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G R O W I N G  U P  A  S A U M E N S C H

S h e  w a s  i n  a  c o m p l e t e l y  d i f f e r e n t  e n v i r o n m e n t  n o w .

I t  w a s  f a r  l e s s  d i l a p i d a t e d  t h a n  h e r  f i r s t  h o m e .

E v e n  t h o u g h  i t  l o o k e d  l i k e  a  p e r f e c t  t i n y  h o m e  f o r  a

f a m i l y ,  i t  d i d  n o t  f e e l  l i k e  h o m e .

 

S h e  w a s  b a t h e d  i n  a n x i e t y .

T h i s  w a s  a  c o m p l e t e l y  u n k n o w n  p l a c e  t o  h e r .

S h e  k n e w  n o  o n e  i n  t o w n ,  a n d  h e r  p a r e n t s  w e r e  t o o  b u s y

w i t h  m o v i n g  i n  t o  a i d  h e r .

T h e  g i r l  f e l t  l i k e  a  p a i n t  b l o t  o n  a  w h i t e  s h i r t .

 

W o u l d  t h e  o t h e r  k i d s  l i k e  h e r ?

W o u l d  h e r  t e a c h e r s  b e  n i c e ?

T h e s e  q u e s t i o n s  c o n s t a n t l y  e c h o e d  i n  h e r  h e a d .

S h e ’ l l  j u s t  h a v e  t o  f i n d  o u t  e v e n t u a l l y .



HITLER'S
BIRTHDAY,

1940
THE BOOK

THEIF

A knock at the door.

A dark cloud walked through 

A stinging sense of tension filled the

room

He had his fathers eyes and figure

They bickered

It was like fighting with a mirror

They could smell something burning

The last words of the argument were..

"You coward"

He walked out

All because of a knock at the door.

Ashley Losco



     

EVERY NIGHT LIESEL SAW HER BROTHER’S FACE
STARING AT THE FLOOR
SWIMMING IN HER BED 

 
HER BROTHER FLOATING BOAT-LIKE IN THE DARKNESS 

SITTING UP TO HER PAPA FOR COMFORT
 

IN THE MORNINGS SMELLING THE DEAD CIGARETTES
AND THE DECADES OF PAINT

 
THEN GOING WITH HER MAMA 

DELIVERING CLOTHES TO THE RICH 
AND IRONING THE CLOTHES FOR THE MONEY 

 
GETTING HOME AND WIPING THE DOOR HANDLE 

LOOKING UP AT THE SKY 
LOOKING UP AT THOSE BEAUTIFUL STARS 

ON THOSE DARK NIGHTS

THE WOMAN WITH THE IRON FIST

-MICHAELA ZIKAS



The horizon was beginning to charcoal
I like a chocolate-covered sky
I vacation in colors
It keeps me sane

It's the leftover humans 
I can't stand to look at
Crumbling among the jigsaw puzzle of
realization
Despair
Surprise

All that was left was the body 
The dwindling smell of smoke
Skeleton-colored skin

What was left of the blackness above
Was nothing but a scribble

A SCRIBBLE

MIKAILA QUINONES



C, Em, A          
One strum at a time  
fingers glide through the strings
having a mind of its own 
like a writer writing a poem
like a ballerina floating to a song.
years and years go by 
as I pick and pluck 
one string as a time.
F, A, B
I watch the sky fly by 
hours, days, months 
entranced 
in my mind
as the music
lures me into a thick haze 
that entangles me.
E, D, C
suddenly I am gone
gone from the world 
gone from the shackles that bind me 
trapped
in my own fantasy.

 
Isamar Natal

The Old Guitarist



The end of the world
It was upon us.

As he sat and watched 
the fractured, 

broken remains
of his reality.

The shattered pieces 
of the realm floated

around his head
He felt overwhelmed.

Then
after the storm,

calm.
resignation.
acceptance.

This world,
his world,

had ended.
His life was almost

complete.

Armageddon
        by Shane Redden



a man was found there
in a land of twisted space.
he found a man reclining where?
the place he couldn’t name.
indeed, there was a woman fair,
and a boycycle - whate’er that may be

in sky there was a storm
brewing up in the expanse
the people standing there were
none the wiser to it
The only one that didn’t stare
was pacing far away

as the storm grew
the land ne’er changed
perhaps it was distorted
perhaps that wasn’t true
the stillness did prolong
and he saw a piano there

the world was certainly changing
something made it contort
he could feel it standing far,
or near? he wasn’t sure
the storm was certainly growing
but certainly was the same size

in this land of madness,
there seemed but one choice
bend the piano laying there
and hide underneath

it was so simple

the world had changed his mind

why follow rules

in a world where there are none

suddenly, he hesitated
and realized something incredibly
important
if nothing is real,
what is it all?
why not keep standing there, too?

The Scientist
                by Alex Vandeveegaete



My Father's Treehouse
 

A lone branch pierces through the wooden wal ls

Carrying an empty swing

One which never worked quite properly

Always s lanted just enough to one s ide

Making it a discomfort to use

 

 A perfect ly f ine room

That never got f in ished

One where no one can l ive

Almost as if it went from

Growing up to breaking down

 

A fun project of my Father's

From an era long gone

The moment compl icat ions arose

He was no longer interested 

Met with an abrupt stop

 

The f loor rots away in s i lence

For it has not received proper attention

Devoutly praying that one day

After years of s lowly fading

Someone wi l l  f inal ly come to save it

 

So easi ly could it be repaired

A few days worth of work and cleaning

Would complete ly refurbish it

Yet no one wi l l  he lp

And no one ever wi l l .



The Perfect Student
A smart one 
Widely feared for her ability
As if she were sperwoman 

        One of the few
        A girl with purpose
        And a dangerous mind

            What many struggled through
            She had a surplus of knowledge

                What many thought was impossible 
                She obtained with great success

                    She was the lucky one
 
                    She was the perfect picture

                She ridiculed herself
                In great fear of failure

            She was empty inside
          Trying to meet expectations

      She was the "lucky one"
      But was that all true
     Was she really as lucky as she seemed

What everyone saw as just luck 
was not what she perceivedTo her
It was a reservation to failure

S



Life can be fleeting
What do you do when things aren’t quite right?
When the silences of the night feel too loud, yet too empty at the same time
When the sun’s warmth isn’t enough to thaw the frozen claw of pain in your chest,
When it hurts to breathe, to see, to think
When nothing feels right anymore

What do you do when sleep won’t come?
And you have nothing but your thoughts late at night for company
And life doesn’t seem as bright and happy,
The once optimistic view, comparable to that of an innocent little child, is shattered

What do you do when the mere thought of existing hurts?
When it feels like you’re on an endless road to nowhere,
Nothing feels like it’s falling into place, only falling apart

What do you do when you feel hopeless beyond belief?
When your world comes crashing down in an instant, never to be repaired again
Like the shattering of glass, with its cracks and fragments 
Spiderwebbing across the once beautiful piece of art,
Some pieces lost forever, never to be found

Oh how I wish it could be repaired, 
To go back in time and savor each moment that you took for granted,
It’s funny, that when things are falling apart you tend to grab on to any small piece you can, 
The shards slicing open every inch of you, bleeding all of your pain to life

Silent cries in the dead of night, unheard by anyone other than the moon and the stars
The rhythmic beating of your heart loud with agony, like a sea in a storm
The weight of a million cinder blocks on your shoulders, 
Bags pulling down your dark rimmed eyes, now dim like a light flickering out
Exhaustion, fear, pain- all of it swirling in your irises, clouding the color like someone blotting 
out the light

By: Eva Commisso



But the funny thing is; the pain wasn’t originally yours,
It was someone else’s that latched on like a leech, sucking the life out of you bit by bit,
Day by day,
Night by night,
Until there’s nothing left but an empty shell
Nothing left but a carcass for vultures to peck at; 
The cruel and merciless henchmen of fate trying to stab you at every turn

The shield you’ve made can only last for so long, 
But make it last you shall,
Protecting whatever little scraps of hope and light you have left,
Afraid that someone might take it

What do you do when it all feels like too much?
When you sit, suffering in silence
Afraid of the weight of the words you wish to speak,
The impact they could have,
The fallout of it all,
Would it help?
Would it hurt?
No one knows

So there you sit, all alone
In the silence that is too loud,
The weight of the world pushing down on your shoulders, making them sag to the ground
The weight of words on your tongue, shoving it down
The bitter taste of bile rising up instead

The cold hand of pain digging its claws into your chest, crushing your beautiful heart
The shattering of your image like glass, revealing the ugly way the world twists and bends, 
Dark and cruel, cold and gruesome, every man for himself with no expense for others

Intentional or not, the damage is done
Like a delicate flower that once held so much light and color,
Crushed by the overwhelming weight of it all,
Soaked in blood, sweat, and tears
An uphill battle till the end.



The Sinner
 
 
 
 

By
 

Robert Moore



*9
      “I have sinned.” The words still echo as the body sways back and 
forth, dangling from the ceiling. What was once a living, breathing 
human is no longer. Beneath him sits a knocked over chair. The tone in 
the room reflects the lifeless body. What was once a lively and bustling 
room is now submerged with the flood of death. As the light pierces 
through the windows, the floor glows. Scattered newspapers and 
reports lay to create a collage on the floor. An opened book is found 
sitting prominently in the center of the room. Pins in the wall hold both 
photos and the man’s soul firmly in place. The silence is deafening. 

*8
        The door creaks open as a frightened man soon follows. Blood 
splatters on his suit reflect the morning light as it begins to creep into 
the room. His face is one filled with distraught. He debates over what to 
do before a realization comes over him. He was meant to be the final 
one. The man sets up a noose and chair with a certain, indescribable 
confidence. As the man steps on the chair, his expression shifts. A 
sense of clarity is achieved in his final moments before he kicks the 
chair out from beneath him. His final words are spoken. “I have sinned.” 
The words still echo as the body sways back and forth, dangling from 
the ceiling.

*7
        The knife plunges directly into her chest. Her life leaves her body 
as fast as the knife had entered it moments before. As blood gushes out 
from the wound, some lands on the man responsible. Unfazed by death, 
the man contemplates his work. What had previously brought him great 
satisfaction had suddenly stopped. The murder failed to produce even 
a single molecule of dopamine. The knife remains plunged in the 
victim’s chest, reminding the man of what he did. For the first time, 
something is wrong. For the first time, guilt surges through the man’s 
body. For the first time, he rushes to double check the picture placed 
on the ground. He killed the wrong person. The cold, sharp feeling of 
regret contrasts the warm, liquid blood as it continues to flow onto the 
floor. As the crimson red spreads into his field of view, the man battles 
his internal thoughts. These feelings of regret, grief, and doubt were as 
fresh to the man as the blood on the ground. Overwhelmed, the man 
suddenly slams the door and leaves. The man rushes back to his 
apartment and enters his room. The door creaks open as a frightened 
man soon follows.



*6
       The man yanks open the door and is met with his prey: a frail , 
elderly woman sitting alone in her apartment. He analyzed the woman’s 
face and matched it with his picture. After confirming he had the right 
person, the man let the photo drop and fall gently to the ground. 
Remaining still throughout this process, the woman studied the man as 
he studied her. The woman needed no introduction to know who this 
man was. Even though they had never met, she knew that he was the 
killer from the look on his face. The recent murders were the talk of the 
town, as citizens struggled to draw connections between the victims. 
Having nothing to live for, the woman remained in her seat. The man 
pulls out a small, shiny, silver knife from his pocket. The woman flinches 
slightly upon sight of the knife but quickly adjusts. She does not bother 
to resist or fight back. As the man walks over, preparing to kill , he 
speaks. “You know what you did.” The knife plunges directly into her 
chest. 

*5
        As the man leaves his apartment, the excitement of his final 
victim courses through him. The brisk pace of his feet matches that of 
his mind. Waiting at his destination is his ultimate mission. The last 
person he would have to kill before he is saved. As his destination 
reaches ever closer, the man’s confidence continues to rise. 
Approaching the door, the man is ready. He has never been more sure 
of something in his life. He pulls out the photo for the final time and 
observes it. Beneath the happy smile present lies a horrible sin. The 
man yanks open the door and is met with his prey.

 
*4

         The revelation had finally come to him. The man’s thoughts shift 
to that of his chosen victim. The man quickly turns to the internet to 
research the woman in question. As he browsed online for pictures, his 
loathing grew violently. Motivated to end his final victim, his 
determination and hatred grew at the same exponential rate. A photo 
is  selected and printed. The man analyzes his knife one final time. As 
the cool silver gleams under the light, the man has a closing reflection 
on what he has done. As the man leaves his apartment, the excitement 
of his final victim courses through him.



*3
        Myriad annotations and markings cover the pages of
the book. For every page in the book, there is another
hidden within the margins. Bloodshot eyes scan these pages
for hours at a time, waiting for its secrets to be revealed.
The man sits there, studying these pages which are already
burned into his brain. Finally, a voice speaks to him, telling
him what to do. The man blindly follows it as if he had been
anticipating it for years. The voice tells of a woman who has
committed a deadly sin. The voice starts listing details
before ending with “She is the final one.” The man needed no
explanation to know what he must do to her. The revelation
had finally come to him. 

 
*2

        The man gazes at the faces of the photos pinned on his
wall and revels over their death. He takes great pride in each
of his slaughters. The research on his previous victims lies
on the floor. The man reminisces on his earlier killings and
how they felt. He desires another purpose in life. The next
mission awaits him. He is desperate for another victim.
Searching for what to do next, the man takes out his Bible.
Myriad annotations and markings cover the pages of the
book.

 
*1

        Blood surges through the man as he jolts awake. He
gets up and scans his room. The high of his previous killings
remained throughout the night. His cravings glared in the
morning dawn. The crave of revenge. The crave of
retribution. The crave of murder. A sinister smile widens as a
new-found motivation pulses inside of him. To deliver
justice to those who have wronged. He is the slayer of all
sinners.



The Tale of Jeffrey Red: The Beginning

Cold. 
Dark.
Dreary.
All the elements to make this the perfect night for a murder.
It’s not like he wanted to do it.
It wasn’t intentional, it just sort of happened.
When Jeffrey Red found himself in an unfortunate situation in one of the 
back alleys of his hometown, he had one choice. Survive.
I mean, that’s what anyone would do…..
Right?
It’s just what comes naturally.
Jeffrey would remember this for the rest of his life though.
Instinct or not.
Survival or not.
He just took someone’s life.
He wouldn’t be able to unsee the look of the light leaving the fool's eyes.
I mean, how was the man who attacked him supposed to know that he was 
something different.
Something not human.
Although the same could be said for Jeffrey. How was he supposed to 
know?
It was an interesting situation, although Jeffrey didn’t think so.
The poor boy was frightened out of his wits.
Pale as a ghost, slumped on the floor in the shadows across from the body.
He couldn’t believe his eyes and the events that just took place before 
them.

By: Eva Commisso



He killed someone.
Someone was no longer alive because of him.
It was terrifying, to say the least.
Unsure of what to do, poor Jeffrey just sat there, shaking from the cold 
and the sheer shock of the situation he was in.
He couldn’t go home, he knew that.
He couldn’t risk the lives of his family that he holds so dear to him.
It would be too much.
This was too much.
It all was too much.
His mother would be disappointed. 
No,
Terrified is a better word.
Terrified of him.
Of what he is.
That he’s not human.
Not human.
Jeffrey Red never wanted to be a murderer. Make no mistake. 
It just happened due to an unfortunate string of circumstances.
A dark stormy night.
A Watcher in the shadows.
A knife.
A scream.
A death.
And then silence.
All that Jeffrey knew for certain;
Halloween was no longer his favorite holiday.

After the shaking had stopped, and Jeffrey no longer felt like retching 
up his innards at the prospect of another person’s blood on his hands- 
he left.



He got up and ran.
He ran as far as he could away from the scene of the crime.
Ran into the woods.
Through fields of corn and down twisting slopes of some old, poor 
farmer’s land.
The cold wind whipped past him, pricking him like a thousand tiny 
needles against skin.
He was frantic.
Afraid.
Afraid of himself.
Of what he could do.
Although, he just got a pretty good idea of what he could do.
Jeffrey didn’t stop running, not until he was so many miles away from 
town, that he would be surprised if anyone would be able to find him 
within 24 hours of searching.
Although the police had their dogs, they could smell him.
And once that thought entered his mind, he kept running some more.
And more.
And more.
And more.
Only now, finally stopping for rest, after collapsing from sheer 
exhaustion.
The grass was tall, like skyscrapers. 
They were trying to reach the heavens, 
The endless expanse of sky above him.
The place he knew he wasn’t going because of what he just did.
It was like the world was taunting him.
He knew it would never let him forget.
He wanted to hide, but he knew he couldn’t.
He wanted to lay down and accept his fate, resigned to the darkest 
corners of hell.



But he knew he couldn’t do that either.
If you asked him why, he wouldn’t be able to tell you.
It was more of a feeling than a specific thought.
Still, feelings wouldn’t help him now.
If he was to accept his inescapable fate, 
He had to get as far away from his home as possible.
His home.
The place where everyone and everything he loved was.
The place he never thought he’d leave. 
Not in a million years.
Yet he had to, to keep them all safe.
With a sigh full of many emotions, he drew himself up from the 
ground, 
Limbs like lead,
Like there were strings trying to pull him back to the earth,
And he started running again. 
Somehow aware of anything and everything around him, but at the 
same time so blissfully numb to so many things;
The cuts on his feet.
The tears in his clothes.
The blood on his hands.
The exhaustion settling into his very bones.
The frantic beating of his heart.
The pumping of his lungs.
The mud and grime covering every inch of him.
He just kept running.
And running.
And running.
And running.
And running.



Until he broke through the tree-line, and finally a bright ray of light,
like the sun shining down, like a blessing from the heavens;
He saw an old abandoned house across the field.
It had been empty for a while, its only tenants were the rats and
spiders, and other creepy crawlies inhabiting every inch of the place. 
It was perfect.
His pause in stride was only brief, but just as soon as he had stopped,
he started again. Booking it to the other side of the field, to that
little blessing from the gods, he didn’t stop until he burst through
the front door. Panting, heart beating wildly like drums in a
rhythmic and chaotic dance, limbs shaking from the cold and
exertion- and then he collapsed. 
Right there on the floor. 
Right where he once stood. 
And he didn’t care.
He was just elated that he had shelter for the night. Things like
firewood, food, and clothes with no grime or blood or holes- would
have to wait. 
He pushed the door shut with an extended foot, and dragged
himself over to a more secluded corner to sleep. Pushing himself up
the wall into a semi-sitting position, and using what was left of his
jacket he draped it over himself like a blanket, and finally, got some
rest.



It was 9pm, a Tuesday night.  Everything was stil l ,  at f irst
glance a passerby wouldn’t  think anything was wrong. The
dark road was just that,  dark.  Nothing could be heard, save
for the sound of the rain hitt ing the  street.  But i f  you looked
over the side of the bridge, you would see it .  The smooshed
car, lying on its back, and if  you strained your ears hard
enough you could hear the muffled sound. The sound of the
little girl  crying in the back seat.
 “Mama?” she cried, “daddy?” She struggled against the seat
belt,  locked against her as hard as her l i tt le body could. Her
head was throbbing with pain, the music sheets strewn across
the ceil ing of the car.  
 “It ’s okay baby, mommy’s here, help is on the way” the
woman spoke through a distressed breath, looking back at her
little girl  through the rearview window,the car now upside
down in a ditch. They hadn’t  seen the rain coming, i t  all
happened so fast.  The road ahead was barely visible in a
matter of seconds. They couldn’t  comprehend where the
storm had come 

Five Minutes- Prologue 



from, the sky was beautiful,  everything was so quiet .
Foster didn’t  see the squirrel coming across the road, he
swerved. Hard. It had felt  l ike all  in a blink of an eye
they were skidding across the road into the rail  and
suddenly fl ipped over the side of the bridge. 
 “Daddy!” The l itt le girl  screamed with tears down her
face, as she saw her father’s head loll  to the side,
seeming l i feless.  As quickly as her injuries allowed her
Diana looked towards her husband, bringing up a shaky
hand, she placed it  on his shoulder.  “Foster,  wake up.
Wake up right now, we need you.”  Tears had begun to
shed, her normally calm eyes had begun to frantically
look at her husband's face.  Pale and bloody. “Foster
please!” Diana began to sob, the l itt le girl  in the
backseat sti l l  shuddering from her wracking sobs. 
 “Mama, what happened, what is going on!” She couldn’t
understand what was happening, was this real? Diana
reached her hand that was placed on her husband's
shoulder back towards her daughter ’s.  Now hand in hand
Diana did her best to control her breathing, “Sophie.
Sophie,  I want you to stop crying and look at me ok?”
Sophie’s eyes reached her moms, both pairs gleaming
with fresh tears.  “Ok” she replied weakly.  



“I called for help, help is on its way, do you remember when
your f ish went to heaven?” Sophie nodded her head yes,
“Daddy is with your f ish now ok-okay?” Her voice broke at the
admittance. 
 “He’s dead?” Sophie sobbed out crying more now than she
ever had in her young l i fe.  
 “Yes baby, I 'm sorry.”  She pressed her l ips together in a thin
line to push back a sob threatening to come out.  “I love you,
you know that right Sophie?” Diana’s leg was stuck, a piece of
the now shattered windshield lodged in her stomach. She was
slowly bleeding out.
 “I-I kn- know,” Sophie cried “I love you too, so much
mama.” Sophie couldn’t  understand why her mother was
tell ing her this now, instead of trying to get them both out.  
 “When you get out of here promise me something okay?”
Diana strained her neck to keep her eyes on the love that she
and Foster had created. “Promise me to be good, promise me
you're going to try your very best to put good out in the world
okay?” Sophie whispered “I promise mama” Diana faced away
from Sophie for a second giving her aching muscles some
relief,  “And find happiness Soph, I want you to be happy, so
very happy.”  Diana closed her eyes as she felt  the t iredness
settle in,  the adrenaline leaving her 



body. Mere seconds passed before Sophie spoke again,
“Mama?” No reply.
 “Mama?!” Still ,  silence f i l led the car aside from Sophie 's
shuddering cries.  “Mama!” Sophie screamed and screamed
for her mother until  the police and the f ireman arrived. The
tools they used to pry the doors of the car open startl ing
Sophie when the door f inally popped off .  Sophie,  st i l l  crying,
watched as they cut off  the seat belt  holding her hostage and
carried her softly out of the car,  bringing her to an
ambulance. She sat in silence, now wrapped in a soft  blanket
given to her by an E.M.T, as they placed a sheet over the
faces of her mom and dad. Sophie wasn’t  badly injured
except for a mild concussion and a jagged cut on her upper
arm from a shard of glass.  Those things would heal,  perhaps
scar.  But,  witnessing her parents die in front of her,  was a
wound that would never close.  Something she would carry
with her for the rest of her l i fe.  She was f ive years old, and
just l ike that her entire world shifted on its axis.

By: MJ



 
 
 

Coming for You
 
 

Written by
 
 

Jack Charous
 



FADE IN:

1 EXT. CORNFIELD - NIGHT                               1

We stare at a large cornfield. A fire sits in the middle of a circle.

2 EXT. CORNFIELD, FIREPIT - CONTINUOUS                       2

A FIREPIT lies in front of our eyes. Ten CHAIRS surround it. Three teenagers sit
within. ALICIA, JOHN, and SUE lay back in the chairs.

JOHN
I told you this is the spot.

SUE stuffs a s’more in her mouth.

SUE
U’huh.

ALCIA’s phone rings an alert. We blur her out as John comes into focus. We see her
check her PHONE in the background.

JOHN
Came here everyday last summer because everyone was too scared because of Penhurst
down the road and bear traps in the corn.

ALICIA
No no no!

She comes back into our clear eyesight.

SUE
What?!

ALICIA
Penhurst Asylum Prisoner, Patricia Blue, escaped an hour ago.

Sue looks terrified. John relaxes.
JOHN

So what. There’s like three dangerous people there and they are locked under the
utmost protection.

ALICIA reads more of the article. Her face goes white.

ALICIA
Five guards were killed.



John freezes.
 

JOHN
Ya we should probably go.

 
They all get up and grab their things.

CRONK. A cornstalk in the distance falls.
 

ALICIA
Oh no.

 
John looks at her.

 
JOHN

Calm down… It’s probably a squirrel or something.
 

They begin to walk down the large path out of the cornfield. They turn a corner. Someone
stands in the middle of the path. Alicia and John scream. Sue puts her hand up.

 
SUE

Stop.
 

He whips out a large POCKET KNIFE. She begins to walk further and further into the path.
Closer and closer to the figure. She turns her head. She lets her guard down and jogs to
it. It’s a scarecrow.

 
SUE

Guys! It’s just a scarecr-
 

Someone runs past her. Alicia and John scream. Sue falls to the ground. We don’t see
what happened. All we can see is her motionless body lying on the ground.

 
The two stay in place in shock. A giggle rings out throughout the cornfield.

 
PATRICIA BLUE

Patricia Blue is coming for you.
 

John whimpers.
 

JOHN
We gotta go now!

 
 
 



They run the opposite way to the other path. 
 

PATRICIA BLUE
Patricia Blue, what’s she gonna do?

 
The two come to a stop. We see her. PATRICIA BLUE’s outline stands in front of the exit.
Alicia whispers.

 
ALICIA

Into the corn?
 

JOHN
I guess…

 
ALICIA

I got an idea.
 

Alicia takes John’s hand and runs back to the pit. They turn to one of the four exit’s
and go in between two to sneak out. They start to army crawl as slow and quiet as 
possible for Patricia Blue not to see.

 
PATRICIA BLUE

Patricia Blue, everything ya heard is true.
 

John and Alicia close their eyes in fear. They continue to army crawl. CLANK! John
screams. A bear trap strikes his legs. 

JOHN
My leg! My leg! Oh n-

 
Alicia puts her hand over John’s mouth. She whispers.

 
ALICIA

Shut up…
 

Patricia Blue’s voice rings out from the cornfield.
 

PATRICIA BLUE
Patricia Blue… 

 
John and Alicia sit waiting for the next rhyme. A beat passes.

In a jump scare, Patricia Blue jumps out from behind and lands on John. He screams as
Patricia laughs and we hear stabs. She slices on the back of the leg. Alicia gets up and
runs as fast as she can out of the cornfield.

 
 
 



 
 

PATRICIA BLUE
He is dead! Boo who!

 
Alicia cries as she makes it to the street. A car is coming. Alicia waves her arms.

 
ALICIA

Help! Help!
 

It comes to a stop. A man rolls the window down.
 

MAN
Get in!

 
Alicia opens the door and sits in the car. She looks out the window. Patricia Blue stands on the 
edge of the cornfield. We see her now. An old woman with a crazed look in her eyes covered in 
blood. 

The car pulls away and down the road. We pan into Alicia’s face. Full of fear. This is not over. 
This is just the beginning. We pan up in a crane shot to look at the large cornfield in the night

 
 
 
 


