Short Story Competition

Students were invited to finish a short story written by Justin Somper and were given the opening lines ….  When my dad sat me down and told me he had something important to share with me, the last thing I expected to hear was “You’re a Vampire”.

A Vampire !

Aoife Gregg, 2G

When my dad sat me down and told me he had something important to share with me, the last thing I expected to hear was “You’re a vampire”.

Of course I didn’t, but I definitely would have preferred it.   Embarrassingly, he started to talk about birds and bees and how I was ‘going through changes’.   I turned bright red, averted my gaze to the wall and prepared to ride it out.

Dad was in the middle of earnestly explaining how a baby was made when my mum’s head popped in through the door.

“Oh thank God!” I burst out.   Mum looked at me sympathetically.   She came in the rest of the way and quietly shut the door.   She dragged over another chair to the kitchen table, where we were sitting, and sat down.

“I know”, she said kindly, “it’s a lot to take in.   Don’t worry though.   It will begin to make sense soon.”   Dad nodded along, having stopped embarrassing me for the moment.   

“It’s not as if I didn’t know already, it’s just …. I don’t know.  Embarrassing!”  I mumbled.  It was bad enough have Dad talking to me about this, but I didn’t know if I could stand it if Mum joined in.   It didn’t look like she was going to start on it, luckily.   Actually she looked kind of confused. 

“Wait…” she started, “what, you knew already?   How?   What did you know?”   Yeah.  She was definitely confused.   She was seriously over-estimating my childish innocence.   And she was possibly confused about my age.   Who doesn’t know about this kind of thing at 15?

“They talk about it at school and stuff   And you know, I guess, I don’t know!   You pick it up!”   I was getting extremely uncomfortable now and was seriously considering bolting for the door.   Mum exclaimed in inexplicable irritation.   She turned to Dad.   She started giving out to him for something or other, causing me to become increasingly more confused.

“When I said give him ‘the talk’, I didn’t mean that one !   The other one!”  she said frustratedly.   That cleared things up a bit, except I didn’t know that there even was another talk.   After reprimanding Dad a little longer, she turned back to me.

“Okay, sorry about that,” she apologised, “that must have been uncomfortable.”   Understatement of the century.   “I guess I’ll have to do it.”

She took a deep breath and shot one last glare at Dad.   “You’re a vampire.”

                                                    - - - - - - - - - - - - -- 

Well, that was bizarre.

First of all:  vampire.   Yeah, strange.   I didn’t expect that.   Quite odd.   I was a blood-sucking mythical creature whose very name frightened generation after generation.   I wasn’t really able to wrap my head around it.   Wait, let me try again.   I vant to zuck your blood!  Wagh!  Yeah, still no.

Secondly;  My parents were vampires.   They were not sure why they were able to have a child, since vampires weren’t generally able to bear children.   But I’m not going any further into that;  I had enough of that kind of talk to last me a lifetime.  It was strange to think of my parents as vampires.   They seemed too normal for that.

All this went through my head as I stood on the roof of our house, looking across the town.   It was the middle of the night and most lights were off.   The moon was covered by clouds.   A grin spread across my face.

Thirdly:  I could do anything I wanted and no human could stop me.

Oh yeah, I would start with the school ………………….

The Devil’s Children
Annemarie Farren 1M
 

When my dad sat me down and told me he had something important to share with me, the last thing I expected to hear was “You’re a vampire” Silence filled the room and as the minutes slipped quickly away I abandoned all hope that this was all a joke. “Any questions?” he said, softly. He sat there calculating my expressions, the look he had on his face was one might have when they were looking at a science project that they weren’t entirely sure they understood. “I….ho….wait, what” I tried asking three questions all at once, which didn’t have the desired effect as he stayed motionless, waiting for me to believe him, which I wasn’t sure I ever really would, even if this was true. “How is this possible, I mean, how did you even know that I was a vamp….” The word that would have slipped so easily from my lips just minutes before died in my throat. “I know because vampires don’t have real parents they simply appear.” He kept his eyes glued to the table as if the scratched wood was the thing that needed his utmost attention. “I found you, alone and I had heard of things like this before, whispered stories of the ‘Devil’s Children’ found in places where the sun never shines.” He continued steadily as if this was a speech he had practiced many times. “But I…just the other day Kate scrapped her knee in front of me and…me….I mean I didn’t want to...” He cut me off before I became entangled in my words. “You become a real one at thirteen; there should be no bloodlust until then.” He clipped his words short pushing out secrets that he had swallowed years ago. Thirteen, I had one more month until I became the thing that I feared, shunned from society I would be a….abomination. Disgust rippled across my features as I considered how I would live, how I would feed. “Is there anything, to stop it, anything to kill off what I’ll become” I swallowed, the lump in my throat refused to leave. Tears swelled up behind my eyelashes as helplessness washed over me. “No, I’ve searched for so long, ever since I found you, the only way to kill off what you’ll become is to kill you” His words filled the kitchen with an unquestionable finality, swelling the almost empty room with desperation in just two words ‘kill you’. I stood up the sudden gesture swept the room of the awful words and said in a voice that dismissed my true feelings that screamed at me not to utter the words that boiled in my blood, and danced at the tip of my tongue. 

“Kill me”

 

My father looked up, “What? No, I...I can’t” He whispered as if my words had swiped all his strength from his muscles. I spoke to him in a softer voice seeing his pain. “Why didn’t you tell me earlier?” He dropped his eyes once more; he had been staring at me with an expression that was unnamable in its sadness. “I tried, I suppose but I never could push the words out.” I suddenly remembered the games that we had played when I was little, games where we were mythical creatures and my father had always picked a vampire. Memories gripped my mind of times when he had sat me down and started, as he had today I have something to tell you, but those times it had ended with a stammered excuse or a shake of the head and a sigh as if the weight of the word had rested on his shoulders and that weight had slowly crushed him all these years.

 

Maybe it was better that I hadn’t known because now I was asking for the one thing that I thought he could never give me. Death. 

“I can’t go around hurting people; one person dying is a lot better than ten.” Defeat, slumped his shoulders. “Tomorrow?” I said, asking a question I’d never get an answer to. He didn’t move. I turned and walked slowly towards the stairs an unknown force pressing a rock against my stomach, making my movements slow and clumsy as I stumbled up to bed.

I stared at my ceiling as the tick of the clock filled the room, which had once seemed so comforting now was a menacing sound that filled my ears, to the point of pain. I heard my fathers bedsprings creak and I guessed that he would be getting no more sleep than I would that night. 

Day’s sun filled the room with a cheeriness that didn’t match my mood. I got dressed slowly, my tiredness making each movement a chore. The stairs stretched out endlessly before me. Breakfast was a sober affair with the only sound filling the room was the clank of china and metal. “I’ve called Father Patrick; he’s coming to take your last confession.” Dad’s voice was heavy and slow with tiredness. I merely nodded finding that my throat wasn’t in working order. The sun’s light blinded me as I stepped outside, but then again, considering what I had just been told I might have imagined it being brighter than usual. We sat on the steps waiting for the Father to appear at the end of the dusty road that lead up to our house. All too soon he appeared; he seemed surprised that I was up. I wasn’t sure what he had been told, but I couldn’t find it in myself to care. We walked to the back garden and dad went inside for confessions were strictly private and Father Patrick wouldn’t bend just because Dad wanted to stay close to me. I can’t remember what I actually said to the Father because the seconds blended together to form the hour of my death. Father Patrick was appalled as I knelt down and my father lifted up the axe. “Stop!” He shouted. Dad turned to him, tears streamed down his face. “It’s to put him out of pain, before…” His voice wavered, cutting his sentence short. 

Pain shot through my veins and I cried out, a rough throaty cough filled my lungs cutting off my screams of pain. I fell to the ground, and lay unmoving, barely able to breathe let alone tell them to run. I was changing. My ears exploded as my hearing started to go in and out of whack and I felt strength coursing through my arms and legs, my back felt broken. I felt the pain slowly trickle out of my body, so slowly that at first I didn’t even notice it, stuck, as I was in my own personal hell. Dizzly I stood up, every pulse of their veins filled me with an aching longing to sedate my thirst I ran off before I could hurt them, I knew I had to get away fast as the smallest thing would take me swiftly back there. I felt tears trickle slowly down my face. I had changed early.

The Vampire
Helen Carroll - 1B
When my dad sat me down and told me he had something important to share with me, the last thing I expected to hear was “You’re a vampire”.
I just sat there, shaken. I couldn’t believe it. Vampires? There were stories, tales to frighten small children.

“Well, now what do I do?” I asked him.

“Come on a hunt with me” Came the dark whisper from the shadows.

We walked out our front door, into the enveloping ghostly fog. We were alone but a lone wolf howling to the moon. It was a bitter howl, short, sharp, and full of loneliness. “What do I do?” I asked my father as I turned to face him. It was strange to see a man, my father, who kept such a dark secret from me. He nearly seemed like a different man. Was he the same man? 
We walked slowly under a spotlight. As he was taller than me, the pale yellow light lit ghostly shadows, illuminating his cheekbones and casting grave shadows under his eyes. He was a tall, thin man, as I was too tall and thin. We crept in rhythmic strides down the road. “Wait”, he suddenly whispered. There was a faint buzz of talk coming up the other side of the road. The faint click of heels told us that they were girls coming home from a party. 

“When I give you the signal, come and feast with me” my father whispered in an unearthly tone.

“But how-”, I began.

“Let your instincts tell you”

He crossed the road, some distance from the two girls as I stood there, wrapped in confusion.

“Let your instincts tell you, Let your instincts tell you”

The words rang inside my head. I watched, dumbfounded, and my father strode with pride and a fake smile cloaked around him. The girls instinctively stopped talking and looked up at him. 
“Evening ladies” My father smiled politely and gestured taking a hat off his head.

“Um, evening?” One of them, obviously the braver one, replied. 

“Lovely dress”

“Thanks”

“May I ask a favour of you?”

The two girls looked at each other, dazzled by the stranger, as I watched across the road. A strange sensation came over me. I was drowning, choking, dying in it. It was like flying, but without knowing where you were going. I was gasping, gasping, gasping,  and suddenly my eyes opened, red.

“We uh, have to go.” The girls said.

“Oh yes. Sorry, I must have taken up all your time”, my father politely replied. The girls shuffled past him, and as they were walking down the road, one of them looked back at him.

“Creep”, she muttered.

My father heard this, and he does not like insults. His hands balled into fists of rage, his breathing became deep.

“Now!” He shouted.

The girls span around, but not quick enough for us to move at god-like speed and crush their bones enough to kill them. Their screams were muffled and short. We feasted on their warm, dripping blood. We disposed of their drained bodies in the nearby bog and walked home, like a normal father and daughter. The thrill of the hunt was ecstatic. We hunted every night after that, having to go into the countryside so as not to arouse suspicion over missing people. Night after night, hunt after hunt, it was amazing. The thrill of a hunt is heart stopping.
The Vampire 

Jennifer Harrington – 1G

When my dad sat me down and told me he had something important to share with me, the last thing I expected to hear was “You’re a vampire”.
        I burst into a hysterical laughter, not really believing him. When I saw he was serious, I started rolling on the floor crying tears of laughter. My dad pulled me up onto the shabby kitchen chair. “Calm down” he instructed me. I bit back my lip, holding in my laughter. 

“Oh, come on dad, how am I supposed to believe you if you tell me I’m a vampire?!” I just about managed to force it out of my mouth. It was quite an effort to keep my mouth closed. Once I opened my mouth giggling came automatically.           

 “You are!” he exclaimed.                                     

“Yes I am dad and I actually don’t go to a normal school, I go to a magical school with fairy pixies in disguise as humans and every teacher has an evil ploy to destroy the world and we vampires are the only ones who can stop them because our supernatural powers stop them from doing anything too extreme. Yes dad, I really believe you.” I was completely breathless after that statement. I hoped my sarcasm was noticeable.                                                                                “Just accept that you’re a vampire. There’s nothing you can do about it.” Apparently he hadn’t listened to me. Typical.                  

“Just say, hypothetically, I was a vampire, what super powers would I get?” Curiosity had taken over me.
“Super speed and strength but that only happens if you drink human blood.”                                        

“Yuck.”                                   

“I know. Your canines or ‘fangs’ will develop after you’ve drank the human blood. That’s why you’re leaving the country. You’re going to Northern Canada-                    

“CANADA?!” I screamed.                                                  

“You didn’t let me finish. Everybody is going to think you are moving to Sweden, so if anybody asks say you are moving permanently to Northern Sweden. Tell them there is terrible phone reception up there so you can’t call anybody. Tell them you have no address up there so they can’t write to you.”                                                             

“No address? My friends aren’t that stupid.”

“Of course they aren’t.” He was being sarcastic.

“But I’m not even a vampire.”

“Stop denying it! You’re going to Canada at 6a.m. tomorrow morning.”

“I’m not a vampire!”

“I’ll prove it” He took the butcher’s knife out of the ‘strictly off limits’ drawer. He slid it across his wrist, slicing open his skin in the process. Red blood oozed out of his wrist, making an enormous stain across the tiled kitchen floor.

“Why did you do that? I’m going to end up cleaning this mess!” I was extremely angry with dad. The problem was that he did nothing about it. He lifted his now blood red arm up to my face.

“Take a whiff,” was his response. Great.

“It smells like blood, dad. High-cholesterol, disgusting blood.”

“Are you sure?”

“Actually, now that I think of it, you should seriously have a shower, dad, you reek of last night’s chicken curry.”

“I don’t and you’re going to Canada to talk with the spirit tribes.”

“The spirit tribes?”

“People who worship the Northern Lights. Long story. You’re going to Canada whether you like it or not.” I knew there was no point in arguing. I am going to Canada. This was a weird day. I’d never been out outside Dublin before.

*  *  * (5 years later)

I’d settled in well with the spirit tribe. Yes, I did have to drink human blood. It tasted like peaches. My dad didn’t tell me that your powers don’t kick in until the end of your 10th year! 

The day I left was surprisingly easy. My dad dropped me off at the airport. From there, I found my flight. When school would have ended for me, I got 20 texts all saying: why didn’t you tell me you were leaving? Weird! I didn’t have many friends.

It’s so hard living with these people. I wake up at midnight to perform a ritual. Then I eat, meditate and do all the normal humanly stuff. I go to bed at 5:00 and then it repeats itself. Such a boring lifestyle!
A Vampire !

By Aimee Keenan

    I couldn’t help it. I started laughing, hysterically. But I stopped when Dad’s face was blank, as he stared at me.

     “Oh. You’re not joking.” I said, sitting back on the oak chair that I had previously been sitting on.

     “No, I’m not lying.” He states. 

     “Is this why all these creepy demons have been following me around, trying to kill me and stuff?” I enquired. Dad nodded. “And are you….?”

     “No, I’m not a vampire. None of our relations are vampires. You’re mother was cursed so that when you were born you would be. It was a silly curse, we ignored it, thought it didn’t matter. How wrong we were…” Dad shook his head slowly. Suddenly my phone buzzes in my pocket. Dad looked at it?

     “Who’s that?” Dad asked. 

     “Well,” I glared at him. “Since all of this vampire stuff has been happening I’ve been getting weird texts from some guardian person who keeps telling what to do, claiming that he’s saving my life!” I bark, opening the text message, now used to the extremely long phone number it came from. 

GET OUT

     “What does it say?” Dad asks. 

     “’Get out’” I reply. Suddenly, the kitchen window smashes down. I scream and jump to the ground, Dad leaning over me as the crystals of glass sprinkle onto the ground. We hear a menacing roar, followed by a shriek and both turn our heads around slowly revealing a tall man, cloaked head to toe in black, a dagger in his hand. He’s riding a dragon, but not like the good one I had seen earlier. This ones scales where a dark greeny-black colour and he had eyes that were crimson red. The beast let our another mighty roar and stamped forward with his enormous feet, crushing the table in half.  

     “RUN!!!!!!” Dad shouts as I scramble up and follow him down the hall, the dragon beast in our pursuit. 

      “You can’t run far vampire.” The man on the beast cackles. Dad quickly pulls me behind the stairs. 

      “You have to fight him.” He says calmly. 

     “Fight?! HIM?!?!?” I gasp. 

      “You have the speed and strength of a vampire now, you can do it.”

     “But….”

     “GO!!!” I scramble back out from behind the stairs, hundreds of thoughts rushing through my head. I take a run at the dragon beast, and find myself running incredibly fast, which brings my confidence up. I take a leap, and manage to jump over the dragon’s head and onto its neck. I smack down onto it and it makes a horrible cracking noise, which makes we wince a little. The beast lets out its last roar before wobbling slightly and falling to the ground.  The man glares at me and snarls. 

     He throws his knife at me with incredible force, speed and aim and it hits me right in the chest. I expected darkness and pain, but all I felt was a bang as the knife bounced off my chest, and fell on the dead dragon’s neck. The man looked shocked, but I used this opportunity. I grinned and leaped up, kicking him in the neck as he fell onto the ground. 

     Dad quickly ran out and hugged me. We stood there for a while just waiting as it all became so clear to me now. The adrenaline, the speed, the power?

     I was a vampire. And I think I might have liked it. 
BOOK REVIEW

Aoife Corcoran  1T

Percy Jackson and the Lightning Thief

This is an adventure book.   It is about a young boy named Percy Jackson who is sent on a quest with his two friends, Grover and Annabeth, to find the Lord of the sky, Zeus’s master bolt and Lord of the underworld, Hades’s helmet of darkness.   This story is set in modern day America in New York.

The highlight of the book was when Percy and his mother are fighting the Minotaur.   Although there were some amazing sections, the whole book was outstanding and very well written.   There was a lot of thought put into writing this book and it is very noticeable.   The description and action is amazing and there were no sections where you thought it was a let down.    You couldn’t put the book down for a second and every spare moment I had, I was reading this wonderful book that was full of adventure.   I read each book in the series and all of them held the storyline well.   It was the best book I’ve ever read and I would definitely recommend it.

