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 NIGHTMARES

 


Nightmares are made of these

To this I do agree

Travel the crypts of the
deceased

No one can hide from
everything

All of them want to find you

All of them want to damage
you

All of them want to keep you

All of them want to steal your
soul

They’re gonna find you and harm
you

They’re gonna ruin what’s inside
you

 


I am the scratch at the window
and the footstep on the stair

I am that which you will not
dare

 


I am the unseen thing that makes
the dog cower

All light and hope I devour

 


I am what brushes against your
foot as you climb into bed

I am the shadows that make you
pull blankets over your head

 


I am the whispers that wake you
from your sleep

And in the darkness make you
weep

 


I am with you from birth to
death

I will be your last breath

 


I make you scream in terror and
whimper in despair

I am your nightmare
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 BEDTIME
PLEA

 


Now I lay me down to sleep

As lost souls begin to creep

If they should catch me before I
wake

I hope my soul they do take

To play with them in eternal
night

And return again in dawns first
light

 


Sweet nightmares, sleep
tight

Don’t let the vampires bite
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 MERRY-GO-ROUND

 


The fair is in town and me and
mommy and my sisters and brothers are going. Daddy has to work and
can’t come.

There are lots of lights and all
kinds of smells. Some are good and yummy others are stinky. There
are lots of people and I have to hold my sisters hand ‘cause mommy
says I’m too little to go by myself. Sometimes she treats me like
such a baby and I’m not! Having to go with my sister all the time
isn’t fun. She walks faster than me and sometimes I have to run to
keep up. Then she stops and looks at things I don’t like and
doesn’t let me look at things I want to see.

Mommy said we can go on any of
the rides except the merry-go-round. I don’t know why ‘cause I
really like the merry-go-round. My sister takes me to the little
kid’s rides. There are boats in the water. I’m scared of water and
don’t want to go in that one. My sister laughs at me and says its
not deep. But its deep to me. There are cars that go up and round a
track. It looks fast and high but I ride it ‘cause I don’t want to
tell my sister that I’m scared of that too. There’s a train that
goes around the kids park. I like that one! I see the
merry-go-round while I’m on the train. Its so beautiful. There are
pretty lights and music. The horses are pretty colors and they look
like they’re dancing. It goes round and round and there are lots of
kids on it and they're laughin' and havin' fun. Their mommies let
them ride it, why can’t we?

The train ride ends and I get
off and other kids get on the train. My sister is talking with her
friends. I go over and ask if I can please, please go on the
merry-go-round? But she says No! Mom told us we are not allowed on
the merry-go-round. But why? And then her stupid friend says
because the horses aren’t horses – they’re night mares. Everyone
laughs but I don’t know why. Then my sister tells me to go on the
train again while she talks to her friends and then after she’ll
take me to get cotton candy. I don’t want to go on the train again
but its no fun standing there with her stupid friends who stay
stupid things that I don’t know what they’re saying and then laugh.
I go back to the line to get on the train. It just left again so I
hav’ta wait. I can see the merry-go-round. It stopped and kids were
getting off and new kids were gettin’ on. Why can’t I go on? It
isn’t fair! I’m not a baby and I’m not gonna get hurt. I look back
at my sister but she’s not looking at me. I look at the
merry-go-round and the ticket man calls out for everyone to hurry
and get on ‘cause it’s gonna start again. The train is coming back.
I look back at my sister and she’s still not looking at me. I bet I
could go on the merry-go-round and by the time the train comes back
again I would be done anyhow and she wouldn’t know!

There’s a rope and I crawl under
it and run to the merry-go-round. There’s a pretty pink horse that
no one’s on and I try to climb up but it’s higher than it looks.
Then the ticket man comes and says up you go little girl and pushes
me up on the horse. I give him the ticket that I was supposed to
give to the train man and I hang on real tight.

It’s way bigger than I thought
it was! The music’s real loud now and the lights are so bright! I
can’t wait for it to start ‘cause when it’s done I can tell my
sister that I went on then everybody will know its ok and I’m big
enough. The ride starts and I hold tight as my horse goes up high
and then comes down low. I look out at the people but I can’t see
my sister. We start to go faster and I hold on tighter. I look at
the other kids and they are having fun but I’m starting to get
scared. The ride goes way faster and way higher than I thought it
did and it’s hard to see any of the people watching. I look back at
the kids but I don’t see as many as before. Up and down, round and
round, faster and faster. I can’t see the people outside anymore
‘cause it looks all fuzzy and dark. I look for the other kids but
there’s only some left. Where did they go? Then I look back at the
people and there aren’t any. All I see is dark. I’m scared of the
dark. And there are no more kids on the Merry-Go-Round. I’m all
alone. The lights are going dark and there’s no more music. It’s
just me going up and down and round and round. I can’t see anything
anymore ‘cause its all dark now. I’m really, really scared and I
yell at the ticket man I want to get off even though I can’t see
him. I hear the ticket man laugh a scary laugh. Why didn’t I listen
to my Mommy!? I start to cry and all I can hear is the man laughing
and laughing as I go round and round, up and down, all alone in the
dark riding the night mare…
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MR.
WINCOTTE’S GRAVE

 


It’s Halloween once again and my
co-worker asked if I had any plans. I don’t, I say. I have no
children of my own, no nieces or nephews, not even so much as a god
child. I plan on staying at home I tell her, and relaxing. But in
reality I am going to do what I have done for the past 20 years on
Halloween. I am going to put flowers on the grave of Mr. Hank
Wincotte who, according to the tombstone was born on August 25,
1913 and died March 23, 1979. Beside his grave is the tombstone of
his loving wife of 45 years Mrs. Wilma Wincotte born on January 19,
1912 who also died March 23, 1979 the same day as her husband. You
see, I have these tombstones memorized.

So after work I get ready to
take the four hour drive to the graveyard. I hurry so I am not home
when the trick-or-treaters come out. I stop halfway there at the
same small roadside diner that I have for the past 20 years since I
began my annual ritual. The diner has had five different owners
since I first began coming here but I have never been recognized. I
am grateful for that for I would have hated to be asked why I came
every year as I could not have told anyone and I hated to lie.

I suppose however the time has
come to tell someone why I do what I do every Halloween. You see I
don’t know how much longer I will be able to carry on this ritual.
I have been diagnosed with cancer and though the doctor is
encouraging me with all the successful treatments for cancers such
as mine, I am not certain that I want to be treated. Don’t be
alarmed - this is neither a suicide note nor a confession. It’s
simply my story.

So who is Mr. Wincotte that I
would place flowers on his grave every Halloween? He means nothing
to me. I have never met the man, or his wife, or any member of his
family. I know nothing about them save two things. One, they both
died on the same day while on a cruise somewhere down in the
Caribbean or some such place. Two, their graves are actually empty
as their bodies were never found.

Well, Mrs. Wincotte’s anyhow.
There is a body in Mr. Wincotte’s and it is in fact that body that
I am putting the flowers on the grave for. The problem of course is
no one believes me that there is a body there. But I know it’s
there and if they would have dug it up 25 years ago when I begged
them to instead of sending me to a mental hospital - well, not much
would be different except everyone would know the truth besides
just me.

I suppose I should start from
the beginning though.

It was 1981 and I was 18 years
old in my senior year in high school. Life was grand. I was an ace
student and was assured acceptance to the college of my choice next
year. I had lots of friends and was head over heels in love with my
boyfriend Todd. Todd and I had met the year before when I first
transferred to his school. Up until then I hadn’t dated so Todd was
my first boyfriend and as far as I was concerned my last. We had
already talked about marriage as he felt the same way about me as I
did about him. We would of course wait until we were through
college and we never discussed this with anyone else because we
knew they would tell us we were too young to even think about
marriage. We kept our plans secret.

So, it was Halloween night and
all of my friends planned on doing something extra special knowing
this would be our last chance to be foolish and childish on
Halloween. After tossing around different ideas we finally came up
with what we called a spooktacular adventure - haha. We were going
to play Spooks in the graveyard just on the edge of town. For
anyone that doesn’t know what Spooks is, it’s hide-and-go-seek in
the dark. The catch being, the person that’s It has to find the
hiders first because if you walk past a hider without seeing them,
they jump out and scare the hell out of you! Believe me – you do
not want to be It during a game of Spooks!

There were fourteen of us
altogether and we met at 9:30 to get the game started. We decided
to pair off; Todd and I of course went with each other and we
decided to have two people It instead of just one.

It was the perfect Halloween
night. There was a chill in the air and soon after getting started
a fog settled in. I was anxious already as I wasn’t much into the
whole scare thing. I rarely watched horror shows and was terrified
of the dark, but Todd was totally into it and dragged me about
holding my hand which made it worth it. He decided we should lie
down on a couple of graves and when the It’s came by we would rise
up like zombies crawling out of the grave! He was super excited; I
was horrified at the thought of lying on top of a dead body. I
didn’t care how much dirt there was and that there was a coffin to
boot between me and a rotting corpse – I still didn’t like the
idea! We were with Joey and Karen still when Joey (who I hated
forever after that night) told us to look for the Wincotte’s
graves. He told us they died while on a cruise in the Caribbean and
their bodies were never found but since they already had the plots
the family decided to keep them. I still didn’t want to do it,
something nagged at me about this. In the end however it was the
best compromise as I didn’t want to ruin Todd’s fun. So we looked
around until we found the graves. Todd laid down on Mr. Wincotte’s
and I laid down on Mrs. Wincotte’s. Lying there we could hear
others moving about, laughing, and scaring each other. The game was
well on its way and we talked quietly at first and Todd would poke
his head up every few minutes to see if he could see the others. It
was easy to spot the Its because they were the only ones allowed to
use a flashlight; Todd kept watch on the bobbing lights so we knew
when they were getting closer. Suddenly he lay down and hushed me.
‘They’re headed this way,’ he whispered. I lay still but was giddy
from the excitement; Todd was a foot away with a stupid grin on his
face. I loved him and knew at that moment he was the only man for
me. Then I looked up and watched the stars that were still visible
through the wisps of fog and fell asleep.

How I could have possibly fallen
asleep is still a mystery to me. I was neither tired nor sick and I
have never fallen instantly asleep in my life. So, that was bad
enough, the nightmare I had was worse. I dreamt I was running
around with friends and we were chasing each other, laughing and
having a great time. Then I stopped and leaned against a grassy
hill to catch my breath when all of a sudden the ground behind me
gave way and I was being pulled down deep into the ground! I was
trying to grab onto something but there was nothing there except
darkness and I screamed. All of a sudden I woke up, panicking when
I realized where I was. I tried to sit up but it felt like
something was holding me back. Whatever it was though, I ripped
myself free and twisting around ended up on my hands and knees
looking at the bare ground beside me. A few seconds later I faced a
new nightmare which turned out to be much, much worse than the one
I just had. Todd wasn’t there. I felt the ground and called his
name but my voice was dry and hoarse and cracked as I called out. I
sat up on my knees and looked around. I couldn’t see anything! The
wisps of fog had now turned into a blanket that darkened everything
around me. I didn’t know what time it was and I couldn’t see or
hear anyone. I jumped up not sure what direction to even run in. I
remembered the small flashlight in my pocket and pulled it out
shining it at the fog. I still couldn’t see anyone but maybe they
would see my light. I didn’t care that I was giving my location
away, hell, as far as I was concerned the game was over and if they
were playing a trick on me, it wasn’t very funny! I just wanted to
find the others and go home!

There was no one though. No
sound, no voices, no movement. It was dead silent. If not for the
tombstones in front of me, I would have thought I was lost in
another world. I looked down once again and can recall that image
as clear as a bell to this very day; the name Wincotte on the
gravestone forever burned in my memory.

I stumbled about with no idea
where I was going until I ran into the brick wall that surrounded
the cemetery. It wasn’t very tall, four feet at most. It wasn’t
meant to prevent trespassers, only to mark the grounds. I crawled
over it and fell down on the other side. It took a few seconds to
comprehend what I was seeing. There was no fog and the moon was
bright enough to light up the darkness to the point that I didn’t
need the flashlight to see. I was just a few feet away from the
parking lot; an empty parking lot. I shuddered, but then remembered
we didn’t drive here. We parked further away then walked down here.
I stopped for a few minutes anger now mixing with my fear. To hell
with them, I thought, for playing such a mean joke on me -
especially Todd! Well, they’ll see. I was going home and then let
them come and look for me! I didn’t go to where the cars were
parked but ended up walking home alone in the other direction,
still angry for I felt like it as a horrible thing to do to me.
When I finally got home I was surprised it was only midnight as I
was sure it had been much later. I didn’t care though. I could hear
my parents still up but I didn’t want to talk and instead went
straight to my room. I changed into my pyjamas and crawled into bed
and cried myself to sleep.

I slept right through the rest
of the night and only woke up when I heard the phone ring. I could
hear the muffled voice of my mother and then a few seconds later a
knock on my door. My mom opened it up and poked her head in. She
said Todd’s mother was on the phone; apparently he didn’t come home
last night and she wanted to talk to me. I was instantly out of bed
and went downstairs to the phone. At first I asked if she checked
with Joey, or any of his other friends; she had and all of them
said the last time they saw him, he was with me.

A shiver went down my spine and
I got a really, really bad feeling. I told her I left on my own and
didn’t know what happened to him. I hurried up and got off the
phone and went upstairs to the bathroom and threw up. I knew
something was wrong - really wrong, but not what. My mom came then
and started asking me what happened last night. I told her
everything we did and cried telling her how I was left all alone
and thinking everyone was playing a trick on me. After I was done
talking to my mom, I started phoning my friends asking what
happened last night. Things just got freaky then. They claimed that
no one found us even though at the end they searched everywhere,
including the Wincotte’s graves. They gave up then figuring that we
had snuck off to be alone and weren’t worried about it until Todd’s
mom began calling everyone.

It wasn’t too long after that
the police came around. They asked me all kinds of questions like
if we had a fight, and where we went when we left. I kept telling
them the same thing I told my mom. We were lying on the graves, I
fell asleep and when I woke up everyone was gone including Todd. I
came home – period! By this time Dad had come home from work and
both my parents confirmed they heard me come in at twelve o’clock.
Mom also said she came and checked on me about fifteen minutes
later and I was asleep. The way they were talking to me though
scared me because they kept looking at me like I was lying to them.
Finally they left, but not for long. A few hours later they came
back again and asked the same questions and I told the same story.
Then the one police officer said there was a problem with my story.
They talked to all the other kids that were there and they said it
was clear and bright all night. The police said they checked last
night’s weather too and nowhere did it report fog.

There was nothing more I could
say and frustrated I screamed at them to stop asking me the same
questions and go look for Todd and ran crying to my room. I lay on
my bed trying to figure out what was going on. Where was Todd? Why
were they questioning me like this? I told them everything – well
everything except the nightmare I had. Remembering that nightmare
felt like being punched in the stomach. I remembered the horror of
feeling like I was being pulled into the darkness and waking up
struggling to get up....

I snatched up the clothes that I
wore the night before still on the floor where I tossed them. The
back of my jeans had mud and grass stains, the sweater had short
blades of grass sticking out like tendrils. I pulled on some but
instead of sliding out, it was if they were hooked onto the
material and I had to tug at them.

There was one more thing I
remembered then but it wasn’t something that happened last night.
This happened twelve years ago when I was six years old. My
grandmother talking to my mom in the kitchen clearly upset. ‘It
isn’t right’ she kept saying. ‘They oughtn’t ‘a done that, it aint
right and the good lord would not approve. You don’t consecrate a
grave that’s got no body!’ My mother tried to hush her and say that
was silly talk. It was the only means the family had to say goodbye
and what possible harm could it do? ‘Mark my words,’ said Granny ‘a
consecrated grave needs a body and if one aint placed in it, then
by god, it’ll find its own!’ At the time, my grandmothers words
made no sense to me but now it was as clear as day. I never knew
who she was talking about but I knew where Todd was and if I hadn’t
woken up, I knew where I would have been too! Thinking back now, I
wish I hadn’t woken up that night.

I fainted and when I came to my
parents and police were standing looking down at me. I didn’t
understand what they were saying and all I could say was I know
where he is, he’s in the grave - the grave took him! I was
hysterical begging them to go dig up the grave because he might
still be alive!

The next couple of years became
a drug filled haze for me. Every time I tried to tell them about
the grave and what my Granny said, and the dream I had, they just
gave me more drugs. I ran away at one point and went myself to dig
up the grave to prove to them I was telling the truth. I had just
got there and started digging with my bare hands when they caught
me. That’s when they sent me out of state to a big hospital with a
lot of crazy people. I was there for almost five years. The only
reason I got out then was to agree with what they said. According
to them that night Todd and I snuck off and went to the river where
he tried to rape me. I fought back and accidently killed him and
threw his body in the river though they were never able to recover
it. I made up the story about the graves based on what my
grandmother had said when I was little and the fog was just me
blacking out what had actually happened. They said it was ok though
because I didn’t know what I was doing and now that I understood
what happened, I could leave the hospital.

It wasn’t true. Todd didn’t have
to rape me because we had already slept together. I would never
have killed him because he was my true love. We never left the
graveyard that night – at least Todd never left.

I realized that no one would
ever believe me and I gave up trying to tell the story. Until now
that is.

So every year since getting out
of the hospital I have gone back and put flowers on Mr. Wincotte’s
grave, not for Mr. Wincotte, but for my beloved Todd. Hopefully
this will be the last year; hopefully this year my twenty-five year
nightmare will finally end.
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 BLOODY DAY

 


Some days are better than others
and it’s true when they say you just never know what’s going to
happen when you walk out your front door. Darlene was late leaving
that day and had no one to blame but herself. She slept in because
she shut the alarm off instead of hitting snooze; she didn’t bother
to check the outfit she picked out the night before so failed to
notice the tear in her shirt made bigger as she pulled it on, and
instead of putting her keys in the usual spot, she left them in the
living room which took her an additional ten minutes to find.

All in all, Darlene calculated
she could still make it on time by taking a different bus and
cutting across the park. It was a cool, cloudy morning and though
there was a risk of rain, she was willing to take that chance.

The bus, unlike her was right on
schedule giving her ample time to walk through the park and make
her appointment. The weather combined with it being a weekday
reduced the number of park users that morning. This was a bonus for
Darlene as she preferred solitude when surrounded by urban wild.
This was particularly true at one spot in the park that was most
isolated. The path led through old growth trees and was far from
the sports fields, playgrounds, and picnic areas. Here the noise
from the outside world was suddenly silenced and you could almost
imagine what it was like before the city encroached on the natural
serenity. Of course provided that no one else was using the path at
the same time; this was one of those rare moments when she had the
path to herself. She slowed down enjoying the solitude and quiet
becoming lost in her own thoughts. That’s why Darlene didn’t hear
the man coming up behind her until he had her locked in his grip
and forced her into the bushes.

Before she could even think of
screaming, he had her face down on the ground, his own weight
pinning her while his hand clamped over her mouth. Putting his
mouth to her ear he scowled “Welcome to your nightmare,
sweetheart!” then tried to bash her head against the ground to
either knock her out or at least knock her senseless. She was
fighting back though and managed to squirm out from underneath him
but he still had a tight hold on her and had no intention of
letting go. Try as she might, she couldn’t get out of his death
grip and that’s when the blows started to come.

The first was a knee to the gut
that knocked breath out. Gasping, the next blow was to the side of
the head making the ears ring. Then a chop to the throat crushed
the windpipe; any hope of crying out for help gone. Still the blows
kept coming. Stomping on the knee caused pain never experienced
before and the type of damage that could never be repaired. Running
away now was not an option as an identical blow fell on the other
knee. Still it did not end even when the thought that there
couldn’t be any more pain - there was more. The next was the left
arm breaking as the entire body weight was dropped on it. It
sounded like a branch snapping. Trying to twist away earned a
dislocated right shoulder rendering both arms useless even to use
as cover in self-defense. Two quick, consecutive stomps to the
abdomen not only broke ribs but now caused blood to begin pouring
from the mouth. These blows were no longer intended to render the
victim helpless, they were intended to inflict as much pain and
harm as could be done. And still more came. A swift kick to the
face shattered the cheek bone and knocked out two teeth while two
more punches for good measure fell; one crushing an eye socket the
last breaking the nose which caused even more blood to spew forth.
One more blow would mercifully end life; but it never came.

Darlene stood there looking down
at the bloody mess on the ground. Stooping she looked into the eye
that wasn’t swollen shut and smirking said “I guess it was your
nightmare after all sweetheart.” She walked out of the
bushes while the man that had grabbed her a few minutes ago lay in
a bloody heap. Her only concern now was getting cleaned up.

The appointment that she had
rushed to get to would be missed, but somehow it didn’t seem as
important as it did when she woke up late that morning. She walked
to the public washroom grateful that no one was close by. The
mirror she looked in reflected her blood splattered face which she
quickly washed off. She then stripped off the clothes she was
wearing. Considering her day was just one bad thing after another,
there was one stroke of luck. She had almost cancelled her plans to
go to the gym after her appointment but grabbing her bag at the
last minute she now had clothes she could change into. After fixing
her hair and stuffing the grimy bloody clothes into her bag she
walked out and left the park. The cloudy morning was turning into
such a beautiful day, she decided to walk home.

Later that day the local news
reported that a severely beaten man had been found in the park. A
few days later, they announced the beaten man had died without
regaining consciousness. Weeks later it was revealed the beaten man
was identified as a suspected serial rapist and murderer; DNA
testing would later confirm his guilt. His attacker was never
identified; many believed it to be the work of a vigilante.

Darlene didn’t pay too close
attention to the story as she didn’t really care.
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 CRUEL
WORLD

 


Theirs was a cruel world. You
were either slave or Master. There was nothing else. Masters had
homes, children, parties, laughter. Slaves had endless work caring
for their Master’s homes and their children and catering their
parties. The Masters lives were divine, the slaves were a
nightmare.

Sa and Ta were slaves. They had
come to their Master’s house both as very young children. They
quickly learned they were not the Master’s children and did not
play like they did and were not schooled such as they were. Their
entire world was work from the time they rose in the morning to the
time they crawled onto their sleeping mats at night. This is how it
always was for them and how it always would be. There was no hope
of change, only death would free them. All that Sa and Ta had were
each other and they truly believed they would not otherwise
survive.

When Sa was just a little girl
she did the unthinkable and took a small piece of bread that had
fallen on the floor and put it in her pocket. She wanted to take it
to Ta who, having accidently broken a dish in the kitchen early
that day, had been denied his evening meal. Sa was caught and
beaten. The Keepers delighted in punishing the slaves and the
punishments were not limited to just beatings. Sometimes they were
tortured just because a simple beating wasn’t deemed harsh enough.
Worse however were the acts of perversion they had to endure at the
hands of the Keepers and Masters. Neither age nor gender spared any
slave from this greatest of indignities. It was deemed a necessity
and more often than not, it was the Masters themselves that first
performed the atrocities on the victims. This was how they marked
them as their property.

This night Sa was just beaten,
but so badly that when they threw her into the slave pit, no one
would touch her thinking she would be dead in the morning. No one
except Ta. He dragged her bleeding body back to the mats were they
had always slept together and cradling her head in his lap spent
the night whispering in her ear begging her not to die and leave
him alone. For three agonizing days he had to leave her in the
morning and could only hope she was still alive when he returned in
the evening. On the fourth day she was finally awake and could eat.
By the fifth day she could walk
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