The Thing

  I looked at my new black shoes before I pulled back the sides of them to relieve my sore and aching feet. I had only walked three blocks in my new school shoes and already my feet were covered in big red blisters, the sort that are sore even if they are only touching air.

  I sighed and looked up at the world again. To my right was the sports ground, hidden by a thick row of untidy, jungle-like trees. To my left was a cliff with tall overhanging oak trees at the top throwing the entire road into shadow and causing the thick frost that crunched under my feet. Ahead was the footpath, curving around the trees on my right and heading to the school, the last place I wanted to be on this cold, frosty and extremely painful morning. 

  I gritted my teeth and looked ahead at the line of trees that hid the school that I was walking slowly towards. I did not relish the thought of spending the day in my new shoes, which already were causing me pain; but then again, I thought to myself, I had no choice. The thought didn’t bring me any comfort at all.

  It was then that I realized that in the last few seconds of thought, the world had changed completely. I knew what had happened because it had happened before. I couldn’t see anything, but I knew that there was something around me. A sort of a ghost, except I knew that it wasn’t a ghost. It was the Thing.

  I turned my memory back to when I had last encountered the Thing. It had been two years ago, when I was playing hide and seek in the forest and I had felt it come upon me. It made the air ripple as it touched my skin just as water does when exposed to a breeze. I remembered that moment vividly as I had felt a sudden and explosive burst of panic. I had run as fast as I could out of the trees and onto the clearing of grass where my family had been having a picnic and as soon as I had come into sight, the Thing had disappeared.

  As I had felt before, a sudden burst of panic exploded within my body and I had the sudden desire to run. My body tensed up apprehensively and adrenaline flowed into my muscles as I began to get ready for the sprint for the school as fast as my new shoes would allow. Then the Thing disappeared. 

  Moments later a car skidded around the corner behind me and came thundering past, blowing air over me as though washing away what had been near me. It had been to no avail however because as soon as the car had turned the corner up ahead, the Thing came back.

  I felt it again, the unnerving desire to run. I sped my pace up to a very brisk walk, but I didn’t run because I was afraid of what might happen if I did. The thought hit me that the Thing couldn’t do anything to me because it wasn’t there but that thought didn’t convince me. The feeling of danger was very real. It turned out that my very strong hunch that there was danger in the Thing was correct. A large branch fell from one of the tall overhanging oak trees above me and landed just in front of me. I was left in no doubt that it was the Thing that had thrown it at me. 

  The freezing coldness of the wind pierced my jacket and my insides felt as though they had turned to ice. I supposed that it was all the doing of the Thing, as though the Thing wanted to prove to me that it could do me damage and that I had better watch out.

  Another car came past causing the Thing to go away again. The Thing wasn’t going to do anything while there was a chance that there was a person watching. I had half a mind to call out for the car to stop. I was desperate to make the Thing to go away but I was too shy. I didn’t want myself to seem weird to anyone else as it was the first day of school and I wanted to make friends. Almost immediately afterwards I regretted this decision because as the car also rounded the corner, the Thing came back.

  I began to run. It felt like the best thing that I could do, the only thing. I would do anything to get away from the Thing. As the corner came closer and closer, the Thing began to get more and more desperate. The corner was coming up quickly and I had hope. Hope for the first time since the Thing had come that I could get away from it and get to school. The hope felt glorious, as if I was swimming in a pool of sweet, honey. It washed away all my fears like a long hot shower washes away mud after a soccer game.

  And then I rounded the corner as I had seen the two cars go around it and there in front of me was the school. I felt victorious as the Thing disappeared and with a huge grin on my face, I marched right into the school grounds. I felt glad in every way except for one. My feet still hurt. 
