SHIVERS

if she’ll appear. You see, you shared Cornerstone
Cottage with Mrs Coombs. She can be quite
unpredictable but at least you survived a full
week. Some don’t. Apparently, she was the dairy
maid long ago... before she passed away while
knitting in her rocking chair in the back room.
All very mysterious. They say she was found
with a row of insect bites in the shape of a letter

C on her neck.”
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WHEN THE
CLOCK STOPS

hen they wander from the

expedition party, fifteen—year—

olds Liam and Sacha are alone
on the moors. Lost. At first, it’s no big deal, as
the map shows a hostel isn’t too far away. But
they haven’t bargained on what is waiting in the
darkness, and on what will happen on the night
the clocks go back...

Liam threw down his rucksack and pulled
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off his hiking boots. He fell onto the grass with
a groan. “I never want to go on a hike again.
Never. They said the Bronze Award expedition
would be a piece of cake. I'm dying for a piece of
cake right now. My feet are killing me. I give up
— where are we?”

Sacha gulped from her water bottle. She sank
to her knees, sitting on her mud-caked boots. “I
haven’t got a clue. Right now, I don’t care.”

Liam bit into a mini Mars Bar then handed
her the rest. “Make the most of this last bite. No
more left after this.”

Sacha passed him the bottle. “Just a few sips.
There’s hardly any left.”

Clouds cast deepening shadows over the hills.
A large bird of prey rose in the sky and soared
above the moor.

“This map doesn’t make sense. I'm sure we
turned left at the church in the village.” Liam

traced his finger over the map. “It doesn’t agree
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with my phone, either. The GPS is useless.
The signal’s no good out here in the middle of
nowhere. It keeps cutting out.”

“My battery’s virtually given up the ghost. Just
like me,” Sacha sighed before adding wearily, “I
think we should go back. We know there’s a pub
a few miles back. I’d kill for a plate of hot chips.”
She looked up. “There’s a huge bird up there. It
must be a vulture waiting for us to die of thirst.”

Liam turned the map round. “Unless that
clump of trees is this bit of green on the map and
on my phone.” He swore when he lost the signal
again.

Sacha laughed. “Let’s face it, you haven’t got
a clue.”

He kept looking at the map. “There’s a red
triangle thing marked here. It’s a youth hostel.
We can’t be far off. Let’s go there. Hostels are
cheap. It’s only a couple of miles.”

Sacha got to her feet. “If you say so. It’ll be
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dark soon.” She stared up at the circling bird
with a growing sense of doom, as Liam put on his
rucksack with a renewed burst of enthusiasm.
“We’ll be in the dry before the rain starts.”

They linked arms and began walking towards
the setting sun — towards the bird of prey and
the dead of night.

The first drops of rain began to fall as Sacha
pulled on the hood of her raincoat.

“How much further, Liam? My blisters say it’s
bed time.”

“Not far. T’ll be able to tell when we get to
the top of this hill. We’ll see down into the next
valley. I should get a better phone signal up
there.”

Sacha snorted. “It’ll be dark by the time we
get to the top.”

Thunder clouds blotted out the rising moon
and rolled across the moor as a shriek filled the

darkening sky. Liam and Sacha stopped to look
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up. A black shape swooped over their heads.

“Scary!” Sacha frowned. “That bird is like an
omen. An angel of doom!”

Their boots squelched through mud. “Not
long,” Liam called. “We’ll soon be at the top.”

A flash of lightning snaked across the sky and
a loud crack rumbled over the moor. “It’s like
something from a horror movie,” Sacha panted.
The rain swept across in silvery squalls. At the
top of the hill Liam pointed into the next valley.
“That must be the hostel. Down there. With the
tall chimney and smoke.”

“I don’t like the look of it,” Sacha murmured.

“It won’t take us long,” Liam said, ignoring
her. The air was now very still. As they walked
down towards the hostel, a strange silence fell.
There was no rain here and everything was
deathly still — apart from a bird hovering above

the smoke that rose towards the pale moon

peeping through parting clouds.
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A sign by a set of black iron gates said ‘Youth
Hostel. Members Only’. Just beyond stood a
stark Gothic mansion surrounded by bent and
twisted tree trunks.

Apart from a faint glow from one of the
large upstairs windows, the house was in eerie
darkness.

“I told you we’d find it,” Liam said, smiling.

Sacha wasn’t so sure. “It doesn’t look very
nice,” she said.

Liam ignored her and added, “I've got cash.
They’ll let us stay the night.”

Clanging through the gate, they walked along
the path, up some crumbling steps and to the
porch. A pair of boots caked in dried mud lay on
the top step. Liam slammed his fist on the heavy
door and a hollow thud echoed before the door
swung open. A dimly lit hallway with dark oak
panels stretched in front of them. The smell of
soot drifted out over the porch. A thin, bent man
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in black stood in front of them. He had a hooked
nose and small beady eyes. “Yes? What is it?” he
croaked. His eyes stared like a bird’s.

“Can we stay the night?” Liam said. “I can
pay with a card or cash.”

The man blinked. The light from a single bulb
cast his shadow over the front steps. He had a
shadow like a vulture’s.

“Members only,” he said. “You’ll have to join.”

“How much?”

“We've got rules,” the man continued, not
listening. “No matches. No paraffin. No time.”

Sacha squeezed Liam’s hand. She could smell
drink on the man’s breath.

“Are you the warden?” Liam asked.

The man ignored him. “It’s late. It’s only
because of the clocks I can bend the rules tonight.
We're full. One of you will have to sleep in the
attic. The other in the boiler room.”

Sacha pulled a face. “I don’t like the sound of
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