
A FEAR GREATER THAN BEASTS 
“Guardian Angels come in different forms,” Lany used to say often as our feet 

swung back and forth over the prickly grass below the swing. “Sometimes,” Arty’s elder 
sibling would sigh up into the sky, “Sometimes they come as beasts, and other times as 
a feeling of softness ruffling through your hair whilst the winds passed you by.” 

Arty asked, breaking the silence like the drop of a pin, “Where’s mine?” hope 
shining bright in the child’s gaze. 

Lany jumped off the seat, the faintest crunch of the gardens vegetation silenced 
as the winds whirled up with vigor. “Do you want me to give you one?” they asked 
meekly, their rough fingertips caressing the brown plastics adhesives and scattered over 
Arty’s face, gingerly running over their tiny siblings cloth covered skin. 

“Yes!” Arty cheered with shining eyes. 

Lany smiled with a huff as the soft ache throbbing in their right leg, as she shifted 
in her stance, fishing out the smallest of items that fit in the palm of their hand. “Will this 
do?” 

“Oh but it is so small!” The tiny child exclaimed discontentedly. 

“Oh that is because it is compassionate enough to leave room for more things 
you may come to love.” Lany reasoned patiently, huffing as item swung daintily from the 
key ring round their finger. 

“It also very rough, like sand stuck to cloth!” Arty complained. 

“Ah, then would it protect you with soft armor? It comes from the sea!” Lany 
insisted with firm, but charmed eyes. 

“But it is so squishy! They should be large, and strong, with pointed armor to fight 
for me. It would never last!” Arty attempted once more. 

Lany sat down, laughing at the redness that began to creep up the youths 
rounded cheeks. “How else would you be able to hold them close if it were not to 
huggable? How would they wipe the trailing tears from your small eyes with large 
pointed armor?” 

Arty could not answer. The child was unable to, but the ever growing fear that 
threatened to encase them was all but kind. Arty stared at the beady black crocheted 
eyes, observing how time had aged the once fluorescent fuchsia stripes of the toy’s 
cloth coronet and how the graying stitches of the once pink heart on the side of the toys 
belly looked ragged. The age and history left upon the toy, and the mystery that seemed 
to permeated from it was terrifying to say the least. 



 Arty thus came to the conclusion that they feared the toy, perhaps more than the 
scolding of Mother. But Arty looked at Lany who held the toy over to them expectantly, 
watching as the blistered finger of their older siblings slightly trembled as the time they 
held out the toy grew ever more uncertain. The resigning sadness that filtered in Lany’s 
face squeezed Arty’s heart, and they soon relented. With hesitant fingers, Arty took the 
toy but soon all hesitations was forgotten as the brightness of Lany’s joy infiltrated their 
doubting heart. 

The fear never ceased despite Lany’s insistence that the toy had been a sort of 
Guardian Angel, even for Lany. Despite knowing this, the pressure and uncertainty grew 
and after a while, Arty grew to understand that they had been right. The toy, was cursed. 

Arty when they had seen the shadows lurking outside of their room late at night. 
But they never came closer than the threshold of the creaking door. Lany used to say, “It 
knows of your troubles, and understands what to do.” 

Arty never understood the motive behind it, until now Arty doubted the kindness, 
that Lany preached so often about. But as night time came, and sky became littered 
with grinning, twinkling lights, Arty’s eyes slipped shut to the sight of the shadows 
lurking by their door. Had stayed longer perhaps she would have heard, but despite this, 
the low grumble lurched into the silence of the night. 

The stumbling of foot steps banging hard against the old wooden floor boards, a 
putrid smell wafting through the house as the air shifted, and the soft muttering of 
garbled speech going unheard by the child. All of this had fallen into deaf ears to Arty, 
and blood shot eyes peeked into the room but like every night, were met with the sight 
of inky black eyes. The scaled creature stared down at the intruder, its heart beating 
from its opened side as the stitches threatened to let it fall out completely. And as fear 
enveloped the shadows by the door, it hid again for one more night, the creatures 
garbled voice echoing with foreboding grace. “This child deals with greater beasts, I 
need not be one more.” 


