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Horror in
Sentences


Hurting a person you
love.

 


A trusted loved one
betraying you.

 


"You aren't my father."

 


"You aren't my mother."

 


"You aren't my child."

 


"Life is not worth living."

 


"I'm done with life."

 


Falling into mortal sin.

 


Being rejected by loved
ones and distanced from them.

 


A death in the family.

 


The death of a
friend.

 


Living in crippling debt.

 


The inevitability of death.

 


Being unable to feed yourself and your
family.

 


Living with a broken and faithless
family.

 


Losing the only job you
have.

 


Not knowing your purpose in
life.

 


Children being abused and
taken advantage of by those who should be taking care of
them.

 


The genocide of the unborn that is
abortion.

People being sold and used as objects rather
than being treated as human beings.

 


"I never loved you."

 


The reality of Hell that is
being separated from God for all eternity.

 


Experiencing pieces of Hell in real life by
living a miserable and sinful life.

 


Wars that only result in suffering and death
that enriches corrupt leaders.

 


Falling into the same
harmful habits such as pornography, alcoholism, and self-harm over
and over again.

 


A parent burying their own child.

 


Being trapped in the ocean.

 


Starving to
death.

 


Being trapped in a room with a person that
you severely dislike.

 


 


Intoxication

 It’s another holiday party with family, friends, and friends
of family and other friends coming over. The house is thankfully
big enough to fit everyone and everyone is friendly enough to talk
with one another except for you. There’s no one who you dislike or
uncomfortable with, and yet, you struggle to converse with anyone
until they walk away and talk with someone else. You know that this
isn’t because they don’t like you. It’s just that someone else
grabbed their attention and thought you were done talking to
them.

While sitting at a table
with your family, a new person enters the party. He doesn’t grab
your attention until you see him sit at your table. There’s
something about him that makes takes your attention away from
everything else even the people talking to you. The sound around
you becomes muffled as this new boy becomes the center of your
focus. He doesn’t particularly look impressive nor does he seem all
that special, but you are still enraptured by him.

His eyes meet yours and he
begins to talk to you, but you can’t hear anything that he says to
you nor can you respond. You can only stare in wonder and awe. When
he smiles at you, you feel a flutter in your heart. Is this the
beginning of a lifelong bond? Friendship? True love at first sight?
Whatever the case is, you can’t control yourself even when you get
up to follow him as he goes to get food and something to
drink.

Your legs move on their own
to get closer to him and your arms push past everyone in your way.
In his presence, you notice that he doesn’t have a particularly
good cologne on, so what is it that makes you want to be near him?
Is he some kind of pagan witch who’s put a spell on you? Is this
demonic magic at work? Could it be something holy? Is your guardian
angel trying to tell you that this is a person you should take note
of? Regardless, his presence feels like being outside on a fall day
that fills you both with warm and a relaxing chill.

Noticing that you’re near
him, he smiles and begins talking to you. You still can’t hear what
he’s saying, but your eardrums feel pleased just hearing the
vibrations of his voice. It’s a soothing sound that makes you want
to listen to him talk forever. He then curiously tilts his head
noticing how strange it is why you aren’t saying anything. He nods
and asks something while gesturing towards the front door. You
smile and nod without your control or knowing what he
said.

The boy goes to the table
you were sitting at while you follow him and says something to the
people at the table while gesturing to the front door again. They
seem confused or worried, but then he says something, and they nod
in agreement to him. You then follow him outside and walk the
streets. He keeps talking to you with a muffled voice and the only
thing you do is smile, nod, and walk with him all without
controlling yourself. You keep walking with him into the dark of
the night not knowing where you are going.

Time seems to pass so
slowly with him. How long have you been walking with him? The only
light around you now is the moonlight since you’ve walked so far
from the neighborhood. Are you going to take a walk through the
park forest at this time of night? The park isn’t that far from
other houses, but why is he bringing you out here? Who knows? The
only thing you know is that you’re totally captivated and trapped
by him.

 


 


 


Accident

 You’re a hard-working parent like you should be. You work
from nine-to-five to make what you need for your family. Your
spouse works hard as well and you only see them in the morning and
at night since you work in separate places. The job you have leaves
you exhausted every day and wanting a better job or at least a
better paycheck for what it does to you. Despite all the hardship,
it’s worth it. You do it for God, for your spouse, your parents,
your friends, and last but not least, your daughter.

Your daughter always
manages to make it worth it for you as the reality of her situation
doesn’t faze her since this is all she knows. She appreciates her
possessions and her family more than normal children because you’ve
taught her well and sent her to a decent school. Seeing her smile
is enough to lift your spirits back up to play with her after a
hard day of work, however, repetition can make things dull and you
begin to feel less and less energized by her smile and high
spirits. In the future, she might not be this energetic and
positive, and despite knowing this, you stop playing with her and
just rest your weary body. This rest does make you feel more awake,
but your spirits are still down.

The life that you live
continues to drain you until one day you snap. Without realizing
it, you harshly smack your daughter into the wall so hard that it
leaves a dent in it and your daughter lies unconscious on the
floor. What you’ve done hits you like a truck as you call an
ambulance for her since she isn’t waking up. What have you done?
Why couldn’t you control yourself? Why didn’t you? What are you
going to tell your spouse? Are you going the lie to them and tell
them it was an accident and she just fell down the steps and hit
her head on the wall? You told that lie to the people in the
hospital, so why not, but still.

What will your daughter
think? She’ll know the truth assuming the damage to her head
assuming it isn’t too serious. You may have lost the love she’s had
for you in one way or another. The bill that the hospital gives you
means that you’ll have to work more for a time to pay it off, but
that’s not your primary concern, and money and work will no longer
bother you for a time being. Instead, you watch out for the enemy
within, which was the greatest threat to your daughter’s life for a
moment.

 


 


Isolation

 “It’s time to wake up!”

Is it already time to wake
up? Oh, it is. I quickly get dressed and head
downstairs.

“Good morning,” I say to
my parents and grandparents.

“Shut up and hurry up. Eat
your breakfast and get out of here,” grandpop says.

Okay, okay. I quickly eat
then try to give everyone a kiss only for my grandma to put her
hand up.

“There’s no time to waste.
Get out, get out!” she says.

“Alright. Love you all!” I
say only to have grunts as responses.

I’m not that late. What’s
with everyone today? Maybe they just really want me to not be late,
so I rush to school and get there with time to spare. School is as
forgettable as always. What isn’t forgettable is the cold looks
that people give me as I pass them in the hallways. It feels like
they shoot me with an invisible laser from their eyes that chills
me. Thinking that my friends will give me some rest from this crazy
day, I go to them at lunchtime only for them to give me the same
cold look. It’s been hard trying to be near and talk to them all
day, but I didn’t think they were intentionally trying to stay away
from me until they get up from the table as soon as I sit down. Is
there something wrong with me? Do I smell? Do I look funny? Did I
say something to get people aggravated at me?

Hopefully, this will change
later today since there’s a special event at the marketplace. Lots
of stores have sales and there are a lot of street performances to
take advantage of the gathering crowds. My friends, family, and I
usually go for fun, however, no one in my family wants to go. When
I call and text my friends, they don’t pick up or respond so I go
by myself. The mood at the marketplace is soothing especially after
what I’ve been through today. To add to the oddities of today, the
mood of everyone changes when I’m in their area. They stare at me
funny and seem to murmur something harsh. They seem to go back to
being happy only when I’m a fair distance away from them. Am I
cursed or something?

Surprisingly enough, I find
my friends at the marketplace with some new person who looks like
me. As I get closer, this person sounds almost exactly like
me.

“Hey!” I call to them with
a smile.

They look at me and smile
back. At least they don’t give me the same dirty look like last
time.

“Who is that?” one says to
another.

“We don’t know
you.”

“Leave us alone,
loser.”

Huh? They walk past me
while talking to each other.

“What kind of idiot calls
out to people like that?”

“Did you see how trashy
that outfit was?”

“And that’s not to mention
how ugly that face was.”

“Haha!”

What were they talking
about? Why were they so mean? They look back at me as they continue
to laugh. People knock me over into a dirty puddle on the
street.

“Stop standing around, you
idiot,” they say as they keep walking before looking at
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