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If she were still alive she probably wouldn't read this book but would be glad I wrote it.
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A Sealed Coffin

۩

(Prologue to Proceeding Tale)
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Rebecca lay unconscious within her freshly prepared tomb. Her body was calm and unmoving as dirt was continually placed on the coffin lid. Shadows near her feet crawled slowly around exposed flesh. Rebecca was wearing jeans and the clothing offered little protection. The shadows were covered with thick hair and sported fangs, the weaponry of arachnids.

As the spiders decided when and where to feast, Rebecca’s eyelids rapidly pulsated from underneath as she saw night visions. Nightmares were a better escape from the woman’s current, fast-approaching end.

Rebecca stood in a house. The walls were bare. The air was deathly still. She walked forward slowly, testing the wood floor as if it was not entirely stable. Up ahead, a hallway opened to her. The path was long and twisted. The light came from unknown sources and flickered with playful danger, providing illumination only long enough for the eye to adjust before the onlooker was cast back into confusion.

As Rebecca moved down the corridor her eyes darted to the nearby walls and empty pieces of furniture. Dust covered wood outlined missing picture frames, books and journals. The memories had been taken by a sinister force. An entity was in the house with Rebecca. She felt as if a violent spirit hung above her. As if something ancient and ravenous was watching, following, waiting to feast on her flesh and tear into her soul.

Ahead, the corridor opened to a large room. A far wall held neatly interconnected windows. Beyond the glass dark clouds undulated and churned. At the far corner of the room a grand piano stood silently. Rebecca felt drawn to the piano and quietly approached. Beyond the window glass a spike of lightening fell to the ground from the undulating blackness. A forest of thick trees wavered violently back and forth helplessly against heavy winds. Rain hammered down with concussive, muffled force as if pushed by a black, animalistic presence.

Then, Rebecca watched as the piano keys began to move downward. A tune rose and filled the room. Rebecca’s face twisted with confusion as she tried to place the melody. The rhythm was painfully familiar and yet, the words escaped her mind.

Then, Rebecca froze as a shadow passed by her. The signature of a sinister presence quickly escaped from view. Rebecca turned to the empty doorway and saw only the dim lights of the corridor. She pulled away from the piano and searched for her observer.

In another room Rebecca fingered the dusty furniture. She thoughtfully traced an outline of a missing journal near a neatly made bed. Where were the pages? Where were the expressions of the person dwelling in this sad, empty place? Where were the memories?

Rebecca suddenly doubled over in pain. She looked down in horror as blood pushed outward, soaking her clothes from below her navel. She shivered at the silent violation from an unknown evil. With curious terror, Rebecca reached downward to her injury. She lightly touched the blood and brought the evidence close to her face. Rebecca rubbed her fingers together trying to understand, trying to grasp the situation.

Rebecca got up and moved down the twisted corridor heading for the front door of the house. She felt dizzy and disoriented as she stumbled forward. Blood dripped from her body leaving a jagged trail in the hallway. Rebecca rounded a corner entering the main room of the house. 

She froze. A little girl stood at the doorway to the house. The little girl watched Rebecca with black eyes. Blood dripped down the girl’s body from her arms and clothing to the wood floor.

Rebecca uttered frightened words. “Who are you?”

The little girl did not answer. She quietly reached behind her back and pulled a hunting knife free. The knife was dripping with blood and chunks of flesh. The little girl eyed the blade with her empty eyes. She seemed to watch the chunks of flesh as they intermingled with the blade’s blood and crawled downward. The little girl spoke with a deep, unnatural voice.

“You need to see Rebecca.”

Rebecca stood in shocked silence. Then a crash tore at her senses. Rebecca whipped her head around searching for the sound. She ran back into the dim corridor. Rebecca suddenly winced as her feet were cut by broken glass. She looked down to see the entire hallway patterned with smashed picture frames and shattered glass. There were no images.

Slowly, Rebecca walked down the hallway. Her feet were cut repeatedly leaving horribly blotted footprints against the wood floor. Small shards of glass dug into her flesh. But the woman moved forward with a surreal focus. Her eyes kept straight ahead as if expecting a revelation at any moment.

Then, Rebecca stopped. A door creaked open and wind exited a beckoning room as if a final breath was being released from a long tortured soul. Rebecca paused. She lifted one of her feet and eyed the damage with a curious detachment from the extremity of her situation. Then she moved forward again and entered the dark room.

The air was deathly quiet in the starkly furnished bathroom. In a corner a claw foot bathtub was set by careful hands. Near the bathtub iron rods held old bath towels and across from the rods a porcelain sink stood at attention. A small window high above the furnishings displayed the stormy night. Assaulting rain, wind, lightning and thunder were muffled through thick glass. And a tree branch slapped the glass to the rhythm of the wind.

Rebecca’s breath penetrated the darkness. Her breathing was steady and deliberate as she moved toward the bathtub. Drops of water slowly fell into liquid. Drops of water slowly fell from the bathtub faucet into the expanse of blood the bathtub contained. Small chunks of human flesh floated at the surface. Rebecca’s breathing became more rapid and panicked.

Then the blood began to stir. At first, the liquid rippled slowly. Then the blood moved more violently. The undulating blood whipped into a boiling frenzy before the woman. Rebecca watched as a face emerged from the boiling blood.
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