Since I love writing and love a good ghoststory at its time I was thinking I'd write on myself this time. For those of you who hate clowns and love to be scared…….. read on.…… but make sure you have a steady pacemaker. :->

Oh boy do I hate Sunday-evenings…. nothing good on the tube and not enough money to buy a VCR on his own. Being a only sixteen really sucks. Kevin thought to himself.

He already had made all of his homework for next week and didn't want to start on those projects just yet…. laziness he guessed.

Ah well…. let's walk the dogs again. He thought. After putting on his jack he called the dog from the livingroom. It was a little Maltese, white hair, normally hyperactive but today a little bit tired.

As they both strolled out the door Kevin noticed just one moment too late that he had forgotten to take the key with him. "Shhhh" he started to say but immediatly thought better of it. There were children asleep in his street so he decided he would sulk in silence instead of cursing this anger out of him.

Ah well…. he could always break into his house using a piece of metal that he had especially placed next to the backdoor for such occasions.

And he walked on, to the park, still thinking about his blunder from earlier on. And when he finally got to the park, well… not really a park… more a large pond with some greenery around it, he noticed how slow Frits, the dog, was walking. With his tail between his legs and his head down Kevin could barely believe that this was his dog. Frits was always quite cheery and would bark at anything that moved, even in the darkness of the night, but now he was so quite that Kevin had to walk behind him to make sure that he was still here.

"Probably more tired than I imagined" Kevin mubbled to himself as they went around the park.

Halfway around he noticed that the dog looked back an awfull lot. Not even at him but behind him. So Kevin looked back. Nothing. But as he started to turn his head back, he thought he saw a bush move a little. This frightend him so that he started walking backwards.

"This is crazy" he mumbeld to himself "it's probably some dumb animal and he looked over his shoulder to check on Frits.

He wasn't there any more! Where could he be? And he yelled, thinking that his dog was more important then the goodnight rest of the children, "Frits! Frits, come here would ya?! FRITS! Here!". Oh my God! Frits was gone! Where could he be? He should have put him on the leash.

Running around the park once more he came to that strange bush once more and, although quite frightend, he decided to check it out, perhaps Frits was there.

As he walked over there, he got more frightend with every step he took, up to a point where his every fiber screamed out to get away from there but he kept going until he reached it.

Standing in front of it he could find nothing strange about it, he used his hand to pry open the twigs to look at the ground under it but could find nothing strange there too.

"HEY KIDDO!"

Kevin thought he was going to have a heartattack from fear. He fell into the bush whilst quickly turning around to identify the person behind this voice.

"Oops! Sorry, didn't mean to scare ya." The person said. It was a clown.

Kevin had always liked clowns… until now. "Well then you should have left me alone!" he said, irritated at this stupid person, who would be wearing a clownsoutfit at….. let's see…. 23:41? He asked the clown this.

"Well… I just got off duty and my normal clothes got lost so I decided to go home in this."

The clown said as he lended a hand to get Kevin up. Kevin immediatly noticed his smell… he smelled terrible and as though the clown had been reading his thoughts (more like his face, but still…) he said "I had to clean the elifants so I might not smell that good. But what were YOU doing?" Well, I lost my dog just a couple of minutes ago and was trying to find him.

"Was it white?" the clown asked, Kevin replied that it was and the clown said that he had seen it run towards his house. He would help me find it.

I noticed that this clown was not wearing any gloves but that it had too long sleeves, where he hid his hands. He looked at his own hand, the hand that the clown had grabbed….. BLOOD! There was blood on his hand! He looked up at the clown again……

The last thing he ever saw was an angry clown with a buthersknife in his hands stabbing him in the eye.

Hope ya liked it….. not as good as PJ's story… but then again… who could match PJ?!
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