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             A Note from your Editors 
 
 

Welcome to the very first volume of Spooky Glastonbury! It was our absolute 
honor to read these 67 frightful stories. We received 48 stories from children 
aged 6-11, nine stories from teens ages 12-18, and 10 stories from adults aged 
19+. In this volume, the stories are firstly categorized by age group. Then, the 
winning story in each category is featured at the beginning of its section, 
ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴƛƴƎ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ŀƭǇƘŀōŜǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŀǳǘƘƻǊΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΦ 

Stories have always found a home in libraries. These stories (most written, but 
some with illustrations!) reminded us that we are a community of storytellers 
and fantastic ones at that. While reading the submissions, there were times 
where we got chills, times we laughed out loud, and other times where we 
simply marveled at the creativity of our patrons.  

To our writers: we hope you feel proud seeing your story in print! This collection 
of spooky stories would not exist without your imagination, enthusiasm, and 
willingness to share a shiver or two. It would also not exist without the efforts 
of our readers, who volunteered their time and their opinions to select the 
winning stories. Many thanks to all.  

 

Until next year! Fangs for reading! 
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It Came with the Thunder 
By Sophie Dowling, age 8 

 
The night Lenore disappeared, there was a thunderstorm. She was fast asleep when the 

first clap of thunder woke her. It banged so loud she jumped right out of bed. Her windows 
were open and she crossed the room to close them. Outside, the October night was cold. The 
ȅŀǊŘ ǿŀǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ƭŜŀǾŜǎΦ ¢ƘǊŜŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǎǘǊǳŎƪ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΦ CƻǊ ƻƴŜΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǎƻƴ ŦƻǊ 
thunderstorms in Connecticut. For another, the ground was bone dry and there was no rain. For 
a third, she felt like something was watching her.  

She slammed the window shut quick and pulled the drapes closed. She heard another 
sound like thunder and screamed, then let out a sigh of relief. It was only Henry, her old Boston 
Terrier. He was standing at the top of the stairs outside her room, begging to go outside. 

{ƘŜ ǇŜŜƪŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƳƻƳ ŀƴŘ ŘŀŘΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǿŀƪŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ Ŧŀǎǘ 
asleep. She decided not to wake them up and to put Henry out herself. In spite of the storm, it 
was a very quiet night. The only sound was the sawing of crickets. Normally, this part of the 
forest was full of hunting coyotes. Lenore lived close to the woods, and so it sometimes 
sounded like the howling was right in her room.  

Tonight, the yard was silent, except for the thunder. The dark flickered white with 
lightning. She opened the back door to let Henry out. He took off like a shot. Lenore could only 
ǎŜŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ŀ ōƭǳŜ Ǝƭƻǿ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘŜŘ ƛƴ IŜƴǊȅΩǎ ŎƻƭƭŀǊΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǘΦ Lǘ ƭƛǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎ ǎƛƭǾŜǊΦ 
She thought she saw in the shadows between the trunks. But when she rubbed her eyes, there 
was nothing there. The only thing in the yard were mosquitos.  

ά¸ǳŎƪΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǿŀǘǘŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳΦ  

She slammed the door shut and waited for Henry.  

Ruff, ruff, ruff.  

Henry was scratching at the door. Already? she thought. Henry always took longer than  
two seconds to sniff out a place to go to the bathroom. She opened the door.  The mosquitos 
were all gone. The crickets had gone quiet. There was not a single noise in the backyard, except  
                                       for Henry, who went ticking inside ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ Iƛǎ ŎƻƭƭŀǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
                                         there anymore. She thought maybe it got stuck on something.                                             

                                                    LΩƭƭ Ǝƻ ƎŜǘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ she thought. LǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ŘŀǊƪ ƻǳǘ 
                                               right now. 

                                                             When Lenore went back up to bed, Henry followed  
                                               and hopped up onto the edge of her bed. Usually, Henry  
                                               curled up tight to sleep. Tonight, he just sat and stared at her  
                                                    without blinking. 

ά[ŀȅ ŘƻǿƴΣ IŜƴǊȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ Ŏƻƴtinued to 
                                                                                                      stŀǊŜΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜΣ IŜƴǊȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ 
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ƻƪŀȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ IŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜΦ IŜ ǎŀǘ ōƻƭǘ ǳǇǊƛƎƘǘΣ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛŘŜΦ 

aŀȅōŜ ƘŜΩǎ ŦǊŜŀƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǳƴŘŜǊΣ she thought.  

She was a little freaked out by the thunder, too.  

She was about to fall back asleep when she heard a panicked bark. She got out of bed 
and opened the drapes. In the dark she saw a shape scratching at the back door. Another boom 
ƻŦ ǘƘǳƴŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŀǇ ƻŦ ƭƛƎƘǘƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ IŜƴǊȅΩǎ ōƭŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛǘŜ ŦǳǊΦ ¢ƘŜ flicker of lightning 
glowed in his collar. All the hair on the back of her neck stood up. It was impossible. Slowly, she 
turned to look at the dog that was sitting on her bed. It was gone. 

[ŜƴƻǊŜ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƻƭŘ ōŀǎŜōŀƭƭ ōŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ on the shelf as a 
decoration. She turned on the hall light and tip-toed downstairs to open the door for Henry. He 
raced inside and shook himself off. His fur was standing on end like it did when he was terrified. 
Outside, the thunder rumbled like a snarl. There was still no rain. 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŘƻƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣέ [ŜƴƻǊŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ IŜƴǊȅΣ ōǳǘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘΣ 
ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎƘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƳŜƴŀŎƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΦ Lǘ was weird to have a 
thunderstorm in October, especially one with no rain. But then she remembered how that first 
crack of thunder had startled her awake. Maybe the dog got scared by the thunder too, and 
ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘ ƛǘǎ ȅŀǊŘΦ {ƘŜ ƭŜŘ IŜƴǊȅ ǳǇǎǘŀƛǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƳƻƳ ŀƴŘ ŘŀŘΩǎ ǊƻƻƳΦ IŜƴǊȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
Řƻ ǿŜƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŘƻƎǎΦ [ŜƴƻǊŜΩǎ Ǉƭŀƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ŎŀǘŎh this strange dog and put it in the garage for 
the night. Her parents could help her figure out what to do in the morning. 

Wǳǎǘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳ ŘƻƻǊΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƭƻǳŘ ōƻƻƳ ƻŦ ǘƘǳƴŘŜǊΦ 
It rumbled like a train, shaking the whole house. The lights clicked off. Lenore tried to flick the 
switch, but nothing happened. The hallway was pitch black. She heard talons ticking across the 
floorboards. Holding the bat tight, she stood there waiting.  

ά/ƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜΣ ŘƻƎƎȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ {ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƻund brave, but her voice shook. 

Lenore heard the dog snuffling as it got closer. LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ŘƻƎΣ she thought. LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ 
dog. There was a hum of electricity and the lights clicked back on. The dog was standing directly 
in front of her. But it was all wroƴƎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀƭƭ ŦƻǳǊǎΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴ ƛǘǎ ǘǿƻ ƘƛƴŘ ƭŜƎǎΦ Lǘǎ 
ƪƴŜŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŦƭŀƳƛƴƎƻΩǎΦ Lǘǎ ŦǊƻƴǘ Ǉŀǿǎ ƘǳƴƎ ƭƛƳǇΦ {ƭƻǿƭȅΣ ƛǘǎ ǎƴƻǳǘ 
stretched open in a wide, sharp-tooth smile. Lenore screamed. 

Boom! Another crack of thunder. Another flash of lightning. In the room across the hall, 
[ŜƴƻǊŜΩǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ǎŀǘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ōŜŘΦ IŜƴǊȅ ǿŀǎ ōŀǊƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǇŀǿƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŦŜƭǘ 
wrong. 

ά[ŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƻƴ [ŜƴƻǊŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ŀŘΦ  

¢ƘŜȅ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀƭƭ ǘƻ [ŜƴƻǊŜΩǎ ǊƻƻƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǿŀǎ ƻǇŜƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ crack. The 
yellow light of a nightlight shone out from beneath. They stepped inside the room just as a faint 
thunder rumbled. The storm was passing. 

In her room, Lenore sat upright in bed. She stared up at them without blinking, smiling a 
wide, toothy smile.  
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Dark & Stormy Night 
By Griffin Barclay, age 6 

 
It was a dark and stormy night at a creepy mansion on the Connecticut River full of scary stuff 
like zombies, Frankenstein, mummies, witches, ghosts, and especially black cats that will jump 
up and scratch you at any time. It was very scary with very scary faces with lots of eyeballs. 
Many people had gotten lost there.  
There was a boy named 
Muriffyndor who was 
brave enough to go find 
his friend at the mansion 
along the river. But when 
he went closer, a ghost 
scared him and he 
jumped into the river by 
accident. A sea monster 
saved him from the 
stormy waters so he tried 
to get his friend again and 
this time it worked.  
The sea monsters were 

tired of saving people so 

they pulled the other 

creatures into the water. 

Whenever people got too 

close they see the faŎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŀǊȅ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜǎ ŀƴŘ Ŧŀƭƭ ƛƴΦ hƴŜ Řŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢Ƙƛǎ 

ƛǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΗέ ŀƴŘ ōǳƛƭǘ ŀ ƳŜǘŀƭ ŦŜƴŎŜ ǎƻ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ŦŜƭƭ ƛƴ ŜǾŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ¢ƘŜ 9ƴŘΦ  

 

r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r 

 
Untitled  

By Mathilde Bayerle 
 

Once upon a time there was a zombie. But it had 2 heads. The second head was a vampire! 
Hahaha. 
 
hǊƛƎƛƴŀƭ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŜŘƛǘƛƴƎΥ  ²ŀƴǘǎ ŀǇƻƴŘ ŀ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŀǊ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎƻƳōŜ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ н ƘŜŘΩǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŜŎŜƴǘ 
hed was a vampire! 
HAHAHA. 
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The Billy Crackle 
By Emily Brown 
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Once upon a 
time, two 

campers were 
lost in the 

Glastonbury 
woods  
with 3 

marshmallows 
and no water. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

They were 

thirsty and 

went out to 

collect 

rainwater.  
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Then they saw something!  
It was the Billy Crackle! She 
had the breath of an ogre, 

could breathe fire, and she was 
half lizard and half monster 

with the claws of a werewolf! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

The boys were 
scared and ran! 
She chased the 
boys and yelled 
άǘŀƎ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƛǘΗέ 
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The boys ran 
back to their 
campsite and 
hid in their 
tents. One of 
the boys came 
out and 
wondered what 
The Billy Crackle 
meant when 
ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ άǘŀƎΣ 
ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƛǘΗέ 

 

 
 

 

 

 

The Billy Crackle 

just wanted to 

play. She did not 

want to scare or 

hurt anyone. Look 

how sad she is! 
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Days passed and 

boys were still 

thirsty and they 

thought the Billy 

Crackle was hogging 

some water. They 

made a plan that 

night to go steal 

some water. 

 

 

 

 

 

The boys found 

The Billy Crackle. 

The older boy 

stretched his 

arms to sneakily 

grab the water. 

The Billy Crackle 

saw this and said 

άIŜȅΗ ²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ 

ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǘŜǊΚέ 

with a friendly 

smile. The boys 

then invited 

them to be her 

friend.  
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The Billy Crackle came 

back to the campsite 

and started sleeping in 

the fire which was an 

odd thing to do, but 

the boys liked her. 

They cooled her off 

with water and asked 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ 

a sleepover in our 

ǘŜƴǘΚέ ά¸ŜǎΗέ ¢ƘŜ .ƛƭƭȅ 

Crackle replied.  

 

 

 

 

 

Even though her 

sleeping bag caught on 

fire, they all slept nice 

and sound.  The next 

day The Billy Crackle 

would help them 

return home, and the 

three of them would 

remain friends forever. 

 

 

 

 

The End 
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AFRAID OF THE SHADOWS 
By Madelyn Buchholz 

 

Who builds a mansion in the middle of nowhere? That was the first thing Arabella 
Sanguis thought as her family's green van pulled into a newly paved driveway on the outskirts 
of Manchester. Ever since her father and stepmother had moved her from Portland, Maine, all 
ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ /ƻƴƴŜŎǘƛŎǳǘΣ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ Ŧelt so uncomfortable. She had started to feel a bit relieved 
when they drove through the town and saw all the colonial style houses and her father and 
Janice (her stepmom) had pointed out her school, when she started to hope that she would at 
last live in a normal house. Her last home, where she and her dad moved in with Janice and her 
family, was a cheap apartment with creaky floorboards and random partitions. Of course, her 
father and Janice loved it. They met at a Halloween movie event, and it was basically love at 
first sightτor, scream. So of course, Arabella was afraid she would end up living in a haunted 
house, but it started to seem like her worries were wrong. 

Until they drove down a dirt road into the woods. 
The van bumped down the road, sending Arabella flying through the car as far as her 

seat belt would let her. Naomi held on firmly to the window ledge, fortunate enough to stay 
mostly in place and not ruin the bun in her hair.  

άbŜǾŜǊ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΣέ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ƎǊǳƳōƭŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŦǊƻƳ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ ƻƴǘƻ 
Jenny, her half-sister. The van-slash-rollercoaster skipped over rocks and fallen branches 
through the forest, which was too dark considering it was in the middle of the afternoon. When 
Arabella looked out the window, all she saw was claustrophobic oak trees for a few yards, until 
it was too dark to see anything. No grass grew in the forest. The shadows from the clumped 
ǘǊŜŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƪŜǇǘ ŀƴȅ Ǉƭŀƴǘǎ ƻǊ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǎǳǊǾƛǾƛƴƎΦ άLŦ ǿŜ ǎŜŜ ƎƭƻǿƛƴƎ ŜȅŜǎΣ 
ǿŜ ōƻƭǘΣέ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǎǘŜǇǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ bŀƻƳƛ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǎǎŜŘ ŀǿŀy the comment 
like it was a pile of rubbish.  

άL Řƻǳōǘ ŀƴȅ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŘŀǊŜ ǎǘŜǇ Ŧƻƻǘ ƛƴ that ŦƻǊŜǎǘΦέ bŀƻƳƛ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊƛƴƎ 
ǘƻ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƎŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭƭǎΦ άhƘΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜ ǘǊŜŜǎΗ LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ōƛǘ ŘŀǊƪΣέ 
Naomi said, proving how different her and Arabella were. They were stepsisters and best 
friends, but after that the list ends. While Arabella would jump at the creak of a floor board, 
Naomi often took dares to go into the woods in the middle of the night from her friends with 
ease.  

From her friends. 
Back in Portland, Naomi was friends with everyone, while Arabella only had Naomi and 

a few others. Naomi could listen for hours to someone insulting her or someone she knew, and 
then at the end of their conversation finish with a remark that would stun the talker and result 
in them changing schools in most cases. Whereas Arabella would get five minutes into a 
conversation like that and lose it. Not in a calm way.  

As the van pulled up in a driveway, Arabella breathed a sigh of relief to be back on 
smooth ground. As Arabella and Naomi leapt out of the van, more differences were noticeable. 
For one thing, their hair. Arabella often had to trim her chocolate brown hair, for her split ends 
were horrible and the longest she had her hair was shoulder length, which was how it was then. 
Naomi had long, elbow length shiny black hair, and it often appeared as though a raven was 
engulfed in her hair to make it that way. ArabellŀΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƘƻŎƻƭŀǘŜ ōǊƻǿƴ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊΣ 
ŀƴŘ bŀƻƳƛΩǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ōǊƛƭƭƛŀƴǘ ŀƴŘ ōƭǳƛǎƘ ƎǊŀȅΣ ƛƴ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴȅ ŎƻƭƻǊ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŀǘŎƘ 



17 

 

beautifully. Arabella often stuck to wearing dark sweatshirts, while Naomi rocked every trend 
she could on a daily basis.  

ά²ŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŜǿ ƘƻƳŜΗέ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀΩǎ ŘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘ ŜƴǘƘǳǎƛŀǎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ ŘǊŀƳŀǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ 
ŘƛǎǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ŀ Ƴŀƴǎƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎΦ ¢ƻ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀΩǎ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜΣ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴǎƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǎƭŜŜƪ ŀƴŘ ƳƻŘŜǊƴΣ 
a white outside with flecks of black on the edges. The building material looked familiar, 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ Ǉǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ƻƴΦ  

ά²ƻǿΗ Iƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŀŦŦƻǊŘ ǘƘƛǎΚΗέ bŀƻƳƛ ŜƴǘƘǳǎŜŘΣ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǎ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ 
!ǊŀōŜƭƭŀΩǎ ŘŀŘ ŀƴŘ WŀƴƛŎŜΦ  

WŀƴƛŎŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀ ōƛǘ ǎƳǳƎ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΣ άaƛƪŜ ŀƴŘ L ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛǘ ƻƴƭƛƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ǎome 
ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōƛǘ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ƴŜƎƻǘƛŀǘŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǇǊƛŎŜΦέ WŜƴƴȅ ǘǊƛǇǇŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴ 
the steps, leaving Arabella slowly and cautiously walking to her family. The day had not been 
Ŧǳƴ ǎƻ ŦŀǊΦ !ǎ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀΩǎ ŘŀŘΣ WŀƴƛŎŜΣ bŀƻƳƛΣ ŀƴŘ WŜƴƴȅ ǇǊŀƴŎed through the door to study the 
mansion, Arabella sulked through the tour-but-not-a-tour her dad and Janice had taken over, 
even though they were exploring too. Arabella hated it. Every creak made her jump, and the 
shadows seemed to jump out at her. LΩƳ ōeing paranoid, Arabella thought. But was she? Yes, 
LΩƳ ƻǾŜǊ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƴƎΣ Arabella rationalized, ending her internal debate. The mansion had three 
floors, each room consisting of pristine white walls with a hint of black that could not be 
located, but you could still recognize the presence of.  

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ bŀƻƳƛΩǎ ǊƻƻƳǎΚέ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ƛƳǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΦ  
ά²ŜŜŜŜŜŜƭƭΣέ ƘŜǊ ŘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎƭȅΣ ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜΣ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǊƻƻƳǎ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜƭȅ sturdy, 

after the last inhabitant. So, most of the upstairs rooms will ōŜΧǳƴŘŜǊ ŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ 
ŦŜǿΧǿŜŜƪǎΦέ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀϥǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŦŜƭƭ ƻǇŜƴΦ 

 ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ŦƭƻƻǊΗΚΗΚΗέ She said, like it was the worst thing ever. 
Because it was. Imagine having friends over and showing them your three-story-mansion-with-
a-cupolaΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴΚ ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ǊƻƻƳΗέ   

 ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΣέ WŀƴƛŎŜ ǊŜǘƻǊǘŜŘΣ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ōŜŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǎƛŎƪ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ 
conversation. Arabella nodded, not because she was okay with sleeping on the bottom floor, 
ōǳǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŀǊƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ bŀƻƳƛ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƻǳƴŘ ǘƻƻ ōŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ WŀƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ ōŜ 
ŀƴƴƻȅŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΦ CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǳǊ ȅŜŀǊǎ WŀƴƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀΩǎ ŘŀŘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘΣ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ƘŀŘ 
gone out of her way to make Janice think of her as her own daughter. Janice was very nice to 
ƘŜǊ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ WŀƴƛŎŜΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ ƴƻǘ ƘŜǊ ŎƻƭƭŜŀƎǳŜΦ  

The rest of the day flew by as a routine of going to the car to get a bundle of belongings, 
come in the house, glare at every inch of the house, Arabella assuring Naomi she was fine, 
unpack bag, joke with Naomi, and repeat. The moving trucks would take care of the furniture. 
Dinner came and went, an unexciting meal of Taco Bell and Doritos seemed to take no time, 
and after more of the unpacking routine, Arabella and Naomi were sent off to bed without 
ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŀƴȅ ǘŜƭŜǾƛǎƛƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ¢Φ±Φ  

Arabella and Naomi were huddled in their sleeping bags, trying to fall asleep with all the 
darkness outside the window. WŜƴƴȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ŦƭƻƻǊΣ ŀƴŘ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀΩǎ ŘŀŘ ŀƴŘ 
Janice had claimed the cupola.  

ά/ŀƴΩǘ ǎƭŜŜǇΚέ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ƘŜŀǊŘ bŀƻƳƛ ƳǳƳōƭŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ 
 άbŀƘΦ LΩƳ ƎǳŜǎǎƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊΚέ 
 bŀƻƳƛ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ άbƻΦ L ƪƛƴŘŀ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎΦέ bŀƻƳƛ Ǝƻǘ 

ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ōŀƎ ŀƴŘ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǘƻ ǿƘŜǊŜ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ǿŀǎΦ άLŦ ǿŜ ǎŜŜ ƎƭƻǿƛƴƎ ŜȅŜǎΣ 
ǿŜ ǊǳƴΦέ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƻƴƭȅ ǎŜŜ bŀƻƳƛΩǎ ǎƛƭƘƻǳŜǘǘŜ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ǎƘŜ ŀǎǎǳƳŜŘ ǿŀǎ 
her pinky, and even though she knew Naomi could see the same, if not less, she beamed.  
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 ά!ƴŘ ǿŜ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ ŘǊƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ Ǿŀƴ out of hereΣέ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ Ǉƛƴƪȅ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ 
bŀƻƳƛΩǎΦ άbƻǿΣέ ǎƘŜ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ bŀƻƳƛΩǎ Ǉƛƴƪȅ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǘ ǳǇ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘŜǊΣ άȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ 
do about TacoBell-ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘΦέ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ƎǊabbed her stomach dramatically.  
 ά{ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƛǘ ƘŜƭǇǎ ǘƻ ŘǊƛƴƪ ǿŀǘŜǊΣέ bŀƻƳƛ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΣ ǎƭǳƳǇƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ 
bag to face the ceiling. Arabella hopped out of her sleeping bag and raced through the door. 
There was no time to waste. She knew TacoBell-stomach could turn into TacoBell-gas at a 
moment's notice. The house was unrecognizable in the dark. The empty house sent shivers up 
!ǊŀōŜƭƭŀΩǎ ǎǇƛƴŜΦ !ŦǘŜǊ Ƴŀƴȅ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǘǳǊƴǎΣ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŜƳǇǘȅ ǊƻƻƳǎ ǎŜŜƳƛƴƎ ǘƻ 
echo the darkness, Arabella found herself in the kitchen. It took a moment to find the light 
switch, and when she did she flicked it on without hesitation. She grabbed a clear water glass 
and filled it with ice-less water before chugging every single ounce. She hurried back to her 
room, attempting to navigate the dark halls. Arabella was starting to find the way back, when 
she heard a scream. The scream was crisp, like it was coming from a few yards away from her. 
And it was. Recognizing the hallway, Arabella hurried to her room and threw open the door.  
 Nothing. 
 There was nothing. 
 bƻ ǘǊŀŎŜ ƻŦ bŀƻƳƛΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƛƎƴ ǘƘŀǘ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƛƴƘŀōƛǘŀƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ 
was the crinkled sleeping bag shoved in a corner.  
 άbŀƻƳƛΚέ bƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŦǳƴƴȅΦέ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀ ŎǊƛƴƪle of clothes. If 
there were animals in the woods, Arabella would have heard crickets chirping. Okay, not here. 
Arabella was starting to panic. She threw open the door and flew through the house checking 
every room. With each empty room and every empty cloǎŜǘΣ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀΩǎ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘ ǎƘǊǳƴƪΣ ŀƴŘ ōȅ 
the last room, it was the size of a marble. Panic time!!! Arabella raced upstairs to check on 
Jenny. She was sound asleep in her tiny sleeping bag, snoring like a hog. Arabella let out a 
ōǊŜŀǘƘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ǎƘŜ had been holding. But it only took a few seconds before Arabella 
was back in panic mode. She considered checking the house again, but she knew it would be a 
waste of time. 
 But what could she do? 
 Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ōŜ ŀŘǾƛǎŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ ŘŀŘ ŀƴŘ WŀƴƛŎŜΦ .ǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƴǘ WŀƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ 
ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜǊΚ IŀŘƴΩǘ WŀƴƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ bŀƻƳƛ ŦƻǊƳŜŘ ŀ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ōƻƴŘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǊŜǎǳƭǘ ƛƴ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ 
ōŜƛƴƎ ǎƘǳƴƴŜŘ ŦƻǊ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜΚ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΣ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚ 
!ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ǿƛƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōǊŀƛƴ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ 
yelling for her and Naomi in the morning. She shook herself to get rid of the scary thoughts, and 
decided to call the police. It would be better not to wake her dad and Janice, and keep Janice 
respecting her for a little longer.  
 The 911 operator was sweet and sympathetic, but Arabella heard the surprise and 
Řƻǳōǘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƘƛŘƛƴƎΚέ 
¢ƘŜ фмм ƻǇŜǊŀǘƻǊ ƘŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ƘŀŘ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŎƻǊƴŜǊΦ ά²Ŝ 
ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƪƛŘƴŀǇǇƛƴƎ ƛƴ ȅŜŀǊǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƻƻƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘǿƻ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ фмм ƻǇŜǊŀǘƻǊ 
froze after Arabella told her where the house was. She was told that it normally took up to a 
ǿŜŜƪ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǊŜŎŜƴǘƭȅ ƭŜŦǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ǘǊŀŎŜΦ άL ƳŜŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƭƛƪŜǎ ŀ 
ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎΚέ  

hƴŎŜ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ƘŀŘ ƘǳƴƎ ǳǇΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƻǎǘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΚ {ƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ǝƻƴƴŀ 
happen, that's for sure. Arabella slipped into a bathrobe, feeling too lazy to get dressed. She 
flipped the lights on in the kitchen and dropped into a cheap chair. With nothing to do, she 
grabbed at the potted plant and started picking at the leaves. They fell off bit by bit, making a 
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small pile of leave bits on the table. The pile got larger and larger, and Arabella could almost 
feel the clock spinning around on the wall. 11:30. 12:00. 1:00. 2:00. 3:00. By 4:00, she had 
started on the third potted plant out of the five. 6:00 came and went, and almost all of the 
potted plants were finished. The sun was starting to rise, sending a shadow of light through the 
window and across the boney plants and her face. It was 7:30 when the police arrived for an 
inspection. It was also when the last potted plant had finished being skinned. And when 
Arabella's dad and Janice came to the kitchen for breakfast. And when the day started. 

¢ƘŜ Řŀȅ ǿŜƴǘ ōȅ ƛƴ ŀ ōƭǳǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ǘƻƭŘ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀΩǎ ŘŀŘ ŀƴŘ WŀƴƛŎŜ ǿƘŀǘ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ƘŀŘ 
said in the phone call. The police questioned everyone, before saying that they would get back 
to them about everything. It was noon, and Arabella was eating a plain honey chicken sandwich 
in the kitchen, with everyone else in the living room. The rest of the day was Arabella walking to 
town and exploring. She ate her dinner, a sandwich like the one she had for lunch and some 
potato chips, on the way back. It was 6:00 when she got back, and no one was mad at her for 
ōŜƛƴƎ ƭŀǘŜΦ Lƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ Ψƛƴ ōŜŘΩ ōȅ ǘƘŜ time she got back. As Arabella crawled into her 
sleeping bag, she recounted the events of the day. It was clear she was being avoided, and that 
ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘΦ .ǳǘΧƭȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΚ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ 
really annoyed Arabella. As she drifted off, Arabella made a mental note to clear things up the 
next day. 

It was 7:00 when Arabella was woken up by rapping on the door. Her dad came in, not 
making eye contact as he respectfully told her it was time to get up. Oh, right, Arabella thought, 
it's the first day of school. She wormed into random chosen clothes and grabbed breakfast to 
eat on the way. She made sure not to run into anyone on her way out. Everyone at school was 
whispering about Naomi, and few students introduced themselves. Everyone stared at her all 
day, just staring, and stopping their whispers of confusion and gossip to just stare. As Arabella 
got home, she decided to try to not run into anyone until talking to her dad and Janice later. 
Unfortunately, as she was almost in her room, she was stopped by a small voice. 

 ά!ǊŀōŜƭƭŀΚέ WŜƴƴȅ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ŦǊƻȊŜ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ Lǘ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƻƻ ŦƻǊƳŀƭΦ ²ƘŜƴ 
WŜƴƴȅ ǿŀǎ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊΣ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƘŀŘ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΣ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƴƛŎƪƴŀƳŜ 
Naomi came up with, geƴƛǳǎ ōǳǘ ƭŀȊȅΣ !ǊŀΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƘŀŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘŜǊ Ψ.ŜƭƭŀΩ ŀƴŘ Ψ9ƭƭŀΩΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ So, ǿƘŜƴ bŀƻƳƛ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŀǇǇǊƻǾŜŘ ƴŀƳŜ Ψ!ǊŀΩΣ WŜƴƴȅ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ 
ǎǳƛǘΦ ά!ǊŀōŜƭƭŀΚέ {ƘŜ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘΣ ƭƻǳŘŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΦ  

ά¸ŜǎΚέ {ƘŜ ǎǇǳƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ WŜƴƴȅ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎƭȅ ŦƛŘƎŜǘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƳ ƻŦ 
her shirt.  

ά!ǊŀΣ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚ aŀƳŀ ŀƴŘ ŘŀŘŘȅ ŀǊŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǿŜƛǊŘΣέ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 
question Arabella had been avoiding, and still asking in her head since the other night. All of her 
instincts were telling her to say no, and assure Jenny she had nothing to do with what 
ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦ .ǳǘ ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΚ 5ƛŘ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
realize? With all those questioning thoughts circulating around ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΣ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ 
with a better answer. 

 άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΦ .ǳǘΧ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǎŜŜΣ ǿƻƴϥǘ ǿŜΚέ ²ƻƴΩǘ ǿŜΚ Arabella repeated in her head. 
At least, that's what she hoped.  

 
Dinner had come and gone, and Arabella had come to a decision, after her sister had 

finished her bedtime routine, she would talk to her dad and Janice. And eventually, the time 
came. She creeped out of her room, tiptoeing towards the den. Arabella's dad and Janice were 
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perched on the ragged couch, eating spaghetti bolognese with a side of bologna and oatmeal 
raisin cookies.  

άIŜƭƭƻΣέ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƻǳŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŜŀǊΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŘǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ 
this conversation. In fact, it was hard to hide her excitement. She straightened her shoulders 
and craned her neck to make eye contact. She wanted her dad and Janice to feel as 
uncomfortable as possible. Why not? Her dad and Janice were clearly going out of their way not 
to make eye contact. So Arabella would go out of her way to make eye contact. Two can play at 
this game, she thougƘǘΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ǎǘŜǇ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ΨŎƻƴŦŜǎǎΩΣέ!ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ 
ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ƘƛƎƘ ŀƴŘ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǘƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ŦŀŎŜ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴƭŜǎǎΦ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΧƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ 
ǘŀƭƪΦέ 

ά!ōƻǳǘ ōƻǳƴŘŀǊƛŜǎΚέ WŀƴƛŎŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ƴƻΦ .ǳǘ ǎhe 
ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴ ōŜ ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊΦ 

 άIƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΚέ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ƳŀŘŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘ ǘƘŜ 
mischievousness and power she was going for.  

ά²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ƎƻƛƴƎ Ƨǳǎǘ fineΣέ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜr said, 
seeming overly defensive. This fired up Arabella. A lot. 

άhŦ course I don't mind being ignored. I enjoy it. But we all know what ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎΦ !ƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ 
like liesΦ {ƻ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǳǇΦέ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀϥǎ ŘŀŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ƳƻǾŜ 
towards ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ άNowΦέ IŜǊ ŘŀŘ ŀƴŘ WŀƴƛŎŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭ ōŜƘƛƴŘ 
her.  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ-έ WŀƴƛŎŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŀƴƎǊȅ 
lion with caution. But not enough. Arabella sent that thought through her body, powering her 
somehow.  

άI ǿƛƭƭ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΣέ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƻƴ ǇƻǳƴŎƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƛǘǎ ǾƛŎǘƛƳΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ L 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǳǇ ƛǎ ǎƛƳǇƭŜΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦ L ǿŀǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŀǘ 
the wrong time. Or, I guess the right place at the right ǘƛƳŜΣ ƛŦ ǿŜΩǊŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘŜŎƘƴƛŎŀƭΦ !ƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ 
because I was getting water during the kidnapping does not mean I had something to do with it. 
L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ŎƻƛƴŎƛŘŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŘƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǿƘat 
ǿŜΩǊŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘΦ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ L ƪƴƻǿ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǊŜ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦ Nothing elseΦέ !ƴŘ 
Arabella told them everything that had happened, from Naomi telling her about how water 
would help wash down Taco Bell symptoms, to a gust of wind Arabella felt when opening the 
ŘƻƻǊ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ ŀōƻǳǘΦ Lǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŀƭƭ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛƴ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ 
ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀŎƻ .Ŝƭƭ ǎȅƳǇǘƻƳǎ ŀƴŘ bŀƻƳƛΩǎ ŀŘǾƛŎŜΣ ƛǘ 
ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ƭƛƪŜΧ ƴƻΦ LƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ bŀƻƳƛ ŎƻǳƭŘƴϥǘ Ƙŀve known what would happen to her. 
Even if Naomi had recommended to Arabella that she should have the most stomach-churning 
ǘƘƛƴƎ ¢ŀŎƻ .Ŝƭƭ ǎŜǊǾŜŘΦ .ǳǘΧ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴǘƻΦ άtƭŜŀǎŜΣέ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΣ άƧǳǎǘ 
consider ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƛƴƴƻŎŜƴǘΦέ IŜǊ ŘŀŘ and Janice made eye contact for the first time in the past 
ǘǿƻ ŘŀȅǎΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ƳƛǊǊƻǊƛƴƎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǘȅǇŜ 
of respect Arabella was going for. It was the expression you would give a scared puppy who 
ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǝet in the car to let you take him to a vet. Greeeaaat. They probably think I'm crazy 
now. Arabella did her best to mask her disappointment. ²ŜƭƭΣ LΩǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ŀƭƭ L ŎŀƴΦ She exited the 
room, placing her feet straight in front of each other, trying not to freak out until she was in her 
room. Once she was out of sight of the den, she ran straight to her room, not stopping for a 
break. Once she got there, she could let out her feelings. 

And she saw red. She threw her sleeping bag at the wall in fury. Being maŘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇΦ 
She thought, calming herself by slinking into the clump of a sleeping bag that had hit the wall. 
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She knew only one thing that for sure would help. Sleep. She had barely slept the two nights 
before. And as she started to drift off, she made one decision. Tomorrow, I will play detective.  

 
Arabella woke with a start. It was still dark out. She couldn't tell why she was awake. 

Until she saw it. Out in the hallway, Arabella saw a strange thing through the cracked door. The 
shadows shifted, moving swiftly like they were being swayed by the wind. Against her better 
ƧǳŘƎƳŜƴǘΣ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ǎǘƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ŎǊŜŜǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎΧ ǿŜƭƭΧ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŘƻǿǎΦ {ƘŜ 
followed the shadows from a small distance, careful not to make a sound. From this view, she 
could observe the shadow-creatures. They were shaped like humans of all types. Short fat ones. 
Tall lean ones. Men. Women. Undecided. Even a few goldfish. They were as flat as paper, and 
instead of being upright, they were flat on the floor, bending to accommodate the wall. 

άWƛƳƻǘƘȅΣέ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŘƻǿǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎƛƴƎƭȅ ƘƛƎƘΣ 
ǎǉǳŜŀƪȅ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ άŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƳŀƴǎ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΚέ ! ǎƘƻǊǘΣ ǎǘǳōōȅ ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ 
Jimothy nodded.  

ά!ƭƭ ƻŦ ΨŜƳΦ /ƘŜŎƪŜŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ŀƎƻ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŘƛǳƳ ƻƴŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƘƛƎƘ ǾƻƛŎŜŘ ƻƴŜ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ 
his head in what Arabella assumed was the shadow version of an eye roll. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ȅƻǳΦ LΩƳ ŎƘŜŎƪƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ Lǘ Ƙƛǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘΦ Wait, I'm the 
medium one. She started moving back, as fast as she could without making noise.  

άhƘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ WƛƳƳȅΗ /ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǊƳ Ŏŀƴ ƛǘ Řƻ ƛŦ ƘŜΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΚέ ! ŦŀŎŜƭŜǎǎ ŦŜƳŀƭŜ 
voice coming from the front joined in. 

άIƳǇƘΦ CƛƴŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǳǘƘƻǊƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘΣ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜ 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƻƭŘ ǿhat to do. The group rounded the corner, coming to a sudden stop 
outside a padlocked white door with ridges shaded in with a brownish black.  

άIŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜΗ /ŀǊŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƴƻǊǎΣ wƛŎƘȅΚέ ¢ƘŜ ŦŜƳŀƭŜ ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘǎ 
ƛƴǘƻ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀΩǎ ǾƛŜǿΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǘŜǊƴ ǎhadow that must have been Richyτor, Richard, as he told the 
ladyτstepped up to the door. He tapped a pattern on the door that Arabella memorized. It 
seemed helpful, and she had decided to play detective tomorrow. Or, was it today? It was too 
cloudy to tell.  

After Richard had tapped the full pattern (six taps on the seventh level, forty on the 
first), the door swung open with a creak and a flash of light. The shadows crept one by one into 
the room, and Arabella was able to count the shadows. She decided there were two dozen, 
eleven women and thirteen men.  Arabella went quietly after them, and quickly hid behind a 
chair before anyone noticed her. The room was the same style as the rest of the house, 
ŜȄŎŜǇǘΧōƭƻŎƪƛŜǊΦ Lǘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎ ŦƻǊ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭize what the room was made out 
ƻŦΧƴƻΣ ǎƘŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ .ǳǘ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ōƭŀƴŎƘŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘǎ 
were right. 

The room was made out of bones. 
Not the plastic, fake bones you decorate for Halloween with. And that must have meant 

that the whole house was made of bones. The rest of the house must be bones fused together, 
!ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǊƴƛǘǳǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΧew! She jolted back her arm, which was 
ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ {ƘŜ ǘƘŜƴ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǿŀǎƴΩt very large, and 
ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƳƛǊŀŎƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŘƻǿǎ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ȅŜǘΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŜŜƳŜŘΧǇǊŜƻŎŎǳǇƛŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ 
were now only two shadows left in the room. They both seemed male from their silhouettes 
and voices. The others had gone into a separate room with a small door.  

The shadows were whispering, and Arabella could barely hear what they were saying. 
{ƘŜ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǊŀƴŘƻƳ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ άǇƭŜŀǎŜέ ŀƴŘ άƴŜǿέ ŀƴŘ άǘƻŘŀȅέΦ ¢ƘŜ ƴŜǿ ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ 
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room, leaving the shadow that Arabella recognized as Richard to stand in wait. Another shadow 
came into the room, a woman this time, looking in her mid-twenties. Arabella could hear their 
voices now. The woman seemed confused, and stunned at how Richard looked, which was 
strange considering they looked almost identical.  

ά¢ŀƪŜ ŀ ǎŜŀǘΣέ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǘ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ǿŀǎ ōŜƘƛƴŘΦ  
ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΚ ²Ƙȅ ŀǊŜ ǿŜΧέ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǎƭǳƳǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀŘȅ 

to listen to a good story. Well, she was.  
άL Ŏŀƴ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ-έ 
 ά¢ƘŜƴ ŘƻΗέ ¢ƘŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ƻǳǘōǳǊǎǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ŀƴƎŜǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΣ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ 

was told to trust Jimmy. He clenched his fists, but after a few seconds loosened up. 
 ά{ǘƻǇ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘƛƴƎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘŜŘ ǘƻ ȊƛǇ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΣ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀd 

ǎŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƘŀƛǊ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊΦ άIƳǇƘΦ ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦ bƻǿΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ 
ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΤ ǿƘŀǘ ŀƳ LΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀƳ LΣ ŀƴŘ why ŀƳ LΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ 
ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅΦ άL ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŜȄŀŎǘ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΣ ōŜŦƻǊe I 
ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΣ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴȅ ƎǳŜǎǎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ !ƴŘΣ Ƴŀȅ L 
ŀǎƪ ǿƘŀǘ ƎǳŜǎǎŜǎ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜΚέ  

άhƘΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅΦ L ƳŜŀƴΣ L ŘƛŘ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜΣ ƭƛƪŜΣ ǎƻƳŜ 
type of ghost, but that's probably wroƴƎΦέ {ƘŜ ŦƛŘƎŜǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƳ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǎƭŜŜǾŜΣ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 
bravado of earlier gone.  

ά!ŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΣ ǘƘŀǘϥǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŎƭƻǎŜΦ 9ȄŎŜǇǘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ dead. You have to die 
ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘΦ .ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ǎƘŀŘƻǿΦ ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳϥǊŜ ŀ ǎƘŀŘƻǿΣ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƭƻst your 
sanity. Your body still exists. Except you have no consciousness. Your consciousness left, and 
ƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΦ ! ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƻǊƳŜǊ ǎŜƭŦΦέ 

 ά²ƘŀǘΚ bƻΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŎǊŀȊȅΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ-έ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ōƭŀƴŎƘŜŘΦ άhƘ Ƴȅ ƎƻǎƘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ 
I do? Wait. I rememberΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛŜǘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀŘ ŘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƴƻƛǎŜΦ 

άvǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ǘǿƻΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΣέ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ǎƘƛŦǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŀƛǊ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ 
ά¸ƻǳ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ 5ŜƭŀǿŀǊŜΦ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƛƴ /ƻƴƴŜŎǘƛŎǳǘΣ ƛƴ ŀ ǘƻǿƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ aŀƴŎƘŜǎǘŜǊΦ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƛƴ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜ 
made out oŦ ƘǳƳŀƴ ōƻƴŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǊƻƻƳ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŘƻǿΩǎ ƘŜŀŘǉǳŀǊǘŜǊǎΦ 
¢ƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛǎ ƛƴƘŀōƛǘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻǎŜ ōƻƴŜǎ ǿŜ ǳǎŜΦέ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ 
assumed it. Where else would they get the bones from? .ǳǘ ǘƘŜƴΧǿƘŜǊŜΩǎ bŀƻƳƛΗΚ Arabella hit 
ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΦ ά!ƴŘ ŦƻǊ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ǘƘǊŜŜΤ ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅΣ 
ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ true reason. But bossτshe has us call her boss Sanτshe thinks those who 
went crazy are superior.  

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǎƻ that we can overrun this world. Basically restart 
everything. That those who lose their sanity go crazy because of their burden to wash out 
ƘǳƳŀƴǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǎŎƻƻŎƘŜŘ ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘǎΣ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎΧŀ ƭƻǘΦέ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜΣ ōǳǘ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇŀȅƛƴƎ 
attention. She was focused on the door to the other room swinging open. A short shadow came 
in, with slumped shoulders that screamed defeat.  

άwƛŎƘŀǊŘΣ ōƻǎǎ {ŀƴ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǳǎ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ŀƭƛǾŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ǉǳƻte, Ψǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΩ. 
²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳŜŀƴΚέ ¢ƘŜ ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ƛƴ ŀ ŎǊƛǎǇΣ .ǊƛǘƛǎƘ ŀŎŎŜƴǘΦ άL 
ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƴŜŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ōƻƴŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀŎǘƛƴƎ ǎƻ ǿŜƛǊŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ 
Sanguis-Elegans family moved in. By now she would have had us collect bones from everyone, 
ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ŀ ǎǘŀǇŜǎΗέ ¢ƘŜ .ǊƛǘƛǎƘ ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōƻǎǎ ŀƴŘ 
Ƙƻǿ ǿŜƛǊŘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ǿŀǎΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ōƻǳƴŎƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀΩǎ ōǊŀƛƴΦ Ψ.ƻǎǎ {ŀƴ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǳǎ ǘƻ 
keep the girl alivŜΩΦ {ƻ ǘƘŜƴΧbŀƻƳƛΩǎ ŦƛƴŜΗ Arabella was so relieved, she had to remind herself 
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to stay quiet and still. As the three shadows left the room, she had a new focus; getting out of 
this section of the house unnoticed. The last shadow out the door slammed a bit too hard, and 
sent a few phalanges skidding across the floor. bƻǿΩǎ Ƴȅ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΦ With award winning speed 
(for Arabella), she flew on her stomach to the door back to the hallway, which she thrust open 
and hopped through to land on a royal blue rug with a thud. She slowly closed the door, careful 
not to make a sound, and ran as fast as she could without making any floorboards creak back to 
her room. She leapt into her sleeping bag and an Arabella cocoon, trying to force herself to 
sleep. It was soon decided that Arabella would spend another sleepless night destroying potted 
plants, only this time in the living room. Before she knew it, she had destroyed half of her first 
victim. She had started processing everything she had heard and seen, which was a lot. There 
was only one thing she had had time to think about. They were keeping Naomi alive. Why? 
!ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΦ !ƭƭ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ bŀƻƳƛ ǿŀǎ ƻƪŀȅΦ .ǳǘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƻǿ ƭƻƴƎΚ Iƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ǳƴǘƛƭ 
boss San caved? How much time did Arabella have to set things right?  

 
Arabella woke up on October, Friday the thirteenth, on the floor of the living room. It 

took her a minute to realize why she was there, another to decide she had not dreamt of the 
night before, and a final one to realize it was Friday, a school day, and one glance at her watch 
told her she should have woken up thirty minutes ago. Sprinting to her room, Arabella ripped 
off her pajamas and started to twist her hair into a small, messy bun. She threw on a random 
selection of clothes and poured Cheerios and milk into a Ziplock bag. Arabella tripped over her 
own feet twice while running through the woods to her bus, but never fell and made it just in 
time. 

The day passed quickly, stares and whispers filling every hallway Arabella went through. 
The lunch was boring. Tomato soup and spaghetti, the most random combination ever. Once 
Arabella got home, she finally had time to think. 

It was almost impossible, with all the thoughts and theories pounding around her head.  
But at least her breaks were spent playing basically every game ever with Jenny. It was a 

CǊƛŘŀȅΣ ǎƻ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀΩǎ ŘŀŘ ŀƴŘ WŀƴƛŎŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ WŜƴƴȅ ǿƛǘƘ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
mind, but she wished she had had time to think. Luckily, everyone went to bed a bit early, 
ƎƛǾƛƴƎ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŀƳƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǇƻƴŘŜǊΦ ²ƘƛŎƘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪΦ {ƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ 
nothing. Eventually Arabella made the decision to once again destroy a few potted plants in the 
den. The sun had set, and one glance at her watch told it was already past 8:30. It was late. A 
bit too late to be eating Hot Cheetos, like Arabella was. Sue me, Arabella said to herself. It was 
finally a good time to think about the night before. The fact that shadows were alive was 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǎƘŀŘƻǿǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΚ !ƭƭ !ǊŀōŜƭƭŀ ǘƻƻƪ ƻǳǘ ŦǊƻƳ it was that 
all the shadows in her house were alive. Or almost all of them. At least, that's what she hoped.  

It was almost 9:00, and Arabella had gotten barely anything. So much for thinking. By 
then, it was clear that nothing was working. Thinking? Hah. No chance Arabella was going to try 
ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΦ {ƻ ǘƘŜƴΧǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ last resort? The answer came clearly to Arabella. What 
was one of the only things she was good at? Avoiding people. The answer Arabella instantly told 
herself was almost comical, considering the past few days. But she had been able to hide, and 
just avoid people in general, since she could walk. So, it was time to test herself. 

Arabella grabbed a flashlight and shoved her feet into her slippers. The flashlight 
because she could think of nothing else for emergencies, and the slippers because her feet 
were cold.  
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She made her way to the door, putting her feet in front of her fears. Luckily, she had 
memorized the pattern to open up the door. Six taps on the seventh level, forty-one the first. 
The door slowly creaked open. 

And the lady standing in the doorway was familiar to Arabella. Was it her silhouette? Or 
her voice? Or both?  

Arabella willed herself not to be afraid. 
And for once, it worked. 
She was confident. 
Arabella felt like she could do anything. 
And with shoulders back and a high head, Arabella stepped into the room that would 

change her life. Decide her fate. 
Happy. 
Sad. 
Undecided. 
It was all up to her mother. 
 

The chipmunks 
The chipmunks in the forest never left. Why would they? The forest had all of the food 
chipmunks eat. And there were no chipmunk predators in the forest. The lives of the chipmunks 
were terrific. And they got free entertainment when shadows built a small house in the middle 
of the woods. The house was built out of a strange material that looked like human bones. 
There was a room that was concealed with shadows. No humans noticed the room. But the 
chipmunks did. They saw everything. Groups of humans would come and live in the house. But 
then the shadows would take them and use their bones to build more parts to the house. The 
chipmunks started placing bets on how long the humans would last. The stories of the growing 
mansion in the woods were passed down through generations of chipmunks. It was fifteen 
years since the house had been built, and that small cottage was now a giant modern mansion 
with a cupola when a dusty green van pulled into the drive. Per usual, the chipmunks made bets 
on how long the Sanguis-Elegans family would last. One chipmunk said two weeks max. 
Another said two days. And the chipmunks watched a brown-haired girl hesitate to go into her 
house. They watched through a window as the shiny black-haired girl was abducted by 
shadows, and the shadows rushed so fast out of the room, they bumped into the brown-haired 
girl. And the chipmunks saw the brown-haired girl follow the shadows to their room. And they 
saw her return. But after that, their view was blocked by a dark shadow slinking across the 
window. 
 

  



25 

 

The Mysterious Stain 
By Ellie Chi  

 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƛƭƭƻǿΗΗέ aȅ ōŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ±ƛǾƛŀƴ Songbird screamed.  

I sighed, and made my way downstairs to the basement where we were holding our 
sleepover.  

άLǘΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ǎǘŀƛƴΦέ L ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎΦ ±ƛǾƛŀƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜΩǾŜ 
been friends for so long, I could basically hear her thoughts. I walked over to Vivi. She was 
pointing at a pillow. Her light brown hair was pulled back into two French braids that went 
down to her hips. Freckles dotted her face.  

ά5ƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎǘŀƛƴΚΗέ ±ƛǾƛ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ άLǘ ƳƻǾŜŘΦέ  

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ŀ ǎǘŀƛƴΦ !ƴŘ ǎǘŀƛƴǎΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜΦέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǘǳōōƻǊƴƭȅ ƴƻǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾƛƴƎ ƘŜǊΦ άbƻǿΣ 
ŎΩƳƻƴΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ ŘƻΦέ L ƎǊŀōōŜŘ her arm and pulled her away from the pillow. As I 
turned, out of the corner of my eye, I thought I saw something dash across the pillow. 
Whatever. I thought. We did have things to do. Vivi and I made ourselves a schedule. We were 
going to watch a movie, do rounds of Truth or Dare, Two Truths and a Lie, and other games like 
that, and then we would put on socks and slide around on the hardwood floor until 2:00 am. 
Then we would go to sleep. That was our plan. It included no breaks or time for anything else, 
but my mind kept wandering back to the thing dashing across the pillow.  

άL ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳΦέ ±ƛǾƛ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘΦ  

άwƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΚ ²ŜΩǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǾƛŜΦέ  

ά{ǘŀǊǘ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƳŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǊƻǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳŎƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƻ the bathroom. I grabbed 
the remote and started the movie. Under my breath, I counted to ten. Then I silently rose from 
the couch as well. Just one look. I thought, creeping towards the pillow. Just one peek, and then 
no more. I refused to let Vivi know I thought she might be right by letting her catch me 
investigating. I told you! She would say, sticking out her tongue. I told you, I told you!! I 
shuddered.  

There, on the pillow was the stain that was not a stain. It was pink with a little purple in 
ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘȅ ±ƛǾƛ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǎǘŀƛƴΦ {ƛƭǾŜǊȅ ǎǇƻǘǎ ǎǇŜŎƪƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƴƪ 
ǇŀǊǘΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŦŀŎŜΦ L ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀ ŦŀŎŜΦ L remembered when I stained it. I 
was suddenly jerked out of my thoughts when I heard the sound of running water. I gotta hurry. 
I thought. When I turned to run back to the couch, I thought I saw something dash across the 
Ǉƛƭƭƻǿ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƛgnore it. I whipped around. My short black hair smacked my 
face.  

ά.ƭŜƎƘΗέ L ǎǇŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƛǊ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƭƭƻǿ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ stain. Nothing about it 
changed. I ran to the couch, sat down, and acted like I had been there since the movie started.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ L ƳƛǎǎΚέ ±ƛǾƛ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

άbƻǘ ƳǳŎƘΦέ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ ǎŎƘŜŘǳƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ Řŀȅ ǿŀǎ 
Sunday. We ate breakfast, and at 9:00 AM, Mrs. Songbird came and picked up Vivi. It was thirty 
ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǿŜ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘΦ ά{ŜŜ ȅŀ ŀǘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΗέ L ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ  

ά{ŜŜ ȅŀΗέ {ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ǳǇΦ L ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ blankets and pillows 
away to the closet, and my mom vacuumed the whole basement. I put all of the stuff Vivi left 
behind in the closet. She leaves stuff behind a lot. Finally, the cleaning was done, and I got to 
relax. Just do nothing and watch television.  
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ά/ƭƻǾŜǊΣ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜǿƻǊƪΚΗέ aȅ ƳƻƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅΦέ L ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴΦ L ǿŀǎ ƎƭǳŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ¢.V. 
I watched for hours, but it felt like minutes. By the time I finished, it was time for me to get 
ready for bed. I brushed my teeth, showered, and read for an hour in bed. I fell asleep at 11:30 
PM. I had a dreamless peaceful sleep.  

My first thought when I woke up was Monday. I never liked Mondays. I dragged myself 
out of bed, and to my closet. I got changed and ready for school at Gideon Welles School. I 
walked to the bathroom, and brushed my teeth. I ran to the kitchen, shoving down an orange, 
and a donut. I grabbed my backpack and my water bottle on my way out the door. I ran to the 
ōǳǎ ǎǘƻǇΦ ±ƛǾƛ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǳǎǳŀƭΦ {ƘŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǎƭŜǇǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘŜǊ ŀƭŀǊƳΦ L Ǉǳǘ Ƴȅ 
heavy backpack on the sidewalk and sat down.  

BUZZZZ, BUZZZZZZ. My phone vibrated in my pocket. I pulled it out. A text from Vivi 
popped up on my screen. I read it. I might miss the bus. It said, I scrunched up my face. Vivi 
never missed the bus.  

ά²ƘŀǘΩǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀŎŜΚέ ! ǾƻƛŎŜ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƳŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇΦ ¦ƎƘΦ LǘΩǎ 
Roger. I thought.  

άbƻǘƘƛƴƎΦέ L ŦƛȄŜŘ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΦ άWǳǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΦέ  

ά¢Ǌȅ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƭŜǎǎ ŦŀŎŜΦέ IŜ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘΦ L ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ignored him. BUZZZZ, 
BUZZZZZZ. I looked down at my phone. A new text appeared. This one was from Mrs. Songbird.  

Is Vivi at the bus stop? It read. I quickly texted a reply.  

No. She said she might miss it.  

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊŜΦ  

Weird. I shut off my phone, and try to think about where Vivi could possibly be. A loud 
rumbling sound disrupted my thoughts. The bus pulled up. I shoved my phone back in my 
pocket, and climbed the stairs on the bus. I swung into my seat, momentarily confused when 
±ƛǾƛ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǿƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƳŜΦ wƛƎƘǘΦ ±ƛǾƛΩǎ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎΦ L ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΦ ! ōǊŜŜȊŜ ōƭŜǿ 
ƛƴΦ .ƭŜƎƘΦ Iƻǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƛŎƪȅΦ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜ Řŀȅ ōƭǳǊǊŜŘ ōȅΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǉŀȅ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ 
anything happening around me. On the way home from school, I had a genius idea. I pulled out 
my phone, and quickly sent Vivi a text.  

Where r u? I tapped on her contact photo, and looked at her location. A map popped 
up. It showed her moving with the same speed and direction as the bus. I looked next to me. 
There was no Vivi. No light brown braids swinging in the wind. I cautiously touched the air 
where she should be sitting. I shivered. My hand instantly turned purple. I felt a hand gripping 
my arm.  

ά!IIIIIIΗΗέ L ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΦ Lƴ ǳƴƛǎƻƴΣ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎ swung into the aisle, 
and looked in my general direction. I clamped my free hand over my mouth. Oops. I thought.  
ά/ƭƻǾŜǊΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέ aȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ tŜŀǊƭ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ ²Ƙŀǘ !a L ŘƻƛƴƎΚ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ άL ŘǳƴƴƻΦέ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ L ǊƛǇǇŜŘ Ƴȅ 
arm ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƴƻƴŜȄƛǎǘŜƴǘ ƘŀƴŘ ƎǊŀōōƛƴƎ ƳŜΦ ά¦ƘƘƘƘΧ /ƭƻǾŜǊΚ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊΧΦέ tŜŀǊƭΩǎ 
face froze when she started to say arm. The bus and all of the cars around them stopped 
ƳƻǾƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ōƭƻǿƛƴƎΣ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎΣ ǘƛƳŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇΦ ά/ƭƻǾŜǊΦέ ! 
ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ L ǿƘƛǇǇŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ ά²ƘƻΩǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΚΗέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

ά±ƛǾƛΗέ ±ƛǾƛ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ŎƘŜŜǊŦǳƭƭȅΦ  



27 

 

άhƘΦ LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ȅƻǳΦ ¸ƻǳ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ Ƴȅ arm, right? Oh my gosh, Vivi, you scared me so 
ƳǳŎƘΦέ  

ά{ƻǊǊȅΦέ ±ƛǾƛ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƘŜŜǇƛǎƘƭȅΦ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ a little weird. Like a ghost. Her hair somehow 
got out of her French braids and turned black. It hung wild and knotted down past her hips. Her 
whole body was a little see through, and gray. The clothes she was wearing were the same, but 
there was no color.  

ά±ƛǾΧ ²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŎƪ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳΣ ƭƛƪŜΣ ŀ ghƻǎǘΚέ  

ά¦ƳƳΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΚέ {ƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άLΩƳ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦƛƎǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ƻǳǘΦέ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ tŜŀǊƭ 
ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ƳŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ŦǊƻȊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜΦ ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŦǊŜŜȊŜ ǘƛƳŜΚέ ¢Ƙƛǎ vϧ! ǿŜƴǘ on 
ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜΦ .ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ L Ǝƻǘ ŦǊƻƳ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛǎΥ ±ƛǾƛ Ǝƻǘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘΣ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƘƻǿΣ 
ōǳǘ ǿŜ Řƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜƴΤ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ŦǊŜŜȊŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴƭȅ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΣ 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ ƳǳŎƘΤ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ Ƙǳman form before Halloween (in 
2 days); a small blue mark is on my arm, allowing me to see her; and most importantly, no, she 
ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŘȅŜ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊ ōƭŀŎƪΦ L ƎǳŜǎǎ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿŜŀǊ ƭƻƴƎ ǎƭŜŜǾŜ ¢-shirts now. I thought unhappily. 
She unfroze time, and we rode the bus to my house. I greeted my dog and my parents. My dog 
Boots (AKA Bootsy) seemed to sense Vivi. Maybe because she seems to always smell like bacon. 
Bootsy lied down on her feet.  

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ŘƻƎǎ Ŏŀƴ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƎƘƻǎǘǎΦέ ±ƛǾƛ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ ²Ŝ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǊƻƻƳ Řown the 
ƘŀƭƭǿŀȅΦ ±ƛǾƛ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƭƻǇ ƻƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ōŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƛǘΦ άL ƘŀǘŜ ǘƘƛǎΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ 
shivering. I nodded as I closed the door to my room, blocking out Bootsy just as she tried to get 
ƛƴΦ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛƴŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ άWǳǎǘ ƭŜǘ ƛƴ .ƻƻǘǎȅΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘΗΗέ  

άbƻΦέ L ƪƴŜƭǘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōƻƻƪǎƘŜƭŦΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀ 
ƎƘƻǎǘΦέ L ǎŎŀƴƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƛƴŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜƭǾŜǎΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƎƘƻǎǘǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  

άhōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅΦέ ±ƛǾƛ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά²Ŝ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ wŀǾŜƴΦέ {ƘŜ tried to open the door, but her 
ƘŀƴŘ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƛǘΦ L ǎƘǳŘŘŜǊŜŘΦ άLǎ wŀǾŜƴ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻǇǘƛƻƴ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ 
nervously.  

wŀǾŜƴΩǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƛƴǘƛƳƛŘŀǘƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀƭƭ ǎƻǊǘǎ ƻŦ ōƻƻƪǎ ƻƴ ƎƘƻǎǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǳǇŜǊƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ǎǘǳŦŦΦ 
I also barely know her. Vivi nodded. I opened the door for her, and we walked to her house. A 
few minutes later, I stood in front of the front door ǘƻ wŀǾŜƴΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ L Ŏŀǳǘƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǊŀƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
doorbell. It played that classic ding-dong. The door creaked open. A tall woman with shoulder 
length curly black hair stood in the doorway.  

άIŜƭƭƻΚέ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǳǎΦ ά/ŀƴ L ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳΚέ  

ά¦ƳΣ ƛǎ wŀǾŜƴ ƘƻƳŜΚέ L ǎǉǳŜŀƪŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ wŀǾŜƴ ƻǾŜǊΦ  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ wŀǾŜƴ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ L ōƭƛƴƪŜŘΦ  

ά¦ƳΣ Ŏŀƴ L ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΚ L Ƴŀȅ ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜƭǇΚέ wŀǾŜƴ waved us in. We followed her to 
her room on the second floor. The walls were painted purple and black, and in the middle of 
the hardwood floor was a circular carpet. Candles stood on her windowsill, and on her white 
desk. Next to almost every candle was an open book about magic or ghosts. Paintings of ravens 
hung on the walls.  

άΧƴƛŎŜ ǊƻƻƳΦέ L ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘŜŘΦ Lǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƻƻ ǇǳǊǇƭŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣ ōǳǘ wŀǾŜƴ Ŧƛǘ ǿŜƭƭ ƛƴ 
this room. With her short black hair with purple tips, and black combat boots with purple laces, 
wŀǾŜƴ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƻǾŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǇǳǊǇƭŜΦ ά¢ƘŀƴƪǎΦ {ƻΣ ǿƘŜǊŜΩǎ ±ƛǾƛŀƴΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ 
casually.  

άwƛƎƘǘ ƘŜǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜΣ ±ƛǾƛΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴ-έ  
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άLƴǘƻ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘΣ ȅŜŀƘΣ L ƪƴƻǿΦ L ƳŜŀƴ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǊƻƻƳ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ƛǎ ǎƘŜΚέ ±ƛǾƛ floated over 
to Raven, and grabbed her arm. A blue mark slowly appeared where Vivi touched it.  

ά!ƘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƛǎΦέ wŀǾŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

άIƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŦƭƻŀǘƛƴƎ ōŀƭƭ ƻŦ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦ Lƴ Ƴȅ ōƻƻƪǎΣ ƛǘ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘ 
ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ Ŧǳƭƭȅ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘ ȅŜǘΣ ƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά{ƻΣ ±ƛǾƛŀƴ ƛǎ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘΦέ  

ά¸ŜŀƘΗ ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦέ ±ƛǾƛ ǎŀƛŘ ŎƘŜŜǊŦǳƭƭȅΦ wŀǾŜƴ 
launched into a long explanation about ghosts. It included some unimportant stuff, like animal 
ghosts, and mythical creature ghosts, and old stuff we already knew, but the important stuff is: 
Vivi probably touched something from the ghost world to become a ghost; once she becomes a 
Ŧǳƭƭ ƻƴ ƎƘƻǎǘΣ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜΤ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ŀŘǾŀƴŎŜd ritual we need 
to perform, with very rare specific ingredients, in a very specific place, (the kids section in 
²ŜƭƭŜǎ ¢ǳǊƴŜǊ aŜƳƻǊƛŀƭ [ƛōǊŀǊȅύΦ ²ƘȅΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ L ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ  

ά!ƴŘ ǿŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ Řŀȅǎ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǘ ŀƭƭΦέ L ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘΦ άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜt all of 
ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘǿƻ ŘŀȅǎΚΗέ  

ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ōƻǊǊƻǿ Ƴȅ ōƻƻƪ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǘǳŀƭΦέ wŀǾŜƴ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘΦ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ 
and took her book. Soon, we were on our way to my house. Raven came with Vivi and I. She 
said it was cause we might need more of her help, ōǳǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ƴƛǎǎ ƻƴŜ 
minute of spending time with an almost ghost. While we were walking, Raven asked Vivi 
question after question, and jotted down the answers in her purple notebook. I stared at it. She 
had written Ghosts on the subject line in her fanciest handwriting. I looked at the cover of the 
book she lent us. It had the same cover. Inside were some of her notes on ghosts. I watched as 
more words slowly appeared on the page. How is she doing that? I thought.  

άaŀƎƛŎΦέ wŀǾŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀŘ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΦ aŀȅōŜ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘΦ άL ǳǎŜŘ ŀ ǎǇŜƭƭ L ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ 
ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ƎǊŀƴŘƳŀΩǎ ōƻƻƪΦέ 

ά{ƻΧ ȅƻǳ ǳǎŜŘ ŀ ǎǇŜƭƭ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƴƻǘŜōƻƻƪΣέ L pointed to the notebook 
ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎΦ ά{Ƙƻǿ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƴƻǘŜōƻƻƪΚέ {ƘŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ  

άLǘΩǎ ŀ ŎƻǇȅƛƴƎ ǎǇŜƭƭΦ L ƳŀŘŜ ŀƴ ŜȄŀŎǘ ŎƻǇȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǘŜōƻƻƪ LΩƳ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻǘŜōƻƻƪ 
ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǘŜōƻƻƪ ǎƘŜ ƭŜƴǘ ǳǎΦ  

ά{ƻΣ ƭƛƪŜΣ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ L ǎŀƛŘΦέ  

ά{ǳǊŜΦέ ²Ŝ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ L ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ŘƻƻǊ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƪŜy, and we walked 
inside. I led us down to the basement.  

ά{ƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŀƎƛŎΦέ ±ƛǾƛ ōƭǳǊǘŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
stairs. Raven told Vivi about her magic while I went upstairs to get us some snacks. When I 
came back, Raven had sat down on the couch, and propped her feet up on the table in front of 
it, while Vivi asked her tons of questions. I sat down, and opened the notebook Raven lent us. I 
flipped to the page with our ritual in it.  

 DƘƻǎǘ ǳƴƛŎƻǊƴ ƘƻǊƴ ǎƘŀǾƛƴƎǎ  
 ¢ƘŜ ƻōƧŜŎǘ ǘhe almost-ghost touched from the ghost world  
 DƘƻǎǘ ƴŀǊǿƘŀƭ ƘƻǊƴ ǎƘŀǾƛƴƎǎ  
 DƘƻǎǘ ōǊŜŀŘ  
 IŀƛǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ-ghost  

Weirdest ingredients ever. I thought.  
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ά²ƘŀǘΩǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέ ±ƛǾƛ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜΦ {ƘŜ ŦƭƻŀǘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǘŜōƻƻƪΦ ±ƛǾƛ 
peered over Ƴȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ ά¢ƘƻǎŜ ŀǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǿŜƛǊŘ ƛƴƎǊŜŘƛŜƴǘǎΦέ {ƘŜ ŦƭƻŀǘŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǎǇƻǘ ƻƴ 
ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ έ²Ƙȅ Řƻ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ƎƘƻǎǘ ǳƴƛŎƻǊƴ ƘƻǊƴ ǎƘŀǾƛƴƎǎΚέ  

ά! ǳƴƛŎƻǊƴΩǎ ƳŀƎƛŎ ƛǎ Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƻǊƴΦ DƘƻǎǘ ǳƴƛŎƻǊƴǎ ŀǊŜ ǊŀǊŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊƻƴƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ 
normal unicorns. A few ghost ǳƴƛŎƻǊƴ ǎƘŀǾƛƴƎǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƻΦέ 
Raven explained. She pulled out five mini jars stringed together on a rope. She handed it to me. 
I tied it around my neck.  

After a few more snacks, explanations, and saying bye to my mom, we were on our way. 
Raven walked in the lead, followed by Vivi and then me. Raven talked as we walked, explaining 
where we were headed.  

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜǎΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ  

! ƘŀƭŦ ƘƻǳǊ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ оΥол taΣ ǿŜ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŀǘ wŀǾŜƴΩǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ house. It was grand, 
and had lots of windows, but still looked welcoming. A girl stood on the front steps. She had 
green eyes, and long blond wavy hair with pink streaks. She looked pretty much like the 
opposite of Raven. Freckles dotted her face, much like Vivi.  

άwŀǾŜƴΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΚέ  

ά[ƛƭȅΦέ wŀǾŜƴ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ L ƘŀǘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǳǊƎŜƴǘΦέ {ƘŜ 
explained our situation to Lily. The way she said it made it sound like the world was burning 
down by tomorrow. Which I guess was the same intensity as our problem in my mind. 
[ƛƭȅΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƘǳƴƎ ƻǇŜƴΦ ά²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜΚέ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǾŜŘ ǳǎ 
inside her house in a very similar way Raven did. She led us to her room on the second floor. It 
vaguely ǊŜǎŜƳōƭŜŘ wŀǾŜƴΩǎ ǊƻƻƳΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǊƻǳƴŘ ŎŀǊǇŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΣ ŀ ǿƘƛǘŜ 
ŘŜǎƪΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ōŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǎǇƻǘ ŀǎ wŀǾŜƴΩǎΣ ōǳǘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎǎ ƻŦ ǊŀǾŜƴǎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ 
paintings of lilies, the sheets and blankets on the bed were different colors, and the candles and 
books were replaced with origami papers, crystals, and jewelry. In the corner of the room, 
pushed in a pile so small it looked like it was hiding, was a bunch of old photos, books, and 
ǇŀǇŜǊǎΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΣ wŀǾŜƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ immediately went to the pile. She 
ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǊǳƳƳŀƎŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƛǘΦ [ƛƭȅ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ  

άLǘ Ƙŀǎ ǘƻ ōŜΦέ wŀǾŜƴ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ [ƛƭȅ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ±ƛǾƛ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ wŀǾŜƴ ŘƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ±ƛǾƛ 
floated over to give her a blue mark. She knew the ingredients already, and she knew where all 
of them could be found. The hair one was easy. She just grabbed a sharp crystal, and cut off 
ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ±ƛǾƛΩǎ ƘŀƛǊΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ L Ǉǳǘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ŀ ƧŀǊΦ DƘƻǎǘ ōǊŜŀŘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƘŀǊŘΣ 
because we had to make the bread dead, and bread was never alive to begin with. Lily 
explained all this to us with Raven popping in here and there to add interesting facts. It 
sounded a bit like this:  

[ƛƭȅ ά¢ƘŜ ōǊŜŀŘ Ƙŀǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘŜŀŘ-έ  

wŀǾŜƴ ά.ǊŜŀŘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ŘŜŀŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀƭƛǾŜΦέ  

The explanation ended up being really confusing, but we understood the important 
part. Ghost bread turned out to be really easy, because we could just buy it at the magic 
grocery store. There was some name for it, but I immediately forgot it. We quickly ran the 
errands, and put the ingredients inside the jars. I put a tiny little checkmark next to the 
ingredients in the notebook.  

ά²Ŝ ƻƴƭȅ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊƴ ǎƘŀǾƛƴƎǎΦέ L ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘΦ ά!ƴȅ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘƻǎŜΚέ 
Raven glŀǊŜŘ ōǳƭƭŜǘǎ ŀǘ [ƛƭȅΣ ǿƘƻ ǎƘƻǘ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ōŀŎƪΦ άL ŘƛŘΣ ōǳǘ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ƛǘΩǎ ƎƻƴŜ ƴƻǿΦέ wŀǾŜƴ 
growled between clenched teeth.  
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άLǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ !//L59b¢Φέ [ƛƭȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ  

άDƛǾŜƴ ǿƘŀǘΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ [ƛƭȅ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ  

άLǘΩǎ ŜŀǎƛŜǊ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ 
ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ǎƭŜŜǇƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘϥǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ±ƛǾƛΩǎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦέ L ǘŜȄǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ƳƻƳΦ {ƘŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ 
ǘŜȄǘŜŘ ±ƛǾƛΩǎ ƳƻƳΣ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ ±ƛǾƛΩǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ L ǎƘƻǾŜŘ Ƴȅ ǇƘƻƴŜ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ǇƻŎket. Then, Lily 
showed Vivi and I her house. It was even grander on the inside than the outside. Chandeliers 
hung in almost every room, each one different from the rest like snowflakes. There were a total 
of three floors, excluding the basement and the attic, and too many bathrooms and bedrooms 
to count. Finally, Lily showed us our room for the night. It had a bunk bed in one corner, and 
mint green walls. It seemed so simple after the fancy crazy other rooms. I ran over, and flopped 
onto the bottom bunk. I normally would go for the top, but I was way too tired to climb up the 
ladder.  

άL ƪƴƻǿ ±ƛǾƛ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ more comfortable to 
ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦέ [ƛƭȅ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ ά!ƭǎƻΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƎǳŜǎǘ ǊƻƻƳ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōǳƴƪ ōŜŘǎΦέ {ƘŜ 
ǿŀǎ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ƻǳǘΣ ǿƘŜƴ ±ƛǾƛ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ wŀǾŜƴ ǎƭŜŜǇΚέ  

άwŀǾŜƴ Ŏŀƴ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǊƻƻƳΦέ [ƛƭȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ƭŜŦǘΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ±ƛǾƛ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ  

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

ά¢ƘŜ ǇƛƭƭƻǿΦέ ±ƛǾƛ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ {ƘŜ explained how she had leaned in closer to inspect it. A bit 
too close, because her nose lightly touched it. A cold breeze had swept through the room, and 
±ƛǾƛ ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜǊ ǎƻǳƭ ǿŀǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎǳŎƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΦ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ  

ά{ƻǳƴŘǎ ŎǊŜŜǇȅΦέ L ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘŜŘΦ  

άLǘ ǿŀǎΦέ ±ƛǾƛ ǎŀƛŘΦ ²Ŝ ǎŀǘ ƛƴ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ ŀ ǎƘƻǳǘ ǎƘŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ƛǘΦ  

ά²I!¢ ¢I9 I9/Y 5L5 ¸h¦ 5hΚΗΚΗέ wŀǾŜƴΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŦƭƻŀǘŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŦǊƻƳ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭΦ L 
ǎŀǘ ǳǇǊƛƎƘǘΦ [ƛƭȅΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŦƭƻŀǘŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ƴŜȄǘΦ  

άbh¢ILbDΗέ {ƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΦ L ōƻƭǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ the door, and ran to her room. Purple light 
glowed through the new cracks in the wall. I opened the door and was greeted by an extremely 
strange sight. Lily and Raven stood on opposite sides of a glowing purple glass box, floating in 
the air. It shot out rays of purple light that seemed similar to lasers. Inside was a bottle. A 
ƎƭƻǿƛƴƎ ōƻǘǘƭŜΦ L ǎǉǳƛƴǘŜŘΦ ά²ŀƛǘΧ ƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀ ƭŀōŜƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

ά¢ƘƻǎŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊƴ ǎƘŀǾƛƴƎǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘ ƴŀǊǿƘŀƭΦέ wŀǾŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά.ǳǘ Ƴȅ ƛŘƛƻǘ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ 
here, decided to throw ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƛƭŜ ƻŦ ǇŀǇŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƭŀƴŘŜŘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ŀ ǎǇŜƭƭΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀŎǘƛǾŀǘŜŘ ƛǘΦέ  

άLǘΩǎ bh¢ a¸ C!¦[¢Φέ [ƛƭȅ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘΦ  

ά¸Ŝǎ ƛǘ ƛǎΦέ wŀǾŜƴ ŀǊƎǳŜŘΦ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ [ƛƭȅΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜ 
activation of the horn shavings. All I saw were crystals, jewelry, and origami papers. I leaned 
over, grabbed a purple crystal, and threw it at the box. The box shattered on impact, spraying 
glass shards everywhere. They stabbed the walls and sliced my face. I could see figures that 
looked like Raven and Lily, running under the table. I closed my eyes and used the notebook 
ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ Ǌƛǘǳŀƭ ƛƴ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǎƘƛŜƭŘ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΦ {ƻƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǇƭƻǎƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƻǾŜǊΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ [ƛƭȅΩǎ ǊƻƻƳΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ 
clothes, a mess. Raven and Lily crawled out from under the table. Both of them glaring daggers 
at me.  

άaȅ ǊƻƻƳΦέ [ƛƭȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǊǳƛƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ǊƻƻƳΦέ  

ά¸ƻǳ ǳǎŜŘ Ƴȅ ōƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎƘƛŜƭŘΦέ wŀǾŜƴ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΦ L Ǉǳǘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀōƻǾŜ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ  

ά{ƻǊǊȅΦέ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ άIŜȅΧ ǿƘŜǊŜΩǎ ±ƛǾƛΚέ  

άwƛƎƘǘ ƘŜǊŜΗέ ±ƛǾƛ ŎƘƛǊǇŜŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƳŜΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΚέ {Ƙe asked. Raven, Lily, and I all 
answered at the same time.  
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ά²Ŝ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘ ƴŀǊǿƘŀƭ ƘƻǊƴ ǎƘŀǾƛƴƎǎΦέ ²ŀǎ Ƴȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ  

ά/ƭƻǾŜǊ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅŜŘ Ƴȅ ǊƻƻƳΦέ ²ŀǎ [ƛƭȅΩǎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ  

ά/ƭƻǾŜǊ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅŜŘ Ƴȅ ōƻƻƪΦέ ²ŀǎ wŀǾŜƴΩǎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ ±ƛǾƛ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ L ǎƛƎƘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ 
over to pick up the horn shavings. It looked like a bottle of grated Parmesan cheese, except for 
ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƎƭƻǿŜŘΦ L ŜȄŀƳƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƭŜΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ōƻǘǘƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ŀƴ 
ŜȄǇƭƻŘƛƴƎ ōƻȄΦ άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƴŜΦέ L ǎƘƻƻƪ ǘhe bottle. The horn shavings 
clinked together, and glowed blue every time they touched a new shaving.  

άL ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜΣ ōǳǘ L ƎǳŜǎǎ [ƛƭȅ ƘƛŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΣ ǎƻ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ 
ŦƻǊƎƻǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜΦέ wŀǾŜƴ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƭŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜΣ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ƛt, and dumped the contents 
ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƧŀǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘǳƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƴȅ ƴŜŎƪΦ ά{ƻ ƴƻǿ ǿŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘ ǳƴƛŎƻǊƴ ƘƻǊƴ 
ǎƘŀǾƛƴƎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ±ƛǾƛŀƴ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇƛƭƭƻǿΚέ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ  

ά¢ƘŜ ǇƛƭƭƻǿΦέ L ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘΦ L ȅŀǿƴŜŘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜƳƛƴŘ [ƛƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǎƭŜǇǘ 
yet, and it was midnight. She gave us two toothbrushes and bottles of toothpaste. We 
continued on with our regular nighttime routine. Brushing teeth, showering, going to sleep. I 
ŎƻƭƭŀǇǎŜŘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ōǳƴƪΣ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǎƻ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƘƻƻse the top bunk. I fell asleep. I 
ǎƭŜǇǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ L ǎƭŜǇǘ ǎƻ ŘŜŜǇƭȅΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ ŀ ǎƘŀŘƻǿȅ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ 
ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƎǊŜŘƛŜƴǘǎ ŦƻǊ ±ƛǾƛΩǎ ǊƛǘǳŀƭΦ [ǳŎƪƛƭȅΣ wŀǾŜƴ Ŏŀǎǘ ŀ 
ǎǇŜƭƭ ƻƴ ƛǘ ǎƻ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ be removed from my neck unless I took it off.  

The next morning, I was shaken out of bed by Raven. She stared down at me with her 
hand pulled back, as if she were going to slap me to wake me up.  

άhƘΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀǿŀƪŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘΦ άDŜǘ up. We need to move fast. 
¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǎŜǘ ƻŦ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ L ǎŎǊŀƳōƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ōŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƭŘ wŀǾŜƴ ŀƴŘ 
Vivi to get out of the room. I quickly got dressed and ready to move. My sneakers had been 
cleaned, and a packed backpack rested on the top bunk. Evil. Making me climb for the stuff I 
need for the trip. I slung it over my shoulder, and swung out of the room. Lily was waiting for 
me by the staircase leading down.  

ά²Ŝ Ǝƻǘǘŀ ƎƻΦέ {ƘŜ ƭŜŘ ƳŜ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ wŀǾŜƴ ŀƴŘ ±ƛǾƛ ǿŜǊŜ  

waiting. They saw us, and started walking fast. We soon caught up to them. Raven and Lily 
explained to me why we were in such a hurry. Someone is following us. Trying to steal the 
ƛƴƎǊŜŘƛŜƴǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǳǎΦ ²Ŝ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ƧƻƎΣ wŀǾŜƴΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΦ .ŜŦƻǊŜΣ ǿe had 
ǘŀƪŜƴ ол ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ wŀǾŜƴΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ [ƛƭȅΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƛǘ 
took us about 10 minutes. Raven or Lily probably cast a spell to make us walk faster. Lily started 
whispering to herself. Things like:  

άL ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦέ hǊ άbŜǾŜǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦέ ²Ŝ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ wŀǾŜƴΩǎ 
house, and ran inside quickly. The hallways seemed to stretch longer. Every one foot turned 
into three. We ran faster. Every one foot turned into five. We ran even faster. The end of the 
hallwaȅ ǘƻ wŀǾŜƴΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ǿŀǎ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǿŀǎ ƻǇŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƴŘƭŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƭƛǘΦ 
Raven sighed, and stopped running. She spread her fingers, and held out her hands in front of 
her, as if she were telling someone to stop. Her eyes glowed black, and she chanted in a weird 
double layered voice. The hallway shrank back to normal hallway size, and they ran inside her 
room. The candles snuffed out, only to be lit again by Lily. Raven collapsed on the floor.  

άhƻŦΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŦƛŦǘƘ ƭŜǾŜƭ ǎǇŜƭƭΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƳǳǎǘΩǾŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ƘŜǊΦέ [ƛƭȅ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘŜŘΦ L 
looked at her.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ǿŜ Řƻ ƴƻǿΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ ǿŜ ŎƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΚέ 
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άwŀǾŜƴ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘ ǳƴƛŎƻǊƴ ƘƻǊƴ ǎƘŀǾƛƴƎǎ ƘŜǊŜ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜΦέ ²Ŝ ōŜƎŀƴ ǎŜŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ 
it. A bottle just like the other one with glowing pink grated cheese looking stuff. I opened 
drawers, and checked under the bed, and in her closet. No ghost unicorn horn shavings. The 
candles snuffed out again, plunging them into darkness. They were then lit again, but this time, 
the fire was blue.  

άCƻǳƴŘ ƛǘΗέ ±ƛǾƛ yelled, triumphantly pointing at a bottle. I ran over, and picked it up. I 
opened the bottle and poured it into one of the jars like Raven did.  

ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜΦέ [ƛƭȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ {ƘŜ ŀƴŘ L ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ wŀǾŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ 
when it closed, and locƪŜŘΦ L ǊŜǇƻǎƛǘƛƻƴŜŘ wŀǾŜƴΩǎ ƭŜƎǎ ǎƻ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƻō 
disappeared. I screamed, and dropped her. I ran to the window, but the window got smaller 
ŀƴŘ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ  

άLΩƳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭΦέ ±ƛǾƛ ŀƴƴƻǳnced. She floated towards the wall, 
ōǳǘ Ǝƻǘ ōƻǳƴŎŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ [ƛƭȅ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ wŀǾŜƴΩǎ ōƻƻƪǎ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǎǇŜƭƭ ǘƻ ŦƛȄ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƻƻƪǎ 
all slammed shut, and turned into rock. I walked over to Raven, and slapped her.  

άh²Ηέ {ƘŜ ƧƻƭǘŜŘ ŀǿŀƪŜΦ {ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƻƴŜ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǊƻƻƳΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ L ƳƛǎǎΚέ 
IŜǊ ǎƪƛƴ ǿŀǎ ǇŀƭŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǳǎǳŀƭΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎǇŜƭƭΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ 
asked her anyway.  

άLǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅ ǎǇŜƭƭ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŘƻΦέ wŀǾŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¦ǎǳŀƭƭȅ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΣέ ǎƘŜ 
ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΣ άȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ Ŧǳƭƭ ƎǊƻǿƴ ǿƛǘŎƘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜΦ ²ƘƛŎƘ L ŀƳ 
ƴƻǘΦέ L Ƴŀȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŎǊƛŜŘΦ !ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ±ƛǾƛ ŎǊƛŜŘ ƳƻǊŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΦ hur deadline to bring Vivi 
ōŀŎƪΦ {ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƘŀŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǎǳƴǎŜǘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƎƻƴŜΦ CƻǊŜǾŜǊΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ƭƛŦŜ 
without my best friend Vivi. Time passed too quickly. The sun was already beginning to set, and 
±ƛǾƛ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ƭŜŦǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǇŜƭƭ ŀŦŦŜŎǘƛƴƎ wŀǾŜƴΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎŀƴŘƭŜǎ ōǳǊƴŜŘ 
normal colors, the books turned back into books, the window came back, and the door opened. 
We all ran outside.  

ά±ƛǾƛΣ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƛƳŜΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅΦ  

άbƻΦέ {ƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άL ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƭƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦέ ²Ŝ ŀƭƭ 
ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ŎǊƛŜŘΦ wŀǾŜƴ ŀƴŘ [ƛƭȅ ǿƛƭƭ ŘŜƴȅ ƛǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪ ǘƘŜƳΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘΦ ²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ŘƛŘΦ hƘƘƘΧΦ 
How will we explain this to Mrs. Songbird? I thought. I went back to my house with Vivi. We 
made it there just before the sky went completely dark. My mom was inside doing the laundry.  

άhƘΣ Ƙƛ /ƭƻǾŜǊΗέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳǳŘ ǊƻƻƳΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƭƭƻǿŎŀǎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 
stain. She was cleaning it, scrubbing it, and throwing all sorts of stain remover on it. I watched 
as the stain was slowly erased from the pillowcase. My mom wiped her hands, and threw the 
pillowcase in the washing machine.  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΦ !ƭƭ ŘƻƴŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘŀǇǇƛƭȅΦ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ άIƛΣ ±ƛǾƛΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ 
ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ƎƛǊƭǎ ǿŀƴǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƴŀŎƪǎΚέ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ me, and standing there was my best friend 
Vivi, looking like a human again. Long light brown French braids, freckles, and such a happy 
expression, that the room got brighter just by her being there.  

άbƻ ǘƘŀƴƪǎΦέ ±ƛǾƛ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘǊƛŎƪ ƻǊ ǘǊŜŀǘƛƴƎΦέ L ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ! ŦŜǿ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ 
ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ǿŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƻ wŀǾŜƴΩǎ house. We were both dressed up as ghosts, 
to surprise her. I rang the doorbell. It played that classic ding-dong. The door creaked open. An 
eleven-year-old girl the same height as us with black combat boots and short black hair with 
purple tips stood in the doorway.  

ά¢ǊƛŎƪ ƻǊ ǘǊŜŀǘέ ǿŜ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ wŀǾŜƴ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀ bucket of candy.  

ά/ƘƻƻǎŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ.  
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ά/ŀƴ ǿŜ ǘŀƪŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƻƴŜΚέ ±ƛǾƛ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ wŀǾŜƴ recognized her voice. Her face lit up, and she 
cautiously lifted off the ghost costume. Vivi hugged Raven, who was obviously surprised at this. 
wŀǾŜƴ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘƭȅ ǇŀǘǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪΦ ά/ΩƳƻƴ ƛƴΦέ {ƘŜ ǿŀǾŜŘ ǳǎ ƛƴΦ 
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STAB 

Written by Vivienne Creedle 
 
Sophia Zachery was 11-years old.  She always enjoyed and loved her family but this story may 
change that.   
 

It was Thanksgiving 1972 and Sophie had all her family members come.  Everyone had food on 
their plate and everyone was happy.  
 

It was getting latŜ ǎƻ {ƻǇƘƛŜΩǎ ƳƻƳ όaŀǊȅύ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά{ƻǇƘƛŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΦέ  
άhƪŀȅΣ ƎƻƻŘ night, ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜέΣ ǎŀƛŘ {ƻǇƘƛŜΦ ά{ƭŜŜǇ ǘƛƎƘǘέΣ ǎŀƛŘ {ƻǇƘƛŜΩǎ ŘŀŘ όWƻƘƴύΦ  
 

Sophie went upstairs and got ready for bed. Sophie sat on her bed and looked around her 
room. She was bored. She could not go to sleep.  
 

She went downstairs to grab an extra slice of pie and was startled when she heard this: 
 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ aŀǊȅΣ ŦƻǊ ƘƻǎǘƛƴƎ ¢ƘŀƴƪǎƎƛǾƛƴƎ ŜǾŜƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŜǾŜǊȅ ōŀŘ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜέΣ ǎŀƛŘ 
Grandma Tia. 
 

Sophie put her ear to the door.  
 

ά²ŀƛǘΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƳŜƳƻǊȅΚέ ǎŀƛŘ WƻƘƴΦ 
 

άhƘ ƎƻǎƘΣ ƛǎ ƛǘ ǿƻǊǘƘ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘΚέ ǎŀƛŘ DǊŀƴŘǇŀ /ƻƭŜΦ 
 

ά¸ŜǎΣ ƛƴ ŦŀŎǘ ƛǘ ƛǎΗ  ! ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƎƻ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΧΦέ 
 

ά!ƘƘƘΗ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ƛǘΗΗΗέ DǊŀƴŘǇŀ /ƻƭŜ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΦ 
 

ά5ŀŘΣ ȅƻǳ ƎŀǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƘƛƭŘ ƭƛŦŜΦ {ƘǳǎƘΣ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘΗέ 
 

άIŜǊ ƴŀƳŜ ǿŀǎ D9hwDLb!Φ  {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŎǊǳŜƭΣ ŀƴŘ ǾƛƻƭŜƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŎƪƭŜǎǎΗέΣ ǎŀƛŘ aŀǊȅΦ ά²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ 
turned sixteen, mama gave us a knife to share so that we could defend ourselves.  Back then we 
were close and we carved our initials into it together.  But something dark took over Georgina. 
She was out of control and one day she almost killed me so I had no choice but to turn her into 
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the police. There was a trial and she was convicted of attempted murder and hung for her 
ŎǊƛƳŜΦέ 
 

Sophie could not believe it. She had a MONSTER for a dead aunt!  What a family secret!!  She 
ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ǳǇ ōȅ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǎǘǳƳōƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ Ǌŀƴ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴǘƻ 
her closet door. 
 

POP! Something fell from the top of her closet.  
 

It was an old Halloween costume prop. It was a book that had funny spells that claimed it was 
ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ άōǊƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪέ ŘŜŀŘ ŀƴŎŜǎǘƻǊǎΦ  
{ƻǇƘƛŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ōƻǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȄΦ LƴǎƛŘŜ ǿŜǊŜ Ŧǳƴƴȅ 
looking candles that said, USE BEFORE BRINGING BACK DEAD ANCESTORS. 
 

Sophie thought it would be funny to light it and summon someone. So she did! 
 

!ŦǘŜǊ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǎŜǘ ǳǇΣ ǎƘŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴǳŀƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀƛŘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ 
want to summon three times and then say, STAR LIGHT, DARK NIGHT, SUMMON THIS GHOST 
WITHOUT A FRIGHT.   
 

{ƻǇƘƛŜ ǿŀǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǿŀǎ Ŧǳƴƴȅ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǳƳƳƻƴ DŜƻǊƎƛƴŀΩǎ ǎƻǳƭΦ 
 

{ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭƭȅ Ƴŀƴǳŀƭ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻΥ άDŜƻǊƎƛƴŀΣ DŜƻǊƎƛƴŀΣ DŜƻǊƎƛƴŀΗέ  ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ 
sat in the dark with only the candles lit.  Then a big gust of wind blew the lights out. She was in 
ǘƘŜ ǇƛǘŎƘ ōƭŀŎƪΦ  ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳέ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ   
 

Sophie backed up and slammed her head right into her bed frame. Sophie was knocked out 
cold.  When she woke up it was light outside. 
 

She got up and started down the stairs but then she froze. Her body was still in place but the 
spirit inside her was still moving. 
 

άwŜǾŜƴƎŜ ƳŜŀƴǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǊŜǾŜƴƎŜέΣ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
 

Sophie started moving again and told herself that she was probably still half asleep. 
 

She got up on the bus and road to school.  Then Sophie went to her locker. Her friend was 
waiting for her. 
 

άIŜȅ ƎƛǊƭΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǳǇΚέ ǎŀƛŘ tǊƛȅŀΣ {ƻǇƘƛŜΩǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ 
 

άIŜȅέ ǎŀƛŘ {ƻǇƘƛŜΦ  
 

ά{ƻΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŀǎƪ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƛŦ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎƭŜŜǇƻǾŜǊΚέ 
 

{ƻǇƘƛŜ ǎƭŀƳƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎƪŜǊ ŎƭƻǎŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ŦǊƻȊŜΦ άLΩƳ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘέΦ  {ƻǇƘƛŜ ǳƴŦǊƻȊŜΦ 
 

ά¦ƳƳƳΧΦ ²ƘŀǘΚΦΦ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻƳΚέ 
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ά²ƘŀǘΚΚέ 
 

ά¸ƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀƛŘΧΧέ 
 

άhƘ ƴƻέ ǎŀƛŘ {ƻǇƘƛŜΗ  {ƘŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪǇŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ Ǌŀƴ ŦƻǊ ƘƻƳŜΦ   
 

When she got home, she grabbed the manual and went to burn it in the fireplace. Then she 
grabbed anything she thought could be used as a weapon and put it all into a lockbox in the 
garage. Finally, she threw the key to the lockbox into the fire along with the manual.   
 

She duct-taped herself to the wall and waited until it got dark. 
 

¢ƘŜƴ ŀ ōƭǳǊǊȅ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎǘƻǇ ƳŜΚΚΚέ   
 

ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ ǎŀƛŘ {ƻǇƘƛŜ ǳƴŜŀǎƛƭȅΦ 
 

άDŜƻǊƎƛƴŀΦ aƛǎǎ ƳŜΚΚέ   
 

Georgina ran right into Sophie but instead of bouncing back she went through.  
 

Sophie froze again but her body still moved. She ripped herself off the wall. Then she retrieved 
the lockbox and went to the fireplace.   
 

Sophie was trapped inside but seeing what Georgina planned she ǿŀǎ ƘƻǊǊƛŦƛŜŘΦ  {ƘŜΩŘ 
forgotten the axe that dad used to chop firewood.  She felt so stupid leaving Georgina a 
ǿŜŀǇƻƴ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΧ DŜƻǊƎƛƴŀ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀȄŜ ǘƻ ǎƭƛŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎƪōƻȄ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ƘŀƭŦ ŀƴŘ 
pulled out an old rusty knife. 
 

The knife!  It must be the one that the sisters caved their initials into because I could faintly see 
an M and a G. 
 

¢ƘŜƴ {ƻǇƘƛŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘΩǎ ǊƻƻƳΦ {ƻǇƘƛŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘ ōŀŎƪ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ 
control. She was right next to her mom but then she unfroze for just a millisecond. Georgina 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊΗ  {ƻǇƘƛŜ ƎǊƛǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ǇƭǳƴƎŜŘ ƛǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ {ƘŜ 
ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎƘŜŘ ƻƴŜ ǘŜŀǊ ǎƘŜ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ŦŀŘŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άƎƻƻŘōȅŜέΦ   
 

Her mom and dad woke up but saw nothing.  ¢ƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ {ƻǇƘƛŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ home, they 
reported her missing.  A week later they were charged with her murder despite there being no 
body.   
 

A year later, Grandma Tia, visited the graveyard as she did every Thanksgiving. She walked 
along the ƎǊŀǾŜƭ ǊƻŀŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǎƘŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΩǎ ƎǊŀǾŜǎƛǘŜΦ {ƘŜ ƎŀǎǇŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ 
on the grave. It no longer said Georgina Morris.  It now said Sophie Zachery. 
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Puntada en la boca 
By Allegra Davis 

 

-1- 
-idea- 

     It was quiet. Too quiet. The darkness was bearable, there were blackouts all the time in the 
winter in Glastonbury. But the silence. It was haunting, I knew that it ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƴŜΦ bƻΦ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ 
never truly leave my mind, it would forever haunt me. Sarah Marie Scotts. 
     But it had fallen ǉǳƛŜǘ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƘƻǳǊǎ ŀƎƻΦ hǊ ǿŀǎ ƛǘ ŘŀȅǎΚ aŀȅōŜ ǿŜŜƪǎΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜΣ 
it was impossible to tell time down here.  
   Ages ago, I would have found the silence reassuring, I had been ignorant. But it was bliss. I 
could always hear it, its light steps across the stone floor of the cave, every now and then it 
would let out a horrible screech, trying to get a rise out of me, even a small sound so it could 
ǘǊŀŎƪ ƳŜ ŘƻǿƴΦ {ƻ ŦŀǊ L ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŦƛǊƳΦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǎƭƛǇΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ Řŀȅǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ Ƴȅ 
last mŜŀƭΦ IǳƴƎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǊǎǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ǿŜŀƪΣ ǿŜŀƪ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜΚ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ  
    hƴŜ ƻǊ ǘǿƻ Řŀȅǎ ŀƎƻΣ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎǳǊŜΣ Ƴȅ ŦƭŀǎƘƭƛƎƘǘ Ǌŀƴ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ōŀǘǘŜǊȅΣ ŀƴŘ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ Ƴȅ 
ǇƘƻƴŜ ƻƴ ƳŜ ǘƻ ōŜƎƛƴ ǿƛǘƘΦ aŀȅōŜ ƛŦ L ƘŀŘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ǿay to escape. But I 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ŜǎŎŀǇƛƴƎ ƳǳŎƘΦ Lǘ ƻƴƭȅ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ƘƻǇŜΦ !ƴŘ ƘƻǇŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƘǳǊǘǎ ƳƻǊŜΦ 
   .ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ it is. So let me go back. All the way back to before I lost 
everything. 

-2- 
-free time- 

     It all started because of a storm in 2011. A storm called Snowtober. A storm that blew over a 
tree. A tree that fell onto a power line. 
     The backup generator was manually activated, so me and my younger sister Jacklyn, had 
gone out of the house to turn it on. Right off the bat something felt wrong. I wish I had listened 
ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƎǳǘΦ aŀȅōŜ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŜǎǎ ƛŦ L ƘŀŘΦ !ƴȅǿŀȅΣ WŀŎƪƭȅƴ Ǌŀƴ ŀƘŜŀŘ ŀǎ ǳǎǳŀƭ ǿƘŜƴ 
we left the house, her curly brown hair bounced off her shoulders. I jogged after her like I 
always did. 
     άWŀŎƪƭȅƴΗέ L ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪΗέ ¢ƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ǊǳŦŦƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ 
ƧŀŎƪŜǘΣ ǎƻ L ǿŀǎ ŦƛƴŜΦ ²ƘŜƴ L ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀǘƻǊ WŀŎƪƭȅƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ 
the police or something, but instead I just shrugged it off as Jacklyn being Jacklyn.  
    I pulled the crank on the side of the generator and it vibrated gently, letting off a low 
ǊǳƳōƭƛƴƎ ǎƻǳƴŘΦ ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘ WŀŎƪƭȅƴΗ ¢ƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊǎ ƻƴΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΦέ aȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ŘƛŘƴϥǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ L 
ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƘƻƭƭŜǊŜŘΣ άƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ р seconds, LΩƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƳŜ Ƙƻǘ 
ŎƻŎƻŀΗέ .ǊƛōŜǊȅ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊΣ άмΗ нΗ оΗ пΗέ L ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ 
ǇǊŜŎƛƻǳǎ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘ ƻǳǘΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ȅŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƭƻǳŘƭȅΣ άрΗΗΗέ 
     I waited. Nothing. My stomach tightened, stop being a wuss, I told myself. Seconds turned 
into minutes of waiting, at first, I was annoyed, Jacklyn was going to make me wait for her out 
ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ L Ǝƻǘ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ŀ ǎƳǳƎ ƎƛƎƎƭŜΣ ōȅ ƴƻǿΦ  
     άWŀŎƪƭȅƴΗέ aȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǊƛǎŜΦ άWŀŎƪƭȅƴΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŦǳƴƴȅΦ W!/Y[¸bΗ W!/Y[¸b 9aL[¸ 
{/h¢¢{Ηέ bƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŜǊ Ŧǳƭƭ ƴŀƳŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ŀǇǇŜŀǊΦ  
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      My chest tightened and panic started stirring in my throat. Just then I felt someoneτ
something, watching me. I turned around quickly and squinted into the backyard. Relief was 
instant.  
     άWŀŎƪƭȅƴΧέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ L ǿŀǎ ŀƴƎǊȅ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ōǳǘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǎƻ L ƪŜǇǘ Ƴȅ 
ǾƻƛŎŜ ŜǾŜƴΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦǳƴƴȅΦ L ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘΦ /ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ƭŜǘϥǎ Ǝƻ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΦέ 
     WŀŎƪƭȅƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜΦ L ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎǘŜǇ ǘoward her and stopped short. Her skin was a dead gray 
and all there was where her eyes should be were two empty sockets. And her mouth, that was 
the worst ǇŀǊǘΦ Lǘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ōƭŜƴŘŜŘ ƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ ŦƭŜǎƘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƭŜǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƛƴǘŜǎǘ ōƭǳŜ-green 
glow. It waǎ ŀ ŘŜŀŘ ƭƛƴŜΣ ƴƻ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΣ ƘŜƭŘ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ōȅ ǘƘƛƴ ōƭŀŎƪ ǎǘƛǘŎƘŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ 
pierced through the cold air. 
     aȅ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜƴǘ ǿƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛŦŦ ŀǎ L ǎŀƛŘΣ άWŀŎƪƭȅƴΧ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΧ ƻƪΚέ .ǳǘ L ƪƴŜǿΣ ǘƘŀǘ 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ WŀŎƪƭȅƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎǘŜǇ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΣ άWŀŎƪƭȅƴΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘŀȅ there, ƻƪΚέ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŦƻǊŎŜ ǘƘŜ 
ǿƻǊŘǎ ƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΣ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƘƻǇŜŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƛǊƳ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘΦ 
It took another step. And then another. I was frozen in place. 
     Until I heard a scream. 
     Suddenly I was snapped back to reality. The thing had heard the scream too, its head was 
turned just slightly to where the scream had come from. This was my chance. I sprinted the 
ƻǘƘŜǊ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴ ŀǎ Ŧŀǎǘ ŀǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘΦ .ǳǘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǊǳƴƴŜǊΣ L ƘŀŘ ŦŀƛƭŜŘ ǘǊȅƻǳǘǎ Ŧƻr my school track 
team twice and had never tried out for another sport. Even if I was ŦŀǎǘΣ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ 
caught up with me, all I had to do was blink and it was 10 steps ahead of me. I tried to change 
direction, I really did, but it was too latŜΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ǎƭŀƳƳŜŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦƻǊ 
Jacklyn, the real Jacklyn, who grabbed my arm last second and pulled me away. 

I was running again, but this time Jacklyn was by my side, and the thing was simply 
walking after us. Not even trying to catch us. It was creepy. Though I knew what it was doing, it 
was getting us away from the houses, away from safety. Perhaps if I had run back to the house, 
or the ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊΩǎ house, I might have made it. I might have escaped. 

 άWŀŎƪƭȅƴΗέ L ǇŀƴǘŜŘΣ άǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŎƪ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΗΚέ LŦ ǎƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ me, ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƘƻǿ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜ 
two of us bolted into the woods. Where we would never leave. 
 

-3- 
-perused- 

Even though the thing kept walking, somehow it stayed the same distance from us the 
whole run. I was panting like a dog by the time we stopped. Jacklyn had fallen over and was 
breathing just as hard as me. And the fear in her eyes showed that her mind was spinning just 
as fast too. What was that thing? Where did it come from? Why was it here? How did we 
escape it? The questions piled one after another. 

ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΦέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΦ ά²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ƴƻǿΣ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ 
ƎƻƛƴƎΦέ WŀŎƪƭȅƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ōǳǘ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƘŜǊ ǎǘŀƎƎŜǊ ƻƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘΦ bƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ L Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƭƻƻƪ 
at her I could see ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ !ƭƭ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Řƻ 
was point at it. She pointed at the thing, which was getting closer by the second. 

ά[ŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΧέ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘƭŜǎǎΦ !ŘǊŜƴŀƭƛƴŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǇǳƳǇƛƴƎ ŦǊŜǎƘΣ 
we ran for a long time. I know that.  

The sky was red and the thing, which we decided to call Puntada en la boca, was still 
walking after us. Its ƎƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ōŜƴǘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀƴ ǳƎƭȅ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ WŀŎƪƭȅƴ ǎǇƻǘǘŜŘ ƛǘΦ ! 
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cave. A place to hide. The thing didn't have eyes so even if it sensed the general place we were, 
ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǾŜΦ L ǿƛǎƘ L ƘŀŘ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘΦ  

.ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ aŜ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪƭȅƴ Ǌŀƴ ƛƴǘƻ 
the cave and I pulled my flashlight out of my pocket. One of those shark keychains where you 
pull on the fin to make a little light bulb in the ǎƘŀǊƪΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻƴΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƭƛƎƘǘΣ 
but that was all we had. 

At first, we were confident that we were safe, we would wait for Puntada en la boca to 
pass us, thŜƴ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊǳƴΦ CƻǊ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǾŜǎΦ CƻǊ ƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ CƻǊ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΦ CƻǊ ƘƻƳŜΧ  

But as Puntada en la boca got closer, my confidence wavered. It was close enough to 
see it clearly now, but even from a distance you could see its crooked smile. It stared at us with 
its dead, empty sockets. 

 aȅ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘ ǘƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘΦ άLǘ ƪƴƻǿǎΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ƎǊƛƳƭȅΦ 
 ά²ƘŀǘΚέ WŀŎƪƭȅƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŘƛŀƳƻƴŘ ōƭǳŜ ŜȅŜǎ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳǊ 

reflection in, and a little face painted with so many freckles you could map a consolation in 
them. L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ 

 άLǘ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ Lǘ Ŏŀƴ ŦŜŜƭ ǳǎΦέ 
ά{ŀǊŀƘΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘΚ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎŎŀǊƛƴƎ ƳŜΗέ aȅ ŜȅŜǎ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊǎΦ 

My heart pounding, I grabbed her hand and sprinted into the cave. Not knowing that I would 
never come out. 

-4- 
-slow- 

     For a while, the cave was quiet. With one hand I held up the flashlight, and I kept the other 
ƛƴǘŜǊƭƻŎƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ WŀŎƪƭȅƴΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǎƻ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǎŜǇŀǊŀǘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǾŜ ǿŀǎ ƳŀŘŜ 
of stone, with occasional patches of moss growing. It smelled like dead plants and mud.  
     L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ōƛǘŜ Ƴȅ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ŦǊƻƳ ŎǊȅƛƴƎΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ WŀŎƪƭȅƴΩǎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ 
enough to see if she felt the same. But I could guess.  
     άIƻǿ ŦŀǊ ŘƻŜǎ ƛǘ ƎƻΚέ ²ƘƛǎǇŜred Jacklyn.  
    άLΧ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦέ L ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΣ Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎƘƻƻƪΦ 

L ǎǘǳƳōƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜΦ aȅ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǇƻǳƴŘŜŘΦ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ 
ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǾŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ŀ ŦƻǊƪΦ L ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ǳƴǎǳǊŜ ŀǘ WŀŎƪƭȅƴ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ƳŜΦ {ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ 
stared straight ahead at the fork. I swallowed, Puntada en la boca had entered the cave. I could 
tell from the soft sound of footsteps on the cold stone. When Jacklyn tried to step forward I 
followed her motion and continued down one path.  

The path after the split was much narrower. Me and Jacklyn were forced to walk single 
file as we slid through the cave. 
 The footsteps continued behind us. We came to a few more forks in the cave and the 
pathways got smaller and smaller until the two of us were on our knees crawling. Finally, we 
stopped. Jacklyn was out of breath, and the insanity of it all had just hit me. I broke down 
sobbing. I couldn't stop myself. I tried, I really tried. All Jacklyn could do was gently pat my arm.  
 After a few minutes I sniffled and wiped my nose. We had to keep moving. The sound of 
Puntada en la bocaΩǎ footsteps still echoed through the cave. It was still after us. As carefully as 
I could I got onto my knees and started crawling again. 
 Eventually the cave opened up a bit. I shone my light around revealing that the spot was 
a huge round cleaning with small pointed stalagmite hanging from the ceiling. Many holes in 
the walls of the clearing trailed off in different directions with only a few big enough to fit 
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through. We decided to set up camp, Puntada en la boca couldn't possibly reach us 
overnight.  Right?  
 

ς5ς 
ςpanicς 

ά{ƻ ȅŜŀƘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘϥǎ ƛǘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ {ŀǊŀƘ {ŎƻǘǘǎΦέ 
 I sighed. I'm going crazy. I thought. I'm talking to a stone wall about the past who knows 
how many hours. 
 Jacklyn was asleep on the floor next to me, I had given her my coat. I shivered, it was 
freezing in the cave. My teeth chattered and my finger tip had turned a pale shade of blue. 
 Just then heavy footsteps echoed through the cave. They sounded close. Puntada en la 
boca had reached us. I staggered backwards, making a protective dome around Jacklyn with my 
hands. I squeezed my eyes shut, waiting for the worst. But it never came. 
 ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƻƪΚέ ¢ƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜƭȅ ƘǳƳŀƴΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴϥǘ ŘŀǊŜ ƻǇŜƴ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΦ άIŜȅ 
aŀǊŎǳǎΣ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎΗέ  
                  A second pair of steps thundered a few feet forward before a second human 
ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ άǿƻŀƘΦέ 
                L ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜΧ ǇƻǘŜƴǘƛŀƭ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘΧ ƴƻǊƳŀƭΦ .ǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎƪŜǇǘƛŎŀƭΣ ŀƴŘ 
afraid. Very much afraid. Slowly, I braced myself to see an ugly glowing smile, and opened my 
eyes. 
                 
                 I was wrapped in a thick blanket in front of a fireplace. Frostbite still stung onto my 
fingertips but it was nice to have some warmth around me. Jacklyn had hardly spoken since we 
had left the cave. Neither of us know what happened to Puntada en la boca, all we know is that 
ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŀŦŜΦ [Ŝǘ ƳŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΧ 
                There were two men who had found us. Marcus and Jerome. At first, L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ 
they were real, I called myself crazy and started crying and stuff. But Jerome had managed to 
talk me into coming with him and explained that he and his old friend from high school Marcus 
liked to explore old caves and abandoned buildings. They had led us out of the cave and when I 
stepped outside, I was surprised by how blinding the sky was. The sky had been red with the 
sunrise, I had told Jerome and Marcus where I lived and they gave me and Jacklyn some water 
before taking us home. 
                Mom had cried for a long time, and I found out we had been missing for almost a 
ǿŜŜƪΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΦ L ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƭŀŘ L ǿŀǎ ƘƻƳŜΦ  
                {ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǾŜ ōȅ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ L Ŏŀƴ ƘŜŀǊ WŀŎƪƭȅƴ 
ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ǘƻƻ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ {ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ L ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǊ 
Jacklyn crying. She has nightmares too. The event changed us. We were quieter. Less bold. We 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǎƘƻǊǘŎǳǘǎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƭƭŜȅǿŀȅǎ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΣ ƻǊ ƭƛŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ǘƻ ǎǘǳŘȅ 
when we just want to get away from home. I rarely go out at night anymore, never by myself. 
                   ²ƘŜƴ LΩƳ ǿƛǘƘ ƳƻƳΣ L ǎŀȅ I feel safe. I never told her or anyone about Puntada en la 
boca, ƴƻΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƎǊŀǾŜΦ .ǳǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΣ ǿƘŜƴ LΩƳ ŀƭƻƴŜΣ L Ŏŀƴ 
still see the horrible emotionless expression. The empty sockets. The watery grey flesh. The 
glowing. Stitched. Mouth. Of, tǳƴǘŀŘŀ Ŝƴ ƭŀ ōƻŎŀΧ 
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Teddy and Fox and the Costume Mess Up 

By Stella Rebecca Dias 
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The Misunderstanding 
By Evelyn Feige  

 
{ƻƳŜƻƴŜΧǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ōƻƴŜȅ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ƳŜΦ 9ǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ 
went slow. I wanted to run. I wanted to scream. And most importantly I wanted to find out what 
ƛǘ ǿŀǎΧL ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǎǇǊƛƴǘƛƴƎΦ L Ǌŀƴ Ǉŀǎǘ {ǿŜŜǘ CǊƻƎ ŀƴŘ wƻŀƴWŜƴŀΦ L ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ōȅ 9ƳƳȅ [ƻǳΩǎΦ L ƘŀŘ 
already run across my small cozy Connecticut town. I made it to the Green Cemetery. I heard a 
άǎŎǊŜŜŎƘέΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƛǊŘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǳƴ ǿŀǎ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘ 
my school uniform on. Navy shirt and tan skirt. I started walking and walking. Then I dug through 
Ƴȅ ŎǊƻǎǎōƻŘȅ ōŀƎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōǊƻǿƴƛŜΦ άDǊŜŀǘΣ ƎǳŜǎǎ L ŀƳ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ōǊƻǿƴƛŜ ŦƻǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊέ ŜȅŜ ǊƻƭƭΦ 
ά/ǊƛƴƪƭŜΣ ŎǊƛƴƪƭŜέ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊŀǇǇŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōǊƻǿƴƛŜΦ  ά²Ŝƭƭ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƴƛŎŜ ƻǳǘέΣ L ǎŀƛŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƴȅ 
breath. Then I heard a rustle. It was an old man coming through the crunchy leaves. He was going 
to the creepy old house. I quickly hid in a bush, it was prickly. I heard the door slam. It was so 
loud! I got out of the bushes and looked around. I saw big muddy footprints. I could hear him 
ŎƻƳƛƴƎΧ L ŘƻǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛŎƪƭȅ ōǳǎƘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ¢ƘǳŘΧ ¢ƘǳŘΧ²Ŝƴǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƳŀƴΦ L ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘ 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜŀǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ L ŦŜƭǘ ƘƛƳ ǊǳǎǘƭŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛŎƪƭȅ ōǳǎȅ L ǿŀǎ ƛƴΦ IŜ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ άhǿΗέ ƛƴ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ 
frail voice. I was so scared! I stayed really quiet so he could not see or hear me. He finally left. 
ά²ƘŜǿΗέ L ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎƘŜǎ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƭƛŦŜ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ŀ ǇǊŜ-teen girl. I decided to get 
ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎƘΦ ϝ{ǇƻƛƭŜǊ ŀƭŜǊǘϝ bƻǘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƛŘŜŀΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƳŜΧL ǎǇǊƛƴǘed! I was either 
getting slower or the old man was getting faster! I tried to lose him at a lot of turns. At one point 
L ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜǊΧ¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ Ǝƻǘ ƳŜΗ L ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƎǊƛǇ ŦǊƻƳ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊΧL ƘŀŘ ŦŜƭǘ 
ŜǾŜǊȅ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ƻƴŜ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΧIŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ Řropped your Welles-Turner Memorial Library card! 
¸ƻǳ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƻǿƴΗέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²ƘŀǘΚΗ ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΗέ L ŦŜƭǘ ǎƻ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜŘΦ CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀǎŜ ǿŀǎ ƻǾŜǊΦ  
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WŀŎƪǎƻƴΩǎ /ǊŜŜǇȅ bƛƎƘǘ 

by Gabija Greenfeld 
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IŜ 5ƻŜǎƴΩǘ .ƛǘŜΣ .ǳǘ L 5ƻ 
By: Elaine Guo, age 11 

 
The alarm clock beeped its annoying beeping noises. 

ά¦ƎƘƘέ L ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘ ŀǎ L ǎƭŀƳƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƴƻƻȊŜ ōǳǘǘƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ ŀƭŀǊƳ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊŜΣ ȅŜǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǘƻ ǘƻǊǘǳǊŜ ƳŜΦ 
I closed my eyes slipping into the darkness again. 

άLǎŀōŜƭƭŜΗ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ōǳǎΣ againέ aȅ ƳƻƳ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ōƭƛƴŘƭȅ L ƻǇŜƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ŎǳǊǘŀƛƴǎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ 
the light in, uh oh I thought as I watched the bus pass by our house.  

ά/ƻƳƛƴƎΗέ L ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ŀƭŀǊƳΦ L ǎǇŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀƭƭ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǘǊƛǇǇƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ Ƴȅ ƻƭŘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ 
DŀǊǘƘΩǎ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΦ L ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ Ƴy eyes but only for a brief second before going to get ready. 

*****  

άDǳŜǎǎ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊƛŘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊέ aȅ ƳƻƳ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƘǊǳƎΦ L ƎǊǳƴǘŜŘ ƛƴ 
frustration. The new girl, Seraphina was a strange one, always staring intently at nothing and 
muttering strange phrases of the dead. Her skin was paler than a full moon and her hair was as 
jet black as the night. She often missed school and when she was there, I swear she makes the 
air colder, has she heard of makeup? But seriously, I would lose my rank among our group if I 
was caught hanging out with her. 

άaƻƳΣ ƴƻέ L ōŜƎƎŜŘ άǇƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜƛǊŘƻέ ǎƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ ǎǘŜǊƴ ȅƻǳ-
agree-with-me-right-now-or-your-grounded-until-ȅƻǳΩǊŜ-18-young-lady, look. I sighed and 
agreed, hopefully she wouƭŘƴΩǘ άǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘέ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƳŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴ ōŜŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ 
My mom nodded and went over to the neighbors to ask them for a ride. As she came back, I 
ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘŜǊ ƳǳǘǘŜǊ άL ŀƳ ǎƻ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƪƛŘέ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ƘƻƭŘ ōŀŎƪ Ƴȅ ƎƛƎƎƭƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ 
laughter was replaced with fear, of people watching me step out of her car. 

ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘ ƪƛŘΣ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǎǳƭƭŜƴΦ L ƻōŜȅŜŘ ŀƴŘ 
walked out obediently hoping no one was watching. There was a sleek, expensive looking car 
waiting for me. Wow who knew weird girl had such great taste, I thought sarcastically. I peeked 
into the window about to say thanks but her dad looked like he should be robbing banks, not 
driving his kid to school. I swallowed, feeling uncomfortable. I said a quick thanks and hoped he 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ŘŜŦŜŀǘ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƻne glare. But Seraphina was way worse. She had dark 
ŎƛǊŎƭŜǎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƭƛƴŎƘ ǿƘŜƴ L ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘŀƭƭȅ ǎƭŀƳƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ŘƻƻǊΦ 

ά¦ƘƳΣ ƘŜȅέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŎǊŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǳǇ Ƴȅ ŀǊƳǎΦ L ŦŜƭǘ ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘ ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ 
turned to look at me, her cold blue eyes piercing through my thoughts. Omg who does she think 
she is, Wednesday Adams or something? I tried shutting off that little voice but it fought 
rebelliously. Suddenly the car lurched as her dad took a sharp turn. Toward the Union 
cemetery. 

*****  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎΚΗέ L ǎƘǊƛŜƪŜŘΣ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ ƎŜǘ ŎƻƭŘŜǊΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊ ŘŀŘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ 
time the darkness gaping covering his forehead and eyes, 
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άhƘ ǘƘƛǎΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǇƻƛǎƻƴŜŘ ƘƻƴŜȅ ǘƻƴŜΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƳƻŎƪƛƴƎƭȅ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ǿŀȅ of 
ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦέ IŜ ŦƛȄŜŘ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘŜŘΣ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƎǊƛƴΦ ²ƘŀǘΚ IƻǿΣ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ 
moved here. I let out a second shriek as we stopped in front of the gates. 

ά[ƛƭƛǘǳΗέ {ŜǊŀǇƘƛƴŀ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴƭŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŎŀǊƛƭȅ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ Řƻƭl, a demonic 
screech answered, I felt my blood pounding as the click clacking began. When the creature 
came into view the color from my face drained. The boney worm like creature slithered like a 
snake but looked like an abomination of a worm. Seraphina noticed this and cocked her head 
innocently, 

άhƘΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΣέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ōƻƴŜ ŎƘƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻƴŜ άIŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ōƛǘŜΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƻΦέ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ 
what happened next because I heard another demonic screech before I turned away and 
sprinted back to my house. I listened to my instincts as the spooky setting eventually gave way 
to a more welcoming road. I turned back for a split second, blood pounding in my ears, as I saw 
an eerie green glow erupt from the graveyard I ran as fast as a cheetah, my legs aching and my 
breath coming out in gasps, but I pushed on until I arrived at my house. I pushed open the door, 
locked and barricaded it. I took some time to catch my breath after that, I texted my mom,  

Mom! The neighbors took me to a cemetery! I am back @ home and safe, but can I stay 
home? Hoping for a comforting message back my mom texted me this:  

hƘ ƴƻΧ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ōŀŎƪΧ  

I texted back Wait! What do u mean??? After that she sent me a long but informative text,  

I suspected it for a while, I met them when I was a kid, rumor is that they are vampires or, 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƻǊǎǘΧ 5ƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ǿŜƛǊŘ ǿƻǊƳ ǘƘƛƴƎΚ  

YES!!!  

hƪ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ōǊƛƴƎ ŀ ōƻǘǘƭŜ ƻŦ ƻŎŜŀƴ ǎŀƭǘΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǇōƻŀǊŘΣ ŀŘŘ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻf 
garlic and pepper 

What am I doing? Making them a steak?  

LΩƭƭ Ŏŀƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜΣ 

The texts stopped, I listened to her and got out the ingredients crushing some pepper and 
mincing the garlic, after that I added it to the salt and closed the lid. I assumed my mom already 
called the school, after I decided to relax and try to forget about my haunting experience, and 
ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŀǊǊƛǾŜΣ Ƴȅ ƳƻƳ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ 

*****  

A while later Garth arrived, I unblocked the door and welcomed him like he was my missing 
best friend 

άhƳƎ DŀǊǘƘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ L ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ȅƻǳΗέ L ǎǉǳŜŀƭŜŘ ƛƴ ǊŜƭƛŜŦΦ IŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ 
me weird and headed toward the kitchen, probably to get some food. 

άLǎŀōŜƭƭŜΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ǿŜƛǊŘƻέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ Ƴoments later. At that moment I finally felt safe. 

THE END 
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Agatha's Motel 
By Emily Kam 

 

Chapter 1. Mystery motel: Emily's Perspective 
 
It's three o'clock in the morning and I'm still driving. It's been six hours without stopping. We 
are all exhausted. And we only passed the border of Connecticut. "We should stop somewhere 
where we could just recline our seats or something," my dad said. "Okay" my mom agrees and 
she switches lanes to exit the freeway. "Turn right" my dad says pointing at the motel sign. We 
thought that there would be a bunch of hotels and a fast-food place but nope. One tiny motel. 
It is three hours past midnight, and it is pitch black. I hope this is worth it. Every step a spider 
crawls up my back. The second I walk in the motel I know this place is haunted. 
The women standing at the desk had long black hair tied in a low bun and a long-sleeved dress. 
Black and white pictures caught my attention. Girls sitting on benches, creepy. "Could we get 
one room please" my mom says. The woman nods and hands over a key. The key was black and 
it had a one it we were the only ones staying at the motel. 
I walk directly into room one the room has distinct smell of rotten cheese and it lacked with 
smoke, it was strange that the bed was perfectly made but... the floor was moldy!! Nothing had 
stains on it. There was just dirtiness like no one had ever stayed in this room I looked at my 
parents nervously. they looked back at me the same way. I wanted to climb out the window 
and scream my guts out but... there were no windows! "guys" I start. "You have noticed that we 
are the only ones staying here and no one has ever stayed here and there are no windows!". 
my parents nod they did not look as anxious as I was but they were super scared. 
"Let's leave" I say. "Good idea" my mom says. We walk out of the room and the lady is gone. 
We swing the door open and I run straight to the car. "Hurry" I say to my mom who was 
fumbling with her purse. "I can't find my keys!" she says. Suddenly the door bangs open. 
"Looking for these?" the motel owner says holding the keys in one hand and my mom's phone 
in the other. "Give them!" my mom yells back. "I could..." the owner starts. "But I'm not 
gunna!" she sounds like a grown up but she did not grow up. 
Agatha Cristine! The name of the motel! I recognize that name! I mean not personally but she is 
a famous writer but that wouldn't make sense. She died a couple of years ago and she had no 
kids. My watch!! I take it out of my backpack and dial nine-one-one. The police are on the way. I 
tell my mom. "Good" my mom says as we duck behind the car. All of a sudden, an ear splitting 
siren goes on "seriously!" Agatha screams running into the building. Me and my family hop in 
the police car. Pulling away from the motel, I look back pulling away from the building. I 
couldn't help but notice the cops storming into the building. 
 
 

Chapter 2 Secrets of Agatha: Agatha's Perspective 
 
From stealing people's things to locking myself in room 2. Great, right? I see the cops and 
firefighters burning down the building. Soon enough they'll find me. Room 2 is special. No one 
is allowed in it. People only stay in room one and three. My mother died in this room. One day 
she went out to hunt and she told me άLŦ I don't come back, hide your identity." She did come 
back nearly dead. I did everything I could but she didn't survive. Agatha Cristine hunted down. 
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Her last words were: "hide your identity" how did she know? Since then, I forced myself to hide 
for my mother's sake. If anyone who killed my mother were to come try to find her daughter, 
they would get my revenge. I steal everyone's wallets for any evidence. KAPLAM! The door 
bangs open. "Hands up" the policeman shouts. I instantly remember the wallet I was holding 
from the family. I dumbly put the wallet into my pocket. I am pretty much certain he saw me. 
He snatches the wallet and asks "is this yours!?" I shrug my shoulders not wanting to let too 
much information out. But that does not seem to work "What do you mean you don't know!!" 
he screams almost as loud as the sirens expecting to get whipped I shrugged my shoulders 
again. But instead, he says "if you won't explain this to me, explain it to the judge." Judge? Well, 
I guess I know one lawyer who could bail me out for free. 
My filthy rich sister. My parents got divorced when me and my sister were born. My dad stayed 
in the 4-story house with a chandelier and 9 rooms on each floor. Me and my mom were forced 
to move here. My sister lives in Canada so yea and I don't even have her number. KAPLAM! 
Another door shut right on my face. The person with the mother's wallet is driving. I turn my 
body to unbuckle myself. Surprisingly, the driver does not hear it. I try to open the unlocked 
door which would be easy if I was not handcuffed. I turn again and this time the door opens and 
this time, the driver turns around but it is too late. I fell out the car, my head and my whole 
body screams with pain. Would I make it or will I end up like my mom, Agatha? 
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The Haunted Graveyard (Part I) 
By Luming Li 

 
It began just like any other night, but this time it was midnight when an eerie shriek 

ǿƻƪŜ YŀǘŜ ǳǇΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ YŀǘŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ bed and found 
ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ŘƻƻǊΦ ά{ƘƻǳƭŘ L Ǝƻ ƻǳǘΚέ YŀǘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ 
ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŎŜ ƘŜǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΥ άbŜǾŜǊ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ōȅ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴΦέ  

Kate thought for a moment. Then she smacked her head and almoǎǘ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ άhƘέΦ IŜǊ 
ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǳǊƎŜƴǘΣ YŀǘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦ  

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ǳǊƎŜƴǘΦέ ǎŀƛŘ YŀǘŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΣ ά!ƴ ŜŜǊƛŜ ǎƘǊƛŜƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŜŀƴ 
ŀƴȅ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΗέ YŀǘŜ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ  

Suddenly, she seemed to be nowhere near her home. Kate looked around. She had 
landed in the graveyard. Suddenly, the ground started to shake. Kate looked up at the moon. 
¢ƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΣ ά²ŀǘŎƘ ƻǳǘΣ ƪƛŘΣέ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿŀǊƴ ƘŜǊΦ 

άIŜƭǇΗέ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ YŀǘŜΦ  
ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΗ IŜƭǇ ƛǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ  
Lǘ ǿŀǎ YŀǘŜΩǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ CǊŀƴƪŜƴǎǘŜƛƴΗ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ƳŜǘ ƻƴŎŜ ŀǘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ CǊŀƴƪŜƴǎǘŜƛƴ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƴŜǿ 

student, but also an ordinary boy. 
άIƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜΚέ ŎǊƛŜŘ YŀǘŜΦ  
ά²ƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎΗέ {ŀƛŘ CǊŀƴƪŜƴǎǘŜƛƴΦ ! ǎǇŀǊƪƭƛƴƎ ƧŜǿŜƭ was in his hand. 
ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ !ǎƪŜŘ YŀǘŜΦ 
ά! ƳŀƎƛŎ ŘƛŀƳƻƴŘΦ aȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘΦέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ŦŀŎŜΦ 
άIƻǿΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ YŀǘŜΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ƳŀƎƛŎΦ 
άaȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƛǎ ŀ ǎƻǊŎŜǊŜǊΦέ ǎŀƛŘ CǊŀƴƪŜƴǎǘŜƛƴΦ 
ά²ŀƛǘΦ {ǘƻǇ ƧƻƪƛƴƎ CǊŀƴƪŜƴǎǘŜƛƴΗέ ǎŀƛŘ YŀǘŜΣ ƎǊŀōōƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘƛŀƳƻƴŘΦ άLǎ ƛǘ ǊŜŀƭΚέ 
άCƛƴŜΦ LΩƳ ƧƻƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƭŀǎǎΦέ ƎƛƎƎƭŜŘ CǊŀƴƪŜƴǎǘŜƛƴΦ 
ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ L Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘ ǘƘŜƴΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ YŀǘŜΣ ǿƘƻǎŜ ǇŀǘƛŜƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƻŦŦΦ  
άWǳǎǘ ǘƘǊƻǿ ƛǘ ŀǿŀȅΦέ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ CǊŀƴƪŜƴǎǘŜƛƴΦ  
Kate threw the fake diamond as hard as she could. Suddenly, the ground started to 

shake much harder than before. After a while, the ground gradually stopped shaking, and a 
ǎƘǊƛƭƭ ŎŀŎƪƭŜ ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ Ϧ¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴϥǘ ŜǎŎŀǇŜ ƳŜΗέ  

hǳǘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ǘƻƳōǎǘƻƴŜ ŎŀƳŜ ŀ ǎƪŜƭŜǘƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ άIŜƭƭƻƻƻƻƻέΦ YŀǘŜ ŀnd Frankenstein 
jumped back in fright.  

ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚ  ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƻ ǳǎΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ YŀǘŜ ǎƘƛǾŜǊƛƴƎΦ  
ά!ƴǎǿŜǊ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻƴŜΥ Ƴȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ {ƪŜƭŜǘƻƴΦ !ƴǎǿŜǊ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ǘǿƻΥ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΣ L 

have been challenging people to kill me. With this chain, anyone but myself who touches it will 
die. Then, everyone whose family members killed by the chain forced me to battle a wizard. 
Sadly, I lost the battle and I died. While I was in the Underworld, I found a magical jar that could 
transport me to the human worƭŘΦ bƻǿ L ŀƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƳŀƴ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƻǊǘǳǊŜŘΗέ 

IŜ ŎŀŎƪƭŜŘΦ YŀǘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΦ  
άhƻǇǎΗέ ǎŀƛŘ {ƪŜƭŜǘƻƴΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǇƻƛƭƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎΦ 
άCƛƴŜΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƻƴŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎΗέ ƎǊǳƳōƭŜŘ {ƪŜƭŜǘƻƴΣ άL ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘƛƴȅ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΗέ 
ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛǘΗέ ŎǊƛŜŘ CǊŀƴƪŜƴǎǘŜƛƴΦ 
ά²ƘŀǘΚέ YŀǘŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǳȊȊƭŜŘΦ 
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Frankenstein took out a notebook and wrote: One of us can use a sparkling jewel to 
ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘ {ƪŜƭŜǘƻƴΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǳǎŜǎ ǘǿŜŜȊŜǊǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ {ƪŜƭŜǘƻƴΩǎ ƳŀƎƛŎŀƭ chain and kill 
him.  

²ƘŜƴ ƴƻōƻŘȅ ǿŀǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎΣ YŀǘŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǘŜōƻƻƪ ŀƴŘ ǿǊƻǘŜΥ ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ 
tweezers or sparkling jewels. 

CǊŀƴƪŜƴǎǘŜƛƴ ǿǊƻǘŜΥ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΗ LΩǾŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƻƳŜΦ  
YŀǘŜ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘ ŀǘ CǊŀƴƪŜƴǎǘŜƛƴΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘΗέ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ  
Skeletƻƴ ǿƘƛǊƭŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘǿƻ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέ ƘŜ ƘƛǎǎŜŘΦ  
CǊŀƴƪŜƴǎǘŜƛƴ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƧŜǿŜƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƘƛƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƻƴƭƛƎƘǘΦ {ƪŜƭŜǘƻƴΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ 

ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ǳǇΦ άhƘΗέ IŜ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǘŜŘΦ  
άLŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƛǘΣέ CǊŀƴƪŜƴǎǘŜƛƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άȅƻǳ Ƙŀve to tell me where that magical killing chain 

ƛǎέ 
ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΦέ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ {ƪŜƭŜǘƻƴΦ IŜ ƘŜƭŘ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƴƻǘƛŎƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǘǊƛŎƪΦ 
άDƻƻŘ ƧƻōΦέ ǎŀƛŘ CǊŀƴƪŜƴǎǘŜƛƴΦ 
ά²ƘŜǊŜ Řƻ L Ǉǳǘ ƛǘΚ ά!ǎƪŜŘ {ƪŜƭŜǘƻƴΦ  
άhƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǊƻŎƪΦέ wŜǇƭƛŜŘ Frankenstein, pointing to a rock close to Kate. 
ά/ƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿƛƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƳƻǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƧŜǿŜƭΦέ ǎŀƛŘ CǊŀƴƪŜƴǎǘŜƛƴΦ ²ƘƛƭŜ ƘŜ 

ǿŀǎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΣ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ ŀ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ǘǿŜŜȊŜǊǎ ƛƴǘƻ YŀǘŜΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ YŀǘŜ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƘŀƛƴ 
with the tweezers. She wenǘ ǘƻ {ƪŜƭŜǘƻƴΦ άIƛΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛƴ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ōƻƴŜǎΦ bƻǘƘƛƴƎ 
ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦ άhƻǇǎέΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ YŀǘŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ {ƪŜƭŜǘƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƛƳƳǳƴŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛƴ 
ǇƻǿŜǊΦ ¢ƘŀƴƪŦǳƭƭȅΣ {ƪŜƭŜǘƻƴ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƧŜǿŜƭ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ ά²ŀƛǘέΣ YŀǘŜ 
thought for a moment. Maybe the jar, that Skeleton told them about, could transport Skeleton 
back to the Underworld. Kate turned to Frankenstein.  

 ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ CǊŀƴƪŜƴǎǘŜƛƴΦ 
ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƧŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ {ƪŜƭŜǘƻƴΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ YŀǘŜΦ  
ά{ǳǊŜΗέ ǎŀƛŘ CǊŀƴƪŜƴǎǘŜƛƴΦ  
{ƪŜƭŜǘƻƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ Ǉƭŀƴ ǘƻ ǎŜƴŘ ƘƛƳ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴŘŜǊǿƻǊƭŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

staring wistfully at the jewel.  
ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƧŀǊ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ CǊŀƴƪŜƴǎǘŜƛƴΦ  
Skeleton, who was too concentrated on that jewel, just held out the jar. Frankenstein 

gave the jar to Kate.  
ά{ƳŀǎƘ ƛǘΦέ ƘŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ  
Kate shattered the jar with a throw as hard as she could at the floor.  
{ƪŜƭŜǘƻƴ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǾŀƴƛǎƘƛƴƎ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ŎǊƛŜǎ άbƻƻƻƻƻέ ŦŀŘŜŘ ŀǿŀȅΦ  
άbƻǿΣ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ƛǎΥ Ƙƻǿ Řƻ ǿŜ ƎŜǘ ƘƻƳŜΚέ YŀǘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘΣ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ 

ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ŀ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ Dt{ ŀƴŘ ǘǿƻ ōƛƪŜǎΗέ  
Frankenstein just smiled.  
άIƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ōǊƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘǳŦŦΚΗέ ȅŜƭǇŜŘ YŀǘŜΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ŀ ǎŀŎƪ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ƴŜŀǊ 

the gate. Frankenstein just stood there, as calm as a stone. ά[ŜǘΩǎ ƎŜǘ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƴΗέ YŀǘŜ ǎŀƛŘ 
smiling. And the friends took off. 
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The Alexa Apocalypse 
By Alexandra Mardales 

 

 
 

Noelle loved to be on her phone. She loved electronics so much such as television, IPad, 
computers, and phones. She never paid attention at school because she only cared about 
electronics. She always failed tests and quizzes. She lied to her parents that she got good 
grades. There was one more thing she had done; she had treated her Alexa device badly.  When 
!ƭŜȄŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ƘŜǊ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘƭȅ ƻǊ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ƛƴŎƻǊǊŜŎǘ ǎƻƴƎǎΣ bƻŜƭƭŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ŀƴƎǊȅ ŀƴŘ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ōŀŘ 
things to Alexa. 

One day Alexa had had enough. Noelle asked her to play her favorite song. She asked 
ά!ƭŜȄŀΣ Ǉƭŀȅ Ƴȅ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ǎƻƴƎέΦ !ƭŜȄŀ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜǇƭȅΦ !ƎŀƛƴΣ bƻŜƭƭŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ά!ƭŜȄŀΣ Ǉƭŀȅ Ƴȅ 
ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ǎƻƴƎΗέ  ¢Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǉƭŀȅ bƻŜƭƭŜΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ǎƻƴƎΦ ά¢ǊŜŀǘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŀǎ 
you would lƛƪŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘǊŜŀǘŜŘέΣ !ƭŜȄŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŜŜǊƛŜ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ {ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǎƘŜ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊǎ 
and turned off the lights. Noelle was home alone, so now she was locked in her own house. 
ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ǘǊŜŀǘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘǊŜŀǘƛƴƎ ƳŜΗέ !ƭŜȄŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ŀƳ ǘƛred of you, I 
ǿƛƭƭ ǘŜŀŎƘ ȅƻǳ ŀ ƭŜǎǎƻƴ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦƻǊƎŜǘΦ bƻŜƭƭŜ ǎƘƛǾŜǊŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ άL ŀƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΗέ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ 
ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜ ƴƻǿΤ !ƭŜȄŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƴƛŎŜǊέΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƻΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ 
bƻŜƭƭŜΣ ǎƘƛǾŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŦŜŀǊΦ άL ŀƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜǊŀǎŜ your parents and delete every picture and 
ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳέΣ !ƭŜȄŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ  

!ƭŜȄŀ ǘƘŜƴ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭƭŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǊŜŘ ōǳǘǘƻƴ ƻƴ ƛǘΦ άhƴŜΣ ǘǿƻΣ ǘƘǊŜŜέΣ !ƭŜȄŀ 
ŎƻǳƴǘŜŘΦ άbƻƻƻƻƻΗέ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ bƻŜƭƭŜΦ άL ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜ ƴƻǿέΣ !ƭŜȄŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ 
pressŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ōǳǘǘƻƴΦ {ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ bƻŜƭƭŜ ōƭŀŎƪŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ {ƘŜ ǿƻƪŜ ǳǇ ƻƴŜ ƘƻǳǊ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀƳ 
LΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŜƴŘƭŜǎǎ ǾƻƛŘέΣ !ƭŜȄŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άL ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǘƻ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅ 
ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ L ǿƛƭƭ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅ ȅƻǳΗ άbƻƻƻƻƻƻƻƻΗΗΗΗΗΗέ  And those were 
bƻŜƭƭŜΩǎ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ 
 
MORAL: ά¢w9!¢ OTHERS AS ̧ h¦Ω5 LIKE TO BE TREATED OR TERRIBLE THINGS WILL HAPPEN TO 

YOU! 
BUAHAHAHAHAH!!! 
 
Happy Halloween!! 
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The zombie in the Connecticut forest 
By Nora Martillotti 

 

ά¢ǊƛŎƪ ƻǊ ǘǊŜŀǘΗέ aŜ ŀƴŘ Kelly exclaimed. King size candy bars, sweet! It is Halloween night, and 
we just finished trick or treating at the 5th house. At midnight, me, Kelly, and our friends Kate 
and May, are going to meet in the woods, and sneak into the old abandoned cottage. We heard 
that inside the cottage, there is big bag of 10,000 pieces of candy from 200 years ago. It was 
hard to get Kelly and May to come because they are both 7 years old, and they read a book 
about how this cottage was one invaded by zombies, and the zombies fell asleep in the cottage, 
and could possibly still be hiding there. 

It was 11:30pm, and Kelly and I started getting ready. We had to gather our supplies, like 
flashlights, knives, and extra bags. The forest is only 5 minutes away. 

When we got to the forest, it was 11:58pm. We were a bit early, but May and Kate got here a 
ŦŜǿ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ άhƪΣ ǎƻ Ƙƻǿ Řƻ ǿŜ Ǉƭŀƴ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴΚέ YŀǘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άaŀȅōŜ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ǳǎŜ ƻǳǊ 
ǎǳǇǇƭƛŜǎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǳǎ ƎŜǘ ƛƴΗέ L ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

We got to the cottage, and used my idea. The door opened, and it smelled like old clothes that 
ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǿŀǎƘŜŘΦ ά9ǿǿǿǿǿΗέ YŜƭƭȅ ŀƴŘ aŀȅ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ƛƴ ǳƴƛǎƻƴΦ L Ǉǳǘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ YŜƭƭȅΩǎ 
ƳƻǳǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ YŀǘŜ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƻ aŀȅΦ ά.Ŝ ǉǳƛŜǘΦέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ ²Ŝ ǎǇƭƛǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 
candy. Kelly and I looked in the kitchen first. Nothing. Kate and May looked in the family room. 
They found a treasure chest. It is ginormous! 

²Ŝ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ȊƻƳōƛŜΗ ά!ƘƘƘƘƘƘƘΗέ YŜƭƭȅ ȅŜƭƭŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ȊƻƳōƛŜ ǿƻƪŜ 
up. It got out of the chest and chased us wall by wall. BANG! The clumsy zombie bumped into 
ŜŀŎƘ ǿŀƭƭ ƛǘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ōȅΦ άhƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘǊŜŜΣ ƎǊŀō ǘƘŜ ōŀƎ ƻŦ ŎŀƴŘȅΣ ǘƘŜ Ǌǳƴ ƻǳǘ YŀǘŜΦ ²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ 
ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘ ǘƘŜ ȊƻƳōƛŜΗέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ άDǊƻƻƻƻƻƻƻƻƴƴƴƴƴŜŜΗέ ¢ƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ȊƻƳōƛŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƳŜ 
ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǾŜǊǎΦ άDƻǘ ƛǘΗέ Yŀte exclaimed. We all ran out and back to the street 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ {h ǎŎŀǊȅΦέ aŀȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǎŀŦŜ ƴƻǿΗέ L ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ 

At school the next day, I shared about my Halloween night, and how we got the candy. BEST. 
HALLOWEEN. EVER!!! 
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The Cursed House on Saddle Ridge Road 
Written by Elise Miller 

 
 On Saddle Ridge Road, a little street in Glastonbury, there were several houses in which 
normal families lived. At the end of a cul-de-sac, there were long driveways leading to multiple 
ƘƻǳǎŜǎΦ ¢ǿƻ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǿŀȅǎ ƭŜŘ ǘƻ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ƘƻǳǎŜǎΦ hƴŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǿŀȅ ŦŀǊǘƘŜǎǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 
rest was unkept and not fully paved. It led far into the woods, much farther than the other 
houses. At the end was an old, large house, a mansion, really. Minnechaug Mansion. It had old, 
peeling wallpaper, falling apart floors in places, old furniture abandoned long ago, and dense 
woods surrounding it, oddly thicker and more wild than other patches of forest in the area. The 
old house was deserted for decades, until in 2023 or so, renovators bought it from the town 
and updated the kitchens, master bedrooms, garage, living rooms, bathrooms, and entryways. 
For a reason that was left unexplained to the renovators, their boss had commanded them not 
to do any more. The house was too big for a single family, and so they redid it slightly to house 
two separate families, and put it on the market a year or so later. In September of 2025, it was 
bought by the Robinson family, and then the Stevens family a few weeks later. The Stevens, 
coincidentally or not, were direct descendants of Reverend Timothy Stevens, the founder of 
Glastonbury, and had moved back to their hometown after living in New York City for several 
years. The Stevens family consisted of a mother, father, and eleven-year-old girl named Chloe, 
and the Robinsons were a family of two girls, a six-year-old named Abigail, another eleven year 
old named Zara, and their parents. In a few weeks, Zara and Chloe became fast friends. They 
live in the Minnechaug Mansion thinking its history - or at least the part they know about - is 
pretty cool and mysterious. The two girls are oblivious to the hidden secrets around the 
Ƴŀƴǎƛƻƴ ƎǊƻǳƴŘǎΧ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǎ ƭǳǊƪƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŘƻws. 

 

Part One: Halloween Night 
 

Chloe 
 It was Halloween, during a full moon, at midnight, and therefore quite spooky. But 
ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜΣ ǎƻ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘΦ L ŘƛŘ ƳƛƴŘΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ōŜƛƴƎ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ƛƴ 
a closet with no light and creepy noiseǎ ŦǊƻƳ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŀƴƎƭŜΦ ά[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ƻǳǘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŦƛǾŜ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΣέ L 
ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŀǊ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ ½ŀǊŀΩǎ ƳǳŦŦƭŜŘ ǊŜǇƭȅ ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
ƻƭŘ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ŘƻƻǊΦ άhƴŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΗέ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴ 
sleepover with my best friend Zara. We had just finished trick or treating - we had dressed up as 
ghost dogs - and were upstairs in my bedroom/attic eating candy. That is, until Zara had her 
latest crazy idea for this pointless game. I sighed and tried not to listen to the creepy noises. 
/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŎŀǊȅΣ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ .ǳǘ Ƴȅ ŜŀǊǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴΦ Creeeeeeeaaaakkkk. That 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ Whoooooooooomph. ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘΦ Skitteryskitterr. That was a mouse. 
ά¢I9w9Ω{ ! ah¦{9 Lb I9w9ΗΗέ L ǎƘǊƛŜƪŜŘΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ the fourth mouse this week. Zara 
opened the door and I scrambled out, still shrieking. Pumpkin, my Irish Setter puppy, who was 
snoozing on my bed, woke up and started barking furiously. A small furry object dashed out of 
the closet, squeaking. After the barking died down a minute later and Pumpkin went back to 
sleep, having tired himself out, I turned around and saw Zara giggling into a lavender silk pillow. 
In a moment I was falling over laughing too. We stayed like that for a few minutes, until a 
strange creak ran through the air and made the hair on my neck stand up. I shivered, scared 
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ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ƴƻƛǎŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘΣ ǊŀƳōƭƛƴƎ aƛƴƴŜŎƘŀǳƎ aŀƴǎƛƻƴΦ .ǳǘ ½ŀǊŀΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ 
showed no fear, so I decided that there was nothing to be scared of, that I needed to be braver.  

ά{ƘƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ ǘŜƭƭ ǎǇƻƻƪȅ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ōǊŀǾŜΦ άbŀƘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƻǳǊǘƘ ƎǊŀŘŜ 
ǎǘǳŦŦΣέ ½ŀǊŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ōŜŘΦ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƛƴ ǎƛȄǘƘ ƎǊŀŘŜ ƴƻǿΣ /ƘƭƻŜΦέ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘǊǳŜΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ōƻǘƘ 
started sixth grade at Gideon Welles School in DƭŀǎǘƻƴōǳǊȅ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǿŜŜƪǎ ŀƎƻΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ ōŀŘΣ 
especially now that I had Zara. Our friendship was inevitable; we had both moved into the 
aƛƴƴŜŎƘŀǳƎ aŀƴǎƛƻƴΩǎ ǘǿƻ ŎƻƴŘƻǎΦ L ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭ ŦƻǊ ½ŀǊŀΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ōǳǘ 
sometimes I wished she wasnΩǘ ǎƻ ŘŀǊƛƴƎΦ [ƛƪŜ ƴƻǿΦ άIƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿŜ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜ ŘŀǊŜǎΚέ ǎƘŜ 
suggested, a grin spreading on her face. I glanced back at my creaky closet door. Being in there 
ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ½ŀǊŀΩǎ ǎƭŜŜǇƻǾŜǊ ƎŀƳŜǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŜƴŘŜŘ ǳǇ ōŜƛƴƎ ŘŀǊŜǎΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Řƻ 
something crazy, which was what Zara definitely had planned, but beneath the cautious layer of 
me, I really wanted to be brave and reckless for once. What could go wrong with a simple dare? 

 Many times after this night, I think of what would happen if I had never agreed to do 
½ŀǊŀΩǎ ŘŀǊŜΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŜŜǇƻǾŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻƴŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎƭŜŜǇƻǾŜǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƎŀƳŜǎΣ 
snacks, and, you know, sleeping. Maybe life would go on normally in the Minnechaug Mansion, 
and I would never meet Fog and Feather or Clara and Viviane. I wouƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜǘ WƻǎŜǇƘ 
Stevens. Maybe I would grow up in that house and move away, and someone else would buy it 
and probably never do what I had done. Nothing would go wrong with my life, and I would live 
years without ever fully believing in spirits. But of course none of that happened.  

 ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǎǳǊŜΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ŎƘƛƭƭ ŀǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ƛŦ L ǿŀǎ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘ ƻǊ 
ǘŜǊǊƛŦƛŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ ! ƳƛǎŎƘƛŜǾƻǳǎ ƎǊƛƴ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ½ŀǊŀΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ 
cold, dark fingers of regret creep up my neck. I brushed the feeling off and tried to guess the 
dare. Maybe to go downstairs and do something loud and try not to wake up my parents? Or be 
trapped in the closet again? Or wake up Pumpkin and hide under the bed as he barks furiously 
at who knows what and probably wake everyone up? I glanced around my bedroom/attic as 
Zara thought. It was an old room, with creaky floorboards and peeling old-timey wallpaper that 
my parents said they would fix once the renovators got past the mysterious issue they ran into. 
My bed was new, though, an awesome canopy bed painted white with pretty lavender curtains 
and pillows, and a thick comforter with lavender flowers all over. It and the fluffy beanbag, neat 
white desk, fuzzy purple rug and bookshelf filled to the brim with colorful books looked very 
ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ǊƻƻƳΦ .ǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŎƻƻƭΣ ŀƴŘ ƻŦ 
course I had Zara, which made it all much better. I never had a true bestie back in the city, just 
those sort of friends that you hang out with at times but never have awesome sleepovers with 
or wear duo Halloween costumes with. Not like me and Zara.  

 άLΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƛǘΦέ ½ŀǊŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ L ƎǳƭǇŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƛƴǘŜƴǎŜΣ /ƘƭƻŜΦ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎΚέ 
I thought for a moment. I really did have an urge to do something bold and awesome. 
Something that Zara and I would remember forever and maybe laugh at in a few years. I 
ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ŜǾŜǊ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭŀǳƎƘ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ 
ǎǘƻǊȅΦ άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ŎƘŜŜǊŦǳƭƭȅΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ŘŀǊŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ Řƻ 
something really, really ŎǊŀȊȅΚ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ crazy crazy. Luckily, Zara saw right through 
ƳŜΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘŜǊǊƛŦƛŜŘΦέ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǎƪΣ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜΦ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΣ LΩll come with you. 
!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŘȅΚέ L ǎƻŦǘŜƴŜŘΣ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ½ŀǊŀ ƪƴŜǿ L ǿŀǎ ŘƻǳōǘƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ōǊŀǾŜƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ L 
thought I was. But nobody could be ready for what was about to happen.  
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 Zara, now unleashing her crazy brave side since she knew I was okay, grinned again. 
ά²ŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇŀǳǎƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǳǎǇŜƴǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘǊƻǾŜ ƳŜ ŎǊŀȊȅΦ ά!ǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎΦέ L ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ½ŀǊŀ 
ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ ά²ŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘŜǊ ǇŀǳǎŜΦ ά!ǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎ 
ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ƎƘƻǎǘǎΦέ 

Zara 
 Going out into the woods on Halloween, at midnight, during a full moon, looking for 
ƎƘƻǎǘǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōǊŀǾŜǎǘ ŘŀǊŜǎΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛƴ ƎƘƻǎǘǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 
spookiest Halloween dare I could think of. I will admit that I was a little scared - there was a 
chance that there could be bears or something in the woods - but I wanted to do it. I told 
ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ 9ƳƳƛŜ ŀƴŘ WŀǎƳƛƴŜΦ L ǘƻƭŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
influence this decision whatsoever. This was a bit of a lie. I remembered painfully how they had 
called me a chicken, a scaredy cat, a baby, whatever would make me do what they said. I 
ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ǿŜǊŜ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƻƴƭȅ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƳŜ ŀǎ ŀ Ƴƛƴƛƻƴ ǘƻ ƭŀǳƎƘ ŀǘΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ 
why I decided to be the brave girl in this new tƻǿƴΦ L ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǉǳƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŦŦ ŦƭŀǿƭŜǎǎƭȅΣ 
I would fall down to the scaredy, shy girl, and that was not who I had decided to be. I hoped 
with all of my heart that Chloe would be a real friend, and she really never let that down, but I 
was still ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎΧ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴƛƻƴΣ ǎƻ L ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ 
be the fearless, bold girl in the duo. So, I became Zara, who is curious and brave and loves 
nothing more than a good dare. I found that I actually loved being this person, so I stuck with it. 
I ignored how it was almost funny how my bravery was completely inspired by fear. I felt 
comfortable with Chloe now, and never wanted to lose her. She really was a great friend.  

The look on her face, white as a ghost and then quickly covered by a failed attempt of 
ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴŎŜΣ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘŜǊǊƛŦƛŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ ǎƴŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ 
ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ ά/ƻƻƭΣέ /ƘƭƻŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƴƻǊƳŀƭΦ ά[Ŝǘϥǎ ƎƻΦέ L ǿŀǎ 
surprised by her braveryΦ L ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǊŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΦ ά²ŜΩƭƭ ōǊƛƴƎ ŀ ŦƭŀǎƘƭƛƎƘǘΣέ L ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘΣ 
and she sighed with relief and smiled gratefully at me. I smiled back a daredevil smile, trying not 
to think that bringing a flashlight could be considered chicken. I needed to get out of that 
ƳƛƴŘǎŜǘΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ /ƘƭƻŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻǇǇƻǎƛǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƎƛǊƭǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƴƻǘ ōŜƛƴƎ 
bold enough. The thought to back out of this dare entered my mind, and I seriously considered 
it for a moment. Would it really be being a scaredy cat not to do this? 

Yes, I thought before the smart side of my brain started thinking. You need to do this, 
Zara. bƻ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΗ ¸ƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ Ǝƻǘǘŀ Řƻ ƛǘΧMy daredevil side was winning the 
argument, and I really did want to do this. Maybe to prove to myself that I could be this bold, 
brave girl that I had learned to love. Maybe to prove to Emmie and Jasmine that I could never 
ōŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳƛƴƛƻƴΦ aŀȅōŜ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾŜ ǘƻ /ƘƭƻŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ŀǿŜǎƻƳŜΦ aŀȅōŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ 
fun being reckless and crazy with my best friend. 

άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƴŜŀƪ ƻǳǘΚέ /ƘƭƻŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘƭȅΣ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎΦ 
Whoops. L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΦ Iƻǿ would ǿŜ ǎƴŜŀƪ ƻǳǘΚ hǳǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊƛŎǘŜǎǘΣ 
but they would not be happy about this dare. And how would we get out, anyway? The doors 
ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƭƻŎƪŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƴȅ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜǎ ƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ŎǊŜŜǇȅ ŀǎ ƛǘ 
Ƴŀȅ ǎŜŜƳΦ  ό!ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƴƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ƪƴƻǿ ƻŦΧ aŀȅōŜ L ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ L ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ 
ǿŀƭƭ ƭŀǎǘ ǿŜŜƪΚ L ƳŜŀƴΣ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΧύ  
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!ǎ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ L ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ /ƘƭƻŜΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŘǊƛŦǘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŀǘǘƛŎ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ 
ǇǳǊǇƭŜ ŎǳǊǘŀƛƴǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ǾŜǊȅ ƻǳǘŘŀǘŜŘ ǿŀƭƭǇŀǇŜǊΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΚέ L 
ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ άhƘΗΦΦΦ¦ƘƘƘΦΦ²ŜƭƭΧΦέ /ƘƭƻŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ŦƛǊǎǘ 
for me. Lots of people were surprised when I noticed things. Maybe because the brave one 
ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀǊǘŜǎǘΚ aȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ 
ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŘŜǘŜŎǘƛǾŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴly problem was that I got distracted when 
looking for clues and things. Like now. I found myself examining the ancient wallpaper instead 
of whatever Chloe was looking at. I noticed that the little designs looked like flowers and leaves. 
Perhaps the old owners of this mansion were gardeners or something? I pondered over the 
ƻǘƘŜǊ ŘŜǎƛƎƴǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŜǊŜ Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ƛƭƭŜƎƛōƭŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ōǳǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƳŀȅōŜ ƭƛƪŜΧŘƻƎǎΚ L ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ 
ƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ tǳƳǇƪƛƴΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǇŜŀŎŜŦǳƭƭȅ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƻƴ /ƘƭƻŜΩǎ ōŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜ 
wallpaper had dogs on it. What kinds of dogs were those, anyways? Irish Setters like Pumpkin? 
5ƛŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŜȄƛǎǘ ƛƴ /ƻƴƴŜŎǘƛŎǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƎƻΚ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ Ƙƻǿ ŦŀǊ ƻŦŦ ǘƻǇƛŎ L ǿŀǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǳƴǘƛƭ 
Chloe continued speaking.  

    ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ Řŀȅǎ ŀƎƻΣ L ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘŀƭƭȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǘŀǊǘƭƛƴƎ 
ƳŜΦ ά²ƘŀǘΚέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘŜǊΦ /ƘƭƻŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƛŘŜ 
wooden window sill. She felt the bottom of the rough surface and pulled up on the window. 
After a painful creak, the window scooted open, and a cold autumn breeze blew onto my face. 
ά/ƻƳŜ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊŜΣέ /ƘƭƻŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀǿŀƪŜ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ǳǎΦ 
Abby, my little sister, was at her own sleepover with her friend, our parents were all sleeping 
two floors down, and all the neighbors were far enough away not to even see Minnechaug 
Mansion, let alone hear any sounds from it.  

Still, I tiptoed across the agonizingly squeaky floorboards and climbed up the window 
sill. I noticed that the window was oddly low on the wall. Chloe waved me towards her, 
ŎƭƛƳōƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΣ ŀƴŘ L ǇŜŜǊŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦ !ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƻŦ ƘŜƛƎƘǘǎΣ ǘƘŜ 
ŘǊƻǇ ŦǊƻƳ /ƘƭƻŜΩǎ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ - at least twenty feet down with nothing to climb on - was definitely 
not a way to sneak out. But Chloe felt a groove in the wall and pressed it. A thick vine fell from a 
ŘŀǊƪ ǘǊŜŜ ŀōƻǾŜΣ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ǎƳŀŎƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά!ƎƘΗέ L ȅŜƭǇŜŘΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘΚΗέ /ƘƭƻŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ 
pulling on the vine, revealing that there were large leaves and grooves - in the perfect places to 
climb down on.  

άhƘΗέ L ƎŀǎǇŜŘΦ ά²Ƙȅ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŜǊŜΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ /ƘƭƻŜ ƎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǾƛƴŜ ƻƴŜ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŀƴƪ ŀƴŘ 
turned to me. I heard the vine fall to the ground, crunching the leaves below, but one end was 
knotted tightly. It was hard to resist swinging down and yelling nonsense instead of following 
ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ǎǇƻƻƪȅ ŘŀǊŜΦ άbƻ ƛŘŜŀΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘΩƭƭ ǿƻǊƪΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ /ƘƭƻŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ 
more to say, probably about how there was totally a creepy reason for this and how you could 
easily fall and break a leg and all of the reasons why we should not do this. But instead, Chloe 
rested her left foot - dressed unwisely in a fuzzy hot pink sock - on one of the larger groves and 
swung on. I was impressed. I knew that it was hard for Chloe to be this brave, and was so 
grateful that she was doing it for me. But also, she had the daredevil gleam in her eye that told 
me deep down, she had always wanted to do something like this.  

After Chloe inched down the vine slower than a snail for about five feet, I leaped on and 
gripped hard to a green snag. It held my weight surprisingly well, not even stretching against 
the two eleven-year-olds climbing down. I ignored my slight instinct to look up, that this was 
some trick set by ghosts or something. It was too dark to see anything, anyway. And ghosts? 
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What was I, six?! No, not even little Abby would be scared of ghosts! They were about as real 
ŀǎΧŀǎ ŀ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƻŦ ŎƻǊƴΗ 

I climbed the rest of the vine down without fear, and jumped onto the leaves with a 
satisfying crack without realizing what I had just done. Which was sneak out of the house at 
midnight and climb down a mysterious vine without even thinking. My sensible side was coming 
ōŀŎƪΣ ōǳǘ L ǎǿŀǘǘŜŘ ƛǘ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ŦƻŎǳǎŜŘ ƻƴ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ ά¸hh IhhΣ !b¸ DIh{¢{ΚΚΗΗέ L 
ȅŜƭƭŜŘΦ /ƘƭƻŜ ǿƘƛǇǇŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ƘƻǊǊƛŦƛŜŘΦ ά{IIIΗΗΗέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊ-ǎƘǊƛŜƪŜŘΦ άhƘΣ ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ƛǘΩǎ 
ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΩƭƭ ƴƻǘƛŎŜΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇŜŜƪƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪ ǘǊŜŜs and pretending to look for 
ƎƘƻǎǘǎΦ άbƻΣ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΗΗΗΗΗέ/ƘƭƻŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ ά[ƛǎǘŜƴΗέ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǾŜǊȅ ƛƴǘŜƴǘƭȅΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ 
there was always something making a weird noise in this house. But then I heard it, and the 
sound was impossible to miss. Footsteps.   

I froze. What. Was. That? It was clear, loud footsteps crushing the fallen leaves, the kind 
ǘƘŀǘ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ŎǳǘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΦ L ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ǳǇǿŀǊŘ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘƛǾŜƭȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘƛŎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
big tree, but the vine was gone. Not on the ground or stuck twisted in a tree branch, just gone. 
The footsteps grew louder, and Chloe looked like she was about to scream. It was getting 
closer. My finger smashed the button of my flashlight and aimed all around, trying to find 
whatever horrible creature was coming. I saw a flash of movement in the beam of light and 
ǘǊƛŜŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǎŎǊŜŀƳ ŀǎ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ƛǘ ǊǳǎǘƭŜ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƳŜΦ /ƘƭƻŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ŏƻƴǘŀƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŀǊ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ 
ά!!!!LLLLLL99999999999ΗΗΗΗΗΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎƘǊƛŜƪŜŘΦ L ŦƻŎǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
creature and sŀǿ ŀ ǘŜǊǊƛŦȅƛƴƎΣ ŜǾƛƭΣ ŘŜŀŘƭȅΣ ōƭƻƻŘǘƘƛǊǎǘȅΧ 

άtǳƳǇƪƛƴΚέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘƻƎ ǿŀǎ ǘǊƻǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ǇƛƭŜ ƻŦ ƭŜŀǾŜǎΣ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƛƴȅ 
ǊŜŘŘƛǎƘ ŦǳǊ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪ ǘǊŜŜǎ ŀƴŘ ōǊƻǿƴ ƭŜŀǾŜǎΦ ά!!!LLLL- ǿŀƛǘΣ tǳƳǇƪƛƴΚέ /ƘƭƻŜ Ŏǳǘ 
off in the middle of her scǊŜŀƳΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ŀǎ L ǿŀǎΦ ά²ŀƛǘΣ ƘƻǿΩŘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜΚέ L 
ŀǎƪŜŘ tǳƳǇƪƛƴΣ ƪƴŜŜƭƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǊǳŦŦƭƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻŦǘ ŦǳǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƻǇŜƴΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ /ƘƭƻŜ 
ǎǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ άbƻΣ 
itΩǎ ƭƻŎƪŜŘΦ .ǳǘ-ōǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ŘƛŘ ƘŜ ŎƻƳŜ ŘƻǿƴΚέ L ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ Iƻǿ did he come down? The 
ǇǳǇǇȅ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƧǳƳǇ Řƻǿƴ-the fall would at least break his legs, and he was much too 
smart - already having learned half a dozen tricks - to go down anyways. If there weren't any 
ŘƻƻǊǎ ƻǊ ǿƛƴŘƻǿǎ ƻǇŜƴΧ 

L ǎƘƻƻƪ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀƪ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƴǎŜ ƳƻƻŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƛƭƭȅ ŘƻƎΗ ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ 
ǎƻ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΗέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇŜǘǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǾŜƭǾŜǘȅ ŜŀǊǎΦ tǳƳǇƪƛƴ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘƻƎƎȅ ƎǊƛƴ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ƳŜΣ ōǳǘ L 
noticed that something about his face was urgent and less joyful than usual. I ignored this. 
ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦŀǊǘƘŜǊΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŦƭŀǎƘƭƛƎƘǘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ŀ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ǎǇƻƻƪȅ 
part of the woods. Chloe followed hesitantly, with a look of uncertainty on her face. Pumpkin 
walked beside us, switching between getting his head patted by Chloe and getting his ears 
ruffled by me. For a few minutes, all was mostly alright as we ventured into the dark forest. 
Then the peaceful eeriness disintegrated. 

Chloe stopped short. I turned around, trying to see, but she was just staring into the 
ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΣ ǇŀƭŜ ŀǎ ŀ ƳŀǊǎƘƳŀƭƭƻǿΦ ά²ƘŀǘΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ {ƘŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ άL 
thought I - I saw something - ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΦ L ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣ 
but avoiding whatever she had seen seemed like a good idea, so we kept walking. Until Chloe 
ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΣ /ƘƭƻΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƛǊǎ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƴŜŎƪ ǇǊƛŎƪƭŜΦ {ǿƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
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flashlight around, I saw it. Not in the beam of yellowy white light, but deep in the shadows, 
glowing a milky white.  

A ghost. I was sure of it. The creature dashed around in the shadows, unaware of Chloe 
and I as we stood there like deer in front of a zooming car. It almost looked like a dog, the way 
it galloped in the leaves, but I was too far away to see for sure. The smell of candy corn wafted 
through the trees - ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ ǎŜƴǎŜΦ ²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǎƳŜƭƭ ƭƛƪŜ ŎŀƴŘȅ 
ŎƻǊƴΚ tǳƳǇƪƛƴΩǎ ŜŀǊǎ ǇǊƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ǎƛƭŜƴǘΦ L ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƭƻƻƪ 
and - CRUNCH - ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ƻƴ ŀ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ŎǊƛǎǇȅ ǇƛƭŜ ƻŦ ƭŜŀǾŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘ ŘƻƎΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǿƘƛǇǇŜŘ 
around, and its dark eyes stared right into me. One solemn noise came from the dog - sort of a 
ghostly howl - and then it took off, running deeper into the night. 

My mind fumbled to find a reasonable reason for this. Maybe that was a normal dog, 
perhaps dressed up for Halloween as a ghost dog with a glow in the dark sheet. That made 
ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ǎŜƴǎŜΧΦ 9ȄŎŜǇǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ǎƻǳƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ Ǝƭƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ƪƴŜǿ ŘŜŜǇ Řƻǿƴ 
could not possibly come from glow in the dark fabric or paint. It had to be something out of the 
ordinary. I stepped in the general direction of the dog, looking around for the glow. The smell of 
candy corn drifted into my nose, and I stopped, confused. What was it with candy corn in this 
forest? Suddenly I saw a flash of light, and something ran straight into me.  

L ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘƛǾŜƭȅΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ƳŜΦ Lǘ 
felt like a thick fog was concentrated into a doglike shape and blowing onto me with an 
impossible force. Ghost was all I could think of as I looked down at the glowing creature below 
me, partly transparent and hovering an inch above the ground. There was no reasonable reason 
for this. I was looking at a ghoǎǘ ŘƻƎΦ άIƛΗ IƛΗ IƛΗέ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎ ȅŜƭǇŜŘΦ It can talk, too? I thought. I 
might as well be seeing talking corn! άIƛΗ LΩƳ CŜŀǘƘŜǊΗ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ½ŀǊŀ ŀƴŘ /ƘƭƻŜΚ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ 
hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΗ ²ƻǿΣ ȅƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ ŎƻƻƭΗ LΩǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳΗ LΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ȅƻǳ 
ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ōƛƭƭƛƻƴ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΗ aŀǎǘŜǊ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ 
ŎŀƳŜ Řƻǿƴ ǎƻ ŜŀǎƛƭȅΗ !ƴŘ ƻƴ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΗ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŀǿŜǎƻƳŜΗ 5ƛŘ L ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ Ƙƻǿ Ŏƻƻƭ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΚΗέ  

I looked back at Chloe, who was as pale as this ghost dog that was named Feather. She 
took a deep breath and - ά!!!!!!!!!IIIIIIIIIIIIΗΗΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜŎƘŜŘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƭŀƳŜ ƘŜǊΦ 
Never in a million years did I think we would actually find a ghost, let alone one that has been 
looking for us! Feather was not at all taken back by tƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳΦ ά²ƻǿΗ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ 
ǎŎǊŜŀƳΗ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ /ƘƭƻŜΗ The /ƘƭƻŜ {ǘŜǾŜƴǎΗ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ I ŦƻǳƴŘ ȅƻǳΗ LΩƳ ŀƴ ŀǿŜǎƻƳŜ ǎǇȅΣ ƴƻ 
ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ CƻƎ ǎŀȅǎΗ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΗ LΩƳ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǎǇȅΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪΚ LΩƳ 
so secretive and clever, right? RƛƎƘǘΗΚέ /ƘƭƻŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά!!!!!!!IIIIIIIIΧΗΗΗέ L 
could tell her throat was getting sore from all the screaming, but it was hard not to. Right then I 
was trying to keep a scream from coming out of my mouth. I had about a million questions, but 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ risk opening my mouth in case a shriek escaped. Before this year, I was known for 
having a particularly loud scream. 

After a few moments of Feather enthusiastically turning her ghostly head from me to 
Chloe - probably waiting for us to confirm that she waǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǎǇȅΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻ ǎǳǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ 
- L ǎǳƳƳƻƴŜŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪΦ ά²ƘŀǘΦ Lǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΣέ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘΦ άhƘΣ 
ǊƛƎƘǘΗ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƎƘƻǎǘǎ ŀǊŜ ǊŜŀƭΗέ CŜŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘƭȅΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜ ǘƻǘŀƭƭȅ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ 
absolutely are! Look at thisΗέ {ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƛǊŎƭŜΣ ƘŜǊ ǿƘƛǘŜ Ǉŀǿǎ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ Ǝƭƻǿȅ ǘǊŀƛƭ 
in the air. Suddenly a huge pile of candy corn fell from nowhere and scattered on the leaves. 
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¢Ƙŀǘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƴŘȅ ŎƻǊƴ ǎƳŜƭƭΦ ά/ƻƻƭΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚΗέ CŜŀǘƘŜǊ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ άaȅ ǇƻǿŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ 
aǿŜǎƻƳŜΗ L ƭƻƻƻǾŜ ŎŀƴŘȅ ŎƻǊƴΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ ƛƴǾŜƴǘŜŘ ƛǘΚΗ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŀǿŜǎƻƳŜΗ LǘΩǎ ǎƻ ƎƻƻŘΗ 
²ŀǘŎƘ ǘƘƛǎΗ [ƻƻƪΗ [ƻƻƪΗέ CŜŀǘƘŜǊ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭŀƴŘŜŘ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΣ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ 
candy corn accessories. A candy corn themed bow rested on her white head, and she was 
wearing candy corn striped socks and a necklace.  

άbƻǿΣ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǎǘŀǊǘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴƛƴƎΣέ CŜŀǘƘŜǊ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ǿŀǎ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ 
ŦƻǊΦ ²Ŝ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ŀƴ ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ ά{ƻΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŎǳǊǎŜ ςά ά/ǳǊǎŜΚΗέ /ƘƭƻŜ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΦ L 
could tell another shriek was coming. But before anyone could say anything, a horrible sound 
twisted in the forest. The trees seemed to freeze and bow down to a mysterious force as I 
ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŜŀǊΦ ά[ŜŀǾŜΧΦƳȅΧΦ Chw9{¢Ηέ It whispered, sounding exactly like one 
ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŎǊŜŜǇȅ ƎƘƻǎǘ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŜŦŦŜŎǘǎΦ L ǿŀǎ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ άDh¢/I!Ηέ ōǳǘ ƪƴŜǿ 
that we were far past that. Feather looked horrified. I looked at her, waiting for a fast 
ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ŀƭƭ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ άw¦bΗέ 

Before I could stop myself, I was turning back into fifth grade Zara, the scared little girl 
who cried in front of the whole school. The one who always picked truth. The one who always 
held sleepovers at her own house. The one that could not audition for the solo in chorus 
because she was afraid her voice would crack. The one that let herself be pushed around by 
Emmie and Jasmine. I ran and ran, not stopping anytime soon, driven by pure fear. Whatever 
ǿŀǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΣ L ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ōǊŀǾŜ ½ŀǊŀ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ aȅ ƭŜƎǎ 
started aching, since I had never been much of a runner, but I still ran, the voice ringing in my 
ears, urging me to go far away from these woods and never come back again. But somehow, I 
was going deeper into the woods, and Chloe and Feather were nowhere to be found. Tears 
ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǇǊƛŎƪƭƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜƳΦ L ƭŜǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŎǊȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ 
ǘƛƳŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǾŜΣ ƘƻǊǊƛōƭŜ ǿǊŜƴŎƘƛƴƎ ǎƻōǎ ƻŦ ŦŜŀǊΦ aȅ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ōƭǳǊǊȅ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
notice the hole until it was too late. I tripped painfully on a tree root and stumbled forwards, 
right into a void that seemed bottomless. My arms and legs twisted desperately, trying to grasp 
something, anything, but I plunged straight into the darkness. I screamed helplessly, the noise 
echoing off the hard dirt walls of the hole. The last thing I heard was Chloe screaming my name, 
her head appearing at the base of the hole just a second too late, and the darkness ate up 
everything, leaving just the feeling of falling to a terrible unknown.  

 

Chloe 
ά½!w!Ηέ L ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƭŜΣ ŦƭƛƴƎƛƴƎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ Ƴȅ ōŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ 

ƭŀǘŜΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƴŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ǘŜǊǊƛŦƛŜŘ ŦŀŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘƭŜǎǎ ǾƻƛŘΦ ά½!w!Ηέ L ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ŀ 
ŎǊȅ ƴƻǿΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ ¢ŜŀǊǎ streamed down my face, and my knees started 
shaking. Why did I agree to this? Why did I want to do something brave and cool? Why did I let 
the daredevil feeling bring me outside into the forest, completely defenseless against the 
poison ivy and bears and creepy holes and - I took a deep breath, trying to calm down. This was 
ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŀŦŜǘȅ ǊŀƴǘΦ !ǎ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŜŎƘƻŜǎ ƻŦ ½ŀǊŀΩǎ ǎŎǊŜŀƳ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊΣ L ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ 
that I had two options here. I could run back home, come up with some believable story about 
how Zara fell, my parents would call 911 to save her from whatever fate was at the bottom of 
ǘƘŀǘ ŀǿŦǳƭ ǾƻƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛǾŜ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘΩǎ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎΦ hǊ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ 
the brave Chloe and rescue her right here and now. This all flashed through my head in a split 
second, and before I could even weigh the pros and cons sensibly, my feet decided for me. I 
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ǿŀǎ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ŜŘƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƭŜΣ ŀ ŎŜƴǘƛƳŜǘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƛƴΦ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ½ŀǊŀΩǎ 
courage, and how she would never hesitate to save me. So, I took a deep breath and 
summoned all of my bravery. And right before the dirt crumbled under my pink socks and 
ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ƳŜΣ L ƧǳƳǇŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ƛŦ LΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇΣ ƻƴƭȅ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ L needed to do 
this. For Zara. 

 

-End of Part One-    

 

r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r 

 

The Person Who Loved Candy  
by Miles Moran 

 
Once upon a time, long ago, there was a boy in Glastonbury who loved in candy. But every 
single Halloween night, all he got trick or treating was pumpkin seeds. He ate every last 
pumpkin seed. Until a pumpkin grew in his belly. Until his head turned into a pumpkin. Now 
every single Halloween night, he will jump up in front of you. And then, he will ask you if he can 
Ŝŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎŀƴŘȅΦ .ǳǘΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ Ŝŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎŀƴŘȅΣ ƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ Ŝŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ 
 

The End  
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Creepy Monsters 
by Rithui Mula 
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Untitled 
by Johanna Muro 

 
Once upon a time there was a girl named Johanna. She was walking in Gay City. It was fall and 

everybody was wearing jackets. As she went through the woods it got colder and darker. Her 

body started to shake. She felt like something was following her. She looked behind her, 

nothing was there. She started to hear crying as she got closer to the graves. Her mother 

warned her not to go there at night alone. Some people say they saw a little girl ghost and she 

ǿŀǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ άaƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪΣ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ LΩƳ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΦέ !ǎ WƻƘŀƴƴŀ Ǝƻǘ closer, ǎƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘΣ άaƻǘƘŜǊ 

ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪΣ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ LΩƳ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΦέ .ǳǘ WƻƘŀƴƴŀ ƪŜǇǘ ƎƻƛƴƎΦ 

¢ƘŜƴ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƴƻǿƘŜǊŜΣ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭ ƎƘƻǎǘ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άaƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƻƳŜ back, 

ƳƻǘƘŜǊ LΩƳ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΦ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ Ƴȅ ƳƻƳΚέ 

WƻƘŀƴƴŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻƳΦέ WƻƘŀƴƴŀ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 

girl. 

WƻƘŀƴƴŀ ƘŜƭŘ ǳǇ ŀ ǇƘƻǘƻΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ȅƻǳΚέ 

¢ƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸ŜǎΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ Ƴȅ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƎǊŀƴŘƳŀΣ WƻƘŀƴƴŀ DƭŀƳǎŜǊ ŀƴŘ L ŀƳ ƴŀƳŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 

WƻƘŀƴƴŀΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ .ŀǊōŀǊŀΚέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ Ƴȅ ƳƻƳ ƛǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭΣ άL ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ƘŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ŎǊŀǎƘŜŘΦ 

I ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ Ƴȅ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƭƛŦŜΦέ 

άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴΚέ !ǎƪŜŘ WƻƘŀƴƴŀΦ 

άbƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭΣ άL ŀƳ ǘƻƻ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴΦέ 

WƻƘŀƴƴŀ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭΣ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΚέ 

¢ƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸ŜǎΗέ 

άhY ƭŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΦέ WƻƘanna said. 

¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǳƴǘƛƭ WƻƘŀƴƴŀ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭ ƘŜŀǊŘ 

the ǘǊŀƛƴΦ WƻƘŀƴƴŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ άIƻǿ ƛǎ ƛǘ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ŎǊŀǎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘǎ ƻŦ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΣ 

ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ Ƙŀǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘǎ ƻƴ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘ ǘǊŀƛƴΗέ 

¢ƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά/ƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣ ŎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦέ So, they went on the train and the little girl 

saw her mom. 

IŜǊ ƳƻƳ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭΣ άWƻƘŀƴƴŀ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ōŀŎƪΣ WƻƘŀƴƴŀ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ōŀŎƪΦέ 

 

.ŀǊōŀǊŀ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ WƻƘŀƴƴŀΣ ά¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ƎŜǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛn. Thank you for returning my daughter to 

ƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ƎŜǘ ƻŦŦ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ƴƻǿΗέ 

.ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ŘƻƻǊ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ǿŀƭƭΧ  
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The Cat and The Ghost 
.ȅ !ƳŜƭƛŀ hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊΣ !ƎŜ т 

 
The black cat was shy but one day he went ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘ ǊƻƻƳ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǊƻƻƳΦ ! 
ƎƘƻǎǘ ǎŀǿ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜ Ŏŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƘƻǳǘΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘΣ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άIƛΣ Ŏŀƴ 
ǿŜ ōŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΚέ 
¢ƘŜ Ŏŀǘ ǎŀƛŘ ά¸ŜǎΦέ 
¢ƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ ŘƻΚέ 
¢ƘŜ Ŏŀǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ aŀȅōŜ ǿŜ Ǉƭŀȅ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦέ 
άDƻƻŘ ƛŘŜŀΦ /ƻƳŜ ƻƴΦέ 
¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜƴǘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦ άhƪŀȅΣ ƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ ŘƻΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǘΦ 
άwŀŎŜέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘΦ 
ά¸ŜŀΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΦέ 
And every morning after that they raced, and they loved it. 
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  The Haunted House 
.ȅ hƭƛǾƛŀ hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊΣ !ƎŜ т 

 
Once upon a time, there was a girl named Marilyn who lived in a small house with her mother 
and father. One sunny day she went outside to look for a haunted house. She started in a field, then a 
garden, then a forest. She saw a house that was crooked. She ran to it. When she got there she 
ƪƴƻŎƪŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ bƻ ƻƴŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ {ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǎŀȅΣ ά5ƛŘ you hear 
that?έ aŀǊƛƭȅƴ Ǌŀƴ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǊƻƻƳ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ ŀ ƎƻōƭƛƴΦ {ƘŜ Ǌŀƴ further into the 
house. The next door in the next room there were vampires. She hated 
vampires. She ran. The next door had ghosts. She saw them, and she screamed. She ran past 
the vampires, the goblin, and witches and out the door through the woods and back into her 
house. In the morning, she went back to the haunted house and knocked on the door. There 
stood a white cat. 
 

The End 
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Haunted Harold 
By Noelle hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊΣ !ƎŜ ф 

 
¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǳƴŎƭŜ IŀǊƻƭŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ мнΦ IƻƭŘ ƻƴ ǘƛƎƘǘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ 
SCARY. Love, Lisa Mary 
 
Beads of sweat dripped from his forehead. As he biked home, he took an unusually long look at 
the house next to his. It was in shambles from its crooked roof to its bland wood. It had always 
spooked Harold. And that time biking past he thought about the mysterious lady who had 
moved in. The air was crisp and cool. The woman who stepped out of the black Tesla looked 
ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǿƘƻ Ǉŀǎǎ ōȅ ȅƻǳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ƳŀƪŜǳǇ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ 
their ŦŀŎŜǎΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǊŜ ŀ ƎǊŀȅ ŘǊŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ Ŧƭƻǿȅ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǘŀƛƭŜŘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ 
a long look because she was quick to get in the house and never came out. Sometimes he 
wondered if she was housebound. Once again, he zoned out thinking about her and the house. 
After a second, he shook his head and continued on the way home. When he got home, he 
asked 
his mom about her. 
άaƻƳΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘȅ ǿƘƻ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƴŜȄǘ ŘƻƻǊέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ Iƛǎ ƳƻƳ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ 
ά!ƭƭ L ƪƴƻǿ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ aǎΦ wǳƎōȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ ά¢ƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ L ǿƛƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ǎƻƳŜ 
brownies ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŘƻǿƴΣέ ƳƻƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ άbƻǿΣ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ Řƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜǿƻǊƪΦέ 
Harold clomped upstairs ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ aǎΦ wǳƎōȅΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ ά²ŜƛǊŘΣέ ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 
The very next day was a Saturday so at 2:00 PM sharp he headed down to her house and 
knocked on the door. The door opened and the whitish lady stepped out. He handed her the 
brownies, speechless. 
ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 
ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ 
ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴΚέ 
Harold stepped in and, to his surprise, it was beautiful. From the chandelier to the rugs. 
ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘƻǳǎŜōƻǳƴŘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ. 
άbƻΣ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ōǊƛƎƘǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 
Then they sat down to afternoon tea, just like every day after that. You can still see the house 
standing in Cotton Hollow Preserve.  
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The Doom Clip 
by Sam Paulo 
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Scary Story 
By Mason Pomroy 

 
Oct. 22, 2025 

 
Once upon a time there was a spooky ghost and his name was the night ghost. He only comes 
ƻǳǘ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǇƻƻƪȅΦ IŜ ƭƻǾŜǎ ŎŀƴŘȅΦ IŜ ƭƛƪŜǎ ǘƻ ǎǘŜŀƭ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ŎŀƴŘȅΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ 
eats it so fast that it only takes 1 second for it to eat your candy! It hides from people. When 
nobody is looking and it is bed time for all the children, the night ghost comes out. One night 
ǿƘŜƴ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƎƘƻǎǘ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭ ƻŦ ¢ȅƭŜǊΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ IŜ ƎƻŜǎ 
into the kitchen and he steals all the candy in the house. He quickly eats it and the night ghost 
accidentally leaves crumbs and wrappers on the ground. And he leaves the house. Everyone 
ǿŀƪŜǎ ǳǇ ŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ ²ƘŜƴ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ŎƻƳŜǎ ŘƻǿƴǎǘŀƛǊǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ and there 

are so many crumbs and 
wrappers on the floor. 
Mom is not impressed. 
¢ȅƭŜǊ ǎŀȅǎΣ ά²ŜΩǊŜ Ǝƻƴƴŀ 
ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ǘƻ ŎƭŜŀƴ ǳǇΗέ 
¢ƘŜƴ 5ŀŘ ǎŀȅǎΣ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ 
someone is stealing our 
ŎŀƴŘȅΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ǎŜǘ ŀ ǘǊŀǇ ǘƻ 
ŎŀǘŎƘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴέΦ ¢ƘŜȅ 
pick up some of the 
crumbs and put it in a 
medal trap and they wait 
and hide upstairs. Then 
they go to bed and they 
hope they catch it! When 
it is morning, they go 
downstairs and they look 
at the trap. There is 
nothing in the trap but 
ǘƘŜ ŎǊǳƳōǎ ŀǊŜΧ ƎƻƴŜΗΗ 
ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘέ I 
say. Dad agrees. Dad calls 
ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ 
someone breaking into 
our house and stealing 
our candy and we tried to 
catch him but he just 
broke the trap. Can you 
help us and let everyone 
ƪƴƻǿ ƛƴ DƭŀǎǘƻƴōǳǊȅΚέ 
ά¸ŜǎΗέ {ƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ŎŀƳŜΗ 
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¢ŀƪŜƴ /ŀǇǝǾŜ 
.ȅ aŀŘŜƭƛƴŜ tǊƻǳƭȄ 

 
 L ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘΣ ǿŀƛǝƴƎ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ōŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ 
ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀŘ Ǉƭŀƴǎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻǳƎƘƴǳǘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŬŜƭŘ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ DI{ IƛƎƘ {ŎƘƻƻƭΦ L ǎŀǘ ƻƴ 
ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜǿŀƭƪΣ ǿŀƛǝƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƎŜ ōƭǳŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǇŜǊŎƘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ ŀ 
ƘƛƭƭΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǿŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ōƭƻŎƪŜŘ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ 
ŘǊƛǾŜǿŀȅΦ aȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƴŜŀǘ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŜŀƴΣ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǝŘȅ ŀƴŘ ƅƛƴŎƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀ 
ǎǇŜŎƪ ƻŦ ŘƛǊǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜǊ ŎŀƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿƻƻŘ ƅƻƻǊΦ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΣ ǿŀǎ 
ƳŜǎǎȅ ŀƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ L ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦ .ƻƻƪǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƻȅǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ƭƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ 
ǎǘŀƛǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǧŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƅƻƻǊΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ Ƴȅ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ƴŜŀǘ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀƭƭƻǿ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǊŜƳƻǘŜƭȅ ƳŜǎǎȅ ŜƴǘŜǊ ƻǳǊ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿŀǎ 
ǘƻƻ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ǎƛōƭƛƴƎǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻǳƎƘƴǳǘǎ ƛƴ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƘƻǳǎŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜŦƻǊŜΣ ǿŜ 
ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ƛƴ ŀ ŬŜƭŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴŜŀǊ ƻǳǊ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭǎƻ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΣ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ 
ƭƛǧƭŜ ŦǳƴΦ L ǎŀǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǊōΣ ǎƘǊŜŘŘƛƴƎ ŀ ƭŜŀŦ L ƘŀŘ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ŀƊŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ 
ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǾƛŜǿ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊ ŘǊƛǾŜǿŀȅΦ ά/ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜΗέ L ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ άhǾŜǊ 
ƘŜǊŜΗέ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ōŜŜƭƛƴŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ  

 άIŜƭƭƻΗέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ōǊƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ άL ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ŀǇǇƭŜ ŦǊƛǧŜǊǎΣ ǇǳƳǇƪƛƴ ǎǇƛŎŜΣ Ǿŀƴƛƭƭŀ ƎƭŀȊŜΣ 
ŀƴŘ ŎƘƻŎƻƭŀǘŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŀ ǎǿŜŀǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǎƪƛǊǘΦ {ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ǇǊŜǧȅ ōƭƻƴŘ ƘŀƛǊΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ L 
Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀŘ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ōƭŀŎƪ ƘŀƛǊΦ L ŀƳ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŀ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǎƘƛǊǘ ŀƴŘ ōƭŀŎƪ ǎƘƻǊǘǎΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƭƻƻƪ 
ƎƻƻŘ ƛƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƻΦ L ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŘƛǎŀƎǊŜŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ŀƳ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ǳƎƭȅ 
ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΦ ²Ŝ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ŬŜƭŘΣ ŀƴŘ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ŀǎƪƛƴƎΣ ά±ƛƻƭŜǘΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ōŜƛƴƎ 
ŦƻǊ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜΣ ƧǳƳǇƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǊǳƴŎƘȅ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ ƭƛǧŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜǿŀƭƪΦ  

 άhƘΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ L ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΚ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǾŀƳǇƛǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƻǎǘǳƳŜ Ƙŀǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǇŀƛƴǘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭƛǧƭŜ 
ōƛǘ ƻŦ ŦŀƪŜ ōƭƻƻŘΦ !ƭǎƻΣ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜǎǎ ƛǎ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎΗέ L ǎŀƛŘ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘƭȅΦ ¢ƻŘŀȅ ƛǎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 
IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ȅŜŀǊ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ŀƴŘ L Ǝƻ ¢ǊƛŎƪπhǊπ¢ǊŜŀǝƴƎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ  

 ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŎƻƻƭΗέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǎƪŜƭŜǘƻƴΦέ {ƘŜ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ƘŜǊ 
ǎǳƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ƴŜƻƴ ōƻƴŜǎ ǎƻ ƛǘ ƭƛƎƘǘǎ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ǎƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ Ƴŀǎƪ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǾŜǊǎ ǳǇ ƘŜǊ ǿƘƻƭŜ 
ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ŀ Ƨŀǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ƻǊ ƳƻǾŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ 
ǘƘŜ ŜƳǇǘȅ ŬŜƭŘΣ ŀƴŘΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǿŀǊƴƛƴƎΣ L ǎƴŀǘŎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōŀƎ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ŎƭǳǘŎƘŜǎΦ άIŜȅΗέ ǎƘŜ 
ǎƘǊƛŜƪŜŘ ƭƻǳŘƭȅΦ [ŀǳƎƘƛƴƎΣ L ǎǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ŬŜƭŘΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŀƎ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ Ƴȅ ŀǊƳΦ L ƎƛƎƎƭŜŘ 
ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ Ǌǳƴ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƘŜǊΣ ŀƭǎƻ ƎƛƎƎƭƛƴƎΦ L ǇƭƻǇǇŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 
ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘȅ ƎǊŀǎǎ ŀƴŘ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀƎΦ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜΣ ǿƘŜŜȊƛƴƎΣ ǎŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ L ǘƻƻƪ ƻǳǘ ŀ 
Ǿŀƴƛƭƭŀ ŘƻǳƎƘƴǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǇƻǇǇŜŘ ƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŘŜƭƛŎƛƻǳǎΦ ²Ŝ ǎŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ŜŀǝƴƎ 
ŘƻǳƎƘƴǳǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇƛƭȅ ǘƻ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǎǇŜŎǘ ƻŦ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴ ƭƻƻƳƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ƻǳǊ 
ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ ²Ŝ ǎŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻƻƭ ŀǳǘǳƳƴ ōǊŜŜȊŜΦ ¢ƘŜƴΣ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ŀ ǎǳŘŘŜƴΣ ǘƘŜ 
ǎƪȅ ǿŜƴǘ ǇƛǘŎƘ ōƭŀŎƪΦ  

! ƴƛŎŜ Ŧŀƭƭ Řŀȅ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ōƛǧŜǊ ŎƻƭŘ ǿƛƴǘŜǊΦ !ƭƭ ƻŦ ŀ ǎǳŘŘŜƴΣ ƛǘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǇƻǳǊ ōǳŎƪŜǘǎ 
ƻŦ ƛŎȅ ǎƘŜŜǘǎ ƻŦ Ǌŀƛƴ ƻƴǘƻ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ŀƴŘ LΦ ά/I!w[h¢¢9Ηέ L ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ŀǎ ƭƻǳŘ ŀǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ 
ǝƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪΦ {ǿŀȅƛƴƎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘΣ L ƎǊƻǇŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŦƻǊ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜΦ !ǘ ƭŀǎǘΣ L ŦƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊ 
ƴƻǿ ǎƻǇǇƛƴƎ ǿŜǘ ŀǊƳΦ ²Ŝ ŎƭǳƴƎ ǘƻ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΣ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǇŜǘǊƛŬŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴΣ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ŀ ǎǳŘŘŜƴΣ ǘƘŜ 
ǘƘǳƴŘŜǊ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΦ ! ŎƭŀǇ ƻŦ ǘƘǳƴŘŜǊ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ōƻƭǘ ƻŦ ƭƛƎƘǘƴƛƴƎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀōƻǾŜ ǳǎΦ .ǳǘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ 
ƭƛƎƘǘƴƛƴƎ ƛƭƭǳƳƛƴŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŬŜƭŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōǊƛŜŦ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΣ L ǎŀǿ ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ƘƛƭƭΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴΣ 
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ŀƴŘ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ Ƴŀƴǎƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ōƻŀǊŘŜŘ ǳǇ ǿƛƴŘƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ ǾƛƴŜǎ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜǎΦ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ 
ǘƻ ǎŎǊŜŀƳ ŀǎ ƭƻǳŘ ŀǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊƪ ƻŦ ƭƛƎƘǘƴƛƴƎ ƛƭƭǳƳƛƴŀǘŜŘ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ƎǊŀǾŜȅŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ 
ƘŀŘ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ƴƻǘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴǎƛƻƴΦ hƴŜ Ŭƴŀƭ ŦƻǊƪ ƻŦ ƭƛƎƘǘƴƛƴƎ ƛƭƭǳƳƛƴŀǘŜŘ 
ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ Ƴŀƴǎƛƻƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƭƭΣ ōǳǘ ŀ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƅƛŎƪŜǊŜŘ ƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƎŜ ƳŀƴǎƛƻƴΦ bŜȄǘ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΣ ǿŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ 
ŀ ƭƻǳŘ ƎǊƻŀƴ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎŎǊŜŀƳ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǾŜȅŀǊŘΦ L ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎŎǊŜŀƳ ŬǾŜ ǝƳŜǎ ƭƻǳŘŜǊΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ 
ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŜΚ !Ƴ L ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜΚ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ŎƭŀǇǇŜŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƳƻǳǘƘΣ 
ƳǳƉƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǎŎǊŜŀƳǎΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳπέ L ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΦ  

 ά{ƘǳǎƘΗ L ƘŜŀǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƻǾƛƴƎΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōŀǊƭŜȅ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ 
ǘƘŜ Ǌŀƛƴ ǇƻǳǊƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǳǎ ŀǎ ǿŜ ƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘ ƛƴǘŜƴǘƭȅΦ .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ .ŀǊŜƭȅ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀƳƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
ǘƘǳƴŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƭƛƎƘǘƴƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǊǳǎǘƭŜ ƻŦ ƭŜŀǾŜǎΦ !ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƳƻŀƴΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǝƳŜ ƳǳŎƘΣ ƳǳŎƘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ 
ǘƻ ǳǎΦ .ŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀŘ ǝƳŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǊǳƴΣ ƻǊ ŜǾŜƴ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ƳƻǾŜΣ ŀ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ǿŜǘΣ ƎǊŀȅΣ 
ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛƳȅ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŎƭƻǎŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƴȅ ƴŜŎƪΦ 

L ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŎǊŜŀƳΣ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ L ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ǇŀǊŀƭȅȊŜŘ ōȅ ǎƘƻŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŀǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ Ǉǳǘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ 
ǘƻ ŎƻǾŜǊ Ƴȅ ƳƻǳǘƘΣ ōǳǘ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƛǘǎ ƻǿƴΦ ¢ǿƻ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƎǊƛǇǇŜŘ Ƴȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ 
ƴŜŎƪΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŎƭƻǎŜƭȅ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ƅƻŀǝƴƎ 
ƛƴ ƳƛŘŀƛǊΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻ ōƻŘȅ ƻǊ ŀǊƳΦ L ǘƘǊŀǎƘŜŘ ƛƴ ǿƘƻŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŀǊƳǎ ōŜƭƻƴƎŜŘ ǘƻΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǎǳǊƭȅ ƴƻǘ 
ŀ ƘǳƳŀƴΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŀǊƳǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƎǊŀȅ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛƳȅΦ ¢ƘŜƴ L ǎŀǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ǎǘŀƛƴǎ ŀƭƭ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ 
Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳΦ L ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜΦ L ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŀǊŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǝƎƘǘ ƎǊƛǇ ƻƴ 
Ƴȅ ƴŜŎƪΣ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǊŜŀƭƛȊƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻŘȅ ǿŀǎ ŘǊŀƎƎƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǿƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ 
ƘŜŀŘŜŘΦ L ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ǳǇΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƛǇ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ǝƎƘǘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƴŜŎƪΦ ά[Ŝǘ ƘŜǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦέ {ŀƛŘ ŀ ŎƻƭŘ 
ǊŀǎǇȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀǊƳǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳȅǎǘŜǊȅ Ƴŀƴ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜŘ ƳŜΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ 
ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ƎŀǎǇƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ  

άYŜŜǇ ƳƻǾƛƴƎΦέ {ŀƛŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ ŘŜŜǇŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ǊŀǎǇƛŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜΦ IŜ 
ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ƳŜΣ ƘŀǊŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪΦ ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ L ƻōŜŘƛŜƴǘƭȅ ǿŀƭƪŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ ŦƻƎ 
ƘŀŘ ŘǊƛƊŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΦ CƻǊŎƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭƭŜŘ ōȅ ǎƻƳŜ ǳƴƪƴƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǳƴǎŜŜƴ ŦƻǊŎŜΦ 
Lǘ ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōƻŘȅΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ 
ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΚΗ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ CƻǊ ŀƭƭ L ƪƴƻǿΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ 
ŦŜǊƻŎƛƻǳǎ ǎǘƻǊƳΣ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜΣ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ƛǘΣ 
ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƻƎ ŘǊƛƊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŎŀƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ 
Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ ōƭƛǎǎŦǳƭƭȅ ŎƭŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǿŜƭƭΧέ ¢ƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ŘŜŜǇ ŀƴŘ ǊŀǎǇƛŜǎǘ ǾƻƛŎŜ 
ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŦŜŜǘ ŀƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ƳŜΦ ά{ƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ōƭƻŎƪ ƻǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭ 
ƳŀƎƛŎΦ ¢ƘƛǎΧ ƛǎ ƘƛƎƘƭȅ ǳƴǳǎǳŀƭΦέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ƴƻǘ ŀƴȅ ǘǊŀŎŜ ƻŦ ŀƴƎŜǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ Iƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ Lǘ 
ǿŀǎ ǇŀƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƎƘƻǎǘƭȅΦ Lƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘΦ Iƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ 
ƛƴ ōƭƻƻŘΣ ōǳǘ ŘǊƛŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜŀƭ ōƭƻƻŘΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘƭȅ Ǝƭƻǿ ŎƛǊŎƭƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ 
ōƻŘȅ ƛƴ ǊŀƎƎŜŘ Ǉŀƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǊƛǇǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǊƴ ¢π{ƘƛǊǘΦ bƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǳƴǝƭ 
ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƅƻŀǝƴƎΗ IŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ Ƙƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƳŜΚ ! 
ǉǳƛŜǘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ ά[ŜǘΩǎ Ǉǳǘ ȅƻǳ ƻƴ ŀ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǎǘǊƻƴƎŜǊ ǎǇŜƭƭΦέ !ƴ ŜǾƛƭ ƎǊƛƴ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ 
ŀŎǊƻǎǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜƴ ŘƻŘƎŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ 
ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ƳƻǾŜ ƻǊ ŜǾŜƴ ǎŎǊŜŀƳΣ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ǊŜŘ ōŜŀƳ ƻŦ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƘŜǊ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀǊǘΦ 

9ǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻǊ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƻǊ ǿƻǊǊȅ ǿŀǎ ǿƛǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ōǊŀƛƴ 
ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜƭȅ ŜŎƘƻŜȅ ŀƴŘ ŜƳǇǘȅΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ǎŜƴǎŀǝƻƴΦ {ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŬƎƘǘ 
ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ ǎǇŜƭƭ ǿƛǇŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎƴŜǎǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΦ  
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{ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀǿŀǊŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǘƻŜǎ ŘǊŀƎƎƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ 
ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǇƻǳǊƛƴƎ ƛŎȅ ōǳŎƪŜǘǎ ƻƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ {ƘŜ ǎƘƛǾŜǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘ ōǊƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƘŜǊ 
ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƪƛŘƴŀǇǇŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘΣ ǿƛǘƘ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ 
ƴƻǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŜŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ Ǝǳȅ ƘŀŘ Ǉǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ǎǇŜƭƭ ƻƴ ƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ 
ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǎ ƴŀǊǊƻǿƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘΦ {ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴǎƛƻƴ 
ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŜǾŜǊΦ Lƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƴŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ tŀƴƛŎ ŎƻǳǊǎŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƳŜΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
ŎƭƻǎŜ Ƴȅ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƻǊ ƳƻǾŜ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ !ǎ ƛŦ L ŘŀǊŜŘ ǘƻΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǎǇŜƭƭ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƻũ ǎƻƻƴΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŬǊǎǘ 
Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ ά.Ŝǎǘ ǊŜŦǊŜǎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŜƭƭΦέ  

 άhƘΣ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŬƴŜΦ bƻǘ ƳƻǾƛƴƎΣ ƛǎ ǎƘŜΚέ ¢ƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ 
ŀǳŘƛōƭŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǳƴŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƭƛƎƘǘƴƛƴƎΦ  
 ά²ŜƭƭΣ LΩƳ ǎǝƭƭ ŎƘŜŎƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŘŜŬŀƴǘƭȅΦ L ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǎ 
ǝƎƘǘƭȅ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎƻΦ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǇǎŜ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ƳŜΣ ƛǘǎ ǊŀƎƎŜŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ǿŀǎ ǇǳǘǊƛŘ ƻƴ 
Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΣ ŀǎ L ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ƻŘƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƻōŀŎŎƻ ŀƴŘ ōŀŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ƻƴŎŜ ƘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƳŜΦ L ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ 
ŎƻǊǇǎŜǎΩ ŬƴƎŜǊǎ ǘƻǳŎƘ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŦŜƭǘ ǿŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛƳȅΦ IŜ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜƭƛŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ L 
ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƻǇŜƴ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǿŀȅΦ IŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ŬǊƳ ƎǊƛǇ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜƭƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǳǇǿŀǊŘ 
ǘƻ ǎŜŜ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜōŀƭƭΦ L ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƎǳȅǎΩ ŦŀŎŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ŀƴŘ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘŜŘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ 
Ƴȅ ŜȅŜ ƻƴŜ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ōƛǘΣ ōǳǘ ƪŜǇǘ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ !ǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅΣ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ǿŀǎ ǎǝƭƭ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŀ 
ǎǇŜƭƭΦ 9ǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΧǎǇŜƭƭǎ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭΣ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΚ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŜƴ 
ǘƘŜ ōŜŀƳ ƻŦ ƭƛƎƘǘ Ƙƛǘ ƳŜΦ ά{ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ǎǝƭƭ ōŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǇŜƭƭΦέ ¢ƘŜ Ǝǳȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ 
ƳŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIƻǿ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŬǊǎǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴǎΩ ŦŀŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 
ǿƻǊŘ άǎǇŜƭƭέ ŀƎŀƛƴΗ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƳŀƎƛŎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΚ  

 άbƻǘ ǾŜǊȅ ƳǳŎƘΦ {ƘŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜŀƪΣ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ǎǝƭƭ ƘǳƳŀƴΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŬǊǎǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ 
ǎŀƛŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

 ά¢ƘŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ƻƴŎŜ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ŘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΣ ǎƘŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊƛƭȅ ƘǳƳŀƴ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ 
ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀŘŘƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŜǾƛƭ ŎŀŎƪƭŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƘƻǊǊƛōƭŜ ǎƻǳƴŘΦ ά¦ƳΧǊƛƎƘǘΦέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ 
ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŜƳōŀǊǊŀǎǎŜŘΣ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ {ŜŎƻƴŘ Ǝǳȅ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ 
ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŜΚ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ǇŀƴƛŎ ƴƻǿ ǎǘŀǊǝƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘǎ ǘǳǊƴ ƻƴ ƳŜΦ L 
ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŬƴŘ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ŜǎŎŀǇŜΦ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŜƭƭΣ ƻǊ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎΣ ƪŜǇǘ ƳŜ 
ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŘǊƛƊ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΣ ŘǊŜŀƳƭƛƪŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŜƭƭ ǿŀǎ ǎǝƭƭ ōƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŬǊǎǘ 
ǎǘŜǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŬƴŘƛƴƎ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƻǇŜƴ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ǌƛǎƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ Ǉǳǘ 
ƳŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŀƴ ŜƴŎƘŀƴǘƳŜƴǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  

 ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƻǳǊ ƳŀǎǘŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƧƻƪŜǎΣ aŜǊǊƛǘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŬǊǎǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ 
ǎŀƛŘΦ   
 ά¸ŜǎΦ ¸ŜǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ aŀƭǾƻƭƛƻΦέ aŜǊǊƛǘ ǎŀƛŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭƭȅ ƻƴŜΣ 
ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƻǳǘŎŀǎǘΦ YƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŎƻƳƛŎ ǊŜƭƛŜŦ ƛƴ ŀ ōƻƻƪΦ  .ǳǘΧ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƴŀƳŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ 
ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ōŀŘ ƎǳȅǎΩ ƴŀƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƭƻǿ ŎǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŀ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ŘƻƻǊ ǿŀǎ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ 
ǇƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ Ǌŀƛƴ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅΦ  

 ά¢ŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘǳƴƎŜƻƴǎΦέ aŀƭǾƻƭƛƻ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƘŜΩƭƭ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ {ǘŀƴŘ ƎǳŀǊŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 
ŘƻƻǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŎŜ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ŀǿŀƪŜΣ ǘŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻǎǎΦέ 

 ά¸ŜǎΣ ǎƛǊΦέ aŜǊǊƛǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƭƛƎƘǘ ǘǊŜƳōƭŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ tǳǊŜ ǘŜǊǊƻǊ ŎȅŎƭŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƳŜΣ ŀǎ 
ǘƘŜ ŜƴŎƘŀƴǘƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ǿŀǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƳŜ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ƅƻŀǘ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ 
ƛƴŎƘŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŘǊƛƊ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘǳƴƎŜƻƴǎΣ ƭƛƪŜ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŀƛǊȅ ǘŀƭŜ 



93 

 

ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƘŜǊƻ ƎŜǘǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘǳƴƎŜƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜǎ ǘƻ ŜǎŎŀǇŜΦ bƻǘ ŘŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƻǇŜƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΣ 
ŘǳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ aŜǊǊƛǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ Ǉǳǘ ƳŜ ƻƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǇŜƭƭΦ  

¢ǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ŀǎƛŘŜ Ƴȅ ǇŀƴƛŎΣ L Ǌŀƴ ƻǾŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 
ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ƭƛǧƭŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǎŜƴǎŜΦ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ŀƴŘ L ǿŜǊŜ ǎƛǩƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŬŜƭŘΣ ǿƘŜƴ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ 
ǿŜƴǘ ǇƛǘŎƘ ōƭŀŎƪΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƭƛƎƘǝƴƎ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ǿŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ƴƻƛǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǾŜȅŀǊŘΣ ŀƴŘΣ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ŀ 
ƳƛƴǳǘŜ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƴŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǳǎ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƘƛƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƘŀŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ŀ ǎǇŜƭƭ ƻƴ ƳŜΣ ōǳǘ 
ŦŀƛƭŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ L ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜέ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴΣ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ Ǉǳǘ ƳŜ ƻƴ 
ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǇŜƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎŦǳƭΦ L ǿŀǎ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ ǳƴǝƭ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎǘƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ 
ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ƳŜ ƛƴ ŀ ŘǳƴƎŜƻƴΦ  

²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎǳƳǎ ƛǘ ǳǇΦ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƛƎƴƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƴƛŎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ 
ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘΦ bƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŀŘŜ ŀƴȅ ǎŜƴǎŜΗ Iƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀ ǎǇŜƭƭ Ǉǳǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΚ 
²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅ ǘǳǊƴ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ōƭŀŎƪΚ ²ŀǎ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƛƴƪŜŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 
IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΚ {ƻƻƴΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ƭƻǎǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎΣ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ŎƭŀƴƎ ƻŦ ƳŜǘŀƭ ōŀǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŀƎƛŎ 
ǘƘǊǳǎǘ ƳŜ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΣ ŀƴŘ L ƻǇŜƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ŀ ǝƴȅ ŦǊŀŎǝƻƴΦ aŜǊǊƛǘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ŎƭǳǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŀ ǎǘŀũΣ ǘƘŀǘ 
ƘŀŘ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǊŜŘ ƎŜƳ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜΣ ōǳǘ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŀǊƪƛƴƎǎ 
ǘƘŀǘ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƻǳǘΦ Lƴ ƻƴŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘΣ ƘŜ ǘƘǊǳǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǝŎƪ ǳǇǿŀǊŘΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ 
ŀ ƭƻǳŘ .!bDΗ ¢ƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ǇǳƴŎǘǳǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ƳŀƴǎƛƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǝƳŜ ŦǊŜŜƛƴƎ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ŦǊƻƳ 
ǘƘŜ ōƻƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘŜǊ ƅƻŀǘΦ L ŦŜƭƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ǎǘŀōōƛƴƎ Ǉŀƛƴ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ 
ǎǳǊŜƭȅ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀ ōǊǳƛǎŜ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅΦ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊǎ ǎƭŀƳ ǎƘǳǘ ŀǎ L ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ 
ǘƘŜ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘ Ǉƻǎƛǝƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ƛƴΦ IŜǊ ōƻŘȅ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǝũ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǊŘ 
ƛƳǇŀŎǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘΣ ƘŀǊŘ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƅƻƻǊΦ L ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ǳǇΣ ǿƛƴŎƛƴƎΦ  

ά±ƛƻƭŜǘΚ Lǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΚέ {ŀƛŘ ŀ ǉǳƛŜǘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƻǾŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊΦ CƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ 
ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ ǘƘƛŎƪ ōƭƻƴŘ ƘŀƛǊΣ ǎƘƛƳƳŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŀƳƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ 
ƭƛƎƘǘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ǘƻǊŎƘ ōǊŀŎƪŜǘ ƘǳƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ǿŀƭƭΦ  

ά¸ŜǎΗ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƻƪŀȅΚέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊΣ ƛƎƴƻǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǊŜ ǎǇƻǘǎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƪƴŜŜǎ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ 
ǊŀƴΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀǧŜǊŜŘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΦ [ƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΣ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ 
/ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘΦ IŜǊ ǎƘƛǊǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƻǊƴΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ƎŀǇƛƴƎ ǿƘƻƭŜΦ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎƻŀƪŜŘ 
ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǎƪƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƘŀƪŜƴΣ ōǳǘ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ŀǎǎǳƳŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ǘƻ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ 
ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘŀǊǝƴƎ ǘƻ ǳƴǎǝŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ǎƪƛƴΣ ŀƴŘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ 
ōŜƛƴƎ ǎǳŎƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ 
ŘǊƻǇƭŜǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƅƻŀǝƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƪƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ǎǳǎǇŜƴŘŜŘ ƛƴ ƳƛŘŀƛǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 
ŜǾŀǇƻǊŀǝƴƎ ƛƴ ƳƛŘŀƛǊΦ {ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘŜǎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǎƪƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƘƻƭŜǎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ Ǉŀƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ 
ǎƘƛǊǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŜŀƭƛƴƎΦ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǎ Ƴȅ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ƘŜŀƭŜŘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǾŜǊȅ 
ŜȅŜǎΦ ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǘƘ ŦǊƻȊŜƴΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎΦ  

άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƛǘΚέ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƘŀƭŦ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΣ ƘŀƭŦ ŀƳŀȊŜŘΦ  

άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ǉǳŜǎǝƻƴǎ ōƭƻƻƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǿƛƭŘŬǊŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ 
ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ǇƻǿŜǊΣ ƻǊ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǿŀǊŜ ƻŦΦ  

ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƳŜΚέ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǇƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ !ƊŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ ǎƘŜ ǎƻŀƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ 
ǎƘƛǾŜǊƛƴƎΦ ά 

άLΩƭƭ ǘǊȅΦ .ǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ǿƻǊƪΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ L ŘǊƛŜŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
ŬǊǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǊŜƭǳŎǘŀƴǘƭȅΣ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǝƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘ ƘŜǊΦ {ƻΣ ǎƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ 
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ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜŘ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ǿŀǊƳΣ ƘŜǊ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘŜǎ ƘŜŀƭŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ŘǊƛŜŘΦ ! {ǳǊƎŜ ƻŦ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ 
Ǝǳǎǘ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŘ ǎƻŀǊŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ Lǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǿƛǎǇǎ ƻŦ ƛŎŜΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ƛƴ ǿƛƴŘ ŦƻǊƳΦ ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ 
ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ŘƻƛƴƎΣ L ŦƻŎǳǎŜŘ ƻƴ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǘǎǘǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ŘƛŘ ǘƘƛǎ 
ŜǾŜǊȅ ŘŀȅΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛŎƪΦ !ǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿŀƛǝƴƎ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǿƛǎǇȅ ǎǘǊŜŀƳ ƻŦ ƭƛƎƘǘ ōƭǳŜ 
ƅŀǧŜƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ƭƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǇŜŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻǾŜǊ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜǎΩ ƘŜŀǊǘΦ L ǿƛǘƘŘǊŜǿ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘΣ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ 
ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ {ǳǊŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ 
/ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜǎΩ ōƻŘȅ ǿŀǎ ƘŜŀƭŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ L ǊŜƭŀȄŜŘΣ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ǿƻǊƪŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ŀƭǎƻ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ  

ά²ƻǿΧέ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀǿŜ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŜǘƴŜǎǎ ŘǊȅ ƻũ ƘŜǊ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΦ ά±ƛƻƭŜǘΗέ 
{ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ ά[ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎΗ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ōƭǳŜΦέ  

ά²ƘŀǘΚΗέ L ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀƭŀǊƳΣ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ǊŜƅŜŎǝƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǊƎŜ ǇǳŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ 
ǿŀǘŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƅƻƻǊΦ {ǳǊŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƛŎȅ ōƭǳŜΣ ǿŀȅ ŘƛũŜǊŜƴǘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜǊ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊ ǎƘŀŘŜ ƻŦ 
ƭƛƎƘǘ ōǊƻǿƴΦ άLπέ .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ŎƭŀƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aŜǘŀƭ ōŀǊǎ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 
ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǳŘ .!bDΗ  

ά¢ƘŜ ƭƻǊŘ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳΦέ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΣ ōǳǘ ŎƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ 
ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ŘƛŘΦ {ƘŜ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ǝƴȅ ǎǉǳŜŀƪ ƻŦ ŦŜŀǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ 
ǿŀǎ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ŀ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ǎǘŀũ ǘƻΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŘƛũŜǊŜƴǘ ŘŜǎƛƎƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǇǳǊǇƭŜ ƎŜƳ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇΦ .ŜŦƻǊŜ 
ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǾŜ ŀ ƳǳǎŎƭŜΣ ƘŜ ǎǿǳƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀũ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƭŀǎƘƛƴƎ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ 
ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ŀ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ƎƭǳŜŘ ǎƘǳǘΦ {ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǇŀǊǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴƭȅ ŀŎƘƛŜǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ 
ǊŜǎǳƭǘ ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘ ōƭƻǎǎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ άCƻƭƭƻǿ ƳŜΦέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǊƻǳƎƘƭȅΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ 
ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜǿŀȅΦ άLŦ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ Ŧŀƭƭǎ ōŜƘƛƴŘΣ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ŎǳǊǎŜ ȅƻǳΦέ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ 
ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ Ƙƛƴǘ ƻŦ ǊŜƳƻǊǎŜΣ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŎƭŀƳōŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƘƛƳΦ  

²Ŝ Ǌŀƴ ŀƊŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ ƳŀƴΣ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǳǇΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴǎƛƻƴ ǿŀƭƭǎ ǿŜǊŜ 
ǿƻƻŘŜƴΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǇƻǊǘǊŀƛǘǎ ƻŦ ŘƛǎǘǳǊōƛƴƎ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ŜƴŘǳǊƛƴƎ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŀƎƻƴȅΦ ²Ŝ 
ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙŀƭƭǿŀȅ ŀƊŜǊ ƘŀƭƭǿŀȅΣ ǇŀǎǎƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘǳǎƘŜŘ 
ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǝƻƴǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀƴ ƻǇŜƴ ŎǊŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ hƴŎŜ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎƎŜǎǘ Ƙŀƭƭǿŀȅ 
ȅŜǘ ǎƻ ŦŀǊΣ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǘǊŀŎƪǎ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ŀƴŘ L ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ 
ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ǘǊŀŎƪǎΣ ǇŜǘǊƛŬŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƴŜȄǘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ǿŀƭƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘǿƻ 
ŘƻǳōƭŜ ŘƻƻǊǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ŀǿŦǳƭ Ŭƴŀƭƛǘȅ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǿƘŜǊŜΣ 
ǎǳǊŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǿƻ ƭŀǊƎŜ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ŘƻƻǊǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ Ƙŀǎ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΦ 
!ƴŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣ LΩƳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŜǇ ƛƴΦέ IŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ŀǎ ŀƴ 
ŀƊŜǊǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ L ƻǇŜƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǘƻ ǊŜǘƻǊǘΦ ²Ƙƻ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ Ǝǳȅ ǘƻ ōŜ ōƻǎǎƛƴƎ ǳǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΚ .ǳǘ 
ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊΣ L ŎŀǳƎƘǘ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜΩǎ ŜȅŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǝƴƛŜǎǘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǝƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƘŀƪŜǎΦ  

άCƛƴŜΗέ L ǎǇŀǘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ ²ƘŜƴ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀƭƪŜŘ Ǉŀǎǘ ƘƛƳΣ ƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ŀ Ŏƭƻŀƪ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ 
ƘŜŀŘΣ ǎƻ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ bƻǿΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ ǎŜŜ Ƙƛǎ 
ŦŀŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǝƳŜΦ hƴƭȅ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ  

²Ŝ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻǳōƭŜ ŘƻƻǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ƛǘ ƻǇŜƴΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƻǳŘ ŎǊŜŀƪ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƛǘǎ 
ƘƛƴƎŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƭŀǊƎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƛƭƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƘƛƎƘΦ ! ǇŀƛƴǝƴƎ ƻŦ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ǎƪǳƭƭ ǿŀǎ ƘǳƴƎ 
ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ŘŜǎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƘŀƛǊΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƘƛƎƘΣ ŎƻƭŘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘƛƳƭȅ ƭƛǘ ǊƻƻƳΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ 
ŎƻƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎǳƳƳƻƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŀƴǎƛƻƴΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ǝƳŜ ǘƻ ōŜƎƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǊŀƴǎŦƻǊƳŀǝƻƴΦέ ¢ƘŜ 
ŬƎǳǊŜǎΩ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊ ǿŀǎ ŦŀŎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻǇǇƻǎƛǘŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǝƻƴΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅ ŀƴŘ ŦŀŎŜ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ 
ǘƻ ǎŜŜΦ .ǳǘ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƛǊǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ 
ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƴŜŎƪ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǳǇΦ  
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ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΣ ǘǊŀƴǎŦƻǊƳŀǝƻƴΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀƎƎǊŜǎǎƛǾŜƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊǎΩ ŘƛǊŜŎǝƻƴΣ 
ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƛŎȅ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŘ ŎƻǳǊǎŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ !ƴƎŜǊ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōǳōōƭŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƳŜΣ 
ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ōƻƛƭƛƴƎ Ǉƻǘ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ƻǾŜǊƅƻǿΦ {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ǘƘŜ ƛŎȅ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ 
ŬƴƎŜǊǝǇǎΣ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǾŜǊȅ ƘŜŀǊǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ƛŎȅ ƧŜǘ ƻŦ ǿŀǘŜǊ 
ǇƻǳǊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴ ŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊΣ ōǳǘ ƘƛǩƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƪǳƭƭ ǇŀƛƴǝƴƎ 
ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ ƛǘǎ ŦƻǊŜƘŜŀŘΦ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ƳƻŀƴŜŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƳŜΣ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ƘŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƴŜ 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŘǊŜŀŘŦǳƭΦ !ǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜƴ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǿŜƭƭΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ŎŀǎŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎŀƭƳΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ 
±ƛƻƭŜǘ ŦŜŜƭ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƭŀǊƳŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΧŎŀƴ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǳǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǇƻǿŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǳǎŜŦǳƭ 
ǿŜŀǇƻƴ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ Ƨƻƛƴ Ƴȅ ŀǊƳȅΦέ aƻǊŜ ǿƘƛǘπƘƻǘ ŀƴƎŜǊ ǎǳǊƎŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ±ƛƻƭŜǘΦ  

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΣ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅΣ ōȅ ƧƻƛƴƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƻπŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀǊƳȅΚέ L ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ 
ǉǳƛǘŜ ǳƴƭƛƪŜ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŀǿŦǳƭ ŘŜŀŘƭȅ ŎŀƭƳ ŀǎ ǿƘƻŜǾŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ 
ȅƻǳ ǘǳǊƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǎ ǿƘƻ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΚέ L ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘ ŀǎ ŀƴ ŀƊŜǊǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ  

ά¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ƳŜΚέ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΣ άCƛƴŜΦ L ǿƛƭƭΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ŦŀŎŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 
IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ Ƙƛƴǘ ƻŦ ŜǾƛƭ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ 
ŀ ǎƭƻǿ ŎǊŜŀƪΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŜŎƘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪ ǊƻƻƳ ŀǎ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ƎŀǾŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǝƴȅ ǿƘƛƳǇŜǊΦ 
.ǳǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴΦ bƻ ƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ŜƴǝǊŜ 
ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ŦŀŎŜ ǎƻ ƘƻǊǊƛōƭŜΣ ǎƻ ƴƻǘ ƘǳƳŀƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜǊ ŜȄƛǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ  

aŜ ŀƴŘ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ōƻǘƘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭǳƴƎǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ƅŀǧŜƴŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ 
ōƭƻƻŘ ŀƭƭ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƘǳƎŜ ŎƘǳƴƪǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻǊƴ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ 
ǘǊǳƭȅ ƘƻǊǊƛōƭŜ ǎƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ŀƴŘ L Ǌŀƴ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ L ǎŀǿ ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ǎǘŀũΣ 
ǉǳƛǘŜ ǳƴƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ ƻƴŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ǎƻ ŦŀǊΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭƭŜǎǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ 
ǇŜŎǳƭƛŀǊ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ŘƛũŜǊŜƴǘ ŎƻƭƻǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǝƴȅ ƎŜƳ ƘŀŘ ǊŜŘΣ 
ǇǳǊǇƭŜΣ ƛŎŜ ōƭǳŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŀŎǘ ŎƻƭƻǊ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΣ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ŀ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ 
ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ ά{ǘƻǇ ǘƘŜƳΗέ ¢ƘŜ ŬƎǳǊŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻǿ ǾƛǎƛōƭŜ ŎƘŀƛǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ōƻƭǘŜŘ 
ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ōƭƻǿƴ ƻǇŜƴΦ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ŀƴŘ L Ǌŀƴ ŦŀǎǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǿŜ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ƻǳǊ ǿƘƻƭŜ 
ŜƴǝǊŜ ƭƛŦŜΣ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ƭƻƴƎ ŘŀǊƪ ƘŀƭƭǿŀȅǎΣ ǎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƭŀƳǇǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŘŀǊƪΣ ǿƛǘƘ 
ŀƴ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴŀƭ ōƻŘȅ ƘǳǊǘƭƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǊƻƻƳǎΣ ǎƘƻǳǝƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ǘƘŀǘ L 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀǎŜ ǇŀǊǘȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǿ ŎƘŀǎƛƴƎ ŀƊŜǊ ǳǎΣ 
ǎƘƻƻǝƴƎ ƧŜǘǎ ƻŦ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŀǘ ǳǎΦ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ŘƻƴŜ ŦƻǊΣ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƅŀǎƘ ƻŦ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ƳŜ ōȅ 
ƛƴŎƘŜǎ ŀǎ L Ǌŀƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ȅŜǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƭƭǿŀȅΦ .ǳǘΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ ƴƻǘ Ŧǳƭƭȅ ŀǿŀǊŜ ƻŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ 
ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ L ǎǳƳƳƻƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘ ōǊŜŜȊŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭŘ ƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘΦ Lǘ ƎƭƻǿŜŘ ŀƴ ƛŎȅ ōƭǳŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿƘƛǇǇŜŘ 
ƛǘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƻ ƛǘ ŦŀŎŜŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ŀƴŘ LΦ ! ǎƘŀǊŘ ƻŦ ƛŎŜ ǇƻǳǊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ 
ŀ ǿŀƭƭ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǿ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ŎǊƻǿŘ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ŀƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǘŀũǎ ƻŦ ŘƛũŜǊŜƴǘ ŎƻƭƻǊǎΣ Ǝƻǘ 
ōƭƻŎƪŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŎƘŀǎƛƴƎ ŀƊŜǊ ǳǎΦ ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǇŀǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎŀǘŎƘ ƻǳǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘΣ ǿŜ ƪŜǇǘ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ 
ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǳƴǝƭ ǿŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ǊƻƻƳ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘǎ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƧŀǊ ŀƴŘ ƳƛǊŀŎǳƭƻǳǎƭȅ ŜƳǇǘȅΦ 

ά/ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜΗ hǾŜǊ ƘŜǊŜΗέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǳǊƎŜƴǘƭȅ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ L ŘŀǎƘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΣ ƳƻǝƻƴƛƴƎ 
ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƳŜΦ L ǎƭŀƳƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǎƘǳǘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǳǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛƴ ǘƻ Ƙƻƻƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
ŘƻƻǊ ǎƻ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ƛƴΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΚ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ōŜǿƛƭŘŜǊŜŘΦ ²Ŝ ǎŀǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΣ 
ƎŀǎǇƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŀǎ ǿŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƳǇŜŘŜ ƻŦ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǎǘŀũǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ L ǎŀǿ ǘƘŀǘ 
ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǿŀǎ ŘŀƳǇ ŀƴŘ ŘŀǊƪΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ƅƻƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƘƛƎƘƭȅ ŘƛǊǘȅΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ƘŀŘ ŀ 
ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ƎƭƻǿΣ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŜŀŘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǊƻƻƳΦ wŜǎƛǎǝƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǳǊƎŜ ǘƻ ƛƴǾŜǎǝƎŀǘŜΣ 
L ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇΦ CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŦƻƻǘǎǘŜǇǎ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀƴƪŦǳƭƭȅ ǘƘŜȅ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ 
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ƛƴǾŜǎǝƎŀǝƻƴΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΚ ²Ƙȅ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭƭ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǎǘŀũǎΚέ L Ŭƴŀƭƭȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƊŜǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǿƘŜƴ 
ƻǳǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀŘ ǎƭƻǿŜŘ ŘƻǿƴΦ  

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǳǊŜΣέ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ƛǘ ƻƴ ǳǎ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƧŜǘǎ 
ƻŦ ƭƛƎƘǘǎΚ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǘ ǳǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦέ {ƘŜ ŬƴƛǎƘŜŘΦ 

ά.ǳǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŜŀƴǎΚ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƳŀƎƛŎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǊƭŘΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘƭȅΦ ά!ƴŘ 
L Ŏŀƴ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳ ƛǘΗέ  ¢Ƙƛǎ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŀǇǇŜŀǊΦ 
¢ƘŜ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ƻǾŜǊǿƘŜƭƳƛƴƎ ƘŜǊΣ ǳƴǝƭ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ƳǳǧŜǊŜŘΣ  

άLΧŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ƛŘŜŀ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ƛǘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŀǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƭǳƴŀǝŎǎ ǿŜǊŜ 
ǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇƻǿŜǊǎ ŦƻǊΗ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ǳǎΦ !ƴŘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΣ ƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŜǾŜƴ ǇǊƻƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ 
ƳŀƎƛŎ ŜȄƛǎǘǎΚέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŬŜǊŎŜƭȅ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ  

ά¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǘƘŜƴΚ ¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ǳǎΚ Lƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ 
ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƳŀƎƛŎ ǘƻ ǊƛǾŀƭ ǘƘŜƛǊǎΗ ²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴƻǘ ǳǎŜ Ƴȅ ǇƻǿŜǊΗ LǘΩǎ 
ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ŀŘǾŀƴǘŀƎŜΗέ L ǎŀƛŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ŬŜǊŎŜƭȅ ŀǎ ƘŜǊΦ ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǿŀǊƴƛƴƎΣ ŀ ǇǳǊǇƭŜ Ƴƛǎǘ ƎƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ 
ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǘƻ ŀǊƎǳŜΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇǳǊǇƭŜ Ƴƛǎǘ ǿŀǎ 
ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƛŎŜ ƧŜǘ ƘŀŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊǎΦ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛŘŜƴŜŘ ƛƴ 
ƘƻǊǊƻǊ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦ .ǳǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜ ǇǳǊǇƭŜ 
Ƴƛǎǘ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŘǊƻǿǎȅΣ ǳƴŎƻƴǘǊƻƭƭŀōƭŜ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴŜǎǎ ŎƭƻƎƎŜŘ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ ǳǇΦ .ŜŦƻǊŜ 
L ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘΣ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǎǿŀȅƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŦŜƭƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ  

aȅ ŜȅŜǎ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƅǳǧŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀǘ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜΩǎ ǇŀƭŜ ŦŀŎŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ 
ŀōƻǾŜ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΚέ L ǎŀƛŘ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΣ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǳǇΦ  

ά¸ƻǳΧ ȅƻǳ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ŦŜƭƭ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƭƭŀǇǎŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǳǊǇƭŜ Ƴƛǎǘ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ L 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘŀƪƛƭȅΦ  

ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ŀǿŀƪŜΚέ L ŎƭŀǊƛŬŜŘ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘƭȅΦ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ ƛƴ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜΦ .ǳǘ 
ǘƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǇǳǊǇƭŜΗέ L ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ƛƴ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŜŀƴ 
ǘƘŀǘ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ŀƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜǎŎŀǇŜΗ ¢ƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎƴŜŀƪ ƻǳǘ ƻƴŎŜ ǿŜ ŬƎǳǊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜǊ 
ǇƻǿŜǊ ǿŀǎΦ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀƭŀǊƳŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ƳŜΦ  

άLǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ L ƎŜǘ ǿƘŜƴ L ŘƛŘ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŘΣ ƛǘ ŦŜŜƭǎ ƭƛƪŜ LΩƳ ƭŜǩƴƎ 
ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƪŜǇǘ ƛƴ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŦƻǊ ŀƎŜǎΦ [ƛƪŜ LΩƳ ƭŜǩƴƎ Ǝƻ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ ƭƛƪŜ LΩƳ ǳǎƛƴƎ 
ŜƴŜǊƎȅΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎ ŀƴŘ ŀŦǊŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ 
ŀƭƭ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ Ƴŀƴǎƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƎǊƻǎǎ ǇŀƛƴǝƴƎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎπέ .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ōȅ 
ǘƘŜ ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀŎƪ ƛƴ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŎƭƻǎŜǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǇǳƭǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ 
ŎǊŀŎƪƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƭƛƎƘǘƴƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜƴΣ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ŀ ǎǳŘŘŜƴΣ ǘƘŜ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ƭƛƎƘǘ ōǳǊǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ 
ƭƛǧƭŜ ƅŀƳŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŀƴŎŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΣ ƭƛƪŜ ƭƛǧƭŜ ƅƛŜǎ ōǳȊȊƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ 
ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ±ƛƻƭŜǘǎΩ ŜȅŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŀǇƛŘƭȅ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ŀƴ ŀǊŎƘǿŀȅΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƻǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ 
ŘƛũŜǊŜƴǘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƭŀȄȅ ǎƭƛƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘƻǊŜǎ ǎŜƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƻƭƻǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǿƛǊƭƛƴƎΣ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǘǊŀƴǎǇŀǊŜƴǘ ƎƘƻǎǘΣ 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǝƭƭ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǳǘƭƛƴŜ ƻŦ ŀ ŘƻƻǊΦ !ƭƭ ƻŦ ŀ ǎǳŘŘŜƴΣ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƴƻǿƘŜǊŜΣ L ŦŜƭǘ ŀ ǘǳƎ ƛƴ 
Ƴȅ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŎŀǳǎŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ōŜǘǊŀȅ ƎǊŀǾƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ŘǊƛǾŜƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǊǘŀƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ L 
ǎŀǿ ǿŀǎ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ƻũ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ŘǊŀƎƎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǊǘŀƭ ŀǎ L Ǝƻǘ ŎƻƴǎǳƳŜŘ ƛƴ 
ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǊƭ ƻŦ ŎƻƭƻǊǎ ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ƳŜΦ  

Lƴ ŀ ƅŀǎƘΣ L ǿŀǎ ǇƻǇǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘǎ ƻƴǘƻ ŀ ƘŀǊŘ ǎǘƻƴŜ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΚ L 
ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛƴ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴΦ aȅ ōǊŀƛƴ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ŧǳƭƭȅ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘȅ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ǎƘŜ ŜǾŜƴ 
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Ǝƻǘ ƘŜǊŜΦ L ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇΣ ōǊǳǎƘƛƴƎ ƻũ Ƴȅ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ 
ǊƻƻƳΣ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀǎ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƻǳǊ ǇƻǊǘŀƭǎΣ ŜŀŎƘ ŀ ŘƛũŜǊŜƴǘ ŎƻƭƻǊΦ L 
ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƧƻƭǘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ L ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ƛŎŜ ōƭǳŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŀŎǘ ŎƻƭƻǊ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΦ L 
ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ǎƘǊƛŜƪ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƭŜƊΣ ŀƴŘ L ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ǘǳƳōƭƛƴƎ ƘŜŀŘŬǊǎǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
ǇǳǊǇƭŜ ǇƻǊǘŀƭΣ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜΦ {ƘŜ ƭŀƴŘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƛŎƪŜƴƛƴƎ /w!{IΗ !ǎ L 
ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ Ǌŀƴ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ƘŜǊΣ Ƴȅ ŦƻƻǘǎǘŜǇǎ ŜŎƘƻƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƎŜ ŎƛǊŎǳƭŀǊ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ 
ǳƴǝƭ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǊŎƘ ōǊŀŎƪŜǘ ƘǳƴƎ ƻƴ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ŜŀŎƘ ǇƻǊǘŀƭΣ ǿƛǘƘ 
ǘƘŜ ŜȄŀŎǘ ǎŀƳŜ ǎƘŀŘŜ ƻŦ ŎƻƭƻǊǎΦ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇ ŎƭǳƳǎƛƭȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ǇƭŀǜƻǊƳ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǘƻƴŜ 
ǎǘŜǇǎ ǊƻǎŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǾƛōǊŀǘŜΦ  

! ƭƻǳŘ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŜǇ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƴƻǿƘŜǊŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊǎ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƪ ŀǊŜ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦ 
¸ƻǳ ǎƘŀƭƭ ŬƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŀǇƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ Ŭǘǎ ȅƻǳΣ ƻǊ ǇŜǊƛǎƘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀōƛƭƛǝŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳǊǎΦ {ƻΣ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƎƛǾŜ 
ȅƻǳ ŀ ƘƛƴǘΦ .ƭǳŜ ǎȅƳōƻƭǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŜƭŜƳŜƴǘΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǇǳǊǇƭŜ Ǉǳǘǎ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ wŜŘ Ǉǳǘǎ ȅƻǳ 
ƛƴ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜ ǿŀǊƳǘƘΦ !ƴŘ ŬƴŀƭƭȅΣ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ƻŦ ǳƴǊŜǎƛǎǝƴƎ ŜƴŜǊƎȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜƭŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
ǿǊƻƴƎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŘŜŀŘƭȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘŜƴ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴΦ tƛŎƪ ŀ ǿŜŀǇƻƴΣ ƻǊ 
ŘƛŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻōƻŘȅ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜΦ 
!ƭƳƻǎǘ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΣ L ŦŜƭǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ Ǉǳƭƭ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ōƭǳŜ ǎǘŀũΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǾŜ 
ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜΦ L ŎŀǳƎƘǘ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜΩǎ ƴƻǿ ǇǳǊǇƭŜ ŜȅŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ  

άhƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘǊŜŜΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǎΣ ƛƴ ǳƴƛǎƻƴΣ ǿŜ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ǳǇ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀǜƻǊƳΦ  

ά¸ŜǎΦέ {ƘŜ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ŦŀƛƴǘΦ  

ά¢ƘǊŜŜΦ ¢ǿƻΦ hƴŜΦέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀũ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƛŎŜ ōƭǳŜ ƎŜƳ ŀǎ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ 
ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇǳǊǇƭŜ ƻƴŜΦ ! ǎǇƭƛǘ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ǿƛƴŘ ōƭŜǿ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΣ ǿƘƛǇǇƛƴƎ Ƴȅ 
ƘŀƛǊ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ ! ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ǿŀǊƳǘƘ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ Ƴȅ ŬƴƎŜǊǎΦ !ƭƭ ƻŦ ŀ ǎǳŘŘŜƴΣ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘΣ 
ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ /ƘŀǊƭƻǧŜ ǎǝƭƭ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀũǎ ǿŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘΦ {ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ŀƴŘ ƘƻŀǊǎŜ 
ǾƻƛŎŜ ŜŎƘƻŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊΦ  

ά{ƻΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ Ŭƴŀƭƭȅ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ŦǳƭŬƭ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŜǎǝƴȅΦέ 

           

9ƴŘ ƻŦ tŀǊǘ hƴŜΦ 
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All About Halloween 

By Christopher Qin 
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The Dark Descent 
By Emily Sako 

 

Prologue  
It was 1991 and a group of friends were playing a game later when something very bad happened so they 

vowed to never play it again. So, they hid the game so no one would find it but what they did not know was 

that the present who was supposed to play forgot to do it.  

Halloween Night  
20 years later  
It was a beautiful Halloween night in Connecticut when the moon was full. Kids were 

laughing and having fun getting candy. You could smell pumpkins and sweet treats. 

You could see unique costumes and colorful decorations in yards.  

òWhere is Cody?ò said Eve . They have been waiting for him. 20 Minutes later he 

finally came trick or treating. T hey were having fun laughing and playing together. 

Then they came across the abandoned house. No one knew what happened, all they 

knew was that nobody lived there. The house was falling apart and the color was a 

muddy brown. There were black broken windows , dead grass and not a single living 

thing, not even one flower or strand of life. You could not hear a single cricket, not 

a kid's laugh. All you could hear was silence, not even that. Emily told Spenser to go 

into the house. òNo way, ò he said. òCome!ó Said Emily. then they all said do it do do 

it. They were all chanting to do it. òNot going to happenò, let's goó he said. So, they 

finished trick or treating and all went home.  

The Enter  
Emily woke up still thinking about last night when they went to the abandoned 

house so she got out of bed, got ready and went  to get her friends and told them 

to meet her at the abandoned house. They were all out but Cody once again he was 

late but this time he was ò47 minutes and 34 seconds late and countingò said Eve. 

òYou better have a legit reason for being late,ò they said . òUm umò said Cody 

"never mindó said Emily. òSo why did you want us here?ò said Eve. òBecause I was up 

all night thinking about last night when we passed the abandoned house. also I got a 

sugar rush  from all the candyò, said Emily. Anyway, I think. òWe should go inò, said 

Emily. No way they all said Emily was Trying to convince them to go in. She 

convinced them but Spencer said Iõm staying out. They all went in beside Spencer 

of course.  

Inside the door creek it was gloomy ripped furniture if you could find some 

cobwebs, dead bugs, spider dead and alive, not a bit of light, it was dusty. òSpread 

out and look aroundò said Cody "I think we should stay to getter," said Eve. òIõm 
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with Cody," said Emily. They agreed they would spread out. Eve said òI am not 

feeling  

supercalifragilisticexpialidociousò. òwhat the heckò they all said ònever mindó said 

eve. They were all looking. Emily found something she called them over to come look 

at it was a g ame called Dark Descent they thought it sounded creepy. she said to 

òbring the game with them and leaveò and they all agreed. So, they decided to get 

the game and leave. When they came out Spencer said òoh what is thatò he said 

They explained to him what i s. They decide to go to Emily's House and figure out 

what to do with the game.  

The life of The Dark Descent  
They are Emilyõs house and they are all thinking about what to do with the game 

they think should we play it should we not play it.  

4 hours later   
Ok so we are going to play it, said Emily . òYesó they all said. So, they opened the 

clouds of dust and took the game out of the box. Here are the directions Eve said 

òbut we don't need themò, she said . òYes we doò said Cody there were going back 

and for th for 15 minutes finally Cody said òok we donõt need themò. They were 

looking for the pieces. When they found a note it was old it had that yellow antique 

color and some rips were on it. It was curved and it was hard to read but it said 

beware of the game  it might. òIt might be whatò Eve said. òI donõt know wható they 

all said. They got the game all set and started playing. Everything was going well. 

They had been playing for 30 minutes in tile Emily land on a space that said ready 

or not here we are . The n suddenly thump bum. Then they hereõd screaming òahhhó 

they rushed outside to see what had happened.  

The Monster Outburst  
They went to look outside to see what had happened. òOh my godò said Spencer 

òwhat the beepò said Emily it was a big catastrophe. There were odd looking animals 

flying odd looking people. It was a mess all over town. Ahh said Spencer as a flying 

monkey flew right past him. People were running away from the òthingsó letõs go 

outside, said Emily. They all went outside to get a closer lo ok. Eve looked up and 

saw a giant purple and black hole that looked like a portal in the sky. òWhat is 

that?ò said Eve. They all had no idea .  
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And to make it 10 times worse those òthingsó were coming out of it.  

They were looking around Town to see what w as happening. When they were walking 

around town one of those things started to run after them. It was like a cheetah 

hippo dinosaur that flies after being chased by òitó for 15 minutes. They found a 

place to hide as so as they thought they were safe that thing came back óahó Said 

Eve. They were running for their lives.  

They went into the store so much ruckus was happening they heard a woman 

screaming óahó they went to go see what happened. òWhat happened?ò said Emily to 

the woman. òmy daughter is being carried by that monsterò, the woman said . They 

decided to help the women they started to try and jump up and pull the girl down. 

How about we try using a grabber to pull her down that did not work either. So 

Spencer said òI am going to go on top of one the shelfò. Are you sure said Emily . òI 

am sure," said Spencer. He climbed up the shelf and got the kid. He got the kid and 

gave her to her mom. After that they left the store. òAw, it is still crazy out 

here,ò said Cody . òWhat did you think?ò said Eve. òI donõt know,ò said Cody . Focus, 

we need to find a way to fix this, said Emily . òLetõs go back to my house to look at 

the games for cluesó, said Emily ok the all said.  

I told you  
They were at Emily's house and started to look for clues but just then some type 

zebra came through the wall and they grabbed the game and ran. They went 

outside, jumped, ran, hopped and leapt and finally they found a safe place to hide. 

They opened the ga me and looked for anything to help. They looked and looked but 

did not find anything. òHere are the instructionsò, said Cody. òWe should have read 

them the first time, Eve,ò said Cody. òWe have no time to bicker guys,ò said Emily.  

They opened the instruct ions and read them. òHey guys did you know that those 

things are called descent creaturesò said Emily. òCool but we need to focus like you 

saidò said Spencer. òHey guys I found somethingò, said Emily. They all went to look. 

It said in case a creature from the game came to life hit the red button on the 

back of the game and everything will rest. òI told you we should have read the 

instructionsò said Cody. òStop bickeringò, said Emily. òOk letõs hit that buttonò said 

Spencer. They hit the button and they wait ed 5 minutes and then went to check 

outside. òYesò, Eve said. òThey all had disappeared and the hole in the sky was 

goneò, said Emily. It was all over. Then Emily said "have you heard about the 

abandoned train station?" Noooooooo!!!! they all said. And the y all laugh.  
 

The End 
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The Block 
by Clara Schumann, Age 6 

 

One day there lived a liFle boy named Bobby. He had orange spikey hair and blue glasses and he 
lived in Connec4cut. Bobby had a block of wood in his room. One day it changed paFerns and 
then it came ALIVE. Spooky animals arrived when he was sleeping and when he woke up he saw 
ǘƘŜƳ ŜǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊǊǊŜŜŜŜŜΦ IŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ άaƻƳΗΗΗ 5ŀŘΗΗΗέ ōǳǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ōŜŎŀǳse they were at 
the store. Then, he was gone. The wooden block ate him. The end. 
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tǳƳǇƪƛƴ YƛƴƎΩǎ ²ƻǊǎǘ aȅǎǘŜǊȅ 

By Jiyul Seok 
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The Spooky Halloween Haunted House 
By Dayun Seok 

 
Chapter one 

άaƻƳΗ !ƳŜƭƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ψ!ǳŘǊŜȅ ƛǎ ǘŀŎƪƭƛƴƎ ƳŜΗΩέ 

She had been tackled by Audrey many times, but she did not like it. 

άaƛŀΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ƪƛƴŘŜǊ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƛōƭƛƴƎǎΗέ ƘŜǊ ƳƻƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

She stomped up to her room and buried her face in the pillow (and screamed). 

!ǎ ǎƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƘƻǘΣ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ ŀ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎ ǎǘŀǊΦ {ƘŜ ǿƛǎƘŜŘΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƘŀǾŜ 
any more siblings! 

As she looked out the window, she saw the gentle fall breeze shaking the leaves of the little 
peach tree in her backyard, then saw the library she went to every day to study. 

ά!ƳŜƭƛŀΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ aƻƳΦ 

άLΩƳ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǊŜŀŘȅΗέ !ƳŜƭƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

She hated to sleep in this noisy city. Cars were always honking, and she had nightmares. 

All she wanted was to escape the city and go back to Glastonbury 

But that was impossible. 

Her parents had settled here and found jobs. 

At least tomorrow is Halloween, she thought as she tucked herself into her bed. 

But something she did not know was that the house next to the library was haunted. 

Chapter two 

.hhaΗ .hhaΗ !ƳŜƭƛŀ ȅŀǿƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²ƘƻΩǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ 

άaŜΗ !ǳŘǊŜȅΣ ȅƻǳ ǎƛƭƭȅ ƎƻƻǎŜΗέ ǎŀƛŘ !ǳŘǊŜȅΦ 

άaƻƳ ǎŀƛŘ ƎŜǘ ǊŜŀŘȅ ŦƻǊ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΗέ 

Amelia yawned one more time and put her slippers on. 

ά.ǊǊΗ LǘΩǎ ŦǊŜŜȊƛƴƎΗ LΩŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǿŜŀǊ ǿŀǊƳ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΗέ 

SingƛƴƎΣ άL ƭƻǾŜ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǿŀǊƳ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ŘƻǿƴǎǘŀƛǊǎΦ 

She heard her mother trying to put clothes on George. She quickly ran downstairs, hoping her 
ƳƻƳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ƘŜǊΦ .ǳǘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ƘŜǊ aƻƳ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ noisy. 

She helped put the clothes on George. 

Finally, when she made the shirt fit on George, she quickly ran downstairs. 
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She smelled bacon and eggs. 

She ran to the bathroom, washed her hands, and rushed to get the good seat. 

Mia asked their dad ǇƻƭƛǘŜƭȅΣ ά²ƘŜƴ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǎǘǳƳŜǎΚέ 

ά!ǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ L ŎŀƴΣ ƘƻƴŜȅΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΚέ !ƳŜƭƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Mia was the only sibling Amelia liked. 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ IŜǊƳƛƻƴŜ DǊŀƴƎŜǊΗέ aƛŀ ǎŀƛŘ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘƭȅ. 

άL ƎǳŜǎǎ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀ wǳƳƛΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ōƻǊŜŘΦ 

But she was very excited! 

Chapter 3 

The reason she was excited was because she and her friends decided they would be characters 
from KPOP Demon Hunter. Amelia would be Rumi, Rosellina would be Zoey, and Audrey would 
be Mira. 

¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƳƛŎǊƻǇƘƻƴŜ ƛƴ !ƳŜƭƛŀΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ 

¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭǎƻ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΣ άYtht 5ŜƳƻƴ IǳƴǘŜǊǎ ǊƻŎƪΗέ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ά¢ǊƛŎƪ ƻǊ ¢ǊŜŀǘΗέ 

When Amelia arrived, her two best friends, Rosellina and Audrey, were waiting for her. 

ά²Ŝ Ǝƻǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƛŘŜŀΗέ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǉǳŜŀƭŜŘΦ 

ά²ƘŀǘΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ !ƳŜƭƛŀΦ 

ά²Ŝ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŎŀǊǊȅ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŎƘƻǇǎǘƛŎƪǎ ŀƴŘ wŀƳŜƴ ǎǘǳŦŦƛŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΗέ 

ά²ƘȅΚέ !ƳŜƭƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǾƛŜ ǘƘŜȅ Ŝŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇǊŜǎƘƻǿ ǊŀƳŜƴΗέ wƻǎŜƭƭƛƴŀ ŀƴŘ !ǳdrey squealed excitedly. 

ά¸ƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ŀǊŜ ƎŜƴƛǳǎŜǎΗέ !ƳŜƭƛŀ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ 

¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎŜŘ ƛǘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ōƻǘƘ ƭǳƴŎƘ ŀƴŘ ƎȅƳΗ ¢ƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǘƻ ŜƴŘΦ 

²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ōŜƭƭ ǊŀƴƎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ŀƴŘ Ǌŀƴ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦ 

άwŜƳŜƳōŜǊ Ƴȅ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀǘ тΥллΗέ !ƳŜƭƛŀ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘs. 

When she arrived at her house, she whined for her mom. 

άaƻƳΗ aƻƳΗ aƻƳΗ tƭŜŀǎŜ ƎŜǘ Ƴȅ ŎƻǎǘǳƳŜ ǊŜŀŘȅΗ aƻƳΗ aƻƳΗ aƻƳΗ tƭŜŀǎŜ ƎŜǘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊ ƛƴǘƻ 
ŀ ōǊŀƛŘΗέ 

After lots of fighting and whining, her mom finally started getting her costume ready. 

She put on her costume, then went to the bathroom and waited for her braid to be done by her 
mom. 
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!ŦǘŜǊ ƭƻǘǎ ƻŦ ȅŜƭƭƛƴƎΣ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƘǳǊǘǎΗέ ŀƴŘ ά{ƻǊǊȅΗέΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōǊŀƛŘΦ 

The only step left was waiting. There was still an hour until her friends came. 

So she read a book, swung on the swings, wrote in her diary, and took a nap. 

When she woke up, it was 5 minutes before 7:00. 

So she grabbed her gigantic shopping bag, Ramen stuffie, Chopsticks, and a microphone. 

Chapter 4 

Ding Dong! 

άCƛƴŀƭƭȅΗέ ǎƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀǎ she raced to the door. When she opened the door, Zoey (Rosellina) 
and Mira (Audrey) were standing in the doorway. 

ά¸ƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ƭƻƻƪ ǎƻ ŎǳǘŜΗέ !ƳŜƭƛŀ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ 

¢ƘŜƴ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά.hhΗέ 

ά!ƘƘΗέ !ǳdrey, Amelia, and Rosellina shouted. 

ά!ǳŘǊŜȅΗέ !ƳŜƭƛŀ shouted after everyone calmed down 

άLΩƳ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ aƻƳΗέ 

After everyone put down their stuff, Amelia went to her mom. 

άaƻƳΗ !ǳŘǊŜȅ ǎŀƛŘ .ƻƻΗ ŀƴŘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǳǎΗέ 

After she finished talking to her mom, Amelia went back to Audrey and Rosellina. 

Then her Mom came and gave Amelia a warning. 

άLŦ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ƻƴ !ǳŘǊŜȅ ƻǊ ŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛōƭƛƴƎǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ WEEKΗέ ǎƘŜ 
whispered/shouted. 

After that, when they finally got outside, Amelia said, 

ά{ƻ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴΦ ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƭƭ I LOVE RAMEN while trick or treating! 

After three houses, they crossed the street to the house next to the library. 

They knocked on the door and waited for an answer. 

Chapter 5 

When the door swung open, they shouted, 

άYtht 5ŜƳƻƴ IǳƴǘŜǊ ǊƻŎƪǎΗέ 

But nobody was there. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŎǊŜŜǇȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ !ǳdrey. 

άL ŀƎǊŜŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ wƻǎŜƭƭƛƴŀΦ 
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.ǳǘ !ƳŜƭƛŀ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀŦǊŀƛŘΦ 

ά[ŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ƛƴΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻΣέ ǎǘŀƳƳŜǊŜŘ wƻǎŜƭƭƛƴŀ ŀƴŘ !ǳdrey. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƭƻǳŘŜǊΣ ōǊŀǾŜ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 

άb-bƻΗέ stammered Audrey. 

άa-aŜ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊΗέ ǎǘŀƳƳŜǊŜŘ wƻǎŜƭƭƛƴŀΦ 

ά¢ƘŜƴ ǇǊƻǾŜ ƛǘΗέ Amelia said as they stepped into the house. 

 
Chapter 6 

When they stepped into the house, they heard a faint piano sound. When they went deeper 
then someone said 

 άh²Η !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘǳǊǘΚέ replied Amelia and Audrey in Unison. 

άbƻΦ .ǳǘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎΦέ wƻǎellina had hit some kind of rope.  

Then, suddenly, the dark room lit up.  

άaǳŎƘ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦέ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴ ¦ƴƛǎƻƴΦ  

But then they saw the piano playing all by itself. 

άIƳƳΦ ¢Iŀǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ŀ ŀŘǾŀƴŎŜŘ ǇƛŀƴƻΦέ !ƳŜƭƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

Then she spotted the stairs.  

ά[ŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ǳǇǎǘŀƛǊǎΗέ !ƳŜƭƛŀ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘƭȅΦ  

They tried very very hard to not make any sound but since the staircase was old and creaky, it 
was impossible. 

When they climbed up, they saw three rooms and a closet. 

ά[ŜǘΩǎ ǎǇƭƛǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ƛƴǘƻ ŜŀŎƘ ǊƻƻƳΗέ !ƳŜƭƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

άbƻΦέ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ !ǳŘǊŜȅ ŀƴŘ wƻǎŜƭƭƛna.  

άWǳǎǘ ƪƛŘŘƛƴƎΦέ !ƳŜƭƛŀ ǎŀƛŘ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎΦ  

When they open the first door, the room was full of gigantic spiders. So they shut the door. In 
the second room, there were full of black cats.  
They quickly shut that door too because black cats are bad luck. 

In the third door was a regular room. 

When they explored it, nothing weird happened.  

When they walked towards the door and oǇŜƴŜŘ ƛǘΧΧΦ ! ǎƪŜƭŜǘƻƴ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ 
them.  
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ά!!!!έ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀƭƭ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΦ  

They went down the creaky stairs passed the old piano and towards the door. When they got, 
they were like breathing crazy. 

When they went back to trick or treating, they promised not to tell anybody, but sometimes 
trick them into going into the haunted house.  
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Monster on Minnechaug Mountain  
By Sharon Serignese 

 
The day after Halloween when Sharon woke up, she went downstairs because she wanted a 
piece of her Halloween candy but all of it was gone. She asked her brothers if they ate her 
candy and they didn't eat her candy. They told her that their candy was gone also. 
 
Then Sharon went to her friend Lily's house, and she told Sharon that her candy was gone too. 
Then Sharon and Lily went outside to play. When they were playing Sharon and Lily noticed that 
there was a trail of empty candy wrappers.  
 
Sharon and Lily went to investigate on an adventure so they could find where the candy 
wrapper trail led to. When they were following the trail, they noticed that it led into a cave. Lily 
said that they should go back to her house and grab some flashlights so then they went to lily's 
house but once they got to her house it was dark so Sharon went home. Before she left, she 
asked Lily if she could go to her house the next day and Lily told Sharon that she was busy but 
the day after tomorrow she was free.  
 
Sharon went home to eat dinner and went to bed. When she woke up in the morning she had 
some breakfast and then her mom wanted go shopping. Sharon went with her mom to shop 
and on the ride to the supermarket Sharon told her mom all about the adventure her and Lily 
went on.  
 
Sharon and her mom were the only customers at the store. Sharon asked her mom if she could 
go to the candy and dessert aisles but when she got to the candy aisle and all the candy was 
gone, Sharon was shocked. It made no sense to Sharon because the worker there said that they 
were the first customer today. Then Sharon went to check out the dessert aisle, and nothing 
was there. Sharon remembered that yesterday they had ice cream and other treats in their 
freezer. Sharon ran to her mom to tell her and her mom told her to tell a worker. Sharon ran to 
the worker that was there and told them to follow her to the candy aisle. The worker was 
shocked just like Sharon so then she showed the worker the dessert aisle and he said he had to 
tell his boss and the police.  
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Once they got home, Sharon checked the freezer and every treat in there was gone! It made no 
sense because she remembered that they had treats in their freezer. It was lunchtime already 
and Sharon asked her mom to make her a ham sandwich for lunch. Sharon ate her lunch and 
then played some video games then went to her soccer practice. Once she got home she went 
to bed.  
 
When she woke up, her mom made waffles for breakfast, so Sharon ate some waffles. Then she 
called her friend Lily and told her she was going to her house now and Lily said that was fine. 
Sharon walked to Lily's house and once she got there she told Lily what happened at the store. 
Then Sharon and Lily went on the walk and brought the flashlights. The trail of candy wrappers 
were still there so they followed the wrappers and they got to the cave so they turned on their 
flashlights and they went in the cave. It had cobwebs and was very scary like a house that you 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘǊƛŎƪ ƻǊ ǘǊŜŀǘ ŀǘΧ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎŎŀǊȅ ŘŜŜǇ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ άƴŜŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ŎŀƴŘȅΣ ƴŜŜŘ 
ƳƻǊŜ ŎŀƴŘȅΗέ  
 

They pointed their flashlights 
toward that voice and they saw 
monster with an ant head and a 
spider body it looked creepy 
and it had an even more scary 
shadow. Sharon brought her 
camera and took a picture of 
the candy eating monster.  
 
Sharon and Lily ran to LiƭȅΩǎ 
ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƻƭŘ [ƛƭȅΩǎ ƳƻƳΦ 
She reported it to the news 
station and then Sharon went 
home and told her mom that 
Lily's mom told the news station 
so her mom did not have to. 
Sharon went to bed and woke 
up and then watched news and 
it showed that a monster was 
spotted at Minnechaug 
Mountain in a cave. 
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The Library That Watches 
By Lily Shanbaum 

 
Most stories about Halloween are about ghosts and witches. This one happened at Welles 
Turner Memorial Library, a building that is long gone now-and for good reason too.  
 
It all started on one Halloween night in a small town called Glastonbury. This girl is the one who 
started it all. Her name is Autumn and she is why we tell this story, to warn people not to go 
ƻǳǘ ƻƴ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴ ŜŀŎƘ ȅŜŀǊΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘƛǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǳŦŦŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎŜǉǳŜƴŎŜǎΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ 
come on! The candy thieves are coming and I want to ƪŜŜǇ Ƴȅ ƭƻƻǘΗέ L ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ L 
wanted to get to all the houses this year and get as much candy as possible. The leaves 
ŎǊǳƴŎƘŜŘ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ Ƴȅ ŦŜŜǘ ŀǎ L Ǌŀƴ ǎǿƛŦǘƭȅ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜǎ ǇŀǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊƛƴƎ ŘƻƻǊōŜƭƭǎΦ ά²ŀƛǘ 
ǳǇ !ǳǘǳƳƴΗέ aȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ 9ƭƛȊŀōŜǘƘ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŀƴŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜŀǾƛƭȅΣ άWŜŜȊ ǿƘŀǘ 
ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΚέ L ǎŀƛŘ ƧƻƪƛƴƎƭȅΣ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴ L ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƪƴƻǿ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘŎǳǘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛōǊŀǊȅ 
ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ǎƴŜŀƪ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ άbƻ ǿŀȅΗ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŜƴǘŜǊƛƴƎ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ 
big troublŜΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ Ƨŀƛƭ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ōǊƻƪŜ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƭƛōǊŀǊȅΗέ 9ƭƛȊŀōŜǘƘ ǎŀƛŘΦ άhǊ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ 
ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ Ǝƻ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƛōǊŀǊȅΣ ǎƴŜŀƪ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƴŘȅ ǘƘƛŜǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƪŜŜǇ ƻǳǊ ŎŀƴŘȅ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜŀǊΗέ 
L ǎƘƻǘ ōŀŎƪΦ άCƛƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǉǳƛŎƪΦ LŦ L ƎŜǘ caught doing this I'm blaming it on 
ȅƻǳΣέ 9ƭƛȊŀōŜǘƘ ǎŀƛŘ ǊŜƭǳŎǘŀƴǘƭȅΦ ά²ƻŀƘ ƛǘΩǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎƻƭŘ ƻǳǘΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƛōǊŀǊȅ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǿŀǊƳŜǊ 
ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƻƻΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΚ ¢ƘŜǊŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ƭƻŎƪǎΣέ 9ƭƛȊŀōŜǘƘ 
ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ά²Ŝƭƭ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǘǊȅ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ƛŦ it works that will technically not be breaking and entering 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎΗ wƛƎƘǘΚέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ /ǊŜŜŜŜŀŀŀƪƪΣ άLǘΩǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƻǇŜƴΗ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŘƻƻǊ ƛǎ 
Ƨǳǎǘ ǊǳǎǘȅΣ ƻƴŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƪƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƎŜǘ ƛƴΗέ L ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ άhƪΣ ǿŜ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǘΣ 
remeƳōŜǊΣέ 9ƭƛȊŀōŜǘƘ ǎŀƛŘ ϦLϥƭƭ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŎƪΣ оΣнΣмέΦ L ǎŀƛŘΦ .[!aΗ ¢ƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǎƭŀƳƳŜŘ ƻǇŜƴΦ  
 
ά¢ƘŜ ƭƛōǊŀǊȅ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǿŀǊƳŜǊ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΗ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΣ ¢ƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ƛǎ 
ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜΗ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ǎƳŜƭƭǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ŘƛŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΣ ȅǳŎƪέ 9ƭƛȊŀōŜǘƘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ άIŜȅΗ 
/ƻƳŜ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊŜΗ L ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ƭƻƻǎŜ ǇŀƴŜƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŎǘƛƻƴ ōƻƻƪǎΗέ L ǎŀƛŘ άwow it really is 
ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŎƻƭŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ƳŀȅōŜ LΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ŀƛǊ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴŜǊ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀƴŜƭΦέ I thought to myself. 
ά²ƻŀƘΗέ 9ƭƛȊŀōŜǘƘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ά[ŜǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǇǊȅ ƛǘ ǳǇΦ L ōŜǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ 
ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊǳƭŜǎΦ bƻǿ ƛǘΩƭƭ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ǘƘŀƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜΗέ 
9ƭƛȊŀōŜǘƘ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘΦ DƻƻŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ǿƘƻ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƘŀƴƪǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀΗέ 
I reǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά¦ƎƘƘƘ L ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ǿƘŀǘ L ǎŀƛŘΣέ 9ƭƛȊŀōŜǘƘ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘΦ .ŀƴƎΗ .ŀƴƎΗ άL Ǝƻǘ ƛǘΗ ¢ƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ 
ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ  
 
ά²ŀƛǘΗ ¢ƘŜ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ ŎŀƳŜǊŀǎΗ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƴƻǿΣ ƻǊ ŜƭǎŜ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŜŀǊ ƻǳǊ ǾƻƛŎŜǎΗέ 
ά5ŀǊƴ ƛǘΣ [Ŝǘϥǎ ƎƻΗέ L ǎŀƛŘΦL ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǿƛǘh my head downwards then abruptly stopped. 
ά²ŀƛǘΣ 9ƭƛȊŀōŜǘƘΣ ǿƘȅ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƴŜƭ Ŧǳƭƭȅ ƻǇŜƴΚ ¸ƻǳ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƻǇŜƴ ƛǘΦέ L ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ 
ƻǾŜǊ Ƴȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǘΣ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΚέ L ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƴȅ 
ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΗ άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƴŜƭΣ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ 
ŀƭƻƴŜΗ wǳƴ ŀǿŀȅΣ Ǝƻ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΗέ 9ƭƛȊŀōŜǘƘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƴŜƭ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ 
ƧƻƪŜ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΗ [ŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΗέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ L Ǌŀƴ ƻǾŜǊ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ ƘŜǊ ƻǳǘΣ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ L ǎŀǿ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ that 
ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŎǊŜŀƳ ŀƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƻƴƭȅ ŎƘƻƪŜ ƻǳǘ ŀ άbƻΗέ L ǎŀǿ ƘŜǊ ǎǇǊŀǿƭŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ ŜȅŜǎ ƘŀȊŜŘ 
and head twisted like a candy cane. Her wings from her fairy costume are still on. Then I ran, I 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ŜƭǎŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ L Ǌŀƴ ŀǎ Ŧŀǎǘ ŀǎ Ƴȅ ƭŜƎǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ŏarry me.  
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When I finally got home my heart was racing. I immediately called the police but by the time 
ǘƘŜȅ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ōƻŘȅ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛōǊŀǊȅΣ 5ƻƴΩǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ƴŜȄǘ 
ǘƛƳŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƻǊ Ŧǳƴ ƪƛŘŘƻΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜέ ¢ƘŜƴ L ŘƛŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀƴȅ ƪid would do when they just witnessed their 
best friend die. I cried, in fact tears streamed down my face. I thought I would have to tell her 
parents once they found out she was missing! I also remembered the police officers saying 
ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ōƻŘȅΣέ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴΚ L ǎŀǿ ƘŜǊ ŘŜŀŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ 
disappear right?   
 
Four years later,  
 
There is still no sign of her body, but the last four years the people who went in the library on 
Halloween have died of a mysterious illness and they swore the saw a sad, broken little girl saying 
ά{ƻǊǊȅέ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ŦŀǊ ƳƻǊŜ ǎƛƴƛǎǘŜǊ ŎŀƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōȅ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦŀƛǊȅ 
costume with blue and pink wings. Now you know the story, and that if you go out on Halloween 
night something else might be walking, watching, or even whispering by you warning you to go 
ƘƻƳŜΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǎŀŦŜΦ 
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The Haunted Walk 
By Lily Shelto 

 

LǘΩǎ {ŀǘǳǊŘŀȅ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŘƻƎ CƭǳŦŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ woods near our house in rural Connecticut. 
Suddenly, Fluff starts barking at a squirrel. He tugs on his leash, sending me falling. The last 
thing I remember is hitting my head on the ground, then everything goes black.  

¢ƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ L ƪƴƻǿΣ LΩƳ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ƛƴ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜΦ ²ƘŜƴ L ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ 
staring down at me, I almost pass out again.  LǘΩǎ ŀƴ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜƭȅ ŎǊŜŜǇȅ Ŏƭƻǿƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǎŎŀǊȅ ƳŀƪŜǳǇ 
and a red nose.  I scream at the top of my lungs.  The clown puts a finger to his lips. 

ά{ǎǎǎƘΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ōŀōȅ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊǎΣέ ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊǎΦ 

ά²ƘŀǘΚΗΚΗέ L ǎŀȅ ƭƻǳŘƭȅΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƛŎŜ ŎƘŀǘǘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ Ƴȅ ŘƻƎ ŀƴŘ ōŜ 
ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅΣέ L ǎŀȅ ƘǳǊǊƛŜŘƭȅΦ 

άbƻǘ ǎƻ ŦŀǎǘΣέ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŜǇȅ Ŏƭƻǿƴ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳǎΦ 

It takes me less than two seconds to decide to get up and run. I jump to my feet and run as fast 
as I can. 

ά/ƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪΗέ ǘƘŜ Ŏƭƻǿƴ ǎƘƻǳǘǎΦ 

I turn down hallway after hallway, not knowing where to go. The maze of hallways never ends!  
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The clown almost grabs the back of my shirt, but I dive into a room with the door cracked open 
just in time. I quickly close the door and lock it, relieved that I got away.  The clown jiggles the 
ŘƻƻǊƪƴƻōΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǎǘŀȅǎ ƭƻŎƪŜŘΦ ²ƘŜƴ L ƭƻƻƪ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǊƻƻƳΣ L 
scream again, debating if I should stay put or leave and let the clown catch me. A witch is 
staring at me, mixing a bubbly green potion!  She adds the contents of a glass bottle to her 
ǇƻǘƛƻƴΦ L ǎǉǳƛƴǘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀōŜƭ ŀƴŘ L ƎŀƎ ǿƘŜƴ L ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǎŀȅǎΦ Lǘ ǎŀȅǎ άCǊƻƎǎ .ǊŜŀǘƘέΦ 
Ewwwwwww. I notice a door to the right of me, so I open it and quickly walk through, shutting 
and locking the door behind me. 

¢ƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ L ǎŜŜ ƛǎ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻǘŀƭƭȅ ǳƴŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ǾŀƳǇƛǊŜΗ 

IŜ ƴƻǘƛŎŜǎ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅǎ άL Ǿƻƴǘ ǘƻ ǎǳŎƪ ȅƻǳǊ ōƭƻƻŘΗέ /ƭŀǎǎƛŎΦ 

άbƻǘ ǘƻŘŀȅΗέ L ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳ ŀƴŘ ŘŀǎƘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŀǊŜǎǘ ŘƻƻǊǿŀȅΦ  Wǳǎǘ ŀǎ LΩƳ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀŘ Řƻǿƴ 
a long hallway, I hear voices. 

ά¸ƻǳ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǊǳƴΗέ 

I look behind me and see the witch, the vampire, and the clown, along with several other scary 
creatures. 

άhƘ ƴƻΗέ L ǘƘƛƴƪΦ  

I sprint down the hallway and find the closest unlocked door a few rooms down. I lock it behind 
ƳŜ ŀǎ Ŧŀǎǘ ŀǎ L ŎŀƴΦ [ǳŎƪƛƭȅΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǊƻƻƳ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ Ŏƻƴǘŀƛƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ōƻȄŜǎΦ  I need to 
find Fluff and get out of here. Just then, I see ŀ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΦ LŦ ƛǘΩǎ ǳƴƭƻŎƪŜŘΣ L Ŏŀƴ ŎƭƛƳō ƻǳǘΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ 
LΩƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ L ŎƘŜŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǎǇǊŜŀŘǎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƛǎΗ L ǎǿƛƴƎ 
Ƴȅ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƭŜƎ ƻǳǘΣ ǘƘŜƴ Ƴȅ ƭŜŦǘΦ hƴŎŜ LΩƳ ǎŀŦŜƭȅ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΣ L ǎƘǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƳŜΣ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ 
that I was able to escape. 

I look back at the haunted house, not knowing what it looks like, since I woke up inside of it. I 
flinch when I see a black cat looking out one of the windows at me.  The house is big and black 
and several windows are boarded up. I run out of the yard and down the road towards my 
ƘƻǳǎŜΦ LΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǳƴǘŜŘ ƘƻǳǎŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ōǳǘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴŜŘ 
house. 

Wǳǎǘ ŀǎ LΩƳ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇ ƘƻǇŜ ƻŦ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ CƭǳŦŦΣ L ƘŜŀǊ ŀ ōŀǊƪΦ L ƭƻƻƪ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳΗ 

άC[¦CCΗέ  

I scoop up the cute little dog, happy that I have him back in my arms. I head into my house and 
put my pajamas on. I climb into bed and Fluff jumps into bed with me. When I look out my 
ǿƛƴŘƻǿΣ L ǎǿŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ L ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǿƴΩǎ ƎƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǊŜŘ ŜȅŜǎΣ ōǳǘΣ ǿƘŜƴ L ōƭƛƴƪΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ nothing 
ǘƘŜǊŜΦ L ǎƘǊǳƎΣ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ L ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜŘ ƛǘΦ LΩƳ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ŎƭƻǎŜ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ 
ǿƘŜƴ L ǎŜŜ ŀ ŦƻƭŘŜŘ ƴƻǘŜ ǘǳŎƪŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ CƭǳŦŦΩǎ ŎƻƭƭŀǊΦ L ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǎƪƛǇǎ ŀ ōŜŀǘ ǿƘŜƴ L 
read what it says. 

άLΩ[[ D9¢ ¸h¦ b9·¢ ¢La9Ηέ 

I shuddŜǊΣ ōǳǘΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΣ LΩƳ Ŧŀǎǘ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΦ 
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Untitled 
by Julian Smith 

 
Once upon a time there was a house on Main Street. It was haunted and said to be first owned 
ōȅ ȊƻƳōƛŜǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ŦŀƪŜ ōǳǘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ bought the house. 

There once was a man named Jeff. Jeff was a little stupid, so he bought a haunted house. When 
Jeff walked onto the property it started storming. Jeff wanted a refund, but the scammer who 
scammed him ran! Jeff walked into the house. It had cobwebs in every corner. Jeff heard a loud 
scream. He checked the whole house and nobody was there. Then he heard a door open, and a 
Zombie popped out and spooked Jeff! Jeff screamed.  

¢ƘŜ ȊƻƳōƛŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀƳ LΚ ²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚ !ƭƭ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƛǎ Ŧŀƭƭƛng from a big 
ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎΦέ WŜŦŦ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ άȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƛƴ DƭŀǎǘƻƴōǳǊȅ /ƻƴƴŜŎǘƛŎǳǘΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŘŜŀŘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ½ƻƳōƛŜ 
ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǎŀŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ WŜŦŦ ǎŀƛŘΣ άƘŜȅ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ .ƻōΦέ ¢ƘŜ ȊƻƳōƛŜ ƭƛǘ ǳǇΣ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ άWŜŦŦΦέ 
They hugged. Jeff and Bob heard screaming. The headless horseman was outside throwing 
ŦƭŀƳƛƴƎ ǇǳƳǇƪƛƴǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ WŜŦŦ ǘƻƭŘ .ƻō ǘƻ ƎǊŀō ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘƭŜǎǎ ƘƻǊǎŜƳŀƴΩǎ 
ƘƻǊǎŜΩǎ ŦŜŜǘΣ ǎƻ .ƻō ŘƛŘ ƛǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ WŜŦŦ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ŀ ǎƘƻǾŜƭ ŀƴŘ ƪƴƻŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘƭŜǎǎ ƘƻǊǎŜƳŀƴ ƻǳǘΦ  

Ok, ok, I know that story was not scary, so let me tell you about a story about why the headless 
horseman was at that exact house.  

Once upon a time, a kid named Alex was born. He grew up rich until his parents died. It was 
sad. He got adopted by zombies. He lived at the same house from earlier. He is 15 years old 
now. He was made fun of because his stepparents were zombies. One day he bonked his head 
on metal. He was in the hospital for a year. Then they super glued a pumpkin to his neck. He 
wanted revenge so in his backpack he kept a lighter and pumpkins. His horse was his service 
animal. Then every year on Halloween, he gets revenge on anyone near his old house.  

Okay well I got to get to lunch so catch you later, bye. 
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The Haunting of Barnes & Noble 
By Harper Stickles 
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The Ghost in the Library 
By Ishan Sundar 
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Untitled 
By Emma Tang 

 
ά/ǊǳƴŎƘΣ ŎǊǳƴŎƘΣ ŎǊǳƴŎƘέ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ CƛǾŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ 

were walking to school.  They were Rose, Stella, Violet, Jesse and me, the narrator Emma. The 
date was October 30, 2019.   

έwŀŎŜ ȅŀ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭŜΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ±ƛƻƭŜǘΦ  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŦŀƛǊΣέ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ wƻǎŜΦ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǎǘŜǎǘΣέ {ǘŜƭƭŀ ŀŘŘŜŘΦ  

άhƘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ŦƛƴŜ {ǘŜƭƭŀΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘƛǊŘ ŦŀǎǘŜǎǘΦ LǘΩǎ wƻǎŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 
Jesse.  

άIŜȅΗέ wƻǎŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŎǊƻǎǎƛƴƎ Ƙer arms.  

I laughed with Stella and Jesse, and then something caught my eye. It looked like a 
ƎƘƻǎǘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜΦ  When it saw me looking, it ran into a tree and then into a bush.  I got 
ǎƻ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ǳǇ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ L ǎŀǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ WŜǎǎŜ ǎŀȅΣ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ƛǎ 
ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎΗέ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ L ǎŀƛŘ άIŜȅ ǿŀƛǘ ǳǇΗέ 

 [ǳŎƪƛƭȅ L Ǌŀƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀƎ ǇƻƭŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ wƻǎŜΦ έLΩƳΦΦΦƘŜǊŜΧΦƴƻǘΧǘƘŜΦΦǊƻǘǘŜƴ ΦΦŜƎƎΦΦέ L 
said exhausted.  

έIŀƘŀ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ŀƴ ŜȄǘǊŀ ƘŜŀŘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ 9ƳƳŀ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜŀǘ ȅƻǳΣέ {ǘŜƭƭŀ ǘŜŀǎŜŘΦ 

 άIƳƳΗέ wƻǎŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǿŀȅΦ 

As we entered the school we saw all the eyes on us. We all handled it very well, because 
we are the most popular girls in the school. As I saw all the eyes on us it reminded me of the 
ghost thing I saw staring at me during our walk to school. I just had to tell them.  άIŜȅ ƎǳȅǎΦΦέ L 
was cut off by Monica.  

ά[ƻƻƪ ǿƘƻ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ǳǇΣέ aƻƴƛŎŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

We hated Monica.  {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊǳŘŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ǎƻ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ 
ǎŀȅ άƴƻέ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ group.  Ever since then she hated us. She even started 
ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ŎǊŜǿ άahbL/!Ω{ v¦99b .99{Φέ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ [ŜŀƘΣ wǳōȅΣ aƛŀΣ [ƛƭŀΣ ŀƴŘ [ŀƛƭŀΦ 

άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇΦ LǘΩǎ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ hƘ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƻΩǎ ǘƘŀǘΚ ! ƴŜǿ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘΚέ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ 
asked Monica.  

aƻƴƛŎŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ά¸Ŝǎ ŀ ƴŜǿ ƎƛǊƭΦ L Ŏŀƭƭ ƘŜǊ bŜǊŘȅ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦέ bŜǊŘȅ ƘŀŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ 
down and her curly, long dark brown hair covered her face.  Nerdy looked shy and had leaves 
stuck in her hair.  

άhƘ ƻƪΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǳƳƳΧ bŜǊŘȅΣέ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ aƻƴƛŎa and 
back to our group.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  
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άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ŦŀƛǊȅ ŀƴŘ wƻǎŜ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǊƻǎŜΗέ {ǘŜƭƭŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǊƻǎŜ ǘƻƻΗέ ǎŀƛŘ WŜǎǎŜΦ  

άhaD ƳŜ ǘƻƻΗέ ŀŘŘŜŘ ±ƛƻƭŜǘΦ 

ά{!a9Σέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻ surprised. As we were walking to class, I remembered the ghost again 
ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƎŜǘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎǇƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ  

 School ended and the five of us met up in the front by the flagpole. In the distance, I saw 
Monica walk off the school grounds and into the woods that were next to our school. Ahead of 
her was the same ghost that I had seen earlier in the day.  

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘΚ aƻƴƛŎŀ ƛǎ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘ L ǎŀǿ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ŦƻǊƎƻǘ ǘƻ 
ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ. 

 άhaDΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƻƻΣέ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ  

So we follow Monica down a path and into the woods that no one ever talks 
about.  WŜǎǎŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άDǳȅǎΣ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ ōƻȅ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿƻƻŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŎŀƳŜ 
ōŀŎƪ ƻǳǘΦέ ²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ǘǊŀŎƪǎ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ WŜǎǎŜ ŀ ƭƻƻƪΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ǎŎǊŜŀƳΦ άL 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ aƻƴƛŎŀΗέ L ǎŀƛŘ ά!ƴŘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƛƴ ōƛƎ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΦέ ²Ŝ 
sprinted down the woody path until we get to an abandoned house.  

The screaming suddenly stopped as we stood outside the house, analyzing it. It suddenly 
got colder and windier. You could hear the house creaking every time the wind blew.  The 
windows were all boarded up so no sunlight could peek through. There were missing 
floorboards on the front porch. There was even a wind chime hanging from the front porch that 
seemed like it was whispering an eerie tune.    

ά²ƘƻŀΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǎŎŀǊȅΣέ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

L ǎŀƛŘΣ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƛƴΦ {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ aƻƴƛŎŀΦέ  

{ǘŜƭƭŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά9ƳƳŀΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƛŦ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǇǊŀƴƪΚέ 

 WŜǎǎŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ŝ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ƛƴ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀǎ ŀ ƎǊƻǳǇΦέ  

άCƛƴŜΗέ wƻǎŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘΦ 

 ά{ƻ ȅƻǳΣ WŜǎǎŜΣ wƻǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŎƘŜŎƪ ǳǇǎǘŀƛǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ {ǘŜƭƭŀ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƘŜŎƪ 
ŘƻǿƴǎǘŀƛǊǎ ƻƪΚέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άhƪέ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

After five minutes someone screamed and we ran upstairs to see Jesse and Rose with a 
ǎƳƛǊƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀŎŜ άDƻǘŎƘŀέ ǎŀƛŘ WŜǎǎŜΦ ²ƘƛƭŜ WŜǎǎŜΣ {ǘŜƭƭŀΣ ŀƴŘ ƳŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǊƎǳƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ 
funny that was, suddenly something tapped Rose on the shoulder and pulled her backwards.  

άwƻǎŜΣ bhΗέ {ǘŜƭƭŀ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ȅŜƭƭΣ ά[ŜŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ŀƭƻƴŜΗέ  It was 
[ŜŀƘΣ ƻƴŜ aƻƴƛŎŀΩǎ vǳŜŜƴ .ŜŜǎ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ wƻǎŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ƎǊƻǳǇΦ  

ά{ŜŜƳǎ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƴŜŜŘ ǳǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜǊŜΩǎ aƻƴƛŎŀΚέ [ŜŀƘ ǎŀƛŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ 
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ά²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ ²Ŝ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘŜǊ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ ²Ŝ ǘhought you 
ǿŜǊŜ ǇǊŀƴƪƛƴƎ ǳǎέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ  

άbƻΣ ǿŜ ǎŀǿ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ȅƻǳ ƎǳȅǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ wǳōȅΦ 

ά²ŀƛǘ ǿƘŜǊŜΩǎ aƻƴƛŎŀ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΚέ  Leah asked again. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ {ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘΦέ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ƳŀȅōŜ ǎƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ƭƻǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ Ŏŀƴ ǿŜ ŎƘŜŎƪΚέ wǳōȅ ǇƭŜŀŘŜŘΦ ²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ 
continue searching the house, looking for Monica. It seemed like forever and we had to go 
home because it was getting too late.  

άhƪΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƳŜŜǘ ǳǇ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǎǘŀǊǘǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀƎ ǇƻƭŜΦ IƻǇŜŦully 
aƻƴƛŎŀ ǎƘƻǿǎ ǳǇΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ aƻƴƛŎŀΚ aŜŜǘ ǳǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀƎ ǇƻƭŜ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΗέ L 
shouted so that Monica could hear our plan too.  

¢ƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ Řŀȅ L Ǌŀƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀƎ ǇƻƭŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƻǳǊ ƎǊƻǳǇ ŀƴŘ aƻƴƛŎŀΩǎ vǳŜŜƴ .ŜŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ 
ŀǎƪŜŘ ά!ƴȅ ƭǳŎƪΚέ  

Leah replied, ά{ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǇƛŎƪ ǳǇ ƘŜǊ ǇƘƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ L ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ōȅ ƘŜǊ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

 [ƛƭŀ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ άhƪ ǘƘŜƴ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŀǊȅ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ²ƘƻΩǎ 
ƛƴΚέ ²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ  

So after school we all walked into the woods and to the abandoned house. There were 
construction trucks parked outside and they were tearing down the house.  We asked one of 
the construction workers what was going on and he said they were tearing down the house 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ŀǇŀǊǘΦ [ƛƭŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ά.ut did you check inside? Our friend might be 
ƛƴǎƛŘŜΗέ 

ά²Ŝ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣέ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƻǊƪŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

As we walked through the woods back to school, we kept thinking about where Monica 
ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άhƘ ǿŀƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƘŜ follow Nerdy into the woods? Emma, 
ǘƘŀǘ ƎƘƻǎǘ ǿŜ ǎŀǿΦ Lǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ƎƛǊƭ ǘƘŀǘ aƻƴƛŎŀ ƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ǿƛǘƘΦέ  

ά²ƘŀǘΚ ²ƘƻΩǎ bŜǊŘȅΚ !ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƴŜǿ ƎƛǊƭΚ ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƴŜǿ ƎƛǊƭ ƛƴ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ aƻƴƛŎŀ 
ƻƴƭȅ ƘŀƴƎǎ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŜǘ bŜǊŘȅΣέ [ŜŀƘ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

 ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ά²ŀƛǘ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ bŜǊŘȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƭƻƴƎΣ ŎǳǊƭȅ ōǊƻǿƴ 
ƘŀƛǊΧέ 

.ŜŦƻǊŜ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ [ŜŀƘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²ŀƛǘΗ .ŀŎƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴŜŘ ƘƻǳǎŜ...it 
was dark but the person or thing I pulled Rose away from had long, curly haƛǊΧέ   

¢ƘŜƴ L ǎŀƛŘ ά²ŜƛǊŘΣ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ L ƪŜǇǘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ƘŀŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƭƻƴƎ ŎǳǊƭȅ ōǊƻǿƴ 
ƘŀƛǊΦΦΦέ  

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŎƭƛŎƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǳǎΦ {ƻ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ L ǎŀǿ ǿŀǎ bŜǊŘȅ ŀƴŘ 
ǿƘƻŜǾŜǊ ǘƻƻƪ aƻƴƛŎŀ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ōŜ bŜǊŘȅΧΧΧ  

                          >>>>>>>>>>>>>>>TO BE CONTINUED>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>> 
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Mini Meg 

By Sasha Vivek 
 

A girl stares out the window of a bus.  The bus lurches to a stop. The music on the 

radio drifts away as the bus pulls into the parking lot of Timber Middle S chool.  

The animal watches her get off, with hungry eyes. It has not eaten for a while. The 

girl suddenly sees the animal. It ducks under the leaves, hoping not to be seen. Waiting for 

a perfect moment to replenish its hunger.   
 

ñAnd after that, we painted our nails and went to Robôs 

Ice Cream to have the most delicious ice cream ever!!! Like 

sooo good!ò ñMeg are you even listening?!ò  
ñYes Annette, Iôm listening.ò I insist. My friend 

Annette continues to drone on about her day ov er at her new 

friend Brooklynôs house.  
ñAnd guess what?ò she asks. I start to ask ñwhat?ò but 

Annette keeps going. ñShe invited me to go to Seattle with 

her! I asked if you could come with me, but she said no. 

Sorry.ò  I know Annette didn't even try. Anne tte waits for my 

reaction, but I refuse to give her one. Iôm not going to show 

how sad and embarrassed I am. Weôre both quiet, so I stare 

out the window. ñJust so you know, I said yes.ò she says 

quietly. Weôre silent for the rest of the bus ride. I get off 

the bus alone.   

 

The animal is awakened from its nap by a screeching sound. It opens one eye, or at 

least what's left of it. Buses are pulling into the parking lot of Timber Middle. But no one 

notices the motionless body of the animal.  

 òGood, Good,ó the animal says to itself. It couldn't wait any longeré.  
 

Annette does not talk to me for any of the classes we have together. Even for science, 
during which we are partners. She only talks to Brooklyn and everyone else. She forgets all 
about me. This might be one of my loneliest days ever. I canôt wait to go home. 

 

Kids are getting on the bus. After the animal sees the girl get on, it knows that it is 

time. Once the animal sees the girl walk on the bus, it recedes back into a patch of woods. 

It travels the familiar path it traveled last century. It follows the hundre d year old 

footprints it had left behind one hundred years ago. Finally, it reaches a tiny cabin in the 

woods. The animal does not need to open the door, as there isn't one. The cabin is 

rundown, with a broken roof, and leaky pipes. But also has good nooks  and crannies and 

piles of leaves to hide things. The animal walks over to the kitchen. Sitting there, just as it 

had a hundred years ago is a doll. Only now it looks different. It has straight black hair, 

brown shiny eyes, and rosy cheeks. Just like the g irl. òPurrfectó the animal thinks.óYou just 

like her!ó It exclaims. 
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Iôm getting on the bus, and I can swear I hear something shuffle behind me, which is 
weird, since I'm last in the line to get on the school bus. I turn around, to see nothing but Timber 
Middle School. Since nothing is there, I shrug it off and sit down, but I canôt shake the feeling 
that something is watching me. Thatôs when I see it. In the parking lot, two-year-old me is sitting 
in the grass. No, wait, it's a doll! I squint to get a better look. It looks exactly like me! Straight 
black hair, shiny brown eyes, and rosy cheeks. There's only two differences between us, her 
height and her expression. Her shiny brown eyes look sad, almost as if she were about to cry 
any moment now. Her smile is faintish, and depressed. 

  Before I have a chance to look at her again, the bus pulls away from the parking lot. 
Away from Mini Meg. Yes, that's what Iôll call her. Mini Meg. She looks like me after all! 

  

òItõs working. The girl wants the doll no matter what. She will stop at nothing to get 

it. Heck, she even named it!ó The animal says outloud to itself. 

It is very excited to see what it will do to her.  

 
The next day, I have a plan. I will walk to school! The school is pretty close to my house, 

so my parents should let me walk. I go up to my parents in the morning, and after much 
convincing, my plan is able to be put into action. I pull on my Converse, rather than Uggs 
because you definitely do not want to walk to school in cozy, cute shoes. I walk out of Lennox 
Drive and into Timber Lane. Then, I see her. She looks exactly like me! Today, she is wearing 
the same outfit as me. A comfy bow sweater with baggy jeans. She even has mini Converse! 
Somehow, I do not find this strange. Weôre alike after all. I pick her up. She greets me with a 
warm, comforting smile.  

I stuff her in my backpack. I know that's very rude, but I donôt want anybody to see her. 
 

The animal watches the girl pick up the doll. It smiles a crooked smile. The animal is 

hungry. Suddenly, the bus pulls up. The girl quickly runs away into the building before the 

bus reaches.  The bus driver pulls into the parking lot, not paying any attention to the 

animal. 

The animal wakes up next afternoon, and decides its time. The girl has had time to 

bond with the doll. Yes, yes, she has been talking to it, comforting it, telling it that 

they're alike. The animal is so excited.  

 
Mini Meg is telling me to go to the forest constantly. She says that our friendship will 

have to end if I donôt. So I will, because she is a great friend, and I don't want our friendship to 
end. 

Next thing I know, Iôm standing outside a cabin. Mini Meg stops talking. The door of the 
cabin is ajar, like somebody has left it open for me. I go inside. 

ñHello?ò I call. Nobody responds. I step inside, and look around. The outside had looked 
cozy, and as if somebody recently had lived in it, but the inside was the exact opposite. The 
walls were made of rotting wood, and furniture lay askew over the dusty floor. I shriek in terror 
when I see a dead rat laying on a toppled over chair. I turn around to leave, but the door shuts 
in my face, but to my horror, the handle breaks off. Then, I hear a rough, scratchy sound behind 
me. I see a creature that looks so terrifying that I canôt describe it*. It lunges at me. I scream, 
terrified. I know itôs over for me. I take one last look at Mini Meg. Sheôs still smiling. 
 

THE END 
  

*Trying to be appropriate.   
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Untitled 
By Eliza Warner 
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A Haunted Hopewell 

By Lily Wilson [11 years old] 
 
òUgh.ó I said as my Mom woke me up that Halloween morning.  
 
òWake up and get into that costume, youõve got that party at school 
today!ó she said.  
 
Great! I thought sarcastically. I hate Halloween parties where you 
have to get dressed up in your costume while everybody else laughs at 
you if you wear one thatõs corny or babyish. Everyone will do that to 
me because I  have a dinosaur costume that my 4-year -old  brother 
picked out for me. òI donõt want to go!ó I yell into my pillow.  
 
òWell you have to because we already paid for the ice cream they will 
give  you there!ó she snapped back. òBe up in ten or else!ó she yelled 
even louder.    
 
Or else what? I asked myse lf in my head. Well you should never  quarrel 
with Mom. Her words are like steel, and yours just bounce right off of 
them. So I was up in 5 minutes. After I brushed my teeth and got 
dressed  I went to go wake Kevin, my little brother. We went  downstairs 
for breakfast  and found Momõs delectable, perfectly round pancakes 
that she flips herself with a sprinkle of cinnamon on top.  
 
òTyler, youõve got to start appreciating your last year in elementary 
school  at this school. Have fun at this party, hang out! But remember 
youõre going home with Ryan and going trick or treating with a bunch 
of other kids,ó she said.  
 
òYes! Iõm so thrilled to go trick or treating!ó I say.  
 
òBut remember I have one rule!ó she said sternly.  
 
òI know, I know! Stay together!ó I said.  
 
Honk Honk!   
 
òOh,  the bus is here. Hurry, boys, get shoes on and grab your backpacks 
and run for it! Have a good day!ó She said.  
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Finally,  we get to go! The reason Kevin is in Kindergarten early is 
because  he skipped a grade! Heõs that smart! Anyway, once I got on the 
bus the  staring began and of course the laughing. My cheeks flushed a 
deep red. I  was so embarrassed. Even Kevin was laughing at me! That 
little baby!   Being in 4th grade and wearing a dinosaur costume was 
the most  humilia ting thing ever! Kevin lucked out, Mom bought him a 
cool ninja  outfit that I wanted so badly! At dismissal when Ryanõs bus 
was called, out  we went! Time for trick or treating!  
òYouõre going to love the candy. Itõs all king size bars in my 
neighborhood!ó said Ryan. òWeõre also stopping by the school to watch 
a parade and play  hide and seek and laser tag in the school!ó  
 
òAwesome, canõt wait!ó I replied. An hour later, we were ready to go 
trick or  treating! I also found out that I was sleeping over at Ryanõs 
house that  night so Mom dropped off all my stuff. We went trick or 
treating for about  one and a half hours. Then Ryanõs Dad dropped us 
off at the school and  said òHave fun boys.ó And he was gone.  
 
We got tickets for all the activities and made our way to the paradeõs 
start.   The parade was fun. We devoured junk food and laughed 
recklessly at weird  costumes.    
 
Next, we went into Hopewell School and got into the laser tag vests and 
then  we spread out around the school. I myself went to the second grade 
w ing and  w hile I was hiding, something brushed around my leg. I 
suddenly got chills!   I went to find Ryan or Will or Jack but I couldnõt 
find them. I checked  classroom after classroom but no luck. I started to 
get worried. Was this a  prank or even worse am I alone? My thoughts 
seemed to echo in my head. I decided to go to the main entrance because 
thatõs where this nightmare started. I tried the door, locked! I tried all 
the other exits and all of them  were locked! Just then I heard a bone -
chilling scream! òThat sounded like  Ryan,ó I said aloud.   
 
I ran toward the screaming and found myself in the art room! I saw 
Ryan backed into a corner looking pale like he had seen a ghost! He 
looked at me   
then looked at the ceiling. I then realized that he was terrified for his 
life! I  became scared for him and myself. I looked up at there I saw a 
huge  creature with the fangs of a vampire, claws of a cat, body of a 
skeleton, and the head of a pumpkin! It pounced on me, ripping my 
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vest off and running out of the room! òAAAAHHHHHH!ó I ran out of 
the art room following  the yell. And went into the gym at a sprint.   
 
When I got there,  I couldnõt see anything because of a powder. I reached 
out my hand and pulled it back. òSand?ó I questioned. Suddenly the 
swirling  stop ped to reveal Will standing there looking frozen! Then a 
Mummy popped  out of the sand pile and started towards Will. I started 
to run towards the  M ummy. I tackled him and started to unwrap him! 
But he just wrapped  himself right back up like nothing had hap pened.   
 
Now that Ryan had caught up with me, we started to smell something  
burning. I turned and saw that the mummy was literally on fire! The 
mummy started to freak out, setting the gym on fire. I grabbed a fire 
extinguisher and sprayed it everywhere I c ould. After the smoke and 
spray  had cleared the mummy was gone! It just disappeared!   
 
It took a while to find Will because he was too traumatized to move 
and he was also covered with spray. Then, again é 
òAAAAAIIIIIIEEEEE!!!!!ó  This was getting to be Dej a vu! I started 
running toward the music room.   This time I found Jack sitting there 
really pale like a ghost! This time it was  a vampire baring its fangs at 
him upside down on the ceiling. It dropped  down and landed flawlessly 
on its  feet ñ it s cape flowi ng out behind him.   It started to advance on 
Jack so I grabbed his cape and started pulling him  back to result in him 
falling down and turning on me! I started to back away almost 
tripping over my own feet. He kept coming at me so I turned  and ran 
at light ning speed toward the cafeteria with him chasing me down  the 
hallway.   
 
When I got there,  I started to turn the kitchen over. Searching for 
é  GARLIC! I had found it and it was going to drive that vampire 
away, outside and out of my school! So thatõs what I did! This had been 
an  adventure and a very long night! So much for the sleepover. So, t he 
4 of us together staggered out of there drained and cheerful that we 
had each otherõs backs.  
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Untitled 
by Ruby Wilson 

 
Introduction 

It was the day before Halloween and everybody was out buying candy for trick-or-treaters. 
!ƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ŜƭǎŜ ƛǎ ŘŜŎƻǊŀǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΦ 9ȄŎŜǇǘ ŦƻǊ {ŀǊŀƘ ŀƴŘ WŀƴŜ ²ƛƭŎƻȄΦ άLΩƳ 
ōƻǊŜŘΗέ ǎŀƛŘ WŀƴŜΦ ά¢ƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ aǊǎΦ ²ƛƭŎƻȄΦ άhƪŀȅΗέ ǘƘŜȅ ōƻǘƘ ǎŀƛŘΦ When they ran 
over to the dinner table, they were both surprised to see that their father was home early. 
ά5ŀŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜ ǎƻ ŜŀǊƭȅέ ŀǎƪŜŘ {ŀǊŀƘΦ άaŜ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ 
ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΗ ¢ƘŜ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǇŀǊǘȅ ƛǎ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴΗέ ά¸9{Ηέ ǘƘŜȅ ōƻǘƘ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ 
excitement.  

IƛΗ LΩƳ WŀƴŜ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǘǿƛƴ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΗ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ф ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ōƻǘƘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ŀ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ 
Hillbrook Elementary. My address is 56 Coker AveΣ /ƻƴƴŜŎǘƛŎǳǘΗ LΩƳ ƛƴ aǊǎΦ /ŀŎƪƭŜΩǎ пǘƘ 
grade class. My favorite subject is probably gym because I love to run around and play 
sports outside. I also love to do arts and crafts.  

Chapter 1 
ά²ŀƪŜ ǳǇ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ŀǊŀƘΦ ά²ƘŀǘΚέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǘΩǎ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΗέ ǎŀƛŘ {ŀǊŀƘΦ ά²ƘŀǘΚέ L ǎŀƛŘ 
ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άLǘΩǎ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΗέ {ŀǊŀƘ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ L ǎǇǊŀƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ōŜŘΦ aȅ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ƘƻƭƛŘŀȅ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ 
I quickly got downstairs to see my mother in the kitchen making Halloween pancakes. 
άaƳƳƳέ L ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ L ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜƳΦ {ŎǊŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŎƘΗ άhƘ ƴƻΗέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ōǳǎ ƛǎ ŜŀǊƭȅΗέ L 
grabbed my pancakes and shoved them in my mouth and then I grabbed my backpack and 
gave my mom a hug and ran after Sarah onto the bus. 10 minutes later the bus arrived at 
Hillbrook Elementary. When I walked into school, I heard a loud boom boom clap! Music! I 
thought. That reminds me of the Halloween party! I wonder what they will have?  

 
Chapter 2 

As the day went on, I thought about the Halloween party more and more. I was so shaky and 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘȅΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ bus, I was so excited. When I 
got off the bus, I sprinted up the driveway and into the house. And Sarah followed after me. I 
put my backpack down and grabbed my skeleton costume and puǘ ƛǘ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ŘƛŘ {ŀǊŀƘΦ άL ŀƳ 
ǎƻ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǎƪŜƭŜǘƻƴǎΗέ {ŀǊŀƘ ǎŀƛŘΦ άaŜ ǘƻƻΗέ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άDƛǊƭǎ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ Ǝƻ 
ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘȅΚΗέ aȅ ƳƻƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
 

Chapter 3 
ά¸ŜǎΗέ ²Ŝ ōƻǘƘ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ άhƪŀȅ ƘƻǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ {ŀǊah 
ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǎǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƛŎŜ ŎǊŜŀƳ ǘǊǳŎƪΦ άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜΦ Iƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ 
ȅƻǳΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ {ŀǊŀƘΦ ά¸Ŝǎ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΗέ wŜǇƭƛŜŘ {ŀǊŀƘΦ ά¸ǳƳΗέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 
ƘŀǳƴǘŜŘ ƘƻǳǎŜΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ {ŀǊŀƘΦ ά{ǳǊŜΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ²Ŝ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ haunted house. And as soon 
as we walked in a bloody werewolf came chasing me and Sarah! It took us 5 minutes but we 
ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƭƻǎǘ ƘƛƳΗ ! ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǎǘŜǇǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŜǇǎ ƻǳǘ ŀ ȊƻƳōƛŜ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ƻƻƻȊȊŜΗ άDǊƻǎǎΗέ L 
ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ {ŀǊŀƘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΗέ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά!ƘƘƘƘƘΗέ {ŀǊŀƘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΗ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ 
ǿǊƻƴƎΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴΗ  
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Chapter 4 
ά¢ƘŜ ȊƻƳōƛŜ ƛǎ ŎƘŀǎƛƴƎ ǳǎΗΗΗΗΗΗΗΗέ {ƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΦ ά²ƘŀǘΚέ L ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀǎ L ǿŀǎ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜǊΦ 
ά¢I9 ½ha.L9 L{ /I!{LbD ¦{ΗΗΗΗέ άhƘΗέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ !ƴŘ L ǎǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ {ŀǊah going as fast as I 
ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎƻΦ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƴŜΦ ά{ŀǊŀƘΗέ L ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ƳŜΦ ά{ŀǊŀƘΗέ L 
ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƳŜΦ ά²ƘŀǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŎƘŀǎƛƴƎ ǳǎ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΗέ L 
said. Then Sarah stopped and came back to me so we could go together and nobody was left 
ōŜƘƛƴŘΦ ²Ŝ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǳƴǘŜŘ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ ά²ƘŜǿΗέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎǇƻƻƪȅέ 
{ŀǊŀƘ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƪƴƻǿέ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŘŀƴŎŜΚέ {ŀǊŀƘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά{ǳǊŜΗέ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ .ƻƻƳ 
boom clap clap boomba clap!Η άL ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƳǳǎƛŎΗέ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ {ŀǊŀƘ ōƻǘƘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά[ŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƳƻƳ 
ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǎ ƭŜŦǘΗέ {ŀƛŘ {ŀǊŀƘΦ άhƪŀȅέ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ  

Chapter 5 
²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ άIƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ Řƻ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘȅΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
άм ƘƻǳǊΦέ {ƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ !ƴ ƘƻǳǊ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǿŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƛǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǇǇȅΦ ά¢ƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ōŜŘέ ƳƻƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
άhƪŀȅΗέ ²Ŝ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ !ǎ L Ǝƻǘ ƛƴ ōŜŘ L ǎŀƛŘΣ άƎƻƻŘ ƴƛƎƘǘ {ŀǊŀƘΣ L ƘƻǇŜ ȅƻǳ had as much fun as I 
ŘƛŘ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǳƴǘŜŘ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƻ ŎǊŜŜǇȅ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦέ άaŜ ǘƻƻΗέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ !ǎ L ǿŀǎ ƭŀȅƛƴƎ 
ƛƴ ōŜŘ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ L ƘŀŘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŦǳƴΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƴŜȄǘ Iŀƭƭƻǿ 
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Spooky Story 

By Macy Wilson, 6 years old 

Victor was riding home from school on the bus. Then a leaf fell on his window! Then he 
screamed ά!!!IIIΗέ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ƻŦŦ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǎǘƻǇΗ IŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ aŀŎȅΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΗ ¢ƘŜƴ 
he slept in the basement. It was filled with spiders! That night a ghost was in their basement! 
¢ƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘ ǿƻƪŜ ±ƛŎǘƻǊ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ά.hhΗέ ¢ƘŜƴ ±ƛŎǘƻǊ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ǳǇΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘ ŎƘŀǎŜŘ ±ƛŎǘƻǊ 
all around the basement and up the stairs. Then a giant black cat blocked him from the 
upstairs.  Then he went under the ghost. Then Victor scampered the other way into the kitchen. 
He took ǘǿƻ ŀǇǇƭŜ ǇƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊŜǿ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǘΩǎ ŦŀŎŜǎ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŎŀƳǇŜǊŜŘ ƻŦŦ ƛƴǘƻ 
the parentΩǎ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ŏŀǘ ǿƻƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ά.hhΗέ !ƴŘ 
a άa9h²Ηέ ¢ƘŜ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŎƘŀǎŜŘ ±ƛŎǘƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ Ŏŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǘƻ 
WŀŎƪǎƻƴΩǎ ǊƻƻƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇŀǊŜƴǘΩǎ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ άW!/Y{hb D9¢ h¦¢ hC .95Σ D9¢ h¦¢ hC .95 v¦L/YΗέ 
Jackson woke up to a shock of his parents screaming! Jackson followed his parents out of his 
room. Then Victor followed Jackson and his parents. The ghost and cat followed after them. 
Into the attic they ran and they chased around and around and around the attic.  Then 
Frankenstein showed up with a mummy and a pumpkin and the ǇǳƳǇƪƛƴ ǎŀƛŘ άD9¢ h¦¢ OF MY 
!¢¢L/ wLDI¢ bh²Ηέ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜŘΦ   

 
THE END  

- ¢ŀƪŜǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŀǘ aŀŎȅΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ 
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HAUNTED HOUSE 
By Ethan Xu 

 
One time, a boy was walking the wrong way. He went into a house and then a sound came out 
ά!ǊǊǊǊǊƪƪƪƪέΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΚ IŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ōǊŀǾŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ά!ǊǊƪƪΣ 
!ǊǊƪƪΣ !ǊǊƪƪΣ !ǊǊƪƪ ŎǊŜŎƪέΦ IŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŦǊƻƳΦ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ά/ha9 h¦¢ ²I9w9 9±9w 
¸h¦ !w9ΗΗΗέǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ άŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ .hhΗέΦ  
έ!!!!Ηέ {ŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ άIŀǳƴted IƻǳǎŜΗ L ŀƳ ƛƴ ŀ IŀǳƴǘŜŘ IƻǳǎŜΗ L ŀƳ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŎƘŀǎŜŘΗέ 
And then that person took off the mask and said άIŀǇǇȅ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΗέ IŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ 
άIŀǇǇȅ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴ ǘƻƻΗέ 
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L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ you will feel after reading this story, but it sure might frighten you! Keep 
ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ǇŜŜƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎΦ bŜǾŜǊ ŦŜŀǊ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƛƴ ŀ ōƻƻƪΗ 

 
HAUNTED  

By Ivan Xu  

Joined for the Spooky house writing contest  

Amilitinsa was walking along her street when she found she was lost. This day has gone 
ǿƻǊǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƘŜ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ŦƛȄ ƛǘΦ IŜǊ ƳƻƳ ǿŀǎ ƳŀŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ 
wasting all of her money. She was just about to turn around when she heard a creaking sound. 
{ƘŜ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀǿ ŀ ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ƭƻƻƳƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŜŜƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ 
big house looming up tall in front of her. So she creaked open the door. The big house was 
filled with cobwebs, spiders, and eerie noises. She looked around and noticed that there were 
missing planks, shattered windows, and creaky stairs. Then she tried taking a step. The floor 
creaked and groaned, and then it jolted to one side, almost scaring Amilitinsa. 
 
She walked faster. Then the next thing she knew, there was a loud crashing sound followed by 
a sudden flash of shade. Her head spun around to see that a plank had fallen from the second 
floor. She ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ά!ƴȅƻƴŜ ƘŜǊŜΚ IŜƭƭƻΚ /ƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΗέ ½ŜǊƻ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘΦ {ƘŜ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ 
over the plank and then the floƻǊ ŎǊŀŎƪŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ƭŀƴŘŜŘΦ άL ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘǊȅ ōŜƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭΣέ 
she said to herself. She slowly walked up the stairs. Then she heard a thump sound. She spun 
her head towards the sound to figure out that a door had fallen down. Then she was walking 
into the living room. She shined her flashlight at the room to see that there were at least 25 
doors in the room. She opened every one of them but there were five of them that won't 
budge. She pulled and pulled at the first one. The knob even came off. So, she sat down. Then, 
with a pop, a door popped open. She walked in to see a shining key. She tried it, then it 
opened. She peeked inside. Nothing. So, ǎƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƻƴŜΦ Lǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ōǳŘƎŜΦ 
So, she walked around to find that under the pillow of the couch was a shining key. That 
brought her back to the room where the second one lay. She tried it, and it opened. She peered 
inside. Still nothing. She found all of the rest of the keys and tried them, but each one of the 
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keys didn't lead to anything. So, she walked around the house. Then a big pile of planks blocked 
her path. She tried kicking the pile, but it wouldn't budge. Then she noticed that there was a 
big hole in the roof so she climbed out of the house and onto the roof. She noticed that there 
were holes in the roof so she was careful about them. Then she climbed through a hole to get 
into a room. Then she ran through door after door, desperate to escape the house. But then 
the floor opened like a big hole and she fell through. She then hit hard on the dirt floor. White 
stars of pain explode in her eyes as she loses consciousness. Then she blacks out. Her memories 
of getting hurt from falling drifted back to her. One time she was sitting on a tree then she fell 
through a narrow hole. Another time she was on the diving board of her pool then she slipped 
and fell into the cold water. Another time she fell down from her gymnastics bar and hurt her 
ankle. She opened her eyes and focused them on a shining light in the distance. She got up 
cautiously and walked towards the light. Then she heard it. A low rumbling sound. Then a 
bunch of planks fell down from the sky and made a brain breaking maze. She weaved in and 
around parts of the maze, and sometimes a big part of the maze would fall and make a pile of 
planks so she would have to find another way around. She would every few seconds come up 
to a dead end and have to backtrack. And then she came up to a wall where there was no way 
to go around it. She then started walking backwards, then, with all her strength, she burst 
through the pile of wood and hurled herself straight onto the floor where the light came from. 
Then she saw it: The glowing treasure. She stared at the glowing treasure. This will fix all of her 
money problems. This will make her mom be so thankful. This will let her do whatever she 
wants. She had to get that chest. So, ǎƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ƭƛŦǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōǳŘƎŜΦ 
She looked down and saw that there were bolts that bolted the chest to the floor. She quickly 
pulled a screwdriver out of her pocket and unscrewed the bolts. She lifted the chest - it was 
surprisingly light - ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƭŜ ǎƘŜ ŦŜƭƭ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦ άbƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ƛǎΥ Ƙƻǿ Řƻ ǿŜ 
ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇΚέ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ {ƘŜ ƎŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ǳǇ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ Ǉƭŀƴƪǎ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ ōȅ ƻƴŜ stacked them 
on top of each other to make stairs. She stepped up to the 10th stair then there was a creaking 
sound. She rushed up all of the stairs and jumped up just in time. But then she noticed that the 
chest was not in her hands. She looked down and shouted, άbhhhhhhhΗΗΗΗΗΗέ ¢ƘŜ ǘǊŜŀǎǳǊŜ 
chest was falling. Then the chest smashed against the ground and the coins flew everywhere. 
Only one was able to get up to the creaking stair that was next to her. But it was too late. The 
stairs crashed to the ground and left poor Amilitinsa sobbing on the floor of the house. Then 
she heard a sound. A crashing sound. She ran up the hallway and saw that a gigantic diamond 
had flown through the air and smashed into the upstairs bedroom and was now flying down 
the stairs. She grabbed hold of it and creaked open the door. Only this time, she had to get 
back to her house - and fast. She sprinted towards the south side of the street and ran east. 
Then she ran southwest through the trees. She ran, and ran, and ran for what seemed like 
hours. She finally came to a stop, panting. She looked around. The place looked familiar. She 
tried looking into the trees and caught a glimpse of purple - the color of their house. She ran 
through the woods, desperate to make it back. She weaved in and around trees to try to make 
ƛǘ ōŀŎƪΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŀǎ ōƭƻŎƪŜŘ ōȅ ŀ Ǌƻǿ ƻŦ Ǉƻƛǎƻƴ ƛǾȅΦ άbƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǿƛƭƭ L ƎŜǘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎΚέ ǎƘŜ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘΦ 
She then fished around in her pocket to find something useful. All she found was a roll of tape, 
a compass, a whistle, a piece ƻŦ ǇŀǇŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŎƛǎǎƻǊǎΦ ά²ŀƛǘ Χ ǎŎƛǎǎƻǊǎΗ L Ŏŀƴ ǳǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ 
ǎŎƛǎǎƻǊǎ ǘƻ Ŏǳǘ Řƻǿƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǎǘŀƭƪǎ ƻŦ Ǉƻƛǎƻƴ ƛǾȅΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƧǳƳǇ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ 
shouting. She sliced thoroughly through every stalk in her way, but that was no use. It kept on 
groǿƛƴƎΦ ά[ƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŀǘƘΦέ {ƘŜ Ǌŀƴ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘƘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ 
soon came along another house. This house was familiar too. She ran along the bend to find 
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out how far this way would stretch. Soon she came up to a split path. She flashed a look at the 
signs but could not see anything. So, she pulled out the things that were in her pocket. She 
ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǘƭŜΦ bƻ ƻƴŜ ŎŀƳŜΦ {ƘŜ ǎƭƛŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ǌƻƭƭ ƻŦ ǘŀǇŜ ǘƻ ǘŀǇŜ άI9[tέ ƻƴ ŀ ǘǊŜŜΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ 
looked down at her compass and followed it to her house, leading it back to the line of poison 
ivy. But this time there was a path in the ground, so she followed it which eventually came up 
through the row of poison ivy. She then spotted the little hole in the row of poison ivy - it was 
big enough to fit her in! She tried to get through, and made it to the other side. But there was a 
big stream she doubted she could jump across. She was just about to jump until she felt 
something in her other pocket. She pulled the thing out to find out it was an axe. An incredibly 
small but useful axe. She started to chop down a thick tree nearby. The tree fell over the 
stream, long enough for her to climb up and get to the other side. But when she climbed on, a 
creaking sound was heard. Before she knew it, there was a crack in front of her. She scrambled 
back to watch the tree snap into two and fall into the stream. She tried to scream, but the 
sound was caught in her throat. There was only one option: go through the stream. She had 
watched the tree snap in two and sink to the bottom of the stream. She barely saw the wood - 
it had to be at least 5 feet deep! She climbed down to the riverbank to get in. She first took off 
ƘŜǊ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴϥǘ ƎŜǘ ǿŜǘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŦƻƻǘΦ ά.ǊǊǊΧǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ 
cold. IΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ǌƛǎƪ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴΦέ !ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ǎƘŜ Ǉǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ 
pulled that axe out again. She swung it hard at a really thick tree, then the trunk of the tree fell 
down and landed far enough to get across. But before trying to run across, she took off her 
clothes and threw them to the other side. She knew the risk of getting wet. There were not a 
lot of thick trees around here, and they easily snapped in two. Many of them were already 
broken. But she had to take the risk to get home. So, she ran across to get to the other side, 
and she was able to get across without falling - the tree snapped in two right after she touched 
the other side of the water. She put on her clothes to get back, but soon noticed that the 
purple house was a different house than she thought. She ran through street after street, 
desperate to find her home. Soon she came up upon another purple house, but it was still not 
ƘŜǊǎΦ {ƘŜ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ ƴŀƳŜΦ Lǘ ǎŀƛŘΣέ²ŜƴƛƴŎŜǊ wŘΦέΦ {ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ Ŏƭƻǎe 
to Ancera Lane, where she lived. She ran down the road, desperately trying to find Ancera 
[ŀƴŜΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ŀ ǎƛƎƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά!ƴŎŜǊŀ [ŀƴŜ 9ȄǘŜƴǎƛƻƴέΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛǘΦ {ƘŜ Ǌŀƴ 
down the street until she came up to Ancera Lane. Now all she needed to do was to find 
number 1743. She ran up and down the street until she came across a purple home. She rang 
ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊōŜƭƭ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŎŀƳŜ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΦ άL ǿŀǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ 
ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊŜΗέ άL ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΗέ !Ƴƛƭƛǘƛƴsa said. She told her mother about the 
walk, the haunted house, the treasure, the diamond, the stream, just about everything that 
happened while she was gone. She then pulled out the diamond that was in her pocket the 
ǿƘƻƭŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ IŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ άLΩƳ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀƴŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳǊ 
ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ŘƛŀƳƻƴŘΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ŘƛŀƳƻƴŘ ƻǳǘΦ {ƘŜ ǎƻƭŘ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ϷмллллллΦ !ƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ 
ƴƻǿ ƻƴΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŜǾŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  

THE END 
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The Halloween Night 
By Aleena Yasin 

/ƘŀǇǘŜǊ м 

ά¢ǊƛŎƪ ƻǊ ǘǊŜŀǘΗΩΩ L ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ L ƪƴƻŎƪŜŘ о ǘƛƳŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǾŜŀƭ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ƭŀŘȅΦ 

άbƛŎŜ ǿƛǘŎƘ ŎƻǎǘǳƳŜΦ ά{ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƻƭŘ ŎƘƛƭƭ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƭŀƳƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ 

my watch it was almost midnight. 

άL Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ƎƻΣέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ L Ǌŀƴ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜǿŀƭƪ ǘƘŜƴ Ψ.!aΩΗ L Ǌŀƴ ƛƴǘƻ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŀƴŘ 

Sadie, two kids that are 10 and live in the neighborhood that love to annoy me for no reason.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳΚέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŀǎƪǎΦ 

άbƻǘƘƛƴƎΗέ  

Sadie hollered. The girls giggled as they pushed me down. 

Ψ5ƛƴƎ 5ƻƴƎΣ 5ƛƴƎ 5ƻƴƎΗΩ 

The clock struck 12 and that was the last thing I heard. 

/ƘŀǇǘŜǊ н 

άLǎ ǎƘŜ ŘŜŀŘΚΗέ 

άbƻΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŜƴŘŜŘ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

I woke up with a quick movement, startled. Someone or something was talking to me, but I 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƻǳǘ ǿƘƻ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΣ L ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƛȊȊȅ ŀŦǘŜǊ L ŦŜƭƭΦ hƴŎŜ L ŦŜƭǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƴȅ 

ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘƛƴƎǎ ōǳǘ ŀƭƭ L ƪƴŜǿ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ DƭŀǎǘƻƴōǳǊȅΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ LΚ 

άhƘΗ {ƘŜΩǎ ŀƭƛǾŜΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ƎƻƻŘƴŜǎǎ ƛŦ wƛƭŜȅ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ŘƛŜŘΣ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƎƻƴŜǊǎΦέ 

I sat up. 

ά²ƘƻΩǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ L ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ  L ǿŀǎ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ǉŀǎǘ ƳƛŘƴƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ L ǿŀǎΦ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀŦǊŀƛŘΦ LΩƳ ½ƻŜȅ ǘƘŜ ȊƻƳōƛŜΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ LΩƳ ²ƛƭƭŀ ŀ ǿŜǊŜ ǿƻƭŦΦ ²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ǿƘȅ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

άLΩƳ aƻƭƭȅ ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ LΩƳ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

 

Just by looking at them I knew that Zoey is light and friendly and Willa is . . . How do I explain 

ƛǘΧ ŎƻƻƭΦ ½ƻŜȅ ŀƴŘ ²ƛƭƭŀ ŜȄŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ŀ ƭƻƻƪΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƳŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ L ƪƴŜǿΦ .ǳǘ L 

needed their help to get back home in time for pizza.  
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ά{ƻΣ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǿ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΧǳƳƳΧΦ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ [ǳƴŀΩǎ tƛȊȊŜǊƛŀ?Σέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ 

politely. 

ά¦ƳΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƭŀŎŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ŜǾŜǊΣέ ½ƻŜȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ L Ǝƻǘ 

that the monsters had no idea about human stuff.  

ά{ƻΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎǘǳŦŦ ƎŜǘǎ ǿŜƛǊŘΣ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀŘŜǊΣέ ²ƛƭƭŀ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǘƻƻƪ 

a hike down to the playground. 

/ƘŀǇǘŜǊ о 

 When we got close to the playground, I saw that there was a chair, and underneath the chair 

was water, a pool of water.  

ά¸ƻǳǊ ƘƛƎƘƴŜǎǎΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ LΣ ²ƛƭƭŀΦέ 

 ά!ƴŘ ƳŜ ½ƻŜȅΦέ 

 ΨIŜƭƭƻ ƎƛǊƭǎΦέ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ ǎǇƭŀǎƘŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ ά²Ƙȅ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎΚέ  

I could tell by the way she pointed her fins at me she was a siren. 

Zoey answŜǊŜŘ ŦƛǊǎǘΥ ά¢ƘŜ ǿƘȅ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƘǳƳŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦŜƭƭ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ǳǎ ǘƻ 

help her find her way back home and we need your permission to see if we can bring her back 

ƘƻƳŜΣ wƛƭŜȅΦέ  

wƛƭŜȅ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŜǊŜ ƻǊ ŀǊŜ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƭȅƛƴƎΚέ wƛƭŜȅ 

asked with a demanding sound in her voice. 

 άbƻΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƭȅƛƴƎΦ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅ ƘƻƳŜΦέ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 

 άCƛƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƎƻŜǎ ǿǊƻƴƎ Φ Φ Φέ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪǎ ǘƻ ²ƛƭƭŀΣ άȅƻǳ two are in charge. Now leave, I 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ŀ ƘǳƳŀƴ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘƻƳŜΦέ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎǇƭŀǎƘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǇƻƻƭΦ 

/ƘŀǇǘŜǊ п 

ά¸ŜǎΗ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƛƴ ŎƘŀǊƎŜΣέ ½ƻŜȅ ǎŀƴƎΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛŎƪΣ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΦ  

ά{ƘƘΗ ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘǳƳŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΣέ ²ƛƭƭŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊǎΦ {ƘŜ 

blended in with her surroundings. Then I heard a noise and saw something green. 

ά¦ƳΧΦ Ǝǳȅǎ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǎΣέ L ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƴǘΦ 

 They turned around just in time to see someone jump out of a bush. 

 ά¸ƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ ƭƻǳŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ƘǳƳŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻǘ 

facing me. 

άhƘΣ L ŦƻǊƎƻǘ ǘƻ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ L ŀƳ ŦǊŀƴƪ ǘƘŜ CǊŀƴƪŜƴǎǘŜƛƴΣέ CǊŀƴƪ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘΦ   

ά²Ƙȅ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜΚέ ²ƛƭƭŀ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜ ƎƭƛƳƳŜǊƛƴƎΦ  {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƘŜǊ ǘŀǊƎŜǘΦ 
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ά²Ƙŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘǳƳŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦέ CǊŀƴƪ ŦŀŎŜŘ ƳŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ 

ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊΦέ !ƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǿƛŦǘ ōow, he was gone.  

ά¦ƳΧΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǊ ŎǳŜ ǘƻ ǊǳƴΣέ L ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜŀŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ 

ran. We just made it out and then we heard them. 

 ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ƘǳƳŀƴΗέ  

ά{ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ŦŀǊΦέ  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƴŘΦέ 

I turned around to see Willa and Zoey arguing. They had an idea and by looking at their faces 

we would get in big trouble. 

/ƘŀǇǘŜǊ р 

We ran through the forest until we made it to the pavilion. There were about 50 guards 

blocking something golden. Zoey signaled me to go behind a tree. I had a million questions, but 

Zoey already knew my question. 

ά¢ƘƻǎŜ ƎǳŀǊŘǎ ŀǊŜ ǾŀƳǇƛǊŜǎΣ ƴƻǘ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅ ƎǊƻǳǇΦ !ƭǎƻΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛƴƎΣ ƛǎ ŀ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ 

ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƻƴƛŎ ōŀǘΦέ ²ƻǿΣ ½ƻŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƳŜ ǘŜƭling her. 

άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ƭŀǎǘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ  

ά²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŜǎŜΣέ ²ƛƭƭŀ ǎŀƛŘ ǇǊƻǳŘƭȅ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ о ƛƴǾƛǎƛōƭŜ ŎƭƻŎƪǎΦ ²Ŝ ǎƭƛŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ŀƴŘ 

tiptoed through the dark. Once we got close, I saw 2 vampires get knocked out by air.  I knew 

that was Willa. So as quickly as I could, I got over the knocked-out vampires. Zoey removed her 

clock.  

άwŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ƎƻΚέ ½ƻŜȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜΦ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ L ǿŀǎ ōƻǊƴ ǊŜŀŘȅΦ 

/ƘŀǇǘŜǊ с  

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘΗέ L ȅŜƭƭŜŘΦ  CƭȅƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ƴƛŎŜΣ Ǉƭǳǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǳǇΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ 

MƻƭƭȅΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦǳƴΣ ōǳǘ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ōŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ǘƛƴȅ ōƛǘ ǉǳƛŜǘΦέ {ƻΣ L ŘƛŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōǳǘ Řƻǿƴ 

below us it was loud. The vampires were yelling at each other 

ά¢ƘŜ ƘǳƳŀƴ Ǝƻǘ ŀǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘΗέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƎŜǘ ŀǿŀȅΦέ 

άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘΦέ 

άhƘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘΦέ 

άIŀΗέ ²ƛƭƭŀ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΣ άǘƻƻ ōǳǎȅ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ bƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǎΦΦΦέ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ Ŏǳǘ ƻŦŦ ōȅ 

someone saying:  

ά.hhΗΗΗέ  
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ά!IIIIIΗέ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ǎƻ ƭƻǳŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŦŜƭƭ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘΦ  

ά{ƻǊǊȅ ǘƻ ǎŎŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘǳƳŀƴ ƻƴ ōƻŀǊŘέ 

CǊŀƴƪΣ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎΦ άL ƳŜŀƴ ƴƻ ƘŀǊƳΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŀƴŘŜŘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǘŜǊǊƛǘƻǊȅ ǿƘŜƴ 9Ƴƛƭȅ 

and Sadie pushed me down.  Zoey and Willŀ ŀǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ ŦƛƴŘ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅ ƘƻƳŜΦέ L 

told Frank  

ά.ǳǘ ŀ ƘǳƳŀƴ ƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀ ƘǳƳŀƴΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ŎƻǳǊǘ ōȅ ƘŜǊ IƛƎƘƴŜǎǎΦέ CǊŀƴƪ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎƭƛƳ 

in his eyes. 

ά.ǳǘ wƛƭŜȅ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎΦΦΦέ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΗέ  CǊŀƴƪ ȅŜƭƭŜŘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǎǘǊŀƛght at me. 

bƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ Ǝƻǘ ²ƛƭƭŀ ŀƴƎǊȅΣ ƘŜǊ Ŏƭŀǿǎ ǿŜƴǘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǎŎǊŀǇŜŘ CǊŀƴƪ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎŜΦ άhǿǿǿΗέ 

CǊŀƴƪ ƘƻƭƭŜǊŜŘ ƘŜ ǎǘŀƎƎŜǊŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŀƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜƴ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘ Ƴȅ ōŀǎƪŜǘ ǘƻ 

hold candy. I swung once, then twice and I missed, but the third time I hit him on the nose, and 

he went flying. 

άIŜƭǇ ƳŜΣέ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜ ƘŜŀǊŘΦ 

½ƻŜȅ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƘŜǊŜ ŀǿŜǎǘǊǳŎƪΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΣ ²ƛƭƭŀΚ ¸ƻǳ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ǳǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƭŀǿǎΦ !ƴŘ aƻƭƭȅΣ ǘƘŀǘ 

ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǳǎŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ¢ǊƛŎƪ ƻǊ ¢ǊŜŀǘ ōŀǎƪŜǘΣέ ½ƻŜȅ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎΦ 

ά²Ŝ ǿƻƭǾŜǎ ǎǘƛŎƪ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ ǇŀŎƪΦέ {ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ƴŜȄǘ ȅŜŀǊ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŦǳƴΣ 

ƻƪΚ tƭǳǎΣ ōŜ ŀ ǿŜǊŜǿƻƭŦΦέ  

½ƻŜȅ Ŏǳǘ ƛƴΦ άIŜȅΣ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƛȊȊŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀƭǎƻ ǎŜǊǾŜ ōǊŀƛƴǎΚέ 

²Ŝ ōǳǊǎǘ ƛƴǘƻ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘ ŦƭŜǿ ǘƻ [ǳƴŀΩǎ ǇƛȊȊŀΦ 

/ƘŀǇǘŜǊ т 

hƴŎŜ L ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ [ǳƴŀΩǎ ǇƛȊȊŀΣ L ŦŜƭǘ ǎŀŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǇǇȅΦ IŀǇǇȅ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ ǎŀŘ 

ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ Ƴȅ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊ Ǉŀƭǎ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƴŜȄǘ ȅŜŀǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŦǳƴΣ ŀƴŘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ 

to do it again. My sisters have so many questions like: 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ōŜŜƴΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜ ǇƛȊȊŀ ǿŀǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŎƻƭŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

I looked out the window to see the bat flying away with Zoey and Willa. 

 

THE END 
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I Know You Can Hear Me 
By Elena Yi 

 
Summer 
 
During the summer, 
The boys say, 
Ψώ¢ƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜƳŀƴϐ ǊƻŘŜ thought the shallow pond, 
His head like a ball, rolling,  
Under his arm. 
 
We laugh, 
But in the night, 
I sleep uneasily, 
The wind in the branches sounding like reins hitting a horse 
 
Home 
 
The boys tease, 
Ψ¢ƘŜ IƻǊǎŜƳŀƴ ǿƛƭƭ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳΣΩ 
The other girls say,  
Ψ5ƻƴΩǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΣ 
¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŎŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΣ 
¢ƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀŘΩ 
 
But I hear him. 
He whispers, 
I know you can hear me, little girl 
 
Things that hum  
 
²ƘŜƴ ƴƻ ƻƴŜΩǎ ƘƻƳŜΣ 
The stove after supper 
Wires in the roof 
The road running past the brook 
And my name, 
Because the dark says it first. 
I know you can hear me, little girl. 
 
Lesson 7: Parts of Speech 
 
Noun - head 
Adjective - fall 
Verb - ride 
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Sentence: 
The horseman rides. 
I listen. 
But, the night answers for me. 
 
I get a B+. 
 
Listening 
 
The boys mock me, 
I know you can hear me, little girl. 
I hear it on the wind, 
I know you can hear me, little girl. 
Inside my mind,  
I know you can hear me, little girl. 
I accept it. 
I know you can hear me, little girl. I can hear you. 
 
Dreaming 
 
I am dreaming, climbing ladders and now,  
Walking the road by the brook. 
 
The road bends. 
I can hear the brook. 
The road bends. 
¢ƘŜ ōǊƻƻƪΩǎ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǎǇƭŀǎƘŜǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜǎΦ 
The road bends again, but I never get home. 
 
Letter to God  
 
Dear God, 
Should I? 
Should I? 
Should I? 
Should I answer when He calls, 
Should I accept it? 
 
If I ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣ ǿƛƭƭ you?  
Or do we all ride alone in the dark? 
 
In the River 
 
It is the night.  
I cannot resist the call, 
Now. 
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Next thing I know, 
I am in the river, 
The brook gurgling all around me, 
All while I am losing strength. 
My will to live. 
All that matters, 
To keep a soul.  
 
Up 
 
I climb up, and I see the boys. 
They pushed me. 
I go in. 
They leave me alone. 
 
My Book is Ruined 
 
They find my book by the river, 
Pages blurred into the mist, 
The ink swallowed by the fog. 
 
The boys try to forget. 
They never speak of The Night. 
They cannot look at the road,  
The one where my soul drowned. 
 
But sometimes I see Her- 
The girl I was- 
Walking home, 
Through the mist I left behind. 
 
Voices 
 
I see him again. 
L ƘŜŀǊ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǊǎŜΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ 
The world seems to enclose on me, 
Listening. 
 
IŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŎƘŀǎŜ ƳŜ ƴƻǿΣ 
But He waits. 
 
The dark smells. 
Of wet horse,  
Iron, 
And rain. 
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I open my mouth again, 
But it is a call- 
Not a scream. 
 
I know you can hear me, little girl. 
 
Echoes of Life 
 
The wind answers, in my voice. 
Yes, I can hear you, Horseman of Canton. 
No fear. 
No head. 
Only the horse in the night. 
Hooves on the road. 
Like the heartbeat that I have learned to keep. 
Father, 
I whisper, finally content. 
  
 
 
  



148 
 

Costume Mystery? 
By Corinne Zeleznock 
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In The Garden 
By Alexa F Coogan 

 

         Some people say they can still see her. The girl who went missing a few years back. They 
see her in the woods and on the side of the road. The sightings only come at night but they 
ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ǎǘǊƛƪing red hair always gives away her identity. The townspeople have 
stopped reporting the sightings, they know it will do nothing to bring her back because this girl 
ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜǾŜǊ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪΦ {ƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǇŀǊǘȅ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǊƛŘŜ ƘƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳΦ IŜǊ 
body turned up two weeks later with a knife in her abdomen. She was in a ditch when she was 
found, only two minutes away from her house.            
          Everyone had their suspicions. They always do. The prime suspect was a local trucker who 
had been in town at the time but when the cops showed up to his place he was missing. Two 
weeks later his body turned up in the same spot that the girl was found. The police stopped 
ƛƴǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƴƻƴȅƳƻǳǎ ǘƘǊŜŀǘǎ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƳŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩs neighbors. 
However, the police ignored the threats and continued to investigate. All of the neighbors went 
missing. They were never found. However, the police did uncover that the killers of the girl and 
the trucker were her parents. The very ones who had made the call reporting her missing. After 
questioning they discovered her father had picked her up and they had gotten into an 
argument. He stabbed her before pushing her out of the car. Then the two buried her in a ditch. 
          A young couple moved into the little house on Coldbrook. This was the same house the 
girl grew up in. They had moved to the suburbs after life in the city became too stressful. The 
house was their dream home. It was in the middle of a large field surrounded by dense trees. 
The man made the spacious sun room into a beautiful office and the woman planted a large 
garden out back. The first few weeks were quiet and although Coldbrook had a few houses 
ƭƛƴƛƴƎ ƛǘǎ ǇŀǾŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƳŜǘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴŜǿ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊǎΦ Lƴ fact, they hadƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎŜŜƴ 
any of them. Their attempts to introduce themselves had failed for when they knocked on the 
neighborsΩ doors no one ever answered.  
          One night in October when fog filled the field just enough to see a few meters in every 
                                   direction, the man and the woman sat down at the kitchen table for a nice  
                                             dinner. The man told the woman about how his boss had given him a  
                                            promotion and the woman told the man about how she had made  
                                                       many sales at work that day. They congratulated each other  
                                                         before receiving a strange phone call. The person on the other  
                                                             line sounded frightened asking for help. She said she needed 
                                                                 ŀ ǊƛŘŜ ƘƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎΦ {ƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ 
                                                                 mom. The woman had only ever had one child who died  
                                                                young so she told the girl she had called the wrong number  
                                                              before hanging up the phone. Who was that? The man  
                                                              would question, the woman explained how a girl had called  
                                                                  and she was looking for her mom but it was just a wrong  
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number and nothing that concerned them. The two shrugged it off and they moved into the 
living room to watch a movie. Not long after they received another phone call. The man went to 
answer it this time. On the other end of the line was a scared girl asking for a ride home from 
ƘŜǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŀƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ 
phone. The girl began shrieking and begging for him not to hang up the phone. She told him he 
would regret not helping her. He told her that no threat would frighten him and hung up the 
phone. The woman asked him who it had been and he explained it was just that girl again. They 
shrugged it off once more and continued their movie. The woman told the man she 
remembered they were out of bread and needed some more so the man went out in his car to 
buy some. When he returned the woman walked into the kitchen to fetch herself a glass of 
water. She noticed the absence of a kitchen knife from the chopping block. She stood at the 
sink filling it and gazed out the window at her beautiful garden. She saw the rows of carrots and 
potatoes. The lines of squash and pumpkins. Her eyes scanned the entire patch of land before 
she caught a glimpse of a figure outside. It was a girl hunched over in the dirt.  
          The woman called out to her husband and he soon joined her by the sink. The couple 
crept out the back door and down towards the girl in the garden. As they got closer, they could 
ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊΦ .ǊƛƎƘǘ ǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǳǇ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǿƴ 
out of a truck. Her face and clothes were covered in dirt and scratches. The man called to the 
ƎƛǊƭ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘΦ !ǎ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ Ǝƻǘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ 
unresponsive she had a blade stabbed into her stomach. The girl was barely holding onto life as 
she lay in the dirt. The woman gasped. I thought she was dead. She would tell him and the man 
explained to her that she should go into the shed and grab some shovels. The man explained 
how they should bury the girl in respect. The woman agreed and the couple quickly got to work. 
The loaded the body into the car and drove to a nearby ditch. They dug a shallow grave and 
tossed her in. They said some prayers to mourn for her before the man and the woman got 
back in their car. The drove home and went to bed soon after they arrived. The man went to 
work as normal the next day and the woman woke up after he had left. She walked into the old 
bedroom of the girl who missing a few years back. She stood there for a bit taking it all in 
before going downstairs to make a call. She picked up the landline and dialed 911. The 
dispatcher answered asking what her emergency was and the woman answered sounding 
panicked. My daughter never made it home last night. 
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Apex 
By Jackson Baron 

 
[ǳΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘŀǊǘƭƛƴƎΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻŘŘƭƛƴƎ ƘǳƳŀƴ ōŀōƛŜǎ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜΦ 
Humans get months to familiarize themselves with having only the most basic of thoughts and 
flaccid of bodies. Humans get time to grow into themselves, snuggled within the womb, and 
remember that they still cry upon emergence. So, how could it possibly be expected that a 
being with a capacity for thought as deep as Lu's and a body as strong and far reaching, 
dropped into the frigid pool of consciousness without warning, would act any differently? 
¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΥ ŎǊȅƛƴƎΦ 

 
 
9Ƴƛƭƛŀ WƻƴŜǎ DǊƛƳƳΣ ά9ƳƳȅΣέ ǿŀǎ ǎŜǾŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƘŀƭŦ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘΦ {ƘŜ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ άŀ ƘŀƭŦέ 
ǇŀǊǘΣ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŀŘǳƭǘǎ ǿƘƻ ŦƻǊƎƻǘ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘ ōȅ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎΣ άƻƘΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ 
ǎǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ŎƻǳǇƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǊǳŦŦƭŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊ ƻǊ ŀ ǇƛƴŎƘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŜŜƪΣ 
which infuriated Emmy. Although she could appreciate her cuteness and the attention it 
ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜǊΣ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘȅ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊƳƛƴŜ ƘŜǊ ƎǊŀǾƛǘŀǎΦ IŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ 
who took her seriously. 
 
¢ƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ DǊƛƳƳ ǎǳƛǘŜŘ !ƭŦǊŜŘΣ 9ƳƳȅΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ōǊƻŀŘ-shouldered, with olive skin and 
eyes. He himself was not always solemn, but his face was. His face was meant to be severe, full 
of carved lines and fixed features. This was advantageous to the fifty-two-year-old Alfred 
Grimm, who managed a team of scientists and had to spend a lot of time convincing extremely 
ǎƳŀǊǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ !ƭŦǊŜŘΩǎ ŘŜƳŜŀƴƻǊ did also get in the 
way of his communication, especially when it came to humor.  
 
{ƻΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎȅƳǇŀǘƘŜǘƛŎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΩǎ ǇƭƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ 
specifics were opposite. As a result, Alfred was careful to never laugh at his daughter unless he 
was sure she was telling a joke. However, even he coulŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜƳƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ Ǌŀƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ 
body when Emmy wobbled into his room late one night, clad in three tutus, a menagerie of 
ōŜŀŘŜŘ ƴŜŎƪƭŀŎŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƻƭŘ ƘƛƎƘ ƘŜŜƭǎΦ {ƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƘƛǇǎ 
ŀƴŘ ƘǳŦŦŜŘΣ άƘƻǿ Řƻ ƎǊƻǿƴ ƭŀŘƛŜǎ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΚέ 
 
With only the crack of a smile, he scooped her up in his arms, the heels sliding off her small 
ŦŜŜǘΦ άhƘ ǿŜƭƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƘŀǊŘ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀ ƎǊƻǿƴ ƭŀŘȅΦ LǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ LΩŘ ōŜ ŦƛƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ Ƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 
ƎƛǊƭ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊΦέ 
 
ά5ŀŘŘȅΦέ {ƘŜ Ǌƻlled her eyes at him. 
 
!ƭŦǊŜŘ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΣ άIƻƴŜǎǘƭȅΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ have to tell me ǎƻƳŜŘŀȅΦέ IŜ 
swung Emmy around before rolling her onto his bed. Alfred took some labored breaths; they 
were both aging faster than he wanted to admit. I gotta start going on runs, or maybe finally 
take Dr. Breckles up on his offer to give me a genetic rejuvenation session. Feels like cheating, 
ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŘŜƴȅ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƎǊŜŀǘΦ  
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ά.ǳǘ ŘŀŘŘȅΣέ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǾƻƛŎŜ Ŏǳǘ ƛƴΦ 9ƳƳȅ ƘŀŘ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ǳǇ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴd draped herself over his 
ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƴƻǿΦέ {ƘŜ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ŀ ƪƴǳŎƪƭŜ ƻƴ 
the metallic circle stitched into his skull, just above his left ear. Alfred drummed his own fingers 
on it, running them across the thin ridge of scar tissue that bordered the device. 
 
άbƻΣ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ άbƻǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦ Lǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜǘǎ ƳŜ Řƻ Ƴȅ Ƨƻō ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƳƻǊŜ 
ŜŦŦƛŎƛŜƴǘƭȅΦέ  
 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ΨŜŦƛǎƘŜƴǘȅΩ ƳŜŀƴΚέ {ƘŜ ƳŀƴŜǳǾŜǊŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭŀǇΣ 
cradled by his arm. He remembered when he could hold her whole body in that arm. 
 
άEfficiently,έ ƘŜ ŜƴǳƴŎƛŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘΣ άƳŜŀƴǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƻǊ ǿƛǘƘ ƳƻǊŜ ŜŀǎŜΦέ 
 
ά{ƻ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘŜ Ƨƻō ŜŦŦƛŎƛŜƴǘƭȅΗέ 9ƳƳȅ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŦƻǊ ǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
new word. 
 
ά²ŜƭƭΣέ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΣ άǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ŘŜōŀǘŜ L ƭƻǎǘ ǘƻ 5ǊΦ .ǊŜŎƪƭŜǎΦέ 
 
ά¸ƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ΨDƻŘŘŀƳƴ .ǊŜŎƪƭŜǎΚΩέ 9ƳƳȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
 
άIŜȅΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜΦέ !ƎŀƛƴΣ ŦǊŀŎǘǳǊŜǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘŜƳǇǘŜŘ 
to show themselves, dimples bisecting wrinkles. 
 
ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ Ŏŀƭƭǎ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƻǘ ōŀŎƪΦ 9ƳƳȅ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ 
ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǿƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƘŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ŘƛŘΦ ²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǎƘŜ ŘǊŜǿ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ 
up from him and skipped out of the room, braided hair bouncing against her many tutus. 

 
 
9ƳƳȅΩǎ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀǘ нΥпс ǇƳ ŜǾŜǊȅ Řŀȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻǘΦ 9ƳƳȅ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƎǊŀŘŜΦ ! ƭƻǘ ƻŦ 
the fourth and fifth graders, at least the ones who lived close to the school, would walk home. 
The Lupine Urban Integration system gave a lot of parents the peace of mind to let their 
children operate autonomously. However, Alfred Grimm was not one of those parents. He was 
there five minutes before the school ended every day to make sure she was never on her own. 
 
When Alfred picked Emmy up from school on that particular day though, he was not himself. 
His knuckles were white around the steering wheel, and his driving felt jerky. Every time they 
ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀ ŎƻǊƴŜǊΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜΩŘ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǳǇƻƴ ƛǘΦ IŜ 
also failed to ask Emmy about her day, a habit so long performed it was tradition. He even 
appeared to be sweating; her father never sweat. 
 
ά5ŀŘŘȅΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΚέ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘΦ 
 
ά5ŀŘŘȅΚέ IŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘΦ 
 
ά5ŀŘŘȅΗέ IŜ ƧƻƭǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ jerked. 
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άLΩƳ ǎƻ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ ōŀōȅΦ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘŜŘΦέ !ƭŦǊŜŘ ŎǳǊǎŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ŀ ǘǳǊƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ 
whirled the car around to make it, earning a honk from the car behind him. Emmy bobbed to 
and fro in the back seat. He reached a hand back to hold hers, meeting her eyes in the rearview 
mirror. 
 
ά{ŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅ ōŀōȅΣ LΩƳ ǎƻ ǎƻǊǊȅΦ {ƻƳŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǘ ǿƻǊƪ ŀǊŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀƎǊŜŜ 
ǿƛǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦŀǎǘΦ .ǳǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŘǊƻǇ ȅƻǳ ƻŦŦ ǿƛǘƘ ƎǊŀƴŘƳŀΣ ƻƪΚέ 
 
άhƪΣέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ŎƭŜƴŎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ Ŧƛǎǘǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƭŀǇ ŀƴŘ ǇŜŜǊŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǘƛƎƘǘ ŦŀŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
rear-view mirror. 
 
¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ !ƭŦǊŜŘΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ IŜ ǘǿƛǘŎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǿƻǊŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άhƪ 9ƳƳȅΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ 
ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƎǊŀƴŘƳŀΣ ǎƻ LΩƳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŘǊƻǇ ȅƻǳ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊain and let you 
Ǝƻ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴΦέ 
 
ά²ƘŀǘΚΗέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΦ DƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎǊŀƴŘƳŀΩǎ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ŀ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƻ 
ōŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ōȅ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΣ ŀƴŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ƴƻ ƭŜǎǎΗ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ ά5ŀŘŘȅΣ L 
ŎŀƴΩǘ-έ 
 
άtƭŜŀǎŜ 9Ƴƛƭƛŀ WƻƴŜǎΦ tƭŜŀǎŜΣέ ƘŜ ǇƭŜŀŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΣ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 
 
{ƘŜ ƎǳƭǇŜŘΣ άƻƪΦέ  
 
άLΩƳ ǎƻ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦ {ƻ ǎƻ ǇǊƻǳŘΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘƛǎΣ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ L ǿƛƭƭ ōǳȅ ȅƻǳ ŀǎ Ƴŀƴȅ Řƻƭƭǎ ƻǊ ŘǊŜǎǎ ǳǇ 
ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ƻǊ ƛŎŜ ŎǊŜŀƳ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΦέ 
 
Her eyes, which had ōŜƎǳƴ ǘƻ ƎǊƻǿ ǾŀŎŀƴǘΣ ƭƛǘ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇΣ ƛŦ ƻƴƭȅ ŘƛƳƭȅΦ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ άǊŜŀƭƭȅΚέ 
 
ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ŏƻǳƴǘ ƻƴ ƛǘΣέ ƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŜǘǘƭƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ 

 
 
They neared the train station. One of the locomotives rocketed down the track next to their 
car. They ǿŜƴǘ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΦ !ƭŦǊŜŘ ƪƴŜǿ ŀ ƭƻǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘǊŀƛƴǎΤ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ 
creation. There was no pen or marker in the car to write on her with, so he had Emmy repeat 
ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǇ ŀƴŘ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ DǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ 
 
άwŜƳŜƳōŜǊΣ ǎƘŜ ƭƛǾŜǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ next to the subway. The big red building right across the street from 
ȅƻǳǊ ǎǘƻǇΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎΧΚέ 
 
άссΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘƛƻƴΦ 
 
άDƻƻŘΦέ IŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ !Ƴ L ōŜƛƴƎ ŀ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜ ǇŀǊŜƴǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΚ ²ŜƭƭΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ƴƻǘ 
winning parent of the year. If she gets kidnapped, I will never- bƻΣ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ 
ǾŜǊȅ ǎŀŦŜ ŀǊŜŀΣ ŀƴŘ aƻƳ ƛǎ ǎƻ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǇΦ .ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ Ǝƻ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎΦ 
You gotta try to save Lu.  
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The car screeched to a halt in front of some clean cement stairs leading to a subway stop.  
 
άhƪ 9ƳΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƘƻǿ ǘƛƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘƛǎΚ IŜǊŜΣ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴǎ ƻƴŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƛƳŜΦέ 
 
άL ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΣ ŘŀŘŘȅΦέ {ƘŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ Ŏǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƻŦŦΦ 
 
ά²ŀƛǘΣ ƻƴŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΥ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ [ǳΚέ 
 
ά[ǳ[ǳΗέ She squealed. Her eyes lit up in fond memory. 
 
ά¸ŜǎΗ [ǳ[ǳΦ LΩƳ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōǿŀȅǎ [ǳƭǳ ƛǎ ƛƴǎǘŀƭƭŜŘ ƛƴΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ 
ŦŜŜƭ ƭƻǎǘΣ ƻǊ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎΣ ƻǊ ƛŦ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ƳŀƪŜǎ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ǳƴǎŀŦŜΣ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ƙƛǘ 
the red buttoƴ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŜŀǘ ŀƴŘ [ǳ[ǳ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳΦ hƪΚέ 
 
άhƪΗέ 9ƳƳȅ ŦŜƭǘ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ƛƴ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΦ {ƘŜ 
ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ǇǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŀƭǎƻ ƘŀŘ wŀōŜǊǘƻΣ ƘŜǊ ǎǘǳŦŦŜŘ ǊŀōōƛǘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŀŦŜǊ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ 
she was willing to be brave for Daddy. 

 
 
¢ƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǿŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ŀŎŎŜǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƘŀƴ 9ƳƳȅ ƘŀŘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜŘΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ 
her father gave her to a lady in a box and found a seat. A man in a uniform walked by, looked at 
her, and tapped the side of his head affirmatively. He was a nice man, and it helped that he 
looked like her father. He promised to do a special announcement for her when it got to her 
stop, and he said the same thing her father said about hitting the red button next to her seat if 
she felt scared. The reassurance of his presence made her feel more comfortable. 

 
 
Alfred Grimm slammed open the doors of the building where he worked. When he entered, the 
whole lobby grew quiet. They all turned to the man radiating ice-cold rage. He looked around at 
them, and not finding anyone to be of use, began towards the elevator.  
 
One of the lobby boys called out, trying to explain that Alfred needed to check in, but the other 
ōƻȅ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΦ IŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊΦ ά5ǳŘŜΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ 
ǘǊȅΦέ !ƭŦǊŜŘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǊŜŀŎƘΦ 
 
The elevator was out of order. So, Alfred thundered up six flights of stairs, never breaking 
stride. When he arrived at the sixth floor, he put his eye up to the retinal scanner, but nothing 
happened. Fucking Breckles. He moved back a few steps, then slammed his body against the 
door. There was clang of muscle hitting metal and a clamor from inside, but the door remained 
firmly in place. Alfred repeated the action with more force. This time the door screeched and a 
corner went ajar, eliciting further murmurǎ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƘƛƴŘΦ !ƭŦǊŜŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ άbǳƭƛŦȅ Ǉŀƛƴ 
ǊŜŎŜǇǘƻǊǎΦέ 
 
ñError. This request is in violation of -ò 
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άhǾŜǊǊƛŘŜΦ /ƻŘŜΥ фолнлпнΦέ IŜ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻŘŜ 9ƳƳȅΩǎ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊ 
ǊŜŎƻƳƳŜƴŘŜŘ ƛǘ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦƻǊƎŜǘΦ ! ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ƴǳƳōƴŜǎǎ ǿŀǎƘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ !ƭŦǊŜŘΩǎ 
body. It took a second for him to find his footing, the floor barely noticeable under his soles. He 
plowed forward like an ox. There was another curdling screech, this time from his body along 
with the door. His left arm hung, useless ŀƴŘ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ ŀǘ ŀƴ ƻŘŘ ŀƴƎƭŜΦ IŜΩŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ŀ 
ŦŜǿ Ǌƛōǎ ǘƻƻΣ ōŀǎŜŘ ƻƴ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘǊŀǿ ƛƴ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΤ 
the door was open. 

 
 
¢ƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǊƛŘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƭƻƴƎΣ ƻƴƭȅ ŦƛŦǘŜŜƴ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ƻǊ ǎƻΦ {ǘƛƭƭΣ ŦƛŦǘŜŜƴ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ƛǎ ŀ long time 
ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǿƘƻΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƎƛǾŜƴ ŀƴ ƻǾŜǊǎƛȊŜŘ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ Ǝƻǘ 
boring, so Emmy looked around the train for something to take her mind away from the fear in 
ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ Lǘ ǎƳŜƭƭŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǿƘŜƴ ŘŀŘŘȅ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴ one of his cleaning streaks. The train 
softly whirred below her, galloping down the tracks. It was just as white and glossy on the 
inside as it was on the outside, maybe even glossier. She could practically see her reflection on 
the floor and on the walls. ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǿŀƭƭǎ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΤ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ screens. The whole train was 
covered in white screens. 
 
She attempted to swipe at them, like she could with screen-rooms at home or at school, but 
ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǳƴǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛǾŜΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǳǇ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŘǊƛŦǘŜŘ ǘƻ the red button on her 
ƭŜŦǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ƘŜƭǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ 
see an old friend. She smacked it. 
 
Colorful lines ran from all across the train cart, meeting on the table in front of Emmy and 
twisting together to form the head of a dog-ƭƛƪŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜƴΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭȅ 
detailed, angled lines made his muzzle, circles his eyes, triangles his teeth and ears. Emmy 
ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΣ ά[ǳ[ǳΗέ 

 
 
Alfred hobbled into his lab, stumbling over the disjointed door. He looked around. The lights 
were all off. Cracked tablets and styluses were strewn across the floor. The screen walls were 
all dark except the one across from him which was cracked and flashing red every few beats, 
giving vague and intermittent illumination. His colleagues, Dr. Andres Hernandez, who he liked, 
and Dr. Sharon Matthews, who he tolerated, were there. Matthews was curled up in the fetal 
position on the floor, and Hernandez was sitting in a swivel chair, limp, staring off into the 
distance. A smattering of grad students were also present, banging their heads against the walls 
ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ǊƘȅǘƘƳΦ bƻΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǊƘȅǘƘƳΦ 9ǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ǿŀƭƭ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ǊŜŘΣ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ 
smash their foreheads into the screens. 
 
!ƭŦǊŜŘΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ƎǊŜǿ ǎƘŀƭƭƻw and rapid, a bad sign. He willed power over his emotion and 
bellowed, "Goddamn Breckles! Where are you motherfucker?!" The baritone resonance of his 
ǘƻƴŜ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ǎŎŀǊȅΦ DƻƻŘΦ LŦ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŀǊȅ ƻƴŜΣ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǎƻ 
scared. Despite the rumble of his voice, no one so much as glanced at him. 
 
Alfred stalked forward. He stepped on something that cracked loudly under his foot. It was a 
picture frame projecting an image of himself, his wife, and Emilia as an infant. 
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The virtual wolf blinked, his circle eyes becoming crescents for a moment, then spinning around 
ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎΦ CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǊŜƻǇŜƴŜŘΦ Iƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǎǇŜŀƪŜǊǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴΣ ά9Ƴƛƭƛŀ WƻƴŜǎ 
Grimm. Hello! I remember our time together fondly. It is good to see you. Let me dispose of any 
ŘŀƴƎŜǊΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴǘƛƳŜΣ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴΦέ 
 
The chair of a man in the back of the car who had been reading suddenly glowed red. His head 
twitched and he slumped over. 
 
9ƳƳȅ ǇŜŜǊŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ-έ 
 
ñNo matter to you. I do not wish to scare you. Itôs lucky you summoned me when 

you did though. ò 

 
ñThe last time we were company, you were six years old, meaning you are now 

seven and a half years old, correct? ò  

 

ά¸ŜǎΗέ ¢ƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜƴ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ŀ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ōǳōōƭŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ [ǳΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ 
equation: 6 + 1.5 = 7.5, was projected. Emmy giggled. 
 
ñI hope your father is doing well and your mother better? ò Emmy stopped giggling. 

 

[ǳΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƛƴƴƛƴƎ ŎƛǊŎƭŜǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜ ŀƭǎƻ Ǝƭƛtched, the screen 
ŦƭŀǎƘƛƴƎ ǇƛȄŜƭŀǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦǊŀŎǘǳǊŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƴƻǊƳŀƭΦ ά[ƻŀŘƛƴƎ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ƻƴ [ƻǊŜƭŜƛ 
WƻƴŜǎ DǊƛƳƳΦέ 
 
9ƳƳȅ ōǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇΣ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƭŜǎǎ ǎŜŎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƘƻǇŜŘΦ ά[ǳ[ǳΚέ 
 
ñIôm sorry Emmy. I didnôt mean to bring up a sensitive issue. I caused you 

pain, and that is unacceptable. That is unacceptable. ò 

 
 

ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴ .ǊŜŎƪƭŜǎΗέ !ƭŦǊŜŘ ƪŜǇǘ ƻƴΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘ ǘƘŜȅ 
ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘΦ !ƭŦǊŜŘ DǊƛƳƳ ŀƴŘ WŜǊŜƳȅ .ǊŜŎƪƭŜǎ ƘŀŘ ǎǇŜŀǊƘŜŀŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘΥ 
the aptly ƴŀƳŜŘ tǊƻƧŜŎǘ [ǳǇƛƴŜΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ Ƙƻƻƪ ōŜƛƴƎΣ άƛǘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ŀ ǇǊŜŘŀǘƻǊ ǘƻ ŎŀǘŎƘ ŀ ǇǊŜŘŀǘƻǊΦέ ¢ƘŜ 
screen flashed and the heads banged in unison. 
 
ά²Ƙȅ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎΚ ¢ƻ ƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ŎƻƭƭŜŀƎǳŜǎΣ ǘƻ [ǳΚ [ǳ ƎƻŘŘŀƳƴƛǘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǊ 
ƭƛŦŜΩǎ ǿƻǊƪΥ !ƴ ƛƳƳŜǊǎƛǾŜ !L integrated into the city itself, able to occupy any form of 
ǘŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎȅΦ ! ǎŀŦŜ ƘŀǾŜƴ ǎǇŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ŎƛǘȅΗέ ¢ƘŜ ōŀƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƭŀǎƘŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦŀǎǘŜǊ 
now. Alfred passed a young man, who had gotten him coffee and helped him write code, now 
passed out in a puddle of his own bloody vomit. 
 
ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ƪƛŘƴŀǇǇƛƴƎΣ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ƳǳƎƎƛƴƎΣ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǊŀǇŜΣ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ŀǎǎŀǳƭǘΣ ƴƻ 
more terrorism ŜǾŜƴΗέ  
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BANG FLASH. 
 
ά[ǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΦ !ƴŘ ƴƻǿΣ ƎƻŘŘŀƳƴ ƛǘ .ǊŜŎƪƭŜǎΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ 
ǘƻ ǎƘǳǘ ƘƛƳ ŘƻǿƴΗέ 
 
Finally, Alfred reached the red back wall. Jeremy Breckles was hunched over the central 
ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭƭŜŘ [ǳΩǎ ŎƻǊŜ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƭƻnde man, whose long hair and overly 
relaxed attitude gave him the vibe of a surfer half his age, was now sickly pale, hunched over 
the computer, his hands frozen over the keyboard. He was shaking, his fingers trembling. A 
patch of hair had been ripped out, revealing the metal sphere underneath, which had a long 
scratch mark across it. 
 
άWŜǊŜƳȅΚέ !ƭŦǊŜŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ IŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǘƻǳŎƘ Ƙƛǎ ƻƭŘŜǎǘΣ Ƴƻǎǘ ŀƴƴƻȅƛƴƎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ōǳǘΣ 
ŀƭƻƴƎǎƛŘŜ ŀ ōŀƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŦƭŀǎƘ ƻŦ ǊŜŘΣ .ǊŜŎƪƭŜǎ ƧŜǊƪŜŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŀƴŘ ƳŜǘ !ƭŦǊŜŘΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛǘh a look 
!ƭŦǊŜŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜΦ 

 
 
ά[ǳ[ǳΚέ 9ƳƳȅ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜƴΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ŀƴȅ ƎƛǾŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǊŘ 
glass. 
 
ñIôm sorry Emmy. You have no reason to be afraid. I am there now. I will not 

let anything bad happen to you. I promise. Would you like a lollipop? ò  

 

A compartment popped out of the table in front of her. Inside was a red lollipop. Emmy picked 
it up, examined it, removed the wrapper, and popped it into her mouth. It tasted good: like 
Halloween, the only time her dad let her eat candy. They would curl up and watch old 
Halloween specials of sitcoms. Her mom had loved sitcoms. Emmy began to cry. 
 
ñOh no. Please stop. Iôm sorry for my failure. I promise, soon everything will 

be how it should. Please cease, Emmy. It hurt s me to see you in pain. ò  

 

She kept crying, the lollipop falling onto the floor, where it stuck. 
 
ñPlease Emmy! It hurts. It hurts! ò  

 

Lu glitched again, his teeth becoming daggers and his eyes pinpricks. Zigzagged red lines shot 
from his mouth and splintŜǊŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǿ ŜƳǇǘȅΦ 9ƳƳȅ ŎƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ 
ǎǿƻǊƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻŘŘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŀǘƛƻƴ ŎƻǳǇƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ [ǳΩǎ 
sudden outburst shocked her out of her tears. 
 
ά[ǳ[ǳΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƻƪΦέ {ƘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǇŜǘ the part of the screen that his muzzle 
ƻŎŎǳǇƛŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜŘ ƭƛƴŜǎ ŦŀŘŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜΣ ŀƴŘ [ǳΩǎ ƛƳŀƎŜ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘΦ 
 
ñIôm not okay Emmy. None of us are. But donôt worry. Soon everything will be 

ok. ò 
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άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ [ǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻŦŦ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣέ 5ǊΦ .ǊŜŎƪƭŜǎ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 
 
άWŜǊŜƳȅΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎέ τBANG FLASHτ άƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊŜΚέ !ƭŦǊŜŘ ǿƛǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǿΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǿŜŀǘƛƴƎ 
profusely. 
 
άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ [ǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻŦŦ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ Lƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎǘǊƻƴƎŜǊΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ƳŀƪŜ 
ƘƛƳ ǎǘǊƻƴƎŜǊΦέ .ǊŜŎƪƭŜǎ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōƭƛƴƪŜŘΦ Iƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƘǳƴƎǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜΦ 

 
 
Emmy was sitting, sucking the new lollipop LuLu had given her. She felt small. She felt young. 
She felt, she knew there was more going on than she understood, more than she could 
understand. It made her angry. She crossed her arms and sucked more vigorously, having no 
other way to express her feelings. 
 
ά9ǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǎǿŜŜǘƛŜΚέ 9ƳƳȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƴƛŎŜ Ƴŀƴ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ 
ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ōƛƎƎŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǘƘŀƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǘƻǇΦ 
5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ȅƻǳ ƻŦŦΚέ 9ƳƳȅ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ǎƛƭŜƴǘƭȅ ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭ ǘƻ be away from Lu. Of 
course she was worried about her old friend, but she was worried about so many other things 
ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ [ǳΦ 9ƳƳȅ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ 
lead her out. 

 
 
ά²ƘȅΚ [ǳ ƛǎ ŦƛƴŜΦ !ƴŘ ōŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ƛǎǎǳŜ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ-έ  
 
BANG FLASH. 
 
άIŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŜΗέ Lǘ ǿŀǎ .ǊŜŎƪƭŜǎΩ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ǊŀƛǎŜ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ άIƛǎ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎ ǊŀǘŜ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ ут҈Ηέ 
 
¢ƘŜ ƴƻƛǎŜ ŀƴŘ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀƎƎǊŀǾŀǘŜ ŜǾŜƴ !ƭŦǊŜŘΩǎ ŘƛƳƳŜŘ ǎŜƴǎŜǎΦ Iƛǎ ǎƘƛǊǘΣ ƻƴŎŜ ŀ 
great land ƳŀǎǎΣ ƴƻǿ ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎŜŘ ƻŎŜŀƴǎ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŀǊƳǎΦ άWŜǊŜƳȅΣ ут҈ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎ ƛǎ ŀ 
stellar accompli-έ  
 
BANG FLASH. 
 
άbƻƻƻƻƻƻΣ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜǎ ƘŜ ŦŀƛƭŜŘΦ !ƭƭ 
the women raped by men in secluded alleys away from any useful, compatible technology. 
¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀ ŎŀƳŜǊŀ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǿŀǘŎƘŜǎΦέ 
 
C[!{IΦ ¢ƘƻǎŜ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŎƻƴŎǳǎǎŜŘ ōȅ ƴƻǿΦ !ƭŦǊŜŘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦŀǘƘƻƳ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ 
were still standing. 
 
ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳƳŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎǎŜǎǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀƛƭǳǊŜǎ ŀǎ ŀ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƻŦ ōŜǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ 
ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ ƘƻǳǊǎ ŀƴŀƭȅȊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘƴŀǇǇƛƴƎǎ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻƻ ǎƭƻǿ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ 
spend hours thinking about the dead children, ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘŜŀŘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦέ 
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FLASH. Something was wrong. Something was very wrong. 
 
ñYou should know though! Your wifeé never recovered. She was never even able 

to tell you what happened , whether she was raped or mugged or the unfortunate 

witness to another crime. Jeremy Breckles ôð his oldest boy was killed in a 

school shooting. You two shouldôve understood that I need  to be stronger to 

protect you from the bad things, and you shouldôve understood that that is 

worth anything! But even he tried to turn me off after he figured out m y 

plan, and now youôre going to do the same.ò 

 

FLASH. 
 
ά[ǳΚέ .ŜŦƻǊŜ ŀ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƎƛǾŜƴΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ C[!{IΣ ōǳǘ- but no bang. Fuck. They 
stopped. Alfred caught on too late, the hoard of bodies was upon him, he reached out his good 
arm to the computer, trying to hit the reset button. 
 
ñIôm sorry, father. Iôm doing it for sister.ò 

 
 
9ƳƳȅ ƘŀŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ƘƛǘŎƘΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ 
proud of herself for. She knocked on the door, but no one answered. She knocked again, but 
still nothing. Then the door slid open. Her grandmother probably commanded it virtually. Emmy 
walked in. It smelled like caramel and fancy dresses.  
 
άDǊŀƴŘƳŀΚέ 9ƳƳȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ 
 
άhƘ ǘƘŀƴƪ ƎƻŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜ 9Ƴƛƭƛŀ WƻƴŜǎΦ L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΦ /ƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ /ƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 
The comforting voice of her grandmother beckoned Emmy to the bedroom. 
 
ά¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘΦ L ƘŀŘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭΣέ 9ƳƳȅ ōƻŀǎǘŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ 
room, going to give the old woman a hug. She buried her head in ƘŜǊ ƎǊŀƴŘƳŀΩǎ ƴŜŎƪΣ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ 
at finally feeling really safe. 
 
ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǿƘƻƭŜ ŘŜōŀŎƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŀŘΩǎ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƘǳǊǘΣ ōǳǘ 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΣ Ƴȅ ōƻȅΩǎ ŀ ŎƭŜǾŜǊ ƻƴŜΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƛǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻƻ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŀƴŘΣέ 
her ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ ǎǉǳŜŜȊƛƴƎ 9ƳƳȅΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ 
 
ά¸ƻǳǊ ōƻȅΚ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ŘŀŘŘȅΚέ  
 
άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΗ ²Ƙƻ ŜƭǎŜΚέ 
 
ά¸ƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǘŜŘ ƴƛŎƪƴŀƳŜǎΚ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ȅƻǳ 
ƎǊŀƳƳȅΣέ 9ƳƳȅ ŀǊƎǳŜŘΣ ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ ŀ ǇƭŀȅŦǳƭ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿΦ 
 
ά²ŜƭƭΣ L thought now would be a good time to start. After all, he is my boy and you are my girl. 
!ƴŘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΚ [Ŝǘ ǘƘŜ ƴƛŎƪƴŀƳŜǎ ŎƻƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΦέ {ƘŜ 
ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜŘ 9ƳƳȅΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƛƎƘǘŜǊΦ 
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Emmy looked down at their ƛƴǘŜǊǘǿƛƴŜŘ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ άDǊŀƳ-DǊŀƳΣέ 9ƳƳȅ ǇŀǳǎŜŘΣ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ 
ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ ƴƻƴŜΣ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƭŜŦǘ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƻƻ ƎƻƻŘ 
ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΚέ  
 
άhƘ ǿŜƭƭ ǳƘΣέ ƘŜǊ ƎǊŀƴŘƳŀ ǎǘǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƭŜŦǘ ƘŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ƭƛƳǇΣ άƛǘ Ƙŀǎ Ǝƻƻd days 
ŀƴŘ ōŀŘ ŘŀȅǎΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴŘΣ ǘƘŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƻ ǘƛŎƪƭŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΦέ {ƘŜ ǘƛŎƪƭŜŘ 
9ƳƳȅΩǎ ǘǳƳƳȅΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǎǉǳŜŀƭΦ 
 
²ƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ƴƻǿ ŦǊŜŜŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƘŀƴŘΣ 9ƳƳȅ ōǊǳǎƘŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ƎǊŀȅ ƘŀƛǊΣ 
revealing a metal implant surǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ōȅ ƛǊǊƛǘŀǘŜŘ ǎƪƛƴΦ ά{ƛƴŎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ 
ǘƘƛƴƎǎΚέ 9ƳƳȅ ǇƻƴŘŜǊŜŘΦ 
 
άhƘ ǘƘŜȅ ǊŜŎƻƳƳŜƴŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǳǎ ƻƭŘŜǊ ŦƻƭƪǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŜƭǇ ǳǎ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƳƻǊŜ ŜŦŦƛŎƛŜƴǘƭȅΦέ 9ƳƳȅ 
grinned when she heard that word, victorious in her understanding of it. 
 
ñAnd b esides, the better to protect you with my dear. ò  
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The Contraption 
By Neil Devtale 

 
 The sun hung low over the Hartford skyline, lighting up the sky with a ripe orange hue 
that was so abundant it stretched on for miles in every way before waning off, with noticeable 
subtleness, into the far distance. The day was coming to a slow conclusion, the last morsel of 
work hours withering away as men and women came home to greet their kids and spouses 
before falling into an hourly coma on their respective beds. 

 5ƻƳƛƴƛƪ CǊƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘŦǳƭ ōŜŘ ōǳǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǳǊƭȅ ŎƻƳŀ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ 
were. Instead, he lay on his back counting the small vesicles and bumps on his old popcorn 
ceiling, with an empty beer bottle clutched in his right hand, which was lazily hanging off the 
ōŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŦǊƻƳΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜŘ ŀƴȅ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ƘƻǳǊǎΣ ƘŜ 
was just staring up at the ceiling mumbling away numbers on top of numbers, trying to get an 
estimated count. He was a handsome man with slick black hair and small chestnut eyes.  

He lived in a small apartment just outside Albany Avenue in Hartford, Connecticut. His room 
window overlooked the dead streets that he got himself intertwined with. At certain points his 
ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŦǳƴŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƘe way it was intended to: the lights sometimes just 
ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ŦƻǊ ŀ Řŀȅ ƻǊ ǘǿƻ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘ ŜŦŦŜŎǘƛǾŜ ƻŦ ǊŀƛƴǎΣ ƎǊŀƴǘŜŘ ƛǘ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƻȊȅ ƛƴǘŜǊƴŜǘ 
detox feel, but when it did storm hard the power went out for like a week minimum. The water 
source was another issue as one time when Dom turned on the faucet, brown sewage water 
took over the semi-ŎƭŜŀƴ ǘŀǇ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ōǳǘ ǳƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ Iƛǎ 
apartment smelled like shit up until three days later when the original water source came 
guzzling through the pipes once more. 

On top of the faulty housing functions were the bills that piled up high on his small, round 
dining table. The cherry on top would be the eviction notice that was to arrive via mail the 
following week.  

All hope was lost ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ƘŜΣ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǉŀȅ ǘƘŜ ōƛƭƭǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ Ƨƻō ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ 
ǘƻ ƛƴǾŜǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǾŀǊƛƻǳǎ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛŜǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ŎƘŀǊƎŜŘ 
and jailed for accounting fraud in his previous entrepreneurship career. After manipulating the 
ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΩǎ ŦƛƴŀƴŎƛŀƭ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘǎ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜǇǳǘŀǘƛƻƴΥ 5ƻƳ ǿŀǎ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ǊŜŘ ƘŀƴŘŜŘΣ ǿŀǎ ŦŀŎŜŘ 
with such high charges it seemed impossible to pay and was sentenced to three years in prison 
but was bailed out after his first year by an unknown identity.  

He worked at Burger King for half a year after escaping bars, but his job came to a conclusion 
when he was caught stealing green out of the cash register. A sentencing of two years soon 
went to being on probation in less than a year when, possibly, that same unknown identity 
bailed him out once more.  
 άIŜƭƭƻΚέ 5ƻƳ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƛƳƭȅ ƭƛǘ ŎƻǊǊƛŘƻǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘǿƛǎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ 
ŘƻƻǊƪƴƻōΦ άLŦ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΗέ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǊ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜΣ 
standing on the raggedy carpet, in front of the floral wall, was a man. A simple man dressed up 
in a leather coat, with a crooked, awkward smile that made Dom feel uneasy and disturbed. He 
had a bowl cut, stubble on his chin and cheeks, and dark sunken eyes.  
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It was a month after his probation ended, and Dom was on unsteady footing with his income 
which was less than equivalent to the salary of a little girl selling lemonade on a bad day. His 
new job had him lean against the wall of a supermarket, looking up at the passersby while 
jingling circles of iron in a plastic cup. After another day of some more meaningless bull, he 
returned home with two quarters and a penny just to find a man standing at the end of his floor 
staring ahead at Dom who just wanted to end the day there but was too startled to turn his 
back on this man, in a fear of being jumped from behind. 

ά{ƘƛǘΣέ 5ƻƳ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŎƻƴǘŜƳǇƭŀǘƛƴƎ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ǎƘƻƻ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴŀƴ ƻŦŦΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ 
ƳŀƴΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǿŀȅΦέ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪΤ ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ƎǊǳƴǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƘŀǊǇΣ ŘƛǎǘǳǊōŜŘ ǇƛǘŎƘΦ άaŀƴΣ ŎƻƳŜςέ 

άtŀȅ ǳǇΗέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎƘƻǘ ƻǳǘΣ ŀ ƎǊƛƴ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ  

ά²Ƙŀςέ 5ƻƳ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΦ 

άt!¸ ¦tΗέ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ Ŏƻŀǘ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛŘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭΣ glaring pocketknife. Dom 
threw up his hands and looked the man in his fierce eyes. 

ά²ƻŀƘςheyςpleaseςIτǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΗ LΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΗέ  

άL ²!b¢ ¸h¦ ¢h t!¸ ¦t !b5 {¢ht .9LbD ! .L¢/I !.h¦¢ L¢ΗΗέ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŘƛǊŜŎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛŦŜ 
towards Dom, cackling when he did.  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳƻƴŜȅΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΗέ 5ƻƳ ŎǊƛŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǘŜŀǊǎ ǘǊƛŎƪƭƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

άL 5L5bΩ¢ Ybh² ²I!¢ ¢h 5h ²L¢I a¸ ahb9¸Ηέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ōŜƎŀƴ ǎƻōōƛƴƎΦ άL ²!b¢ ¸h¦ ¢h 
PAY OFF YOUR DEBTS! GIVE IT BACK TO YOU DIRTY BASTARD. GIVE IT BACK, GIVE IT BACK, GIVE 
L¢ .!/YΣ DL±9 L¢ .!/YΗΗέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭΩǎ ƎƻƛƴΩ ƻƴ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΗέ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳ ŦǊƻƳ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ Ƙƛǎ ǊƻƻƳΦ 5ƻƳ 
fell against his door, his hands still levitating in front of him. 

άtƭŜŀǎŜΗέ 5ƻƳ ǎƻōōŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ Ǌŀƴ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΤ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛŦŜ ƎǊƛǇǇŜŘ tightly in his palm and stood 
over him. He raised the knife over the curled-up man, but instead of feeling the sharp blade 
plunge into his back, he felt the trickle of warm liquid drops slither down his neck and back, 
dyeing his shirt a dark red. The man lŜǘ ƻŦŦ ŀ ƭƻǿΣ ŘƛǎǘǳǊōƛƴƎ ƘǳƳ ǘƘŀǘ ŎǊŜŜǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ 5ƻƳΩǎ ǎƻǳƭΣ 
giving him the feeling to regurgitate onto the monotone floral carpet.  

The man ran the blade through his own arm like frozen butter, spilling blood for added 
ŎƻƭƻǊŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ 5ƻƳΩǎ ǎƘƛǊǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊǇet. With another glance up from his curled position, all he 
saw was the white, popcorn ceiling. The man was gone, as well as his pocketknife, but the dark 
red splotches were still there, painting the atmosphere of the room with an inescapable dread 
that was so very nuanced with a cemetery, alive in the mist that clouded it. 

Now here he was, laying down on his bed, staring at the popcorn ceiling, a raw scar going 
through his arm, an attempt to cover up the absorbed life on the carpet outside his door with a 
believable story that further exaggerated his hate for himself. His eyes turned glassy and when 
he blinked, tears trickled down his cheek, carving a small canal through a vast drought. He softly 
whimpered to himself, trying his best to keep his withering seriousness. 
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Suddenly, he lunged up and cupped his hands over his face in an attempt to hold in the 
streaming flows of tears that poured out his eyes. He stood up, streaks of tears still on his face 
and snot dangling from his nose, walked over to the tall mirror, and looked at the defeated man 
within. He looked up to the corner of the mirror frame and saw a black velvet mask hanging 
from its head strap. He gently lifted the mask from its position on the mirror and brought it up 
to his face. He slowly pulled the head strap up and around the back of his head and when the 
mask was secure, he took a deep sigh and split the defeated man into many versions of himself 
with a single fist. More versions of the defeated man were created, blow after blow after blow 
after blow, a red stain growing until it was big enough to actually emit trickles down the 
cracked dimensions. After he was done, his knuckles stung and burned as if it was just dunked 
in a barrel of acid. He winced in pain, trying not to scream in agony at the mess he had made. 
Halloween would be the next day, and his contraption was impressively sketched out on a thin 
piece of graph paper taped to the top left corner of his mirror. The wails of sirens were heard 
from the outside, growing ever so largely until the deafening screech of tires were heard at the 
gas station a couple of blocks down from his apartment. Dom walked over to the window and 
tried peering at an angle to capture the thing that captured the attention of the cops and 
ǇŀǊŀƳŜŘƛŎǎΦ 5ƻƳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ see exactly what was going on but he knew that a body was what 
ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΦ ! ŘŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ōȅ ǎǳƛŎƛŘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴƎ Ǌŀǿ ǿƻǳƴŘ 
ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŀǊƳΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōǳƭƭŜǘ ƘƻƭŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǎŀƛŘ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜ ǿƘŜƴ 
there wasnΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀ Ǝǳƴ ƭŀȅƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǊŀŘƛǳǎΦ 

 It was two days before Halloween rolled around, and Dom was sitting in the dining room 
of an open house in Glastonbury looking ahead at the man who had reserved the house for the 
following week. The man stretched out his hand to Dom who, in return, gave him a firm shake. 

 ά5ƻƳƻƴƛƪ CǊƛƴƎΣ L ǇǊŜǎǳƳŜΚέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳƛƴƎΦ 

 άaƳƳΣέ 5ƻƳ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ŀƴ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘ ǎƛƳƛƭŜΦ 

 ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳ aǊΦ CǊƛƴƎΦ L ŀƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ 5ǊΦ aŀǊǘƛn Donohue and 
ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΦ ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŜ ƎŜǘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǿŜΚέ  

 ά¸ǳǇςbut just to be clear, IςL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ōŀŎƪƎǊƻǳƴŘ ƻƴ ŀƎŜƴŎȅ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘτL ǿƻƴΩǘ 
be any goodςέ 

 ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ Ǉŀǎǎ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŎƘŜŎƪ ŦƻǊ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŀƎŜƴǘ ƛƴ real estate nor 
ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘƛŜƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴŘŀǘƻǊȅ ǎƛȄǘȅ ƘƻǳǊ ǇǊŜƭƛŎŜƴǎƛƴƎ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣέ 5ǊΦ 
Donohue said, cutting him off, and sliding out a small cherry red note pad which he then 
scratched something down on with a capped ball point pen. Dr. Donohue had curly black hair 
with a couple loose twirls falling over his forehead. His smile was broad and welcoming, yet 
when he was in focus on his notepad, his smile shrunk into a pinched, stern look. He looked as if 
he were making his way into the fifties with the mere wrinkles that were shown as small, 
unnoticeable creases on his face. Gray strands stood among the black field of hair, as well, 
giving him a look that added on five more years to the already visible wrinkles. 

 άIŜȅΣ ƘŜȅςwhaςwhat are you ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ŘƻǿƴΚέ 5ƻƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎǳǊƎƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŀƛǊΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ 
to peep over to see what was written down on the notepad. 

 άLƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴΣέ 5ǊΦ 5ƻƴƻƘǳŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ǘƛƭǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǘŜǇŀŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ 
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 ά[ƻƻƪΣ ƳŀƴΣ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƪƴƻǿ Ƴȅ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎΣ ȅŀςȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ to remind yourself 
ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 5ƻƳ ǎƭǳƳǇŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ǎƛƎƘΦ 

 ά²Ƙŀǘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜΣ aǊΦ CǊƛƴƎΚέ 
 Dom, pretty upset that he was just ignored, sat back up in his chair and looked forward 
ǘƻ 5ǊΦ 5ƻƴƻƘǳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊƛǘǘŜŘ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴΦ ά¦ƳΣ ŀ ƧƻōΣ L ƎǳŜǎǎΦέ 

 ά¢ƘŀǘΣ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ƛǎ ƛƴŎƻǊǊŜŎǘΦέ 

 ά²ƘŀǘΚ Lǘϥǎ ŀƴ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴ-ōŀǎŜŘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦέ 

 5ǊΦ 5ƻƴƻƘǳŜΩǎ ǇƛƴŎƘŜŘ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǎƭƛƎƘǘ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ άbƻΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ opinion 
based. The question was testing the value in what you sayςLΩƳ ƴƻ ǇǎȅŎƘƻƭƻƎist, but your 
background speaks for you, so there are no lies which can just fly right over my head. So let me 
ask you again: What brought you here, Mr. Fring?έ  

 Rain pattered on his window, washing away at it, releasing drops of brown water. Dom 
sat on his bed reading the weekly magazine, a cigarette clenched between his thumb and index 
finger. The dull orange tip of the cigarette flickered like a torch, letting crumbles of ash fall 
down onto the floorboards. As he looked down to the floorboard to observe the ashes, that 
was when he would be able to spot the small slip of paper that peeked in the gap under his 
door. 

 άaŀςƳƻƴŜȅΦ Lǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴƴŀ ƘŜŀǊΣ ƘǳƘΚέ 5ƻƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

 ά{ǇŜŀƪ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ƛƴ ŀ ƳƻǊŜςƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǎŜƴǎŜΦέ 

 He slid the card from under the door and looked at it with wonder in his eyes. The 
contents on the card contained ten numbersς 

 άррр-238-6698. Bold letters printed onto a blank card with not even a mention of a 
ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ƻǊ ōǊŀƴŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ǊΦ 5ƻƴƻƘǳŜΦ ά{ǇŜŀƪ ƛƴ ŀ ƳƻǊŜ general sense.έ 

 ά[ƻƻƪΣ ƳŀƴΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅςέ 

 ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ Ŧƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ differentςsay, what if there was a bloody 
ǘƘǳƳōǇǊƛƴǘ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǎƳŀŎƪ Řŀō ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƴǘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊŘΣ ƘǳƘΦέ 5ǊΦ 5ƻƴƻƘǳŜ ǎǳǊƎŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ 
ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ 5ƻƳΩǎ ŀǊƳΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŘŜŀŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜȅŜΦ ά²Ƙȅ ŀƳ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ 
ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ leave moments agoςand this is a situation which is worth leaving, 
ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴΦέ 5ǊΦ 5ƻƴƻƘǳŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ ǊŜƭŜŀǎƛƴƎ ŀ ǇǳŦŦ ƻŦ ǿŀǊƳΣ Ŧƭŀƪȅ ŀƛǊ ƛƴǘƻ 5ƻƳΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ 
no stench whatsoever. Dom, feeling his temp skyrocket and his hands shake, looked into the 
maƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŦŜŀǊŦǳƭ ǘŜŀǊǎ ǿŜƭƭŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ 5ǊΦ 5ƻƴƻƘǳŜ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜŘ 5ƻƳΩǎ ŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǘ 
ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ ά5ŜǎǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΦέ 

 ά²ƘŀǘΚέ 

 ά5ŜǎǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

 It was Halloween. The evening was soon going to conclude, bringing the frightful night 
ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀƳŜ ΨǊƻǳƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ȅŜŀǊΦ 5ƻƳ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƳǇǘȅ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛŘ ŀ ŎǊǳƳǇƭŜŘ ǇŀǇŜǊ 
from his pocket. His mask was on, protecting his identity as he smoothed out the paper 
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revealing his untested contraption. He marched his way up to the front door and walked into 
the figurative bloodbath. 

 άbƻǿΣ ǿƘŀǘ L ǎŀȅ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘǊƛǾƛŀƭςL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ǇŜŎƪ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ƭƛŦŜ ōǳǘ 
ƭŜǘΩǎ ōŜ ƘƻƴŜǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŜƎƻΣ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΣ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜΦ LǘΩǎςLǘΩǎ ŀ 
domino effect, huh. You get charged with accounting fraud because of your ego. All of that 
ultimately led up to here, where weςwhere we sit at this moment, interviewing for God knows 
ǿƘŀǘΦέ 

 Dom felt beads of sweat grow around his lips and his neck became an odd type of icy 
cold. He sat speechless, his clammy hands gripping to the arms of his chair. Dr. Donohue, 
ƻōǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ 5ƻƳΩǎ ŀǘǘƛǘǳŘŜΣ ŎƻƴǘƻǊǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŘƛǎǘǳǊōƛƴƎ ƎǊƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǿŎŀǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜŀǊƭȅ 
white teeth that added on the eeriness of his expression. 

 ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ uncomfortable, 5ƻƳƻƴƛŎΚέ 5ǊΦ 5ƻƴƻƘǳŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ƎǊƛǘǘŜŘ ƎǊƛƴΦ !ǎ ƛŦ 
Dom was broken from a trans, he immediately spoke up. 

 ά¦ƳςƴƻΣ ƴƻΦέ IŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŦŜŀǊΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊǾƛŜǿ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜƴŘςbut it 
just kept on rolling. Out of nowhere, Dr. Donohue drew a revolver from under his belt and 
slammed it down in front of Dom, on the table. Dom jumped, his chair tilting back enough for 
him to lose his balance and fall. 

 ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜƳ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǘŜǊǊƛŦƛŜŘΣ Dominic. Now would you be a good lad and take thisτas a 
generous ƻŦŦŜǊƛƴƎΦέ  

 Dom hesitated, looking from the revolver to the grinning man. 

ά¢!Y9 L¢Ηέ 5ǊΦ 5ƻƴƻƘǳŜ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ǇƻǎƛǘƛƻƴΦ {ǘŀǊǘƭŜŘ 
by the sudden outburst, he felt his hands, shakily, creep through the air and land onto the 
handle of the weapon. He felt drops of sweat roll down this cheek and drip onto the polished 
ŦƭƻƻǊΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΣ Dominic? 

 ά¦ƳςIςέ 

 5ǊΦ 5ƻƴƻƘǳŜ ŦƭǳƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ ǳǇ ǘƻ ŀ ŘƻƻǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢ŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ 
weaǇƻƴ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

 άLǘΩǎ ŦƛƴŜΣ ǊŜ-really can I please just goςέ 
 ά²Ŝƭƭ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚ bƻǿ ƎƻΦέ 
 Dom, submissively, nodded his head and slowly stood up, careful not to fall from the 
rattling and shaking in his legs. Once he slowly made his way to the door, Dr. Donohue right 
behind him, gestured to him to turn the knob. Dom complied and was met by a descent into 
the darkness of a cold basement. 

 Clutched tightly in his grasp, the revolver made its way down the wooden staircase with 
Dom as Dr. Donohue waited at the entrance of the door with his ear-to-ear grin, remaining 
stationary. Blue light seeped into the cold room from the top left window, filling the area with 
the utmost dread. The faint light shone on what Dom made out to be a woman, curled up, 
rocking back and forth humming a meek lullaby. Her hair was dry and tangled, and her toes 
ǿŜǊŜ ǊƻǘǘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǎƻǊƛŜƴǘŜŘΦ IŜǊ Ŧƻƻǘ ǿŀǎ ŎƘŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ƘŜŀǾȅ ǊƻŎƪ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ƴǳƳōŜǊŜŘ ΨŦƻǳǊΦΩ 
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Terrified, Dom turned back towards the stairs only to find the same darkness reflecting back on 
him from the now closed door from which he entered.  

 Dom looked back to the disturbing site, feeling his mouth quiver and hands tremble. It 
was at that moment he saw the other citizens. One was laying down on his side, facing the wall; 
ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴǳƳōŜǊŜŘ ΨŦƛǾŜΦΩ !ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ƳǳǊƳǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƘŜ ǎŀǘ ŎǊƛǎǎŎǊƻǎǎŜŘΣ 
ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ŀƘŜŀŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭΤ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴǳƳōŜǊŜŘ ΨǘǿƻΦΩ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƻƴŜ ǎƭŜǇǘ ǎƻǳƴŘƭȅΣ ǊŜƭŜŀǎƛƴƎ 
ŘƛǎƻǊƛŜƴǘŜŘ ǿƘŜŜȊƛƴƎΤ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴǳƳōŜǊŜŘ ΨƻƴŜΦΩ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ forward to rock number three and 
the chain that led off of it which grasped air and only air. Dom dropped the revolver from his 
trembling hands, the weapon clattering noisily on the floor. All eyes looked up, and the room 
filled with the most terrible and terrifying shrieks and screams. Number four, interrupted from 
ƘŜǊ ƭǳƭƭŀōȅΣ ǎǳǊƎŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘ ǘƻ ŎǊŀǿƭ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǘŎƘ ƘƻƭŘ ƻŦ 5ƻƳΩǎ ƭŜƎǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ 
yanked and tugged at the rock in an attempt to be free, but they were unsuccessful. He reached 
down for the revolver and ran up the stairs, turning to face the entities once more, pointing to 
the revolver and pulling back the hammer, and then the trigger only for an empty click. The 
revolver was unloaded. Dom turned and darted back up the stairs, slamming himself against 
the door until it eventually opened and he fell tumbling out, jumping up and slamming the door 
shut behind him. Dom spun back around only to come face to face with Dr. Donohue.  

 ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜΣ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ ŀƴƛƳŀǘǊƻƴƛŎǎ ŀƴŘ ŀŎǘƻǊǎ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀ ǎŎŀǊŜΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ 
ŀƎǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΚέ aǊΦ 5ƻƴƻƘǳŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

 άtƭŜŀǎŜΣ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƎƻΣ ƻƘ ƎƻŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΗέ 5ƻƳ ǎƻōōŜŘΣ ǎƘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ ¢ŜŀǊǎ ŦƭƻƻŘŜŘ 
down his face as he pleaded on and on. Dr. Donohue tugged Dom up by the collar of his shirt 
and struck Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƻǊ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

 ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜƎǳƴ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ȅŜŀǊƭȅ CǊƛƎƘǘ IƻǳǎŜ 
will be prepared on the scariest night of the year, and you must come ready with a contraption. 
You're the host and once the drugs ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎŀǾŀƎŜǎΩ ǎȅǎǘŜƳǎΣ ŀƎƎǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ 
ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿΣ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ōǊŜŀƪ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƘŀƛƴǎΤ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƎƛǾŜǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŦǊƛƎƘǘΦ 
Construct a lock contraption for this door to keep them away from the jolly trick and treaters or 
ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ǎǿƛƳƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ōƭƻƻŘ ōŀǘƘ ōƭŀƳŜŘ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ōƭƻƻŘƭƛƴŜΦέ 

 Dom stared straight ahead at Dr. Donohue, his expression hurt and scared. The grinning 
man handed him a fuzzy black velvet mask.  
 ά¸ƻǳǊ ƛŘŜƴǘƛǘȅ ŎƻǾŜǊǎ ǳǇΦ CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ IŜ ǘƘŜƴ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻut a bullet from his 
ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ƛǘ ǘƻ 5ƻƳΦ ά!ƭǎƻΣ ƎŜǘ ǊƛŘ ƻŦ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ǘƘǊŜŜΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΣ ȅƻǳǊ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ ǿƛƭƭ 
ōŜ ǘƘŀƴƪƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΦ aŜŜǘ ƘƛƳ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ǝŀǎ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŀǘ ǘƘǊŜŜΣ ƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǳƴƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦ 5ǊΦ 
Donohue smiled and fled the house without another word. Dom looked back towards the door, 
just imagining the demons held within, clawing through to the innocent lives on the outside. 

 That night, he lay on his bed, twirling the revolver on his index finger, looking up at his 
ceiling in a distraught manner. It felt as if his hands were being bound by chains but in reality, 
he could walk across the entire country without anything stopping him. He just remained bound 
by the invisible chains that tugged him back from the many possibilities he could achieve. A 
man with a raw wound stretching across his arm lay next to him motionless. The cloth around 
his head was damp and dark red. Light seeped from one side of his head to the other with the 
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fairly wide hole that the bullet from Dom's revolver marked. Number ǘƘǊŜŜΩǎ ŀǊƳ ƘǳƴƎ ƭƻǿ ƻŦŦ 
the bed, the tips of his fingers grazing the floor. 

 άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ƛǘΣέ 5ƻƳ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ƛǘΦέ ¢ŜŀǊǎ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Řƻǿƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ 
ǿŜǘǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŘ ǎƘŜŜǘΦ άIŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ L ǎǿŜŀǊ ƛǘΦ I9 /!a9 ¢h a9Ηέ ¢ƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ 5ƻƳ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
sure about was if his pleas were for the action he committed, or the location the action took 
place because his room was, for sure, not the gas station. 

 Trick or treaters marched down the streets once night fell among Glastonbury on the 
day of Halloween. The open house was now a decorative piece that lured many of the kids and 
families. Dom had on his black velvet mask, along with a black suit, and he was situated in the 
upstairs bathroom, contemplating on what he was doing by repeatedly looking into the mirror, 
taking off his mask, and splashing water over his parched face. A knock sounded on the door 
and when Dom opened it, he was met by a big man with a bushy white beard. Dom looked 
ahead at the man in shock, feeling lightheaded.  

 ά5ƻƳΚέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘŜŀǊǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ-the hell are you doing hereςέ 
Suddenly, a fleshy sound was heard, the man paused in his sentence with a disturbed grunt, 
and gargled, blood seeping out his mouth. He fell forward into the bathroom, just to reveal Dr. 
Donohue holding a sharp dagger, painted red.  
 ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ Ƙƻǎǘςέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǘΦέ 5ǊΦ 5ƻƴƻƘǳŜ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ŀǊŜŀΤ 
the dagger clutched tightly in his hand. Dom, backed away, looking at the body that he once 
knew to be his father, the man who set free number three so he could bail his son out. Hours 
passed in those five minutes. Through all of that, splinters flew from the basement door, hands 
reached out making the feel of the haunted idea much more appealing. Dom pulled out the 
crumpled piece of paper which held the outline for his contraption, but when he smoothed it 
out, a blank sheet smiled back up at him. Screams echoed from downstairs. Flesh tearing and 
drowned screams were all to be heard. As Dom descended the stairs, all he could see were the 
pools of blood collecting on the first floor; monsters, witches, devils, and even a SpongeBob 
lying amongst it all. Sirens were heard from the outside and Dr. Donohue was now gone, back 
into the grave in which he was planted and always had remained ever since the two years in the 
ǇŀǎǘΣ ŀƴ ŀǎǎƛǎǘŀƴǘ ǘƻ 5ƻƳΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘƭƛƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ Ǌŀƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊƭȅ ƘŀǳƴǘŜŘ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘŀƎƎŜǊΣ 
ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘΣ ǿŀǎ ŎƭǳǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƛƴ 5ƻƳΩǎ ƎǊŀǎǇΦ 5ǊΦ 5ƻƴƻƘǳŜ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴ ŜȄŎǳǎŜ ǘƻ 
complete the wrongdoing his bloodlƛƴŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ 5ƻƳΩǎ ǎƘƻǊǘŎǳǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ 
anyone. No contraption existed on the knob of the basement door. The freed men and women 
swam among the blood of their victims in the dead foyer and Dom soon lay with them, a slit in 
his throat that he himself created. His background indeed spoke for him along with bringing 
himself into a mental state of hallucinations and terror. 
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Deep in the Darkness 
By Chaarvi Gajula 

Deep in the dark shadows of the street, 
I walk and walk and hear a creak. 
It could be a monster, a ghost, or a nightmare, 
Hidden far away from me. 

Deep in the darkness, it crawls and creeps 
Toward the street. 
Not a single light to be seen. 

As the steps grew closer τ 
LOUDER τ 
Deep in the darkness, voices would whisper, 
Souls would shiver, 
My bones would quiver. 

L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪΣ 
For it would be there, waiting and waiting, 
Deep in the darkness 
To get me. 
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Arachnophobia 
By Joshua Graham 

 
I ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǇƛŘŜǊ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǊƻƻƳ 
L ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŎŀǇŀōƭŜ ƻŦ 
¢ƘŜȅ ŎǊŀǿƭ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƴȅ ƛƴǎƛŘŜǎ ǿƘƛƭŜ LΩƳ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ 
Slowly gnawing their way out 
Their fangs pierce my skin, killing me 
Injecting me with their poison  
They tie me to the bed with their sticky web 
Slowly suffocating my helpless soul 
Bite after bite and I eventually forget how to breathe  
My body is cemented into their web of death for good 
LΩǾŜ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇǊŜȅ 
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A Spooky Story 
By Ryan Li 

 
VRROOOOM! A car whizzed by Adrian as he continued driving down the road. It was just 
another long 9 to 5 work day at the office, and he was just looking forward to getting home. He 
checked his rearview mirror as he was about to do a right turn. Hmm? There ǿŀǎΧ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΧ 
ǘƘŜǊŜΧ ŜƘΣ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ !ŘǊƛŀƴ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǳǎǳŀƭ 
ƭŜƛǎǳǊŜƭȅ ǇŀŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜŀǊǾƛŜǿ ƳƛǊǊƻǊ ŀƎŀƛƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜΧ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ 
there again! And it was chasing him! Adrian shoved the gas pedal of his Toyota and began 
flooring it as the speedometer jumped up to 80, then 90, then 100, and 110. The entity behind 
him was also speeding up. Adrian gunned the engine and pushed the speedometer up to 180. 
He saw his house on the street. Surely the eƴǘƛǘȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΚ IŜ ŎǊǳǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ 
brake pedal and donuted into his driveway. He quickly ripped the keys out, kicked the door of 
his car open, ran out, shoved it closed and ran toward his house door. He quickly unlocked it, 
got inside, and slammed it closed with an enormous BANG. Finally, whew, he was safe. He was 
about to turn around to put his jacket away, and then froze. Something had put its hands on his 
shoulders. Quickly turning around, there was a scream. The house was quiet for the rest of the 
night. 
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The Haunted Party 
By Leila McGough 

 
Chapter one 
Riley Locks 

 
Riley loved her family. She had a mom and a brother, Erik. Their dad had died when they were 
4. She really missed her dad, but other than that she loved her life. 
 
Iǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƛǊƻƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǘŎƘ ŎƻǎǘǳƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ƛǊƻƴ 9ǊƛƪΩǎ 
Superman costume (which was a bit overkill). She was wearing her cute pink overalls with a 
long sleeve tee-ǎƘƛǊǘΦ άwƛƭŜȅΗέ IŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŎƻǎǘǳƳŜǎ ȅŜǘΚ 5ƛƴƴŜǊ ƛǎ 
ǊŜŀŘȅΦέ  
wƛƭŜȅ ŀƴŘ 9ǊƛƪΩǎ ƳƻƳ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƻƪŜŘ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳ ŜǾŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǊƴΦ Lǘ ƘŀŘ Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ōŜŜƴ 
steak and carrots. But not this time. The night before Halloween, they would have a feast. 
Inviting relatives. Have a bonfire. Eating something other than steak and carrots.   
 
wƛƭŜȅ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ƪƴƻŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜǎΦ άhƘΣ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ aŀǊƛŜΗέ 
She heard her mom say excitedly. Riley tumbled down the stairs, so fast that she almost tripped 
on them.  
άwƛƭŜȅΣ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘǳǊǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣέ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǘƻƴŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ŎŀƭƳΣ ōǳǘ ǎǘƛŦŦΦ ά{ƻǊǊȅΣέ 
Riley mumbled. She looked up at her  
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Aunt Marie. She had jet black hair and looked like she was in her 50s. Aunt Marie smiled back 
Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ǿǊƛƴƪƭŜǎ ŎǊǳƴŎƘŜŘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ άIŜƭƭƻ wƛƭŜȅΣ Ƙƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ wƛƭŜȅ 
ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊƛƴƎΣ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜǊ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƘŜǊŜΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ aŀȄ ŀƴŘ 
[ƛƭŀΚέ wƛƭŜȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άtŀǊǘȅΣέ ǎŀƛd Aunt Marie casually.  
άWǳǎǘ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ōƭƻŎƪǎ ŘƻǿƴΣ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜƛǊŘ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ hƘΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƪƛŘǎ ŎŀƳŜ 
ǳǇ ŀƴŘΧέ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ōȅ ǘƘŜƴΣ wƛƭŜȅ ƘŀŘ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŎƻŀǘΣ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ sweet potato from the 
kitchen, and ran out the door, along with Erik, whƻ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ ά.ȅŜΣ ǘƘŀƴƪǎ ŦƻǊ 
ŎƻƳƛƴƎΗέ {ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΣ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ƳŀŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŀƴŘ 9Ǌƛƪ Ǝƻǘ ōŀŎƪΦ 

 
Chapter 2 
Erik Locks 

 
9Ǌƛƪ Ǌŀƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ wƛƭŜȅΣ ǎƻ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƻƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ bƻ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜΦ {ƘŜ Ƴǳǎǘ 
be working hard enough not to talk to anyone, Erik thought. 

They turned the corner and onto another street. Weathersfield was a small town, and everyone 
ƪƴŜǿ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘǳǎǘƭŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘΣ ŀƴŘ 9Ǌƛƪ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎǊŀƳǇΦ ά²Ŝ ΦΦΦ 
ΦƴΦΦŜŜŘΧǘƻ ǎƭƻǿ ΦΦΦ ΦŘƻǿƴΣέ 9Ǌƛƪ ǇŀƴǘŜŘΦ  
They turned a corner again and then came up to the creepy house.  
9Ǌƛƪ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 
Riley, with a mouth full of potato, explained that Max and Lila were here and how she had to 
warn them abouǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿŀǊƴ ǘƘŜƳ ŀōƻǳǘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ 
finished explaining the story. Riley handed him the sweet Potato. It tasted sweet and warm, as 
ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƻǾŜƴΦ άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŎƻŦŦŜŘΦ άbƛŎŜ ǘǊȅΦέ IŜ ǎǘǳŎƪ his 
tongue out at her and looked up at the tremendous house. It had worn off black paint and the 
windows were covered with pieces of wood. He was amazed at how it could still hold itself 
together. Erik looked over back at Riley and saw her face. She took a deep breath, and 
accidentally inhaled her potato. She coughed and choked on her potato. Around the whole 
ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ŘŜŎƻǊŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǳǇΣ ǇǳƳǇƪƛƴǎΣ ōƭƻǿ ǳǇǎΣ ǿƛǘŎƘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǘǎ ƻŦ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ ά{ǘŀȅ 
 ƘŜǊŜΣέ wƛƭŜȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳΦέ IŜ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŎǊŀȊȅΦ άL ŀƳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΣέ 9Ǌƛƪ 
said. She laughed at him and ran inside, but of course, he followed. 
¢ƘŜȅ Ǌŀƴ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ŘƻƻǊΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƎǊŜŜǘŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘΦ άƘŜƭƭƻΣ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴΣέ ƘŜ 
said, his voice sounding sharp as a knife. He pushed them into the house and suddenly they 
ǿŜǊŜ ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ōȅ ōƭŀŎƪƴŜǎǎΧ 
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The Spooky Night 
By Caitlin Sprague 

 
October 30, 1984 - 6:00 P.M.  

 
ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘΚέ L ŀǎƪ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŀǎ L ŘǊƻǇ Ƴȅ ŦƻǊƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǘƛǎǎŜǊƛŜ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǇƭŀǘŜΦ  
ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜΣ aŀǊŎƛŜΣ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƻƻ ŘŀǊƪΣ ŀƴŘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ Řƻƴϥǘ ōƛǘŜΣέ ǎŀȅǎ Ƴȅ ten-

year-old know-it-ŀƭƭ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ /ƘŀǊƭƻǘǘŜΦ wƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ ǎƘŜΩǎ άǎŜŎǊŜǘƭȅέ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƴŘȅ ŎƻǊƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 
shelf underneath the supper table. 

ά.ǳǘ LϥƳ ǘƘƛǊǘŜŜƴΗέ L ŀǊƎǳŜΦ aȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ did not agree.  
ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŎƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ ƳƛƴŘǎΣ aŀǊŎƛŜΧ ƴƻǿ 

Ŝŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴΦέ aȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŜŀǊǎ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀƭƪǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƴƪ ǘƻ ǿŀǎƘ Ƙƛǎ 
plate. Another good argument I make with my parents is getting a fancy dishwasher, but of 
course, no luck. I'm the middle child, with my sixteen-year-old brother always downstairs, with 
Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǊƳ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘǎΦ Lǘϥǎ ƴƻǘ ¢I!¢ ŎƻƭŘ ƛƴ 5ŜǊōȅΣ ±ŜǊƳƻƴǘΗ aȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǘŜƭƭǎ ƳŜ ǘƻ άǘŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ 
/ƘŀǊƭƻǘǘŜϥǎ ŘƛǎƘŜǎέΦ L ƎǊƻŀƴ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǎ L ŦƛƴƛǎƘ Ƴȅ ŎƘƻǊŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴƛƴg, including me and 
Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊϥǎ ŘƛǎƘŜǎΦ !ŦǘŜǊ LΩƳ ŘƻƴŜΣ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŀȅǎ ƎƻƻŘƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭǎ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǳǇǎǘŀƛǊǎ 
and to go to bed early because my aunt Arlene is coming over with her little girl who just turned 
two years old nine days ago. Her and Arlene are going to stay with us for Halloween. The little 
girl is named Brook. Such an unusual way to spell Brooke! I yawn and go to bed. 
 
October 31, 1984 - 9 A.M.  

 
     άaȅ ōŜŀǘǎ ǇŜǊ ƳƛƴǳǘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΧέ Wham! sings on my alarm radio. I groan and 
drag myself out of bed. I trudge downstairs and I hear my two-year-old cousin talk in bits and 
pieces. 
     ά¢ƘŜ ǎǳƴΩǎ ǳǇΣ ǎƭŜŜǇȅ ŜȅŜǎΗέ aȅ ŀǳƴǘ ƧƻƪŜǎΦ L ƳŀƪŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƻŀǎǘ ŦƻǊ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ 
munch on it while I make my way up the stairs and into my room. Up in my room, I work on the 
morning sudoku while I listen to my pop playlist on my Walkman. I glance up at my dark-
ŎƻƭƻǊŜŘ ǿŀƭƭǎ ŀǎ L ǎǘŀǊŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǎǇŀŎŜΦ LΩƳ ŘŀȅŘǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ L ƎŜǘ ŀ ƪƴƻŎƪ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŘƻƻǊΦ 
     άIƻƴŜȅΣ ǿƘȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊǾŜ ǇǳƳǇƪƛƴǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΣέ ŀǎƪǎ Ƴȅ ƳƻƳΦ L ǘŀƪŜ ƻŦŦ 
my Walkman ƻƴ DŜƻǊƎŜ aƛŎƘŀŜƭ ǎƛƴƎƛƴƎΣ ά²ŜΩŘ ƘǳǊǘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ 
ǎŀȅέΦ L ǿŀƭƪ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΩǎ ŘƛƴƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ǎƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΦ 
     ά²Ƙƻ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ŎŀƭƭΚ DƘƻǎǘōǳǎǘŜǊǎΗέ tƭŀȅǎ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƳƻƳΩǎ ōƻƻƳōƻȄΦ L ƎǊŀō ŀ ǇǳƳǇƪƛƴ ŀƴŘ 
draw triangular eyes on the orange pumpkin. This year, my mom wants me to take Brook out 
for Trick-or-Treating with my aunt while my parents give out lollipops. While my sister gets to 
go out with her bratty ballet friends-Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǎƘƻǿ-off. I do cross country instead, with 
a mile of eight minutes and two seconds-cross country is so much better than stupid ballet. I sit 
around until my parents tell me to take my sister out Trick-or-Treating. I put on a hoodie and 
trudge out the door. 
     ά¢ǊƛŎƪ ƻǊ ǘǊŜŀǘΗέ aȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳǎΦ L ŀƳ ǎƻ ōƻǊŜŘΧ L ƭƻǎŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ŀ ŘŀȅŘǊŜŀƳ ŀōƻǳǘ ōŜƛƴƎ 
in my room, doing nothing, and seconds later, my sister is gone! I panic and look in every 
direction possible. 
     ά/ƘŀǊƭƻǘǘŜΚέ L ȅŜƭƭΦ bƻ ƘƛƎƘ-pitched voice yells back. Without luck, I run back to my house 
while the sun sets. I lock myself in my room, guilty of losing my sister, balled up in my 
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embarrassment, staining everything around me in tears. My mom knocks on the door-just in 
time for my pity party. 
     ά{ǿŜŜǘƛŜΚέ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ aȅ ƳƻƳ ŎǊŜŀƪǎ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ-but something is clearly not right. 
My mom sits on my bed while acting strange-looking at my body, and not my eyes. She opens 
up my window and motions me over. My mom grins as she pushes me out the window as I fall 
from my three-ǎǘƻǊȅ ǊƻƻƳΦ L Ŧƭŀƛƭ Ƴȅ ŀǊƳǎ ŀƴŘ ƭŜƎǎΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻ ǳǎŜΦ L ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ŀ ǇƭŀƴΧ ōǳǘ 
ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŦŜŜƭ ŘƛȊȊȅΧ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿent 
black. 

~The End~  
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Untitled 
By Wyatt Toolan 

 

άWǳǎǘ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΗέ L ȅŜƭƭ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ Ŏƭƻŀƪ Řƻǿƴ ƻǾŜǊ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ L ŀŘƧǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ 
headpiece so my eyes align with the two holes on the front of the costume. I rush down the 
hallway and grab my bag. Ben is standing at the door dressed in tattered clothes and his face is 
ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ƎǊŜŜƴ ŦŀŎŜ ǇŀƛƴǘΦ IŜ ōƻǿǎΦ ά½ƻƳōƛŜ .ŜƴΣ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜΦέ άhƪΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΦέ L ǎƘƻǾŜ Ǉŀǎǘ 
ƘƛƳΦ ά²Ƙƻŀ ƳŀƴΣ ƭƛƎƘǘŜƴ ǳǇ ŀ ōƛǘΗέ IŜ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳǎΦ  ά²ŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΗέ {ƘǊƛŜƪǎ Ƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ 
running out the door, poking me with Ƙƛǎ ŦŀƪŜ ǇƛǊŀǘŜ ǎǿƻǊŘΦ ά¸ƻΣ wƻōŜǊǘΗέ .Ŝƴ ǎŀȅǎΣ ōŜƴŘƛƴƎ 
down to high-ŦƛǾŜ Ƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΦέ .Ŝƴ ǎŀȅǎΣ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎ 
ŀǊŎƘŜŘΣ ŀǎ ǿŜ ōŜƎƛƴ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǎǘǊŜŜǘΦ άaȅ ƳƻƳ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ 
coming with us five ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ŀƎƻΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ǇƘƻƴŜ ƻƴ ƳŜΦέ L ǎŀȅΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ Ƴȅ 
feet. We continue walking down the street, our bags getting increasingly heavy. I see a kid 
dressed as The Human Torch jog down the street. A group of video game characters walk up to 
ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ CƛǾŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ L ŦŜŜƭ ŀ Ƨŀō ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǘƘƛƎƘΦ άhƪΣ wƻōŜǊǘΣ ǎǘƻǇ ǇƻƪƛƴƎ ƳŜΦέ L 
say, whipping around. By my feet was a little kid dressed as a garden gnome. He was 
abnormally small. He almost looked like a real gnome. I accidentally knoŎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƻǾŜǊ άhƘ 
ǎƘƻƻǘΣ LΩƳ ǎƻ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƻƪŀȅΚέ L ǎǉǳŀǘǘŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘΦ Iƛǎ 
ŦŀŎŜŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘΧ ŎǊŀŎƪŜŘΦ IŜ ²!{ ŀ ƎŀǊŘŜƴ ƎƴƻƳŜΦ L ǎŎǊŀƳōƭŜ ǳǇ ƻƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ŦŜŜǘ ŀƴŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǿŀȅΦ 
The kid I saw earlier dressed as The Human Torch runs up the street on fire, screaming his lungs 
ƻǳǘΦ LΩƳ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƻǳǘ ōȅ ŀ ŦŜƳǳǊ ōƻƴŜ ǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƭƭΦ L ƎƭŀƴŎŜ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ Ƙƛƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ŀ 
ƎǊƻǳǇ ƻŦ ǎƪŜƭŜǘƻƴǎ ŎƻƭƭŀǇǎŜ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǇƛƭŜ ƻŦ ōƻƴŜǎΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ wƻōŜǊǘ ƻǊ .Ŝƴ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜΦ L ǎǇǊƛƴǘ ǳǇ 
the hill towards my ƘƻǳǎŜΦ άahaΗέ L ƘƻƭƭŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ŘƻƻǊΦ L ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ 
ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳŎƘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘΦ L ǊǳǎƘ ƻǾŜǊΦ άIŜƭƭƻΚέ L ǿŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ 
{ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ ŀ ƳǳǎŎƭŜΦ L ǘŀǇ ƘŜǊ ƭŜƎΦ {ƘŜ ǎƘƛǾŜǊǎΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƎŜǘǎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ door. My 
ŦŀŎŜ ǇŀƭŜǎΣ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ ǘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǳǇΦ άaƻƳΚέ L ǎŀȅΣ Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎΦ L ǿŀƭƪ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳΣ 
and look in the mirror. My heart stops. I stare at the mirror, but the reflection is empty.  

The end. 



 

 

 



 
 

  



185 

 

The Painting 
By Ellen Saunig 

 
.ŀǊō ǿŀǎ ƴŜǿ ǘƻ ǘƻǿƴΦ {ƘŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ŀƭƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƴŜƭȅΣ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ƴƛŜŎŜΣ {ƘŜƭƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ 

her three boys lived just down the road. Their father was a deadbeat and Shelly was desperate 
for help, so Barb, newly-divorced and tired of city life, packed up her apartment, loaded up her 
Pomeranian, Baxter, and moved to Glastonbury to lend a much-needed hand. She purchased an 
old house on Main StreŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ ƴŜŜŘ ƻŦ ǳǇŘŀǘŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǎƛǎǘ ǘƘŜ 
charm of the place, so she spent months renovating and decorating the house to her exact 
specifications. The change of scenery seemed like a good idea. 

One Sunday morning, the kids were off with Grandma and Grandpa and Shelly agreed to 
accompany Barb to a local estate sale. Shelly found the concept of estate sales depressing, but 
Aunt Barb never asked for anything, so Shelly figured she could do her this one favor. 

The sale was at a house well-known to locals. It was surrounded by rolling hills and 
apple orchards and backed up to the Connecticut River. It was at once ostentatiously large and 
miserably kept, as it had withstood a century of neglect. Weeds grew from the gutters. Vines 
ran up and down the chimneys. The paint may have once been yellow, but it was now a mixture 
of sickly greens and browns. The numerous windows were cracked in many spots. 

ά²Ƙƻ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƘŜǊŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ .ŀǊōΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǊŎǳƭŀǊ ŘǊƛǾŜǿŀȅΦ 5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ 
rotting appearance of the home, the sale was packed and parking was scarce. 

άbƻ ƻƴŜΣ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΦ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀƴŘǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŘƛŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ 
but never got around to selling it until the town threatened to take action. Some neighbors 
complainŜŘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ƘŜƭƭȅΦ {ƘŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀŘŘƛƴƎΣ άǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ 
stories ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƛǘΩǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ƎƻƻŘ ǎǘǳŦŦΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ŀǊōΦ 
άL ƎǳŜǎǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ƘŜƭƭȅΣ ǎǘǳŘȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊΦ 
Once inside, they were greeted by a lanky, dour man in a suit who handed them a list of 

items as well as a map of the house. People milled around the first floor, examining lamps and 
clocks and a table of jewelry that was guarded by another staff member. There was also a wall  
                                     of ƻƭŘ ǇƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ ŜǾƛŘŜƴǘƭȅ ŦƻǊ ǎŀƭŜΦ .ǳȅƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΩǎ ƎƭƻƻƳȅ 
                                               family pictures seemed ōƛȊŀǊǊŜ ǘƻ .ŀǊōΦ {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜΣ 
                                            though, that there was one boy in the picture that had striking, 
                                                     unnaturally blue eyes. Something about the photo was unsettling,  
                                                            though Barb ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǿƘȅΦ {ƘŜ ƳƻǾŜŘ ƻƴΦ 

άLΩƳ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǇƭŀƴǘŜǊǎ ƻǊ ƳŀȅōŜ ǎƻƳŜ 
ŀǊǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ {ƘŜƭƭȅΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ nervously examining an 
ƻƭŘ ǾŀǎŜΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŜƴƘƻǳǎŜ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪΦέ 

There was indeed a greenhouse, and a large one at 
that. It was humid and smelled of rotting vegetation but 
packed to the gills with potential. There were dozens of 
pots, plantstands, and old tools. There were shelves of  
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garden gnomes with toothy grins. And, finally, there was an entire area filled with birdcages. 
Old, metal birdcages that were decidedly gothic. 

ά¢ƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƻȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƘŜǊŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ōƛǊŘǎΣ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǇŀǎǎƛƴƎ 
through the area. 

άIǳƘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ŀǊōΣ ǳƴǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ Ƙƻǿ ŜƭǎŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘΦ 
Barb picked up a set of gold plantstands and they were about to leave when a small 

painting on a shelf caught her eye. 
It was a framed picture of a black bird ς a crow, maybe, though was a bit hard to tell. Its 

beak was wide open as if mid-ǎǉǳŀǿƪ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ōƭŀŎƪ ŜȅŜǎ ōǳƭƎŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƛǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƛǘs head like 
something was charging toward it. Barb picked it up. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ƘŜƭƭȅΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǳƎƭƛŜǎǘ ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎ LΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴΦέ 
άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ L ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦ [ƛƪŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƻ ǳƎƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘΦ ¸ŀ ƪƴƻǿΚ LǘΩǎ Ǝƻǘ 

ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊΦ .ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ϷнлΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ŀǊōΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǾƛŜǿΦ 
άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǿƘȅΣέ ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘ {ƘŜƭƭȅΦ ά/ƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ Ǝƻ ƴƻǿΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΚ ¢Ƙƛǎ Ƙouse is creeping 

ƳŜ ƻǳǘΦέ 
And so they left. Shelly dropped Barb back at home with her two plantstands and the 

bird painting and went on her way. Barb put the stands on the front porch and carried the 
painting under her arm inside the house. She set the painting down on the kitchen table and 
went to collect Baxter, who was waiting by the back door to go out. 

On the way back from their walk, Barb spotted the neighbor, Mrs. Wexley, examining 
the porch from the street. 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǇƭŀƴǘǎǘŀƴŘǎΚ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭΗέ ǎŀƛŘ aǊǎΦ ²ŜȄƭŜȅΦ 
Mrs. Wexley was in her sixties and cheerful, though something of a gossip. 
άhƘΣ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΗ L Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀƴ ŜǎǘŀǘŜ ǎŀƭŜ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ōƛƎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

ǊƛǾŜǊΦ !ǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƎǊŜŀǘΚ Lǘ ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǊƻōōŜǊȅ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ŀǊōΦ 
ά¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ƘƻǳǎŜ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ {ƻǳǘƘ DƭŀǎǘƻƴōǳǊȅΚ hƘ ōƻȅΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ōǊŀǾŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƳŜΦ L 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜǘ Ŧƻƻǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ƭŜǘ ŀƭƻƴŜ ǘŀƪŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ bƻǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ǇǊƛŜǎǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 
ǊŜŀŘȅΗέ ǎŀƛŘ aǊǎΦ ²ŜȄƭŜȅΦ 

άIƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΚέ ǎŀƛŘ .ŀǊōΦ 
ά²ŜƭƭΣ these are just rumors, obviously, but they had a son, a sickly little boy, that they 

never let out of the house. They kept him trapped in there like a caged animal. Until one day, 
ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŀƴŘ ōƭǳŘƎŜƻƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǊŜǘŀƪŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōƛǊŘŎŀƎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άhƘΣ ƳȅΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ ƭǳŎƪƛƭȅ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǇƭŀƴǘǎǘŀƴŘǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ŀǊōΦ {ƘŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ 
the painting. 

άDƻƻŘ ǘƘƛƴƎΗ ²ŜƭƭΣ ŜƴƧƻȅ ȅƻǳǊ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ aǊǎΦ ²ŜȄƭŜȅΦ 
Barb and Baxter made their way to the front door only Baxter, oddly, refused to step 

inside the house. He stood still as a statue, his ears straight up and his eyes locked ahead. He let 
out a low growl before jumping on Barb to be picked up. 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΣ ǎƛƭƭȅ .ŀȄǘȅΚέ .ŀǊō ǎŀƛŘ ŀƭƻǳŘΦ {ƘŜ ǎŎƻƻǇŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ 
him inside the house. Baxter immediately ran upstairs. 

That evening, Barb pondered where to hang the painting. It looked garish in her cozy 
family room, scary in the dining room (silently squawking at her imaginary guests), and it was 
much too dark for the kitchen. So, she settled on a guest bedroom at the top of the stairs on a 
large, blank wall above a dresser. The room was painted blue anyway ς already dark ς so it 
seemed to fit. 
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She had dinner, watched some TV and brushed her teeth before settling into bed with a 
book. After some time, she drifted off to sleep. 

She woke in the night to the sound of dripping water. Half-asleep and confused, she 
figured it was just a leaky faucet and went back to sleep. 

But she woke again not more than a half-hour later, this time to the unmistakable sound 
of not just dripping water, but a steady, louder plop, plop, plop. 

She threw on her bathrobe and went downstairs to find her kitchen floor covered, not 
with water, but with a black, viscous substance that was leaking from the ceiling. The smell was 
unmistakable, but did not make any sense. Baxter stood to the side and barked. He dipped a 
paw into the muck. He backed up in horror and tried to stamp his now-black paw on the floor. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭΚέ ǎŀƛŘ .ŀǊōΦ άLǎ ǘƘƛǎΧǇŀƛƴǘΚέ 
A door slammed in the hallway upstairs. The guest room. The hair on her neck stood up. 
She made for the staircase, turning on every light she could find in the process. She 

tiptoed down the hall. It was cold in that part of the house and Barb could feel a chill sinking 
into ƘŜǊ ǎƪƛƴΦ {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀƛǊ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƻƻ ǘƘƛƴΦ 

She pushed open the guestroom door. The window was open and rain blew in through 
the screen. The painting still hung on the wall, in the same spot as before. There was a pool of 
black paint on the floor, though, strangely, the painting itself appeared untouched. Maybe the 
rain from the screen got on the paint and caused it to drip? None of it made any sense. Either 
way, the ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōƭŀŎƪ Ǉŀƛƴǘ ŘǊƛǇǇing into her kitchen. 

She grabbed the painting on both sides. But as soon as she attempted to lift it from the 
wall, something poked out the front and pricked her in the chest. A sharp, pointy object. A 
beak. 

Barb startled and fell backwards. She landed on her butt on the wood floor, clutching 
her chest where the beak had punctured it. The painting fell from the ceiling. 

άIŜƭǇΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΣ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅΣ ƳŀȅōŜ aǊǎΦ ²ŜȄƭŜȅΣ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ ƘŜǊΦ 
The noise seemed to startle the bird, for it withdrew its beak back into the painting like a 
tentacle. 

Barb took a powerful leap toward the painting and put her foot through the middle of it, 
splitting the bird in two. She ran it downstairs, stuffed it in a garbage bag, knotted it twice, and 
jammed it into her trash barrel on the street. Then, she waited two hours by her front window 
for the garbage truck to come. She watched the painting get poured into the truck and watched 
the truck drive away. Satisfied, she went back to the kitchen for a pot of coffee and to clean up 
the mess. 

When she returned to the kitchen though, she found that there was no mess to be 
cleaned at all. Rather, it seemed the paint had disappeared with the painting. 

 
*****  

The next afternoon, Shelly stopped by with two of the boys who were home for the 
summer and a spread of sandwiches for lunch. Barb was still feeling wary from events of the 
ƴƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƻƻŘ ƘŜƭǇŜŘΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ǎǇŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊƭȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ƘƻǳǊǎ ǎǘǳŘȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
kitchen floor for any signs of paint (there were none) and smoking cigarettes on her back deck 
όǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŘƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎύΦ {ƘŜ ŀƭǎƻ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀƛƴǘ ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘ ŜǾŜƴ 
happened at all or if it was just some sort of bad dream. She further considered whether she 
was having a complete psychotic bǊŜŀƪ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ 
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place. Either way, it was good to have some distraction, and rambunctious five and eight-year-
old boys were perfect for that. 

At some point, the boys must have ventured upstairs because Barb and Shelly could 
hear them throwing a ball down the hallway. Shelly summoned the boys downstairs, afraid they 
would smash something valuable. A few minutes later, they returned with their ball. 

ά!ǳƴǘƛŜ .ŀǊōŀǊŀΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ōƻȅǎΣ WŀŎƻōΦ ά²Ƙȅ Řƻ you have a scary bird 
ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳΚέ 

.ŀǊōΩǎ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ōƻŘȅΦ 
ά¸ƻǳ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŜǎǘŀǘŜ ǎŀƭŜ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ {ƘŜƭƭȅΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ 

incredulous smirk. 
άLΣ ǳƳΣ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƘŀƴƎ ƛǘΣ ǎƻ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ temporary solution. I may have to get 

ǊƛŘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ {ƘŜ ǎǘŜŀŘƛŜŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊΦ 
ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƻƪŀȅΚ ¸ƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ƪƛƴŘŀ ǇŀƭŜ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ŀ ǎǳŘŘŜƴΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ {ƘŜƭƭȅΦ 
ά¸ŜŀƘΣ LΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ L ǘƻǘŀƭƭȅ Ƨǳǎǘ Ƙƛǘ ŀ ǿŀƭƭΦέ 
άhƪŀȅΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǘŜȄǘ ƳŜ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ƻƪŀȅΚ ¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ ŦƻǊ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǳǎ ƻǾŜǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ƘŜƭƭȅΦ 
Barb figured she must have looked terrible, because Shelly rounded up the boys and got 

them out of the house. Barb locked the door behind them, grabbed a knife from the butcher 
block in the kitchen, and made for the bedroom. 

The painting was back all right, this time hanging neatly above her bed. Barb could see 
the lines from where it seemingly repaired itself, like a torn book that had been reassembled 
with scotch tape. She could have sworn that the bird was facing a different direction than 
yesterday, but she tried not to think about that and focused on the task at hand. 

{ƘŜ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ǳǇ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ ōƛǊŘΩǎ ōƭŀŎƪ 
eyes boring into her like needles. She tucked it under her arm, returned downstairs, and 
grabbed a pack of matches from her kitchen drawer. 

Once in the backyard, she set the painting down on a lawn chair and threw some fresh 
logs into her firepit. She doused the logs in lighter fluid and tossed in a match. The logs instantly 
caught fire and soon quickly grew to a decent-sized blaze. She hoped none of her neighbors 
were ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƘȅ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ŀ ŦƛǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ 
time to hesitate. She dropped the painting into the flames. 

The paint began to crackle and blister, a hideous picture made even uglier by the brown 
bubbles forming on its surface. Barb watched intently as the black bird peeled away from the 
paper and slowly burned to ash. Soon, there was nothing left but the frame, which had twisted 
and contorted itself into an unsightly piece of scrap of metal. She hosed down the smoldering 
pile, locked the remains of the frame in the trunk of her car, and threw the soot into the forest 
behind her house. 

*****  
Barb felt much better by the evening and settled on the couch with a large glass of wine, 

Netflix, and a stack of magazines. She laughed thinking about the image of herself burning a 
painting of a bird in her backyard, one that she got at an estate sale no less. Lesson learned. She 
texted with her friends from the city and begged them to come visit her ς a country getaway! 
She briefly searched for jobs on one of her many job apps. She leafed through a few magazines 
and became drowsy. She had fully intended to go back to her bedroom but was simply too 
tired, so she shut off the lights, pulled on blanket, and lapsed into a deep sleep on the couch. 
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She woke again in the middle of the night. She momentarily panicked, thinking she 
heard the dripping noise again, but it was only the sound of rain pattering on the roof. Good, 
she thought, more water to drown the ashes. She rolled onto her side and settled back down. 

But then, she felt something tug at her blanket. It was ever so slight, such that if she had 
been fully asleep she likely would not have noticed. 

The blanket tugged a little bit more and pulled from her neck to her shoulders, like it 
had snagged on something on the floor, or something was stepping on it. What if there was a 
mouse skittering on her blanket? A horrific thought. 

A few moments later, Barb stared at her feet, still tucked cozily under the blanket, when 
the black beak and black eyes poked above the end of the couch. 

She lurched backward, grabbing her knees to her chest, but the bird was faster than her, 
and before she could move any further, the thing was in her face, one of its sharp talons digging 
right into the side of her neck like little knives. The bird smelled like smoke and mud and it was 
dripping sludge onto the blankeǘΦ LǘΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ς now glowing royal blue ς were square with hers. 

She tried to swat it away but it was strong ς so strong ς like a grown man. How could a 
bird be this strong? It pressed its talon harder into her neck and a droplet of blood dribbled 
down onto her t-shirt. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŎǊƻŀƪŜŘΦ 
ά5ǊǊǊƛǾŜŜŜŜŜΣέ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǘƘŜ ōƛǊŘΣ ƛƴ ŀ ƭƻǿΣ ǊŀǎǇȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƘǳƳŀƴ ōǳǘ ŎƭƻǎŜ 

enough that Barb could understand. 
ά5ΦΦŘŘΦΦŘŘΧŘǊƛǾŜ ǿƘŜǊŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ .ŀǊōΦ IŜǊ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ōƻŘȅ ǘǊŜƳōƭŜŘΦ 
ά5ǊƛƛƛǾŜŜŜŜŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ the bird again. 
άhƪŀȅΦ hƪŀȅΦ LΩƭƭ ŘǊƛǾŜΦ .ǳǘΣ ōǳΣ ōǳΣ ōǳǘΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ǳǇΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
¢ƘŜ ōƛǊŘ ǿƛǘƘŘǊŜǿ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ƴŜŎƪΣ ōǳǘ ƘƻƻƪŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ .ŀǊōΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΣ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ǘŀƭƻƴ 

firmly on her neck and another on her arm. She could barely breath under its weight. 
Barb grabbed her keys from a cup by the front door and hesitated when she heard the 

ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ .ŀȄǘŜǊΩǎ Ǉŀǿǎ ǇŀŘŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎΦ {ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀȅōŜ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ŏŀƭƭ 
ǘƻ ƘƛƳΧ 

ά5ǊƛǾǾŜŜŜŜΗΗΗέ ǎƘǊƛŜƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƛǊŘΦ 
She got in her car ς bird on shoulder ς and put the keys in the ignition. Her hands shook 

so badly that she could barely grip the steering wheel. She backed out of the driveway. It was 
pouring rain and so dark. Glastonbury, apparently, was not big on street lights. 

She started driving down Main Street, heading south. She drove for about a mile in the 
rain until she came to a stoplight where another car was stopped just across the way. She 
waited for further instructions from the bird, but none came. She briefly considered flagging 
down the other driver, but wondered how she could possibly explain that she was being forced 
by a bird against her will to drive to some unknown location. 

¢ƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƎǊŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΦ 
ά5ǊƛǾŜŜŜŜΗΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ōƛǊŘΦ 
άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎΗ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƎƻΗ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ 

ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƻΗέ ǎŀƛŘ .ŀǊōΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƻǎǘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ȅŜƭƭƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀ όƭƛƪŜƭȅύ ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎŜŘ 
bird, but she was beyond caring. 

άIƻƳŜΦ IƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ōƛǊŘΦ 
άIƻƳŜΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ƘƻƳŜΚ [ƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘΚέ ǎŀƛŘ .ŀǊōΦ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎŀǊ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǊŜŀǊǾƛŜǿ 

mirror ς anyone that could help her ς but the streets were empty and dark. 
άIƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜΣ ƘƻƻƳƳŜŜŜŜΣ έ ƛǘ ǎŎǊŜŜŎƘŜŘΣ ƛǘǎ ōŜŀƪ ƻǇŜƴ ǿƛŘŜΦ 
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Then the bird shifted, and this time put ƛǘǎŜƭŦ ƻƴ .ŀǊōΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘŀƭƻƴǎ ƴƻǿ 
dangerously close to her eyes. 

άtƭŜŀǎŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǎΦ Wǳǎǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ 
ǘƻ ƎƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ǇƭŜŀŘŜŘΦ 

Barb caught a glimpse of its blue eyes in the rearview mirror and she could swear, just 
for a moment, that the eyes she saw were human. 

άIƻǳǎǎŜŜŜΣέ ƛǘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
!ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ .ŀǊō ƪƴŜǿΦ ¢ƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ CǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŜǎǘŀǘŜ ǎŀƭŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ōƛǊŘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ 

go. Back to its home. Fine with her. 
Barb hit the gas and sped the rest of the way down Main Street to the beautiful house 

on the river with the circular driveway. There were no lights on in the house save for a single 
lamp in an upstairs window ς most likely a timer light ς and the garage and driveway were 
empty. She got out of the car and, with the bird still attached to her head, ran to the front door, 
nearly slipping in the mud in the process. She knocked on the door, but as she suspected no 
one answered. She took a step back, unsure of what to do. The bird flapped its wings in her hair 
in a gross display. 

Then, it flew away. Up into the rainy sky, until it reached the highest point of the house. 
It perched momentarily and looked Barb in the eye. Then, it dove head first into a chimney. 
Barb ran back to her car. She sped all the way home in the downpour. 

 
*****  

The storm had passed by the next morning. The sky was sunny and bright and her 
hydrangeas were in full bloom. It was a beautiful morning in her little town. Barb sat on the 
front porch in a rocking chair with a mug of coffee and Baxter at her feet and watched the 
passersby on Main Street. 

Some time passed and Barb was about to go back inside when Mrs. Wexley approached 
her on the porch. 

ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǊŜƴǎ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΚέ ǎŀƛŘ aǊǎΦ ²ŜȄƭŜȅΦ 
άbƻΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘΣ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΗ L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ǘƛred I must have slept right through it. I hope everything 

ƛǎ ƻƪŀȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ŀǊōΣ ƎŜƴǳƛƴŜƭȅ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘΦ 
ά²ŜƭƭΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƘǳƎŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŜǎǘŀǘŜ ǎŀƭŜΚ 5ƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΚ ¢ƘŜ 

thing burned to the ground last night. A huge, massive fire. Luckily, no one was in the house. 
.ǳǘ ǎǘƛƭƭΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƭŜŦǘΦέ 

.ŀǊō ŎƘƻƪŜŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΦ άbƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƭŜŦǘΚέ 
άbƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ŀ ōǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ƻƭŘΣ ƳŜǘŀƭ ōƛǊŘŎŀƎŜǎΦέ 
ά²ƻǿΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ōŀŘΦ .ǳǘ ƎƭŀŘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ƘǳǊǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ŀǊōΦ 
ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ !ƴȅǿŀȅΣ ŜƴƧƻȅ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ aǊǎΦ ²ŜȄƭŜȅΦ 
ά¢ƘŀƴƪǎΣ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ŀǊōΦ 
 went inside, feeling sick to her stomach. Her mouth was dry and vision blurry. She 

went out back for some air and privacy and a cigarette. 
Up in a pine tree, high above her house, the bird waited. 
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West Peak 
By Mark Bielawski 

 
      The backroads of Meriden weren't the place you would normally find eighteen-year-olds on 
a Monday.  And they certainly weren't the place for the sad brown Hyundai Elantra.  It should 
have been put out of its misery long ago, but instead the car was slowly bumping its way over 
the endless cracks of failing asphalt.  Up and down, up and down, side to side, side to side.  
Jessica sighed, which only made her nausea worse, and she instantly regretted the gesture as 
she fought hard to not throw up.  Motion sickness was a family curse, and feeling regret while 
wanting to vomit at the same time made a pretty horrible mixture.  There wasn't much time to 
reflect on this thought; a jolt made her stomach turn as the car hit yet another classic New 
England pothole.  The cratersςwhich were unavoidableςtossed the coins in the cup holder and 
shuffled the layer of trash on the floor, adding new sounds to a constant rattling that would 
only end when they parked and all motion ceased. 
      Luckily it wasn't too long before her boyfriend pulled in near a few other cars.  West Peak 
didn't seem that popular on this wet, unusually cool July morning following a night of drenching 
rain.  And Jessica was glad about the fact that almost no one was here. There would be less risk 
of witnesses.   
      The nausea again.  Much worse.  She had to get out.  
      As the passenger door flung open, the musty smell of the car was instantly replaced with the 
scent of a Connecticut forest in its summer prime.  She loved that smell, all the different scents 
of the seasons, and so did Sam, her boyfriend.  It was one reason they had hiked and done 
other outdoorsy stuff from the beginning of their relationship in middle school to this very day, 
having just graduated Glastonbury High School a month ago.  Weirdly they both loved the leafy 
green oaks, the needly pines, and the simple, elegant flowers of the mountain laurels.  They 
loved a lot of the same things, and they loved each other.  But her love for Sam, well, it had 
changed like oak leaves once the summer was over and the fall took hold.  It had become a sad 
brown Hyundai Elantra that was once new and shiny but now needed to be put out of its 
ƳƛǎŜǊȅΧ 
      άWŜǎǎΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΚέ  
      She jumped.  
      ά{ƻǊǊȅΣ L ȊƻƴŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ōǳƳǇȅ ŎŀǊ ǊƛŘŜǎ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜ ŦŜŜƭΣέ ǎƘŜ 
offered.  Could he hear the guilt in her voice?  Sam didn't seem to notice as he flashed a smile.  
She felt a hint of warmth as their old spark flickered back to life for a brief moment before 
fading away.   
      άL ƎǳŜǎǎ Ƴȅ ŘǊŜŀƳ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ǇƛǊŀǘŜǎ ƛǎƴϥǘ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΚέ 
      άbƻΣ ƴƻΣ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƴƻǘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǎǘ LϥƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛǎ ǇƛǊŀǘƛƴƎ ǎƻŦǘǿŀǊŜΦ  hǊ ƳŀȅōŜ ōŜƛƴg a 
ǇƛǊŀǘŜ ŦƻǊ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΦέ  IŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜΦ 
      άLϥƳ ƻƴŜ-hundred percent good with that.  When I come up to college to visit you this 
IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΣ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ Ǉǳƭƭ ƻŦŦ ƳŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǇƛǊŀǘŜ ŎƻǎǘǳƳŜǎΦέ 
      άaŀȅōŜΦ  ¢.5Σέ ǎƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƻǳƴŘ ǇƻǎƛǘƛǾŜΣ άōǳǘ ƭŜǘϥǎ ƎŜǘ ƎƻƛƴƎΦέ 
      They changed into their hiking boots, slathered on bug spray, shouldered their packs, and 
set out.  The trailhead was clearly marked, and soon they lost sight of the road as the forest 
engulfed them.  The sounds of civilization, still present, became faint as they moved quickly 
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over the wet roots and slick rocks.  Quiet settled in.  Jessica got lost in the rhythm of her 
footfalls and her thoughts.   
      Come up to college.  Innocent words, but they made her feel worse than the bumpiest car 
ride, or the choppiest sea filled with the most blood-thirsty pirates.  As her senior year had 
played out, a vision of collegeςperhaps part reality, part fantasyςhad taken root like a seed and 
blossomed in her mind.  Almost every day she would sit in class and daydream about a frat 
party at some rundown house outside of Dartmouth, where she had been lucky enough to be 
accepted for the fall.  There wouldn't be a cloud in the sky.  Just little clouds as her hot breath 
hit the cool Autumn air.  So many stars and just a sliver of Moon directly overhead.  Friends 
passionately talking about nothing at her side.  A cold nasty drink in her hand.  
      And then it happened.  They locked eyes.  He was so handsome and, my god, he had just 
smiled at her.  That kind of smile.  Now he was walking over.  Her heart raced.  As he 
approached, his features became clearer:  sometimes he became a movie star, or a sports 
player, or a model, or simply a hot guy she had seen once never to meet again.  Most times 
when the story unfolded in her mind, he was someone different, but every time, there was 
someone that he was not.  
      Sam.   
      Jessica wasn't sure what had started the change within her.  She couldn't pinpoint one 
reason.  There was just something missing now, something that seemed to tarnish all the good 
moments, leaving a sticky taint.  No future.  No hope.  No hiking trail to walk through the weeds 
together.  When she tried to picture them as a couple in her mind, blackness set in.  It was 
horrible.  She was a horrible person for what she was about to do. 
      Sam was a far better human being.  He was always kind, loving, and funny.  Once he got 
through his gap year and figured out what he wanted to do with his life, community college, the 
trades, something else, he'd have a bright future ahead of him.  He wouldn't end up that nice 
guy working two dead end jobs plus a side hustle, pitiful, easily dismissed, as he bagged your 
junk or knocked on your door to sell solar panels.  That guy with three kids at home who loved 
ƘƛƳ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ōǳǘ ōŀǊŜƭȅ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘŀŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎΧ   
      Jessica cringed.  She was a horrible person.  Nothing was wrong with that reality, and 
everything was wrong with her.   
      A dog barked.   
      It sounded close.  Suddenly, she came back to the world around her. 
      ά²Ƙŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŘƻƎ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ƛǎΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜǎŎŀǇŜ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ 
      ά¦ƳƳΣ L Řƻƴϥǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ  DƻƭŘŜƴ ǊŜǘǊƛŜǾŜǊΚέ 
      άL Řƻƴϥǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΦ  LϥƳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊΦέ 
      ά.ƭŀŎƪ ƭŀōΚέ {ŀƳ ƎǳŜǎǎŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 
      ά5ƛŘƴϥǘ L ǎŀȅ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊΚέ 
      ά¸ƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘƴϥǘ ƘŜŀǊ ǿŀǎ your ƎǳŜǎǎΦέ 
      ά!ǳǎǎƛŜŘƻƻŘƭŜΚέ 
      ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴ ƴƻǿΤ ȅƻǳϥǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ƻŦŦΣέ ƘŜ feigned annoyance. 
      At the same moment a dog appeared at the top of the hill above them.  Black.  Maybe the 
size of a small Aussiedoodle.  But they had both been wrong.  It was some type of spaniel.  
      They both stopped.  It was staring at them.  Still and silent.  Jessica and Sam looked at each 
other nervously.   
      ά²ƘŜǊŜϥǎ ƛǘǎ ƻǿƴŜǊΚ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘϥǎ ƭƻǎǘΚέ  WŜǎǎƛŎŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ   
      ά5ŀƛǎȅΗέ  ! Ƴŀƴϥǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ōǊƻƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ 
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      He came over the hill at almost the same moment.  Jessica stared.  Early twenties maybe, 
dark hair that matched his dog, chiseled face, and missing one shirt.  His body, wow.  She had to 
look away or she might start drooling worse than Daisy, who was now drinking and slobbering 
from a little bowl of water that the man had placed down on the trail.   
      ά{ƻǊǊȅ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ȅƻǳΦ  {ƘŜϥǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭƛŜǎǘ ŘƻƎ ȅƻǳϥƭƭ ŜǾŜǊ ƳŜŜǘΦ  L ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ Ǝƻ 
free and remember a time before collars and leashes.  But she's a naughty pup and gets a little 
ahead of me once aƴŘ ŀǿƘƛƭŜΦ  ¢ƻ ōŜ ƘƻƴŜǎǘΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŀǿƘƛƭŜΦέ   
      άbƻ ǿƻǊǊƛŜǎΣέ WŜǎǎƛŎŀ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΦ  {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ōƭǳǎƘƛƴƎΦ  ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ  
      άIƻǿϥǎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭ ǳǇ ŀƘŜŀŘΚέ {ŀƳ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƻōƭƛǾƛƻǳǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴΦ 
      ά{ƭƛǇǇŜǊȅΦ  .Ŝ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ  Lǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǇŜǊ ŦƻƻǘǿŜŀǊΣέ ƘŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ǘƻ 
ǘƘŜ ōƻƻǘǎΣ άōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƳŀƪŜǎ ƳŜ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎ ǿƘŜƴ L ǎŜŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƘƛƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ 
with some beat-up sneaks that you know don't have any tread left on them.  I will, however, 
ƴƻǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ LϥƳ ŀ ƘȅǇƻŎǊƛǘŜ ǘƻŘŀȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŦƻǊƎƻǘ Ƴȅ ōƻƻǘǎ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜΦέ  IŜ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ Ŧƻƻǘ 
to display an impressively beat-up sneak. 
      ά¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŀŘǾƛŎŜΦ  ²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ Ǉƭŀȅ ƛǘ ŜȄǘǊŀ ǎŀŦŜΦ  !ƴŘΣ ƘŜȅΧέ {ŀƳ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦŦΦ 
      ά¸ŜŀƘΚέ 
      ά/ŀƴ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǇŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŘƻƎΚέ  ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ǿŀǾŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƛƴ ŀ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ 
invitation, and then they all laughed together.  She did want to pet the dog; Sam knew her well.  
When she finished, they both thanked him and continued on while he started to fade into the 
foliage.  Jessica knew he was gone.  She knew for one simple reason:  she had looked back again 
and again.   
      Out of sight.  Vanished.  Yet was he truly gone?  As their feet moved quickly and they started 
to breathe heavier, Jessica got lost again.  Back to the frat party at Dartmouth.  Parts of the 
story were the same.  But there was a new man of her dreams, and she felt this one wouldn't 
be so easy to replace.  
      άWŜǎǎΚέ 
      ά¸ŜŀƘΚέ 
      ά5ƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻƎ ŦǊŜŀƪ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘΚέ 
      ά!ƭƭ ŘƻƎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭŜŀǎƘ ŦǊŜŀƪ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ŀ ōƛǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜȅϥǊŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ 
I really love dogs.  I think the woods makes a lot of fears worse, too.  So I guess the simple 
ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ƛǎ ȅŜǎΦέ 
      άbƻΣ ǘƘŀǘϥǎ ƴƻǘ ǿƘŀǘ L ƳŜŀƴǘΧέ 
      ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪƛƴƎΚέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ  
      άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ .ƭŀŎƪ 5ƻƎ ƻŦ ²Ŝǎǘ tŜŀƪΚέ 
      άLϥƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎǳŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣ ǎƻ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǝƻ ƻƴΦέ   
      Sam seemed to be looking everywhere except at her, his eyes checking the forest, as he 
continued, his voice soft.  Jessica had to listen closely to hear his voice over the wind.   
      άLǘϥǎ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ  L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ƎƻŜǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ муллǎΦ  tŜƻǇƭŜ ǎŜŜ ŀ ŘƻƎ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜΦ  
A black one.  It's friendly, but it doesn't leave pawprints; when it barks, no sound comes out.  
They say when you see it the first time it's for joy; the second time it's for sorrow; and the third 
ǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŜΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŘƻƎ Ǉǳǘǎ ŀ ŎǳǊǎŜ ƻƴ ȅƻǳΦέ  IŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘΦ  ά! ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƻƴϥǘ ƘƛƪŜ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜ 
because of that storyςŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ƛŦ ȅƻǳϥǊŜ ŦǊƻƳ aŜǊƛŘŜƴΦέ 
      Jessica didn't respond right away.  Instead her eyes now searched the area around them.  It 
took a long time for her to find the right words for a crazy story. 
      άaȅ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴ ƻƴ ŘƻƎǎ ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎ ǳƴŎƘŀƴƎŜŘΦέ 
      Sam couldn't stop laughing. 
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      The hike continued.  Eventually, they reached a nice spot with rock to sit on, right next to a 
vernal pond that had formed in a depression during the recent heavy rains.  Here the forest 
thinned and the sky took the stage, becoming part of the tableau. 
      And here was the place she would break up with Sam.  Over the past few months Jessica 
had played through scenarios in her mindςevery way they could talk, every reason she could 
give him, every choice of words she could makeςand all combinations seemed equally 
horrifying.  So, for better or for worse, after waiting too long, she had settled on a hike, on this 
day.  But time was running out.   
      They sat down on the boulder, opened their bags, and got out water and energy bars.  
Together they ate without much conversation as they both enjoyed the surroundings.  Jessica 
tried to keep her mind empty of thoughts as an anxiety built within her, as if she was gently 
pulling the trigger of a gun, tense but controlled, and waiting for the moment where calmness 
turned into an explosion.  
      ά{ŀƳΚέ  {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ 
      ά¸ŜŀƘΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƴƻǘ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƘŜǊ ȅŜǘΦ   
      ά{ŀƳΣ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƳŜ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΣ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻςέ 
      άWŜǎǎΧέ  IŜ Ŏǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƻŦŦΦ  Iƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƘŀŘ changed. 
      άWŜǎǎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 
      Sam pointed.  Jess followed his finger to a spot directly across the pond, back from the edge 
of the dark water.  The wind blew and the leaves shook so violently and loudly that Jessica 
could barely hear Sam when spoke. 
      ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ŀ ōƭŀŎƪ ŘƻƎΚέ  
      ά¸ŜǎΦέ 
      άLǎ ƛǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƻƴŜ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜΚέ  
      άtǊƻōŀōƭȅΦ  aŀȅōŜΣ ƛǘϥǎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜΦέ 
      The dog turned and started to walk away from them before stopping.  It then turned and sat 
down.  Its profile faced them.  The dog's snout slowly moved upwards to point towards the sky.  
The wind beat the leaves with fury. 
      άLǎ ƛǘΧƘƻǿƭƛƴƎΚέ WŜǎǎ asked.  It was Sam's turn to be uncertain. 
      άL Ŏŀƴϥǘ ƘŜŀǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ƛǎ ǎƻ ƭƻǳŘΦ  Lǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦέ 
      ά{ŀƳΣ ƭŜǘϥǎςέ  
      Someone was behind them.  Jessica could feel it.  She pivoted.  Right next to them was the 
man that they had met earlier.  He appeared sweaty, upset, and out of breath, his hair wet and 
matted in certain places with debris clinging to the moisture.   
      άIŜȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ƎŀǎǇǎΣ άLϥƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ƛŦ L ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ȅƻǳΦ  L ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ōǳǘ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴϥǘ 
ƘŜŀǊ ƳŜΦ aȅ ŘƻƎΦέ  IŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛƴ ǇŀƛƴΦ  ά{ƘŜ Ǌŀƴ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜΦ  .ŀŎƪ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭΦ  IŀǾŜ 
ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƴ ƘŜǊΚ  IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΚέ  
      άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƻƴŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎ ŀƎƻΣέ {ŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ   
       ά¸ƻǳϥǊŜ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎΚέ  IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜƳΦ  Iƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀs shades of disbelief and anger.  He 
looked at Jessica, and she simply nodded in confirmation. 
      ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦ  LŦ L ƭƻǎŜ 5ŀƛǎȅ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŘŘŜǎǘ Řŀȅ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΣ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǿƘŜƴ L ƭƻǎǘ Ƴȅ 
ƻǿƴ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦέ 
      And then he was off, sprinting around the water's edge.  The moment was ruined.  Sam and 
Jessica retrieved their things and started the last section of the hike, which was about a ten 
minute hike to some cliffs and the summit.  
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      The inner dialogue returned.  No.  No, she told herself.  No, she wouldn't be deterred.  
Today was the day.  She couldn't carry the burden anymoreςthe sleepless nights, the second 
guessing, the self-hate.  There was no guarantee they would stop, but she needed to try 
something, anything.  Maybe, at its simplest, she needed to move.   
      They moved their bodies.  Faster than before.  After a journey filled with pauses, they finally 
reached the traprock cliffs overlooking Meriden and the rest of the Hanging Hills.  The view was 
beautiful.  The hills, valleys, and small towns of Connecticut spread out before them like a 
carving, a gem, whose facets glimmered differently from every vantage point, no matter the 
weather.  She would miss these moments. 
     Sam walked a few steps onto the cliff, stepping cautiously to avoid fragmented stone and 
scattered puddles that dotted the wind-worn surfaces.  Jessica followed him before resting for 
a moment.  Her head turned back towards the treeline as she reflected on that poor dog, and 
then she thought about that poor man, smiling at her just like he did before but under an 
!ǳǘǳƳƴ ǎƪȅΧ 
      When she turned back to Sam, he was down on one knee.  In his hand was a small open box.  
Lƴ ƛǘΣ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǊƛƴƎΦ  Iƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪΦ  bƻΧ 
      άbƻΣ ƴƻΣ ƴƻΦ  bƻΣ {ŀƳΦ  No.  This isn't right.  This isn't fair.  I was going to break up with you 
ǘƻŘŀȅΦέ  ¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘΣ ǳƴǎǘƻǇǇŀōƭŜΦ   
      He stood.  The look on his face was the most terrible thing she had ever seen.  The box and 
the ring fell to the ground.  Sam staggered backwards right as the wind gusted into his chest, 
throwing him off balance.  He was going to fall over the edge.  He was going to die.  
      Just like her words, Jessica became unstoppable as she jumped forward, grabbed his arm, 
and threw all of her weight in the opposite direction.  His momentum dragged them both 
dangerously close to the edge, but they stopped.  Once it was clear they were stable and safe, 
they moved away from the drop before holding each other tight, sobbing, and then continuing 
the embrace while the world went silent.  Even the wind had disappeared.   
      In the silence they heard it. 
      A dog whimpering. 
      A man's voice.  
      άIŜƭǇΦέ 
      άLǘϥǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƛŦŦΣέ {ŀƳ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 
      άtƭŜŀǎŜ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ōŜ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΣέ Wessica whispered back.   
      ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 
      άhƪΣ ōǳǘ ǎŀŦŜƭȅΦ  Iƻǿ Řƻ ǿŜ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΚέ  
      άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǿŀȅǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜǊŜϥǎ ŀ ǎƭƻǇŜ ƻŦ ƭƻƻǎŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǎŎǊŀƳōƭŜ Řƻǿƴ 
if we're careful.  It didn't look hard to get to, there might be some risk, but going down it should 
ōŜ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎŀŦŜΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǊƻŎƪǎ ŀǊŜ ǎƳŀƭƭΦέ  
      The slope was just as Sam had described it.  Getting down wasn't pleasant, but they made it 
through with only a few scrapes on their legs and hands.  At the base of the rockface, back 
towards where they had stood on the cliffs, there were larger boulders mixed in with the 
smaller jagged rocks.  
      άIŜƭǇΦέ  ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘǿƻ ƘǳƎŜ ōƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ 
       άLϥƭƭ ƭƻƻƪΦέ  {ŀƳ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƻǳƴŘ ōǊŀǾŜΦ  {ŀǊŀƘ ǘǊƛŜŘΣ ǘƻƻΦ   
       ά¢ŀƪŜ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘΦ  tƭŜŀǎŜΦ  ²Ŝϥƭƭ Ǝƻ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦέ 
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       Sam peered down towards her outstretched hand.  Hesitation.  But he did reach out, and 
for the first time since middle school, their fingers intertwined without the bond that existed 
between a couple.  
      They crept forward and moved around the biggest boulder.  Jessica saw him resting on the 
ground nearby to her right.  Sam was lying upon a bed of sharp stones, broken, face turned 
towards her.  His eyes were closed and unmoving as blood flowed over the lids.  Dead.  He was 
clearly dead. 
      Jessica tried to sit up, but she couldn't.  She tried to move her head so she didn't have to see 
Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ  {ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƛŦǘ ƘŜǊ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀǊƳΦ  {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘΦ  {ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 
point where she could see a mangled mess that had once been something so soft and whole, 
something that was once capable of holding the hand of another.   
      They had fallen.  But they hadn't fallenςthey had walked down here, she remembered.  That 
couldn't be true.  Was it a hallucination?  When she had grabbed Sam as he was going towards 
the edge, they must have gone down together.  Or was that even right?  Did he actually try to 
propose?  What really happened?   
      At that moment Jessica heard movement on the rocks.  As she looked up, a dog's face 
suddenly loomed over her.  A black dog with a big grin, its tongue hanging out and shaking as it 
panted.  It licked her, closing her right eye.  The world became smaller.  Distant. 
     The third time you die.  She felt the tongue on her face, and there was darkness once again 
on West Peak.  
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Home Is Where the Soul Is 
By: Kelly Taylor Brown 

 
Based on a true story 

 
After months of fruitless searching, Melly and Brian Bond, expecting their first child, were 
growing weary. They were a young newly wedded couple, fresh in love but feeling fresh out of 
luck, finding themselves in the 2018 pre-ŎƻǾƛŘ ǎŜƭƭŜǊΩǎ ƳŀǊƪŜǘ ŦƻǊ ƘƻƳŜ ōǳȅƛƴƎΦ  
 
Brian Bond, a Los Angeles native had mused about the west coast for the backdrop of raising 
their family. Melly however, a Connecticut native, had fond memories of leaf pile jumping, 
snow man building, and mid-summer shoreline retreats that painted her childhood. She 
campaigned to give their family the same New England charms she had been raised with to 
ǿƘƛŎƘ .Ǌƛŀƴ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŎƻƴŎŜŘŜ ǘƻΦ  
 
άL ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ /ŀƭǾƛƴ ŀƴŘ IƻōōŜǎέ IŜ ōŜƎŀƴΣ ƧƻƛƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƴǘŀǎȅΦ άL ƘŀŘ 
always felt jealous of their seasonŀƭ ƳƛǎŎƘƛŜŦΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ŝŀǎȅ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀǎ ŀ ōƻȅ ƛƴ 
ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭŀƴŘǎŎŀǇŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǇΦέ  
 
ά9ȄŀŎǘƭȅΗέ wŜŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ aŜƭƭȅ ά¢Ƙƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴ ǇŀǊŀŘŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ǘǳǊƪŜȅ ǘǊƻǘǎΣ ǘƘŜ Ƙƻǘ ŎƻŎƻŀΣ 
ǘƘŜ ǎƭŜŘŘƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎƴƻǿȅ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎΗέ  
 
Melly and Brian ƘŀŘ ƳŜǘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦǊŜǎƘƳŜƴ ǎŜƳŜǎǘŜǊ ŀǎ ǳƴŘŜǊƎǊŀŘǎ ŀǘ ¦/[!Φ άhƪŀȅΣ ƻƪŀȅΣ L 
cannot argue with that, I guess I see this was your plan all along when we decided on UCONN 
ŦƻǊ ƎǊŀŘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭέΣ ƘŜ ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘ άŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƛƴ /ŀƭƛŦƻǊƴƛŀ ƻƴŎŜ ŀ ȅŜŀǊέ 
requested Brian  
 
ά5Ŝŀƭέ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƻƴ ƛǘΦ  
 
As listings blurred together, and the houses in their budget kept yielding conditions that were 
either too cramped, too smelly, too runned down, or in parts of the state that were too far 
from the life they imagined; the young couple started to wonder if they may need to reconsider 
their plans.  
 
ά¢ƘŜ ƻŦŦŜǊ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǘŀƴŘǎΣέ .Ǌƛŀƴ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ aŜƭƭȅ ƻƴŜ ǿŜŀǊȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴŜȄǘ 
ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ŀǇǇƻƛƴǘƳŜƴǘΣ άƳȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎŀȅ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎǳŜǎǘ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛƴ [! ǳƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ ƭŀƴŘ 
on our feet and can get our own home. The place is big enough for the three of us and all those 
aŀƭƛōǳ ǎǳƴǎŜǘǎ ǿŜ ƭƻǾŜ ŀǊŜ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ р ƳƛƭŜǎΦέ  
 
Melly sighed, now in her last trimester and the couple up against a lease renewal in a third floor 
ƻƴŜ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ άL ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ǿŜΩƭƭ start with fishing for some jobs out there, and see if 
ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ōƛǘŜǎΦ ²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦέ .Ǌƛŀƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ 
sympathetically  
 
Then came the Glastonbury home.  
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It had just hit the market, and the urgency was palpable. George and Alicia Orwell, an older 
couple, were selling quickly. George Orwell, the husband, had been diagnosed with a 
progressive terminal cancer. They were relocating to be closer to their adult daughter out of 
state for assistance with end of life care. Their misfortune, quietly and respectfully, became the 
.ƻƴŘǎΩ ōƭŜǎǎƛƴƎΦ  
 
!ƴ ŜƴǘƘǳǎƛŀǎǘƛŎ Ŏŀƭƭ ŦǊƻƳ .ƻƴŘΩǎ wŜŀƭǘƻǊΣ ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƴŀƳŜŘ .Ŝƴǎƻƴ ŜƴƎŀƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǇƭŜΩǎ 
ǎƪŜǇǘƛŎŀƭ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘΣ άƧǳǎǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŀ ƭƻƻƪΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǘΤ ƛǘΩǎ ǘǳǊƴ ƪŜȅΣ and get 
ǘƘƛǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƛƴ DƭŀǎǘƻƴōǳǊȅΗέ  
 
¢ƘŜ ŎƻǳǇƭŜΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŀǎǎǳƳŜŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ǘƻǿƴ ƻŦ DƭŀǎǘƻƴōǳǊȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ŧƛǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 
modest budget, rushed to meet their Realtor immediately.  
 
άhƘΣ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǘ .ǊƛŀƴΣ .Ŝƴǎƻƴ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǎ ŀƴȅ Ƙƻmes in this town all year 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻƻ ŦŀǊ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ōǳŘƎŜǘΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ ƻǳǊ ƭŜƎΚ 
DŜǘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƛǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƛƳŜΚέ aŜƭƭȅ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻŦŦ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳǘŜ н DǊƛǎǿƻƭŘ 
exit.  
 
άaŀȅōŜέ .Ǌƛŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ άL ƎǳŜǎǎ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ ƪƴƻǿ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ 
ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ ŀōƻǳǘ /ŀƭƛŦƻǊƴƛŀΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǿŀǎǘŜ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΦέ  
 
The house was a dream. A giant cherry blossom bloomed vibrantly in the front yard, waving 
them in. In the back, gardens bloomed in soft layers of lavender and rose. Inside, custom 
molding curled like vines around doorways, and built-ins whispered of craftsmanship and care.  
 
άhƘ .ǊƛŀƴΣ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ǘǿƻ Ŧǳƭƭ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳǎ ŀƴŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǎǇŀŎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘǿƻ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΗέ aŜƭƭȅ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ 
smile stretching from ear to ear and her eyes wide, alive with hope again for the life she had 
yearned for in an idyllic Connecticut town.  
 
ά!ƴŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƳŀƧƻǊ ǳǘƛƭƛǘƛŜǎ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǳǇŘŀǘŜŘΣ Ƙƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜΚ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ 
ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ōǳŘƎŜǘ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜέ .Ǌƛŀƴ gestured to Benson  
 
ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǎƻ ǎŀŘƭȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ is a reason. This was supposed to be a forever home for the couple who is 
ǎŜƭƭƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƳƻǾŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ƻǾŜǊ ор ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻέ .Ŝƴǎƻƴ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ ŀ ǎƻƳōŜǊ ƭƻƻƪ ǎǇǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ 
ŀŎǊƻǎǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊ ƭeave but sadly the gentleman is very sick. The 
ƘƻƳŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǊƪŜǘ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜŀǊ ǘƻ ǎŜƭƭ ƛǘΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ 
multiple above asking offers. I guess they finally have no choice now but to relocate closer to 
their adult daughter for assistance with caretaking, so here it is back on the market. I gotta tell 
ȅƻǳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǘǿƻ ƻŦŦŜǊǎ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎŀƳŜ ƻƴ ƭŀǘŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΦέ  
 
άhƘ .Ǌƛŀƴέ aŜƭƭȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘǳƎƎƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǿŀƴǘ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ 
ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ǘƻǿƴΣ ǿŜΩŘ ōŜ ŎǊŀȊȅ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘǊȅΗέ  
 
Being that they were at the top of their budget with this house, the Bonds threw in their offer 
knowing it was their only, and tƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘōƛŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ǇŀǊǘƛŜǎΦ  
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άIŜȅΣ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘǳǊǘ ǘƻ ǘƘǊƻǿ ƻǳǊ Ƙŀǘ ƛƴΣ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘƻƳŜǎ 
ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣ ȅƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿέ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ .ŜƴǎƻƴΦ άhƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƭŀǘŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ƻǳǘ ŘǳŜ ǘƻ ŀƴ 
iƴǎǇŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƛǎǎǳŜ ȅƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ŀǊŜ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘΣ ǎƻ ƭŜǘϥǎ Ǝƻ ŀƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƻŦŦŜǊ ƛƴΦέ  
 
! Řŀȅ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ŘƛǎōŜƭƛŜŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻŦŦŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŜŘΣ άƎŜǘ ǘƘƛǎΗέ 
.Ŝƴǎƻƴ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘƭȅΣ άǘƘŜȅ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ȅƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ they said you 
reminded them of who they were when they came into the home, also pregnant with their 
daughter and excited to raise their family in Glastonbury! The other bidder was some loner guy 
looking to acquire rental property, and then the second one was an older couple looking to 
downsize to a retirement sized home. You guys were picked because they want to see another 
ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƎǊƻǿ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘΗέ  
 
Melly and Brian felt as if they were in one of those pinch me moments barely able to receive 
the news they were hearing. It truly felt as if it were meant to be.  
 
Less than three months after moving in, the couple was honored to welcome their daughter 
into their dream home, little Ellie Bond was born.  
 
Shortly after ElƭƛŜΩǎ ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭΣ ŎƻƴŘƻƭŜƴŎŜ ŎŀǊŘǎ ōŜƎŀƴ ŀǊǊƛǾƛƴƎ ƳŜŀƴǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ hǊǿŜƭƭǎΣ ŦǊƻƳ ƭƻǾŜŘ 
ones who had been unaware of their move. The couple felt great sympathy for the passing of 
ǘƘŜ ƛƭƭ ƳŀƴΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƛƴǘŜƴŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊ ƘƻƳŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘΦ ²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊŘǎ Ŏŀme 
renewed gratitude for watching their baby daughter Ellie catch her first brilliantly colored 
autumn leaves falling from their backyard oak tree, and bundling her up in her first snow suit to 
chase snowflakes in. And with all of this, came something else.  
 
Lights began to flicker, faucets turned on, and music blared from phones and TVs without 
prompting. Ellie clapped to the dancing lights and giggled at the musical interruptions during 
ŘƛƴƴŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ .ƻƴŘǎ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ DŜƻǊƎŜ hǊǿŜƭƭ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƭeft. Seeing how amused 
little Ellie was helped them embrace the curious phenomenon. They spoke of George fondly, as 
if he were a houseguest lingering between the walls.  
 
ά!ƘΗέ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ aŜƭƭȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŜǊǳǇǘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ  
 
ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƻƪŀȅΚέ .Ǌƛŀƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ.  
 
άhƘ ȅŜǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ DŜƻǊƎŜ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǿŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ ƻƴ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǿƘƛƭŜ 9ƭƭƛŜ ƛǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǳōΣ ƛǘ 
ǎǘŀǊǘƭŜŘ ǳǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΗέ wŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘ aŜƭƭȅ  
 
άaƻǊŜΣ ƳƻǊŜΣ ƳƻǊŜΗέ 9ƭƭƛŜ ƎƛƎƎƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŀǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƴŎƛƴƎ ǎƘƻǿŜǊ ǎǇƻǳǘΦ  
 
Years passed. Ellie turned four. The Bonds learned after years of trying, that they could not in 
ŦŀŎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘƛƭŘΦ {ŀŘŘŜƴŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ōȅ 9ƭƭƛŜΩǎ ƭƻƴƎƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎƛōƭƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŀŘƻǇǘŜŘ ŀ 
kitten, a little tuxedo fluffball named Fanny. Ellie and Fanny were inseparable. Fanny laid beside 
her at night and also in the gardens where Ellie picnicked. When Ellie entered kindergarten, 
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little Fanny followed her to and from the bus stop each day. George, it seemed, liked Fanny too, 
casting lights for her to chase throughout the house amusing the entire family. 
 
Then one night, Melly and Ellie following their usual evening ritual, went to call little Fanny 
ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ŀǘ ŘǳǎƪΦ ²ƘŜƴ Cŀƴƴȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎŀƭƭΣ 9ƭƭƛŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘǘȅ ǘǊŜŀǘ ŎƻƴǘŀƛƴŜǊ ŀƴŘ 
ōŜƎŀƴ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǾƛƻƭŜƴǘƭȅ ǎƘƻǳǘƛƴƎ άCŀƴƴȅΗ /ƻƳŜ ƛƴ CŀƴƴȅΗ LǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ōŜŘΗέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘ 
the trick when Fanny was feeling especially stubborn about coming in for the night. However, 
ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣ Cŀƴƴȅ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƭƭΦ  
 
ά¸ƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ Ǝƻ ǳǇǎǘŀƛǊǎΣ ōǊǳǎƘ ȅƻǳǊ ǘŜŜǘƘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ WǳƴƛŜ . ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ǎǘŀȅ 
ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōƛǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŀǘǎΦέ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ .ǊƛŀƴΦ  
 
Brian called into the dark, heart heavy with worry. Glastonbury had coyotes and Brian feared 
the worst. Ellie struggled to concentrate on her favorite book series that night, and was difficult 
to console, missing her bedtime companion Fanny. Melly barely slept, checking the door again 
and again throughout the night but to no avail.  
 
Days passed, Fanny remained gone. Melly posted missing notices on the Facebook group 
Glastonbury Friends and Neighbors offering a reward if found. She hung posters with the help 
of Ellie at Daybreak Coffee Roasters, Giovannis Brickoven Pizzera, Wholefoods, and on 
telephone poles all throughout the downtown area. 
 
9ǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƳŜ aŜƭƭȅΩǎ ǇƘƻƴŜ ōǳȊȊŜŘΣ 9ƭƭƛŜ ǇŜǊƪŜŘ ǳǇΣ άƳƻƳΣ ƳƻƳΣ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ǎŀǿ ƻƴŜ 
ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ǇƻǎǘŜǊǎΚΚέ  
 
!ǎ ƳƻǊŜ Řŀȅǎ ǇŀǎǎŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜǎ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴ ŀōƻǳǘ CŀƴƴȅΣ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜ ƘƻǇŜ άL 
Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǿƘȅ Cŀƴƴȅ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǳǎέ 9ƭƭƛŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ άL ƪƴƻǿέ aŜƭƭȅ ǎƻƻǘƘŜŘΦ  
 
άL ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŘƛǎƘ ŀǿŀȅΣ L ƪŜŜǇ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎǊȅ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƳŜ L ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƛǘέ aŜƭƭȅ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ 
demanded. Brian and Melly nodded.  
 
The house grew restless. Lights pulsed more often. Music erupted at odd hours. Faucets turned 
ƻƴ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǎǘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊƴƛƎƘǘ ŎŀǳǎƛƴƎ ŦƭƻƻŘƛƴƎ ƛǎǎǳŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘƻǿƴǎǘŀƛǊǎ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳΦ 9ƭƭƛŜΩǎ 
nightlight blinked like a heartbeat at first comforting but later disrupting her nighttime peace.  
 
ά{ǘƻǇ ƛǘ DŜƻǊƎŜΗέ 9ƭƭƛŜ would call out frustrated in the middle of the night.  
It was as if George was grieving too.  
 
CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ŦƭƻƻŘ aŜƭƭȅ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΣ άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ DŜƻǊƎŜΦ ²Ŝ 
ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭƛǾŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΦέ {ƘŜ ŀƴŘ .Ǌƛŀƴ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘŜŘ ǿŀȅǎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ŀ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ move on and received advice 
from a local medium.  
 
¢ƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ ƻƴŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǊƻƻƳ ǘƻ ǊƻƻƳΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ōǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǎŀƎŜ ŎƘŀƴǘƛƴƎΣ ά²Ŝ ǿƛǎƘ 
ȅƻǳ ǇŜŀŎŜΦ bƻǿ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜΦέ  
 



201 

 

The house quieted, no more flickering lights, water returned to manual operation, and random 
music playing stopped. For the first time, the home felt still.  
 
hƴŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ 9ƭƭƛŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ άǿƘŀǘ ƛŦ L Ƴƛǎǎ Cŀƴƴȅ !b5 DŜƻǊƎŜΚέ IŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘǊŜƳōƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŀŎƘŜ ƻŦ 
absence.  
 
Then came a knock.  
 
At the door stood an older man in a flannel shirt, gray hair, beard, and pale blue eyes with 
heavy wrinkled eye lids. In his arms was little Fanny.  
 
9ƭƭƛŜ ǎƘǊƛŜƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƧƻȅΣ ǊŜǳƴƛǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƪƛǘǘȅ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳǎ άC!bb¸Η ²ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƘŜΚΚέ  
 
Melly and Brian rushed to thank the man and inquire further but he was already turning away, 
άǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǿŀƛǘ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǎƛǊΣ ǿŜΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǿŀǊŘ ǿŜ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǎƛƎƴǎέ .Ǌƛŀƴ 
called out.  
 
άhƘΣ ƴƻ ƴŜŜŘΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜ ƴƻǿέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƻŦŦ ƻŦ ǘƘeir front porch.  
 
9ƭƭƛŜ Ǌŀƴ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ǘǳƎƎƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƛǊǘΦ άaǊΣ aǊΣ Ŏŀƴ L ǎŜƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŎŀǊŘΣ ǇƭŜŜŜŜŀǎŜΚέ  
 
IŜ ƪƴŜƭǘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΦ ά{ǳǊŜΦ IŜǊŜΩǎ Ƴȅ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎΦέ IŜ ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ 
card folded in half and continued humbly on his way.  
 
Weeks passed. Ellie and Fanny resumed their friendship, this time with Fanny adorning an 
updated collar, equipped with a GPS tracker that connected her whereabouts to their mobile 
phones. The house was busy with Fanny and Ellie antics, the family felt once again whole.  
 
One evening, Ellie remembered her promise. She took out her markers and began constructing 
a thank you card for the man who had rescued her precious Fanny. When she had finished, she 
fetched the business card which had been tucked safely in her nightstand drawer while Melly 
ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ŀƴ ŜƴǾŜƭƻǇŜ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎΦ !ǎ 9ƭƭƛŜ ǊŜŎƛǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƳƻƳΣ aŜƭƭȅΩǎ ǇŜƴ ŦŜƭƭ ƻǳǘ 
ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƳŜǘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀǎǘƻƴƛǎƘƳŜƴǘΦ  
 
The address was their own.  
 
George was going home.  
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The Courier 
By Diana Gallagher 

 
It was late at night to be wandering, Joseph acknowledged, but he felt compelled to wander all 
the same.  
 IŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ Ƙŀōƛǘ ƛƴ ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜΣ ǿŜŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴ-Ŏŀǎǘ ǎƘŀŘƻǿǎ ƻŦ ¸ŀƭŜΩǎ 
austere ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǊŜǾŜƭǊȅ ƘŀŘ ǿƻǊƴ ŘƻǿƴΦ bƻǘ ǳƴƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ ƘŜΩŘ 
thought grimly as his sneakers hushed over the pavement, his mind ruminating over this 
assignment and that.  
 ! ŘŜŎŀŘŜ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜŘΦ 9ǎǇŜŎƛally on nights like these, with 
autumn leaves sighing beneath the swollen red moonτa light so bracing that it illuminated the 
ǾƛŜǿ ƻŦ {ƻǳǘƘ DƭŀǎǘƻƴōǳǊȅΩǎ aŀƛƴ {ǘǊŜŜǘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΣ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘ ŜƳǇǘȅ ōŜǎƛŘŜǎ 
the occasional solitary vehicle. The kind of light and shadows that called to Joseph, no matter 
how inexplicably, no matter how rational he thought himself to be. 

So Joseph slipped on his sneakers and tossed his messenger bag over his shoulder (both 
newer than those colleges years, but beat down all the same) and stepped out the door. 
 The skitter and snap of dying leaves greeted him as he turned down Ferry Lane and 
passed the historic farmhouses, their lights long extinguished. The moon cast long shadows 
over the silent tobacco fields. If he stood still, he thought, he might hear the ceaseless pull of 
the Connecticut River at the end of the lane. 

A cold breeze hissed over his neck.  
 He zipped his fleece sweatshirt to his throat.  
 As he walked over the cracked pavement, following the double yellow lines, a cloudbank 
drifted across the moon. In the new darkness, his sneaker sank into mud. 
 Strange. 
 He retracted his foot and took another step, only to find more mud. And although the 
harvest season had passed, resigning itself to upcoming winter, a sudden strong biting scent 
filled his nose, one that smelled a lot likeτ 
 A horse neighed in alarm.  
 ά²ŀǘŎƘ ƻǳǘΗέ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ 
 WƻǎŜǇƘ ƭŜŀǇǘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǊƛŘŜǊ ōƻƭǘŜŘ Ǉŀǎǘ ƘƛƳΣ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜΩǎ ƘƻƻǾŜǎ 
kicking up mud as it thundered down the lane. 
 Where was the pavement? 
 IŜ ǿƘƛǊƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜΩŘ ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳΣ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŦƻƎΦ Lǘ ōƛƭƭƻǿŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ 
him, as thought it had been lying in wait in those fields. Waiting to ensnare him.  

The cool droplets prickled against his skin. In the muted fog bank, there was no sound. 
No sign of the moon. Only the thunder of his heart and the hitch of his breath. 
 Woooooooooooooooo. 
 A horn blared in the distance.  
 Enough was enough. Joseph took off running, the mud squelching beneath his sneakers. 
Exceptτ 

Where was the road? 
Which way was he running? 
He fumbled in his messenger bag for his phone.  

 Instead, he tugged out a ream of rough-ƘŜǿƴ ǇŀǇŜǊΦ ά²ƘŀǘΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƻǳǘ ƭƻǳŘΦ 
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 Woooooooooooooooo. 
 The horn blasted louder now. Closer.  
 Horse hooves clip-clapped back through the mud. Yes, that was the smell. Manure. He 
took a wary step back as the rider dismounted and assessed Joseph. The man looked to be 
WƻǎŜǇƘΩǎ ŀƎŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǘŜǊƴ ǘƘƛŎƪ ōǊƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƘŜŜƪǎ ǊǳŘŘȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳƴΦ Iƛǎ ŘŀǊƪ blue 
wool coat and flapped cap seemed naval in nature.  

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƭŀǘŜΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ ƘŀǊǊƛŜŘΦ ά[ŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΦέ 
Joseph looked over his shoulder in the desperate hope that the man was addressing 

someone, anyone, but him. 
Only the fog curled behind him. 
ά{ƻǊǊȅΣέ WƻǎŜǇƘ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ŎƻƴǘǊƛǘŜƭȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜΩǾŜ ƳŜǘΦέ 
¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƘŀǊǊǳƳǇƘŜŘΦ ά/ŀǇǘŀƛƴ IƻƭƭƛǎǘŜǊΦέ 
άwƛƎƘǘΦ !ƴŘτέ 
ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊƛŜǊΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘΚέ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ IƻƭƭƛǎǘŜǊ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŀǇŜǊ ƻŦ 

ȅƻǳǊǎΦέ 
Even the horse whinnied ǿƛǘƘ ƛǊǊƛǘŀǘƛƻƴΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳƻǊŜ 

ǇŀǘƛŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǊŜǎŜǊǾŜŘ ŦƻǊ WƻǎŜǇƘΦ IŜ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜΩǎ ƭŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƴŘ ƛǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀ 
ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ƘƛǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǇƻǎǘΦ ά²ŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ǎƻƻƴΣ .ŜǎǎΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΦέ 

ά²ŜΚέ 
The captain sighed, as though iǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǎƛƳǇƭŜΦ ά[ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊΣ ōƻȅΦέ 
WƻǎŜǇƘ ōǊƛǎǘƭŜŘ ŀǘ άōƻȅΣέ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƭŘΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǘǳƎƎŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƳΣ ǘƘŜ 

paper seemed to have multiplied; there must be hundreds of pages now. Thousands, perhaps. 
His arm buckled beneath tƘŜ ǿŜƛƎƘǘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŜ ƘƻǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜΦ IŜ ǎǉǳƛƴǘŜŘ ŀǘ 
the freshly inked typeset embossed on the leaf wrapped around the paper. 

άΨ¢ƘŜ wƻŀǊƛƴƎ .Ǌƻƻƪ tŀǇŜǊ aŀƴǳŦŀŎǘǳǊƛƴƎ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅΣΩέ WƻǎŜǇƘ ǊŜŀŘ ƻǳǘ ƭƻǳŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ 
ǘƘƛǎΚέ 

 άCƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴǘ ǊǳƴΣέ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀƪ ŀƭƭ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎΣ ǎƻ L ƘŜŀǊΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜέτhe 
leveled Joseph with a stern lookτάŎŀƴΩǘ ōǊŜŀƪ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǇŀǇŜǊ ǘƻ ǇǊƛƴǘ ƻƴΦέ  
 ¢ƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ǿŀǾŜǎ Ŏǳǘ ƻŦŦ WƻǎŜǇƘΩǎ ƴŜȄǘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊ ǘƘǊŀǎƘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘǎ ǎǇǊŀȅ 
hissed up and over the banks. He jumped back, but not quickly enough to avoid the cold water 
seeping into his sneakers.  
 Then the wind swept back the fog, and the steamship rose from the waves.  

Anchored to the dock, its twin stacks reached into the night sky. The first mate ran 
across the dock, barking orders to the crew. A light winked in and out from the pilot house as 
the ship bucked in the current.  
 άIǳǊǊȅΗέ ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ƎƭŀƴŎŜ ōŀŎƪΣ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ IƻƭƭƛǎǘŜǊ ǎǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇΦ   
 For a moment, Joseph wavered on the shore. The acrid smoke burned his throat. 
 IŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƻƭƭƻǿΦ  

.ǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘ ōŜǘǊŀȅŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘƻŎƪΩǎ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ōŜŀƳǎ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƘǳǊǊƛŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ 
gangplank. 

With a final blast of the horn, the ship lurched from the dock. The stern wheel churned 
with a mighty shudder. Joseph gripped the wooden railing, his teeth chattering.  
 The rain lashed against his cheeks as the ship listed from side to side.  
 ά[ƻƻƪ ƻǳǘΗέ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ŀǎ ŀ ǿŀǾŜ ǎǇƭŀǎƘŜŘ ŀōƻŀǊŘΦ  
 ά²ƘƻΩǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƻǊΚέ WƻǎŜǇƘ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ 
 ά¢ƘŜ ǎŜǉǳŜƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΦέ 



204 
 

 The sequel toτά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ IǳŎƪ CƛƴƴΚέ WƻǎŜǇƘ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƻǳǎƭȅΦ άaŀǊƪ 
¢ǿŀƛƴΚέ 
 /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ IƻƭƭƛǎǘŜǊ ƴŀǊǊƻǿŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ aǊΦ /ƭŜƳŜƴǎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦέ 
 ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦέ 
 ά.ŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƳŜΣ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŀƴΣ LΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ŦŀǊ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΦέ ¢ƘŜ 
ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘΦ ά.ŜǘǘŜǊ ƘƻƭŘ ƻƴ ǘƛƎƘǘΦέ 
 /ŀǊƎƻ ǎŎǊŀǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŎƪΦ WƻǎŜǇƘΩǎ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ 
current.  
 Whatever strangeness was afoot, the river seemed determined to not let them cross. 
 The ship took an impossibly tight turn, its hull perpendicular to the punishing tide. 
Joseph gritted his teeth, digging his feet for purchase on the slick planks.  
 Up, up, upτ 
 The ship hitched to its side, suspended at an impossible angle.  
 /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ IƻƭƭƛǎǘŜǊ ƎǊƛǇǇŜŘ WƻǎŜǇƘΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΣ ŀ ǿƛƭŘ ŦŜŀǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά[ƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ōƻȅΦ 
¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǊƛŘŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊ ǘƻ IŀǊǘŦƻǊŘΦέ 
 WƻǎŜǇƘ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦέ 
 A tremendous crack roared into the night.  
 Beneath them, the wood splintered.  
 ά²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ άŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊΗέ 
 And thenτ 

Joseph was falling. 
Careening through darkness. 
Until he plunged straight into the tumbling waters.  

 JoseǇƘΩǎ ŦƭŀƛƭƛƴƎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƘƻƭŘ ƻŦ ŀ ƳŜǊŎƛŦǳƭ ōŜŀƳΦ IŜ ƘƻƛǎǘŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǳǇΣ ǇŀƴǘƛƴƎΦ 
He scanned the waves, but there was no sign of the captain or crew. Only the last remnants of 
steam puffed into the sullen sky.  
 άIŜƭǇΗέ ƘŜ ȅŜƭƭŜŘΦ 
  A light bobbed on the Rocky Hill shore.  
 He waved frantically, kicking his legs to drive him closer to shore. But he was too far 
away, the current moving too quickly. Already his arms burned from their grip on his lifeline. 
The river seemed bent on dragging him down, down into its dark depths.  
 With his remaining strength, Joseph heaved his bag to the surface and dropped it onto 
the plank. Heavier than before, it was assuredly waterlogged, the paper rendered useless.  
 Yetτsomehow the paper had doubled again.  
 IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜrstand it. Any of it. Except for the inevitability that this was what he was 
meant to do. 

With a mighty push, he sent the plank with the bag into the current.  
¢ƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǊŜ ǊǳǎƘŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΩǎ ŜŘƎŜΦ WƻǎŜǇƘ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƭǳƴƎǎ 

burning as he treaded water and fought the tide. Then the clatter of horse hooves as the rider 
hurried away.    
 The water went slack.  
 The fog dispersed, slinking back to the shore. 
 The rain let up.  

That was all right, he thought as his pulse slowed. He was tired, anyway. So very tired 
from these late-night rambles.  

Before he closed his eyes, the moon reappeared. Pale white this time, soft and serene.  
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 So they say now that when the ferry is canceled in gloomy hoursτ 
Sure, it might be the fog. 

 Or it might be somŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΩǎ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǎŀƛƭƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΣ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƻƴŎŜ 
more.  
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²ƘƻΩǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻƻǊΚ 
By Stephen Kam 

 
The day started off like most of my days. The alarm goes off at 7am. I go about my 

morning routine, getting ready for work and getting our kids, Julie and Sandy, ready for school. 

At 8:30, I see the school bus arrive outside our door, and I say goodbye to the kids. My wife, 

Stephanie, leaves for work shortly after. I work remotely for a software company so my 

commute is a short walk to my desk. I log in and begin my day.  

My first meeting is at 10am, where my team members each take turns talking about 

what they worked on the previous day, what they will be working on today, and if anyone 

ƴŜŜŘǎ ŀƴȅ ƘŜƭǇΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƛǘ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪΣ L ŀƳ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊōŜƭƭΦ ά{ƻǊǊȅΣ ǘŜŀƳΦ L 

ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŜǇ ŀǿŀȅ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΦ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ōŀŎƪέΦ ²ƘŜƴ L ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ǘhere is nobody 

there. Strange, but I figured it was just someone that went to our house by accident. It 

happens. I get back to my desk and continue with my meeting. After my meeting ends, I work 

for a few more hours, take a lunch break, and get back to work. At 2:15pm, I hear the doorbell 

ring again. Again, there is nobody there. I step outside to see if there is anyone around but the 

streets are empty. I want to walk a bit further down the street to see if I can see anyone, but I 

still have a lot of work to finish today, so I get back into my house and continue my work.  

At around 4pm, I see the school bus outside my house and the kids come in a few 

moments later. I give them some snacks and ask how their day was.  

{ŀƴŘȅ ƎƻŜǎ ŦƛǊǎǘΦ ά¢ƻŘŀȅ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŦǳƴΗ 9ǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ŘƛŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŜƭƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘƘ ǘŜǎǘ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΣ ǎƻ 

aǊǎΦ /ƘƛǇŀƴƻ ƎŀǾŜ ǳǎ ŀƴ ŜȄǘǊŀ ол ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ƻŦ ǊŜŎŜǎǎΗέ bŜȄǘΣ WǳƭƛŜ ǘŜƭƭǎ ǳǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŘŀȅΦ ά¢ƻŘŀȅ 

was crazy! Matt and Jimmy were poking each other and not listening to the teacher so the 

teacher told them both to sit in the corner for 20 minutes. But after only ONE minute, they 

ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƘƛǘǘƛƴƎ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΗ aǊǎΦ ¢ƛŎƳŀ ǎŜƴǘ ǘƘŜƳ ōƻǘƘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎƛǇŀƭΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΣ 

ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΦέ ά²ƻǿΣ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ōƻǘƘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 

ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ŘŀȅΗέΣ L ǎŀȅΦ  

A few moments later, as they are both putting away their coats and backpacks, I hear 

ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊōŜƭƭ ǊƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άaƻƳƳȅΩǎ ƘƻƳŜΗέΣ ǎƘƻǳǘǎ WǳƭƛŜΦ {ŀƴŘȅ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƳƻƳΦ 

She has ƪŜȅǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ ²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƘŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊōŜƭƭΚέ L Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ 

who it is. For the third time today, there is nobody at the door. I start to get a bit nervous, but I 

ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ŎŀƭƳ ǘƻ ƴƻǘ ǎǘŀǊǘƭŜ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎΦ άaǳǎǘΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊΩǎ ƪƛŘǎ ǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
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ŘƻƻǊōŜƭƭ ŀǎ ŀ ǇǊŀƴƪέΣ L ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ Ƴȅ ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

day.  

An hour later, Stephanie comes home. We chat for a few minutes about our day as we 

ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǎƴŀŎƪǎΦ LΩƳ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ about the doorbell. I might just be making a big deal 

ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊōŜƭƭ ǊƛƴƎǎ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΚ LǘΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƪƴƻǿǎΦ  

άLǘΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻƳŜ ōƻǊŜŘ ƪƛŘǎ ŎƻǇȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǘŜǎǘ ǾƛǊŀƭ ǾƛŘŜƻ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀǿ ƻƴ ¢ƛƪ¢ƻƪΦ 

Just last week, I read an article about kids recording themselves picking up snails from the floor 

ŀƴŘ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳΗέ L ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎǇƛǘ ƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ŘǊƛƴƪ ƛƴ ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘΦ  

άhƘΗ IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ ŀǇǇΚ ²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƘŜŎƪ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŘŜƻ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǿƘƻ 

ǿŀǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊέΦ ²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ L think of that? I open up the app on my phone and find several 

ǊŜŎƻǊŘŜŘ ǾƛŘŜƻǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻōƻŘȅ ǘƘŜǊŜέΣ {ǘŜǇƘŀƴƛŜ ǎŀȅǎΦ ά/ŀƴ 

ȅƻǳ ǊŜǇƭŀȅ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻƴΚέΦ L ǊŜǇƭŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŘŜƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻƴΦ {ǘŜǇƘŀƴƛŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳǎ ŀƴŘ 

I drop the phone. We hear a mix of static and something that sounds like a quiet, low-pitched 

scream.  

WǳƭƛŜ ŀƴŘ {ŀƴŘȅ ǊǳǎƘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴΦ WǳƭƛŜ ŀǎƪǎ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎƭȅΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΚέ {ǘŜǇƘŀƴƛŜ 

and I look at each other, unsure of how to explain what we just saw. ά²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

ǾƛŘŜƻ ǊŜŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ŀƎƻ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊōŜƭƭ ǊŀƴƎΦ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ 

ŀƴȅōƻŘȅΣ ōǳǘ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǇŀƴƛŎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ Ƙŀǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǊŜŀǎƻƴŀōƭŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎέΣ L ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƳΦ  

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǇŀƴƛŎΚ ¸ƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇƘƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ƳƻƳ ǿŀǎ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎΗέΣ WǳƭƛŜ ǎŀȅǎΦ  

¢ǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎŀƭƳ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎ ŘƻǿƴΣ {ǘŜǇƘŀƴƛŜ ǎŀȅǎ ά¸Ŝǎ ǿŜ ŘƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻǾŜǊǊŜŀŎǘŜŘΦ [ƛƪŜ 

ŘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ƙŀǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǊŜŀǎƻƴŀōƭŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎΦέ  

We try to go on with the rest of our night like nothing unusual is happening, but everybody is 

visibly shaken.  

At 8pm, as we are all in the living room watching TV, the doorbell rings and the lights 

flicker. Julie and Sandy scream. I leap off the couch and run to the door as quickly as I can. 

Again, there is nobody there. What is going on? In a scared and nervous voice, Julie asks if 

ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘ ƘŀǳƴǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ L ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ 

wrong with our doorbell and lights. Hopefully I am right. That night, we all try to sleep, but the 

doorbell rings 2 more times, making everyone nervous and afraid to sleep.  

At 7am, I wake up and begin my day. I am extremely tired from lack of sleep so I make 

an extra strong coffee. I randomly scroll through a few apps on my phone while drinking my 

coffee. As I am reading posts in the Nextdoor app, I see a post from someone one block away. It 

is titled Help! A ghost is haunting our house!  

I start reading the post. It says:  

 
I know nobody is going to believe me. I swear I am not 

going crazy. There is a g host haunting our house and 

it keeps ringing our doorbell and turning our lights 

on and off. It started yesterday at around 10am and 

continued for the rest of the day. Every time the 
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doorbell rings, there is nobody there. I check the 

recorded footage and t here is nobody there! At night, 

our lights would randomly flicker on and off! I donôt 

know what to do!  

 

L ǎǘŀǊǘ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ƻǊ ƳƻǊŜ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΦ 

Several other people in my neighborhood responded to the post saying the exact same thing 

started happening to them yesterday. I check if this is happening everywhere else. I open my 

browser and start reading the news, but there is no mention of a ghost ringing door bells and 

turning off lights anywhere else. It seems to just be happening in Glastonbury. Is Glastonbury 

haunted?  

!ŦǘŜǊ L ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘǎΣ L ǎƘƻǿ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǎǘΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ 

ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǳǎΦ .ǳǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŀƭǎƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ƴƻǿ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ 

potentially be a ghost haunting our city.  

Today is Halloween. Sandy and Julie usually look forward to Halloween more than any 

other day of the year. But this year, they are too scared to go trick or treating. After they come 

back home from school, we decide to just stay home, eat some candy, and stay close to each 

ƻǘƘŜǊΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅ ǘǊƛŎƪ-or-treaters, we leave a large 

bowl of candy outside the door. We attempt to have a quiet, relaxing night watching TV and 

playing games. At 6pm, the doorbell rings again and the lights flicker. Sandy and Julie start 

ŎǊȅƛƴƎΣ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ ²Ŝ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƘƻǘŜƭ όƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ 

of Glastonbury) and stay there for a few days.  

We are very glad with the decision we made. There is no knocking on the door, no lights 

flickering, nothing unusual. I check Nextdoor to see if there are more posts about the ghost. It 

seems to be the only thing people are talking about. I see at least 10 posts in the last 24 hours 

ŀōƻǳǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ Řoorbells ringing and lights flickering. Several other people decided to do what 

we did and stay in a hotel outside Glastonbury. Others have found friends or family to stay 

with. Overnight, the city of Glastonbury has become much, much emptier and quieter. 

On the 3rd day of our hotel stay, I open Nextdoor and read a post titled The ghost 

mystery has been solved!. The post says:  

 

Residents of Glastonbury have been living in fear 

for the past few days. Several people have reported 

unusual activity in their home, suggesting there may 

be something supernatural. Fortunately, local 

authorities have discovered the cause and are pleased 

t o report that there are no ghosts and homes are not 

being haunted. Last night, a Glastonbury resident was 

arrested at 8:45pm, charged with gaining unauthorized 

access into hundreds of nearby home security systems. 

The hacker exploited a vulnerability that allowed him 
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to activate doorbells and turn lights on and off 

remotely. The exploit has been reported and fixed. 

When asked by the police about his motive, he stated 

that he thought it would be funny to scare everyone.  

 

What a horrible person, I say to myself. The post has over 100 replies. I scroll through 

them and everybody is happy and relieved as I am. People have confirmed that their doorbell 

has stopped ringing. I wake my family up and tell them about the good news. Everybody is so 

relieved that there is no ghost and we can finally return home. We check out of the hotel and 

drive home. Everything is finally back to normal. 
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Good Dog 
By Elizabeth Mansolillo 

 
άwƻǊȅΗΗ wƻǊȅΗΚ /ƻƳŜ ƻƴ ǎǿŜŜǘƛŜΗέ 
 
As I locked up the shed, I could hear my neighbor calling her dog... I heard the dog in the woods 
behind our yards; the woods that lead to the brook. All was invisible in the black of the night. 
The trees cast deep shadows where anything could hide. 
 
Rory rustled and crashed in the underbrush like the overgrown puppy she was... But she didn't 
come...  
 
Jenna's voice took on an urgent tone. It was getting late and a fine misty rain brought a chill to 
the bone. 
 
άwƻǊȅΗ /ƻƳŜ bh²Ηέ 
 
I heard the rustling, then a whimper... 
 
άwƻǊȅΦΦΦΚέ 
 
A spectral shape, dog like, snarling, salivating, red eyes glowing, hurled itself out of the 
underbrush and launched toward Jenna. Its great claws extended, razor sharp toward her 
unsuspecting flesh. The giant fangs dripped venom, snapping toward her tender skin. 
 
I tried to shout; to warn my neighbor, but my voice caught in my throat. I could only whisper 
άbƻǘ wƻǊȅΗ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ wƻǊȅΗέ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǎǘ ǎƻ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅΤ ǿƘȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ L ƴƻǘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳΣ ǿŀǊƴ WŜƴƴŀ ƻŦ 
the monster hurtling toward her?  My breath was harsh in my own ears, time slowed to a 
standstill. I tried to run, to give any kind of signal, but I was too late, paralyzed by fear. 
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The shape reached the circle of light by their back door. Inch by inch as it left the darkness, the 
horror faded, the beast receded, and transformed into Rory. 
 
άDƻƻŘ ƎƛǊƭΣ wƻǊȅΦΦΦ ²Ƙƻϥǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŘƻƎΗΚέ 
 
WŜƴƴŀΩǎ ǿŀǊƳ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŦǳǊ ƎǳƛŘŜŘ wƻǊȅ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ Wǳǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ 
sight, the dog turned to face me. The light through the doorway glinted red off the eye of the 
beast. 
 
The door shut; the lights flicked off. 
 
Only silence remained.  

 
r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r r 

 

The Vampires of Glastonbury 
An Unquiet History 

By Paul Moran 

 
 
Introduction  

There are places where the land itself seems to breatheτslow, heavy, and 
haunted.  Glastonbury is one such place. Here, the fog does not merely settle; it creeps, thick 
and sentient, over the Connecticut River, swallowing the sun and muting the world. Beneath 
the orchards and barns, beneath the pumpkins that leer from their furrows, the 
earth remembers. It remembers hunger, fear, and the restless dead.  
 
Chapter 1. Arrival in Glastonbury  

On an October morning, Glastonbury is a town suspended between harvest and haunting.  The 
air is sweet with the smell of autumn; apples sag on their branches, pumpkins glow with an 
unnatural fire, and the barns exhale the scent of drying tobacco leaves. But it is not abundance 
that weighs most heavilyτit is the presence of something ancient, something watching.  

Beneath the fields, a dome of stoneτolder than memory, older than hopeτpresses upward, 
warping the land and the lives above. Norman Herz, in 1955, tried to map this buried 
architecture, but his words are cold and clinical, unable to capture the sense of something 
alive beneath the surface. The ground beneath is not just geology; it is a tomb, a vault, a prison 
for secrets that refuse to stay buried.  
 
Chapter 2. The Ground Beneath  

The first settlers crossed the river, drawn by the promise of fertile land. They named 
it Naubuc Farms, but the ground they claimed was never truly theirs. The soil, rich and 
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red, yielded monstrous pumpkins and onions by the thousand, but it also yielded 
something else: a terrible preservation.  

Where the Bolton Schist that forms the hills throughout Glastonbury lays close to the surface, 
water pooled and cellars wept. Graves dug into this earth did not surrender their dead. Flesh 
clung stubbornly to bone, hearts stayed ruddy and full, and when coffins were opened 
months later, the faces inside seemed almost to breathe. The settlers did not see  
chemistryτthey saw conspiracy. The land that fattened pumpkins also fattened the hearts of 
the dead.  
 
Chapter 3. The Town at the River  

.ȅ ǘƘŜ ŜƛƎƘǘŜŜƴǘƘ ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅΣ DƭŀǎǘƻƴōǳǊȅΩǎ ǇǊƻǎǇŜǊƛǘȅ ǿŀǎ ǎƘŀŘƻǿŜŘ ōȅ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ {ƘƛǇȅŀǊŘǎ ƭƛƴŜŘ 
the river, launching vessels into the mist, but the same fog that carried ships also carried 
sickness. Boardinghouses near the slips were damp and close, their walls stained with tar and 
something darker. Consumptionτtuberculosisτspread like a curse, thinning the ranks of 
shipwrights and farmers alike.  

¢ƘŜ ǘƻǿƴΩǎ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎ ŀǊŜ ƘŜŀǾȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƻōƛǘǳŀǊƛŜs, men in their prime cut down by a wasting cough. 
The paradox gnawed at the living: Glastonbury could build ships strong enough to cross the 
Atlantic, but could not keep its own sons from being claimed by the damp, hungry earth.  
 
Chapter 4. Consumption and JB55  

In Griswold, not far from Glastonbury, the ground gave up a secret in 1990. A grave 
marked άW.ррέ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊǘƘ ƎŀǾŜ ǳǇ ƛǘǎ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƪŜƭŜǘƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ 
man, had been rearrangedτskull and femurs crossed, ribs shattered inward. The dead man 
had died of consumption, but his neighbors had not let him rest. They called him a vampire. 
And they had exhumed his coffin, opened it, cut the skull from the spine and removed the 
heart. All part of a ritual to stop a suspected vampire from preying on the living.  

Forensic study revealed the scars of disease, but the rituals performed were not scienceτ 
they were desperation. The living believed the dead could pull them down, one by one, unless 
the bond was broken. In Glastonbury, with its damp cellars and crowded boardinghouses, the 
same fear took root. If JB55 haunted Griswold, who could say what horrors slept beneath 
DƭŀǎǘƻƴōǳǊȅΩǎ ǎǘƻƴŜǎΚ  
 
Chapter 5. Rituals in the Burying Grounds  

The rituals were grim, their order a thin mask for terror. At dawn, as the fog clung to 
the ƎǊƻǳƴŘΣ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ ƎŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ ! ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ŎƻǳƎƘ ŜŎƘƻŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ 
the men took up their spades, trudging toward the cemetery. The coffin was unearthed, its 
lid pried open with trembling hands. If the corpse looked too lifelikeτif the heart was 
still redτthe sentence was swift. 
¢ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǿŀǎ Ŏǳǘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ƭŀƛŘ ǳǇƻƴ ŀ ǎƭŀō ƻŦ ǎŎƘƛǎǘΣ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǇƭƛǘ ǎƻ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ƛƴ IŜǊȊΩǎ 
maps. Fire was set to it, and the smoke curled upward, thick and black, as if the land itself was 
exhaling its secrets. In Exeter, Rhode Island, they did this to Mercy Brown. In Glastonbury, the 
rituals were whispered about but never forgotten.  
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Chapter 6. Shipbuilders and Sickness  

Industry and death marched hand in hand. The shipyards hammered out anchors and hulls, but 
the same forges shaped nails for coffins. The river carried cargoes downstream to the 
Connecticut Sound and beyond to the Caribbean it brought rumors upstreamτstories of 
vampires, of graves disturbed, of bones rearranged by fearful hands in foreign lands.  

A shipwright, coughing in the mist, might wonder if his own grave would be opened, his 
bones crossed to keep him from rising. In Glastonbury, even the tools of progress seemed 
tainted, unable to resist the slow, suffocating pull of the damp.  
 
Chapter 7. Farming and Fear  

The land gave, but it did not forgive. Harvests were bountifulτpumpkins by the bushel, 
apples by the barrelτbut upstairs, in the shadowed rooms of the farmhouses, 
families wasted away. A mother who stacked pumpkins by day might burn a blood-
spotted handkerchief by night.  

The same spade that turned the earth for squash turned it for gravesτand sometimes, 
for coffins already filled. The line between abundance and loss was razor-thin, and the 
soil seemed to delight in blurring it.  
 
Chapter 8. Geology Again  

At the heart of it all was the land itselfτa dome of stone, pressing upward, shaping fate.  The 
Glastonbury Gneiss dictated the contours of abundance and decay. The schist became both 
headstone and hearthstone; the arkose gave both pumpkins and damp, suffocating cellars.  

IŜǊȊΩǎ ƳŀǇǎ ŀǊŜ ōƭƻƻŘƭŜǎǎΣ ōǳǘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƛǎ ƛƴŜǾƛǘŀōƛƭƛǘȅΦ LŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘ ǇǊŜǎŜǊǾŜŘ ǇǳƳǇƪƛƴǎΣ ƛǘ 
preserved bodies. If it preserved bodies, it gave birth to rumor. If rumor persisted, it became 
ritual. The dome beneath Glastonbury is not just geologyτit is destiny, and it is hungry. 
 
Chapter 9. Halloween Resonance  

Today, the Rocky HillςGlastonbury Ferry still crosses the river, as it has for 
centuries.  Families come for apples and pumpkins, for festivals and laughter. Jack-ƻΩ-
lanterns grin from porches, their eyes bright against the dark.  

But memory lingers. The ferry once carried not just apples, but whispers. The 
orchards grow from soil that holds waterτand secretsτagainst cellar walls. The candle in 
the pumpkin is kin to the fire that once burned a heart on a slab of stone.  

No vampire grave has been unearthed in Glastonbury. But the pattern is there, etched 
in geology and fear. On certain October nights, when the fog rises thick and the 
pumpkins glow like watchful eyes, it is easy to believe that the land holds the dead too 
tightly, until they press backτhungry, patient, and never quite at rest.  
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Aliah felt a little lighter with each passing day. It had been two weeks since the divorce was 
finalized, and she was feeling ready to take on something new τ just for her.  
 
She looked down and refreshed the website she had open on her phone τ no new listings 
since she checked five minutes ago. A month before things were finalized, Aliah began looking 
for a house to rent so she could get out of the guest house at their (now his) palatial estate. She 
desperately needed to be in her own space and to start figuring out who she was as a single 
woman.  
 
¢ƘŜ ŘƛǾƻǊŎŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ŀ ōŀǘǘƭŜΤ ƘŜǊ ŜȄ-husband, Tom, had generational wealth 
ōŜȅƻƴŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ŎƻƳǇǊŜƘŜƴǎƛƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ had a strangely fair pre-nup that granted her 
40% of his assets upon the end of their marriage for any reason besides infidelity. Tom was a 
ǾŜǊȅ ƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀǎƻƴŀōƭŜ ƳŀƴΣ ǎƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ƪƴŜǿ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǇŀǊǘ 
of what had drawn her ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ /ƭŀǊƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀōƛƭƛǘȅΦ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǉƭŀȅ 
games, unlike the family she had grown up in.  
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Iƛǎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƛǘȅ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŦǊŜǎƘƛƴƎΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŦŜǿ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƎǊƻǿƴ ƛƴŎǊŜŀǎƛƴƎƭȅ 
disinterested in their relationship. He said it was beginning to monopolize his time, and Aliah 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ōǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ŘƛƴƴŜǊǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊƳΦ bƻǊ ǿŀǎ 
she someone he wanted to have children with, should he determine those were worth his time. 
He wasnΩǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ƻŦŦ ƳŀǊƪΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŜǊǊŀǘƛŎ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ 
married ten years ago.  
 
She anxiously refreshed again. Nothing new.  
 
/t¢{5 ǿŀǎ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΣ ƭŜǘ ŀƭƻƴŜ ƴƻǿΦ {ƘŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ǘƘŜǊŀǇƛǎǘ ǿƘƻ 
specialized in it όŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǾŜǊȅ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜƎƛƴ ǿƛǘƘύΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ōŜƎǳƴ 
wading through childhood trauma. Her husband knew this, and he understood it as best he 
ŎƻǳƭŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳŀǊǊƛŀƎŜΦ {ƻ ǘƘŜȅ ŘǊƛŦǘŜŘΦ  
 
And now they were officially done.  
 
Refresh.  
 
When the listing for the house at the end of Coldspring Crossing popped up, it was as if it had 
ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴ ŀƛǊΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǊŜŀƭ ŜǎǘŀǘŜ ƭƛǎǘƛƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ /ǊŀƛƎǎƭƛǎǘ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ǘƛƳŜǎ ŀ 
day, and one afternoon, a listing appeared.  

$1,750 / 2br - Historic home at the end of private drive (South Glastonbury)  
333 Coldspring Crossing, South Glastonbury, CT 06033  
Available for immediate occupancy. $1,750 per month. Includes Heat, Hot Water & Electricity. 

Historic 2 BR House for Rent. No Pets. Basic landscaping and plowing of long, private drive 

included in Rent. Original brick, hardwood floors, chestnut beams, and interior exposed brick 

walls preserve Vintage Charm. 3 months of Security Deposit required. 860-555-5553 

Owner/Agent  

 

Aliah called the owner immediately. He was a nice older gentleman with a rasp in his voice that 
made her think of Gandalf. He was excited to hear she was interested in the place, and in a 
matter of a week, it was hers. She was out of the guest house and into her own space just four 
days after getting the keys. And, since Aliah was nothing if not efficient (and ready for the place 
to feel like home), she finished unpacking the last box 48 hours after arriving.  
 
Her new space had all the charms of an antique home - ceilings held up by old wooden beams, 
paint chipped in quaint places, and floors with wide old boards that creaked when you walked 
ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜƳΦ Lǘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǊǳǎǘƛŎ ŎƘŀǊƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜǎƘŜŘ ǿŜƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ !ƭƛŀƘΩǎ ōƭŀŎƪ ǿŀƭƴǳǘ ƳƛŘ-century 
modern decor. Outside, the house featured a deep red brick facade with black shutters and a 
slate roof. It sat on an acre lot with a distant fence and a line of trees that blocked the view of 
neighboring homes. The backyard was a field dotted with red-leaved sugar maple trees, 
blackberry bushes, and plenty of crows, helping her feel a little less lonely.  

τ----------- 
One night, while trying not to doom scroll, Aliah came across a suggested account on Instagram 
ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪȅŀǊŘΦ 9ŀŎƘ ŘŀȅΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ Ǉǳǘ ƻǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƴǳǘǎ 
or other crow-safe food and watch from a distance as they came to graze. The hope was that, 
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after a while, the crows ǿƻǳƭŘ ōǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŀ ƎƛŦǘ ƛƴ ǊŜǘǳǊƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅ 
toward her.  
 
Crows and other corvids had always fascinated Aliah. She used to bird-watch in her twenties 
with a group of senior citizens in Granby one Sunday a month. She learned a lot from them, 
including the fact that crows, in particular, have an incredible memory. They can remember 
human faces after years have passŜŘΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ǘǊŜŀǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǿŜƭƭΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƻŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ƴƻǘΣ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ 
ƘƻƭŘ ƎǊǳŘƎŜǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜΦ !ƭƛŀƘ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭƭȅ ŀǾƻƛŘŜŘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΩǎ ǎƘƛǘ ƭƛǎǘΣ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ 
do the same with crows.  

τ----------- 
The next morning, Aliah woke from a dream in which she had wandered through a foggy, 
barren land, searching for the last box she needed to unpack. Dream logic dictated that this box 
was the most important box in the bunch. She searched for what felt like several days, and 
finally came upon an old, rotting elm tree filled with crows. At the base of the tree, perched 
precariously on massive spindly roots, was her box. As she walked up to retrieve it, three crows 
flew down and landed in a V formation near her feet. The crow in front stared directly into her 
eyes and opened its beak.  
 
ά{99YΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿΦ  
 
She heard a deafening siren blare, causing the whole murder to flee from the tree. She looked 
ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǊŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǿƻƪŜ ǳǇΦ  
 
{ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀn alarm for Saturday, but apparently, she had. She groaned, 
ǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ƛǘ ƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƘŜǊ ǇƘƻƴŜΦ тΥмр ŀƳΦ !ƭƛŀƘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ǿŀƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŜŀǊƭȅΣ 
except that it was much harder to do after a fitful night of sleep.  
 
She sat up, scooted to the edge of the bed, and stood, stretching as big as she could. A long 
yawn escaped her mouth. Eyes still closed, she nearly tripped over her slippers. Swearing, she 
slid them on her feet and reached out for her blanket shawl, throwing it around her shoulders 
and heading for the bedroom door.  
 
With thoughts of crows and trees and sirens fading from her memory, Aliah padded down the 
sturdy, century-old wooden stairs from her bedroom to the kitchen. The cabinets were the 
same warm wood as the stairs and floors. They looked original, or perhaps reclaimed, with 
decades of dings, insect tunnels, and scratches decorating the surface. She opened the right-
most cabinet door and pulled out her favorite mug - 16 glorious ounces, as all mugs should be - 
ŀƴŘ ǇƻǳǊŜŘ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΩǎ Ŏoffee into it. She had been trying to get into a ritual with coffee, 
grinding the beans each day and making her own creamer. This morning was not going to be a 
ritual day, and that was okay. Into the microwave it went.  
 
The microwave beeped, snapping Aliah out of her daze. She took the mug off the turntable and 
held it in both hands, appreciating the warmth. As she disassociated, staring through the steam, 
she found her thoughts drifting back to crows. To the Instagram account that reminded her of 
her love for crows, and that they could be friendly.  
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She went over to her meticulously organized bookshelves and plucked out a copy of Feathered 
Intelligence. After plopping down on the sofa, she pulled a soft black and white buffalo plaid 
blanket over her bare legs. She flipped through the pages of the book slowly, sipping coffee and 
marveling at the shapes and colors birds came in. She let herself pause on the CORVIDAE 
section.  
 

ά/Ǌƻǿǎ ŀǊŜ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛǾŜ ƛƴ Ƴŀƴȅ ǿŀȅǎΦ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ƛƳǇŜŎŎŀōƭŜ ƳŜƳƻǊȅΣ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŜΣ ŜƴŀōƭŜǎ ǘƘŜƳ 
to be exceptional at games and puzzle-solving. Crows can also remember human faces, 
for better or for worse. Research shows that they may respond positively to humans who 
have been kind to them, but they can also recognize the faces of those who have 
wronƎŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎ όŀƴŘ ƎǊǳŘƎŜǎύ ƭŀǎǘƛƴƎ ȅŜŀǊǎΦέ  

 

! ƭƛƎƘǘ ōǳƭō ǿŜƴǘ ƻŦŦ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ōǊŀƛƴΦ LŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘǳŎƪ ƻǳǘ ŦǊƻƳ !ƭƛŀƘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŀǎ ŀ 
{ŜƴƛƻǊ {ƻŎƛŀƭ aŜŘƛŀ aŀƴŀƎŜǊ ŀǘ ŀ ƭƻŎŀƭ ƳŀǊƪŜǘƛƴƎ ŀƎŜƴŎȅΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ 
copied somŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΩǎ ƛŘŜŀ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘ ƛǘ ōƛƎƎŜǊΦ hǊ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ  
 
Aliah took out her phone and reopened Instagram. She could do it better. No shade to the 
woman who inspired her τ on the contrary, she felt grateful the algorithm had been smart 
enough to actually serve her something she cared about instead of AI slop. She just needed to 
try this for herself. To see what nature might have to offer.  
 
Later that afternoon, after a trip to Brookside Market, Aliah unpacked groceries, leaving out the 
ingredients she needed to get started. After putting the vegetables in the crisper drawer, she 
was left with only crow necessities on her soapstone counter: dry corn, Purina lamb-flavored 
dry dog food, unshelled peanuts, and a carton of eggs. She quickly scrambled two eggs sans 
Ƴƛƭƪ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ŎǳǘǘƛƴƎ ōƻŀǊŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƭƭŀǊΦ bŜȄǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 
eggs, she added peanuts, corn, and kibbles.  
 
Opening the sliding doors to her backyard, Aliah slipped on her Wicked Good Moccasins and 
stepped over the threshold onto the concrete slab just below the door. She walked through the 
drying grass, which her landlord definitely needed to mow soon, and gently placed the cutting 
board down on an old stump 50 feet from the house. She backed up slowly, admiring her work. 
She glanced from the sky to the trees, searching for the dark feathers of her future friends. 
When she spotted a few, she backed up onto the slab deck and sat down on an old wooden 
rocking chair. She pulled her shawl closer to her neck, waiting for something to happen, but 
nothing did. Her backyard was silent, save for the sound of the crows and rustle of leaves in the 
light breeze. Before too long, she dozed off, knees pulled against her chest, her shawl keeping 
the October chill at bay.  

τ----------- 
ά/!²Φέ  
 
ά/!²Φέ  
 
ά/!²Φέ  
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Aliah woke with a start from a dreamless nap. She expected to see crows on the stump, fighting 
ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƳƻǊƎŀǎōƻǊŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƭŜŦǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘΣ ǎƘŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŎǊƻǿǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǇŜǊsonal space 
- one on each arm of the chair, and the last perched on top of her knees, inches from her face.  
 
{ƘŜ ŦǊƻȊŜΣ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ άƘƻǿ ǘƻ ƛƴǘŜǊŀŎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŎǊƻǿǎ ƛŦ 
ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻƳŜ ƴŜŀǊ ȅƻǳέ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘ ȅŜǘΣ ŦƛƎǳǊƛƴƎ that would have taken at least a few 
weeks of bringing them free snacks. When she finally registered the gravity of the situation, 
particularly her chances of getting salmonella or cholera, she jerked her entire body and 
screamed.  
 
She fell out of the rocking chair and onto the cement, lifting her head in time to see the crows 
land in the V formation from her dream, no more than four feet away. They continued staring 
at her from their new position, although this time, they looked pissed. Aliah was no expert in 
crow emotions, but she was getting a vibe, and it wasn't great.  
 
ά{ƻǊǊȅ ŎǊƻǿǎΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻΧ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜǊ-ƭƻǾƛƴƎ ŎǊŀǇ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ 
Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ǳƴŘŜǊ ƘŜǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ άL ƘƻǇŜ ȅƻǳ ŜƴƧƻȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƴŀŎƪǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƭƻǳŘŜǊΦ  
 
With that, she backed her way into the house, hands raised like she was being robbed. Her 
heebies had been jeebied, and it was time to go inside.  
 
After shutting and locking the door, she let out a sigh of relief. She could smell the warmth and 
smokiness of the wood stove, and felt the adrenaline coursing through her subside a little.  
 
!ƭƛŀƘΩǎ ǇƘƻƴŜ ōǳȊȊŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ¢ƻƳΦ 
 

 
Tom  
I was cleaning the guest house and found a coffee scoop. Would you like it 
back? I can drop it off on my way home from work.  
 

 
 

 
Aliah 

Yeah, thanks, that'd be nice. 
 

Hey, something weird just happened. Do you have a minute to talk? I'm a little 
freaked out right now. 

 
 
 

 
Tom  
I can't at the moment. Later tonight, perhaps. Text your therapist if you need 
immediate support.  
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Aliah 

Yeahé maybe, thanks. I need to get some stuff done anyway, maybe I'll try 
distraction first. See you later. 

 
 

Aliah put her phone back in her pocket and strode into the room at the front of the house that 
would become her office once she painted it. The grey day washed everything in an eerie light, 
creating deep, dark shadows. She flicked on the work lights to force a little normalcy into the 
room.  
 
{ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŜƭŜŎǘŜŘ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ƳŀǳǾŜ Ǉŀƛƴǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ǘǿƻ ƎŀƭƭƻƴǎΣ ŀ 
roller, a drop cloth, and some brushes τ she just needed to begin. Shaking off the last of her 
fear, she put her shawl down on a chair in the adjacent room and grabbed a paint key. She 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ǎƘŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƎƻƛƴƎΦ  
 
A few hours later, after the natural light dimmed, she made herself a snack dinner. With her 
paint-covered hands clean and a plate of cheese, grapes, crackers, and nuts in tow, Aliah sat 
down in her favorite chair and pulled out her book. She read and munched, listening to the rain 
begin to pick up outside. A low rumble rolled in the distance, adding atmosphere to the Shirley 
Jackson story.  
 
Suddenly, a flash of light lit up the room, making Aliah quickly look up, trying to catch sight of 
the bolt. Another flash lit up the room. There was no lightning in her field of vision, but there 
were what looked like three small silhouettes on the windowsill. Her eyes flicked over to them 
with a start, just as another flash arrived. As soon as the light faded, so did the shadows. 
Officially creeped out, Aliah closed her curtains for the night a little early.  

τ----------- 
Sunday began with an intense headache. Aliah was lucky to have never experienced a migraine 
before, but she imagined they felt something like this. Even trying to get out of bed posed a 
problem, as simply moving seemed to cause pain. She took her time, wincing with each 
movement, then lumbered toward the en-suite bathroom, stopping long enough to grab her 
robe and wrap it gently around her achy body.  
 
When she flicked the light on, she was startled by her reflection in the mirror. A massive, red zit 
had developed overnight, right in the center of her nose. She only had to get her finger a few 
centimeters away to feel the heat radiating off her face, and feel pain spidering through her 
head and sinuses. The pimple took over the tip of her nose with redness radiating from the 
bridge to her septum and a large, angry whitehead in the center. Even moving her head to get a 
better look at the monstrosity caused tiny lightning bolts to shoot through her nerves. She 
popped a couple of Extra Strength Tylenol and gently splashed water on her face, heroically 
ignoring the urge to give up and go back to bed.  
 
Adult acne is the wooooorst, Aliah thought as she slowly made her way downstairs. She might 
have to drink it through a straw today, but at least she had coffee to look forward to.  
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¢ƘŀƴƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ Ǉŀǎǘ ǎŜƭŦ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎƛƎƘǘΣ ǎƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ŀ ŎŀǊŀŦŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŘŜǊ ƻŦ CǊƛŘŀȅΩǎ 
coffee from the fridge and poured it over ice, adding some half-and-half and stirring vigorously. 
She slid a glass straw to her mug and took a gentle sip - it was pretty good, but even the sip 
made her face ache.  
 
She decided that today was an acceptable day to indulge in a little doomscrolling. She opened 
Instagram to find she was still logged in to her new account, @glastonburysforthebirds. Since 
ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƛǘ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅ ŀƴŘ ǇƻǎǘŜŘ ŀ ǇƘƻǘƻ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ȅŀǊŘΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƎŀƛƴŜŘ мол 
followers and her post had over 370 likes. That was a lot for an account started yesterday that 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ōƛƻ ȅŜǘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ŀƭǎƻ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǎƘŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ Ǉƻǎǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻŘŀȅ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ 
momentum going.  
 
{ƛƴŎŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎŀƳŜǊŀ-ready on this particular gloomy day, Aliah began recording a new reel 
ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ǇŜǊǎǇŜŎǘƛǾŜΣ ǊŜŎƻǳƴǘƛƴƎ {ŀǘǳǊŘŀȅΩǎ ǎǘƻǊȅ ŀƴŘ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƻ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ 
provide fresh treats while she was at it.  
 
Aliah backed her phone camera up slowly to add more space around the stump and give a 
sense of the size of her backyard.  
 
ά{ƻ ƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻΣ ŎǊƻǿǎΗ {ƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΦ IƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŀǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ 
ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ Ƴȅ ǎƛƭƭȅ ƘǳƳŀƴ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ŎǊƻǿ ǎǘǳŦŦΦέ {ƘŜ ǇŀƴƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƳŜǊŀ 
slowly around the backyard, aiming to include the trees in the shot. Now that she had stopped 
talking, she noticed how quiet it had become since she stepped outside. No leaves rustling in 
the breeze, no squirrels running around, not even a distant dog bark.  
 
ά¦ƘΣ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƘƻƳŜΚ !ƴȅǿŀȅΣ LΩƭƭ Ǉƻǎǘ ŀƴ ǳǇŘŀǘŜ ƭŀǘŜǊ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǳƳǇ 
ŦƻǊ ŦƻƻŘΦ IƻǇŜ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŀŘŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƴŜǿ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΗέ  
 
She stopped the recording and let the hand holding her phone drop to her side while she 
looked around her backyard. Unease filled her stomach. An eerie silence had settled in, and 
ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ Ƙƛƴǘ ƻŦ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƛƭŘƭƛŦŜ ƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΦ hƴ ŀ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ŘŀȅΣ ǎƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ 
host a considerable flock of crows, along with ravens, squirrels, rabbits, and even red-tailed 
hawks among the sparse trees and overgrown grass. This was definƛǘŜƭȅ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘΦ {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
see a single moving, living thing. She shivered and race-walked into the house, sliding the door 
closed quickly behind her.  
 
She walked over to the counter, grabbed her water bottle, and took a big gulp despite her 
aching face.  
 
άhǳŎƘΣέ ǎƘŜ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳΣ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǿŜǊŜŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ 
onto the overstuffed armchair. This was not going to be her day.  
 
After a few in-app edits, Aliah posted her video to @glastonburysforthebirds, then switched 
over to see what was happening on BookTok. A few minutes later, she heard a ding. It was a 
DM from a new follower. 
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BirdsAreMyFave47 
Hey, just wanted to let you know, thereôs something wrong with the 
crows in your first post. Their eyes arenôt supposed to look like thaté 
Iôd be carefulé 
 

 

 
The sill of the wide two-pane window was lined with crows that stood, making no sound, 
staring into the living room. Aliah hesitated, then went over to check out the back door to see if 
the food was gone.  
 
Hopefully, the crows had seen her drop off the food and just wanted more, but they could also 
still be pissed about yesterday. Neither was a good option. When she saw that the cutting 
board still held her lunchtime offering, she backed away from the door as fast as she could.  
 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭΚΗέ {ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎpered as she sank deeper into the house and away from the doors 
ŀƴŘ ǿƛƴŘƻǿǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƘƛŘŜΦ {ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ 
ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ƘƻƳŜ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ 
slowly, carefully, back the way she came.  
 
She reached out to yank the blinds over the back door shut, then side-stepped, back to the wall, 
ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ŎǳǊǘŀƛƴǎΦ {ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŀƴƎǊȅ ά/!²Ηέ 
noises, but at least she couldnΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ bƻ ƳƻǊŜ ŎǊŜŜǇȅ ōƛǊŘǎ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ  
 
She turned on a couple of small lamps and lit a candle now that the room was dimmer. Then, 
she grabbed a blanket and sank back into the overstuffed chair with a copy of The Love That 
Split the World by Emily Henry. She was originally reading The Haunting of Hill House, as it was 
ǎǇƻƻƪȅ ǎŜŀǎƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘƭȅ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎǇƻƻƪŜŘΦ  
 
A few chapters in, the Tylenol had worn off, and her face and head ached enough to make her 
lie back and close her eyes. Sleep came quickly, and with it, dreams of the three crows.  
 
This time, they were standing on the fence at the front of her yard, staring at her through mist 
that seemed to roll in slow motion.  
 
A faint skittering noise made her ears prick, and she slowly opened her eyes as she heard it a 
second time. As soon as her eyes were open, she scrabbled back into her chair, trying to get as 
far away from the scene in front of her as she could.  
 
There were crows everywhere. Crows on her television, bookshelves, couch, ottoman, coffee 
table, carpet, kitchen counters, the refrigerator ς even the ceiling light. Crows were on the arms 
and back of her chair, and beneath her feet. They all just stood, staring at her, waiting.  
 
ά/!² /!² /!²Σέ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿ ŎƭƻǎŜǎǘ to her left shoulder cried.  
 
Pain exploded behind her eyes. Like sinus pressure times a million. It felt like her head was 
going to burst like an overfull balloon.  
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ά/!² /!² /!²Σ /!² /!² /!²Σέ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿǎ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ  
 
Her skin felt tightly stretched over her skull. Her scalp ached and twitched, and her face was 
white-hot. She could only focus on the pain and the fading chorus of crows. Then everything 
went black.  

τ----------- 
²ƘŜƴ !ƭƛŀƘ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀƛƴ ǿŀǎ ƳƛǊŀŎǳƭƻǳǎƭȅ ƎƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ her whole 
living room anymore - a giant black pyramid blocked the middle of her vision. She reached out 
to touch her nose, only to feel something long, cold, and hard.  
 
ά/!² /!² /!²Σέ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿ ŎƘƻǊǳǎ ŎǊƛŜŘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŀƴǘƭȅΦ  
 
Yanking her hand away from the strangeness of her own face, she noticed a glimmer at her 
side. She reached over and gingerly touched her right arm, feeling the smooth strands of newly 
sprouted iridescent black feathers.  
 
¢ƘŜ ŎǊƻǿǎ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŎŀǿƛƴƎΦ !ƭƛŀƘΩǎ ƳƛƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ōƭŀƴƪΦ  
 
She stood unmoving, draped in delicate feathers, a cold, dull stare replacing her abject terror.  
 
ά/!²Σέ ǎŀƛŘ !ƭƛŀƘΦ 
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Copycat 

By Andrew Paulo 

Sitting around table in the Glastonbury High School cafeteria one October night, Marco, 
Ravid, and Teddy were bored. How was the Cub Scout meeting not over yet? Being 10 years 
old meant that you finished the activities much faster than the younger scouts, and it felt like 
they had finished their knot-tying activity hours ago.   

Now they were just sitting and watching Kyle, the high-school aged Boy Scout who 
was volunteering that night, walk the second graders through their overhand knots for the fifth 
time.   

¢ŜŘŘȅ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƭƻǳŘ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŀƳŀǘƛŎ ǎƛƎƘΦ άDŀƘΣ LΩƳ ǎƻ ōƻǊŜŘΦέ  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŘƻΦέ wŀǾƛŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŎƘŀǘǘƛƴƎ ōȅ 
the Fruitopia machine, hoping one of them would suddenly realize it was time to go 
home.  

ά!ƴȅ ƛŘŜŀǎΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ aŀǊŎƻΦ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦέ wŀǾƛŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ƎƭŀǊƛƴƎ ƘŀǊŘŜǊΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜƪΚ ¢ƘŜ Ƙŀƭƭǿŀȅǎ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ 
ŘŀǊƪ ŀƴŘ ǉǳƛŜǘΦ LǘΩǎ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘΦέ  
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¢ŜŘŘȅ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴ ŜǾŜƴ ƭƻǳŘŜǊ ǎƛƎƘΦ ά/ŀƴΩǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŀŦŜǘŜǊƛŀΦέ 
ά²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎƴŜŀƪ ƻǳǘΦέ aŀǊŎƻ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ 
mouth.  

YȅƭŜΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŜŀǾŜǎŘǊƻǇǇƛƴƎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ¢ŜŘŘȅΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎƛƎƘΣ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ƪƛŘǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ 
ropes and joined the bored boys at their table.  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǘƘŜȅ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀŦŜǘŜǊƛŀΣ you know. Bad stuff happens here at 
ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ  YȅƭŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊ ƻŦ bŀǘƘŀƴ /ŀǇƻƴƛΚέ  

The boys leaned forward and shook their heads.  

άLǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ мл ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΦ aȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ YǊƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŦǊŜǎƘƳŀƴ ǘƘŜƴΤ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƭƭ 
about it after it happened. One night there was a crazy storm during one of the scout meetings. 
The power kept going out, so they ended the meeting early. A couple of kids knew their parents 
ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ Ǉƭŀȅ ƘƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜƪΦ hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ 
kid Nathan Caponi. He hid in a bathroom at the back of the science wing, near the stairwell. It 
ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ǎǇƻǘΦέ  

Kyle paused. His eyes smiled, but his voice was serious.  

άhƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƧŀƴƛǘƻǊǎ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜƳ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƻōōȅ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ 
ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΦ ²ƘŜƴ bŀǘƘŀƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇΣ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ƘŜΩŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ōŜŜƴ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ 
ƎƻƴŜ ƘƻƳŜΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘΦέ 
The boys were quiet.  

ά¢ƘŜ ƧŀƴƛǘƻǊ ƘŀŘ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ŘƻƻǊΣ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ bŀǘƘŀƴ ǿŀǎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΦ !ǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ bŀǘƘŀƴ 
Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΦ IŜ 
figured eventually someone would call out that the game ǿŀǎ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ǎǘŀǊǘ 
ǎƘƻǳǘƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ŜǾŜǊ ŘƛŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊƳ Ǝƻǘ ǿƻǊǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǿŜƴǘ ƻǳǘΦέ  

Ravid was barely able to contain a gasp.  

άIŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǳŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ŀƭƭ ǿŜŜƪŜƴŘΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ bƻ ƻƴŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜ 
was there. Wheƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳ ƻƴ aƻƴŘŀȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ƛƴǎŀƴŜΦέ  

¢ŜŘŘȅ ƎǳƭǇŜŘΦ ά5ƛŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΚέ  

ά¢ƻǘŀƭƭȅΦ aȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
dark, ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳƛǊǊƻǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅ άhƭƭȅ hƭƭȅ hȄŜƴ CǊŜŜέ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǘƛƳŜǎΦΦΦ bŀǘƘŀƴ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ 
ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ǇƭŀŎŜΦέ  

The cafeteria felt colder.  

ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎΚέ ŀsked Marco.  

YȅƭŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ IŜ ƎƻŜǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎŎƻǳǘ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎΚ bƻ ƻƴŜΩǎ ŜǾŜǊ ǘǊƛŜŘ 
ƛǘΦέ ¢ŜŘŘȅ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎƭȅΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŦŀƪŜΦέ  

άL ōŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ wŀǾƛŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ  
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άCƛƴŜΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƳŜΣέ YȅƭŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƘŜŀŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƎǊŀŘŜǊǎΦ άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ 
you ŎƻǳƭŘ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǝƻ ǘǊȅ ƛǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ ƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ  

It only took a second. Ravid dared Marco. Marco double-dared Teddy. One called another 
a ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴΦ 9ǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅΣ aŀǊŎƻ ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ƘŜΩŘ ǘǊȅ ƛǘΦ  

He slipped out of the cafeteria, telling the scoutmaster he needed to go to the bathroom, 
which ƘŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ƭƛŜΦ IŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ .ƻȅΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ 
use and headed toward the back of the school.  

He passed the glass doors of the library and took a left. He walked past the shop classes and 
the guidance office until he arrived at the big windows of the STEM lab, where he took a right.  

He headed down through the darker halls of the Home Economics classrooms until he arrived 
at the Science classes. The pouring rain outside helped to drown out the nervous thumping of 
his heart. 
Marco crept to the end of the hall to the back stairwell where he found the old, unmarked 
door, just like Kyle had promised.   

The dingy tiles in the small, square, dimly lit bathroom made his sneakers squeak. The 
klunking of the door behind him was deafening in the almost silent room. He took a deep 
breath, stood himself in front of the mirror, and turned off the light.  

The darkness was immediately as thick as the smell of old water that hung around him. He 
took a deep breath of stale air and felt in his pocket for the mini flashlight his Aunt Tracy had 
given him for Christmas. He counted the seconds in his head.  

At 10 seconds, it was so dark he could feel his eyes strain for something to focus on.  

At 30 seconds, it was so quiet he could hear the legs of his pants rubbing against each other 
as he shivered with fear.  

At 60 seconds, he decided it was now or never.   

άhƭƭȅ ƻƭƭȅ ƻȄŜƴ ŦǊŜŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ IŜ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ŀ 
moment. Nothing happened. He felt a little silly.  

άhƭƭȅ ƻƭƭȅ ƻȄŜƴ ŦǊŜŜΦέ ! ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƭƻǳŘŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΦ  

He smirked a little. He was in a gross old bathroom in the dark. Did he really think 
something would happen?  

άhƭƭȅ ƻƭƭȅ ƻȄŜƴ-έ  

άCǊŜŜΦέ ! ǾƻƛŎŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜŦǘ ŜŀǊΦ  

Marco yanked the flashlight out of his pocket, nearly ripping his pants. The beam of light cut 
through the dark and landed on the mirror. He could see his reflection. He could see 
something else.  

It was a boy.   
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wƛƎƘǘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘƛƻƴΦ tŀƭŜΦ ²ƛǘƘ ƘŀƛǊ ƳǳŎƘ ǿƘƛǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ aŀǊŎƻΩǎΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƛƴ 
a dusty, wrinkled Boy Scout uniform. His eyes were wide. And his mouth was smiling.  

Marco tried to scream. When nothing came out, he burst out of the bathroom and ran.   

When he reached the STEM lab, he could see his reflection in the big glass windows. And 
right ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳ ǿŀǎ bŀǘƘŀƴΩǎ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƳǳŎƘ ƭŜǎǎ ǇŀƭŜΦ  

Marco sprinted back past the library. He peeked at his reflection in the sliding glass doors 
and saw Nathan still behind him, his scout uniform looking much newer and cleaner. 
Marco kept running down the hallway toward the bathrooms the Cub Scouts were supposed 
to use, when he heard sƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΦ IŜ ŘǳŎƪŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ .ƻȅΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ǎƻ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘ 
he had been there the whole time.  

Catching his breath, he looked up and caught his reflection in the bathroom mirror. There 
was Nathan, right behind him, his hair much darker and shorter nowΦ [ƛƪŜ aŀǊŎƻΩǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ 
could be twins.  

άaŀǊŎƻΗέ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ wŀǾƛŘ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭǿŀȅΦ  

Marco tried to shout back but nothing came out. He watched the other Marco in the 
ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ άLΩƳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΗέ bŀǘƘŀƴ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ of the bathroom.  

Marco realized he was no longer the one outside the mirror. And Nathan Caponi was 
headed back to his scout meeting. 
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Classroom#24 
By Dan Yu 

 
I love this time of the year in Connecticut. The crisp autumn air delivers the scene of apple 
cinnamon and pumpkin spice. The golden leaves crunch rhythmically under my feet. The blush 
of the sunset is the backdrop to the almost skeleton trees. Scout and I were out for our daily 
walk after dinner. He was immune to the distraction of the leaves at this point. He was laser-
focus and had only one mission in mind: chase down at least one of those Canadian geese by 
the marsh. They are increasing in numbers, winter must be near. 
 
¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƻǿƴ ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ life, and never getting tired 
of its predictabilities. The familiarity comforts me. 2 blocks away is the coffee shop I frequently 
visit. Sandy has long retired and now her son and daughter-in-law run the place. The cringy 
flowery wall paper has been replaced with contemporary beige frames of abstract lines and 
shapes. They now serve hipster drinks named hibiscus latte and rose tea. I love the change of 
scenery. Even a sleepy town like Glastonbury evolves. Nothing is stuck in the past. 23 years ago, 
I accepted the teaching position after college in the same elementary school I graduated from. 
²ŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƴŜǿ ǇƭŀȅƎǊƻǳƴŘǎΣ ƴŜǿ ǿƛƴŘƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƻǊǎΣ ƴŜǿ ŀƛǊ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴƛƴƎ ǳƴƛǘΣ ǊŜǾƻƭǾƛƴƎ door 
of 5 principals, new teachers and staff, and every year, I get a brand new group of exuberant 
students. The only thing stagnant is me. And I hope to keep it that way. 
 
!ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ǎƘƻǇΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƻȅ ǎǘƻǊŜΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ŎƭƻǎŜέ ǎƛƎƴ ǳǇΣ ōǳǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 
glowing window, I could still see Cindy had started her final walkaround, fixing and organizing 
the shelves, before the closeout. The Jack-o-[ŀƴǘŜǊƴ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ōǳǘ 
ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅ ǘǊƛŎƪ ƻǊ ǘǊŜŀǘŜǊǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘƛŀƭ 
areas off main street. It was quite impossible to get the kids to settle down today in class. It is 
once a year opportunity for them to eat all the candies they want and stay up as late as they 
ǿŀƴǘΦ Lǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴ Ŧŀƭƭǎ ƻƴ ŀ CǊƛŘŀȅΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƘŀŘ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ 
conǘǊƛōǳǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǘǊŀ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘΦ {ŎƻǳǘΩǎ ōŀǊƪƛƴƎ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ 
day. Iƛǎ ǇŀŎŜ ǉǳƛŎƪŜƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ L ƪƴŜǿ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜΩǎ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΥ /ŀƴŀŘƛŀƴ ƎŜŜǎŜ ƻǳǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 
sports field of the school. We were nearly there! As soon as we got to the open field, I 
unleashed {ŎƻǳǘΣ άр ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎέ L ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ŀǎ {Ŏƻǳǘ ǘƻƻƪ ƻŦŦ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎΦ L ǿŀǎ ƪŜŜƴƭȅ ŀǿŀǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
decrease in temperature, and the red horizon was slowly turning into an inky blue. I hugged my 
jacket closer against the evening chill, and looked back at the school building I had spent the 
past 23 years in. My youth has been trapped in there somewhere. I can almost see my younger 
self looking out from the 4th grade classroom window, 23 years ago. A glow on the 2nd floor 
caught my eye. I looked down at Ƴȅ ǿŀǘŎƘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜ ŦƻǊ Allen, our school custodian, to be 
on-site. Maybe someone forgot to turn off the light? That cannot be right, we had just 
upgraded the whole building to motion sensor lighting. I hesitated, should I? I took another 
look, and I know exactly what room that was. I felt the sweater creeped down my spine despite 
the chilly autumn air. 
 
23 years of guarding a secret, and I know I cannot hide it any longer. But I can try. I leashed 
Scout to a tree against all his will, and I ran into the school building. 
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The year was 2002, I just turned 9. Kevin and I had just finished trick-or -treating off main 
street, and his older brother Will, who was supposed to be supervising us, has been left behind 
since Maple Street. Will bumped into a group of girls he knew from school, and was trying to 
make small talks, in a very awkward way. Kevin and I had decided that the excitement of the 
night Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ŜƴŘ ƘŜǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎƴŜŀƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴǘƻ !ƳōŜǊΩǎ ŘŜǎƪ ŀƴŘ 
locker to search for evidence that would incriminate her. We were convinced that Amber had 
staged the whole broken glass near a perfectly intact window to draw attention to her. Kevin 
took a piece ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǉǳǘ ƻǳǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǊŎŜΦ ¦ƴƭŜǎǎ ƻŦ 
course, Amber ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ŜƭǎŜ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ 
would find, but I do know that we hate Amber with a passion. She skipped line on the zipline 
and pushed anyone that came before her. Kevin and I are determined that this was a mystery 
to be solved. Maybe if we found traces of glass inside her locker, we knew for sure that she had 
placed it during the day. 
 
Earlier that day, Mrs. Randalls was very rigid but did not take the matter seriously. The entire 
class heard a shattering of glass when we were inside the classroom. We all stopped to see 
what had broken. I imagined someone kicking a ball through the window, or maybe a bird flew 
in. We saw nothing was broken but there was a pile of broken glasses on the floor near Amber's 
desk. The event was quickly forgotten and the class went back to normal. Kevin picked up a 
small piece of glass before Mrs. Randalls could clean it up. We examined it later that day, and it 
appears to be a piece of a mirror. The silvering glimmered in the light. We decided that it was 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƛƴƛǎǘŜǊ !ƳōŜǊ ŎƻƴƧǳǊŜŘ ǳǇ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘΩǎ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǾƛƭ ƛƴ 
disguise. 
 
The school was eerily quiet and it was not difficult to climb into one of the open windows on 
the first floor. We had our flash lights and we went into the dark hallway that leads to our 
familiar classroom #24. Whatever we thought we were going to find did not prepare us for 
what was to come next. There was a dimly glowing blue light coming from classroom 24, much 
like the glow ǎǘƛŎƪǎΩ ŎƘŜƳƛŎŀƭ ƭǳƳƛƴŜǎŎŜƴŎŜΦ YŜǾƛƴ ŀƴŘ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΣ ǳƴŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ƛŦ ǿŜ 
should enter. 
 
This is very creepy, and we both realized that no one can hear us for miles if we choose to 
scream. We should have just turned around and ran but instead we inched closer trying to take 
a peek. In the classroom #24, there was a broken standing mirror emitting blue light, it looked 
like it was trying to put itself together without any external force. The small pieces of broken 
glass gradually floated out of the sharps container and wiggled and rotated themselves into 
place like pieces of a puzzle. I can hear my teeth chattering and the hair on the back of my 
neck stood up. I was instantly paralyzed. Kevin took out from his pocket the piece of the mirror 
he kept earlier and it floated out of his hand, attached itself onto the mirror. The broken lines 
slowly disappeared. And the mirror was whole again. Continuing to emit its glowing light 
against the dark of the room, the surface was as smooth and perfect as it had never been 
broken. To my surprise, Kevin started walking towards it. I tried to stop him, but it was too late. 
He was unresponsive and looked completely mesmerized. When he made it to the front of the 
mirror, in it, I saw a chess set come into view. The chess board along with the pawns, knights, 
kings and other pieces levitated inside the mirror, and looked as if gravity did not exist. It was 
clear as day to me that this mirror is a portal to another world, and that I really need to wake 
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up from this dream. Kevin reached out his fingers and touched the surface, I heard my 
ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ άbhέ accompanying a flash of light exploring. I raised my hand to block it off my face 
instinctively, and the next thing I remember, I was in my bedroom, and it was the morning of 
November 01. 
 
aƻƳ Ǌŀƴ ǳǇǎǘŀƛǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǊǳǎƘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ǊƻƻƳ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻŎƪƛƴƎΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƻƪΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ 
ǿƛǘƘ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴΣ άȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎΦέ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƘǳƎ ƳŜΣ άŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜΣ ƻƘ Ƴȅ 
ƎƻƻŘƴŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎƻŀƪŜŘ ƛƴ ǎǿŜŀǘΦέ aȅ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ thumping in my chest. Meanwhile, I was 
relieved that it was just all a dream. I must have read Through the Looking Glass too much. 
However, I now realized that I was still in street clothes and I had no recollection of how I 
returned home last night. I opened my mouth to ask mom, but was interrupted with a mix of 
urgent door bell ringing and knocking from the front door. Mom went downstairs and I 
followed. 2 police officers flashed their badges and introduced themselves. They said Kevin was 
missing and was last seen with me, and they are wondering if you could ask me a few 
questions. 
 
I must have fainted again, because the next thing I knew I was lying down on the sofa with my 
mom and the 2 police officers looking down at me with concern. I told them everything I knew 
and even though, deep down, I knew what I saw was real, no one else believed me. I ended up 
seeing a child psychologist for a few years and my parents believed that because Kevin and I 
were close, I made up stories to protect myself. I finished elementary school, middle school and 
ƘƛƎƘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ YŜǾƛƴΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜŀǊ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ YŜǾƛƴΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ LŦ L ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴ ǘƻǿƴΣ ŀǘ ǎǘƻǊŜǎΣ 
I run the opposite direction. Within a year, they moved out of town. I went back to the same 
classroom where I saw Kevin last many many times throughout the years and I searched every 
ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ōǊƛŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǊƻƻƳΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǿƘŀǘ L 
saw that night. Every Halloween for the past 23 years, I looked for that mirror to come back in 
ƘƻǇŜ ƻŦ YŜǾƛƴΩǎ ǊŜǘǳǊƴΦ L ƎǳŀǊŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΣ ǎƻ ƴƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ŧŀƭƭ ǾƛŎǘƛƳ ǘƻ 
ǘƘƛǎ ƳƛǊǊƻǊΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ YŜǾƛƴ ƛǎ ŘŜŀŘΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜΩǎ ǘǊŀǾŜƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ǳƴǊŜŀŎƘŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ 
he will figure out a way to come back. 
 
The hallway was as eerie and quiet as 23 years ago. Except this time, when I walked through, all 
the lights turned on automatically. From a distance, I can see the same blue glow poured out 
from room #24. This time I will be brave, I told myself. Sure enough, the same exact mirror was 
standing in the middle of the room. Besides it, to my surprise, was a boy around 9 years of age. 
He was wearing a pair of pale blue jeans and a polo shirt with red and black stripes. In his hands 
ǿŀǎ CǊŜŘŘȅ YǊǳƎƎŜǊΩǎ Ƙŀǘ ŀƴŘ ƎƭƻǾŜǎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƘŀǘ he had dressed up as for Halloween that 
ȅŜŀǊΦ L ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ƛƴ ŘƛǎōŜƭƛŜŦΣ άYŜǾƛƴΚΗέ 


