This is a non-fiction story about finding a B&B in Scotland:

We are following a narrow road along Loch Tay, east of the Trosachs. This road winds along the loch, through tiny long forgotten hamlets and villages. The sun settled quite a while ago, so only the scarce light of the thin, sharp scythe of the pale moon shows us our way. An icy november wind drives hurrying clouds, lit by this strange moonlight, over the highlands, as if they were meant to rest in livlier parts of the world. Damp pools of mist threaten the valleys as they lazily slide along the hillsides, try to cover lonesome cottages, some deserted, others scarcly lit by a turf fire. We are crossing old mossy bridges, cold, black water rushing underneath them. We pass a smithy, dragons and witches stand for display in front of his cottage, their sharp ironedges glittering, sparkling. The hamlets sign says "WEEM".

Our headlights brighten only tiny spots in the darkness, wander along, alighten ancient walls, bloody carcasses of dead hares and pheasants, their guts spilled on the tarmac. The walls are covered with thick layers of ageold moss, green, dripping wet. Slimey lizards freeze as soon as they are hit by our cruel headlight beam. Strong oaks, pale lichen on their thousand year thick stems, sway hesitatingly, stretching their mistletoed branches in a bizarre fingerlike manner towards the moon, hiding the lane, enclosing it.

A huge mirror, with a peculiar barock frame, the golden covering peeling of, weather torn, still majestically, like You would expect it from one, intended to be a mantlepiece. Reflecting the surroundings, flashing with our lights, our white faces and dark eyes. Below, a white sign with thinly written letters, shaky, like a schoolboys writing, in black, traces of now dried drops of black paint, once running down the white, now prelonging the letters:

Garth House

B&B

A creaky irongate, wide open, one side partly covered with ivy, the other slightly moving in the wind. The rusty ornamental smithwork rotting away, showing the glamour of brighter times long gone. 

We follow the grass covered path, winding like a snake through thick thorn bushes, morbid white roses, their sweet scent teasing our senses. The path seems to go on forever, guiding us deeper and deeper into this realm of oaks, beeches and thorns.

Then it opens, we look up a grassy hill. A white victorian manorhouse with turrets and towers, the moonlight showing its decay, dark windows staring in the night, searching, waiting. Only a small lantern, shaken by the wind, circling around its hook, the chain screeching. It moves like a captured animal, like one of those luminated bugs You find in the warm and pleasent summernights of june, tied to this gate. 

I hesitate, but my urge to find a warm bed for Andrea and me drives me out of the safety of our car. The chilliy breeze gives me the chicken skin. I trust the warm light of the captured lantern, climb the stairs, step by step, The heavy stone not moving, not reacting. There is another sign at the door, written like the first one in those creepy letters:

double room 12.50

single room 10.00

warm water

bathroom not en suite

radio

no pets

No mentioning of breakfast? I hear a dangerous growl, the growl that mailmen always want to avoid, this growl, deep out of a gut, a big gut, a huge gut, the growl of a carnivoran.

I never saw an Irish wolvedog before, but there is no doubt about what this is. It is huge for a dog, its a hound, a beast, its head as high as my stomach, its teeth definitely larger than mine, and its hunger obvious, but

there is a collar around its neck, a tough one, spiked, and two thick rusty chains, so I turn again and move on. There is a friendly brass chain coming from above, hanging invitingly, but not really worn by touch or use, only by the weather, I grip the ebony handle and pull, 

nothing happens

I pull stronger, and, very distant, deep inside the manor house, like the shadow of a sound only, I hear the deep voice of a bell.

Its cold. I am waiting. The moon is hidden. The clouds seem to wait to. Nothing moves. Even the dog calms down. No sounds anymore. Silence. I am waiting. The air is cold. Dampness creeps up my trousers. I am waiting. I am turning the brass doorknob. It moves. It has the form of a face. A man. Laughing. It is well oiled. The door is heavy. Made of massive wood. Oak tree. Timber grown for centuries, millenias. It is easy to open. The hall is dark.
