Walking Amongst the Dead

Kevin Mason was standing amongst the rotting brown patches of what use to be grass.  Some  dying roses laid in a mass of decay along the edge of the rusty, iron bars  that made up the fence  encircling the cemetery.  Having no idea how in the hell he’d ended up in the middle of the graveyard was an answer God himself could have handed down to him.  He brushed a lock of his shaggy, black hair from in front of his eyes.  The ends of the hair was poking  him in the eyes and causing him to blink.  He wanted to see clearly to insure to himself that he was where he thought he was.  And so there he was, in the cemetery.  Rows of tombs  in all various forms were scattered amongst the plot.  Some were elaborate statues that depicted  Christ on his cross, or Mother Mary kneeling.  Some were angels with spread wings  or kneeling like the ones of Mary.   Others were simple tablets inserted into the soft soil.   Some were your typical  headstones.  



A gnarly tree was in the background. It’s leafless body stretched into the night sky, where the full moon tried to hide behind his naked limbs. It’s branches stretching out like an old man’s fingers reaching  out to take a little kid’s  hand into his own.  Kevin thought the tree was eerie, but decided to approach it anyways.  Creeping through the  passageways in between graves he slowly went to the tree.  When he was close enough that he could of reached out and touched the tree, he saw the carving in the trunk.  It was etched about half inch into the bark. 
“And almost all things by law are purged with blood; and without shedding of blood is no remission”

It made no sense and all the same it frightened him. Kevin had never heard or seen this verse before, but knew it had came from the Holy Bible itself.  He felt like a helpless lamb in the slaughter  house, now.  How did he get here? Amongst the dead?   Rustling wind caught his attention and he spun around on his hills.  But nothing was there. Just the  darkness and  granite tombs.  A cold shiver went down his spine and his entire body shook.  His bones rattled like dice in a cup.   His  sudden realization that he was the only living thing in the vicinity made him even more frightened.  There were no animals, no birds sining, no insects chirping, no bats hovering, nothing.   It was just an inner judgment that told him he should turn back to the tree.  The words that were etched into the bark…were bleeding.  Oozing drops of crimson blood flowed from the scared tree trunk and ran down to the dying ground.  Each drop fell onto the earth and began to bubble.  As though each drop was alive.  They acted as seeds, and bright red roses began to grow from the drops of blood.  First the droplet began to bloom, and then it rise upward with a stem anchoring it into the ground.  Kevin backed away, and tripped over a root  protruding from the ground.  Falling on his tailbone and bracing himself with his palms, he watched as a garden of roses grew before his eyes.  And the pedals were begin to get moist with blood now.   
“What in the hell is going on here?!”  he shouted. Knowing no one was there to hear him.   He scrambled to his feet and  that’s when he noticed the root, wasn’t a root at all.  It was   a bone halfway buried.    So he instinctively backed up again.  This time a tombstone met him and he fell, but he caught himself by placing his ass on the top of the stone.  He sat there for a second.   Wishing for  answers to come, but none ever found their way to him. He was lost.  Kevin was about to cry.  Being 16 years old he had not cried in years.  He wasn’t a troubled a child, and would never  have any problems worth crying over.  This was different.   He jumped up from the stone and for some reason  he turned to look at it’s inscription.  The letters were hard to read because five deeply embedded claw marks were slashed down the face of the headstone.  

“What   could of done that?” he asked himself.   At that exact moment of his last words, the  gravestone shattered and a claw reached out from under the ground from under shards of  granite stone.  




Kevin’s eyes flashed open.  He was lying in his bed curled up in the fetal position, clenching a handful of covers.  Breating heavily, he blinked to focus to the darkness in his room.  A loud crash of thunder was heard outside, followed by a flash of lightening in which he could see  behind the curtains over his windows.   He cocked his head a little so he could read his digital alarm clock. It read  12:01 AM.  Something didn’t feel right, he felt a cold breeze.  Looking back at his window, he noticed the curtain being blow to and fro.  Oddly though, the window was closed.  
“No way.” Kevin simply said.  The curtains blew back revealing the glass window.  On it was five claw marks streaking down the glass in blood.  
