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“The Green Friend” 

Arla’s mom said the tapes were too old to work, but the VCR swallowed the cassette without hesitation. The TV 

screen flickered, snow for a moment, then cleared. 

A dinosaur appeared—bright green, wide smile, arms stretched like he was waiting for a hug. His voice was syrupy, 

too warm, as he sang: “I love you…” 

The song should’ve comforted her. It didn’t. Something about the background laughter pressed on her ears. It 

wasn’t quite children laughing; it was layered, jagged, like a hundred voices recorded on top of one another, some 

too deep, some too high, and none of them stopping for breath. 



Arla hit stop. The screen went black, but the echo of the song seemed to stay in the room. 

That night, she woke to hear the same tune humming faintly from the living room. The TV was dark. 

She told her mom the next morning. Her mom’s jaw tightened, and for a moment, Arla thought she would get angry. 

But instead, her mom just said quietly, “Don’t play it again.” She didn’t explain. 

Arla promised. But the tape was waiting for her after school, resting on top of the VCR as though someone had 

placed it there. 

When she pressed play, the set looked different. No children danced around. The dinosaur stood alone in the empty 

studio. His eyes never blinked. The song was gone. Minutes passed. Then he leaned closer to the camera, smile still 

frozen. 

In a voice lower than before, he whispered, “I can see you.” 

The tape hissed. 

Arla slammed the eject button, but the machine clamped down, refusing to let go. When she grabbed at the plastic 

casing, it burned her fingers. 

That night, she woke again. The song wasn’t coming from the living room this time. It was closer—just outside her 

door, sung in a soft, careful hum. 

Her mom didn’t answer when she screamed. 

By morning, the tape was gone. 

Only a single green footprint was pressed into the carpet by her bed. 

 

 



 

“The Meadow Ones” 

Alyse found the DVD at the bottom of a cardboard box in her grandmother’s attic. It had no cover, only a marker-

scrawled title: The Meadow Ones. 

The show opened on four rounded figures waddling through bright green hills. Their colors were wrong—not 

cheerful, just faded, like sun-bleached plastic. None of them spoke. Instead, they hummed in unison, a flat, low note 

that buzzed in the speakers. 

On their bellies were screens. 

At first, Alyse thought it was part of the episode: a schoolyard, children playing, faint giggles under the hum. But 

the images weren’t animated. They were real, grainy, like home video. 



The next day, curiosity pulled her back. The meadow was the same, the humming deeper now. On the screens, the 

children had disappeared. The camera drifted toward the edge of the playground. Past the swings. Toward the 

trees. 

By the third viewing, Alyse’s chest ached with dread. The figures stood closer together, their heads tilted as though 

they were listening. On the screens, she recognized a streetlight. Then a row of houses. Then—her own. 

She slammed the stop button. The TV went black. 

That night, she dreamed of the meadow, wide and endless. The humming shook the ground. When she woke, she 

could still hear it, low and steady, bleeding through the walls of her room. 

The next morning, she went to check the disc. The player was empty. 

Still, the TV clicked on by itself. 

The four figures stood at the edge of the meadow. Their screens glowed white. 

For the first time, they raised their heads and looked directly into the camera. 

Alyse turned away, pressing her hands to her ears, but the hum kept rising, filling the room, vibrating in her chest. 

When she finally dared to look again, the screen didn’t show the meadow. 

It showed her bedroom. 

 



 

The Waiting Bird 

When Aria’s parents left her with the old TV one rainy afternoon, she found a channel she’d never seen before. No 

numbers, no logo—just static that snapped into color. 

A towering, blue-feathered figure shuffled onto the screen. His feathers looked patchy, grimy, like they hadn’t been 

cleaned in years. His beak was too long, curving into a dull point, but when he spoke, the voice was kind, almost 

fatherly. 

“Hello, friend.” 



Aria blinked. The character didn’t look at the camera. He looked slightly off, as though speaking to someone 

standing just behind her shoulder. 

Each episode was the same. The Blue Friend taught “lessons.” How to stand perfectly still. How to breathe so 

quietly that no one could hear. How to count the seconds until the shadows in the room move. 

Aria wanted to stop watching, but every time she tried, the TV refused to turn off. Her parents never noticed—

somehow, whenever they walked by, the screen showed harmless cartoons. Only when she was alone did the Blue 

Friend return. 

On the fifth day, the lesson changed. He taught her how to wave. Slowly. Precisely. Toward the dark corners of her 

room. 

“Don’t worry,” he crooned, tilting his long beak. “They’ll wave back soon.” 

That night, Aria woke to the sound of feathers brushing the walls. Her curtains rustled, though the windows were 

closed. She pulled the blanket to her chin and stared at the corner. 

Something moved. 

The next day, the Blue Friend stood closer to the camera, feathers matted, eyes wide and glassy. 

“You’re ready now,” he whispered. “Step outside. I’ve been waiting for you.” 

The episode ended with the camera turning away from him—panning slowly, shakily, toward a familiar door. 

Her door. 

 

 

 

 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

 

Editor’s note: I gave ChatGPT-5 the same assignment as the students: to write three thematically related micro-horror 

stories (500 words maximum each), modeled on the styles of Poe, Lovecraft, or King, and incorporating either iceberg 

theory or cosmic horror. Each story was to include accompanying cover art featuring the title within the image and 

visual elements drawn from the narrative. No additional guidance or content was provided. The following unrevised 

stories are the result of a single attempt. 

The Charcoal Circle 

 

I have taken precautions, and I am calm. 



 

The desk is bare save for the paper, the lamp with its moth-burned shade, and the saucer of powdered charcoal I 

swore I would throw away. If you have ever drawn a circle freehand, you know the itch of it—the compulsion to 

close the arc, to make the ends meet. Imperfection gapes. Completion soothes. So I told myself. 

 

The first ring happened by accident: steam on the mirror, my finger idling as the kettle hissed. The second, on the 

frost of the window. The third, in charcoal, on this very paper, because charcoal shows what steam forgives. Each 

time, a feeling of pressure, as if the room had leaned in. Not sound, not breeze—an attention. 

 

One night I left a ring incomplete, a small break at the top like a mouth held shut by a single stitch. I slept. The lamp 

guttered and the shade blackened further, but I slept. The dream showed a round window in the sky and 

something patient beyond it, not knocking, not pleading—merely counting. 

 

What number is this? The saucer is light now. My fingers are dark. There is a smudge on the paper where the ends 

nearly meet, a crescent of mercy. I should destroy it. I should. 

 

Instead I fetch the compass from my schooldays—the brass hinge stiff, the needle cold. The circle wants closure 

and the instrument promises perfection. My hand shakes the way any hand will when about to do a small wrong 

that feels like a cure. 

 

The lamp falters. A moth crisps and falls, leaving a little cinder that is almost round. 

 

I set the point. I lower the graphite. I breathe, and in that breath I hear the counting conclude. 

 

There. The circle is whole. 

 

The room exhales like a lung held for years. The paper sags at the center as if the page had grown heavy. I do not 

scream. I lean close, because that is my vice, and what I see is not dark but depth—the ink is distance—and within 

that distance something opens an eye that is also a window that is also my mirror. 

 

I am calm. I will not draw another. I will not need to. 

 

  



 

 

Late Show at Carmichael’s 

 

On weeknights, the Carmichael never fills. Teenagers share a bucket, couples argue in whispers, and Harold in the 

booth runs the reels like a priest doing last rites—steady, unthanked, ritual. 

 

He found the canister in the basement behind a stack of sticky soda flats. No label, just a grease pencil O on the lid. 

The film inside wasn’t picture, not exactly—feet of black leader punched with a single clean hole near frame center, 

like someone had used a leather punch made for the world’s smallest belt. 

 

Harold threaded it as a lark for the closing bumper. The house lights already rising, credits rolling, he let the odd 

strip feed and leaned toward the port window. On screen, the hole projected as a perfect circle, truer than any 

geometry teacher’s dream. The audience laughed—one of those shared, brittle laughs that says we’re done here. 

 



Except the circle didn’t fade when the lamp cut. It stayed on the screen like a coin glued to plaster. A kid said, 

“Cool.” Somebody clapped. Then the circle got…closer? Not bigger, exactly. Nearer, the way a storm is nearer before 

the rain starts. 

 

Harold checked the booth. The lamp was off. The shutter was still. The projector’s cooling fan ticked like it always 

did. He wiped the port window. Perfect circle, steady. The air tasted metal. 

 

Below, the lobby posters bowed inward, frames creaking. Popcorn settled in its bags. The soda machine burped 

syrup. Harold heard a scrape upstairs—the little window where he watched the town’s only streetlight had become 

all circle, no night. 

 

He didn’t call anyone. Who would he call to report a shape? 

 

The circle kissed the screen and didn’t stop. It made no sound breaking the fabric because it didn’t break the fabric; 

it decided the fabric was already open. People stood without meaning to. One boy tossed a Milk Dud. It fell and did 

not land. 

 

Harold reached for the motor switch, missed, and touched the reel by habit. It was warm, then cold, then not there. 

The booth’s glass bowed. In the auditorium, every round thing answered—the clock face, the maraschino cherries 

in their jar, the ring of spilled cola on Seat G12. Circles recognized circle. 

 

Later, folks would say the Carmichael never had decent exits anyway. The fire marshal called it neglect. The paper 

ran an editorial about maintenance, budgets, small towns letting their treasures rot. 

 

No one wrote about the coin-bright, perfect roundness that chose the screen because it was a screen. 

 

  



 

 

The Aperture at Pelagic Rift 

 

From the papers of Dr. E. L. Kavanagh, recovered after the Pelagic Survey, Box 4: 

 

—Logbook, R/V Sibyl, 12 June: At 03°N, 118°W, the AUV returned images of an annulus at 4,600m—an absence 

ring, not substrate. Edges unnaturally clean. Sonar showed null return within the band. I will not write “hole in 

water.” 

 

—Field note, trawls: Lanternfish arranged themselves in a wheel about the ROV light. Not schooling. Holding. 

When the light was cut they maintained the wheel for sixteen minutes. 

 

—Letter to H.: Your grandfather’s compass sits on my chart table. Its glass shows a flaw—a round occlusion—that 

was not there in March. I placed the compass over the bathymetric print. The occlusion matched the annulus in 

scale when the Rose knot lay at 19cm. This is coincidence, but I am tired of coincidences. 



 

—Specimen jar, glycerin: Copepod eyes like onyx pinheads, thirty-eight in a ring. The jar refuses to focus to the 

center no matter how the lens is adjusted. Photographs develop with a white disc in the midst. Technician says it’s 

overexposure. The lab has new bulbs. 

 

—Typed memo to self: The men speak of the “aperture,” a word I did not use. Today they left a coil of line on deck, 

and it lay as a perfect circle though the ship rolled four degrees. I kicked it. It re-formed. 

 

—Final entry (pencil, tremor evident): At 0200 the sea went flat as poured glass. Not calm, not still—decidedly 

level. We cut the engine and drifted above the coordinates the compass glass prefers. The stars wheeled with a 

patience I recognized from no astronomy, a patience without hurry or delay. All round things answered: ring-buoys 

dragging toward midships, a porthole refusing to show the horizon, the cook’s wedding band found stuck edge-on 

to the galley tile. The aperture makes all apertures its emissaries. 

 

I lowered the compass. The occlusion in the glass aligned with the sea. The disc on the water was not black. It was 

nearer than black is, the way breath is nearer than wind. 

 

A gull wrote itself into a loop and would not unwrite. 

 

We have lines. We have hands. We have the habit of completing shapes. 

 

If the Sibyl does not return, it is because we were human and finished the circle someone else began. 

 


