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Rain cascaded down and soaked my cloak in the dusk. Before me stretched a long path of 

small stones. On either side of the path stretched high bare trees intertwining their branches like 

a vaulted ceiling in a cathedral. I could not see through their parted branches into the darkness of 

the forest.  

A thick log caught my ankle and sent me sprawling. My hands and face were in the thick 

slush of mud and stones. My knees ached and I felt a warm trickle of blood run down my leg. I 

fumbled on the ground and at last reached a sitting position. After taking a breath, I glanced up. 

The trees glistened like wax in the light of the waning moon. To the side of me, I saw my 

lantern, extinguished and glass broken on the ground. I picked it up and searched in the pocket of 

my cloak for matches. I found the box squashed and quite wet. Looking up, I saw the dark path I 

must follow with no light. I tried to rid my face of all the mud but only dirtied it in the process 

with my soiled hands.  

From what felt like three yards behind me, I heard a loud snap of branches. I whirled my 

head around to see what it was. Nothing could be seen in the darkness of the woods. Waiting, I 

listened. Then, slowly, I heard something crawling on all fours toward me. After a moment, I 

could distinguish a cloaked figure.  

“Pardon, sir?” I asked, “Are you lost?” I tried to hide the tremor in my voice.  

The figure gave no reply. Instead, it lifted its face to reveal a veil covering its features.  

 “Are you well?” I asked again.  

With one gloved hand, it took hold of its veil and snatched it away from its face.  

I let out a scream that echoed in the night. For behind the figures veil was no true man. 

Indeed, there were no features on the sallow skin save but a pair of white eyes, burning. They 
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stared at me with animosity and fierce intensity. The figure began to rise from the ground, its 

cloak whipping around it by the wind of the night.  

I scrambled up and leaving my lantern behind, I took off amidst the darkness. With a loud 

howl, the figure behind me started to run, panting and rasping. The road grew narrow, and the 

trees seemed to lean towards me and pull me into their shadow land with their claws. Suddenly, 

the moon disappeared with a flash and all was pitch black. The figure was near now, perhaps 

only a few feet away. I groped along the side of the road, feeling the tree trunks and branches. 

My cloak was pulled from behind me and torn in half. I felt the figure’s breath on my neck for a 

moment before I ran without head into the darkness. Again, the figure howled in despair and 

anger. I must have strayed from the path, as I felt trees beside and before me as I ran. I rammed 

into a tree trunk and fell dazed to the ground. The figure behind me must have grown tired, as it 

had started to crawl and grope again. I listened to its rasps and faint mutterings. I turned on my 

side to see its eyes staring at me four feet away. It howled with its lipless face and stretched its 

arms out towards me. I scrambled to my feet and backed away. The figure hesitated for a second 

and then pounced into the air. I screamed and turning around, I took a large step. Instead of 

meeting ground my foot met air and I fell down. Rain and wind swirled around me as I fell. The 

figure came to the edge of the cliff and stared at me with its glowing eyes. It howled as I and my 

tattered cloak fell into the abyss. Darkness.  

~ 

“Oh, my... How did this happen?”  

“He was loony.” 

“Ma'am…”  

“Sorry, Officer. He was...in a delusional state.” 

“Details. I have a story to write.”  
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“Oh, you know how Schizophrenic people are like. He started raving about a monster in 

the dining room and screaming. Then he started to crawl up the stairs and before I knew it he 

had jumped off the balcony, howling.” 

“What set him off?”  

“Nothing. He just does once in awhile.”  

“I’m sure you take precautions and try to make his life as comfortable as 

possible...correct?”  

“Well...yes.” 

“Have you ever thought of giving him a treatment of any kind?” 

“Officer, people like this can’t help but be plain loony. They ain’t our kind.”  

“Thank you, Ma’am, please keep silent about your perceptive.” 

“Sorry.”  

“I am correct. You gave no treatment for him.” 

“If by treatment you mean those darn white things in boxes that you take with water. No, 

I did not.” 

“Interesting. Well...I figure you did your duty.” 

“I most certainly did.”  

“I’ll have to write it up in a file, ma’am. However, it seems you did what you could. It 

can’t be helped.” 

“Yes, it can’t be helped. Thank you, officer.” 

“Have a nice day, ma’am…”  

The Gardner was called to carry away the body of Wilbert Raines, who was plastered to 

the beautiful bushes that Mrs. Raines was so very fond of. 

 

The end.  


