The thing that went bump in the night

When I was about six years old, my big brother and I shared a room together. He had his side of the room and I had my side. He was always moaning that I was not to touch his stuff especially his prized Superman, Batman and Hulk comics. He said I would waste them, but I wanted to see them. One night I asked Mum if I could read them and she said yes. However, he said no. I started moaning so much that our Mum told him to give me some of the comics to read. The minute she left the room he was on my case, telling me that I better look after his comics. I was not to bend the pages or fold the comics over or get them dirty when I was looking at them. He said the minute I was finished I was to put them back where he kept all his precious comics.

As this was a school night, it wasn’t long before Mum was back telling us it was lights out and time to go to sleep. I was just about to nod off to sleep when my bed started to shake. I just lay there. I could not move. I froze. I even tried to scream but nothing came out. I still could not move. I was terrified. As my bed was near the window I thought someone had sneaked into the house and was trying to steal something or was trying to steal me!

My bed would move and then it would stop, as I was lying there frozen to the spot. I thought to myself, what could I do to get mum and dad’s attention? There were so many things going through my head I did not know what to do. Why did mum and dad not hear all this going on? My mum was in the kitchen making tea and my dad was in bed waiting for his tea. They were not that far away from us. As I lay there frozen to the spot I decided I was going to sit up and scream, and that’s what I did. I sat bolt upright in my bed and screamed my head off. My mum came running to our room to see what was going on. I was sitting up in bed, screaming my head off.

My mum was trying to calm me down and was asking me what was wrong with me. My dad then saw that it was my brother! He was trying to get his comics back so he could keep them in good condition because I had left them beside my bed. Well, you can imagine the telling off he got from our mum! I was taken to the kitchen to get a strong cup of tea with lots of sugar in it. From then on I was frightened of the dark. I had to have the lights on until I fell asleep.
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