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Chapter one: The unseen
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Capturing moments through film fills this void I’ve never been able to understand. Piecing memories and stories together for people to watch in awe. As a kid I wandered everywhere, in search of nothing and everything all at the same time. I documented whatever I could. Ants going in and out of their nests with food, watching their habits, seeing how they managed to pick up things 10 times their size. It’s all important, it’s all fascinating to me and I’ve had my head stuck on every story I could get my hands on. So naturally filmmaking became my dream. For school presentations I would show up with boards full of ideas for films, walking into every class with big dreams. Sometimes I’d spend hours filming, putting my own mini documentaries together using my dad’s old tape recorder. My father. My adoptive father. The man who raised me. A good man, an amazing person and still I’ve felt completely disconnected from him. From the time I can remember he’s been trying to make me feel at home, trying to make me feel like we’re a real family. There are days when I can feel this strong connection to him and days when my mind just can’t understand anything. Then there’s my mother who always tried to connect with me through film, she’s not a movie buff and she barely even watches TV. But for me, she’ll watch hours of TV just to be sitting in the same room together. They love me and have called me their missing piece too many times for me to remember. I should feel at home with them, I’m their only child and the only person who's ever been able to grab hold of their full attention for as long as possible. I am their everything and sometimes I still manage to feel like nothing. Steven Escarra and Mallory Escarra, formerly Carson. A loving couple who struggled with infertility for years, until they forced themselves to see that it just wasn’t going to happen. It almost broke them and then my mother’s friend suggested adoption. Neither one of my parents had thought about it, they wanted a child that shared DNA with them. A baby that could one day look like either of them or both of them. Still they looked into, feeling hopeless and my mother feeling useless. After a few years of nothing, they met a little girl who they said had captivating and intense eyes that told stories. After a few more encounters with that captivating child, they made a decision. They were going to adopt a child and said screw biology, it’s all about love. I was born on July 2nd in 1973 in Reno, Nevada. Adopted on April 15th in 1976 by the Escarra’s. Eventually changing my name to Rebecca Lynn Escarra just a few months later. They gave me everything. Not just toys and candy, but lessons. I was raised with manners, love, high expectations, opportunities and grace. That was their attempt at raising a child who would have a bright future and one day be something. So imagine their surprise when I can’t even make a living half the time. Starting in high school I began filming school events for volunteer work and soon enough I was able to find a few paid gigs, thinking that would lead to something great. Everyday of high school that maybe I should’ve spent with friends, at parties and just all around enjoying myself. I was behind a camera and recording other people having a good time. Capturing happy moments through a lense, rather than experiencing them myself and the purpose seemed reachable. I saw myself creating historic documentaries and directing blockbuster hits. Then high school was over and everybody kind of moved on. I hadn’t made any friends because I was too wrapped up in film making. So nobody was calling for me to film their events, they didn’t even really know me. My high school handed me a few events every now and then, which amounted to nothing. A high school wasn’t about to pay me top dollar just to film school dances. So I came up with film ideas, wrote screenplays and pitched them everywhere to everyone. Still living with my loving parents who never made me feel like I had to leave. I spent everyday after high school creating, writing and filming. Then I would hand deliver my work to agents, pitch to big companies and surprise surprise, nobody cared. I was yet another aspiring director who thought they had an eye for film making. Five years of creating amounted to all of nothing and I had to face reality. Just owning a camera didn’t make me a director and almost nobody makes it in the film business. Well not big anyway. So at 23 I had to get a real job. You know, one with a pay cheque and at least 40 hours of work a week. It was so hard to get up everyday and spend my time bagging groceries, then helping people find their right size in pants. All I wanted to do was film, that’s all I’ve ever loved. The worst part about not having the time to film, was that I had more ideas when I wasn’t creating. Whenever I didn’t have a pen or even a broken crayon to write down my ideas is when they came to me. These vivid dreams of another world. The dreams weren’t new, recurring from my childhood. I’ve always been quiet, shy and to myself. My parents thought I had issues because my teachers were always telling them that I refused to speak. But I was just in my own head, thinking and dreaming. I still get the same dreams sometimes I get glimpses of faces and can interact with the dream. Other times I’m only able to partially see what’s happening. No matter what, the dreams are full of fog and it always looks like a storm is about to pass through this town that’s always there. The dreams have never meant anything serious to me. But they did get me interested in horror films, thrillers, mysteries and just everything suspenseful. I started out with documentaries and drama. That was supposed to be my niche and then suspense was introduced to me, the rest was history. First it was horror films with lots of blood, jump scares and all of the monsters hidden by darkness. I was a horror movie buff. Driven by the desire to scare audiences into loving my films. Then the dreams went old. Suddenly I was partially looking at foggy taverns and people in odd old clothing. I told my mother, who is a third grade teacher and she handed me every book she could find on history. The dreams were nothing, I wasn't even sure if it was a tavern that I saw. Still like always, my mother encouraged me and just enjoyed being able to do something together. I was still stuck on horror and then in 1996, I saw Frank Harlow’s story. This man, Frank, well Franklin but he went by Frank. He was crazy, went from a documentarian and paranormal investigator, to a loon. In the late 80s he traveled to a town surrounded by stories of ghosts and strange occurrences. Frank was enamored by the stories and the investigator in him wanted to know more. He was just some guy chasing ghost stories and trying to convince everybody that it was real. But I was fascinated with his story, though so obviously false. His stories managed to make it in some really small newspaper that only paranormal buffs read, as well as myself. What I liked most about his stories was that he seemed to actually think it was all true, ghosts and goblins. One of those people who never grew past thinking there were monsters under the bed. Frank chronicled his stay in this town. A town without the sun, without roads, with the dead as its residents and clocks never working. The entire town was supposedly from the 1800s and he was sucked into it or something like that. Every time he spoke Frank mentioned whispers. Voices talking to him, which just makes him sound crazier, somehow. Before all the craziness, Frank had a regular life. The wife, no kids, but he was living like regular people do. Then he lost his mind and with it his life. I don’t believe in the supernatural, though I do think that there’s far more to the universe than we know. I just don’t think it’s goblins, ghouls, vampires or ghosts. Regardless, Frank’s story inspired me to dig deeper than just jumpscares. I wanted to build stories that scared people because of the intensity in them, the possibility of realness. So I looked into Frank with the little free time that I had and discovered some journal entries in the newspaper. The words of a clearly crazed and lost man, but intriguing nevertheless. The first entry I read was about his “descent” into the town. It sounds like a bunch of mumbling, but for a film concept it’s great. The entry was eerie, suspenseful and nothing I could’ve come up with. Frank could’ve been a great writer or film making had he kept just a bit of his sanity. The man was a gold mine of ideas. The mind of a brilliantly imaginative man and it's gone, along with any stories he might’ve had. But what he left behind got me to where I am today. These entries, these movie-like journal entries. 

Entry 47  The Descent

Something’s wrong with the sky

––––––––
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It loops. I’ve walked to the edge of town seven times this week, and I always return to my doorstep. Nor even the dogs bark at me anymore. The birds don’t fly. They just sit, like carved statues, in the same damn trees. Every night at 11:04 p.m., I hear a child laugh-but there are no children left. 

––––––––
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I write this with shaking hands. My name is Frank Harlow. I was a history teacher, and I came here to write a book on the colonial settlements. That was in 1987. Or maybe it was last year. Or yesterday. I can’t tell anymore.

––––––––
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I’ve started talking to the cracks in the walls. They whisper back. They say, “You’re in the echo now.” What does that mean? I carved it into the library floor, just in case it matters. 

––––––––

[image: ]


Food still appears in the cupboard, just enough to keep going. Who is refilling it? I’m too afraid to ask out loud now.

––––––––
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I dream of fire. I dream of a face I don’t recognize. A woman, eyes full of sorrow and rage, mouthing something in a language I don’t speak. I wake with dirt under my fingernails. I haven’t been outside. 

––––––––
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I think the town knows I’m trying to leave.

––––––––
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I think it likes watching me fail.

––––––––
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End of entry 47

Frank’s words are vague and riddle-like, but interesting. I kept looking and found that 60 other people claimed to have seen this “town” and they all went crazy too. Some of their stories were similar, others sounded like ghost stories told by a campfire. I wanted to know more and so I kept looking. Falling deep into the rabbit hole of crazy people who were born in this lifetime somehow time traveling back. Lies, insanity and tales that should only be told to scare kids. Again. I was still intrigued. These people believed their own lies so much that it ruined their lives and they had to be institutionalized. If it had just been one person spewing all of this I wouldn’t have cared. But 61 people going crazy about the same thing raised my curiosity. How could all of these strangers just randomly go crazy over the same thing years apart from one another? That same year I started doing research on places where people reported strange occurrences. I don’t just mean monsters, I’m no paranormal crazy. Any place that has deep rooted history and stories full of unexplainable things. By mid 1997, I knew that I had decided to change my life goals again. I was going to travel the world in search of the perfect story. I want to be the director who brings tales of mystery to life on the big screen. Of course money is definitely an object to me and I don't have unlimited resources. Neither do my parents. They own their home, car and have a good amount of savings. They had even more savings before I picked up my desires. My mother’s a teacher and my father’s worked at the same car shop since before they adopted me. They make a decent living, but we’ve never been rich. So I opted to take out a loan from the bank. I actually thought that the bank would loan me an absurd amount of money just to travel the world and potentially make something of myself. Of course the bank didn’t give me a dime and suggested budget friendly options for travel. After the bank rejection, I spoke with my parents and told them about my new plan to travel around Reno. This is the only place I could travel to without going flat broke. So that’s what I was doing up until 7 months ago. Going to every museum I could find, deep diving into strange history. This is what I intended to do until I made some sort of profit to actually get myself out of Nevada. Then I stumbled on some more of Frank’s journal entries and I finally found the place. None of the entries I found stated where he was when his mind went into a frenzy and he started to make up ghost stories. Frank was found on a highway with no knowledge of how he got there. Just mumbling and shaking. So when he started writing it was really just nonsense. more nonsense then what it is now. But finally I had an idea of where he was when everything happened. Luckily for me, he was right here in Reno, Nevada. Not close to me. Miles and miles and miles away from where I am now, but Nevada nevertheless. Far out in the desert where I’m assuming there’s next to nothing out there if he had to seemingly drag himself to a highway for help. The real town that he visited was called Glade’s Rest. An actual place, with actual people and not some ghost town from centuries ago. 7 months ago in September of 2003 I decided that my next stop and the most important place for me to be was Glade’s Rest. I read that journal entry everyday, just anticipating my chance to put this story on a screen. This is it.

Burrington. He also gave an old time name for the “town” he had found. Or the town he was supposedly stuck in. Honestly I was very reluctant at first. Not because the story is crazy, but because it’s not mine. I wouldn’t be the first director to make a movie based on someone else’s story, but I just like creating my own concepts from start to end. There was just something about the realness of such a false story. No matter how ridiculous the story is and how fake it is, the story obviously spoke to Frank. Spoke to him enough that he couldn’t let go of it and a story like that deserves a film. I researched Burrington after getting the name and not shockingly I got nothing. The place isn’t on any map, anywhere. Which I expected and wanted, it makes the ghost that much better when there’s absolutely nothing to point to it being real. My goal is to make the most realistic ghost story that I can. It’s not meant to feel like a ghost story, more like life and death becoming too connected. Walking with death. Along with researching Glade’s Rest, I had to look into costs and ways to get down there. I needed new equipment, my car needed every repair possible and then some. I’d need money for a place to stay, food, travel and enough to get me home. All of which I didn’t have and still didn’t have 2 weeks ago when I decided it was time to get down to Glade’s Rest. But as I said, my parents are giving and supportive. They didn’t want me to have to change my plans and wait longer to get there. So they got me a rusty little car, perfect to drive and just what I needed. My mother sold some of her china to give me pocket money. This is and so many other things is why I’ve never gone in search of my genetic history. I’ve always wanted to, but I don't want my parents to feel like they’re not enough. I have two great people in my life who give me everything, sometimes when they have nothing. They shouldn’t feel like they’re not doing enough, so I don’t look. Whoever I am genetically doesn’t matter. What matters is that I’m going to be 30 years old in 5 months and I have no career. Nothing but rejected scripts, ideas and unfinished projects that I’ll probably never get to. If I’m being totally honest, this is it for me. If I can't make something out of this next story I’ve got to find something else, I don’t want to spend my entire life chasing a dream I’ll never see come true. This can’t be it for me, my whole life can’t be nothing. I’m not desperate, but I am. 

March 22nd, 2003. Here it comes, my last shot, the last attempt. Whatever crazy story that Frank left behind in Glade’s Rest is my last chance at making it. Because I have to be a part of the real world, an adult. I’m driving down there by myself. My father offered to go with me, more like put himself in the driver's seat and wouldn't move. But I need to do this on my own, without help for once. Even though I am going down there on my parents' dime, that’s besides the point. Maybe I haven’t been able to make anything of myself because I don’t really have to. I could trip a thousand times and my parents will be there to pick me up. With smiles on their faces and words of encouragement. I’ve never really failed. I’ll always have a home to go to, love. I need to be on my own for once, I need to find this story and create something by myself. As I stand here looking in my dirty bathroom mirror one last time before leaving. I’m scared. If this turns into nothing like everything else, there isn’t going to be anything left in film for me. Will I still be Rebecca Lynn Escarra? Beck is what most people call me. Hell, who is Rebecca Escarra anyway? I’m walking away from my mirror without an answer and hoping to come back with a great one. I already said my goodbyes to my parents last night. They had me over for dinner and my dad was still trying to get in on the trip. But he gets it and he’s rooting for me, that helps. I’ve gotta get my luggage down eight flights of stairs. I live in a busted apartment building, somehow still not in my budget. We don’t have an elevator and I don't expect to have one ever. I could’ve continued to live with my parents, but that’ll just make being almost 30 without a real life even worse. This terrible luggage that I’ve shoved everything into, is falling apart. Actually it's been falling apart for 6 years, give or take some time. It’s not special or anything, I just never got around to getting another one. I told myself in November that I needed better luggage. Here I am going on a trip in March having not even looked into the window of a luggage store. I guess not being able to follow through with simple things like that is partially why I’m here today. Damn!

––––––––
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Of course, I would drop it on the stairs. Standing here at the top of flight 3 watching my luggage go down without me. Rolling its way down the steps, louder and louder as it gets further down. I’m not rushing for it. Why? It’ll be right at the bottom when I get down there. 

––––––––
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Yea, right. Six steps in and now I’m watching the ripper rip open and sounding like it’s broken. Hell. It’s broken. I’m not even on the road yet and I’m experiencing issues. If my entire livelihood didn’t spend on this last attempt, I’d leave the luggage here and just cry in my bed. But I can't. I could put the clothes back in my apartment and start again in a few days after getting new luggage. But knowing myself, that wouldn’t happen. I still wouldn’t get new luggage and I’d never go, because I really am scared. This is terrifying and any little excuse not to go, I’m taking it. So here I am wrapping a scarf around my luggage and barely carrying it down the next five flights of steps. Because I have to, because I need to. You’d think I had rocks in this suitcase. It's so heavy. I don’t know how people are able to do this and I have to get it back up once the trip is over. 

“Turn thee back, girl... thine eyes are too wide for what lies yonder.”

(whispers)

“What?”

“I didn’t say a thing. It’s you making all the noise girl. You know how late it is? Making all that noise for everybody to hear.”

“I’m sorry”

––––––––

[image: ]


Miss Jacklynn. She looks like she could be a sweet old lady, but don’t let that fool you. I know I heard her. Maybe she was talking about me under her breath and I wasn’t meant to hear, either way I heard her. She said something. Finally I’m at the bottom of the steps and looking out to the parking lot where my new busted car sits. The car isn’t dirty or anything. Just old, I'm too broke to be complaining and I’m just happy I have something to drive. It’s a 1991 Toyota Tercel DX, faded blue with a rusty rear bumper. The passenger door has to be slammed in order to close, luckily I have no passenger. The paint is peeling really badly and she’s not all that pretty. But I trust her, because my dad approved. He still wants to hold my hand across the street, so he wouldn’t give me a car I couldn't spend on as I do with him. The trunk does nothing but squeak as I struggle to open it. I have to just toss the luggage in, there’s really no point in being all neat now. I keep thinking, “Turn around and just get a desk job. Just deal with what's in front of you and stop delaying the inevitable.” I should at least be in a serious relationship right now, moving towards having a family. But how am I going to feed that family? There’s never been a plan b, c or d. Film was supposed to already be working out for me, not barely started. I never thought I'd be at this point. Driving a little car for the next 49 hours to save a dream. I’m on the road now, still close to home and still with an option to just give up now. Trying to read this map. You know what the problem is? I don’t know how to read a map, because I’ve never had to. I’m winging everything about my life. Now I’ve got 49 hours to think about all my mistakes and contemplate what happens next. 49 hours of feeling sorry for myself. 

18 hours left, I can’t believe I’ve only been out here for more than a day now. Maybe I should've let my dad come along.  I need a friend and these people at the truck stops aren’t that. I know that I’m on the right track, because these people are so strange. Or maybe they’re rude and I’m just tired. But things feel weird. I’ve stopped a few times now, more than I planned too and I probably didn’t even need the stops. At every stop the coffee tasted like dirt, I used to eat dirt as a kid so I would know. Every place is cold, though it’s scorching hot outside even at night time. Everybody acts like it’s a chore to say hi and cracking a smile doesn’t seem to be an option for people down here. I asked a few people about Frank Harlow, no answers. Or I was told to stop asking questions. One guy gave me a reason why they didn’t want to talk about him. 

“He was an odd man who went running his mouth when no one asked him to. He's got people like you coming down here and bothering us all the time, can’t get no peace. People push cameras at us, not as much as they used to. But they do it. We don’t talk about that Frank man and we don’t think about saying anything about no damn town.”

Then he spit out some tobacco, or maybe just spit. Like in every cliche movie with a southerner in it, but I swear that’s what he did. I guess I can understand where they’re coming from. You go from being in the middle of nowhere and having peace all the time, to seeing nutjobs everywhere you go. People obsessed with Frank's ghost story. Cameras in your face, constant questions. I guess I’m one of those nutjobs, minus the camera shoving. I’m not obsessed with his story, I see the opportunity in it. So much chance in this one story and it’s here for whomever gets to it first. Frank made up the story and told it, but he doesn’t technically own it. So I’m free to make it into a film. I still have hours to go before I get to Glade’s Rest. I’m tired of all this driving, nothing but roads and mountains. Desert for miles, it’s boring and I can barely keep my eyes open. But the next stop isn’t for a while, that’s if I’m reading my map correctly and not going in the opposite direction. 

“The hour is cracked”

I’m that tired, talking to myself and trying to keep my eyes open. I just need to reach the next stop and keep myself mostly on the road, I have no idea why I thought this would be smart to do alone. Nobody drives for two days alone. This is just so important and I’ve never actually done anything on my own. I’m talking to myself and halfway dreaming on the road. Maybe I’m going crazy like Frank. (laughs) Maybe I’m about to be sucked into another universe or something. I’m just sleep deprived and hungry. In my head I packed enough food in between stops, but in reality I ate it all immediately. So now I’m half awake and hungry for the next few hours until I get to another stop. Some people would take all of this stuff as signs. You know, small things happening that make a person feel like they’re walking into something terrible. My “signs” are just my own stupidity and lack of preparedness. Still, I guess it could all be a sign for something

Three more hours and I’m there. If the mountains weren’t everywhere I looked and so large, I might be able to see Glade’s Rest already. Right now I don’t even have my mind on filming anything, I just want to have a shower. I need to sit down in my own hotel room and not be stared at by locals who’d rather I not be here. They all act like I’m about to disturb something Sacred. Even if I wanted to, what is sacred around here? Some pile of dirt or a burnt tree. There’s nothing out here to mess with, so I think they’re all just jerks for fun. Protective of all the nothing they have out here in the middle of nowhere. I mean my God, I count all of the things I’ve seen out here on one hand. There’s a few houses every few hours, no mall. No convenience stores, but there's nothing convenient about this place so that’s not surprising. People are just rude. Maybe it’s because I’m so anxious, but these last three hours feel like 20. I feel like the car’s not even moving and I'm just sitting here holding the wheel. How do truck drivers do this? I mean they go way longer than 49 hours. Maybe they have a better work ethic than I do. probably why they’re successful, never stopping and doing everything to get to their final point. That’s what I’m supposed to be doing on this trip but I just keep thinking about going back. I can’t love film the way I say I do if giving up is always a thought. Three hours of talking to myself, listening to my stomach growl and anticipating finally getting out of this car. I’m here. Where is here? Still basically nowhere, but there’s a few houses clumped together and I can see more going further down on my left. In front of me as I’m still driving is a motel, which on the map was a fancy hotel. Obviously I read the map wrong for the hundredth time. I can see that about 5 to 10 minutes past the motel is a gas station, small but something I guess. All I want to do is park this car but I’m not exactly sure where to do that. I mean there’s no lines on the road, nothing indicating where parking should be and just a bunch of rocks. I’m pretty sure that I’m looking at horse droppings or cow droppings, maybe both just all around. It’s like the country out here. Everybody and everything’s just around, just in the way really. Close to the back of the motel as I’m driving closer is some little boy being barked at by a dog. He doesn’t look scared or anything, he’s just standing there and taking it. The dog looks angry and vicious, but maybe that's normal around here. There’s still no place for me to park and I’m kind of just driving slow until I see some place for me to go. I need to be at that motel. I can’t completely make out the gas station, other than it being small. But I can see the entire motel, the front of it at least and it definitely matches the vibes around here. I didn’t grow up in a mansion or living it up in expensive hotels, so I’m not judging. Well I’m judging, just not to be an ass or anything, as a director it’s my job to notice everything. The place is bright in color, I think it’s supposed to be a bright purple. It might’ve been nice when it was first done, now not so much. The purple is leaning more towards gray and there’s a massive white spot where I think someone started to repaint the place. But obviously was unable to finish. The windows look brand new, while the doors look like they’re falling off the hinges. Half the roof is deep black with clearly new shingles and the other half is a sad grey, clearly the roof is unfinished. It looks like serious renovations are going on with more needing to be done. So maybe it's best that I don't judge at all. I will say though that the obviously missing stairs in front of the doors probably should’ve been one of the first things fixed. It looks like a serious climb to the rooms. As I said there’s no parking and animal poop in a few places. To bring it all together, the sign is on the ground. Broken and just thrown to the side, a sign that says Glade’s Rest Inn. Ironic I suppose. You know because most people wouldn’t be too glad to see this place. I think it’s a bit funny, probably not though. 

“Hey! Looking for something?”

This woman is coming right at me, she came from inside the motel. Maybe she works there, maybe she's just another rude person who wants me to go back home. She’s tall, blonde hair or brunette, actually I think that’s dirt. Dressed in cut up shorts and a dirty tank top under this great blouse. I guess I can see why she’d want to approach me. I’m barely looking at the road and I have my body somewhat turned to the passenger side in order to see the motel. You could say that I'm the problem. 

“Actually I am. I need a room for a few nights, I’m not really sure where else to go. I’ve been driving for hours all by myself and I’m not sure where else to go for a hotel. Are there rooms available here?”

“What kind of room you looking for?”

“I’m not too picky. Just a decent sized bed, lights (awkwardly laughs) and a place for me to eat. Please!”

“Bring yourself in here and I’ll get you a room. Watch the stuff.”

(points to feces)

“Oh-ok. Where do you want me to park?”

“Put her over there, hurry up. I’ve got things to do.”

“Sure”

She’s got me by the side of the hotel close to the gas station. I’m not really sure that this is an ideal place to park, but there’s nothing I can do. She seems firm, but not in a rude way or anything just firm. Walking to the office is like walking through a giant field with land mines all over the place. Piles of dung everywhere you look. The inside of the office is nice, I didn't expect this considering how the outside looks. The loveseat in the corner looks new, smells like fresh paint and really everything looks like it was just put in here. No clocks though. I’ve been keeping note of that. Though it doesn’t seem like anything, it’s still weird. One lady said that clocks get”funny” around here and they just take up space cause they never really work. She said that the old clocks, the grandfather clocks, always work so most people keep them. But there are no clocks in here. The magazines on her desk are from four years ago, at least the first three are. Maybe people in Glade’s Rest just don’t like being up on things. Some people do find time to be depressing. Some because it goes by so fast and others because they just want to know where it goes. I’m both and some. I’m not quite sure where the woman has gone, she went inside way before me and now she’s gone. She did say she had something to do, it looks like she was really busy before coming outside. Poking around in a stranger's stuff isn’t right, which is why I’m trying to do it quickly. I’m trying to relive Frank’s time down here. I want to start things from the moment Frank started looking into things, a build up to him losing his mind. I’ve always thought it was better to live the story you want to write or direct rather than just sitting down and reading about what happened. I want to experience Frank’s time here and give the story depth. Poking around through some things in here might not do anything for the story or might do a lot. It’s not like I’m going through her mail. I called for her a few times and she hasn’t answered. I’m assuming I interrupted something really important and I’m kind of just happy not to be driving anymore. I’ve looked through a few things and found nothing. Everything in here other than the loveseat is from at least 2 years ago. It’s obvious that not many people visit down here. The guest book is lying open on her desk and I can see that her last guest was Lavinia Hark in 2000. Or maybe that’s the old book and I know nothing. This place is just so curious. The people and the area, it’s like nothing is going on all while everything is happening. That doesn’t make sense, but neither does anything else. 

“Stll here huh?”

(Beck jumps back from the desk)

“What are you doing girl?”

“I’m sorry, I was just bored and curious. I wasn’t touching your stuff or anything, the book was already open. My name’s Beck”

“ Still need that room? you can call me Betty”

“Yes-Yes please. How much would a two week stay be?”

“You trying to pay by the night or you looking for some sort of deal?”

“A deal would be great. I’m on a budget, just down here for some work and a deal would make everything a little easier.”

“Well I don’t have any deals.”

“Oh?? By the night then I guess. Just need a room?”

“It’s $35 a night, plus anything you use over your stay. So that’ll be $500 in total for that two week stay you mentioned.”

“That’s great, Do you take credit?”

“Cash.”

“Sure. Can I ask about something?”

“Depends.”

“I’m down here to make a film, I want to be a director and I’ve found this down here that I think is great. It’s about this guy named Frank Harlow. He came down here-”

“I’m sick of hearing about that man and I’m tired of the questions. He didn’t see no town or whatever, the houses you see out there are Glade’s Rest. Does it look like we’re home to some magic town?”

“No it doesn’t look like that. I don’t believe anything he said.”

“Of course you do. That’s why you’re here. You should just go on to your room, so I can get back to what I was doing.”

“No I don’t believe anything he said is real, what I know is that it’s a great story. Like I said, I’m a director or trying to be one. I’m just down here for some research and face to face with the story, I don’t mean to pry.”

“So don’t. Your rooms down the hall on the left, room 8 and the ice machine is broken right now so don’t waste your time. I’ll be back around in an hour or two, if you need me. If you NEED me.”

“Ok, thank you so much.”

(Betty walks outside)
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Chapter two: Arrival
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This is what I’m talking about, people are so angry about simple questions. I hadn't even asked my question yet and she already was pissed at me. Frank made no mention of his time with the locals, he only talked about his time in the made up town and talking to ghosts. So I had no clue that everybody would be like this. You’d think in a small town people would be friendly. But I’m making a movie not acting in one. I’m on the left like Betty said and it’s the wrong way, so the right seems to be the better direction. The hallways are warm and lit up, no carpet thank God. The floors creek on every step and I can tell that one of the boards close to the end of the hallway is coming up. On the inside, at least in the hallway it seems cozy. I don’t hear anybody and I’ve got the only car parked outside. Other than the sound of a vending machine motor and crows outside, it’s silent. Just me and Betty, maybe a ghost or two. (giggles). Room 8, on the right and not the left. A nice door and I don’t have to worry about not having stairs, I get to be inside. The door is a bit...A bit stuck. OW. Nine nails left and I’m still trying to open this door. There, finally. I thought I had gotten the key stuck for a minute there, maybe I turned it the wrong way. This is way nicer than I imagined it would be. It’s small, as I expected it to be. A twin bed tucked into the corner on the right as you walk in, a cute nighttable, a tall lamp on the left side of the room and the bathroom on the right side, near the bed. I’m not trying to live here forever so this will do. There’s carpet in here, which I absolutely hate. Everything gets stuck in a carpet and then you walk across it barefoot getting poked by everything. Carpets take hours to clean. But why am I complaining? I plan on being gone most of the time anyway, I just needed a bed. It’s...Well I don’t know what time it is and my phone is dead. As I mentioned, no clocks in this place. But it’s dark outside now and it was after 7 when I checked the time last, so I’m not going anywhere tonight. I’m no idiot, I’m not going to be wandering around in the dark by myself and in a place I have no clue about. That’s literally how at least one person dies in every horror movie. I’d probably get eaten by a coyote or something. Right now I just need to shower. A hot shower and food, my God do I need something to eat. Car food can only be stomached for so long until it starts coming right back up after you eat it. I’m just going to toss all my stuff wherever and get myself together. But tomorrow is the first day of this project. I’ve got two weeks to write and film some things to pitch. I don’t have any deals in place, but last year in July of 2002 an agent told me he’d still be around if I had a better story to show him. Now I know that means almost nothing at all, but it’s more than I’m used to. Most people just say I did well and they hope something will turn up. Nobody’s obligated to say nice things, but when they do it feels great. The bathroom is clean, the towels look fresh and it’s kind of cute. Other than the toilet seemingly coming up, it looks good. The shower runs like a waterfall. That’s all I’ve been thinking about for the last two days, a hot shower and no roads. 45 minutes must’ve gone by now and I’m still not ready to get out of the shower. Just standing here in this almost scolding hot water is amazing. It’ll probably be the last time I do this for a while. Water bills are ridiculous, absolutely disgusting and they’re high even when you shower for less time. I’ve got nothing but work ahead of me. All these lights. It’s like someone’s throwing a concert outside of my room, but I can't figure out where the lights are coming from. I can see that the lights are back behind those houses near the motel. You could mistake these lights for fireworks; they're so bright. I don’t hear any noise, it’s just bright as ever out there. Maybe I’m missing a spectacular party, I’m always missing a party or something. 

“The past unseals. Leave it be.”

(whispers)

Again and again and again. I think someone's in the room next to me, maybe I didn’t see a car parked somewhere. A TV in the next room that someone forgot to turn off. You know what it is? I haven’t slept for more than 2 and a half hours for 49 hours. My brain is probably rotting by the second, burning to a crisp for every minute I’m not laying in bed and passed out sleeping. Food, I still haven’t eaten. Honestly I’m not as hungry as I thought before and I just want to crash. 

5:27 am on March 25th. I’m never up this early, the earliest I get up is probably 8:30 am and that’s another reason why things don’t work out for me. I start the day later than toddlers. I showered 5 minutes ago. I think this is a sign that maybe things will go better for me and I can make something out of this project. I’m heading out to this massive field where Frank said the town was. I don’t expect to see anything, but I still have to go there and see for myself. I’m rereading entries that I’ve already seen and trying to get through ones I was supposed to skim through on the drive here. Really just more riddles and babbling all over the place. The entry is about the sun, his strange dreams and deja vu as it seems. He goes on about repeating everything and thinking that he’s hearing the same sounds everyday, like a record or something. 

His mind was playing tricks on him and it’s sad. Frank really had a way with words, the man was once a teacher and a few strange dreams later he’s committed. It didn’t happen that fast, but that’s what it seems like. I will say that dreams like this, mental breaks like this would have anybody losing it. Thinking that you’re reliving the same day, trapped in some magical town, everybody’s a ghost and you can't even do a simple thing like watching the sunset or rise. That had to have been his own personal hell. I feel bad for him and I kind of hate myself for using his story. But if I don't do it someone else will get to it eventually. Why delay the inevitable? I’m giving Frank’s story light and I have no plans on mentioning how crazy he was. I just want the story. My first plans for today are exploring that field. It’s way too early to go talking to people about this, especially since I know how these people feel about Frank. They already don’t enjoy the attention he brought to them, so showing up to their homes before the sun is definitely going to make them angry. I need to fill up my gas tank before I go. Hopefully the owner is open to talking a bit. I’m still hungry from last night and all I’ve had so far is an old bar. I didn’t see a kitchen or anything and Betty didn’t mention one. But I’m hoping there’s some place to get a hot meal or even a warm one. Oh come on...The door even jams on the inside, God please don’t let me be stuck. That’s all I need, to be stuck in my motel room and losing time. 
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