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The Monster in the Basement

For this column I have decided to depart from my former style of attempting to show you 
the history of the Horrock's farm (Four Lakes) through journals, pictures and stories of 
those who created its past, and try to paint for you a word picture through my eyes. 

The farmhouse (located primarily where Glen and Donna Jackson's house now sits) was 
built in the early 1900's and gave warmth and shelter to family members for many years. 
The years I shared its history were from 1950 through its demise under the developer's 
wrecking ball in 1969.

One memory looms particularly strong and clear in my mind. I was a young wife and 
mother the winter my father-in-law contracted pneumonia and had to take to his bed.

The herd of dairy cows demanded their biological clocks be kept on schedule with a 
milking, preferably around 5:30 a.m., and unreasonable as it may seem, once again at 5:30
p.m. This schedule made leaving our cozy little garage apartment temporarily, and 
moving into the farmhouse with Dave's folks, the most sensible solution. Our day began 
around 5 a.m. There was a definite chill in the air, and I swear, particles of ice under our 
feet as they hit the frigid, cabbage rose designed linoleum in the upstairs bedroom, where
it seemed no heat ever wended its way up the stairwell from the METAL MONSTER in the 
deep cavity below the house.

Nowadays, we speak of daylight basements, or the downstairs rec-room, or the family 
room adjoining the car port. What I speak of was none of these!

To reach the lair of the MONSTER, one walked out the back door to the porch, descended 
to ground level and then down three damp, ivy flanked, moss covered steps, pushed open
a heavy, squeaky, hinged, wooden door, the outside light lending the spider webs and 
their captured victims a spectral quality and a sense of what was yet to come.

In times past, I had rather enjoyed this spooky region, having always had the company of 
my husband or father-in-law, when there was reason to descend to its dank and dark 
environs. But this was different!

Following the morning routine, which included the milking, cleaning the barn (which was 
located where Bender's house now stands), and preparing the milk for the creamery truck 
pick up, Dave would clean up, grab a quick breakfast, and prepare to head out the door in 
the direction of Puget Sound Power and Light. His last chore before barreling down the 
driveway was stoking the METAL MONSTER with armloads of the dry, aged firewood it so 
hungrily demanded and devoured on a regular basis. For a few hours following Dave's 
departure, it was content, but, as afternoon wore on, its voracious appetite, and my sense 
of dread, began to build.



The moment arrived, which I knew could be postponed no longer ---- time to feed the 
MONSTER its midday meal.

 Now, had my mother-in-law, dear soul that she was, had any idea of my unreasonable 
fear of this task, she would have, without a word, accompanied me down into the bowels 
of the house, but, of course, visibly I showed no sign of fear, or even concern. After all, this
was a young woman, who had no fear of staying alone at night, going for long walks after 
dark by herself, and had recently suffered the pangs of childbirth with very little fuss!

And so the time arrived when the afternoon ritual could be postponed no longer. Out onto
the back porch, down the steps, hesitating only briefly before pushing open the cellar 
door, then one deep breath as I waited for my eyes to adjust to the murky darkness. At 
this point, trying to believe that music soothes the savage beast, I would lift my voice in 
song. After all, singing might also banish whatever could be lurking in those darkened 
comers.

Hanging from the cellar beams was one solitary, naked light bulb, swinging to and fro 
from a frayed twisted cord. A dash across the hard packed dirt floor and a quick jerk on 
the chain pull, brought a deep sigh of relief. An abbreviated circle of light partially 
illuminated the frightening shadows beyond the bulb's comfort range.

In the darkness at the very rear of the cellar it loomed --- awaiting its repast. 

Several more steps and I was at its mouth. Beside it was stacked the cords of sacrificial 
firewood. Opening the furnace door I would pitch in several large blocks of wood atop the 
coals. There it was done.

But now came the final and worst part. Ritual demanded that one must turn one's back to 
the MONSTER and whatever lurked behind its girth --- and my imagination assured me 
there was something lurking and watching. Something unseen, but dark and ominous. It 
was as if I could feel its breath on the back of my neck as·I began my outward journey 
back to daylight and safety. A brief hesitation to douse the light, the last few steps taken' 
with a near panicky feeling. Then safe once again --- until tomorrow.

In 1969 I stood beside the burned remnants of the farmhouse. Rather than allow the 
house to be tom down for salvage, the developer had elected to bum it as it stood. I gazed
into the gaping pit that had been the basement. Among the burned beams, charred 
supports and hand rails, as well as the bits of still smoldering gingerbread trim, lay the 
blackened, battered and crushed furnace. The MONSTER was no more. The shadows and 
their contents dispelled forever in the blackened abyss. . My fears had been laid to rest. 
Could it be that I would possibly forevermore miss them?

Ah, but of such tales are Halloween stories made!


