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Aylmerton Shrieking Pits 

 

Chapter i  

 

“Why are you going down this way?” Kate said as Andy turned off the main road. He drove 

down a narrow back road, through the countryside, shifting his wide, six-foot frame in the smaller seat 

of Kate’s car. He snorted a sigh. 

“I thought your Dad said something about the main Norwich road having roadworks,” he said, 

“Didn’t want to get held up, it’s late enough already.”  

Kate couldn’t remember her Dad saying anything, and it certainly wasn’t that late, but then 

she couldn’t remember much of the strained conversations that had followed her Aunt Pat’s supposedly 

amusing comment, which had hastened their decision, well Andy’s decision, to leave the family get 

together at her mother’s house by the coast, earlier than planned.  

Relatives had come from afar to see Kate and Andy’s nine-month-old son Samuel for the first 

time. Aunt Pat had meant her words as a joke, something many a new father had heard in jest. 

“Little Sammy doesn’t look much like you, does he?” she’d said. A few people had chuckled 

along, but not Andy, nor Kate’s parents, and certainly not Kate. Kate hadn’t known what to say in the 

immediate silence that followed so she’d changed the subject. 

“Where did you get your hair done Pat?” she’d blurted out, and the conversation quickly moved 

on. 

She hadn’t protested when Andy said they were leaving. She felt more than happy to be out of 

the discomfort of her mother’s house, though in the silence of the car, her thoughts raced, and she 

hoped Andy wasn’t dwelling on Aunt Pat’s words. 

Andy drove too fast for the width of the road. Kate wished he’d kept to the main road and not 

taken this backwater route.   

He was due in his office early in the morning and Kate was due to continue maternity leave 

with Samuel. Her nursing career could wait. These were the golden years ahead with the little one, her 

little miracle.  

She checked on him. Still sleeping.  
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The sunlight faded in the early spring evening as they passed the sign for Aylmerton and then 

a round towered church as cottages gave way to fields and hedges, such was the small size of the village.  

“You sure you know where you’re going?” Kate asked. 

Andy glanced her way. 

“You want to drive?” he said, though she knew even if she said yes, they wouldn’t swap places.  

They came to a three-way junction with a strange stone cross and drove slowly to read the signs 

pointing in all directions; Metton, Gresham, Sustead, but nothing that indicated which way would take 

them to the Norwich road and the thirty-mile drive back home from the coast.  

“These are no bloody help,” Andy said. 

“Jesus Andy, just turn back and go along the main road. This isn’t the time for your manly 

direction instincts you go on about.” 

Andy though, went left. “This way, I’m sure.”  

The road ahead narrowed even more than the previous one. 

Andy pulled into a cutaway purposely created to let oncoming vehicles pass and their car came 

to a halt. No other cars seemed oncoming, but Andy stayed put. 

“There’s no cars coming,” said Kate, keen to get back to the main road.  

“I thought I saw something, a tractor around the bend up ahead,” he said. 

Out of her window Kate could see through the hedgerows across fields, the silhouette of the 

church blending into the background. The bare fields awaited spring growth, though they were pocked 

with darker patches where the fields seemed to dip into shallow craters.  

While they waited, Samuel started to stir, but as Kate turned her head to check on him, she 

thought she saw something in the field. She jerked her head to look out again; what was that? It looked 

like a figure, dressed in pale clothes, but it faded out as quickly as it appeared. 

Before Kate could point this figure out to Andy a voice came screeching from the fields. Kate 

held her ears and turned to Samuel, but he seemed unalarmed and didn’t wake. Andy started to pull 

out of the cutaway, as if he heard nothing. 

Then it came again, this time a shrieking that started a panic in Kate’s chest.  

“Andy, stop the car!” 

He looked at her, puzzled, but after she added an expletive, he pulled over on what small verge 

there was next to the hedgerow. 
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“What?” he said, clearly unimpressed. 

“Don’t you hear that?” Kate said. He must hear it. It rang out, distorted. 

Andy looked perplexed. 

Kate wound down the window in the hope he would hear better, but while the sound caused 

her head to throb, Andy clearly heard nothing. 

“That screaming, that woman, you don’t hear it?” For it was a woman, Kate was sure, even 

through the distortion. 

Andy looked out over the field. 

“I don’t know what the hell you are talking about,” he said. 

The noise stopped as suddenly as it had started. Kate’s heart pounded in the silence, and before 

she realised, she stood outside the car, squeezed through the hedge, and walked into the field. 
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