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Goatman

My hands are searching my pockets. Where is it? All I feel is the denim rubbing against
my fingertips. My fingertips are losing hope until I check my bag. In it lies nonsensical
necessities: a finger, a rabbit’s foot, a dried flower, an eye, a blistered tongue. Found it! 1 pull out
my wallet; money isn t real. The most fantastical thing in my bag is the money that hides in my
wallet. The most real thing about it is the blood stained onto the paper’s face.

“That’ll be $9.14.” the one behind the register has the eyes of a goat, and I think about
how they’ll taste.

I hand her my card, and I walk over to the other side of the shop, where I'll pace to the
left and right in anticipation of my package awaiting me at the foot of my door. People aren't
real.

“Order 19!”

It is 8 or so in the moming, I'm grabbing my coffee, and I am heading back home in
anticipation of my package and sleep. The workday was long, 39,000 hours long to be specific.

My eyes droop to a solemn close as I stumble disappointedly through the front door,
where I'll slam the door in disappointment because my package hasn’t yet arrived. /'m going to
kill myself. My body collapses in a rage of disappointment and loathing. My face hits the cold

wooden floor; I don’t feel a thing.



Many hours pass as I dream of small men in tempered spectacle; twirling and spiraling,
they go pass through absent minds and joyful smiles.

BRRIIING!- it goes! I tell you-BRRIIING! My doorbell shakes a violent spur. My face,
drenched in drool and sweat, awakens, my hand wiping the sleepday’s evidence away. My body
is heavy as I force it up into a tabletop; I peer into the peephole, and all my eyes are able to
capture are knees. Ughhh, why not the mailman? 1 drag my body into an upright position, and
peering through the peephole that meets my eye in an upright position, a visage of a man with an
clongated, grizzled snout and horned head greets me. Oh god! Is that my package? Oh dear; if
there s a god, please tell me it is.

The door knob turns. Why not the regular mailman? The door is open only a crack. My
arm unnaturally bends and writhes through the open crack and snatches the package right from
the goat man’s hands. Wait, a goat man? There was a goat man at the door! Don 't see that
handsome devil everyday! Oh wait, he is me and I am him.

“Behhhh,” came from the other side of the door.

[ hastily grab the pair of scissors to open up Pandora’s box. Why are they called a pair of
scissors when it 5 just one tool? Yes, there are two blades, but separated, you do not call them a
“scissor”. What madness is that? Tearing open the box, I see a glimpse of heaven shine out; it
nearly blinds me. I see my father: a bony frail man. His mouth is gaping open, as if someone had
hung from it like a tree branch.

“Son...You...You're a-a... Goatman...” | blankly stare back at him. What is he going on
about? Isn't he supposed to be still and quiet? Forever trapped in this moment as I willed for
him? I am no goatman. But as 1 stare further into the box, I see myself. By God, I ant a goatman!

I threw the box across the room. What witchcraft is this? Who dares humor me with such juvenile



tricks? At this point, I am furious. My hooves stomp on account of their own will. Then a
thought passes through my head: / forgot to take my insanitv. Quickly, I trot on over and take the
pills that guard my nightstand. Ashamed and furious at my fear, I resolve quite quickly. I am in
hell. I am not this man's son. I am his savior. I will not dare live in his son s mortality. 1 crave,

and the next workday begins. / am the devil.
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My Favorite Coustume

Once upon a time, there lived in the quaint little town of Whiskerwood a naughty but lovable cat
named Toby. Whiskerwood was known for its love of Halloween, and the town celebrated the
holiday with great enthusiasm. The autumn leaves painted the city in reds, oranges, and golds,
and the warm air carried spooky tales and witty ghostly tales

Toby was no slouch. He loved to travel, had a curious heart, and had a great love of Halloween.
Every year, when the city was filled with joy in the days leading up to the holiday, he longed to
be part of the celebration. And every year she would come up with a costume idea to be the life
of the Halloween party.

This year, Toby decided he wanted to be a ghost. He spent his days planning, plotting, and
carefully studying the details of the town'’s history, the friendly spirit of Whiskerwood, and a dog
named Casper Whiskerstein Casper was famous for walking around town in a white tie and
carrying his fun antics with delight children, but he disappeared years ago, and Toby wants to
pay tribute to a phantom he loved

Toby roamed the city in search of the perfect ghost suit, sneaking into basements and attics in
search of perfection. She gathered some old white paper, scissors, and yarn, and set to work
creating the most amazing ghost dress the town had ever seen with sparkly star eyes with
buttons and a flowing, ethereal tail with old knots has been done. Its heart-shaped snout peeked
out from under the leaf, giving it a very attractive appearance.

As Halloween night approached, Whiskerwood was abuzz with activity. Every house is
decorated with bananas, witches, and spider webs, and children wonder fondly if their costumes
The city had seen it before. It had sparkly starry eyes with buttons and a flowing, ethereal tail
made of old wires. Its heart-shaped snout peeked out from under the leaf, giving it a very
attractive appearance.

As Halloween night approached, Whiskerwood was abuzz with activity. Every house is
decorated with bananas, witches, and spider webs and children fondly discuss their costumes at
school. Toby couldn’t wait to show off his masterpiece.

One chilly Halloween night, she slipped into her ghost costume and went out into the streets.
Her heart pounded in excitement as she joined the crowd of costumed creatures and ghouls, all
smiling, and joining in the celebration.



"Toby! What a beautiful ghost you are!" Mrs. Tubbypaws, the oldest dog in town, shouted as she
passed.

"Thank you, Mrs. Tabbypaws," Toby replied with a ghostly nod. He felt a warmth in his heart as
the townspeople admired his oulffit.

Toby happily took in the Halloween parade. She danced and played tricks, made new friends,
and shared in the holiday cheer. Along the way, he also met a friendly character named Belfry,
who told him horrible things that sent shivers down his spine.

As the night wore on, the moon shone higher, casting a new-world glow over the city. They
gathered in the town square for the annual costume contest, and Toby decided to join. He
strode onto the stage, his tie dramatically wobbling, and introduced himself to the judges.

The judges, three owls known for their intelligence, were in awe of Toby's costume. "What's your
name, little spirit?" asked a squirrel.

"My tribute to Toby, and tonight's friendly spirit Casper Whiskerstein," he replied politely.

The judge of Toby and his ghostly hospitality captivated them. When the winners were
announced, Toby took the lead, to loud applause from the crowd.

Toby's heart tightened in pleasure. She had achieved her dream of becoming a Halloween star
in Whiskerwood, and her costume had won the town’s accolades. She felt more belonged and
accepted than ever.

Once the night was over and the townspeople had dismissed, Toby took off his clothes and
headed home. He couldn’t stop thinking about the Halloween magic he experienced. She found
the best part of the holiday wasn't the uniforms or the prizes, but the sense of community and
friendships it created

The next year, Toby was already thinking about his next Halloween trip. He had learned that the
true spirit of Halloween was not to be spooky or spooky but to celebrate the magic of the season
together with his loved ones and in Whiskerwood where every Halloween is an unforgettable
night of fun, he was Toby knows the celebration of the holiday That he will always have a
special place in the stars.
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“Liminality”

If you sleep, you die. That’s how it has been for the past however long. This car ride
home is making me drowsy. But I won’t succumb to it just yet. Because if I do, I will be dead in
a short while, and I would take everyone down with me.

Apparently there is this... thing... happening to people around this area. I don’t know
what it is. No one knows, really. Anyway, it’s some wicked thing where anyone who goes to
sleep will have this dream of... utter bliss. Everyone is calling it “*liminality”. Sounds fitting, I
suppose.

Again, | don’t know what the dream is or how blissful it could be. Well, you could have
gotten that from the fact that I haven't croaked yet. This dream makes you go bananas. People
who have had it will try to kill anyone they see. They say they do this to make the world like
their dream they had. Sounds like a silly reason to--

“Does anyone need anything? If so, I can stop by the next town over.”

That came from Ellen, my good friend and the driver of the ride we took to Seattle earlier
tonight. She looked to be very focused on the road ahead. I would do the same; driving on harsh
January roads under the waning crescent of the 1 AM moon is no easy task. Knowing this, I

answered in a way as to not draw too much of her attention.



“T'have everything I need already.” This is true, as [ have an almost full canteen of
lukewarm water, a bag of Cadbury Caramellos that I had been routinely snacking on this whole
trip, and I wasn’t in any rush to find a washroom.

“Okay. Monica?” Ellen queried. A few seconds came and went, and she went
unanswered. Perhaps Monica couldn’t hear her over the early 2010s industry-standard party pop
trash that Ellen liked to blast out of the aux at almost max volume. I will never understand why
she does that.

“Monica!™ Ellen belted out with a touch more force. Afterwards, we heard nothing but
crickets. Crickets, and that autotune spaghetti that the radio was emitting. I swiveled my head
leftward, and there lies Monica, passed out and sprawled across the rear seats, with her almost
black hair barricading her face.

“Damn it. She’s knocked out cold.” I quipped, this time so loud that Ellen could clearly
hear me. I didn’t care if I made the car smash into a stake. Right now, falling asleep is a death
sentence, both for Monica and for us in the front.

Ellen replied with a worried expression which was devoid of speech. Even though she
said nothing, I could tell she was internally hyperventilating. [ am too, but I am a lot better at
suppressing my inner thoughts. I was trying to untangle them, when we heard some disturbing
sounds coming from the radio. Even more disturbing than 2010s pop trash, which before now 1
thought was impossible.

We heard those blaring tones that made you think the world would soon end. You know
those ear-piercingly annoying sounds that your TV or your cell phone makes whenever a flood is
coming or a kid goes missing? We heard those, but we were all in one place, and I couldn’t tell

how the weather was, but it didn’t look like it could harm us.



Then came the computer-like voice that sounded like it was announcing the apocalypse.
And with all the wicked shit that happened earlier, it might as well be. The voice started.

“The following message is transmitted at the request of the Federal Bureau of
Investigation in conjunction with the United States Department of Health and Human Services
and numerous state level governments.”

God, help us. Whatever news this frightening voice had for us, we knew it wouldn’t be
good.

The voice continued. “The exponential growth of the liminal dream condition has created
a significant danger to civilian life in the western United States, particularly in the Pacific
Northwest, where crime has skyrocketed from liminality victims. Unfortunately? with this civil
threat present, it has been determined that normal life cannot continue until the current threat 1s
resolved.”

I had been paying so much attention to the alert that I hadn’t noticed that Ellen stopped
the car along the county road we were driving on. We just gave horrified glaces towards each
other. Neither one of us dared to let a word slip from either of our lips. We both looked back
afterwards. Monica was still sound asleep. It’s almost impressive that she’s still knocked out after
that radio kept running its speakers.

Good for us. The longer Monica stays asleep, the longer Ellen and I live.

“Effective at 12 AM tomorrow, martial law will be declared in the following states: New
Mexico, Arizona, Colorado, Utah, Wyoming, Montana,...” The voice kept going. Ellen and I

both knew we would be stuck in this conundrum, even if the voice hadn’t said it yet.



*... Idaho, Oregon., Washington, Nevada, and California.” There it was. We were now
trapped here in Washington, with just the two of us for god knows how far. | was just in a trance,
and so was Ellen, from what I could observe.

“All transportation to, from, and within these states will be heavily monitored, and a
mandatory curfew of 11 PM to 7 AM will be enforced for all residents. Periodic checks of
households will be conducted to ensure that all members of the household are--"

Ellen summoned enough courage to finally shut that damned radio off. I guess she
couldn’t stomach the gravity of reality right now. Well, neither can 1. All of this shit is about to
make me hurl. A half-unconscious voice coming from the back was what finally did me in.

“What happened--where are we?"" That voice was Monica’s, but her voice was the last
one I wanted to hear. Those first words, I thought to myself, might as well be announcing my
death. I wordlessly wedged open my car door and excused myself from the vehicle. In contrast,
Ellen did nothing. I could hear the commotion left in the car, as I hadn’t closed the door when I
stepped out.

“Get me out of here. | want to go back.” Monica started to squeak out in a barely
intelligible, half-awake mumble.

“Go back where?” Ellen shot back.

“That... place... where I can be alone, and happy again.”

“That’s where we’re trying to go.” Ellen assured. I wanted to correct her, but the less we
set Monica over the edge, the better for us.

“Why can’t I just be the only person left in this world?”” Holy. Those words made my

bones tremble. I can’t just stand here and do nothing.



“Just trust us. Only a few more hours, and you can go back home, and not have to talk to
anyone.” I said that like she really liked solitude. I knew it wasn’t true; Monica wouldn’t shut up
about whatever dumb thing she overheard in school or over social media all the time. My SMS
inbox 1s cluttered with crap she sent me. But if that god-awful voice was telling the truth, then
she really wants to be alone. Either that, or die trying.

“I want to be ALONE! JUST DIE ALREADY!” Monica sprung at Ellen. who was
climbing out of the car at this time. The sudden pounce Monica made forced Ellen out for good.
Everything was a blur, partly because it was 1 in the morning and I couldn’t see much, but also
because the little smackdown between Ellen and Monica happened so fast. Something
something, Monica trying to strangle Ellen, something, Ellen throwing a spare fist back at
Monica, something something, Monica screaming about that liminality shit and being alone,
something else. Whatever that was, both of their fates were sealed. Ellen would fall into one of
Monica’s hands, and Monica herself would fall into her other. I knew Ellen would die, and
Monica too sometime after, but I wouldn’t be there to witness it.

Thankfully for me, Ellen left the car keys in the ignition. All I had to do was get in the
driver’s seat, close the door, and turn the key. I could barely hear the car start over the conclusion
of Ellen’s fate, who was likely on the last threads of her life after indirectly falling victim to
liminality. I don’t want to be there to watch. I'm just getting out of here, either to find a safe
harbor somewhere, or to find a stake to crash into so my fate isn’t sealed by liminality. If
choose the latter, then hopefully I’ll find Ellen in heaven. And Monica too, given that after she
passes in the hands of liminality, she makes it to heaven and not the liminal world she dreamt

about.
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I Hate the DMV
I remember when I was 16, my older brother was missing. What an idiot, 1 always thought. He drew
way too much attention to our family that we didn’t need. I remembered hoping he would turn up,
preferably alive because the family business could barely function without him. As stupid as he was, he was
really the brawn of operation, and we needed a /ot of brawn.

I remember after his disappearance my parents told me that I had to get my stupid drivers license. And |
hated driving. I couldn’t park. Parallel, nonparallel, none of it. It’s ridiculous. Then, if I managed to actually
get my license, I would have to drive my dad’s old, janky black van around, which he always thought was
pretty inconspicuous, but I always believed it had the opposite effect.

Technically, | had already taken the test. Three times, in different states. In my defense, each state has
its own ridiculous regulations that have prevented me from actually obtaining my license. Like when we
were in Utah, I barely- I mean barely- hit the car in front of me. But it barely even left a dent, so really I'm
not even sure why they failed me- the brakes of their stupid testing car were obviously faulty. Then, when we
were living in Missouri, I took it again and failed because I went a /ittle over the speed limit in a school zone

and I was “hazardous to children™. It’s not my fault that the second graders crossing the street weren't
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., where they were going. I think if anything, I was sharpening their senses because there are lots of
«ngerous things to be aware of out there. I was definitely doing a service to the future generation.

In Maine, I was actually doing pretty well, but there was this annoying thumping noise in the trunk.
Thump, thump, thump. In Maine, | had to provide my own car for the test, so I took my brother’s. It was a
black car that he kept really clean, for the most part. Except for what he kept in his trunk, obviously.

Every stop sign, stoplight, every turn- that’s all me and the test guy heard. Thump, thump, thump. 1
kept thinking in my head- What could that idiot possibly have in the back of his car...it sounds really
heavy...oops! Swerved off the road for a second there...

When I was lost in my own thoughts, I think the driver test guy was slowly losing his mind to the thump
thump thump-ing too. He looked as if he was going to pull out his thin, white hair. Looks like its going to fall
out any day, anyways... “Can you please pull over and contain whatever is in the back of your trunk?” His
hands were clawing the door handle, as if his life depended on his grip.

“Yessir.” | pulled over, the car jerking to a sudden stop. Never exactly mastered the use of my brakes...

We were in a sort of deserted part of town, near sunset. I took a minute to observe the orange-reddish
hue painted across the horizon. You know how some days you really admire the gorgeous horizon and that
really sticks with you? That was for sure one of those days.

I finally opened the trunk and immediately rolled my eyes. It was the bloodied body of our across
the street neighbor Mr. Reynolds. By the looks of it, my brother got him last night, came straight home, and
went to sleep for the next 12 hours, forgetting that | had my driver’s test the next day. Not even properly
wrapped. Talk about incompetent. 1 thought to myself. Mavbe it's a good thing that I'm getting my license...

Once again, lost in thought for a couple of minutes, I didn’t notice the driving test guy get out of the
passenger seat to come and check on me. In my defense, he didn’t scream, his mouth was just gaping wide.
He suddenly grabbed his chest and fell down. His fall was immediately followed by a cracking noise.
Hesitantly, I lifted up his head to see that he had cracked his skull on a sharp rock. I winced. I wasn’t so used

to fresh dead bodies- I usually handled the ones that were already chopped up and ready to go.
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walked to a gas station we had passed about two miles back. I used the payphone outside to call my
.other. He picked up immediately. What a loser...nothing better to do. “Hello?” His deep voice answered.

“Hey. genius. You left our dinner in the back of your car. The driving test guy found it and he had a
heart attack.”

He swore under his breath. “I’ll get Dad’s van...”

He arrived about 30 minutes later, loading up Mr. Reynolds in the van. The night finally cast its cover
upon us, leaving me to call 911 about the old driving instructor.

It took a bit of lying, telling the police I was in such a state of shock I had to sit in the driver's seat for
30 minutes before realizing what to do. They believed me, of course. Didn’t really question it much at all,
actually. Unfortunately since my test administrator dropped dead during my test, they couldn’t give me my
license and while I don’t count it as a fail, the DMV certainly did.

When I returned home that night, Mom had already prepared dinner. Thankfully, Mr. Reynolds made
for quite a tasty meatball. It was one of the last times I was truly happy, I think. Spaghetti and meatballs for
dinner in my favorite season of autumn, hollowed out skulls with candles inside illuminating the dining room
for decoration. We’re not wasteful people. Also, if you know of a way to get a Mr. Reynolds meatball for my
final meal that would be absolutely delightful.

We moved not long after that to Wyoming. Where my brother went missing and his body was found
in the trunk of his black car, drained of all his blood, a threat from a rivalry business, I'm sure. [ also finally
got my license, which was cool for a while. Until the family was caught. And I was old enough to be tried as

an adult, just for having a different taste in cuisine, compared to your next door neighbor.

This is a student email account monitored by Widefield School District. The contents of this email are governed by state
laws and the board policies of the school district.
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Horror Stories in the Dark

In the middle of a fog-shrouded town, between ancient forests, stood an antique
bookstore known as “Buckets O’ Blood Bookstore.” The shop has been operating for
generations upon generations. The shelves of this book store are lined with mysteries,
general knowledge, and, as local folklore says, cursed books. Among all of these
wonderful books, there was a book lined in dusted over cork leather. This relic was
known only as “Salem’s Lot.”

On a particularly chilly evening, Charlie, an exceptionally curious student with an
obsession with the supernatural, wandered into Buckets O’ Blood Bookstore. She had
never visited this store before or even heard of it, but she was drawn to the ominous
name hoping to find a good horror story to read. She wandered in and walked around
searching for the horror tales and stumbled upon the old shelves in the back that were
labeled as non-fiction horror tales. She was drawn to the book “Salem’s Lot.” She
picked this book up and dusted off the back cover trying to find the summary that’s on
the back of most books, but she had no such luck in finding one. She decided to take
the book anyways and decided that she would go and read the first few pages and if
she didn't like it, she’d come back and pick another book. She was drawn to this book
because she felt as though there was a malevolent energy to it and she needed to
figure out why exactly she was feeling this.

As she walked to the counter to purchase this forbidden feeling book, the
shopkeeper, a frail, old woman, issued her a warning as he rang up the book.

“Remember dear, not all stories are meant to be told. This book holds secrets,

and once they are released, they will haunt you.”



Charlie laughed off his warning and thanked him after he had given the book
back and walked out of the store. She returned to her apartment eager to dive into this
book and its forbidden secrets. As she opened the book, she thought she felt the room
grow colder as her arms filled with goosebumps. The words seemed to come to life as
she read them, “In the village of Salem...” As she read on, the room began to feel even
colder, and suddenly a spectral figure appeared before her. It was this figure, dressed in
tattered garments, and Charlie could feel its hollow black eyes locking onto her.

Terrified, Charlie tried to slam the book shut, but her hands were not obeying the
commands. The room began transforming, and within the mere blink of an eye, she
found herself standing in this village of Salem. Her surroundings matched perfectly with
the descriptions listed in this book.

Panicked, she called out to this being “What do you want from me?”

The being replied with nothing more than a whisper. “You summoned me, and
now, the tales will continue to unfold around you. You are trapped in these stories of the
book.”

Desperate to escape this nightmare, Charlie frantically tried to flip the pages,
hoping to find a way to release herself from this curse. However, each page she turned
unveiled a new horrifying scene, and this figure moved closer with each chapter that
passed. Charlie’s heart began to race as she realized that the tales were coming to life,
with her as an unwilling protagonist.

Her friends who happened to be visiting her apartment, shared the same demise.
They huddled together in this village, inside of how they were going to escape this

nightmare that they've wound up in.



As they faced the horrors in the village, Charlie and her friends desperately
brainstormed ways to break free. The spectral figure hovered nearby, its presence
chilling their souls. One of Charlie’s friends, David, who was a history major,
remembered reading about an amulet that helped break curses. After searching, they
discovered a passage that described the amulet’s location. Charlie focused on
summoning the amulet to her and using all her will, and it soon began to materialize.
With the amulet in hand, Charlie raised it high, and the spectral figure recoiled in agony.
The village around began to disintegrate into nothingness.

Gasping for breath, they found themselves back in Charlie’s apartment where the
book lay before them. The figure was nowhere to be seen. Relieved, they knew they
had to put an end to this malevolent book. Charlie, her hands trembling, reached for the
book, and her friends helped her close it.

But the story was far from over, as the book still had many tales it could bring to
life. They needed a way to ensure that this book could never harm anyone again.

The group decided to take the cursed book back to the bookstore. They believed
the shopkeeper might be able to provide them with some guidance.

Upon their arrival, this shopkeeper revealed her true identity as a guardian of the
cursed book. She explained how the book was a creation of dark magic that was bound
to trap those who dared to read it. It had been stored away, but time had weakened its
enchantment and allowed it to resurface.

She gave them an ancient key, and explained that it was the only way to seal the
book’s malevolent tales. She explained that the key could only be used once, and they

had to choose which of the stories to lock away.



Back at Charlie's apartment, the group looked over the stories within the book
trying to decide which was the most dangerous. They needed to ensure that the curse
was contained once and for all. After much debate, they settled on the story of a
vengeful spirit who terrorized a small village. It was a tale of relentless malevolence,
and they feared what would happen if they let it roam free in the world.

With heavy hearts, Charlie placed the ancient key onto the page containing the
story. A surge passed through the room as the story got locked away. The room filled
with newfound tranquility.

As the book lay dormant, the group sighed with relief. They knew the book’s
influence had been contained, and the tales would no longer come to life.

Charlie and her friends returned to their normal lives. The book remained locked
away in a hidden vault, acting as a reminder of the dangers that lurked in it.

Years passed, and the tales within remained silent. However, deep within its
pages, one story, locked by the ancient key, held a secret. The darkness within could
not be contained forever.

On a stormy night, years later, the ancient key began to vibrate. It levitated from
its resting place, drawn back to the book. The story it had sealed away was calling out
and seeking release. As the key hovered over the book, the story began to emerge
once more. A spectral figure, the spirit from the tale had materialized. It was free again,
and its hollow eyes glowed with malevolence.

The curse had not been contained; it had merely bided its time, waiting for an
opportunity to strike again. The nightmare had returned, and this time, there was no one

to stop it.
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Magdalen B:

18 years old
12th grade
10/28/2023

[t was 10:30 on Halloween night and Grayson peeked through the living room window to
scc if his boyfriend Felix had arrived. Grayson was home alone. While he waited he started to
make snacks, drinks, and get the movics prepared. Once he was done making sure everything
was perfect and in place. Grayson checked the window again, still no sign of Felix. Checking his
phonc again for any typc of message from Felix, Grayson heard a faint knock at the front door.

Grayson’s head snapped up from his phone and turned toward the front door. Normally
Felix would text Grayson that he’s here or he would use his key that Grayson gave him. Getting
an uneasy feeling, Grayson decided to call Felix. After a few minutes the phone line picked up.

“He-”

“We’re sorry but the number you’re trying to reach is currently not available™ Still having
that unsettling feeling Grayson decided to look out the living room window again. This time
there was a man, he was wearing a mask, dressed in all black. Both making cye contact, Grayson
slowly backed away from the window. Struggling to get his phone out, Grayson mangages to call
the police.

“Um h-hi, I-I need the police, there’s a strange m-man standing outside my h-house.

M-my address is 1827 GreenField Drive. H-how much longer until they get here?” Grayson was

quivering in fear.



