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‘Alex! Don’t go far away,’ his mom Luna, yelped crazily, settling down ponderous baggage from the burnished, pitch-black motor car near the remote woody house that they recently purchased, far-flung from the city of the United States. 

‘Alex! Listen to your mommy.’

Alex was whizzing, ceaselessly, scratching his lavish shoes against the slippery damp sand and crushing grass that looked greenish a few seconds ago. He was looking fine fettle and joyous than before, even after suffering from severe breathing problems; and that’s why they shifted to the woody house, which was eight hundred miles away from the city of the United States. His milky face, red fluffy cheeks, and dark brown hairs were the craziest attributes that could easily allow anyone to fall in love with him, but things were not the same as before when it was started. The vultures and crow were flying over their heads with the scorching sun, indicating they had entered into the dark woods now.

‘Luna! Look at Alex seriously,’ Jack, her husband ordered, standing near her, settling down heavy baggage from the top of the car. 

‘Alex is getting naughtier day by day. It’s just the result of your undesired ponderous intimacy with him. Look, he shouldn’t go far on the field.’

‘Should I look and catch him?’ Luna questioned sarcastically, took the heavy bulged bag from the car in her bonny hand, whose thick veins were visible. She was staring at Jack nicely with her blue eyes. 

‘You know, Jack, we are here only for the treatment of our little child Alex so that he would feel better and by the way, I am not interested to live with you, so you should take care of your son as a responsible father. Our family doctor told us to take him to the place where tranquillity is the only thing he can find, and we are here near the woods to get him to feel the fresh crisp air.  Now shut your mouth Jack,’ Luna growled and paused.

‘Okay! Okay! Calm down, Jack suggested quietly but more sarcastically than Luna. ‘Do much love to your little Alex. We are here for a month and don’t forget we are a divorcee and it was the court order to live with you till Alex gets better; otherwise, I don’t have any interest to live with you after leaving all my lavish things in the US. And please don’t say anything about our divorce to neighbours; they will surely laugh at us.’ 

‘Mommy!’ Nora started crying. She was an eight-year-old girl who had worn the orange vintage dress and was crying from the front seat of the car. ‘Mommy! Mommy! The Gate is not getting open.’

‘Go and help your daughter, Jack ordered Luna while took some steps to reach toward the creepy ancient gate of the woody mansion. ‘And don’t forget to take the remaining luggage.’

‘What the...!’ Luna howled. ‘You were always the gibberish husband. Alex! Come here! Mommy has a new vivid jelly for you. You want to eat?’ 

Luna grabbed Alex and Nora in both hands while managing heavy baggage as well. 

‘Jack, please help me,’ she called, hoping for some help.

‘Do it alone!’ Jack's voice echoed outside the damp woods, and he laughed loudly.

Luna gestured negatively and made the weird angry face.

‘May I help you?’ An old man around the age of fifty took Alex from her right-hand managing well on his left hand. The old man had a round, pale giant face with a brown hat on his head. Luna felt strange and afraid inside. The old man offered his trembling right hand to shake. Luna also offered, but with hesitation, kept biting her lips and eyes on his giant wrinkled face. They shook hands well and absorbed heat energy from their palms.

‘Nice to meet you!’ Luna gestured and smiled.

‘Look like, you are newly shifted today,’ the old man wondered. ‘Hello, I am Leo; you can say me, Uncle Leo’. He laughed while snipping the thread continuously. ‘Where’s your husband? He didn’t come with you?’ Alex was giggling in his warm hands and cuddled tightly with little hands around his neck. 

The sun was aloft their head, relentlessly rolling out sunlight, wanted them to kindle down even in the sting of winter.

‘No no,’ Luna hesitated heedlessly. ‘My husband is with me. He is piling luggage inside the house right now. Thanks for asking actually we have informed our maid Mia but I don’t know why she has not come yet.’

‘I can help you,’ Leo offered a viewpoint with blazing eyes. ‘I live on the other side of this road, just opposite to your Mansion. A few people are living in this area. We will surely get a better company.’

But before Uncle Leo took the bag from Luna, Jack came out of the house, stared at both of them for a few minutes.

‘Hey! Old man,’ Jack sounded and halted their talk, taking a bow in his hands. He took Alex from his hand and smiled. ‘Nice to meet you uncle’ and offered his right hand to shake. ‘Thanks for holding my son for such a long time.’

‘Oh! No no, it’s okay. He is not as heavy as I thought,’ Leo laughed thunderously than before, inside staggered. ‘It has been a long time since I took a child in my hand.  I Think I should thank you Mr........’ He paused and guffawed.

‘Do you work? Jack questioned curiously, expected a good answer while staring at his house on the other side of the road.

‘Nothing right now!’ Leo answered. ‘I have taken retirement from my job. I was a farmer but then I retired. It was much better than doing a fucking job.’

‘Farmers get to retire as well?’ Jack questioned.

‘Yes, my son sometimes,’ Leo answered.

‘Okay! You live alone?’

‘No no, with my wife Eva. She is much older than me, right now physically disabled and on long bed rest.’

‘Hope she would be fine. Lifetime bed rest?’

‘Hope so. Yes, till now.’

‘Okay and your children?’ Jack questioned again.

‘We don’t have any children. She got pregnant two times when she was young but wasn’t able to deliver a baby. We craved for children our whole life but my wife failed to deliver a baby for our family. Our bad fortune.’ 

‘May, God has a better plan for you. Why don’t you adopt a child?’

‘Hope so. God always has better plans. The orphanage has different conditions to adopt a child. They can’t give us a baby because we live far away from the city. They said how the baby would flourish far away from everything. I don’t actually know what their problem is.’

‘Umm...Ridiculous terms and conditions,’ Jack nodded negatively. 

‘We are here for the treatment of our baby Alex, Jack explained but suddenly he changed, ‘Okay, right now we have to go. Alex and Nora are much hungry. Nice to meet you, Leo.’ 

‘Sure,’ Leo got astonished and gestured to leave to his house.

Both Jack and Luna smiled, tight-lipped, and took a few steps to the mansion.  

‘Luna, keep these antiques in the drawing room,’ Jack ordered while gasping for breath. He put down Alex on the wooden floor.

‘Jack! Don’t you think this house is much older than we thought?’ Luna questioned in a serious tone, inside stunned. ‘It’s looking like a bygone cursed house,’ and she laughed horribly, managing antiques in her hand.

‘Oh, come on darling. Look outside,’ Jack answered, much excited inside, grabbed her waist rigidly from the back. ‘Greenery everywhere how well it smells and my lady let’s feel the stillness inside it,’ and he grabbed her waist rigidly.

‘Okay Jack, don’t bootlick much,’ Luna pushed and removed his hands slowly. ‘The time has got much late and the evening has arrived. Where is our maid? Jack, have you informed...?’ And before Luna completed her sentence, the blood-curdling sound of a wooden door interspersed with her, and it opened effortlessly. A lady in a black matte dress entered and had a white gauntlet in her hands. She had rolled red lipstick on her shattered lips.

‘Ma’am I am Mia, your housekeeper, she said inside, apologized. ‘Your husband called me yesterday. I am extremely sorry for being late. I live alone in a small cottage, and there’s no one in my cottage so I have to do all the work alone’ but before Luna replied, she grabbed Alex from the wood surface. 

‘Ma’am there’s the winter solstice. You should keep your children on the billet. Sometimes the snakes come out of the woods and hide under the wooden floor. These floors are hollow, and it would be vulnerable to keeping anything on the floor. Let me leave your son in his room;’ and she smiled ingeniously, an evil smile.

‘Okay!’ Luna agreed incongruously, curious to ask questions to her, but hesitated.

‘Why do you live alone?’ Luna questioned, accumulated some robustness to ask such a simple question. ‘Why do you live alone? Is there no one in your cottage?’

‘All died,’ she responded miserably, gripping Alex in her hands. ‘All died.’

‘I am so sorry. How?’

‘In an accident. Twelve years back, we lived near the highway road, a few miles away from your house and one day a massive truck collided with our cottage and all died.’ 

‘All?’

‘My husband and my son. I was working in this house; otherwise, I could be dead. I requested the last owner of your house to help me, but he refused. The last master was much barbarous than anyone else. I never wanted to work in this house again, but there’s no house twenty miles away from your house and Leo’s house as well.’

‘You know Leo?’ Jack interrupted in between.

‘Yes sir, I know him and I think very well. He is a savage man. His eyes are not as good as it looks.’

‘What do you mean?’ Luna questioned surprisingly, waiting for a lucid answer.

‘He is not a benevolent man. Five years back he thumped her wife’s leg with an iron rod and she got disabled and even the Police don’t know about this incident.’

‘How do you know?’ Jack interrupted again, much thrilled.

‘I saw him from the window
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