
Wendigo
By Jennifer Williams
November 18th
The woods are quiet tonight. 
	Before Zoe left me, she used to talk about the folklore of this state an awful lot. It was a pet hobby of hers, and I think it gave her a kick to live in a place where the legends were so recent. In England you’re always crowded by a build-up of history, so many layers of it that it all becomes overwhelming, unreal.
	Out here, you can look out the window into the trees and it’s easy to imagine that it all happened just yesterday.
	When we moved from England to the States she insisted on bringing all of her books out here with her. We had to pay for all this stuff to be hauled over and I swear it took up twice as much room as our furniture and other worldly goods. I joked with her at the time that it would cost less just to buy a new copy of each book, but she pursed her lips at that and consigned it to the “unfunny remark” pile. It should be me really, I should be the hoarder of books, but I’ve always seen them as a consumable. I pick up the books I need, absorb from them the relevant information or influences, and then put them aside to be dealt with later. To Zoe, each yellowed paperback and dented hardcover was a precious object, certainly not something to be replaced with a new edition or, god forbid, an e-book. The books that were most precious to her were the volumes she collected on fairy tales, folk lore, ghost stories; anything that might conceivably have been told around a campfire, or in front of a warming stove. 
	One of the legends she particularly relished was the Wendigo, the origins of which, confusingly, seemed to come from several different Native American tribes. It was a spirit, she told me, consumed with the desire to eat human flesh, and it was said that a man could become one if he turned to cannibalism. Zoe had cheerfully shown me stories about men who, when faced with starvation, had slaughtered their entire families only to find they had developed a terrible addiction to “long pig”, even when potential starvation was far behind them. Always fascinated with the grisly, was my Zoe. 
	After she left, I started up this journal again, as a way to keep from feeling lonely I guess. I’ve erased some parts of it since, and rewritten others. I’m not sure it’s helping. 
There was a shower of shooting stars three nights ago. We could have watched them together.

19th November

This morning when I walked out to the cabin I thought I heard something moving in the bushes, keeping pace with me.
	Silly, isn’t it? But I walked a bit faster, all the same. There are big animals out here, going about their business, but we’ve never had any trouble from them. 
	The cabin is at the back of our property, just far enough away to be out of sight of the main house. I go out there to work because it’s so very quiet, and there’s no phone line or internet to distract me. Zoe used to laugh at me about that: “You need it even quieter than this?” she would say, gesturing to the four walls of our living room. She had a point. The house is set well back from the road with only a small wooden sign pointing to our drive. It’s very easy to miss. And when it’s snowing, like it has for the last two days, soft but continual, the whole world feels cocooned in a layer of soundproofing. 
	But I need to be alone to write, and I don’t think she ever really understood that aspect of me. That seems funny now. Almost.


20th November

I worked out at the cabin all afternoon, not stopping until my stomach started to rumble loudly. When I opened the door to head back to the house dusk had fallen and for the first time I felt afraid to walk home by myself. I’ve never been afraid of the dark, and I have a powerful electric torch at the cabin for those occasions when I have to make my way at night, but I stood at the door for a long time, just listening. What was I listening for?
	After Zoe left, I started dating. I don’t know, it was probably too soon, but I felt like I had to have that company again, just the warmth of another human being around. I met a woman at the supermarket on my weekly grocery shop. She was trawling through the magazines on the rack and giving quick little glances from under her eyelashes, like a bird sipping at water. I made some comment about the magazine she was browsing and she leapt right in there with “Say, aren’t you that famous writer that lives near here?”
	Her name was Jean, and I brought her up here after a little while, but we weren’t really compatible. Not in any long term sense, anyway. She wore these colourful silks scarves all the time, even at dinner. I saw her dip them accidently in her soup more than once.
	Zoe was never one for accessories. Despite her need to keep every sorry book she’d ever read, she was a relentlessly practical woman and would have turned her nose up at Jean’s scarves. Would have called them “airy fairy” and possibly would have made unkind comments about how older women used them to hide a saggy neck. For Zoe there was just a simple silver necklace with a teardrop pendant (I bought her that for her first anniversary, before I realised how much she scorned such adornments; she wore it for sentimental reasons, I think) and if she was feeling extravagant a squirt of perfume from her one and only bottle, a gift from her mother. It always smelled of apples to me, and sometimes I think I can still smell around the house, or even outside in the woods. 
	I don’t recall Jean wearing any perfume. 



November 21st

The snow was particularly heavy today, and I didn’t go out to the cabin to write. The flurries at the windows were too oppressive, too eager, so I spent a strange disjointed day reading and browsing the internet. At least four times I got up to check that the dial tone on the phone was still there. I don’t know why I did that.
	I met Eleanor online. She was probably too young for me and I should have been more responsible, but she had a way with words in her emails that had me checking my inbox over and over. We met up for the first time in Ed’s Diner in town, and she wore clean white slacks that showed off her slim figure, and her hair was tied up on top of her head in a simple ponytail. She had dimples, and was suddenly shy, and maybe I should have broken it off there and then but sometimes a man needs his ego flattered.
	I attempted to tease her about her namesake in The Haunting of Hill House, quite certain that if she were familiar with the sort of stories I wrote then she would have read it, but she had no idea what I was talking about. Instead she smiled politely and ordered more  waffles, rapidly changing the subject. 
	Eleanor didn’t last long at all. She didn’t like the house, got quite bent out of shape when I brought her up here for dinner. It was too quiet, she said, and started to look at me differently.
	There were noises outside again just now. Probably heavier snow shifting down through the tree branches, but it was worryingly close to the house. I wonder if I’ll get snowed in. 

November 22nd

The snow has stopped.  I’m writing this in the cabin now. Long ago I made it a rule that I would only write fiction in the cabin, but I can’t concentrate. Writers do enjoy giving ourselves all these daft rules that no one else would ever care about. It’s such a solitary occupation, and the only person you have to keep you in line is yourself.
	It was a hard slog getting here through the snow. In some places it came above my knees and I’d worked up a good sweat despite the cold before I got even halfway here. And then I heard crunching and crackling from the trees to my left. I stood still and listened, and the noises stopped, but when I started walking again, they came back. Whatever it was, it was moving slower than me I think, because I soon outdistanced it. I got to the cabin soaking wet and exhausted.
	And now something is moving around out there again. I looked out each of the windows but everything is still, black and white and brown like a child’s drawing of winter.
	I think I’ll go back before it gets dark.

November 23rd

When I woke up this morning there were smudges all over the living room windows. I can’t tell what it is, just looks like grease and dirt in no particular pattern. I try to imagine an animal, a moose perhaps, coming right up to the house and pressing its muzzle up to the glass but it just doesn’t fit. 
	Not long after we moved into this place, a bird flew into the big pane of glass on the front door. It collided so hard that it broke its own neck and managed to leave a large, unsightly crack in the glass. Zoe had rushed down to the door thinking someone was knocking and was beside herself when she found the small broken body on the door step. It’s funny really; she was such a hard arse about so many things, but show her a broken creature and she goes all to pieces. Quite erratic, when I think about it now. 
	Trudy was working in the library and I’ve no doubt she knew who I was straight away, but she was too reserved to come and talk to me. I would go in there and browse the fiction section, taking care not to look at any of my own titles and ignoring the newspapers, and I would watch her shelving books. She was very tall and sturdily built, her blond hair tied back in a no-nonsense plait. I liked to imagine she had some Viking blood in her somewhere. I started to take my choices up to the counter only when she was on duty and cautiously flirted with her. This was some weeks after Zoe had left and maybe I was getting into the rhythm of the whole business, or perhaps I just enjoyed the challenge. Either way, I think she was flattered by the attention.
	Trudy was hard work.
	I didn’t do any writing again today. The snow is falling softly, creating a haze of white that means I can’t see out the windows. But that’s alright; something’s moving out there again, and I don’t want to go out.
	I checked the back windows and there are smudges on them too.

November 25th

No entry yesterday. A storm came up out of nowhere and the phone line went down, and when darkness fell something banged its fists on the window frame.
	I’m thinking again about Zoe’s folklore and stories. When I look out into the blinding flurries I can see shapes out there that aren’t trees and I wonder how hungry the Wendigo is. Will it eat again? I can feel it waiting for me, in the pit of my stomach.
	There’s one way to be sure. But it can wait for the daylight. I can’t face it in the dark.

November 26th

 I bundled up into as many layers as I could pull on and set out with a determined step. I knew exactly where I was going of course, and I was very careful not to look to either side as I picked my way along the secret paths. The woods woke up at my movements, and there were rustlings on my left and right as I stomped through the snow.
	I came to the first half an hour later. It should have been hard to find, even for me, but there are some things that never leave your memory, no matter how desperately you might hope for it. The hole was half full of snow, of course, but it was so deep that the indentation in the ground was still obvious. I had been worried about animals, you see. You have to bury things deep out here or you’ll live to regret it.
	I laughed wildly at that, and pressed my gloved fingers to my mouth to stop those alien noises.
	Zoe, my love. Zoe, where have you gone?

I checked the others in a kind of daze. It must have been a four mile walk all in all, and my breath was whistling in and out of my lungs like a faulty bellows by the end of it, but I had to know for sure. Each was the same as Zoe’s; disturbed earth, hollow holes, claw marks in the soil. 
	I stumbled back to the house, and the shapes beyond the trees followed.

November 27th

Tonight I turned on the porch lights and watched from the front window.
	Zoe was the first to come, as I knew she would be. There’s very little left of her really, but even with most of her flesh eaten away by her own decomposing juices, I would know the shape of her face and the set of her shoulders anywhere. She crawled from between the trees, clawing through the snow and dirt with fingers that were little more than sharpened brown sticks. Her face was torn and gore-streaked with black holes where her eyes should be, but her mouth seemed full of angry life. Jaws hung open, her teeth bared to the night, and I could feel the rage coming off her in waves.
	She crawled right up to the porch, dragging her ruined legs behind her. Jean appeared then at the edge of the light, leaning heavily on the tree trunk next to her. The skin had peeled away from her face in a great sheet, leaving the angles of her skull bloody and raw, but she still wore a tattered silk scarf around her neck. Jean shuffled forward, her arms held out in front of her.
	Trudy and Eleanor came from the far left, together in death even though they had been unaware of each other in life. Eleanor looked even more childlike next to the sturdy Trudy, and she struggled forward on stick thin legs. She crashed uncertainly into a bush and I could see quite clearly how the cruel thorns tore through her greenish flesh, revealing something black and corrupt underneath. 
Trudy’s blond hair hung in rat’s tails on either side of her face, framing her gaping, hungry mouth. She was frighteningly quick, coming through the bushes and shrubs with real intent, not noticing nor caring how the foliage caught and sliced at her skin.
	They gathered in the light, and soon curled fists began to thump on the window frame.

Midnight

I’m putting this journal aside now, I think. In a minute I will open the front door and walk out into the dying dark. They are so hungry they scream with it, and I know only one thing that will satisfy it. I, of all people, should know that.

The Wendigo has had his fill, and now it’s their turn to eat.





