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31 October 1892-All Hallow's Eve

The train pulled into the station, and as I stepped onto the 
platform I thought to myself Who travels about at this time of 
night and What a dump.

I was here in answer to an invitation from a friend for what he 
had described as an "interesting abnormal occurrence." 
Normally this would not have interested me, but something in 
the letter's tone had peeked my interest.

The smog was so thick that the smoke from the train's 
locomotive was hidden, along with the end of the platform. It 
was so cold I pulled up my collar and lowered my hat to 
provide cover for my ears.

There wasn't anyone on the platform. In fact, apart from 
myself, there wasn't even anyone getting off the train. I looked 
back into the carriage and noticed that not even the ticket 
attendant was getting off.

"How do I leave the station?” I ask the attendant.
"The ticket office is over there." He said, pointing behind me.

Picking up my travel bag, I headed in the direction indicated 
and reached the door as the train started to pull away. I opened 
the door to the waiting room and took a look around. Sat on the 
only bench was a sickly looking young girl. She was dressed in 
white from head-to-toe and had incredibly pale skin. I closed 
the door to the platform and walked over to a door on the 
opposite side. Looking out the corner of my eye, I watched her 
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and noticed that she didn't look up at me even as I opened the 
door to the road. Taking another look to make sure she wasn't a 
ghost, I walked out into the cold night air, closing the door 
behind me.

"James, my good friend!"I looked to where the voice had come 
from and spotted a familiar face in a group of men huddled 
around a small fire in a brazier.

"Isaac," I called back and grimaced as, instead of sounding 
cheerful, my voice sounded as disappointed as I felt.

"Long trip, James?"

"Not really, it's just that this place is so cold and depressing." I 
replied, walking over to my friend.

"Know what ya mean, Guv," one of the men said.

He drew a pocket flask out from one of the inner pockets of his 
jacket and offered it to me."Here, have a swig of this."

I removed the cap and took a sniff. Screwing my nose up at the 
smell, I shoved the cap back down and handed it back to him. 
"No thanks, I think I'll pass."

"Professor Isaac?" The man asked.

Isaac delightedly accepted the flask, took a swig, and handed it 
back. "Thanks, Mac, I do believe the next round is mine." Isaac 
said with a grin.

"Is that all your luggage, Guv?" the man who Isaac called 
“Mac” asked me.
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"Yes,” I said, “but I can manage it.”

"Suit yourself!" Mac said, shrugging his shoulders. "Shall we 
move on then, Professor?"

"I think it's time," the Professor said. "You two coming for a 
pint?" he asked the other two standing around the brazier.

"Maybe next time. We have to stay here in case anyone else 
arrives." One of them replied.

"We'll, then, thank you for allowing us to share your brazier." 
The Professor said with a wave as the three of us walked off.

"Have you known them long, Isaac?" I asked.

"About two weeks. Good guys really, despite looking rough. 
They have been very helpful." He replied with a sheepish grin

The Professor led us down the road to an inn and found us a 
table while Mac ordered us some food and drink.

"So, what is this about Isaac?" I asked.
"You read the letter completely and didn't skim through it?"

"I read it, but it wasn't what you had written that made me 
come, was it Isaac?" I asked, grabbing my drink when Mac put 
it down in front of me.

"No, James, but I'm glad you realized there was something else 
to the letter." Isaac said, taking a drink himself. After a pause 
he continued. "I found it, James. It's here. Now." Isaac said in a 
hushed but excited voice. I looked at Mac but he just nodded at 
me.
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"Yes, it's living near the station."Isaac continued.

"Is it disguised as the little girl in the waiting room?" I asked.

"No! That's the station master's daughter, Louise." Came a 
voice from behind us.

"Ah, food! Thank you, my good man." Isaac said, clearing the 
table for the barkeeper.

"Does she always look like that?" I asked the barkeeper.

"Yes, poor girl is quite sickly and always looks that way." He 
said as he put the plates on the table.

"So, what do we do now, Isaac?" I asked and thanked the 
barkeeper.

"I suggest we eat. I'm famished," Mac said.

I ate the plate of food, thinking only of the monster 10 years 
ago. I was betrothed to Isaac's daughter, Eleanor. One night, the 
creature had appeared and attacked us. I had been injured and 
knocked unconscious, but Eleanor had been brutally 
slaughtered by the creature. When I had recovered, I helped 
Isaac look for it, but the trail had gone cold.

My work in Bristol had been building up, and, despite my best 
efforts to delay my return, eventually I had to leave Isaac to 
continue the hunt on his own. Ten years had passed since then, 
and, if Isaac had indeed found it, we could finally have our 
revenge.

The Creature’s Return                                                      Adam Bryant



Once the food was gone and another pint inside of us, Isaac 
took us up to the rooms that he had rented. I dropped my bag 
and coat on to the bed in mine and started to change into 
something warmer and more comfortable.

A scream from outside interrupted my dark thoughts of 
Eleanor's death, followed by Isaac rushing into the room, 
almost knocking the door of its hinges.

"James, coat!" he yelled before rushing back out the door.

I caught up with the Professor and Mac outside the front door 
of the inn and nearly fell over at the sight of Mac. He was 
standing there, holding two hunting rifles, and the gathering 
crowd were quite rightly keeping their distance.

"Where's Isaac?" I asked Mac.

"Over there, with the police examining the body." Mac said, 
pointing, and I looked up to see the Professor walking towards 
us.

"It's the creature." Isaac said, taking a rifle from Mac and 
checking how many bullets were loaded.

"Do you know where the creature is now?" I asked, accepting 
the other rifle from Mac. I was about to ask him what weapon 
he was going to use when he pulled out a monster of a revolver 
from the holster under his shoulder.

"There's a blood trail leading from the body of the poor girl 
towards the station, but we need to wait for more peelers to 
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arrive before we can follow." The Professor said and turned 
back to the constable with rifle in hand.

Surprisingly the police didn't take long to arrive outside the inn, 
and we started our hunt with Isaac in the lead. The trail led into 
the station by way of the platform gate and disappeared. The 
Police, Isaac, Mac and myself spread out and searched the 
station. I looked into the waiting room, but not even Louise 
was there, so I turned around and headed back out to the 
station, satisfied that there were no blood stains on the floor.

"Isaac!" I called out. "The waiting room is clean and clear! 
Where are you?" It felt like the smog had gotten thicker now 
and was obstructing my view to the platform's edge.

"Up here," Isaac said in a hushed voice, making me jump. I 
looked up to see Isaac peering down from the canopy above the 
platform. "The blood trail continues up here!"

Mac approached me from further down the platform."Need a 
lift, Guv?"

"Thanks!" I said as he lifted me so I could pull myself up and 
onto the canopy.

By the time I got myself up and onto my feet, Isaac was far 
enough along the roof to be almost hidden by the pea soup.

"Isaac, wait! Don't go too far!" I called out, as I ran across the 
roof to his side. I caught up with him as he reached the junction 
of the station roof and the footbridge roof that lead over the 
tracks.
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"Mac!" Isaac called out, "We are over by the footbridge!" I 
looked about, clutching the rifle Mac had handed me but could 
see nothing.

"Mac!" Isaac called out for a second time, but still no response. 
Suddenly, there was series of cracks from various guns and 
rifles, followed by howls and screams from both man and 
creature.

"We need to get off the roof, Isaac," I said, handing him my 
rifle. I dropped onto my front, then, sliding feet first, lowered 
myself from the roof.

"Agreed," Isaac said, passing me the rifles once I reached the 
platform, before climbing down himself.

The smog was thick enough to distort the sounds, so we could 
not tell from which direction they had come. A police officer 
appeared out of the fog. Isaac grabbed him and asked which 
direction to go.

"This way," the officer said, pointing towards the engine sheds. 
We ran after him, keeping our weapons ready. There was a 
short burst of conversation between the officers before the 
police entered the sheds with Isaac and myself following.

Apart from the sounds of our walking around the shed, it was 
deathly quiet, and I could hear the police's every movement as 
they spread out, searching. The shed was filled with cases and 
machinery of various sizes. Isaac and I picked a row and started 
searching. We hadn't even gotten five meters from the door 
before I felt a hand on my shoulder and, as I turned around, my 
question caught in my throat; I realized that there was no one 
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behind me. I could still feel the hand on my shoulder and 
looked down at it as it slid off, leaving a trail of blood down 
my coat. I looked up at Isaac and found he was not looking at 
me but above me. I followed his gaze upward, into the bloody, 
open mouth of the beast that had killed Eleanor.

The creature reared and lunged down at me. I attempted to 
duck, which only ended up with me falling backwards, my 
head bouncing off the floor and just missing the creature's 
mouth, but still close enough for some of

Its teeth to scratch my face. I lay there, looking into its black 
eyes, watching and waiting for it to kill me. Amazingly, it was 
still, watching to see what I was about to do.

“Isaac, no!” I shouted as I saw Isaac raise his rifle, but it was 
too late. The creature's head snapped around to him. With a 
bestial roar, it jumped from it's perch above me, knocking Isaac 
over, and set to tearing him to shreds. I heard gun shots from 
the police, but that was the last, horrific, thing I remember 
before blackness took over, and I passed out from the bang on 
my head.

I awoke two days later in a hospital to see a police officer 
sitting in the chair next to me.

“Ah, Mr Purcell, you're back with us,” he said. “I'll just call a 
nurse.” He walked out off the room.

The nurse came in a few moments later and made me 
comfortable while a doctor came to look at my injuries. Once 
the doctor was satisfied that I was going not to pass out or 
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collapse, he walked out of the room and the police officer 
returned.

“Did you lose many officers?” I asked.

He looked at me as if I was mad. “I'm sorry, Mr Purcell, but I 
have no idea what you're talking about. You were found, alone 
and injured, in the derelict station by one of our constables.”

“Derelict station?” I asked

“Yes, it's been abandoned for 10 years. I don't know what you 
were doing there, but you're lucky. I'm just here to check that 
you have everything and whether you want to file a report” He 
said as he handed me my bag.

I rummaged through it but found nothing missing “No, it's all 
here.” I said to the officer.

“If there's nothing else, sir, I'll be off.” He said, bowing and 
taking his leave.

The hospital kept me in for a few more days before I was 
picked up by some of my ship's crew and returned to Bristol to 
continue my job.

From the Author.

All my life I have struggled with writing. My school years were 
before the common acceptance of A.D.D and Dyslexia and so I 
never got the help I needed. At twenty three after a test, signs 
were found that I had A.D.D and Dyslexia, and even though my 
reading has improved I still struggle with writing.
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I suppose the point I'm trying to make is that even though you 
have problems like me, don't let it stop you or your creative 
juices from flowing. There are loads of places that can help 
now both online and off line so there will always be help were 
needed.

Thank you for taking the time to read my story. Adam Bryant 
(Cpt James Purcell).

The Creature’s Return                                                      Adam Bryant


