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The Unsettling Story I'd Promised You...

-

Prologue

This is as promised in this thread : Ooh, do have I a NEW Ghost story for you... +Bonus Material...

Be sure to understand that I took the following story with less than a grain of salt; I thought my pal was going crazy… however, due to its uniqueness, a few 'proven’ points, and, above all, his way of trying to explain it rationally, I think he merited a benefit of a doubt.  This is what he’d recounted to me.
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After being away for quite a while on business, I visited my pal, J. He’s legendarily late, so, instead of meeting him somewhere on my then birthday night, I showed up on his doorstep, which meant he needed to get ‘on the fucking ball,’ so we could go eat before the night officially began.

I entered his house, and while he hastily grabbed some clothes and headed down the hall to take a shower, I went into his room, and grabbed an old Maxim with Beyonce on the cover that I’d once owned.  I began to read an article on mercenaries, one that I had forgotten how well it was written.

I heard voices, which didn’t come from the house, and none of the TVs were on… obviously it came from outside, a neighbor’s perhaps, but it was rather uncanny how amplified such reasonable-in-volume conversation could carry into this room, windows closed.

Upon exiting the shower, I brought this point up to him.

"What?" he said, "I never told you?"

Soon, after answering ten re-worded promises of 'I won’t think you’re crazy,' he begins the tale.



Explainable Voices

A few months ago, he began awaking in the early hours of the morning by conversations that carried into his room. His room is across an alley-way to the next house, so the best he could do was make sure his windows were shut before he went to sleep. However, the conversations continued night after night, until he noticed something strange: the voices were hushed, like whispers… by how could they be that loud?

Well, J being a lot like myself, when you get woken up so early, your sleep’s shot. He began putting up thick curtains to block out the light, because if you get startled out of sleep at 3 am, by the time you start getting sleepy again, it’s sunrise.

On one day, he woke up near dawn, and heard two older women harshly whispering back and forth.  He wearily decided to get dressed, and have a few words with them; before he could react, he made out a sentence:

"We wasted our time. He’s put up those damn curtains."

This freaked him out a bit, and happened upon a picture frame on the opposite wall, where he could see a reflection through a crack in the curtains of two figures, presumably two large women, craning their necks to look in his room. He concentrated, and noticed the exact angle of reflection: they were on top of the next door neighbor’s roof?

He abruptly sat up to address this absurdity, and heard the voices panic, and the figures in the reflection ran off. 

Impossible.

He quickly dressed and went outside. The neighborhood was asleep. This was a neighborhood he was familiar with, having grown up here all of his life. There were no two people of this description in his neighborhood.

As freaked out as he was, he assumed it was some post-slumber confusion, a dream that didn’t quite snap out with his awakening.

It’s entirely possible that’s exactly what it was.



Children that should be seen, and not heard

The occurrence of the 'two women’ didn’t come back, which calmed the irrational discomfort since the event. 

Then, new voices arrived.

In the wee hours of the morning, yet the time of night that preceded his going to bed, he began to hear rustling in the bushes on his lawn. He wrote this off as stray cats or something similarly dismissive. Soon, he began hearing, specifically, children’s voices and giggling outside.

What kind of children are allowed outside at this hour?

J approached the window, and pulled the curtains aside. He could see no children, but the bushes about his lawn were a little disturbed. This wouldn’t have been so annoying if it didn’t begin happening every damn night. And, as soon as he’d throw open the curtains, there were no children, and there was some evidence of someone playing in his yard. 
Fucking kids.

He didn’t know whose children they were, and, since he didn’t get to catch them, he did something entirely practical. He set up a webcam to catch them, and to find out who in the hell these kids tearing about his yard were.



Eyes without a Face

After a brief period without disturbances, he decided to take down the webcam sometime later that week, until, one night, the voices had suddenly came back.

He left the webcam in place, which was slightly hidden, and he pretended to sleep.

"What’s he doing in my room?" a child’s voice said, to which other children’s voices replied, though indecipherable.

Now, J was beginning to freak out.

"Shh! He might hear you!"
"He can’t hear us, he can’t even see us… who is that guy? What is he doing in my room?"
"I don’t know, we should go."
"No, we’re staying."

J peered down his bed, and watched the monitor displaying the event (but not recording, which is something he’d later regret,) and began to try to make out what was on the monitor. He saw about three children, but the lighting left a lot to be desired. He could make out about three children’s foreheads and eyes, with one of them in particular, peering aggressively into the room, the two others were tiptoeing to get a better view.

"All right, that’s enough for tonight."

As soon as J heard this, he ran up to the window, and pulled apart the curtains. Clearly, someone had been standing in his garden/shrubbery, but somehow, the kids got away.



Christmas Interference

Over the course of the next few weeks, he could hear the kids outside, but it ceased as he sat up, as creeped-out as he was, he assumed it was his fears getting the best of him in his half-sleep; however, he was still clueless as to the two significant events listed here.

One day, however, he noticed something odd about what his monitor was receiving from his webcam… in the image, it was a washed-out tree of sorts. He double-checked where the cam was pointing; it was simply pointing to his lawn. This curiosity, however, didn’t go away.

He brought his father into the room, needing a witness to this.

"What do you see?"
"What, on the monitor?"
"Yeah, what do you see?"
"Shitty quality, but… I see a Christmas tree."
"Why do you think it’s a Christmas tree?"
"There’s… a garland of lights of sorts… a few boxes underneath… and what looks like a teddy bear? Perhaps a doll? What is this a picture of?"

J waved his hand in front of the camera that was pointing to his lawn, the picture on the monitor blacked out with his hand’s movements, proving the feed was live.

"J, what in the hell is that?"
"I’ve no idea."
"You know, there used to be a tree out there, before we moved in."
"How long ago?"
"Long before you were born… we’ve had this house, what, forty years? More?"
"You sure?"
"J, this is creeping me out, how are you doing this?"
"I’m not."

J proceeded to tell his father an edited version of this story, as to not appear insane. His father believed him, but was a little afraid of letting it sink in.

"You need to record this, J, perhaps someone’s playing a prank on you."
"Well, Dad, it is a possibility, I’ll look into it."

J decided to investigate a little further. He went all around his neighborhood, asking if anyone had any video, radio, or broadcasting equipment, saying it was interfering with some of his electronics, picking up odd signals. He didn’t even come across a satellite dish. Still, this interference was a rational enough possibility.

A week later, the Christmas Tree went away.



The Children Return

Another week or two went by, then the children came back… in force.

The webcam stayed on as a matter of habit, and once more he awoke to voices.

This time, he watched the screen again, and there weren’t just three faces, there were about five, or more. Again, not full faces, just shadows with a bit of light shining on their forehead and eyes.

"I want to see, I want to see!" several of the voices said.
"WHAT IS HE DOING IN MY ROOM?" the lead child said, angrier than before.
"What is he doing, what is he doing?"
"I don’t know, but I’m going to…"
"…what?"
"Something’s wrong."
"What?"
"He’s got a camera."
"Oh, we’d better go."
"No, that’s unnecessary."
"Well, we could block it…"
"No."
"But he’ll see us."
"No he won’t, IT’S MY GODDAMN ROOM."
"Well… aren’t you going to do anything?"
"I am," the lead voiced said, annoyed.

J slowly sat up a little, riveted to the screen, watching the main set of eyes stare directly into the camera, and six or more others scrambling to wedge their way in, to get a peek.

Suddenly, the screen washed orange, then blue, it cycled colors like when you put a magnet close to a CRT monitor… except that it covered the whole screen, and successfully blocked out any other images.

J stood up, in mal-humorous resignation.

"All right, kids, you got me, I don’t know how in the fuck you’re doing all of this, but you’re good. Come on out."

Nothing happened.

"Kids, c’mon, you win, I’m spooked as fuck, how in the hell are you doing all of this?"

Again, nothing but silence; J stood still for a few moments, hoping to hear them speak again, or their rustling in the bushes.

"Well, are you going to block the camera?" one of the voices said, not acknowledging J’s voice.
"I am," the main voice said.
"How?"
"With my mind."

J began to get a pit in his stomach.

"Is he gone?" one of the other children asked.
"I don’t know, but I still don’t know what he was doing in my room," the main child spat.
"You can’t see him?"
"No, I can’t."
"Think he heard us?"
"Of course not, he can’t hear us."

Having enough of this, J ran over to the curtains, and threw them open, and, for once, he saw a small child blazing across the lawn. J ran around out of his room, and through the main one, to exit his house in pursuit. However, as soon as he got to his front door, he saw nothing. Nothing in the distance, nothing in the bushes, all was quiet.

He finally gave up and went back into his room, where he closed the door, and sat down on the bed. The screen was still awash with strange colors, but, it began to lose its opacity. Upon closer inspection, he could see the Christmas Tree again, but heard nothing for a full minute.

"Do you think he saw us?" he heard, as if the children had never left.
"No. He only saw what we wanted him to see."


-


These events ceased in February 2005, and nothing has happened since. His father is still freaked out about it (but is getting better,) J himself is equally disturbed. He’d decided to take the curtains down, since anyone peering in or such might not be as brave. 

Since he did so, the webcam was soon taken down due to lack of events, no voices (other than obviously neighbors) have been heard. Research into the house prior to his family owning it came up with nothing special. No other electronics are or were ever affected by 'interference’ of any reasonable sort. The bushes are no longer disturbed every night, and he’s been getting better rest as a result.

For once, in someone's recounting of a scary/ghost story, I saw a lot of uncommon, interesting criteria : he could only see the images through a live monitor, they couldn't hear him, but he heard them, sometimes they didn't see him at all when he was standing right there, and the only 'real' thing he saw didn't make any sense. He had a witness to part of it, and he honestly self-doubted every step of the way, moments before it got much scarier. This, I find, makes this a very disturbing story, the eerie events ceasing as quick as they'd started.

My pal J doesn't have an explanation to this day, but a lot of 'rational' excuses. He's just glad that it's over.

-

artwork below from www.scottranke.com

[image: image4.jpg]




Other story threads :

Ooh, do have I a NEW Ghost story for you... +Bonus Material...
Freaky, Funny Friends of Mine.
A Quick, Hilarious Story About PC-ness Gone Wrong
The Death of a kid we called 'Popeye,' and why we still don't feel bad...
