Assignment #4: Suspense

Andrew Morrison.  October 19, 2005.


Upon the city, a hushed midnight fell.  The seemingly complete security infecting the inhabitants was an epidemic, and tonight it was about to claim its first victims.

The town clock chimed eerily, “1…2…3…4…5…6…7…8…9…10…11…”

On the twelfth beat, all was silent.  No movement could be detected.  The wind itself did not dare but rustle the leaves of the trees, for fear of creating any disturbance.  It was as though Nature, through her infinite wisdom, reserved a place in time for this magnificent event

Finally, a slight movement from deep within the cemetery.  A figure moved outwards through the rows of tombs fighting for escape.  And escape it did, to stride through the streets with a purpose.

The city began to break into a cold sweat, beginning to panic.  The strange figure could sense it…  But it determined itself to show patience… It had not awoken itself for merely a few moments of giddy elation… This exhilaration coursing through it as it was at that moment.


Slowly, quietly, it stalked the darkness, flowing through a dark, misty sea…  One that was so polluted that nothing could afford to live…  Finally, it approached a staircase, and ascended through it.  Creeping through the door, it found itself in a deathly quiet, desolate room.  It was much the same environment as outdoors at this time.  However… There was something to be found in this room.  This room was the heart of its journey… its quest!

On the one bit of furniture that graced the room, there was a box… It crept towards it, savoring the moment.  It lifted the box, felt its weight in its arms.  Slowly, but nonetheless with a flourish, it pried open the lid…
There was a terrible silence.

There was a terrible noise.

There was a terrible silence.


Without the slightest trace of compunction, the figure slid across the ground, and slowly vanished from sight.
