
The night 

One Sunday 28 October 1984, I was home alone overnight because my brother was at my 

grandmother's and my parents were at the cottage over the weekend. It was dry weather, it 

was dark, and only street lamps were shining outside. I was about to go to sleep, but then one 

of the lamps started flashing. I was scared, but I closed the curtains and went to sleep. I 

thought nothing could happen. After a while, I fell asleep. I woke up in the middle of the night, 

and I saw some smudges by my bed. I rubbed my eyes to see what it was.         Suddenly I saw 

two people. It was a woman and a man, their clothes torn, and they started talking in a 

creaking, silent voice, and they started pointing at me with their knocking hands: Y-O-U K-I-L-

L-E-D. I ran out of bed to my parents' bedroom because I wanted to hide from them. Suddenly 

I saw my mom in their bed. She was dead. Her skin color was purple to a little green, and there 

was a lot of blood coming out of her neck. There was a knife on her chest. I was scared, but 

my dad slept peacefully next to her. Yes, I was surprised they were home, but I didn't care at 

the time because I had to wake my dad up and find out who mom's killer was. I didn't wake 

my dad. Instead, I took a knife from my mom's chest and stabbed him five times in the 

stomach. I ran quickly to my room afterwards, but the strange people weren't there anymore. 

But suddenly I saw my brother in my bed.  But before he could wake up, I had a knife in my 

hand again and stabbed him in the body. Red blood was splashing everywhere. When I 

stopped killing him, his blood was on the knife and I had the urgue to taste. And I did it. Then 

I brought him to my parents' bed and went to bed with a good feeling, that I killed them. 


