“What the…” Lilith scanned the room perplexed as apparitions floated aimlessly about. Evelynn moved cautiously between them, unsure she wanted to risk touching one for fear of what might happen.  

She held her breath when she saw one of the soldiers reach out with his rifle moving it through one of them.  The specter kept moving as if nothing had happened.

The room was fairly large. Dim lighting flickered shadows all around them but the source of the lighting was unseen. Dusty walls enveloped them threatening to close in, but it was all just a trick of the lighting.  The ghosts kept moving about.

Evelynn spied a plat formed area in the center of the room and moved towards it.
“Why do you think they’re here?” Lilith was studying one up close before it floated past her.  She turned just as Evelynn reached the dias.

“No wait!...” Lilith’s words trailed off as Evelynn stepped onto the platform to examine the artifacts housed there.

All at once the specter’s ceased movement and opened their mouths letting out a most deafening shriek that reached deep into their bones. Agony, grief, torture, then suddenly, they began moving again. This time quicker and with purpose.
With it’s mouth still open and the wretched sound echoing all around, one of the apparition’s moved through one of the soldiers.   
He screamed as he fell to his knees, unable to move from the icy touch of the phantom.  The Sadowans leapt into action ordering an instant retreat.

