A Halloween Story

It was 6 pm on 31st October. Outside the night had already taken possession of the beautiful fall day. My little village was now covered with a black veil. It was time to tidy my house; friends I had invited would come any minute now. I liked to celebrate Halloween with them, tell about horror stories, ghosts’ apparitions, and monsters’ existence until dawn. The entire place was polished when the bell rang for the first time. It was Shawn. He’s my best friend; Behind him, Josh, Lily, Sam and Amy. The latter loved the Halloween spirit and was always the first to suggest unimaginable ideas. But this time…

  The evening passed just as it was meant to happen. We spoke about everything, laughed about Lily’s haircut, played videogames. But Amy came to me and said that the party was a little boring. She wanted to go for a walk. We just took some torches and left the house. On the road we saw other children, probably searching for sweeties with funny fancy dresses. We were excited but a little bit frightened too, because of the scary stories we had told and because of the strange atmosphere that always reigned on this night. But the village center didn’t interest us. We wanted more. We wanted to be excited, to feel the adrenalin through our veins, but at this moment we didn’t know that we would have so much more. The group decided to “visit” the cemetery. It was away from all of the houses. It wasn’t too big, but the graves had a talent to make hairs stand on end. Amy was the first to go through the wrought iron gate and put her feet on the humid gravel and began to come and go between the ghoulish aisles, laughing at us. My other friends and I were warier than her. All of a sudden we heard Amy, screaming to us to run out. We believed it was a bad joke and didn’t move. She raced to us and told breathless that she saw a strange man at the bottom of the graveyard, speaking in a foreign language, alone, in front of a tree.
  The air got cold, the wind blew and the full moon lighted the graves with a pale white. The girls began to panic, but Shawn recommended us to keep calm. So we made for the exit, but we had difficulty finding our way in the dark. Much to our astonishment the gate was closed now and in spite of the numerous attempts of the boys trying to open it, I knew that we were trapped, at his mercy. I had a look at Lily, she was crying. Josh tried to phone his parents but he had no signal. No one was talking; there was just the weeping and gnashing of teeth of Lily, rending the silence. Sam looked at me with his eyes, those eyes I would always remember, his eyes in which I saw stupefaction but above all horror. I didn’t understand straightaway but a sound, the sound drew my attention: for sure Sam heard the same: it was footsteps, he was walking toward us! I told my friends to separate, so he would find it difficult to hunt us out. I found myself making my own way and I went behind a wide grave. There was nothing to hear, the footsteps weren’t audible at present. I was lost in thought, nervous and scared to death. The church’s bells rang twice. I didn’t know how long I had stayed behind this gloomy grave when I saw a car’s headlights. No one could ever feel the same relief I felt at this moment. I checked if the coast was clear and ran as fast as possible to the gate and shouted at him that a group of teenagers were locked in with a psychopath. He called the police station. Twenty minutes later I was safe, out of the cemetery. Policemen were searching for my friends. One of them came to me and said that there wasn’t anyone in the place. I answered that it wasn’t possible, I wasn’t mad, we were six teenagers.

  The investigation lasted 2 years. No one was found again. Shawn, Sam, Amy, Lily and Josh had vanished. And now I’m alone, all alone.  
