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NIGHTMARES

So I’d like to present myself to those 

who don’t know me yet… I mean…

My name’s Drimillo, I’m the nephew 

of a certain Drimillo von Nightmare, 

who I inherit this RIDICULOUS name 

from. What else… well, I’m a shy guy 

and a little clumsy. I could probably 

define myself with INITIALS of the type 

KSAWW, which stands for a:

KLUTSY
SLOPPY 
AIR-HEADED 
WUSSY 
WIMP



Speaking of wussy wimps, have you 

ever remembered your 

NIGHTMARES?

I ask because I’ve found out that 

there’s no limit to imagining places 

or horrendously monstrous creatures. 

It was precisely with one of these 

things that I had my second 

incredible adventure!
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AN IMPOSSIBLE GOAL

I found myself in the backroom of my 

uncle Phillip’s MODEL-MAKING STORE 

where I work.

Indeed he was convinced that by 

mastering the art of building 

delicate and complicated toy 

models I would become 

less CLUMSY with 

my hands.



So that’s why he made me build a 

573-piece pirate ship with the utmost 

patience!

It’s not a small figure considering 

I’d barely put together 8 pieces! 

565 remained! I hadn’t made great 

progress at the time. Big bits, small 

bits, various other fragments and tiny 

screws continued to fall from my 

hands. It was pointless; having jelly 

hands must have been unavoidably 

GENETIC!



Bearing in mind that, for every piece 

that I stuck in three broke off, I would 

have spent ninety years finishing off 

that galleon! 

- Where have you got to? - 

asked uncle Phillip.

- More or less the beginning. -

- Still?! - 

- It’s not my thing! -  

- Hold on a minute…what is your 

thing? -

- Many things that I can’t think of 

at this point in time! -

These are the types of unexpected 

and provocative questions that you 

don’t expect, and you can never 

give a right answer to.

“What was my thing?” 

Deserved some THINKING OVE
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I imagined myself stretched out on a 

beautiful beach or having a nice 

long dip in the sea. 

That’s what I liked to do!

It certainly wasn’t what my uncle 

expected!

- Anyway take your time - and added 

later: - There’s no rush. There are no 

packs to deliver today. -

I was really relieved, given what 

happened to me on the last delivery 

when I stumbled upon a gigantic 

ravenous CARNIVOROUS PLANT.
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A HOLIDAY IN THE 
WORKS

After a few hours of HARD work and 

a little while before the 30 pieces 

that I had put together “exploded” 

in my hands, my uncle came in to 

give me some good news:

- Next week we’ll be closing the 

shop for twenty-odd days for 

ALTERATIONS! -

It was strange my uncle wanted to re-

novate something given his lack of 

imagination. He didn’t even vary the 

things he ate: matured cheese pizza! 

I know because every time he invites 

me over, that rubbish’s always there!
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- What are you altering? - I asked.

- I want to give a wipe here and there 

and change the color of the walls. -

For all intents and purposes the 

COBWEBS that hung from the ceiling 

would make even the most eerie of 

castles jealous and the greenish 

color of the walls reminded me of a 

MOSSY CRIPT!

- Sounds like a good idea! - 

I responded.

- What will you do with all this free 

time? - he asked me inquisitively.

- Maybe I’ll treat myself to a VACATION 

- I responded, reminding myself about 

the last one SIX years ago!

- Good idea! Where would you 

like to go? -

- To the sea for sure! -
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- Why don’t you stay with 

Sleepius on that island...

Gogo…what’s it called 

again? -

- GOGONUTS - I reminded 

him. Sleepius, that nutty 

scientist that I’m related to, 

lives in complete solitude 

on that island out in the 

middle of nowhere.

His first kooky invention 

dated back to when he 

was 15 years old when 

he conceived the SWEET 
DREAM HEADPHONES
idea, which unfortuna-

tely proved not to be a very

efficient safeguard against 

NIGHTMARES!



But my uncle’s idea wasn’t all that 

bad. In fact it was the perfect 

opportunity to go see Sleepius and 

spend a little bit of time with him, 

given his numerous invites.

- Hi Sleepius - I called him.

- Drimillo! How’s it going…some 

other NIGHTMARE IN THE WAY? -

- None luckily! I’m calling because 

I wanted to come see you on the 

island in a week’s time. -

- Holy coconuts! I’m leaving! - 

he exclaimed.

- Where are you going? -

- To CROOKED FEATHER Mountain. -

- Never heard of it. Where is it? -
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- In the Americas. It’s an old name 

that some Indian tribes gave to a 

SACRED mountain. -

- What are you going to do there? -

- I’m going to get myself some 

eagle GUANO. -

- Guano…what?! -

- Guano...bird poop! I thought you 

knew! -

- If you need that stuff then you can also 

find it here, even under my shoes! -

- It’s not the same. The stuff down there 

has some extraordinary POWERS! 

I need it for my scientific studies. -
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It was obviously useless to go into 

depth about a thing as clear to a 

“loony” scientist like Sleepius, 

as ABSURD for a normal person!

- It’s a shame Sleepius, I would’ve 

liked to come see you on Gogonuts. 

Maybe some other time. -

- Sure! I’d advise you anyway to spend 

some time at the beach! If you ever 

need me I can always be reached. 

HAVE A NICE VACATION! - 

And on that we said goodbye and 

I began to think about another 

destination…



THE GROUP

The thought of having a holiday all 

on my own got me down. 

So I made a “ROUND OF PHONE 
CALLS” to find out who was available 

to come along with me to an EXOTIC 

place.

My sister AGATHA was enthusiastic. 

She contacted Mrs. Beatrice to let her 

know that for twenty- odd days she 

would have to find another 

BABY SITTER for her daughter, 

little Domitilla.

BACCHUS, my old school buddy 

agreed just to be with my sister.
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He made up the excuse that he had a 

distant relative’s funeral in LAPLAND 

to give to the FROZEN FOOD store 

where he worked.

Even Albert Chickens decided to 

come. Everyone knew him by the 

nickname ALBIE PORKCHOPS because 

he gobbled up everything! He gave 

a hand at this father’s patisserie…

or even, gave a mouth seeing that he 

would wolf down half of the cakes! 

THE GROUP HAD BEEN 
FORMED.
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What does it mean to find a GOAL that 

suits everyone? It almost always me-

ans that everyone thinks of a 

DIFFERENT one! At least we were all in 

agreement about going to an island!

The end result was that we each 

suggested four islands at the opposite 

ends of the globe! Fortunately the 

choice was limited to Earth and not to 

the ENTIRE GALAXY!

It would have taken weeks to decide 

upon the destination! After 4 hours of 

discussion without coming to 

agreement, Bacchus proposed to 

leave the decision to the only girl 

in the group: AGHATA. 
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She chose an island that had the 

form of a HAT, also known as 

HEADSCRATCHER and found in the 

Indian Ocean. 

We booked the only village on the 

island sending an EMAIL to a 

so-called NOGGINS CURLY HAIR.
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The long-awaited day of departure 

arrived. Uncle Phillip accompanied us 

all to the airport in his extremely un-

comfortable delivery van. The 

seats were like leather coated wooden 

planks and after 10 minutes of 

travelling we couldn’t feel our 

backsides anymore! 

We needed 

to go through the 

trunk to get in and 

out because for some odd 

reason Uncle had sealed 

the doors. 

We couldn’t cope 

being in there much 

longer when we finally 

arrived.



Armed with baggage and dreams, 

and already looking forward to sunny 

beaches and exotic DISHES, we 

embarked upon the airplane towards 

our DESTINATION.
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WHERE’S THE ISLAND?

After an interminable flight filled with 

people packed in like SARDINES with 

shrieking babies and the odor of 

sweat, we took a much shorter, 

though decidedly more AEROBATIC 

journey on one of those little TEN-

seater planes to reach the little island.

On that small aircraft, shaken about 

by brusque gusts of wind and 

deafened by the “TROMBONOUS” 

engine noise that left behind a long 

trail of brown smoke, we felt like 

little flies trapped 

in the wake of BUFFALO WIND.
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Needless to say Albie gobbled up all 

the supplies that had been brought for 

the first week to deal with the stress of 

the tumultuous flight:

chocolate bars, rice crispy bars, 

peanuts, spicy potato chips, 

                           shortbred,                 

                            toasted pistachios,      

                                 pizza flavored  

                             crackers, candied  

                                         figs, mini  

                                      salami and  

                                          baked 

                                            beans.

                                                                  



At a certain point something caught 

our pilot’s attention. The island was 

no longer in the place indicated on 

the map and the radar for our arrival!

The astonished pilot flew several times 

over the area, as if HEADSCRATCHER 

would reappear from one moment to 

another, and then went off turning 

towards the east.
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- Let’s try to change our position - 

he said.

- To where? - we asked.

- I don’t know, I’d like to know what 

happened to that island! - 

After an hour’s flying he saw it.

- There it is! -

- How do you know if it’s that one? -

- I can recognize it from the HAT-like 

shape. -
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