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It Growls from the Corner

Derek Barton

My eyes open instantly to pitch darkness. My heart races pumped with an 
instinctual fear. I clutch the sheets of the bed. My breath caught tight in 
my throat.

I wait. Listening. There was something. A sound. A noise. But now…

Nothing.

It takes me a moment to even realize where I am. Then it comes back 
slowly in bits. I was in my late cousin Richard’s farmhouse. He left it to 
me and several days before; I had moved in, hoping to renovate the small 
ranch house.

Two days into the renovations.

The lights were off; the windows shuttered. The dead farmland blanketed 
with its night shawl. The only light source came from a light pole next to 
the battered barn in the back of the house. A ring of ash trees encircled 
most of the property.

Air stale and listless filled the room. Soft light rays filtered down from one 
partially open window in the living room and dust floated aimlessly in its 
illumination.

“Hello?” I attempt to whisper into the dark. My lips dry, my cotton tongue 
sticking to the roof of my mouth.

“Hello?” I venture once more, praying I don’t get a response.

Seconds bleed into minutes, minutes grow into moments. Nothing re-
sponds. Time lapses.



One bizarre note catches my attention. I hear nothing. No crickets, no 
late-night songbirds, no distant cars on the I-77 highway. Even the wind is 
holding its breath. What the hell?

I ease my grip on the sheets and sigh in relief. Maybe it was a nightmare 
with the last fragments waking me. I can’t yet laugh at myself and the fear 
that seized me.

New place, new sounds. Just a case of heebie-jeebies.

I raise onto my elbows.

Hissssss.

The sound pierces me. It came straight out of the corner, draped in deep 
shadows. A low rumbling growl follows the hiss. A distinct scrape of claws 
on the wood floorboards makes the hair on the back of my neck raise.

I freeze up all over again, my breath locked in my chest.

My eyes strain to make out a form in the dark. Nothing. It’s like a gaping 
hole torn into the bedroom space, swallowing up the entire corner.

It’s close. I should be able to see whatever the thing is! Dammit, why can’t 
I see it? I can’t run. The corner is near the doorway.

What is it? A mountain lion? A rabid wolf? A feral stray dog? What is in my 
house?

No more noises, no more clues to what it is.

I make no further attempt to contact it. It’s obvious it isn’t human, so 
there’s no real point. My mind floods with bad ideas, desperate ploys, 
nothing that will get me away.

Moments again drag out. I drag my legs up, curling into a better-shielded 



form. Another growl, deep in its chest protests my movement.

Eyes, silvery and large, open up. The space between the eyes was at 
least five inches apart. Then heat and a bitter stench of foul breath waft 
over me. Whatever is staring at me just opened its jaws. I think I can hear 
the bare sounds of panting.

I brace my hands at my sides against the bed and raise with my back 
pressed to the wall. Standing seems like my only viable option. It gives 
me half a chance if this thing rushes me.

Again, from inside the shadows, the unseen beast doesn’t like my move-
ment, and it hisses violently, pawing aggressively at the floor. I hear its 
claws; I see its eyes, smell its breath, but yet there’s no form, nothing in 
the corner!

Before going to bed, I left a window open for the summer breezes. A thin 
metal screen is all that covers the window, dare I plunge through it before 
this thing is upon me?

It somehow senses my thoughts, and it shifts subtly, the shadows moving 
with it. Now a couple of feet closer to the end of the bed, it sits midway 
between the door, the end of the bed, and the window.

This tells me one thing. It’s intelligent, but it is also waiting for me to make 
my move. Yet I feel I have already lost this game of strategy before I even 
woke up.

I try to summon my dwindling courage. Sweat streams down my neck and 
chest. I bend slightly, coiling my leg muscles.

The beast stands! I still can’t make out any form, but the shadow grows 
taller and towers over me, the “head” touching the dusty ceiling. Oh god!

It makes no other move. The ball has come back into my court. My plan 
for the open window has been shattered.

“Wh- What are you? What do you want?” My voice shakes as violently as 



my body.

s h e l t e r

The voice carries across the room and punches through me like a gun-
shot. It gores my senses and I reel in sudden dizziness and nausea. My 
legs give out and I collapse in a heap by the pillows.

Shelter? What does that mean?

“I don’t understand.” I ask, a moan escaping my lips. “You want to stay in 
the house?”

It’s useless to attempt an escape. My fate is in the thing’s claws. There’s 
no choice but to listen to its demands.

I watch in pure terror as it slowly strides across the room; the floorboards 
creaking under its weight. Shadows stretching and wrapping around my 
neck and over my screaming mouth.

Lifted in the air as a smothering sensation wracks me, a burning agony 
doubles me over in its grasp, a lightning icy claw rakes across my back. 
Slipping from its hold, I hit the bed, then tumble to the floor with the 
words,

w e s h e l t e r h e r e

searing into my brain.

Hours later, as sunlight drifts in and warms my exposed legs and feet. My 
unblinking eyes stare up at the room’s dust-covered ceiling fan. A hunger, 
a need, a blood-thirsty craving growls inside me. My head raises and 
stares at the far wall.

s e r v e



Scratched out of the faded green wallpaper are symbols, plans, and de-
mands. None that I understand or want to comprehend.

Inside, it reads the words. It knows its purpose.

s h e l t e r a n d s e r v e

It growls again from the dark corner of my tattered soul.





Candy Corns

Thomas Stewart

“Trick or Treat!”

A groan escaped Joseph’s lips as he checked his watch.

11:35 P.M.

Still got another half hour of this shit

He scrambled up from his chair. Thankfully, the commercials were on. 
Still, though, a whole hour left? He was not happy about that. It was a 
Sunday night, and he still had to be at work first thing at 7 A.M.

Joseph grabbed the candy dish. Taking a quick peek inside, he chuckled. 
Only two butterfingers and one thing of Reese’s cups were left, the rest 
were DumDums and Twizzlers. Well, not counting the small pile of candy 
corns buried underneath the aforementioned treat pile. Though, he knew 
damn well better than to dare giving any of those out.

He needed those.

He opened the door to welcome two of the neighborhood boys. One was 
dressed as a mummy and the other an alien (well, either an alien or some 
sort of spaceman, hard to tell because of the cheap way the costume was 
made). Joseph stifled a chuckle, seeing their costumes; how cheap they 
looked. He knew right off the bat who these two were.

“Well, if it ain’t Ronnie and Reggie Dexter. “It’s a little late for you boys this 
year, isn’t it?”

Ronnie pulled down the gauze wrapped around his mouth, “Yeah, well, 
Reggie here —



“I told you, I’m Voltar, intergalactic bounty hunter!” Reggie insisted. Jo-
seph actually barked a small laugh at this. Ronnie rolled his eyes.

“Voltar here insisted on going to the school costume party first instead of 
trick-or-treating this year.”

“You’re just mad ‘cause you couldn’t get Francine Reese to kiss you.” He 
started teasing his brother with kissy faces.

“Screw you!” Ronnie exclaimed while delivering a swift hard punch to 
his brother’s shoulder. Reggie returned the favor with a hook of his own, 
though not nearly as hard on impact as his brother. Joseph parted up the 
left corner of his lip. Kids…

“Okay, okay, you two, that’s enough. How about some candy, eh?” Joseph 
held the bowl toward them. The two boys stopped their little boxing match 
and looked eagerly at the bowl, forgetting entirely about the school party 
or Ronnie’s strikeout with his crush. “I gotta warn you, though, it’s pretty 
slim pickin’s now.”

The boys started rummaging through the bowl. Immediately, Reggie 
greedily snatched up both Butterfingers.

“Mine!” he declared.

“Ahh, the last two, too.” Joseph said.

“Aw, what, no fair!” cried Ronnie.

“Come on, dude, lemme have one.”

“No way!” Reggie clutched the candy bars closer to him. Ronnie tried 
to reach for one but Reggie kept holding them further and further back, 
swatting away at his brother’s hands.

“Kiss it!” spat Reggie.



“Come on now, boys, knock it off. Or I’ll be takin’ the candy back and no-
body gets anything.” The two stopped and looked at Joseph. They knew 
he was serious, and they desperately wanted to hit at least one house 
that night before having to head home, increase the candy load as much 
as possible.

“Yes, sir.” Ronnie went back to rooting around in the bowl for something, 
anything he might want. Ultimately, he settled for the Reese’s cup and two 
DumDums.

“That it for you boys?” Joseph asked.

They both nodded their heads and thanked him before turning to leave.

“Ahem.”

The boys stopped.

“Forgetting something?”

For a moment, they stood, looking at each other in confusion. What could 
they be forgetting? “Thank you”. No, they were certain they had remem-
bered that. They already said “Trick-or treat”? “Happy Halloween”, may-
be? That was it, they thought, they forgot “Happy Halloween”.

In unison, the boys turned and offered a joyful, “Happy Halloween,” before 
turning to leave again.

“Still forgetting something.” Joseph called out again, his voice sounding a 
little more stern. The boys froze again. They looked at each other again, 
shrugging, and then looked over at Joseph on the porch.

“The tax?” Joseph said.

For just another second, the boys stared at him in confusion before a 
wave of realization washed over them. The tax, they’d forgotten all about 
Joseph’s little “Candy corn tax”. How they’d have forgotten was anyone’s 



guess.

No other house in their neighborhood (or any other they knew of, for that 
matter) had this system. See, most houses did things simple; you ring, 
you say “Trick-or-Treat”, and they smile and give you one, maybe two 
pieces of candy each, and you went on your way. Then there were, of 
course, the houses that couldn’t be bothered with actually answering the 
door, so they just left a big ass bowl of goodies with a sign saying ‘Please 
take only one!’

But then there was Joseph. His method is “Take as much from the bowl 
as you damn well please. But whatever you take, however much you 
take, you better leave an adequate offering of candy corns as payment. 
For the most part, of course, kids, while perhaps skeptical, had no prob-
lem with giving up any candy corns they had in return for his treats. Hell, 
why not; nobody even eats candy corns anyway, right?

Why it was candy corns, and why he always seemed so adamant about 
the tax, was something kids speculated about, but never could find any 
real answers for. It was a neighborhood-wide curiosity among the kids, 
and Ronnie and Reggie, despite being the most frequent visitors to his 
house every year, were no exception.

The boys began rummaging through their little ruck-sacks to find any 
candy corns. After about ten minutes, Ronnie managed to fish out a small 
handful of the candy corns he’d gotten from some of the staff at the cos-
tume party. Reggie wasn’t so lucky.

He looked up at his brother longingly. A look of pleading. “Oh please, 
will you bail me out?!” Ronnie narrowed his eyes at his brother. Reggie 
shrank. He knew what it would end up costing him.

Reluctantly, he shoved one of the Butterfinger bars into Ronnie’s chest. 
Ronnie smirked and turned to Joseph, holding out his hands. “Will this be 
enough?”

Joseph examined the boy’s hand. It was a decent sized handful of candy 
corns. Not much, not usually enough where he’d warrant them to take as 
much as they were planning to. But, looking at Reggie’s desperate face, 
along with the fact that it was already five minutes past midnight, and 
therefore there weren’t going to be any more trick-or -treaters coming by 



his house that night (which meant no more candy corns), he decided he 
could stall the boys out this time.

“Yep, I believe that’ll cover it.” Joseph took the handful and tossing them 
into the bowl.

“Thank you so much!”.

“Now you boys have a nice night and be careful heading home.”

“Yes, sir.” they replied simultaneously. They turned and left, again forget-
ting to bid him “Happy Halloween”. Joseph closed the door and looked at 
his watch again. It was 12:15 A.M.

Thank god, the night’s over. Time to get this over with.

Bowl still in hand, Joseph walked over to the attic in the hallway. He 
looked up and pulled the ladder down. For a moment, he stopped and 
tried to listen. There was no sound stirring from the attic.

Is he awake? He has to be, It’s Halloween.

“Hey,” called Joseph as he took the first step on the ladder and began 
making his way up. “You awake? I have something for you.”

About midway up the ladder, he heard it. Sounds of snarling coming from 
the dark recesses of the attic where the hallway light couldn’t reach from 
the opening. Slowly, hesitantly, Joseph made it the rest of the way up and 
into the attic. The snarling grew closer.

“I got your treats, son.” Joseph set the bowl on the attic floor. He gently 
began to nudge it toward the darkness in front of him. Suddenly, a small, 
clawed hand shot out from the darkness and snatched the candy bowl, 
tipping it over and spilling the treats all over the floor.

Joseph watched in revulsion as another hand shot out from the darkness 
and began greedily stuffing handful after handful towards it. The sounds 



of his son’s smacking and chomping of the candy turned his stomach 
over, reminding him of when he heard those same sounds the last time — 
only it was on his wife’s flesh instead of candy corns. Joseph wanted to 
say something, to at least try to have some manners with stuffing himself 
like this. But he, unlike the last victim his son claimed, his wife, learned a 
long time ago that it was just better to leave him be. He stepped down the 
ladder, closing the hatch again. Throughout the night, he could hear the 
sounds of snarled munching from above.

At least it’s all over for this year. He thought, climbing into bed.





Life Is But A Dream

Brian Whitfield

“You have reached the Center for Biopsychosocial Postvention and Inter-
vention Lifeline. Please remain on the line while we route your call to the 
next available ‘friend’.”

Why am I wasting my time with all this again? What kind of life could I 
possibly have bound to this stupid chair. I can never be the normal I was 
once. I am too afraid to kill myself; I am too afraid to live.

There’s that beep. Finally, I get to unload on some lucky psychology ma-
jor intern.

“Hi, my name is Lilly, my ‘Friend Identification Enrollment Number Direct’ 
is 33, 24, 51.” I better text that to myself. “I am here to help you today. 
First, are you in any imminent danger of hurting yourself or others?”

“No.”

“Are you willing to talk openly and honestly to me about why you called 
today?”

“I want to talk about self-slaughter.” Saying ‘suicide,’ doesn’t get the atten-
tion that saying ‘self-slaughter,’ does.

I spent the next 20 minutes venting and crying to the ‘self-slaughter’ pre-
vention lifeline lady.

“I have been where you are, in my own way. I too was shunned, and I was 
made fun of, heck, most people refuse to believe I exist.”

“Trust me, I know the feeling.” I chimed in.

Two beeps? Not familiar with two beeps. “Hello?”



“Ok, there. This is off the record, and may sound a bit unorthodox. Here’s 
what saved me: learning to lucid dream and jumping realities. Some may 
call it ‘shadow’ work. I am back here now to help others escape what they 
fear is inescapable.”

“Wait. What? Did you say ‘jump realities? …Hello??”

Stupid phone.

Thank you ‘redial’…

I hate this long ass greeting…

Finally, there’s that beep.

“Hi, my name is Juan. First, are you…”

I didn’t have time to go through the rigamarole again.

“Juan, everything is fine, I’m not going to hurt myself or anyone. I was 
speaking with Lilly, and we were cut off. She said her ID is…hold on…
there it is, 33, 24, 51. I have to speak with her, please.”

“I am sorry sir we do not have ID numbers, let me check our listings of 
‘friends’ for that name. One moment, please.”

There are those two beeps again. I hope this doesn’t take forever…

“Sir, I cannot find any of our friends using the name ‘Lilly’. Are you sure 
this is the number you called? There are other helplines.”

I know I hit redial. I wonder if they hear a beep when I hang up on them? 
Now Juan knows.

I’ve got to figure out what this lucid dreaming or jumping, or whatever she 



called it is all about.

###

3:16 AM

What was that?!

Shit, what is that?

Who is that!?

I can’t move!

God, what is happening?

Who is at the foot of my bed?

I can’t turn my head

I can’t move anything!

What is happening to me?

Shit! It’s coming toward me…WAKE UP!!

###

“Hello, Mrs. Samantha Chattel?”

“Yes, well, formerly Mrs. Chattel.”



“Mrs. Chattel, my name is Detective Marcos Bergs, I am the head investi-
gator on the case involving your estranged husband, Mr. Brennan Chattel. 
He has you listed as an emergency contact.”

“You’re a Detective? Is Brennan…”

The Detective interrupted. “Obviously, I am restricted in what I can divulge 
regarding an ongoing investigation. What I can tell you is that your hus-
band,”

“Ex-husband. And please call me Sam.” Sam took the opportunity to re-
ciprocate the interruption.

A moments silence hung before Detective Bergs spoke, “Mr. Chattel was 
found unconscious in his residence three days ago by his home care 
nurse. The Police report stated that there was nothing unusual to report 
around the premises, with no signs of a break in or robbery.” The phone 
went silent.

“Okay?” Sam said with a tone of impatience.

“There is one oddity. Mr. Chattel was found collapsed just feet from the 
front door of his residence, his wheelchair was recovered at the bottom 
of the stairs that lead to the basement. The basement door is over 30 
feet from where Mr. Chattel was found. The police report states, based 
on the assessed damage to the decimated chair, the stairs, the railing 
and the walls leading to the basement, that the wheelchair had to have 
been thrown down the stairs with a tremendous amount of force. We 
could make out a few bare feet prints in some dusty areas of hardwood. 
We have analyzed the prints. We can’t rule out…” The Detective paused. 
“Mrs. Chattel, all the prints belong to Mr. Chattel.”

“That’s not possible,” Sam interjected, “Brennan has been paralyzed for 
over three years.”

“We were able to track the prints to three stops, two of which include 
pictures of you and your daughter. Does the name Lilith mean anything to 
you?”



“Lilith? No. I don’t think so.”

“The word ‘Lilith’ was scratched over your daughter in one of the pictures.”

“Why? Why would someone do that?” Sam’s worry was in her voice.

“That’s what we are trying to find out.” The Detective reassured her.

“You said there were three stops. Where were the other two?”

“One stop was a picture of all three of you. That picture was torn down 
the middle, coincidently, that was where you were in the photograph. The 
third stop was at the family Bible, or what used to be a Bible. The book 
was brutally mutilated, and apparently partially eaten. There are bite pat-
terns on what remained of the Bible and bite marks deep into the table’s 
edge, which explains the blood and several broken teeth strewn about. 
There was one verse that was carefully preserved. The third chapter of 
John, verse six.”

“What is verse six?”

“‘That which is born of the flesh is flesh.’” There was a brief silence. “That 
is not the end of the verse, but that is where the ripped-out verse ends 
and where the rest of the bloody message begins.”

“Bloody message?”

“There was a message written in blood on the table, ‘That which is born 
out of the darkness is eternal’. Mrs. Chattel, that is not the end of the 
message. The rest was carved into the table with the broken teeth.”

Terror took Sam’s breath as the Detective revealed the last words of the 
sanguineous etched message:

“Life is but a dream.”





The Visitant

Christopher Pelton

The doorbell rang for what seemed like the twentieth time that night. Scott 
paused for a moment to take a look into the bowl. At this rate, he was 
going to run out of candy before the ghouls and goblins had called it a 
night. As the doorbell rang a second time, Scott reached out and turned 
the knob.

“Trick or Treat!”

A large group of children stood on a dimly lit front stoop. Amongst the Iron 
Men and My Little Ponies, Scott was comforted to see that some things 
never changed. Sure, there were many more superheroes these days, 
but several of the children went the more traditional route and dressed as 
vampires and werewolves.

Scott filled each of the outstretched bags with items and watched as the 
costumed horde headed back to the sidewalk. The catch of the door latch 
had barely completed before the familiar chime of the doorbell filled the 
room again.

Pivoting on his heel, Scott returned to the door and, to his surprise, found 
one lone shape dressed head to toe in black. The porch light flickered for 
a moment and then cut out. Reaching to his right, Scott repeatedly flipped 
the switch for the porch light, to no avail.

“Sorry about the light, kid.” Scott offered.

There was no response from the visitor.

“So, are you supposed to be a ninja or something?”

Again, there was no response from the dark shape at the door.

Placing his hand in the vessel, he came back with the last of the candy. 



With his porch lights on the fritz, now was as good a time as any to call it 
an evening. He extended his hand out, only to find that the thing in black 
carried no bag.

“Do you just want to take the candy, then?

Silence consumed the space between the two.

“Maybe I have a grocery bag or something I can put them in. Hang tight. 
I’ll be right back.”

Scott found himself quite relieved that this was the final visit of the eve-
ning. Scott grabbed a grocery bag from the pantry door and returned to 
the front room.

“I think this will get you through the rest of the night. You should be care-
ful, dressed in all black like….” To his surprise, Scott found himself alone.

Squinting into the dark revealed no signs of life on either side of the 
street. Scott sighed in relief, comforted that night had come to an end ,he 
locked the door and returned to the living room. He was just about to sit 
when a scrap of paper lying on the floor of the foyer caught his eye. He 
headed back to retrieve it. Inside, in very fine print, were four words.

“Don’t open the door.”

As the last of the four words entered Scott’s mind, the moment was ac-
companied by a pounding on the front door. His eyes darted to the con-
tents of the note and then back to the door.

“If this is somebody’s idea of a joke, it’s not funny.”

It was late, and his lights were off. As far as he was concerned, Hallow-
een was over. As his hand touched the knob, the knocking ceased as 
suddenly as it had begun. He was preparing to open the door when the 
idea occurred to him. It was Halloween. On the other side of the door 
could be a flaming bag of shit or a smashed pumpkin. Erring on the side 
of caution, Scott returned to the living room, satisfied that this nonsense 



was over. The only lingering feeling still occupying his mind was where 
the note had come from. He crumpled the scrap in his hand and depos-
ited it in the waste bin next to his chair. At that moment, the knocking 
began again in earnest.

“This is starting to get out of hand.”

His hand reached for the knob, but something prevented him from turning 
it.

“This is ridiculous.”

The knocking on the door increased in volume and rapidity. His hands 
had begun to shake, and sweat was beading on his forehead. He knew 
there was nothing to be afraid of, but his brain was unwilling to let his 
body know that. The knocking was soon joined by an incessant ringing of 
the doorbell. It wasn’t long after that the laughing started.

The sounds coming from outside his door had elevated into a cacopho-
ny of madness. The knocking and the doorbell were increasing, and the 
disembodied laughter had been replaced by lunatic screams. Scott had 
become certain that, somewhere inside the house, people were whisper-
ing in one of the other rooms.

A sudden gust of wind hit the house and sent a tree branch crashing 
through the picture window. As the wind and rain tore through the shat-
tered panes, the sounds outside had reached the apex of its frenzy. Note 
or not, Scott knew he had to leave the house. He grabbed for his keys as 
he turned the doorknob to the open. He never saw the hook as it pierced 
the front of his face.

Scott fell to the floor, clawing at his face in shock and disbelief. As the 
sounds of his own screams filled his ears, two more hooks sank into his 
body at the shoulders. The last thing Scott felt was his head thumping 
off the stairs as he was dragged to the second floor. The last thing Scott 
heard was…

“We told you not to open the door.”



It was around an hour or so later when Missy arrived home from work. As 
the old Nissan pulled into the driveway, its dimming headlights illuminating 
the front porch. She was immediately concerned to see the front door was 
open. Quickly parking and exiting the car, she hurried up the path and 
through the swinging front door.

“Scott!” she bellowed, running through the downstairs, darting in and out 
of rooms to no avail.

In her terrified frenzy, she dashed through the living room and up the 
stairs, yelling for her husband the entire time. If she had taken just a mo-
ment to catch her breath, she might have seen the folded piece of paper 
lying on the bottom step.
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