Haunted by ol

As & little girl T used to be
fg(ixg‘htened of the man under the

‘I.fwould lie in my room tucked
firmly under my mound of
blankets with' the night light on,

the closet door shut tight, and the

-curtains drawn.

1. imagined my blankets were
‘armored and could shield me from
any
might break through: my window
or burst from my closet.

" If 1 had to'use the bathroom or
get a drink of water, my feet could
not touch the hardwood floor be-
tween -the bed and the throw rug
on the way to the door.

1 might be brave enough to jump
feet first from the high dive at
camp, or to investigate the attic of
my aunt’s antique house (in broad

knife-carrying intruder who
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“daylight), but I was no fool.

“The ‘'man under - the bed: would

‘reach out,” grab my ankles, pull

me under the bed, and stab me to
death if 1-let an uncovered “ leg
hang down to the floor.

You never knew what might be

alive and  invisible on the  hard-
wood floor, either. :
Rugs, on the other hand, were

ac S

childhood tear

safe. They were warm and furry,
and 1 imagined 1 was leaping from
oneisland to another. !
1t’s been years since I needed a
night light, and 1 can sleep with

my arms on top of the blankets

now.

When I moved into my apart-
ment; 1 thought T'd left the man
under my bed behind me long ago.

There are a still a few things

- I'mstill afraid of, though.

When I hear a low-flying plane
roar by, sometimes 1. prepare

myself for a re-enactment of
- Hiroshima in Boston.

When 1 'wake up on -a quiet
Saturday morning, I wonder if the
Apocalypse has come, and I've
been left behind to burnin hell.

T'm afraid of fires, of rats, and

of ‘'men breaking into my apart-
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ment to steal, or tokill me. % |

A few nights ago the man under
my bed stood up. T

As in most dreams,
everything seemed
normal. :

1 peeled open my eye:
out of my room, and hea
bathroom for a shower.

The living room, lit only
first rays of early mor
-seemed strangely unfamilial

That didn’t seem fo
Only a part of me noticed.

Halfway to the bat ,
heard his muffled footsteps. 1he
man under the bed was coming to
kill me. | ,
* 'He tried to touch me, but I con-

him 1 needed ia shower.

vinced
Surprisingly, he let me 59 into the
windowless bathroom. | | '

He’d wait under the ouch, he

said. :

1 locked the bathroom g;ioor, and
wondered, sweating profusely,
what I should do. ;E | o

Then I heard the doorb(?ll?{ring.

I fumbled with the lock and

‘ threw open the bathroomydoor, but

he had already beat me to the
front door.

He stepped outside,
door shut tight behind hi

1 could hear him i
vince my sister that I wanted him
here, and because it w%é3 a dream,
1 knew he could muffle any cry 1
tried to make. ,

Itried toscream an

“Help Me!’’ I
couldn’t make a noise.

“HELP ME!!” I croak

Finally, in one loud
shriek, I cried
MEEEE!!1!” at the|
lungs. il

When I opened my leyes, it was.
dark and silent, and the early
morning sun had not yet risen.. :

1 turned on my light and saw
Ed-the-cat trembling,§ terrified, in
my doorway. Lo

1 got up, turned on the hall light,
closed my closet door tight, pulled
my shades all the way down, and
before climbing urfdéar my ar-
moredblankets. .. |

1 checked my room for the man
under the bed. K
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