and began to chase her
sister around threatening to touch her with the blood stained
hands.

“Alice stop it, right now,” Laura said while
holding her hand up.

Alice gave an odd smile and replied, “Your
gonna get it.”

“I am not.”

“Are to,” she said and began running after
her again.

“I’m telling mommy, when we get home!” Laura
shouted.

“I don’t care.”

“She’s gonna beat your ass,” Laura
threatened.

“Nuh-uh.”

“Yes, she will.”

“No, she won’t.”

“Yes, she will.”

Both the girls stopped and began to laugh at
themselves. Holding their abdomens and finally laying on the
floor.

“Oh shit, look at my dress there’s blood on
it.”

“Now mommy is really gonna kick your ass,”
Laura replied jokingly.

Alice stared with anger in her eyes and then
began to laugh once more.

Between breathes Laura managed to say that
she would go home and sneak clean clothes out for Alice and come
back so she could change.

Laura bumped into Steven while walking out
the door.

“Hey Steven, why are you here?”

“Alice invited me to join your club, if
that’s alright with you?”
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