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A Model Incident 

 

 

 

Maggie’s chiropractic office has just been broken into, and as she and her assistant clean up the 
mess, all signs begin to point to a recent purchase. With the help of a skeptical detective, Maggie 

learns that she wasn’t burglarized, but sought out to unravel something far more sinister. 
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 Maggie smacked at her alarm clock without relief. She sat up and hit it again, only to 

realize that it wasn’t her alarm clock that was screaming at her, but her cell phone. She looked at 

the clock and saw that it was a quarter passed nine. “Shit.” She jumped out of bed, grabbing her 

phone to answer as she stumbled into the bathroom, almost colliding with the doorjamb. “Yes, 

Lydia, I know I’m late again.”  

 “Jesus, Maggie, I have been trying to reach you for the last half hour,” her office assistant 

barked. 

 Ignoring her insubordinate tone, Maggie said, “I had the nightmares again last night, just 

reschedule the morning appointments, I’ll be in by eleven.” 

 Lydia huffed, “No, you need to get down here. Someone broke in, the whole office is 

trashed.” 

 Maggie paused from turning on her shower. “What? Did you call the police?” 

 “Not yet. I thought you should be here first. I haven’t touched or moved anything. I’m in 

my car. I caught Mrs. Monahan in the parking lot, and told her what happened. I told her we’d 

call to reschedule.” 

 Maggie listened as she decided to skip the shower and just get dressed. “Call the police, 

and wait in your car. I’ll be there in twenty.” 

 

 After the police officers and detective left, Lydia hung a “closed” sign on the door of the 

office, and returned to help Maggie with clean up. Patient records and files were strewn about, 

the waiting room furniture had been shoved out of place, and the two treatment rooms were in 

disarray. “Isn’t it weird that they would just toss the place and not steal anything?” 
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 “We don’t know that yet,” Maggie said, making sure the papers she was tucking back 

into the folder, belonged to the correct patient. “The detective said they could have been looking 

for a file. You’re going to need to cross check with the e-files that nothing is missing.” 

 Lydia sighed at the directive. “Maggie, no offense, but this is a chiropractor office. It’s 

not like you keep people’s financial records or other sensitive material on your patients. We 

don’t even bill insurance. It’s all just… bone popping notes with the occasional supplement 

recommendation.” 

 Maggie thought that she kept better notes than that, but she didn’t argue Lydia’s point. 

She was exhausted, and like Lydia, couldn’t figure out what a person would be looking for or 

why they would trash the place. She had a stellar history with her patients. Not one malpractice 

complaint in over eighteen years, which she had marveled at this anomaly with gratitude. 

Statistically, she should have had at least a few seeking easy money. “I’m going to go back to the 

treatment rooms and get those organized again. I really need to be able to see patients 

tomorrow.” 

 “If you don’t oversleep again,” Lydia quipped under her breath. 

 Maggie ignored the comment and walked down the hall to Room One. She had explained 

to Lydia repeatedly about the nightmares that she had been having the last few weeks; 

nightmares that were bordering on night terrors. Every time she would fall asleep, she could feel 

hands beginning to wrap around her neck and squeeze. Maggie hated the idea of taking sleeping 

pills, but her usual herbal remedies had been failing her. She knew that she was pissing off all 

her patients. Her practice was doing well, but that could all change if her absenteeism wasn’t 

soon corrected. 
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She entered Room One, and straightened the framed copy of her medical degree that 

hung askew on the wall. She then saw that the new skull and spine model that she had just 

purchased a few weeks ago, was knocked from its stand and laying next to a pile of books that 

were pulled off the shelves. Fear rose at the thought of it being broken and she hurried over to 

inspect it.  It was awkward to handle, so she hung it back up on its stand from the hook on top of 

the skull. It swayed as she examined it and she noticed that the plastic, or plaster, or whatever is 

was cast out of, was chipped in several areas, but the model as a whole was still in tact.  

She had wanted a life-sized model for years to use as a teaching tool for her patients. It 

seemed to help showing them what disc was herniated, or which vertebra was causing them 

discomfort. Aside from that little boy, TJ, having a meltdown when she first got it, all her 

patients seemed to appreciate being shown their malady on something that was more than a chart 

on the wall.  

“Not yours! No toucher!” the toddler had screamed at her while she was trying to point 

out to his mother the issue with her cervical spine. Maggie had written it off as a child’s tantrum.  

She even tried to explain to the three-year-old what it was, but he just kept repeating the same 

words to her. “Not yours! No toucher!” She felt a chill at the memory and glanced at it hanging 

next to her.  

Maggie shook off the feeling and began to put the books back on their shelves. After 

sliding two of the larger texts back, she noticed a file poking out from within the heap. She 

pulled it out, and saw that it was a patient file. She never kept patient files outside of reception. 

She looked around the room to see if any more files had been tossed in, but aside from the books 

on the floor and the adjustment table being pushed off to the side of the room, she didn’t see a 

sign of one. She looked back down at it and read the name: Crist, Hannah. 
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The memory of Hannah rushed back to her. She was the wife of Emile, the chiropractor 

that Maggie had partnered with years ago when she was first starting out. She eventually bought 

out his practice after Hannah had left him, and he decided to move out of state. Hannah had been 

very sweet and helpful with her; she was one of Maggie’s first patients. Maggie had thought it 

odd that she would have left Emile without warning, but they really weren’t close enough for her 

to justify that feeling. 

She closed the file and looked around the room, perplexed as to why this file would have 

been left in here. Taking it with her to give to Lydia, she popped her head into Room Two to 

assess the damages. The room was in a little better shape than Room One, with only the furniture 

needing to be put back in place, and no signs of papers or files. 

Lydia had put a good dent into the clean up, and looked surprised when Maggie handed 

her the file. “That’s weird, none of the other archived records were touched. I mean, the boxes 

were tipped over, but it wasn’t pulled apart like the current records.” She gestured at the mess 

that was still before them. 

Maggie shrugged. It didn’t make any sense to her either. She turned to walk back and 

continue with the back rooms. 

Lydia started to say something, but was cut off by a loud crash coming from one of the 

treatment rooms. Maggie hurried down the hall and noticed immediately that the skull and spine 

model had fallen from its stand again.  

“What the hell,” Maggie said, picking it back up and assessing the hook on the skull to 

see if it had been damaged. She looked the stand over to see if the receiving hook had come 

loose, but it hadn’t. She hung it back up and again, inspected the model for damage. A huge 
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crack had formed around the occipital bone of the skull, along with more chipping on the finish 

of the spine. 

Maggie couldn’t resist and flicked at the crack on the skull with her fingernail. A flake of 

plaster, the size of a quarter fell away, revealing an ivory under layer. 

“That thing is so creepy,” Lydia said from behind her, causing Maggie to jump. 

“Where did you order this from?” Maggie asked, looking back from Lydia to the model. 

“Some second-hand medical supply company. I don’t remember the name. You said to 

keep it under five-hundred bucks, so I had to dig for a decent used one. Why?” 

“Pull the receipt for me.” 

“Doubt they’ll take it back damaged,” Lydia said, then added “or are you wanting it for 

an insurance claim?” 

“Right,” Maggie said, not really hearing Lydia’s question. She reached out for it again, 

and touched the ivory. The realization hit her like a live wire and she ripped her hand away. 

“This is human.” 

“What,” Lydia asked, taking a step closer to her and looking at it. 

Maggie pointed to the spot on the skull, careful not to touch it again. “That’s real bone.” 

“Oh… Well that’s not uncommon right? I saw real bone skeletons for sale online, but 

they were really expensive.” 

“Right, and I bet they weren’t coated in plaster either,” Maggie said looking at her. “I’m 

going to call the detective. Pull that receipt.” 
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Detective Bower looked at the model and at the file that Maggie had set out on the table 

before him. He had listened to her, and sat in quiet contemplation before he spoke. “So you think 

that someone broke in to show you this?” 

“I don’t know,” Maggie said with a shrug. “It’s just a bizarre coincidence that that file 

would be at the other end of the office on the floor with that model, which I’m quite certain is 

human. Can you guys run a test or something to see if it is, and maybe who it was?” 

“We could send it out to a lab, but it could take several weeks or even months before we 

find anything out, which we’ll probably just find out that it was someone who donated their 

body. These aren’t uncommon.” 

“I know that,” Maggie argued, “but trust me. People don’t typically try to hide that it’s a 

real skeleton versus a replica. Real ones are usually quite expensive because of their 

collectability, and this one was cheap.” She held up the receipt and put it back down in front of 

him.  

“What if they coated it because it was cracking or broken in areas,” he countered. 

“I don’t know, maybe?” She thought about it. The ones that she had seen in school as 

well as in exhibits had been pinned in their broken areas, the bones browned with age. “I really 

don’t think so though. I don’t know how to explain it, but I think this is Hannah Crist.” 

The detective’s eyes widened then rolled at her statement. He leaned over and asked in a 

calm but condescending tone, “You’re not telling me that you think it’s her ghost, are you?” 

It had taken her most of the morning and the early part of the afternoon for it to settle in 

with her, but Maggie was thinking that. It would explain the nightmares that she didn’t get until 

that model showed up. It would explain TJ’s comments: toucher, could he have said, “touch 

her”? It would also explain her office in shambles without any trace of break-in or motive. It was 
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outlandish, but it was the only thing that made sense to her. “Did you guys find anything on the 

DVR?” 

“No, just static for the last week. You probably have a loose wire in your cameras 

somewhere. It happens.” 

 “And there was no sign of forced entry?” She asked rhetorically. 

 “If you’re trying to use all of this to explain a haunting Doc, it isn’t the most logical of 

explanations.” 

 “No? Then I’d love to hear an alternate more logical one,” she spat sitting back in the 

chair and crossing her arms to her chest. 

 “So you think that the ghost of the wife of your former partner is trying to tell you that 

you are in possession of her bones, bones that you just so happened to purchase online from half 

the country away? Or could it be that, your office assistant forgot to lock the door last night and 

set the alarm and a couple of kids happened by, tried the handle and decided to toss the place? 

You would be amazed at how often that happens. I think the stand for this is to blame for this 

thing not staying upright, and rest is just coincidence.” 

 “I’ll pay for it,” Maggie blurted without thinking, then added, “The testing, whatever the 

cost. I’ll pay for it.” 

 

 “Maggie, Detective Bower is on the phone for you,” Lydia said as Maggie walked into 

the office from a treatment room. She had a few minutes while her patient sat under the cold 

laser and decided she had time to take it. 

 Maggie pulled the receiver and hit the hold button. “Detective Bower, thank you for 

holding.” 
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 “No problem, Doc. I got the results back from that model, but before we get into that, I’m 

curious,” he paused before asking, his voice cautious, “are you still having nightmares?” 

 “No, the last couple weeks I’ve slept great. Since the break-in as a matter of fact.” 

 “Huh,” he said, and there was another long pause. 

 “The results, they came back pretty fast. It’s only been what, two weeks?” 

 “I had them expedited.” 

 Maggie waited for him to continue, but after another moment of silence she asked, 

“They’re Hannah Crist’s remains aren’t they?” 

 “No,” he said coming back to the conversation. “They belong to a Rosemarie Blount.” 

 “Oh,” Maggie said, feeling instant defeat. The haunting had made so much sense. 

Everything had returned to normal since she had the model sent off to be tested. Even skeptical 

and bitchy Lydia had conceded to this the last they spoke of it. 

 “Yeah. Mrs. Blount has been missing for the last ten years. I thought that I’d let you 

know that based on your hunch, and I guess you could say, a few that rose up for me since that 

day, I did a little digging on Emile Crist, and to make a long story short, this case is being taken 

over by the FBI. We have at least fourteen missing persons connected to Crist, they are tracking 

down multiple models that have been sold over the years that are also connected with him.  

Pretty ingenious way to get rid of the bodies if you ask me. Or the parts that don’t decompose 

very easily.” 

 Reinvigorated she asked, “Did you find him? Did you find Crist?” 

 “Pennsylvania State Troopers made the arrest at his home last night.” 

 “Did you find Hannah?” 
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 “As of now she is assumed as one of the victims.” There was another long pause before 

he asked again, “The nightmares, they’ll go away?” 

 Maggie felt a sympathetic smile form as she assured him, “Yes, Detective. They’ll stop.”  


