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HELLO, HELLO, AND WELCOME. 

For tonight’s entertainment, it has arrived at last. Oh, I know you’ve been so patient. We have that in common. We, as in you and me. I’d ask your name, but I cannot hear your answer. We are too far apart. And where am I, you may ask? Now that would spoil the show! Let’s just say, I am waiting at the end of this show. Waiting for you. Waiting there alongside the truth. I wouldn’t begrudge you for skipping to the last pages. But that would be very disrespectful to the characters of my little show. Who am I? In time, I will tell you. But for now, the show is about to begin. I must have traveled thousands of miles in search of these incredible people you are about to meet. They are interesting to say the least. And one by one, you will behold the amazing things they can do. And what they do...they do very well. 

You may refer to me, I am the ringmaster. And you may call, Mr. Black. 

And this little show you are about to witness, is called 

The Carnival Of Fear.

Our show begins with a tale of love, and vengeance. God said, vengeance is mine...Cleary, God’s never met The Puppeteer.
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Act 1

Strings of Fate
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By 

Tyler H
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THE FIGURE TOOK A DEEP bow towards his audience but no claps or applause could be heard. Instead there was only silence in the ornate halls of the grand theater.

The figure frowned, raised his head to see the people who had been spectating his performance, the spotlight now illuminating his masked face. The figure was dressed in a grand tailcoat which reached to the base of the stage and trailed a little behind them, under the tailcoat they wore a vest which covered a blood-stained shirt, they were also wearing a pair black trousers. The figure’s hands ended in a matching pair of white performers gloves, these gloves where unique as they also had strings running from them. Moving higher, the face of the figure hidden by a white jester's mask, one that someone may see at a travelling circus and finally, the grand top hat that sat upon their head.

As the figure straightened their posture, the sound of running footsteps could be heard from outside the treater halls. Within the next couple of seconds, the doors burst open as police officers entered the room. The sight in front of them was stomach-turning.

The audience of people who had come to that play were no longer within the confines of the chairs; instead they had been strung up to the ceiling and walls of the opera house. The bodies of the people were mangled between themselves as limbs were intertwined and bound together like knotted cables. Some of the people had the limbs completely detached and those missing limbs still had fresh blood flowing from them. 

One of the officers that had entered the room had grabbed a nearby trash can, and vomited into it.

Another officer slowly moved towards one of the hanging bodies.

“LOOK OUT FRANK!!!” Another Officer yelled.

Frank had stepped on what seemed to be a piece of thread. The thread then suddenly wrapped around the officer's leg, jerking him upwards with such speed and force that the sound of his bones breaking sent echoes throughout the whole 0dxroom.  Frank let out a heart-wrenching scream as the muscles in his legs were torn apart as the line cut deeper into his flesh. “No one else move, who knows how many more traps this sick bastard has.”

The speaking officer directed his voice towards Frank “everything will be okay Frank; we just need to make sure that there are no more “puppet tangle” traps nearby before we can get you down. Do you think you can hang on for a minute”

Frank angrily responded “Was that meant to be a dame pun Dave!” as he tried to keep his breathing under control. “Too soon, sorry.” responded the Officer named Dave with a nervous laugh.

For the next thirty minutes, the group of officers carefully and slowly checked the rest of the area for more “puppet tangle” traps while lowering Frank from the ceiling. 

When Frank was safely on the ground one of the officersvfff checked the injury. Dave walked up to the officer inspecting Frank. “How’s he looking?” 

“Not good sir, Franks Fibula and Tibia bones in his left leg were shattered, and some muscle tearing in his calf muscles. He’ll need urgent care soon "

"Right. Alice, Bobby, take officer Frank to the nearby hospital and be quick about it.” 

6 hours later

Officer Dave was sitting at his office desk pouring over the notes and reports for the most recent case. The case in question being a chain of crowd killings by a single figure. The Puppeteer. The murders always happen where a stage can be found, and all the victims of the Puppeteer are found hanging from either the walls or ceiling. Next, all their limbs are mangled and bundled together as if they were string puppets. The weapon used to commit these crimes is a specially made fishing line which we’ve stress tested it up to a thousand pounds, easily.

This most recent case had involved 1 injured officer and 34 dead audience members.  

Dave thought, (How do they keep getting away with this? This is the twelfth event in the past decade and they keep getting more esthetic.)

Suddenly brought out of his thoughts as an officer knocked on his door, “sorry sir but the investigation team have found something at the crime scene.” “What is it?” “It's odd sir, it seems to be an old poster of a traveling circus.”

Dave looked perplexed “What?” As the officer handed over the poster to Dave, he could see what he was talking about. It was a 1930s style poster, with a circus tent in the background with bright red and blue strips covering it and in bold text at the bottom of the poster “Come on down to the Redwood traveling circus, a fun place for all the family.”

Dave thought for a second (Redwood why does that sound so familiar?) Then it hit him, he bolted up from his desk and ran out the room. He had only one destination in mind, the case log office. As he entered, he ran over to a filing cabinet which had lost sheets of paper and multiple stacked folders on top of it. Dave pushed the folders off the cabinet, which all landed on the with a thud on ground, papers held within the folders go flying across the room. He was looking for a certain case from 15 years ago. It took him a couple a minute but he finally found it.

The case in question was a wild fire incident that broke out during a circus performance at Redwood Street, the fire was caused by a candle which was being used as a prop for the knife throwing tricks act. During the act, one of the knives hit the side of a candle making it land on the fabric which made the outer layer of the circus catch fire, spreading until it was out of control.

One of the victims of the fire was Dave’s own son. Due to the ferocity of the flames and the time it took for the firefighters to arrive, most of the people caught in the fire were burnt to such a degree that only bone fragments and piles of smoldering flesh remained.

After looking through the file Dave knew that the poster from the crime scene had to be linked to the circus and possibly this case. He took the case file and the poster and made his way towards the police director’s office to get permission as well as a warrant to investigate the grounds on where the circus had taken place.

5 hours later...

As Dave’s police car pulled into a parking spot on the side of Redwood Street, he looked to the passenger seat of this police car. In the seat sat the following items: the poster for the redwood circus, the case file of the wild fire from 15 years ago, a search warrant and finally his police side arm and torch. He quickly looked towards the dashboard of his car (22:35, I need to hurry!) With this he grabbed his equipment and made his way out of the car and towards the grounds where the circus laid.

After a 30-minute walk, he arrived at the crumbled and burnt remains of the circus, the past 15 years hadn’t been kind to this place, the timber used to build the supports of the tents and been snapped and burnt during
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