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A Beckoning of Shadows

Under the assault of a raging thunderstorm, as the wind lashed with uncontrollable fury and rain battered the Earth with unrelenting punishment, a desperate man made his way, protected from the vengeful elements by his car.

He lit a cigarette and watched the smoke swirl around him and vanish in the gathering darkness. The storm snuffed the last rays of the setting sun as if the world was once again plunged into a primordial abyss.

It came in an instant taking him by surprise, day became night without warning, streets flooded without remorse, wind howled without restraint. Andrew smelled a charge in the air, seeping through the car vents, filling his senses with something electrical, something alive.

He passed it all off, choosing to push on and reach his destination without so much as a thought about his safety or that of anyone else foolish enough to be out in the night with him.

The road was barely a sliver before him for the darkness swallowed it whole. He was sure it was still there but how could he really be sure? The car seemed to hover over the road as it rocked side to side in the pockets of wind.

Finally light cut through the darkness as lightning joined the attacking storm, slithering through the black sky and illuminating the menacing clouds that suffocated it. The flashes of light aided Andrew in his perception of the road and he noticed that he was about to miss his turn.

He hit his brake and jerked the wheel. The car roared in protest and slid across the road but he was adept enough to keep it from exiting the route, nailing his turn without a scratch. He raced down the winding road, thick woods cropping up on both sides, freakish trees reaching for him with clawed arms.

He looked up, crushed his cigarette out and took notice of the house flickering in and out of the flashing lightning. Relief filled him as his brow relaxed and his shoulders slacked. The road became dirt as gallons of mud oozed around his car’s tires, attempting to consume them.

Andrew pulled the car into the nearly non-existent driveway and stopped. He jumped from the car, pulling two suitcases with him. He was drenched within seconds but refused to acknowledge it as he made his way onto the front porch. The ancient, weathered wood groaned beneath his steps as he searched his coat pockets for his keys.

The door creaked open and rattled as if it would fall off its hinges at any moment. Andrew listened to the raindrops as they rolled off his clothes and pattered the floor. The place looked just as he remembered it. After all this time the house remained unchanged, immovable, a fortress of defense. Nothing could find him here. Here he could become invisible, untraceable, incognito.

Memories flooded him. Even in the darkness scenes of happy, warm times unfolded before him but were dashed as the thunder rocked the house, the roof thumping and lightning illuminating the windows.

He threw himself up the old staircase to his left, stumbling along the way, bracing against the dust-covered banister with its ornate carvings. Entering the first bedroom on the second floor, he dropped the suitcases by his feet and stared at the room.

He didn’t bother to turn on the light…they were most likely out from the storm anyway but he could recall every inch of the room by memory. The dresser in the corner with the loose drawer knobs, the matching nightstands with matching lamps, curtains that hung way too long for the windows, the enormous but damn comfortable bed against the back wall.

The bed called to him, he could see it almost glowing as the lightning reached through the windows tickling its blankets and sheets. Andrew drew closer to it, peeling his coat from his drenched body, his legs heavy and cramped and his head swimming as if overloaded with medication.

He finally succumbed and discovered pure heaven once again; the bed seemed to embrace him with strong, warm arms, cradling him as he had been a long time ago. Within moments he was asleep, his journey seemingly at its end. His body craved the comfort this place provided, he was in dire need of sleep and his system finally calmed itself down as he drifted into dreamland.

He would find no solace here however.

A chill caressed his body, waking him in the dead of night. He stirred and looked up watching the shadows shimmer across the bedroom walls. The storm still raged outside, and the lightning made the shadows dance and take shape…odd shapes, deformed, horrific. It was then that he heard the whisper…

“Andrew,” the shadows seem to whisper. He rubbed his eyes, still sluggish, still caught between reality and the land of sleep. He glanced around the room noticing the shadows all around him. They were different somehow; unlike anything he’d ever seen.

They were denser than the darkness of the room, growing larger, gaining substance, seemingly alive. Shape and form, human yet not human, animal and alien, they stirred and took over the room, closing in on him and calling for him.

“Andrew… Andrew hear me and rise.”

He sat up, blinking with disbelief as a solid wall of shadow writhed and stirred, surrounding him, cutting him off from the rest of the world. The storm became a fleeting cry in the distance.

“This is a dream,” he murmured. “I’m waking up now, waking up now…” he tapped his head as he often did when frustrated or nervous.

“It is no dream,” the shadows answered. “No matter where you go there are always shadows, shadows of the past, of the present and of the future. For everything casts its dark side and you are no different. You cannot hide from what will always be with you.”

The bedcovers stripped from his body and whipped to the floor. A shiver shot through Andrew, and he thought of calling out, but he didn’t know why or to whom.

“What the hell—”

“There is something you must come to understand this night, Andrew. Now rise.”

He sat frozen, out of some sense of defiance and his hatred of being told what to do but also out of pure fear.

The wall shifted again as the shadows gathered, gathered into a mass of unending darkness, reconfiguring until an arm sprouted from the blackness and then another. Soon legs wriggled from the mass and a head until a human form stood before him.

“Rise,” the figure said, assuming the form of one but now whispering in the voices of many, all at once in surreal unison. Indeed, it felt dream-like but Andrew realized it was all too real as the shadow form stepped towards him and took his hand.

A wave of pins and needles shot down his arm and surged through his entire body. It was if he was no longer in control of his body as he found himself leaving his bed and entering the center of the room.

“Please…” Andrew whimpered, terrified now. “What do you want from me?”

“For you to understand. A shadow is a reflection of the soul of its owner. Some are maligned. Some are benevolent. All are alive in one state or another. Without your shadow you couldn’t exist, they remain a part of you forever, seeing every deed, observing every action and event for good or evil, absorbing every positive or negative energy that washes through your soul unable to escape it, unable to find peace or repentance, remaining silent. But if one is careful, if you are sensitive enough, they will tell you their tale. For every one of them has a tale to tell Andrew, and it’s time you understood that.”

The figure gestured to the wall behind Andrew, slowly he turned and gazed on the silhouette of a woman clearly pronounced in the dim moonlight that now shimmered into the room.


Amateurs

Liza stopped and leaned against a withering tree. “Mikey, slow down,” she called, nearly out of breath. “We’ll never see the Gray Lady if we rush through the entire graveyard.”

“We don’t have all night.” Mikey stopped, his heart racing, with excitement, and waited for her to catch up. He carried his audio recorder in one hand and a PK meter in the other. Liza was expected to be the cameraperson, using her phone to capture any activity on video. “We got a lot of ground to cover and she doesn’t appear for that long. You know that.”

His younger sister rolled her eyes before dragging herself over to his side. “Okay, okay. We need to pick someplace.”

“The mausoleum,” Mikey said, pointing into the dusk and the huge stone structure in the distance.

The two of teens rushed across the oldest graveyard in town. In fact, it was the oldest one of all the surrounding towns and the only one that was haunted. Its gravestones were ancient; many of them were blackened with age, their writings blotted by the passage of time.

Many ornate lawn crypts, concrete structures that sheltered caskets beneath them and mausoleums dotted the landscape here and up on a lonely hill sat the remains of an old church whose only congregation these days were the ravens that sat vigilant on its decayed steeple.

Stories of the Gray Lady had circulated in town ever since before Mikey was born. He loved hearing his grandpa and his friends tell them down at the VFW. He’d never seen her personally, not like some of the old townies had, but he always knew that someday he would. He felt tonight was the night. He hoped Liza did too. He didn’t need any doubters cramping his style. If she wanted to be a serious ghost hunter like him, she had to believe. Sometimes he questioned her commitment. He hoped it wasn’t a mistake letting her join him, especially tonight.

As the sun melted behind the graveyard’s garden of skeletal trees, Mikey and Liza chose their perch beside the mausoleum. It was said the Gray Lady would sometimes walk in and out of the mausoleums and crypts as if searching for something.

“Testing… one… two…” Mikey spoke breathlessly into his audio recorder and played it back to make sure it was working. “Good. Are you ready?” He turned to Liza.

“Yes.”

“Liza, did you check the phone’s camera?”

“It’s working.”

“I didn’t see you check it.”

“For God’s sakes, Mikey. Here we go. Look, it’s fine.”

“I just want you to take this seriously. You asked to team up with me.”

“I thought it would be fun but we’ve come out here two nights in a row and got nothing. We’re the only ghost hunters I know of that haven’t ever recorded a thing.”

“It’s gonna happen tonight. I can feel it.”

“Sure. If you say so.”

“I do.”

They hunkered down and waited, letting the darkness settle over the graveyard like a shroud. A ribbon of moonlight cut across the sea of tombstones causing them to glow with a strange, eerie luminance.

Mikey’s heart started to beat a little faster and excitement swelled in the pit of his stomach. A chill kissed the air and the night grew late…

After a few hours, Liza checked the time on her phone. “Do we have to stay out here all night again?”

“If that’s what it takes,” he said through pursed lips. He knew his tone was obviously annoyed.

She rolled her eyes again as she leaned up against the mausoleum. Mikey tried to ignore her but was convinced this was the last time he would let her tag along. He turned on his PK meter and wove it from left to right out in front of him.

A new thought occurred to him and he walked around the front of the mausoleum and scanned its doors with the PK meter. Liza followed him.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Checking the whole thing… she might have left some sort of residue or something if she came in or out of here. You never know.”

“Okay…”

Mikey shook his head and moved on, circling the mausoleum back to the front. He walked up two stone steps to the double wooden doors and brushed his PK meter right in front of them. The instrument beeped for fading second.

“I think I got a spike!”

“What?” Liza joined his side.

Adrenalin rushed through him. He moved closer to the weathered doors and tapped his foot against them. They creaked open. Mikey froze. He looked at Liza.

“They’re unlocked,” he said with some disbelief.

Liza’s eyes widened.

Mikey reached for them with a hesitant hand and pushed them the rest of the way.

“Wait, no.” Liza grabbed his arm.

“What?”

“You’re not going in are you?”

“Of course I am. It’s an invitation. We have to.”

“Are you kidding me? This is someone’s final resting placing. It’s disrespectful and… weird.”

“This is what we came for. You do what you want but I’m going in.” Mikey stowed his PK meter, yanked a flashlight out of his pocket and turning it on, slipped inside.

He heard Liza sigh behind him, “Damn it.”

The interior of the chamber was mostly plain. An above ground sarcophagus sat in the center of it. A small stone table rested at the head of the sarcophagus with a vase atop it. The flowers inside of the vase had long decayed; stems slithering down the side of it like the husks of earthworms. On either side of the sarcophagus, within the walls, were two smaller tombs. The writing etched into the stone was unreadable from his vantage point.

At the back of the chamber was a stained-glass window. Mikey saw the moonlight glowing behind the glass. He looked around again and moved deeper inside, flashing his light over the tomb. Something caught his attention and he stopped.

“The sarcophagus… it’s been broken open. Are you getting this?”

“What?”

“You are filming, aren’t you?”

“I-I…”

“Liza,” he raised his voice. “Get over here. We need to capture this.”

“I can’t… I can’t look inside.”

“Get over here!”

Liza edged slowly over. She held her phone out in front of her, trying to reach to where she could record the coffin inside.

“I’m gonna look into it, get the phone over here.”

“Mikey please… I don’t want to see it.”

“You’ve got to get closer. Just look away but put the phone over it.”

Mikey pushed some of the stone debris off of the sarcophagus and pushed its cover open wider. It was extremely heavy. He flashed his light inside and his stomach dropped.

“Oh My God. The body… it’s been…been partially… eat—

Liza grabbed his arm hard and yanked his jacket. He jumped and turned to yell at her.

“Mikey look!” Liza said with a loud whisper. “Look!”

He turned to the tomb’s door and just barely caught the sweep of a gray cloak through the air with his flashlight.

“There she is!” Mikey almost exploded with excitement.

Outside, he saw a gray-cloaked figure with a hood scurry off through the graveyard. His heart felt like it was going to burst out of his chest.

“C’mon!” He dashed out of the mausoleum.

“Mikey wait.”

“We gotta follow her. Hurry! Keep up!”

Liza was a few feet behind him, but he kept on running, the gray figure still in his sights. He chased her toward a lawn crypt, and hoped to God that Liza was recording all of this. He looked over his shoulder to see that his sister’s face had gone pale white, she looked like a ghost as well.

The Gray Lady curled around the rear of the lawn crypt and temporarily escaped Mikey’s sight. He ran as fast as he could and around the back of the crypt and … lost her. She was gone.

“Damn it!”

Liza finally joined his side, panting like crazy. “Mikey… I…can’t…”

“Did you get her? Did you get any of her on video?”

Liza nodded. “Yeah…I think so…”

“That was awesome.” He stowed his flashlight for a moment and pulled out his PK meter again. It didn’t seem to pick anything up. He spoke into his audio recorder. It had been running the entire time.

“We just had an encounter with the Gray Lady. She is real… she is VERY real. We may even have video of her. We just got our first evidence ever on a ghost hunt. Finally, after all this time.”

He turned to Liza and for the first time, she seemed as excited as he was. “Can you believe it?”

She shook her head and cracked a smile. “That was amazing… I’m shaking all over.”

“Me too. I wonder where she faded off to? I wonder if she went inside another mausoleum.” He backed himself up to get a good look at the lawn crypt in front of him. He reached for his PK meter. “Can you get the entire crypt with your phone…” He backed up a little more, trampling a grave beneath his feet.

“Mikey, be careful. You’re on top of a—

Before Liza could finish, Mikey’s leg sunk into the ground and he toppled over with a scream.

“Mikey!” Liza rushed to the ground and grabbed her brother’s hand.

“What the hell… there’s a hole down here. There’s no coffin!”

“Get out of there,” she pulled as he climbed out of the hole.

Mikey instantly rolled onto his belly and started to dig, scooping piles of dirt and grass out of the grave.

“What are you doing? Are you crazy?”

“I have to see what’s down there. It’s not a grave… at least not anymore.” He paused for a second and swung his flashlight’s beam on the old stone. “Alistair Bancroft isn’t there anymore. He won’t mind, right Al?”

“You’re crazy if you think I’m going in there.” Liza sounded pretty adamant.

He looked up at her and tried to put on his most pathetic face. It always worked when they were little. “C’mon Liza, please? We’re onto something. This could be big. We could be the first to unearth some sort of scandal or something. Please…?”

She stood with her arms folded, staring at him. She refused to answer him.

“I’m going down there.” He flashed his light into the hole, it led deeper underground, and he was pretty sure they could squeeze down there.

“This is such a bad idea.”

Mikey smiled at her. “I knew you wouldn’t let me down. We’ve been on too many adventures together. You and me against the world, Liza.”

“Whatever. Let’s just get this over with.”

He climbed in first, using his flashlight to guide him underground. In the light he noticed the walls around him were marred with what looked like claw marks. Roots snagged his hair and jacket as he crawled, and he heard Liza rambling behind him. Her voice sounded hollow, and he couldn’t make out her words.

Finally, he dropped into a subterranean chamber. He was amazed that it even existed. The tree roots held the walls together. The air was musty, and dust fluttered in his flashlight’s beam.

He turned to watch Liza wiggle her way into the chamber behind him and stand up. Her head almost touched the top of it but not quite. Mikey had to crouch a little. She pulled her phone out in front of him and showed him that she was still recording but switched on her phone’s light, helping Mikey illuminate the area.

“What is this place?” she asked.

Mikey shook his head in awe. “I have no idea.” He whirled the light around and shifted it to the ground. He spotted animal tracks there…looked like something with clawed feet. The tracks led off into the dark.

“This way,” he said to Liza and started off down the tunnel as it twisted away from him and to the left.

“Mikey…slow down. We have no idea where this goes.”

“That’s why we need to check it out.”

He brushed off her concerns and slowly made his way around the tunnel, following his light, checking out the ground and the walls until he came to a couple of bones.

Mikey stopped and held his hand up to Liza. “Wait a second.” He bent to the ground and picked up one of the bones. Liza flashed her phone light across the bone as well. “This bone… it…. looks like it has teeth marks in it.”

“Mikey, we should get out of here…I…”

“Hold on. Get this on video.” Mikey stopped and looked around. The air was choked with the scent of rot. “What’s that smell?”

Liza shivered and swallowed some air. “Death.”

The two of them turned slowly, lights gliding across the ground to pick up the gray figure standing behind them.

The Gray Lady blocked the way they’d come.

“Mikey…” Liza whispered.

He stood up slowly, his gaze sweeping over the tattered, gray cloak. “Hello…?”

The figure remained silent and unmoving.

“W-we don’t mean to disturb you,” Mikey continued, his voice stuttering and his hands trembling. “We are just admirers and we…”

“Hello.” The Gray Lady rasped, her voice somewhere between nails on a chalkboard and shattering glass.

Liza jumped when the Gray Lady spoke, and she moved slowly behind her brother.

Mikey grinned and stared at her intently. The hood of her cloak hid her face, but he could see an outline beneath it. The folds of her cloak clung to some sort of frame.

“You’re not a ghost, are you?” He asked.

Silence answered him for the longest time before the Gray Lady shook her head. “No. Not …a ghost. Older than any ghost, but flesh and bone am I.” She reached up and slid the hood off her face revealing a pointed bald head and a sunken face, taut with sickly gray flesh. Her pale lips smiled to reveal a mouth full of razor-sharp teeth. The entire cloak dropped to the ground.

Mikey swung his arm around and pushed his sister away. “Liza, run!”

She let out a scream but heeded his cry and bolted down the tunnel. Mikey backed away and started into a run when he saw the creature crouch and leap, hitting the tunnel wall and scaling alongside it with long spindly arms and legs. He screamed too.

He ran as fast as he could, his light dancing all over the walls. Behind him he could hear the thing scraping along the walls, dirt raining into the chamber. Mikey spotted his sister ahead of him.

“Run Liza! Keep running! Don’t stop!”

“Mikey!”

“Keeping running for God’s sake!”

The tunnel kept going and going. It seemed endless. Mikey’s legs were about to give out. Sweat drooled down his face but knew he had to keep going. He felt the rancid breath of the creature on the back of his neck and its stench made him nauseous to the point of nearly passing out when he heard the mad cackle directly behind him.

At last, ahead of Liza, he saw another opening in the top of the tunnel, probably from another empty grave.

“Crawl up the hole, Liza!” He screamed to her.

“Mikey! Oh God, Mikey!”

“Go! Crawl up as fast as you can…GO!”

He watched his sister force herself up the exit. A sense of relief filled him despite the click of teeth behind him. He knew the thing could easily go up and go after his sister.

When he reached the opening, Mikey climbed up into the bottom of it, wiggling part way up he stopped, blocking the entrance with his body. He peered up at the top and caught Liza’s face with his light. “Go Liza, run! Run as fast as you can…I love you.”

“Mikey No! Get out of there. Give me your hand!” She reached her hand back into the hole.

He shook his head. “Go! Go now!”

He turned back to see the creature hanging upside down from the tunnel’s ceiling, grinning at him with rows of sharp teeth. It stared him down with eyes as black as coal and descended on him.

Liza’s screams echoed in Mikey’s ears as the thing started to feed. It was the last thing he heard as they merged with his own.


Nocturnal Disturbances

“The noise woke me up.” Ten-year-old Justin rubbed his eyes with one hand and shook her with the other.

“Huh?” His mother yawned then glared at the clock across the room. “Justin, it’s two AM.”

“It was the big noise again Mom,” he said, pulling on her pajamas.

“Justin...” She rolled her eyes and shook her head. This was the third time in two weeks.

“It won’t go away; it keeps getting louder.”

He trembled before her, trying to get her out of the bed as terror surged through him. If only she’d heard what he heard.

“It’s okay honey.” She sat up and bent to him, brushing his hair, and kissing him on the cheek.

“It keeps getting louder Mommy. It goes boom-boom like thunder.”

“Justin, we’ve been through this before.” She stood up, taking his hand “C’mon let’s go see.”

Reluctantly he let her lead him back to his bedroom. Walking into the room, he watched her take notice of the bed with the Pokémon covers crumbled almost beyond recognition. That bed was vacated with haste. Toys were scattered on the floor from the day’s adventures and some clothes lying across a rocking chair that should have been in the hamper.

The curtains floated in a heavy summer breeze from the open window that Justin’s mother had cracked to alleviate the heat of the summer air. The humidity could make Justin’s room sticky far too often.

Conveniently the window sat directly above his bed not a hummingbird or a lone cricket’s midnight serenade could escape his sensitive ears.

His mother went to the bed and leaning on both her hands peered out the window. “You see, nothing. Come here, Justin.” She held out her hand.

He didn’t want to go. He dreaded whatever terrors waited in the night to grab him, the dozens of monsters hiding in the hedges of the front yard, the devils that played hide- and-seek behind the neighbors’ picket fence. Standing in the middle of his bedroom he shivered from head to toe.

“Justin, come.”

He went to the bed and joined his mother’s side, his face hovering right beside hers. How pretty he thought she was, how nice she always smelled. He thought she could chase anything away, the most ferocious of beasts; even the thing making the boom-boom noise.

But every time he tried to warn her, it would go away. It would start at the outskirts of the neighborhood, faintly vibrating and work its way to the start of his street, slowly coming closer and closer. He never knew the cause of it, he never gave it time to reach the front of his house before he went running for his mother. He was sure however, whatever it was big, very big.

Together they stared into the street, streetlamps raining amber light down onto it, a summer mist hanging above the horizon. There was nothing out there. The street was empty; the front of the yard too, and all was peaceful. Quiet filled the neighborhood, as did the mighty pine trees that stretched to the heavens.

“See, Justin, like I told you before. There’s nothing out there. Nothing to hurt you. Be a big boy and go to sleep.” She caressed the top of his head.

“But it knows when you’re coming. The noise never happens when you’re looking.”

“Justin that’s enough.” Her patience was growing thin. “It’s only a noise and I have to get some sleep. I’m tired. Now please, let’s both go to bed.”

She helped him climb back into the bed and knelt. “I know you’ve been through a lot honey ever since the accident. But they’re only nightmares, they can’t hurt you. Now please try to get some sleep.”

She gave him a quick peck on the cheek before leaving the room for her own awaiting bed. Easing his door half shut she gave him a wink before leaving his sight.
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“Don’t just stand there, Justin,” his mother called. “Get your shoes on before you’re late for the bus.”

He was drifting off again, thinking about what troubled his nights causing him to slip into dreamland. Jolting back to the kitchen and the shoes sitting before him, he did as she asked.

He could see the brownish-black circles around his mother’s eyes as she hurried around the kitchen, gulping down her coffee and cleaning the counters. He noticed how they were like his own brownish circles he spied in the bathroom when he was brushing his teeth earlier.

“I see the bus coming,” she said, rushing over to him with a freshly packed lunch. Bending at the knees she smiled at him. She always made him feel so warm. Kissing him, she handed his lunch off to him. “Oh honey,” she began. “You look a bit pale. Are you coming down with something?” She felt his forehead with her palm.

“No, I don’t think so,” he answered, his eyes following her hand.

“And those circles, you really aren’t sleeping well, are you? Maybe I should call Doctor Shelby. She can check you out just to be sure.”

“No Mom, I don’t want to. I’m not sick.”

“Well, if you don’t start sleeping, we may have to.”

“I promise I’ll stay in bed tonight. I promise.”

“Okay honey, you better get going or you’ll be late for school.” Patting him on the back she sent him out the door.

Justin turned to look behind him before climbing onto the bus and watched his mother shaking her head.


[image: ]



He heard the TV down the hall; his mother watching one of those late-night talk shows. The chorus of laughter that echoed in the distance put him slightly at ease. If she was already watching that show it meant it was some time after eleven and he was still awake.

He stared at the Scooby Doo night-light sitting on his bureau with its soft light illuminating one corner of the bedroom; it seemed ominous tonight. He felt his tummy gurgling as if he ate something that upset it. But he knew that was not the case.

Hot breezes brushed his hair and face as he sat on the bed; his mother opened the window again when putting him to bed. He thought about closing it many times, but he knew it would not hush the noise and then the room would be unbearable to sleep in.

The fight to stay awake was a difficult one. He knew if he slept it would come. The noise would wake him and grab hold, getting louder and more ferocious as it approached. He refused to lay down or shut his eyes, he had to stay awake and keep it from coming back.

The TV fell silent, and Justin watched his mother’s shadow take shape on the hallway walls and glide towards him.

He threw himself down on the bed and squinted his eyes.

She stepped into the room, glancing around it briefly she tiptoed over to his night-light and turned it off. With one last look she left, shutting his door halfway.

Justin remembered his promise, he promised to stay in bed and get some sleep. He figured he had done a good job at faking her out. One eye popped open and watched her light go on and off and her door shut.

He would rather face the dreaded noise than Doctor Shelby. Now he knew she was scary. He had seen her. She had one wart on her nose and another on her chin and looked like the Wicked Witch of the West.

Excluding that she took any opportunity in the world to pull out a needle and stick him with it. Just for the fun of it even.

No way, he was not about to go to the doctor, but he couldn’t go to sleep either. What was he going to do?

The decision was made for him as his eyes grew heavy and the yawns came more frequent. Without even being able to rise back up he fell into a deep sleep, unable to resist any longer.

A metallic bellow pealed through the neighborhood.

Justin’s entire body buckled; he knew that sound like that of his own voice. The boom-boom like thunder noise returned.

It was more like a rumbling hum that droned through the neighborhood, roaring and buzzing like some big machine. It sounded so big, why couldn’t anyone else hear it?

Justin crawled to the window, his small fingers twitching as he gripped the sill. Gazing out he saw the streetlights begin to go out, one by one, the amber radiance snuffed out by the darkness.

His throat felt scratchy and his heart pounded as he searched about the street, the silent houses and vacant cars.

He watched a bunch of bats fly out of the huge pine tree in his front yard and soar out of sight. Fear grabbed them as well and they weren’t about to stick around.

The noise was loud and close now, he thought he could hear it at the end of the street.

Swallowing, he turned his head, pressing it against the window screen so he could look down the winding road.

It moved, hummed, grinded; hollow metal noises clanking and clattering, slowly approaching his house. It was like the sound of large gears moving against each other now. The low rumble was constant, but the clanking was something different.

Finally, he saw a shadow form at the end of the street; it curled around the Mason’s house and loomed in the road. Justin’s eyes widened; it was massive.

He was proud of how brave he was being; he had never made it this far before. He had never seen the shadow of it. Wouldn’t his mother be so happy with him?
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