Hey Teddy :D

I really like the way you’ve put the dictionary definition of Séance in the beginning of the story, it’s an awesome idea!
Séance [Sé-ance] –noun 

1. A meeting in which a spiritualist attempts to communicate with the spirits of the dead. 

It was my fifteenth birthday, and my friend had given me a Even though the O sounds like W, it is still an O… and Microsoft word agrees it should be “an.”. I can’t be sure, though. Ouija board. The board itself was unique: It opened up like a board game and had letters from A through Z strewn across it. The letters were green and large. There were the numbers one through nine below the letters, and each one of the numbers was “colored a different color” sounds a bit mundane, maybe consider “shaded in a different color, or painted in a different color.” colored a different color. On the top right corner of the cardboard game was the word “Yes”. Directly opposite from it was the word “No”.  Typically Ouija boards are dark, heavy, wood. I’ve never heard of a cardboard one, to be honest, and think that it kind of lessens how serious I, for one, take the story. Maybe it is an idea to have him get a wooden one, that is thin, rather than cardboard.
I thought it was a dumb board game—the kind that Sam had always given me for my birthday. Hadn’t last year’s been Scrabble or something of the sort? I remembered trashing it the next day. I didn’t play board games and wondered why Sam gave me one every year. 

There were seven of us at my birthday party. Lillian sat closest to myself me, and Sam was on my other side. Steve was across from me and he was curling Jen’s long, brown hair with a curler? Around his finger?. Roger was sitting on the right of Steve and the left of Sam. Brianne was sitting in-between Lillian and Jen. You’re giving us an overload of this, show us later on. Have Roger talk to Sam, and mention then where he is siting.  

In short: we were circled around the ominous looking board. Cardboard’s not really ominous, sorry  

“How do we play?” Steve asked and combed his fingers through Jen’s hair. He looked at Sam, expecting an answer. 

Sam replied: “Well, I dunno. Read the instructions. They’re in the box, aren’t they?” He looked at me, and I rolled my eyes. I reached into the box the Ouija board came with and pulled out a pamphlet of directions. 

“I don’t want to read them,” I muttered and threw them to Roger. He smiled, glad to be included. Roger slid his glasses up his nose and read with a loud voice: 

“The Ouija board is a medium used (if correctly) to converse with the departed spirits and souls.” Don’t put brackets in dialogue
He stopped reading and his beady eyes flitted to Sam. 

“Sam, what did you buy?” 

Sam shrugged. “It seemed like a fun game. I dunno what it is. Just keep reading.” 

“Did you understand what I just read?” he asked the group. I bit my lip and shook my head. 

“The Ouija board is used to talk to dead people,” Roger stated plainly with raised eyebrows. “None of you find that a little bit creepy?” 

I snorted. “So, Sam, I hear you brought me a telephone to talk to people in Hell.” Everyone in the group laughed, including Sam. I rolled my eyes. “Keep reading, Roger.” 

Roger sighed and read, “The Ouija board is a medium used (if correctly) to converse with the departed souls and spirits. Please follow the instructions carefully. 

“First, lay out the Ouija board as shown in Diagram One. Then place the white marker on the letter Q, making sure that the clear window allows the letter to show.” 
Well, I’ll be nitpicky. When I was 13 a friend of mine, and myself, were really into the whole Wicca scene, which involves tarot, Ouijja, etc. I still have handbooks, and know quite a lot about it. I’m assuming you want to have this process accurately described, so there’s some stuff I’ll tell you.

1. The board has the word Goodbye or Farewell somewhere on it, so that when you want to finish at any time, when you’re scared or weird things happen, you can slide the planchette (marker/pointer) to goodbye or Farewell, and remove your hands. This “closes” the board. 

2. Generally it is best to do it with two people, preferably a boy and a girl, because that creates the best results. They’re meant to sit opposite one another, and place their fingers of both hands lightly on the planchette. 

3. There are more instructions that what you’ve shown, which are considered important by many users: Don’t ask questions you don’t want answered, like “when will I die” or “am I going to live to see my next birthday.”. If you get negative results, you’ll worry like mad for the next long time. Also, mention out loud that you only welcome positive, good spirits and banish the evil ones from the séance. Maybe include these things.

4. It isn’t the letter Q it should be placed on, to the best of my knowledge, it is a spot in the center of near the center of the board where there are no letters.

I’ll shut up now XD but if you want to know more, let me know through a PM
“What marker…?” I dug inside of the box again and withdrew a white triangle. In the very middle was a clear plastic square typically a circle. Without hesitation, I placed it on the letter Q. Roger’s eyes went back to the instructions. 

“Second, have all members place all of their fingers on the marker. Be sure that it is completely quiet before the séance begins.” 

“What does séance mean?” Brianne asked, tugging at her shirt. Her expression was hard and cold, like she wasn’t going to participate without a solid explanation of what she was doing. 

“Uh,” Sam said, “it’s like a thing where you talk to ghosts and stuff.” 

“Like this Ouija board?” she asked, her face scrunching up. Her blonde hair was thrown over her shoulders, revealing a surprising amount of chest. 

“Um, no. The board is just a medium—or a way—to talk to the dead people. A séance is where we actually do the talking,” Sam explained. I nodded; it was beginning to make sense. 

In a terrifying, morbid way. 

“So,” Steve asked, “does this thing really work? Are we actually gonna talk to dead people?” 

“I doubt it,” Roger muttered. “There’s no scientific evidence that could support that theory—” 

“Oh, screw the science, Roger,” Lillian said and placed her arm on my shoulder. I smiled. “Who cares if it’s gonna work or not? Let’s just play the game!” 

“It’s not a game, Lillian,” Roger said and looked back at the instructions. “No more interruptions this time, please. 

“Be sure that it is completely quiet before the séance begins. Have a departed soul in mind before you begin asking questions. 

“Third, use a candle for light. Lightness in a room will less likely attract spirits. One candle is all the light needed. 

“Fourth, start the séance by asking, ‘Are there any spirits with us today who would like to converse?’. If there are available spirits, they will move the marker to the ‘Yes’ on the board.  Good
“Fifth, begin gradually asking questions. The marker will move to each letter as the spirit directs it. 

“Warning: this is not a toy, nor a game. Use with caution.” 

Roger flipped over the page and then glanced up at me. “It goes on to explain the history of the board, but I don’t want to read it. Can we start? Or does anyone want to leave now?” 

No one raised his or her hands. 

“If you do, I’ll go with you,” he whispered. He looked around the group desperately. “Please?” 

“Roger, tough it up,” Steve said. Then he looked at me. “Let’s start.” 

“Well,” Jen said, “don’t we need the candle?” 

“Oh yeah.” I nodded and stood up. “I think I have one in my room. Let me go check. Ah, and we also need someone dead. Like, you know, to think about. Think of one before I get back.” 

I walked out of the living room that we were in. My house was dark and quiet. My parents were downstairs doing something just say “watching tv”or something, and my friends and I decided to stay upstairs. I headed towards my room and entered it. 

It was nearly midnight. My alarm clock’s red digits were bright and bold. I flipped on the lights and grabbed my candle sitting on my desk. The wick was almost burned out, but it would do for another ten minutes. 

“Matches,” I whispered. I ran past the living room, where my friends were, and slid on the kitchen floor with my socks. I opened a drawer and grabbed a box of matches. Uhm… are the parents in the basement or something?
When I came back to the living room, I asked, “Picked someone yet?” Lillian smiled and nodded. 

“Yeah. My grandma,” Lillian stated. I bit my lip. I knew it was going to get a little awkward. 

“Okay,” I said, holding out the latter part of the word what do you mean?. I quickly sat down next to Lillian. She smiled warmly and placed her hands on mine. 

“Do you have the candle?” Jen asked. I nodded and sat it on the board in-between the ‘Yes’ and ‘No’ Don’t do this, put the candle next to the board. Not only will wax fall on the board, it also stops the planchette from moving freely. Then I whipped out the matches and struck one, igniting it. I lit the candle and blew out the flame on the match. 

“Are we ready?” Brianne asked. She looked around the group. Roger was the one that shook his head. 

“Nope. We have to turn out the lights. I’ll get it,” he whispered and jumped up. When he sat back down, the candle was the only light. Everyone’s face was covered in dancing shadows. 

“Okay, so now we have to think about Lillian’s grandma,” Sam whispered. 

“How are we supposed to think about her? We didn’t know her!” Steve said. 

I glanced at Lillian and she said, “Well, I guess I can tell you a little bit about her. You know, just so you can get a better image of what she was like. Okay. Grandma was really old.” I snickered, and Lillian nudged me. “She was really old. She was getting close to her hundreds by the time she finally passed away. 

“I had some memories with her. Every time I think about her, I get these chills. It’s difficult to explain. I just feel like she’s always with me. Everywhere I go and everything I do. I can feel her.” 

“That’s kinda creepy,” Sam muttered and everyone laughed quietly. 

“Shh,” I whispered and looked back at Lillian. 

“There was this one time when I was making chocolate chip cookies. I was screwing up a lot. I didn’t measure anything correctly, but she never yelled at me once. I remember feeling so bad afterwards. I had ruined Grandma’s cookies. I don’t think I ever forgave myself. 

“There was this other time before she died. She lived in this hospital place for old people. Grandma lived next to this really old man who had so many liver spots that it was all you could see. Anyway, Grandma used to visit the old man every day. They used to talk about lots of stuff. I remember her telling me all about her conversations. They were so sweet and tender that I just wanted to give her a hug. She was such a nice lady. 

“The old man died shortly before she did.”  Why did you separate this?
The candle flickered. Everyone’s eyes froze on the dancing light. 

“Did you see that?” Sam whispered. 

No one replied. 

I gulped and bit my lip again. This wasn’t right. None of this was right. Talking to dead people? What was I thinking? I needed to toss this board game away just like I had done with all of the others.  Thoughts should be in italics
I remained still. Mention that there are no open windows, or draughts that could cause the flickering, otherwise the suspense fails
“Um, anyway,” Lillian continued, but Roger interrupted. 

“No, I think we know enough. Let’s just get this game over with. I’m getting the chill—” 

The candle flickered again. My mouth hung open. I felt Lillian squeeze my hand. I squeezed back. 

Jen was shivering and Brianne was motionless. Roger, Steve and Sam were all staring at the candle. 

Nothing happened. 

Roger shifted on the floor and picked up the instructions. I eyed him and shivered. I was getting cold in the dark. 

“Um,” he whispered, “are there any spirits with us today who would like to converse?” 

“Our hands,” Sam muttered. “Our hands have to be on the marker!” He quickly placed his hands on the white triangle and looked into Steve’s eyes. “Come on. Are we going to do this?” 

Steve knew better than to chicken out. He slid his hands across the board and rested them on the marker. Jen followed suit. 

Lillian nudged me as she laid her fingertips on the marker. I looked into Brianne’s eyes, and she nodded. Her hands were placed on the marker. 

I was the only one left. 

“Come on, Richard,” Sam urged. I bit my lip and twisted my finger, cracking it. Then I slowly put my hands on the white marker. 

Roger tried again: “Are there any spirits with us today who would like to converse?” 

We waited. 

I bit my lip harder. 

The candle flickered. 

Lillian was shaking. 

I was too. 
Short sentences cause suspense, but these are all REALLy short. Try to combine one or two of them, because they will still be short enough, and don’t skip a line in between all of them.
I didn’t even feel the marker slowly glide across the board. I heard my friends gasp as it rested on one word: 

Yes. 
Nicely done! I enjoyed the story, it really reminded me of when I was younger haha ! :D have you ever tried an Ouija board? It might help to try it out if you wish to describe it really accurately, but if you do, do it with caution because you never know what is out there XD

It was fun to read, and I’m definetly going to read the next part!

XxxDo
