S.O.S.  FROM  THE  DARK

I

’m sorry I can’t write more than this, I think something won’t be clear for you: things aren’t clear for me either. I haven’t got much time, let me begin.


One day I woke up very late in the morning. I wasn’t tired, but something in my mind said to me that it wasn’t a day like the others. I don’t know if it was a premonition or just if I didn’t want to go to work, but when I looked at the clock, it was half past ten, I got the shivers: I’d had to go to work an hour before. I was nervous, I started to run up and down the stairs, in the kitchen, quicly in the bathroom and then to the car. I was driving very fast, too fast for a man who had got the driving licence a year before. Anyway, the worst thing was that I wasn’t thinking about the road, but of my boss.


Ten minutes later I woke up. I was still driving, but I didn’t know what had happened until that moment, and also where I was. The only thing that I remember is that I had seen that place before, perhaps when I was a child. I felt the same feelings, frightening feelings. There was fog all around me, even if I remember that it was sunny when I left home. Suddendly I felt like if someone, or something, was looking at me, but it wasn’t bad, I think it tried to tell me something, to warn me. Then I started walking, my legs were walking by themselves; I walked for about two or three hours: I don’t know exactly: my watch was running faster than in the real life. 


I wasn’t tired when I arrived in front of a house, a big house, it had something very mysterious about it and also, at the same time, it seemed as if it was my real home. When I went into the large garden I saw the enormous door. A little bit of light came out of the door, not a normal light, it was spectral and it attracted me, it said to me to go to it. I opened the door, very slowly. I felt a cold breath on my legs and then darkness.


The darkness: do you remember when you were a child? You were afraid in the night and you were alone? Now I feel the same things but now there isn’t my mother who kisses me and said:”Don’t be afraid, darling, there’s someone who loves you here.” . Now, please, help me. 

