The Last Halloween
By DaisukeKoushiro

The story thus far is well-known.  Ness, one of the Chosen Four, was awakened when a meteor crashed into a hill near his house.  He investigated, found out he was one of the Chosen, traveled through two towns fighting enemies, rescued Paula, another of the Chosen Four, conquered two Your Sanctuary bosses and acquired the melodies of those two spots, and then paid for the release of the Runaway Five.  The Runaway Five agreed to give Ness and Paula a ride to Threed.  Ness and Paula had previously tried to ride a different bus to Threed, but the tunnel between Twoson and Threed was filled with ghosts that made the bus turn back.  The Runaway Five bus was able to get through with no problem, due to the loud, happy music emanating from it.  The bus dropped them off in Threed, the children stopped to pick up a few things at the local drugstore.  Outside of the drugstore they encountered a few enemies.  They fought these enemies, among which were several zombies.  Then they began walking around.  Thus begins my story…


“Ness, this town gives me the creeps.”


“I know what you mean.  I’ve seen pictures of Threed before, and it has never looked this creepy.  I know it has to be Giygas’s influence.”


“Yeah, I’m sure.  At least I’m not walking around alone.”


“You’re telling me.  There must be something we can do to help this town.  Maybe one of Giygas’s soldiers is making this place the way it is.  Maybe all we have to do is look for him, defeat him, and then Threed will once again be a happy place.”


“That sounds like a good plan, but where should we look first?”


“I don’t know, let’s just walk around and get a feel for the town.”


Ness and Paula began to wander around the town.  They went by the Hotel, Hospital, and all the other buildings labeled on Ness’s map.  They discovered that many houses were locked up tight, with the residents inside afraid to leave.  By the sounds of their voices Ness could tell that they were even afraid to RESPOND.  Ness and Paula found very few people outdoors, which didn’t surprise them.  Many of these were children, too.  They found out from these brave souls that weird things had been happening in Threed, and that everyone in town was terrified.  Ness and Paula had been walking around town for several hours, as it was now evening.


“Look, Ness, there’s a cemetery over there.  Just looking at it makes me very uneasy.”


“I agree, but I think that’s where we need to go.  Chances are whatever has turned Threed into this gloomy shadow will be in the most sombrous part of town.  From what I’ve seen, that seems to be the cemetery.”


“Okay, just make sure you stay close to me, I don’t want to be alone.”


Ness and Paula walked over to the cemetery.  The closer they got to it the more uneasy both of them felt, and they began to walk slower, delaying what they knew they had to do.  Paula jumped a couple of times, once when a dog barked in the distance and once when a slight breeze rustled some nearby dry leaves.  When they were within twenty feet of the cemetery, Paula stopped suddenly and tilted her head slightly towards the sky.  Ness stopped right after her, his eyes wide.  He was just as uneasy as she was, so her sudden stop unnerved him.  He looked in the direction her eyes were, saw nothing, then looked back at her and saw that her eyes weren’t fixed on one point, but were glancing around.  She then turned completely around and tilted her head to the sky again.


“Paula, what are you do-?”


“Shh!  Listen.  Where is that coming from?”


“Where is what coming from?  I don’t hear anything.”


“The ticks, I hear them but I can’t tell what direction they’re coming from.”


“Paula, I don’t hear anything, are you alright?”


“Yeah, I think that…wait…”


“Paula, what’s wrong?  Tell me what you’re hearing, you’re really scaring me.”


“Oh my…”  Paula’s jaw dropped slightly, and her eyes showed surprise.”


“What, Paula?  What’s happening?”


“It’s just…when I stop and really try to listen, I still hear the clock ticks, but I just realized that I’m only hearing them inside my head.  Are you sure you’re not hearing them inside your head too?”


Ness listened intently, but he could not hear anything that remotely sounded like ticks.


“Paula, what does it sound like?”


“Well, they sound perfectly constant, and I think there’s one every second.  It sounds like a very old clock ticking, very deep sounding and old.”


“Has anything like this happened to you before?”


“No, nothing.  I mean, I know I have telepathy, but I’ve never had anything like this.  It’s like something is telepathically sending me a clock, instead of sending thoughts.”


“How loud is it, does it hurt?”  There was obvious worry in Ness’s voice, as he had never experienced this and didn’t know what it meant, especially in the gloominess of Threed.


“It’s not very loud.  I mean, it’s loud enough that I can hear it clearly, and when I think about other things it’s still there, ticking.  It doesn’t hide in the background, it’s always right there at the front.  But it’s not hurting me, and it’s not very loud, just clear and constant.”


“Will you be alright?”


“Yes, I’ll be fine.  Let’s just keep going.  I’d like to do whatever we have to fast so that we can leave this town as soon as possible.”


“Okay…well let me know if it gets any worse or if it starts bothering you.  I don’t know what I can do to help it, but I want to know.”


“Okay, thanks.”

Ness and Paula walked into the graveyard.  They carefully avoided the ghosts that they could see floating around the graveyard.  Neither of them felt like fighting right now, with Paula distracted due to the ticking and Ness worried about Paula.  They were slowly able to maneuver their way through the graveyard without any of the ghosts attacking.  When they rounded a Nessd of trees near the back of the graveyard, they both halted.  They had both seen a pair of zombies standing in front of a hole in the ground.

Paula whispered, “Do you think we need to go through that hole?”

“I don’t know, but it seems like the best choice right now.  Will you be able to fight those two zombies with me?”

“Yeah, I think I can.  I’m ready when you are.”

“Okay, good.”

Ness and Paula walked confidently towards the zombies, prepared for a hard fight that they both knew they could win.  As the children approached, the zombies slowly turned their bodies to look at them, but that was all.  Ness and Paula stopped right in front of them, prepared for an attack.  The zombies were extremely grotesque, and though they were obviously malevolent, they seemed very slow and not very intimidating.  They looked at the children, and the children had the distinct impressions that the zombies were staring into their souls.

“Ness, I don’t think they’re going to attack, and there’s no way that we’re going to be able to get around them to that hole in the ground.  Can we just get out of here, I really don’t like standing here with them staring at us like that, not saying anything.”

“I think you’re right, we’ll just have to find some other way.”

The children turned and walked briskly away from the zombies, chills running through both of them, and they once again avoided all the ghosts as they headed out of the graveyard.

“Oh, man.”

“What is it Paula?”

“Well, the ticks haven’t gotten louder, but there’s an intensity to them now, an invisible anxiety that I can slowly feel building.  It’s hard to explain.  It feels like they’re louder and a lot more insistent, but I know they’re the same volume.”

“Maybe it’s something about this town that affects certain people certain ways.  Do you want to go ask someone outside if they’re heard of it?”

“Nah, I think we should head to the hospital.  I’m not dying, I just want to see what a doctor thinks about it, it could be something that he can fix right away, like that mushroom that I got on my head back in Lilliput Steps.”

“Okay, that’s a good idea, just let me figure out how to get there with this map and we’ll go.”

It was close to the middle of the night by this point, the whole latter part of their day being taken up by wandering around the town.  Ness figured out the fastest way to the hospital, and him and Paula headed off.  They’d only been walking for a little bit when Paula said, “Okay, now it’s really starting to bother me.”

“Is the intensity building again?”

“Yes, and now I’m having difficulty thinking.  Can we hurry?”

“Of course.”

They both started walking faster.  When they were about halfway to the hospital, Paula exclaimed “Oh!  It’s really starting to hurt now!”

Ness said, “You’re sure it’s not getting louder?”

“No, it’s not louder, it’s just the intensity is making my head throb, it feels like a seed in my brain has sprouted and is now digging its roots and growing at a quick rate.”

“Come on, let’s get you to the hospital!”

They started half-running, with Ness’s arm around Paula, supporting her as she was obviously starting to go limp and move slowly.  She was in a lot of pain, and Ness could see this in her face.  When they had just reached the street the hospital was on, Paula said “Ness, I don’t think the hospital is the answer, I…I think I just need to get back to the hotel and go to sleep.  I don’t think a doctor can fix this, but I think if I can just go to sleep I’ll feel much better.”  Her voice was obviously strained, and Ness had to listen closely to make out everything she was saying.

“Okay, Paula, we just need to hurry.”

Just then Paula stumbled forward, faster than Ness could catch her, and fell to her knees.  Her face was obviously very pained, and she was breathing heavily.

“Ness…this is unbearable…”  Paula left out a few soft moans, and then she said, “Ness, it hurts so much.  Something is about to happen, I can feel it, it’s counting down in my head.  Ness…”

Ness got down on one knee, and put his hand on her back.  Gingerly, he said, “Paula, can I get you anything out of my bag, or yours?  Like a cup of lifenoodles?”

“…Ness…something bad is going to happen, I know it.  You have to get out of here.”

She was still on her knees, head hanging, appearing to be silently heaving, as if she were having terrific coughing spasms.  Ness could hear only gasps, not coughs, so he knew they were heaves of pain.

“Please, Paula, take something, you need to eat.”

“Ness…get out of here…just start running, please.  Ness…go.  Go now.  Get up’n go!”

“No, you need to eat, let me just get a-“

“…fire power…Ness…now…run…”

By this time Paula was heaving heavily and was panting out these words, very breathy and very heavy sounding.  Her face was contorted with pain, and it was obvious that every word she spoke caused her pain.

“But Paula, you have to-“

“GO NOW!!!!,” Paula screamed.  She had turned to him with anger in her eyes, looking straight into Ness’s and yelling at him to get away.  He knew the anger was not directed at him, it was directed at whatever was doing this to her.  He didn’t want to leave her, but he knew if he stayed she would keep telling him to leave, and each word was a sliver of pain in her head, and he didn’t want her to hurt anymore, so he got up and started running.  After he got a good distance away from her, he stopped and turned around to look at her.   She was still on her knees, her head still hanging, heaving more heavily than she had been.  Ness could tell that the pain was getting worse, and was getting worse very quickly.  Slight pained sounds kept escaping from Paula’s lips, and Ness wanted to run back to help her, but knew that he shouldn’t.  All he could do was watch and help her later.


“Ow…oww….” Paula wasn’t even forming words anymore, it was only these pained sounds, and her face was very twisted, her eyes closed so tight that wrinkles spread out across the upper half of her face and forehead, and her lips were drawn together so tight that they were white.


Ness decided that he couldn’t stand over here doing nothing, no matter how much she wanted him to stay away.  He was about to run back to her when her face suddenly cleared.  She looked up and at him with clear, unpained, and slightly confused eyes.


Ness asked, “Did it sto-?”


Paula abruptly threw her head back and let out a pain-filled and horrifying scream.  It was high-pitched but had a deep resonance to it.  She had snapped her neck back so fast that it seemed as if several vertebrae should have cracked, or at least some neck muscles should have sprained.  At the exact moment she threw her head back, fire exploded in a 40 meter diameter all around her, pyrokinesis gone horribly wrong and out of control.  A pyrosphere encircled her, the fire shooting outward from her small, broken frame.  She was in the middle of the flames, but was not getting burned by them.  A wave of heat hit Ness, and he had to shield his face and turn quickly.  Despite this heat, a chill ran through him.  Ness looked up, and saw the full moon in the sky begin to bleed red, until two successive eye blinks proved to him that the moon had completely crimsoned.  All around it, the rest of the sky grew darker.  Birds, hundreds of them, all squawked, every bird in the city singing its own song to add to this great avian cacophony.  Something was happening, and these skittish creatures knew it.  Every dog and wolf in the city and surrounding woods began to howl, not only howling the howl of the common canine questioning what might possibly be invading its territory, but howling howls of fear, howls that are made by terrified creatures trying to scare away a new predator that they sense, an invisible predator that they can’t even quite smell, but who they know is there.  Ness saw thousands of shadows begin to fly through the air high above, a great swirling blackness in front of the bloody eye in the sky.  Everything up there was moving so fast and chaotically that his eyes couldn’t adjust to any one form, so he only saw these swirls.  

At the moment of Paula’s psychic fire eruption, the wind had kicked up, blowing so hard that it made the flames around Paula even thicker, and they thrashed violently, licking the air in every direction, looking for a taste of anything to devour.  Above the light roar of the wind in his ears, Ness thought he heard laughing and screeching coming from the sky, from the formless shadows above.  He turned back to Paula, his mind in a state of mini-shock, for he had never experienced anything with such intensity in his life.  He was unsure of what to do.  He was terrified, and wanted nothing more than to run and hide somewhere, anywhere, just so that he could be away from the wind and the noise and the laughter and the heat and the sight of Paula in such pain.  He refused to leave Paula, though, not only because she was his friend and he cared for her, but also because he felt a certain obligation to protect her.

A few moments later the fire around Paula began to quickly dissipate, and when the last of the flames had left her, Ness saw Paula almost collapse.  She was still on her knees, but she was holding herself up with her two shaking arms planted in front of her.  Her head was hanging low, and Ness could not see her face, for her hair had fallen to cover it.  Ness ran over to her, and when he got within 10 feet of her he slowed his run to a brisk walk and then silently knelt down beside her.  With much concern in his voice, he quietly asked “Paula, are you alright?”  She made no response, so he leaned forward and moved his hand to her shoulder, his hand making contact as he asked “Paula, are you al-?”

Once again Ness was interrupted from his question.  Paula whirled around, flinging her arm closest to Ness off the ground so that she could half turn to face him.  She looked at him with contempt.  Ness knew it was Paula, but when he looked into her eyes he saw that they were very ancient eyes, ripened with millennia of experience, eyes that had only known fury and hatred for all of existence.  She glared at him, and then her lips parted.  She spoke in a deep, sinister, and ancient voice, a voice with a dry sound to it, like dead leaves brushing across an old cobblestone floor somewhere in a dungeon hidden deep below and away from the light of the good and just world.  She vehemently croaked “All Hallow’s Eve has begun...”  Then her eyes fluttered back in her head and she began to collapse back onto the road, with Ness catching her just before her head hit the pavement.

“Paula!  Wake up!   Are you alright?!?”  Ness had his arm under Paula’s back, and his other hand was holding her head so that it did not just hang back.  He was slightly shaking her, with no response from her.

“Paula!  PAULA!!!”  She did not respond, so he gently laid her down on the ground and positioned himself in front of her, squatting, slid his arms under her, and then pushed up with his legs so that he could lift her.  She was limp in his arms as he carried her down the street to the hospital.  When he got to the hospital, he knocked on the door by kicking his foot on it.  There was no response, so he did it again, louder.

“Hold on Paula, I’ll be right back.”  Ness placed Paula on the ground again, and then went back to the door.  He began to bang on it, yelling, “We need help!  I have an unconscious girl!  Please, answer!”  There was no response.  Ness remembered that Paula said if she could just rest, that she might be alright.  He decided to take her to the hotel, hoping that if he laid her in a bed and let her sleep, she might wake up eventually.  He picked her back up, and walked to the hotel.  By the time he got there, she was very heavy in his arms, and his arms were shaking with the strain.  He was sweating, despite the cold breeze that had been blowing since Paula’s PSI Fire.  Luckily, the hotel front door was slightly ajar, so he kicked it open.  Seeing no bellhop at the front waiting to take his money, he closed the front door with his foot and carried Paula straight to one of the bedrooms.  He set her on the bed, and then he pulled a chair up next to the bed.  He watched her for about 20 minutes, and then he himself began to doze off.  He fought to stay awake, in case any monsters wandered into the hotel and he had to protect Paula, but his fight was a short one.  He fell asleep in the chair, his head nodded forward.

“It’s now officially Halloween!”

All the boys in the Snow Wood Boarding school had decided to stay awake past midnight the night before Halloween.  Halloween was a holiday favorite for many children, and these boys were no exceptions.  Lights out was always at 10 pm, so by the time 10 pm came around all the boys had changed into their pajamas and hopped into their respective beds.  They pretended to be asleep when Maxwell came by, checking to make sure all the lights really were out and the boys asleep.  They waited patiently for 10 minutes after Maxwell had left, then they all hopped back out of their beds, eager to tell ghost stories.  They formed a circle on the floor in one of the bedrooms, in between all the beds, and they took turns telling stories.  At first, the mood had been light-hearted and cheerful, but as more stories were told, a sense of fear began to grow in all of them.  It was a good kind of fear though, a happy fear that one enjoys feeling.  If each boy had been alone, then it might have become something worse, but together it was a group fear, which just helped to give the night a greater sense of camaraderie, and a greater enjoyment by all.  One of the boys had been in the middle of his story when Tony had, after looking at his watch, declared loudly just what day it now was.

“Tony, shh, you might wake Maxwell up…,” scolded one of the boys.  Maxwell lived below the boys, so each loud noise was a risk.

“Oh right, sorry.”

“Now is the time when the Boogeyman should come alive,” declared Jeff.

“Hey…I know what we should do…,” said Tony, in a fake-mysterious voice.

“What?” asked Jeff.

“Well…I saw a show one time about people that have meetings trying to contact the dead…I think they’re called séances.  Since it is now Halloween, I think we should try doing one of those.”

“Do you actually know how to perform a séance?  Like, what items you need, or what to say?”

“Well…not really...but it’s not like they're real or anything, it’s just for fun.  Come on, what better time to do it?”

“It’s not very scary if we’re doing it wrong and we KNOW it’s not going to work.”

“I guess you’re right.”

“Hey guys…I think I have a Ouija board somewhere,” another boy piped in.

“What?  Are you serious?  If Maxwell finds out he’ll take it away.”

“I know, it’s just been at the bottom of my trunk.  Let me go get it.”

The boy went to his trunk, rummaged around for about a minute, and then came back to the circle with an old-looking Ouija board.  It had all the letters of the alphabet, the numbers, and then it had a Yes and a No.

“I’ve never used this before, but I read the directions a while back and I pretty much understand what to do.  This little pointer thing is called a planchette.  We all form a circle around the board, and lightly put our fingers on the edge of the planchette.  We all close our eyes, and we invite a spirit to come through and speak with us.  Once we feel the planchette begin to move, we know that we are talking with a spirit, and then we can ask him questions.  Only one question should be asked at a time, and only one person should be asking the questions.  It doesn’t sound too hard.  When a spirit is contacted, then we can all open our eyes to look at the answers to our questions.  Plus, supposedly Halloween is a time when the boundary between the spirit world and the read world is thinnest, so if spirits are going to cross over and communicate with us, today is the day they’re going to do it.  So, who wants to do the Ouija board?”

There was a hesitation among the boys, as none had ever used a Ouija board, and many had been warned against it.  

“Well, if we do do it, there won’t be enough room around the board for all of us,” said one boy.

“Yeah, you’re right, I think I’ll just sit out, my mom told me never to use a Ouija board, so I will just watch,” said another boy.

After he said that, several others backed out and just agreed to watch.  Among the ones who wanted to do it were Tony and the owner of the Ouija board.

“Jeff, are you in buddy?” asked Tony.

“Well, I am not convinced that this is a good idea.”

“Oh, come on, don’t be a scaredy-cat!  I thought you science-types weren’t supposed to believe in spirits anyway.”

“I suppose I am a “science-type,” but I’ve found that some things haven’t, and probably can’t, be explained by science.  I have heard stories from some very credible sources that show me that spirits are actual possibilities.  Either way, I will not receive any satisfaction or fun from using the Ouija board, so why risk contacting a malevolent spirit?  I’m going to have to sit this one out.”

“Oh come on Jeff, don’t be like that, just do it, if anything happens we’ll all be in it together.  And you not participating won’t make the evil spirit like you more, anyway.”

“Well…I suppose you’re right.  Anyone in this room is apt to anger the spirit, and since I do want to be a part of the Halloween activities, I guess I’ll go ahead and join your circle.”

“Great!  Okay, let us get started.  Who’s going to ask the questions?”

No one said anything, for all were scared that if an evil spirit did come, it would attack the person asking the questions first.  After a few moments, Jeff broke the silence.

“Now who is the ‘scaredy-cat’?” Jeff asked, as he stared at Tony.  Tony looked back at him, and then announced to the rest of the boys, “Fine, if the rest of you are too scared to do it, I’ll do it.  Let’s start!  Now remember, everyone take this seriously, keep you eyes closed, don’t laugh, and try to believe that a spirit really can come to talk to us.”

The boys who were participating all leaned forward and rested the tips of their fingers on the planchette.  The rest of the boys sat on the beds, watching nervously.  The participating boys closed their eyes, and then Tony began to speak.

“On this most spiritual of days, our humble circle invites a willing spirit to come forward and communicate with us.  We’re trying to reach any spirit that is willing to talk with us, and we would feel honored if one so chooses to come.  Please, any spirit that…”

Tony stopped talking when he felt the planchette begin to move Nesseath his fingers.  A few of the boys gasped quietly, and all opened their eyes to watch.  The planchette wandered slowly around the board, until it stopped in a space near the Yes/No that was empty.  Tony asked, “Are you a spirit?”

The board spelled out Yes.

“Are you a spirit that actually wants to talk to us?”

The answer was, again, Yes.

“What is your name?”

The planchette slowly glided over to the Yes/No, where it eventually stopped on No.

“Why won’t you tell us your name?”

The planchette did not move.  Some of the boys looked very nervous, and a few were just watching intently.  After several moments, Tony repeated the question.  After there again no response, he looked questioningly at the owner of the board, and the boy silently signaled to go on.

“Are you a Nessign spirit?”

No.

“Did you come from Heaven?”

No.

Now the boys began to look nervous, and there was a slight sense of uneasiness in Tony’s voice as he continued.  “So does that mean that you are an evil spirit?”

Yes.

“Are you a devil?”

The board slightly wavered between the Yes and the No, not staying over one for any real amount of time.  Tony waited only a moment to ask the next question.  “What do you want?”

This time the planchette glided to the set of letters, and it went first to the A, where it hovered for a few moments, then it moved to the L.  It hovered there for a few moments, hovered away, then hovered back to the L.  After a few moments, it glided back to the empty space near the Yes/No, having spelled A-L-L.  Tony’s voice wavered as he asked his next question.  “Why did you come to us?  What do you want from us?”

The planchette again began to move to the alphabet, moving to the letter T, pausing on it, and then proceeding to the next letter.  It had spelled out T-H-E-C-H-O-S when all the boys heard a noise coming from downstairs.  Most of them jumped, startled, and they all looked around at each other.  Then Tony whispered loudly, “It’s Maxwell! He’s awake, put everything up and get into bed!”  The boys rushed to back to their respective beds and bedrooms, and Tony ran to the owner of the board’s trunk and tossed it in, then ran to his bed.  Within 30 seconds, all of the lights were turned off and all the boys were lying quietly in their beds, some of them panting from the sudden rush.  They continued to hear a lot of noise downstairs, sometimes seeming to come from the kitchen, then from the bathroom, then Maxwell’s bedroom.  The noises continued for some time, until they eventually ceased.  By this time though, most of the boys were asleep, and Jeff was drifting off.  A few minutes later all were asleep.

Prince Poo of Dalaam opened his eyes.  He slid off and stood up from his bed.  Something did not feel right.  Something was different, and he did not know what.  He walked out of his room, and he glanced around the hall.  He saw and heard no one.  This was unusual, as there were normally a few people walking around, performing various tasks.  He made his way through the palace to the throne room.  He wanted to find his master.  Poo knew that his master had a similar intuition, for they had both felt disturbances in the past.   Poo wanted to know if his master felt this strangeness as well, and what he thought it could mean.  

When he arrived at the throne room, he was surprised to find it empty.  Someone was always in there, even if it was only the telephone-man.  Poo then decided to go straight to his master’s room.  When the master was not in any of the other rooms, he was usually in his own room, meditating.  Standing outside his master’s door, Poo called out, “Master?”  There was no response, so he entered slowly.  The room was empty.  Poo was very confused now, and suspicious that something bad had happened here in the palace.  He believed that, for some reason, he was spared, and allowed to remain sleeping while everyone else suffered some unknown fate.  He checked a few more rooms, just to be sure that the palace was indeed empty.  It was.  He then walked out of the palace.

He did not know what time of day it was, as he was having difficulty listening to his internal clock.  What he found outside was something that he did not expect, be it any time of the day.

There was no sun out.  However, it was not nighttime, and there was no moon out.  The land and the air above it glowed with a soft white ambience.  There was no discernible power source, but it seemed as if the very air was lit up, as if every molecule glowed it its own soft glow.  The glow was not opaque, though, and Poo could still see into the distance.  Around the cliffs and the edge of Dalaam, the glow continued for some time.  However, quite a ways off into the distance, on all sides the glowing stopped.  Beyond that was darkness.  Poo had another strange feeling when he looked at this surrounding darkness.  Dalaam itself, and everything on it, was the source of the light, and the light continued in a certain radius around Dalaam.  The light became too distant at the edge of this light circle, so beyond this circle the darkness conquered it.  

Poo slowly moved down the slopes to other flat areas of Dalaam.  After he had stopped at a few homes on the way down, having found no one, he looked back out into the distance around Dalaam.  Had the light circle shrunk?  It seemed to Poo that the darkness was closer.  He continued wandering down the mountain, always checking each home along the way for a sign of life, and never finding any.  Every so often, he would look into the distance again, and it only took one more of these gazes for him to conclude that the darkness was, indeed, coming closer.

Poo thought about what this meant.  First, was this darkness causing the strange feeling that he had?  He was not sure.  Secondly, the circle of light around Dalaam had gotten smaller.  If Dalaam were indeed shining forth like a flame, and the darkness was getting closer, then that would mean that either less of Dalaam was shining with the light, the luminosity of the light of Dalaam had diminished, or a combination of both.  Looking around him, Poo decided that the light had not diminished, and unless a part of Dalaam he could not see was shining less, all of Dalaam was still glowing just as bright as it had.

The only other possible explanation for the encroaching darkness was something Poo did not want to believe.  The light and darkness seemed not to act like normal light and darkness.  Normal darkness cannot move to suffocate normal light without the light diminishing.  Darkness is a passive thing, only responding to the light.  Light claims its place in the world, and only after this occurs is darkness allowed to creep in and claim its place.  In addition, darkness moves for light, not the other way around.  Light can kill darkness, but darkness cannot kill light.  What Poo was seeing was darkness creeping into the light, forcing the light back.  This meant that this was not normal light, and that was certainly not normal darkness.

The darkness seemed to behave as if it were alive.  If it were alive, Poo continued the analogy in his head, the darkness seemed to be hungry, and thus trying to suffocate, swallow, and eventually eat the light of Dalaam.  What was happening?  Why was this day different from any other?  What made the darkness strong enough this day to be able to become active and push the light into a more passive role?

Poo quickened his pace down the mountain.  He did not wait as long at each house, and ceased to check every room of every house that he could enter.  He knew he was not going to find anyone, but he still felt an urge to continue down the mountain.  Each time he looked into the distance, he saw that the darkness was closer, and eventually he saw that it was very close to the edge of Dalaam.  Still, he felt the urge to continue forward, despite the lack of life.  Poo had always had a strong sense of intuition, and he had learned from his limited years of experience to trust this intuition, so this is why he continued forward when he had no expectations of life.

A little over halfway down the slopes of Dalaam, Poo felt compelled to stop.  Without hesitation, he stopped.  He was standing on a flat area of Dalaam.  This was one of the largest flat areas on the slopes that was still considered part of Dalaam.

Poo looked back out into the distance, wondering what he would see, and why he had been compelled to stop.  When Poo looked out, he saw the darkness already spilling onto the land, and creeping closer to him.  For one of the first times in his life, he felt dread.  However, he remained.  When he looked up the slopes, he saw that darkness had begun to spill over the edge of all the land above.  He turned around, and saw the darkness had advanced onto the other edge of the cliff as well.  Poo stood firm, not knowing what he was going to do when the darkness reached him, and not knowing what would happen to him.  He was scared, but he felt strong.  He felt the light warm him, and seem to bathe him in its glow, even as its edges were being eaten.  He felt that perhaps him standing there, strong, firm, the last being left in Dalaam, might be enough to keep the darkness from totally swallowing Dalaam.  And if that didn’t work, he was going to try to fight the darkness whatever way he could.

Poo thought he felt the light begin to flow through him, and so he looked down.  He saw that he was beginning to glow.  He looked at his hands, and they were glowing faintly, brightening with each passing moment.  He looked up, and saw that the darkness was still getting closer.  He turned around to make sure the darkness had not advanced very close to him while he was turned around, and he saw that it had not.  He seemed to be in the middle of this ever-shrinking circle, so the darkness would reach him from both sides at the same time.  He looked back down at himself, and saw his hands and body glowing with a strong intensity, stronger than even the surrounding air.  He watched in awe as his hands began to grow even brighter still, till they were no longer discernable as hands, but merely as bright illuminations.  Poo looked forward with courage, awaiting the darkness, glowing brighter still.

He suddenly felt the presence of some being directly behind him, and this startled him, for he did not expect anything besides the darkness.  He turned around, and saw another being that seemed to glow as bright as him.  He could tell it was human shaped, but not who or what it was.  However, his inner voice whispered to his subconscious a familiar personality.  He said, “Master?”

“Yes, Poo.  The darkness steadily approaches us, and I don’t know if there is anything we can do.  It has already swallowed part of Dalaam, and in a short while it will have engulfed us too."

"What is it, and why is it here?"

"I do not know.  Look, it approaches."

Poo turned around and saw that the darkness was really close to him and his master, on all sides.  Within a minute he knew that they would be within the darkness.

"Poo, let's get close together.  Perhaps our added light might push the darkness back."

Poo moved forward to his master, so that their auras burned bright together, and their light became one.  Poo saw the glow increase, more so than the sum of their lights could have accounted for.  The darkness slowed down, and eventually stopped in a 20 foot radius around them.

"Master, I think it's working."

Then the darkness grew even darker, and it slowly began to push against their light.

"Poo, focus your concentration on increasing our light.  Perhaps we can not only hold off the darkness, but also push the darkness back away from Dalaam.  Poo, meditate!"

Poo closed his eyes and calmed his spirit.  He gently but forcefully pushed his will on the light, asking for it to intensify so that he may save his city.  He felt the light grow.  He opened his eyes, and saw the darkness had indeed backed off a little.  He kept willing the light to grow, and the darkness stayed backed off for a few minutes, requiring much mental effort from Poo and his master.  Then the darkness grew thicker and began to close in again.  Both Poo and his master tried to will the light to push it back, but they could not stop it.  The darkness approached them, and then it engulfed them.

Ness was alone.  There was nothing around him.  He was in an empty world, with nothing in sight in any direction.  Somewhere in the back of his mind he remembered something else once sharing this space with him, probably many other things.  He knew he should not be alone.  Perhaps the missing things really were gone.  If not, then he just couldn't see them.  Either way, he felt an emptiness inside him.

Ness felt a sharp stab of pain in his stomach.  It was a burning pain, somewhere deep in his core.  The pain had always been there, but it had always been a numb pain, noticeable and irritating, but nothing that he had ever had to worry about.  Wait…he knew that wasn't true.  The pain had flared up like this before.  He could not remember when, or in what circumstances, or anything else about it.  Before this current flaring of pain, though, he hadn't even remembered the previous occurrence.

Ness faintly remembered having this previous pain, but since he couldn't remember anything else about it, he put it out of his mind and instead focused on this new pain.  It burned, as if a fire had been started in his belly by some malevolent creature.  Ness looked down and saw indeed dark fire burning in his belly.  He looked at his hands.  They were mostly transparent, and were glowing.  He looked down, and found that his whole body was like this.

Another sharp flare of pain hit his stomach, and he moved one of his hands to it, holding it in pain.  Ness stood there in pain, his mind distracted with the pain.  It was now an almost constant fiery pain, with occasional massive flares that doubled him over.  He looked at his hands again, and through his glowing hands he saw little dark spots floating around inside him, like cancerous growths freely swimming around the body.  He glanced down, and he saw that these floating black bodies were floating all around his entire transparent body.  He felt a slight tingling in his arm, and he looked.  He saw one of these black spots stationary, just floating in one spot on his arm.  All the black near this one began to move toward it.  He knew something wasn't right.  He looked all over, and he noticed that all the black spots were congregating into three specific groups near the surface of his skin, his arm being a meeting spot for one of the groups.  He felt a tearing pain, and saw the black spot growing less transparent, as if it were solidifying, or taking form.  They had poked a hole and were now crawling on his skin, making an ever-growing black spot on his arm grow.  He felt these tearing pains ripping open all over his body, and he saw that at these three different points black spots were spilling out onto his skin.  They were spilling out in large numbers, and in a short amount of time his entire arm was covered with them.  His arm felt thick, warm, and decaying.  The spots were now almost covering his entire body, and as he opened his mouth to scream they covered his face and he was able to issue forth no such cry.

"Ness?"

Ness jumped awake with a start, momentarily unsure of where he was.  His eyes quickly came into focus, and he found himself looking up into Paula's eyes.

"Paula…?  Paula!  You're awake!  Are you allright?"

"Yeah, yeah, I'm allright.  What are we doing here?"

"Do you remember any of what happened?"

"Well, I remember hearing strong bells tolling in my head, and then a bunch of fire, but not much else."

"Yes, it's like…like you lost control of your PSI Fire, or something.  Do you remember looking at me afterwards and saying 'All Hallow's Eve' has begun?"

"Oh…well, it sounds a little familiar, but…I'm not sure.  I really said that?"

"Yeah, when the fire died down, you were just kneeling there, looking weak.  I went up to you and asked if you were allright, and then you whirled around and said 'All Hallow's Eve has begun' in a very weird voice.  You had a lot of fury in your eyes, but…they weren't really your eyes.  They were nothing like the eyes I'm looking into now, they were angry…it's hard to explain."

"It's strange, Ness.  As you were telling me about all that, something in the back of my mind gave my mind a weird tingling sensation.  I don't really remember anything, but it strikes my heart a funny way, and something in my mind knows something that I don't."

"I wonder what happened."

"Yeah, that's a good question.  I think the bells tolling, the fire exploding, they all signaled the beginning of Halloween.  Like, when all that happened, I think that was exactly midnight."

"I do too.  What do you think we should do now?"

"I honestly don't know what we should do.  Threed was already a messed up place, but now, with it being Halloween, and from what I've already seen, I just don't know what is going to happen.  What about the bad guys?  Are they going to be the same, or will they be even worse?"
“I have no idea, I didn’t see much after you passed out.”
"I really have no idea either, but I can't just sit in here all day long.  We don't know if this is only going to last for only Halloween, or if Threed is going to stay this way.  Heck, we don't even know if this is happening in the rest of the world, or just here.  Our best option is to leave this hotel, and see what's happening in the rest of the world.  Perhaps both of us were asleep so long that everything is normal again.  Either way, we have to continue on our mission to find the person responsible for changing Threed initially.  Maybe that person is responsible for the psychic clock in my head, as well as this Halloween transformation.  We just need to continue forward and hope that we can put this place back to its normal state.  We also need to be extra careful, because we don't know if our enemies are the same, or if there are new enemies."

"Yeah.  Well, if you're feeling allright, let's go ahead and check out the town…again."

Ness and Paula left the hotel, and they wandered into a brave new world.  The wind was still chilly, and was blowing hard.  Both their internal clocks told them that it was [time] around noon, but there was no visible sun to verify their clocks.  The moon was not visible, either.  There was a storm of noise above them, with high-pitched screeches, wailing cries, pained moans, and what Ness thought, again, sounded faintly like mocking laughter.  Both the children shivered, but they bravely stepped out into the new, Halloween world of Threed.

They walked around for about an hour, wandering around the town.  They had headed north from the hotel, and had circled around, knocking on the doors of various houses on the way.  No one answered, and very few even responded through their doors.  When Ness and Paula neared the southeastern edge of town, on the last residential street, they saw a little boy and a little girl standing on the west end of the street.

"Look Ness, its two little kids.  They look so scared, I think we should go over there and escort them home.  We don't want any enemies attacking them, we can handle them, but they can’t."

Ness and Paula began to walk down the street, neither child seeing them, as the little boy was crying, and the slightly older-looking girl had her arm around him, trying to comfort him.

"Hey!  Are you two lost?" Paula called out to the children.  She had heard and seen the little boy crying, and figured that he was scared.  She didn't want to just walk up to the children unseen.  She wanted them to know she was coming, because sneaking up on an already frightened child could not be a good thing.

The little boy and the girl whirled around to look at her, startled, but apparently relieved to see someone else.

"Well, he is.  I know where my house is, and I was headed over there when I ran across him.  He doesn't know where his house is, so I'm taking him around helping him find it!" yelled out the girl, for Ness and Paula were still about fifty feet away.  It was hard to hear them, because of the noise above, but the girl had yelled loud enough that Ness and Paula were able to make out her message.

"We'll help you find it!" called out Ness.  The girl smiled, and the boy stopped crying and smiled too.

Ness smiled also, happy to be helping a lost little boy.  He turned towards Paula, expecting her to be happy as well.  When he saw her face, she had a smile, but it was already fading to a horrified look.  "Watch out!" she cried.

The girl down the street looked confused.  Then she turned around to see a zombie standing near one of the houses.  He was walking towards the two children, and when the girl turned around and looked at him, he began to run at them.

"RUN!!!"

Ness and Paula saw the girl grab the little boy's hand and begin running in the direction opposite the zombie.  This means that they were running south, towards the trees.  When the zombie started to run towards them, Ness and Paula also began to run towards them, intending to reach them before the zombie did and thus save them.

The zombie was faster, however.  Ness and Paula were both startled by the speed with which he ran.  This was unlike the zombies they knew, who moved sluggishly compared to this minion of the dark.  This one looked hungrier, more aggressive, and so much more beastly than the other zombies they had seen in Threed.  The zombie moved very animal-like and quick, almost like a wolf.  He was running with his two back legs pushing off, giving him his high momentum, but was also doubled over, and using his arms to balance out the momentum from his legs.  In little time he reached the children.  He grabbed the little boy, jerking his hand out of the girl's, and the zombie then stopped and began heading towards the center of town, half hopping, moving with a speed neither Ness nor Paula were able to match.  Ness and Paula had already switched directions, running towards the zombie and not towards the girl.  The zombie continued running, with the screaming little boy holding his hand out in the direction of the girl.  She only stood there watching, frozen and with a look of shock on her face.  Then she too began running towards the zombie, her hand stretched in front of her, trying desperately to get close enough to take the boy's had, knowing there was no way she would catch up.

Before the zombie was out of sight, a black shadow swooped out of the sky and grabbed the girl.  Ness thought he heard the feminine cackling grow louder, though he still wasn't sure if he was even hearing it.  Him and Paula both thought the shadow was in a humanoid form, though it moved with such speed that there was no way they could be sure.  All they were sure of was that the shadow swooped down, grabbed the girl, and flew off back into the sky, back into the swirling blackness that had been over Threed since midnight.  As the shadow and the girl disappeared into this blackness, Ness and Paula only saw her still holding her arm outstretched.  Then she was gone.

"What were those?!?" cried Paula.

"That first thing was a zombie, but it wasn't like the other zombies we've seen.  It was very quick, and vicious.  All the other zombies we've encountered did not really scare me, no more than any of the other enemies I've fought.  But that zombie…that was just like the zombies that used to chase me in my nightmares, the zombies that live in the imagination of children, who strike fear in the supernatural part of the heart.  Not only has this city changed since midnight, but so have the monsters here."

"And what about that shadow?  It looked kind of like a person, but I'm not sure."

"I keep thinking I hear laughing, like old woman laughter, like the witch laughter you imagine and hear in movies, but so much scarier.  And when that thing swooped down, I thought I heard the laughter grow louder.  I think it was either a demoness, or a witch."

"Ness, we should have been able to stop that!  Why didn't either of us use our PSI powers?  We could have saved them!"

"Paula, we can't think like that.  They were still far enough away that we couldn't have reached them, and there's no way we would have been able to direct our PSI powers to attack accurately at that distance.  We might have hit the children, so it's better that we didn't try."

"But they're probably dead NOW!  At least we might have had a chance to save them!"

"Paula, we don't know that they're dead, maybe those things only wanted to take them and hide them somewhere."

"I don't think so, I only sensed negative coming from those creatures.  I don’t think we’re going to make it, Ness.  These creatures are only going to grow stronger, and there will be more of them.  I feel this is the end of the world.  Something has been let lose, and not even we will be strong enough to stop it.  This Halloween is our last."

Poo never awoke from his dream.  The darkness engulfed him, as it did the rest of the world.  Jeff was asleep when the darkness came, having only had an inkling of the what was happening.  The darkness overcame Winters while the boys slept, never knowing what could have been.  Ness and Paula watched the last of the light fade in Threed, and then their own light dimmed until there was nothing left.  When midnight came, and Halloween was over, all was dark.
Sorry, I was planning a much longer story, and I still am planning to write it, but I have been so busy with school, I haven’t had much time recently to work on this story, thus the rushed ending.
