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THE CLOSET 

Layne Radlauer 

 

 

 

The closet always bothered him. He could never quite put his finger on it. It was a 

closet like any other; it was stuffed with clothes and crumpled sheets of paper. 

Still, every night before bed he made sure to check it twice, just in case. 

Like most nights, Henry brushed his teeth, checked his closet twice, and hopped 

into bed. His mother came and tucked him in. She told him she loves him, and 

kissed him on the cheek. During the quiet, dreamless period thereafter, he thought 

about his dad; he missed his father very much. He though, I would give anything 

to see him again. Anything. A single tear streamed down his face; he rolled over 

and fell asleep. 

He had a horrible nightmare. It was a vision of shadowy tendrils emerging from 

the closet, grabbing him by the legs and dragging him into the closet. He felt 

claws and cuts. Pain. Real pain. He tried to scream. 

The nightmare shook him awake. His mattress was soaked in sweat, and his head 

was burning hot. He got out of bed and checked the closet. It was in its usual, 

mundane and unkempt state. Harmless. He hopped back in his bed. 

He had another nightmare. The dream same – tendrils and claws dragging him 

into the closeted abyss. He woke up and checked the closet. It was still empty. He 

tried to fall asleep again, and had yet another nightmare. This cycle repeated 

throughout the night, and by the time of sunrise he had hardly slept a wink. As his 

mother made him breakfast, she noticed her child’s sleeplessness, and asked if he 

was okay. 

“I’m fine, mom. I just had a bad dream.” 

The next day, he had another sequence of bad dreams. He had the same nightmare 

over and over again. Dark tendrils, grabbing him and dragging him into the depths 

of the closet. Again, he had hardly slept a wink. 

“I’m fine mom, just had another bad dream.” 

“Well, Henry, if this keeps up, we’re just going to have to go to see a doctor.” 
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He had another night of bad dreams, and his mother booked an appointment to see 

Doctor Lipchitz. He told Henry, “Take two of these before bed. They should help 

with your visions, although it might take a few days to take effect. Make sure you 

eat something first, and take it with plenty of water. Not too much, or you’ll wet 

the bed.” 

That night, he brushed his teeth, checked the closet twice, took his medication, 

and hopped into bed. His mother tucked him in. He was afraid and uncertain of 

his new medication; the doctor said that there could be side effects. Despite his 

trepidation, Henry began to drift off into sleep. 

He had another dream. He was lying on his bed, when the closet swung open. 

Endless appendages sprung out from the closet. He felt them seize his legs and 

arms. He tried to scream, tried to wake up, but couldn’t. The horrors from the 

closet held his mouth shut, and dragged him into the depths of the abyss. 

He woke up in his bed and found his bedsheets soaking in sweat. His heart was 

pounding and he felt sore and weak. He called for his mother. 

“Mom!” 

His mother came in the room. She walked over to Henry and put her hand on his 

forehead, checking to see if he had a fever. 

“What’s wrong, dear? Are you okay?” 

“I had another bad dream, only this time I couldn’t wake up!” 

His mother told him that she would call the doctor while he was in school. Henry, 

while weary from his horrible dream, was eager to leave the house and get the hell 

away from that wretched closet. 

Eventually, he came home from school. His mother told him that night terrors 

were not an uncommon side effect of his medication, and that they would go 

away soon. 

That night, Henry checked his closet twice and brushed his teeth. With great 

reluctance, he took his medication. Hopefully, he thought, he would get some rest. 

He had a different dream. He found himself in his bedroom standing in front of 

his closet. The shadows seemed more potent and opaque, the light was faint and 

white. Everything was colorless. He found this to be quite odd, and walked up to 

the window to see what it was like outside. Nothing – just darkness. Pure and 

powerful darkness. 
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He opened his bedroom door and jumped backwards. It was his mother, standing 

right in front of the door. She was looking right at him with big, wide, empty 

eyes. They were so black they looked like empty sockets. He walked backwards 

and tripped on his heels. 

His mother opened her mouth, and spoke: 

“What’s wrong, dear?” 

“What did you do with my mother?” 

“What do you mean,” she asked, “I am your mother, Henry, and always will be. 

Do you want some lasagna? I made it just for you! I know it’s your favorite.” 

“Did you notice everything is black and white? Is this real?” 

“Have some lasagna! I’ve been slaving in this kitchen for hours!” 

“Well…I am hungry, and I do like lasagna.” 

They walked to the kitchen, which was significantly cleaner than usual. Still 

colorless. He sat down at the round dinner table, and his mother fixed him a plate. 

She fixed herself a plate, too, and sat across from him. It was perfect, and the 

lasagna tasted more delicious that anything he’s ever tasted. 

His mother, after taking an incredibly small bite of the lasagna, said, 

“Your Dad went to the store, he’ll be back in a bit. He told me to tell you that he 

wants to play Xbox Three Billion with you when he gets home.” 

“…Dad’s here? But he…Dad’s here?” asked Henry. 

“Yep. Where do you think he was?” 

“Dead?” 

“No, Henry. He’s alive and well.” 

Henry was really excited. He hasn’t seen his Dad since, well, since the day he 

died. Not to mention they would be playing the Xbox Three Billion, which was 

like, almost three billion more than his current Xbox. He was so excited, he woke 

up. 

He found himself in his drab blue bedroom, and his mother standing over him. 

She looked worried. 

“Wake up, sweetie. It’s time for school. Did you have any bad dreams?” 
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“No, mom…is Dad here?” 

There was a long, uncomfortable silence. 

“…No. We talked about this. Was he in your dream?” 

Henry explained his dream to his mother, who shook her head. She was quiet for 

some time. She made him toast with butter, and he got on the bus and went to 

school. He sat alone, like always. 

His school day was long. Almost endless. He was assigned a great deal of 

homework, and was forced to watch some horrible video about childbirth. 

That night, Henry was excited for bed; he’d hoped that he’d be able to see his 

father again. He didn’t check his closet. 

It was an excellent dream, all of it in black and white. He ate some more of the 

most delicious lasagna he ever tasted. He even spent time with his father; they 

played Halo Forty together, although his father seemed unusually quiet. From 

what Henry remembers, his father was very talkative and told lots of awful jokes. 

Unfortunately, he had to wake up eventually. That day, he did not eat lasagna; his 

mother was too tired from work to cook anything so time-consuming. He had to 

do math homework, which he hated with every fiber of his being. He also had to 

read a section of Canterbury Tales, which he thought was obscenely difficult to 

read, in addition to being the most boring thing he could think of. Still, he was 

excited to sleep that night. He went to bed several hours early, in the hopes that he 

could stay in his dreamland a bit longer. 

His dream just as delightful as before. He ate lasagna, hung out with his father, 

and played Xbox. He found to be a very pleasant experience, but he couldn’t help 

but wonder why he couldn’t go outside. He asked his mother, 

“Mom, can’t we go outside?” 

“You can’t unless you live here,” said his mother. 

“Oh,” he said. 

“Because you don’t live here.” 

“I see.” 

He decided that it would be in his best interest not to press the matter further. 

Maybe questioning the dream would end the dream. He read that somewhere – 



The Jump Point  Spring 2017 

8 
 

acknowledging the dream makes turn it into a dream, rather than the better world 

that he thought it to be. 

He woke up and had a very average day. School was boring. Lunch was macaroni 

pizza. Unlike most days, it was Friday, which meant that he could sleep as much 

as late as he could. As soon as he got home, he took an early dose of his 

medication and quickly rushed into bed, much to his mother’s surprise. He didn’t 

bother brushing his teeth. 

He found himself sitting at the kitchen table, along with his mother and father. In 

front of him was a steaming heap of homecooked lasagna. They looked serious 

and stern. 

“Henry…do you like being here?” she asked. 

“Being where?” 

“In this house. With me and your father.” 

“Yes, Mom, of course.” 

“Well, we’ve been talking…and we would like you to live here, forever.” 

“Forever?” 

“For. Ever. You’d even get to play outside,” his father interjected. 

“What about my real…er, my other mom?” 

“Well, she’d just have to deal with it. I’m sure she’d want you to be happy. Don’t 

you want me to be happy?” said his mother. 

There was a long, thoughtful pause. 

“Sure…sure.” 

“You’re sure?” asked his mother. 

“Sure, I’m sure!” 

“Great!” 

His mother looked really excited. Really, really excited. She was practically 

shaking. 

The room began to fill with color. The floor was brown – a horrid, ghastly brown. 

The walls were beige and covered with scarlet spots. Henry looked out of the 



The Jump Point  Spring 2017 

9 
 

window. He saw a world of fire and decay. The house across the street was 

crumbling and burning. The streets were liquid tar. He turned towards his mother. 

She was not his mother. She was, instead, the horrible mass of tendrils, arms, and 

claws that he first encountered in his nightmares. He turned to look towards his 

father, but found that his father had completely disappeared. He wanted to 

scream. 

“You should have checked your closet three times.” 
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A BREAK FROM ALL THE SERIOUS 

STORIES 

A Review by Anil Erol 

 

Warning by the reviewer: There are minor spoilers in this review. Most of them 

regard events within the first few chapters of the novel. 

  

Old Man’s War, written by John Scalzi, starts on a strong concept: the idea of 

enrolling senior citizens into the military through a 10 year contract, and in return, 

offering them medicine that will significantly prolong their lives. Those who are 

lucky enough to reach old age take this opportunity to start a second life in the 

colonies after their military service—if they survive. That’s the premise of the 

story, and it’s a good one. 

I often read newer science fiction novels to get a feel of where the current science 

fiction movement is headed, and such novels tend to provide a breath of fresh air. 

Old Man’s War caught my attention at the bookstore for this reason. Although the 

book was published in 2005,it appeared to contain relatively new concepts in the 

post-2000 era, so it passed both of my criteria. As I started reading the book, I 

was not disappointed when I found that Scalzi keeps up with current trends in 

science and technology in his debut novel. Furthermore, Scalzi made me believe, 

to an extent, that many of his concepts were plausible while reaching into the far 

future. As a result, the book felt like a fresh iteration of military sci-fi. 

Although the novel showcases cutting edge concepts, it lacks an analysis of the 

consequences of such ideas, which is what makes science fiction an enjoyable 

genre for me. Unlike his predecessor, Robert A. Heinlein, who boldly infused his 

opinions and politics into his books (whom Scalzi even acknowledges for 

inspiration at the end of Old Man’s War), Scalzi generally refuses to offer his 

opinions on some of the touchier subjects—thus, non-politicizing the novel to 

some degree, and categorizing it under the genres of pop-scifi. In fact, in terms of 

staying neutral, it is much closer to fantasy, which typically avoids politics and 

current events altogether. This is quite disappointing because of the myriad of 

opportunities there are in the novel for Scalzi to have offered us an interesting 

discussion. But instead, most characters dismiss the consequences of the 

underlying principles and technologies with classic ‘jarhead’ moments, minimally 

scratching the surface of any philosophical conversation. 
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This is quite in contrast with the seminal military sci-fi novels that have 

influenced Old Man’s War, such as Robert A. Heinlein’s Starship Troopers and 

Joe Haldeman’s The Forever War, where the authors daringly pushed their own 

ideas forward, naturally initiating a debate in the reader’s mind on whether or not 

they agree with the author. 

The cast in Old Man’s War consists of a high dose of single-dimensional 

characters and a sprinkle of multi-dimensional characters . . . and some that are 

reeking of disastrously caricature elements. Of the last type, I am referring to 

Sergeant Ruiz of course, who is a belligerent, cliché sergeant who yells and 

screams at his new recruits at every opportunity. In fact, the character is 

completely aware of his absurdly cliché attitudes, which implies that Scalzi 

intentionally built him that way, but to me this character felt banal, and rather 

contrived, after I realized it was intentional. Fortunately, though, there are other 

characters who provide a more interesting perspective, which I will not mention 

for the sake of avoiding spoilers, but I promise there are at least a few. 

The prose of Old Man’s War is consistent: it feels like it is written for the average 

reader, just above the Young Adult level—something not too uncommon in 

mainstream sci-fi. My main concern with the prose is in the dialogues, however. 

Most of the senior citizens use the diction of people in their mid-twenties, which 

ruins the immersive elements of the story. I don’t blame the author here entirely, 

since it is difficult to emulate the speech of multiple seventy-five year olds, but I 

think the exaggerated amount of immaturity in the dialogue feels out of place, and 

consequently, the characters are not compelling. 

Overall, Old Man’s War is a fun and quick read that newcomers to the genre will 

enjoy due to the abundance of action and cool sci-fi concepts, but veterans who 

seek a more engaging story could be turned off because of the scarce attention 

Scalzi gives to the philosophical facets of his science fiction concepts. Moreover, 

if you are someone like me who wants to take a break from all of the serious 

stories you typically find in this genre, this book may serve you well. Just make 

sure you have the right expectations for it. 
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