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p.18

Welcome to the seventh edition of Eloquent, ‘Horror’. Christmas is a
warm and loving time of year but not even Christmas should be
absent from a few horror stories and those in this issue will rattle
the bones of the turkey on your table. So beware this festive
season, all may well not be as warm and loving as it seems… Thank
you to all our contributors to this issue, all of your stories are
spectacularly spooky. Also, thanks to all of those who have helped
to bring this issue together, I really appreciate all of your hard work
and commitment. Finally I hope you enjoy the seventh edition of
Eloquent and as Charles Dickens said in the preface of a Christmas
Carol, may your “houses be haunted pleasantly”, by this collection
of creepy chronicles.
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A DARK
NIGHT
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It was a dark night in the countryside of England, and Edward Chemiphyst
was working late at his laboratory, finishing off an exciting experiment. He
was carefully making shapes of different gaseous hues when carefully, yet
hastily, he heated a chemical using a Bunsen burner. Suddenly, the lights
went out. But he didn’t notice it because he had the flame on. It was only
when it turned off that he realised what had gone on. He checked the
security control panel; the dial on the gas metre was on-off.
 
“That’s weird,” he muttered in a surprised tone. He was about to turn the
gas on when he saw something out of the corner of his eye, his Bunsen
burner with a roaring safety flame. It was as if there was a furious lion in
the room. He was just about to continue his work when he realised:
 
“Hang on, how is it burning without any gas?”
 
Furthermore, a safety flame is not meant to be roaring, it is supposed to be
silenced. Curiously, he inspected the Bunsen. After only seconds of
examining the heating element he realised that the room has gone cold, he
was shivering and gasping for air. Confused, he looked out of the window
desperately searching for somewhere he could find help. Scaring Edward
half to death, the security alarm went off. Frightened, he looked out of the
window looming over the dark forest and saw the shadow of a floating, tall,
skinny figure. Then, blood-red eyes suddenly opened and gazed at Edward.
 
 Edward couldn’t take it anymore; he had to get out and fast. He sprinted
out of the lab and down the corridor, turning right and narrowly avoiding
hitting a cleaning trolley that had been dumped there for whatever reason
is suitable.
 
He continued until he reached the lift. He pressed the button but it was
blacked.
 
“The elevator gets blocked when the security alarm goes off!” he shouted
angrily. He raced back to where he was, taking a right and descending the
stairs. He turned to continue going down but then he saw it: a floating
figure with bloody eyes. It came so close to him that he could smell his old,
stale breath coated with the smell of dry blood, rotten carcasses and the
aroma of death.The figure grabbed the tired scientist’s throat, and Edward
saw his life flash before his eyes. Something unexpected had occurred that
would certainly change the course of his life...



Dusk crept up the canyon like an aggressive
animal, hunting down its prey. An unending
cataract of water sluiced from the sky. The
noisy din of the high street began to die. A
fork of lightning swept through the sky,
accompanied by the sound of thunder. The
lingering light was obliterated by the rapidly
falling night. The sky was a widow’s sky,
darkened and weeping. A myriad of raindrops
rifled at the ground, like a gun shooting
violently. Along the walls of huge buildings,
ancient advertisements clung desperately to
their assigned walls. The ominous silence was
intrinsic, however; it was quickly broken by the
flood of rain. Petrified, a bird that lay on the
branch of a contorted tree jolted off.
 
 For the first time in my life, I found myself
alone. A huddled heap of ripped jeans and
torn coats, I sat alone, utterly terrified in the
darkness. The dark was consuming my frail
form. My mother wasn't there to soothe my
fears, nor was Thomas to tell me stories. It
was just me. Grass lurked around me like an
animal ready to pounce on prey. Silence was
written all around me. There were no birds
around to twitter their chirps of safety. The
breeze had morphed into a beast, its merciless
gusts thrashing against my skin.  The hairs on
my skin rose slowly but steadily. No matter
how far I ran, nor how fast, I couldn't outrun
this darkness, and I didn't know how to get
home (wherever that was). I thought I was
running in the right direction, had been almost
certain of it when I'd begun moving, but surely
I would have left the area by now if that were
true. I didn't want to risk changing direction
and delving even deeper into the grass, so I
maintained my path, running and running, and
all while Fear was growing in my chest. I had
to find some kind of shelter anyway. The next
roof I found would have to be my bed for the 

dangerous Night. It was just me, alone in a
strange place. At least I wasn’t being followed.
At least I thought...
 
There it stood.
 
The sight of its exterior sent a shiver up my
spine. The derelict buildings clung to the
hillside scree, stubbornly refusing to die. The
walls were no more than the same rock and
dirt they stood on, yet storm after storm failed
to return them to the earth.
 
The house was a robe ladder sent from hell. It
stood skeletal on the road. Riveted yet
reckless, I entered. The windows of the ‘house’
looked like the eyes of an empty soul.
Something didn’t feel right. But what scared
me the most was the isolation. The building
was dead silent. My footsteps broke the
ominous silence that hung like a clock around
the building. As I entered, I could see a stash
of newspapers scattered around the floor,
almost like it was used to make a fire. The
‘house’ was silent, eerie…
 
…Abandoned…
 
The sight of its interior sent a shiver up my
spine. All of a sudden, the door behind me
groaned shut. The walls creaked like a child
screaming for attention. I looked at the floor;
it was covered in a thick coating of dust and
mould. Ahead of me was Darkness… and I was
going to be swallowed by it.  A surge of fear
sat in my stomach like cement. The reflection
of the full moon shone through a window,
casting a sinister glow. The floor, or what
remained of it, had a huge hole in it,
plummeting down to somewhere else. The
smell of danger slipped into my nose. My
heart began to race. My head began to ache. 
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My feet began to hurt. I felt something… No I was just thinking. I heard something… No, I was
imagining again. 
 
My torch began to flicker. My heart began to race. My skin began to prickle up. Then I heard I
heard it…
 
“CREAK!” My heart jumped as my eyes crashed into a dim light ahead of me. 
 
Petrified and yet as reckless as an intruder, I traced the increasingly fading light. It led me to a
door. Once again, I pushed it open…
 
I gasped in horror.
 
Their bodies lay like ghoulish mannequins, the oesophagus and arteries sticking out. The
pungent smell could only come from recently slaughtered animals. In this case the animals
were human and their corpses were still warm, the blood thickening but not yet dried on their
waxy skin. This was murder all the way.
 
Their throats had been cut and they lay like butchered animals in a waste of blood. One
corpse had slipped from the low single bed to the right of the door and lay staring up at me,
the mouth open, the head almost cleft from the body. In the far corner lay another one. His
head had drooped forward and over his chest a great mat of blood had spread like a bib.

 
***

7

HANNA
ANISH 8W
Mum and Dad won’t be here anymore, Jack.” Grandma sobbed.
“Why, grandma?” Jack asked. Grandma was silent.
“How about I tell you a story?” She insisted. He nodded. “Once upon a time, there was a...
“Stop!” He bellowed.
“What happened?” She replied. “No fairytales, grandma. Tell me a real story!” He cried.
“Alright,” she sighed. “Not long ago, there was a girl called Hanna. She was an innocent,
beautiful young girl who lost her parents in a car accident, unfortunately. She had to stay with
her uncle’s family until she was 18, when she could buy her own house.” She continued.
 “Samuel Williams was a cruel man and he tortured her every day. She was treated like a slave.
They used to lock her up in a room which was filthy and dusty. They rarely gave her food and
she yearned to run away. She planned to leave one winter day but was caught and hanged as
a punishment for her escape attempt. Her body was thrown away but not her soul.
 
 She wanted revenge.
 
One day, she arrived at the house of Mr Williams and knocked on the door. Speechless, he
opened the door. She grabbed him by his throat and pushed him against the wall. Mrs  
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Williams screamed at the sight. Mr Williams choked, “Run!!”. She ran as fast as she could and
took her child, jumping out of the window as she went. “I will find you because I am Hanna,”
she spoke in the most devious voice. She took a knife and cut his throat, leaving him for dead.
Hanna went upstairs and saw Mrs Williams carrying a child and jumping inside a moving car.
Hanna took a gun from Mr Williams bedstand and aimed at the car. BAM!! Mrs Williams was
shot dead. The child was out of range. Hanna whispered, “I am Hanna and I will find you and I
will kill every Williams”. She repeated, louder this time, “I am Hanna and I will find you”.”
 
“Ding Dong!!” the bell rang.
 
Grandma screamed, “ Run Jack, Hanna is here…”.

 
***
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THE GHOST OF THE
HAUNTED HOUSE
JAKE LOH 7T

Chapter 1
Edward stood with his brother James at the doorstep of their new house. Edward glared at it
begrudgingly, whereas James looked nervously at it, as if it was going to bite him. They hadn’t
wanted to move from Northey Avenue, they liked their home there. They had friends, freedom
and a big field around the corner. And they had to move school. Sutton Grammar was the best
school in the world. All the rest of their form had looked thoroughly depressed when he
morosely announced his departure.
 
“Throwley won’t be the same without you, mate.” sighed Magnus as they walked to the train
station together for the last time.
 
“Beat Manor for me, that’s all I ask.” He groaned gloomily, putting on a fake smile.
 
Feeling more dejected than ever, the weekend had never felt more unwelcoming. No Saturday
football game, new texts on his Nokia phone and no contact with anyone apart from his
family. The only person who truly knew how he felt was James.
 
When James heard the news about moving house and school, he essentially went into a stage
of depression. After locking himself in his room for the weekend without food, he finally came
out to enter his final week at school. Now, standing at the new, hated doorstep, at the hated
house glancing at the hated doorbell, he felt like an empty shell. He hadn’t talked all week.
The building was old and derelict and seemed far from new. It seemed to be wasting away by
the seconds. Their parents looked hesitant to enter. They had been convinced by the price of
the house, but all the extra money could be going to repairs. There was some graffiti sprayed
in the corner of the house, which Edward distracted Lily from looking at.
As soon as they enter their building, both boys went straight up to their shared room to sulk.
Lily snuck in with her favourite book to join them.
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“John, I don’t know what to do with our children!” confessed their mother, tears trickling down
her face.
 
“Don’t worry Ava, they’ll get used to it. Eventually…” her husband replied, patting her
consolingly on the back.
 
Chapter 2
In James and Edward’s bedroom, two boys were ranting on about how disappointing their new
house, school and life were, whilst their younger sister quietly listened over her book.
“They’re trash at football, they have ugly uniform and are full of posh kids!” cried Edward,
angrily. “If only we didn’t win that stupid scholarship!”
 
“Calm down.” soothed Lily, patting him on the back. Even though they were older than her, she
occasionally had to be the mature one. She had happily left Wallington Girls because of the
plentiful bullies, but at the cost of her best friend Rosie, their old house and her family’s
happiness. She was beginning to regret moving schools. She decided to change the subject.
“Let’s explore the rest of the house.” She spluttered out randomly.
 
The house was gigantic, many times bigger than their old home. However, it was incredibly
dusty, and many of the walls cracked if you lent against them too much. James discover this
the hard way.
 
After rummaging through an ancient set of drawers, they discovered an ornate, golden key.
“I wonder how much this is worth?” James pondered, as he slipped it into his pocket.
“Never mind that, what is it for?” Lily snapped. James stared at her with a mixture of shock and
annoyance. She muttered something about her knowing her place as they wandered into the
next room. Lily glared at him and aimed a swift kick at his ankles. James tried to hit her.
“Stop fighting, we’re all miserable already.” yelled Edward loudly; completely out of the blue,
catching his siblings by surprise. They both froze and mumbled apologies. Edward stalked out
of the room. The other two followed behind him cautiously.
 
The majority of the rooms were empty or looked too dangerous to venture into. One room
housed an ancient trapdoor which looked unstable. James prodded it with his foot, and it
opened with surprising ease. It led to a grimy looking tunnel which the three agreed not to
explore.
 
Tired, frustrated and dusty, they eventually gave up.
 
“C’mon. Let’s apologise to Mum and Dad and have dinner.” sighed Edward. They all hastily
walked back to the kitchen.
 
Chapter 3
As they entered the kitchen, James gasped and Lily screamed. The room was deserted. A mug
of coffee layer smashed on the floor. A small puddle of blood lay on the table. Several items
were scattered across the kitchen and the window was smashed. No sign of their parents
remained. However, the room showed evidence of a struggle.
 
“Mum? Dad?” asked James in a quivering voice. The wind howled through the broken window. 
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The house suddenly felt small, like there was nowhere to hide. Lily was shaking. The tap
dripped ominously. Someone had started making pasta but abandoned it halfway through.
“They wouldn’t have gone anywhere without telling us, right?” asked Lily, looking dangerously
pale.
 
“Don’t worry. They’ll be around… somewhere.” Edward reassured her, not very convincingly.
James collapsed onto the bench, with his head in his hands. He was desperately trying to hold
back tears. He had been hating his parents 2 hours ago, but now he would’ve given anything to
have them back.
 
Edward started making a makeshift dinner whilst Lily cleared up and James checked for money
and things that could’ve been stolen. There was nothing missing, not even the money. The
only thing gone were their parents.
 
Over dinner, the Edward discussed their future plans, with his siblings subconsciously
agreeing to everything he said.
 
“I don’t want to go to the orphanage and I’m sure you don’t want to either. We’ll go to the
shops tomorrow to buy more food and begin searching the house.” He concluded.
“I know they’re here. I can sense it.” Lily whispered sadly. “I can feel it.”
 
Chapter 4
The next day, the children visited the shops around the corner. Edward had to drag James
continually away from cigarettes, alcohol and the casino before finally giving in to him in the
sweets shop.
 
“Don’t buy too many.” warned Edward as Lily and James loaded their basket with brightly
coloured bags.
 
“Suit yourself.” replied James, recovering some of his old cheek, “You bought more than
enough groceries, cans and torches.”
 
“They were substantial food essentials.” growled Edward through gritted teeth. With their
parents around, if James acted like this he would return with a very sore behind. However, he
knew Edward couldn’t enforce rules like they could. For now, he could do whatever he wanted
and take advantage of Edward’s lack of authority.
 
At lunch, Lily and James chattered noisily about where their parents could be over their coke
flavoured sweets. Edward was sulking over his cold beans, clearly bitter about their shopping
trip.
 
“Maybe a monster snuck in and took them!” cried Lily, suddenly looking paler and smaller.
“Ha!” laughed James, “You read too many books.”
 
“It was just a suggestion!” squeaked Lily grudgingly, going red in the face. However, when
James’ chair leg fell through the  rotting floor boards, both of his siblings roared with laughter.
James, covered in cobwebs and splinters, scowled at them both but failed to make them cease
laughing.
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After lunch, a storm started brewing. Edward kept looking nervously at the ceiling, muttering
about whether the house had a lightning rod or not. As the wind howled outside violently, the
children huddled together in fear. The rain thumped against the fragile windows. Lily would
jump every time the lightning ripped the sky apart.
 
Edward attempted to start a fire with the hallway floor boards but water had leaked in,
rendering them useless. The storm carried on throughout the day and into the night.
Eventually, Edward declared that it was bedtime. Even James went without protesting. The
children all slept in the same room, propped up against the lukewarm radiators.
 
Chapter 5
Edward woke up in the middle of the night but remained still as to not wake up the others. He
listened to water flowing through the rusty water pipes. He listened to the breathing of his
remaining family. He listened to the now calm wind flowing through the trees.
 
Suddenly, a sharp sound punctured the air. It sounded like footsteps, going down the hallway.
They didn’t sound like their parents. Someone else was in the house! Edward thought of going
to them and asking for help but hesitated. An unknown stranger prowling about in their house
didn’t seem right. He saw a bedraggled shadow in the hallway. He silently shook his siblings
awake.
 
“Wussup?” James murmured hastily. Edward pointed a desperate finger at the shadow. Lily
was awake almost instantly and grabbed the torches they had bought. Hidden in the shadows,
they peered round the door…
 
Lily stifled a scream, James gasped and Edward gaped. It wasn’t human. It was a mixture of a
ghoul and a hag. It looked translucent but she was actively picking up their belongings,
examining them, then casting them away. Her face was covered in ugly acne. Her skin was
infected by disgusting rashes. Her hands were crippled by blisters. It’s back was horribly
hunched. Its lips were dry and cracked. It clutched a dirty jar close to her chest. It picked up
Lily’s teddy bear, inspected it, then ripped off its head. James had to restrained Lily from
lunging at the “thing”.
 
“Fresh marks.” It hissed, “More prey.”
 
Its yellow eyes flashed across the hallway. It trudged off, leaving a trail of grime in its wake.
 
Chapter 6
The children held a conference under the bed to decide their next move. Lily was clutching the
maimed teddy bear whom had had its head sown back on. James was carrying a Swiss army
knife in his pocket. Edward insisted that they all stuck together ever since their encounter with
the ghoul.
 
“It’s obvious that that hag has got our parents.” said Edward, “So we’ll have to take them back
from her.”
 
“How can we fight her if she can kidnap our parents…” James trailed off
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“She doesn’t know who we are or that we know that she’s here.” squeaked Lily, “so we have the
element of surprise.”
 
“Next time we see the thing we can follow it and it’ll lead us to mum and dad!” concluded
Edward triumphantly.
 
The children spent the next days preparing for their rescue mission. James insisted on as
many knives, toy guns and weapons as they could carry. Edward wanted to carry food,
blankets and a phone for emergencies. They carried both. Lily was sent to buy matches, can
openers and black clothing so often that she knew all the shopkeeper’s names. James argued
that toy guns would be useful despite the disagreement of his siblings.
 
After a few days, James was getting restless, Lily was getting increasingly nervous and Edward
was worrying constantly. The house was proving dangerous without the ghoul. Rats invaded
every nook and cranny. Weak, rotten floorboards were everywhere so the children’s legs were
eventually covered in scars and splinters. Lily was convinced there were more monsters than
the ghoul, but her siblings whole-heartily denied it.
 
Chapter 7
Eventually the ghoul returned. Empowered by the weeks spent waiting and a rigid diet
enforced by Edward, the children tracked the ghoul to the room with the trapdoor. The ghoul
climbed down it, into the sewers. By the time the children persuaded themselves to go down
the trapdoor, the ghoul was gone. They were stuck in a maze and a reeking one at that. They
decided to turn right after much hesitation. They trudged through the tunnels. It seemed to
never end. The foul smell of human waste was almost overwhelming and Lily was looking
slightly green. An hour later, even Edward, who had been so confident was beginning to have
second thoughts.
 
What if they’re not here?, thought Edward, What if I just led the remainder of my family to
their doom?
 
Their spirits failed to lift until they reached an ancient looking door. It filled the whole passage
way. Suddenly the doorknob spoke in a low, calm voice.
 
“I have a riddle for you. If you cannot solve it, you do not pass. If you guess wrong, you die. If
you guess correctly, you pass.” It said in a monotonous voice.
 
The children exchanged nervous glances. They knew they were all intelligent but here was a lot
at stake. Not just their lives were on the line but their parents’ lives too.
 
“Tell us the riddle.” Commanded Edward worriedly.
 
“The person who built it sold it. The person who bought it never used it. The person who used
it never saw it. What is it?” it slurred.
 
The children stood and thought. Who could use something but never see it? Maybe a blind
person who was given a gift. But what was the gift? After all, that was the question. Wrong
guess and they die.
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“Death, maybe?” thought Lily. Suddenly she burst out shouting, “I’ve got it! I’ve got it!”
 
She took a deep breath, then said with a trembling voice, “It’s horrible. It’s a coffin.”
 
Silence filled the air. They held their breath
.
“You may pass.” The door knob said as it swung open. Relieved smiles broke across the
children’s faces. As they walked through, the tension spilled away, and their shoulders relaxed
a little. The following pathway was a seemingly endless straight. Lily and Edward started
walking and James followed, quietly muttering, “When in Rome…”
 
After half an hour of walking they stopped for sandwiches which Edward had made to fill time.
James dropped a crumb into the murky water and bubble started rising from around.
 
“Let’s move on.” Edward said hastily. Eventually they came to a dead end. There was a small
door which was locked. They all stared at each other, depressed. James stuck his hands in his
pockets and kicked grumpily at a rat, which quickly scurried away. Suddenly, his face lit up.
“Remember that key that we found that room with the chest of drawers! It could be for this!”
he sputtered excitedly. Edward snatched the key from his hand and jammed it into the door.
The door swung open. The children gaped at each other with a mixture of happiness and
terror. Apprehensively, they entered...
 
Chapter 8
They scanned the room. At first, all they saw was darkness. Then, when their eyes adjusted,
they saw the terrible sight. Their parents were slumped against a manky wall, along with many
others. An old couple, children, even a baby lay glassy eyed in the room. Suddenly, they heard
a creepy voice calling through the “cave”. They quickly ducked into the shadows.
The ghoul strode through her lair, shaking the grimy jar.
 
“Ah, so many souls!” she cackled. “And they’re all mine. Forever!”
 
Lily gasped. Edward tried to stifle it but it was too late. Edward hid James behind a rock.
“Well, well, well. The children have come to play.” Cried the ghoul, a menacing grin etched
across her face.
 
“We want our parents back.” said Edward bravely, his face not matching his words.
 
“I demand your souls!” she screeched. Edward began to shuffle away with Lily, but the ghoul
noticed them and slid closer and closer. Edward clutched his Swiss army knife and mentally
prepared himself for the worst. She grabbed Edward by the front of his jumper, put her face
less than an inch from his face and began to suck his soul out.
 
It was agony, he felt cold, he felt tremendous pain, he felt like the world was ending. All he
could do was scream. Lily could not bear to watch. She grabbed a rusty metal bar from the
floor and whacked the ghoul with a full swing in the face. The ghoul fell to the floor curling and
howling. James leapt out of his hiding spot and grabbed the precious jar.
 
He smashed the jar onto the floor and shining balls of light went flying into the glassy eyed
prisoners. The prisoners stirred, before standing up, regaining consciousness. James pelted 
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the ghoul with stones, whilst Edward picked up his knife, ran up to their foe and stabbed her
right in the neck. She let out a blood curdling howl before collapsing onto the floor, dead.
Lily tended to the prisoners. Whilst Edward and James hugged their parents.
 
“You’re all heroes.” Was all that their parents could say.
 
Chapter 9
With all the evidence of the prisoners, the police had the house demolished. Every prisoner
got money for the land which was bought by the government and the house was ironically
turned into a new ghost-buster theme-park.
 
James, Lily and Edward all moved to a peaceful new road a stone’s throw away from their new
school (which wasn’t the despised private school, due to the many protests of James, Lily and
Edward).
 
“This might not be that bad.” speculated James as he caught the eye of some Spanish girls who
all giggled.
 
Edward became a prefect and spent most of his time winning sporting events, doing
meritorious deeds and catching James kissing various “girlfriends” who all seemed desperate,
or they wouldn’t fall for James, like Lily said.
 
James impressed boys and girls with fake tales of heroic adventures which all involved fighting
off enemies with a sword and barely getting out alive
.
Lily was no longer bullied and became a subject to much popularity. They never told anyone
about the ghoul of the haunted house. No-one ever suspected that they were one of the
people who discovered the first “ghoul” ever seen by human eyes. The ghoul was their first
monster encounter. But it wasn’t their last…
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THE MYSTERIOUS
ATTACK
SEJ 7W

The sound of a door slamming downstairs alerted Anne. She sat up in her bed, alert. Who was
it? Or … What was it? She shakily turned to the clock on her bedside table - 3:39 am. Then she
looked at the bed opposite her; her brother was sleeping peacefully, not slightly disturbed by
the noise. 
 
Lucky him, Anne thought, He wouldn’t twitch if a hundred elephants stormed the house. 
Anne decided to investigate the sudden noise herself: surely, there must be a reasonable
explanation for this! She slipped her feet into some warm slippers and silently crept out of her
room, through the landing, past her parent's room and quietly down the stairs. 
 
BANG!
 



It seemed to come from the kitchen - Anne held her breath. “What should I do?” she whispered
to herself - investigate further, or call her Dad? She chose the first; why should she disturb
Dad from his shift when it was bound to be something reasonable? Unsteady and shaky, Anne
tiptoed down the final few steps, skipping the creaky one. The door to the kitchen was closed,
and Anne stretched out a shaky hand. Her hand grasped the handle and she muttered under
her breath, "It's okay, Anne, it's only the wind banging the back gate." 
 
Suddenly, the TV turned on and began making static noises from the living room. Anne dived
for the telephone, dialed in 999 and was about to press the green call button when she
stopped - there was no need to call the police. It was probably the wind banging the back gate,
and the TV always does this at random times throughout the day and night. Anne was
convinced it was because of random interference that occurred when it was rainy. Still, Anne
regretted not bringing her brother with her. 
 
Holding her breath, she pushed open the kitchen door and peered inside - the room looked
familiar, all the furniture was where she had remembered it to be. She ventured slowly inside
and peered through the back door - she was right! The back gate was open and banging loudly
in the wind and rain. Anne suddenly felt very pleased with herself and her fright seemed to
have fled immediately - there was a reasonable explanation! She was so pleased with herself
that she did not hear the faint scuttle behind her and didn't have enough time to react when
something grabbed her from behind.
 
Nothing was heard of Anne afterwards; her father had come home to find Anne's bed
unattended and the kitchen door open - the only evidence that something had happened was
that there was a large puddle of the dark red by the glass doors in the back of the kitchen.
Anne's dad, brother and the Police are still, to this day baffled about what had happened.
Her mother, however, was not alive and still isn't. She couldn't possibly know what
happened... 
 
...or could she?
 

***
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This happened when I was 12 years old: my best friend
Alistair wanted me to come over for the night since his
parents were away for the weekend, and without the slightest
hesitation, I took the ten minute walk to his house, ultimately
before letting myself in through the front door. Habitually, we
played every shooting video game known to man, from
juvenile Fortnite to the substantially gory Call of Duty amid
rejuvenating ourselves with the crisps and soda that lay on
the floor like an incomplete jigsaw puzzle. As the night went
on, we moved on from binging video games to deriding
friends from our school, to amusingly conversing to strangers
in a chatting app. Alistair began expertly and before I knew it,
it was my turn. Being the novice I was at talking to strangers
and having a boring sense of humour, I was in to embarrass
myself. After waiting a minute or so to stumble upon another
user, I ultimately reached someone. The ambience was
congested with Alistair’s uproarious guffaws which had died
off quickly after he saw I was in a call. My idea of the prank
was to act like I am placing an order to a restaurant; I started
by saying: “Hello, so yes in my order, can I have a-”
“What’s your name kid?” He bitterly asked. I was confused:
Alistair fixed an anxious glare at me.
 
“Uh...H-Harry sir.” I gulped.
 
“You sure it’s not Alistair?” Beads of perspiration clung to my
forehead as I gradually turned around to look at Alistair, his
eyes filled with a myriad of gut-wrenching tears. I abruptly
hung up the phone, tranquilising myself with deep breaths
“Could you explain who that was?” I glared at him, my jaw
trembling. His eyes sunk more into his endoskeleton; his
countenance narrowed to the extent you can visibly see his
cheekbones. 
 
“I-I didn’t know who that was-honest.” He stuttered. I was

THE GUY OVER
THE PHONE
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Tconfused. I could tell he was telling the truth, but it doesn’t sum one thing up, how the hell
did he know his name? “Maybe the app glitched out and revealed your name?” I fallaciously
believed. He responded by a profound sigh and insisted on watching YouTube to ‘clear our
minds’: I agreed to, though we both knew it would never detach to us, it was adhered to us
like a parasite. 
 
Instantaneously, Alistair and I looked at each other after we heard a menacing thump from
his backdoor and gradually approached towards it. We saw the doorknob turn : we were
both rooted to the spot in horror. Luckily the knob was functioning and terminated the
rotation. Who was that, this late at night to be...outside...Alistair’s house...
 
“It’s him.” I whispered. 
 
“Who?” He asked back. I gave him an intimidated stare,“Oh...How?”
“Now’s not the time for asking questions; just follow me.” As we tiptoed up the
stairway, we perceived a piercing noise occurring downstairs: the door had flung open.
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THE GOTHIC COUPLE
 ROHAN CHANDRA 7T
A long time ago, there was a couple named John and Lilly living happily in a massive
house. They had been together for 30 years and loved each other dearly however
something was going to happen which would change the rest of their lives.
 
"Good morning!" said John on a cold winter morning.
 
"Urgh, my head hurts" Lilly said. "Where am I?"
 
John said she was at home but then she asked, “what is home” and he knew there was
something wrong. They went to their doctor but he had no idea what was going on.
 
The next day things got worse, the poor lady couldn't even remember John but despite
this John wouldn't give up. He checked everywhere in London but nobody knew a cure
to Lilly's illness. Sadly by the time John came home it was too late, she was dead and
from shock and sadness he died as well however his body was never found...
 
 
"Rohan, pack your belongings, we are moving house tonight!"
 
Yes, my name is Rohan and yes, we are moving house.
 
The first house we saw was quite beautiful, there were flowers everywhere, the rooms
were of decent size and looked welcoming. I was happy with this place but the estate
agent said that there was another house.
 



Tconfused. I could tell he was telling the truth, but it doesn’t sum one thing up, how the hell
did he know his name? “Maybe the app glitched out and revealed your name?” I fallaciously
believed. He responded by a profound sigh and insisted on watching YouTube to ‘clear our
minds’: I agreed to, though we both knew it would never detach to us, it was adhered to us
like a parasite. 
 
Instantaneously, Alistair and I looked at each other after we heard a menacing thump from
his backdoor and gradually approached towards it. We saw the doorknob turn : we were
both rooted to the spot in horror. Luckily the knob was functioning and terminated the
rotation. Who was that, this late at night to be...outside...Alistair’s house...
 
“It’s him.” I whispered. 
 
“Who?” He asked back. I gave him an intimidated stare,“Oh...How?”
“Now’s not the time for asking questions; just follow me.” As we tiptoed up the
stairway, we perceived a piercing noise occurring downstairs: the door had flung open.
 
The other house was definitely not welcoming but it was massive. I felt my inner-
conscience telling me to go away however at the time I didn't know why. After a tour of
the house I came to a conclusion that, despite the number of rooms, they all looked
abandoned and all the plants in the garden where overgrown. I went back to the car
but then stopped and looked back, my parents weren't coming. I went back and saw a
glimmer of green light in their eyes. 2 seconds later they ran to the estate agent and
actually purchased that pile of bricks! And here we are now.
 
Finally I managed to put all my property into separate boxes and before I went down
the stairs I looked back, I was going to miss this place. For dinner we had sandwiches,
crisps and coke. We had eaten our small meal early as a truck was going to come and
take our belongings to the new house.
 
After a few hours we finished unloading our things and had placed them in decent
places and I collapsed in my bed and entered a deep sleep. Then I felt a vibration and
woke up. Something was not right. I looked out of my window. Our outside light was
flashing on and off and then it just stopped. This was very strange. I put my flip-flops
on and went where I thought the noise was coming from: the attic.
 
For some reason there were dead bugs everywhere, with the exception of 2 rats. They
all had bite marks. I shivered. Then all of a sudden appeared a green, transparent old
man floating without the bottom of his body. I immediately sprinted away, hearing a
distant voice, down the stairs, into the guest room and locked the door. For a moment
I thought I was safe but then he  came inside, THROUGH the wall!
 
"W-what do you want?" I said.
 
"Help", he croaked.
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Once I calmed down he explained that his wife had suffered a horror I couldn't imagine and
wanted to find where she was buried so he could be reunited once more.
 
I told him where the nearest cemetery was and took him there myself. Once we found Lilly's
grave he sank into the ground and I went back home and fell asleep once more.
 
"How was your first night in the new house?" my dad asked the next day.
 

"You really don't want to know."
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My heart was pummelling with terror. This was the most tense moment that I had
experienced. Or so it felt. The Golden State Warriors were on the brink of winning - but, the
Lakers were catching up. Who would win? My eyes were full of anxiety and uncertainty. 
Wait, what is this? 
“Oh, and Golden State Warriors just hooped it!”. 
Wait, what? 
“And Steph Curry scored a game changing, three-pointer!”. 
Yes! We’d won! Just in time for the referee to puff the whistle.
 
Ecstatic about the game, I returned home, in my brand new Dodge Charger. The colour was
chrome blue, the windows, radiating the light from the lamp, enough to make a person blind. I
called my pal Jones, and spoke to him about the game. “Dude, did you see the game?”, I
vociferated. But, then, a different voice answered me. A rather uncanny voice had answered
my question. “Sorry, Jones isn’t at home.”. Then, I heard a click on the other end of the line. 
“Hello, hello?”
 
In a flash, I drove to his house, everything moving so fast around me. My surroundings were
hazy, cars creeping up around the corner of the road, my headlights making out the
silhouettes only at the very last second. Then, it happened. All of a sudden, a calamitous figure
came trudging out of nowhere, not paying attention to the other cars. As I drove closer, the
ghastly figure turned towards me, right next to the bend. 
 
My reflexes acted. I slammed the brakes, swerving to the left of it. I prepared for impact upon
the fence - travelling at sixty miles per hour. I zoned out.
 
When I woke up, I was in a small room. The room was cramped, with a tiny window for
ventilation on the concrete ceiling. There was a light, but it wasn’t of much use. A nurse, with a
devilish face, came in and whispered in my ear: “I’m coming for you. We are not alone...” I was
horror-stricken. I tried to move, but found I was completely paralyzed. “Don’t even bother
trying to escape. You. Are. Done.” I closed my eyes, bracing for what is going to happen next...
 
 
 
 
 

THE PARLOUS
NIGHT

20

 SARVAJEET SINGH 8L

Eloquent | N
o. 7



ALONE
NADIM AHMED
13B



Even now, Tanaka struggled to escape the
solitude of his life. Wherever he was, no
matter how happy he felt or whoever he found
himself with, he could not appear to escape
the hollow feeling in his chest. To describe it
was rather difficult as there was no single
emotion he felt nor a definitive trigger behind
it. For Tanaka, these episodes felt like he was
descending into the atria of an abyss on the
surface of an icy slope, where no matter how
hard he screamed, how desperately he clawed,
he could not reverse his trajectory and save
himself from being enveloped by the
emptiness. And whilst he did have a cohort of
friends surrounding him, a devilishly fiendish
whisper of thought always tended to
reverberate around his head.
 
“Are they really your friends?”
 
“I’m positive. They wouldn’t be here with me
otherwise,” Tanaka would protest in earnest.
 
“They’re here because they’re too polite to say
no,’ the voice in his mind would insist.
 
But on this particular night, Tanaka found
himself amongst a group of five or so of his
closest friends on a rooftop restaurant,
overlooking a rather inviting city skyline at
around nine o’clock in the evening. The waiter
had already brought them their food; fast
service was a sort of silent acknowledgement
between Tanaka and the staff at this particular
restaurant. He frequented the place quite
regularly in fact. The reposeful vibe set by the
cream linen tablecloths and the flawlessly
positioned candles (along with the staff’s
unwavering amiable demeanour) meant that
he could find himself at ease for a short while
— and indeed he did.
 
Tanaka leaned his head back and looked to
the ceiling. Behind him, he could hear the
jovial laugh of a man who perhaps had one
too many drinks for the night, his infectious
optimism diffusing to the guests who sat
intently around his table. Over in the far
corner of the room, was a waitress 

methodically arranging a vermillion bouquet
of flowers upon the table; it was no easy feat
yet amidst the commotion of the room, her
final attempt was more than admirable. She
took a pace back and admired her work as
Tanaka was aware of a small spring of
contentment forming inside of him. It was by
no means a flowing river, more as if a small
stream of crystalline water had meandered its
way through cracks in the rocks, its flow
limited but not at all showing signs of ceasing.
Tanaka revelled in the sensation for he felt
that maybe just this once, he had slowed his
descent into the abyss...

 
* * *

He awoke in his bed at his apartment at
around 2:17 am. Of course, that was a rough
guess for Tanaka, but he always had an
uncanny ability for estimating the time. Much
of his childhood revolved around his cohort of
friends asking him to guess the time of day to
see just how accurate he was. He invariably
felt a sense of achievement whenever he came
within two minutes of the correct time
however out of curiosity Tanaka attempted to
rotate himself and look at the alarm clock on
his bedside table but found that he could not
move.
 
How odd.
 
Tanaka frowned as this had never happened
to him before. He felt as if his muscles had
gone into stasis. As if imaginary iron chains
had negated any will for his limbs to move. As
if there was an impossibly heavy stone placed
on his chest, causing him to sink deeper and
deeper and deeper into his mattress. He could
feel a sense of dread seeping into his mind
whilst his body was thrust into a state of
absolute panic. His heart was quivering. His
mouth felt parched. Tanaka could only stare
blankly at the ceiling and hope that whatever
force that had usurped the power from his
body would subside. Tanaka forced his eyes
shut and isolated his breathing just as he was
taught.
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In. Out. In. Out. In. Out.
 
Slowly but surely he could feel himself regain the feelings in his fingertips and toes.
 
In. Out. In. Out. In. Out.
 
He flexed his wrist after finding that he could crane his neck a few degrees, then eventually
managed to bend his arms and legs. After opening his eyes once more, Tanaka built enough
courage to swing himself out of bed and stand up. But something didn’t feel right.
 
At the end of his bed, Tanaka could see the outline of a figure illuminated only by the dim,
grimy light emanating from the streetlamp outside his window. The figure was like a shadow,
sitting with its arms and legs folded in a statement of belonging as if to say that there was not
a single thing wrong with its presence in the room. But as it stood up, rising centimetre by
centimetre so that its face was barely visible in the light, Tanaka realised he was staring at an
apparition with an ungodly resemblance to himself; its shoulders hunched at the same level,
its back arched to the same degree, yet it evoked a palpable feeling of unease within Tanaka.
 
‘What are you?’ questioned Tanaka.
It did not answer.
‘Are you responsible for all of this?’ 
Tanaka said in desperation.
It did not flatter him with a response.
‘Are you me?’ He cried out!
 
And simply, the apparition smiled.
 

***
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A deserted corridor.  Many
doors. Can’t escape.  Something
terrible has happened.  Death,
ghosts, memories...but not his
 
Tom awoke with a start.  He
pressed the alarm clock light. 
6.00 a.m.  What had that
dream been all about?  It was
the third or fourth time now
and the image of the corridor,
with ceramic pale yellow
bricks felt like a real place, but
the rest slipped out of his
mind as dreams do.  Tom felt
sure the corridor was in a
school, but he had gone to a
modern comprehensive and
couldn’t think what would
have prompted this image. 
 He gets up and forgets about
it.
 
Tom wakes, sweating all over.
He is out of breath.  His mind
whirls.  That corridor again,
but this time it felt like he was
there, not just seeing it from
afar.  He is frustrated.  What 

has happened to him to have
these strange dreams?  Then he
remembers.  Two months ago,
he had been to that Grammar
school to install new firewall
software. The usual guy had
fallen ill – in fact, he was in
quite a serious condition. Poor
guy.  Anyway, that was clearly
the place with those old
fashioned corridors.  He laughs
to himself.
 
The pounding of feet.  What is it?
What is coming? Terror.  Trying
door after door after door. 
 Locked, locked, locked. Help,
someone please help.
 
Tom feels quite alarmed at just
how much his heart is pounding
when he wakes.  What is
happening to him? The school,
the grammar school – could
that really have triggered these
nightmares? How – he was only
there a couple of hours. That
pale young boy had shown him
the shortcut through an old part

of the school to the computer
room. It had felt really cold down
there.  Just for a fleeting moment it
had felt as if something icy had
moved right through him.  He shook
himself.  Clearly this would pass. 
 He’d read a light book tonight
before bed.
 
Charlie held his head in his hands. 
What a nightmare. His senior
technician, Kieran had fallen into a
coma and he prayed he would be
okay,  And having now sent two
technicians to that school, the Head
had called to say the school
homework system had been hacked
again and clearly the firewall
software wasn’t working properly
and something had to be done.  He
would have to speak to Tom to find
out exactly what he had done and
send him back.   He called Tom,  It
rang and rang but no answer.
 

THE
CORRIDOR Elaine

Owen
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Charlie sighed and
called the school.  ‘I’ll
be there in an hour’ he
said.
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MYSTERIOUS
HOUSE

There was a solitary man staring out of his window,
looking forward. His jaw tightened and his mouth twisted
into an unhappy smile. Curious, I went to his doorstep. As
soon as I was going to knock, he opened the door. His
nails were chipped and encrusted with dirt. The left side
of his face was burned. It was a mass of scars and seared
skin. As I checked what was inside the building, I found
that there were bleached skeletons hanging on the walls.
 
Spider webs were everywhere. He let me in. The place had
an odour of decaying oranges. Looking carefully, you
could see that the man had a black eye and an angry
purple bruise on his cheek. He was old, stooped and
painfully thin. Each painful shuffle took every ounce of his
strength. The wooden floorboards creaked as I walked
forward. Noises were coming from every direction.
 
I tripped!
 
Fear choked me with its murderous hands. It gripped at
my throat and forced my breath into short shallow gasps.
Staring at my leg, I realised that crimson, red paint was
seeping out. Dragging my injured legs, curiosity enveloped
me as I felt that something was not right
 
.A wooden floorboard broke!
 
Then I knew I needed to get out of here.

25

VITHUISH VIJAYAMOHAN 8G

Eloquent | N
o. 7



blasted louder and they danced.
They ate nice food and sweets.
They all had so much fun. 
 
When the party had ended at
8pm, Ava stayed behind.
“Here’s a present for you.” Ava
gave her a small box.
“Oh my! Thank you so much Ava,”
Emma opened the box and saw
the bracelet inside the box. Emma
was very excited to see a bracelet
which was personalised with both
of their names with the heart in
the middle of their names, “I love
it and I’ll keep it forever.”
 
The next school day came, before
taking the register Mr Wilson
looked at his computer and his
pink face paled as he froze in
shock. He slowly stood up and
announced to the class,
“I’m sorry to say about this sad
news to you all but Ava passed
away in a car crash at 1:40pm
on the motorway on her way
back from holiday. Only her
mother survived.” Emma was
confused, she remembered the
fact that she hugged Ava after
she was said to be dead. She
felt human. Everyone else
looked at each other
remembering that Ava was at
the party. She gave Emma a
bracelet after she was said to
be dead, the bracelet was on
her hand. She stared at it. 
 
 
After school, she told her Mum 
 
 

Emma and Ava had been good
friends since year two. They
both went to the same primary
school and secondary school. It
was Emma’s 12th birthday. As
this was her first birthday in
secondary school, she had
decided to have a party with her
classmates and she invited her
whole class. She gave the
invitation to Ava last.
“Hey Ava, open this up.” she
said with excitement.
“Oh! An invitation.” she replied.
“Are you coming?” Emma asked
impatiently.
“I’m sorry Emma but I will only
come back from our family
holiday at 2pm and the party
starts at 12noon, but I could still
come a bit late, right?” Ava
queried.
“It’s fine if you come a bit late,
but if you can’t come then let
me know.”
 
The party started at 12pm,
everyone came with high spirit,
dancing and singing to music.
Emma kept checking her mobile
for Ava’s message. After a long
wait, Emma received a text
message from Ava at 1:30pm. 
 
ON MOTORWAY
 
BE THERE IN HALF AN HOUR
 
OK
 
At 2pm, the doorbell rang. It
was Ava. Emma ran to the door
and gave her a hug. She was so
happy that Ava was able to
make it to the party. The music 

about what happened to Ava and her
Dad listened too. 
 

THE
BRACELET ARANAN
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They clearly saw Ava
as well. Even if it was
a ghost, how come she
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carry a bracelet and
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TECHNOLOGY
HORROR

      The frosty wind howled in the night sky. Streetlamps flickered,
desperately trying to stay alive but slowly all of them blew out. Streaks of
blinding lighting illuminated the pitch-black sky, immediately followed by
menacing thunder.
      
       I was alone in the house as my parents had gone back to the old
house to move the last of the items. When we came for the viewing we
were told that this house had been left vacant for around 2 decades
after the death of Douglas Hendricks. Something always gave me the
creeps with this house but I didn’t want to look like a chicken in front of
my parents.
      
As I went to turn the lights out, I heard the old grandfather clock clicking
in the corner of the storage room, as if it was beckoning me. Before
mum and dad had left the house, they told me to look after the clock as
we didn’t own it and hence was going to be sold to the antique shop. I
was curious to know what a grandfather clock looked like and tip-toed
into the room. When I peered over to look at the antique clock, I couldn’t
believe my eyes. I was expecting the hands to be pointing to XI or XII but
peculiarly they pointed to an additional point – XIII.  I hurried to my room
pushing boxes out the way to get to my bed. I got my phone on and tried
to call my dad but the call didn’t go through and a message appeared on
the screen saying: “Network Error-This operation couldn’t be completed.”
I clicked on the error and it told me someone was interfering with the
network. I wondered how anyone could muddle with our network as it
had a password only our family knew.   
 
        I needed to contact my parents so I hurried nervously into my
parent’s room to get the computer. When I entered, I found an ominous
looking old tattered book perched on ned. I opened the first page and on
it scribbled were the words…
 

This book belongs to:
 Steven Hendricks

 
         I was intrigued to know what was inside as I already knew that
Douglas Hendricks was the one who died in this house. I flicked
through the pages of what seemed to be an ordinary diary but
suddenly I got to a page that had been marked out in crimson red
fingerprints. Under October 31st 1999- Halloween there was a bold
message…
 
‘
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It was the type of coldness that reached into the bones. She had
underestimated the cold tonight, not like her at all. The only thing to do
was to keep moving, keep heading towards home, she thought. Night
had fallen fast upon the land. The night came with such bitterness under
the moonlight. The cold stole every bit of water from the air. The sky was
a rolling blanket of cloud. The harsh scent of alcohol exuded out of her
and her brain was preoccupied with going home, nothing more than just
home. The black, leather jacket camouflaged with the background; it was
not safe in these streets because of cars accidents and murders. She had
no idea it would take this long. She was a thin but strong girl - however,
she had no reassurance that she could get away safely if she
encountered a situation now. She braced her hands as the wind beat
against it and put them in the pockets; the cold air was oozing into her
jacket. She was trying to keep her mind off of things as she was
frightened by the dark, 
There was nothing there or there could be something; the idea of her
not knowing couldn’t help but make her shiver. Then she realised that a
tall man was following her, she was not sure of course so she decided to
take a detour; she walked past the bakery and then turned around
walking back. As she approached the figure, she could see his blue eyes
which shone when she glanced at them; she then quickly passed him
and proceeded to run home. He was still following. She began to panic,
she experienced an adrenaline rush and ran at record-breaking speeds;
however, still not fast enough. The man slowly caught on. She tried to
turn on her phone to call the police. As she looked at her phone the man
came quicker. Her phone was turned off. Tears began swelling up in her
eyes. She shot towards her apartment door and she fumbled for her
keys, her tears rolled down her face. She could not breathe but then the
hooded figure took off his hood and revealed his face,
“Sorry if I scared you but I was just going to my home, my room
apartment was one hundred and seventy-eight.”
Her heart began to breathe a sigh of relief.
‘Oh it’s ok I was just a bit frightened.’
It must have been the influence of the alcohol but she thought he was a
nice man and she was being rude. Her eyes widened as she realised that
her apartment was one hundred and seventy-eight. The relief was
washed away and only fear remained. Her body became stiff, she tried
to breathe but her body was denying it. The last thing she saw was the
man’s face turning into a big grin and him holding the knife. The last that
was heard of her was her shriek that broke the deafening silence. 
 

THE GIRL
ALONE
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It’s never a good sign when you can hear footsteps at 13 O’clock on Blood Point Ally; especially
if you are alone…’
 

And that was when I heard the footsteps…
 

***
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MERRY
CHRISTMAS
VARUNAN VARATHAVARAJAN 7T

Thinking about this story still sends shivers down my spine. I think I am the only person who
knows about this – the story of Bethany’s death. It all started a year ago when I was staying at
my sister’s house for Christmas and my niece’s birthday, which was on Christmas Eve. I was
going to stay there for a month so I tried to settle in as best as I could.
 
Some days before this incident, my niece (Bethany) has been complaining to us about the new
elf she was given for Christmas. It had a red hat just like Santa and its clothes had the pattern
of red and white. Shoes as black as coal. A peach face and glass eyes, which I thought would
stare into your soul. She still believed in Santa, while I think that the majority of eleven year
olds wouldn’t believe in those things. Bethany stated how the elf moved around her room and
even said it sat on her doll house, watching her sleep. She said how every time she tried to get
out of bed the elf would bite her and she then revealed the bite marks on her arms and legs. I
immediately thought she was asserting dishonesty and just shrugged it off.
 
The night before her birthday and Christmas Eve, she asked me to sleep with her just for the
night. I questioned her. She answered that she wanted me to protect her from the elf .
Without thinking I accepted. I was in bed with her about to drift of into a deep slumber when
Bethany woke me and asked for a glass of water. I told her to go get some water in the kitchen
but when saying that she got frightened saying the elf would get her. I went with her out of
bed. We were about to leave the room but something was placed on Bethany’s doll house. I
switched on the light and the vibrant illumination made it visible to see what was in front of
us. The elf was there smiling. Instead of leaving the room with her I tried to take a picture of
the elf.
 
The elf bolted at us when Bethany pushed me out of the room and the door slammed shut. I
tried to open the door but it was locked. I found a brick and when I was about to smash  the
door open I heard a ripping sound. I smashed the door open and I wished I hadn’t done that. I
screamed at the top of my lungs. Bethany’s mum came downstairs. In there you could see a
gruesome sight of Bethany’s toys and furniture covered in her crimson blood. Her corpse lay
there with the elf hovering above her. Bethany’s stomach was split open. The elf had her
intestines wrapped around its neck, chewing on them, and the elf turned, and with a distorted
voice it said, “Merry Christmas.” I called the police. Me and my sister closed the door and 
 



barricaded it with furniture so the elf doesn’t attack us as well and we waited for the police.
When they came they checked the room and everything was gone just like magic. They
questioned my brother-in-law (Bethany’s dad), my sister (Bethany’s mum) and me. They filed
the case as Bethany is missing, but my sister and I knew for sure she was dead.
 
It’s been a year now, and my sister had mental health issues. She  was caught attempting to
eviscerate her stomach in half. She was then sent to a mental health hospital, but it didn’t stop
her committing suicide by making a noose with her bedsheets and hanging herself. I am the
only person who knows this story, now and then I still hear the words of those elf saying,
“Merry Christmas.” I never walked by that house again. Everyone still thinks that Bethany is
missing and I never built up the courage to tell my brother-in-law the real story. I am terrified
that the elf would come after me next as I am the only person who knows its true nature. I
went home one night after a long day at work. I checked my calendar and noticed it was the
night before Christmas Eve…
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GOAL! Jack was practising football and he had just scored a wonderful goal. He picked up the
ball and placed it on the ground, ready for his next shot. He moved five steps back and got
ready… he ran and smashed the ball towards the top right corner but it just missed and rolled
through the bushes. Jack went to get his ball.
 
As he scrambled through the bush, he looked for his ball but could not find it anywhere. He
stood up and brushed the leaves off his T-shirt and looked up. His mouth dropped open, wide
in fear, as lightning struck, BANG! Jack wanted to run as fast as he possibly could but his feet
were stuck to the ground. In front of him, stood a tall, purple house with writing in red, blood
red. The creepy house loomed over him, its shadow covering him creating an eerie silence.
Jack did not want to go in but he knew that his ball was there so he slowly tiptoed to the
haunted house. 
 
As he approached the door of the haunted house, he looked up and saw a bright light in one
of the windows. He wondered if anyone would be in there; he shuddered at the thought of it.
He reached the door. There was a message written on it, “ENTER IF YOU DARE…” Jack closed
his eyes and made his decision: he was going in. He opened the door.
 
It looked like he was in a corridor. There were mirrors on the walls; when he looked in it, his
face looked like it was split in different parts but he soon realized why. The mirror had cracks
in it. Jack saw a staircase up ahead so he decided to go there. As he walked up the staircase,
he could hear his heart pounding rapidly. He felt some sweat roll down the sides of his cheeks
and his legs were trembling but he still continued to look for his ball. When he reached the
top, he saw a few paintings but they were ripped on some parts. He took a closer look and saw
that it was not ripped, it was in fact, claw marks. Jack stepped back but in the corner of his eye
he saw his ball so he ran towards it. Just as he was about to pick up the ball, a door to his right
slowly creaked open. Jack jolted up in shock…
 
There was a chair with a hooded figure sitting on it. The dark figure didn’t turn around but she
started to speak, “GET OUT!” she screamed. Jack was too terrified to speak, so he sprinted out
of the house without turning around…
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The horror of the dentist chills even a lion amongst men to the very core of his being. 
 Those brave amongst us, face their inner fears, embarking on that journey of terror.  A
pilgrimage that holds no joy and as you walk, it feels that the world around you has
turned to Armageddon. Embarking on this mission to the dental underworld is eerie and
irksome but we head off.
 
A corner of the universe where most would scurry through: dark, damp, dismal and
dreary; nobody would choose to linger here for long.  A gloomy void of a tunnel, a
cavern of solitude and dread.  Rough and rigid, an ominous canopy hangs above seeping
pungent acrid rain that, like the incessant hands of time, never ceases to stop.  Thick and
slimy, it stretches its acidic fingers down the sides of the walls, clawing their way towards
a thirsty trench.  Loiter at your own expense within this chamber; time spent in this hell
leads to inevitable destruction.
 
Overarching any other sense or feeling, is the omnipotent stench of the repugnant
fumes that angrily belch their way up from the factory nestled within the valley below. 
 Venturing to those uncharted depths of complex witchcraft and industry, is a taboo
amongst those wise amongst us.
 
Choices are bleak in this place.  The valley below is our hell.  Jump and you will be lost
forever.  Whilst all around, we are surrounded by the chilling tombstones that stand
around the margin of the trench.  Hard as nails, the proud soldiers stand to attention in
their white shining armor, as rigid as a fortress wall.  
 
Escape?  There is not a chance in this place.  
 
Shame, that is the only door that allows you to take flight.  Once your uniform becomes
tarnished, you are considered useless; therefore, no longer part of the army.
 
We proceed on our march of death to the dental chair.  Horror, fear and pain gush over
me like a fatal tsunami.  Escape is futile.  Hope has gone.  There is nothing but trauma,
terror and panic within me now.  This maybe just a dentist, but when this tunnel of hell
is your home, when your coat is shoddy and black and your army turns against you, then
this place becomes a war zone. Nothing brings more horror than when you are a tooth.
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Dawn. Six o’clock on the 13th of August. I woke up, tired, by the sound of the cockerel.
When was I going to do something fun? We had just gone to see our grandparents and
I was not enjoying the holiday. The dimly lit sun looked as it was too tired to come up
as well. I went to the bathroom, annoyed that there was a queue to bathe and I was at
the back. In the bathroom was my sister, Louise, who is notoriously known for taking at
least forty-five minutes to bathe and fifteen minutes do dry herself. In front of me was
my grandma, always calling me Benjamin instead of Ben. I manage to trick my
grandmother into letting me forward but my grandfather was the hardest; he knew
every trick in the book. By the time it was ten o’clock, we were all ready for a tour of the
countryside. We saw the chickens, sheep and even got to milk the cows. 
 
After one and a half hours, we went to see the pigs. These pigs were the worst pigs I
have ever seen in my thirteen years. The smelly animals frothed about without a care
in the world spilling mud everywhere. And my grandparents could not bother to clean
up. They had always hated pigs from the day I had known them. As we approached the
cage, the smell of pig dung filled the air. 
 
“Can we go in?” I exclaimed. 
“Not in a million years! Look at the state of them!” Mum shouted so loudly that the
chickens flew away. 
 
Gazing curiously about the pigs, I noticed a hidden tunnel. Straight away, I knew what
to do; this evening, I was going to go and visit the tunnel. 
 
After what seemed like an eternity, it was dead night. Everyone was asleep: it was
the perfect time to go out. Making sure not to make a single noise on the way, I
sneaked like a mouse through the narrow corridor. I made sure to step on the
stairs without the creaks, I had to skip a stair every time. By the time I got out of
the house, it was the dead of night…
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I was frustrated. Alone, in the
dark, the cold and god knows
what else. I wasn’t scared
though-  frustration was an
emotion I was very familiar
with, but it had managed to
elude the tumultuous storm
my thoughts were in. I
couldn’t explain why - I just
wanted to be safe back at
home right now. When I
realised that I had no way of
going back I began to try and
figure out what I was doing.
 
It was a storm. And a bad one.
The relentless rain pounced
on my hood like a savage tiger
and the wind tried its hardest
to haul it off. It was as if they
worked together as a tag-
team to try and get the
innocent soul on the field to
back off: me. The cold was
bearable though, it wasn’t the
hellish chill I was used to, but
the light was the problem. The
moon was visible but that was
it; the dark trapped me in its
grasp, and I had no way of 

escaping it. I had nostalgic
memories of fearing the dark
when I was young and in the
midst of the storm, I smiled. It
instantly vanished as I knew that I
would never go back to those
days and the null sense of false
hope went with it. I heard the
leaves rustle and the crunch of
my mud-soaked boots as I walked
towards the silhouettes.
 
If you were thinking about why I
was here, it’s because I have a
deed to do at Dering Woods. I
read about this place once and
while all the photos were filled
with cringey transparent spooks,
the image beneath them was
honestly spine-chilling. Whether it
was the abnormal way the
branches twisted out of the tree;
the stained white colour of the
bark; the number of people that
had been killed there or all of
them together I couldn't decipher.
I knew that this was the site of
several mysterious
disappearances, maniac
massacres, desperate, tortured
screams and tailing shadows and
f

flushed whispers and deranged
ghosts who had been beheaded a
long, long time ago. 
 
You might think that I’m crazy, to not
be just a bit scared of all of this. To be
truthful, I pondered this for a while as
well and I didn’t come up with any
solid answer. I stood shuddering and
shivering while I thought and thought.
Around 10 minutes later I came up
with a conclusion; something was
wrong. I tried to dig deep but I had
buried too much to find the humanity
that I had revered for for so long. Too
many bundled up emotions, thoughts
and feelings that I had wanted to face
were down there. Suffocated,
intoxicated and crushed were all
these feelings that some of them
must have left me and I didn’t notice.
Maybe I was overthinking things,
maybe it was just that I had no energy
to laugh, go crazy, willingly despair or
scream and shout as loud as I could
have in those moments. But I knew, I
knew that going on the path of
dismission would have snowballed it
all until eventually, I would have
become no-one, a human without a
face, a misnomer without meaning or
a sentence without any words-
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In the small town of Avrig in Romania, two twelve-year old boys had heard of a legend of an
evil witch who haunted the mines in the forest surrounding their village. The boys decided, for
fun, to try and find the entrance to the mine. They had been searching all day and, just when
they were beginning to lose hope, they caught sight of something metallic. On closer
inspection they found a small rusty metal door with a heavy padlock.
 
As the sun began to set in a blood red display of light, Romano, with his friend Alexandru, set
about trying to open the lock. Romano reached out to the rusty, decaying padlock; as he
touched it, he felt a surge of power race and tingle up his arm, spreading all over his body
until he was shaking uncontrollably. His eyes rolled back in their sockets and he passed out…
 
When he came around, he felt an odd feeling of energy and then realised that his best friend,
Alexandru, was cradling his head in his arms. Romano stood up and it was only then that
Alexandru noticed the white streak in his hair and his icy, cold, blue eyes. Alexandru
shuddered and he sprinted back to the village in fear, shouting to Romano to stay where he
was. Romano though, felt fine. In fact, he had never felt more alive. The world suddenly
seemed clearer, as though he could see the very spirits of the trees and earth below him. He
couldn’t help it; his legs suddenly began to walk as if he had no control over them and he set
of deeper and deeper into the forest leaving the little door and the clearing behind.  
 
At last he came to a small stone cottage; the wood was rotting and the walls were pitted as if
thousands of starving rats had gnawed at it for years. The ground was littered with debris and
the air smelled foul. As he climbed through it, he came to a section of the wall that seemed
unfazed by the years of sordid negligence and decay.
 
He reached out and touched the wall, and a hum of power and blue light crackled out his
fingers, shooting straight into the wall, crumbling it into dust. He walked through the empty 
 

 just a full stop. 
 
What to do now, I speculated. Even if I tried to bring everything tumbling up would it matter? If
I pulled up my emotions, I would still be dead by the end of the day, so what's the point? But
did I wish that I tried? If I had, would I become a figure who I would revere or would it all end
in hate? Could I have become the people who wanted to make a change, the ones who had
ideas, prospects and wishes? It didn’t matter now, anyways. My hopeless hopefulness and
ideologic naivety would get the better of my mind but for now, I was the same as dead.  I have
nothing. I am nothing. Nothingness is alone and separated from everything else, just like a
tumour in a body. It consumes space but has no reason to. It is the purest form of evil.
Pushing all of my thoughts into a comprehensible idea, I knew what I wanted to do, what I
needed to do. I wouldn't hesitate or falter and there was no point postponing it. I pulled my
shiny saviour out of my pocket. I glanced at it, looked up and decided to kill myself.
 

35
Eloquent | N

o. 7

POSSESSED
WOODY MELBOURNE 8T



I looked back at John nervously, “We are not really going in there, are we?”
 
“Of course we are, what are you too scared?”
 
“No, I just thought that... whatever.” We both glanced up at the towering, creaky, old building
in front of us. Rumours had said that it was haunted and, after a lot of pestering from John, I
agreed to go with him to the old house.
 
I pushed open the broken wooden door to reveal a dark and dusty room filled with decades of
debris. Spiders’ webs covered the chairs, tables and every other piece of furniture in the room
like the slow advancement of a sticky avalanche.
 
“This is really creepy,” I exclaimed, stepping on random pieces of wood and other broken
pieces.
 
We proceeded further into the crumbling house with each room messier and darker than the
one before. I ran my hand over a table caked in dust and grime. John seemed to be feeling less
confident than he was before, but I did not dare suggest that we get out.
 
“Let’s go upstairs, I bet it will be way cooler than down here.” John said but he did not sound
so sure.
 
Stairs creaked under our feet as if groaning in pain; floorboards clanked as if shouting in
despair.
 
Then we heard it. The sound of footsteps slowly made their way towards us. John and I looked
at each other for less than a second but it was clear what we were both thinking. We bolted
down the stairs and dashed out of the haunted house without looking back.
 
 
 
 

archway and down a set of cold stone steps until he reached a cellar of some kind. Romano
looked down onto the carved oak desk in the centre of the room and studied the red runes, no
doubt written in blood. His eyes scanned the text and the white streak in his hair began to
grow, his face deforming, twisting and warping into a new one. He felt a piercing pain in his
back and a hiss as his spine began to curve. He looked into a glistening pool of water on the
floor, pleased with his new appearance, and then back at the parchment. He knew what he
had to do…
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Having just graduated from
the University of Texas, we
could hardly wait to explore
the South American
countryside. We had three
weeks to enjoy ourselves
before we embarked on our
professional careers. In our
rented Chevy, we drove for
several days and eventually
into Mexico. Rock music
blared out from the speakers
as we drove past the
completely parched lands of
North Mexico; there was
scarcely any vegetation in
sight. We continued driving
past a few villages where
vultures and falcons dotted
the skies.

In excruciating heat, our car
stalled in the middle of
nowhere and all of us were
quick to notice that the
gauges in the car had gone
awry. Our phones showed no
network. Alex and I popped
open the bonnet and
examined the car while Simon
and Jack tried flagging down
help. All we could garner were
a few nasty glares from

 passers-by. Several hours of
futility later, in a dusky setting, the
barren countryside did not look as
appealing. We unanimously
agreed on abandoning our car
and we followed the church bell’s
toll from a nearby village. We
finally arrived at the village where
people looked rather odd and
hostile and were quick to retreat
to their homes when we tried
approaching them. We followed a
cobbled path towards the
towering church spire but that
was found to be
deserted. Adjacent to it we
noticed a derelict shack with
some signs of life inside, but when
nobody answered, we went past
the garden gate and noticed a
swing with a doll sitting on it. A
shotgun cocked behind us, "Get
off my property, you got 5
seconds", someone roared behind
us. We made a dash for our lives
and we heard a chuckle behind
us.

After running back to the village
centre, I felt a hand on my
shoulder followed by a stern
voice, “What are you people doing
here in the middle of the night?
You don’t belong here”. We

 turned to the sight of a middle-
aged man with a scar down one
side of his face. 

We explained our predicament and
he offered to help and introduced
himself as Randy Wheeler. In due
course, he mentioned that we were
in midst of the notorious "Zone of
Silence", a place where no radio
communications reached, and
electronics went crazy because of
electricity and magnetism in air,
where nothing was what it seemed,
and hence people had an innate
distrust of strangers. We walked to
the car where Randy borrowed our
tools and crawled under the car
asking us to try ignition every few
minutes. A while later, the car
managed to start and when we
stepped out to thank Randy, he did
not respond. We tried repeatedly,
and eventually dragged his feet,
and to our utter horror, there were
only his shoes and no sign of
Randy.

To this day we have not been able
to fathom how Randy disappeared
into thin air from under our noses,
nor the mysteries of the ethereal
world of “the Zone of Silence.”

ZONE OF
SILENCE

NILESH
KAPOOR 
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After 10 minutes, the old lady was nowhere to be seen. I shouted out “Hello” but no reply was
to be heard except from my voice echoing back at me. I decided to leave but the doors were
locked, I couldn’t believe it, how could the door be possibly locked. The door was old
fashioned and needs a key to be locked. I looked for another way to get out but it was not
possible. The windows could not be opened enough to climb out and seemed too thick to
break and I hardly could find my way through the house as it was way too dark and a candle
was not enough to give enough light. It smelt of ashes of a fire and the paint around the walls
was ripped but as it was so dark, I could not tell what colour it was. When I went closer, I saw
the reality!  As I hadn’t concentrated on the house itself, it was a burnt, old house with
tattered wall paint that would fall off with every step you took and as the ash flew around,
you had to cover your mouth as it was enough to choke you.  As I continued walking, I
realised that I could hear weird noises. I felt like I had to break the window and get out of
here, but what with. I picked up this hammer, which was made of plastic and was no use and
wished that I could just be out of there, in the night. I wondered about the garden, but the
door leading there was locked too and the garden out there looked equally scary. So I kept
on moving, every step I made creaked. This old house had windows patched up with wood
and was exactly like a prison. 
 
Here comes the scary part, there was blood smeared on the walls upstairs and looked like a
haunted house! There were requests of help written on the wall with blood and it was just
strange. There were dolls, some with their heads ripped off and blood smeared around their
necks. I realised that there was hundred percent something wrong with the owner of this
house.  I decided to go to the next room but the next room had weird notes saying that this
house was for sale. And under all that was one thing, a dead body which looked exactly like
the person who opened the door for me. I couldn’t believe it, I was in a haunted house and I
could not get out. What was I going to do?
 
I realised that I had a phone on me and this sensation of relief went through me but when I
checked my phone, it said no signal - please try again. I was so shocked, how could this be
possible. No signal in a house! The fear came back into me. Who opened the door for me,
and why am I in a house with a dead person in it? I wished I never left my house, I wished I
did not deliver the pizza; I wished that this was all a dream, but it was not.
 
Suddenly, knocking was to be heard on the door. As I turned around in relief, knocking came
from the other door, and this time, it was louder and more continuous.  Then, a hand
covered in blood hit the window which made me scream and fall down. I closed my eyes and 
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kept on screaming. When I calmed down, I could no longer hear the knocking or see
the blood marks on the window. Maybe it was my brain playing tricks on me because I
was too scared. Nevertheless, I knew that that was not a dream as it felt real and I
could feel the sweat trickling from the back of my neck. I was so scared; I did not know
what was going to happen next. 
Then, I felt an object move behind me; when I turned around, nothing was there, but
when I turned back around, I saw a man in front of me wearing a cape and his face
covered. As I fell down and looked back up, I could see nothing there which was so
frightening, I ran to the window and started banging on it, trying to break the patched
up windows. Knocking over the broken dolls, I tried my best but my effort was not
worth it. I had to get out of here was the only thing running through 
my head.
 
In the next room I entered, I was already praying that nothing bad should happen I
was already scared of the previous things I have seen.  But my eyes were shocked
when I saw what I saw! I saw the old women who opened the door for me hanging on
the wall. I did not know what to do. I screamed and cried, I looked for a phone and I
started too smack myself.  I ran down the stairs, I ran towards the door, I ran and ran.
Then, I hit the end, this man opened the door from the outside, I was so grateful!
 I pushed him out of the way and ran, but the gate of the driveway shut…
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CROOKED
MINDS
Zeerak Rehman



Story #1: Blinded by excitement
"Thank you, have a nice day!"
Sam closed the door and rushed into the living
room with the package, brimming with
excitement, and carefully put it down before
grabbing his scissors. It was 9 pm and he had
just received a delivery for his new PS4 Pro
that had been custom-designed with the God
of War edition, along with his new
headphones. He couldn't wait to try them out.
***
"Alright, it's done, finally!"
As Sam stepped back and admired his work of
neatly assorted cables with his 4k monitor, he
felt a sense of childish giddiness. He turned
off the lights so that the room was pitch black
behind him, and the only light emanated from
the monitor. He put his phone on the table
next to the keyboard when he received a
message. Sam impatiently opened up his
phone and checked the message. The person
who sent it wasn't on his contact list and... the
person's number was the same as Sam's. He
looked at the photo to see a picture of himself
putting his phone down a few seconds ago,
and remembered he had forgotten to lock the
door when he took the delivery in. 
 
Story #2: Returning the favour
Mary knew the sound of her husband
unlocking the door all too well, as she had
heard it for 30 years, and walked over from
the kitchen to greet him.
"Hi honey, how are you?" said John, hanging
up his coat and kissing her on the cheek.
"I'm fine dear, how was work?" she replied,
taking off her wet apron and gloves. 
"Y'know, same old, same old. Eddie being
Eddie."
"You should talk to your boss if he is bothering
you too much, y'know."
"Oh no, it's fine I can handle hi-".
John's reply was cut short by a call from an
unknown caller. He accepted the call and said
"Hello?" into the phone.
What John heard next made his heart stop.
"Hello, Daddy." the voice of his 9-year-old
daughter Jessica giggled and the call ended. 
The couple looked at each other with widened 
 

eyes and rushed down to the basement to find
the grave of their daughter had been dug up.
The concrete above it had been smashed to
pieces. Her corpse was missing.
"H-how..." Mary stuttered.
The couple had murdered their daughter 30
years ago, and buried her here, under the
house, and nobody ever knew.
It was then they heard their Jessica's blood-
curdling, hoarse giggle reverberate around the
room, and the heavy metal basement door
close from the top of the stairs, and lock from
outside.
For Jessica, it was a simple matter of returning
the favour.
 
Story #3: Home Alone 
"Ok, no, we're not delaying another project.
Remember what happened last time when we
had to pull an all-nighter and we still got a B
because you forgot to remove that picture of
me, drunk, pouring water on myself? ... *sigh*
Fine, we'll do it tomorrow, but we're not
messing it up again. And receive my calls after
7, ok? Alright, see you. Bye."
Ellen ended the call with her friend Rachel
(one of her flatmates) and threw her phone on
her bed with a deep sigh. Ellen's biomedical
engineering course in university could not take
any more of Rachel's procrastination when it
came to projects, or it would collapse, and so
would Ellen's will to live. It was then that her
stomach rumbled and she realised how
hungry she was. She was alone; everyone else
was either visiting their parents for the
weekend or off partying, so her apartment
block was quiet. For Ellen, this meant she
could work on her project in peace, and she
only had to cook for herself - it was a win-win. 
She flew down the stairs and into the kitchen,
thinking of what to make when she saw a note
on the fridge door. 
"Huh. Weird. Jake and Michael never leave a
note." As she peeled the Post-it Note off the
door, she read it and was only more
bewildered than before. It just said 'hello
there' in red pen, but each line of each letter
looked like it had been drawn multiple times.
Probably just a prank from Jake and Michael,
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she thought, until she realised she had
forgotten her phone upstairs. Ellen ran
upstairs into her room once more, only to see
a note on her phone. It was the same yellow
Post-it as the one downstairs, but this one said
'dont ignore me'. Ellen could feel her heart
sink and her hands begin to shake. She darted
to her closet and grabbed the metal pole, a
metre in length, and proceeded to check all
the rooms in the house, her heart pounding
every time she opened a door, expecting a
person to jump out at her, but nobody did.
Once she had checked every possible hiding
place for a criminal (including the showers,
which were the worst for searching) and made
sure that every door was locked, her shoulders
relaxed a bit. This peace of mind would be
short-lived, because, as she returned to her
phone, there was another note, saying 'i didnt
break into your house, check your texts'. Ellen
let out a little scream and immediately went
on her phone and checked her messages as
the note said. All her contacts had been wiped,
with just one left. The person was called
'?????'. She texted him 'who r u' to which the
person replied 'ʏօʊ'ʟʟ ʄɨռɖ օʊȶ ɛʋɛռȶʊǟʟʟʏ. ɨռ
ȶɦɛ ʍɛǟռȶɨʍɛ, ʟɛȶ'ֆ քʟǟʏ ǟ ɢǟʍɛ ɨ ʟɨӄɛ ȶօ ƈǟʟʟ
ʟɨɢɦȶֆ օʊȶ'.
At that exact moment, all the lights in her
room turned off, plunging her into darkness.
Her heart leapt as she dashed to the light
switch, only to find out it wasn't working. Ellen
flicked it on and off multiple times, but to no
avail. She felt her way back to her bed and
grabbed the metre-long metal stick after
closing and locking the door. What also didn't
make sense was that the Wi-Fi had completely
gone, yet the person was messaging her on
Whatsapp. Her data wasn't on, and yet she still
received another message saying, 'աǟֆռ'ȶ ȶɦǟȶ
ʄʊռ? օɦ ǟռɖ ʟօƈӄɨռɢ ȶɦɛ ɖօօʀ աօռ'ȶ ɖօ
ǟռʏȶɦɨռɢ'. This was confirmed when the light
flickered back on, and as her scared, widened
eyes adjusted to the change in light intensity,
she heard a creak and looked over to see her
door wide open. She hadn't even heard it
unlock or open, and she had a very loud lock
on her door. 
 

At this point, her hands were shaking, heart
beating, a fountain of sweat pouring down her
face as if she had just run a marathon. Ellen's
knuckles were white as she gripped tightly on
the metal stick in her hands. Something hard
hit her in the back of the head, and she almost
passed out, her vision blurry and dark, a
molten ball of pain on her skull like it had
cracked. Ellen had fallen off her bed and was
now crawling towards the open door when she
heard a voice behind her. It sounded like...
herself? Out of curiosity, she turned around
sluggishly to see something she wished she
hadn't seen.
It was herself, except her clothes were bloody,
her eye sockets were empty, with black blood
dripping out of the sockets. The worst thing
was her mouth. Her smile reached her ears -
literally. The sides of her mouth had been cut
and ripped so it extended to her ears, and the
white of her cheekbones was visible. Her
fingertips were split open and claws protruded
out of the cuts like knives. Just looking at her
made Ellen's legs jerk into action from the
adrenaline that now pumped through her
body. But before she could stand up, the girl
leapt off the bed, thrusting her long claws
straight through Ellen's legs. The pain was so
immense that Ellen screamed in agony. 
The creature withdrew her claws from Ellen's
legs and flipped her over onto her back, then
breathed straight into Ellen's open mouth,
before the creature itself turned to liquid and
started seeping into her mouth, forcing its way
down her throat. And Ellen felt every bit of it.
She could feel a sickness spreading through
her body, her extremities still twitching and
spasming from the pain of the two holes in her
legs, and the tar-like substance spreading
through her body. Abruptly, she stopped
moving and lay completely still. A silence filled
the room, like time itself had stopped.
 

 ***
 

"Man, that party was actually wild. I didn't
know you could drink half a keg of beer upside
down, Jake!" Michael exclaimed, locking the
door
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"Yeah, see you tomorrow." Jake entered his room, which was on the bottom floor of the house,
and Michael went upstairs to his room. As he reached the top and walked down the hall, he
saw Ellen's room's door open and the light on. What was she doing at this hour? As he opened
the door, he felt a presence behind him. Before he could turn around, the creature's claws
impaled him, one in his abdomen, slicing straight through his sternum and out of his chest.
The creature drove its second claw through his head. He was lucky to have only suffered for a
second. 
At this point, the creature's face was like Ellen's, but the eyeless version. Until it merged into
normal Ellen, the claws disappearing into her arms, eyeballs reappearing in their sockets, and
the blood disappeared.
Ellen decided she would make Jake suffer a little longer. As she slowly walked down the stairs,
she began deciding what torture methods to use on him, for it was all she was capable of
thinking with this new, sinister Ellen. Thoughts like this came only from a crooked mind.

 
***
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He was there. I could feel his presence and the
malevolent aura that he gave off. My nose was
clogged with the putrid smell of rancid meat
and eggs. I dared not shift in my bed, in fear of
him realising that I had roused. Fear
incapacitated me as I lay in horror, thinking of
all the horrible little things he would surely do
to me. I had heard stories of him; of how he
would enter silently, of how he would appear
at the least likely moments and when you least
suspected him. I had heard rumours of how he
would draw out your screams as you lay
helplessly and gagged, unable to do anything
but endure the pain and torment. I had also
heard of the pleasure he took to satisfy his
bloodlust, and his deep, booming laughter. 
 
I shifted ever so slightly in my bed, hoping to
catch a glimpse of him. He was hideous. His
features scarred me more than any of his
heinous crimes. He was at least 6ft 5, wearing
a long trench coat. His facial features were
hard to distinguish, as the shadows
themselves seemed to latch onto him. But
what I saw of his face was enough. Jagged
teeth, black with age and covered 
 
 

in what seemed to be rotting flesh. His mouth
was twisted into a lopsided grin. His face was
an array of multiple wounds, oozing pus and
blood.
I lay horror-struck as I saw him trod towards
my bed, his manic grin widening at discovering
that I was still awake. The breath left my lungs
as the bed bent towards where he had just
sat. The room was ominously silent. Even the
breeze from my open window had retreated
back into the sanctuary of the night.
 
I screamed in sudden pain as his claws
perforated my arm. He twisted and I screamed
in agony, a blood-curdling scream that should
never be heard. He removed his and laughed,
that deep, booming laughter shaking me to my
core. I sobbed in mock horror at the pain and
the sight of my mangled arm.
 
“Why me?” I sobbed, staring up at the grinning
face of my tormentor.
“The Diablerie has decided that your time on
earth is up,” he laughed.
 
He dug his claws deep inside my chest and
pulled, ripping out my heart. The Diablerie
had claimed his next victim.
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