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Werewolves of Shade

(Part Three)

This story is set in a where and when not too dissimilar to our own...

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One
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The light at the end of the alley, in both directions, looked like nothing more than a pinprick in an ocean of black. The walls felt as if they had narrowed even further – now brushing against the sleeves of my coat. I looked down and it was so dark I couldn’t even see my feet or the cobbled floor of the alley. I felt as if I were floating forward on a wave of darkness. Glancing up, I looked for the sky – the sky that the walls of the alleyway scraped against. It was nothing more than a silver strip of light way above me. With my mouth open, I fought to suck air down into my lungs. My chest felt as if some large creature had crept up while I slept and had smothered me. 

That voice came again. “Mila!”

“Flint?” I gasped, unable to pinpoint the exact location of it in the darkness. “Are you there?”

But why would he be? Flint had stayed at home in Maze. He had wanted to stay and protect the people there. Flint was a night-watchman and had a job to do. He had made that perfectly clear to me. Perhaps my uncle Sidney had gone to Flint’s house after all and ordered him to come after me? But could my uncle really give orders to anyone – especially Flint? Flint only seemed to take orders from the other night-watchmen – one in particular. The one who had peered at me from beneath his hood. The one whose eyes had looked like nothing more than two black pits in the centre of his gaunt face. 

“Mila!” the voice came again. 

“Flint?” I rasped in the back of my throat, desperately trying to snatch in lungfuls of breath. My head felt light, and my legs rubbery. 

The darkness continued to push at my back, driving me forward and deeper into the narrow alleyway – that pinprick of light never seeming to grow bigger ahead of me. Then from out of it, two arms suddenly threw themselves about me, as if pulling me from the darkness. The arms felt brittle – twigs wrapped in flesh. A musty smell like old clothes and mothballs wafted under my nose, making me recoil. 

“I’ve got you,” a voice whispered in my ear. 

“Huh?” I said, gawping up into a face that was so narrow it looked as if the chin had been chiselled into a point. In the centre of it sat two pale eyes. The pupils were clouded over with milky cataracts. Wrinkles lined the face, giving it the appearance of a plate that had been cracked into a thousand pieces and glued back together. 

The face spoke again. “Be careful. You tripped. You could’ve broken a bone or two if you’d gone over hard.” The voice sounded raspy like a clot of snot was trapped in the throat. Those eyes swam before me. My head felt like a balloon that had had the air squeezed from it. I put a hand to my forehead as I felt those brittle arms slide from about my shoulders. My legs wobbled beneath me, threatening to topple me over. A claw-like hand fell back onto my shoulder to steady me. Screwing my eyes shut, then opening them again, I could see that I was no longer in the oppressive alleyway but standing in the street that lay on the other side of it. 

“The trick is to keep looking straight ahead – at the light,” the voice said. 

I glanced in the direction of it and could see that it came from an elderly gentleman, who stood, one hand on my shoulder as if propping me up. 

“The light?” I mumbled, glancing back into the darkness of the alleyway. I could just make out the street that lay at the end of it – the street where The Weeping Wolf stood – the street that led to the hill and the wood – the street that always led into the alleyway. 

I looked back at the old man as if sensing I was now steady on my feet, he let his thin, liver-spotted hand fall way from my shoulder. He stood before me, dressed all in black, looking something close to an undertaker. His suit, although clean and smart, was shabby. The cuffs at the end of each sleeve were frayed as were the lapels and the hems of his trousers. The black and pointed shoes he wore, although polished like mirrors, were cracked like dry skin. 

“I thought I heard a voice... my friend... Flint...” I said, looking at him as we stood in the rain. It bounced off the brim of the black bowler hat he was wearing. 

“A voice, you say?” he said, rubbing the end of his pointed chin. “I only heard you cry out as you stumbled from the alley. Good job I was passing and was able to catch you – stop you from falling flat onto that pretty face of yours.”

“I tripped?” I frowned, not remembering tripping or even walking the length of the alleyway. “It’s so dark... I felt as if I was suffocating...”

“I know,” the old man croaked, nodding his head in agreement. “The darkness can play tricks on you, that’s why you should keep looking straight ahead – at the light.”

“Isn’t there any other way – no other route to this side of the village?” I asked, peeking over his shoulder. Some of the villagers had stopped again on the opposite side of the street and were eyeing me – those dumb looking expressions on their faces again. Their stares made me feel uncomfortable. 

“There is no other way – just the alley – that’s the way,” he smiled at me, the lines around his thin lips like deep crevices. 

“Why are they staring at me?” I spoke out loud, more to myself than to the old man.

“Pay them no mind,” he said with a wave of one bony hand
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