GHOST STORIES ON F1LM by Jerome Monahan

EXTRACT

Oh, Whistle and I'll Come to You, My Lad!
By M R James

Bleak and solemn was the view on which he took a last look before starting homeward.
A faint yellow light in the west showed the links, on which a few figures moving towards
the club-house were still visible, the squat Martello tower, the lights of Aldsey village, the
pale ribbon of sands intersected at intervals by black wooden groynes, the dim and
murmuring sea. The wind was bitter from the north, but was at his back when he set out
for the Globe. He quickly rattled and clashed through the shingle and gained the sand,
upon which, but for the groynes which had to be got over every few yards, the going was
both good and quiet.

One last look behind, to measure the distance he had made since leaving the ruined
Templars' church, showed him a prospect of company on his walk, in the shape of a
rather indistinct personage, who seemed to be making great efforts to catch up with him,
but made little, if any, progress. | mean that there was an appearance of running about
his movements, but that the distance between him and Parkins did not seem materially
to lessen. So, at least, Parkins thought, and decided that he almost certainly did not
know him, and that it would be absurd to wait until he came up. For all that, company, he
began to think, would really be very welcome on that lonely shore, if only you could
choose your companion.

In his unenlightened days he had read of meetings in such places which even now
would hardly bear thinking of. He went on thinking of them, however, until he reached
home, and particularly of one which catches most people's fancy at some time of their
childhood. 'Now | saw in my dream that Christian had gone but a very little way when he
saw a foul fiend coming over the field to meet him.' 'What should | do now,' he thought, 'if
I looked back and caught sight of a black figure sharply defined against the yellow sky,
and saw that it had horns and wings? | wonder whether | should stand or run for it.
Luckily, the gentleman behind is not of that kind, and he seems to be about as far off
now as when | saw him first. Well, at this rate he won't get his dinner as soon as | shall;
and, dear me! it's within a quarter of an hour of the time now. | must run!'
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