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Wellstone Manor 

By Emmanuel Lachlan 

 

The track from the main road leading to Wellstone Manor repels 

most casual visitors; the beech and conifer trees lean over from each 

side blocking out the sky, and most of them have brown clumps of 

fungus stepping up their trunks. Potholes and fallen branches make 

progress slow and tricky; drivers need concentration and swift turns 

of the steering wheel. When the trees open out to reveal a rough 

lawn encircled by dark slate, visitors are greeted by a row of fierce, 

grimacing gargoyles along the eaves. The once-proud Victorian 

Manor now clings to life offering "B&B (dinner optional)" for 

travelling salesmen and those seeking a cheap holiday. 

Abigail wakes to a whispered argument outside her bedroom 

door and takes a moment to realize where she is. Oh no, two weeks 

in this place. Who's whispering? Feels way too early for Mum and 

Dad to be up and about. Must be the two weirdos who run the place. 

She tries to listen as she reaches for her phone from the wobbly 

bedside table: I think they're talking about the power cut last 

evening. That was so scary, halfway through supper, total darkness. 

But when the tall weirdo lit the candles, the place was totally, totally 

frightening. 

'Wires. Chewed. The gargoyles, again. 
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'Yes, must be. They were restless last night. They know. They can 

smell fresh, young meat.' 

Gargoyles? Fresh meat? What are they on about? Can't hear 

them now, must have gone. Wish I could go home. 

She drifts back to her first glimpse of the gargoyles yesterday 

afternoon. The long drive from the main road, thrown around in the 

back of the car, so looking forward to exploring. Then The Manor 

looming up, those gargoyles, their faces, their eyes, following me. I'm 

sure they moved. A little. Running from the car to the big, black door, 

trying to get away from the staring eyes. Jumping to reach the bell-

pull. Takes a hundred years for the door to open, but when the door 

swings open, moaning and creaking, the mini-weirdo, no taller than 

me, standing back in the gloom of the hall. With a top-hat and a 

cane. Totally random. Dad shuffles me in. 

'I've got to avoid those ghastly gargoyles for a whole two weeks. 

No way am I ever going outside.' Abigail pulls the bedclothes over 

her head and tries not to, but goes over the trek up to bed last night: 

three flights of stairs, creaking and squeaking. No carpet. Must've got 

splinters. Shadows from my candle playing tag. Then my door 

wouldn't even open, took three shoves. And my bed . . . freezing, 

even though it's summer. Blankets itched all night. Oh yeah, Mum 

promised if I were brave and went up on my own she'd come and see 

me. She never did. What's the time? Quarter to four?' She sinks back 

into her pillow and closes her eyes. How am I going to survive the 

next two weeks? Dad doesn't care. When we were unpacking the 

car, yesterday, he really teased me. 

'Dad, why does the place have those horrid gargoyles?' 
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'Don't worry about those, Angel,' he'd half-smiled, 'People used 

to believe they scared away evil spirits.' 

Abigail half-opens her eyes, 'Well, I hope they still do. Oh good, 

there's light behind the curtains. Sun must be shining . . . but the 

gargoyles are there, right there.' Could take a peek. They can't look 

at me. Just move the curtain a crack. They won't know.' 

She throws off the blankets and creeps to the window. Using the 

first finger of her left hand, she eases the right curtain toward her to 

see the sun slide behind a grey cloud. 

Abigail whispers. 'Can't see them. Bit more, bit more. Where are 

the gargoyles? I'm in the top room, they should be level!' She pushes 

the curtain aside and presses her nose against the dirty glass, 'Nope. 

Definitely gone. No ghastly gargoyles.' She turns to her bed. The 

gargoyle narrows its eyes. Long strings of saliva drip onto her sheet. 

Abigail screams, but hears no sound as she crashes back to the 

window. 

'We've been waiting for you.' 

While her jaw rises and falls, Abigail stares at the pointed, yellow 

teeth, She slaps her hands over her mouth. 

'Oh, how I've lusted. Lusted! For fresh, young, meat. But the 

others have a better idea.' 

Abigail's stare slides down to the red snake between the 

gargoyle's legs. Her hands crush her lips against her teeth. 

'You smell . . . ready. We'll have a regular supply.' 

The beast launches, wings fill the room, claws puncture Abigail 

under her arms. Glass shatters. From the slate-grey sky, she looks 

down on Wellstone Manor, far below. 
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