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He felt a magnetic force pull him towards it. He felt the same strange calling for many years now. 

Not to mention what his uneasy mind thought. He knew the place would give him the key he 

needed to unlock all of his mysteries he had been puzzling over for many years. The old woman of 

the mountains herself had told him that he must go, for it will satisfy his hungry brain and feed it 

the information it desperately needed to know. David, her shaky old voice had said, it is your 

choice. Go and find what you have been seeking for. If you choose not to go, her eyes looked deep 

into his as she continued, regret and sadness will overcome you and eat you bit by bit everyday 

for the rest of your life. That was years ago. Of course what she said was true. For he was such in a 

pool of agony and depression, that one day he awoke from his nightmare-filled sleep screaming 

and blabbering that he must go. His eyes grew wide and red, his entire body became a lifeless 

color of white enough to see every vein in his body. His mouth was partially closed and beige-

colored bubbling foam spewed out of his gritted teeth. His daughter was so scared of this sight 

that she stayed away, hidden in a dark corner of the house.  



He had to go. He jumped up and out of the house, leaving behind his frightened and pale  

daughter. Deep down he knew where he must go. His brain seemed to move his body without 

thinking twice.  

His feet seemed to lift from the ground and his body itself floated and hovered away. Far far  

away. All the while his face blanked with an expression of such that no human could read what it 

meant, said, or held. It was unlike any expression known to mankind. He was haunted. In such a 

way as to beyond any human can imagine. No one knows what he had dreamed that night. The 

night that he woke screaming and flaring making him go to the place. If he tried to regain the 

memory of his dream, he could not. Bits and pieces, tattered holes in a cloth, he couldn’t 

remember a thing, a piece, a fragment of his nightmare. It was all a heap of mess, a pile of 

misunderstood nonsense. Yet, if under a trance or spell, he could recall sediments or pieces. But 

yet, he wouldn’t remember the main parts. But in fact the little parts that mean pretty much 

nothing. Nothing that came from nothing and will grow into nothing to have more nothing.  

He was dumped to the ground. Heels over head. Head twisted between his legs. Matter and  

gravity itself seemed to pick him up and place him in the way a human should be placed.  

The place was nothing as he suspected.  

Fog clung mercilessly to the stone ground, never letting go. Brown stained gray stone ruins could  

be seen if one were to squint their eyes and concentrate. A small waterfall poured down water 

down into the earth. No matter how strong it looked or seemed, it made such a noise, unlike any 

waterfall would sound like. It was a loud roar with a slight mixture of ringing and thunder-like 

sound. Thunder vaguely rumbled in the distance. Lighting struck the gray, cold, lifeless sky 

leaving crystal-colored streaks that lasted for seconds before fading entirely away.  

Everything about this place made all his hairs stand up. He shivered and shook. Any direction he  

turned, it seemed as though a cold metal pipe was pumped up into his back. He crouched low to 

the ground and hugged his knees. Rocking back and forth. Staring wide-eyed- straight ahead into 

nothing. Nothing at all. He didn’t even know why he was rocking on the floor. He didn’t even 

know how got onto the floor. Suddenly the ground seemed to slightly shake beneath him. His 

hands flew to his sides to maintain balance. He looked at the ground and realized, with horror, 

that it was splitting. The ground slowly split open and he fell into the earth. Into nothing. Like the 

waterfall...  

He continued to fall. For a long time now. Tossing and turning. His body smacking and slamming  

against the earth boundaries. He finally reached the end. He was falling so fast and hard that, it 

was to his surprise, that he was rocked and turned gently down. Once he was on solid ground he 

looked around. He was very confused and utterly speechless.  

He seemed as though he was in the sky, among the very clouds. But not the gray, dark gloomy  

ones. No.  

He was above those and was standing on a puffy white cumulonimbus cloud. He looked around  

then suddenly, rising from above the midst of the clouds was a woman. With beautiful skin the 

color of dark brown dirt, and long flowing black hair. Her eyes shone green as she looked upon 



him. She stopped rising up and stood afloat above a gray cloud, which instantly turned white, 

fluffy, and full of life when she collided with it.  

She looked upon him with her shimmering green eyes. Her lips were as red as blood and seemed  

to collect together in a mere frown. Her blue dress, the color of the sky above them both, flapped 

about in the wind. Suddenly her arms arose. Slowly. Slowly. Then she crashed them down to her 

sides making him fall through the cloud he was on and back on solid ground, in the same place he 

was when he first arrived. The woman gently floated down and stopped in mid-air about five feet 

away from him. She slowly arose her hands from her sides. While doing so, lifting up an old ruin 

which held no words or pictures of any kind. As he scanned down on the ruin, to his dismay and 

horror, words began to appear. Once he finished some, others appeared…  

Rosalinda & Cleve Benderice - Died here  

Rose & Bob Bender Mice - Died here  

Ruby & Edward Benderice - Died here  

Cleo & Steve Benderice - Died here  

Jennifer & Stuart Benderice - Died here  

He stopped short after reading those two name. Jennifer and Stuart. His parents. His parents. His  

parents. What were their names doing here? Then a horrible feeling and thought came upon him. 

Even though he didn’t want to, even though he knew what would show, even though he knew. He 

knew what  would come next.  

Sandra Benderice - Died here  

Sandra his wife. And now,  

David Benderice - Is dying here  

Him. Him. He’s dying here. He thought it was done. But the next name came. He screamed with  

agony and depression. He didn’t know what to feel. What to think. What to say.  

Rebecca Benderice - Will die here  

Thus the end of the cursed Benderice family.  

Rebecca his daughter. He screeched, he screamed, he kicked. But gravity of the woman held him  

down. He felt himself being sucked into a black hole. He was being lifted into the air. He couldn’t 

breathe. He was thrown up into the sky by the woman and down to the ground. Crashed down. 

Died. Lifeless. She had taken his life from him. In a merciless and cruel way. His last thought 

before dying was,  

I was lied to.  

He was. By an old woman from the mountains who had lied to others before, and will lie to  

others later. They were cursed. The Benderice. A cold curse they had. An who could have given it 

to them except the old woman of the mountains? And thus shall Rebecca meet the same fate as 

her father as did his parents and all the rest. A short unhappy curse twas told.  

As for the woman. Well. She could change. From a young woman, to maybe, an old woman from 

the mountains? Maybe? Who knows?  



Who knows. Abruptly did the young-old woman leave, to find the next Benderice to take.  

Forever...  

 


