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Nightmares are scary, unusual, surreal dreams that leave 
an impression. The content of this book visualizes a series 
of nightmares by using text and illustrations from people 
who have shared their stories, interpretations and drawings. 
To get the full experience with audio go to the Instagram 
account:

@NIGHTMARESTORIES_PROJECT
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I  
had a nightmare where my brother, parents and my 
grandparents came to visit. We stayed in a hotel for the 
occasion, and I shared a room with my brother. During 

the night I remember seeing my brother getting up from his 
bed and walking towards the window. While he was standing 
by the window, an unknown and strange man came into the 
room and laid down in my brother’s bed. I was scared of this 
man, completely convinced that he was actually lying there. 
Through the fear I went over to the bed and lifted the duvet 
to check who was lying there. At this point I can remember 
seeing my brother standing by the window, but of course 
there was no stranger in the bed, it was my brother who had 
not moved at all. It was so scary to think that there might 
have been an unknown man almost lying next to me.
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TALL UNRECOGNIZABLE FIGURE
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I 
had this dream about 3 years ago, but I still feel unpleasant 
when thinking about it. It was not a dream full of mon-
sters and ghosts, but rather a dream that was very close to 

reality, which is probably why it sits so well in my mind. It 
wasn’t very long either, but it was more than enough. What 
I remember from this dream is going into a nursing home. 
I’m not quite sure why I am there, but I walk through the 
hallways and look around. It is a very ordinary nursing  
home, but I know that I have no desire to be there longer 
than necessary. Eventually, I enter an open space, where it is 
a little brighter than in the hallways I just walked through.  
Out of a door came two nurses, and between them they 
support an abnormally tall and thin figure. The figure is 
hunched, grey in the skin, and has large and dark, almost 
black rings around his limp eyes. He wears a typical hospital 
shirt that only reinforces the helpless impression I already 
had. The nurses lead the figure towards me, and with one 
shock I realize that I know this thing. It’s my dad. The kind 
and good father of 1.72 centimes tall, I know so well, has  
become an unrecognizable 2-meter-tall creature. I can’t de-
scribe in words the unpleasant feeling this figure gave me.  
I couldn’t recognize him, and the worst thing about it was 
that he didn’t recognize me either. The nurses tell me that 
my father has become dement, and that he is therefore 
unable to remember who I am. No matter how desperate I 
try to make him realize it, his dull eyes are only proof that 
I could be anyone. It was like being hit hard in the face. It’s 
the last thing I remember before waking up, but the same 
desperate feeling was constantly in my chest for several days 
afterwards. It constantly reappears and makes me sick. The 
scariest thing about this nightmare, is that one day this could 
become true, and for many, it is the reality of every single day.
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MULTIPLE DOORS
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I run into a corridor with 
multiple doors, 
while I’m being  
followed by a black 
shadow. After  
a while, I decide 
to try to escape 
through one of the 
doors. The room  
I enter is small and 

completely dark, 
with no way out 
other than where  
I entered. Then  
the dark shadow  
suddenly stands 
in front of me and 
I wake up. I have 
dreamt this dream 
many times over the years.
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PARADISE HOTEL FROM HELL
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dreamt I joined the famous show paradise hotel 2020.  
I was told that the show had dropped in view numbers, 
so this year they were going to do something totally new. 

Once we came to the beautiful hotel in Mexico, the first 
thing we had to do was to tie a blindfolder around our eyes. 
When Triana told us to take them off, we were shocked to 
find out that we were somewhere deep inside the forest in 
front of a huge, rusty, old gate. Triana told us that in this 
new twist on PH, we had to live and survive like they did on 
farms a long time ago. We went inside, and the first thing we 
saw was this cave. We took a closer look with our flashlights, 
and out came thousands of bugs and parasites. Many of us 
got away, but two of our crew members were taken. Everyone 
freaked out, and we ran inside this huge stone building. An 
old lady stood in front of the fireplace and turned around. 
“As long as you are under my roof you will do as I say”, she 
said. One girl freaked out and tried to escape. She only got 
outside the gate before she was eaten by a sheep. So, we did 
what the old lady told us to. We all had different chores, I 
myself was chopping wood. Days went by, everyone got sick 
and the film crew had to work too. One day I felt so bad that 
I fainted. I was punished with the chore of gathering food.  
I had to go outside the gates to find food and I picked up 
some berries. Suddenly I heard something from the bushes.  
It was the two guys from the crew that had been taken! I was 
so happy to see them until they turned around, I realised  
that their faces were nothing like humans. I ran as fast as  
I could back to the farm with these things running after me. 
Lucky for me I outran them. I asked the old lady of what was 
going on. She told me that she grew up in a foster home, and 
the only thing she ever owned was the mattress in her bed. 
She always kept that. But once she owned her own land, she 
decided to wash it. Once she opened the mattress thousands 
of bugs and parasites came out and took every animal she 
had on the farm. The animals started eating each other and 
escaped from the farm. I was told that we could never leave 
this farm without getting eaten by farm animals or humans.
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I remember a dream that I 
used to have often 
as a child. I dreamt 
that I was falling 
from the sky, and it
felt so real because 
it felt like my balls 
were tickling, like 
when you take  
a roller coast. The 
closer I came to the 
ground the more I 

tighten my muscles. 
As I thought it was 
over, I started fall-
ing from the same 
height again, reliv-
ing the fall over and 
over, and tightening 
my muscles over 
and over, to the 
point where I woke 
up sweaty and with 
a fear of ever falling  asleep again.
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THE BOAT
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BIG FINANCIAL LOSS
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I 
dreamed I was buying an apartment. When I arrived at  
the apartment it was full of people who came with the  
purchased of the place and refused to move. For some 

reason they had the right to stay. For example, there was 
a Swedish single mom with a young son living under the 
staircase leading down to the lower floor. There were hipp-
ies there and people who seemed to belong to the nightlife 
industry. In the living room there was a giant black hole that 
was covered by a large carpet, but on the edges of the carpet 
you could see the hole. If you fell thought, you would fall 
down to the lower floor. On the balcony there was a large hot 
tub, but the balcony floor was so slanted that the water in the 
bath ran out, and you could easily slip off the balcony. It also 
reeked of a weird smell that simmered thought the whole 
apartment. The estate agent neglected everything. I had 
already bought the place before seeing it and regretted the 
decision so intensely. 
-
My dream interpretation of this nightmare is a combina-
tion of when my mother bought a house where everything 
was wrong and the sellers insurance company trivialized 
everything, and my father’s big financial loss over a number 
of years where I now also lost big money on this purchase  
and where the total of it is a nightmare.
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I am waking up in bed. 
At the other end of 
the room stands a 
small human with 
long dark hair, 
staring at me with 
deadly eyes from 
behind its hair. I’m 
geting scared. Then 
I suddenly wake 
up again, but this 
time it feels like it 
is standing next to 
the bed. Then I get 

terrified. It shud-
ders throughout my 
whole body. I realize 
I’m dreaming, so I 
start screaming to 
wake up (because I 
know it has worked  
before). Finally I 
wake up, hiding 
under my duvet. 
When I pull the  
duvet away, I see  
its face. Then  
it totally clicks for me.
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was at my old house, standing in the garden, right by a 
 path leading to a place called Else. Behind the bushes, 
towards the field, was a dark figure. I do not know what it 

was, but the figure looked right at me. I ran towards the front 
door, with the figure following right behind. I got inside, 
closed the door and tried to lock it, but it wouldn’t lock. My 
hands felt like jelly and it was impossible to hold the lock. 
Thought the small glass window in the door I glimpsed the 
dark shadow outside. My hands still felt like jelly, so I tried 
to hold the door handle with my elbow. The door handle 
shook, and I heard a hissing sound. It was so loud and sharp 
that I had to let go so I could cover my ears. I hid among my 
jackets, trying to make myself as invisible as possible. The 
door burst open, and in came the figure. I closed my eyes and 
kept my mouth shut. The figure whispered something. The 
voice was sweet, reminiscent of a children’s voice. I pressed 
my back as hard as I could against the wall, but suddenly I 
fell backwards. I landed on something that felt like grass. It 
was soft and wet, and suddenly I out in the garden again. I 
looked towards the old house, and inn thought the windows. 
The figure was there. It had caught my eye. Staring right at 
me as before, this time with a big disgusting smile. I wanted 
to get up and run, but my body stiffened. I could not move 
anything but my neck. The figure slowly walked towards the 
front door. It reminded me of some kind of werewolf, moving 
as a human. I stared, followed it with my eyes... Out on the 
porch, down the stairs, and then toward me. Still with a big 
grin on its mouth. When it got so close that I could hear its 
breath, I managed to move my left arm. I was about to hit 
the creature, but when I raised my arm my hand was left in 
the grass. There was only one bloody knuckle left. The same 
happened to my left leg, then my right arm and finally my 
right leg. Now I could move whole body, but both hands and 
feet were left in the grass. I tried to get up, but it was impossi-
ble to stand without feet. The figure was standing there, just 
watching me. Suddenly it began to laugh. Higher and higher, 
with the voice of a little girl. Then I woke up.
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In this nightmare I wake up in 
bed, and everything 
seems normal. Sud-
denly the walls start 
to look weird. They 
are covered in dots, 
but I quickly real-
ize that they are 
not dots, but spikes 
sticking out of the 
walls. Thinking I 
must get out of the 
house, the only way 

out is blocked by 
spikes from all sides. 
I finally manage to 
get to the fridge, 
getting inside and 
thinks it’s safe. All 
of a sudden, it feels 
like it’s starting to 
sting all over my 
body, because the 
spikes are slowly 
going through the 
fridge walls. Then I wake up.

Nightm
are Story   XIX.



61
.



ELECTRIC ABOMINATION

63
.

Nightm
are Story   XX.

62
.



TENTACLES

64
.

I 
have struggled with sleep paralysis, where I wake up in  
the middle of a dream and can’t move my body. It was  
particularly bad in 2014. The scariest dream I had was 

where huge purple tentacles came in through the window  
of my apartment. I could see them so clearly, and it felt 
like they were actually in the room, while I couldn’t do  
anything to stop them. Eventually I woke up properly  
and crawled over to the window, opened the curtain  
and check if the nasty tentacles were there.
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I 
grew up in a house overlooking a football field. I was told 
our neighbourhood was built like an auditorium, the field 
was the stage and houses the audience seats. Whenever 

there was a football match, we could hear every kick and 
every cry. The games where eventually moved to another  
location, and the field was abandoned and overgrew. How- 
ever, the memory of the sounds has always stuck with me. 

In the beginning of the covid-19 pandemic, I found myself 
in Oslo, a much larger town. I was feeling anxious, as where 
everyone else. As a tool I tried blocking out the news all day, 
only resulting in me deep diving into every news story right 
before bedtime. Snapchat, Facebook and any newspaper I 
could find. In my hometown, eight people had tested positive 
for the virus. Eight out of ten thousand, and at the time it 
was way worse than most places in the country. That really 
hit home (pun intended). The following Tuesday night, I fell 
asleep hoping for a less depressing tomorrow. 
-
Amid our new rules and norms of social isolation, people sick 
of the quarantine had decided to start a new hobby. From 
the living room I could hear loud growling noises. I went to 
the terrace and could see hundreds of people gathered on 
the abandoned football-field. They were playing a game, an 
American football game. Hundreds of people, packed togeth-
er, running towards each other with no protective gear. Like 
a pack of energized zombies, crawling on top of each other to 
fetch the ball. Smearing their sweaty bodies all over everyone 
surrounding them. Yelling, spitting into each other’s mouths. 

I was so incredibly furious. I hadn’t been this engaged over 
anything my entire life. It was then I noticed. I was in the 
messenger group chat with the all the people. I was among 
the ones invited to participate in the game. There was only 
one thing to do. There was only one way to stop this mad-
ness. I had to write a response.

Nightm
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71
.

71
.

Nightm
are Story   XXIII.

Only my phone didn’t work properly, the app kept closing. 
For some reason I could only write with one hand, and the 
phone was so big, it was impossible to reach all the letters 
on the keyboard. I tried stretching as far as I could, but it 
became increasingly painful. My hand started giving in, the 
tendons stopped responding to my commands. I switched to 
my Mac, but no matter which key I pressed, the wrong letters 
turned up on the screen. I tried formulating what I should 
write in my mind, but I kept forgetting the beginning of my 
sentences before reaching the ends. How could I convince 
these people that what they were doing would harm us all?  
It was all up to me! I could hear every kick. I had to make 
them stop! I could hear every cry. I had to do something!

Half asleep Wednesday morning 
I laid mouthing to myself;

The virus is spreading through drops in the.. 
spreads if your sweat..

Same time they have to decide who should be saved in..

over sixty won’t have respirators, only assisted to die.. 

with as little pain as..
The virus spreads through..

...
Flatten the curve!

need to flatten the curve..
Flatten the curve!
Flatten the curve!
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There was this dream years ago, 
when I was living 
in Dyserth (town 
in Wales). The wa-
ter towers flooded 
and the water ran 
extremely fast. We 
had to leave home 
in a hurry. The car 
was packed full and 

ready to leave, but 
my mother was still 
in the house, be-
cause she wanted 
to finish dusting! 
All I could see in 
my dream was the 
bright yellow dust-
er. It was so strange. 
I have never forgotten this dream!
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to find treasure. Lit-
tle did I know that 
a pack of hungry 
wolves would run 
towards me and at-
tack. It was so scary. 
I tried to beat them 
off, but I couldn’t 
move. It was most 
likely because I was 
just asleep in bed. So 
I tried to bark back at 
the wolves, to show 
how scary I could be, 

while standing com-
pletely still. It turned 
out that when I was 
growling and bark-
ing, my body was 
twisting and turning 
in bed. When I sud-
denly woke up, my 
boyfriend looked  
at me asking why  
I was barking. I re-
plied that I had a 
nightmare about the 
wolves attacking me. 
Then I fell asleep again.
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ROTTEN, SLOW, DEAD
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A list of people who contributed to this book with 
drawings, illustrations, paintings and photographs. 
The nightmare stories in themselves are anonymous.
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