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The Sins of Others

 For the third night in a row he awoke
covered in sweat. Maybe it was the strange bed, but he didn’t think
so. Each night the recurring dream would last a little longer,
before the fear became so great it jolted him out of his
reverie.

He stumbled out of the
bed trying to orientate himself. He fumbled for the light switch,
cursing that the unmodernised house lacked a pull cord over the
bed. Finding the switch, his trembling hand turned the light on.
With light came relief. Making his way to the bathroom, his mind
recalled the madness of the last six months.

Out of the blue, he had
inherited a house and a small but sufficient monthly allowance. The
legacy came with conditions; however, nothing to worry him unduly.
If he wanted to sell the house, it was a stipulation that he must
have occupied it for an unbroken six month period before putting it
on the market. As he had been living in a rat-infested, dingy,
one-room flatlet, it was no hardship. The rent had taken most of
his benefit payment. More often than not, by the end of the
allowance period, he was living on bread and water. Ironic that his
spell in prison had seen him enjoying better living conditions. Not
that he had any intention of returning.

Splashing his face with
water he looked into the bathroom mirror. The reflection seemed to
mock him, hollow eyes, tussled hair and a three week growth of
beard. Although he was only 37 years old the image in the mirror
seemed to suggest somewhere closer to 50. The recurring dream was
starting to deeply affect him.

The dream had started
the first night of his third week at the house. He was standing on
the landing, outside the bedroom, when a girl with long blonde hair
ran out of the bedroom door, rushing towards the stairs. She
appeared to be about eight years old and was clutching something in
her hand. Her face was flushed with either excitement or fear, it
was difficult to tell. He felt rather than saw another presence
behind him and a terrible foreboding caused his body to shake. The
feeling grew so intense that he awoke with a start.

On the second night the
dream had begun as before but now she had turned to face him and
shouted “Telling Mum and Dad.” He still couldn’t see who she was
calling to but again the raw emotion woke him up.

The following morning,
a bright clear day, in an attempt to clear his mind, he took a
brisk walk to the local shops. A bout of exercise might help him to
sleep later on, and an early evening relaxing bath wouldn’t do any
harm.

His preparations for a
peaceful evening’s sleep made no difference at all. The dream
returned and he found himself watching the events unfold. A second
figure rushed past him and just as the girl reached the stairs,
snatched the item out of her hand.

“I’m still
telling,” she assured him with a malicious smile on her
face.

“I don’t think
so,” he replied and with no hesitation put his hand in the small of
her back and pushed. With a piercing scream she disappeared from
view, the sounds of her body bumping down the stairs. The boy
turned and, holding the girlie magazine, rushed back into the
bedroom. A few moments later he was back out on the landing,
empty-handed, shouting “What’s all the noise? What’s
happened?”

That was as far as the
dream had progressed over the three nights. Now in the cold light
of day something was niggling in the back of his mind. There was a
familiar look to the boy’s face. Blond hair, like his own, similar
features, but he couldn’t remember from where or when. All through
the day his thoughts inevitably turned to the night and what might
occur. The terrifying part was that he had no idea or plan of how
to proceed. If he left the house a hand to mouth existence beckoned
and anyway, would that necessarily end the dream?

As he prepared for bed
that night his mind was in turmoil. He had resolved that he would
not be driven away from this house that providence and his own
efforts had provided him with. He checked the arrangements he
thought necessary before slipping between the sheets, placing the
luminous clock on the bedside table. Whether it would be of any use
only time would tell. It would help if he knew that the dream
occurred at the same time each night. Waking up in a sweat as he
had previously, the last thought on his mind had been to ascertain
the hour.

Waking up, bathed in
perspiration again, he turned to look at the clock face. The house
was in complete darkness but the phosphorescent hands showed that
it was 2.00am. He took a minute to lie resting in the bed to
collect his thoughts. Although the dream was still vivid, if he
fell asleep again, by morning the details might elude him. He
realised it would be sensible to put as much as he could remember
down on paper. Deciding that this was the best course of action he
rolled out of bed, flicked on the light switch and made his way to
the stairs. Making sure that all necessary lights were switched on
he headed for the kitchen, where he knew there would be a pen and
paper.

Again the dream had
progressed and he now thought that the next part of the dream, if
occurring, would shed light on the questions that were lurking in
the recesses of his mind. Settling himself down at the kitchen
table, he started to write. It was easy to remember the first part
of the dream. Satisfying himself that he had accurately recorded
the events up to the girl’s fall down the stairs, he paused for a
moment. Moving over to the kitchen sink he poured himself a glass
of water and set it back on the table. Between sips he wrote down
the latest instalment as best as he could remember.

There was chaos and
confusion following the fall. The boy had raced down the stairs
closely followed by a blonde haired woman who appeared to be in her
thirties. At the bottom of the stairs, the girl lay motionless. As
she reached the girl’s inert body the woman screamed. From the
front room a fair haired man who appeared to be of a similar age
rushed to the side of the woman. They both knelt down by the
girl.

“Dial 999
quickly’” the woman shouted.

The man hurried off and
the next minute was heard imploring the operator to arrange for an
ambulance to be despatched to the property. To one side the boy
stood stock still, apparently in shock.

In no time at all a
siren was heard and the front door was opened for the ambulance men
to enter. Hastily they checked over the girl and then moved her
onto a stretcher and carried her out. Grabbing a coat the woman
called “I’m going with her. I’ll phone you as soon as I know
anything.”

Placing his pen on the
table he sat back and massaged his shoulders and neck. He felt the
need for sleep, although his instinct was to stay awake. The dreams
were unnerving him and the thought of returning to the bedroom
filled him with dread. A cup of strong black coffee was called
for.

As he drank, a thought
occurred to him. If he slept part of the day there would be no need
at night. ‘If I was working a night shift that’s what I would do,’
he thought to himself. Feeling pleased with himself for thinking
out of the box, he headed for the lounge to watch television. If
there were no reasonable programmes on, he could always buy a DVD
player. As long as he could entertain himself through the
night.

By morning he had
decided that a DVD player was essential if his plan was to work.
The channels available at night appeared to run on a loop. Although
he had stayed awake he was not sure that he could manage for days
on end. His first task after breakfast took him to the local audio
visual store. With the assistance of a salesman he plumped for an
integrated cinema system. The allowance he received would cover the
repayment plan. Installation was arranged for the following
day.

It was late morning
when he arrived back at the house. In a more positive frame of mind
he decided to prepare himself an early lunch and then retire to the
bedroom for a siesta. Following the meal he made his way upstairs
and closing the heavy curtains undressed and got into bed. He
reached out for the eyeshades that he had bought that morning and
settled himself down. After a bout of tossing and turning, sleep
eventually came.

Waking up trembling, he
experienced the strangest sensation. Opening his eyes he slowly
surveyed the room. There, standing at the foot of the bed stood the
little girl. His heart pounding, he spoke to her in a hoarse
whisper.

“Who are you and
what are you doing here?”

She looked at him with
piercing blue eyes and in an ethereal tone of voice replied, “You
know who I am and how I died.”

“I swear I
don’t.”

“Don’t you know
who pushed me down the stairs then?”

He considered the
question for a moment.

“I sort of
recognise him but honestly, I can’t name him.”

The little girl moved
around the bed and sat herself down just out of his reach.

“It’s alright, I
know all there is to know,” she told him with a faint smile on her
face.

“I still don’t
know what you’re talking about,” he replied, although a dark fear
was beginning to take hold of him.

For a moment she
hesitated and then, jumping up, told him it was time for her to
go.

“I will be back,”
she added.

“Do you think I
will still be here?” he exclaimed.

As she started to fade
he could just make out her saying “It’s the only chance you have of
saving yourself.”

A feeling of tiredness
swept over him. There was no point in fighting it so he lay back
down in bed and fell into a deep, dreamless sleep.

Several hours later he
awoke and instantly felt refreshed. However, the memory of the
conversation with the girl came flooding back. He decided to dress
and make himself a meal. Following his encounter there were now
more questions than answers. Was his mind playing tricks with him?
If not, what was her purpose in talking to him? What did she mean
when she said that she knew everything? Finally did he have to stay
in this house to save himself from some unknown fate?

After the meal he
considered his options. To stay in the house was originally the
plan until the six month period had expired and he could then sell
it. There was no doubt that if he left the house now the questions
would stay unresolved. According to the girl, leaving would not be
a good idea. Furthermore, where would he go if he did leave? On
balance it made sense to stay.

Following on, if he did
stay, which course of action should he take? By sleeping in the
day, he would probably wake to the little girl again. Sleeping at
night would invoke the recurring dream. Unless the dream had now
been completed, and the girl was to going appear either day or
night…

Time had passed and it
was now early evening. If he stuck to his plan, a night of
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