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The moonlight shone through the tree tops and cast bony, finger-like shadows on the side of the barn. The horses were in their stables for the night to protect them from the coming cold. All the crops in the field had been covered for the predicted frost. Winter was soon approaching and no one could deny the chill that seemed to work its way deeper and deeper into the little farming town. The church bell struck midnight and reminded the town of the obligations they had the next morning. A sudden pounding of feet clunking against the cobblestone drive interrupted the tranquility of the tolling bell. Piercing screams rang out with the sound of the bell, but did not overpower the symbol of the town. The young girl continued running down the street, around the corner, past the church, and small shops in the center of town. Her feet thudded on the wet, cold ground at a hurried pace, accompanied by her backward glances over her shoulder. Gradually her pace steadied, until dashed out of the town limits and into the wilderness of the surrounding farms. Once concealed by the darkness, she circled her way through the trees, winding her way to the top of a hill overlooking the valley of a town in which she had obviously spent her entire life. She stood on the top of the hill for a moment, peering down into the valley trying to spot something. Her eyes jumped over the area while she gnawed on her fingernails until she began her flight again with a puzzling look on her face. The girl descended from the hill the same way she came up; snaking her way around trees and avoiding any clear areas. Finally she reached a tree that had obviously been marked. At the base of the trunk a small notch had been cut out and filled in with a stone. It was almost invisible to someone passing, but the full moon overhead robbed the night of its darkness. The girl turned a sharp left behind the tree and followed a small, beaten down path. The path grew increasingly narrower until it ended at a white picket fence in the backend of a cow pasture. She threw open the fence carelessly and bolted through the field until she reached the back door of a house. From a pocket in the bag she had slung over her shoulder, she retrieved a key and slowly turned the knob and locked it behind herself. She tip-toed through the kitchen, carefully avoiding the creaky floor boards she was all too familiar with and made her way down the hallway to her first floor bedroom. Inside the comfort of her own room, she let out a heart wrenching sob as she removed the contents from her bag. A house key on a pink heart key chain, a picture slightly torn and bent with a note on the back, and a journal that only her eyes had seen. Her night had ended early.
