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Two distorted faces peered through a glassy fog. Cryptic words reached me;

“That’s the Guardian dealt with.”

“What now?”

“We hide her.”

Darkness surrounded me...

I woke with a start, my left cheek creased from my notebook. Groggily, I wandered downstairs.

“Caoimhe! Nanga is here.” Mum called from the hall.

I felt my heart lift, the sleepy fog dissipating as I broke into a silly grin, “Nanga!” I jumped the last few steps and hurled myself at her.

Nanga laughed in her rich, sweet voice and brushed my fringe away from my eyes. “Steady on, Cariad, let me sit down first!”

We snuggled together on the couch, Nanga holding me close, her soft white hair tickling my cheek. Nanga moved away from Arkingham when I was three. Granda had died the year I was born.

“I wish you didn’t live so far away,” I said, “phone calls aren’t enough.”

“Wales isn’t that far, sweetie.” She kissed the top of my head.

“I cried for a whole day when you left.” I felt myself drifting off again, the warmth of Nanga’s cuddle lulling me back to sleep.

Where am I? The last thing I remember is falling asleep on Nanga’s lap, so why am I in a forest? Above me, ancient oak trees are shedding leaves, and I can smell the sweet, earthy scent of decomposing leaves and growing mushrooms. 

I get up, brushing dirt from my palms and leaves off my jeans. After a quick look around, I decide to follow the track out of the clearing. I walk over a small rise and see a red squirrel bouncing through the branches of an oak tree. It stops to tell a blackbird of, and something clicks, I’m in the Grange Forest.

As the track gets steeper, I begin to pant, and I realise that I am climbing the Down. I must be north of Drakord. The path levels out and splits into two. A white Tigress lounges on the rock at the fork. “You took your time getting here. Hurry up, She is waiting for you.” The great cat told me, pointing one paw along the left-hand fork. I follow her direction...

“Caoimhe! Wake up, love.”

The voice intruded into my dream, and I yawned, opening my eyes to a poster of Troy and Gabriella. They seemed to tell me that I was going crazy. I was inclined to agree with them; I could have sworn I fell asleep downstairs.

“Caoimhe!” Mum poked her head into the room. “Come on, love!”

“How did I get upstairs?”

“Your dad carried you up. It’s your birthday, and I’m making you your favourite.” She grinned, raising her eyebrows as I sat straight up in bed and narrowly missed my head on the sloping eaves, “Careful, love!”

“Scotch Pancakes, proper Butter and Strawberry Jam?” 

“What else? Hurry up and get dressed.” Mum gave me one of her “Now” looks and shut the door.

The present opening was a mass of boxes, paper and ribbon. Owain had bought me a games console and a few games, which the twins promptly hijacked, racing each other on snowboards. 

Mum and Dad gave me the usual books and clothes, Nanga’s presents were the best though – a gorgeously carved wooden pyramid and a large cardboard box with holes in it. 

The cardboard box felt warm, and I could hear a tiny snore coming from inside, so I lifted the lid carefully. Inside was the smallest kitten I had ever seen, its fur white with darker grey stripes. It looked so soft that I couldn’t help but touch it. It sat up, playfully batted at my finger with one paw and then rubbed its back against my hand. 

“I couldn’t get you a real white tiger cub, but I thought this would do just as well. She’s an Egyptian Mau. What are you going to call her?” Nanga smiled at me. I felt like crying with joy; I’d never had a pet of my own, the dogs were the whole family’s. “Ghost – because she’ll fade into fog or the snow!” 

Nanga laughed, her rich laugh making everyone else laugh. 

I took Ghost up to my room when everyone else left. She scrambled around chasing a ball of paper while I put my presents away. Then I lay in bed looking at the wooden pyramid that Nanga had given me. Ghost jumped up onto the bed and made herself a nest by my tummy. I put the pyramid down on my bedside table and turned the light out.

I was in the forest again. It was darker, as if the sun was setting over the Down. I remembered the track leading up the slope ahead, so I followed it. At the rock, I automatically turned right, only to be blocked by the white Tiger. 

“You need to go to The Stones first. She’s up there waiting for you. Hurry.” 

I hurried up the track, not quite certain why the tiger had been so urgent. As I broke out of the trees into the sunlight, I saw the ancient standing stone circle on the crest of the Down. A figure stood in the centre of the circle, arms outstretched towards me. 

“Help me.” The voice echoed from the circle. 

“I’m coming!” I called back, moving faster than I had ever done before. The scenery rushed past me; I felt like I was flying.

“Help me.” The figure called again, but as fast as I ran, the circle seemed to move away faster. 

Black shadows oozed from the ground, surrounding me and tangling my feet with their arms. I lost my balance and fell, dropping into the deep hole that opened up in front of me. At the bottom was a flickering orange light, but it never seemed to get any closer... 

...then I was back on the bed, turning the wooden pyramid over in my hands. 

“Open it, Caoimhe.” Ghost said from her nest in the duvet, morphing into a miniature of the white tiger. 

“I don’t know how to.” 

“Open it, Caoimhe.” The tiger insisted. 

“How?” 

“Find the Key. She needs you. Can’t you hear her?” The tiger faded away, and I held the pyramid to my ear. 

“Help me.” I heard the circular figure calling me from inside.

I turned it over in my fingers, feeling every millimetre of the intricate carvings that decorated it. A soft, flowery scent drifted up from the surface, reminding me of Nanga’s favourite perfume. 

“Find the Key, and you will release me.” The voice was familiar yet strange, and I thought it sounded scared.

As I ran my fingers over the pyramid, something clicked, and a small button rose from one side. It had a tiny keyhole, shaped like a five-pointed star...

I woke up. Ghost was still purring sleepily beside me. I looked at the clock and groaned, “Too early...” The warmth of the duvet and Ghost’s purring lured me back to sleep. 

After school on Monday, I left my homework on my desk and stuffed a drink, some shortbread and the pyramid into my rucksack, before collecting my bike from the shed. Mum was in the garden, pulling up weeds.

“Where are you going, Caoimhe?” Mum called as I passed her in the front garden. 

“Just for a ride. I need to get some fresh air.” 

“Don’t be too long. Dinner will be at seven.” 

I nodded. The feel of the wind on my face and the physical effort of cycling transported me. “Why am I getting these dreams? Why do I have this need to find out what is in the Pyramid?” I wondered out loud, “I feel like I’m going crazy, but I have to find out!”

The sudden tang of decaying leaves and growing mushrooms in my mouth almost choked me. I realised that I had ended up in the Grange Forest. I skidded to a stop and looked around. Oak leaves dropped like green-brown snow, and a red squirrel chattered at me for interrupting his acorn hunt.

It was the clearing from my dream, and I automatically turned to follow the track leading up the side of the Down. It was too long and too steep to cycle. Instead, I pushed my bike up as far as the path fork and hauled my drink out of its net pocket on the rucksack’s side. 

“You need to go to The Stones first.” The Tiger’s voice echoed in my head, and I remembered the second dream and how the figure had been in the centre of the stones. 

“Help me.” The figure’s voice replaced the Tiger’s. 

“Maybe there’s something up there that will help me,” I said, looking up the track.

My rucksack wriggled, and Ghost popped her head out, “Prrurp?” 

“What are you doing here, Kitty?” Surprised, I picked the tiny furball up and cuddled her. “Did you want to come up to the Stones with me?” 

“Mrrm.” 

I tucked the kitten into the front of my jacket, shouldered my bag and pushed my bike up the hill again. As the path cleared the trees, the sun's angle and the soft wind blowing against my face brought the memory of the second dream flooding back. I froze; the feeling of danger surrounded my heart.

“Prrmrr?” Ghost wriggled.

“This was where the shadows attacked me in my dream.” I looked around, recognising particular shapes and shivered. 

“Mrrmr.” Ghost clawed her way up, nuzzled up under my chin, and her soft fur, coupled with the sun’s warmth, chased my fears away. She scrambled up my shoulder and perched herself there.

“Hold on, Ghost,” I warned her as I started moving again.

I cycled the last leg of the trek, leaving my bike and rucksack just outside the edge of the circle. I stopped for a long moment, unsure of what I would find, but Ghost was braver. She jumped to the ground from my shoulder and marched into the centre, ears and tail held high. “Mrrprr!” she called. 

“Ghost! You silly little thing, come back!” 

The kitten sat down in the centre and began to scratch at the dirt “You daft cat! Your paws are dirty now.” Snatching her up, I brushed the dust off and put her back on my shoulder.

I furtively looked around. There didn’t seem to be anything unusual, but when I glanced down at the ground that Ghost had scratched at, I saw a silver glint. 

I hunkered down, and Ghost gave a little chirrup.

“That’s probably just a piece of a tin can, Ghost, I don’t know why you were so interested...” 

The little cat purred and rubbed her head against mine.

I brushed a little more dirt away and found a fine silver chain. Pulling my ballpoint pen out of my top pocket, I used the cap to pry the chain out of the compacted dirt. As I pulled it out, Ghost jumped down again and dug a little further away, freeing a lump of dirt, which came towards me when I pulled the chain. 

“What have we got here then?” I asked the kitten, who chased the lump as it dragged along the ground. She ignored me. 

Picked it up, I carefully broke the lump apart to reveal a delicate key, the end shaped like a tiny five-point star. I scrambled back to where I had left my bag and started to pull the pyramid out of it.

There was a beep from my wrist, “Damn! It’s six...” I threw the chain into my bag, did my rucksack back up and scooped Ghost into my jacket. The sun had dropped lower than the Downs as we rode down from the Standing Stones. The shadows along the trail reminded me of the shadows in my dream, and I was grateful for Ghost’s soft warmth inside my jacket. It reminded me that I was awake and stopped me from jumping every time a branch moved in the lazy wind. 

We barely made it back to the house before seven. I ate without talking to anyone, too excited about the silver key in my bag to pay much attention to anything around me. 

Once I was back in my room, I hauled the chain out “Right then, Ghost, let's find the keyhole.” 

The feeling of déjà vu was intense as I began to turn the pyramid in my hands, running my fingers carefully over the delicate carvings. On one side, the carvings formed the picture of a dragon, drawing my attention. I looked closely at it; there in the centre of the eye was a star. 

“That’s it!” I fitted the key into the eye. It turned smoothly, and the sides fell away to reveal a smooth sphere of translucent purple stone. I lifted the sphere out. 

The sphere was warm to the touch. I was abruptly reminded of Nanga, “I think that this is Amethyst, Ghost. Nanga has lots of carvings made from it.” 

The kitten sniffed the stone, mewed and yawned. It was almost impossible to resist. I yawned as well, put the opened pyramid on my bedside table and dropped the sphere lightly into the hollow. 

Then I scrambled into bed and turned my lamp out. 

“Take me home.” The voice was insistent. I stuffed my pillow around my ears, trying to drown it out. 

“Take me home, Caoimhe!” 

Reluctantly, I opened my eyes to find a small purple glowing dragon in the centre of the room. “What the...?” 

The dragon seemed relieved that I had woken up. “Caoimhe, I need you to finish the task you have started.”

“What are you talking about? What task?” I rolled over and wrapped the duvet around me. “Meeh!” Ghost touched her nose to the back of my neck, and I rolled over, pulling the duvet up around my neck. “Stop that, Ghost.” 

“The kitten is right. You must listen, or it shall be the end of your world.” The dragon shimmered and changed into the figure I had seen in my dreams. She looked like my Nanga. 

I sat up fully awake “Who are you and what is going on?” 

“I do not have enough time to answer questions. Listen and remember: 

When the moon is full on Samhain night, 

Take up the sphere and travel light. 

Journey into the Dragon’s Cave, 

It will be hard, so you must be brave. 

Place the sphere in the dragon’s heart, 

The world won’t change if you do your part.”

The figure faded away with the last line. Ghost yawned and went back to sleep;  I tried, but I couldn’t get the poem out of my head. I needed help with this, but who would believe me?

At school over the next couple of days, the poem plagued me. It didn’t matter what subject I was in; I found myself writing it in my book or whispering it to myself. It drove me completely batty. My friends all looked at me like I’d grown an extra head and started avoiding me.

On Wednesday, I finally gave in.

It was Library period, so I grabbed a couple of random books and headed for a beanbag chair in the furthest alcove. Pulling out my notebook, I wrote the poem down and started to try to make sense of it. I read it aloud softly, sketched out the key, the pyramid, the sphere, and the dragon, and tried to fit the whole thing together.

The best I could come up with was that the last line was personal to me. “The world won’t change if you do your part.” It sounded like I was the only one who could do anything.

By the end of the period, my head was splitting, so I pleaded a migraine, got permission to go home and walked out of school.

* * *
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“HELLO, MICHAEL.” MY mum’s voice echoed up the stairs to where I sat with Ghost on the top step. 

“Can I see Caoimhe? I brought her homework with me.” Michael said from the front door. 

“She came home with a migraine.” Mum sounded uncertain. All of a sudden, I wanted to see him and ran for the stairs.

“It’s all right, mum. He can come up.” I called down. 

There were a few mumbled comments, then Michael appeared at the bottom, “Hi Caoimhe.” 

“Hi Mike. Come on up.” I stood up and went into my bedroom. Mike followed. I sat on my bed. 

“I brought the homework from History and Math.” He pulled a sheaf of worksheets out of his bag and put them on the desk.

“Thanks.”

“No problem.” He smiled and touched my shoulder. “You looked sick in the library. I got a little worried.” He pulled the chair out and sat down at the desk.

I flushed and concentrated on Ghost, who chased a jingly plastic ball around the floor. “I was trying to work something out and ended up giving myself a headache.

“I know. I heard you reciting a poem and talking to yourself.”

“You were listening?” 

“I was in the next alcove. You didn’t keep your voice down, so I had no choice.” Michael looked around the room.

“My parents are into all that magic stuff.” He laughed, flushing, “I even know what the first line of the poem means.”

“You do?” I was reduced to staring at him, not quite certain how to react. 

“When the moon is full on Samhain night,” he recited, “That means there’ll be a full moon on the 31st of October.” 

“Halloween? But how...” I blinked, and he shrugged. 

“Don’t ask. Anyway, I think what you have to do is take the sphere to the dragon's cave on Halloween.” 

“But where is the dragon’s cave?” He shrugged again.

We batted ideas around for an hour or so, until I remembered the first dream. As the track gets steeper, I begin to pant, and I realise that I am climbing the Down. I must be north of Drakord.

The path levels out and splits into two. A white Tigress lounges on the rock at the fork, “You took your time getting here. Hurry up, She is waiting for you,” she told me, pointing one paw along the left-hand fork. I follow her direction...

“Is there a cave in the Down above Drakord?” I scrambled for my laptop and brought up a map website. A moment later. “There is! So I have to take the sphere to this cave on Halloween night.” 

“Sounds about right. I’ll pick you up about seven on Friday then.” Mike smiled. 

“Whoa. Why will you pick me up?” 

“I thought you might like to use the Halloween Disco as a cover for your parents.” 

I blushed. I hadn’t thought of that. “Okay.”

“And of course you might need some help, so I thought I would come along – just in case.” Mike stood up and looked at the clock. “I’d better get home. I have to get back for dinner.”

Friday was not only Halloween but also the end of term.

“Remember, I’ll pick you up at seven,” Mike said as we headed out the gates. “I’ll be ready.” I smiled and waved

I’d decided to dress as a witch in a short black dress with a tattered black hem and leggings, purple-and-black striped tights underneath. I had a purple wig and a black hat to complete the ensemble. When Mike arrived on his bike, he was dressed as a Mummy. 

“Nice costume,” I said. 

“You don’t look so bad yourself.” 

“It’s warmer than what Jenni was going to wear,” I replied, getting my bike out of the shed. I slung the small black rucksack that contained the pyramid and a few essentials across my back. 

Ghost meowed plaintively from the living room, where my mum was keeping hold of her. I waved, and we took off. 

Once out of sight of the house, but before getting to School Road, we headed out to the forest. Our lights lit up the track, and we reached the rock at the path fork fairly quickly. 

“Which way now?” Mike puffed. 

“Right.” And I led him down the track that I’d seen in the second dream. It curved around the side of the Down, slowly rising towards the top. We quickly realised that we wouldn’t be able to take the bikes further. 

“We’ll leave them in the bushes here.” Mike pushed his behind a bramble bush. “I’ll wrap my lock around the trunk of that tree and lock them together.” 

The path was slippery; it had rained yesterday, and the leaves were wet. I slipped several times, but we found the cave easily enough. 

As we stood in front of the cave, the moon slid out from behind the clouds. 

“It’s awfully dark in there.” I shuddered. 

“I brought a torch, hang on.” Mike pulled out an LED torch and switched it on. “Ok, here goes.” 

He led the way into the cave. I pulled my torch out and followed, almost treading on his heels. 

The cave was longer than I thought. It wound its way back into the hillside, limestone walls dripping and strange formations growing out of the floor. We came to a place where two tunnels opened up and stopped. 

“Which way now?” Mike asked. 

There was a strange scratchy noise coming from my rucksack, so I pulled it off and peered cautiously inside. Ghost jumped out of the bag and sat down in front of me. “How on earth did she get here?” 

“She must be a Schrödinger’s Cat.” Mike suggested, “They can appear out of nowhere.” 

Ghost padded over to the left-hand tunnel and waited.

“Looks like she wants us to go this way,” I said. 

“Mrrprr.” The little cat stretched and pawed at me before pattering off into the dark. 

I swallowed and followed my kitten, wondering where the danger was. So far, it had been spooky, but not dangerous. 

Three more tunnels appeared. Ghost seemed to take us unerringly in the direction she thought we ought to go in, with a little encouraging chirrup each time. 

My torch gave out in the second tunnel. Mike’s LED torch was bright enough, so we kept on with that. 

I heard strange things, scampering, scratchy noises in the dark behind us. Mike’s torch gave out on the third tunnel, just after the entrance.

“Damn.” 

We stopped while he tried to get it working again. 

The noises got louder, and Ghost climbed up my leg onto my shoulder, hissing at things that we couldn’t see. Something brushed against my leg, and I screamed. 

“Yowch.” Mike grumbled, “Did you have to do that?” 

“Sorry. Can we move on?” 

“I can’t get the torch working.” Mike seemed upset. “I wish I’d brought my bike light with me.” 

“I can see a little now.” It was true: my eyes had adjusted, and I could see that we stood on the widest part of a very narrow, bridge-like ledge spanning a chasm. “Mike, don’t move. I can see where we are. We’re on a bridge, and if you step too far to either side, you’ll fall off.” 

I moved up in front of him and placed his hands on my waist, feeling the heat of a blush rising as I did so. “Follow me carefully.” 

“How can you see when I can’t?” 

“I don’t know. Just follow.” 

I got us to the other side, turned to look back and almost screamed again when I saw the shining red eyes underneath the ledge. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing. Let’s keep going.” I grabbed his hand and pulled him along beside me. 

The red-eyed creatures swarmed up over the edge of the chasm and began to follow behind. Ghost hissed at them, digging her claws into my shoulder. The tunnel seemed to go on forever, and we could only go so fast in the dark. Mike kept fiddling with his torch, muttering “Light!” to himself. 

Eventually, the tunnel opened up into a cave. In the centre loomed a huge rock. 

“Bring out the Sphere.” The figure’s whispered in my head. 

I pulled it out, glancing nervously at the red eyes that seemed to be waiting for something. The sphere lit from within, casting a soft purple light around the cave. 

“What are they!” Mike gasped. He pointed at the creatures that ranged around the edge of the cave. They muttered and hissed, rubbing scaly three-fingered hands together. 

“They will not touch you unless you attack them,” the figure that appeared on the rock said. “Quickly, bring the sphere here and place it in the chest cavity.” 

“Hang on.” I frowned with momentary distrust, “Why should I? You still haven’t explained why I should do this.” 

“I cannot until you free me.” The woman said, “The spell binding me prevents me from speaking of it.”

The red-eyed creatures grinned evilly at me, displaying sharp, pointed teeth, and Ghost growled. She leapt off my shoulder to put herself between me and the wicked creatures. 

I studied the rock properly. Realising it was
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