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      Repossession 

           By Gregg Cunningham 

 

 

1. 

They were arguing about the house again, Dad was threatening to 

break the chain unless the leaky roof was fixed in the ‘new house’, 

which made mum sad. She was always sad now, always crying into her 

hanky, but all dad keeps saying was that there is no other way, we 

have to leave this house or the bank will win and take the lot. But 

I don’t want to leave. Who’ll look after Hector? 

I hide behind the wobbly cardboard box castle I have made, and 

rummage for the loaf of bread inside the one marked ‘kitchen stuff’, 

pulling out a couple of white stale slices, then tuck them inside my 
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pink puffer jacket.  The raised voices make me freeze, then I hear 

the slap, it always ends with a slap these days, my mother, slapping 

my father and I wince, then leave them arguing behind me, quietly 

making my way to the back door unnoticed. Mum is sobbing, her face 

buried in her hands as dad stoops over her with his reddened slapped 

face. Outside, the garden welcomes me, and I quickly skip down the 

four concrete steps and run to the shaded far corner where the large 

oak tree stands tall, and the daisies grow thick.  I like it here. 

Here I can make mum happy, while Hector watches me from the branches 

above. 

“hello Hector,” I call up into the branches, “how are you today?” 

The branches stir as I reach inside my pink jacket and pull out a 

slice of the stale two-day old bread, and begin tearing the corners 

off. Hector looks on with interest, then swoops down by my feet with 

another shiny gift for me. I smile, and squat down beside my best 

friend, tucking my dangling hair behind my ear, as he watches on 

with his bright milky blue eyes. He even lets me stroke the oily 

black feathers on his back as he eats up the bread crumbs I’m 

scattering on the grass for him, giving little throaty caws as I pet 

him. “Oh…What is it this time Hector? An earring? A shiny button? A 

treasure map?” Yesterday it was my mother’s rattling Valium bottle, 

I still keep those pills in my pocket, praying she is not going back 

into hospital. I reach down and pick up the gift to find Hector has 

brought me a small red marbled stone, stolen from somewhere on his 

travels and I smile, Hector always finds the weirdest things to 

bring me back from his travels. I look at him, and immediately feel 

the guilt in my belly, 
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“dad says we have to leave today after school, but I don’t want to 

leave you Hector, I want you to come with us” I begin, but the lump 

in my throat stops me continuing. Hector looks up with his beady 

eyes and caws again, rubbing his head against my hand, them hops 

onto my shoulder and begins cleaning himself. We’ve been together 

since I found him injured in the grass, he was just a little chick 

then. Now he looks menacing and fierce, but really he is just a big 

softy. I smile again, and make myself comfy on the grass, then I 

begin pulling the Daisy stems. 

It’s not easy making a daisy chain, Mum says you have to pluck the 

right daisies to make the chain look good, otherwise it looks messy 

and cheap. The first one I tried to make on my own fell apart when I 

pulled it over mum’s wrist, and I cried. She held me close, and 

showed me how to pick the right daisy for the chain. The stems have 

to be long you see, otherwise they just split and fall apart when 

you try and push them through each other. The one I’m making for her 

now is a woven triple bangle, quite tricky, but it looks great with 

all the long stems criss crossing each other. I’ve made another for 

my best friend at school, Lilly, and I’ll give it to her today, so 

she doesn’t forget me. I begin to cry again as I pull out a handful 

of daisies from the earth, and Hector flies back up into the canopy. 

I don’t want to move to this new house they showed me, no matter how 

big the garden is. It looks way too creepy. 
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2. 

“But why is she not coming with us dad?” I whine again, trying to 

fix the seat belt over my pink jacket and into the slot. The new car 

is old and beat up, a trade in for Dads shiny pride and joy Jeep. I 

guess the bank took that as well as our house. He looks sad, the 

slight red flush in his cheeks tells me he is holding it all in, 

like a human pressure cooker ready to explode any minute. “She’s 

already on the road with the removal van honey, I have two more 

stops to make, then we can get going too okay…make sure it clicks 

tight honey” He says gazing through the windshield, his thoughts a 

million miles away, then turns to me and smiles, but I can see he is 

faking it. Mum wouldn’t leave me behind. I notice a small scratch on 

his cheek, and a slight blood speckle his collar. The scratch is 

about the same size as the one on his hand, but I say nothing for 

fear of his recent mood swings. As I turn I notice the cardboard 

boxes on the back seat, one with more blood smeared over the flaps. 

I look at him worried, but he says nothing.   

Saying goodbye to my friends at school was terrible, Lilly just 

hugged me tight and wouldn’t let go until the teacher finally pulled 

us apart. My dad had smiled embarrassed through clenched teeth, 

waving as he pulled me away, still sobbing. The first time we got to 

the car I remembered the daisy chain in my pocket that I had made 

for Lilly that morning, but when I pulled free and ran back to give 

her the bracelet, Dad had grabbed me tight and made me drop the 

daisy chain. The petals scattered and split apart as it hit the 

floor. “No time honey, we have to go” he had said, and I cursed him 

for that. “I hate you!” I screamed, “I wish you were dead!” 
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The second time we reached the beat up old car with our suitcases 

tied on the roof rack, I began sobbing at the pitiful sight. He 

hugged me tight, and then began sobbing too. 

 “I’m so sorry honey,” he cries, hugging me closer, and I can smell 

mums perfume on his bloody collar. I have never seen him so 

emotionally drained. 

“Is mum with the doctors again?” I sob, But He just hugs me harder, 

“no honey, why would you think that?” He asks and I show him the 

rattling Valium bottle Hector found with her name on it. He says 

nothing, placing the prescription bottle in the centre console and 

frowns. 

The scenery changes from green, to grey, then black as I stare out 

the car window at the passing trees sobbing quietly. My reflection 

stares back, the angry ten-year-old face peering through her tears 

vowing revenge on everything and anything in this unfair world. We 

have no radio in this car, so only the spluttering cough from the 

exhaust below breaks the silence, that and the occasional crunching 

gear cog of this distressed ancient car. Dad says nothing as he 

grips the steering wheel tight on the approach of each passing set 

of glaring headlights, his thoughts once again a million miles away, 

probably vowing the same vengeance on his bosses and the banks, and 

I finally drift off into exhausted, uncomfortable sleep, wondering 

When did it all start going wrong for them.  

Was it me? 
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We stand outside the driveway to the foreboding new house, noticing 

the removal van already parked further up drive under the branches 

of the old snarled trees, and slowly approach the gravelly entrance. 

The smell is clean and fresh, but tinged with the odour of rotting 

vegetation lingering in the air, and I wonder if that is what death 

smells like. Dad cautiously leads me through the entrance, with its 

two large sculpted gargoyle protectors staring down at me. The one 

on the left is missing its glaring ruby marbled eye, but looks 

menacing all the same and I shudder as we pass through. The loose 

gravel track crunches underneath my sneakers, and Dad turns to me 

and grips my hand tight with a smile, sensing my uneasiness. “It’s 

okay honey, don’t be afraid” he says softly.  

“is mum here already?” I reply eagerly, and he nods pointing to the 

van ahead, “She’s waiting for you, go see” he says, letting go of my 

hand. 

I look up at him, but say nothing as I stare at the blood stain on 

his shirt, and he smiles, “Its nothing honey, I tried to bring 

Hector with us is all, but he put up a bit of a fight trying to get 

out of the cardboard box- he got me with his beak and flew off” he 

says poking at his scratched face with a laugh. “I’m sorry, I tried 

my best honey” I nod and turn back to the cars in the drive, 

“go on my beautiful Rose, she’s waiting for you…”  

Something feels wrong, “are you not coming?”  I ask, but he just 

shakes his head slowly, “I can’t” he replies, and steps back under 

the gaze of the gargoyles. I turn and walk towards the cars, 

glancing back to see my Dad smiling and waving where he stands. I’m 
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confused, but walk on past the unfamiliar cars parked nose to tail 

in front of me. 

The old house looms up ahead of me, with its roman style pillars 

propping up the front gable. It reminds me of an old Victorian 

school within its crumbling red brick exterior and its abandoned 

silent playing grounds. I imagine all sorts of demons and freaks 

lurking behind the frosty glass windows. I don’t know if I ever will 

be able to call this place home! I turn to see if my Dad has joined 

me, but all I see are the leering Gargoyles and the empty entrance. 

I turn back, and there I see her. 

Mum is sat sobbing on the worn steps under the gable, blowing her 

nose into a hanky provided to her by a police officer, who is busy 

wrapping her up in a metal foil blanket as if she has just run a 

marathon. 

“Mum! What’s happened?” I call out, and run to her. The door to the 

house is ajar and I peer inside, fearing to see some hideous home 

intruder with a pair of scissors stuck in its neck, or worse, the 

beast from the cellar peering from the shadows. But only the police 

officers and the removal men are congregated there. 

“Mum, Mum, are you okay?” I shout as I run up to her. But she just 

ignores me as I approach her.  

When I try to hug her, I fall through as if she is nothing but a 

fine mist, and stumble on the steps screaming in confusion. Nobody 

catches me and I fall to the ground dazed. The officer asks my 

mother if she would like to go inside as the night air is chilling, 

but she just shakes her head, unable to reply. “MUM?” I cry, but it 
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falls on deaf ears. Another officer slowly walks up behind the 

other, and whispers in his ear. He nods and turns back to my mother, 

as I look on dumbfounded. “Mrs smith, your husband has been cut free 

and is being flown straight into the County hospital for emergency 

surgery, if you would like to come with my colleague and I, we will 

see you get to the hospital” she nods as she sobs, “what about my 

Rose…what’s happening with Rose?” she whimpers. The officer clasps 

her shoulder lightly, and I watch as he lowers his head, “IM HERE 

MUM…IM RIGHT HERE!” I cry. 

“I’m afraid we have no news on your daughter as of yet, the fire 

crew are still working at the crash site, and will inform us 

immediately of any updates.” 

Mum nods again, but is so emotionally exhausted and weak, she has to 

be lifted from the steps, all the while I’m shouting and screaming 

at them to listen to me. But they ignore me like before, and drive 

off through the entrance with me following after them. 

The gargoyles are as far as I go, and I watch in horror as the 

police car speeds of into the night. It’s just me and the house now 

I realise, as I stare up at the one red eyed demon, trembling with 

fear, and watch the shadow descend above me with dread. My heart 

lurches as Hector circles down gracefully, landing atop the one eyed 

gargoyle and caws affectionately. 

We are home. 
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I watch them now and then as I play in the garden, down by the Rose 

bushes my father planted after the accident. He sits in the garden 

with mum and they smile as they talk about me. And I sit by their 

feet and listen to all the stories. I follow them around the old 

school yard, watching as they talk about renovations and building 

improvements.  The insurance they received for my accidental death 

saved their marriage, although dad says he would gladly give up his 

other leg for another chance of saving me, but there was nothing he 

could have done. It was just another tragedy on our roads, another 

drunken driver. Sometimes, when I follow them, I make it all the way 

up to the steps of the house, but I don’t go any further inside 

those foreboding pillars. I don’t want to haunt my parents in their 

new home, they’ve been through enough pain, and to tell you the 

truth, I’m not even curious to see what’s inside that place. I’ve 

heard that’s what we are meant to do when we’re dead. We haunt. We 

avenge. We fester. 

Well, not this ghost. 

They seem happier since Hector made his visit to the garden not long 

after mum returned from the hospital. And when he swooped into the 

garden one day and dropped off the Daisy chain into my mother’s 

hand, the same one I had dropped in the school yard before the 

accident, she had wept with utter joy. Dad still has flashes of his 

near death experience, but keeps that for his Rose, and his roses.  

She looks so happy now, and the baby seems to love watching Hector 

in the garden, as Dad feeds him on his new bird table, sat in his 

electric wheel chair. He’s happy talking to his beautiful Roses in 
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his rose garden… and I’m happy making my Daisy chains under the 

watchful eyes of Hector… and the one eyed Gargoyles. 

 

 The End. 

G Cunningham. 

 


