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"Plot twists and turns will keep you turning pages, but it is the sensitively drawn characters that
will keep you thinking about The Revenant long after you’ve put it down."
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THE REVENANT: A YA PARANORMAL THRILLER WITH ZOMBIES
Copyright © 2014, 2016 by Elise Abram
All rights reserved.
Published by EMSA Publishing 2016
Thornhill, Ontario, Canada
This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold,
hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form of binding or cover
other than that in which it is published and without similar condition, including this condition being
imposed on the subsequent purchaser.
No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by
any means electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written
permission of the publishers, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review to be
printed in a newspaper, magazine or journal.
The final approval for this literary material is granted by the author.
Second printing
This is a work of fiction. Any similarity between the characters and situations within its pages and places
or persons, living or dead, is unintentional and coincidental.
PUBLISHED BY EMSA PUBLISHING
http://emsapublishing.com
The Revenant is printed in Calibri
Cover by Elise Abram.
Credits: "Closeup of a hooded teen looking menacing" by Nadezhda V. Kulagina under Shutterstock standard license; "Portrait
of a skull" by Photowizard under Shutterstock standard license. "Bowen's Sword" by Sharksden under Creative Commons.

About the Author
Elise Abram is a high school teacher of English and Computer Studies, former archaeologist,
avid reader of literary and science fiction, and student of the human condition. Everything she
does, watches, reads and hears is fodder for her writing. She is passionate about cooking,
writing and language, differentiated instruction and ABC’s Once Upon A Time. She also edits,
writes freelance, and is the founder of EMSA Publishing. In her spare time she experiments with
paleo cookery, knits badly, and writes. She also bakes. Most of the time it doesn’t burn. Her
family doesn’t seem to mind.
To learn more about the author, go to eliseabram.com.

Also by Elise Abram
PHASE SHIFT
THE MUMMY WORE COMBAT BOOTS
THROWAWAY CHILD
I WAS, AM, WILL BE ALICE

Acknowledgements
I experimented with The Revenant for a year or so before I signed up for Nanowrimo. For the
unaware, Nanowrimo stands for “National Novel Writing Month.” The Nano challenge is to
write an entire novel in the month of November. Without the regimen and competitional
edge of the challenge, I may never have found the discipline to finish this novel, so thank you to
Nanowrimo for providing the platform and encouragement that helped me tell Zulu’s story.
After writing The Revenant I entered it in a number of contests, but none were as helpful as the
“A Woman’s Write ‘Good Read’ Fiction Book Competition.” Thank you to Barbara Bamberger
Scott, one of the founders of the competition, who told me I was a strong contender in the
competition. This small bit of encouragement helped bolster confidence in myself and my
manuscript and fueled my passion to get Zulu’s story published.
My sincerest thanks to my Maple colleagues for their support. A special thanks to our school
librarians, Nadia Sturino and Michèle Straka, who first planted the seed for writing a young
adult novel in my head. Once there, it took root and over the years, grew into The Revenant and
a number of other projects. Thanks to Michèle and Jamie Adelaide Yu for reading the novel in
its early stages. Thanks also to Shilpa Raikar and Marshall Jay Kaplan for reading The Revenant
and providing pre-publication reviews. A special thanks to Shilpa for her enthusiasm for the
project and ongoing help with its publicity.
Last, but not least, I want to thank my family. Thank you to my mother and my brother and his
family for their ongoing support and encouragement of my writing endeavour. Thank you also
to my husband and children for their support and encouragement. A special thanks to my
children for filling me in from time to time with respect to teenage popular culture references.
And just so you know...the Twitter battle rages on!

The Revenant
A YA Paranormal thriller with zombies

Table of Contents
1. Hal - Present day10
2. Zulu - Present day
3. Malchus - Present day
4. Morgan - Present day
5. Malchus - Present day
6. Morgan - 1878
7. Malchus - Present day
8. Morgan - Present day
9. Zulu - Present day
10. Zulu - Present day
11. Zulu - Present day
12. Zulu - Present day
13. Kat - Present day
14. Kat - Present day
15. Kat - Present day
16. Malchus - 1878 - 1879
17. Malchus - Present day
18. Kat - Present day
19. Malchus - Present day
20. Zulu - Present day
21. Malchus - Present day
22. Malchus - 1880
23. Malchus - Present day
24. Kat - Present day
25. Kat - Present day
26. Kat - Present day
27. Malchus - Present day
28. Zulu - Present day
29. Malchus - Present day
30. Father Paul - Present day
31. Morgan - Present day
32. Kat - Present day
33. Morgan - 1882
34. Zulu - Present day

35. Kat - Present day
36. Father Paul - Present day
37. Kat - Present day
38. Father Paul - Present day
39. Malchus - 1880
40. Zulu - Present day
41. Morgan - 1880
42. Zulu - Present day
43. Malchus - Present day
44. Zulu - Present day
45. Kat - Present day
Epilogue: Father Paul - Present day
Sneak Peek: I Was, Am, Will Be Alice

1
Hal
Present day
The plan was simple enough—bring the girls to the ancient Victorian, that Addams Family
knock-off, scare the pants off them, be all “there, there” when the time was right, and then
literally take the pants off them.
To set the mood, George freaked everyone out at the pizza joint, telling the story he'd
concocted about the brutal and bloody murder that was supposed to have happened in the
basement crawl-space, and how the owners had walled the body up inside it. As far as George's
brother, Hal, was concerned, the story was so cheesy, he half expected it to end with a hook on
a car door handle.
Much to Hal's surprise, the girls bought it. Sheila actually trembled as she locked her
arm with Hal's and cozied up against his shoulder. Hal grinned. He and Sheila had been talking
about going all the way for months. Maybe George's plan wasn't as half-baked as it sounded
and tonight would be the night.
George and Hal and the girls arrived at the house just before midnight. George propped
open a basement window and slid in. The girls were next, each of them helped down by Hal and
ushered to safety by George once inside. Hal was last to descend. Dank must clouded his nose
and he sneezed. “There's mould down here somewhere,” he said to no one in particular.
George clapped him on the shoulder. Hard. “Don't be a wuss,” he said. Hal turned to
punch him back, but he'd already gone.
“C'mon, Hal,” Sheila said. She grabbed his arm and led him deeper into the darkened
heart of the house.
“Looky looky,” George said. He slid a box out of his backpack.
“Ooh! A Ouija board,” Lisa squealed.
“Let's play,” said Sheila.
“Does anyone have any silver on them?” George asked.
One of the girls asked why.
“It is a well-known fact that silver wards away the evil spirits.” Go figure. George:
warlock wannabe.
No one had any silver jewellery, but Sheila offered up a toonie. “Will this work?” she
said. She passed it to Hal who flipped it onto the board. “It’s partially silver-coloured.”
“In the absence of anything else...” George said. He centred the coin on the board. They
sat cross-legged, knees forming a small circle around it. “What should we ask?”
“Ask about the murder, George,” Lisa said. “Ask if the victim is still here.”
“Forget that!” Sheila said. “Ask if the murderer is still here.”
“I don’t know, George,” Hal said.
“Everybody stop,” George said. “I got it. Is there anybody here tonight with us?” he
asked. “We just want to talk to you. We don’t want to hurt you.

“Is there an evil entity here?” he asked.
“George!” Lisa said, sounding every bit as horrified as Hal felt.
“What? If we’re here, we might as well make it interesting.
“Okay,” George said. “If there is anybody here, anybody at all, we ask that you come
forward and speak with us.”
The pointer on the board began to move. “Cut that out, George,” Lisa said.
“Yeah,” Hal confirmed. “That’s not funny.”
“I’m not moving it, I swear,” George said.
“I swear, Hal,” said Sheila, “if it’s you...”
“It’s not me.” Hal's voice quivered.
The pointer moved until the small window at its middle was centred around the word
“Hello” on the corner of the board.
“Hello,” George responded. “Thank you for speaking with us tonight.”
“I don’t like this, George,” Hal said.
“Yeah,” Sheila said, “not at all.”
“Anyone too chickenshit to stick around is free to leave.” George shone his penlight on
each person around the circle in turn. They stared back like deer in headlights, but no one made
a move.
“All right then. We all agree to stay, so let’s shut up and get on with the program.
“What is your name?”
The pointer jerked its way hither and thither across the board, everyone chanting the
letters as they centred in its window: M...A...L...C...H...U...S
“What the...” George said.
“Quit it, guys,” said Sheila.
The boys protested any involvement in a hoax.
“Malchus?” Hal said. “Who the heck is Malchus?”
The pointer began to move again. It centred on Z, then Y, then X, and so on, working its
way backward through the alphabet.
“What gives, George?” one of the girls said.
George snickered and said, “It’s not me.”
...P...O...N...
“I’m taking my fingers off the thing,” Sheila said, and she did, but the pointer continued
to move.
“Not me,” George said. “I want to see what happens.”
...C...B...A.
The pointer paused and then centred on the nine, then the eight, then the seven.
“It’s counting down,” Sheila said.
“Counting down to what?” asked Hal.
...two...one...zero.
There was another pause. The boys laughed nervously. A beam of light blazed from the
window in the pointer and then everything changed.
Shelia was the first to notice the change. She heard flailing on the dusty cement. She
reached out to Hal who was writhing in convulsions on the ground.

“I need some light,” she yelled as she laid her hands on Hal’s prostrate body. Someone
complied.
Hal lay on the floor, board-stiff. His body spasmed periodically, as if in the throes of
taser-fire. Perhaps more horrific, to the girls especially, was that he appeared to be foaming at
the mouth.
“Call 911!” Sheila yelled.
Lisa unlocked her cell, but George stayed her hand.
“What's wrong with you? Call 911!” Shelia said again.
“We can’t call 911. We’re trespassing. We’re not supposed to be here,” George told
them.
“It’s okay, Hal,” Sheila whispered, stroking his hair. “It’s okay.”
Hal’s body stopped jerking.
“What happened?” Shelia said with a sniffle. “What’s wrong?”
“He stopped,” said Lisa.
George felt for a pulse, and then for his breath, placing his cheek to Hal’s mouth. “He’s
still breathing. Maybe he’ll wake up soon.”
Sheila nodded. She manoeuvred herself until Hal’s head rested on her lap. She
continued to stroke his hair while Lisa used the flashlight app on her cell phone to keep Hal’s
face and upper body lit.
Suddenly, Hal opened his eyes. Sheila would later swear they glowed.

