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Episode 5 – “Abomination” 
 
 
Tuesday, October 26, 2010 
 
 
“Eleanor, it is time for your meds,” Rebecca spoke loudly. Eleanor was an elderly 
woman, and at times could not hear very well. Rebecca suspected she could hear better 
than she let on, because she responded quickly to offers of food or assistance, and seemed 
especially hard of hearing when it came to her medication times. Rebecca tried to coax 
Eleanor to take the meds with an offer of orange juice. Eleanor was not buying it. 
 
Rebecca Shultz was a trained nurse, who specialized in private care for the sick and 
elderly. She had taken the offer to assist Eleanor Ruthven only a few days ago. But after 
working there in that short time, she realized that Eleanor Ruthven was sicker than she 
suspected. They weren’t sure what happened to Eleanor that put her in this condition, but 
a stroke with partial paralysis seemed likely. Eleanor was wheelchair bound when she 
was not in bed and she needed human assistance just to survive.  
 
Rebecca pushed the paper cup with the medication up to Eleanor’s lips, but she resisted 
taking the meds. This happened just about every time Rebecca tried to administer the 
medication. Eleanor was alone in this old house, and apparently, in the world. This was 
something of a surprise to Rebecca, for when she brought Eleanor home from the 
hospital, it was with the understanding that there would be someone at the home to assist 
in taking care of Eleanor. No one was there when she arrived, and no one ever showed 
up. 
 
“Please, Eleanor, take this. It’s to keep you healthy. It is good for you,” Rebecca 
encouraged. She knew from the past few days experience, this was going to be decided 
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by Eleanor when she felt like it. Soon, Eleanor grew tired, and even though she could not 
speak, she relented with a groan of protest. Rebecca seized the opportunity, dumped the 
container of pills into her mouth, and gave her water. 
“See? Now that wasn’t so hard was it? I don’t know why we have to go through this 
every time, Eleanor. I’m only trying to help you,” Rebecca reasoned with the elderly 
woman. Eleanor was not happy, but it had less to do with the ritual of taking the 
medication as it did over what happened two days ago.  
 
Two days ago, Rebecca decided to call the hospital. The old, expansive home was 
completely vacant except for Rebecca and Eleanor, and taking care of Eleanor was full-
time work. Someone needed to cook, clean and take care of the home. Since no one ever 
showed up to assist, as Rebecca expected, she called for help from the hospital. They 
would not send anyone else, so they told her to bring Eleanor back. This did not go over 
well with Eleanor when Rebecca told her. It was the source of the friction over the past 
two days. Understandably, Eleanor did not want to return to the hospital, but her anger 
towards Rebecca seemed beyond this. She looked upset by something even before 
Rebecca told her of her intention to take her back to the hospital. Eleanor could not 
speak, she desperately wanted to say something, and this added to her frustration. 
Rebecca had worked out a system of ‘yes or no’ questions, which Eleanor learned to 
respond to by blinking her eyes once or twice. Still, some thoughts cannot be expressed 
by ‘yes and no’ alone. Clearly, Eleanor wanted to do or say something that she could not 
get across. Rebecca sighed in resignation and walked out of the room, back to the kitchen 
– two floors down. 
 
Rebecca was curious about the house as much as why no one came to help. Was Mrs. 
Ruthven truly alone? Why did the hospital send her home? Moreover, why did they say 
she did not live alone, and someone would be there for her? The century-old house was 
more than just a house. It was three-stories of dark, sinister mystery, or so Rebecca was 
beginning to think. Even though it was in fair condition, it was a large, dark, forbidding 
home that creaked in strange and odd ways and places. The home frightened Rebecca. 
Perhaps it was the vastness of these long, winding hallways, or the desolate emptiness of 
the rooms. It just seemed to her strange that an old woman would be alone in such an 
empty, spooky home.  
 
There was a large kitchen that looked like it needed a full-time cook; yet again, there was 
no one around. There were locked bedrooms that had musty smells coming from them, 
and there was that narrow, twisting, staircase that led to a locked door at top. Rebecca 
assumed it an attic or storage room of some sort, for it was at the very uppermost portion 
of the three-story home. Why it was locked, also baffled Rebecca and she found herself 
obsessed with learning what was in it. Attempts at communicating with Mrs. Ruthven to 
ask about it led Eleanor to have fits. Whenever Rebecca asked her ‘yes or no’ questions 
about the upper rooms, or the many locked bedrooms on the second story, Eleanor 
quickly grew upset and began coughing so severely that Rebecca had avoided the topic. 
Six days alone in that house had been enough. She was sorry that Eleanor would have to 
return to the hospital for care, but she could not wait to get out of this house. 
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Rebecca walked down to the lowest story of the house to the kitchen and prepared a 
simple meal for Eleanor. This would be the last meal she would have to prepare in this 
kitchen, so she made split pea soup with ham, one of Eleanor’s favorites. When she was 
finished, she placed the bowl on a tray and began the long climb up the stairs to Eleanor’s 
small bedroom on the third floor. She often wondered why Eleanor stayed in this small 
room so far up the stairs, when the home had many larger unoccupied bedrooms a floor 
below. There were so many mysteries about this house she wanted answers to, but she 
knew she was leaving the next morning. Perhaps it was for the best. 
 
When she arrived at Eleanor’s door, she saw the she was sleeping peacefully in her bed. 
Eleanor often had trouble sleeping for long, so Rebecca set the tray of soup and crackers 
down on a small table near her bed, and let her sleep. She could eat later. Rebecca moved 
to tuck the covers around Eleanor – it was a cool autumn night – and as she did so, her 
fingers came across a lump of something hidden under Eleanor’s mattress. Rebecca slid 
her hand under the mattress, pulled out a metal object and saw it was a set of keys. As 
Rebecca held them up in front of the dim light on the table to examine them, they clinked 
together making a small rattling sound. Eleanor stirred but did not wake. 
 
Rebecca knew better, but her curiosity led her to take the keys to the hallway and look at 
them away from Eleanor’s eyes, should she awaken. There was nothing particular about 
most of the keys on the small ring. Most looked common enough. There was, however, 
one key, an oddly shaped key with an old-fashioned loop at one end. It looked like a key 
from another era. Then she remembered that the lock at the twisting staircase near the 
attic also had a very old lock on it. She decided to investigate while Eleanor slept. 
 
Rebecca was a good nurse, and a nurturing caretaker. But she had the personality of a go-
getter. She believed that if an opportunity arrived, and one had to take the initiative or to 
take charge, one should do it before someone else did. This trait sometimes landed her in 
hot water with her superiors, and right now, it was the urge leading her to the top of the 
spiral staircase. She had to know what was in that room and she had to know now that the 
opportunity had arisen. 
 
Although still young at thirty-two, Rebecca was winded by the time she reached the 
summit of the staircase. It was a difficult climb because of all the twisting and turning of 
the stairs. She stood outside the old door in the narrow shaft at the top of the staircase. It 
was dark, and Rebecca had forgotten to bring a flashlight, or even a match. But she was 
determined to answer at least one of the house’s mysteries before she left there in the 
morning. She put the oddly shaped key into the lock – it fit – and turned it. With a soft 
click, the locked unlatched, and she pushed the door open. 
 
She could see very little, almost nothing, in the blackness. What she could do was smell 
something. She did not know what it was, but it was offensive. It smelled like something, 
perhaps an animal of some sort, had taken up residence in the attic. While the smell was 
overpowering, Rebecca’s curiosity was even more powerful, and she walked inside the 
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dark room. There was a tiny moonbeam coming in from a small, partially boarded up 
window on the opposite side of the roomy attic. If this was an attic, it was more like a 
room. The ceilings were not low, but high, and although it was very dark, she could see 
that it was spacious for an attic. Perhaps it was not an attic but rather a small room at the 
top of the house. But with all the rooms in this place, why would someone build another 
room way up here? She advanced slowly towards the window at the other end. As she 
approached what she presumed to be the midpoint in the room, she tripped over a metal 
chain that was stretched across the floor. Her feet flew out from under her and Rebecca 
fell onto the wood floor with a hard thud. Her head cracked hard against the floor and as 
she felt her consciousness drifting away. She fought for control, rolled over, and saw a 
figure in the darkness approaching her. It was about six feet tall, perhaps taller, and it 
vaguely resembled a human. The chain she tripped over was attached to it, around its 
neck, and trailed off somewhere in the distance out of sight. Rebecca fought hard to 
remain conscious. She tried to speak something to the hulking shape in the darkness, but 
just as her mouth began to make sounds, the sliver of moonlight from the window 
revealed an inhuman visage as the thing knelt down over her. Rebecca’s eyes widened 
with terror. It was not human at all! It was some manner of creature, some thing that 
looked like a human figure in the darkness, but the light revealed something much worse.  
 
It may have once been a human, but it lost whatever humanity it might have had long 
ago. It was deformed beyond reckoning. Its head was oval shaped, like a football, with 
droopy, black eyes on either side of its ‘face’. But the eyes were mismatched as well. One 
was higher up on the sloping forehead, off to the side; the other was on the other side, but 
lower and seemed to be the only working eye. The whole head of the creature looked as if 
it had been twisted in a vice as a baby, making the symmetry misaligned and terrifying. 
Where a nose should have been, there was only an open sinus cavity with mucous 
draining from the hole. The mouth may have been the worst part. What Rebecca saw 
made her recoil and suck in a breath of air. She was so alarmed and so stunned by what 
approached her in the darkness, that she did not make a sound. When she saw the round 
mouth open, it revealed a combination of flat biting teeth, and sharply exaggerated canine 
teeth in between them. It opened and made a hissing growl at her, and as it did, saliva 
dripped from the blackened, rotted teeth onto Rebecca. Its fetid breath washed over her 
and she gagged at the stench. She had never seen something so hideous in her life. Then 
it reached out a badly deformed hand to touch her face. 
 
Rebecca involuntarily let out a scream that lasted for several minutes. She could not stop 
screaming. The creature pulled back, put off by her screams, but it came back a few 
minutes later. Rebecca’s head was bleeding from her fall, and although she was still very 
dizzy, she tried to get to her feet. When she did, the thing came back and made an 
unearthly moan at her, pushing her back down to the floor. It was strong, despite its many 
deformities, and she was easily subdued. She lay on the floor panting, too scared to do 
anything but stare at the creature as it looked her up and down. For a minute, Rebecca 
though it might still have enough humanity to be reasoned with. She reached out her 
hand, in spite of her revulsion, and touched the creature on the arm.  
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“Don’t hurt me, please. Let me go,” she pleaded, unsure if the thing even understood 
words.  
 
The creature did have some humanity left. It was not the kind of humanity that she hoped 
to see. It noticed she was a woman, and being locked away for years, ever since it could 
remember, it had never tired of seeing any young woman. It reached out its hand. The 
fingers on this hand were fused together except for the index finger, which jutted out 
unnaturally. It touched Rebecca’s face and roughly poked her soft lips. It was getting 
aroused, but Rebecca thought it was just curious. Bravely, she spoke to the man-thing. 
 
“Yes, I’ll be your friend. You must be hungry being locked up here all this time. Let me 
get you some food,” Rebecca tried to reason with it. She was frightened out of her mind. 
This was her only hope to get away. 
 
The creature was beyond normal human interaction. All it had were its most base urges. 
Food, water, defecation, and other urges. It was completely animalistic. The man-creature 
reached out again, but this time it reached between Rebecca’s legs and shoved its 
deformed hand into her most private areas. She shrieked in fear and pain as it prodded her 
roughly, but the cries only annoyed it. It grabbed her by her hair, and slammed her head 
into the floor several times, until she was unconscious. The creature spread Rebecca’s 
limp body open, and moved on top of her. It knew nothing about passion, or caring. Nor 
did it fully understand the concept of lust. It just wanted, and it took. Rebecca awoke 
from consciousness long enough to feel her body being penetrated. She was powerless to 
fight it and when unconsciousness came again, she welcomed it. 
 
 
 

*********************************** 
 
 
Rebecca woke sometime later, but she was not sure how long. It seemed like hours. She 
was still lying on the wood floor, but now she was over by the small window. It let in just 
enough light for her to see herself. She felt liquid around her head, and her head ached 
badly. The liquid was a pool of her own blood from when it slammed her head into the 
floor. She was bleeding profusely, but as a nurse, she knew head wounds tended to bleed 
quite a lot. Rebecca’s was left half-undressed now. She knew what had happened to her – 
she remembered feeling the thing violate her before she passed out. Now she was only 
partly clothed, and most of her body was sore, wet and dirty. She turned her head to the 
side as she shivered in the cold darkness of this attic. In the gloom, she could she the 
thing. It was about fifteen feet away, leaning against one wall, apparently asleep. 
 
In the distance, she could still see the doorway that led out of this hell. She wished she 
had never opened that door. She wished she had never found the key. Was this ‘thing’ 
Eleanor’s child? Why had she kept this horribly deformed man-creature up here like this? 
Was it really just a human, or was it a hell-made match of man and beast? Someone knew 
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it lived up here. It was chained up. The heavy chain was attached to a collar around its 
neck, and bolted to the floor. It was a generous amount of chain, letting the creature roam 
all over the attic, and had it been able, well beyond the room.  
 
Rebecca strained to sit up. She saw her ripped clothing not far from her, and she reached 
out and salvaged her underwear from the torn debris. It was intact, apparently having 
stretched off her body, instead of ripping off. She put them on and got on her hands and 
knees. She crawled toward the lit keyhole on the opposite side of the room. It was a long 
way to go, but if she could get there without waking the creature, freedom lay beyond. 
Rebecca looked back at it to see if it was coming for her. But it remained leaning against 
the wall. She crawled on. 
 
About five feet from the door to the spiral staircase, she got anxious and sped up. In her 
haste, she splashed into a bowl of water in the darkness. The metal bowl, now devoid of 
contents, spun around the floor from the impact, like a top coming to a halt. It made 
enough noise to rouse the sleeping man-beast, and it stood up, its chain making clinking 
sounds as it rose up. She could smell it coming for her before she saw it. Rebecca looked 
back and saw the creature shambling toward her. All rational though left her mind. She 
was now at the level of the creature itself. She had only one thought: run. But her body 
was severely weakened from the last attack, and she lost her balance as she tried to stand. 
Only a matter of a few feet now separated her from freedom, but it seemed like infinity. 
Everything seemed to move in slow motion. Just as Rebecca managed to get to her feet 
and take the final step towards the door to the staircase, the creature grabbed her from 
behind. It picked her up and threw her back across the room with force.  
 
Rebecca saw the wall coming toward her but her mind and body were so tired, weakened 
and frightened, she did not comprehend that she had been thrown. The thought raced 
through her mind: why am I flying through the air? But the question no sooner raced into 
her mind than her body slammed into the wall. Her world went bright white for a minute. 
She felt no pain, no fear. She felt numb. Rebecca’s mortally wounded body slid down the 
wall and landed on the floor with a sickening thud. She did not move. 
 
The creature still had desires. When Eleanor Ruthven had taken ill nearly a week ago, 
and had since returned home with her nurse, the thing had not been fed. In all that time 
the thing starved for sustenance. It ate the few mice it was able to catch, but it was not 
enough. After six days, it hungered deeper than it ever had before. It did not see Rebecca 
as a mate, or a companion. It now saw her only as food. 
 
Rebecca’s life was almost gone, but she had to suffer one last indignity before finding 
peace in death. She was awakened by pain so powerful it pulled her out of her blissful 
unconsciousness. The thing took a large bite out of her throat, and as he did, she came to 
one final time. She could not scream. Her throat was being ripped out. She no longer had 
the strength to fight. She could only watch the ceiling in horror, as her own blood 
splashed into her eyes, blinding her with red liquid. The creature devoured Rebecca for 
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over an hour, but mercifully, at last, Rebecca Shultz stopped feeling anything long before 
that. 
 
 

*********************************** 
 
 
 
“You sure you want to take this job?” asked Nick. He was concerned for Natassia, who 
had accepted an email offer to housesit an old, modest-sized mansion several days ago. 
 
“You guys are all going to be away on your visit to mama Buzz’s place, and this gives 
me something to do, and catch up on some reading,” Natassia explained, not for the first 
time. “Plus, I get paid for luxuriating in some posh old house for a week at the same 
time.” 
 
Nick, his friend Buzz and Buzz’s girlfriend, Lorna, had decided to pay a visit to Buzz’s 
parents over the Halloween holiday, rather than try to go on a more traditional holiday 
like Thanksgiving or Christmas. Buzz decided it would be easier to leave in case things 
went wrong on Halloween than Christmas. Buzz intended to introduce Lorna to his 
parents, and he was concerned about it, to say the least. Lorna could be odd, peculiar and 
at times off-putting. Buzz thought that was part of her charm. 
 
“True,” Nick had to admit the offer Natassia had received sounded like fun. It seemed too 
good to be true, and perhaps that was what worried him about it. “It’s just so far away. 
Nob Hill is a long drive from here, and you haven’t actually met any of the owners of the 
house,” Nick protested mildly, worried for her. “Oh, and mama Buzz’s name is Tracy.” 
 
Natassia tried not to smile, but could not help it. She added, “And his father’s name is –“  
 
“Spencer, yes. We are going to spend the weekend with Spencer and Tracy,” Nick got the 
joke. “They are actually quite nice. Mid-western types. Polite, unpretentious and well, 
normal.” Nick’s face went a little pale at the thought. 
“When they meet Lorna, and find out what we do now…” Natassia did not need to 
complete her concern. “Well, good luck, honey. I’m going to get paid to sit a mansion, 
while you and Buzz try to, umm, what was it you are trying to accomplish again?” 
“Introductions and probably a little mayhem added in for good measure,” Nick replied 
dryly. Nick was beginning to think Natassia had the better plan. “If you have any 
problems – "Nick added. 
“I know. I’ll call,” Natassia smiled as she spoke. In truth, since meeting her boyfriend a 
little over seven months ago, she had not spent much time away from him. Not that she 
minded being around Nick, but she never spent so much time around any one man in her 
life before, save for her father. Although she loved Nick dearly, she was looking forward 
to a little alone time, and some quiet reading and relaxing. She did not plan to use her cell 
phone at all, if she could avoid it. She also loved working at Paranormal Investigations 
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with Nick, and his friend Buzz and Lorna, Buzz’s new girlfriend. Still, the time away 
from them, even co-workers, lovers and friends, was something she welcomed. 
 
Nick and Natassia hugged warmly, and he kissed her goodbye. It was such a long kiss 
Natassia thought they might end up in the bedroom. The new couple had been spending a 
lot of time in that one room in the past few weeks.  
“Wow, that was…you really are missing me already, aren’t you? Or are you still 
worried?” Natassia asked. 
“A little of both,” Nick replied. He took one long look at her pretty face, as if to 
memorize her for a week, and then got into the car with Buzz and Lorna. 
 
Buzz and Lorna were quietly arguing about nothing in particular, just the normal 
aggravated banter the two called ‘conversation’. This time it was over who should sit in 
the back, who should sit in the front and, of course, why. Natassia smiled. She was going 
to miss them too. At the same time, she was longing for a quiet break from everything 
and everyone. 
 
 
 

*********************************** 
 

 
Friday, October 29, 2010 
 
When Natassia arrived at the Ruthven mansion a few hours later, she was surprised to see 
the front gates open. The email she had received two weeks ago, offering her the job of 
housesitting while Mrs. Ruthven was away, said the front gates were always closed and 
impossible to open by hand. They were not exaggerating. Natassia had never seen such 
an extensive gate and fortification around any home before. The metal bars that made up 
the large gate meant serious business. It did not open in the middle and swing open like 
most gates; it was more like a portcullis that was hoisted up and down by means of a 
pulley somewhere out of sight. The thing must have weighed a ton. To top that off, the 
old mansion, three towering stories of dark, brooding, yet exquisite architecture, was 
surrounded by twelve-foot high stone walls. There was only one way in or out, and that 
was through those massive front gates. 
 
Natassia looked up at the top floor which appeared to her a mile in the sky, and thought 
she saw a face looking out of a window in the very top. She squinted in the bright fall 
sunlight, and looked again. Nothing. With a sigh, she walked to the taxi driver who 
brought her here.  
“You sure you want me to leave you here, lady,” the cabbie questioned as he looked at 
the house with concern. 
“Yes, thank you. I’m expected. She sent me the key to the front door,” Natassia replied. 
Though she was a confident woman, she felt a bit of unease when the taxi drove away. At 
least she had her phone, in case anything went wrong. 
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Natassia walked to the front door. It was a thick, oaken door with intricate carvings on it. 
Interestingly, the lock was located in the center of the door. She tried her key, and with 
some effort, the door opened with a groan of protest. The inside of the house was much 
darker than outside, so it took several minutes for her eyes to adjust. When they did, she 
went inside slowly. 
 
“Hello?” Natassia yelled out. The emails she received did not state whether anyone 
would be here when she arrived. She assumed they might be, for someone would have to 
show her where everything was, or they expected her to know. Natassia wandered 
through the foyer, and into a hallway, which branched off in two directions. The room to 
the left was something like a living room, perhaps a reception room. It was richly 
decorated and full of antiques that looked like they may have dated from a hundred years 
ago. To the right was a smaller room that had a piano and musical instruments. 
 
“A music room?” Natassia spoke to herself. It was the first instance of her speaking aloud 
of many to come.  
Natassia was curious about the musical instruments, so she went right. After she looked 
about for several minutes, she called out again for someone. No answer came. She tried 
calling out several more times in different locations, but never got an answer. The house 
was quiet. Too quiet. The only sounds were the ticks of the clock from the living room or 
den, and one other near the kitchen. It seemed surreal to Natassia. They ticked in exact 
unison, never ‘clicking’ off time by even a microsecond. From the side of the music room 
led a hallway to a kitchen area. It was the kitchen that made her feel overwhelmed. It was 
huge, certainly larger than any kitchen she had ever seen outside of a large restaurant. 
There were copper-bottomed pots and pans hanging from an extensive wooden frame 
over the center of the kitchen, where a rectangular cooking area dominated. The large 
walk-around kitchen also had closets of every size on the four walls around the center 
cooking area. Natassia knew how to whip up some killer eggs, or even a cheeseburger, 
but she was no chef. This place intimidated her. When she finally spotted the refrigerator, 
she felt relief. This was something she knew. 
 
Inside the massive two-door refrigerator were the usual staples, but the milk and other 
perishables had a questionable odor. She wondered how long they had been there. She 
picked up the milk and read the date. It was expired by three days – just long enough not 
to be edible. But there were many other things that were still good, and she could use 
them. It was the pantry that really saved her. Off to the side, there was a door to a small 
room, which turned out to be a well-stocked pantry. Everything from crackers, canned 
food, to soft drinks was in here. Natassia spotted a huge container labeled “Chocolate 
covered peanuts” and was sorely tempted to open them. She quickly decided against it. It 
was not something she wanted to have all for herself. She might eat them all. In back of 
the pantry was a small freezer. It had frozen meat and ice cream. It looked like it was 
going to be a fat-rich week for Natassia. She shrugged her shoulders. “I’ll diet for a 
month afterward. I’m going to enjoy this. I have to eat it,” she rightfully convinced 
herself. There was no way for her to go to a store unless she walked, and she was not sure 
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if a store was even within walking distance. 
 
She closed the pantry door again and walked past the refrigerator. This time she looked at 
the outside, where a small note was hanging by a refrigerator magnet.  
 
“Please keep the gate closed at all times! We have prowlers,” the note read.  
 
Natassia could not tell if the note was meant for her or just everyone. It appeared old. The 
paper it was written on was yellowing slightly, and torn at the corner. 
 
“Prowlers! They didn’t mention that in the emails,” Natassia spoke. “I guess I better look 
for a way to close it then.” 
 
Before she looked for the gate mechanism, she walked back into the living room, and saw 
a massive set of stairs that headed up. The stairs worked themselves around every floor as 
it went up, making a square on each of the two floors above. It was an imposing sight. 
 
“I wonder what’s up there. My bedroom?” Natassia felt a slight shiver pass through her 
as she contemplated exploring the two top floors later that evening. It was beginning to 
get dark early now in late October, just three days before Halloween. “Maybe I’ll get to 
that tomorrow, if I can find a place to sleep down here.” 
 
Before she could relax anywhere in the house, she headed for the basement to find the 
way to close the gate. If the first floor could be described as antiquely ornate – almost 
baroque – the basement was a disorganized mess. It looked as if someone had at one time 
kept the place neat and in place, but had given up long ago. It took some time, but 
eventually Natassia saw a large metal wire, a cable really, heading out of the wall to the 
outside. “This must be what holds the gate up,” she realized. She followed the twisted 
cable back through the clutter, and came upon a geared monstrosity. It looked like some 
Frankenstein-ish invention made of gears, pulleys and flywheels. It was electric, but 
appeared to have a hand-crank as well. Out of curiosity more than anything else, she tried 
the manual wheel crank, but could barely make it turn at all. “Better go the electric 
route,” Natassia spoke aloud to keep herself company. It was becoming a habit, but the 
alternative was absolute silence. She had wanted silence when she took the job. She 
wanted peace and quiet. She wanted the time and place to relax and enjoy the coming fall 
while catching up on some light reading, and some paperwork. Now she wished the place 
made some noise, any noise. A radio, a television in the background. Something. Even 
the scurry of mice might be some company, but instead the place offered only eerie, dead 
silence. It was the type of silence that was deafening in its totality. She had never 
experience such a void of life and it was taking a toll on her. She increased her self-
conversation. “This must be the switch, I hope,” Natassia spoke. 
 
She reached out and grabbed a lever that appeared to cut the circuit to something. Though 
she was not sure this was the correct lever, she did not see any other. Reluctantly she 
reached out and put her hand on it. Then she withdrew her hand. If this cut off the power, 
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what else would it do? She thought about waiting until tomorrow, when it was lighter 
outside, as it was getting very dark in this old basement. The idea of prowlers, however, 
convinced her to give it a try. She moved the lever downward. It was stuck, and did not 
want to budge. Natassia looked at the basement window on the far side – the only light 
she had left down there. She had to pull the switch now if she wanted to get out of here 
with some light left in the evening. She made a hasty decision, and pulled hard on the 
stuck lever. It broke loose with a SNAP of sound, slamming down against the wall. The 
power to the entire pulley-winch system was cut, but in the process, the gate unwound 
from the pulleys with a whir of sound and motion. It closed with a smash that nearly 
deafened her, even though the gate was outside, forty feet from the front of the house. A 
dull ring of metal against concrete reverberated throughout the house for several seconds. 
It landed on the ground so hard, she could feel the impact of the heavy metal gate as it 
crashed into the driveway and cracked it open. She had shut the gate – permanently. 
 
“Oh, shit!” Natassia cried out in alarm. When the gate was free, it unwound from the 
pulleys inside and plummeted to the ground. She knew this was not the proper way to 
close it. It was almost dark in the basement now, but Natassia worked feverishly to get 
the lever back up again, and get the power to the winch back on. She could not move the 
lever. It had not wanted to come loose initially, and now it was stuck in the downward 
position. The switch was covered with corrosion, and no matter how hard she tried to 
move it back upright, she could not muster the strength. Sweat began to pour down 
Natassia’s forehead as she labored to get the power to the winch back on-line. But it was 
no use. The lever was stuck tight, may have even broken, and she was not going to be 
able to raise it back upright by her strength alone. It was then she saw a small red button 
on the wall several feet above the lever. It was higher than her head, and out her line of 
vision. This was the electric switch she should have used.  
 
Natassia let out a groan of anger and frustration, but even the sound of her angry voice 
soothed her a little. At least she could still get up those stairs with a little light left, 
leaving the task of fixing the broken winch for another day. She headed up the stairs 
wiping the sweat from her forehead and looking forward to finding a shower. 
 
 

 
*********************************** 

 
 
 
The drive to Iowa took Nick, Buzz and Lorna almost two days. It was an interesting two 
days for Nick, as he expected. By his estimation, there had been two actual quarrels, half-
dozen minor misunderstandings, and easily a dozen banters between Buzz and Lorna. 
Most of them were over trivial matters such as who sat where, where to turn, when to eat, 
what to eat, when to stop, and who was right about the previous disagreement. But 
underlying all this not-so-friendly banter was the real problem: what to do when they got 
to Buzz’s parents home in Iowa. Lorna was clearly anxious about her reception, and 
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instead of just letting things happen, she tried to plan everything out they would do when 
they got there. She had ideas for recipes to share with Tracy Ashford, or ‘Mama Ashford’ 
as Buzz often referred to his mom. Lorna had the entire Halloween weekend planned as if 
it were Thanksgiving. 
 
“Lorna, we don’t have to have a big meal at Halloween. That’s why we chose this 
holiday to come and visit, so we could skip the hassle of meals and presents, remember? 
This is just a fun holiday. I mean, who doesn’t love Halloween?” Buzz reasoned. 
 
“Well, I don’t get the inane purpose of dressing up in tacky outfits and drinking to excess 
while tossing sucrose-encrusted bits of melted chocolate to juveniles,” Lorna complained. 
She had nothing against Halloween in truth, but this trip was making her extra cranky.  
 
“If you’d taken my advice and bought that sexy witch outfit at the Party House like I 
suggested, there wouldn’t be anything tacky about it,” Buzz laughed and nudged Nick, as 
he drove. Nick had taken them to Party House, a local party-costume store near 
Greendale. He thought them all a little too old to be dressing up for Halloween, that was, 
however, until he saw Lorna in the ‘sexy witch’ costume. It could barely be called a 
costume as much as lingerie. She looked very good in it he had to admit. Of course, 
Lorna objected to being objectified, while accepting all the compliments of Buzz and 
Nick, and even asking several other customers if she looked good in the outfit. It was not 
easy for Lorna, not only because she was so very literal and still new in learning how to 
behave around other people, but because she worked with Natassia. The exotic Natassia 
looked great in everything, and usually got the lions-share of male attention, leaving 
Lorna feeling left out again. So, even though she objected loudly to wearing the revealing 
witch outfit, she liked the attention she was getting. Still, she had something to say about 
it. 
 
“Buzz, that sexy witch outfit is the very definition of tacky,” she complained. Even 
though she did not like the outfit much herself, she bought it anyway, unbeknownst to 
Buzz. She reached into one of her bags and touched the outfit. She planned to surprise 
Buzz when the opportunity arrived, whenever that might be.  
 
“You liked her in that outfit, didn’t you, Nicky?” Buzz persisted, feeling there was still 
time to go to another costumer in Iowa to get one. Nick turned red. It was one thing to tell 
Natassia, his girlfriend, that she looked very hot in a sexy outfit. It was another thing 
entirely to tell his friend’s girlfriend the same thing, especially when she was sitting right 
there. 
 
“Uh, yes. You looked…nice,” he stumbled with his words. He wanted to tell Lorna she 
looked amazingly sexy in the tiny outfit, but the words just did not come out. 
 
“Nice? Is that all? The other men at the store said I looked ‘incredible’ – to use their 
words,” Lorna pointed out with some indignation that Nick did not objectify her better. 
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“Lorna, those guys were like fifty years-old. Probably were perverts,” Buzz interjected. 
“What are you saying, Buzz? That I didn’t look good in the outfit?” Lorna was offended 
now that she was not being objectified. “Besides, who would know better whether I was 
‘incredibly sexy’ or not than perverts? That’s what fifty year-old men do, isn’t it? 
Become perversion experts? They should know,” Lorna logically reasoned. 
 
“Okay, you were smoking hot in that outfit, Lorna. If we weren’t in a car I’d prove it to 
you by not being able to stand up straight!” Buzz relented.  
 
The discussion of Lorna’s sex objectification went on for almost thirty minutes with, in 
the end, Lorna being satisfied that was she was indeed a sex object in the outfit. An outfit 
which she pretended not to buy (but did) and pretended not to like, but planned on 
wearing at the right moment. Lorna was pleased being a sex object, at least for now. Nick 
felt his headache returning.  
 
What Buzz and Lorna did not know, was that Nick bought the ‘sexy French maid’ outfit 
for Natassia when they were not looking. He hoped she would take it in the spirit of 
season. But if she asked, he planned to show her his reaction, instead of trying to explain 
it. 
 
A short time later, they arrived at the Ashford family home. “We are here!” Buzz cried 
out. Though he tried to downplay his excitement, he had not seen either of his parents in 
several years, since he moved to California. He could not wait to see them, and rushed 
into his parents arms, who met them outside. Lorna looked like she was about to pass out, 
so Nick came over, put his arm around her.  
“It will be all right. They are nice people,” he reassured her. 
 
 
 
 

*********************************** 
 
 
 
It took Natassia an hour to find a room that had a shower in it, but eventually she did. She 
ventured up to the second floor, and tried various rooms until she found one that was 
unlocked. She was curious why so many of the rooms were locked, and thought she 
might look into that tomorrow. For now, she undressed, got into the room’s shower and 
turned on the water. Rust-colored water came from the tap and flooded her hair with a 
torrent of brownish red. Her eyes were closed at first, so she did not notice. When she 
opened them and looked at the water in the bottom of the tub, she saw the rusty water and 
cried out in surprise. Natassia backed out of the stream of water and stood shivering until 
the water cleared up. Apparently, the water in that room had not been run for a very long 
time. When it cleared, she got back under the shower and washed her long, dark hair. She 
stayed in the shower longer than usual. She felt dirty, and the warm water eased some of 
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her tension from being shut in this house. Thoughts raced through her mind, but the most 
disturbing one was the realization that she was literally locked in the place. With the 
heavy gate broken, and shut, there was no way out of the front yard, what little of it there 
was. Effectively, she was shut in the house until she fixed the winch that lifted the gate or 
called someone who could fix it. She certainly was not tall enough to scale the twelve-
foot stone walls that surrounded the place, and she was unsure of her engineering ability 
to fix the odd winch. She would call someone. That was her only choice.  
 
She stepped outside the shower, and grabbed a towel, rapidly drying herself and 
wrapping the towel around her torso. Perhaps it wasn’t too late to call someone tonight. 
She did not relish the thought of being trapped anywhere, but being trapped alone in 
some old, musty mansion, made her feel particularly vulnerable. Without hesitation, she 
reached into her purse and grabbed her cell phone. Her hands were still wet and the 
phone felt slippery. She stood next to the shower, which was still running and unknown 
to her, backing up, and flipped the top up to make a call. Just as Natassia was getting a 
dial tone, she heard an inhuman cry come from somewhere in the house. It sounded more 
like a wounded animal – like a wolf or large dog, than a person. It was unearthly. It 
sounded like the cry was backwards; it started out high, and went down in tone instead of 
up. She involuntarily flinched, and her already tenuous grip on the phone let go. The cell 
phone slipped from her hands, and in what seemed like slow motion, as she reached for 
it, accidentally knocked it into the shower, where it landed in the accumulating water 
with a plop. 
 
“Oh, no!” she cried out in shock. Natassia bent down, reached into the water in the tub, 
and tried to grab the phone, but it kept slipping out of her hands like a bar of soap. By the 
time she managed to nab it, the phone had been thoroughly drenched in warm, soapy 
water. “No! Please, not this too,” Natassia pleaded to whoever might be listening. 
 
Water-drenched phone in hand, she went to the hallway and peered out. She did not see 
anything. The lighting up here was weaker than downstairs, so she could not make out 
much. She shivered again, this time it was not from the cold.  
 
Natassia went back into the room, hastily dressed and rushed back down the stairs to the 
safety of the music room, where at least she had good lighting.  
“You better still work,” she said, talking to the phone. She turned it on. The green light 
came on. “Yes!” she cried out in victory. It might be a small victory, but the way this day 
was ending, any victory was a good thing. But her elation did not last long. The phone 
turned on well enough, but when she tried to dial 411, or any number at all, it was silent. 
The water must have shorted out some circuitry. She worked on the phone for some time, 
but the best result she could get was the built-in voice that told her the time. “The time is 
9:55 PM,” the phone informed her. Discouraged and a little frightened, Natassia put the 
phone away for now. She found a cozy sofa against the outside wall in the music room, 
and grabbed a blanket from one of the bedrooms upstairs. She slept on the sofa that night, 
if sleep could describe it. She tossed and turned, not because the sofa was uncomfortable, 
but because she kept hearing that inhuman cry over and over in her dreams.  
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Saturday, October 30, 2010 
 
Natassia got up early the next morning. She was still tired, and wanted to sleep longer, 
but she simply could not relax knowing she had so much to do. She finally got up just 
after dawn, went to the large kitchen, and tried to figure out how to operate a percolator.  
“I guess the people in this place really never heard of Mr. Coffee, or instant for that 
matter,” she spoke to herself. As she drank her freshly made cup of percolated coffee – 
her first ever – she began to appreciate how good it tasted made this way.  
“Pain in the ass to make, but good coffee,” she admitted. As she drank and nibbled on 
toast with peanut butter, she looked at some pictures that were pinned to the corkboard 
next to the pantry. It had some family photographs going back generations. Most of them 
were black and white, more than a few were faded sepia tone. This came as a surprise to 
Natassia since the use of sepia tone as a means of developing photographs dated back to 
the late 1800s, although the ink known as sepia had been around for centuries. She 
wondered why someone from a modern era would have continued to use sepia tone to 
develop images when newer methods were around now. She knew some of the pictures 
were old, but not nineteenth century old. 
 
After breakfast, she ventured again down to the basement, where she tried in vain to get 
the winch mechanism lever back up into the ‘on’ position again. It was beyond her 
ability, and her strength. She stood up, took a few deep breaths and gave it one final 
heave. It would not move. She shook her head, and moved away from the winch, towards 
some shelves at the other end of the cluttered basement. There, on an old bookcase filled 
with file folders, she saw a glass jar. In it she saw nails, screws and a few old locks that 
had been disassembled. Then she looked closer at the contents at the bottom of the jar. In 
the very bottom, under the nails and screws, was a ring – like a key ring. Natassia took 
the jar off the shelf, and tried to reach inside. A nail went into her fingertip drawing 
blood. “Ouch!” she complained. Seeing this wasn’t going to work, she dumped the 
contents of the jar out on the shelf until the saw the ring. She picked it up and saw a half-
dozen keys attached to the ring. “Hmm, this might be useful,” she spoke and took the 
keys. As Natassia returned to the steps that lead up to the kitchen, she saw something 
square-shaped in the ceiling. It was not too far from the winch mechanism. She walked 
over and looked up. It was a boarded up spot on the ceiling, about two feet in length and 
width, or just under. It seemed to be closing up something. “I wonder what they’ve sealed 
up here,” she murmured. She thought about trying to pry it open, but decided to leave 
well enough alone. She climbed the stairs from the basement and headed for the front 
door. 
 
Natassia went out the front door and tried to move the gates by hand. It was useless. 
While outside she tried her cell phone again, but it still would only tell her the time of 
day, in its mechanized voice. She replaced the cell phone in her purse, and went back 
inside. 
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“No, I won’t be needing to contact you, honey,” she mocked herself for trying to be so 
independent. Right now, she would love to have any way to contact Nick and talk to him. 
She knew he would know what to do. For a few minutes, Natassia allowed herself to feel 
very sorry for herself and her predicament. She sat in the down in the music room and 
tried to read, but her concentration was lacking. She found herself reading the same page 
three or four times and still not comprehending it, before she gave up.  
“Well, I can sit here and pout and wait for someone to find me, or I can investigate this 
old place and see what is up there,” she spoke aloud as she glanced up the staircase to the 
second floor again. Natassia dusted herself off, and headed up the stairs. 
 
Once again, she came across several locked rooms, and also looked again into the room 
she showered in last evening. It was a nice room, with a soft bed. She wished she felt 
safer on this floor. She would like to sleep in a bed this night. But that was still hours 
away. While she still had the benefit of the light, she walked to one of the locked doors 
and wiggled the doorknob. Then she took out the key ring she found in the basement, and 
tried each of the keys. She was about to give up, when the last key she tried opened the 
room with a rough click. This lock had not been opened for many years.  
 
Inside the room it was musty – and very dusty. Cobwebs formed over the corners of the 
room and over the furniture that remained in there. “This stuff must be thirty years old,” 
she muttered. The furnishings were those of a baby’s room. There was a crib in the 
middle, but it was large, too large for most babies. It seemed like it could hold two 
children. On one side of the crib, the wood slats had been cut away leaving a gaping hole. 
Why? Was something sticking out of the crib? A chest of drawers had been lovingly 
decorated with child themes of animals and carved by hand. Someone clearly loved this 
child. But things in the room did not add up to normal childhood. The crib was just so 
large it could have held a two or three year-old child. The clothes in the drawers were 
also large, and some of them had extra large armholes cut out of them. They were 
children’s clothes, but the size was not for an infant, but an older child. This baby was 
big, and had either very large arms, or malformed arms, because all of the shirts had odd 
armholes cut in them. One had the armhole cut in the expected place, but the arm on the 
other side was cut out several inches lower. In the drawer below, there were caps and hats 
that someone used to keep the baby’s, child’s? head warm. Here again, these would not 
fit a normal baby or even a child. The hats were woven extra large, extra deep. They 
seemed like they would only fit on the head of someone whose head was oblong, or 
football-shaped.  
 
Natassia put the clothing back. A bad feeling was overcoming her. This child was not 
normal, or not what she thought of as normal. In the bottom drawer, there was a small 
box with a tiny lock on it. It had something inside, but she could not open it. None of the 
keys she found fit it either. Natassia took the little box with her, and left the room. 
Outside the room, she relocked the door. She was not sure why – no one was here. But 
somehow that room unsettled her. When she pulled herself together, she went across the 
hall to the other locked room and when she tried to correct key, it opened too. 
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This room turned out to be used as a developing room for photography. There were 
various solutions, trays and some dyes. The jar of brown dye caught her attention. It was 
labeled, “Sepia.” Natassia recalled the sepia tone photographs pinned to the corkboard 
near the pantry. They must have developed their own photos using this antique method 
for years, and changed to modern methods. Natassia vaguely recalled her second year 
microbiology, but she remembered it enough to know that sepia was usually derived from 
Cuttlefish, a cephalopod related to squid and octopi, not fish at all. The ink they could 
shoot out was often used as a pigment or dye in olden times, and in the late nineteenth 
century, it became famous as the brown ink used in early photography. After looking 
around the room for several minutes and finding nothing of interest, she closed the door 
and returned to the first floor. 
 
She sat down in the music room, the room that made her feel most comfortable, and 
looked at the small box she found in the child’s room upstairs. She shook the box and 
heard something move around inside, but could not determine what it might be. It did not 
sound like metal, or jewelry or anything hard, really. The small lock on the box was far 
too small for any of her keys to fit, and was built into the box. With no way to pick the 
lock, she decided to try to pull off the metal plate that was fastened to the box, which the 
lock went through to hold it shut. She retrieved the small, rusty screwdriver she found in 
the kitchen yesterday, and started prying the metal face plate off. It took considerable 
effort, but eventually the metal plate creaked away from the wooden box, nails tearing 
out chunks of wood as it came off. The lock was bypassed.  
 
She opened the tiny box and looked at the contents inside. There were pictures of a baby 
inside. At first she thought it was actually a very normal baby, and she began to feel 
foolish for having gotten spooked by the baby’s room. But as she looked at the dozen or 
so pictures, she noticed that the baby was swathed from head to toe in blankets or 
excessive clothing. So far, there were no actual images of the child’s face or body. She 
flipped past three more pictures like these, and was struck dumb by what she saw on the 
last two photographs. This time, the head was revealed, and it was the head of a terribly 
deformed child. Its head was frightfully misshapen. It looked like the head came to a 
point, and it was a very oval-shaped head to begin with. The eyes were even more 
alarming. They were on either side of the strange face, an ugly unnatural face, and one 
was lower than the other. She stared at it for several minutes until she could look at it no 
longer. The last picture showed less of the contorted face, but it did show the baby’s arms 
sticking out of some homemade clothing. The fingers of the hands were fused together on 
one side, making the hand more of a club than a hand. The other arm was several inches 
lower coming out of the twisted torso of this horribly mutated child. The hand on this 
side was also badly deformed, but two fingers looked functional, if badly bent from the 
hand in an odd and unnatural angle. She could not see the lower part of the face, for the 
baby’s lower face was still swathed in clothing. She imagined it was not normal either. 
She put the pictures back in the box and felt nauseous. She felt ashamed that she could 
not have more sympathy for such a badly deformed child, but its appearance was 
unsettling and disturbing. Natassia assumed, logically, the child must have died of natural 
causes at some point, and that was why the parents kept the room locked like a shrine. It 
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could not have survived for long with that many birth defects. She put the box under the 
sofa, she did not want to be tempted to look at them again. It took her a while to stop 
thinking about that terrible visage of the child’s face, but soon she began to wonder about 
another mystery of the old house. There was something about that trap door in the 
basement ceiling, near the washtubs, that made her curious. She decided to investigate. 
 
 
 

*********************************** 
 
 
Events at the Ashford home in Iowa had gone pretty smoothly, as far as Buzz was 
concerned. Of course, it was still early in the day. Spencer and Tracy Ashford already 
knew Nick, of course, they thought if him as a second son. But Lorna was new, and she 
was not what they expected. Buzz had told his parents about her over the phone, and she 
briefly spoke to them once, but in person, she appeared to be strange to the parents. 
Pretty, with big blue eyes, but a bit odd. 
 
Lorna’s first impression was made even worse by the fact that she was so anxious about 
meeting them. Though she still did not really understand human interaction all that well, 
(she was a sheltered, nerdy, scientist child prodigy), and practiced with difficulty, she 
tried very hard to do what she thought was proper. For instance, when Lorna learned 
something new, or wanted to learn something new, she studied it. Literally. She took a 
fancy to poetry when Buzz got the cursed ring and a poem that activated it, so she began 
reading books on poetry, to try to understand why people liked it so much. But she did 
not pick out books with poetry in them by famous poets, as most would do. Instead, she 
chose to read books by academics studying the art behind what made poetry work. She 
knew all the technical lingo, and learned why some poetry was better than others were, 
and why some was great. What she did not comprehend, was why it was liked, or how to 
go about reading and writing it. She could recognize poetic forms – because she had read 
about them – but she did not really understand them. Her favorite form was the short 
Japanese form of Haiku, because it was fairly short and easy to understand.  
 
Lorna took this same stiff, academic approach to meeting Buzz’s parents. She had been 
reading books on family, and especially In-laws. She knew these were not her in-laws 
yet, but she figured it might happen someday, and it was best to be prepared for it early. 
Lorna decided the best way to show her value to the mother, and the father, was by 
cooking for them. When she announced her plan to Buzz a few weeks earlier, and he tried 
to talk her out of it. He argued that Halloween just was not a ‘cooking holiday’, and that 
she should just relax and be herself. To Lorna, being ‘herself’ was what she was worried 
about. She did not have any confidence in herself to come across as a good girlfriend for 
Buzz, so she did what she often did – she overcompensated. 
 
That Saturday, she told Tracy of her plans to cook a big meal for the family. Tracy was 
surprised, she certainly did not expect her guest to come into her house and prepare a 
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meal, but Lorna was persistent. Buzz came to his mother in secret, told her that Lorna 
was ‘a little unusual at first’ and suggested she let her do the cooking, it would make 
Lorna happy. His mother looked curiously at her son, wondering just what kind of 
woman he had picked out, but in the end, acceded to his wishes. Lorna would cook. 
 
 
“Are you sure about this?” Buzz asked for the fifth time. 
“Yes, I am preparing turkey, with stuffing and freshly sliced green beans and carrots, 
with cranberry sauce, if you like that sort of thing,” she confided. 
“Turkey with stuffing? On Halloween eve?” Buzz questioned her choice. 
“Yes, because it is a traditional holiday meal. Americans cook it at Thanksgiving, and 
some again at Christmas. Since this is our first holiday together, it seems appropriate,” 
Lorna explained again. 
“To you, maybe. But that meal is sort of specific for the other holidays. How about 
something simple, like spaghetti?” Buzz coerced. He loved spaghetti and he knew how to 
prepare it. That way he might be able to help her out. But she was not buying into it. 
“Buzz, please go away and let me work. I need time to kill the bird and pluck the feathers 
out of it,” she replied. 
“You are going to shoot a turkey?” Buzz asked, shocked. He did not see this coming. 
“That’s how the book says you get a turkey. They say the taste is best if the meat if 
fresh,” she reasoned. 
“Lorna, there are no wild turkeys around this part of Iowa. You’d have to go somewhere 
to pay to hunt one, or find a farmer. We don’t have time for that,” Buzz explained the 
problem of preparing a fresh turkey. “Plus, if you kill it yourself, you have to take all the 
feathers off, remove head, legs and gut it. It’s gonna be a big mess,” he said. 
 
“Where do I get one that’s pre-killed, headless, legless and gutless?” Lorna pouted. 
“You mean gutted. It’s called a grocery store. If I can’t talk you out of this, then let’s 
make it easy as possible and get one at the store. I’ll take you,” Buzz offered. 
 
One hour later, Buzz and Lorna returned with a large turkey and other food. It did not 
take Lorna long to get into the cooking mode, in fact, she was in an apron as soon as they 
walked in the door.  
 
In the living room, several hours later, the rest of the family and Nick sat chatting, 
hungrily awaiting the dinner. Lorna had underestimated the time it took to cook such a 
large bird, and three hours later it was not done yet. The Ashford’s were a typical, 
Midwestern family with a friendly disposition and a generally good nature. If they had 
one vice, if it could be called a vice, it was that they tended to drink a little too much on 
the holidays – it was sort of a family tradition. But the usual holiday drinking-fest at the 
Ashford’s was usually accompanied by volumes to food, which helped nullify the 
intoxicating effect. This time, there was only one bag of potato chips for them all to share 
while the meal cooked all day and into the late evening. 
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“I sure hope the food tastes as good as it smells,” said Spencer as he dug his hands into 
the dwindling bag of chips one more time.  
“Don’t eat the whole bag, Spencer, we have guests,” Tracy scolded. 
“That’s okay, I’m stuffed full of potato chips,” Nick said to ease the tension. The dispute 
over the highly prized bag of chips had been reaching a climax as the early evening 
progressed into late evening.  
 
Everyone’s drinks were working at full capacity by 9:00 PM. That didn’t stop Spencer, 
who was feeling rather good, if famished, from fixing another round for the group. 
 
“Ding dong” rang the doorbell. 
 
“Trick or Treat,” came a chorus of children’s voices from the Ashford’s front door. 
“I thought Halloween was tomorrow night?” Buzz asked, with surprise. 
“It is, but the local city council saw fit to have it tonight instead of on a school night,” 
Tracy answered, displeased with the decision. 
Spencer, who was already up preparing another round for everyone, answered the door 
first.  
“Say there, look at these terrible goblins and spooks!” Spencer joked. 
“Goblins and spooks?” Buzz commented to Nick and his mother. What decade are we in 
again? The 1950s?” 
Nick smiled at the jest. It wasn’t what the kids were wearing anymore – or had been for 
some thirty or forty years. 
”I’m not a goblin, I’m Optimus Prime!” responded one of little boys indignantly.  
“And I’m Arwen, the Elf-princess,” said the little girl. 
“Oh, Optima and Alf,” Spencer stumbled over the names. 
“What in the world is an Optimus Prime?” asked Tracy from the comfort of the couch. 
“It’s a character from the ‘Transformers’,” answered Buzz. “I read that somewhere”, he 
quickly justified his knowledge of movie-made cartoon characters when his explanation 
drew looks of curiosity. 
“Not Optima and Alf, what are you, stupid mister?” cried out one of the children. 
“Stupid huh?” Spencer’s drink was toying with his mind. He felt like he was back in fifth 
grade and had just been told he had cooties. 
“Well, take this then,” Spencer rebuked. He tossed the bag of candy at the kids letting it 
land on the ground next to them. “Whoops! Sorry, I guess I’m too stupid to get it in your 
little bags!” 
He shut the door. 
“Dad? Let me answer the door, if you don’t mind. I haven’t given out candy at 
Halloween for years,” Buzz interposed himself between his stupefied father and the door. 
“Okay son, if that floats your boat!” mumbled Spencer as he shuffled back to the living 
room. 
 
Just then, Lorna came into the living room and announced, “The freshly prepared 
nutritional biomatter is ready to be consumed.” 
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“What did she say, dear?” Tracy asked her son. But Buzz did not hear her question; there 
were more kids at the door. 
“I know Lorna-speak, Tracy. She means supper is ready,” Nick interpreted. 
“Buzz what are you doing over by the…are the little moppets blackmailing for candy 
tonight? During my dinner?” Lorna sputtered with disconcert. She had not prepared for 
this type if interruption.  
 
“It’s going to be all right,” Buzz responded while handing out the candy. “I’ll just answer 
it when they come. Go eat, I think we are all long overdue for a little food to go with our 
liquor.” 
 
The rest of the evening went rather well, except for Spencer’s tendency to fall asleep at 
the dinner table, and Lorna’s instructions. She read a book not only on how to prepare a 
meal, but how to serve and eat it. She assumed everyone followed these rules to the letter 
at family dinners.  
 
“I’ll just open this bottle of red wine, we paid so much for,” Buzz commented as he 
grabbed the bottle. 
“Not the Merlot, use the Chardonnay. It goes with fowl better,” Lorna instructed. 
“What difference does it make once it is in my stomach?” Buzz asked. 
“What? None, I guess. But the book said that white wine goes with chicken and turkey, 
and red with red meat – and spaghetti,” Lorna repeated what she read. 
“Buzz, just open the Chardonnay like she asks,” Tracy was trying to appease the cook. 
She knew how hard Lorna had worked to get this meal ready in time. She was mildly 
alarmed by Lorna’s literal interpretation of everything, and her odd manner, but she 
recognized that she was trying desperately to impress everyone. 
When everyone returned to their meal, white wine served, the few minutes of quiet were 
broken, once again by Lorna’s instruction. 
“You are doing it wrong,” she scolded Nick. 
“Cutting my carrots wrong?” he wondered. 
“You slice these vegetables transversally in two centimeter increments,” she said by way 
of explanation. 
Nick looked at her with confusion. “May I just eat?” 
Reluctantly, Lorna nodded her head. It was not going exactly was it said in the books.  
“Yes, you go right ahead and slice them your way, Nick. Even if your technique is 
flawed,” she concluded. 
 
The dinner concluded, they cleaned the table and prepared to watch a classic horror film, 
“The Texas Chainsaw Massacre.” When Buzz announced his choice, it was met with a 
harsh rebuke by his mother. 
 
“I’m not watching any film with a chainsaw in it. Especially with a full stomach!” Tracy 
demanded. 
“But Mom, it isn’t nearly as bad as the title sounds. It was made in 1974 and hardly even 
has blood in it. I don’t think you see anything but –“ he was cut off. 
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“I said no, and I mean no. You are a guest in my house, but that’s where I draw the line,” 
Tracy replied. 
Nick smiled in amusement. He had heard this discussion before. Buzz was a big fan of 
horror movies, as most people young of heart usually are, and every year he tried to sneak 
one in his mother did not approve of, even though she had never seen it. A few years ago, 
it was ‘Phantasm’, this year ‘The Texas Chainsaw Massacre’. 
“Pick something else – with no blood in it,” Tracy instructed. 
“No blood? Even the most tame horror movies made in the last thirty years have some 
fake blood in them!” Buzz rationalized. 
“No blood. What about this one?” Lorna interjected. She had the TV Guide in her hands. 
“What is it?” Buzz queried. 
“The Creature from the Black Lagoon,” Lorna read from the book. 
“What year was it made?” asked Tracy. 
“1957,” replied Lorna. 
“Perfect,” agreed Tracy. 
“Okay. 1950s-land, here we come,” Buzz said. He knew when he was defeated. 
 
 

*********************************** 
 
 
 
Natassia returned to the basement, this time she was armed with a flashlight she found in 
the pantry. She made her way back to the strange wooden trap door in the ceiling, near 
the washtubs. She shined the light on it, but could not determine what it was. Call it 
intuition, Natassia decided she wanted to see what that wooden square was concealing up 
in the ceiling. She used the old, rusty screwdriver she found upstairs, and pulled a chair 
up, directly underneath the flap. She was small enough that the chair held her weight 
easily, and she began to pry away at the flap. In time, she pried it open, athough it was 
stubborn and held on by a couple of old nails. This allowed her the time to get out from 
under it and then pry it once more. It came down with a crash, hitting the floor with a 
clatter. It was a large vent or it looked like a vent, going straight up into the house. Then 
it dawned on her, older houses sometimes had laundry chutes, which ran from the 
uppermost floors straight to the basement, so one could drop the dirty clothes directly 
down to the basement. Sure enough, anything that fell through this chute would have 
landed a few feet away from the laundry equipment. All that was missing, was a hamper 
or a pile of clothes. She spied the hamper a few feet away. It was empty, but there were a 
pile of dirty blankets on the floor nearby. 
 
She wondered how long it had been sealed up, and why. Natassia walked under the chute 
and looked up into it. She expected nothing but darkness, but instead, she could see light 
near the very top – perhaps at the very top. As her eyes adjusted to the dim light, she saw 
that it was an electric-type of light, not sunlight. Whatever was at the top of this chute, 
there was a light. And if there was a light on up there, maybe there was a clue to how to 
get out of this old house. She drew the hamper out from the wall, and put it under the 



 
 

23 
 
 
 

chute and dumped the blankets into it. She was not aware she was even doing it until it 
was done. Sometimes Natassia could be a little obsessive-compulsive about disorder. 
 
Natassia made the long climb up the stairs from the living room area to the second floor. 
She had explored a great part of this floor already this day. This is the floor where she 
found the baby’s room, empty bedrooms, and the developer’s room. When she caught her 
breath, she headed up one more flight of stairs to the third floor. She had not been this far 
up before, and this appeared to be the top floor, unless there was an attic. As she reached 
the top, she looked around. It was a much smaller floor. From the outside, the house did 
appear to go towards a point near the top. She did not expect to see such a difference on 
the inside, however. It was markedly smaller. Curiously, this smaller size of the floor 
made her feel a little more relaxed. There would be less to explore, and perhaps less to 
wonder about. There were really only two rooms up here. The rooms were both off to the 
left side, while the right side had only walls, windows and closets. She turned left. 
 
It was not long before she came to a room that was lit up by electric light. The door was 
open. Natassia crept inside slowly, trying not to make a sound. She saw an old woman 
lying in the bed next to the wall, by the light. The open laundry chute was on the opposite 
side of the room. She looked at the woman, and thought she was dead. Her face was pale, 
her breathing, if she was breathing, was shallow, and her body was rail-thin. She moved 
to the bedside and reluctantly touched the woman’s forehead, as much to feel if she had 
any warmth as to wake her. She was cool, but warm. Natassia covered her with extra 
blankets from the closet and tried to rouse her. 
 
“Ma’am, who are you?” Natassia asked. The woman did not respond. She seemed to be 
in a very deep sleep, or comatose. Natassia looked around the woman’s night stand, and 
found a hospital ID bracelet that had been removed. It read ‘Mrs. Eleanor Ruthven’ on it.  
“Mrs. Ruthven, the owner of the house?” Natassia whispered in shock. Mrs. Ruthven was 
not supposed to be here.  
 
When Eleanor Ruthven emailed Paranormal Investigations two weeks ago and asked if 
someone would be able to house-sit, she explained that she would be going away for a 
while and needed someone she could trust to watch the house while she was away. She 
said in her email that she chose Paranormal Investigations because of the good reputation 
the new agency had received on the news when they helped investigate a bad case of 
MRSA bacterial infection that had got loose in the Greendale several months ago. 
Natassia was surprised someone from Nob Hill would be watching Greendale local news. 
She had forgotten the national press coverage they gained from Buzz’s enthusiastic 
interviews. Nob Hill was one of the hills around San Francisco, where the wealthy “nobs” 
built extravagant mansions in the 1870s. This house may have dated from that era. It took 
Natassia several hours to get here by taxi, and now she had her first real hope of getting 
out. First, she needed to communicate with Mrs. Ruthven. While Natassia was no doctor, 
she knew enough about medicine to sense that something had gone wrong with Mrs. 
Ruthven. She grabbed her arm more forcefully than she intended and Eleanor woke with 
a silent scream! 
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“It’s okay, Mrs. Ruthven. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you. I’m Natassia Sheperd, 
the woman you hired to watch your house while you were away, or I thought you were 
away. Can you speak?” Natassia’s words came out in a flood. She had been waiting to 
talk to someone, anyone, for nearly two days. 
 
When Eleanor calmed down, she looked at Natassia with weary eyes. Natassia quickly 
deduced that Mrs. Ruthven could not speak, for some medical reason. She offered to get 
her food and water. A tear formed in the eye of old Eleanor Ruthven. She wanted food 
and water but could not ask for it. Natassia promised both, and went back to the kitchen 
as fast as she could. She made some eggs – the protein would be good for her – and 
brought every kind of beverage she could carry. Natassia was a young woman in her mid-
twenties, and in very good shape. But even in good shape this climb was wearing her out. 
The distance of the kitchen to the upstairs bedroom was considerable, but the climb while 
carrying a tray-full of food was atrocious. She came into the room panting, sweat visible 
on her forehead. 
 
“Here you go,” she offered, as she helped the starving woman eat her food. It was during 
the feeding that she realized that Eleanor was blinking quite often. At first Natassia 
thought she had bad eyes, or something was bothering her eyes, but she came to 
understand Eleanor was trying to communicate with her by means of ‘yes or no’ blinks. 
 
“Are you trying to talk to me?” she asked. Eleanor blinked once.  
“Blink twice if you mean to say, no,” Natassia prompted.  
Eleanor blinked twice.  
“Good. You have a system. Can you tell me how come you are here alone?” Natassia 
forgot the system. Eleanor just stared at her for a moment. 
“Oh, sorry. Did something happen to you recently? Did you suffer an attack of some 
kind?” Natassia asked. 
Eleanor blinked once. 
“A stroke?” 
She blinked once again. 
“Are you here alone?” 
Eleanor looked pained to explain this question. She blinked once, then blinked twice.  
“Yes, and no,” Natassia figured it out. “You weren’t alone, but you are now?” 
She blinked once. 
Natassia took her time and explained the situation to the Mrs. Ruthven. She explained 
that she came, as requested, but that something went wrong with the front gate, and she 
was locked into the house, or at least the compound of the house and yard, and could not 
get out. She told Eleanor that she could get her help, and get them both out of the house if 
they could summon assistance, but that her phone had stopped working since she dropped 
it in water.  
 
“When you first contacted me at Paranormal Investigations, it was through our website, 
by email, do you remember that?” Natassia prompted. Eleanor blinked once. 
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“Then there must be a computer somewhere in the house. Is it on the lowest level?” 
Eleanor blinked twice. 
“The second story, with all the bedrooms?” 
Eleanor blinked twice, again. 
It’s up here then, in this room or the next? Hidden somewhere?” Natassia finally felt she 
was getting close to an answer. But Mrs. Ruthven blinked twice. 
“It’s not up here either? Then is there another story? I’ve been in the basement, I know it 
isn’t down there. Is there an attic?” Natassia asked, a hint of desperation creeping into 
voice. 
Eleanor Ruthven blinked once, and made a faint smile. 
“It is in your attic, then. Those stairs outside your room, the spiral staircase, that’s the 
way up isn’t it?” Natassia concluded. Eleanor blinked once, again. 
“Okay. Good. Then I’ll head up there now and get on the computer and see if I can 
contact Nick, or wait, he’s in Iowa by now. I’ll contact the fire department or the local 
police if I can. I’ll be back. Will you be all right?”  
Eleanor calmly blinked once. 
“I’ll be back soon,” Natassia said, and she hurried out the door and up the spiral staircase. 
She forgot the flashlight. 
 
 
Natassia was elated. For the first time in nearly two days, she had good news. She would 
contact someone – anyone – and they would get Eleanor and her out of this old house and 
to safety, possibly tonight.  
 
When she got the top stair of the twisting staircase, she realized she had become dizzy. 
The other set of stairs in the main home were long, but straight up and down. This spiral 
staircase was narrow, twisting and got darker the higher you went. Now that she was at 
the top, she saw an open door to a very dark room. The sun set early in late October, and 
had she been able to get up here a half an hour earlier, it might have been lighter. But 
now it was getting very dark. She approached the door with uncertain caution. She 
stopped and scolded herself, “Dummy, this is our way out of here. What are you, afraid 
of the dark?” 
Now, more motivated, she walked into the dark attic. 
 
The first thing Natassia noticed was the stench. It had a particular, horrible smell, like 
rancid body odor mixed with an even worse odor, the scent of death. In an instant, a 
prediction told to her two months earlier, something she had worked hard to forget, came 
back to her.  
 
“Danger. Great danger. Horrible…” she recalled the words of Madam Rochelle. She also 
remembered that she smelled a terrible smell the moment Rochelle saw a horrible vision 
for Natassia.  
 
“Oh, my God!” she whispered and put her hands over her mouth, trying to block out the 
stench. It was the exact same thing she did at Madam Rochelle’s when she smelled it. 
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Just like the vision, she could not block out the odor of decay, death, and soured sweat. 
Over the obvious stench of death – perhaps an animal died up here – the other smell was 
vaguely human. It smelled like she imagined someone might smell who never, ever took 
a bath and was terribly dirty. Natassia looked around the dusky attic. 
 
At the far end of the rather spacious room, for an attic, was a partially boarded up 
window. It must have been that tiny window at the apex of the house. The window she 
thought she imagined a face in when she first arrived, two days ago. She walked toward 
the window gingerly. She was close to reaching it – the late evening light invigorated her 
– when she tripped over something on the floor and fell face-first onto decomposing 
corpse of Rebecca Shultz. 
 
Natassia sprang to her knees as fast as she could. Her face was smeared with blood, 
entrails and other unidentifiable fluids from the corpse. She wiped her hand across her 
mouth in disgust. Her chest involuntarily heaved to expel the rancid air and the stench of 
the body, but try as she might she could not stop herself from screaming. Natassia let out 
a blood-curdling scream, one that she was unaware that she could even do. As she did so, 
she noticed the rotting corpse was that of a woman – or what was left of a woman in 
white, wearing white shoes and stockings, and not much else. A nurse? The woman was 
partially undressed, mostly the lower half of her. Worse than falling onto a dead body, 
and a rotting dead body, was the fact that the dead woman had clearly been gnawed upon. 
Her flesh was ripped away from her throat and her stomach, and her innards, most of 
which were missing, were strewn out across the floor like so much discarded bits of 
chewed food. 
 
Natassia felt the bile rising in her throat, and she knew she was going to vomit. But just 
as she felt it coming out, she saw something move, out of the corner of her eye. It 
appeared to be a large humanoid, and it stood up. Apparently, she woke it from slumber. 
She fought the urge to retch, and scrambled to get to her feet, but as she tried to stand, she 
slipped on the reeking fluids on the floor and fell again. She could not think of anything 
but getting away. As she was struggling to regain her footing in the darkness, she heard a 
shuffling gait approaching her. She turned her head and looked. It was dark, and at first 
she could only see an outline, but when it crossed in front of the dim light coming from 
the tiny window, what little she did see made all her nightmares tame. The thing, 
deformed as it was, perhaps it was once a man, had a malformed head, oval-shaped or 
oblong. It’s eyes, like a sharks eyes, were dark pools of black with no visible iris. They 
were on either side of its head, one lower than the other. How it could even see, she could 
not imagine. As it approached, it made a terrible howl, like a backwards scream that 
started out high pitched, and ended lower. She recalled this was the same howl she heard 
her first night, when she got out of the shower. It was less of a human sound than that of 
an abomination. The noise was so unnerving that Natassia stopped trying to get away for 
what seemed to her like an eternity, but was only a second. In that short time, she was 
completely paralyzed. Something like this should not exist. Nature should have let it die 
as an infant, but somehow it lived, although it was less human than beast now. It had no 
visible nose at all, but simply an empty crater dripping with sinus activity. Its mouth, 
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when it made its unholy scream or cry, was large and round, not shaped like a human 
mouth but vaguely resembling a dilating orifice, something out of science-fiction. It 
could close the mouth only partly, and when it looked at her face and saw her fear, it 
widened its mouth to a large circle revealing black, crooked, flat teeth and canine teeth – 
a lethal combination for a predator. It could bite and crush at the same time. 
 
Natassia remembered having dreams as a child where she was running and running, from 
something – something out of sight and mind. She recalled running but getting no where 
in those dreams. They stopped when she was about twelve, but they were the type of 
dreams you never forget, like the dream about flying. She was experiencing it now, and 
she could not break the feeling of doom and dread. In total, it was only a few seconds, but 
it felt like an hour to her. She fought the overpowering urge to give up – to surrender to 
death, to put her head in her hands and hide her face from reality. She never felt so 
frightened in her life. 
 
As Natassia looked around her in desperation, she saw that the creature had a large chain 
fastened to a collar around its neck, and that the chain was anchored, with a generous 
amount of lead, to a hook in the floor. The hook was coming loose from the decaying 
floorboards. This thing was almost free of its attic prison. 
 
It was the shock of actual touch that brought her out of her paralysis. The thing reached 
out and grabbed her by the ankle. Natassia kicked and struggled but could not break the 
strong grip of this creature. The man-beast pulled her by her legs toward it. She kicked 
again, but the thing had a sturdy grip on her ankle, and it would not let go.  
“NO!” Natassia cried out. Momentarily, the thing stopped, as if listening to her voice, and 
trying to understand what the sounds meant. But it soon lost interest in hearing her cry 
out, and resumed pulling her toward it. Natassia saw her life flash in front of her eyes. 
She saw her childhood, her teenage years, her blossom into womanhood, and she saw her 
lover, Nick and her friends Buzz and Lorna.  
“Nick!” she cried out. “Help me, please!” She sobbed his name again, “Nick!” 
Hearing the sound of his name helped her resist again. Natassia reached into her pocket, 
and pulled out the only thing in it, her broken cell phone. She was only inches from the 
maw of the dread beast now, and she knew this was her last hope. She flipped open the 
phone and pressed the ‘time’ button. She threw the phone behind the beast.  
 
“The time is now 8:10 PM” 
 
The thing let go of her and spun around as quickly as it could turn. It thought someone 
was behind it. 
 
Natassia saw her only chance and she took it. She crawled on her hands and knees 
towards the open door to the staircase, where she regained her stance. She headed down 
as fast as she could move, and did not stop running until she reached the bottom. 
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*********************************** 
 

 
 
Natassia roamed around the first level of the house for a while, trying to pull herself 
together. It took her longer to recover from her fear than she expected. Almost twenty 
minutes later, she stopped shaking enough to head back up the stairs. She wanted to have 
a talk with Eleanor Ruthven. 
 
“There was no computer up there, was there?” Natassia asked, anger apparent in her 
voice. She knew lecturing a sickly, old woman who was recovering from a stroke was not 
kind, but she was not feeling particularly kindly towards Eleanor Ruthven at this 
moment. 
Eleanor blinked twice. 
“So you sent me up there knowing what was up there? You knew it was going to try and 
kill me?” Natassia’s voice reached a high-pitched peak with her last words. She was still 
in disbelief that this old lady would do such a thing. The shock of that revelation was 
slighted by the next one. 
“Yes,” spoke Eleanor in a weak, squeaky voice. “I knew what I was sending into.” 
 
Natassia’s eyes went wide when she heard Eleanor speak. For a minute, she was 
speechless. 
“Oh, don’t look so surprised dear. Do you think you are the first one to meet my boy? 
How do you think I’ve been taking care of him?” Eleanor chuckled slightly at the 
thought. 
Natassia was stunned. Of all the explanations she expected she might hear, she did not 
see this one coming.  
“You’ve sent other people up there to be killed, like that woman lying half-eaten up 
there?” Natassia questioned with disbelief.  
“That one was going to try to take me back to the hospital, and away from my boy. The 
first one,” Eleanor sighed as if remembering back to old times, “was an accident. I 
stopped being able to take care of him a few years ago. Or was it ten years ago? Time 
slips away. Anyway, she was a maid who got curious about the attic. I didn’t send her. I 
just left the key in the lock. I’ve sent men too, but he doesn’t like them as much.” 
“Then you helped murder people. What kind of person are you? Were you even ill, or 
was that part of your sick game?” Natassia sputtered her angry words. 
“I had a small stoke. It wasn’t severe. I found it was easier to get people here if they 
thought I was helpless, like you. How do you think I’ve been feeding him? There are 
dozens of stupid whores like yourself willing to do anything for an easy buck,” Eleanor 
explained. Then her face turned to what Natassia could only describe as evil, and added, 
“People like you come to suck the life-blood out of the wealthy. You watch my home for 
a week or a weekend, and expect to get paid hundreds of dollars for spending a weekend 
in a fancy old home? Why your type is a dime a dozen. I’ve had all types of girls here 
offering to do everything for me for my money. I send them to my boy. Men have other 
needs aside from food, you know.” 
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Natassia saw insanity or evil, she was not sure which. Her mind raced to understand this 
woman, but she could not. Surely this woman must have been driven mad by years of 
caring for such a creature. Could she just be evil?   
 
“That abomination of nature rapes and eats the women you send up there. Do you 
understand what you’ve done?” Natassia asked again. 
Eleanor Ruthven did not respond, she just let a slow and wicked smile overcome her 
elderly features. It widened into a heinous smirk that turned into a devious grin. The 
effect sent shiver up Natassia’s spine, and although she was furious, she visibly 
shuddered.  
“You crazy, fucking bitch!” Natassia exploded. “I’m going to figure way to get out of 
this place, and when I do, you will be spending the rest of your years in a jail cell, or an 
asylum, which would be too kind for you.” 
“What do you know? You aren’t a mother,” Eleanor offered as explanation. 
“Until then, I’m locking you in here. I can’t trust you to be free,” Natassia said as she 
grabbed the key from the lock on the inside of Eleanor’s bedroom, and closed and locked 
the door from the outside. As she walked back down to the second story, she could her 
the old woman mocking her anger, and laughing. 
 
 
An idea had been forming in Natassia’s mind from the moment she left Eleanor’s room. 
She could poison it. Maybe she could find something toxic, like drain cleaner. The 
problem with most toxic household chemicals she might be able to get her hands on, was 
that they smelled and probably tasted terrible. What creature would willing eat or drink 
something that tasted and smelled bad? None. That was too risky and the rate of failure 
seemed high. No, she had to try something else. Maybe she couldn’t poison it, kill it 
outright, but she might be able to make it dopey. For her next idea to work, she had to 
knock the creature out for a few minutes, so she could carry it out. How? There were no 
real drugs in the house, no way of inducing sleep. She could tempt it with alcohol, but 
what if that made it more violent, stronger? How much longer was that chain going to 
stay fastened to the rotting wooden floor? It looked about the break free now. The 
thought of that abomination free to roam around the house with her trapped inside of it 
horrified her. She had to do something first. Then she remembered the room that had 
photographic development chemicals in it. Sepia! There was something in her distant 
memory from her days at the university. Sepia was from was a pigment primarily from 
Cuttlefish, a creature related to squid. It had certain properties, as she recalled from 
memory. A property of sedation, or perhaps it was toxicity. Cuttlefish and other 
cephalopods produce toxins that contain L-DOPA and dopamine, which can in large 
doses, temporarily incapacitate people by affecting the brain. She was not sure if it was 
true, or if she could get the thing to ingest enough of the brown dye to have an effect, but 
she had to try something, and soon. If she could stun it, or paralyze it, even for just a few 
minutes, she might have a chance. 
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Getting the sepia was the easy part. She expected the next part would not be too difficult 
either. It was trickier than she anticipated. She had to mix it in with something the 
creature would like to eat, but as studied the supply of food on hand in the pantry, she 
was not sure what it would want to eat? It liked people – especially female-people, 
apparently – but what else would it like? There was a case of canned salmon, and another 
of tuna. It might like that. What if it did not like the taste of fish, because it probably 
never ate any? Bread and crackers were questionable, to say the least. She had the 
impression this thing was strictly a meat-eater. Then saw spied a case of chocolate 
pudding, already mixed up. What person did not like chocolate, and pudding? It may 
have never had it before, but a taste for sweets was common in all mammals – even dogs 
and mice. This thing might be an abomination of nature, but it was still a mammal. She 
grabbed the case of pudding. 
 
She stirred up a generous portion of the sepia into the dark pudding. She sniffed it and 
then tasted a tiny amount of it. She could not easily detect anything other than pudding. 
Natassia had her ‘poisoned apple’ ready to feed to the evil creature, like out of some 
fairy-tale. She could not help but recall the old folk tales. She wondered if she was crazy 
to try this plan.  
 
 
 

*********************************** 
 
 
 
It was getting late at night after the Ashford family, Lorna and Nick finished watching a 
double-feature of ‘The Creature from the Black Lagoon’, followed by ‘Poltergeist’. The 
difference of the movie’s effects on its audience was palpable. They talked though or 
ignored large sections of ‘Creature’, (Spencer slept through it) but all were silent and 
attentive during ‘Poltergeist’. Buzz loved the second movie. It was one of his favorites. 
When it came on, his mother asked him what it was like. Knowing she was reaching out 
her emotional feelers to decide whether to watch it or not, Buzz told a white lie and said, 
“It’s a lot like the last one.” 
 
By the time the movie was over, Tracy looked fatigued. She looked at her son, “I’ll never 
let you pick the movie again,” she warned.  
“You never do now,” Buzz corrected. 
The friends and family said their goodnights, and headed off to their separate rooms for 
the night. They would be staying through most of the next day, but leaving before dark. 
 
Even though Lorna and Buzz often stayed together at his place back in Greendale, his 
parents decided it was not appropriate for them to sleep in the same room in their house. 
Buzz suspected this was more for their benefit than for his, but he saw his parent so 
infrequently, he thought it best to play by their rules. Lorna, however, did not understand 
the rules, and decided to tempt Buzz. She had been waiting all evening to surprise him. 
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Spencer and Tracy had let Nick and Buzz share the basement room, more of a den than a 
bedroom, and let Lorna have the guest room. But Lorna came to Nick as they made their 
way to their separate rooms, and asked Nick for a favor. 
 
“Nick, can I talk to you for a minute?” Lorna pressed a weary Nick. 
“What can I do for you at this late hour, Lorna?” Nick replied. It had been a long night of 
drinking, eating and watching movies – especially drinking, and he was exhausted. 
“I, well, I want to surprise Buzz with this,” she opened a small box she was carrying. In it 
was the ‘sexy witch’ costume both men had been so taken with when she modeled it back 
in Greendale. They did not know she secretly bought it. He could see why it was in a tiny 
box, there was not much to it. 
“That certainly will surprise him,” Nick commented wryly. “Where did you want to do 
this?” 
“I was hoping you would switch rooms with me. Sleep in the guest room, and let me go 
to the basement den with Buzz. I want to get down there before he does, so I can catch 
him off guard,” she proposed her plan. 
 
Nick smiled. It was a very sweet gesture she wanted to do for Buzz, knowing his love of 
that outfit on her. His only concern was being complicit in the plan to switch rooms, 
should something go awry, as things tended to do with Lorna and Buzz. He wanted to 
refuse, to respect the wishes of Spencer and Tracy Ashford, though he suspected Spencer 
really did not care. He looked at Lorna, who displayed her patented pout and sad blue 
eyes, and relented.  
“Okay. Be careful. Do you need anything out of the guest room before I go in to sleep?” 
He asked, thoughtfully. 
“No, I brought a toothbrush, and I can get the rest in the morning. Thanks, Nick,” she 
said and gave him a quick, awkward hug.  
“You are welcome. Now go make his night,” Nick said, smiling. 
 
Buzz came down the stairs a few minutes later. He expected to see his best friend in bed 
already. But as he looked around, he did not see anything. “You fall asleep in the 
bathroom?” he chuckled. 
“No, I was waiting for you,” came the reply in Lorna’s voice.  
She walked out from the bathroom where she was hiding, wearing a black costume that 
had cut-outs on her midriff, and ultra short black dress, and a very tight and very tiny 
back blouse, revealing ample cleavage. A pointed black hat topped off the sexy outfit. 
Buzz recognized it immediately. “You got it anyway!” he practically shouted in joy. 
“Shhh,” Lorna purred. She seemed different. More forceful, more adventurous, and 
looking exceptionally alluring.  
“This is a new you,” he said as he walked over to her. “Are you playing the part of the 
sexy witch, or just dressing it?” he asked. 
“Whichever you want,” she whispered into his ear. “I thought we might get together 
tonight, since we haven’t, you know, since we left home. Are you up for it?” Lorna 
questioned. 
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“Suddenly, I’m very up,” Buzz replied looking down at his trousers. 
“Good. Take your pants off and relax,” she uncharacteristically instructed.  
“Those two concepts are antithetical,” Buzz responded. But he reached down to unbuckle 
his pants anyway. Normally submissive in the bedroom, she was displaying a new side of 
herself to her boyfriend. 
 
 
 

******************* 
 
 
When Buzz said goodnight to his parents in their room a few minutes earlier, they wanted 
to ask him about Lorna. Buzz was not anxious explain her occasional odd behavior to 
them now. He had almost gotten used to it. It hardly surprised him when she said or did 
curious or unexpected things now. Buzz dismissed Tracy’s concern with a hug, and 
headed for the basement.  
 
His parents had not had time to adjust to the new girlfriend, and they wanted to ask him a 
few questions now that Lorna was in the guest room. 
“Spencer, I want to ask him about Lorna. Let’s go downstairs while he’s still awake, and 
ask him if he is sure about her. I mean, she’s nice, sort of. She’s just strange. I just need 
to make sure he is really certain about her. If her really loves her or not,” she confided. 
 
Spencer was not nearly as concerned. He knew what Buzz had told him about Lorna, and 
why she still was unaccustomed to being around people who weren’t scientists or child 
prodigies. He felt questioning Buzz now was premature, because they had only been 
together for about six months. However, he knew better than to question Tracy’s 
decisions when she had her mind made up. He would go along for the sake of peace – his 
peace. Not wanting to wake Lorna in the guest room, they walked softly to the basement 
door, opened it and walked down into the den. 
 
When Buzz’s parents looked over to the bedroom, they saw a scantily clad Lorna wearing 
some black outfit, undressing their son in a most unusual manner. 
 
Unaware they were being observed, Buzz managed to get his pants below his knees, and 
Lorna was helping him remove his shirt. It was over his head, and Lorna was having 
difficulty getting it off of him. She tugged sharply at his shirt, and in the process, 
knocked Buzz over on to the bed, his arms now bound by his shirt over his head, his 
pants half-way down, his underwear still barely on. It was obvious he was excited. It 
looked like a mistress-of-the-dark witch had their son tied and bound to the bed, and was 
trying to climb on top of him. Lorna teased Buzz by giving him playful whacks of her 
costume broom on his rear end. 
 
 
“Oh, my lord son, are you into M & M’s?” Tracy cried out. 



 
 

33 
 
 
 

Buzz raised his head and looked past Lorna in alarm. He could barely see his parents 
standing at the other end of the room, watching the unusual sight. 
“M & Ms?” Then it dawned on him what Tracy meant. “You mean S & M? No, not yet 
anyway. Mom, what are you doing here? Can we please have some privacy?” Buzz 
pleaded. 
“Tracy, I think we can assume this relationship is either very healthy, or we have no 
business knowing about it,” Spencer advised as he took his wife gently by the arm. “It 
looks like love to me,” Spencer suggested and tugged Tracy, who was speechless, back 
up the stairs. He whispered one final comment, but he made sure Tracy did not hear it. 
“Buzz, you lucky bastard.” 
 
 
 

*********************************** 
 
 
It was late when Natassia finished her sepia-laced pudding concoction. It was far too dark 
to attempt to go up and tempt the creature with it now, and she was beginning to feel very 
tired. It had been a long, frightening, exhausting day. Though she had reservations about 
trying to sleep this night in the house, she was too tired to not try it. 
 
She placed the pudding mix in the refrigerator, and then went to the pantry to close the 
door. As she reached for the light, she spotted a metallic rod or tube leaning against the 
far well. She picked it up and saw that it was actually a hollow tube, about two feet long. 
She was not sure what it was for, but it gave her another idea. She took the bar, and the 
rusty old screwdriver she used earlier to pry open the tiny box that had baby pictures of 
the ‘thing’ it. She might need them both tomorrow for her plan. She laid them on the 
kitchen counter. 
 
She went back to the music room, her comfort zone, and she curled up on the sofa, but 
she could not sleep despite her weariness. She remembered there was a small television 
in one of the bedrooms, so she got it, and brought it to the music room and turned it on. 
She thought the drone of the TV might help her fall asleep, but she was so starved for 
information about the world outside, she ended up watching it intently. The late movies 
started, and “Night of the Living Dead” came on. 
“Oh, no. Not tonight,” she muttered to the television. “Let’s try another channel.” 
She used the remote to go to the next channel. It was another horror movie, “The Evil 
Dead 2,” one of her boyfriend’s and Buzz’s favorites. She was not as fond of scary 
movies as the guys, but she did watch this movie with Nick and Buzz many months ago. 
Although it was gory, it did have a good deal of goofy, and sometimes questionable dark 
humor in it. She remembered admitting that despite the bloody scenes, it was funny in 
places, odd as that sounds. But this was not the night to watch even a ‘funny’ horror 
movie.  
“Why all the horror movies tonight?” she asked herself, remembering the date at the last 
minute. “Of course, Halloween is tomorrow. My luck that everything on TV tonight is 
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going to scare me more than I already am,” she complained aloud. Oddly, she watched 
the movie anyway, and if nothing else, it kept her from thinking about the inhuman 
monster living in the attic. In fact, it did more than that, it helped her, although she was 
unaware of it at the moment. Seeing people survive in all those death situations, made her 
feel like she could do it too, and for a time, she identified with the survival aspect of 
horror movies. That was something she never thought about before, horror movies are 
really survival stories. The movies kept her from thinking about her plan. It was 
something she was going to try to tackle tomorrow, although she was nearly panicked 
about it. The movie played late into the night until she finally drifted off to a sleep 
punctuated by moments of terrifying nightmares.  
 
 
 
Sunday, October 31, 2010 – Halloween 
 
 
 
The next morning Natassia was up early, but worked all day to get things in motion. She 
made sure things were set up in the basement, and then took the bowl of chocolate 
pudding laced with sepia, and started the long climb to the highest peak in the old house, 
the spiral staircase leading to the attic.  
 
First, she stopped at Eleanor Ruthven’s door and unlocked it. The woman was laying on 
her bed, and she was asleep, or she appeared to be. Natassia quietly went inside, and took 
some rags and tied Eleanor’s wrists to the bed frame. She made certain they were as tight 
as could be without hurting her. Then she woke her. 
 
“What have you done to me?” Eleanor crowed when she awoke. “Why are you trying me 
to the bed. Are you going to kill me, whore?” 
“You know, it would help your cause to stay alive through this if you stopped called me 
whore,” Natassia stated. 
“I don’t care if I live through this. My life is almost over. I’m just waiting to see you 
meet my son again. Won’t get away a second time,” she responded with zeal. 
“You are a very disturbed and criminal woman, Eleanor. Still, I can’t let you starve or 
dye of thirst up here,” she explained as she handed the old woman two bottles of water 
and a peanut butter sandwich. “It isn’t fine cuisine, but it will keep you alive one more 
day. I hope to be out of here by then, and you, well, you’ll be healthy so the cops can put 
you in prison,” Natassia said with a coldness in her voice. She had been through too 
much in the last few days to pretend the incident had not changed her. She was now only 
thinking about survival. As for the woman who put her life in jeopardy, she no longer 
saw her as human either, but as a monster only slightly less abominable than her 
monstrous son. Eleanor saw the change, and started to say something threatening, saw the 
look in Natassia’s eyes, and thought better of it. She kept her mouth shut this time. 
Natassia walked over to the open laundry chute, looked down into it, and then left the 
room, leaving the door unlocked this time.  



 
 

35 
 
 
 

 
 
When she reached the top of the spiral staircase, she once again smelled that awful smell 
of death and filth. It was a combination she would never be able to forget. Natassia 
pushed up the door loudly, so that it clanged against the back wall. She wanted the 
creature to hear her. She peeked in, saw it leaning against the far wall, under the boarded 
up window, and shoved the bowl of pudding into the reach of the creature in the center of 
the room. It started to rise, and made, once again, that unearthly inverted howling sound. 
She had never heard a sound like that from an earthly creature before, and it chilled her. 
Natassia instinctively flinched from the sound, and remembered what it was like to be so 
close the thing, the way it looked at her with those creepy uneven, black eyes, and that 
horrible dilating mouth. She quickly backed out of the room and took refuge on the upper 
stairway of the twisting staircase, and tried to catch her breath. She wanted to run back 
down the stairs, to hide for a while, until she had recovered again. But she knew this was 
the time, the only time she might be able to pull this off, so she sat down on the stairs, out 
of sight of the man-creature, and opened her sack of supplies. She had her flashlight, to 
counteract the dark and rainy day, which was rapidly turning to evening, the small 
screwdriver, and a padlock. She closed up the bag and waited. 
 
Natassia was not sure how long she had been waiting, but it felt like a long time. She 
stopped hearing the creature slurp up the pudding some time ago. It did like it after all. 
Now she did not hear anything. She worked up her courage for she could not afford to 
wait too long. If the thing was already immobilized, the clock was ticking, so she went in 
the attic door. 
 
Inside, she turned on her flashlight. The batteries were getting weak, but it still provided 
enough light to help her see. The creature was stretched out on the floor, its malformed 
arms at its sides. It was out cold. It did not appear to be sleeping. It looked dazed, and its 
awful eyes were wide open, staring at her. The thing was breathing irregularly. “That 
must be the dopamine,” Natassia guessed. It was known to have a toxic effect on some 
creatures could produce a temporary paralysis. The main problem Natassia faced in 
giving the creature an uncertain dose – how long would it stay that way? 
 
She set to work. She placed the flashlight down near the place where the chain was 
attached to the wooden floor. She could do little to the metal chain and the way it was 
bolted to the floor. But where it was fastened, the wood had been rotting away. Years of 
the big creature pulling on his chain had loosened it, and water or blood got in under the 
floorboards, and began to loosen the wood around the area more. She took out the rusty 
screwdriver, and began digging the rotted wood out from under the chain. It was hard 
work, and sweat began to pour down her face as she raced against the clock. The thing 
stirred briefly, made a shuddering sound, and she turned around and looked. It was still 
on the floor, but she knew she did not have much more time. Natassia worked feverishly, 
her knuckles were getting torn up from constant friction with the floor. Just as she was 
beginning to lose hope that it would ever come loose, it popped free from the floor. She 
anxiously dropped the screwdriver and grabbed the end of the chain, which was now 
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freed from its restraint on the floor. She took the end of the chain, bolts and all, and went 
over to the central post in the attic that looked to be a wooden support beam. It was a 
sturdy wooden beam, and if she could get the chain wrapped around it, she could then use 
the padlock she brought with her to lock the end of the chain up permanently, or at least 
until she could get out of there, and call someone. It was not as easy as she hoped to wrap 
the big chain around the beam, but she persisted until finally she had the chain wrapped 
around. She reached into her pocket and pulled out the padlock. That’s when she heard it. 
 
Just as she brought the padlock up into place to lock up the creature for good, it woke up, 
got up and clubbed her hard with its sinewy arm. Natassia heard but did not know what 
hit her. Something made the room move, blur then spin, but she did not pass out. Natassia 
went flying several feet across the room and hit the wall. By pure force of her will alone, 
she remained conscious. Now her vision was blurred and the room was fuzzy. She could  
make out the hulking shape moving inevitably towards her, with its shuffling gait. Her 
heart pounded faster, and she fought to gain control of her body again. She felt the 
screwdriver on the floor next to her and picked it up. Using it against the monster would 
be like sticking a bear with a pen knife. She thought it might help her clear up her foggy 
head if she used it on herself. She took the screwdriver in one hand, and drove the point 
of the driver tip into the flesh or her other arm as hard as she could. She screamed in 
pain! Blood rushed out of the open wound and her arm ached like hell, but she was fully 
aware again. She could see the beast only a few feet away from her now, it was walking 
slower than before. The effects of the drug must have slowed it down. Now fully 
conscious from the pain, she got up as fast as she could, reached down, and grabbed the 
end of the chain again. This time she ran for the door leaving the attic, and the spiral 
staircase. 
 
Natassia was half screaming, half crying as she made her way down the spiral staircase. 
Above her, she could hear the creature pursuing her all the way. It was free from the 
room, and Natassia could think of only one thing left to do. It was an act of pure 
desperation, and the will to survive against all odds. As she made her way down to the 
bottom of the spiral stairs, the monster just several feet above her, she began to tie the big 
chain around her waist as she ran to the door that held the creature’s mother, Eleanor 
Ruthven. 
Natassia burst through the doorway, and glanced at Mrs. Ruthven, who looked shocked 
and surprised to see her with the chain around her, blood dripping from her hands and 
arm. 
 
“What have you done? You’ve freed him!” Eleanor looked both frightened and ecstatic. 
“Tell me quickly, old woman. Where is that computer?” Natassia demanded. 
Eleanor began to laugh, a laugh of hate and bitter evil. “You still don’t get it do you? 
There is no computer here. I hired some girl to use the computer at the library to send you 
an email after I saw your place on the TV. Then I let her go into the attic, too,” Eleanor 
sneered. “Now you’ve freed him, and you are doomed. My boy won’t hurt me, I’m his 
mother you see,” Eleanor reasoned in questionable logic. 
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Natassia was waiting for the abomination to appear at the door to Eleanor’s room. It 
looked as if she was trapped in this room. It did not take too long for the pursuing 
monster to locate her. All it had to do was follow the chain. It appeared at the door, 
looked in with malevolence, and then let out another frightful inhuman howl that started 
out high pitched, and ended low. 
“Yeah, well I hope you are ready to see ‘your boy’ go to hell,” Natassia sneered back at 
Eleanor. 
Before Eleanor had the chance to question what that meant, Natassia turned around, 
looked down into the laundry chute which went down three stories, and jumped into it, 
the chain still wrapped around her body. 
 
 
 

*********************************** 
 
 
Natassia fell through the chute with amazing speed. She was a small woman, all of 5 feet 
and 2 inches tall, and her petite size allowed her to fall down through the cute without 
getting stuck, as someone Nick’s size may have. But she hit the ground with more force 
than she anticipated. Luckily, she had put the hamper back under it and piled in dirty 
blankets from the basement floor the day before. She never thought her OCD tendency to 
reorder disorder might one day save her life. Even so, she landed inside the hamper hard 
and the effect of the blankets acted like a spring, tossing her back up and out of the 
hamper with a bounce. She tried to stop her upward flight out of the hamper, but she as 
she reached out to grab the hamper handle, it flipped her around roughly, and threw her to 
the ground. She broke the fall with her left arm, and she felt it snap. 
“Shit! Oh my God!” she cried out in shock and pain. But she had little time to tend to her 
arm. Almost as soon as the reached the ground, broken arm and all, the creature was at 
the top of the chute looking down into it. It may be a beast that shouldn’t exist, but it was 
not stupid. It felt Natassia at the other end of the chain, and knew she was fastened to it. It 
grabbed the chain and held it tightly.  
 
“What are you trying to do, my son,” Eleanor called out to her badly deformed creature-
son. “Come here and let me try to get that chain off of your neck. Then you can go down 
to her.” 
 
The creature wasn’t nearly as human as Eleanor imagined him to be as a baby. Over the 
years, if it ever had human compassion, it became not much more than a beast that 
survived in the harshest conditions. It remembered its mother’s voice, however, though 
its feelings for her were nearly nonexistent now. Still, the thing left the chute, dragging 
the chain with it, and came to her bedside. It looked at her for a long time. Its dark, shark-
like eyes seemed to be trying to recall where it knew her from. Eleanor was in her own 
little world of insanity however. She still imagined the baby who was still somewhat 
human inside. It may technically still have been a human, but it had no humanity left in it. 
When Eleanor reached out to unlock the chain that fastened the chain to the creature’s 
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collar – she kept this key under her mattress – the creature-son did not understand what 
she was doing, or who she really was. It only recognized her voice, though her 
appearance and voice had changed over the years since it had a memory of her. It 
recoiled from her touch. 
 
“No, don’t fret my baby. I’m going to unlock you from this chain, and that woman,” 
Eleanor thought it could understand her. It could not. It got angered by her constant 
touching, and without feeling anything at all, it bashed its mother in the head with the 
heavy chain it was still holding in its hand. Blood ran down Eleanor’s face as she sank 
back into her bed. She was instantly dead. The creatures strength, combined with Eleanor 
Ruthven’s weakened condition and age, made the blow fatal. The thing let out another 
howl, and only it knew if this was a howl of sorrow, or just animalistic fury. 
 
In the basement, at the bottom of the chute, the ordeal was just really beginning for 
Natassia. She held her arm gingerly, and reached around for a piece of wood from one of 
the shelves in the basement. She tied a dirty sheet around the board and placed it on her 
broken arm, and made a crude splint to keep the arm from moving too much. It did 
nothing to deaden the pain, however.  
 
Suddenly, she felt the chain pull on her, and she understood that the thing was trying to 
pull her back up the chute, using the chain that bound them together. She fought 
frantically to undo the chain around her waist, but her broken arm was almost useless. 
She had to use her other arm, and it made for a difficult exercise to undo the chain. It was 
a large bulky metal chain, and when tied, it was difficult to untie, especially with one 
hand. Natassia was hoisted off her feet several feel above the chute opening. It was 
pulling her faster than she though possible.  
“No!” she screamed at no one in particular. “No, I won’t die this easy. Let go of me!” 
She kept yelling at the creature, as if to taunt it. That’s how it might have looked to an 
outsider. What she was really doing was making sure she heard her own voice, and felt 
her anger towards the thing. It kept her motivated to keep fighting, and kept her 
overwhelming fear at bay. She did not understand any of this at the moment, but 
somehow she knew it helped her resist. 
 
“NOOO!” she screamed as loud as she could, and for a second, the thing dropped her 
back to the floor. Once the pressure was removed from around her waist, she was able to 
get it untied with her one good arm, and threw off the chain, falling to the ground, 
shaking with fear and anger. She did not have long to relax or recover, for the thing 
began to move away from the chute now that it lost its grip on its prey. The chain started 
to move back up the chute.  
 
Natassia forced herself up again, and then she had an idea. She ran quickly, or as quickly 
as an injured woman could run, up to the top of the basement stairs into the pantry. There 
she spied the hollow tube she found there last night, and had left on the counter. She 
raced over, grabbed the metal tube or pipe, and ran back down the stairs. The chain was 
almost too high for her to reach, but she made a lunge for it and grabbed it tightly. There 
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was enough give left for her to pull some it back into the basement, and over to the 
broken winch. On the one of the gear-wheels that raised and lowered the heavy front 
gate, was a small hook. Natassia reached up and hooked one of the chain links from the 
very end of the chain – that was all she had left of the creature – to the gear-wheel.  
 
Up on the top floor, the man-creature felt its forward progress halted by the chain. It did 
not comprehend why, but it knew the woman who jumped down the chute with the chain 
around her had something to do with it. It made a much different sound: a growl. Now it 
was personal, and this thing now desired to kill her. It no longer wanted her, desired her 
for sex, or for food, it wanted to destroy her. It growled again and headed back into the 
room. Now it looked for a way to get the collar off its own neck. 
 
Natassia knew she did not have much time left. She still had to get that frozen switch that 
supplied electricity to the winch and gear mechanism up into the ‘on’ position. This is 
where all started for her. On the very first day, she lowered the winch incorrectly, and the 
device broke by shutting off the power to the winch, when she threw the switch down and 
it got stuck there. Now she had no option but to get that circuit breaker switch back up. 
She picked up the hollow, metal tube she found upstairs, and bent down to reach the 
stuck breaker switch. It was hard going trying to use only one hand, but she eventually 
managed to slide the tube over the handle of the breaker switch. She could use the metal 
tube as leverage, and hopefully get the power back on. 
 
“I’m not much of a praying person,” Natassia said aloud to anyone or anything that might 
be listening. “But I’m asking whatever is up there to give me the strength to get this 
switch on. Please!” ended her unconventional prayer. 
 
She knelt down almost to her knees, her broken arm hanging useless at her side, her other 
arm on the tube which she slid over the handle of the breaker switch. She knew she could 
never pry it up with one arm only, so she contorted her tiny, but strong body, until the 
metal tube – the leverage – was resting on her shoulder. She used the strength of her legs 
and her one good arm, to pry up on the frozen switch. It creaked, groaned and then began 
to move upwards. Chunks of green and rust-colored corrosion started breaking free from 
the breaker switch as it slowly moved up into the on position. Natassia was losing her 
strength fast. She felt tired, more exhausted than she ever felt in her life. She felt like 
every muscle and tendon in her body was used to the maximum, that she had nothing left 
to give, but she pushed on out of sheer willpower. The switch thudded into place, and the 
electric power to the winch whirred back on.  
 
At the top of the chute, the man-creature almost had torn its collar off at the expense of 
its own neck. It was enraged, and not finding any way to undo the chain itself, it began 
pulling the metal collar away from itself, injuring itself in the process. However crude the 
method, it was starting to work. The collar was coming loose and the beast was almost 
free. 
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One step left. Natassia’s weary mind was almost as weary as her beaten, broken and 
spent body. She forgot how to operate the winch! Her mind was a blank, and she felt the 
world around her start to blur again, as it did in the attic when she was clubbed by the 
man-creature. She fought an overpowering urge to sit down, to lay down and let her body 
and mind rest. She was losing it fast. She opened her heavy eyelids, saw the chain 
fastened to the gear-wheel vibrating frantically. She knew the creature was trying to get 
the chain off upstairs. The gear-winch! She suddenly remembered that the electric button 
to start the winch, the one she got wrong the first time, which caused this whole mess, 
was that small red button above the breaker lever. It was slightly higher than her head and 
she missed seeing it before, and now she remembered. The red button! 
 
She raised her weary arm out. It was a struggle just to get her arm up that high, and she 
pressed the red button. The winch fired up and started winding up the metal wire that let 
the massive front gates go up and down. 
 
Natassia fell to the ground, too exhausted to do anything but sit and watch. 
 
As the mechanism wound up the wire to lift up the gates, it also pulled downward on the 
chain which she had cleverly attached to a hook on the gear-wheel. The mechanism 
strained to do both functions: the expected one of lifting the front gates, and the 
unexpected one of pulling down the chain through the chute as the chain began to wind 
around the gear. The chain began to pull the abomination down the chute! 
 
The thing had almost worked itself free by twisting its collar. It was close to getting it off, 
when it heard a machine whining from the chute opening. It could not comprehend what 
the sound meant, but it knew something was wrong shortly after the sound. The chain 
began pulling the creature toward the chute opening with a brute strength that even its 
own could not match. It fought the chain and pulled harder on the collar at the same time, 
but the machine overpowered the monstrosity. As it came closer to the top of the chute, it 
knew it was in trouble.  
 
It was too large to down through the chute, as Natassia did, and being forcefully pulled 
down the length of the chute would certainly tear the creature apart. Then it started. The 
creature howled in anger, fear and disbelief. It could not believe the woman adversary, as 
it came to see Natassia, was so strong. It had no concept of machinery. 
 
Natassia sat on the floor watching the spectacle. She recovered just enough strength to 
move away from the chute, and the winch, expecting something might come down. And 
come down it did, painfully slowly. Natassia heard the thing roar in anger, then she heard 
it make a different roar – one of pain. The creature was being sucked into a hole that was 
too small for it, and it began to tear it apart as it inexorably pulled the man-creature down 
the chute opening. Suddenly, amid howls of anger and pain, the first results of Natassia’s 
clever, but terrible plan began to show at the bottom of the chute. Pieces of the creature 
began to fall into the basement where the hamper had been minutes before. A twisted arm 
came tumbling down out of the chute and landed with a thud. It was followed shortly by a 
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torrent of blood, more blood that Natassia thought the man-creature could possibly have 
in it.  
 
Additional parts of the horrible abomination came down and the chain kept pulling and 
pulling it down. The last Natassia saw before she left the basement, the head came down 
in all its terrible deformity, made worse by the fact that it had been ripped off the creature 
and trailed tendrils of flesh, and even more blood. The abomination was destroyed.  
 
 

*********************************** 
 
 
Natassia limped up the stairs into the kitchen. She was stunned, in pain and more than a 
little disoriented. She felt like she could pass out at any minute, but she wanted to tend to 
her wounded and broken body, and then get out of that house.  
 
She rewrapped her arm, this time making the splint stronger and tighter by binding it 
several times and finding better support. She also tended to her many scrapes, bruises and 
cuts. When she looked in the mirror, she saw she had a deep two-inch laceration on the 
side of her forehead. It would need stitches. It bled profusely, but she found a butterfly 
bandage that held it shut well enough for now. 
 
Although she looked like she’d been through a war, she was relieved to get outside of the 
house, even though it was now dark outside. The night air refreshed her, and she stood 
breathing in the cool autumn air. The gates were now open. There was nothing stopping 
her from regaining her freedom. As she was about to walk through those gates, a small 
gathering of young children in Halloween costumes, watched over by older children, also 
in costumes, came through the gate. 
 
“Trick r Treat!” cried out several of the children. When they saw her clearly, they 
stopped and stared. 
“That’s a great costume, lady” shouted out one of the children. One of the older children 
stepped in front of the others. She examined Natassia a bit closer. 
“She looks like she’s been to hell,” she finally decided.  
“You have no idea,” Natassia replied, her voice low and weary. 
The older children weren’t sure if she was dressed up or not, and they were trying to 
decide whether to run, or ask for candy. The youngest child made the decision for them. 
“Do you have any candy?” asked the smallest one. 
Natassia stopped walking forward. She just wanted to leave this place, she was only feet 
away from escape. One look at those expectant faces on the costumed children changed 
her mind. 
“Wait here,” she said, and walked back into the house and to the pantry. There, in the 
same place she saw it three days ago, was the giant can of chocolate covered peanuts. 
When she came back out of the house, she handed the over-sized can of candy to the 
child.  
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“Open this” she handed a can opener to the oldest child, “split it up anyway you want.” 
As the children cheered and talked with excited energy about their great gift, Natassia 
walked silently through the front gates and out to the street. She did not have any place to 
go, and she did not care. She just wanted away. Not long after she started walking down 
the street, cars began passing her. One man saw her beautiful, but bloodied face, and 
pulled over.  
 
“Do you need a lift?” he asked, trying to be helpful 
Natassia just nodded, and got inside the car. She had no idea who the man was, or if it 
was safe, but after what she had been through, she felt she could deal with it. 
“I’m Dan. I live in town. I’ll drop you off there. That’s a very convincing costume. You 
must have had one hell of a good Halloween,” he concluded. 
“Trust me, Halloween will never be the same for me,” Natassia responded without 
emotion. 
The man looked at her with concern, shrugged when he saw no reaction from her, and 
drove on to town. 
 

*********************************** 
 
Two days later, Nick, Buzz and Lorna returned to Greendale from Iowa, and went to the 
Paranormal Offices straight away. They had been away from work for several days, and 
Nick could not reach Natassia on her cell phone. He was increasingly concerned and 
suspected she might be at the office, working. He was right.  
 
When the friends entered the office, they saw Natassia  – a very bruised, battered and 
broken Natassia – sitting in one of the sofa’s in their waiting area. She was as 
comfortable in her posture, leaning back reading a book, as someone in her state could 
be. She had been to the hospital, her broken arm in a cast, and various bandages covered 
her face and body. There was one particularly large, deep cut on the right-side of her 
upper forehead, near her hairline. It was a reminder of when she got slammed into the 
attic wall, by the thing. It was going to leave a permanent scar, but even a small scar 
would never tarnish her exotic beauty. It just gave her more character.  
 
“What happened?” Buzz asked. 
“Were you in an accident?” questioned Lorna. 
“Are you all right, honey?” Nick asked as he ran toward her. 
 
All three questions came out at the same time. Natassia did not know for sure what they 
asked, but she understood the concern. She gingerly accepted Nick’s embrace, but gently 
placed her hand on his chest to push him slightly away, when his hug began to cause her 
pain. 
 
“I’m okay. Just very sore,” she said to them all, but looked at Nick. 
“Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean –“ 
“I know,” she replied smiling at him. “I missed you too,” she completed his thought. 
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He embraced her with less power this time, and she tried to explain her appearance. She 
found talking about her ordeal overwhelming still, so she begged to drop the subject for 
the moment. 
  
All three of them stood around her, concerned, and expecting some type of explanation. 
“I’m really too tired to go into it right now, okay? Let me tell you about it after I finally 
get a full night of sleep. Please?” Natassia offered, and insisted. 
 
Buzz and Lorna sensed that Nick and Natassia needed to have some privacy, so they went 
into the back room and discussed their time at his parents. They were curious about 
Natassia, but respected her wishes to talk about it later. 
 
Nick and Natassia talked and gently embraced for a short time.  
“Nick, please take me home,” she asked as she looked up at him. 
Nick took Natassia to his place as fast as he was able to get home legally. He saw that in 
time she was going to be all right physically. It was the emotional aspect that concerned 
him. Whatever ordeal she went through, it took a toll on her and he could read that in her 
face, even as she tried to hide it.  
 
He saw the scar developing on her forehead, and wondered if the mar on her pretty face 
would bother her. What he couldn’t see was the scar was not really on the outside, but 
inside her. Natassia would spend many months having nightmares, and night terrors. She 
was not a sheltered, girly-girl type of woman, despite her beauty. She was strong and 
intelligent. She was also very human, and her ordeal would stay with her for a long time 
to come. In time, she told Nick all about it, and told her friends most of it, but inside she 
could never really relate how much she expected to die in that place. She had to learn to 
live an every day life over again, and with Nick’s support, she would. 
 
Back home alone together, Nick knew something was deeply wrong.  
“Haven’t you been able to sleep since you got back?” he asked, worried about her. 
“No, not without my sleeping blanket,” she said resting her aching head against his chest, 
without touching him too much – it hurt to make contact with anyone. 
“What’s your sleeping blanket?” Nick asked in confusion. He did not recall her ever 
having something like that. 
“You are,” she softly replied.  
 
He took her to the bedroom, but he remained awake. She slept that first night all the way 
through, but fitfully. She never took her head off of him, and he did not mind.  
 
--/-- 
The End. – Until December… 
Robert M Gunn, 2010 
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