Woeful

Chapter 1 
       Charlie watched intensely into the silence, waiting for the inevitable. Gun out at the ready he sank into the darkness, engulfed by the shadows. Dropping down low he paused before bringing round his gun tentatively and following it with his head, ever so slowly but carefully. He could see darkness but nothing else, nothing that could cause him harm. Charlie crawled along the hallway, taking care to miss the dark looming objects that were placed on either side of the corridor. In a moment of relaxation he stepped onto a loose floorboard. “Creak!” the sound was unmistakable, there was no way that anyone half-deaf could miss it. Charlie swore inside his head and sank back into the shadow. He waited patiently but nothing happened, perhaps the occupants of the house were half-deaf, but even then they must have heard that… 

       A door that Charlie had not yet seen opened right beside Charlie and he knelt back and flattened himself against the wall. Light burst through the door and lit up the wall opposite to the open door and Charlie blinked, trying to adjust to the extra light as fast as he could before any one saw him.

       A head stuck itself around the door and did a not-so-thorough search of the hallway. Charlie could see the blood shot eyes blinking while looking around. There was barely any white in the eyes and for a moment Charlie almost felt ashamed of himself for depriving this head of some well-needed sleep.

       “There’s nothing in here!” Called the head, taking itself back around the door, “I don’t know what you were worrying about.”

       “I swear I heard something, a noise, it wasn’t natural.” Came another voice from behind the wall that Charlie was crouching against.

       “You probably dreamed it.” Said the head again, this time coming from behind the wall with the other voice. There was a “click!” from the door and it was shut, letting Charlie breath a sigh of relief.  

       “Probably.” Admitted the voice in answer to the head.

       Charlie crept on, bending his knees with every step to absorb his weight and prevent any noise from coming out. Charlie didn’t want to use his gun at all. If he was to be caught he would much rather a sentence for robbery than for murder. He didn’t know if 16 year olds could go to adult prisons but didn’t want to risk it, an adult prison, he knew would be terrible. He was heading for the living room where he knew that there would be priceless ornaments on a shelf above the fireplace. The people who he had heard just before were the Sinclair’s, a married couple who had spent a honeymoon in Brazil where they had bought these ornaments and taken them back to New Zealand. Charlie was planning to sell them to the museum in England that had expressed their interest in these ornaments to Charlie. Charlie had no idea why a museum would want them or what they were really worth. He knew that he was going to finish out $10 million richer than before if he pulled it off and that was what kept him going. 

       As he came to the living room door he paused for a moment, listening to see if one of the Sinclair’s was going to come out of their room and catch him in the near future. After reassuring himself that the plan was going to work he grasped the door handle in both hands and gently turned it to as far as it would turn before thinking of pushing it open. As he stepped forward he noticed that the carpet in the living room was all nice and fluffy. Excellent for him as it meant he wouldn’t make as much noise. So far he had done pretty well. He had opened the door silently and got into the room without arousing the Sinclair’s. Now he had to find the fireplace.

       A small amount of light was coming through the windows and Charlie noticed that the curtains were not pulled. Big, long, looming, black shadows filled the room making it seem as though the shadows were real objects and it would be impossible to walk through them. Charlie was glad for the small amount of light coming from what he could see was a street lamp outside. It meant he could easily see where the obstacles were so he didn’t walk into them, and it meant he could see where his objective was so he didn’t have to walk around the perimeter of the room to look for it.

       He made for the fireplace, which was on the opposite side of the room and beside a table that had a number of extremely odd looking pot plants siting on top of it. The shadows of the plants looked as though the plants could have been aliens, they were lengthened and distorted so much. Charlie’s eye’s moved from the table onto the shelf where the ornaments in question were. The ornaments were beautiful, like they were made out of a metal version of silk. Charlie stared at them in wonder. ‘Surely something like that could never have come from a world like this?’ He thought and then moved to admire the light sparkling off them from a different angle. 

       He slithered toward the ornaments in total awe. It seemed a shame to steal them and then give them away. Charlie decided that he was not going to sell them, they were far too beautiful to sell. His mind had gone clear, blissfully empty now. Only the ornaments remained in his mind. He reached out, he wanted to touch them, study them, marvel at them. He felt his shivering finger which was trembling with excitement gently make contact with the cold, soft surface of the ornament. And then he felt a tug at his finger, a pull and then, as he tried to pull back it felt as though a hook had grabbed hold of him and pulled him through. Colours rammed themselves into Charlie’s eyes; he tried to blink but found he couldn’t. It felt to him as though he was travelling through colours at a tremendous speed but he couldn’t be, that would be impossible. The swirling colours, the wind, the softness, he felt it all and then decided he had finally gone crazy. Well that was good, when they found him he could plead insanity. But it felt as though he was flying away from that. It felt as though he had left a place and entered the unknown.

Chapter 2

       Charlie fell onto solid ground with a loud “Thud!” and he tasted dirt in his mouth. He rolled over and onto some sharp object. The ornament that he had touched had come with him. Luckily for him he didn’t feel hurt in any sort of way but Charlie figured that the shock of suddenly and unexpectedly being pulled through the air from someone’s living room to where-ever this was would probably overcome any pain that Charlie might be experiencing. He grunted, then attempted to push himself up. He found it was hard work. He felt heavier after his trip, perhaps something happened to him, Charlie didn’t know. For the first time since he had got here Charlie began to examine his surroundings.

       He noticed that there was what looked like a jungle to his left. A jungle that had wild looking trees with vines and creepers crawling all over them. On the trees were large, dark-green leaves that hung down from the branches in big clumps. They looked to Charlie as though they signified that death and darkness lay before him if he decided to wander into the jungle. The trees were leaning over in an unrestrained, turbulent way and looking very much like Charlie had always imagined jungles did look like.  Charlie supposed that there must be all sorts of wild creatures in there, waiting to gobble him up if given a chance. It reminded Charlie of the famous Amazon rain forest in Brazil. 

       Charlie noticed also that the jungle stopped abruptly as though there was part of the jungle around where Charlie was sitting up that was missing. This puzzled him but he came up with the conclusion was that the extra jungle that should have been where Charlie was sitting had been cut down for firewood or something. He turned around to his right and saw what appeared to be a desert leading up to a great mountain range where the mountains rose up into the clouds infinitely tall. Charlie knew that these mountains couldn’t be infinitely tall but that was what it seemed like, looking at them from this angle.

       Charlie had already formed his theory about where he was. He could tell that he was no longer in New Zealand. No place like that would have had mountains that tall in New Zealand. He supposed he could have been in Fjordland looking at the Southern Alps but he ruled out that possibility, there were no deserts in New Zealand. No, he assumed that he was in Brazil at the moment and that those mountains were the Andes Mountains. He had never heard of a desert lying at the foot of the Andes but he had never done well in geography and the desert could well be the Atacama Desert… 

       Charlie gave up trying to think about where he was and started to work out how to get back home. It was going to be a mean feat if he was to succeed, desert and rain forest surrounded him, and he had no idea where the nearest village was or anything. Just as he was thinking about which way he should go, he noticed a slight movement in the jungle. Living a life as a burglar had prepared him for noticing small movements like that and he sat up and removed himself from his thoughts and gave his attention wholly to the movement that he had seen. Charlie watched as a little boy, no older than twelve crouched behind a tree and stared at him with big, brown eyes, unaware of the fact that he had been already spotted. And then Charlie saw the realization cross the boy’s face and then the boy came out from behind the tree and started skipping toward him. 

       As the boy came increasingly nearer to Charlie, Charlie saw the details of the boy that he could not see before. Puzzlement, almost sorrow or shock seemed to cover his face and Charlie noticed a big red scar running down the side of the boy’s arm. He was wearing black clothes, the same as Charlie but his clothes were tougher and seemed to be made out of some sort of animal skin. Charlie was wearing cotton. 

       Just as Charlie was wondering whether or not this boy could understand english, the boy stopped and spoke almost in a whisper as if he was afraid of being overheard. 

       “Are you a Yith?”

       Charlie had no idea what the boy was talking about. “What’s a Yith?” He asked, as it was the first question that came into his mind. “Who are you?”

       The boy paused for a moment, as if considering Charlie’s questions. “Well if you aren’t a Yith then you must be human.” He said, looking down at his feet as if he was talking to himself. Looking up and into Charlie’s eyes he said “My name is Angus, I am a human too. A Yith is an animal, like a human but from a different planet, not from earth. They have burnt our crops, blown up our buildings and assassinated our leaders. Their aim it seems is to wipe out the human race. Only South America has not been hit by the Yith’s.  Their technology is all powered by one vase-shaped ornament made from Carricus. We stole that and we found a way to keep it away from the Yith’s so they cannot power their technology to kill us off. Even though we are still at war with the Yith’s we can win if they never find it.”

       Charlie had not understood much of what was said. He understood that some alien creature’s or something had come to this world to wipe out the human race and that the human race wouldn’t get wiped out if the creature’s never got some sort of ornament. Charlie wanted to know what Carricus was and also whether the story that he had just been told about the current status of the world that they were in was true. He supposed that if it was true then he must have got into another planet or galaxy or something because when he had left the sitting room of the house just before there certainly wasn’t any invasion from alien going on. 

       “What planet is this?” Charlie supposed that he had gone insane, how could he ever have gone into another world just from touching something? It just wasn’t possible.

       “Earth of course! Humans have always come from earth.” Came the answer from Angus. If this planet was earth then what was the planet that Charlie had come from? It was all very mystifying

       “What is Carricus?” Charlie asked. “You know, the thing that you said that the ornament thing was made out of.” Charlie eyed Angus curiously, wondering how Angus was going to answer.

       “I suppose it’s like a form of metal, except it comes from the planet where the Yith’s are from. You could never find Carricus on earth.” Angus answered. Charlie suspected that the ornament that he had taken from the living room was this thing that they were talking about. He showed it to Angus.

       “Is this the ornament that you were talking about?” He asked

       Angus was speechless. “What – where did you get that?” He asked, his face now looking terrified as if he had just been told his death sentence. 

       Charlie paused for a moment before answering. He didn’t want to answer too truthfully as Angus might not like it if he said that he was planning to steal it.

       “It was in someone’s living room, I found it.” He wasn’t planning to say anything more.

       “Keep it down and hidden. If the Yith’s find out that it’s back on earth…” Angus broke off, shuddering. Perhaps it was better if they didn’t let the Yith’s find out. 

       “Come with me, I’ll take you to my village. My parents should know what to do with it.” Angus beckoned for Charlie to follow him and Charlie stood up, brushing the dust off his clothes. Charlie had doubt in his mind whether going to Angus’ village would be a good idea but at least now he had something to do and it seemed the most promising way of finding the road back home. Reluctantly, Charlie followed Angus into the jungle, keeping a few metres behind him but keeping close enough so he wouldn’t lose him in the dark world that he was now stepping into. 

Chapter 3  

       The trees had a dark and gloomy look to them and Charlie, having never been in a jungle like this before, felt sort of discouraged when around them. Angus seemed to know his way around the forest and Charlie was glad. He knew that without Angus after a few minutes in this jungle he would become lost.       

