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“Ahem..”

“The sound of footsteps echoed throughout the hospital.
A feeling of dread washed over Irene as she heard her steps
echo far throughout the abandoned building. She could feel
her heart beating and pounding and felt as though it had
dropped to her stomach.

Why had she agreed to such a stupid dare? There was
nothing good to come out of this at all.

She didn't exactly have the time, however, to regret
her decisions. A feeling of her skin curling reminded her
that she had to get her head out of the clouds.

I mean, how hard could it be? She just had to go in,
take a picture of a patient, and leave. If she didn't, her
entire reputation in school would melt away.

This was her motivation to take each step through the
long hallway of the abandoned building. Mere popularity
amongst her peers allowed her to take each step forward in
the abandoned hospital. She didn’t know what was ahead of
her at all.



Irene made sure to keep an eye out for anything that
would even give her the slightest of clues of where she was
supposed to go. There was an assortment of tiles, all in
different qualities, some absent, some cracked, and some in
good shape.

On the walls, there were pictures of fields of flowers
and food, things that would usually bring one comfort, but
they'd turned more muddled as a coat of dust had rested over
them, and now they were nothing but an eerie reminder of
what this place once was. A happy place - Where everyone
could get helped - Now turned into a building with ghost
stories surrounding it.

After what felt like forever of twists and turns down
the confusing hospital, lost without a map or a guide, Irene
found herself in a waiting room. Dead flowers, chairs
toppled over, and cobwebs on the ceiling.

'What in the world..?' She whispered to herself,
stepping back into the hall she’'d come from, not willing to
enter the room.

Irene’'s mind raced to the worst thoughts imaginable
instantly. Was there a murder? An emergency? Why was this
place such a wreck? Her eyes set on the toppled plant near
the entrance to the front desk, then over to the dark
hallway that had malice written all over it - A ruined
doorframe, the remains of a hospital cart, and..

She stumbled back further as she set her eyes on a
mysterious dark puddle. She couldn’'t make out exactly what



it was in the total darkness, but it had to be blood. What
else would be a dark liquid in a hospital? Quickly, Irene
took out her phone and began to panic, texting her friends
that she couldn’'t do this anymore, and begging them to come
in with her and just help her get this one photo.

She closed out of the messages app, then turned on her
flashlight and shone it on the mysterious puddle. She felt
sick as she realized it was dried blood.

It was to be expected, honestly. It was a hospital, it
was abandoned, and nobody dared to take a step near that
place. Irene knew all of this, yet she had accepted the
dare. It was her fault she was in this situation.

And besides, if she called anyone and anybody from
school found out, she'd be seen as a wimp.

With shaky hands, she reopened her messages app to
delete the message she’'d previously sent. However, she was
shocked to see that it hadn’'t been sent at all. In red
letters, her phone said - [Unable to send - No Internet
connection. Try again?]

It didn't matter, anyway, she was going to delete it.

So why did she feel so nervous? So afraid now that she
knew she wouldn’'t be getting any help getting out of here?

Her urge to finish the dare and leave increased
tenfold. Quickly, she overcame her fear and ran into the






waiting room, jumping over the blood puddle and opening the
emergency room with a shaky hand.

As the door opened, she saw a light flickering over the
body of a child. The child was in the middle of decomposing,
part of their skull visible. They were unrecognizable and in
a horrible state, flesh and muscle on display for Irene to
see.

She shut the door instantly upon realizing it was a
body she was looking at.

What in the world had happened here? Irene was never
good with blood and such, but..

What was she expecting to see when she came in? A
pretty woman who was still alive, greeting her with a smile?

This is an abandoned hospital, for Christ’'s sake.

She stood there in a paranoid, paralyzed state for a
few moments. She didn’'t feel comfortable with this anymore,
but she had to.

Imagine how popular she’'d be, she reminded herself as
she finally got the confidence to stand up and open the
door.

Her whole body was shaking as her eyes widened and she
turned on her camera. Irene was just going to take this
photo and get out. It wasn’'t that big of a deal, Irene told
herself.



When the door opened again, however, she saw something
entirely different.

A light-skinned, brown-haired boy with an oversized
hospital gown stared blankly at her for a moment, then
smiled a full smile, showing off that he’'d lost one of his
front teeth.

'Big sister, you came!' He grinned. 'The doctor gave me
a dine ave note sis today!' The boy reached out his pudgy
little hands, expecting an embrace. “I have something to
tell you, too!”

The entire aura of the emergency room had changed.
Suddenly, everything was illuminated, and all the mystery
within the room was no longer there.

Irene took a cautious step forward, turning off her
flashlight as she curiously eyed the child. She rubbed her
eyes and blinked twice to make sure what she was seeing was
real, as the kid lowered his arms and his expression

darkened.

'Big sis, are you alright?' He asked, eying her with
concern present on his face.

'I'm not your sister, I'm sorry, I don’'t even know
you,' Irene spoke in a rather harsh tone, finding herself
unable to control her tone of voice thanks to the stress of
what she’'d been through coming out as anger.



A perplexing expression was plastered onto the boy's
face, as it slowly but surely became more uncanny. 'Where's
my big sister? She said she’d return..' His voice deepened as
his face turned into a sickening purple colour, wrenched
into an inhumane swirl.

The alarming sound that was between weather sirens and
a child sobbing began to blare. The child’'s nursing bed
edged closer and closer to Irene until the boy and herself
were breathing the same air.

The boy spoke in a language that Irene couldn't
understand. Mutters and quickly spoken words were whispered
hastily from his mouth, a purple ooze getting all over Irene
as he continued to speak gibberish.

Irene was very frantic, trying to get out of the
child’'s reach. This was an overload of most of her senses,
her mind was racing, she tried to shut her eyes but she felt
as though that would only put her in further danger.

Despite how much she jerked and squirmed, the kid's
grip came out on top, slowly pulling her face away from her
scalp and her ears, tearing with no mercy as he continued to
speak gibberish rather loudly. At this point, Irene could
not hear him over the sounds of crying and weather sirens.

At this point, it'd reached an end where she couldn't
take it anymore and fainted with ringing, bleeding ears.



When she finally came to, she was inside the emergency
room with the boy. The light flickered above them, and the
room was a wreck.

There, on the hospital bed, the boy's rotting body
lies.

Irene observed the room yet again before realizing
where she was, instantly stumbling back and violently
shaking again, her hands instantly touching her face, which
felt sore but had no sign of injury.

After checking herself briefly, she stayed on the
ground and crawled around in search of her phone, finding it
slid next to the wheels that had been broken off of a
device. She turned the flashlight back on and stood up,
quickly wobbling out of the room.

It was, after the experience with the little boy, that
she reconsidered what she was doing. The popularity wasn't
worth enough, she felt as though she was in immediate danger
in that moment.

She just had to get one picture, but that seemed like
such a high request now.

If she was going to get a picture, she wasn't going to
do it in that little boy’'s room - Nuh uh, never again.

Very carefully, calculating each step before she took
them, she went to the next room. It hadn’'t had a patient, or



a bed for the patient to lay in - It was essentially devoid
of what Irene needed right now.

Another room - The patient was nowhere to be seen.
However, a small mouse was inside the room, sniffing around
the room. When Irene had opened the door, the mouse had
scampered across the floor and out of sight.

Room after room, it was essentially failure after
failure.

Finally, after what felt like forever searching, Irene
had opened the next door to the next room. By now, she was
feeling much more confident - She didn’t think there’d be
another room with someone in it, and by now, she’'d gotten
used to the creepy cobwebs, mystery liquids, and random
items scattered everywhere.

When she stepped into the next room, there was a body
that was entirely covered up - This patient had already
died, and the cloth was a symbol of that. Irene instantly
felt a lot more nervous again.

She approached the body in the well-1lit room and turned
on her camera, taking a photo of herself next to the covered

body .

She quickly slipped out of the room and sprinted down
the hallway, keeping her flashlight on as she ran past every
emergency room, each in a different state. Some had the door
wrecked, others had the door wide open.



Irene watched the wall as she quickly ran by all of
these things.

However, while watching the wall, she found herself
bumping roughly into someone.

This entity did not care to make itself look as
friendly as the little boy had. She looked like a horror of
a humanoid - Infant’'s heads sticking out of her body and
several layers of skin rolling, rolling and piling onto each
other. Eyes, fingers, and other limbs stuck out of random
places, and her legs were covered in blood from her.. For the
sake of keeping this appropriate, the blood came from
somewhere between.

She loomed over Irene, who had already closed her eyes
shut and covered her ears, preparing for the worst.

'Why are you so afraid?' An airy, monotone voice asked
as the woman reached out a deformed arm. As she finished
speaking, the crackling chimes of a lullaby played.

"All the children cannot cry, you are still but a
child~' She hummed, the tone of her voice not growing more
emotional. 'All the children seem to smile when around me,
yet you are clamouring on the floor in fear. Why?’

Irene remained completely silent and stayed on the
floor, not daring to do anything at all until the woman had
left. She didn't care how pathetic she looked in the moment,
she didn’'t think about how she could run away. All she



wanted to do was survive whatever this woman was to throw at
her. The lullaby was all that she could hear.

The blob got down on her knees to gently brush her
hands against Irene’'s back. Her hands were cold and pudgy,
the abnormal fingers poked into Irene’'s skin while the eyes
stayed shut.

Irene flinched as she was touched by the entity. Her
eyes widened as she stared at it silently for a few moments,
staring into what she thought were the eyes of the face.

'Child, your distress concerns me. You flinch when I
touch you - Must I tell you I have no ill intent?' The
entity spoke. The lullaby came to a sharp stop.

'You do not belong here. You are not dead. You are not
one of us,' Though the woman spoke in only one tone, you
could hear that she sighed, showing discontent. 'You are no
child. You are one of the living - Perhaps not a monster -
' The woman stood up straight.

But you are still alive.

'He did not see you for who you were, I apologize. He
has never been good with his eyes. His eyes..

She shook her head as her tone of voice turned more
miserable.

'Please look at me, child, I am speaking to you.' She
pleaded, her once monotone voice now taking on many
different emotions - This time, misery. 'There is nothing I
hate more than silent children.’



Irene did not want to look at any cost. Whatever that
thing was is disgusting.

But if she didn’'t, she risked getting it angry.

She had made the other guy angry. That had to be the
reason why he hurt her like that.

Carefully, she uncovered her ears and opened her eyes.
She was still very scared, and she didn’t want to look at
the abomination in front of her. She felt her arms quivering
as she leaned on them for support, her legs rendered
immobile as the stress of everything she’d been through
collapsed onto her.

The woman seemed a lot more happy. You couldn’'t tell
off of her face, because she had too many to count.

'Child, why are you here? What has happened to you to
make you consider coming to such a vile place?’

Nothing came out of Irene’'s mouth again. Taking photos
of corpses was essentially the same as taking a picture of
the grave. Irene didn't know how angry the woman might get
upon hearing that she’'d committed such a sin.

The woman stood there, quietly waiting. She'd been so
comforting before, why would she suddenly be angry now?



Irene stared at one of her eyes, which was looking
rather frantically all over the place, then looked at
another, which seemed to be piercing into her soul.

She suddenly felt sick just looking at this thing and
had a horrible headache.

She prepared herself to run - She’'d admit what she'd
done and then get out of there as soon as she could.

"I came to take a picture of a body and show it to my
friends, I-'

Irene had already begun to come to her feet. She
mustered up the strength to get her legs, which were once
paralyzed with fear, to move slowly but surely and support
her body.

She'd got this! She could run, she could push herself
to run as fast as possible. She’'d shove her way past this
pile of flesh and instantly reach the exit.

'"I'm sorry, I had to do it, I- I never wanted to be
here, I swear!'

Instead of going forward, towards the exit, Irene found
herself stammering backwards and quivering with fear.

All of the beast’'s eyes were now set on Irene, who now
had no confidence in herself. She wouldn’'t be able to push
past it without realizing that she'd started running.



'Child, it is alright. I will not hurt you. I must ask,
however. What motivated you to take photos of us in such a
vulnerable state? If I had been anyone else in these
corridors, you'd be dead.' The woman still spoke in her
comforting tone, though it became deeper and more
threatening similar to how the little boy's voice had done.

Irene remained quiet, obviously hearing that the
woman's patience was being tested. She continued to back
away, shaking her head, not knowing what to say. 'Just to be
popular' was a stupid reason, she couldn’'t say that. 'For
the money' was a scummy answer, she couldn’'t say that.

She couldn’'t say anything.
Yet again, her stuttering had begun.

'I-... I-' No sentence managed to fall out of her
mouth.

She didn’'t like the sound in the woman’'s voice, not
now. Irene didn’'t know what to say at all.

'I'm sorry!' She repeated, kneeling and covering her
eyes and ears pathetically yet again.

She didn’'t hear the woman insisting that the answer
wasn't good enough.

She didn’'t hear the woman mentioning how impatient she

was.



She didn’'t hear the woman request her to speak again.

She didn’'t see the woman grow into even more of a
horrible manifestation, she didn't hear the crying of the
children that were morphed into the monster's body, she
didn’'t see the purple ooze drip out of the woman's pores,
she didn't dare to take her hands off of her ears or open
her eyes.

However, she did feel the children begin to eat away at
her body, taking larger and larger bites out of her flesh
and tearing every fibre from her being, snapping her bones
and turning them into dust within their mouths. Her eyes
were forced open because her eyelids were absent, but she
couldn't see anything. Around her, it was nothing but
darkness and the occasional child’'s face with large, bulging
eyes and teeth that gnashed and gnashed until they reached
her skin, tearing at her very being.

She couldn’t scream at all, because this pain hurt too
much. She couldn’t scream or breathe or talk or feel
anything anymore but pain all over her body. She watched as
her phone was taken away and eaten by one of the children’s

"

heads-

“That’'s enough, Grace, you've already gone so long with
your scary story!” Chloe insisted, crossing her arms as she
rolled her eyes, ruffling the blanket they were all hiding
under.



“Was it a good story, at least?” Grace asked in an
irritable tone, staring expectantly between her friend and
her sister.

“I think it's time for bed now." Vicky avoided the
question, shutting off the flashlight and stepping out of
the blanket they had sheltered themselves in, turning on the
lights in the trashed bedroom.

“It isn’'t even 10 yet.” Chloe sighed, stepping out of
the cover as well, tossing it over Grace in a playful
manner .

The three of them eventually got ready for bed,
although there were plenty of distractions that they made
for themselves. Finally, when they were all under the
blankets and in their own, comfortable beds, they all said
goodnight.

It wasn’'t silent in the room, but nobody spoke. Nobody
wanted to mention the lullaby that came from nowhere,
crackling away in a whisper.



The Facility

A Short Story By: Edwi. .. .

“Wake up, sleepy head!" Oscar Shouted “We're here at your “special” job”
My eyes slowly creeped open and my head was pounding.
“Wh..What? Where are we?” | said while | was still waking up with a migraine.
“You don't remember? Naps are supposed to be refreshing, not cause memory loss.” Oscar
said “Were at your “dream job” Noah, if you were going to forget this easily | wouldn't have ever
driven you here.”
Just then it all came flooding back, we were heading to an interview at Orion Beta. The
second best facility for science in the world. The first being Orion Alpha (obviously).
“OH WE'RE HERE?!" | exclaimed “Well what are we waiting for? Let's go!” before | could get out
of the car Oscar grabbed my arm and pulled me back in
“We're waiting for that.” Oscar pointed to the facility, a huge facility with guard towers at every
corner and a huge wall connecting them all, and in the middle of that wall was a gate. A huge
gate that was...Shut.
‘Why is it shut? We're here on time aren't we?” | said with concern in my voice.
“Yea we're here on time. But that gate is not moving anywhere.” Oscar said ‘| told you that you
should have stuck with..”
Before Oscar could finish his sentence he was interrupted by a loud screeching noise.
We looked over at the gate and saw that the gate was opening slowly. And as the gate opened
fully a dozen or more armed guards came running out and in seconds surrounded the car.
“GET OUT OF THE CAR!" a soldier yelled while opening the car door pointing their guns
at us. And before we could say a word or do anything the guards lowered their guns and
stopped shouting commands. | overheard one of them say
“Are you sure?...Affirmative.” He closed the car door he was holding open and signaled
for us to drive through the gate.
“What a great welcome party.” Oscar said while starting the car and rolling into the gate.
“My life flashed before my eyes dude.” | said to Oscar clearly in shock by what had happened.
We were stopped by a red and white bar blocking the road and a soldier came up to the
window signaling for me to lower it.
“Noah Campbell right?” The soldier said.
“Yes sirl have my ID if you need it" | said
“No need, and who is this?”
“Oh that's my friend Oscar, he offered to drive me here” | said. The soldier stared at me and
Oscar for what felt like ages.
“Park in spot 247, Oh and here is your scientist ID.” The soldier said
“Ok thank you! Wait, I'm here for an Interview. | don't work here yet. | shouldn't get this ID yet.” |
said curiously.
“HAH, “interview” trust me, the fact you are here right now proves you work here Noah
Campbell.” The soldier said.
As Oscar pulled into the parking spot and | couldn't wait to start my new job. | exited the
car and told Oscar to wait while | found out what | needed to do.



| entered the small door in the center of the courtyard that led to an elevator with 3
floors: surface, basement, and a testing room. | clicked the basement button and the elevator
buzzed to life and started moving towards the basement.

“| can't wait to start my new job!” | told myself.

The elevator came to a sudden halt and an automated voice came over the speakers
“Floor level: basement, Enjoy your new job! Good luck.” Good luck? What does that mean? My
thoughts were interrupted by the doors sliding open and revealing a small area resembling
an..."Office? | signed up to be a scientist not to be a security guard!” | was furious. And | stormed
back into the elevator and pressed the “Surface” button and waited, but nothing happened. So |
pressed it again, nothing. Then the elevator spoke again in that robotic voice.

“You may not leave until your shift is over! Good Luck!”
“What?! This isn't my job!” | stomped back into the office and sat down in anger.

As | sat down | noticed a piece of paper on the desk. | had nothing else to do so | picked
it up and read it. It read:

SECURITY GUARD RULES

Dear Noah Campbell we know you signed up to be a scientist but we decided we can't just let
you test with our fragile information and resources. So we decided to test you. If you can get
through a security guard shift you may have the job you signed up for. Good luck Noah.

Rule 1: While patrolling around the small lab you may hear a screech coming from the room
labeled: Subject 2134. Should you hear this screech, immediately run back to this office and go
into the elevator and click the “Safe Mode” button that should have appeared in the elevator and
wait approximately 30 seconds before returning to your patrol.

Rule 2: The blinds to room 5468 should be closed at all times. If you see the blinds open at any
point in your shift immediately close your eyes and stay as still as possible. Stay like this for 15
seconds before returning to patrolling the lab.

Rule 3: The lights in the lab may go out at any point during your shift. If they do sprint back to
your office and lock the door, wait until the crying stops and then return to your shift.

Rule 4: if you ever feel a tap on your shoulder during your shift DO NOT turn around instead say
‘I don't want to play with you right now susie” and wait for the laughing to stop. If the laughing
does not stop in a timely manner, close your eyes and repeat “Go Away Susie” 5 times or until
the laughing stops.

Rule 5: When passing by room 6784 you may hear one of two things, the first being Growling. If
you hear growling, back away from the room and go back to the office and lock the door. The
second is a voice pleading for help. If you hear this, run as fast as you can back to the office
and enter the elevator. Once in the elevator click the “Safe Mode” button



