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| said those words almost angrily, but with an understanding of his theories. He was
trying to find something reasonable to blame it on because there was no way in hell he was
going to believe a ghost could harm his wife. | knew better than that.

“We just moved here, Suz. Can you...” He seemed almost hesitant to ask. “Can you just
be more careful until I can figure everything out?”

Be more careful? Are you kidding me? He doesn’t believe me. He’s not even trying to
believe me. He thinks I accidentally did it. He thinks since I hit my head, | remember it wrong.
Is this the part where he throws me into a mental institution?

“It’s not that | don’t believe you. I’m just... skeptical. | can’t just believe this without
having solid evidence. You could’ve just mistaken one thing to be another.” He gets worked up
trying to explain himself without trying to upset me.

Too late. | guess a hole in the wall and a bruised up wife wasn’t enough.

“Marc, relax. 1 know what | felt, but hey, maybe you’re right. Maybe | remember it
wrong. It’s fine. Let’s go eat dinner and talk about this later. Deal?” | strain a smile, feeling my
lips wobble.

“Deal.”



