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Chapter 1
Introduction


This eBook is a collection of scary stories from the internet,
or "creepypasta." The term "creepypasta" comes from the term
"copypasta" which is a play on "copy and paste." Copypasta is a
story that is released on the internet, usually being humorous or
shocking, and copied and pasted on many other sites. 
Creepypasta, as the name implies, is copypasta which is meant to
scare the reader or creep them out.

 

I didn't write anything in this book besides the
introduction.  I applaud the authors of these works for I wish
I had the talent that they do.

 

WARNING: STOP READING IF YOU ARE EASILY FRIGHTENED OR HAVE AN
OVERACTIVE IMAGINATION!

 

YOU HAVE BEEN WARNED!










Chapter 2
The Lavender Town Syndrome





Overview


The phenomenon of the “Lavender Town Tone” is a legend that
involves a bizarre spate of medical cases and deaths from around
the country that have been connected to the “Pocket Monsters”
(Pokémon) series of games, in particular the first two games of the
series, “Red” and “Green”. Though the event is largely unheard of
due to disclosure laws for companies based in the Kyoto Prefecture,
there is a large amount of information that has been brought into
the open by a number of dedicated individuals,
including 関 内直
(Seki Uchitada) 伊勢
満朝 (Ise Mitsutomo) and
佐藤 治情 (Satou Harue), to whom
this segment is dedicated. This analysis will discuss the other
phenomena that is often confused with the “Lavender Town Tone”,
known as “White Hand Sprite”, “Ghost Animation” and “buried alive
model”, as well as the semi-related developer-tag that was inserted
into the game, and how to safely perform these “easter eggs” in
post-first wave cartridges.

History of the
Game

The first cases of the “Lavender Town Tone” and associated events
were reported a few months after the release of of “Pocket Monsters
Red and Green” for the handheld “Game Boy” videogame console. These
videogames were wildly popular with children between the ages of
seven and twelve (their core demographic), which was no doubt one
of the reasons why the “Lavender Town Tone” had the level of
severity that it did. In the game, the player takes on the role of
a “Trainer”, whose task it is to capture, tame and train wild
creatures called “Pocket Monsters” for battle. These games, and the
two newest additions to the series, “Pocket Monsters Gold and
Silver”, an anime, manga, figurines, a collectible card-game and
home console games have resulted in Pocket Monsters becoming a
multi-billion dollar franchise.

In one part of the game, the Trainer comes to a small,
out-of-the-way place called “Lavender Town”
(シオンタウン). This
town is one of the smallest hamlets in the game (aside from the
Trainer’s own home town), and possesses very few of the services
available to the Trainer in every other city in the game – indeed,
the location would be unremarkable were it not for the “Pokémon
Tower”
(ポケモンタワー)
located there – a colossal building that holds the graves of
hundreds of deceased Pokémon.

It is theorized that, because of this location in the game, at
least two hundred children lost their lives, and many more
developed sudden illnesses and afflictions – and this does not
consider the vast waves of unreported illnesses or deaths whose
cause went unnoticed.

History of the
Pathology

It was not until Spring/Summer of 1996 that the cases that would
eventually become linked to the Lavender Town Tone began to
surface. The earliest record of the acknowledgment of the effects
of the Lavender Town Town that the author could find came from an
internal report made in June 1996 by the company Game Freak Inc.
(株式会社ゲームフリーク),
which was then leaked by one of its former employees, Ms. Satou
Harue. In it, an employee gives a list of names, dates and symptoms
– records of children between the ages of 7 and 12 who had suffered
various medical problems as a result of playing Pocket Monsters Red
and Green versions. Some records are listed below, with the full
listing in Appendix A [here]. (It should be noted that entries in
the Appendix also include symptoms borne not from the “Lavender
Town Tone” [an audio phenomenon] but from the so-called “White Hand
Sprite”, “Ghost Animation” and “buried alive model”, all of which
were visual phenomena that provoked similar but distinct symptoms.
More details on Part Two [here]).

京极 勝女; April 12
1996 (11). Obstructive sleep apnea, severe migraines, otorrhagia,
tinnitus.
千葉
広幸: May 23 1996 (12). General
irritability, insomnia, addiction to videogame, nosebleeds.
Developed into violent streaks against others and eventually
himself.
[自殺]
桃井
久江: April 27 1996 (11). Cluster
headaches, irritability. Eventually took mixed painkillers.
[自殺]
吉長
為真: March 4 1996 (7). Migraines, sluggish
and slow behavior, unresponsiveness. Developed into deafness, and
went missing. Body discovered beside road April 20 1996.
[死出]

The document that was circulated internally
was the first time that these incidents had been connected with the
Pocket Monsters videogames – until then, the cause had not been
discovered or diagnosed by medical professionals. Indeed, it is
uncertain how the company themselves managed to find the cases
related to the event without seeking advice from health
services.

Pathology Detail — “Lavender Town
Tone”

The predominant symptoms related to what would become known as the
“Lavender Town Town” included headaches and migraines, bleeding
from eyes and ears, mood swings and irritability, addiction to the
games, unprovoked violence, withdrawal and unresponsiveness, and in
approximately 67% of cases, suicidal tendencies. However, these
symptoms only manifested in children between the ages of 7 and 12
years old who had reached the area in game known as “Lavender
Town”, most of whom were revealed to have been wearing headphones
or earphones while playing the game (see Appendix A [here]).

As it turns out, the developers of the Lavender Town area had
sought to make an area that would “leave an impression on the
player”, according to Seki Uchitada, who was a member of the
development team. Seki claimed that at the time of development, a
number of the team were interested in making Lavender Town a little
different to the rest of the game.

“The Pokémon Tower is a visible result of that,” Seki
told
ゲームの次元　（”Game’s Dimensions”
Magazine) in an interview earlier this year. “That, and the fact
that Lavender Town is so different from all the other cities in the
game: it is smaller, it has fewer people occupying it, it didn’t
have a gym… and, of course, the music was very, very eerie. In
fact, in the first version of the game, we were told to slightly
change the song played in the background of Lavender Town … because
our manager told us it would make children upset. The music used in
subsequent versions is different.”

Either Seki was unaware of the full impact of the Lavender Town
Tone, or was vastly underexaggerating how “upset” children would
get – no more is said of the music in the article, but there are
mentions of Lavender Town’s other macabre features (see
below).

What Seki failed to disclose to Game’s
Dimensions Magazine was that the music used in the first-wave
release of Pocket Monsters Red and Green was formulated out of an
experiment in “binaural beats”: using slightly different
frequencies of sound, each frequency played in one ear through
earphones or headphones, various psychological effects can be
induced upon the listener. In most versions of the first wave
releases, this resulted in the player feeling uneasy, apprehensive,
and mildly disturbed. However, for upwards of two-hundred children,
it provoked a variety of disturbances in the brain that went
undetected purely because it was undetectable by fully developed
human ears – instead, only children fell victim to the tones ,
resulting in psychological and physiological problems that in some
cases led to death – many of which were
suicides.

Part 2:

Pathology Detail- Visual
Overview

These visual effects are known among
programming circles as “The White Hand Sprite”, the “Ghost
Animation”, and the “Buried Alive Model”. Each has been found to
cause headaches, nausea, and in severe cases, hemorrhaging of the
brain and lungs. While around 70% of Lavender Town Syndrome (LTS)
is due to the Lavender Tone, the remaining percentage is split
among these visual phenomena. This is partly due to the visual
stimuli occurring after the player is introduced to the Lavender
Tone. It has been theorized that those unaffected by the aural
stimulation, such as the deaf or the hard of hearing, make up the
remaining 30%. While viewing these models can cause these effects,
there are certain methods that allow a viewer to safely examine
them in detail.

The White Hand
Sprite

Known in the code as WhitHand.gif, this was
scripted to appear as a Pokemon on the third floor of the Lavender
Tower. It is divided into four separate animations: an introduction
(the “cry” a Pokemon unleashes before a battle), an idle, and two
attacks. These attacks are unknown, as they are listed simply as
“Fist” and “Brutal”. While viewing the animation has been proven to
be hazardous, viewing the frames of the model has been proven to
have no adverse effects. The White Hand is depicted as a shriveled,
slightly decayed hand, with surprising attention to detail: flesh
is peeling back from the bone, and several tendons dangle
realistically out of the wrist. The first attack is the hand
balling into a fist, then swinging forward. However, the “brutal”
animation is missing several frames: The hand seems to open up,
then cuts out. After a few seconds, it reappears, closed again. No
record has been found of these missing
frames.

Ghost
Animation

The Ghost Animation, coded as Haunting.swf,
was intended to be placed in several areas throughout the tower,
including in the center of a path on the second floor. However,
players cannot interact with it, leaving many to believe that it
was intended as a “background feature”. The ghost animation as well
must be viewed in individual frames. It is comprised of 59 frames
total. However, after extraction, around half of these frames have
been revealed to be the standard ghost model used in Pocket
Monsters. Around a quarter of the remaining frames are comprised of
static, to produce a “fading” effect. However, interspersed with
these bursts of static are several frames of screaming faces, along
with images of a skeletal man in a cloak (hypothesized to be the
Grim Reaper) and of several killed corpses. The meaning behind
these are unknown- While under oath before the Video Games
Commission Board, Lead Programmer Hisashi Sogabe testified as to
having “No knowledge as to where these images surfaced.” Out of all
the phenomena associated with LTS, this animation is the most
speculated on: In his thesis “Video Games and The Manipulation of
the Human Mind”, [viewable in appendix C] Dr. Jackson Turner argued
that the images were intentionally placed in. Due to their brief
time appearing on the screen, and the graphic nature of the frames,
Turner theorizes that these were meant to subliminally influence
players into becoming more frightened by the disturbing
surroundings.

The Buried Alive
Model

Often referred to as its code, the Buryman
script, the Buried Alive Model was to be found on the final story
of the Pokemon Tower, in what has now been replaced with the
Marowak ghost. According to the scripts assigned to it, the Buried
Alive model was intended to be the “boss” of the tower. Once
reaching the top floor, the following conversation would have taken
place.

Buried Alive: You’re… Here.

BA: I’m trapped…

BA: And I’m lonely…

BA: So very lonely…

BA: Won’t you join me?

After this, the battle would have been initiated. Once in

“battle view”, the Buried Alive model appears to be a decaying
human corpse attempting to crawl out of the ground. It has been
programmed to have two White Hands, a Gengar, and a Muk. Strangely
enough, a protocol for the Buried Alive’s actions after it was
defeated were not written. In the case of the player defeating him,
the game would freeze. However, a specific ending was written by an
unknown programmer upon losing the battle. In this ending, the
Buried Alive was to have stated, “Finally, fresh meat!” followed by
several lines of gibberish. He was to have then dragged the player
character into the ground surrounding him. The scene would finish
with a typical “Game Over” screen; however, in the background, an
image of the Buried Alive character devouring the player was to
have been shown. Especially strange are the protocols for after
this scene. The cartridge was to download this image to the small
internal memory contained in the Gameboy, overwriting the title
screen that normally accompanied a Gameboy turning on. Instead,
whenever it was started, the player would view this image as the
sound file staticmesh.wav was played. The intended purpose for this
effect, unlike many of the other factors leading towards LTS, is
unknown.










Chapter 3
Killswitch



In the spring 1989 the Karvina Corporation released
a curious game, whose dissemination among American students that
fall was swift and furious, though its popularity was ultimately
short-lived.

The game was “Killswitch.”

On the surface it was a variant on the mystery or
horror survival game, a precursor to the Myst and Silent Hill
franchises. The narrative showed the complexity for which Karvina
was known, though the graphics were monochrome, vague gray and
white shapes against a black background. Slow MIDI versions of
Czech folksongs play throughout. Players could choose between two
avatars: an invisible demon named Ghast or a visible human woman,
Porto. Play as Ghast was considerably more difficult due to his
total invisibility, and players were highly liable to restart the
game as Porto after the first level, in which it was impossible to
gauge jumps or aim. However, Ghast was clearly the more powerful
character–he had fire-breath and a coal-steam attack, but as it was
above the skill level of most players to keep track of where a
fire-breathing, poison-dispensing invisible imp was on their
screens once the fire and steam had run out, Porto became more or
less the default.

Porto’s singular ability was seemingly random
growth–she expanded and contracted in size throughout the game. A
Kansas engineering grad claimed to have figured out the pattern
involved, but for reasons which will become obvious, his work was
lost.

Porto awakens in the dark with wounds in her elbows,
confused. Seeking a way out, she ascends through the levels of a
coal mine in which it is slowly revealed she was once an employee,
investigating its collapse and beset on all sides by demons similar
to Ghast, as well as dead foremen, coal-golems, and demonic
inspectors from the Sovatik corporation, whose boxy bodies were
clothed in red, the only color in the game. The environment, though
primitive, becomes genuinely uncanny as play progresses. There are
no “bosses” in any real sense–Porto must simply move physically
through tunnels to reach subsequent levels while her size varies
wildly through inter-level spaces.

The story that emerges through Porto’s discovery of
magnetic tapes, files, mutilated factory workers who were once her
friends, and deciphering an impressively complex code inscribed on
a series of iron axes players must collect (This portion of the
game was almost laughably complex, and defeated many players until
“Porto881″ posted the cipher to a Columbia BBS. Attempts to contact
this player have been unsuccessful, and the username is no longer
in use on any known service.) is that the foremen, under pressure
to increase coal production, began to falsify reports of
malfunctions and worker malfeasance in order to excuse low output,
which incited a Sovatik inspection. Officials were dispatched, one
for each miner, and an extraordinary story of torture unfolds, with
fuzzy and indistinct graphics of red-coated men standing over
workers, inserting small knives into their joints whenever
production slowed. (Admittedly, this is not a very subtle critique
of Soviet-era industrial tactics, and as the town of Karvina itself
was devastated by the departure of the coal industry, more than one
thesis has interpreted Killswitch as a political
screed.)

After solving the ax-code, Porto finds and assembles
a tape recorder, on which a male voice tells her that the fires of
the earth had risen up in their defense and flowed into the hearts
of the decrepit, pre-revolution equipment they used and wakened
them to avenge the workers. It is generally assumed that the “fires
of the earth” are demons like Ghast, coal-fumes and gassy bodies
inhabiting the old machines. The machines themselves are so “big”
that the graphics elect to only show two or three gear-teeth or a
conveyor belt rather than the entire apparatus. The machines drove
the inspectors mad, and they disappeared into caverns with their
knives (only to emerge to plague Porto, of course). The workers
were often crushed and mangled in the onslaught of machines, who
were neither graceful nor discriminating. Porto herself was knocked
into a deep chasm by a grief-stricken engine, and her

fluctuating size, if it is real and not imagined, is implied to be
the result of poisonous fumes inhaled there.

What follows is the most cryptic and intuitive part
of the game. There is no logical reason to proceed in the “correct”
way, and again it was Porto881 who came to the rescue of the
fledgling Killswitch community. In the chamber behind the tape
recorder is a great furnace where coal was once rendered into coke.
There are no clues as to what she is intended to do in this room.
Players attempted nearly everything, from immolating herself to
continuing to process coal as if the machines had never risen up.
Porto881 hit upon the solution, and posted it to the Columbia
boards. If Porto ingests the raw coke, she will find her body under
control,and can go on to fight her way out of the final levels of
the mine, which are impassable in her giant state, clutching the
tape containing this extraordinary story. However, as she crawls
through the final tunnel to emerge aboveground, the screen goes
suddenly

white.

Killswitch, by design, deletes itself upon player
completion of the game. It is not recoverable by any means, all
trace of it is removed from the user’s computer. The game cannot be
copied. For all intents and purposes it exists only for those
playing it, and then ceases to be entirely. One cannot replay it,
unlocking further secrets or narrative pathways, one cannot allow
another to play it, and perhaps most importantly, it is impossible
to experience the game all the way to the end as both Porto and
Ghast.

Predictably, player outcry was enormous. Several
routes to solve the problem were pursued, with no real efficacy.
The first and most common was to simply buy more copies of the
game, but Karvina Corp. released only 5,000 copies and refused to
press further editions. The following is an excerpt from their May
1990 press release:

Killswitch was designed to be a unique playing
experience: like reality, it is unrepeatable, irretrievable,and
illogical. One might even say ineffable. Death is final; death is
complete. The fates of Porto and her beloved Ghast are as
unknowable as our own. It is the desire of the Karvina Corporation
that this be so, and we ask our customers to respect that desire.
Rest assured Karvina will continue to provide the highest quality
of games to the West, and that Killswitch is merely one among our
many wonders.

This did not have the intended effect. The word
“beloved” piqued the interest of committed, even obsessive players,
as Ghast is not present in any portion of Porto’s narrative. A rush
to find the remaining copies of the game ensued, with the intent of
playing as Ghast and discovering the meaning of Karvina’s cryptic
word. The most popular theory was that Ghast would at some point
become the fumes inhaled by Porto, changing her size and beginning
her adventure. Some thought this was wishful thinking, that if only
Ghast’s early levels were passable one would somehow be able to
play as both simultaneously. However, by this time no further
copies appeared to be available in retail outlets. Players who had
not yet completed the game attempted Ghast’s levels frequently, but
the difficulty of actually playing this enigmatic avatar persisted,
and no player has ever claimed to have finished the game as Ghast.
One by one, the lure of Porto’s lost, unearthly world drew them
back to her, and one by one, they were compelled towards the
finality of the vast white screen.

To find any copy usable today is an almost
unfathomably rare occurrence; a still shrink-wrapped copy was sold
at auction in 2005 for $733,000 to Yamamoto Ryuichi of Tokyo. It is
entirely possible that Yamamoto’s is the last remaining copy of the
game. Knowing this, Yamamoto had intended to open his play to all
enthusiasts, filming and uploading his progress. However, to date,
the only film which has surfaced is a one minute and forty five
second clip of a haggard Yamamoto at his computer, the
avatar-choice screen visible over his right
shoulder.

Yamamoto is crying.










Chapter 4
The Tails Doll Curse



A friend of mine was eager for a Sonic Racing game.
He would come round my house

and moan and complain about how SEGA should "Take their fingers out
of their asses

and make a damn racing game!" I just agreed with him. I tried to
make him forget the

idea of a Sonic racing game— I did not wish to speak of the dreaded
Sonic R.



Alas, one day he remembered how to use him computer and stumbled
across a

website that talked about "Sonic R." He was delighted. His face
covered in sweet glee

and excitement he wanted nothing more than to have this game – not
even the

"Shadow the Hedgehog game" could drive his lustful fantasies away.
He purchased

the game on E-bay for nothing more than a single dollar— the user
he bought it off

had no user name and had no comment. I investigated further and
checked the users

profile, to my dreaded horror I glanced at the silent horror that
uploaded onto the

page:



Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll
Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails

Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails
Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll

Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll
Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails

Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails
Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll

Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails Doll Tails
Doll



Forever.



I couldn’t keep this horror to myself. Fearing for my friend’s
life, I rushed over to his

house in a hopeless attempt to halt the expected. I came to his
street, Thorn bury

Close. I glanced at the sign post on his door. It used to say "24
Thorn Bury Close." A

cold tickle crawled down my back— the sign no longer remained. All
that was left was a

wall covered in yellow graffiti, "Tails Doll" over and over.



His door was open, the hinges broken, covered in soft toy stuffing.
The walls of the

inside of his home were covered in Tails doll graffiti. The
downstairs was empty. It

looked like a messed up doll house. All the TV’s were on, the
screens were blood

stained and covered in cracks. I was frightened, I wanted to leave
but I needed to

know what happened. My ears bled as I heard the congratulations
screen from his

bedroom up stairs



I ran up the stairs and into his bedroom. It was empty except for
the SEGA Saturn and

the TV. The character selection screen came up, all of the
characters had been

unlocked and the game was 100% complete. It was hard to take in— my
eyes began to

water for some reason. I glanced at the screen again and saw the
Tails Doll character

fade away. I took few steps back and hit something behind me.



I slowly turned around and fainted at the horror that I saw. His
entire family were

nothing more than dolls, in my friend’s hand was the evil Tails
Doll, stained with blood,

staring at me with its lifeless eyes. I fell to the floor and
blacked out, waking up in my

room. My mother stood at the side of the bed, I told her the story
which she refused to

believe. She replied to me, telling me that my friend never
existed. She assured me

that no-one lived at 24 Thorn Bury Close.



I knocked my head back trying to take this in. The whole situation
was an enigma. I

brushed my hair with my hand and opened my eyes again, only to find
"Tails Doll

Forever" imprinted on my ceiling…










Chapter 5
Super Creepy 64


I always liked Super
Mario 64 when I was a kid. I remember playing it at my aunt's house
all the time. Well, one day a pop-up appeared out of nowhere as I
was watching gameplay footage on Youtube. I was a little startled,
and was about to close the window, until I realized that it was a
website showing of a mint condition copy of Super Mario 64 for
sale. There was a picture and everything. I usually don't trust
these things, but the feeling of nostalgia overpowered me, and I
wanted to buy it.



The whole business was peculiar, seeing as how the owner of the
game wanted the buyer to send an envelope containing $10 to and
address on the site, instead of using something like PayPal. What
made things even more strange was that when I tried to gain access
to the website (I wrote down the URL) after encountering… problems
with the game, the page was nowhere to be found.



A few days after the $10 was mailed, I got a package containing the
new copy of the game. The first thing I noticed when I opened the
small box was that the "official sticker" with Mario flying in the
air was apparently peeled off or something. In it's place was a
piece of duct tape with "Mario" crudely written on it in permanent
marker. I felt a little ripped-off, but as long as the game worked,
I didn't care.



I got out my Nintendo 64 and put the cartridge in. The screen
turned on with the familiar Mario face that you could stretch and
twist aimlessly. I remembered laughing all the time at the results
as a kid and decided to mess around for old times sake. I moved the
cursor over to Mario's ear and pulled it to elven proportions. I
was going to do the same to the other ear, when the TV suddenly
produced loud static. Mario's whole head started deforming and
twisting in ways that I didn't even know were possible for the
model. Random sound effects from the game started playing along
with the static. As all this was occurring, I could hear a faint
voice whispering in Japanese. The voice was stammering and
whimpering.



I immediately shut off the game and tried again. I didn't bother
with the Mario head this time. Just selected a new file and started
playing.



When I selected the file, the game skipped the opening monologue by
Peach and the courtyard outside. Mario was just placed right inside
the castle. Creepier still, Bowser didn't say anything either. I
tried to ignore it and played anyway. However I also noticed that
their was no music. Just dead silence. Their weren't even any Toads
around to talk to. The only door I could enter was the Bob-omb
Battlefield. The other doors wouldn't even respond to my button
commands.



The portrait to Bob-omb Battlefield wasn't the usual picture. It
was just a stark white canvas. I was still trying to convince
myself that these were just minor glitches, and that they wouldn't
effect the gameplay at all. Once I entered the portrait, the image
suddenly went from a blank canvas to the Lethal Lava Land painting.
You know, that slightly unsettling image of the flame with the evil
smile? Yeah, that's when I started getting really suspicious.



The mission select menu came up, and yet another weird detail was
present. Instead of "Big Bob-omb on the Summit", the mission was
called "TURN BACK". I have no idea what drove me to press A, but I
did.



The level seemed normal. Everything was how I remembered it. I
thought I could finally enjoy my favorite childhood game. But then
I saw him. Luigi. I was absolutely shocked. He was never in this
game. His model wasn't even a Mario palette swap. He looked like a
completely original model. Luigi just stood there until I tried to
approach him. He started running at unexpected speeds. I followed
suite and went through the level. Strange things happened as I
pursued him. each time I picked up a coin, the enemies and music
would get slower, and the scenery would look darker in color and
more morbid. It kept gradually getting worse until I collected a
5th coin. Then, the music just stopped. The enemies laid down on
the ground like they were dead. I was seriously freaked out, but I
kept chasing Luigi.



I went up the hill. No cannon balls rolled down trying to knock me
over. I really wasn't surprised at this point. Luigi was always
just out of my sight as I ran. Once I reached the summit, I saw yet
another object out of place. A small cottage was all that was seen
on the top of the hill. Luigi was nowhere to be found. The cottage
was certainly odd-looking for a Mario game. It was old, plain, and
broken down. Regardless of my fears at that moment, I had Mario
enter the cottage.



As soon as the door closed. A disturbing picture of a hanged Luigi
immediately popped up along with a very frightening scare chord. It
sounded like a violin screech accompanied by loud piano banging.
Mario fell to his knees and sobbed for roughly 5 minutes, then the
screen irised-out.



I returned to the castle. Mario just slumped out of the painting.
The image switched from the Lethal Lava Land portrait to the image
of Luigi hanging himself. The room was different this time. It was
now a small hallway. Toads with blank expressions and white robes
lined the sides of the hallway. Their was another painting at the
opposite end that just completely and utterly scared me. It was a
picture of my family It wasn't even a photo from the time Super
Mario 64 was released. It was a very, very recent photo. I
remembered posing for it last weekend



I reached for the on/off switch on the N64. There was no way I was
going to play this anymore. However, when I flipped the switch, the
game was still on. I flipped it back and forth, but to no avail. I
tried unplugging the whole system, but it never left the screen. I
was even still able to control Mario. I couldn't just leave it on
forever… so I kept playing. I went to the photo of my family, and
jumped in. Only one mission was available, of course. This one was
called "Run, Don't Walk". I selected the mission.
'Let's-a-go'…



The level started in a flooded hallway with platforms floating on
the water. Mario landed on one of these, and the camera turned to
show what was behind. A silent black void was slowly approaching
Mario. It didn't look like anything. It didn't even look like
finished graphics. Just a giant, blocky, black blob. I started
jumping from platform to platform. With no goal in sight, I kept
running, the darkness slowly but surely gaining speed. This kept
going on for what felt like hours. I was really doubting there
would ever be an end. Mario was just going in circles. Finally, the
black blob/void/thing caught up with Mario, and enveloped him in
darkness. He didn't scream or resist at all. It just consumed
him.



Mario fell out of the painting and back into the castle. I lost one
of my 3 lives. The room was different now. Some of the Toads were
gone, and the painting looked different. My family and I were in
the same positions, but our bodies were partially decomposed. It
looked too real to be photoshopped. It looked more like someone
just took our dead bodies and posed them.



Regardless, I jumped into the painting again. Mario was in an small
room. There was still only one mission available. It was called
"I'm right here." spelled just like that. I selected the mission
and prepared for the worst. Mario landed in a small, dark room.
There no visible way out. The room was empty except for a piano in
the corner. I knew what that meant. i was stuck in there with the
Mad Piano. I approached it and it started chasing me as always.
There was no way to damage it, so I had no choice but to let Mario
take damage.



When he lot all his health, the usual death animation didn't
happen. Mario just got mauled by the piano. He fell as his blood
and guts spilled on the floor, and the camera panned to a top down
view of his corpse. A distorted version of the merry-go-round music
from Big Boo's Haunt played as the screen slowly transitioned from
the in-game shot to a photo-realistic sketch of Mario's dead body
in the same view as the shot. It was very unsettling. I was crying
softly as I gazed upon the image. I lost another life.



The photo of my family was shown again. We were even more rotten
then before. The view zoomed into the painting, like I was warping
again. I was greeted with a shot of Peach's castle from the
outside. The castle was crumbling in ruin. The fields were on fire.
The sky was pitch black. Bowser's laugh played on a loop in the
background as children mockingly chanted "You couldn't save her!".
This went on for a long time, until, a close-up of of Peach's face
accompanied by an extremely loud screech interrupted the loop
without notice. Peach's mouth was wide open as if she was
screaming, and her eyes were empty, black holes.



Suddenly, I was back in the hallway as Mario was once again ejected
out of the painting. Now all of the Toads were gone, and me and my
family looked positively repulsive. Maggots were wriggling around
in holes in our flesh. Guts were spilling out of our bodies. My
dad's eyeball was hanging loose from its socket. It was too much to
bear, but something still urged me to trudge on. I jumped into the
painting, with only one life remaining.



This time, there was no name for the mission. Just a blank space
where the title would be. I selected the mission, and Mario landed
on a very small island in the middle of the ocean. There was a
solitary sign. It only read "DIVE". I did just as it said and
entered the water.



The ocean was dark and empty. There were no fish. I wasn't even
able to see anything in the water besides Mario. I swam downwards.
I kept going for quite some time, yet Mario never ran out of
breath. I counted roughly 10 minutes of swimming until I decided to
go back up. Just as I turned Mario around, it came. A huge, and I
mean huge Unagi the Eel came out of nowhere and swallowed Mario
whole. I was dumbfounded. It went by so fast I wasn't even sure
what I saw. The Game Over screen didn't show up. All that happened
was a fade-out.



The photo of my family and I was shown again. We were plain
skeletons now. Once again, it looked very real. I couldn't move the
camera at all. It just stayed focused on the picture. I shut off
the game and turned it on again. I chose my file, but it just went
to the skeleton photo of my family. I tried this about 3 more times
before giving up. I desperately wanted to stop, but some force kept
me from walking away. I decided to select the only other saved
file. The camera once again focused on the skeleton picture, but
this time they were in a different position. As if they were a
different family.










Chapter 6
Red/Green Detective Case Story



During the first few days of the release of Pokemon Red and
Green in Japan, back in February 27, 1996, a peak of deaths
appeared in the age group of 10-15.



The children were usually found dead through suicide, usually by
hanging or jumping from heights. However, some were more odd. A few
cases recorded children who had began sawing off their limbs,
others sticking their faces inside the oven, and chocked themselves
on their own fist, shoving their own arms down their throat.



The few children who were saved before killing themselves showed
sporadic behavior. When asked why they were going to hurt
themselves they only answered in chaotic screams and scratched at
their own eyes. When showed what seemed to be the connection to
this attitude, the Gameboy, they had no response, but when combined
with either Pokemon Red or Green, the screams would continue, and
they would do their best to leave the room it was located in.



This confirmed the authorities suspicion that the games, somehow,
had a connection to these children and the deaths. It was a strange
case, because many children who had the same games did not show
this behavior, but only a few. The police had no choice but to
pursue this, since they had no other leads.



Collecting all the cartridges these children had purchased, they
kept them sealed away as strong evidence to look over later. They
decided the first thing to do was to talk to the programmers
themselves. The first person they met was the director of the
original games, Satoshi Tajiri. When told about the deaths
surrounding his games, he seemed slightly uneasy, but admitted
nothing. He lead them to the main programmers of the game, the
people responsible for the actual content.



The detectives met Takenori Oota, one of the main programmers of
the game. Unlike Satoshi, he did not seem uneasy, but very kept.
Explaining that it was impossible to use something like a game to
cause such deaths, and also bringing up the point that not all the
children were affected, he brushed it off as some kind of odd
coincidence or mass hysteria. It seemed like he was hiding
something, but he wasn’t giving way. Finally, he did say something
interesting.



Takenori had heard a rumor going around that the music for Lavender
Town, one of the locations in the game, had caused some children to
go ill. It was only a rumor, and had no real definite back up, but
it was still something to look into.



He directed the detectives to Junichi Masuda, the music composer of
the series. Masuda had also heard of these rumors, but again said
they had no evidence that his music was the cause. Even to prove a
point he played the exact song from the game completely through
with no effects to anyone, the detectives nor Masuda himself,
feeling anything different or odd. Although they still had their
suspicions of Masuda and the music of Lavender town, it seemed they
had reached another dead end.



Going back to the cartridges they had seized from the homes of the
children, they decided to take a slightly more direct look at the
games. They knew that it was these games that gave the children the
ill effects, so they took extreme caution. Popping in the cartridge
and turning the console on, the game screen booted. The title
screen appeared, and the option to continue or create a new game
appeared.



When they chose to continue the game, stats of that game appeared.
They saw the names of the children who had played, usually “Red” or
another simple name. However, the interesting thing was the time
played and the number of Pokemon they owned. On every game, the
time was very low, and all of them had only a single Pokemon in
their inventory. They came to the stunning reality that it could
not have been the music from Lavender town that had caused such ill
effects in the children, since it was impossible to reach that part
of the game in such small amount of time and with only one Pokemon
in their inventory. This brought them to the conclusion that
something early on in the game had to be the cause.



If it wasn’t the music, nor the title screen, it had to be
something within the first few minutes of the game itself. They had
no choice but to turn off the game now and go back to the
programmers. Asking for a list of all the programmers from
Takenori, they found, surprisingly, that one of the programmers had
committed suicide shortly after the game was released. His name was
Chiro Miura, a very obscure programmer who had provided very little
for the game. Even more interestingly, he had requested his name
did not appear in the credits of the game, and so it was not.



Looking over the evidence found at Chiro’s apartment, they found
many notes written in bold marker. Most of it was crumbled, or
marked out, making it very difficult to read. They few words they
could find in the mess was “Do not enter”, “Watch out” and “COME
FOLLOW ME” in bold. The detectives were unsure what these meant,
but knew they had to have a connection. Further searching, they
discovered Chiro was good friends with one of the map designers,
Kohji Nisino, and this was probably the only reason Chiro had given
a part in making the game.



Kohji Nisino, since the release of the game, had locked himself in
his apartment, barely leaving in the dark of night to fetch
anything he might need. He told his friends and family he was
mourning for his dear friend Chiro, but they didn’t believe this,
since Nisino had locked himself up the day the game was put in
stores, a few days before Chiro had killed himself.



It was troubling, but the authorities finally persuaded Nisnino to
sit down and speak with them. He looked as if he hadn’t slept in
days, dark rings under his eyes. He stunk, his nails had grown
black and his hair was greasy, sticking to his forehead and neck.
He spoke in stutters and murmurs, but at least he had something to
say.



When asked if he knew anything about the children who had died
after exposure of the game and if it had any connection to the
game, he answered them seemingly carefully, choosing his words
thoughtfully before answering. He told them that his friend Chiro
had an interesting idea with the game, something he had wanted to
try since he heard the project was starting. Nisino himself knew
Takenori, the director and main programmer, for a long time, so he
could easily get a mediocre programmer in on the project with a
little persuasion. It seemed Chiro had convinced Nisino to get him
in on the project, and it had worked.



The detectives knew they were on to something. This unknown obscure
programmer, Chiro, had to have something to do with it, something…
They asked what Chiro’s idea was, why he wanted so badly to have a
part in making this children’s game. Nisino told them that Chiro
never told him much about it, other than a few details every now
and then. He wanted to insert a special Pokemon in the game, one
completely different from all the others. It would serve as an
extra, a kind of out of place thrill for the player. It wasn’t,
however, Missing No. It couldn’t be. With the gameplay time
recorded on the cartridges, it was impossible for the children to
have time to meet that Pokemon.



Nisino, throughout the entire conversation, seemed to break down
even more with every question. The detectives pushed him more and
more, searching through his mind for any and every scrap of
knowledge this man had no game and Chiro… and Chiro’s
intentions…



It was when they asked about the notes found in Chiro’s home that
he snapped. From under the couch Nisino was sitting on he whipped
out a pistol, pointing it straight at the police while backing away
a few steps. Then, just as quickly, he brought the pistol to his
face.



“Don’t follow me… ” muttered Nisino as he stuck the pistol in his
mouth and pulled the trigger. It was too quick for the police to
react. It was done. Nisino had killed himself, repeating slightly
differently what was written on one of Chiro’s papers…



It seemed all leads had finally died. The team who had created this
original game were splitting up, becoming harder to find. It was as
if they were keeping a secret. When the police finally managed to
talk with anyone who had parts in the game, even the obscure
character designers or monster designers, it seemed they had
nothing of interest to say. Most of them didn’t even know Chiro,
and the few who did only seen him once or twice working on the game
itself. Throughout all of this the only confirmation they had was
that Chiro was indeed the one who had worked on the very early
parts of the game.



It had been a couple of months after the original children suicides
and the death rate had dropped dramatically. It seemed that the
game was no longer giving any ill effects to any children. The call
back of the games that was planned was canceled, since it seemed
the game was no longer harming any children. They had began to
think that maybe Takenori was right and it was all just a very odd
coincidence or mass hysteria… Until they received the letter.



It was given to one of the detectives himself, quite directly out
on the street. It was a woman who gave him the note, a very frail,
thin, sick looking thing. She gave him the letter quickly, telling
him it was something he needed to see, and without waiting for a
response or another word, she disappeared into the crowd. The
detective brought it to his office, and calling the others in, he
brought it out and read it aloud.



It was a letter written by Chiro himself, but it wasn’t one found
at his apartment. They had throughly searched and cleared out the
place, so wherever this letter had come from, it wasn’t kept at his
home. It was signed to be given to Nisino. It started off quite
formal, a hello, how are you, regards to the family, and such.
After one or two of these normal paragraphs, they reached a section
that requested Nisino to get him into the game team, to get him a
programming position in Pokemon Red and Green.



As the letter continued, the handwriting seemed to grow more
jittery. He talked about a glorious idea he had, a way to program
something unseen in any game before. He said it would certainly
revolutionize not only the gaming industry, but everyone. He went
on to say that it was a very simple procedure to program this idea
into the game. He did not even have to add any foreign programming,
but could use what was already given in the game itself. This
would, the detectives agreed, make it impossible to notice any
obscurities in the programming itself. It was a perfect way to hide
whatever this was.



The letter ended abruptly. There was no goodbye, no say hi to the
family, no write back, or thank you. Nothing like that. It was just
his name, written hard in the letter where the paper almost broke
through. It was only his name. “Chiro Miura.”



This was the nail in the coffin for the detectives. They had no
more suspicion about the cause. Chiro had programmed something into
the early parts of the game, something maddening. To further
increase this streak of success, they discovered that the
programming team had worked in pairs, even Chiro himself. He had
worked with another programmer, Sousuke Tamada.



If anyone knew what the secret in this game was, Sousuke Tamada
would be the man. This was their final hope of unraveling this
mystery once and for all.



They learned Sousuke had provided a lot of programming to the game,
and seemed to be an average, good guy and worker. They were easily
allowed into his home, a fair place, and they entered his living
room where they sat. Sousuke did not sit, however. He stood by the
window of the second story floor, looking out onto the busy street.
He was smiling a little.



There is no direct witnesses to the events that followed. The only
thing from this conversation that remained was found on a voice
recorder sitting on the table in front of the two detectives
assigned to talk to Sousuke. What follows is the unedited
recording:



“Sousuke Tamada, what part did you have in the games Pokemon Red
and Green?” asked the first detective.



“I was a programmer.” His voice was light, friendly, almost too
friendly. “That’s all.”



“Am I right in knowing that the programmers working on the game
worked in teams?” asked the detective.



One could hear the voice of feet moving on the floor slightly. “You
would be right,” said Sousuke after a moment of silence.



“And your partner, his name was—” The detective was quickly cut off
by Sousuke eerie voice.



“Chiro Miura… That was his name. Chiro Miura.”



Another silence. It seemed the detectives were a little uneasy
about this man. “Could you tell us if Miura ever acted strange at
all? Any particular behaviors you observed while working with him
at all?”



Sousuke answered them. “I don’t know him that well, really. We
didn’t meet up frequently, only every once in a while to trade
data, or when the entire group was called up for a meeting… That’s
the only times I really ever saw him. He acted normal, as far as I
could tell. He was a short man, and I think this affected his
consciousness.. He acted weaker than any other man I met. He was
willing to do a lot of work to gain recognition, this I do know. I
think… ”



Silence. “Yes?” asked the detective, pushing for him to continue.
“You think what?”



“I think he was a very weak man. I think he wanted to prove himself
regardless of this point… I think he wanted to make himself known
for something special, something that would make people forget
about the way he looked and pay attention to the powerful mind that
lay inside his skull.. Unfortunately for him, however.. heheh.. He
didn’t have much of a mind to back up that reasoning.”



“Why do you say that?” asked the second detective.



“Well it’s the simple truth,” answered Sousuke quickly. His feet
could be heard moving across the tiled floor. “He was nothing
special, even if he wanted to believe so. You can’t become
greatness, even if you believe it. It’s impossible… Somehow, I
think Chiro knew this himself, somewhere deep in there, he knew
it.”



The detectives were silent again, not sure how to steer the
conversation. After a moment, they continued. “Can you tell us what
Chiro’s part of the game was? What did he work on exactly?”



Sousuke answered more quickly than before. “Nothing… I mean,
nothing important. He worked on some obscure parts of the beginning
of the game.” A pause, then a little more information. “It was
Oak’s part to be exact. He worked on some of Oak’s parts… When he’s
seen first, you see..”



“What else?” pushed the police. They could hear it in Sousuke’s
voice. He knew something. “We know you know about the children and
the deaths. We know it was Chiro who did it. He programmed
something in the game.”



“What are you implying?” asked Sousuke. It sounded like he was
trying to maintain his voice.



“We’re implying that since your his partner, if you’re hiding
something from us then you could just as much be responsible for
those children’s deaths as Chiro is himself!”



“You can’t prove anything!” Sousuke shouted.



“Tell us what Chiro did to the game!” they shouted back.



“WHAT I TOLD HIM TO.”



Silence. Complete silence.



“You want to know, huh?” asked Sousuke finally, breaking the eerie
silence, but replacing it with his voice. “You want to know what is
this all about? Chiro was an idiot. He’d do anything for a bit of
attention, anything at all. He couldn’t program worth a ****
either. The one thing he could do, however, was be manipulated. You
could tell him what to do, and he’d do it. He wouldn’t even
question it, he’d do it. Just to hear that ‘thank you’ when you
received the finish product, that was his reasons. That’s all he
wanted.”



Two clicks from the detective’s guns could heard.



“I could control his flawlessly. He’s a lot like Takenori… Of
course none of you knew this, but I was the one who brought up the
idea of the game, the idea of the entire operation. I just told the
fellow what to do, and he followed me without doubt. He knows
nothing, just like Chiro.”



A sound of a window opening could be heard, follow by the
detectives.



“Don’t move or we’ll shoot!”



“Let me tell you about a mechanic in the game,” continued Sousuke.
His voice was more rushed, but it still held that slyness.
“Consider it a hint, alright? If you walk around in grassy areas
enough a Pokemon will appear, and you’ll have the chance to go into
battle with it. It’s a necessary part of the game overall, you
see?”



“Step away from the window! We won’t warn you again!”



“At the start of the game you have to walk into the grassy area
before Oak appears and you receive your first Pokemon, understand
me? Under normal circumstances, it was programmed that even though
you’re in a grassy area, no Pokemon will spawn… I made it
different. I manipulated that Chiro, told him what to put in the
program, gave him all the instructions on how to do it, and he did
it flawlessly. It’s rare, but it can happen.. Stepping into that
grass, one can spawn… ”



“Sousuke, we don’t want to shoot!”



“Shoot me?” asked Sousuke, laughing at the same time. “Shoot ME?
You’re as dumb as Chiro was! Once he found out the truth, he had to
end it! It was his fault after all! He shot himself because of it!
If you’re so determined to finish that case of yours, if you want
to know, play the damn game for yourself! Roll the wheel, and who
knows? Maybe you’ll learn the secret for yourself!”



A shot could be heard, loud enough to distort the audio. Sounds of
screaming, murmuring could be heard. The table the recorder was on
crashed. Ear shattering distortions. Silence. Then laughing.
Sousuke was laughing, and then words. “Come follow me… Come follow
me… ” And then nothing.



The recorder continued to record until the tape ran out. There was
nothing else on it. The police arrived on the scene quickly, and to
their horror they discovered Sousuke and the two detectives dead.
They had all been shot, but not after struggling. The detectives
had been shot multiple times, at least ten each, before dying after
being shot in between their eyes. Sousuke himself had clearly died
of two shots to his chest, straight through the heart.



This game was causing a massacre. At least a hundred children were
dead. Nisino, the unexpecting friend, dead. Chiro, the manipulated
toy, dead. The two detectives, dead. And now, even the creator, the
cause of this atrocity, Sousuke, dead. This game was stretching far
over it’s original intentions. It was killing anyone and everyone
who got involved.



The lead detective had decided to put this case away. He man who
committed the crime was dead, so there was no longer any reason to
continue the case. All evidence, all the cartridges, all the notes,
all the letters, they were locked away, kept in the darkness where
they belonged. There were talks about the entire thing, small
conversations every now and then, but over the years even these
began to fade away. Eventually, the case was only a memory in the
minds of those who experienced it first hand.



Ten years passed. February 27, 2006 was the date. The lead
detective, the man who locked away the original evidence ten years
previous, was reminded of the awful event that occurred. Although
he was no longer in the force, he still had access to files and was
helped when he could. The reminder of the event caused him to look
back, to open the sealed container that held all the evidence
collected.



He read through the letters and the notes. He remembered the woman
who had appeared to him on the street that one day and handed him
that letter that lead to the change of the entire case. He wondered
who she was, and where she had come from. Perhaps she was Chiro’s
mother… or maybe Sousuke’s. It was far too late to pursue any of
this. Far too late..



Sealing the container again, he saw a second one directly behind
it. Pulling it out, he read the note on top of it. “Evidence
#2104A” He opened it up, and looked inside. Filling the container
were exactly 104 Pokemon Red and Green cartridges, each one in
perfect condition, untouched since the day they had last checked
them ten years ago.



He reached in and pulled one out, Pokemon Red. He hadn’t seen one
in a long time. He didn’t know what he thought next, but he reached
in his desk and pulled out an old Gameboy. He received it a long
time ago, but it still worked. It was his son’s, but he had died a
few years ago. His wife was gone too. That was then though. Popping
in the cartridge in the back of the Gameboy he turned on the
system.



The title screen. Then the option to continue or start a new game.
“Tanaka.” That was the child’s name, the one who played it first.
He was probably dead, along with all the others. He pressed New
Game, and started a new game. It was normal, average. He walked
around, talked to his mother, went outside. He started walking
towards the grass.



In his head, he could still hear Sousuke’s words. Even though he
was not there, even though he had never seen the man in his life,
he could still see him, hear him. “Come follow me.”



He was getting closer and closer, only a step or two away.



“Roll the wheel, and who knows? Maybe you’ll learn the secret for
yourself!”



He entered the grass. The screen did nothing at first. Nothing at
all. It just sat there, and so did the detective, completely
frozen, as if time had stopped just for them. The screen went
black. and then lit up again, the iconic green background with
black text appearing.



The lead detectives weary eyes grew wide. He couldn’t help but read
out what was there in front of him.



“Come follow me, come follow me, come follow me. I miss you dad, I
miss you my husband, I miss you so much.”



Tears formed in his eyes, falling down his cheeks. Screens and
screens of text appeared and he rapidly clicked the A button to
continue it. It was his wife and his child. They were speaking to
him, calling to him, crying with him. They wanted to see him, they
loved him, he loved them.



“I love you too,” muttered the man in a hoarse, scratching
voice.



“Come follow me, become new again. We want to see you and hold you,
and be with you forever and ever and ever and ever.”



“AND EVER AND EVER… ”



“Don’t stay away. You can see us too.. We miss you.. Come follow
me. We love yo—”



A black screen. The detectives eyes grew wide, his jaw dropping.
The screen lit back up, and Oak was leading him out of the grass.
“Come follow me,” said Oak.



“NO!” shouted the man, dropping the game onto the floor. He quickly
fell forward, reaching for it, bringing the screen back to his
face. “Bring them back, bring them back to me!” The game continued
on as usual, not responding to the detective at all. “My wife, my
child, listen to me! Bring them back to me, I said!”



Voices… He heard voices, hundreds of voices. He turned around from
his seat, looking behind him, and standing in his small room were
children, many children. Some had no eyes, some had rings around
their throats, some were burned all across their body. They were
screaming, reaching towards him.



“Bring back my mommy, bring back my daddy, bring back my pet!” they
all screamed out, reaching for the game, their mouths agape with
horror and pain. “I don’t want them to go away, bring them back to
me, bring them back to me!”



“No!” shouted the detective. “It’s mine! My family is here, don’t
touch it!” Horror was across his face.



“Come follow me… ” said a voice. The lead detective looked over,
and in the corner of his room, next to an old desk, was Sousuke. He
stood in the corner, tall, handsome, clean. A smile was on his
face, stretching across his face. “Come follow me… ”



The lead detective jumped up, stepping back, trying to force away
the children crawling towards him, reaching out for the game held
tightly within his hands. “Wh-what’s going on here!? What’s going
on!? Where is my family!?”



Sousuke smiled generously. “I’ll show you. I’ll help you get away
from them, you see? Just follow me.” Sousuke reached down, and
opened a drawer on the old desk. The lead detective, pushing
through the crowd of children, trying to get away, looked
inside.



Siting there, covered with dust, was his old gun from when he was
on the force. He had not used that gun in many years and had put it
away, not wanting to remember the things he had to do with it. But
right now he didn’t see it as something that caused pain or that
killed. It was shining, it was light. It was something that could
set him free.



“Just follow me,” said Sousuke, picking up the gun and putting it
in the lead detectives hand. He formed his hand to hold the gun,
then brought it up to his temple. “Just pull the trigger. That’s
all.”



The lead detective turned around. The children were crawling at
him, grabbing his legs and pulling at him. They reached for the
game. He turned back towards Sousuke, and smiled.



“My family… I’ll follow you.” He pulled the trigger. Bang. His
brains spread the wall as he fell to the ground, dead.



It was a few days before the body was discovered. It lay on the
floor, blood everywhere. In one hand held an empty gun, and in the
other was a classic Gameboy with Pokemon Red on the back. The
battery had long died, and only an empty, black screen was
left.



This was the final murder that the remaining authorities would
allow. The last detective who was ever a part of this case
personally carried all 104 cartridges away, and burned them all,
making sure not a single one survived. There would taunt no
more.



However, this is not the end of the story. The code was said to
have survived, and was even passed on to other language versions of
the games. If you have an old Pokemon game, you can place the
cartridge in the back of the classic Gameboy, turn on the system,
and roll the wheel who knows? Maybe you’ll learn the secret for
yourself.

 










Chapter 7
Suicidemouse.avi



So do any of you remember those Mickey Mouse cartoons from the
1930s? The ones that were just put out on DVD a few years ago?
Well, I hear there is one that was unreleased to even the most avid
classic Disney fans. According to sources, it's nothing special.
It's just a continuous loop (like Flintstones) of mickey walking
past 6 buildings that goes on for two or three minutes before
fading out. Unlike the cutesy tunes put in though, the song on this
cartoon was not a song at all, just a constant banging on a piano
as if the keys for a minute and a half before going to white noise
for the remainder of the film. It wasn't the jolly old Mickey we've
come to love either, Mickey wasn't dancing, not even smiling, just
kind of walking as if you or I were walking, with a normal facial
expression, but for some reason his head tilted side to side as he
kept this dismal look. Up until a year or two ago, everyone
believed that after it cut to black and that was it. When Leonard
Maltin was reviewing the cartoon to be put in the complete series,
he decided it was too junk to be on the DVD, but wanted to have a
digital copy due to the fact that it was a creation of Walt. When
he had a digitized version up on his computer to look at the file,
he noticed something. The cartoon was actually 9 minutes and 4
seconds long. This is what my source emailed to me, in full (he is
a personal assistant of one of the higher executives at Disney, and
acquaintance of Mr. Maltin himself):

"After it cut to black, it stayed like that until the 6th
minute, before going back into Mickey walking. The sound was
different this time. It was a murmur. It wasn't a language, but
more like a gurgled cry. As the noise got more indistinguishable
and loud over the next minute, the picture began to get weird. The
sidewalk started to go in directions that seemed impossible based
on the physics of Mickeys walking. And the dismal face of the mouse
was slowly curling into a smirk. On the 7th minute, the murmur
turned into a bloodcurdling scream (the kind of scream painful to
hear) and the picture was getting more obscure. Colors were
happening that shouldn't have been possible at the time. Mickey
face began to fall apart. his eyes rolled on the bottom of his chin
like two marbles in a fishbowl, and his curled smile was pointing
upward on the left side of his face. The buildings became rubble
floating in midair and the sidewalk was still impossibly navigating
in warped directions, a few seeming inconceivable with what we, as
humans, know about direction. Mr. Maltin got disturbed and left the
room, sending an employee to finish the video and take notes of
everything happening up until the last second, and afterward
immediately store the disc of the cartoon into the vault. This
distorted screaming lasted until 8 minutes and a few seconds in,
and then it abruptly cuts to the mickey mouse face at the credits
of the end of every video with what sounded like a broken music box
playing in the background. This happened for about 30 seconds, and
whatever was in that remaining 30 seconds I haven't been able to
get a sliver of information about. From a security guard working
under me who was making rounds outside of that room, I was told
that after the last frame, the employee stumbled out of the room
with pale skin saying "I can not see what has been unseen" 7 times
before speedily taking the guards pistol and offing himself on the
spot. The thing I could get out of Leonard Maltin was that the last
frame was a piece of Russian text that roughly said "the sights of
hell bring its viewers back in". As far as I know, no one else has
seen it, but there have been dozens of attempts at getting the file
on Rapidshare by employees inside the studios, all of whom have
been promptly terminated of their jobs. Whether it got online or
not is up for debate, but if rumors serve me right, it's online
somewhere under "suicidemouse.avi". If you ever find a copy of the
film, I want you to never view it, and to contact me by phone
immediately, regardless of the time. When a Disney Death is covered
up as well as this, it means this has to be something huge.










Chapter 8
The Crystal Cove


The following text is unedited.  There are numerous
spelling errors and potentially offensive
language. 

 


Candle Cove is a series of posts from a nostalgia forum. The
Original Post asked if anyone remembered a short lived local
children show. As more people post their memories of the show,
others remember their 'nightmares' of the show.

 

NetNostalgia Forum - Television (local)

Skyshale033 Subject: Candle Cove local kid’s show?

Does anyone remember this kid’s show? It was called Candle Cove
and I must have been 6 or 7. I never found reference to it anywhere
so I think it was on a local station around 1971 or 1972. I lived
in Ironton at the time. I don’t remember which station, but I do
remember it was on at a weird time, like 4:00 PM.

mike_painter65 Subject: Re: Candle Cove local kid’s
show?

it seems really familiar to me…..i grew up outside of ashland
and was 9 yrs old in 72. candle cove…was it about pirates? i
remember a pirate marionete at the mouth of a cave talking to a
little girl

Skyshale033 Subject: Re: Candle Cove local kid’s
show?

YES! Okay I’m not crazy! I remember Pirate Percy. I was always
kind of scared of him. He looked like he was built from parts of
other dolls, real low-budget. His head was an old porcelain baby
doll, looked like an antique that didn’t belong on the body. I
don’t remember what station this was! I don’t think it was WTSF
though.

Jaren_2005 Subject: Re: Candle Cove local kid’s
show?

Sorry to ressurect this old thread but I know exactly what show
you mean, Skyshale. I think Candle Cove ran for only a couple
months in ‘71, not ‘72. I was 12 and I watched it a few times with
my brother. It was channel 58, whatever station that was. My mom
would let me switch to it after the news. Let me see what I
remember.

It took place in Candle cove, and it was about a little girl who
imagined herself to be friends with pirates. The pirate ship was
called the Laughingstock, and Pirate Percy wasn’t a very good
pirate because he got scared too easily. And there was calliope
music constantly playing. Don’t remember the girl’s name. Janice or
Jade or something. Think it was Janice.

Skyshale033 Subject: Re: Candle Cove local kid’s
show?

Thank you Jaren!!! Memories flooded back when you mentioned the
Laughingstock and channel 58. I remember the bow of the ship was a
wooden smiling face, with the lower jaw submerged. It looked like
it was swallowing the sea and it had that awful Ed Wynn voice and
laugh. I especially remember how jarring it was when they switched
from the wooden/plastic model, to the foam puppet version of the
head that talked.

mike_painter65 Subject: Re: Candle Cove local kid’s
show?

ha ha i remember now too. ;) do you remember this part
skyshale: “you have…to go…INSIDE.”

Skyshale033 Subject: Re: Candle Cove local kid’s
show?

Ugh mike, I got a chill reading that. Yes I remember. That’s
what the ship always told Percy when there was a spooky place he
had to go in, like a cave or a dark room where the treasure was.
And the camera would push in on Laughingstock’s face with each
pause. YOU HAVE… TO GO… INSIDE. With his two eyes askew and that
flopping foam jaw and the fishing line that opened and closed it.
Ugh. It just looked so cheap and awful.

You guys remember the villain? He had a face that was just a
handlebar mustache above really tall, narrow teeth.

kevin_hart Subject: Re: Candle Cove local kid’s
show?

i honestly, honestly thought the villain was pirate percy. i was
about 5 when this show was on. nightmare fuel.

Jaren_2005 Subject: Re: Candle Cove local kid’s
show?

That wasn’t the villain, the puppet with the mustache. That was
the villain’s sidekick, Horace Horrible. He had a monocle too, but
it was on top of the mustache. I used to think that meant he had
only one eye.

But yeah, the villain was another marionette. The Skin-Taker. I
can’t believe what they let us watch back then.

kevin_hart Subject: Re: Candle Cove local kid’s
show?

jesus h. christ, the skin taker. what kind of a kids show were
we watching? i seriously could not look at the screen when the skin
taker showed up. he just descended out of nowhere on his strings,
just a dirty skeleton wearing that brown top hat and cape. and his
glass eyes that were too big for his skull. christ almighty.

Skyshale033 Subject: Re: Candle Cove local kid’s
show?

Wasn’t his top hat and cloak all sewn up crazily? Was that
supposed to be children’s skin??

mike_painter65 Subject: Re: Candle Cove local kid’s
show?

yeah i think so. rememer his mouth didn’t open and close, his
jaw just slid back and foth. i remember the little girl said “why
does your mouth move like that” and the skin-taker didn’t look at
the girl but at the camera and said “TO GRIND YOUR SKIN”

Skyshale033 Subject: Re: Candle Cove local kid’s
show?

I’m so relieved that other people remember this terrible
show!

I used to have this awful memory, a bad dream I had where the
opening jingle ended, the show faded in from black, and all the
characters were there, but the camera was just cutting to each of
their faces, and they were just screaming, and the puppets and
marionettes were flailing spastically, and just all screaming,
screaming. The girl was just moaning and crying like she had been
through hours of this. I woke up many times from that nightmare. I
used to wet the bed when I had it.

kevin_hart Subject: Re: Candle Cove local kid’s
show?

i don’t think that was a dream. i remember that. i remember that
was an episode.

Skyshale033 Subject: Re: Candle Cove local kid’s
show?

No no no, not possible. There was no plot or anything, I mean
literally just standing in place crying and screaming for the whole
show.

kevin_hart Subject: Re: Candle Cove local kid’s
show?

maybe i’m manufacturing the memory because you said that, but i
swear to god i remember seeing what you described. they just
screamed.

Jaren_2005 Subject: Re: Candle Cove local kid’s
show?

Oh God. Yes. The little girl, Janice, I remember seeing her
shake. And the Skin-Taker screaming through his gnashing teeth, his
jaw careening so wildly I thought it would come off its wire
hinges. I turned it off and it was the last time I watched. I ran
to tell my brother and we didn’t have the courage to turn it back
on.

mike_painter65 Subject: Re: Candle Cove local kid’s
show?

i visited my mom today at the nursing home. i asked her about
when i was littel in the early 70s, when i was 8 or 9 and if she
remebered a kid’s show, candle cove. she said she was suprised i
could remember that and i asked why, and she said “because i used
to think it was so strange that you said ‘i’m gona go watch candle
cove now mom’ and then you would tune the tv to static and juts
watch dead air for 30 minutes. you had a big imagination with your
little pirate show.”










Chapter 9
Polybius



According to the story, an unheard-of new arcade
game appeared in several suburbs of Portland, Oregon in 1981,
something of a rarity at the time. The game, Polybius, proved to be
incredibly popular, to the point of addiction, and lines formed
around the machines, quickly followed by clusters of visits from
men in black. Rather than the usual marketing data collected by
company visitors to arcade machines, they collected some unknown
data, allegedly testing responses to the psychoactive machines. The
players themselves suffered from a series of unpleasant
side-effects, including amnesia, insomnia, nightmares, night
terrors, and even suicide in some versions of the legend. Some
players stopped playing video games, while it is reported that one
became an anti-gaming activist. The supposed creator of Polybius is
Ed Rotberg, and the company named in the urban legend is
Sinneslöschen (German for "sense-deletion"), often named as either
a secret government organization or a codename for Atari. The
gameplay is said to be similar to Tempest (a shoot 'em up game
utilizing vector graphics), while the game is said to contain
subliminal messages which would influence the action of anyone
playing it.

The origin of the legend is unknown. Some internet commentators
think it originated as a Usenet hoax. Other bloggers believe the
story is a true urban legend – one that grew out of exaggerated and
distorted tales of an early release version of Tempest that caused
problems with photosensitive epilepsy; the game was reported to
have caused motion sickness and vertigo, and was therefore
pulled.

Several people have claimed to have a ROM of the game, but none
of them have made it available for public scrutiny, a "lack of hard
evidence" situation typical of hoaxes and conspiracy theories.
Conflicting information is even circulated regarding the style or
genre of the game. Some sources claim it is a maze-style game,
while others describe it as an action space-fighter.

The first corroborated appearance of the game can be traced to
arcades in Portland, Oregon. It has been described as a
coin-operated arcade game with vector graphics and had strobe
lights built into the case which were used as backlighting for the
screen during gameplay. A curious fact is that it used a multitude
of very bright colors. While most games of the period consisted of
blocks of one standard color (PacMan yellow, Space Invaders green,
etc) - the game was described again and again by various players
and other people to witness it as "intensely psychedelic" and
"dream-like". What is particularly of interest is that these two
phrases crop up again and again when ex-players are asked to
describe the gameplay.

Perhaps the most unusual feature of the gameplay is that the
ship that the player commanded was static in the middle of the
screen while "the whole universe seems to be propelled around you".
Now, up to here nothing seems amiss. It sounds like everything that
we consider normal for an arcade video game of the time. The
mystery really begins after players began to reported bizarre
ailments such as; dizzy spells, rashes, mood swings, sudden
feelings of hopelessness and dread, epileptic seizures, memory
loss, feelings of nausea akin to motion sickness, auditory and
visual hallucinations, terrifying nightmares and even suicide
attempts.

Many also reported seeing "unsettling and distorted" or
"demonic-looking" faces (again this description is used by
ex-players across the country) staring during the game's loading
screen which disappeared once they were looked at. Furthermore,
players that were "in the zone" and were totally focused on the
game during the later levels, claim to have heard unintelligible
voices, screams or cries of pain or panic. A description which
again is mutually exclusive to the players of the game is that of
"a sobbing female voice" and such phrases like "Why did you hurt
me?" and "Stop… Please stop, I'm already dead", among the sampled
8-BIT sounds produced by the machine.

Another side effect that was very striking is as soon as the
game was over, the player felt an irresistible urge to play again,
sinking coin after coin into the machine. It was very addictive at
first but over time the players that have been interviewed all
describe developing an irrational, almost pathological, hatred
towards the game. The more the game was played, the more barbaric
hatred the player generated towards the machine and at the same
time, the ability to remember why they were so angry or even the
dynamics of the game, diminished to the point that the player
remembered virtually nothing of game bar the descriptions I have
quoted.

Many arcades owners confirmed that it was not unusual to see
"odd-looking" gentlemen in black suits monitoring and controlling
the machines. This spurned on suspicion and conspiracy theories
emerged that the mysterious men belonged to the U.S. Government,
were demonic entities or alien beings taking human form. This is
further fueled by the odd behavior of these men, their "gaunt" or
"pasty" appearance and each one of the owners which came into
contact with them described "an accent which I couldn't quite
place". One theory is that Atari had were approached by the US
Government and the company was tasked with performing covert
experiments on the younger sector of the population.

There are many reported ROMs available for download across the
internet, but not one has been verified as copy of the original
game by any of the past players. Yet it is curious that one ROM
which is available for downloaded contains a .txt file which
contains a code so you can activate or deactivate certain functions
of the game. However, the feelings of unease, mood swings and
uniformity of the descriptions of the elements of the game does not
occur. Perhaps it was something to do with the case of game; the
strobe-lights, the sounds and perhaps even subliminal messages
inserted during the frames of the game which created the disturbing
behavior so many have reported?

Only those who played the game at the time know if it really
existed or not and whether the horrors attributed to it were real
or just fabrications and rumors passed down over time… ..?

﻿










Chapter 10
Dead Bart



You know how Fox has a weird way of counting
Simpsons episodes? They refuse to count a couple of them, making
the amount of episodes inconsistent. The reason for this is a lost
episode from season 1.

Finding details about this missing episode is difficult, no one
who was working on the show at the time likes to talk about it.
From what has been pieced together, the lost episode was written
entirely by Matt Groening. During production of the first season,
Matt started to act strangely. He was very quiet, seemed nervous
and morbid. Mentioning this to anyone who was present results in
them getting very angry, and forbidding you to ever mention it to
Matt. I first heard of it at an event where David Silverman was
speaking. Someone in the crowd asked about the episode, and
Silverman simply left the stage, ending the presentation hours
early. The episode's production number was 7G06, the title was Dead
Bart. The episode labeled 7G06, Moaning Lisa, was made later and
given Dead Bart's production code to hide the latter's
existence.

In addition to getting angry, asking anyone who was on the show
about this will cause them to do everything they can to stop you
from directly communicating with Matt Groening. At a fan event, I
managed to follow him after he spoke to the crowd, and eventually
had a chance to talk to him alone as he was leaving the building.
He didn't seem upset that I had followed him, probably expected a
typical encounter with an obsessive fan. When I mentioned the lost
episode though, all color drained from his face and he started
trembling. When I asked him if he could tell me any details, he
sounded like he was on the verge of tears. He grabbed a piece of
paper, wrote something on it, and handed it to me. He begged me
never to mention the episode again. The piece of paper had a
website address on it, I would rather not say what it was, for
reasons you'll see in a second. I entered the address into my
browser, and I came to a site that was completely black, except for
a line of yellow text, a download link. I clicked on it, and a file
started downloading. Once the file was downloaded, my computer went
crazy, it was the worst virus I had ever seen. System restore
didn't work, the entire computer had to be rebooted. Before doing
this though, I copied the file onto a CD. I tried to open it on my
now empty computer, and as I suspected, there was an episode of The
Simpsons on it.

The episode started off like any other episode, but had very
poor quality animation. If you've seen the original animation for
Some Enchanted Evening, it was similar, but less stable. The first
act was fairly normal, but the way the characters acted was a
little off. Homer seemed angrier, Marge seemed depressed, Lisa
seemed anxious, Bart seemed to have genuine anger and hatred for
his parents.

The episode was about the Simpsons going on a plane trip, near
the end of the first act, the plane was taking off. Bart was
fooling around, as you'd expect. However, as the plane was about 50
feet off the ground, Bart broke a window on the plane and was
sucked out.

At the beginning of the series, Matt had an idea that the
animated style of the Simpsons' world represented life, and that
death turned things more realistic. This was used in this episode.
The picture of Bart's corpse was barely recognizable, they took
full advantage of it not having to move, and made an almost
photo-realistic drawing of his dead body.

Act one ended with the shot of Bart's corpse. When act two
started, Homer, Marge, and Lisa were sitting at their table,
crying. The crying went on and on, it got more pained, and sounded
more realistic, better acting than you would think possible. The
animation started to decay even more as they cried, and you could
hear murmuring in the background. The characters could barely be
made out, they were stretching and blurring, they looked like
deformed shadows with random bright colors thrown on them. There
were faces looking in the window, flashing in and out so you were
never sure what they looked like. This crying went on for all of
act two.

Act three opened with a title card saying one year had passed.
Homer, Marge, and Lisa were skeletally thin, and still sitting at
the table. There was no sign of Maggie or the pets.

They decided to visit Bart's grave. Springfield was completely
deserted, and as they walked to the cemetery the houses became more
and more decrepit. They all looked abandoned. When they got to the
grave, Bart's body was just lying in front of his tombstone,
looking just like it did at the end of act one.

The family started crying again. Eventually they stopped, and
just stared at Bart's body. The camera zoomed in on Homer's face.
According to summaries, Homer tells a joke at this part, but it
isn't audible in the version I saw, you can't tell what Homer is
saying.

The view zoomed out as the episode came to a close. The
tombstones in the background had the names of every Simpsons guest
star on them. Some that no one had heard of in 1989, some that
haven't been on the show yet. All of them had death dates on them.
For guests who died since, like Michael Jackson and George
Harrison, the dates were when they would die. The credits were
completely silent, and seemed handwritten. The final image was the
Simpson family on their couch, like in the intros, but all drawn in
hyper realistic, lifeless style of Bart's corpse.

A thought occurred to me after seeing the episode for the first
time, you could try to use the tombstones to predict the death of
living Simpsons guest stars, but there's something odd about most
of the ones who haven't died yet. All of their deaths are listed as
the same date.










Chapter 11
Squidward's Suicide



I want to start off by saying if you want an answer
at the end, prepare to be disappointed. There just isn't one. I was
an intern at Nickelodeon Studios for a year in 2005 for my degree
in animation. It wasn't paid of course, most internships aren't,
but it did have some perks beyond education. To adults it might not
seem like a big one, but most kids at the time would shit
themselves over it. Since I worked directly with the editors and
animators, I got to view the new episodes days before they aired.
I'll get right to it without giving too many unnecessary details.
They had very recently made the Spongebob movie and the entire
staff was somewhat sapped of creativity so it took them longer to
start up the season. But the delay lasted longer for more upsetting
reasons. There was a problem with the series 4 premier that set
everyone and everything back for several months. Me and two other
interns were in the editing room along with the lead animators and
sound editors for the final cut. We received the copy that was
supposed to be "Fear of a Krabby Patty" and gathered around the
screen to watch. Now, given that it isn't final yet animators often
put up a mock title card, sort of an inside joke for us, with
phony, often times lewd titles, such as "How sex doesn't work"
instead of "Rock-a-by-Bivalve" when Spongebob and Patrick adopt a
sea scallop. Nothing particularly funny but work related chuckles.
So when we saw the title card "Squidward's Suicide" we didn't think
it more than a morbid joke. One of the interns did a small throat
laugh at it. The happy-go-lucky music plays as is normal. The story
began with Squidward practicing his clarinet, hitting a few sour
notes like normal. We hear Spongebob laughing outside and Squidward
stops, yelling at him to keep it down as he has a concert that
night and needs to practice. Spongebob says okay and goes to see
Sandy with with Patrick. The bubbles splash screen comes up and we
see the ending of Squidward's concert. This is when things began to
seem off. While playing, a few frames repeat themselves, but the
sound doesn't (at this point sound is synced up with animation so
yes that's not common) but when he stops playing, the sound
finishes as if the skip never happened. There is slight murmuring
in the crowed before they begin to boo him. Not normal cartoon
booing that is common in the show, but you could very clearly hear
malice in it. Squidward's in full frame and looks visibly afraid.
The shot goes to the crowd, with Spongebob in center frame, and he
too is booing, very much unlike him. That isn't the oddest thing,
though. What is odd is everyone had hyper realistic eyes. Very
detailed. Clearly not shots of real people's eyes, but something a
bit more real than CGI. The pupils were red. Some of us looked at
each other, obviously confused, but since we weren't the writers we
didn't question its appeal to children, yet. The shot goes to
Squidward sitting on the edge of his bed, looking very forlorn. The
view out of his porthole window is of a night sky so it isn't very
long after the concert. The unsettling part is at this point there
is no sound. Literally no sound. Not even the feedback from the
speakers in the room. It's as if the speakers were turned off,
though their status showed them working perfectly. He just sat
there, blinking, in this silence for about 30 seconds, then he
started to sob softly. He put his hands (tentacles) over his eyes
and cried quietly for a full minute more, all the while a sound in
the background very slowly growing from nothing to barely audible.
It sounded like a slight breeze through a forest. The screen slowly
begins to zoom in on his face. By slow I mean it's only noticeable
if you look at shots 10 seconds apart side by side. His sobbing
gets louder, more full of hurt and anger. The screen then twitches
a bit, as if it twists in on itself, for a split second then back
to normal. The wind-through-the-trees sound gets slowly louder and
more severe, as if a storm is brewing somewhere. The eerie part is
this sound, and Squidward's sobbing, sounded real, as if the sound
wasn't coming from the speakers but as if the speakers were holes
the sound was coming through from the other side. As good as sound
as the studio likes to have, they don't purchase the equipment to
be that good to produce sound of that quality. Below the sound of
the wind and sobbing, very faint, something sounded like laughing.
It came at odd intervals and never lasted more than a second so you
had a hard time pinning it (we watched this show twice, so pardon
me if things sound too specific but I've had time to think about
them). After 30 seconds of this, the screen blurred and twitched
violently and something flashed over the screen, as if a single
frame was replaced. The lead animation editor paused and rewound
frame by frame. What we saw was horrible. It was a still photo of a
dead child. He couldn't have been more than 6. The face was mangled
and bloodied, one eye dangling over his upturned face, popped. He
was naked down to his underwear, his stomach crudely cut open and
his entrails laying beside him. He was laying on some pavement that
was probably a road. The most upsetting part was that there was a
shadow of the photographer. There was no crime tape, no evidence
tags or markers, and the angle was completely off for a shot
designed to be evidence. It would seem the photographer was the
person responsible for the child's death. We were of course
mortified, but pressed on, hoping that it was just a sick joke. The
screen flipped back to Squidward, still sobbing, louder than
before, and half body in frame. There was now what appeared to be
blood running down his face from his eyes. The blood was also done
in a hyper realistic style, looking as if you touched it you'd get
blood on your fingers. The wind sounded now as if it were that of a
gale blowing through the forest; there were even snapping sounds of
branches. The laughing, a deep baritone, lasting at longer
intervals and coming more frequently. After about 20 seconds, the
screen again twisted and showed a single frame photo. The editor
was reluctant to go back, we all were, but he knew he had to. This
time the photo was that of what appeared to be a little girl, no
older than the first child. She was laying on her stomach, her
barrettes in a pool of blood next to her. Her left eye was too
popped out and popped, naked except for underpants. Her entrails
were piled on top of her above another crude cut along her back.
Again the body was on the street and the photographer's shadow was
visible, very similar in size and shape to the first. I had to
choke back vomit and one intern, the only female in the room, ran
out. The show resumed. About 5 seconds after this second photo
played, Squidward went silent, as did all sound, like it was when
this scene started. He put his tentacles down and his eyes were now
done in hyper realism like the others were in the beginning of this
episode. They were bleeding, bloodshot, and pulsating. He just
stared at the screen, as if watching the viewer. After about 10
seconds, he started sobbing, this time not covering his eyes. The
sound was piercing and loud, and most fear inducing of all is his
sobbing was mixed with screams. Tears and blood were dripping down
his face at a heavy rate. The wind sound came back, and so did the
deep voiced laughing, and this time the still photo lasted for a
good 5 frames. The animator was able to stop it on the 4th and
backed up. This time the photo was of a boy, about the same age,
but this time the scene was different. The entrails were just being
pulled out from a stomach wound by a large hand, the right eye
popped and dangling, blood trickling down it. The animator
proceeded. It was hard to believe, but the next one was different
but we couldn't tell what. He went on to the next, same thing. He
want back to the first and played them quicker and I lost it. I
vomited on the floor, the animating and sound editors gasping at
the screen. The 5 frames were not as if they were 5 different
photos, they were played out as if they were frames from a video.
We saw the hand slowly lift out the guts, we saw the kid's eyes
focus on it, we even saw two frames of the kid beginning to blink.
The lead sound editor told us to stop, he had to call in the
creator to see this. Mr. Hillenburg arrived within about 15
minutes. He was confused as to why he was called down there, so the
editor just continued the episode. Once the few frames were shown,
all screaming, all sound again stopped. Squidward was just staring
at the viewer, full frame of the face, for about 3 seconds. The
shot quickly panned out and that deep voice said "DO IT" and we see
in Squidward's hands a shotgun. He immediately puts the gun in his
mouth and pulls the trigger. Realistic blood and brain matter
splatters the wall behind him, and his bed, and he flies back with
the force. The last 5 seconds of this episode show his body on the
bod, on his side, one eye dangling on what's left of his head above
the floor, staring blankly at it. Then the episode ends. Mr
Hillenburg is obviously angry at this. He demanded to know what the
hell was going on. Most people left the room at this point, so it
was just a handful of us to watch it again. Viewing the episode
twice only served to imprint the entirety of it in my mind and
cause me horrible nightmares. I'm sorry I stayed. The only theory
we could think of was the file was edited by someone in the chain
from the drawing studio to here. The CTO was called in to analyze
when it happened. The analysis of the file did show it was edited
over by new material. However, the timestamp of it was a mere 24
seconds before we began viewing it. All equipment involved was
examined for foreign software and hardware as well as glitches, as
if the time stamp may have glitched and showed the wrong time, but
everything checked out fine. We don't know what happened and to
this day nobody does. There was an investigation due to the nature
of the photos, but nothing came of it. No child seen was identified
and no clues were gathered from the data involved nor physical
clues in the photos. I never believed in unexplainable phenomena
before, but now that I have something happen and can't prove
anything about it beyond anecdotal evidence, I think twice about
things.

﻿










Chapter 12
Mereana Mordegard Glesgorv



There is a video on YouTube named Mereana Mordegard
Glesgorv. If you search this, you will find nothing. The few times
you find something, all you will see is a 20 second video of a man
staring intently at you, expressionless, then grinning for the last
2 seconds. The background is undefined. This is only part of the
actual video.

The full video lasts 2 minutes, and was removed by YouTube after
153 people who viewed the video gouged out their eyes and mailed
them to YouTube’s main office in San Bruno. Said people had also
committed suicide in various ways. It is not yet known how they
managed to mail their eyes after gouging them out. And the cryptic
inscription they carve on their forearms has not yet been
deciphered.

YouTube will periodically put up the first 20 seconds of the
video to quell suspicions, so that people will not go look for the
real thing and upload it. The video itself was only viewed by one
YouTube staff member, who started screaming after 45 seconds. This
man is under constant sedatives and is apparently unable to recall
what he saw. The other people who were in the same room as him
while he viewed it and turned off the video for him say that all
they could hear was a high pitched drilling sound. None of them
dared look at the screen.

The person who uploaded the video was never found, the IP
address being non-existant. And the man on the video has never been
identified.










Chapter 13
The Seinfeld Warning



It was this really weird episode that was supposed
to air sometime in mid season two, but they pulled it from the
schedule abruptly. They've actually been very good about keeping
this a secret; it can't seem to be found anywhere online, and
there's hardly any physical record of its existence. But I have a
buddy who used to work over at NBC and was close with Larry David.
He was around during the supposed filming of this episode. He
recalled Larry suddenly acting strangely during this time;
apparently, he was far more paranoid than usual and allowed no one
in the studio other than himself, Jerry, and Jason Alexander
(neither Elaine nor Kramer were even in this episode). But my
friend got an early cut from one of the cameramen and was able to
watch it before the tape could be destroyed. Now, he only watched
it once before NBC got to it, but this is what he could tell
me:

When it starts out, there's no opening with Jerry doing standup:
it just goes right to the apartment. This may just be because my
friend saw an early cut, but the picture quality is a little worse
than usual, and the sound doesn't quite sync up right. Jerry is in
his kitchen making a sandwich, and while he looks normal, there's
something "off" about him. All my friend could tell me was that
when you look at him (especially into his eyes) he seems human but
"foreign" somehow.

After a few minutes, George rings the doorbell. He comes in and
starts complaining about something, although the audio is so low
that you can hardly hear him. He's white as a sheet and looks more
distressed than usual, like something is seriously wrong. This goes
on for a few minutes, and after a while he's just babbling
incoherently before the picture cuts out.

The next act is just Jerry and George sitting on the couch, but
it's no longer in color. This time, they both look "foreign," not
just Jerry, and they're staring off blankly into space. They start
talking with the same low audio quality, but now it's impossible to
hear because the opening bass riff comes in suddenly and just
starts looping, making it so you can't hear anything else. But
Jerry seems to be in pain, and George is starting to sob.
Apparently, my buddy could just make out George saying something
like "don't let it through, don't let it come in" over and over
again. This just repeats until the episode ends. All the while, the
bass riff is getting more and more distorted, and after a few
minutes, it just abruptly cuts to some super high frequency square
wave.

I guess this made my friend nauseous, so he left the room to
vomit but came back as fast as he could so he wouldn't miss much.
Since it was close to the 22 minute mark already, the episode had
ended, but he caught a glimpse of the last image before the
credits: just a still, black and white extreme closeup of Jerry's
face. There was some very small text superimposed, but it seemed
like the end of a larger portion of text, since the words just said
"THEN IT WILL BE TOO LATE." I guess my friend tried to take the
tape with him, but an NBC exec confiscated and destroyed it before
he could leave the building.

﻿










Chapter 14
Pokemon Silver


WARNING: THE FOLLOWING CONTAINS COARSE LANGUAGE

 


You see, I am a simple college student living alone
in an apartment. I was very enthusiastic about the release of
HeartGold/SoulSilver on the states. I have purposely locked myself
out of all media and the internet aside for school purposes. That
means no 4chan, no /v/, no Bulbapedia, etc.

As I was busy with the school year and being a poorfag at the
time, I wasn’t able to buy SoulSilver on launch date. After my
school year ended, I ordered SoulSilver on Amazon (sorry, I’m not a
faggy pirate). However, it would take a week for it to arrive. I
decided that during that time, I replay my Crystal version on my
Gameboy Color.

However, I realized that long ago, my mom threw it away because
I told her the save went dead, and I was very upset about it then.
She also threw away my Silver version, so all I have is my Gameboy
Color. As such, I set out to Gamestop and bought a used Silver
version, as it’s the only Pokemon game left that they have for the
GBC. Ten dollars – fairly cheap despite it being Gamestop.

I went home and started it up for a nostalgia trip. However,
that’s where things started getting bizarre, and most likely the
reason why you read this.

The Gamefreak logo started up as normal, but it just froze
there. I thought the cart was just errored or something, so I
turned it off and on. The same thing happened. I tried pressing A
and Start over and over, and all of the buttons. Eventually, the
logo vanished and there was a black screen for about five seconds.
Suddenly, rather than going to the usual menu screen, I was already
in the game in a previous saved file, which was odd as I was
expecting all of these carts to have been wiped by the poor
battery. Either way, I wasn’t complaining, as I would have chosen
the “Continue” option to see what the previous guy did anyways.

First off, I checked his trainer information. His name was just
“…” – He didn’t have much originality.

I checked his profile and apparently he had 999:99 hours put
into the game, with all 16 badges, 999999 Pokedollars and all 251
Pokemon on the Pokedex.

Seeing as he apparently had Mew and Celebi logged also, I am
guessing he either used a Game Genie or is a really hardcore
Pokemon player back then.

I checked his Pokemon to see what badass team he has. To my
surprise, I saw 5 Unowns and a sixth Pokemon named “HURRY”. I’m
thinking that this must be some cruel joke by the person who last
played this game, but I decided to check the profiles of those
Pokemon anyways. As expected, they were different letters of Unown,
all Level 5. I was a bit shaky with my Unown alphabet at the time,
but I identified the word spelled out to be “LEAVE”.

As for the sixth Pokemon, it turned out to be a Cyndaquil (mind
you, this is before there were individualized Pokemon icons). The
Cyndaquil looked normal, but it was Level 5 with only 1 HP left
with only two attacks: “Leer” and “Flash”. I don’t know why they
named him “HURRY”, but at the time, I just disregarded it. The most
eerie thing was that, despite my volume being at max, none of the
Pokemon he had said their usual cries. Just pure silence.

Having enough of the team, I closed it. I was parked at what
appears to be a room inside Bellsprout Tower. However, for some
reason, there were no NPCs around. Even more eerie was that the
“pillar” in the middle didn’t move at all, as if just leaning on
its side. There was no music at all, and there was no exit or
ladder, or least I thought there wasn’t.

I walked around for a few minutes but can’t seem to find a way
out. This was certainly not a room I’ve seen in the Bellsprout
Tower before. I’ve tried checking my items for an Escape Rope, but
the bag was completely empty. There wasn’t any Wild Pokemon
either.

Finally, I’ve managed to find a ladder, which turned out to be
behind the “pillar”. The screen turned black and the music finally
started playing. I had a sudden chill, as I recognize that melody I
heard to be the theme you hear when you listened to the radio at
the Alph Ruins where the Unown are at.

I immediately realize that it wasn’t a loading transition, but
rather I was in a dark room and would need Flash. Before I took
care of that though, I immediately checked my Pokegear to change
the radio to something more pleasant, but it turns out that there
was no Radio card, or even a Phone nor Time cards. There was only a
Map card in which Gold (“…” from earlier, and I will call him Gold
from now on) was just walking in a midst of black.

I recall that Cyndaquil has Flash, so I turned off my Pokegear
and made Cyndaquil use Flash. I didn’t see any message saying
“HURRY has used Flash!” or anything like that. The room just became
lit just like that, and I soon regretted it. The room was a
chilling blood-red with a linear gray path heading south. The
ladder I used to go up/down was not there at all.

I had no choice but to head south. The screen got darker every
20 steps I made, until I finally made it to the end, which appears
to be a sign. I read the sign, which said “TURN BACK NOW”.

Suddenly, I was asked to answer YES/NO, but there was no
question asked. I chose YES as I do not know what it was asking,
and the screen went black again, making a “ladder climbed” sound.
The Unown Radio music stopped, and in a few seconds was replaced
with the not-as-creepy Poke Flute radio music.

I was in another dark room, but I held my breath and used Flash
again. Suddenly, it said that “HURRY has fainted!” which was odd
since I recall that there was no status conditions like Poison on
him, and I clearly wasn’t in a battle. I checked my Pokemon quickly
and suddenly he’s no longer in my party. In fact, after a bit of
investigating, none of my Pokemon are there, but instead all
replaced with Level 10 Unown. I did the same thing as before and
spelled out the Unown. My then team of Unown spelled “HEDIED”.

Either way, after that creepy change, the room was lit to reveal
myself in a very small room that appears to be only four squares
big. The walls of that room were gray bricks, as if I was inside
something that was hollowed out. Outside that room appears to be a
bunch of graves similar to the ones in Pokemon Red/Blue. I’ve
walked around that small room and pressed A but nothing
happened.

I’ve already concluded that this was clearly a hacked game and
some sadistic fuck sold it to Gamestop. However, my curiosity kept
me going. I checked the trainer profile of “…” again only to find
out that the sprite of Gold was missing his arms. He also seems to
appear less smug, but rather seems more sad and empty in a way that
I do not know how to describe. For some reason, it also now said
that he has 24 badges, which was clearly impossible.

After a few minutes of aimless wondering, my character suddenly
spun and did the Escape Rope spinning animation. Instead of flying
up though, my character spun downwards slowly, as if sinking.

After that screen, the music stopped. After finally landing, the
overworld sprite of Gold is colored differently now. Instead of the
usual red color he dons, he appears completely white now, including
his skin. It’s as if he came straight from the colorless Game Boy
games placed into a colored background of the Gameboy Color. I
checked his profile, and now, while now is as white as his
overworld sprite, he lost his legs and has what appears to be
bloody tears from his eyes. It also says he now has 32 badges,
which now starts to disturb me as this change of number seems to
represent something important.

I also checked my Pokemon, which this time contains 5 Unowns and
a Level 100 Celebi without a nickname. The Unown are this time
Leveled 15 and spelled out “DYING”. I checked the Celebi’s profile.
It was a shiny Celebi, except there’s only half of the sprite. One
leg, one arm, one eye. It only has one attack: “Perish Song”.

The area I was in itself was the Sprout Tower with the immobile
pillar as before, except everything is apparently red now. I walked
north for what felt like forever. Eventually, I finally encountered
some generic men and women NPC. They were all lined up to the side
just facing the long slantish pillar in the middle. They were also
white, and nothing happens when I try to speak to them. I kept on
going north until eventually the pillar finally appears chopped
off, with a transparent Red in that spot. I went up to Red and
without even pressing A, I was suddenly engaged and finally in a
battle.

The music starts again, which it sounds like the Unown Radio
music again, but played backwards. Gold’s battle backsprite matches
his front one with the bloody eyes, white skin, and lack of arms,
while Red’s sprite was the same as before in GSC except
transparent. The text simply said “wants to battle!” as if he has
no name, and both of us only have one Pokemon each, which is weird
as I swear I had six with the Unowns. My shiny Celebi came out,
conveniently with half-a-sprite for the back sprite also. The
“Shiny” noise and animation was different, as the sounds it made
sound like multiple “Screech” attacks used consecutively. Red sent
out a seemingly normal male Pikachu, except he is Level 255 and his
sprite seems sad and has tears in his eyes.

Rather than the usual “FIGHT/ITEM/PKMN/RUN” menu, I was only
given the option to use the Attacks. Since Celebi only has one, I
chose it. Naturally, since Pikachu was Level 255, he went
first.

“PIKACHU used CURSE!”, lowering his Speed and increasing his
other Stats. I’m not even sure if Pikachu could even use Curse.

“CELEBI used PERISH SONG!” In three turns, both Pokemon get KO’d
– not like I have a choice.

At this point, it didn’t even go back to the Fight menu, as the
battle just continued without me. Also note that there was no
animations at all for some reason.

“PIKACHU used FLAIL!”, which didn’t do much damage despite his
Level and boost as his health was maxed.

“CELEBI used Perish Song!” Nothing happens as it was already
used.

“PIKACHU used FRUSTRATION!”, which did a shitton of damage,
knocking Celebi down to less than 10 HP.

“CELEBI used Pain Split!”, which surprised me as Celebi didn’t
even have that attack in the first place. Now Celebi and Pikachu
have about 150 HP.

“PIKACHU used MEAN LOOK!” Not like that did anything.

As expected, due to the effects of Perish Song, my Celebi
fainted. Except in the text, it said “CELEBI has died!” and instead
of the ordinary drop off the screen animation, the CELEBI
backsprite just vanished. For some reason, the Pikachu was still up
even with Perish Song and it didn’t count as my lost. Pikachu used
one more different attack beyond the 5 attack limit:

“PIKACHU used DESTINY BOND!”

Afterwards, it said “PIKACHU has died!”, with a slow fade-out
animation. Apparently, I was the winner, as the transparent Red
Sprite showed up and said “……….”

At that point, I just freaked out, as that transparent Red
sprite was suddenly beheaded, leaving nothing but his transparent
body. The battle then ended at that point and faded out along with
the music.

I’m back in the overworld, with another change to the Gold
sprite – he’s now as transparent as Red’s overworld sprite. I
quickly checked Gold’s profile, where this time the only thing
remains of him is his head, with a transparent skin. The head was
zoomed in a bit, showing a black void in his eyes. It now stated
that he now has 40 badges. I then backed out and checked my
Pokemon. They were all Level 20 Shiny Unown, which when spelled
out, read “NOMORE”.

I was at what I now know is next to the end. There was
apparently no music playing, but for some reason I still felt like
something was there that could be heard. I was back in my room in
New Bark Town. Maybe finally I get to play this game properly, but
who am I kidding. I knew that sadistic fuck must have done
something. I “walked” around my room to interact with things, as
I’m a bit afraid to go down the stairs to see what was awaiting
down there. Note I said “walked”, as while the background was
moving, Gold was not moving his transparent limbs at all while
doing so, just floating like those ghosts you see in
Diamond/Pearl.

As expected, the radio, computer, and TV did not work, so I had
no choice but to go down the stairs. I ended up in the same lower
level room of my house. Everything appears normal, except mom isn’t
home. After failing to interact with anything in this room, I
decided to go outside. To my surprised, that door leading outside
at the south didn’t work, and instead I just walk straight through
it to a void. I continued moving south to see what the fuck was
going on. My house vanishes as I head south into the void. It was
creepy as when I entered the void, the outline on Gold’s
transparent sprite turned white to contrast with the pitch black.
Eventually, I reached a white area and Gold’s sprite turned black
and transparent again. I continued south without thinking of
stopping at all.

After a long trek south, I finally encountered something. It was
GOLD’s regular sprite. I talked to it. He said “Good bye forever
….” (notably with a space in between the forever and ….), and
vanished. As that happened, it said “??? used NIGHTMARE” which at
that point, I would not deny that being possible. Gold did another
Escape Rope animation spinning slowly downwards like before.

I’m now back into that small hollowed-out room surrounded by
graves earlier. Or at least I say I was back there, as there’s no
sprite anymore. I tried to walk around but nothing moved – not even
wall bumping noise. I checked my trainer profile with absolutely no
Gold sprite left. It said I have 0 badges and all the pictures of
the Johto Gym Leaders at the bottom were replaced with skulls.

I checked my Pokemon, which were all Level 25 Unown. As
expected, it spelled out a phrase that I dared to read.
“IMDEAD”

As soon as I went back to the overworld, the room I supposedly
was in was then covered with the same blocks as the walls. I then
figured out what exactly that room was when the final text was
said: “R.I.P. …”

That room was a big grave, surrounded by other grave. Gold has
already been dead. He died presumably a few years after he defeated
Red.

He was a young trainer who, despite his efforts in collecting so
many badges and attempts at becoming a Pokemon master, was still
unable to avoid the inevitable fate of death, and his efforts were
eventually forgotten by the next generation.

I was unable to escape from that text no matter what I pressed.
I tried resetting the game, and the same thing happened, at which I
then finally decided to give up on that horrible nightmare.

After that experience, I will never look at the “gimmick” Unown the
same way again. They say that only the first generation have folk
tales and legends, but the second generation have shown me how
unpleasant the truth can be. I eventually enjoyed SoulSilver
immensely, but I still can’t unthink what that rigged game have
told me.










Chapter 15
The Grifter



the_solipsist !wYl0Ob/Jlo created the
initial thread on August 10, 2009, asking if any users of /x/ had
heard of or seen a video known as The Grifter. He claimed
that the video had disturbed him greatly, "like it ruined something
deep down within [his] soul". He then, by his own later admission,
posted anonymous replies validating his claims that the video had
existed, and also claimed that the video had emerged in 2008 on
4chan's /x/ and had been quickly buried by people who felt it too
disturbing to share. In addition, other posters unknown to him
"acting in the interest of [his] efforts" corroborated the story,
saying they, too, had seen the video. Soon after, the thread became
a flurry of debate on whether or not the video existed and where a
link to it could be found. Later that day, the_solipsist produced
the now-famous image featuring a screencap of the thread and three
images purported to be from The Grifter video, which was quickly
posted on 4chan's /b/ and several other boards through the
internet, igniting The Grifter story into full-fledged
mayhem.

In a follow-up thread, another poster, probably
the_solipsist himself posting anonymously, wrote this, which
quickly became the most commonly cited synopsis of the video
(errors in original):

"it was posted back in 2007-8 under some foreign link, the
OP basically posted the link stating how fucked up it was. It was
real grainy, from what i remember it showed strange images, like a
bathtub full of writhing maggots, haunting paintings from old times
melting, random forests,flashing colors, text in a different
language (from what i remember) all while a strange voice played
which sounded like a strange murmurer, if you've seen the 'there is
nothing' video, it was like that voice but more indistinguishable.
Then the graininess lifted a little, and there was a video of a
small puppy being held up by it's neck, it was moving like in pain
but it's cries where like a human child's, it then cut to a nursery
with lots of cradles all the children where still in the cots,
presumed dead, it walked over to one of the cots, and one of the
newborns raised up a little, began to cry, and bled from the eyes
and mouth. then another shot of a basement (like the original
picture) with a malformed hand disappearing into it blood stained.
Lastly it showed more text (someone 'stated' it said 'you're race
is one that is dying') with an image of a plant rotting very
quickly, close ups of corpses. and what i can only describe as
'real' cases of exorcism and demonic possession, which clearly have
never been seen outside the said country of origin. while this seen
plays, the voice that was talking fairly calmly, breaks out into
screams of intense pain and suffering, which is just as deeply
chilling as the initial shock. The creepy, radio like murmuring
voice is talking throughout the whole video."

﻿










Chapter 16
The Curious Case of Smile.jpg



I first met in person with Mary E. in the summer of
2007. I had arranged with her husband of fifteen years, Terence, to
see her for an interview. Mary had initially agreed, since I was
not a newsman but rather an amateur writer gathering information
for a few early college assignments and, if all went according to
plan, some pieces of fiction. We scheduled the interview for a
particular weekend when I was in Chicago on unrelated business, but
at the last moment Mary changed her mind and locked herself in the
couple’s bedroom, refusing to meet with me. For half an hour I sat
with Terence as we camped outside the bedroom door, I listening and
taking notes while he attempted fruitlessly to calm his wife. The
things Mary said made little sense but fit with the pattern I was
expecting: though I could not see her, I could tell from her voice
that she was crying, and more often than not her objections to
speaking with me centered around an incoherent diatribe on her
dreams — her nightmares. Terence apologized profusely when we
ceased the exercise, and I did my best to take it in stride; recall
that I wasn’t a reporter in search of a story, but merely a curious
young man in search of information. Besides, I thought at the time,
I could perhaps find another, similar case if I put my mind and
resources to it.

Mary E. was the sys-op for a small Chicago-based Bulletin Board
System in 1992 when she first encountered smile.jpg and her life
changed forever. She and Terence had been married for only five
months. Mary was one of an estimated 400 people who saw the image
when it was posted as a hyperlink on the BBS, though she is the
only one who has spoken openly about the experience. The rest have
remained anonymous, or are perhaps dead. In 2005, when I was only
in tenth grade, smile.jpg was first brought to my attention by my
burgeoning interest in web-based phenomena; Mary was the most often
cited victim of what is sometimes referred to as “Smile.dog,” the
being smile.jpg is reputed to display. What caught my interest
(other than the obvious macabre elements of the cyber-legend and my
proclivity toward such things) was the sheer lack of information,
usually to the point that people don’t believe it even exists other
than as a rumor or hoax.

It is unique because, though the entire phenomenon centers on a
picture file, that file is nowhere to be found on the internet;
certainly many photo-manipulated simulacra litter the web, showing
up with the most frequency on sites such as the imageboard 4chan,
particularly the /x/-focused paranormal subboard. It is suspected
these are fakes because they do not have the effect the true
smile.jpg is believed to have, namely sudden onset temporal lobe
epilepsy and acute anxiety. This purported reaction in the viewer
is one of the reasons the phantom-like smile.jpg is regarded with
such disdain, since it is patently absurd, though depending on whom
you ask the reluctance to acknowledge smile.jpg’s existence might
be just as much out of fear as it is out of disbelief.

Neither smile.jpg nor Smile.dog is mentioned anywhere on
Wikipedia, though the website features articles on such other,
perhaps more scandalous shocksites as ****** (hello.jpg) or
2girls1cup; any attempt to create a page pertaining to smile.jpg is
summarily deleted by any of the encyclopedia’s many admins.

Encounters with smile.jpg are the stuff of internet legend. Mary
E.’s story is not unique; there are unverified rumors of smile.jpg
showing up in the early days of Usenet and even one persistent tale
that in 2002 a hacker flooded the forums of humor and satire
website Something Awful with a deluge of Smile.dog pictures,
rendering almost half the forum’s users at the time epileptic. It
is also said that in the mid-to-late 90s that smile.jpg circulated
on Usenet and as an attachment of a chain email with the subject
line “SMILE!! GOD LOVES YOU!” Yet despite the huge exposure these
stunts would generate, there are very few people who admit to
having experienced any of them and no trace of the file or any link
has ever been discovered.

Those who claim to have seen smile.jpg often weakly joke that
they were far too busy to save a copy of the picture to their hard
drive. However, all alleged victims offer the same description of
the photo: A dog-like creature (usually described as appearing
similar to a Siberian husky), illuminated by the flash of the
camera, sits in a dim room, the only background detail that is
visible being a human hand extending from the darkness near the
left side of the frame. The hand is empty, but is usually described
as “beckoning.” Of course, most attention is given to the dog (or
dog-creature, as some victims are more certain than others about
what they claim to have seen). The muzzle of the beast is reputedly
split in a wide grin, revealing two rows of very white, very
straight, very sharp, very human-looking teeth.

﻿










Chapter 17
The Holders



The Holder of The
End

In any city, in any country, go to any mental institution or
halfway house you can get yourself to. When you reach the front
desk, ask to visit someone who calls himself "The Holder of the
End". Should a look of child-like fear come over the worker's face,
you will then be taken to a cell in the building. It will be in a
deep, hidden section of the building. All you will hear is the
sound of someone talking to themselves echoing throughout the
halls. It is in a language that you will not understand, but your
very soul will feel unspeakable fear.

Should the talking stop at any time, stop and quickly say aloud,
"I'm just passing through, I wish to talk." If you still hear
silence, flee. Leave; don't stop for anything, don't go home, don't
stay at an inn, just keep moving, sleeping wherever your body
drops. You will know in the morning if you've escaped
successfully.

If the voice in the hall returns after you utter those words,
continue on. Upon reaching the cell, all you will see is a
windowless room with a single man huddled in the corner, still
talking endlessly and cradling something. The man will only respond
to one question: "What happens when they all come together?"

The man will then stare intently into your eyes and answer your
question in horrifying detail. Many go mad in that very cell;
others disappear soon after the encounter, and still others end
their lives. But most do the worst thing, and look upon the object
in the person's hands. You, too, will be tempted. Be warned that if
you do, your death will be one of cruelty and unrelenting
horror.

Your death will be in that room, by that person's hands.

That object is 1 of 538. They must never come together.
Never.

The Holder of The
Beginning

In any city, in any country, go to any mental institution or
halfway house you can get yourself to. When you reach the front
desk, ask to visit someone who calls herself "The Holder of the
Beginning." A small smile will work its way over the person's
mouth, almost as if to say, "You fool.”

You will then be taken down a hallway, seemingly leading out
into a place it shouldn't. Physically, this place shouldn't exist
anywhere in the institution, yet it does. The hall will be forever
silent, even if you try to make noise. Screams will die before
leaving your mouth, and footsteps will be muffled. Your guide will
simply point to the door.

If you enter, you will find a cozy room full of a pleasant yet
unidentifiable perfume. In the center of the room, you will see a
beautiful woman holding her arms as if cradling something; further
inspection will reveal that she is, in fact, holding nothing at
all. This room will remain just as silent as the hallway you just
left, no matter how hard you try. The only exception is for you to
ask one question: "Why were they separated?" The woman will then
explain, in excruciating detail, every horrific event in history,
every beating, every war, and every rape. No travesty in the
history of the universe will escape your ears. When she finishes,
all will fall silent. It is up to you to do what you will with this
information.

That woman is Object 2 of 538. It is up to you if they should be
joined or not.

The
Holder of Eternity

In any city, in any country, go to any mental institution or
halfway house you can get yourself to. When you reach the front
desk, ask to visit someone who calls himself "The Holder of
Eternity." A sigh might escape the worker as they look upon you
with the utmost pity. They will take you down a flight of stairs
into what should be the basement of the building, yet isn't.

As you press deeper and deeper into the underbelly of the
institution, you will begin to hear a chorus of screams. At first
it will be barely audible, as if originating from a point a great
distance away, but the closer you get to the end of the hallway,
the louder it will become until it drones so loudly that it seems
to consume all other noises. Soon the din will become so painful
that you will feel the unrelenting urge to claw at your own ears to
escape it; it is advisable to resist this impulse, or else it will
be impossible to complete your quest. The worker will show you a
door, covering both their ears as they do so. As swiftly as they
can, they will unlock the door and run, leaving you alone in this
cramped, dark hallway.

This will be your last chance to run. If you decide to continue,
open the door; the piercing wail will then end abruptly, leaving
your ears ringing. The room you will enter will be coated in an
almost tangible, all-consuming darkness but for the far end of the
room. There, manacled to the wall, is an emaciated figure, covered
in raw lashes. He will stare directly at you, with a maniacal grin
plastered to his face despite festering wounds and a scalpel still
half-protruding from his chest. Now will be your only chance to
save yourself, and the only way is to ask, "Who created them?”

He will cackle in a manner befitting the death throes of an
animal before responding. His will be the most horrific tale you
have ever heard, beyond such primitive concepts as pain and death.
It will delve deep into the very essence of evil; those of weak
mind go mad at the man's story, so remain strong, no matter how
fragile your mind may feel.

When he finishes, it will be up to you to end this man's life,
releasing his terrible burden. Remove the scalpel and he will
shudder once in agony before falling silent… forever.

That scalpel is Object 3 of 538. It is up to you if the rest
should be protected or destroyed.

The Holder of
Nothing

In any city, in any country, go to any mental institution or
halfway house you can get yourself to. When you reach the front
desk, ask to visit someone who calls himself "The Holder of
Nothing." Should a look of sheer, primal disgust mar the worker's
expression, you will then be taken to a separate building, one that
appears to be an old, wooden outhouse. Inside will be a seemingly
endless corridor far, far longer than the length of the
outhouse.

The corridor will be completely silent. Attempting to make any
sound at the wrong time is a grievous, lamentable mistake. You will
notice the lights in the corridor getting brighter and brighter as
you make your way down towards the end, soon you will be blinded by
their brilliance. If at any point the lights go out, quickly shout
out, "No! Stop! What you are doing is wrong!" while backing away.
If the lights do not come back on, bolt for the door you came in
through. It should still be open; hopefully you aren't far enough
down the hallway for it to close on you. If it does close, an
eternity in hell would be far preferable to what you will
suffer.

If the lights come back on, continue walking down the corridor.
At the end of the hall will lie a single cell; the worker will open
the door for you while glaring at you in disgust. Inside the cell
will be a mad pastiche of colors, arranged in several
harlequin-like formations. You must not be distracted by them, for
at the center of a room is a naked young woman, slathered in blood
and bound by strips of human sinew. If you take your eyes off her
even for a moment, she will completely and totally destroy you. She
will only respond to one question: "What were they when they were
one?"

She will then stare into your eyes and speak the answer in
incredible detail. It will be unlike anything you have ever heard;
you will be on the verge of both ecstasy and agony at her mere
words. It is not uncommon for a Seeker to lose themselves in the
euphoria. The worst thing you can do, however, is look upon the
tattoo on her chest. Your mind will tempt you to gaze upon it, but
you must resist. If you do not, and foolishly set eyes upon it, you
will fall victim to her horrifying powers. She will flay you alive
and add your mutilated flesh to her bindings, and you will remain
trapped with her, fully conscious, for the rest of time.

That tattoo is Object 4 of 538. They desire to be one again, but
they mustn't.

The Holder of
Light

In any city, in any country, go to any mental institution or
halfway house you can get yourself to. When you reach the front
desk, close your eyes and ask to visit someone who calls himself
"The Holder of Light.” You will be guided to a single door leading
to a long, winding hallway. You will be told to open your eyes. The
hallway will be pitch black, narrow enough only for you to feel the
walls and move yourself forward.

If, at any moment along the way, the hall is suddenly bathed in
light, shut your eyes immediately and quickly make your way back to
the door you came in through. If your eyes stay open for more than
a second, what you see will force you to instinctively tear them
out.

If the lights stay off long enough for you to navigate the
entire corridor, you will reach another door. If you can see any
light escaping from the crack beneath the door, flee immediately,
for what you seek is not there. If no light can be seen under the
door, carefully turn the handle and enter.

The room beyond will be completely dark aside from a single,
dimly-lit candle in the center. What little light it issues will
reveal the outline of a cloaked figure huddled over it. The man
underneath the cloak will seem to remain perfectly still. There is
only one question that the man will respond to: “What can protect
us from them?” Say anything else and the man will tear out your
eyes and devour your soul; you will then be forced to take his
place under the cloak for the rest of eternity.

If you ask the above question, a piercing scream will ring out
from the candle and a series of lights will illuminate the room,
revealing images of the most horrifying thoughts, fantasies and
memories from all consciousness throughout history. Most people
cannot handle this event; they will either go insane or die
instantly. However, if you should somehow manage to survive the
ordeal, the cloaked man will rise slowly and put his hands to your
head. You will be forced to gaze upon his face. He looks like a
young man, but his eyes are merely empty sockets. At this point you
must not look away, lest you be stranded in this room, forever
forgotten in time. He will then open your hand and place a small,
round object into your right hand. From this point on you will feel
no pain (unless you are in the process of obtaining another Object,
for the pain you feel then is nowhere close to normal), but the
horrifying images you witnessed in that room will be burned into
your memory for all eternity.

The eye you hold in your hand is Object 5 of 538. The awakening
has begun; they must not be brought together.

The Holder of
Song

In any city, in any country, go to any mental institution or
halfway house you can get yourself to. When you reach the front
desk, ask to visit someone who calls herself "The Holder of Song.”
You will then be guided to a single door leading to a long, winding
staircase. It will spiral higher than the building stands; at the
top is a door that opens into a hallway.

A sudden wave of heat will wash over you upon opening the door.
Proceed down the hall; eventually you will feel much colder. You
must then stand perfectly still and make no sound. If you hear a
baby crying, turn and run. No harm will befall you, but the baby's
cry will follow you wherever you go. If you hear it for the rest of
your life, count yourself lucky; if and when it stops, your
firstborn child will die.

If there is no cry and the heat returns, proceed to the door at
the end of the hall and open it. The room beyond will be awash in
green light. In the center will be an old woman turning a music box
that produces no sound. Her legs have both been severed at the
knees. When you speak to her, you must look her in the eyes. She
hides a spear fashioned from the bones of her legs; break eye
contact, and she will impale you with it and leave you, in
seemingly unending agony, to bleed to death. She will respond to
only one question: "What was the song they used to play?"

The old woman will begin to sing. The song will be in a
different language, but the melody will be the most beautiful you
have ever heard; peace and serenity will wash over your mind, body,
and soul. Suddenly, without warning, you will be able to see, in
vivid detail, the image of carefree children playing and singing,
innocent as can be. Though the scene seems peaceful and jubilant,
it will eventually take a horribly sinister turn. The children will
begin to fight each other. Soon, they will start to kill each other
in the most brutal ways imaginable. They will impale each other on
wooden poles, disembowel each other with sharp rocks, and even rip
flesh from bone with their bare hands. The image will then show
these children, now merely tattered doppelgangers of themselves,
spreading death and destruction more horrific than you could ever
imagine. You will see a naked boy, drenched in blood, singing with
delight as he runs through a hellish wasteland, pursued by
unspeakable monsters. They will overtake him and utterly destroy
him, the song still issuing forth from his shredded lips all the
while. Despite these scenes of horror and brutality, you will
remain calm and peaceful all the while, though you will not know
why.

When these horrific visions end, an intense pain will stab at
your chest. Your heart will feel like it is about to explode.
Still, you must not break eye-contact with the old woman, for to do
so would invite such horrors upon yourself that an exploding heart
would be comparable to Paradise. If you remain steadfast in your
gaze, the pain will eventually cease. The woman will stand up
(though you will know not how) and place the music box in your
hands.

The music box is Object 6 of 538. When its song plays again,
they will all come together.

The
Holder of the Path

In any city, in any country, go to any mental institution or
halfway house you can get yourself to. When you reach the front
desk, ask to visit someone who calls himself "The Holder of the
Path." The worker will try his best to keep a look of indifference
on his face while handing you a key which, as he will explain,
belongs to an unused supply closet in the building (if only it were
that simple). Upon locating and unlocking the correct door, you
will find a narrow, winding road suspended in an endless void, only
occasionally disrupted by the massive outlines of things best left
undescribed.

To fall off the path is to be thrown out of reality itself. A
nightmarish eternity of inconceivable horror awaits anyone who
either stumbles into the void by their own error or is dragged off
the path by the timeless monstrosities that reside on the outskirts
of creation. If you should ever feel as if you are being watched
while traveling through this piece of oblivion, the best chance you
have is to immediately freeze in place and hold your breath.
Continue to do so until either your audience loses interest or
moves in to claim you. If the latter should occur, feel free to
scream as hard as you want, though your screams will fall on deaf
ears.

Eventually the path will end at a door; upon opening it, you
will find a small, dirt-caked room. Propped up against the far wall
will be a heavily emaciated corpse; what‘s left of its skin has
long since blackened with necrosis. There will be nothing else
unusual about it unless you approach it and ask one question: "How
did they acquire guardians?"

If said line is spoken, the “corpse” will begin to stir. A
subtle red glow will emanate from its eye sockets as it lifts its
head and begins to whisper the long and macabre history of the
Holders. It will speak of unholy pacts and unspeakable atrocities.
Within time, its tale will touch upon every form of evil known to
man or God (and then a few more). Furthermore, if given the title
of any Holder, it will reveal its history and the meaning of the
object that it protects.

Well, almost any Holder. You see, it will never go into detail
about itself. This is because the ghoul hopes that its visitor will
not question why it seems to be lacking an Object. Truth be told,
its Object was somehow sealed inside its skull, and the ominous
glow from within its eye sockets is actually the shining light of
the Object trapped inside.

That is Object 7 of 538. Its Holder will do anything to keep you
away from it.

The Holder of
Wealth

In any city, in any country, go to any mental institution or
halfway house you can get yourself to. When you reach the front
desk, ask to visit someone who calls himself "The Holder of
Wealth." The worker will raise one eyebrow, as if puzzled by your
request. Ask a second time, and the worker will shrug and take you
across the street, where an opulent mansion awaits. This mansion
was not there when you started your quest, but it's best that you
not preoccupy yourself with the mansion's origin. Its owner would
rather not scare you away.

Inside the front door will lie a grand staircase, spiraling up
across the foyer. The walls will be covered with fine paintings,
and a large marble statue will rest on a pedestal by the base of
the stairs. The statue's Eldridge features will evoke an image of a
truly horrific beast, at once both alien and evil. Admire it all
you want, but don't touch it, unless you wish to awaken this
starved monster.

Ascend the staircase. As long as you touch nothing, you will be
in no danger. Don't panic. At the top of the stairs will be a
small, unassuming wooden door. It will open for you, so long as you
are not afraid.

You should see a man with a pointed goatee and short, cropped,
gelled hair standing behind a large desk of what will appear to be
mahogany. His suit will appear to be made of both human flesh and
Italian silk. He may speak, and at great length. He will talk about
his amazingly beautiful house and the lovely statue of his
concubine resting downstairs. Do not interrupt him, and do not
answer any questions he may ask. When he is finished, steel
yourself and confidently ask, "May I have my salary?"

He will proceed to explain to you, in great detail, the value of
life. He will talk of things worse than death, and he will tell you
exactly what he expects you to do. The fabulous interior of the
room will rot away, and the floor will turn from French weave to
feces. His own appearance will become unimaginably cyclopean and
horrendous. He will then fish out a small bank note from the inside
of his human suit and hand it to you.

That note is Object 8 of 538. Its Holder is counting on you to
spend it.










Chapter 18
Majora



I recently moved into my dorm room starting as a Sophomore
in college and a friend of mine gave me his old Nintendo 64 to
play. I was stoked, to say the least, I could finally play all of
those old games of my youth that I hadn't touched in at least a
decade. His Nintendo 64 came with one yellow controller and a
rather shoddy copy of Super Smash Brothers, and while beggars can't
be choosers, needless to say it didn't take long until I became
bored of beating up LVL 9 CPUs.

 

That weekend I decided to drive around a few neighborhoods
about twenty minutes or so off campus, hitting up the local garage
sales, hoping to score on some good deals from ignorant parents). I
ended up picking up a copy of Pokemon Stadium, Goldeneye (fuck
yeah), F-Zero, and two other controllers for two dollars.
Satisfied, I began to drive out of the neighborhood when one last
house caught my attention. I still have no idea why it did, there
were no cars there and only one table was set up with random junk
on it, but something sort of drew me there. I usually trust my gut
on these things so I got out of the car and I was greeted by an old
man. His outward appearance was, for lack of a better word,
displeasing. It was odd, if you asked me to tell you why I thought
he was displeasing, I couldn't really pinpoint anything - there was
just something about him that put me on edge, I can't explain it.
All I can tell you is that if it wasn't in the middle of the
afternoon and there were other people within shouting distance, I
would not have even thought of approaching this man.

 

He flashed a crooked smiled at me and asked what I was
looking for, and immediately I noticed that he must be blind in one
of his eyes; his right eye had that "glazed over" look about it. I
forced myself to look to his left eye instead, trying not to
offend, and asked him if he had any old videogames.

 

I was already wondering how I could politely excuse myself
from the situation when he would tell me he had no idea what a
videogame was, but to my surprise he said he had a few ones in an
old box. He assured me he'd be back in a "jiffy" and turned to head
back into the garage. As I watched him hobble away, I couldn't help
but notice what he was selling on his table. Littered across his
table were rather… peculiar paintings; various artworks that looked
like ink blots that a psychiatrist might show you. Curious, I
looked through them - it was obvious why no one was visiting this
guy's garage sale, these weren't exactly aesthetically pleasing. As
I came to the last one, for some reason it looked almost like
Majora's Mask - the same heart-shaped body with little spikes
protruding outward. Initially I just thought that since I was
secretly hoping to find that game at these garage sales, some
Freudian bullshit was projecting itself into the ink blots, but
given the events that happened afterward I'm not so sure now. I
should have asked the man about it. I wish I would have asked the
man about it.

 

After staring at the Majora-shaped blot, I looked up and
the old man was suddenly there again, arms-length in front of me,
smiling at me. I'll admit I jumped out of reflex and I laughed
nervously as he handed me a Nintendo 64 cartridge. It was the
standard gray color, except that someone had written Majora on it
in black permanent marker. I got butterflies in my stomach as I
realized what a coincidence this was and asked him how much he
wanted for it.

 

The old man smiled at me and told me that I could have it
for free, that it used to belong to a kid who was about my age that
didn't live here anymore. There was something weird about how the
man phrased that, but I didn't really pay any attention to then, I
was too caught up in not only finding this game but getting it for
free.

 

I reminded myself to be a bit skeptical since this looked
like a pretty shady cartridge and there's no guarantee it would
work, but then the optimist inside me interjected that maybe it was
some kind of beta version or pirated version of the game and that
was all I needed to be back on cloud nine. I thanked the man and
the man smiled at me and wished me well, saying "Goodbye then!" -
at least that's what it sounded like to me. All the way in the
car-ride home, I had a nagging doubt that the man had said
something else. My fears were confirmed when I booted up the game
(to my surprise it worked just fine) and there was one save file
named simply "BEN". "Goodbye Ben", he was saying "Goodbye Ben". I
felt bad for the man, obviously a grandparent and obviously going
senile, and I - for some reason or another - reminded him of his
grandson "Ben".

 

Out of curiosity I looked at the save file. Eyeballing it,
I could tell that he was pretty far in the game - he had almost all
of the masks and 3/4 remains of the bosses. I noticed that he had
used an owl statue to save his game, he was on Day 3 and by the
Stone Tower Temple with hardly an hour left before the moon would
crash. I remember thinking that it was a shame that he had come so
close to beating the game but he never finished it. I made a new
file named "Link" out of tradition and started the game, ready to
relive my childhood.

 

For such a shady looking game cartridge, I was impressed
at how smoothly it ran - literally just like a retail copy of the
game save for a few minor hiccups here and there (like textures
being where they shouldn't be, random flashes of cutscenes at odd
intervals, but nothing too bad). However the only thing that was a
little unnerving was that at times the NPCs would call me "Link"
and at other times they would call me "BEN". I figured it was just
a bug - a fluke in the programming causing our files to get mixed
up or something. It did kind of creep me out though after a while,
and it was around after I had beaten the Woodfall Temple that I
regrettably went into the save files and deleted "BEN" (I had
intended to preserve the file just out of respect of the game's
original owner, it's not like I needed two files anyway), hoping
that that would solve the problem. It did and it didn't, now NPCs
wouldn't call me anything, where my name should be in the dialog
there was just a blank space (my save file name was still called
"Link", though). Frustrated, and with homework to do, I put the
game down for a day.

 

I started playing the game again last night, getting the
Lens of Truth and working my way towards completing the Snowhead
Temple. Now, some of you more hardcore Majora's Mask players know
about the "4th Day" glitch - for those who don't you can Google it
but the gist of it is that right as the clock is about to hit
00:00:00 on the final day, you talk to the astronomer and look
through the telescope. If you time it right the countdown
disappears and you essentially have another day to finish whatever
you were doing. Deciding to do the glitch to try and finish the
Snowhead Temple, I happened to get it right on the first try and
the time counter at the bottom disappeared.

 

However, when I pressed B to exit the telescope, instead
of being greeted by the astronomer I found myself in the Majora
boss fight room at the end of the game (the trippy boxed in arena)
staring at Skull Kid hovering above me. There was no sound, just
him floating in the air above me, and the background music which
was regular for the area (but still creepy). Immediately my palms
began to sweat - this was definitely not normal. Skull Kid NEVER
appeared here. I tried moving around the area, and no matter where
I went, Skull Kid would always be facing me, looking at me, not
saying anything. Nothing would happen though, and this kept up for
around sixty seconds. I thought the game had bugged or something -
but I was beginning to doubt that very much.

 

I was about to reach for the reset button when text
appeared on my screen: "You're not sure why, but you apparently had
a reservation… " I instantly recognized that text - you get that
message when you get the Room Key from Anju at the Stock Pot Inn,
but why was it playing here? I refused to entertain the notion that
it was almost as if the game was trying to communicate with me. I
started navigate the room again, testing to see if that was some
sort of trigger that enabled me to interact with something here,
then I realized how stupid I was - to even think that someone could
reprogram the game like this was absurd. Sure enough, fifteen
seconds later another message appeared on the screen, and again
like the first one it was already a pre-existing phrase "Go to the
lair of the temple's boss? Yes/No". I paused for a second,
contemplating what I should press and how the game would react,
when I realized that I couldn't select no. Taking a deep breath, I
pressed Yes and the screen faded to white, with the words "Dawn of
a New Day" with the subtext "||||||||" beneath it. Where I was
ported to filled me with the most intense sense of dread and
impending fear I had ever experienced

 

The only way I can describe the way I felt here is having
this feeling of inexplicable depression on a profound scale. I am
normally not a depressed person, but the way I felt here was a
feeling that I didn't even knew existed - it was such a twisted,
powerful presence that seemed to wash over me.

 

I appeared in some kind of weird twilight-zone version of
Clock Town. I walked out of the Clock Tower (as you normally do
when you start from Day 1) only to find that all of the inhabitants
were gone. Usually with the 4th Day glitch you can still find the
guards and the dog that runs around outside the tower - this time
they were all gone. What replaced them was the ominous feeling that
there was something out there, in the same area as me and that it
was watching me. I had four hearts to my name and the Hero's Bow,
but at this point I wasn't even considered for my avatar, I felt
that I personally was in some kind of danger. Perhaps the most
chilling thing was the music - it was the Song of Healing, ripped
straight from the game itself, but played in reverse. The music
would get louder, building up so as if you should expect something
to pop out at you, but nothing ever did, and the constant loop
began to wear on my mental state.

 

Every now and then I would hear the faint laugh of the
Happy Mask Salesman in the background, just quiet enough so that I
wasn't sure if I just hearing things but just loud enough to keep
me determined to find him. I looked in all four zones of Clock
Town, only to find nothing… . No one. Textures were missing, West
Clock Town had me walking on air, the entire area felt… broken.
Hopelessly broken. As the reverse Song of Healing repeated for what
must have been the 50th time, I just remember standing in the
middle of South Clock Town realizing that I had never felt so alone
in a videogame before.

 

As I walked through the ghost town, I don't know whether
it was the combination of the out of place textures and the
atmosphere and the haunting melody of the once peaceful and
soothing song being butchered and distorted, but I was literally on
the verge of tears and I had no idea why. I hardly ever cry,
something had gripped me here and this powerful sense of depression
that was both foreign and crippling.

 

I tried leaving Clock Town, but every time I attempted to
zone out, the screen would fade to black and I would just zone in
to another part of Clock Town. I tried playing my Ocarina, I wanted
to escape, and I did NOT want to be here, but every time I played
the Song of Time or Song of Soaring it would only say "Your notes
echo far, but nothing happens". By this point, it was obvious the
game didn't want me to leave, but I had no idea why it was keeping
me here. I didn't want to go inside the buildings, I felt that I
would be too vulnerable there to whatever I was terrified of. I
don't know why, but I came up with the idea that maybe if I drowned
myself at the Laundry Pool I could spawn somewhere else and leave
this place.

 

As I zoned in and ran towards the pool, that's when it
happened. Link grabbed his head, and the screen flashed for a brief
moment of the Happy Mask Salesman smiling at me - not Link - me
with Skull Kid's scream playing in the background and when the
screen returned I was staring at the Link Statue from playing the
song Elegy of Emptiness. I screamed as the thing just stared back
at me with that haunting facial expression. I turned around and ran
out and back into South Clock Town, and to my horror the fucking
statue followed me in the only way I can compare this is like the
Weeping Angels from Doctor Who. Every so often, at random
intervals, the animation would play of the statue appearing behind
me. It was like the thing was chasing me, or - I don't even want to
fucking say it - haunting me.

 

By this point, I was on the verge of hysterics, but not
even once did the thought of turning off the console occur to me, I
don't know why, I was so wrapped up in it - the terror felt all so
real. I tried to shake the statue, but it would literally appear
right behind me every single time. Link started to begin to make
weird animations I had never even seen him do before, he would
flail his arms around or spasm randomly and the screen would cut to
the Happy Mask Salesman smiling again for a brief moment before I
was face to face with that fucking statue again. I ended up running
into the Swordmasters Dojo and ran to the back, I don't know why,
but in my panic I just wanted some kind of assurance that I'm not
alone here. To my dismay I found no one, but as I turned to leave
the statue cornered me in the cubby in the back. I tried attacking
the statue with my sword but to no avail. Confused, and backed into
a corner, I just stared at the statue waiting for it to kill me.
Suddenly, the screen flashed again to the Happy Mask Salesman and
Link turned to face my screen, standing upright mirroring the
statue, looking at me along with his copy. Literally staring at me.
Whatever was left of the 4th wall was completely shattered while I
ran out of the dojo terrified. Suddenly the game warped me to an
underground tunnel and the reverse Song of Healing queued up again
as I was given a brief moment of rest before the statue started
appearing behind me again… this time aggressively - I could only
take a few steps before it would summon behind me again. I
hurriedly made my way out of the tunnel and appeared in Southern
Clock Town. As I ran aimlessly - in a sheer panic - suddenly a
Redead screamed and the screen faded to black as "Dawn of a New
Day" and "|||||||||" appeared again.

 

The screen faded in and I was standing on top of Clock
Tower with Skull Kid hovering over me again, silent. I looked up
and the moon was back, looming just meters above my head, but the
Skull Kid just stared at me hauntingly with that fucking mask. A
new song was playing - the Stone Tower Temple theme played in
reverse. In some sort of desperate attempt, I equipped my bow and
fired off a shot at the Skull Kid - and it actually hit him and he
played an animation of him reeling back. I fired again and on the
third arrow, a text box appeared saying "That won't do you any
good. Hee, hee." and I was picked up off the ground, levitated
upwards on my back, and then Link screamed as he burst into flames,
instantly killing him.

 

 

I jumped when this happened - I had never seen this move
used by ANYONE in the game and Skull Kid himself didn't HAVE any
moves. As the death screen played, my lifeless body still burning,
the Skull Kid laughed and the screen faded to black, only to have
me reappear in the same place. I decided to charge him, but the
same thing happened, Link's body was lifted off the ground by some
unknown force and he immediately burst into flames again killing
him. This time during the death screen the faint sounds of the
reverse Song of Healing could be heard. On my third (and final
try), I noticed that there was no music playing this time, that all
there was was eerie silence. I remembered that in the original
encounter with the Skull Kid you were supposed to use the Ocarina
to either travel back in time or summon the giants. I attempted to
play the Song of Time but before I could hit the last note Links
body once again horrifically exploded into flames and he
died.

 

As the death screen neared its end, it began to chug, as
if the cartridge was trying to process a lot of something… . when
the screen came to, it was the same scene as the first three times,
except this time Link was lying on the ground dead in a position I
had never seen in the game before, his head tilted towards the
camera, with the Skull Kid floating above him. I couldn't move, I
couldn't press any buttons, all I could do is just stare at Link's
dead body. After around thirty seconds of this, the game simply
fades out with the message "You've met with a terrible fate,
haven't you?" before kicking you out to the title
screen.

 

 

Upon getting back to the title screen and starting again,
I noticed my save file was no longer there. Instead of "Link", it
was replaced with "YOUR TURN". "YOUR TURN" had 3 hearts, 0 masks,
and no items. I selected "YOUR TURN" and immediately when I did I
was returned to the Clock Tower Rooftop scene of my Link dead and
the Skull Kid hovering over, with the Skull Kid's laughing looping
again and again. I quickly hit the reset button and when the game
booted up again there was one more save file added, below "YOUR
TURN", entitled "BEN". "BEN"'s save file is right back where it was
before I deleted it, at the Stone Tower Temple with the moon almost
crashing.

 

I turned the game off at that point, I'm not superstitious
but this is WAY too fucked up even for me. I haven't played it at
all today, hell, I didn't even get any sleep last night, I kept
hearing the reverse Song of Healing music in my head and just
remembering the sense of dread I felt exploring Clock Town. I drove
back to the old man's house today to ask him some questions with a
buddy of mine (no way I was going there alone), only to find that
there's a For Sale sign in the front yard and when I rang the door
no one was home.

 

So now I'm back here writing down the rest of my thoughts
and recording what happened, sorry if some of this has grammatical
errors and whatnot, I'm running on no sleep here. I'm terrified of
this game, even more so now that I relived it a second time writing
this all down, but I feel like there's still more to it than meets
the eye, and that there's something calling to me to investigate
this further. I think "BEN" is something in this equation, but I
don't know what, and if I could get hold of the old man then I
would be able to find some answers. I need another day or so to
recuperate before tackling this game again, its already taken a
toll on my sanity I feel like, but next time I do this I'm going to
be recording my footage all the way through. The idea to record
only came to me towards the end, so you see the last few minutes of
what I saw (including Skull Kid and the Elegy statue), but it's on
Youtube here.



=======================================================



I'm going to post what happened and link the video footage, but
last night everything got too real for me. I think I'm done messing
around with this. I passed out pretty much immediately after making
that thread. But last night, that Elegy of Emptiness statue, I had
a dream about it. I dreamed that it was following me in my dream,
that I would be minding my own business when I'd feel my neck hairs
stand up on end. I would turn around that thing… that horrible,
lifeless statue would be staring with those empty eyes right at me,
merely inches away. In my dream I remember calling it Ben, and
never before had I had a dream that I could remember so vividly.
But the important thing is I did get some sleep, I suppose.



Today, putting off playing the game as long as I could, I drove
back up to that neighborhood to see if the old man came back. As I
expected, the car was still gone and no one was home. As I was
walking back to my car, the man next door mowing the grass killed
the power to his lawnmower and asked me if I was looking for
someone. I told him that I was looking to talk to the old man that
lived here, to which he told me what I already knew - he was
moving. Trying a different avenue, I asked if the old man had any
family or relatives I could talk to. I discovered that this old man
had never been married, nor did he have any children or
grandchildren through adoption. Starting to become worried, I asked
one final question, one that I should have asked from the beginning
- who was Ben? The man's expression turned grim and I learned that
four doors down around eight years ago on April 23rd - the man
informed me that it was the same day as his anniversary, that's how
he knew the specific date - there was an accident with a young boy
named Ben in the neighborhood. Shortly after his parents moved, and
despite any further attempts to talk to the man to get more
information, he wouldn't divulge anything else.



I went back and started playing again, I loaded up the game and
immediately I jumped at the title screen where the mask flies by -
the sound that played was not the normal "woosh" sound, it was
something much more higher pitched. I pressed start, bracing for
the worst, but just like two nights ago, the files "Your Turn" and
"BEN" were displayed (truth be told I looked at the BEN file
earlier, it seems to fluctuate between displaying the Owl Save and
not). I brought up the BEN file, hesitated for a moment noticing
that the stats were not the same as they original were two days
ago, it seemed like he had already completed the Stone Tower Temple
this time… Summoning my courage I selected it.



Immediately I was thrust into complete chaos. Sure enough, I was
outside Stone Tower Temple, but that's about all that was expected.
The zone itself wasn't called Stone Tower Temple, but rather "St o
n e", and immediately a dialog box of complete gibberish that I
couldn't make out greeted me. Link's body was distorted - his back
was cocked violently to the side where his posture was permanently
disfigured. Link's expression was dull, almost monotonous, he had
an expression on his face that I didn't recognize before, it was a
blank look - as if he was dead. As Link stood there his body
spasmed irregularly back and forth I examined what had become of my
avatar and noticed I had a C button item I had never seen before,
some kind of note, but pressing it did nothing. Sounds played back
and forth that I didn't recognize from the game - almost demonic in
nature, and there was some kind of high-pitched yip or some kind of
laugh or something playing in the background. I had all of two
minutes to take in the environment before another one of those
fucking Elegy of Emptiness statues was summoned and immediately
after I was cut into the "Dawn of a New Day" screen, except this
time it was without the "||||||" subtext.

I was a Deku Scrub in Clock Town - this scene would
normally play after the first time you traveled back in time. Tatl
would say "Wh-What just happened? It's as if everything has… " but
instead of saying "Started over", she finished her remark in broken
text as the laugh of the Happy Mask Salesman played in the
background. I was put back in control of my character, but from a
fucked up camera angle - I was looking from behind the door to the
Clock Tower, watching my avatar run around as a Deku Scrub. Seeing
as how I really had no place to go because I couldn't see anything,
I begrudgingly went inside the door. There, I was greeted by the
Happy Mask Salesman who simply told me "You've met with a terrible
fate, haven't you?" before the screen whited out.



I was in Termina field as a human again. I might as well not have
been playing the same game anymore - I was being warped around and
there was no sign of a day clock or anything. I took a moment to
get my bearings as I looked around the field and immediately I
could tell that this was not normal. There were no enemies and a
twisted version of the Happy Mask Salesman's theme was playing. I
decided to run towards Woodfall before I noticed a gathering of
three figures off to the side - one of them being Epona. As I
approached them, to my horror I saw the Happy Mask Salesman, the
Skull Kid, and the Elegy of Emptiness statue just standing there. I
figured maybe they were bugged out, but by now I told myself that I
should know better. Nevertheless, I approached them carefully and
found that the Skull Kid was playing some kind of idle animation on
loop, same with Epona, and the Elegy of Emptiness statue was doing
what it has been doing all along - just standing there eerily. It
was the Happy Mask Salesman that scared me more profoundly than the
other two.

 

He too was idle, wearing that shit-eating grin, but
where-ever I moved, his head slowly turned and followed me. I had
not engaged in any dialog with him nor was I in combat with him,
yet his head still continued to follow my movements. Reminded of my
first encounter with the Skull Kid on top of Clock Tower, I pulled
out my Ocarina (to which the game played the ding sound when you're
supposed to play your Ocarina) and tried a song I hadn't played yet
- the Happy Mask Salesman's' own song and the song that had been
playing on loop back in Day 4 - the Song of Healing.



I finished playing the song and as I did, a ear-piercing shriek
blasted on my TV, the sky immediately started flashing, the Happy
Mask Salesman's' twisted theme song sped up, intensifying the fear
inside me, and Link exploded into flames and died. The three
figures stayed lit up during my death screen as they watched my
lifeless body burn. I can't describe to you how sudden and
terrifying the transition from eerie to terror it is, you're going
to have to watch the video if you want to see first-hand. That same
fear that caused me to lose sleep two days ago started to grip me
again as I was met with the text "You've met with a horrible fate,
haven't you?" for the third time. There has to be some kind of
meaning behind that.



I had little time to ponder as I was immediately given another
small cutscene of transforming into a Zora and now I found myself
in Great Temple Bay. Hesitant but curious to see what the game had
in store for me, I slowly made my way towards the beach, where I
found Epona. I wondered why the game had decided to put her here,
was the game implying she was trying to get a drink? Unable to take
the mask off, I decided that riding the steed wasn't the reason she
was placed there.

Suddenly I realized that Epona kept neighing and the way
she was angled made it look like she was trying to signal a point
to me off in the distance. It was a hunch, but I dove into Great
Bay and started swimming. Sure enough - I almost missed it - I
found something at the bottom of the ocean; one last Elegy of
Emptiness statue. I went down to examine it and suddenly my Zora
started doing a choking animation I had never seen a Zora do before
- which didn't even make sense because Zora's can breath
underwater. Regardless, my character choked to death and died, and
again the statue was the only thing that was highlighted in my
death. I didn't respawn this time, I was booted back to the main
menu as if I restarted the console.



The "press start" screen was before me, I knew the only reason why
it would put me here is because the save files had changed again.
Taking a deep breath, I pressed start, and I was right. The new
save files told me about Ben. Now it made sense why the statue
appeared when I tried to go to the Laundry Pool - the game must
have anticipated how I would have tried to escape the Day 4 Clock
Town. The two save files told me his fate. As I suspected, Ben was
dead. He had drowned. The game obviously isn't through with me - it
taunts me with the new save files - it wants me to keep playing, it
wants me to go further, but I'm done with this shit. I'm not
touching any more of the files. This is already way too horrifying
for me and I don't even believe in the paranormal, but I'm running
out of explanations. Why would someone send me this message? I
don't understand it, I just get too depressed thinking about this,
the footage is up here for those who want to see it and try and
analyze it (maybe there's some kind of coded message in the
gibberish or something symbolic in what I went through - I'm too
emotionally and mentally drained to fuck with it anymore).



=======================================================



I know its early in the morning, I've stayed up all night, I can't
sleep, I don't care if people see this, that's not the point, I
just want the word to get spread so I don't suffer for nothing.
I've lost the will to type about this, the less I dwell on this the
better, I think the video just speaks for itself. I did what you
guys told me to do, I played the Elegy of Emptiness song at the
first prompt by the game I was given, but I think that's what the
game or Ben (jesus christ I can't believe I'm even humoring the
absurd idea that he exists in the game) wanted me to do. He's
following me now, not just in the game, he's in my dreams. I see
him all the time, behind my back, just watching me. I haven't gone
to any of my classes, I've stayed in my dorm room with the windows
closed and the blinds shut - that way I know he can't watch me. But
he still gets me when I play, when I play he can still see me. The
game is scaring me now. It talked to me for the first time - not
just using text that's already in the game - it spoke to me. Talked
to me. It referenced Ben. It talked to me. I don't know what it
means. I don't know what it wants. I never wanted this, I just want
my old life back.



Stuff like this doesn't happen to people like me, I'm just a kid,
not even old enough to drink yet. It's not fair, I want to go home,
I want to see my parents again, I'm so far away from home here at
this school, I just want to hug my mom again. I just want to forget
that statue's horrible blank face. My original game file is back -
just the way I left it before it was gone. I don't want to play
anymore. I feel like something bad will happen if I don't, but
that's impossible, it's a video game - haunted or not it can't hurt
me, right? Like seriously though, it can't, right? That's what I
keep telling myself, but every time I think about it I'm not so
sure.



=======================================================



Let me just clear things up - I know you guys are worried but
"Jadusable" is okay. he finished moving out today and he said he's
going back home, he's just taking this semester off. I'm not really
sure what's happened; I have a vague idea but you guys probably
know more than I do. I'm "Jadusable's" roommate and obviously I
knew something was wrong with him for a few days now. He stayed in
his room all the time, fell out of contact with literally all of
his friends, and I'm pretty sure he hadn't been eating hardly
anything, after the second day I couldn't stay in there anymore, so
I've been crashing at a buddy's place, only coming in to my room to
get stuff that I need. I tried talking to him several times but he
would cut me off or keep the conversation brief when I asked him
about his strange behavior, it like he was convinced something was
hunting him. yesterday I came to grab my philosophy book and he
approached me, looking awful, like horrible bags under his eyes. he
handed me a flash drive and gave me specific instructions. he told
me that he needs me to do one last favor for him - he finally
explained to me what has been going on, gave me the account info to
his Youtube account, and he gave me instructions on how to post
with his Name code on specifically this board, apparently he said
you guys had been helping him along the way and you deserved to see
the end of it.



He told me that he's getting away from here, that it lured him to
play it again instead of trying to change things and that he
shouldn't of done that, and to upload the footage and inform people
what happened. I told him that he could do it himself and he got
this wild look in his eye and told me that he is never looking at
that game again, and that's the last thing he said to me, he never
even said bye when his parents came to pick him up. I was hoping
I'd at least get a chance to meet his parents when they picked him
up, but they were in and out so quick I never saw them.



I honestly cant tell you what happened, when he spoke it was kind
of hard to understand him and his fucked up appearance really
distracted me. On the flash drive there was the footage of the game
last night, a text document with his name and password for Youtube,
and a third document called TheTruth.txt containing what he told me
were "his notes" that he'd taken about this. He told me that this
meant everything to him that I follow his instructions exactly,
normally I wouldn't be so 'to-the-letter' for request over a
fucking video game, but the way he spoke and the way he looked made
me know this was really serious.



I've had this video since yesterday, but had to have someone help
me use pinnacle, that's not really my forte. That after watching it
I had to go back through and look at his other videos on his
Youtube account to realize what was going on and even then I'm
really really confused. The video I'm releasing tonight,
TheTruth.txt will be released on September 15th just like he
requested; I don't know why he wants to wait for his notes to be
published but after what that he's been through, I'll honor that
request. I haven't dared peek at it yet, so the first time I see it
will be the first time you see it out of respect to my friend. To
answer your questions, no, I haven't tried calling him yet, I think
I'll give him a call tomorrow to see if he's okay or not. He should
have gotten back home by now.



About the video: In this video I cut straight to when he loaded the
"BEN" file in the game. Looking back, I realized that Jadusable
left the save select screen in because it said different names
sometimes, so my bad for that, but all it said this time was the
same at the end of his last video (Link and BEN), nothing
different. I wasn't there when he played it, but it looks to me
like in the beginning when he first spawns he's testing out his
equipment or seeing what items he has or something, because
apparently they've changed randomly before. He really wanted you
guys to see this, and the video starts then, after that I just
think the game got too personal for him.

﻿










Chapter 19
Persevero



My birthday was a few weeks ago and I have to say it was a
great one. I got a ridiculous amount of presents from my family and
my friends didn't skimp on the gifts either. I wound up netting
around $400 total in cash and a good $150 in gift cards. I found
this especially nice as I'm not one to have a lot of excess money,
but when I do have it I'm usually at a loss for how to spend it.
After consulting with my friends as to what would be the best
course of action, I decided to purchase a Nintendo Wii. I've never
really been terribly interested in video games, but after playing a
few rounds of Wii Sports at my friend's house I was hooked. I spent
a good four hours scouring the internet for the best deal (not that
I didn't have money to spare at that point) when I found an eBay
listing for a lightly used Nintendo Wii for only $100. The seller
didn't list too many details as to the condition of the console,
but he uploaded pictures and they looked well enough. I was
slightly hesitant to buy the Wii, as the seller was a new user and
I didn't have any feedback to go off of as far as his reliability,
but I figured I'd give it as hot anyway. When the Wii arrived, I
noticed something peculiar about the box. It seemed to have mold
growing from the corners of it, causing it to wreak to no end. I
disregarded this, as I was excited to play my new console, so I
hurriedly opened the box and hooked up the Wii. At first, I was
unsure of what to do; when I turned on the Wii, there was a whole
bunch of stuff left behind from the previous owner.

 

Boy, was I lucky. It turns out he had purchased a ton of
games from the virtual marketplace. At my disposal was Yoshi's
Story, Super Mario 64, Mario Kart, Legend of Zelda, Super Mario
World, and a bunch of other classics. I was in heaven. I played the
games for a good six hours straight (I know, no life) until I
eventually got tired and went to bed. When I awoke the next
morning, I decided I would look trough all of the channels on the
Wii to see what kind of fun I could have. Most of the channels were
Virtual Console games up until the last page where there was just
one icon. It looked as if there was some sort of problem with the
image for the channel, as it was just a static-like box. Not to
miss out on a potentially fun experience, I decided I would check
it out to see what game it was. When I clicked the icon, I was
brought to a gray screen with the phrase "Persevero" (which I later
learned meant 'continue' in Latin) in red text. Not knowing what it
meant, I decided I would select it anyway. Upon selecting it, I was
taken to a menu with four symbols on it. Each symbol had a sort of
menacing look to it; I don't really know why, but they were just…
unsettling. Once again, curiosity got the better of me and I
decided to click on some of them. The first symbol I clicked was a
vertical line with a circle running through it underneath an X.
When I clicked the symbol I was taken to a virtual world very
similar to my own. It was as if the general layout of the city was
a carbon copy of mine, but I digress. The game was unlike any I had
seen before; it was a first person game, but there was really no
objective. You started out in a house (one bearing a remarkable
resemblance to my own) and you were free to roam about. I spent a
good three hours walking around the virtual world when I decided I
would see exactly how close this game world paralleled mine. It was
truly remarkable. Everything seemed exactly the same.

 

After another two hours of wandering around, I was booted
back to the menu with the symbols, though there were only three. I
checked my clock and saw it was getting late, so I decided I would
call it a night and head off to bed. The next morning, I was eager
to play out the next three symbols of the mysterious game I had
found, so I quickly turned on my Wii and launched the channel. I
was once again brought to the menu with three symbols. The second
symbol was an upside-down cross with a triangle going from the arms
to the bottom of it. I selected this symbol. The game I was taken
to was essentially the same as yesterday's, though there were now
people around. They didn't really have any discernible features, so
it looked like there were a bunch of mannequins walking around the
town. I explored some more before being booted again to the symbol
menu. I continued, clicking the next symbol, which was a square
inside of a circle. The game I was taken to this time was slightly
off-putting. The world I was in seemed to be drearier and the
characters moved more sluggishly. Upon further exploration of the
town, I noticed there were random objects lying around that you
could interact with - most of which seemed to be knives. I decided
I would interact with one of the knives to see what I could do,
and, of course, one of the options was to kill a few mannequinesque
citizens of what seemed to be my town. As sadistic as it sounds, it
was actually pretty entertaining. When you killed a person, they
would drop to the ground and writhe in pain until they finally
vanished.

 

It was strangely… satisfying. After around 20 minutes of
killing random civilians I was booted back to the symbol menu
again. By this time it was getting late and I decided to get some
sleep. I'd get around to the last symbol in the morning. The night
went by relatively quickly and I awoke to a strange odor in my
house. I assumed I had forgotten to take out to take out the trash
and continued on with my morning. I turned on my Wii and I once
again loaded the channel; when I did, I was brought again to the
symbol menu. The last remaining symbol was a simple X. I clicked
it. I was taken back to the same game world I was in before, only
now everything was tinted a dark red, and I started with the knife
in my hand. I assumed I knew what had to be done. I ran around
stabbing  countless citizens of this virtual town for what
seemed for a good five hours when I was booted to the menu. It was
blank I was relatively disappointed at such a dull ending to what
seemed to be such an interesting game. I decided I would head off
to bed for a nap, though, as five hours straight of gameplay was
rather tiring after having to flail my arms as if stabbing for so
long. While asleep, I had a very weird dream. I was alone in a
black room, holding nothing but a knife, and another man came in.
he had a distinct gunshot wound on his forehead and he reached his
hand out to me. I stood, staring back at him and not knowing what
was happening. In a very distorted - almost demon like - voice, he
said, "Congratulations, you are done now," for the remainder of the
dream. Upon waking, I noticed the stench from earlier in the
morning had gotten much stronger so I decided to spray some
Febreeze and get some lunch. While eating, I checked my email, and
noticed a message from the eBay seller who had sold me the
Wii.

 

It read, "Congratulations, you are done now. Sincerely,
Arnold Vonmarshall." This creeped me out a huge amount, as those
were the exact words said to me in my dream. I shook it off as a
coincidence and continued with my day. The stench I had smelled
earlier was now overbearing, so I decided I would take a look
around to see what was causing it. I looked just about all
over  my house before I realized it was coming from the
basement. I opened the door and walked down the stairs to find a
pile. It was a pile of dead bodies. I was horrified. I looked in
absolute terror before running upstairs and trying to make sense of
everything. After a good hour or two of staring, terrified, at the
wall, I decided to go back down and try to see things through. I
slowly opened the door and walked down towards the pile when I
noticed something pinned to the stairs. It was a printout of a
shipping label for some address in Houston. The return address was
to an Arnold Vonmarshall. I immediately ran upstairs and searched
his name on Google. It turned out that Arnold Vonmarshall had
killed 23 people in a small German town before killing himself. His
obituary said he died four months ago. Just after having read this,
I heard a bang at the door. It was the police.






﻿










Chapter 20
Sonic the Hedgehog



As a child, I really loved playing the Sonic the Hedgehog
games on the SEGA MegaDrive. Sadly, when nostalgia hit me one
evening, I found out our console broke when we moved, meaning my
mom threw out all of the old games.

 

I decided to search eBay for a pre-owned MegaDrive. I
stumbled across one that was at the rather cheap price of six
pounds, including delivery. The description claimed it also came
with Sonic 1, but on closer inspection, the cartridge's paper
seemed to have been torn off, with a label crudely placed on the
front, written on in a scrawled script.

 

I thought nothing of it and decided to bid on it. Oddly,
despite it having a day to go, I immediately won the item. I
proceeded to payment, left my feedback, and it arrived within three
days. The MegaDrive was in surprisingly good condition, considering
the price; it was almost brand new, other than having smudged
fingerprints. I blew into the labeled cartridge (old habits die
hard, you see) and inserted it int the cartridge slot.

 

The TV screen flickered on. The familiar image of the SEGA
logo faded in left to right, but instead of the joyous chorus,
there was a cacophonous blast of static which lasted for longer
than it should have.

 

This is where things got weirder. the title screen was
polluted; black sludge poured into the sea and there were dark
skies and lightning. The music was slower and in a dissonant minor
key, and when Sonic popped out of marquee, he looked genuinely
terrified and afraid. I thought this must have been some sort of
hack until I hit start.

 

I saw Robotnik, in graphics far more realistic than
possible for the time, holding a lifelike rabbit by the ears. He
looked full of malice and hatred, his pince-nez glasses glinting as
he revealed the machete in his other hand. He held it up to the
defenseless animal's throat and slit it, blood pouring out like a
fountain. Robotnik began to laugh, but it was almost like he was in
the room with me; it was so realistic.

 

The game went to Green Hill Zone, where the music was
replaced with a low buzzing drone. The background looked just like
it did on the title screen and, again, Sonic looked visibly shaken.
His skin was paler and he appeared to shake with fear. On running,
he began to cry.

 

Nevertheless, I decided to play through as normal, just to
see if this was some sort of cruel joke. I ended up losing rings
against a Buzz Bomber, eventually. The noise on losing my rings was
a harsh ringing, and I heard Robotnik chortle once more, his face
flashing in the stormy background. Sonic hit the floor; I was
unable to control him at this point as the Buzz Bomber began to
descend on Sonic's helpless body.

 

The Buzz Bomber literally stabbed Sonic, and all I could
hear were tortured screams. I couldn't take my eyes off of the
crudely animated sprites of Sonic writhing in pain as the Buzz
Bomber rammed into him. This went on for a good 30 seconds before
the Buzz Bomber flew off, leaving a bloodied Sonic corpse behind.
The screams subsided as the screen faded to black.

 

I heard incredibly deep murmurings in some sort of weird
language that was possibly Japanese or Korean. Again, the
hyper-realistic Dr. Robotnik faded into view, but this time he was
holding an even more realistic Sonic by the head. Sonic was crying,
begging for mercy, sheer terror in his cries, but this time
Robotnik didn't have a knife.

 

He literally broke Sonic's neck, the sound reverberating,
and I was 'treated' to the sight of Robotnik kicking the
defenseless corpse of the hedgehog around, blood flying everywhere.
Sonic's spikes were breaking off, while all the time, the distorted
sounds of Robotnik's laughter and Sonic's screaming
played.

 

A messages appeared in Japanese with a selection: Yes or
No. I chose Yes, somehow driven to continue. I appeared back in
Green Hill Zone, but this time there were graves where the totem
poles were. Sonic was even more afraid, looking directly at the
screen as if begging me not to continue, but I felt I had
to.

 

When Robotnik appeared, there was a blast of loud
cacophonous synth sound. Robotnik's face was contorted with sheer
disgust for the hedgehog and before I even had a chance to attack,
Robotnik's wrecking ball slammed into Sonic and crushed him against
the side of the screen. Once more, the screams played, but the
screen began to glitch terribly and turn gray, almost into
television static.

 

Before I had a chance to hit the power button and take out
the cartridge, I heard, very clearly, in a deep voice, "This was
your fault, and your fault alone." I looked at the television and
the hyper-realistic Robotnik's face from before occupied the entire
screen.

 

The words 'Game Over' flashed over his face as I saw
Sonic's hyper-realistic carcass fall and land on top of the
letters, sliding off and hitting the 'floor.' All you could hear
was Sonic whimpering, crying, and asking, "Why did you do this?
Why?"

 

I promptly ripped the game out of the console and threw
them both straight into the garbage. To this day, I have never seen
that eBay seller online again. My computer returned 404s when
searching in the history, and anyone I asked on the eBay forums
claimed the user had never existed in the first place.






﻿










Chapter 21
Revenge



With HeartGold and SoulSilver’s release earlier this year,
I tried looking for a copy of one of the original games, Crystal,
to buy online. I hadn’t played this game in at least 7 years. It
strangely went missing when I moved house as a kid. I saw the cart
eBay. There wasn’t much information, or even a picture, but it had
no postage and packaging price and only cost a dollar, so I was
hardly losing anything if it didn’t really exist.

 

When the game arrived, it wasn’t in its original box, but
instead, the cartridge alone was just wrapped up. It looked like a
Crystal cartridge as it was shiny, slightly see-through and blue,
but it lacked the sticker in which the game title is print on.
However, I still put it in my pink Game Boy Advance SP. It was pink
because I am a girl, of course.

 

I switched the handheld on. There was a loud beeping
sound, and then the game began as normally. Once the menu screen
was open, the only option was New Game, as it had never been
played. The cartridge sure didn’t seem in that condition
though.

So, I clicked new game. Instead of starting out with the
Professor’s speech, it skipped straight to somewhere that didn’t
exist in these games. Or at least, it looked like the
place.

 

It was the Pokemon Mansion from the original games. The
Pokemon Mansion on Cinnabar Island. The same Cinnabar Island that
no longer existed.

I was the girl character, as I wanted to be, but I had no
choice in this. On close inspection, her hair seemed a different
color from what I originally remembered. It was a dark purple, and
she also didn’t have her hat any longer.

 

I walked around the building. It wouldn’t let me up the
stairs. The only other thing was a bed. I walked towards it and a
scientist came along. He told me to rest, so I lay on the bed. The
screen suddenly went pitch black. It stayed this way for a while.
Before this transition, there was pure silence, but after, there
were loud high-pitched noises, which almost sounded like screams.
It was hard to tell though, as the sound was in 8bit.

When my character woke up, the place was covered in
patches of red; blood. The character herself was drenched in it
too. I tried to walk around, but I couldn’t. The scientist seemed
to have disappeared, also.

I pressed all of the buttons to try and get something to
work, and on pressing select, my character walked out of bed. Only,
she was still in the bed at the same time. And unlike before,
instead of walking, she appeared to float.

 

I pressed start, and my character turned into a Ghost
Pokemon’s menu sprite. This shocked me slightly. I walked out of
the door, when I suddenly teleported into Lavender Town. There, in
the middle of town, was a gravestone. I clicked the “A” button to
check it. It said “R.I.P. CRYSTAL”. I opened up my menu, and looked
at my trainer card. The sprite of the trainer had turned into that
of a Misdreavus’, and as I though, the player’s name was
“CRYSTAL”.

 

The scientist came up to the tombstone, and it suddenly
disappeared. He seemed to run at twice the speed of a normal game
character.

My character, without my control, floated after him. As
soon as she entered a patch of grass, a random encounter appeared.
Only, this encounter was hardly “random”. The Pokemon was Mewtwo.
Instead of attacking, a few lines were written.

 

“You let them get you, didn’t you, CRYSTAL?”

 

There was a yes and no option, I just clicked no, as I was
unsure of what was going on.

“Don’t lie to me! I can see what they did! Look at
yourself.” After this, the game paused for a few seconds, then the
“battle” continued. “You’re just an object of science, like me. I’m
not real, and neither are you. You were just made out of a tiny bit
of DNA from something else, and when you weren’t perfect, they
killed you. Would you like to seek revenge?”

 

I clicked no again, and I was sent back to the field, with
Mewtwo still following my character.

 

I walked until the scientist appeared again, and suddenly,
my bag screen came up with the only item there being “Knife”. I
clicked it, and pressed use. Suddenly, the screaming noise appeared
again, and the screen went black.

Suddenly, the screaming got louder and more frequent. When
it stopped, I was in the radio tower. A text box
appeared.

 

“Why did they destroy our home? We were meant to be here…
Everyone who destroyed our home is gone. Everyone in the world is
gone. We killed them all. We got revenge like you. Now all the
world is gone.”

Suddenly, the screen went white, with my character still
there. “Everything is gone. You also killed us. You’re the only one
left. Why did we kill people? Why did you help? Now, you must get
what you deserve!”

 

The character was replaced with a patch of blood, and then
the game froze. I have never picked up this cartridge
again.










Chapter 22
The Theater



Have you ever heard of an old PC game called, “The
Theater”? I don’t think so, because many people say it doesn’t
exist. You see, The Theater is an old computer game released around
the same time as Doom. Today, if you ever find it, it’s only
available on crappy bootleg CD-ROMs, which – more often than not –
don’t actually contain the game. The actual legitimate copies that
they say were released back in the day feature a blank cover with
nothing but the sprite of what has since been named the
“Ticket-Taker.”



He is simply a poorly drawn, pixelated, bald Caucasian man
with large red lips while wearing a red vest over a white shirt and
black pants. He is completely emotionless, though some say that if
you smash the disc his face has an angry expression the next time
you look at the cover. This is just dismissed as an urban myth.
What is peculiar about The Theater, though is that there is no
developer named on the jewel case, nor a game description on the
back. It is simply the Ticket-Taker on a white backdrop on both
sides.



The game was initially known for its inability to install
correctly. The installation process immediately locks up the
computer when the user reaches the licensing agreement. Also
strange about the licensing agreement for The Theater is that
whenever the development studio is supposed to be named, there is
no text. Most people who have claimed to own one of the original
CDs say that they figured out how to install the game by simply
rebooting their computer on the licensing agreement. With the disc
still inside, and they are prompted to press “I AGREE” on start up
and the installation continues.



The game starts up without any introduction besides a main
menu that is simply the sprite of a movie theater’s exterior on an
empty city street. The title fades in and then the three menu
buttons – “NEW GAME,” “LOAD GAME,” and “OPTIONS.” Selecting OPTIONS
immediately crashes the game to the desktop. LOAD is said not to
function at all. Even if you do have a saved game, nothing happens
when you click on it. Thus, NEW GAME is the only working menu
option.



Once it is selected, you are in first-person view. You are
standing in an empty movie theater lobby, with the exception of the
Ticket-Taker standing in front of a dark hallway, which one can
only assume leads to the theaters themselves. There’s nothing to do
but look at the poorly drawn, mostly illegible movie posters or
approach the Ticket-Taker. Once the player moves towards the
Ticket-Taker, a very low-quality sound clip plays, saying “THANK
YOU, PLEASE ENJOY THE MOVIE” along with a speech box saying the
same thing. You then walk into the hallway and the screen fades to
black and you’re back in the empty lobby and you do the exact same
thing again and again.



While this may seem like a really horrible game, a number of
peculiar things occur as you continue to play it. The number of
times you have to continue to the hall after giving your ticket to
the Ticket-Taker before the strange events happen is unknown. Most
state that it’s completely random and could take anywhere from the
first playthrough to the four-hundredth. What happens, though, has
deeply disturbed some players.



The first occurrence is when the player fades back in after
walking into the hallway. This time they will notice the
Ticket-Taker is completely absent. The player then, without any
other options, decides to walk into the dark hallway. The sound
clip and text box mentioned previously still play in the absence of
the Ticket-Taker, but when the player walks into the hallways the
screen doesn’t fade out. It goes pitch-black as they walk deeper
into the hall, but the player’s footstep sound clip is still
playing as they continue to push the up button on their keyboard.
Those claiming to have played the original game reported to feel
extremely uncomfortable walking down the hallway; they were
anticipating the whole way that something horrible was to happen.
Eventually, the player is unable to move forward. There is nothing
for a few moments before a strange sprite that is described as “The
Ticket-Taker but with a swirl for a face” appears and stands before
the player. The original players of the game say their bodies
immediately froze up and their stomachs churned when they saw this
sprite (it’s been appropriately named the “Swirly Head Man”).
Nothing happens as the Swirly Head Man stands before them. Then,
suddenly, a piercing screech plays as the game glitches out. This
lasts for a few minutes, with the screeching being continuous. Then
the player is abruptly returned to the lobby with all the sounds
and graphics being as they should be.



The game continues normally for the next couple ‘cycles’ of
entering the hallway, with a couple of the original players
claiming the Swirly Head Man would briefly appear and disappear in
the corners of the screen as a brisk ‘yelp’ sound effect plays.
Then, at some point after meeting the Swirly Head Man, the player
sees the Ticket-Taker pacing back and forth (though there is no
walking animation. The sprite’s limbs are completely static, but he
just hops slightly up and down as a substitute). With his eyes
being wide and his mouth open to emulate a worried facial
expression. Some players noted that the movie posters had been
replaced with images of the Swirly Head Man, which caused them to
immediately turn their character’s head away from the posters and
approach the Ticket-Taker. Then another different low quality sound
clip plays, but the speech box contains nothing but corrupted
characters that cause whatever text that would have been in the box
to be completely illegible. Due to the extremely low quality of the
sound, it is debated by players what exactly the Ticket-Taker says
at this point, though it is widely agreed that he says “NEVER REACH
THE OTHER LEVELS.” The screen fades out once again and returns the
player back to their starting point in the lobby, but the
Ticket-Taker is gone and the hallways is blocked off by a large
brick wall sprite. Touching the brick wall will immediately crash
the game. All the original copies of The Theater have either been
lost or destroyed….



But the creepiest part is the fact that all the original
players of the game claim to occasionally see a brief glimpse of
the Swirly Head man out of the corner of their eyes.






﻿
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