Jed Al R

Hospitality

Cruising on an empty highway at 1:00 a.m., clocking 160 mph. Almost getting
caught by a highway patrol, but since | got the head start, | was able to run away.
When | reached home, | rushed my wife to the hospital, but this time | was running
203 mph. Luckily, no cops found me, so | got to my destination pretty fast.

Once we got there, | carried her in my arms and got lots of nurses' attention.
They guided me in different directions, but one stood out to me. She looked caring,
had a beautiful voice, and was very alluring. Of course, | picked her.

After my wife's labor was over, | then held the baby for the first time. Then, all
of a sudden, the lights dimmed and | felt a breeze running down my whole body like
someone had touched me. Then, back to normal.

| asked my wife, “Did you see that?”

“See what?”

| was stunned at this point because | saw and felt it, but | thought she was
messing with me. | asked, “Did you feel that breeze then?”

“What breeze hub?”

| knew she was being serious as soon as she said “HUB”. | wasn't sure if | was
just tired, hallucinating, or gone nuts. Anyways, | just left it behind.

Two hours have passed, and my wife and son are sleeping. | had to leave the
room to go to the restroom and the only way to get there was through a long,

zigzagging trail. Then | went on with my walk, but all of a sudden a flicker of every




light along the hallway started going off. As soon as | stopped, the flickering light just
got faster as it came towards my direction. | closed my eyes and then felt the same
breeze like the one in the delivery room.

Then | knew | wasn't hallucinating, so | ran back to the delivery room and found
the nurse but she was different than before. Her hair was all messed up, dark circles
around her eyes. Her makeup was smeared, and her clothes were shredded and
covered with blood. The scene was horrific, she was trying to kill my wife and son.

| snapped back to reality to see the nurse looking perfectly normal, walking up

to me and saying “Congratulations sir, it's a girl”.




Jeremiah H

Senior, seventeen
Why do Dreams Like These Exist?

[ don't know what happened but all of them are dead. Every last one of them. None of
them are breathing, no heartbeats, no blood flowing. I would know because I checked all four of
them. All lying silently on the cool hard garage floor, never to move a muscle again. And now
the realization is beginning to seep in. I looked down at my hands, and jumped as I realized that
they are fully covered in hot and sticky blood. Not a sliver of smooth skin sticking through, all of
it deep red and sticky to the touch. Oh and then there was the knife. The knife that I had let
limply fall through my fingers as I arose from the seemingly memory resetting slumber that I had
somehow been forced into, I had dropped it out of my left hand in shock as I went to feel my
four friends for pulses. And none of them had puises. And the knife, the blood matching the drip
patterns on my left hand, blood flowing from the blade of the knife and down, but leaving five
small gaps without blood, the five spots my fingers had been wrapped around. And then I
sprinted. Opened the garage and sprinted. Further and further until I could not move an inch
further, and darkness began to swallow me up, my vision fading, being invaded by dark circles
that enclosed my eyesight.

It was a Saturday morning, eight nine-teen in the morning when I woke up. I groggily sat
up from my bed, rested my head against the headboard, stretched out my arms and rubbed my

eyes. And then I remembered, today was my birthday. I had just turned eighteen, and I got



excited as I thought about the party I was going to have that evening, that would entail a dinner,
dessert, presents. and maybe a bit of drinking and partying in the night time. Then I looked
around. This room was not my room. I couldn’t recognize it. The pale yellow walls with the
large ceiling fan, the deep rustic brown dresser in the right corner of the room, the bright white
nightstands to the left and right of the bed, and the deep brown colored door in the front left
corner of the room were not mine. This room belongs to someone clse. I promise I had never
stepped foot in this room before.

And then I woke up. My heart was racing, and I had almost begun to cry. But then I
realized that it was all a bad dream, a nightmare even. All my friends are alive and perfectly

well.



Trayvon W'

17 - 12th Grade

HANNIBAL

The air was brisk in the small town of Kilbrook, Massachusetts. Snowfall blanketed the
entire arca, and families were gearing up for their favorite time of vear, the holidays. The town
was a close community with only eight hundred residents. Everyone knew everyone. There was
only one bank, one grocery store, one school, and one gas station. A new family was moving into
Kilbrook, and they were moving into the largest home the city had to offer. A Tudor style estate
with 21,903 sqft. 12 bedrooms, and 14 bathrooms. Built in the 1930s by Emmet Corwley for
him, his wife, and their eight children on 283 acres. Emmett was a businessman worth more
money than anyone could ever imagine. He picked Kilbrook to build his estate, because that’s
where he was born and raised. But, he wasn’t necessarily a good man, he had multiple affairs,
and beat his wife and children. His voungest child, Hannibal, passed away at just eight years old.
when Mr. Corwley “accidentally” pushed him down their grand mahogany staircase. The family
moved away after the death of Hannibal, and were never heard of ever again. The estate went on
sale in 1969 for $18 million and had been on the market until 2009 when the Mucker family
bought the residence for less than $3 million.

The Mucker’s family of three, were elated to move to their new place. Lennon was the
father, Mariam was the mother, and Adelade was their son. Adelade was 9 years old with fair
skin, brunette hair, and the brightest green eyes ever. When they moved in, Adelade rushed to

claim his bedroom up the stairs and down the hall to the left. Coincidentally the room Hannibal



had previously occupied. The home was extensively large for just three, but the Mucker's didn’t
mind a lot of space. Adelade admired his bedroom, it was large, had floor-to-ceiling windows,
vaulted ceilings, and a nice sized closet. However, a little boy like him would soon be terrified to
ever close his eyes in a room this magnitude. especially at night. The first night in the home.
Lennon and Mariam tucked Adelade into his king sized bed. They read him some stories and
reassured him that he was safe and sound in the new home. When Adelade felt comfortable
enough to fall asleep, he did. But, he was awoken in the night by a faint whisper. He would get
out of his bed and circle his bedroom to find the source of the whispering, but it would always go
away once he got up. He never told his parents after the first night, but as it continued to happen.
he would let them know. “You're just trying to adjust, " they would say to him. After three
consistent months of whispers, Adelade had an episode, and screamed bloody murder until his
parents entered his room. “There’s someonc in here”, he'd sob. They stared at their son in
disbelief, and decided to do something about it.

The next morning, the couple brought in a counselor to talk to their son about what he’s
been hearing. Adelade explained what he’s been hearing, and the counselor told him about the
tale of the Corwley family. The counselor also mentioned that Adelade had picked the same
bedroom as the little boy. It was believed that Hannibal’s spirit had lived in the walls of his
bedroom and would attempt to communicate with whoever entered the room. The meeting was
over with Adelade and the counselor explained to the parents what was happening. They shook
their heads in disbelief.

“So the boy's name is Hannibal,” Lennon asked.

“Yes and he lived here in the 40s. Hannibal is trying to communicate with Adelade, so

you guys need to be more understanding about what’s happening.” the counselor added.



Lennon and Mariam were in disbelief. Once the counselor left, the house was awfully
quict. A loud noise echoed from upstairs, it sounded like someone had dropped an a thousand
pound weight on the floor. Without second thought they ran to check on Adelaide.

“Adelade, Adelade. Are you okay?” They yelled.

When they got to his room, he was rocking on a chair in the middle of his bedroom and
was shaking freakishly back and forth. When they approached him, his eyes were white and had
rolled to the back of his head.

“Get out, get out, get out”™ Hannibal whispered in the room.

The parents looked around frantically and realized that their son had been telling the
truth.

“He’s mine now, he’s mine now, he’s mine now™, the voice repeated.

They knew it was Hannibal, the boy the counselor had just told them about.

“What do you want with our son,” Mariam asked?

“I just want someone to play with me, but not how my father did, he was too rough.”
Hannibal responded.

“Adelade, get up and walk towards the stairs.” Hannibal said afterwards.

Adelade listened to the command and started walking down the hall towards the stairs.

Lennon and Mariam did everything in their power to stop Adelade trom walking, but the
presence in his body was far too strong. Adelade got to the top of the stairs.

“Now jump. Come and be with me Adelade,” Hannibal said. “Jump Adelade, I said
jump.” Hannibal screamed.

Adelade’s eyes opened wide and he leaped as far as he could onto the staircase, jumping

headfirst. He hit the edge of the first landing, and the rest of his body tumbled down the residual



steps. Lennon and Mariam screamed as they ran after their son. But little did they know they
were chasing a corpse. The last hit was deadly as Adelade’s neck struck the edge of the
mahogany stair and bounced onto the white marble floor. The boy had been decapitated. The
parents sobbed and stared at their little boy’s head in disbelief’

“He believed me because you guy’s didn’t believe him”, Hannibal said at last.



Elise Cl
12t grade

Thinking About You

The house was empty, bui it did not lack the feeling of being watched. The house was cold and
still. She sat like a statue waiting to hear if there would be a peep or crack from somewhere in
the house. Silence filled the room until there began a scratching at the window. She thrusted her
head toward the sound. She sighed in relicf seeing that it was tree branches hitting the window.
Even Though there is nothing insight or any noises to be suspicious of she still sits there in statue

position.

This is the most boringest job ever. All T do is sit here and watch this stupid video recording of a
girl who sits there and does nothing. What's the point of this, she never does anything. I thought
when 1 took this job it would at least be a little interesting. [ guess I can't really complain that the
pay 1s good, but [ feel like I'm rotting away at this job. Thankfully I won't have to do this much
longer. | just need the money. Not gonna lie I do think this kinda a weird job. I don't even know
how I heard of this job or how I got it. but it's an opportunity to get easy money so | took it. But |
wish [ could at; least do something while sitting but there are so many stupid rules. I can't do
anything but sit here and watch this girl. All she does is just sit there or sleep. She doesn't even
talk to herself. I'm guessing she's crazy. or maybe just really tramaized. I wonder if she knows
she's being watched or at least knows there is a camera. And this stupid office 1s so small and
creepy, but i'm just glad i don't have to walk around this creepy place, 1 just have to watch this
girl sit and do nothing. Tt is kinda weird there aren't any other patients, or maybe there are and |
just have to watch her cause she's the craziest or the least stable. But not gonna lie she doesn't

seem crazy, she always looks sad. I feel bad for her. | usually don't see her face but . the little



glances I do when she does move she looks pretty. She has long brown hair, | bet it would look
pretty if she could brush it. [ wish some patient confidence didn't matter. Like I'm the one
watching over her and [ don't even know her name. | wish | knew her name.

[ hear what seems to be a mumble. It caught me off guard, did she try to say anything? And I'm
hearing things now? Or maybe | am just talking to myself too much and need to focus more. But
god damn this job is boring my adhd mind can't handle this, my mind keeps getting sidetracked. |
wish I could at least kitten to music while working. This job is so boring. What was the song that
I heard on the radio earlier? It was really good, and it reminded me of something but I don’t
remember, I just temper the tune sort of, I was too focused on driving. How does it go?
“Mhmhm... hmm..”

[ think I went something like..

* Do you think I have forgotten about it?... Do you think I have forgotten about you?”

Finally I figured it out but [ can’t remember the rest of the song.

It’s almost three A.M. [ only have a couple more hours left, she hasn’t moved. [ still can’t get
that song out of my head. What’s the name or the rest of that song? I'm gonna contour to hum In
hope I get the rest of the song. hmhm hmmm have you thought that I have forgotten, did you
think that 1 have forgotten about you.

“Hmhm...”

What was that? Did I accidentally hum out loud? No, I don't think so. I'm too tired for this.
“and I think about you” I heard it come from my monitor, did she just say that? Is that my song”
I think that’s a part of the song. How did she know that?

“there was something about you now I can’t remember " that's the song. She has a pretty voice.

But all of a sudden I get the chills. This is kinda creepy. How did she know that song?



BANG

What was that? There shouldn't be anyone else here. Okay now i'm very creeped out. maybe
something just fell. Should I go check it out?

“Do you think that I have forgotten, do you think i have forgotten, do you think that i have
forgotten about.. you™

I looked back down at the monitor. She's staring right at me, she's never looked at the camera
before. I've never seen her face. She's pale, and looks so tired, but she's so pretty. Her face looks
familiar. Have | seen her somewhere before? Maybe she looks familiar because 1 watch her
evervday. Am I stupid. But honestly | don't know. I dont think ive ever seen her face so clear
before. She looks concerned. Her eyes look like she's seen so many terrible things. Her skin
looks porcelain.,

“T know a place, It's somewhere | go when I need to remember your face™ It's the song again.

Another part of the song. How does she know that song?

“It's not fair.”” She said. still staring at me “It's not fair you get to watch me. and | don't get to
watch you.” Her facial expression changed to fear. Her eyes changed, her stare hardened. I'm
frozen, what do I do?

* 1 liked hearing you sing”

She heard me singing? How? She can't. Can she? Maybe she's somehow messing with me.
“I'm so lonely, you never talk. your humming soothes me, i can finally get some sleep.
goodnight.” She gave me a soft smile, and turned away and layed in her bed.

What just happened? Did that really just happen? Am I going crazy?

“Maybe you are,” the voice from the monotier said.



Hailey L

Eclipse

[f only I had known.... What lurked in the shadows of the book. What hid behind its
demise. It was too late though. I should’ve been more careful, I should’ve put it back. but how
could I? I was compelled by its lingering. odd figure. Its uncanny voice draws me closer and
closer and closer to its freedom of being open. Until I finally gave in, I became the voice trapped
in the book, I became the lingering finger, drawing the next victim in line to fall prey to my
demise. If only I wasn’t the one to fall weak. If only I didn’t pick it up....

....The summer of 2014, that was the day. | was going out with Ali Skov. I planned the
whole thing. Pick her up at seven sharp, take her to a nice dinner, watch a movie after. and end
the night while looking at the stars. Well, that was the plan. The whole day, I was ironing my
clothes, checking my phone, checking the time, changing my outfit, putting gas in the car.
brushing my teeth, fixing my hair, and putting deodorant on. | ended up with the white collared
button up shirt, khaki’s, my black shoes, my brown golden hair combed and my gold chain. With
time left to spare, | walked the two blocks down from my house to the marketplace. Thinking to
start the date off right, is to buy her some flowers.

Walking down to the store and shedding some time off, [ walk through the strect alley to
cut through the buildings and exit out to the street right across the store, instead of going around
the usual path. Walking towards the light at the end of the alley. I stumbled upon this unusual
textured brick. but when I looked down. | saw the intricate details of the cover of the book.

Practically living inside the walls of buildings being filled with books, this one caught my eye,



not only of its intricate detail. but its absence of being within the shelves of a library. Drawn to
its compelling cover, a voice inside of me, warning me to leave it be, but the whispers within the
book are too strong. I picked it up. Studying its texture, its spine. its overall structure, | get lost in
the track of time, and turn back to my house. Forgetting the flowers. Focusing on the book.

[ reach my house, and lay the book flat on the table. I pry it open to reveal the
encryptions written within the book. Inspecting the sketches, the inscriptions, the whole thing,
until the words are floating in front of me, the sentences become voices, and they grow louder,
and louder. Engraved in my mind, taking over my thoughts and body. I try to close it, but my
soul, my body is captivated by its essence. Slowly. but surely, I looked down at my hands and
they started to fade. Like sand dropping into the beach and snow evaporating into the day sky. |
try to scream, but my body is not my own. I'm muffled. I'm screaming through a sheet of fabric
pushing my way out, until | hit the bottom. I look down and see the pages on the lines, and look
more closely to reveal that those weren’t lines on pages but also uniformed bodies creating lines
on papers. My body is not my own, I look up and I look down, paralyzed. Paralyzed from fear,
regret, and guilt. I tried to move, but the weight of the body above me was so heavy. I kick, |
grunt and groan, but nothing. My body was not my own. The weight becomes heavier and
heavier, until I cease to exist. I'm molded into the words. in the book, [ am pages sewn. My
voice becomes the words written, my body becomes the spine. and my hands become the pages
turnt. I became the book.

I sit there, waiting. While dust collects on my spine, on my cover, on my pages. Waiting.
Days go by, maybe weeks. even months, or a year. I sit and wait. Wait for my freedom, waiting

to be open again, waiting to be free. | think back to that day, the day I was going on a date with



Ali Skov. The day that everything should’ve gone well. The day that was supposed to be my day.
Oh how [ hate that day now. A reminder of my weakness, a reminder of loss of hope.

[ sit and wait, until I can’t anymore. I push, [ shove, | kick, [ yell, until [ hear a voice. a
voice of hope, a voice of freedom perhaps. [ keep fighting and the voice becomes louder and
louder.

“Wake up Jake! Wake Up!™. | open my eyes.

My body is my own. There’s no pushing. no kicking, no fighting, just me. I look to find
my mom standing over me, looking at me with anger.

“You’'ll be late™, Late, I thought but for what.

“It's six, you need to get ready for your date with Ali ".

“My date?” [ asked.

“Yes your date, you fell asleep™.

[ fell asleep. My body is my own. I'm free. No more fighting. No more screaming. Only a
dream. a dream that felt like an eternity. A dream that was all. An eclipse in time. my clean slate,

my new beginning to an end. Only a dream... it was all a dream.



Jay Sr
Best Friends, until the End

The best of friends can become the worst of enemies in times of panic and strife, and the
events happening now certainly classify as times of panic. With each creak of the stairs, and
rumble of the old house, betrayal seemed more and more likely. The shared space between us
seemed to shrink every second we spent hiding, and trap us even further then we already
were. How had we gotten here?

We had been planning this sleepover for about a week now, excited to have a fun night.
My family had just moved into a new home a month ago, a much larger one than before, due to
my dad getting a promotion. The only downside of said house was its age, with each step
being followed by a creek, and the stairs looked about ready to break, at least that's what my
parents said. But it was spacious and it had room for everyone, and probably enough for that
twice over. With such a large space to live in, a sleepover was needed to use all this space. |
mean, large spooky old home, classic horror trope, lets add a few more in. The plan was a
night of watching classic slashers, and horrible sequels, and maybe redeeming third
installations. Nothing complex, just some scares for the mood of the house. God how wrong
that would go.

It was around 5pm when he arrived, pouding at the door, yelling to me.

“Let me in, Eric!”, he shouted over his constant pounding. He really was persistent,
never once taking a break from knocking, despite yelling and waiting for a few minutes. As he
continued his knocking, | stood in front of the door, watching through the peephole, throwing
the door open as his arm came down again, making him stumble inside.

“I let you in, Lucas.” | said, watching as he hurried to right himself. As soon as he did, he
glared at me as | shut the door, locking it and turning back to him. We looked at each other in

silence, until he turned, and bolted straight towards the stairs and towards my room. |



immediately followed, but when it came to speed, Eric far outdid me. He was much lankier,
slightly taller compared to me, and much more athletic. Dusty blonde compared to my black
hair, though we had the same eye color, simply brown. He was tanned due to his athletics, a
runner, compared to my pastier complexion, due to days of sitting inside watching movies. The
house we ran through was the house of my dreams, a horror movie house personified, every
downside my parents pointed out something that | loved. Within the month my family had lived
in this house, me and Lucas had explored every inch of it, Lucas fitting himself in any nook
and cranny he could, any dark spot possible, while | watched and cheered him on. Every place
in this house had been explored by us, and the house was large so that's saying a lot. But even
with how much we explored it, the house still had the same aura, making it feel like the house
was watching us. Truly a horror house. This is all besides the point of the race, which Lucas
had long since won, both of us sitting on my bed catching our breaths.

“Well what movie do you want to watch first?” | asked after a moment of silence.

A few hours later, it was reaching midnight, the moon high overhead, casting blue light
through the few open windows in the house, the darkness making shadows seem deeper, more
alive, writhing across the floor as curtains flailed. The large house, mostly empty, filled with
silence broken by the occasional yelling from one room.

“Come on Eric, you can't actually believe Halloween is scarier then Nightmare on EIm
Street, like come on man.” Lucas had been arguing with me over this for over 30 minutes by
now.

“| stand by my beliefs, accept them or leave my house.” was my final response to him.

“Fine, | will.” and with that Lucas stood, opened my door and walked into the shadows
beyond, disappearing completely. | sat there laughing at his actions for a minute, before |

realized he hadn’t come back. | sat a moment longer before | got up and walked to the door.



“Lucas?” | got no response, and dread filled me, the horror cliches we had just been
watching unnerving me. | stood in the door frame looking out into the hallway. The completely
dark hallway. The completely silent one. Lucas would’ve made some sort of noise by now, and
with how the halls creaked, his footsteps would've made some noise, just any noise. But there
was nothing. It was deathly silent. Until it wasn’t. Pouding came from down the hall, and | saw
the familiar figure of Lucas running down the hall. His steps thudded, the house booming with
noise now, like it wasn’t pulling it all out of existence a moment before. | sighed with relief and
stepped out into the hall, until | noticed something. Lucas’s right arm was hanging down to his
side, seeming to flop around uselessly, and there was something running down it, that glinted
as moonlight hit it. Terror was etched into every line of his face, and as he locked eyes with
me, it only seemed to grow more.

“RUN, YOU HAVE TO RUN!” he shouted at me as he grew closer. The liquid on his arm
was blood. Blood was dripping and being flung across the floor with every desperate step he
took. | wasted no time in turning around and running as well. As we ran, | could hear heavy
footsteps behind us, walking, like they had all the time in the world to catch us. Yet another
cliche come true in this nightmare. The stairs were just in front of us and we ran down them,
down into the house’s entrance. The footsteps seemed to have stopped, but we kept running,
fumbling with the doors lock, until we had stepped outside.

“What happened, you were only gone for a few minutes, what happened!?” | frantically
asked him.

“l-I'm not sure, one moment | was walking out the door, and the next | just felt something
thud into my arm. | don't know where that guy came from, or how he got in, but he seemed to
know the place well.” Lucas explained, catching his breath as he did so, desperately averting
his eyes from his injury.

“What about my parents then, what happened to them?” | was desperate for an answer.



“I don't know, | didn't see them while running, and they would’ve heard the pounding
from us running.” Lucas said, finally catching his breath and standing up straight, wincing as
the adrenaline wore off and the reality of his wound set in.

“Well we have to go back in, we have to go find them. Come on.” | was pulling Lucas
along, avoiding the injured arm, opening the door and walking in before he could even say
anything. In that moment | wanted nothing more then to see my parents, to see them alive and
ok, not in the condition Lucas was in. My parents shared a room on the bottom floor, the
master bedroom, a strange spot for one, but convenient in this situation. | hurried along to it,
still dragging Lucas. As we reached the door, | let go.

“You stay out here and grab me if you see that psycho coming, ok? Try to stop your
bleeding if you can.” | asked. He simply nodded, positioning himself next to the door, scanning
the area for any medical supplies and the man who rendered him in need of them. | took a
moment in front of the door. Deep breath in. Deep breath out. | reached for the handle and
swung the door open, holding the knob to stop it from slamming into the wall. The silence was
deafening, the darkness all consuming. | hesitated as | reached for the light, dreading what |
could find with the silence. When | finally did turn it on, it was a decision that | regretted more
then anything else. There they were. My parents. Happy just a few hours ago. Dead now. Dead
by the same ax that had mutilated Lucas’s arm. Dead in their own home. Yet another cliche.
The parents always die first. Horror movies are usually for a teen audience after all. Lucas and |
were one hell of an audience, enamored with the horror movie situations we now lived through.
| didn't even get time to process it, as Lucas bolted into the room, silently shutting the door

and turning off the light.

“| saw him on the stairs, he was coming down but | don't think he saw me.” Lucas

explained.



“We need to hide or get out of here then” | said, letting the survival instincts take over,
ignoring the emotions rising in my chest. We both looked at the closet before nodding at each
other and heading over to it. What a moronic choice, another cliche. It was the master
bedroom, so the closet was bigger than an average one, but still not big enough to fit two
teenage boys comfortably. We sat in silence, Lucas with labored breathing as he held his
injury.

“They’re both dead.” | whispered. Lucas stayed silent, understanding what | meant.
There was no time for comfort, no time for emotions. We had to survive. That mindset was
shared between us. And maybe that's why when that psycho came into the room, we both
tensed. When he approached the closet, we both were prepared to run. When | felt the hands
on my back, heard the door open, felt myself fall, maybe it was all caused by that mindset. |
saw the blow before | felt it, the ax came down straight into my shoulder. The pain didn't
process immediately, but when it did, it was agony. Is this what my parents felt, is this what
Lucas felt when he got hit? | didn't have time to think more before the ax was ripped out of my
shoulder, and brought up again. As it was raised | saw the bedroom door wide open, and heard
footsteps fading. Lucas had run, shoved me into the murderer's path, and then ran for his own
safety. | had thought that friendship would go over survival. What an idiot | was. One final
cliche. There's only ever one survivor. The final girl, seen in every Friday the Thirteenth, every
Halloween, every Nightmare on EIlm Street. We had fallen for every trope possible, after just

watching them all. The ax swung downwards.



