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“Will you
please slow down, Steve. You’re scaring me,” his girlfriend, Clare,
pleaded as he raced along the dark, quiet winding country lanes
heading home.

“I know these
roads very well, my love. Please don’t worry,” he replied.

It was a clear
November night. Stars twinkled above, and the moon was at its
fullest.

“I don’t
care,” protested Clare. “Slow down, now.”

Steve did as
he was told. Taking a sharp, right-hand bend, he pointed into the
darkness. “There’s some brick wall surrounding that estate. In
daylight, most of it looks ready to collapse at any moment.”

The road swept
to the left, and Steve suddenly slammed on the brakes as Clare
screamed, “Look out!”

They skidded
to a halt within a few feet of the figure that blindly crossed the
road before hurrying along the grass verge away from the now
motionless car. Relieved, Clare looked out of her passenger window
to see a white painted cross on the perimeter wall.

“It’s that
ghost of the nun,” Steve shouted excitedly, “it’s a well known
folklore story.” Clutching his mobile phone, he opened the driver’s
door.

Clare grabbed
his arm. “What the bloody hell do you think you’re doing?” she
shouted.

“I’m going to
get a photograph—you know, evidence! We could make some money
here,” he replied.

Steve left the
car and chased after the ghostly nun, who then turned up a dirt
track road. Within a minute or so he had caught up with the nun,
who suddenly stopped dead and now stood facing away from him.

Steve held his
camera phone out, ready to take a photo, before asking if the nun
needed any help. A silent standoff ensued for what seemed an age.
“Could you please turn around and answer me?” Steve said, breaking
the eerie silence.

The nun spun
around, and the phone’s flash briefly lit up their surroundings
before the phone fell to the ground, landing with a soft thump on a
clump of grass growing out of one of the many potholes.

A short time
passed, and Clare could not sit waiting any longer. After switching
on the car’s hazard lights, she got out of the vehicle and quickly
walked to where her boyfriend had turned up the dirt track. The
track was empty except for something glowing on the ground.

Cautiously
picking her way along the path, bordered by low hedgerows, she
picked up the phone and stared at the picture: the back of a nun’s
wimple.

“Clare,”
shouted a voice, “I’m over here.”

Looking toward
the source of the sound, she could clearly see Steve crossing a
ploughed field to her left. He was walking away from her, towards
some woodland.

“Stop, come
back,” she screamed out, but she received no reply.

Squeezing
through a gap in the hedge, Clare struggled over the uneven ground,
trying to catch up to Steve, but by the time she reached the
treeline he had already disappeared into the woods. Clare stood at
the edge of the woodland and switched on the phone’s torch feature
before venturing after him. She called out to her boyfriend but he
did not reply. Stepping forward hesitantly, she started along the
pathway.

The woods were
eerily silent, and the strange atmosphere sent a shiver through
Clare’s body. The light of the bright moon was blocked out by the
tree canopy overhead. As she moved deeper into the woods, Clare
could not control her trembling and the torch beam danced from tree
to tree.

Up ahead, a
shaft of moonlight penetrated the dense darkness, lighting up a
small clearing in the woodland. There, bathed in a silver glow,
stood the nun. She was alone; there was no sign of Steve.

As Clare
approached, she could see that the nun’s head was bowed. Her face
was covered by her shaking hands and she was crying. Clare stopped
a few feet away from the figure, not really knowing what to
say.

“I was too
weak to serve God, and so I gave in to him,” said the sorrowful
nun. “In the end, I took my own life—to escape— by running out into
the road. But there is no escape from him,” she continued.

“Have you seen
my boyfriend?” Clare asked. “He followed you here but I can’t find
him.”

“He is dead,”
replied the nun, crying even harder.

“What? No,
that’s impossible. It can’t be true; I’ve just seen him not five
minutes ago. You’re mistaken,” protested Clare.

“She’s told
you, he is dead,” a man’s voice said, causing Clare to spin around,
thinking someone else was with her and the nun. But it was the nun
who spoke. The crying stopped and was replaced by quiet laughter.
Clare thought it was the most horrific sound she had ever
heard.

Paralysed with
fear, Clare started to cry. She begged for Steve to come and take
her away from this dreadful place.

“Do you want
see my face as well?” asked the nun, again in a man’s voice.

“No, I don’t,”
shouted Clare. “I just want me and Steve to go home, please.”

“If you're
positively sure you don’t, then leave this wood now and never
return,” said the nun.

Summoning all
her remaining strength, Clare staggered back along the path and out
across the ploughed field.

As she
approached the car she could see Steve sat in the driver’s seat.
Getting in the passenger side, she hugged him and cried
uncontrollably. Only then did he seem to snap out of a trance and
asked, “What’s going on?”

“Never mind!
Just drive away from here, please,” she demanded and, although
somewhat confused, he turned on the engine and drove off. “I’ll
explain everything when we get home.”

Once they were
safely indoors, she told him the whole story, but Steve claimed
that he had never left the car after the near-accident with the
nun.

“Look at the
photograph on your mobile phone then,” Clare insisted, but there
was no picture when he checked.

Clare started
to get angry. There was no way she had dreamt it all. Steve tried
to calm the situation by accepting what she said had happened to be
true, but Clare knew he did not believe her.

“Listen, I
don’t ever want to talk about it again, Steve, and we certainly
won’t be driving along that back road, and do you hear me?” Clare
said in a firm tone of voice. Just to keep the peace, Steve
agreed.

Many people
claim to have seen the nun hurry across the main road and up a back
road. Many accidents are blamed on her, but all may not be, as it
seems. The nun—or whatever the figure is—should never be
approached.

 


* * * * *
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John had made
his mind up to spend Christmas day camping up in the Lakeland
fells. He wasn’t in a festive mood and had no real close family
members. It had been one of the mildest winters in years so far,
and the weather forecast was good.

Being quite an
experienced climber, he had stayed outdoors overnight many a time,
both with friends and by himself. He wasn’t married and did not
mind his own company, and thought the trip would be a good
alternative to being bored with the usual festive
over-indulgences.
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