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Ghost Story #1
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I’ve always been afraid of the unknown. Too much went on in my childhood for me to think everything was all rainbows and unicorns. From a very young age, I knew there were secrets in the dark that were best left alone. But there was always someone that came along to poke them with a stick.

I suppose it all began in elementary. We were told they built the school on top of a cemetery. Not something we were eager to believe, but we couldn’t deny the strange things that happened.

For starters, there was the cat. No one knew where it came from, or how it had gotten inside, but everyone saw it. It would round a corner as you passed a hallway. Or pacing in front of the stairs as you went into your classroom. If you tried to get close, it disappeared in seconds; off to its hiding place. Even the teachers noticed it. They would talk with each other about how it could have gotten in the building. We overheard them discussing traps they could set for it to get it out. Animal control came by once or twice, but they couldn’t find it. As soon as they left, it would roam the halls again.

Then there was the creature. A sewer grate was at the back of the field. We used to drop berries through the holes until we heard the growling. The older kids would warn us about losing our fingers if we stuck them down there. No one could tell us what it was exactly. We just heard the myths or a classroom pet lizard escaping down the drain and growing to a ridiculous size in the sewer under the school. Which was crazy? Or so we thought. 

Not to mention the time the fire alarm went off in the middle of winter. Us kids stood shivering in the snow for over an hour as the grown-ups tried to find out what had happened. It wasn’t a drill. No one had pulled it. Even the fire fighters couldn’t figure it out.

But worst of all was the girl’s bathroom on the first floor. We were ignorant little kids, and we tempted fate. We turned out the lights and played Bloody Mary. Now, everyone knows what’s supposed to happen; or at least a few different versions of it. But we didn’t see a face in the mirror or anything like that. Instead, the lights would flicker. The stall doors would slam open and closed. And then there’d be a girl’s voice, calling to us to come and play. Most of us would run for it by that point; screaming and laughing in the hallway. We thought we were so clever. So cute.

But one day, Anna didn’t run out with the rest of us. She wanted to be brave. She wanted to prove herself. But all she proved was that it was possible to drown in a toilet.
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The Children
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“The wheels on the bus go round and round-” children’s voices shouted and laughed through the words as the bus made its way downtown. Mrs. Johnson conducted the song to her first graders from the front of the bus. The three parent chaperones tried to keep the kids in line while they smiled and sang with them. 

Without warning, the driver slammed on the brakes and sent all the passengers forward in their seats.

“Hang on!” he yelled as the rear of the bus swung to the side as he tried to avoid the pileup in the intersection.

Children screamed, and parents grabbed the ones that they could to keep them from flying across the seats. The bus smashed into a light pole and it shuddered to a stop.

“Is anyone bleeding?” Mrs. Johnson yelled over the cries and pulled herself to her feet. The parents helped her check on the kids one by one. None of them appeared injured, even the ones crying and shaking.

“Okay everyone, we need to exit the bus in a single file-” Mrs. Johnson began, but a shriek pierced the air.

Everyone on board the bus cringed and covered their ears. The windows shattered and children's screams were added to the noise. The bus rattled and creaked. But then, just as quick as it had begun, it was over.

Mrs. Johnson got back to her feet and rubbed her head.

“Where are the children?”

The parents whipped around and realized all the kids were missing from their seats.

Mrs. Johnson was the first out the door to check in the street, even though she couldn’t rationalize even to herself how all twenty-four of the children could have gotten past her to the door in only a few seconds. The parents following behind her all bumped into each other as their feet hit the pavement and they saw the surrounding scene.

Twelve cars piled together in the intersection, all in various states of wreckage. It broke all of their windows. The street lights were hanging awkwardly over the incident, it blew all the bulbs out.

There was no sign of the kids.

People pulled themselves out of their cars, looking dazed but not injured.

“What happened?”

“Did you run that light?”

“No, my light was green.”

“But so was mine-”

They argued over whose fault the wreck had been until a soul-shattering cry ripped through them.

“My baby!” a woman was on the ground next to her car. “My baby! She's gone! Who took my baby?” She had a pink blanket clutched to her chest as she sobbed.

Mrs. Johnson ran over to her. “Your baby was in your car?” she said gently, kneeling next to the woman.

“Y-yes. In her car seat... But she’s g-gone...”

Mrs. Johnson stood back up and looked around at the others, listening. “Did anyone else have kids with them today?”

“No.”

“Not me.”

The parents and the bus driver looked at her uneasily as she connected the dots.

“Something took the children.”

*
[image: ]


“AND THEN WHAT HAPPENED?” Adam leaned back in his chair and studied the group around him.

“Then the police arrived and took our statements,” Mrs. Johnson said.

“I have copies of your statements here,” Adam opened a folder. “I would like the rest of you to read them out loud and then we’ll discuss.” He passed them around and everyone looked at their own words. “Liz, we’ll start with you.”

Liz, one chaperone, sighed and squinted at her page. “We were on the way to the zoo. Mrs. Johnson was leading us in songs with the kids. Then the driver braked and tried to avoid a pileup in the intersection, and we hit a pole. We checked on the children and they were okay aside from being shaken up. But then there was an explosion and all the windows blew out. I think I hit my head. When I came to, all the kids were gone. We got off the bus and the other drivers were arguing over who was at fault, but the kids were nowhere in sight. I didn’t see any–I didn’t–I couldn’t find my son. I think I fainted. I woke up in an ambulance with a cop sitting beside me.”

“Okay. Jacob?” Adam gestured at the next chaperone. Jacob stared at Liz as she cried quietly into a tissue. “Jacob?”

“Hm? Yes.” He shook his head and stared at his paper. “Mine’s
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