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The Grandmother
 
 At just 7 years old, I remember vividly the night when strange events unfolded in my home in Rio Piedras, Puerto Rico. My grandmother was away visiting her son in New Jersey, leaving me and my mother alone in the house. I went to take a bath, but as I emerged from the bathroom, something caught my eye. The door to my mother's room was open, with darkness pouring out from within. Through the faint light, I could make out the figure of an old woman lying on the bed. My first thought was that my grandma must have arrived earlier than expected and had fallen asleep in my mother's room. Curiosity took hold of me, and I padded towards my own room to find my mom heading towards hers. It was then that I realized she was alone in her room.

Unable to shake off this eerie feeling, I tried to distract myself and get some rest. But as the night went on, sleep eluded me. My mom's door remained closed and locked, yet I couldn't shake off the image of my grandma sleeping soundly in there. Eventually, I couldn't resist any longer and decided to investigate.
I made my way to my grandmother's room, knowing exactly where she kept her spare key. The air felt thicker as I approached, and when I finally unlocked the door and swung it open, what I saw sent shivers down my spine. Three figures stood before me - witches with wrinkled faces and gnarled hands. My heart racing, I quickly slammed the door shut, locked it back up, and returned to my room.
When my mom came into my room later that night, I mustered the courage to tell her what had happened. She assured me that my grandmother was still in New Jersey and that everything was fine. To this day, that memory haunts me and serves as a reminder to always trust your instincts...even if they seem to defy reality. 



The Devil
 
 Inside my childhood home, the grand and imposing Alcazar, I lay in bed as the evening air weighed heavy with the promise of rain. The scent of damp earth mingled with the clean fragrance of freshly washed clothes that my mother had hung outside of my closet to dry. As I closed my eyes, ready to drift off into slumber, a strange movement caught my attention from the corner of my eye.
At only eight years old, I dismissed it as mere imagination and drifted off to sleep. But in the dead of night, I was jolted awake by an overwhelming feeling of unease. My gaze landed on a particular shirt hanging outside of the closet, its fabric shifting and twisting as if being inhabited by some unknown force.
As I continued to watch in fear, the figure within the shirt became more defined and terrifying. Its wide grin stretched across its face, but there was nothing friendly about it. It felt like a malevolent entity was staring back at me from within that garment. In a panic, I began to pray and kept my eyes tightly shut until morning.
Even now, as an adult, I am still haunted by that chilling experience at Alcazar. It wasn't until this moment that I have mustered up the courage to share it with anyone.



The Fall
 
 It was a hazy memory, one that I couldn't quite place in time. But I knew I must have been around 9 years old when it happened. Abuel had decided to take two of my cousins and me to pick up another cousin who was cutting the grass at a nearby location. When we arrived, we went straight to see my cousin hard at work on the lawnmower. My other two cousins quickly grew bored and went back to Abuel, but I was fascinated by the machine and stayed behind, walking in the footsteps of my cousin as he mowed back and forth across the yard.
As we reached the edge of the lawn, I watched as my cousin expertly maneuvered the mower along the steep drop-off, a sheer drop of about 11 to 13 feet down to the street below. There was no fence or barrier to protect us from falling over. Suddenly, without warning, I felt a force pushing against me and before I could react, I found myself falling off the edge. Everything seemed to move in slow motion as my body hurtled towards the ground below.
But just as quickly as it all began, it was over. The sound of a car horn jolted me awake and I found myself standing safely on the street below, unharmed and without even a scratch. No one seemed to have noticed what had just occurred - not my cousin, not Abuel, not anyone passing by on the busy street. It was like nothing had happened at all.
I walked back to my cousin in a daze, trying to make sense of what had just happened. But when I tried to explain it to him, he looked at me with confusion and disbelief. He didn't recall me falling or being pushed at all.
To this day, I still don't know what really happened that day. All I know is that someone or something pushed me off that edge and saved me from a potentially dangerous fall. I have never told this story to anyone before, but it remains a vivid and mysterious memory in my mind.



The Elf
 
 As I lay in bed, ready to drift off to sleep, a nagging sensation tugged at my mind. It was like a persistent itch that I couldn't scratch away. I tried to ignore it and let myself fall into slumber, but then, suddenly, something prodded its way into my ear. My eyes snapped open and I caught a glimpse of a tiny figure scurrying under my bed. Its dark silhouette moved with eerie swiftness, disappearing into the shadows before I could even process what I had seen. Confused and a little alarmed, I closed my eyes and forced myself back to sleep, chalking the experience up to exhaustion and a wild imagination. However, as I drifted off again, I felt that same sensation once more. This time, it was stronger and it shook me wide awake. The hairs on the back of my neck stood on end as I could hear faint rustling and scratching noises coming from underneath my bed. Fear crept in and I began to pray until the warm rays of sunlight peeked through my window. Only then did the sense of dread finally dissipate. For years after that night, I struggled with the memory of that tiny creature scurrying beneath me and it wasn't until much later that I finally mustered the courage to tell someone about what had happened.



The House #1
 
 After Abuel's recent passing, my family and I returned to the old family house in Barranquitas. As we entered the living room, a sense of nostalgia washed over me. The familiar sights and smells of my childhood flooded my senses.
Suddenly, the sound of someone moving on the top floor caught our attention. We could hear the faucet in the bathroom turn on and water running freely. My parents quickly went up to investigate while I stayed behind in the living room.
As I waited anxiously, a soft voice began speaking to me. It seemed to come from all around, telling me not to worry and that everything would be alright. The voice reassured me that my fears were unwarranted and that there was always hope for a better tomorrow.
Just as quickly as it had started, the voice stopped when my parents returned from their search. To our surprise, there was no one else in the house and the faucets on the second floor were mysteriously turned on.
I couldn't help but wonder if it was Abuel's spirit reaching out to comfort us one last time. Though I couldn't explain it, I felt a sense of peace and love wash over me as we left the house that day. It's a memory I've never shared before, but one that will always hold a special place in my heart.



The Father
 
 The day my father passed away was etched into my memory. I was just 11 years old, too young to fully comprehend the weight of his absence. As we returned home from the hospital, my mother hit the play button on our answering machine. Among the messages of condolences was one that stood out - a recording of my father's voice, made just a day before his death. The sound of his voice filled me with a sense of comfort and sadness all at once.
That night, as I lay in bed, tears streaming down my face, something strange happened. In the stillness of the night, my mom heard voices coming from my room. She woke up abruptly, sensing something was amiss. She entered my room to find me asleep, yet speaking as if in conversation with someone. It wasn't the usual mumbling of sleep talk; it was as though I was giving clear responses to questions being asked.
My mother couldn't ignore the strange feeling that it was my father's voice I was responding to. So she let me be, watching over me with a mix of awe and fear. The next morning, she asked me if I remembered anything from the previous night, but I had no recollection of talking in my sleep. All I knew was what she had told me - that every answer I gave was a resounding "yes" and a confident "I know," making her believe it truly was my father asking the questions.
This experience stayed with me for years, haunting me with its mysterious presence. But I never spoke about it until now, finally sharing this intimate connection with my father that transcended even death itself.
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