The Shadow Part II

By Cinnamon Madsen

“A shadow Daddy, on the wall!  It want’s me for its’ eats!”

“I cried for Mommy, but she’s not here, save me Daddy please!”
Dad came running in the room, to calm his dear boys’ cries, 

He whispered soothing sweetness and plucked a teardrop from his eyes.

And while the young boy whimpered, Dad checked beneath the bed,

He checked inside the closet, then patted his young son’s head.

“Listen little son of mine, there’s nothing here to fear,

Imaginations can run wild, thinking something’s here.

When I was young I was so scared of nothings in the dark,

Yet here I am, all safe and strong.” was Daddy’s last remark.

For then the shadow slithered in, and grinned an evil smile,

It left behind a smear of blood, trailing on the tile.

Just having finished Mother Stew, the shadow let a burp,

And with his tongue he licked his lips, ready for another slurp.

Dad shrunk back in fear and cried, and leaned against his son,

Shaking his head as if to say, “Don’t touch the little one.”

Two sweet arms clasped round his neck, in a reassuring grasp,

But then they tightened threateningly, as Dad sucked in a gasp.

The shadow crawled and climbed, as the boy held Daddy down,

“You’re not safe and strong no more!” Smiled the boy to Daddy’s frown.

The young boys’ smile widened, as the bones began to crack,

The shadow let another burp as he finished up his snack.

The shadow rested on the bed, as the boy jumped to and fro,

“Who’s next?  Who’s next?”  The sly boy asked, “I really want to know!”

“Who else is home?”  The shadow asked, as the young one rubbed his chin,

“Grandma is sleeping, but if I cried, I’m sure she would come in….”

