Cemetery Secrets

by Asha Curley

“Ughhhhh,” I thought to myself. It was dark, I was tired, and my dad was focused on the road.
For fall break this year, we decided to fly from Arizona to Pennsylvania to see where my dad
grew up. Living in Arizona comes with beautiful sunsets and warm fall days where the sun
lightly kisses your skin. This was a drastic change to the dog days of summer where highs of 110
degrees are the norm. Instead of enjoying that weather, we are now back in Pennsylvania. This so
called “daylights saving time” has made the days shorter, and the drive from Newark to

Pennsylvania longer.

We traverse long, dark, and windy roads. The home where my dad grew up has now become a
rental home, and that is where we will be staying for the night. We arrive well after sunset, and

he is beyond excited to show us around.

The house is very old. Its origins date back to around the time of the Civil War, and the creaking
floors certainly prove it. I drop my bag at the foot of the bed, lay back on the pillow, and open

my phone.

“DADDDD!!!” I yell with exhaustion. “Why isn’t my phone working?”’

“No cell service here, Sweetie,” he peeks around the corner with a grin that I neither appreciate
nor understand. The smiling crinkles around his eyes tell me he’s certainly having more fun than

me. How he grew up without cell service is a thought I couldn’t seem to fathom.

Oh well, I guess I'll play some games to get through this weekend. 1 think to myself with

exasperation.
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Suddenly I hear my parents’ voices slightly raised and pressured. That’s not the way they
typically speak to each other. They rarely fight. I listen in and realize that in their haste to get set
up the weekend with packing, book the house rental, and booking the flights, they forgot one
important thing. They didn’t account for who would watch me while they went out for the night
with their childhood friends. They had been excited about this night for weeks. It was a Saturday

night in rural Pennsylvania.

There was no way I was staying in this scary old house all by myself, 1 thought to myself.

“I got it!” I heard Dad exclaim with exuberance. “Youth group, we can send her to that!”

I wondered what he could be talking about, when he came bounding up the stairs, taking two at a

time.

“Honey, you are going to Church Youth Group” he told me.

Apparently when he was around my age, a lot of parents would want to go on dates on Saturday
night, and they would pool together and ditch their kids at the Church so they could have fun.

Well, that’s at least how it sounded to me. But, my dad made it sound quite different.

We piled in the rental car and drove down the dusty road that he grew up on. We made a left and
drove through the dark woods, passing cows and forests for miles. We made another right
followed by a quick left, and we were soon entering a gravel lined parking lot with an old white

Church at the top of the hill.

The Church was neither impressive nor upkept. It had survived many of Pennsylvania’s brutal
winters and had the battle scars to prove it. White paint flaked off, many coats that seem to have

linked together. He walked in and old faces greeted him warmly, excited to see my father now
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grown up. They crouched down to say hi to me, telling me they remembered when my father was
here at Youth Group. I hesitantly exchanged pleasantries, annoyed that I flew across the country

for my parents to ditch me while they went out to have fun.

My parents rushed out to meet up with their friends. I was left standing alone. I heard a buzz
coming from the basement, and the elder members of the Church encouraged me to go down the
stairs. [ walked down cautiously and was pleasantly surprised by what I saw. There were roughly
a dozen children all around my age. They were playing foosball on a table so warped that the

goalie was a fixture and the ball appeared to be an old walnut.

A ping pong ball flew past my head; I picked it up and brought it to the kids playing. I introduced

myself and slumped into the couch.

This seems fun, but I know NO ONE, 1 thought.

Then, someone came and said hi.

“Hey, you must be new here,” a young girl around my age mumbled softly to me.

“I am,” I replied, with a little bit of annoyance in my voice. I tried to suppress that feeling as I

continued. “My parents ditched me here. Apparently my dad grew up here.”

“Same,” she continued. “My name is Ophelia, what is yours?”

“That’s a cool name. Where’d your parent’s come up with that?” I asked.

“I was named after my great-grandmother,” she said, rolling her eyes.

Ophelia continued on that her friends often teased her about the name. On top of it, her teachers

were constantly mispronouncing it.
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We continued talking, and it turned out that my dad and her dad had grown up together! They
were both going to the same party, so she was left here as well. We both complained about
similar problems girls my age have - school, social drama, etc. I was really enjoying talking to

her; she was fun!

Meanwhile, there was a group of kids, and they seemed to be about three years older than us.
They were scouring through the closet, looking at old games. They quickly passed old versions
of Monopoly, Life, and Trivial Pursuit, until they found an old box in the very back of the shelf.
It was covered with a layer of dust. I watched as one boy blew the dust into his friend’s face,

making him cough.

“Man, that wasn’t cool!” they started yelling back and forth.

They dropped the box and chased each other down the hall. Ophelia and I exchanged glances and

decided to go and look at what they had dropped.

OUIJA BOARD was written in big letters. Beneath that it read “talking to the dead.” I froze, eyes

wide, and looked up at my friend. She had the same look as I did.

“What is this?!?!” I exclaimed as my voice cracked at the end.

We both opened the box and read the instructions. This sounded pretty cool, I thought. I’ve
always wondered what happens in the afterlife. The older teenagers continued to get louder.

Playing this game would require silence.

Ophelia and I decided we would try and play it. We located an exit out the back of the Church
and snuck up the stairs into the dark area behind the Church. It was a dark night, and the moon

and stars gave us a small source of light to explore a place to sit and play. We walked down the
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path, worn by many feet trudging before us. The trees opened up to a field... but it wasn’t just a

field.

It was a cemetery.

My blood ran cold. The Ouija board that I was clutching to my chest felt heavy. I was scared. We
were going to try and talk to the dead - in a cemetery! Ophelia looked back over her shoulder at

me. She had a look of fear as well.

Should we? It's not real, right? 1 thought to myself.

We decided to sit down. The grass was cold; an October night in Pennsylvania is brisk and the air
is crisp and light. I pulled out my cell phone- of course, no service. I took a deep sigh and opened
the flashlight app to give us light that the moon and stars could not provide. Ophelia and I
opened the box and pulled out the board. The instructions were old and faded. They seemed

simple enough. Hold our hands together on the pointer and ask the spirits if they were there.

“This can’t work,” Ophelia said aloud. I nodded in agreement, mainly out of fear about what

could happen if it did work.

We laid the board out, and I picked up the pointer and placed it on the board. I placed my hands
on top of hers and quickly noticed that they were ice cold. I looked up at her and saw the fear in

her eyes. I knew that if we were going to do this, I would have to be the one to start.

“Ouija board- are there any spirits here tonight?”” My voice was unsteady and shaky, which is far
from my usual, as I routinely perform in theatre. I was surprised by my fear. At that point, I

noticed my hands slowly moving- towards yes!
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Our jaws dropped in unison. I could not believe I was speaking with spirits. Our hands continued

to slowly move towards the yes logo in the top corner of the board.

This is crazy, 1 thought. Who are we talking to? What do they want? Is it someone I know?

Ophelia was panicked as our eyes locked. I nodded my head down reassuringly to her. This was
so cool to be talking to the dead. But if she ran, there was no way I was staying in the woods, in a

cemetery, and in the dark all by myself. 'm adventurous, but I’'m not crazy!

Since we felt there was a spirit present, we continued to ask questions.

We asked if they were a female- YES.

We asked if they had family that was still alive- YES.

We asked if they had unfinished business- YES.

Our eyes continued to widen. It felt as if the pointer was starting to move at a more frenetic pace,

almost as if the spirit had been waiting for us to come to ask her these questions.

What was the unfinished business? Who were we talking to? Did they know us?

I asked the next question with trepidation- “Do you know one of us?”

The pointer stopped. It was as if the spirit had left. We felt relief, but also sadness. Why didn’t
she tell us who she knew? At that point, the pointer unexpectedly veered; it previously was just
toggling between yes and no. It slowly turned, away from me and pointed right at Ophelia. My

heart sank, and her eyes bulged to what seemed to be twice their normal size.

“Let’s get out of here!” she screamed.
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We both jumped up and ran back to the Church. Sticks cracking under our feet felt like someone
was chasing us. The leaves that had fallen that day made the path slick, and we held each other to
stay on our feet. The walk to the cemetery was short, but the dead sprint back felt like it took an

eternity.

We raced down the steps, slammed the door, and were panting. The older kids looked our way
for a second before resuming their ping pong game. We walked over to the couch and both

dramatically sank into the worn cushions.

“That was CRAZY,” I hurriedly whispered to Ophelia, whose complexion was finally returning
from ghost-like to one of the living. We were both still cold, our fingertips sensitive when one of
the adults came down with hot chocolate. I quickly took it and sipped slowly, avoiding the tiny
marshmallows that were floating at the top. This was something I never anticipated on my fall

break.

Ophelia and I continued to talk and had a great rest of the evening. We played ping pong (I won,
of course) and the night was drawing to a close. Her parents came and picked her up as I waited

patiently for mine. My dad arrived in the rental car, and I opened the door to get in the back.

He and my mom were happy and relaxed, laughing with one another. We slowly inched out of
the parking lot while I fastened my seatbelt. At that moment I realized that my cell phone was

still in the cemetery! There was no way [ was going back there by myself.

“DAD....” I spoke, tired and quiet.

“Yes, Dear?” he replied.

“I left my cell phone at the Church,” I said sheepishly.
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“Well, let’s go get it,” he said, making a U turn back into the Church parking lot.

I exited the car and paused. I peered into the window and asked my dad if he would come with

me. [’'m lucky in that my dad can read my emotions when it comes to moments like these.

“Of course,” he replied as put the car into park, squeezing my mother’s hand prior to exiting the

car.

We walked into the Church, through the basement, and out the backdoor. He seemed fearless, but
he didn’t know what was back in the woods like I had just seen. I clenched his hand tight as we
walked down the path that Ophelia and I had just frantically sprinted back through. The opening

to the cemetery was ahead, and the trees seemed to point to where we were just sitting.

My phone was still sitting there, on top of the board. My dad calmly pulled out his phone, turned
on his light, and packed up the Ouija board that we had left. I took my phone, hurriedly placed in
my pocket, and clenched my dad’s hip. As he was packing up the board, his light reflected off of

the tombstone that we were sitting in front of...

It read “Ophelia.”



