
  
    [image: Return to Little Cemetery]
  


  
    
      RETURN TO LITTLE CEMETERY

      
        THE LITTLE CEMETERY SERIES

        BOOK II

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        JULIAN MIDDLETON

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright (C) 2025 Julian Middleton

      Layout design and Copyright (C) 2025 by Next Chapter

      Published 2025 by Next Chapter

      Cover art by Jaylord Bonnit

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

      All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the author's permission.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

        One Month Later

      

      
        Chapter 2

        Nightmares and Their Execution

      

      
        Chapter 3

        Digging Up The Dead

      

      
        Chapter 4

        The Mouth of Hell

      

      
        Chapter 5

        Midnight Lessons

      

      
        Chapter 6

        Back In The Sewer

      

      
        Chapter 7

        Make Me a Nightmare

      

      
        Chapter 8

        Mayhem At The Manor

      

      
        Chapter 9

        Aftermath

      

    

    
      
        Next in the Series

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

          ONE MONTH LATER

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      It was October in Little Cemetery.

      Mr Phelps stood in the precise centre of the stage, looking like a scarecrow in a tattered blue suit and battered old shoes. His threadbare hair clung to his yellow old scalp like moss to a cliff face. The headmaster’s features were heavily lined and bleak; his eyes were a cold, faded grey. His gaze swung across the room from right to left and, beneath it, every child shrank slightly in alarm.

      “So!” Mr Phelps croaked. “A new term, a new school, new staff.” He raised one dishevelled arm and gestured limply towards the left of the stage. Confused, every child gazed in that direction, but there was nothing to see except a big dirty curtain and a couple of pairs of feet protruding from beneath it. Mr Phelps’s arm remained horizontal for a shaky moment before returning to hang vertical at his shoulder. The headmaster smiled dismally, and his frozen stare swept back and forth across the assembly like a lighthouse beam. “Same children,” he observed with something approaching distaste.

      “Where did they find him?” muttered Tom Midd.

      “Where did they find them?” replied Pete Night. He gestured at the dirty curtain.

      “Now it is my fervent wish,” the new head carried on, “that we all put the events of last month well and truly behind us and get on with the business of getting educated.” He paused and his mouth once more cranked into a rough semblance of a smile. “That is to say, you should be getting on with getting educated. I and my colleagues, of course, already are.”

      The children glanced around at each other and variously yawned and rolled their eyes. Still, the summer holiday had continued on into October – it had to end some time. Didn’t it?

      “As you head to your classrooms in a few minutes’ time,” Mr Phelps grated, “and greet the new staff, remember those poor souls who used to teach you but who lost their jobs – and indeed their lives – during Evangeline Poppard’s reign of terror. We must all carry on in their memory. They did not die in vain – they died so that you could come to school.”

      “Even if school is actually a disused lunatic asylum,” whispered Tom.

      Mr Phelps’s hearing evidently worked better than the rest of his body, for his cold, grey gaze settled on Tom and Pete. The boys shifted uncomfortably.

      “I see Mr Midd and Mr Night down there,” said Mr Phelps. He nodded vaguely to himself. “We all understand – and appreciate – the very great role you two boys played in saving our town from certain destruction at the hands of a reanimated witch, her insane son and a horde of marauding demons.”

      Tom and Pete looked at each other and nodded.

      “However, we need to put all that excitement behind us now and move forward,” Mr Phelps declared. “You two may be heroes in the eyes of this town, but in my eyes, you are pupils plain and simple!”

      Tom and Pete shrugged.

      It was quarter past nine. Mr Phelps reached into his breast pocket, produced a pair of small round spectacles and put them on his nose. He took a scrap of paper from another pocket, unfolded it and squinted down at its contents. “Now before I dismiss you,” he said, “I just have a few small announcements to make. Number one, first break is now at ten-thirty, not ten forty-five. Secondly, the school bell will now ring for four seconds at the day’s end and six seconds at all other times.”

      Various impatient shuffling and fidgeting.

      “Thirdly,” Mr Phelps read out, pausing for added effect, “blue shoelaces are now strictly forbidden during school hours! Let us pray.”

      Everyone dutifully bowed their heads. Everyone except Tom, who was distracted. The big curtain over to the left of the room parted and a very big man with a great deal of unruly black hair stepped forward. He looked about before staring at Tom with something very like malice in his eyes. His face creased into a horrible lopsided grin that revealed a great many broken yellow teeth. As Tom watched, the big man reached up and picked a tooth straight out of his mouth, held it up for inspection and raised his eyebrows as if it were a particularly interesting specimen.

      “Oh Lord,” Mr Phelps prayed, “as we prepare to rejoin the business of education, we pay tribute to those teachers who came before us and who now lie in their graves. We ask that we make a good job of learning things, for fear that if we fail those poor unfortunate souls will turn in their graves or even rise from them to terrorise us. We ask for brisk understanding and good grades, so that we don’t wake up one night to find a deceased member of staff standing by the bed with rotting flesh and burning red eyes, ready to punish us for our failures, amen.”

      The children muttered, “Amen.”

      “Right, off you go!” said Mr Phelps.

      Tom and Pete got to their feet. “At least he didn’t want any blood,” Pete said. “What’s first?”

      Tom glanced down at his timetable. He stopped and frowned. He turned the already crumpled piece of paper upside down and then right way up again.

      “So,” Pete persisted. “What’s first?”

      “Eyeball Extraction for Beginners,” Tom read.

      Uncertain quite what to make of the new timetable, Tom and Pete filed out of the hall and into the entrance hall of Cemetery High. The school, however, was no longer situated in an ancient monastery perched high on Mouldy Hill.

      “I can’t believe they re-opened Grisley Manor,” breathed Pete. He and Tom stood in the hall as hordes of children poured past on their way to first lesson. The enormous echoing chamber was big enough to house – well, several houses! The ceiling was covered in ancient peeling paint. A huge rusting chandelier hung from the centre. It clearly hadn’t illuminated a thing since at least 1920. The walls were covered in dull oak panelling and bad portraits of ugly people who died long ago and who – judging from their expressions – hated having their portraits painted.

      The adjoining corridors echoed with running footsteps. Tom and Pete hurried to join them. Eyeball Extraction for Beginners was to be found in a cold and draughty room in the old manor’s west wing close to the boiler room. Twenty children seated themselves behind a collection of rickety old desks. The windows were so dirty that you could barely see out of them. The walls were covered in more peeling paint and pictures of eyeballs. Tom and Pete sat at the back of the room, waiting expectantly.

      Pete studied the pictures. He was a tall, thin boy with a beaked nose and thick brown hair that possessed a life of its own. He had a nervous manner and a busy mind, and strong blue eyes that gazed deeply into everything he saw. And Pete saw a lot.

      Suddenly there was a loud BANG! and part of the floor near the front of the room exploded. That is to say, a large trapdoor flew up and a rather small man climbed swiftly out of it. He kicked the door shut, stamped his foot as if to make sure, and nodded in satisfaction.

      “So! There we are!” he said. “Nice and secure!” He looked around the room and lowered his voice. “After all, we don’t want any accidents,” he said, softly.

      The class fell silent. The little man pursed his lips. He had a large head that was completely bald, ears that stuck out too much, and piercing black eyes. His lips were so thin as to be barely visible. An extremely bushy black moustache grew above them; it constantly twitched and readjusted itself like a small creature.

      “So, good morning, class,” he said. “My name is Mr Gerrold and this term I shall be teaching you how to remove eyeballs.” A silly high-pitched giggle escaped his lips and he clamped them shut to suppress it. “Nothing to it really but you have to know the basics. You can’t just go around pulling people’s eyes from their heads…” He paused for breath. “You have to know how to do it properly!”

      He slammed his hand down on the front desk and made everyone jump. His other hand disappeared into an inside pocket. It reappeared clutching a small leather book with gold lettering stamped on the front. Mr Gerrold suddenly jumped up onto his desk with remarkable agility and held the book up for everyone to see.

      “Everything You Ever Wanted To Know About The Eyeball Plus How To Remove It,” he read. “A cracking little book now sadly hard to come by.” Another giggle escaped from beneath his moustache. “If I had my way, it would be found on every bedside table in the land.”

      “There’s no way this is happening,” whispered Tom. “Absolutely no way. This is weirder than blue sewerage.”

      “Weirder,” muttered Pete, “than white baked beans!”

      “Weirder than black custard!”

      Mr Gerrold was still on top of the desk. He opened his book. “Part One,” he continued. “What the eye is for and why we should get rid of it.”

      The boys’ eyes were very, very wide.

      It was the fifth of October, a month to the day since the remote town of Little Cemetery had almost fallen beneath the combined onslaught of the Demons of the Deep and the Devils of the Air, summoned by the evil witch Evangeline Poppard. After Tom and Pete, assisted by Mr Block and Mr McImpish, saved the day utilising a vast amount of sausage meat, a month of frantic repairs had taken place. The streets reverberated with the sounds of hammering, drilling, sawing and complaining. Mr Sawyer, proprietor of the Fools For Tools DIY store, had made a small fortune. Mr and Mrs Scott, who owned the TastyTasty Café, kept the whole town going with gallons of free coffee and cut-price bacon sandwiches. Just ten days after the disaster, every house and shop had been repaired – except for Cemetery High. The combined explosions of Evangeline Poppard’s power source and, a little while later, Evangeline Poppard herself, all but destroyed the school’s foundations and the old monastery was condemned.

      Even as Mayor Mercer was declaring Little Cemetery back in business as “the happiest and only town on Blacktop Moor”, he was busy seeking out new premises. He found them in the form of Grisley Manor, a huge, rambling and long-disused lunatic asylum out on Grimmly Road at the edge of town. In no time at all the faded sign that read:

      
        
        GRISLEY INSANE ASYLUM

        Curing lunacy since 1711

      

      

      came down and a sign that read:

      
        
        CEMETERY HIGH

        Curing truancy since 1928

      

      

      appeared in its place.

      This was much to the dismay of all those children hoping that the summer holiday would last until at least Halloween. How Mayor Mercer managed to find a new headmaster and staff so quickly, however, remained a mystery.

      Mr Gerrold delivered a lengthy and less-than-enthralling lesson on the history and structure of the human eyeball. He made this speech from the top of his desk. After some twenty minutes of uninterrupted chatter, the class had become pretty bored. Eyeball Extraction had sounded like an exciting prospect. But so far, it wasn’t.

      Tom reached out and wiped some grime from the nearby window. He peered through the hole in fascination. Tom Midd was a rather thin child with a pale face and jet-black hair. He had very dark eyes that were emphasised by his pallid complexion and the perpetual frown upon his features. It was as if he were constantly looking inward and scanning some bleak world inside himself rather than the everyday realm outside.

      “What is it?” whispered Pete.

      “Look!” Tom made the hole in the grime a bit larger so that both boys could see. Pete leaned closer to the window. Beyond it there was a large stretch of overgrown grass that had at one time probably been a well-kept lawn. To the right, Pete saw the gravel driveway that ran all the way from the front door of Grisley Manor down to Grimmly Road. His eye was swiftly drawn, however, to the far side of the lawn, close to the tall sycamore trees that ringed the huge old house.

      There was a massive guillotine set up beside the trees. A giant shiny blade twice the size of a car windscreen was suspended on a wire from a high wooden scaffold. As the boys watched, a very muscular-looking man in a blood-splashed apron wound the blade up to the top of the scaffold by turning a metal handle. When the blade reached the top, the man stepped back and released a lever on the side of the guillotine. The blade whistled down and struck a wooden block at the bottom with a dull whump! The block split in two as if made of nothing more than bread.

      “Ouch,” whispered Tom.

      “Ouch!” whispered Pete.

      “You two at the back!” shouted Mr Gerrold. “Pay attention, will you!”

      As the boys looked away from the window, the Eyeball Extraction teacher jumped down from his desk and snapped his book shut. He crossed to a cupboard in a nearby corner and opened it. A plastic life-sized dummy was propped up inside. It had a black hood over its head. The rest was bare plastic. Mr Gerrold giggled again, stifled it with one hand and grabbed the dummy with the other. He carried it to the front and sat it down in a chair.

      The class looked on in bemusement. Mr Gerrold looked up and smiled a thin and humourless smile. “Now you can learn all the theory you want,” he said, his voice lowering rather. “But it’s the same with Eyeball Extraction as it is with life: sooner or later, you have to get practical!”

      The teacher snatched off the hood, and the class gulped collectively. From the neck down, the dummy was indeed just pale plastic, hardly lifelike at all. But the head was another matter. It had straight brown hair, olive-coloured skin and delicate features. In particular it possessed a pair of grey, unblinking eyes that gazed dreamily into the distance as if contemplating some favourite memory or holiday destination.

      “Observe,” whispered Mr Gerrold. He retreated several paces until his back was to the wall, and stood facing the dummy which sat about two metres away. “At the end of the day,” murmured the strange little man, “all you have to do is breathe…”

      The classroom fell into an uneasy silence. Tom reckoned he could have heard a pin drop – in town! Mr Gerrold let out a long, sighing breath and emptied his lungs. The long sigh seemed to go on and on. The class, meanwhile, held its breath in suspense. Suddenly, just when Mr Gerrold seemed certain to turn blue, he pursed his thin lips together as if to whistle and sucked in a huge, gulping breath. A weird draught passed through the room. The door rattled on its hinges. The windows rattled in their frames. The cupboard door slammed shut. The children’s hair waved. And the dummy’s so-lifelike eyes popped clean out of their sockets and shot across the room toward Mr Gerrold, who snatched them from the air at the last moment and held them triumphantly in his hand.

      “Eye, eye, Captain!” he shrieked, and commenced dancing about as if his feet were on a hot stove. “An eye for an eye, and then some more eyes, yes! The eyes have it!” He waggled the dummy’s eyes about and rolled them in his palm like dice: “Roses are red, violets are blue, you have lovely eyes dear – I think I’ll take two!”

      The class’s eyes were as wide as saucers.
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