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« It’s the end of summer, and Basil has returned to his parents’ house after having a
breakdown two weeks into his fourth year of college.

e After days or weeks of Basil staying cooped up in his room, his mother confronts him
and asks him to talk to her. He does not tell her the details of his situation, but he’s able to
let his emotions out for the first time since coming back.

« That night, Basil wakes up hungry, goes to the kitchen, and discovers a...boy? sprawled
on his kitchen floor. The boy seems to know him.

o Basil is afraid and tries to run, but is overcome with dread that there’s something worse
waiting outside—a fear the boy confirms. Curious, Basil looks through the peephole and
sees an eye staring back.

« Basil’s mother wakes up in the other room, then disappears, unseen.

e The boy offers Basil food and suggests that he meet the entity outside, which Basil
refuses to do. After warning him that this won’t stop until he does, the boy leaves Basil
alone.

e [ kind of want to rework their first interaction - i feel like [ don’t have a clear
picture of Basil’s thinking, and he needs a stronger motivation later on

« Basil conducts a halfhearted search for his parents, but there are no records of them. His
family has forgotten their relationship to him as well. Basil is isolated, with only the boy

for company and the other entity lurking outside his house, il\‘ld a sense that time is_ Thousdh 1 he s
running out. MM WU could  (EFefente o SEafgn OF Sotng oL, P 0(\)\@:\)\9;‘.“.‘:.%}4\2 >
« I’'m not a huge fan of this one; I feel like it doesn’t fit well, and doesn’t really \oy i‘; e;p la(\a’f’ (
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come up anywhere else anyway T Quess Trele's (o o)
« The entity appears when Basil is outside and begins to follow him. He runs away, e
terrified.

e The boy appears on a motorcycle, offering him a ride and saying that he had to send
everyone away. Basil is now in a world devoid of life besides himself, the boy, and her.
It’s too much for him to bear.
e ugh, the motorcycle. It comes out of nowhere. I like the stuff surrounding it, it W's oot MO
just that it pops into existence for no apparent reason. Maybe the boy stole “Maa.\,—' W»\-‘}‘J‘\‘{ ke xli_" '
e The boy says that there’s no escape, and this is the end. o J
« Basil asks the boy to stop, and goes to confront the entity. He feels something familiar,
and a sense of relief. She tries to leave now that he’s ready to face her, but he stops her
and promises to speak with her in the morning.
« I'want the ending to stay a little ambiguous, but I think it needs to be clearer yes elease > «
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- Develop Basil’s motivation, have clearer stakes — in the before draft, I feel likeit’s e ¢
unclear why he acts/reacts the way he does. I think it’s both a character and a plot thing, ,.{ ¢ re. 2boyo

so I'm reworking his relationships and some of the story bcatf to hcﬂ)cful% make thingshis Vst coul )
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- Build out Basil’s relationships and give him and the other characters more depth —

especially the boy, since he’s also a major character T \O0T 1O e ‘N\MC akoot e
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The air conditioning was broken. It was the seccond Monday of September, and Basil was

So0ES does v ofxel
\\ \}\6 laying on his bedroom floor in the same spot as always, with his cheek tucked into his elbow and
\
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one @ ony hip digging into the{worn, gray, carpet.|By two in the afternoon, the rectangular patch of
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sunlight beating down through his window will have crept ha]fway up his body. When it reaches
nwes ns SO £leapety he's memofized the sub’s path 59 HQ/

his eyes, he will peel his face off his arm, tum his head away from the light, and try to slecp
| again. Not that he’ll be able to—it’s too hot for that.

An_occasional gust of warm air carries the scent of dried grass clippings through his open
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window, and a lone cicada is singing somewhere outside\ A droplet of sweat trickles down the

nape of Basil’s anHc shouldn’t even be here. It was supposed to be his senior year of college,
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he was supposed to be across the country, and it had ncveir( beer+1° casy but he’d been holding on by
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a thread for three years. He was so close, and t(lfn\‘:l hen two weeks in, something snapped.

It wasn’t over. They said he could come back in the spring, or next fall, when he was
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ready. It’s ‘not over, he told himself. The night he got home, he’d lingered in his parents’

oroc Cashaat 0y — Shag,”
driveway in the dark and promised not to let that be a lie. Then he went inside, let his mom fuss
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over him for a moment, shut his bedroom door behind him, and curled into a ball on the floor. w\ oW, (,&,5
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{/ow could it not be over if he Couldn’t even bring himself to sit up? SITNNE c

When evening came, his mother came by his door to tell him it was time for dinner, just
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like she always dldLD Like always, Basil told her thank you, it’s okay, l m not hungog_y Then she

would worry over him for a moment, he would reassure her through the door that he was fine

T Ahiah he's \Ms;d dbost o0 Yo (eassu(e, hil

and\he d eat something later, and she’d leave, and he’d curl up tighter, smaller than before. ]Thls

time, though, he didn’t hear her go.
she’s  wol(le)




Helm 3

“Basil, can we talk?” Her voice was warm and low, comforting in its familiarity. She

T Was cflect > bo's sttooaht)
sounded worried—of course she was worried. He didn’t want her to see him. He forced his body
upright and opened the door. e ‘%‘CJ‘ o s
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He didn’t know what it was about seeing him that made his mother look so relieved, but

there was something about her eyes that was impossible to meet. For a moment, Basil tried and
failed to say something reassuring, until she pulled him into a hug and a sob wrenched up
through his chest. He realized this was the first time he’d cried since moving back. After a while,
she wiped his eyes with her thumbs, gave him one last hug, and told him she’d be there

G ooy WO
whenever he was ready to talk. She shut the door softly behind her, and he fell back onto his bed,
exhausted. Sleep finally came, dreamless and uneasy. %
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Basil woke up hungry and cold despite the suffocating heat in his room. He lay still for a
RODOUS-BC W oF ooty oo

moment and thought about going back to sleep, but his twisting stomach said otherwise. He crept

out of bed and down the hall, slowing outside his parents’ room so he wouldn’t wake them. Still
eun. SoROey dloowt \wVeadage \\ (\o\eum MRS
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half asleep, he stepped barefoot onto the lukewarm linoleum kitchen ﬂoor“\\sz SO {\’ \;ff SONUANIney AIC

WO S s Of all the things Basil expected to see in his kitchen at three in the mommg,_alanky
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N D © stranger sprawled facé-down in front of the fridge was not one of them. The figure was pale and

motionless, and Basil thought it might be dead. Even so, that might have been preferable to the
LN & Q,{)‘O‘j,é'ﬁ\\
boy on the floor flopping over to face him. He stifled a scream. The boy looked the same age as
———

Basil, but it was hard to tell for sure. His face was strange, the features unstable and awkwardly
placed, as if they’d been stuck on by someone with only a vague idea of how humans ought to

look. His expression was serene, as if lying in front of Basil’s fridge was a perfectly normal thing

for him to do.m
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“Hello, Basil,” he said.
Basil turned and bolted for the front door, but stopped short the second his hand touched
Wik Yrefe's o fle ol Mre o <108
the doorknob. The metal was uncomfortably warm under his fingers—feverish. He had a sudden Oa\“\%(if\ X
feeling that something was on the other side, waiting for him to come out, and a sense of dread
washed over him. But what about the boy lying on the floor?
LORD Q{\%S\Q\ “Don’t go outside!” he called out from the kitchen, as if he had heard Basil’s thoughts.
“She is dangerous. Wait for me.”

Basil hesitated, but a gut feeling told him the stranger was right. Still, he went to steal a
e~

glance through the peephole. A wet red eye stared back at him. It wasn’t human. Basil staggered
away from the door.

“Please, don’t!” the boy yelled, his voice suddenly urgent. A pan clanked against the
stovetop, and across the house, someone stirred in the bedroom.

“Basil? What are you doing out there?” his mother called out, groggily. “It’s three in the
morning! Are you cooking?”

Something in the air shifted at the sound of her voice, as if, for Just a moment, the eye
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fixating on Basil had snapped to a new target. From the kitchen, the boy let out a wall Basil (oA 09 {\0,(
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heard his mother get out of bed.

“Sweetie, are you alright? Is there someone th—"

Yon don DUNNY

's ot Her voice cut out suddenly, as if someone had switched off a TV. A sudden wave of
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pressure made Basil’s ears pop. Hairs prickled on the back of his neck.

GLMoml?,’
There was no answer as he rushed for his parents’ bedroom. The door was cracked open,

but there was no sound, no movement inside. With a sinking feeling, Basil stepped into the room.
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There was nothing there but him and a thrum of static electricity. Traces of his parents

were still there—rumpled bed sheets, his mother’s slippers out of place—but they were gone. It
was like they’d fallen out of existence. Basil buried his face in his hands.

He didn’t hear footsteps, but a moment later, he felt a presence behind hi{\l.’ ?asil turned
TR IARND
to face the boy from the kitchen floor. Now standing upright, he might have been a foot taller
LR 'S DOX (Bed do tie, ody)
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than Basil(He seemed unsteady on his feet, and he was holding a steaming plate of scrambled
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“Here, Basil. [ am sorry about what happened. You should eat.” ‘\}\. oK \!{: Ix @ o 5'\? )

He wobbled slightly as he held out the plate. The pile of eggs wobbled with him. Basil

accepted the offering, if only to keep it off the carpet. <> o\\\@?}\\ S @N? oKk o035
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“...Thanks.” He looked at the Klzt/e in his hands. Scorched oil pooled around thecurds, l
50 SO Xo'tng,
and

o fork.\His stomach growled. He was going to cry agaiB‘What happened?”
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“She wants to see you. i! he others were not safe here, so I sentthem out. (They were not

harmed. Do not worry.” The boy held Basil’s gaze, as if he really meant it.

“Out? What are you talking about? Who is she? Who—what—are you?”

Yee's Whe Yy,
“We are here because of you, Basil,” the boy said, not answering the question. He paused
MmomudYy of oM SAVENCET Caodnt N off svald & ok
~ to think, and to listen.,“Yes, you can go see her if you likeﬁhe is calmer with them away.\And I
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can keep her in check. For now.” el 40 39 thovtk > .
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The thought of facing the thing outside made Basil feel sick. If there had been anything in
his stomach, he would have thrown it up. The boy’s brow furrowed with concern.
“Oh, no. T understand. I will make sure she leaves tonight, but know that she will not be

satisfied until she sees you.” He slipped past Basil into the room and reached for the bedcovers,
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going rigid as his hand passe the space above them. When he turned around, his face

was twisted with something like regret. “She will return. Eat those before they get cold.”
Basil blinked, and he was alone. His gut clenched. The eggs were already cold, but he ate
them anyway and crawled into bed.

The house was quiet when the sun woke him again

Sceng VSaR e \(\CJ(.Sr J€

Basil was barely surprised when he found t Pe boy slumped over the stove. He took in the
e fell asleel ol ke, KCTIVNE STOJE ant (50

scene: a faint sizzling sound, the acrid smell of bumnt hair hanging.in the kitchen, oil and eggs

laid out on the countertop, and a frying pan teetering next to the boy’s head, which rested atop a

burner. Basil swept across the kitchen to turn it off. Then, with enormous effort—the boy’s body

*\“C e O’i”y‘( ;«U“;}\ \ \‘ A\
was limp and much, much heavier than it looked, \like his bones were mad)e of lead——Bdsxl pulled

him off the stove.

“What the hell are you doing?” he asked, fussing over the now not-quite stranger. The
* 0By (e

boy’s pale hair was singed black over his left ear, and an angry welt was already.fading from his

cheek. 1‘;\’}%»@ ‘;"“{ ” mé t, V ok

“Basil,” the bgy mumblgd.

“Yeah?” he replied, but he wasn’t listening. His fingertips brushed over the remnants of

g

the boy’s burn as he watched the shiny red patches of seared skin melt down into a soft, dull

white. The boy went to stop him with a jittery hand, and Basil found cold, pallid fingers lacing
Uw.., ©

between his own. He shuddered, shaken from a daze. E N

“Cooking. For you.” The boy dropped Basil’s hand and clutched at the pan, seeming a bit
stronger than before. He’d raised himself to an upright position. Still, Basil had little faith in his

ability to actually stand there and cook.

e
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“I’ll make something. You can go sit down.” He put out a hand to steady the boy, who ) i
TeAe ot bolly Gle for ey St bu"%“s

had just wobbled alarmingly. “Or lay down. You don’t look good.”

The boy slid to the ﬂoor as Basil reached up to take bread salt from the cupboard.
ebdle, e, etk ol oW cokOS@o\C’

Eggs on toas{ He’d made it for breakfast countless times before, nearly every dayiuntil he was

sick of it, but now he was desperate for something, anything to be normal. He set the pan on the

)

other burner—the one without charred flesh stuck to it—and tried to stay calm. Bread goes in the
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toaster.
Wit

“What happened to my parents?” he finally asked, cracking two eggs into the pan. One

after the other, the z hit the hot metal with a hiss. The boy shifted beside him.
W WL o Seace Follows oy elties S

“They’re.. .$omewhere else.” He hesitated, like he was searching for the right words. “A

second space, outside thls one. It is safe,” he contmued asil flicked his wrist, sending the eggs
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into the air/.] 3?\, m

Are you.” The eggs slapped back mto the pan, yolks bursting on 1mpact “(Jomg to bring
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“They will not be safe when she returns. And she will always return. Unless you—"

Basil couldn’t look at him. “Unless I what? Go talk to her? That’s what you want, isn’t
'S LR At W 2EEeRe —yost khat Sihg,
WS b
“It is what she wants.\W——she is not here for them.
Ng e
They must stay away until you appease her.” The boy lookei um)(,\ thg S{\\r:g\\\lt would be
better if you do that soon. The second space must not close until they have left it, and | hfe attracts
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life.”

it?”
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“You mean, ‘like attracts->" SOCe AL ke o 500y Mk, o ((\{\ \\
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“I mean the exchange cannot be stopped partway. Just..\please. When you are ready.”

The boy slumped forward, and the room went oddly silent, save the hum of the toaster and the

crackle of burning eggs. The toast popped up with a clank and a hollow ding. It was then that
WX X peoples e
Basil realized he couldn’ ] tside.

Basil had never been a runner. There were plenty of times when he’d wished that were

different—when he signed up for the track team in sixth grade, for example or on his nmeteenth
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birthday when he came out to his family and saw the look on his father’s fa ce, or four 1‘nmutesg‘p‘mDOCS s dad

ago as he was hurrying back from the|grocery store and saw her watching him from under a tree
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Helm 9

across the street. He’d never seen her like this before, he’d tried so hard not to see her at all—but

it didn’t matter. It couldn’t have been anyone else.

T IS NN

She was a wall of damp, bloodshot eyes, a mass of flesh and teeth tall enough to brush
as Ynoson v had fowel ol )

against the branches above her. They both stood there for a moment, transfixed by the other’s SO/ vl

gaze. Then, with a hollow scream, she jolted towards him.

Basil had been crying earlier that evening, and he wanted to cry again now—in any case,
A4S HME COING 10 TNhE HES EYEST Adecoakively), ywiases b

his eyes would have been right at home among hers. It was a strange thought, but Basil found

himself unable to shake it as he dropped his groceries and began to sprint. He hardly glanced at

his house as he passed it. He just needed to get away, as far away as he could

brik e ~boted Basil Buy 0eeds R)Nw Shoes

The poundmg of his boot: ‘5 on the avement sent shocks up through his ankles. His calves
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burned, and pins and needles shot through his thighs. The mild night air felt like it was ripping

through his throat. His mouth tasted like metal. He couldn’t breathe. He couldn’t think. He
couldn’t go on.

He stumbled to his knees on a deserted street corner. She was still close behind him—she
wasn’t fast, but Basil hadn’t made it far, either. Under the dim orange glow of a streetlight, he
took a long, shuddering breath. Where was the boy? He was always there when she came. Basil
couldn’t do this, he couldn’t face her, not yet, not alone—

Aoookeivy, so does e avthol

A motorcycle roared in the street, and Basil would later wonder how the boy got it. 6 &

“Get on the bike, Basil.”

Relief washed over him, but his breath caught in his chest when he saw the boy’s face ,
\ﬁ\\d\ (y)e ? ‘i.« w ‘ ¢ : o A1 AT AN 64\{01;\

For the first time, he looked afraid, and exhausted. Y‘b\€ eaq \’7

“I had to send everyone away,” the boy said flatly. “You have to come with me, now. She
,h‘-‘} :hj;,“:‘ S& ¢ O 8 e\ o ¢
will not listen to me this time.”
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“Everyone? I don’t—"

“Now, Basil!”

It felt like they had been riding for hours, but the moon never seemed to move in the sky.
Manic rahiney o xel\ on WinT
Its light glinted in the boy’s hair. His body felt feverish under Basil’s arms. They were on a

deserted, apparently never-ending stretch of road, far from the now-empty houses of his o
W\ does Wit
neighborhood. A cool breeze whipped around his ears. He could see the ocean. -
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Despite his racing thoughts, Basil was quiet. Everything had fallen apart in an instant.

Again. A sob shook his body, and the boy looked back at him.

“You know you cannot escape her. At least, not like this,” the boy said. He paused as if
he was unwilling to push Basil any further, despite everything. Finally, he said, “This will be the
end. You already know what to do. I am just giving you time.”

“I’m not ready.”

“I know that. Even so.”

“Why can’t you send me away like everyone else?”

Yo'’
“She would only follow. She is tied to you. Much like I am.”

Basil closed his eyes and let his head fall forward to rest against the boy’s back. Why was

he even afraid anymore? There was nothing left for him to lose.

“We can stop now,” he said, after what felt like an eternity. The boy pulled over to the
side of the road without a word. Basil got off the bike and turned to face the way they came.

Without looking back, he sensed that the boy was no longer behind him. He blinked.
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She was right in front of him. Heat radiated from her body. Hundreds of eyes stared into
his. Basil again fought the urge to run away, and as he looked back at her, he saw something
familiar. A pressure in his skull, one that had been there so long he’d forgotten it, lessened
slightly. Words began to form in the back of his mind, and as if she knew what he was thinking,
she began to shrink away. But she couldn’t be satisfied now—it couldn’t be over yet. He reached

for her, and his fingertips were only inches from the raw skin undel her ever-weeping eyes. At

the last second, he pulled back. N 5‘\'\,(1) L) S %’e/ i5 Sl\é a MhPhO(
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“I’ll talk to you in the morning, okay?”



