Norman Swann in...

The Mystery of the Missing Watch =y

You awake in the eastern corridor. Its
darkened floorboards are lined with a row of
candles on either side. The walls are bare
apart from the photographs, which have been
rearranged into a pyramidal structure.

This is a choose-your-own-adventure
tale. At various points you will be
presented with a choice. Follow the path
of your choosing to investigate the
mystery further and alter the course of
Norman's story. If you reach a coloured
line then please pursue its course.

Inspect the photos

Proceed to the kitchen

The same people occupy the
scenes within the frames
except their faces are fleshless.
Silent skulled figures stare out
at you amusedly.

You tread across the corridor
and enter the adjoining room.

Both puppets pluck a knife out
of thin air. They raise their
sharpened blades to the roof,
in unison, before stabbing each
other repeatedly in the back.
One of them merges into the
river of red beneath, while the
other struggles to reach the
end of the bridge at the wall's
edge. The image vanishes.

Almost every crevice of the kitchen is

enveloped in shadow. Only the white

patch of paint on the rear wall glows
with a pulsating incandescence.

The figures approach the peak
of the lid's arch and embrace
each other. Beneath them dark
red streaks trickle down,
branching off into an endless
stream of rivulets.

Two silhouetted shadows
appear on either side of the
eyelid.

The flickering light recedes, and a red
shape gradually appears upon the
wall, like the developing of a
daguerrotype.

The wall flashes with a
brilliant whiteness once more.

The source of this light seems to

lie directly behind the surface
of the wall, as if its stone
foundations have become
papery thin.

Amidst the darkness, the image of a
narrow crimson eye now looms.

The eye is dripping with a
viscous fluid. It smells like
cheap wine and ripples when
you touch it.

Inspect the eye

The Victorian brass hand
figurine sits idly on the table.
—1 When you approach it, a gauntly
index finger extends outward,

pointing toward your boxy

personal computer.

The computer turns on
automatically.

Text flashes on the screen. You
are presented with an option of
six numbers. You take a seat.

%‘ Select a number

Proceed to the lounge

At a further distance across

The gilded vulture spies

the room looms the timeworn
face of the tall grandfather

on you from atop the far
end bed post. This bird's

clock. Whilst squinting you
can loosely make out the
hands of the dial, pointing in
almost diametrically opposite
directions: a quarter past
nine, or thereabouts.

financial woes.

The refuge of your bedroom no longer emanates
with warmth, not as it once used to, not since
Daniel Wilder trespassed onto your familial home.

These days there are only traces of former feelings,
of idle comfort and snug seclusion. Such evocations
have been replaced by the pressing anxieties of an
aged mind and the haunting regrets of a life
misspent toiling to realise broken dreams.

Most people in this stage and position of life have
simply given up on achieving greatness, whereas
others have fallen into irrevocable despair. You,
Norman Swann, straddle the line, never quite
letting go and never quite admitting to failure, in
spite of ailing health issues and burdensome

beady eyes sit amidst a
richly golden body, which
emits a soft lustre in the
low-lit room.

Something is not quite right
about this evening.
Awakening at this hour for
one and this groggy
sensation for another, as if
something within me is out

of sync.

After pushing the
bedcovers aside and

pushing yourself up, you
sit on the edge of the bed

You can hear noises in the lower reaches
of the apartment. High-pitched mumbles
and shuffling rustles persuade you to
stir out of bed and investigate the source
of these disturbing sounds.

for a moment, in order to
recover your breath from
this seemingly ponderous
task.

"Still too proud to
admit to your
financial
impotency? You
sound depressed
now and if it wasn't
for my... gesture
then who knows
how deep a hole

"I've told you my plans. There are some
good few friends and associates willing to
lend me assistance. In addition, my book is
almost finished and sparking vivid interest
from potential investors. It's only a matter of
time...which reminds me.

you would now be
in? Nobody would
have been
surprised if you
went to walk off the
face of the earth.
Still, these days
how much longer
am | expected to
watch you mope
around this place

"Yes, an innocent
beau geste from such
a noble benefactor. A
gesture performed
not to fulfil a
manchild's wanton
sense of smug self-
satisfaction, but out of
the goodness of a
pure and generous

TO CODA
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"Interesting

Always in

"Yes I was right. You
are lying... And it's
interesting what you
young generation
consider as success.

quantitative terms:
how much money you
earn, how popular
you are, how big your

analysis Freud,
because that's who
you aspire to be
now that you're a
failure. It does best
explain why you
enjoy frittering
away your days
cooped up within
these walls,

for?" heart.” wardrobe is. Nobody Slumpeftl fn your
: armchair, criticising
cares if you whore
. everybody but
"I bought your yourself to achieve yourself
house, rem'?mber? I "Tell me, what are ﬁ;ifngjffzobﬁii d Unfortunately,
saved you. you doing here? y you're not qualified

Atop your bedside table lie

As you take the first hurried steps into
the corridor you regrettably strain your
knees and legs in the process. You
readjust your composure and your feet
carve a steady trail towards the living
room. Now only your eyes and ears
strain, to distinguish the ambiguous
characters of the scene up ahead.

a vast array of coloured
pills encapsulated in
layers of foil-and-plastic
containers, torn in parts.
Looking at them is enough
to set your head whirling,
but then again perhaps
that empty bottle of port

beside your meds plays a
part in this.

have to make a decision.

Once you reach the kitchen, you are able
to discern the outlines of two hazy
shapes, one short and squat and the
other slight and slim. They are talking
quietly amongst themselves. Between
them, high up on the wall, is the painted
self-portrait of your young self. By the
time you enter the next corridor, you

Besides tempting my
patience."

here then."

"Well... it's a good thing I'm

Confront the intruders

Long pointed weapons are enclosed in the grips of
these trespassers. The short one wields a scythe-like
blade and the tall one an elongated gun, which rests
solemnly beside a hip holster. You very cautiously take
hold of the most suitably tall and sturdy item within
your close proximity: an umbrella.

Tala, the idle maid, waits

The golden lifesize statue of

patiently by the entrance of this
corridor. Her hands rest behind
her back.
|

She looks just as stoic as usual,
though she seems troubled by
something. She begins to speak
with still lips.

| 1938 | [| 1949 1962
Enter the study
[ [ [
1985 1993 2013
1 [
"Please sir, untie me?" "You are born in the bedroom of
your South Kensington

Without dwelling on the matter for another fraction of
a second, you glare daggers at the backs of both their
heads and encroach on their space. The sonorous
thumping of your heart echoes in your ears as blood
rushes about your limbs at a quickening pace. When
you raise the weapon you are momentarily distracted
by a swelling sensation in your temples.

apartment. Ten minutes after the

birth you turn blue and have to be

A piece of rope dangles behind.
Her hands are tied together in
a twining knot.

resuscitated by the midwife." D.S,

"You attend a private boarding

Untie her

Ignore her

The next twisting corridor
stretches outwards like a
never-ending tendril. You
can see something
flickering in the distance.

The floor emerges once more
from beneath your feet. Upon
the boards ahead are a great
many books piled up high like
a pyramid. Behind them stands
a boy holding a red candle.

school in the remote town of
Langdale. You are bullied
regularly. This incentivises you
to escape and attempt to flee back
to the Somerset farm where your
mother dwells." D.S.

"A year after you graduate, you
become a teacher of architecture
at Cambridge University. During
this time you become infatuated

You slice the umbrella across the air and its sharp
point impacts with the bony wrist of the gun-wielding
menace. He screams and drops the weapon to the
ground, his body sinking with it. You have to act fast
and, fortunately, his associate lumbers. As he turns to
face you he squeaks a shrill cry at the sight of your
umbrella, ready to pounce.

There is blood spattered across his face, a babyish face
as pale and round as a full moon. He lumbers
backward and his sword, appearing more glossy and
papery than before, juts out above his head in a
defensive stance. In his other hand he holds a black
pouch with a skeleton's face embroidered on the side
facing you.

"Please...let us go..We mean no harm..."

Bearing the visage of your
young self, and dressed in your
old school uniform, the small
boy extends his hand and
speaks with still lips.

with a younger student and find
yourself often fantasising about
him." D.S.

"Inspired by a visit to a Roman
mausoleum, you create a

"One is the morning and one is
the night. Each share the same

temple yet contrast in light."

Burn the books

Do nothing

The flames shoot up instantly
and illuminate the encircling
floorboards.

The books burn to a soft pulp
and bits of charred bones
reveal themselves in the

flames.

The fingers of the fire beckon
you to step onto the pyre. You
walk steadily into its
comforting warmth and find
yourself floating up and
further up toward the ceiling...

The boy takes a step forward and sets the
books alight, immolating himself in the
ensuing blaze. His facial features blend and
fade within the flames as his body burns to a
shapeless mass. Behind him, high up on the
wall, the boy's self-portrait gazes at you
worriedly...

More sounds emerge from out of the crackles,
harsh grunts and whinnies. From the corridor
behind, a voice, a trembling growl, emerges,
and loudens steadily. You try to turn but your
feet don't want to move. You can only listen to
the snarling thing, as it approaches with a coil
of rope and footsteps like the ticking of a
broken clock: tick tick tock tick tock tick tock...

The same message appears
again, in a larger box, and then

further strain.

You attempt to click away, yet the
buttons on the mouse are cold
and stiffened to point that they
are impossible to depress. Even
worse, your fingers are attaching
to the mouse and every exertion
to prise them apart leads to

another and another, each
slightly bigger than the last.

building proposal for a design

competition, based in London.
Your project is critically lauded
but ultimately rejected in favour
= of a more conventional

proposition. Meanwhile, you

engage in a relationship with a
work colleague, which also ends
worse than you expected." D.S.

"You retire and spend most of
your time writing and dreaming
up designs in the small study [—
behind the kitchen." D.S.

"You are bankrupt. Your house is
sold to a former student. You
choose to remain in the property,

The boy's clenched fists shake at the same rate as his
quavering voice. The other boy is groaning on the
ground, grasping his right wrist in a grimace of pain.
Underneath his tangled mop of sandy hair you can just
about make out his eyes, which are aimed directly at
you and convey mixed emotions of disgust and

belligerence.

"The door...It was already o-o-open...I swear..."

You take one step forward and respond.

"Get out of here. Now."

surrounded by the artefacts of
your past. Troubled by the threat
of losing everything you own,
you become increasingly
paranoid.”

You click and nothing happens.
The screen freezes for one
seemingly long second. Then a

With your eyes fixed intently upon the
fractal shapes flitting onto the squarish
= display, you can sense yourself slipping
into a swirling void of reds, greens and
blues and, with your whole body lurching
forward, from the top of your head to the

tips of your toes, you begin to wander back
into the inside of the machine...

message pops up in a
rectangular box.

"User error: Please contact the
system adminstrator."

CONTINUE  malipp

Plagued by the jitters, the short boy looks to his tall
friend and, with deep-set, owllike eyes, nods his head
convulsively in an unconvincing gesture of
reassurance. Without averting his gaze, the boy on the
floor crawls to his weapon, a plastic flintlock pistol,
collects it, rejigs his dark sleeveless vest and follows
his friend out of the front door. It clicks shut and

shudders.
I

—>

CONTINUE

In a flurry of arms and legs, the two boys rush hellbent for the
front door. The short child slips and tumbles against the foyer
floor, which is muffled by a thick expanse of Persian carpetry.
He stutteringly mentions Dracula before slamming the door
shut.

| |
"I can's see anything just some pic -- Oh, I

think I can see him."

"There's someone standing in the back of
the room."

The boys make their way to the front door, but not before the
short one looks back over his shoulder as if he can sense

Wait and listen

eye and then suffer as
aresult. I think I'd
rather burn alone
within these walls
than further suffer
the vanity of fools."

so how about we
make you a fortune
teller instead: the
sign can say "Come
see the amazing
Norman Swann,

"Hm... Gesture of
goodwill? No that's
unlike you, and more
I can tell when you
are lying. Those
lemur-like eyes and
crinkled lips are just
two telltale
giveaways. You bore
the same expression
back in the day when
you begged me to
pass fit your thesis,
because you had
apparently
dedicated every
spare moment to it
and had not been
cavorting with
drunken floozies as
others had me
believe. People
rarely change and

even when they do

past shadows always
cling to the mind."

"Yes, we are..living
together."

"Listen, is there something "You, offering me drinks ?rl;ic:ét?a of the
bothering you? "How do you instead of playing up *
mean?" like the court jester.” "Well, apologies for
) my gesture of
Daniel ] - - goodwill."
pours a Then a Erm, okay. What is your
half- swill of emergency?"
glass tonic to N
and assist with "Breaking and entering. Two boys." "Okay, Mr. Swann my
i digestion?" P
hands it & - — records show that the
down to "Are the intruders still in the property?" property is no longer
you. You T ean't 1
drink it cant. "No, of course not."
up. He feel
nauseous this correct?
watc.hes enough "Do you know when they left?"
you idly. .\
already.
"About five minutes ago, or
Accept Decline maybe ten now.

registered under your
name, but to a Mr. Wilder. Is

"02079422002" |

"Your home number?" |

| "Did they steal anything?" |

XA

You move in a little closer, hiding in a black patch of

"Perhaps a drink, to
perk up the spirits?”

shadow. |

The two figures are looking at the painting while
holding a stilted conversation. They carry weapons in
their hands. The short one begins to talk to the tall one.

"1 don't care what you say...I think it's spooky."

Daniel walks back into

"My watch. My Vintage Roamer
gold-plated watch."

"Swann House,
Cromwell Road, South
Kensington."

| "Anything else?"

| "Your address?"

= BT

the room with a tall
glass and a bottle of gin
in hand.

"It reminds me of something."

"I think it's the way the eyes

The sad thing is you
can't even remember
how they spoke: an
unfortunate effect of

As a child you were
idealistic, always
immersed in the

fairy tales that your

mother used to
provide. While, your
father was more

showing you off at

"Did the intruders assault you
in any way?"

"Norman Swann!"

AN "Your name please, sir?"

"No, not exactly."

"Any physical damage to the
property?"

"What?!"

~

interested in

IINOIII

"Before we can proceed we
just need you to provide us

follow you around the room. Do "That's what it is.
you think this place is haunted?" An old ghost
story."

the abandonment of

public events.

"Mr. Swann, based on the

memory.

details you have provided, this
seems to be an issue best taken

Their voices sound younger than you expected, probably
not even broken yet. Upon closer inspection their
weapons appear too filmsy to be threatening. The
shadows make them appear more menacing than they
actually are. The tall boy continues talking.

You listlessly take a
seat on your plush AN

up with your local police.”

with some basic information.
What is your name?"

N\

A couple of rings later and a
female, non-automated, voice

"There was a man who lived in a castle, all alone, and
the villagers were scared of him. He never went outside
and when he needed something he would send
someone else to get it for him. He was rich, but he was
dying. And at night he did magic. Bad magic called neck-
row-man-sea. | think it was because he was one part
vampire and sucked on woman's blood.

Anyway, one day...one night, the man decided he doesn't
want to die so he looks inside his big book of spells and
finds one spell that could make him live forever, make
him immortal. So that night he gave the order to his
servant to fetch him a boy from the village. It had to be a
boy and he had to be very young.

So the servant stole an orphan boy from an orphan
school and put him in the back of his carriage and
wrapped him up in bandages to stop him making noises.
The horses drove to the castle up a long and windy road.
Inside, the boy was put in the center of the floor of the
great hall.

The man cast the spell on the boy and the boy
disappeared, but not really because there was a mirror
in the room, a tall and empty one but it was not empty
anymore.

All the wrinkles vanished from the man's face. He was
free from death. But when he looked inside the mirror
he could no longer see himself, because instead the boy
was trapped inside of it, like a painting, silent and
motionless.

As time passed, the man sucked away more of the boy's
youth, and the portrait looked older and uglier because
of it. And, worst of all, the boy was very much aware, so
he grew very sad, knowing that he was going to live for
all eternity as a picture on the wall, watching the man
steal from his soul and spread darkness over the village."

It's getting cold, so
rather than dwell any

further, or grow his bags to the
increasingly irate, you kitchen. Once seated
decide the wisest you look at the boy

course of action is to
slip on your grey
woolen fleece, which

leather armchair
_| while Daniel carries

in the self-portrait
who stares back at
you.

"I don't think you quite
understand the value of my watch.
These criminals could be peddling
it right this second.”

/

hangs off the armrest of

"All the details have been inputted
into the system. Sorry I cannot help
you further. Goodbye."

starts talking.

the upholstered sofa.

An abrasive flatline tone rings intrusively in your ear. You place the

I telephone back in its holder, which lands with a dejected thump.

"Thank you. A member
of the team will be

with you shortly."

You reflect doubtfully

"Disrespectful tart. Not a shred of human decency. And such

on the situation. The || manifest indifference; only interested in ticking the right boxes in

children could be in
some far-flung region

order to claim her day's pay. Is this the prevalent attitude of today's
generation? To serve nobody but yourself?"

of the city by now. The
police are slow and
inefficient, and, with
you still residing
unlawfully in this
apartment, could prove
more of a liability than

Daniel's comments get pushed

aside as you charge

Call the police

*

a helping hand.

"Whoa. Relax for a minute.
Don't you think you're being
a bit overzealous? Like you
said, they're only kids and
you never know, it might
just turn up."

haphazardly for the phone.
You swivel the rotary dial
around three times, selecting

the same number in each case.

AN

You jab your finger in
the perforated hole for
one and rotate the
dial.

7/
"Please dial one

for police --"
<

"Police!"

/
"Hello, which service
do you require?"

AN

A female automated voice
starts talking placidly at the
other end of the line.

"I always leave it there on
the table. The police. |
need to report this.
Children cannot be
trusted."

After a short pause, the short one talks again.

"It would be strange if paintings were like people...like
real people. Because then if you had a painting in your
house, it would mean you were always being watched,
and that person would know you better than everybody
else in the world."

"What do you mean?"

"Think about it. When we want to do something
in secret, we do it when we think nobody else is
watching. But if there's a painting there, then
that person will always know what we are
hiding,"

"Ugh. This makes my head hurt. Let's just

something awry in the room.

get out of here before someone comes back."

Put on a fleece
"Ha. My word what did
you do to them?"

"Enough to get them to leave. Now this is
no time for levity. Do you realise what
they could have stolen? This apartment
is full of priceless articles collected from |—
every last corner of the planet. Your
careless mistake could have resulted in
an incalculably idiotic loss."

"You know, just because
I'm not old enough to
have lived through, like,
two world wars, doesn't
mean I don't understand
the value of money. For

"Took what?"

one thing, I've earned
enough of it to buy this
house off you."

"Sometimes [ wonder if
elves dwell inside your
thick cranium and
operate that ditsy brain of
yours. To have is not to
under --Those devils.
They took it."

"Yes. Those two boys. They
broke into the apartment
and you let them."

"Yeah, you mean the ashen-

| faced fat boy and skinny boy

dressed like pirates?"

"You ought to be careful

—| about security. Did you see
two boys in the building
when you arrived?"

You begin moving towards
Daniel, with slow, lingering
steps.

Daniel flicks the switch. The
chandeliers light up. He
walks towards the marble
mantlepiece and places the
bags onto the floor to retain
repose; glass objects chink
together discordantly.

"I was in a hurry this
morning and always
have been having
trouble with that bloody
lock. A complete dud.

Going to get a locksmith
in to fix that thing stat.
Feels like it hasn't been
used in years."

"There is absolutely
nothing wrong with
my lock, so it must be
your method that is at

fault, which usually
tends to be the case.
The problem exists
only within you."

"And there's a difference
between something that
works and something that
works well. These days |
have enough burdens to
struggle with and [ don't
need a stiff annoying
bloody lock to be one of
them."

"Actually, I'm waiting
for you. Any reason
why you decided to
leave the front door
unlocked?"

"Any reason why
you're just standing
there, in the dark?"

A minute or so passes before
a sharper click disturbs the
rhythm, which becomes
syncopated in turn. A
scatter of footsteps later and
Daniel Wilder enters the
lounge, standing on the
threshold. Plastic shopping
bags rustle in his hands as
he speaks.

"I could hear it ticking behind me all this time. And to think things could have been different if | had accepted your
supposedly generous offer. The first concoction was too mild, so the second had to be fuller, potent enough to knock me
senseless. Of course, being the idiot that you are, you never considered the consequences. Words and consequences: both are
meaningless to you."

The doorbell rings . Daniel turns his attention away from Norman, the watch and the bottle of wine. He faces the hallway and
strides out of the kitchen. You watch him leave as you plant Daniel's phone inside your trouser pocket. Finally, you pour
yourself a tall glass of red wine and swill it down, and then pour yourself another...

Wait...he gave you another.

"The drink...you vile
devil. I knew something
was amiss."

You put the phone down
and look at your hands.
Your skin is as pale as
alabaster and the tangle
of nerves beneath it an
unearthly shade of blue.
The temperature of the
room seems to have

dropped by twenty
degrees since you first
arrived. You need to rest,
preferably somewhere

warm.

The clock face stares at Norman.
Each golden integer limned with
white light and each hand splayed
out across its perfectly circular dial.
The hour hand touches the seven,
the minute hand the twelve and the
second hand jumps forward ever
more determinedly.

Go to the bedroom I

The doorbell rings. You make your way into
the dark recesses of the bedroom, very nearly
flinging a framed photo off the wall on your
way. You cocoon yourself within icy bedsheets
and close your eyes, imagining that you are
resting inside a shadowy cave atop a frosty
mountain. You don't fall asleep that night...

Go to the bathroom I

The doorbell rings. You push open the
bathroom door, punch the light on and start
filling the bath with hot water. You step into
the bathtub, fully clothed. From this vantage
point the streams of water actually look like
streams, invading an icy terrain. In the distant
parts of the apartment you can hear two
strangers. You only know one thing for certain:
you're not moving from here, not for a while...

Daniel raises a closed fist from the right pocket of his black
velvet jacket. He steadily slides it across the kitchen counter,
opens his palm and slips his hand back in his pocket.

"Of course, you think that this is a game, that this isn't the real world. You forget that actions have
consequences. Admit it: you thought me a hindrance to your soiree so your plan was to slip me a
nightcap laced with drugs powerful enough to send me drifting off into a deep and unemcumbered
sleep. Before this, however, you set all the clocks in my house ahead by three hours so that I would not
question the lethargic sensations and simply think them a result of being tired. This explains the
strange events of this evening: the urgent need to retire to bed and the unnaturally lucid dreams. You
hoped [ would simply sleep through the night, but you made a miscalculation and the solution was not
potent enough. So I awoke early and surprised you on your return as you noticed you made not one but
two blunders...the piéce de résistance...the device amiss. My watch, Mr. Wilder. Where have you put it?"

Daniel tightens his lips.

"Are you aware of the pills by my bedside table? Or of the fact that one
chemical may not coincide with another and could lead to potentially fatal

side effects?"

Daniel stares blankly at Norman.

"I cannot discern whether you are merely playing stupid or you
really are that dim-witted. What exactly was in the medicine?"

"What?"

"Did you think you were going to get away with this? Did
you think that this would help ameliorate our situation?"

There was an idea itching away at the back of my head but it was just that...an idea. An absurd one, yet judging
by the guilty look on Daniel's face it may just be the right one.

"[ disagree...as a matter of fact. My memory's not
as faulty as you would have me believe. I
remember your words just a few moments ago as
being "I've recently been to the store." It could

not have been hours ago..."

You look suspiciously at the bottle of wine; its red-
framed vintage label facing you.

"Either you're lying or your
friend's lying. What's the
meaning behind this?"

"Yes, to visit a friend, as a matter of

"I'll be there at seven."
fact."

"What...a three hour detour?"

The phone buzzes again.

"Yes, as a matter of fact. Anyway Sherlock,
the reason the receipt says I purchased the
items at half six is because I did, but I took a

detour afterwards."

the lock."

"You forget to change the
clock. You forget to change

"And who is that? One of your
so-called friends?"

"The time zone is different. I
haven't changed the clock
since I went abroad."

he checks his phone.

Daniel's inner jacket pocket buzzes and

"According to your phone,
it's not even seven o'clock.”

"How do you mean?"

"So...if this was only recently
purchased, why does my clock
say otherwise?

"And the time?"

"So..what?"

"Not just that. The time on this
receipt. It says here that you
purchased this...stuff...at about
half past six.

"I didn't get the time to tell

friends around for a party...a
gathering more like. You
know, a little Halloween do,

you, but I invited some

in the living room."

"You can explain?”

"I forgot to mention. I'll be dining with
friends this evening...here. If you wish
to join us then you are free to do so."

You peer across the counter

at Daniel; deep furrows
crease your brow.

"Is it ok if I come over now

mate? Just arrived at South

Ken station. Have alcohol for

"I suppose this is the part where

any peeps that want it."

The apartment resonates
with a gentle near-silence.
Only a beating and a ticking
vibrate your eardrums.
Soon your pulse descends
to a soothing resting rate
that almost matches the
metronomic clicking of the
clock.

O

you tell me what's going on."

Before Daniel has the chance to grab it, you

Still crouching, you look back at Daniel with a
typically critical gaze.

whip the phone off the counter and raise it
to your face.

Sifting through the contents, you discover more
than you expected: brandy, vodka, tortilla chips,
cocktail sausages, phantom-themed cupcakes,
decorative cobwebs, zombie face paint.

You extend your arm toward it.

Whilst mid-sip, something buzzes on the
counter and lights up: Daniel's phone, one

Bags of shopping lie in the back.

of those touch responsive ones.

You pull the metallic handle of the modern
cupboard door. It opens wide.

You reach into the fridge for a bottle of red
Bordeaux. You uncork the bottle and pour
the claret into a crystal glass, sat on the
kitchen counter.

Open the cupboard

Open the fridge

and into the kitchen.

across the corridor...

You tread across the

lounge... [ can get it myself.

You walk over to the
side table that
carries the gilded
late Louis XVI clock,
crested with an
equestrian motif:
two bronze horses
gallop in opposite
directions.

"Ten to ten. An unusual time
for trick-or-treaters. An
unusual time for me to still
be up. One glass of red wine
seemingly sent me to sleep,
but only for an hour. And so
here I am awake. So where
have you been?"

"Let me --"

"Actually. I could do with a
drink right now."

"I've recently been to the
grocery store, replenishing
our stocks of food and wine."




