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As she stood in front of the door, her ears grew numb and her body paralyzed. The hinges bent and the frame creaked as the nameless man on the other side used any force he had against it. The fear filled her gut, the confusion ate at her mind. She could see the door splintering near the handle, but heard nothing.


To her right, she saw her mother talking to her father in the kitchen. Their mouths were moving quickly, but no words came out. She felt her pulse in her wrist. She clutched it with the other hand to feel the vibrating pound. She slowly closed her eyes, seeing darkness. When she opened them, the nightmare was still there.


Her mother came toward her, mouthing something that she couldn't hear. The girl shook her head and sound flooded her ears.


"Sadie, come with me." 


The girl took her mother's outstretched hand and turned around. She felt an overwhelming sense of venerability, having her back turned to the enemy. She swallowed hard, trying to make the numbness return to her ears. She didn't want to hear the man's screams and her father's protests.


Once in the master bedroom, her mother got down on her knees, staring the girl directly in the eye. "I want you to go into the closet, okay? Just stay there. It's okay, he won't get in."


The girl nodded and her mother kissed her forehead. Tears flooded her eyes as she watched her comfort and protection leave the room and shut the door. She turned to her left and headed to the walk in closet.


As she sat down among the clothes, she could hear drunken shouts from the man. Her mother and father's voices were in there somewhere as well, but she couldn't make out a word. The swelling tears fell from her eyes and rolled down her cheek. She tasted the salty liquid once it hit her lips and she licked them off.


She cupped her hands over her ears and tucked her knees into her chest. Rocking back and forth, she sung a nameless tune to herself, not wanting to hear anymore of this. She craved to simply awake and have it all just be a dream. A nightmare.


The sound of metal hitting stone made her jump and her singing halted. Panic struck her light lightening and her singing turned into a chant.


"It's okay, he won't get in. It's okay, he won't get in. It's okay, he won't get in." She repeated her mother's words in a whisper, feeling her heart rate increase. 


"Mommy? Mom..?" She sobbed against a shirt in the closet as she called out for the one person she needed most.


The smell of the soft fabric reminded her strongly of her mother, and comforted her slightly, but she yearned to have her mother back in her presence. She needed her to make her feel safe again.


Chewing on her lip, she waited for more noises to reach her ears. She heard nothing. Fear crept up her spine. What if he got in? What if he did something to them? The thought that her mother and father could no longer be sent more tears down her face. 


She wanted to get up and see if they were okay. She couldn't just stay in the closet like a coward. Standing up, she went to the door of the master bedroom. Her hand slowly went toward the nob, moving in slow motion. 


The door suddenly sprung open and the girl took a step back. The sight lifted her heart and she smiled.


"Mom!" She ran toward her mother and wrapped her arms around her neck, hugging on to her tight. 


"It's okay. He's gone." Her mother picked her up, rubbing her back in soft motions.


"Who was that?" Her voice was a mere whisper. She saw the door open and her father standing outside over her mother's shoulder.


"Just some guy. We don't know who it was. He probably just thought we were someone else. It's okay. He's gone now." 


The girl smiled as she was put back on the ground. She slowly went and stood by her father. She looked down the staircase that was directly outside of their door, leading to the ground level. She saw her bike and all their garbage cans at the bottom of the stairs. That must of been what the loud crashing noise was.


"Sadie, I think you should go to bed. Okay?"


The girl turned around and nodded. "Will you lay with me?"


Her mother nodded her head and gently lead the girl into her bedroom. Without changing her clothes, she climbed into her bed. The warmth and smell of her blanket comforted her, as did the presence of her mother. She cuddled close to her and closed her eyes tight. Before she was aware, she was drifting off to sleep. 


When I was 6 or 7, this really happened. I worked with what I could remember. We lived in an apartment in North Las Vegas and one night some drunk guy tried to get into our house. I don't really remember what he said. I just remember seeing the door bend as he tried to kick it in. My mom said that she thought that he was confusing us with someone else. Sitting in that closet was probably the scariest thing I had ever done at the time. Being so young, I couldn't really understand what was going on. I could just read the fear and panic on my mom's face. I remember my step dad had to get his gun out and tell the guy that he had it. I think that's what eventually made him leave. My mom said that she had a lot of reoccurring nightmares about this.. In her dreams she never made it to the door fast enough before someone got inside the house. Ever since then, I've been a little paranoid when it comes to locking the doors at night and day. The doors at my house are locked 24/7. I think that night affected us all quite a bit. I'm just very thankful that nothing serious had happened.

