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            Chapter 1
      

         

         Henry elbowed me in the side and gestured with his head. I turned my head halfway and saw an old man. He was sitting on the seat behind me, talking to someone on the other side of the train window. Someone who wasn't there.

         "Damn you … Hell's flames are coming … Round and round … That's it … You just scream … Cry and scream … Then you will learn … Then you will learn, I say."

         His voice rose to a scream, and I jerked in fright as his hooked fingers circled the seat and grabbed my arm.

         "You need to stay home and keep the door locked, boy. Completely locked. It's happening tonight." The old man got up in his seat and leaned over us.

          
      

         His eyes were red, and the corners of his mouth were caked with old drool.

         Henry tried to pry the man's fingers from my arm, but that only made the old man shout even louder. A blob of drool hit Henry's jacket.

         "Is it you I've been looking for? Is it? Let me see your eyes." He pulled me out of my seat and turned me around so my face was too close to his. A putrid smell made nausea rise in my throat.

         "Three pupils … You can always recognise him by the three pupils."

         "Easy now." A man from the seat across the aisle had risen and grabbed the old man's arm. "Sit down and let the boy go, will you?"

         The old man obeyed and returned to his conversation with the window. Occasionally he whistled. I rubbed my shoulder. It hurt where his hooked fingers had bored into my arm.

         Henry tore a page out of an old newspaper and dried his jacket.

         "That creepy weirdo. He's totally off his rocker!"

         "Do you know him?" I moved further forward in the seat.

         "It's the Hook. My grandmother knows him. He worked over at my grandfather's sawmill until one day he banged his head on the saw blade and sawed half his brains out."

         Henry lowered his voice and leaned towards me.

         "The idiot crawled under one of the saws to loosen something that was stuck, and then the saw accidentally started. It ripped right through one of his eyes and on up into his skull. He was dead for ten minutes before they plugged his brain back in and powered it up. Wait till you see him without a hat – the scar looks like a giant hook fishing out one of his eyes. We're getting off next."

         Henry stood up and pulled our bags down from the shelf above the seats.

         The old man pushed his way to the front of the queue in the aisle. He was wearing a black hat, so it was impossible to see the top of his head.
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