An Awful Night
By Anonymous

It was a dark and stormy night, about 11:30, in Carnation, Washington. I woke up to something banging on the wall outside my bedroom. I figured that it was just the wind, or the cottonwood trees, but I wasn’t positive what it was and I was too scared to get up and look, considering that I’m afraid of the dark. So I thought that I could just go back to sleep and I wouldn’t hear it again. So here I am ready to close my eyes and fall back asleep in my queen size bed all by myself until BANG! BANG! BANG! Against my wall outside my room again! It sounded like someone was trying to get in my house by banging against the walls of my bedroom because our doors were locked. Or maybe it was Nick my brother trying to wake me instead of our parents because he got locked out.

Even though I’m frightened of the dark, I got up and darted to my best friend, my brother, Nick, in his room. I reached to turn on the light, there was nothing, and just kept flipping the switch. The power must be out, I thought to myself, it must be pretty stormy out. So, I went to his bed and felt around but, he was no where to be found, his sheets were all messed up, but it didn’t surprise me, he never makes his bed. He is probably one of the messiest people I’ve known. Now that he’s eighteen he can come home any time he wants, so I’m thinking he hasn’t came home yet from a party or something.


Stepping out of Nick’s room I wasn’t quite sure if I should go and wake mom and dad but I heard that banging noise again. My eyes grew big. Making my way up the dark gloomy stairs to my parents’ bedroom, I heard an awful screech, in what seemed like the woods surrounding my house. I opened the door to my parents’ bedroom, spreading my arms open to feel my way through the dark. At that moment I stumbled on the sheets of my parents’ bed that were on the floor, only they weren’t folded on the floor, they were wadded up and I guess thrown on the floor... I got up felt around on the bed and there was no one there either. Right then and there I was scared, so scared I started quivering. I sat in the corner of the room thinking about what to do. I couldn’t call anyone because the power was out and I would go to the neighbors’ house but they were on vacation in Lake Chelan.

Suddenly, I heard the doorbell ring. I wanted to know who it was at my door, but I didn’t want to answer it. I paced gradually back down the dark gloomy stairs, and Jogged my way to the back door. Noticing that my palms were very sweaty, I didn’t open it; instead I went through the doggy door, because I didn’t want whoever was at my front door to hear the back door shriek as I opened it. Wandering around to the corner of my house I peaked to see who was ringing the doorbell, and there they were, two tall men dressed in all black, black suits, black shoes, black shirts, black briefcases and even black hats. I thought to myself, who would be at my house at this time of night knowing that the power was out and we live about eight miles from just about anything.  At that moment I heard something from behind me saying “pst.” My eyes closed, I wondered what else could possibly go wrong, or weird should I say. I turned around and saw my brother Nick. I went to give him a hug, but he said that there was no time for hugs. He grabbed me by the hand and we ran to the tree house we made when we were younger in the woods about a quarter of a mile from our home.

We sat in the tree house silently for about five minutes. Breathing heavily.

“What is going on Nick? Who are those people? And where are mom and dad?” I whispered.


“I…I…I don’t know who those people are but they have mom and dad, on my way home I saw them, they went inside and took mom and dad. I parked my car at the end of the driveway, theres no way we can go back and get it” he said with a trembling voice, “and I think they came back for us… we need to get out of here… we need a flashlight.”


“I have a flashlight, it’s in my room but if I go back to get, will you watch out for me?” I said.


“Yes, I will.”  He promised.

I ran back to the house, went through the doggy door again, and strutted through the hall to my room. I looked in my closet for the flashlight, couldn’t find it. I got down on my knees to look underneath the bed, and there it was. I stood up, opened the door to my room and before I knew it I was out cold on the floor.

I woke up to find my mother asking me what I wanted for breakfast; it was bright and sunny out. I peeked out my window and nothing was wet, it was odd.  I asked her what happened last night and she had no clue what I was talking about. She said I had passed out around 5 p.m. after taking more Nyquil than I needed. It was a dream, all a dream. I sat down at the table to eat breakfast it all looked so good, homemade orange juice, hot French toast and sausage, mmm sausage, and there was one of the men that were in my dream, which rang my doorbell, in the black suit, sitting at the table reading a newspaper drinking freshly brewed coffee.

