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Don’t look under the bed 

By David Rowlandson 

 

It had been one of the strangest Halloween nights that Jacqui could 

recall. Too many children had knocked on her door to ‘Trick or Treat’ 

that she had run out of goodies to ward off the ‘Tricks’, resorting to 

turning out the lights in her detached, three storey, Victorian house. 

It was not the best night to be alone, and to add to everything it was 

her first night on her own since she and her partner, Gerry, had 

agreed to split up. Gerry had left reluctantly, it wasn’t his decision to 

separate, but what could he do. 

As the night drew on, all Jacqui could see out of her back-

bedroom window, was the dwindling faces of lit up pumpkins dying 

in several back yards. No street lights to the rear of her premises 

extenuated the macabre devil expressions in the now rotting 

carcasses of the vegetable. 

For an October night, it was strangely void of any wind or rain. 

The evening was still, cold and moonless. 

Jacqui jumped, as she heard a sudden loud clanging. As her heart 

returned from her mouth to its original place of being, her brain said 

to her “it’s alright. Probably some tom cat knocking off the lid off of 

an old tin bin.” Phew, that’s a relief. 
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Why then did her heart itself, remind her that nowadays all bins 

were plastic. “Think again sister. We have wheelie bins around here,” 

she heard as her nerve ends began to tingle. 

“Hey. Why wake me up?” retorted her epidermis. “I was nice 

and warm ‘til now. Calm down, I wanna go back to sleep.” 

“Same here,” joined in her hair follicles. “Every hair I run, is 

standing on end. Get a life and calm down.” 

None of this seemed strange to Jacqui. She had always been very 

aware of her body and all its parts. Not surprising, after all, she was a 

psychologist, of sorts. She had done most of her university course, 

but the pressure was telling on her. He mood swings changed at the 

flick of a finger. It was during one of her dark moods she had told 

Gerry to go. At this moment in time she was regretting that decision. 

Jacqui strained to see if she what had caused that clanging. She 

was sitting in the dark, and her view of the backyards could only have 

been improved with extra light, but she thought if she pressed her 

face to the window, she would be able to see better.  

She jumped back suddenly. “What the hell was that?” It was as 

though something had flown towards her window and suddenly 

turned.  

“Well it’s unlikely to have been a bird at this time of night 

darling,” offered her brain. 

“I caught something out of the corner of my iris,” said her left 

eye. 

Her right eye, who never ever agreed with her left, snootily 

reported. “I think you are mistaken. There is nothing out there. It 

must be your imagination.” 
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Indignantly her offended brain responded, “look girls, I don’t 

imagine. I just report what I see. What do you think Jacqui, or, has 

the cat got your tongue?” 

“No” volunteered her tongue. “We are safely where we would 

expect to be. Down her in the dark recesses of her closed mouth, 

waiting for instructions from you.” 

Jacqui rolled her eyes and opened her mouth to take a big 

breath. “Guys! Guys! Can’t a girl just look out of a window in peace, 

for once. It was probably a bat or something.” She stood up, slowly 

closed the curtains and turned on the dim bedside light. It cast her 

shadow across the fabric of the curtains. 

“Oh, I do so like to dance in the spotlight,” cried an excited 

shadow, as it waved its arms in every direction, making the hands 

loom large or small, depending on her closeness to the light.  

“Trust you shadow, you have always behaved like a moth to the 

flame, when flattered by a light source. I don’t see you behaving like 

this during daylight hours,” joked the brain.  

Jacqui shook her head, trying to shake these strange 

conversations from her skull. Not that at times she didn’t find them 

comforting, but right now she wanted to sleep; to cut the multiple 

voices running around her head for a few hours, at least. She sat 

down on the edge of her bed. 

But it wasn’t to be. 

“What was that noise?” perked up her ears. 

“I didn’t hear anything,” replied Jacqui. 

“You know how sensitive I am. Something just tweaked my 

Tympanic membrane.” 

Jacqui’s eyes widened. “I don’t see anything,” said her left eye. 
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“I concur, for once,” added the other. 

Jacqui’s ears added additional information. “It came from under 

the bed.” 

Once again, her hair follicles stood on end. Jacqui heard them all 

scream at once. “DON’T LOOK UNDER THE BED!” 

Both Jacqui’s eyes shut, involuntary. 

“There’s nothing to be afraid of,” said her brave shadow, 

looming large against the side wall. “I could bend down for you and 

have a look if you like.” Forcing her eyes to open just a little, Jacqui 

watched the shadow of her hand pull back from the wall and trace 

along the bedroom floor. Suddenly it jumped back to the wall 

shaking. “Ccccouldn’t see a thing down there. It was too dark for me 

to go any further.” 

“Not so brave now,” contributed her brain. “It’s all in your 

imagination.” 

“Don’t bring me into it. I don’t know what’s real or not,” 

whispered her mind’s eye, only just loud enough for Jacqui to detect. 

Jacqui was in two minds whether to check herself. One said yes, 

the other no. The yes had the stronger voice. Jacqui tried to move off 

the bed and kneel. 

“Careful now,” said her legs in unison. “We’re feeling a little 

shaky right now.” Jacqui could feel the quaking and it wasn’t just her 

legs. Slowly she eased herself onto her knees on the floor. 

“Are your sure you want to do this, you might not like what we 

see,” pointed out her left eye. 

Her right eye snapped shut. “Well I for one, won’t be seeing 

anything.” But that was said to no avail as Jacqui’s fingers lightly 

prised the eyelids open. 
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“Hi. This is your mind’s eye speaking. Now be careful. There are 

all kinds of creatures live under beds. Simple creatures like mice, or 

cats. Harmless phantoms of some bygone person. But, most of all be 

careful of the ALIEN. This world is full of them. None of them 

friendly.” Jacqui hadn’t noticed she had been holding her breath until 

she suddenly exhaled. “And most dangerous of all is the axe wielding 

fiend.” 

That was all too much for Jacqui and she let out a mind-blowing 

scream that brought her neighbours to her door. After much 

hammering they broke it down. And there on the floor lay a dead 

Jacqui, with that scream frozen on her face. 

And the moral of the story is: Never look under the bed on a 

dark, dark night. 
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