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Friday, 31st of October

Trina sat up in the darkness.

What was that? Glancing around in the half-light that flooded through the large, voile-curtained windows of the cabin, she searched for what was wrong.

My heart’s racing, she realised.

She squinted at the bed directly opposite hers and was relieved to see the lump beneath the covers, snoring softly while it slept. Trina frowned. Whatever had woken her up, Trish had been able to sleep through.

Why?

The two girls had been best friends since kindergarten, so Trina knew, probably better than anyone, that Trish was a light sleeper.

And she’s usually the one having the nightmares, she thought, gazing at the lump that was her friend. Trish was usually the one who woke up screaming.

But I didn’t wake up screaming, thought Trina. I just woke up…

Didn’t I?

The sound of Trish’s soft snores was comforting, but Trina’s heart was still beating fast. She drew in several deep breaths, which seemed to do the trick.

Throwing off the sheet, she climbed out of bed and quietly crept through the dusky darkness to the bathroom, where she filled a glass of water from the sink and drank it in three long gulps.

What woke me up? she asked her shadowy reflection in the bathroom mirror. Had she been dreaming? Or was it something outside the cabin? Or… inside the cabin?

Maybe it was Trish.

Smiling and nodding to herself, Trina left the bathroom and crept back to her bed.

Of course it was Trish. She was having a bad dream and cried out.

Yawning, Trina sat down and was about to settle back beneath the sheet when a high-pitched noise began humming in her ears.

Rubbing her face, she yawned again.

Tiredness and air pressure. That was all it was. She needed to yawn and pop her ears.

She’d also woken up too early, which was nuts, considering how exhausting yesterday had been. Trina still couldn’t believe she’d signed up for summer camp that year. The constant running around after kids who had no intention of settling down, no matter how many times they were told to, while trying to convince them to focus on ANYTHING, had left Trina vowing to herself that as soon as camp was over, she never wanted to see another small child for as long as she lived.

Too much anxiety.

Too much frustration.

And too noisy. Yesterday’s activity was the epitome of that. A deafening, chaotic couple of hours of trying to minimize damage to musical instruments and her eardrums.

Rolling her eyes at the memory, Trina lifted her feet back onto the mattress and began sliding the sheet over herself once more. Surely we’ve got at least another hour or so before we’ve gotta be up for breakfast. That’s plenty of time…

“AAAAHHHHHHHH!”

Startled, Trina threw a wild glance at her sleeping friend.

“Trish?” she hissed. “Trish, did you hear that?”

Trish continued to snore, her lumpy shape twitching at the sound of Trina’s voice.

“Great,” Trina huffed. How was Trish able to sleep through that?

As she threw off the sheet again and got out of bed, she also wondered why this moment felt so familiar.

Who cares? she argued with herself. Locating her favourite pair of teal Chucks (the ones her mother always had a meltdown at the sight of), she shrugged her feet into them, threw on her big grey cardigan wrap, and quietly stepped out of cabin 8 into the fresh, early morning.

Hugging herself against the chill of the breeze, she ambled through the cabins towards the beach.

Trina loved the beach. Any beach, no matter where it was, made her feel calm and peaceful. And she’d been excited when she found out that Shivers’ Folly, the island where Twisted Lakes had started running its summer camps, had one. She’d thought she’d spend as much time there as possible. Her and Trish. Just lazing on the sand. Reading. Gossiping. And then later, floating in the water on their backs, looking for shapes in the clouds and speculating on which counsellors were dating each other, and which guys might still be up for grabs.

Peaceful, she’d thought. It was supposed to be peaceful. And fun.

Silly fun.

It’s not, though, is it? she thought bitterly as she took off her shoes and socks, putting them to the side before she stepped onto the sand.

Talking to Trish about boys wasn’t the same as it used to be. Not since Trish had started dating Matthew Adams.

Trina scowled. She hated Matthew. He’d already graduated from Twisted Lakes High a couple of years ago, and it kind of grossed her out that he’d chosen to stay in town instead of going to uni with his friends. Stay in town and get a job as a phys-ed substitute teacher at their school.

And that was what grossed Trina out the most. Sure, he was only a couple of years older than them, but… now he was a teacher. A phys-ed teacher. Trina had tried bringing this up to Trish. She’d tried to tell her how bad it looked. How unethical it was. But Trish had argued that Matthew didn’t have an official contract with the school, so he didn’t count as a teacher. He was just there till he’d figured things out. Probably until she graduated, so they could go to uni together.

Ew, she thought, still scowling. And as if teaching at the school and figuring things out weren’t enough, he’d also signed up to be a camp counsellor that year.

So… Camp wasn’t the fun Trina had thought it would be.

And this beach sucks.

Her face crumpled with disappointment as her gaze swept the small swathe of sand and came to rest on the big dead tree down to the right. Opposite that, at the other end, the forest backed right onto the beach, which was kind of creepy in its own way, but, for some reason, nowhere near as unsettling as that dead tree.

Whoever owns this damn island should get rid of it, she mused for the hundredth time in only a few days. It’s ruining everything.

She tilted her head and frowned as she started out towards it. Did she just hear another scream?

No, she thought, hugging herself, rubbing her arms. I didn’t. I didn’t hear anything.

This time she’d felt it.

Here, on the beach, the breeze was icy. She shivered and quickened her pace. And when the skin on the back of her neck began to prickle, followed by the strangely familiar sensation of someone racing up behind her, she almost started to run. But she couldn’t hear footsteps, so she didn’t. And she didn’t turn around.

There won’t be anyone there, she told herself when the feeling almost overwhelmed her.

But how do I know that?

Finally reaching the tree, she stepped gingerly through the damp, slimy, blackened roots that criss-crossed above the sand and made her way to the swing that dangled over the water’s edge from one of the large dead branches.

Gripping the nearest of the two ropes supporting the grimy wooden plank that served as the swing’s seat, Trina continued to ignore the feeling that someone was behind her. Running to her. Arms outstretched, ready to grab her and…

There’s no one there.

You’re being silly. Why don’t you try and enjoy this peace and quiet before all those monsters wake up?

Monsters…

Was it mean to think of little kids that way?

No.

No, it was fair. She’d seen and heard too much now to think of them as anything else.

Hugging herself deeper still into her cardigan, she fought against the shivers and the tingling in her spine and took another few deep breaths.

My heart is still beating too fast, she realised.

Something tapped against her right foot.

Glancing down, Trina crouched and brushed aside clumps of sand and dead leaves.

Ana, she thought, rolling her eyes as she took hold of the shiny thing she’d spotted sticking out from between the tree roots and began to pull. So, that little pest, Ana Sinclair, hadn’t been lying when she said she was going to take cutlery from the dining hall to use for “sandcastle building”. Trina still thought sending kids that age to a sleepaway camp was madness. The limit should have been ten. Ana was seven.

Monsters.

Wiggling the object till it pulled free, she climbed to her feet and held it up against the growing dawn light.

Not cutlery.

Triangular, about the size of her palm, with a magnifying glass at its center, surrounded by pretty, filigreed etching, the bronze object glowed eerily against the muted, early morning tones of her surroundings.

Familiar…

Trina frowned. What is this? Where have I seen it before?

She cast her gaze out over the water and sighed. Why do I feel like I wasn’t even at summer camp when I went to bed last night?

Almost laughing at how silly that thought was, she returned her gaze to the shiny object in her hand. Right, she rolled her eyes. It was late October.

But…

Trina frowned. It really did feel like it was late October when she went to bed last night.

No. Not just late October.

October the thirtieth.

That makes today the thirty-first.

Sighing, she rubbed her fingers over the etchings of the shiny object. I wonder if Trish will forget this year, too.

Trina rolled her eyes. She didn’t forget last year. She was just suddenly too busy with Matthew. And that stupid Halloween school dance.

Trina smirked. That dance had been one of the most ridiculous ideas anyone had ever had. Not that she’d gone to it… No one had invited her to go with them…

Matthew invited Trish, though, didn’t he? And it kept her really busy all night.

Too busy for me. Too busy to remember my–

Something tapped the side of her foot again.

Annoyed, Trina shifted her gaze to her feet.

What now? she thought, crouching again to inspect an oddly shaped cluster of roots that she hadn’t noticed before. She felt like she should have, though. They seemed so… crooked… and specific. Shaped like…

What? she wondered, gripping the triangular object tight in her left hand as she reached for the root cluster with her right. What does it look like?

Nothing, she told herself, her fingers getting closer to the damp, slimy thing. It’s just tree roots. Old… slimy… smelly…

Trina wrinkled her nose. The dead tree roots really did smell bad. Like decay.

Like death.

Leaning closer, she frowned. Something was glittering amongst the decay. Something blue and silver. Trina poked at the filth till she’d pushed most of it away. Then she laughed. One of the tree roots was wearing a chunky silver signet ring with a large, deep blue stone at its centre. Like the class rings some of the year twelve basketball guys were given at the beginning of the school year. Except this didn’t have anything legible written on it. Just a bunch of incomprehensible scribbles and scratches that looked more like…

What? she wondered. What do they look like?

It really does look like a dead person’s hand.

Startled by the thought, Trina cried out and jerked backwards, but the root cluster had already sprung open and clamped over her wrist.

“NO!” she screamed as the rotten hand gripped tighter, digging into her flesh, pulling her down. Down beneath the sand and the slimy tree roots.

“NOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!”
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“Shut up,” mumbled Trina. Steeling herself against the early morning cold, she shuffled her leg out from beneath the covers and kicked the bedside table. She frowned when the alarm clock continued to beep, and almost sat up. Then the annoying sound ceased, and she nestled back into her pillow.

THUMP! THUMP! THUMP!

Trina sighed.

“Trina, mum says you have to get up now because you’re driving us to school!”

“Go away,” Trina huffed.

“And it’s your turn to walk Jack.”

Wincing at the bright shaft of morning sunlight falling through a crack in the curtains, Trina grabbed the edge of her quilt and pulled it over her head. “Go away!” she shouted, hoping the pest on the other side of her bedroom door would get a clue for once.

“I said go away, Lindsey.” Trina squeezed her eyes shut tight, hoping that if she didn’t respond, her little sister would go away. No… Not go away. Disappear off the face of the earth and never come back.

“She says if you make us late again, you’ll get detention.”

“That’s not how it works!” cried Trina. She kicked off the warm covers and scowled at the door. She hadn’t wanted to react, but sometimes her sister made it impossible not to. Groaning, she glared up at the plastic, glow-in-the-dark stars on her ceiling and listened to Lindsey giggle as she made her way back down the hall.

Trip down the stairs and break your neck, she thought.

Sitting up, she stared blearily at the poster depicting the cover of her favourite book, Our Children’s Children by Clifford D. Simak, above the desk against the opposite wall, the lady at the centre of the image and the monster that chased her, swimming in and out of focus. First edition cover art. The poster was her fifteenth birthday present from Trish. Trina loved that image. She’d die before telling anyone, but to her, it represented something about herself that she didn’t really understand. Danger, adventure, and beauty were the words that often appeared in her mind when she looked at it. But lately, that made her cringe. Too much… romance. Ew.

I wonder where Dad’s copy is? she thought, shifting her gaze to the pile of clothes spilling out through the open door of her closet. She sighed and dumped herself back onto the pillow. Even if the signed, first edition that her dad had given her for her twelfth birthday was in there, she’d never find it.

Birthday, she grumbled to herself. She scowled and looked away from the poster, trying to picture Lindsey, as clearly as she could, catching her toe on the top step and plunging headfirst all the way to the ground floor. Couldn’t she at least try to be less painful today?

Of course not, Trina grumbled to herself, getting up to rifle through her closet. The day Lindsey made an effort to do anything for anyone else was the day Trina grew longer legs and a curvier figure.

Cracking her bedroom door, Trina sighed with relief when she saw that the coast was clear. Good. At least Lindsey had decided to forgo any extra harassment that morning. Stepping from her room, she rubbed her face and made her way to the bathroom, quickly turning on the overhead heat lights and locking herself inside.

No morning was a good morning to deal with a bratty little sister, but the aftereffects of Trina’s horrible night of sleep were making it a million times worse. Her head felt stuffy. Clogged, like it was jammed up with cotton wool. She felt foggy and a little bit anxious. Standing in front of the bathroom mirror, gazing in disgust at her puffy eyes, she wondered if she’d slip right back into sleep if she blinked too slowly.

She smirked and began brushing her teeth.

Somewhere, Jack, her family’s German Shepherd, was barking, and Trina could hear her mother shouting at him to stop. He sounded worked up about something. It was already chaos down there. Just another morning at the Ingles house.

Why can’t Mum ever take Jack out for his morning walk? she wondered, scowling at her reflection as she listened to her mother thump her way up the stairs, no doubt on her way to tell Trina to hurry up.

Today, of all days…

[image: Image]

“You missed out on pancakes,” said Lindsey, throwing a smirk over her shoulder when Trina entered the kitchen through the back door. “I told you to hurry up.”

“You really didn’t leave me any?” Trina asked, staring, shocked at the empty plate in the middle of the breakfast table.

“What?” Lindsey pulled a face, thrown off by her sister’s serious expression. “Why are you surprised by that?”

Instead of answering, or knocking Lindsey out of her seat onto the floor like she wanted to, Trina hung up Jack’s leash on its hook beside the door, and went to the cupboard to look for a cereal bowl.

“I told her to hurry up, Mum,” Lindsey said, dissatisfied with Trina’s reaction.

“What took you so long?” Mrs Ingles asked without turning away from the dish she was scrubbing furiously at the kitchen sink. “I told Lindsey to tell you you’re driving us to school.”

“I did tell her, Mum.”

“Do you know what day it is?” Trina asked her mother as she sat down to eat, ignoring the smug look Lindsey gave her across the table.

“Friday,” stated Mrs Ingles. “And don’t think I’ve forgotten about that biology paper you’re supposed to be handing in today. It had better be finished. And you’d better be ready to babysit your cousin this evening.”

“Huh?” Trina glanced up from her cereal, startled. She really doesn’t remember? Lindsey not remembering was understandable. The kid rarely paid attention to anything that didn’t affect her directly. But… Mum?

“And you have to stay the night, too,” Lindsey added with a nasty smile.

“Seriously?” Trina persisted, still ignoring her sister. “There’s nothing else you’d like to say to me this morning, Mum?”

“What’s wrong with you, Catrina?” Mrs Ingles stopped attacking the plate and gave her daughter a sharp look. She sniffed and glanced down. “You’re wearing those?”

Trina looked down at her teal shoes and sighed. “Yes. Why? Do you think I should leave the house with nothing on my feet?”

“Drop the attitude,” her mother snapped. “But I’m surprised you’re choosing those over the fleece boots your father sent you for Christmas last year. It doesn’t seem intelligent heading out in this weather in flimsy canvas shoes.”

“Oh, so you don’t have a problem remembering Christmas, then,” Trina said.

“What’s wrong with you this morning?!” shouted Mrs Ingles.

Lindsey snickered from her seat at the table.

Trina opened her mouth to reply, but her mother barged on.

“Stop wasting time! Finish eating! Then get outside and get the car started! We’re leaving in five minutes!”

Trina felt like she’d had the wind kicked out of her. Is this another reality? she wondered, staring absently at the cereal she’d poured for herself. Today of all days… but they’re treating it like it’s just another day.

She frowned and pulled her phone from her pocket to double-check the date.

Fri, Oct 31.

Swallowing a sudden urge to cry, Trina finished her breakfast and left the kitchen, avoiding Jack as he raced through the hallway from the front of the house and out the back door.

Is it intentional? she wondered, grabbing her keys off the hook beside the door. Is everyone forgetting on purpose? And what’s Mum talking about? It’s not even that cold outside. Wrenching open the front door, Trina sighed and slumped, pausing on the threshold to look down at her shoes. The tips of her toes were already beginning to ache from the cold. Maybe I should go back and put something warmer on.

Behind her, Mrs Ingles was shouting at ‘Lindsey to go out the back and make sure the gate was locked properly so Jack didn’t get out while they were away. Lindsey’s life depended on doing it properly!

Trina left the house and went to get the car started.

Will it be like this all day? she wondered. Everyone forgetting?

Hopefully not everyone. Trish wouldn’t have forgotten. Not after last year. She’d promised not to several times.

Trina shivered as she turned the key in the ignition of her 1980 Alpha Romeo Giulietta , which she’d lovingly named, The Blueberry, pushed in the clutch, and revved the engine. But it wasn’t from the cold. A fleeting image from the dream she’d had before waking up had flashed through her mind.

So gross, she thought. She couldn’t quite remember what the dream had been about, just that it had left her feeling icky. She was pretty sure it was the same one she’d been having most nights for the past couple of months. But the only thing she could ever recall was flashes of slimy old tree roots. And now, something glittering and blue.

Ew. Something about that combination of images made her feel queasy. Feeling suddenly icy, Trina made an effort not to rub at the wash of goosebumps that broke out over her arms beneath her sweater. I’m losing my mind, she thought. Because of a dream. This is so lame.

It’ll go away, she sighed to herself, watching her mother and sister stepping onto the porch. Mrs Ingles shoved her bag into Lindsey’s arms, slammed the front door, and started locking it. Especially after I graduate and leave town. No more of… this.

And maybe that was all it was. The stress of living with a military-strict mother and a demon-grade pest of a little sister. And a father who rarely ever called just to say hi. It was bound to give anyone nightmares eventually.

And babysitting? Trina wanted to cry. She’d forgotten she offered to do that over a month ago. Despite what day it was. Not that she’d had anything major planned… Or anything at all.

But still. Doing what she wanted to do that day had seemed reasonable.

It’ll be okay, she promised herself. Trish said she’d be there, too. It’ll be fine. We’ll camp out in the living room, scare the brats with ghost stories, and eat junk till we pass out. It’ll be great.

Maybe they’d even go trick-or-treating.

But what if they think that’s too babyish? she wondered, imagining her twelve-year-old cousin, Mike, and his group of friends, standing in front of her, rolling their eyes at the suggestion.

Who cares? she thought, feeling defeated while Lindsey climbed into the backseat and started telling her right away about how bad she thought Trina’s car smelt.

“She’s right, Catrina,” Mrs Ingles said, wrinkling her nose as she strapped herself into the passenger seat. “Why does it smell like people have been smoking in here?”

“Well, it is Halloween,” Trina replied, giving her mother a pointed look. “Maybe the ghouls and ghosties needed somewhere to hang out when they were up early, remembering what day it is.”

Her mother glared at her, startled. “Are you on drugs?”

“Yeah, what’s with you this morning, Trina?” asked Lindsey.

Trina started laughing as she backed out of the driveway. Where should I start?
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“What’s that all about?”

Trina jumped. She’d been so focused on watching the two people who were trying to argue inconspicuously behind the girls’ changing rooms that she hadn’t noticed the person standing beside her, leaning against the fence.

“Don’t sneak up on me like that!” she told Trish. “You’ll give me a heart attack!”

“Not me.” Trish grinned as she shook her head. She nodded at the cigarette in Trina’s hand. “Those will kill you.”

Trina rolled her eyes, dropping the cigarette to stamp it out. Shut up, Trish. Stop acting like you never smoked before.

The only reason Trish had stopped smoking was because Matthew hated it. And now she was acting like the disapproving friend, never missing an opportunity to preach at Trina about what a terrible habit it was and how ugly it would eventually make her.

As if Trina didn’t know.

“So?” Trish nodded at the arguing pair before climbing up to sit on the fence. “What are they arguing about?”

Trina stared at her friend.

“What?” asked Trish when Trina continued to stare, saying nothing.

Is she for real? Not even a “Hey, Trina. How are you?” Not even–

“Those two look like they’re getting ready to kill each other,” said Trish, nodding again at the couple.

Trina sighed as she climbed up to sit next to her friend. “Yeah, I guess,” she said, quietly. “They’ve been at it for over ten minutes.”

Trish’s
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