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Chapter 1
 
There was a gentle yet cool breeze that night and it caressed the trees around a remote village in the town of San Marco.  Soft light streamed from the moon. It was enough to give the streets a pleasant glow.
Yet no kids were seen outside their homes.
No one played hide-and-seek among the trees.
No one talked loudly with their friends.
No one loitered around their neighbors' houses.
They all chose to be inside.
As the church bells marked the hour at eight in the evening, the reason for this became much clearer. There was a full moon tonight.
And as old folks said, if the full moon came out, so would they…
Ghosts.

Chapter 2
 
“Hah! And they think they're brave. Who are they kidding?” Charlie murmured to himself then shook his head in bewilderment.
“They're big guys and yet they're terrified of ghosts? They fear ghosts like it's even real.”
Charlie, the youngest kid in their family, was on his way to his grandmother's house... a small hut which sat a few meters from the village's cemetery.
“My brothers say ghosts roam the cemetery. Good thing I don't believe in ghosts!” Charlie said aloud.
The lady who watched over his grandmother had to leave in the afternoon that day due to some emergency in the city. As their grandmother had no one else to turn to, Charlie's mother decided either he or his brothers would have to sleep there for the night.
Charlie volunteered.

Chapter 3
 
Since they were little, Charlie’s older brothers have always teased and tormented by him. They often called him a coward. Apparently it was because he preferred to just stay at home reading books or helping their mother with chores. But mostly because he would not do the pranks his brothers pulled on their neighbors. Nor would he join in on the misdeeds they committed against them. He never went with his brothers when they stole mangoes from their uncle's backyard. Neither did he accompany them when they rustled the goats they found in their neighbor's farm. And he never took part when they bullied hapless younger kids.
During dinner, their mother mentioned that their grandmother would be left alone in her home that evening. So she asked Carl, the eldest son, to sleep there for the night.
“I never liked going there… and now you want me to sleep there?!” shouted Carl in protest. “And why me? Why not just ask Tony instead?” Carl asked as he pointed to the second eldest son.
“Hey, hey, hey...” Tony quickly objected. “Stop pointing at me Carl. Ghosts lurk around the cemetery. If I stumble upon one of those ghosts, it might gobble me!!! Let's just tell Gary to go there instead...”
Tony never finished his sentence.
“Shut up, Tony!” Gary, the third son, interrupted him abruptly and motioned for him to stop talking. “I don't care what you guys say or do to me... I'm not going...”
As he already knew none of his three brothers would obey their mother, Charlie slowly raised his hand even before Gary stopped speaking. “I'll go.” Charlie said softly.
His older brothers looked at each other, and then laughed uncontrollably.
Carl mocked him saying “Don't blame us for not telling you about the ghosts in the cemetery...” He lowered his voice, imitated someone having evil eyes then said to Charlie “Once those ghosts see you, they'll eat you up.”
Charlie didn’t say a word and just lowered his gaze.
“Let him go, Carl...” said Gary. “Those ghosts will do us a favor when they take him. At least we'll be rid of a cowardly brother”.
The three older brothers laughed once more. And this time, much, much louder.
Charlie was on the verge of crying, tears already formed in his eyes, when their mother scolded his three brothers. “Will you boys stop teasing your brother? I've heard what you have been doing these past few weeks and I'm not happy about it. Do you really think being a bully and doing those rude acts is a sign of a boy's bravery?” their mother lectured them. “Sadly, you three are very, very wrong. You boys should be ashamed of yourselves.”
Their mother looked towards Charlie and smiled.  She continued, “You should even be more like Charlie. He's been good. Most of all, he’s not even afraid of ghosts.”
When they heard this, Carl, Tony and Gary all stood up then ran out of the house, obviously pissed at being lectured by their mother. As their anger grew against their brother Charlie, they plotted on a prank that could be played on him.
“Don't mind those three, Charlie.” Charlie's mother, meanwhile, comforted him. “Here's some money. Buy some bread at the bakeshop first before going to your grandmother.”
Charlie, delighted, reached over his seat on the dining table and kissed his mother. After packing all he would need for the night, he gave his mother a loving hug and bade her goodbye.

Chapter 4
 
Passing through the almost empty marketplace, he made his way towards the narrow dirt road which led to his grandmother's house. Now completely alone on the road, knowing he would soon pass by the cemetery, he thought about how his older brothers reacted awhile back.
“It's really a good thing I'm not afraid of ghosts.” he thought to himself. “Well, how could I be? They're not even real.” Suddenly, he heard a soft hum.
His whole body felt an ominous chill all around him and it gave him goose bumps. He stopped walking and looked at the road in front of him. He tried to make out his grandmother's house from where he stood and saw the distance was still quite far.
Then came the soft hum again, coming from his right.
Eyes wandering, he looked to the right and sighed. He finally realized what made the sound… the tall bamboo trees in a vacant lot. The slender trees swayed while the wind blew through them causing that eerie humming sound.
Convinced the chill he felt was nothing more than just his imagination, he started to walk again.
All of a sudden, he felt a curious urge and stopped once more. Then he looked to his left.
There, less than three feet in front of him, was the place his brothers feared the most: the cemetery.
From where he stood, he could see the layered tombs lying on top of each other like stone bricks. Most of these tombs were no longer cleaned nor cared for, marked by ivy plants crawling all around them and soot almost filling up its corners and edges.
Charlie grew more curious and he edged closer to the cemetery's wall. From there, he saw a few new ones being built and repainted. He also noticed some chalk-like dried up paint around the pavement which caused white dust particles to float around the place when the wind breezed through. When he saw the cemented cemetery wall transferred some of the chalk-like substance on his hands, he concluded the walls might have also been repainted.
He slowly moved back to the road and caught a glimpse of some unfinished candles. “Maybe the ghosts blew the light from those candles”, he whispered to himself, and then snickered.
Charlie began walking down the dirt road again when he stopped abruptly. A creeping thought came to him that someone was following him. He quickly turned around to look but didn't see anyone. However, out of the corner of his eyes, he caught movement from the small plants near the road. For the first time, he experienced his brothers' fear. The fear that ghosts really existed... and these ghosts were coming after him! He felt goose bumps all over him once more.
He turned around slowly and began to walk carefully towards his grandmother's home, which seemed to have become further away. Charlie tried to sense whatever was behind him. Then all of a sudden, he heard them. It sounded as if the creatures were laughing at him... and were even whispering to each other.
Whatever courage Charlie still had left faded quickly.
“Ghosts! The ghosts are going to take me!” he shouted.
Charlie started to run. But as soon as he did, he heard another sound from those behind him... quickening footsteps.
“Oh no! They're coming after me!”
When he saw the slightly open gate of the cemetery, he quickly went through it without any second thought. As he came in, he saw a nearby tomb. He hid there and waited to see what horrifying creatures were following him. In anticipation of what he was about to see, he never noticed the chalk-like substance which stuck on his sweaty palms and face from the newly-painted tomb he hid from.
Moments later, he heard the hurrying footsteps move closer to him. Then the noises stopped.
“Charlie... Charlie...” A horrifying voice called to him, a voice which seemed to come from under the ground. Charlie closed his eyes in fear.
“Charlie... Charlie...” The voice called again, this time a little louder. But there seemed to be something odd about the voice. “The voice sounds oddly familiar”, he whispered to himself. This new thought gave him the courage to open his eyes.
Anger replaced his fear when he saw the creatures following him were not ghosts. They were his three mischievous older brothers.
“Charlie... Charlie...” The voice called to him once more. Now he knew it was his eldest brother, Carl.
Charlie closed his eyes and thought of how he can give them a taste of their own medicine. He felt the chalk-like stuff on his palms and immediately thought of an idea. He took more of the substance from the tomb and wiped it on his arms and face. He peeked at where his brothers were and slowly crept in front of the tomb. He intended to surprise them on their way out. But how would he call out to them? He knew his voice would easily get recognized.

Chapter 5
 
Charlie's three brothers didn't go too far inside the cemetery. They were all scared.
“Carl… Carl…” Someone suddenly called out to Carl.
Rattled and shocked, the three turned around but were frozen in their places.
“Where did that come from?” a startled Gary asked.
Carl quickly hit Gary in the arm and shouted “Are you stupid? How would we know?”
As if he did not hear them both, Tony held on his brothers' shoulders and said “I think it would be best for us if we leave… now!”
Nervously looking around, the three brothers slowly walked towards the gate. However they soon all stood still.
Someone stood beside a tomb. It looked like a young kid. But his face was all in white!
“A GHOST!” They all shouted and ran. They hurriedly went out the cemetery gate even as Carl almost fell to the ground.
When they were quite a distance away, Charlie laughed hysterically. As he wiped the white material from his face he said, “Look at how scared they were. They really thought I was a ghost”. Then he laughed some more.
As he remembered he needed to go to his grandmother and that she might already be worried, he started walking towards the cemetery's gate.
It was there a familiar figure greeted him.
“Won't you even say 'Thank you'?” the figure said.
“Oh I'm so sorry about that Mr. Cruz,” responded Charlie. “Thank you so much for your help. They were really very shocked with how you called out to Carl.”
Mr. Cruz smiled and Charlie hugged the old man. They haven't seen each other for a long time.
“It's really good to see you again Mr. Cruz.” Charlie said.
“You too, kid.” Mr. Cruz replied and hugged back Charlie. “You too.”
After a few moments, Mr. Cruz hastened Charlie and said. “I think you better get going now. Your grandmother must be worried sick you haven't arrived yet.”
“Oh yeah, you're right.” Charlie quickly replied and both said their goodbyes. Walking out of the cemetery, he looked back at Mr. Cruz. The old man still smiled at him. He hesitated for a moment but went on to say “I won't ask why you're here at this time of the night, 'coz I don't think I need to know. But I am glad you are.” 
Charlie smiled at Mr. Cruz. Then he said, “Even so, I suppose you need to get back home. ‘Coz your skin felt quite cold when I hugged you just now. Maybe it's because of the evening chill.”
Slightly grinning, the old man replied “Probably so.”
“I’ll see you soon, Mr. Cruz”
“Yes... soon.” the old man sadly replied. “But hopefully not too soon.”
Charlie almost asked why Mr. Cruz said that, but shook his head and thought it might not mean anything at all. He hurriedly walked on the dirt road once again towards his grandmother's house and never looked back at the cemetery.

Chapter 6
 
Upon arriving, he joyfully recounted what happened earlier. Recalling how Mr. Cruz helped him, Charlie smiled and said “Mr. Cruz even helped me.”
When she heard the last few words, Charlie's grandmother screamed in shock. While making the sign of the cross, she exclaimed, “What happened to your manners? You shouldn't make up stories like that. It's rude.”
A stunned Charlie promptly asked “Why Grandma? What's wrong with what I said?”
“Mr. Cruz is dead! He was buried last night!”
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