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Prologue

			Emerging from the forest of Oak and Rowan trees, into bright sunshine, two horse drawn carriages cross the solid stone bridge, and begin the climb towards the magical Bentrowan Tree Castle.

			Out of the window of the first carriage, a young girl with a puppy on her knee, turns her head towards the loch below, and sees the setting sun shining through the rainbow mist, that is rising from the surface.

			“Look Mollie, there’s Granny MacCardigan’s cottage, I will introduce you to her very soon and we can explore the loch shore with her.”

			Little does Annabel realize but Granny and her cats know what is hidden below the depths of the Loch, something mystical and magical.
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Chapter 1

			Emerging from the forest of Oak and Rowan trees, into bright sunshine, two, horse drawn carriages, cross the solid stone bridge, and begin the climb past the crofter’s village, towards the magical Bentrowan Tree Castle.

			Bentrowan tree castle was built around an ancient Rowan tree, which over 100 years, has grown into an archway reaching for the ground.

			In the springtime it is covered in clusters of creamy -white flowers, then scarlet berries and leaves, in the Summer and Autumn.

			It is said to have magical powers.

			Out of the window of the first carriage, a young girl with a puppy on her knee, turns her head towards the loch below, and sees the setting sun shining through the mist that is rising from the surface.

			“Look Mollie, there’s Granny MacCardigan’s cottage, I will introduce you to her very soon, and we can explore the loch shore with her.”

			Snorting in unison, coats steaming from the long journey, the horses pull the carriages to a halt outside the large oak front doors of the castle.

			Above the front doors, is the family coat of arms, it is a WATER DRAGON facing a BOAR set inside a pair of Golden antlers.

			Bentrowan Tree Castle, is the ancestral home of the Halket - Fisher family.

			Lord Micheal and Lady Amanda Fisher with their daughter Annabel are returning from their stay at Isla Manor.

			They had intended to be home much earlier but the winter snow storms delayed the travel until early spring.

			Lord Micheal inherited the castle after his father died in a riding accident.

			“Home at last, oh, to stretch our legs after such a long journey, and breathe the wonderful highland air” says Lord Micheal.

			“Yes, I will be pleased to get out to the green houses`, I hope that the rebuilding is finished and the orchids can at last be put in there” says Lady Amanda.

			“Can I go and visit Granny MacCardigan, I would like Mollie to meet Granny, McSnickerty and McSnackerty” asks Annabel.

			“Who on earth are McSnickerty and McSnackerty?” asks Lord Micheal.

			“Granny’s cats of course” says Annabel.

			“After such a long journey I think your visit to Granny MacCardigan can wait until tomorrow. You need to settle Mollie into her new home.” Says Lady Amanda.

			“I’m sure we could all do with something to eat, how about we go and see if cook has some tasty titbits in the pantry, I know I am feeling rather peckish, after such a long journey,” says Lord Micheal

			Scroggin, the coachman, opens the carriage door and puts down the steps for the family.

			McFarley, the butler, is waiting at the top of the steps to welcome the family home, along with Mrs Partridge the housekeeper.

			“Welcome home your Lordship, Milady, Miss Annabel, and who might this be with you Miss Annabel?” asks McFarley.

			“Hello McFarley, this is Mollie, isn’t she beautiful, I found her by my bed in a basket, on Christmas morning.” Says Annabel, excited to be home.

			All of a sudden, there is a loud barking, and skittering of many paws. Out of the library burst McTash and McFash, Lord Micheal’s Scottish Terriers, one black, one white, their tiny tails wagging fast enough, to shake their rear ends off.
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			Sliding past their master on the smooth tile floor, crashing into a table, almost knocking a vase of flowers to the floor, but for the quick reactions of McFarley.

			“Well, that’s a welcome and a half if ever I saw one, come here boys let me give you a good scratch behind your ears” says Lord Micheal.

			Annabel puts Mollie down on the floor.

			“Hello” she woofs wagging her little tail in greeting.

			McTash and McFash suddenly realise there is a stranger in their midst.

			Standing rigidly to attention as only Scottish terriers can at the height of 12 inches tall, McTash and McFash’s ears perk up, woof at the stranger, and ask “who are ye and what are ye doing in oour castle”.

			“I belong to Miss Annabel, I am going to be living here” woofs Mollie, a little shy, but wagging her tail at the same time.

			“Are ye noo” woofs McTash, “weee’ll soon see aboot that, it’s oot to tha barn wi ye.”

			“Och dinna fash yersel McTash tis only a wee puppy, there’s nay harm”, says McFash wagging his tail at Mollie.

			“Nay, harm! You know what happens; puppies have a bad habit of growing and creating havoc around the place, dinna say I didna warn ye!” woofs McTash.

			Pointing his little tail in the air, McTash, struts off in a huff to stand by Lord Micheal.

			“My name is Mollie; I’m a girl and I’ll have you know; I’m very well behaved” she woofs.

			“I’m sure ye are,” woofs McFash, “dinna mind McTash he is a reet wurrywart, he`ll come roond to liking ye soon enough, even if he doesna show it”.

			Picking Mollie up, Annabel heads to the kitchen.

			“Hello Biddy, were back home at last,” says Annabel.

			“Miss Annabel, welcome home, oh no, not another set of paws to make muddy tracks through my kitchen, mind you keep it out from under my feet, I don’t want the roast lamb tipped on the floor again” says Biddy.

			“Don’t worry, Mollie is very well behaved, she won’t be running through here like McTash and McFash do,” says Annabel, cuddling Mollie.

			“Would you have a plate of meaty bites, and a bowl of water for her? She is rather hungry and thirsty from our journey” says Annabel.

			“Mind that she doesn’t, now take her out to the boot room, I will fetch her something to eat and drink, then be off with you while I prepare a snack for you all, everyone must be famished after such a long journey,” says Biddy.

			Later, the family sit down in the dining room for their evening meal.

			McTash, McFash and Mollie are curled up at a distance from one another in front of the fire.

			“First thing tomorrow, I must see Ghillie MacBurn to catch up on the goings on of the livestock, the horses I purchased from Alexander should be arriving within the next few days, we’ll need to be prepared for them” says Lord Micheal.

			“I will need to catch up with Mrs Partridge and Biddy about the spring cleaning” says Lady Amanda.

			“By the way, Sweet pea, (Lord Micheals pet name for his daughter,) there’s a surprise up in your bedroom, why don’t you go and see”.

			Annabel is very excited to find out what the surprise might be, so she calls Mollie, and they race off upstairs.

			Opening her bedroom door, Annabel discovers a beautiful room painted like a garden of spring flowers.

			“Oh, how beautiful, it will be like sleeping in a spring garden.”

			Annabel, then discovers a large box, and some smaller ones sitting on the floor at the end of her bed.

			Carefully opening the largest one, she discovers that it is a small version of Bentrowan tree castle.

			Becoming rather excited she unwraps the smaller boxes and discovers all of the furniture she could want to put in the castle.

			“Oh, look Mollie, this is our castle, I wonder who made it and all of the furniture, there are even miniatures of you, Mctash and McFash, Oh, and Checkers, how wonderful, and look there is my bedroom exactly the same,” says Annabel.

			Thoughts of going to visit Granny MacCardigan fly up the chimney and disappear into the wind.

			Humming away to herself Annabel begins to put the furniture and all of the other pieces into the castle, so absorbed in what she is doing, Annabel doesn’t see a wee mouse dressed in tartan, scurry across the floor and hide under her bed, to watch the goings on.

			“My what a wonderful castle, miss Annabel has there, just the right size for my wee clan, I must bring Jeannie and the weans to see it later, maybe we could move in and keep house, or should I say castle? I’m sure miss Annabel won’t mind, I must away to tell Jeannie.”

			Mollie, on the other hand, has seen the wee mouse and has decided to investigate under the bed; she has to crawl on her tummy as she has grown a bit since Christmas.

			Halfway under the bed, Mollie gives a woof! the wee mouse nearly jumps clean out of his tiny boots, and scurries off back to the gap in the stone wall, his tiny heart racing.

			“Mollie what are you barking at, is checkers under the bed?”

			Squirming her way backwards from under the bed Mollie runs over to the crack in the stone wall and sniffs at the tiny hole.

			Annabel goes to see what Mollie is sniffing at, she finds a tiny boot on the floor along with a tiny tartan bonnet, “I wonder where these came from, maybe they fell out of one of the boxes I have been unwrapping.”

			Meanwhile wee MacMouse scurries into his house inside the stone wall, and frightens the life out of Mrs MacMouse.

			“You’ll never guess what I’ve just seen, a castle, fit for the MacMouse clan, come and see” he says out of breath, rather excited, doing a wee dance.

			“Really MacMouse, do you have to race in here like a highland bull, you’re lucky I didna drop the griddle iron on your foot, speaking of which where is your boot and bonnet you seem to be missing them?” says Jeannie MacMouse.

			“Never mind them”, he says reaching up to the top of his wee head, while looking down at his feet, “come to the opening in the wall and see for yourself.” Says Angus MacMouse, unable to stand still.

			Standing just inside the opening of the stone wall Mr and Mrs MacMouse gaze out at the wee castle, made just the right size for the MacMouse clan.

			That night with tiny lanterns in hand the MacMouse clan creep out and investigate the castle for themselves.

			“My, this is a fine castle Angus, there’s plenty of room for all of us, and look at the fine furniture, the weans will have to take their boots off and be washing their hands, before coming in from the outside, that’s for sure” says Jeannie trying to hide her excitement.

			“I thought we could move in tonight Jeannie while Miss Annabel is asleep” says Angus.

			“Och, I dinna think so, Angus, Miss Annabel hasn’t finished putting all of the furniture in the castle, best we leave it for a few days and then gradually move in” says Jeannie.

			“Argh, but Jeannie, if we move in now, Miss Annabel won’t notice so much, she will think our belongings are part of the furniture she has unpacked” says Angus.

			“Weel, when you put it that way, I guess it makes more sense, alright we will begin tonight” says Jeannie.

			That night, when all is quiet, the MacMouse family move into the wee castle.
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Chapter 2

			Next morning, Annabel is woken up by Mollie barking, “Mollie, what are you barking at? you are making such a fuss” says Annabel.

			“There are mice in the wee castle a whole clan of them,” woofs Mollie.

			Getting out of bed, Annabel goes over to the wee castle, gets down on her knees to look inside, “oh Mollie, those are only tiny dolls in there, come on we have to go and have breakfast, then were off to visit granny Mac Cardigan, McSnickerty and McSnackerty, maybe we can pick some flowers along the way,” says Annabel.

			Dressing quickly, Annabel races off down the corridor, Mollie chasing after her, and bursts through the door to her parents’ bedroom.

			“Oh, thank you, mother and father, my bedroom is so beautiful, when the sun shone through the window this morning, everything glowed like a spring garden.”

			“Thank you for the castle and all of the furniture that goes with it, I have started to put things in the rooms.” Says Annabel, doing a little dance.

			“You’re welcome Sweetpea, what are your plans for today?” asks Lord Micheal.

			“May Mollie and I go to grannys, to say hello and introduce Mollie to McSnickerty and McSnackerty” she asks.

			“Yes, you may, just make sure you have breakfast before you go,” says Lady Amanda.

			Annabel and Mollie race off down the stairs to the kitchen for hot porridge, toast and jam washed down with a nice cup of hot milk.

			Mollie is given porridge also with a bowl of fresh water.

			They are soon off out the door, over the meadow to granny MacCardigan’s cottage.

			The cottage is on the edge of the meadow, by the loch, below the castle.

			Running up to the front door of the cottage, Annabel and Mollie, frighten McSnickerty and McSnackerty.

			McSnickerty runs up the apple tree, perches on a branch, looking like a porcupine, his fur all fluffed out sitting there hissing at the visitors, McSnackerty lands on top of granny MacCardigan’s` head looking like a very bad hair do.

			Mollie gets such a fright at the cats’ antics; she begins to bark at them, protecting her mistress, Annabel.

			“My, what a commotion, that’s a way to greet the morning if ever there was one” laughs Granny MacCardigan, removing McSnackerty from her head and retrieving her shawl from his claws. “Good morning, Annabel, who do we have here? that has sent my wee kitties into a panic?” says granny.

			“Hello Granny, this is Mollie, isn’t she beautiful, sorry about McSnickerty and McSnackerty I did want to introduce them in a better manner, Mollie these are grannys’ cats McSnickerty and McSnackerty, McSnickerty is up the tree, I guess he will come down when he is ready”, says Annabel.

			“Not today I won’t, not until you have taken that wee beast away home with you” yowls’ McSnickerty.

			“I will have you know, I’m not a wee beast, when you hiss and spit like that
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