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In the Night

For a weary youngster, going to bed should be a joyous occasion; for me, it was scary. While some kids may gripe about going to bed before they've completed watching a movie or playing their favourite video game, for me, the dark was something to really dread as a kid. It's still there, somewhere in the recesses of my consciousness.

I cannot demonstrate that what occurred to me was factually true since I am schooled in the sciences, but I can attest that the terror I felt was real. I'm happy to announce that this dread has never been surpassed in my life. Make of it what you will, but I'll be happy to simply have it off of my chest, so I'll convey it to you all as best I can now.

I don't recall when it began, but I believe that moving into my own room coincided with the beginning of my anxiety about going to sleep. I was eight years old at the time, and up until that point, my elder brother and I had shared a room very contentedly. My brother finally requested a room of his own, which is quite logical for a guy five years my senior; as a consequence, I was given the room at the rear of the home.

It was a little, weirdly elongated room that was only wide enough for a bed and a few chests of drawers. Even at that young age, I knew that our home was little, and I had no real reason to be upset since my family was kind and caring, so I couldn't really complain. A joyful childhood was had throughout the day.

Nothing unusual about the one window that overlooked our backyard, yet even during the day, the light that entered the room felt uncertain.

The bunk beds that my brother and I shared were handed to me when he received a new bed. The prospect of being able to sleep in the top bunk, which sounded much more daring to me, made up for my disappointment at having to sleep alone.

I recall a peculiar uneasy sensation seeping slowly from the back of my mind from the very first night. I was lying on the top bunk, looking down at the green-and-blue carpet covered with my action figures and automobiles. I couldn't help but feel that my eyes were being steadily attracted towards the bottom bunk, as if something were moving in the corner of my eye, while imagined fights and adventures took place amongst the toys on the floor. Something that want to remain unseen.

The bunk was well built, with two fairly plain white pillows half covered by a dark blue blanket that was nicely tucked in. I didn't think much of it at the time since I was a youngster and the sound of my parents' television sneaking under my door gave me a pleasant feeling of security and wellbeing.

I went to sleep.

It may take some time before you fully comprehend what is occurring when you wake up from a deep slumber to the sound of anything stirring or moving. Even when you are fully awake, the veil of sleep covers your eyes and hearing.

There was no denying that something was moving.

I wasn't first sure what it was. The chamber was nearly completely dark, yet there was just enough light coming in from the outside to define everything. Nearly at the same time, I had two ideas. The first was that the rest of the house was silent and dark, thus my parents were in bed. The noise was the subject of the second thought. a sound that had undoubtedly awakened me.

The sounds changed into something more recognizable as the final remnants of slumber faded from my memory. Sometimes the simplest sounds—such as a chilly wind whistling through a tree outside, a neighbor's footsteps that are uncomfortably near, or—in this instance—the straightforward sound of bed sheets rustling in the dark—can be the most unsettling.

That was all there was—the sound of sheets rustling in the dark, as though a troubled sleeper tried to get much too cosy on the bottom bunk. As I laid there, I couldn't believe what I was hearing and assumed it was either my imagination or my favourite cat looking for a cosy place to spend the night. My door was shut at that point, just as it had been when I had slept off.

The cat may have entered my room when my mother came to check on me.

Yes, it has to be the case. I closed my eyes and turned to face the wall in the futile attempt to go back to sleep. The rustling sound from underneath me stopped when I moved. I first believed that I must have disturbed my cat as she was attempting to sleep, but I soon recognised that the guest on the bottom bunk was far less commonplace and much more menacing.

The agitated sleeper started to toss and turn violently, like a kid throwing a temper tantrum in their bed, as if aware of and displeased by my presence. The blankets were writhing and turning more violently, and I could hear them. Then, instead of the gradual feeling of uneasiness I had been feeling before, a strong and scary sensation of fear grabbed me. My eyes frantically scanned the almost impenetrable blackness as my pulse raced.

I started crying.

Like most young boys, I automatically yelled at my mother. I could hear movement on the other side of the house, but just as I started to exhale in relief that my parents were on the way to help me, the bunk beds started to shake ferociously, as if they were in the grip of an earthquake, and they began to scrape against the wall. The sheets underneath me could be heard flailing around as though they were being tortured by ill will. I was afraid that the creature in the bottom bed would reach out and grab me, dragging me into the darkness, so I did not want to leap down to safety. Instead, I remained there, holding my own blanket as a shield. The time spent waiting felt endless.

Thankfully, the door suddenly burst open, and I was showered in light as my unwelcome guest slept peacefully on the bottom bed.

Mom comforted me as I sobbed. Fearful and then relieved tears flowed down my cheeks. Despite the horror and relief, I refrained from explaining my distress to her. I don't know why, but it seemed as if everything that had been in that bunk would reappear if I simply mentioned it or said a single word about its existence. I'm not sure whether that was the case, but as a youngster, I had the impression that the threat was still there and still listening.

My mother made a commitment to remain on the vacant bunk till sunrise while she laid there. After a while, my worry subsided and fatigue pulled me back towards sleep, but I remained restless and repeatedly briefly woke up to the sound of rustling sheets.

The next day, I recall wishing to be anywhere except in that cramped, little room. On a Saturday, I had a great day playing outdoors with my buddies. We were fortunate to have a long, sloping garden at the rear of our little home. We would often play there since it was mostly overgrown, allowing us to hide in the underbrush, climb the enormous sycamore tree that towered over everything else, and easily imagine ourselves in the middle of a great adventure in some uncharted foreign area.

Despite how much fun it was, every so often my gaze would go to that little window, which was unassuming, modest, and harmless. However, that small line served as a window for me into a peculiar, icy pocket of fear. Outside, despite the lush greenery of our garden and the happy smiles of my pals, the creeping sensation that was making my hair stand on end outside persisted. I had the impression that someone or something was watching me play in that room and anxiously awaiting the time when I would be alone myself at night.

You may find that unusual, but by the time my parents led me back to that room for the evening, I had kept quiet. I didn't object, and I didn't even provide a justification for why I couldn't spend the night there. I entered the room meekly, up the few stairs to the top bunk, and then waited. Even at that young age, I felt somewhat stupid talking about something for which I actually had no proof. As an adult, however, I would be telling everyone about my experience. I would be lying, however, if I stated that this was my main motivation; I still had the impression that this monster would get irate if I even mentioned it.

It's interesting how certain words, no matter how apparent or evident they are, may stay concealed from your memory. That second night, as I lay there in the pitch-black solitude, terrified, and conscious of a foul alteration in the air—a thickening of the air as if someone had displaced it—one word came to me. The word, which had been exiled, filtered up through my consciousness, breaking free of all repression, gasping for air screaming, etching, and carving itself into my mind as I heard the first casual twists of the bed sheets below and the first anxious increase in my heartbeat at the realisation that something was once again in the bottom bunk.

“Ghost”.

I realised my unwanted visitor had stopped moving as I had this notion. The bed covers were still there, but something even more repulsive had taken their place. The object underneath heaved and let forth a slow, steady, rasping breath. With each vile, wheezing, and muddled breath, I could see its chest rising and falling. I trembled and prayed fervently that it would pass without happening.
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