Creeped Out

By: DaNell Rasmussen


I was walking down the road to my house, on my back from the Post Office up the block, at around 8:30.  I got the peculiar feeling that someone was watching me, so I turned and checked the surrounding for any sign of movement or for a face.  There was none.  I quickened my pace and got home in a blur of running haze.

I went up to my room and made sure all of the windows were shut and that everything looked in order.  It did.  I sat down on the bed, opened my book, and started to get lost in the story right away.  I was reading Fablehaven: Rise of the Evening Star by Brandon Mull.


I put the book down at around 9:45 and fell almost immediately into a dream about my grandparents owning a secret preserve full of magical creatures.  Right in the midst of combat with a centaur I was rudely awakened.  I had felt something hit my face, almost like someone had thrown something at me.  When I looked to the side where I had been struck, I saw my little black cell phone there, where a moment ago it was not, for I was sure I had left it on the counter downstairs to charge.


When I looked around for any sign of the commotion I found nothing.  I got out of bed and looked downstairs and then turned the lights on upstairs and there was nothing in either place.  I was so creeped out!  I got back in bed and found my bag of tent pegs under my pillow.  That just made things even weirder!  My tent pegs had been missing for almost a year and they turn up the night before the year mark.


I was very shaken and didn’t sleep very long after that, and when I did it was a troubled sleep.

This was not a dream this really happened, and I am still freaked out by the idea that someone threw my own phone at me and hid my tent pegs under my pillow! X-$

