
	
		
	




The Design of Fear

An Artist's Hauntings and Creations, from Walt Disney World's Haunted Mansion and Beyond

R.J. Ogren


	THEME PARK PRESS

	www.ThemeParkPress.com







 R.J. Ogren

All rights reserved. Except as permitted under the United States Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced or distributed in any form or by any means, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without prior written permission of the publisher.

Although every precaution has been taken to verify the accuracy of the information contained herein, no responsibility is assumed for any errors or omissions, and no liability is assumed for damages that may result from the use of this information.

Theme Park Press is not associated with the Walt Disney Company.

The views expressed in this book are those of the author alone, and do not necessarily reflect those of Theme Park Press.

Theme Park Press publishes its books in a variety of print and electronic formats. Some content that appears in one format may not appear in another.

Editor: Bob McLain
Layout: Artisanal Text

Theme Park Press | www.ThemeParkPress.com

Address queries to bob@themeparkpress.com





To my wife and best friend, Suzanne





Contents

Cover

Front Matter

Chapter 1:Something Wicked Is Here

Chapter 2:I Started Life in a Fireplace

Chapter 3:Screams, Groans, and Moans

Chapter 4:And Then a Dwarf Called

Chapter 5:An Optical Delusion

Chapter 6:Blood Red Hand

Chapter 7:The Dog Saw It—Ask Rascal!

Chapter 8:Selling Myself in Chicago

Chapter 9:Sonny Acres

Chapter 10:Scream Zone

Chapter 11:Into the Jaws of a Clown

Chapter 12:We Really Are in HELL!

Chapter 13:The Queen in Long Beach

Chapter 14:In a Walnut Grove

Chapter 15:Hallucinations—and Fantasy

Chapter 16:Hey, Fred, Bring a Hammer!

Chapter 17:Back and Forth on the I-5

Chapter 18:Pissed-off Parrots

Chapter 19:I Do Believe in Ghosts

Chapter 20:Work, Work, Work—And Then Fun

Chapter 21:The Maw

Chapter 22:…And Beyond

Acknowledgments

About the Author

More Books from Theme Park Press




chapter one

Something Wicked Is Here

Pitch black—no moon—and something just brushed past my ankle.

“Try it again,” said Brad.

Ignoring him, I kicked with my feet, hoping to frighten whatever had touched me.

“Try it again.” I didn’t reply, so Brad asked, “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing.” I turned on the flashlight that dangled from my belt, and aimed the beam downward. Seeing nothing, and breathing a sigh of relief, I turned off the flashlight, as I repeated, “Nothing.” The flashlight had made me night blind, so I said, “Wait a second. I need to let my eyes adjust to the darkness and the black light.”

My assistant Brad and I were in the middle of the woods, on a farm west of Chicago. We were in the process of installing a gigantic monster figure, to surprise guests on a Halloween haunted hayride. The claws of this creature would extend outward, above the heads of the guests and appear to reach for them.

The monster had a four-foot tall skeleton-like head and eight-foot long segmented arms, with bony hands and claws for fingernails. A wispy, gray cloth covered the figure.

This “thing” was suspended above me, in a huge oak tree, and I was standing on a five-foot high platform. I grabbed the one-inch square aluminum bars attached to the arms and pushed outward, causing the glowing figure to extend over the dirt path for the hayride. This would be how the operator (puppeteer) would maneuver the creature over a hay wagon when it drove by. The puppeteer could move the hands and arms up and down, or left and right—if it worked properly. It had worked in my studio in Virginia when we first built it.

I could just make out Brad on the ground; the gray stripes on his black shirt emitted a soft glow. “Perfect!” I yelled to him.

“Yeah, except it needs to be a bit higher. Not a good idea to take out a guest in a wagon.”

“Rats! You’re right. That would really scare them though … RATS!!!” I yelled louder. “Damn! Something is up here on the platform. It just brushed my leg—again!” The hair stood up on the back of my neck. I had visions of something with red eyes biting my ankle. Quickly retracting the monster’s arms, I began jumping around on the platform, hoping to scare away whatever this wicked thing was.

Brad turned on his flashlight and aimed it at my feet.

“See anything?” I yelled down to him.

“Yeah.”

“Wha … what?”

“A black cat.”

“Oh, great! Really?!”

Brad laughed. “Yeah, right there.” He pointed with the flashlight beam, and I looked over to see a black cat sitting near the corner of the platform staring at me—with yellow eyes, and greeting me with a soft “meow.” Then, the feline calmly came over and rubbed against my leg.

As my heart rate slowed, I said, “Meow to you—you, you….”

Brad laughed again. “Does everything scare you?”

“No,” I laughed with him. “Just some things.”

“Such as?”

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”

“Oh, yeah.” Brad said. “So, what does scare you?”

“You really want to know?” He nodded. “Okay: darkness, rats, spiders, snakes, zombies….”

“Zombies?”

“Yeah, zombies! Also horror movies, and giant ants.”

“I thought you liked horror movies.”

“I do.”

“You’re very strange.” Long pause. The cat continued rubbing against my leg, and meowing. Then Brad laughed again.

“What now?” I asked.

“Giant ants?”

“Yes … giant ants. And chimneys.”

“Oh, come on! Now you’re messin’ with me!”

“Not really.”


chapter two

I Started Life
in a Fireplace

The sky was dark and gray. Rain spattered my face as I ran for my life. I knew they were coming. I ran faster.

The bridge over the Mississippi River seemed to go on forever. A foreboding structure, yet it offered me no protection. I needed to get to a safe place. I looked over my left shoulder and scanned the sky for them.

Giant ants!

My legs ached as I ran toward the end of the bridge and the entrance to the Rock Island, Illinois, arsenal. The army would protect me. If I could just get to the WWII tank at the museum, I could hide inside.

The rain came down in buckets, partially obscuring the surprised and concerned faces of the people I passed. Suddenly, a familiar face caught my eye. It appeared behind the windshield of a white car that came toward me … and continued past me.

My mother.

I ran even faster.

I knew she’d have to drive all the way across the Centennial Bridge to Davenport, Iowa, before she could turn around. She couldn’t stop on the bridge. I reached the Illinois side of the bridge and stopped to wait for her to come back. If I ran into the arsenal grounds, she wouldn’t know where to look for me.

I was doomed. A soaking rat. All hell was going to break out at any moment. I would be caught … by ants or by my mother.

The white car pulled up beside me. My trembling hand opened the passenger door, and I flopped into the seat. At least I was safe from the ants.

“Don’t get the seat wet!” I still wasn’t safe from my mother.

Breathing hard and shaking, I sat there in silence. A drowned, ten-year-old … rat. I was numb. Wait a minute! Did my mother just tell me not to get the seats wet? Oh, right. It’s my mother. She always said things like this. I stifled a giggle.

She glared at me as she drove away from the curb. “Why didn’t you wait for me in front of the theater?”

“I … movie ended an hour ago….” I gulped. “So, when you didn’t show up … I started walking. Then, it got dark and stormy, so I ran!”

“You ran?”

A long pause, then, “From them.”

“What? Who is them?”

Another long pause, then, “The giant ants.”

She gave me a quizzical look. “The ants?” she said, her voice trailing off, then silence. Uh oh, here it comes, I thought. She exploded. “The movie?! Giant ants?! Is that what Them is about?!”

“Uh, huh.” I wished I could crawl deeper into my seat.

“That’s it! No more horror movies for you!”

My voice trembled, “But, Mom … I loved the movie!”

She started to say something. Her mouth clamped shut. She stared out the windshield, shook her head, and spoke almost in a whisper, “I should have left you in the fireplace.”

“What?” I was stunned. I knew when to keep my mouth shut, BUT, in the fireplace?!

A FIREPLACE?!

We reached the driveway of our big, two-story house on 21st Street in Rock Island. I was almost in tears as I climbed out of the car. The rain had stopped.

My mother yelled at me as I ran to the steps of our front porch, “Get some rags and clean the car seat before you get out of those wet clothes!”

Entering the living room, I stopped to stare at the fireplace. I gulped. I knew I needed to talk to my dad. And soon.

It was 1954. I had just turned ten. Lots of things I liked could also scare me or give me nightmares. And my mom hated that.

My dad, Daniel, was an easy-going, lovable man. When I related this Them incident to him, he thought it amusing. We were seated in the living room, beside the fireplace. My mom, Evelyn, could be heard in the kitchen, banging pots, pans, and dishes. She was still mad at me, even though she was the one who had forgotten to pick me up!

“Your mother is upset.”

“Sorry, Dad. It was … I mean….”

“Look, sport.” He always called me sport. “I know you like scary movies and radio shows. But you always have nightmares, which upset her. She doesn’t understand why you would want to watch or listen to these shows if they scare you. You also buy scary comic books, some in 3-D.”

“Sorry.” I sank lower into the big chair I was sitting in. Was he going to tell me I couldn’t do any of that anymore?

“I’m not going to ask you to stop, but … well, here’s an idea. After you watch or read something scary, find something funny to watch or read, before you go to bed.”

I almost smiled. There was hope for me yet. “Okay, Dad. I’ll go read some funny comic books now, so I won’t have nightmares about Them.

My dad laughed, and said, “Running across the bridge, being chased by giant ants is funny!” He got out of his chair and patted me on the shoulder. “Look, sport, a lot of things will scare you in life. Run upstairs to your room and read. I’ll talk to your mother.”

“Okay, thanks Dad.” As I got up to leave the room, I spotted the fireplace. “Dad?”

“Yes, sport?”

“Could I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

I sat back down—next to the fireplace.

“Mom said today that she should have left me in the fireplace.” I gulped, because I had a mental picture of the witch in “Hansel and Gretel.”

Dad suppressed a smile as he explained her remark. “When I was discharged from the navy, soon after the end of World War II, your mom and I couldn’t find a house or apartment to rent. Landlords refused to rent to vets, if they had kids.”

“What?”

“Let me finish. As it turned out, the city of St. Charles, where we were at the time, let us stay in the clubhouse next to the city pool and golf course.”

“In Potawatomi Park?” I remembered that park, and loved it, and its Indian name.

“Yes. We were there for the winter. We didn’t need to light the big fireplace—we had an electric heater—and your mother thought the fireplace was a great spot, out of the way, where you could sleep. She blocked the fireplace opening, so you wouldn’t roll out.”

“I slept in the fireplace?!” My dad nodded. “Boy, am I glad Mom didn’t light a fire!”

“Me, too,” he added, smiling again.

“How long were we there?”

“Just a few months. Your mother got frustrated because we couldn’t find a permanent place to live. She finally went to the Aurora newspaper and placed an ad, seeking an apartment for all of us, saying she would drown her children if necessary.”

I was appalled. “What? Really? Did she mean it?”

“No, of course not.” I was quite convinced of his sincerity—knowing my mom. “But the ad editor told the news editor, and your mom and your three-year-old brother ended up with our pictures on the front page, with a story about vets with kids unable to rent housing.”

“What a cool story! What happened?”

“It worked. The story caught on everywhere, and the landlords began to rent to them.”

“Wow! That is really….”

My dad interrupted me. “Yeah, so, see. You basically started your life in a fireplace.”

“Right. But, Dad, why would Mom want to leave me there?”

Dad smiled and cleared his throat. “She didn’t mean it. She was just frustrated with you.”

I thought for a moment before saying, “Remind me never to frustrate her again.”

“Probably a good idea.”

“Hey, Dad! Maybe that’s why I’m afraid of cobwebs and spiders.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, you see cobwebs and spiders in fireplaces.”

His eyes had a twinkle in them as he replied, “Well, you never know.”


chapter three

Screams, Groans, and Moans

“Who’s there?”

The moaning was loud, and close by. I stood up and looked over the top of a tombstone. Nothing.

“All right. Good joke. Lee? Tom? A withered head popped up beside me. I jumped. Screams, groans, and moans filled the cemetery.

Music. Singing. Ghosts moving all around me. Now I laughed. What was there to be afraid of? I was working in the Haunted Mansion at Walt Disney World. But then … the loud moan came again, this time behind me and louder than the usual cacophony of groans and eerie music I was accustomed to in this attraction.

I turned around and stepped toward the back of the cemetery, careful not to fall through openings in the ground area. A lone, glowing figure suddenly lunged from behind the hearse in the scene. “Ooowooo!” I jumped, then laughed as the figure laughed, too.

“Hi, Randy!”

“Cute!”

“I did scare you, didn’t I?”

“All right. I admit it. It was good moaning.”

Jeff smiled. His Maintenance work shirt glowed in the black light. “I love working in this place,” he said. Jeff worked the third shift at night, in the Haunted Mansion.

I looked around. The singing busts were harmonizing the “Grim Grinning Ghosts” song. “Yeah, me too.” Just beyond the busts, I could see the opera singer figure creating her own solo moment, and, above the opening leading to the cemetery, the creepy eyes of the black raven stared at me. I looked back at Jeff and
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