
Road 66

“Sam ! Ready to go for a hunt ?” Shouted Dean, him and I were in 
the strange city of Silent Hill in that Crappy Motel right next to the 
Kansas forest and the road 66, “What an unusual number” I thought
to myself. I signed to my brother “just five more minutes please”, he
nodded, “I'll be waiting for you outside” he said. 

Like You've probably guessed it I'm mute.

 I grabbed my rusty cookie jar that I always bring with me and 
looked awkwardly at the hen clock shattered into the wall made of 
faded wallpaper and old pieces of beer bottles. 
I noticed that the tiny hands of the clock had stopped moving “Why 
is it so dark out there? I assumed it must be early in the morning 
but it seems like it's night time...” 

I'm pretty sure that I heard two young girls giggling in the 
hallways. I opened my green door and found two twins holding 
hands with some fairy looking blood on their face glaring angrily at
me. 
I abruptly jumped back and stood there in shock, my hoarse breath 
can be heard all down the hall, “What the bloody hell is this?!”. 
My eyes went wide as they are slowly walking toward me I wanted 
to step back but I just could not move!
 They keep walking and now they're reaching out their arms to 
touch my cheeks! 
I stop breathing.
I am paralyzed.
I close my eyes ready waiting for something bad to happen.

Nothing is happening.



I'm opening one eye, the little girls aren't here anymore… I let go 
off my breath as I catch the keys to lock the door.

I turned back, “where is the damn door? This is not funny!” 
The twins are here skipping on my bed and there's no exits for me! 

I can't escape! 
“Oh God they start singing”

“Twinkle, twinkle little star,
When the golden sun doth rise,
Fills with shining light the skies,
Then you fade away from sight,
Shine no more 'till comes the NIGHT!.”

No sounds.

Dean enters the room, “Sam? Come on we're going to be la-” 
A dead body is seen laying on the main carpet with a little glitter in 
his hair.
“Sammy!” 
He tried to revive his beloved brother but did not succeed. 
As a fading lullaby is heard floating in the air and two small giggles
echoes on the Crappy Motel, the road 66 began huskily laughing in 
it's turn. “Fools.”

The End


