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N

ate had just moved in to his new flat in a small town called Ripton after breaking up with his wife of two years. He was only 23, and he had a son who was just 18 months old. Nate had lost everything along with his wife, his addiction to alcohol had cost him his job and his home. He and his wife had been together since high school and it felt odd to be single and in an empty house alone, but he was picking his son Jack up the next day since it would be the weekend, and he had not had a drink in three months. He was in the middle of painting his extremely small kitchen wall when his phone began to ring in his pocket.

“Hello.” He said putting the paintbrush down and sitting on the ladder he was previously standing. It was his soon to be ex wife who had called him to tell him what time to come by the house and pick up Jack.

“Yeah, alright, sounds good.” He replied to her in a sad voice. She was having lunch with her friends and Nate had to pick up his son at eleven in the morning, across the other side of town. His wife kept the car since she still worked and had less time to waist with public transport, meaning he either had to call a cab, which he could not really, afford or take a bus, which he hated.

“I need a break.” He said to himself throwing his phone on the tiny Breakfast bar that hardly looked big enough to place a mug never mind a plate. He washed his hands in the sink with cold water since he did not have any hot water or even electricity yet, before changing out of his paint speckled overalls and into jeans and a sweatshirt, that had not been ironed and smelled a bit, since once again, he could not afford a washing machine or a dry cleaners, he did have an iron, but no means to work it, with no power in his flat. He grimaced at himself as he looked in the mirror on his bathroom wall, which was already there when he moved in, all smudged with a huge crack through it.

“You look and smell like crap Nathaniel, sort your life out.” He said to his reflection and shook his head. He decided to get out of the shoebox he now called home to get some fresh air away from the paint fumes and self-loathing that stunk to high heaven. The lift in his building was broke and he had to walk down staircase after staircase until he eventually reached the bottom, and left the miserable place behind him as he walked down the street. The street lead him to a bunch of houses that did not look much better than his flat, the fences and gates were broken and dust bins were overflowing with junk, this was undoubtedly one of the poorest places along with the flats, to live. There was a little old woman with a huge table on the road outside of her home with bits of old rubbish on it that she was trying sell. Nate walked up and gave her a slight nod as he looked over the table. There were little ornaments that were chipped and cracked and looked very cheap, and a box of dominoes he noticed was half empty. He got a little edgy when he spotted some old books stacked up, there were strange titles like “How to be a witch” and “The book of curses”, He was about to leave and continue his walk, to get away from this person, when he spotted a brown Teddy Bear, it looked surprisingly nice considering all of the other stuff the lady was trying to make money from. The Teddy had dark brown fur and round ears, it was fairly ordinary, with short arms and legs that were just rounded off at the ends with no paws. Nate smiled and picked it up, it was soft and cuddly and had a red ribbon around its neck, one of its eyes were coming slightly loose, but he had some super glue that could easily fix it, it was just an average round eye you would find on any Teddy Bear.

“How much for this Teddy?, My son would like it I think.” He asked the woman with dread who suddenly looked at him with wide eyes like she had been given a fright. She looked really old and hunched forward with a cane in one hand. Her long gray hair looked like it had never seen a brush in its life and her eyes were wide and dark from the shadow of her brow as she lent forward and looked at Nate.

“Nothing, it is yours, take it.” She answered him in a broken voice that sounded breathy and harsh.

“No, I have to give you something for it.” Nate said as he dug his hands in his pockets to look for some change.

“Just take it, what use is it to me?, I am an old woman, and you look homeless, just take it.” She said waving her hand at him to be gone. Nate felt wounded at her words, but he also understood them, he did look homeless, he nodded to her and walked back the way he came towards his new home.

“Going to smell like a rubbish tip by the time I get up these stairs.” He moaned to himself as he began climbing. When he reached the top, he did indeed smell like a rubbish tip, and decided he would take a bath, which would be cold, but better than smelling like that. He entered his kitchen and put the Teddy down on the breakfast bar before going to the bathroom, and filling up the tub. He got out of his smelly cloths, and took a deep breath before putting his foot in the water.

“Oh my god.” He gasped at the feel of the icy cold water. He suddenly flew forward and hit his head against the wall before splashing down in to the tub face first with his legs hanging half way over the side, he felt pressure on the back of his head and tried to stop himself gulping down the freezing water. He struggled for breath and pushed up with his hands trying to move whatever was drowning him. He flayed his left elbow with all of his force and managed to move the object before coming up and out of the water to take a huge breath. He coughed then vomited up water that had forced its way in to his gut and sat on the floor to look at his bookshelf lying on its side against the door.

“Jesus.” He rasped while drying his face with a towel. Nate had placed his bookshelf in the bathroom while he was moving his furniture through the hallway, he was putting it in the hall, and did not want to move it in to the kitchen or living room because they were too small and he was painting, it was probably the nicest piece of furniture he had and it was heavy, the bathroom seemed the best place for it, to keep it paint free and out of the way.

“Stupid idea Nathaniel, almost died the most embarrassing death imaginable, but how did that thing fall on me?, It weighs a ton.” He said getting to his feet and moving the bookshelf in to the hall before resuming his plan to bathe. After his wash he decided he would finish his painting in the kitchen, he entered the room feeling better, before he jumped with fright.

“What the hell?” He squeaked in a high-pitched tone as he looked at the wall. Someone had written “You’re dead.” with the paint he had left there. He looked around for any signs of an intruder and noticed that his front door was slightly open, he gulped and looked around outside, before closing it and turning the lock. He walked back to the kitchen, sat on the stool at the breakfast bar, and looked up at the painted words. 

“Someone has obviously broke in and pushed the bookshelf on me, but was that writing there when I came home?, I don’t remember looking, I suppose they did it while I was drowning in the tub, the writing was almost literally on the wall.” He chuckled and looked at the teddy sitting there, it had paint on its right arm, and Nate noticed the paint brush on the floor in front of where the cuddly toy was sitting.

“Was it you Teddy?” He said with a smile as he picked up the brush and wagged it at the cuddly toy playfully. He wiped the paint from the Teddy with a wet wipe, before he placed the brush in the dark red paint and climbed the ladder, he began to paint over the writing when his foot slipped and he hit the top step of the metal ladder, breaking his nose and making his vision go hazy.

“Damn it!” He shouted holding his nose and struggling across to the sink. He washed his face and held a tea towel over it as he pinched the bridge of his nose with a low growl. After a while the bleeding stopped and his vision was back to normal. It was now past lunchtime and he decided to make some food, he once again entered the kitchen, this time with dread after all of the things that had happened, and slowly walked over to the small bench next to the sink to turn on his battery powered cooker that is used for camping. He turned it on and took a small frying pan out of a cupboard along with some eggs, he glanced at the Teddy still sitting on the breakfast bar and said.

“You want some?, I make mean scrambled eggs.” He said feeling bored and suddenly feeling stupid.

“You don’t have to talk to a toy because you are alone for the first time in years, or yourself, so grow up.” He slammed an egg against the rim of the frying pan that was now hot and opened the egg. The pan cracked and sizzled as it hit the hot surface, and Nate began to spread butter on some bread. His phone vibrated and began to ring suddenly, making him jump and the knife slip, cutting his thumb.

“Argh!” Nate screamed throwing the knife across the room in frustration. Once again he turned the tap on at the sink, and washed the blood away from his wound. He could not believe the day he was having, it was a living nightmare. He removed the pan from the heat and poured the half cooked eggs on to a plate before something else could happen that would cause him pain. The phone was still ringing and he picked it up, unknown number, so he rejected the call and slammed the phone back down.

“I have a huge bump on my forehead, a broken nose and a sliced thumb! What else could possibly go wrong today?” He said looking at the Teddy Bear again.

“Why am I asking you?, Nothing good has happened since you turned up.” He said angrily before actually thinking about it. He stared at the toy and approached it slowly.

“All of this stuff happened after I got you. You’re not called Chucky are you?” Nate asked seriously with narrow questioning eyes, then began laughing. He decided he was just tired after the move and having one of those days. He finished painting the wall with no further injury, and went to bed early, he had to get up sharp the next morning to pick up Jack and did not want to have another day of
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