
The Blessed Blue

––––––––

A novella by

Paul Le May



    
        
          The Blessed Blue

        

        
        
          Horror Shorts, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Paul Le May

        

        
          Published by PLM Publishing, 2018.

        

    

Copyright 2017, 2023

PLM Publishing

The Blessed Blue

This ebook is a work of fiction and any similarities to persons living or dead, places or events is coincidental. 

Copyright: Paul Le May

First edition; July 2019

Second edition; October 2023

Written by Paul Le May

––––––––

The Blessed Blue

After eons wandering in space an object falls to Earth with devastating consequences to a Victorian island community. 

Almost a hundred and thirty years later an islander brings his estranged bride to the isolated Haven Benedict and exposes her to the evil that still stalks the land. 

Young and alone Debbie finds herself confronted by a religious cult who worship strange blue creatures hiding in the dark. 

And they are not the worst horror she finds on the idyllic Cornish island. 
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Fire in the sky
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Ancient and dark, travelling in the void for eons past worlds of gas and rock until finally captured by the gravity of a small insignificant watery world. It came in a ball of burning flame streaking across the night sky. A trail of gaseous fire streamed behind bringing an orange glow that bathed this new world as it passed. 

For two nights it appeared as a shooting star as it approached before hurtling downwards through the alien oxygen-rich atmosphere, travelling east to west over a large land mass. Then lower over a smaller grouping of islands before dipping into the edge of a vast ocean of water. 

Around it, the liquid boiled, clouds of vapour climbed high into the sky and drifted away on the winds. 

Nearby the planet natives had watched the meteor in awe. What it was remained beyond their comprehension. Instead steeped in superstition as they were many saw messages from their Gods or the arrival of their Devil. 

Awen  Borlase and Daveth Tonkin were camped out with their sheep to keep the stray dogs away as it soared low overhead at speed. The air screamed as it passed, dipping towards the sea ahead of them. The burning fire lit the sky as though it were sunrise, emanating heat that the two men felt before extinguishing in the cold fishing waters of the Atlantic. A plume of steam and water rushed outwards and could be seen even from up on the hill. It almost swamped a small fishing boat that was making its way out of the tiny harbour to catch the early hours tide. 

Tonkin fell to his knees grasping his flat cap and preyed. Borlase was braver. He remained standing to see where the unearthly vision would make landfall. 

“It fell in the sea. Off the cove.” He said. 

The sheep were scattering in panic but neither man was concerned at that moment. 

Tonkin didn't want to know. 

“Don't look at it. Tis the work o’ the Devil. No good’ll come of it.”

“Don't be foolish Daveth. It is but a rock from the sky. 

We should tell his Lordship.”

A Stonechat called from nearby, awakened by the sudden blast of light, its distinctive sound of stones banging together travelled clearly in the night air.  Other birds in the trees also chirped and flapped disturbed from their roost by the event. Several Starlings took to the air. 

“Look.”

Borlase was pointing down into the cove. Tonkin had already seen them, the glow of tiny flickering fires moving about along the quay. Villagers were already venturing out, carrying torches towards the water's edge. Whatever had fallen from the sky had drawn a crowd very quickly. 

“We should go see.”

Tonkin was not keen. 

“Let those fools go. We have dogs to watch out for.”

Behind them came the sound of hooves out in the distance towards Lord Evelyn Mansfield’s estate. Tonkin turned towards the sound and waited as it drew closer. Several horses he judged. 

Then out of the dark came three. Lord Mansfield and two of his manservants at full gallop towards the cove. 

Borelas was entranced by the sudden commotion. His Lordship had reacted fast to be out that quick. The men were past them in a moment and disappearing down the hill. 

“Come on. We must go and see.” 

He started to head down the hill no longer concerned by his sheep and the threat of wild dogs. 

Tonkin refused to follow. 

“No good will come of it, Awen.”

He stood to beg his friend to stop but could see it was useless. He made the sign of the cross on his chest and turned back to the flock. He worried about what might be down there and preferred to be up on the hill. 

Borlase was running after the horses determined to see what the fuss was about. His young years suppressed the fears while his older companion chose to avoid the unknown. 

A superstitious fool who believed in the old ways, he had called him many times. It was a new age. Science was the way forward. Led by the British Empire and its great men of exploration and understanding, the ignorance and darkness of superstition were being driven back by enlightenment to the true nature of things. 

Borlase had met men of learning in the boats that occasionally visited. They had told him of the fantastic advances mankind was making. Of the great men in London and the adventurers pushing the boundaries of the Empire in India and the East. Of the explorers opening up the dark and mysterious continent of Africa. He wanted to be just like them. 

When Awen Borelas reached the cove he found the excited villagers milling at the quayside. Torches were lighting the area with an orange glow. To the front, he could see Lord Mansfield and his manservants. Their horses were reacting badly to the crowd and naked flames with at least one rearing up. The others snorted and stamped their feet to display their dissatisfaction. 

“Take the horses.” Mansfield commanded one of his men as he dismounted. 

He threw the reigns to him and marched towards the water while Michael eagerly pulled the horse away. He was as keen as the animal to be far from the waterfront. 

His Lordship made a striking figure amongst the fishermen. Fine clothing and standing a good six inches over most men his mere presence gave him command.  Hawkish features and piercing eyes stuck fear into anyone who stood in his way. 

Borlas pushed forward to see what had so commanded everyone's attention. Steam rose in a high column from the shallow waters. An audible hiss echoed as heat dissipated from the sky rock. 

“Out o’the way.” He said as he bustled his way through until finally, he stood at the quay. 

Lobster pots and fishing nets lined the front and several small fishing boats bobbed along the dock's edge. Early rising gulls were unperturbed by the activity and took advantage of the extra light to scavenge. 

A short way into the water the wreckage of one boat floated as a mass of broken painted wood and other debris.  

“What is that?” Mansfield pointed with no expectation of an answer. 

A blue light came from under the water, giving an eerie glow to the last of the steam and outlined a huge rock just below the surface. 

Borlas was one of the first to see a change. Then others mumbled as the blue glow became more defined, more focused.

Some of the watching women screamed when the light snapped into a beam and scanned across the audience, hesitating at the faces of several people who didn't run away. 

Borlas held firm, mesmerised, desperate to be part of something exciting. Then the beam struck him. Only moments that it hovered on his face bathing him in an encompassing glow. In that instant, he felt serene. Parts of his life flashed through his mind, a jumble in no order but he felt as though he was living them again in real time. 

He saw his own birth, earlier on the hill with Tonkin, his younger brother dying from cholera when he was young and his father struck down by a debilitating illness.  Then his elder brother leaving for the mainland. He saw his first girl, taken in the fields and his first paid job pulling in the nets. 

Then the light was gone, onto the next person. He felt deflated, as though his life had been stolen. How long had he been on the quay he wasn't sure. Moments, hours or days he had no idea. 

Borlas saw the light hit Lord Mansfield. It stayed there longer, holding him still as though it was a chain or maniacal securing him to the spot. The seconds stretched into minutes. 

His other manservant, Jamie, tried to pull him away but he screamed out in agony when his hand touched the light. 

Borlas could not fathom how that could be. He wanted the light back. It had been so pleasant, so encompassing. It had warmed his soul. 

He dived forward oblivious to what had just happened to the manservant. Straight into the beam before his Lordship. 

But the light was not for him this time. He burned. A crumpled pile of charred flesh and powdered bone fell to the dockside and Borlas was no more. 

The remaining people saw what happened and ran. Only Lord Mansfield stayed, held captivated by the light.

Then the Piskey came. A small blue creature, humanoid with an elfin face, pointed ears and sharp teeth. Its hands had only four fingers, one of which acted as a thumb and the feet seemed as though they could act as a further set of hands. Mansfield had never believed such things existed, yet here it was. 

Lord Mansfield wanted to run like the villagers but could not. The light held him tight. No longer drawing his memories to life, but just securing him to the spot. His muscles cramped, Every sinew taut as a fisherman's line. He was held firm as the creature approached him from the water's edge, circling and studying him like a cat would watch a mouse. 

Mansfield’s eyes watered but he couldn’t blink to clear the tears.

“What are you?” He finally managed to squeeze through his still lips, almost too quiet to hear. 

The creature spat like a feline, needle-like fangs glistening in the blue glow. Its pixie face contorted into a devil before falling back to that almost quaint innocent image. 

“Strengthen us in the power of your might O God.” He mumbled. 

Terror gripped him. 

“Dress us in your armour so that we may stand firm against the schemes of the Devil.”

The small blue Piskey seemed unperturbed by the prayer. Still intent to study him as though he were a curiosity. 

“We know that our struggle is not against flesh and blood..”

The light fell away and he dropped to his knees. Exhaustion engulfed his whole body. 

“..Against the forces of this darkness..” He fought to find the strength. Only prayer could save him. 

“..Against the spiritual forces of wickedness in heavenly places.”

The Piskey cocked its head at him as though bemused by the strange sounds coming from this Terran animal. The prayer had no effect. 

Mansfield felt forsaken by his God. He fell to his knees bringing him level with the devilish Piskey’s black beady eyes. Again it cocked his head at him. 

“Please. I beseech you.” He begged. 

Fear gripped him. He would do anything to avoid losing his soul to this monster. He stretched out his open hand, palm upright. 

The being looked at the man's offered hand, studying the strange pink flesh. Then it reached up and gripped it with its own spindly digits. 

Mansfield felt a tingle. Then it expanded to a feeling of hundreds of tiny needles or pin picks. He expected pain but it didn't come. Instead, a blue plasma enveloped his hand and forearm. He stared in amazement at the strange beauty of it before finally seeing it dissipate. 

He looked up but the creature was gone. Looking around he could see he was alone on the quayside as the first rays of sunlight hit him. The morning was breaking and the devil had gone with the night. 

About to thank his Lord above he saw his hand. Red skin highlighted with raised electric blue veins that reached out into the surrounding flesh halfway up his forearm. 

Lord Mansfield knew his soul had been taken. That he was no longer part of God's flock. Instead, he belonged to the Piskeys that had come in a flaming chariot during the summer night. 

Now they had vanished with the coming of the light. Even the glowing fiery carriage had vanished from the waters. 

But he was theirs, they would be back for him. A servant of the Piskeys as surely as he was alive.

Up on the hill, Daveth Tonkin kept to watching over the sheep. They were restless, huddled together. They knew something unnatural was nearby. 

He could hear the screaming from below. The devil was riding out that night and would take souls. 

At fifty three he was positively elderly and he had reached that age by trusting in God and never acting foolishly. Tonight was another test he had passed. He was not so sure everyone in the small fishing village could say the same. 

Once the day had broken it seemed as any other. The sun rose slowly into the sky bathing the fishing village in warm sunlight. From the sea came the cool morning breeze along with the gulls hoping to catch the night boats as they returned to the harbour. 

Lord Mansfield didn’t know how long he had sat there. Only the bright sunlight and chimes from the clock tower brought him to his senses. He looked around. No one had ventured out of the cottages yet. Instead, they hid in fear of the tiny blue person that had come in the night. 

He clambered to his feet and dusted his clothes down. His heavy woollen riding coat had kept him warm through the coldness of the spring dawn. 

The village, silent except for the gulls, had the impression of being deserted. The only evidence of what had transpired in the night was the floating debris of the small fishing boat smashed into oblivion by the fiery arrival of the devil Piskey. 

The snort of a horse brought him out of his dazed state. Along the road, the island's only other landowner approached on horseback leading his own horse. 

“Good morning your Lordship.”  

He gave a small bob of his head in deference. 

Mansfield still appeared slightly confused, glancing about. 

“Did you see them?” He asked. 

“Little blue Piskeys.

Evil Piskeys. The likes of which I have never encountered.”

The other man smoothed his dark hair from where the salty wind had blown it. 

“No. I did not. But I heard the commotion in the early hours. 

One of my men watching the sheep up on the hill came down. He’s missing.”

Mansfield had a vague recollection of a Shepherd getting between him and that glorious light. He looked back to where he had been standing. A small pile of what appeared to be burnt clothing lay on the ground. 

“I think.... I don't presume you will find him again.”  

The realisation that the Piskeys had killed this man's employee finally shook him to his senses. He looked back up at the rider. 

“It’s gone for now. But I’ll wager it will return.  This island is cursed now.”

He reached up to take the reigns of his stallion. Both men saw his scared hand at once. The red flesh laced with raised electric blue veins. He carried the mark of the Devil. He snatched back his hand and pushed it into his pocket. Instead using his left hand to take the horse. 

“Have you seen my manservants?” He asked hoping the other man would not ask the obvious. 

He didn’t  

“No. Just your horse.  It was grazing up by the castle ruin when I found him.”

Behind them, several fishermen had ventured from their cottages. They avoided the two gentlemen, keeping their eyes on the ground. But they had a living to make.  Whatever may have happened, they needed to catch the tide. Fishing was their livelihood. The only means they had of feeding their families and paying rent. 

“Would you like me to ride back with you?” The man asked Lord Mansfield. 

He shook his head slowly. 

“No. That’s most gracious of you but I will be fine. 

Thank you.”

He took hold of the horse and mounted it as best he could without removing his scared hand from its hiding place deep in a coat pocket. 

The other gent stood back and waited until the horse settled under its rider. 

“I do not pretend to know what events have transpired this night or of what it is you fear is to come, but I will stand by you should it be required.” 

Lord Mansfield eyed the only other gentleman on the island before answering. 

“For that, I am grateful Mr Newman. I have no doubt I will indeed be in need of you.”

Lord Mansfield poured himself a whisky, his right hand now hidden
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