
Constable OJ watched her for a long time. “Ms McCarthy…” 

Oh no. She recognised that tone. “I know how it sounds. I 

don’t believe it either, but I am telling you there is something 

in the woods. And it did this.” She sighed. “Look. Just make a 

record of it. Please. It was about six feet tall. Possibly bigger. I 

couldn’t see all of it thanks to the fog, but if I didn’t know any 

better, I’d say it was a nematode.” 

“A nematode?” 

“A roundworm.” 

“A six-foot long worm. Could it have been a snake?” 

“Not long. Tall.” She grimaced. “I couldn’t see how long it 

was.” 

Constable OJ didn’t speak for a moment. An irritating 

ticking filled the silence; an analogue clock, still set to daylight 

savings time, making its presence known. “I didn’t think there 

were snakes that big in Creelton,” said the constable, and the 

clock was forgotten again. 

“There aren’t worms that big anywhere!” Grace snapped. 

“Ms McCarthy. Grace. Can I call you Grace?” 

“No.” 

“Why don’t you sit down?” He gestured to the tub chair 

next to his.  A low coffee table sat between the chairs, with a 



couple of coasters stacked in a neat pile. The one on top had a 

bright yellow emoji sneering up at her. 

Grace stayed standing. 

“I know it’s hard to accept what has happened –” began the 

constable. 

“Don’t patronise me.” 

He raised his hands. “What I mean to say is that I don’t want 

you to think that we’re closing this case yet. There are plenty 

of questions that need to be answered. If we find anything… 

like what you’re describing, I’ll let you know.” 

Which was a polite way of saying expect nothing. 

“We’re also still looking into this ‘Walter’ character,” the 

constable continued. “I’m not saying that he’s involved…” 

Oh, I’m pretty sure he isn’t, thought Grace ruefully. Not that 

she didn’t have misgivings about a witness who hasn’t come 

forward despite repeated appeals, but there were bigger 

things to worry about than an ordinary man. Like a six-foot tall 

nematode. 

“…but I’d like to track him down, just in case. To that end, I 

would like to ask you something. Ella’s father.” 

Grace crossed her arms. “What about him?” 



“I understand that he isn’t in the picture, but parental 

kidnapping is not unheard of, especially if there’s tension in 

the relationship. He would be the most likely suspect.” 

Oh. Some of the tightness left Grace’s shoulders. “It’s not 

that. I had Ella via a donor.” 

“Ah. I see.” Constable OJ looked surprised. He scratched the 

curls of dark hair on his chin. “And you’ve no other partners or 

past relationships who might have had cause to…?” 

“No.” 

“Do you have the donor’s contact details?” 

“It was anonymous.” Grace said quickly, studying the 

constable’s expression. Was he thinking that the donor had 

somehow tracked Ella down? Lord, Grace couldn’t bare that. 

Suddenly the lull in the conversation felt stifling. “The man 

you’re looking for isn’t Ella’s donor, I can promise you that.” 

“Alright,” Constable OJ said. “Thank you for coming down 

to the station to talk to me today. If you do think of anything 

else that might help, let me know.” 

Grace left the police station feeling more anxious than 

when she’d gone in. She should have known that the police 

weren’t going to do anything about a ‘creature’ when there 

was a mystery man running around the woods. She climbed 



into her car and once she’d locked the doors, she bonked her 

head softly onto the steering wheel. If she had just told 

Constable OJ who the donor was then maybe… No, he still 

wouldn’t have believed her. She was on her own. 

 

[END OF EXTRACT] 

 


