HARWICH





The old Volkswagen Camper drove across the wide open road, crossing the desert and making its journey through the drylands, followed by long stretches of valleys and mountains. 
At sundown Jack, the shaggy haired twenty four year old cooked his meal over a fire in the middle of the vast open field, removed from the van parked out in the distance on the edge of the road. 

At night he listened to the radio as the Newscaster announced the lunar eclipse set to occur in several days. 
Before he slept he brought out the map from his duffel bag and looked at it again.  It was only another 350 miles across the plains and through the thick wooded mountains until he would reach the small town of Harwich.
 
He arrived in town on June the seventh shortly before sundown and drove through the old empty streets. It wasn’t as he had remembered even though it had only been five years.  Most of the houses were old and aged with many of the windows boarded up. Abandoned shops, overgrown lawns and backroads leading into the woods lined the deserted streets.
Jack stopped by his old home. It was run down and empty and didn’t seem to have any signs of life inside. Grass and weeds towered across the lawn almost up to his knees.
He saw something hanging by a rope from a tree branch and walked up to it, pulling it off to inspect it. It was a cross made of two thick branches tied together by rope. The thing looked like it had been there for years. He looked across the street and saw a similar object hanging from another tree in front of a different house.
 
After sundown he drove his camper towards the riverbank. It was just as he had remembered it. He opened his large leather duffel bag and grabbed the silver metallic flashlight which was buried amongst other items he had packed for the trip such as; A few cans of beans, a few sticks of flares, an instant camera, matches, charcoal fluid, the old map and a small Olivetti typewriter.

He traveled alone in the woods, searching but finding nothing. He continued to wander as the sky grew darker and the thick heavy mist began to engulf the wilderness surrounding him.

Jack built a fire by the riverbank, cooked some beans and ate them and at nightfall he set out searching the woods.
He traveled several hours through the woods until he realized the trail he had taken was not the one he had intended and turned back. He was heading back to his van when he saw a faint glowing light coming from the far end of the woods, roughly thirty yards away. It was shifting and rocking in a way that appeared to be sort of like a paraffin lamp.

Jack stood at the edge of the woods observing the site. About five minutes later two men, one tall burly one followed by a younger man came walking out of the canopy. They were chatting lightly about something as they walked up the narrow trail and entered a trailer parked at the outer edge of the clearing.

Jack walked out of the woods and towards one of the canopies. Light blues music echoed and grew louder as he approached, Lead Belly or Patton, one of the delta blues singers playing roughly on a bad stereo box. He peeked through the tarp and saw a man in his late fifties leaning back in an old chair, an empty wine bottle sitting next to him on the table. The man had his head leaned back against the chair and was snoring.  The place stank of old cigarettes.

Jack entered an adjacent canopy and looked around with his flashlight. Several wooden tables were set up randomly in the interior of the canopy, with various archaeological instruments placed on them along with what looked like a ground penetrating radar. He looked over at the tables placed at the far corner of the tent near the marked pockets of several large dugout squares, which were surrounded by bright orange twine. Human skulls and bones were placed on the tables for study. Six skulls and about a dozen and a half bones. Some of the skulls were fractured and had pieces missing.
He suddenly froze and listened. There were footsteps approaching from outside walking towards the tent. He took cover behind the wall and listened. Moments later someone walked into the canopy and he looked in from the edge of the tent. It was a young woman his age, dressed in jeans and an oversized t-shirt, brunette, attractive. “Come on dad, its late. Get up.” She helped him up from the chair and the two walked out of the canopy and up the trail, disappearing into the darkness.

Jack took a few steps backwards and was about to turn and walk back into the woods when he heard a man’s voice call out to him. “Hold it right there chief.” He turned and saw the large, burly man approaching him. He held up a flashlight, shining it into his face and obstructing his vision as he approached him.

Jack saw a silhouette of the smaller fellow walk quickly towards him as he raised the butt end of the rifle, smashing his nose, dropping Jack to his knees.
“Don’t shoot him” the large man with the flashlight said calmly.
“I aint gonna shoot him” he retorted. “Get up you son of a bitch” said the one with the rifle and pulled him up by his jacket, turning him around to face them.
“Who you here with?” asked the one with the rifle while the other checked his pockets.
“Nobody…”
”Bullshit, what are you doing here?” Jack didn’t answer. The man pulled his jacket. “Answer the question” he said.
“Nothing I was just looking around”
 
Jack heard footsteps walking back down the trail.
 
“What the hell is this?” the father came back with his daughter.
“Just saw him snooping around the site” replied the one with the gun. “Think he’s with them”
The father looked at Jack “Where you from?”
“From outta town” Jack said.
 “What are you doing here?”
“I’m looking for my brother, he got lost in these woods long time ago”
“He’s lying, he’s with them” said Owen, the young man with the gun.
“Shut up, and put that gun away” said the father and opened the flap to the canopy.
“Bring him in here.”
 
They entered the canopy and David, the father sat at the other end of the table:
“Siddown” he told Jack and Jack sat down on the opposite end while Ashley, the daughter stood at the other end of the canopy behind David. Duane and Owen stood on either side of Jack.
 
“You’re here looking for your brother?”
“That’s right”
“How long has he been missing?” asked David
“Five years”
Owen chuckled next to him.
 “How old was he?”
“Nineteen.”
 
David picked up the tin cup on the table and drank the rest of the wine.
“What happened?”
“We traveled too far into these woods and got lost. When I woke up the next day he was gone. I searched the woods but couldn’t find him. I eventually found the lake and made my way back.”
There was a moment of silence.

Owen crept around the table with his eyes on Jack and then pulled up a chair and sat down resting the rifle on the table.
“Ashley, go home get some dinner” said David.
“I’m not hungry.”
She stood a couple of feet behind her father while he looked over at Jack for a long time with glazed eyes.
“Then what happened?”
“A search team was sent out, searched every inch of the woods, shoulder to shoulder…A storm came that night and continued for the next three nights. My parents and other locals continued the search but they never found anything.”
“What the fuck were you two looking for?” David asked.
“We heard a rumor about a large subterranean cave system somewhere in these woods.”
Duane, chuckled a bit.
 
“Yea there’s all kinds of rumors about this place…” He then turned to his daughter. “Your mother believed em” He said “…She believed in all kinds of crazy shit but…” He popped open the bottle.
 
“A team of excavators vanished in these woods the same time as my brother.” Jack said “I thought you might know something about em.”
 
David looked at the other two men. They shook their heads.
“Never heard of em, then what? you moved outta town?”
“We moved out a year later then I read an article on the back pages about your team digging in the woods, I thought you might know something.”
 
There was a moment of silence, then David lit a cigarette with a zippo and flipped it closed. “I’m sorry about your brother” he said. “My wife died a few years ago so I can empathize.” He turned, looking at his daughter. “But the crew you’re talking about, I know nothing about em. As far as I know we’re the first ones here, we excavated all the bones in this area, all of them well over eighteen years of age. If we found your brothers remains we would know about it.”
 
“What are you digging out there?” Jack asked.
“We think it’s a WIntu burial ground.” He sat up from his seat. “And we can’t have you around this area, it’s too dangerous.”
“Why is that?”
“Let’s just say were not welcomed by some folks in town, these guys thought you were with them.”
“What are you talking about?” said Jack.
The father stood up from the table and signaled the two, who walked over to Jack.
“Just go home kid, if we find anything regarding your brother, we’ll tell the authorities, alright?”
 
David told the two to escort Jack out of the canopy and away from the clearing. The two men walked Jack across the excavation site and back into the woods. “Come here again and we’ll shoot you, bury you in the mountains” Duane said and the two walked off.
 
Jack returned to his Camper in the woods that evening and washed up in the river and then set up camp for the night with a tarp attached to the door of the camper and made a water filter system out of rocks and sand. At dawn he planned to head back towards town and buy some equipment to camp out for the week.
 

David and his twenty one year old daughter Ashley, her younger fourteen year old brother Jacob and David’s co-worker and fiancée Susan, a beautiful dark haired slender woman in her mid-fifties, prepared for dinner that evening at the old two story farmhouse, which they had been lodging in during the excavation. 

“They never found him?” asked Susan.
“No.”
“What were they looking for?”
“Some kind of a subterranean reliquary, he got lost in the woods years ago. So I don’t want you two wandering into the woods.” David told his kids.
“Why there’s nobody out there those two are paranoid” said Ashley.
“You’ve heard the rumors” said David.
“They’re just rumors dad” said Ashley.
 
“People have gone missing in these woods So you two should be careful, I don’t want you wandering out to the creek by yourself Jacob’ Said Susan. Jacob didn’t answer her.
‘Jake? You listening?’ said David.
“Yea.”
‘I think he’s just upset about the eclipse’ said Susan.
‘Sorry kiddo, were stuck here for the next few nights” he said, rustling his hair “…at least now you get to see the eclipse.”
“I don’t care about it”
“It’s an eclipse you can see it anywhere” said Ashley.
“I said I don’t care about it, and no in other places the moon will be a pre-numbral eclipse.
“Oh boo fucking hoo.”
“shut up.”
‘Well we can hike up to the mountain top and watch it” said David.
Jacob was silent.
‘I wonder what they were looking for in the cave system…’ said Ashley thinking about Jack and his missing brother.
“It’s just folklore, if there really is some subterranean underworld my team would’ve found it by now.”
“But didn’t your mother write about it in her book?” asked Susan.
“She had some wild ideas concerning this town” said David smiling. “She would’ve went searching for that cave with that kid.” David said, then looked over at Susan and smiled. Jacob saw this and Ashley noticed he was noticeably upset.
“No, she never would’ve come here in the first place” said Jacob.
“What do you mean? She was fascinated with this place”
“It’s what she was writing about in her book right?” Susan asked.
“Well she wasn’t right about everything” David said followed by an awkward silence, then he got up from the table.
 
“We’re heading out to the site for the night, you two gonna be alright?” David said getting up from his chair and putting on his Jacket. “Yea, we’ll be fine” said Ashley.
 
The two left the house that evening and walked up the path towards the trailer for some remaining research, leaving Ashley and her brother alone in the house. Jacob watched his father and Susan walk up the dirt trail from his window. Laughing and chatting away as they disappeared from view.
Shortly around two a.m, Ashley finished unpacking her things in her room. Ashley carried the rest of the boxes filled with random household items from the station wagon parked in the front of the farm house up to her room. As she pulled out a mirror and glanced into it she thought she saw a reflection of a pale face staring through the window behind her. 
When she turned and looked at the window the face was gone. She got up and walked towards the window and opened it, there was nobody there. There couldn’t have been anyone there. The window was on the second floor of the house. There was a knock on the door and she opened it and it was Jacob.
“Jake, what are you doing up so late?”
“I can’t sleep in that room.”
“You should be sleeping when dad comes home.”
“He’s not coming back tonight.”
Jacob was right, he never returned when he was with her, although he said he would.
“Well what do you wanna do?”
“I don’t know.”
“Come on, lets finish un-packing your stuff then.”
She led Jacob towards his room.
 
Ashley helped finish un-packing her brother’s belongings from the boxes laid out on the floor of his room which was on the second floor of the house overlooking the back yard. The room was lit from a single lamp which was placed in the far corner, aside from that the room was almost completely empty.
“Hey remember this?” She said pulling out a wooden cross similar to the one Jack found earlier. Jacob seemed uninterested, fixed on his digital camera, making sure it worked.
“It’s made of Dogwood, the tree Jesus was crucified on. It’s supposed to ward off evil spirits.”
“Apotropaic magic”
“What?”
“It’s a Talisman” he said “Mom researched it for the book she was writing”
“What did she say about it?”
“The devil casting out himself”
“What?”
“If Satan casts out satan, he is divided against himself”
“She told you that?”
“It’s a quote”
“By who?”
He shrugged still looking at the camera.
“Ashley, what do you think of Susan?” He asked.

[bookmark: _GoBack]David had met Susan in one of his previous excavations in a town several miles north of Harwich years ago. They had known each other shortly before his wife had passed and began dating shortly afterwards.

“I think she’s nice, why?” she asked.
“Nothing” he said “I think she’s nice too”
“And dad’s really happy” she said “And that’s what mom would’ve wanted...Mom was fascinated with this town.”
“Why?”
“I’m not sure, but we know dad always wanted to finish what mom started” said Ashley.
There was a long pause.
“You said she didn’t want us to come here, why is that? Why do you want to leave all of a sudden? You were excited about the eclipse and everything.”
He was quiet for a moment and never gave her an answer.
 

Jack searched the woods throughout the night with his flashlight and the camera dangling from its straps around his neck. The woods were dead silent and somewhat colder than usual for this time of year. The woods were covered in mist highlighted with vertical shafts of light shining out from the flashlight upon the trunks of the trees.

The woods grew darker as he traveled further and he finally reached a place where he had been before, years ago when he was searching for his brother where a large oak tree had fallen. It was deep within the woods out of the way of the excavation site, somewhere further. The fog began to clear out of the way as he scanned the flashlight across the trees. He looked down at the ground and that’s when he saw the bare human footprints in the earth. It had to have been made by someone not too long ago.
 
He followed the footprints through the woods for a few yards, then turned the flashlight and scanned the nearby trees. 
He felt something in the dirt under his shoes and looked down. Upon a closer look it was the skeletal remains of a human. As he moved the dirt out of the way of the bones he soon realized they were too big to be of a young kid. The bones, judging by their size and shape, appeared to be those of a man but he couldn’t guess how old. 
He grabbed the camera and hit the shutter, briefly lighting up the clearing around him as he captured the images of the bones. He repeated this several times until something caught his eye. He moved forward with the flashlight and removed the dirt near one of the bones. It was a gold necklace Ethan was wearing the night he vanished.
 

It was shortly past eleven when Ashley opened the window to her room to let some fresh air inside. She poked her head out the window and smelled the country air and listened to the crickets outside. She glanced back into the room at an old bookshelf placed in front of the closet.
She held the edges and moved the bookshelf across the floor and an old hard-covered book slid off the top shelf and hit the floor. She stopped and picked it up and blew off the dust.
 
The book was about five by eight inches in size and an inch and a half thick, dark brown in color. The edges of the book and pages were heavily charred and burnt.
 
She opened it and flipped through the pages, yellowish brown and worn out from age. The words inscribed in them were unrecognizable, archaic.
 
Ashley entered her father’s room and walked to his table, then pulled out one of the folders containing some old newspaper clippings from the town of Harwich dating back to the late eighteen hundreds. She looked at one which read: “VILLAGERS BURN DOWN COVEN" With a picture of a Burning house in the woods. She knew instantly it was the house which once stood a quarter of a mile down the trail from the farmhouse. There were old legends about that place being once haunted by mountain witches.
 
She walked down the narrow trail towards the woods later that night and soon came to a full stop to the dark end of the road where the remains of a large house had once stood.
 	She walked slowly through the charred ruins of the house until her eye spotted something and she walked closer. A strange symbol was etched into the wood. It looked archaic, belonging to some long lost civilization, similar to the letters she saw in the book.
 
On her way back to the farmhouse, Ashley saw the faint light of a fire burning from the direction of the creek. She walked toward the direction of the fire with her flashlight and saw a van parked near the water.
 

Jack grabbed some tools from the camper and returned to the clearing with a garden trowel, and some pans. He placed the flashlight on the ground and began excavating the remains. He continued digging through the night and soon discovered more bone fragments along with a pair of old rusted keys linked to a ring.
Strangely, when Jack turned back to look at the ground, the footprints which led him to the clearing had vanished.

He returned to his van and moved the books and other junk off the small table in the back of the vehicle and spread out the bones on top of it.  “What are you still doing here?” he heard a voice say. He looked behind him and saw Ashley standing a few feet behind the van.
“They’re not from your site” he said.
“You found your brother?”
“No”
“Who’s bones are they?”
“Someone that died”
Ashley walked towards the van and saw the bones Jack had gathered throughout the evening. “…But it’s not my brother, the bones are too big. It’s someone from the crew.”
“The crew?”
“The crew that went missing the same time as my brother” He said grabbing his duffel bag.
“I don’t think it’s a Wintu burial ground your dad’s excavating out there”
“Why is that?” She asked.
I’ll show you” he said
“Where you going?”
“Back to the site” he said crossing the river. Ashley followed him.
 

Ashley followed Jack to the place he found the bones which was in the middle of a small clearing behind some bushes. “You can tell the river flooded this area, the bones are all scattered.” He pointed to the area. “They’re from the lower back. You can see the holes on the discs there” he said as she observed the holes on either end of the bones.
“They belong to John Cronin, the head of the excavation” Jack said “He had a fracture in his lower back from an accident…” He said and she walked towards him to see him pointing the light to one of the fractured hip bones. He cleared the dirt from the area and slowly pulled it out.
 
Jack walked Ashley down the narrow trail later that night and stopped several yards away from the trail leading up to the farmhouse, just where the woods ended.
“Alright, well...stay out of the site.”
“Yea, by the way...”
“Don’t worry…” She stopped and turned to him.
“I won’t tell him.”
She headed towards the main trail.
“You should move the van further up the lake” she said, then walked up the trail towards the farmhouse.
 

She studied the old book back in her room that night. She noticed there were various diagrams and illustrations on several of the pages including a group of men and women dressed in hooded robes standing with their arms raised surrounded by a stone circular wall with archways, performing some kind of evocation. Looking closer she noticed their faces were strange and distorted.
 
She woke up early in the morning and went about her day at the farmhouse. She took the rest of the boxes from the station wagon and hauled them upstairs to her room and unpacked them.
The old Zenith television set was playing the news on the kitchen table. The Newscaster was covering the lunar eclipse set to happen Wednesday evening. There was trouble with the television signal which faded in and out from static.

Ashley showed the book to Jack in David’s trailer that night, located at the edge of the excavation site. Jack flipped through the pages observing the various illustrations. “I remember John Cronin mentioned this book in his writings.” Jack said as he flipped through the pages. “…he never got to finish it but had strange theories concerning it’s meaning.”
“like what?”
“He wrote that the book held knowledge hidden from the world since the dawn of man. The power of the mind to tap into the ‘other realm’ and perform healings, miracles, telepathy, immortality all sorts of crazy shit…”
 
Ashley looked it up on the laptop and read from the screen: “The Harwich Manuscript: Science is now discovering what the ancient mystics have known for centuries…”
Jack pulled out a folded Newspaper article from his back pocket and showed it to Ashley. “That’s the only photograph of the crew” he said. The photo showed seven crew members standing next to a van.
“The one on the far right there, John Cronin he led the group searching for what he called a ‘gateway to the underworld.” He told her “The crew found the ruins along with this book somewhere in the woods and they were murdered.”
“But why didn’t they keep the book or destroy it?”
“I don’t know, that’s a good question”
“I don’t know Jack…” she said. “What about your brother you think he might’ve seen something?”
“I don’t know…”
Ashley pulled out an old Harwich newspaper her father had kept in the trailer: “BOY VANISHES IN WOODS” the article read. “June/10/12. There was a photo there of Jack’s brother Ethan and she showed it to Jack: “Nineteen Year old boy Missing in The Woods Since Thursday, the night before the Eclipse.”
 
The two spent the following day searching the woods near the creek for the rest of the bones. It was on the last night that Jack found the necklace Ethan had worn with a silver plate with his name on it. Jack continued digging in the area until sunrise and when he found nothing else he returned to the Camper.

Jack had laid out various polaroid photographs of the bones he had found scotch taped to the windows of the camper. Scribbled on them were various titles like: "Skull missing”
and "fractured hip” with a black marker.
He sat frantically typing in the back seat on his Olivetti typewriter. Stacks of pages were piled inside a milk crate. Ashley sat in the passenger seat reading from one of the pages 
It was about the history of the town of Harwich and the subterranean cavern John Cronin and his team had supposedly found, the secrets it possibly contained, and the murder of the famous archaeologist in attempt to silence his discovery.
Jack had clearly been obsessing over the town and the legend surrounding it since his brother’s disappearance.

 
Monday was the night before the lunar eclipse. Ashley packed up her things and then studied the Book all throughout the evening, as usual, back in her room in the farmhouse. She kept glancing back at the newspaper article of the burning home: “Authorities claim they found evidence of witchcraft including a strange book” The article read. “According to Legend it is believed who ever possessed this book allowed the witches to gain access to their home.” She turned the page. The article read: “LOCALS PUT UP TALISMANS” with a black and white photograph of a dogwood cross hanging from a porch, a woman stood next to it.

As she stood in the shower that night with the warm water running Ashley thought she heard the sound of people whispering in the bathroom. She pulled the curtain and looked around. There was nobody in the room. She continued to shower when the whispering returned. It sounded as though multiple people were surrounding her talking in a language that she did not understand, although she could occasionally hear her name being whispered. She looked down at the drain sucking in the water as the voices continued, getting louder. She placed her foot over the drain and the voices ceased.
She dried herself and brushed her teeth, then walked down the hallway and heard light muffled moaning as she walked past her father’s room. David and Susan were at it again, as always.

It was shortly after midnight when Ashley woke up to a sound of footsteps approaching her room from down the hallway. She sat in her bed and listened. Waited… nothing, “Jacob?” there was no answer. She turned on the flashlight and pointed it at the door. It was closed and the footsteps stopped. She turned off the flashlight and placed it on the table and laid back in bed. The room was silent for close to ten minutes. Then the footsteps returned. 
It was coming from down the hallway. Her hand searched for the flashlight again and turned it on. The door to her room was open.
She stood up out of bed and closed the door and then climbed back into bed. There was a long period of silence and Ashley was dozing back to sleep when she heard the sound of creaking floorboards inside her room. She picked up the flashlight and turned it on revealing a severely burnt woman approaching her a few feet away from the bed. Her body was covered in scars and was burnt beyond recognition. Her face disfigured with a large gaping split from the top of her head down to her nose. She was walking slowly towards Ashley. There was another figure in the back. It was a man dressed in a torn up red flannel and jeans. He just stood there in the corner of the room with his face cast in shadow.
She dropped the flashlight on the floor and hid on the space between the bed frame and the wall. Her hands searched underneath the bed for the flash-light, then grabbed hold of it and pointed it back into the darkness. There was nobody there, the room was empty.

Ashley walked out into the hallway and shined the light down the dark corridor. The light seemed to only penetrate a few feet in front of her with the far end of the hallway remaining pitch black.
David woke up from the sound of his daughter’s heavy footsteps and got up from his bed and came to her. Ashley explained to her father what she just saw. David was grumpy and agitated, he had a long day in the field ahead of him.
“There was someone in my room” She said
“Who was it?” Susan asked.
“I-I think they’re from the house down the trail”
“The what?”
“The house that burnt down years ago, they were here!”
“What the hell are you talking about?” he asked.
“I think she had a bad dream” Said Susan.
“It wasn’t a dream dad”
“Okay, I believe you, let’s get back to bed.” said David turning and walking back down the hallway.
“Dad I swear to god...”
“Ash, whatever it was they won’t be back tonight I assure you.” He said agitated. “Maybe tomorrow, maybe the night after that, but not tonight.” He walked back into his room and disappeared.
 
Ashley went downstairs and checked both doors and windows. All of them were locked from the inside. She sat alone all night in her room looking out the window until morning when she fell asleep.
 
 
Ashley woke up at two in the afternoon with a fever and Susan fixed some tea for her and comforted her. “You shouldn’t have stayed up all night…” she said.
“Thanks for last night, you’re the only one who listens. Dad’s too busy with the excavation and everything else…”
“It’s not just for him, it’s what your mother would’ve wanted right?”
“Yea, I guess so…”

The two briefly talked about Ashley’s mother and her death. It was late December and the road was icy and very dark. She didn’t see the turn coming in time and the car slid off the road and fell into a ditch. She was found in her car early morning by a motorist one hundred feet from the edge of the road.
Ashley noticed Jacob looking at her from the doorway. “What are you doing up so early?” Susan asked and Jacob walked off without a word. There was something strange going on with him.
Ashley briefly recalled what Jacob had said the other night at the dinner table.


Susan later went back to the site and Owen entered Ashley’s room as she was leaving. “Your dad told me what happened.” He said "I think you, me and Jacob should leave town tomorrow for a few days, and the nearest town is an hour drive, we can stay there…”
Ashley disagreed. She couldn’t leave her father and Susan at the site.


Jack traveled through the woods towards the farmhouse and stopped where the woods ended. The light in Ashley’s window was on and the window to David’s room was dark. He sat and waited, smoking a cigarette for close to an hour.

Around nightfall the back screen door opened and Jack watched Owen walk out the back door. He placed the key under the mat and walked back up the trail towards the excavation site.  
 

Jack opened the kitchen door and entered the house. He walked into the living room then up the staircase towards Ashley’s room.
 
 “I have a strange feeling about that book” she told him.
“Why?”
“I need you to do this for me Jack, I need you to take Jacob and leave town for the next two nights.”
“Why? Does this have something to do with the book?”
“…I don’t know, maybe” she said. “The nearest town is a few hours away. I need you to stay there with him until we leave here.” Jack disagreed.
“We’re on the verge of something amazing, we can’t just stop now Ash” he told her. “You have a chance to finish what your mother started, isn’t that what she would’ve wanted?”
“What about your brother?” she asked.
“What about him?”
“You wanted to know what happened to him, that’s why you came here”
“My brother is dead Ashley, there’s nothing I can do about that”
“Then what keeps you here?”
Jack stood up from the chair. “What do you think? I can’t just leave all the stuff we’ve gathered
so far and leave.” She looked at Jack for a long time. “None of this was for your brother. It’s for you….All of it….”
“Ashley, you’re being paranoid”
“Get out of my house.” She said. And Jack left the room.
 
Jack walked out the back door of the house and back towards the woods. On his way out he glanced at the side of the farmhouse and noticed an old trap door to the basement hidden behind a bush. He walked closer to it and observed the old rusted lock and chain and remembered the keys he had found.
 
Jack walked out from the woods later that night with a flashlight and duffel bag in hand, and walked across the back yard of the house.
He walked around the side and saw the trap door he had seen earlier that day. He pulled on the handles but it wouldn’t open. It must’ve been nailed or chained from the inside. He looked up at the window to Ashley’s bedroom. It was dark. She was sleeping most likely due to the fever. He entered the house through the back door once again.

The house was quiet and dark. Jack bought out a flashlight and searched the corners and the walls. There were no visible entrances to the basement.
He began searching the floorboards around the kitchen and soon found a small raise. He bought out a pocket knife and opened up the trap door, revealing a staircase underneath. He shone the flashlight down the staircase and saw another door there, sealed shut with an old rusted heavy chain and lock. He walked down the steps and brought out the key he had found near Cronin’s bones and placed it into the lock and released it. The chain rattled and dropped to the floor and Jack opened the door revealing a narrow catacomb roughly ten meters deep. He pointed the flashlight into the darkness and it seemed to lead into a much larger room.

Jack walked down the corridor and through a stone archway leading into a large circular room, about thirty feet across in diameter. He looked behind him and measured the room was several yards to the side of the farmhouse above it. There were five more archways in the room. Jack walked up to one of them and shone the flashlight into it. It seemed as if it led to a long underground corridor descending into the darkness.
Jack placed the duffel bag on the ground, unzipped it and brought out a flare and pulled the cap. The room came to life around him. He turned and saw tables with large stacks of old notebooks filled with the words transcribed from the same foreign texts he saw in Ashley’s book, along with many archaeological tools and equipment used by John and the previous crew. It was as if someone had locked everything in the basement and didn’t want anyone else to find it.
Jack brought out the still camera and took pictures of the catacomb including the various items on the table and the stone archways. Next he took the paper notebooks and writings, graphs and pieces of the bones into the duffel bag.
He zipped up the duffel bag and looked down at the ground. There were a few pieces of electrical equipment there as well, including an old video camera at the foot of the stairs. It was covered in dirt with a cracked lens. Someone must’ve dropped it. He picked it up and it seemed to be in working condition with a tape inside.
 
Jack took the camera and walked to the excavation site that evening. Strangely the place was empty. He figured the crew had all left early that evening and went back home. The lights to the trailer were off as well.
Jack snuck into the trailer and pulled down the blinds and looked outside making sure nobody saw him. He hooked up the camera into the outlet and pressed PLAY.
After a moment of static the image of the interior of the catacomb appeared on screen.
The excavators had tables set up in the center of the stone monument transcribing the hieroglyphs onto paper. “Honey, come look at this!” another excavator said and John, who was the cameraman, walked up to what the woman was studying on the table. It was the Old Book Ashley found in the shed with the pages still burnt.
"Well according to mythology, there were Angels or “gods” who came down from the heavens and brought their knowledge to mankind, but in turn they were imprisoned under the depths of the earth.”
“Prometheus” he said.
“Similar to that yes” She said and pointed to the glyphs. “Whoever wrote this claims the gods will be released through the gradual shedding or unveiling of the barrier between worlds, which comes in five stages involving rituals, each of them several years apart. Now according to this book, we are currently on the fourth stage, the next and final stage will take place sometime in the future.”
“What kind of rituals?”
“I’m not sure but the fifth and final stage releases them into this world…This final stage must be performed by a human”
“A human?”
“Maybe there's some sort of barrier between our world and theirs, and a human reading it is like unlocking our side to it or something... “
“Like vampires entering homes” he said laughing.
“…Maybe, now listen to this…” she turned the page. "...It is believed this Book was the key to opening the doorway to the underworld during Walpurgis naught, or Witches Night.” She said.
“Witches Night?”
“That’s right, this year it falls on June twelve”
“…That’s two nights away…” He said.
“I know…” She replied “What are the chances of that?”
 
The footage then cut to a moment of black screen and then the sound of someone rustling around under the bedsheets. John was breathing calmly. He pointed the camera towards his wife Linda who was sitting on the edge of the bed with her back towards him.
 
“Honey, come back to bed” He moved closer and tapped her shoulder, she turned around.
“I had a nightmare…” she said.
 
The footage cut to the next day. Linda was holding the same Newspaper clipping from the Harwich times Ashley had found in her father’s room. She showed John the photographs of the members of the Coven who had supposedly perished with the fire.
 
“I saw them in my room…” she said “They were in my dreams” She said pointing to several of the pictures.
“You sure?”
“Yes.”
 
The footage cut to a shot of the workers unearthing some pottery from the ground underneath one of the archways. “What is it?” asked Linda, who was now holding the camera. John poured out the contents of the pottery onto a white cloth placed on the table. The footage cut once again with two of the crew members studying the brown powdery substance. “So what do you make of it?” Linda asked.
“It’s very bitter” replied John,
“What is it?”
"Remember that thing they said about witches using a certain root found in these woods to create a potion…?” he asked. 
“No, never heard of it.”
“Yea, they used it during their invocations, believing it allowed them to contact the spirit world..."

The footage cut to black.
 
“…Linda?” John whispered in the dark. He turned on the night vision on the camera and turned it to the foot of the bed. His wife was missing. He got up and walked softly out of his room and down the hallway and into one of the rooms, It was the same room Jacob currently occupied.
 
The door was closed but it was slightly opened. He gently pushed it open and looked inside. The room was empty. The bedsheets spread out. A crew member had been sleeping in it.
 
John walked out of the room and back down the hallway and stopped at the top of the staircase for a brief moment then made his way down the stairs and into the living room. It was empty. The entire crew was missing.
 
He suddenly stood still and listened to something coming off screen. He stood there listening for close to a whole minute in silence. “There’s someone outside…” He said as he picked up the camera and walked out his bedroom.
He walked through the living room, the kitchen and down the hallway and out the back door. He looked around and then walked into the woods. For a moment there was only silence and the crickets, then he heard the sound again. The sound of footsteps in the woods.

As he traveled further into the woods the footsteps stopped and the woods were quiet. Then suddenly the camera turned to a young boy standing directly behind John.
“Shit!” Jack said and stopped the tape and rewound the tape. It was Ethan.
“What the hell are you doing in these woods?” John asked. The boy looked tired, his clothes muddy and dirt smeared on her face.
“My brother and I got lost in the woods” he said
“Where’s your brother?”
He didn’t answer him, just stood there motionless.
“Come on” he said and grabbed his hand and they began walking back to the trailer and the camera turned off once again.
 
The next shot was of John putting Ethan in the passenger seat of a car. The timecode was almost half hour later.  “I’m going to get the keys to the car” he told him “It’s gonna be alright, just wait here.” he shut the door and walked back towards the farmhouse and the screen cut to black.
 
The screen then cut to John searching one of the crew member’s rooms. “Anybody here?” he shouted. There was no answer. He grabbed the keys on the bed. The camera cut to him running towards the car, but Ethan was missing. The passenger side door was left wide open and the window was shattered with glass fragments across the front seat and the ground. He turned the camera around the woods calling his name but there was no answer. The footage cut to black for a long moment.
 
Next was the shot of John sitting behind the table next to the camera. “I woke up this morning and the date is now June twelve…I don’t know where my wife or the crew is and I don’t know what has happened the last few nights…There is something going on in these woods…We need to get outta here…” He paused for a long moment wiping the cold sweat off his forehead. Every so often there was a light tapping coming from the front door downstairs. A soft female voice called to him from the other side: 

“John?...why won’t you let me in John?”
“That’s my mother’s voice…” John whispered into the camera.
“…John?” the woman called him again.
“But it can’t be her…She’s been dead for eight years now…”
The footage went black and then returned again.
“It’s been three days...Tonight I found his body near the creek.” John sat behind the table shaking, putting his hand on his face. “I’m sorry, whatever happened he must’ve escaped and got lost again…And I found this in the woods” he brought up Ethan’s necklace up close to the camera. “To whoever might see this I buried him a quarter of a mile up north, east of the river bend in the middle of a small clearing.” There was a moment of silence then- “I was the one who brought us into this, I’m locking up that chamber…” Suddenly John froze and listened. There was the faint sound of people whispering from downstairs.
 
John walked out of the room and down the stairs and into the living room. The room was empty. All that was left were the bags and travel cases the crew had placed in the room. The whispering, chanting voices were coming from downstairs in the basement.
 
He walked towards the kitchen stairs towards the basement and walked down the stairs with the night vision on revealing the tables set up in the center of the room. Then John suddenly stumbled backwards. “Oh my god! Linda!” he screamed.
The camera briefly pointed to Linda’s decapitated body in the center of the room just as it dropped to the floor and the screen turned black.
 
Jack sat there for a long time staring at the screen then he rewound the tape to the footage just before it fell out of John’s hands. He noticed something in the background, in the darkness of the room.
Jack found the brightness and contrast setting and raised the bar up until the image became visible. Several pale figures stood in the far edges of the room, watching John . Their faces were pale and sunken, vaguely resembling human faces.
 
It was well past midnight at the farmhouse but Jacob was wide awake in his room. He turned the camera to himself and talked to his imaginary audience: “Alright, the time is now twelve thirty two and I just woke up to see a strange figure standing outside the house in our backyard…I’m telling you guys the truth and here it is…” Jacob said as he pointed his camera through the bedroom window, “she was just there…”
Then it cut to him walking into the back yard with the camera in hand, the woods were so dark he put on the night vision, walking through the woods with the camera. For a moment the screen was completely dark. Soon the shed appeared out of the darkness. He creeped up slowly to it and walked inside.
The shed was empty.
Jacob turned the camera on himself “I’m telling you guys, there was someone walking towards the shed.” Unknown to him, at the doorway of the shed stood a dark, shadowy figure watching him. “I’m telling you Ashley!” he repeated and pointed the camera into the shed again. “She was right here!!” That’s when the battery when out and the screen went black.
 

Ashley woke up from a sound outside the farm house. it was the sound of the screen door tapping against the door frame once again. She walked down the hallway and noticed Jacob’s bedroom door was wide open. He always kept it closed when he slept. She walked into his room and he was missing.
She went downstairs and saw the back door wide open with the screen door rattling from the wind. She walked up closer and noticed the wire mesh was torn from the edges, hanging there. She called out to him outside but there was no answer.

Ashley immediately ran to the excavation site. There was nobody there. She ran up the trail and searched inside the trailer and checked the reception to call the police. It was dead. Something was wrong. The mist from the mountain was disrupting the signal, she kept thinking but was sure there was something else. The phones had been acting strange the entire time they had been at the site.
She went to Jack’s camper and it was empty as well, Jack had already left. The fire pit he had made the night before was shimmering next to the cold river. She went home and gathered her things then went into the woods to find her brother.
 
Jack headed to the farmhouse and saw the screen door was broken. He searched for signs of where the two might have gone. He found Jacob’s video camera lying on the ground where the woods began.  He realized something was wrong and went searching for the two.
He searched the entire day on foot and as night drew near he drove the van deeper into the woods down the narrow trail as the fog began seeping through the branches once again. After traveling for almost half a mile he had to stop the vehicle. He had gone too far into the mountains and the fog was now a thick, white blanket in front of the vehicle.

He got out of the van and looked around for signs of anyone from the crew, Ashley or David or Jacob. There was nobody answering. He called out into the forest, “Hey is anyone out there?” he shouted. There was no answer.
He looked around and noticed that strange symbol he had seen in the book Ashley had found in the shed engraved on one of the tree trunks. That’s when he saw David lying on the side of the road. Jack ran up to him calling his name. He was alive but unconscious with a rifle lying nearby.
Jack put David’s arm over his shoulder and pulled him off the ground and walked him towards the van.

Ashley searched the woods for Jacob with her flashlight. She called his name repeatedly but no answer. She then saw something far inside in the darkness of the woods and ran down the rows of trees towards a circle of stones placed under a trunk of a large tree. Jacob lay there in the center of it. Directly over his body was a Dogwood Cross smeared with blood. “Jacob!” she called out to him and ran towards his unconscious body. “Come on lets go Jacob!” she picked him up and walked back up towards the road.
 
Jack looked at the gas meter as he drove the van down the trail back towards the excavation site as fast as he can through the dense fog. He looked over at David in the passenger seat, bleeding heavily from his head and chest. The van reached the site and he stopped.
He ran into the trailer and checked the phone line, nothing but static again. Jack began searching the place for any medical supplies and found one on the shelf.
He scooted the archaeological equipment off one of the tables inside the canopy and rested David on the table and lit the kerosene lamp. Moments later He heard the sound of footsteps from outside and he turned around to see Owen peering through the side of the canopy with a rifle. “What the hell is going on?” he said as he walked inside.
“I found him in the woods, come here and lift his head up” Owen came and lifted David’s head as Jack bandaged it.
“Where’s Ashley and Jacob?” Jack asked.
“I was gonna ask you the same thing, I’ve been searching all day,  I don’t know”
“You’ve been alone this whole time?” Jack asked
“Yea Duane is dead. I saw his body in the woods”
“Who killed him?”
“The some people from town I’m guessing, they want to destroy all of this” he said referring to the tables with the bones.
“What about the rest of the crew?”
“I’m not sure, they might be dead for all I know…”
David was now breathing in short gasps of breath.
“Look after him” Owen said. “I’m checking the radio again” he said and left the canopy.
 
Ashley arrived back home after what seemed like hours through the woods. She rested Jacob on the couch in the living room. That’s when she first got a good look at the boy. He was getting pale and blue. His clothes tattered as if he’d been running in the woods for a few days. No shoes.

She carried Jacob to her room and put him on the bed. She placed a blanket over him and wiped the cold sweat from his forehead. She placed a hand on his cheek and noticed he was heating up. She grabbed the mug of tea from the table and put it to his mouth. He tilted his head refusing to drink it.
As she placed the mug back onto the table she noticed something: It was the Newspaper article she had seen many times, the house down the trail, the coven which had perished with the fire. Ashley looked at it for a long time.
Standing amongst the group of the thirteen members was a woman who looked identical to Susan, Just as young, even though the photo was taken almost a century ago. Ashley picked up the paper and looked at it closer.
It was definitely Susan…
She looked over at the mug on the table Susan had given her for the cold. There was something strange about the smell, she always thought. But now she began to realize something…

Ashley walked into the kitchen and opened the cupboard. There was a strange powerful odor emanating from a Small Ceramic Vase on the shelf and she picked it up and smelled it. It was dark green and smelled terrible. Her head immediately snapped back and the vase crashed onto the floor. She took a few steps backwards and saw the contents of the vase oozing on the kitchen floor. It was the same smell as the tea Susan had given her, but it was turning now. Into something not right. She had been drinking it the entire day. She knew instantly.  “Oh my god” she looked about the room and It was noticeably spinning, slowly. The fumes from the vase alone was causing her to hallucinate.

Ashley ran up the stairs to the second floor to her father’s room, where he kept his gun. She looked out the window to the back yard. There were three pairs of glowing red eyes moving across the backyard in the darkness towards the back entrance of the house. She can barely make out their features but they were very tall and all three were looking up at her through the window until they disappeared under the roof.
She turned back and searched for her father’s revolver which he told her was in the top shelf of the closet and found it, she checked and there were six bullets in the chamber.
It’s all in your head, she kept telling herself.
She went back to her room and put Jacob in the closet and closed the door and waited. The house was silent. Nothing moved. Ashley, with the revolver in hand moved out of her room slowly making her way down the hallway until she reached the top of the staircase, She stood there for a long while with the gun In hand, waiting for a sound.
The house was silent. She walked backwards down the hallway into her father’s room and as she closed the door three very tall pale beings came up the stairs, their piercing, blood red eyes fixing their gaze directly at her. Their skin was pale and one of their faces was deformed and burnt beyond recognition. Their heads were bigger than average and limbs much longer. She slammed the door shut and found a chair next to the door and moved it up against the door handle, this was the best she could do.
She moved back to the other end of the room as the things began tearing at the door. A large long crack appeared on the door from top to bottom.
She shot at the things at the other side, scrambling towards the window on the far side of the room. They came inside after her. She climbed through the window and onto the roof as they entered her room. She lost footing on the tiles of the roof and fell, slamming the back of her head against the ground.
Ashley lay on her back looking up at the window to her room, paralyzed. The beings had vanished. The woods surrounding her began to spin shortly before she lost consciousness.
 
Jack poured beer in David’s mouth from a half empty bottle nearby, most of it running down his mouth. The canopy was almost pitch black.
Suddenly he heard footsteps from outside the canopy and turned around. Four very dark figures entered the canopy and stopped several yards behind Jack in the shadow. They were not visible due to the darkness of the tent.
“You must be Jack” one of them said. “Where’s the rest of the crew?”
“He went to the Trailer to radio for help.” Jack told them as he watched David lying on the cold table. ”He needs a doctor” There was a long silence. None of them said a word. Then one spoke:
“It will be safer once the lunar eclipse begins, that way we could navigate safely through the woods” the woman said.
As his vision adjusted to the darkness Jack began to see their features. He saw their faces and realized the four figures in the canopy were the members of the Coven who supposedly perished in the fire years ago.
Jack began digging in David’s pocket.
“What are you doing?” A woman asked behind him.
“I’ll carry him back to the truck and drive him out of here…” Jack found the keys and put it in his pocket.
“It’s safer during the eclipse” The other man said.
“We don’t have time to wait, come on David get up”
 
Jack put David’s right arm over his shoulder and lifted him from the table and began moving towards the rear exit of the canopy. He was only a few feet away from the entrance when David began violently convulsing. Jack lost balance and stumbled onto the ground with David still shaking and gagging next to him. Jack stood up and watched as David contorted his body backwards with his spine cracking, mouth wide open. Black fluid began oozing from out of his mouth. “Help me get him up!” he said and looked up at the occupants of the canopy.
 
It was faint but Jack saw their faces. They resembled the crew he had seen in the footage but their faces were pale and expressionless, eyes dead and vacant. They were non-human. Jack walked backwards as the three men and the woman walked towards David. Jack bumped against the kerosene lamp as he rose up and knocked it on the ground and the fire began to burn out as he watched the four surround David.

Jack ran out of the canopy and up the trail several yards and turned back. The night was quiet again. The canopy was dark, there wasn’t a sound coming from it.
 
He ran up the trail and back towards his van and grabbed the rifle David had with him and looked back at the canopy. He took a deep breath and walked towards the canopy again.
 
Jack approached the entrance of the canopy slowly, pointing the flashlight directly into the opening but it was too dark and impossible to see.
With his free hand he flung open the canopy wall and pointed the rifle inside. All he saw was David’s headless body. Fresh blood sprayed on the sheets and table and across the ground. There was no sign of any of the four figures who he had just encountered.
Jack ran back to the farmhouse searching for Ashley and Jacob.  He ran across the backyard and saw the tile fragments on the grass. He looked up at Ashley’s bedroom window. It was open. There where tiles missing from the roof. Something had happened.
He ran through the screen door and entered the kitchen and saw drops of smeared blood on the floor. He walked into the dining room and saw Ashley lying unconscious on the floor. Jack called her name but there was no response. He heard footsteps behind him and turned around. It was Owen. “The radio’s dead, what the fuck happened?”
 
He ran up the steps to the second floor calling Jacob’s name. There was no answer. He walked down the hallway, the house was pitch black. He used the paraffin lamp to guide him towards Ashley’s room. The closet door was left slightly open and he found Jacob lying there. Jack lifted him up then stopped and looked out the window.                                              
There were multiple dark figures outside surrounding the farmhouse, all of them gazing up at the two of them. As the land surrounding the farmhouse began descending into darkness only their piercing eyes were visible.
As he placed Jacob on the floor of the living room he noticed a marking on Jacob’s chest. “What the hell is this?” Owen walked over and looked at it. It was that strange symbol from Ashley’s book cut into Jacob’s chest. “It’s definitely them” Owen said. “It’s a hex, it’s used by the villagers. They think it wards off the witches that live in these woods.”
“That doesn’t make sense…” said Jack.
“What’s to make sense? The whole town is crazy” Owen observed the symbol closer “It’s the same one from the book” He said.
“What book?”
“Don’t act like you don’t know Jack, I saw it when I came here looking for Ashley, in her room…” Owen said. “If they find that we have it they might kill all of us.”
 
Suddenly there was a light tapping on the window downstairs. Someone was trying to get in. He walked downstairs into the living room.
Jack walked up to one of the side windows and saw someone looking inside though the glass. It was David’s face looking inside. “David!” Owen called to him and approached closer but Jack quickly held him back. David began banging his head against the window again and again until a long crack appeared on the glass, soon tainted bright red from his blood. His head rocked backwards and disappeared from view.
Owen broke free from Jack and was about to run towards the back door when David’s head came smashing through the window and rolled across the kitchen floor next to his feet. Owen stood there in shock. At that moment they realized the room was darkening around them. “It’s the eclipse…” Jack said. The two rushed down the hallway towards the staircase as the faint moonlight cast through the windows began to fade.
The house was silent. Jack took the rifle and walked through the kitchen and peered from the doorway.
“They’re all around us” said Owen. “We gotta block these doors.”
The two began moving tables and chairs against the doors. Jack walked to the kitchen and looked out the rear window. A shadowy figure moved across the backyard.
Owen moved a small couch against the front door and looked through the window. There was nobody outside. He looked at Jack who was in the dining room and then he looked up towards the staircase, then headed in that direction making sure Jack didn’t see him.
Jack drew the curtains to the back windows and walked into the living room. He looked at Ashley and Jacob and then noticed Owen was missing. He walked up the staircase to the second floor of the house.
He walked down the hallway towards Ashely’s room where he saw a faint glowing light shining out from the doorway. He walked softly into the room holding the rifle and saw Owen there pouring the fluid from the Kerosene lamp onto the pages of the old Book on the floor. He bought out a zippo from his pocket. Jack cocked the rifle.
“Drop the lighter” Owen turned around and saw him.
“I’m burning this book”
Jack aimed the rifle at Owen.
“Put the lighter down”
“If they find it they’ll kill all of us you understand?”
“They’re not here for the book”
There was a long silence. “Drop the lighter Owen”
Owen stared down at the book on the floor and flipped open the zippo and produced a small flame. He took a step toward the book then, BANG!! A shot rang out, sending him stumbling against the wall. The lighter dropped to the floor.
Owen slid down the wall and onto the floor then looked down at the wound on his chest, then up at Jack. Blood poured out his mouth and onto his shirt. Jack stood there in shock.
 
With a few heaps of labored breath Owen sat up and reached into the back of his jeans and pulled out the silver revolver and raised it towards Jack, as Jack raised his rifle again towards Owen’s face and pulled the trigger, the blast snapping Owen’s head against the back wall.  Then the room was silent. His eyes turned vacant and his body lay still on the floor.
 
Jack exited the room and closed the door behind him, then rushed down the stairs, entered the living room and looked around. The room was empty.
 
He entered the kitchen and saw the trap door was left open. He walked down the staircase and entered the basement and walked into the stone chamber. Ashley was sitting there with her back to him, cradling Jacob in her arms whispering something to him. Jack called to her and walked towards her. “Ashley” he whispered.
 
He walked up to her and saw a ceramic Vase in her hand. Jacob’s mouth was wet from the dark greenish fluid. “Come on Ashley, let’s get outta here” he said and looked over at Jacob. He was growing increasingly pale.
“Where’s my Dad?” Ashley asked. Jack looked at her: “He’s with the crew” he replied. “He’ll be alright…” Jack answered and looked at her brother. His lips were turning blue and he was breathing slowly with cold sweat dripping from his forehead. “He’s dying” She said. “It’ll be alright, I’ll get help…” Said Jack.
Jack turned and looked at the outer edges of the wall at the skulls and bones in the far corners of the room then picked up the rifle and walked quietly up the staircase. He placed his hand on the trap door and slowly raised it peering into the dining room. There was nobody there.
 “I’ll get to the road and find help…” He looked down at Ashley who was hunched over Jacob. “It’s only a few miles down to the path to reach the main road…” Jack tried to comfort her but he was lost for words. “It’ll be alright I’ll run there and get help”
Ashley seemed as though she was almost in a trance.
“Do you hear that?” She asked.
“What?”
She looked around the room as the pages of the notebooks scattered off the tables due to the slight gust of wind from the tunnels. There was nobody else in the room besides them.
 
Jack walked up the staircase with the paraffin lamp in hand and opened the trap door and entered the farmhouse. He was about to exit the front door when he heard a glass shatter upstairs. Jack walked up the staircase and down the hallway and entered Ashley’s room to retrieve the book left on the ground several feet from Owen’s body.
 
As he picked it up he felt a presence approaching him from behind. A split second later he felt a sharp blinding pain in his back and turned around. There was a figure standing there but he couldn’t make out exactly who it was. Jacks legs gave out and he fell to his knees, and then started crawling towards the doorway. He felt the warmness of the blood gathering in his back, seeping through his shirt and running onto the floor. He crawled towards the bathroom and slammed the door shut and locked it.
 
He scooted himself towards the opposite door, the one leading down the hallway.
Moments passed as he caught his breath. Nothing happened. The room was quiet except for
his frantic breathing. Jack looked at his wound, he was bleeding from his shoulder onto the old rusted white tiles.
 
He placed his hand on the wound and looked at the floor and saw a broken fragment from the mirror lying on the floor and picked it up with a washcloth from the floor right next to him. He put his hand on the doorknob to the door leading to the hallway and slowly turned it until it opened.
 
He crawled into the hallway with the glass in hand and looked back towards the bathroom. It was empty. He stumbled down the hallway towards the stairs then looked behind him and saw a shadowy figure walking towards him, appearing from the doorway.
 
Jack stumbled down the stairs and landed on the floor and was momentarily dazed from the impact. He looked at the top of the stairs and saw only darkness. The room was too dark to see. He heard the thing coming down towards him, taking it’s first step down the stairs, then another. The room was almost completely black. His hand searched frantically for the last bullet somewhere on the floor as the footsteps walked down the staircase and entering the living room. Suddenly a shot rang out from behind Jack, sending it backwards onto the floor. For a brief moment the Flash from the rifle revealed Susan’s face.
 
Jack looked behind him and saw Ashley standing there with the rifle in hand.
She walked past Jack and walked closer towards her body. The face is not of Susan nor a demented witch, but of a normal human face of a very old woman, eyes gazing up blankly at the ceiling.
 
Ashley stood there for a moment in shock, then walked towards Jack lying on the floor.
He sat up and saw the legs of the woman who Ashley just shot looming out of from the shadow. He walked up to the corpse lying face up towards the ceiling. The face did not resemble Susan at all, but rather the face of an elderly woman, pale and contorted, eyes wide and mouth open.


Jack wrapped up the wounds then he and Ashley entered the basement once again. Ashley shined the light on Jacob. “There isn’t much time Jack, You have to get help.”
 
 
Jack ran alone along the narrow pathway down the trail through the woods, a white cloth tied around the wound just under his right shoulder. He continued on the path into the woods picking up the pace. He leaned up against a trunk of a tree for a brief moment to catch his breath and checked his wound, he’s was losing a lot of blood.
 
He continued along the very steep downhill passing, through the bushes and over the fallen trunks of the trees. He stumbled across the ground and pushed forward.
 
He ran through the night for what seemed like several miles when he suddenly tripped and fell on a fallen tree. He began rolling downhill rapidly then broke through the woods, landing onto the pavement of a quiet road in the middle of the woods, momentarily knocked unconscious. He raised his head slowly and looked to the side. A pair of headlights was fast approaching, rushing towards him.
 
Jack regained consciousness several days later in a hospital in a neighboring town. The nurses told him he was suffering from severe and rapid blood loss. He had gone into shock  and lost conscious on the way to the hospital. The local villagers rushed him to the hospital in the nearby town. He had been in a coma for a week and had barely survived.
He later told an officer from the town about what had happened and they went to the area which he described in the woods. A few days later they came back and told him they found nothing at the site, though they did find his camper and the old farmhouse up the trail. It was completely empty with no signs of any inhabitants. “The place has been abandoned for years” they told him. They checked the site behind the farmhouse where the excavation site was supposed to have been and found only the empty clearing.
They told him they had searched the area but found nothing of Ashley, her brother Jacob, David or Susan or the crew, and they told Jack there were no records of any crew in that area.

And that was it. He never heard anything else about the incident.


Jack returned to the site after he was released from the hospital. He traveled up the river a quarter of a mile from the site then walked east of the river bend and found the small clearing John had mentioned. There was a small grave mound there.
He stood there for a while and then traveled up the trail leading to the old farmhouse.
There were no signs of the crew or of Ashley, nor Jacob, or David. He walked through the empty rooms of the old farmhouse. The stone archways he found buried under the house were there still and underneath them he found the old Book.
            
Jack walked into Ashley’s room and it was empty. He looked at the area where Owen lay after he had been shot, gasping his final breath. The clouds began to thicken and the sky turned a dark grey and the land surrounding the house darkened as well.
Jack burned the book downstairs in the kitchen inside an old metallic trash can from Ashley’s room. He sat next to the fire leaned up against the wall watching the flames slowly consume the pages. The rain began pouring outside heavily and Jack soon dozed off.
 
In his dream he heard Ashley calling out to him in the darkness. He would shout out to her but she didn’t hear him. Jack followed her as she traveled down the stairs into the underground chamber where Jacob was. “Come on Jacob, were going home” she whispered and tried to pick him up, He was stone cold, lifeless. She sat near him for a long time, watching him. Jack heard the wind picking up outside and then she heard the whispering sounds around her again, Jack heard it as well. The sound of many voices speaking in words he couldn’t understand. The room began to turn dark.
She walked out of the room for a brief moment and then reappeared with the old Book from upstairs dowsed in Kerosene fluid.
She turned the pages and looked at the words. “I can hear it…” The wind began to pick up and the walls around her began to rattle and shake and moan and creak.
Jack watched her as she kneeled next to her brother turning the pages of the old burnt book. The lines of the hieroglyphs seemed to be slowly coming together. The whispering grew louder and louder.

She opened the book and began reading from it hoping to revive her dead brother.  Jack heard the voices of the pages echoing through Ashley’s head as she continued reading from the pages placed in front of her.
The lunar eclipse had plunged the house into darkness. The kerosene lamp began to flicker and slowly lose its flame. Ashley continued to read from the pages.
As the room blackened Jack sensed there were beings surrounding Ashley watching her. More appeared from the archways each time the flame from the kerosene lamp flickered. They were dark hellish beings crawling out from the darkness from the world beyond the archways.
More appeared and then more. Jack could now see them occasionally when the light from the flame hit them. The walls of the house continued to shake from the wind outside as Ashley continued reading. The flame weakened and then disappeared, plunging the room into darkness.


Jack woke up to the early morning light and leaned up against the kitchen wall of the farmhouse. He looked at the small metallic trash can in front of him. The fire had fully consumed the book to nothing but ashes. A hint of smoke still lingered from the steel bin. He turned and looked outside. The rain had stopped and a cloud of mist had engulfed the woods surrounding the house.
He walked outside through the front entrance and onto the porch, looking out past the side of the house.
There was nobody there. All he saw was the vast expanse of woods appearing through the mist. 

