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 Ever since I was a child, I had them. I always felt them, wait-
ing for me to close my eyes and slide into a deep sleep that never sat-
is!ed. My imagination has always been impatient and holds grudges.
 I don’t know how old I was when they started. Maybe they 
were there in my infancy, tormenting my unformed mushy mind. 
"e !rst one I remember, I don’t remember well. I fell asleep, and in 
my dream I awakened in my room. "e instant my foot hit the pu#y 
carpet a gigantic jaw ensnared my ankle and dragged me beneath my 
bed. A swamp was under my bed, !lled to the brim with crocodiles 
whose favorite treat was little girls with curly brown hair. My eyes 
snapped open. I twisted into a ball on my bed, ensuring no limbs 
were dangling o# the sides for a hungry croc to nab as a snack. "is 
dream was trapped in my subconscious for months. Sometimes the 
being under my bed willing my destruction changed, but the fright 
remained the same.
 I don’t know when this nightmare evolved into something 
in!nitely more horrifying. I want to say when I was 11 or 12. Perhaps 
it was when I discovered I was the family disgrace. I am a middle 
child. My older sister was the perfect one, my younger brother the 
helpless one. I was the perfectly capable young woman with mischie-
vous tendencies. Not exactly a parent’s dreams come true.
 With this insight, my warped imagination tweaked my night-
mare to match my psychological fears. "e ritual foot brushing the 
carpet took place, but no jaw popped out from under my bed to at-
tack me. Instead, to my horror, I found a skeletal hand grabbing my 
foot. It pulled my screaming body underneath the bed. I landed on 
cold, frozen ground instead of the damp ground of a swamp. Rub-
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bing my head, I looked up to see blue trees and foggy ground sur-
rounding me. A lake was spread out wide in front of me, bubbling 
and gurgling for no apparent reason.
 I felt creatures move around me, though I saw no !gures. I 
explored the new setting, testing the water with a dainty !nger. It was 
cold. Every thing had a blue tint: the weeping willows surrounding 
the lake, the crescent moon smirking in the sky, even the grass. Fi-
nally, I saw a woolly !gure ascending the small hill surrounding the 
lake. I rushed towards the !gure; a tugging in my mind shrieked a 
warning. My eyes passed the crest of the hill to see the bristly !gure 
sitting on a throne. My eyes widened at the sight, as he beckoned 
me closer with a hand. My feet followed his call without my mind’s 
consent. His tinted blue eyes stared into
my chestnut brown. “Don’t be afraid, child. I am here for you. "ey 
le$ you on the surface, didn’t they?” a voice screeched, though the 
!gure’s lips did not move. “Come, I will care for you. I will love you.” 
As I got closer, my hands began to shake. His eyes not once leaving 
mine; they bored into me, seeing my pain, seeing the black lamb of 
my family, the outcast. He o#ered me comfort. I saw it in the cal-
loused hands that welcomed within my reach. Suddenly, his eyes 
turned red and his hands sprouted claws. I didn’t have time to scream 
or defend myself as his claws ran over the length of my stature, tear-
ing my skin to rags. My body lurched back to my sweat-coated bed 
and tear stained pillow. My lungs ripped for breath, my muscles con-
vulsed in pain, and !nally, my vocal cords vibrated with such passion 
the entire house came to life.
 A$er this, my nightmares came to a halt and my years of pu-
berty passed by as well as any years of puberty could: awkward and 
self-aware. It was not until I reached the rotten age of 16 they re-
turned, with vengeance.
 I had my !rst boyfriend. His name was Clayton. I believed, 
as any foolish smitten girl at that age does, that I loved him. As time 
went on, we had our battles and struggles as a couple. We fought 
through them believing we had the agent of love on our side. Near 
the end of my sophomore year of high school, I discovered other-
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wise. My best friend loyally reported to me Clayton had tried to
kiss her. Heart broken and distressed, I broke o# our relationship. 
He did not take it well, stalking my house and threatening my fam-
ily. During our relationship, I had torn myself away from my friends 
who disproved of him, which in this case was all of them except one. 
Already alone, I became even more of a hermit, barely leaving the 
house for fear he would !nd me and do those awful things teenaged 
boys are assumed to want.
 One night, as I lied down to go to sleep, Clayton found me. 
My eyes closed and my mind relaxed into a merciless slumber. I was 
at a party, my one best guy friend by my side, Zach. We were laugh-
ing and having a good time. It was the !rst time I had gone to a social 
gathering in months. A Halloween party, everyone was in costumes 
and dancing in the blinking lights. Zach’s cell phone rang pleasantly 
and he went away to answer it in private. “Mom” he mouthed to me 
quietly exiting the room pulsing with music. In his absence, a tall 
!gure in a hockey mask gave me a drink and sat down beside me. 
Innocently, I accepted the drink and took an appreciative sip.
 A black %ash, and I was watching Zach speak with his moth-
er. “Yes mom, everything is !ne. I will be home by midnight. Good-
night,” and the phone clicked shut. Zach returned to the room, and 
found that my place on the couch was empty, but still warm. As-
suming I had gotten up to dance, he perused the dance %oor. I was 
nowhere to be found. Frantically, he began asking if anyone had seen 
me. At last, someone said, “She was going up the stairs with some-
one, I thought it was you. She looked pretty wasted, she was leaning 
on her friend an awful lot.” Horror struck, he clambered up the stairs 
two at a time. A man exited a room just as he reached the top, hockey 
mask in hand and a satis!ed smirk on his face.
 My nightmare vision zoomed in through the room’s door to 
!nd me. I laid on a hardwood %oor, bleeding and cold. My head diz-
zy from the drug I had been slipped. I could still feel the pain of his 
hands on me. My eyes leaked, blurring my vision and rolled around 
in my sockets, my mind screaming out in pain but never connected 
with my mouth to make noise. Just then, Zach burst through the 
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door and saw my bleeding body. “Oh my god,” he whispered through 
rage and rushed to my rescue.
 A$er this nightmare, I developed a form of insomnia. If I did 
not go to sleep, nothing would haunt me. If I did not go to sleep, my 
demons would not come and I would forget about them. Right? Oh, 
how wrong I was. Nightmares are unyielding with an imagination 
that is impatient, and holds grudges.
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