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The bubbly water smells like nature’s garden, lavender. I love the bubble bath 

set my parents got me for Christmas last year. This is the fifth time I have used it, 

and it’s is only February. I am home alone for the night, seeing as my roommate is 

out with her boyfriend and probably won’t come home tonight. I love the nights 

where I am alone, but then it makes me miss people even more. I love to be alone, 

but I hate not talking to anyone. My bath will get my mind off of it. I take my robe 

off and hang it on the hook. I look in the mirror and brush my long blonde hair. I 

step on my mat and breath in the lavender smell, turn the water off, and put one 

foot in. It is just right, the right kind of hot. Not warm, but not boiling hot either. 

The beautiful white marble clawfoot bathtub sets the water perfectly. My whole 

body starts to absorb the hot soothing water.  I can feel my skin tingling to the 

feeling of the water, I get goosebumps. I lay down and set my head against the edge 

of the water. My head sits perfectly on the end of the tub. The bubbles are so 

beautiful and still. I take it all in and smell the beauty.  

I sit in the bath for what feels like hours. Suddenly, there is a tugging on my 

foot, it pulls my foot out of the water which plunges my head into the lavender 

scented bubbles. I push my arms against the bottom of the tub and my head 

resurfaces. I am gasping for air. I think to myself. I probably just lost my balance or 

had a spasm or something. Yeah, that’s what it is. I set myself back up and look at 

the bubbles I disturbed. I swirl them around the tub to make them beautiful again. I 



look around the bathroom, nothing seems out of the ordinary. Once again I set my 

neck on the smooth marble of the tub. I seal my eyes close to relax myself.  

I sit up so I can grab my phone and check the time. It is almost 9:00. 

Unexpectedly my arms go out from underneath me and now nothing is holding me 

up. So naturally I fall back into the water, but this time I can’t control myself. I am 

trying to pry myself above to water. I need to breath. My legs go higher and higher 

into the air, I can feel the cold air against my legs.  

What is happening????  No one is above me, I can see through the water and 

nothing is there.  

“You shouldn’t have been a bad girl.” I hear someone say that, and my 

goosebumps come back but not for the same reason as before.  

Whatever it was it let go of my legs and I am finally above water now. I am 

breathing really heavily.  

“Who is there? What did I do? Why are you here?” I don't understand any of 

this, what just happened? I quickly try to get out of the tub, but something holds my 

back. “ 

“You, Claire Griffith, shouldn’t have broken my law. Maybe if you and your 

friend play with a ouija board again you won’t be rude to the ghost which is there. 

Wait, you won’t be able to play it again, you’ll be dead.” My eyes widen in terror, 

and as soon as it finished say that the glass mirror broke, the pieces are all over the 

floor. My weight was still leaning forward out of the tub, then the ghost let go of my 

body. I go flying forward and my face hits the ground. My voice cracks as I scream 



and I can feel all the glass around my face. I touch it carefully and there is blood 

everywhere. I scream again but this time the ghost grabs my throat and I am floating 

in the air now. It hovers my over the water; my blood drops along the bubbles. With 

what little strength I have left, I open my eyes, which are tearing up with blood now, 

and I see the ghosts reflection. It is terrifying and as I begin to scream once more, it 

drops me in. This time, I know for a fact, it won’t let up.  


