One Night of Darkness
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It was a pleasant evening, but not for Tom Shellac. He was afraid of the dark. Unaware of what was happening around him, Tom decided to stop and tie his shoelace. It was a fatal mistake. This was because he had never learnt how. Suddenly he was ambushed by an ambiguous creature, too large to be a pigeon but too small to be a bear. Afraid, Tom started running. 

“Why did I forget my glasses,” thought Tom as he ran in fear.


Thinking quickly, he reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a couple of batteries. Unfortunately, he had forgotten his torch as well. He realised that his batteries were as useless as himself. 


He felt something grip onto the back of his neck. It was at that precise moment that he tripped over his dangling shoelaces. Something held him suspended in the air. Everything went dark.

It had been a long day and Serena Hugh had been looking forward to this evening. She was now off work and was on her way to see Tom. She was still thinking of how Tom had come into the store, wanting batteries for his torch 

“Let me see,”she had said and examined it. He had snatched his batteries and left in a hurry, inadvertantly leaving her holding his torch.

“I can’t wait to see him again” she thought.


There was a cool breeze blowing from the sea and she decided that it was a pleasant evening. She looked to the road ahead. She realised that she could no longer see, as there was no light. Taking her time, she reached into her coat pocket and pulled out Tom’s torch. She flicked the switch, but the torch didn’t work because there were no batteries. Not knowing what to do, she decided to keep walking. 

Her foot hit something soft. Groping in the darkness, she felt the skin of an ambiguous creature, too soft to be a snake, too tough to be a sheep. She tried to pull her hand back but it was stuck. When she did break free, she was missing the hand.

She found it difficult to struggle along in the dark without her hand and wished she still had her walking stick.


The stars were shimmering and Paddy Jefferson was enjoying the light. He returned his gaze to the scar on the palm of his hand. This brought back memories of one night years before, when a boy named Tom crossed his path with vivid consequences. He closed his hand firmly. He didn’t like to think of that night.

Clancy Graham noticed the lack of light as she camped out in the field by the river. Shivering, she found she couldn’t sleep so decided to go for a swim in the cold water. She noticed a glint of light in the nearby reeds. Studying the light carefully, she thought she could make out a pair of eyes, perhaps belonging to an ambiguous creature. They were too small for a owl, too big for a rat. She waded closer.

To clear his mind, Paddy decided to go for a walk. He remembered to bring his trusty walking stick, as he had since he had acquired it years before, shortly after the need for one arose. At the top was inscribed the words ‘To Serena with love.’ Paddy put most of his weight on the stick. His leg was still sore after the incident years before.

He came to a river and gave a wistful sigh as he looked to the reeds. He had been here once. This was where he had ran into a girl named Clancy as she had been swimming during a particularly dark night. 

Clancy didn’t dare look away from the pair of eyes staring out from the reeds. She crept forward and felt around. There was a pair of glasses.

Tom rushed out of the store, flustured at Serena’s very obvious advances. Putting his new batteries into his coat pocket, he decided to take the longer, more scenic route home, past the river. There, he ran into a man with a walking stick, knocking him onto the ground. Tom apologised and was about to walk away when he saw how badly he had injured the man. Tom went to help the man to his feet, but the man made to hit him, shouting furiously. As Tom ran away, he noticed that his shoelace had come undone, and that he had lost his glasses in the collision.

Paddy sat down by the reeds. He needed to rest his injured leg: it hadn’t been the same since that incident with Tom years before. From the reeds came a rustle and he saw a shape emerge. It was a girl, not the best looking girl, the kind of girl a young boy wouldn’t want anything to do with. She was fat, almost as fat as a bear, and her chin itself was almost as big as a pigeon.

Serena stood up from the reeds. She recognised Paddy. He looked the same as he had years before. He was even wearing the same clothes; the same snakeskin hat and woollen sweater. Paddy had mugged Serena one dark night, cutting off her hand in order that he might steal the walking stick her grandfather had given her. Things then got even worse when Tom had rejected her advances. If not for Paddy, she might not have reacted with such hostility, and Tom would still be alive today.

She launched herself at Paddy, a knife in her one remaining hand.

