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Sometimes, Claire glimpsed a world hidden away behind her thoughts. Back there, in the shadows, were those lurking creatures she tried not to think about too often. She knew those dark creatures hid in the shadows behind her. Occasionally, she saw flickers in mirrors and reflected back from the glass she brought up to her lips. Often, it was nothing more than an undulation of a shadow’s edge that she easily dismissed as a trick of the light. 

Deep down, though, she knew the creatures of the shadows were lurking there, and that they had all the time in the world to wait. They had been waiting for humankind, ever since our time began, and they would still be here long after the universe forgot the legend of the human race.

Back when humanity was young, these creatures of the shadowed edges were spirits, demons, gods and all those other fates, fears and malevolences that lurked out beyond human control. They were the ghosts, goblins, elves and other such creatures, lurking in the shadows, waiting for the unwary to step on that deeper patch of darkness. A place that was no ordinary shadow; but a place that tore life screaming from the one who took that one step too far.

Claire was always careful not to step into the shadows; skirting their dark edges and always staying in the light. Even when she slept, there was a pool of low light around her; one she made sure covered all of her bed from the head to the foot, before she settled down and allowed her eyes to close. When she was a young girl she had seen deep into the darkness. She’d seen what lurked there, and she knew she would never allow herself to be captured, taken, a victim of what lay beyond the light.

 

One night, Claire was down on some nameless city street, under the orange lights, just watching the shadows. She watched the deeper darkness within the shadows undulate and flicker as the shadowed creatures went about their dark deeds. Then, she saw him amongst the shadows. She saw he was watching her too. She saw him dressed in the darkness and shadows, holding a tattered notebook tight in one hand. 

He came out of the night, towards her, dressed in darkness and in shadows. A long, black leather coat, black trousers, black shirt, black boots and that notebook with its well-worn black leather cover.

‘You can see me?’ He stood in the edge of a shadow.

‘Yes.’ Claire tried to make out his face, but the shadow cut across it, leaving his features lost in the dark. ‘You’re not one of them.’ She nodded towards the shadows.

‘No.’

‘What are you then?’

‘I’m human,’ he said. ‘Like you… and like you, I suppose, I saw what lay here in the shadows. These things we are not supposed to see, to know about…. But I wanted… needed… to know more.’ He glanced down at the black leather cover of the notebook he carried to write down all he learnt about the darkness and what crept inside it. 

Claire knew she wanted to look inside that notebook and use it, untangle the secrets of the dark. She needed to understand all those secrets of the shadows that had such a tight hold over her and kept her and the night apart. She did not know if she could trust this man, though. He could so easily be a trick by the dark’s creatures, a trap for the unwary.

‘What is your name?’ She moved towards the shadowed edge, the border between the light and dark. ‘I’m Claire.’
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