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So, I'm not really into spooky stories or ghosts and goblins, and most certainly not the 

paranormal! Oh, mercy, no! 

However, this picture prompt looks compelling for the latest contest. How difficult can it be? 

Let's see. First, there is a stack of bones. Well, more accurately a trail of bones. Could be 

just tossed on the bank by a restaurant or some such. No, too many, too organized to simply be 

tossed. 

A closer look at those dry bones seems to indicate they are picked clean. Not just bones, 

either. Seems to be shells, lots of shells. Bones are too big to be fishes only. There seems to be a 

trail of them, not just a random bunch. I'll leave those bones a bit and try another angle to begin 

the story. 

The tunnel through the grasses is prominent. Does it head into a cave? No, it's open on 

both ends. That's strange indeed. Why would there be such a tunnel in the tall grasses if it leads 

nowhere? 

And, another thing, there are bones strewn carefully all the way through the tunnel and 

out the other end. That's weird! Very, very weird! 

I can't give up on this contest! It can't be that difficult! Others have entered, and so must I. 

This is what I know from my observation: the grasses have been placed there by someone 

or some thing! So it must be with the bones, shells, twigs, and pebbles as well. The makeshift 

tunnel ends nowhere in particular; just sits by itself near a wooded area or an overgrown yard. 

Time to think! Time to think! Time to think! I can do it! I can do it! I can do it! 

I've got it! Boyee, have I got it! 

Oh, gee, this is so good! Oh, my stars! 

Are you ready for this? Here goes, the true story behind those bones and tall grasses. You 

talk about some kind of genius—oh, yes, indeed! 

 

Some time ago there was a starving writer living on the beach in a make-shift tent. He 

had written some exciting pieces for small papers and magazines. His articles were so well 

received that he was commissioned to do a lengthy series, perhaps a novel. 

Thinking that would be a snap, he set himself up in a fancy apartment on the beach. He 

and a likeable artist neighbor took advantage of all the sea had to offer. Time slipped away from 

him and he found himself with very little written to submit to his editor. 

Oh, he had tried, he really tried. Day after day, he scribbled one page after another only 

to toss the crumbled pages out to sea. Perhaps tomorrow a great idea would come, but it never 

did. 

Nearly destitute, he devised a plan that would surely get his creative juices flowing. 

Together, he and his friend worked up an idea for a contest. The artist sketched an eerie scene 

with a trail of bones and shells on the shore. To increase the suspense, he added tall grasses to 

look like a tunnel, a shelter, a hiding place. 

They scraped together enough money to make posters to distribute over the village. They 

were careful to keep prize money safely put away for the winner. There was no charge to enter 

the contest. Completed entries were to be mailed to the artist's address and judged solely by the 

two creators. 



As word got out about the $50 grand prize, entries came pouring in from surrounding 

villages. Each new entry was fuel to the weary writer's mind; then his idea mill was soon in full 

gear. With the help of his partner, they gleaned enough fantastic plots from the entries to write 

ten chapters complete with illustrations. 

His editor was spellbound! He still marvels at the remarkable twists and turns that unfold 

with each page. 

Today, on that same beach, the artist and the once-starving writer now each own a 

beautiful condo overlooking the waterfront. 

On the beach just beyond the patio is a trail of bones, shells, twigs and pebbles partially 

hidden by a tunnel of tall grasses. 

 


