
A little boy walks through the old oaken door and shuts it behind 

him, struggling against the weight. Looking back to the closed portal, 

he notices deep burned gouges; groups of four running parallel to each 

other everywhere on the door. Brown splotches and pieces of what 

look like pieces of fi ngernails litter the door and offset the trenches of 

seeming despair etched with pain and fear. A shiver courses through 

his body and then it is gone. 

The door disappears right before his eyes: slowly, taunting, gone. The 

little boy thinks nothing of it, the cryptic door already forgotten.

The environment is dark, black and gray, leering. Twinkles of light glisten off of 

shiny objects that are just out of sight. A path is laid out before the boy, a road 

made of padded walls, torn and old. Hands reach out, grabbing for living f lesh, 

the little boys clothes are torn, needle thin lines of blood appear across his 

body, head to toe. He starts to cry, salty innocence mixing with crimson torture. 

The little boy starts running, a shoe falls off and he stubs his toe on the uneven 

padding, and he falls. Stunned, he props himself up uneasily on his elbows and 

looks around.

...Dystopiation......Dystopiation...
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A WOMAN APPEARS, SKIN
NY AND EMACIA

TED, SHE HAS “M
OMMY” 

CARVED INTO HE
R SAGGING ABDOM

EN AND STITCHES
 CLOSING HER 

MOUTH. SHE STAG
GERS STATICALLY 

OVER AND TOUC
HES THE LITTLE 

BOY’S FOREHEAD 
AND HE SCREAM

S. WORDS AND F
EELINGS OF HATE

, 

ANGER, AND PAIN
 EXPLODE IN H

IS MIND- -- YOUR F
AULT! -- 

I HATE YOU! -- HAVING YOU WA
S 

THE WORST THIN
G I COULD 

HAVE POSSIBLY D
ONE! -- I AM 

ASHAMED OF YO
U, GET 

OUT OF MY SIGH
T! 

. . . YOU ARE NOTH
ING TO ME . . 

. .     

THE LITTLE BOY’S MIND STARTS REELING, AS UNKNOWN HORRORS 

PLAY THROUGH HIS MIND, CAREENING INTO REALITY. RABID DOGS 

APPEAR FROM THE DARKNESS AND START TEARING AT HIS LEGS. 

A DRUNKEN MAN WITH THE WORD “DADDY” 

CARVED CHILDLIKE ACROSS THE MAN’S CHEST, 

BLOOD SMEARED AND DRIED AND OOZING 

VODKA. HIS WIFE BEATER AND SLACKS CAKED 

WITH MUD, BLOOD, AND URINE. THE DRUNKEN 

BASTARD CHARGES THE PATHETIC LITTLE BOY AND 

BARRAGES HIM WITH FISTS LIKE BOULDERS. 
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The racking of the poor
 little boy

’s body
 surges 

tenfold u
nder his sob

s. 

Children without faces surround him from the darkness. Some are carrying toys: Barbies with no heads, trucks rusted through, 
and stuffed animals torn apart. Some 

are simply carrying 
trash: pieces of wood, 
shards of metal. the 

little boy curls into 
the fetal position as 
the faceless children do their worst, urinating on him, defecating on him, 

beating him, cutting him, crushing him, laughing... at him. 

The lau
ghing

 hurts
 him wors

t. Eve
rythin

g the
 little

 boy 
has e

ver he
ld dea

r, 

everyt
hing 

sacred
, ever

ything
 he e

ver ca
red ab

out is
 show

n to h
im and 

then 

destro
yed, d

isappe
ared. 

His bo
dy is 

broken
 as is

 his m
ind. T

he lit
tle bo

y trie
s to 

block 
the to

rrent 
of pai

n, hol
ding h

is fra
il littl

e arm
s up 

over h
is fac

e alre
ady 

smeared 
with t

ears a
nd blo

od an
d wel

ts. 
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He sq
uirms aw

ay fin
ally

 and ge
ts ba

ck 

on his
 fee

t, in
ner will 

overtaking the 

stabbi
ng of

 pai
n cou

rsing throug
hou

t 

his 
entire bo

dy. He ho
bble

s ba
ck the 

way he 
cam

e to the p
lace

 wher
e the 

door
 was. A

 primal s
cream

 of 
den

ial 

e r u p t s
 from his

 throat
 and 

the d
oor

 materiali
zes

in front of 
him

.

He tugs on the pristine 
beautifully worked oaken door but it 
seems to be locked. His eyes open w ide in horror as he looked over his 

shoulder at the mob of violence rolling 
toward him like a cloud of smoke. He 

starts clawing at the door, breaking 
fi ngernails off in the grain of the wood. 
Blood smears the face and gouges of 

the wood. Realization plays across his 
face as it dawns on him that he is trapped... Forever... Doomed to this chaotic exhistance.
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This is my excruciating 
pain... 

This is my endless 
torment... 

This is my twisted 
mind...

This is my personal hel l .
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