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 Nick and Chris were the closest of any two friends. They were not exactly two peas in a pod, but 

they were closer than brothers. The two of them always seemed to find a way to do everything 

together. This of course was only able to go up until they both went to college and were only able to 

catch up on holidays or summer break. This was one of those nights, in the middle of summer, when 

their lives would begin to change forever.  

 They sit across from each other in a booth at some burger joint in their hometown. Each of 

these conversations seem to pick up where the last one ended. The two of them never seemed to miss a 

beat.  

 Nick was already chuckling about an old memory before their conversation had even began. 

“Remember those prank wars we always use to have as kids?”  

 “How could I forget them?” Chris replied as he joined in with the laughter. “Pretty sure I 

remember getting the last good prank.” 

 Nick’s eyes widened as he remembered the prank. “Oh yeah, you got me to believe that the girl 

I had a crush on was actually waiting for me, here at this greasy dive of all places, for a date,” he 

chuckled lightly. “I’ll never forget that one.” 

 Chris let out a sigh as he leaned back into the booth, “Those were the good old days.” 

 “So, what else have you been up to so far this summer?” Nick asked as the food was being 

brought to the table. 

 “There hasn’t been too much going on,” Chris began. “I’ve really just spent a good deal of time 

playing some video games and catching up on some podcasts.” 

 Nick took a bite from the burger that was placed in front of him before asking, “Do you still 

listen to the horror podcast about all the local legends and stuff?”  

 “Of course I do,” Chris instantly replied as if he were offended by the thought of not listening to 

one of his favorite shows.  

 “I’ve been reading up on this local legend down in Monroe Connecticut,” Nick stated. “It’s not 

too far from here. Want to check it out?” 

 Chris began to lose his color a little bit. He may have enjoyed listening to horror stories and 

learning about local legends, but he never went out of his way to investigate the legitimacy of them. 

Chris nervously ate some of his French fries.  

 Nick took note of the long silence. “Come on, it’ll be fun,” he began coaxing Chris. “It’s not like 

the legend is about some psycho murderer.” 

 Chris looked out the window, taking in the sunset of the hot summer evening. “It’s getting late,” 

He said with a shaking voice. “Are you sure it’s a good idea?” 



 Without any second thoughts, Nick replied, “Of course it’s a good idea. How often do we get to 

go out on adventures anymore?” 

 Chris was eating slowly, trying to buy time to think about Nick’s offer. It had been a while since 

the last time they were able to go out on an adventure. None of them had even been chasing after a 

local legend though. The thought was making Chris sweat with fear, but at least that he could blame on 

the heat. He could see that Nick was eagerly waiting for his reply. Chris knew that a part of him would 

feel bad for denying the request, so finally he muttered, “Sure, let’s check it out.” 

 “Awesome,” Nick said with excitement filling his lungs. “I’ll tell you all about it on the drive 

down.” 

 It did not take them much longer to finish their meals. As they finished, the check came, and 

Nick took the liberty of paying for the dinner. Christ walked somberly behind Nick, who was walking with 

a brisk pace. Once Nick had gotten to the door, he turned to see that Chris was still quite away back in 

the dining room still.  

 “Come on, man,” Nick said in an attempt to get Chris to speed up the pace.  

 “I’m coming,” Chris replied as if he had just been embarrassed.  

 Stepping outside, they both noticed that the sun was starting to dip down behind the trees. To 

the east, they could see some of the evening stars beginning to shine.  

 Nick took in a deep breath. “It’s going to be a fun night,” he said.  

 Chris pulled out the keys to his car. “Am I following along?” Maybe if he drove his own car, he 

could just decide to head straight home.  

 “No, no,” Nick begin his reply. “You’re riding shotgun with me.” 

 Chris walked around to the passenger side of Nick’s car. Chris glances back at his own, worried; 

as if something bad is going to happen to it while he’s gone. 

 “The car will be fine while we’re gone, Chris.” Nick said reassuringly.  

 Chris nodded and entered the passenger side of the vehicle. Nick, in the driver’s seat, put the 

key into the ignition. The car came to life with a loud roar. It was loud enough to make Chris jump in his 

seat. Nick took notice of the visible anxiety coming from Chris, who was clearly quieter than usual.  

 “I told you, man,” Nick broke the silence once again. “It’s nothing horrible.” 

 “I know you did,” Chris began his reply. “I’ve probably just been listening to too much of the 

horror podcast, staying up too late, things like that.”  

 “We’re going to have fun,” Nick said with a grin on his face. “This is going to be fun.” 

 Nick pulled out of the parking lot and drove away into the darkness of the summer night, leaving 

the burger joint in the distance. Chris put his window down in hopes that the fresh air would calm him 

down. It worked, but not as much as he would want it to.  



 “So,” Chris started up. “What’s in Monroe Connecticut that’s so special?” Now Chris was 

thinking that maybe having an understanding of the situation would calm his nerves a little more. That 

would have to depend one what Nick meant by not that bad.  

 “There’s this place, you see, the farm of faceless people, they call it,” Nick was boasting the tale. 

“Supposedly, it’s supposed to be just as it’s advertised.” 

 “What the hell does that mean?” Chris was confused. He understood the concept but was 

unable to grasp the meaning behind it.  

  “Basically, out in the middle of nowhere, there’s a large house all on its own,” Nick continued. 

“Inside the home are the faceless people. No features whatsoever.” Nick was making gestures with his 

hands, but still concentrating on the road. “They aren’t alone though. Allegedly there is a caretaker 

there with them to help them around, feed and clothe them I assume.”  

 “Has anyone actually seen one of these faceless people?” Chris was curious about the story. To 

him, it seemed harmless enough. However, there was still a part of him that was nervous.  

 Nick was still fixed on the road ahead. “People have claimed to have seen them, but when you 

ask for proof, like a picture, nothing comes up.” 

 There was a sense of relief that came over Chris after hearing that. To him it meant that of 

course it was just a legend. There was no way a story like that could be true. He began to grin thinking 

about how stupid he must have looked being worried about such a thing. “Is there any supernatural 

reason for them being faceless?” Chris was fully interested now as he jokingly asked the question.  

 “I’m not sure,” Nick responded. “It’s either a genetic deformity or a mutation of some kind.” 

 The drive continued for a little while. The downtown area turned into a small neighborhood. The 

farther down the road they got, the more distance there was between the houses. Soon enough, there 

were no houses at all. There was only the road and a barren landscape.  

 Chris was puzzled by the vast nothingness. “Are you sure this place even exists?”  

 “I’m pretty sure this all use to be farmland,” Nick began. “That’s part of the reason this house 

stands alone so far out from everything else.”  

 “Then we must be getting close by now,” Chris said with an anxious voice.  

 Nick only nodded his head. Not much time had passed as they saw the building off in the 

distance. The silhouette of an old ramshackle house just barely lit by the light of the full moon. Nick 

slowed the speed of the car and turned out the headlights. There were not many streetlamps on the 

lightly traveled road. It worked out for the two boys, as Nick was able to get close enough to the house 

and park in the darkest spot between the distant lights.  

 From the safety of the car, they were examining the old house. Even in the dim light of the 

moon, they could tell the house was old. It seemed as if no one had updated the house at all. The paint 

was chipping off, and a lot of the wood was cracked. The windows were even boarded up. However, the 

windows were the greatest detail that the boys were fixated on. There were streaks of light just shining 



through the cracks between the wooden boards. It was not just one window, but several throughout the 

whole house.  

 “See that?” Nick said with an exciting whisper. “There’s light. There has to be people inside.” 

 Chris kept his voice at the same low volume. “That doesn’t mean they don’t have faces. They 

could still be normal people just like us.” 

 Nick looked over at Chris with an eyebrow raised. “You really think normal people live in a house 

like this?” 

 “This house was clearly abandoned,” Chris began. “It’s probably just homeless people looking 

for a roof to keep over their heads. This is the middle of god damn nowhere after all.” It was a logical 

explanation that was helping Chris keep his cool.  

 They continued to stare at the house. Curiosity was getting the better of them as they were 

waiting for any sign of life to show itself. A few moments went by, and then it happened. A figure stood 

in front of one of the boarded-up windows blocking the light from inside. Both kids sunk down into their 

seats.  

 “Do you think they saw us?” Chris asked nervously.  

 “No way, they couldn’t have.” Nick replied, but there was a noticeable ripple in his confidence 

now.  

 “Okay, the fun is over,” Chris started. “I want to get out of here. I want to go home.” His voice 

was at a whisper, but there was more fear in his hushed words than a scream could ever contain.  

 Nick looked over at Chris with the seam sense of urgency and fear. “Okay, fair enough.” 

 The two kids sat up in their seats, and in the distance they saw a dark shadowy figure. It was 

standing on the front porch of the house. There was no movement. Nick and Chris could both tell that 

whoever was on the porch was aware of their presence. Their eyes shifted and saw another figure 

standing only a few feet in front of the car.  

 “Holy shit!” Chris screamed out. 

 Nick quickly put the car in reverse and began to speed away from the house. The car went on to 

the dirt before Nick could turn it around and put it back in drive. Chris was looking out the rearview 

mirror to see even more shadowy figures. Nick slammed his foot on the gas pedal, and dirt and dust 

kicked up from the ground underneath the rear tires. The tires screeched once they met the pavement. 

The figures and the house disappeared into the dark night as they drove away. 

 “What the fuck? What the fuck?” Chris had hit his limit.  

 “Look, it wasn’t that bad,” Nick tried to explain. “It’s not like they saw our faces.” 

 Chris threw his hands in the air. “That’s what you’re worried about? We could have died!” 

 Nick gave a little chuckle. “Okay, I don’t think we were in that much danger.”  



 Chris threw his head back against the head rest. “I suppose you’re right.” He let out a deep sigh. 

“I just want to forget this night ever happened.” 

 “Not me,” Nick replied. “I’m coming back out here tomorrow. It’ll probably be safer during the 

daytime.” 

 Wide eyed, Chris looked over at Nick like he was a madman. “Are you insane? You’re asking to 

get yourself killed!”  

 “Aren’t you at all curious?” Nick said while gesturing with one hand. “All we saw were shadows. 

Yeah, it was a little nerve racking, but that’s probably an effect of the full moon.”  

 Chris began rubbing his temples. “Looks like you can count me in, because I’m not letting you do 

this by yourself.” 

 With a grin on his face, Nick responded, “Perfect.”  

 They arrived back at the burger joint, which was now closed. Chris stepped out of the car and 

got into his own. The drive home seemed longer for Chris that night. Not only was he still trying to 

forget what had just happened, but he was now also worried about what would was going to happen 

when the sun came up. He hoped the Nick was right, that the dark shroud of the night and the effect of 

the full moon is what made it so terrifying. Maybe there was nothing there and they just imagined 

figures staring back at them in the dark.  

 The night, for Chris, was hard to get through. It was hard for him to create a logical explanation 

when all he had been doing the last couple days was filling his mind with tales of the unknown, 

paranormal, and supernatural. Every time he closed his eyes, all he could see were the shadow figures 

looking back at him. No trace of skin, no features on the face, just empty black pools of darkness, 

watching and observing him.  

 Rays of sunlight finally began to shine through the window of Chris’ bedroom. He stumbled out 

of his bed, still tired and groggy. Chris guided himself across his room, propping himself up with one 

hand pressed firmly against the wall. A cup of coffee was sure to help him wake up and at least get him 

through the morning.  

 Standing in the kitchen, Chris saw Nick pulling his car into the driveway. It was a good thing he 

decided to poor this cup of coffee into a travel mug. Keeping himself propped against the counter, Chris 

watched as Nick walked up the driveway and knocked on the front door. “It’s open,” Chris shouted.  

 Nick let the door swing open but did not step too far inside the house. He was clearly ready to 

head out on part two of their adventure. “Come on Chris, let’s get going.” 

 Chris replied with a tired yawn, “I’m just finishing putting my coffee together.”  

 Once the lid to the travel mug was slapped on, Chris carried it out and met Nick at the front 

door. Chris took notice that Nick looked just as tired as he did. He held up his coffee mug as if to offer it 

to Nick, but Nick waved it away.  

 “Nah man, I’m good,” Nick said.  

 “You sure?” Chris was concerned. “You look like hell.” 



 “Can’t be any worse than you,” Nick said as he gave Chris a light punch on the shoulder. “Let’s 

get going.” 

 They exit the house, and Chris is sure to lock the door behind him. Before he knew it, Chris was 

once again sitting in the passenger seat of Nick’s car. He was too tired to be as petrified as last night. He 

just leaned his head against the window as they began to drive.  

 There was only silence for the first few miles of the drive before Nick broke it. “Didn’t get much 

sleep lasts night?” 

 “No, not really,” Chris said. “All I could see were those figures each time I shut my eyes.” Chris 

shifted his eyes to look at Nick. “You don’t look like you got that much shut eye either.” 

 “I’ll be honest with you, I didn’t.” Nick replied. He paused for a moment before he continued the 

conversation. “I know that you’re uncomfortable with this. I was just hoping that you’d have some fun 

doing this. It’s been a while since we’ve actually done something fun,” Nick continued. “I know that you 

like this horror story, urban legend type of stuff. That’s why I did my research and planned out this 

whole adventure.” 

 Chris brought his head away from the window and looked at Nick with a crinkled nose. “It’s not 

like our friendship is in any kind of danger, Nick,” he said with an agitated voice. “Yeah, urban legends 

and horror stories are cool, but at least I can enjoy them from the safety behind my computer screen.” 

 Nick looked over to see the aggravation in Chris’ eyes, then continued to look back at the road. 

“I suppose you’re right. I still want to see this through though.” There was no way Nick was going to turn 

around now and just give up. He looked back over at Chris, whose head was back against the window. 

Nick let out a deep sigh. “I guess I should have played a prank on you instead.” 

 “It wouldn’t have been so nerve racking, that’s for sure,” Chris said with a snarl.  

 Nick was patting Chris on the shoulder. “Dial it back on the tension scale, man.” 

 Chris closed his eyes tight and pinched the bridge of his nose. “Sorry, it’s just the lack of sleep. I 

don’t mean to lash out or anything like that.”  

 Nick could only nod his head. “Why don’t you take a sip of your coffee?” He gestured towards 

the mug sitting in the cup holder between them.  

  Chris reached out and took a sip. “Still too hot,” he said as he placed it back into the cup holder. 

Some of the coffee splashed back and landed on his hand. Chris jerked his hand back and tried to rub 

the burn off against his shirt. “God damn it! Today just keeps on getting better.” 

 “It will get better,” Nick began. “It won’t be like last night. We’ve got the sunshine on our side.” 

Nick was doing his best to stay optimistic. Deep down, there was a part of him that felt just the same as 

Chris. 

 The drive continued on for a while longer. Most of the ride was spent in silence as both kids did 

what they could to keep their cool. Soon enough, they could both see it; the large run down building off 

in the distance. Nick pulled a little bit beyond the house, making a three-point turn, just in case he 

would have to speed off again. He brought the car to a stop right in front of the house. 



 Once again, they were examining the house. It was even more rundown and tattered as the 

sunlight showed even more details that were hidden during the night. Both of the kids were unsure of 

how the house was even still standing. It was as if the building was stripped down to the bare bones of 

the structure.  

 “See,” Nick spoke up. “Not as scary as last night. I don’t see anyone around either.” 

 Chris’ eyes were shifting rapidly looking for any signs of life. There was no light from the inside 

to see if someone was watching from behind the boarded-up windows. “I guess you’re right,” Chris 

finally agreed. “I don’t think anyone else will be coming to jump out at us either.” He sat back in his chair 

and let his head fall between his hands. “I wish I didn’t get so worked up about this,” he explained. “It 

would have been a lot more fun if I just went along with everything.” Chris raised his head to look back 

up at Nick. “But like I said, it would have been less terrifying if you just played a simple prank.” 

 Nick looked from Chris to his steering wheel and began laughing. “You know, I’ve already 

thought of a good prank to play on you.” His laughter continued.  

 Chris looked confused as he raised one of his eyebrows. “Huh?” 

 Nick quickly reached over, opened the door and shoved Chris out in an effortless single motion. 

Chris hit the dirt by the side of the road with a hard thud. Chris heard the door slam as Nick began to 

speed off. Chris got to his feet with a rock in his hand to throw at the car; he did, and it of course missed 

by a long shot.  

 “You can’t just leave me here,” Chris shouted. “That’s you’re crazy ass idea of a prank?”   

 Chris was stranded as the car disappeared into the distance. He looked back at the house, and 

slowly began to back away from it crossing the narrow road. His heart started to race deep within his 

chest. The anxiety was once again building within him. He was out in the open. There was nothing to 

shield him if someone were to jump out at him.  

 A voice called out from the distance that made Chris jump and fall to the ground once again. 

“Who are you and what do you want?” The voice belonged to an obviously old man. The voice was dry 

and raspy as if whoever it was did a lot of smoking.  

 Chris took a moment to adjust his eyes before he could spot the old man standing on the porch 

of the house. The old man clearly was not pleased to have found a kid like this on his property. Chris 

slowly got to his feet with his hands in the air, thinking that it might help him in some way. “I’m sorry, 

sir,” Chris’ voice was trembling. He was terrified yet again. “I’m not supposed to be here. My friend was 

just playing a joke, you see.”  

 The old man walked down the steps of his porch. He was just on the other side of the narrow 

street. “I don’t like having stupid kids like yourself disturbing me all day and night!”  

 “Sir, I’m sorry. I know I shouldn’t be here.” Chris tried to explain his situation, but it was not 

getting him anywhere. That was when Chris noticed the open door to the house behind the old man. He 

saw who, no, he saw what was standing in the doorway. It was just as Nick had described. In the 

doorway stood what appeared to be a human, but there was nothing there on its face. No eyes, just a 

couple of holes in the sides of its head where the ears should be, a couple of slits where a nose would 



be, and a pair of thin pale lips. The figure was bald too and had no eyebrows either. Its face was in fact 

completely featureless. It did not take long for Chris to put the pieces together. The old man he was 

talking to was the caretaker. The legend of the farm of faceless people was true.  

 Chris’ eyes shifted again, and there were more of them coming out from behind the house. He 

began hyperventilating as a couple tears began to roll down his face. Nightmares were becoming a 

reality, and the situation had become overwhelming.  

 The caretaker called out again, “I’m too tired and too old to keep having kids like you stumble 

upon my land and harassing these poor individuals.” His tone was sinister, making it clear a punishment 

was coming. “I won’t be having anymore of it, and I can’t have you go off and tell my little secret.” 

 “No, please don’t,” Chris cried out as he fell to his knees. He looked as if he was praying to god.  

 The old man remained on the opposite side of the street as the faceless people began to close in 

on Chris. “It’s too late for you, young boy.”  

 Chris collapsed into full blown tears. He feared for his life, but there was nothing he could do. 

His fear had frozen him to the spot. The faceless people had surrounded him. They blocked out the light 

of the sun. All he could really see was the jagged teeth within the pale, featureless faces. The last sound 

Chris was able to hear as he began to drown in the blackness was the maniacal laughter of the 

caretaker. 

*** 

 Nick was spending some time at a pub not too far away from where he had deserted his friend. 

The time he was there was spent hitting on random girls and trying to get their numbers. Most of them 

declined. Nick had no care anyway, he was just trying to kill the time. Finally, Nick looked at his phone 

for the time. A couple hours had gone by. Nick paid his bill, and exited the pub.  

 As he got into his car, Nick was chuckling to himself; so proud of the prank he had pulled on his 

friend. “Can’t wait to see the pissed off look on his face when I get there,” Nick said to himself. He 

laughed even harder at the thought as he drove out of the parking lot.  

 Within a few minutes, Nick was pulling up to the ramshackle house. He was unable to see Chris 

anywhere. Nick thought that Chris would be there waiting for him still. Neither of them knew the area 

all that well. There was no way Chris would try to walk back all the way home, that was too far of a hike. 

Nick got out of the car, slamming the door behind him. He was oblivious to the fact that he had left his 

keys on the inside.  

 Nick cupped his hands around his mouth before he shouted, “Chris, where are you?” His voice 

echoed, but there was no reply. “Chris! Chris!” Still, there was nothing.  

 Nick scrambled around trying to see if he was hiding anywhere around the house. He was 

getting nervous and beginning to sweat. The thought crossed Nick’s mind that it could be a payback 

prank; that it was just Chris trying to make Nick paranoid that something happened while he was gone.  

 “Come on, Chris,” Nick continued shouting. “It was just a joke, a harmless little joke.” Nick was 

getting no replies. He finally walked over to his car and placed his head against the roof of the car. 



 Finally, Chris’ voice calmly called out, “You really think it was just a joke, Nick?” 

 Nick gave a laugh that was filled with relief. He clapped his hands as he turned to face his friend 

but was horrified to see what he was face to face with.  

 “Chris? Is, is that really you?” Nick said with a trembling voice.  

 Chris was standing there in front of him, but it was as Nick had described to his friend. No eyes, 

ears, nose, or hair. It was just a featureless face. 

 “Look at what they did to me!” Chris shouted back in anger. “Your fucking prank went too far, 

Nick!”  

 The caretaker came out from the house. “Another one!” 

 Nick was reaching out for Chris. “I didn’t know this was going to happen,” he said as tears 

streamed down his face. “This wasn’t supposed to happen!” 

 Chris took a couple steps closer to Nick. “That doesn’t matter now,” Chris said with vengeance in 

his voice. “It’s your turn.” 

 Nick backed away and scurried back to his car. He began to pull on the door handle, but it was 

not going to open. Nick looked through the car window to see the keys still in the ignition. He spun back 

around with his back pressed hard against the vehicle.  

 “I don’t want this,” he cried out. “I don’t want this!” 

 The now faceless Chris, along with several other faceless individuals were closing in on him. Nick 

began to run, but he was unable to get very far. There was a stray root sticking up from the ground that 

pulled him down. He had been caught and was now trapped. Nick could only watch as the faceless got 

nearer to his position.  

 Nick was struggling trying to shake free of the root that was holding him captive. He did not care 

if the bones in his foot broke, as long as it gave him a chance to escape this nightmare. He was straining 

as he felt the muscles begin to tare in his foot. Nick let out a cry of pain as he ripped his foot from the 

root. He felt a bone snap.  

 As Nick stood, he saw the faceless getting closer to him. In the distance, the caretaker was 

watching intently from the porch like a spectator at a sporting event. Nick stumbled backwards and 

almost fell after putting too much weight on the broken foot. The pain was burning hot, but Nick 

ignored it. He would let the adrenalin carry him as far has it would take him.   

 There was nowhere to hide out in the barren landscape. No matter where Nick would try to go, 

the faceless would somehow be able to track him. They were unable to see, but they could probably 

smell him or somehow hear his heavy breathing. The faceless were slow but were able to keep a steady 

pace that matched Nick’s. He knew it was only a matter of time until either they gave up, or he would 

run out of energy. Then it finally happened, Nick’s legs gave out from underneath him. He fell to the 

ground clutching at his broken foot. The faceless surrounded his position. 

 Nick looked upwards at the one that was once his friend. He tried pleading with him, “Please 

Chris, it doesn’t need to be this way!” 



 The head was angled down as if he still had a pair of eyes to stare at Nick with. “But it does, old 

friend,” Chris said softly. “We can’t have anyone going off and telling the caretaker’s secrets.” 

 The faceless closed in on Nick who was engulfed by the darkness. His final scream echoed 

through the vast and empty fields, a scream that no one would be around to hear. Nick suffered a fate 

that not even he would be able to see.  

 To this day, Chris and Nick are still very good friends. They no longer have to worry about 

missing out on what the other is doing. They do not even need to worry about finding good times to go 

out and catch up. They will always be together, living their lives on the farm of the faceless.   

   


