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Newfoundland was built on fear. The fear of going hungry. The fear of resettlement. The fear of the things that exist in the dark of moonless nights.

A trip through Newfoundland finds ghosts at every stop and tales of woe behind every corner, of the sort you won’t see in a tourism ad. But when you jump on board the TERROR NOVA tour bus, you’re given a first-hand account of the secrets every foggy night holds.

Featuring twelve terrifying short stories from Newfoundland’s top talents, including IPPY-Award winner Ida Linehan Young (The Room Upstairs), Brad Dunne (The Merchant’s Mansion), award-winning filmmaker Mike Fardy, and many more!

If you enjoy this novel, sign up to my newsletter to receive updates and news. Sign up now and get an exclusive FREE horror eBook from the Engen Team!

Sign-Up for the Engen Horror Society Newsletter by clicking this link!

Table of Contents

TERROR NOVA: LURKING IN DARKNESS

1

THOSE WHO RETURN - Mike Fardy

2

A GAME OF SINK OR SWIM - Alex McIntosh

3

THE RESETTLEMENT OF THRALL’S COVE - Ali House

4

NO FUTURE - CH Newell

5

FAIRY GODMOTHER - Brad Dunne

6

BENEATH A RISING SUN - Nicole Little

7

THE CRUSTMAN - Matthew LeDrew

8

DON’T LEAVE THE LIGHT BURNING - Kelley Power

9

THE DEVIL CAME TO THE BIGHT - Jon Dobbin

10

THE GREEN MARSH ONES AND THE GREAT STAG - Ida Linehan Young

11

IRELAND’S EYE - Paul Carberry

12

THE DESERTED ISLAND - Mike Hickey

THE SHORT FICTION OF ENGEN BOOKS

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

1
 

[image: ]


Hurtling across the island in a bus you thought you had made up alongside a character that you thought you had made up would take a toll on anyone, but following the events at Cantwell House, it was really beating the hell out of Malcolm Hennessey’s increasingly fragile psyche.

“Having fun?” Simon, sorry, “Nathaniel,” asked. That was going to take some getting used to for Malcolm.

Clad exclusively in shades of black with knee-high boots usually reserved for pirate movies and silver chains hosting a pentagram and a wolf’s tooth pendant fell through his open coat over his shirt and vest, Nathaniel stood in front of Malcolm just like the twisted ringmaster he had pictured Simon as he wrote Terror Nova.

He even clutched a silver wolf’s head walking stick. 

“Not particularly,” Malcolm answered. 

Up until this past weekend, Malcolm thought Simon was a figment of his imagination, a character he conjured up for his book Terror Nova to serve as the tour guide and thread the stories together. 

Then things got weird.

Malcolm had accepted an invitation to what was intended to be a relaxing weekend at a writers’ retreat in hopes of clearing up a bout of writer’s block that was delaying the long-awaited sequel to his book. But he became caught in a bizarre mystery while at the merchant house recently converted to a B & B and event space.

People were disappearing and strange manuscripts of horrifying stories were suspiciously finding their way to him.

It wasn’t really helping with the writer’s block. 

It also didn’t help when he suddenly found himself in a shadowy netherworld he had come to refer to as the Darker, trapped alongside Tracy Cantwell-Jackson, who had gone missing over the weekend, and Victoria Power and Eleanor Cantwell, who had disappeared two centuries ago.

Then Simon showed up, revealing that he wasn’t the fictional character Malcolm had created, but the quite real Nathaniel Cantwell, a member of the merchant family who had owned the house and who was believed dead since not long after Victoria and Eleanor vanished.

So, being on board the also surprisingly actually quite real Terror Nova bus, travelling across the Darker version of Newfoundland, being hosted by Simon the ghost—no, that’s not quite it—the spirit? No, still not right. Whatever its state of existence was, it was Nathaniel Cantwell, and Malcolm was having a very hard time with the whole situation. 

Malcolm looked to Tracy, the widow of one of Nathaniel’s apparent descendants, who somehow had gotten caught up in this mess and dragged into the Darker with him. She was sitting in the booth across from him with Zena, a young girl who was already on board the bus with Nathaniel when it arrived. Malcolm didn’t know the girl, but she looked oddly familiar to him. 

How did he recognize this girl and what did she have to do with all this? 

He was wracking his brain as Simon interrupted his thoughts by speaking again.

“As our dear friend and prophet Mr. Hennessey now knows, authors don’t build. They don’t create from nothing. They uncover what already exists and the level of detail and nuance revealed is at the volition of their talent.”

Great, Malcolm thought, at least in the Darker you can apparently still get a copy of On Writing. 

He did subscribe to the same theory on the craft, believing that when you’re really cooking, storytelling can feel objective instead of subjective, and that as you write, and the elements come together, they can just click and give you the same dopamine hit as solving a math problem you know you have right and there can’t be another answer for. 

All that did seem a little on the nose seeing as his most well-known character was standing in front of him. 

“As we continue our journey to our final destination, you’ll find that much lurks beneath, and the things you think are growing before you have origins well below the surface...”
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The dull thrum of The Sycamore’s engines reverberated through the metal hull of the ferry’s galley in rattling waves. John’s eyelids drooped as he tried again to parse the data scattered across the papers on the glossy wooden table before him. He’d read the census report over and over when it crossed his desk at the Newfoundland Department of Welfare. The town of Little Bight had taken resettlement money to offset the costs of moving off their isolated island to the more central town of Seldom. One thousand dollars for each household plus another $250 per family member. Not a great fortune when laid against the expenses of uprooting your life, business, and family, but it was all for the greater good and the promise of future wealth through consolidation. The cheques were written and cashed, $19,500 from the government coffers to plug the leak in the economy caused by providing food and services to fourteen households across three hours of ocean. Complicated socially but a simple transaction. At least it should have been, except for the census. 

That damned census. No responses from the relocated families in Seldom. When the agent interviewed the locals it was claimed that everyone who had resettled from Little Bight had moved to other nearby communities. John had scoured the census data from surrounding communities and found no evidence that any new families had arrived in any of them. He flagged it as suspicious, wrote as thorough a report as he could manage with the frayed strings of a theory he had pulled from the reports, and sent it to his superiors. He expected that would be the last he heard of the issue, that the report would be ignored. People lie to census agents. No one wants the eyes of the government inspecting their business, trying to wring extra tax dollars out of their efforts to make a dignified living. The last thing he expected was to be shipped off to Little Bight on a ferry with a demolition crew and an RCMP officer. New policy, they’d said. If there were suspicions that families may return to a resettled community a team would be sent to remove any remaining structures. More money spent. Now with his name attached to it and looking through his report again, even he was having a hard time tracking his paranoid logic. 
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John rubbed his temples as the rock of the boat started to make the small words swim on the page. A sour taste spread in his mouth and saliva began to pool in the back of his throat. He pried his eyes from the documents and searched through the grimy window for a horizon to focus on, but the smeared glass showed only a foggy gradient of dark sea to grey sky. 

“Y’alright there, sir?” The owner of the construction company, Paul Downey, sat with his thick arms crossed over his gut as his crew smirked at John over a card game. A lanky man with bright red hair who couldn’t be older than twenty laughed as he laid his hand of cards on the table. 

“Sure he’s ‘bout to go off like a Christmas cracker.” 

“Just need some air is all,” John said as he slid out of his booth as smoothly as his seasick legs would allow. He managed a few steady steps before the sway under his feet sent the room spinning and he crumpled forward, landing painfully on the painted steel staircase leading to the deck above. Downey’s demolition crew burst into laughter but were silenced by a hard look from Paul, who stood and crossed the galley to help. The huge man easily hoisted John back to his feet and clapped him on the shoulders of his tweed jacket. 

“Go on and get your air now,” Paul said as he pressed a cigarette into John’s hand. “Make sure it’s not all fresh though, this’ll straighten y’out.”

“Thank you, Paul.” John cast a glance at the demolition team who appeared to have lost interest in watching him struggle and had returned to their card game. Still, John sank his full concentration into his legs to avoid stumbling again.

[image: BusSIMP.png]

On deck, the cold air shot through the fabric of John’s clothes and momentarily cleared his head. The sun shone somewhere behind the wall of fog pressing in around the ferry, creating a bright wash of light that surrounded him completely. The smell of sea air mixed with gasoline washed over John as he placed Paul’s cigarette between his lips and patted his pockets to find his matchbook. Over the sounds of the engine and the waves on the hull, John could hear what sounded like a heated conversation coming from somewhere near The Sycamore’s stern. John’s hand found the matchbox as he strained to hear the argument. The match lit on the first strike despite the cold wet air, and a part of him wished someone on the demolition crew had been there to see this small act of competence. He lit the cigarette as he walked towards the noise, the first puff sent an acidic smoke scraping over the back of his throat. If there was any tobacco in this cigarette, Paul had hidden it in a garden of other creative additions. John coughed violently as he rounded the ferry’s small wheelhouse where he caught the attention of the source of the raised voices. Mark Hussey, the well-groomed RCMP officer, stood strong, while the pale, wrinkled ferry captain held his finger out inches from the man’s thick moustache. On the books, Hussey’s job was to keep things peaceful should there actually be anyone holding out in Little Bight, but John suspected most of his work would be making sure Paul and his crew stayed honest while living off the government’s chequebook. 

“Everything alright out here?” John asked, taking another draw of Paul’s mystery cigarette. Whether it was just the taste or whatever was rolled into the mix, it was working, John felt the nausea subsiding. 

Hussey responded to John but kept his eyes on the captain. “I was asking our friend here if he’d heard anything of people shipping back and forth from Little Bight to the mainland. This ferry used to handle most of the supply shipping to them before they moved.”

“I’m sure as shit no friend of yours and don’t you go accusin’ me a nudding. I don’t know where them folks ended up.” The captain’s finger was back to waving in the officer’s face, but Hussey held his ground.

“That brings up another question then. If you’ve got no business with them anymore, how are you keeping this boat running? Not much need for a ferry around here anymore.”

“I got a mind to toss you over the rail and go on my way. I’m not on trial here. I done nudding wrong! The boat’s been sitting at the dock collecting seagrass since they left. If she hadn’t started up this morning to bring ye all over, I’d have sold ‘er for scrap.” 

John turned and was startled to see a younger man step out of the wheelhouse. Another appeared from a ladder to the deck below and stood behind the captain. Emboldened further by the backup, the captain’s voice grew lower and more threatening.

“No one asked for you lot to come diggin’ around in our business. Paid all them families to pack off but didn’t pay any mind to us who worked for ‘em. Leave us to rot, make us desperate enough that you can dangle money over our heads to have us cart you over to tear down what’s left of an honest community.” The bright overcast glow glinted off the blade of a knife that had appeared in the hands of one of the younger men. John’s mouth went dry and his heart began to beat in his throat.

“Now let’s not get out of hand.” John tried to keep from stammering, “If you’ve been impacted by resettlement I’m sure there’s an appeal you could—” John froze as the man behind him sidled between him and the guardrail at the deck’s edge, moving closer behind Hussey. John pressed himself against the wall of the wheelhouse, trying to distance himself from any hidden blade this man might have. 

The captain took another step towards Hussey “Well you made us desperate all right. But if yer just here to try and pin some bullshit charge on me, maybe turning around and watching you bob in the water while I go home’s worth missing out on the paycheque.” 

Hussey held eye contact with the captain. Suddenly the two younger men took a step back and the captain’s confident smile disappeared. It had happened too quickly for John to process. Hussey’s gun was in his hand and pressed against the old man’s ribs. Hussey stared the captain down. 

“It was just a few questions, not an accusation. If you don’t want to discuss it further then let’s leave it there.” 

Everyone stood frozen as the engine and the waves droned on around them. The captain broke eye contact first and turned away with a scoff. He walked back into the wheelhouse and the two young men followed.

“I s’pose we’re going to find a few people on this island after all,” Hussey said as he holstered his weapon.  

“I think it might have been better to wait until we were at least on our way back before you made an enemy out of the one who’s going to bring us home,” John said as he stuffed his hands in his pockets to hide their shaking. Hussey ignored him. 

“At least they probably won’t have had time to send any warning ahead.”

“Why is that better? We’re not looking for a confrontation here. It’d be better if we got there and the town was empty. Then we could just let the others knock down whatever hasn’t blown over on its own and come right back.” 

“Right,” Hussey said as he walked towards the galley stairs. John stepped in front of him.

“If we find anyone in Little Bight, we’ll just be bringing them back to Seldom with us. Not getting rough with them. Keep that weapon holstered.” 

John tried to keep his gaze steady and authoritative. Hussey’s dark eyes bore through him. 

“That’ll be up to them, won’t it?” Hussey asked as he stepped past John and walked across the foggy deck then down into the galley. John almost called after him but what could he say? The man was a police officer. John was just a clerk at the Department of Welfare. He wasn’t in charge of this operation; he wasn’t even sure why he was here. Maybe to teach him a lesson about raising a fuss over old business. Well, lesson learned. John sighed at the still-smoking cigarette that lay floating in a puddle on the deck. Must have fallen out of his mouth during the stand-off. That’s how they’d seen him, slack-jawed and terrified. He could feel the captain’s stare through the windows of the wheelhouse. Not wanting to make eye contact, John walked to the aft of the ferry and sat on a wet bench looking out at the water. He watched the white caps of the boat’s wake spin into the fog and prayed they’d find nothing but empty houses in Little Bight.
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Eventually, the evening sun burned away the last of the fog, and John could see the outline of Little Bight’s island ahead. The rest of the journey had been uneventful, each group on board choosing to stick to their own section of the boat. Soon land began passing by the port side of the ferry. Thin pine trees clustered together in a dark wall of needles and sap. The Sycamore’s engines kicked down an octave leaving enough space in the air to hear waves sweeping the shore and gulls crying out overhead. Those below felt the speed drop and began stepping up onto the deck to get a glimpse of their destination. Paul lumbered up the stairs and gave John a cheerful wink. 

“Manage to keep yer lunch down?” he called across the deck.

“No thanks to whatever concoction you rolled up in that cigarette,” John called back. 

Paul let out a full-bodied laugh that was echoed by some of his crew who were lighting their own smokes as they spread out along the deck’s railings. John crossed the deck and saved himself another stumble by reaching the far railing just as the boat began to curve into Little Bight’s small harbour. 
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The young redheaded construction worker came running past, pointing ahead of them excitedly. “Sure look! That’s why there’s still people here. They’s house never made it out the harbour!” 

The other younger workers ran to the front of the boat and gasped and hollered as the ferry passed a house, half submerged in the center of the harbour, thick chains coated in seaweed hung loose between the makeshift barge the house rested on and a small fishing boat floating empty in front of it. 

“Them cheques you write big enough to cover that?” Paul asked, resting his elbows on the railing and nodding at the house. 

John couldn’t look away as they slowly drifted by. He hadn’t heard anything about this. Surely someone would have sent a report or a complaint. Wouldn’t they at least try to apply to be reimbursed for damages this severe? Did the department hold back this information, or did these people have so little faith in government they didn’t even bother to ask?

“I... I’m sure they were reimbursed,” John said, not convincing himself or Paul. 
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The ferry began a sharp turn as the engines grumbled to near silence. John pulled his eyes from the sunken house and saw the town of Little Bight emerging from the treeline. No more than fifteen houses, a general store, and a restaurant, each with their siding painted in bright colours now speckled with the grey wood beneath, paint peeled away by the wind. The town was built on the hillside, making the structures appear stacked in layers on top of each other. An overgrown dirt road led down the steep slope to the harbour’s old wharf, which the ferry was now reversing towards. Hussey stood at the back of the boat, eyes scanning the shore. John was relieved to see no movement, no sign of anyone, just an empty, abandoned town. The engines roared to halt their forward momentum, bringing the boat to a stop with a gentle bump against the tires hung along the edge of the wharf. The captain’s two deckhands jumped from the ferry to the dock with ropes in hand, quickly tying them down and securing the ferry in place. As the ferry ramp began to lower, some of Paul’s crew were already whooping and grabbing the top of the ramp and jumping from the boat to the wharf. Only seeing them cooped up playing cards in the ferry’s galley had made John think of them as adults and professionals, now they looked more like rowdy schoolboys on a field trip. 

“Watch it, b’ys, you’re useless enough as it is! You break something down there and can’t work, you’re swimmin’ home!” Paul’s voice boomed over the commotion. “Now get the gear unloaded so we can set up the site before we lose daylight!” 

Paul’s command was punctuated by the clunk of the ramp colliding with the dock. The boys’ laughter and yelling died to a grumble as they made their way back onto The Sycamore to unload. John was surprised to see the sun so low in the sky, already casting the rich orange of early evening over Little Bight. Mark Hussey appeared next to Paul. 

“How long you figure you’ll need to take it all down?”

Paul squinted at the structures. “Three full days I’d say. Maybe two if we can convince the b’ys this isn’t a vacation. Restaurant probably has a few rooms in it. We’ll do that last and make it our bunkhouse.”

Hussey nodded. “Let’s make it two then. Hustle them along. Me and John will check over the houses. Make sure no one’s hiding away on us.” 

Without so much as a look, Hussey led the way from the ferry. Paul gave him a sour look then shrugged at John and headed below decks.

––––––––
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The two deckhands glared at John and Hussey as they walked off the dock and onto the dirt road. 

“You take the left side. I’ll take the right. Call out if you see anyone,” Hussey said as he turned and walked towards a sky-blue house with shuttered windows. 

The shadows of the trees surrounding the town were reaching down the slope towards John as the sun dropped lower behind them. This job would be miserable enough without having to do it in the dark. John hurried to the first building on the left, the general store. He saw his reflection approaching in the dirty windows as he reached out for the door. He paused for a moment then pulled the handle. Locked. John cupped his hands around his eyes to peer into the dark store. He saw the outline of some shelves, the counter, and till silhouetted against... light? An open door in the back. John shook his head, puzzled. Was it stranger to see a locked door or an open door in an abandoned town? 

He made his way around the back, and, sure enough, the back door was wedged open with a stone. The evening light lay a perfect rectangle across the shop’s floor revealing dirty floorboards and empty shelves. Dried mud around the entrance showed footprints. Multiple trips or multiple people travelling back and forth. At his own feet, John saw a path leading into the trees behind the shop. Not so obviously laid as the dirt road. There were two lines through the grass. Had they used a cart? Why didn’t the trail lead to the harbour? His thoughts were interrupted by a sound through the trees that sounded like notes being blasted through some baritone brass instrument. The notes created a strange chord that made his eyelids flutter closed and his hands instinctively move towards his ears. The sound died down and John was once again able to concentrate. 

“Mark!” John called over his shoulder. “I think there’s more to the town up through these trees!” 

No answer, just the sounds of the demolition crew antagonizing each other and the hiss of the wind through the pines. John looked to the next house on his side of the road and tried to imagine what he would do if he found a family hiding inside, or what they would do when they were caught. He decided it was better to be thorough and see what the purpose of this path from the back of the general store was used for.  
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The path through the trees was wide enough to walk but not wide enough to avoid the scratching, sticky pine branches that pulled at John’s jacket. Shaded from the wind, the flies had free reign to swarm around John’s head, searching for any exposed skin to drink from. Their whining hum followed John up the steep forest path, splitting his attention from the roots and rocks sticking out of the path and causing him to stumble as he swatted at clouds of blood-drinking specks. John emerged from the trees at the top of the coastal cliffs above the town, sweating and breathing heavily from the effort. Now he felt foolish. This was just a walking trail, a place to enjoy an ocean view and a treat from the store. Still, John wasn’t eager to return to checking door to door for hideouts, so he took a moment to look out over the water. The sun was disappearing over the horizon, colouring the sky a fiery red and casting long shadows behind him. Right below the cliff, he could see the half-sunken house outside the harbour. Suddenly he stumbled forward as the discordant blast of horns battered his brain once again. This time it was so loud he was forced to his knees to avoid tumbling over the cliff’s edge. He clutched the spiny brush at the cliff’s edge as his muscles seized, his jaw forced open as the hellish tones contorted his muscles against his will. Finally, the sound faded and John collapsed. The effort of enduring that howl had left his arms and legs shaking. He looked in the direction of the dying sound and saw the top of a wooden structure peeking just above the treeline. Whatever was making the sound was in that building. John forced himself to his feet and stumbled towards the treeline again. This town was being torn down and he was going to make sure that whatever was making that noise would be the first to go.
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John was in a feverish rage by the time he emerged through the trees. He hadn’t even looked for a path and barged through the tight-knit woods, his face scratched and bleeding, a smear of antiseptic-smelling sap running down his hair to his neck. What he’d seen above the trees hadn’t been a building at all. Four black wooden pillars twisted around each other in a corkscrew pattern. Panels of wood seemed to be randomly screwed to the pillars at odd angles and the whole structure was constructed around a large hole in the rocky ground. Moving closer John could see the wood wasn’t painted black but seemed to be stained by a wet rot. Bulbous fungal growths dotted the wood closest to the hole. With the weight that each pillar must hold, it seemed a miracle that the whole thing hadn’t collapsed. Had they hauled all this lumber up the hill by hand? Had something else that had been built here disintegrated into this strange shape?  
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His confused thoughts were shattered as the hole in the rock bellowed out a blast of air, forced up from a sea cave far below. The purpose of the strange wooden spire became immediately apparent as the air rushed through the angled wooden panels and the structure erupted into another howling assault. Being this close to the noise John was forced to the ground. He crushed his ears closed so hard his fingernails drew blood. His vision went white and when the sound died down it was replaced with his own screaming. When he regained control over his body he continued his bestial scream as he threw himself at the rotten wood. He felt a sickening pop in his shoulder as he crashed into the demonic instrument. The wet wood creaked and snapped, toppling into a second pillar and sending them both crashing onto the ground. He turned to the third pillar, his voice hoarse and stars sparkling across his vision. He ripped at the wood with his hands. One of his fingernails tore in two and the storm of pain brought John’s rational mind bursting to the surface. He managed to silence his screams as he stared in horror at his mangled fingers. Another blast of air and sea spray burst from the hole, but without the rotten wood instrument towering over it, the sound was reduced to the monotone whoosh of wind over rock. The evening light had almost fully died out leaving John shivering in the cold blue of the night. He tried to steady his breath, which came in gasps, the panic and rage slowly subsiding and the pain of his multiple injuries rising into the foreground. He winced as he tried to press his shredded fingernail back in place. As he tried to gather his thoughts the wind slowed just enough that John could hear raised voices from the town below. These weren’t the jovial laughs of the demolition crew; it sounded like an argument. John pushed himself back onto his feet and limped back towards the path as quickly as his shaky legs would carry him.
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His own heavy breathing and the insulating closeness of the trees blocked the sound of the conflict as John jogged through the dark forest. He’d been so afraid his suspicions were wrong, that they would have come all this way and found no one and spent all this money for nothing. Now he was praying that this was just another argument between his crew and the ferry captain in an empty town. Fuck the money, this wasn’t his concern. He reviewed data for inconsistencies. He wrote reports. He clocked out at five o’clock. He didn’t travel for days to evict people or manage conflicts between men intent on killing each other. 

The flies were worse than ever now. The high-pitched buzz surrounding him brought the terrible fluting back to mind, the memory of the sound vibrating behind his eyes. A scream welled up in his throat, but mercifully the path spit him out back in town, behind the general store. He limped around the corner of the store to see two groups of people in a standoff. Hussey and Paul stood in front of the demolition crew. Paul was in a heated argument as his crew backed him up by loudly yelling threats over his shoulder. The woman Paul was arguing with was in her 60’s dressed in a flannel jacket over a cotton dress, her pale blonde hair tied up in a bun. She was pointing back to the boat and commanding them to go back to where they came from. The other townsfolk stood behind her, some holding lanterns which bathed them in orange light.
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John tried to catch his breath enough to call out, raising his hand high to catch the mob’s attention, but he dropped to the ground as the crack of a gunshot sent everyone into momentary hysteria then silence. Hussey’s arm was extended into the air, smoke curling from the barrel of his sidearm. 

“Everyone here is guilty of defrauding the Newfoundland government of thousands of dollars. We won’t be accepting negotiation, much less demands. You’ll follow the orders given to you or the consequences will be more severe than what you’ll already be facing.” Mark Hussey lowered his gun as he spoke but didn’t put it back in its holster. “Now, return to your homes and let us work.” 

John was back on his feet and walked towards the gathering. Hussey glanced his way and his stoney gaze turned to confusion. 

“What happened to you?” he asked. 

John ignored him and addressed the people of Little Bight. “My name is John Ploughman. I’m with the Department of Welfare. Please, let’s all stay calm. It’s true that this is a serious situation that needs to be sorted out, but I can see a few options on how we can move forward. Let’s a few of us sit down and discuss this, okay?” He leaned towards Hussey and hissed through his teeth, “Put that damn gun away.” 

The townspeople looked to the woman at the front of the group, a few of them whispering amongst themselves. 

“We were just gettin’ supper ready when your buddy there hauled us all out here,” the woman said. “Come sit with us and we’ll figure this out.” 

Hussey holstered his weapon as the woman turned and headed towards Little Bight’s hotel and restaurant “The Big Bite.” John watched as she whispered to a small group of townsfolk who turned and walked to some of the nearby houses.

“You’re hurt,” Hussey said. “Did you scrap with one of them?”

“No. No. There was a path... I’ll explain later. I’m fine. If you pull that gun out one more time I swear to god I’ll do everything in my power to make sure you get that badge torn right off your chest.”

“They won’t go quietly.”

“There are policies for this. Fines, warrants, seizure of property. We’re not here to hold a gun to their heads.”

“Try it your way then.” 
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The restaurant had its tables pushed together into long communal rows. The electricity had been shut off on the island after the feigned resettlement, but the room was well-lit with candles and lanterns. Windows were slid open but even with a stream of cool night air the room was uncomfortably hot. The walls were decorated with old fishing equipment and oil paintings depicting calm sunsets as well as boats on stormy seas. A wooden staircase led to a second floor where some locals were leaning against the railing, looking down at their unwanted visitors. Despite the hostility outside, glasses of beer were served to their group quickly after they sat down. Many of the young men seemed instantly won over by the gesture and dove into their drinks. Hussey slammed a fist on the table, stopping them mid-gulp. 

“Don’t drink that. We’ve still got work to do yet tonight,” he growled. 

The crew turned to Paul for backup. 

“We’re not tearin’ the houses out from around people, Mark b’y. Certainly not tonight,” Paul said as he gave a nod of permission to his boys. 

“Not tomorrow either,” the blonde-haired woman said as she dragged a chair across the rough wooden floor and sat at the end of the table next to John. A silence fell over the rest of the room. The woman looked from Hussey to John and continued, “This is our home. You don’t want to give us electricity, medicine, food, that’s fine. You bought us out, we’ll make do. We don’t need you anymore and you don’t have to provide us anything.”

“Well, that’s just it,” John said. “You took the money. It wasn’t given so we’d have permission to stop providing services. There’s more to the agreement. We’re moving you to more central cities, strengthening our economy by consolidation.”

“You’re not moving us anywhere,” she snapped back. “We’re not going to give up what we’ve built here to strengthen your economy. You’re going to get on your boat and go back where you came from and forget about us.” 

The silence in the pub hardened. Both sides were tense, two animals poised to tear each other apart when one made the first move. John tried to hide his nerves but couldn’t help glancing around at the people of Little Bight. They were frozen in place, behind the bar and throughout the dining room. Even in the dark rooms above the lantern light reflected off unblinking eyes, illuminating them like milky glass. A high whistle undulated through the pub. John felt a panic clawing its way through his mind. He whipped his head toward the sound, expecting to see another spiralling instrument ready to send the room into a shrieking rage. It was just the door. The wind outside had picked up and was whistling through the gaps in the wood. He felt a tickle of water on his cheek as rain began swirling through the open windows. He wiped the rain from his face as he turned back to the conversation, which he only now realized had continued while he was distracted. Hussey was standing now and had moved around the table towards the woman. 

“Maybe he can’t fit all of you on that ferry tonight but at least one of you is coming back in cuffs.” Hussey stood strong as some of the townsfolk stepped between him and the woman. “If she wants to speak for the lot of ya then only fair she feels the consequences first.”

“Go back where you came from and leave us be,” growled one of the men who had stepped up to Hussey. 

The man was thin with large, watery eyes. His arms seemed too long, with several inches of skin extending from the ends of his sleeves. His skin was pale to the point of beginning to look blue and he had a rash on his neck just above the collar of his shirt that seemed to be causing some of the exposed flesh to flake away. Looking around the room he noticed similar
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