                                                         Hidden Secrets
                                                                      Part 1
  It was the fortnight, approximately the middle of the month. The moon was shining in the dark clear sky. Silence was heard in the air... Nothing was heard but a lonely owl voice. All the people of the "Uphill" town were staying at their small huts. . Even their fires were extinguished. They knew they must not go out that day; it was the full moon night.
  The "Uphill" was a small remote town, a peaceful quiet one, by siding a huge dark forest. Moreover, as the "Uphill" already lied at a relatively high place, it is a little bit colder there, but the one could never have a clearer view of the moon and the stars anywhere else.
  Down in the forest... With eyes wide open, she was waiting above between the branches of the trees. It seemed as if all animals and birds escaped the place, even the creepy owl voice was not there anymore. That silence... it became too quiet to the extend of being noisy somehow. The full moon seemed as if it was watching the surroundings, too, when suddenly, a sound of an angry roar echoed, thrilling the branches around.
  "No! I mustn't let him escape this time!" She began to run as fast as she could, following the breaking branches sounds, which seemed like the sound of quickly running footsteps, smashing the grass and the dry yellow leaves beneath. Minutes later, the noise suddenly faded out, leaving behind nothing but silence and a cold breeze blow in the place.
  Stopped in her place, trying to hold in her rapid distracted breath, looking around with eyes sparkling out of anger. "NO!" She lost his trace again, ending at the same stage she ended at a month ago… Yes, it began to seem impossible to reveal his identity.
  Slowly walking around, looking at everything surrounding her. The trees were dressed in scratches... the strange looking footsteps traces on the ground... the blood spots everywhere, but there is no dead body. Everything was the same of every fortnight.
  She tried too many times to tell the people of the town about what was happening downhill, and that the mysterious disappearance of somebody from the "Uphill" every mid-month must had a strong relation with that creature, but... who might believe a young teenager?! She did not even know his shape!
  "Crazy Carrie" this was her designation between the people of the town. They kept on thinking of her as the lonely mentally ill teenager, they kept on not getting closer and fearing her, although she was not more than a broken-hearted beautiful young teenager. They never tried to know what it feels like to be downtrodden and alone all the time from the people she never hated or harmed. They never tried to take a deep look into her torturing past. They never tried to guess what it feels like to lose her mother in a very young age, and not to even know whether if she had a father or not. They never tried to stop smothering her, and leave her to live peacefully. They never knew it was too hard for her not to cry every day and night when she recognizes that her few memories of her mother are vanishing too fast, and that sooner or later, what would remain from them is nothing more than the dry tears and a scar of a lost love.
  The sun began to rise, while Carrie was still waiting there for that creature to come again, but he did not. She went back to the town, and into the bakery. "Excuse me; I want two loaves of bread, please." "Do you have money?" the baker asked her with a derogatory look on her dirty clothes. "Yes, sir." She replied, getting a small wallet out of her pocket, giving him some money. "Here you're, sir." "O.K. wait here." "O.K." she replied, seeing him going in to bring her what she wanted. She looked around her, but her eyes fell on a knife on the table in front of her. She got her hand out of her pocket, touching the knife... then she held it. "No one cares for me... it doesn't even matter for them whether if I died or lived." She thought, but seeing the bakery coming again made her put the knife back on the table. "Here you are." "Thank you, sir." She took the bag from him and went out, returning home.
  She was cooking in the kitchen when she suddenly heard a voice coming from the back. "Carrie, put your hands up in the air so we can see them." "What?" she looked behind her put she found a gun directed right to her head. "I said: put your hands in the air!" "What's going on?" she said, seeing another police officer holding her hands behind her back and enchaining them with handcuffs. "You're charged with a killing crime. You'd better be quiet; anything you say could be used against you in the court." Lost for words, she entered the police car.
  After waiting for about half an hour in the detention room, someone got in. "Could you please tell me what the hell is going on?" she said with loosed patience. "Just calm down first." "How do you want me to calm down while I'm being accused of killing someone? I don't even know him!" she said. "It's the baker." "What?" "The baker, he was found dead in his shop, and beside him, there was a knife with only your fingerprints on it." "I don't understand anything! I want a lawyer!" "Well, unfortunately, there isn't anybody accepting to take your case, except me actually, being obliged to do so by the order of the government. Moreover, to be honest, your case is hopeless. But, I'll do my best in order not to make you go to jail." She kept on looking at him, unbelieving what was happening... "You must be kidding me! THIS IS A FARCE!"
  In the court... "Quiet please." The bored looking judge said. "It's the second sitting from Carrie Jonathan's case about killing Nicholas Jackson, the baker. We declare her as guilty, and we exile her forever out of the "Uphill" town to the forest. The case is over."
  About three weeks passed by... Carrie was still building a small hut from wood. Then, she returned to her tent, willing she would continue building it the next day.
  She suddenly opened her eyes, holding the blanket with sweaty hands. There was a sound... a snarl... Something is looming outside. The tent began to open... a shadow appeared on the ground, and then... it was gone. Carrie tried to catch her breath, standing and walking slowly towards outside... Creepy silence spread in the place. Then there was a sudden sound came from above. "GOD!" she was surprised looking up, but it was just an owl. She breathed out with comfort. But suddenly, she felt a heavy creature jumping on her back and biting her shoulder harshly. Screaming in vain, she fell to the ground, unconscious.
  Opening her eyes to find herself lying outside, in a dark area of the forest, but the full moon could be seen shining high in the sky. She was feeling so much better. She touched the wound... it was gone! Nevertheless, she felt something strange... it was like smooth hair, just like fur. She was surprised. But, suddenly, there was a snarl coming from the back. She quickly looked back to find a strange creature... like a wolf and a human at the same time! "Oh my God! A..." she was lost for words. His eyes sparkled as if he was smiling, and said "Yes, a werewolf. Make yourself at home; you became from us now, right Carrie?"  
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