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W whimpered avd chuckled,
it howled avd sawo,
Hs voice like a chaivsaw

cavalrt o a f{av,

Hs {ivaers were worms,
its eyeballs were clocks
K said: Iuyour shadow,

Now open the boy.
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The Catacombs That Creep and Crawl

Copyright © 2025 by Arima Bikia, LLC
All rights reserved, from broomstick to bell,

From shadowy corners to secrets you tell.
No part of this book (not even a smidge!)

May be copied or shared without crossing the

bridge—
The legal one, that is, with permission in hand,
Or you'll answer to lawyers (and possibly...sand).

Published by Ad Astra Science Fiction & Fantasy
(A fine little house where odd stories make sense,
With time-traveling cats and a talking old fence.)

For more info, strange tales, or a riddle or three,
Come knock at the door of:
<2 adamgaffenauthorcom
This tale is pretend, from the start to the end—
Though if you've seen Benny... perhaps don’t
offend.
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Then from the dark basement came clattering groans,
Lile skeletons texting on brittle old phones.
But Benny, bold Benny, he said with a grin:
“Pm not scared of noises! I'm going right in!”

So down he descended, the brave little sprout,
(While the house rearranged its rooms from without)
He followed the groans through a tunnel of teeth,

Till he reached a small box and the thing trapped beneath.

It whimpered and chuckled, it howled and it sang,
Its voice like a chainsaw caught on a fang.

Its fingers were worms, its eyeballs were clocks—
It said 'm your shadow, now open the box.

But Benny said “Nope!” and turned tail to run,
As the house yelled, “Too late! You've already begun!”
His shadow peeled off like a sticker from glue,
And grinned as it waved: ‘1l do better than you!"

Now Benny’s still running—at least, so they say—
Through a loop in the hallway that reshuffles each day.
And if you walk by, when the full moon is high,
You might hear a whisper, or maybe a cry.

So heed this strange tale from the town near the pines-
Where evil wears hats and speaks all in rhymes.
If a house says, “Come in,” with a giggle and grin,
Don’t knock on the door..Or it lets itself in.
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Foll Text

In the town of Bleak Bluff, where the sky's always gray,
Where the birds never chirp and the kids never play,
There stood a big house on a hill by the pines,
With shutters like scars and cracked, crooked lines.

It once was a school-or a church-or ajail,
Depending on who you asked for the tale.
But now it stood empty. Or so folks would say.
Except when the floorboards creaked late in the day.

Then one little boy, Young Benny McCree,
Said, Tll go explore it! Just wait and you'll see!
He packed up his satchel with snacks and a light,
And snuck past his mother that murky twilight.

He crept past the gate with a rickety rattle,
Not knowing the walls held a whispery battle.
With shadows that slithered and eyes made of smoke,
And a stairwell that spoke, '‘Come down, little bloke..."

He stepped on a rug that was oddly too squishy.
He tugged on a lamp that turned into a fishy.
And suddenly, everything wriggled and writhed—
The portraits all grinned, and the mirrors high-fived.
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He crept past the gate
with a ricketyrattle,

Mot kvowiva, the walls
held a whispery battle.
With shadows that slithered
ayd efes Made of smoke,
Avd a stairwell that spoke,
”Cowme dowy, little bloke...”
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We stepped ov arug,
that was oddlytoo squishy.
We tvaged ova lamp
that turved ivto aKishy.
Avd suddeyly, everythivg,
wriggled ayd writhed
The portraits all oiwed,
ayd the mirrors high~{ived.
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So heed this stravge tale
{rom the tow vear the pives
Where evil wears hats
ayd speaks all iv riymes.
K a house says, Cowme iv,
with a gjogle avd o,
Dowt kyock ovthe door
Or it lets itsel{ iv.
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Mow Bewy s still ruwvivg,
at least, so they say
Through a loop i the hallway
that reshuffles each day.
Avd i€ you walk by,
whey/the {ull moow is hiah,
You might hear a whisper,

or Maybe a cry.
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Introduction
(Or: How a Little Chaos Became a Whole Story)

Itall started with a conversation at Duke City Comic Con in 2025 one of those brief
but brilliant moments that sneal up on you when youre not looking for them. I was
chatting with a reader (the best kind of person to talk to at a con), and I asked her a
simple question:

“What do you like to read?”
She didn't hesitate. “Dr. Seuss and Stephen King,” she said.

Ihlinked. I grinned. My brain immediately did something it absolutely shouldn't have
it started thinking.

What if Seuss wandered into Derry, Maine? What if King’s monsters rhymed in meter
and grinned with goofy glee before devouring your soul? What if haunted houses
giggled? What if shadows peeled off with a wink and a wave?

This story was the result.

Itsalittle bit rhyme.
It a little bit fear.

11’ the kind of strange tale
thatjust shouldnt be here.

And yet-itis. A tribute to two iconic storytellers, smashed together like peanut butter
and pickles. Its whimsical. Its weird. It' just scary enough to make you hesitate
before turning out the light.

So turn the page, if you dare.
But if the house giggles... maybe don't knoclk

Adam Gaffen
(adamgaffenauthor.com)
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H orce was a school
or & church
or ajail,
Depeydivg, o who you asked
for the tale.

But vow it stood empty.
Or so folks would say.
Except whew the {loorboards
creaked late ivthe day.
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Thev {rom the dark basemeyt
came clatterivg,oyoays,
Like skeletovs testivg,

on brittle old phoves.
Bt Rewy, bold Bewy,
he said with a ofiv:
1M vot scared of voises/

1M opivg right iv/
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Then ove little boy,
Youra, Bewy McCree,
Said, 1N ap explore it/
Just wait ayd you | see/”
We packed up his satchel
with siacks avd a ligpt,
Avd syuck past his Mother
that murkytwiliopt.
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I the fown of Pleak Plufs,
where the sky's always oyay,
Where the birds vever chirp

ayd the kids vever play,
There stood a big house
on @ hill by the pives,

With shutters like scars
ayd cracked, crooked lives.
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COME
DOWN,
LITTLE
BLOKE...
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But Bewy said Nope/
ayd turyed tail to ruy,
As the house yelled,
Too late/ You ve already beoyy/
Wis shadow peeled of{
like a sticker from gJue,
Avd oyinved as it waved:
11l do better thay you/
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So dowy he desceyded,
the brave little sprout,
(While the house rearrayoed
its rooms {rom without)

He £ollowed the ayoays
fhrovah a tuiel of feeth,
Till he reached a sMall boy

axd the thivo, trapped beveath.
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