
 

The Haunting 60 

by Kyla-Jane Rogers 

  

 Let me tell you a story of when I was young girl, back in 1978.  It’s spooky, it’s 

horrifying, and most of all, it’s real.  It was an experience.  I hope it never happens to you.  I 

don’t know why I am alive to this day.  

It all started as I walked down a cold and empty street. I saw a small motel.  It was late, 

and I needed a place to sleep for the night.  I ran to the motel and pushed through the front doors.  

There was an old man sitting behind the desk.  “Hello sir, do you have any rooms?”  I asked, 

looking hopeful.  He looked up at me and shook his head.  “Nope, we’re all full.” he said in 

papery voice “Are you sure you don’t have one?” I pleaded.  “Well, we do have one, but rumor 

is that it is haunted.” he whispered.  “Um” I said nervously “I’ll take it.”  I handed the old man 

my money and he gave me my key.  “Room 60” he said smiling.  I slowly walked to the stairs 

and started climbing to the 13
th

 floor.  I was regretting it.  I wasn’t a daredevil.  I took a deep 

breath, when a white wispy image floated past me and through one of the many doors.  I walked 

up to see which door it flew through.  It was my room, room 60.  My hands started to sweat as I 

reached for the handle, I gulped.  The door creaked as I opened it.  The room was pitch black and 

had an eerie silence.  I flipped on the light switch and the lights didn’t come on. I bounded down 

the steps to tell the man.  As I rounded the corner, I found that the man wasn’t there.  This place 

was scaring me.  I went over and pulled on the front doors.  It was locked.  I began to pace the 

room, when I remembered what the old man said.  The rest of the rooms were full, maybe 

someone could help me.  I ran up the stairs, taking them two at a time, and knocked on the 

nearest door.  



 

No one answered.  I turned the handle, and the door opened.  The room was dark. 

Something pushed me into the room and locked the door behind me.  I got a glimpse of it, I 

thought it was a vampire.  No, I must be going crazy, vampires weren’t real.  I realized Room 60 

wasn’t the only thing haunted, the whole motel was.  I moved through the room, bumping into 

things as I went.  I heard whispering and laughing and the room smelt of decay.  I jumped to the 

sound of moaning.  I felt like something was watching me.  I kept running, wondering when the 

room was going to stop.   

Then I woke up in cold sweat. It was only a dream, I was in my bedroom.  As I lay in my 

bed, trembling from my fear, I saw it again. That familiar white wispy thing.  This time the ghost 

was wearing the number 60 on her necklace.  I reached for my phone and called my mother, no 

one answered.  Then I called my father.  Finally, someone answered. “Hello, I know where you 

are, I know who you are and I am coming to get you.” Then the phone went dead.  I heard a 

knocking on my bedroom door.  I hid under my bed.  My door opened, and something came in.  

Whoever it was, was barefoot. They walked around my room calling my name, “Caroline, 

Caroline, where are you?”  Then a face appeared.  They opened their mouth, and I knew I was 

right.  The thing that pushed me back at the motel, it was a vampire.  His iris was bright red, and 

his teeth were bright white. I knew that was my end. 

 When I was a child, my grandmother had told me a story of when her sister died.  She 

was found on her sixtieth birthday, with puncture wounds on her neck.  Of course, I didn’t 

believe her.  That is until I saw that vampire’s devilish face.  And why I survived that night, I 

have no clue.  Tonight, it is my sixtieth birthday, and I am sitting here sharing this tale, that I’ve 

never told anyone before.  I will never forget that night, 40 years ago.  The End, or is it? 


