Stained Faces 


I ran, I was covered in dirt, blood dripping down the side of my face. Valentino was running ahead of me and Aiden, next to me. The door was right there if only we could reach it. I could hear the sirens and saw the red and blue lights flashing in my peripheral vision. I knew we could make it, we just had to fight. I saw something move in the shadows. I stared into white, blank eyes that appeared in the darkness. Aiden passed me as I slowed, transfixed. A wave of realisation washed over me. They were the mirrors. “The mirrors are in the shadows!” I yelled. 
“Ignore them! We have to get to the door!” Aiden called as she stopped and grabbed my hand. I snapped back and sped up again. The ink stained door was so close, Valentino had reached it! He flung it open and sprinted through. Aiden was on his tail, lastly I threw myself over the threshold and Valentino slammed the door shut. 

Darkness engulfed us. All I could hear was panting. Suddenly, a light flickered on and we could see where we were. Valentino was right! We were in a long, black corridor with sliding doors on either side, as far as the eye could see. Crash! A massive metal wall dropped down in front of us, we all jumped. A mechanical voice echoed from what seemed like the walls themselves. 
“If you want to escape this fiddle, you must answer me this riddle. Something big, yet something little. Your friend, ‘62’, is tied up tight, in ties that only untie at night. Have you come at the right time? Better start the climb. At the top you've tried to reach, where climbers fall and monsters leach. Look for the one who never speaks, who watches the moon and lives on her pedestal, who waits for a saviour. You’d better not fall!” 

All of us were confused but we had to get to Maverick. My mind was racing. What did it mean, start the climb? There was no way that we could climb the wall, unless we could unlock a ladder or rope, but that would mean putting a code or something into a pin pad.

“Look up! There’s a gap in the ceiling! You can see part of the moon!” Valentino cried. “We have to wait until the moon is seen through the gap. Then it must unlock something.”
“Like a ladder! Or a rope!” I yelled. 
“Yes, but we have to wait. Lucky we got here now,” Aiden sighed, leaning against the wall. 
Suddenly a rope fell down in front of us. Aiden grabbed it and tested to see if it could bear her weight. 
“Seems ok.” She climbed onto the rope and in a few seconds, she was at the top of the wall. “Come on up.” 
Next I climbed up, and lastly Valentino. We swung the rope to the other side and climbed down. We turned around and I bit down on the inside of my lip, not trusting myself to speak. Two officious officials stood in front of us. These people were from the FFA. Freedom For All, yeah right, we knew that was just a stage name to hide what they were really doing. 

Silently they grabbed us by the arms and dragged us down the corridor, we didn’t struggle, we knew it would make it worse. I tried to act brave but panic swelled up inside me, where were they taking us? Is this what they did to Maverick? We just had to push through it and hopefully find him. 

We had stopped, still in the hallway. I was confused. Suddenly the FFA official released my arm and something smacked into the back of my head. My vision caved in and I fell to the floor, knocked out. 
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