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The full moon threw shadows across the landscape, casting everything in varying shades of bluish grey, and black.
I walked along the narrow, gravel, lane leading from my aunt’s cottage to the local village of Ralton, in North Yorkshire, England. Low rock fences paralleled the road and crisscrossed the fields on either side, and were dotted with the white, oval shapes of peaceful sheep.
My name is Will, and I’m thirteen. I came to England from America a month before to stay with my aunt and my cousin, Cora. Mom is busy setting up a new business and working long hours.
It’s been a nice vacation, but I don’t have anything in common with Cora, and I don’t think either one of them knows what to say to me. You see, my dad died in a climbing accident a few months before. Dad was a world class free soloist climber. We climbed a lot together.
Life is different here than in America. Sometimes I feel like a stranger in a strange land. People talk different. It’s English, but it’s different, and they don’t just sound different! They use different words. Like a car’s trunk is a boot and a bonnet is the hood. And they drive on the left side of the road!
I live in the state of Nevada, which is at the bottom of the list of states with a high annual precipitation. So, it’s amazing to me how green everything is! Nevada is dry, and dusty, the exact opposite of England.
Another thing that amazes me is how old everything is here! America is just over two hundred years old. Some buildings here, like the local parish church, were built six and seven hundred years ago! They’re made of huge grey stone blocks, and are rough and pitted and covered with a patina of time. The buildings have a strong and sturdy appearance. I think they’ll be here for another six hundred years.
It was well after midnight and the only sound was the crunch of my sneakers on the gravel road. I suppose a thirteen year old should be afraid to walk alone at night, but I wasn’t. Sure, it wouldn’t be safe in a big city somewhere, but not much happens here. By nightfall everyone is in their cottages, and asleep soon after. Not much happens. Or so I thought.
I’d gotten into the habit of walking at night after Cora and her mom have gone to sleep. My aunt doesn’t know I go out, or Cora either. I’m just restless I guess. It helps to walk. Lying in bed in the dark just brings it all back – the accident. It’s like a five second movie trailer, the same every time. It never changes. I still don’t know what happened. Dad was an expert climber and it wasn’t even a difficult rock formation. It doesn’t make any sense!
I pushed that memory into the back of my mind and focused on the church spire in the distance. The white limestone seemed to glow against the black, night sky. The narrow pyramid shape capped by a pointed copper roof now tinged in green. It seemed oddly out of place in this sleepy little village. It towered over the cottages and shops that surrounded it, commanding attention. Imposing and proud, like a giant finger pointing at heaven, trying to remember something.
I didn’t want to remember.
I turned off the road and climbed over a rock wall surrounding a field. In the center of the field, a herd of sheep lay all together beneath an umbrella shaped tree. As I got closer to the tree, the sheep grew nervous and began bleating. One by one they got to their feet until the entire herd took off in a mass of bodies and bolted in the opposite direction. I sat down with my back against the trunk. The earth was warm from their bodies.
I drew my knees up and rested my head against the trunk. The image of the church spire popped into my head. I pictured a huge piece of string around it. Don’t forget, it seemed to be telling me. Don’t forget...
Don’t forget what?
A huge shadow suddenly streaked across the field. It was so quick I wasn’t sure I’d seen anything. There was no noise. I listened, but I heard no plane. I got to my feet just as the tree limbs began to sway and shake violently. A blast of wind fluttered the leaves and my hair and clothes. The limbs of the tree swayed against the force of the wind.
I heard the terrified cries of the sheep. They ran past me in a blind panic to the other side of the field. Then a low, thrumming sound filled the air. In seconds it got louder and louder. Then a sheep fell out of the sky and landed with an awful thud about eighty feet away.
I caught my breath and gripped the trunk. I wanted to run, but couldn’t. With my back against the tree I just stared at the poor sheep. It bleated and struggled to get to its feet, but it was too injured. A dark stain of blood ringed its neck. I was both terrified and astonished. Torn between the instinct to run, and wanting to know what was happening.
As I stood gaping at the still struggling sheep, another blast of wind hit the tree, and in a few seconds four huge legs came to rest a few feet away from the sheep. A long tail whipped back and forth. The limbs of the tree prevented me from seeing anything above the legs of the creature, but that was enough. I didn’t want to see anymore. I could see it was huge!
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