  DEMONS LIVE IN CLOSETS
BY RICHARD J. LESTER

AS A YOUNG BOY, WE LIVED IN A SMALL TOWN, IN MINNESOTA, IT WAS VERY RURAL.
NEWS OF THE SECOND WORLD WAR, WAS ON THE RADIO.  MY GRANDPA WOULD SIT HUNCHED OVER LISTENING TO EVERY WORD.  WHEN THE PROGRAM ENDED, HE WOULD SAY TO ME "COME ON SON, WE GOTTA SCEDATTLE DOWN THE HANSEN'S HARDWARE'  THAT IS WHERE ALL OF THE OLD RETIRED FARMERS WOULD CONGREATE EVERY DAY TO DISCUSS THE TIMES.
ON THIS PARTICULAR I TOLD HIM THAT I WANTED TO STAY HOME, AND HE AGREED.
MY GRANDPARETS HOUSE WAS MODEST, NO ELECTRICITY, RUNNING WATER, AN OUTDOOR TOILET SERVED THE ENTIRE FAMILY.  THINGS WERE DIFFICULT, EVERYTHING WAS EITHER IN SHORT SUPPLY, OR RATIONED.  THE WAR EFFORT TOOK MOST OF NECESSARY FOOD TO FEED THE MILITARY, "AND RIGHTLY SO" THE TOWNS PEOPLE WOULD BE THE FIRST TO POINT OUT.  THE HOME WAS TWO BEDROOMS, BOTH ON THE SECOND FLOOR.  IN WINTER I WOULD GO UP STAIRS AND SIT OVER  THE HEAT REGISTER THAT WAS SITUATED DIRECTLY OVER THE POT BELLY STOVE BELOW. WHICH INCEDENTLY WAS THE ONLY SOURCE FOR HEATING THE WHOLD DANGED HOUSE.
ON THIS PARTICULAR DAY, I WOULD EXPERIENCE SOMETHING THAT HAVE NOT ONLY AN IMPACT ON MY LIFE, BUT WOULD PUT THE FEAR OF THE DEVIL IN ME, AND LIVED WITH THAT FEAR UNTIL I WAS IN MY MID FORTIES.
JUST OFF OF THE BEDROOM THAT MY BROTHER AND GRANDMOTHER SHARED WAS A LARGE WALK IN CLOSET.  FOR SOME UNKNOWN REASON THAT CLOSET HAD ALWAYS BROUGHT FEAR TO ME.  BUT, I DECIDED TO GO INTO THAT CLOSET, IT HAD WINDOWS THAT OVERLOOKED THE STREET AND FROM THAT VANTAGE POINT I COULD SEE THE STREET AND COULD WATCH MY GRANDFATHER AS HE TROTTED DOWN TO HANSEN'S HARDWARE TO SHARE HIS STORIES WITH HIS FRIENDS.  I WAS SO ENGROSSED IN WATCHING HIM I DID NOT SEE THE STRANGER THAT SEEMED TO APPEAR OUT OF NOWHERE, HE WAS A DEVIL OF THAT I AM SURE.  HE HAD ONLY ONE THING TO SAY TO ME, WHICH WAS, "YOU'RE MINE,"  I PUSHED BACK AGAINST THE CLOTHING HANGING ALONG THE WALL, I WAS SHAKING, FEAR RACED THROUGH ME.  I WAS 6 YEARS OLD AT THE TIME.  THE DEVIL BEGAN TO LAUGH, A HORRIBLE LAUGH, "YOU WILL ALWAYS BE MINE"  THEN HE VANISHED, AS QUICKLY AS HE HAD APPEARED.  I REMEMBER EVERYTHING ABOUT HIM, HOW HE LOOKED, HOW HE WAS DRESSED, BUT HE HAD MADE AN ENDELABLE IMAGE ON ME AND IT LASTED AS I SAID UNTIL I WAS IN MY FORTIES/
I WAS TRUELY AFRAID TO PASS WHERE HE HAD STOOD, BUT I HAD TO GET OUT OF THAT CLOSET, EVEN IT MEANT I HAD TO PASS WHERE HE HAD STOOD.  THERE WAS A FOUL ODOR, A SMELL THAT I RECALL EVEN TO THIS DAY.
I RAN DOWN THE STAIRS AND OUT THE KITCHEN DOOR, MY MOTHER AND MY AUNT WAS COMING DOWN THE PATH FROM THE OUTHOUSE, THEY HAD BEEN SMOKING A CIGARETTE, SOMETHINGTHAT MY GRANDMOTHER FROWNED UPON.
"MOM, MOM, MOM," I SCREAMED AS I APPROACHED,
"WHAT IS IT?  SHE QUESTIONED AS SHE PULLED ME INTO HER ARMS.
"IT'S THE DEVIL MAMA, HE IS GOING TO GET ME, HE WAS IN GRANDMA'S CLOSET AND HE TOLD ME THAT I WAS HIS"
"THAT'S NONSENCE, YOU WERE DREAMING DICKIE"
"No, MAMA, I WASN'T DREAMING, I WAS AWAKE AND HE CAME INTO THE CLOSET, TO GET ME".
OH! HOW I CRIED, I COULDN'T SLEEP ALONE, I HAD TO SLEEP WITH MY GRANDPA, AND I NEVER WENT INTO THAT CLOSET AGAIN, AND I NEVER FORGOT WHAT HE HAD SAID.
IN LATER YEARS, I HAD GONE TO A DIFFICULT TIME, AND PRAYED TO GOD THAT HE WOULD BRING A GOOD WOMAN INTO MY LIFE, AND HE DID JUST THAT, HE GAVE ME AN ANGEL.  WE ARE MARRIED NOW FOR 32 YEARS.  BUT, I  ALWAYS HAD THE PROMISE OF SATAN HANGING OVER MY LIFE.  AT LEAST UNTIL ONE DAY I DECIDED TO SHARE THIS STORY WITH HER, SHE WAS A GOOD CHRISTIAN WOMAN, AND LISTENED AS I RECALLED THE DEVIL STORY WITHOUT REPLYING, THEN SHE EXPLAINED TO ME THAT SATAIN IS A LIAR, AND ONLY GOD CAN CALL OUT TO ME.  WELL, HE DID JUST THAT, I BECAME A CATHOLIC AND  TRY NEVER TO MISS A MASS.  A NEW BORN FREEDON RACED THROUGH ME THE DAY I SHARED MY STORY WITH HER AND THAT FREEDOM HAS SET ME FREE.

