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The Shadows of Silver Thorne 
 
 Evelyn’s hands hesitated over the latch to the box. It was such a small, innocent 

looking box. No bigger than the suitcase Evelyn had packed over a year ago when she moved 

to Silver Thorne. The black leather was beginning to crack and peel in places, like it was trying 

to run from what lay inside. The latches and bolts were rusted, coated in grime from where it 

had lain for the past fifteen years. All of Evelyn’s clues and searching over the last few months 

had led her to this moment. All the answers she could ever want were inside this box. All she 

had to do was open it, and yet she found herself unable to. 

 “For Helen,” she whispered.   

With a deep breath, she threw open the box lid and waited for all of Pandora’s horrors 

to fly at her. She was greeted by an enormous dust cloud that crawled down her throat and 

settled in her lungs, scratching at them and making her cough. She had expected it would 

smell when she opened the box, but there was nothing. Now all she had to do was look in the 

box. Taking a deep steadying breath that only inhaled more dirt, Evelyn looked inside. 

Helen’s skeleton was tiny. It was all angles, harsh angles from where she had spent 

the last fifteen years. If she had been wearing clothes, the years spent in this box had stolen 

them from her. Evelyn didn’t dare reach out and hold what remained of her sister. This was 

all that was left of her. Evelyn couldn’t even remember what Helen’s voice sounded like 

anymore. Only photographs showed her what her sister had once looked like. She had been 

so young when her sister had vanished. Time had snatched her memories away. Evelyn had 

always imagined she would scream or cry when she finally found Helen, yet no tears came. It 

wasn’t anger or sadness or even numbness that Evelyn felt. It was simply nothing. She had 

lost her sister fifteen years ago. At last, they had a body to bury.  
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 Evelyn took another look at her sister’s bones, before closing the lid on the box again. 

It surprised her how easy it was, to shut her sister away and let her body be shrouded by 

darkness again. Pins and needles pricked her legs from kneeling. Evelyn stood up, unable to 

pull her eyes away from the box and Helen’s body now that her theory had been confirmed. 

She had enjoyed playing detective these past few months, but now it felt wrong to know she 

had been right all along. Eventually, she pulled her gaze from the box, before it settled on one 

of the many others gathered in the attic archives of Silver Thorne.  

The other box was just as filthy, the hinges also rusted with age. Everything from the 

last one hundred years of Silver Thorne Academy had been shoved into boxes and then into 

this room. There were boxes stacked in every direction. Some much older, the metal work 

decayed and faded in the years since the box was shoved from sight. It was just another 

innocent box, probably filled with crumbling school records or possessions from long gone 

students. Evelyn walked over to the box. It couldn’t hold anything worse than she had already 

seen. 

This time, she didn’t hesitate to throw open the lid. More dust filled the room, making 

her cough again. She wasn’t sure what she had expected to find. It was just a box of photos, 

old photos, some of which were at least twenty years old. Evelyn stooped to scan the faces 

of the people captured in pockets of time. One of the faces made her stop. The photo was of 

a family. The mother and father standing proudly, looking down on their son, who couldn’t 

have been more than ten years old. Even as a child, his face would still be recognisable to 

Evelyn. It was Arthur, very clearly and undeniably, a young Arthur. Her husband. She turned 

to the mother, and a memory of Arthur’s mother at their wedding resurfaced. The same 

woman from the photograph.  
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Turning the photo over, Evelyn spotted that someone had scrawled on the back. Billy, 

aged 10, October 1953. So, this was what Arthur, or rather Billy, had looked like while Helen 

lay dead in a box. Evelyn crumpled the photo, her fists curling, the edge of the photo now 

cutting into her hand. She tossed the photo back into the box, slamming the lid closed. She 

stumbled backwards, more boxes catching at her legs and ankles, digging in. The light switch, 

the steps, the exit to the building all flashed past her before she realised she was moving away 

from them.  

Evelyn ran into the night. Silver Thorne loomed in the darkness, a mass of turrets and 

spires. The Victorian building had never been the most welcoming of places, but tonight the 

gargoyles grinned down at her as she tore across the dewy grass. Her feet slipping and sliding. 

She gasped for air, a burning pain stabbing in her side, but she ignored it. The Lodge was in 

sight. A small set of buildings added at the turn of the century, it was a maze of old and new, 

mashed together like some grotesque monster. She threw the door open, bolting up the 

stone steps, her damp feet slipping. Evelyn came to an abrupt halt outside the door to their 

room. A warm, orange glow flickered from under the door. 

Would he be there? She thought. Lungs burning, she tried to steady her breath as she 

opened the door. She walked in, still breathing heavily. The bed in the corner. The shelves 

lined with books. The table and chairs where they had played games or read the night away. 

Their record collection left with whatever they had been listening to that afternoon. The large 

wardrobe and chest of drawers. The rug they had bought to protect themselves from the cold 

cobble floor in the morning. Everything was where it should be. Someone had lit a fire while 

she had been out, it burned in the grate, the light casting heaving shadows around the room. 

Evelyn scanned the room, but there was no sign of Arthur. Her mind raced with the weight of 
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the boxes in the attic. She didn’t dare let out a sign of relief. Not yet. Not until she was clear 

of Silver Thorne. 

Leaving the door open, she hurried to the bed. Evelyn got down on her hands and 

knees, rummaging underneath. She was met with almost a year’s worth of dust, scraps of 

paper and cigarette butts before she found what she was grasping for. The handle of her 

suitcase. She grabbed it, bringing with it yet more dust to fill her lungs. 

“Going somewhere?” came a voice from behind her. 

It was the voice she had hoped she’d never hear again. The door closed with a thud to 

reveal Arthur, dressed in his smart, dark blue dinner suit, waiting. Evelyn slowly got to her 

feet, her heart pounding in her chest. She tried to smile at him, but it felt unnatural. 

“I thought you were at dinner?” she asked. 

It surprised her how steady her voice was, when her mind was racing with what she 

had discovered. Arthur moved into the room. His face was unreadable. He could have been 

mildly curious or holding back his anger, Evelyn couldn’t tell. He smiled at her. It was a smile 

she had seen a thousand times before. The first time they had met. Their first kiss. On their 

wedding day. Evelyn had always felt safe when she saw that smile. It meant she was home. 

But she didn’t feel safe tonight. Arthur had moved towards the fire, shadows licking at his 

face.  

“I was. But how could I stay and enjoy myself when I knew my wife was unwell?” he 

said. 

His wife. Arthur only ever called her that when he had to put her in his place. He looked 

her up and down, she knew she must look odd, covered in muck and sweat. 

“How sweet of you,” she replied. 
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The two of them stood there for a moment, looking at the other, waiting for someone 

to say or do something. It was natural for them to fall into these silences. They had spent 

many hours in each other’s company without a single word being said. Evelyn became very 

conscious of her chest still rising and falling rapidly. She tried to take deep breaths, praying 

that Arthur wouldn’t notice. 

“So, are you going somewhere?” Arthur asked. 

He gestured to the suitcase on the floor by her feet. 

“No!” she replied too quickly. 

Her response was met with a raised eyebrow from Arthur. She let out a nervous giggle. 

It was a sound she’d never made before, and one she hoped she never would again.  

“I mean, of course not! I thought something had rolled under the bed, but it hadn’t,” 

she smiled. 

Evelyn watched his face closely. A face she had thought she knew so well. Those kind 

green eyes, hidden behind the wire-framed glasses. The mess of black curls that somehow 

never looked messy. He shook his head and smiled, Evelyn smiled back but couldn’t ignore 

the feeling that something was very wrong. It nagged at her, crawling all over her skin. 

“Well then. Best put this back where it belongs.”  

With that he walked over to her, got down on his knees and pushed the suitcase back 

under the depths of the bed. Evelyn watched it vanish from sight, hands shaking in her 

pockets.  

Evelyn lingered by the fire. Arthur moved to stand opposite her, the flames dancing in 

his eyes, the green replaced by vibrant orange. Their shadows filled the room, engulfing the 

distance between them. 

“Where were you, Evelyn? I came back, and you were gone,” Arthur said coldly. 
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“I had gone for a walk. That’s all.” 

“Must have been some walk.” 

Both looked down at the dirt and grass stains clinging to Evelyn’s dark clothes.      

“I slipped. You know me. Clumsy,” she offered. 

“You know, I never realised I married a liar,” Arthur scoffed. 

Evelyn’s breath hitched in her throat. She looked at him. This wasn’t the man she had 

married. She thought of the happy little boy from 1953, stuck in that photo, and she glanced 

at Arthur. The two could not be the same person. All pretence between them had been 

dropped. 

“I’m a liar?” she asked, voice shaking slightly, “You’re one to talk.” 

He smiled, and once again, it was a cold, cruel smile. 

“How long have you known?” 

“Long enough,” Evelyn snapped. 

Her mind turned to the attic and what she had found in the box. 

“I found out on our wedding day,” Arthur said casually, as if announcing his meal at 

dinner had been nice. 

“My mother told me. She took one look at you. One look at your family and then we 

knew. Who you were. Who I had just married.”  

It was clear that this had been festering away in him for a long time, and now it was 

finally escaping. 

“I always thought if you’re going to change your name, you might as well put some 

effort in, Emily.” 

The last time anyone had called her Emily, Helen had still been alive. Like the box in 

the attic, it had been unearthed, coming back to haunt her.  
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“But Mother told me this was good. We could use this to our advantage. Then we got 

invited to Silver Thorne. I was back home. But, Marie. She figured out who I was,” he faltered 

for the first time. 

A sadness came over him. This was the Arthur she knew. 

“She wasn’t supposed to find out. I had no choice. I’ve got no choice,” he said.  

Evelyn knew the fire was roaring, but it might as well not have been. A cold filled her 

every fibre. She thought of Helen and Marie. Girls whose lives had been cut so short. A rage, 

unlike anything Evelyn had ever felt before, began to course through her veins.  

“You always had a choice, Arthur. You simply chose to make the wrong one,” she spat. 

The next thing Evelyn knew, she had been knocked over with a crash. Her head hit the 

stone floor with a painful smack. Spots flashed in front of her eyes. Arthur appeared, pinning 

her down. The shadows from the fire made him look like the gargoyles outside. His hands 

found her throat and all the air in the room vanished. She gasped, a searing pain screaming 

in her lungs. She clawed at his hands, but it was hopeless. Her hands searched for anything in 

reach and found the fire poker. She grabbed it. Arthur barely had time to realise what she 

was about to do, before she brought it down on his skull with a sickening crack. He looked 

dumbstruck, then collapsed on top of her.      

Evelyn couldn’t move. Fear and Arthur’s dead weight kept her trapped. She felt the air 

rush back, making her splutter. Gasping for breath, she shoved him off her, using all the 

strength she had. He rolled onto the floor, laying eerily still. Evelyn pushed herself away from 

him, coming to rest against the bed. She couldn’t stand if she wanted to. She didn’t trust her 

legs not to buckle. She looked at Arthur, a small pool of blood puddled underneath him.  

Evelyn watched as the blood began to weave towards her, determined to taunt and 

stain her. Arthur hadn’t moved. She knew she should go over, to check if he was okay. A battle 
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raged inside her head. He was a monster. He had killed Marie. He had lied to her. He was her 

husband. They loved each other. Evelyn stood up, her hands damp with Arthur’s blood. He 

still hadn’t moved.  

Her legs wobbled but didn’t betray her as she began to walk away. Evelyn took one 

last look at the room and at Arthur on the floor, his blood staining their rug. One leg in front 

of the other. That was all she had to do. Her shoes were still damp on the stone steps as the 

cold night air greeted her. She put the Lodge behind her. Put Silver Thorne, Helen, Marie and 

Arthur, everything behind her. The other leg now. The icy air stabbed at her, clearing her head. 

The grounds stretched before her, creatures of the night at work, the rest of Silver Thorne 

asleep. Unaware of what had happened. She wiped the blood from her hands onto her 

trousers. The grass would hide the rest. She didn’t dare look back, otherwise Silver Thorne 

would ensnare her, keep her grasped within its clutches, and she’d never be able to leave. 

She had to get away while it was still dark. Once again, Evelyn ran into the night.  
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