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The Watchers 

By Adya Gupta 

Age 12 

 

The church bells chime once more, waking me up with a sudden jerk. 

Each bell rings after the other, letting it sink into my poor ears. For a 

split second, I almost begin to release my wings and fly, but 

remember that I am much bound to the church. In more than just 

mind. The lethargic and hesitating yawns of the others beside me do 

not please me. Once more, I am the first one awake. It seems as 

though I haven’t woken up in a decade, for although the boring, 

moody sky still moons over us with its dark clouds, I do not hear the 

prompt click of the carriages as they draw into the church. Or the 

morning singing commence. But then again, I’ve seen it all. This 

would perhaps be another dull day, staring at all the others in 

disdain, for they are young and still wondering. Nothing seems to 

enter their minds as it does mine. And the same chain of events that 

unfold before all of our eyes every day still seems like a wonder to 

them. I doubt they will ever learn. I no longer stare up at the sky, 

waiting for her to wink back its sunny eyes at me. Because it shall 

never happen.  
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Before long, the first sounds of morning begin to battle at my ears 

from inside the church. I hear the swift shuffles of the people inside 

and imagine the tall women sweeping around preparing for the day. I 

strain my already-strained ears for a hum to escape them but am 

shot back by silence. Before an all too loud and unrefined voice 

weaves its way towards us.  

“Okay girls! So, this on the side is the lady chapel, as Jim so 

kindly explained. Does anyone know what a lady chapel is?”  

I glance around nervously, waiting for the young ones to share 

my confusion. They don’t. One turns to me though, and at the sight 

of me, flaps her wings and shouts to the rest.  

“He’s awake!” She calls, before looking back at me, evidently 

pleased.  

“Of course I’m awake. What did you expect? Oh, you youngsters 

nowadays.” I snapped back, perplexed at how they knew more than I 

did and amidst all my confusion, angry about this insulting remark. A 

proper gargoyle would know that if you had slept more than you 

should, it’s a sign of near death.  

“No, uncle, you slept through hibernation and spring, and 

missed all the rain and moss. We thought you’d never awake!” One 

of the others piped in, looking around for everyone’s agreement. 

They all tilted their heads as much as their could. They all agreed.  

“That’s impossible! I’m always the first one up…” My voice gets 

caught inside my throat and trails off; each word melting away into 

the sky and slowly dying out. I watch my words go and realise that 

they would be me. Soon. But it was impossible. I was one of the 
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oldest to even survive, and they had blessed me with evergreen 

youth in my adolescent years. And yet, this?  

When I look back up at the others, I see only one still looking 

back at me. Her eyes are expressionless, set into her face, but her 

wings droop down slightly dejectedly and almost pitifully. I feel pitiful 

myself. But, my gaze drifts elsewhere, landing on the shuffle of 

people entering the church.  

‘That’s odd!’ I think to myself, ‘I didn’t realise they had begun to 

make skin-colored collars and petticoats now!’. I look at the world in 

front of me. Everything is changed. The sky seems to nod down at 

me. That’s when I spot her. A young, innocent girl.  

She sits on a bench, under the shade of the biggest tree in the 

park. Almost as if she wanted to be hidden. The slightest glint of 

sunlight peeked in through the gaps in the leaves, and fell on her 

mousy brown hair. I looked around to see the other gargoyles’ 

expression of horror and surprise, but to no avail. It seemed that 

they had become quite accustomed to skin-colored gowns and 

dishevelled hair. I kept staring at the girl. Something seemed amiss. 

In this world, where we were so close to Heaven and perfection, she 

was just outside and imperfect. Literally and figuratively.  

Her face seemed as though it was set into stone, her expression 

not altering once. The only movement she made were the light 

tapping of her shoes, and the shuffling of her body on the bench. As 

she inched away from the shade of the tree and into the sunlight 

slowly, more of her was revealed. She wasn’t pretty. She didn’t have 

grace or posture. Dents and black marks covered her face. Yet, there 
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was something about her. Perhaps that she was shrouded in 

mystery.  

Perhaps that her eyes looked like the sky. Or perhaps the fact 

that the only time she properly moved was when an aggressive 

looking man approached her. For once in my lifetime, I didn’t know.  

The man looked gruff, and his eyes were impatient and 

unforgiving. For a second, his features softened, the toughness 

melting away to almost remorse. But the girl could’ve been fooled. 

As soon as she turned away from him, her hands trembling on the 

bench, a rigidity seemed to come over his body. He shook his head in 

disbelief and kicked her so hard that I surprised she could even move 

once more. He slipped her something tacitly, then slipped back into 

the dark shadows from which he came.  

A rogue tear slipped its way down the girl’s face and plummeted 

onto her blouse. It was only now that I realised, it wasn’t the first.  

It was all beyond me. The problems of an age which I thought I 

understood. I suppose someone had me fooled. My opinion of wise 

and all-knowing didn’t fit in with today’s generation any more. The 

side glances from the other gargoyles and the secret looks they 

shared grew more and more frequent each day. As did the fear of 

going, inside me. It was a bird, slowly nestling and warming up to its 

nest within me. Only the very cursed and unfortunate did not react 

to the evergreen touch and live forever. If anyone had known that 

the wisest gargoyle was actually cursed, perhaps it wouldn’t be 

church bells ringing in my ears every morning; it’d be the cries of 

banshees in hell.  
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The church bells at dark were no longer a blessing to commence 

my day, but a nagging reminder of how close my ending was. I feared 

that every dawn, where the stars dwindled away and the sun slowly 

crept up, its orange magically merging with the blue of the night, 

would be my last. I suppose that’s how ancient humans lived, when 

they knew their last days were upon them. I had always wondered 

how they could be so accepting of something so daunting. And now I 

knew.  

 

Day after day, I watched the girl and the black marks on her face 

slowly increase. I knew they were bad, and she was young, but 

nothing more. Except how easily I was able to distinguish between 

young and old now. The conversations between the man and the girl 

were chaste and looming. They happened daily. He always slipped 

her something crinkled, but in a dark envelope, and then hurried off.  

“Poor girl. I mean, we all know that he’s threatening her and 

hurting her. If only we could do something.” I would hear the others 

say, as they shrugged their wings and clicked their tongues.  

“Well, why can’t we?” I asked once, gritting my teeth at having 

to be the one inquiring about life now.  

“We’re too young to sacrifice ourselves. Plus, we’re only lookers, 

uncle. We watch. They do. Nothing more.” One of the gargoyles 

beside me responded, her tone patronising and mature.  

“Trust me I thought I was too young once.” I whispered, perhaps 

to myself. “But why? Why do we have to be watchers, in a world full 

of doers?”  
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The others looked over at me questioningly and I shook my 

head. Like I’d said nothing.  

 

Time passed by, and I saw fear growing like a beanstalk within her. 

She was almost a reflection of myself. Each day she grew more and 

more scared of him, and I grew more and more scared of me. She 

began to bury her face in her hands after he left, and her whole body 

would start to shake. Everyone else looked past it. Past her. But one 

day, I couldn’t anymore. I had to stop whatever it was. She was 

young, with so much more to live for. And that man was the curse 

upon her. She was like me. The only difference being that death 

couldn’t be stopped, but he could.  

She was reading that day. As always. But when he approached 

her today, she didn’t stop reading. His meaty fingers snatched the 

book out of her hands. He read the title and then ripped out the 

pages she had read, before throwing it at her feet. His mouth 

opened, like a deadly cave of evil, ready to envelop the world in 

darkness. He never said what he was going to though. Because an 

adrenaline rushed through my wings and I was released from the 

church, flying headfirst at him. The last thing I saw was his head, and 

then blood. After that, it was only darkness. I was gone, but she 

lived. 
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