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The sound was brief, almost indiscernible. 

‘It must be the dog,’ I thought, ‘He probably wants some water.’ 

I glanced toward the clock on my nightstand. The red numbers burned like a neon light in the darkness. Yet, I could not tell whether it was 2 A.M. or 3 A.M. My brain still slept. I felt so tired. I willed myself to get up and walk to the bathroom. 

I heard the sound again. “I'm coming,” I murmured, as I dragged myself toward the bathroom. On my way, I stumbled like a blind man, arms stretched in search of the door. Although the distance between the bed and the door was only a few feet, it took me several minutes to figure out where I was headed and how to get there. 

Suddenly, a sharp pain pierced my right foot, and I almost screamed, before the palm of my hand muffled my angered voice. “Good God…O-o-o-h…damn it!”  Even covered, my mouth could hardly contain the obscenities I yearned wholeheartedly to disperse. Yet I had to be quiet, so as not to awaken my wife. The pain, however, was unbearable. I imagined that a hornet had stung me. Did I accidentally ram my foot into a piece of furniture? 

My foot at the heel began to throb. More awake now, I decided to have a talk with my wife in the morning, in case she had switched the chairs and the sofa around again. I was fed up with her constant bedroom rearrangement. She always did this to me. Never asking me. Like I had no right to choose where the sofa should be. ‘I’ll straighten this out tomorrow,’ I promised myself. 

In the commotion I did not realize that I reached the white door of the master bathroom.  Slowly, I pressed the door open. 

A dim light emanated somewhere ahead near the mirrored wall. I took a step forward. My left foot felt the coolness of the tiled floor. I put weight on it as I retracted my right foot and kept it slightly bent due to the pain. I had to ignore it for the time being. Where was the dog’s water bowl?

“Why in hell does he want water in the middle of the night?” I scanned the dark bathroom angrily. This midnight voyage had turned into a disaster. 

My eyes struggled to adjust to the shapes and forms around me. I knew there was a tub, shelves, and a shower, yet everything seemed foreign somehow. I focused on the large mirror a couple of feet away that hugged the entire wall. 

Somewhere near the sink, I detected the Glade plug-in, which emanated the hazy light. The mirror picked it up and reflected it around the bathroom, and my mind immediately associated this reflection with a floating orb enshrined with spider webs. 

“Creepy,” I shivered.

A minute later, I was still standing by the door, motionless, like a fool. My foot pulsated painfully, and my brain fought the crawling sensation of sleep, yet I didn’t dare look at the mirror. I was afraid.  

It’s been sometime since I’d nursed that bone chilling fear. I didn’t ask for it. I don’t remember ever looking for it. It came to me. Or shall I say I acquired it one night when I felt the unnerving feeling that the image on the other side of the mirror failed to repeat the same movements as those of my body. At the time I was washing my hands and happened to notice from the corner of my eye that my reflection stood motionless fixated on me. I freaked out and lost control. I refused to look at the mirror and ran out of the bathroom, all the while fighting the disturbing sensation that the image stared intently at my back. 

“Oh, no. Why did I have to remember that now?” I scowled at my troubled mind. “The last thing I need now is to lose my rest.” I tried to think of something else. “Where did I put the damn bowl?”

“Everything is so quiet… It feels like you are in a cemetery, doesn’t it?” The voice in my head conjured up.

“Stop it,” I shushed. “You are an ass.” 

All of a sudden, a chill ran down my spine. While I searched for the bowl and argued with myself, it hit me that the sound I heard in my sleep wasn’t that of scratching. I had placed the dog in a crib in the bedroom before I went to bed. When I got up I assumed that the sound was his scratching on the mesh wall of the crib.  

 I tried to remember the sound again. ‘What was it? Was it whimpering? Wheezing? Nah.’ My brain still struggled with the pain in my foot. The voice in my head was playing more tricks on me. After a few seconds, I gave up. I couldn’t remember. 

Instead of going back to bed, I headed toward the sink. ‘Why am I up? What am I doing here?’ The questions I asked were natural. I mean, what purpose did I serve wandering in the middle of the night?

Fear. The same fear that I felt long ago washed over me. I didn’t know what or who made the sound, but I knew it happened. Whether I chose to ignore it or not, the sound had woken me. 

Little tingling sensations ran from my chest to my back and all over my neck. My heart began to beat faster. I felt cold, but didn’t move and kept staring at my bare feet. 

Slowly, my brain emerged from the struggle. It also chose to woken completely. The neurons fired tiny streams of electricity in my head and became overly excited. My imagination jumped on a wild horse and dashed down the highway in search of new territories of fear. My eyes assisted in that escapade. They sucked in all the shapes and forms around me, while my brain associated them with everything related to dead, ghostly, and evil. I saw how the tiled floor transformed into a stony path of a cemetery at least one hundred years old. The bathtub suddenly became a crypt, and I even imagined the coffin inside. The orb's silhouette formed into an image of a bodiless head suspended in the air. 

‘I’ve got to get a hold of myself. Perhaps if I look into the mirror I’ll see my reflection, and my sanity will return,’ I reassured myself. 

My head began to spin out of control. My heart climbed into my throat, as the memory of the fixated image returned. ‘I must try. Hurry,’ I urged myself. 

With a great effort, I moved my glance forward. I willed my eyes to see the floor clearly, and it came back into focus. The shapes of the tiles formed back into little squares. It was working. Slowly, of course, but never the less it helped. I continued with this exercise and moved my glance over the tiles, up the sink, and to the bottom of the mirror. 

‘Almost there. All I’ll see is my sleepy face.’ 

Just then I heard the sound again somewhere behind me this time. 

“Jesus Christ!” My heart increased its beat and then climbed into my ears. My arms began to shake. Numbness spread from the back of my neck all the way down to my buttocks. 

“Great, I am going nuts,” I almost shrieked, “Why? Why is this happening to me?” 

Amidst that symphony of fear, I struggled to recapture the threat of sanity by reassuring myself that the sound was just a squeak from the door. My wife was on her way to the toilet. Nothing more.

‘I’ll turn around and see her,’ I mentally repeated the mantra over and over, however that didn’t reach the desired effect. 

“Honey, is that you?” I asked without turning. 

Silence. 

I decided then that it was just a breeze from the furnace that moved the door. 

 “It’s a ghost roaming the old house,” the voice in my head said, managing to destroy the little confidence I’d built up to that point. “Turn around. There is a zombie behind you. It’s so diseased and rotten that one touch can make you transform into one yourself.” 

“Screw you,” I replied, “I’m not crazy. There’s nothing behind me, and I’ll prove you that now.” I whipped around to face the door. 

My gaze roamed for a few seconds in search of any familiar shapes. My body blocked the light behind me, and so my shadow covered the doorframe. 

Tik-tik-tik-tik-tik-tik. 

Cold sweat dripped down my forehead. 

‘Wait a minute. Wait a minute,’ I thought. ‘It sounds like the dog's claws dragging on the tiled floor.’

I exhaled. ‘Thank you, Lord.’ My brain finally found some logical explanation. 

A shadow shifted slowly toward me. I saw the little muscular torso of the dog immerge at the foot of the door. 

‘He must have followed me into the bathroom. It’s the dog after all,’ I breathed a sigh of relief. 

I watched as he treaded closer. His movements were accompanied with the now familiar 'tik-tik-tik' sound coming from his nails as they made contact with the tile. He stopped about a foot away from me and kept his little head lowered. I wondered why.

“Did you make a mess somewhere? You did, didn’t you? You got out of the crib, and you probably did it on the carper somewhere. Man, Maggie’s gonna kill -” but before I finished that thought, I knew something was wrong. The dog was too short to jump over the crib's wall.  “How did you get out?” I whispered. 

The Basenji whimpered again and then slowly lifted his gaze toward my face. 

‘Red coals,’ I thought the second I looked into the eye cavities of the dog. 

A horrifying pain shot through my heart. It felt worse than the one in my foot, which I’d managed to ignore up until that moment. His little eyes looked like two bright red coals that burned straight through my skull. I tried to shift my gaze but couldn’t move. His eyes locked with mine. I felt paralysis spreading to every muscle of my body. 

‘Oh, God! Oh, no,’ I tried to scream, but only a gurgle came out of my mouth. The pain amplified. 

Then I noticed his mouth. The dark and wet liquid dripping on the floor. The unmistakable smell. 

‘Blood? Is this blood?’ I gasped for air. 

The pain was unbearable. I remembered my throbbing foot.

‘You bit me, didn’t you?’ The heel of my foot burned like hell. 

Reality began to shift. I felt like a puppet under the control of another being. I couldn’t do anything but observe. I stood there, ogling, like an old rotten tree log.  

He exposed his teeth with a horrific growl. 

I couldn’t move. I heard an echo. ‘My heart…it’s still thumping-’ 

The grave whisper cut through the silence. The dreadful rasping voice crawled into my ears. 

The dog hissed, “It is time…”

