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By Alex Craig 

 

“Daddy, what if there is a monster under the bed?” 

“Don’t be silly Alex, there is no such thing as monsters, it’s just your imagination.” 

“Please will you leave the light on, it might chase the monster away,” I pleaded.  

“I will leave the door slightly ajar so that you can see the light in the hall, there is no 

monster, it’s just a bad dream like the others you have had,” my father would try and 

reassure. 

He had been referring to two specific recurring dreams that had always ended up 

with me screaming into my mother and father’s bedroom in the early hours of the 

morning. The dreams happened frequently, and there were few nights that I would 

sleep successfully through till morning in my own bed. When I began complaining 

that there was a monster under my bed my father started returning me to my own 

bed, they no longer wanted me seeking refuge in the sanctuary of their bed. Enough 

was obviously enough. 

“You’re a big boy now you have to sleep in your own bed,” my father would say. I 

wasn’t a big boy I had only just reached six years of age. I started being marched 

ceremoniously back to my bedroom. The drill was always the same, he would show 

me that there was absolutely nothing under the bed, we would then sit for a minute 

to listen for any sounds, of which there were none and then he would reassure me 

that there were no such things as monsters and that I was perfectly safe. He also 

said that I should close my eyes and imagine sheep jumping over a gate and that I 

should try and count them, this would help me sleep.  

After he had gone and the room was dark, I would close my eyes tight and try and 

count the sheep, then it would start. First the rustling sound, then scratching as if 

fingernails were being drawn along a wooden surface, then the sound of someone 

breathing. I tried to shut it out, I tried to distract myself by thinking about places with 

strange names that my mother had shown me in the world atlas; Zanzibar, Congo, 

Japan, anywhere.  

“Don't think of the monster that lies under the bed,” I would tell myself. 

I tried to hold my breath, for as long as I could, with my heart bursting in my chest. 

TAP! TAP! TAP! then silence. Eventually, exhausted, sleep would conquer. 

Then one night, after the rustling, the scratching, the breathing and TAP! TAP! TAP! 

out of the shadows a little voice asked, “are you a monster?”. 

I could barely speak, “what?” I whispered. 

“Are you a monster?” 

“I’m not a monster,” I said, “You’re the monster under the bed, go away and leave 

me alone!” 



“I’m not under the bed, I’m in my bed, your up there somewhere in the ceiling, I think. 

I can’t see you so you must be a monster or a ghost!” 

“I am definitely not a monster or a ghost, I am a boy, aged six called Alex,” I said 

adamantly, “now go away!” 

“I’m a boy aged six. My name is Thomas.” 

“Where are you?” 

“Down here.” 

I held my eyes tightly closed and said my bedtime prayer, “Sun is gone, day is gone, 

god be with us, everyone.” I slowly opened my eyes and inched my way to the edge 

of the bed, which I imagined as being the edge of a great cliff. I took the plunge and 

leaned forward from the cliff edge and looked under my bed. As I peered through the 

darkness, I could see the silhouette of a small boy lying directly under my bed as if 

he was in his own bed. 

“What are you doing down there?” I asked. 

“I’m in bed. What are you doing up there?” Thomas asked. 

“I’m in bed,” I said bewildered. 

“Wait, I have a candle,” said Thomas 

First a flicker, then a dim yellow light emanated from under my bed, painting 

shadows across the walls and floor of the bedroom, and suddenly there he was: 

Thomas.  

“Oh, there you are!” he said. 

We both just stared, taking stock of each other. He was smaller than I was, with dirty 

fair hair, and large blue eyes staring from a pale thin face.  

“Are you a burglar?” I asked. 

“I’m not a burglar, I’m in bed, look!” said Thomas. 

He was indeed lying in a bed and next to his bed a bedside table with a candle on it. 

It was like looking down into another room. I must be having another dream I thought 

to myself. I’m dreaming that I can see a little boy in his bed, directly under my own 

bed. 

“How is this possible, how can you be in your bed directly below mine?” 

“Is that your bed up there?” said Thomas, “I thought it was the ceiling, perhaps we 

are both dreaming?” 

“Do you want to play?” I asked. 

“Yes, but we will have to be quiet or my mummy will hear.” 



“Yes, we will have to be quiet,” I confirmed. I thought about my father storming along 

the long corridor, furious to find me out of bed again. But then if this was a dream, I 

wasn’t out of bed, I was fast asleep. 

“You come up here,” I said, “I’ll switch on the light. 

Thomas stood on his bed and began to pull himself out from under my bed. I ran to 

the light switch, switched on the light and gently closed the bedroom door. I half 

expected to turn around and see no one, that it had been a dream and that I had 

woken up, but there stood Thomas as the side of my bed, his mouth wide open as 

he took in the landscape of my bedroom. 

He was even smaller than I thought when he was standing. 

“What on earth are you wearing, are you wearing a dress?” I said. 

“It’s a nightshirt, of course,” said Thomas, “you’re very modern wearing pyjama’s.” 

“Am I?” 

“You must be rich as pyjama’s are quite expensive. What are all of these things?” 

Thomas indicated to the toys that were stacked on shelves around the room. 

“They’re toys, don’t you have toys?” 

“I have spinning top and marbles and my mummy made me a paper windmill. What’s 

that?” he asked pointing to the corner. 

“It’s a space-hopper, you know what a space-hopper is don’t you?” 

Thomas shook his head. “You bounce on it, here let me show you.” 

I gave a very sedate demonstration of how to pilot a space-hopper and then asked 

Thomas if he would like to try. 

“Oh, yes please, may I?” 

“Yes, but you have to be very quiet, no big bounces, or you will wake my Mummy 

and Daddy,” I cautioned. 

Thomas giggled and then laughed, as he bounded around my bed. 

“Try and be quiet,” I said, but Thomas couldn’t contain his excitement, he bounced 

higher and higher and then a collision with the bedside lamp, which came crashing in 

pieces to the floor. 

We were both frozen like statues looking at each other, my hand firmly against my 

mouth. 

“What the hell now!” I could hear my father shout from the far end of the long 

corridor, his footsteps thundering towards my bedroom door.  

“I had best go,” said Thomas. 



Before I had time to answer the door had opened and my father was standing in the 

room with his arms folded. He looked as if he was about to explode, his face scarlet 

with a frown as deep as a trench.  

“What do you think your doing?” he erupted. 

“It wasn’t me, it was Thomas,” I blurted, feeling guilty as soon as I had said it.” 

“What are you talking about? Who’s Thomas?” 

“The little boy right there,” I said turning to face where Thomas had been standing. 

Thomas was nowhere to be seen. 

“He’s under the bed, daddy, please look under the bed!” 

“Get into bed Alex, right now!” He picked up the broken table lamp from the floor, as I 

scurried into bed.  “This has got to stop! If it continues, you are going to see Doctor 

Smith.” He said this because he was angry, but he shouldn’t have, he knew I was 

afraid of Doctor Smith, who was old, spindly and reminded me of a skeleton. In fact, I 

thought Doctor Smith probably lived a double life as a skeleton in the graveyard next 

to the Doctors surgery.  

“Get to sleep!” he ordered as the light was flicked off and the door promptly closed.  

I lay in the darkness for what seemed like an eternity, and then rolled to the edge of 

the bed. 

“Thomas, the coast is clear, you can come out now.” There was no response. 

“Are you sleeping Thomas?”  

I leaned over the bed, but it was too dark to see anything. I slid from under the 

sheets and knelt by the bed.  

“Thomas, are you there?”  

There was no reply. There was nothing else for it but to climb under the bed and go 

to Thomas’s bedroom, but as I wriggled under the bed I realised that Thomas, and 

his bed were no longer there. Exhausted, I fell asleep under my bed. 

The next morning my mother was hysterical, as I wasn’t in my bed. There was a 

search through the house, and I awoke under my bed to raised voices. My father 

was threatening to kill me, which I thought was rather extreme. Perhaps he was in 

league with the skeleton that was Doctor Smith. I emerged from under the bed and 

presented myself in the kitchen. 

“Where were you Alex, this isn’t funny?” asked my tearful mother. 

“Under the bed, that’s where Thomas lives.” I said innocently. 

My mother and father just looked at each other. “I’ll telephone the doctor,” my father 

said.  

The Doctor arrived at our basement flat which was part of an old Victorian 

townhouse off Byres Road in Glasgow. The townhouse had been converted into ‘A 



residence for retired unmarried ladies’, of which my mother and father were the 

caretaker's. I doubt that any such establishment would exist today that catered solely 

for the interests of single sex chaste and immaculate geriatrics, but then this was the 

1960’s. After rigorous questioning Doctor Smith stuck a thermometer in my mouth 

and pressed his bony hands all over. 

“Does the boy get out much? does he have many friends?” he asked my mother and 

father, 

“We are in the middle of the city, so he plays in the garden. He has friends at school, 

but he doesn’t see them outside school,” my mother said. 

“Is that his choice or your choice?” asked Doctor Smith. 

“Well, we live in a residence for retired unmarried ladies,” said my father “it would be 

difficult for us to have lots of children here and lots of noise.” 

“Perhaps that’s something that you need to ponder upon, if you are thinking of 

growing your family further.” said Doctor Smith. 

“What’s wrong with Alex?” asked my mother. 

“Absolutely nothing, from what I can gather he is completely healthy. Perhaps highly 

imaginative, but that’s nothing unusual in children of his age. It’s also not unusual for 

children to have recurring dreams when they feel unsettled or to create imaginary 

friends when they don’t have any of their own. He will grow out of it, but what needs 

to be considered is his current environment and what you can do to help him.” 

I suddenly loved Doctor Smith. 

That night after Doctor Smith had made his house call, Thomas came to play in my 

room again. He told me that his mummy was the cook in the house and that she also 

cleaned and did laundry.  His father was killed in the war, but before he used to look 

after the horses and drive the carriage.  

He visited nearly every night, apart from Sunday’s, which he said was the day of 

rest. I taught Thomas to draw with Spirograph, play Flipper Flip and Don’t Miss The 

Boat. I told him about Thunderbirds, and showed him my model of Thunderbird one, 

though Thomas didn’t know anything about television. 

“Thomas is my best friend in the world.” I told my mother. 

Then came the day that my father announced that we were moving to a new house. 

“Your mummy is going to have another baby,” he announced. 

“Can Thomas come to the new house?” I asked anxiously. 

“Yes, if he must,” answered my father, who had been beaten into submission by the 

combined forces of Doctor Smith and my mother. 

When I told Thomas that we were moving away, I had never felt as sad.  

“I can’t come with you I have to stay here with my Mummy,” he said. 



“Oh Thomas, please come, I beg you.” 

“I can’t, but you could stay here with me and my mummy, you could become my 

mummy’s other little boy.” 

 “I love you Thomas.” 

When we moved, I didn’t see Thomas ever again. I was in a new school and made 

new friends. There was plenty of space in in our new house, for new children: a 

sister, then the following year twin brothers.  

My memories of Thomas faded over the years, until one day decades later when I 

was in my late thirties, I thought I would pick up a newspaper to read on the train 

journey I was about to take. I have kept that newspaper to this very day, for on page 

seven there was an article that didn’t just bring everything back, it sent a chill through 

my entire being. The article was about the discovery of human bones found under 

the floorboards of the address that we had lived at, off Byres Road in Glasgow. The 

bones and remnants of clothing were well preserved and thought to be those of a 

Mrs Enid Black (a cook) and her son Thomas who were shown to be living in the 

servant’s quarters of the house on the census of 1921. The article went on to say 

that there was evidence that both had been murdered and placed under the 

floorboards.  

That night I dreamt of Thomas, a little boy whose soul was incomplete, a lost boy in 

disguise, who had rested under my bed. 


