
IN THE DARK. 

I had been dreaming about flying when my mother woke me. She was whispering something in a 

hurried voice and gently pulling me out of bed. The air was cold and her fingers began to dig in to 

my wrist as she pulled me out of my room and down the stairs in the dark. She stopped whispering 

and told me to put my wellies on. My bare feet were sticking to the insides of the wellies and they 

kept toppling over. Mother swore. She forced my arms in to my coat sleeves and began to fasten 

the buttons. I could hear father shouting in the other room. 

The door slammed shut behind us and just like that we were outside in the dark. I wasn't usually 

allowed out in the dark and was terrified of the bogey man that Mother had warned me about that 

lurked in the shadows waiting to kidnap small children. My eyes wide and focused on the shadows 

lurking in gardens and under cars. I asked where we were going, Mother stopped her muttering 

and tightened her grip on my hand but she didn't answer me. 

We turned the corner at the end of the road and began to walk up the hill towards the church in the 

green. Leaving the security of the street lights and crossing the green towards the church Mother 

pulled me forwards. Away from the lights the shadows became paler, and were almost completely 

lost, becoming one with the surrounding darkness. The green was home to many huge trees and 

though I had spent many hours with them during the day I had never seen them at night. During 

the day I was a pirate climbing to the crow’s nest and the trees would be my mast and the green 

was my ship. I would sit high in the trees looking in to the distance, wondering what was over the 

hills on the horizon imagining distant islands full of exotic animals and new friends. Tonight, the 

trees were silent witnesses to our journey. I could see stars shining through the sparse, bare 

branches above. Towering over us I felt their judgement as I tripped over their roots and stumbled 

on. Mother’s hand gripped tighter. The darkness deepened as we neared the lifeless church. I 

thought about the bogey man, it was so dark here it must be the perfect place for him to take a 

small child. Was Mother taking me to see him? I tried to remember if I had been naughty that day 

but didn't dare ask. Mother tried the door, it was locked. She let go of my hand and began to tug at 

the handle, twisting it back and forth and pulling and pushing on the door. I asked if the Bogey man 

lived in the church. Mother swore. 

Leaving the darkness of the church green Mother headed towards Gran’s house. Everything 

looked different under the orange glow of the street lamps, our shadows appeared small at our feet 

and grew and stretched out in front of us as we walked between them. Shiny car door handles had 



diamonds briefly appearing on them, the glass in the car windows was now like tv screens showing 

pictures of us hurrying past. The tightly packed hedgerows of hawthorn and privet which lined the 

pavement and fronted the gardens were silent and unmoving. I wondered where the birds had 

gone. Mother stopped outside Gran’s gate; the house was in darkness. Mother unlatched the gate 

and we walked to the front door where she knocked quietly. I looked in the window and saw my 

reflected shadow painted on to the net curtains hung behind the glass. All was quiet and then I 

heard Mother begin to cry. 

We continued sun-wise and left the wide-open space of Gran’s road in to a narrow ginnel lined with 

beech hedging. A sharp cold air blew and bit at my face and I could smell snow though I couldn't 

see any yet. Jack Frost had decorated the edges of the curled copper leaves of the beech hedging 

which stood tall and proud like rows of smartly-dressed soldiers. The crisp leaves rattled like drums 

at the start of a battle. I felt really small as I shuffled forwards, my wellies cold and hard against my 

legs. The lights were on at my other Gran’s house and I let go of Mother’s hand and started to run 

down the path towards the door. With a hard snap I landed on the ground, my coat pulled hard 

against my neck. I quickly turned expecting to see the bogey man, but it was Mother. She had my 

hood clenched tightly in her hand. Behind her the night was full of snowflakes, drifting lazily 

towards the ground. 

Mother tucked me tightly in to bed without a word. I watched her turn out the light and close the 

door. A thin gold line appeared on the floor. The wooly blankets nipped sharply at the broken skin 

on my legs as I turned over to face the window. Settling in to the shadows of the night I thought 

about flying. I tried to see myself running barefoot through the garden, leaping on to the hedge and 

soaring up in to the night sky. Instead I walked, my bare feet trapped in cold, hard wellies. A vortex 

of thorny, tightly woven branches surrounded me and a thin, dry path dawdled before me. My two 

sisters, one either side of me, were giggling but I could hear something else. A frosty shiver 

crashed down my back as I recognised the sound of footsteps behind us. I tried to fly but I couldn't 

get off the ground. My sister’s hands pulled me down, I tried to let go but they held fast. The 

surrounding vortex narrowed, the thin twisted branch ends ripped at my legs and face and just like 

that I was still. 


