






I imagine the hallway. I walk myself through its sights and
sounds. It will be dark. The only light will come from the
laundry room light that Mom always leaves on. It’s just

enough to illuminate the top few steps of the staircase. But
no more than that. The bottom landing will still be full of

shadows. And the octagon window. 

Finally, I wrench the door open. As I claw for the bathroom
light switch the bulbs flicker on. I release my breath, trying
to calm myself in the safe haven of warm light. I curl my

toes into the hallway’s long carpet, and repeat my promise I
won’t look at the window. No matter what happens, I won’t

look at the window.

I breathed. I won’t look at the octagon
window. I promise myself. No matter

what I’m afraid might be watching me...
I won’t look at the window. 

A few steadying breaths. I start
the countdown 3…2…1 One last

deep breath. 

I throw off my blanket and jump towards the door. My cold
hands fumble for the doorknob, fighting through the

oppressive panic. 

Into the Dark



 Working up my courage, I tiptoe to the edge of the
hallway’s protective wall, not daring to step into the full
light of the laundry room at the top of the stairs. I fix my

eyes straight ahead, into my parents’ pitch-black bedroom. I
won’t look at the window. I curl my toes into the carpet

again. It’s 3 steps in daylight, but only one desperate leap
under nighttime’s inscrutable threat. I put my hand on my

chest, feeling my pounding heart. I close my eyes, and take
flight. I hear my surroundings expand as the hallway wall

ends, giving way to the cavernous expanse of the stairwell.
With a lurch in my heart, I feel the window’s gaze.

Finally, I hear the walls get close again, and my feet make
contact with the threshold. As I open my eyes in the safety
of my parents bedroom, my heartbeat starts to relax. Mom
says I'm afraid of the dark. And she's right, it does frighten
me. But if the octagon window is watching, I would rather

jump into the dark. 
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