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The rain stabbed at the man’s jacket like daggers. The weather didn’t slow him down though. 
He couldn’t exactly recall why, but he knew he h



around him, rapid and quiet. He thought he was screaming, but he couldn’t tell anymore. All he 
could hear was that whispering. “Come here. Come here”. He flailed his knife frantically around 
him, hitting nothing. Suddenly, the whispering stopped. Before him he saw two white eyes, and a 
grotesque smile curl below them. The white light seemed to pierce right through him. There was 



the dining area again, sure that whoever he needed to meet was in there. Then the whispering 
started again. This time it was saying “I’m here”. The dining area was completely dark. Jason 
couldn’t see his hand in front of his face. Still, he pressed on, determined to find his contact and 
end this madness. Suddenly, before him, he saw the white eyes again. 

 
“You can’t stop me!” Jason shouted. “Get out of my way!” The smile curled under the eyes 

again. Jason gripped the brief case tightly, prepared to stand his ground. He reached for the jack 
knife again, but before he could, the figure rushed at him. The knife it held seemed to point right 
at him. Jason raised up the brief case to block, just in time for the knife blade to pierce the clasp, 
sending the contents tumbling out. Suddenly, it was gone. A light was coming from the open 
brief case. Inside was a picture of Jake Orson. Also, beneath the picture was the pistol. Then, the 
lights came on. In a booth at the end of the restaurant, sat Jake Olson. 

 
When Jason had finally woken up, he saw that it was late in the afternoon. On a midwinter 

day like this, he knew he didn’t have much daylight left. He quickly showered and dressed, 
tucking the pistol in an inside pocket of his coat. He was just about to shut the TV off when he 
saw what was on the news. A witness of the argument had come forward. There was no 
identification, but there was a description.  Dropping the remote, he frantically packed his things. 
It didn’t take long, he didn’t have much to pack. He headed out the door, being careful to avoid 
anyone who might be out. When he reached the first floor, he slammed his key on the front desk 
and walked out, trying not to look suspicious. Luckily, no one was at the desk. When he reached 
his car, he threw his bag in the back seat and made his way for the park he had arranged to meet 
Jake in. 

 
He was in the park for what seemed like hours. Night time had now fallen. He began to think 

Jake had seen his description on the news. Finally, he saw him approaching. This is it Jason 
thought. He knew what he had to do now. If Jake died, the nightmares would die with him. He 
started down the path to intercept Jake. When they were close, Jason got right to the point. He 
pulled the pistol from his jacket and pointed it right at Jake. 

 



from the world. It was only him and Jake. Something was shouting behind him. He couldn’t 
quite make it out. It all sounded muffled. Suddenly, he felt an impact in his leg, and the world 
rushed back. He twirled around and saw a cop standing about 15 feet away from him, smoking 
gun in hand. 

 
“You don’t understand!” Jason shouted “This has to happen!” He turned towards the cop, 

suddenly realizing his leg wasn’t working. 
 
“You have one more chance to drop the weapon! Put it down or I will shoot!” Barked the 


