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  "Sleep, pretty darlings, do not cry,
And I will sing a lullaby.
Lullaby, lullaby, the Sandman am I."



  
    

  

  Brothers Grimm

 

  The Sandman came into Tommy's room last night to put the fairy-dust in Tommy's eyes and it burnt like pepper. Then Tommy had strange dreams, the walls were alive and moving, little shadows became huge terrors. Out in the dark, other worlds became his. 
The children whimper when the Sandman comes, and sometimes try to tell.
Then the staff lie to visitors and say “They're sick children, they don't know what's good for them,” when the children speak out.
They think Tommy's just a kid, something to be toyed with and experimented upon, but Tommy will stop them one day.

 

  *

 

  The room had white tiles, light blue walls, and closed curtains. Medical instruments, syringes and bottles of strange liquids were arrayed in neat rows on the bench. It looked clean and smelt of antiseptics, sterile like a morgue. 
Everything was vivid under the hot glow of a hundred watt light-bulb.
“The dosage is exact Sir. One milligram per drop, are you certain they can withstand it?” the trainee nurse, Eva, asked, hands shaking as she clenched the vial.
It was a massive dose, but she knew she shouldn't question, just obey, still she spoke out.
“Of course, the children are ill, they will improve, don't ever question me again! You want to be a trainee forever? You don't know!” the Doctor said, but his mind was elsewhere - the overseers, they wanted results, the funding might stop without results, then where would he be, on trial for war-crimes?
  Another “captured” Nazi... 
When the Reich fell, Doctor Sandman survived, he remembered Hitler's final order - the Trojan horse of Nazi science - the American soldiers who found him thought he would hang but the Officers knew who they had found; a genius at mind control.
Hitler's plan was working, America wanted him, invited him in and gave him everything, sent him to Canada as Foreign Medical Aid.
Doctor Sandman laughed silently, if they only knew, they would have shot him.
  Eva sullenly prepared the medication, 30 milligrams into 30 drops. 
She knew Doctor Sandman was lying, knew the children weren't sick, that the medication sickened - they'd been chosen, unwanted and placed in care, records falsified - but she wouldn't question him again.
Eva couldn't risk her job, a good wage is hard to find, the mortgage must be paid, her husband would be angry, and it was for the good of the nation.
They said it was crucial research, Eva had signed the Secrets Act, everyone here had, and it'd be worse if the Russian's attack, so she kept working and never spoke out, besides, who would she speak to, the Government made sure it was legal, so if she talked it was jail.
She handed the medication to the matron.

 

  *

 

  The matron did the rounds, “Medication time,” and one at a time the children looked up and felt the sting of the eye-dropper. 
Then the voices started, none of the children knew if the noises were inside their minds or outside, “Your parents hate you, they abandoned you here, they don't care about you,” like a scratched record on endless repeat.
You have to be cruel to work here, nice people quit or get fired.

 

  *

 

  Tommy didn't want the fairy-dust that night, resisted. 
Security entered, held him down, forced open his eyelids and the Matron emptied more into his mind than anyone should ever take, he tried to bite the hand covering his mouth, and couldn't.
That was the worst, strange hallucinations, his brain being eaten, an endless race to rebuild faster than the neurons burnt, death was close, blankets clammy and wet.
The voices, he remembered his mother before the accident, before the funeral when he had to be strong and brave, and it was her saying it, “I hate you, I left you here on purpose, I don't care about you, I wish you were dead!”
No matter what, the voices wouldn't stop.
He remembered her hugging him, “I love you Tommy,” but memories were distant and reality was close.
The walls were melting, Tommy threw up, wracked with pain, shivering, a bad holiday, the worst ever, tears flooded down his face.
At night, every half-hour the staff open the latch and shine light in, check on the children, how their minds are doing, sometimes they go crazy, attack each other, other times they suicide to escape.
There is only escape, and then the staff play catch them if they can.

 

  *

 

  The new teacher, Miss Madison, had graduated from college two years before. 
Sometimes the children told her things during her classes, like the nasty gramophone.
She didn't understand why the gramophone said cruel things, suggested it should be turned off, could be nursery rhymes, educational, why do that to children?
But Doctor Sandman said “No, we do this my way, I'm in charge and I know what's right,” and she cried herself to sleep that night.
Dr. Sandman knew he had to break her, make her behave, go along with what's good for her, none of the other employees talked back or gave foolish advice - it was survival of the most drone like.
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