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Part 1






Day 1: 12:00 a.m.

Tt was awﬁJ, [ike it would never end.

Like 7 had fa[fen into one of my dreams, except it
had turned into a nigﬁtmare.

This forest looked stmnge(y fami(iar, but 11
couldn’t remember where 1 had seen it Before. That
was when 1 could tell sometﬁing was wrong: 1
couldn’t remember. This y(ace, the woods, had no
ﬁ’gﬁts on, and there were onfy trees and refTeca’ons
tormenting me around it. 1 had to consider what was
going on, and who was stancfing behind me, Eefore it
was too late.

7 had to turn around, because of who was there,

mw[wﬁy. 1 turned: and’saw myseg[: Trent Posterus.



Day 1: 8:03 a.m.

Trent Posterus is my nate, and this is me
maﬁing a note of myseg[ waEing up at the Facultas
Q—[ouse, on... Well, 1 don’t rea[@ know when. What
Tve vealized is that the Facultas House is used for
‘SJaecia[’ kids.

When 1 say ‘syeciaf’, 7 don’t mean like menta[fy
insane, but kids that can do tﬁings that other kids
don’t. 'm here because 1 got a two for one deal,
when 1 was born 11 got this tﬁing called an eidetic
memory, which is like 1 remember everytﬁing Tve
FEVER seen, done or heard (it’s [ike a TRULY
yﬁowgm}aﬁic memory). My other aﬁifity is to use my

Vé?”y w’gi((mt senses 1'0}91"6&(?1' an outcome,

So lémcf(fﬁﬁe te[fing tﬁeﬁu&ureﬁve seconcfs aﬁeacfof



time. (Senses, Outcome, SenCome. When 1 have a
SenCome moment, Tll mark it with three asterisks, ¥,
and Tl write ‘SenCome”.)

Yeah, it’s pretty cool 1 guess, but when 1 start to
forget tﬁings, even with my eidetic memory, it’s going
to get bad. Here’s a cluicﬁ note from when 7 woke up.

7 woke up ina sing[e size bed, in a small bedroom
that was in the top most, [eﬁ corner of the Facultas
House. 1 looked around, and 1 saw some tﬁings from
home on the small desk, and on the bedside table. 1
noticed some cf the oEjects: my [aytoy, iPod Touch
(this one is pretty bad, because it doesn’t have a
camera like the newer ones), camera, Yamaha Audio
Recorder (usua[fy used to record music, but it works
all the same with regu[ar audio), a few novels 1 was

reaafing, and a new journa[ (this book). The tﬁing



that was the most weird tﬁougﬁ, was that the
bedroom was set up just [ike mine back home, except
cleaner.

1 noticed sometﬁing wasn’t rigﬁt, when 1 noticed
that 1 wasn’t wearing the clothes that 1 had on at
mi(fnigﬁt so it must have all been a dream, or
sometﬁing.

7 quiCEl’y }mﬂécf out my (ajaWy, and looked at the
time again: 8:09 a.m. 1 openecf a Safam’ Web
Browser, and clicked on my email link in the
“Bookmarked’ bar, and a SUpport message came up:
Tm Sowy; The Web Address ‘www.gmai[.com’ does
not exist anymore.

As of ﬂugust 1st (wcfay) at 12:00 a.m., this
_page was cancelled from your current Wi-Fi Position

‘J—(otsyot. Thank You For Your Coqpem’a’on.’



What the heck is this? 1 went to a whole bunch of
email sites, and the same message came up on each
one. 1 ﬁnaﬂy decided to get up and put on some
clothes: an Under Armor t-shirt, and shorts.

9 tried to open the c[oor, and saw a note attached to
it: CHECK THE RECORDER. Which 1 did.

1 went onto my Yamaha Recorder, and saw a ﬁﬁe
that was brand new; 1 pfuggecf in my ﬁeacfpﬁones,
and clicked y[ay.

“Hello,” said the sound of an electronic voice.
“Welcome to the Facultas House. My name is
Antallon, and 1 will be the ﬁrst one to welcome you
here. You have excepu’onaf abilities that you will be
cfeve[oyec( over the next few weeks. When you leave
this room, you will take for’cﬁ your abilities, and

[236”’1’1 ﬁOW to enﬁance tﬁem. 1 warn you, not to 30



into the woods too far, and to go into the basement,
if you want your abilities to go even farther. There
are four other kids with you fiere and you will meet
them soon. They are 11, 12 and 13, basically the
same age as you. Good Luck with All.”

Well that was cheerful.

Tve been dragged out somewhere in the middle
of the woods, my brain thinks that this is normal, me
and four other kids will be tested on our ‘abilities’
and T'm out of connection with the rest of the world.

Hmm.

1 went back to the jammed door, and pulled
hard on it, and still nothing. 1 [ooked out through a
small fiole and saw two guys out there, they botf
(ooked a few years younger than me (13) and they

were ta[ﬁing with another gir[ about sometﬁing’



ﬂﬁe guys were Eui[t ta[f anc[scmwny (IHC{OTLQ

of them looked rea[fy tived, and was m[ﬁing with the
gir[, while the other looked out one @( the windows in
the front of the house. Both of them were wearing

sweatpants, t-shirts and sweatshirts over them. 1
was on the upstairs ﬂoor, and tﬁey were m[ﬁing ina
small gap between my door and another.

There was a mi[ing, and fong stairs beneath
it, and a ﬁuge window [ooﬁing out at a small grass
cfearing, and a small road that 1 couldn’t see that
enu’re[y well, and dbe:p, thick woods Eeyomf that.

The gir[ was pretty, had brownish, black hair, and a
small frown. She wore a t-shirt and jeans, and
looked around cauu’ousfy. 7 wanted to talk with them
both 1f on[y 7 could get out of this room.

7 heard them wﬁisyem’ng some tﬁings to each other.



“..Tm te[fing you ‘Ke[fy,” the guy said to her,
“he’s in there!”

“No way, tﬁey said to expect a gir( next. All1
have is Jill, and 1 just want someone else to talk
with, you know?”

“We haven’t ‘im]orovec{ our abilities’ [ike Antallon
said we were.”

“Wﬁy do tﬁey Eegp us here then? You and Antonio
were here ﬁrst, on August 1st, and then 1 came a
week later, on August 1st. Is that even possiﬁfe?”

“We've aﬁ’ea(fy tﬁougﬁt that Antallon has us
tm}a}aed’ in a time-warp!™

“How advanced is he? He’s }oroﬁaﬁfy evil or
sometﬁing.”

“Yeah, but you gotta admit, this ])[ace sure can

Wﬁljﬂ up an awesome meall When this gwy wakes up,



you can wait for him to find his key, cause Antonio
and 1 gotta eat. See you later Kelly!” Then Antonio
and the other guy left down the hall, and the gir(
Kelly who looked my age, stood, leaning against the
railing. 1 wondered what the guy meant

by ‘his key’. Was it a test? 1 [ooked around for a
minute or so, and didn’t see anything.

7 went back to kneel down and look out the
keyhole, and saw the girl, Kelly, still leaning against
the rail. She then noticed the keyhole and smiled. 1
would have had more time to think about her if, one,
T wasn’t in some psycho home, and two, if Kelly
wasn’t coming right at the keyhole.

1 ducked, out of the way, and looked through the
room, and saw nothing, nothing in the desk drawers,

norﬁing in the bedside table, just notﬁing in genem[



Key.
Key...
KEY..

1 remembered that we stayed at a hotel a few
years ago, and 1 kept the key to the room, because
the lady at the front desk forgot to take it back. 1
dug through my book stack quietly, and saw one
book entitled “The Works of Edgar Allen Poe’, and
remembered that 1 used the key as a bookmark on a
story 1 had briefly began reading called “The
Masque of the Red Death’.

Please let it be in here, please let it be in here...
Score! “The Gateway Hotel’ was sprawled across the
front in fancy letters, and a picture of the hote[ was
on the front.

7 looked out the Eeyﬁol’e, and saw ‘Ke[fy taEing out



an iPod Nano or Touch, and putting in her
earbuds. 1 put the key in front of the keyhole, and
nothing happened. The door still would’t budge.

1 put the door on the side of the door, and nothing,
the door still wouldn’t open. Third times a charm, 1
thought.

1 sled the key card [ike a credit card down the door
side, and there was a small DING! 1 opened the
door, and saw Kelly standing there right in front of
my door.



Day 1: 8:47 a.m.

“Uh!” 1 said. 1 Eumyed into CKe[Ty outside, and she
just looked at me weaﬁfy.

“Um, hi)” she said. “I'm CKe[T}/ ’J\femmer, and T'm
one of the other four kids here. You must be kind of
COTlﬁAS@C[, and ...”

“(joorf to meet you, ‘Ke[fy,” 7 said, kind of stunned.
“I'm, T’m Trent. 1 afreacfy heard the introc{uctory
message, but one tﬁing it didn’t mention is what
ﬁaypens 1f 7 don’t want to be here. So, where exact[y
is this y(ace, and how can 1 leave?”

“We don’t know,” she said. “All 1 know is that you
}Woﬁaﬁ@ have a syecia[ aﬁifity, or sometﬁing that
you can do, that most other kids can’t, and

until all of us im}arove our abilities, we stuck here.



Any ideas on yours?”

“Yeah, yeaﬁ, but 1 think 1 have, like two abilities,
but tﬁey’re kind cf ridiculous. What’s yours?”

“Well, most of us four have weird abilities, like me.
Could 17 see your hand?”

“Uh, sure.” 1 put out my hand, and she took it
and held my wrist in her hand. It fe[t hot and cold
at the same time, and 1 saw a kind of vision.

1 was watcﬁing some kind of dream state, and saw
CKe[Ty in the middle of the woods, in the middle of the
m’gﬁt It looked just [ike it did for me, except it
started to rain.

CKe[Ty’s eyes widened, and she looked around. 1 was
watcﬁing her, circfing around, and trying to see 1f 1
could be noticed.

“KELLY? 1 yelled. “KELLY!! Can you hear



me?!?)”

“Where am 12" she asked ﬁersegf, ayyarentfy not
non’cing me. 1 tried to yicﬁ up a rock, but my hand
seemed to go rigﬁt tﬁrougﬁ it.

7 was Eeing }mlfec[ from the collar, far’rﬁer and
fartﬁer back, 1 couldn’t see her anymore. 1 screamed,
trying to get her out of the woods.

1 gasyecf. 9 was back in the house, and it seemed [ike
real ﬁ’fe again. What Just ﬁa}o}?enecﬁ

“You can, what, show }oecyo[é your tﬁougﬁts and
memories?” 1 asked.

“And while you saw the dream on the m’gﬁt 71
arrived, 1 saw your dream from (ast m’gﬁt 7 don’t
what T’'m suyyosed to ‘im}orove’ on here, but, ya’
know.”

“So what can 1 do now that 1’'m here?” 1 asked



her.

“Well, it’s like a regufar home, meals are served,
}aeoy[e get to know each other, there’s a T.V., and you
have all of your stuﬁ One other kid here, Brandon,
he and 7 were ta[ﬁing, and we think that now that
someone new is here, we migﬁt have enougﬁ Jaecyo[e to
ﬁe@o us get out of here.”

“What do you mean,” 1 asked. This is what 1
needed to know.

“Well, we have a y[an, that we think migﬁt work,
when all six yeoyﬁe are here. You're number
ﬁve, and 1f you get enougﬁ practice, and do some
tﬁings for us, then we can all just walk m’gﬁt out of
here. We're even ta(ﬁing that we migﬁt on(y need
ﬁve yecyo&e.”

“CRea(fy?”



“Rea[fy, Can we talk, later tom’gﬁt?”

“Wﬁy then?” 1 asked her.

“Me, Brandon, and my fm’em{ f]i[f afways meet
then because the House version of Antallon boots
down afrer 10:00 p.m, and onfy his security is in
y[ace. We afways meet in the basement, then. See you
then?”

“I'm a[recwfy [ooﬁing forwarcf to it. Tl see you
guys downstairs in a few minutes, ’'m gonna ﬁnd’ a
bathroom to clean up.”

“There’s one m’gﬁt tﬁougﬁ that door there,” she
said, }oointing in my room tﬁrougﬁ another smaller
door 1 hadn’t noticed. “See you downstairs.” And

tﬁen SHQ went C{'OWH tﬁe ﬁa[fway anc{out #Slgﬁt



Day 1: 9:10 a.m.

7 was [ooﬁing forwar(f to forma[@ meeting all the
house members, but not as much as 1 was foo/éing
forwarc[ to [earm’ng about how QCe[Ty, Brandon, the
others and me could escape.
7 walked downstairs aﬁ‘er a cold shower, and saw
four other kids, and two men sitting around a
circular wooden table, that must be the Ereaﬁfast
table. 1t was [igﬁt outside, [igﬁt circfing tﬁrougﬁ
windows and a slider door.

“Good Morning son,” one of the men said. “Would
you [ike to introduce yoursegf?” The man was slim
and very tall. ’Jf 7 ran into him at the suyermarﬁet,

7d assume he was an NBA yl’ayer d



never heard of.

“Um, hello. Q\/ly name is Trent Posterus and this
morning 1 woke up in some kind of weird house.
What am 1 going to do next? T'm going anywﬁere
but here!” 1 had afways heard the Super Bowl
winners make comments like that, and 1 decided to
get some humor going.

1 heard a few [augﬁs and chuckles. 1 think even
that other guwy (that wasn’t the NBA }J[ayer) held his
hand to his mouth and [augﬁec{ a little bit. 7 saw
Brandon and Q(e[fy sim’ng at the table, and across
fmm Brandon was a Boy that looked just [ike him,
and must’ve been that one fooﬁing out over the
mi[ing called Antonio.

There was also another gir[ across ﬁom CKe[fy

who must’ve been Till. She looked (ike a Jill, whatever



that meant.

Brandon had short hair that fell down (ike a mop,
and had hair gel that held the front of it up.
Brandon also wore Under Armor clothes and had a
depressed ook on his face. He had kind of tanned
skin.

Antonio had a strange look on his face and sat up
right, but said nothing, like the others. He didn’t
laugh, didn’t move and didn’t show any emotion
whatsoever. Strange.

Kelly waited, and looked at me, at Brandon, and
then out of one of the windows in the back of the
house, at the woods that never seemed to end. She
had long black hair that she fidgeted with in her seat
as she waited.

Till had on thick g(asses and a [ong sweater. She



had very white and }ml’e skin. She resembled Antonio,
and had a blank stare, that made me question her.

“Ah! Funny Guy, huh? The NBA Jo[ayer asked. 1
had almost forgotten about him in cfescm’ﬁing
everyone. “Well, Posterus 1’'m Smith, and this is
Gunshot,” he yoinwcf to the [arger guy.

“And, what are you guys Joing here,” 1 asked. “1
tﬁougﬁt some supercomputer was suja]ooseaf to run this
Joface.”

“He does,” Smith said. “ 1 see you got your
welcome message. Antallon has been cﬁzsignea[ to
incorporate your aﬁifity in with everyone else’s. A lot
of kids can do strange tﬁings, but you and these
four, you are tru[y excgpu’ona[ to Antallon, and
whatever he has in store for you, it’s coming soon.”

7 looked around kind of su.gpiciousfy.



“We are here to make sure that the new arrival
gets out cj" his room, and _passes the very first test
here,” Gunshot said. “We want to make sure that Ey
coming out of your room, you have set foot in the
Facultas ?(ouse, and Eefong here. We've had three
other kids that don’t Ee[ong here because tﬁey
couldn’t ﬁncf a /éey in their room. But you ﬁve are up
to the test and you have what it takes.”

“We’ll be moniwring your behavior for wd’ay, to
decide what program to set you towards,” Smith
said. “Antallon runs afiﬁbrent programs, CKe[Ty and
Brandon have become goocf friend} Ey running the
same program on Team White, ﬂi[f, well, is not in
their program but coming a(ong very well on Team
Blue. Antonio,” Smith said moving over towards him,

“Antonio runs on a program that none of us rea[fy



know about called Team Black. Better for him better
for us, 1 guess.”

“Can 1 look out in the woods? Antallon says not
to, but 1 [ike the woods.”

“You can look, but you won’t ﬁncf notﬁing, ”
Gunshot said. “Thank You very much. Tm going to
look out there aﬁ‘er Ereaéfast, actua[fy, 1f anyone
would [ike to join me.”

Was that a trick quesu'on? Q\foﬁocfy did anyway.



Day 1: 10:16 a.m.

Smith and Gunshot went over some more basics
about the house for a while meanwhile everyone sat
in silence. No Ereaﬁing tﬁings, no stea(ing from
others, inside Ey 9:00, [igﬁts out, my call.

%ﬁ?r tﬁey ﬁna[@ ﬁeﬁ for the woods, Jill and iKe[Ty
went outside, and the kid that must’ve been Brandon
came over to me.

“Did CKe[Ty talk to you about what’s going on?” he
asked.

“Uh yeaﬁ, she did,” 9 said. “Im Trent By the
way.” Brandon looked younger than me By mayﬁe
two years at the least. He was mayﬁe eleven? Ten?

“We know who you are. Sit down at the counter

and T gi\/e you the basics. ‘This pfan is sometﬁing



that cannot fai[, We're all gonna to be somewhere on
Antallon’s hidden cameras, and he’ll have to set a
mode to get us out of there. ‘Jf someone is Joing
sometﬁing on his Woods Cam then tﬁey can get past
this tﬁing called the Barrier. The Barrier is this
invisible force ﬁe[c[ that’s used to Eegp us in the
House Boundaries.”

“Q—[ey, wait a sec,” 1 said. “Would you mind 1f 1
record this, for later?”

“Uh,” he said, kind cf creqaecf out, “sure.”

“Thanks,” 1 clicked record on my recorder. “So
this tﬁing, is it [ike a wall?”

“Kind of, but invisible, and ;f you try to cross it,
you’[f get static shocked. So, we think that when
Antallon boots down for a few seconds to restart his

ﬁl’es because of all his cameras cmsﬁing, the Woods



Cam Person can run across the Barrier and run
fmftﬁer up the forest and get ﬁeﬁo.”

“How do you know we’re not on an island?” 1
asked.

“One time CKe[Ty monitored Smith and Gunshot

[eaw’ng fﬁ?’OMgﬁ tﬁeforest, cmc[sﬁe ﬁearcftﬁem

)

saying that we’re in the forest ona [arger [andmass.’
“You're sure that it’(l work?”
“Deﬁniﬁzfy. Meet us downstairs wm’gﬁt and we'll
talk about what we need.”

“Oﬁay, see You then.”



Day 1: Somewhere Between 8:00 p.m. and 9:00 p.m.

1 spent about a while mﬂéing to everyone else, and
exy[oring the house. 1 took a nap, and actua[fy ﬁ[fecf
in a lot of these entries so far. 1 spent the last ﬁag(
hour in the woods, seeing what 1 can fimf 97 talked
with Jill, and she said that the Barrier would give
you a static shock 1f you try and pass it.

9 searched around for the Barrier, and went tﬁrougﬁ
the forest, and aﬁ?r a while, founc{ one spot where
there was an enormous branch across the forest ﬂoor,

“7 think 1 just foumf the Barrier,” 1 said. 1 was
recowfing this on my camera [ike everytﬁing else 1
did at the Facultas.

SNAP!!

7 heard sometﬁing loud coming ﬁom a bush rigﬁt



next to the Barrier.

“What was that?” 1 asked. 1 made sure to zoom in
on the bush, watcﬁing it move. There was sometﬁing
weird going on. 1 fe[t [ike sometﬁing had just moved.
1 was watcﬁing the camera, and zig-zaggecf it from
one end of the Barrier to the other. 1 put my ﬁnger
out, and tried to cross the Barrier.
zzzN

“Ap1” q yeljaecf. It hurt like heck! My ﬁnger got
ymcu’caﬁy burned!

KKK

SenCome

KKK

In my vision, 1 saw a face. 7 turned the camera
back from facing the House, and turned m’gﬁt to the

Barrier and saw it.



7 saw (believe it or not) one of the least cﬁsturﬁing
tﬁings that would come in the time 1 spent at the
Facultas House.

He syo/ée quiet[y, but cfearl’y, and was very
mysterious as I backed up.

“Are, are you over the Barrier!?1?” 1 asked him.

“Hello Trent. Yes 1 am, but you never will be, even
aﬁ‘er you leave.”

9 tried to run, 1 ran out (f the woods, but couldn’t
go even the short distance to the House.

1 feﬁ over a [og, my head hurt, and everytﬁing
went black. My camera caugﬁt it tﬁougﬁ. 71 be
recorc{ing until the Eattery dies, or someone stops it.

Even in my dreams, he haunted me. 1 saw the
solid face @( him out in the woods, past the Barrier,

and 1 was scared.



7 knew what 1 saw that m’gﬁt and 1 knew it would
mean sometﬁing, sometﬁing imyoﬁant, but not this
important.

What 1 saw was d’isturﬁing, and made me tﬁing
whether or not 1 should tell the others about what 1
saw. 1 decided not to, but ﬁgure it out mysegc.

What 1 saw, was strange, and made me reexamine
my entire experience at the Facultas House.

This was one qf the least cﬁsturﬁing tﬁings fmm
the Facultas House in my cyoim’on, but I'm saying
this because, 1f you’re ever to ﬁmf the video of this,
then you’ﬁ know what 1 mean.

The uy-cfose version (f that face. The solemn stare.
His face.

That m’gﬁt, my ﬁrst m’gﬁt at the Facultas House

at 8:47 p-m., with ‘J\figﬁt Vision, 1 saw sometﬁing



quesﬁonaﬁﬁa,
And T'm Going To Tell You What Tt 1s.
On that m’gﬁt, 7 saw, over the Barrier, the

hollowed out face of ﬁ[fow resident, Antonio Barons.



Part 2






Day 1: 10:34 p.m.

He'’s founcf me. Antonio’s small, hollowed face
still gives me shivers while 1 write this. 1 couldn’t
ﬁeﬁ) but think that he had found’ me. 1 wasn’t sure
what had ﬁa}oyeneaf out in the woods, Eeyfore 71
tm’}o}aed: but 1f 1 rea[fy did see Antonio over the
Barrier, then 1 could }oreafict that he was worﬁing for
Smith and Gunshot. 1 wanted to look at the video 1
was mﬁing on my camera but 1 couldn’t for a few
reasons. ‘A, my camera’s Battery died somewhere
when 1 was Jaassecf out, B, because it was too dark
out to ﬁnc{ my camera on the forest ﬂoor, and, C, it
must’ve been too dark to see, and too noisy to hear
Antonio syeaﬁ to me, even 1f he had. 1 ])uﬂéd' out my

iPod from my pocﬁet and tried to use the dim ﬁ’gﬁt



to illuminate the forest ﬂoor , and looked for my

camera, however, saw no traces of it. 1 looked at the
time that read: 10:35 p-m. 7 remembered this
moming, Brandon and Ke[(y te[fing me about the
escape meeu’ng that started at 10:30. I'm a[ready
late, 1 don’t want them to think that 1 bailed.

7 jum}oec{ over some [ogs, and down a small rock
fedge to the little dirt road. ran to the House, and
unlocked the door with a Eey Smith gave me. T went
from the main forum to a small ﬁaﬁway with a door
on the ﬁzﬁ, which 1 cracked open. There was a [igﬁt
switch on the [eft side of the wall, which wasn’t on,
either because the group didn’t want to be caugﬁt or
it was broken. Fither way, 1 didn’t need to ﬁnc( out.
There were wooden stairs ﬁeaafing down to basement,

tﬁat seemecf ﬁO[[OW, 7 went C[OW’H tﬁe stairs, and’



almost tripped over the fourth one, which seemed
loose.

1 carefully tip-toed down, and came to the bottom.
The floor was cement, and covered with boxes. The
strange thing, though, was that the basement was
really big. 1 couldn’t exactly see how far it went
back, but 1 could tell that when 1 reached the bottom
of the stairs, there was limited space on the side to
my right, and a huge space to the left.

1 heard whispers to my left. The meeting had
already started.



Day 1: 10:47 p.m.

“We can’t let him into the group!” Brandon said.

“Wﬁy not?” Jill chimed.

“We need him to get out of here!” QCe[fy said.

“1 think Gunshot and Antallon know we’re gonna
escape, and made him a (ittle spy for us,” Brandon
said. “This morning, he asked to record me mﬁéing
about our }ofan!”

“Well did he hear a[fofit?”jiﬁasﬁecﬁ

“No, 1 mentioned most cf it ﬁefm’e he got to
recorcfing it, but 1 don’t trust him.”

“fllgain,” CKe[fy said, “we need him to escape, and
there are other reasons wﬁy he would wanna record
your conversation.”

“Like what?” Brandon asked.



“Like,” 1 said, ste}oping to m’gﬁt, “mayﬁe [eaving
my recor(fings here, so the kids aﬁer us will know
how to escape.” 1 noticed some ﬂasﬁ[igﬁts SJoread' out
across the dark basement. 1 saw Jill and ﬂ(e[[y
sitting on an old air ﬁocﬁe}/, that 7’d soon learn to be
LON@—BroEen, two ying-}oong tables, one of which
was on its side, and the other one, Brandon had laid
out some papers. ‘Antonio was on the other side Ey a
window, [ooﬁing out into the forests.

“Trent!” Brandon said. “How much of that did
you hear?”

“Enougﬁ of it,” 1 said. “Look, the ﬁve of us need
to work wgetﬁer gf we every want to get past that
Barrier. 1am not a spy for Antallon. 1 don’t onfy
want to escape, but 1 want to find out what the real

point of this yface is. Where is it? What are Smith



and Gunshot even improving our abilities for? What
do tﬁey want us to not ﬁmf in the forest? ”

“You know what,” Brandon said, “you’re m’gﬁt 7
hate to say it, but 1 was wrong, and we all do need
to ﬁgure out what’s going on.”

7 wanted to tell Brandon, CKe[Ty and Jill about
Antonio, but 1 didn’t need them [osing his trust. 41
don’t even know whether it was real or not.

“Now,” 1 said, “am 1 in?”

“Well that c(e}aencfs,” Jill said. “We need to take a
vote, and it needs to be unanimous.” She turned her
head around the room. “Is he in?”

“1 say yes,” C’Ce[fy said.

“Yes,” said Antonio, sofemnfy, still facing the
woods, with his hand raised against a wood banister,

which he was [ecming on.



“Sure,” Jill said.

Brandon (ooked at me, hesitant. He looked at the
rest of them.

“Sure,” Brandon said. 1 smiled. “Well?” Brandon
asked.

“What?” 1 asked.

“Is it oan with you?” Brandon asked.

“Yeah it’s o/éay.' So T’'m in?” 1 asked.

“Sure, but you need to swear not to give our group
up. No matter what!” Jill said.

“7 swear.”

“‘J\fow,” she said, “Brandon Easicaﬂy gave you the
lowdown on how we’re gonna escape, and you
migﬁt’ve come at the rigﬁt time too, because we’re
getting closer and closer to ﬁgum’ng out when to

expect our y[an to go into action.”



“How soon do you think?” 1 asked.

“A month?” Brandon sugges‘mf “Q\/layﬁe [ess, 1f
we’re [ucﬁy. Me and Jill can work out all of the
kinks, you guys won’t have to worry about it.”

“Cool,” 1 said. “What about school, tﬁougﬁ, Tve
never missed a c(ay, and 1 don’t intend on smm’ng
now.”

“Me, Antonio, ji[f and CKe[Ty think that Antallon
is using his advanced tecﬁnofogy to slow down time
outside cf these walls,” Brandon said.

“fExy[ain,” 97 said.

“Well, you know how 1f you time travel, you can
set your machine to onfy come back a second afrer
you [eft, and it’s like you were never gone?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, time could be fmzen m’gﬁt now,” he said,



sna}a}aing, “and we wouldn’t know, because it would
resume a second later. gunsﬁot let s[i}o once that
that migﬁt be what’s ﬁap}aem’ng here, and time kind
of resumes for your fife when we step outside these
walls.”

“So, 1 have notﬁing to worry about?” 1 asked.

“Ditto,” Jill said.

“It’s been a fong cfay Trent,” Ke[fy said. “You
must be beat. T'm gonna head up towards bed.”

“Same here,” Jill said.

“I'm tired too,” Antonio said, tmi[ing ahead of the
otfiers.

“I'm with you guys,” Brandon said. “Trent, you
comin’?”

“p(l go up ina few minutes,” 1 said. “1 want to

check sometﬁing out.”



“Suit yourseg[,” Brandon said. He [eft me with
two ﬂasﬁ(igﬁts, in the dark Easement, alone.



Day 1: 11:32 p.m.

7 walked over from near where the window Antonio
was at, to the [arge gap, which 1 noticed had a
sficﬁ’ng door near it, [eacfing out to the })00[, which
was now closed for the season. 1 saw a few board
games, and some bookshelves, with creepy [ooEing
books on them. 1 saw the side of one sﬁeg(, written in
red Joaint, it read: FORBIDDEN. 1 went past that
and saw a small wa[ﬁway, crowded with old boxes,
decorations, and even some shelves with ﬁo(iafay
tﬁings' There was a water heater, regu[ar heater,
ﬁu’nace and some other strange fooﬁing machines
near them.

7 saw next to me, a blue, ﬂasﬁing [igﬁt, Not Big,
but rea[@ small. About the size of a Eeycﬁain



ﬂasﬁfigﬁt, fﬁcﬁering. 7 noticed the ﬁgﬁt iﬁuminau’ng
a word beneath it, that read: ANTALLON: 2.5.

Was this Antallon’s main fmme? There was no
time to ask. Basements at m’gﬁt creep me out, tﬁey
a[ways have me tﬁinéing that there’s some creeper, or
murderer, is coming up behind me, reac{y to strike
when 1 turn around.

CBefore 1 went u}ostairs, 7 noticed sometﬁing weird
at my shoes: a Eey, and a small, p[astic container.
These tﬁings didn’t look [ike tﬁey Ee(ong ina
basement. ﬂftﬁougﬁ, then again, this is the Facultas
House.

1 }oicﬁecf up the Eey, and noticed that this was no
regu[ar Eey, because the end of it, the part that
unlocks the door, was in a sﬁaye @( three letters:

TAE. Initials? A word? Other ‘Tﬁings? 7 stuﬁd



the key in my pocket, and decided to figure it out
later. 1 took a flashlight and shined it on the small
bottle. It had some strange letters written across it
in some foreign language, like Latin or something.

1t had a liquid in it that looked like purple food
coloring, or dye or something. 1 put it into my other
pocket, and raced back to the main spot and up the

stairs.



Day 2:12:00 a.m.

7 went back up to my room, and when 1 got there,
7 saw sometﬁing strange. Brandon and Antonio
were fooﬁing at the same tﬁing fmm their room
across the hall, and even ’Ke[fy and Jill had come
down the hall from their rooms to [ook.

On my door, in sifvery spray yaint, were the words:
TEAM WHIT ‘E, written cﬁ’agonaﬁy.

“Welcome to the White Team,” Brandon said. “Us
three stick togetﬁer, no matter what.”

“(joocf,” 7 said. iBy this ]aoint, each of us ﬁve had
gatﬁerecf around the small space in between me and
Brandon/Antonio’s rooms. “Then _promise me one
tﬁing.”

“Yeah Trent?” Ke[fy asked.



“When we escape, we all escape, not just one (y( us.
s that fair?”

“Trent, we migﬁt on(y get one chance to leave, and
we can’t waste it. getting everyone out,” ji[f said,
“it migﬁt be hard. These are some risks we'll need to
take in order to get out @C here. As [ong as one
_person gets over, it’s like a ﬁt(f team.”

“T{énry Ford once said ‘coming wgetﬁer isa
Eeginning, Eeqping togetﬁer is a process and worﬁing
tvgetﬁer is success.”

“Yeah, but it migﬁt be imyossiﬁ[é to even...”

“Na}oofeon once said ‘meossiﬁfe is a Word Found
on[y in the Dictionary cf Fools”.”

“Yeah but this is TRULY im}oossiﬁfe.”

“Nelson Mandela once said ‘it a[ways seems

im]aossiﬁﬁe until it’s done’.”



By this point, Till seemed to have given up.

“Trent,” she said, “1I want this just as 5a(ffy as
you do, but sometimes tﬁings just don’t work out...
But it wouldn’t hurt to try.”

1 put my hand in the middle of the circle that the
ﬁve of us had formecf Brandon put his on top (f
mine, and then ‘Ke[fy put hers on top of his. Jill
reached hers in, and ﬁna[@ Antonio put his in.

There was tﬁing 7 was certain at this })Oiﬂt’, which
was that 1 had founcf some true ﬁienc[s, and we
would stick togetﬁer until we escape or die, whichever
one comes last.

“We’re a team,” 1 said. “No matter who we are.

Or where we are.”



Day 2:12:13 a.m.

1 went into my room, and closed the door a little
bit. 1 went over to my bed and sat down, untying
my shoes, and placing them on the floor, and then
pulling off my socks, and tossing them in my dirty
laundry hamper. 1 carefully took the key and vial
out of my pocket and put them in the safest place 1
could find: a hollowed-out version of “The Charles
Darwin Theory”. 1 locked it up, and put it beneath
my bed.

1 looked over at my big desk, after sitting back up
on my bed, and noticed something rather peculiar.
There was a large note, about the size of both my
hands put together, tacked up on the bulletin board
which was the back of my desk.



7 saw the very visible ﬁand’writing, that read:

Don'k Worrj. I'm Scared Too.

Scared? Who's scared? Scared of what? Whoever
wrote me this note knew that 1 was scared of Eeing at

tﬁe Tacu[tas ']’(OMSQ, ancfwﬁat was to come.



Day 2:12:16 a.m.

7 had gotten the whole group out of bed and shown
them the note, and the vial of strange ﬁ’quiaf. 7
didn’t show them the Eey, because 1 didn’t want
them to getin trouble 1f or Smith or Gunshot founcf
me with it.

“So did any of you write this?” 1 asked them.

“Wasn’t me,” CKe[Ty said.

“Me neither,” Jill said.

“Ditto, bro,” Brandon said, “wasn’t me. Antonio?”

“Q\/b, 7 didn’t write it,” he said. Antonio walked
into his room.

“Well 1f none of you wrote it, who did?” 1 asked.

The gir[s sﬁruggec[ their shoulders and walked back

to their rooms. Brandon gave me a pat on the Eaclé,



Wisﬁing me a gooc{ m’gﬁt
At that moment, 1 wasn’t sure what 1 had gotten
myseﬁf into at the Facultas Q—[ouse, but whatever it
was, escaying wouldn’t get me out of it that easi[y.
fverytﬁing at the House wasn’t what it seemed,
and 7 was gonna ﬁgure it out. Whether Smith,

gunsﬁot, or Antallon, liked it or not.



Part 3






Day 17: Somewhere After 10:00 p.m.

“That was three hours of my ﬁfe Ml never get
back,” Brandon said.

Brandon was rigﬁt, that movie was terrible.
Here at the Facultas House, we have a load (f
movies, but Smith had Erougﬁt in a new one for
us to watch. Let me just say, it was pretty bad.

“Worst movie T've ever seen,” Jill agreedf

“Smith could En’ng us this Stujoiof tﬁing, but not
[ike a scary story book?” CKe[Ty said.

“Well we could aMays go down to basement, on

the forﬁiafcfen book shelves and ﬁrw[ some stories,” ‘1

suggeswc{.



7 knew ﬁrst hand that previous kids that lived
here at the Facultas House had scary stories, and
wrote them down in a book that’s on a shelve
downstairs.

“Yeah sounds ﬁm,” Brandon said. “It’s too bad
Antonio is a[reacfy asﬁeqp, he loves scary stories.”

“Let’s go,” Till said.

“I'm comin’ too!” Brandon said.

“Me too,” CKe[Ty said.

We all went ﬁom the [iving room next to the
kitchen, with TV, to the small ﬁa[(way (ﬁ the
kitchen, tﬁrougﬁ the door on the m’gﬁt, and into

tﬁe Basement

‘Ke[fy f[ic/éecf the ﬁgﬁt switch up, but the [igﬁts



didnw’t turn on. Weird. We all went to the bottom
@( the stairs, and Jill and CKe[[y gmﬁﬁed’ some
ﬂasﬁfigﬁts we used for the meetings down there.
Brandon ta}o}oecf his on, and we turned Eeﬁ, into a
Eig gap in the basement.

“7 see some shelves!” Jill said.

“Trent,” Brandon said, “do you know which one
it is?”
KKK
SenCome
KKK

“Yeah,” 1 said. “My SenCome just showed me.
Red cover, black side, it has initials SFH on the

side.”



Brandon threw some old boxes on their sides,
and saw that very book 1 saw in my vision on the
top shelve. He reached his hand up and gmﬁﬁeof
it.

“’Mayﬁe we can use these kids notes on the
House in our escape Ja[cm, ” fe said.

“And, well,” ji[[ said, [oo@ing over at Brandon.
“We have some news.”

‘Ke[fy and 1 excﬁanged’ looks, and then looked
back at Jill.

“Well,” Brandon said, “l wanted the whole
group wgetﬁer to say this, but 1 have no choice

now.

“Just tell us!” CKe[fy said, anxious.



“l was ta[éing to Jill,” Brandon said, “and we
think we can set the y[an into action sooner than
we tﬁougﬁt. Like rea[fy soon.”

7 smiled and exhaled. 1 could see the Te(ief on
ﬂ(e[fy’s face, fo(fowed’ By excitement.

“How soon?” 1 asked.

“You guys won’t [ike this,” Till said.

7 looked at Brandon, eyes forwarcf.

“Tomorrow m’gﬁt, » Brandon said.

“Tomorrow m’gﬁt! ” ‘Ke[fy exclaimed. “When
were you gonna tell us? We need to ])aclé, store
foocf, it’s a [ong }Jrocess.'”

“Antallon is weakest on[y once a month, and

that’s tomorrow m’gﬁt We don’t know whether



we’re in a time warp or whatever, but it’s been
twenty-nine c{ays since Antallon booted down last,
and tomorrow, that migﬁt be the weakest he will
get for a fong while.”

“Iit’s a [ong shot,” ‘Ke[fy said. “Udeas?” she asked
me.

“It may be a [ong shot, but it’s our on[y shot.
Let’s just enjoy the rest cf the m’gﬁt,” 9 said, “and
tomorrow we work out all the kinks and we go for
it. ‘Jf We mess up, worst case, we try again' And

we don’t stop trying until we get out. ”



Day 16: 10:37 p.m.

“Devon Ferrell tried to escape. He had made it
S50 far outside that cfeam’ng, no one had even ever
been there. But he found’ sometﬁing he shouldn’t
have. And ’Fanger caugﬁt his scent. He could
smell the beast’s rancid breath, and ran even
fcm‘ﬁer from it. A few more inches, and he
migﬁt’\/e even gotten past the Barrier. But
Fanger, the beast, would not be denied. Closer
and closer, salvation lied ahead, yet it was a[reac{y
too late. All Devon could hear was a crack and a
grow[, and he was gone.”

“So,” ‘Ke[fy said, aﬁ?r Brandon ﬁm’sﬁec{ reciu’ng



the story, “(jofaﬁfocﬁs goes into the woods, CPa}aa
Bear ﬁnd} her, and Papa throws her out for
Wondéring on his property.”

Jill and 1 let out a mix qf chuckles.

“Q—ﬁmest@,” she continued, “how will this ﬁego us
escape? It’s some fairy tale that GUNSHOT
yroﬁaﬁ(y wrote to teach us not to go into the
woods.”

“How about another one?” Brandon suggeswaf,
“Trent, since you came up with this faﬁu[ous idea,
wﬁy don’t you read it?”

Brandon handed me the book, and 1 looked at a
Table qf Contents. One qf the 11 found’ interesting

was called “The Qutsiders”. 1 Begcm to read it



aloud.

“When the moon is ﬁdf, and the forests are quiet
outside a woods famiﬁ'ar to us residents, we Eegin
to see tﬁings. Whether tﬁey are real or not, 1 can
tell you now. 1 can tell you ﬁrstﬁcmd’ that outside
the Barrier, tﬁey are waiu’ng. The Barrier may
Eee}o six @C you prisoners here, but on the other
side, near Tanger’s wwi‘wry, there is a group cf
individuals, c[ying to get in. ‘Iﬁey may or may
not have {pecia[ abilities, but tﬁey know tﬁings we
don’t. Qﬁey can tell us Wﬁy we’re here, where we
are, and what the purpose cf our abilities are.
‘Tﬁey are called “The Outsiders’. 'Tﬁey wait, and

wait and wait, for months, sometimes years at a



time, and it is on[y when the moon is ﬁA[T, you
may see some tﬁings moving from across the
Eouncfary. Join the Outsiders, and make A
Choice.”

There was a dead silence in the room for at least
a minute cg%r 1 stv]o}oed’ reac[ing. Tt migﬁt even
have been more.

“Is that the end?” Brandon asked.

“Yeah,” 1 said. “And Stmnge[y enougﬁ, that’s
the end of the book.”

“?\/layﬁe the kids that wrote this tﬁing actua[(y
got out of the House.”

“Now this,” CKe[fy said, “this story syeaﬁs to me.

What y[ }aeopﬁe are actua[fy wai’a’ng to get n ﬁom



the other side? ‘Jf we shut down the Barrier
tomorrow nigﬁt, not onfy can we get, but tﬁey can
repossess the House, make it for the purpose tﬁey
want.”

“Yeah,” Brandon said, “but we’ve seen Smith
and gunsﬁot pass the Barrier a thousand and one
times, so don’t you think that tﬁey would have
seen them?”

“‘Mayﬁe not,” Jill said. “‘Mayﬁe The Outsiders
can just, get away. ”

“You Euy this Trent?” Brandon asked me.

“] see no reason Wﬁy not to. 1 guess we can

ﬁgure out tomorrow.”



Day 17: 8:32 a.m.

One tﬁing T actua[@ regpectec{ about the
Facultas House is that, while T've been here, T've
caugﬁt up on my sfee]o, a[tﬁougﬁ 7 couldn’t sfeey
at all last m’gﬁt /| tﬁougﬁt about all the secrecy
surrounc[ing the Facultas House, and how much
7 still didn’t know.

7 had set my alarm to wake me at nine, but got
up earlier. 1 noticed Brandon and Antonio were
afreacfy awake across the hall, and }oacﬁing some
tﬁings up. 7 walked down the hall, and the gir[’s
rooms’ doors were openeaf wide, and 1 saw them

gatﬁem’ng some tﬁings up.



9 took a cold shower and put on some jeans and
a t-shirt. 1 walked downstairs with the other four,
and we got scared when we saw sometﬁing strange:
there was a Eoy who looked about thirteen or
foumzen, sitting at the Breaéfast table, hands
fo(cfedj smring strait ahead, not acﬁnowﬁac@ing us.

“Uh, guys, who the heck is this?” 1 asked.
Brandon looked dead ahead at the kid, and so did
Till.

7 walked down the rest of the stairs Ey the [iving
room cﬁ the kitchen, and the kid turned around,
acﬁnow[ea@ing us. He looked Jouzzfecf.

“Don’t worry,” 7 said. “You're at...”

“Don’t bother,” the kid said. “1 got up ear(y,



[eﬁ my room, and Eum]aed’ into Smith and
gunsﬁot out in the woods. ‘Tﬁey gave me the
sﬁpee(. ”

“Oﬁay,” Brandon said. “Well, ’m Brandon
Barons, this is my brother Antonio,” he said
}aoinu’ng to Antonio, “this is Trent Posterus,
that’s CKe[Ty Nemmer, and this is Jill Brittle.”

“Q-[ey guys. T'm Owen Fergon.”

“Look, we're ]ofcmning to get the heck out of this
jaface tom’gﬁt, do you want to come, or sometﬁing?”
Brandon asked.

“Uh, sure?” he asked, not ﬁnowing whether or
not we were rricﬁing him.

Owen [eﬁ the kitchen, excusing ﬁimseg[ to go



take a shower.

“This guwy is not who he seems,” Brandon said.
“7 used my aﬁiﬁty on him, and 1 could tell. He
must be an Antallon Jo(cmt. He stuck him in with
us cuz we've all been gem’ng reckless ta[Eing about
the escape Jo[an, ” 9 knew Brandon’s aﬁi[ity, he
could inmjoret yeqp[e’s emotions, and ’pred’ict their
actions in the ﬁnure, which he could easify use on
the rest cf us.

“Brandon, how many }oeqp(e did you think were
Ja[ants for Antallon? You tﬁougﬁt 9 was,” 1 said.

“Don’t worry, he tﬁougﬁt 7 was!” CKe[fy said.
This conversation made wonder whether or not

Brandon’s abilities had actua[(y been worﬁing,



“He didn’t say it to me,” TJill said.

“Well, mayﬁe he’s in love with you,” ﬂ(e[@ said.
She, Antonio, ji[f and 7 burst out (augﬁing, but
Brandon turned Em’gﬁt red.

“Look,” he said, “I just think that we should be a
[ittle bit more careﬁd about who we talk to and
what we say, egpecia[fy with the escape Jofcm so
close.”

“7 can’t believe T'm saying this, but Brandon’s
rigﬁt,” 7 said. “We need to be on guarc[ at all
times and we can’t s(i}o up, egpecia[fy not now.”

We all Basica[@ sat in silence for a little bit,
until Owen came back downstairs.

“So, where you ﬁom Owen?” 1 asked, maﬁing



small talk.

“Oh, T'm ﬁom from Tﬁi[adégoﬁia,” he said.

“Oh, imwesting. Tm from a suberb outside cf
New Haven.”

“Connecticut?”

“No, Ottawa!” ji[f said sarcasu'ca[@, “Yes
Connecticut. So, do you know what your aﬁiﬁ’ty
is?”

“Yeah, 1've afways ﬁafc [ike 1 can aﬁ[ect Joeop[e’s
dreams, like 1 can talk to them in their dream
states, and almost create their dreams.”

“Oh cool” CKe[Ty said.

“What about you guys?” Owen asked.

“Oh,” j]i[f said, “well, ’Ke[ry can show }oe(yoi'e her



past tﬁougﬁts and memories, Trent can see a few
seconds into the ﬂture and @tect the future Ey
maﬁing the m’gﬁt choices, Brandon reads micro-
emotions, and 1 can hack tuﬁno[ogica[ devices to
make Easica[@ cmytﬁing 7 want.”

“And him?” Owen asked, }ooinu’ng to Antonio,
who fust was fooléing out the window.

“Oh,” Brandon said, “uh, we, uh, we don’t
know.”

9 shook my head.

“Oh, cool. So... T'm gonna head out to the
woods aﬁ‘er Ereaﬁfast, anyone wanna come with?”

The last time someone asked me to go out to the

woods with them, was Gunshot on the c{ay gl



arrived.
“Uh, sure,” Brandon said.
“P(l come too,” Jill said.
“Yeah, sure,” CKe[Ty said, somewhat hesitant.
Peer Pressure, 1 said to myseﬁ

“Yeah, 1 guess Pl come,” 1 said.



Day 17: 9:32 a.m.

Owen, Brandon, {]i[f, CKe[Ty and 1 jogge(f out to the
woods, later that morning. We went up the small
[edge, and to the cfeam’ng. Out of the corner of my
eye, 1 saw sometﬁing‘ There was a gparﬁ[ing circle
on the forest ﬂoor, that 1 hadn’t seen in a while: my
camera. The rain hadn’t soiled it, and Smith and or
Gunshot hadn’t founcf it and taken it. 1 snatched it
up, and put it into my Jaocﬁet.

“There’s the Barrier,” Jill said. “That’s where
we're ﬁoying to go past.”

“Well, Wﬁy not just run south of the House?” Owen
asked.

“We went back there a few weeks back, and there’s

a ﬁuge [eafge l’eacfing down to an ocean,” fKe[Ty said.



“Oh,” Owen said. He waited another second Eefm’e
m[ﬁing again.

“So, 1 hear that Fanger roams these woods,” Owen
said. “fMayEe we should go past hear, and check ‘er
out.” Sometﬁing in that sentence didn’t seem rigﬁt,
7 tﬁougﬁt

“Smith says it’s not safe down there,” Jill said.

“Oh, come on, have some sense of adventure!”
Owen said.

“‘.Mayﬁe we could g0, just for a few minutes,”
Brandon said. Owen lead him down a trail, past the
cfeam’ng' il quicﬁfy fo[[owerf Brandon, and ‘Ke[fy
and me trailed behind.

Once 1 knew Owen couldn’t hear us afong the trail,
1 gm%ed' iKe[fy’s wrist, and afmggecf her over to the
side.



“7 think Brandon’s m’gﬁt,” 1 said.

“What, we're all snitches?” she asked.

“Not all of us,” 1 said, “just Owen.”

“Why?”

“We read the fegencf (f Fanger last m’gﬁt, and then
hid the book back in the basement.”

“So?”

“So, yf he had never been in the House Eefore this
morning, how did he know about Fanger, 1f Smith
and Gunshot are trying to cover it up?”

CKe[Ty looked up the yatﬁ, then back at me, Enowing

1 was rigﬁt



Day 17: 9:47 a.m.

CKe[Ty and 1 fe[f [ong behind the others, and at one
jaoint, got lost, and fe[t [ike we started ﬁeam’ng
tﬁings.

GRRRRR....

“What was that?” iKe[fy asked.

“What was what?” 1 asked.

“What do you mean what was what?” she asked,
ﬁim’ng me on the shoulder. “You remember
everytﬁing! You can see into the future, how do you

forgot a ﬁuge grow[?!?! ”

“Oﬁay, that 1 heard,” 1 said.



KKK

SenCome
KKK

7 dove onto C’Ce[@, getting us both onto the forest
grmmcf, Sometﬁing ]’umped’ out fVom behind us, a
creature that was ﬁairy all over, and looked reaafy to
kill, as it Joouncecf a[ong the trail.

“Ha ha ha'!” said a too famifiar voice that
Eel’onged’ to Owen. “You guys are too easy!” He
}msﬁecf some leaves and ﬁn oﬁf of him, that made
him easi[y look like a mistaken version cf Fanger.

“Pain in the...” ‘Ke[[y Eegan

“CKe[Ty! ” 9 said. “Language!”

“You guys trail cﬁ togetﬁer!?” he asked. “Ooh! 1
smell love!”

“You smell that old fur in your hair!” ‘Kelfy said.



“There is nothing going on here.”

“Not yet!” he said snickering.

“Did you hear those growls?” 1 asked him.

“Growls?” he asked. “No, 1 actually didn’t.
Whatever.”

“Why did you come back anyway, 1 thought you
guys were trying to find proof of Fanger.” Kelly
[ooked at me after acknowledging how Owen knew
about Fanger.

“No, T'm sorry, guys!” e said. “1 don't usually
pull jokes [ike this, this one was just too good to be
true! Anyway, Jill and Brandon found something

down Ey the rock fedge and the cfeam’ng.”

KKK KK



Owen lead us back to the c(eam’ng, 50 We were
[ooﬁing at the house, and we turned [efr, over a rock
ﬁchge, and into the abundant woods again. We could
see the cfean’ng and the House fmm this Ja[ace, and
we saw Jill and Brandon Enee[ing down Ey a tree.

Nailed into the tree, was a wood post that read, in
ﬁig cajm’m[ letters: WHEN THERE 1S ONE. The
Red Paint on it reminded me of the note 1 got the
m’gﬁt 7 arrived that read “Don’t Worry. T'm Scared
To0’.

“When there is one?” CKe[Ty asked. “What’s that
suy]oosed to mean?”

“We don’t know,” Brandon said, “we just founc[ it
out here. Could Smith or Gunshot have put it up?”

“It doesn’t look [ike there ﬁamfwn’u’ng, ” 91l said.

“Could it have been someone that came here in the



Joast?”
“Who knows?” 1 asked. “?lfrer wnigﬁt, notﬁing

that ﬁayyens here will matter to us.”

Day 17: 8:32 p.m.

Mgﬁt couldn’t arrive sooner, esyecia[fy on the
m’gﬁt qf the escape. We all got into Jaosition, CKe[Ty in
the basement, Jill in the back woods, Me over By the
strange sign in the woods, Brandon in ﬁont of the
Barrier, Antonio in the kitchen and Owen in the
upstairs ﬁaﬁway.

We had all decided to let Brandon cross the
Barrier. This was }01’06(16@ the tougﬁest decision in

tﬁe esca}oe, OJCWFLO gOt to actua[[y esca]ae, even rﬁougﬁ



7 had ﬁoyec[ Ey now to ﬁncf a new way so we can all
get out (f this Ja[ace, but no such way was ever
found. Not yet at least.

71 was yroﬁaﬁ[y close enougﬁ to cross the Barrier
too, but since Brandon was the ﬁrst at the House,
and actua[fy came up with the Jo[an, it was his
]an’viﬁege. 7 saw him jﬁu[( out his walkie-talkie, and
hit the button on the side, and he s’poEe a message
into it, that came across on all of our walkie-talkies.

“Guys, we're on(y one minute and twemy-tﬁree
seconds away from initiating the yl'cm and 1 just
waned to say how awesome of of you guys have

been,” he said, a crack coming in over his voice. “I’'m
SOTTY We all couldn’t leave, but ([ be back for you
guys, sooner than you may think. 1 migﬁt actua[fy
miss the foocf, and all of you guys here. ﬂf 7 see



Smith or Gunshot on the road, 7'l give them both a
}mncﬁ from each of you guys.”

“T wenty seconds,” Jill talked into the walkie-talkie.

“‘_Bye guys,” Brandon said. “T(l be back real
soon.”

Till counted down, and Brandon got read to run.

“Five. Four. Three. Two. One. RUNI”

At that moment, 1 could see Brandon cﬁarge at
the Barrier, and a farge ﬂasﬁ of figﬁt came about,
and sometﬁing ffew across the forest: Brandon’s
600@. The Barrier had rebounded Brandon.

“Did it work?” CKe[[y’s voice asked.

“No,” 1 said. “‘Jﬁey knew we were coming, and the
‘Barrier was reacfy against us, somehow. Owen,
you're positive you were on the camera? That was a

wugﬁ one to mess u}a”’



No response.

“Owen?”

“Antonio,” 1 said, “where’s Owen?”

9 could hear Antonio running and he looked up.

“Owen is gone, Trent,” Antonio said. “His walkie-
talkie is still here, but he has [eft us.”

“What? You know what, 1 gotta go ﬁe@o your
brother, he looks pretty Banged’ up, see 1f he’s
around.”

7 turned oﬁf my walkie-talkie, and ran towards
Brandon, who was sim’ng, and ﬁzaning ﬁimseﬁf up
against a [arge branch.

“Brandon!” 1 shouted. “You oﬁay, man?”

“] think so,” he said. “Someone ratted us out, and
Antallon knew that we were coming. It must’ve been

Owen! Now Smith and Gunshot are onto us, we



can’t try again until tﬁey trust us again.”

“What 1f tﬁey come aﬁ'er us?”

“Too late for that! 1 never trusted Owen. That
kid is NOT from ‘Pﬁi[fy!” Brandon ’puﬂéd’ out his
ce[f—}oﬁone, and put in the letters A-N-T-A-L-L-O-
N, and there was a dial.

“Let me put this on syeaﬁer, ” Brandon said. There
was a click, and Brandon could tell Antallon had
Joicﬁec[ up.

“Antallon,” he said. “Wﬁy did you Ering in Owen
Fergon to the House?”

“Who?” he asked. The faﬁe, com}out@r—fiﬁe voice
actua[fy made the voice sound more real, whether
that makes sense or not. “There was no resident here
named Owen Fergon. There never has been, there is

not and’ tﬁere never Wl[( 66 cmyone nameaf Owen



Fergon here.”

“What are you ta[Eing about?” 1 asked him.

“We saw him, he was here. He met Smith and
Gunshot.”

“Did you see him meeting them?”

“Well, we uh,” Brandon Eegan.

“He lied,” Antallon said. “There was no one
Erougﬁt here called Owen Fergon.”

There was a silence at the other end of the [ine.

“Barons, get out now,” Antallon said. “goocf-ﬁye.”

ﬂﬁe fine went d:ead



Day 17: 9:04 p.m.

“Get out now?” Brandon asked. “What do you
think he meant ﬁy that?”

“Clﬁey must be coming for you!” 1 ﬁeﬁoecf Brandon
to his feet, and we looked at both the ends of the
Barrier, and then the parts @( the cﬁzam’ng.

“Whoa!” Brandon said. “What was that? Look
across the Barrier, way down there, 1 tﬁougﬁt 7 saw
someone.”

“Wait, Brandon,” 1 said.

“Yeah?” he w:pfiecf

“It’s a ﬁdf moon. ‘The Outsiders mayﬁe?”

“We may never know. We should Joroﬁaﬁfyﬂ”

“We should yroﬁaﬁfy what?” 1 asked, tuming

GH’OM’H,dt



Brandon was gone.

7 knew that tﬁey would take him because he tried
to escape. ‘Jﬁey would come for me next.

7 ran out, far’rﬁer and fartﬁer out of the cfeam’ng,
away from whoever took Brandon. 41 ran, but there
was sometﬁing 7 didn’t notice: the same [og 7 had
tri}a’pecf over sixteen m’gﬁts ago, 7 had triypea[ over

wm’gﬁt, and 1 was unconscious.



Day 17: Dream

7 walked out of my room, and walked so fast down
the front stairs, it was [ike we were in fast motion. ‘1
walked towards the woods, and 1 walked in fast
motion again towards the cfearing, and saw someone
near the Barrier.

He was wearing a suit that consisted of a black
sport coat, black tie, and dark pants, white dress
shirt, and a monocle.

1 gmﬁﬁecf him over shoulder and turned him
around.

Beneath the suit, and behind the monocle was
Owen Fergon.

“Owen,” 1 said. “How did you know about the

fegencf @C Tanger, without the book. It’s like you saw



him }oersona[@.”

“7 couldn’t have made it here without your ﬁeﬁa,”
Owen said, turning, and wa[ﬁing a little bit towards
the House. “Thank You.”

“You’re not who you say you are, are you?” 7 said
to him.

“Who is?” he asked.

“Who ARE you?” 1 asked him. He smiled.

“7 have to leave, sooner than 1 may have ﬁo}oecf.
7'Ml be back tﬁougﬁ.”

“Leave? You just got here. Wﬁy weren’t you in
Antallon’s system data?”

“Because he was m’gﬁt 71 was never su}ayosed’ to be
here in the ﬁrst y[ace"’

“Is that it?” 1 asked him.

His head d’rqp]aed: as he a}a}oroacﬁecf the Barrier.



Owen’s face got darker, and he syoﬁe s(ow[y and
c[}zar[y, in an almost dark fasﬁion.

“There are }oecyoﬁa out there,” he said, in a way that
sent chills down my spine. “Fxiles. ‘Tﬁey want into
the Facultas House, even more than you may want
out. That’s wﬁy 7 was sent here, 1 am a scout,
Trent. You ﬁe[pecf us out, and we’ll be back. Thank
You.”

“A scout? You've known all a[ong?”

“You've been c[ying to know, and yes, it’s true.
Cchger, is real, and Devon Ferrell is gone. As for
the Outsiders, tﬁey have been waiu’ng even [onger
than when that book was written.”

“Tell me more!” 1 said.

“We'll be back. Good Bye Trent.”

KKKKK



“Ah1” 7 exclaimed. T woke up, out in the woods,
and 1 checked my watch. It had onfy been a minute

since 1 had tm’p}oec{ and faﬂén over.



Day 17: 9:55 p.m.

“Closer and closer,” 1 narrated, “salvation drew
near. Brandon Barons was so close to escaping the
Facultas Cl-[ouse, but sometﬁing caugﬁt his scent.
Whether or not Cchger got to him, onfy he knows,
but he is no more. 1 make a vow to you all, here and
now that 7 will ﬁncf Brandon Barons AND we will
escape. For now, we are here at the Facultas House,
but Brandon will be with us when we escape, and
when we cross to that other side, Owen Tergon, and
the other Outsiders will be waiu’ng for us, but all we
know for sure rigﬁt now is that Brandon Barons and
Owen Fergon are gone. But tﬁey will veturn, and
tﬁey will get to the sides of the Barrier tﬁey choose to

be on. Whether Smith and Gunshot are alive or



dead, and whether tﬁey [ike it or not. And that’s
not a threat. That’s a promise.”

The cmcﬁfing ﬁre seared behind me, in the room we
were watcﬁing the movie in last m’gﬁt, not even
worrying about escape, but now, we had attemywd’,
we had fai[ec[, a [egemf had founcf us, one of us went
missing and now we’re all targets or Smith and
Gunshot. ’Tﬁey’re ﬁunu’ng us, and tﬁey’re going to

try and kill us, so 1 say: give it your best.



Part 4






Day 18: Prelude

CPeoyﬁz don’t just up and vanish [ike Brandon did,
and 1 was determined to ﬁncf him. ‘Before 7 knew it,
a whole (ine of Eidna}oyings Eegan. ‘J\fow, here 1 am,
all alone, y(otting to ﬁncf everyone and get them back.
7t would involve a mjo to the basement, the woods,
another trip to the basement, ﬁncfing a secret, an
un&rgmuncf tunnel, ﬁncﬁ’ng a strange attic, ﬁswning
to the story of a past resident who turns out to be
quite famous, reaﬁzsigning the escape j)faﬂ, reacﬁng
some stories, another m:p to the attic and a third tri}o
to the basement.

Well, 1 guess 1 should start ﬁom the Eeginning,

11:52 a.m., @ay 18.



Day 18: 11:52 a.m.

“Well where could he have gone?” Till asked.
“‘Mayﬁe BRANDON was the spy, the one we all
origina[@ tﬁougﬁ there was. ‘Mayﬁe tﬁey took him
away because he ﬁeﬁ?ecf them.”

“Brandon came up with the y[an, wﬁy would tﬁey
take him away? He wanted out as much as the rest
(f us,” CKe[Ty added.

“Look,” 1 said, “mayﬁe it’s not im}aortant where he
went, but the fact that we get him back. We need
him, otherwise, we'll never get past that Barrier.”

“T want him back,” Antonio said. “I'm going to
the basement.” That has to have been the most 1
have EVER heard Antonio talk while T’ve been here.

“Antonio, what are you gonna ﬁnd’ down there?”



CKe[Ty asked.

“Antallon is set up down there,” he said, “and
that’s where 1 am going to ﬁncf my answers, and
that’s where Brandon will be.”

Antonio stormed out of the room, and to the small
ﬁaﬁway, tﬁrougﬁ the door and down the hollow wood
stairs.

“He’s not the on[y one,” Jill said. “1 want
Brandon back NOW, and 1f he was in the woods one
second, and gone the next, tﬁey couldn’t have taken
him fm’.” il got up ﬁom the Ereaéfast table, and
went afirectfy out the front door, [eaving it open
behind her. The open door let in a cool breeze, that
made the House seem colder.

We waited a second, Eefore 91 said:

“Wﬁy don’t you go calm Jill down, and (T get



Antonio?”

“Sure,” CKe[Ty said. “But we better be cm’eﬁJ,
remember, tﬁey know we're yfomm’ng to escape, tﬁey
could gmﬁ us just as easi(y as tﬁey gm%ecf
Brandon. ji[f is m’gﬁt, tﬁougﬁ, Brandon has to be on
campus, it’s impossiﬁfe for them to have taken him
over the Barrier.”

“quofeon once said ‘Qm}oossiﬁfe is a Word Found
On(y in the Dictionary of Fools’. Even tﬁougﬁ 1
believe that he’s still here too. le he was trying to
escape, then that’s a way out. Let’s go.’”

CKe[(y raced out the fmnt door, sfamming it behind
her, and 11 joggec[ down the stairs to the basement. 1
knew where Antallon’s setup was, and that’s exact(y
where Antonio was. 1 stood on the last step of the

Stdi’l’W@ﬂ: SﬁTOUdéJEy tﬁe same WOOd’WOL[(S to tﬁe



side of the stairs that 1 hid between for my ﬁrst
escape meeu’ng, and listened in.

“.Tcan’t Eeep cfoing this.” 1 heard almost
sadness in Antonio’s voice, like he was crying while
he syoée.

“We know what you are cfoing, Antonio. Antonio,”
said the computer voice of Antallon. “And your
sacriﬁce is admiral. But until the time is rigﬁt, we

fear we must conceal you fvom the others.”

“1 just want my brother back,” Antonio said,
wiping his tears with his shirt sleeve. This had to be
the most infm’maf conversation Antonio ever syoﬁe
n.

“When Posterus knows his fcmz, he will fimf your
brother, you, Nemmer and Brittle.”

“Oan,” he said, in his normal voice. “T’ve trusted



you thus far. Do what you have intended for me.”

1 heard a farge SWOOSH and turned around the
corner. Where the blue figﬁt ﬂasﬁe(f, Antonio no
fonger stood where he was 6efore.

'}&Z was gone. 2/5 memﬁers ﬁac[cfisay}aearei



Day 18: 12:17 p.m.

“KELLY" T called, running up to the woods.
“KELLYY Twas up in the cfearing, and didn’t see
CKe[Ty anywﬁere. 97 traveled over on the rock Qo@e to
a tree, where 1 saw CKe[Ty stancfing By.

“CKe[Ty?” 7 asked.

“q4([’s gonel” she said. “1 foﬂowe(f her out here,
and 1 went into the cl’earing, heard her yeﬁ from
here, and when 1 came over she was gone.”

3/5 of the residents were now gone.

“It gets worse,” 1 said. “Antonio’s gone too.”

She gave me a look of question.

“Yeah, he was in the basement m[ﬁing to Antallon,
and Antallon said that Antonio needed to be

concealed until the time is rigﬁt”



“Well, how fong until tﬁey come and try to gmﬁ
one cf us?” she asked me.

“Oléay, how ‘bout his? We stay wgetﬁer until 7
ﬁmf a safe y[ace that Antallon doesn’t monitor, and
we hide there and figure out a }ofan to ﬁnd’ the
others.”

Al right.”



Day 18: 7:53 p.m.

CKe[Ty and 1 smyecf wgetﬁer all (fay, and ﬁna[@
gave up. There was no where we could stay that
Antallon wasn’t Watcﬁing, which made me re-think
whether or not it was one cf us that was gwing away
the }?[ml, or Antallon was able to ﬁgure it out
ﬁimseg[. Ke[fy and T were sitting in the [iving room,
afrer it got dark, and Eegan tﬁinﬁing.

“Is this even worth it?” ‘Ke[fy asked.

“Is what?” 1 said.

“You know, trying to escape. We'll have to get out
eventua[fy, but now we’re sure to fai[. We messed up
once, we're just gonna do it again"’

“F. Scott Titzgem[af once said “Never Conﬁme a

Sing(e Defeat with a Final @efeat’. ”



“Yeah, but it seems rea[fy hard to do, we’re almost
certain to faif” There was a silence for a while.

“This is the part where you give me a quote to
make me fee[ better,” ‘Ke[fy said.

“7 don’t have cmy,” 9 said. “Sorry,”

We sat in silence for a little bit, and 1 ﬁna[@
tﬁougﬁt @( sometﬁing.

“Cl(e[fy,” 7 said. “7 want to check sometﬁing out in
the basement, Tl be back in a few minutes.”

“What is it?” she asked. “Should 1 come?”

“No, that’s oléay,” 7 said. “Yow'll be safer here.”

7 got up fmm the ﬁ’w’ng room, and walked into the
kitchen. 1 went to the small ﬁaﬁway, and down the
basement stairs, once agin, attempting to fficﬁ on the
ﬁgﬁt which would not go on.

1 fe[t the ,pm:p&z [icluicf afcmcing around in the



plastic bottle inside my pocket, and the silver key with
the letters “TAE’ on the part that unlocks some door,
make my ankle really cold.

1 walked down the wood stairs, still tripping over
the loose fourth one, and made it down to the
concrete floor. 1 walked over into the large gap, and
saw the blue, blinking light, where Antallon’s setup
[ived. 1 walked to the end of that small pathway,
and saw something at the end.

There was a white sheet of plastic covering half of
the wall diagonally across my left side. The bottom
of it looked [ike wood, [ike nothing 1 had seen before,
but 1 did notice something else, that 1 hadn’t seen
before, a small hole. It looked [ike there was some
fight coming from inside, almost (ike it was a a door.

7 decided that 1 should go back up to get fKe[Ty



Eefore 7 went in there.

1 ran as fast as 1 could up the stairs, all the way
to the ﬁving room, where 1 saw CKe[Ty no [onger
sitting on the coach and some yi[fows on the ﬂoor.

Tﬁey ﬁacftaﬁen 661’. 4/5, 301’16.



Day 18: 8:19 p.m.

1 decided to avoid them from getting me, 1 looked
for somewhere 1 could hide for a while, and plan to
find the others, escape or both.

1 [ooked at my room, with some of my things in it.
1 grabbed my journal, camera, iPod and Recorder,
and my backpack filled with some non-perishable
fruit 1 had stored for the escape, leaving everything
else behind.

One thing 1 hadn’t noticed before was that there
was somewhat of a large gap in between my room

ancftﬁe set cfcar}oetecfstairs [eao{ing JOWTL to tﬁe

(iving room, which was at the end of the ﬁa[fway,

71 saw HOW many}oictures ﬁ&ldd 66611 ﬁung LL]? over



the wall, and wondered @f there was sometﬁing else
there.

It took down the picture at the very end of the hall
and saw notﬁing, and then one in the middle:
notﬁing.

‘Fina[fy, 1 just tried the one closest to my room,
and saw sometﬁing even more c[isturﬁing, carved into
the wall. It was a wood léeyﬁofe, etched into the wall.
A Eeyﬁofe that was moryﬁed’ into the three letters:
TAE.

91 took the Eey out of my sock, and put it into the
wall. 7 turned it to the feﬁ, and there was a
wooden/metal CL?[’J\@. 1 saw a small part of the
wall fa[f outward, revea[ing a dark stairwell [éac[ing
u’pwardis’



1 ﬁung the picture back on the wall, and climbed
inside, sﬁutting, and focﬁing the door behind me,

gOiTlg to a}?[ace wﬁere no one coufd'ﬁnd'me.



Day 18: 8:41 p.m.

1 saw a pretty su}oyorwd wooden staircase that
looked [ike it dated back to the cfays when the house
was built. There was rope that made up the base qf
a mifing, which 1 held onto, and climbed up.

1 got to the top of the wood stairwell, and saw
another ﬂoor, which must’ve been an attic. 1 saw
two desks set up there, one of which still ﬁaw’ng
tﬁings on it, another, covered with a sheet.

1 saw syidérweﬁs, dust, and other tﬁings covering
the ﬂoor,

7 went over to the desk with tﬁings still on it,
seeing what seemed to be a recorcﬁ’ng device, but it
seemed, decades, or even centuries ahead cf its time.

%61’6 was a tuﬁe-[i/ée Structure tﬁ&lt WOU[JT@COTC[



you, and a play button that would play the tape. 1
couldn’t tell if it took a cassette, or whatever, but it
[ooked, well, ANCIENT. 1 consider myself
somewhat of an expert on electronics, but 1 had
NEVER seen a model [ike this one.

1 sat down at the old desk, leaning back against
the leather chair 1 sat in. 1 placed my things on the
maple desk, which was still standing. 1 clicked the
play button, and heard brief mumbling 1 couldn’t
make out, and some more noises that made me think
that the thing was broken.

1 saw a dial on the side of the mechanism, which 1
spun to the left, and 1 heard a tape rewinding. This
device reminded me somewhat of a twisted

phonagraph machine, which was believed to be the
first actual type of audio recorder. Then, 1 heard a



small muﬁfe, and a voice Eegom to tell a story.

The voice was ﬁom a teenager, no older than
sixteen, but had the crackle of an old man in it too.
“Tve forgotten where 1 [efr of, so let’s just start

from the Beginning. My name is Thomas Alva
Edison,” 1 clicked the jafay button, which made the
tape stop. Thomas Edison knew about the Facultas
House? Then it hit me. How blind could 1 have
been? TAE. TAE was some kind of person, who
seemed to be connected to the House in one way or
another, and he created all kinds of twists and turns
in it. And his name was Thomas Alva Edison.
Some of the fanguage FEdison used in this
recorc(ing may not be understood, for those of you
who are rea(fing my jouma[ now, so 1've tried to

translate it to modern fng[isﬁ as best 1 could. 1



clicked the yfay button again.

“Now, my ear[y years were uneventﬁd, and Eoring,
so let me get to the part that may interest you.
About a month aﬁ‘er my fourt‘eenrﬁ Eirrﬁd’ay, 7 woke
up scared and conﬁsecf at a strange faci(ity in the
middle of an unknown woods, that is called By its
owners, the Facultatem Domus, which would be the
most accurate translation, or Facultas Domus, which
would translate to the “Abilities House’ in fng[isﬁ.
This may seem strange to you, but Latin is the
founcfan’on of the House itsegf, Some say that the
Founders were the [ast yeoy[e in the America to
actua[fy use Latin to converse with each other. One
called ﬁimseﬁc Gun Oﬁa, and the other, Fabrum. T'm
ﬁaw’ng some trouble ﬁm{ing the loose translation of

tﬁe name oftﬁeﬁrst, Eut tﬁe S€C0ﬂd0ﬂ€ U’CLTLS[CH'@S



from Latin to some form (f Blacksmith, or Gunsmith,
or sometﬁing.” 7 clicked _pause on the tape, and
Began to click my Audio Recorder on. 1 realized
sometﬁing very strange that very minute, and it
better be a coincidence. 1 founc[ it strange that both
of the names Edison mentioned had the word ‘Smith’
in it, and that the ﬁrst one had the word ‘gun’ in it.

A little bit too strange for me.

“As far as I'm aware, the two partners have been
alive since the Dark Ages, and have been repeating
the same trick. Every 150 years or s0,” 1 clicked
jafay, which }oausecf it. 1 took out my iPod touch
and goog[ed’ “Thomas Edison’. It sent me to his
Wiﬁij)ecfia page. He was born in 184 7, and foumaen
years later would be 1861. 150 (numﬁer of years)

jafus 1861 (Edison’s year) would equa[ this year,



2011. If you don’t believe me, then do the math for
yourself. 1 clicked play again. “They find the six
children with the most powerful abilities alive,
searching from all over the world. What these
children don’t know, and what T've figured out, was
that there is only one of them that matters. The
collective group will despise being brought to this
place, and will immediately try to get out, but upon
their attempts, one by one, each member will be
kidnapped, until only one remains. That one is the
one that is chosen (i.e. the Chosen One). The Two
Partners, as 1 like to call them, as 1 don’t know
what they call themselves, use the blood of the
kidnapped kids, to restore themselves to youth again.”
1 clicked pause, and realized what was really going

on ﬁere at tﬁe Q‘(OMS&



Assuming that they were the Two Partners, Smith
and Gunshot were and still are using our abilities
and blood to make themselves young again. 1 clicked
play again.

“As far as 1 know, they have been pulling off their
same scheme since they themselves grew old for the

first time. They somehow, fust, know... They pick
the people that will have the most impact on the
future of the Earth. As far as 1 know, the people
here with me are known as Alexander G. Belle and
Robert L. Stevenson among others. A recently dead
poet has seemed [inks to this mystery, and attempted
writing them down before his untimely death. 1
believe the Two Partners had something to do with
his death as well, although 1 have no proof. 1 have

[ittle to no time [eﬁ here, yet there is one tﬁing 1



know }oosi’a’ve[y: there’s a passageway in the faciﬁty’s
basement, behind a afiagona[@ sﬁa}oecf wood door, it
had another connection to the poet, with seven
cﬁﬁerent rooms: blue, Jawjafe, green, orange, white
violet, and black. Whatever im}oortance these have,
tﬁey relate to the ones that were chosen, in each, the
blood chamber of each facifity resident.” 1 swyyed
him. ‘My eidetic memory was fai[ing me again, but
there was sometﬁing about these rooms that 1
remembered about when 1 ﬁrst arrived at the House,
7 just forgot what it was. 1 clicked p[ay again. “The
ﬁna[ chamber however, the black one, is used to mix
the ingreo{ients, the blood, the metal and one more
tﬁing: an ingrecfient [ost since one of the ﬁrst
restorations to youtﬁ in 1011 A.D., was a jowfpﬁz form

of [iclui({ that has come into my yossession. As far



as 1’'m aware, this can gi\/e the user true immorta(ity.
The Two Partners have been using an elixir that
restores their youtﬁ for a yen’od’ of one hundred and
ﬁﬁy years, in which tﬁey go without aging even a
crack. The elixir will not turn them to teenagers, but
Eeey them the exact SAME as tﬁey were the c{ay
tﬁey ﬁrst had it, and continue ﬁaving it. As far as ‘1
know, the two have looked the exact same since the
first time tﬁey consumed the elixir.. This Jomjaﬁz ﬂuid’
however can make them stay their current fm’m upon
it Being consumed, until the end of afays, and the end
of time. 1 must be going now. T'm [oc/éing up this
attic, and ﬁoyeﬁdfy, when you ﬁncf the Eey, and these
recorcfings, you’ﬁ have also founcf the elixir that
restores permanent youtﬁ. @estroy it, Eefore it’s too

late.”



There was a muﬁe, and 1 clicked the pause button.
7 realized that this was, well, simy[y, aLOT to go
tﬁrougﬁ.

7 didn’t even know y[ 7 could trust this dead
cmcE}oot, but 1 had to reassure myseff that my
science teacher once said that great thinkers were
oﬁ?n tﬁougﬁt to be insane, because no one could
understand their true genius.

Mayﬁe CKe[Ty was rigﬁt, 7 should J’ust give up. 1
had run out of quotes, teammates, and yfcms to
escape. There was of course the question of the Jowyﬁa
fiquicf, and whether or not it rea[fy did make you
trufy immortal, and 1f that’s wﬁy Gunshot and
Smith seem older than tﬁey appear.

Then, 1 realized that the tape still had some more

room on it. 1 clicked Ja[ay again. On this recorcfing,



a much older, steac[y man syoée, with a the same
crack he carried as an adolescent.

“Pve carried these secrets for seventy-one cruel
years of my nearfy fad’eaf ﬁfe, since 1 was fourwen,
as the Two Partners may think, but you, the one
who has founcf this tape, will know the truth. 1 have
moved around, from y[ace to Jo[ace, never stay

anywﬁerefor too [O’Hg. 1 ﬁave reenterec[tﬁe

boundaries of the Facultas Q—[ouse, determined to ﬁnd’
the Jo[ace 7 have hidden the ﬁna[ elixir. 1 am

ﬁeginning to forget, but you, you will remember every
word, when it is your turn. 7 have found the black
room, the seventh and the ﬁnaf, the one with the
mixing rooms, conmining somerﬁing feﬁ over,
sometﬁing with all of our bloods mixed into it,

with a few more secret ingrecfients. 7 have [eﬁ it



here, in drawer, at the desk that you [isten to this on
rigﬁt now. It is empty now tﬁougﬁ, as 1f it never
was.” ‘1 sw}a}oecf the old man mid-sentence, and
oyened’ the drawer, seeing a small, g[ass vial, with a
tiny cfro]o of ﬂuid in it, that Gunshot and Smith
must’ve realized 6y now 1is fong gone. 1 clicked y[ay
again.

“7 have had the last of it, so 1 will survive until at
least the next batch is made. By the time this
message has been heard, 1 will have a(reacfy faﬁe(f
my death, but 1 have y&zmy cf ﬁfe ﬁaﬁ in me. 1will
wait, oh, say fourreen years or so, and faée my own
death? 7 will be gone Ey then, trying to reach the
inside cj" this House yet again, for reasons ‘1 cannot
disclose. 'Whomever is ﬁeam’ng this tape must be

rea(fy to give up on him or her’s segf, but do not.



For, 1 mysegf have a[ways been foncf cf quoting
others, but 1 myseg" say that: Sometimes, ‘Mcmy of
Llfe’s Greatest Failures are the f_Peop[e Who Did Not
Realize How Close ’Tﬁey Came to Success, when ’Tﬁey
Gave ‘Up.”

The tape went dead, as it had run out.

7 now knew that Edison wasn’t Jorenmafing, and
that 1 am so close to success, but 1 can’t fai( myseg

now.



Day 19: 1:02 a.m.

T rejo[ayecf, and reyl’aye(f the tape for the gooa[ part
of three hours on end, trying to ana[yze parts of it 1
hadn’t yayecf attention to Before. On the third time,
writing it down in this jouma(, and the ﬁfrﬁ time,
recoraﬁ’ng the fuﬁ tﬁing, incfucfing commentary.
Even 1 made a recorc[ing on my audio recorder, and
put all the audio ﬁﬂes, the ones 1 made, and the ones
Edison made (and 1 recorded) onto a red, yeifectfy
visible USB drive, and put it on the desk. 1 s(ung
my Eac@oacﬁ open, and took an ayp[e out, and
walked around the room as 1 ate it, no’a’cing some
pictures ﬁanging up, around the room. ‘1 went over

to the other desk, and f)uﬂéc{ the white, y[astic tarp
off of it.



7 saw some sketches cf the house, that weren’t
dated, but c[efiniwfy looked eigﬁ‘wem‘ﬁ century era
(which is 1700s, yf you get them conﬁise(f [ike me). 1
saw that not onfy were these sketches cf the House
from when it was ﬁrst built, but tﬁey showed
structural weaknesses and points 1 had never noticed
Before. 7 saw a label on the basement level m’gﬁt near
where 1 founcf the Eey labeled: Computing Function.

Now, contrary to }w}au(ar Ee(ief, you actua[fy on[y
needed to have a ﬁﬁﬁ gmcfe computer Enow[ec(ge to
know that the ﬁrst computation devices were actua[fy
manufacturecf cfuring the Renaissance, we know these
devices toc{ay as ‘Modern Day Calculators, that
needed no human assistance. Computing Device was
]arofessiona[ [ingo for ‘Computer’.

But, 1 tﬁougﬁt that the earliest computer proto-



types started d’eve[oping in the twentieth century, 1
mean, weren’t tﬁey?

7 saw the passageway that Edison mentioned in
his recorzﬁng, and it seemed to be rigﬁt behind that
wood door 1 saw in the basement. The maps showed
a staircase feacfing down, a short ﬁaﬁway, and in
between the c{iﬁ(erent ﬁaﬁways were seven rYooms.
Edison was rigﬁt, Again.

1 noticed that the ﬁaﬁway went over, and had
some [ocyos, and twists, and turns, but it looked [ike
it lead out to the woods, to the end of the cl:earing,
and 1 realized that this was it.

This was our way out. Past the seventh room,
and down the ﬁa[fway, somewhere far undérgroum{
is not on(y where 1 realized 7'd ﬁnd' my answers, but

it’s also where my fm’encfs and T would ﬁna[fy escape



from the Facultas House.

Day 19: 3:32 a.m.

At one }aoint, 7 fe[f asfeqp [ooléing at the maps n
the attic, but 1 noticed that none of Antallon’s
cameras were upstairs in the attic, and no one came
in and gm%ecf me. 1 remembered everytﬁing that
had ﬁay}oenecfz everyone’s gone, T'm next, Gunshot
and Smith are gonna Eeey (iving forever, that is 1f 1
don’t stop them.

71 gmﬁﬁeaf my b'acétpacﬁ, and even stuﬁd some of
the maps into it. Then, 1 walked down the stairs to
the door, and used the Eey to click open the picture

fmme. 7 ﬁoyjaecf out, and saw how dark it was
outside the House.



9 looked into my room for a ﬁna( time, trying to
remember 1f 7 had forgotten cmytﬁing important
Before 7 would make my descent to the basement.

There was sometﬁing 7 knew 1 had forgotten, and
many questions [eﬁ unanswered, but for now, all that
mattered was stopping Smith and Gunshot.

ﬂﬁey, as far as 1 knew, were not on the House
ground’s, so tﬁey wouldn’t have caugﬁt me 1f 1did
manage to release the captives. 1 looked at some
books in my room, and...

KKK

SenCome
KKK

7 just remembered where 1 had seen those colors
Before. 1 looked around my room again, and my

eyes caugﬁt a 600/5. 71 went over to ’H’Ly C[QSE, wﬁere



books and papers began piling up from my attempts
of reading, to shadow the despair of my relatives, so
far away.

1 opened up the book, and saw it the key card from
the ‘Gateway’ hotel on the page 1 had left off on. A
Jpage with a story entitled “The Masque of the Red
Death’ by Edgar Allan Poe.

1 went back up to the attic for at least twenty
minutes and began reading the story. 1 began to
realize that whatever symbols these rooms were, they
related a [ot to the ones underneath the basement.
In the story, there’s a terrible plaque striking a city,
and almost everyone is being killed by it, but in a
castle, hidden inside, is a prince and some of his
privileged, rich friends. t’s like an ongoing party,

inside, esyecia[fy inside seven of the rooms, each one



marked Ey the same colors as ours. At the end of the

story, the prince chases a strange guest, and when he
ﬁncfs the guest, he c{rops dead on the spot. The
guest, turns out to be death itseﬁ The moral of the
story is that no amount qf ﬁic{ing from death can
comja[ete[y annihilate it.

1 guess mayﬁe that’s wﬁy the seventh room is the
mixing room, because it’s remincfing Smith and

Gunshot that the end is coming, whether tﬁey [ike it

or not.



Day 19: 4:09 a.m.

Before 7 could stop, 1 Begcm read’ing another
chgar Allan Poe story called “The Oﬁfong Box’. In
this story, a narrator Eegins to tell the story qf when
he, his coﬂége friencf Cornelius, Cornelius’s wife, and
his sisters embark on a voyage on a boat to New
York.

The strange tﬁing about this story, tﬁougﬁ is that
that there were the }oevfect amount of }oeoy[e for us to
be the main characters. The narrator, me, Cornelius,
Brandon, the caytain, Antonio, the two sisters, j]i[f
and CKe[Ty and a maid, who must be the sixth person
Smith and Gunshot are gonna gmﬁ to comyﬁzw the

ﬁﬁ ritual.

In the end, Cornelius winds up giving up his ﬁfe



for a strange box he’s been acting suspicious about
the whole story. In the box turns out to be his
recentl'y dead wife. 7 still haven't ﬁgurecf out what
the symﬁof cf the wife is, but 7 ﬁgure that out afl‘er
we escape. In both (yf Poe’s stories, death is a
recurring theme that Smith and Gunshot will Eeqp
avoicﬁng.

’Tﬁey’re }oroving, in this story, that tﬁey’[f never be

cfyingfor one anotﬁer, or omyone e[sefor tﬁat matter,

as Cornelius did for the box.
Qﬁey’(f be there (1f the ritual continues) forever.



Day 19: Somewhere Between 4:00 and 5:00 a.m.

Recorded and Written ﬂﬁw Further Consideration

of These Events

1 now realize that Gunshot and Smith didn’t on[y
use these tales of fd'gar Allan Poe, but tﬁey created
them. Edison said that a recentfy dead poet (which
was nineteenth century (ingo for author) tried to
record the strange events of the House.
f(infortunaw[y, Poe was on(y able to tell the story in
a mmjaﬁeaf way, without ﬁx[@ revea[ing what was
going on.

?lﬁ?zr 7 had read the stories again, 1 tried to fincf
some connection between Smith and Gunshot, as

oyjoosec[ to Cornelius and his box.



1 tried to think of what was going on here at the
House, and how 1f the }oamﬂéfs to the story and the
]oecyofe in it weren’t the same as tﬁougﬁt

Brandon seemed to be my closest ﬁiencf here, a
Joerfect match to me Eeing the narrator, unless cf
course, 1 wasn’t the narrator at all.

Those tﬁougﬁts aside, m’gﬁt now, 1 needed to get
out of this mental case of a home, so 1 needed to
fina[fy make my descent. 1 recorded some more notes
on “The ‘Masque of the Red Death’ and “The OBfong
Box’, via my camera and Audio Recorder, and then
stored it all to one USB Drive, again.

7 had ﬁna[@ realized that 1 could leave everytﬁing
behind, and know for sure that the kids that came
next could handle it. 1 realized that 1f we got away,

Smith and Gunshot would have to re-collect six more



kids, or rather ﬁve more, because there’s still another
sixth coming that was su}o}aosecf to be in our group.

1 realized that “The Masque @( the Red Death’ is
a very appropriate story for our circumstance
because in this instance, the Guest, or rather Death
ﬁimsegc, makes the Prince die. 1 think that all @C the
room’s symﬁo(s are used just to remind Smith and
gunsﬁot that the end is coming, and }oossiﬁfy, sooner
than tﬁey may think.



Day 19: Somewhere After 5:00 a.m.

After 1 had recorded and stored everything in the
attic, there was one thing that 1 realized 1 had to do:
hide the key. Thomas Alva Edison’s key. T knew
that hiding the permanent [ife elixir would only lead
to Smith or Gunshot [iving forever, so the best
solution for that would just be to take it with me, or
get rid of it entirely. 1 looked back in my room one
more time, still having that feeling of something being
left behind, but 1 forgot what it was again.

1 walked down the stairs that lead to the main
forum right behind the front door, and went into the
small hallway. 1 noticed that right next to the front
door, another door had been carved out.

Someone new had arrived.



7 looked into the small Eeyﬁofe on the door, and
saw yinﬁ walls, with _posters ﬁanging up, and a small
desk next to the bed. 1 also saw the gir[ inside the
room mou’oning around, fmnu’ca[@, rea[izing she
wasn’t at home anymore.

She Ecmgec[ on the door, still not rea[izing 1 was
there.

“HELLO??” she called.

“Don’t worry,” 9 called tﬁrougﬁ the door, “it’s
going to be oﬁay. Did Antallon give you the
message aﬁ'ead'y?”

“Yeah, 1 heard it on my radio,” she said. “Who
are you?s”

“Look, it’s a [ong story. Q\/ly name is Trent
Posterus. It’s going to be oléay. You're going to be

oan. Wait till the morning, and ﬁnaf a Eey that is



S}Jeciaf to you, and ﬁm{ a way to unlock your door
using it. Now, you're gonna wanna get out of here
A.S.A.P., but Eefore you leave, you need to go to the
secret attic. T'm gonna sﬁip a Eey under the door.
Don’t worry, everytﬁing will be oﬁay.”

“Thanks Trent, I’m Sarah, Sarah Victoria.”

7 slid the Eey underneath the door and knew 1 had
to get going.

“Sarah, 1 gotta go! ”

“Well, ﬁurry up then, and thanks.”

With that, 1 went into the small ﬁa[fway, and
oyened’ the door to the cold basement, tiptoeing down
the wood stairs for }Jossiﬁfy the last time.



Day 19: Approximately 5:20 a.m.

%ﬁ?r 1 ﬁm’sﬁec{ sometﬁing 7 had to do Eefore 1 ﬁzﬁ,

1ran past the open space, and into the small qpem’ng
between Antallon’s setup and the tm}o-cfoor. 7T went
in past that and to the wood. 1 kicked the wood with
my foot, and then my knee, ﬁna[(y cmc/éing the door
open. T went tﬁrougﬁ the small afoorway, and saw a
variation cf [ong, ﬂuorescent figﬁts on the cei(ing,
and a somewhat short ﬁaﬁway.

The ﬁaﬁway resembled the attic, and the stairs
feacfing down to the basement, because tﬁey were
made up enu’re[y cf sturdy wood. 1 also noticed that
the ﬂoor there was grouncf (dirt), not cement. 1 was
déﬁnire[y uncﬁargmuncf now. 1 walked down the

small ﬁaﬂway, and saw many tﬁings. On the side of



one wall, there was some Latin written that 1
recogm’zecf immecﬁ'at‘efy: E Pluribus Unum. That’s
the motto of the United United States, meaning: One
From ‘Mcmy. There was a door carved into it, which
1 }msﬁecf at, and forcecf open. 1saw a small wood
staircase that lead up, and had a ﬁa[fway down,
and to the n’gﬁt

When 1 reached the end qf the ﬁa[fway, 1 saw
some bark, almost of wood, and 1 }ousﬁecf on the
almost hollow part of it, and it cracked open. 1 saw
some trees, and 1 was over[ooléing the house ﬁom
almost an aerial view, above a rock fec@e.

7 knew where 1 was. 1 was in the tree with the
sign: When There s One.

1 shut the door, ran back down the ﬁa[fway, down

tﬁe stairs ancfout tﬁe d’OOT, Eacﬁ to tﬁe Stmnge



passages in the basement. 1 realized that 1 had to
keep going.

1 saw, coming up, the first of many doors to come.
On it, in what looked [ike the same handwriting as
the one on my door that read “Team White’ read
“Blue’ in blue paint, that smeared a little bit at the
bottom of the ‘¢’, like it had been rubbed off.

1 opened the door, and saw a table in the middle of
the room, that looked big enough for a body to fit on.

1 saw that the room’s paint was chipping at some
places, and was painted in a nearly faded shade of
navy blue.

This made me think of how each of the rooms were
split up. If you've ever had your house robbed, then
yow!ll notice that the robbers will open drawers from
the last one up, because if the first one is opened up



first, then yow'[l have to close it to [ook at all the
others. Antallon or Smith, or Gunshot or whoever
probably brought Brandon into the violet (sixth)
room, and Antonio into the white one (fifth), Jill into
the orange (fourth) room, Kelly into the green (third)
room, and they were planning on setting me up in the
purple (second) room, and Sarah would be in the one
that T’m in now (the first and blue one). That way,
Brandon wouldn’t see Antonio, Kelly or Jill being
brought into the first room. 1 went to the end of this
seemingly large room, to the doorway at the other
end, and saw another hallway resembling the

one 1 was in originally (lights on the ceiling, fading
wood, ground floor). 1 went down this hallway, this
one even shorter than the original, and opened up the

next door. This one was in dark yurp[e that could



easily be mistaken for black, or violet.

My colored room, 1 thought. 1 saw another table
in the middle, and went to the door at the other side
of the room. 1 opened it up, and realized that at the
end of this even shorter hallway, would be Kelly. 1
ran, my backpack swaying behind me, and 1 opened
the door, seeing this room painted in an extravagant
green, that seemed like it was jade green.

On the table, was Kelly Nemmer. She was
strapped down to the table, and had a neckerchicf
over her mouth.

“Tre...” she said, the bandana muffling her words.
“Help!!?” 1 ran over and pulled the tight clips from
fer hand; releasing her. She pulled the neckerchiief
out of her mouth. 1 untied er legs, and she Ropped
off the table.



“Trent, what's going one?” she asked.

“It’s a really long story. Tl explain when we get
Brandon and Jill back!”

“Where are they, are they close?” she asked.
“Where are we now?”

“They're closer than you may think.” 1 opened the
door at the end of the fading green room, and we ran
faster down the hallway (this one about the same as
the one between my purple room and Kelly’s green
one), and we tugged open the door.

Jill was on the table in the middle of this room, her
long legs sagging off the table.

“ill?” Kelly exclaimed. Jill must've been asleep,
because she wasn’t moving. Jill's eyes opened, and
they got wider, seeing me and Kelly.

“You untie her,” 1 said, “and 7'([ go get Antonio



and Brandon. Long story short, at the end of these
[ong halls, is a way out cf the House, it’s how Smith
and Gunshot get out so quicﬁfy every time.”

“Yeah, but what’s this all about?” fKe[Ty asked. “q1
mean, the colored rooms and the secrecy?”

“illgain, [ong story, but this is where Smith and
Gunshot take our blood to mix with their own to
become immortal. ‘Tﬁey’ve been using this isolated
Joeninsufa as their ﬁeachuamrs for near[y nine
hundred years.”

“What?” Jill asked, as iKe[Ty and 7 were untying
her. “That’s imyossiﬁfe!”

“Qm}oossiﬁfe is a word founcf onfy in the cficu’onary
of foofs,” 7 reminded her. “Thomas Edison was

61’0”561’ 661’6 wﬁen ﬁe wasfoumen or So. ’J—ﬁaﬁgurecf

it out, and fc[gar Allan Poe is connected too, 1



think that he recorded some of the strange tﬁings
that go on here in his stories.”

“Whoa, that’s a lot to yrocess,” CKe[Ty said.

“‘Tﬁey’re using our blood with our abilities to make
themselves immortal AND have our skills, so let’s
make sure it doesn’t ﬁayyen this time.”

Till was now com}aﬁat‘e[y untied, and we all rushed
tﬁrougﬁ the door at the end of her room, and went
down the ﬁa[fway, tﬁrougﬁ the door and into the
room that was su}o}aosec{ to be Antonio’s.

We qpened' the door, and saw that he wasn’t tied
down to the table, in fact he wasn’t even in the room.

“Well, where’s Antonio?” CKe[Ty asked, as 1f 7 knew.

“As 1f 7 know!” 1 said.

We ﬁaﬁ Antonio’s white room, and continued into

the next ﬁa[fway, still [it up from the [igﬁts. We ran



down to the final door, and saw Brandon tied down
to his table, in the room that was a bright violet.

“Guys!” he exclaimed. 1 noticed that Brandon
didn’t have a neckerchief, on him, but 1 did noticed
a small vial filled wp with a reddish fluid: his blood.

Kelly and Jill untied him, while 1 started telling
everything that 1 had heard happen. 1 grabbed my
Recorder, and took the earbuds out and played
Thomas Edison’s recording. After the recording
stopped, 1 played my recording, with my side notes,
about “The Masque of the Red Death’ and “The
Oblong Box’.

“So, they’re using us?” Brandon said.

“Sounds like it,” 1 said. “Look, guys, 1 found some
maps in the attic, and found a structural weakness

outside the mixing room, which is the room afwr the



next. We could be out of here in ﬁve minutes!”

“But, what about Antonio?” Brandon asked. “He
wasn’t in his colored room, m’gﬁt?”

“?\/[ayﬁe Antallon’s extracting his blood in the
mixing room rigﬁt now?” QCe[fy suggeswd’. “1 mean,
he was the second one taken, and Brandon’s blood is
a[rearfy out!”

“Yeah, mayﬁe,” Brandon said. “S}oeaﬁing of
which, 1 better hold onto this,” he said, taﬁing the
vial, “so tﬁey don’t get it.”

“Well, wﬁy don’t we get going then?” Jill asked.

She yusﬁecf the door at the end qf Brandon’s room
open, and we instant@/ noticed that there was no
ﬁaﬁway, and that the mixing room was a[ready in

there.
There was a [igﬁt switch, that fKe[fy ﬂ]’cﬁezf on,



and we noticed that the room was crammed in with
[ong tables, vials, empty cans and bottles, among
other tﬁings,

“Nice joﬁ, ” said an almost too famifiar voice.
“You've made it to the mixing room.”

The door slammed shut, and in front of the now
closed door, was Antonio Barons.

“Antonio)” Brandon said. “Are you oan?”

“I’'m ﬁne Brandon,” he repfiecf sokmnfy, “Are you
oﬁay?”

“Yeah,” he said. “I'm gooa[ What are you afoing
here.”

Antonio yaused’ for a moment. He looked around
the room, and then back at us.

“7 never wanted to do it,” Antonio said, “but

Antallon was rigﬁt. ’Tﬁey needed ﬁe[p that 1 was



Wi(ﬁ’ng to give, ” he said, his voice cmcﬁing on ‘give’.
“Where are going with this Antonio?” Jill asked.
“Brandon was m’gﬁt all a[ong,” Antonio said.

Antonio’s voice didn’t seem like that of a robot’s

anymore, it seemed like a laid-back, regu(ar kid’s

voice. “Brandon just never suspect‘ecf me. That’s
m’gﬁt Tve been Antallon’s spy all this time.”

There was a dead silence around the room for a
moment or so.

“Antonio,” Brandon said. “Wﬁy?”

“Because 1 would know everytﬁing about the
House, and Antallon convinced me that you, the
leader, would never suspect me, because T'm your
brother. 1 never wanted to, but Antallon trusted me.
Look, this doesn’t cﬁange anytﬁing,” he said. That’s

a lie, 1 tﬁougﬁt “ still wanted to have escayecf with



you guys. ‘But, now 1 fee[ more attached to this
y(ace, [ike Antallon is rea[@ Eegn’ng me here, so 1
can improve my abilities.”

Another }oerioaf of silence.

“But, Antonio,” 1 said, “tﬁey’re not rea[fy
improving your abilities here. Clﬁey’re using you to
make them younger.”

“But, Antallon told me that we are im]aroving our
abilities, even 1f tﬁey are using us. ‘mey may be
mﬁing a little bit @C our abilities, but we Eeqo almost
all @C them.”

“You rea[fy want to stay here?” ill asked.

Antonio shook his head up and down, meaning
yes.

“Well,” Brandon said, “it 1S your choice.”

“There’s this new gir[ u}ostairs, " 7 said, “called



Sarah Victoria, so make sure she doesn’t ﬁgure out
what’s ﬁaj)}aening here, until she’s about to
successﬁd@ escape.”

“Oﬁay, ” Antonio said. “But what about Smith
and Gunshot? ‘Iﬁey’lf try and ﬁncf you, rigﬁt?”

“As far as tﬁey care, tﬁey can just ﬁmf four
others,” 1 said.

“O/éay, you guys better get going then,” he said.

“Mayﬁe we should ook around here ﬁrst,” C’Ce[fy
said. “Search for cmytﬁing that may be crucial to
Smith and Gunshot’s experiments.”

“Yeah,” 7ill said.

While the others searched around, 1 am ﬁ[ﬁ’ng in
most of this in my J’ouma(, rea[izing everytﬁing that
has ﬁap}aeneaf since T've been at the Facultas House.

1 tﬁougﬁt of Owen Tergon, and 1f he or the



Outsiders, or Fanger or both rea[fy ARE waiu’ng on
the other side cf that Barrier. We can show them the
_passageway in (or rather OUT for us), and tﬁey’[f
just have to go tﬁrougﬁ it.

1 realize now that the story of “The Oﬁfong Box’
was m’gﬁt, except it was me that was wrong. Tam
still the narrator, yassing the story down, and ji[f
and Ke[fy are the sisters, Sarah Victoria is like a
maid who we don’t ﬁnd out about until the end of
the story, but it was Brandon and Antonio 1 was
wrong about.

Brandon was the cajotain, who tries to talk with
the narrator, but is d’efayecf, and it was the pam[fe[
between Cornelius and ANTONIO that is the most
related in our circumstance. Antallon, the computer,

is like the Oﬁfong ‘Box itseﬁ containing the corpse, a



secret Cornelius has been ﬁicfing all a(ong, and he
loves the box so much, he stays behind to be with it.

Do 1 believe that Antonio has fa[ﬂm in love with a
com}auwr? Q\fo, 7 ﬁonestfy don’t. But, Antonio is
attached to the computer [ike Cornelius is to the box,
just not the same love-like attachment.

9 realize now that 7'm just about out of room in
this journal: S0 my wrap-up on the escape will have
to be via my recorder, or camera, but you’[f ﬁncf it.

One other tﬁing that you’ﬁ fmcf, 1f you’re ever
taken to the Facultas House is a small bottle.

7 don’t know where 1 (frquoea[ the bottle that used
to contain the elixir of eternal ﬁ’fe, but wherever it is,
it’s nowhere that Smith or Gunshot will ﬁnc{ anytime

soon.

You may ﬁncf the vial, but don’t freaE out 1f the



[icluid’ itseg( isn’t in there, because 1 a[reacfy took care
of that.

T'm not going to be like Smith or Gunshot, because
Tm never going to cheat death, because 1 know that
the end will come for me, but even sooner for Smith
and Gunshot.

7 took the eternal elixir, and put it into a ﬁagf-
empty water bottle, the water turning dark pur}a[e,
The reason 1 took so [ong going into the basement,
was that 1 fina[fy TOOK CARE OF the foun‘ﬁ step
to the basement. 1 gmﬁﬁea[ a screwdriver and sealed
the water bottle with the (ife elixir inside. Like 1 said
Eefore, no one can avoid death forever, because
Death has a 100% ﬂccumcy fRatmg, and the Bullet,
this time, is ﬁeing Launched (Rigﬁt at Smith and

Gunshot.



Day 19: Daybreak

I have now run out of pages in my journal, but
fortunately, I was able to switch over to my
recorder.

RING... RING... RING...

On the third ring Antonio picked up his cell
phone and answered it.

"Hello?" he said. "Antallon? What?! Okay
thanks, I'm sure they'll appreciate it! Bye!"

"What is it?" Jill asked.

"Smith and Gunshot are coming close, you
guys better book it if you want to get out at all!"

"Thanks Antonio!" Kelly said.

"You've really been helpful pal," I said, giving

him a quick handshake.



"We'll miss you," Jill said. "Call us when you
get back out of this place!"

"You're sure you don't want to come?" Kelly
asked.

"Positive. Go!"

"Well, I'm gonna miss you bro," Brandon said,
giving Antonio a big hug. "T'll tell Mom and Dad
that you're doin' all right, and you'll be home
soon."

"Yeah, you do that," Antonio said. "Now go!"

"You guys go," I said, "T'll catch up."

The three ran to the other end of the room
swinging the door open, and exiting. I made
sure that they were gone before I talked again.

"I saw you over the Barrier that night," I said.

"What did you mean that I never will be?"



"Well, I can't exactly tell you," Antonio said,
"but there will always be something that keeps
you bound to this House, Trent. Whether you
like it or not. Oh, and yeah, you are the Chosen
One in our group."

I felt a feeling of shock emanate my body, all
around.

"MY ability is being able to teleport anywhere
I want, at anytime," Antonio said. "I didn't
want to tell the others, but you saw me that
night, so I kind of owed it to you."

"Thanks," I said.

"Now, Hurry UP!" Antonio said. "They're
coming!"

"Thanks, see you soon!"

I ran across the room, jumped on some of the



tables, and ran on them, jumping off at the
other door. I opened the door wide, getting one
last glance at Antonio, before entering into it.

I ran down another small, this time, dimly lit
hallway, and to a wood door at the end of it.

I opened the door, and saw a small flight or
stairs, going up, with Brandon, Kelly and Jill
waiting on the top.

"What's goin' on?" I asked.

"We need to crawl through this pipe,and then
we're out!" Brandon said.

"But we wanted to wait for you," Kelly said.

"You can hop in first!" Jill said.

I got on my hands and knees, and saw a small

barred sewage pipe exit at the other end of the

pipe.



"Guys, when we reach the end of this pipe," I
said, "we'll be out of the Facultas House!"

I saw smiles all around, as I crawled down the
pipe, farther and farther. It seemed to go
upwards at one point.

Kelly followed behind me, Jill behind her,
and Brandon last. I crawled as fast as humanly
possible down the pipe, and I finally reached
the other end, trying to open the door, alas, it
was sealed closed.

"Guys, it's locked!"

"What!" Brandon said. This wasn't the
question 'what?' it was the statement "WHAT!'.

"Try to kick it open!" Kelly said, next to me
now!"

"Human force against rusted metal," Jill said.



"Impossible!"

"Impossible is a word found only in the
dictionary of fools!" I said for at least the third
or fourth time while I was here.

I kicked as hard as I possibly could on the
metal, and kicked with the heel of my shoe,
three of the bars finally breaking off!

I crawled out of the pipe and stood up,
offering my hands to Kelly, helping her up, Jill,
raising her up, and Brandon, helping him to his
feet.

We all looked back at where we had come
from,and, as it turns out, the passageway had
been concealed in the right Barrier rock, which
none of us could surpass.

We now looked back at the House from across



the Barrier, never imagining this day to come.
"Guys," Brandon said, looking at his iPod
Touch, showing it to us, "it's about 6:00 a.m.
August 2,2011."
"What?" Jill asked. "That means it's only been
a day since we all got here, but... What?!?"

% X %

SenCome
* ok

"Guys!"I said, "they're not even a tenth mile
away from here! We gotta move so Smith and
Gunshot don't see us!"

We trailed up left towards a path leading
upward, to another clearing, when I heard

something move.



% X %
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"Whoa, whoa, whoa!" I said. "Hold up!"

At the top of the hill, we saw an old man, who
looked in his eighties, if not older, and was
wearing an eye-patch. He held a cane in his
hand, and began to speak slowly and clearly.

"Congratulations on your escape. You are the
only Facultas House escapees in the history of
this very house."

"Who the heck are you?" Kelly shouted.

"I hawve come as a messenger for Antallon,"
the old man said. "I bear a message."

"Okay, well we're kind of in a hurry, so speed



it up a little bit."

"Smith and Gunshot, the immortalists, as I
call them have indeed been alive since the
time of the Crusades, possibly the eleventh or
twelfth century, but they're not the only ones."

"What's that mean?" Brandon asked.

"It means, that there is another group, called
the Immortalists, who are currently
developing different ways to stay alive forever,
alas, their plans have been foiled every time."

"So they're using us?" Jill asked.

"They are using me as well," the old man said.

"But, you're working WITH the Immortalists
right?"

"They want to raid the forests, and the House,

finding a permanent elixir of life. They want to



upgrade me. I will cease to exist, instead of
Antallon 2.5, there will be Antallon 3.0. I
basically run the Outsiders. I am working with
the Outsiders to ensure that the elixir is
destroyed and the Immortalists are brought
down, but I am VERY scared."

My head was looking at the ground, but then
turned up and faced the old man.

% X %

SenCome
* ok

I just remembered what I had forgotten in my
rooIm.

"I'm scared," I said. "You've known all along
haven't you? You've known about our escape

plans, and you was scared of us leaving,



because we wouldn't be able to protect you.
YOU wrote me the note the first day I got here."

"There are only seven people alive," the old
man said, "who know of my future plans, or
who have ever escaped the Facultas Grounds,
or both. There is myself, the four or you,
Thomas Edison, and Edgar Allan Poe."

There was a moment of silence, and we
turned to look at each other.

"Well Edison we knew about," I said, "he had
some of the blood, so he'll be around and he still
is. Even Edgar Allan Poe, HE'S still alive?"

The old man seemed to ignore me.

"We are the Outsiders, and just like you read,

We Offer a, Choice." The image of Antallon's

messenger hologram flickered, and flared,



leaving the hillside as if it never was, leaving

four teens scared and confused.
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