214 - Unseen Masters

Truth Papers #1 Age Papers #11: David's Drawing

A Dream

You wake up suddenly in bed. A hellish crim-
son light pours in from a window in your room.
A monstrous shape suddenly shadows the win-
dowpane. You are paralyzed with fear, unable
to move. Two inhuman frog-like eyes are
pressed against the window, staring into your
soul. The window begins to shake—then shat-
ters into a million fragments as the thing oozes
its way into your room. It croaks in an
unearthly voice, “Ssslay thyssself now, for thou
cannot hope to ssstop usss. . . .” It begins to
ooze onto the bed, and starts to spread over
your body. Parts of the thing seem to enter into
the pores of your skin—your nostrils . . . your
mouth—it begins to cover your face! You can’t
breathe! You are dying!

You awake to find yourself lying on the
floor, the covers of your bed wrapped around
your head as a result of the fall you had.
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Adoningly,
Benny




