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Chapter 1

Diane sat at the dining room table and shivered, ever so slightly, hands wrapped around a cup of cold coffee.  Her back was toward Alan.  She could not see him standing behind her, but she knew he was nearby.  She knew what he was doing. Diane had sat through this game too many times in recent weeks.  As Diane tried to speak calmly, she felt her gut tie into a knot. She felt terror building in her mind.  “Alan, Mommy knows you want to play, but I’m busy right now.  I do not have time to play The Game with you.  Please Alan, put the knife down.”  Diane’s voice was soft and calm, her terror disguised.

Diane listened.  She heard the silence behind her.  She listened intently but heard no footsteps.  As her terror spread, Diane tried to keep the fear out of her voice.  “Alan, playtime is over.  Take the knife and put it up.  Mommy is too busy to play right now.  Come on, be a good boy, and put the knife up.  Honey, remember the rule about playing with knives.  Knives are dangerous and they are not toys.  Sweetie, if you put the knife up for Mommy, I’ll clear these papers off the table, then we can sit and talk for a while.”

Diane’s voice was calm, no quiver in her speech.  She fought the panic that wanted to surge through her.  Diane was able to smile.  She waited.  She waited to hear Alan’s footsteps as he moved away from her. Silence surrounded her. Silence, terrifying silence filled the room.  Deep down, Diane could feel a scream trying to escape from her deceptive smiling lips.  Diane swallowed, forcing the scream to recede.  Silently she prayed.  “God, dear God, if you are there please help me to get through to Alan.  Oh God, help me not to scream.  Please help me!”  Through it all, the smile never left her face.

Panic rose like bile in her throat, threatening to consume her as she heard that laugh. Silently she screamed, “No, not that laugh.  I can’t listen to that laugh again.”  Gulping air into her lungs, forcing the terror out of her voice, Diane spoke softly.  “Alan, I know it’s a funny game sweetie.  Mommy knows it makes you laugh, but it is not funny.  I don’t want to play anymore.”

“Alan, are you going to mind Mommy?  Are you going to be a good boy and put the knife up?”  Diane was afraid to move.  She sat still. She listened for footsteps to walk away from her.  She listened for silence as she prayed the hideous laughter would stop.  Diane tried to control her terror as she slowly turned to face Alan.  The laughter was louder now, crackling through the room.

Alan’s bright blue eyes stared blankly at Diane. A revolting smirk covered his face.  He was standing so close, holding the fillet knife above her, gripped in both hands.  His laughter was more repulsive now.  Softly she spoke to her son, “Alan, Mommy loves you.  Playtime is over.  If you will please put the knife up, we can sit and talk.”

Recognition slowly replaced the void expression in Alan’s eyes.  A distressed look crossed his face as he stared at his mother, and then looked at the knife in his hands.  Diane could hear the confusion in his voice as he spoke.  “Mom, were you talking to me?  What did you say, Mom?”

“I asked you to put the knife back in the kitchen.  Mommy does not like to play this game. I wish you would learn the rules about not playing with knives.  Alan, knives can be so dangerous.”

Alan continued to gaze at the knife in his hands.  He seemed baffled.  Slowly he put the knife down to his side.  In a stupor, he walked toward the kitchen.  “I’m sorry Mom.  I will put the knife up now.  I know you don’t like knives.  Hey, how did you know it was me standing behind you?  Mom, I was only playing.  How’d you know it was just a game?”

Diane wanted to escape from the dining room.  She wanted to shove the wooden chair back, stand up, and run.  She wanted to run and never stop!  Diane wanted to run out of her life and escape the nightmare that had became a living part of her life.  Her mind wanted to run but her body remained immobile.  Her body refused to obey the command coming from her brain.  As Alan walked back into the dining room, Diane looked into those beautiful blue eyes.  His eyes looked normal now and there was no look of madness remaining.  It disappeared as quickly as it had materialized. 

Alan pulled out a chair and sat facing his mother.  Innocently he smiled at her.  “I love you Mom.  I really do, did you know that?”

Diane reached across the table and stroked his hair.  She tenderly pushed the black curls out of his eyes as she spoke.  “Son, I know you love me.  I understand that.  I love you too.  I love you so much… but I do not like the games you play.  Knives are dangerous.  When you play games like, “Let’s Scare Mommy”, I do not like it.  Son, it’s an ugly game to play.”

Albans’ laugh was a mundane sound this time.  His eyes flickered with laughter.  “Were you scared, Mom?  I hope not.  It was just a game!  You know that I wouldn’t really hurt you!  I love you.  It’s just a game and you know that.”  

As Diane watched her son, love for him overwhelmed her.  She tried to laugh but it came out a bit shaky.  “No Alan, I wasn’t scared.  I realized it was only a game.  Sometimes accidents happen, even when you are playing.  It is an ugly game and I do not want you to play that game anymore.  You may hurt someone one of these days, playing with knives the way you do.”

Alan slid his chair back and uncurled his six-foot tall frame as he stood up.  There was nothing strange about his expression now.  Everything about him appeared normal. He stepped over to his mother, bent down, and gave her a big hug.  “Mom, you need to lighten up!  You worry too much.”  Grabbing a handful of cookies from the jar on the table, he smiled.  “Thanks for baking chocolate chip cookies today.  You know they are my favorite.  You are great Mom…oh, before I forget it, I am going to the beach this afternoon.  Meeting some of the guys down there and we are going for a swim.  Be back before dinner.”  He winked, turned around, and walked out the door.  

