23 October 2026

Hi. Yes, I think I should start this note like that. I have never written anything like that, so it can be a little… strange. 

First I should introduce myself. My name is Zane. I’m 25. Yes, I know, it is strange that by being an adult guy I write about things not normal for my age, but that's how doctor Williams told me to describe it all.

Well, maybe I should say something about myself.

I’m living in a small village, existence of which is a mystery for many. Here live about 60 people. Everyone knows everyone, nothing can hide here. The nearest bigger city is  The Quail City. Its name comes from the surname of the city's founder, Stan Quail. The sign of the city, as you can easy to guess, is a quail, a small bird, which is rare here. The Quail City is a capital of The Elmont Region. It is very crowded and populous city, most of our Region's citizens live there. On ours Territory, called South Bay, are 12 Regions. Elmont is the second the biggest, and first the most populous Region.

Maybe we should get to the point. Doctor Williams says to me, that I must describe all from a moment, when it all  started, but I start from a little earlier moment so the whole story will be  clearer. 

One winter day I was coming back from my work. I wanted to be on time for a last train, which was going to this musty village, where I was renting a flat in old, dilapidated tenement house. In my flat there was only a kitchen and a small living room. The  Bathroom was common for all neighbours living on the same floor. Yeah, I know, wonderful circus. 

I want to add that, I was working in a highly developed publishing house. I was getting an advancement in a publishing career and from time to time I was publishing something mine, or selling ideas for other writers. These things were giving me a financial profit and helping me to get a professional promotion on higher work positions. 

Coming back, when I was walking quite briskly straight on a train station, I saw alone girl trought the window of cafe, which I was passing everyday. The room was empty and only she was sitting with a beautiful, but slight smile on her glowing face. She  was writing something in her notebook, with a cup of black coffee in her left hand.

I paused to take a better look at her. She wasn’t wearing a heavy makeup. Her lips were underlined by a light pink lipstick. She had slightly powdered face. She was pretty and attractive, but not more than she should. She had long, curly chestnut - red hair and shining, penetrating, black eyes. She was wearin a simple, blue dress with purple patterns. 

In that moment I had to decide. I will go at the train station and maybe I will never meet this alluring and weird girl, or I will get into the cafe and I will try to find out something about this mysterious person.

Of course I didn't know that effects of this decision I will feel until today. It means about two years since that winter evening.

Redheaded, how I was calling her later, had a name “Amy”. I started  meeting with her. We started cooperating fast. I, thanks to Amy, became the head of mine publishing house, she developed her fishing company. Amy came from Raven City, but she was travelling to find a place for investment.  The opportunity came, when an old fisherman died and left a small business, engaged in fisheries. Redheaded invested, and with my help developed a firm.

In a short time me and Amy started to connect something more than a relation of co-workers. She was seducing me, and I liked it. I was giving her signs too. Finally, we started to be in a relationship. Amy was 5 years younger than me, so when she was introducing me to her friends, they were looking at me little strangely. 

Exactly I don’t know when, I realized that I fell in love with Redheaded. But in those days it was too late.

One day, while I was looking for my documents, I stumbled on a strange Amy’s diary. On one of the last pages were written out two columns. Only male. I looked at first column. I found a well known for me name, Nicholas Northug. Nick was in my age, we were best friends in high school. He died in an accident, when he was 23.

In the second column, at the very end, were written mine name, Zane Z. It was only which wasn’t deleted.

I didn’t know, what it all was. For a moment I eyed these names. I noticed a certain dependency. The name of every man started with the same letter as the surname. What`s more, they all were sorted  alphabetically. Next to each name there was a brief note describing an appearance or a behaviour of every man.

“Funny, sometimes swinish. Very handsome. Wonderful eyes.” - that was written next to my friend’s name.

I didn’t have time to read all these notes and think what  that meant. I ran to publishing house. I was late for work now and as a head of highly developed firm I have a lot of things to do.

When I tried to come back, I didn’t wait for anything, I only went to bed. The next day I could go on late hour, so after I woke up, I started finding names from Amy’s diary on the Internet. Everyone was a victim of miserable accidents.

I was very lost  these days. I didn’t know, what was going on and what is Amy dealing  with. And these notes next to the every name...

When I thought about this, I looked at the note, which was next to my name.

“The best at the end”.

I slowly got frightened.

And at this moment my memories vanished. I had a black hole in my mind, full of screams, blood, dead bodies, smoke.

The memories came back while I was sitting tied on uncomfortable chair. Darkness was around. Nothing else.

Suddenly I heard the steps. Slow and calm. I recognized female heel knocking on the stone flooring. Next I heard creak away, but in the same room. I saw slightly  yellow light which was reflecting from a large, metal shape and in which I recognized a car, exactly my car.

Now everything started to compose to me. I was in the underground car park of publishing house. The garage doors, through which only I was leaving, were open.

I felt loosening the ties, and then painful twinge in my left arm. I hissed in pain and I fell down. Next the darkness appeared.

And then it was - short awakening, when I was lying next to my wrecked car. It was in trench. There were a lot of paramedics around. A little further I saw a scene, which I will never forget. A black body bag being  closed  by policeman. I killed a human.

13 April 2032

Hi again. Today I’m going out of this horrible place. I was there 6 years. So long. Only, what is good here, is that I met amazing person, Wendy Williams. 

Wendy was my doctor. She was conducted my therapy. Now, when I can go out, I planed to marry her. I love her. We are happy together. 

25 February 2036

Hello. I’m very happy, because Wendy is pregnant the second time! First was Alice, now she is 10. 

I’m writing here, because I’m cleaning attic, and I find this diary. I’m gonna to left it here. Maybe, when I will be dead, somebody will find this note and find out the truth.

Sometimes I’m thinking about Amy... I will never say anybody that I loved her. I’ll get it to the grave. Now I have wonderful life. I have a wife, one, and for a moment two children. I always dreamed about this. I can’t surrender the ghosts of the past.

10 August 2043

Hi. My name is Alice. I am  Zane’s daughter. I know I shouldn’t read and write in his diary, but I found it at an attic. Dad, I mean Zane, died 3 years ago. He was ill. He had a cancer. 

I decided to explain all the things. Amy was a serial murderer. She arranged all accidents of these people whose names were written in her diary. My dad was supposed to be the last of her victims, so she wanted to kill herself in my dad’s accident. She was psychically ill. 

Her plan was to  be successful and become famous, but my dad survived the accident.

My dad never told us about the serial murderer, Redheaded, exactly Amy Aaron, was his first love and as long as he lived, he remembered about her.
