
The

Boogieman is licking me in the

Dark

-Based on a true story. 

When I was a kid, we lived in this big raggedy 3-story house.  My mother was raising us as a single parent and was always depressed by not having the means to support us.  She was a really good woman out of West Virginia and my Dad was a coal miner.  They migrated away from the country life, when the coalfields began to dry up and the landscape of the coal mining industry turned to strip mining, and my Daddy said, he’ll have nothing to do with it and moved away, taking his family north to Columbus, Ohio.

Yes, the year was 1956 and Daddy brought his beautiful country wife and 5 children to the the big city. Momma arrived pregnant with me, afterwards she gave birth to their last two children.  In total, the family consisted of 8, four boys and four girls.  So, as it stood all the girls were country, with the exception of me; the youngest and the biggest.

The eldest of the clan, was Jackie, she was pure evil. I mean, her bedroom door was the gateway to hell and reeked with the smell of burning sulfur.  You could even see the glow of lava from beneath her door. She frowned all day long.  When she’d barricade herself in her bedroom, she would often be heard giggling hysterically.  And then she’d surface, snapping her head out of the bedroom and  sniffin’ like a mole.  We’d all freeze, when she appeared, hoping if we don’t move she wouldn’t see us, because she was blinder than a bat with those big pop bottle glasses.  

Momma was a real pretty bow legs woman, her naivety was her most attractive feature – that’s  if you truly loved.  My Dad soon found work, as a taxi cab driver and Momma would starch his pretty white shirt for work every night and he’d leave looking like Billy D. Williams.   

This older sister of mine, once brought me to my knees with a lie.  This witch told me that because are the same color as her skirt; I was to die tonight at midnight…what kind of person tell a kid something like that?…..Satan’s daughter, that’s who.  I once had a brother (I say once, because I try to block them the fuck out my memory) who’d catch those big black jacket bubble bees and throw them into cast iron skillet of hot grease…the smoke was horrify, and the snapped, crackled and popped. 

Even still with all the torturous things I remember about Satan’s girl, is her arm pit, because her arm was forever raised with a belt.  I didn’t miss her one damn thing about her, when she went off and got herself hitched.  I couldn’t believe somebody would even like her enough to marry her.  But, I was glad she was gone-gone-gone!  She found her man and left, after she ran Momma’s man off, then the Bitch go….ain’t that some shit.  My Daddy gone, then she leaves.   Prior to my Daddy’s abandonment, I remember he would come to the house and it was such a miserable place to be, that when he’d pull up I felt rescued.  I remember this one particular time he came over to the house and he and Momma wasn’t getting along and that sister of mine, JACKIE, held a belt over my head and dared me to cry when it was time for him to leave and then she told me that I better not ask him to stay…. Boy, I hated her. 

Anyways, for fear of my life, I did exactly as I was instructed.  

When Daddy but his boots back on I stood and began to tremble; however, I was careful not to cry or ask him to stay…..and that’s all I wanted to!…..sigh, sigh, sigh, now his coat is on and I think I’m going to faint. Sigh, sigh, sigh, …. I was standing like a tin soilder, the he called me to him for a kiss and I was looking retarded because I was scared of Satan’s daughter who was peering at me…then he walked out to of my life!  I tell you, I still have bad feeling about her oppression, and I plan to tell her before she dies or I die…the stanking Bitch.

Anyways, Daddy came less and less often and Momma now is starting to began her search for her own man.  Yeah, they got to this cow town and you’d think they were in the Big Apple.  Shit hit the fan as soon as they got to the city limits.   And that Big sister of mine, just kept shit going, she probably wasn’t my Daddy child anyway.  The Bitch was reeking with  evil and my Daddy’s spirit wasn’t nowhere in her.  

Momma’s search for her a new man, lead her to every dump, alley and soup line.  I’m like, what the hell are you looking for Momma?  A patient! ‘Cause every dame body your bringing in here need our help and we’re and ain’t got shit to give nobody, we’re like doing dirtball bad. 

Anyways, her feverish quest for a loser was so strong that it imbedded itself into my physic, and had my ass looking for an under achiever to conquer the world with.  The imprinting was so strong, that I held it at bay, consceince of the twisted mindset, I was careful not to infect my daughters, with my irrational logic.  I refused to pass this dysfunction on, I was determined it would die in my lifetime with me.  I refused to pass the curse on and.  As it stands, I am 49, drop dead gorgeous and have a greasy mechanic- okaey?

Now back to my daddy and that no good sister of mine.  My  life line was completely severed by my sister routhlessness to run my daddy away, my Daddy was being driven away from the home.  If it weren’t for the watchful eye of Uncle Jingo and Uncle Joe, I’d have starved to death, gotten beat to death by Satan’s little son - Tommy.  Momma, continues to try and manage her family in this big ol’ cowtown, without Daddy and Jackie continues to drive wedges between them both, making reconciliation impossible.  

Momma don’t know how to date and those city slicks were taking advantage of her innocence and having their way with her, and then finally she found solace with this drunk named Wilbur.  He’d get sloppy drunk and then go sacrifice himself every week for a 50 pound  bag of potatoes  and the police would beat him all upside his head, when he’d get caught, but for the days they didn’t catch him, we had some good eating for a couple of days.  But I never could figure out why he kept grabbing something he could carry, not to mention “run”, like normal thiefs do.  His simple ass only 163 pounds with his belt drawn tight like Urkle. 

We were forever hungry and I often wondered how in the heck can he afforded to stay drunk! Wilbur was redbone in complexion, thin build and average height and was also from West Virgina. I guess Mom felt a common bond with this fellow.  Because when she allowed him to move in he stayed for many of years.

We moved from house to house to house,  and with each move, we’d leave condemned sign behind.  As a kid, I knew those places weren’t fit for living and didn’t understand why, we kept moving in them.  Momma loved us all, but had her favorites.  She favored me and my next to the oldest brother  TOMMY – Satan’s youngest child ( whom considered me as  being his rival.)- and I didn’t know it.

The boy punched my lights out for years through jealousy and I never knew until he wrote me from prison in 2006 and confessed and I ordered him to take me off his visiting list.  I might be slow, but, I’m not dumb.

I clearly recall this one big raggedy ass house where my hair got caught on fire, and another house where the gas stove blew up in my face and the other house where the Boogieman was licking me in the dark.   Life was awful! And all I wanted to do was grown up! Lawd, please let me survive!

Our house was always in total confusion.  Every abuse under the sun, lived in my house along with hunger.  I hated that place.  My only joy was in my Momma and my younger brother RONNIE.  To hell with the rest of them:  all 6. My life had a daily cycle; I was neglected during the day and abused during the night, like clockwork.  

On one particular occasion, Momma walks into to the bedroom and Wilbur rose-up off of me and snatches me off the bed by one arm and I landed on my feet.  My feet lands solid, with the rest of my body still landing, my nightgown had formed a cloud around my head resembling a parachute. Underneath Momma saw his semen draining down between my little thighs.  The only thing untouched beneath my gown was the Mickey Mouse badge; I had on my knee from a roller skating nick.

Momma quickly grabbed me by my other arm and swooped me, with intentions.   She acted as if, this is what’s next people and took the lead.    Wilber seemed frozen as she marched out the door with me clutched tightly to her bosom and never looking back, she shouted: Run some warm bath water now!  Momma was moving me along really quickly; it was slippery for me trying to keep up because that white stuff had run down to my feet.  But, Me and my Momma got out of there..  Wilbur went into the bathroom briefly, but it wasn’t long enough to run any water. Momma and me were still rushing towards the door.   It was a dark rainy autumn night; so on the way out Momma grabbed her big black overcoat, hanging beside the door and threw it over my entire body. It was so big that it covered me from head to toe. I had the comfort of my mother’s scent, rapped all around me, keeping me extra warm.

As we headed out the door, suddenly we hear a “click.” it was Wilber standing with a shotgun at point blank range.   Momma stopped, shielded me with her body, then turned and looked at him, I peeked from around Momma and looked straight into the barrel of that long shotgun.  Momma, without flinching, told him to put that damn thing down,  and that she needed to get the to store and get some things to 

clean me out along with some Neosporin ointment to kill any infection, He lowered the weapon, with his jowls. “Now run the damn water – I’ll be right back!”  She said. As we exit the house, I  was hoping that she would take me over to Aunt Katies house to join the rest of the family; I was left behind because I had gone roller skating with my best friend.   I didn’t want to come back! We walked swiftly into the night. The clouds were heavy and dark; the sky was midnight blue, sprinkled with twinkling stars and the leaves rustled in the light of a full moon.  With the wind blowing in my face I covered my head with Momma’s big black overcoat.  It was so big, it drug the ground behind me, for I was only 7.

Momma looked back at Wilber standing in the doorway with a naked silhouette, revealing a limp dick and a shotgun hanging across his shoulder.

Momma yells back at him as she entered the vehicle “ Shut the damn door Man!”

He reacted as if somebody kicked him in his naked ass, and then responded by closing the damn door. In the car, silence fell upon my Momma and I waited for her lead.  ‘Cause Momma always had a “lead.” We reach our destination in 10 minutes, within that time, Momma asked me all kinds of questions and my answers were mostly, yes.  Momma, began to make calls, then 3-way calls from her cell phone.

We pull into Aunt Katie’s, and Aunt Sissy takes me into her arms with a smile.  She moves me away from the grown ups and takes me upstairs to get me out of my wet clothes. Momma leaves, I figured she was headed to the drug store to get my necessary medicine to heal me like she told Wilbur (I hope it will help with this itching that has caused me to scratch myself raw.) 

Because that white stuff isn’t running down my legs anymore.

I knew she’d be really mad at him when she found out what he had been doing to me.   I remember, one day I was determined to find the words 

for the yucky things he was doing to me.   I sat at the kitchen table while Momma, was doing the dishes, all the other children were playing around the house, outside etc.  Everything had normal behavior with the exception of me.  I sat at the table, just staring at my Mother, I didn’t know where to start.  I grew anxious not knowing how to began.  My eyes full of anguish, looked again to my Mother and back down at the baron table, I took a deep breath and locked eyes on my Mother.   My Mother would glance my way every now and than and suddenly she stopped doing the dishes and looked me in my face and yelled:  “Gal, get the hell out of here looking crazy.”  I jumped from the table and ran, as I cried violently,…. I never ever tried to tell her again and her drunk live-in boyfriend, Wilbur, continued to have his way with me for years to come. But, I knew if she ever found out, that would be it for him.

Meanwhile, Wilbur has cleaned up all evidence of his crime, including his body.  He’s pacing the floor, not knowing if Jennie will return or if the law will be arriving in her stead. Wilbur continues on pins and needles awaiting our return, I know because he kept calling Momma’s  cellphone, but she was ignoring his repeated speed dials.

Then before long, the car returns.  Pulling into the driveway, inside Wilbur sees the headlights and throws the curtain back and presses his nose to the window.  Then he swung the door open and walks onto the front porch and on out to the steps, where he stood in the rain cold rain.

Momma exits the vehicle and goes around to the drivers’ side and opens the door and her oversized bundle exits the car and trail with her back to the house. Wilbur ushers them both in the house. Momma walks him pass him with her CVS bag and rolls her eyes at him.  Wilbur remains behind securing the house, but quickly catches up.

He walks up to Momma and looked at the CVS bag in her arm and asked:  “What did you get for her?”  Momma said that she didn’t get a damn thing for me – but rather she brought him something back for him.  Wilbur saw an insane look in my Mother’s eye as she smiled, but didn’t have time to react, before that oversized trench coat blew up! Uncle Joe rose from beneath like a cloud of smoke; he appeared in a crotched position and stood as the trench coat gently landed across one of his broad shoulders, revealing his huge arms were folded across his breastplate.  Uncle Joe continued holding his might along with his silence; he stands ready for whatever Momma’s muthafuck’n wish is!

Wilbur is so frighten he can’t even run, but he trys.  His rubbery legs managed to turn him and carry him to the kitchen: head straight out of the back door when “BAM,” the back door is kicked open and slaps Wilbur on the chin, reversing his direction and sending him back to Momma and Uncle Joe, while Uncle Jingo enters the back door with a smile and he asked: “Where ya going partner?” Wilbur keeps ducking and flinching with his arms up, as if to expect pain from all directions; and nobody’s reaching at him.

The lights went out and I couldn’t see anymore, so I got out the car and ran up to the kitchen window and tip toed and saw Wilber lying on is stomach hogtied and naked. Uncle Joe was sitting in his back with his knees, while Uncle Jingo was piddling with the gas stove and singing a song and Momma was over in the corner lighting a cigarette in silence. I was so cold! Boy that overcoat was my friend and I sure wish I had it back. I watch through the window as long as I could, but I became so cold that I couldn’t feel my fingers or toes, so I ran back to the car to get warm, before I go back and see more.

Inside the car, I rubbed my little fingers and toes together until the feeling returned and I headed right back to the kitchen window, right when I started to look in, there was a loud “Boom!” The boom was so loud that it rocked the house and I was too scared to look in, but I heard my Momma, Uncle Jingo and Uncle Joe all yelling saying: “Me first, me first, over and over again. Then I heard Wilbur squealing like a hog with something stuffed in his throat.

It scared me so bad, that I ran as fast as I could back to the car and promised myself, no matter what; I’m not getting back out! I covered my ears from the sound of his terrifying misery and then, tucked my head between my thighs for extra protection from the sound of Wilbur’s howling like a dog.

And before long, everything went silent.  I was really scared then.  I pressed my nose to the glass, hoping to see any sign of my Momma, sudden and they all appeared, coming out the back door. All but, Wilbur that is.  They all were headed to the car, Uncle Jingo was his normal jolly self, his songs increased with the his level of aggression and Uncle Joe, had the prettiest smile with  deep dimples, I refused to believe he was the brut everybody hated.

As they approached the car, I saw my Momma approaching, wearing her big ol’ overcoat, only Momma got in, and one by one, Uncle Jingo and Uncle Joe, walked to the car, kissed me on the forehead and left, each going their own separate way. Momma turned the ignition and said: “let’s find us another home.”  She then turned to me with an assuring smile and  squeezed my hand and we left the crime scene forever.
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