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To K. D. 
Thank you for listening. 
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Chapter 6 

‘Of deaths put on by cunning, and forc’d cause’ – the Lost 
Hours 

 
 
The mystery of why the murders took place has haunted local historians for centuries, and it 

is likely that it will continue to do so.  What we are told now falls in into the darkness of legend, 
when facts merge into folklore.  For the helpfulness of the reader, I shall attempt to place you 
back in time, to witness the event as it unfolds.  You have been warned. 
 

The Legend 
 
 
It had just turned 4.30 pm, and dusk was upon the hill shadowing Brass Farm in a splash of 

red and orange tones.  In the sky, the moon was already out, and was in its first quarter.  The 
house looked unnatural in the setting sun.  The air was dense, cold and quiet.   
Andrew had just set the horse and cart together so that his master and mistress could visit 

Ferryhill in order to make the final arrangements for the coming wedding of their elder daughter 
Jane who has to be married in a week’s time.  John, his master told Andrew to attend to the oxen 
before he was to turn in.  An apprentice’s work never stopped, even though his master was away 
from his house. 
A few hours past whilst Andrew attended to the oxen.  The barn was freezing, and dark, and 

there was only a small candle to light his way.  This year’s weather had been so dreadful, and 
Andrew was feeling the pinch, in his mind, his body, and his soul. 
As he struggled along, he began to notice that the flame of the candle he held began to shudder 

violently, as if there was a wind passing through the barn, yet Andrew could not feel anything 
except for the bitter night cold.  Then he began to feel it, an intense cold, colder than he was 
used to.  He noticed too that the barn grew darker, darker than what it usually was, even in the 
darkest of nights.  His gaze returned to the candle flame, which turned blue for a split second 
and went out.  He was alone, scared, and wondering what was next.  He then heard two men in 
the darkness saying “hear ye, them bairn’s all alone.” 
“Aye, they are.”  
“What do thou think?  Kill ym?  
“Aye, let’s kill ym.”  
“Kill all, kill all, kill all, kill all, kill all.” 
He tried to penetrate the darkness, to find his way out to investigate who was speaking, and 

then it dawned on him.  The voices were not coming from outside the barn; they were speaking 
within, and worse, inside him.  Andrew tried in vain to ignore them, but his head growled, and 
the voices growled louder.  “Kill ym, kill ym all.  Kill ym. Kill ym all.  Kill all.  Kill all. Kill ym all!” 
He tried to whistle to control himself and his fears, but the voices continued unabated.  At 

last, he shouted in vain, “No!!! Get thee behind ye, Satan!” and tried to remember the Lord’s 
Prayer. “Our Father, who art in...” 
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“Hell.” One voice finished his sentence.   
Andrew stood dead in his tracks.  He spoke of Satan and he had replied.  He was terrified, but 

amazed, “Is thou the…?” 
“Devil”, The other voice acknowledged, deeply. 
Andrew began to tremble, and his voice broke as he spoke “What does thou want?” 
“Thou knows what.  Thou master’s family has made thou ill.  Be not afraid.  Do it.  Do it.  Do 

it.  Kill all.  Kill all.  Kill all!” the voices commanded. 
“Yes”, Andrew stared in a daze, a darkness creeping inside him.  He left the barn, took two 

small axes from the wall just outside the barn door, and slowly walked towards the house.  In the 
distance, a dog started howling. 
 

* 
 
The youngest child Elizabeth was asleep, yet the elder siblings Jane and John were still up in 

the sister’s bedroom.  The bedroom candles were still ablaze with light.  The events of the day 
had not left them weary, and instead Jane was talking with her brother. 
“My dear sister,” said John, “I cannot believe that within a week, thou will be married and 

gone from this place.” 
“Aye, I will be wed, I am looking forward to the event”, replied Jane, “But I will not be far 

from thee.” 
“T’is just…. father is getting older, and thou has always helped him with the farm business.  

Thou are the smart one.” 
“Thou art too,” consoled Jane.  “Thou has shown a great interest in our father’s work, when 

thou puts one’s mind to it.” 
“But t’is numbers and stock, and grain and wages. I have no mind to calculate these matters.” 
“Dear brother, these things are really none important in the grand scheme of things.” Jane 

replied.  “T'is love that is important.  The rest will simply fall into place.  Besides, I will not be 
far, and still help dear father with these issues, and then when I am with child, we could arrange 
to hire a man to do undertake the accounts for us.” 
They both laughed.  Jane had always been the smart one in the family, and her wit and humour 

always calmed the rest of her family down.  It was her gift.  Her brother John really didn’t seem 
to notice it before, as he was envious of her power, but now he saw it in her, and he was pleased 
and happy.  It would seem at last that everything was glorious and right between them.   
Their conversation trailed off when they started hearing noises coming from outside.  They 

both walked to the window, and stared out into the darkness beyond.  They could see nothing, 
but they could hear it.  The farm animals were making a commotion and seemed disturbed by 
something in their midst.  A neighbour’s dog was howling.  In the distance, a nearby church bell 
began to strike the hour. 
“Jane, what be maketh this happen?” John worryingly said to his sister. 
“I knoweth not”, replied Jane, looking back to her brother, and then starring back to the 

window. 
At that moment, a door banged open from down stairs, and the flames of the bedroom candles 

began to shudder violently by the sudden cold. 
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They heard a scraping noise coming up the stairs, followed by a voice, a known voice.  “Johnny, 
Jany, Johnny, Jany. Be thee happy, Be thee merry?”  They could hear Andrew’s voice coming up 
the stairs, but it sounded different, mocking and high pitched. “If thou seeth a devil coming, 
runeth away, thou’d better hurry.” 
John walking slowly outside the bedroom door, taking a candle with him, his hand trembling 

and his heart fluttering.  “Stay here”, he quietly whispered back to Jane in the room.  Trying 
hard to see in the dark passage in front of him, the candlelight caught the steel of a large blade, 
and the known voice spoke “John, thou will get what thou has done unto me.” 
Rushing back into the room, John commanded his sister to help him secure the door, as 

Andrew rushed towards it.  They had no time to place anything hard against their side of the 
room; their bodies were their only hope.  Andrew was screaming on the other side, his voice filled 
with hate.   
“Andrew, what has us done onto thou”, shouted Jane through the door.  
There was no reply.  They realised there was no time trying to reason with him, for he would 

not listen.   
Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! 
The sound vibrated though the door onto their shoulders, their bodies, through their souls.  

They were terrified.  Andrew had an axe, and if he could not get passed the door, he would take 
the door down with him. 
Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! 
Elizabeth woke up with a start.  Seeing the danger suddenly in front of her, her own dear 

brother and sister trying to resist the violence behind the bedroom door, she began to sob.  Jane 
spoke quickly, glancing towards her.  “Eliza, thou’ll be fine as long as we’re here.”  Andrew’s 
voice, the voice that Elizabeth knew all too well, chuckled behind the door. 
“He is not yielding.  He is possessed!” cried John to his sister.  “He must stop soon, the door 

is strong, and together we are stronger”, replied Jane, hoping to give her brother and herself 
courage. 
Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! 
Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! 
Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! 
The constant onslaught to the door worried John, “Andrew!” he screamed though the 

emerging cracks, “when ye master gets home, thou will not see the morn.” 
“I think THOU will not”, was the automatic reply.  “I careth not for my master, and I careth 

not for THOU.” The pounding to the door became stronger. 
Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!   Crunch! 
“Oh, ye God!” Jane screamed, “ye door’s failing.  Brother, put all ye strength into it.” John 

and Jane pushed with all their might to keep the door still.  The hinges begin to move.  “I fear 
that this be ye end for us”, John wailed. Instantly, the door moved inwards, the doorframe was 
weakened and the hinges had been severed. “OH YE GOD!!!” the pair cried in vain.  Jane was 
suddenly struck with a thought.  She moved her left hand out to where the hinges had been, 
making a makeshift bolt between the door and the doorframe. 
One blow of the axe, and the flesh and bones in Jane’s arm broke.  Jane screamed as the pain 

shot through her body.  In an attempt to bring aid to his sister, John suddenly and without 
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thought moved away from the door, and Andrew broke in, crashing the door down to the floor.  
He got hold of Jane and sent her flying backwards across the length of the room. 
“What hast thou done to my sister!” John screamed. The children had always had their sibling 

rivalry, but none of them considered physical harm to each other.  John managed to stand up 
away from Jane with remarkable fury in his eyes, his body, and his mouth.  “I have always hated 
thou Johnny, but this time, there be no more taunting of me.”  The act of violence against his 
own flesh and blood was enough to claim physical assault against a man who had dared to harm 
one of them.   
John was on Andrew like a flash, kicking, punching, biting, scraping, and ensuring any sort of 

harm that would put the mad man down.  However, years of doing odd jobs and working on the 
farm had made Andrew stronger than John had wished for, and so, Andrew fought back, and John 
was knocked cold by the steady blow of his hand.  John hit the floor hard. His head hurt, the room 
was spinning and he felt sick.  He tried to glance up.  The last thing that John attempted to see 
was Andrew bringing up his arms backwards; see the glint of something metallic, and the bringing 
down of the axe upon the top of his head.   
Clunk. Jane and Elizabeth screamed. 
Jane tried to move herself across the floor towards her dear brother but her hand and body 

failed her.  She was in too much pain.  “Andrew, thou’s a monster!” she screamed up at him.  
Andrew came towards her, bent down, grabbed her by her neck, and pushed her head against the 
wall.  With his other hand, he went to his pocket, and brought out a small knife.  He flicked the 
blade towards her.  “A monster?” he sneered.  “Thou have more love than they care to share, more 
love than me.  I, who can never marry while in servitude, whilst thou flaunt yourself in the town.  
Thou should be ashamed.”  He smiled.  “Thou will never marry like I.”  With this, as his left 
hand was pressed against her, his other hand struck the blade in tight.  
Jane’s body withered and contorted on the floor.  Andrew pulled the knife out.  Blood splurged 

out of the neck wound.  Jane finally stopped moving. Andrew placed the knife back into his 
pocket, a trophy. 
Elizabeth who sat on her bed the whole time was too shocked and too scared to move, let alone 

speak.  She knew that if she had moved or spoken out in his wild temper, she would suffer.   
Andrew stood up from Jane’s body, breathing heavily.  He dazed down on the bodies of the 

brother and sister, his face twisted.  They deserved it, he thought.  Minutes passed and Andrew 
was still starring down upon them.  Elizabeth dared not move, but a rustle of her bed sheets woke 
Andrew from his daze.  He came towards her, and went for her hair, pushing and pulling her head 
like a rag doll. 
“Andrew, please let me be,” sobbed the little girl.  “Thou art my friend.  I have never harmed 

thou.”  Some humanly feeling returned to Mills, and he let go of her.  Elizabeth continued. “I 
will give thou everything of mine.  My toys, my father’s sugar, bread or butter from the larder.  
Anything thou wish.” 
“Thank thee”, replied Andrew. “I will not harm thee, I promise.”   He moved away from 

Elizabeth, and walked out of the bedroom.  “I’ll leave here, never t’return.” Elizabeth was still 
on her bed, afraid to run. 
“TRAITOR!” a fearful voice screamed.  He looked back at Elizabeth but he knew it was not 

she.  It was the same voice he heard earlier.   He went to the passage to look. In the dark, he saw 
a hideous creature that could only have visited him in his worst nightmares. His mouth flung 
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open.  A beast of a creature, It’s head was the shape of a wolf, the eyes a fiery red.  The body 
resembled that on an eagle, and was lifted by two misshapen stag-like legs.  The most prominent 
feature was its enormous wings that took the whole space of the hallway.  It spoke with an 
unchristian croak.  
“Oh, ye God”, Andrew whimpered. 
“Andrew, thou a traitor to me.  Thou master’s family hast given you nothing, yet you leave 

this thing be”, screamed the beast. 
“The thing thou say is my friend”, replied Andrew. 
“Thou hast no friends.  I WARNED THOU.” 
“Please no….” Andrew stood, his glaze transfixed to the glowing fiery eyes in front of him.  
The thing began to chant. “Go back thou hateful WRETCH.  Resume thy cursed KNIFE. 

I long to view more BLOOD. Spare not the young one’s LIFE. Kill all, Kill all, Kill all, Kill all, Kill 
all, Kill all, Kill all, Kill all, Kill all, Kill all, Kill all” 
The relenting of the voice would not stop.  Andrew tried desperately to put his hands over his 

ears, but he could still hear the ghastly words.   
“Aaaahhhhhhhhhhh,” he screamed.  Picking up his axe, he returned to the room where 

Elizabeth remained.  She was not on her bed.  He glanced round the room, fuming.  The 
flickering candle caught the shadow of the young girl’s hand.  Of course, she had moved under 
it.   
“Where art thou, Lizzy?” He mocked, swinging the axe back and forth. 
His feet reached the bedpost.  “GET YE OUT OF BED!” Andrew bellowed down to the 

mattress.  There was no reply.  “IF THOU WILT NOT, I WILL!”  Andrew knelt down, 
grabbed the girl by her leg, and pushed her out of the bed towards him. 
“Andrew, please”, screamed the girl looking up at him. 
“Shut thou up!” returned Andrew.  Elizabeth placed her hands on the top of her head, as 

Andrew once again brought the cold wood up, and then the hard steel down. 
“Andrew, ple---“ 
“Rraaaawwwwwhhhhhh!!!!!!!” 
Clunk.   
Clunk.   
Clunk.   
Clunk.   
Clunk.   
Finally, Andrew stopped, the end of the axe pointed to the floor, but the handle still remained 

tight in his hand.  It would seem that the fire within him was gone.  He looked around him.  The 
room and its occupants were a figureless, frightful mess.  No words could describe what he had 
done.   
He looked to his once young friend; her brains were splattered from her.  She did not move.  

Nothing inside him moved him emotionally to the once happy times he had shared with her.   He 
neither smiled nor frowned.  Nothing.   
He glanced towards the elder children.  “Jany, ye most beautiful women I have ever met, yet 

ye flaunted thyself in front of me with another man’.  The heat built up.  “How dareth thou?” he 
thought.  He turned in disgust to John.  “Thou were a BASTARD TO ME!” he screamed down 
to the thing below, its wild eyes staring back at him, unmoving.   
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Andrew thought he heard the return of the brother’s voice.  “Thou’s the bastard, Andrew”, 
the open eyes mocking said back.  With this final remark, whether Andrew had just heard it or it 
was from the failing corpse, he was not sure, but it created another huge spark inside him, and 
he brought the axe up and down to finish his tormentor’s life. 
Clunk.    Chunk.   Clunk. 
Clunk.    Chunk.   Clunk. 
Clunk.    Chunk.   Clunk. 
Clunk.    Chunk.   Clunk. 
Clunk.    Chunk.   Clunk. 
Clunk.    Chunk.   Clunk. 
He looked at the other bodies.  He was sure that they too were dead, but the faces seemed alive.  

The problem was that these faces were not those he knew when they were alive, but faces of 
demons, laughing at him, mocking him… 
He went round the room with the knife and axe, pushing the blades up and down, up and down, 

up and down in their faces, numerous times until the demons were no more. 
Clunk.    Chunk.   Stab… Stab… 
Clunk.    Chunk.   Stab… Stab… 
Clunk.    Chunk.   Stab… Stab… 
Clunk.    Chunk.   Stab… Stab… 
Clunk.    Chunk.   Stab… Stab… 
Clunk.    Chunk.   Stab… Stab… 
Clunk.    Chunk.   Stab… Stab… 
He began to feel ill; the smell of blood was upon him and around him. He dropped the axe, 

crashing it to the floor.  He unconsciously put the knife back in his trousers.  The blades and 
handles were sticky red.  He looked like he had worked in a slaughterhouse or a butcher’s shop. 
The last thing he remembered was him running though the passage, down the stairs, springing 

out of the front door, and screaming, screaming, screaming, to the ready, consuming darkness of 
the world outside. 
 

 


