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It Its Shadow

 

A MESSAGE FROM ERIC


It Its Shadow

January 25th, 1980

I can feel the cold in my bones. My limbs are heavy due to the drugs the orderlies stuck me with. The memories from the dream play on the concrete walls of my cell like the silent movies my parents told me about as a child.

Doctor Webber doesn’t like when I call it that. My cell. But that is exactly what it has become.

They tell me I’m here to get better. That I’m unwell. That I’m serving my country by being here.

But all they ever want to know about are my dreams, and the drawings made through me.

Growing up, the doctors always said dreams were my brain trying to tell me something important.

Sometimes I wonder what they would say of my dreams now.

But I wouldn’t wish them on anyone.

They give me tools to write and draw with. Without calendars and clocks, I used them to keep track of the days and months.

Most of the time, writing keeps the voices and dreams away…

They would rather I use these tools to draw, but no matter how much I tell them I’m not an artist, that I couldn’t draw a stick figure to save my life, they still insist.

Sometimes when I’m writing these entries, my hands start to itch. A creeping, gnawing thing crawls out from the depths of my gut. Tears well up in my eyes. And the movies playing on the walls, they close in. And I can feel its touch. Its sickly, slimy claws on my hands.

Grabbing them. Squeezing them. Taking them.

And the next thing I know, my hand is turning purple and I’m staring down at an image frozen in time, ripped straight from the movies that play in my mind’s eye when the lights go out and shadows come out to play. A thing I’ve seen. A thing from beyond the reach of even my worst nightmares.

Sometimes I’m not even sure if I’m really alive, or that this pen in my hand is real. Wouldn’t it be ironic if I died on my mission six months ago?

Maybe this is just what hell is like.

Wouldn’t Mom just love that?

January 31st, 1980

They came for me again. This time it was Doctor Webber’s orderly.

He grabbed me by my arms and dragged me down to a new room.

Used to be, when they wanted answers from me, they’d just visit me in my cell, set up a tape recorder and ask their questions.

This one is different. The walls are the same type of cement as my cell, but there are red stains in odd places and large holes in the plaster where bricks show through. The door looks like it’s made of solid steel and has a small window where they can look in on me, make sure I’m still chained to the floor.

I’m not alone.

The orderly’s not looking at me. Not directly, but his hands are never far from the set of hypodermic needles he keeps on his belt.

The shackles hurt my wrists. But they always let me take my notebooks. That’s good at least, even if I know all they want are the pictures…

There is something new, too. A big camera, like the ones they use to make the news.

Once upon a time, I wanted to be a TV host, or a newsman. But my parents always shot that dream down. Said I was only good for one thing.

What would my parents think of me now?

My mother always expected me to wind up dead in a ditch somewhere, my soul rotting in Hell like the sinner I was. My father always told me I’d end up in prison.

And I guess this place isn’t much different than that, is it?

The door creaks open like its hinges are full of screaming, tortured things. It’s Doctor Webber.

He’s a young man, but shadows corrupt his eyes. A voice in the back of my head tells me he’s seen things. A voice I’d rather not hear from.

He’s holding a brown folder with the Office of Extradimensional Intelligence’s seal stenciled into it, featuring a label that spells out Subject 105 in big serif letters.

They love their serif letters.

He doesn’t waste time greeting me and ignores the fact that I’m writing all of this down.

The doctor takes a seat across from me; he does not smile.

He directs the orderly to start rolling and opens his notebook.

The camera clicks and clacks, drowning out the buzz of the fluorescent lights above me.

“Subject 105,” Doctor Webber says. “How are you feeling?”

I don’t answer. He only cares because the camera is on.

He’s staring at me. I’m trying to ignore what the voice is telling me. Trying to avoid his stare by writing in my notebook.

The doctor sighs. Like a reflex, my eyes flinch, and I look at him.

For a second, he looks as old as The Crypt Keeper from those old horror comics. His skin is gray, wrinkled, and I can see his skeleton cutting through, like he’s slowly melting.

His eyes, though.

Despite the unnatural, yellow sheen, they don’t betray the stare of a madman.

A voice tells me he’s intent to open the way. If only he could find the key.

All it takes is a blink for me to see that he’s not the sickly, mad creature I’ve seen in my dreams, but he does look like he’s losing patience with me.

“You don’t have to do that anymore,” he says, pointing to the TV camera, “that’s why we’re taping this. For posterity.”

I shake my head. If I stop writing, the dreams will get their way. That’s how it always happens.

“Can you hand me the notebook, Subject 105?”

I shake my head again. “If I stop, the dreams win.”

“We’ve been over this before. We need to see what’s in your notebook.”

“Please, please don’t.”

He’s sighing, rubbing his eyes. “Orderly, take the notebook from Subject 105 and hand it to me.”

I can hear the smack of the orderly’s boots on the hard floor bouncing off the walls. I can smell the fermenting oils souring on his skin. The tartar of his teeth festering into rot.

I can feel him reaching.

I need to keep writing. I need to keep writing. I need to—

There are pages missing now. Webber’s got them aligned on the table. Staring at the drawings one by one.

He’s smiling. I hate that.

“See, Subject 105? That wasn’t so bad.”

I don’t want to look into his eyes again.

“You can even keep writing if you’d like. Write every word we exchange if it makes you feel better. All I wanted were the drawings.”

Don’t look into his eyes.

“Do you know why I wanted these drawings?”

I shake my head, careful not to look at him.

“Subject 105, can you tell me how you got here?”

No! Not this again!

“Please answer the question. Tell me how you got here.”

“Why?” I ask him. My voice sounds strange to my ears. Like it’s coming from someone much
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