
The world is full of many things. Beautiful things, ugly things, horrifying things. I learned about them all through the movies. An old friend of the family worked as a projectionist in the local cinema. 

Every day I would sit there with wide-open eyes, living through other people’s lives. Somehow it seemed easier that way. The drama, the love, the hate, all of it was there to be experienced. 

As the light shone on the silver screen, I wanted to touch that magic for myself, and reach into the projection. The dream seemed so real, until one day when I was eight, I entered the projection room. I saw for myself that the image, the dream, was a lie. No wonder, no emotion, no truth. Just the rustle of film and cold metal. What I saw could never be reconciled with what was real. 
I still enjoyed movies, especially gory horror films, but everything on the screen had a certain emptiness to it. In a pitiful attempt to regain that emptiness, I became a self-taught photojournalist, obsessed with capturing that which is reality. No fakes, no illusions, something which could be seen and experienced.  As I grew older, the more I searched for this reality, the more I felt shallow and empty inside. Another image of lies. I began to fake depth, inventing my own pathetic personality to cover my own dark impulses.
To pay the bills I took an on-and-off gig as a photographer for a local gothic modeling agency, H.V. Quenzer. The ladies that modeled for my camera gave some meaning to my existence, as false and manufactured as it was. But what I saw in them, that dark mesmerizing, ethereal beauty – I could never capture it on film. How long until they saw right through me and walked away? And more importantly, how would I survive without them? My girls…
Work was getting harder to find.

“Freddy Krueger is still alive”, the editor said.

I gave him this look like I though he was crazy.

“Official word is that he was murdered, burnt to death in an old abandoned boiler room by the parents of Springwood”, I replied. The editor handed me a manila folder that read “Krueger, Fredrick, Springwood Police Department, CONFIDENTIAL.” Inside were the photos of Lori Campbell, laying dead in a pool of her own blood on her bed, surrounded by candles. I said it was horrible, disgusting, sick. I was lying. I looked at the photographs with envy. Envy I didn’t feel at all comfortable with. But despite the repulsion I tried to convey, inside I was excited – aroused. My pulse raced, my heart pounded. For the first time in years I felt something deep inside me. Something I could not name or define. For that whole day I dwelled on the dead girl’s image. It came so close to making sense. I didn’t see the work of a killer. I saw the work of an artist.
I accepted the assignment and temporarily moved into an old house on Elm Street that had been abandoned since 1985. I had paid off one of Springwood’s finest to gain access to Krueger’s restricted files at the Springwood PD. According to the file, a kid named Jesse Walsh came into possession of Krueger’s famed murder weapon: a leather glove with four steel finger-knives attached and welded together with copper and brass in a gruesome but ingenious design. Jesse used this glove to murder his friend Ron Grady in the very house I was staying… the very room I was using as my own. Like in the rest of the house, the wallpaper in the room was peeling from the walls, and the wood had swollen and shrank from various leaks in the roof. On one side was a poster of what looked like New Kids on the Block rejects that read “Stray Cats”, and on the other was a poster of an 80’s metal band with puffed up hair that read “King Kobra”. I’ve never heard of either. It was there in that room that my nightmares began.

I’d wake up in a cold sweat, wearing the four-bladed-finger-glove I stole from the evidence locker at Springwood PD. I tried to lie to myself, to tell myself that it didn’t feel good to wear it; that to put it on was to empower myself. I began to enjoy my nightmares. I started to wonder what it was like to see through Krueger’s eyes. The last look on his victim’s faces. The power in his hands as he mangled and violated their flesh into something exquisite.

I quit the assignment and fled home. Home to my girls, the gothic models, finding comfort in their dark beauty. My children… What I saw – what I felt – why were they so different? I thought of all the photographs I had taken of them. How I had documented their beauty in a feeble attempt to understand it, rather than simply accept it.

I watched on of my children as she slept, a cat nap between photo shoots as they put her make-up on. So still, so peaceful. So dead. One day she would lie cold, awaiting the mortician’s scalpel. Could she look even more beautiful in death? Suddenly she woke up screaming. Her eyes darted to mine, and I felt the fear behind them. I found myself savoring her fear as a junkie does their first fix.

That night I went home and flipped through the Krueger Files I had stolen. I was mesmerized by the archive of death that lay in wait for me. Innocent girls butchered. A photograph of a girl with her head smashed through the screen of a television set mounted ten feet from the floor. The charred remains of a girl who spontaneously combusted in her own bed. A young, big-breasted virgin, lying dead in her torn lingerie, raped and killed with a group of four invisible finger-knives. A purity that had left my world so long ago. I stared at the remains of empty, hollow corpses. What I saw was not a dream. It was death itself. Random and sudden. Lurid and hypnotic. Final and conclusive. A truth that would come to all of us one day. It was in that truth that the dream and reality met again. Somehow the more I attempted to understand Krueger, the more I understood myself. I had opened Pandora’s box, and I didn’t want to close it.
I fall asleep, and in front of me I see an image. In front of me I see reality. In front of me I see death. I see what I have pursued. I see what I have searched for. In front of me I see a Dream Demon, and he tells me to join him. I haven’t taken the glove off since…

