DAWN KURTAGICH WORKSHEET

In the below pages, taken from my novel The Dead House, I have highlighted any sentence or word that 
a.) is associated with smell—the least used of all the senses in books
b.) is a metaphor or simile (using other images to convey meaning via comparison or reference)
c.) Any personification (applying human emotions to something non-human)
d.) Any Absurdism (intentionally ridiculous or bizarre) / Surrealism
e.) any visceral words or specific details that give the scene it’s meat

Two of the pages show examples of how you can use sound, or descriptions of sound, in a found-footage interview format to create tension, hesitation and more. 

ACTIVITIES:

1. Identify what the highlighted sentences are (personification, metaphor, etc).
2. Pick any book of your choosing. Find each example of the items listed above and write them out. How do they add to the scenes in your chosen book?
3. (OPTIONAL) Write your own scene and apply the rules you’ve learned in our chat today and see how evocative and creepy you can make it. Remember: sometimes withholding information and senses is what makes a scene creepy.
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Diary of Kaitlyn Johnson
Date, Time, and Location Not Noted

The smell is evolving-is that bad?

I closed my eyes to shut out the memories of my
life, which now includes the hardest heartache ever
experienced. I fell into sleep-sleep that still feels
like falling. I fell into the dark, felt vaguely the
moment when Ari left me to go to his dorm and clean
John’'s grave dirt from under his fingernails, and then
I was fully asleep and in the Dead House, and all was
silent. I sensed its emptiness like a weight—knew I
was alone. Whatever darkness lingered before had now
moved on.

Or maybe it only slumbered.

Or maybe it’s so much a part of me now that I can no
longer distinguish it.

But the smell—that old mildew scent-had changed,
deepened, turned into something like fine musk, and I
liked it.

This was it, I knew. For if the house was empty, Or
sleeping, I had a chance to find the door.

Knowing that John was the Shyan didn’t make this
easier, but at least it cleared the path. For, without
the Shyan to lead and contain it, surely the Olen would
subside into the fabric from which it had come. The
fabric of time and space and a universe I could never
understand.

I was angry not to have fought harder to locate
Carly while she was still there, still a part of me.
But if I could find the doorway that Haji spoke of, the
one Carly had been dragged through, then I could go
beyond and have a chance of finding her—maybe we were
still linked by some invisible thread. The thread we
had always taken for granted.

d not to dwell too hard on the thought that,
mind, and I found the door.
v mind? An unwelcome sensation
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Diary of Kaitlyn Johnson

Friday, 7 January 2005, 10:00 pm |
Basement

I can’t make sense of all the images in my head. They
flash and burn and change; they bleed into one another,
but I must try. The first thing is a hand. A huge hand
right in my face, and there is terror in my mouth,
bursting to get out as I look at it coming slowly
forward. I'm choking on the fear, which bends its way
into my vitals like an insidious and very conscious
weed. The weed knows exactly where to go, and it is

g o

laughing.
I see his face-but it’s torn, warped, bleeding. Dad.
There is shadow on a wall, moving, but slowing.
And with the slowing, I’'m filled with something.” And
then there is blood on very rough, dark walls-bleeding
stone—like walls?!—then, clear as crystal, John the

wbsence //' /'ﬂ/’a’rmﬁé'?w

Viking’s face.

He is pale, his eyes wide, his lips grimly set.

He is always in the flashes, right at the end, and I
don’t know why, and I am terrified.
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piary of Kaitlyn Johnson

Tuesday, ¢ January 2005, 6:25 am
Basement

1t started with footsteps. Footsteps coming slowly

towards my room. 351 I , like 1
f \ and they echo down the hall.

Step. (BOOM.) Step. (BOOM. . (BOOM )

I can’t move.

M

kKT 1 Tnflate! Tnflate no

But I can’t breathe, because the footsteps have
stopped outside my door and they : akkk as the
monster turns towards me—or is it a dev1l Dee? I can’t
tell. All I know is that there is nothing but a strip
of wood between us, and all I can think is

Oh my God Oh my God Oh my God

o} I could sr 1 that copr 1t
1d pennies, and I could feel the warm, SthkY,
; .ss of it in between my toes.

As the blood rose in the Dead Rooms, I grew more and
more panicked, sure I would drown in whatever the blood
concealed. Dee, I did; I drowned in my sleep tonight,
and when I woke, I found blood and stitches and skin
caught in my teeth, and my arms had been ripped open

anew.

g. Not just bleeding, Dee. They
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41 days until
the incident

Inpatient Session Recording #78 [Ref: Johnson-Inp-0033]
Thursday, 23 December 2004, 3:14 pn

Claydon Youth Psychiatric Facility, Somerset

Dr. Annabeth Lansing (AL) and Carly Luanne Johnson (CJ)

(AL): I want to address what you spoke about at the
end of our session last Friday, You said you felt like
you had murdered Carly, Why?

(€3)s I’m not sure how I feel anymore., I thought..I
thought I felt like that because by—by accepting your
help..l1 accept that she’s gone, And that was hard for

me.

(AL): And do you accept it?

(c3)s I.don’t know,

(AL): To have any hope of recovery, you must accept
it, The first step is accepting that you are Carly., You
are Carly Luanne Johnson. So let’s try to say it, Say
it with me..I am Carly, You can do it, [Pause] Please

try.

(en)s .

(AL): You can do it.
[Sharp intake of breath]

What is it, Carly? What’s happened?
[Shuffling]
Vocalize, Carly, Come on,

[Heavy breathing]

(€3)s 1.1 suddenly, um, realized that this will be

y first Christmas without her. It was alarming for a
< it, But..I=1’m better nou,
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(AL)s Carly, what is it?
[Pause]

(c3)s I am Carly.

(AL)s Excellent! Again.
(c3): I am Carly.

(AL)s [Laughs] No need to cry, Carly, This is
wonderful work, and I am so proud of you! Now, again,

(c3): [Ccrying] I am Carly.
(AL): Again.
(cJ): I.am.Carly. [Sobbing]

(AL): This is excellent, Carly. You’re doing well,
Now, 1’m going to give you an assignment. 1’d like you
to write down everything you can remember about the
night your parents died, Not what I told you, but what
you yourself remember, Then 1’d like you to attend the
Friday group session and read it aloud to everyone,

(c3)s oOkay.

(AL): You’re very brave, I’m so pleased with your
progress, Carly, Maybe, if you keep it up, you can
return to Elmbridge by the New Year,

[Chair scrapes]

(C3): Thank you,

[End of tape]





