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The sound of my feet cracking the small twigs as I walked was like canons in the eerie silence. The forest was cold, but not the type of cold that required a jacket. A cold that made you feel free. On each side of me laid empty river beds. The cracking walls of them had several holes in them. It looked as though God had reached down from the heavens and plunged a tooth pick into the dirt over and over. I couldn't help but wonder what creatures made their domain in each of the holes. I didn't care to witness any of them lurking around, the mere thought gave me the slight creeps.


My body grew gooseflesh as a chill breeze washed itself over me. I cupped my hands over my mouth and let out a long breath. I rubbed my hands together and continued to walk down the long, straight path that lead me through the thick forest.


The trees that were rooted all around me swayed with a mystic sense of power. I looked to my right at a large pine and ventured to think what sort of demons were present; what was watching my every move, smelling my ever breath? I felt foolish even considering that any winged demons from the dept of hell were in my presence. But the way the air smelled and felt made it impossible to not wonder.


As I continued to walk down the path, I felt a sense of dread come over me. I couldn't determine what had caused the feeling, so I shook it off and took a slight turn at a bend in the bath. 


The small hairs on my neck rose and my body shivered. I paused, my feet stuck in the ground. The sight before me made the marrow in my bones freeze and my gut clench. My mind was frozen, stuck on one thought, and one thought alone. The emotion that consumed this thought was utter shock.


After seeing nothing but dry shrubs, insects and the occasional reptile in the river beds, I couldn't believe what filled them now. I couldn't believe that my stroll through the forest had gone from nothing severely out of the ordinary to a scene from a horror movie.


Stacked from the bed of the river bed to the rim were hundreds of bloodied bodies. Each one of them had a single bullet wound between their eyes. It appeared that every one of them had been executed, I could not think of any crime that deserved such a punishment. I took a small step closer to the river bed on my left and looked closer at the bodies. I had to cover my mouth with my hand to keep from passing out from the horrendous fumes that seeped from the bodies. I shook my head when I saw that there were not only adults, but children. They were all together in heaps of death.


I felt my stomach turn horribly and I took a step away from the river bed. I fell to my knees on the dirt floor and felt the bile rise in my throat. A cold sweat covered my forehead and I forced myself to get back onto my feet. I had to get out of this place. Standing up wasn't an easy task and my legs felt unstable once I was completely vertical. 


I made my legs move quickly down the path. I wanted to find a way out. I had to find a way out. I couldn't bare feeling their soul less eyes digging into my flesh anymore. The way the childrens' eyes were full of undeniable fear and pain made my body ache. I looked up ahead and saw that the river beds were coming to an end. 


I started running toward my exit. I couldn't bring myself to stop, no matter how badly the burn in my legs came to be. I had to get away. I had to get away and tell someone of this horror. I stopped when I came to a large fallen tree. Luckily, it did not block my path, only swayed it. My only option was to go to my left, I took any chance I could get. 


Taking one last look at the valley of dead, I felt my eyes fill with tears. I took my escape and started walking down this new path. The moment I got far enough away that I no longer smelled death, an overwhelming pain filled my head. I fell to the ground and put my hands against my head, feeling a scream start to creep up my throat.


Suddenly I could see a picture in my head. I saw a room. A room that appeared to belong to a girl. I heard a high pitched scream and then saw her. The girl was pinned onto her bed by a large man. I couldn't make out the words that he shouted at her, but I knew that they were nothing pleasant. The man suddenly took a step back from the girl and looked up. I could see straight into his dark, menacing eyes. Then he went toward the girl's window and smashed the glass with his fist. I heard one last scream and then it all went black.


Opening my eyes, I felt my body shivering with fear. My breath came out heavily and my head continued to throb. I rubbed my eyes with my palms, not understanding what I had just seen. I dragged myself to my feet for a second time and took slow steps forward. Out of the corner of my eye I saw something white. I turned and looked closer. It was a house.


I started walking in the direction of the house and once I came out of the trees, I could see it more clearly. It was a large Victorian house with several floors. I glanced up at one of the higher floor windows to see it was smashed. Something inside of me shifted and my body began walking toward the front door of the house without my mind's full consent.


I opened the door without knocking and then suddenly found myself in a different room. I looked around me, confused as to how I got there. I shook it off, realizing that I had seen too many odd things to sit there and ponder how I had gotten somewhere so fast. I realized that I stood in the room that I had seen in my mind. The wooden desk was on its side and there was glass all over the floor. The bed was covered in blood and there was a small trail of blood leading toward the window.


Walking over to the window, I could feel the fear and confusion plaguing every bit of my body. I looked out of the window, wondering what I would see. In the front yard of the house, I could see a man chasing a woman. They were coming toward the house. I began to walk toward the door of the room when I was suddenly down stairs, standing by the front door.


Without thinking, I opened the door and saw that the couple was getting closer. The woman ran through the door, her white night gown covered in blood. I tried to shut the door before the man could get into the house as well, but I failed. He flung his self into the house and went toward the girl. I grabbed him by the hair and kneed him between the legs, causing him to fall to the ground.


Then it was like my body was on auto pilot and my mind completely disappeared. I grabbed the man's left arm and bent it in an awkward way until I heard a loud snap. The man let out a horrifying scream and tried to get away from me. I sat backward on his chest and wrapped my hand around one of his legs. I pulled it away from his body with all the strength I had until I heard another snap. Screams filled the air and then I felt hands pulling me away from him.


“Stop! Stop! He means no one any harm!” I heard a woman's voice say to me.


I turned around and looked at the woman. I wanted to shake her small body. “NO! Can't you see?! He was trying to hurt her!”


The woman shook her head. “No, he was not. He means well. Look at him. He bears the face and eyes of a child.”


I looked at the man, whose face was currently twisted in pain. He glared at me and I saw bright blue eyes full of hate. A quality that no child had.


“No,” I wanted to say more, but I was suddenly somewhere else. I looked around me. I was back in the forest. 


I clenched my fists and hit them against the nearest tree. I fell to the ground when a realization came over me. There were no winged demons surrounding me in the trees. They were not fallen angles, they were not rebels from hell. No. The only demons that existed were the human beings of the earth. A sick feeling overwhelmed me. That had to be true. How else could anyone of killed all those people, hurt that woman, attacked a stranger. Demons were everywhere. Inside of us. Inside of me. They merely needed to be provoked.

