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Mary Shelley The Vanishing Child

The Story I will tell, is not from fiction, but of fact!

In the year of our Lord 1546, a tragedy befell young Alice Glaston in the village of Much Wenlock. Merely eleven years of age, she met her grim fate at the gallows, becoming the youngest female soul to be extinguished in England's history. 

The specifics of her transgression have been obscured by the mists of time, but whispers in the shadows tell of accusations of murder or sorcery that sealed her cruel destiny.

Yet, even with the full narrative unveiled, the cause of her condemnation remains shrouded through time, thus transforming her demise into a true tragedy. However, there is a whisper of possibility that in death, her spirit may persevere, tirelessly pursuing the truth behind her friend’s ' inexplicable disappearance. The lack of true evidence only deepens the tragedy surrounding her fate, casting a shadow of uncertainty over her untimely end. Nevertheless, there lingers a faint ray of hope that her essence endures, steadfastly committed to unraveling the baffling secrets of the Shelley children’s' disappearance.
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Mary Shelley

The vanishing Child

A Short Tale 
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On the eleventh of April in the year 1546, in the quaint hamlet of Little Wenlock, Shropshire, three young children embarked on a journey of discovery. The harsh grip of winter had finally loosened, allowing the rejuvenating rays of the sun to caress their tender faces with warmth after what seemed like an eternity of cold. 

Like emerging butterflies from their chrysalis, they unfurled their wings and set out into the unknown of the countryside.

Through the verdant pastures they roamed, until they reached the threshold of a vast, looming wood. Towering trees cast a shadowy veil over the forest floor, where not a ray of sunlight dared to tread. 

As they ventured deeper into the forest's heart, an unsettling darkness began to engulf their impressionable minds, playing tricks on their senses and stirring a sense of foreboding within their young minds.
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Beyond the passing of time, the youngest of the children, a mere eight-year-old maiden named Mary Shelley, voiced her desire to return to the safety of their village . 

Her elder brother, John, aged ten, echoed her sentiments, professing his fear and longing for home. Upon hearing their distressed pleas, Alice, the eldest of the three, acquiesced to their request, leading them back along the trail they believed they had traversed.

They wandered through the dense forest, their steps uncertain as they searched for the familiar path that had led them there. 

After what seemed like an eternity, a clearing emerged in the distance, beckoning them with the promise of a way out. 

With hopeful hearts, the children hastened towards it, only to realise that it was not the escape they sought.

Sunlight streamed through the canopy above, casting a golden glow over the verdant grass of the clearing. 

But the joy of this brief respite was short-lived, as Anna and John, overwhelmed by the fear of being lost, began to weep. 
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In the centre of the clearing stood a majestic ewe tree, its branches swaying violently in an unfelt breeze as if beset by an unseen tempest.

The tree's ancient limbs thrashed and creaked in the wind, their movements wild and untamed. The children huddled together, their hearts filled with awe at the tumultuous sight before them. 

In this enchanted grove, surrounded by the whispers of the forest, they were lost and alone,.

"All at once, a spectral voice drifted through the air, carried on the wind, its eerie call beckoning them towards the ancient tree. 

Alice, consumed by curiosity, ventured forward, the faint whispers guiding her steps. Anna and John stood transfixed, believing it was just the wind, their gazes fixed upon Alice as she approached the haunting source.

As the trio neared the tree, the once serene sky darkened with abhorrent clouds, casting a shadow over the land. 
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Fearing the encroaching darkness, the young siblings rushed to join Alice, unwilling to be separated in such ominous surroundings."

In but a brief span, the heavens darkened and torrents of rain descended upon the unsuspecting group. 
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Seeking refuge beneath the sheltering branches of the ancient ewe tree, the children gazed upwards as the storm that raged above. Suddenly, a blinding flash of lightning exploded the air, striking the very tree they sought shelter beneath. 

A surge of electricity coursed through Alice's hand, sending a jolt through her body and causing her to crumple to the earth below.  

As the siblings beheld Alice, seemingly lifeless, they gave way to tears of despair. But lo! In but a brief span, Alice stirred, her struggles evident as she sought to rise and seek refuge against the trunk of the ancient tree. 

With aid from the siblings Mary and John, she managed to find some solace beneath the expansive canopy. 
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Despite the deluge of rain that cascaded from the heavens, the tree's shelter remained unwavering.

In the midst of the storm , the three children huddled together, weary and famished. 

Alice, in her wisdom, proposed that they partake of the abundant brown mushrooms that thrived beneath the tree's protective embrace. 

However, she warned them sternly to steer clear of the crimson fungi, for they bore the mark of poison. 

Thus, beneath the tree's benevolent boughs, the siblings found sustenance and safety amidst the storm's unrelenting rage.  

As the three children's bellies were filled, they slowly succumbed to a deep slumber. 

The storm raged outside, but not one of them stirred from their sleep. 
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When evening fell, they continued to rest peacefully beneath the canopy of the ancient ewe. But as the first light of dawn crept over the horizon, only Alice awoke. 

She  turned her gaze to John, his once lively countenance was now a mere shell, his eyes black as coal, and empty of all life. Turning to Mary, there was no difference, her features too, were frozen and lifeless. 

Like stepping into a frozen lake the sight of the siblings chilled her to the core.  

In a frenzy of weeping, Alice could not grasp the events that transpired before her.  Desperately shaking the lifeless bodies of her friends, she was convinced they had fallen into a deep slumber. 

Despite her repeated efforts to rouse them, her endeavours proved futile.  With a heavy heart, she arranged their limp forms against the sturdy trunk of the towering Ewe tree, 

a haunting statement in the dim light of the clearing.
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Alone and trembling with fear, Alice fled from the scene and ventured deeper into the dark woods. As she wandered aimlessly for what seemed an eternity, her senses dulled by shock, she was eventually drawn towards the lamentations of distant voices. 

A crowd had gathered from Little Wenlock, 

in search of the missing children, their cries echoing through the silent forest.

Running towards the anguished calls, a stream of tears cascaded down her cheeks. Suddenly, the townsfolk emerged, rushing towards her with exclamations of her name. "Alice, Alice!" they called out. But as they drew near, a hushed silence fell among them, their expressions wrought with astonishment. 

Alice, still advancing towards them, overheard the murmurs of concern: "What’s wrong with her?" and "What afflicts her eyes?" Despite her pleas for aid and her face brimming with sorrow, she remained perplexed as even her own mother had a reluctance to offer solace. "Help me," she implored, yet they remained un wanting to assist.  

"Where be John and Mary?" they cried out, their voices echoing through the dark woods. 
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