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    This book is dedicated to my lovely daughters, Destiny and Brooke.  Two kids who were raised to enjoy a good scare, just like their dad. Also, to my Mom, who loves a good horror movie and has been waiting for this book for a while.

 

I love you, Dad, and Miss you. May you enjoy the book from where you are.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Darkness is the one thing a child has yet to understand...

 

By Peter Dre

      

    


Intro

A black flyer lies across the wet tar-black street. You can hardly see it as it blends in with the night sky. A 13-year-old boy from the projects picks up the flyer, and words start to appear.

Just hold this flyer for more than a day.  

It will change your life in so many ways

When night comes around, the signs will be clear.

You’ll see an old lady who will take you from here,

And all that is needed is for you to commit

After twenty-four hours, you’ll see what you get

An old lady standing outside your front door

To take you to a place you have never seen before

Here you can be, all you can be

At the stroke of twelve, 

Midnight church will set your soul free  
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Chapter 1
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She’s gone

Dad leaves a flyer on the table next to Grandma's dead ashes.  Another child from the projects went missing; Bobby James couldn't care less. The sun is setting, and he can only think about Grandma being gone. She passed away a couple of days ago. The thought that this would be his last summer at Grandma’s hit hard. The memories of summer won't be the same. He spent countless summers hanging out at his Grandma's apartment in the projects. His memories now merge with his Pop’s childhood thoughts.    

“Where do you think Grandma is right now?”  Bobby James asked his Pops.

“Grandma is in a good place, looking down at you smiling because you're a strong young man,” Mr. James said as he gave his son a big, loving hug, ensuring Bobby James that everything would be okay.

“I miss Grandma,” Bobby says with his eyes becoming watery.

The lost feeling of love leaves Bobby James feeling empty.

“We both do, son. She was a strong woman with a pure heart,” Mr. James replied.   

Bobby James sits in the bedroom he slept in during his summertime visits. His bedroom faces the courtyard below. He has bars on his window like he’s in a jail cell. Bobby figures that anyone thinking of jumping out the window can’t. The project has a history of stories, and now Bobby James has one to share himself.  

He sits in the bedroom, thinking of all his good times with Grandma. This may be his last summer in the big city before returning to his old country lifestyle. His Pop is in the other room, decluttering and filing away any unnecessary things in Grandma's apartment.   

Bobby paces around his bedroom.  He’s thirteen years old now, and life mixed with puberty has hit all at once.  His deep thinking often causes him to fall asleep in the afternoon.  Bobby James suddenly got the urge to wake up after this weird dream.

It’s dark, and the streets are shiny and wet. A silhouette of a kid wearing all black with a hoodie covering his face stands in the project courtyard. We face each other as if it were a standoff or some staring contest—except that this contest is unfair.  

The person with the hood on has no visible face. It’s buried within the darkness of the hood. Bobby wants to see who is standing there, just staring. He walks slowly and cautiously toward the standing figure.  There was no movement from the kid with the hood.  Bobby reaches for the hood to reveal the face.  It was Bobby looking at Bobby.  He quickly awakens from his bizarre dream.   

He opens his eyes and peeks over at the clock.  It’s a quarter to midnight.  There’s something about the night that keeps Bobby’s attention.    

“What awaits my fate if I am engulfed by the darkness of night?” Whispers this wired-framed boy as he gazes out his window like a feline near midnight.

Such morbid thoughts from this new teenage child who can’t help his thinking.  There’s no good reason why Bobby James is up way past his bedtime, but he has an uncontrollable curiosity about nightlife.  Something about people being up when everybody is asleep intrigues young Bobby James.  His imagination can get the better of him, but Bobby couldn't care less.  

Tonight, he’s at his bedroom window looking down at the courtyard.  This will be his last summer here, so he’s being extra nosy.  This view helps soothe his curiosity. 

He grabs the binoculars he got birdwatching with his Pops and uses them to get a good look down below. His window is slightly open so that he can hear whatever sounds bounce off the tall apartment walls. Voices tend to echo within the four 15-story buildings surrounding the courtyard. Some nights, nothing is going on, and the air is silent. Down below, the local dealers argue over a dice game.  

They seem to be extra rowdy tonight, harassing people as they come home late from work.  A couple walks by the group of thugs, and the boyfriend knows not to say anything because he’s outnumbered.  Bobby James watches as if he is waiting for a bad wreck to happen.  No words are exchanged.  

“The night is still young.”  Bobby James whispers as his eyes look for something strange and unexplainable. 

He always feels the night is just different.  The projects always have their good and bad people.  It’s dangerous to be out at night when the thugs are out.  Cops barely show up to these projects at night.    
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