
Prologue 

 “Grace!” Madeline whispered. “In here!” She followed the sound of Madeline’s voice 

and found herself in a bathroom with a putrid smell, but safe and with Madeline. “ Where are 

the others?” Grace asked. “I thought they were right behind me.”  

 “I heard Tommy and Joshua go upstairs. I think Evelyn and Delilah snuck into the kitchen 

and hid in cabinets.”  

 “We have to thi…...”  

 Before Grace could get her last word out, the door slowly creeped open. And a dark face 

appeared.  

  

                                                    Part One: Trouble on Halloween 

 “And remember class. Your papers on a Revolutionary War hero are due tomorrow.” 

said Ms. Jones. 

 “Tomorrow!” Grace exclaimed as she and her best Madeline walked home from school 

on a beautiful Halloween afternoon. As she walked Grace pulled up her jacket. The seasons 

were changing, and a beautiful cascade of brown, gold, red, and orange leaves hung just barley 

from tall trees down the block. A breeze made them chilly, and the satisfying crunch of leaves 

followed them down the sidewalk. “ I haven’t even started the essay and it’s Halloween! I have 

to trick-or-treating!”  

 “Grace, you had three weeks to do this! I finished mine on Alexander Hamilton two 

weeks ago!” Madeline argued.  

 “I know, but I have been busy.” mumbled Grace. 



 “Doing what?” Madeline challenged.  

 “You know, planning my Halloween costume, baking Halloween cookies. Making apple 

cider and pies, and carving jack-o-lanterns.” Grace replied.  

 “Grace! You simply cannot be complaining about this when you have had plenty of time 

to do it!”  

 Grace sighed. Madeline was a great friend, but she was sometimes pushy. She has 

gotten straight A’s since she was in kindergarten and is always on top of school. Grace would 

describe herself as more of a slacker. She has always been a B- or C+ student. She also put off 

all work until the last minute.  

 As they walked past the Samuels house, they saw Mr. Samuel raking leaves that had 

fallen from his big oak tree. Madeline waved, as always, and Mr. Samuel looked up and 

mumbled something about how he hated kids, as always.  

 “Why is he always so grumpy?” Grace wondered out loud. 

 “Death is a powerful thing.” Madeline said. It was true. Just six months ago Mr. Samuels 

was a nice and friendly man, with two children all grown. His children would visit once a week 

to help out around the house, and Grace and Madeline would entertain their tiny children.  

Mrs. Samuels would hand out homemade apple turnovers to trick-or-treaters, while Mr. 

Samuels always made sure he had the best decorations every Halloween. He always waved 

when Grace and Madeline walked by. That was until Mrs. Samuels passed away five months 

ago. Grace and Madeline had attended the wake and funeral with their families. Grace held her 

little sister Delilah’s face is her arms as they both cried, and Madeline did the same with her 



sister Evelyn. Grace’s big brother Tommy shed one tear, for he says boys never cry. As did 

Madeline’s big brother Joshua.  

 “I guess he is having a hard time moving on.” Grace said.  

 They continued their walk in silence. Since kindergarten, they had been almost 

inseparable. They had a strong connection. Maybe it was because they were both the middle 

child stuffed in between a big brother and cute little sister. Maybe it was because they both 

loved the color blue. Maybe it was because their favorite season was fall. Maybe it was because 

whenever one felt sad, the other one was there. They had been through a lot together. Their 

little sister’s births, when Madeline’s dog died, and when Grace’s gerbil died. They were always 

there for each other. 

 They rounded the last corner of the sidewalk and Grace said goodbye to Madeline. 

“Remember, come to my house at 6:00 sharp in your Halloween costume.”  

 “Don’t worry.” laughed Madeline. “I haven’t forgotten since you told me at lunch. And 

this morning. And everyday since October 15. Can you please tell me what you are dressing up 

as?   

 “No. But I can tell you this. It is my best Halloween costume ever.” replied Grace. “And 

don’t be late!” Grace turned her back and walked across the street and into her house. “Mom! 

I’m home!” called Grace. The kitchen smelled like cinnamon and apples, which let Grace know 

that her mother was busy making apple pie. Downstairs Delilah played silently with her dolls. 

Sometimes it was hard, since Grace was 12 and Delilah only 5. But they got along as well as they 

could. Outside Grace heard the beating of a basketball on the pavement and the swish of the 

net when her 15 year old brother Tommy made a perfect shot.  



 Grace set down her backpack and walked into the kitchen. “Hi mom.” Grace said as she 

entered. She sat down at her round table and started devouring the piece of apple pie and milk 

her mother had set out for her. “New recipe?” Grace said in between chomps. Grace’s mother 

was absolutely beautiful. She had long flowing black wavy hair and red lips without putting on 

lipstick. Her cheeks were always pink, and her eyes were a brilliant green.. Grace only had short 

tan hair with chap lips. She did not resemble her mother in anyway other than that her eyes too 

were brilliant green and complex. Her mother kept her back turned as she rolled out thin dough 

for another batch of pie. “Mom?” Grace said with a twinge of attitude in her voice. Finally her 

mother turned. 

 “Hey Gracie. How is your Revolutionary War hero report going?” 

 Grace gulped. Mothers really do know everything. she thought to herself. “It’s going 

good mom. Just needs the finishing touches.” replied Grace. No matter how hard she tried, she 

could not get the nervousness out of her voice.  

 “I see.” her mother said as she stirred up cinnamon apples. The aroma was taking away 

Grace’s focus. Her mother sliced another piece of pie and put it next to Grace. She knew Grace 

was about to pop.  

 “Anything you want to tell me?” asked Grace’s mom. Grace bit down hard on her lip. 

She knew there was no getting out of this one. It was just better to get it over with she figured.  

 “Fine. You got me Mom. I lost track of time and haven’t even started the report. I don’t 

even know who I am doing it on.” Grace blurted. “That felt good.” she added.  



 Her mother’s expression told her nothing. She stayed calm, but squiggles were 

appearing on her forehead. She really did look tired without having to deal with her daughter 

flunking history.  

 “Grace, look. I love you, but you always put these things off until the last minute and 

stay up all night doing it. I am going to put that to a stop. I talked about it with your father, and 

he agrees. No trick-or-treating until you finish the report. Then you may go.” her mother 

finished.  

 Grace was speechless. Never had she had a punishment so severe. It was like someone 

was torturing her by giving out the report, and finally just stabbing her. Her mother was 

stabbing her. “What?” Grace finally got out. “But mom. Halloween is a once a year thing. There 

will be plenty of other reports.”  

 “Other reports!” her mom was raising her voice now. Grace, you can’t flunk a class. This 

is worth half of your grade is semiester. No arguing.”  

 Grace slumped in her seat. She had to think of a way out of this. “Wait, mom. How did 

you know I had not done my report anyway?” Grace questioned. She knew she had her. Her 

mother must have snuck through her bag, and now Grace would not be punished because her 

mother was looking at her stuff without permission. It was there that Grace was so wrong.  

 “Well, if you must know, Ms. Jones called. Since she had all of you do the report on a 

template she created, she could monitor your progress. She said you have not even opened it 

up. And she added that you were given class time to do this!”  

 Grace was officially stuck. But her mother was not done yet. “What were you doing 

when you were given class time! And I asked how long you had to do the assignment. Three 



weeks! Then I called Madeline’s mom to see if Madeline had done it. She said Madeline had it 

done weeks ago!”  

 “Look mom I’m sorry. Can I go get ready for trick-or-treating now?”  

 “No. Go to your room and start the assignment. If you finish before 8:00, you may go 

trick-or-treating. Now I have to call Madeline to tell her that you will not be going out tonight.”  

 Grace stomped up to her room and made the scene extra dramatic by slamming her 

door. “It’s not fair.” she yelled. “I can’t believe history is ruining my Halloween!” she screamed 

to her pet goldfish Sage. Grace slowly crept toward her bag and got out her heavy history 

books. “I might as well get a B on this is assignment if I have to do it.” Grace mumbled. After 

half an hour of looking through her books and papers, Grace decided to do her report on the 

person who seemed to be the easiest choice, George Washington. Grace slowly crept 

downstairs, grabbed her chromebook, and tiptoed back up. She could not let her mother see 

her. Grace was too mad.  

 She opened up the white and blank template and started typing. After she had one 

paragraph, which took another half hour, she read it and thought it was fairly good. Just as she 

was about to start the next paragraph since she still had five more to go when Tommy barged 

into her room all sweaty from playing basketball.  

 “Do you knock?” Grace asked angrily. She hated it when her brother barged in. 

 “I guess you want me to talk to Madeline?” he retorted as he handed Grace the phone.  

 “Thanks.” Grace whispered barely enough for herself to hear. She put the phone up to 

her year and was relieved when Madeline started talking even though she sounded mad.  



 “I told you to get it done weeks ago, and now you go and ruin our night? How 

irresponsible can you possibly get Grace? You did this to yourself!” Madeline screamed into the 

phone. Grace had never heard her so mad. “And now Josh wants to talk to you!” Madeline 

added. Grace was surprised by this. When she was around Joshua, he usually just ignored her. 

Grace heard some noise on the other side of the phone and then Madeline’s big brother Joshua 

started talking. 

 “Grace, you can’t miss trick-or-treating.” Joshua said silently through the phone as if this 

was top secret information.  

 “How? I have this report to do.” Grace explained. “I can’t go out until I finish this.”  

“Yes, you can. Tell your mom that you think you are going to be doing your report all 

night, and that you want nobody to disturb you. I will bring Tommy, Delilah, Madeline to your 

window. Just be looking out the window at six-o'clock. I will take care of the rest.” Josh 

demanded. Grace was stunned. She did not know what to say. 

“Why?” she blurted.  

“Because I owe Madeline for doing my math homework all this month. I figured this was 

the easiest way to repay her.” Josh chided. Grace new that Josh was not doing this out of the 

goodness of his heart all along, but she was too happy to dwell on that. She screamed a silent 

hurray, hung up, and ran downstairs.  

“Hey Mom.” Grace started. “I figured out who I am doing my report on but it is going 

kind of slow. I think I want an early dinner so I can work on it all night.” Grace felt guilty about 

lying, but it was the only way. The guilt continued as she silently ate her broccoli and bacon 

mac-n-cheese. After swallowing her apple cider Grace made an angry face at her mother 



instead of saying thank you for dinner. Even though she was getting out of her punishment, she 

had to pretend like she was still made at her mom. 

 Grace returned to her bedroom when at 5:30, and put another 15 minutes of hard work 

into her project. Then at 5:45, she changed into her costume. The year before, Grace had been 

Snow White, and loved that costume. But this year she was doing something much more evil. 

Grace stepped into a long flowing black dress that used to be her mother’s and put on a pair of 

deadly high high heels also from her mother. Grace had bought black lace and sewed in on to 

the ends of the sleeves on her dress and on the collar. The collar was Grace’s favorite part. It 

was by far the highest collar she had ever seen. Then she gently set set her black and goury 

tiara on the top of her head. It was shiny with fake lion’s claws sticking out the top. Grace had 

to beg and beg her mother to buy her this crown. Grace was the most terrible and horrible evil 

queen in every way. Just as she finished putting on eyeliner, black eyeshadow, and black 

lipstick, (also courtesy of her mother) Grace heard a knock on her window.  

Grace spun around alarmed and saw Tommy’s nasty smirk on his face. He knew he had 

scared her. “Didn’t mean to scare you Gracie.” Tommy teased. “Don’t scream too loud or else 

Mom will hear ya.”  

“Ha ha.” Grace retorted. “Now how are you going to get me down?” she demanded.  

“Same way I got up.” Tommy replied. Grace looked out her window to see that Tommy 

was standing on a tall tall ladder.  

“This ladder is as big as the Eiffel Tower!” Grace cried. She was shocked. Josh and 

Tommy were one's for mischief but Grace knew they had stolen the ladder. That was low, even 

for them.  



“Just borrowing it from Mr. Samuel’s garage. It’s his fault that he is keeping it open on a 

Halloween night!” Josh called from down below.  

“Tommy! I’m in high heels! How am is supposed to get down?” Grace asked with a 

twinge of annoyance in her voice.  

“Well, I would have known that if you told anybody what you were going to be for 

Halloween!” Tommy argured.  

“He’s one to talk.” thought Grace. Tommy too had not told anybody what he was going 

to be for Halloween. Grace looked to see him and Joshua in their Lakeview Junior High 

basketball uniforms from 2 years ago. Both Tommy and Joshua had not grown since eighth 

grade and were short for their age and Grace often teased him about it.  

“Just throw the high heels down here.” Josh suggested. “Delilah and Evelyn will catch 

them.”  

“Throw to meeeeee Gracie!” Delilah pleaded. She was in Grace’s old pixie costume 

accept her long flowing dark brown hair and cute smile made her look better in it.  

“No, to meeeee!” Evelyn shouted. She was wearing a pink ninja costume. You did not 

want that girl as your enemy. Even though she was only 5, she was already a purple belt in 

taekwondo.   

Grace reluctantly threw her beautiful high heels to the ground where Delilah missed one 

by 10 feet and Evelyn caught the other one perfectly. Grace carefully slid out her window and 

onto the ladder. With each step she took she trembled a little more. If she fell from this height, 

she would for sure break a bone.  



Finally, after what seemed like forever, Grace’s right foot touched the lush soft grass 

and her feet started to tickle. Thankful to be on solid ground, Grace checked her reflection in 

her crown just to make sure all her makeup was still perfect. Then she took her high heels and 

slid them back on. Finally, Grace felt better. 

 The only person who did not seem pleased that Grace was going trick-or-treating was 

Madeline. She was not a rule breaker, and Grace knew it had probualy taken Joshua about half 

and hour to convince her to come along at all. Madeline also believed that “When you commit 

a crime, you do your time.” She said that every time Grace blew off an assignment. 

Madeline herself was dressed as a chef. She loved to bake, and it pays to be her friend 

when she brings her finished products to lunch. She had a tall chef hat on with black pants and 

dress shoes. She wore a white button down shirt with a snow white apron. They walked out of 

the yard as quickly and silently as possible so they were not caught. The boys carried the ladder 

while Evelyn and Delilah played tag underneath it. Madeline and Grace walked in silence until 

they reached the street.  

Madeline was the first to break the silence. “So, who are you doing your report on?” she 

asked.  

“George Washington.” Grace replied coldly. She was still mad at Madeline for treating 

her like her own child.  

“That’s the easiest one.” Madeline mumbled. The awkward silence continued until they 

crossed the street. In the dark all of the houses looked spooky with their decorations, and the 

energy on the block was all positive. Kids ran around in their witch and warlock costumes, and 



candy was being handed out everywhere. Grace tried to recognize a few people but their 

costumes made it impossible to do so.  

Finally, Tommy took action. “Okay guys. Lets quietly go to the Samuels house and put 

this back in the garage.” he ordered. They all tiptoed up the driveway and into the garage. 

Tommy and Joshua started arguing over where the ladder went, while the girls kept watch for 

Mr. Samuels. Just as they took their eyes off the garage door for a second to tell Evelyn and 

Delilah not to touch the lawnmower, a grumpy and appalled Mr. Samuels entered the dirty and 

cluttered garage.  

“Whatcha kids doing in here?!” yelled Mr. Samuels. Once he saw Joshua and Tommy 

holding the ladder, he realized what was going on.  

“You kids stole my ladder.” he whispered. Grace knew that he was about to blow. 

“I’m calling the police! Get! Get out of here!” he screamed. Grace, Madeline, Tommy, 

Joshua, Evelyn, and Delilah raced out of the garage as quick as they could. When they reached 

the end of the driveway the boys picked up Evelyn and Delilah who were having trouble 

keeping up with the big kids.  

“Grace! Leave the heels!” Tommy ordered. Grace had to leave her beloved high heels 

behind but was going to return for them as soon as Mr. Samuels went inside. But to her horror, 

Mr. Samuels was chasing them! They ran and ran until they reached the edge of town and kept 

running. Finally they reached the beginning of the Downers Grove Forest Preserve.  

“In here!” Tommy shouted. “I know a place where we can hide!” The panic-stricken 

children sprinted into the woods and followed Tommy. After about ten more minutes of 

running, the kids came to a set of three trees. The trunks sat next to each other and the 



branches interlocked at the top of the tree. Grace could make out a faint image of a treehouse 

resting about halfway up.  

 Before anyone knew what was happening, Joshua and Tommy started climbing up the 

tree. They were both extremely strong from basketball, and they climbed up the towering tree 

with ease. When they reached the treehouse they flung themselves over the wood railing and 

sent down a long ladder. Delilah eagerly went up the ladder and started swinging on it making 

in difficult for Grace, Madeline, Evelyn to get up. 

“Really Delilah?” Grace snapped. Delilah stopped after hearing the tone in her sister’s 

voice. Finally, they were all safe and sound in the treehouse and huddled together in a corner 

hoping Mr. Samuels would just leave them alone. The kids heard footsteps and the angry 

breaths of Mr. Samuels, but then they stopped. Evelyn was the first one to peep out of the 

treehouse.  

“He’s gone.” she reported. The children let out sighs of relief and came out from their 

hiding spot.  

“Tommy, where did you find this place?” Grace asked suspiciously. She at last had a 

chance to look at her surroundings. The treehouse smelled like rotten wood, and bugs crawled 

on the roof. A small wooden table with two terribly carved chairs sat in a corner, and a brown 

shelf with the old Nancy Drew novels collected dust. Baseballs, basketballs, footballs, and toy 

robots covered the creaky floor of the shelter. Grace picked one up and recognized it 

immediately. 

“Tommy, this is the robot Grandma got you for your tenth birthday.” she stammered.  



“Yeah. This is where Josh and I used to hang out.” Tommy answered as he pulled a string 

and a light flickered on. 

“Yeah. We used to have team basketball parties up here.” Joshua explained. Tommy 

nodded his head.  

“We were biking through these woods when we were seven and started playing I spy 

with my little eye, and I just happened to see this nicely camouflaged treehouse. And it’s been 

our secret hideout ever since.” Tommy explained. 

“Yeah. We would tell our moms we were going biking but instead come here to play.” 

Josh added. “We abandoned it years ago though. I’m surprised nobody else has found it and 

made it their own.”  

Madeline nodded her head after her brother finished and went out of the deck. Grace 

followed. Now that they were not being chased by a crazy old man Grace took in the sights of 

the woods at night. From where she was, it was not that different from the daytime. The trees 

looked slightly taller and the branches seemed to be curved to look more like ghoulish hands. 

The nocturnal animals were now out and making quite a racket, but what really spooked Grace 

was what the woods about 100 feet away looked like. A thick fog covered the ground and the 

trees we-re jet black. No animals seemed to be on that side until she saw a tree filled with 

ravens. A tiny house lay deep within the trees, and you would only see it if you were at a high 

incline. Only one light was on. Other that the ravens, there seemed to be no life in that part of 

the forest. Just then, Grace swore she saw a hooded figure dart quickly into the house, but she 

shook the chill she got down her spine away.  



“Hey Tommy.” Grace called. “Do you know anything about that house over there?” she 

asked. Tommy came outside holding a basketball and squinted to get a better look. 

“What house?” he asked. Grace looked again. There was no house there anymore. 

Grace squinted. Then she panicked. What was happening to her! 

“Must have been a trick of the light.” she assured her brother. She went back into the 

treehouse to see Madeline reading Nancy Drew , Evelyn and Delilah playing with the robots, 

and Joshua shooting hoops with a mini rubber basketball on the small net in the tree house. 

Just then, Grace heard sirens. She dashed outside to see red and blue lights flickering just at the 

edge of the forest.  

“Run!” she shouted. “Mr. Samuels called the police and their here!” Everybody including 

Delilah got down the ladder in a total of 10 seconds.  

“Follow me!” Grace screamed. She lead them in to foggy dark part of the forest, and 

sure enough, the house was now there.  

 

Part Two: The House  

 Grace led the group of petrified children up the secret house’s porch steps. The wood 

panels creaked and squeaked with every step they took. Grace opened the door and it made a 

terrible sound just like nails on a chalkboard. They held their breath until they saw nobody was 

in what appeared to be the living room. They took slow and steady steps on the old and worn 

wood floors. Furniture that was moth-bitten lay everywhere in no apparent order, and the walls 

were stained with a red ooze. Portraits of lost souls hung on the walls clouded with dust so the 

figures in the paintings looked like ghosts. A light was on somewhere upstairs, but the 



downstairs was pitch black. But the frightened kids dared not turn on a light. To Grace’s horror, 

a black cloak identical to the one she saw on the hooded figure was thrown carelessly onto a 

blue stained couch.  

 “Grace, come here.” she heard Tommy whisper. Grace took nervous footsteps towards 

what looked like a kitchen. Tommy stood in front of a refrigerator and was holding the door 

open. Grace took a small peak inside. The refrigerator was filled to the brim with red, blue and 

neon green liquids, and organs of what looked like dead children were displayed in jars. On 

another shelf in the refrigerator slaughtered animals lay dead with their eyes still open. Grace 

opened the freezer but immediately closed it for it was filled with arms and legs of kids no more 

than twelve. She decided to look at the front of the refrigerator. The front was covered with 

notes to mysterious people, and there were recipes to poisons. But something took Grace off 

guard. On almost every inch of the refrigerator the word except was written on old parchment 

in red ink.  

Suddenly, Grace heard a thump. She and Tommy turned around to see Delilah on the 

floor, tears streaming down her eyes and Madeline covering her mouth. Silently Grace and 

Tommy ran over to see what was wrong. I seemed that Delilah had tripped over a black orb. 

The orb neatly sat on a golden pedestal no more than 2 feet off the ground. Even though 

Delilah had just tripped over it, the orb seemed to have no damage other than a pool of black 

smoke was twisting and turning inside the orb.  

“Except! Except!” the orb chanted over and over again in a raspy loud voice that sent 

shi-vers down the kid’s spines. It reminded Grace of Voldemort’s voice, only ten times worse. 



To make matters much worse, the faint glow signalling the kids that there was somebody 

upstairs turned off and footsteps came racing down the long flight of stairs.  

“Hide!” Madeline mouthed to everyone. Tommy and Josh ran up the flight of stairs on 

the other side of the room, and Delilah and Evelyn ran into the kitchen and hid in the cabinets. 

Grace was stuck frozen.  

“Grace!” Madeline whispered. “In here!” She followed the sound of Madeline’s voice 

and found herself in a bathroom with a putrid smell, but safe and with Madeline. “ Where are 

the others?” Grace asked. “I thought they were right behind me.”  

 “I heard Tommy and Joshua go upstairs. I think Evelyn and Delilah snuck into the kitchen 

and hid in cabinets.”  

 “We have to thi…...”  

 Before Grace could get her last word out, the door slowly creeped open. And a dark face 

appeared. The girls were too scared to scream, move, or fight their way out of this. The cloaked 

person grabbed them and hauled them down a long flight of stairs. They reached the basement 

with it’s concrete floor blood stained walls. Sharp tools of all kinds lay neatly arranged on 

shelves and brown, silver, and black machines covered every inch of the abundant basement. 

The masked murderer strapped Madeline and Grace onto hard metal beds, and went upstairs 

to look for the others. While the creepy person did this, Grace and Madeline did not argue or 

fight for they were too scared.  

When she was sure that the killer was gone, Grace spoke up.  

“What now?” she asked Madeline who seemed to be deep in thought. “Hello. Earth to 

Madeline” Grace pressed. How could Madeline be so calm at a time like this?   



“Grace don’t you understand?” Madeline said. “We can solve the mystery. We can do 

this.”  

“Madeline, you’re already going crazy and this person hasn’t even done anything to 

you!” Grace yelled. She was getting angry now.  

“Grace, remember how is history Ms. Jones was telling us about current events going on 

in Downers Grove?” Madeline asked.  

“No. I never listen in her class.” Grace answered.  

“Ugggggg. Fine. Anyways, she was saying that recently a girl in this very town went 

missing. Her parents claimed that she just ran away. The girl was apparently obsessed with 

finding this fantasy treasure, but since nobody would believe her or help her, she just ran 

away.” Madeline told. 

“So?” Grace retorted. “What does that have to do with this?”  

“Well, legend tells us that the woman who buried the treasure left one clue for 

everybody. The clue was the word except.” Madeline emphasized.  

“My only question is when did you read this?” Grace wondered out loud.  

“When this was the only book left in the school library that I hadn’t read.” declared 

Madeline.  

“Anyways, what if the hooded figure is the girl, and she is still trying to find the 

treasure!” Madeline gushed.  

“How does that explain, oh I don’t know, all of the potions and body parts!” Grace 

bellowed.  



“Still trying to figure that one out.” Madeline said. Suddenly, footsteps and tears could 

be heard coming from upstairs. They were getting closer and closer. Soon, the masked person 

came into view carrying the crying and screaming five-year-olds. The figure started strapping 

the girls into metal beds just as they had done with Grace and Madeline. The person turned to 

go, but Madeline interjected.  

“Wait! Are you Blythe Willows?” Madeline asked in between tears. The masked 

murderer stopped for a second, and nodded her head. Then she proceeded upstairs to find the 

boys.  

“There’s no way she can take on two 15 year-olds.” Grace assured herself. “And Madds, 

how did you know her name?” Grace questioned.  

Madeline was in too much thought to answer.  

“Wait!” Madeline shouted again. “I know the answer. I have it.” Blythe stopped in her 

place and dashed back down to the basement. She walked right up to Madeline, and took her 

hood off. What was under the hood was a girl no more that 15 with golden blond wavy locks. 

Her lips her as red as roses but she was wearing no makeup. She had big and intriguing blue 

eyes, and she smiled. A smile unlike any other. It was not bright, nor cherry, but complex and 

pretty. She was a beautiful woman.  

“Spit it out them girl!” she roared. “What does except mean?”  

“Think about it.” Madeline started. “Our town motto is, ‘Nothing will ever change, 

except if you make the change.’ It says it on our welcome sign. I’m pretty sure the clue to the 

treasure is somewhere at the sign.” Madeline stated.  



“Finally. The first clue is mine.” Blythe whispered. She smiled again and dashed up the 

stairs pulling on her coat hood. The girls heard the screech of the front door that signaled to 

them that she was gone, but not for long.  

“Tommy! Josh! Come get us in the basement! Blythe is gone!” cried Grace.  

“Grace, they don’t know who Blythe is. Even those two aren’t thick enough to actually 

come and save u…..” Madeline chuckled. But she was wrong, for Tommy and Joshua came 

sprinting down the steps and started untying the girls.  

“Look, guys. I lied to Blythe.” Madeline blurted.  

“Who is Blythe?” Tommy asked confused.  

“She is the hooded person who tied us up.” Grace explained. “But she is only after a 

treasure. And Madeline just gave her a clue she has been working on cracking for several 

months.” 

“Maddie! Why give a delusional maniac what they want?” Josh exclaimed.  

“I didn’t give her the right clue.” Madeline promised. “Besides, there is no treasure or 

clue. Blythe has it all wrong.”  

“What! That can’t be true!” Grace protested. “She is obsessed with this treasure and I 

am sure would know if it was real or not.”  

“I’m afraid not. She has it all wrong. That was a legend, but in my book at the library the 

woman who claimed there was a treasure later told everybody it was all fake.” Madeline 

concluded. “The word except just meant that she was mad about loggers cutting down trees. 

She later states except means, nothing will change except if you try to make change.” Madeline 

explained. “This woman was just trying to make a big fuss about how wrong it was that people 



were cutting down trees. It worked. The loggers moved and everybody was happy except 

Blythe who was so obsessed with the treasure that she did not look at basic facts.” Madeline 

finally finished.  

“What I don’t understand is why there are poisons and body parts in the kitchen. I 

thought she was trying to make minions to find out where the treasure was.” Grace wondered 

out loud.  

“That’s easy.” Madeline declared. “The whole downstairs was to scare away unwanted 

visitors. Even when she captured us she had no intent of hurting us. She was just trying to 

spook us enough so we wouldn’t blab.”  

“Actually, the upstairs looked pretty ordinary.” Joshua added. “The floors didn’t creak 

and the beds were made nicley.”  

“But what about the house. I swore it was vanishing and reappearing.” Grace insisted.  

“That is what all of the potions were for. It’s just a gas that makes your brain think 

things that were once there are not there anymore. That was what the fog was. I’m actually 

surprised you spotted the house at all Grace.” Madeline reassured.  

“What about all of the doo-hickeys down here.” Grace said still not giving up.  

“Props.” Madeline explained.  

“Fine you got me.” Grace admitted.  

“Hey, could somebody please untie me?” Delilah called still tied up.  

“Yeah.” Evelyn agreed still struggling to make it out of the ropes.  

“Sorry.” The big kids apologized.  

“Let's get out of here.” Joshua suggested.  



They ran upstairs and were finally home free until an old woman in an identical cloak to 

Blythe’s was blocking the door.  

“Your not going anywhere. Get ready for Blythe to make you disappear.” the old hag 

chanted. The kids all had confused looks on their faces, and tried to run past her but she was 

incredibly sturdy.  

“Except! Except!” she sang almost as if it was a spell. There was a spark of orange and 

black magic that hit the kids, and one by one they disappeared.  

No matter how hard the detectives looked, they could not find the missing kids. For 

years police searched and searched, but the only clue to the mystery was an old woman in the 

woods chanting the word “Except! Except!” over and over again. The children remained lost, 

but one thing's for sure, nobody ever walked into the mysterious house again. For if you did, 

you were sent away by the Witch of the Fog.   

 

  

 

  

 

 

 


