Trapped
He feels shut out. If he had mates, he’d go in here with them, piss against the wall at the
entrance (he can smell it) then put his head torch on and walk back through the centuries
into the thorax of the rock. He wouldn’t be scared of the Dark if he wasn’t alone in there.
Darkness only drowns lonely people.
For a moment, he imagines how this whole valley used to be under water during
the Triassic Period: that there was a time when he couldn’t have stood here or, if he had, it

Trapped
Extract from a story by Zoe Green
The storm howls all night. You wouldn’t be able to hear anyone call for help. From the
kennel entrance, Jan – awake again – watches the road, but no blue lights come, no sirens
cut through the tattoo of the rain. Perhaps they don’t know the way. He does hear a hare
scream, once, just after midnight, during a lull, but no other noise flies above the storm.
Daybreak brings grey, frowning light and the chestnut and walnut trees around the house
toss restlessly, like horses in the stables when something’s not right. Nobody comes to
the forest when it’s raining like this, not even the forestry workers.
In class before the holidays, Mme Peplin asked them a strange question. If a tree
falls in the middle of a forest and nobody hears it, did it even happen? Today he sits on
his bed and writes a line in pencil in his class book: ‘If a boy shuts a door in the middle of
the forest, and nobody hears it or sees it, did it even happen?’ He sits on his bed and
ponders it. When she asked the question in class, he said it was a stupid question. Of
course it still happened – because he’s seen trees that have fallen in the forest, even if
nobody heard them. He turns his pencil the other way and rubs out the question in his
exercise book. If Jan writes a line in his book, and nobody ever reads it, did he ever write it?

. . . read the full story in POTB Issue 16
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