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My Story Begins


I'm Samantha. I'm going to tell you my story from the beginning.

We all have a story to tell, so here's mine.
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It all started before I was born. Evil followed my family's path. When I was 5 years old my mom let my great-grandparents watch me for the day.

That night, I heard a knock on the front door. I remember hearing someone saying, "Hello, Hello, open the door."

I ran to my great grandpa, telling him, "Grandpa, there's someone at the door."

As soon as I said that, my great-grandma ran to the front door, trying to stop my grandpa from opening it.

We all saw a big bird talking, and it sounded like an older lady saying, "Open the door! Open the door!"

My great-grandma pushed my great-grandpa, telling him, "Don't open the door; it's not a human."

As she started praying and closing all the windows, we saw a shadow of a big bird flying around the house, screaming, "Open the door!"

As I grew a little bit older, my grandparents had passed away, and it was hard to talk about what happened in the past. I would have never known how deep this story really gets when we moved into the same house where everything happened. It was a big White house with 2 bedrooms, the front door was brown, with 4 locks on the inside. The back door had even more locks, 7 in total.

The last thing my great grandma told me was, “I will be with you when you fight it."

I never knew what that meant until later on. My grandpa's mom was very mean. She didn't like little kids, especially babies. One day, she had to watch my great-grandma's daughter and brother. Her brother was only 12 months old, and she was so cruel to them. She stopped feeding them, and then one night, when her baby brother was crying, she grabbed him, put him by the window, and left the window open. When the little girl heard no more crying, she knew it was too late. She took the baby's life. The next day, she passed away outside in front of the house where we lived.

I was about 14 years old when my mother left me, my sister, and my brother at our house where we grew up our whole lives. Our mother had left us without saying anything. We were all still in school; my sister was 13, and my brother was 11. Things got hard for us as we hadn't seen our mom for 2 weeks, and we hadn't heard from her. Our mother never taught us how to cook or drive. As the oldest, I had to do the hardest things of my life.

I wanted to be a chef. I studied every day at school. I stayed in school for a while. I started to realize we didn't know how to cook or do anything because our mother didn't teach us. I went to school and approached my teacher, asking a lot of questions about how to cook. I told my teacher I wanted to be a chef. My teacher started to talk about how her husband is a chef and about all the dinners he would make her. I got my pen and started writing everything down. As school was about to end, we all got on the bus.

I told my sister and brother, "I'm going to make dinner."

They looked at me with a smile on their faces. "We haven't had a good dinner for a while."

I made something simple and easy to cook—meat, corn, and tomato sauce. Since my teacher gave me that recipe, I've been cooking it every day. My sister and brother were getting tired of the food, but they were still thankful to be eating without an empty stomach. I had to think of new ways to cook. I was at school, and it was Library day, so I asked my library teacher if she had any cooking books. She had a lot of books about cooking. I got my pen and started reading and writing everything down. Every day I went to school, I would learn more and more about cooking. When it was time to go home, I started to notice my brother and sister were wearing the same clothes every day to school, and their faces were so sad. I felt the pain and the hurt they were going through, as I was hurting as well.

I shouldn't show them how I was hurting. I had to be strong for them. I made the decision to stop going to school to take care of my sister and brother as they went to school, and I stayed home. I noticed our food is getting low. We don't even have a phone to call our family to help. I had to think of something quick. I went next door and asked to borrow their phone. They said yes... I'm using their phone. I called my mom, but she didn't answer; I called my mom’s sister.

She answered, "Who's this?"

I said, "It's me, Samantha." She said, "Is everything okay?"

I told her what's been going on, and she started to cry.

She said, "I'm on my way."

My heart was feeling joy as I waited outside.

She got to my house with food in her car and said, "I'm going to try to get your mom back home. Till then, I will move in and help y'all."

I started to cry.

She hugged me and told me, "I won't leave y'all."

My mom's sister was working every day, and my sister and brother were in school during the day, and after school, they would go skating.  I was alone. There were times when everyone was going out with their friends while I had one friend that I didn't tell what was going on. No one knew what was going on with me. I didn't want to tell anyone; they wouldn't believe me.

One day, I was walking on the road with no one around. I didn't realize I was lost without knowing it. I walked for hours with no one beside me. For a short period of time, I felt scared. In my mind, I was thinking it's only me. Every house was empty, all the lights were off, and it was so dark I couldn't see where I was stepping. I fell down and felt like I was falling into a hole in the ground. It felt like hours. I didn't know if it was a dream or if this really happened. All I was thinking was if I was dreaming, I didn't want to wake up. I knew if I woke up, I would be in a house where it was so evil.

I woke up. No one knew my nightmares could be so real, so deep in the earth, without knowing the pain, the hurt I went through. My pain started at a house I grew up in, not knowing the house I lived in my whole life had terrifying, evil souls. My dreams got so dark and so evil. The same woman I saw when I was 5  was watching me as I started hurting myself, squeezing my thighs, pinching my thighs, trying to feel pain so I wouldn't be dreaming. I had to take a bath. I'm bleeding. I see three flies, then more flies. I thought I was dreaming, but how can I be dreaming when I'm in the bath? I start scratching my thighs. Then I got a phone call from a person I was talking to. I
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