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1: THE BEGINNING

 


I walked to the old mansion at the end of the
street and knocked on the door. No one ever went to it for candy on
Halloween because of how scary it looked. It had windows that were
broken and weeds that were over my head. There was only one light
on the front porch, and it flickered every now and then. The dark
October clouds loomed over the tall roof like a blanket, blocking
out all of the moonlight.

I’d always been curious about the mansion. No
one went in, and certainly no one came out. People said that no one
had lived there for years. And then there were the people who said
that there was a single old man that lived there by himself. But no
one knew for sure, of course, because, like I said, no one went in,
and no one came out.

The old door squeaked open, and in the
doorway stood a pale-faced man. He wore a black tuxedo with tails.
His white bow-tie was tight around his neck, and he stood with his
chin up, only looking at me with his eyes.

“Trick or treat?” My voice cracked.

Was this the man who lived here? I wasn’t
expecting anybody to answer the door in the first place.

The man held out a big, orange candy bowl
filled to the top.

“Help yourself,” he hissed.

I hesitantly put my hand in the bowl to scoop
up some Halloween candy, when I felt something soft and warm. I
jerked my hand back. That’s not what candy feels like.

Suddenly, a bony hand with large veins poking
out all over it flung out and grabbed my wrist. Hard.

“Get off me!” I shrieked.

The man smiled, looking down at me.

“You shouldn’t have come. We know your face
now.”

The bowl quivered and the man
disappeared.

“Ahhh!”

I tried to get away, but the hand held me in
place. It was no longer in a bowl, but floated in the air, blood
dripping from the severed wrist. Claws slid out and dug into my
skin, drawing blood.

I let out a scream and fell to the ground,
tears falling from my eyes.

The hand let go and disappeared just like the
man had.

The red blood was all over the sleeves of my
pink costume. I sat there for a moment, watching the door slowly
close, letting out a high screeching noise.

I cradled my wrist and pressed on the wounds
to make it stop bleeding.

“I’ll be back,” I whispered to the closing
door. “I promise.”


 


2: THE REVENGE

 


I woke up the next morning, last night on my
mind. I couldn’t sleep well.

I dragged my feet to the kitchen, where my
mom was already getting my sister, Tori, ready. She was six, and
very annoying.

My name is Megan. Some kids call me Meg for
short, but I like Megan. I think it suits me fine.

I poured a bowl of Lucky Charms into a bowl,
scarfing it down. My mom left for work and took Tori to daycare.
She thought I wasn’t old enough or responsible enough to watch her
while she was gone. I didn’t know why she thought that. On the
bright side, I got the whole house to myself.

I threw on a jacket and pulled open the door.
I had to go check out the mansion. I knew the hand thing that night
was just to scare me away so I wouldn’t find out the real truth
about that place. I just knew it.

A cold breeze blew at my face as I stepped
down off of the doorstep and into the harsh November first air. It
was a cold and breathtaking sight outside. The frost was just
forming on the ground, making the grass shiny and made it look
white. My breath came out in puffs like the caterpillar on Alice in
Wonderland. Oh, I loved the cold. I was glad summer was over.

I walked through the snow in old gray
sneakers and some blue-jean pants. They drug on the cold ground,
getting the bottoms wet. I hugged the jacket around me so no cold
breezes could get in.

I began walking to the end of the street.

When I saw the doors, my heart started to
pound in my chest. My brain started sending me red flags, telling
me I should turn away and go home. But I wasn’t so easily scared by
stupid houses. I wanted to investigate and see what it was like on
the inside.
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