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April 13th, 1996

I

have lived in the state of Ohio for as long as I can remember. But my mom told me that I was born in Braxton, in the neighboring state of West Virginia. After my dad passed away, we moved to my grandparent's house in Ohio and never returned to Braxton nor entered the state of West Virginia. She never told me why, and I didn't dare ask. My dad's passing away and our leaving Braxton were two questions that I was always curious about. One night, I overheard my grandparents talking to my mom, "Do you think George is still alive?" My mom simply nodded her head and replied, "He chose that life, it doesn't matter to me anymore."

I was confused. What life was my mom talking about? Can my dad still be alive? Several questions came to my head. I needed answers desperately. I straight up went to the room and began inquiring. My mom looked furious and told me that I am too small to know the answers that I'm seeking. I was sixteen years old! Big enough to know a lot of things. So, after everyone fell asleep, I opened my mom's old luggage that she never permitted me to look in. It was quite dusty, but once I opened it, several photographs and clothes were scattered on the floor. I began to analyze them one by one. The photos weren't useful, except for one. Where daddy was posing in front of a cottage in a forest.

The cottage looked different and unfamiliar. It had a long 7 feet tower on top, while the cottage was only a story. I flipped the photo and there was something scribbled on it. "December 6th, 1981, Braxton County," I must have been a year or two around that time, I thought. I took the photo out, then began closing the luggage. Suddenly, something caught my eye. It was an old newspaper cutout with the title, "Lost but Never Forgotten". My heart raced as I began reading through the news.

I figured out the answer that I was looking for. My dad had been actively investigating a case related to Flatwood Monsters but had suddenly disappeared after sending a confirmation letter about the existence of the monster. I was determined to find my dad. I had recently gotten my driver's license, so I was certain to leave the house the next day. I didn't let anyone know about my plan. So, leaving a note behind stating that, "I had left in search of dad."

I crept out of the house.

Braxton County was about a 5 to 6 hours drive from my house. After about five hours of driving, the sky started to look hazy. The dark clouds made it look like it was about to rain. It didn't rain, but the path looked unwelcoming and daunting. In no time, I spotted a small hut. Next to the hut was a green-colored wooden chair with a monster's body on top. I got out of my car and glared at the chair.

Someone must have seen me. So, a man in his thirties got out of the cottage and asked me who I was. I told him that I was headed toward the forest. He stared at me and shook his head, then quietly went inside.

I then hopped in my car and began to drive. The wolves were howling louder than I had ever heard. With my sweaty palms, I brushed aside my hair and rubbed my eyes. Just then, something moved in front of me. I couldn't distinguish what it was, but it was shining in a bright red color.

I took several deep breaths and accelerated my vehicle gradually. By then, it was pitch dark, besides the light from the moon and my car's headlights. In no time, something heavy dropped on top of my car and made a loud hissing noise. My body trembled in fear. It must have been a wild animal, I thought and doubled the speed of my car. But, despite increasing the speed, the creature didn't let go of my car. With its long sharp claws, it began to clasp on the car screen. It looked like a tall man with a round and red face that resembled the color of blood. Its horrific face was surrounded by a pointed, hood-like shape.

Shivers ran down my spine. I was extremely terrified. My car was moving at the fastest speed, but that had no effect on the creature. With my eyes glued onto the monster, I abruptly collided with a tree. Thankfully, nothing happened to me, but my car was thrashed. I took out my flashlight and shone it outside. The creature was gone. And I also spotted the cottage with the tower. one that I had seen in the photograph earlier. I rolled down the windows and listened to the sound outside carefully. Upon realizing that I was alone, I opened the car door and left. I swiftly walked towards the cottage, but I could feel nothing but fear when I realized I wasn't the only one that was walking. I was able to hear footsteps following me along with a hissing sound. I turned behind immediately.

I could now clearly see an entity with its head like the ace of spades and smelt like a pungent mist. It was the same creature that had clasped onto my car. I ran as fast as I could towards the cottage. I felt safe there. I took a deep breath of relief and began writing my diary. But now I can hear the door banging. It's getting louder and louder. I'm afraid the creature will find me. The cottage is empty and there is nowhere to hide. The entity has torn apart the door. Now it's standing in front. I have to lift my head up to look at it. It's 10 ft tall and resembles pure evil. It’s walking wobbly towards me, I am really scared. I can tell it's not pleased to find me here, as the hissing sound continues to be louder and louder.

(The diary was discovered by the investigators but Mary’s body is not yet found)
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O

ne summer afternoon my father received a letter. My brother and I were wondering what it was about since her looked shocked. He went to our mother and showed it to her. We didn’t know what they were talking about.

It seemed to be our parents business, and I knew it when, just as we were about to approach the letter, my dad crumpled it and tossed it into the trash before walking out of the house.

None of us said a word. Mom followed Dad outside, leaving Elvis and me puzzled, trying to make sense of what had just happened. Our curiosity got the best of us, so I moved closer to the trash and began to unfold the paper. It turned out to be a property document related to an inheritance. My grandfather had passed away, and my dad had inherited his home in Wyoming. I didn't even know that our grandfather had been alive for all those years. Elvis and I were completely shocked.

It somewhat also felt like a sign from the universe. We both knew there was plenty of information about our family history to be discovered in that home in Wyoming. It was obviously quite far from where we lived, but Elvis and I decided to take a chance and set out to uncover the past.

Later that day, when our parents returned home, they seemed perfectly normal. Without wasting any time, we informed them that we would be going on a
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