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ENTITIES

Fans of fear,
For this fi rst issue we present you with 4 of the most terrifying 
stories of entities to be written in recent years. Not just your 
average ghostly manifestations, the creatures in this issue will 
leave you in a state of existential disarray; questioning the true 
fabric of our “reality” and what could be hunting you a few 
vibrational-shifts away. From rotten childhood experiences 
to mind-altering attacks, this collection of shorts is sure to 
set a bar of quality fi ction that each issue of FOG will respect 
and exceed. So thanks for embarking on this journey with us! 
We pride ourselves in publishing the best works from ama-
teur and anonymous authors all over the world, in order to 
give you the freshest tales you’ve never heard of. At FOG, we 
don’t think scary stories should only be left to the big name 
novelists and Hollywood studios. Th e best in horror fi ction 
can be read in your hands, on the go, and short enough to fi t 
into your busy life.

So chill out, turn the lights low, and let your imagination fl ow.
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Bedtime is supposed to be a happy event for a tired child; for me it 
was terrifying. While some children might complain about being 

put to bed before they have fi nished watching a fi lm or playing their 
favorite video game, when I was a child, night time was something to 
truly fear. Somewhere in the back of my mind it still is.
 As someone who is trained in the sciences, I cannot prove that 
what happened to me was objectively real, but I can swear that what 
I experienced was genuine horror. A fear which in my life, I’m glad 
to say, has never been equaled. I will relate it to you all now as best I 
can, make of it what you will, but I’ll be glad to just get it off  of 
my chest.
 I can’t remember exactly when it started, but my apprehension 
towards falling asleep seemed to correspond with my being moved into 
a room of my own. I was 8 years old at the time and until then I had 
shared a room, quite happily, with my older brother. As is perfectly 
understandable for a boy 5 years my senior, my brother eventually 
wished for a room of his own and as a result, I was given the room at 
the back of the house.
 It was a small, narrow, yet oddly elongated room, large enough for 
a bed and a couple of chest of drawers, but not much else. I couldn’t 
really complain because, even at that age, I understood that we did not 
have a large house and I had no real cause to be disappointed, as my 
family was both loving and caring. It was a happy childhood, during 
the day.
 A solitary window looked out onto our back garden, nothing out 
of the ordinary, but even during the day, the light which crept into 
that room seemed almost hesitant.
 As my brother was given a new bed, I was given the bunk beds 
which we used to share. While I was upset about sleeping on my own, 
I was excited at the thought of being able to sleep in the top bunk, 
which seemed far more adventurous to me.
 From the very fi rst night, I remember a strange feeling of unease 
creeping slowly from the back of my mind. I lay on the top bunk, 
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staring down at my action figures and cars strewn across the green-
blue carpet. As imaginary battles and adventures took place between 
the toys on the floor, I couldn’t help but feel that my eyes were being 
slowly drawn towards the bottom bunk, as if something was moving 
in the corner of my eye. Something which did not wish to be seen.
 The bunk was empty, impeccably made with a dark blue blanket 
tucked in neatly, partially covering two rather bland white pillows. I 
didn’t think anything of it at the time, I was a child, and the noise 
slipping under my door from my parent’s television, bathing me in a 
warm sense of safety and well-being. I fell asleep.
 When you awaken from a deep sleep to something moving or 
stirring, it can take a few moments for you to truly understand what is 
happening. The fog of sleep hangs over your eyes and ears even when 
lucid. Something was moving, there was no doubt about that.
At first, I wasn’t sure what it was. Everything was dark, almost pitch 
black, but there was enough light creeping in from outside to outline 
that narrowly suffocating room. Two thoughts appeared in my mind 
almost simultaneously. The first was that my parents were in bed 
because the rest of the house lay both in darkness and silence. The 
second thought turned to the noise. A noise which had obviously 
woken me.
 As the last cobwebs of sleep withered from my mind, the noise 
took on a more familiar form. Sometimes the simplest of sounds can 
be the most unnerving, a cold wind whistling through a tree outside, 
a neighbor’s footsteps uncomfortably close, or, in this case, the simple 
sound of bed sheets rustling in the dark.
 That was it; bed sheets rustling in the dark as if some disturbed 
sleeper was attempting to get all too comfortable in the bottom bunk. I 
lay there in disbelief thinking that the noise was either my imagination 
or perhaps just my pet cat finding somewhere comfortable to spend 
the night. It was then that I noticed my door, shut as it had been as 
I’d fallen asleep.
 Perhaps my mum had checked in on me and the cat had sneaked 

into my room then. Yes, that must have been it. I turned to face the 
wall, closing my eyes in the vain hope that I could fall back to sleep. 
As I moved, the rustling noise from underneath me ceased. I thought 
that I must have disturbed my cat, but quickly I realized that the visitor 
in the bottom bunk was much less mundane than my pet trying to 
sleep and much more sinister.
 As if alerted to, and disgruntled by, my presence, the disturbed 
sleeper began to toss and turn violently, like a child having a tantrum 
in their bed. I could hear the sheets twist and turn with increasing 
ferocity. Fear then gripped me, not like the subtle sense of unease I had 
experienced earlier, but now potent and terrifying. My heart raced as 
my eyes panicked, scanning the almost impenetrable darkness. 
 I let out a cry.
 As most young boys do, I instinctively shouted on my mother. 
I could hear something stir on the other side of the house, but as I 
began to breathe a sigh of relief that my parents were coming to save 
me, the bunk beds suddenly started to shake violently as if gripped by 
an earthquake, scraping against the wall. I could hear the sheets below 
me thrashing around as if tormented by malice. I did not want to jump 
down to safety as I feared the thing in the bottom bunk would reach 
out and grab me, pulling me into the darkness, so I stayed there, white 
knuckles clenching my own blanket like a shroud of protection. The 
wait seemed like an eternity.
 The door finally, and thankfully, burst open, and I lay bathed in 
light while the bottom bunk, the resting place of my unwanted visitor, 
lay empty and peaceful.
 I cried and my mother consoled me. Tears of fear, followed by 
relief, streamed down my face. Yet, through all of the horror and relief, 
I did not tell her why I was so upset. I cannot explain it, but it was 
as though whatever had been in that bunk would return if I even so 
much as spoke of it, or uttered a single syllable of its existence. Whether 
that was the truth, I do not know, but as a child I felt as if that unseen 
menace remained close, listening.
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 My mother lay in the empty bunk, promising to stay there until 
morning. Eventually, my anxiety diminished, tiredness pushed me back 
towards sleep, but I remained restless, waking several times momen-
tarily to the sound of rustling bed sheets.
 I remember the next day wanting to go anywhere, be anywhere, 
but in that narrow suffocating room. It was a Saturday and I played 
outside, quite happy with my friends. Although our house was not 
large we were lucky to have a long sloping garden in the back. We 
played there often, as much of it was overgrown and we could hide in 
the bushes, climb in the huge sycamore tree which towered above all 
else, and easily imagine ourselves in the throes of a grand adventure, 
in some untamed exotic land.
 As fun as it all was, occasionally my eye would turn to that small 
window; ordinary, slight, and innocuous. But for me, that thin bound-
ary was a looking glass into a strange, cold pocket of dread. Outside, 
the lush green surroundings of our garden filled with the smiling faces 
of my friends could not extinguish the creeping feeling clawing its way 
up my spine; each hair standing on end. The feeling of something in 
that room, watching me play, waiting for the night when I would be 
alone; eagerly filled with hate.
 It may sound strange to you, but by the time my parents ushered 
me back into that room for the night, I said nothing. I didn’t protest, 
I didn’t even make an excuse as to why I couldn’t sleep there. I simply 
and sullenly walked into that room, climbed the few steps into the top 
bunk and then waited. As an adult, I would be telling everyone about 
my experience, but even at that age, I felt almost silly to be talking 
about something which I really had no evidence for. I would be lying, 
however, if I said this was my primary reason; I still felt that this thing 
would be enraged if I so much as spoke of it.
 It’s funny how certain words can remain hidden from your mind, 
no matter how blatant or obvious they are. One word came to me that 
second night, lying there in the darkness alone, frightened, aware of a 
rotten change in the atmosphere; a thickening of the air as if something 

had displaced it. As I heard the first casual twists of the bed sheets 
below, the first anxious increase of my heartbeat at the realisation that 
something was once again in the bottom bunk, that word, a word 
which had been sent into exile, filtered up through my consciousness, 
breaking free of all repression, gasping for air screaming, etching, and 
carving itself into my mind. Ghost.
 As this thought came to me, I noticed that my unwelcome visitor 
had ceased moving. The bed sheets lay calm and dormant, but they 
had been replaced by something far more hideous. A slow, rhythmic, 
rasping breath heaved and escaped from the thing below. I could 
imagine its chest rising and falling with each sordid, wheezing, and 
garbled breath. I shuddered and hoped beyond all hope that it would 
leave without occurrence.
 The house lay, as it had the previous night, in a thick blanket of 
darkness. Silence prevailed, all but for the perverted breath of my, as 
yet, unseen bunkmate. I lay there terrified. I just wanted this thing to 
go, to leave me alone. What did it want?
 Then something unmistakably chilling transpired; it moved. It 
moved in a way different from before. When it threw itself around in 
the bottom bunk it seemed, unrestrained, without purpose, almost 
animalistic. This movement, however, was driven by awareness, with 
purpose, with a goal in mind. For that thing lying there in the darkness, 
that thing which seemed intent on terrorizing a young boy, calmly and 
nonchalantly sat up. Its labored breathing had become louder as now 
only a mattress and a few flimsy wooden slats separated my body from 
the unearthly breath below.
 I lay there, my eyes filled with tears. A fear which mere words 
cannot relate to you or anyone else coursed through my veins. I would 
not have believed that this fear could have been heightened, but I was 
so wrong. I imagined what this thing would look like, sitting there 
listing from below my mattress, hoping to catch the slightest hint 
that I was awake. Imagination then turned to an unnerving reality. It 
began to touch the wooden slats which my mattress sat on. It seemed 
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to caress them carefully, running what I imagined to be fingers and 
hands across the surface of the wood.
 Then, with great force, it prodded angrily between two slats, into 
the mattress. Even through the padding, it felt as though someone had 
viciously stuck their fingers into my side. I let out an almighty cry and 
the wheezing, shaking, and moving thing in the bunk below replied in 
kind by violently vibrating the bunk as it had done the night before. 
Small flakes of paint powdered onto my blanket from the wall as the 
frame of the bed scraped along it, back and forward.
 Once again I was bathed in light, and there stood my mother, 
loving, caring as she always was, with a comforting hug and calming 
words which eventually subdued my hysteria. Of course, she asked 
what was wrong, but I could not say, I dared not say. I simply said one 
word over and over and over again. Nightmare.
 This pattern of events continued for weeks, if not months. Night 
after night I would awaken to the sound of rustling sheets. Each time 
I would scream so as to not provide this abomination with time to 
prod and ‘feel’ for me. With each cry the bed would shake violently, 
stopping with the arrival of my mother who would spend the rest of 
the night in the bottom bunk, seemingly unaware of the sinister force 
torturing her son nightly.
 Along the way, I managed to feign illness a few times and come 
up with other less-than-truthful reasons for sleeping in my parents’ 
bed, but more often than not I would be alone for the first few hours 
of each night in that place. The room where the light from outside did 
not sit right. Alone with that thing. 
 With time you can become desensitized to almost anything, no 
matter how horrific. I had come to realize that, for whatever reason, 
this thing could not harm me when my mother was present. I am sure 
the same would have been said for my father but as loving as he was, 
waking him from sleep was almost impossible.
 After a few months, I had grown accustomed to my nightly visi-
tor. Do not mistake this for some unearthly friendship, I detested the 

thing. I still feared it greatly as I could almost sense its desires and its 
personality, if you could call it that; one filled with a perverted and 
twisted hatred yet longing for me, of all things.
 My greatest fears were realized in the winter. The days grew short, 
and the longer nights merely provided this wretch with more oppor-
tunities. It was a difficult time for my family. My Grandmother, a 
wonderfully kind and gentle woman, had deteriorated greatly since 
the death of my Grandfather. My mother was trying her best to keep 
her in the community as long as possible, however, dementia is a cruel 
and degenerative illness, robbing a person of their memories one day 
at a time. Soon she recognized none of us, and it became clear that 
she would need to be moved from her house to a nursing home.
 Before she could be moved, my Grandmother had a particularly 
difficult few nights and my mother decided that she would stay with 
her. As much as I loved my Grandmother and felt nothing but anguish 
at her illness, to this day I feel guilty that my first thoughts were not 
of her, but of what my nightly visitor may do should it become aware 
of my mother’s absence; her presence being the one thing which I was 
sure was protecting me from the full horror of this thing’s reach.
 I rushed home from school that day and immediately wrenched 
the bed sheets and mattress from the lower bunk, removing all of the 
slats and placing an old desk, a chest of drawers, and some chairs which 
we kept in a cupboard where the bottom bunk used to be. I told my 
father I was ‘making an office’ which he found adorable, but I would 
be damned if I’d give that thing a place to sleep for one more night.
 As darkness approached, I lay there knowing my mother was 
not in the house. I did not know what to do. My only impulse was 
to sneak into her jewelry box and take a small family crucifix which I 
had seen there before. While my family was not very religious, at that 
age I still believed in God and hoped that somehow this would protect 
me. Although fearful and anxious, while gripping the crucifix under 
my pillow tightly in one hand, sleep eventually came and as I drifted 
off to dream, I hoped that I would awaken in the morning without 
incidence. Unfortunately, that night was the most terrifying of all.
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 I woke gradually. The room was once again dark. As my eyes 
adjusted I could gradually make out the window and the door, and the 
walls, some toys on a shelf and…Even to this day, I shudder to think 
of it, for there was no noise. No rustling of sheets. No movement at 
all. The room felt lifeless. Lifeless, yet not empty.
 The nightly visitor, that unwelcome, wheezing, hate-filled thing 
which had terrorized me night after night, was not in the bottom 
bunk, it was in my bed! I opened my mouth to scream, but nothing 
came out. Utter terror had shaken the very sound from my voice. I 
lay motionless. If I could not scream, I did not want to let it know 
I was awake.
 I had not yet seen it, I could only feel it. It was obscured under 
my blanket. I could see its outline, and I could feel its presence, but I 
dared not look. The weight of it pressed down on top of me, a sensation 
I will never forget. When I say that hours passed, I do not exaggerate. 
Laying there motionless, in the darkness, I was every bit a scared and 
frightened young boy.
 If it had been during the summer months it would have been light 
by then, but the grasp of winter is long and unrelenting, and I knew 
it would be hours before sunrise; a sunrise which I yearned for. I was 
a timid child by nature, but I reached a breaking point, a moment 
where I could wait no more, where I could survive under this intimately 
deviant abomination no longer.
 Fear can sometimes wear you out, make you threadbare, a shell of 
nerves leaving only the slightest trace of you behind. I had to get out of 
that bed! Then I remembered, the crucifix! My hand still lay underneath 
the pillow, but it was empty! I slowly moved my wrist around to find 
it, minimizing as best I could the sound and vibrations caused, but it 
could not be found. I had either knocked it off of the top bunk, or it 
had…I could not even bear to think of it, been taken from my hand.
 Without the crucifix, I lost any sense of hope. Even at such a 
young age, you can be acutely aware of what death is, and intensely 
frightened of it. I knew I was going to die in that bed if I lay there, 

dormant, passive, doing nothing. I had to leave that room behind, 
but how? Should I leap from the bed and hope that I make it to the 
door? What if it is faster than me? Or should I slowly slip out of that 
top bunk, hoping to not disturb my uncanny bedfellow?
 Realizing that it had not stirred when I moved, trying to find 
the crucifix, I began to have the strangest of thoughts. What if it was 
asleep? It hadn’t so much as breathed since I had woken up. Perhaps 
it was resting, believing that it had finally got me. That I was finally in 
its grasp. Or perhaps it was toying with me, after all, it had been doing 
just that for countless nights, and now with me under it, pinned against 
my mattress with no mother to protect me, maybe it was holding off, 
savoring its victory until the last possible moment. Like a wild animal 
savoring its prey.
 I tried to breathe as shallowly as possible and mustered every ounce 
of courage I could, I reached over slowly with my right hand and began 
to peel the blanket off of me. What I found under those covers almost 
stopped my heart. I did not see it, but as my hand moved the blanket, 
it brushed against something. Something smooth and cold. Something 
which felt unmistakably like a gaunt hand. I held my breath in terror 
as I was sure it must now have known that I was awake. Nothing.
 It did not stir, it felt, dead. After a few moments, I placed my 
hand carefully further down the blanket and felt a thin, poorly formed 
forearm, my confidence and almost twisted sense of curiosity grew as I 
moved down further to a disproportionately larger bicep muscle. The 
arm was outstretched lying across my chest, with the hand resting on 
my left shoulder as if it had grabbed me in my sleep. I realized that I 
would have to move this cadaverous appendage if I even so much as 
hoped to escape its grasp.
 For some reason, the feeling of torn, ragged clothing on the shoul-
der of this nighttime invader stopped me in my tracks. Fear once again 
swelled in my stomach and in my chest as I recoiled my hand in disgust 
at the touch of straggled, oily hair. I could not bring myself to touch 
its face, although I wonder to this very day what it would have felt 
like. Dear God it moved.
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 It moved. It was subtle, but its grip on my shoulder and across 
my body strengthened. No tears came, but God how I wanted to cry. 
As its hand and arm slowly coiled around me, my right leg brushed 
along the cool wall which the bed lay against. Of all that happened to 
me in that room, this was the strangest. I realized that this clutching, 
rancid thing which drew great delight from violating a young boy’s 
bed, was not entirely on top of me. It was sticking out from the wall, 
like a spider striking from its lair.
 Suddenly it’s grip moved from a slow tightening to a sudden 
squeeze, it pulled and clawed at my clothes as if frightened that the 
opportunity would soon pass. I fought against it, but its emaciated 
arm was too strong for me. Its head rose up writhing and contorting 
under the blanket. I now realized where it was taking me, into the wall! 
I fought for my dear life, I cried and suddenly my voice returned to 
me, yelling, screaming, but no one came.
 Then I realized why it was so eager to suddenly strike, why this 
thing had to have me now. Through my window, that window which 
seemed to represent so much malice from outside, streaked hope; the 
first rays of sunshine. I struggled further knowing that if I could just 
hold on, it would soon be gone. As I fought for my life, the unearthly 
parasite shifted, slowly pulling itself up my chest, its head now poking 
out from under the blanket, wheezing, coughing, rasping. I do not 
remember its features, I simply remember its breath against my face, 
foul and as cold as ice.
 As the sun broke over the horizon, that dark place, that suffocating 
room of contempt was washed, bathed in sunlight. I passed out as its 
scrawny fingers encircled my neck, squeezing the very life from me. I 
awoke to my father offering to make me some breakfast, a wonderful 
sight indeed! I had survived the most horrible experience of my life 
until then, and now. I moved the bed away from the wall, leaving 
behind the furniture I had believed would stop that thing from taking 
a bed. Little did I think that it would try to take mine…and me.
 Weeks passed without incident, yet on one cold, frost-bitten night 

I awoke to the sound of the furniture where the bunk beds used to be, 
vibrating violently. In a moment it passed, I lay there sure I could hear 
a distant wheezing coming from deep within the wall, finally fading 
into the distance.
 I have never told anyone this story before. To this day I still break 
out in a cold sweat at the sound of bed sheets rustling in the night, or 
a wheeze brought on by a common cold, and I certainly never sleep 
with my bed against a wall. Call it superstition if you will but as I said, 
I cannot discount conventional explanations such as sleep paralysis, 
hallucination, or that of an overactive imagination, but what I can say 
is this: The following year I was given a larger room on the other side 
of the house and my parents took that strangely suffocating, elongated 
place as their bedroom. They said they didn’t need a large room, just 
one big enough for a bed and a few things.
 They lasted 10 days. We moved on the 11th.
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I don’t know when you’re going to read this, but I can tell you when 
it started: I was out for a walk alone in the woods when the entity 

came for me. It was beyond a blur. It was, for lack of a better term, 
the absence of meaning. Where it hid, there were no trees; where 
it crept closer, there was no grass; through the arc, it leaped at me, 
there was no breeze of motion. Th ere was no air at all. As it struck, 
I felt the distinct sensation of claws puncturing me somewhere 
unseen; somewhere I’d never felt before. My hands and arms and 
legs and torso seemed fi ne and I wasn’t bleeding, but I knew I’d been 
injured somehow. As I fearfully ran back home, I could tell that I 
was less. I was vaguely tired, and it was hard to focus at times.
 Th e solution at that early stage was easy: a big cup of coff ee 
helped me feel normal again. For a while, that subtle drain on my 
spirit became lost in the ebb and fl ow of caff eine in my system. You 
could say my life began that week, actually, because that was when I 
met Mar. She and I got along great, though, to be honest, I’m pretty 
sure I fell in love with her over the phone before 
we even met.
 It was almost as if the strong emotions of that fi rst week made 
the entity fi ght back—it was still with me, latched on to some invis-
ible part of my being.
 Th e fi rst few incidents were minor, and I hardly worried about 
them. Th e color of a neighbor’s car changed from dark blue to black 
one morning, and I stared at it before shaking my head and shrug-
ging off  the diff erence. Two days later, at work, a coworker’s name 
changed from Fred to Dan. I carefully asked around, but everyone 
said his name had always been Dan. I fi gured I’d just 
been mistaken.
 Th en, as ridiculous as this sounds, I was peeing in my bath-
room at home when I suddenly found myself on a random street. 
I was still in my pajamas, pants down, and urinating—but now in 
full view of a dozen people at a bus stop. Horrifi ed, I pulled up my 
clothes and ran before someone called the cops. I did manage to 
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get home, but the experience forced me to admit that I was still in 
danger. The entity was doing something to me, and I didn’t under-
stand how to fight back.
 Mar showed up that evening, but she had her own key.
 “Hey,” I asked her with confusion. “How’d you get a key?”
 She just laughed. “You’re cute. Are you sure you’re okay with 
this?” She opened a door and entered a room full of boxes. “I know 
living together is a big step, especially when we’ve only been dating 
three months.”
 Living together? I’d literally just met her the week before. Thing 
was, my mother had always called me a smart cookie for a reason. 
I knew when to shut my yap. Instead of causing a scene, I told her 
everything was fine—and then I went straight to my room and 
began investigating.
 My things were just as I had left them with no sign of a 
three-month gap inhabitation, but I did find something out of the 
ordinary: the date. I shivered angrily as I processed the truth.
 The entity had eaten three months of my life.
 What the hell was I facing? What kind of creature could 
consume pieces of one’s soul like that? I’d missed the most exciting 
part of a new relationship, and I would never understand any shared 
stories or in-jokes from that period. Something absurdly precious 
had been taken from me, and I was furious.
 That fury helped suppress the entity. I never imbibed alcohol. 
I drank coffee religiously. I checked the date every time I woke up. 
For three years, I managed to live each day while observing nothing 
more than minor alterations. A social fact here and there—some-
one’s job, how many kids they had, that sort of thing—the layout of 
nearby streets, the time my favorite television show aired, that kind 
of thing. Always, those changes reminded me the creature still had 
its claws sunk into my spirit. Not once in three years did I ever let 
myself zone out.
 One day, I grew careless. I let myself get really into the season 

finale of my favorite show. It was gripping; a fantastic story. Right 
at the height of the action, a young boy came up to my lounger and 
shook my arm.
 Surprised, I asked, “Who are you? How did you get in here?”
 He laughed and smiled brightly. “Silly Daddy!”
 My heart sank in my chest. I knew immediately what had 
happened. After a few masked questions, I discovered that he was 
two years old—and that he was my son. The agony and heartache 
filling my chest was unbearable. Not only had I missed the birth of 
my son, but I also would never see or know the first years of his life. 
Mar and I had obviously gotten married and started a family in the 
time I’d lost, and I had no idea what joys or pains those 
years contained.
 It was snowing outside. Holding my sudden son in my lap, I 
sat and watched the flakes fall outside. What kind of life was this 
going to be if slips in concentration could cost me years? I had to 
get help.
 The church had no idea what to do. The priests didn’t believe 
me and told me I had a health issue rather than some sort 
of possession.
 The doctors didn’t have any clue. Nothing showed up on all 
their scans and tests, but they happily took my money in return 
for nothing.
 By the time I ran out of options, I’d decided to tell Mar. There 
was no way to know what this all looked like from her side. What 
was I like when I wasn’t there? Did I still take our son to school? 
Did I still do my job? Clearly, I did, because she seemed to be none 
the wiser, but I still had a horrible feeling that something must have 
been missing in her life when I wasn’t actually home inside my 
own head.
 But the night I set up a nice dinner in preparation, she arrived 
not by unlocking the front door, but by knocking on it. I answered, 
and found that she was in a nice dress.
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 She was happily surprised by the settings on the table. “A fancy 
dinner for a second date? I knew you were sweet on me!”
 Thank the Lord I knew when to keep my mouth shut. If I’d 
gone on about being married and having a son, she might have run 
for the hills. Instead, I took her coat and sat down for our 
second date.
 Through carefully crafted questions, I managed to deduce the 
truth. This really was our second date. She saw relief and happiness 
in me but interpreted that as dating jitters. I was just excited to real-
ize that the entity wasn’t necessarily eating whole portions of my life. 
The symptoms, as I was beginning to understand them, were more 
like the consequences of a shattered soul. The creature had wounded 
me; broken me into pieces. 
 Perhaps I was to live my life out of order, but at least I would 
actually get to live it.
 And so it went for a few years—from my perspective. While 
minor changes in politics or geography would happen daily, major 
shifts in my mental location only happened every couple of months. 
When I found myself in a new place and time in my life, I just shut 
up and listened, making sure to get the lay of the land before doing 
anything to avoid making mistakes. On the farthest-flung leap yet, 
I met my six-year-old grandson, and I asked him what he wanted to 
be when he grew up. He said, “Writer.” I told him that was a 
fine idea.
 Then, I was back in month two of my relationship with Mar, 
and I had the best night with her on the riverfront. When I say the 
best, I mean the best. Knowing how special she would become to 
me, I asked her to move in. I got to live through what I’d missed the 
first go-around, and I came to understand that I was never mentally 
absent. I would always be there—eventually. When we were moving 
her boxes in, she stopped for a moment and said she marveled at my 
great love, as if I’d known her for a lifetime and never once doubted 
she was the one.

 That was the first time I’d truly laughed freely and wholeheart-
edly since the entity had wounded me. She was right about my love 
for her, but for exactly the reason she’d considered a silly romantic 
analogy. I had known her my whole life, and I’d come to terms with 
my situation and found peace with it. It wasn’t so bad to have sneak 
peeks at all the best parts ahead.
 But of course, I wouldn’t be writing this if it hadn’t gotten 
worse. The entity was still with me. It had not wounded me and 
departed like I’d wanted to believe. The closest I can describe my 
growing understanding was that the creature was burrowing deeper 
into my psyche, fracturing it into smaller pieces. Instead of months 
between major shifts, I began having only weeks. Once I noticed 
that trend, I feared my ultimate fate would be to jump between 
times in my life heartbeat by heartbeat, forever confused, forever 
lost. Only an instant in each time meant I would never be able to 
speak with anyone else, never be able to hold a conversation, never 
express or receive love.
 As the true depth of that fear came upon me, I sat in an older 
version of me and watched the snow falling outside. That was the 
one constant in my life: the weather didn’t care who I was or what 
pains I had to face. Nature was always there. The falling snow was 
always like a little hook that kept me in a place; the pure emotional 
peace it brought was like a panacea on my mental wounds, and I’d 
never yet shifted while watching the pattern of falling white and 
thinking of the times I’d gone sledding or built a snow fort 
as a child. 
 A teenager touched my arm. “Grandpa?”
 “Eh?” He’d startled me out of my thoughts, so I was less careful 
than usual. “Who are you?”
 He half-grinned, as if not sure whether I was joking. Handing 
me a stack of papers, he said, “It’s my first attempt at a novel. Would 
you read it and tell me what you think?”
 Ahh, of course. “Pursuing that dream of being a writer, I see.”
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 He burned bright red. “Trying to, anyway.”
 “All right. Runoff, I’ll read this right now.” The words were 
blurry, and, annoyed, I looked for glasses I probably had for reading. 
Being old was terrible, and I wanted to leap back into a younger 
year—but not before I read his book. I found my glasses in a 
sweater pocket and began leafing through. Mar puttered in and out 
of the living room, still beautiful, but I had to focus. I didn’t know 
how much time I would have there.
 It seemed that we had relatives over. Was it Christmas? A pair 
of adults and a couple kids I didn’t recognize tromped through the 
hallway, and I saw my son, now an adult, walk by with his wife on 
the way out the door. As a group, the extended family began sled-
ding outside.
 Finally, I finished reading the story, and I called out for my 
grandson. He rushed down the stairs and into the living room. 
 “How was it?”
 “Well, it’s terrible,” I told him truthfully. “But it’s terrible for all 
the right reasons. You’re still a young man, so your characters behave 
like young people, but the structure of the story itself is very solid.” 
I paused. “I didn’t expect it to turn out to be a horror story.”
 He nodded. “It’s a reflection of the times. Expectations for the 
future are dismal, not hopeful like they used to be.”
 “You’re far too young to be aware like that,” I told him. An idea 
occurred to me. “If you’re into horror, do you know anything about 
strange creatures?”
 “Sure. I read everything I can. I love it.”
 Warily, I scanned the entrances to the living room. Everyone 
was busy outside. For the first time, I opened up to someone in 
my life about what I was experiencing. In hushed tones, I told him 
about my fragmented consciousness.
 For a teenager, he took it well. “You’re serious?”
 “Yes.”
 He donned the determined look of a grown man accepting a 

quest. “I’ll look into it, see what I can find out. You should start 
writing down everything you experience. Build some data. Maybe 
we can map your psychic wound.”
 Wow. “Sounds like a plan.” I was surprised. That made sense, 
and I hadn’t expected him to have a serious response. “But how will 
I get all the notes in one place?”
 “Let’s come up with somewhere for you to leave them,” he said, 
frowning with thought. “Then I’ll get them, and we can trace the 
path you’re taking through your own life, see if there’s a pattern.”
 For the first time since the situation had gotten worse, I felt 
hope again. “How about under the stairs? Nobody ever goes 
under there.”
 “Sure.” He turned and left the living room. I peered after him. I 
heard him banging around near the stairs.
 Finally, he returned with a box, laid it on the carpet, and 
opened it to reveal a bursting stack of papers. He exclaimed, “Holy 
crap!”—but of course, being a teenager, he didn’t really say crap.
 Taken aback, I blinked rapidly, forgiving his cussing because of 
the shock. “Did I write those?”
 He looked up at me with wonder. “Yeah. Or, you will. You 
still have to write them and put them under the stairs after this.” 
He gazed back down at the papers—then covered the box. “So you 
probably shouldn’t see what they say. That could get weird.”
 That much I understood. “Right.”
 He gulped. “There are like fifty boxes under there, all filled 
up like this. Deciphering these will take a very long time.” His 
tone dropped to deadly seriousness. “But I will save you, grandpa. 
Because I don’t think anyone else can.”
 Tears flowed down my cheeks then, and I couldn’t help but sob 
once or twice. I hadn’t realized how lonely I’d become in my shifting 
prison of awareness until I finally had someone who understood. 
“Thank you. Thank you so much.”
 And then I was young again, and at work on a random Tuesday. 
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Once the sadness and relief faded, anger and determination replaced 
them. After I finished my work, I grabbed some paper and began 
writing. While the weeks shifted around me, while those weeks 
became days, and then hours, I wrote every single spare moment 
about when and where I thought I was. I put them under the stairs 
out of order; my first box was actually the thirtieth, and my last box 
was the first. Once I had over fifty boxes written from my perspec-
tive—and once my shifting became a matter of minutes—I knew it 
was up to my grandson to take it from there.
 I put my head down and stopped looking. I couldn’t stand the 
river of changing awareness any longer. Names and places and dates 
and jobs and colors and people were all wrong and different.
 I’d never been older. I sat watching the snow fall. A man of at 
least thirty that I vaguely recognized entered the room. 
 “Come on, I think I finally figured it out.”
 I was so frail that moving was painful. “Are you him? Are you 
my grandson?”
 “Yes.” He took me to a room filled with strange equipment and 
sat me in a rubber chair facing a large mirror twice the height of a 
man. “The pattern finally revealed itself.”
 “How long have you worked on this?” I asked him, aghast. 
“Tell me you didn’t miss your life like I’m missing mine!”
 His expression was both stonecold and furiously resolute. “It’ll 
be worth it.” He brought two thin metal rods close to my arm and 
then nodded at the mirror. “Look. This shock is 
carefully calibrated.”
 The electric zap from his device was startling, but not painful. 
In the mirror, I saw a rapid arcing light-silhouette appear above my 
head and shoulder. The electricity moved through the creature like 
a wave, briefly revealing the terrible nature of what was happening 
to me. A bulging leech-like mouth was wrapped around the back of 
my head, coming down to my eyebrows and touching each ear, and 
its slug-like body ran over my shoulder and into my very soul.

 It was a parasite. And it was feeding on my mind.
 My now-adult grandson held my hand as I took in the horror. 
After a moment, he asked, “Removing it is going to hurt very badly. 
Are you up for this?”
 Fearful, I asked, “Is Mar here?”
 His face softened. “No. Not for a few years now.”
 I could tell from his reaction what had happened, but I didn’t 
want it to be true. “How?”
 “We have this conversation a lot,” he responded. “Are you sure 
you want to know? It never makes you feel better.”
 Tears brimmed in my eyes. “Then I don’t care if it hurts, or if I 
die. I don’t want to stay in a time where she’s not alive.”
 He made a sympathetic noise of understanding and then 
returned to his machines to hook several wires, diodes, and other 
bits of technology to my limbs and forehead. While he did so, 
he talked. 
 “I’ve worked for two decades to figure this out, and I’ve had a 
ton of help from other researchers of the occult. This parasite doesn’t 
technically exist in our plane. It’s one of the lesser spawns of µ¬ßµ, 
and it feeds on the plexus of mind, soul, and quantum conscious-
ness/reality. When details like names and colors of objects changed, 
you weren’t going crazy. The web of your existence was merely losing 
strands as the creature ate its way through you.”
 I didn’t fully understand. I looked up in confusion as he placed 
a circlet of electronics like a crown on my head in exact line with 
where the parasite’s mouth had ringed me. “What’s µ¬ßµ?”
 He paused his work and grew pale. “I forgot that you wouldn’t 
know. You’re lucky, believe me.” After a deep breath, he began 
moving again and placed his fingers near a few switches. “Ready? 
This is carefully tuned to make your nervous system extremely 
unappetizing to the parasite, but it’s basically electro-
shock therapy.”
 I could still see Mar’s smile. Even though she was dead, I’d just 
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been with her moments ago. “Do it.”
 The click of a switch echoed in my ears, and I almost laughed 
at how mild the electricity was. It didn’t feel like anything—at least 
at first. Then, I saw the mirror shaking, and my body within that 
image convulsing. Oh. No. It did hurt. Nothing had ever been more 
painful. It was just so excruciating that my mind hadn’t been able to 
immediately process it.
 As my vision shook, and a fire burned in every nerve in my 
body, I could see the reflected trembling light-silhouette of the 
parasite on my head as it writhed in agony equal to mine. It had 
claws—six clawed lizard-like limbs under its leech-like body—and it 
cut into me in an attempt to stay latched on.
 The electricity made my memories flare. Mar’s smile was 
foremost, lit brightly in front of a warm fire as the snow fell past the 
window behind her. The edges of that memory began lighting up, 
and I realized that my life was one continuous stretch of experi-
ence—it was only the awareness of it that had been fragmented by 
that feasting evil on my back.
 I’d never managed to be there for the birth of my son. I’d 
jumped around it a dozen times, but never actually lived it. For the 
first time, I got to hold Mar’s hand and be there for her.
 No. No! That moment had shifted seamlessly into holding her 
hand as she lay in a hospital bed for a very different reason. Not this! 
God, why? It was so merciless to make me remember this. I broke 
down in tears as nurses rushed into the room. I didn’t want to know. 
I didn’t want to experience it. I’d seen all the good parts, but I hadn’t 
wanted the worst part—the inevitable end that all would one 
day face.
 It wasn’t worth it. It was tainted. All that joy was given back ten 
thousand fold as pain.The fire in my body and in my brain surged 
to sheer white torture, and I screamed.
 My scream faded into a surprised shout as the machines and 
electricity and chair faded away. Snow was no longer falling around 

my life; I was out in the woods on a bright summer day. Oh God. 
I turned to see the creature approaching me. It was the same 
absence of meaning; the same blank on reality. It crept forward, 
just like before—but, this time, it hissed and turned away. I stood, 
astounded at being young again and freed from the parasite. My 
grandson had actually done it! He’d made me an unappetizing meal, 
so the predator of mind and soul had moved on in search of a differ-
ent snack.
 I returned home in a daze. And while I was sitting there pro-
cessing all that had happened, the phone rang. I looked at it in awe 
and sadness. I knew who it was. It was Marjorie, calling for the first 
time for some trivial reason she’d admit thirty years later was made 
up just to talk to me.
 But all I could see was her lying in that hospital bed dying. 
It was going to end in unspeakable pain and loneliness. I would 
become an old man, left to sit by myself in an empty house, his 
soulmate gone long before him. At the end of it all, the only thing I 
would have left: sitting and watching the falling snow.
 But now, thanks to my grandson, I would also have my memo-
ries. It would be a wild ride, no matter how it ended.
 On a sudden impulse, I picked up the phone. With a smile, I 
asked, “Hey, who’s this?”
 Even though I already knew.

Author’s note: Together, my grandfather and I did set out to write the tale 
of his life. Unfortunately, his Alzheimer’s disease progressed rapidly, and 
we were never able to finish. He’s still alive, but I imagine that, mentally, 
he is in a better place than the nursing home. I like to think he’s back in 
his younger days, living life and being happy because the reality is much 
colder. It’s snowing today; he loves the snow. When I visited him, he didn’t 
recognize me, but he did smile as he sat looking out the window.
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Ithink I’m fi nally at the point where I’m able to talk about it. It’s been 
several years since it happened. None of us – not me, nor my friend, 

brother, or brother’s friend, who also experienced it – have ever told 
a living soul, and rarely mention it to each other, but I think it might 
help to write it down. Th en maybe I can fi nally forget about it.
 When it happened, I was a teenager living in Cumbria, which 
is a region in the north west of England. Specifi cally, I lived in the 
Lake District: an area of outstanding natural beauty, which is also very 
rural, and very popular with tourists. Imagine lurching dark skies, grey 
brick walls and rugged scenery – mountains, fi elds, bodies of water 
– unfolding all around you, and you’ve got Th e Lake District. In my 
youth, I would be out on a boat in the height of summer, lazing on 
the dappled wood in the beating hot sun; I would hike up the toughest 
mountains in torrential rain to see some of the most beautiful views 
that exist on this planet. I know I was lucky, and I tried never to be 
ungrateful. But, as a teenage girl growing up, I always felt a keen sense 
of isolation from the rest of the world. My family lived – and still live 
– in a tiny cottage in a tiny village where everybody knows everybody, 
where there is no privacy at all, and no chance of ever getting away 
with anything. I went to the local secondary school, but by ‘local’, I 
mean I had to take a half hour bus ride to get there, and our nearest 
town was that far away as well. Summers, in my youth, were always 
long – and lonely.
 Th at’s why it was such an incredible stroke of luck when a girl 
my own age moved into my village the summer I turned fourteen. My 
own family consisted of my parents and my younger brother Tom, 
who, when I was fourteen and he was on the cusp of thirteen, just 
seemed too immature for words, and spending time with him would 
only occur as a last resort. By some lucky miracle, the girl also had a 
younger brother, and on the day they moved in my mum sent us both 
over to her house to introduce ourselves and bring round some Kendal 
Mint Cake (kind of a Cumbrian speciality for those of you not in the 
know).
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 The girl – Katie – and I quickly became fast friends. She’d moved 
up from London after her dad had passed away from cancer, which, 
obviously, was a difficult adjustment for her for several reasons, and I 
remember being acutely aware that I had to tread carefully with her. 
It was just Katie, her brother, Michael, and her mum.
 The moment we met I knew I’d like her. She was my age exactly, 
with a cool sense of style – unkempt hair pulled effortlessly up into a 
bun, small nose ring glinting from her nostril (a fascination to me, who 
was not even allowed to pierce my own ears), and she wore a t-shirt 
for a band I’d never heard of, its symbol a skull and crossbones. She 
didn’t seem too put off by my own frumpy charity shop clothes and 
overly friendly (desperate?) demeanor either, which was a huge relief. 
Her brother, Michael – a small, narrow-shouldered kid with very pale 
skin and an awkward manner – and my own brother hit it off too after 
starting a conversation about video games and went trotting off to 
Michael’s room immediately to play on his Xbox. I sensed the family 
had money – their house was bigger than ours, and a lot less shabby 
– and so Michael would probably have a lot of the latest games. After 
a nervous introduction, Katie and I soon got talking, and we sat in 
her kitchen swapping stories whilst her mum unpacked boxes around 
us. She seemed grateful that there was someone her own age in this 
strange, rural land; I, of course, was ecstatic.
 The summer went by in a happy haze: Katie and I spent most days 
together, wandering down to the lake for a swim, or hanging out in 
each other’s bedrooms, larking about online or watching movies. Our 
brothers, likewise, found companionship in each other, and Katie’s 
mum, who was from the area originally, made a friend in my own 
mum. When school came, Katie and I rode the bus together, and she 
assimilated effortlessly into our friendship group (another huge relief, 
as I’d been concerned that she might be a bit out of our league). I spent 
a lot of my time trying to please her, making sure that she knew I was 
as mature as she was – living in London, she’d experienced things I 
could only dream about – and the effort was tiring, sometimes. But I 

didn’t want her to move on and find someone more interesting.
 My story really begins in the week leading up to the October 
half term, where Katie had an idea. We’d been friends for nearly four 
months, and I remember that the two of us were in my room one rainy 
autumn evening, watching a scary film on my laptop (I don’t recall 
what), whilst trying to decide what I should give Katie for her birthday 
the following week – she’d suggested concert tickets in London; I’d 
suggested a rather more affordable bath bomb from a gifty place we 
both liked. My parents were out of the house for whatever reason, so 
we were in charge. As the film got to a particularly tense, almost silent 
scene, we suddenly heard peals of laughter coming from my brother’s 
room, which regrettably shared a wall with mine. I banged on it with 
my foot, telling the little pests to keep it down – my brother had 
reached a deeply troublesome (I thought) stage of development, where 
his teenage hormones had kicked in and he was no longer the sweet, 
docile, slightly irritating child I had once known and had turned into 
a moody, distant, intensely irritating monster. Of course, my kicking 
the wall had absolutely no effect, and after a couple of minutes of 
threatening various abuses through the plaster, I decided that I would 
simply have to go next door and carry out my threats in person.
 I burst into his room, thoroughly cranky at this point, to find 
that it was in pitch darkness. There are few street lamps in my village, 
so when I say pitch, I mean pitch. Furrowing my brow, I strained to 
see through the gloom, and I couldn’t hear a single sound, other than 
the whir of my brother’s Xbox on the floor. What were they doing? I 
voiced this to the dark room but got no response.
 Quickly, so quickly I wasn’t sure I saw it, I saw a shadow dart across 
the room. Even though I knew it was my brother messing around, I 
couldn’t help but feel the scenes from the horror film still sticking to 
me – was I sure they’d been in his room? Hadn’t they gone for a walk 
in the woods at some point? Had it really been them laughing?
 I considered this as my hand fumbled around the wall for a light 
switch when, suddenly, something grabbed my wrist from nowhere 
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– another hand. I screamed, piercingly, and tumbled back out into 
the hall, only to be greeted by the familiar peals of laughter we’d been 
hearing all night. Katie ran into the room and threw on the switch to 
reveal the little darlings huddled in black cloaks in the middle of the 
room like acne-ridden dementors, falling about in hysterics.
 “That wasn’t very fucking funny!” I screeched at them, but even 
Katie was suppressing a smirk. The horror film had got to me, and my 
brother and his friend had taken full advantage of that. The two boys 
were still creased over, bundled in their cloaks, as I took my brother’s 
pillow and proceeded to hit them with it, which only encouraged 
the laughter.
 “We were just trying to be like old Mr.McCreepy!” Tom said 
through guffaws.
 “Who’s Mr. McCreepy?” Katie asked.
 “You must have heard of Mr. McCreepy!” Tom’s eyes were wide, 
and he nodded at his friend to clarify the obvious.
 “Everyone’s heard of Mr. McCreepy,” Michael sighed at two people 
he evidently considered imbeciles. “He’s that guy who owned the 
mannequin farm near Kolby village.”
 Katie and I looked at each other and shrugged. Kolby village was 
ten miles away; I’d had no reason to ever go there, and I didn’t know 
much about it. I didn’t know anything about a mannequin farm either.
 “He killed a whole load of people there, like fifty years ago,” Tom 
interjected. “He was this really creepy guy who made mannequins for 
shops – and probably other things – and he lured all these guys to his 
house by pretending to be a woman online, then he bludgeoned them 
to death with an axe.”
 “And then he made mannequins out of their skin!” added Michael, 
with glee.
 Now, I’m going to pause here to explain that I am not a fan of 
horror. I don’t do scary stories, creepypastas, any of that stuff – and I 
usually hate scary films, and was only watching one that night because 
I didn’t want to look like a wuss in front of Katie, who had a taste for 

those sorts of things. Plus, there was a more than likely chance that my 
brother and his friend were lying, and I didn’t want to entertain this 
for longer than was necessary. Katie, on the other hand, was looking 
at them, intrigued.
 “There was an axe murderer who lived ten miles from here?”
 “Yeah.”
 “And his name was Mr. McCreepy?”
 “No, you tool,” Katie’s brother sighed. “His name was Martin 
McGreevy. That’s just his nickname.”
 Unusually, Katie let this insult slide without comment. “What 
was his kill count?” she asked.
 Tom and Michael looked at each other, less cocky now. “Dunno. 
Loads probably. You could Google it.”
 “Haven’t you Googled it?”
 “Nah. We just heard it around school.”
 I laughed, wishing to bring this conversation to a close. “Oh, sure. 
You guys heard it around school, so it must be true.”
 “It really did happen!” Michael insisted. “Everybody knows about 
it! It’s coming up to the anniversary of his first murder on Halloween.”
 “Oh yeah, the fact that it happened on Halloween makes it all the 
more believable.” I raised my eyebrows to the ceiling, then left them 
to it, returning to my own room and trying to shake off a strange, 
bubbling feeling in my stomach.
 For all of the bravado I’d shown, there was a part of me – a small 
part – that had a feeling they might possibly be telling the truth. 
Something had happened in that village, a long time ago. I didn’t 
think it happened how they described it, but the name rang a bell; the 
image of the mannequins was clear in my head. I could picture my 
parents at the breakfast table, talking in hushed tones, the word Kolby 
and murder and dummies bubbling from their lips when they thought 
I couldn’t hear them.
 Katie came back into my room, and I had my finger poised on 
the play button on my laptop, ready to scare ourselves silly again.
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 “Actually, I’m not really feeling this anymore,” she said, and I 
breathed a huge, internal sigh of relief. “I’d quite like to look up 
that case.”
 The relief quickly left me, to be replaced by further anxiety. “What, 
the thing they were on about? Katie, they’re morons,” I said. “They’ll 
be making it up.”
 “Probably. But I’d like to check, just in case they’re not.”
She slid onto the bed next to me and plucked the laptop from my hands 
before I had a chance to protest. She opened up a new tab, and typed 
‘Kolby murder Cumbria mannequins’ into the search bar.
 Sure enough, a whole swarm of articles popped up.
“Now, there’s a plot twist,” she said, impressed. “They weren’t lying!”
 I felt my palms growing sweaty as she clicked on the first article and 
a picture of a man appeared. The man was reasonably average looking: 
about forty, with short, dark, cropped hair and a sallow face, like he 
hadn’t eaten in a long time, wearing a tartan shirt, but his hollow eyes, 
looking intensely at the camera, sent a chill of fear down my spine. I felt 
as though he was looking directly at me. This was Martin McGreevy, 
killer of nine people, who had once lived just down the road. His 
time active wasn’t fifty years ago, as Tom had said, but a much closer 
nineteen, back in 1999 – although, anything pre-millennium was all 
the same to my brother – and I remembered hearing the stories, still 
fresh to the residents, when I was a child.
 I can’t remember exactly which articles we looked at, but the story 
went like this. Martin McGreevy was a family man, with a wife and 
a four-year-old son, who owned a successful home business making 
custom mannequins for shop windows. However, like a lot of people, 
he had his secrets. Unfortunately, Martin McGreevy’s secret was that he 
liked to pose as beautiful women online, reel in gullible men between 
the ages of twenty and thirty-five, get them to send him nude pictures, 
and then lure them to his house under the pretence of hooking up. 
These were the days when the internet was still relatively new and 
people were less cautious about it, so he was generally successful in his 

invitation. Once there, he tied them up and committed unspeakable 
acts of torture on them, before eventually killing them with a sharp 
implement he would make his mannequins with. His wife, appar-
ently, was aware of the entire situation, and may even have been an 
accomplice. Once he killed the men, he made mannequins in their 
likeness – though not out of their skin, as the boys had claimed – and 
he treated them as though they were real. Nine mannequins were found 
in the cellar when the police raided the house.
 Once McGreevy became a suspect in the disappearances, he shot 
himself with a revolver, along with his wife and son. He was dead 
before they could even put handcuffs on him.
 I think that most people, after reading this – and reading the gory 
details, as we did, which I will not relay here – would close the laptop 
and perhaps go to quietly throw up. Katie’s curiosity, on the other 
hand, was piqued. She wanted to know more. She summoned the boys 
in, who said that, although they’d heard wildly exaggerated versions 
of this story at school (the human skin anecdote, for instance) it was 
basically the same story that they were familiar with, and it really had 
happened in a farmhouse near the village of Kolby.
 “Well, that’s just vile,” I said. “Those men died at the hands of 
that sicko. I hope he rots in jail.”
 “Why did you say you were acting like Martin McGreevy when 
you put on the cloaks?” asked Katie.
 “Cos that’s what he used to do. His wife would let them in, and 
then he’d be down in the cellar. He would lie in wait for his victims, 
wearing the clothes he dressed his dummies in, and then pounce on 
them before they could do anything.”
 “How would anyone know that?” I demanded.
 “His wife survived the shooting. She gave the police a full con-
fession. She’s still alive today, in jail,” Michael told me.
 Katie asked if anyone still lived at the farmhouse.
 “Last I heard, it was abandoned,” said Tom. “They say his ghost 
still roams the rooms, looking for more people to kill…”
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 They both started prancing around the room, swaying their arms 
and making howling sounds. Surely, at thirteen, they were too old 
for this.
 I looked at Katie to share a look of exasperation, but instead, 
she was smiling. She had taken in the news of the abandoned house 
without comment, though I could see her expression changing, her 
dark eyes flickering with the formation of a plan.
 I didn’t know if this was what happened to you after suffering 
grief at a young age, but my friend seemed to be abnormally fascinated 
by the dark side of life – death, torture, destruction, abandonment. It 
was – and is – a part of her that I struggle to like, if I’m being honest, 
but I try to understand that it is probably because she’s been through a 
childhood trauma. I don’t like to think that anyone could be interested 
in these things just for the sake of it. After they left, she turned to me, 
the glimmer of a smile playing around her lips.
 “I know what I want for my birthday,” she grinned.
I knew, at that moment, what she was going to say, and fear coursed 
through me like blood. Still, I needed to act nonchalant. When you’re 
a teenager, image is all that matters.
 “I want to go and explore the mannequin farm,” said my friend. 
I just smiled, blankly. It was absurd.
 Our parents were going to a dinner party in the next village, where 
they were likely to be out until midnight. That was the night we chose, 
as it gave us plenty of time to get there and back. Unfortunately, in the 
midst of our planning, my younger brother overheard, and threatened 
to reveal everything unless we allowed him and his weedy friend to 
come along with us.
 “You’ll ruin it!” Katie screeched at them the night before we 
planned to go – the eve of Halloween, the night before his first murder, 
another thing that, surprisingly, my brother had got right. “You’ll end 
up telling the adults.”
 “We won’t!” Tom insisted. “We’ll only tell them if you don’t let 
us come. Come on, we were the ones who told you about it.”

 “Go with your own friends,” Katie said, “Surely they’re all going 
up there in droves if this story’s so famous.”
 “No one’s been up there that we know,” Michael said. “It’s fenced 
off. It’s really hard to get in to.”
 My heart jumped a little – I was hoping this nugget of information 
might put her off wanting to go. It only made her more determined to 
get in somewhere that others had not. Eventually, they struck a deal: 
the boys would come with us, if they could help us figure out how 
to get inside. Hands were shaken; spit was proffered; subsequently 
discarded. We were ready.
 We set off after our parents left for their dinner party under cloak 
of darkness. Katie had a rucksack on over her coat packed with torches, 
a map and – most worryingly – even a knife, “In case we run into 
any trouble,” she said. Her birthday had been two days prior, and she 
walked up the dark lane ahead of me, her new pink Converse shining 
in the moonlight, practically bouncing with excitement. My heart was 
full of lead.
 The boys had also packed supplies: a penknife – “because you 
never know” – my brother said, and some rope – “In case we need 
to scale any walls.” The place was an abandoned farmhouse, not a 
maximum-security prison, but I said nothing.
 The village of Kolby was very pretty, dotted with thatched cottages 
and an old 13th century church nestled in parkland. We trod through 
the streets carefully, not wanting to look too suspicious, and huddled 
under a streetlamp to glance at the map. We needed to follow Church 
Lane, out of the village, until we passed a track on our left which read 
Pidcote. If we walked a mile up the track, we would hit the farmhouse. 
At least, that’s what one of Tom’s friends at school had told him – we 
could only see the first bit of the track from Google maps.
 The night was very dark now, and it was bitingly cold. As we 
wandered up the road, we got out our torches, and fewer and fewer 
cars marked the roads. Eventually, we were immersed by dark stretches 
of farmland, and could hear nothing but the hoot of an owl in the 
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distance, and some far-off noise from cattle. I pulled my coat tightly 
around me, fear beginning to set in. I wasn’t even that afraid of the 
farmhouse itself, or of the legend of Martin McGreevy’s ghost – I was 
more afraid of who might be living there now. We were four vulnerable 
kids on a dark, lonely road. We could be putting ourselves in 
serious danger.
 The white wooden sign, Pidcote, shimmered like a mirage under 
our torches.
 My brother stopped, staring at it. “Maybe…maybe we should 
turn back,” he said, nervously. Katie and Michael turned to look at 
him like he’d gone mad. “I don’t know if this is such a good idea.”
 I was amazed – out of the four of us, Tom and Katie had been the 
most vocal in wanting to go. Katie and Michael shot me a look, as if 
to say, he’s your brother, you deal with him. l saw the fear flickering 
in Tom’s eyes; the irritation flickering in Katie’s. I had to choose.
 “Either you come with us, or wait here,” I said, with as much 
courage as I could muster. “We’re not turning back now.”
 I saw my friend smile with pleasure, and Tom’s expression hard-
ened. “I’m coming,” he said, sulkily. “I just meant if anyone else wanted 
to turn back.”
 We trudged up the leaf strewn track, mud claiming our shoes. 
I had a fleeting gleeful thought that Katie’s beautiful new Converse 
would be getting muddy, then suppressed it out of guilt. Sometimes 
I felt envious of her wealth, and then remembered that at least I still 
had a dad.
 We saw a building begin to loom in the distance. Surprisingly, 
as we got to it, it was actually very easy to get inside – the fence sur-
rounding it was wooden, and not high, and we simply climbed over, 
finding ourselves on the other side with no trouble at all. I didn’t know 
what my brothers had been on about.
 The farmhouse was a two storey affair, trees looming over it like 
hunchbacks, the windows boarded up so it looked vaguely monstrous, 
with metal panels for eyes. We shone our torch around the premises. 

The driveway was submerged in leaves; there were, obviously, no cars 
in it, and I couldn’t see any lights on in the house. Not that I was 
expecting to, of course, but I couldn’t help the thought that perhaps 
there were people squatting inside, and the lack of light made me feel 
less uneasy. The place was clearly deserted, a ghostly relic of the past. 
The wind bristled and I closed my eyes, wishing us away from it.
 “Well, we made it,” I said. “Shall we go back now?”
 Katie looked at me as though I was bonkers. “What? Go back? 
We’re going inside!”
 The words didn’t come as a surprise to me, but I felt the full force 
of them even so. We’re going inside.
 The front door gave way easily; it was rotting, and falling off its 
hinges. Inside, the house smelled musty and damp; I remembered 
my grandmother’s house smelling like this when we went in after 
she died, because she’d stopped being able to take care of it properly 
and refused to ever put the heating on. The room we were standing 
in was a hallway, doors aligning each wall around us, a decomposing 
staircase toward the back wall. What I hadn’t expected was that there 
would still be furniture in the house. A side table was standing by the 
front door; a picture of a vase of sunflowers was skewed sideways on 
the wall. Homely artefacts amongst the dirt, reminding any visitors 
of what the place used to be, whilst the floor hosted more leaves and 
mud; the wallpaper was peeling and smeared with graffiti. I wondered 
if the kind of people who’d written that graffiti might be thinking of 
joining us here tonight, and I felt a bit sick. I shone my torch to see the 
numbers 666 scribbled in red on the once floral wallpaper; I realised 
that this would probably be the perfect location for dealing drugs. 
Cumbria was a boring place to grow up, and thus the drug trade was 
booming. Teenagers just didn’t have anything else to do.
 “Let’s split up,” Katie said – the three most dreaded words in the 
English language. “Boys – you go upstairs. We’ll explore down here. 
We’ll all do the cellar together.” Her eyes sparkled at this.
 I could see Tom looking less than comfortable, but they nodded 
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and headed up the stairs, whilst I trailed after her meekly.
 She pushed open one of the doors on our left and we trod into 
the room. My feet felt like they were standing on linoleum; we were 
in what was once either a kitchen or a bathroom. Together, we shine 
our torches around. Then we froze.
 A woman was standing in the kitchen, turned away from us. 
She was standing over a space where the stove most likely used to be, 
wearing a traditional 1950s outfit – hair up, flowery apron, floaty skirt. 
Every fibre in my body told me to run. But I was rooted to the spot, 
staring at this strange, stiff looking woman – who had not moved upon 
us entering the room. I reached out for my friend’s hand, but she was 
in the process of moving step closer, cracking a twig below her foot. 
The woman still didn’t move. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. Why 
wasn’t she turning around? What was wrong with her?
 “Katie…there’s something wrong here…”
 “Hello?” Katie called out, gently. “Hello?”
 She moved even closer to the woman, before prodding her on the 
shoulder. I couldn’t speak, waiting for it to turn around – what was 
she going to look like?
 “It’s…it’s a mannequin!” my friend exclaimed, open mouthed.
 Of course. I drew closer to it as well, realising, as I brought my 
torch closer, that it was indeed a mannequin – the hair was too stiff; 
the neck too white. I got close enough to see the other side of her and, 
most horrifyingly, the thing was faceless, no features at all other than 
a large smile that had been drawn on with what looked like crayon, 
the rest of it just a white, blank canvas. A figure with no eyes.
 “Jesus Christ,” Katie said.
 I shone the torch around a little more, and noticed that, on the 
floor, in the space where the stove should have been, was a frying pan 
lying on the dirt, with two plastic fried eggs and a sausage in it – the 
kind you might give to a child.
 “She’s…cooking,” I said.
 Of course, McGreevy had made mannequins for a living. But 

why was there one in the house, now, all these years later? Some sort 
of sick joke by pranksters?
 Katie and I looked at each other, unsure whether to laugh, or to 
cry. The sound of a scream from across the house meant we did neither.
 We ran to the sound, coming from upstairs, finding both our 
brothers huddled together in one of the bedrooms, pointing at the 
boarded-up window. We got closer to it to find a small bed – or, what 
remained of a bed, rotten and smelly as it was – with the dummy of 
a child lying in it.
 This mannequin was more detailed than the one in the kitchen. 
It had a face carved into it – a nose, and lips. Someone had even stuck 
two of those googly eyes you can buy for arts and crafts to its forehead 
– giving the odd impression that it was lying in bed with its eyes wide 
open. On top of its head was a mop of curly hair.
 “What the fuck is that thing?” my brother asked. His voice 
was quivering.
 “Well it’s a mannequin, what do you think?” said Katie. “There’s 
one in the kitchen, too.”
 “There’s more of them?”
 My brother really was losing his shit. I felt a little embarrassed, 
if I’m honest. Michael remained calm and composed, eyes fixed on 
the thing in the bed, his head cocked as though he were looking at a 
scientific oddity.
 “I’ve had enough,” Tom said. “This place is too weird.”
 “It’s obviously just a prank,” Katie said. “Someone’s probably done 
it to scare stupid kids like us off the premises. Or it’ll be some of those 
serial killer groupies, trying to recreate the family home.”
 “That’s fucked up,” my brother said, his face stark white.
 “Yeah.” But Katie’s expression didn’t look like she thought it was 
fucked up. Instead, there was the trace of a smirk on her mouth. She 
looked like she was thoroughly enjoying the whole affair.
 “I think I’d like to leave now,” Tom said. He looked at me. This 
was my chance to be a supportive older sister.
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 “Well…maybe we’ve seen enough,” I said. “This place is a bit 
freaky, after all.”
 “But we haven’t done the cellar yet!” Katie exclaimed. “That’s the 
best bit!”
 “I don’t want to do the cellar. I’ve had enough,” Tom persisted. 
“We’ve come out this far – there’s a bad vibe in this place. I feel like 
something bad is going to happen.”
 “Well, you can go home,” Katie said. “But I’m going to go and 
explore the cellar. You don’t have to wait for me if you don’t want to.”
 This was a difficult situation. I really didn’t want to choose between 
my friend and my brother, but it looked like I was going to have to. I 
stood, staring from one to the other of them; Katie’s face hard, certain; 
my brother’s pale and anxious. 
 That was when we heard it. A soft, dragging sound. Coming from 
beneath us. Far beneath our feet. Like it was coming from the cellar.
 I’ve never felt four people stop breathing at exactly the same 
moment, but that’s what happened. Then we heard it again. A dragging 
sound. Like someone dragging something heavy across a 
concrete floor.
 “What…what was that?” Michael was the first one to speak. For 
the first time, he was looking scared too.
 “We need to get out of here,” said Tom.
 Cautiously, ever so cautiously, we tiptoed across what was Martin 
McGreevy’s son’s bedroom, headed out into what had once been his 
landing, and crept down what had once been his staircase. The drag-
ging sound started to grow louder, more urgent, as if it knew we were 
getting away.
 I grabbed my brother’s hand; he in turn took Michael’s arm. We 
made a beeline for the door, when I realised that Katie hadn’t moved. 
She was staring at the cellar door.
 “What are you doing?” I asked in a desperate whisper. The boys 
headed out into the open air, but she remained rigid, staring.
 “Well, aren’t you curious?” she asked. “Even just a tiny bit?”

 “No, I bloody well am not!”
 “I am. I want to see what’s making that noise.”
 I couldn’t believe this. How could she be this stupid? As we were 
speaking, I noticed that the noise had stopped. Oh my god. What if 
whatever it was had heard us.
 “Katie, it could be dangerous down there. You don’t know 
who it is.”
 “I’ll just be quick.”
 She was trancelike, moving towards the door as the sliver of moon-
light from the front door fell across her face, and even as I grabbed her 
hand she pulled away from me, stronger than I was.
 “Katie, please.”
She opened the door, and before I could stop her, she was gone, heading 
down the steps.
 “For God’s sake!”
 Nothing – not heaven and earth moving, not a maze of chocolate, 
not pigs flying – could make my feet unstick from their place in the 
ground and make me go down there and stop her. Instead I stood 
there, not even sure if I was breathing, as Michael poked his head back 
round the door.
 “What are you doing?” he asked, “Why are you taking so long?”
 “Your sister’s gone down to the cellar,” I said.
 We both shared a glance – a terrified, helpless, awful glance. But 
neither of us could move. The dragging sound increased in volume 
again; the urgency amplified, filling my ears. And then we heard 
her scream.
 Her scream was even more ear-splitting than that of my brother’s; 
it was the kind of scream a person makes when they are experiencing 
the last moments of their life. Both Michael and I ran toward the 
basement door and stood at the top of the steps, the torch light falling 
in shards across the stairs. I took in the sight below: Katie, running 
back up the steps, her expression like that of a person being hunted; 
but nothing and no one was behind her. I moved the torch around 
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to see a group of tall shadowy figures lurking in the farthest corner of 
the room; nine of them, stiff as boards, faceless. I felt my heart stop, 
but I couldn’t understand why she was so frightened – they were only 
mannequins, like the ones in the rest of the house.
 And then one of them moved.
 Thud, thud, thud – Katie’s footsteps pounded up the final steps 
and she pushed us with all her might back through the door, back into 
the hallway.
 “Get out of here,” she shrieked, “Get out of here now!”
We didn’t need to be told twice. We began to run, out of the door, 
down the drive, towards my brother, who was also running – we ran 
to the fence, and climbed it, and lost rucksacks and shoes and grazed 
our limbs in the process but we did not care, because all we knew was 
that we were running, running far away from that place and that sound 
and those awful, awful figures.
 I don’t know what made me do it. Even now, when I look back 
on it, I’m not sure it was even real. It was probably the hysteria. But 
I’m sure that when I looked back there – and I looked back there only 
once, when I was twisting myself around on the fence – I’m sure I saw 
another figure standing in the doorway; another mannequin, a young 
girl this time, about fourteen. It’s only feature a drawn-on mouth, a 
mouth wide with terror, and its long, bony arm was stretched out 
towards us, pointing. On her feet was a pair of pink Converse trainers.
 I didn’t look back twice.
 Katie never told me what happened to her in the cellar that day. 
She never told a single soul.
 She refused to ever speak of the incident at all, in fact, and would 
get very upset when we mentioned it. Once, I asked her if she saw the 
figures in the cellar, like I did, though I never mentioned the dummy 
wearing the Converse. She refused to engage with me. Her taste for 
horror waned; she never suggested going exploring again.
 Sometimes Tom and I will talk about it. We’ll try and make 
a joke out of the whole thing now – must have been some twisted 

pranksters, we’ll say – but deep down, it scares us still, and I’ve never 
been able to go anywhere there are mannequins again, which, as you 
can imagine, makes life difficult in a department store. I don’t know 
why someone chose to put those things in there; I don’t know if they 
were mannequins made by McGreevy himself, or whether they were 
brought there after his death, and I don’t know how they knew that 
one of us would be wearing pink trainers. To ask those questions means 
delving deeper into the horror of that night.
 I’ve never been back to the farmhouse. Katie and I became less 
close when we went to university, though we still keep in touch every 
now and then, even after she moved away from the village. Michael and 
Tom are still close though. Tom says that Michael even went back there 
about a year ago – in broad daylight this time – to get some footage 
(he studies Film at university). He said he didn’t find any mannequins 
there, and all the furniture had been looted too.
 The cellar door was locked when he went there, though. Whatever 
it was that lurked down there amongst the shadows was concealed 
away. And whatever it was Katie saw that night – whether she saw the 
same thing as I did, or maybe worse – was hidden away, and can only 
be left for you and I to speculate.
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Um… hi there. I guess you could say I’m writing this as a 
cautionary tale to those who plan on studying abroad in the 

future. I don’t mean to discourage you from going in the fi rst place, 
it’s more like I just want you to be aware of this so that something 
like this doesn’t happen to you too.
 I guess I should explain a little bit. Last summer I was selected 
to participate in the study abroad program that would be centered 
in Rome for several months. Like anyone would be, I was elated. I 
had never been out of the states before, so this was going to be a real 
adventure for me.
 In the weeks that followed, I happily packed anything and 
everything I could fi t into my suitcase. (I will be the fi rst to admit 
that I had way over packed for this trip.) I was nervous about 
leaving my parents for the fi rst time but I was also excited about the 
newfound freedom I would have while in Europe. Before I knew it 
my parents were dropping me off  at the airport, and I was boarding 
a 19-hour fl ight to Rome.
 Despite being long and tedious, the fl ight wasn’t all that bad. 
When I exited the airport I was greeted by the program supervisor 
and several other students who would be studying with me. Th ey 
were about the same age and all looked just as excited as me. From 
there we went to our mandatory orientation meeting, and afterward, 
we went to pick up our apartment keys.
 In the months that preceded the trip, we were responsible for 
getting to know we would be roommates as well as fi nding a place 
to stay that we could all aff ord. Th ere were three girls I would be 
staying with. Th ey were all nice enough and made an eff ort to make 
me feel welcome, though I will admit it’s a bit hard to get close to 
the group of preformed friends. But despite my slight alienation, it 
seemed that things were all going to work out well. All of us were 
on a similar budget plan, and by that, I mean none of us really had 
much money to spend. Because of this, we were all on the same 
page while searching for the cheapest apartment we could fi nd.
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 After several days of searching, we stumbled across an ad for 
an ancient apartment located above the Campo di Fiori. That was a 
prime location and we couldn’t believe it that it was still available, 
no less listed for an unbelievably low price. This immediately sent 
alarm bells off in my head. The place was enormous yet the rent 
was cheaper than the much smaller apartments in a far less desirable 
part of town. However reason never really wins out in a group of 
excited young women. They had already made up their minds and if 
I would be staying with them this was my only option.
 We each received our own set of keys as well as a map with 
walking directions. Because of its prime location, it really didn’t take 
us long to get there. The Campo was amazing. During the day-
time, it was filled with a vibrant market, while during the evening 
it was lined with lively street performers. All of the apartments 
surrounding it looked to be ancient, so ours really didn’t stand out 
all that much. After circling the square three or four times we finally 
noticed the number nailed to the front of a massive old wooden 
door. This would be our home for the next three months.
 I fought with my keys for a moment until there was an audible 
click of the heavy old lock. The thick old door swung forward with 
a screech. We were then met with a long winding staircase. We all 
looked at one another and groaned. None of us had accounted for 
the fact that the building had been constructed before elevators 
were common. So three sets of stairs and countless complaints later, 
all four of us, with luggage in hand stood outside our new front 
door. Once again I reached for my set of keys and fought with the 
stubborn lock. As soon as the front door was opened there was a 
stampede of young women trying to claim the best room.
 Being a three-bedroom apartment, it meant that two of us 
would have to share. I personally didn’t really care so I let the others 
battle it out. When the dust had settled, I found that I would be 
sharing a room with a girl called Stephanie. That was fine with me. 
Stephanie was nice enough and she was also very quiet, my ideal 
feature in a roommate.

 Over the course of the rest of the day, we ran around exploring 
our new home. There were two bathrooms, a full kitchen, and a 
living room with an ancient TV. Once again I began to feel uneasy. 
Just how was it that we were able to get all of this for such a low 
price? But before I could finish the thought I was interrupted by a 
fit of loud squealing. My initial reaction was to panic, however, I 
soon learned that all the noise was from excitement. Down at the 
other end of the apartment near the front door, apparently, there 
was another part of the flat we had missed. I followed the noise until 
it led me to a long dark hallway. There at the end, behind the group 
of squealing women was a washing and drying machine. For those 
of you thinking “what’s the big deal?”, I should explain that these 
things are incredibly rare in Rome. Generally, exchange students 
have to wash their clothes by hand in the sink before hanging them 
up to dry. What was a luxury item like this doing in such a 
cheap apartment?
 Just as the screaming quelled it picked right back up again as 
the girls noticed a door adjacent to the washing machine. Beyond 
that door was a master bathroom. It had a balcony, a claw-foot tub, 
and even a bidet. The girls immediately started fighting over “who’s 
bathroom this was going to be”. I didn’t really see why we couldn’t 
share, but apparently, the others were dead set on having owner-
ship. As it turned out it ended up being my bathroom. Stephanie 
had made a logical argument that because she and I had to share a 
bedroom, while the other two each got their own, it was only fair 
that she and I got to share the master bath. And I’ll admit that at 
first, I was actually kind of excited, it was, after all, a really nice 
room. However, over the course of the next several weeks, I began 
to grow more and warier of the room. I don’t know how to put it 
into words. It’s like every time I went into that room I could feel 
something’s eyes on me. And the voyeuristic element wasn’t really 
what had me so unnerved. It felt like whatever was watching me was 
angry, that it didn’t want me there and that it wanted to hurt me.
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 I began doing everything in my power to avoid the room. 
I asked Alisha if she would mind if I were to use her restroom 
occasionally. I made up a lame excuse about how it was far more 
convenient since her room was so close while my bathroom was at 
the other end of the flat at the end of the very long hallway. She 
happily agreed though, when I told her that she could use my bath-
room anytime she liked. This worked well for a while. For about 
the first two months of my trip, I was able to completely avoid the 
eerie room. It wasn’t until the final month that everything began to 
unravel. One night as I prepared to brush my teeth, I found that 
Alisha was already occupying her bathroom. I could hear giggles 
coming from down the hallway, it was clear both Stephanie and our 
other roommate were both getting ready for bed in the master bath. 
I decided that since there was strength in numbers, it would be 
alright just for tonight.
 So I made my way down to the large bathroom where I joined 
the boisterous girls in brushing my teeth. They were in the midst of 
some conversation when Lindsay, our other roommate, had broken 
into such a furious fit of laughter that she had to lean on the wall for 
support. But suddenly she jolted upright as if she had been shocked. 
We all looked at what had been the cause of her reaction: there on 
the wall, about the same level as the bathtub was a tiny door. None 
of us had noticed it because it was the same color as walls. The land-
lord had even painted over it. Naturally, this made me a bit nervous. 
Whatever it was, the landlord clearly didn’t want anyone opening it. 
But as usual, throwing all caution to the wind Lindsay reached for 
the handle and began tugging with all her might. Stephanie clucked 
her tongue in disapproval before pulling out a small pocket knife. 
She began delicately carving along the seam of the door. I wanted 
to beg her to stop, but I really didn’t have the energy to argue that 
night. So within a few minutes, Lindsay had yanked the little door 
open with a loud crack.
 It was… a crawlspace. It was fairly large. My guess would’ve 

been you could have fit at least three or four people in there. I was 
rather curious as to why the landlord would’ve sealed up an empty 
little room. While I thought about this, Stephanie and Lindsay 
began calling for Alisha to come to see their new discovery. She was 
just as excited as they were when they first discovered it. However, 
as could be expected, this excitement waned over time and eventu-
ally, the crawlspace was just turned into storage for a few towels and 
laundry baskets.
 In the following days after the unsealing of the crawlspace, 
things started to go from eerie to downright terrifying. Annoyingly, 
Alisha had changed her nightly routine so that I could no longer use 
her bathroom in the evenings. Once again I was back in the large 
bathroom, all the while, the feeling that I was being watched grow-
ing worse and worse. I began to get so paranoid each time I went 
into that room that I would literally jump at the slightest noise of 
pipes settling, and as soon as I was finished I would run at full speed 
down the hallway and close the door behind me. For some reason, 
I seemed to be the only one feeling this way. It’s not like I could’ve 
told the other girls either. I was already enough of an outcast as it 
was. So I just kept to myself and hoped it would go away eventually.
 Unfortunately, that wasn’t the case. One night as I was getting 
ready for bed, I found myself alone in the bathroom. As I stood in 
front of the mirror brushing my teeth something set the hairs on the 
back of my neck straight up. There was a faint rustling noise. Not 
the kind that could’ve been caused by my roommates at the other 
end of the flat. Any noises caused by them would have had to have 
been quite loud to reach me all the way at the end of the long hall-
way. No, this noise was very faint, the sound of someone gingerly 
shuffling things around. I stood completely silent, terror filling me. 
The soft rustling noise was coming from inside the crawlspace. I 
turned on my heels and ran down the hallway to grab the attention 
of my roommates. I tried to explain to them what happened, but all 
that came out were incoherent murmurs.
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 Eventually, I managed to stutter “S-Something. Something’s 
inside the crawlspace!”
 They looked at me with fear and confusion in their eyes. As a 
pack, we moved together down the hallway into the bathroom. I 
nearly fainted when I saw the tiny door hanging fully ajar. Though 
this discovery filled me with horror, Alisha immediately pointed to 
the balcony sliding door. Stephanie had left it open to air out the 
bathroom after having taken a shower several hours ago. She peeked 
her head out the door and pointed to the slanted rooftop adjacent 
to ours. There was a pigeons nest occupied by few birds. The girls 
surmised that a pigeon must have found its way in and was the 
cause of the disturbance. They all had a good laugh as we made our 
way back to the living room. I pretended to shake it off but I knew 
it was not a pigeon that caused the rustling noise. First off, the tiny 
door had been shut tight all day. None of us really cared to leave it 
open because it smelled quite musty inside. And secondly, the door 
had been shut when I left the bathroom, I am certain of this, yet 
there it was wide open when I returned. You’re not going to tell me 
that a pigeon knows how to and is capable of opening and closing a 
door all by itself.
 It was at this point that I began to suspect that something was 
terribly wrong with this apartment. When I got back to my room 
I pulled out my laptop and called my best friend via Skype. She 
had always been the skeptical and methodical type, however, she 
also kept an open mind towards things that were hard to explain. 
I decided that out of anyone she was probably the best to talk to 
about my situation. As I expected, she was initially quite doubtful. 
Though she also agreed with me that a pigeon was quite likely not 
the source. She asked me if I had any photos of the crawlspace. She 
said that if she could see it, that would help her to understand a 
little more clearly, and possibly help her to come up with a more 
logical explanation.
 Relieved at her willingness to at least hear me out, I reached for 
my camera and made my way back down the eerie hallway.

 When I arrived I found, to my relief, that the door was still 
closed. I stood in front of it for a moment, gathering my nerve 
before finally pulling the little door open. Despite the clutter left 
inside by my roommates, it was empty. I snapped a quick photo 
before closing the door once more and running back to my room. 
I immediately plugged my camera into my computer and uploaded 
the photo. When I finally opened the image, I was petrified by what 
I saw. There in the upper right-hand corner was a face, baring its 
teeth at me. My whole body began violently shaking.
 “Dear God. That thing is in our home!” I muttered to myself.
Fear began to overtake me. Someone had sealed whatever it was 
inside of that crawlspace, and we had let it out. I was so absorbed in 
my panic I didn’t even notice when my roommate returned. She was 
so blissfully unaware of the imminent danger we were in, yet even if 
I tried to warn her she would not believe me. I was at a loss of what 
to do and finally decided that I would deal with it in the morning. 
Though not by a large amount, I did feel braver in the sunlight.
 From there I attempted to get some sleep. Though for the first 
time ever since being there I closed and bolted my door before get-
ting into bed. Stephanie eyed me suspiciously while doing so, but I 
just told her jokingly that Lindsay had been sneaking into our room 
the previous nights and had been stealing my Nutella. She laughed 
heartily, shaking her head before settling down for the night. I will 
admit that the only reason I was able to find any sleep that night 
was that of her presence. Something about not being alone can give 
one a sense of false security.
 It was about two o’clock in the morning when the sound woke 
me. I had always been a light sleeper so the faint noise was enough 
to stir me. It sounded like a door being pushed open at the other 
end of the flat followed by footsteps. But these weren’t just normal 
footsteps. They were far too fast. It sounded like someone was 
running at full speed from the foyer to the living room and all about 
the apartment. But these weren’t heavy footfalls like the kind you 
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would expect from a running person. They were very light, almost 
unnaturally so. My initial reaction was to assume it was either Alisha 
or Lindsay, so I got up and stuck my ear to the wall behind me that 
separated Lindsay’s room from mine. I could hear her faint but 
steady breathing. She was clearly asleep, it wasn’t her. I then crossed 
over to the other side of my room near the door and once again 
stuck my ear to the wall. Alisha’s snoring was quite audible, there’s 
no way it was her. I slowly began to grow fearful as I turned for the 
last resort to see if Stephanie had perhaps gotten up, but I could 
plainly see her resting form silently rising up and down. A shiver 
went down my spine and I nearly screamed when I realized that the 
footsteps had come to a stop outside of my door. Despite all the 
lights being out, I could clearly see the looming dark shadow of a 
form through the tiny crack at the foot of my door.
 I dared not move. Whatever it was, it was just standing there. 
Waiting. Then to my horror, my doorknob slowly began to jiggle. 
Gently at first but then growing violent at the realization of it being 
locked. The noise of it eventually woke my roommate. She sat up, 
blinking in confusion. That instant the jiggling of the doorknob 
stopped. She asked me just what the hell I was doing and if I knew 
what time it was. I told her it wasn’t me! I told her that whatever 
had opened the door to the crawlspace the previous day had come 
back. But she just furrowed her brow at me and said that I needed 
to get more sleep.
 The next day I made an appointment with my programs super-
visor. I told him that I just needed to go home. He tried to tell me 
that I was just homesick and that it would pass, but I insisted. He 
eventually gave up and let me call my parents. They were confused 
but understanding. They were able to change the date of my return 
flight to the following morning. I really wanted to get out of there 
that day, but understand that was the soonest they could manage. 
Unfortunately, this meant that I would have to stay one more night 
in the apartment.
 When I returned I tried to tell the others about what had been 

going on. I knew I was going to be getting out of there and would 
be out of danger, but I was still immensely worried for their safety. 
But none of them took me seriously, they looked at me as if I was 
a mad woman. They didn’t say anything but I was sure they all 
thought I was going home because of some sort of 
mental breakdown.
 At that point there was nothing I could say that would con-
vince them. So that night I locked my door and hesitantly went to 
bed. And right on cue, once again around two o’clock in the morn-
ing I was awoken by the rapid footsteps scampering around the 
apartment. I could hear the door to the bathroom began to creak 
open, followed by the door at the end of the hallway. The footsteps 
grew louder and faster as they moved through the apartment. And 
finally, once more they came to a pause outside of my door. I could 
hear breathing this time, slow and heavy. I sat up in panic, and 
to my horror, I saw that Stephanie had forgotten to lock the door 
behind her after getting up to use the restroom.
 It was right outside my door and I did not know if I had time 
to jump up and try to lock it before the thing realized there was 
nothing blocking its way. I hesitated a moment too long and by 
the time I had sat up straight in my bed, the handle slowly began 
to turn. I froze in terror as the door cracked open revealing my 
tormentor. It stood there ominously in the doorway, staring me 
down. Its eyes protrude slightly from its skull and gave off a very 
faint bluish light. It didn’t appear to have a nose, only slits where 
the nostril should have been. It had the teeth of a man, but had no 
lips, giving it the impression of an eternally toothy snarl. It’s grayish 
white skin was waxy and stretched tight over its bony face. The rest 
of its skeletal form was hard to make out as it was almost entirely 
enveloped in shadows.
 After pausing for a moment in the doorway, it began to head 
toward me. As it moved, its body let out sickening cracks. I sat 
there, still petrified by fear until it had made its way to the foot of 
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my bed. Its heavy breaths were deafeningly loud. I don’t know how 
Stephanie slept through it. The air had begun to smell sour 
and stagnant.
 With frightening speed, it jolted to the other end of the bed, 
mere feet from me. I gagged at the smell of it, like sulfur and 
rotting flesh. Slowly it unfurled one of it’s along the gnarly hands 
and proceeded to reach for me. Not until it was several inches away 
did I finally find my voice. I screamed as loud as I possibly could 
and it halted in its tracks. Stephanie shot up from her bed, visibly 
frightened. The creature hunched over on all fours and fled from the 
room with unsettling movements that recalled those of the spider. 
A moment later Stephanie switched the light on and looked at me 
furiously. She demanded to know what the fuss was all about. I told 
her exactly what had happened, but she just called me a nutcase.
The taxi came to pick me up very early the next morning. The sun 
had not even risen by the time it arrived. None of the girls came to 
see me off, but I expected this. After loading my luggage into the 
trunk I climbed into the back seat of the old cab. It had driven right 
through the square and was sitting at the base of my apartment. 
When I leaned to look out the window I could see where my room 
had been. My face contorted into a mixture of panic and concern. 
There, looking out of my old window was the creature. Its unblink-
ing eyes bore into me and it’s lipless mouth curled into a snarling 
grin. Before I could say anything, the cab driver had taken off, 
leaving that hell house far behind.
 I tried to warn them. I really did. I did everything in my power 
to try to warn them of the danger that they were in, but none of 
them listen to me. There was no way I could’ve stopped what hap-
pened after I returned home. You see, several weeks after returning 
to the United States I received a phone call from the program 
director. He informed me that a day before the program ended, all 
three of my past roommates had been reported missing. The author-
ities had no idea just how long they had actually been gone for, as 

they were only recently discovered to be missing when the program 
director went to check on them after none of them made it to the 
end of the program wrap up meeting. They assumed it had been at 
least a week or two since all the food in the apartment was expired. 
There was no sign of forced entry, and no valuables were missing. 
The only notable detail mentioned in the report was that when they 
arrived on the scene, there was a strange little door hanging ajar in 
the bathroom. And when they approached it, they were met with a 
powerful odor coming from no visible source. The official report has 
them declared as missing, but I know that they’re all dead.
 I know that I’m incredibly lucky to have made it out with 
my life. I think the only reason I’m still alive today is that I fled 
thousands of miles and across the ocean. Despite their unwilling-
ness to listen, I still feel an unimaginable amount of guilt over what 
happened to those girls. That’s why I’m writing this now. I may not 
be able to go back in time and save them, but maybe I can prevent 
this from happening to you. Please, PLEASE heed my warning. If 
you ever get the opportunity to study abroad, keep this in mind: 
if it seems too good to be true, it probably is. And WHATEVER 
you do, don’t stay on the third floor of the ancient yellow apart-
ment complex above the Campo di Fiori. There’s something there. 
Something evil.
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