
The Neighborhood    by Millicent Bliesener 

 I’d been euphoric to find my first house.  Priced within my frugal range, it had 

everything I wanted as well as a few amenities I hadn't dared hope for.   After my realtor 

showed me the place, I’d taken a cursory glance at the neighborhood.  The house down 

the block looked as if the Big Bad Wolf could blow it down, but otherwise the area was 

good. 

 After settling in, I met my neighbor Lori.  She was a short, frazzled, stay-at-home 

mother of two young children. From beneath the unstyled mop of dark blond hair shone 

a bright smile and soft brown eyes.  I liked her immediately.  She pulled me aside and in 

a hushed tone said, “Since you’re a woman living alone, you need to know that there’s a 

problem with the people in the house on the other side of you.”  I felt my forehead 

crease.  She continued, “Four guys in their early twenties live there. They’re mixed up in 

drugs and gangs. Last summer there was actually a shoot-out, right here on our street.  

So if you see anything that looks out of place, call the police.  Better safe than sorry.”   

 My heart sank.  I hadn’t bought my perfect home after all.  In the months that 

followed, I found myself feeling nervous about going outside.  Spring came, then 

summer.  The children played in the streets and their parents bantered back and forth 

over the rails of their front porches, but me, I preferred to remain as much a mystery as 

possible.  This wasn’t difficult.  I was working three jobs, and I had no kids to introduce 

me to the other families on the block.   

 But Lori made a point of hailing me down when she saw me, and I talked to her 

often.  She always had a new tale about her husband or children, and often more 



information about the problems of the neighborhood.  Her conversation was engaging 

and her details, impeccably accurate.   

 So you’ll understand why I didn’t notice when the change began.  One day I was 

mowing my lawn and I realized that nobody was outside.  Nobody.  All the cars were 

parked neatly in people’s drives, and there were no children to be seen.  Bastards, I 

thought, now everyone’s afraid. 

 Even Lori had become elusive.  I hadn't seen her for weeks and she wasn’t 

answering her phone.  When she returned my call two weeks later, I asked her why I no 

longer saw people out.  She shot back, “How am I supposed to know?”  I was stunned. 

 The following night, I got in from work at 10:00pm.  Two squad cars were in front 

of the drug house, their red and blue lights casting ghoulish shadows across my lawn.  

The cars were empty and nobody was around.  Odd.  I whipped into my drive, parked, 

grabbed my key and stepped outside.   

 Footsteps.  Three large forms in long coats were running toward me at 

breakneck speed.  I bolted to my house, slid my key in the lock, and slipped across the 

threshold just in time.  When I slammed the steel door, I heard a thud and a yowl from 

the other side.  His hand was caught.  Four long fingernails protruded from thick fingers.  

I opened the door slightly and slammed it closed again.  This time it latched, and I 

locked it.  

 Panic settled in.  Those guys were after me!  They’d almost gotten inside!  It had 

all happened so fast.  I grabbed the phone and punched in 9-1-1.  “Dispatch – what is 

the nature of your emergency?” a cool female voice asked.  



 A deep grating sound came from behind me.  One of them was slicing my screen 

with his fingernail.  I closed the windows and locked them, then drew the blinds. 

 “I’m at 320 Oak Tree Drive.  This isn’t a prank.  Three men are after me, and 

they’re cutting my screens and trying to get in my house.” 

 There was an unsettled pause, as if I could hear her frown.  “Ma’am, we already 

have officers in your vicinity investigating these guys.  What did you see?” 

 “It was just three large dark shapes.  Too large to be women, but I couldn’t 

describe them.”  I was shaking so hard I could barely form my words.  I tried to see the 

scene in my mind.  “Their eyes – there was something strange about their eyes.  It was 

like they glittered or something.” 

 “Glittered?” 

 “I can’t tell you anything more.  Please send someone.  I need to go.”  

  The dispatcher wasn't going to believe me anyway.  Those men – if that's what 

they were – didn't seem quite human.  Shining eyes meant they were nocturnal.  They 

could see in the dark.  I flipped one light switch, then another, then another.  If they got 

inside, I needed to be able to see everything they saw.  I questioned myself for a 

moment.  The idea of them not being human was so insane that I couldn't believe it had 

come from me.  And yet . . . their eyes had been sparkling.  People die when they don't 

listen to their instincts; every horror fanatic knows that. 

 I went into the kitchen, yanked open the junk drawer and fumbled until a 

flashlight found its way into my grip, then grabbed a butcher knife for extra measure.  If I 

got out of this alive, I was investing in a knife sharpener.  Grabbing a wool blanket, I 

stepped into my bedroom closet, slid to the floor, and pulled the door closed.   



 My closet wasn’t very secure, as the doors were mirrors and could be easily 

broken.  Even so, an intruder couldn’t see me immediately, which was a comforting 

thought.  I tried to breathe evenly, but felt like I couldn’t get enough air.   

 Something was scratching just outside the closet.  There!  There it was again.  A 

staccato shriek burst from my lungs. 

   Crap.  What had I done?  I'd given myself away. 

 Noiselessly, afraid to inhale, I stood, then readied the knife and flashlight.   

 The scratching continued.   

 Through the crack along the floor, I saw a paw with long ginger fur.   

 My cat, Capote.   

 I chuckled at my mistake and let him in.  Sensing my terror, he weaved around 

my ankles, purring.  This is probably why Egyptians worshipped cats, I thought.  Sitting 

down again, I worked my hands through his fur.   

 As a child, I'd pulled the covers over my head and clutched a different cat in fear 

of the monsters in the closet.  And now I was in the closet, hiding from what was 

outside.  In darkness, thoughts weave and tangle around themselves with no purpose or 

logical progression.  Death, the universal guest, calls upon us all at some hour.  The 

only question is when, and how.  But I was only thirty.  Shouldn't there be more time?  

Shouldn't there someday be a husband and children, and then grandchildren?  But . . . if 

I did live till morning . . . where would I go?  Work, no doubt, but then I'd come back 

here again.  This was my home – the only place that welcomed me. 

 About an hour had passed when I heard hammering.   

 “Michelle!  It’s Lori – let me in!  They’re after me!” 



 Capote and the blanket slid to one side as I grabbed my knife and ran to the 

front, letting Lori in without question.  She fell inside just in time to avoid the hulking 

shapes descending upon us.  I slid the deadbolt into place behind her.  My house was a 

home again.  It was secure.   

 “Can I crash here tonight?” she asked.  Her pupils were huge. 

 I nodded.  “You okay?” 

 “Yeah.”  Her hands dropped to her knees.  “I can't believe it.  It's not safe out 

there anymore.” 

 “They were trying to get in here earlier,” I said.  “I’m camping out in the closet.  

What’s going on?” 

 “Was talking with the police at the drug house when those three guys started 

chasing me.  Your house is on the way.”  It was a realistic enough explanation, but 

somehow it seemed too simple.  Too short, too easily told.   

 “I called the police about an hour ago and I haven’t heard from them yet.  Why 

are they over there?”  I could feel my blood pressure rising. 

 Lori shifted uncomfortably.  “Someone there threw a rock through a window.”  

 “A rock?”  I was near tears.  “I called because thugs were breaking into my home, 

but they were hot on the trail of . . . a rock.”  Lori followed me into my room.  “My nest,” I 

explained, motioning to the closet.  “You can have the other half if you like.”   

 Without warning, my cat launched himself at Lori’s neck, grabbed on, and tore at 

her throat.  “Capote!” I yelled.  I yanked him off and started to carry him to the bathroom 

when he broke from my grasp and bolted into the basement.  “How weird,” I remarked in 

amazement as the last sunny fluff of his tail disappeared under a chair.  “He likes you.”  



 Lori didn’t respond.  She was staring at my mirrored closet doors.  As I drew 

closer, I noticed something peculiar with her reflection.  She was translucent.  Maybe it 

was the light, but my image seemed normal.  Questioning, I turned to face her. 

 “You know, Michelle, you’ve been a good neighbor,” she started.  “A little shy, but 

so decent.  You’re only one left around here, you know.  All the others were gotten a 

long time ago, but you were so careful.  So scared.”  She paused and looked at me.  

“I'm sorry to be the one to have to do this.  It was the only plan we could think of.” 

 “What do you mean?” 

 She turned to face me.  “What I’m trying to say is that this won’t hurt if you look 

into my eyes.”   

 I felt like I’d been jolted.  My head jerked to look at her straight on.  She couldn’t 

mean what I thought she meant.  Her shining eyes met mine, and then her deep red 

mouth slowly extended like a snake’s, exposing snow-white fangs.  She’d become 

darkly magically fascinating.  As she drew closer to my throat, I realized that her eyes, 

while entrancing, were dead. 

 The last sound I heard with human ears was Capote, screaming. 
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