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Beyond the Pale Green Door

“Hi! I’m Michelle, from Initiative Employment Solutions!” The girl on the phone was bubbly, almost overjoyed. “I wanted to invite you down for an interview for the courier/driver job for which you submitted your resume.”

“Oh, thank you for calling me back. I’d like to interview, yes.” I could hardly believe something good might finally happen to me.

“That’s great!” she said. She was bursting with enthusiasm. I couldn’t help getting caught up. “I went over your resume and I think you have a really good chance of getting this position! Do you have a pen?”

“Yes.”

“Come to 136 Hooster Street, door two. Just come right in, and somebody will be waiting. Tomorrow, 3 p.m. Does that sound okay to you?”

“It does. I can make that.”

“Great!” she burst out. “Well, we’ll see you tomorrow.” There was a pause, and then she said, “we’re really looking forward to meeting you!”

It was a job I had applied for on line the previous week. It seemed odd the office was on Hooster Street, since that was a street in a mostly derelict industrial neighborhood, but I did not pay any attention to that. Now, all I knew was that I actually had an interview, and it was a chance to make my life better, at last. I did not care if the new location seemed a little odd. I badly wanted to win this job, and Michelle sounded so energetic and positive on the phone. So, next day, I once again put on my suit, gathered my resumes, and took the bus.

By the time I got there it was 2:45 p.m. That was good. Interviewers like it when a candidate is 15 minutes ahead of time. I learned that in one of the many books I had read about how to find a job. I felt nervous, and I really wanted this interview to go well.

Hooster Street consisted of abandoned manufacturing buildings with broken windows and chipped bricks. There was the sigh of the expressway some distance away, but other than that there was no sign of life. There were no people and no activity down this way at all. But I kept searching for the address.

I found 136, and then found door two. It had peeling, pale green paint. On the left side was a sign that said, “Prospective Employee: please press the buzzer to be let in.” The buzzer was just below the sign. I pressed it. The door slowly creaked open. I stuck my head in. It was dark. I could see a high ceiling in the gloom and some rafters. Also, I could see some big pipes, metal stairs, and other things you expect seeing in an old factory space. There was nobody in sight, and no signs of an office. There were faint lights here and there far away, but mostly it was just dark. I wondered what was going on.

I stepped in and looked around, my feet crunching on the dirty, gravelly cement floor. I walked about two or three yards in and still could see no sign of anybody. Then the door slammed shut behind me and it got much darker. Only the distant lights broke the blackness.

I caught my breath but did not panic. Not right away. For a moment I just stood and listened. I stood there in my job interview suit holding a folder filled with resumes. Finally, I turned around and went back to the door and groped around for the handle. Once I found it, I pulled lightly, then pulled harder, but it would not open. I turned around and called out, “Hello?” For a moment longer, there was just darkness and silence. “Hello? Is anybody here?”

Then I heard a sound like many feet crunching on the cement floor and I saw tiny, yellowish-brown lights lit up at several places in the walls and high above in the ceiling, and the immediate area where I stood become illuminated, though not very well. It was a dirty yellow glow that let me see a little of the room but that faded into blackness only a short distance forward. I heard all the crunching footsteps again.

“Hello?”

Then they shuffled slowly into view. There were about 50 of them, crowding all together. The ones at the front of the crowd were clearly shown in the brown and yellow light, and the ones in the back were obscured in the gloom. They were about three feet tall and they all wore black robes like monks’ habits. Their heads were slightly wider than they really should have been. Their hair was uniformly black and disheveled, and their faces were a sickly pale with sunken, bloodshot eyes, and they were smiling maniacally. They all had sharp, crooked teeth protruding in every direction from their grinning mouths.

“Hello? What’s going on?” I pulled my folder full of resumes up to my chest and my jaw hung open. My stomach suddenly felt very hollow and my limbs got weak.

In perfect unison, from behind their backs they suddenly pulled out meat cleavers and held them aloft. Their arms shot up all exactly together and froze at the risen position all at exactly the same moment. It was like they were all robots.

“What’s going on?” I repeated. “I don’t want any trouble!” My voice was timid and quavering.

Then, all together, they began to chant: “Wunderbar, Wunderbar, Woo Woo Woo. Wunderbar, Wunderbar, Woo. Wunderbar. Wunderbar, Woo, Woo Woo. Wunderbar, Wunderbar, Woo.”

They slowly shuffled forward all at once, staring gleefully at me and chanting, holding up their cleavers. I turned and tried the door again and it would not open. I turned to face them, and they were still slowly moving in on me. I dropped my folder and the resumes spread all over the cement at my feet. I gathered them up and then I moved sideways along the wall and soon found that they were on three sides of me and behind me was the wall, and I had no place to go.

“I don’t want any trouble!” I said in a very high-pitched voice.

“Wunderbar, Wunderbar, Woo Woo Woo. Wunderbar, Wunderbar, Woo. Wunderbar. Wunderbar, Woo, Woo Woo. Wunderbar, Wunderbar, Woo.”

They were gathering in around me, closer and closer, and now I noticed there was dried blood on many of the cleavers.

“Wunderbar, Wunderbar, Woo Woo Woo. Wunderbar, Wunderbar, Woo. Wunderbar. Wunderbar, Woo, Woo Woo. Wunderbar, Wunderbar, Woo.”

They just kept chanting, and grinning, and getting closer, and I was terrified.

Then they halted and fell silent all at once. There was a pause, then a bright red light shone from far behind them, coming closer and closer, rapidly, as if someone holding a flashlight were running forward.

They all began to scream deafeningly and they scattered. I could hear many of them cursing as they fled. It was a loud, overwhelming commotion that staggered me, but in a moment the screaming and cursing stopped and there was only the sound of 50 pairs of feet crunching on the dirty cement as they fled. Then even that subsided and there was silence.

I watched the red light rush into view from the darkness, and it was indeed a running man, holding a flashlight. He stopped right in front of me, looking at me, then looking all around cautiously. I did not know what was going to happen next and I continued to tremble and my stomach still felt hollow.

“What?” is all I said. “What?”

He was dirty, thin-faced, and unshaven, like a homeless man, yet he seemed to be extremely organized; he had a tool belt filled with various things, like spray cans and rope, and tools. He also had on a rucksack and was wearing cargo pants that had things packed into the pockets. He wore heavy work boots and had a short sword and a knife.

He finished scanning the surroundings and seemed satisfied that everything was safe, because his body relaxed a little and he put away the flashlight on a hook on his belt. In the brown and yellow light that went on glowing he appraised me.

“I’m glad I got to you in time,” he said. “I usually don’t get here in time to help anybody.” Then he waited for a response. I did not know what to say. He seemed unperturbed at that. Then he said, “Are you alright? You seem pretty shook up.”

“What’s happening? What’s going on?” I blurted out. “I’m not sure what’s going on,” then I started to breath heavily and held my hand to my chest.

“Easy,” he said. “You’re okay now. They are almost invulnerable, but they can’t stand red light.”

“Who are they?”

“The Wunderbar Woo Woos,” he said.

“What?”

“I’m sorry, but we better get out of here. They’ll be back. We need to go to someplace safe. Follow me,” he said, and he turned to go. 

I did not follow. I just stood there. Then I rushed to the door and tried it again and still it would not open. Then I just stared at the man.

“I know,” he said. “It’s hard to trust me. You want to leave. So did I, once. I wanted to leave. But I’m asking you to trust me. There are a lot of things in here that can easily kill you and you don’t know your way around. You can choose to stay here if you like, but you’ll die here. I can explain everything as soon as we get to safety.”

“I don’t know. Who are you?”

“My name is Horatio. I’ve been here for 17 years, I think, and now you’re here too, and there’s no way you can get through that door. You will have to try to find another way out.”

“So...I’ll follow you if you know where to go,” I said.

“That’s good,” said Horatio, and turned and walked into the darkness. I hesitated, but then I followed. I immediately came upon a mutilated body on the floor. The bones were hacked and the skull caved in, and it looked as if a great deal of the rotted flesh was missing. I gasped and froze.

Horatio turned and looked at me and the body. He said, “the Wunderbar Woo Woos got him before I could get here. It’s too bad. They tear people up and eat them once they get them cornered. I’m sorry you had to see that on your first day here, but that’s the way things are here.”

“What is this place? Why can’t I get out?”

“I’ll explain as much as I can as soon as we get to safety.”

In the distance a faint echo drifted to us. “Wunderbar. Wunderbar. Woo, woo, woo...”

“They’re coming back,” said Horatio. “And there will be a lot more of them, and they’ll be ready to fight. We need to get out of here right away.”

He strode quickly out of the light. I took one last, dismayed look at the corpse, then followed. Behind me, nearer now, came the sound: “Wunderbar. Wunderbar. Woo, woo, woo...”

We went down various corridors. These were sometimes lit only by Horatio’s flashlight, sometimes lit by bare light bulbs hanging from ceilings or jutting from walls. There were dripping pipes all around. Sometimes there was steam rising out of the pipes or the floor, and sometimes I saw metal stairs leading up or down into the dark. Sometimes up or down the stairs I thought I caught glimpses of eyes shining in the blackness, or glimpses of things fleeing from the light. I could hear sounds everywhere: moans, or growls, or roars in the distance.

“Keep moving,” said Horatio. “You’re doing fine.”

We came to a place where incandescent lights hung from the ceiling and a vast open space was lit up. There were overturned chairs, or boxes, or strange abstract shapes all around the floor. Some of the shapes were only knee high, and others rose to just over our shoulders. Horatio suddenly stopped and listened, so I did the same.
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