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l've always hated school

I stumble through the thick forest of trees and finally find it. l\,4y new school. My heart drops with
a thud as soon as I see it, those dark colors, the towers that seem to taunt me as I stand in front
of the building. I feel like a bug. A helpless little bug.

l've never seen a school like this before. Aren't schools supposed to appear welcoming? Or
prestigious? This school is nothing like those l've seen before. This school looks as though it
walked, well I guess appeared straight out of a horror movie. Schools don't walk.
Schools aren't supposed to look like this.
I moved here yesterday, l've begged to be homeschooled but my mother won't hear of it. She
says that I need the social life lhat comes with school.

"Well, here goes nothing", I whisper to myself in what is supposed to be a comforting manner. lt
doesn't feel very comforting. I glance at my watch, 10 minutes until class starts.

Before I can even take a step into the school a tall girl steps out. She looks like no other I've
seen before. She has messy black hair and these eyes that can only be described as tlred.
There's something about her that sends a chill down my spine. Kind of like when you see
something that looks normal but doesn't seem quite right. Something is wrong and you can't put

a finger on rt.

"Welcome, you are the new vict--i mean student, correct?", the girl asks in an unexpected
scratchy vorce.

Did she almost say victim? I look up at her with an expression full of unreadable emotions.
Something is wrong, I can tell. Straightening my posture to look more confident, I answer quietly

"Uhm..yeah." The girl nods, her expression remaining emotionless. The entire situation is
terrifying. lt feels as though something is about to happen, like in horror movies where the scary

and suspenseful music starts playing that warns you something horrible is about to happen.

Except lcan't hear the music because this isn't a cheesy horror movie.

"This is an..rnteresflng place, huh?" I ask with a smile, trying to make small talk. lf there's one

thing my mother taught me, it was to be kind. She always says, small talk can make an

uncomfortable situation more bearable. I think that's a bunch of bologna, but it's worth a shot.

First Dav of School Terrors



The girl stays silent and instead stares at me. I start to wonder if she even heard me. The
silence is deafening. I open my mouth to speak, but before I can even utter a word the girl cuts
me off.

"You're different.", She says as she stares at me, her eyes finally showing some sort of emotion
Hopeful maybe? lnterested? "lvlaybe you'll survrve"

t\,ily breath hitches a little when I hear those words. lvlaybe I'll survive? What is that supposed to

mean? I find myself trying to assure myself that she is joking. Maybe this school has some sort
of dark humor social norm? I wouldn't be surprised. This town can only be described as having
a haunting feeling. Everywhere you go it feels like there's a secret you don't know about, or
something watching you.

"Wha-", Again, before I can even speak the girl cuts me off. She hastily shoves a crumpled
paper into my hands. Her cold skin brushes against mine and I feel a shiver run down my spine

"lf you want to survive you'll follow these rules. Fail to follow them and you'll end up the next kid

on a missing poster. Forgotten". The girl's voice is blank. Although her voice is emotionless as a
rock, I can't help but feel like I'm a part of an elaborate prank. Are they lust trying to scare me,

the new kid? That's what happens in the movies. . .

I glance down at the paper. lt is crumpled, and very clearly old. There is elaborate writing
scribbled in pen. Written on it is what appears to be rules. The rules are as follows:

Don't lolk lo onyone, no motler whot.

Avoid eye conlocl wilh everyone.

D0 NOI help people, no moller whol lhey soy.

Al ll:00 find o ploce lo hide.

Don't lry to leove before 12:00 PM, fhey'll colch you

From 8:00 to 9:00 cover your.ors.

Don'l eol lhe cofelerio food.

Al l:00 hold onlo somelhing heovy os best you con.

No moller whol you see, don't show feor.

Don'l lel them know you're humon.

What the..? These rules are so absurd, l'm sure it's a prank now. Don't let them know you're

human? I need an explanation.

I lift my head to look at the girl, She is still watching me. I open my mouth to ask about this, but

yet again, she interrupts me.



"Asking questions is going to get you killed. Follow the instructions, good luck", the girl then
walks away, leaving me at the enlrance of the school alone. I roll my eyes a little at the stupid
prank, crumpling the paper and shoving it into my jacket pocket carelessly.

The inside is, ironically, just like a normal school. Something feels off. Almost..old? That seems
to be a unaversal theme here. lt can only be described as liminal space. lt just looks familiar,
almost like l've seen it before. I can't put a finger on why though I carefully step onto the white
tiled floor and look around. lt's empty, the only thing filling the space is an oddly eerie feeling
and the humming of the old lights that occasronally flicker slightly. Where is everyone?

I cautiously walk further into the building and immediately feel a pit in my stomach. I round a

corner to find my first class. English. Should be an easy class to start off with. I walk the empty
hallways until I find room number 666. That's... ironic. Are there really over 600 classrooms
here?

I swallow nervously as I enter the classroom. lt's empty. 'Well that's surprising' I think bitterly. I

walk to the back of the classroom and sit down in a back row seat. IVaybe l'll draw less attention
to myself back here. As I sit in the back of the classroom I can't help but think back to the list of
rules. What if they are real? I shake my head as if to shake the thought away.

I glance at my watch again. Two minutes until class starts. Suddenly I hear rumbljng in the
hallway. I look at the door anxiously as a shadow creeps closer. A part of me is expecting a
horrid monster to appear and eat me alive. Surprisingly enough, or rather unsurprisingly a line of
normal looking studenls walks in. Maybe that strange girl is getting in my head.

I close my eyes and take a deep breath to relax my nerves. Nolhlng is wrong..just some first day

of school neves. ltry to assure myself. I take a final breath before opening my eyes only to be

met with all of the students turned around in their seats staring at me. lt's at this moment l'm
sure something is horribly wrong.

All of their eyes are black. Not as in their lrises are black. No. All of their eyes are black, even

the sclera. lt's like staring into endless black pits. I feel the blood drain from my face as my body

freezes up. Not fear freezing up, well, partly, but this is different. I feel like l'm actually being

frozen. Like, someone dumped water over me and stuck me in a freezer.

A part of me though, can't help but wonder, what if it's not a prank? No, that's nonsense.
Schools are safe, schools don't have absurd rules to guarantee your survival. Schools don't
have non-human creatures.

I sigh under my breath, this isn't a very good beginning. Walking over to the door, it more so
resembles that of a giant old castle than a school. lnstead of regular metal school doors, this
building has large wooden doors with unsettling knockers shaped like sharp monstrous teeth.
Before I can knock, the door creaks open and I get my first glance of the school.



I manage to tear my eyes away from theirs. I glance down at my desk. Avoid eye contact. Avoid
eye contact. Avoid eye conlacl. That's what the ljst said, right? As soon as I look away the
frozen feeling dissipates. The teacher clears her throat and all the students turn to face her. I

glance up, albeit, fearfully at the teacher. She has normal eyes. I look at her name tag. Ms.
Benish. I reach a shaky hand into my pocket and pull out the crumbled piece of paper.

The students all remain eerily still and stoic. lt's like they aren't human. Well, now l'm not sure
they are human. I reread the list again and take a quiet breath. I'm confident that this isn't a joke
anymore. Maybe I'm dreaming? No, dreams are scary, but this is scary. Dreams don't make you
feel like this. This fear is indescribable. lt's like no fear l've ever felt before. lt suddenly hits me:
this is a matter of life or death now.

I lift my head slowly and look up at the board, it's only then I notice that this isn't English on the
board. lnstead of words, strange symbols cover the board. l've never seen symbols like these.
This isn't normal. I turn and look at the bookshelf to see various books that appear to be
hundreds of years old. There are books in English this tjme. Ihe History of Human Todure
Atlethods a title reads. lvly posture stiffens. Deflnitely not normal...l want to go home.

The first class went well. Well, I guess as good as it could be considering my life is in danger.
None of the students looked at me again. NIs. Benish seemed to keep the attention off of me. lt
seems like she's being held hostage though. The list said 'Don't let them know you're human'. I

don't think they know l'm not one of them.

I look down at my watch which will surely become my best friend throughout this horrifying
school day if l'm going to follow the list, whach I will. lt couldn't hurt, right?. 7:58.

I make sure no one else in the hallway is looking and pull out the list once lhe coast is clear
'From B:00 to 9:00 cover your ears'

Cover my ears..? I notice all of the creatures entering class rooms. I don't want to go to the
second period. I have a higher chance of being caught. lf I decide to skip, I'll have a smaller

chance of getting caught as a human. I start to walk towards the bathroom, my safe haven for

the next hour or so until I come up with a plan. What a wonderful first day of school.

Before I can even enter a loud screeching sound starts. lt's so loud I can practically feel my skull

vibrating. I quickly cover my eyes as hard as I can to block out the noise and run to lhe
bathroom. The noise hurts. Now I know why the list said to cover your ears. I don't know what
the noise is, and I don't really want to find out eather. I stumble into the corner bathroom stall and
quickly fumble with my backpack to get out my headphones. I practically jam them anto my ears

and start blasting music to stop the norse.

l'm walking to my second period right now. The hallways are full of creatures. Some look normal
except for the eyes. l'll call those ones the eyeless. l've also noticed another crealure. This
creature is not even fully there, it's almost like a mist, a ghost really. I'll call those ones the
gliders since they glide across the hallways almost like hawks circling their prey.



I musl have fallen asleep. I sit up and rub my tired eyes. My headphones have fallen out. I don't
know when. lt seems the noise has finally stopped. I glance at my watch yet again. l0:30. I was
asleep for a while. I'm definitely not dreaming then. Not that i thought i was anyway. I'm sure this
is real now. l'm made aware that I am hungry as my stomach rumbles like a volcano. Maybe I

can go get lunch. The cafeteria food can't be that bad, can it? | slowly exit the stall and creep
towards the cafeteria.

The hallways are empty. I mean, lt is in the middle of a class period. I wonder what ls for lunch
today. The cafeteria is about as dull as the rest of the school. lt smells heavenly though which is
a stark difference from the rest of the school which has an unpleasant moldy odor. I wander
inside and notice a table of sandwiches for lunch.

These aren't normal sandwiches. They look delicious. When I say they look delicious l'm not
exaggerating, they look as though Gordon Ramsey himself made them and they were blessed
by Jesus Chist. Perhaps it's just my slomach rumbfing. I quickly snatch a sandwich before
running back to the bathroom.

I enter my stall again, excited to eat this sandwich

Not even 10 minutes later I hear someone enter the bathroom. I haven't even eaten my
Sandwich. Loud thumping footsteps make their way to the stall l'm hiding in. I pause and stay
Silent. I can't get caught. Not when l've made it this far already. lt was then that fate must have
decided it hates me because I noticed that the sandwich isn't as good as lwas under the
impression it was. Bugs start crawling out of it, causing me to let out a shocked and fearful
gasp.

Why are there bugs in my sandwich? The list was right after all. Food isn't supposed to have

bugs in it! I knew this school was messed up, and now the evidence just keeps stacking up. The

footsteps walk right up to the outside of the stall door. Then stop. I shouldn't have made any
noise. I'm so stu pid.

A large silhouette streams through the bottom of the stall. I slowly peek through the crack to

see who's there. I'm only met with the sight of a large red eye staring back at me. I gasp and

jump back with a little scream. An eruption of dull humorless laughter comes from the other side

of the door.

The list says to hide at 1'1 :00. I suppose this is an okay hiding spot. I mean, in the movies it's
where people hide from people, that and their problems. I think both apply in this situation. I

don't want to move for the fear of whatever will happen if you don't hide. lt's already 11 :00 so I

should probably just stay here.



"l know you're there, come on out. I won't bite" the creature says. lt looks like a glider, except in
a humanoid form rather than a big blob of mist. l'm not going out there. You couldn't pay me to
go out there.

"l need help getting out of here..these monsters are scary, rlght? I disguised myself as one to
keep on the down low", the glider says. Wait- ls she a student too? No, it can't be. I haven't seen
anyone else here, and this'costume' seems way loo realistic. My hiding spot must not have
been good enough. She must know l'm a human if she is trying to trick me out of here.

I don't say anything and instead try to think of a way out. There has to be a way out, right? lVy
heart is pounding. The lights ominously start to flicker, making this situation more eerie af that
was even possible at this point.

A loud sigh can be heard before the door to my stall gets slammed into

My eyes widen as I start to panic. Where do I go?! I'm cornered. I notice lhe gap going into the
next stall. I quickly kick my backpack under the door and out of the stall to distract the glider
before crawling into the next stall, and standing on the toilet so she cant see my feet. Maybe
she'll think I was able lo get away. The stall ljust crawled out of is broken into.

ln a moment of pure adrenaline I exit the stall. The glider is still in the original stall, so I quickly
lock it in. I then quickly ran out of the stall and into the hallway, leaving my backpack there.

I need to get out of here. They clearly know l'm here, and l'm not one of them. As l'm running an
alarm goes off and I hear doors slamming open. They are trying to get mel Before I can even
process what is happening an arm reaches out and pulls me into a room.

This is it, this is the end. I try to fight against the person's tight grasp only to realize the person's
skin feels oddly warm, and if I know anything about these monsters it's that they are cold. lnside
and out.

"SHHH! lf you want to get out of here stop strugglingl l'm on your sidel", the person says. She
has a trembling yet older voice. I recognize it as the voice of my first period teacher, l\4s Benish
The human one. I slowly stop struggling and she releases me. I turn to look at her and she has

a finger in front of her lips signaling me to be quiet.

"Yes! Let me make this quick, you're not the first person to come here. Every human who has

the misfortune of coming here doesn't make it out. Those are the children without eyes, I'm sure

"Youre..youre on my side..?", I ask warily as I examine her. She really looks like a real human.
Real human.l never thought I would say that in my life. The only thing that seems off is how
tired she looks. Although, that's to be expected. She's working in a school filled with monsters.

Literally.



you've noticed them. Look, you have made it farther to getting out than anyone else has. The
teachers are being held hostage, and if you get out, we get freed. So i'm going to help you"

Ms.Benish runs a hand through her graying hair and starts to pace. "This is going to be difficult, I

mean, they know youre here. You left your backpack, correct? This is practically a suicide
mission now!", she exclaims tiredly.

"l've made it this far, haven't l?" I ask, trying to keep a positive outlook on everything. We can do
this. ltake a deep breath and pull out my list.

"We have time to plan..l can't leave until 12", I glance at my watch. "l have 20 minutes until i can
leave relatively safely"

When I look up, lvls.Benish is looking at me intently with a confused expression on her face

"Who gave you that list?"

I hold up the list as if to say'this list?'. "Oh..when I first got here this random girl with black hair
gave this to me..she told me to follow it if I wanted to survive", I explain. Does she not know the
girl..?

An apprehensive and shocked expression crosses her face. She mumbles something
incoherent under her breath that I can't quite make out before shaking her head. Does she know
something? I open my mouth to ask but she gives me a look that says not to ask.

What is up with everyone cutting me off at this place??

"You can do this..please..save us all" She doesn't even give me a chance to speak before
pointing towards a vent. Her voice is shaking as if she's about to cry. "Go through there, the
hallways are being patrolled in search of you. Take two lefts and a right and you'll be in the
garbage room."

"Thank you, Ms.Benish"

"Okay. I think the best way to get you out of here is going to be through the trash chute. I know
it's not the most favorable exit, but no one goes back there and the food scent should mask your
human scent.", she says after a few seconds. She walks up to me and adjusts my hoodie so
that it rests better on my shoulders, almost jn a motherly way. lt looks as though she is terrified.

I can clearly understand she isn't very open about her emotions. She probably doesn't want to
say goodbye. I walk over lo the vent and slowly crawl in. The metal is cold against my skin, but I

will manage. lt feels wrong leaving without saying somefhlng. I slowly peek my head out and

meel her eyes.





I then crawl inlo the vent, trying not to look back. l've only known this woman for a few hours,
yet it hurts to leave. What if I can't save her and let her down? I don't want to leave her there. I

guess that's.iust another thing I was never good at. Saying goodbye.

The stench is absolutely horrid. lmagine the worst smell you can think of. I can guarantee this is
worse. I gag a little as I look down the disgusting garbage chute. I whine a little as I swing a leg

over inlo the chute. I pinch my nose with my fingers as I sit inside.

"Here goes nothing" I say in an odd voice because of my plugged nose. ltake a deep breath like

I always do before pressing the button to be dumped. I immediately start coughing because in
that deep breath, all I got was the disgusting fumes of whatever these things eat.

As I get towards the botlom of the chute I notice that the ground is way lower than it should be
for a two story school.

"Wha-'

I then notice the ground is moving. I gasp and try to grab onto something in the chute to stop
myself from falling any further. The school is moving! Schools don't move! What is even
happening anymore. lt must be 1:00! The steel of the chute is too slippery to properly get a
grasp on, and I find myself slipping all the way to the bottom.

What is this? The 5th time I found myself close to death?! This has been a long day

I manage to grab onto a handle at the end of the chute. The only problem now is that I am
helplessly hanging from the garbage chute of a walking school. Yes, I said walking. The school
has now grown eight spider-like legs and is crawling around way over the ground. My arms are

shaking. l'm gonna fall. Curse my weak noodle armsl

Suddenly my hand slips. I scream as I find myself falling through the air. Does this count as
escaping? I mean..technically i made it out, right? Just not for long. My eyes tear up as the
ground comes closer and closer.

The wind is whipping through my hair as I fall. The cold air is biting my skin. I tightly squeeze my

eyes shut, not wanting to see when I hit the ground. Before my supposed inevitable death

happens Something catches me by my hoodre.

Huh?

The vents are crammed and frigid. I want to turn back but I know I can't. I have to keep going.

For that teacher, for all lhe other teachers, for these lost souls and trapped children, for myself.
Two lefts and a right later I drop into the garbage room.



I crane my head around and see a tree branch. Well, that was lucky I suppose. I wipe at my
teary eyes and take a shaky breath. l'm absolutely terrifled. lwatch as the school walks away
and I can't help but feel relieved.

"You made it!", a familiar voice says. I turn around and am met with the sight of the girl that gave
me the list, and behind her all of the teachers from the school. The girl's voice is no longer dark
and raspy, now the opposite. lt's more happy and upbeat.

"Thank you for saving us", lhe teachers say with relieved smiles. "We knew you could do it"

I am surprised that they are all standing there in front of me again. I quickly scan the crowd in
search of the teacher I've grown fond of. A pit forms in my stomach when I don't see her.

"Where..?", I start to say. The girl shakes her head with a solemn expression.

"The English teacher, right? She didn't make it..she..she sacrificed herself so you could escape",
the girl explains.

I feel my heart shatter. lt can't be, right? As I scan the crowd I can tell they are being sincere. A
sob escapes my throat as my knees get weak. No..

The girl comes closer and gently hugs me

My converse echoed against the school hallway tile. lt's the first day of school. A new school
this time. I take a deep breath. I can handle this, right? I mean..nothing can be worse than that
horror show of a school. lcan dothis.lthink to myself as lenter the classroom. As soon as I

enter my eyes meet a famlliar pair of eyes that no longer seem as tired. I drop my backpack.

"Ms. Benish..?"

Nole by lhe oulhor, me :)

T[is s]org wos prellg long, l ^ ,orry. I couldn'l reollg find o woy lo shorlen il . I wrole lhis oboul school. I meon,

lhere were o lol of porollels lo how ocluolschoo/ is. 0ffenl;mes sludenls reolly ore lerrible. They noke you feel scornd

lo be yoursel{ orourd lhem, ood oflen moke leochers hor" o rough doy. I sorl of s/ro*ed l/ris wilh how lhe teochers n

lhis slory ore being held hostoge by lhe sludenls *ho hoppen lo be monslers. The sludenls were descdbe,i os beino oll

lhe some, showing how oflen our individuol;ly is stripped o*oy from us ond we ore forced lo ocl oll lhe so.e. This con

The tree branch starts to slowly drop down to the ground. Not like it's breaking, no, lt's almost
like an arm slowly lowering me to the ground. I stumble slightly as my old scuffed converse
finally meets the ground.



olso relote lo how people follow olhers jusl lo fl in. In lhis slory lhere ore olso lillle porollels lhot I lhink oren'l ve,y

serious bul rolher {unny. like the lerrible cofelerio food. All lhroughoul lhe slory lhere ore lhings lhol relole to ny

personol experience wilh school. I lhougfi n odded o nice louch, ond il s fun lo look oul for. Thonks for reoding!



.Tustin F

lL,(\\ /r{ LN
Cleative Writing

l0/l rii2i

By thc Candlclight

-l-

As dusk laid a cool blankct of mist ovcr thc rolling grccn hills of'thc Polislr lantlscapc, SamLrcl

Piotrowski; a yount boy, stood u'atching the sunset as it gradr:ally ladetl beneath the horizon. lts rvllnr

colors that painted the skyline a breathtaking array of multihued lights that slorvly darkcned as the sun

sank dinlly toward the horizon; r'eaching outwards toward the fleeting light. Samuel had lo admit to

himsclf tliat thc sight uas indccd bcautiful. and hc couldrr't rcsist star)ding forjust a bit lorrgcr: aclnrilint

thc vicw. Evcntually, Santucl turncd and hcgan trudging onwards oncc again, trost-bittcn grass crunchirrg

dryly uridcr his rveaty boots. Having walked lbr days and nights on cnd througlr barlcn llelds. he cau icd

upon his back a rveighled scnse ofresigrration. It had been less than three nronths since the Great War hud

ravagetl the Polish landscapc; to$,r)s and cities had becrr lcft in ruin, and Sarnuel's parenls were lost to hir)r

in thc conflict. Thc (icrnral nrilitia had bccn rutlrlcss. nrclcilcsslv and cllirltlcssly dcvoiding thc oncc

scrcnc landscapc ofall bcauty and dcsirc. Norv, lcfi all alonc, Sanrucl u,andcrcd thloLrgh thc icy sodtlcn

fields, continuing a li'uitless search lbr signs of lif'e in a desolate wasteland.

As Samuel rounded a neur crest. he tbund h inrse lf staril'rg down at a quant. but cxpansive village.

The houses nreanderetl along the geotle hillside, each onc r.aried florl tlrc nex1. arld no t\\'o tllc sarne.

Sonre were brick and ulortar. otllers stonc and thatch. Sorne lrad swool.ring victorian-stylcd rools. Others

liad flat tops with chimncy holcs. Yct togcthcr thcy all sharcd a similar fcaturc; thcy wcrc dark and crnpty.

Not onc light rvas on in thc darkcncd windows, not a singlc plumc of snrokc rosc fioln a cllinrncy, not a

single soul wandercd the etnpty stone ladcn stleets, and nnt a sound was to be hcard beside the u,iutl thirt

rustled the trces.

Another ccrsuult.v ol.the war, Santucl thought to hirnself. At sontc point in tintc, this village had

rnost likcly bccn a warm place. full of lifc and activity. Thc peoplc u'ho oncc livcd ltcrc ortcc had fcstivals



and celebrations. they conversed daily with each other and sharcd nteals. Norv. it rvas but a dark shadory

ofwhat it used to be. Satnuel took a shuddcring breath. clearing his rnind. He had better rhings to uorr).

about rather than the lives ofpeople he nevcr krreu,. His orvn Iile was his top priority.. and lrs lrad rro onc

Icft to rcly ort but hinrsclf. Night was sctting in lhst. arrd SantLrcl klcu, lhc rcnrpcraturc rvorrld steaclily

dcclinc until thc air bccanrc so cold it woultl ticczc his lungs u,itlr a singlc brcatlr.

So Sarnuel continucd onward, hc madc his way down thc hillsidc toward thc villagc, stcpping

precariously around the shrubbery and wreckage. Up close, he could see tlre devastation ofthe village

nlore clearly, solne lrouscs were tnissing walls, others root.s. Sorre wclc lcvclecl eltlirelv. otltcrs brtrnt lo

such a degree they appeared blacker than the night skv. SanrLrel observcd no bodies in the streets. rr \\ as ls

if cvcryonc had sirnply vanishcd cntircly, thc houscs bcing thc only rcmnants that thcy had scr bccn hcrc

at all.

Sarnucl spent tlie next u,hile searching tlrc honrcs, trying to Iintl thc bcst onc to slay ir1 lbr thc

night. lt didn't take hirn long to detennine ar older looking brick home to be the idcal candidatc lbr the

llighl. It had the nrajority of its walls intact, save a snrall patch rnissilg by the top ol'the backnrost u,ull.

Thc roofhad no ntajor chunks missing, and it had a chinrncy witlr a flrcbox for him to start a firc in. In Iris

scarch Samucl tbund somc rations hc could cat, Iikc a can ol- plcscrvcd bakcd bcans. and a f'cw sticks ol'

.jerky. He'd also fbund a slightly, rusted pocket knit'e, rvhosc blade rvas still shary, along u ith a tirded lcd

car'rdle that bore a f'aint yet familiar scenti the sccnt ofstrauberries.

lnside the house, Samuel used the pocket knil'e to cut up large strips of an old grcen anncltair hc

would Lrse as kindling, he'd also found a rack ofdried logs he rvould use lor the fire stacked neatly bcside

an ncarby bLrilding. Hc rvas thanklul that lrc had sturnblctl acloss this villagc. fbr thc last ftrv nights hc

had bccn camping outsidc in thc cold wcathcr, slowly nrnning out of watcr ar']d lbod. With wintcr scllin$

in, Samuel began to corrsider staying in this village tbr the season. Thcre would hopetully be cnoLrgh lbod

in the houses and nearby forest to sustain hirn, and it plovitled shelter fi'om the fiigid otttside. He coultln'l

have hoped for a better place to stay. albeit onc u'ilh living people trright havc been beltcr.



Saniuel pilcd the logs into tlre tlrcbox. obsen,ing the thickly packed asl.r pilcd insidc. Ile cover.ed

thc logs with the tabric he cttt fionr befbrc, shoving dricd twigs anrl pinc needles inro thc rnitlclle. Turning

Samuel reached into his satchcl and pulled out a box ol'matches. lle took one ofthe tiny lccl sticks and

struck it agaillst thc box, watching as it flarcd to lifc. Carcfully hc uscd thc dying light ro ignirc rhc ciricd

foliagc, lcaving thc match insidc to burn. Thc firc camc to lifc quickly, dcvouring thc lucl rvithin its r-cach

Thc llamcs grcw, cngulling thc fabric, and bcfirlc long thc logs. Santtrcl clitln't stcp back until hc was surc

the tire was bunring steadily. and when hc was surc did he relax and lay back. The roorrr bcgan to wanr,

and Samuel breathed a sigh ofrelief, tonight he would not have to bear the cold and wind, it would be a

peaceful night.

With drc firc going, Samucl bcgarr gctting rcady to cat, hc opcncd thc can ofbcans arrd pourcd thc

contcnts into a littlc pot hc'd ibund. Evcn though it rvasn't thc clcancst, Sar.nucl lclt tlrclc wclc morc

important things he needed to worry about than a little rust in his fbod. He hcld the pot over thc fir e,

rvatching as the flamcs tickled the underside of its belly. Soon hc observed bubbles in the soupy beans, so

he pullcd it offthe Ilrc and set it down. Taking out thejerky he'd firurrtl. Sanruel rippccl tlrcllr Lrp into litllc

bits and droppcd tlrcur in tlrc pot; stirring it all togcthcr with a lrttlc woodcn spoon. Thc nrcal rvas plcntifirl

and filling, thc bcst Samucl had had in awhilc in tact. Whcn hc was donc. hc sct asidc thc pot and spoon

and laid down on his pillow by the file. He pulled his woolen blanket up over himself and trxrk a tleep

breath. His eycs watcltcd the fire intently, studying the way the tlanlcs troved along the logs. like sornc

sort ofchaotic clance. ll was hard to believe sLrch innoccnt flarnes could also burn clown enlitc lbrcsts, arrd

desecrate a whole city.

For a bit Samucljust laid and stalcd with fascination, cvcntually his cxhaustion bcgarl to sct in,

his cycs droopcd, his body rclaxcd, and cvcllttrally hc fcll aslccp.

Sarnuel opencd his eyes to find hinrsclfsurrounded by tltrrkncss. u,as it still ni-ultt.) (illrncilg

Sarnuel noticed the fire was still smoldering intently, r rich is rvhy hc didn't feel very cold, btrt it had died

out for thc most part which explaincd thc lack of hght. Why had hc awokcn? Shaking his hcad Sanrucl



pressed into his soft pilloiv and tried to lall back asleep, but he coLrldn't. sornerhing ditln't tecl right. .lLrsr

as Samuel was about to disrniss the thoughts he heard, a Iorv rurnble. lt rvas barely audible. antl it sounclcrl

solnewhat farniliar to that of a mortar shell striking lhe ground I'ar-au,ay. \ryas a bombinq lrappcning

ncarbyl Santucl shiftcd -ucntly, blinking a fcu' tinrcs lrcforc hc hcard anothcr noisc. It was no nrollal s]rcll.

it was a growl, likc thc sort ofguttural noisc a bcast rvould rnakc as it stalkcd its prcy in thc bush. SanrLrcl

whippcd up quickly, his blankct lalling down bcsidc him. Was thcrc a wolf or bcar prowling outsidc thc

house, had sometlring tracked his scent. Silencc enveloped the roorn again, and tbr a rrornent Sarrrucl

began to th ink hc had -lust imagined the entire thing. that rvas until tllc uoise canre again, .jr.rst oulsirle tht

door. [t u'as a growl. like stones grindine against orrc arrother. lt was most defilitely not his irrra-qinltion.

Quickly Sarnucl rcachcd for his satchcl, would a tiny pockct knile bc ablc to fcld ofla rvoll..)

Should hc scrcam in an attcmpt to scarc it away'/ Or stay quict and hopc it would lcavc? Samucl's lrand

brushcd against the candle ir his satchcl, and realized he shoLrld probably pull it out and light it so hc

coultl see. lle lurnbled tbr a rninute as lre pullcd it rntl his rnatcl.rbox out, his fingcrs slippcd and hc

dropped the box ofmatches, and they spilled out on the floor, tuurblin{ about. I-le grabbed one anrl slruck

it quickly, his fingcrs shaking. Holdrng it to thc littlc black wick thc candlc flarcd to lifc, and thc roonr

bccamc dirnly illumilatcd. Samucl lookcd at thc door. which was clackcd just a bit, bu not cnough li)r

hitrr to see out ofit. Was the beast goue lorv? Sanrucl hcld hrs bleatlr as he waited lor any noise 1o conrc,

but what canre next was surely u,orse. Sanruel watched in honor as the door slou ly creaketl, swinginr.l

ever so slightly inward. The rusty hinges screamed as tlrc door inched open, and Sanrucl could see a long

nretallic like talon pressed against its franre. The clarv-likc shape u,as a shiny black. archcd and thick. and

tltc talon cantc to a shary pointcd cnd. What was outsidc thc bLrilding'l That was tro claw of a rvolf. ttot

cvcn a bcar would havc a claw that big. Samucl watchcd s thc claw slorvly rctractcd back out thc cltxrt,

and another grumble came fr:om just outside. lt was louder nou, with thc doot open. For thc next f'er.v

ntinutes Samuel sat, staring at the empty space, rvaiting tbl sortrething to happen. Nothitlg carne, rtrd

Sarnuel rcalized lrc nccdcd to breathe. The boy sputtcred us he lel out the air trappcd in his ltrttss. lrrd hc

coughc{ for a n.}ot'ncut as hc tr-icd to rcgain lris conrposurc. Shitiing. hc slorvll'sttxtd r.tp. shakily rrr.rr irru



ove[ to lhe doonvay. still holding the candle tightly. as hc arrivcd Samuel quickly jumped arouud the

conter. Darkness, it rvasjust darkness, rvith his candlc in hand Sanruel could see nothing but clarkncss

outside the door. He made a sigh ofrelief, aud exhaustion Uooded his lirnbs as the anticipation and

anxicty hc had bcctt drou'triuq il slowly sccpcd away. Lcaning against thc doorlrantc SanrLrcl slid dou,n

until hc was sitting again, taking a shuddcring brcath. Whatcvcr rhat had bccn, it had Iclt hirl uttcrly

tclrificd.

- -

Satnuel opened his eyes rvearily, blinking a few tinrcs as he tried to clcar the drou,sirrcss lionr his

vision. Ile was culled up tightly undemealh his r.r'oolen blanket. stariug blankly at the fireplace u hich sat

silcnt. Thc room was dimly lit as sunlight f'littcd through thc glass pancd r.r,indos,s, it r,,'asn't r cry bright.

which indicatcd thc day was most likcly cloudy. It was cold, but not unbcarablc, and undcrncath his laycrs

Sanruel didn't l'eel the chill. Sining upright the boy yawned aud strclchcd his arms, shaking auav thc

sleep. Sornething didn't f'eel right to hinr though. it rvus as if he rvas tbrgetting something. Did sontcthing

happen?

Thc rcalization hit Sarnucl likc a frcight train, and hc whippcd around to look at thc door, which

was closcd tightly, a chair backcd up against thc dool handlc. That's right! Last night, Sar:.rucl had

witncsscd soll)e so ot'- monstcr? Something like that outsidc his door. lurking in thc darkncss, and it hatl

scared hinr so thoroughly that he'd ban'icaded thc door atierwaltls. lle everr remembered sitting by thc

restoked fire unable to fall asleep, apparently though his weariness had caught up to hinr and hc'd lallcn

asleep. The memorics were colder than the molning air, and shiver-s ran up and down his back as an tntugc

olthat glistcning black talon appcarcd in his nrind. Sanrtrcl shook his hcad. trying to clcar thc thoLrghts us

hc pullcd his blankct back up around himsclt, curling up again. lt is gonc now though, right'l

The day progressed steadily, and by rroon Sarnuel tbuntl himself sitting on the edge of a little

stone rvell whose rocky blocks r.vere grayed and u'ont front age. The boy obsen'ed little srlou flakcs

falling all alound him. tiny spccks ofpcarlesccnt watcr thal glittclcd down all around thc aban&rncd



villagc. lle coLrld alreadv see small piles lirrming alountl. anrl thc grountl rvas beconring a grccn antl u hitc

ntix. Winter was here. and Sarnuel had fbund himsclf r place rvherc he could hopetirlly u,ait the long

tltontlts out. Durirt{ the day he'd scavengcd arouncl and began nroving things to his horl]e. He fbund nrany

cans ofprcscrvcd foods, jars and boxcs packcd with rations. Hc lound carycntry supplics ald spcnt a f'cu,

hours patchittg up dil'l'crcnt parts of thc building hc was stuying in. Hc cvcn sturg Lrp somc cunairs on thc

windows. Ovclall, thc young boy was quitc ploud ol'his own rcsonlccfulncss. Now, SanrLrcl was taking r

break, sitting and watching the snowflakes dritl down arountl him while he had a snack. He thought about

the night belbre, was he sure what he had seen was reall The noises could have truly been nrortar shells in

tlre distance. they could have alsojust been his inragination. The talon had seemed real, but uhat il- il u'as

a hallucination. Aficr all, it was so dark outsitlc that hc coLrlti lrar c just bccn imaginine a shapc untong llrc

inky night. San.rucl l'clt conllictcd, what if rvhatcvcr illlinral that had bccn showcd up again'.' ll'il had cvcl

existed in the first place. Samuel klew leaving the villagc now would almost certainly mean his death.

With the bnrtal u'inter beginning to set in. he'd plobably tl'eeze to death within a weck.

For today, Samuel would stay il the village. I Iopelirlly whatever hc had seen. had it beerr lcal,

would ncvcr show itsclf again and hc wonld bc ablc to pcacctully wait out thc harsh rvintcr ntonths in lhc

saftty of walls. Looking down at thc stick ol dricd vcnisorr in his hand. Samucl sighcd and lookcd up to

the sky. LIe was exhausted.

Sarnuel opened his eyes l ide as a lou, rumblc slou ly clronccl through the ntglrt. I he troise rr rs str

off-puttirrg rhat it ntade Sartruel's back tilgle u,ith I'ear. Slorvly. and rvithout makitrg a sotttld thc boy rosc

fron his pillow, his cycs watching thc door intcntly. Iu thc darkncss hc could makc out tllc shapcs {)ftllc

haldlc and chair plcsscd up against it. Looking arvay Sanrucl rcachccl into his satchcl agairl, hc drrg

tll.oLrgh il lbr a monent until his hands errraptrLrcd a surall waxy iteln. I Ic retracted thc cantlle otrl ol'll)c

bag, antl blindly ran his hands along the floor to find lris rnatchcs. Sanruel stopped as hc heard I tloisc- his

blood running cold. He could hear the sound ofthe doorknot.t turning. it was very fairrl, but he could hcar

t5c soulrl as it clickcd and thc lock discngagctl. Hurror iliru'trcd rtn thc bol and hc hastill prckccl trp his



Pace. His right lland bumped against a small box and he snatched rt up quickly, Saniuel didn't even botlter

trying to riflc through it and irrstead just durnped the corltents orrto the floor. I Ie snatchcd up lr rnarch.

striking it quickly. The sorall flame brightened his vision and he helcl it against the srubby canille u,ick

until it caught ablazc.

Samucl sputt around cluickly as hc hcard thc chait squcal as it was pushcd with thc door, its lcgs

raking thc woodcn lloor undcmcath. Thc sor:nd uradc thc boy cringc at how loud it was. and Sartrucl was

lblced to watch irr atrticipation as tlre door slowly opened again. he noticed alrnost instantaneously tllc

black talon from the night before prcssed against the fiante, urging ir open.

What should he do? He uas trapped iu this house with just a caudle in his hand as sonrething

prowlcd outsidc, it was no ordinary animal aftcrall. No aninral could discngagc thc lock on a door, thcn

turn thc handlc and Iorcc it opcn. Whcn thc door rvas lr.rorc than haltway it stoppcd. arrd thc tulon lcccrlcd.

Satnuel slou,ly stood up again. taking shallorv breaths as he srvallor.r'ed the fcar in his thrort. IIe backcd

up ulltil he stood against the far wall, should he try and hide? There rvere secondary roorns in the housc he

could go into, but this was the biggest space. If whatever was outside carle inside, he would need as nruclr

room as hc could to try ard navigatc around it.

Sanrucl's thoughts canlc to a halt whcn it Iinally appcarcd, hc watchcd as thc largcst fbot hc had

ever seen stepped into the doorway, it had dark, nlangled brown fur that rvas matted with mud. Thc lLrr

continued up a long thick leg until it reached the waist. On its tbot Sarnuel obsen,ed six glistcning black

talons. each one longer than his entire tbrcanr.'l'lrey were archcd antl curved. and as the beasl plunterl its

foot thcy dug into the wood; splintering it into pieces. As nrore of the nronstrous figure movcd iltttr vierv.

all scnsc ofhopc sccmcd to flcc fiom Samucl, its anrs lnilrorcd its lcgs in tcrms ofsizc, and it hacl

nrassivc black pads on its hands, with five tingcr likc appcndagcs with thosc giant black knifc-likc

protlusions extending out of them. The creatule was clealing hunching over in ordet to lit wilhin the

roonr. as it had to be almost ten feet tall standing upright. With tlrc cauclle in his hand and the light it r:irvc

offsalnuel was atrle to see the beast's face. and thc sight blought telror to his evety cell. A lorlg blackcrlcd

snout cxtcndcd off of its rnattcd facc, it was glistcning with nroisturc, and long murky bcads of saliva



dr ipped ti-om its uuzzlc onto the floor, .iagged teeth stuck out tl ont thc sides of its nrighty .jarvs. cach orre

gleaning like they wcre ntade of iron. Its cyes werc sunken black pits, with tilty lazer poitlts like rcd dots

where its irises should bc. Everything about this creature was $,rorrg. ulrratural, unsightly. lt shouldn't

cxist. It shouldn't lrc rcal.

Yct it w s, and hcrc it stood standing in his doorrvay. Wutching hinr. Thc bcast stood paLrscd and

untloving, likc it was studying Samucl. Thc boy took a dccp brcath and grippcd thc candlc tighrly, hc

didn't even feel the hot wax running down the sides and onto his tingers. The beast corrtinuctl stantling

there, and Samuel realized that it wasn't staring at hirn, it rvas staring at tlrc candle flanre. lle ntot,cti his

ann away fronr his, and the little red dots follorved thc light. Was it scared ofthe flanre? Maybe it $as

noctumal, so thc light was frightcning. Sarnucl lcalizcd that if hc waitccl any longcr, thc flarnc of his

candlc could go out and it would bc ovcr, so hc summoncd all thc couragc hc had and took a stcp tirr-ward.

cxtending the candle out in front of hirl. Although the beast ma(lc no nrovc. Samucl coLrltl sce the lalge

nruscles underneath its fur tense. So hc took another step, and thc lrcast shilied nervousll,. And another,

finally the beast actually moved backward. and one of its nrorlstr'ous pau's raised up to covcr its cycs. It

was scarcd of thc iight! With this ncw rcalization in rlind Samucl took anothcr two stcps closcr, lrc had to

bc only fir,c 1'cct arvay fiorr.r thc bcast at tnost now, and thc nronstcr bcgan rcccding through thc tlooru'ay.

Finaliy Samuel took the tinal f'erv steps. anci the beast continucd backing au'ay until it u,as lirlly out the

door. Now outside, Sarnuel was able to apprcciatc thc imrnense sizc of this nronstel, it was trttly mlssivc.

The beast continued to stare down tlre flarne in Sanruel's hand before it finally rnatle a gruntal noisc and

l.rackcd away, tunring and galloping olf inlo the night it quickly vanishcd into the inky void.

Standing. rrorv alonc in tl.rc doorrvay. SanrLrcl grirncd and hcgan laughing hystcLicirlly to hinlscll

Tcars bcgan raining down tiom his cycs as hc collapscd to thc grouncl and bcgan sobbing trncontrollably.

All the fear and anxiety that had been building up in his chest was linally released. Samuel hacl.iust stared

dcath in the eyes and survived n.riraculously.

This place.

It was curscd.



- III -.

The next day came slolvly, and Satruel could not frnrl sleep as the Iong night passcd. Ilis botly

refused to sleep, refused to close its eyes because ifhe did hc was surc that beast would comc lbr hirr.

Finally as daybrcak caurc, Samucl found himscllnodding off. Wlicn hs awokc again thc sun |rad alnrost

rcachcd its apcx in thc sky. clouds littcrcd thc sky, occasionally occluding thc light. SartLrcl stood in thc

willdow, staring out at thc snowtlakcs fallir.rg dorvn on thc grouncl bclow. IIc f'clt colcl cvcn with his

woolen blanket wrapped around hirn, and he f'elt empty tiom the f'ear last night. I le nou, kncw that there

was indeed a terrible rnonster lurking outside, it was hunting him, stalking him in the night. And Sarruel

knerv that if he didn't leave this place it would find him. ard he would die. Leaving was not a grear oprion

cithcr, thc snow continucd to fall, and it didn't look likc it u,ould lct up. I{c woulcl bc braving fr.igicl

tcmpcratulcs, trudging through almosl a tbot of snor,,,, hc could only lit so many rations in his bag. Samucl

would have to ptay to llnd anothel settlement not too fhr away, or he would certainly die in the cold.

As the day continued on. Samuel gathered his things. He packed a bag as firll as he could rvith

food iterns, he rvrapped two blankcts ar-ound hirrself, also clawning a large fur coat he rranagecl to lrnd.

Evcrything was rcady, hc was rcady to lcavc this tcrriblc culscd placc.

As Samucl lcli thc bordcrs of thc villagc. hc lookcd back on thc ccrily quict houscs. Thcy lookcd

ditlerent to him now. rrore ominous with thcir dalkened rvindows. Truring ar.vay he pullcd his blankets

around hiur tightly and began rnarching on, hc had to gct as tar arvay as possible belore nighttirll. SamLrcl

tracked the sun in thc sky as he fbrged his way onward. As it slowly sank towarcl the horizon the r'vind

began howling fierccr. the snow whipping around him fastcr. His cheeks felt nunrb, and so did his ears.

Evcry part ofhis body achcd and hurt, hc wartcd to lall to thc ground and givc up, but hc kcpt going on.

Finally alicr what fclt likc an ctcrnity, Samucl found himsclf walking into a small sprucc grovc. Thcrc

were not many tl ees, but when he stood within the center of them the wind no longel felt as llcrce ot

painfuJ. Dcciding this rvould be his only optinral placc to rest for the night Sanruel began settirtg up a

temporary carnp undeneath one of the pines. The sur was caressilrg the horizon nou,, artd the light lvas

slowly fading. Evcn though Sanrucl kncw hc u'as away from that villagc norv, hc coLrld fccl his anrictl'



and apprehension rising steadily. increasing the molc the sunlight dirninishcd. Samuel pranaged to gcr a

small Inodest fire burning, barely shielded from the l,ind. He ate a sntall rreal, enough to sate his hunger

lbr the night belbre he curled up in a tight ball antl started thc Iire down lle wailed, arrd rraiterl serrre

nrorc. Waitittg to hcar thc sould ofthc bcast conting to sct hint. \,ct it ncvcr cautc.

Thc moon bcgan to risc, and thc snowstom slowly calrncd. tsvcntually thc wind r.r,as gonc antl thc

sparsc fiakcs glittcrcd down lazily onto thc ground. Thc night bccanrc still and quiet. and Santucl coultl

fecl his eyes drooping with exhaustion. But-just as he was about to slip ar.vay irto slecp, he hear.d thc

noisc. It was so failt at first Sarnuel could alrnost not hcal ii at all. The sound of snorv crunchin_q

underfoot, but as he listeued closer he could hear it bccontirrg loudcr. becorling closer. Panic overl(x)k

Samucl; hc dumpcd his itcms on the ground and bcgan frantically scarching for his matchcs. Thc wind

bcgan to pick up, and thc firc bcsidc him dwindlcd against thc cold wind. Hc found his rnatchcs and thc

stumpy candle, using his body as a shield he stuck a n:atch and lit the barely visible rvick. Thc soLrncl ol'

crunching snow was getting closer. As the rvick f'lared to lrt'e Sanrucl took tlre candle in one lranrl and Lrsr'rl

the otlrer to shicld the flarne from the wind. Slowly he rose, the wind continued to blow, but the flarnc

hcld stcady. Turning Samucl lookcd to thc brcak in thc tr-ccs, and hc lbund rcd cycs staring back at hirl.

Sarrucl tclt a sob rising in his throat at tho srght ol'thc bcast, rvhy couldn't hc cscapc'l Why rvas

tliis beast chasing hinr'l The beast stood stoically, staling at Sauruel antl thc candle in his hand. Sanruel

clenched it tightly, holding it against his chest.

Tirnidly, Sarnuel took a step forward, his legs buckling with fear. The beast stayed still. so Sautucl

took altother. The beast stared at him down. red eyes unrrroving. Samucl took another. arld anoth!'r.. I Ic

hadn't rcalizcd it, but tcars wcrc raining fronr his chccks. Hc was rvalking towards dcath, placing onc lool

in fiont ol'anothcr as hc walkcd toward thc cnd. As Sanlucl rcachcd not morc than a fcrv I'cct il flont ol'

the monster he stopped, craning his neck to look up. The candle dwinclled in his hands, the wick reaching

its cnd. Sarnucl looked down and watched as a srnall gust of win(l extinguishcd the tiny 11arttc, antl

darkness cnveloped hinr. Sauruel took a shaky bleath and lookcd back up. his eyes nreeting tlrose ol the



lurollstcr standing above him. As Sanruel sryallowed a shaky blcatir. he tinalLy spokc lor the llrst tinre n:r

rvhile.

"Please. I u,ish to sultcr no lnore."

Thc bcast continucd starilg do\\,n, gazc urchanging. bLrt in its cnrpty cycs, x hint ol'corrtpussrnu

1l ic kc rcd.

And thcn. lt wls ovcr'.



$Al=Ftril trrttrF egtrrPPh

Man, I hate this school. I regained my composure after yet another inconsiderate student

crashed into me on their joumey to class. It has been an everyday occulrence since switching

schools in the middle ofmy senior year. I cannot wait to escape the hell I call 'Salem High

School'. The people in this tou,n are snobby and eager to pounce on the next victim oftheir

relentless gossip. I want to leave and never retum.

"Hey Marina," Laila chirped, pulling me out of my hateful thoughts.

"Finally, someone I actually want to fitn into," I grumbled with an exaggerated sigh.

The only saving grace in this miserable town was Laila Shoran - the cheerleadcr witlt

straight As, the hottest boyfriend in the school (according to the other girls, though I personally

don't see it), and the perfect, puttogether family. Laila Shoran happened to be my best and only

fiiend. From the moment my mom and I set doq'n our boxes from the moving van, there was

Laila, sitting on our creaky old porch su.ing. She had introduced herselfas our neighbor across

the street and my 'new best friend'. Honestly, I had found her charm to be a bit ditzy and

bubble-headed. Little did I knou', Laila was anything but.

That very first night, Laila practically invited herselfto sleep over and sat herselfon my

sleeping bag, surrounded by a mountain ofboxes filled to the brim with junk.

"So, where's your dad?" she had asked boldly, as ifsocial cues didn't exist.

"I don't have one," I said. "Not anymore."

"Did he die?"



"Excuse mc'?" I almost audibly gasped at the audacity this stranger had to ask such

personal questions that I wasn't even ready to discuss with my therapist - whom my mom was

making me take se ssions with. Luch, nte.

"Oh. I'm sorry, I didn't mean to offend you. . .I just enjoy learning about people." Laila

smiled apologetically.

Something about this girl's presence made me feel like I could trust her. So, I laid out the

whole truth to this girl who was oddly comforting and very good at listening. I told her how my

dad would come into my room and hurt me every night for years on end. I told her how u,hen I

would attempt to fight back, the punishment would last longer until all I could do was lie still

and take it. I told her of the night it all came to an end. The night my poor mom witnessed the act

and nearly killed my father. The night we thought he would be put in prison forever. How a

month later he was released into society again and managed to track me and my mom down,

nearly breaking into our new apartment. How we had to flee New York City and move to this

small town in the middle of nowhere because the justice system couldn't do their job. How we

were still scared for our lives every single day, even here. The lr,hole time, hot tears streamed

down my face as Laila nodded and held my hand. I had poured my heart out to this random girl

and managed to say what I had never been able to speak aloud to anyone before. Not even my

That night sealed the friendship befu,een Laila and I. I had become close with this girl in

less than a day after having grown up quite antisocial and anxious. It u.as a shock, to say the

least. That night, I decided I owed everything to Laila. Absolutely every4hing.

As Laila and I walked to class, we giggled and gossiped about our classmates and her

latest boyfriend drama. \!'e sat dou,n in our only shared class: english. I rushed to my seat and

mom.



hid my face as quickly as possible. Laila followed me over, a knowing smirk plastered across her

face.

"Ooh, is Jaden here already?" she asked as she nudged me playfully.

"Shhh, he'll hcar you," I whispcred as the blush began coating my cheeks.

She sighed, "Why don't you just ask him out already?"

She didn't understand. I wasn't a vision ofbeauty, like her. I didn't possess her long,

shining blonde hair, her full lips, her uptumed nose dottcd with delicatc freckles, hcr high, sharp

cheekbones, or her toned, yet perfectly curved body. I was just average, if not below that. I just

laughed and told her she was crazy. Insane, in fact.

She responded with a short, "You have no idea, Marines" accompanied by a rvink. I hated

that nickname so much. Just as I was about to retort $'ith something clever, a quiet girl. Amerie.

began coughing. Her loud, urgent coughs suddenly became long and never ending. She ran to the

hallu'ay. As a group ofstudents got up to check on her, the rest ofthe class heard a loud retching

sound which we could only assume u'as Amerie. She u,as immediately sent home and class

resumed as usual. In hindsight, it uras strange; but, to be fair, I didn't know it meant anything at

the time.

Over the next couple ofu'eeks, less and less students began showing up to class.

"What is up with all these absences?" I asked. "Even the teachers are out."

"l'm not sure," replied Laila. "But hey, at least Jaden is still here." She nodded to him

with a huge grin and a mischievous glint in her eye.

"Wipe that smile off your facel" I yelped. "He just asked me out on a date...it's totally

not a big deal."

*Mmhm, right..."



"l mean it !"

Although I had been telling everyonc it wasn't a big deal, I u,as incredibly excited for my

date u'itlr Jaden. He had lound me after school one day and asked ifI wanted to go see a movie

with hirn - I know, cliche. Obviously I said yes. Now that I was standing in rny room, tearing

through my closet to find a good outfit, my nerves were becoming more apparent. Would he even

like me? Would I do something embarrassing and scare him off.) Oh God. the possibilities were

endless. I decided on a simple floral dress with pink lipgloss and a couple coats of mascara. I

brushed my dark curls back into a messy updo u,ith a couple strands framing my face. To finish

offthe look, I threw on my old black high top converse and a pair of dangling crystal earrings. I

rushed down the stairs just as the doorbell rang.

My mom gave me a thumbs up and yelled, "no later than I0:00!"

I giggled and opened the door to see Jaden's striking face staring down at me. He usually

looked stunning, but tonight he u'ore a striped su,eater u,ith wide bluejeans and a leatherjacket

that left my mouth agape. His dark brou'n eyes looked pitch black in the night and the moonlight

shone offhis dark skin and black curly hair. I was in awe. I probably looked like an idiot, just

standing there gawking at him.

To my relief, he flashed his pearly u,hite smile at me and said, "you look beautiful."

He offered me his hand and walked me to his car. His scent filled the air and drew me in

closer to his body. All I could think about u,as his hand in mine and my head practically leaning

against his shoulder. My heartbeat quickened as I got into the car and we sped offto the theater.

After about 40 minutes of the cheesiest horror movie I had ever seen, Jaden told me he couldn't

take it anymore and begged to take me somewhere, anylvhere else. I laughed and agreed

wholeheartedly. We jumped up out of the leather seats and walked to his car. We continued our



banter from before the movie and I could not stop talking. Something about this boy made me

want to tcll him everything, but I kneu, it was much too soon for that. Suddenly, I could feel his

gaze drifting down to my lips, my chin, my cheeks, and back up to my eyes. As if I were a picce

of artwork, and he was trying to memorize every single detail. My heart stoppcd u,hen I found

mysellbringing my hand up to his cheek and kissing him softly as he bent down to wrap his arm

around the small ofmy back. How could I have becn so bold? Perhaps I had taken Laila's advice

after all.

The moment didn't last long, however, because Jaden began to cough and rctch, identical

to the way Amerie had before. I immediately called for help and rode in the ambulance to the

hospital beside him.

While we were on the road, I held his hand and he whispered to me, "you know, that \4,as

my first kiss."

My stomach fluttered and I squeezed his hand tighter.

As soon as my mom heard about what had happened, she rushed to the hospital to come

pick me up. On our ride home, I told her the doctors claimed Jaden must have had some sort of

infection. My mom got a strange look on her face then. She told me many of the kids in our

community had been getting infected in the same way Jaden had. She told me they were all kids

that attended Salem High School. How strange. ..but I promised my mom I would disinfect more

and wait for the disease to pass.

A few weeks later, Jaden u,as back to his usual self; hovrever. over halfthe school was

now infected with whatever virus he had. Almost every single class was sparse. On top of the

poor attendance, a horrid smell began to invade the school hallways. Despite this, the school

decided they would still hold the annual homecoming dance. I had plans to attend with Jaden and



Laila. Laila and I had already picked our outfits. My dress a long, bodycon rcd gown, and Laila's

a bright teal dress with an AJine shape. Laila always did love a good statement piece.

That night, Jaden and I met up with Laila and her boyfricnd as we danced and talked and

laughcd about life. At some point in the night, Laila excused herselfto go to the bathroom. After

about 20 minutes she still hadn't retumed. so I traced her footsteps and asked ifanyone had seen

where she went. Everyonc pointed down the long. dark hallu,ay that was closed offfor the dance.

It recked of something putrid and rotten. Still, I walked in the dark, hoping Laila was just trying

to scare me and I wouldn't actually have to go down to that creepy basement. No such luck. As I

descended the stairs, the smell only got worse. So this was where it was originating from.

Whatever u'as causing the smell il'as likely connected to all the kids getting sick. It was an odor I

would never get out of my brain. I peeked into the large space to see if Laila was down here.

There was only a single flickering bulb to light the room. In a dark cornel I spotted her teal

dress. I heard quiet sobs and saw that Laila was sifting next to a large tank, with her arms

wrapped around her slender body, as if comforting herself the way she had once comforted me.

She was u'hispering to herself. I'm sorn I'm son): l'm sorr1,. I cautiously walked over to her to

ask what was wrong, but before I could get the words out, the smell found its way into my

mouth, making me gag and almost double over.

Laila looked up and yelled, "Marina, no! You can't be here! You can't see this!"

She rushed over to me, eyes red and puffo from crying, and reached for my arm. She

began plcading with me once she realized I would not move.

She sobbed and screamed, 'MARINA, DON'TI" as I stepped closer and closer to the

tank. Closer to the smell. I peered over the edge and almost flew backwards.



From the dark, murky water of the tank, I had seen glassy, lifeless eyes looking back at

me. Tlre very same eyes that had watched over me in the night for so many years. The eyes that

had peered down at me as I struggled and fought. The eyes of my father.

"Laila, why is my dad in there?" I screamed. "What is going on?"

"W1ty is he dead? Laila, please talk to me!"

Laila's eyes filled u'ith tears as she whispered. "l tried to stop it. The violence. The blood.

God, there was so much blood." She almost choked on hcr words, "He tracked you down.

Managed to find your new school. Follou,cd us in here and threatencd to kill your mother for

putting him in prison."

Then, her eyes flashed up and peered into mine, as if she were begging for forgiveness.

"Laila, what did you do?"

"l couldn't stop it. I promise you I tried! I didn't want this! I didn't want this for you!"

"Laila, please tell me the tt'uth ! " 1 squeezed my eyes shut and braced myself for the

answer I already knew was true.

"He got what he desen,ed." Laila sobbed.

Then, in a voice barely above a whisper, she said, "Marines...l couldn't stop you."
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A Short Eternity

Thc lovc ofnry lit'cl thc plaguc of my cxistcncc. These rvcre thc thoughts that ran througlr

Iny hcad as I starcd at hcr gravc. Shc said that rvc wouid bc togcthcr for ctcrnity. \!tll, rvhcr

would'vc imagincd that eternity would only last lor scvcn days'? I gazed down sonrberly ut thc

rough-cut granite block and placed the whitc roscs gently on thc patch of dift where slre was laicl

to rest. The cemetery where she was br.rried was a sea of nobodies; unmarkcd graves witlr no

history or nrerrories to recall. The only outlier was the tonlbstone which l stood in 1i'ont of. Thc

only one inscribed with a nanre; Etelnity. She had alu,ays stuck out like a sore thunrb, or nrorc

like pylrte in a pool ofgold. Truth be told, perhaps I didn't know her very well either. Shc had

shadows breathing down her neck r.rp to the point u,e had nret. When we wcrc togcthcr

everything disappeared, she nrade lil'e unbearably bearable. Shc rvas iutoxicating. A bad trip rvitlr

an even worse hangover. Our lows had becn lorv, but our highs? They were rnollents \\'rittcn to

be told cenfuries from now.

It had already gotten dark by the timc I had gotten to the depressing studio apartmertt I

called home. It u'as thc placc lve rroved into on tlrc 3rd day. It's bcen anotlier titll u'eek sincc

she'd been gone. I have no desire to tind a new place. Still unsure if it's out of obligation fbr her

or sheer unceftainty if nty lit'e would reveft to what it was months ago. As for now I fircused on

the present. I laid down on the lone quccn sized mattress that sat comfbfiably in thc dinily lit



comcr. I starcd up at thc cciling awaiting tl]c swcct rclcasc of slccp from nty thoughts. Whcn I

closc nry cycs shc's still all I scc: Hcr dclcctablc palc skin u,hitc as snou,, u,ith spots of black and

bluc that adorncd hcr body. Thc horrific sight olthc crintson pool ofhcr orvn blood r)ot only

staincd nry hands but nry rnind as wcll. I will ncvcr forgct tlic look on hcr facc whcn I lound hcr

rcnraitrs in thc allcyway. IIcr linrbs wcrc scvcrcd at thc joint roughly with thc bloodicd hacksaw

that laid ncar ivhat lookcd to bc an arnr. but hcr cycs wcrc still widc opcn. It rlas a chrllrnn sight.

A nightmarc in fact, I shot straiglrt up from bccl unawarc that I had cvcn l'allcn aslccp. I had

arvakencd with a racing hcart and swcat drcnching rny long bangs. Thc policc said thcy couldn't

identify her. She was our linle to$,n's very own Janc Doe. With no rvitnesses or tracc cviclcncc it

quickly turncd into a cold casc.

At 3 a.nr. there was a sott knock at my door followed by a string oftaps. Evcry night for

the past week I've heard the sanre tapping at nry cloor. It rvas always tlrc sanre knock lbllorvcd by

the taps aud ah.vays at the exact sante time, 3 a.m. not a rninute olf beat likc clockwolk. I got up

to go through tlre same routille. I opened the rickcty door and peercd out into the hallr,",ay. lt was

completely dark and deserted. I closed the door bchind nre, but as I *as walking back to bed

there came another knock. Following the knock was a series oftaps. That's never happened

beibre. Reluctantly I reapproached thc door.

"Hello'l Evan'.)"said thc voice of a young wouran. "Comc on. let nrc in. it's scary out

here".

"Who are you?"

"Arv don'tioke like that, it's only been a u'eek and you'r'e tclling nte 1'ou alrcadv tbrgotten

rny voice?"



Now that shc nrcntioncd it shc did havc a notc of farniliarity within hcr voicc, and thcn it

clickcd. I swung thc door opcn and surc cnough thcrc shc stood 5'5 and proud with hcr dopcy

srnilc.

"Etcrnity'/" I askcd rcluctantly.

Shc laughcd "Who clsc would bc showing up at your apafimcnt at thrcc in thc nrorning'l"

I opcncd my r.nouth to spcak, but shc had cut nre oif.

"That was a rhctorical qucstion" Slrc f't'orvncd. and pushcd past ury shouldcr. "Why is it

so disgusting lrcrc? You rcal)y can't )ivc by yoursclf can you'1".

The lights flickered on and frorn her eyes I saw what she did in this already nur dorvn

apartrnent. Pill bottles piled on the floor, dir-ty clothes were scattered about, the u,alls wcrc

crusted rvith decades worth of dirt and snroke. and to top it all ofFthe occasional cockroach or

rodent scarnpered across tlie floor f'easting on rotten lcftovers.

"Who are you?" I asked the wornan in front of ute. "You can't be [itcrnity. I_iilst went to

your funeral today. I saw your corpse. I satv thent bury you."

"ls this your idea of a sick joke? I'nt right hcre in fl'ont of you. The sat)re as I've al\\'ays

been." T[.re wonran sounded slightly ol]'ended. "Or do I have to jog your rrrernory')"

Her hand reached out to caress rry face. She took one stcp closef to nre and hovered over

my lips for a split second then closed the gap between us. As I always had I meltcd into her. Her

lips u,ere still as cold ancl supple as belbre. Her tongue tracetl the outlinc of nry Iips, anri then shc

bit down hard on rny bottonr lip. I dreu,back flom hcr cursing krudly.

"What the hell was that for?" I raised nTy voice. She stood and starcd at rne with her hcad

cocked to the side. She cxhaled sharply and then ti'owned.

"Did that hurt? l'nr sony, u,hat can I do to nrake it up to vou?" She said ntockingly.



I wipcd thc blood oflnry lip r.vith thc cdgc ol'rry slccvc. and I raiscd nry lrand at hcr but

suddcnly pauscd.

"What's wrong? You'vc ncvcr hcsitatcd bcforc. What's so diffcrcnt about this tinrc'l" Shc

asked mc.

"Will you shut up'? You'rc not rcal. I don't knou,rvho you arc but Etcrnity is dcad." I

shoutcd. "Get out."

"Don't you cvcr wondcr what happcncd to n.rc'? Why dr-r you think thcrc $,crcn't alry

witncsscs or cvidcncc? lt's bccausc you got rid of it all. Don't you rcmcrnbcr or do I havc to.jog

your menrory? Shc expressed in a disgustingly sarcastic tone.

I slapped her t]ren she inrnrcdiately crurnplcd to the floor. She had rvinccd in pain. but

with a liaud to her norv rcd cheek she gave rre a light chuckle.

"There's the Evan I know and love" she said. "Typical."

"What arc you talking about'?"

"Babe, I didn't just nrystcriously die. t told you rve'd be togcther fbrcvcr right? That

Saturday you tried to force yoursclfon me, but when I wouldnt give in you hit nre. Thcn atier

that yor,r hit rne again and again until I couldn't get up anymore-"

"Sbp it. " I said.

"And ifthat wercn't enough after you rcalized I stopped brcatJrirrg you brought nre into

the alleyway and sawed off my limtrs then walked oft. The next day you fbund nrc and genuinely

forgot what you did."

"You're lying, I wouldn't do that. I love you." I uttered sofily. " I luve vou so uruch. I love

you."



I shut nry cycs. At this point I was hystcrical n.rysclf and shc jusl rvouldn't shLrt up. Bang.

I opcn my cycs. It's quict. Thcrc's blood on thc floor. I look down with shaking hands, and thcrc

sl.rc was laying unrcsponsivc. I try to shakc hcr awakc but to no avail. I took a look at hcr facc,

shc's still as bcautrful as thc day I had rnct hcr. Pcrl'cct palc skin. Panickcd I shook hcr norv in nry

arms bcgging hcr to wake up.

"Etcmity? Who did this to you? I can't losc you again." I panickcd.

Shc was nobody, that's how I had found hcr. But if shc was a uobocly thcn rvho u,as I'.)No

onc carcd fbr hcr cxccpt for mc, and no onc lovcd urc likc shc did. Wc wcrc tlrc pcrlict lnatcll, a

match created in Hell. My love, we're going to be together for eternity. With that I took a knife

and plunged it deep into my side. The last thing I remenrber seeing were her gorgcous electric

bhrc eyes. In thern I had seen thc sca, but beyond that I saw us.
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Writer's Block
Huddled in the dark basement of the old house sat Andrew. The author only has a small

lamp to his right to light him and his work. Flustcred by the knou'ledgc he has, u,hat he hadjust
seen not too long before, he picked up his trusted pen, and started to write. He began to quickly
scribble his experiences on the crumpled piece ofpaper:

The day is Notember l8th, and I am here to discuss the latest incident vith the United

States Got,ernment. I lta,e been working here -for some time, and I th-..

The pen snaps

"What?" he wonders. "l've had this pen for so long, why does it have to break now?" he

munnurs angrily. He then gets up to reach lor the nearby bookcase on his left, and grabs a pencil
from the middle shelf. Sat on this bookcase are dozens of articles and books he has written in his
past, many ofthem about controversial findings he has made in recent years. He has proofof
aliens, secret manufactured weapons of war, and other findings. What he was writing now

though needed to be shared to the public with the upmost ofurgency, before it was all too late.

Andrew sits back down, pencil in hand, and begins to write once more.

...ink tlrut thi,s n*r be the most,!isfirb*tg distot'crt' I hava t:t't:t ./tnntd. ,4fter tul;ing tt tttut

thrLnrgh thL, pentagon builtlfug. I v,'snderc,l o.lf b.t accitlent tov,artls c guariled room. I utuli see

th-..

The tip of the pencil breaks off mid sentcnce, and solemnly rolls offto the side of the

table

"LINBELIEVABLE". Andreu,yelled. This had to be heard by the public. people had to

know about this. There u'as not much time before he u'as caught, before he was killed for

knowing this secret. He began to grow desperatei the chill ofbeing found by the authorities he

worked for shook him to his very core. He jumped out ofhis seat and fiantically searched for

another writing utensil. He couldn't get caught, he couldn't let his findings sink into the earth

with his soon to be dead body. He had to get this paper out to the people. As he searched his

damp dark basement his paranoia grew, and he began to sense himself being watched. The sound

ofa breaking tree branch or any crunched leaf could be the hunters finding him. Panicking, he



ran to the far closet and thrust the door open. Inside were antiquities given to him by his
grandfather when he u,as just a kid. He reached lbr a quill and some ink, and rushed back to his
rickety damp desk. He quickly dipped the pen into the ink, and scribbled once more.

..rough tlu glau the stperinvtt beinq donc. 'lfure wa a group o{ ldenlfutt, all ul around a man

laid on hit barh.'l tau tlwn...

He dipped the quill back into the ink.

...intertinq taflwlhinA inln htu brain. lt loohtd to be a chip, abotl an eighlh thB tiu of ry aedil

card. Whcn they wue dnnc, hia u4a lil qrem, he a...

The cold breeze blew the pen right out ofthe author's hand. Shocked, he tumed around to

look for another utensil. He was quickly distracted by a peculiar red light sitting on the sidc of
his chest, a beam coming from through his window. He knew what was about to happen to him.

A muffled gunshot rang out in the distance, and the world \4,ent black. The public would ner.er

know. The govcmment had won.
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Creative Writing
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Jester

"l was watching a marathon of my TV show. My mom was across from me on the other

couch. lt was dark outside already. My dad wasn't supposed to be home until 3 in the morning,

we were alone. I was half,ray through my episode when the doorbell rang. My mom and I both

looked at one another, we weren't expecting someone. especially that late. My mom got up and

made her way to the door. I lowered the volume to listen. The only sound was that of the ice

machine in our fridge making more ice. I sat there for what felt like hours. Then I heard the door

shut. My mom walked back holding this dark blue paper bag. lt looked like a gift bag. She was

angry, not only did she slam the door but as she walked past me in the living room and into the

hallway her face was as red as a tomato. She disappeared in the hallway, my guess is her

room. She didn't come back out after that. I continued watching my marathon until 8:45, that's

when it ended. I turned off the TV and made my way to my room to head to bed, then I heard

the yelling. My mom was on the phone. I peeked through the cracked door. Her room was lit up

only by her bedside lamp. her cell phone against her ear. She was yelling at someone, telling

them to leave her alone. She hung up and threw her phone down on the bed. ljumped back and

silently ran down to the end of the hall where my room was. My mom was never that angry.

Once lfinished getting ready I got into bed. That's when my mom came in. She seemed upset.

She told me she was fine and she just smiled. Smiled as if-as if that was the last time I would

see her. She told me she loved me more than anything.....then she kissed me goodnight and

left. I didn't know that would be the last time I would see my mom".



Monforte 2

The sound of the clock on the wall ticking filled the room. A girl with brown hair sat on

one side of a metal table. she was wearing a navy blue sweatshirt with gray sweatpants. on the

right corner of the sweatshirt was the police logo. Her eyes were red and puffy, her hands

brutsed with blood stains. she stared down at her lap, numb, absolutely numb. Across from her

sat a woman. she wore a black pantsuit, with her blonde hair up in a tighfly made bun, military

style. She had bright red nails perfectly curved and painted. She sat with a fine point pen in

hand, the tip resting on the white lined paper. she stared at the girl silenfly. The girl who's world

fell apart all in one night. This twelve-year-old girl would find herself being the hero to her mom's

demise. She Will get justice against the man responsible.

The girl sighed, her eyes never looking up. She began to pick at the skin on her nails.

Her hands were filthy, she was filthy. A tear slid down her pink cheeks. Her lips began to crust

due to dehydration. She was offered water but drank none. She sniffled her nose taking another

breath in. This one was broken. As she sighed, it came out broken. The detective allowed her

the time to compose herself, her pen ready to write again. Almost sensing the detective's

curiosity, the girl lifted her arm and wiped her nose on the sleeve of the sweatshirt. Strands of

her hair fell in her face. She closed her eyes, cutting the new tear off. She licked her lips and

brushed her hair behind her ear.

"l don't know what time I woke up. I got up to use the restroom. I removed my bed

sheets from on top of me and let my legs dangle off the bed as I forced myself to wake. I had a

bathroom in my room so il was not that far of a walk. As my bare feet touched the tile a chill

went up my leg. lt was cold tonight- Tile is usually cold but this time, it felt like I was walking on a

sheet of ice. I was only in the bathroom for about three minutes. I started walking to my bed but

decided to go get a glass of water instead. lt was silent in the house, usually, there was a small

buzzing or the sound of crickets, but nothing. lt was like I was the only one in the world. I left the

lights off, I was used to my house in the dark. lt was one floor and all of the rooms besides the

bedrooms were open. I made my way to the kitchen. I grabbed a cup of water and filled it in the
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fridge. There was an odd feeling. I felt like there was this cloud of darkness surrounding me. I

filled my cup halfway just wanting to go to bed. The water was cold so the feeling of it going

down my throat woke me up a bit more than the light from the bathroom did. I chugged down

the cup and placed it in the sink. not wanting to make loo much noise. As I was making my way

back to the hallway there was a cold breeze. The house was cold, I know my mom turned on

the heater so I wasn't sure why it was cold. The thermostat was by the front door so I made my

way over and saw it was off. I didn't touch it, afraid that I would break it. When I turned my head

to the right that's when I saw it. The back sliding door was open, not all the way but it was

cracked open. My mom always shut the door so why was it open? I made my way to the door

and shut it making sure that it was locked. I shouldn't have locked it".

The girl paused her recollectron of the night as there was a knock at the door. The

woman across from her held her finger up and stood to get the door. Standing outside of it was

an officer. "What is it?" the detective asked in a hushed voice blockrng the girl's view just in

case. She didn't want her to get distracted. "The father is here Detective, what would you have

me do?". The woman looked back at the girl. She was now staring at the black glass reflecting

her face back to her. A broken face. A face that no child should ever own. The detective exhaled

heavily and turned back to the offlcer. "Take him to room five, but take his phone, make sure we

have his records checked". The officer nodded and walked off disappearing around the corner.

The detective shut the door, catching the attention of the young girl. She smiled

apologetically and sat back down. "l do apologize for the interruption, there was a matter I

needed to handle". The officer fixed herself and returned to her previous position. with pen in

hand. "ls my dad here?" the young girl asked. For the first time, the detective saw hope in that

little girl's eyes. Her father was all she had left. "Yes, but you have to finrsh your statement then

once we question him, we can let you see him". A small smile crept on the girl's face. lt was

barely visible but visible enough.
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The girl sat up taller and looked right at the detective. "Once I heard the lock click I

turned to go back to sleep. That's when lthat's when I saw it. Someone was sitting on the

couch, their back to me. lt was too dark to see their reflection on the TV. I remember the hairs

on the back of my neck stood up. I didn't scream or make any sound. I moved away as swiftly

and calmly as I could. I made my way to the entry to the hallway when I decided to look at the

person again. They were staring at me. Their hands were on their lap as they sat there calmly. A

white face was all I saw. that and a funny hat. I walked behind the protection of the wall and ran

to my mom's room. I ran up and pushed the slightly open door. lthen turned and quickly shut

the door behind me as quietly as I could. I walked up to my mom and placed my hand on her

back to wake her. I felt a liquid, too thick to be water. I shook her but she just faintly moved.

That's when I turned on the lamp light. My mom lay there, covered in-she was covered in blood.

I wanted to scream, but nothing came oul. My stomach dropped. She was dead, I knew she

was. There was a puddle of blood forming where she lay. I heard the sound of a bell in the

hallway. I snapped myself out of it and turned ofi the light. I ran to my parent's bathroom and

shut the door behind me. I quickly ran into the shower. I knew whoever was on the couch killed

her-l knew it! I heard their door creak open....he was rnside. I reached up for the shower head

and sat on rny knees and placed my hand on the handle. He was coming for me and I knew I

couldn't let him get me, ljust couldn't". The girl's voice began to break as her eyes welled up

with tears.

The detective looked at her sadly but contjnued to write down details. beside the

detective on the table was a small recording device. The girl closed her eyes tightly and hid her

hands between her thighs, continuing her story. "l turned the shower head to that really powerful

setting, it wasn't too strong but maybe enough. I always had more of a fight reaction, my dad

told me it was a good thing. I never thought I would have to use it. I remember wanting my dad.

I guess it is good he wasn't there since.....he would probably be dead too. My heart pounded in

my chest and ltried to keep my breathing quiet. Any moment he would come in and try to get
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me and I had to be ready" Then that moment came. The door to the restroom opened and I saw

his figure through the shower door. I\,'ly parents'shower has frosted glass I think is what it's

called. He stood there, staring at me- lf I saw his shadow I know he saw me. He slowly

approached the shower. He was tall. like really tall. He was as tall as the door. I took a breath in

as he approached the door. I gripped the handle and pointed the shower head in his direction.

As soon as the door was open enough where we were face to face I turned the knob and water

came pouring out at him. He flinched back, but I knew it wasn't strong so I did what I could think

of. I used as much strength as I could and took the head, slamming it against his face. lt wasn't

his face that I hit though, it was his mask. I didn't get a good glance at it at the moment since as

soon as I hit him I threw the head at him and jumped out of the shower".

"l ran out of the bathroom and into my mom's room. I heard him groan in frustration. But I

kept running. I sprinted into the hallway and turned right. I heard him behind me but I kept

running to the back door. I reached for the handle to slide it open but the lock stopped me. I

shuggled to unlock it because my hands were shaking. That's when he grabbed me. I couldn't

process it but before I knew it, he grabbed my shoulder and flung me backward and away from

the door. I landed on my back pretty hard but I was fine. I tried to sit up quickly as he stood there

staring at me. He was breathing heavily as water dripped off the mask. He walked over and tried

to grab me but I kicked and hit him as much as I could. I know he was a man not only by his

build but I hit him between the legs and that's what got him off of me, just enough time to get up.

I ran to the kitchen and reached for the knife stand....he took them all. I turned and he was

standing on the other side of the island from me, he was laughing. I reached into the sink and

grabbed my cup, throwing it at him. lt brushed against his arm and fell to the ground. The glass

shattered loudly. We stood there staring at each other. I got a good look at him. He was wearing

this body suit, it looked like a clown suit. lt was a dark purple or maybe red, the lighting wasn't

the best. lt had black stripes and he had white gloves. They were stained with.....they were

stained with her blood".
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She took another deep breath as the tears fell from her eyes and glided on her soft

cheeks. "He had this white theater mask on with a painted black smile from end to end. He had

a hat identical to his outfit, and three jingle bells on the points. He was a jester. That was all I

was able to get from him before I ran around the right side of the island to avoid the glass and

tried to run for the front door- He ran after me and I quickly turned back to the living room. As he

struggled to stop himself. I made a run for the door once again. I don't know how but he was

fast. He tackled me but not very well. We both fell against the tile, I was able to stop myself from

hitting my face on the ground by the blood on my hand caused me to slip. He was getting up so

I acted quickly. The closest weapon to me was this vase that sat on the side table to the couch. I

sat up on my knees and reached ior it. As strong as I could I threw the vase at him. That one hit

him pretty hard on the side as it shattered, it even caused him to fall back down. ltook the

opportunity to run around the front of the couch and to the glass door. I immediately unlocked

the door and ripped it open. a cold breeze met me".

"l ran out onto the back porch, and as I turned my head back he was.just barely getting

up. I then ran as fast as I could away from the door. I lumped off of the edge of the porch and

my bare feet were met with the prickling feeling of the grass. I lost my balance though and fell

onto my knees. Without even trying to get up I started crawling on my knees getting myself a

head start. I needed to get away. I stood trying to gain my balance as I ran around the side of

the house. I struggled to run but my legs finally caught up once again. As I turned around the

corner he ran out onto the porch. He had an advantage since he had shoes, they were jester

shoes but still better coverage than me. My backyard was open so I didn't have to worry about a

gate thankfully. I ran up the small hill as I tried to get to the front of the house. I had left my bike

there and I knew I could use that to get to my neighbors- I kept running, but it was hard. I was

solely running on adrenaline at this point. I made it up the small hill and ran for my bike.

Suddenly I was grabbed and thrown against my mom's car. I guess he got up quicker than I

since he had shoes and his legs were longer. He threw me pretty hard. The window didn't break
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but a slight crack appeared. My right hand caused it as there was a small scratch on the side of

my palm starting to turn red with blood. The impact made me gasp for air. I slid down onto the

cement floor of the driveway as he stared at me. Seeing how out of breath I was he took the

opportunity to walk to the mailbox. There were bricks surrounding the bottom that he could use.

He was limping as he held his side".

"l used all the strength I could to quickly run around to the other side of the car as his

back was to me. My palm burned as blood slid down my wrist. My shoulder was in agonizing

pain and my head began to pound as strongly as my heart. I leaned onto the car leaning on the

side to give me balance. I screamed as the window above me shattered. The brick landed not

too far from me as shards of glass fell on my hair. A few pieces managed to scratch my left

cheek, and a bit of my left foot. Then the window in front of me shattered as well with another

brick landing on the hard cement. I tried to cover my face with my arms...my mistake. A small

shard of glass fell onto the cut of my palm, enlarging the size of it. I refrained from collapsing. At

that moment I just stood up and ran. I ran over the glass and to my bike which was placed not

too far from me. I did not look for him, I just ran and picked up my bike dragging it on the street.

I ran beside it and collected momentum. That's when I saw him limping towards me. Without

another thought, ljumped onto the seat of my bike and struggled to peddle. The bike shifted a

bit but I gained my balance as ljust pushed my legs to move. I heard him let out a cry, he was

angry. I knew that. I didn't look back, ljust kept going. I kept going until I saw my neighbor's

house. I was so relieved that I had not paid attention to where I was going. My bike started

turning to the right heading for their house but the front tire collided with the sidewalk and I was

thrown foMard onto the grass".

"The feeling of the dirt sliding into my cut was repulsing, but I stood again. I struggled as

my legs began to give out on me. My adrenaline was dying out. I screamed for Fred, he was the

husband. I screamed for him and his wife Lauren. I screamed and screamed. The door

suddenly opened as I approached their front porch. Fred walked out in his robe and looked



around until he saw me. lfelt relief knowing I was safe. I fell onto the ground as Fred ran to me

clearly seeing I needed help. He shouted to Lauren who stood by the door and called you guys.

Then he took me inside and they sat with me until the officers arrived, and now, we are here".

The detective shut off the recording and set her pen down. "Thank you, Emma, I know

that must have been hard for you but I promise you I will do everything that I can to get this man

found". The girl nodded quickly as she stared uncomfortably at the table. "Emma" the detective

spoke again, grabbing her attention. "l am going to go speak to your dad now, I will let them

know when lfinish alright?" Emma nodded once again as the detective smiled softly and walked

out of the room. She took in a deep breath and made her way to where the father was being

held. As she opened the door a man was sitting on the chair. His dark black hair was a mess, he

was wearing a white button-up shirt with black dressing pants. He looked very similar to Emma.

"li,ilr Price?" the detective asked as she shut the door. The man looked at her and moved his

head slightly to clarify, without saying a word. She walked to her seat and removed the yellow

envelope from it. She sat and set her things on the table.

She sat up straight as she turned on the recorder. "Mr Price I know you are grieving

but-". She was stopped in shock by the man. "l am not grieving". She stared at him not believing

what had come out of his mouth. "Excuse me? Sir your wife is dead and your daughter was

attacked, how could you not be"- Once again she was interrupted by the calm man. This time he

raised his voice just a bit. "Oh I am upset about what happened to my daughter but my wife's

death was because of her actions! She died because she refused to listen to me and because

of that my daughter was almost killed in the processl So I am sorry detective but no I am not

grieving I am upset and I want to see my daughter!".

The detective leaned forward now curious. "What do you mean your wife's actions

caused her death, do you know who is responsible?" The man scoffed. "Yes, which is what I

have been trying to tell all of the officers here!". The detective held up her hand. "Sir I

understand you are upset but I am here to help you! Now calm yourself and tell me what you
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know". The man closed his eyes and took a breath in. "lvly wife has this cousin, his name is

Jeremy Hall. He has been a troubled man his whole life. Recently he got in touch wath my wife

asking for money. He is a drug addict. My wife however decided thal since he was'family', then

that gave her every right to use our money for that lunatic! She kept that from me because she

knew I would not allow it which I didn't. That man came to the house one day and told me

everything when he came to ask for his new payment. We got in a fight but I ended it by telling

her not to send him anymore and so she didn'l". The detective cleared her throat before

speaking and put her hands together. "l guess that he wasn't so happy about that was he?".

"No he wasn't, he started sending her messages, spam calling her and even came to the

house shouting for his money. He was a lunatic so one day I confronled him and told him that if

he were to come to our house again or if he were to harass us at all, lwould file a restraining

order against him". The detective thought for a moment before reaching into the large yellow

envelope. She pulled out a Ziploc bag, in it was a deck of cards. She slid the bag in front of the

man. "Your wife received a bag moments before her death. ln that bag was this deck of cards

but all of them are Joker cards. Tell me Mr. Price, what is Mr. Hall's fascination with jesters?".

The man looked at her confused. "He was dressed as a jester to hide his identity". The man

shook his head in disgust. "l don't know much about him other than the fact that he is a wack, I

don't know she refused to tell me anything about the guy. No one in her family either, it was like

he was one big secret or something I don't know. But I do know that he is our guy, and I swear

to you that is all I know about anything to do with this".

The detective nodded her head as she put the cards away. "Mr. Pnce I believe you just

gave us our suspect" This man had the intention to harm your whole family and not just your

wife so until we have the man in custody you do understand we will have to put you in protective

custody". The man nodded as he breathed in deeply. "Yes, yes I understand". The detective

stood and walked to the door placing her hand on the handle. "We will keep in touch, Mr. Price.

You and your daughter have given us enough for tonight to start this investigation. We will still
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need to get some prints from the both of you and do some exams on your daughter but once we

are finished you will be escorted to a hotel, you will be safe there". The man sighed and looked

down "Yes I understand, thank you". The woman smiled and opened the door. Emma stood on

the other side standing with an officer.

For the few hours that the officer had known Emma, all she saw was this everlasting

sadness. This child was broken down physically and mentally. The moment the door had

opened and Emma looked in, a glimpse of light appeared in her sad eyes. Just like that tears

glossed over her eyes as her bottom lip quivered. "Daddy!" she said out loud her voice cracking

just a bit. The man looked up, a sign of relief washing over his face. The person he had been

waiting to see was right in front of him. She was alive. He stared at his daughter who had small

cuts on her face and a bandage on her palm. He could just see the things she had to go through

and his heart broke. Without hesitance, she ran into his open arms and wrapped her arms

around his neck. Her cries were mufiled by her face pressed into his shoulder.

Just hours earlier the poor girl not only witnessed the death of her mother but had to

fight for her life against an opponent stronger than she. She clung to his shirt so much that her

knuckles turned white. He held her tightly holding onto his world- His poor shattered world. The

detective watched as the two held onto each other. She refrained from getting emotional. She

had a job to do and that job was to find Jeremy Hall, or according to Emma, the Jester. She

wasn't sure where he was but she knew a man could only run so much until reaching insanity.

She knew even monsters had their weakness. A Jester's mask hides more than their face, and

she was going to find what this Jester had to hide. She left the two alone in the room as she

walked down the hallway repeating to herself Emma's statement.

A co-worker approached her at her desk as the detective was reading her notes. "Got

anything," he asked. She looked up at her partner, "something I don't understand is why not just

kill Emma right away after the mother?". Her partner shrugged and moved to his desk. "That is

for us to find out isn't it". The detective opened a folder, "Time to find you, Jeremy Hall".
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