
Photogram Horror Story

It had been a long Friday at the conservatory and all I wanted to do was go home, take a

shower, and sleep. I felt bad turning down Ela’s invitation for the costume party, but I had to stay

for extra rehearsals for our November showcase.

As I unlocked our apartment, it struck me that this would be the first Halloween I have spent

alone. I walked upstairs to put my bag in my room, and then I heard it - the soft clicking heels and a

quick splash. It seemed to be coming from the bathroom.

‘That’s odd,” I thought. “Ashley (my roommate) said she wouldn’t be back until Monday.’ I

walked into the bathroom joking to myself, ‘Maybe I’m not alone after all.’

The first thing I saw was a dripping bottle of Vodka on the counter with the cap on the floor.

Something else caught my eye - in the corner there were two words - “HELP ME.” I could have

sworn that wasn’t there before. It looked like it was lipstick...and it was. Ashley’s signature blood

red Maybelline lipstick was lying open in the sink. That was really odd because Ashley always

takes her lipstick with her, especially when she goes out with her boyfriend. As I turned to close the

window, a sparkly something caught my eye - a barrette. But it wasn’t just a barrette, there was

something clipped in it. It looked like a note. Careful not to tear it, I opened the barrette and slipped

the paper out. Immediately, I recognized Ashley’s writing. It had to be hers, with the curvy I’s and

T’s. I knew it all too well with all the notes she left me on the fridge not to wake her up when she

came home late.

While I really hoped this was just some Halloween prank of hers, it just didn’t seem like

something she would do. I was starting to get worried.

The note affirmed my fears. It read: “I don’t know what to do, Jules. I couldn’t help it, and I

promise it wasn’t my fault. Please help me...Please...” The note was dotted with tear marks.



“Ok, this is definitely not a joke,” I thought. I started to put two and two together. I came

home, and Ash was supposed to be gone with her boyfriend, Alex. The bathroom window was

open, and there was a note and a message in lipstick. Ash’s lipstick, Ash’s writing, Ash’s boyfriend.

She was in trouble and she was here...somewhere.

I figured she must have left through the window so, grabbing the first thing I saw, an eyelash

curler, for self-defense, I climbed out the window and down the rails on the side of our apartment. I

could hear a soft sobbing coming from near the trash can fence. “Ash?” I asked. “Ash, it’s me. It’s

ok. You’re safe.”

And then I saw her, face stained with mascara streaks and two large swollen bruises on her

face, holding a bloody axe.

“I can explain...” she whimpered, gazing nervously at the blood-stained trash can. “Alex...

he...he...” she managed and then broke down sobbing.

Being a little scared naturally given the weapon in her hand, I carefully bent down to hug

her.

“He was really drunk and he pushed me and tried to hit me with his Vodka bottle...so I ran

outside and he followed me and I grabbed the first thing I saw,” she rattled, looking at the axe in her

hands. “I didn’t want to hurt him but he tried to hit me again...so I swung at his hand...and it... it hit

his neck...” she sobbed.

I opened the trash can and right about puked when I saw the contents. True to Sweeney

Todd, there was Alex - well, his body now - oozing fresh blood from all over.

‘She clearly had gotten more than just the neck,’ I thought. ‘What a wonderful Halloween.’

I looked up, expecting to see Ashley crying, but she was holding her axe right next to my

neck. I stiffened.



“What the heck, Ash!?!”

Her response was “I can’t trust you now that you know.”

Was she joking or had she seriously just gone Pretty Little Liars on me? Given the current

circumstances, she clearly was not joking. Goodbye Juilliard.

I woke up in a sweat, breathing hard and clutching my sheets so tight my knuckles were red.

‘Thank God that’s over...’ I thought.

But too soon.

There, lying next to me on the pillow was an axe dripping fresh blood.


