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His footfalls hastened when the beam of his flashlight passed 

over the body. He called out to the others. “Hey, over here.” It was 

early spring and the ground in the woods beyond the lake was solid. A 

layer of frost coated everything except the boy. As he slid to the 

ground next to the boy little clouds of breath were the only sign of life. 

He shook the boy. “Mason? Mason Black?” There was no response. 

 He looked up at the crisscrossing of flashlight beams in the 

distance. “Over here.” He waived his light in the air. He put his hand 

on him and nudged. “Mason?” Nothing. His pulse felt normal. He 

removed his coat and draped it over the boy who wore only sweatpants 

and a filthy white t-shirt over a thin thirteen year old frame. He looked 

up and waived his light again. The boy lay there motionless with the 

exception of his breathing. He could hear it now in the quiet. 

He looked away again to check on the progress of the others 

then scrambled back as the boy shot up to a sitting position blaring a 

guttural animal scream that cut through the silent woods scattering 

night things further into their shadowy holes. He shook the boy, 

violently this time. “Mason, Mason, it’s ok.” The scream continued far 

beyond the limits of lung capacity as Mason’s breath formed a cloud in 

the air, growing, taking the shape of terrors unspeakable then 

dissipating and reforming while still at the edge of perception, the edge 

of doubt. 

As the others arrived, the sound of the scream had died out but 

the boy’s face continued it, striations in his neck stretching to their 

limit. He seemed to gag on the scream’s absence. His fists balled 

tightly, the nails digging into his palms drawing blood. Finally, he 

gasped for breath shuttering it in. After a long moment his bloodshot 

eyes seemed to regain a sense of awareness. 

It had felt like a scene from the end of a movie, silver blanket, 

hot drink in a Styrofoam cup, but he hadn’t felt cold. When and Franz 



and Alice arrived, he hadn’t begun to think of them as his parents yet, 

he saw relief in their faces but knew that underneath there was the very 

practical human doubt the thought that maybe they had made a 

mistake adopting him. They were reassuring in that regard but the fact 

that it came up reinforced the idea that they were convincing 

themselves. They were good people but they didn’t understand. How 

could they? 

  *   *   * 

Weeks before, during one of his walks through the woods on 

the far side of the lake over the railroad bridge he had found it, a 

simple flash drive. He returned home with it and when Franz and Alice 

had gone to bed, he plugged it into his lab top. It only contained one 

file, an unnamed mp3. Curious, he plugged in his headphones and 

clicked play. That was the last time he had ever felt safe. 

Coming from what seemed a void in existence the sound of 

strings came warm but hollow at once. As they progressed into chords, 

a woman’s voice seemed to travel toward him in a wave from beyond. 

“Rest easy in the dark.” As it continued he was lulled into a sense of 

calm and warmth. The song had a hypnotic effect, drawing him in as if 

to a vast sleep. His body relaxed and he felt warm, comfortable. It was 

addictive far beyond the feeling of the valium his mother used to give 

him. 

The song was …. long but you lost yourself when listening to 

it. At ….everything stopped and the sound of wood blocks alone 

carried it foreword. A lonely piano joined in then a wave of a chord 

ceased all sound as that haunting voice poured over him, again and 

again, unidentifiable sounds like the moan of a distant shipwreck 

filling the void between waves. A manic electrified chord progression 

crashed in with drums pounding a tribal beat. The moan droned on in 

the background more insistent, pleading, pulling him into the spiraling 

chaos. The voice returned in a haunting chant, lyrics dark, cyclical, 

coming back to the phrase “You are the crazy one!” Over and over 

then changing and back until he didn’t know if it was that phrase or 



another that fit so perfectly as to be indistinguishable, creating a sense 

rather than meaning. The chaos spiraled down further, the reflection of 

his face in the screen a slack absence of presence. The voice became 

distorted repeating the phrase or a perfect substitute over and over as a 

grating sound like the laugh of a maniacal anamatronic clown joined 

the swirling chaos. The drums pounded the rhythmic power of some 

post apocalyptic tribe. The voice was screaming but soothing as it 

blended in with the laugh swirling together into a lingering mechanical 

wail that was put to rest by the insistent ambient moaning and 

finalizing drum.   

When the song released him his body felt warm, light, 

energized then as quickly as the feeling had come, it drained away 

leaving him with a post orgasmic fatigue. He removed the headphones 

and sat on the edge of his bed then laid down with the intention of 

resting for a moment but fell into a deep sleep. 

It started as a whisper in the dark. A disembodied voice 

travelling from a great distance called to him. “Hey.” A thick mist 

materialized in a black nothingscape and he became vaguely aware of 

up and down. The voice came again a more insistent hiss. “Heeey.” He 

looked around waiving his hands at the thick fog surrounding him 

trying to make sense of the place, see any sign of form. Unable to 

penetrate the mist, he moved in the direction from which he had heard 

the voice. 

Pain shot through him and he woke finding himself standing in 

front of his bureau. His little toe throbbed and the nail was cracked 

from striking the bureau’s edge. He put his foot on the edge of the bed 

and tried to peel off the jagged broken portion. Pain shot through him 

as a portion that was still attached by undamaged tissue caught and 

refused to yield. 

He made his way to the bathroom closet and retrieved the nail 

clippers. He trimmed the broken portion away and was considering 

removing the rest of the nail for fear that it would catch on his sock 



when a figure appeared in the doorway startling him. It was Alice. 

“What happened?” 

“Nothing. I just stubbed my toe.” 

“Let me see. You’re bleeding.” 

“No, I’m alright.” He wiped his toe with a piece hastily torn of 

toilet paper and returned the clippers to their shelf as the roll unraveled 

touching the floor. 

“Try to get some sleep. You’ve got school tomorrow.” 

He returned to his room around midnight and leaving his lamp 

on he attempted to take her advice but couldn’t shake the chill of that 

voice. At one thirty he gave up and played Madden until six when he 

dragged himself into the shower and got ready for school. 

The cold morning air of the bus stop had been helpful in 

waking him but once on the bus the heat and motion dragged him 

down. He found himself jumping awake at every bump. 

The following night the fear had dissipated somewhat but the 

voice was still clear in his mind. Exhausted, he convinced himself it 

was a dream, the result of that creepy song, a cruel joke on someone’s 

part. Mason succumbed to sleep at nine-thirty.  

“Hey.” He was standing in the mist, a vague tunnel forming 

ahead of him leading into darkness. Although filled with dread, he 

followed unquestioningly as if no other option existed. The tunnel 

filled in behind him with the swirling mist obscuring his path back. 

He stopped for a moment disoriented. “Hey.” He turned to see 

the silhouette of a dark figure in the distance shrouded in mist, the 

shadow of a shadow. He followed. He could not see clearly but had the 

distinct impression that the mist contained unspeakable horrors lurking 

at the edge of perception. He noticed that he had lost track of the 

shadowy form, the source of the voice. The tunnel began to close. He 

could feel the malevolent things creeping closer, watching. “Come 



back to the place.” the voice hissed. The mist closed in and Mason 

stumbled around blindly hands extended as dark forms stalked and 

slithered all around him. 

His outstretched left hand made contact with a tree the rough 

bark comfortingly familiar in this void of reason but as the mist his 

hand disturbed dispersed he noticed the bark was in a pattern depicting 

every kind of sexual depravity imaginable and some beyond. The bark 

was motionless but gave the impression of a perpetual clockwork of 

orgy. He retracted his hand in disgust and as he stepped back he saw 

the silhouette of its dead branches stretching up, the dark outline of 

writhing bodies impaled on every branch. Their silent screams filled 

his mind. He covered his ears and stumbled away stopping on the edge 

of a vast chasm obscured by mist, his bare feet sending small rocks 

and pebbles down into the black abyss as he fought for his balance. 

The voice laughed in that amalgamation of biological and mechanical 

he had heard in the song as he wind-milled his arms back finally 

falling back away from the edge and gripping the tree. He could still 

hear the laughter as he awoke at the top of the stairs gripping the 

banister. 

Carefully he made his way downstairs to the kitchen. It was 

midnight. As quietly as he could he made a pot of coffee flinching 

with each hiss and gurgle. He had to hide this from Franz and Alice. If 

they knew…he could not take another foster home, or worse program. 

When he was done he washed out the pot dried and returned the mug 

and eased open the kitchen window to let out the aroma. He returned 

to his room and turned on every light. He Googled strange songs, 

hypnotic songs, song causing sleepwalking, song causing nightmares, 

but found nothing pertaining to his problem. One link led to another 

and he eventually passed the remainder of night watching You Tube 

videos of news reporter fails, getting a momentary reprieve from the 

terror as a reporter in a ski coat was hit and flipped by someone snow 

tubing. 

His elbow slipped on his desk waking him. The girl sitting next 

to him smirked then returned her attention to her assignment. If he 



could make it to the weekend he could take a nap during the day when 

it was safe, he could reset and think. Moments later he woke with a 

start his flailing arm sending his book crashing to the floor. The class 

let out a murmur of laughter. The teacher stared incredulous. 

Thursday night he passed on dinner and went upstairs with a 

plan. Glancing downstairs at the blue flicker of the television against 

the wall Mason listened for signs of movement. Satisfied that Franz 

and Alice were settled in on the couch he crept into their room. 

Silently he opened the closet and retrieved one of Franz’s ties. 

Returning to his room he used the tie to fasten his ankle to the 

footboard of his bed. He tested it then retied it allowing enough slack 

for his foot to rest on the bed. 

He closed his eyes then immediately opened them as the screen 

to his computer illuminated. He looked around and eventually 

convinced himself that some vibration or movement within the house 

had awakened it from the screen saver. He laid back and closed his 

eyes. As his lids met that song began, those evil strings seeming much 

louder than normal in the quiet of night. 

Mason scrambled up to shut it off before it woke Franz and 

Alice woke but had forgotten about his ankle tied to the bed and fell to 

the floor bracing himself with his arms as he crashed down. He tried 

franticly to free his ankle but the fall had pulled the knot tighter. “Rest 

easy in the dark.” He heard a door down the hall open. He loosened the 

knot enough to slip his foot out but didn’t have time to remove the tie 

from the footboard. He tossed his sheet over it and hit pause as Franz 

opened the door. 

“You alright?” 

Mason turned from the computer. “Yeah, I must have left 

itunes on.” 

Franz rested his hand on the rounded corner of the footboard 

the tie was attached to and rubbed sleep from his face. “All right. Try 

and get some rest.” Mason nodded. When Franz left the room Mason 



ejected the flash drive. He stuck it in the pocket of his backpack and 

zipped it shut intending to get rid of it the following day. 

The song echoed in his mind and he thought for a moment that 

it was playing again but a glance back at the computer confirmed the 

silence. A wave a fatigue engulfed him. After school he would throw 

that drive as far as he could into the lake so no one else would find it. 

No one else would hear that cursed song. Tomorrow he would do it, 

tomorrow. He climbed into bed the need for rest overriding all thought 

as freezing rain and sleet began tapping at the window. 

 

He found himself in the mist shrouded woods. Putrid horse 

sized centepedinal forms skittering around all but their presence 

obscured. A tunnel slowly formed and at the end stood the figure. 

“Come.” Compelled to do so he complied. 



As he approached the details of the figure grew clear. Draped 

in dark robes the skeletal form was hunched like a vulture but even so 

it stood over seven feet tall. Its hands were pale and elongated to 

grotesque proportions. As he drew near, small black eyes peered out 

with a predatory gaze from beneath its dark hood. Its long thin nose 

angled down and came to a point in front of a thin slit of a mouth. 

The figure strode away into the mist. Mason followed. Beyond 

the borders of the mist he could hear screams and wails of pain and 

terror. He hurried down the tunnel compelled foreword as the tunnel 

collapsed into mist behind him. He could no longer see the figure, just 

the tunnel shrinking around him. Screams and wails filled the air 

mixing with the howl of wind. 

Behind him the shadowy 

outlines of hideous forms lurked 

moving closer as the mist closed 

in. He tripped on a stone 

staircase crashing down then 

without bothering to stand 

scrambled up the thirteen steps 

on all fours. Finally he reached 

thick double doors. Although it 

was obscured by mist he could 

sense that the house was 

massive. The mist consumed his 

vision in a freezing wave obscuring everything. He pounded on the 

door. Freezing, he dropped to his knees falling against the door and 

managed to knock once more his freezing hand aching from the blow. 

The door gave way. 

He spilled to the floor Franz standing over him. “Mason.” 

 He scooped him up under his arms and dragged him in as 

Alice clamored down the stairs. “Is he alright? What happened?” 

Franz helped Mason to the couch. Alice draped a blanket 

around his wet shivering frame then poured water in her Hot Shot and 



retrieved a packet of instant hot coco. Mason just stared at the floor. 

Franz sat beside him. “What were you doing out there?” 

There was a long pause. “I don’t know.” 

“What do you mean? Why did you go outside? It’s the middle 

of the night” 

“I, I was sleepwalking.” 

Alice glanced at Franz with a mix of skepticism and concern. 

Franz continued. “I don’t know what’s going on the last few 

days but I can tell you that we’re here for you. We’re not like the other 

people. You’re part of this family.” Embarrassed by the verbalized 

male affection Mason nodded. 

Alice poured the contents of the packet into a white mug and 

dispensed the water. The spoon clinked against its sides as she stirred 

in the brown powder. “Dr. Hall said that its normal for someone with 

reactive detachment disorder to try to sabotage relationships. What 

you’re feeling is normal.” Alice glanced down using the spoon to push 

the chunks of undesolved coco powder under the surface and 

continued stirring. 

Franz added. “No one’s going to pull the rug out from under 

you. Not this time. Not here.” 

Alice handed him the mug. Mason received it with shaking 

hands, blew on it and attempted a sip. It was too hot so he just held the 

mug resting his elbows on his knees for a moment. They sat in silence 

for a moment then Mason placed the mug on the coffee table and 

stood. “I better get some rest.” 

No one objected so he placed the blanket back on the couch 

and headed upstairs. As he neared the top he heard the click of the 

deadbolt as Franz locked up the house. Mason changed into dry 

clothes tossing his wet ones in the corner of his room and sat by the 

window waiting for dawn. 



He watched from the bushes as the bus pulled away then 

walked the long winding road to the Hess station. From a bundle in his 

arms he picked four Red Bulls and two Monsters and placed them one 

by one on the counter as three tiny bottles of Five Hour Energy slipped 

lose and landed on the counter. He used his body to stop one from 

rolling off. The cashier bagged them and Mason stuffed the bag into 

his backpack. 

Mason headed into the woods down the path that intersected 

the train tracks. He followed them to the railroad bridge that crossed 

where the lake tapered in. Sitting on the bridge he chugged one of the 

Red Bulls followed by a Five Hour Energy. Taking a breath of the 

chilly morning air he stood and opened the pocket of his bag retrieving 

the flash drive. He felt its weight in his hand and shook his head at 

how inconsequential it felt. Planting his foot against the rail he pitched 

it as far as he could out into the lake. 

He walked back into the woods and followed the paths 

aimlessly trying to decide what he should do for the remainder of the 

day and deciding what he would tell Franz and Alice when they found 

out he skipped school. It didn’t matter. They were clearly shaken up by 

the previous night’s events and it was only a matter of time before they 

sent him back, somewhere. 

The wind picked up and he found a hollowed out space in some 

bushes to hunker down. Crawling in, he caught his bag on some thorns 

and had to wiggle out of the straps then pull the bag in after him. The 

wind whipped through the branched and between the clicking of 

tangled branches he thought he heard a voice. 

The wind came again and the tangle of branched rattled then 

silence. As if carried on the wind when the next gust came he heard it. 

“Hey.” He sprung to his knees and tried to peer through the gray tangle 

panning his head frantically. Had he fallen asleep he questioned. No, 

this was real he thought then repeated in a more convincing mental 

tone. 



The wind died down and ne noticed the fog of his heavy 

breathing then from behind him accompanied by warm breath. “Hey.” 

Mason sprung forward leaving his bag and crawled out the gray tangle 

scratching his head and tearing his jacket. He broke free of the mass 

and sprinted through the woods without looking back finally coming to 

rest against a tree. He felt its bark then instinctively stepped back and 

examined its dead branched reaching toward the gray sky like the 

rotting hand of a suffering monster pleading with a sun that never 

shined. He stopped short noticing he was teetering on the edge of cliff 

that led to a thirteen foot drop. He watched as displaced rocks and 

pebbles clacked down to the jagged rocks below. 

Backing away from the cliff, he ran deeper into the woods 

finally tripping on a root and smashing his head on the trunk of a 

rotting tree. He looked up terror filling him as he recognized he was in 

the place where he had found the flash drive then all was black. 

He was standing in a massive receiving room across from a 

wide staircase that led to a landing then wound off in opposite 

directions into the darkness of the second floor. Behind him the double 

doors slammed. Overwhelmed with terror he turned and franticly 

pulled at the doors to no avail. Dim candles lit the room lending the 

impression that it had borders obscured by darkness. All was silent.  

Mason moved cautiously across the black and white checkered 

floor toward one of the candles. An ornate gold border, a mosaic of 

faces in pain and sorrow ran along deep red wallpaper with a gold Flur 

de Lis pattern. Mason noticed a window, its view obscured by the 

swirling mist. He attempted to open it but it wouldn’t budge. His sense 

of repulsion for the house caused him to reach for one of the golden 

candlesticks and rear back ready to shatter it then he jumped back in 

fear as something from the mist peered in stalking. Partially obscured, 

Mason only made out the impression of a face, eyes black, massive 

unnatural tumor like growths bulging out. It lurked back into the mist 

and Mason dropped the candlestick. 



The song began this time slow and distorted from an ancient 

gramophone sitting on walnut finished end table. “Rest easy in the 

dark.” The hands of grandfather clock with thirteen numbers moved 

erratically. He turned and from the shadows well dressed mannequins 

with no facial features came from the shadows at the borders of the 

room. They began an intricate ballroom dance. Mason stumbled 

through trying to reach the door but was bumped and jostled, the 

mannequin’s blank faces somehow glaring down in disgust. He made 

his way to the door and tried it again, nothing. 

Panic set in and the music became faster. He watched as the 

room swirled with dancing couples, some glancing over at him with 

obvious haughty distaste. “Hey.” His gaze followed the sound which 

cut through the song but was seemingly only heard by him. Past the 

dancing couples the figure stood in darkness on the landing at the top 

of the stairs its pale face reflecting the dim yellow glow of the 

candlelight below, its black eyes fixed on him unmoving. 

The figure illuminated a dim lantern and moved to the left 

silently ascending, curving out of view. Compelled Mason followed 

crossing the dance floor as the music and dancers sped up and slowed 

to a durge at random bumping him violently, growing angry at his 

intrusion. 

He reached the stairs and ascended looking for but not wanting 

to see the figure. In front of him, stood a gold framed full length 

mirror. A corridor lined with doors stretched off to either side. He 

chose the right and attempted to open the first door, nothing, the 

second, nothing. He tried them all, nothing. Confused, he wandered 

back and stood at the top of the stairs. “Hey.” Mason looked around 

then noticed the faint light of the lantern beyond the surface of the 

mirror. He pushed it and hearing a click it opened. 

He came upon a long dark featureless corridor that seemed 

strait but as he progressed he realized it spiraled in, the darkness 

growing until he had to hold out his hands feeling the walls as they 

tapered in. The spiraling corridor ended at the base of a black metal 



spiral staircase that wound up where he could make out the dim glow 

of the figure’s lantern ascending into further darkness. 

He followed the light and came to another corridor, narrow and 

gray like a space between walls with what appeared to be windows 

casting shafts of light into the corridor illuminating horrors formed of 

particles of dust that dispersed as they entered it. 

A chill ran through him and he passed by the windows without 

glancing in. He could sense his worst fears were contained in those 

rooms invading looking back at him. The corridor ended in another 

spiral staircase. He ascended again glimpsing the light in the distance 

but unable to reach it. When he reached the top he was standing in 

front of a replica of his current home’s front door. As he reached for 

the handle it flung open creating a domino effect of doors opening 

revealing a series of several rooms. 

 

As he crossed the threshold of the first door the rest slammed 

shut. The room was a distorted replica of his current home’s living 



room. He noticed mannequins resembling Franz and Alice sitting on a 

couch. Their mouths were motionless but he could hear their voices as 

Alice attempted to sip hot coco, oblivious to the mug’s contents 

running down her face and clothes. “We shouldn’t have taken him in. 

He’s trouble. He’s mentally ill.” 

Franz turned to her. “What do you expect? Look at his history. 

An apple doesn’t fall far from the tree.” 

Mason began to panic. “No, that’s not me. I want to be here.” 

Then a thought occurred to him, I’ve got to get back. He turned to 

leave but the door closed. He pulled on it violently to no avail. “That’s 

not me. I’ll show you.”  

Franz and Alice pointed at the next door in unison. The handle 

turned and he received the impression that the program’s living room 

lay behind it.  

“No. I’m not going back.” 

He looked around for a way out then focused in on the 

window. He picked up a chair and smashed it. Franz smirked. 

“Typical. You can take the kid out of the ghetto, but.” Mason peered 

out his vision unable to penetrate the mist beyond the steeply slanted 

roof below. 

He climbed out and clinging to the sill and sought a path down. 

The mist was thick allowing no visibility other than the shingles 

immediately in front of him. He let go of the sill and cautiously made 

his way across searching for an indication of structure. 

Something dark shot by causing him to slip. He slid down the 

slanted roof clamoring for a handhold but found none. Accelerating he 

reached out for a gable that had become visible but was unable to gain 

purchase. He felt a drop but was able to catch the house’s wooden 

gutter. He looked down into the swirling mist and couldn’t see the 

ground. Noticing some ivy he reached out with his left hand and 



gripped it, took a breath then let go with his right hand clamping the 

ivy, his legs scrambling against the wall. 

He began climbing down but the ivy began to move, slithering 

around as he sought his next handhold. He felt the slithering in his 

hands and noticed that the ivy had turned into violently writhing 

snakes slipping from his grip. He fell through the mist landing hard on 

the ground below. 

He woke unable to breathe at the bottom of the thirteen foot 

drop he had avoided the last time he found himself in the woods. He 

laid there until his breath returned, the nursing an aching side and leg 

he hobbled back toward his backpack. After he retrieved it from the 

bubble in the bushes he ran hoping to arrive home and clean up before 

Franz and Alice returned from work. As he ran fighting the pain in his 

side and cold air burning his lungs he wondered what he was running 

toward. Why run to disappointment? They would know he skipped 

school by now. This would surely be the last straw. He slowed his 

pace as he heard the voices in his head. “An apple doesn’t fall far from 

the tree.” 

“We shouldn’t have taken him in.” 

No one had been home when he arrived but they discussed his 

truancy over dinner. He made something up about avoiding a project 

that was due. They were firm, reiterating their expectations and the 

need for him to meet them halfway but to his surprise they never 

threatened him with expulsion from their family. 

After dinner he made the necessary preparations for the sleep 

that he desperately needed. The flash drive had been disposed of. He 

moved the computer to where he could reach it just in case. Franz’s tie 

was secure around the footboard. He turned off the light and tied 

himself in careful to cover his ankle with the sheets in case Franz or 

Alice checked in on him. 

Satisfied, he relaxed and closed his eyes. The notes to the song 

rang out. He shot up looking at his computer but it was off and all was 



silent. He laid back down convinced his mind was playing tricks on 

him. He laid back down gathered his displaced sheets and closed his 

eyes. “Rest easy in the dark.” The song played from memory in perfect 

clarity every word, every note, as if he was listening to it. It was then 

that he realized he couldn’t escape it. He had to face whatever it was. 

He was going back to the house. He broke down despair 

overwhelming him as the song progressed. He began to cry as sleep 

took him. 

He came to awareness standing in the room that had been the 

replica of Franz and Alice’s living room but was now devoid of all 

features and color, empty, erased, with the exception of the next door. 

He took a breath and opened it. 

The chaos of the Horizons in full crisis hit him punctuated by 

the sound of the door crashing shut behind him. Mannequins of staff 

were restraining mannequins of residents everywhere. Some still 

struggling some held down their blank plastic faces distorting to 

grotesque proportions then retracting. The sound of screams and 

violence filled the air. 

Mason was knocked to the down as two staff struggling with a 

resident slammed into him as they crashed to the floor. He untangled 

himself and saw one student grab a knife and swipe it in an arch at 

three staff who had him cornered. He swung wildly snarling like a 

rabid animal as they overtook him. Once on the ground he stabbed one 

of the staff who rolled away on pain gripping the blade’s handle 

sticking out from his side and vomited a liquid resembling white paint. 

Mason got to his feet and noticed the door to the next room. 

This glance seemed to attract the attention of two nearby staff. He ran 

for the door but they overtook him. He struggled reaching for the door 

as they slammed him down on his stomach and forced him into the 

prone position. “You trying to run?” They squeezed, their crushing 

grip on his arms tightening. 

“Relax, we’re paid to care about you.”  



“We’re her to keep you safe.” The mannequin started to say as 

the resident with the knife slit his throat the white ooze gushing from 

his neck in massive spurts pouring over the back of Mason’s and head 

running into his eyes. The other staff rose to intervene and Mason 

scrambled for the door. 



 



The third room was the living room of the foster home he had 

been in prior to horizons. An angry looking mannequin in a navy blue 

mechanic’s suit sat on the couch drinking, glowering at him. Mason 

sat in a recliner which disappeared a moment after later sending him 

sprawling on the floor. The mechanic laughed. “Don’t get too 

comfortable.” 

Slowly at first then accelerating, the room became a sickening 

blur of constant change shifting between the living rooms of the many 

foster families he has stayed with. Colors changed, furniture changed 

shifting position to match the layout of the rooms as they were. The 

mannequins of foster families popped in and out of existence in a 

disturbing stop motion strobe, their most chaotic moments playing out 

in a scrambled storm of terror. Enraged voices came in and out of 

existence. “Did you take my necklace?” 

“You wanna fucking swing at me?” 

“Get out! Get out!” 

“This is unacceptable!” 

“Where were you?” 

“Fuck you loser.” 

The mannequins started to slowly converge on him like 

clockwork zombies. With his path to the next door blocked, he ran 

toward the window. As he did a lamp appeared. He ran into it 

stumbling and knocking it over. Gripping the back he hurdled a couch 

that had appeared and hit his knee of an end table. He reached the 

window and tried to open it but was caught from behind by a woman 

and the mechanic. The others converged dragging him screaming from 

the window by his legs. 

Mason woke in his room with Franz and Alice gripping his 

legs as he clawed at the window floor trying to reach the window. His 

bed was halfway across the room and as they released him he noticed 



his ankle was ringed in red where he had violently freed it from the tie. 

The three of them sat on the floor of his bedroom not knowing what to 

say. 

The crisis team arrived. They didn’t buy his story about 

sleepwalking but after a lengthy interview Mason was able to convince 

them that he was not suicidal. They allowed him to stay but Franz 

stayed up sitting by his bed in order to wake him if need be. He tried to 

sleep but guilt overwhelmed him as he heard the man shifting 

uncomfortably. He peeked out feigning sleep and noticed his head 

nodding as he fought fatigue. 

“You can go to bed. I’ll be fine.” 

Franz nodded into full consciousness. “No you sleep. I’m fine.” 

Mason rose and began to dress himself. “This isn’t fair to you 

and Alice. This is my problem. I’m gonna go. I’ll go back to 

Horizons.” 

Franz stood. “You belong here. Your problems are our 

problems. We’ll figure it out together.” 

Mason pulled on his shoes. As he went for his jacket Franz 

moved in front of him blocking his way. “Stay. You’re our son. 

You’re part of this family.” 

Mason pushed past him. “Thanks for everything, really, but 

I’ve got to go.” Mason hurried down the stairs. Franz followed as 

Alice came out of her room trailing him.  

Franz passed him and stood in front of the door. “Wait, just 

wait.” 

Alice put her hand on him. “Mason honey.” Instinctively, 

Mason shrugged it off his fight or flight welling up. He turned to 

Franz. 

“Move.” 



“I’m not going to move. We’re going to talk about this. Where 

are you going to go? You can’t walk to Horizons.” 

“I’ll be fine. Move.” 

“Mason I.” 

“Move!” He screamed as he tried to push by but Franz stood 

his ground pushing him away from the door. 

Something snapped within him and he punched Franz in the 

side of the head. Franz took the blow and stood firm a red welt welling 

up near his eye. “You’re our son. You belong here.” 

“Move!” He punched him again this time a trickle of blood 

appeared. 

“No. You’re our son. You belong here.” 

Enrages Mason landed another blow then Franz covered up 

blocking two more. Alice grabbed at his arm from behind and he 

shrugged her off knocking her to the floor. As Franz reached for Alice 

Mason slipped out the door. They gave chase but he was too fast. He 

disappeared into the night woods. 

He walked south heading toward the section woods near the 

beach to get as far from that place as possible and still remain hidden. 

He’d freeze to death out here before going back to Horizons. But even 

in cold extreme fatigue soon overtook him. He walked down toward 

the lake to splash some water on his face but as he reached down he 

noticed the flash drive he tossed had come to shore right in front of 

him. He could hear the notes “No.” He stumbled deeper into the woods 

the sound of the song stalking him, running away with nowhere to run 

until sleep overtook him. 

 

 



 



He stood in front of the last door. The room that had been a 

blur of activity was blank now. He reached for the handle then unable 

to work up the courage to turn it his hand dropped by his side. From 

over his shoulder came hot breath. The figure hissed the words like 

escaping gas “What’s the matter? Don’t you want to meet daddy?” 

Terror shot through him with electric intensity. He turned to 

see the figure looming over him its black eyes more clear up close like 

globes containing the night sky. It grinned revealing several rows of 

small sharp teeth. Mason grabbed the handle turned and entered the 

room. 

He found himself outside or more accurately in a room with 

shifting boundaries lending the presence of distance with things 

beyond the confines of the actual room appearing shrouded in mist. He 

had the impression that he was near some kind of industrial park, no 

shipyard. Knowledge of his past came to him with the sense that it was 

a fact that was always present but in waking he was unaware of. He 

walked through the gloom newly burdened with the knowledge that his 

conception was the result of a violent rape. 

He passed between rows of empty freight containers and came 

upon train tracks that ran into the fog. Mason wandered along the 

tracks his mind further imprinted with a second impression. The man, 

his father had returned to repeat the offense but upon the revelation 

that his mother was pregnant he became repulsed and angry backing 

away reflexively. He vomited. “The second that’s out I’m coming back 

for you.” 

Lights from a train pierced the fog but Mason found that the 

tracks were fenced in. A horn blared. Mason noticed a small gap in the 

fence a few feet ahead and ran toward the oncoming train. The horn 

blared again. 



Mason woke finding himself three quarters of the way across 

the railroad bridge with the train barreling toward him. He ran toward 

it trying to 

reach the end 

of the bridge. 

When it 

became clear 

that he wasn’t 

going to make 

it he jumped. 

He could feel 

the rush of 

wind and 

immense 

power of the train as it shot by as he fell slamming against the frozen 

dirt that sloped down from the bridge. 

He began tumbling toward the dark freezing waters below. He 

clawed at the ground but had gained too much momentum. Reaching 

out with is left arm he hooked a thin tree and came to a stop. He took 

inventory and bruised but not badly injured he climbed back to the top 

of the hill. The notes to the song began in his mind. He collected 

himself then staring at the woods he screamed. “Fuck you!” He 

finished the rest of the thought in his mind. Enough, if you want me to 

come I’ll come. He began walking toward the place in the woods 

where he had found the flash drive. The song grew louder. “Rest easy 

in the dark.” He picked up the pace finally breaking into a run. He 

streaked through the darkness the song growing ever louder and more 

encompassing. It reached its crescendo the maniacal mechanical laugh 

merging with chaos as he collapsed in the place. He rolled over onto 

his back and accepted his fate. 

He found himself on the opposite side of the tracks in the 

shipyard wandering through more rows of containers. It was hot. The 

night mist seemed to cling to him forming tendrils grabbing at his 

arms. He shook it off and cleared the row of containers coming to a 



filthy space between the rows and a warehouse. He noticed a van 

parked along the warehouse then he heard the screams. 

Mason stood in the shadows paralyzed, mute.  His mother deep 

into labor was being dragged by the hair by his father who tossed her 

to the dirty concrete. She was crying and trying to hold him as she 

hopelessly scrambled away. It eventually became too much and his 

head crowned. 

My father stood with his back to her covering his ears and 

crying wailing as loud as her. He bounced in place and squirmed 

uncomfortably wanting to peek back to see if it was over. As my birth 

continued he quickly glanced over his shoulder peeking through 

fingers that now covered his face. What he saw disgusted him. He shot 

back around his hands scrambling back to his ears and crosses his legs 

bouncing in and out of a crouch like a small child who had to urinate. 

He sobbed, gagged, vomited, and sobbed again. Streams of snot ran 

from his nose mixing with drool which ran off of his chin in a strand 

illuminated by a dim bulb lighting the warehouses side entrance. 

When he recovered enough to stop crying he seemed to notice 

that my mother was no longer screaming. He quickly removed his 

hands from his ears and returned them, testing. Satisfied but skeptical 

he removed his hands again noticing a different cry. 

He turned to see my mother on her side cradling me in a pool 

of blood mixing with a rainbow slick of oily pavement. My father 

approached and pulled out his pocket knife. He knelt down beside her 

and lifted her dress then observed us with a vacant look. She clutched 

me tighter and took a futile swipe at him just grazing his arm then 

gathered a hand full of her dress and tugged in an attempt to cover 

herself. 

He swiped her hand away and flipping her dress back up he 

opened his knife. She winced as he reached foreword then began to 

sob in disgust as he cut the cord. He stood, closed his knife returning it 



to his pocket and began to unzip his jeans. He stood there masturbating 

struggling to become erect as she held me close. 

Having achieved a weak semblance of an erection he knelt 

down and inserted himself as she screamed in pain. Holding me close 

she whispered to me through the sobs. “I’m sorry I brought you into 

this world. I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” 

*   *   * 

After being found in the woods, the crisis team admitted him. 

He was not allowed visitors the first night that he was under 

observation. The room was bleak, white and medical teal. He laid there 

defeated listening to the faint background of beeps, carts rolling and 

hospital jargon in whispering tones. He turned watching the fog rolled 

past the room’s window then another voice in the whispers. “Hey.” He 

noticed the dark outline of the figure floating in the fog. Mason turned 

to the ceiling and laughed, its sound devoid of humor and serving to 

reinforce the impression that he was crazy to any observers that might 

be lurking nearby. The figure loomed there the small predatory eyes of 

a shark regarding him behind the thin veil of gently swirling fog. 

Mason turned his head and watched nurses passing in the 

corridor. From behind him he heard tapping on the window. “Hey.” 

Mason winced closing his eyes tightly. When he opened them, one of 

the nurses in the hall turned toward him. Her face was pale, her nose 

long, eyes tiny and black. The other, engrossed in their conversation, 

didn’t seem to notice. 

The music began as if over some type of intercom system 

rather than internally, invading, penetrating into his world. Mason 

turned back to the window. The figure was at his bedside looming over 

him, sneering, its rows of needle teeth rotting behind those thin pale 

lips, tortured misty forms clearly visible, suffering behind his eyes. 

Mason’s scream was muffled by a long smothering hand. 

Mason woke in the shipyard in the same paralyzed condition he 

was in prior to waking. The assault seemed to have been going on for a 



while. His father’s hair dripped with sweat, his thighs covered in 

blood. His mother’s eyes clenched tight enduring the pain.  

His father grimaced and pulled out. He closed his eyes and 

stroked his partially erect cock then used both hands to reinsert it. He 

continued awkwardly thrusting but seemed to grow pale and tired, the 

thrusts becoming arrhythmic and weak. He turned and vomited to the 

side then attempted to continue but his limp member slid out. He 

reinserted it and resumed the pathetic display until the thrusts were 

nothing more than the occasional jostle as he fought to keep from 

sobbing. 

Mason’s mother turned to him almost dropping the baby, her 

face distorting to that of the figure’s and with a voice that electrified 

the air with rage she screamed. “Come on, fuck!” Her face returned to 

normal as she settled back in gathering the baby to her. The baby 

began to cry. “We waited nine months for this. I can’t concentrate.” 

She closed her eyes trying to get back into her fantasy then opened 

them regarding the baby with a replica of pity. 

Clutching her leg, Mason’s father writhed wildly attempting to 

please her as he was racked with sobs. Mason’s mother clenched her 

eyes in frustration attempting to tune the inadequate man out. “Come 

on, fuck you pussy.” She growled through rows of sharp clenched 

teeth. His father’s limpness slipped out again. He gathered it and 

stuffed it back in but before he could continue, it fell out again. 

Mason’s mother growled in frustration and kicked the man 

away with the leg he had been clinging to. He fell back bracing 

himself with his hands. She carelessly tossed the screaming infant 

aside like a prop at the end of a broken scene and attempted to stand 

pausing on one knee and grimacing from pain. His father scrambled to 

his feet and held out a hand in an attempt at chivalry his bloody penis 

dangling limp. Turning again into the towering grotesque figure she 

swatted his hand away. She stood and grabbed him by the hair 

dragging him toward the van. 



“I’m sorry.” 

 “Shut up. You’re pathetic. You’re not a man.” 

“I’m sorry” he repeated as he struggled to keep up with his 

pants around his ankles. He fell to one knee cutting it on the pavement. 

She jerked him to his feet. “Let’s go. You’ve got to stitch me 

up before I bleed to death.” With that she gave him a final toss toward 

the driver’s side of the van. They got in and drove away never looking 

back at the infant who lay on the dirty black pavement screaming in 

the dark, alone. 

Mason woke clutching his pillow over his face. Startled he 

tossed it aside and caught his breath feeling as if he had screamed his 

lungs empty. As medical staff flooded the room he leapt to his feet 

picking up a nearby chair and holding it up in warning. They shouted 

things in the intense pseudo calm of one trained in de-escalation but 

none of the information registered. He swung the chair wildly to clear 

a path then ran for the door. He felt hands gripping him, dragging him 

down. He struggled on the cold tile floor then all went black. 

All was dark. All was silent then a music box tinkered that 

dreaded song accompanied by a soft lullaby whispered from nowhere 

“Rest easy in the dark.” Awareness rose in him and he gagged. It was 

more than a taste. It filled his senses with a putrid rancidity and he 

vomited rotten brownish milk. He noticed tiny maggots squirming 

around in the puddle and in the streams running down his naked body. 

He looked around, the room was a nursery clad in black. The 

walls, black. The toys, black, The light, black The crib black with a 

black mobile turning three writhing figures of infants on nooses. The 

tinkering music became distorted in and out of tune. Mason dropped to 

his knees vomiting the brown milk again. 

He heard a laugh from a dark corner of the room. From his 

knees he looked up to see the figure sitting in a rocking chair in a 

distorted mockery of a June Cleaver dress. It was torn at the top 



allowing one sagging breast riddled with sores and tumors to hang out. 

The nipple leaked the maggot ridden milk. It stood to its full towering 

height and he noticed former rivulets of dried blood caked to its thin 

pale legs. “Come back baby. Mommy’s here.” it said with mock 

sweetness holding out its exposed breast. 

Mason slipped in the vomit as he attempted to spring to his feet 

eventually scrambling up his wet feet slick on the black hard wood 

floors. He looked around franticly for an exit as it approached 

laughing. Mason found a door.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 



He slammed it shut behind him. He found himself in a dark 

labyrinth of mirrors, each reflecting a potential version of him. He 

became disoriented and stumbled into the walls. As he did the 

potentials grabbed at him attempting to pull him into their world. A 

version of him in a strait jacket in a padded room shaking wildly and 

making strange sounds slammed against the other side of the mirror 

attempting to break through. 

Mason looked around unable to gain any sense of direction. He 

heard a crack and shuddered as the figure punched a long rail of an 

arm through the black door he had come through then ripped a 

splintered chunk off of the door. “Come to mommy.” It began to tear 

away at the door. It was then that Mason realized he had been lost in a 

labyrinth that was really a hall. The figure was squeezing through the 

door now crouching, too tall to stand erect. 

He ran in the opposite direction and passed through a door onto 

a spiral staircase slamming the door behind him as the figure 

approached. As he ascended the stairs he could hear the crack of it 

breaking through. “Stay with me. There’s no escape.” He ran not 

looking back as it broke through. He noticed the rough shape of a 

landing above in the darkness and spared a glance back. The figure 

was climbing, transforming, its thin limbs extending becoming 

spiderlike as it clamored up after him, its black eyes fixed on its prey 

with animal rage. 

“Stay with me. There’s no hope.” Its words echoed up after 

him shaking the stairs. “No matter how good your life, your safe home 

with the white picket fence in a cul de sac in an idyllic town, with your 

beautiful wife and beautiful kids, on the brightest day, know that when 

you sleep you are mine. You will never be free of me, you will fear the 

dark. You will fear the day. Whatever you have night will take away. 

You will never rest, my face in every blink.” 

 

 



 



He reached the door and entered a round room. Horrific images 

from the news played in 360 degrees around him flashing in a rapid 

montage of civilization’s decay. Above was a glass dome where wind 

driven mist swirled through the darkness. The figure crashed through 

crawling on its spider limbs sneering, saliva dripping from in between 

its sharp rows of teeth. It hissed the words. “It’s hopeless.” It reared up 

tearing away the remaining scraps of its dress as Mason clamored back 

and sunk against the wall. The huge spiderlike form slowly reached a 

tarpel toward him gently pulling him toward its pale wrinkled leaking 

breast. “Drink. Stay. Drink.” 

Mason slumped into a fetal position, defeated, allowing himself 

to be pulled in. As it drew him in he winced closing his eyes but too 

weak to fight. He could smell the rot. Too weak to suck the tarpel 

pressed his face against the foul breast. The milk ran down his cheek 

mixing with tears. The tarpel pressed him closer his face felling hard 

lumps in the warm gelatinous sack. The figure whispered. “Suck.” 

It was then he heard another faint whisper. A male voice 

calling out “Mason. Maggots squirmed out of the milk crawling onto 

his face. The figure pressed him in further then a female voice called 

out “Mason. We’re here for you. Mason.” 

It was then cradled by the figure that the awareness of another 

place came to him. There were people there, who? “Mason.” Franz, 

Franz and Alice. He remembered a flood of memory penetrating the 

illusion. 

“Suck, suck” He turned and bit down as hard as he could on the 

tough rubbery nipple. The figure reared back in pain slamming its head 

on one of the panels that made up the glass dome shattering it. Mason 

fell to the floor as the mist swirled in filling the room in a wicked 

maelstrom of wind and glass. 

“Mason.” He heard it more clearly now coming from the sky 

piercing the mist. He ran and jumped grabbing the frame that held the 

panel. His hands bled from the shards of broken glass protruding from 



it. He pulled his naked body up glancing back to see the angry figure 

searching for him. The wind whipped causing one of his hands to slip 

cutting into his palm. The figure, who seemed to smell the blood in the 

air turned its head, its black shark eyes locking on to him. With a 

shriek, it charged. 

Mason let go of the frame scrambling on all fours along the 

steep slant of the roof the shingles wet with mist seeming at the edge 

of his grip. The wind blasted across the house and he stopped. 

Clutching at the shingles, his fingertips pressed hard trying to exert 

their will on friction. Lightning crashed illuminating the mist, 

silhouetting the dark figure crawling out after him. Mason slipped, his 

naked body burning as it scraped down the shingles. He slammed hard 

into a gable and clung to it as the figure stalked through the mist 

seemingly impervious to the conditions. 

He scrambled to the far side of the gable and his as the figure 

approached. He glanced down to take inventory of the bleeding rash 

forming on his side. Black grains of shingle peppering the burning red. 

As the figure stalked by Mason slowly back away to the edge of the 

uppermost section of the roof and lowered himself down to the next 

clinging to the edge of the former. 

The figure paused sniffing the air then headed in his direction. 

Through the mist Mason noticed the skeletal silhouette of a tree top 

near the edge of the next section of roof. As he headed toward it, he 

noticed the vacant branches were writhing and sharp. He looked 

around his vision unable to pierce the wind whipped mist. An 

overwhelming feeling of hopelessness overtook him as he heard the 

figure’s voice calling him. “Mason, come to mommy.” 

He kept moving but began sliding again as the house grew 

taller, twisting unnaturally its gables and chimneys reaching up and 

out stretching to unnatural proportions. With a grunt Mason landed at 

the base of a chimney that was jutting out horizontally from the house. 

Knots in the wood grew breaking through areas of shingle and boards 

snapped their sharp splintered ends curling and slithering with no 



discernible purpose. The figure scrambled toward him effortlessly 

weaving through the chaos. 

Mason backed away to the end of the chimney and crouched 

bracing against the wind as the mist swirled below. A light like the 

shadow of the sun glowed faintly through the mist and he heard the 

voices again unmistakably, Franz and Alice. “Mason were here. It’s 

ok.” 

The figure slowed as it approached the base of the chimney 

grinning stalking as it realized he had nowhere left to run. It hissed 

“Come. Come home to mommy.” Mason stood and looked out at the 

mist and the light grew. “No, no. You’re mine.” The figure crawled 

toward him. “There’s no escape. Your days black, your love black, 

your light black, your life black.” 

Mason stood bathed in a shaft of light. “You can’t control me 

anymore.” The figure reached for him but retracted its hideous limbs 

as the light burned them. It stared in disbelief at the peeling skin and 

sores forming. Mason held out his arms and fell back as the wind 

suspended him above the house. The house grew unstable and began to 

retract folding in on itself. The figure scrambled up the chimney as it 

the house began to collapse. It jumped and reached for Mason in a 

desperate attempt to drag him down, its damaged limbs flailing at the 

apex of its leap. It fell screaming into the collapsing rubble as the 

house and mist were sucked into a flaming hole in the earth. Mason 

floated in the blinding light. 

He woke in a quiet hospital bed a shaft of morning light 

shining upon his face. He felt its warmth and opened his eyes to see 

Franz and Alice smiling by his side.  

 

The End 

Warning: The song and its effects are quite real. For those of sound 

mind whom wish to find it, review the following message. 



The True Story of the (Song) that Inspired “Sleepwalker” 

 

I am a writer of fiction. This is not fiction. It is simply my feeble 

attempt to explain the events surrounding the creation of the (song) that 

inspired the story “Sleepwalker” with the limited knowledge I have of its 

origins and their connection to the “Dark Stones”. 

The song has a title, the album has a title, the band and its 

members have names, but I will simply refer to them as band, V song, C 

title and identify the members only by one initial. The song is not 

something that should be stumbled upon but sought out only after full 

understanding of its true nature and even then only by those who are 

resistant to the trappings of glamour. The limited understanding that I 

have of it is not sufficient to advise in its use but only to warn of its 

effects.  

Music is the main inspiration behind my writing but I also enjoy 

walking alone and letting my mind wander where it will. It was an 

occasion such as this that I found myself wandering in a well known 

New England cemetery on a beautiful sunny fall day. There is a well 

known writer who rests there and as I approached the writer’s grave I 

noticed a young woman. She was small and attractive by most standards 

and she seemed to be crying. 

Not wanting to intrude I kept my distance. I remember the 

thought occurring to me that it was strange because the writer had died 

quite some time ago so there was no chance that the young woman 

knew the writer personally. 

I continued my walk around the vast grounds eventually 

returning to the writer’s grave when it was clear that the young woman 

had gone. In her place a small box containing a smooth black stone and 



a flash drive. Unable to curb my curiosity and fully intending to return it 

I took the box. 

The flash drive contained only 2 items: the full digital album (C) 

and a word file which served as a journal outlining the strange 

circumstances of its production. I have verified that the full album was 

released in 2012 and available through major distributors for over a year 

but has been removed per the band’s request. If you know what to look 

for it can still be found on streaming services which are beyond their 

control. I will not reveal the full journal publicly but will attempt to 

summarize its contents in an order that seeems the most coherent. 

The band had four members (Z) singer, (A) Guitar, (B) Drums, 

and (G) Bass. I do not know when the band formed or much regarding 

the personal histories of the individuals prior to the band’s formation as 

the journal only references the time period during which the album was 

created. 

Z: Female college student who’s major is not indicated but one 

of the songs has a recording of a professor speaking to his class while he 

performs a cat dissection as ambient sound, so I assume something 

medical. Z is the cousin of A and their mothers are twins. Z was born 

on the same date as John Lennon. A was born the date Lennon died. I 

don’t see the relevance but it is mentioned often so I felt I should 

include it in this summary. 

A: Male, mid 20’s with a degree in psychology and at the time 

was finishing a master’s degree. The journal does not mention what 

course of study the MA is in. 

They formed the band initially recording a few incomplete 

rough cuts of just guitar, vocals, and some ambient sounds. The initial 

recordings were on a Mac Book and of poor quality, recorded in the 



attic of a house rented by Z in Newport RI. The journal refers to these 

recordings as the Calico Sessions. 

B: Early 30’s has an MBA and was married with several children 

at the time. It is unclear how B met Z and A, but he seemed to be a 

member of another band which he immediately quit to work with Z and 

A subsequently moving their recording into a basement studio 

somewhere in Massachusetts. 

G: 40’s or 50’s is married and has kids but their number is not 

stated. He is the most enigmatic member of the band. After auditioning 

bass players for months they made no progress. It was during that time 

they began recording their separate parts. At some point during the 

recording B sent the rough cuts to an acquaintance from South America 

who became obsessed with the music and flew to Massachusetts to 

audition. They immediately clicked despite the fact that he does not 

speak English. The journal indicates that B acted as an interpreter 

between the members and that he flew to Massachusetts periodically to 

record his parts. 

During the recording Z placed a black stone on a nearby shelf. It 

started as a joke. The stone had been found by A a few years earlier 

while he was an undergraduate. He was taking pictures for a college 

magazine to match with various poems and stories that were chosen for 

the edition. One in particular was from a house in rural Massachusetts 

rumored to be haunted. He, an atheist and skeptic did not take it 

seriously. The white 2 story house had been abandoned for quite some 

time and was neglected and boarded up. On one side of the house was a 

colonial era cemetery surrounded by a low stone fence, in back a corn 

field, and if that was not enough to make it a perfect stock image 

haunted house its last known owner was a funeral director. The house 

has since been demolished. 



Nothing strange happened while he was there but that was the 

location he retrieved the dark stone from. That night he reported 

hearing voices whenever he closed his eyes and strange anomalies like a 

stuffed banana toy that was in the basement singing despite having no 

batteries. For fear of sounding insane or being perceived as attention 

seeking, he kept it to himself for months keeping the stone in the 

basement. He wanted to get rid of it but could not bring himself to do 

so. After some time he confided in Z. He explained that the voices and 

anomalies only happened the first night but he was now experiencing 

strange coincidences so specific that he could not explain it away with 

his default skepticism. 

He would not allow her to take the stone but later she stole it 

without his knowledge with the intention of proving that it was just a 

rock. She never returned it or mentioned it until they began recording 

and she placed it on the shelf. When she claimed it was a joke, it was 

seemingly accepted at face value but she also states in the journal that 

they saw through the lie. 

Between journal entries regarding the progress of C she would 

make statements about the stone and its effects. “The Dark Stone 

inspires me with its fleeting glimpses through the keyhole at a path that 

leads to greater interior depths. Everything you see becomes the same 

pattern. Music, behavior, nature, it gives it all context but as much as it 

gives, the Dark Stone claims you, separating you from your loved ones 

at any cost and the worst part is you become detached. The world 

seems false. The people you knew are like those in a dream, temporary, 

forgettable, like animals unaware.” 

C has 11 songs. V is the 9
th

 song and is exactly 7 minutes long. It 

was also the last to be recorded and considered by all members their 

opus magnum. After its completion she made the following entries. “V 

comes directly from the stone. It has used us as a conduit to manifest 



into new forms.” And “In listening to V it has become apparent that you 

lose awareness of the self due to its hypnotic effect completely forgetting 

that you are listening to a song and return to the self more in sync 

sometime around the halfway point.””  

During the course of recording the stone claimed the members 

of the band for its own: 

Z: lost her father, her long time boyfriend left her with no 

explanation, she began using hard drugs even though she had no history 

of drug use, developed a relationship with a new boyfriend shortly after, 

fell deeper into a heroin and cocaine habit, finally she quit attempting to 

begin or maintain a relationship when another young man died on their 

first date in a restaurant but was revived. 

A: broke off his engagement, cut off all communication with 

family, lives a hermetic existence outside of work where he maintains 

the illusion of a happily married man with children, dogs, and a white 

picket fence. 

B: recording stopped twice as he was admitted to mental health 

facilities, his wife and kids left him, the last straw being when she found 

dozens of notebooks containing scribbling of strange indecipherable 

codes, patterns, and shapes.   

G: Disappeared back to South America never to be heard from 

again. 

The journal also indicates that they are aware of 6 other stones 

of a similar nature. It does not state how they acquired this information. 

The final entry describes Z’s intention to leave the stone and a 

copy of the album in a dark place to pass it on and rid herself of it. It 

ends with “I’m sorry” repeated over and over for 11 pages. 



For anyone who seeks the song or doubts the account above, I 

have hidden an mp3 of it on this site. Find the rabbit. It will guide you. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  


