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Neighbors from hell



 



Foreword


This story was inspired by
true events.




Still full of
hope












Present



I recently moved into a new
apartment on the 5th floor of a residential block and do not feel
at home here yet. My last flat traumatized me so much that I no
longer trust anyone. I wonder: is the neighbor next to me a good or
a bad person? He likes to party in the late evenings! Would he keep
me from sleeping on purpose or would he wake me up just to
terrorize me? What kind of person is the neighbor downstairs from
me? I have never seen him. Is he evil as well? He always talks very
loud. Would my neighbors harm me?



Strange thoughts, right?
Several years ago, I would not have asked such questions. Some time
ago, I would not have wondered who my worst enemy is: my neighbors
or my own thoughts.



I can't fall asleep at night
because I do not feel safe. Every sound is a threat, an endless
torture. My heart is racing. I won't be able to get rid of this
permanent inner panic. Maybe I will die from lack of sleep! I might
collapse in the middle of the street! It tears me apart! I try to
calm down by telling myself that the neighbor will be quieter at
10:30 pm. He has done so several times before, after having asked
him to be quieter.  My neighbor is a nice guy, I tell myself.
My thoughts are the ones that are killing me. I say to myself that
I do not want to be the victim of my own fear. And yet, my heart
keeps racing. I will not be able to sleep at night! Reading books
does not help. Nothing helps! If it wasn't for these past
incidents!!!
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I lived alone although I was
23 years old; slim, with long blond hair and blue eyes. Everyone
would think a good-looking woman has a boyfriend. But I guess I
just haven’t met the man of my dreams yet. Early January I moved to
a new, cheaper flat because I could hardly afford the old one with
a fluctuating salary as a self-employed. The new apartment was on
the 3rd floor in a residential block. To my relief the relocation
was flawless. While the relocation helpers were carrying my
furniture into the new flat and I was holding my apartment door
open, I saw an elderly gentleman come down the stairs. He did not
greet me - he just looked at me. I looked back, noticing something
evil in his eyes. The man was scary because of his negative
charisma. I hope I
won't see him very often, I thought to myself. He continued to go
down the stairs. I did not meet him for a long time after that
first encounter. How fortunate!



I had a lot to do: I
unpacked everything and decorated my apartment nicely. Until then
everything was fine! I liked my new home a lot. The kitchen was a
separate room. The bathroom was quite tiny but I had a bathtub
which was nice. Furthermore, I had a huge living room and a
bedroom. I had enough space in the apartment for me and my two
cats. I had two European short haired cats: one was a red tabby cat
named Scully and the other was a brown tabby cat named Mulder. The
windows in my flat were big enough to let in lots of light. I put
my desk in the bedroom, where I wanted to work from. I was a
freelance programmer and regularly took on various jobs on the
Internet, for which I had applied. Everything went according to
plan, which was very satisfying and I had no worries about
money.



But then, out of the blue,
the horror started!



One night, just after I had
gotten into bed, I heard someone scream. It sounded like the voice
of an elderly woman, and she clearly screamed for help. “
Help
... help ... help ...!” After a while I got up, put on my
clothes and left my flat in order to investigate the source of the
shrieks. As it seemed to come from below, I went down the stairs.
In front of the apartment, which was directly below mine, I stopped
and listened. There was that cry again, loud and desperate. It
definitely came from this apartment. I gathered all my courage and
rang the bell. After a while, an old man opened the door. He was
tall, dressed in a blue sweater and cords, with short gray hair and
had a strange, crazy look on his face. This look reminded me of my
teenage years. I had a flash back of myself walking past the barred
courtyard of a psychiatric ward in 1997 in order to get to my
psychotherapist. (I suffered from depression during my high school
years). One of the inmates clung to the bars, staring at me with a
very frightening, crazy look in his eyes. In panic, I remembered
how I quickened my steps in order to get past him as quickly as
possible. Suddenly, my neighbor tore me out of my recollection of
the past.

“Yes, what is it?”, he
asked. I looked at the name tag on the bell.

“Excuse the late
disturbance, Mr. Pohl. I heard someone scream for help and wanted
to make sure that everything is okay. I live above you, you know. I
moved in recently.”

“No one has shouted for help
in here. That certainly came from somewhere else!”

“I could have sworn that it
came from your apartment.”

“No, we are fine!”
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