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​Introduction
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The following is true.

This book is about my children’s mysteries written between the ages of nine and sixteen. The years would have been 1975 to 1982. During this time, I had yet to discover a terrible truth about myself. I grew up in Daler Cottage, the given name of my childhood home.

I also kept a diary.

These mysteries are not what I thought. Ominous messages have been sneaking through like oil bubbling up through the ground.

Since a terrible revelation at the age of 51, I have been able to strip away the veneer to expose the true meaning beneath these stories. My diaries illuminate the circumstances surrounding the writing. 

This book describes the decoding process and what I have learned.

Note: Due to the sensitive nature of this book, I have altered names and certain details to protect identities, and I am writing under a pseudonym. This book is not a biography nor is it about my family. It is research. As much as possible, I have kept certain close bonds out of this book.
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​Part 1: Stories Written in my Pre-Diary Years
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Part 1 of this book looks at my earliest surviving stories. I wrote them before I began a diary (1977). For expediency, I have abridged these stories here, but Part 4 sets them out in full.

I shall open with a short, written when I was ten within my Book of Stories (1975). Being less than two-hundred words long, the reading will take just a moment. I have reproduced the story mostly unedited, to reflect the ten-year-old writer within me.
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​Tale 1: THE HAUNTED HOUSE (written 20 Sept 1975)
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Once upon a time there lived a girl called Claire Jones. She ran away from her stepmother and father. They treated her very badly. She came to a house and heard footsteps. A big shadow crept on the outside wall. She turned and saw Frankenstein (meaning the monster). He said, ‘Come here my child’. He picked her up and gave her sleeping pills and then she fell asleep. Frankenstein put her in a cold room and locked her up.

Claire awoke freezing. People had frozen into statues. Claire couldn’t open the door. There were no windows but heaters pumped out cold air. Claire put her torch on and lit up a hanging skeleton with blood dripping, and graves with dead tarantulas. Claire nearly turned to ice in a bowl. Frankenstein crashed the door and grabbed Claire. He put her in boiling wax. They start to fight. Frankenstein dropped her and he tripped, and Claire fell to the floor. She stirred the wax with a stick and Frankenstein melted into wax and that was the end of Frankenstein. Claire ran home and never had another walk.
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Illustrations accompanying The Haunted House (drawn at school).

Claire Jones used to be my best friend at junior school. Since discovering the truth about myself, I have come to learn that the writer in me had projected herself onto her characters. As I had internalised my best friend, she had become in a sense ‘me.’ I am writing about myself in this story.

The Haunted House would appear to be the routine horror of a child’s unfettered imagination. My life had little to surprise, just the usual ups and downs with troubled parents and school bullies. This story wouldn’t see the light for forty years. Only on clearing Mum’s house shortly after her death in 2016, would I encounter it.

In 1975, during the penning, I lived in a sleepy village with my parents and four siblings (I have five in all). Our cottage did not suit a large family, being cramped and cold in the winter. The garden however had a lovely little orchard, a playhouse and swings. Mum made us go to church most Sundays and I do guileless things like bike rides, art projects, visiting Granddad and entertaining my sisters with quizzes and plays.

Two years after writing this story, the country celebrated the 1977 Silver Jubilee. This would be a big year for me, as I would begin senior school and start my periods. Almost every day, my identical twin, Eve and I would traverse a disused railway station to get there. I would also begin a detailed diary which continued until 1988.
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In 1977 I began a detailed diary which lasted until 1988. Shown are 1977-81.

Soon after starting senior school, a big man standing beside the railway track started to materialise in my head. He had shaggy dark hair and a condition of overgrown bones called acromegaly. By then, I had completely forgotten about Frankenstein’s monster of The Haunted House.

Within the same Book of Stories, I came across (abridged) the following account, written for school.

The Clear Out (1977)

I was writing a story last night and I got fed up, for things on my mind. I have piles of books with unfinished stories. I looked inside an old exercise book to find poems I had written when I was six. I don’t remember writing this, I thought. I found a folder with blue-lined paper. I’ve been looking for this everywhere. I keep having ideas on what to write.

This ‘folder’ had been my sixth birthday present. Things mysteriously going missing would remain unnoticed for years. Only on discovering the truth about myself, would worrying patterns of things going missing show up in my diaries.

For now, this account reflects my twelve-year-old brain. Projects cluttered my bedroom: stories, poems, drawings, paintings, meteorology reports, half-finished toys, self-made quizzes and a diary. In Christmas 1974, I had an author-set. My fate seemed sealed in my quest for diversions.
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​Tale 2: TALES ON ALIENATION AND DEATH (1975 – 6)
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I have an identical twin, Eve. We were born in 1965. We are mirror-image meaning that I am left-handed, and she is right. Until moving out, I have always shared my bedroom with Eve. However, at one point, five of us shared a room. As each sibling moved out, there would be four and then three until my twin and I remained. Eve and I are naturally close. Being an older sister and aunt, I had a ready audience for my stories, pantomimes and quizzes. As testified by my diaries, we would muck about in the playhouse, sit on the swings and mess with the neighbours’ kids. Occasionally, Nan (on Mum’s side) would stop. She cheered the place up as Dad had to check his temperament. He suffered psychotic episodes due to a horrible mental illness.

In 1977, I had a blue Letts’ Schoolgirl’s Diary (my first one). The small pages gave little room to write but is still telling. I hated school and simply wanted to stay at home to do hobby stuff with my twin and occasionally my other siblings. The beginning of my diary-writing coincided with my children’s mysteries’ evolution.

My stories and poems of my pre-diary years are odd and deserve a chapter here. Like The Haunted House I describe unfortunate events like murders and abductions in a matter-of-fact way. In a short story, Beware Danger (March 1975), a kidnap takes place before the victim’s burial. Deaths occur from rock-falls and cliffs tops – all this in a few paragraphs. Part 4 sets out these early writings in full.

The kidnapped, buried, missing and dead would repeat in my stories without my notice. My diaries also testify of dead and missing boys in dreams.

In The Mad Professor (written 26 March 1975), said person gets eaten by an alligator. He burns and splits the beast in half. Burning (like the boiling wax) and facial disfigurements would also keep returning.

In On My Own (written 19 May 1975) the protagonist, (told in the first person) would find a book on the road foretelling the world to vanish in 1985, leaving ‘me’ alone and frightened. Snow falls and I think of Aunt Maud, Mum’s sister. I am torn from my family as the snow pours down. I reunite with them in the end, but years have passed, and I no longer recognise them. I have become removed, not quite a family member.

An adopted or not-quite sister haunts my children’s mysteries.
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The Lessons, my first novel, begun in April 1985. It took almost 30 years to write.

Why is this happening?

I would begin my first novel called The Lessons in April 1985. The opening chapter brings snow and alienation, just like in On My Own. The heroine also drops a book on a crossroads. Alienation, the missing and the dead keeps happening in my future stories, including my artwork.

The missing, dead and alienation.

How did I not see it?

I used to write prayers. Being religious, Mum kept them in a little book. But fear had in fact driven my prayer-writing.
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​Tale 3: HIGREAVES (1976)
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One of my first full-length stories is called Higreaves (not Hargreaves). On the cover, I had dropped the ‘a’, spelling it Higreves. Higreaves is around 1,600 words long and bears ‘no’ and ‘know’ confusions as well as basic misspellings. My age being ten, (the year of the 1976 drought) this would come as no surprise.

Part 4 shows this story in full. But here, I have provided a short outline.

Higreaves begins with Mr. Jenesy sweeping the park, which is really our garden. I can tell. A lamppost and laurel tree stand nearby, as well as a ‘green’ which is our lawn. A walker-by, Mr. Smith, notices strange wheelbarrow tracks that end at a fence. Only a swamp lies on the other side. Jenesy barks at Mr. Smith to keep away from the area because of ‘workers’. Jenesy then apologises for being sharp, for he is simply following the orders of Higreaves, the ‘boss’. He then says something odd: ‘Higreaves should not own this place’.

A young woman, Miss. Bentley enters the scene and she tells Smith those tracks are not from a wheelbarrow at all. Smith’s curiosity piques up, and he persuades her to help him solve the mystery. But from nowhere, Higreaves charges at them, snarling and sniping. Terrified, the two run off.

Smith is now even more determined to solve the mystery of those weird tracks that ‘leap’ over a fence. At 2pm, Smith finds Bentley weeping after Higreaves had terrorised her. Smith persuades her to return to the forbidden area, but she is scared. There are no workers around as claimed, only a continuation of these tracks to a swamp on the other side of the fence. This ‘swamp’, I have come to learn, was a quirk-name for a pond that builders covered up during my toddlerhood. I don’t remember this pond at all, yet I am describing a ‘swamp’ in this story.

Still, why do those tracks appear to ‘leap’ over a fence? At first, I couldn’t make sense of this story.

The story continues thus. From nowhere, Jenesy corners Smith, yelling, ‘I told you not to come here!’ And a tree rips off his face to reveal Higreaves’ face beneath. He’s wearing a mask. Higreaves tries to push Smith into the swamp, but Smith dodges out of the way and Higreaves falls in instead. As Smith pushes Higreaves down, he hears a woman scream. This is because it is a girl screaming. Me.

Since learning about my past, I have come to realise that these are not ordinary stories but products of a subconscious force. Remember the Claire Jones story earlier? It seems I have projected my early experiences onto people. Here, I am wearing masks of various characters to tell a story. I am writing about ‘me’.

After almost drowning in the swamp, Smith clambers out to encounter Miss Bentley, who asks if he is all right. But really, she is dead, for she had been wearing Higreaves’ face during the foray in the swamp. Smith had in fact drowned Miss Bentley by mistake.

Higreaves whips off Bentley’s mask to reveal Higreaves, who snarls that Bentley has been dead since 2pm (the time Smith had seen her sobbing). Higreaves then drugs Smith with sleeping pills.

It seems the drive for this story doesn’t want the writer venturing near that swamp with the weird tracks. Why? Isn’t this supposed to be my story?
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Image left embodies the story, which at first appears to make no sense (drawn 2019). Image right shows the original document (1976).

Jenesy, the sweeper, rouses Smith from the drugging. They then disable the nasty Higreaves with a narcotic plant which knocks him out. They lock Higreaves in the garage. Jenesy calls the police but drugs on the phone knock him out too. Everyone seems to be fainting in this story. But the mystery of the weird tracks is finally solved. Smith notices a burning smell and Jenesy concludes they are from Higreaves’ machinegun which he uses by the swamp.

A machinegun? This part seems nonsense, but in fact is not, as will be revealed. The reason the tracks appear to leap over a fence is because this story is set in two timelines and once, that fence didn’t exist. The tracks end at the pond because that is where they go: into the pond.

Eventually, Smith gets hold of a Detective Saturday to find Bentley dead in the swamp, an unconscious Higreaves in the garage and the place littered with sleeping pills.

I question the title of this story. Grieves is prominent in a story about a drowned person.

What happened in that pond?

My later stories would keep returning to drowning, burning and falling unconscious.
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​Tale 4: THE OLD WOMAN (1976)
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Higreaves, like The Haunted House could still be viewed as the routine ramblings of a child testing the boundaries of her imagination. I had believed so myself.

And now for my next story.

I had titled this tale, The Old Women, but there is only one old woman, so I have re-titled it, The Old Woman. However, I have come to question whether there are two old women.

The story begins with snow that lays ‘dead on the ground’.

The old woman lives in a cottage overlooking a bungalow, where the Curry family live. A bungalow actually overlooked our cottage. This bungalow formed part of a housing estate that sprouted up in the late Sixties – a casualty being that pond. Apparently, our cottage used to have a clear view of the church across the field. I don’t remember this at all. The new houses would obscure the view by my fourth birthday. Anyway, the (real) bungalow that overlooks our cottage, belonged to the Maslow family (an assumed name). The daughter, June used to play in our garden. So, the setting of The Old Woman appears to go back in time to the erection of the building estate.

The old woman who lives in the cottage appears to symbolise my Nan. She provides eggs and vegetables. Nan lived in our cottage for most of my toddlerhood and Dad had chickens with a vegetable patch. A pond stands near the cottage, just like the ‘swamp’ of Higreaves. Remember, builders had filled in the pond when I had turned three. It appears I am writing about a time I don’t consciously recall.

What is this story?
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Upper image: serves to illustrate The Old Woman story. The Curry family live in the bungalow and someone else takes over the cottage (Drawn 2019).

Lower images: My drawings of the cottage on the hill and the bungalow. (Drawn 1976). Notice the ghostly face on the bungalow grounds where the pond once stood. This appears to be a scribble from afterthought.

The no-belonging repeats. The Curry family (representing my household) don’t live at the cottage, but the bungalow. Does this reflect how I once felt? Did the cottage not feel mine? And why would I feel that way?

Mr. Curry, the father, is accused of murdering a woman called Senelda Hake. A body again. And I notice a ghostly face on the site of the pond in my drawing. This ‘doodle’ doesn’t seem purposeful.

The old woman goes to the police and proves Mr. Curry’s innocence. She then goes missing and the cottage goes up for sale. This distresses Sally (one of the Curry children), She pulls the ‘for sale’ sign down, but a ‘cruel’ man, tells Sally that the old woman is dead.

Interestingly, my diary entry of 27 June 1984 reads, I dreamt that our house was sold against my will, and nothing belonged to me. Everything was false. Even my family didn’t belong to me. This dream has recurred.

Being a student living away from home, I mistook this for homesickness. The sensation of no-belonging has overshadowed my entire life, and I didn’t know where this feeling came. Sally seems to know something bad awaited when she pulled down that sign. She would rather no one live at the cottage.

What did she know? Who was about to move in?

The Curry family go into meltdown at the news of the old woman’s death. Mother Curry goes to hospital and the kids go to a home. The Currys return to find the cottage sold to horrid Josine Barker who marries nasty Bonaparte.

No wonder Sally had pulled the ‘for sale’ sign down.

The Bonapartes leave mess, make noise and make life hell for the Currys. One night, Mrs. Curry sees a ghost of the old woman in her bedroom. Spooked by the vision, Mrs. Curry doesn’t get up until the evening. Sally celebrates her birthday the next day and the cottage falls oddly silent. This is because the Bonapartes have stopped the night at their ‘niece’s’. This niece is me. Tale 10 will explain how this fits.

After a month of hell from the Bonapartes, the Currys adopt a nomadic existence in purple mountains. There, they find a carbon-copy of the cottage. An old woman is watering roses. Sally, the young girl, recognises her from the original cottage, but the rest of the Currys don’t. Sally is further upset when the old woman denies her.

Sally remains alone with her knowledge, and the old woman’s identity remains a mystery.

The rest of the Currys live in ignorance.
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​Tale 5: WHO WAS IT? (1976)
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What is this knowledge? Ignorance to what?

More dead bodies, more go missing and more alienation.

I wrote Who Was It? in the advent of my diaries. The style of mid-Seventies dramas has rubbed off in my writing. The story’s setting is Halloween and ‘Elaine’ the central character, is partying at her father’s mansion. Again, I can tell this is our cottage and the characters symbolise my siblings and friends. Told in the first person, ‘I feel drowsy’. Others fall ‘drunk or ill’.

Elaine’s friend, Jean has disappeared for too long and her other friend Joan isn’t joining in the party. Elaine eventually finds Joan’s body in the kitchen with arsenic poisoning. She hides the body in a cupboard, not knowing what else to do. She then seeks out Cousin Keith to search for Jean in the garden. After vowing to help, Keith vanishes for some hours before turning up just when Elaine starts looking for him.

That’s when Keith starts acting creepy and Elaine follows him to the wine cellar where she finds him dragging two bodies across the floor. She kicks a barrel at him, sending Keith unconscious.

‘The mansion has horrible memories now,’ I had written.

Horrible memories? What did I mean by that? And why all these bodies?
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Illustration serving to embody the Who Was It? story. (2019). Like Higreaves, the story appears to make no sense. The cottage didn’t have a cellar.

Alone and afraid, Elaine calls to a friend, Michael for help instead. She tells Michael about the bodies in the cellar and creepy Keith. They go to the cupboard only to find it empty. Who moved the body? That’s when Michael starts acting creepy too, seemingly more concerned about the wine-shortage than Joan. They go to the cellar where Elaine finds her father dead.

The body-count is growing.

Distraught, Elaine sees Michael’s sly grin. He draws a knife and confesses he had murdered Dad.

‘All this time, I trusted you,’ Elaine cries as Michael pushes her against the wall. But Keith comes to the rescue and after a scuffle, Michael’s mouth opens wide, and he falls unconscious.

I was eleven when I wrote this.

Yes, a troubling slant can be seen in my early jottings, but so what? Some children relish horrible and creepy, don’t they? They enjoy murder mysteries.

Around this time, I had written these two shorts, beginning with Murder.

Murder (written in Class 13 1976)

The lights were fused. The door creaked. The door slammed, like something dropped. Two green torches moved around. I threw a plank. The cat fell backwards. It hissed and stood rock-still. I thought it might jump on me, so I stamped on it. I got a knife and kept stabbing. I dragged the cat by the ear. A trail of blood and saliva dribbled from a hanging tongue. Teeth glowed in the dark. I shoved the body under the stairs. It’s been there years now.

Prayer for Night (1976)

Lord. Bless this home. Bless the world. Be around me when I’m alone. Bless the flowers, bless the trees. I’ll bless you and you bless me. I thank you for my life, oh Lord.  I see in sight that you alone are right. I’ll worship you and be true.

Thanks for play at day and sleep at night Amen.

It all seems rather...disturbed.
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I used to write prayers. I wrote Life and Poor World in 1975.
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​Part 2: Stories Written During my Diary Years
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My diary years have now begun. As from 1977 (and for the next eleven years), I would keep a detailed account of events such as school, college, jobs and my marriage. I would record routine events such as birthdays, exams and weddings, as well as mood, health and a secret fantasy world that would take a grip on my life. The circumstances surrounding the writing of my children’s stories are enlightening. Strange and telling strands weave throughout. From Tale 9, my stories have been set out in full within their respective sections.

I shall open with a short, The Mansion on Top of the Hill. The ‘mansion’ has returned and is the cottage where I grew up.

The Mansion on Top of the Hill (1977)
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The mansion is old. No one has lived there for forty years. The door was unlocked. I went in and there before me stood the hall. The cobwebs seemed to pull the walls inwards as they swung in the draught. Every year the cracks reached towards the ceiling. I looked up the stairs but I could see no doors. It just led to a dead-end. Everything was deserted.

So, the bedroom doors have vanished. I no longer have access to what is on the upper floor, just a dead-end. On writing this, I still lived in that cottage, only a different version, noisy, with things going on.
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​Tale 6: SOLOMY’S TREASURE (9 – 14 Jan 1977)
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My stories are evolving; misspellings are fewer and sentence-construction more complex. In the New Year of 1977, I am eleven years old. As usual, the winter feels cold and damp in our rundown cottage. The radiators seldom worked, and ice often formed on the inside of our windows.

Solomy’s Treasure is my first short story of the year. The circumstances surrounding the penning can now be established. Where did I get the word ‘Solomy’? Such a word doesn’t exist in the dictionary and neither does a placename. It strikes a troubling similarity to sodomy. I can only assume an innocent eleven-year-old had mis-chanced on this word. However, my following story would be called Mystery at Hornfield. This is looked at in Tale 7.

I first mention writing Solomy’s Treasure on 9 Jan 1977. The story seems inspired by incidents leading up to the writing. A short rewind is necessary.

On 29 December 1976, my twin Eve, Mum, and Dad had a row over a £10 note. A ‘note’ is central to the plot of this story.

I notice a character called Mr. Loman. This name is similar to the Maslow’s real name (of the bungalow). Their daughter, June often used to visit and did so several times over Christmas. I am frantically hobbying: I do a jigsaw five times, play marbles and jam on an organ which I had for Christmas. I’m also doing puzzles with Mum. She used Pears Encyclopaedia to find answers to crosswords.

One night, Eve hears bats screaming in the cold. I’m up early because I can’t sleep. On 5Jan, I report of depression. I ended up locked upstairs, probably for bad behaviour. On the 9th, Dad’s brother visits. I then begin Solomy’s Treasure.

On 10Jan, I’m back at school and still writing. I have to stay after lessons to wash up with another girl, and my depression deepens. On 13Jan, I’m skiving. A snowstorm blows up the next day and I complete Solomy’s Treasure.

Nothing untoward can be seen here, but as will be seen, a pattern will emerge, one that will reveal the driving-force behind these stories.

Solomy’s Treasure Chapter 1: The Note

Chapter 1 is entitled: ‘The Note’. Already, a current event has linked to my penning of Solomy’s Treasure, the row regarding a £10 note, for instance.

Mark Loman is building Mr. Rowan’s house. I can immediately see that Mark symbolises my dad, for he developed the cottage. The ‘house’ is no longer ‘Dad’s’, but someone else’s. This time, it’s Mr. Rowan. The Bonapartes of The Old Woman did the same thing: take over the cottage.

The (real) bungalow, remember is where the Maslow family live. Mark’s surname is ‘Loman’, almost identical to the Maslow’s real surname. What have I done? Dad (the builder) is now living in the bungalow and no longer the cottage. Did I feel evicted and downsized into the Maslow bungalow? Did I view our cottage as not mine?

Mark Loman (like my dad) is developing the cottage that doesn’t belong to him. He gets drunk one night and sings his way home. His wife, Mrs. Loman is cross. ‘All you’re interested in is drink and money,’ she screams.

That was Mum all right.

She threatens to leave.

Meanwhile, Mark’s work goes on strike. Dad had left the family business when I was three and spent a year on the dole. Mark overhears his boss accusing Rowan of writing a note, which Rowan denies. The note is hurled in the bin. This ‘Boss’ seems to have everyone on a string, even homeowner Rowan.

He sounds like Higreaves.

Mark sneaks the note out of the bin to read ‘I1P Look in Pears.’ He knows this clue refers to Pears Encyclopaedia (the reference book Mum used over Christmas). From there, Mark learns about numbered islands in the Philippines. He is curious about this note. What could it mean? In his quest to solve the mystery, Mark grows vulnerable, skulks and hides.

Solomy’s Treasure Chapter 2: Who Else Knows?

Mark visits his friend, Hunts to find the same note on his desk. When Mark asks about it, Hunts gets cagey and slams the door in Mark’s face. Mark then overhears Hunts discussing the note with his wife, Lora. They plan to go to the Philippines in secret. Mark is horrified that Hunts is investigating the note behind Mark’s back.

Mark sneaks into Boss’s room to find a letter to Hunts. It seems Boss and Hunts are in it together to crack the I1P code. Mark is mortified at more people finding out the hidden meaning of this ‘note’.

Solomy’s Treasure Chapter 3: The Letter

Mark Loman (who doesn’t live at the cottage) is getting obsessed with this note. Mark finds a letter from Hunts to the Boss now. Mark tries to get hold of the note, but Boss appears. He blocks the route. ‘Get out of my way,’ Boss sneers, his head cocked and hand on hip. Boss saunters by, glaring the whole time.

Who is this ‘boss’?

Mark then overhears Rowan ask Boss about the note and Boss says, ‘it’s none of your business.’

Mark tells Boss he has the I1P note to shake him up. Boss tries to make small of it saying, ‘it’s nothing important’ and to ‘forget about it’.

Mark then confronts Hunts about the note and, small surprise, Hunts denies all knowledge of everything. Mark finally confronts Boss and says, ‘If you don’t show me that letter from Hunts, I’ll tell everyone about the treasure.’

Boss fires Mark.
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Builder Mark lives in the downsized bungalow while the obnoxious boss saunters about as though he owns the place. Worse, Mark gets obsessed about a note he finds in the boss’s bin. It appears to imply a nasty secret. Strangely, Mark encounters brick walls to questions about this note.

Who wrote it?

Solomy’s Treasure Chapter 4: A Surprise

Mark Loman has lost his job and his wife. He lives in a downsized bungalow overshadowed by a house that isn’t his. He is getting obsessed about a weird I1p note. Finally, he confronts tight-lipped Rowan who moves out the next day. Everyone’s putting walls up. But Mark finds the I1P note fluttering beneath a stone.

Who left it there?

Mark goes home in despair when his wife, Mrs. Loman turns up. They want to make amends, but she has a tale to tell. She went to a seaside town for a couple of weeks before seeing Hunts on a boat. She follows him to the Philippines where Hunts boards Island One. This is what I1P stands for – a big island on the Philippines. Hunts goes to a place called Solomy where he starts digging. Mrs. Loman spies and does some digging behind Hunts’ back. She finds a treasure chest. Within is a ‘bracelet medal’.

‘Is that all?’ Mark asks.

‘It’s worth more than you think,’ Mrs. Loman says. ‘In the museum you could get £13,000. You can get a new job and start afresh.’

This story alludes to a terrible secret that turns out lame. I remember being disappointed with the ending myself, but believing the lie about my life, I could find no other finale than ‘treasure’. On closer look, however, questions arise.

For starters, who wrote that note? And what was really down that hole?

Philip-pines has the anagram ‘penis’ at the end. The word ‘bracelet’ has my real name encoded within and the medal is a heart shape. And Solomy? It’s almost sodomy, which (according to the Oxford English Dictionary) means non-procreative sex. In isolation, most might disregard these findings, as would I. Until reading my other tales.

The Codes Running Through

This story has codes. It’s encoded. This may at first seem bizarre but is true. A hidden message runs throughout this and my other tales. The I1P of that note represents a code.

I shall now bring in the indexes.

Parts 5 and 6 of this book contains indexes. Part 3 (Section 4) explains them. The proper nouns I chose (like Solomy and Philippines) shows the true meaning of these stories. The themes are also laid bare. These themes go back to the codes and vice versa. A pattern can be seen.

With this explained, I shall return to my ‘tales’.
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​Tale 7: MYSTERY AT HORNFIELD (6 – 9 May 1977)
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Mystery at Hornfield would be my second short story of 1977. It is missing. I have no idea what the story is about, and I continue to grieve for its loss. Still, I have a detailed account of the circumstances surrounding the penning of this story due to my diaries.

At this time, Nan (on my mother’s side) had come to stay. She is the Nan of my toddlerhood. Dad had immersed himself in DIY work on the cottage, including building a porch. Dad could build anything. Shortly after buying the cottage, he made a side-extension and guestroom with separate stairs – hence he became the ‘builder’ in Solomy’s Treasure. When Dad became mentally ill, he would take the guestroom for himself, and Mum slept alone. They had a terrible marriage with violent outbursts and dreadful arguments. Dad hasn’t had a job since 1969 due to his illness, so we had money worries too.

On 29 April 1977, a boy whose bedroom window overlooked our garden, started flashing at us. I learned later that his dad had died, which might explain his behaviour. My older sister ran inside when she saw him but oddly, he didn’t bother me. I just wanted to play in the garden. Soon, Mum would usher us indoors when he appeared at the window.

Shortly after his flashing, the boy moved away. I never saw him again.

I had my menarche on 2 Apr. (My twin had started a week after me). In those days, juniors had little sex education and Mum seldom talked on such things. When I saw blood, I thought I’d become ill. The answers would eventually come via textbooks and senior school. The blood-loss and symptoms came to nothing. I cared only about playing in the garden and mucking about with my bike. I didn’t even record the date.

But my second ever period would be a warning of things to come.

A Bad Awakening at Eleven

It started on 2 May 1977: Monday, mid-morning. On sitting at lessons, my womb became a monstrous clamped fist that squeezed and squeezed. My hands went numb, my back throbbed, and I felt sick. Each wave surged through me in ripples of hot and cold until I thought I would pass out. How I sat through that lesson, I’ll never know. When the cramps eased, I experienced euphoria.

The following day, the same thing happened. In my diary, I had put, Horrid, bad pain again. How terrible to live through this monthly torture until the menopause! I battled through the pain, and no one seemed to notice.  

But on 4 May, the pain returned yet again. I sat there trying to breathe through the cramps until I could take no more. I cried in class and my teacher had to take me home in his car. I entered the living room and Mum didn’t seem too pleased to see me. She probably thought I wanted a skive. I stared at the fireplace alone and wanted to cry a river. A deep and terrible grief scoured my heart out. My previous self is gone forever. I am now menstruating, a woman, and time cannot go back.

On 5 May, I had the day off school with the pain. I must have gone to bed.

On 6 May, I went to school – with the pain. But that evening, I would begin my story, Mystery at Hornfield.

On 7 May, I had written, I had pain again. Wished it would stop. Did story again. Looking back, six days of continual cramps, should have warranted a trip to the doctors. The pain finally eased on 8 May. I had finished Mystery at Hornfield by then and Nan made Sunday dinner.

On 9 May, I felt better, and I would read Mystery at Hornfield to my twin Eve and my youngest sister Mazie. This would become a pattern in future years. However, I would suffer agonising period pains for decades to come.

Where did I get the word ‘Hornfield’? The boy’s flashing at the window must provide a link. At the time, I didn’t know about the ‘horn’ colloquialism. Did it exist in the Seventies? After brief research, I have come to learn that the word goes back to the 1890s, further back than one might have thought. Still, why would I use this word? I cared only about kids’ stuff like bike rides and science projects.

My made-up words, Hornfield and Solomy leave me troubled.

My Visit to the Doctors

On 19 April 1977 (shortly before my periods began) Mum took me to the doctors with depression. My diary, being small at the time, gave brief details, but I recall the appointment clearly. For years, I have suffered intrusive thoughts and reasoned Dad’s mental illness to be the cause. But recently, these thoughts had started to take on new and complex meanings. Numerous times, Mum would strip my bed to prove nothing nasty hid beneath. I had the lights on at night and fell victim to lengthy rituals of OCD like wiping my hands on walls. My siblings got weary of me.

I had been sleeping in Mum’s bed throughout the early Seventies, leaving mine empty. I believed the school bullies and rows at home had nurtured my insecurities. The doctor assured me that I would grow out of these episodes, for being quite ‘common’. During the whole time, Mum sat in the corner quietly. I assumed she feared Dad’s temper would slip out and her children would be taken into care. After learning the horrific truth about my past, I am now unsure.
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​Tale 8: EVACUEE (Class 13, Spring 1977)
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I wrote this next tale at school. I have just finished my Hornfield story. I am in Class 13 and am now ‘menstruating’.

I almost hadn’t included Evacuee within this analysis because it is a ‘school’ story. Surely, it wouldn’t ‘fit’ with my ‘home’ ones, would it? The school had chosen the topic: the Second World War, and the evacuations. Claire Jones had by now moved on with new friends. History would now keep repeating. I don’t ‘fit in’, I can’t make friends, and I’m often left alone.

I cried whilst writing this story. Why? I’ve never been evacuated. But another meaning has snuck in, just like with my ‘home’ stories.

I had written just 700 words over four chapters. Completed in a single lesson, the following brief is told in the first-person.

[image: A drawing of a table and a city
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Drawings accompanying my Evacuee story (1977). My final meal at home and bombed-out houses.

Chapter 1 is called: Leaving.

After my final meal at home (I had written), ‘I’ leave on a minibus.

We arrived at a horrid boarding school where I tried not to cry.

At night, I lay on my hard bed, missing home. I dreaded the daily grind with black coffee and dry bread. For two days, I hid under the bed before raiding the larder. Everybody laughed as my hand got whacked by the teacher.

The fire bell went, and we queued outside while the school burned. (My school actually had a fire in 1968). We walk down a dusty road to Uxford where I cook for nasty Mr. Brians, the hostel-keeper. Hoping he will sack me, I cook badly. But there I remain for five years and make a few friends.

The story ends when I reach sixteen and am due to go home. Bombed-out houses line the village, and I close my eyes when I see five flattened ones leading to mine. Thank goodness. My house remains standing. A sheet hangs in the living room saying, ‘welcome home’. Everyone danced and laughed in celebration.

So, I have ‘left home’.

A horrible place awaits with another ‘boss’. Brians enforces stern food and regimen in a strange place. But on my return five years later, street parties celebrate a new life, a new beginning. I have lost my home, but a new one replaces it. My family no longer feel mine.

See the pattern trickling through? Regardless of whether I set the topic, or someone else, alienation, adoptions and displacement continue.
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​Tale 9: DEATHLY PASSAGEWAYS (4 – 17 Mar 1978)
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I am back to my ‘home’ stories.

From here-on, I have set out my tales in full within their respective chapters.

I have been writing short stories for several years now and my diaries grow in detail. The body-count is increasing and the messages beneath these haunting tales become clearer.

My next writing episode is quite a whopper: three stories in a row over spring 1978. My diary hasn’t given the title of the first story, but is likely to be Deathly Passageways, the focus of this Tale. This first-of-three is closely followed by Windswept High and Hollow Hill. Between them, make up over 20,000 words – quite a lot for a twelve-year old.

So, what triggered such an outpouring of words?

Deathly Passageway follows Solomy’s Treasure in the same book. All my ‘writing episodes’ seem activated by a subconscious mechanism responding to triggers. The episode of spring of 1978 is no different. The run-up is described here.

The Story of Swimming

I am now twelve and am in my first year of senior school. This school stands in the next town where Eve and I have to traverse a disused railway station to get there. But still, the village is a big part of my life. I am mucking about in the playhouse, minding my baby sister and absorbed in my usual pastimes. On Saturday 25 Feb 1978 (a week before writing Deathly Passageways) I had gone swimming with Eve. The baths are in the same town as the senior school, so I know I must have traversed that railway station. Due to my mention of the baths, a little backstory about swimming is needed for having relevance to my stories.

Up to the age of nine, I dreaded water. I mean dreaded. I couldn’t even walk in the shallows without the notion I would drown. Dad didn’t understand. He used to take us to another baths where he would just ‘let go’. His technique simply fed my terror. I clung to the edge, and there I remained the whole time. School lessons helped little more. We had those infernal floats that worsened my fear. All the other children seemed to get a hang of it. But not me. I firmly believed, I would never learn to swim and almost accepted it.

As Eve and I got older, we started to go to the baths on our own. We wanted to feel all grownup without Dad or the bossy instructors around. However, we’d stick to the absurdly shallow learner pool. We would pretend to swim by walking on our hands. I’d wave at Eve and mimic the strokes. She would do the same.

One day, I found I could hop on one hand. I could then walk on one finger and miss a few beats. Soon, I could paddle a whole width without touching the floor at all. I couldn’t believe I could actually swim. In 1975, I earned a school certificate for swimming the twenty-five metres. I struggled the whole way.

But now, I’m a ‘swimmer.’

On 29 January 1977, I make my first report of the baths when I described it as fun. In later years, my confidence grew, and I got used to putting my head underwater. I discovered a mesmerising world that brought nostalgia. For years, swimming pools have commandeered my dreams, big, small, indoor, outdoor, and weird versions, like coral gardens and polluted.

Soon after I learned to swim, I started venturing into the big pool with the able swimmers. I’d jump in feet-first and take in the lovely underwater world. But for some reason, seediness stirred within. The northern corner seemed the source. The same happened in any pool I happened to be in. I’d go underwater there, and the feeling got stronger. If the sun happened to shine through a northern window, one of my weird underwater dreams would surround me.

I kept going to the baths, drawn to them for some reason. Sometimes I couldn’t get enough and cried once because of closing time. At one point, Eve and I went swimming almost every week. It became our ‘thing’. I became quite a competent swimmer as a result.

Trigger Factors Shown in my Diary

So, I had gone swimming shortly before I begin my big surge of stories. Two days later, I have a dental checkup and then a nit-nurse sifts my hair. My old dentist used to fill my teeth regardless and forced the gas on me. Thankfully, we changed dentists when I began senior school, but my dread remained. After my check-ups, I go home and then play ‘dolls’ and farms with Eve. The date was 28 February 1978.

The penning of my first of three ‘tales followed this situation. Nothing untoward can be seen here either, but later, I will come to discover certain factors had fuelled my huge writing episode of spring 1978.

So, Deathly Passageways.

This Tale has undergone necessary edits, retaining the tone of the twelve-year-old who wrote it. This story had no chapters, so I have put breaks where fitting and provided an analysis after each. An undercurrent to this story will soon become plain.

Deathly Passageways Chapter 1: The Innocent Wood

Roses and lavender scented the misty summer morning where birds and bees flittered. The sun cast inky shadows beneath flowering shrubs. A man lounged in a deckchair, his funny old hat pulled over his face and his pipe sticking out.

A plump, kind-looking woman stepped out. ‘Come on, Harry,’ she called. ‘Aren’t you coming to mend the drainpipes?’

‘Leave it to the plumber,’ he grumbled lazily. Just then, a lively girl in pigtails dashed out with Whisky her dog. Samantha lives with her aunt and uncle, Mr. And Mrs. Lomptons and their daughter Rebecca, but she sees Rebecca as a stepsister rather than a cousin.

‘Where are you going, Samantha?’ called Mrs. Lomptons.

‘To the woods,’ she called back.

‘She loves it at the woods, doesn’t she, Harry?’ Mrs. Lomptons said watching her niece go. ‘Harry?’ Harry began to snore and his pipe dropped from his mouth. ‘Harry!’

At the woods, Samantha and Whisky sat on the grass where sunlight cast spotlights through the trees. She unfolded an apron and laid out scraps of food. She then went to a small cave. ‘Barnaby, Bambi,’ she called down the cave. Out came a graceful deer with a baby. His week-old legs still wobbled. ‘Here, I’ve got you some food.’ Samantha fed the little deer. She turned to find Whisky frisking about, chasing rabbits. She waved and the dog sped over. Samantha knocked the ground three times. Out came hedgehogs. ‘Here you are, you hungry lot,’ she laughed offering peanuts. The treetop shuffled. A mouse with a long tail leapt from tree to tree rubbing at acorns. Samantha watched in wonder. Whisky nuzzled at Samantha’s legs. ‘Let’s get back,’ she said patting him, and left the hedgehogs crunching away.

Ever since Samantha could walk, she took a wonder in animals. She looked at farm books and visited the woods. The animals kept away at first, but after a while, took courage and approached.

Dinnertime passed quickly. Sam went outside to play with Whisky. Meanwhile Cousin Rebecca, who is eighteen, came home in a bad mood.

‘Hello Rebecca dear,’ greeted Mrs. Lomptons.

Her father lowered his paper to notice Rebecca’s downcast face. ‘What’s wrong?’ he asked.

‘I’ve got to go away,’ she murmured and ran upstairs.

‘What does she mean?’ asked her mother. Mrs. Lomptons went up to join Rebecca. ‘Come on dear, tell me what’s happened.’

‘In the Post Office,’ Rebecca began, ‘I have to translate letters. The boss called me in, and he said that they are short of workers in London. The pay is higher there and I can get a promotion.’

‘What did you say?’

‘I had to accept, of course.’

‘Don’t worry dear; it won’t be as bad as that.’

‘But Mum, how am I going to find a house of my own? Or even a flat?’

Mrs. Lomptons didn’t like the idea of her daughter living on her own. She thought of moving to the city herself.

The next day Mr. And Mrs. Lomptons enjoyed the misty air in deckchairs. Mrs. Lomptons turned the paper. ‘This house looks nice,’ she remarked.

‘Uh? What?’ Mr. Lomptons grumbled.

‘That house. Look.’

‘Oh, very nice,’ he agreed and settled back. ‘What are you looking at houses for?’ he asked.

‘I forgot to tell you, Rebecca has to leave because of her job, and I’ve decided to go with her.’

‘What?’ Mr. Lomptons sat straight in his chair. ‘You can’t do that. She’s eighteen and should have a place of her own.’

‘Oh, come on, Harry! Don’t be a spoilsport. She needs my help. Perhaps you could have a word with her about it.’

Harry settled back to think.

That night, Sam awoke to rain beating against her window. Lightning flickered and thunder tumbled. By early morning, the sky had cleared to a dark blue tinted with feathery clouds. Water collected in gutters with a gurgling noise.

Samantha got up early and went to the woods with Whisky. The rabbits poked their noses from their burrows as if expecting her. She fed a rabbit on her lap, scraps taken from the draining board. A fox shifted behind the trees followed by a weird shuffling sound. She turned in fright to see a baby bird struggling to get off the ground. Last night’s storm must have injured its wing. If Sam hadn’t been here, that fox would surely have had that bird for breakfast. The little thing struggled in her hands and then lay still. Is it dead? Thankfully, she could hear breathing. She walked home, stroking its feathers.

Aunt had finished setting tea when Samantha arrived. ‘Where have you been? And what’s that thing you’ve got there?’

‘It’s only a bird.’

‘Have you been to the woods again? At this time?’

‘I...I’m Sorry.’

‘What if you’d gone missing? I wouldn’t know where to find you! And take that bird back. You should leave the nests alone!’

‘But its wing is broken.’

‘I don’t care. I don’t want to see that thing.’

Sam sadly went away and put the bird in a hutch. The little creature lay on the thick grass resting its wing. Three times a day, Sam fed the bird breadcrumbs in Mr. Lomptons’ workshop.

One afternoon, she saw Mrs. Lomptons looking at houses. ‘Oh, Samantha, I forgot to tell you, we’re moving.’

Samantha paused. ‘What? Why?’

‘Because Rebecca has got a new job.’

‘What if I don’t want to move?’

‘You’ll have to get used to it.’

Chapter 1 Analysis: Interruption to an Idyllic Life

References to Bambi indicate I had sourced the memory-banks of a very young self to create the opening scene. Indeed, Samantha enjoys a tranquil life with her dog Whisky, spending time in a lovely wood. But the clouds of change gather in the form of Cousin Rebecca’s new job. Samantha’s aunt, Mrs. Lomptons decides that the whole family should move. But Samantha doesn’t want to.

At the age of eighteen (five years after writing this story) I began a Fine Art degree course near London. In my second year, I rendered oil paintings of the cottage garden and a small clearing of sun-dapples. Without realising, I am expressing Samantha’s Innocent Wood. My painting is shown at the end of Part 3. Notice the webbed shadows from the treetops and high contrasts. My head sees this place as real.

The Lomptons’ surname is like Lomans of Solomy’s Treasure. And both echo the (real) Maslow name. Sam’s family are moving out of the cottage (again) and her home is about to become someone else’s. All because of a ‘boss’.

The next day, Samantha finds a wounded bird in those woods. She takes it home, but her aunt wants the bird gone. Samantha is forced to hide the bird away.

That bird is a messenger. Sending a ‘note’.

Deathly Passageways Chapter 2: The Move

The garden baked in the sun, so the family had dinner outside. Sam sat in gloom. She didn’t want to move. She wanted to stay in the routine of visiting the woods. After dinner, Mr. Lomptons had a word with Rebecca. ‘Listen, Becky,’ he started, ‘your mother and I just want to make sure that you don’t mind us all moving together.’

‘It’s okay, Dad,’ she said. ‘But what about your job? You’re due to start back in September.’

‘I’ve had a promotion, and it just so happens to be in the city too.’

‘That’s great news, but have you told Mum?’

‘No. It’s a surprise. I had a letter today.’

Once dusk had fallen, Mr. Lomptons told everyone about his promotion. Mrs. Lomptons thought everything was running smoothly except for Sam. She loved animals and felt settled here. Why did she have to go to the city?

Sam had one of her curious thoughts about her real mother. She had emigrated to Canada with her father and left Sam with Aunt. If Mother had kept Sam, she wouldn’t be able to go to Canada at all. Aunt never said much about Sam’s mother, only that Sam took after her. But it seemed Mum and Aunt aren’t alike at all. Aunt didn’t like animals and she didn’t understand Sam’s feelings.

Next day, as the sun got high, Mrs. Lomptons decided which house she would buy. She phoned the estate agent and made an appointment. That afternoon, Samantha had a phone call. Her friend, Vicky Rundell wanted to meet by the old railway track. Samantha went that evening with Whisky.

The track had always been an adventure for Samantha and her friends. Vicky had dark plaited hair, freckles and dimples. Lynne Roberts, Vicky’s friend, often got muddy for being a tomboy. A big oak tree overlooked a ditch and railway track where a tyre hung from a branch. The three of them would swing about, climb and leap off. They had great fun that evening, seeing who could jump the furthest. Poor old Lynne! The cord snapped and she fell in the ditch on her stomach. Never had she laughed so much! They searched for coins. The one who could find the least was a sissy! Lynne couldn’t find any; Sam found five, but Vicky found twenty with a metal detector. Then in the middle of the fun, a cat strayed in from the fields.

‘Hello, Tibby,’ cooed Vicky when she saw it. ‘Well, I think its Tibby.’

‘My dad kicked my cat yesterday,’ said Lynne. ‘She kept tearing his newspaper.’

‘Did she stop it?’ asked Sam.

‘Yeah, but then she started eating his slippers instead.’

The girls laughed but Sam couldn’t join. Her insides turned cold at the thought of moving to the city.

‘What’s wrong?’ asked Vicky when she saw Sam sad.

‘It’s just, I have to move away.’

‘Why?’

‘Because Rebecca and Uncle are having promotions in their jobs.’

Vicky fell quiet a moment. ‘Oh...Well, I hope you’ll write to us.’

‘Come on you two!’ called Lynne, ‘let’s have some fun while we’ve got the chance.’

They played ball until the stars glowed.

Chapter 2 Analysis: The Stolen Cottage

Samantha is sad about moving away. Like The Old Woman and Solomy’s Treasure, the cottage will soon become someone else’s. Even her family don’t belong to her. Sam’s real mother has emigrated to Canada, leaving her daughter behind. And Sam’s aunt is nothing like Sam.

Rebecca takes no further part in this story. She has ‘gone missing’. But she is Samantha from another angle. She doesn’t want to move either. And all goes back to this ‘boss’ (again).

Sam mucks about by an old railway track with friends Vicky and Lynne. Real life events keep entering my stories, namely the railway track near Granddad’s where I used to muck about with Eve and two other girls. The same line intersects the disused railway station that I must traverse to go to senior school and swimming.

Samantha has fun with her friends, for time is running out. But this aggravates that feeling of doom. A shadow is creeping over Samantha’s life.

Deathly Passageways Chapter 3: The School

Sam went home to bad news. ‘We’re moving on Thursday,’ announced Aunt.

Thursday? thought Sam. That’s the day after tomorrow! Only one more day. Samantha ran upstairs, locked herself in her room and cried herself to sleep. The next day began hot as Mrs. Lomptons bossed Samantha’s uncle to clear the house. When Sam had packed her things, she went to the woods with scraps of food.

The sun cast spotlights on the grass as Samantha fed Barnaby. ‘This will be the last time I’ll see you,’ she said. Somehow, Barnaby seemed to understand. He gazed up and sniffed at Sam’s hands. She put him down gently. Barnaby watched Sam as she walked away.

When Sam got home, she took the little bird with the broken wing to find the bone mended. She slipped open the hatch and set her free. She watched the bird swoop upwards before vanishing. Samantha looked in the hutch and found a big, fine feather. She put the feather in a matchbox in remembrance of the bird.

After tea, Sam sat alone beneath the tree and watched the sun set over the railway track. Gradually the beams narrowed and the stars glowed in clusters above her.

At 6am, the family set off for the city. The engine rolled from the sweet countryside to the frightening motorway. By the afternoon, they had reached the centre with grey terraced houses. An old railway bridge passed above. ‘We’re nearly there,’ said Mrs. Lomptons.

They stopped in a cobbled drive. The house towered above, with ivy growing up one side. A window hid behind an overhang. Tall cypresses stood in front and the porch led to stairs with two doors. One opened out to a large fireplace, rug, table and suite. The other led to a hall of three doors: the kitchen, bathroom and toilet. Samantha quite liked the house but wanted the old one back.

The next day, Mrs. Lomptons took Sam to her new school. What a horrible place! Crowds bustled through the corridors and her form teacher, Mr. Sutton, glared from an oversized glass eye. A deep line ran down the centre of his forehead and he kept a cane in the corner to scare the pupils. His horrible hobble made her flinch. Worse, Sam’s maths teacher would shout out weird things and wear a funny hat, even indoors. His name, Mr. Hattee suited him. The Mad Hatter, thought Sam. 

That afternoon Sam stayed indoors with nothing to do. Mrs. Lomptons didn’t know how to amuse her. ‘Why don’t you join the youth club across the road?’ she suggested.

‘I don’t want to join the youth club.’

‘Why don’t you find something else to do then?’

Sam shrugged and went upstairs to write a letter to Vicky and Lynne. Whisky snoozed at her feet by the fire. 

‘What are we going to do about Samantha?’ asked Mrs. Lomptons.

Harry didn’t lower his paper. ‘I don’t know,’ he grumbled.

The nice weather ended on that very first week of school. The sky darkened with ragged clouds. The wind carried spits of rain. That horrible day, she’ll never forget! For starters, Mr. Sutton shouted out the register. When he got to Sam, he stopped. ‘Ah, you’re the new one, aren’t you?’ he asked, glaring through his bad eye. He pointed his pen, and everyone stared.

‘Yes Sir.’

Then in maths, the Mad Hatter told Sam to go to room fifty-nine for textbooks and she got lost. She wandered back to the maths room embarrassed. ‘Where are the textbooks, girl?’ Mr. Hattee grunted. The class giggled.

‘I...I couldn’t find the room, Sir,’ Samantha stuttered. The class fell into hysterics. The Mad Hatter loved to embarrass pupils in front of everyone.

As Sam walked home, Gerty, the local bully and her gang overtook and danced in front. ‘Are you the silly kid in Hatter’s group?’ Gerty, a sturdy girl with a scruffy cut glared. Her gang looked the same.

‘What do you want?’ Samantha whimpered and a cold feeling ran up her.

‘We don’t like silly kids, do we?’

‘No,’ they chanted together.

‘What are you going to do?’ asked Samantha.

‘A lot of harm unless you stay away from our school. We don’t want nutcases going there, so run off to Mommy and don’t come back.’

Samantha walked home and hid her gloom. ‘I don’t want dinner, Aunt,’ she said.

‘Are you feeling unwell, dear?’ asked Mrs. Lomptons.

‘Just a stomach-ache. And my head hurts. Will you let me have tomorrow off?’

‘I’d better call the doctor,’ she said.

‘No. Don’t call him. I’ll be all right by morning, I promise.’

‘You just sit there, and I’ll phone him now.’

Thankfully, Samantha managed to fool him. He said she needed to keep warm against a chill. ‘She is to stay off school for a couple of days,’ he added.

Samantha sighed relief when he’d gone.

Chapter 3 Analysis: The Cottage Echo

Samantha says goodbye to her previous life. She lets the bird go too but secretly keeps a feather. Samantha and her substitute family move into a substitute cottage. There is even a replica railway track. This smacks of The Old Woman with the echo-cottage in the mountains.

The weather has changed for Samantha. She hates her school. A creepy teacher glares with one eye and mad Mr. Hattee shouts out weird things. She gets bullied. I suffered bullied too. Samantha fakes a cold to avoid school. But she can never evade these bullies because her author has one in her head. This bully follows me around. I also have an inner limp and a bad eye like Sam’s teachers. How odd. How can this be? On 8 March 1978 whilst writing this story, I feel unwell, and I miss dinner. Aunt Maud’s daughter (my cousin) had visited that day and I have her fur jacket. In August 1980, I would make toy puppies from this jacket. I’m recreating Sam’s dog.

I am writing about change, the same change, over and over. Little did I realise this change has already happened. Deep in my past.
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Samantha finds a wounded bird in the Innocent Wood and nurses it back to health. Later, she would keep a feather in a box as a memento.

Deathly Passageways Chapter 4: The Rocking Horse

That night, Sam received a letter from Vicky and Lynne. She read the words over, then slipped out with Whisky to walk the streets. The old railway bridge on the way reminded her of the good times she’d had with her friends. She walked beneath and climbed up the other side, Whisky following.

When she reached the top, Samantha viewed the wet, gloomy street. An old woman unpegged washing and tomcats fought over fish. They sent a dustbin clattering across the road. An angry old man came out and shooed the cats away.

Samantha glanced at Whisky sniffing at the roadside. ‘Come on, Whisky,’ she said tugging at his collar. They climbed down the other side.

Samantha didn’t enjoy her days off because she knew those bullies would be waiting. On her way to school the next day, the girls stood at the gates. ‘So, the dumb kid’s back,’ barked Gerty and poked her.

‘Leave me alone!’ exclaimed
















































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image030.png





d2d_images/image012.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image055.png
s oA
o o = g g s
andgg g oril 2
G untirsiand' | B0 ot ot

Qb5 o and Lears

PR ot [0S N
e | S
ST G2 o | ot el
Rt Il e
SRR ) B
s e v ol BT R

iy il ;

YR | B





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image014.png





d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/image002.png





d2d_images/image024.png





d2d_images/image021.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/image025.png





d2d_images/image047.png





d2d_images/image026.png





