

    
        
          Hole in the Floor

        

        
        
          Franklin Eddy

        

        
          Published by Franklin Eddy, 2011.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HOLE IN THE FLOOR

    

    
      First edition. August 12, 2011.

      Copyright © 2011 Franklin Eddy.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1497709348

    

    
    
      Written by Franklin Eddy.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Hole in the Floor

The End



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    
	To my small son and his friends that got scared listening to this story at night in the hallway.


      

    

There was a hole right in the middle of the floor in the hallway.
I went over and looked into it. The hole was about three feet wide and looked
dark and mysterious.


''Cindy,'' I said, ''That real estate lady didn't say anything
about this house having a basement.”


“Don't get too close, Frank,” she cautioned. ''It may cave in.”


''No chance,” I replied. This hole didn't just happen. It was made
here since it's too well constructed.''


“Where did it come from, Frank?” she asked in a questioning voice.
''It wasn't here yesterday when the real estate lady showed us the house.”


We had looked at the house the day before and had instantly liked
it. It was a nice red brick ranch house with pitched roof. It came complete
with a half-acre of sand, yucca, and mesquite right in the middle of the
desert.


Although it wasn't completed yet, we could tell it was exactly
what we were looking for. After talking it over, we put down our earnest money.
Today we were back checking it out and making plans as to where everything
would go. We had already planned out the kitchen and dining room. Now here was
this big hole staring at us like an empty eye socket in a skull.


''Cindy,'' I said, ''Could you get a flashlight from the car? I
want to look into that hole.”


''Daddy, can I look in the hole too?'' Luke asked in his four year
old voice. ''Can I climb down in it? Please, Daddy.''


Soon Cindy arrived with the flashlight. Kneeling down on the raw
concrete floor, I shined the light into the hole. The flashlight revealed a
good sized room, perhaps twelve feet wide.


''Careful, dearest,” Cindy cautioned. “You could fall in and hurt
yourself.'' Somehow, she didn't share Luke's and my excitement about the hole.


''Hey, Cindy, wasn't there a ladder leaning against the porch?
Maybe we can put it in the hole and check out that room real well?”


“Don't,” she said with a slight quiver to her voice. ''It could be
dangerous so let's go back to the motel. Maybe the real estate lady can tell us
about the hole.”


“Dear!'' I scolded, “Where is your sense of adventure?  Let's get
that ladder.”


In a few minutes we had the ladder in the hole. With the
flashlight, I slowly climbed down into the dark depths. The room was about the
size I had estimated from above, twelve feet wide and about ten feet deep. The
walls, ceiling, and floor were made of concrete. The room was cold, spotless
and entirely bare. It had a new smell to it and I shivered slightly. 


“'Daddy, can I come down too?”


''Sure,” I answered as I helped him climb down the ladder.


''Daddy, can I have a playroom down here? I can keep all my toys
here.”


“I guess so, son,” I said. I wondered though why the real estate
lady didn't say anything about this room under the floor. 


“Cindy,” I shouted up at her. ''Come on down since it's not
scary.”


''No,'' she said in a whisper.


Soon we were on our way back to town. Cindy wasn't too impressed
with that hole in the hall.


“I would never have considered buying that house if had known
about that hole,” she stated. “I don't like it!”


“I like it, Mommy,” Luke said. “Daddy is going to let me keep my
toys down there; maybe even some lizards and snakes if I can catch them. Right,
Daddy?'' he said a great big man's voice.


I smiled at him and ruffling his hair said, “I will help you catch
some lizards and big snakes for that hole.”


We stopped by the real estate office. Julie Wilson, the real
estate woman, was out so we left a message for her to call us when she returned
and drove back to the motel. After sitting around the motel room awhile, I
suggested we go back out to the house and see if the real estate lady was out
there.


“Let's wait for her to call,” Cindy said.


''No, let's go on out there,” I replied as I grabbed my hat. The
desert sun was still hot, although it was already late afternoon. The wind had
started to blow and the sky was darkening.


I glimpsed someone through the living room window. ''Hey, that
must be Julie Wilson in the house,” I said as I pulled up into the driveway.


“I don't see her car,” Cindy said looking around.


I glanced around too, a sudden twinge of apprehension gripping my
heart. Our house was the first one being built in the development and it was
getting dark.


Suddenly the door opened and a man stood in the doorway. He was a
short broad shouldered young man with a dark complexion. He started talking to
us in Spanish. Armed with my flashlight, I walked up to him.


''Buenos Dios,” I said. “Como esta usted?”


The man's face brightened. He rattled off rapidly in Spanish.
Obviously he was lonely and was glad to see us.


Unfortunately I had exhausted all of my Spanish, which soon became
apparent to him. He looked worried. I walked on into the living room and
glancing around, I could tell that he had been texturing the ceiling. As near
as I could gather, his co-workers had gone to town and he was waiting for them
to return. They had probably stopped for a beer and had forgotten all about
him.


“Be careful of that hole in the floor,” I said flashing my light
toward the hall. Glancing over his shoulder, he just looked more worried.


Somehow the house didn't seem too friendly after dark, especially
since we knew about the hole in the hallway floor.


''Adios'' I said as I climbed in the car. “Asta manyana.''


The next morning I awoke early. Cindy and Luke were still asleep.
I decided to run out to the house for a few minutes since they would probably
sleep another couple of hours. The house appeared friendlier in the early
morning sunshine.


The door was slightly ajar so I walked right in. The hole was
still in the floor. Somehow it appeared sinister though. 


“Now you are starting to think like your wife,” I said out loud.
''That's just a basement room and nothing sinister.”  I suddenly remembered
that I hadn't brought my flashlight so I beat a hasty retreat to the car to get
it.


Armed with my trusty light, I peered into the hole again. Instead
of the bare room I had seen before, there was a bed in the middle of the floor.
At least, it looked like a bed at first since it was about the size of an army
cot.


It didn't look quite right though since it sort of reminded me of
an extra large praying mantis egg case or cocoon.


''Nonsense'' I said out loud again, talking to keep up my courage.


I couldn't tell what it  was from the top of the hole. I couldn't
be sure, but in the wavering light of the flashlight, it seemed to move ever so
slightly.


“Where is the ladder?” I said out loud, feeling somewhat uneasy.
The ladder was missing. Maybe that man I saw last night took it?  As I turned
to go, I noticed a car parked at the back of the house. I opened the patio door
off the kitchen and looked out. 


There was a man and woman sitting in a late model green Ford. They
seemed startled when they saw me.


''This is my house. Is there something can I do for you?” I said.


The woman rolled down the window and smiled through pearly white,
jagged teeth and answered, ''No, we just thought we would take a quick look at
the house. We know it's sold, but the contractor said the others he is planning
to build out here will be similar.”


“Look inside if you like,” I told them as I walked past their car.
After a moment, they both got out and walked inside.


There's something strange about that couple, I thought. Both had
extremely white waxy skin, pale blue eyes, and bleached out hair. They also
seemed to walk with a sort of jerking motion.


I walked up and down my property line and looked it over. A half
an acre is a lot of land so  there should be plenty of room for a vegetable
garden, lawn, and flower beds. I went back inside after a few minutes since the
sun was hot.


I didn't see the couple at first since my eyes had to adjust from
the bright sun to the shady interior. The woman was standing by the hole in the
hall floor. The man seemed to be climbing out of it.


The woman noticed me at once and said, ''I hope you
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