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Charles Halloway stood transfixed, struggling to breathe as he looked down at the lifeless body before him.
The carnival around him was filled with peculiar figures, each haunting its own nightmares. The shadows of
freaks and lost souls flitted about, watching a scene of despair unfold at the carousel. Will was desperately
attempting to revive Jim, his friend, who lay motionless, while Halloway grappled with the gravity of the
situation.

The carnival, now a dark husk of what it once was, was illuminated by the eerie moonlight, revealing the boy
named Dark lying still among images of lost creatures and forgotten eras. Dragons, monsters, and rusting
relics of battle, all faded away as the life ebbed from Jim's body. The carnival's malignant magic unraveled as
the grotesqueries around Halloway and Will began to dissolve, releasing them from their burdens and sins.

The eerie release seemed to resonate with the gathering shadows as the freaks perceived their newfound
freedom when Jim finally succumbed to death. Amidst their strange sighs, they watched the transformation
as Mr. Dark's influence faded, leaving just a boy, unmarked by the earlier chaos. This led to a collective
exhale from the freaks, as they found themselves suddenly unshackled from their grotesque pasts,
reminiscent of a stampede toward liberation.

The carnival's tents, once towering and proud, surrendered to the winds of change, collapsing under their own
weight. The vast Main Freak Tent erupted in chaos, shedding layers of its existence as it crumbled. The
remnants of the carnival—a bounty of nostalgia and misery—tumbled down, including clownish imagery and
haunting carnival music, all rendered obsolete as the atmosphere thickened with loss.

As Will witnessed the spectacle, he felt the intense rush of ghostly remnants—the racing forms of Cooger,
Dark, and others—as they slipped away like whispers in the night. His pleas for them to return echoed
fruitlessly, drowned out by the wind that erased their footprints. Ultimately, he was left alone with Jim's cold
body, desperately clutching onto the past even as it faded; he reached out, hoping for any sign of life, but
found only lifeless taunts in the dimness. Jim, now, was a chilling reminder of all that had been lost.


