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Diva
snuggled down deeper under the bedclothes by Em’s feet, making a
very warm nest for herself which was suffocating hot by anyone’s
standards. Naturally Bad fairy had told her to do this, being a
very cold fairy, and she had kept up her instructions in her shrill
excitable voice until puppy simply had to do it. Did I mention the
slug? Kept in a matchbox by Bad fairy, and useful as a page marker
and so on. Slug liked it hot too.

Good
fairy, hardly able to breathe let alone speak, stayed calm with
tried and tested meditation techniques. The self-hopefulness one
usually worked as long as you had 100% faith in it – otherwise it
was touch and go; Good fairy had such a faith and when she has
asked for help with this difficult situation (the other fairy.
Diva’s plan. Just about everything.), she had complete trust in a
solution coming forward. Why else would she tell Diva she had a
plan; even now said plan was being knitted together, following
Diva’s special pattern there in the spell. It was to be a design of
excellence and named in true twentieth century style – thus
DIVA.DOC was created and woven into the Great Spell in such a way
you couldn’t see the join!

Em woke
up and looked round the small cluttered room through sleepy
narrowed eyes. It was only 10 o’clock. One of her feet was trapped
by something, and in the dream she had just woken out of, her foot
was caught in a trap and she could not move. She had shouted for
help, but the noise she made was less than a mouse-squeak, less
than a whisper and no matter how hard she tried, her foot became
more leaden and stuck and her voice like the rustle of a leaf
falling to the ground. Actually it was Diva trapping her foot and
to Em’s delight she was able to shout:

‘Diva!’






‘Is that my mummy shouting?’ queried Diva, unsure but aware of
some urgency.

‘Diva!’

The
second shout confirmed there was a need to move, and despite that
fairy telling her to stay put, buried deep at the bottom of the bed
all cosy and warm, she obeyed Good fairy instead, ‘Hurry up now
Diva,’ said Good fairy, at last able to breath and think straight.
‘I want to tell you about the Plan, and once again I must ask you
to take no notice of Bad fairy – you do know the difference now
don’t you?’

Diva Said
yes, but truthfully, she wasn’t sure – sometimes it was easy to
tell, like going in Gordon’s pockets and eating whatever you find
there, well Good Fairy would never say that; but things like
licking Em’s feet and perhaps nibbling on them slightly – what was
wrong with that? Yet Good fairy seemed to think this unnecessary
and possibly annoying to Em.

‘Just don’t do it Diva, and try hard not to let Bad fairy
persuade you it’s a good idea.’

Diva
contented herself with a small nibble on Em’s ear despite being
told to bite it hard (Bad fairy of course). Em wasn’t too bothered
as something else had her attention and it was card from Ma. All
the way from her real home, Kingston upon Hull.

‘And the plan is,’ murmured Good fairy…..

‘And Ma says why don’t I stop fartassing about up here just
drifting and move back to Hull and throw my lot in with hers?’ Em
was fairly pink-faced with excitement and shouting down Gordon’s
protests.






Dear
Em

I have
nearly, by some miracle (and a lot of guinness) finished the
course.

Why not
come back down and throw your lot in here? If it comes to it, bring
the new puppy Diva. (I have talked through with Kim and the
cats.)

SAE plus
cash enc.

Love Ma
X






This
simple note had been written and popped into a beauty card and then
popped in a letterbox before anyone could change their
mind.

Trolling
back the way, from said box with Kimmy dog, Ma ruminated on this
latest move. Her mind grappled with dogs and cats squashed into the
small damp flat she presently inhabited, not to mention money. It
came onto rain, and Hull never the most picturesque of places, took
on a grey tone, not unlike the walk Gordon was even now taking,
with a straining puppy on a lead.







Gordon
had put up a small protest following Em’s announcement. If she had
come all the way to Glasgow to get away from boring old things like
mothers, why go back to them?

It was
useless – a tiny fumbling objection in the face of a huge
invincible argument. Only women have these cast-iron defence
mechanisms where right is right and wrong is right and there is no
dissuasion; according to Gordon’s world that is. Gordon mumbled on
finally admitting defeat and reaching for Diva’s lead.

‘C’mon Diva, we’re away out.’ Off they went Diva well in front
and forcing Gordon to take the worn tenement stone steps about four
at a time until he regained slight control.

‘Stop pulling Diva and listen to me’

‘But you told me to race down the steps as fast as I could and
make Gordon fall over!’ barked Diva happily.

Wearily
Good fairy reminded Diva of Bad fairy’s tactics – her renowned
talent for imitating others, in this case herself. ‘Please do try
and work it out Diva!’ Now, the plan is to move out of Glasgow to
be with Em’s Mother and in so doing to leave BAD FAIRY behind. So,
whatever you do, you must keep this a secret. Do you
promise?’

‘I promise!’ woofed Diva who knew what a secret was. It was a
special thing to know and had to be treasured like a precious
jewel, guarded against anyone knowing it. Yes she would keep this
secret safe (as safe as her hidden store of biscuits) and only talk
to Good fairy about it. And Em. And Gordon.






Bad fairy
was bored now. Bored with riding like a queen under Diva’s tail,
and bored with pretending to be Good fairy. This could only mean
one thing: Trouble. For if she was fed up with a life of luxury and
fun, she would go to all sorts of lengths to amuse herself. At
Diva’s expense of course, and probably Em and Gordon; and now there
was Em’s Mother.

Ma was
not unaware of invisible forces operating. After all, a year spent
with others on the course to end all courses had racked up a lot of
negativity. Countering this with positive benevolent thoughts, she
could often be found in a variety of meditative states, for like
Good fairy, she was prone to bursts of self-help. Kimmy dog often
settled next to her, finding these relaxation times soothing to her
collie dog nerves, and a comfort to settle on Ma’s feet. The cats
liked it too, a warm solid bed until it jumped up
complaining.

So you
could say Em’s mother had a protection against future events which
tested out her positivity rather. The Plan was not fool proof
although it had been put together with foresight and caution; just
enough as we will see, that careful planning to see the Great Spell
work.

Arriving
back at his flat, Gordon sensed a change in the atmosphere. Hardly
had he let Diva off the lead than he realised what it was. Em was
up, dressed, washed and out. The note on the table told him
all.





















Gone to
post letter to Ma.

Think
it’s a good idea to go down to Hull.

Will get
chips on way back.

Love Em
xxxxx




‘Diva Wiva pupster poo!’ sang Em as she skipped round Gordon’s
tiny room, chased by said puppy and serenaded by shrill barking.
Gordon was not part of this game, yet. He lay under a blanket on
the old settee asleep, with a benign look on his face.

Still in
a happy go lucky mood, Em put some Bob Dylan on, at a noise level a
notch higher than the department for the environment recommend as
‘safe.’ To this, Gordon awoke. It’s worth mentioning that if you
are woken suddenly, abruptly and in effect with a shock to the
system, you are not, for a few seconds responsible for your
actions. Despite this, and leaving a pleasant colourful dream to be
jerked into consciousness, Gordon lay there nicely, with no
immediate signs of aggression.

Diva
jumped onto his head and began a small nibble and wash of his
beard. Who knew, there might even be some food
thereabouts,(recommended Bad fairy).

‘It’s OK, I’m taking her for a walk. I can’t do anything right
in here!’ and Em flurried around capturing Diva and sticking her on
a lead before slamming out.

Gordon
remained still and calm on the settee knowing Em’s little ways now.
One of them was arguing with herself in the absence of any others.
Had he complained? Spoken out? Not he. Eventually he fell back into
a comforting slumber. With Gordon, anxiety states were saved for
waking life, not for sleeping – it was here he returned to Paradise
Lost.





Em made
her way into the park; Kelvin Park. This was a beautiful,
landscaped green refuge, away from all the grey. She pondered on
whether to let Diva run free for a bit; the man wasn’t on the bench
eating his lunch which was surely what drew Diva to him, well
jumping on him to be exact, the other day. (Good fairy had spoken
up in vain, and of course Bad fairy had made the
suggestion..).

They
weren’t near a road or water and the Park seemed quiet. Perhaps not
though, especially as they would be going back to Hull
soon.

‘When are we going to Hull!’ woofed Diva, picking up on Em’s
thoughts. Good fairy had been teaching her how to do this and it
had been a proud moment when Diva had first done it. It was to do
with food, and Em had just been thinking about biscuits; when Diva
saw a picture of a huge yellow crispy dog biscuit she barked and
barked until she got one.

‘Don’t overdo it!’ Cautioned Good fairy, making Diva aware of
personal privacy and wotnot and using the gift of mind reading to
help not harm. There was also the problem of keeping all this news
quiet. Reading aloud was out of the question (Em’s notes) and even
the butterfly had to stop being so helpful here.

‘So Diva,’ continued Good fairy, ’Em is going to take you
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