Chapter 1

“Where is Cornwall anyway?”

Chester had the map upside down.

Mike was driving – he’d done most of the driving lately, but it felt better than feeling car-sick in the back.

Rob and Phoenix were dozing in the back of the van.

Joe was staring vacantly out of a window at the back.

Brad was working out music and lyric ideas in a notebook, oblivious to everything.

“Its on the bottom left hand corner – the little sticky-out bit,” Mike answered, wrestling with the gear stick, as he tackled yet another roundabout.

*What is it with the English and their round roads! *

Linkin Park were travelling through Somerset and Devon to Cornwall. They’d decided to get away for a few days before the crew and all the equipment arrived. It felt like the old days again, although the van they’d hired was smaller than the RV, newer and it didn’t smell. And they didn’t have to sleep in it!

They had planned a few smaller gigs in parts of Britain they hadn’t played in before – Devon was one of them, but since they were heading for the Devon/Cornwall border, they had decided to have a short holiday, and Cornwall seemed as good a place as any. They could chill out, see the sights and relax.

It was late September. The afternoon sun streamed into the van. The stereo was blasting out S.O.A.D’s  new album. It had been a really nice journey.

The van plundered down the M5 – they had stopped off in Bristol and were now back on route. Chester was now looking at a map of Ireland.

“I give up,” he threw the map over his shoulder into the back, hitting Brad.

“I’ll have a go,” said Brad, putting his notebook down.

~

They arrived in Plymouth on the Devon/Cornwall border just before 5pm – rush hour. The traffic on the bridge was backed up for 2 ½ miles, but within 45 minutes they were crossing the Tamar River into Cornwall.

“Ok Brad, I’m gonna need directions now. Have you got that map worked out?” asked Mike.

“Yep, got it sussed”.

Following Brad’s directions and with Chester occasionally grunting moodily, they wound their way through the winding lanes and more roundabouts until they reached the hotel they’d arranged to stay in. It was 6:30pm when they arrived and the sun was setting.

It was a formidable looking place.

The hotel was situated on a cliff, overlooking the sea on the North coast.

It was an old, large, square building, made of dark grey stone. It looked like a castle, with battlements along the roof. Most of the many windows were dark, with an occasional light showing signs of life.

As Mike drove up the driveway, he turned the radio down. He could see the sea and the empty horizon. The water was a dark blue/grey colour. The sky was darkening and clouds were starting to form.

After parking up, they all got out, eager to stretch their limbs. They surveyed their surroundings for a few minutes, listening to the ocean lapping the rocks below, out of sight. Then, grabbing their bags from the trunk, they made their way inside.

Chapter 2

The reception was a huge mahogany lined room with an area of comfortable chairs to the left and the huge reception desk to the right. The windows were dressed lavishly with big heavy red velvet curtains. There were doors going off to other rooms on both sides and in the centre was a huge curving staircase that separated onto left and right landings at the top. It all looked very old fashioned, but very elegant. It wasn’t the sort of place they were used to.

An elderly man was sat reading a paper, puffing on a pipe on one of the comfy chairs and paid no attention to their entrance. There was no one else around.

Phoenix went up to the desk and rang the bell. After a couple of minutes he rang again. A noise on the stairs alerted them. A middle aged woman was making her way down the stairs.

“Good evening. Sorry…I hope you haven’t been waiting too long?” 

She began to busy about behind the desk.

“Do you have reservations?”

The woman must have been at least 50 years old, a very stern looking woman, not helped by the fact that her hair was pulled tightly back from her face. A pair of glasses hung from a chain around her neck. She looked very snooty and businesslike, but she seemed pleasant enough.

Phoenix rolled of the their names and the woman ticked them off her list. She handed the guys three keys.

“Two sharing each room – is that correct?”

They accepted the keys and each signed the guestbook. 

She peered at the signatures through the glasses now balanced on her nose, but there was no recognition to show she knew who they were – they were just six men – anonymous.

“Would you like help with your bags?”

“We can manage, thanks,” said Rob.

They gathered their bits and pieces together and headed for the lift that the woman had directed them towards.

The lift was old and creaky with a gate and a door to close before it would move, but it did the job and got them to the third floor.

~

Mike and Brad’s room, 72, looked out over the water. The water looked dark, choppy and cold. Mike shivered. It was cold in their room, so he turned the radiators on. The glass door to the balcony rattled slightly with the rising wind coming in off the sea.

“This place is a bit spooky – don’t you think?”

“Its just old,” replied Brad, opening his holdall and putting a few things in a drawer. “I’m gonna wash up before dinner.”

“Yeah me too.” Mike shook off the shivery feeling he had and started to get changed.

Chapter 3

About 25 minutes later Linkin Park congregated in Chester and Rob’s room.

“Right, lets get something to eat!” said Chester, his stomach growling loudly.

“I vote we have a quick look around the town and eat out tonight,” said Brad.

“I second that,” added Joe.

They all agreed and went downstairs. After asking the woman at the desk about good places to eat, she gave them a tourist map of the town, and they went outside.

The day was coming to an end rapidly. It was colder now, and the wind was blowing briskly. After Chester ran back inside to fetch a hoodie from his room, as he’d only come out in a tee shirt, they walked into the town centre, which was almost a mile away from the hotel. There were several restaurants and twice as many pubs! They chose a pub called The Old Ship Inn.

Being just out of the summer season, it was quiet. Only a couple of people were having meals, and there were a few people sat at the bar, drinking and talking to the bar staff.

The guys chose a table, ordered drinks and food, and were chatting and laughing amongst themselves when an old guy sat with two others at the bar spoke to them.

“So, what part of America are you boys from?”

“California,” answered Rob. “We’re on holiday.”

“Oh yes…where are you staying?”

“The Castle Hotel – y’know, the one out on the cliff,” Phoenix interjected.

“Quite a history that place has got,” said a man with a deep west country accent before finishing the rest of his pint.

Then the three men at the bar stood and went to leave the pub.

“Enjoy your stay, lads” said the man who had first spoken to them before they walked out.

“I still think the place is creepy!” Mike whispered to Brad.

“Hey, look the foods here!” shouted Chester, momentarily alarming the girl who was bringing it over. She smiled, all embarrassed.

“Lets eat!” said Joe.

Mike looked at the food placed before him. His appetite had vanished – unusual for him. While the others tucked in eagerly, he picked at his own food absentmindedly.

~

After the meal, they continued to sit in the bar having a few drinks, generally chilling out – something they rarely got a chance to do these days.

After a couple of beers, even Mike managed to clear his mind and get on with relaxing, having a laugh with the others.

The pub closed at 11pm and the boys wandered out into the town. They could clearly hear the waves crashing against the cliffs far below. The night air was cool with the sweet smell of Autumn around the corner. The town and its surrounding lanes were well lit with coloured lights and there were a few people still about. They started to make their way back to the hotel. They were all so tired after their journey - and the alcohol, yet they felt light hearted and relaxed – this holiday was going to do them good.

The hotel loomed nearer. The only things visible were some lights in the upper rooms and a light coming from the porch. The actual building was shrouded in darkness.

As they approached the entrance a bitterly cold breeze blew up, seemingly from no-where. All of them shivered and rushed inside, nearly bumping into a man. He was much the same age as the woman they spoke to earlier, but he looked friendlier.

“Good evening gentlemen. I’m Ronald Latham, the proprietor. How was your evening?”

He shook hands with each of them.

“It was good, thanks,” said Mike.

“You met my wife earlier this evening – I sure she told you everything you need to know. Well I’ll let you get on now. Goodnight.”

Mr Latham disappeared through a door behind the reception desk.

The entrance and hallway were lit with wall lamps, which cast a dim light all around. The lounge area was empty now. A grandfather clock stood at the bottom of the stairs, chimed on the half hour making Mike jump. 

Chester, Joe and Brad were entering the old lift.

“I’ll take the stairs…” said Mike, “…Rob, come with me?”

“Yeah, alright,” answered Rob, as Phoenix got in the lift with the others.

“Meet you upstairs!” called Chester as the lift began to rise. Mike and Rob started up the three flights to their floor.

~

After saying goodnight, they separated off to their rooms and quickly fell sound asleep.

