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“You can't kill a ghost with a bow and arrow, Abe.” Ray Medina said it. He was Abe’s 
best friend.  

“Well, I can try.” The cafeteria was extra noisy because the rain prevented the 
middle-school population from herding outside. Abe popped another cheese-filled tot. 

“Yeah, but like what are you going to do when you shoot the thing? It won't do 
anything to the ghost and you'll have an arrow in the family room wall? How is that going to 
go over with your dad?” Ray asked.  

Ray had a point, Abe thought. You couldn't shoot an arrow into the wall. His mom and 
dad would both be angry beyond words. Bummer. Abe responded through the tot. “Okay, 
there are some problems with the execution, I'll admit, but from what I've read about this 
sort of ghost, it may be the only way. We might have to lure it somewhere safe for arrow 
shooting.” He paused when the whistle, shrill and overblown, sounded for people to move 
into the gym if they wanted. “Do you think we can get it to show up in my backyard?” 

“Come on, Abe,” Ray said, “You have yet to prove to me that the thing will show up 
anywhere. I mean, no disrespect, but do you really think you have a ghost in your house?” 

Alex Putnam sat down across from them with a second load of tots. Abe thought it 
was a little weird because he usually sat by himself at the end of their table. “Whatchya 
talking about?” He talked through his tots too. 

“Serious threats to personal security which could be weaponized if they reached the 
wrong hands.” Ray was always quick with an answer. Abe often wished he was as witty. 

Abe’s face said, “Don’t pay attention to that ridiculous nut,” but he actually said, “I 
think I have a ghost in my house and we're trying to find ways to get rid of it.” 

“Is it scaring your family?” Alex asked with a knowing nod. “Because sometimes the 
best way to deal with something like that is to leave it alone.” He had a thick accent that 
Ray was sure came from Romania or somewhere near it.  

The boys munched a bit more as the cacophony of the cafeteria died down. 

Alex stood to leave, a hulking boy who held his tray with one hand on the side like it 
was a Frisbee. “My grandfather's house in Turkey was haunted. He had to use an arrow from 
a crossbow to get rid of the ghost.”  

Abe turned to Ray, smiled and held out his hand as if he had just served the arrow 
idea to him on a silver platter. He knew there was more to what he had read about using an 
arrow than just some crazy guy writing junk down on the Internet. 

“Really, Abe? You gonna believe everything you hear about ghosts? I am not even sure 
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they are provable.” 

“Well, you're going to have to come over. My sister has nightmares sometimes and 
gets super scared. Lots of people have said they hear things walking around in our kitchen,” 
Abe said. 

“Well, I hear noises in my house too, buddy, but that doesn't mean we have a ghost.”  

Ray was so sensible about stuff like this that Abe didn't always have a good answer. 
He wasn't sure. That was the truth. But he liked the idea of possibly having a ghost.  Who 
wouldn't? 

“I know that doesn't prove anything,” Abe said as he got up to dump his tray. “But 
the possibility has been bugging my house – my mom and my sister, I mean – and so I just 
want to find out for sure.” 

They were heading for the rainy day gym where the talk would have to end and the 
probability of not getting broadsided by a basketball, football, or volleyball was as good as 
walking across Disneyland without bumping into people. 

Ray got in the last word. “To find out for sure, you're going to have to set a up a 
video camera or sleep in a sleeping bag in the kitchen or something. We could do that, 
Abe.” 

The idea scared Abe, but he wouldn’t admit it. He just nodded. That was precisely 
why he wanted to have some proven way to defend himself and if it worked in Romania or 
wherever Alex was from, it could work for him. He had no idea how he was going to pull 
this off. 

* * * 

It was just after 10 and the only light on was the chandelier in the kitchen - on old 
French Provincial model with just 3 skinny bulbs and freaky shadow-casting poorly painted 
angle iron. It obviously belonged in a haunted hotel, not his kitchen. Abe felt kind of 
creeped out just talking about ghosts in the kitchen at that hour. His mom and dad had 
retreated to watch a movie in their room, his little sister was past her bedtime and he and 
Ray had set up sleeping bags in the front room so that they were close to the kitchen but 
wouldn’t interfere with any activity in there. 

Abe's little sister was the most senseless scaredy-cat on the entire planet. At least, 
that's what Abe thought. She was scared of the dark, scared of Scooby Doo, scared even 
when you walked in the room sometimes. But she was sure (and so was one of her friends) 
that someone walked around the kitchen at night. Often. Which wouldn’t be so surprising if 
one of Abe’s friends hadn’t said the same thing when he spent the night. 

Abe was sure that tonight he and Ray would come to the end of the debate about 
whether or not there was a ghost, but that didn’t help his nerves. He was scared. 

“I’ve asked my dad if I could use his video camera—it’s all set. We’ve got a tripod, 
the cord to plug it in, and an HD card with plenty of memory,” Abe said to Ray over a 
pop-tart at the kitchen table. 

“I’ve got my bb gun and a noise maker. I know we don’t have a bow and arrow, Abe. 
These will have to do. How often does your sister hear people walking around the kitchen?” 
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Ray asked. 
“Often.” 
“I mean, is it likely that it will happen tonight?” 
“Come on, Ray, it is likely that it won’t happen at all. First of all, that would be our 

luck. Second, you were the one who said that there probably wasn’t really a ghost. And 
third…I’m sure there is a third, but I can’t think of it now.” Abe had worked himself up a 
bit. Ray probably knew Abe was scared. Abe knew that Ray knew. The air became thick, 
but not with ghosts. 

“Well, that’s why we have the camera, right? We’ll find out if anything shows up 
tonight,” Ray said. 

As they threw their napkins away and rinsed their milk glasses, Abe looked around at 
the tiny kitchen and wondered how in the world this tiny little place could have a ghost. 
The idea suddenly seemed ludicrous and almost embarrassing. 

They set the camera up, trying this way and that to find the perfect angle for 
capturing any activity across the kitchen and dining area. The spot they finally picked, near 
the backside of the couch in the adjacent family room, required them to move a few 
kitchen chairs and find the nearest plug behind the couch. But it worked. 

“Let’s shoot a test video to make sure it will capture movement anywhere in the 
kitchen,” Ray said. 

Abe manned the camera and said, “You know, if I can get the final money from my 
grades this quarter, I’ll have enough for an iPad. And there’s an app on there that does 
motion capture video.” He watched on the tiny view screen as Ray waved his arms from 
different spots in the kitchen.  

“That would be perfect! Too bad we don’t have that tonight. Then if something so 
much as moved in the kitchen, the camera would capture it without running all night.” 

Just then a bright flash and a pop made both the boys jump. One of the two 
nightlights in the kitchen blew. 

The boys looked at each other—both wondering what any of us would: Did a ghost 
make that happen? 

“See what I mean?” Abe said. “Stuff like this happens a lot.” 
Ray looked around. “I just chalk it up to our luck. I don’t see any ghost, do you?” 
The boys set the camera on its lowest resolution so it could last for 6 hours and went 

to sleep after a while. It didn’t take 6 hours for them to wake in their sleeping bags with a 
start.  

“Ray, did you hear that?”  
“Hear what?” 
“Something happened in there,” Abe said, pointing with his LED flashlight. He didn’t 

turn it on yet. 
They both rolled onto their stomachs looking intently into the kitchen from their 

sleeping bag safety. The camera, partially visible to them around the wall dividing the front 
room from the family room and kitchen, was blinking like something was wrong. Abe was 
sure the ghost had shown up. And he’d tried to sabotage them. Maybe a ghost was a lot 
smarter and a lot more capable than he’d given him credit for. Maybe they were getting in 
over their heads. 

Ray turned his flashlight on and crawled out of his bag army man style with his bb gun 
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in hand. He made it to the camera and gave Abe the signal to follow. He army-manned right 
behind, but his sleeping bag stuck to him. He was like a cross between a caterpillar and 
toilet paper stuck on the bottom of someone’s shoe. Fortunately nobody saw or would care. 
Except maybe the ghost. 

Abe was amazed at how quickly they were awake. He guessed a ghost could really 
bring people to attention fast. His heart was beating so fast he thought it might spend its 
seventy years worth of energy before they got into the kitchen. He saw the headline in his 
mind: Boy Dies of Heart Attack Chasing Ghosts…While Stuck in Sleeping Bag. 

Ray whispered, “Something has moved the camera and it is not recording anymore. 
It’s not pointing where we left it.” His bb gun went off and they could hear the bb ricochet 
around the kitchen. A “shoot!” escaped Ray in a hoarse whisper. 

As errant flashlight beams crisscrossed the family room and the kitchen, the boys 
focused so hard on the camera that if a ghost would have done the chicken dance they 
wouldn’t have seen it. Fiddling with it didn’t help. They powered it down and waited. The 
clock on the stove said it was 4:00, but Abe had never felt so awake. They ventured into 
the kitchen without a word, both searching for evidence of a ghost that could sabotage 
their camera. 

By 5:00 they had no more inkling about what had happened, no clues to the ghost, no 
video of anything, and after working again to get the camera running, no more camera. It 
had gone kaput. Finito. So, when Abe’s sister tapped him on the shoulder at 7:00, he wasn’t 
in the best mood. 

Krissy was 9 and as honest as the night was long. The better of her conscience had 
dragged her out of bed to confess. 

“I knocked your camera over last night,” she said. 
Abe turned over and tried to focus on her through bleary eyes. “You what?” 
“Knocked your camera over. It still worked okay. I set it back up.” 
He sat up on his elbows, his face a contortion of sleeplessness and disbelief. “Krissy, 

how in the world did you knock it over? Why did you come out here?” 
Krissy looked down at her feet. “I don’t know,” she said. 
“Well, I do know. The camera is broken, thanks to you.” Abe’s voice had grown loud 

for 7:00 in the morning. Worse than his sister waking him and delivering the horrid news, 
his mom showed up. She suddenly appeared in her robe in the hallway like a ghost… but not 
the one the boys wanted to catch. 

 
* * * 
As students were released from the morning hustle in the cafeteria before first 

period, Ray navigated the crowd to Abe’s locker. 
“I so thought we had something, Abe! I thought we were going to make some news: 

Kids Capture Real Ghost on Video.” Ray held up his hands like he was holding a newspaper. 
“Now you’re trying to catch ghosts, Abe? Really? Didn’t you put those kind of games 

away with Scooby Doo?…in third grade?” Liz Strong asked from around her locker door. “It 
wasn’t enough that you thought the school had werewolves?” 

Liz Strong’s locker was pretty close to Abe’s. Too close. 
Abe and Ray had thought one of the teachers might be a werewolf; but it was 

Halloween. Could anyone blame them? 
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“It’s a well-known fact that ghosts have been talked about for thousands of years,” 
Ray said. 

“Yeah, well, we talk about Star Wars too, but that doesn’t mean we can travel to 
other galaxies, right?” 

“Have you ever been to a place that was really haunted, Liz?” Abe said. 
“On Halloween. Have you?” 
“Maybe.” 
“Like what, Abe?” Liz snapped.  
Abe wondered if ghost stories brought this kind of anger out of people. He made a 

mental note to check that out sometime. Danny Thornbush walked up and Abe knew things 
would get weird. 

Abe said, “People have seen ghosts on the Queen Mary and I’ve been to that. I’ve 
also been to Heceta Lighthouse. That is said to be haunted by the original lightkeeper’s 
daughter.” 

“Dude, Abe, you telling ghost stories?” Danny said. “Ghosts aren’t real. Anyone knows 
that. That’s why they always found someone pulling a hoax on Scooby Doo.” 

As the bell rang, everyone scrambled; Abe and Ray made their way to Mr. Z’s class 
for math. 

“That’s weird. What’s with Scooby Doo?” Ray said. 
“I have no idea. Maybe more 6th graders watch it than will admit it. Ray, what are 

we gonna do? I’ve got to spend the money I’ve been saving to pay for my Dad’s new 
camera. “A”, I wanted to get an iPad by the end of the year, and “B”, my dad will never let 
us use his camera again for a silly project like trying to video a ghost. But I’m sure we’ve 
got one.” 

“Well, that doesn’t matter much with the Scooby Doo people if we can’t video it 
and prove it. We’ve got to do something.” 

“I wish my sister hadn’t broken the camera. She never gets up in the night except on 
the one night when we were videoing.” Abe’s feet shuffled heavy as they made their way 
through the hall. 

“I think she’ll be getting up more if your ghost is real. Hey, Abe, I’ve got an idea. We 
are going to have to work on the Social Studies project next weekend, right?” 

“Yeah, with who-knows-who as our partners. That will go well.” 
“No, we could work on it together even if we are in different groups. I could spend 

the night. We can just use our cell phones to capture video or sound if the ghost wakes us 
up. Nobody will step on those. We just have to be quiet and careful when it wakes us so we 
don’t scare it before we get the phones rolling.” 

Abe loved when Ray had ideas. “That’s totally it! That will work,” he said. But he 
was completely worried the ghost might tap them on the shoulder to help them out. 
“Excuse me,” the ghost would say in a grizzly modified low voice, “I thought you wanted 
to video this!” and then would proceed to scream and terrify them until their hearts 
stopped. 

 
* * * 
Mr. Reyes smelled like coffee. He always had a large spill proof mug in his hands and 

his room had the fresh ground aroma of a Starbucks. Abe wondered if he had a secret latte 
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machine hidden behind his desk. It was the moment of doom: Mr. Reyes would announce 
the groups for the project, everyone would rearrange and sit with the new people at a new 
table, and quite possibly, life on the planet would stop functioning. 

When the dust settled, roll was taken and all that, Abe found his name called first to 
join table 1. As he sat down, the others in his group were called: Andrea 
something-something, Liz Strong (Was Reyes kidding? This girl always showed up. Why did 
this have to happen to him? Was the ghost punishing him?), Ray Medina. Yes! Finally a 
break. He could tolerate Liz if Ray was there. 

Just as the other members of the group filtered over and Mr. Reyes moved on to set 
up the next table, the power went out. Unfortunately, the building was fairly new and had 
plenty of windows. There was no way this would end up canceling school this late in the 
day. 

As Mr. Reyes continued with seating the other groups in the shadowy 
non-fluorescence and everyone at Abe’s table sat down, Liz spoke up. 

“Listen, people, we aren’t going to pick anything kooky like researching ghosts or 
anything. Got that Abe? And we aren’t going to spend a ton of extra time doing this either,” 
She said with a flip of her long brown hair. 

Abe could tell that Andrea-something didn’t quite agree, but she wasn’t going to 
speak up with Liz firing warning shots over the bow. 

“Shoot, Liz, I was thinking we could ask Reyes if Velma could join our group since she 
seems to be the key to solving ghost mysteries.” Ray was quick thinking and certainly not 
afraid of Liz. She just made a you’re-so-smart face and sneered. 

“Andrea, do you believe in ghosts?” Abe asked. 
“My grandfather said he stayed in a hotel in Michigan once that was haunted. It’s 

supposed to be famous…like lots of people have seen ghosts there. He never saw one, 
though.” 

“Okay. Okay. I’ll say it again and I’m not kidding,” Liz said. “We’re not doing a 
project on ghosts. Okay? Abe you and your stupid ghost obsession is the most ridiculous 
thing I’ve ever heard in my entire life. Next thing you know, you’ll be saying the ghost is 
following you to school like the werewolf incident. Listen, We can all pick something that 
makes sense. Something easy that Reyes will approve.” She waved her hands and raised her 
eyebrows mechanically—like a bad actor overdoing her gestures. 

“What will I approve, Miss Strong?” Reyes had resumed his position at the front of 
the class—right in front of their table. He finished explaining things, but not without 
interruptions from Liz making comments under her breath to Andrea. 

When Mr. Reyes finally moved away, Liz announced the group’s choice. “Andrea and 
I have decided: We’re going to research Amelia Earhart.” 

“Don’t we get a say in this?” Ray asked. 
Liz smiled. She wore it like an evil apron. “Well… no,” Liz returned. 
“Earhart? I’ve heard she haunts an airport in Illinois. Good choice, Liz.” Abe couldn’t 

help saying it even though he made it up. 
“Look, you don’t know that more than you know how to sew. Since we have to 

make a video, Andrea and I will do that part and you two can write the speech presentation 
part.” 

“No way, Lizzie. We have the video equipment and know-how. We’ll put a video 
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together. And we can all work on it,” Ray said. He was lying… sort of. They didn’t have the 
video equipment anymore. But he and Abe would work something out. 

“My mom picks me up after school and I can’t go to anyone’s house to work on this 
stuff. So, whatever we do, we need to be able to do it in school,” Andrea said. 

Abe thought steam was going to start pouring out of Liz’s ears. 
“Whose side are you on, Andrea?” Liz snapped. 
“I didn’t know there were sides. I thought we were all working on the project 

together,” Andrea said. 
Ray and Abe smiled. 
“Listen, Andrea (she over-pronounced her name as if it were a difficult medical 

term), we are doing this together, but we have a plan. Abe and Ray will have a plan for 
their part too.” 

Abe knew they had Liz on the ropes now. She always used people’s names a lot when 
she got frustrated. The name calling would show up any minute, he was sure. 

“Look, Liz, if Andrea can’t make it to someone’s house to work on things, then we’ll 
have to create a project that she can work on at school or on her own. Whoever we get 
assigned to us, we’ll have to make a plan around that.” Ray was talking sense. 

“Hey, Nitt-Witt, who put you in charge of the group?”  
Wrong thing to say when Reyes was right behind you. 
“Liz,” he said, startling her, “if you can’t say something without being caustic, 

maybe you shouldn’t say it.” Abe was pretty sure Liz didn’t even know what that word 
meant. “What seems to be the trouble?” 

“Well, these two,” Liz said gesturing to the boys, “want to take charge of everything 
our group has to do without giving Andrea and I any input.” 

The only thing Abe wanted was to vote Liz off the group island, but he couldn’t say 
that. She sure had a way of twisting the truth. Some people called it lying. 

 
* * * 
“I know what you are planning.” It showed up in a little chat window on the corner 

of Abe’s screen. The library was quiet with only a few kids milling around. The message was 
simple and the chat box had no identifying marks, no name, nothing. 

“Who are you?” Abe typed. 
“I’m Eliza Thurman and I don’t want to be disturbed. If you go through with your 

plan to capture me, you will regret it.” 
Blip. The chat box disappeared. 
Ray was in class and Abe had gone to the library to check out a book, so he was on 

his own with this one. He did what anyone with internet access would do: he googled Eliza 
Thurman. 

 
* * * 
“I’m watching you.” 
The message popped up in a chat box again before his computer was done loading. 

He and Ray had decided to avoid rainy day basketball and went to the library after lunch. 
He tried to type something in return, but nothing happened on the screen. Abe 

beckoned Ray across two rows of fiction. He had to see this. 
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Ray looked inquisitively and picked his way around the crowded media center to get 
to Abe. 

“What’s up?” 
“Aw, you missed it. Dang it! It disappeared.”  
“What did I miss?” Ray asked. 
“The message. It was right here when I logged in. Weird. It said, ‘I’m watching 

you.’” 
Ray said, “It happened again? Was it from that Liza Thurman?” 
“Yes… I mean no. I mean, it happened again and it didn’t say who. Here, why don’t 

you log in and see if it happens to you.” He slid out of his chair as he logged off and let Ray 
sit down. 

Nothing happened. No message. When Abe asked Mrs. Darnell, the library 
coordinator, if anyone else had reported something like that, she said no, but she would be 
on the lookout. He thought she acted like she didn’t really believe him. 

As Ray and Abe headed out of the library at the bell, Ray said, “Maybe she’s giving us 
fair warning. Maybe that’s what ghosts have to do when someone is threatening their 
unknown existence.” 

The thought hadn’t dawned on Abe. A sick feeling started to work its way into his 
gut.  

* * * 
Abe couldn’t wait for the second attempt to capture the ghost in his house on video. 

His mind was reeling with the possibilities: on YouTube it could go viral! It could lead to 
millions of views because, as far as he knew, nobody had successfully videoed a ghost 
before.  

Class started as usual and after a few warm up exercises in Science, it was Abe’s 
table’s turn to work on their daily computer science. He started up the laptop on the way 
back to his table. When he logged in, it happened again. The words were black on a solid 
white screen. 

“Beware! I am not to be trifled with, Abraham Table. You best watch what lurks in 
darkened kitchens.” 

Abe sat in stunned silence for a moment. He was going to walk his computer over to 
Ray, who had to sit at a different table than Abe in Math because they talked way too 
much, when the screen blinked back to normal and finished loading his settings and booting 
up. 

He mouthed the words, “It happened again,” to Ray. 
Suddenly, Abe felt more nervous about the whole ghost affair. He didn’t know 

whether he should tell his mom and dad about this. It took the ghost to a whole new level. 
A real level.  

Was this thing really communicating with him? A bit scared if he would admit it 
(which he certainly wouldn’t to Ray or anyone else), he wondered if there was a way to 
get the ghost to leave him alone. 

 
* * * 
Abe moved from the cafeteria with Ray the next day like any other day: fighting the 

herd as it rounded the corner to a hallway that wasn’t meant for 500 kids at once, everyone 
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trying to make it to first period on time. Ray was notably quiet, the result, no doubt, from a 
failed ghost hunt even with a triple haunting (if he counted Abe’s school “ghost” 
messages—which he wasn’t sure he did), trouble for shooting his b-b gun in Abe’s house, 
and falling behind in math. He said as much (but not so directly) during breakfast. 

It wasn’t the Ray-silence or the jostling crowd that grabbed Abe’s attention by the 
throat, though, as they paraded past the glassed-in office. It was the mom. Liz’s mom. 

She was yelling at Liz in the entry to the school in front of the kids, the principal and 
everybody.  

Abe and Ray pulled out of the crowd by the boys bathroom. A knot formed in Abe’s 
stomach. 

"What do you mean you didn't mean anything serious?" Mom yelled. Her eyes were 
fiery like an angry dragon. "I can't believe you'd do something so idiotic! Do you think they 
don't catch people for doing crap like this?" She turned in disgust and a few curse words 
slipped out to no one in particular. 

Mr. Breedlove, the principal, said, "Well, Ms. Smith, we've taken steps to rectify the 
situation. Liz understands now the seriousness of hacking into the school’s network. I’m sure 
this won’t happen again.” 

Curse words seemed to spew from her. Then she threw her arms up in the air, 
muttered another curse word and walked in a circle, right in the line of traffic with all the 
kids working around her like a line of ants. 

It was clear to Abe that she was so frustrated, so angry that there was no telling what 
she would do.  

Liz had turned away, looking out the glass windows in the entryway. She turned and 
made eye contact with Abe. Breedlove was saying something, but Abe wasn’t paying 
attention.  

When he saw the tears in Liz’s eyes, compassion overwhelmed dislike and his eyes 
sprung a little leak. He wiped a few tears away with the back of his hand. 

As he and Ray walked down the hallway, he glanced back at Liz again. “This may 
change things, Ray. We’ve got to look out for her from now on.” 

“Yeah,” Ray said, “I suppose being grounded is not that bad.” 
“So much for our ghost.” 
“So much for catching Liza Thurman.”  

 

 


