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Editor’sForeword: Never mind my intro-et’sjust diveright into this great tale...

Every July Dad would put me on the Greyhound, wave a hearty goodbye, and shout, “House' |l be
hollow without you!” Then I’ d clamber up on the seat to hoist my bag onto the rack and listen ashe
pounded the horn in hisrusty old pick-up. Thisyear that parting call sounded more forlorn than ever. To
my early-adolescent mind, Dad was becoming increasingly odd and worryingly isolated. Lately, I'd
woken at night to hear him talking to Mom. The next day he would confess to me how much he ill
missed her.

But, for the next month, | could put al that behind me. | was off, a hundred milesto the west, to
Granddad' sfarm; an Illinoisretreat for me and my cousins Ray, Suzie and little Sam. It would be atime
of picnics and perfect sunshine, of bicyclesin the dust and splashing in the coal river.

Asthe bus moved out of the city, exchanging the squalor of the dumsfor the lawns and colonnades of the
suburban estates, my thoughts were aready racing ahead along the road. This holiday would be so much
more memorable.

“Thisyear...” | told mysdlf. “Thisyear | am to catch meaHay Devil.”

* % %

Granddad met me at the bus stop. He sheltered from the afternoon sun under Gran’syellow parasol— no
longer questioned whether thiswas eccentricity or bravado. He ruffled my hair, picked up my bag, and
led me towards his battered red Buick. The pipe never Ieft hislips and neither did he light it. As agreed,
not aword passed between us until we were safely in the car. The fields have ears, Granddad would

Sy .

The engine coughed to life and the fan began to squeal in a hopeless attempt to suck coolness out of the
overheated air. Granddad turned the radio on. Dean Martin...too loud and too dick. | wiped sweeat from
my eyebrows.

“Can | put the window down, Grandpa?’

Hetook the pipe and dipped it into the breast pocket of his shirt. A scorch mark revealed that he’ d got
that wrong on at least one occasion. But my Granddad was a hero; he understood what mattered to us,
what made ustick. | knew he had aspecid empathy with children, and my plan for this summer wasin
no way intended as a put down. No, it was more a celebration. This summer we would show him that
we d findly grown up, and left behind our childhood fantasies.

“They may be shy in the sun, Johnny... Don't want to be seen. But they surelikelistening.” He tapped the
glasswith aknuckle. “ So let’ s save the window till we get moving.”

“Are there many about today?’ | gazed out at aworld of grass-ayellow ocean with only an occasiond
haystack for anidand. “They certainly keep their heads down.”



“Likel’vetold you, they listen.” He twisted around in his seet. Histeeth were awhite blaze againg his
tanned, grey-whiskered face. That beard was new and untidy, as though he' d only recently thrown away
hisrazor. “Let me see you properly.”

Too much attention made me squirm. “I’'m il not shaving.”

“Lord...look at you. I'd swear you' ve put Six inches on those legs. Another year and you' Il betaler than
your Mom.”

I’d been told my Mom had been atal woman. | only remembered her as being warm and essentid, and
one day suddenly not there.

With an abruptness that dapped the back of my head into the hot leather, we were off down the track.
The farm was only ten minutesto the north. A cloud of tan dust drifted across the parched fields aswe
passed.

* * *

Ray, Suzie and Sam had arrived at the farm yesterday and were wedged into the tiny tree house when, in
ascatter of chickens, we pulled into the yard. The kids nearly tumbled down the ladder in their haste to
meet me.

Ray wasthe fagtest. “Hi Johnny. See any Devils on the way from town?’
“Hi John.” Suzie dways called me John. | think it made her feel more sophisticated.

Little Sam, aboy of enormous height but limited intelligence for histwelve years, welcomed mewith a
bear-hug which left my tennis shoeskicking intheair. “Hello Sam,” | squeaked. He placed me down

gently.
Ray edged in closer. “ Did you bring the key?" he whispered.
| nodded. “1 brought awhole bunch.”

While Granddad ducked back into the car, | took the keys from my jacket pocket and rattled them for
Ray. | heard the car door dam and dipped the keys out of sight again.

“Okay kids. Insde for some refreshments. Ray, you fetch the lemonade. Suzie, you cut up some bread.
I’ve just got to wash this dust out of my beard.” Granddad carried my bag into the house with Ray and
Suzieclosein tow.

| looked at Sam, who stood there with inane pleasure on hisdry lips. Then | turned back to the house.
The sight of that white mansion stirred al kinds of memories. Now, however, | could see the paint was
cracked and bleached, like skin that had seen too many hard years. That upstairs room, with thelittle
dormer window that allowed only atight beam of sunlight to crawl across the carpet, that was where |
would deep. Granddad had told meit used to be his and Gran’ sroom. After Gran died, he'd moved into
the room which used to be Mom'’s, at the back of the house, where the window looked out over the
kitchen lean-to and gave a better view of the chicken shed.

I’d realised some years ago that the kitchen roof and the water butt below provided a negotiable route
down to ground—for aman like Granddad: he might be hoarding the years, but hewas Htill litheasa
cougar.



| grabbed Sam’sdeeve. “I’ ve got the key. Remember last year? We made a plan.”
Sam’ seyes darted fitfully as though chasing a bashful thought.
“Wadll, thisyear we'll doit,” | said. “ Thisisthelast year for the Hay Devils.”

Sam lowered himsdlf to hisknees. He raised hishand, axe-like, then chopped it to the ground. Dust
billowed. He remembered.

“That'sright,” | said. “Granddad’ s going to learn he’ snot Orson Wdlles...and we don't believein
Martians.”

* % %

That evening we dl huddled around the log fire. A cool wind had started up and Granddad’ s present tale
of Sege by winter snow made the flames more welcoming till. | watched flickering reflections on the
brass poker handle and was drifting wonderfully when the clock on the mantlepiece clanged itstinny
celebration of the hour. Granddad was smiling at me with awarmth greater than anything the fire could
offer.

After asupper of home-made crumpets and Granddad’ s special-recipe chocol ate cookies, he
entertained us with card tricks and deight of hand. Thefire crackled; we gasped and laughed. We were
enthraled. Our Granddad was so amazing!

One year he showed us photos from histime in Europe, in the air force. He displayed scars on hisarm
from the time he' d had to bail out over marshland, without a parachute.

Another year he set up atightrope between the oak tree and the porch and, with apitchfork for balance
and histrouserstucked into his socks, mimicked Gravelet’ s epic Niagara stunt.

Just last year he produced a bow and arrows and proceeded to give ademondtration of skill which
lacked only splitting an apple on Sam’ s head.

For so long now he' d been an inspiration to me, an example of strength in the face of caamity. They tdll
me that when Mom died he kept Gran from dipping into madness. Then when Gran had followed five
yearslater, he had carried on with gresat fortitude. At the funeral hedidn’t cry. Hewas so strong and in
control. | admired that; | thought | understood it.

Thefollowing year he' d ingtituted the summer vacation for us kids and provided us with awonderland of
fun and adventure. That’ swhen we d first learned of the Hay Devils-of his experimentsin Peruvian
shamanism and of hisfoolish mistake which had dlowed the crestures to dip through the fracture
between their world and ours. He told us he had sworn never to dabblein magic again.

“Tdl usabout the shaman,” | said.
He settled back into hisarmchair. “ Again? How many times do you have to heer it?’
“Tell ussomething new.” | wanted to test his powers of recal...or invention. “Why did he cometo you?’

“Actudly, | went to him. He was passing through. Everyone wastaking. | was curious.” Hetook the
pipe from his pocket and tapped the stem on hisnose. “I’ ve told you before.”

| glanced at Suzie. She seemed troubled.

“That might have satisfied melast year,” | said. “But I’'m older now. | just don't buy it.”



Granddad sighed and stared into the flames.
Suziethrew meaglare, but | didn’t regret my chalenge.

“I’d heard he could do things,” said Granddad. “Meddle with life and death. It was a bad time for me.
I’d lost my daughter. | had to know if death was aone-way street.”

| leaned forward. “ Y ou mean he said he could bring back the dead?”’

“He said he knew how...and like the old fool | was, | parted with alarge sum of money.”
Theroom was slent except for the crackling of thelogs.

Then Ray said, “Y ou mean like...zombies?’

Granddad caught my eye and exploded with laughter. After amoment, | laughed too. The others
followed.

Hewas amischievous old man, full of childish spirit.

But this evening, as he ushered us up the gairsto bed, this evening with the wind gathering and the house
creaking and the stars cold and hard through the small-paned windows, | detected a weariness about
him, aresgnation to something....

| hesitated at the top of the staircase as he went to the parlour window and gazed out. He tilted his head,
asthough he was watching something.

“What isit, Grandpa?’ | said quietly. | think | surprised him.

“Oh, just the wind, Johnny.” He returned to the foot of the stairs. His eyeswere oddly animated in the
dim dectriclight. “Don’'t you worry yoursdlf. By the time the Devils come rummeaging, you' Il be well

adeep.”

And then | felt better. He was till playing the game; or o | figured it. He was amaster at thiskind of
thing.

Y ears ago he had explained how the Hay Devilswould skulk around the farm buildings a night, to root
out the detrius from the human day. They collected, they hoarded, and for what? No-one knew, and
no-one had ever seen them. Once, I’d asked him if they were dangerous and histardy reply had been a

slent shake of hishead. He' d seemed unsure of hisown story and I’d rummaged for another question to
unbaance him. But adry finger had pressed to my lips. “ Fear isthe danger,” he had said.

Now | went to bed, comforted by thisreturn to tradition. | needed agood night’ s deep. Tomorrow night
| had other thingsto do.

* * *

The next day was a Sunday and, as dways, Granddad trooped us off to church, which was odd for me
as Dad had stopped attending and abandoned praying e ght months back. Granddad had insisted | wash
and brush up. My gums till throbbed from the toothbrush and my sandy hair had never been so nest,
brushed back behind my ears and flattened down with atouch of ail.

On the way home, Granddad drove with one arm resting in the open window and sang hymns. Ray was
happy to joinin, while Suzie scribbled in a notebook; she wanted to be apoet. | stared out of the
window, hoping to catch aglimpse of significant movement in thefields, but there was only the gentle



swaying of grass.

Sam and Ray were bundled into the back seat with me, while Suzie got the comfort of the front seet. |
didn’t mind, but Ray, her brother and younger by two years only, was peeved. He stretched forward and
pinched Suzi€' s bare arm. She yelped, then turned and tried to swat him with her notebook.

“Comeonkids,” Granddad said. “With my old eyes, it'shard enough asit isto keep thisthing on the
track.”

Ray leaned on me to escape Suzi€' s swipes. “Punch him for me, John,” she said. Ray’ s elbow ground
into my thigh. | yelped and shoved him off.

“Little Miss Sophigticated likesagood fight,” he said.

Suzie faced forward again, frustrated, and Ray sat back, smiling. “ Granddad?’ he said. “Did you hear the
noiseslast night?’ | noticed Granddad glance in the mirror.

“Noises? No, Ray.” He scratched at histhin beard. “1 dept like anew-born.”
“What noises?’ | asked.

Swesgt shone on Ray’ sforehead, glistened in his cropped black hair. “I thought | heard adragging
noise.... First closeto the house, then fading away.” He appeared to shudder, though that could have
been smply the car hitting yet another lump in theroad. “And | think something tried the door.”

“Just adream, baby brother,” said Suzie. Her compact, black curls bobbed as she laughed.

“Heard it too. |...heard it too.” That was Sam. He didn’t say much, but he also had never mastered the
at of lying.

| shook my heed. “ And you dept through all this, Grandpa?’

“If I'd let those Devils keep me from my deep, I'd havelost my farm, and my mind, years ago.”
Sam grunted with what | took to be agreement.

“And what about you? What did you hear, Johnny?" Granddad asked.

“I’ve heard them before,” | countered.

“And remember,” said Suzie. “Last year they took al those dimeswe left for them.”

| said, “When the Devils are on the move in the early hours, you' ve always been adeep in your room.
Ain't that right, Granddad?’

“With the window locked,” he added.

Suddenly he stamped on the brake and pulled over to the sde of the road. A front whedl found a pothole
and the car came to an abrupt, juddering hat. Suzie did off the seat and hit the floor with athud. “What
was...? Did you see that?’ Granddad said.

Suzie scrambled back onto the seat. “1 just broke my pencil!”

Granddad threw open his creaking door and dmost fdll into the field. He jabbed the air with his
forefinger. “ See that haystack!” It was about a hundred yards away. “I' m sure | saw something move.



There.... Totheright.”
Y es, there was something...something dark. Possibly. My heart wasracing. My God! He could beright.

“Okay,” said Granddad, without taking his eyes off histarget. “ Are you ready, kids? Charge!” And with
that, he was off acrossthe field, running with head-down determination, arms punching like pisons. We
glanced at each other and followed. The race was on. It was not a question of who would best
Granddad—none of uswould-but of which kid would be thefirst to see aHay Deuvil.

* % %

So | ran. | ran asif everything depended on running. | ran to prove | wasright and in the childlike hope |
waswrong. The sharp, dry grass crunched under my feet and, as the warm wind flapped against my
cheeks, | ran back...through al summer...through dl the summers, until finaly | tumbled to the ground, a
giggling, gasping city-boy on hisfirst holiday in the countryside.

| was coughing with laughter when Granddad looked back a me.

Suzi€' s pretty forehead folded into abemused frown. “Y ou' re covered with grass, Johnny.”
But | didn't care.

We circled the haystack. Our prey was surrounded. Nothing had come out.

“Doyouredly bdieveit'sin there, Grandpa?’ | sad.

A good fifteen paces around, the haystack was half astall again as Granddad.

“Of courseitis,” said Suzie.

Ray began to tear at thewall of hay. “Not for long.”

Suzie sneered. “ Another brilliant plan from baby brother. Granddad...do they bite?”

Abruptly Ray stopped and edged away. He placed his hands on his hips and pouted. “It’sin there, |
know it. We can't let it get away.”

“What should we do, Grandpa?’ | asked.
Hetook the pipe from his pocket and placed the stem between histeeth.

“How about we make alot of noise,” said Suzie. She began to clap and yelp whilst charging at, and
retreating from, the haystack.

Sam joined in, making thunderclaps with his giant hands.

| began whooping and Ray |et out a scream so piercing it raised the birds from theriversde treesa
quarter mile away.

Thislasted al of thirty seconds, then faded into embarrassment.
No terrified, or terrifying, creature had emerged from the haystack.

“What now,” said Ray. “We can't let it get away. We might never get another chance.”



“If it seveninthere” | said. | was beginning to fed foolish.
“Oh, it'sinthere,” said Granddad. “I have anidea.”

We watched as he patiently took out his tobacco pouch and filled his pipe. He struck amatch and drew
thepipetolife.

Then he threw the match onto the haystack.

* * *

Aswe drove away down the bumpy track, | gazed out of the rear window at the diminishing plume of
grey smoke. | had hardly regained my breath since the mad rush for the car. That had been wild,
ridiculous. | was dumbfounded and, at the same time, touched with admiration. | had to hand it to
Granddad; just when I’ d thought | had this game figured out, he' d raised it to anew, and totaly
unforeseen, leve.

No way would we ever know if there had been a creature trapped in that inferno. We could hardly stick
around to find out. By the morning, there would be only wet ashes, aclueless cdling card from the local
firefighters

When we arrived back at the farm, Granddad hurried us out of the car and announced, “ Okay kids.
That’ s enough fun for thismorning. Now we ve got chickensto feed.”

For therest of the day, Granddad was much more sprightly than usual. He whistled and cracked old
jokes. He was obvioudy pleased with his performance. He was back in control. In this crazy game of
poker, he'd called our bluff, and now he figured the game washis.

But | ill hdd an ace.
| had the key.
That evening the wind was cool and stiff. No clouds obstructed the moon’ s eerie light.

From my bedroom | could see the outlines of the barn and the oak with the tree house. Closer to the
farmhouse, that gargoyle shadow was the rusty old tractor, abandoned now for ayear, snce Sam blew
out the tire with Granddad’ s shotgun. Even then, Granddad had been cam and understanding; | couldn’t
see why | now needed so desperately to defeat him.

Ray crept into the room. “Granddad went to bed an hour ago. Something should happen soon.”

We met Suzie and Sam on the landing and, together, we carefully negotiated the staircase, avoiding the
stepswe d dready identified as creakers. The thin curtainsin the parlour appeared luminous.

“Can’'t we have somelight?’ Suzie asked quietly.
“No,” | said. “Usethe moonlight, whet thereis of it, and walk carefully.”
In thefireplace, embers ill glowed.

Ray could have found hisway to the pantry blindfolded and he soon emerged with a bottle of cool
lemonade. It was drinks al round for the conspirators. Sam located ajar of cookies. | wondered if John
Wilkes Booth had shared a secret supper like this before heading off to the theater.



“Ligen...” said Sam. “Johnny...I hear...”

Hewasright. A dragging sound. It came from beyond the front door. | rushed to the nearby window and
peeked around the curtain, but there was nothing to be seen.

“Over here,” said Ray, alittletoo loud. He was at the opposite end of the parlour, by the kitchen. We
froze...and listened. Y es, agentle sound, like arat gnawing wood.

Somebody’ s quick on their feet, | thought.

But the dragging was at the front door again. Something scratched against the heavy wood. | tried to
imagine how the old genius could have rigged that.

Suzie had her face through the curtains. “Oh Lord,” she whispered. “L ook, look...oh Lord!”

| swept the curtains aside. Dark shapes, small, a multitude, darting about the shadowed farmyard. |
counted twenty, no, thirty of them. | could fedl my heart protesting. A cold unsteadiness threatened to
topple me. Then | became aware of the familiarity of the sounds from outside. That couldn’t be the sound
of Devils, surdy nat...they were chickend

| eased my clamped fingers from the window cill. “ Someone' sl et the chickens out.”
“Quick,” said Ray. “Into the kitchen.”
Weraced acrossthe parlour. | crashed into atable. Pain flared in my hip.

It was darker here. Ray directed our attention to the back door knob. | couldn’t seewell, so | took hold
of the polished wood. Something turned the knob, something stronger than me. The door shook against
the top and bottom bolts.

Then thefront door rettled violently.

That scared me. That redlly scared me. Any remaining doubts | had about exposing the old fraudster
were swept away in aconflagration of anger. | clutched the keysin my pocket. One of these keyswould
end this nonsense for ever.

“Okay,” | sad. “Follow me.”
| charged up those tairs. The othersfollowed.

| arrived at Granddad' s bedroom. | produced the keys and put my hand gently to the door. “Put the light
on! It doesn’'t matter anymore.”

Ray flipped the switch and abulb glowed.
| took akey at random and inserted it into the lock.

I’d borrowed the keys from my Dad’ s drawer. He' d shown them to me once and explained that they
were Mom'’s, and included a duplicate to her old bedroom at the farm-the room Granddad now
occupied. Dad had said he couldn’t bring himsdlf to throw them ouit.

Thefirgt key failed. | tried the second key and the lock shifted. | turned the knob and dowly opened the
door. My cousins bunched up behind me.

It would be safe right now, as Granddad could not yet have scaled back up the kitchen roof and in



through the window, not with al those noises continuing outside and the whole ensemble being louder
and bolder than ever.

It did not surprise me that a dim tablelamp was on. With the door opened fully, | could see that he was
not in the bed-that it had not been dept in tonight. Then | noticed the walls, the framed photographs,
dozens of them...and they were of Mom. Some, Dad had shown me, while others were new to me; but
that little girl with the big eyes and straight, black hair was clearly my Mom.

| moved to the window and tore open the curtains.
The window waslocked...from theinside.

| pressed my nose to the cool glass. Thetin roof of the chicken shed was pale with moonlight and dotted
with scuttling shadows.

Suziewas crying.
| ran to her and grabbed her elbow. “What isit?’

Shewas staring down into the corner of the room, but Sam and Ray werein my way and | couldn’t see.
| pushed between them.

Granddad was knedling on the floor, rocking back and forth, and weeping.

“Grandpa” | yelled. “What isit? What' s happening?’

“I...I think they know,” he cried. “ They know it was me that burned one of them.”

My stomach clenched. | thought | was going to throw up. How could my Grandpabe...crying?
He put hiswet face in his hands. He wasterrified

| redlised then that he had aways been terrified. That waswhy helocked hisroom.

“I'm sorry, Grandpa. I'm sorry. | didn’'t believe...”

“Johnny,” he said. Hisvoice waslean, tired. “I tried to bring back your Mom.” He shook hishead and
gazed a thefloor. “I’m sorry.”

| dropped to my knees and grasped his gnarled old hand. My eyes misted.
“Shewas so young,” he said. “How could God take her away from us so young?’

| sat back on the floor and strained to suck in breath; the air wasresilient. The others stared at me, but |
had nothing to offer. What did | know? What did | understand about anything?

“It wasthe Devilskilled your Gran. She went out to see to the chickens one night. It was
December...cold. They surprised her—her heart couldn’t takeit.”

Glass smashed downgtairs. It sounded like awindow. | ran to the doorway, but Sam beat meto it. “ Get
back, Sam.” | grabbed his arms and moved him aside and ventured out onto the landing.

Something was shuffling in the parlour.

| don’t know where | found the courage—perhaps | was smply numb—but | stood at the top of the gairs,
with the lamp bright above my head, and spoke to the shadows.



“Leave him aone! He sjust an old man.”
More shuffling and the tinkling of glass. | imagined other creatures were coming though the window.

A shadow detached from the blackness and drifted to the foot of the stairs. The creature was small and
squat, like ahunched, fat child and it was featurel ess black. Its knees and elbows were angular and
sharp, like no natura flesh.

| gripped the handrail. | was trembling and cold.
The Devil put one foot on the stairs, then the other. 1t was coming up.
Ray cadled to me, “Johnny. Get back in here...we ve got to lock the door.”

But | couldn’t move yet. There was something €l se about the creature.... Then | redlised that its head was
down. Itsface was hidden.

The Devil continued up towards me. | prepared to run, if my legswould carry me.

Then the creature raised its head and my Mom was|ooking a me. No...not my Mom, but amocking
parody of her face. Her eyes were never bottomless black, her smile never so wide.

My head pounded with suppressed screams. | ran for the bedroom, dammed the door behind me and
locked it.

Weal backed away.

Firg there was nothing, no sound at all. Then the door shook and the knob turned. The creature began to
hurl itself at the door, but the wood held.

“Granddad?’ | said. “Why isthis happening now? They’ ve never attacked before-never broken in. It
was only ever noises and things going missing.”

“| raised the sakes...theleve of aggresson,” hesaid. “It'smy fault. They’re only areflection of my
mind.”

Whatever he meant by that, it was certain that the Devils were determined to get to us—or him.
“Thewindow!” | said. “ Check the window.”

Suzie ran across the room. She gasped. “ They’ re on the roof, right outside. Oh Lord, Johnny...the
faced”

“I know,” | said.
Suzie screamed as glass shattered. Shardsfell across the carpet.

“Johnny...the photographs.” Granddad was talking, though his eyes were not on us. “It’ s the photographs
they want the mog...they’ ve ways wanted them.”

| grabbed the framed photographs of my Mom from the wall and tossed them, one by one, out through
the broken window. There was no sound of impact—they never hit the shingles. After aminutel
approached the window. The photographs and the Devils were gone.

| dropped down beside Granddad. | leaned against him; he didn’t move away, but he would not look at



me. “Y ou' ve lived with the Devilsfor years, Grandpa. Y ou knew what they wanted. Why didn’t you just
give them the photos?’

| watched atear fal from his chinto land on his aged hand.
“Oneday...” hesaid. “Oneday you'll understand.”

He dipped into silence then and there was nothing we could do to bring him back. He had suffered the
grief and fear for too long. His eyes were open, but they appeared focussed on a different time.

For hours we huddled together listening to the shuffling, the scratching, the collecting—an occasiond crash
from downgtairs would bring awhimper from Sam—until finaly the sky became peach and we were
done.

* * %

The next day, Sam and | walked into town and | telephoned home from the post office. My Dad
arranged for alocal doctor to cal to the farm and Granddad was admitted to hospital.

The sheriff came round to the farm to help us pack and lock up. He explained that arrangements had
been made for the chickens, then drove usto the bus stop. We sat on our bags, but talked little.
Eventudly the westbound bus appeared in the distance. My bus would be sometime yet.

“I guessthisisalong-time goodbye,” | said to my cousinsaswe stood up. “I'll seeyou....” | couldn’t
swdlow. “ Sometime.”

| shook hands with Sam and Ray and hugged Suzie briefly. “Bye, Johnny,” she said.

As| watched them bundle their bags onto the bus, | thought back over our plan. Well, it had been mostly
my plan. Perhapsif | had not driven Granddad so hard in my attempts to prove he was a benevolent
trickster.... | stood there, limp with guilt.

Then Suzie ran up, kissed me on the cheek, whispered, “Don’'t,” and dashed back to the bus.
Y es, she was sophigticated; | was not to blame.

Granddad never returned home. The furniture was sold and the chickens were acquired by aneighbor.
Thewhite manson stood hollow, blind to the windblown dust and desf to the night-time scuttling. Stories
spread of how, over amatter of weeks, the farm was dowly dismantled, board by board, nail by nail.
Soon no-one would go near.

Today theland is pristine, except for a solitary, boney tree and the londly carcass of what used to bea
tractor. A mass of corroded meta too solid to be dismantled, it remains as alast memory of aman who
was too good to be true and of afarm which was collected.



