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Distant howling in the midst,
Of Mist,
Dense,
Smothering Sounds of Silence.

One step, 
A crack reverberating,
Echoing, 
Nature’s Google Home.

They know.
We’re here. 
Shivers, hairs stand, 
And we walk.

With blindness,
Trusting nothing and no one,
While everything and everyone,
Until we stop.

Our blind eyes,
Meet glowing eyes,
We stand at attention,
And it passes,
Giving permission for our attendance.

We wait,
We walk,
In the midst 
Of the Mist
Of the uncharted path.

Darkness
in the Hills

By: Ms. Dino



Webs hang from trees
The ground is filled with brittle leaves

The witchs’ pot is brewing 
For there’s a mind she’s undoing

Scatens are heard all night
This hour is filled with fright 

Witches Brew

By: Joy Joseph



I’m awake. Why am I awake. I was just dreaming, wasn’t I?
Oh my God, what is that? What in the world is

crawling up my leg? Why can’t I move? Why can’t I swat
it away? Why’s happening to me? There’s more, oh dear.
I try to scream but I can’t. I can feel my voice box, I can
feel it straining, so why can’t I scream? Why can I feel

bugs but not see them, not swat them away, not
scratch my legs. This is torture. Why is this happening

to me? What did I do? All I can do now is pray to
whoever will hear me and hope it stops. God why won’t

it stop? Why can I open my eyes anymore? I can’t feel
anything. I can’t move, but there’s no more bugs on me.
It’s quiet, there’s nothing. Out of nowhere, screaming.

My screaming. The screams I attempted to let out
earlier, pounding in my ears. Eventually, it gets so
loud I pass out. I wake up back in my cell. Somewhat

wishing I was back in that nightmare rather than my
reality. 

SCREAM 
By: SOPHIA
NODARSE



The streets hold a chilling breeze
She walks along the light of the moon
In place of her eyes are two black holes

Her had fights with her neck
All who see her jump in fright

This will be a scary night

Skeleton 
By: Joy Joseph



As I stared out the window with eyes that aren’t
mine, I could feel the howling in my chest. 

Most people’s houses are haunted, sometimes even
just the basement

But not me. No, I garnered a different type of haunt. 
There is a howling in my chest

And a voice in my veins
I can feel him, flowing through me.

Some days I’m him, not me. 
It was his decision, you know, to give it to me.

I was just the top of the list, the (un)lucky one. 
Yes, I’m technically still alive, it’s a vital organ. 

But that doesn’t make me lucky. 
You know what no one tells you about getting a

heart transplant?
The donor might haunt you, looking for revenge

on someone. 

DONOR
BY: SOPHIA
NODARSE


