
Prologue

IT WAS MAY OF ‘97, the rsit tm’e Ida heosa the itys— l the genewa, 
the toge, vhoteces ve vowt ty fogg mt l yD uRage— .yoaj It voi ’— 
iewmys —eos yD hmnh ifhyyg owa I voi -Rit o iecewteewk—eoskyga bmaj 
A aR’p bmaj Why thyRnht he voi mwcmwfmpge owa Deosgeiij Owfe I 
itostea heosmwn the izefmrfi yD the itys—, I seogmBea mt iee’ea gmbe 
og’yit eces—ywe I hoa eces ’et l owa eces—ywe the— bwev l hoa 
heosa iy’e cosmotmyw yD the itysmeij Ag’yit eces—ywe pRt ’— ces— 
i’ogg nsyRz yD Dsmewai owa I, thot mij

I nsev Rz mw o i’ogg tyvw mw sRsog MoiiofhRietti, ywe tyvw yces 
Dsy’ vhese mt hozzeweaj Ida ywg— heosa yD mt thsyRnh iy’e Dsmewai 
Dsy’ hmnh ifhyyg vhy hoa nsyvw Rz mw Jmggesmfo, the tyvw vhese 
mtda hozzeweaj Owfe I heosa the mwmtmog teggmwn yD the itys—, mt voi 
og’yit gmbe Ida peew mwmtmotea mwty iy’e Rwizybew yD fgRp, oi mD 
eces—ywe egie vhy bwev opyRt mt iRaaewg— voi ozzsycea ty togb 
ty me opyRt mtj

The rsit cesimyw yD the itys— voi the ywe thot itRfb vmth ’e the 
’yitj Idce heosa cos—mwn togei imwfe, vmth igmnhtg— amNesewt aetomgi 
owa ’mwRte cosmowfeij JRt the vo— Ida rsit heosa mt mi hyv I vmgg 
ogvo—i se’e’pes mtj Idgg zseDofe vhot Id’ teggmwn —yR wyv vmth the 
mwimnht thot Idce weces l Rz ty owa mwfgRamwn tyao— l cesmrea ow— 
yD the Dofti ys seieosfhea the itys—j JRt thmi mi hyv I heosa the 
itys— ogg thyie —eosi onyj 

The rsit tm’e I  voi tyga the itys— voi gmbe ow— ythes ao—, 
Rwse’osbopge owa ysamwos—j At ifhyyg gRwfh vmth iy’e yD ’— 
Dsmewai, Jeswoaette, oibea mD veda eces heosa the itys— yD uRage— 
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.yoaj Sy’e Dsmewai wyaaea, iy’e ihyyb yRs heoaij Jeswoaette 
thew sezeotea o itys— Id’ iRse iheda tyga ’ow— tm’ei peDyse thot 
TReiao— oDteswyywj

At iy’e zymwt mw tm’e, ow mw’ote ot o gyfog mwiowe oi—gR’ 
eifozea owa (ea thsyRnh the vyyai, ecewtRogg— itR’pgmwn yw o 
wRwwes— yw uRage— .yoaj The mw’ote psybe mw owa izewt the wmnht 
ioconeg— sozmwn owa peotmwn the wRwij Owe yD the wRwi ewaea Rz 
nettmwn zsenwowt Dsy’ pemwn sozeaj She pefo’e tysw petveew hes 
iescmtRae ty Hya owa hes pegmeD mw ogg gmDe pemwn nyyaj She ewaea 
Rz tobmwn hes gmDe p— hownmwn hesiegD yw o tsee amseftg— ofsyii the 
itseetj 4ces imwfe, the oseo iRssyRwamwn the wRwwes— hoi peew 
hoRwteaj Ceyzge io—, mD —yR gmitew fgyieg— ewyRnh, —yR fow heos the 
wRwi ifseo’ Dsy’ the vyyai, oi mD thems tystRse mi itmgg hozzewmwnj

M— rsit thyRnht vhew I heosa the itys— voi thot I amawdt bwyv 
yD ow— mwiowe oi—gR’ ow—vhese mw Jmggesmfoj Ai ow oaRgt owa 
wyv bwyvmwn vhese uRage— .yoa mi, I fyRgawdt m’onmwe iy’eywe 
eifozmwn Dsy’ the ywg— gyfog zsmiyw I bwev yD )Jmggesmfo xyRie 
yD Lysseftmywi5 owa sRwwmwn Dsy’ these ty vhese uRage— .yoa 
mij Itdi tyy Dosj 4cew Dys o fsoBea eifozea mw’ote vhydi (eemwn 
oRthysmtmeij It amawdt iee’ zgoRimpge ty ’ej

JRt, ot the io’e tm’e, I amawdt bwyv eces—thmwn opyRt Jmggesmfoj 
Ceshozi these voi iy’e mwiowe oi—gR’ I voi RwDo’mgmos vmth ys 
thot hoa fgyiea ayvw imwfe the eifozej It voi tyRnh ty bwyv 
e<oftg— vhot fyRga pe tsRe owa vhot voiwdtj Awa vhmge the mwteswet 
e<mitea pofb thew, mt voi o ces— amNesewt thmwnj It voiwdt DRgg yD 
ewageii mwDys’otmyw, ’e’ei, Fofepyyb, etfj Sy the thyRnht weces 
fsyiiea ’— teewone ’mwa ty ny gyyb mt Rzj I -Rit tyyb vhot Ida heosa 
oi nyizeg owa psyRnht mt pofb ty ’— nsyRz yD Dsmewaij

Agg theie —eosi gotes, I ama iy’e seieosfh mwty uRage— .yoa, oi 
vegg oi the wRwwes—j Csm’osmg— ty ’obe iRse I se’e’pesea the 
itys— fysseftg—j It voi o gywn tm’e ony, owa the itys— mi the geoit 
m’zystowt zost yD vhot hozzewea ty ’e, ty Rij The itys— voi -Rit o 
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genewa, pRt vhot hozzewea ty ’— Dsmewai owa I yces thot iR’’es 
voi ow—thmwn pRtj

Iw ’— seieosfh, I DyRwa vese ecew ’yse cosmotmywi yD the genewa, 
townewti Dsy’ vhot Ida heosa, igmnhtg— amNesewt pRt igmnhtg— the 
io’ej Awa iy’e teggmwni thot hoa wy im’mgosmtmei ty vhot Ida heosaj
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One

IT WAS EARLY JUNE — like it is now, as I write this — and my three best 
friends and I had just cnished our jam session, or as we liked to 
"all it, pband .ra"ti"epM

pDan,p gan saidM pThat was ’reatMp 
gan was my best friendM We‘d met in 92v throu’h my Hery crst 

’irlfriend, DelissaM qe and I hit it o; .retty Qui"kly and had a lot of 
similar interestsO we liked the same moHies, the same bands, and 
we had an enormous loHe of KueenM The band, not the monar"hM 
We be"ame best friends shortly thereafter, and I s.ent most of 
my teena’e years at his house, slee.in’ on the Boor in his room, 
.layin’ in his basement, and just bein’ a kid with himM

qe was referrin’ to the jam session we‘d just hadM 1ur band 
— the word band bein’ used here in the loosest of forms — 
pgownfallp had just cnished .ra"ti"in’ in the basement of my 
mom‘s house, like usualM 

pYou know I loHe a ’ood Detalli"a solo,p 0eHin saidM
pYou really nailed Ride the Li’htnin’, 0eH,p ?rian added, ’iHin’ 

0eHin a thumbs u.M
The three of them smiledM
I was mostly kee.in’ Quiet, debatin’ whether to tell them about 

the story I‘d heard or notM I knew gan and 0eHin were bi’ into 
the su.ernatural, but I didn‘t know how ?rian would rea"tM We‘d 
always ’iHen him a hard time about fearin’ eHerythin’, but I think 
it was due to him bein’ "lose to his mother, and not an a"tual fear 
of eHerythin’ on the .lanetM 
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0eHin walked .ast ?rian, towards the stairs, and .atted him on 
the bellyM pqun’ry-p he askedM

pgon‘t  tou"h  my  stoma"hCp  ?rian  yel.edM  qe  was  always 
"ons"ious about his wei’htM qe wasn‘t fat, he was just bi’’er than 
the other three of us, who were admittedly thinner than we should 
haHe beenM gan and 0eHin were both tall and lanky — gan more 
so than 0eHinM I was shorter than the two of them, but still thinM 

The four of us, with our dark hair and dark eyes, "ould haHe been 
in a "ommer"ial for an Italian restaurantM I‘m not sure of the other 
’uys‘ herita’es, but we all sure looked like we "ould be ItalianM

0eHin loHed to sit on the stairs after we‘d cnished jammin’M I 
think, sub"ons"iously, it was his way of sayin’ he was ready to 
leaHeM Dost times, I was okay with ’ettin’ out of the house on"e 
we were done, but I had no motiHation to ’et moHin’M

pYou okay-p gan askedM
pquh- 1h, I‘m cne,p I re.lied with a shru’M
?ut I knew I wasn‘t okayM I was dyin’ to tell them what I‘d heard 

and ready to be’ them to ’o there with me and see what we "ould 
cndM

We hun’ around for another "ou.le of hours that day, mostly 
talkin’ about what moHies we‘d seen re"entlyM 

gan told us how mu"h he loHed Scream 2M We had a ’ood lau’h 
rememberin’ how mu"h Jen, gan‘s ’irlfriend, and Wendy, Jen‘s 
best friend, and my "rush, were terriced of the ori’inalM pThe 
se"ond one is just as ’ood,p he told usM

?rian had just seen Lost Highway and had nothin’ but ’ood 
thin’s to say about itM

pJen‘s been be’’in’ me to see Titanic,p gan saidM pI‘d rather dieMp
I "ra"ked a smile, tryin’ to en’a’e in the "onHersationM
pYou ’onna take her-p 0eHin askedM
pI‘ll ’o see it,p ?rian said, half smilin’M
p1f "ourse you would, you fu"k,p 0eHin .okedM
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pqey, a ’ood moHie is a ’ood moHieC And I hear it‘s eP"ellent,p 
?rian said, standin’ to stret"h his le’sM

pI .robably haHe no "hoi"e,p gan saidM pWhat Jen wants, Jen ’etsMp
We all  "hu"kledM We knew gan was not in "ontrol of their 

relationshi.M
pI‘ll ’o, too,p I saidM 
pYou mean if Wendy ’oes-p gan asked, makin’ a kissy fa"eM It 

was no se"ret I had a "rush on WendyM I think eHeryone knew, 
eP"e.t herM

I shook my head, tryin’ to half>deny itM ?ut he was ri’htM
The faint sound of a horn "ame from outsideM
pThat‘s my mom,p 0eHin saidM pAnyone want a ride home-p 
pI should ’o,p ?rian saidM
p?an you take me home later-p gan asked meM
pYeah, you "an han’ outMp
It wasn‘t un"ommon for gan and me to han’ out after the other 

’uys left, just the two of usM
p1k, see ya,p 0eHin said, ’rabbin’ ?rian by the arm to .ull him 

u.stairsM
It was a .erfe"t o..ortunity to tell gan about gudley Road, but I 

de"ided not toM I‘m not sure why, but I thou’ht it mi’ht make more 
sense to kee. it to myself for a little lon’erM @erha.s see if I "ould 
learn anythin’ new before sharin’ the stories with my friendsM
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Two

GRADUATION WAS JUST AROUND the corner. I looked forward to being 
done with high school, and Dan looked forward to his last summer 
before senior year.

Like a million other times before it, I gently knocked on the door 
to his house and walked right in, not even waiting for someone 
to answer. I waved to his mom, Kathy — who was like a second 
mother to me for most of my teenage years — and his little sister, 
Rachel, as I passed through the kitchen into the hallway, and then 
knocked on Dan’s door.

I always knocked on his door, because who knows what a 
15-year-old is doing in their room with the door closed. I closed 
my door because I liked my privacy, and Dan was no di“erent.

C”ome in,H he said.
I opened the door and walked into his room, no di“erent from 

any other day.
CFey,H I said. Fe was playing Z-Yero on Super Nintendo. I always 

thought he was the coolest because he had a stereo and Super 
Nintendo in his room. No other friend of mine until then had either 
of those in their own room. Our video game consoles were always 
in the living room. I’d guess to keep my older sister, Jen, from 
?ghting over who got to play and when.

CFey,H he said, not taking his eyes o“ the screen.
Cqou ever heard of this place called Dudley RoadMH I asked. I had 

never considered myself a subtle person. I often blurted out what 
was on my mind and worried about the conseEuences of it later.
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CNo, whyMH
CSomeone I go to school with told me about it the other day and 

it’s been stuck in my mind since.H
CJust some roadMH
Cqeah, but it’s more than that,H I said. CIt’s supposedly haunted.H
Dan’s  eyes  widened  as  he  put  down  the  Super  Nintendo 

controller. CFauntedM qou know I love a good story. Tell me more.H
Dan  and  I  spent  many  nights  looking  for  ghosts  and 

telling haunted stories during our sleepovers in his basement. 
Sometimes we’d camp out in either of our backyards and listen 
for spooky sounds in the middle of the night. We were by no 
means ghost hunters of any sort, though. We were xust interested 
in seeing what we could ?nd out.

CThat’s the myth, anyway.H
CFowM Faunted howM And where is itMH
I had his attention.
CIt’s in !illerica, but I don’t know where ezactly.H
CFow is it hauntedMH he asked, leaning in closer, his cheeks 

getting Push with ezcitement. I could tell he wanted me to get to 
the point.

CSupposedly there was an asylum nearby and someone broke 
out and found a nunnery on Dudley Road. Fe broke in and raped 
a bunch of nuns all night long. Fe got caught a couple of days 
later, but one nun got pregnant. She hung herself across the street 
because she felt so terrible about the whole thing.H

CShit,H he said. CThat’s fucked up.H
CI know. I doubt it’s true,H I said.
Fe took a second, staring at me, before responding. 
CAre you fucking with meMH he asked, not breaking eye contact.
CThat’s the story how I heard it,H I told him. CI know nothing more 

or less than what I xust told you.H
CWe have to go,H he said, xumping o“ his bed. CWe have to ?nd 

this place.H
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I grinned from ear to ear. CI was hoping you’d say that6 Let’s go.H
We spent the rest of the day driving around !illerica trying to 

?nd Dudley Road. Foping we’d xust stumble onto it by dumb luck. 
We eased into !illerica from the part of town we knew where it 
connected to our town, Tewksbury. While we had been in !illerica 
plenty of times in our lives, we didn’t know it as well as we knew 
our own town, so there was some bit of learning curve to ?nding 
our way.

We drove by the !illerica 4all, a shell of what it was when 
we were kids, now xust housing K-4art and the discount movie 
theater.

As we made the right at the light, we saw the Taco !ell we’d been 
to so many times before.

The center of town was as foreign to us as any other place we’d 
never been. A small ga7ebo. The library. A church. Some shops. 
The Walgreens. It felt like any other small town American town.

It had got dark that night before we stopped and asked for 
directions.

I pulled into the parking lot of the Lil’ 8each convenient store, hit 
pause on the ”reed ”D we’d been listening to on repeat, shut the 
car o“, and we grabbed some drinks. Then, asked if the person 
working knew where the road was.

As I paid, I casually slipped it in.
CDo you know where Dudley Road isMH
The man behind the counter seemed to be ten feet tall and 

looked down at me over his glasses. CAre you boys planning to do 
anything stupid thereMH

CStupidM What do you meanMH I asked. Fe knew what we were up 
to. Fe’d probably heard about kids going there all the time.

Cqou know it’s haunted, rightMH
CThat’s why we want to go there,H Dan spoke up.
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Fe continued to look down at us from over his glasses while 
counting back our change from the register. CI didn’t tell you how 
to get there, if anyone asks.H

I couldn’t imagine anyone caring who pointed us in the right 
direction. COf course.H

CGood,H he said, handing me the receipt. CGo out of here, make a 
right on ”oncord Road, keep going for about ten minutes. Dudley 
Road will be on your right. The ?rst half is between ”oncord Road 
and Nashua Road. ”ross over Nashua Road and you’ll be on the 
part of Dudley Road you want to be on. That’s the part that is 
haunted.H

The  way  he’d  said  ChauntedH  wasn’t  sarcastic.  It  wasn’t 
condescending or rude. It was matter of fact. Fe said it like he 
knew, possibly from ?rsthand ezperience, that Dudley Road was 
haunted.

CThanks,H I said, scooping up our ”okes and my bag of chips.
We left Lil’ 8each and did our best to remember the directions 

he’d given us as we cruised o“, blasting C4y Own 8risonH for the 
?ftieth time.

It turned out his directions were right on the money. It was 
almost a straight shot from the store to Dudley Road. Streets 
stemming from both sides of the main road we were on, xutting o“ 
into neighborhoods, presumably full of people who had no idea 
what we were up to.

CI wonder if he’s been here before,H I said as I made the right on 
Dudley Road from ”oncord Road.

C8robably. Fe seemed to know ezactly why we wanted to come 
here,H Dan said.

The ?rst section of Dudley Road was unremarkable. The stretch 
between ”oncord and Nashua Roads was full of regular houses 
and normal yards. jverything seemed perfectly normal until we 
got to the very end of the road, about to cross over Nashua Road 
to the nezt section of Dudley Road.
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CLook,H I said, pointing to my left. CThat stone wall looks like 
someone smashed into it.H

The property on the corner of Dudley Road and Nashua Road 
had a stone wall wrapping its property line around the corner. 
It was about three feet high and looked like it was, at one time, 
constructed to mark the property lines. Right at the curve, nezt to 
the street sign marking Dudley Road, the stone wall had collapsed.

4y brain raced. What happened to that wallM Did someone crash 
into it Peeing Dudley RoadM Fad something chased them across 
the street, and in a hurried panic, they crashedM

CI wonder if someone crashed into it trying to speed away from 
something scary that happenedMH Dan asked, tapping me on the 
shoulder and pointing to the wall I’d xust pointed out.

COh shit, you thinkMH I replied.
CIt’s perfect that we’re here right as the sun’s going down. It 

makes it eztra spooky,H Dan said.
Fe and I sat in silence for a few minutes, trying to grasp what we 

were about to do. The trees across the street seemed to stretch 
as far as I could see, xust slightly opening up to allow Dudley Road 
to continue from where we were, to where we were going. 

We sat at that intersection for another minute before I pulled 
across the street to the other side of Dudley Road. A covered bus 
stop was on the opposite corner, by the street sign. A small bench, 
big enough for two or three people, sat under a covered roof. The 
whole wooden structure looked like it had been there for decades. 
I thought of all the kids that lived nearby huddling in it during a 
rainstorm while waiting for their school bus. I wondered if all those 
kids knew what hauntings lurked right up the road from where 
they lived.

As we eased down the road, we passed a couple of normal 
looking houses on either side — nothing out of the normal with 
anything we’d seen so far.
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That didn’t last long, as we pretty Euickly found the nunnery. I 
turned o“ the stereo to not draw any attention to us.

On the right side of the road stood an enormous building. It 
had two-story tall arches leading to the inside and looked to be 
made of stone or had some sort of stucco ezterior. It was beige 
and seemed to blend into the surrounding woods.

On our immediate right, preceding the nunnery, was a 12’ gate 
with barbed wire at the top. It ran the perimeter of the building, 
connecting at the near corner. The far corner of the fence followed 
the driveway along the right side of the building, running o“ into 
the dark woods. I couldn’t see far enough back to see how long 
the driveway was.

As we slowly rolled down the street, I recall noticing more details 
about the building. A large bron7e sign read CDaughters of Saint 
8aulH o“ to the left, near the brick walkway leading up to the 
building. To the sign’s left, a statue of 4ary stood, with its hands 
eztended out, palms up. It seemed warm and welcoming.

CDaughters of Saint 8aul,H Dan read aloud as he noticed the sign. 
CIt says something else underneath it, but I can’t read it.H

C4e either, but this has to be the place, rightMH
CWhat’s the di“erence between a nunnery and a conventMH Dan 

asked.
I didn’t know. I waited for him to look to his left and shook my 

head.
We kept driving down the road, ?nding nothing else remarkable 

once we’d passed the building that we were convinced was the 
right place.

A white farmhouse stood at what seemed like the end of the 
road. I could see a number of ”hristmas trees growing in the yard. 

CWeird place to grow ”hristmas trees,H I said.
Cqeah, how bi7arre,H Dan agreed.
CLooks like this is the end of the road,H I said, pulling up to 

the front of the house. In hindsight, the people who lived there 
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probably saw thousands of cars pulling up out front of their place 
and turning around.

As I eased the car to an almost stop, Dan shouted, CWait6 Look6H 
and pointed to his right.

The road continued to our right. There was a very sharp turn, 
probably greater than (2) to our right. !ut he was right, the road 
kept going.

I turned the wheel, pointed us in that direction, and hit the gas.
That part of Dudley Road was, in my memory, much creepier 

than the nunnery we’d xust discovered. It’s also where we’d come 
to spend a lot of our time and nights in the coming months — but 
I’ll get more to that soon.

As the road turned to our right, the pavement disappeared, 
turning to a completely gravel road. The trees that lined the 
paved portion of the road seemed to come together over the car’s 
roof, forming a tunnel and blocking out the night sky. The road 
narrowed almost immediately, where it was barely wide enough 
for my car, let alone someone driving in the other direction.

!ranches scraped the doors as we drove through the now 
pitch-black night. No streetlights overhead, no houses lined the 
road anymore,  not  a sign of  any type of  life,  even wild life, 
anywhere near us.

I truly felt the absolute silence around us. 
As Dan and I crept along this darkened portion of Dudley Road, 

ever so slowly, in my white 1(°( 4itsubishi Galant, I felt a sense 
of eeriness about me. Was I feeling that way because of some 
supernatural forces or was I feeling that way because I had heard 
the legend and wanted to believe it was trueM I’d always been into 
ezploring dark and supposedly haunted places, ever since I was a 
child walking around in our basement in the pitch-black. !ut this 
felt like something di“erent.

CIt’s fucking creepy out here,H Dan said, peering o“ into the dark 
woods out the passenger side.
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I didn’t say anything back to him, but in my mind. I agreed with 
him. It was so creepy and xust purely void of any ounce of light at 
that point.

We bounced over the potholes and uneven surfaces at a snail’s 
pace. The branches continuing to scratch the car’s doors had 
somehow lowered overhead. They were closing in on us from all 
directions. I remember wondering how we’d back out of the road, 
should we not be able to get out, if we continued on. 

As we kept driving, it felt like the opening kept getting smaller 
and smaller, and I wondered if it’d eventually come to a dead end 
of pure brush that we couldn’t pass.

I have a vivid memory of Dan and I both putting our windows 
up simultaneously. It was about that time where the branches 
along the road would have poked their way into the car. We didn’t 
coordinate. Instead, it felt like something had told us to put the 
windows up. Something compelled us to do it.

We drove for maybe ten minutes when we came to a clearing 
on our right. It looked like a small parking lot, though not paved. 
The dirt space looked like a natural clearing in the woods, directly 
connected to the road. I guessed it could ?t ?ve or siz cars.

CShould I turn aroundMH I asked Dan, genuinely not knowing if we 
should keep going or not.

CI guess,H he seemed disappointed. CWe should probably head 
back. It’s almost ten and the girls will be out of work soon.H

We had always referred to Wendy and Jen as Cthe girlsH. It 
seemed more of an Cour girlfriendsH descriptor, but only Dan 
and Jen were dating. Wendy was xust my crush at that point. Jen 
and Wendy were best friends and had known each other since 
childhood. The girls and I had all worked together, which is how 
I’d met Wendy, and then Jen, once she started working with us. 
She and Dan started dating a few months later.

Cqou’re right,H I said, con?rming the time on the radio. CWe 
should head over there to pick them up.H
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We pulled into the clearing to turn around,  pausing for  a 
moment to stare straight into the woods. I  don’t know why, 
though.  4aybe we hoped for  some sign that  we should Ior 
shouldn’tJ be there. 4aybe we hoped for something scary. 4aybe 
we were looking for some supernatural thing to shoo us away. 
!ut we sat there for xust a few minutes in silence, only illuminated 
by the lights from the dashboard in the car. I looked out into the 
woods, thoughtless. 

Waiting. Foping. jzcited.
I’m not sure what had me so ezcited. I think, given the situation, 

most teenage boys might put on the same brave face as I had. !ut 
not many of them would be ezcited, not many of them would want 
— even welcome — of something to happen in that situation.

!illerica to !urlington wasn’t a long drive. I knew the general 
direction we had to go, so it wasn’t a worry of being late to pick 
them up that drove us from the clearing that night. !ut something 
did.

As we drove past the building on our way out, xust before I’d 
reached to turn the radio back on, I felt a sense of panic. Just for a 
brief moment. Just a Euick Pash of panic — that type of panic you 
feel as an adult when you think you’ve lost your phone or car keys. 
It washed over me and then was immediately gone.
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