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Elizabeth or
Lizzie as she preferred to be called had asked her mother if she
could go outside to ride her bike.

At 8 years old
she no longer wanted to be cooped up in the house or confined to
the garden.

Her mother had
given her permission to cycle to the end of the street and back
home again.

Lizzie
disobeyed by turning a corner and cycling along Wagtail Lane.

Wagtail Lane
was lined each side with wooden gates backing on to gardens. Only
cycles and walkers allowed.

With no one
around to ask her what she was doing alone on her bike, she peddled
fast, the wind blowing through her curly blonde hair.

She felt very
grown up, happy and excited about having an adventure on her
own.

Taking another
turn on her right she caught sight of a pretty tabby cat. As she
approached, the cat arched his back and twitched his tail.

Startled as a
dog barked from behind a wooden gate Lizzie pulled on her brakes
and the cat ran along the passage, stopping as if checking that
Lizzie was following, before disappearing around the next
corner.

Lizzie
followed, turning yet another corner before reaching the end of the
passage. “Which way to go,” she
thought.

A sign at the
end of the passage said “Stone cottage” with an arrow pointing to a
path again on her right.

This passage
was more like a Maze. She seemed to be going around in a circle.
She had no idea where she was.

Not in the
least concerned, Lizzie followed the arrow and caught a glimpse of
the cat as he arched his back, twitched his tail then disappeared
out of sight once again.

Peddling fast
Lizzie tried to catch up, coming to an abrupt halt in front of a
stone cottage.

Looking around
she stepped off her bike, carefully balancing it against a small
stone wall.

She felt a
tingle of excitement as she stared at the pretty cottage. It looked
very old compared to all of the new homes being built around the
lake near her house.

Her eyes went
to an upstairs window. Watching her was the tabby cat, how did he
get inside she wondered.

A small wooden
gate with a broken latch opened onto an uneven stone pathway.

Walking toward
the front door she passed a bird
bath almost hidden by a fallen tree branch. Splashing in the
dirty water was a black and white Wagtail. Feathers all wet as the
bird flapped about happily bathing; close enough for Lizzie to
watch without frightening it away.

Lizzie wasn’t
sure how long she had stood watching the little bird or how long
she had been away from home.

Her mother was
sure to be cross. She turned to go back to the gate when the front
door opened.

“Don’t go
Elizabeth” called a frail grey haired lady.

Lizzie turned
wondering how she knew her name.

“Boots” told me you were coming to see me. He’s
such a clever cat.”

Lizzie walked
toward the elderly lady.

“Come in
Elizabeth,” she said with a big
smile. “I’ve waited a long time for you to visit.”

Lizzie walked
through the door and immediately smelt the baked muffins cooling in
the kitchen.

“How do you
know my name?” asked Lizzie.

Taking Lizzie’s
hands in hers the old lady looked sad as she spoke.

“I am your
Grandma. You were two years old when I last saw you: Sit yourself
down; I have made you a cup of hot chocolate and some muffins.” She
said.

As Lizzie sat
down Boots the cat jumped onto her lap, purring loudly: She stroked
the cat as she drank her hot chocolate and looked at Grandma
Ivy.

She liked the
stone cottage; feeling comfortable she started to yawn.

“Why not go to
your room and rest awhile?” said Grandma.

Lizzie followed
Ivy up the steep stairs and walked into a bedroom.

“This is
exactly the same as my bedroom!” laughed Lizzie as she ran around
the small room. Everything! Curtains, toys, dolls house, even the
same teddy bear was on the bed.

Lizzie was too
excited to rest plus, she couldn’t help thinking about how
cross her mother will be.

She had so many
questions that needed answers.

Grandma
interrupted her thoughts “You had best be going home. Your parents
will be worried. You can come again next weekend if you wish.”

With her frail
arms outstretched she waited for Lizzie to respond.

Without
hesitation, Lizzie ran forward and
hugged Grandma Ivy.

Saying goodbye
she walked to the door. Turning she smiled before walking out of
the front door, passing the bird bath and to the gate before
getting back on her bike. She took one last look before cycling
away.

Lizzie didn’t
notice which way she was going. She was thinking, studying Grandma
Ivy’s kind face, and wondering why she couldn’t remember anything
about her.

Arriving home,
a very cross mother stood hands on hips at the front door.

Lizzie was sent
straight to her room, punishment for being away for so long. She
hadn’t been given a chance to explain.

She lay on her
bed thinking about Grandma Ivy and wondering how the bedroom in
Stone cottage was identical to her own.

The following
Saturday she set off on her bike heading for Wagtail Lane. There
was no sign of Boots the cat and there didn’t seem to be any
turnings left or right. She must have gone wrong somewhere.

Turning her
bike Lizzie headed back home.

She must ask
her mother about Grandma Ivy. Perhaps she’ll know how to get to
Stone Cottage, Wagtail Lane.

When she
arrived home Lizzie went over to sit next to her mother in the
kitchen.

“Where have you
been?” she asked.

For some
unknown reason, Lizzie was feeling
uncomfortable, unsure of
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