
Kirsty Henderson – The Deepest Depths of Darkness 

The path disappeared, fading into endless grass.  My foot went forward creeping closer to the never 

ending darkness unfolding before me.  A whisper of wind swept through the obstacle course of trees 

carrying a giggle.  A patter of footsteps.  I stopped, frozen to the spot. “Who’s there?” I called, my 

voice shaking with fear.  I waited.  Silence.  The giggle came again. “Who’s there?” I called 

apprehensively.  Still silence.  The only sound in the night was my heart beating loudly like a drum.  I 

scanned the forest looking for something, anything? 

Two light like eyes staring as though peering into my soul.  Dark pupils set in burning orange fire.  
There was something there.  I blinked unbelievingly surveying the eyes.  They blinked.  I whipped my 
head round, and went to run.  Home.  But where was home?!  The path was gone!  There was no 
clue of the right direction!  I was lost, alone in the deepest depths of the forest…….. 
 
I slumped onto the damp grass.  Above the trees a sunset was being painted.  Very soon it would be 
dark.  I needed to do something.  The forest wasn’t safe at night.  Especially for me.  Alone and 
helpless. 

 
***** 

 
I saw a silvery trail amidst the trees.  I stood up defensively.  This thing could kill or save me.  I was 

torn, two sides yanking me apart.  I broke into a run.  The hope of safety was too strong.  I panted 

along behind the figure darting over tree roots.  My hands became dirty scratched with crusted 

blood. 

The path came to an end, the moon lighting up a village or what was a village.  The village was long 

abandoned, long destroyed!  An eerie shiver ran down my spine.  I pulled my jacket tighter around 

me and continued on through the rubble.  Among the stones was a mostly intact cottage.  It would 

at least give me some type of shelter. 

I walked slowly through the fearfully cold night towards the cottage.  I walked through an overgrown 

garden through the door.  The glass in it was shattered, the shabby doormat full with protruding 

jagged glass.  The front room displayed remains of a tattered sofa.  The leather was ripped, caked in 

grime.  I kicked a tile that had escaped off the roof into a pile of rubble.  The carpet was threadbare 

and faded, worn out with the trampling footsteps that had once trodden its path.  I trudged over to 

the fireplace.  Located on it was a picture frame.  The glass had long since retreated from its frame.  

My finger ran across it, smoothing away a blur of dust.  The photo contained a young girl, half 

submerged in a pond.  She was painfully struggling with weeds twisting around her waist.  The 

ending to the tale was concealed from me. 

A cracked mirror dangled off the wall.  It displayed a blurry likeness of my face, white with the cold 

and fear.  My hands and knees were scratched, hard with blood.  I stared transfixed by my reflection 

when a feeling of being watched hit me and the white figure from earlier flashed behind my 

shivering body. 

I rushed to the shattered window, dragged apart the tattered cobwebby curtains and stared out into 

a graveyard.  The gravestones were mossy, crumbling with age, half covered with the overgrown 

weeds.  I could just make out the faded writing on one : “RIP” was written “Victoria Smith.  Died 1984. 

Drowned in a pond.  Will be forever loved” I swept over the photo and slid it out its frame.  I fingered the 

delicate memory and studied the writing on the back “Victoria’s last moments alive” I stared even 

more closely at the smudged blur beside the writing.  I could just make it out “1984” . . . . . .  



***** 

I knelt facing the gravestone.  At the bottom sat a small rotting bunch of flowers.  I hurried over to a 

pond in the distance. 

I stooped at the edge and gazed into the glinting water.  Was this really a death bed? 

A sharp gust of wind interrupted my daydream and the picture flew out of my hand, landing on the 

pond.  I had to get it back.  I stretched out my hand.  Almost there……My fingertips touched the 

photograph but I lost my footing and fell forward.  I hit the water and felt as though I had jumped 

through a wall of ice.  I shivered and started towards the edge but something was pulling me down, 

down, down into the deepest depths of darkness……….. 

  

 

 


