
Jed Ar

Hosp italitv

Cruising on an empty highway at 1:00 a.m., clocking 160 mph. Almost getting

caught by a highway patrol, but since I got the head start, I was able to run away.

When I reached home, I rushed my wife to the hospital, but this time I was running

203 mph. Luckily, no cops found me, so I got to my destination pretty fast.

Once we got there, I 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, I picked her.

After my wife's labor was over, I then held the baby for the first time. Then, all

of a sudden, the lights dimmed and I felt a breeze running down my whole body like

someone had touched me. Then, back to normal.

I asked my wife, "Did you see that?"

"See what?"

I was stunned at this point because I saw and felt it, but I thought she was

messing with me. I asked, "Did you feel that breeze then?"

"What breeze hub?"

I knew she was being serious as soon as she said'HUB'. lwasn't sure if I was

just tired, hallucinating, or gone nuts. Anyways, ljust left it behind.

Two hours have passed, and my wife and son are sleeping. I had to leave the

room to go to the restroom and the only way to get there was through a long,

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



light along the hallway started going off. As soon as I stopped, the flickering light just

got faster as it came towards my direction. I closed my eyes and then felt the same

breeze like the one in the delivery room.

Then I knew I wasn't hallucinating, so I 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.

I 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?

I don't know what happened but all ofthem 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 lor pulses. And none ofthem had pulses. And the knife, the blood matching the drip

pattems 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 moming, eight nineteen in the moming when I woke up. I groggily sat

up fiom my bed, rested my head against the headboard, sretched out my arms and rubbed my

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



excited as I thought about the party I was going to have that evening, that would entail a dinncr,

dessert, presents, and maybe a bit ofdrinking 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 u,ith the

large ceiling fan, tlre deep rustic brown dresser in the right comer 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

comer of the room were not mine. This room belongs to someone else. I promise I had nevcr

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 fiiends are alive and perfectly

well.



Trayvon Wr '

17 - l2th ( irailc

XANNIBAL
'lhc air was brisk in the small tou,n of Kilbrook. Massachusetts. Snowlall blankctcd thc

entirc arca. and lamilics rvere gearing up lbr thcir lirvoritc tinre o1'vear. the holidals. l he torin

uas a close community with only' eight lT undred reside nts. F)vcry,onc kner,"' everl,one- l hcre rr as

only one bank, one grocery store, one school, and one gas station. A new farnily u,as ntoving into

Kilbrook, and they rvere moving into the largcst homc the city had 10 ot-ter. A Tudor stvle estatc

with 21.903 sqli. l2 bcdrooms, and l4 bathroonts. Built in thc 1930s bl,Emmet Coni'ley'tirl

him, his wif-e, and their eight children on 283 acres. Emurctt was a businessman rvorth morc

nloney than anyone could ever imagine. IIe picked Kilbrook kr build his estate, bccause that's

where he was born and raised. But, hc wasn't nccesszrrily a good man. he had multiplc al'larrs.

and beat his wif'e and cl.rildrcn. His youngest child, llannibal. passed a\\'a) at.iust eight lcars old.

rvhen Mr. Corwlcy "accidentall),'' pushed hinl dorvn their grand mahoganl'staircase. Thc larnili

moved away after the death of Hannibal, and were never heard ofever again. The estate went on

sale in 1969 fbr $18 million and had been on the nrarket until 2009 when the Muckcr famil)'

bought the residence tbr Iess than $3 million.

l'he Mucker's family of three, were elated to ntove to their ncw place. Lennon was thc

father., Mariam was the mother, and Adelade was their son. Adelade was 9 years old with tair'

skin. brutletle hair. and tlie briglitest grcen eycs cvcr. Whcrt thet'nroved in. Adclacle rushcd ltr

claim his bedroom up the stairs and dovvn the hall to thc lcli. Coincidentalll tl.re rooni llannibal



had previously occupied. lhe home \\'as extensivclv large fbr just threc. but the Mucker''s dicln't

rnind a lot ofspace. Adelade adnrired his bedroom, it was large, lrad floor-to-cciling u,indorvs.

vaulted ceilings, and a nice sizcd closet. Hor.vever, a little boy like hirn would soon be territled to

ever close his cyes in a room this magnitucic. cspecialll'at night. The lirst night in the hontc.

l,ennon and Marianr tuckcd Adelade into his kinr sized bed. Thel,rcad hirl sorre stories and

reassured him that he was saf'e and sound in thc new horne. When Adelade I'elt comlbrtablc

enough to lall asleep, he did. But, he was awokcn in the night by a faint whisper. IIe wor,rld get

out of his bed and circle his bedroon.r to flnd the sourcc olthe whispering. but it rvoulcl alrvals go

a\\'av once he got up. He never told his parcnts afier the llrst nighl. but as it continued to happcn.

he would let them know. "You're.just trying to adjust, " they would say to hirn. Afier three

cousistent months of whispers, Adeladc had an episode, and screamed bloody nturder until his

parents cntered his room. "There's someonc in hcrc". l.rc'cl sob.'l'hcy stared at tlteir son in

disbeliel. and decideci to do sorlething about it.

The next morning, the couple brought in a couuselor to talk to their son about rvhat hc's

been hearing. Adelade explained what he's been hcaring. and the counselor told hinr about the

tale of the Corwley family. l'he counsclor also mcntionecl that Adclade hacl pickcd thc same

bcdroom as the little boy. [t was believed that Hannibal's spirit had lived in thc rvalls til'his

bedroom and would attcntpt to contmunicate with whoever entercd tlre rootn.'l-he meeting \\'ils

over witlr Adelade and the counselor explained to the palents wtat u'as happening. Thel"shook

their heads in disbeliel'.

"So the boy's Iranre is I Iattnibal." Lennon asked.

.,Yes and he lived here in the 40s. I lannibal is trying to communicatc rvith Adclade, so

you guys need to bc more understanding about what's happel.ring." the courlselor added.



Lennon and Mariam were in disbcliet. once trre counseror lefi, the house rvas au,fu y

quict. A Ioud noise echoed fiom upstairs. it soundcd likc sonrcone had dropped an a thous.lrd

pound weight on the f'loor. witl.rout second thoughr thc\,ran to clrcck on Adelaidc.

"Adelade, Adelade. Are you okay?'. They yellcd.

When they got to his room, he was rocking on a chair in the middle of his bedroorr arrcl

was shaking fieakishly back and forth. When they approachcd him, his eyes u,cre vr'hitc apcl 1racl

rolled to the back olhis hcad.

"Get out, get out, get out" Hannibal whispered in the room.

The parents looked around frantically and realized that their son had been tclling rhe

truth.

"lle's mine now, he's mine now, Ire's mine now". the r.oice rcpeated.

They knew it was Llannibal, the boy the counsclor had just told them abour.

"What do you want with our son," Mariarn asked?

"l .lust want someone to play with me, but rlot how my [rtlrer did. he was too loLrgh."

Hannibal responded.

"Adelade, get up and u,alk towards the stairs.'' Hannibal said atierwards.

Adelade listened to the comnrand and started walking down the hall torvards the stairs.

l-cruon and Mariam did evenlliing in their porver to stop Adelade tiom ualking. but thc

presence in his body was f'ar too strong. Adelade got to the top olthe stairs.

"Now jump. Come and be with me Adelade," Hannibal said. "Jump Adelade, I said

jump," flannibal screamed.

Adclade's eyes opened wide and he leaped as lar as he could onto the staircase..iuntpirrg

hcadtlrst. Hc hit the cdgc of the first landing, and the rest ol'his body turnbled down thc rcsidual



steps. Lennon ancl Mariam screamed as they ran afier tlreir son. But linle did tl.rei, know they

were chasing a corpse. The last hit was deadly as Adelade's neck struck the edge of'the

rnahogany stair and bounced onto the whitc marble floor. The boy had been decapitated. 'l'he

parents sobbed and stared at their littlc boy's hcad in disbclief'.

"He believed me because.vou guy's didn't belicve him". Hannibal said at last.



Elise Cl
12th qrade

Thinkinq About You

Tha lxtuse Y'os ampl).'. bul il did nol lutk tltc./ttling o/ hcing yrttchatl. 7 he hotr.sa tru,s leltl unl

still. She sul like a slalue woiling lo heor i.f lharc y,otrld ha o peep or crctck fiont somcl,hara in

lhe house. Silence /illed the room unlil there bcgun u .scrutching at the vtiruloy,. Sha thru.ytcd har

hcod lou'urd lhe sound. She sighed in rclicf .tccing thul it yyus traa branches hi ing thc y indoyr'.

Et'an 1'hough lhere is nothing in.;ight or dn)t noi.\e.\ to hc suslticiou.t rl she .still sit.r therc in .\tutt(,

Tltis is the most boringest job ever. All I do is sit lrere and watch this stupid video recording ol'a

girl who sits there and does nothing. What's the point olthis, she never does anltlring. I thought

whcn I took this job it r.vould at leasl be a littlc intcresting. I gucss I can't reallv cornplain (hirt thc

pay is good, but I f'eel like I'rn rotting away a1 this.iob. l-hanklully I won't havc to do this nruch

longer. Ijust need the money. Not gonna lie I do think this kinda a weird job. I don't even knor.r,

horv I heard olthis.iob or hor.v I got it. bu1 it's an opportunit) to get eas),monev so I took it. Ilut I

u'ish I could at; lcast do something lvhile sitting but tlicrc arc so nrany str-rpid rules. I can't do

anything but sit here and walch this girl. All she does is iust sit there or slecp. She docsn't even

talk to hersell'. I'm guessing she's crazy. or maybe.just really tramaized, I wonder il'she kntxvs

she's being watched or at lcast knorvs thcrc is a canrcra. And this stupid offlce is so snrall ancl

crccpy, but i'm just glad i don't have to \r'alk around this crccpy place, ijust have to watch this

girl sit and do nothing. It is kinda u'eird there aren't zury othcr patients, or maybe thcrc arc and I

just have to watch her cause she's the craziest or the least stablc. But not gonna lie she doesn't

seem crazy. shc alu,a)'s looks sad. I feel bad tbr hcr. I usualll'don't sec her l'ace but . thc little



glances I do when she docs rnove she looks prett).. She has long bro,uvn hair. I bct it would look

pretty if she could brush it. I lvish some patient contidencc didn't niattcr. Like I'n.r the one

watching over her and I don't even know her name. I wish I kncrv her niure.

I hear whal seems to be a mumble. [t caught me otf guard. did she try to say anything? And I'rn

hearing things now? Or ma1,be I anr just talking to nrvsclftoo nruch and necd to lircus more. Ilut

god dan'In this job is boring my adhd mind can't handle this. nr1' nrincl kccps gctting sidctlackccl. I

wish I could at leasl kitten to music while working. This.job is so boring. What was thc song tl]at

I heard on the radio earlier? It was really good, and it rerninded mc of something but I don't

renrcmber. I just temper the tunc sort of. I uas too lbcused on clriving. I Iorv docs it go'l

"Mhmhm... hmnr.."

I think t went something likc..

" Do you think I have lbrgotten about it?... Do you think I havc tbrgotten about you?"

Finalll' I figured it out but I can't rerrernbcr the rcst of the song.

It's almosl three A.M. I onll'havc a couplc nrore hours leli. shc liasn't Inovecl. I still can't gct

that song out ofnry head. What's the name or the rcst ofthat song'? l'm gonna cotttour ttt hunt Iu

hope I get the rest of the song. hmhm hmtnm have you thought that I have forgotten, did you

think that i have tbrgotten about 1,ou.

"Hmhm..."

What was that? Did I accidentally hum out loud? No, I don't think so. I'trr too tired fbr this.

,.and I think about you" I heard it comc f(tnr my ntonitor, did shc iust say that'/ Is that rny song?

I think that's a part of the song. Hor.r,' did she knou that?

"t5erc u,as sornething about 1,ou nou I can't remetnber " that'S the song. She has a prettl'r'r'ricc.

But all ofa sudden I get the chills. 'fhis is kinda creepy. I [ou, did she know that song'?



BANG

What was that?'lherc shouldn't be anyone elsc here. Okay no*,i'm very crceped out. nlavbc

somethiug.iust lell. Should I go check it out?

"Do _"'ou think that I have lbrgotten. do i.ou think i have lbrgotten. do vou think that i havc

forgotten about.. you"

I looked back down at the monitor. She's staring right at me, she's never looked at thc camera

befbre. I've nevcr seen her tace. Shc's pale, and looks so tired. but slie's so prctt\'. Iler lace looks

familiar. llave I seen her somewhere before'? Maybe she looks lantiliar becausc I r,vatch her'

everyday. Am I stupid. But honestly I don't know. I dont think ive ever seen hcr fhce so clear

before. She looks conccrned. Her eycs look like she's seen so many tenible things. Hel skin

looks porcelain.

"l knorv a place, lt's somewhelc I go rn'lien I need to remember your Iace'' It's thc sor.rg again.

Another part ofthe song. I-low does she know that song'?

"lt's not fair." She said. still staring at me ''lt's not tair you gct to watch me. and I don't gct kr

watch you." I-Ier facial expression changed to fear. IIer eyes changed, her stare hardened. I'nr

fiozen. what do I do?

" i tiked hearing you sing"

She hcard me singing? I'low? She can't. Can she? Maybe she's sornchow messing witlt me.

"l\r-r so loncly. you nevcr talk. your hutnming soothcs me. i can linalll"gct sonle sleep.

goodnight." She gave me a soft snrile, and turned away and laycd in her bed.

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

"Maybe you are," the voice fion.r the nror.rotier said.



Hailey L -

Eclipse

Ilonly I had known.... What lurked in the shadtiws ol'thc book. What hiil bchincl its

demise. It was too Iate though. I should've been rrore caref-ul, I should've put it back. but how.

could I? I was con.rpelled bl its lingcring. odd tigure. Its uncannl' r'oice drar.vs rlc closer antl

closer and closer to its lieedorn of being open. Until I linall1, gave in. I becante thc voice trapped

in the book, I becamc the lingering linger, drawing the next viotirn in line to thll prcy to ury

demise. If only I u,asn't the one to tall weak. Ilonly I didn't pick it r-rp....

....-l-he summer ol'201,1. that rras the da1. I nas goinu out u ith Ali Skor. I planned the

whole thing. Pick hcr up at sevcn sharp. takc her to a nicc dinner. uatch a movie alicr. and cnd

the night while Iooking at thc stars. Well, that was the plan.'l'hc whole day, I was ironing rry

clothes, checking my phone, checking thc tirne, changing rlry outtlt. putting gas in thc car.

brushing my teeth. fixing m1,hair. and putting deodorant on. I ended up rvith the rihitc collared

button up shirt, khaki's. my black shoes, nry brorvn golden hair conrbed and my golcl chain. With

time leli to spare, I walked the two blocks down fiom my house to thc marketplacc. 'l liinkirrg to

start the date oiT right, is to buy her sonre tlowers.

Walking down to the store and shedding some time oti I r'r'alk tl.rrough thc strcct allc) to

cut tl.rrougl.r thc buildings and exit out to the street right across the store, instcad of going around

the usual path. Walking towards the light at the end ofthe alley, I sturnbled upon this utrusual

textured brick, but when I looked dou'n. I saw the intricate details of the cover ol'thc'book.

Practicalll' living inside the rvalls of buildings being tillcd rvith books, this onc caught nr| e1'c.



not only of its intricate detail. but its absence ofbeing rlithin thc shelves of a library,. [)rau.n to

its compelling cover, a voice ir.rside of nrc. warning me to lcavc it be, bur thc u,hispers within thc

botlk are too strorlg. I pickcd it up. Studying its texture, its spine. its olerall structure. I get lost in

lhe track oltime, and turn back to my house. Forgetting the llowers. F'ocusing on thc book.

I reach my house. and lay the book tlat on the table. I pry it open tti reveal rhe

cttcryptions written within the book. Inspectir.rg the sketches, the inscriptions, tl.re r.vholc thing,

until the words are floating in l'ront ofnrc. the sentences beconrc voices- and they grou'louder.

and louder. Engraved in my mind, taking over nry thoughts and body. I try to close it, but rny

soul. rnv body is captivatcd b1, its essencc. Slou'I1,. but surel),. I looked clou,n at nrv hands and

they started to lade. Likc sand dropping ir.rto the l'rcach and snuw evaporating rnto the day'sk1,. I

try lo scream, but my body, is not my own. I'm nrulllcd. ['m screaming through a shcet o1'fhbric

pushing my way out, until I hit the bottom. I look down and scc the pages or1 the lines, and look

more closely to reveal that those rvercn't lines on pages but also unilbrmcd bodies creating lincs

on papers. My body is not tny own, I krok up and I look down, paralyzed. I)arall'zed tiorn l'ear,

regret. and guilt. I tried to move, but thc weight o1'the body above me was so heavy. I kick, I

grunt and groan, but nothing. My body was not my own. The weight becomes heavicr aud

heavier. until I cease to exist. I'm molclcd into the rvords. in thc book. I ani pages scu'tt. Mt'

voice becomes the words r.vrilten, rny body bccomcs the spine. irnd my hands beconle the pages

turnt. I became the book.

I sit there, waiting. White dust collects on my spine, on my cover, on my pages. Waiting.

Days go by, maybe weeks. even months. or a )'ear. I sit and rvait. Wail fbr nly freedont. 
"vaiting

to be open again, waiting to be lree. I think back to that day. the day I was goit.tg on a date \\'ilh



AIi Skov. I'he day thal ever)1hir1g should've gone well. 'l'he day tltat was supposed to be nty day.

Oh how I hate that day now. A reminder of my weakncss, a rerninder ol'loss of'l.rope.

I sit and wait, until Icarl'tanymorc. Ipush, Ishove, Ikick. I yell, until Ihearavoicc.a

voice of hope. a voice of lieedonr perhaps. I keep lighting and the voice bcconres loucler and

louder.

''Wake up .lake! Wake Up!". I open m)/ eyes.

My body' is rny oun. T'here's no pushing. no kicking. no fighting..iust mc. I look to tlnd

nry nrom slanding over n.re. Iookrng at nre rvith anger.

''You'll be lale". Late, I thought but lbr lvhat.

"lt's six, you need to gct ready for your dale with Ali ".

''My date'?" t askcd.

"Yes your date. you fell aslcep''.

I t-ell asleep. My body is my own. I'm fiee. No morc fighting. No morc screanring. t)nly a

dream. a drearn that felt like an eternitl'. A dream that $'as all. An eclipse in tirle. nly clcan slate.

niy nerv beginning to an end. Onll' a dreant... it u'as all a drcitrn.



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. I

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 Spm 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, I stood in front of the door, watching through the peephole, throwing

the door open as his arm came down again, making him stumble inside.

,,1 let you in, Lucas." I said, watching as he hurried to right himself. As soon as he did, he

glared at me as I 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' I



rmmediately 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 lloved. 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 lwatched 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?" I 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 Elm

Street, like come on man." Lucas had been arguing with me over this for over 30 minutes by

now.

,,1 stand by my beliefs, accept them or leave my house." was my final response to him.

,,Fine, lwill!.,'and with that Lucas stood, opened my door and walked into the shadows

beyond, disappearing completely. I sat there laughing at his actions for a minute, before I

realized he hadn't come back. I sat a moment longer before lgot up and walked to the door.



"Lucas?" I got no response, and dread filled me, the horror cliches we had just been

watching unnerving me. I 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. lt was deathly silent. Until it wasn't. Pouding came from down the hall, and I 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. I sighed with relief and

stepped out into the hall, until I 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. lwasted no time in turning around and running as well. As we ran, lcould 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!?" lfrantically

asked him.

"l-l'm not sure, one moment lwas walking out the door, and the next ljust felt something

thud into my arm. I 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?" I was desperate for an answer.



"l don't know, I 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.,, I was pulling Lucas

along, avoiding the injured arm, opening the door and walking in before he could even say

anything. ln that moment lwanted 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. I hurried along to it,

still dragging Lucas. As we reached the door, I let go.

"You stay out here and grab me if you see that psycho coming, ok? Try to stop your

bleeding if you can." I 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. I took a

moment in front of the door. Deep breath in. Deep breath out. I 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. I hesitated as I reached for the light, dreading what I

could find with the silence. When lfinally did turn it on, it was a decision that I 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 I

were one hell of an audience, enamored with the horror movie situations we now lived through.

I didn't even get time to process it, as Lucas bolted into the room, silently shutting the door

and turning off the light.

"l saw him on the stairs, he was coming down but I don't think he saw me"' Lucas

explained.



"We need to hide or get out of here then" I 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. lt 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." lwhispered. Lucas stayed silent, understanding what lmeant.

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 lfelt the hands

on my back, heard the door open, felt myself fall, maybe it was all caused by that mindset. I

saw the blow before lfelt it, the ax came down straight into my shoulder. The pain didn't

process immediately, but when it did, it was agony. ls this what my parents felt, is this what

Lucas felt when he got hit? I didn't have time to think more before the ax was ripped out of my

shoulder, and brought up again. As it was raised I 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. I had thought that friendship would go over survival. What an idiot I was. One final

cliche. There's only ever one survivor. The final girl, seen in every Friday the Thirteenth, every

Halloween, every Nightmare on Elm Street. We had fallen for every trope possible, after just

watching them all. The ax swung downwards.


