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Prologue


“My name is Jamie Mandan; I’m 14 years of age living in the United Kingdom. I live with my parents in a modest two story house, and I was born an only child. I’m nearing the end of my summer holidays, and I’ll soon be starting in year 9 in school. But my life and my family were not the main problems I was dealing with.


Since I was 9 years old, I have been the victim of frequent night terrors. For children like me, nightmares are commonplace, and cause upset from time to time. But I; I have been experiencing nightmares almost every single night.


Because of the frequency of the terrors, my parents took me to a psychiatrist when I was 12, believing that I could possibly have been diagnosed with Post Traumatic Stress Disorder; but the results came back negative. So if was not diagnosed with a disability, there must be something else that is wrong with me. I’m destined to find out what it is that’s wrong with me, and I’ll do anything to find the answer.”




CHAPTER 1


The last night of summer


It was a clear and dry Sunday evening in early September; the sun was down and the sky was dark upon a quiet residential street in the South of England. In a modern-built house on the corner, there lived a young 14 year old boy named Jamie Mandan, who was in the living room of his family home watching TV. Jamie sported ginger-brown hair and blue eyes. He was dressed in silky pale-blue pyjamas, a grey dressing gown and black slippers.


While Jamie was kicking back on the sofa, his parents Jack and Debbie Mandan came into the living room to join him. Debbie sat on the sofa next to Jamie; Jack sat on a nearby armchair.


“How are you feeling son?” Debbie asked.


“I feel good.” Jamie answered.


“You’ve been very quiet recently Jamie, have you been feeling alright?”


“I’m just relaxing Mum, and enjoying what’s left of the summer holidays.”


“You’ll be going to back to school tomorrow son; how do you feel about that?” Jack asked.


“I’m really looking forward to my next year at school Dad. I’m so looking forward to meeting all my friends again; particularly Benjamin Hornell.”


“You always got on very well with the Headmaster’s son didn’t you? He was always someone you could associate yourself with.”


“That’s because he and I started at the same time. We’ve been best of friends from day one, and we’ve always been placed in the same tutor groups. Benjamin’s father is such a nice man as well; he’s such a kind understanding soul. That’s why the school always receives good reviews from the education board.”


“I think you’re very fortunate to be receiving the care and attention that you’ve been receiving in the last two years there; and that’s exactly why we chose that school for you, because Headmaster Hornell always welcomes new students with open arms.”


“And I’m very proud to be a student in Mr. Hornell’s school. Unlike a lot of Headmasters or teachers in schools, he knows how to do his job. Other Headmasters should look up to him for expertise, just like the students do.”


“I agree son.” Debbie said.


Jamie yawned.


“Boy, I am tired.”


Jamie looked up at the clock on the wall; it read quarter to nine.


“Gosh, is it really that late?!?” Jamie asked in alarm.


Jack looked at his watch, which had the same reading.


“Quarter to nine son, way past your bedtime.”


“No wonder I’m so tired.”


Jamie hugged his Mum.


“Goodnight Mum.”


“Goodnight son.”


Jamie let go and went over to hug his father.


“Goodnight Dad.”


“Goodnight Jamie.”


When Jamie let go of his father, he headed out of the living room and went straight upstairs to his bedroom; the lamp on his bedside table was switched on.


Jamie left the door open a little so that his parents could hear him if they needed to come in. He hung up his dressing gown on the back of the door, and went over to draw the curtains at the window; then he sat on the side of the bed, kicked off his slippers, and climbed under the covers.


Jamie turned off the lamp on the bedside table before going to sleep.


His parents remained in the living room, where they had a talk between themselves.


“I don’t know about you darling, but I’m beginning to wonder what’s causing Jamie to have as many nightmares as he has.” Jack said.


“Can we ask Jamie’s teacher if he’s witnessed anything about Jamie at school?”


Jack pondered in thought for a moment.


“Why don’t we give Jamie a written letter for the Headmaster tomorrow?” He asked.


“Good idea; if we can ask him to observe Jamie’s behaviour more closely, maybe he can help us get the answer we’re looking for.”


“What about our psychiatrist? Could we arrange for him to pay a visit tomorrow evening?”


“We can always give him a call in the morning and see if we can arrange it with him.”


“Then that’s what we’ll do.”


As Jack and Debbie headed out of the living room, unbeknownst to them, a man was standing in the darkness and watching them from outside the living room window. He had middle shaded hair and blue eyes.


“Sounds like yet another victim of The Shadow of the Nightmare.” He said to himself. “I must be prepared for when he brings this next boy through.”


The man evaporated into a cloud of smoke and vanished from the garden.





~ ~ ~





Jack and Debbie headed upstairs and passed by Jamie’s bedroom en-route; both of whom took a peek inside to see if Jamie was sound asleep. They were immediately satisfied to see that their son was warm and snug under the veil of darkness, and passed by. But sometime later that night, Jamie began to hear a mysterious voice.


“Hello Jamie Mandan.” It spoke. “I can sense you shaking in fear.”


Jamie attempted to ignore the voice, but it just kept on coming.


“I know that you want to talk to me boy, and there is nothing that you can do about the curse that I laid upon you.”


Still Jamie ignored the voices. But then, it shouted at him.


“Answer me!”


Jamie’s eyes were forced open. But even now, Jamie refused to show any sign of fear.


Jamie remained lying down under the covers.


“Typical child; always trying to resist the irresistible force of fear that I am.”


Jamie realised that the voice wasn’t going to give up anytime soon, so he decided to answer it.


“Hello.” He answered softly.


“Hello Jamie Mandan.”


“How do you know my name?”


“I know more than just your name…I know everything about you.”


“Who are you?”


“I’m The Shadow of the Nightmare, the creator of all nightmares.”


“I’ve brushed off nightmares since I was a young boy.”


“You will become one of my victims in due time.”


“We’ll soon see.”


“I have cursed you.”


“What are you talking about?”


“You will never break this curse as this long as you live.”


“I’ll break this curse; I won’t let you keep it upon me.”


“A worthless effort. You do not stand a chance against The Shadow of the Nightmare!”


The voice disappeared leaving Jamie confused. Jamie sat up and felt his heart pounding in fear; he was trembling nervously, and he began breathing in and out deeply.


Jamie’s Mum Debbie was still awake and was passing by the bedroom door once again. When she heard Jamie’s breathing, she entered the room to attend to her son.


“Jamie?” She said in concern.


Jamie looked his mother in the eyes.


“Mum.”


Debbie walked up to the side of the bed.


“I heard you talking to someone out loud. Who was it?”


“I don’t know; an apparent ‘Shadow of the Nightmare’.”


“A Shadow of the Nightmare?”


“Yes.”


Jack then walked into the room and dimly turned on the main light.


“Debbie, what on Earth’s going on?” He asked.


“Jamie says he heard a shadowy voice talking to him.”


“Did you hear it too Father?”


“Yes I did. I thought I was going mad.”


Jack walked up to the bed, when the voice briefly returned.


“You have been cursed, you’ll never break it.”


“Then again, maybe I’m not going mad.” Jack said to himself.


“What is this ‘Shadow’ talking about?” Debbie asked Jamie. “What does it mean by cursed?”


“I haven’t got a clue.” Jamie answered. “But I don’t believe a word of what this voice is telling me anyway. Surely I’m only hearing things, right?”


“I jolly well hope so son.”


Debbie Ruffled Jamie’s hair.


“Do you think that the psychiatrist can give me answers to these night terrors?”


“Your father and I are going to call him tomorrow and see if he’s available, and we’d also like you to give a letter to hand in to the Headmaster.”


“So you’d like Headmaster Hornell to help out too?”


“Yes. If he and the other teachers observe you during the day, we’re hoping that we can find out the truth behind these frequent horrors you’re facing.”


Jack gently rubbed the back of Jamie’s hand with his thumb, and Debbie kissed Jamie on the forehead. Jamie smiled.


“We’ll get you through this Jamie; never fear.” Debbie said reassuringly.


Debbie tucked Jamie in snuggly.


“Goodnight Jamie.”


“Goodnight Mum, goodnight Dad.”


“Goodnight son.”


Debbie and Jack walked out of the bedroom and turned off the main light. They left the bedroom door open slightly as Jamie liked it. Now, Jamie could get back to sleep.





~ ~ ~





It was difficult for Jamie to cope because of the frequent terrors that he faced, and then to be told that he had been cursed didn’t make the situation any better. The voice that Jamie had heard, belonged to a man in an empty cyberspace. As Jamie slept, The Shadow of the Nightmare continued to watch him through a crystal ball. He sported long black scruffy hair, moustache and beard, and was dressed in purple and brown robes, gloves & boots.


The environment around him was completely covered in purple and black fog. The Shadow was standing with another man next to him; he too was looking into the crystal ball with his Master. The Shadow’s Servant was dressed in black and green robes.


“What have we got here Master?” The Servant asked.


“This is Jamie Mandan.” The Shadow answered. “I’ve been watching him since he was nine years old. And despite the curse that has been laid upon him, he seems to have shaken off the night terrors for 4½ years now. All of the spirits I’ve bought into this world have been weak; but it’s only when they truly express their weakness that I bring them here to finish them off. This boy however; he’s been so brave that I’m just running out of ideas.”


“Well if he thinks that he can show enough bravery to face this test of the Endless Nightmare, I say that you take him.”


“Not yet! I want him to feel under immense pressure first.”


The Shadow’s Servant took a quick moment to think.


“How about this then; when you talk to your victims through telepathy, everyone in the room can hear you can’t they?”


“And?”


“I believe that you can try and pressurise him tomorrow by talking to him at regular intervals. If you keep talking to him while he’s at school with his friends and teachers, everyone will hear you and get an image of what is going on.”


The Shadow pondered in thought for a moment.


“I like the sound of that. People can’t see me, they can only hear me. And if everyone knows who I am…”


“You might end up with more than one victim tomorrow night.”


“You think like I do my Servant. But I only want children; and there’ll be loads of them to scare the bones out of at Jamie’s school.”


“My thoughts exactly Master. Lest we forget, the more souls we have here, the better it gets. You only need a few more children dead before the crossing to Earth can be opened.”


“You’re right; the dimensional bridge still doesn’t have enough stability. At the rate we’re getting souls, it will still take months to open.”


“So let’s get some more souls into the realm tomorrow night.”


“Yes, let’s do so.”


“And what about Jamie Mandan?”


“I’ll observe his behavior throughout the day tomorrow. But for now, let him sleep.”


The Shadow continued looking at Jamie through the crystal ball throughout the night.




CHAPTER 2


The Shadow’s voice


No-one knew of the cunning and evil plan that The Shadow had, neither did anyone know what he meant by a dimensional crossing. But the next morning, Jamie Mandan was on his way back to school.


Unlike many schools in the UK, Jamie’s school had no specific uniform policy, but there were still restrictions about what girls and boys could and couldn’t wear.


Jamie was dressed in olive green cargo trousers, a plain red t-shirt, black converse trainers, and carried a blue backpack with him.


He was walking past the gate around the perimeter of the playground along with many other students that attended. He entered the open front gate as he approached it.


Over 100 students were enrolled at the school, all aged between 11 and 16. Keeping calm, Jamie greeted other students that he knew; but as he did this, he continued to head to the bench near the school building and eventually meet up with his best friend Benjamin Hornell, the son of the school’s Headmaster.


Benjamin had brown hair and red eyes; and was dressed in a white t-shirt, denim jeans, and black & white checked trainers.


“Hello Benjamin.”


Benjamin looked up at Jamie and smiled.


“Hey Jamie, how are you?” Benjamin answered excitingly.


Jamie and Benjamin slapped hands.


“I’m great, how about you?”


“I’ve feel much better now that I’ve seen you again.”


Jamie sat down on the bench next to his friend.


“Did you enjoy your summer holidays?”


“Splendid affair.”


“Did you do anything nice with your father, the Headmaster?”


“Yes, we went to Spain for a week.”


“Did you enjoy it?”


“I loved it. There was plenty of warm weather, so I could keep getting into my swimming trunks at the villa.”


“Oh you hired a villa, what was that like? Other than the pool.”


Benjamin chuckled.


“We had everything there, air conditioning, memory foam beds. I wish I didn’t have to come back.”


Benjamin stood up as the school bell went to signal five minutes before the start of lessons, everyone began to walk into the school building.


“There’s the bell, let’s get to our lessons Jamie.”


Benjamin and Jamie joined the crowds of pupils and entered the building with their arms across each other’s shoulders in friendship. Many of the students went straight to their classrooms, while others went to their hallway lockers to store their belongings.


The boys stopped by their lockers and put their bags in.


As the hectic corridors died down, a female staff member approached the boys.


“Excuse me, Mr. Mandan?” The lady asked.


Benjamin and Jamie closed their lockers and turned to look at the teacher.


“Yes Mrs. Pandora?” Jamie asked.


“Headmaster Hornell would like to see you in his office please.”


“Does that include me Mrs. Pandora?” Benjamin asked.


“No, not you Benjamin; he just wants to see Jamie.”


Jamie immediately proceeded towards the Headmaster’s office; holding the letter that his parents gave him to give in to the Headmaster.


As Jamie walked the corridor, the voice of The Shadow of the Nightmare arose once again.


“You don’t stand a chance against The Shadow of the Nightmare, give up.”


But Jamie carried on through the corridor and pretended he heard nothing.


A short moment later, Jamie approached the Headmaster’s office door. He stopped before it and knocked three times.


“Come in.” The Headmaster called from inside.


Jamie confidently opened the door and walked inside the office, closing the door behind him.


Headmaster Hornell was standing and waiting for him. He was a Welsh gentleman sporting brown hair with a moustache, and was dressed in a smart black three-piece suit.


“Good morning Jamie.”


“Good morning Mr. Hornell.”


Jamie and the Headmaster shook hands; then both of them sat down at the office desk.


“Have you had a nice summer?”


“Yes Sir, splendid affair.”


“Did you do anything nice while you were away?”


“We went to Germany for two weeks.”


“Did you go to see the Berlin Wall?”


“I did Sir; and it was brilliant.”


Headmaster Hornell then got to the task at hand.


“Now Jamie, I’ve asked you into my office this morning because your parents wanted to ask an errand of me. They said you had a letter for me.”


Jamie got out the letter and offered it to the Headmaster. He accepted the letter from Jamie and opened it.


The writing said that his parents wished to ask him if he could help out with observing Jamie’s behaviour, concerning the voice that he heard the previous night.


“You heard a voice in your sleep last night; and now your parents wish for the staff to observe your behaviour more closely?”


“What do you mean by observe my behaviour Sir?”


“I’ve got here that your parents would like the staff to observe how you respond to these terrors that you have been facing recently.”


Suddenly, the voice came again.


“Resistance is futile Jamie. Submit to me and you won’t get hurt tonight.”


Jamie was becoming ever more frightened by the continuing and evermore threatening voices of The Shadow. Headmaster Hornell could hear The Shadow speaking too, and he too became concerned.


“Is this the voice that has been bugging you?” The Headmaster asked Jamie.


“Yes it is Sir.” He answered.


“Has anybody else heard it speak to you?”


“My parents heard it last night when they came into my room.”


“So when you hear this voice, everyone around you can hear it too?”


“Yes Sir.”


Headmaster Hornell pondered for a moment.


“I don’t like the sound of what this voice is telling you. Are you due to see your psychiatrist later today?”


“My parents are trying to arrange a visit, but it’s not set in stone as far as I know. If they do manage to book an appointment with him, I’m sure they’ll let you know.”


“OK then, I’ll make sure that all of the staff are aware of what is going on. And I’d like your tutor Mr. Pandora to pay a visit as well so that he can express his view.


As for you Jamie, you’ll do well not to get agitated by these mysterious voices. If you let them bug you all day, goodness knows what will go wrong. Are we agreed?”


“Yes Sir.”


Headmaster Hornell stood up; Jamie did the same, and shook hands.


“Don’t worry about a thing Jamie. Whatever is going on, we’ll help you through it.”


“Thank you Sir; will that be all?”


“Yes, you are dismissed.”


The Headmaster opened the door and saw Jamie out of the office to get back to his class.





~ ~ ~





The Headmaster knew that Jamie was under some serious pressure; and it was his job to make sure that during the school day, Jamie felt comfortable. During the morning break-time session, Benjamin Hornell was sitting at the bench talking with two new 11 year old students that had started at the school. One of them was a girl dressed in a brown skirt, pink t-shirt, long white stockings, and brown shoes. The other was a boy dressed in a blue t-shirt, black trousers and black trainers.


These two fresh faces were Brother and Sister Jimmy and Sandra Braid.


“Are you both enjoying your first day?” Benjamin asked the two newbies.


“Oh yes, very much.” Jimmy Answered. “I haven’t been to such a brilliant school in my entire life.”


“What about you Sandra?”


“I’m having a great time.” She said. “Everyone here is so nice and friendly.”


Jamie Mandan came walking out the building, and immediately spotted Benjamin on the bench. Benjamin looked up at Jamie as he approached.


“Hello Jamie.”


“Hello Benjamin.”


“How did it go with my father?”


“It went well.”


Benjamin introduced the Braids to Jamie Mandan.


“Have you met Jimmy and Sandra Braid, they’ve just started today.”


“I’m Jamie Mandan, it’s a pleasure to meet you both.”


“Likewise.” They answered together.


Jimmy and Sandra both shook hands with Jamie.


Sandra made room on the bench so that Jamie could sit down next to his friend Benjamin.


“Are you feeling alright?”


“I’m not so sure.”


“Is it to do with the nightmares you keep facing?”


“Yes it is.”


“But you’ve always been able to brush them off, haven’t you?”


“Yes. But now I’ve been facing a much bigger threat.”


The voice of The Shadow came again.


“So you think you’ve got friends in high places Jamie Mandan?”


Everyone in the playground could hear The Shadow’s voice; many of them dropped their jaws and looked at Jamie, thinking that the evil voice came from him. Jamie could only wonder why.


“Why’s everybody staring at me?”


“I haven’t the foggiest idea Jamie. But that voice I just heard; is that the voice you were on about?”


“Yes.”


The teacher on duty came over to deal with everyone, having also heard the mysterious voice of The Shadow. Mr. Pandora sported a bald head and wore a blue two piece suit.


“Come on everyone, out of it!” He called. “There’s no need for a staring contest!”


Everyone walked away and carried on with their break as normal. Mr. Pandora approached the bench.


“Jamie Mandan?”


Jamie looked up at Mr. Pandora.


“Yes Mr. Pandora?”


“May we talk?”


Without answering back, Jamie stood up from the bench; then he and Mr. Pandora went inside so that they could talk together.


“I heard your conversation with Benjamin, and that mysterious voice. The Headmaster has warned me that you’re hearing these shadowy voices. Please tell me the truth; exactly what’s going on?”


“It started last night Sir. My parents heard it talking to me when they passed by my bedroom in the middle of the night. Since then, I’ve been hearing it talking to me at regular intervals during the day. Once when I was heading to the Headmaster’s office, and then again while I was in there.”


“Well I appreciate your honesty Jamie.”


Then, the voice came once again.


“You’ll ever escape the curse that I’ve laid upon you Jamie. My voice is a sign of good things to come.”


Mr. Pandora was becoming concerned now, as he was hearing the voice too.


“What is it with that voice?”


“I haven’t got a clue. I can only suspect that he’s trying to scare the bones out of me, and as it stands he’s doing a very good job of it.”


Mr. Pandora took a deep breath; Jamie started becoming concerned for his teacher.


“It’s not getting to you is it Sir?”


“Certainly not.”


Jamie was beginning to tremble, The Shadow could sense this and answered to him again in a loud booming voice.


“Yes, that’s my Jamie Mandan! That’s the right way to react to my curse!”


Mr. Pandora answered angrily to the Shadow’s voice.


“Shut up whoever you are!” He bellowed into the air.


“Don’t think you can command The Shadow of the Nightmare mister; you have no idea what power you’re dealing with!”


The Shadow’s voice disappeared again; Mr. Pandora turned back to Jamie, who was looking him in the eyes after what he did.


“Sir, you argued the toss with The Shadow’s voice?”


“Well he started it!”


Jamie burst into laughter at Mr. Pandora’s answer. The sound of the school bell quickly snapped him out of it.


“Feeling better now Jamie?”


“After that outburst, definitely.”


“Then let’s head back to class.”


“After you Sir.”


Mr. Pandora and Jamie walked together to get back to the classroom.





~ ~ ~





As the day progressed, The Shadow of the Nightmare continued watching over Jamie Mandan. He watched Jamie closely as he progressed through his Science, Geography, History and ICT lessons with his tutor Mr. Pandora.


For what remained of school hours, The Shadow made no further attempts to speak to Jamie; for he believed that Jamie had finally given in, despite the burst of laughter he had earlier.


When school had finished and the final bell had gone, The Shadow overlooked Jamie as he began to leave the school grounds and walk home; Benjamin was with him.


“I know you had some trouble with this shadowy voice Jamie, but did you enjoy your first day back nonetheless?” Benjamin asked.


“Apart from the voices, yes.” Jamie answered.


“Since the morning break session I haven’t heard this ‘Shadow’ communicate with you any further; do you think it’s given up on you?”


“I seriously doubt that Benjamin. He’ll be preparing something else to get me later tonight, I’m sure of it.”


The Shadow’s Servant approached the crystal ball to join his Master.


“How are we doing with our young Jamie Mandan Master?” The Servant asked.


“I’ve been observing his behaviour all day.” The Shadow answered.


“It’s looking good is it?”


“I’ve heeded my voice at regular intervals, and after 4½ years of torment, I’m quite convinced I’ve got him in my grasp by now. So tonight, we’ll have what we want.”


“I’ve got a feeling that this is the one Master; this is the one that must ultimately open the gateway to Earth. If we get Jamie into our realm tonight, his soul will stabilize the bridge in about…60 hours from now at my guess.”


“Works for me. Just wait; God will be sorry that he ever banished me to this realm without giving me a mortal body, and his Earth will become our road to conquering his heavenly realm. Alert our followers; we bring Jamie in at the stroke of midnight.”


“Yes Master Shadow.”


While The Servant went off to do as he was commanded, The Shadow turned back to his crystal ball as Jamie returned home.


As Jamie entered the house, his mother Debbie was waiting in the hallway for him to arrive home safely.


“Hello Jamie.” Debbie said.


“Hi Mum.”


Jamie hung up his backpack on the coat hangers.


“Did you enjoy your first day back at school?”


“No.”


Jack came through from the kitchen to meet up with his son.


“Jamie what happened?” Jack asked.


“That voice which came last night. It was tormenting me all today.”


Jack and Debbie were silent. Jamie took a deep breath.


“Try not to take it as a hardship Jamie, We’ve booked an appointment with the psychiatrist; he will be over after dinner and you can discuss the problems with him.”


Jamie nodded, and headed straight upstairs to his bedroom.


Jamie closed the door as he entered.


He then sat on the side of his bed, took off his school trainers, and laid atop the covers.


But the voice of The Shadow wasn’t giving up so easily.


“Rest while you can boy. You will soon enter my realm, and you will never escape.”


Jamie ignored the voice.





~ ~ ~





Nobody was aware of The Shadow’s true plan for Jamie as of yet, but later that evening, Jamie was down in the living room talking with the psychiatrist. He was laying on a three person sofa with his feet dangling over the edge of the armrest. The psychiatrist was sitting in the armchair with his clipboard and pen, taking down notes as Jamie spoke to him. Jack and Debbie were sitting on a three person sofa with Jamie’s tutor Mr. Pandora, who had come over to pay a visit.
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