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he rown of Darkinouth appears on few maps

because very few people want o find it. When

it is marked on one, its locartion is always wrong.
It'll be a it notth of where it's suapposed o be, or a bit
south, A liecle lefr or a liccle righe. A bir off.

Always,

Which means that visitors to Darkmouth invariably
arrive having taken a wrong tum, soon convinced
they'll reach only a dead end. They drive through a
canopy of trees, whose branches reach from either
side to clasp ever tighter overhead, becoming thicker
with every mile until the dappled light is choked off
and the road is dark even on the brightest of days.
Then, just as the wood is almost scraping the paint from
their car, and it seems that the road iself is going o be
suffocated, the visitors travel through a shore tunnel and
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and featuring a sign that reads:

Omn a wall lining the road there is large striking graffiri.
It says only this:




Except the last S forms a serpent, with mouth wide
ang reeth jageed. Visttors peer at it and wonder, Is thar
a.  Couldithea. . .?

Yes, that snake really s swallowing a child.

The rravellers — by now a bir desperate in their search
— have finally reached Darkmouth. Their next thought is
this: Let's get out of heve.

So they go right round the roundabout and head back
the way they came. Which is a shame, because if they
were tostay they would realise that Darkmouth is acrually
quite a nice lictle place, It has a colourful little ice-cream
shop on the harbour, benches dotted along the srand,
picnic tables and fun climbing frames for the kids.

And o one has been eaten by a monster tor some time,

In fact, they aren't really monsters at all. They might
look monstrous, and the locals might refer to them as
monsters, but, strictly speaking, they are Legends. Myths.
Fables. They once shared the Earth with humans, only to
grow envious, then violent, so that a war raged through
the world's Blighted Villages for centuries.

Iow Darkmouth is the Last of these Bligheed Villages.
Andd Legends show up only occasionally.

This mq:urning Juest |1:_1.]::n11|_'n!~' b b one of those occasions.



hinking back on it all Later, Finn identified that
morning as the tme when things began to go
badly wrong.

Thinking on it a lintle bit more, he realised he could
identify just about any moming of his first twelve years as
when things began to go wrong, At the time, though, he
wasn't doing much thinking. Instead, he was running, As
hard as he could. In a clanking armoured suir and heavy
helmet. In the rain. Away from a Minotaur.

Five minutes earlier, everything had seemed to be going
a hit more to plan, even if Finn wasn't entirely sure what
that plan was.

Then it had been Finn doing the chasing, carrying
a Desiccator, a fat silver nifle with a cylinder hanging
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metal knitted together
clumsily — so that
when he moved
it sounded like a

bag of forks }';-l"ing-_r,

li_lﬂ"ﬂi['l."iti_‘ll]"."i.

It was oversized because
his parcnts had told him he should leave room to grow
into it. It tattled because he had made it himself.

From somewhere in the near distance, about rwo
laneways away, he had heard the sound of glass being
mashed into stone, or maybe stone being pounded into
glass. Either way, it was followed by the scream of a car
alarm and the even louder scream of a person.

Darkmouth was a town of dead ends and blind alleys,
with high walls thar were lined with broken glass, sharp
stomes and blades. The layout was designed to confuse
Legends, block their progress, shepherd them towards
dead ends. But Finn knew where to go.

He followed the Legend's dusey trail, emerging on to
Broken Road, Darkmouth's main street, where vehicles
had screeched o a halt ar wrong angles, and those
rownspeople who hadn’t scarpered were cowering in
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And ar the top of
the sireer, glancing
over its shoulder, was
the Minotaur. It was
part human, part bull,
all terrifying. Finn's

heart skapped a beat,

}1<!1Tll1'll.'ﬂ:.d l'l'll'l:_"l._' Ire: m
quick succession. He rook
a shuddering breath, He
had spent his childhood
looking ar drawings of
such creatures, which
were always depicred as

mighty, almost noble,

Legends. Seeing one

in the flesh, Finn

: ; = —_ \ realised they
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had caprured it=s

— ———=-—=7 srength, but had

not really conveyed any sense of just how rabid it looked.
Frovm where its Jukting, crooked homs met its great
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As it looked back, slobber dripped from ies grear eeeth
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and ran through the contours of muscles bulging along
its back, past its waist down to patches of skin as cracked
as baked clay. Ir stood on two legs that tapered down o
menacing claws instead of hooves.

The Minotaur was worse than Finn had ever imagined
it could be. And he had imagined it to be precey bad.

It was looking straight at him.

He ducked into a doorway. A woman was already
hiding there, her back pressed against the door, a dog
pulled close. Her face was tight with fear.

“Don't worry, Mrs Bright,” Finn told her, his voice
muftled by the helmer. *You and Yappy will soon be safe,
won't you, boy!™ He petted the dog, a basser hound, with
his free hand. 1t sneezed on him.

The woman nodded with unconvincing grarirude,
then paused. “Where's your father, young man? Shouldn't
he he—I"

There was a smash further up the street. The Minotaur
had disappeared round the tum at the top of Broken Road.
Finn took another deep breath and moved on after it

Ffl:'l‘]'l'l. thL' Ut}'ltf :‘iiljﬂ UE- A 'i'l-':‘ll.]l t]'lﬂ_"l'l;," waAas o t}'l.l.,]l.,:l SLE
forceful it sent a shudder from Finn's feet to his bramn,
which inl;q'rprq:tm_l it a5 a signal to nm sereaming i the

apposite dircerion.
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