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​There it was. A tall, strange house in the middle of nowhere. A few crooked trees without any leaves stood beside the house.

It was dark and I hastily walked forward with my flashlight. I pulled my backpack closer to me and walked up to the door. I raised my hand and knocked.

A moment later, I heard footsteps and the door opened. The porch light turned on and I saw my uncle’s face.

He was a tall man with gray hair and glasses. 

“Scarlet?” he asked, surprised by my presence. “What are you doing here?”

“Uncle, can I stay with you for a few days?” I pleaded.

“Of course, come on in.”

I went in and set my backpack down.

“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you I was coming,” I said. “But this was an emergency. I had to leave my house immediately.”

My home was about four hours away. I had used the bus.

“I understand,” he said. “Come with me. I have a spare room upstairs.”

I followed him upstairs and he showed me the guest room. 

“I’m sorry the room isn’t ready,” Uncle said, looking around at the dusty room. “I haven’t had a guest in a long time.”

“It’s all right. I don’t care about that,” I said. “I just need a safe place to stay.”

I set my bag on the floor.

“You can stay for as long as you’d like,” Uncle said. “I just hope your father won’t cause trouble.”

“I hope so too,” I said.

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” Uncle said. “Good night.” He left the room and went downstairs.

Looking around the tiny room, I started to feel chilly so I searched in the closet and found a blanket. 

I discovered a thin, floor-length mirror in the closet and took it out, then used my sleeve to wipe a circle of dust off the glass.

I stared into my reflection. My wavy brown hair went a little past my shoulders, and my brown eyes looked tired and a bit scared.

I lay down on the bed and quickly fell asleep.

*

[image: ]


The next morning, I awoke to a delicious aroma coming from the kitchen. I descended the stairs and entered the dining room.

“I made you some food,” Uncle said. I sat at the table and he brought me a plate of eggs and bacon.

“Thanks, Uncle,” I smiled. 

“I have to go to work, but I’ll be back around five,” he said. “Whatever you do, don’t tell anyone where you live. I don’t want your father to find you.”

“I won’t tell anyone,” I said. The thought of being home alone frightened me.
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A few days later, when Uncle returned home, he had a sad expression on his face.

“Uncle, what happened?” I asked.

“You’ve got a letter from your father,” he said. “He knows you’re here. The mailman brought this letter to the office. Unfortunately, your father knows where I work.”

Uncle handed me the letter and I hurriedly opened it.

Dear Scar,

I demand that you return home immediately! Your uncle is a wicked person! Did you know he owns a scythe and regularly murders people? I’ve seen it with my own eyes! Come home immediately for your own safety!

If you don’t believe me, then wait and watch where he goes every night. You’ll see the truth with your own eyes. 

If you have any information about the scythe, you must tell me immediately. I need to get that scythe away from him at all costs.

Your father

I scowled after reading the letter. I hated the nickname my father used. Scar. He often told me I was the “scar” of the family. 

The rest of the letter was written in his usual demanding language. I rolled my eyes when I read that he was worried about my safety. As if!

The part about my uncle owning a scythe and killing people with it was complete nonsense, I was sure. I crumpled up the letter and threw it in the trash.

“So, did he have anything interesting to say?” Uncle asked.

“No, just his usual ‘Come home now!’ and ‘Your uncle is wicked!’” I said. 

“Yes, that sounds just like him,” Uncle said.

Days went by and I noticed an interesting pattern. Late each evening, from my window, I would notice Uncle walking outside with a staff in hand and wearing a long black coat. When I asked him about that, he told me was going on a walk.
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One day I decided to follow him.

As soon as Uncle had exited the house, I hurried to the window and watched him walk in the direction of the forest.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
 Scarlet
‘Darkness

Sara Casalino





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





