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Mat and I live in an old house in a small
country town. Our bedroom is in the attic at the top of the stairs.
At night, looking out from our windows, we’ve seen skunks, possums,
coyotes, raccoons, all kind of things down below. And in the sky,
we’ve seen bats, owls, hawks and one night, when Mat wouldn’t get
out of bed to come look, I told him I saw a pterodactyl.

“Fact?”

“Not a fact,” I replied. “They all died a
long time ago.”

“Oh,” said Mat, unimpressed. And then he went
to sleep. Mat always wants to know the truth. He wants facts.

One night, when the wind got crazy and
rattled the windows like we’d never heard before, and when the
clouds blanked out the stars and moon, we heard an ominous
sound.

 


BOOM! Crackle, crackle,
rumble, BOOM!
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The stairs from our room go
down to a door that opens into the kitchen. The stairs from the
cellar come up to the same dark place. If something
bad comes up from the
cellar and doesn’t stop at the kitchen, I’m supposed to protect Mat
if it comes into our bedroom. He insists that I sleep between him
and the door. He thinks he’s safe by the window. That’s a
fact.

“Thunder?” Mat asked.

“Fact,” I replied.

“And it comes from?”

“Lightning.”

“Fact?”

“Fact.”

“Why does it make noise?”

“It’s just a big spark.”

“Why does the sky spark?”

Mat wants to know about
everything. He always asks sooo
many questions. Sometimes he just won’t shut
up.
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“The spark is up in the sky. Right?”

“Right.”

“Can it come down here?”

“Sometimes.”

“Fact?”

“Fact.”
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BOOM! Crackle, crackle.
Boom!

 


“Well,” said Mat. “I’m going downstairs.”

“You’d leave me up here alone?”

“You’re older. It’s OK.”

“That a fact?”

“Yep,” said Mat. “I’m just a kid. I’ll go
sleep with Mom and Dad.”

 


Both Mat and I have heard strange noises
coming out of the cellar that we can’t explain. And we’ve both
heard scratching sounds inside the walls. We suspect monsters live
in the house with us. Up here all alone? Hmm.

“You’re going down those steps in the
dark?”

“Yep. Before it gets any worse.”

“They’ll grab your ankles when you go down
the steps.”
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“Can lightning come in here?”

“Nope.”

“Why not?”

“Our house is made of wood.”

“Lightning can’t go through wood?”

“Nope.”

“Fact?

“Fact.”

“How about glass?”

“Nope.”

“Fact?”

“Fact.”

“Trade places?”

“Go to sleep, Mat.”
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BOOOM!
Crackle, crackle, crackle, rumble, BOOOOM!

 


“Very loud,” said
Mat.

“I recommend
staying under the covers.”

“Can thunder hurt
me?”

“Nope.”

“Never?”

“Maybe, if it gets
too loud.”

“I’m leaving,” said
Mat. “Nice knowing you.”

“What’s that
mean?”

“You’ve been a
pretty good brother, that’s all.”

“You’re going to
chance the monsters?”
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“Maybe.”

“Stop worrying. Go to sleep.”
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“I don’t see any monsters.”

“Not yet.”

“They come out of the woodwork?”

“During storms, yes.”

“Fact?”

“Fact.”
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“Wait,” Mat whispered. “If
lightning can’t go through wood, the monsters are
safer where they
are.”

“It’s just a saying.”

“If they come out of the wood, they must know
it’s not safe.”

“Have you seen any?”

“No.”

“That’s because they know they are safe.”
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