
Bird
About half a mile from the farm there was a lake, home to a straggly flock of ducks and a few 
geese, all turned feral after the farmstead had been abandoned. Will stopped and bent down to retie 
his shoelace, then looked across the expanse of steely water. A half-submerged branch pointed a 
boney finger towards dark clouds amassing in the sky, and a soft mist began to descend. The place 
was waterlogged, completely sodden. The ducks and geese clearly liked it, but not much grew in the 
muddy ground at the waters’ edge. 
! Will jogged quickly up to the top of the small hill, feeling his calf muscles burn with the 
effort, gulping moist air into his lungs. At the top he took binoculars out of his leather satchel and 
looked through, adjusting the focus. The gathering of farm buildings were visible through the mist 
not far off to the south-east, a bevy of black birds circling above them. To the north was the ruined 
cottage, the glassless black windows like empty eye sockets. 
! Of course there were strange stories attached to the farm. All of the abandoned places 
teemed with such tales. But this farm and its solitary cottage were particularly fascinating to Will, 
for no one knew exactly why it had been deserted, or where the people had disappeared to, and the 
mystery and sadness pervading the place made it all the more alluring. Much human life had come 
and gone, lived and died behind the farm walls, and in the fields, and by the lake. The place echoed 
with the past, and the calls of black birds, circling, circling. 
! Other people keen to escape and disappear who had stumbled upon the farm and its cottage, 
intending to camp out for a while, had told Will of menacing presences, of a close, heavy feeling 
that settled in their guts and made them want to leave—fast. The farm was not a good place to hide 
in. It didn’t welcome people. The resident birds swooped and darted threateningly. 
! For Will though the feelings were entirely different. Yes, it was a dismal, dreary place, 
especially in the rain. Yet coming here cheered him. He loved the remains of the cottage, the birds 
that cawed around it and nested in the crumbling chimney. To him the little tumbledown house felt 
outside of time, a temporary escape from the city greyness that he despised.
! He hoisted his satchel and resumed his walk, letting the slope of the hill carry him forwards 
and down.
! Near the cottage was a hedge of bilberries, a few bluish fruit still clinging on, not yet 
devoured by the birds. Will smiled and inhaled deeply. It was so good to be here, alone, in the fresh 
air, surrounded by old memories and dreams. Yet when he rounded the corner of the building, 
heading for the door, he stopped in his tracks. There, on the wet ground in front of him, was a 
footprint. One, and then another, and another, heading for the doorway. They looked fresh, 
definitely made since the rain shower not more than an hour before. Will peered into the darkness of 
the cottage.
! ‘Hello?’
! A quick shuffle, a flutter of wings. Just a bird. Though looking down he saw muddy marks 
on the leaf-strewn floor. Prints going in, not out. Whoever was here must still be inside. 
! ‘Hello? Is anyone there?’
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! There was no answer. 
! Will walked further, peering into the old kitchen, and into the living room. All was cold and 
dark and empty. He decided to venture upstairs, following the mess of fading footprints, and looked 
into each room in turn before he came to the very last one, the door still intact, solidly closed. He 
gently pushed it open to the creaking protest of the rusting hinges. There, on the rotting ledge of the 
gaping window was a large black bird. It stared at Will with a beady-eyed intelligence, an almost 
human expression, and then flew off with a loud flap. Only then did he notice the pair of mud-caked 
boots beneath the sill. 
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