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Newly Dead 

Elias and Scarlett Smoker had made sure that their wedding would be something to be 

remembered. They invited all their closest friends and family, and decided to keep their wedding 

in their hometown of Salem, Massachusetts. With the ceremony being short and simple, the 

newlyweds were congratulated. At the end of the day, they returned to their home. 

 “Welcome home, Mrs. Smoker!” Elias boomed as he opened the door to their home, his 

wife in his arms. 

 Scarlett gave a small chuckle and replied, “Thank you, Mr. Smoker,” kissing him on the 

cheek and then hopping down, the lace of her dress sweeping the floor ever so slightly. She 

walked over to their living room and dropped herself onto the couch. Elias followed close behind 

and stood over her. 

 “Wow! I never would have thought that this day would come so soon,” Elias told 

Scarlett, a bright smile on his face. “But I am so happy that I could have a wife as great as you.” 

 “I’ve never been so flattered in my life,” Scarlett said, dramatically flailing her arm over 

her forehead. “I do, however, need to change. This dress may look lightweight, but the fabric 

really is heavy.” 

 “Very well! While you go and do that, I shall start up dinner,” Elias exclaimed, glancing 

over at the clock.  

 After a wonderful dinner of chicken, peas, and rice, the couple thought that it would be a 

good idea to celebrate their wedding with glasses of wine and a movie in their living room. Once 

their movie finished, the couple cleaned up and headed to the bedroom, where they began to 

wrap up their day. 
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 “What a day!” Scarlett exclaimed, wringing out her hair after a nice shower. She glanced 

over to Elias, who was sitting on their bed and scrolling through his phone. He looked up at her 

and smiled. 

 “And an exciting day it was, but we should really get some sleep. After all, we do still 

have to go to work,” he smirked. Scarlett let out a groan. “What’s wrong?” 

 “It’s not that I dislike my job, but honestly, it is really a pain to get up so early in the 

morning,” Scarlett stated. Elias laughed hard at his wife.  

 “Well let’s go to sleep,” he said, laying down and motioning for Scarlett to join him. She 

flopped down on the bed, but seemed a bit confused. 

 “Honey, I thought you said that you had gotten a medium firm mattress? This is really 

quite soft.” 

 “Really?” Elias asked. He got up and laid back down on the bed, jumping up suddenly. 

“You’re right, how could I not have noticed! Well, I guess I’m going to have to go back to the 

store tomorrow and ask for an exchange.” 

 “Alright! Sweet dreams,” Scarlett laughed. 

 “You too!” 

 The lights went off and all was silent in the Smoker household. Suddenly, the air became 

cold and a slight tension could be felt. The scent of something metallic and sweet filled the area. 

Slowly, the bodies of Scarlett and Elias sank deeper and deeper into their own bed, but neither 

moved a muscle. Down, down, down they went, until the bed and sheets covered them. The bed 

slowly rose back up, only to reveal a small rose with a ring on its stem poking out between two 

pillows, something sticky dripping from its petals. 
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 Scarlett woke up to a bright and blaring light on her face. She winced in pain as she 

shook herself fully awake. 

 “Elias?” she mumbled, trying to make out her surroundings. No response. Scarlett 

glanced down and gasped.  

She clearly remembered putting on a pair of yoga pants and a t-shirt when she went to 

sleep that night, but now, she was dressed in something entirely different. A delicate top of blue 

and yellow stripes. A skirt came just above her knees made of fluffy lace, ruffles, and chiffon 

that matched the top, although there was some fading between the two colors. Blue to black 

stockings with little stars embroidered along the sides and a dainty pair of blue shoes with bright 

yellow dots. Despite all of this, what shocked her the most was the stunning cape that came 

around her shoulders. It only dropped down to her hips, but she could tell that it was made with 

delicate fingers. Dark, noble blue with a light yellow to white thin fabric draped over it and for 

the pièce de resistance, a shimmering coat over it all. It sparkled like a million diamonds, 

constantly reflecting the light. 

 After she finished examining her outfit, she looked around, wondering and worrying 

about where Elias was. She noticed that the floor she stood on was a combination of something 

that looked like sand and dirt and the walls were lined with blue and yellow fabric. She noticed 

that the bright light that had woken her up was coming from a small crack in the fabric in front of 

her.  

 What is this? 

As she started to wander to the hole, she was suddenly pulled back. What she hadn’t 

noticed before was the black chain that went around her ankle and kept her in the middle of the 

room.  
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 “What the…?!” she protested. She started yanking on the chain, trying to break free, but 

to no avail. “Elias!” she called, still, no answer. “Elias this isn’t funny! Come out now will you!” 

she yelled, her voice trembling. 

 Instantly, the ground beneath her feet began to move towards the crack in the curtain. In 

shock and terror, Scarlett found that she wasn’t able to move her body. As she neared closer and 

closer to the curtains, they slowly began to draw apart, bringing in even more light. Scarlett 

covered her eyes in reflex until they got used to the light, and then removed her hands. 

 “Holy…” she gasped. 

 It was as if she were in some type of fairytale. She was in a ginormous circular tent, like a 

circus tent, but much grander. What she noticed first was the candles that seemed almost to float 

at the top of the tent, providing a dim lighting. Spotlights across from her shone over her face, 

Scarlett found it hard to see what was going on. Everywhere she looked she could see stands 

filled with people. Every single one of them held or had masks over their faces. Feathered birds, 

ferocious lions, studded in gems, you name it. None of them made a noise as she was dragged by 

the floor into a ring that had been carved out of the middle. There also seemed to be many 

different platforms all around the tent, some were as tall as two feet, and others stretched up to 

the ceiling high above. Rings of fire, tightrope platforms, props set on tables all around, this 

indeed seemed to resemble a circus.  

 As she made these observations, she also noticed that her husband was sitting in the 

center of the ring, he too looked as if he was chained by the ankles. 

 “Elias!” she cried, shaking off the initial shock. She saw his head jump up from his 

shoulders, a look of relief flashing across his face. He wore a suit that matched the dress that 

Scarlett had on. Trying to run to Scarlet the chains pulled him back. 
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 Standing next to Elias, was another man. He was dressed somewhat differently from both 

the Smokers, but no less stunning. 

 This man wore a vest with his suit. A simple pair of black dress pants and shoes.  The 

vest was embroidered with small, sparkling blue spirals that went all around the front of the vest. 

It covered a plain, long sleeve dress shirt, along with a black tie that had been tucked under the 

vest. The man had upon his head a mask that looked like a bird, although all black, save for the 

eyes, which were dark forest green. A top hat adorned with peacock feathers sat at a slight angle. 

He, unlike Elias, had on a cape as well. The cape was black to blue and was shaped much like an 

old European tail coat, although this one went down to the man’s ankles. The bottom edge of the 

cape was cut to resemble a bird’s feathers. 

 He smiled when he saw Scarlett being pushed forward by the ground, and began to speak. 

“My dearest guests! I have a lovely surprise for you all!” he stated. His words were softly 

spoken, but they seemed to carry greatly in a firm, calm, and crisp tone. “Tonight, ladies and 

gentlemen, I introduce to you on my left,” pointing to Elias. “Elias Smoker! And to my right, 

Scarlett Yale, although now I assume that she goes by Mrs. Smoker,” he smirked. The audience 

seemed to shift their attention to the two people beside the man, watching them carefully and 

without words. 

 “Where are we!” Elias shouted to the man, trying to reach him, but the chain just kept 

pulling him back. 

 “Ahh, seems this one is quite eager to get his turn. Worry not, you shall have it soon 

enough!”  

 “Elias!” Scarlett called. “What happened?” 
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 “I don’t know honey, but I promise I’ll get us out,” Elias replied back. He continued to 

yank and try to break the chain around his ankle. 

 “Are you ready!” the man shouted, finally getting a reaction from the crowd: screaming. 

It was a noise Scarlett had never heard before, piercing, painful, screeching. It was as if you took 

nails on a chalkboard and ran that sound through a megaphone. She covered her ears hard, then 

brought her face close to her chest, hoping to block out some of the noise. When it had finally 

stopped, Scarlett looked up at the man beside her, though he seemed unaffected by the sudden 

screams. “Then let. Us. Begin!” 

 Scarlett once again had her foot pulled by the chain around her ankle. It dragged both her 

and Elias to the edge of the ring with the man following close behind. 

 “Who are you?” Elias questioned the man as they were being dragged along, all the while 

still trying to fight the chain. 

 “Hmm, that’s a great question you ask. You can refer to me as Ringleader. After all, I do 

run this show!” Ringleader cried as he turned back to the crowd. He ran back towards the 

middle, doing jumps and flips along the way. When he arrived at the center, he then took off his 

hat and bent down. Sudden movement from above made Scarlett look up. 

 People came from the tops of the tent, all were dressed in wonderful, sparkling clothing 

that reflected lights that shined on them. Each landed on one of the platforms in the ring, posing 

with some type of prop in their hands. Some even landed right in front of Scarlett and Elias, 

shocking them with their sudden appearance. 

 Something that Scarlett noticed about these performers however, is that they seemed 

almost unhuman. Each one had skin the color of porcelain, and at first, Scarlett thought it was 

just makeup, but as she continued to watch these people drop down and pose, other small hints 
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gave them away. They never blinked, breathed, or moved for that matter. All stood perfectly still. 

There was something off about them, what exactly, Scarlett could not make out. 

 Turning her attention back to Ringleader in the middle of the ring, Scarlett saw that he 

was still bent down, also very still. He then placed his hat back on top his head, still at that slight 

angle. 

 “Our first performance for the night, tightrope walking!” Ringleader pointed his hand to 

the very top of the tent. A spotlight was directed to draw everyone’s attention to the highest 

platforms that had a thin wire stretched from one end to another. 

 A young girl had already started her walk across the wire. She was very brave, swinging 

around and doing tricks, such as pretending to fall, but then catching herself once more and 

swinging back onto the thin wire. There was no safety net, so if she were to fall… Scarlett could 

only pray that the poor girl would be alright. 

 The girl made it all the way across, and once on the other side, waved and bowed. 

Scarlett assumed that people would cheer the girl for her courage, but only a polite applause rang 

from the crowd. 

 “Was that not enough for you?” Ringleader questioned. “Do you perhaps want more?” 

The audience remained silent, but the atmosphere around Scarlett suddenly shifted. They were 

expecting more. 

Ringleader turned around in a circle, scanning his performers. When his eyes looked in 

the direction of Elias, Scarlett knew something was wrong. Ringleader smiled ever so slightly, 

pearly white teeth showing through.  

“Why not have our special guest come and perform for us?”  

Scarlett, in shock and disbelief, remained silent. Then it all started to make sense. 
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“No. Wait, wait, wait. No, NO!” Scarlett started screaming hysterically. Elias, also 

realizing what was going on, looked over at her in shock. His chains started pulling him slowly 

towards the platform. Scarlett felt tears rolling down her eyes, and she scrambled to try and reach 

Elias before he got too far. She grabbed onto his hands and held them tight. 

“No! No! NO! You can't go, you absolutely cannot do that!” 

“Honey, honey, calm down! I-I don’t really want to accept this, but I promise you 

something. I will never leave you,” he said, leaning his head into hers. 

“You are going on that thing Elias? That is hundreds of feet in the air, there’s no safety 

net. If you fall. You. Will. Die!” Scarlett screamed. She struggled to keep up with Elias’ chains 

as her own started to pull her back. 

“I know, but remember our wedding? It was only a couple of hours ago I bet. I swore to 

you that I would be with you till death, and I will. I won’t leave you now.” 

“What if you-,” Scarlett’s words wouldn't come out. Her throat was raspy and didn’t want 

to work. 

Elias knew what she meant, and gave his wife a smile to reassure her that everything 

would be alright. Scarlett almost believed it for a second, but she knew better. Scarlett cried and 

cried, gripping onto his hand. The further they spread apart; the more Scarlett felt her eyes 

widen. More, more, and more. Until finally only the tips of their fingers could touch, and then he 

was gone.  

Scarlett watched as he was pulled to the pole. The chains unbuckled themselves, but 

performers got in his way of escaping, each one locked together in a tight wall. He knew he had 

to climb up, so he did. Rung by rung, each one bringing him closer and closer to the top. Every 

now and then, he would glance at Scarlett and smile, telling her that he was going to be alright. 
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She had never been a big believer of god, but if there was one out there, she prayed that they 

would ensure her husband’s safety. 

He reached the top and looked down below, obviously hesitating. 

“Are we scared now! C’mon walk the wire!” Ringleader exclaimed, a hint of bitterness 

within. He was becoming impatient. 

Scarlett watched in horror as Elias put his first foot out on the wire. He had always had a 

pretty good sense of balance, but something like this needed more than just balance. She watched 

as he took his second step, now completely on the wire.  He was able to take a couple more 

steps, and Scarlett thought he was doing well, but then tragedy struck. He fell. She was about to 

scream out, but then realized that he had caught himself at the last second. One of his hands 

wrapped around the wire, and currently he was struggling to reach up and grab it with his second 

hand. 

Please, please, please don’t fall! 

Scarlett felt herself at the edge of her sanity. Just recently married, the man of her dreams 

and love of her life, and now he was at the edge of death. One wrong move on his part, and it 

would be over. He was so close, slowly pulling himself up and trying to rebalance on the wire, 

when suddenly Ringleader made an announcement. 

“Is he doing well?” his voice was mocking, but the audience responded. 

Again, a piercing, painful noise. Scarlett wanted to keep her eyes on Elias, but the noise 

messed with her senses. Covering her ears and closing her eyes, the screaming continued for 

thirty more seconds, and then it was over. She lowered her hands from her ears hesitantly, in case 

the screaming started once more. Suddenly, worry took over. Was Elias alright? 
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She looked up, hoping to see Elias safely on the rope, walking across, or at worst, still 

hanging on, but she didn’t see him. She couldn’t see anyone. She looked all along the wire, 

trying to find him, but then something caught her eyes on the floor in front of her.  

It was him, he was there, on the floor. Her eyes locked onto the sight in front of her. She 

couldn’t believe it as her eyes scanned over the scene. Blood, lots of it. Pouring from his clothes 

and flesh in the middle of the floor, and then slowly seeping into the ground. The body’s neck 

was set at a weird angle, it twisted around, where the face was staring right at her. White, milky 

eyes, a permanent, final scream plastered on the face, Elias’ dead body looking right at her. 

Scarlett couldn’t recall what happened next, but she heard screaming, and a lot of it. 

There was some sort of yelling too, but she couldn’t make out the words, but as her throat began 

to hurt, she realized something. She was screaming.  

“NO! NO! NO!” she yelled those words over and over again as she scrambled to Elias’ 

body, laying so close to her, yet with the chains pulling her back, so, so far. “You promised! You 

promised that you would never go!” she croaked, throat sore from yelling. The audience was 

still. Performers had started to drag Elias by the leg, a trail of thick, red blood was being left 

behind. Scarlett still screamed. She screamed and cried for a while before taking a long breath. 

Scarlett looked up and met Ringleader’s eyes. Anger from all over started to fill her and 

she stood up and pointed at him. 

“This is all your fault! You-you murdered him!” he was the reason her husband was dead. 

She ran at the man, but the chains made her fall back down. She banged the chains and scratched 

at them, leaving her hands and nails bloody and in pain. She finally started to breathe a little 

lighter, but her anger had not yet dissipated. 

 All the while, Ringleader had been standing still, not moving or showing emotions.  
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 “Well, well, well. Looks like the little girl can pack a punch. Now, how was the 

performance, to your liking?” he asked, turning to his audience. 

 A sound of applause rang out all around the tent. Scarlett screamed, what are these 

people? They liked it when a person died? It made no sense at all.  

 “What is this!” she accused. “What is with you all! Elias just died! Why, why?” her last 

words cut out, and she sank to the floor, more tears streaming down her face. 

 “It seems like our other guest is also just dying to try and do a performance for you all as 

well!” Scarlett looked up in horror. First her husband, now her? 

 Two performers approached her as she backed away from them. Their grip was like iron 

shackles, holding her in place even as she struggled. She was pulled towards the center of the 

ring, where another set of performers were dragging out a glass box filled with water. It was tall, 

at least seven feet she guessed. She looked at it in horror, for inside of it, there were also chains, 

lightweight enough for them to float to the top, but no less terrifying. What in the world was 

going to happen to her? 

She continued to struggle, trying so hard to get out of their grip, but in the end, it 

provided her no gain. She was dragged on a platform above the box, and the chain on her ankle 

was removed, only to be replaced with the chains from inside the box. She looked down into the 

water, wondering what her demise was going to be, when suddenly the platform beneath her 

gave way and she fell. From the shock and large intake of water, she was momentarily frozen, 

before her instincts kicked in and she struggled for the top. Flinging herself over one side of the 

container, she began taking large gasps of air as she coughed up the water she had swallowed. 

She looked at Ringleader, who stood in front of the box. Even though she was above him, she 

felt as though she was a tiny ant, looking up at a huge foot that was coming down on her. Hands 
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from behind grabbed her and dragged her back into the water. She tried to reach for air, but the 

chains had shrunk, no longer providing her with enough length to make it to the top. 

With wide eyes she calmed herself and looked for a solution. She glanced around, but 

nothing could help her in the situation. She looked out from the glass, to meet Ringleader’s eyes. 

He himself was not smiling, but something about his eyes told Scarlett that he was enjoying 

every moment of it.  

She was starting to lose air; she couldn’t hold her breath for much longer. She struggled 

and struggled to fight her way to the top, but nothing worked. She began to start losing 

consciousness, everything around her was getting a bit blurry. But she saw something that made 

her eyes open wide.  

Elias was standing next to Ringleader. He was there, alive and well. She reached out for 

him, swimming towards the glass that kept her from him, but then she stopped. Something was 

off, Scarlett could tell. This was not the same Elias she knew and loved. He, like all the other 

performers, looked too perfect, even though water and glass blocked her vision. Something about 

him was not right, and just as she was about to close her eyes for the final time, she knew what it 

was.  

All of their eyes, every single one of the performers she saw, looked scared. None of 

them could show any other expression through their eyes than fear. Like pieces in a puzzle, 

Scarlett realized something. Every single performer here, had died in this very tent. 

Ringleader watched as Scarlett’s body stopped moving and her eyes closed. He smiled at 

his accomplishments. 
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“Another night completed,” he muttered to himself. He loved the look of confusion, 

horror, and understanding that had flashed across Scarlett's face in the end. She was a smart girl; 

too bad she couldn’t live her days out longer. 

“What a happily ever after!” he exclaimed, turning back to the audience, his wonderful 

guests. Pulling a rose from his pocket, he threw it into the air, shouting, “Everyone, let us give a 

round of applause, to the NEWLY DEAD!” 

 


