Fear the Conqueror

By Éanna Cullen

How important is fear to us? What purpose does it serve? When we’re only a step away from terror and frozen in fear, what can we do?

Adrenaline? Is that the answer? When I found the strength to move, to move quickly, to strike out in time to survive and prevail. Was it adrenaline that gave me the power to finish them?

I’m lying on the floor. The pain in my side has subsided somewhat now. Where did it come from, that pain? Was it a day ago? No, hours, a few hours and nothing more, before they came for me, to hold me down and take away my faith.

But I’m not being clear I know, not explaining myself correctly. A story should begin at the beginning and not at the end; no matter what Holy-wood has to say about it.

In the beginning I created my life, a life like any other. Although I am not God, or a god, I did create my life. I was master of my own future, my fate if you will. I had faith and love. Love that came from those around me, love that came from you. But my faith, that came from inside. 


Inside my head I keep my favourite ideas. Ideas of mine like electricity, or sandwiches and television. I, of course, did not invent these. They are some of my favourite ideas however, and I’m sure if they hadn’t been thought of before I was born, I would have invented them myself.

I can see the pain now; I didn’t know it was possible. It must be the veins in my eyes blinding me with their throbbing. I want to cry, but I’m not going to give them the satisfaction, and I haven’t finished yet have I?

Where was I? Inside my head I think, with my favourite ideas. All of this, is not, as you might be thinking, a waste of your valuable time. I am trying to make a point about the way my head works. In circles.

In the beginning, I was sitting watching television, eating my sandwiches and thinking about electricity, when the sky fell down on me and destroyed everything. Oh my wonderful life! My satisfying job! My wife and children, house and car, a perfect life you might say, and why wouldn’t you? All my joy, taken away in an instant, a single second was all it took to change everything so completely it was like becoming a different life form, or perhaps, a lesser creature.

The horror! I stood from my reclining chair (an idea I am also quite fond of) to go to my beautiful normal kitchen and arrange myself a cup of tea or coffee. I hadn’t decided which as yet. I’m never quite sure what brand of either my wife has decided to stock the kitchen with in a given week. As I stood, I heard a noise outside the front of the house, an horrific wailing noise that tore into my skull like a giant toddler intent on dragging its poor hardworking parents from their well earned rest. The noise then ceased suddenly, and out on my lawn there arose such a clatter, I ran to the door to see what was the matter. As quickly as I could I bolted the door and peered passed the sash, that’s what curtains are for. 

What did I see? I’m not quite sure, my mind just seized as I stared out past my lovely wooden porch onto my cobbled garden path. I may not have understood what I was seeing, but I knew what was happening. They were coming for me.

Although I was petrified to the spot, unmoving, I managed to react. Somehow somewhere inside my horror-stricken brain, the animal of man had awakened. Adrenaline did course through my body, but that was just a side effect.


It wasn’t until they began to move up the path, their keen eyes scanning the front of the house for signs of movement that I was able to use the animal inside to force myself to move. 


Slowly, so slowly I let go of the curtain I was peering around. Luckily I had barely moved it to begin with so it gave no noticeable sign to Them. I backed away from the door and reached the foot of the stairs. The back door was locked I knew, as I had checked it when I had arrived home earlier. I had forgotten my key and had to ring the front doorbell to enter my own house. I have excellent security.


Stepping onto the stairs I took stock of the situation. I had time, my only friend now. They would surely try to sneak in before trying to force entry, I could hear them even now surrounding the house. A tear came to my eye as I realised that this was the end of my happiness. Never again could I enjoy my wonderful home and family.


Family.


My wife was in the bathroom; I knew I could hear her even now. She would give us all away if I didn’t warn her. She would destroy any chance we had of using surprise to our advantage. The children were asleep, little Rosalita my little Latin looking lady, and Joan the older more developed child; her mother called them both by different names, but I always called them what they looked like, and them me, it was our way. Was.

I gathered my strength and took a deep breath inwards, wincing at the pain in my side.

Which, by the way has returned, maybe thinking of it has brought it forward again. I doubt it will hurt for much longer though, I have leaked out most of my life’s blood through that jagged hole already. Which reminds me of my need to finish the story.

I gathered my strength and took a deep breath inwards, wincing at the pain in my side and turned quickly and darted catlike up the stairs. When I reached the bathroom I let myself in (no time to knock) and tried to convince my wife of the danger we were in. She tried to scream as I explained about the dark figures even now surrounding the house poised to attack. I put my hand over her mouth, a thing I would never have done in any other situation. I told her again of the danger of sound and she quietened down and stopped struggling. I left her there in the bathroom.


I went into the girls’ room; both were in bed, good girls. Joan was awake though, sobbing in the darkness, why? Were they here already, upstairs with us? I couldn’t bear the thought of it. Them, touching my children, molesting my wife, taking them from our home and doing things to them that I couldn’t bring myself to imagine. 

A thought. Maybe He was awake. Was that why Joan was crying, had he touched her? In a rage I stormed out of the room into the master bedroom where I had left him. He was gone; I searched the entire top floor of the house. He was gone. The coward, like Elvis, had left the building.

Maybe it had been him who had led Them here to my house! I wanted to kill him, tear his fucking head from his shoulders! How dare he try to destroy my perfect life with his very existence! But now was not the time for hatred, it was time for a plan. I had not managed to unstick myself from the front door so that I could fume over a rotten puss-ball like him. They were coming, I could hear them ramming at the front door. I went back to the bathroom and retrieved my trusty Nine Iron, a rock solid weapon in the right hands.

Crash! They were in! I could hear their low guttural speech as they communicated with each other that the downstairs of the house was empty. Unluckily for it though, one of them had decided to come upstairs straight away, and alone. This one carried a weapon. As if these nightmarish creatures weren’t dangerous enough, this one had a gun, a gun! There wasn’t much time to be shocked I had to act. Again the fear came over me and the animal inside me responded ten-fold.

In the dim light cast from the bathroom the first of the creatures met his end. Its skull cracked cleanly in twain by a fairway club. Its brain, which was surprisingly large, was spilling ungracefully like… well I can’t think of anything.

I’m feeling weak now; it’s time to finish up.

I took my chances with the creature’s weapon. I ran down the stairs shooting bullet after bullet into their midst and four were down in the blink of an eye. I knew there were too many for me but I couldn’t let them win. I was surrounded by them they were everywhere. At least twelve of the creatures had come into the house and half were dead before they could respond. I was so very afraid, they were going to tear me limb from limb but I didn’t stop. Then something wonderful happened. They fell back.

It must have been the shock of my attack. My internal animal had succeeded in causing uncertainty in their ranks. The fear I had been experiencing for the last five minutes, because that’s all it had been, had fuelled me with enough self-belief to win out for now anyway.

And here I am. Lying in the hallway of my beautiful home, the wolves at the door, so to speak, dying not from a wound inflicted by the enemy, but by the hand of my own beloved wife. They outside have begun to shout in at me ordering me to give my self up. Asking me not to harm my own children further, asking me to allow my wife medical attention that she wouldn’t need if not for them.

Into the living room I crawl. Blood has already been spilt here, my blood. My reclining chair is covered in it. How long have I been bleeding for? Why did she kill me? Questions I’d love to answer, but will never have time to do so. Maybe you can answer them for me when I get where I’m going. You always told me to settle down and now I can see why. 

This house, this family, this life. It’s beautiful, but was never mine.
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