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To the younger me that wrote this, thank you for
having an imagination and helping me keep it, unlike several people
now a-days. Thank you for keeping me different.

 


To my parents, thank you for all the encouragement
over the years. It’s helped me blossom into who I am today.

 


To my fourth grade English teacher, thank you for
boosting my confidence about my writing. Without you, I’d have
probably given up long ago.

 


And thank you, God, for giving me a way with words
early in my life. I hope I can use them to tilt the world
someday.

 


Thank you.


1. Nightmares

 


There's someone in my room.

The sheets cling to my sweaty figure as I
inhale slowly. There's always been this presence... and it's only
in my room, ever since I began having the nightmares. They were so
vivid, like broken memories. Wolves, vampires, ghosts... things
that don't exist and yet do in my mind. Does something like that
make me crazy?

I wrote them down, the dreams, when I was
nine. The pages rest in the top drawer of my desk, each "chapter"
confusing and strange, like a tale from wonderland.
I wish it was from wonderland. The images I
described in my stories didn't do the real thing justice, and I
didn't understand some things I do now... which terrifies me all
the more.

Something clatters to the floor, sending a
bolt of lightning through my body. Hastily, I reach for my lamp and
switch it on, illuminating the room. I swear I see something move
out of the corner of my eye, but I'm alone. Everything is as it
was.

Except for the book that had fallen to the
floor and the few papers it took with it. On shaky legs, I make my
way over to it and freeze before my fingers can touch it. It's pink
cover had a flower on the front, its sparkles shimmering in the dim
lighting. Why I kept this thing out, I have no idea--actually, in
all honesty, I do. The pages were a mystery to me. It was mine. My
diary from eleven years ago.

There's a sound of something moving back by
my bed. I spin around, trying hard not to show fear, and once again
saw nothing. The chain to turn my lamp on was swinging back and
forth, as if something had just touched it. Which I did... but it
wasn't moving by the time I stood.

My breath hitched and I grabbed the diary.
Everything grew cold suddenly, my insides twisting around
themselves. I felt so small, so weak... there's no possible way
someone was watching me, or even in my room, is there? Ghosts...
are just...

The lamp shuts off.

I clutch the diary with both hands as my eyes
open wide, trying to use whatever light my pupils can find to
see.

And then I see a face.

She smiles mischievously as my fingers go
numb and I drop my old diary.

It disappears, a cold chill splintering
through my nerves.

"Happy Halloween," a voice whispers,
laughter following it.

Suddenly, it's as if the floor disappears
from below me and I scream as I pass through it, gravity pulling me
down faster than my brain could keep up with. I felt like Alice
falling down a rabbit hole. I can see nothing and feel nothing but
wind licking at my body as I try to reach out to grab onto
something ,anything, but I feel nothing. The only sensation
available to me is taste and smell, dirt and mildew filling my
senses.

And then there's light. It's down below,
lodged crookedly into the dirt, skeletons sticking out from where
the light falls. A cry of help explodes from my throat as I pass
it, a hole in the wall with people in it. If you could call them
people. They don't even glance my way as darkness falls again, the
light gone. Another bulb flickers on below to my left, and I whip
by it, a chill freezing my bones as the little girl watches me the
entire time, her eyes filled with anger.

Looking over my shoulder, I watch as she
jumps, falling through the air with me, a few hundred feet up. My
heart rate begins to speed up, and I start to reach for anything,
the dirt wall not too far from reach. Darkness falls again and I
hear a howl. The sounds of rushing water reaches my ears, the air
growing damper as I descend.

Something comes into view.

It's a speck, way down below, glowing light
blue. I peek behind my shoulder to see the girl has fallen a lot
faster than I have--she was almost able to touch me. An utter of
fear is expelled from my gut and I turn to see what it is at the
bottom of the long hole. The blue speck has gotten bigger, white
appearing in its coloring now. Another howl cries out as I
recognize the circular image--it's the moon.

I crash into it. Water surrounds me and
immediately; I'm suffocating. The girl crashes in behind me as I
turn over to face the image of the moon, bubbles floating up from
my mouth as my lungs begin to burn. Her blue fingers wrap around my
neck and squeeze, her red hair like fire in the florescent glow of
the moon. My sight clarifies as unconsciousness forces its fingers
into my brain and I recognize her face.

Her name is Megan.

"You left me!" she cries beneath the
water, bubbles spurting from her mouth as the warbled words reach
my ears. "You will pay!"

My eyes snap open, my white ceiling greeting
me. I sit up, coughing and sucking air into my lungs. Was I really
suffocating in my sleep?

A chill runs down my back as I look at the
old diary on my bookcase. It was all a dream.

But it felt so real.


2. The Tenth Halloween

 


The grass has a soft gleam to it, the air
only destined to grow crisper as we dip into November. I wrap my
hands around my arms, shivering at the breeze. I'd never been able
to handle winters, and it looks like this year wouldn't be any
different. Go figure.

I shudder as I recall the dream from last
night, the one that kept me up until morning. I'd seen Megan.

In my nightmares, she'd be the one by my
side. It's like she was my best friend, only she was a ghost. She
had lived in the house we'd moved into and... she died in the
mansion at the end of that street. I can't tell if the story was
actually real or if my subconscious made it up. The house is real,
the mansion is real, but I'm not sure she was. Last night is really
making me question it.

I jingle my keys in my hand, staring at them
as I stand still. I'm almost terrified to go into my house, worried
the nightmare will come to life. I march on anyway, telling myself
the dream was just a dream and that's how it will stay. I'm just
being ridiculous.

A black cat sits in my doorway, its yellow
eyes locked on me. An irrational sense of unease flares in my
chest, the cat bringing back memories from the dreams. It seems to
purr as I come near, still as a statue, except for its head. When
I'm just before it, I squat down and hold my hand out, seeing if it
would let me pet it. I could have sworn it shook its head right
before it hissed at me, darting off into the bushes suffocating my
windows. In my nightmares, there was a cat, and he talked...

I shook my head and stood up, feeling stupid.
Animals can't talk--except for those on America's Funniest Home
Videos, if you can count that as talking.

Opening the door, I could already hear my
parents talking about dinner. My dad had developed a gluten allergy
and they had to work around that, while my mom had to avoid sugars.
Dinners around here are pretty creative because of that.

They greeted me as I walked in and dipped to
pet one of our three cats, Violet. Her short tail whipped back and
forth as her overgrown claws clicked on the floor. She was the
strangest cat I'd ever had, but I'm not complaining. I love her to
death.

"Zucchini tacos or lettuce wraps?" My mom
asks, trying to make a decision on what to cook.

"Doesn't matter to me, as long as it has
cheese," I tell her, setting my purple bag on the couch.

"Tacos it is," she nods, walking over to get
out the ingredients to cook. "How was class?"

"Eh," I shrug, not wanting to tell them how
much I hated college. All the people there say they're open minded,
when really, all they are is ignorant and disrespectful to people
like me. Not to mention I freaking hate it here. "It was fine. Got
a hundred on my psychology paper though."

"That's really good," my dad said to me,
tapping on his iPad.

"I guess. But everyone got hundreds anyway,
so..." I trail off. "Doesn't really mean anything."

"When's your next rehearsal?" my mom pries as
she glances around the break-in-the-wall to the kitchen.

"Tomorrow. The director's 'deathly' sick
today." I slip off my shoes and pick my bag back up, slinging it
over my shoulder and head into my room, my heart hammering in my
chest. I want to believe last night was just a dream, a bizarre one
intertwined with all those others I'd had when I was eight, but I
froze at my door, still, like a child afraid to see what's hiding
in her closet. My breath shakes as I take it in and twist the
doorknob. Violet runs around the corner into the hallway and into
my room, click-clacking as she jumps on my bed.

I exhale in relief to see nothing had been
shifted, and drop my bag onto my pink-sheeted bed. Violet lets out
a quiet meow and I scratch her on the head absentmindedly, my eyes
locked on my closet door sitting ajar. I shuffle over to it, my
heart crescendoing as I pull the bulb's chain to switch it on. My
fingers pry open the small box on top, revealing several notebooks
with sketches and stories I'd done from so long ago. By the time I
find what I'm looking for, my eyes are dry and my hands are
shaking. I pull out a neglected notebook and open it up, the
nightmares staring me in the face, bringing back the fear and the
chills I'd felt when they first appeared in my subconscious.

I read them over. In my dreams, I was ten
when everything happened. Two years before, in the dreams, Megan
died the day after Halloween in the mansion at the end of the
street. Everything else in the story seems... impossible.

The door shuts behind me and I hear Violet
hiss. I spin to open the door, but when I touch the doorknob, its
heat burns my hand. I cry out and bite my cheek as I tell myself to
block out the pain and twist the doorknob just as the light above
me busts, sending glass raining down onto my scalp. I'm able to
exit the closet, when my heart drops out of my chest. The entire
house has disappeared.

Turning around, I see the closet has too.
Around me is a construction site, empty shells of machines
glistening in the moonlight. And then the world flickers again,
like an old television struggling to turn on. My room, for the
moment, is back, before disappearing again. A cold, chilling wind
worked its fingers across my skin, a voice carrying past my ears
with it.
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