The Haunted House

By Casey Toner


Jesse never came to know why he was walking down that hallway.  This house had always intrigued him, as it was built in the Victorian style, and Jesse found architecture intriguing.  Earlier in the day, he had convinced Ben, his best friend, in examining the house with him.  Ben was against Jesse’s idea from the beginning.

The house was creepy.  The once white paint had peeled, and now resembled a crimson brown.  Several wood panels and bricks had deteriorated leaving the house condemned and vacant.  The atmosphere surrounding the house was dying.  The knotted tree’s were diseased, and hadn’t carried life in years.  The yellow grass was outgrown, but matted down as if a force had been stomping around for years.

The house itself was an eyesore.  The windows were barred and nailed shut.  The roof of the house had caved in, and the wood panels were infested with mold.  A rusted weather bee was attached to the tip of the pointed copper dome that appeared to crown a broken window.   The house was enormous, and was built in the elevated Victorian style.  A steep roof was divided into multiple angles.  Six front windows.  On a close inspection, the copper that framed the window had been graphed into.  Various images of a beautiful woman graced the long copper plates.  Vines held her, creeping swampy-filthy gangrene thick vines that seemed to bind her into the copper.  The copper encircled the doorway and the vines crept over it too.  A long drawn path led to the shingled porch overhang, and to the metallic doorframe.

Much like the house, the porch had fallen into disrepair.  This certain porch was peculiar. Two abandoned rocking chairs were left to oversee the front of the porch, resembling midevil gargoyles.  The chairs would creak.  And sway.  As if a grown man was taking a nap on the porch, rocking in his chair.  Never a person would dare interrupt his slumber.  Never a man would steal a chair, break a window, or step foot on his forsaken property.  They were scared of the him.

“No, I won’t go in.  Kick me.  Poke me.  Stab me.  Murder Me.  No.  I won’t go in.  No dice.  Look at it; the thing’s a marvel of a fire code.  One match would light it up faster than year-dead Christmas tree,” argued Ben, waiting with his pal Jesse, at the steps of the manor.”

“C’mon.  It will be fun.  It’s a living artifact of history.  Chicken?  I think you’re scared.  A whiny little baby.  Don’t be.  Imagine the stories we will tell people.  We went into the manor.  We experienced.  Just think.  In a few weeks, given the time information spreads, we could be myths.  Legends,” refuted Jesse.

“Hmmm.  I suppose one minute of my time couldn’t hurt.  But that’s all.  I don’t want to spend a minute longer in that deathtrap.  God, I feel bad about just walking in here.  I don’t want to disturb whatever’s been lying dormant.”

“Great then.  I’m glad you’re not chicken,” said Jesse.

“I never was chicken….” Muttered Ben.

The stale air circling the house blew into a breeze.  The near second Jesse and Ben stepped foot on the ground, a new life sprung into being.  Ben heard buzzing crickets.  Jesse didn’t hear anything and told Ben to stop thinking.  Ben swore he heard buzzing.

Taking a few more steps, the dead zone well, remained dead.

And the moment Jesse stepped onto the porch, a cold sweat perspired and rationalized himself into believing the house was okay.  Even more so, he sat in the rocking chair, and attempted to convince Ben too.

“Look, I’m rocking in this rocking chair.  It’s nice.  Try it for yourself.”

“Nah, I’d rather not.  Who knows what type of animal has been living in it.  And it’s old.  I’m afraid that if I sat down, the withered thing would be crumpling to dust.”

“Fine.  Don’t sit down.  I’m comfortable sitting, rocking.  This chair rocks.  Get it?  Rocks?”

In a mocking attitude, Ben responded:

“That was the worst joke I’ve ever heard.  Never repeat that again, never.  Now get off the chair, before you go and get yourself killed.”

Jesse gave Ben a raspberry and picked himself off the chair.  Shocking both Ben and Jesse, the chair stopped rocking.  The old man had left his chair.  And the chair stopped rocking.  Creaking.  Rocking…

Jesse discarded the circumstance and humorously knocked on the door.  The door near fell apart, but door’s echo lingered in the chamber.  Upon there entrance, the house looked as if it were brand new, thus instigating the collective gasp from both Ben and Jesse.

What they believed to be a rotting house was now ripe.  The house smelled of new, fresh.  Its halls were freshly painted, the floors recently varnished.  Several expensive paintings lined the walls and oriental carpeting matted their feet.  The painted walls were bright crimson and designs on the carpeting told a story of a jade dragon and the many warriors whom it fell too.  The glass windows were stained.  Red.  White.  Red.  White.  Alternating colors sporadically.  Mirrors were strung on the ends of the walls, and in the distance Jesse saw his reflection.  A closet stood perpendicular to both Jesse and Ben and at the end of the hallway stood a white door, as white as doors can be.

The mirrors were fascinating.  Several colors spun round in the mirrors, dancing and sparing.  Their shapes and colors were distorted into a wondrous kaleidoscope.  Ben found himself drawn closer and closer into the mirror.  Ben played with the mirror.  Waved into it.  Ducked below it.  His reflection remained solitaire.  Ben experienced a rush of brief fright but was entertained again when the color’s skipped over his face and head.

Again, Ben felt a sharp pang of illusion.  He heard the door close, and a gust of sharpened wind flew up his spine.  The mirror’s colors weren’t dancing now, rather patterning themselves into a golden phrase on the mirror.

NOTHING GOLD CAN STAY

The golden phrase tinted red, and bled down the mirror, dripping onto the floor. With a sudden epiphany, Ben ran back to Jesse, whom was still much enamored with the splendor of the manor, and yelled to him.

“Something is very wrong.  See that mirror over there?  It just told me to leave.  Then it bled.  Told me to leave, then it bled.  It bled on the carpet.”

Ben quickened his pace.

“Jesse?  I’m very scared and I’m leaving right this mome…”

Jesse wasn’t much listening to Ben, as he was still captured by the elegance of the house.  He did catch a few words from Ben and then heard (in the back of his mind?) a muffled scream.

”Ben?”

No answer.

“Ben?”

Again, no answer.

“Ben?  C’mon here, I’m not joking.”

“Yes Jesse, I’m here.  Come here.  I’m in the next room,” muttered a voice.

“Oh, God, you gave me quite a scare.  For a minute,” said Jesse, trailing off.

“Come closer.  I’m through this hallway.  Closer.  Yes.  Closer,” uttered the voice, again.

And it seemed that all of the paintings were directly staring into Jesse as he walked down into the hall.  The hall grew longer.  (Was it an illusion?) And the crimson walls began to drip.  Drip.  Drip.  (Is it an illusion?)

Feeling the cold sweat bead down his back, he walked further down the hallway.  Each step creaking, and rocking, creaking and rocking.

“Jesse, your almost here.” 

“Jesse.”

Jesse had arrived the doorway.

“Jesse.  Open it,” and with that, the voice didn’t sound much like Ben anymore.  The voice sounded raspy and hoarse, much resembling a reptile.  His hand grew cold on the doorknob as he quickly glanced behind him.

Astonished, he didn’t recognize what he saw.  The freshly painted walls were decaying, and maggots were crawling from the ceiling.  The mirrors had shattered, and lied upon the rottign wood floor.  The paintings were but a picture of insanity and each frame depicted a growing anxiety.  The eyes of the house were staring down Jesse and the house now smelled of rank, of decay.  Of dead.  Jesse was now frightened and wished he had never walked into this old nasty smelly decaying house.

In shock, Jesse opened the door, and he saw Ben’s corpse, and his two bloated deceased eyes frightfully glaring into him.  Ben’s two arms outstretched and grabbed Jesse by his waist, dragging him into the doorway.

No one ever heard from either Ben or Jesse again.

Then the chairs on the porch again began to rock, and the old man went back to sleep…
