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The Creepies

By William R. Hicks

 


Under your bed

In your closet

The attic or basement

From where do the creepies come?

Usually at night

While you lie asleep

To take you away

It’s time for inspection

To check out their chattel

I walk in my sleep

And look up at the stars

Joe screams in darkness

And falls out of bed

Dreams turn into nightmares

Bogeymen or hobgoblins

Specters or demons of old

They cometh

To cultivate their stock

Servants from beyond

Independent of space

Unbound to time

Behind the curtain

Outside the window

On the roof or in the back room

Where do the creepies lurk?

Watchers over the herd

Shepherds of the flock

Keepers of the crop

Glimpses here and there

Buried deep in our minds

Dreams within dreams

The creepies are coming for you…

 


From where do the creepies come?
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I woke up in
the middle of the night for no apparent reason. It was a
warm summer evening in Manhattan Beach, California and there was
not a sound in the house except some low, white noise from the
refrigerator and other household appliances down the hall. Joe was
fast asleep in the bunk above me and our room was fairly dark,
although there was a soft blue glow from the Moon entering in
through our window and glass door leading to our backyard
patio.

I felt somewhat anxious even though I did not
have a clear reason to be. I could not recall any
nightmare—normally it would be fresh in my memory—and there was
nothing pressing on my mind. School was out for the summer and I
had no baseball, football or soccer game coming up. I was compelled
to get out of bed; I sat up and looked straight ahead at our
closet. One of the doors was cracked open slightly and it was pitch
black inside. That’s odd, I thought. Those doors are
always closed. I climbed out of bed and slowly walked over
towards the closet while dragging my feet; Joe and I would
occasionally leave toys and games lying about on the floor and I
wasn’t about to step or trip on anything. I moved closer to the
door and reached out to push it shut. I could feel a coolness
coming from the closet—there was some broken drywall inside our
closet and a small hole, which led into the space between our
closet wall and the bedroom wall of our two older brothers, Rob and
Dan. I always imagined that this hole led to some magical world, if
I could only shrink down and fit through.

I placed my hand on the outside of the closet
door, hesitated for a moment, and at a snail's pace pushed the door
shut. Why does everything seem so much more dramatic in the dead of
night? I thought to myself. For the first time in my life, I was
compelled to go outside. I had thought about going outside as if on
a whim, but never seriously. It’s one of those things that should
seem like no big deal—the only difference from the daytime is that
the Sun is down so why should that be such a difference? My parents
told me that I used to sleepwalk when I was younger, and I would go
outside to “look up” at the stars. Of course I don’t remember this
at all, but to go outside consciously was quite another thing
altogether. My attention was brought to some subtle noises above
me—perhaps rats in the attic or on the roof, I wondered. But they
sounded like they were caused by something much bigger, like an
opossum or raccoon, which foraged for food at night. But in the
attic or on the roof? Even so, it sounded like something bigger
still…more like human footsteps! Would Dad or one of my brothers be
on the roof at this hour?

I crept silently down the hallway toward the
dining room, and the old 1950s floorboards creaked beneath my feet.
At the end of the hallway I turned left to enter the kitchen. I
glanced back as if I were being followed, but I could only see dark
shadows—my mind flashed back to a nightmare our friend Carlton had
told us about being sucked down his dark hallway into the arms of a
deadly doll with glowing white fangs! I shivered at the thought of
it, although it had never really frightened me before. With my bare
feet, I stepped forward onto the cold linoleum floor of the
kitchen. More bluish moonlight filtered in through the kitchen
window and illuminated the sink and trinkets on the windowsill. The
refrigerator turned off and the silence startled me. A low
frequency buzz rang in my ears and trailed off back into the big
unknown abyss from whence it originated.

What am I doing? I asked myself with
bewilderment. I should be going back to bed. Instead, I
moved closer and closer to our back indoor porch, which led to both
our garage on the right and our backyard to the left. I stepped
into the porch and I could hear our dog, Gretchen, sniffing at me
from under the garage door. We loved Gretch’ but I realize that
some dog-lovers would be mortified at keeping their dog in the
garage at night. Gretch’ loved to dig in the backyard, therefore
she wasn’t the cleanest dog, and the garage was a warm and dry
place where she could sleep at night without getting our carpet
dirty. I turned left and past the washer and dryer on my right,
extending my right hand for the doorknob. It was cool to the touch.
I paused—I had walked through this door so many times that I
couldn’t count, so what was the big deal? But why do I feel
obliged to go outside tonight of all nights? With my left hand
I reached up and unlatched the lock. I turned the handle and
pulled.

There was some resistance to my tug, due to
weathering, so I had to pull a little harder. The door jolted open
and Gretch’ whimpered behind me, hoping that it was time to go for
a walk. A cool blast of air hit my face and sifted through my
pajamas. “Brrrr!” I said aloud. The smart thing to do would have
been to grab my robe and shoes, but I wasn’t really thinking
rationally that night so I stepped forward through the doorway into
the chilly night air. Even though it was summer, our little beach
town would get cold patches off of the Pacific Ocean along with fog
and moisture. It was slightly misty outside but because of the
moonlight I could still see the swing suspended up ahead in the
mist as if in a dream. I half expected to see an angel appear on
the swing and beckon me to play with her.

The Moon was just about full and shown down
on me through the murky sky as if it were asking something like,
Where were you on the night of…? A voice inside my head
said, Go back to bed, but I ignored it and kept walking over the
cold and damp brick patio. What are you doing? the voice
persisted. I continued to take steps forward until I reached the
concrete steps leading to a lower level of the backyard where the
jungle gym and swing were located. Where are you going? the
relentless voice asked. “Shut up!” a different more authoritative
voice responded from my lips. My feet crept across flat,
dew-covered stones until I reached dirt at the back edge of the
house. I peered left through the dark silhouette of the jungle gym
toward the lowest level of the backyard; it was illuminated with
moonlight…and something quickly moved behind the south side of the
house! I froze. “W-who’s there?” I whispered. Am I seeing
things? I thought. It was too big for a raccoon or opossum and
it looked as if it were upright like a small child. Contrary to my
better judgment, my legs moved me past the jungle gym toward the
second set of stairs.

As if time were slowing down, it seemed to
take forever before I reached the steps. I stood at the top of the
steps staring down to the corner of the house to where I thought I
saw something move. “Hello?” I asked quietly, for my parents’
bedroom window was above the basement door to my left. “Is anyone
there?” I slowly stepped down each cool step until I reached a
smooth and bumpy surface—it was a concrete slab within which
someone had dumped small rocks while the concrete was still wet. I
carefully stepped forward making sure that I didn’t step on one of
our tortoises, which wandered about this area. As I approached the
corner of the house, I could perceive an eerie bluish glow coming
from behind the house, distinct from the glow of the Moon. This
is crazy! the voice exclaimed, returning to my head. I strode
past the basement door to my left and I recalled the strange
creature that Joe and I had encountered in there. Had it
returned? I thought. Pitch-black silence emanated from the
basement vents.

Finally, I arrived at the corner of the
house, took a deep breath and peered around the corner. This area
of the yard was darker because our house to my left and the tall
ivy-covered fence to my right blocked the moonlight, therefore I
could see nothing but the house wall on the left and thick ivy on
the fence to my right, and the flickering glow coming from the
niche at the side of the house—this niche was created when my
parents built the back room for Grandmother, which was connected to
the rest of the house by a thin foyer; the space between the
outside of the foyer wall and the fence was the niche. My brothers
and I would use this niche as a meeting place for our Viking Club
and to hold court. We would put the other neighborhood kids on
trial for being rude. Rudeness was usually brought about by their
acceptance of our mother’s kindness when she offered to make them
lunch. Food was the way in which our mother expressed her love for
us, and since love was of course a finite resource in our minds,
their acceptance of our food meant less love for us. Joe would
prosecute them, while I was the jury. Even if I found them
innocent, Dan, who was the judge, would usually convict them anyway
by exclaiming, “Overruled! Guilty!” Rob executed the punishment by
putting them in the crawl space of our house and throwing Fourth of
July smoke bombs at them. Fortunately, they were smart enough to
cover their mouths with their shirts.

On one occasion, two kids were placed on the
jungle gym, which was covered by a large sheet, and a smoke bomb
was placed at the bottom. The sheet filled up with smoke just as I
noticed our neighbor Gail opening our back gate and running down
the stairs toward us. She shouted something along the lines of,
“What the heck are you kids doing?!” as she snatched and yanked off
the sheet like the child in The Lion, The Witch, and The
Wardrobe pulled the sheet off of the tall, antique wardrobe. A
plume of smoke billowed from the jungle gym like a Native American
Indian smoke signal notifying Gail’s past self to get down to the
Hicks house right away because her son, Chuck, and his friend,
Jeff, were in danger of getting smoked out. I still don’t know to
this day what smoke signal notified Gail of what we were doing, nor
why Chuck and Jeff decided to climb up the jungle gym instead of
down it since smoke obviously rises, nor why my brothers and I
thought food equaled love to the point of gassing our neighbors. I
guess some mysteries will never be solved. Nevertheless, I was very
aware now of the cold air extracting warmth from my skin and how
odd it was that I was standing there in the middle of the night.
My parents would be very upset with me! warned the voice.
I could pretend to be sleepwalking again, another voice
countered.

Against all logic and rationale, I pressed on
through the darkness making sure to skirt a hole I had dug there,
since I was also “The Coordinator of Traps and Barricades” for our
court. I pushed through long vines of ivy toward “The Court” area
as if I were on trial. Upon reaching the niche, I half expected to
see my brothers waiting there to place me on trial for getting an
undue amount of love from Mom. The blue glow persisted,
illuminating my breath vapor like a wispy specter, and I could now
hear a humming sound fading in and out with the dimming and
brightening blue light. This was all very bizarre and unnerving,
and yet I felt compelled to keep walking ahead as would an
unfortunate victim in a very bad horror movie. Don’t go back
there! screamed the imaginary movie audience in my head. I
clenched my teeth and fists and prepared to take the last step that
existed between the source of this mysterious light and me. I
exhaled and took that step.

At first, I was confused because there wasn’t
anything there to see. The blue light and humming were still
permeating the space where we would hold court, but other than the
makeshift altar that we created out of wood and covered with a
white sheet and black insignia—which we borrowed from some science
fiction show—there was nothing else to speak of; that is until my
eyes were drawn upward…and then I saw it!

 


***~~~***

 



I should have
fainted, for what I saw defied all logic—it was a
gargantuan, circular ship floating above our house about seventy
feet up. I think I held my composure
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