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                                                       Vulture 

It all seemed so welcoming at first, as the sun began to fade. It all seemed so 

normal at first, as the birds flew across the sky. It all seemed so kind at first, as 

the lampposts gleamed good evening.  

Tom held his favourite necklace in his hand. The reason for his game. In his 

youthful mind, this necklace protected him, and he had to fight off beasts and 

warriors. He could do this when he held his necklace.  

White. The necklace was white; lifeless on a delicate silver chain, and in the 

shape of a circle, it was pure as snow, and as bright as a summer day.  

Tonight there was a strange atmosphere that seemed to just hang in the air, 

like clothes on a washing line. Tom shifted uncomfortably in his black coat, and 

squeezed his hand on the smooth, cool necklace. He thought about its 

sleekness, and how pleasing it was to touch.  

Tom tripped.  

His hands skidded onto the gravelly ground of the park, and the necklace flew 

out of them, into the dark. Into the loneliness. Into the abyss of gloom.  

Tom sat up, and regarded his hands. Blood! Blood everywhere, earth stuck in 

the cuts, leaves under his nails. He didn’t even care. His necklace was absent. 

He couldn’t protect himself anymore.  

A groan came from the wind; a rustle came from the branches, a whisper came 

from the black. Wait. Tom told himself he was imagining this. That it was all a 

hallucination. Blood loss was the reason. But something was sinister about the 

brooding trees; how they hunched over the murky path, as if they were in pain, 



as if they were hanging their heads in shame. Tom rose to his feet. A lamppost 

flickered. A warning? Gusts of air circled around Tom’s head like vultures; 

ruffling his brown hair; sending a shiver through him. 

Nothing! Nothing was there, Tom insisted, but the necklace was gone, he 

couldn’t be safe. He looked up at the trees. One seemed particularly 

frightening, the branches creating horrific shapes: knives, snakes, twisted and 

deformed faces. A lamppost flickered again. This big, gnarly, fierce tree began 

to straighten itself, ridding itself of the hunchback position it had previously sat 

in. From behind the tree, there was movement. Tom gasped. He told himself to 

be brave. But it was hard to tell himself this, when a figure appeared from the 

tree. 

A man with pale blue eyes, pale white skin, pale grey hair; pure anger in those 

eyes. A vulture resting on his shoulder, like a crooked colleague. Wrinkles 

creased his haggard face in a way that Tom had never seen before. On his frail 

body, clung a worn in, mud stained, orange jacket.  

Tom took a step back. “I’m not afraid of you!” he insisted. The man smiled. It 

was a horrific sight. His teeth may have been perfectly straight; but his smile 

was too wide, it struck wholesome, unadulterated, fear into Tom’s rapidly 

thrashing heart. Too much!  He was so scared, he believed he would faint.  

So he ran. 

He ran as fast as his legs would take him. His feet ached as they kicked against 

the stone trail. At this point, Tom wanted nothing more than to be at home 

with his mother. Forget young independence. He wanted protection. He 

craved it like an addict without a drug to take. Considering everything he had 

ever done in his young life, this made him never want to leave his house again. 



A fatal mistake. Looking behind him, he saw nothing. No man, no moving trees, 

just a standard park. Wait! Was that a vulture? No… Just a branch. 

The perfect teeth. The pale blue eyes. Tom’s vision went black. 

 

 

 

 


