The Nightshift

The dull brass number six in swings from side to side, scraping the paint off the door as I shut it behind me. The dried dark green paint crumbles and drops onto the floor revealing the lead purple beneath, a remainder from a bygone era. It was built with the train station, my house was, all part of a scheme in the 40s to get people to go to workin’ in London. They called it Victoria Street Station, in memory of Queen Victoria herself for her ‘industrious attitude.’ But the trains don’t come here so often nowadays. Nah, one in the morning and one in the evening, and ever since that article in the Walton Gazette a year ago, the whole town seem to drop off the face of the Earth.

There was a buzz of hysteria when the first sighting of that creature was described in the article, and it struck like a lightning bolt in the minds of the people who live here. The said it was a dark figure, a skinny thing with long horns protruding from its head. They said it had claws as long as garden sheers and creeped about on two feet, scanning the streets with its fluorescent yellow eyes. Although it was quite the description, not many people really believed it. I reckon it should have belonged in the fiction pages myself, but after the disappearance of Mrs Bramley this hysteria mutated, and people started to get a touch paranoid. 

See what had happened is that she would always walk that husky of hers late at night, it would never come out in the day because of the glaring sun, she used to tell me when we would pass by each other while I was on my way to work. From what I hear it was waking the families, the kids, and the other dogs with its wild boisterous barking and before you know it the whole street was singing like it was Cinco de mayo. I should know, it was always barking like mad when it saw me. Hmm, I always thought, if someone were to know her routine, oh she'd be so easy to catch.

But this was only the beginning, a month later Joe Dully, the station master, went missing and the last people that saw him say they smelt alcohol on his breath. The police believed that, and so they should, every time I saw him on my way to work, when he was just finishing his shift, he would reek of that cheap whisky, and I know this sounds bad, but I think it was for the better, the stinking drunk never had any regard for punctuality; the trains were always late on his watch.

After that, I woke up one afternoon and saw the paper wedged in the rusty letterbox, half-in half-out. I grabbed it and the tired springs went creaking as it snapped shut. The headline glared in a thick black font:

‘When will it Stop? 
Walton weeps as another mysterious disappearance sends shudders through mournful parents and towns folk.’

It looked like a local boy had mysteriously disappeared after playing out with his mates, but as I read on it really struck me because I saw those children just as I was only my way back from the launderette with some sheets that I stained with cranberry juice. Not really a fan of cranberry juice but I had an immense craving for it that week. But back to the story, I remember I had to get home fast because I had work that same evening. So, on my way past the dusty train station, and with my green chipped door in sight, they shouted to me,

‘Hi Mr Prat! Oh I mean Mr argh Twat arghh’.

I remember thinking, God the lack of respect that these children have someone should teach them a lesson. Anyway, the story goes that a group of them were hanging around the station after dark, you know, laughing, giggling, but after a short time they all said bye to each other, and went back to their homes, except for Henry Macavoy who didn’t come home that night. The next day the parents called the police and reported the missing boy. 

I dare say it, but I think it done this town some good. See those kids were becoming a little bit of a nuisance they were, littering and loitering, God the entrance to the station was starting to look like a landfill! The rustling of empty crisp packets under my feet, the crunching of bits of biscuit as I walked and not to mention their disgusting behaviour. See this is what’s wrong with Walton nowadays, nobody cares, and they haven’t cared for a long time. ‘Cept me, I can’t remember doing it, but I must have picked up some of the rubbish that those yobos left because I had an empty packet of Oreo’s in my jacket pocket when I put it on the following day. At least someone is looking after this town. It’s funny how the world works ennit, one day you see them the next their gone. Nevertheless, I bet they won’t be doing that anymore, I can tell you that much.

Still all these disappearances got the town worried, so much so that not one person could be seen around the town after dark. They all think it’s this creature, more and more people say they've been spotting it from their windows, lurking, crawling and creeping. They say they’ve seen its bones contorting, grinding, and cracking as it shapeshifted and morphed from animal to human. They say when the dim orange lampposts cut out and plunge their bedrooms into darkness, the creature watches you through the window, in the middle of the night, while you’re all alone, cold. They say they hear people call out in agony, in the streets around town, like its beckoning them to come out to try and help, and when they do go out, the harrowing voices fade into a deathly silence, and that's when you get snatched.

I feel the fear of the night sometimes, while I walk to my work, and I sometimes see the streetlamps flicker above me, but I have been walking these streets late at night for years and I haven’t been caught, so I say…I say what a load of bollocks! I don’t believe in ghosts; I don’t believe in ghouls, and I definitely don’t believe in no damned demon-monster-shapeshifting thingymajigs.
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