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Chapter 1: The
Shed

Timothy
Tamworth spread his hands in exasperation.

ʻCome on,
David, we’ve played this game before. You know the ball has to go
over the rope. If it goes under and touches the ground, it
doesn’t count!ʼ

David grinned.
ʻOh, sorry, Tim. I’d forgotten.ʼ

Timothy
grinned back. ʻNo you haven’t. You’re just winding me up.ʼ

David tapped
the blue nylon rope strung between two poles that Timothy had
hammered into the lawn.

ʻIt’d be
better if we had a net.ʼ

ʻI know,
David, but we haven’t got one so we just have to pretend it’s
there. Now, are we going to play or not?ʼ

ʻ ʻCourse we
are. I didn’t come round here to play tiddly-winks, did I? Five
points to a set, and five sets for the match. All right?ʼ

ʻOkay, but
just remember, you have to send the ball over the rope. If I
can’t return it before it touches the ground, you score a point.
Like Badminton.ʼ

David tossed
the light, yellow, sponge ball with his left hand, serving it with
a forehand smash that sent it whizzing past Timothy’s left ear.

ʻLike that,
you mean?ʼ

ʻYeah, but
it’s a fault if you serve before I’m ready.ʼ

ʻYou’re making
the rules up as you go along.ʼ

ʻNo, I’m not!
We agreed all this last summer when we invented the game.ʼ

David laughed.
ʻOkay, give me the ball back and I’ll serve again.ʼ

ʻSerious,
now?ʼ

ʻYeah,
serious. Very. Beat me if you can, loser.ʼ

Timothy
grinned. They had been best friends ever since they first started
going to junior school, and when this summer holiday was over, they
would both be going to the same high school.

They had
become good players at this game they had made up together. Because
of it a friendly, but earnest, rivalry had developed between them.
There was always a good deal of jokey banter involved when one of
them scored a point against the other, but no matter who won or
lost they always had a laugh about it and remained friends
afterwards.

After they had
played for about half an hour, the score stood at two sets each. At
the opening of the final set, David returned Timothy’s serve a
little awkwardly, sending the ball flying over the fence into the
neighbour’s garden. It bounced off the roof of the big shed that
stood close to the dividing fence between the Tamworth’s garden and
their neighbour’s and disappeared.

‘We can’t
leave it at that, Tim, can we?’ David said. ‘We’ve won two sets
each, so everything depends on the fifth set. You’ll just have to
go and get the ball back so we can finish the game.’

ʻMe? It was
you whacked the ball over the fence!ʼ

ʻYeah, but
it’s your neighbour, and he doesn’t know me.ʼ

Timothy
sighed. He wasn’t very fond of his neighbour, a grumpy old man who
didn’t seem to like children very much, but it was important to get
that ball back and finish the match. So, instead of wasting time
arguing about whose fault it was, he summoned his courage and went
around to his neighbour’s house.

As he walked
down the path to his neighbour’s front door, he was unaware that
getting that ball back was going to lead him on the most amazing
adventure. He would look back one day to realise that if David
hadn’t sent that ball over the fence on that sunny summer morning,
the events that followed would probably never have happened.

Feeling just a
little bit nervous, Timothy knocked on the door. After a moment or
two the door opened and there stood bad-tempered Mr. Fowler looking
down at him. ‘Oh, it’s you, is it?’ he said. ‘What do you
want?’

‘I’m sorry to
bother you, Mr Fowler,’ said Timothy, ‘but me and my friend were
playing with a ball and it’s just gone over the fence into your
garden. Would you let me go and find it, please?’

‘You want to
be more careful, then. Them footballs can do a lot of damage, knock
plants down and break windows.’

‘It’s not a
football, Mr Fowler, it’s just a little sponge ball. It’s not heavy
enough to do any damage. It’s bright yellow, so it shouldn’t be too
hard to find.’

‘Hmm. Well,
all right, then. You can go and find it. Go through the side gate
and down the path. But you be careful not to damage any of my
plants, and don’t kick it over into my garden again because next
time I might not let you have it back.’

Timothy
couldn’t understand why Mr Fowler was being so nasty about it, but
he told himself that there was no point in getting upset. The
important thing to do was go and find the ball, then take it back
to his own garden so that he and David could finish their game.

Mr Fowler’s
garden was about the same size as his own, but much tidier. There
was a patch of carefully mown lawn with flower borders all round
it, and beyond that was a vegetable garden with runner beans,
potatoes, leeks, carrots and cabbages all neatly laid out in
straight rows. At the side of the garden, close to the fence
between Mr Fowler’s garden and his own, stood that big, long
shed.

As he walked
down the garden looking for his ball, he noticed that there were
two windows in the side of the shed facing the garden, and that
both of them had been opened slightly. He saw that there were
double doors in the end of the shed that faced towards the house,
and like the windows, both of them were very slightly open.

He found his
sponge ball easily. It was lying on the ground between two rows of
runner beans. He picked it up, being very careful not to damage any
of the bean plants, or tread on anything. On his way back again, he
thought he’d just take a quick peek through the doors of that shed
to see what was inside. He hadn’t meant to go into the shed at all,
but when he saw inside it, he just couldn’t help himself.

On long
worktops, on both side of the shed, were rows of wooden cages, and
in each one was a number of small, brightly coloured birds. Each
cage had a wire netting front with a glass water bottle fixed to
it, plastic feeder trays with bird seed and pellets in them, and
perches for the birds to sit on. All the cages were clean and tidy,
and the little birds fluttered and twittered as he walked past
them. He noticed that, in the wall of the shed that was closest to
the garden fence, there was just one small window. But what really
caught his attention was a very odd-looking bird in a cage down the
end of the shed against the back wall. He’d never seen anything
quite so strange in all his life. It was much bigger than any of
the other birds, in fact it was so big that there was hardly enough
room for it to turn around in its cage.

Certainly, it
looked a bit like a bird. Its body was covered in what looked like
very thin, fine feathers – brownish on its back and sides, grey on
its chest and tummy. It had wings folded across its back, and it
stood on two legs like a bird, with very big claws like an eagle’s
talons on its feet, but it was the most peculiar bird he had ever
seen. It had a long tail covered in very small feathers that looked
more like a rat’s tail than a bird’s, and a very long neck.

Timothy knew
that it wasn’t unusual for birds to have long necks. Swans and
geese, for example, have very long necks too. But its head was very
different from a bird’s head, because there were two long,
backward-pointing horns on the top of it, and where a bird has a
beak, this strange creature didn’t have a beak at all. It had a
mouth, and in that mouth there were sharply pointed teeth.

‘I don’t know
what that is,’ thought Timothy, ‘but I’m quite sure it isn’t a
bird. Birds don’t have teeth.’

As he stood
there staring at it, a feeling of sadness came over him. This
creature, whatever it was, wasn’t fluttering about and chirping
like the other birds. It just sat there looking lost and alone.
When it lifted up its head and looked directly at him, Timothy saw
that it had something else that no bird ever had. It had bright
blue eyes that seemed to glow with intelligence. It was in that
moment that he first heard a squeaky voice that seemed to be coming
from the cage.[image: tmp_89fea222c38ab0bdfe2bdbfea861e5d6_rYg9n6_html_70f27de.png]

The voice said, ‘Please help me, Timothy. I need your help to get
out of here. I want to go home.’

Timothy was so
startled that he staggered backwards, tripped over a plastic
bucket, and sat down heavily on his bottom on the hard floor. For a
moment or two he was afraid to move at all, but he got up off the
floor when the voice said, ‘Get up, Timothy. Please. Get up and let
me out.’ At the same time, the strange-looking bird pulled at the
wire netting front of its cage with one of its clawed feet.
Timothy, curiosity overcoming his earlier shock, was just about to
take a closer look at the creature when Mr Fowler appeared in the
doorway of the shed.

‘What are you
doing in my shed, boy?’ he said angrily. ‘I let you look for your
ball and now you’re sneaking about disturbing my birds. You haven’t
any business to be in there. Come on, out of it. Now!’

Timothy turned
away from the cage with the strange bird in it and moved towards
the door.

‘I see you’ve
found your ball, so take it and go. But remember what I said. If
you kick it over the fence again, you won’t be getting it
back.’

That made
Timothy feel quite angry. He hadn’t meant to cause any trouble, and
he’d been very careful not to damage or break anything. He’d been
polite, he’d tried to be friendly, and he hadn’t actually kicked
the ball anyway. But Timothy’s father had always taught him never
to return anger with anger. He’d said, ‘If someone’s angry with
you, Tim, try not be angry back. Always stay calm and reasonable,
and if you can’t do anything else, just walk away and say
nothing.’

Walking away
and saying nothing didn’t seem right, so Timothy said, ‘I’m sorry
if I’ve upset you, Mr Fowler. I didn’t mean to. The shed door was
open, and I couldn’t help noticing all these lovely birds. I just
wanted to take a look at them. I didn’t think you’d mind.’

That seemed to
calm the old man down a bit. ‘Oh, well … all right then,’ he said.
‘You haven’t done any harm, I suppose, but you ought to have asked
me first before you came in here.’

‘Well then,
I’m sorry about that too, Mr Fowler. What sort of bird is that
browny-grey one in that cage down at the end there?’

‘Ah, that’s a
very rare and valuable bird, that is. Worth a lot of money, I
shouldn’t wonder. If people knew it was here, there might be some
who’d try to steal it from me.’

‘So that’s why
he’s angry,’ thought Timothy. ‘He doesn’t want anyone to know he’s
got that strange bird-that’s-not-a-bird in his shed. He’s
frightened someone might try to take it away.’

‘I won’t say
anything, Mr Fowler, I promise. I wouldn’t want anyone to steal any
of your birds. All I want is to get my ball back so me and my
friend can finish our game.’

‘All right.
You’ve found your ball, so off you go, and we’ll say no more about
it.’

When Timothy
lost the final set 4-1, David said, ‘You feeling all right, mate?
You played that last set like an idiot. It’s no fun beating you
when you don’t even try.’

Before Timothy
could answer, they heard Timothy’s mother call through the kitchen
window.

‘Is David
staying for lunch, Tim? I can make you some sandwiches if you want,
and I got some nice, fresh Danish pastries from the shop this
morning.’

‘That’s very
kind of you, Mrs Tamworth,’ David called back, ‘but my mum said she
wants me home for lunch because we’re going out this
afternoon.’

‘Where are you
off to this afternoon, then?’ asked Timothy.

‘Oh, my mum’s
taking me to Thenmans, the outfitters, to get my uniform for high
school. I expect your mum’ll be doing the same soon.’

‘Yeah, I
expect so,’ said Tim in a half-hearted sort of way.

David gave his
friend a puzzled look.

‘Something’s
upset you, hasn’t it? You were all right before you went to get the
ball back. Did something happen next door?’

Timothy almost
began to tell his best friend about the strange bird-like creature,
but then he remembered that he’d promised Mr Fowler he wouldn’t do
that.

‘Oh, it’s just
that he’s got lots of birds in cages in his shed.’

‘So? Lots of
people keep birds: budgies and parrots and things, Tim. They’re
probably his pets.’

‘That’s just
it, David. They’re not pets, they’re prisoners. It’s not right,
keeping birds in cages. They ought to be free to fly around, and
build nests, and lay eggs and eat worms and insects and stuff. I
don’t like to see birds shut up in cages. They can’t be happy
cooped up like that, can they? It’s just not natural.’

‘You know, you
can be a bit of a wally at times, Tim,’ said David with an amused
smile.

Timothy
shrugged. ‘Maybe you’d rather not have a wally for a friend,
then.’

‘Don’t be
silly. We’re mates, and we always will be, right? If you have a few
odd ideas now and then, it’s okay with me. Tell you what, next time
we’ll play in my garden and then there won’t be any birds for you
to worry about. Okay?’

Timothy
nodded. ‘Yeah, okay.’

‘Right, see
you, then.’

‘Yeah, see
you.’

After David
had gone home, Timothy wandered up to his bedroom to sit down on
the swivel chair in front of his computer desk. He had hoped that
he and his friend would be able to spend the afternoon playing a
car racing game. He began to set up a single-player game, but he
found that his heart wasn’t in it. He just couldn’t concentrate: he
couldn’t get the events of that morning out of his mind.

Now that he
was back in his own bedroom, the strange creature in the cage next
door seemed unreal. Had that squeaky voice really been the creature
talking to him, or was it just his imagination?

Timothy liked
reading books. One of his favourite subjects was history. There
were lots of books in his bedroom – two small bookcases full of
them, a pile of books on his dressing table and another pile on the
floor that he hadn’t been able to put anywhere else.

He picked up
one of the books off the floor. It was a book about dinosaurs. He’d
been very much into dinosaurs when he was younger. He flipped
through the pages with his finger and stopped suddenly when he saw
a picture of a flying dinosaur. It was called a Pterosaur. It had a
long beak like a bird. It didn’t have any feathers so far as he
could see, nor a very long tail, and it had only one big horn on
the back of its head, but it did look the same sort of shape as the
creature he’d seen in his neighbour’s shed. He put the book down
and went to stand at his bedroom window, from where he could see
the shed in his neighbour’s garden. ‘It can’t be a Pterosaur,’ he
thought. ‘Pterosaurs lived on the earth millions of years ago.
There aren’t any Pterosaurs left any more, so it’s not one of
those.’
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Then he
remembered how forlorn and sad the creature had seemed. He
remembered those bright, blue eyes and the intelligence that seemed
to shine out of them. ‘That voice was real,’ he said to himself.
‘That little creature is unhappy in that cage. It doesn’t belong
there. It wants to be free to fly away home, wherever that is. It
asked for my help, and I’m not going to turn my back on it. I’m
going to get it out of that cage and let it go.’

Timothy knew
there would be trouble when Mr Fowler found that the creature was
gone. ‘He’ll be angry and he’ll probably phone the police,’ he
thought. ‘Then they’ll come around here and ask questions. They’ll
want to know if I had anything to do with it. Well, I’m not going
to lie. I’ll own up and take whatever punishment they decide to
give me. After





cover.jpg
Timothy Tamworth and the Dragons of Tey-Rah, Book |






tmp_89fea222c38ab0bdfe2bdbfea861e5d6_rYg9n6_html_70f27de.png





tmp_89fea222c38ab0bdfe2bdbfea861e5d6_rYg9n6_html_16a2af66.png





tmp_89fea222c38ab0bdfe2bdbfea861e5d6_rYg9n6_html_65811a85.png





tmp_89fea222c38ab0bdfe2bdbfea861e5d6_rYg9n6_html_m7249bc2f.jpg





