
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ladies of 
Queensville 

Women were treated 
like queens, but they 
had no idea what was 
in store for them! 

By Rachael Mann 
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Preface 

 

It is the beginning of summer and the trees have reached their 

peak. It was like any other Friday after work. I recently became a 

seamstress for the wife of the wealthy bank owner in the town. He 

owned everything. I was a war widow so I lived with my sister, her 

husband and their two small children. I have been living with them 

for almost six months now. I couldn’t afford transportation, but the 

town offered public transportation to women in need. I have been 

taking the bus for one month now.  

 

The story begins on the day the bus mysteriously leaves town to go 

into the country. I didn’t think anything of it. Perhaps it was 

picking up a new woman. I wasn’t going to complain about 

returning home promptly; you didn’t bite the hand that feeds you. 

Besides, the country was beautiful this time of year and I enjoyed 

the scenery very much. My sister was on holiday with her family, 

so no one would miss me at home anyway. We have been driving 

for almost half an hour now. The bus driver reassures us that 

everything was okay and that he must have taken a wrong turn 

somewhere. 

 

 

 

 



3 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter One 

 

It’s dark. I can’t see anything. I am playing the piano and I am 

smiling. The rest of the orchestra has joined me. I can faintly see 

the shimmering of silver flutes and trumpets pitter-pattering; the 

rat-tat-tat of the cymbals follow along as the progression of my 

symphony wisps through the brisk air. Bum-bum-bum goes the 

drums as the violins sing sweetly and softly to me. Hear it 

comes… my breathe is heavy, my heart is palpitating in my chest 

as the violins reach their climax… POP…. BANG! 

 

Suddenly I’m thrown back into reality when a plume of dust comes 

billowing in through the window as the bus scrapes against the arid 

dirt road. Stuck in the middle of the Country on a bus surrounded 

by strangers, I nervously looked around for answers. The bus 

driver was outside assessing the damage while the rest of the 

women sit in their seats anticipating the news. The tire is 

completely flat and we had no spare. The bus driver needs to walk 

to the nearest town. I glance out the window and see a sign: 

Queensville- 1 mile ahead. The bus driver tells us to sit still while 

he walks to town to get some help. Left to my own thoughts, I 

dozed off once more to finish my masterpiece. 
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It didn’t seem like long before the bus driver was back with a 

repairman from that town. I could see that the emergency tire was 

old and limp in age and wouldn’t last us the way home. The bus 

driver and repairman agreed that it best to go to Queensville and 

stay there until a new tire arrives. The women on the bus cackled 

back and forth when hearing the news of their dilemma. What 

more was to be done? We couldn’t make it home. We were stuck. 

 

Shortly after the bustling stopped, I could see the town up ahead. 

There was a rolling field of wheat on my right and an orchard on 

my left. It was a lovely town, very quaint. Gardens lined the dirt 

walkways, the church was pristine white. A bunch of school 

children ran by to play ball in a nearby field covered in a blanket of 

dandelions. 

 

The only hotel offered a place to stay for the women on the bus. It 

was old but elegant. Dark red drapery covered the lightless 

windows and the floor squeaked beneath my feet as I walked into 

the entrance. The driver informed us that the bus would not be 

fixed for at least another day but they would try to get a hold of our 

families to inform them of the circumstances. 

 

I looked around the room at disappointed faces only to hear 

whispers from the other ladies. I learned that night that we were all 

war widows with no one to worry about us. There has been many a 

woman who lost their love to the wars of man so it came as no 

surprise to be surrounded by women like me. Being on Holiday, 

my sister would not miss me so I must make the best of the 

situation; I moved on and headed to my room.  

 

The door of solid oak moved slowly across the floor as I walked in 

to the main room. A statuesque bed stood in the corner, with 

cumbersome bed linens covering the rickety post bed. An old chair 

sat in the corner, pounded by light, it wreaked of its former self. 

Dinner was arranged by the hostess and held promptly at dusk. 

Warm, soft bread filled the air, while roasted chicken filled my 

stomach. I slept well that night. 

 



5 

 

Morning came with the smell of breakfast. Grapefruit, French toast 

and poached egg. The bus driver informed us that the tire is on its 

way and we should be able to leave come morning. What more to 

do than to enjoy the little town and its quiet, relaxing atmosphere. I 

took it upon myself to stroll the grounds. It was quiet and peaceful. 

I found it odd that there wasn’t much going on today, a weekend 

day to relax I suppose. Still, there wasn’t much to do in this small 

town. I was able to borrow a book from the town’s only library and 

decided to visit that field I had seen upon our arrival. 

 

Engulfed in my romance novel, I was taken aback when a 

handsome young man interrupted my daydream. I was invited to 

the town’s annual Summer Festival, a night surely to be filled with 

fun and dancing. I hadn’t had any fun in a long while and was 

eager to go. 

 

As the sun was setting, I saw the other women gathered. All were 

laughing in anticipation of the night’s festivities and their 

handsome beau’s. It was surely to be a night they wouldn’t forget. 

 

Midnight had creeped up on me and the night was winding down. 

As my date walked me back to the hotel, I heard the cries of some 

night creature in the distance, perhaps a coyote or wolf, which 

wouldn’t be uncommon in the country. It was a little frightening 

but my escort assured me there was nothing to fear as they never 

come to town. I said my fair wells to the young gentleman, I 

headed to my chambers. I dreamed of dancing that whole night. 

 

In anticipation for going home, I ran downstairs for a quick 

breakfast and to pay homage to the wonderful hostess. The other 

women were there as well, all except for one. It was surprising to 

see that one of the ladies were missing. Maybe they were still 

asleep, over-exhausted from last night’s adventure. To be sure, one 

other lady visited her room only to return in dismay- the bed had 

never been touched, suggesting she never came back to the hotel 

the eve before.  
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Just then the bus driver came in and brought news. The tire hadn’t 

arrived yet, and it would be at least another nights stay before we 

were able to leave. While the thought of one of the ladies missing 

was certainly unsettling to me, I was selfishly enjoying myself and 

since the hostess informed them not to worry as the town would do 

their best to find the missing lady, I decided to enjoy the extra stay. 

 

I hadn’t had this much fun since my husband had left for the war. 

And with news that he wasn’t returning, this unexpected holiday 

was a needed escape for me. I was treated wonderfully by the 

town’s people… people cared about me and made me feel 

special… like a queen! 
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Chapter 2 

 

Mid day came and I was once again visited by the young man. We 

went for a stroll through the fields and enjoyed a quiet book by the 

hotel’s fireplace. The next morning, I noticed that there were only 

three ladies whom I met for breakfast. Maybe the rest couldn’t wait 

for the bus to be fixed and found someone in the town to drive 

them home. No news of the first missing lady. They were all 

strangers so I was not one to inquire as to one another’s 

whereabouts so I continued on my way. Besides, we are going 

home today for sure. 

 

That evening I met with my handsome friend for one last 

rendezvous before I was to head back home to my normal life. I 

was actually going to miss this town… and miss my new friend. 

Perhaps I will find myself back here again one day. We parted 

ways and I headed back to the hotel to wait for the bus driver.  

 

I didn’t see the other women nor did the driver appear. Upon 

inquiry with the hostess, I was told that the bus driver had not 

come by the hotel all day. I was a bit confused: no one was around. 

Hours passed by and I sat alone in the dining hall, soup getting 

cold, waiting for someone to show. 
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Not thinking I’d see him again, I was surprised to see my beau 

standing in the doorway waiting for me. As I explained the 

situation, he invited me for a moonlight stroll so that I may ease 

my mind of the events. As we were walking in the moonlight, a 

scream cut through the night’s crisp air. The man reassured me that 

everything was alright. We walked in the direction of the scream to 

investigate, but after several minutes of searching, we found 

nothing. The man told me it was probably my imagination getting 

the best of me with all that has happened earlier in my stay. He 

was probably right though as I was scared, we walked back to the 

hotel and I said my good-byes once more. 

 

The next morning, I saw three of the women sitting at a table and 

asked them why no one showed up for the bus. They acted as if 

they didn’t know what I was talking about and continued eating 

their breakfast. When I questioned the hostess about the previous 

nights happenings, she didn’t tell me anything and said there was 

nothing to worry about. I was getting worried but I didn’t know 

what to do. Maybe I was over-thinking everything. Maybe I was 

the one who was acting strange. I didn’t know what to do.  

 

Sitting there, I contemplated about finding another way to leave 

instead of waiting for the bus driver to make his appearance since 

it had been almost a week; surely people back home would start to 

wonder about me. My sister was to return from holiday tomorrow 

and would be worried if I were not there. I had to find a way home. 

 

The bus driver finally walks in and informs us that the tire has 

arrived and we will be leaving come nightfall, I was very happy to 

hear this. That scream scared me straight and I didn’t want to be on 

this holiday anymore. 
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Chapter 3 

 

I decided to stay at the hotel for the remainder of the day and wait 

for the bus to arrive. As I headed to my room, I bumped into one of 

the ladies. She said that she was invited to a party at an abandoned 

farm building in the middle of the woods. I and the young man 

were also invited. The lady went running ahead in anticipation. 

Perhaps she had forgotten that we are to leave that night?  

 

Awakened to a knock at my room door, the hostess brought news 

that the bus was waiting for us downstairs. I looked outside and 

night had already fallen. I must have slept longer than I had hoped. 

How exciting to finally be able to leave. I quickly gathered my few 

belongings and ran outside. The bus wasn’t there. Perhaps it is on 

its way. I decided to sit and wait on the stoop. As I waited, I 

wondered where the other women were. Was I the only one eager 

to return home? Perhaps they enjoyed how well they were being 

treated here that they decided to stay for there was nothing to go 

home to?  

 

Shortly after this thought I saw what looked to be one of the ladies 

in the distance. Maybe she was returning from the party. I tried 

getting her attention to let her know the bus was going to arrive 

any minute but the figure kept walking then disappeared into the 

woods. As I sat there waiting, a scream jutted through the air. It 

was followed by howling cries of that night creature. This time I 

wanted to find out if it was my imagination or not so I headed 

towards the woods. 
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I start running towards more screams. As I enter the woods, I am 

jolted to the ground. As I push my way up, I see a shadow floating 

in the trees in front of me. I start heading towards it. As I get 

closer, I realize that it isn’t a shadow. A scream pierces the 

woods… not anyone else’s but my own horrifying shutter. 

Hanging in front of me was the missing women from the first night 

here. As I turned to run away, I was circled by figures running 

through the trees. I screamed for them to show themselves. It gets 

quiet. Suddenly this creature lunges at me and I start to run. It got 

closer and closer… I trip as it grabs my ankle and I come falling 

down to the cold hard ground. 

 

I feel a trickle of blood run down my forehead. It must have 

happened when I tripped. I tried reaching to wipe it off but I am 

stuck. My wrists are tied and I find myself slewed over a tree 

branch. I look around me and find that there are three other women 

tied up as well. All unconscious and bleeding.  

 

The same creature that attacked me approached one of the women 

and yanked her off the branch. It was wearing tattered clothes. I 

started wondering what kind of being this could be… and why it 

would be wearing clothing? Suddenly the creature turned and 

looked at me. I froze in its cold, crystal gaze as the tall hairy beast 

poised in the twilight. The eyes, mysteriously familiar, shined like 

the moonlight yet pierced my soul like a sword. I gasped from the 

horrific sight – the face was human-like with a pale glow to a 

leathery, grey skin. As the creature smelled the air, I could see the 

nostrils flaring – a boney ridge extended from the forehead to the 

top of the snake-like nose. I could see that the beast had sharp 

protruding tusks, like a wild boar, with teeth as long as my slender 

fingers and as sharp as a knife – clearly I was staring at a possessed 

and monsterous creature. With a snarl that made me cringe, the 

beast ran off into the night with the women slung over the short, 

bristly shoulder. I had to find a way out of this… but how? 
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Chapter 4 

 

 

I looked around and saw, laying just a few feet away from me, a 

pitch fork leaning up against the door of a barn. It was bloody. If 

these beasts were not going to stop at that poor lady, I needed to 

find a way to escape. As I twisted and turned, the knot tying my 

hands together became increasingly loose as the blood from my 

head moistened the rope enough for me to wiggle free. I heard the 

beasts howling in the distance and felt my time running short. Soon 

enough one will return and find me escaping. Minutes of effort and 

I set myself free as I collapse to the ground.  

 

Pain radiated from my ankle. I must have twisted it from my 

earlier struggle with the beast. With a hobble, I started heading 

towards the pitch fork as the creature’s cries grew nearer. One last 

stretch and I can grab it. Suddenly I am shoved aside by a figure in 

the dark. It wasn’t one of the creatures. A shaggy figure stood 

before me. It was the hostess from the hotel.  
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I began calling to her for help but the woman stood there and 

started laughing. I reached for the pitch fork again and grasped it in 

my bloody hands. I lunged at the old woman and stabbed her in the 

chest. She went falling to the ground. I pulled the pitch fork out 

and started heading towards the town. I hear laughing and turn 

around as the woman grabs me by my hair and swings me to the 

ground. We both reach for the pitch fork and I get flung against the 

barn, pitch fork in hand. The old woman reaches for the pitch fork 

and thrusts me forward trying to free it from my hands.  

 

I manage to stab her in the heart but she laughs and flings me in 

the air. She isn’t dying. I can’t escape. Suddenly she kicks me to 

the ground and I lie there in pain and defeat. I hear snarling in the 

background as she raises the pitch fork in the air. I see blood on the 

pitch fork shimmering from the light of the morning dawn as I 

close my eyes to accept my fait. 
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Chapter 5 

 

A sheriff pulls into the quiet town of Queensville and enters the 

only hotel. He speaks with the owner of the hotel, an old woman. 

He asks her if the town folk had known anything about a group of 

missing women last seen on the transit bus, which never came back 

to the city. 

 

The hostess was shocked by this news and proceeded to tell the 

sheriff that no one in town has heard anything regarding the 

women and she hopes that they were okay. As the sheriff was 

leaving, he asked the hostess how they are able to survive out here 

in the Country without easy access to food.  

 

The women was happy to show the sheriff a fully stocked chicken 

coop for meat and eggs, as well as a field full of wheat and an 

orchard full of apples. This is what we live off, she says. 

 

The sheriff smiled, thanked the women for her time and continued 

on his way. 
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About the Story 

 

This short story was created from one specific dream. It was so 

interesting that I decided to test it out. I chatted online with a friend 

and had told them that I decided to watch a scary movie the night 

before. I started to describe it. They were very much intrigued by 

the story. They said they wanted to rent it. I told them that I didn’t 

know what happened at the end of it. No, I didn’t fall asleep or turn 

it off, I woke up. They were very much surprised and shocked, and 

a little confused. What do you mean you woke up? They were 

amazed that I was able to recall so vividly what had happened and 

wanted to know if I’d try to get it turned into a book or Screenplay. 

I thought about it and decided that I could start writing short stories 

of my dreams. 

 

 


