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To the Four Who's Swry Will Never End...






Part 1






Q’rofog%

“fafgar Allan Poe? HE’S still alive?” The old
man seemed to ignore me.

“We are the Outsiders, and like you read, We Oﬁfer
a Choice.” The image cf Antallon fficﬁere(f and
ﬂared, ﬁeaw’ng the hillside, as tﬁougﬁ it never was,
feaving four teens scared and conﬁised’.

At some point, 7 remembered the new jouma[ 1 got,
and wrote down the last bit of what had ﬁa}oyenecf
Tm not entire[y sure what ﬁa}ayened' next, 1 think
my SenCome kicked in, but it all seems like a Big
blur. T just go with that.

KKK

SenCome

KKK



“Guys,” 1 said. “‘mey’re here!”

“What?” asked Brandon. “Where are tﬁey?”

“fmey’re as close as could be!” 1 said. “Come on!”

1 led them up the hill, and we watched as Gunshot
and Smith went over to the rock, with the bars }m’ed’
out of it.

“’My fm’enc{,” gunsﬁot said, “what do you make @(
this?” He point‘ecf towards the two bars that had
been kicked out.

“Blasted animals!” Smith said. “Clﬁey been
cﬁewing away at the bars!”

“Are you sure the children did not ﬁ‘rwf the exit?”
Gunshot asked.

“Qm}aossiﬁfe!” Smith ye[ﬁuf ‘Just go fooﬁ”

Gunshot took out a Eey ﬁom his Joocﬁet, and



openecf the }ai}oe in the rock, cmwfing down it.

As soon as Gunshot foﬁowe(f down the pipe, shut
it, and locked it, 1 stood strait up.

“Guys, we gotta go!” 1 said. “As soon as tﬁey
realize we're gone, well, it won’t be goocﬂ”

“What about going back?” Jill asked, “ﬁeﬁaing
Antallon?”

“Guys, Antallon could be gone Ey now!” Brandon
said. “We’ve been out here for ten minutes regufar
time, and Antonio could’ve a[reac(y been in there for
two c[ays! Qﬁey’re gonna kill both of them!”

71 }m[fec[ out my cell yﬁone, and saw where it
usua[fy read: Antallon 2.5 in Eaﬁy blue letters turn
to red, and soon turned the screen much Em’gﬁter,

and looked [ike it was ﬁigﬁer qua[ity.



“guys, look,” 1 said, sﬁowing them my yﬁone.
Where it had read Antallon 2.5 in Eaﬁy blue, it now
read in all caps: ANTALLON 3.0.

“It says Antallon 3.0,” 1 said. “He’s gone.”

“So, the gooc{ Antallon is dead?” CKe[Ty asked.

“That would be rigﬁt,” Brandon said. “But, what
do we do now?”

“We get out cf this nut hut!” 1 said. “‘Tﬁey could
be back any second!”

“Like you said Trent,” TJill said, “time is slower in
there, it will take them (onger to get to us. Sem’ousfy
tﬁougﬁ, who do we go to, to say sometﬁing [ike this?”

“Edison?” Jill asked.

“Where could he be tﬁougﬁ, ” Brandon asked. “It’s

not exactfy [iﬁe tﬁe guy coufafﬁeadus to ﬁim, ﬁe was



a scientist, not a novelist!”

“Wait,” 1 said. “A novelist that’s it! Brandon,
you're a genius!”

“Wanna tell me wﬁy?” Brandon asked.

“A novelist!” 1 said. “fdgar Allan Poe, he knew
about these y[ans, mayﬁe he’s [éff instructions of how
to get rid of the Two or where to ﬁncf him!”

“What’s this guwy got to do with any of this
tﬁougﬁ?” TJill asked.

“A few of his stories have some strange Jaamﬂefs to
what’s been going on with the House,” 1 said. “Like
the rooms’ colors each of you guys were in were also
the d’lﬂferent colored rooms from “The ‘Masque of the
Red Death’, AND each of us have a strange

connection to the characters in “The Oﬁfong Box’.”



“So what about [ike, “The Murders in the Rue
‘Morgue’?” CKe[Ty asked.

“Wait a sec,” ji[f asked, “who 1S fcfgar Allan Poe
anyway? All 1 know is that he used to live here.”

“We don’t even know that, tﬁougﬁ,” 9 said. “Well,
Easica[@ he was a writer in the 1800s, who was
famous for his creepy stories about Eeing buried
alive, and getting tra}a}oed’ ina yit, with a razor
coming sfow(y to cut your neck qﬁ’j 7

“Well, Wﬁy?” she asked. “Was, was there
sometﬁing wrong with his childhood or sometﬁing?”

“Well, his mom died when he was two, and his dad
cut him qﬁ: from all communication Ey the time he
was a teenager.”

“And then he got kicked out cf West ‘Point,” ‘Ke[fy



added.

“And then when his wife died he became drunk,” 1
said. “But his death is the weirdest mystery of all.”

“He was in Baltimore at a Jauﬁ and co[fapsecf He
was also wearing another guy’s clothes, and Eeyt
sﬁouting out the name ‘Reyno[(fs,” Brandon said.

“He died at the ﬁospim[ for unknown reasons a
few afays (ater,” ‘Ke[[y ﬁm’sﬁe(f.

“Huh, nice guy?” il said sarcasu’ca[@. “So we’re
gong on some nut-joﬁ’s stories to lead us to some
answers Eefore Smith and Gunshot ﬁm{ out we
esca}aedj and mumm@ us alive!”

“Wait)” 1 said, “jiﬂ: now you’re the gem’us.’ 7

“Wihy?”

“Buried alive! In one of his stories, the main



character has m}aﬁopﬁoﬁia, the fear of Eeing buried
altve! Genius!”

“So he’s buried alive?” CKe[fy asked.

“Q\fo, there’s }aroﬁaﬁfy a clue BURIED somewhere
that will tell us where to go,” 7 said. “Let’s Eee}o

l”

moving, we need to make up for lost time



Day 19: Circa Noon

We didn’t stray too fm’ from the house, but just
far enougﬁ; that is of course until we founcf
sometﬁing.

“guys, it looks [ike it migﬁt rain,” CKe[Ty said.
“We're gonna need to take cover, and fastl 7

“1 got that covered!” Brandon said.

“What, you're gonna build us a shelter?)” 7ill said.
“Yeah m’gﬁt.' 7

“Oh heck no!” he said. “1 meant that umﬁergroumf
bunker 1 saw a few minutes ago.”

“The what!?” we all ye[fecf

“Oh yeaﬁ, while you guys trail blazed ahead, 7
looked down there, it goes a WHILE dé(z}o, proﬁaﬁfy



has enougﬁ room for ten yeop(e; ﬁATy stocked kitchen,
a few rooms, Joossiﬁfy the next clue.”

“Wﬁy didn’t you tell us?” 1 asked. “There migﬁt
be a jaﬁone down there we could use to call for ﬁego!
Just show us where it is!”

Brandon lead us on(y a few feet down the trail,
and showed us a small, nearfy invisible grey square,
that seemed loose.

He Jou[fecf it oﬁ[, and we saw a latter, that looked
[ike it stretched down a [on(q ways.

“So...” CKe[Ty said. “Who wants to go ﬁrst?”

“1 think Trent does!” Brandon said.

“Oh thanks for nomination Brandon!” 1 said
sarcasu’ca[@. 1 held onto the wet forest ﬂoor, and
sank my feet into the &caying wooden rungs cf the



latter. 1 put one foot down first, then a hand on the
top rung. Another foot; another hand. Another foot;
another hand. Another foot; another hand. 1
continued to climb down the seemingly-endless latter,
until 1 finally DID reach the end. 1 set my feet
down upon the concrete floor, that also had traces of
gravel [ined in them. The walls were a dark grey,
that could just barely be seen by a dimly [it candle.
Jill came down after me, and Kelly after her. 1
offered Kelly a hand down, which she accepted.
Brandon came down after that.

There was a sudden burst of light, that covered the
room much nicer than the candle. Kelly shricked,
and grabbed my arm.

“Ligﬁt switch!” Brandon exclaimed. “Wow, it



would’ve been a LOT harder without those ﬁ’gﬁts on,
don’t you guys think?”

“Yeah thanks a BUNCH Brandon,” ji[f yeﬂéc{,
ﬁitting him on the shoulder. “You near[y gave me a
heart attack!”

“Sowy, give me a break!”

“Wow,” CKe[Ty said. “This y[ace is [ike a hotel!
Wﬁy do you think it was made?”

“It could’ve been an origina[ spot for the house,” 1
suggest‘ecf “Or mayﬁe it’sa }oface built Ey Edison or
Poe, for when kids escape or get out, tﬁey come here.”

“Let’s just ﬁoye there are no ceiﬁ’ng-swinging

Joend’u(ums, » Brandon said. “Now, 1 don’t know
about you guys, but I'm stawing! Tm gonna gmﬁ

some fooaf, mayﬁe watch some @(mcing with the



Stars re-runs on the T.V., see what T've missed while
we’ve been away.”

“It’s on[y been a cfay.' ” ﬂ(e(fy said.

“Yeah, and 1 missed it last nigﬁt.’”

She and 1 excﬁcmged [ooks.

“Once again we enter the strange and bizarre world
that is... Brandon’s mind!” 1 said. 1 gota [augﬁ
out of ‘Ke[[y, but 1 think Jill was too Eusy maEing
some Macaroni and Cheese in the small kitchen, and
Brandon was too Eusy watcﬁing whatever mess was
on the T.V. 1 tﬁougﬁt at one point 1 was
ﬁa[fucinating, because there was a kitchen and a
TV., and bedrooms uncfergrouncﬁ somehow tﬁey all

gOf great T@Cé’lpﬂ’OH, CH’M{HO one 6[56 was ques’a’oning

this.



It didn’t hit me until now how tired 1 was. 1 DID
spencf the whole m’gﬁt up [ooﬁing for my Eiofna}a}oec{

friemfs and }n’ecing ’rogetﬁer an ancient mysmfy,

9 walked from the main room that had the kitchen,
TV. and couch down the ﬁa[fway,

“Trent were are you going?” CKe[Ty asked.

“I'm gonna set some of my stuﬁ up in one of these
rooms, take a nap, and then ([ have some dinner.”

“Oﬁay,” she said.

7 walked down the dark ﬁa[fway, to near(y the very
end.

71 qpeneaf one of the doors, and saw a darkened
room, which 1 reached my hand out into, and founcf
a figﬁt switch. 1 f[icﬁecf it on, and tried to get my
tived eyes not to ac{just too much.

1 tﬁougﬁt, for a {p[it second, that 1 had seen the



Jofum}o, grey—ﬁaired: image of gunsﬁot in the corner,
but squinwc{, and saw that my eyes were y[aying
tricks on me.

7 sat down on the bed, not even taﬁing olf my

coat; 66(?61”56 1 ﬁad’a[reacfyfa[ﬁ’n into a 6[6(%}9 S[ée}?

Day 19: Circa 3:00 p.m.

DEEP into that darkness, Jaeering. Long 9 stood
there, wonaﬁzring; fearing; aﬁmﬁn’ng. @reaming
dreams no mortal had dared to dream Eefore.

Who said that quote?

7 woke up. Sometﬁing was going to ﬁa}apen.
Within toc[ay and tomorrow, sometﬁing ﬁig will

ﬁa}o}aen. Sometﬁing dark.



Day 19: Dusk

Did tﬁey ﬁmf me? 1 woke up screaming,
wondéring gf tﬁey had found’ us. 1 Eare[y sl’ept a
wink, and knew that the end was coming.

Because the Eeginning @C the end had just Eegun.



Day 19: 7:45 p.m.

7 rolled over in bed for a while. “‘Dreaming dreams
no mortal had dared to dream Eefore.’ 1 had
forgotten where that quote came ﬂom, CMayEe Poe?
Or Edison? One tﬁing was for sure: at the Facultas
ﬂ-[ouse, my SenCome improvecf 75%, but my eidetic
memory: a ﬂat -100%, meaning it got worse.

9 checked the time on my iPod Touch reacfing:
7:45 pm. 1 looked out into the hall, where all had
gone dark. The kitchen [igﬁts had shut out, and the
on(y other [igﬁts were the Efam’ng TV. ﬁom down the
[ong ﬁa[fway‘

97 looked at the wall ahead of me, that was a

silver-ish color, and had sometﬁing written on it that



7 hadn’t noticed Eg(ore. ﬂﬁey were written in a Jee}o

red, that looked similar to blood.

HILLSIDE: Three Steps Doun, One Step Up.

What was this? 1 went back into my room,
thinking about whether or not 1 had seen these
markings there before. 1 feared that 1 was becoming
VERY paranoid. 1 tried to remember whether or not
they had been there before, but struggled.

1 got out of my room, and followed down the
hallway, to the kitchen and small [iving room, where
Jill and Brandon were sitting on a couch, watching
some sports show.

“Where’s Kelly?” 1 asked them.

“She left about a half hour ago on a walk though
the forest.”



“And you guys didn’t fo[fow her!?” 1 exclaimed.
“What 1f Smith and Gunshot are out there? By now
tﬁey know we’re gone, and we oﬁw’ous[y haven’t
called for ﬁe(p yet, since none of us have
international coverage, and oh yeaﬁ, we still have
NO 1DEA where we are!”

“Oh,” 9ill said. “That migﬁt be a proﬁ[em. But
Trent, we need answers, and we need to ﬁncf Ea@ar
or Thomas, and both are no where to be founcﬂ”

“Not exactfy,” 7 said. “Let’s go finc[ CKe[Ty, and
[l show you guys what 1 foun(i 7

7 walked up to the latter, and climbed up, hand
then foot; hand then foot; hand then foot, and so
forth.

When all three of us reached the top, we saw ’.Ke[fy



up ahead of us on the trail, away from the hillside.

“’Ke[fy, » Brandon said. “Trent thinks he foum[ a
clue!”

She still didn’t move.

“CKe[Ty?” Till asked.

No reaction.

7 walked up to her. She seemed alive (or NOT
DEAD to say it better) and [ooEing strait ahead. 1
put my hand on her shoulder.

“’Ke[fy, what ﬁay}oenecf7” 7 asked.

“1-9-9 think tﬁey’re coming,” she said, ca[m[y. “It
could’ve aﬁ’eacfy been two weeks in there! Smith and
Gunshot must’ve been in and out a few times
a[reacfy!”

“CKe[Ty, it'll be a[rigﬁt,” 7 said. “We’re gonna get



Antonio and Sarah out qf there, and make sure that
Gunshot and Smith go down. HARD. 1 aﬁ’eacfy
founa[ a clue, and it migﬁt lead us to Poe.”

She walked sifentfy down the }oatﬁ, towards the hill,
and the three of us fo[fowecf behind.

“It was }oainwcf on the wall,” 1 said. “It said that
from the top of the hill, we need to take three steps
down and one step up.”

“So three down, then turn and go up on the rigﬁt?”
Till asked.

“It’s worth a shot,” 1 said. “T( 9o just in case
it’s Jangemus.”

1 took a step down the ﬁi[f, then another one. 1
sw}o}aecf, and turned on my heels, so 1 was facing the

top again. 7 took a step forwarc[

’)\fotﬁing.



’.}\fotﬁing.,.

Nothing!?

NOTHING!?!?!

“Q\/btﬁing!” ‘Ke(fy said. “Well where is it?”

“Wait a sec,” Brandon said. “Three steps forwarc[
and one step back. That means fom’. And there’s
four of us!”

“So we all do it?” il asked.

“Or what about all at the same time?” 1 suggeswd’.

“T'HAT is what 1 meant!” Brandon said. “Trent
come back up here, and 7'l go ﬁrst. ”

7 came back up another two steps to the ﬁi[ﬁv}a,
where Just this morning the ﬁofogm}aﬁic Antallon
had a}ajaearec(, and thrown us all into this mess!

Brandon ste}a}aea[ forwan[.

ji[( came down, exactfy a step in front of him, so



his nose was close enougﬁ to touch her hair.

CKe[Ty stood in front of her.

7 took four steps down in front @( EKe[Ty, and stood
rigﬁt next to her. 1 took one step forwarcf, so then 1
was m’gﬁt next to Jill.

Nothing!?

“Q\fotﬁing?” CKe[fy asked. She had seemed to
return to her normal seg aﬁ‘er her whole ‘bizarro’
Joﬁase a minutes ago.

“Wﬁy don’t we try... Jumping?” Brandon
suggeswaf

“What?” Jill asked.

“7 saw this movie once!”

“On three,” 1 said. “One. Two... Three!”

We all jumyecf on the spot and heard a wooden
cmnﬁing ﬁom a few feet away.



“Whoa, what was that?” Jill asked.

“7 think it came from that ﬁuge rock down there,”
7 said.

7 lead them down the hill, so we were in [ine with
the other Barrier mark (the fefr one 1f you were in the
cfearing on the House’s side of the Barrier).

We went down ﬁ'om there. @irectfy down the other
small hillside in the forest, Joc@ing trees in the
m’gﬁgfa[f, we saw a rock that a}oyeared’ to be hollow.

7 saw, at the bottom, a small bit of it had qpene(f
up, and inside was a }oiece of papet, that looked
Eeige' 7 Jau[léd it out, and saw another riddle written

on it, in the same ﬁand’wriu’ng.

The firet record of Immortality hideg, in thig be-leathered



and clagped recipe for the eternal rides.

“Be-leathered and cfasyec[?” Brandon asked. “A
book?”

“Not just any book,” 1 said. “Where do we all
know eternal ﬁfe is mentioned?”

““The ‘Masque of the Red Death’?” fKe[Ty guessecf

“@oocf tﬁinﬁing, but 1 was tﬁinéing earlier,” 1 said.

“That new book Dark Eden!” Brandon asked. We
all stared at him. “What? 1 won an advanced
edition, and besides, it was classic!”

“Some book in the time of the Crusades?”

“The Crusades,” 1 said. “Religious wars.
Religion.”

“The Bible!” fKe[Ty said. “But where?”

“7 learned at school that the ﬁrst account of



eternal ﬁfe in the New Testament is in John Cﬁapm’
5, Verse 24.”

“How do you remember that?” Jill asked.

“1 ﬁgurecf that 1f 1 ever get on []eqpan@ or Wheel
(f Fortune, than that, of course, will be the ﬁna(
cluesu'on, so0 1 knew it would come in ﬁancfy.”

“Well, oﬁviousfy this isn’t just any Bible,” CKe[Ty
said. “It’s a be-leathered and cfasyecf one. Where
could it be tﬁougﬁ?”

“The House?” Jill asked, staring over at the
Facultas House, ﬁom the ﬁi[fro}o, where we had come
fmm the Bunker Eefore.

“No,” Brandon said. “?roﬁaﬁfy on one cf those
bookshelves in the Bunker.”

“What!?” fKe[[y and 1 exclaimed.



“Is there anytﬁing else you’d’ [ike to tell us about
these clues?” ‘.Ke[fy asked. “Do you know where Poe
18 a[ready?”

“C’mon!” Brandon said. “We’ve still got loads of

work ahead of ourselves.”



Part 2



Day 19: Circa 11:30 p.m.

When we got back to the Bunker, the others looked
all over the bookshelves in the small kitchen for a
Bible, but were unsuccessfu[

7 don’t know what it was, but sometﬁing Eqat
w[fing me to check where the writing was again.

7 went down the ﬁa[fway, all the way down, and
saw the red words on the wall across fvom my room.

7 went all the way down to the gmve( wall at the
end, and smelt sometﬁing rather Joecu[iar: wet paint.

7 went over to the gmve(, and saw sometﬁing faint
in the dead center: a facfed’ image that had just
become visible: a raven.

Painted there, in the smallest @( brushes 1 ever did



see, was a miniature raven. ﬂ\fotﬁing more.

7 knew that this mark wasn’t new, but it seemed
[ike, behind the gmve( wall, was new paint.

7 ’pressed’ the sketch of the raven, and ﬁefore 7 knew
what had ﬁa]o}oenec{, the wall had come out, and
turned me with it, to the other side, as 1 yeﬁec{ for
felp.

A secret}oassageway’



Day 20: CMidhigﬁ_t

DEEP into that darkness, [ong 9 stood there,
woncfering; fearing; c[ouﬁting; whilst 1 was cfreaming
dreams no mortal had dared to dream ngore.

7 was still trying to jog my memory on what 1 had
forgotten about the whole origin and sayer of that
quote, but it certain[y a}ajo[iec[.

7 must’ve been in some secret room. ‘1 stz}a}aecf
forwarc[, into the room, and a set cj" figﬁts J%’cﬁerec{
to (iﬁ', revea[ing a [arger, less modern room.

It consisted of old, wooden ﬂrniture, [ined with
leather, and a ma}a(e desk, on which, was a book, in
the dead center. ‘There were also some pens, old

_papers, a few empty bottles with old wm’u’ng on them,



and a strange animal: a stuﬁ(ecf raven.

Not necessarify a stuﬁ(ec{ }o[usﬁ raven, but the kind
that a taxidermist would have.

Of all these tﬁings it was, su@risingfy, the book in
the venter that caugﬁt my attention.

Just the book, and norﬁing more.

7 sat down in the leather chair Ey the desk, put my
feet up on it, and oyenecf up the book’s c[as’p.

71 oyenecf to the ﬁrst page, and saw it was empty,

excgatfor one worcf,yrimzch at tﬁe Vé?’y TI)JOI

GENESIS.

Genesis, 1 tﬁougﬁt The ﬁrst book in the Bible!

‘Jfﬁ;pjoecftﬁrougﬁ some more]oages, 61/{1' tﬁey were
6[&1’1@’ a[fﬁ[anﬁ, €XC€}9ff01’ tﬁat one.

1 came fOWCLTC{S tﬁe 61’16[, cmcfsaw one moreyage



with writing on it. 1t said: One bookeage you tried, and

fell a plunder, but now look, look in thie room, find a secret

passageway and try another.

7 tﬁougﬁt these tﬁings were getting easier!

7 looked around, and saw not one bookcase in the
entire room. 1 went over to the wall that 1 had been
turned around By, and saw two levers on it.

g| yuﬂéa[ the ﬁrst one, and heard a creek, and the
wall turned around again, Jou[ﬁ’ng me with it, back to
the end of the ﬁa[fway in the Bunker.

“What did the other one do?’ 1 wondered.

7 }msﬁecf the small raven on the wa[f, and spun
around agm’n, The [igﬁts fficéered' on again as ‘1
reentered the room.

1 HOH’CQC[ tﬁat tﬁe wa[f tﬁat ﬁadsyun me arounc[,



came around again, and the two levers }oopped out.

7 yuﬂécf on the second one, and heard a wooden
cmnléing, as sometﬁing in the back corner of the
room oyened’ up: a secret room WITHIN this secret
room, who would’ve tﬁougﬁt that?

7 walked over the secret corner, and saw a piece of
the wall, a small square slab, had qpened' up.

It had several cranks, and gears inside of it, but
any other contents: 1 don’t think so.

7 looked inside, and saw another gear, that
7 didn’t think had turned Before, when it had
oyenedj but there was onfy one way to be sure.

Weﬂ: 1 guess four heads are better than one.



Day 20: Late ‘]\figit

7 had to wake Jill and Brandon up, but iKe[fy had
been reacfing a collection of fdgar Allan Poe’s books
that had been feff on the bookcase in the main room.

She was reacﬁ'ng “The Cask cy"’ Amontillado’, nice.

“A secret room 1N a secret room?” CKe[Ty asked.

“That’s m’gﬁt, ” 1 said. “1 think that our next clue
is gonna be in there, but just a guess.”

“So where is this room?” Jill asked. 1 don’t see a
lever, or handle to get in.”

“It’s rigﬁt here,” 1 said, sﬁowing her the raven
Joaintec[ on the door. 1 Joressed’ it, and the wall spun
all of us over to the secret room.

1 stzyyea[ forwar(f, and the motion-sensing [igﬁts



engageaf, (igﬁt‘ening up the room.

The wall turned around again, and we saw the
levers.

“Which one of them?” Brandon asked.

“The one on the [eft,” 9 said. “1(l go over and
wait for where it is, while Brandon pu[fs it down,
then T'm gonna get into the room, and you guys need
to }mﬂ the lever down, got it?”

Nods mixed in and out from the three, as 1 went
over to the corner of the room, where the room was
hidden.

1 heard Brandon crank the lever down, and the
wooden wall pu[fecf up.

97 climbed cﬁeqo into that darkness, where on[y the
gears [te, and noticed the one 1 had tﬁougﬁt was



fake.
“Now!” 1 said. 1 clicked my ﬂasﬁfigﬁt on, and the

wooden wall fell shut slowly, and loudly.

The gear didn’t move.

Fake, 1 thought. 1 turned it to the left, but it
seemed to just spin, as though it was loose.

1 pushed the fake gear in, and heard a click, then
spun it left, and it tightened.

Click!

1 don’t know where the sound came from, but it
was faint, and didn’t come from the secret room.

The wooden door opened up, and 1 climbed out.

1 couldn’t help but think that someone could've
been like, put in there, if they were being kidnapped.

This reminded me of the Poe story Kelly had been



reacﬁ’ng called “The Cask qf Amontillado’, where the
victim is shoved into an unﬁnisﬁec{ wall aﬁ?r he’s
murdered.

Could 1 be that victim?

What could it be used for? It must be more than
JUST a secret room, like it has a ﬁn‘tﬁer purpose.

Hmm. Pl need to think about that.

7 climbed out of the room,and saw the other three
gatﬁem’ng around a space next to the wall that we
had spun around on, ﬁom the ﬁa[fway, and a
pocﬁet-watcﬁ, or compass had come out cy( it.

“Trent,” ‘Ke[fy said, “how did you know where it
was?”

“The gear looked faEe,” 7 said. “7 Jousﬁecf it in,

and turned it, which, 1 guess made this come out.



What'’s the next clue?”

“It’s etched in on this compass, ” Brandon said.
“0t looks like it says: ‘Hidden in this map, a secret
location you will see, aﬁ‘er it, the ﬁna[ relic will lead
you to me.”

“So, how’s it work?” Jill asked. “Does the
compass’s direction point lead us to where Poe is?”

“Let me see it,” 1 said. 1 clicked the button at the
top, and the face fe[f forwarcf, reveafing what looked
[ike a Jaocﬁet-watcﬁ, but ayyearecf to be just a piece of
_paper with scribbled [ines.

“7 have no idea,” 1 said.

“Ditto,” CKe[Ty admitted.

“C'mon guys, this is an easy one!” Brandon said.

We all looked at him, asﬁing for enﬁgﬁwnment



“Latitude and l’ongitude, ” he said.

“Oh,” we all said simi[m’[y to him.

“So where is it?” CKe[Ty asked.

“Well” Brandon said. “Tust a rougﬁ guess, but
it’s Joroﬁaﬁfy somewhere between the two Barrier
rocks, since the dotted yoint is at the top of the map,
which is where the Barrier is.”

“You ﬁgured all that out?” Jill asked.

“7 know rigﬁt! ” Brandon said. “Qf we go know,
we'll fin(f Poe Ey morning!”

We all foﬁowe(f Brandon to the bookcase, down the
hall, up the latter, and out to the dark forest.

DEEP into that darkness, [ong q stood there,
woncﬁm’ng; feam’ng; cfouﬁu’ng. Whilst 1 dreamed

cfreams tﬁat no morm[ﬁaafever C[ﬂ?’é([l’O a[reamed’



Eefore. We shut the scluared’-Oﬁ, silver entrance to
the Bunker, and covered it with leaves and twigs,
ﬁqping that no one would have to ﬁm{ it again, aﬁzr
wm’gﬁt

We ran down the hill, and went to the Barrier,
and saw sometﬁing on the [eﬁ side of the Barrier,
concealed in the ﬁaﬁ rock, it looked [ike it was about
the same sﬁa}oe and size as the compass.

“1 think this is it,” Brandon said. “We need the
compass to open it.”

T yu[ﬁac{ my 6ac@oac€ cﬁ and foumf the compass
at the top of the the tﬁings we had collected from the
Bunker (i.e. the Bible, Poe’s stories, compass, clues
etc.).

‘Jjausﬁea[tﬁe comyass into tﬁe VOC@, amftﬁe Baclé OJL,



it fell forward, and another be-leathered, and clasped
book fell out of it.

“What is it?” Brandon asked.

1 opened the book up, and saw the first page had
five little words written in a VERY familiar
handwriting style: Property of EDGAR ALLAN POE.

“So, Poe HAS been leaving us these clues?” Jill
asked.

“Looks [ike it,” 1 said. “He tends to write in either
invisible ink, or just wait until the end of the story to
tell us what he needs to. Let’s look ahead, shall we?”

1 ffijo}oecf to the back cj" the book, and saw another

JCQW sentences written tﬁere.
Now that yo have digcovered this journal, [ realize that

you must wish my advice on your predicament. Escape



from the Facultag Houge ig no eagy tagk, alag it took me
yeare to build up the courage to leave; but getting back (N
takeg even a gtronger young man or lady.

DEED into that darkness, you now peer ag you wonder,
fear and doubt, dream dreame no mortal will dare to dream
again, as you wonder what to do next.

[f you climb down and into thig rock, you will find
passageway, very similar to that of which you exited the
House from, except thig one leads under, through and behind
the Houge, to the replica bunker, in which ( hide, waiting for

you to come. [t won't be long now.

That was the end cf it.



Day 20: Final Entry

7 have now ﬁnisﬁec{ writing cmytﬁing else
important down, and yacﬁecf my Eacépacﬁ, recwfy to
leave for the tunnel. 1 don’t remember how exact(y
we all agreecf to go to visit Poe, but 1 remember Jill
tﬁinéing it was a trap, and the three of us going
against her, until it became unanimous.

Tm [eaw’ng a copy of my first jouma[, and this
one (the om’gina[) in the Bunker, but [ucﬁi(y cmytﬁing
my Recorder transmits, will print oﬁf, the Bunker’s
computer and fa[f into this journa[, S0 you can read
it, just in case 1 don’t come back.

7 now know where it is that quote had come ﬁom:

E(fgar Allan Poe’s: “The Raven’. DEEP into that



darkness, fong 1 stood there Woncfem’ng; fearing;
cfouﬁtmg; cﬁ’eaming dreams no mortal had ever
dared to dream Before,

T've now recounted everytﬁing that has ﬁa}o’pened’
to me while and aﬁ‘er esca}n’ng the ‘]-[ouse, and how it
rea[fy HAS im}oactecf me.

‘A Message.

The Writer.

A Trail Left for Us.
Darkness.

A Raven.
Qmmortafity.

‘A Mystery.

HOPE.



Part 3



Day 20: DARK, Early Moming

We crawled down the tunnel, and began ran as
fast as we could. 1 had thoughts of whether or not

Smith would pop out from one end of the tunnel, and
Gunshot would come from the other.

They'd get us from both sides.

We eventually came to a place where the light
became brighter and the ceiling opened up. We were
obviously not there yet, and we were probably under
the House somewhere. A ladder lead upwards, and 1
wondered where it had lead.

“Let’s check it out,” Brandon suggested. 1 climbed
up the ladder, until it seemed t tighten up, and

become smaller, like it was on the inside of a wall.



9 shimmied my way up, to the very top, where a
sﬁinny door came out, which 1 Jausﬁecf open.

“Whoa!” 1 said. 1 think we were back in the
Q—[ouse, and not just anywﬁere in the Q—[ouse, but at
the end qf the fong ﬁa[fway, where Smith and
Gunshot sfeqa 1f tﬁey come to visit.

CKe[fy, Till and Brandon continued to climb out cf
the door, and we all had the same scared reaction to
the room: it was creepy.

Above the Eing-sizecf bed was a poster of a man,
who looked in his thirties, and was swym’sing[y
fami(iar.

“That’s Ec@ar Allan Poe,” C’Ce[fy said. We saw a
few other pictures @C him around the black }mim‘ecf

room. On tﬁe 0['1’65561", we saw a SfUﬁ’bJYﬂVéﬂ.’



identical to the one on the desk of Poe’s stud’y in the
Bunker, but this one looked newer, like it was made
more recentl'y.

“Guys,” Brandon said. “Check out the ﬁ’ﬁmry.’”

He lead us to a sitting room, qﬁ: of the main
bedroom, that seemed to [ined with bookshelves.

We all sﬁuﬁzecf over to the bookcases, and saw
books ﬁﬂécf with _papers stL’cEing out of them, and we
noticed the symﬁof between all of them: tﬁey were all
written By fcfgar Allan Poe.

“Oléay guys, this is sem’ous[y weird,” CKe[Ty said.

“Who would’ve put ALL @C these here?” Jill asked.
“Poe?”

“No,” 1 said. “But, 1 have a fee[ing that Smith or

Gunshot may have had a LITTLE bit of an



obsession with these books.”
“Bot just books either,” Brandon said. “Books,
journafs, _poems, essays. Some of these are in the

same ﬁanafwriu’ng as in the note. Look at this one.”

Once upon a midnight dreary, ag [ pondered weak and
weary...

“7 think that’s the Eeginning of “The Raven’,” 1
said. “Who would Eee}o all of this stuﬁ in here, and
more importantfy, Wﬁy?”

“Yeah,” Jill said. “It’s weircfing me out. Wait!
What’s that?”

7 heard it too, it sounded like footste}as, coming
down the ﬁa[fway, ﬁom either my room or
Brandon’s.

“What 1f it’s Smith or Gunshot?” CKe[Ty wﬁisyerec[



“Hide!” Brandon whispered. Brandon and 1
dodged into the sitting room, and hid behind a
bookcase, whilst Kelly ducked under the bed, and
threw a sheet over the part she was under, and 9ill

WeﬂffOT tﬁe Eatﬁroom,

Clﬁe 6[001’ sfammec{oyen



Day 20: Still DARK

“Psst!” 1 heard someone wﬁis’per. “Smith,
Gunshot? Sarah?” said a fami[iar voice.

“Antonio?” 1 wﬁisperecf. 7 came out of the sitting
room, and saw, out cj" the darkness, a famiﬁ’ar Eoc{y,
who seemed altered in a way. 1 saw that he had a
cfeey cut down his face, that seemed [ike it was onfy
recentfy put there.

“Antonio!” Brandon said. ﬂ(eﬁy and Jill Eegcm
coming out @( their ﬁid'ing jofaces. “How [ong has it
been in here?”

“It’s on(y been the same amount of time since you
guys [eff,” he said. “About a cfay. Smith’s got, [ike,

this watch that controls the time duration in here.”



“Do tﬁey know where we are?” QCe[Ty asked.

“No,” he said, “tﬁey asked me and Sarah, but we
just y[ayea[ stu}n’c{ and said we had no idea, so until
tﬁey come back, tﬁey’ve slowed down our sentence
here. What about you guys? Did you contact
felp?”

“No,” 1 said, and 1 could tell that Antonio’s heart
and hands had just (fro]oyecf. “But, we have goocf
reasons. We need you guys to stall until we meet up
with a friencf, and we think he migﬁt have some
answers.”

“How [ong will that take?” he asked.

“It’s hard to say,” ji(f added, “but }n’oﬁaﬁfy By
moming. f_lf not, tomorrow m’gﬁt at the latest. Q—[ey,

where re Smith and Gunshot anyway? It’s nearfy...”



She checked her watch. “It’s nearly two a.m.”

“They’re there,” he said. “They’re waiting for you
guys in the cellar, they're CONVINCED that’s the
only way back in.”

The thought of having Smith or Gunshot waiting
in that deep cellar darkness, waiting patiently for us
to come back, so they could kidnapped us, or kill us,
or both in which ever order they choose; well, that
thought just disturbed me.

“Hurry up you guys, they could be back any
minute,” he said. “oh, and try not to get killed.”

“We'll make sure not to,” Kelly said. She slid
down the opening in the chimney first, and Jill
followed, then Brandon, then T myself slid down the

(fusty, old, charcoal infesmf }91’}9@, into more darkness.



Day 20: Before 2:30 a.m.

When we reached the bottom of the cﬁimney, we
fo[foweaf the tunnel a fong ways down, and continued
Waféing towards the end oﬁ[ it.

“‘J—[ey guys, ” 7 said. “’Jf we're gonna make sure
that Smith and Gunshot don’t [ive forever, and Eeej)
re}oeaﬂ’ng this trick, we need some tﬁings to use
against them.”

“Like weaknesses?” Brandon asked.

“Yeah,” 1 said, “like a nervous shoulder, tﬁey don’t
ﬁgﬁt too well, omytﬁing.”

“Well, 1 know that Gunshot has ﬁemoyﬁiﬁa,” Jill
said.

“And Gunshot has permanent arthritis in his

hands.”



“Clﬁey say it’s ﬁom Being at the House too fong,”
Brandon added. “But, it migﬁt be because cf their
immorm[ity tﬁing. ”

“Wow, 1 didn’t know that,” 1 said.

We eventua[fy came to the end qf the tunnel, where
there was a gap, a ﬁuge hole above us. Some (igﬁt
seemed to be emanan’ng from it, and it looked [ike
someone was rustfing around up there.

“Hello?” 1 called. 1 heard the rustfing stop.

“Visitors?” 1 heard a voice ask. “Residents?”

“Yes?” 1 asked, quesn’oning. “fd'gar?” Whoever
was up there moved away whatever it was on top of
the entrance and @Terecf a hand to ﬁeﬁo us up. 1
acceyawc{ it, and a rather muscular man }ouﬂecf me

ujﬂ. 1 [ooﬁeafaround'tﬁe smaﬁroom Wﬁl[é tﬁe otﬁers



were Erougﬁt up.

It was set up [ike a den, with a leather couch, a
TNV. and a reﬁigemwr. There was a small (foorway,
and 1 could tell that there was a bedroom tﬁrougﬁ
there.

7 looked at the man, while he yu[kcf Brandon, the
last one @( us, up to the room.

He had what looked [ike a clean cut mustache,
and a vem’ca[fy sﬁa}oecf rectangufar face. He had on
a pair of dress pants, and an old, white, button-down
shirt that was Jirty ﬁom Being undérgroumf, and a
black bow-tie on.

“Mr. Poe?” C’Ce[@ asked.

“That would be me,” he said. “Wﬁy don’t you (ot
have a seat, Tl fetcﬁ us some refresﬁments.”

‘J—(e WOHO[@’VQC[IIHw tﬁe 01'661’ room, anzfcame ECLCE



about a minute later, (ike he had them reacfy at a
second’s notice.

“’J\fow, what is it hat you know about the House?”
Poe asked.

“Well, we esca}aecf the House,” TJill said, “and then

we got tﬁe messageﬁom ﬂnm[fon, amftﬁen we

fOUTld‘yOMV O(C{CBUHEGZT, ancftﬁe cfues, and’found’

”»

YOU.
“Ah!” he said. “And what do you know about the

two yartners? Um, what were their names?”

He }aorwferecf for a moment.

“Oh yes! Smithshot and ‘Reynofcfs.' 7

“Um,” Brandon said. “1 think you mean Gunshot
and Smith. Where did ’Reyno[cfs come ﬁom?”

“Oh, very well then, tﬁey must have cﬁangeaf their



names agm’n, how siﬂy cy"’ them! Oh, the farger one
called ﬁimseﬁf ‘Reynofafs back when 91 knew him.”

“When did you know them?” 1 asked.

“Well, cluit'e some time ago, um now was it... 160
years ago?”

“That [ong?” 7 asked. “Mr. Poe, we need your
advice. We know that CReynofd’s and Smithshot, as
you call them, are immortal, and we know that you
know that. We've been trying to escape the House for
SO000 fong, but when we got out, we were roye(f
back in again. What should we do? Leave, or get
rid of them?”

“Oh you MUST get rid of them!” he shouted, [ike
he was worried.

“Well, Mr. Poe,” ji[f said, “g( you’ve know about



their }ofans THIS (ong, wﬁy haven’t you tried to stop
them.”

“Well, as you children know, 1 have been made
wmyomrify immortal, and 1 ﬁope to die soon, but 1
couldn’t have, until one hundred and ﬁﬁy years has
}oassecf Clmmorm[ity, as you also know, comes with a
price. 1 have VERY [imited movements in my
joints, and tﬁerefore, cannot be that active. 1 knew
that you children were coming tﬁougﬁ, and you
MUST stop them!”

“How'd you know we were coming?” Trent asked.

“7 have SenCome Trent,” he said. This was
creepy, he even knew our names. “Just like you. 1
spent quiw some time at the il-[ouse, and took

aafvantage @( it, im}oroving my ab'i(ity’ 7 knew that



yOMfOMT WOM[C{ 66 tﬁeﬁrst wfmcfmy c[ues cmcf

bunker, near[y seventy years Before you were even
born.”

“Anyone else tﬁinﬁing that this guy is REALLY
creepy? He knew about us Eeg(ore we were even born?

“So, how did you know them Mr. Poe?” ‘Ke[fy
asked, trying to get out of an awkward moment.

“Well, for a few years we worked togetﬁer, trying to
create a permanent immormﬁry, and 1 was
eventua[fy successfuf ”

“Well what ﬁaﬂpenecf?” Till asked.

“You see, afrer my wife \/irginia died,” he said, “1
returned to the House, and told the Two that 1
wanted out of their project. What 1 didn't tell them

about was one of the originaf ingreafients of the



immortafily serum, a }mqafe ﬁquief known as
AFEVITAS, which is [itwa[fy Latin for ‘AGE’. 1
had re-created some of it, and hid it. 1 knew that in
a few years, Thomas Edison, another House
Resident would re-discover it and...”

“We know the rest aﬁw that,” 1 said. “And now
it’s gone.”

“What do you mean ‘it’s gone’l?” he asked.
“Qmjaossiﬁfe.'”

“Q\fa])o[éon once said ‘Qm}aossiﬁﬁe is a word foum{
on[y in the aficu’onary of foofs’, ” 9 said. “And
anyway, 7 hid it somewhere that no one will ever
ﬁnc[ it. You didn’t know?”

“Well, 1 Eeey many, many journa[s,” he said.

“Fach one with a year of mcg’or events going tﬁrougﬁ



the course of human ﬁiswry. 7 can do about three
years worth of informan’on in one regufar year, that
is, in time outside of the House.”

“What year are you on now ‘Mr. Poe?” CKe[Ty
asked.

“Umm, let me think?” he said, as he pu[kd' out a
leather book with the cover rl’}a]aed’ a little bit. He
opened it up.

“‘Rigﬁt now 1 am writing about the events in
2137.”

“31371” Brandon asked. “Wait, 1 have a quesu’on.
Will the world end in the year 201277

“Tve a[ways ﬁqpec[ someone would ask me that,” he
said, [augﬁing. He all of a sudden turned stern.

“S}ooi[er Alert: the answer is no.”



“7 knew it!” Brandon said.

“Now Mr. Poe,” 1 said, as he looked tﬁrougﬁ his
old jouma[s, “What would you have suggestec[ we did
with the elixir?”

“Well it can be cfestroyec( you know?” Poe said.

“What!” 1 exclaimed. “How?”

“Well it can onfy ﬁayyen once every seventy-seven
and a ﬁag years, because that this the ﬁa(ﬁvay point
to when the temporary elixir wears out. Like this
year to be exact, there is one c[ay that you can either
cfestroy or recreate the elixir, and you can either do
it the year that the elixir wears out, or seventy-seven
and a ﬁaﬁc years from then, exactfy ﬁagﬁmy tﬁrougﬁ
the process.”

“Well when is it this year?” 7 asked.



“Oh, well 1 have no idea,” he said. “‘Unfor-
nmate[y, it is near[y my time to go.”

“How much [onger do you have?” Jill asked.

“Oh, well um,” he said. “About three hours?”

“Three hours!” we all exclaimed.

“So you're gonna die in three hours time?” 1 asked.

“That would be rigﬁt,” he said. “Unless cf course
7 have more elixir, which 1 mustn’t.”

“Wﬁy not?” 1 asked.

“Have you kids ever asked the question ‘is there a
such y(ace as hell’?” he asked us.

“‘Nb, not reaf[y, ” we all kind of muttered with other
mixed emotions.

“Well do you know the answer?” Poe asked.

“No,” Brandon said Bfunt@.



“Well the answer is: fife is a hell. Every minute
you [1ve, you have to suﬁfer, sometimes Eeing away
from the ones you love, or sometimes facing a terrible
situation. 1've had to [ive for one hundred and ﬁﬁy
years with notﬁing on my mind but escaping this
hell.”

“Very curious,” 1 said. “Well wﬁy would yeoy[e
[ike Smithshot and Reynofafs want to [ive forever?”

“Well ‘Mr. Posterus, you see there is an old
quotation said Ey one cf my favom"w _poets. Lucius
Accius once said “A man who's ﬁfe has been
dishonorable should not escape c[isgmce in death’.”

“still, immorta[ity?” il asked. “Youw'll be able to

share your stories with the world again.’”

“ﬂE(fgar Sﬁoaﬁf once said that immorm[ity is a



worse faw than death.”

“Well, there’s no cﬁanging his mind now,” Jill said.
“You know,” Poe said once again, “my idol, Da

Vinci, once said that: “While 1 tﬁougﬁt 7 have Been
Leaming to Live, 1 Have ?lctua[fy ‘Been Leaming to
Die’, and that quote couldn’t be truer now. 1 have
waited all these years for you four, the next
genera’a’on, to ﬁeﬁa Ering down the Facultas ?(ouse,
now that 2.5 is gone.”

7 had almost forgotten at this yoint that Antallon
2.5, the good version of Antallon, had been u])gmcﬁaa[
to version 3.0, the bad one.

“Mr. Poe have you ever been to your suy]oosed’
gmvestone?” 7 asked. “You know someone visits it
every year and Jo[aces ﬂowers and wine there to mark

your Eirtﬁ(fay and (featﬁ-cfay. Is it you?”



“Oh, my Eoy, 7 have in fact visited my gravestone.
On[y once in fact. 7 have feff the Facultas
Boundaries on[y twice, yet 9 can leave whenever 1
choose. 1 have no clues as to who is the “Poe
Toaster’ tﬁougﬁ it is not 1.”

CKe[Ty quicﬁfy cﬁangec[ the suﬁject afrer that.

“Mr. Poe,” CKe[Ty said, “we know that Thomas
Fdison is currentfy alive as well, when will his time

Joass? ”

Poe looked in his 2011 journa[

“Umm, about nine minutes ago, ” he said, cﬁecﬁing
his watch.

“Wait, Thomas Edison is dead?” Brandon said.
“And we missed him Ey nine fﬁjqpin’ minutes!?”

“That is correct,” Poe said.



7 was startled to hear this news, but 1 knew what
7 had to do to restore Edison’s spirit in death:
déstroy the elixir.

“Mr. Poe, how exact[y DO we cfestroy the elixir?”
7 asked.

“Oh, well it must be done inside of the House

walls, and it must be done within a certain hour, on
a cfay that is closer than you exyect,”
“Let me guess, it’s wd’ay isn’t it?”

Poe nodded.






Part 4



Day 20: Pitch Black Outside

“Well, in order to d'estroy the elixir,” Poe said,
“you must ﬁrst Ering it to the black mixing room,
underneath the basement. In there, there is a
tra}acfoor, and under that door is a machine that is
cayaﬁﬁz cf déstroying it 1f you put it in the
cfestroying table, but it must also be Brougﬁt there yf
it is to be drunk. The same room is used to Jestroy
the elixir as it is to drink the elixir. f.lf that method
is not in your cfoing, than you must d’isyose of it By
methods of a Jaﬁonogm]aﬁ. Where the horn s, you
must pour it down, and it will have been Jestroyed’. ”

“When is this hour exactfy?” ’Ke[fy asked.

“It is this morning fmm ﬁve a.m. to six a.m.,” Poe

said. “@uring which Jaerioc[ Smithshot and



fReyno[cfs can be killed a(ong with the elixir.”

“My. Poe,” Brandon said. “Antallon said that
there was an entire group that was trying to become
immortal, how many Jaeoy[e are there?”

“Oh no,” he said, cﬁucéfing to ﬁimseg[. “It
misunderstood then. There were six }oeoy[e that
om’ginaﬂy became t‘empomm’fy immortal, but not
trying to become Jaermanentfy immortal.”

“Who are tﬁey?” 1 asked.

“Well there are the Two Partners, mysegf, Edison,
another lost member who died cfuring one of the
origina[ re-genemtions, and... The CBetmyer”’

“Who?” 1 asked.

“We don’t like talk about him, but he was close to
the truth, and was wi[ﬁ'ng to go tﬁrougﬁ some

Jaretty.,. ‘J‘(lgﬁ StClE@S to Eecome immortaf ‘J—(e



tﬁougﬁt that 1f he could kill the suﬁjects rather than
dissect them, it would be easier for the society. You
see what T mean?”

Just the tﬁougﬁt qf Eeing referrec[ toasa ‘suﬁject’
made me think of what steps Smith and Gunshot
were wi[ﬁ’ng to go tﬁrougﬁ not to die.

“That’s... ‘That’s terrible,” ‘Ke(fy said. “When did
he re-generate?”

“Two terms ago, back in the year 1 711.”

“And now he’s dead?” Brandon asked.

“fProBaEfy, yes, » Poe said. “The Immortalists will
soon have met their match, and the elixir will have
been cfestroyecf The Betrayer must be gone Ey now.”

“Uh, Mr. Poe,” 1 said. “Do you know what time

it is?”



“Néar[y 4:30 a.m., we best be moving.’” he said.

Day 20: Rougﬁ_ﬁ/ 4:30 a.m.

We went to the bedroom and found a latter that
lead upwards. FAR upwards. 1 climbed up first,
Brandon behind me, Kelly behind him, Jill behind
her and Poe last. 1 went to the top and pushed off a
trapdoor that must've kept the small bunker hidden
well. 1 could tell we were somewhere close to the tip of
the peninsula, because 1 could just about hear the
water rushing against the cliffside. Tn my last
journal, 1 think 1 mentioned that we were on a

peninsufa, and there was a MASSTVE cﬁﬁ [eacfing



from the ecfge of the forest down to the ocean and
beach.

7 gave Brandon, CKe[Ty and f]i[f and hand up, and
we all saw darkness in the woods.

DEEP, into that darkness, }oeering; (ong 9 stood
there woncfering, feam’ng cfouﬁting.

“1 know what to do now,” Brandon said. He took
out his cell ]oﬁone and put it on SJaeaEer yﬁone, S0 we
could hear his conversation.

“Hello?” said a famiﬁ'ar voice.

“Antonio? It’s Brandon. We met up with Poe
and we need you to signaf Smith and Gunshot to get
down the yeninsufa. Say that YOU Saw Us running
down here, and you want to ﬁe@o.”

“Wﬁy? You’re not giving up are you?”

“Of course we aren’t,” Brandon said. “We just



need you to. We're setting up a trap to stop them,
and we think that they’re gonna die soon. Just help
us out? Please?!”

“Okay, T'(l do it. Just be ready, they'll probably

get there in ﬁfmen minutes or [ess. Bye.”

The line went dead and Brandon put the Joﬁone
away.

“So what’s the yfcm of action?” CKe[fy asked.

“The Jofcm? ” Poe asked. “1 didn’t think we would

make it thus far.”

“Tve gota Jofan,” 9 said.



Day 20: Pve Lost My Watch

“Hello!?” yeﬂéc{ Smith. 1 heard his voice from
somewhere c[eejaer ﬁom the forest‘ T was ﬁid’ing fmm
behind a tree on one side of the cfeam’ng near the
yeninsufa, whilst Brandon was on the other.

7 had never seen the cﬁﬁfsid’e of the Jaeninsufa
Eefore, The geogm}aﬁy of the southern yeninsufa was
never quite that important to me. 1 saw just how
[arge cf a cfrcyo it was now. ‘It must’ve been at least
ﬁaﬁf the size of the Empire State %ui[d’ing.

Poe had been wain’ng inside of his bunker, in case



Smith or Gunshot found it, which was a high
probability.

Kelly and Jill had been waiting behind two trees
on opposite sides of the clearing, just behind Brandon
and myself.

“Who’s there!” Gunshot yelled. They were getting
closer.

“You get the upper forest,” Gunshot’s voice said
directing to Smith.

1 heard Smith running up to the upper forest, and
Gunshot's muddy boots coming down the small path
to the cliffside.

“Now!” 1 yelled. Gunshot was directly between
Kelly and Jill’s trees. Kelly held rope in her hands
and tried to tie Gunshot around the torso while Jill

held his hands behind her back.



Gunshot kicked CKe[Ty in the shins, causing her to
lose her grip on the rope. He took the rope and
wm}a])ed’ it around Jill’s mouth. Hard. He took the
rope and swung it hard enougﬁ to throw Jill against
a tree and knock her out unconscious.

CKe[Ty regainecf her balance and attemjotecf to get
the rope from Till.

Brandon, teerﬁing with anger, ran ﬁom behind his
tree and towards Gunshot.

Gunshot took a crowbar that he had yu[fecf out
from nowhere and hit Brandon in the neck with it.
In turn, Brandon hit C’Ce[fy, tﬁrowing both of them
against a tree, and Enocﬁing both of them
unconscious.

“Posterus!” Gunshot yeﬂédf “You're the on[y one

feﬁ.’ 7 know you’re out here! Turn yourseﬁf in now,



and your fm’ends will suﬁ:er [ess!”

1 held my breath, as he got even closer.

“So, it’s a game cf hide-and-seek is it?” he called.

1 heard the crowbar cfmy against the forest
grounc[, and gunsﬁot/fReynofcfs }mlfed sometﬁing else
out of his }aocﬁet‘ a [arge ﬁm’fe.

“7 know that you are aware of my past!” he called.
“There’s no stopping the _process now that it’s Eegun!”

Now, he was m’gﬁt next to the tree



Day 20: Tl Look at a Watch Later

1 stepped to my left, trying to sneak away, but 1
stepped on a twig. CRACK! Gunshot/Reynolds
came around the side of the tree closest to the
peninsula, and grabbed the top of my arm. He
pulled my out. Gunshot's eyes had a manic ook,
and his breath, a rancid smell. 1 could te(l that
something was wrong with him at this point. Hs
grey hair was turning white-ish and his yellow teeth

tuming brown.

7 took my hand and forced it against his wrist,



and pulled his wrist down hard, forcing him to drop
the knife and let go of my arm.

1 threw his large body down to the ground.

The forest seemed to disappear as we got closer
and closer to the tip of the peninsula.

Gunshot grabbed my left arm, and forced the tip of
the knife into it. The rusty blade stung against my
skin so badly. Gunshot threw me on the ground, and
pulled out a pistol from his pocket.

“I'm staying alive,” he said, “no matter what it
takes.”

1 felt something hit my foot, and looked down. 1t
was a crumpled up piece of notebook paper. 1
thought about picking it up to read, but was to busy
trying to avoid not being shot.

From behind gunsﬁot/ﬂeynol’cfs came the crowbar,



which struck (junsﬁot/ﬂ%eynofd’s’s waist. From
behind, ﬁofcfing the crowbar, was Poe.

gunsﬁot/ﬂ{eynol’c{s afrquoe(f the Joiswf there, and
Poe cfm}o’pe(f the crowbar.

“fc{gar?” gunsﬁot/CReynofcfs asked.

“Yes fReynofcfs,” Poe said. “1 ﬁoye you’ve missed
me!” Poe swung his ﬁst against gunsﬁot/fReynofd's’s
cheekbone, causing him to fa[T backwards.

“T've been wai’a’ng for you for years and years, ”
gunsﬁot/ﬂieynofcfs said. “You were my idol. 1 never
wanted you out cf the society!”

“I'm sorry ‘Reyno(afs, ” Poe said. “I cannot have
you [ive forever! ” Poe was close enougﬁ to Gunshot/
fReyno(cfs and close enougﬁ to the ecfge @( the
}Jeninsufa to do sometﬁing drastic.

Poe gmﬁﬁecf the back of gunsﬁot/ﬂeynofafs neck



and squeezed his skin hard with his dirty, pointy
fingernails until we saw blood.

‘Gunshot's hemophilic’, 1 remembered. Hemophilia
was the disease where if you start bleeding, then
youre not gonna stop until it’s treated or you die.

Poe struggled with Gunshot/Reynolds, and hung
onto his neck as tight as possible, and in one sharp
move, threw the both of them plummeting over the
side of the cliff, and down the LONG rock-face to the
shore.

By the time they fiit the bottom, they would both
already be dead.



Day 20: Not as Dark... But Still Dark Enougﬁ

1 don’t know what was worse, knowing that 7'd
never see Poe again, or knowing that he wouldn’t
even have done what he had if we had stopped
Gunshot/Reynolds in the first place.

1 forgot about Gunshot/Reynolds and Poe for a
minute, and looked at the crumpled up paper by my
foot.

1 picked it up, and un-crumpled it, and on it was

a note.
Trent,

[¥'s been nearly one-hundred yearg since [ wrote

those noteg, and my handuwritinge barely changed ag you



can gee. ['ve known about thig night all along, and | knew
that you would die quickly and quietly, along with your
friendg, right after the Two became immortal once more. |
quess that the old eaying i¢ true and that you really can
change your fate, and the fate of those cloge to you. |
haven't much more time, and neither do you, just remember
thig: an African Proverb once eaid that ‘A Pergon ie Never
Truly Dead Until Theyre Forgotten. Watch out for
Smithshot, he ig cloge; and Beware the Betrayer!

E.AD.

Smithshot is close, Beware the CBetmyer? What do
those mean?
7 went back to the forest }Mtﬁ and saw sometﬁing

even more Jisturﬁing: tﬁere was someomne, a Jarﬁ

iqure, hunched over at the body o ji[f, with a small
g Y



cfagger in his [eft hand, and a vial in the other.

Smith, 1 wondered.

“Hands up!” said a voice ﬁom behind me. 1
turned around and saw Smith rigﬁt there behind me,
on the ed’ge of the yeninsu(a. In one hand he had
gunsﬁot/fReynofcfs’s yisw( and in the other hand a
fuge knife.

“WHERE’S THE ELIXIR!” he yelled at me. “1
want it NOW!”

“Oan, 7 said. “Just come with me.”

“No Tricks!” he yeﬂédf 7 turned around, and saw
that the ﬁgure next to Jill was gone; it must’ve been
Smith, and he just went to the side of the forest,
circled around to get the pisw[, and just made it look
[ike he tricked me.

7 lead him down the dark forest trail, to the



Bunker that Poe lived in.

1 cyoenec[ up the tmjocfoor, and J’um}aecf onto the
latter, cmw[ing down. 1 fe(t the earth beneath me
instcmtfy make the temperature c[rqp. 7 went down
all the way, and Jou(fed’ the small sofa away from the
top of the tm}ocfoor under it. 1 jum}aec[ down, and
Smith foﬁowed

1 ran down the _passageway with Smith beside me.

“Smith,” 1 said, “can 1 ask you a quesu’on?”

“Sure wﬁy not?” he said.

“When did you get into Edgar Allan Poe that
much?” 1 asked.

“What do you mean?” he asked sofemn[y. “Poe
ri}ayec{ us oﬁ:, the on[y tﬁing we took oﬁ: ﬁom him
were the room colors.”

“What about you room?” 1 asked.



“What about it?”

“It has posters, books, notebooks, poems and even a
stuffed' raven, all about fchgar Allan Poe.”

“I’'m almost never in there, 1 wouldn’t know.”

What, 1 tﬁougﬁt Then wﬁy was it decorated that
way.

We had come to the end of the ﬁaﬁway and 1
climbed up gmﬁﬁeaf the roc/é-face, }msﬁing it out. 1
Joulﬂecf mysegf out, and saw the darkness ahead.

DEEP into that darkness, Joeering, [ong 9 stood
there womﬂam’ng, feam’ng, cfouﬁn’ng; whilst (freaming
dreams that no mortal had ever dreamed Eefore.

97 couldn’t ﬁe@a but remember Poe when 1 was
about to get rid cf Smith for goocf, esyecialfy when it
was Poe that needed the joﬁ done.

7 lead Smith up the trail, also tﬁin/éing about the



conﬁsion he put me in about his room, and how it
was decorated like it was Poe’s own room.

“7 didn’t know there was another way out cf the
Q—[ouse,” Smith said. “And it’s my House! Where is
it?”

7 (yoenec[ up the tm}ocfoor and went down the [atter
again, When we reached the bottom, 1 f[icﬁecf the
figﬁts back on and heard a few pages of the very
_paper you’re Veac[ing printing qﬁ at that very
minute.

7 took him down the ﬁaﬂway and started tﬁinﬁing
of an actual }ofan. 1 saw the grouncf wall at the end
of the ﬁa[fway, and reached for the raven Joainwc[
there.

1 yressed it, and the wall turned, taléing both of us

with it.



“Oﬁay,” 7 said. “In the corner cf the room, down
there,” 1 Joointwf to the wall corner, “is a tmpdoor. 1
need to ]au[[ this lever to get it oyene(f, and hold it
open. Qf you got in there, once it’s shut, there will be
another _passage with the elixir in it.”

“Smart Boy Posterus,” Smith said. He waited in
the corner. 1 }m[fecf the lever, and the metal wall
Joulﬂecf up. Smith climbed inside, and waited [ooﬁing
for the madé-u}a pane[ with the elixir in it.

7 yu[ﬁch the lever down with all of my migﬁt, and

the metal wall corner slammed down, tra}ajoing Smith

in tﬁere once ancffor a[f.



Day 20: Getting Q’gﬁm’

1 returned to the rock, down the passageway, up
through the second bunker, and down the path known
by few to where Brandon, Jill and Kelly were getting
up from,

“Did you do it Trent?” Kelly asked. “Are they
gone?”

“Well, it was mostly Poe,” 1 said. “He got rid of
Gunshot.”

“How?” Brandon asked.

“He grabbed onto his neck and threw both of them
down the cliffside,” 1 said; pointing at the peninsula
side. “And 1 kind of got rid of Smith. He’s trapped
behind the metal door in the Bunker outside the



House.”

“Are you sure that will contain him?” ‘Ke[fy asked.

“Smith was a désyemhz man,” Jill ﬁm’sﬁe(i

“He’s aging up m}aidfy,” 7 concluded. “Even zf he
stays at his current state, the lack of food and water
will on[y get him another two weeks in there at most.
Besides, 1 didn’t even kill him, he Eougﬁt it ﬁimsegf,”

“Where 1S the elixir?” Brandon asked.

“That is a secret until it’s c[estroyecf,” 9 said.
“Which reminds me, what time is it?”

Brandon yu[ﬁz(f out his iPod T ouch, and oyened'
the Lock Screen quicﬁfy.

“Oh no!” he screamed. “It’s 6:09 a.m.! You can’t
cfestroy the elixir!”

A (feejo dé])ression came over me and 1 started

wonafering 1f getting rid of Smith and Gunshot was



all for no’rﬁing, because now 1 couldn’t even cfestroy
what tﬁey were aﬁ?r.

“So, what now?” CKe[Ty asked.

“The Tmmortalists are wiyed’ out,” 1 said, “so we
should have notﬁing to worry about over the elixir. 1

guess we can just leave now.”



Observations



Recorded ‘Aﬁw Further Consideration

Tve spent a while rﬁinﬁing about these events and
Tm wondém’ng more and more now about Smith and
Gunshot’s histories. 1 used my calculator, and their

ﬁrst regenemu’on was in 1111, exactfy 1,000 years

ago, so what tﬁey looked [ike at the time of their
death is what tﬁey looked [ike on their ﬁrst Jay of

regeneration. T'm also womfering y[ over time tﬁey
cﬁange their names to get old house residents (ﬁ
their backs, or just because tﬁey Eee]a forgetting.
‘Jmmortafity comes with a ]orice, and what 1f that
price just ﬁa}ayens to be forgetting your own past?
T'm also curious about how Smith and Gunshot

became immortal in the ﬁrst, 7 know that tﬁey



devised some kind of method, or someone else devised
it for them. The on[y tﬁing T'm saying is that Poe
was rigﬁt once again while he wrote his story The
“Masque of the Red Death’ no can cheat death
forever.

There’s one last tﬁing that 1 can’t seem to wrap
my head around. On the m’gﬁt fd:gar Allan Poe
suyyosedfy died, he was sﬁouu’ng the name
‘CReyno(c[s’. Was the CReyno[c[s he was ta(ﬁing about
rea[fy Gunshot? ‘Jf it was, did Gunshot mayﬁe try
to kill Poe, and it didn’t work? Or did it have

sometﬁing to do with Gunshot turning young again?

Whatever it is, the onfy two men who knew the truth

are now déad’



A Side-Note About “The Betrayer’

7 think that my eidetic memory is starting to come
back, because T'm rememﬁering sometﬁing else that 1
tﬁougﬁt was rea[@ important to the whole matter.

In the woods that m’gﬁt, the one hunched over j]i[f,
it wasn’t Smith.

We all checked, and somewhere, on each and
everyone of us, there was a small wound where
whoever it was took a small bit qf our blood.

7 wondered how tﬁey had gotten mine, and then 1
remembered that Gunshot had forcec[ his Em’fe into
my arm when we strugg[ing on the cflﬁ Some of it
follof

The worst part is tﬁougﬁ, is that 1 think 7 know



who it migﬁt be.

Poe told us abut “The Betrayer’ a mysterious man
who used the suﬁjects crue[fy to get their blood and
his youtﬁ. The Betrayer WAS one of the
immortalists, and the worst part is, is that now he’s
the on(y one [eﬁ. On our way out of the Facultas
House for the last time, 1 5egcm tﬁinﬁing about the
tree 1 saw a few cfays ago: When There is One’. 11
now knew that wasn’t tree isn’t for one of us in the
tunnel under the basement, it was for the
Immortalists. And now there onfy is one ﬁeﬁ, and
that’s the Betrayer. T'm positive that he’s still out
there. And unfortunat'e[y, he will be for another 150

yem’s.



A Final Word

There are two tﬁings 7 want to conclude with. The
first Eeing the Edison elixir. When 1 found’ it in the
attic 1 Ee}at it in my yocﬁet, so Smith and Gunshot
wouldn’t think of mﬁing it again. ‘Unfortunare[y, 1
lost it somewhere. 4 forget where, but it was
Joroﬁaﬁfy someyl’ace that no one will ever bother to
ﬁnc{ again.

The second tﬁing is that the Betrayer will try to
ﬁnd’ the Permanent Elixir that’s hidden in the
House. It’s still under the basement stairs, where 1
[eﬁ it, so I’'m ﬁcying that he won’t ﬁnc[ it 6@(01’6
7 can d'estroy again.

That’s rigﬁt. Qf 7 live another 77 and a 1/2



years, (T be waiu’ng to cfestroy the elixir. The
Betmyer took sometﬁing from each of us, and he’s

going to regret it.

‘Jf there’s a way to make him pay, Tm going to finc[

it.



THE END






Well, Almost...



gpi[o ue

Smith sat in the cold underbrush @( the wall. It

was getting colder, and he was older than ever.
White hair, cmcﬁing voice, skin yee[ing. He wouldn’t
last much [onger, Smith closed his eyes and tried to
think of all the bad tﬁings he'd done. He ,pmyecf for
a few minutes, trying to make his last ten minutes or
so on Earth count. He put his hand to the grouncf,
near the other wall, and feft sometﬁing: a small, soft
tube. Whatever was in it was ved as old wine, and
had been around [onger than need be.

It was the Edison Elixir.

Smith recognized' it immeaﬁ’aw@, and cyenecf the

small tube, ﬁtting it into his mouth, so no part of it



could fall out.

Pressing it too his [ips, the last drop of the Edison
Elixir fell into his mouth, and his white hair turned
black again, and his voice back to normal.

He looked young again.

Food and water wouldn’t matter, since he had
taken the elixir. No matter what happened, Smith
still had more [ife than ever left in him.

Then, Smith began to laugh. He laughed a
maniacal, dangerous laugh.

A laugh that would no doubt, [ast another 150

years.
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