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If anyone had ever looked at her mailbox, they would have seen that her name was Holly White, but no one ever did. She was a quiet woman, pretty, in a plan kind of way, slim and dark-haired., the type of person who never made any noise or bothered anyone. Maybe there would be a simple nod or a softly spoken hello as she passed someone on the stairs. Other than that, she was an unnoticed face in the crowd.

Holly lived in an old, rambling, Victorian townhouse in the center of town that had been converted into apartments. The rooms were large and spacious, with high ceilings and large, heavy old sash windows, set into a bay at the front of the room. This made the apartments warm and inviting when the warm summer sun was pouring through them, filling the rooms with light and giving them a comfortable, homely feeling. But the winter was another matter. The cold and chill would creep through those same windows, making the apartments a nightmare to heat. And when winter storms raged outside, the wind would join them and moan through her flat like a thing alive. 

Holly had moved into her apartment about six months ago. All she’d had was a bag full of clothes, a sleeping bag and an old black and white TV that her Grandmother had given her.  The reason was simple and all too common; her husband had beaten Holly and not once or twice. But over ten years. The first time, as always was, an accident. Just something that had happened after her husband, John, had one too many drinks. The next day, after seeing her black eye, he had gone on his knees and begged her to forgive him. She’d loved her husband dearly then, so of course, she forgave him. But, it would not be the last time he hit her; there was another time and another until it became her life’s habit.  But, there was a last time. It had happened just before Christmas, the drink had flowed, and then the fists had followed. Holly had run from their bedroom in a blind panic, her husband close behind, calling her terrible names and accusing her of things she had never done. He had caught her at the top of the stairs. But she slipped and fell badly, knocking herself out. Her husband, panicking himself now, had called an ambulance.

Holly then spent the next two weeks in hospital. Three broken ribs, a cracked wrist, and a bad case of concussion convinced her that maybe next time, she would not be so lucky. A visit to the police and a rushed divorce followed. And five months later, Holly found herself on her own, with little money and an uncertain future. She had stayed at a halfway house for battered women when she left the hospital, and they found her this place. It was not what they called a safe house, but the landlord, an old man named Mr Montibank, was honest and genuine. A man who could be trusted not to ask for his rent in other ways, so she moved in.

The first few weeks had been the hardest, the nights alone and the nightmares. The worry that her husband would find where she had gone and drag her back home. But life has a funny way of carrying on. Soon there came a day when she did not think about the past for a few hours, then when she did not think about it for a whole day.  

Most of her time was spent working. She had a small job in a newsagent's just down the road from her apartment. The pay was not great, but there was enough for her rent and food. She didn’t go out much, just an occasional trip to the cinema. And that was only in the afternoon. She still got scared once night began to fall. Furnishing her flat was her one big worry. Even second-hand things were mostly outside of her budget.  And that’s the way it would have stayed for her if the kitchen tap had not leaked. She tried to fix it herself, but all she did was turn a little drip into a full-blown flood. The water gushed out and sprayed everywhere. Holly, in a panic, dashed out of her apartment and was down the stairs and banging on Mr Montibank's door before she released what she was doing.

“Mr Montibank, please, it’s my tap; there's water everywhere.”

“Ok, Miss White,” the old man had said softly, "calm down, I'll get my tools, and we'll take a look.”

Half an hour later, the tap was fixed, and they were both sitting at Holly's only table drinking tea.

“I don’t mean to be rude or intrude, Miss White," Mr Montibank had said.

“Please call me, Holly,” said Holly, interrupting him.

“Ok, Holly, it is,” Mr Montibank said, trying to keep his train of thought, “but it seems that you don’t have that much furniture.”

“Well, no,” said Holly, looking down at the floor, a little embarrassed "You see, money is a little tight right now. I get what I can when I can, but it takes time.”

Mr Montibank looked at her, a sad expression on his face.

“I wish I could make the rent less, Holly,” he said, “But I can’t.”

Oh, Mr Montibank,” said Holly, embarrassed that this kind, old man, would think that she was asking for a rent reduction. “I would not dream of asking you too. The rent is more than fair.”

“First, the name’s Ron,” said Mr Montibank smiling, “and second, if you like, there’s a lot of stuff down in the cellar that no one uses as long as you leave it in the apartment when you find another place. I don’t see why you can’t use it to furnish this place.”

“Are you serious, Mr Monti, I mean, Ron?” asked Holly, entirely taken by surprise.

“Oh yes," said Ron, offhandedly, “I’m not sure what’s down there, but whatever there is, just help yourself.”

Holly was off her seat and round the table in a flash. She gave him a huge hug and a big wet kiss. It made her laugh to see him blush as much as he did.

“Ok, Holly, please, it’s nothing,” Ron said, laughing, “I have to go now, but if you want, you can pick the cellar key up from me tomorrow, about ten in the morning, ok.”

“Oh yes, that will be just fine,” Holly said, already trying to imagine what kind of furniture she would find in Ron’s cellar.

“Then I’ll see you tomorrow,” said Ron smiling, as he picked up his tools and headed for the door.

Holly could not believe it. She’d been worrying about how to furnish her 

place that it had started to make her ill. Now this funny little man, with his offhand comment, had solved her biggest problem. She felt like laughing; she felt like crying. She did a little of both.

The next morning could not come quick enough for Holly. She was outside Ron’s door as the clock struck on ten. Just before she knocked, the door opened.

“Beat you to it,” Ron said, smiling. "Somehow, I thought you might be here on time.”

“Sorry, I’m just a little excited, that’s all,” said Holly, trying to keep her enthusiasm in check.

“That’s ok, don’t worry about it,” Ron said happily, as he handed her a large brass key, “just take anything you think you'll need.”

“Oh, Ron, this is so good of you; you don't know what this means to me,” she said, kissing him gently on the cheek.

Ron started to blush again.

“Don’t be silly,” he said, “It’s just down there gathering dust. Keep the key as long as you want. Just drop it through my letterbox when you’re finished, ok?”

“Ok, and thanks again.”

With that, she turned towards the cellar door, clutching the key to her chest like it was 

made of gold.

She felt a thrill of excitement as she opened the door to the cellar. 

“What’s going to be down there?” She wondered as she stood at the top of the stairs fumbling for the light switch.

“Will it be any good,” was another thought that flashed across her mind.

Then out loud, she said. "Well, anyway, it’s going to be better than what I’ve got at the moment, which is nothing.”

When she got to the bottom of the stairs, she could not believe the amount of stuff down there. There was more than enough to furnish her apartment, and despite what Ron had said, it was all in very good condition.  

It took her almost two days to get everything she wanted from the cellar. It would have taken a lot less if she had asked for help, but this was something she wanted to do all by herself. All her married life, she’d had to make do with her husband’s choices, and he 

had very poor taste; now that she had the chance to do it all herself, she took it and reveled in it. She spent hours down in the cellar. Making choices that to anyone else would seem mundane and boring. But, to her, they were new and exciting. To take this chair or that vase were decisions that she had never been allowed to make before.

It wasn’t until she was almost finished that she noticed the mirror. It was stuck right in a corner covered by a large piece of canvas. She must have pulled the canvas down somehow when she had been moving things. Even so, she could not think how she could have missed so big a thing. She walked over to it and pulled the canvas off completely. For a moment, all she could do was stand there and gasp; it was so beautiful and very old.

“Oh my,” was all she could manage to say as she stood there in that dimly lit place gazing at the most amazing mirror she had ever seen. 

It stood over four feet high and almost two across, and even though it must have been down in this musty cellar for ages, it did not even need a polish. It was bordered in gold leaf that swirled and flowed into the most exquisite and exciting patterns. This, too, looked like it had been polished yesterday. She fell in love with it on the spot. But how was she going to get it upstairs? It seemed so heavy.

“I guess I could see how heavy it is before I decide what to do,” she said to the empty cellar.

The mirror weighed almost nothing at all; in fact, she put so much effort into lifting it that she nearly knocked it over.

“I don’t believe I can get this up as well," she said, delighted with herself. "This is going to look so good in my living room.”

She covered the mirror up again, tied it with some rope, and in no time at all had it in her front room. That night was the first night she had felt happy in such a long time. The things she had brought from the cellar had made her apartment, at last, into the home she had never had.

But the pride of place was the mirror. She was going to hang it above the fireplace at first. But when she got it unwrapped, she found that it had a little stand at the back. So she stood it in the alcove, just by the fireplace, so that it looked out into the room. It was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen. She was so tired that night that she fell asleep in her new, well, new to her, armchair. 

It was the music that woke her, or more precisely, the music in her dream that woke her. It had been so lovely, a gentle tune that had washed over her. In her dream, she had been dancing, slow and warmly, with a tall, dark stranger. They had not said anything to each other; they hadn’t kissed. They had just danced to the strange, soft music. 

As she sat there, the after sound of the music still in her head, she could not remember the tune, but she could remember the way it made her feel. She felt warm and safe for the first time in, well, the first time since she was married. She looked around at the things she had brought up from the cellar. In the half-light of night, they all looked ghostly and otherworldly. There was the small dining table, the lovely cabinet, the cute little cat statues and of course, the beautiful mirror. 

If possible, it looked even better in this light; the gold frame caught and reflected what little light there was, giving the mirror an unearthly quality. At first, she thought it was an afterimage of her dream, but as she looked into the mirror, she could see the reflection of a man looking at her. She was out of the chair in a moment, looking behind her. Shades of her husband flying through her head. But there was no one there. Then just at the edge of her hearing, she heard a voice.

“Holly,” it whispered, “you dance so well.”

She turned to look at the mirror again just as the figure disappeared.

“Get a grip,” she said aloud, “too much work and too much wishful thinking.”

It was strange though, it had made her jump, but she was not scared now. She felt no great need to turn on the light. But, she did go over and touch the glass of the mirror. It was solid, as she had expected it to be. But it was also warm, and when she took her fingers away, they tingled.

After that first night, nothing much happened, and life went on, much as it does. 

Holly found herself standing in front of the mirror sometimes, thinking about her dream, the music, But, most of all, the man. She could not remember his face but the way she had felt in his arms still made her tingle. It was not until about a month later that she had another dream. Once more, she found herself dancing with her tall, dark stranger and again, the music flowed over them both as they danced. He held her close, and she pressed herself into his chest. He felt so real, and again she felt safe; as they danced, she looked up into his eyes. They were the darkest brown. Eyes that she could have fallen into forever. As she looked into them, he lent down, and as their lips touched, she woke up. This time, she looked straight across at the mirror, and once more, she saw the fading figure. There were no parting words this time. But she could still feel the touch of his lips on hers. Again, she walked over and touched the mirror, and again the glass was warm. 

In the morning, she decided to go and talk to Ron, ask him about the mirror, and see if he knew anything about it. But there was little he could tell her. Yes, he knew the mirror, but it had been down there since he had brought the house as far as he knew. She thanked him and started up the stairs.

“I must say, Holly,” Ron said to her as she climbed the stairs, “you must be stronger than you look; that mirror weighs a ton, that’s why it’s been down there so long.”

Lost in thought, she mumbled a thank you at him and made her way back to her 

apartment. That night, she sat in her armchair, looking at the mirror. The thoughts she was having were simply madness. It had just been a dream, just a dream. But the music had sounded real, his touch had felt so solid, and the kiss, even to think of that, made her tingle still. So she sat, and she watched, and she waited.

The room grew dark around her, and still, she waited as she was starting to think about giving up. Just at the edge of her hearing, she could make out the music. And in the mirror was the figure of her man again; she had started to think of him as her man.

“Who are you?” she asked, standing and walking over to the mirror.

“A dream, that’s all, just a dream,” said the figure, walking closer to his side of the mirror. Holly could see him now. He was a tall man, wide-shouldered, and slim-hipped. His mouth looked like it was on the verge of a smile and his eyes. Once more, Holly was struck by how dark they were. They seemed to sparkle as he looked at her. And she felt her heartbeat a little faster. She had not felt like this since she was a schoolgirl. 

“How could you be just a dream? I’ve danced with you, felt your touch, your lips, I think, I’m falling in love with you,” she said softly as she stepped closer to the mirror.

The man stood for a moment, watching her, then said slowly, “I know, and I'm in love with you. We could be together, you and I, if you wanted, Holly.”

“How, if your only a dream?” she said, her heart beating faster still.

“A dream to you,” he answered, “but, where I am, I’m real, and I could be real to you too.”

“Where are you?” she asked, her voice little more than a whisper.

“The past,” answered the mirror man.” It’s my mirror, and it was my house; I had the mirror placed in the cellar. It was left there waiting, for a dreamer, a lover, a soul mate.”

“But, if I go with you, how will I get back?” she asked, afraid of the answer.

“Would you want to get back?” the stranger asked, his voice as soft as hers, “would you be leaving anything behind that you would miss?”

“No,” was her simple answer.

“Then take my hand.”

Her man’s hand came out of the mirror, and Holly, without a second’s hesitation, took it in her own and stepped through into the waiting arms of her new lover.

It was two days before Ron let himself into Holly’s apartment; there was no one there, no sign of her at all. He called the police and reported her missing, but she was never found. A month later, he decided to put the furniture back down into the cellar. It took three men to lift the mirror, and as they moved it, a faded photo dropped out of the back. It must have been in there for decades, maybe more; it was very faded. Ron picked it up and looked at it closely; it showed two people dancing.  


The End






	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


All in a Boy’s Dream
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I was ten when my father was killed.

They said it was me.

They say I must stay in this white windowless room, with the soft walls.

But they are wrong; I was there.

I saw the teeth and felt the claws.

It's me that has the nightmares and carries the scars that nobody sees. 

It's me that fears the moon.





The End
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The village of Danielsburg was a small place, small but contented. It had a picture postcard beauty, set at the mouth of a long, deep valley. A great pine forest covered most of the valley floor, thick, dark and lush, the trees packed in close and only thinning as they climbed the valley sides.

The village was where lovers went for a romantic break or newlyweds for their honeymoon. It could almost have come straight out of a storybook.

Or at least that was the case until about three months ago, just at the start of spring. Then, the first dead sheep started to turn up; their throats ripped out. At first, it was thought it was stray dogs, but none were ever seen and no matter where traps were set or how cunningly they were hidden, they were always empty the next day. 

Nothing seemed to work; each night, traps were laid, and each morning, another one or two sheep were found dead, and the traps were empty. No one was worried; what are one or two sheep? But when a hiker disappeared in early May, the town council decided they might have a more serious problem than they initially thought. It was not uncommon for people to disappear in the mountains after all accidents happened. People can fall while climbing, or if they are not prepared for the weather, they can be taken Unawares by a sudden storm.

But the man who had disappeared had been coming to Danielsburg for the past fifteen years and knew the forest and mountains very well.

The search and rescue teams looked for the lost hiker for almost a week before the 

search was called off. Even if someone was lost or hurt, the search teams always 

managed to find them; it was a point of pride that they always found the people who got lost. And still, the sheep kept turning up dead. Even when the council hired local layabouts to watch the flocks at night, you know the kind of people, mostly drunks or barroom brawlers. The council knew these men had no hope of catching whoever or whatever was killing the sheep, but they hoped the noise they made all night would scare whoever it was off.

It worked for the first two nights, but the third night was a nightmare. At about three in the morning, four of the five men the council had set to watch the flocks came running into the village square, shouting and screaming at the top of their voices.

The head of the council and local shopkeeper, John Green, came out to meet these four men, his nightshirt flapping in the breeze.

“Hey, hey, what’s all this? What are you men doing back here? You were paid to watch the sheep.”

“You can forget that, John; there is no way we’re going back out tonight or any other night,” said Dave Williams, the leader of the men sent out to watch the sheep and the leading town drunk and troublemaker.

“What’s the matter, Dave? Moon shadows scare you?” said John sarcastically. 

“No, John, not moon shadows; there’s something out there, something very big and very quick.”

“Come on, Dave, are you sure the bottle didn’t get the better of you again?”

“Tell you what,” said Dave, looking up at him. "You can say what you like, call it 

the bottle, call it moon shadows, call me a coward if you like, but I’ll not go out there at 

night again for any money.”

“Nor me,” called a voice from the group.

“Me neither,” said another.

"Now, hang on a minute,” said the mayor, becoming serious. “The council paid you all a lot of money to watch the flocks for two weeks, and you've only been out there three days.”

Dave didn’t reply; he walked up to John and dropped the money he’d been paid 

on the ground at his feet.

The other three men behind him did the same. As they walked off, Dave said over his 

shoulder.

"If you want Carl's share, it's still out there with him; I hope you have better luck than we did finding him.”

John stared at the backs of the four men as they walked off, then down at the gold they had dropped on the floor; it gleamed faintly in the moonlight.

The next day, he went looking for Dave and the rest of his drinking buddies. He found them in the first place he looked, the only pub in the village. The white star was the oldest building in Dainelsburg and one of the few made entirely of stone. It was run by a big, jolly man, Sam Page, but most people called him Barrel.

"Hi, Barrel,” said John, more cheerfully than he felt. "Have you seen Dave and the rest of them today?”

“Have I,” said the innkeeper, nodding to the far side of his bar. "they are over there in the corner. They've been here since I opened and will be here till I throw them out.”

John looked over to where Barrel had pointed. And sure enough, there they were. As he walked over, he couldn’t help wondering what had happened to the fifth man, Carl Browning, another drunk, but to be fair, he never did any harm to anyone, and in John's opinion, Carl was the best of this awful lot.

"OK then, Dave, what happened last night? What scared you so much that you would give up nearly a month’s drinking money? What happened to Carl he’s still not turned up?”

“Go away, John; I don't want to talk about it,” said the group's leader, never looking up from his beer.

“Well, that’s tough, Dave," said the mayor, sitting down, “something scared you last night, scared you bad. I need to know what it was. I need to know if I need to call the police in Graysville.”

Graysville was the largest town in the area and the only one in fifty miles that had a 

permanent police force.


“Look, I’m not sure what we saw,” Dave said, still not looking up.



“Come on.”

John stopped in mid-sentence and looked closely at the men sitting in front of him; he could see that they were still scared; as he looked at them, all the anger went out of him. What was happening wasn't their fault. John turned round and shouted across the pub to Barrel.

"Another round here, Barrel, when you ready.”

"OK, John, right away,” replied the large innkeeper.

After Barrel brought the drinks, John said, “Let's start again; I need to know what happened last night.”

“Alright," said Dave, looking at him for the first time. “But I don’t think you’re going to like it.”

“Try me," answered the major.

The other men at the table fell silent as Dave started to tell their story.

“As you know, the first few nights went off without a hitch. Last night started just the same; we checked the flock every half-hour just like you said and made enough noise so that whoever it was knew someone was about. It must have been about one in the morning when Carl said that he heard something.” 

For a moment, Dave drifted off, his eyes glassy in memory.

“What happened then,” said John, leaning closer.

“That’s just it; I’m not sure. First, Carl shouted about seeing something at the edge of the forest. Then he ran off after whatever he saw; we heard him for about ten minutes.”

“And?” prompted the mayor.

“And nothing,” continued Dave, “he just disappeared, not a sound, not anything. It was like he had never been out there. We went as far into the forest as we could at night, but nothing.”

"OK, that’s Carl,” said the mayor, trying to deal with one problem at a time, “I’ll send search parties out today to look for him, but what scared you?”

“It was the shadows, John, the shadows under the trees,” said Dave, almost to himself.

“Come on,” said the mayor, trying to stifle a laugh.

"I tell you, that's what it was," said Dave, getting angry. "There was something wrong with them; they didn't move right. It was like they were watching us, waiting.”

“You have got to be joking,” said the mayor, unable to hide his disbelief.

Dave jumped up from his chair.

“Am I, John? Do I look like I am? You weren’t there; you don't know. You think you're so tough. You spend a night out by the forest edge, that might change your mind. Who knows, you might even meet poor Carl,” and with that, he stormed out, followed closely by his friends.

John sat at the table and watched these four men walk off for the second time in one day. He sat there for a very long time. Then, coming to a decision, he got up and went to find the other village council members.

“This is madness, John; you can't mean to do this?” said James Easterling, the village barber and John’s second in command on the council.

John had called a council meeting to tell them his plan, but they were not taking it well. 

“But I do, James, but if you’ve got a better idea, then I'm willing to listen,” said John in reply, “when it was just sheep, then it was an inconvenience, but that hiker has never turned up and now Carl, who’s next? What other choice is there? If you can show me a better hunter or someone who knows the forest better than me or is a better shot, we can send them hunting for this, whatever it is.”

“You know the answer to that, John,” said James. 

“Yes, James, I do,” said John softly. “So, let’s stop pretending we can send someone else when we know it has to be me.”

"OK then," said James, finally giving in to his friend, “let’s hear your plan.” 

“It’s simple; we have been unable to catch whatever or whoever it is because it’s been watching us. Each time we go into the forest, whatever it is has already seen us coming and made off. So, my plan is for a little miss direction; just like a magician, we will make it watch our left hand while we do the trick with our right.”

“What on earth are you on about, John?” asked James, a confused look on his face.

"OK,” answered John smiling, “to put it simply, we put as many people into the forest as we can, as quickly as we can, so that their number can only be guessed at, then in all the confusion, I will slip away and hide and wait. After a couple of hours, when everyone returns to the village, I'll be hidden, waiting, and whoever is killing our sheep will think it is alone in the forest again and come out, but things will be 

different this time.”

“I don’t know, it sounds very dangerous,” said James, shaking his head.

“Yes, James, you’re right, but what choice do we have?” asked John quietly.

“Well, if you put it like that,” said James, resigning himself to the fact that John was right, “none, I guess. When do you want to do this?”

“We will wait until another sheep is killed; then, it will look more unrehearsed,” answered John grimly.

They didn’t have long to wait. It was only two days before another sheep was killed.

"OK, James,” said John, “You know what to do? Get them all out, shouting and making as much noise as possible, and if all goes well, I will see you very soon.”

James looked at his friend for a long moment and then, without saying a word, ran off to 

gather the villagers.

John took a few minutes, "OK, have I got everything?” he said, “Rifle, knife, food, torch.” The list went on, but he was unsure what he would need.

He knew he would have to move quickly, but he would also have to take everything 

he needed; it was a tricky balance. But soon, he was ready and went and joined the 

crowd that was heading for the forest.

The villagers made it easy for John to slip away 

unnoticed in all the noise and confusion. He found himself a tree near the forest edge, set back enough so that the shadows of the other trees would cover him. He climbed up and settled down for what he knew would be a long wait.

It was nearly two in the morning before John heard anything, and even then, it was only because the forest had grown so quiet. 

At first, he thought he had imagined it, but there it was again, the slow, steady sound of someone walking over the forest floor. Anyone else might well have heard nothing at all. But John had been raised in the forest; he knew that what he was hearing was no animal. An animal will stop and forage and then move on. But this sound was moving 

quickly, straight to the forest's edge.

At first, John couldn’t see anything, then, like a magic eye picture, he suddenly saw a single shadow move among the others. A shadow that didn’t seem to be cast by anything but had a life of its own. As he watched, this shadow moved to the forest edge and stopped.

“It’s waiting to see if we have laid any traps,” John thought.

After about fifteen minutes, the shadow moved out into the moonlight. What John saw, or rather, what he thought he saw, scared him right down to his soul. Because standing there in the moonlight was a living and breathing werewolf. He sat frozen with fear, unable to lift his rifle or move. But then the creature moved, and John saw that it was, in fact, a man, just a man, but wearing the whole skin and head of a wolf.

He sighed; it wasn’t much of a noise, but even so, this strange man heard it 

and, spinning around, looked up at John. The next few minutes happened all at once.

The wolfman, as John thought of him, pulled a gun out of nowhere and fired, the bullet 

taking a large chunk out of the tree just by John's head. John instinctively fired back; 

his shot was on target and hit the wolfman in the left shoulder. The man howled like the 

wolf he thought he was and dashed back into the forest.

John was out of his tree in a heartbeat, but as quick as he was, he almost lost his prey. The man was as quick as anything John had seen. Had he not been wounded, John doubted he could have kept up. He chased the man for almost an hour before he lost him at the base of an overhanging, moss-covered cliff.

“Where did he go,” thought John as he looked about trying to find the wolfman's trail.

He was so busy looking around that he forgot to look down and fell headfirst over a 

large tree root. As he lay there, he noticed something strange with the cliff face before him. He would never have seen it if he had been standing upright, but his fall had put his 

line of sight at a different angle, and there was a way into the cliff in front of him. It was 

only big enough for a crouching man, but it was there. That was where the 

wolfman must have gone.

So, gripping his rifle tighter and realizing this might be a trap, John walked softly into the cave.

The entrance twisted and turned for about a hundred yards before opening into a large cavern. As John walked into the torchlight-lit cavern, he saw the wolfman lying on the floor in front of him.

"OK, you, don't move,” said John, more bravely than he felt.

But not a sound came from the figure on the floor. John walked over and kicked the 

man's foot, but he didn’t move.

“I think he’s passed out,” came a voice from the back of the cavern.

John spun round in a flash, rifle and touch held out in front of him.

“Who’s there?” he said, walking slowly forward.

As he walked into the shadows, his small touch cast more shadows than it banished,

He continued to call out into the darkness.

“Come on, come out. There’s no point in hiding.”

“I’m not hiding,” came the unseen voice again.

John was amazed at what he saw as his touch light fell onto the back of the cavern. 

Chained to the wall was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen.

“My god, what’s been going on here?”

The woman looked at John for a moment and then burst into tears.

"I don't believe it. Are you real?” she said between sobs. "I'd almost given up hope of someone finding me.”

"It's OK, yes, I’m real, my name’s John. Who are you?” said John, putting down his rifle and trying to free the young girl.

"My name is Martina,” she said, “that man kidnapped me about three weeks ago.”

“What did he want with you?” asked John, imagining all sorts of things but never expecting the answer she gave him.

“He was going to sacrifice me at the full moon; he thought it would make him a wolf for real.”

John stopped and looked at her, “are you serious,”

“Yes, he, look out!”

John heard the man running at him at almost the same time that Martina had shouted.

He dived out of the way just as a knife blade passed through the air where his head had been moments before. Grabbing his rifle, he had no choice but to shoot the man down. He slumped against the cave wall and said, “Don't let her go.” Then he died.

John stared down at the man, this strange, want-to-be-wolf, and felt a wave of sadness roll over him, what makes a man want to be like that?

"Mister, hey, mister,” said Martina urgently. He has a key for these chains; he wears it around his neck.”

John knelt, took the small key from the dead man, then moved back to the chained 

girl and unlocked her. As he did, he noticed that the manacles and chains were all inlaid with silver. 

As soon as he freed her, the girl ran over to the dead man and said, “Ah, Markus, you were so close. But now I'm free again, and you can't stop me this time.”

“Hang on, what’s going on here?” John asked.

“A very old feud,” said Martina, as she turned around and smiled at John, “one that Markus here almost won. But thanks to you, he has lost forever. He wasn’t trying to become a wolf,” she said, walking slowly towards John “He was trying to stop one.”

“But I thought” stammered John.

"I know what you thought, John,” Martha said, her smile growing larger so that moonlight flickered and glinted off her growing fangs, “but didn't your mother ever tell you never to judge a book by its cover?”

––––––––
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The End
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The coalman  
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Don't go in the cellar, my older brother would tell me, don't go in the cellar, or the coalman will get you. But he's stupid, and I’m not falling for that; it’s just the cellar, cold and dark, and the light down there is dim, and I don’t want to fall, but scared of the coalman? Not me.

“Go down there then,” he said, “if you’re not afraid, go down there and prove it.”

But why should I have to prove to him I’m not afraid? It’s only an old cellar, dusty and a few spiders but no coalman. That's just kids' stuff.

“You are scared, I know it,” he said, “you’re a baby.”

“You go then; if you're so brave, you go, then I’ll go after you.”

“Alright, I’ll go, then you and you have to go in the dark.”

“Alright, in the dark, but you go first.”

He opened the cellar door and walked slowly down the dark, uneven stairs, right to the bottom, right over to the back, where the shadows are.

"See, I told you," he said, "I'm not afraid now."

But he never finished because the coalman stepped out of the shadows, wrapped his blackened arms around my brother, and pulled him slowly into the darkness. But before the coalman vanished, he looked at me and winked. 

I told Mum and Dad that Greg had gone out with his friends. They looked and looked, but never in the basement, never where he was. 

That night, so many years ago, seems like a dream. How could it have been real? No one believes in things like that, no one. It was my imagination, that’s what everyone says, no coalman, just my imagination. So tonight, when the house is empty, I will prove it to myself, no coalman, not at all.

I’ll go down the steps right to the back where the shadows live. 

—————————————-
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The above letter was found in the abandoned house of Mr Carl Hisborne. 

Nothing else of note was discovered apart from coaldust-like footprints on the cellar's stairs. 
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What I saw
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“I tell you, I saw it,” shouted Mark angrily.

“Course you did,” sneered Dave, one of the friends Mark had told his story to.

“You calling me a liar?” asked Mark, violence ringing in his voice.

Before the other boy could answer, Andy, the second of Mark's friends, said,

“Hang on, I don’t want to end up in the middle of another fight, so calm down.”

“Come on, Andy,” laughed Dave, “you have to admit, this is a wild tale, even for one of Mark’s stories.”

“It’s not a story,” shouted Mark, going red in the face.

"OK, Mark,” said Andy soothingly, as he gave Dave a shut-up stare, “calm down, but you have to admit it is a bit hard to swallow.”

"Don't you believe me either?” asked Mark. 

“I never said that, and you know it,” said Andy defensively. 

“No, you didn’t,” sighed Mark, all the anger suddenly leaving him.

"If one of you had told me this, I would have laughed at you. But it’s true. I swear it, all of it.”

“So, it’s true,” said Andy, “I’m just not sure what you want us to do about it.”

Mark stood there momentarily, looking at his two friends before answering.

"Come back with me; come back and see for yourselves.”

“And see what?” asked Dave.

“And see that I’m telling the truth. He was doing everything I said,” answered Mark.

Andy broke the silence that blossomed between the two other boys after Mark had spoken.

“Tell us again, then we’ll decide.”

What’s the point? Why should I waste my breath?”

“Come on, Andy’s right,” said Dave smiling, “tell us again, I could do with another laugh.”

“Fuck you,” snarled Mark as he turned his back on them and started to walk away.

“Nice one, dickhead,” said Andy as he ran after Mark.

“What did I say?” asked Dave.

"The wrong thing as usual, Dave, the wrong thing.”

“I was only joking,” Dave mumbled as he ran after Mark.

It only took the two boys a few minutes to catch up with Mark.

“Come on,” shouted Dave, as he ran up to his friend, “I was only joking.”

“Whatever, just leave me alone.”

“Come on,” said Andy, “stop acting like a pair of little girls, and look at this for what it is.”

The other two looked at Andy.

“What,” they said together.

“It’s simple: if what Mark says is true, we might be able to use it to our advantage.”

“And if it’s not?” asked Dave.

"If it's not, then we teach Mark not to lie by kicking the shit out of him."

“Sounds good,” smiled Dave, "OK by you, Mark?”


“Yes, just remember who you have to apologize to when you see it's true."



“That will be the day.”

“Don’t get him started again, Dave,” said Andy, stepping between the other two before anything could start.

"OK then, tell us it again, just like before. But God help you if you’re lying.”

"It's like I told you before, it was late last night, and I was taking a shortcut through the church grounds, you know, the one."

His friends nodded; they both used the shortcut Mark had mentioned, even though the vicar had forbidden it. 
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