

  [image: Cover]




R.R. Wiles

Mr. Smile’s Carnival for Runaway Children





  

  Copyright © 2025 by R.R. Wiles


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        Prologue
        
      

    
      	
        1. Chapter 1
        
      

    
      	
        2. Chapter 2
        
      

    
      	
        3. Chapter 3
        
      

    
      	
        4. Chapter 4
        
      

    
      	
        5. Chapter 5
        
      

    
      	
        6. Chapter 6
        
      

    
      	
        7. Chapter 7
        
      

    
      	
        8. Chapter 8
        
      

    
      	
        9. Chapter 9
        
      

    
      	
        10. Chapter 10
        
      

    
    


  





  
  
  Prologue

  
  




People say it just appears.




No big trucks, no construction workers, no signs go up. One day there is just an empty field, and the next day… a carnival appears.




Music drifts in the wind, bright lights flicker through the trees. 




A banner waves above the entrance: THE SMILING CARNIVAL – ONE NIGHT ONLY!




And somehow children always find it.




Sometimes the children follow the music or the bright lights. Sometimes they are running away from something going on in their lives. Sometimes they don’t even realize where they’re going until they’re standing under the striped tents with their mouths open in wonder.




The lights are always colorful, the food is free, and the rides never stop.




And neither does the laughter.




But not everyone who enters walks out.




Because deep in the heart of the carnival, behind the balloons and jokes and flashing lights… a shadow is waiting.




And it never stops smiling.
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  Chapter 1

  
  




Monica lies still in bed, staring at the glow-in-the-dark stars on her ceiling. Only three of them still stick. The others fell off months ago and got vacuumed up or lost over time. She breathes slow, shallow breaths, trying to block out the shouting downstairs. Mom’s voice, then dad’s, then Mom again.




It is hard to make out what they were saying. The words blended together into just sharp, angry sounds that rose and fell like crashing waves. They have been fighting a lot lately. These fights weren’t just once in a while either. They happen every day and sometimes late at night. She doesn’t understand most of it, but she knows one thing: when they fight, they forget she exists at least until they need someone on standby to play referee for them.




A door slams and then loud footsteps hit the floor. Monica sits up quickly, heart pounding. The hallway light switches on under her door, and for a moment, her bedroom feels like a spotlight.




She waits. One breath…. Two breathes…. But no one comes in.




The light turns off again and the voices finally fade. The TV clicks on, some old crime show Dad likes to watch.




Monica exhales and flops back onto her pillow and pulls her blanket up to her chin. A trickle of sweat slides down the side of her face. At least neither of them stormed into her room and tried to make her take a side.




Her room is small, just her bed, her desk, and the bookshelf her mom said they’d paint purple two years ago. The window is cracked open for air, and the hum of cicadas buzzes outside like a hundred tiny engines.




She glances at the clock. 11:42 p.m.




Monica should be asleep because she had to go to school in the morning. Not that it matters much since Monica hated school. Her best friend, Kayla, moved away last month, and everyone else either ignores her or pretend they don’t know that she exists. She wasn’t the best at maintaining her grades either. She just didn’t feel that motivated to try and it was hard for her to get help at home.




She pulls the blanket over her face. For a second, she wishes she could disappear. Not forever. Just long enough for someone to notice she’s gone. Maybe then they would care. Or at least stop fighting for once




The next morning is silent. Mom barely says anything at breakfast. Dad has already gone to work. Monica eats a piece of toast ignoring the sink piled with dirty dishes.




Monica’s day at school is not much better than last night. Her math quiz comes back with a big red D on top. At lunch, the kids at the table laugh at something on someone’s phone, but Monica’s not part of the joke.




She never is…




The last bell rings, and everyone rushes into summer like it’s a party. Monica walks home alone, dragging her backpack along the sidewalk. The heat makes the pavement shimmer. A dead butterfly lies on the curb, wings crumpled like tissue paper.




When she gets home, her mom’s on the couch with her eyes closed, an ice pack on her forehead.




“Hi,” Monica says softly.




Her mom doesn’t respond.




“Did you take your headache pills?”




No answer…




Monica stands there for a moment, then quietly walks to her room and shuts the door.




Four hours later….




Long voices boom from downstairs. Mom and dad are fighting again…




She doesn’t even bother listening this time. She just turns on her flashlight and flips through the pages of her favorite book, The Silver Starship. It’s about a girl who builds a spaceship out of junkyard parts and escapes her planet to find a better life. Monica wishes she had her own spaceship. She could fly away from this place.




Sadly the voices get even louder to the point that it causes Monica’s room to start shaking. The familiar tight feeling in her chest that made it hard for her to breathe was back. The walls in the bedroom feel like they are about to close in and swallow Monica whole. 




Sometimes Monica wished that it would happen….




Monica puts her book down and stands up before walking over to the window. The neighborhood outside looked so beautiful under the night sky. The trees sway gently in the breeze. The sky is dark blue, almost black. She’s not scared of the dark. Not really. She’s more scared of staying here forever. This house, school, this town.




This life…




The arguing downstairs somehow gets louder…




Enough is enough.




Monica turns around and walks over to her closet before opening it. She grabs her hoodie and puts it on. Then she picks up her book and puts it in her backpack. They probably won’t notice she was gone until morning, and even then, they will just assume she was hiding in the basement again.
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