
  
  Praise for (Don't) Call Mum:


"Matt Wesolowski is one of the UK's best horror writers – (Don't) Call Mum is impossible to put down. Unmissable for horror fans (and any one with taste)." 
Eliza Clark, author of She's Always Hungry

"All the Wesolowski gifts are here: strong writing, intense setting, unsettling themes, and a unique slant on horror. This is modern, thrilling, clever, and I bloody loved it!" Louise Beech, author of Nothing Else and I Am Dust

"Matt Wesolowski at his very best: dark humour, sinister folklore and lurking horror. It builds from the seemingly banal to a disturbing climax that lingers long after you’ve finished reading. Brilliantly unsettling." 
Guy Morpuss, author of A Trial in Three Acts and Black Lake Manor


"The perfect bite-size piece of Northern dread. With its grim British folkloric threats brought to life in an expertly conjured (and equally bleak) modern-day setting, you'll be unable to disembark this train ride of the damned." Ally Wilkes, author of Where the Dead Wait and All the White Spaces

"Wesolowski skilfully layers modern storytelling with grim folklore to leave readers haunted by dread. (Don't) Call Mum is eerie, tense, and will have you breathless by the final stop." Tanya Pell, author of CICADA

"(Don't) Call Mum is pristine Wesolowski. Claustrophobic, taut, and achingly unnerving, the story unfolds much like the train car the characters find themselves on - barrelling along while the shadows move closer to the windows. Ultimately, this is something you'll pick up and not be able to put down, and you'll realize that throughout, you've had to remind yourself to breathe. This was spectacular." Steve Stred, author of Mastodon and Churn the Soil


"A slice of true Northern terror. Matt Wesolowski perfectly captures the dark beyond the window of the local train and fills it with nightmares." Oliver K Langmead, author of Calypso and Glitterati

"Wesolowski's atmospheric and chilling tale will haunt you. The way he weaves folklore into a modern-day setting is masterfully done. A cracking read." Tendai Huchu, author of the Edinburgh Nights series
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  The Midlands 
90 Miles North of London

    
  She’s talking loudly enough so the entire platform can hear her. A crow’s caw against the burr of gathered people noise. 
“I know it’s true because I’m basically an historian.” 
She adds a dash of laughter to her vowels. 
Historia-ah-ah-ahn
Leo immediately can’t stand her.
Condensation appears above a little coven of students on the platform edge joined by the occasional puffs of vape smoke that rise up in bubble gum-flavoured geysers. The boys have mullets, bad moustaches, shell-suit tops and baseball caps. This one woman doing all the talking is an earnest goth with a septum piercing and an unnecessarily huge pair of glasses.
Sweet summer children, Leo thinks as the gap between under- and post-grad opens up like a chasm between them and him.
Leo has chosen to fill this chasm with his derision.
He’s not even sorry.
Leo pulls his not-warm-enough jacket around himself and nuzzles into his scarf. Back when he was a first year, waiting at this exact platform at this exact station to go home for Christmas, he wore a band T-shirt and smoked a cigarette – a hangover drawn around him like a habit.
Right now, he just wants to go home in peace.
“When people talk about witches,” the loud woman is saying, “it’s all, Salem, Salem, Salem, but no one ever mentions, like, the thirty people that were hanged for witchcraft up on Newcastle Town Moor.”
Her earnestness isn’t lost on Leo.
His lip curls in a sneer.
New-cars-el
Everyone else on the platform huddles closer together because of the cold. This station sits in the middle of the country in the space between North and South. 
The wind barrels through in a bad temper. It ripples coats and snatches at scarves. Occasionally, someone will take a step forward and peer down the empty lines as if willpower alone will summon a train. Leo shuffles his feet, toes already going numb.
A raucous peal of too-loud laughter from the students turns a few heads. 
Leo glares. He’s definitely not bitter; these kids with their whole academic lives ahead of them. Not having fucked it all up yet.
Nope, not bitter at all. 
We were all first years once, Leo thought. We all had that wide-eyed notion that we knew everything after attending a couple of lectures. 
Leo watches the ‘historian’ for a while. A prophet in her leather trench coat and her glasses with the thick, look-at-me frames, regaling her disciples. Most of them look impressed. He hopes she’s not getting the same train as him.
Another peal of laughter and Leo shakes his head, but he can’t help smiling.
Time moves quick, kids, he thinks. Blink and you’re suddenly a post-grad with no direction, pulling pints of piss on the campus bar to pay your fees…
Leo blows out his own plume of condensation and stares around the station, trying to not think about the first years. Pigeons force themselves into the eaves of ancient girders as a baleful icy wind cuts through Leo’s jacket. His trainers have grit stuck in the treads. His suitcase drips slush-water onto the platform. Clothes and books scrunched up tight together for the journey North.
Leo turns back to them, a pang of guilt spreading through his stomach. Who is he to judge this lot anyway? We were all that insufferable once. An errant memory surfaces again, drives its blade between his ribs, curls his toes. Leo full of cheap lager and sugary shots in Freshers Week. He was staggering, drunkenly trying to explain the intricacies of Nick Cave lyrics to a bored woman in the campus bar he now works behind. 
The throb of music, the smell of sweat and perfume. Laughter and the rattle of ice in a plastic cup. Leo was sat too close to her, booze blinding him to the fact that the poor woman just wanted to be left alone. His eager tongue was wrestling with his words.
‘Brompton Oratory is literally about Cave breaking up with PJ Harvey. The Catholic imagery in that song is so fucking profound…’
Her half-smile and eyes that looked past him and said, help. A tiny white fleck of his spit on her cheek. She pretended not to notice before turning away and wiping it with the back of her hand.
Brutal.
Leo rifles through his rucksack for his ear buds; pulls out his phone and starts his music. It fills his head and his heart with delicious fury; Bleed From Within. Full blast. Leo opens the live departures app.
Leo’s train is surprisingly on time. The app shows a troubling array of red ‘delayed’ or ‘cancelled’ alerts for many of the other routes and Leo feels a little bit smug. For him this is a familiar journey: a couple of hours north, one change at York, then up, up, up into the wilds, past the bright lights of Newcastle-Upon-Tyne. Goodbye to the last big city and on into the welcome wilderness of home. 
Home is where patchwork fields reach the horizon. Brooding hills in the distance. Sheep farms and cobbled streets. Malacstone. Northumberland.
Leo messages his mam.
Train is on time…incredible scenes! 


She answers with a big, yellow thumbs-up.
He hopes she’ll light the log fire and order Chinese tonight in celebration of her only child’s return. Mam’s looked tired lately; she keeps asking Leo if he’s going to apply to teacher training college to get a ‘proper job’ after his master’s. 
You can’t work in a bar forever.
Leo wants to tell her that he’s hoping his dissertation, ‘The Cottingley Fairies Impact on Folkloric Belief in the Early 20th Century’, will somehow blow up and allow him to spend the rest of his days being paid to potter around in some ancient library. 
But he doesn’t.
Leo wonders if any of his mates might be about tonight; he floats a suggestion in the World Class Wrecking Cru WhatsApp Group. 
Getting in tonight if anyone’s down for a pint?


A few of them see it but no one replies. They’re all farmers, all still working, spreading straw through the barns, repairing the dry stonewalls by the light of their head torches. 
Leo’s hands have started feeling the cold again since he came down here to uni; Going soft, you lad, the boys say to him when he pulls on gloves. 
Leo’s headphones give a little bleep and die. 
He lets out a sigh but keeps them in his ears, so no one will try and talk to him. 
Leo picks up a free newspaper from a puddle of slush and reads it just so he isn’t alone with the sound of his brain.
The headlines surge with the same story. That bloke that went missing last week. His tearful kids. On the next page, a double feature about who’s going to be in the next series of I’m a Celebrity…
Leo leans back against a pillar; the bricks are cold on his spine, when a voice rises, cutting through his nerves.
“I’ve actually started an online campaign for a memorial to commemorate them, you know? Those people from Newcastle wrongly accused of witchcraft.”
The historian’s voice is high and excruciating.
“They should plant it on the Town Moor up there,” she says. “I believe those people should, like, never be forgotten.”
Leo watches from over his newspaper, the rest of the students nodding and checking their phones. 
“Liked. Shared,” some of them say.
Slacktivists, Leo thinks. Post about issues on socials in lieu of actually doing anything.
Leo turns the page of his newspaper from stories of bombs falling on innocent civilians to a feature on how to make your holiday more ‘Insta-licious’.
There’s a sudden blast of feedback and everyone on the platform collectively cowers. 
“The next train approaching Platform Five,” comes crackling out of the Tannoy, “is the four-fifteen service to York.”
The announcement dissolves into a squeal of feedback and the crowd of waiting passengers begin shuffling closer to the platform edge. Leo discards the newspaper and follows suit.
The front cover looks back at him balefully; the missing man’s family haven’t given up hope. Leo turns away and looks down the line for the train. 
You were never cut out to be a farmer, love. Mam sometimes tells him and there’s a grin on her face and in her eyes. Leo saw that grin replaced by tears when he got accepted to his undergrad and had wished dad had been around to see it, too. When she hugged him, the bones of her back felt brittle. Bird-like. All that remains of dad today is the waxy overcoat that mam can’t bear to take down from the peg in the hall, still stained with mud from top field. 
The undergrads are saying their
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