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I can see the image of him walking up the patio, his fists balled at his sides. He’s
angry at her and I know instantly that he is here to kill her. She has short black hair,
bob-like, her brows furrow in concern when she sees his gray pick-up pull into the
drive-way.
“You have to hide!” She whispers harshly at me, grabbing my elbow, she pulls me to
the nearest room. It’s small, no windows, no escape. The old door locks from the
outside. Just a short walk from the front door the murderer would soon walk in from.
“Hide with me!” I beg her, the sounds become muffled as I hear his fist slam against
the door.
“Let me in!” His voice is deep and full of hate.
She shakes her head, she wasn’t going to hide with me. I try to push away from the
door so that she can’t lock me in. I hear the sound of the window shattering that is in
the living room, just steps away from the front door. She forces me into the dark room.
No light, but what shines through the oblong keyhole. I close my left eye and focus to
see out with my right. I see her standing there, hands out in front of her, trying to calm
his anger. He throws the crow bar he used to break the window onto the hardwood
floor. I can’t make out their words, I can only hear the muffle of my heart pounding in
my ears. I watch him grab her by the throat, noticing the knife in his hand. I pull on
the door knob trying to get the door to open, I had to save her. The door doesn’t
budge.
I look through the keyhole to see her lying on the floor, pools of blood surrounds her
limp, pale body. I feel the tears burning in my eyes, I could have saved her. He stands
above her, knife in his hand. It drips blood from its blade, her blood..
My eyes widen in panic, when he looks to the door. The door that I stare through, the
door I witnessed the murder that he just wrote.. He steps over her body, walking
towards the door I sit behind.
I panic, crawling my way to the corner of the bedroom. There is nowhere to hide, no
where to go.. All I can see is what light shines through that keyhole.
I pull my knees to my chest, trying to silence my heavy breathing from what he may
be able to hear outside of the door. His footsteps stop, so does my breath.
No sound comes from outside of the door, he doesn’t try to open the door. I crawl
quietly back over to the keyhole, low enough to the ground that he can’t hear my
movements. I push myself up on my fingers, knelt on my hands and knees behind the
door. I look through the keyhole, everything is dark.. I can’t see the woman any
longer, I can’t see the blood..
“This is all a dream.” I tell myself.
I lean back, taking a breath of air, whatever air was in this dark, suffocating room..
I look back at the keyhole, I want it to be a dream. I want this to go away, but what if
it wasn’t a dream?
I lean forward once more, the darkness is still there, until I notice the darkness I stare
into shares a dim reflection of my own eye. The pupil of the murderer, watching me
through the same keyhole that I watched him commit murder..



I scream, falling backwards onto the floor behind me. I crawl back to the corner but it
no longer feels safe. I know he sees me, cradling myself in the corner wishing I would
wake up. Wishing I would have never saw what I had seen.
“I see you.” His voice is tainted, taunting me through the keyhole.
I shake my head, covering my ears to stop the voice. I search around the room, for
something, anything that I can use to defend myself if the murderer would make his
way through that door.
The room is dark, shelves line the wall to my left. Shelves that hold multiple old
antiques from what I can see. I pull myself up, feeling through the darkness. I am
unable to see anything but the dim lining of each item that sits on the shelf. I feel the
edges for something pointed or blunt.
I find something that is just that, what it was, I was unsure of. I could only feel it in
my hands, I could feel the dull pain of its sides slicing the inside of my palm as I grip
it tight..
I sit back in the corner, holding whatever it is, waiting for him. I shook inside, the
panic that swelled up inside of me brought trickles of sweat down the sides of my face.
I could hear his boots against the floor, my breath catches inside of my throat. I know
he hasn’t given up, he wasn’t just going to walk away..
I hear the sound of metal scratching slowly against the wood floor, he whistles a song
that I can’t stop playing over in my mind. A song I had heard when I was a child,
“Rock-a-bye, Baby.”
The metal scraping against the floor stops and the small amount of light that shone
through the door was dark again, he was outside the door, he sang.
“When the bough breaks, the cradle will..” His eye looks through the keyhole again,
“Fall.”
The crow bar slams against the door, the wood breaks from the impact. I have
nowhere to run, nowhere to hide. Screaming wouldn’t help me, there was no one near
that would save me.
I grip the blunt object in my hands, holding my breath, I wait for him to make it into
the room. His song repeats in my head, I’ve heard it before. I crawl over towards the
shelves to my left. He would be expecting me to be cradled in the corner that he
watched me in.
Another hard hit from his crow bar and the wooden door had a wide enough hole for
him to enter.. Everything in me shakes, knowing this was where I end.
“Where’s my baby..?” He taunts peering through the dark, he is only a shadowy
figure in my sight..
He swings the crow bar in the dark. I sit quietly on the floor in front of the shelves. He
walks forward, standing in front of me, I silence my breathe.
He swings his arm back and slams the crow bar into the shelves. The shelves break
causing the antiques to come crashing down on top of my head. I screech in pain as
one cuts me.
I look up to see the shadowy figure tilt its head, I can feel him glaring down on me,
“Found you..” He hisses, leaning down.
I scream, remembering the sharp object I held in my hands.. I see his arm pull back to
swing the crow bar again. I squeeze my eyes shut and push myself up with my knees.
With all my force, I shove the object up under his rib cage. A sharp, hollowed breath
catches in his throat. I hear the crow bar fall onto the floor as the dark, shadowy figure
slowly falls to the floor as well.
My breathe is painful when I take a breath in, like a knife had punctured my lung like
the object had his..



I pull myself up with what is left of the shelf behind me, I know the wet that drips
down my face is blood. My vision is red as I get closer to the door, it feels further
away as I walk towards it.
I see her laying on the floor again, blood pools around her body. Bloody foot prints
walk up to the door. The line the crow bar left was traced by her blood. A reminder
that I couldn’t save her.
I try to lift my leg through the broken door when I feel him, his hands are wrapped
around my ankles. I fall through the hole in the door onto my stomach. I try to kick
him off and crawl away.
He rolls me over onto my back, the knife is in his hand. The same knife that was
bloodied from his last victim. I stare up in horror at him when his hand wraps tightly
around my throat.
Blood streams down from his mouth, the object had been pulled out of his lung. He
was dying but he was going to take me with him.
“Goodnight.” He whispers with a smile.

To be Continued..


