The Monster That Lives Under My Bed

Every night I lie in fear
Don’t want to breathe, ‘coz It might hear

It’s only inches from my head

The Monster from under my bed.

I lie surrounded in my room

My only light, the friendly moon

In corners standing figures lurk

Appearing only in the murk

I’m sure the Thing behind the door

Will Get me soon with tooth or claw

My only chance is not to blink

‘coz It would see me move, I think.

…If I leapt now, and had a knife,

Perhaps I’d get out with my life

And reach my parents, flushed with gore

And say “You should believe me more!”

But as it is, to get to Day,
I think my best chance is to pray,

For Gods can hear you in your head

When thoughts are amplified by Dread.

“I’m all alone! I need a friend

Someone to guard me and defend

My huddled form whilst I’m in bed

- I’m terrified I’ll wake up dead!”

My prayer it goes out unaddressed

Who’ll help a damsel in distress?

Of thirteen gods of Sword and Mace

Who might hurry to this place?

If I’m deserving of some aid,

Then maybe to St. John I prayed

Or….but I am not sure that Morvana

Cares for kids in striped pyjamas.

Under my bed, I hear It creak

It licks its lips – or maybe, beak?

It’s hungry now, and maybe riled

Ready to feast upon a child

“Please, anyone!” I sob silently

“Won’t anybody hear my plea?”

Then in the space behind my eyes
A happy, whispering voice replies

“Don’t worry child, for I am here

We’ll make those shadows disappear

Just say “as I lay me down to sleep

I give Luca my soul, to keep””

…My soul is precious, but the price

Is lesser than ‘the rest of my life’

And with all those monsters nearing

It’s the best way out I’m hearing

“Beloved Luca, friend of dreams

You may have my soul, it seems

Please send your army here to fight
To keep me whole, throughout the night”

Around the bedroom goes a rustle –

I’ve brought in the heavy muscle!

I sit up, eager to see

Those tortured, anguished monsters flee

But around, the dark gets deeper!
I hear the Crawler and the Creeper

And from my sock drawer – bad surprise!

A spiky Thing with lots of eyes!
“Luca, Luca, what is this?!
We had a deal, and promises!

Now’s your chance! Put them to flight!

Use some of your Godly might!”
Again I hear that laughing voice

“Oh, aren’t you happy with your choice?

These creatures *are* my army, dear

For just this trap, they’re posted here.

However, I shall keep my word,

 - By others you’ll lie undisturbed

Until the milking of the cow
Nobody else can help you now…”

I look around, my room is filled
I’ll sure be tortured, if not killed

The Nightmares are just feet away

They’re going to have their wicked way!

Now I must stand – not lose my head
…Around my feet, a puddle spreads

I wish I had my bat of willow

- all I’m armed with is a pillow!

A creature rears – I take a swipe

It squelches like it’s over-ripe

But then my footing slides about

- the Monster From Beneath is out!

I swallow hard, and face the Terror
Regretting hard my stupid error

It’s truly awful –I must scream

But then “…my love, it’s all a dream!”

I’m lying down, and being shaken

Oh, I’m so glad to awaken!

“Don’t you worry, little waif
I’m here now, and you’re quite safe”

My bed was changed, my tears were dried

The pillow from my fingers pried

A lamp was lit, and soon I found

That I was sleeping safe and sound

…but in my dreams, a whispered warning

“A night will always follow morning…

Now you are bound to Luca’s dictum

And at any time, you might be my victim….”

