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  Chapter 1




  I stared out the living room window at the moving van across the street. A tall man built like an NFL linebacker was directing movers inside the house with dramatic gestures.




  The house was an old three story Victorian known as “The Old Peterson Place”. It had been empty since before I was born. When my friends and I were younger we would creep up on the porch and look in the windows or try the doors and spook ourselves thinking we heard footsteps coming down the stairs.




  The truth was the house was a big white house with peeling paint an overgrown yard, and a sad drooping porch, now that we were in Junior High my friends and I had given up on ghost hunting inside, and chalked it up to another old house that was too big for modern families.




  I couldn’t help being a little excited though, my mom is a real busy body and on the Winslow Creek welcoming committee so I figured she’d send me over there with cookies or something and I’d finally get to see inside. I smiled thinking how jealous my two best friends, Sam, short for Samantha, and Jack would be.




  I guess it was kind of weird Sam and I hung out so much, but I’d known her since we took swimming lessons together the summer before first grade. I tended to forget she was a girl; she never had any female friends, and turned her nose up at all the girly things our classmates did. I figured if she ever got into the whole nail polish lipstick thing we’d have to rethink things but I couldn’t see much danger of that any time soon.




  Jack and I were friends due to a shared passion for video games. He was seriously the best at them of anyone I’d ever seen. He was also a pretty funny guy; he made a lot of jokes and kept everyone laughing. He had always been the fat kid in the class, but rarely got teased for it. Hard to pick on someone who either makes you laugh or gets to you first.




  The three of us were all pretty psyched about starting junior high in two weeks. This summer had been abnormally hot and pretty lazy and we were all looking for something to fill the time. Who knows, maybe the new family would have kids; we could use some new blood. Winslow Creek was a really small town, and we only had about 50 kids in our class, and I’d known all of them since elementary school, what we needed was something to shake it up.




  “Hey Ma?” I bellowed.




  “What is it Cody?” She asked entering the room holding a wooden spoon. “And what did I tell you about yelling at people from another room?”




  “Sorry Ma.” I said trying to look contrite. “Do you know anything about the people moving in?”




  She smiled instantly warming to the subject, Mom’s a bit of a harmless gossip and loves to talk. “They are the last of the Peterson family, the people who built the house. You’re too young to remember but Ms. Peterson lived there until you were about three months old.”




  I smirked. “Yeah Mom, my memories of that time are kind of hazy.”




  “Very funny.” She said rolling her eyes. “Anyway Mr. Sassy Pants, that year Ms. Peterson had a stroke and went to live with her nephew in Florida, and as you know the house has been vacant ever since. Then about two weeks ago your Aunt Connie got a call from Mr. Thorne Peterson, saying that her needed the house prepared because he and his brother Earnest and his daughter Emily were going to be moving into the house by the end of summer.”




  My Aunt Connie was real estate agents who also did property management and kept up a lot of the old houses in town that were awaiting renters are trying to be sold. She isn’t actually my aunt, but Mom’s best friend from collage. Mom was an only child like me so I think that’s why we get along so well. Dad was one of twelve kids and grew up on a farm. I find him a little harder to relate to, and holidays and my grandparent’s house on his side are crazy! All his brothers and sisters married and have kids of their own; it’s like trying to have a turkey dinner in a clown car.
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