
 
 

 Vantage 是权威的剑桥英语测试及培训中心。我们不仅在泰国提供专业

的英语混合式外教英语课程，并且也向中国英语学习者提供远程的在

线外教英语课程。 

更多详情欢迎与我们联系! Wechat ID: vantage-english 

不在线也可以学习 

只要您在有网络的时候下载您的课程，您便可以随时随地进行学习，即使无法连接到网络。Vantage 提供三门英语

在线课程，详情请点击： 

 基础英语 （Virtual Vantage - Connect 课程） 

 商务英语 （Virtual Vantage - Oxford 牛津商务英语系列） 

 学术英语 （Virtual Vantage - Collins IELTS 雅思英语考试系列） 

 

从今天开始参与我们的免费课程吧 http://bit.ly/1WT0RR5 

 

The Flies 

 

If you go to the end of the road, past Collin's house, on the left 

you will see a field with some old fruit trees in it. A little house 

used to be there where a man called Davis lived. He was a very 

quiet man who seemed to have enough money to live on. He 

didn't work on the farms, but he always went to town on market 

days. One day, a young man came back from market with him. 

 

The young man was pale and thin, and he didn't speak very 

much. He lived with Mr Davis and nobody knew if he helped with 

the housework, or if Mr Davis was his teacher. But people talked 

and wondered why they were always walking together, early and 

late, up in the hills and down in the woods. They suspected that the 

two men were playing with magic and were plotting something 

terrible. 

 

Once a month, when the moon was full, they went up to a 

place on the hill where there are piles of old stones and rocks and 

they stayed up there all night.  
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Someone once asked Mr Davis why he went to such a dark, lonely 

place in the middle of the night. Mr Davis smiled and replied, 'I love 

old places. They remind me of the past. And the air is beautiful on a 

summer's night. You can see all the countryside for miles around in 

the moonlight.' 

 

But Mr Davis's young friend interrupted rudely: 'We don't 

want other people near us. We just want to talk to each other.' 

Mr Davis seemed annoyed at his young friend's rudeness and he 

politely explained,  

 

'People say that there are bodies under those old 

stones, the bodies of dead soldiers. I know farmers sometimes find 

old bones and pots when they are working in the fields around 

here. I'd like to know more about how those people lived and who 

their gods were. I think they probably practised magic' 

 

Then, one morning in September, something terrible 

happened. A farm worker had to go up to the top of the hill, to 

the woods, very early, when it was Still dark. In the distance he 

saw a shape that looked like a man in the early morning fog. As 

he came nearer, he saw that it was a man. It was Mr Davis's friend 

dead, hanging from a tree.  

 

Near his feet was a knife, covered in blood. The poor farm worker 

was terrified and ran back down the hill to the village. He woke up 

some of the villagers to tell them about the terrible sight and some 

men went back up the hill with a horse to bring down the body.  

 

They also immediately sent a young boy to Mr Davis's house, to see if 

he was at home, because, of course, they suspected that he was the 

murderer. When they cut down the young man's body from the tree, 

they were surprised to see the clothes he was wearing were all black, 

like the clothes that vicars used to wear many centuries ago. 

 

When the men's horse came near the tree and the dead young 



 

man, it screamed and tried to run away, but the men were able to 

hold it and they finally got back to the village with the body 

across the terrified horse's back.  

 

In the village they found the young boy standing in the main street, 

with several women standing around him. He was as white as paper 

and would not say a word. When the men tried to move on towards 

Mr Davis's house, the horse again became very frightened. It stopped 

in the road and would not move.  

 

Then suddenly it turned and tried to run, and the body of the dead 

young man fell off its back on to the road. The horse could smell 

blood. They carried the young man's body to Mr Davis's house and 

when they opened the door, they saw what the poor young boy had 

seen. 

 

There, on the long kitchen table, was the body of Mr Davis. 

Tied round his eyes was a black handkerchief and his hands were tied 

behind his back. His chest was cut open from top to bottom and his 

heart was gone. It was an awful sight. The men ran outside for some 

fresh air - the smell of death in that room was so terrible. 
 

Later, they put the young man's body next to Mr Davis's and they 

looked carefully round the house. Why were these two men dead? 

How did they die? In one of the cupboards they found a small green 

bottle of strong medicine often used to put people to sleep. 

 

'I think that young man gave Mr Davis some of this stuff to 

put him to sleep,' one man suggested, looking at the bottle,' and then 

killed him. Goodness knows why. Perhaps he needed Davis's heart for 

his magic.  

 

Then later, perhaps, he was sorry about murdering his friend and went 

up the hill and killed himself.' Well, the villagers decided that the two 

dead men could not lie in the graveyard near the church.'  

 



 

They never came to church and they didn't believe in God,' they said. 

'They believed in unnatural things, in magic.' 

So twelve men covered the two bodies in black and took them 

to a place outside the village.  

 

There they dug a big hole, 

threw the bodies into it and 

covered them with stones. 

People say that horses 

don't like going near that 

place even today, and there 

is a strange kind of light 

there. 

 

One day, some time later, 

some people walking 

along the road 

found a pool of blood 

across it. In the blood there 

were fat black flies, feeding. One man went to get some water and 

they washed the blood away, but the flies flew up into the air like a 

dark cloud, and flew towards Mr Davis's house.  

 

The villagers decided that no one should live in that house anymore, 

so they set fire to it. The house burnt down completely, but for a long 

time people said that they often saw Mr Davis and the young man, 

standing at night when the moon was full, in the road near the burnt 

house on the hill. 

 

Only the flies live there now. Perhaps it is only the flies who 

know why those two men played with magic and why they died the 

way they did. 


