This is a true story:

I was working nights on a Friday close to Halloween. I was called to see a young man who had cut his head. It was a typical old house in a run down area.  A group of 3 students lived together, all young men. 

I went into the house expecting to see a man with a small cut on his head, Instead I was faced with 3 very scared boys of 18 or 19.  One had a cut right down to his skull running from his eyebrows over the top of his head, right down to his neck. I had never seen anything like it. The boys were obviously terrified. They said they had no idea how the injury had happened.

They had been drinking, but were all now stone cold sober with fear. They had been playing with a Ouija board it had spelled out something they would not tell me. The cut boy refused point blank to leave the house saying if he left that night he would certainly die.

Coldness crept up my spine, I could see in his eyes he genuinely believed he would die. There was nothing I could do to persuade him any different.  I dressed the wound as best as I could. Strangely, it had stopped bleeding quite easily. The boy said he would visit the hospital the next day when it was safe.

I left the house quite troubled. I was worried about the boys, the cut, and what had happened to them. Was it true? Would he die? There were so many unanswered questions.

The following night, I passed the house on the way to somewhere else. I had to stop and reverse to the house………it was derelict, and had been for some time according to my partner.
