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ONE

the queer child

 

Rachel was sitting in the middle of the nursery rug when her
nanny discovered her; the familiar blank stare, the listlessness of
limb, her head tilted slightly to the left. It had only been two
days since the last episode, and her nanny could see instantly, it
would be horrible this time. Rachel was barely breathing.

“Maggie, come runnin’! Rachel is gone again!” her nanny cried
into the hallway. She was approaching the little girl, gently, when
Maggie entered the room.

“No, not today! Poor wee lass.” Maggie breathed. “Was anything
different when you dressed her?”

“I’ve just come in; she dressed herself – before this.” Her
nanny withered beside the child. “How can she live like this?”

“Can you lift her, Kinsey? Will she let you?”

“I don’ know,” Kinsey sobbed. “I’m afraid t’ try.”

“If you can coax her to stand, maybe we won’t have to carry
her.”

Both women looked down at the child near their feet, desperate
to help her without making the matter worse, as the last episode
had been. That awful day had come after a wonderful respite of
nearly a month. Rachel was beginning to play normally, finally –
then, in an eye-blink, she was immobile on the floor again, rigid,
that last time. At least now she was sitting, even if limply; she
might actually let them walk her to the bed. But, Kinsey was
terrified to touch her, to do something that might stop her
breathing again. Kinsey didn’t want to own the loving hands that
might kill the girl.

Within an inch of the child’s shoulder, her nanny paused.

“What will we do? If she stops breathing?”

“We breathe for her, as the doctor instructed, just…be gentle
–”

Kinsey was gentle, very, but Maggie’s strong hands, shaking
somewhat now, were inches away from Rachel’s back, ready to catch
her if she stiffened and fell. At the instant she was touched, they
held their breath; seconds passed before any other sound was
heard.

The child did not react.

“Take her hand,” Maggie instructed, and with compassion. The
strain and worry was apparent in Kinsey’s face. Her eyes were
moist.

Another caressing touch met Rachel’s limp hand, the one lying
upturned in her lap, where it had fallen when her eyes were closed
by the faint. Kinsey took the sweaty hand and lifted it, felt it
respond, but only in a good way. She would let them touch her;
perhaps now, to guide her to her bed. Once there, they would feel
some modest control over the frightening event. Kinsey lifted the
child’s hand in the guiding motion, and when it was at arm’s
length, Rachel resisted the pull. She did not pull away, but began
to uncoil her legs; she had been sitting on them.

“She’s pullin’ back,” Kinsey sighed.

“Let her stand, Love. But not too quickly,” Maggie replied.

“Her hand, tis so cold!” Kinsey whispered.

They readied themselves for a loss of control as Rachel
continued to move for them, to stand, but she did not open her
eyes, her breath made no sound. It seemed a happy success, she was
nearing a crouching position and four hands were now helping her
with as much love as the two women dared offer. But –

Rachel did not stand; she stiffened, suddenly enough to catch
them unaware in spite of their care. She fell forward, not back
into Maggie’s hands and both women gasped at the same instant.
Rachel was face down on the ornate rug; her legs splayed at odd
angle, bruising Maggie’s shins, her stiffened arm now pulling
Kinsey closer to the floor. Her nose was beginning to bleed.

“Master Thornton!” Maggie shouted over her shoulder. She did so
several times until the heavy sounds of running feet approached
from the long hallway. They seemed to take an eternity to enter the
room.

 

Rachel was immobile in her bed, her clothing pulled aside with
little concern for tearing off buttons, her father was breathing
slowly into her mouth and Kinsey dabbed at the little girl’s nose
with a kerchief each time he lifted his lips. He had not come
thundering down the hallway alone, nearly the entire household
stood around the bedside, the small child so dear to them all, and
there were tears in every eye.

This was the worst episode they had yet seen. Thornton
Ellingswood was keeping his daughter alive with his own breath.

Their doctor was an hour’s hard ride into the city of Barnstaple
on the River Taw. The man had begged them to abandon the house on
the coast, to come into the city to get Rachel proper care, but
they had been able to stay that decision, she had never seemed so
bad as this before. With each ragged breath into his daughter’s
small mouth, Thornton prayed and wept that she would live, so he
could move his family away from the ancient house at last.

His delay may have killed her now.

“She’s breathing!” he barely said, his lips only brushing hers,
“She’s breathing!” He did not move, lest she need more life forced
into her little mouth. Her father’s tears fell against her cheeks
as he listened, and felt her air caress his waiting lips.

“Thorn – she’s relaxing.”

Kinsey looked over her master’s shoulder to the woman leaning
down to his ear, more tears onto the child’s cheek; her
mother’s.

“Thorn,” Selia comforted him, “she’s going to rest now.” It was
a happy thing to say, but it came without any happiness. Every
person in the room was wracked with sudden weariness, as if their
combined strength alone had kept the child alive for her desperate
parents.

The Ellingswoods were well loved, and pitied. Theirs should have
been a household of laughter, and of constant joy; those with them
now shared all their agony for Rachel, the only child that Thornton
and Selia could have. For tiny Rachel, life was sometimes a bit of
rest, between brushes with Death itself.

 

Four years old now, she had become the darling of the household,
and of the tiny village between the hills and the sea, though she
did not visit there much; the villagers came to see her. Rachel
rarely left the great house.

Situated on the skirt of the Devon moorlands below Trentishoe,
fastened to an anchor of rock the coastal storms would never harm,
the Ellingswood holdings were now in only the hands of Thornton, a
sole heir. He would have no son. Rachel would own more land than
any person in the county, if she grew to adulthood, but, her
husband would have the place to do with as he wished. If
she lived.

Forty villagers there were who loved the little girl. But they
were only part of the family of friends who whispered her name with
their nightly prayers. An hour away, her doctor, and his staff, and
the good hearts in the city hospital that cared for her many times
in those four precious years, they also treasured her. Thornton,
and his wife Selia could count on many hands to help, but minutes
sometimes marked how close Rachel would come to that last breath in
their arms. An hour - ?

“Get her off the coast, Thornton!” her doctor begged, that last
time he stood beside her bed. Kinsey knew the first words that he
would say when he stomped his muddy, breathless steps into Rachel’s
room later in the day. He had been sent for, and he would hurry. He
would warn them again. They must leave the Manor or she would
die.

Kinsey could glimpse it at last in her master’s eyes…Thornton
Ellingswood finally understood.

 

“Maggie, keep someone in this room until the doctor
arrives.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Miss Kinsey, come with us please,” he asked her, with a hand
extended in kindness.

Rachel’s nanny, and her parents left the room together, and a
few breaths later, the household went back to their routine. Maggie
pulled her chair close by the bed and watched the room empty while
she held two tiny hands within her own. She would stay until the
doctor showed himself. Kinsey would not return for a great while.
Rachel seemed only to sleep peacefully. Maggie listened intently to
every breath from the tiny child.

 

“Please sit with me, Kinsey,” Selia gestured, reaching to the
young woman behind her husband. Thornton had paused without
thinking, just between the divan and his desk, to check his watch,
hurrying the doctor with the force of his will.

“Was anything different this morning?”

“Yes Ma’am. I found her dressed. She was up and about, nearly as
well as yesterday, Ma’am.”

“Do you know how long she was gone?” Thornton asked.

“No, sir, I don’t.”

“You had not come into the room before you found her?”

“Pardon me, sir, yes I had,” Kinsey assured them. “I had opened
her curtains at the normal time, and she was still sleepin when I
went t’ the kitchen for her bit o’ toast. I didn’ think she would
wake before I came back.”

“But she was dressed as we found her?”

“Yes, Sir. I was gone perhaps a quarter-hour. Maggie might have
checked on her, I didn’ ask. She was in the library this mornin’,
she might have gone.”

“How did you find her?”

“Sittin’. She was limp at first. We were terrified t’ touch
her.”

“She was sitting?” Selia interrupted.

“Yes, Ma’am…” Kinsey brightened. She knew it was a hopeful thing
to say, until she remembered and had to fully explain, “but, she
was barely breathin’ this time. Tha’s why we were so careful.”

Selia looked at her husband, and they both lost the instant of
hopefulness that Rachel’s posture on the floor had brought to their
minds. Most of their daughter’s episodes followed a pattern they
wished deeply would change. The entire household was watchful for
any alteration in the deathly faints that would send the child
crashing to the floor, and put her in her bed sometimes for days.
“Keep watchful for any difference, and alert me,” her doctor was
careful to admonish them, with each visit.

Rachel’s new faint was so deeply met; she barely was breathing
when she was found. This change was not one anyone wished to
witness; it clearly meant the faints were worsening.

 

Rachel Ellingswood had only been walking for a year. She had
only been talking for that year. Play was something new to her, she
did not understand what it meant to run. But she could smile. With
all her energy, it seemed to remake her entirely when she smiled,
and her smiles were repaid with laughter and kisses. Any breath of
happiness would bring a reward. Parts of the year, the learning to
walk, the few new shared sounds that would become musical speech,
those parts of the year has been terrifying, and gratifying; a
tormenting mixture of emotions for her parents. With each advance,
she endured her torment of the fainting, and the near deathlike
wasting in bed until she awoke again. And every heart in the great
house, prayed for every breath she would take.

Her parents were so weary they could hardly exist away from the
house. Selia never left anymore. Thornton would leave, never until
the last possible moment, and would always thunder back to the
Manor, overwrought with worry, his business and their needs
attended with all the speed that he could make. Their affairs and
family business were strained to the point of breaking, but still,
they were understood, by every person who knew the family – to be
parents in desperate need for their child to be well. Not even
callous business associates would dare hold Thornton Ellingswood in
a moment’s delay, when he closed his books and extended his hands
to say farewell and rush home.

Yet, for a month, she had been doing so well, her parents
themselves had gotten a bit of rest. Sleep, however, was never
enough rest they really needed. There was no rest from the alarm.
This time, she had barely been breathing when found.

Kinsey could see the depth of their worry.

Thornton moved the last steps to his desk and thumbed the page
of a brown leather book, which lay open near the remains of his
breakfast. When he set his pen to the page, Kinsey continued to
explain the event. Thornton kept pace with her words, writing with
vigor.

“We thought we were doin’ well with her,” she continued. “I had
her hands, and she was tryin’ to rise. But she jerked forward. Tha’
is when we called for you, Sir.”

“Could she dress herself so well?” Selia asked.

“Oh, yes Ma’am. She was splendid yesterday. I let her put on her
shoes, and it looked tha’ she might have done again this
mornin’.”

“So she did not go rigid, until you were helping her from the
floor.”

“Yes, Sir. She was movin’ herself, in my hands.”

Thornton gazed quietly at Kinsey, but still held his watch,
nervously opening and closing the clasp. The clicking of the clasp
drew Kinsey’s glance, and she watched his hand, the play of his
fingers around the circle of the watch, and the sway of the fob
hanging from his waistcoat pocket. Between the clicks of the claps,
the hiss of his pen tip left the page in the book on the desk.

“We don’t know how long she was fainted,” he mused, almost to
himself, leaving his pen to lie still for a moment.

“No, sir, I’m sorry. I just don’ know how long it was,” Kinsey
apologized. She felt the gentle squeeze of Selia’s fingers, and
suddenly realized, the whole time they sat in the study talking,
and her mistress had been holding her hand.

It broke Kinsey’s heart, these two people, she had grown to love
well, were so tormented; she wanted very much to be better help to
them, but they reached sometimes to comfort her themselves, and
they were the ones in sorest need of it.

Doctor Gilbert would listen quietly to every word of Kinsey’s
explanation again that afternoon, after reading Thornton’s careful
notes. She would relive the morning, at his very side, while he
surveyed and caressed little Rachel in her bed, wondering at the
event, and wondering at its results. Gilbert had actually come
close to abandoning his search for a cause. There was nothing in
this illness that he had ever seen or heard described, so the cause
was likely to remain forever unknown. His concerns were now to her
future; what was happening to the little girl?…each time death
paused to linger so closely, and terrify everyone around the
Ellingswood family. When Rachel fell into her stupors, it was as if
she were no longer there, she never responded to any attempt to
arouse her once her eyes had closed to the world.

Liam Gilbert would remain for the night at the Manor, and not
leave Rachel’s room.

 

“To faint and wake, is a normal event, which rarely causes
harm,” Dr. Gilbert began, when Selia entered Rachel’s room the next
morning. She had come in to merely glance to the bed, almost
hourly, the entire night. He had begged her to sleep and even
offered to give her something to help, but she would only smile her
lovely, sad smile, and fade from the room. “Until now, her faints
were all so very normal, even if they endured beyond our
understanding,” he concluded.

“But, she is only fainted?” Selia whispered.

“No. I no longer think she is,” Gilbert replied, following
Selia’s gaze to the child in the great bed. The room brightened
around them quickly, but softly; Maggie had entered to pull the
curtains aside. Kinsey would have done, but she slept soundly on
the divan at the bedside, across from where Selia had paused.

“Would you like a bite brought here Ma’am?”

“Thank you, Maggie. Please do that. Doctor Gilbert, you must be
exhausted yourself.”

“Selia, I am more at ease with a loss of sleep than you, even
though you insist you can bear this. You cannot,” he lightly
touched her shoulder, but lingered his hand beneath her dark hair,
and brought some weight to the gesture, the weight his words
carried in their tone. “I will lose you as well, if you cannot
convince your husband to abandon this house, for Rachel’s sake, and
yours.”

She brought her hand up from the bedclothes, to place it over
his strong hand, and without looking at him; she eased his mind at
last with very simple words,

“He is ready to leave now, Liam,” she offered.

“I am glad to hear that.”

“Yesterday frightened us as no other has. We really believed she
had died.”

Selia turned to show him her face; he could see the age that
worry had added to her. Four difficult years had brought the
appearance of more than ten years to her eyes. She wore the pain
beautifully, still, but it marked her. Without thinking, Gilbert
measured the same effect as he had seen it in Thornton’s face, as
they hurriedly spoke while the doctor was brought from his
carriage, into the house, and at last into Rachel’s room the
afternoon before. Gilbert had hoped the obvious worry meant that
Thornton would finally agree to leave Ellingswood Manor. Now, it
seemed the worry had turned properly to terror. They would leave
the place, from the dread of staying. Gilbert was not happy to
attain his desire at last, but he was thankful.

Breakfast came gently into the room. Maggie was whispering
directions, but allowed each of the staff to pause at Rachel’s
bedside, to merely look at the child, or to caress her tiny hand.
Within moments, they were all gone again, and Kinsey continued to
sleep peacefully on the divan.

Gilbert walked from the bedside, removing his hand from Selia’s
shoulder, but she held it with her own as he moved away. They
parted the touch when he moved completely away to survey the cart,
and the trays of food that had been brought. Someone knew that he
would request something for Rachel. There were three small cups on
the tray; one of a cool juice, one of milk, and one of a clear
broth – lightly warmed. He was famished, having only bolted a bit
of dinner as he sat beside the child, hours ago, but he reached for
nothing for himself yet. He lifted the cup of milk and brought it
to the bedside again. Selia had not moved.

“Let’s see if she can drink this morning,” he said.

 

Kinsey woke to gentle whispers. She was mortified that the house
was about its routine, that she had slept so late, but a smile from
Selia eased her distress.

“You were here all night, darling. You needed to rest,” was all
she said.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” Kinsey flushed, “but, I can sit with her
now, so you can talk with the doctor.”

“We will just be in the study.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Kinsey smoothed her hair away from her face, and pulled a ribbon
from her dress pocket, tied her hair back loosely, and took the
chair that Gilbert had occupied the entire night. She heard the
others leave the room, but she did not look up. Rachel was very
pale, and seemed less relaxed than she had during the night. Kinsey
would watch, as Maggie had watched. They expected the darling,
perhaps dying child, to cease breathing again. The young woman
observed the girl from only inches away, but strained against the
sounds of the clock on the mantle, to hear the faint breaths from
the pillowed head.

Kinsey stroked her tiny hands, and began to hum a gentle
lullaby. She was unaware of the tears that came, and she absently
began to work her mind the way Thornton had worked his pen in the
book on his study desk – she noted against her memory, how this
faint caught little Rachel, and how it compared to all the other
events.

Kinsey had seen every one, and now cried each time they came to
the child.

 

“Thornton, I will arrange lodging in my wing at the hospital for
Rachel and Selia, this very afternoon. I would like them to come
tomorrow, Rachel needs only rest today,” Gilbert said into his
coffee cup. He watched Thornton intently, almost expecting the
familiar argument. It did not come.

Thornton was seated, leaning a distance from his desktop, but
reaching to the book that contained nearly a hundred pages, a diary
of every faint his daughter endured; he gently stroked the page
with his fingertips. Instead of speaking to Gilbert, he merely
nodded. Selia’s voice filled the silence in the moment.

“Can we risk moving her, so soon, dangerous as this was?”

“I think we should, even though she seems more deeply affected,”
Gilbert replied. “She needs to be just down the hall from proper
help now, not out here.” He glanced instantly at Thornton, and was
again relieved that no argument was made. “Bring Maggie or Kinsey
with you in the carriage. Come very early. We will give you
breakfast at the hospital.”

“What does this change mean to you, so odd a beginning, so deep
the faint?” Thornton asked with hesitation. Gilbert did not
immediately answer.

“That these episodes are not mere stupors,” he replied. “People
rouse from a swoon within a modest time, they are usually limp and
calm, their breathing very relaxed or only quickened.” He shifted
slowly in his chair, to face Selia more directly. “Rachel was less
relaxed this time, her whole body was tensed, and it nearly ceased
her breath. You kept her alive, Thornton. And you couldn’t have
done it much longer than you did.”

“But what does that mean?” Thornton sought again.

“The more profound the loss of consciousness, the less likely
she will awake unaffected.”

Thornton and Selia shared a lingering glance, mirrors of one
another’s concern. Gilbert only watched them, and let the power of
his words force their understanding. He had never told them, but he
never was concerned that Rachel’s episodes might become more
frequent. When awake, she was actually healthy. He knew there was
little harm done in a gentle swoon. He knew several young ladies
who affected them, almost at will. Gilbert had been searching for
something that he kept to himself, for the year that Thornton kept
such careful notes. Gilbert dreaded what had finally come, Rachel
was not fainting, and he had never found a physical cause.

He kept a near-copy of Thornton’s diary in his own office, at
the hospital. His colleagues knew it well – he was forever sharing
it, forever seeking their advice. None knew of such a sickness, in
so young a child, which appeared without pattern, stayed without
regular duration, and passed without any mark but perhaps fatigue
for a few hours.

That Rachel was slow to develop coordination and speech; those
never concerned him either. His own younger brother had not spoken
a word until nearly five. Learning the truth of his sibling’s
deafness was one of the things that put Gilbert, with such
determination, into his studies of medicine. No - Rachel was not
hindered in her development by the faints, in any way that Dr.
Gilbert had ever been able to document.

As distressing to her family as they were, the collapses had
only ever seemed dangerous in the moments that it took to get her
comfortably into her bed. They were always so careful to move her,
because she might have been injured when she fell to the floor. She
had never before fainted and ceased to breathe as well.

Gilbert had suspected it might eventually happen, thus his
insistence that the Ellingswoods leave the coast and make their
home in Barnstaple. Rachel’s continued health, between the
terrifying events, had always been her father’s key to remain where
they were. It was terrible that he could no longer make that
argument, and it was terrible that Gilbert could no longer keep his
greatest fears from them. The strange condition had made some
truths imperative now. The change had come.

“I have been studying the phenomenon of coma,” he stated with
caution, “It is similar to delirious symptoms we often see in the
deeply disturbed or injured persons brought to the hospital.”

“What is it?” Selia asked.

“A profound sleep,” he replied. “I have read of patients who
could sit in such a state, or might appear to be awake at times,
but all are immobile. Patients have been described as catatonic,”
he enunciated the word very slowly. “Trauma can cause it, and
alone, untreated, it can cause death. However, coma does not come
and go. It happens suddenly, and the patient usually perishes.”

“Have you found anyone with her same condition?”

It had been asked before, nearly at every opportunity to discuss
their daughter with Gilbert. His answer to it never wavered in a
hopeful direction.

“No, Thornton. I have not; nor have my colleagues. Rachel alone
begins to suddenly sleep as she does, without any discernible
cause. No one, so young, does this. A German psychiatrist in
Gorlitz has described much of what I understand about this. But he
does not exactly describe Rachel’s condition.”

“What will be done to Rachel, at the hospital?” Selia questioned
tremulously. Thornton gave her a reassuring glance, but it did not
seem to stay her nervousness.

“We can only watch her, but with more being learned from it,
than that diary has been able to teach us.” Gilbert replied. “She
will not lapse lethargic without someone noticing instantly.”

He had not meant that to sound as a criticism; it would have
been out of place to express such a thought. The entire household
was diligent in their care. But the previous morning’s incident had
changed everything, including the manners of speech that Gilbert
had been so earnest to project as calm. The time for calm
discussions had passed.

“We will try to observe the patterns our diary has not been able
to illuminate, and we will try to rouse her in ways that cannot be
done here in the Manor,” he stated. Neither parent had shifted
their gaze towards him; they continued to speak to one another in
ways he could not see. He pressed them more openly with his
fears.

“Yesterday, Rachel fell in a stupor so deep that she ceased to
breath. Every episode may have that affect now. I would not guess
how long she could survive, falling into a coma sleep, without some
means to keep her breathing.”

Thornton leaned forward onto his elbows, the diary between them.
“We have only talked of fainting. Why now mention the subject of
coma?”

“Because it is the only loss of consciousness and reflex, which
appears similar to hers, and…” he halted, judging their readiness
to hear the explanation, “I have not found a case of the patient
waking, to a normal life. Any who wake, seem to exist only, never
to thrive again.”

“You believe this will become her condition,” Thornton stared
intently at the book on his desk.

“I fear, Thornton, Selia, that your daughter might not be able
to wake again, even if she does not die. Perhaps very soon it will
happen.”

“How do you care for her?…if she does not wake?”

“Thornton, I cannot say. We have no understanding here. But…” he
paused, “if she does not wake, you can do nothing for her
here.”

“Thorn?” Selia seemed to plead, and with her eyes as well. She
was desperate that he would consent to go; she would have gone long
ago, so terrible was her dread, but, her husband alone could sever
the bonds that held them to their beloved home. They might be
leaving, to never return.

Her husband only rose from his chair and slowly closed the book
that had remained under his hand the entire conversation. For a
year, he had written in vain, but had done it so carefully. No one
could guess how strong the temptation struck him, to heft the book
into the fireplace behind his desk. Nothing written within it had
helped them. Nothing was certain for them at all now, but the
Ellingswoods would quit the coast.

Kinsey suddenly burst into the room.

“She’s awake!”

“No!” Gilbert exclaimed, disbelieving.

As they rushed the hallway to Rachel’s bedroom, Gilbert huffed,
“I will take her with me this instant! Selia, get your things…we
won’t waste this moment!”

The entire house was roused, and moving with a great noise from
every corner. Maggie met them with as much surprise as they brought
into the room; she was beaming, and she fairly pulled them into the
doorway.

Rachel was sitting up, bright eyed, nibbling on an edge of
toast, oblivious to the crumbs, but delighted to see so many
smiles, so early in the morning. Her feet were brushing one another
as she wiggled her pink toes together.

“I dressed!” she sang to them. “But, the shoes are off!”

 

 

This book may be purchased in several formats at:

Amazon.com; Scribd.com; Lulu.com; Librarything.com.

Thank you for reading this first chapter. The author would love
to hear your comments, or review.
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Eighteenth century priest, Father Furio Novia, hates his
employer, the Archbishop of Modena; almost as much as he hates
Italian master sculptor, Antonio Lisi. When Novia discovers that
Lisi uses his beautiful daughter’s likeness in nearly every figure
he carves, the priest realizes he can make accusations to the
Archbishop that the sculptor has an incestuous knowledge of his
daughter, Anoria. Novia begins to haunt their lives, and every
family in their village of Resceto, not because he believes they
have sinned, but because he desires Anoria for himself. They seem
destined to clash in Rome; Novia, committing murder to stay free of
the church; Anoria, nearly killing him to escape his lust. (Some
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A secretive group of scientists in Taos, New Mexico attempt to
determine if a wandering black hole has caused the atmospheric
phenomenon the world has just witnessed, and to plot its course
through the Solar System before its radiation kills every living
thing on Earth. But first, they have to figure out exactly where it
is...and where it is going.



	


Caraliza
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First Chapter sample

A seventy-five year old secret waits in a lovely old portrait
studio, at the end of a street in New York City's Lower East Side.
It is a secret that drove to madness a renowned photographer,
'Papa' Menashe Reisman - and left him to waste and die in his own
studio - haunted by every photograph he tries to take. When his
great-grand daughter, Shelly, begs to have the old building for a
new renovation, she awakens more than any secret that Papa kept.
She also awakens something darker, more evil, across the street,
under the stoop, down a foul stair; where Caraliza was kept
prisoner for two years; until the horrid events of that summer, in
1919.
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