it scurries across the room again … you know that you can’t possibly
be alone in the darkness of your bedroom any longer as the presence

of a foreign being creates a shadow against the wall opposite the cracked

door to the hallway.  you notice the outline move and disappear back

into the darkness as you lie, frozen in terror, not knowing which side to

escape to.  a rasping breath is withdrawn all too close to your ear .. you 

cease to move, however, for fear of giving away your presence within the 

room.  within seconds, a breath is withdrawn on the opposite side of your 

bed followed by a hoarse, low grumble .. nearly unrecognizable .. and yet 

the word is so familiar that you are forced to pull the covers over your head

to keep from hearing it again.  the knowledge that this creature circling your

bed has now spoken your name traps you beneath the covers.  you feel a

warmth as the living thing draws closer and nearly touches you from the 

opposite side of the sheet.  the scent of its horrendous breath emanating

through the cover smelling of rotting flesh creates a nausea welling up 

within you.

-danielle (1996)

