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Zim Bits
(Pieces of Zim)
By Amy Dixon
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Ghostly Encounters
... | | Spooky Experiences

“This was a year ago, | was laying In

M bed [and] | woke up ‘cause I could hear
noise. | saw Amirah at the top [of the] stairs
holding on to the railing | thought she [was]
T going to fall so | jumped out [of] bed put my
arms around her and she wasn't even there.

L.\ |took 2 steps tojump on my bed [and] woke
‘ U _ﬂ\ Husein up.” - Shannon

“Wheniwas akidiwasinbedanditwas ——
late at night but my light was on andiwas .
reading and i knew i should've went to bed.
I heard my mom come up the stairs and | 1
L heard my name faintly and saw that she |
was standing by the door by the crack oAt 'P\ I— P
underneath. And i said I'm just readingor - -
something and the next day my aunt called

T3 and said my grandmother had died and i »

~— asked my mom about calling my name and | |

I she said she never went up stairs last —"1"“

;i night”.- Amy Dixon ot
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Fun in the Afterlife
By Amy Dixon

Have you ever seen a family move into a new house
before? Maybe you've peered through your closed blinds
and watched as kids run up the front steps, with wide
eyes, at the possibilities of their new rooms, new friends,
new lives. Seen parents direct movers or drag heavy
furniture out of an oversized truck bed. It’s like a new
species to observe and learn about, a little zoo exhibit
right there across the street.

I have a much better view of these new beings, here from
between the floor boards or through the hanging clothes of
an open closet door. I can see so much while standing
silently in the shaded areas of the living room. Sometimes
there’s a few kids or a lot of kids or one parent or two
parents, but they’re always different, interesting in their
own way.

This is the Morrison family, there’s Hunter and Laurie,
they look tired but laugh at the little things. They have two
daughters, Ashley and Margo. I think they are young still,
young enough that in the twilight of evening when I sweep
into the bathroom behind them, the tiny hairs on their
arms rise and stand up at my presence. When they notice
me, even a little bit, I feel a pull where my mouth used to
be. The hanging flaps of curled flesh stretch against my
jaw and cheek bones.

It’s been months now since the Morrison family
moved in, and I'm waiting for Laurie in the kitchen,
beside the back door that looks out into the darkness
of the backyard. She doesn’t notice me right away,
my skin only shimmers in the warm overhead light. I
press my hand hard on the counter and watch the
frost crawl towards her. For them, it always happens



so fast, one minute they’re alone and the next I'm
there with them, but for me I get to experience it all,
every fiber of it.

The cold resonates from someplace deep, spreads out
and covers everything in glistening ice crystals. Then
as she feels the cold push past her skin, as it sinks
into her flesh and clings to bone, she looks up
startled at first, blinking back the uncertainty. Then
as the seconds tick along the string of time, her eyes
widen with true delicious fear and I feel a familiar
pull along the remains of my face, truly filling with
delight. Her heart races, pumping blood so fast it
sounds like a water fall rushing, then her body will
go numb, her legs and arms will melt away and leave
her petrified, unable to move at all. This is the best
part, I reach out to her with my arms stretching
closer though I remain unmoving. A sound I had
never heard while living, escapes from a hollowness
within me.

Before too long it’s all over. So far, a family has never
stayed long after I've tried to reach out to them. They
pack up their pictures, and dishes into brown flimsy
boxes, all the while looking uneasily behind them
and never leaving the darkness creep in past the
heavy wooden doors. Sometimes, they leave right
away and strangers come to pack for them. The lady
in the red suit comes and puts the same old FOR
SALE sign back up on the front lawn and it the game
starts all over again.

Families are my favourite, they come and go, but this
house will always be my home.

THE END
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