
Whispers in the dark 

Everyone loves moving to a new own house. Right? We thought it was our best 

decision to start a family. Years passed by, we had twins, their names were May and 

Maze.  

Almost at the age of six we realized that strange things were happening to them 

and in some parts of the house. One Tuesday night I heard the girls chatting and then 

I went to the room and I said “ It’s bed time, go to sleep.”  I closed the door and left 

them. I found it normal that children talk to each other before bed, but at the other 

night I caught the girls talking again, and it was different because it sounded like they 

were chatting with another person in the room. I asked them “Who did you talk to?“ 

They just said “Imagine mum, we got a new friend, named Shadow” I was so shocked 

because there was nobody there.  

When I was going down the stairs the photo of the family fell down in front of 

me and broke into pieces. That situation happened so fast and was so scary and weird 

that it almost caused me a heart attack. While I was cleaning the glasses from the 

stairs I realized that our twins had disappeared from the picture. I was so terrified and 

immediately ran back to check if my girls were safe, and they were sleeping peacefully 

in their places. 

The next day I went shopping and my husband had to work so I let my daughters 

alone, playing in the backyard. They went to the little pond in our back garden. A few 

hours later when I came back 

home I didn’t hear their cheerful 

voice and laughing. When I got to 

the pond I only saw six footsteps. 

The third one was not my 

husband’s footstep because it 

was much smaller and it 

disappeared in a few metres. 

In the morning, when I 

woke up after this terrible 

nightmare, I felt sick and went to 

the doctor who said I was 

expecting twins. 


