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Mr. Boogey and Miss
Spooky

 


Jade had locked her bedroom door. It
was another Friday night, which meant her father was going to
drink. Mama was working late so there was no one to protect her.
Even if Mama had been home, it wouldn’t change things. Jade hadn’t
told her what was happening when she was away. Jade had gotten
smarter but the more she avoided him, the angrier he became. She
didn't know how much longer she could keep this up.

 


Jade pushed her toy chest in front
of the door, just to be extra safe. Walking back to her bed, she
stopped when she saw herself in the mirror. Glancing down, she saw
the burns from last night. Daddy had been upset that his dinner was
cold and had burned her with a cigarette. When she had cried, he
had slapped her. Jade reached up to her face, remembering how her
cheek had stung.

 


There was no way she could sleep.
The house was too hot and she felt like she couldn’t breathe. Would
this be just another night where she would just stare at the door,
waiting for him? Jade grabbed a nearby teddy bear and hugged it.
Little girls shouldn’t have to deal with this. No one should have
to deal with this.

 


Mama said that Jade was a big girl
now, she was six, and that meant she had to be extra brave now.
Jade thought she was pretty brave. When she got rid of her crib for
a brand new princess bed, she stayed in the bed all night without
crying. Of course, she liked having Bluebell, her teddy, with her.
Even with all her bravery, Jade felt like she shouldn’t have to
fight an adult. She wasn’t Wonder Woman, she didn’t have any powers
or a magic lasso. Why did she have to protect herself from her
Daddy when she was little?

 


So Jade sat on her bed, feeling too
warm and too awake. She was so focused on the door that she didn’t
notice the hands under the bed.

 


“Hello?”

 


Jade jumped and screamed. The voice
was soft but it frightened her nonetheless. She went to hide under
her blankets when something moved under her bed. Fear paralyzed
her. Was she going to die tonight? Bluebell fell to the ground as
she quickly slipped under her sheets. For a second, she almost
forgot to breathe. As she waited, she felt the temperature in her
room go down. When nothing happened, she poked her head
out.

 


It wasn’t a man standing before her,
or at least she didn’t think it was. The creature in her room
wasn’t large but tall; it was much taller than her father or any
man she had ever seen. It had three arms, two like a normal person
but one was sticking out of its waist, slightly bent. Its head was
oddly shaped, round at the top but then becoming jagged at the
cheeks and chin. Two, pure white eyes stared down at her. With no
eyelids or eyelashes, it was hard to read the monster’s expression.
They stared at each other, then something began to appear on the
stranger’s face.

 


A mouth.

 


“Does this belong to you little
one?”

 


Their voice was almost like a hoarse
whisper, a whisper only Jade could hear. It sounded like a man but
still, she wasn’t sure. By all accounts, the thing in her room was
terrifying. It had to be a monster. It came from under her bed and
it didn’t resemble anything she had seen before. Jade sat up,
looking at his hand; he was holding Bluebell. Jade sat in her bed,
a bit confused. Monsters weren’t nice. Monsters didn’t return toys,
they ate naughty children. Jade looked back at the monster, still
apprehensive

 


“Aren’t you going to eat me?” she
asked.

 


The monster made a noise that
sounded like sighing. Jade was confused until she realized what it
was. The creature was laughing.

 


“No little one,” it replied. “I do
not eat children. I don’t really need to eat anymore.”

 


“You don’t have a tummy?”

 


“Not anymore I don’t,” the creature
replied. “To be honest, I’m not sure if I ever ate food before. I
may have been human but I don’t remember. I am rather old, you see,
so my memory isn’t what it once was.”

 


Jade was shocked.

 


“But all monsters eat kids,” Jade
paused. “Except for the monsters from Monsters Inc. They’re nice
monsters.”

 


“I’m a nice monster,” the stranger
replied. “I don’t tell jokes, but I promise you I do not eat
children. In fact, I’m a lot like Sully and Mike from Monsters
Inc.”

 


“You are?” Jade asked.

 


“Yes. We protect children,” the odd
man looked towards Jade’s closet. “You can come out
now.”

 


“Oh thank the potatoes! It’s a tad
stuffy in here if I do say so myself!”

 


The door opened, revealing the most
colorful creature Jade had ever seen. It looked like nothing but a
huge face. The only limbs it had were six large, strong arms. It
reminded Jade of paintings she saw in the museum. They were called
surrealist art. This other monster’s face was all wrong; one eye
was oval-shaped, smack dab on its forehead, while it’s other eye
was towards its chin and its mouth was in the middle of its face.
The monster was covered in bright, neon colors with black beneath
it.

 


“Goodness me, Mr. Boogey, one of
these days I will get stuck!” the creature clucked, “but thank my
heavenly radishes that I managed to get out! Oh, how rude of me! I
haven’t introduced myself. I am Miss Spooky!”

 


“Miss Spooky?” Jade repeated. “You
don’t...look spooky. You look colorful.”

 


“Aw, aren’t you sweeter than cherry
pie,” Miss Spooky grinned, showing pink teeth. “I do get that a
lot. I do think Mr. Boogey is much scarier than I am. He has that
intimidating quality, don’t you think?”

 


“Yeah, but he said he doesn’t eat
kids,” Jade stared at Miss Spooky’s teeth. “You don’t eat kids do
you, Miss Spooky?”

 


“Heavens no! Trust me chickpea, us
monsters don’t dine on children. As for me, I prefer fruits and
veggies. Keeps my skin healthy.”

 


“So all those stories about naughty
children being eaten by monsters are lies?”

 


“Yes,” Mr. Boogey crouched down. “We
would never eat a child. It’s our job to protect them. That is why
we’re here, Jade.”

 


“To...protect me from my terrible,
awful daddy?” Jade asked.

 


“Yes,” Mr. Boogey reached out to
Jade.

 


Jade looked at Mr. Boogey’s arms and
to her surprise, she crawled into his embrace. When he picked her
up, she felt safe. Mr. Boogey was weird looking but he was nicer
than her father. Mama had taught Jade that just because someone
looks weird doesn’t mean they’re dangerous, and it’s bad to judge
them. She felt guilty for thinking Mr. Boogey would hurt her but
now, she was sure she would be safe. She leaned against his chest,
hearing something within him. It sounded like the fluttering of
butterfly wings. Was that his heartbeat?

 


“Are you going to kill him?” Jade
asked suddenly.

 


“That depends dear,” Miss Spooky
said. “would you like us to?”

 


“Maybe, just break his leg?” Jade
suggested. “And after you’re done with daddy, can you help me talk
to mama?”

 


“Well,” Mr. Boogey mused. “I suppose
we could.”

 


Jade’s doorknob twisted. She gasped
in fear. Mr. Boogey handed Jade off to Miss Spooky. The large
monster crawled over to the closet and placed Jade inside. She
patted Jade’s head, smiling warmly.

 


“You stay right there until we come
back to get you,” she said. “Okay sugar dumpling?”

 


“Okay,” Jade said. “Can Bluebell
come with me?”

 


Miss Spooky ambled back to the bed,
grabbed the bear, and came back to Jade. She hugged her bear,
closing the door just a bit so she could watch. Both monsters
vanished, becoming one with the shadows. When the door opened,
Daddy stood in the doorway. He took a swig from his bottle and
wiped his lips, scanning the room. He took a step inside, his eyes
searching for Jade. He cursed as he tripped over the toy chest.
Holding her teddy bear tight, Jade waited. Her heart was beating so
loud she was afraid he’d hear her.

 


The door slammed shut. Papa whirled
around as the old lamp in the corner flickered. It turned on,
revealing Mr. Boogey. He was sitting in Jade’s favorite
chair.

 


“What in the fuck?”

 


Henry was nothing special. He was an
oily man with thin, dirty hair. He seemed strong but he didn’t have
many muscles. Compared to
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