The rain was coming down hard as the storm was building.  The streets were dark with only one street light on.  Poor Salem was running out of breath.  Running from the creature for so long, he knew his time was almost up.  Salem had nowhere to go.  The town shops had locked up for the night and Salem had no home.  The storm was getting stronger; Salem could barely see five feet in front of him from the rain.  The creature was closing in.  Salem was didn’t want to give up, but he had no choice.  He was stumbling over his own feet, he was getting tired, and he couldn’t see.  All of a sudden, Salem collapsed.  He lifted his head up to look, to look if the creature was around.  He couldn’t see anything.  Couldn’t see anything but water puddles at his face. He closed his eyes and laid his head down on the ground.  


The sun came up and Salem lifted his head.  He climbed to his feet and rubbed his head.  He couldn’t believe that he survived the night out in the opened.  He felt dizzy and tired.  He looked around to see that no one was in the town.  The streets were emptied and quiet.  He walked around to find that windows were broken out of some homes and stores.  A couple of buildings were burnt down.  

Salem: What happened during the night?


Salem walked into the public library and was in shock.  Bookcases were knocked over and ashes filled the room.  He was so confused, so confused.  

Salem:  Hello?

He yelled.  No one answered.  The town was deserted, like everyone just disappeared.  

Woman:  Help!  Help me, someone please help. 

Salem turned his head to listen to the cry.  

