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Ghost Diaries
After going through at least twenty or more hatboxes, I ran across this particular file. It seems remarkably different than the previous haunting. More importantly, it appears my father, David Ford, spent a good deal of time researching this case. The diary begins in January of 1901, but nothing of consequence is noted until the death of Annie Bonner in July of 1902. This story is a compilation of Reginald Bonner’s journal entries as well as detailed accounts from the diary of a Miss Faith Hicks.
My name is Taija Ford and this is my second real investigation into my father’s mysterious pastime. Whether the story we’ve pieced together is true or false, I’ll leave for you to decide.
***
Entry taken from the journal of Reginald Bonner. Allegedly first discovered in an abandoned storage locker and later sold to Riser’s Antiquated Books in 1981. I ran across it while perusing the shelves and purchased it in 1982. Mr. Bonner claims to have been a school teacher, but the expensive leather binding, as well as the size of the book, leads me to believe he either came from a wealthy family, or there is more to his story than meets the eye.--DF
July Fifth, 1902
My mind seems disorganized. I had hoped writing down the events of the day would help bring some sort of perspective to the situation. Perhaps I am in shock. My reeling emotions seemed to have quieted with numbing ease. In two weeks we would have celebrated our first anniversary, albeit we had no real plans other than a quiet evening at home.
Early this morning my wife expressed desire to telephone the local doctor complaining of sharp pains in her stomach and an overwhelming sense of fatigue. As she was only eight months gone, and prone to such issues, I feared it more a hysteria of some sort than an actual illness, therefore sent her straight off to bed, and began planning for this week’s lessons. Within the hour a loud thump in our bedroom gave me reason to check on her. My lovely Annie lay in the midst of a puddle of blood in the center of the room. Her nightdress and the bed sheets were soaked in it as well. After helping her back into bed, I immediately telephoned for the doctor. As he was already visiting on the far side of the county, he did not arrive until after she had expired. The good Missus Evans from the next farm over came straight away and aided in the child’s delivery. Annie has left us. I find myself alone, with a sickly infant too small and unready to join the world.
The doctor believes he is strong enough to make it, but being a practical man, I suppose I will most likely be burying him with his mother. And so my world and the dreams of what was to come have ended...
-RB
***
Taken from Reginald Bonner’s journal. -DF
July Seventeenth, 1902
It feels as if my life is truly ended. I laid my darling Annie to rest this morning. Her loss has left me with a broken heart, as well as a son I never desired and still have not named. Although I have concern for allowing any sort of attachment to the child, I suppose we will call him Reginald. Any joy we could have shared at the possibility of having a namesake has faded into oblivion. We? I say ‘we’ even now, as if she is still here. Still, there is some hope for my broken family. Farmer Evans’ wife has agreed, for a sum I’m uncertain I can afford to nurse the child until he is old enough to wean. Her daughter is no longer in need of her milk and old enough to get on without the added sustenance.
Something is wrong with the child. He sleeps, cries, and eats as a normal infant would; moreover, there are times when his bawling stops abruptly and he stares off into the room. I’m fairly certain some mental issue, should he survive, will come from the early birthing. Regardless, I have no desire to force myself to coddle him. He will surely move on to be with his mother.
My dearest Annie, how will I go on without you? The thought of never again witnessing your brilliant smile, or the way your fiery hair cascades down your back in distinct contrast to your porcelain skin is almost more than I can bear.
RB
***
Taken from Reginald Bonner’s journal. It seems as if this haunting began slowly. In my experience, most cases show a speedier influx of paranormal occurrences. Makes me wonder if Reginald was a bit obtuse. -DF
July Twenty, 1902
I am beyond exhausted. Between the child’s incessant screeching and the earth tremors we are enduring, I am unable to rest a full night. One could almost believe the child himself is causing the shaking, if such an event were possible. He no sooner begins his obnoxious bawling than my bed vibrates beneath me. I would consider sending him to live with the Evans until he is older, but Annie would roll over in her grave to hear of such a thing.
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