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I was too focused on the red glowing eyes I had just seen amidst the fog, to notice footsteps 

coming along the street.  I jumped at the touch of a cold hand on my arm.  A short old woman 

stood beside me.  Her hideous appearance was chilling. 

“Are you OK, miss? 

“Yes, I’m OK,” I said. 

“This is no place for a young lady this time of night.” 

“No, it’s not.” 

She tilted her head and studied me, her deep-set eyes crafty.  “Walk me home dear, it’s 

just around the corner.” 

“I can’t, sorry.” 

“Who said it was a question, dear.”  She wrapped her fingers around my arm. 

“Let go.”  I tried to pull away, but she was damn strong for an old lady.  “Let go of me!” 

She pulled my arm, dragging me.  I clenched my free hand into a fist and swung it at her 

face.  “I said let go!” 

She stumbled back, releasing my arm.  Fearfully, I turned and ran.  Instantly, there was a 

hissing sound.  I glanced frantically over my shoulder.  The old woman had sprouted huge wings 

and she ran at great speed towards me.   

Terrified and distracted, I tripped, landing with an almighty thud, my face and arms 

scraping hard against the tar-seal.   

She snarled.  “You shouldn’t have done that.” 

What the hell is she? Her fingers were now claws, and her wings were covered in grey 

tattered feathers.  Her eyes had blackened into a darkness like pure evil.   

I shuffled backwards as she edged closer.  Suddenly, she stopped, her gaze shifted to 

behind me.  A low-pitched growl rose in the dark and, terrified, the old woman turned and ran, 

disappearing in the fog.  I turned to see what was behind me, and two red eyes burned brightly 

into mine. 
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