                                                 The Spirit Of The Cliff
         I wake up at six am, the autumn sun just peeking through the tall leafy oak trees, casting long dark shadows on the dew covered earth. I silently change into my climbing gear.

            The smell of fresh coffee hits my nose as walk into the kitchen where my Dad is sat reading the morning newspaper and mum making breakfast. They glance up at me nervously giving me a weak smile. They know about my dreams.
Six months since Danny plunged to his death on Moorside cliffs. But why do we have to go back there?

            The morning air is crisp and the sun now higher in the sky shrinking the shadows of the trees as I walk out to the car. The engine gives a small shudder and we’re off into the lush, green countryside.

             I look up at the high, deserted cliff face when we come to a weathered sign saying ‘Moorside Cliffs’
I hold back the tears that are flooding my eyes.

            As we arrive to the cabin to pay, I hear a strange noise coming from the back room. I peer into the dark space which smelt strongly of decaying wood. I take a step in when a tall, pale man stumbles out of the room. He slowly trudges to the desk and says in a quivering voice “N-no need t-t-to pay,” and then slumps back off into the dark.  “What’s with him I wonder?” mutters mum.

           Birds swooping over the cliffs give it an even more eerie effect. I look around. No-one. Something’s wrong I can just feel it. The weird guy in the cabin, the cliff side deserted and free climbing? Something got to be wrong. 
          Being extra careful to tie my rope, I start to ascend up the rock face. The air around me begins to strangle me, blocking oxygen to my lungs.

Then the sky turns a murky grey.

Screams fill the air.

           I feel an icy hand grasp my back. I squeeze my eyes tight as a spine chilling voice whispers in my ear “Join me Sam, death isn’t too bad, join me!” My body turns numb as I struggle to get away. I must get away. I’ve got to get away. “Whatever you are, go away!” I scream into nothing. The grip loosens and I’m back on the sharp cliff edge, warmth flooding me. I look down……. “NO!” I wail.
  The ambulance is there.

   And Mum’s sprawled on the floor.

    Whatever attacked me got her for good.
    A thought trails into my mind.

     It can’t be.
      We’re at the hospital. Dad’s sobbing by Mums side. I watch in silence as Dad tries to wake Mum up. “She’s NOT dead,” he yells through tearful eyes.

       The ambulance takes us the fifteen minute drive home but it feels like days. Another horrible thought jerks in my head. The voice you heard was Danny. Danny killed your mum. He’s waiting for you at the cliffs….
       I stay off school the next day to look after Dad. He’s in a horrible state. I try not to show my emotions. I have to be strong for both of us. But I must go to the cliffs, unless I want others dead. I tell Dad I’m going for a walk. But the walk I’ll possibly be taking will be with death.

       The cliffs have been roped off. The same way it was when Danny crashed down to earth. There is no wind but the air still like ice. The sky the same murky grey when Danny had whispered to me and the cliff still binding Mums broken ropes. With tears streaking my face and my heart nearly exploding out of my chest I clamber up the ladder of death.
        “Sam! You came to me!” says a hoarse whisper. I turn around and there he is in human form but transparent. His wounds on his head from his fatal accident. He takes a step towards me. “STOP!” I shout “You kill my mother and expect me to love you again? You must be crazy!” his handsome face curdles into one of a mad mans. His fists clench. “I only did it because she tried keeping us apart!” 
            As he tries to push me a lightening bolt strikes down and hits him in the chest sending him to rest. I stand there astonished. But at least I’m free. That thought vanishes when I hear another angry sound in the wind. “I won’t give up….”
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