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“Alan!” 
Alan Carter woke up to the screaming. 
It took him a few seconds for his eyes to focus, still engulfed in darkness, his 

mind trying to make sense of his surroundings. He waited, but nothing changed. 
He tried to move, but his body wouldn’t respond, as if he were held down by 

some unbearable weight. He wiggled his fingers, slowly, the effort excruciating, and 
when he finally got a hang of it, tried to lift his arms. They felt like lead weights. Alan 
couldn’t discern whether it was a lack in strength or the sheer heaviness of the 
nothingness around him. 

“Alan!” 
The scream cut through the darkness like a knife, and in the back of his mind, 

the voice sounded vaguely familiar. He had heard it before. That very same scream, 
calling to him for help, to save her. He frowned, his head suddenly throbbing as he 
searched his mind for the memory that seemed just out of reach. 

Alan tried to move again. It was like everything around was moving at a much 
slower pace and only his mind working at full capacity to take it all in. 

He sat up, pushing against the cold floor with hands that tingled. He tried to 
listen for the screaming again, but it did not come. He was alone in the darkness, lost 
with the voices inside his head. 

Move. You need to move. 
Alan pushed himself to his knees, suddenly he felt faint. He balanced himself 

with one hand while the other massaged the back of his head, trying to shake the 
nausea away. He tried to stand up, his legs wobbly as if he were a newborn colt 
learning to walk. 

He swayed in the darkness, head spinning as his feet tried to find a stable pose 
to prevent him from falling back down.  

Move, Alan. Move now. 
Alan took a step forward, placing his foot squarely in front of him and waiting 

to see how the rest of his body would react. He felt like he was walking a tightrope, 
arms stretched out as he tried to maintain his balance, his eyes blinking rapidly in 
hopes that he could see more than just black. A few seconds later, he risked taking 
another step, and was relieved when he didn’t collapse. 

He remembered when he was nine and his parents had taken him and sister 
out to the ice skating rink. He had felt the same way, skates on his feet as he took 
tentative steps forward, still oblivious to the fact that he was supposed to glide, not 
walk. His sister had laughed at him. He remembered the envy he felt towards her. 

His sister. 
“Alan!” 
He recognized the voice now. He remembered the last time he had heard it 

calling out to him that way. He had been in a sandbox, feet planted in front of him as 
he had pulled at his sister’s hand. She had screamed out in fear the night the hand 
had taken her away, and the sound of her voice calling to him had haunted him since. 

“Kathrine,” he whispered into the darkness. 
There was a gentle rumbling beneath his feet, a vibration crawled up his legs 

and sent shudders throughout his whole body. The vibration intensified, and soon 
the rumbling became a raging roar as the world around him shook uncontrollably. 
Alan staggered, fighting to keep his balance against the shaking. His body slammed 
against a wall, and he braced himself on the cold stone. 

He was going to go mad.  
Then, just as suddenly as it had started, it stopped. Alan felt dust fall onto his 

head, and he instinctively looked up. The darkness was absolute and he saw nothing 



of the ceiling above. He brushed the sand from his hair, feeling its moistness on his 
fingers, and pushed away from the safety of the wall. If dust had fallen from above, 
what was to say that the floor had not fallen below? 

“Alan!” 
Her voice was clearer now. Kathrine. Who else could it be? He was sure of it, 

as much as he was sure this was all a dream, and he would wake up as always, 
screaming and thrashing about. 

Alan felt himself move further from the wall, now only the tips of his fingers 
feeling its chill, his feet moving on their own as if knowing where to step. The sound 
of a loud click pierced through the silence, a shattering sound came from his right, 
and Alan’s head snapped towards it.  

Thin beams of red light poured through a crack in the wall, and as the light 
grew brighter, he could see it came from beyond a door swinging open slowly, as if on 
its own. The light broke through the darkness and threw shadows onto the walls, and 
Alan finally began to make out where he was. 

It was a small room, the size of a dungeon cell. He noticed how the walls rose 
into the darkness above as if continuing for eternity, the stones shining red with the 
protruding light. Except for a small cot to one side, the room was empty, and Alan 
began to wonder if he really had been imprisoned here, and if so, for how long? 

“Alan!” 
The scream was louder now that the door had opened, and Alan began to 

move towards the light, slowly, head cocked to a side as he tried to see through the 
opening and into the hallway beyond. The light was pulsating, vibrating the way the 
room had vibrated before, and Alan immediately felt nauseated. He closed his eyes, 
standing completely still as he fought back the vertigo, waiting for the feeling to pass. 

When he felt that he had gotten a hold of himself, he opened his eyes and 
continued forward. Alan reached out and grabbed the door, slowly pushing it further 
as he stepped into the red light. 

 
*** 

 
The hall stretched on forever. 
Alan Carter stood outside the door, looking right and left in bewilderment. 

Never in his life had he come across anything like this. On either side of him, the hall 
seemed unending, continuing on until the furthest his eye could see before 
disappearing. It reminded him of the ocean, how the horizon formed a line where sky 
and water kissed.  

The red light pulsed, and Alan couldn’t tell whether he had escaped one prison 
or stepped into another.  

The hallway was lined with doors similar to his, hundreds of them stood side 
by side like wooden soldiers waiting to be addressed. They were all closed; only his, 
stood open, and he felt an eerie sense of satisfaction at this. He considered the 
possibility that there were more like him, lost in complete darkness, unaware of how 
close they were to relief. 

Was this relief? 
Alan couldn’t tell, but he knew he would rather be standing in this hallway 

than shuddering within the cold nothingness he had just been in. He turned to his 
right and took a few steps forward, running his hand against the cold wall as he 
walked. There was not much to see here, but it felt good to be able to look out 
through his eyes and make out shapes and colors around him.  

Alan Carter hated the dark. 



“Alan!” 
He froze in his place, feet planted where he stepped as the shuddering sound 

of Kathrine’s voice echoed across the walls from behind him. Alan turned, and what 
he saw almost made his heart stop. 

She had not aged. 
Kathrine stood in front of him with the same look of dread he had last seen 

her in, her hands outstretched, reaching for him, her eyes begging him to save her. 
She was only a few yards away, and Alan immediately raced to her. 

He was too late. Just as he was about to grip her hands, she was snatched 
back, quickly, suddenly, without warning. Alan fell hard to the ground, still reaching 
for his sister as he watched her being pulled away from him by an invisible hand until 
she disappeared into the distance. 

Alan screamed for her, his calls echoing off the cold walls and continuing 
forever. 

He scrambled to his feet, kicking up dust as he pushed forward and raced after 
her. The adrenaline coursed through him like wildfire, burning in his veins as he 
sped down the hallway after his sister. His fists were clenched tight as his muscles 
flexed with the pumping of his legs, picking up speed as the doors beside him seemed 
to blur out of focus. 

Alan had no idea how long he had been running when he finally stopped, out 
of breath with a pulsating pain in his side. He dropped to his knees, tears stinging his 
eyes and rolling down his cheeks as he mercilessly punched at the floor with his fists 
and drew blood. He only stopped when the pain finally kicked in, the adrenaline 
washing away and opening the gates to Hell. Pain wracked his body, and he fell to the 
cold floor screaming in frustration.  
 

*** 
 

“Wake up.” 
Alan’s eyes flew open at the sound of the strange voice above him, and he 

scrambled from where he lay before turning around and gazing at the woman 
standing before him. 

Her black hair was tied back in a long braid, and she stared at him with eyes 
so blue it was like staring into a cloudless sky. Her dress was pure red, pulsating with 
the red light around her as if she herself were the source of it all. 

“Get up,” she said, calmly yet firmly, her tone demanding respect. “She wishes 
to see you.” 

Alan didn’t move, his eyes fixated on the woman as he flexed his muscles in 
anticipation. He wondered how fast he could get to his feet and run. 

“It is not safe for you out here,” the woman seemed to read his mind. “You are 
safe with her.” 

“Who are you talking about?” Alan asked, his voice hoarse. He coughed to 
clear his throat. “Who is she?” 

The woman only stared at him, waiting for him to do as he was told. Alan 
weighed his options. She didn’t seem to be much of a threat, and from the looks of it, 
she obviously knew a lot more about this place than he did. Besides, he was 
beginning to feel a little curious about her, whoever she was. 

“We do not have any more time to waste, Alan Carter,” the woman in red said. 
“How do you know my name?” 
“I know the name of all the children here.” 
Alan frowned. “Children?” 



The woman nodded slowly and turned, slowly moving away from him. She 
seemed to be gliding down the hall, her dress hiding her feet as she gracefully moved.  

“He returns soon,” the woman called back to him. “He will not be happy if he 
finds you outside.” 

Alan pushed himself to his feet. “What the hell are you talking about?” he 
called after her. “Who won’t be happy?” 

The woman turned to look at him, and her face seemed to shift and change, 
her features altering before settling back into place. Alan felt a chill run down his 
spine as he watched her, and decided the best option was to walk in the opposite 
direction, away from her. 

“You do not want him to be unhappy with you, Alan Carter,” the woman said. 
“he is rarely forgiving to those he is unhappy with.” 

“Who are you talking about?” 
The woman stared at him for a brief moment before finally saying, “Copper 

Tibet.” 
 

*** 
 

Alan followed the woman quietly, the mention of Copper Tibet’s name enough 
to convince him that his chances were probably better with her. 

He vaguely remembered his last encounter with the man, or at least what 
remained of him. The rot in his breath, the claws that tore at his skin, the grotesque 
disfigurement. It all came rushing back, but nothing as strong as the feeling of 
helplessness when he looked in Copper’s eyes. It was as if staring into the pits of Hell, 
as if Death were behind those eyes. 

Alan had felt those eyes bore into his soul, through the backdoors of his mind 
where they grasped onto the threads of sanity there and tore away at them. He had 
almost felt his mind shatter like glass before the darkness took over. There had been 
nothing until he had woken up in his cell, to the same cold nothingness he had felt 
when he had last seen Copper Tibet. 

The woman led him down the corridor, barely a whisper as she moved. Alan 
began to feel anxious, and just before he could ask her how long it would be before 
they would reach their destination, the woman stopped. She turned, almost 
mechanically, to the door to her left and reached out a thin hand to knock twice. 

The door clicked open, and Alan watched as the woman opened it wide and 
stared at him, waiting. 

Alan hesitated. “Where does it lead to?” 
“It leads to her,” the woman replied. 
“Will I be able to come back?” 
The woman stared at him silently for a few seconds. “Where you are going, I 

believe you will not want to come back.” 
Alan stepped up to the open door and looked inside. 
The room was much larger than his, almost as big as a gymnasium, the floor 

invisible underneath mounds of earth and grass, trees popping out in random places. 
The ceiling was lost behind what looked like a clear blue sky, and he could almost 
swear he saw birds flying across it. 

He saw her in the distance, a small blonde girl swinging joyfully on a tire 
swing tied to one of the trees. She was wearing a red dress similar to that of the 
woman beside him, and her bare feet rose and fell as she rocked up and down in her 
swing. 

“Who is she?” Alan asked, walking into the room. 



“That is for her to tell, and for you to find out.” 
Alan turned to the woman, but she had disappeared, the door where she had 

stood, closed and replaced by nothing but air. Alan frowned in confusion, unable to 
comprehend what was happening, doubting his sanity more than ever. 

He turned around and jumped with a shout when he saw the little girl 
standing only a few feet away from him, smiling. 

“You came,” she said, her voice soft and happy, almost angelic if not for the 
way she had miraculously appeared in front of him. Alan felt his heart pounding 
against his chest, and he took deep breaths as he tried to calm himself down. 

“I’m very happy you came,” the girl smiled. “When Mother said you were not 
in your room; I was very worried.” She bent forward as if about to share a deep 
secret. “He’s not very nice when we don’t stay in our rooms.” 

Alan shook his head in confusion as he stared dumbfounded at the little girl. 
“Who are you?” 

The girl smiled even wider and curtseyed. “I am the First,” she said, her voice 
coming in a sing-song tone that fit perfectly with the scenery around them. 

“The what?” 
“Oh, I’m sorry,” she giggled, covering her mouth with her hand. “I forgot you 

were new.” 
Alan raised his eyebrows questioningly.  
“My name is Allison Carter,” the little girl introduced herself. “It’s nice to meet 

you, Alan.” 
 

*** 
 

Alan sat quietly on the grass, running his hands over the blades as he shook 
his head in bewilderment. It felt so real, although he couldn’t make any sense of it. 

Allison swung on the tire beside him, up and down, watching him stare at the 
field around him in awe. 

“It’s very pretty, isn’t it?” she asked. 
“It’s very strange,” Alan replied. 
“Strange is pretty.” 
Alan looked up at the little girl and smiled, dusting his hands off against his 

jeans as he stood up. He still couldn’t make heads or tails out of what was happening. 
“What is this place?” he asked. 
“It’s where he takes us,” Allison replied, lowering her feet to the ground as she 

stopped the swing, slowly. Alan waited for her to come to a complete halt before 
helping her out of the tire and setting her down.  

“Thank you.” 
She took his hand and led him forward, half walking and half skipping as they 

moved. 
“Are you talking about Copper Tibet?” Alan finally asked. 
The girl nodded without breaking her stride. “He brings all the children here.” 
“Where is here?” Alan asked, his eyes scanning the field around him. It 

seemed to span out forever, and he wondered just how much of it was real. 
“Here,” Allison replied, shrugging as if that should be enough of an answer. 
Alan stopped, and Allison let go of his hand. She looked at him expectantly, as 

if waiting for him to suggest a different game to play. 
“How long have you been here?” Alan asked. 
Allison shrugged again. “Ever since he took me away from Mother and 

brought me here.” 



“Mother?” Alan asked, bending down to one knee so he was level with her. 
“You mean he took you from home?” 

Allison shook her head and smiled. “No, silly, Mother took me from home. She 
locked me up and did terrible things. She made me cry a lot. He took her away first, 
and then he took me. Now Mother takes care of us all and watches the hallway to 
make sure we stay in our rooms.” 

Alan thought back to the black haired woman in red and immediately knew 
who the little girl was talking about. He felt his body shudder at the realization of 
what Allison was saying, and his eyes grew wide in horror as he pieced everything 
together. 

“You’re Jeremiah’s daughter,” he whispered. “You’re the one who started this 
all.” 

Allison frowned at Alan and cocked her head to a side. “You know my father?” 
Alan shook his head, forcing himself to smile despite the sinking feeling inside 

him. “I never met him, but we’re related.” 
Allison giggled. “Just because we have the same name doesn’t mean we’re 

related, silly. There are a lot of children here called Carter.” 
Alan had a pretty good idea why. “Have you met any of the others, Allison?” he 

asked. 
Allison shook her head. “We’re not supposed to leave our rooms. Sometimes, 

Mother delivers letters between us, but none of us have ever been to each other’s 
rooms.” She smiled at him widely. “You’re the first one to see my room!” 

Alan smiled back, but he was unable to share in the excitement. There was 
something off about all this, something was incredibly uncomfortable. None of it 
made sense, that much was obvious, and through the entire ordeal, he was feeling 
more and more like he was dreaming. It was apparent his subconscious was playing 
tricks on his mind. 

Yet, even in this confusion, in the chaos of everything that didn’t make sense, 
something was off. 

“You want to see the lake?” Allison suddenly asked, and before Alan could 
answer her, she grabbed his hand and pulled him along. 
 

*** 
 

Alan was having a hard time believing what he was looking at. 
There really was a lake, and it made it even harder for Alan to conceive just 

how big this ‘room’ was. He thought back to his own room, the small dark cell that he 
had occupied only minutes before, and how the sheer claustrophobia of it made him 
feel like the hallway outside was a blessed retrieve. 

This was different, though, and Alan wondered when he would finally wake up 
so all of this could start making sense. 

There really were birds in the skies, and as he looked out upon the glittering 
surface of the lake, he watched them dive into the waters and resurface with their 
prey in their beaks. The trees which had once been scarce were now a dense 
woodland, and the soil was much moister here, his bare feet soaked in water as he 
stepped towards the mass of water in front of him. 

“What is this place?” he asked as he slowly let go of Allison’s hand. 
“My brothers used to bring me here all the time, before I was taken,” Allison 

replied, her smile less cheerful. Alan noticed how her eyes had begun to water. “We 
had a lot of fun here.” 



Alan slowly began to understand what was happening, how the room was a 
direct reflection of its occupant’s subconscious memories becoming reality in the 
blink of an eye. It was only a theory, but it was better than the alternative.  

However, if that were true, what did that say about his room? 
“It’s beautiful,” Alan remarked and smiled at the little girl as she nodded in 

approval. She was openly crying now, and her hands swiftly wiped away the tears 
rolling down her cheeks. 

“I don’t like coming here a lot,” Allison said. “It makes me want to go home.” 
Alan bit his tongue, unable to bring himself to tell her that what had once been 

her home was now a completely different place she wouldn’t be able to recognize. 
Gone were the fields of green, in their place, malls, amusement parks and office 
buildings. He couldn’t even remember the last time he had been to the lake, knowing 
only that it had become a crowded array of towels and topless sunbathers. Definitely 
a stark difference from the tranquility that currently lay before him. 

His eye caught sight of something in the distance, and he squinted against the 
sunlight, shielding his eyes as he tried to make out what it was. 

Allison caught what he was doing and quickly started tugging at his sleeve. 
“We have to go back,” she said urgently. “Mother won’t be happy about us being this 
close to the end.” 

“The end of what?” Alan asked, only half listening to the little girl as he 
scrutinized the tree lines.  

“The end of my room,” Allison said. “We shouldn’t even be here. He got very 
angry the last time.” 

Alan ignored her, his legs carrying him forward as recognition seeped in.  
It was a door. 
Allison pulled on his sleeve, trying to stop his advance, and he lightly pulled 

his arm away.  
“You can’t,” she was saying, her tone begging as she grasped onto him again. 
“Allison, not now.” 
“Stop, Alan Carter,” Allison pleaded. “Stop now.” 
Alan could almost feel the door pulling him, invisible hands reaching out and 

grabbing him, drawing him as if his life depended on it. 
Suddenly the skies darkened, and the rumbling he had felt earlier in his room 

started again. Alan looked back at the little girl, her head turning left and right as she 
seemed to be looking for something, her small frame visibly shaking. 

The trees were the first to change, the branches morphing into long arms that 
reached out threateningly. From the ground, wooden masts popped out, breaking 
through the earth and reaching up to the skies. Alan watched in horror as the lake’s 
color slowly changed from a beautiful blue to a deep maroon, and the earth shook 
with such force it threw him off his feet. 

“Run!” he heard Allison scream.  
Alan looked up at the little girl as she stared in horror at the tree line beyond, 

the shrubs shaking with the approach of something huge, something dangerous. 
Alan looked back at the door, jumping up to his feet as he stared at his target. 

He looked back at Allison. 
“He found you, Alan Carter!” Allison screamed. “Go now!” 
“Come with me!” Alan called to her, but she wasn’t listening. He watched as 

Allison raced forward towards the trees, ready to intercept whatever was coming for 
them. 



Alan hesitated. He couldn’t leave her here. He couldn’t leave any of them here. 
Whatever Copper Tibet was doing, keeping them locked away in this place, Alan felt 
this was the only chance to get them all out. 

Allison turned around and looked at him, and just before he could call out to 
her, she was pulled off her feet and into the trees. 

Alan turned and ran. His legs felt like lead, his breath burning in his lungs as 
he pushed forward. The door was only a few yards away when he heard something 
roar in fury behind him, the cracking sound of breaking branches sending shivers 
through his body. 

Alan dared not look back, his feet kicking up wet soil as blades of grass cut his 
skin, drawing blood. His heart was pounding in his chest, but he did not stop.  

The door was there.  
Just a few yards more. 
A hand grabbed him by the collar of his shirt, and Alan roared in anger as he 

pulled loose, feeling the fabric rip off him. Nails ripped at the skin of his nape, and 
still he pushed forward. He could smell the rot, the heat of heavy breathing on his 
naked back, and he knew that if he didn’t make it through that door, he would never 
find another way out. 

The door was only a few feet away, and just as nails scratched at him again, 
Alan jumped forward and threw his body against the wooden frame. 

Alan Carter fell into the darkness beyond. 
 

*** 
 

“Alan?” 
Alan’s lids fluttered open, and as he waited for his eyes to focus, he breathed 

in a deep breath of relief as Deborah Adams’ hand found his on the hospital bed. 
 

*  *  * 
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