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About the Book

There have been stories of the ‘little people’ – piskies, fairies, call them what you will – ever since the world began.  Whispered rumours are all they amount to, until a twelve-year-old child discovers the truth, hidden away among briars and brambles.  The truth is strange and wild – and sometimes deadly.

A compelling tale of the extraordinary tribes who struggle for survival in the land of human giants – you may even be tempted to seek them out for yourself . . .

WINNER OF THE SMARTIES BRONZE AWARD
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Dedicated to all those who live precariously,
yet remain hopeful.

(And this includes my family, of course – Gina, Camille and Marcelle).


You have been granted three wishes, And The Various is but the first. Coming soon, the second wish: Celandine.
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An Introduction

The Various were not as Midge had imagined they would be. They were much taller for a start – well above knee-height – and rather grubby-looking. They gazed up at her in wary silence, their dark eyes full of suspicion, never blinking. Midge felt dizzy, overwhelmed by the sudden reality of it all. She stared back at them, a ragged little group, dressed in black and white for the most part, their weatherbeaten skin and broad features made yet more strange by the mottled sunlight at the edge of the clearing. Spears and arrows they had – not pointing at her directly, but obviously at the ready – and it occurred to her that she might actually be in some danger. She had forgotten what was expected of her. Shouldn’t she kneel, or curtsey or something?

Their Queen, she couldn’t help thinking, wasn’t a bit beautiful. She was dumpy, and her eyebrows met in a deep scowl. Her grey hair was tied back in an untidy bun. She was obviously quite old – and this was more shocking than anything, somehow. Midge had never expected that the little people might grow old, as we do. The Queen sat, carefully posed, and looking ridiculously pompous, in a sort of wickerwork sedan chair – a rickety affair with carrying handles at either end. Her off-white dress had a purplish stain down the front of it (blackberry?) and she held a tatty black fan, half-raised and motionless, as though she were poised to issue a command. Her lips were painted, but badly smudged, and she wore long grey gloves, that looked as though they had been mended a few times. Midge pictured her trying to fly, this tubby little creature in her faded finery, and she began to bite the inside of her cheeks to stop herself from giggling. The silence had become a strain.

Then a tiny spinning movement caught her attention, as a stray sycamore seed – a relic of the previous autumn – twirled gently down from the trees and landed abruptly on the Queen’s head, where it remained, a homely decoration, perched just so on her grey bun. And that did it. Midge started to laugh. Her snorts and splutters rang through the sunlit clearing, startling the pigeons in the trees, as the strange assembly stared up at her, outraged.
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Chapter One

A WEEK AGO she had been bored, bored, bored. The prospect of spending most of the summer holiday in the West Country with her cousins wasn’t so bad – although she could barely remember them, not having seen them for years – but for the first fortnight they would still be away with their mother somewhere, and so that meant staying on her own with Uncle Brian until they arrived.

Uncle Brian was her mother’s elder brother. He was OK, as far as she could recall, but he was unlikely to be much fun. And anyway, she felt weird about living in some big old half-derelict farmhouse with just Uncle Brian for company.

‘Do I have to go?’ she asked her mum. ‘Can’t I wait until Katie and George get back? Couldn’t I stay here till then?’

‘Darling, you know you can’t stay here all by yourself,’ her mum had said. ‘We’ve been through all this. Please don’t make me feel any worse than I do already. You’ll be fine, and anyway, Brian’s easy enough to get along with. You’ll remember him when you see him.’

Well, it was easy for her to say, thought Midge. Swanning around with the Philharmonic and having all the fun (‘actually it’s not much fun, darling, it’s really quite hard work,’) while she, Midge, had to kick about a deserted old farm waiting for her cousins to arrive.

‘I still can’t see why you don’t take me with you,’ she grumbled – although this was an old tack, and she knew it would get her nowhere. Worth a last try, though.

She remembered something else. ‘Mr Powers takes his children.’ Mr Powers was second oboe, and lived quite close by. They occasionally bumped into him in Safeway.

‘Mr Powers does not take his children, Margaret. Mr Powers sometimes takes his wife and his children. There’s a difference. And only then if it’s just a weekend concert and not too far away. This is a four week tour, darling. Four weeks! Living in hotels, up late every night, flying around here there and everywhere. It’s no life for a twelve-year-old.’

‘Yeah, it sounds like hell,’ said Midge, and knew even as she said it that she’d crossed one of those invisible lines that her mother drew around their conversations.

‘Listen, Margaret. This is my job. It’s what I do, and believe me it’s not easy. I’m a single parent and a professional musician. The two don’t always go together very well. Now Brian has very kindly said that he’ll look after you for a few weeks, and I think we should both be extremely grateful. I know I am.’

Midge came within an inch of saying, ‘Yeah, I bet,’ but managed to bite back the words. She felt, as she had always felt, that the ‘job’ came first as far as her mother was concerned, and that her daughter was often an inconvenience, something to be organized, palmed off, dealt with. And lately things had become worse. Her mum seemed to be perpetually distracted and on edge – hardly there, somehow. The best times were when the orchestra was resting and there was time off from the otherwise constant round of rehearsal and performance. Then they got along pretty well. But as soon as a new tour was scheduled, Midge felt that she was just a nuisance, no longer deserving of much attention.

‘Left playing second fiddle,’ she often thought, wryly. Second fiddle was what her mother actually did play – although she didn’t call it a fiddle of course.

And so she arrived at Taunton bus station after a two-and-a-half hour coach journey, collected her bags and magazines together, and tried to look through the dusty windows to see if her Uncle Brian had arrived to meet her. Midge recognized him almost straight away, although he looked a bit older now than when she had last seen him. He was peering up at the windows in the way that people do when they’re meeting someone from a coach or train – smiling already, even though they can’t yet see the person they’re smiling for. He wore a very red jumper and those awful yellow corduroy trousers you only ever seem to see on people who live in the country. (Midge thought of herself as a ‘townie’, and a rather sophisticated one at that.) His hair – which Midge had remembered as being black – had gone much greyer, and he had a very definite bald patch, which she could clearly see from her high position in the coach.

‘Hallo Midge! You look cheerful!’ Uncle Brian stretched his arms out towards her as she got off the coach, and Midge wondered for a moment if he was going to kiss her, or shake her hand, or something embarrassing like that. But he was only reaching for her hold-all and carrier bags. ‘Here, let me take those things. Had a good journey?’

‘Not bad, thanks. How are you, Uncle Brian?’

‘I’m extremely well, my dear. Can’t grumble at all. Now then, let’s see if we can’t get you back home before the soup’s ruined. Car’s parked just round the corner, right opposite the Winchester.’

Midge remembered hearing about the way in which Uncle Brian’s sense of geography always seemed to involve the name of a pub, or hotel. Her mum sometimes said that Uncle Brian would probably describe the Pyramids of Egypt as being ‘just down the road from the Dog and Sphinx.’

Mum didn’t seem to have much time for Uncle Brian – not that it stopped her from using him as a babysitter now that it suited her. ‘He’s a “nearly” man,’ she would say. ‘Good at everything – but not quite good enough at anything.’ She had never forgiven him for inheriting Mill Farm, that was the trouble. Mum and Brian had grown up there as children. Mum had left home, gone to university and music college, then had become a professional musician and something of a success. Her brother Brian had stayed at Mill Farm, got married, fathered two children, separated, looked after his mother, Midge’s granny, until she died, and then the farm had been left all to him.

‘I got nothing,’ Midge’s mum would say bitterly. ‘What a slap in the face that was. Nothing at all. It should have been shared between us. And what does Brian know about farming? Lived there all his life and still wouldn’t know one end of a hay-rake from the other! Or rather he’d know how to fix it, without knowing when to use it. Tried pig-farming. Didn’t work. Tried cider-making – planted acres of trees and used up God knows how much capital. Didn’t work. Agricultural machinery auctions, bed and breakfast, go-karts – you name it, he’s messed it up. He’s messed up his life, the farm and his marriage. Brian’s a fool. Or rather he’s not, and that’s the trouble. He’s a nearly-man. Nearly good enough. But not quite.’

Yes, she could be pretty scathing, could Mum, when she got on to the subject of Brian. Until she wanted him to do something for her, of course.

But he was being friendly enough now, and actually quite funny in a shy sort of way, as they threw the bags into the back of his battered old estate car and drove out of Taunton.

‘Poor old Midge, you must be wondering what you’ve ever done to deserve this. Stuck on a farm with Mad Brian,’ (he rolled his eyes and stuck out his tongue), ‘and nearly two weeks till the cavalry arrives. You must have been a terrible sinner in a previous life. Seriously though, when Christine phoned to ask if you could come and stay, I said delighted, of course, but what on earth will the poor girl do until Katie and George get down here?’ Uncle Brian glanced across at her. ‘I gather you’re a big reader,’ he said.

Yes, thought Midge, that’s just the kind of thing her mother would have said. ‘Don’t worry about Margaret, Brian. Just give her a stack of books and you won’t see her for a fortnight.’

‘Yes,’ she said. ‘I do like reading. Don’t worry, Uncle Brian, I’ll be fine.’

‘Well listen, I thought perhaps we could try and organize a couple of trips out at least. Perhaps go to the cinema, or maybe ten-pin bowling at that place in Taunton. What’s it called – the Hollywood Bowl?’

Poor Uncle Brian, he was trying. Midge imagined him in his big old yellow cords, attempting to have a jolly time at the bowling alley. ‘It’s OK, Uncle Brian,’ she said kindly, but half mischievously, ‘I’m sure you like skittles better.’

‘Well, you know, I do like a game of skittles. I won a pig a few summers ago at the local fête. Mind you, I was up to my ears in pigs at the time, so I gave it back. But Midge, if there’s anything you want to do, or anywhere you want to go to pass the time a bit, then you will speak up, I hope.’

The inside of the car was scruffy, and smelt of dogs and hay. The back seats were folded down and the vehicle was obviously a maid-of-all-work, used for everything and anything. One of the foot control pedals kept making a funny noise – a long protesting squeak – every time Uncle Brian pressed his foot down on it. Midge glanced down into the driver’s footwell, and noticed that her uncle was wearing quite a smart pair of polished brown brogues – but no socks. His ankles showed up pale and strange in the shadow of the footwell.

Midge was so surprised that she spoke without thinking; ‘Uncle Brian, you’ve got no socks on!’ and immediately felt embarrassed.

Uncle Brian laughed, though, and said, ‘Less a case of not wearing socks, and more a case of am wearing shoes!’ This made Midge feel even more confused. Did her uncle usually go barefoot then? But Uncle Brian went on, ‘I was padding around the house in bare feet looking for my sandals – it suddenly felt like that kind of weather – then realized that the time was getting on and I needed to be heading for Taunton to pick you up. So I bunged on the first pair of shoes I came across. Happened to be my Sunday best. Don’t worry,’ he added, ‘I may be crazy, but I can dress myself.’ He saw that the remark had hit home and that Midge may well have had her doubts about him, and he laughed again. ‘What have they been saying about me?’ He was obviously amused and not at all offended.

‘Sorry,’ said Midge. But it was true that her mum’s remarks had led her to expect that her uncle might be a bit weird. Harmless probably, but definitely a weirdo. And yet he wasn’t really that odd, as far as she could tell. He just wasn’t much like her mum, that was all.

‘Do you mind if I phone Mum?’ she said. ‘I just remembered I promised.’

‘Yes, do,’ said Uncle Brian. ‘You’ve got a mobile then?’

‘For my birthday,’ said Midge. She pulled out her new phone, and took it out of its soft case.

‘Coo!’ said Uncle Brian, sounding like a schoolboy and obviously impressed, ‘it’s tiny!’

Midge’s mother answered the phone in the slightly breathless manner she always affected – as though she were either just rushing out or just rushing in. Which very often was the case, of course. ‘Christine Waaalters!’

‘Hi Mum, it’s Midge.’

‘Margaret! Everything all right, darling? Have you arrived?’

‘We’re in the car. I’m fine.’

‘Uncle Brian found you then?’ She sounded as though there may always have been the possibility that he wouldn’t.

‘Yes, he was there waiting.’

‘Now have you got everything?’ Midge looked out of the window, bored now, and answered her mother’s questions automatically. No thought was required. It was a ‘yes’ or ‘no’ conversation. Finally, her mum got to the end of the list and said, ‘Well have a lovely time, darling. Be good and look after yourself.’

‘You too, Mum. Bye.’

‘Say hello to Brian for me.’

‘OK. Bye.’ Midge snapped the little popper shut and squeezed the phone back into her pocket. ‘Mum says “hi”,’ she said.

‘Good old Chris!’ said Uncle Brian, with an enthusiasm that took Midge rather by surprise. ‘What a gal! Very clever woman, your mum,’ he added. ‘Always knew she’d go far. Always had that drive – you know? That drive!’

‘Yes,’ said Midge. She did know.

And so the journey passed comfortably enough. They crossed Sedge Moor, the Somerset Levels, flat and still partially flooded from the recent summer storms, then rose up higher through narrow leafy lanes, past some dense and ancient-looking acres of woodland – thickly overgrown and untended – and finally wound in through a rickety wooden gateway, once painted white but now peeling and green with tree-sap. The sign on the gate said ‘Mill Farm’ in whitish letters on a faded blue background. The car swung into a weed-strewn cobbled yard, past a couple of tumbledown farm buildings and came to a halt in front of the main house.

Midge’s passenger door window was open, the weather being warm and dry for a change, and she was instantly struck by the peaceful silence as the car engine died. There was no noise other than the sound of the birds, the warm rustle of the leaves in the trees, and the buzz of a passing insect. No traffic, no roaring jets, no people, no city. Just peace. She looked up at the house. Remote, overgrown and neglected, the old Somerset longhouse nevertheless seemed friendly and unthreatening in the bright sunshine. The honey-coloured stone from which the house was built, although weathered and stained, could never look sinister or forbidding.

Midge got out of the car and looked about her. Rust-red barn doors hung uncertainly on their hinges, bits of disused machinery lay everywhere, overgrown with nettles. An ancient milk churn, once used as a plant-holder but now perforated to the point of disintegration, stood by the open farmhouse door. (Uncle Brian had obviously not worried about locking the place up before he left.) A couple of tatty hens scratched around on the doormat, just inside the threshold, and she caught a glimpse of a tiny kitten – far too young to be out by itself – playing in a tipped-up Wellington boot that lay on the front path (where it may well have been lying for weeks, judging by the state of it). The whole place looked derelict, disused – and entirely delightful. Midge just loved it instantly. She had never been here in her life before, to her knowledge, and yet she felt somehow as if she had come home. Home to Mill Farm.
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‘And of course, my time’s pretty well my own,’ said Uncle Brian. He had not spoken for half an hour, but was obviously still continuing their earlier conversation. ‘So if you should want to pop over to Taunton, to the library or whatever, then you just say so. Always best to go in the morning though. Don’t do much in the afternoons usually.’

‘Don’t you have to work then?’ said Midge, curious to find herself in the company of an adult who was not forever frantically busy.

‘No,’ said Uncle Brian, standing in the cobbled yard, hands in his yellow corduroy trouser pockets, and staring up at the rooks in the cedar trees. ‘Not any more I don’t. Coming into a bit of money, old girl. Or at least I hope to be by the end of the holidays. I’ve got the land up for sale – some of it anyway. Come and have some soup.’

The soup was homemade leek and potato, and very good it was too.

‘Used to be a chef,’ said Uncle Brian, ‘for a while.’

There were not many things, Midge was beginning to learn, which Uncle Brian had not been ‘for a while’. He talked, as they ate their soup, of the numerous ideas he’d had for Mill Farm, cheerfully acknowledging his failures and seemingly not embarrassed to confess to his twelve-year-old niece that he was pretty hopeless as a businessman. He was interested in her too, and what life was like for her in London, not asking too many questions about school, and occasionally remembering bits of her past that she had forgotten or hadn’t known about – telling her at one point that he had some snaps of her with his own children, Kate and George, taken when they were tiny and on an outing to Bournemouth.

‘Or maybe it was Sidmouth. Or Exmouth. I’ve still got them somewhere. I’ll hunt them out later. You loved the sea, I remember. Kate could take it or leave it, George – poor George – was absolutely terrified, wouldn’t go anywhere near it. But you were in there like a shot.’

Midge took a tangerine from the bowl of fruit on the table and dug her thumbnail into the soft spongy peel. ‘How old were we?’ she said. She suddenly felt comfortable. This was family. Uncle Brian’s children were her cousins. He was her mum’s older brother, and best of all, she realized – she liked him. He was cheerful and easy to talk to. Her mother could be difficult to talk to. She often seemed preoccupied, even in the middle of a conversation, on edge – and snappy. Uncle Brian was more relaxed. He didn’t appear to be continually wishing he were somewhere else.

‘Happy in his own skin’ – it was a phrase she had once heard Mr Powers, the oboist, use. He was talking to her mum about such and such a conductor. The words had struck her as being curious at the time and she had wondered what he meant. But now she thought she knew. Uncle Brian was someone who was happy in his own skin. Was she happy in hers? She looked at her freckled arms and thought about it.

The kitchen where they sat to eat was a large room, and typical of the house generally in that it hadn’t been altered or redecorated in years. The doors and all the woodwork, including the great table at the centre and the tall Welsh dresser that held the crockery, were painted cream – or at least they may have originally been white, but cream they now certainly were. The floor was red-brick and worn into dips where the traffic of heavy boots had passed most often – at the threshold of the main door, in front of the Rayburn stove (also cream) and by the massive and badly chipped porcelain sink. The walls, whitewashed scores of times – though not very recently – were largely unadorned. There were no tasteful prints, no artful displays of kitchen utensils or gadgetry, no pinboards and no curtains. The single window, iron-framed and thickly coated with (cream) paint, looked out on to the farmyard where the car was parked. On the windowsill stood a fruit-bottling jar with a dish-mop in it, and next to that a container of Fairy Liquid. And that was about it. Above all, it was quiet. She could hear the fast tick of a small travel alarm clock, an old wind-up one, that stood high up on the great Welsh dresser next to a couple of pewter mugs.

A solitary black-and-white photograph, ancient and now yellowing in its heavy black frame, hung on the wall to one side of the Rayburn. It was of a child, a girl in a complicated looking dress and high lace-up boots, sitting very upright on a wickerwork box. Her feet dangled a few inches above the ground, and she held something in her lap – Midge couldn’t make out what it was, some sort of strap with bells on it – as she stared out of the picture. The girl had a round and beautiful face, with a curling mass of fair hair and dark faraway eyes. In the background, pale and blurred, a clock face was just visible. Twenty-five past ten. The girl was smiling, but she looked uncomfortable. And who wouldn’t be, thought Midge, dressed like that.

‘Uncle Brian,’ she said, ‘Why are you selling the house? Don’t you like it here? I do.’

‘Do you?’ Uncle Brian seemed pleased. ‘You haven’t really seen it yet. Anyway, I’m not selling the house, just some of the land.’ They had come straight into the kitchen from the car, and apart from a glimpse of the dim flagstone hallway where a black spaniel lay (barely acknowledging their arrival with the briefest twitch of her stumpy tail), the rest of the house remained unexplored.

‘I love it here,’ said Midge. ‘It’s really cool.’

‘Cool enough in the winter,’ said Uncle Brian a little grimly. But he hadn’t misunderstood her, and went on – ‘Yes, I love it too.’

Midge looked around the kitchen and said, ‘It’s so . . .’ she searched for a word, ‘ . . . friendly. And unspoilt.’

Uncle Brian chewed on a piece of crust thoughtfully and regarded her. She looked like a typical city kid, this twelve-year old niece, dumped on him (and his own children) for the summer by her high-flying mother. Her jeans, T-shirt and trainers, as he was sure Katie and George would recognize instantly, had not come from the local supermarket, nor had her blonde hair been cut at the shop on the corner. The total cost of her outward appearance would probably be more than he’d spend on himself in two years. She was neat, sharp, and, if not exactly pretty with her overabundance of freckles and rather square jaw, she was certainly enough of a city-slicker to turn the heads of any of the lads in this backwater. Yet the words she had chosen in order to describe Mill Farm could be equally applied to her – friendly and unspoilt. He had been worried that she might not get on with Katie and George but . . . well, it could work out. The three children hadn’t seen each other since they were what, five, six years old? Before he and Pat had separated in any case. And now he was to have charge of the lot of them, right in the middle of everything else that was going on. But there. It looked like he’d be able to muddle along without too much disruption to his routine. Speaking of which . . .

‘Had enough to eat? Come on then, I’ll show you your room and you can get settled in. Then I must take poor old Phoebe for her walk. I take her out every day for a couple of hours, straight after lunch.’

‘Oh, couldn’t I take her out sometimes? Mum won’t let me have a dog. Wish she would,’ said Midge sadly, following Uncle Brian out into the hallway where Phoebe lay. The old spaniel raised her head slowly and gazed at Uncle Brian half expectantly. Midge thought that she hardly looked capable of a daily two-hour hike.

‘Well, to be honest,’ said Uncle Brian, rather sheepishly, ‘I usually stroll over the fields to the Crown at Withney Ham with the old gal. Have a couple of games of crib and head for home around three, half-three. Keeps us both sane. Of course,’ he added, a rather alarming thought coming into his head, ‘if you’re likely to be worried – about being here on your own for a couple of hours I mean – then I can always scrub round it. We only go for the company, don’t we, Phoebs?’ The dog raised herself into a half sitting position, waiting for a more definite signal than simply the mention of her name.

‘I’ll be fine,’ said Midge, for what seemed like the umpteenth time that morning. ‘I feel really safe here. Anyway, I’ve got my mobile. I could always ring if I needed to.’

Uncle Brian looked relieved, if slightly guilty. ‘Well, come and have a look at your room anyway,’ he said. He stepped around Phoebe and led the way up the narrow wooden stairs, turning right at the landing when he reached the top.

The room was a revelation. In keeping with the rest of the property, Midge had expected bare walls, bare floorboards and maybe an old iron bed. This room looked as if it belonged in a hotel brochure. There was an en suite shower and loo, matching materials on the quilt and curtains (which were swagged and fastened back to the walls with silk cords), a jug-kettle and teapot on the bedside cabinet – which also had its own little curtains. Everything looked clean, neat and impersonal. Midge was so surprised, she wanted to laugh.

‘It looks like a motel or something,’ she couldn’t help saying.

‘Thank you,’ said Uncle Brian, taking that as a compliment. ‘I was going into the bed-and-breakfast business at one stage.’ He chuckled. ‘This room was as far as I got.’

Midge dumped her carrier bags on the divan bed (pink velour headboard and frilly-edged pillows) and decided she liked the room after all. It looked so silly and frivolous, plonked in the middle of the tumbledown chaos which was the rest of Mill Farm – like a wedding hat on a scarecrow – and Uncle Brian was obviously so proud of it, that she made up her mind to love it. ‘It makes me feel like I’m really on holiday,’ she said.

‘Good,’ said Uncle Brian. He pulled open the wardrobe door. ‘Look. Coat hangers and everything.’

Midge wandered over to the window and looked out over the ravaged farm buildings to the sunny landscape beyond. To her left, the land climbed steeply up to a ridge, a long hill crested with a dense mass of trees. The hill was separate from the area of woodland they had driven through on their way to Mill Farm. It rose from the surrounding Levels like an island, or the humped back of some great beast, the thick forestation growing like tufted fur along its spine.

Uncle Brian stooped slightly and looked over her shoulder as she gazed at the tangled horizon. ‘Ah yes, The Wild Wood,’ he said, and glanced at her. ‘We river-bankers don’t go there very much, you know.’

Midge laughed, recognizing her cue instantly, ‘Aren’t they very nice people there, then?’ she said.

‘I thought you’d have probably read that one,’ said Uncle Brian. He looked up at the dark dense trees. ‘You’ll find this hard to believe, but I’ve never actually been in there. It was impossibly overgrown, even when we were children. The brambles and nettles are so thick around the edge – and all the way in, for all I know – that you’d need a bulldozer to get through it. I remember Chris and I making a pretty determined effort on one particular occasion. Or rather, I was determined and I’d dragged Chris along with me. We . . . well, we managed to get about three yards in, I think. Scratched, stung, ripped to shreds we were. We came home, clothes in tatters, bleeding, Christine crying. Mum took the stick to the pair of us, and that was it. Never tried to get in there again. Don’t suppose I ever shall now. The hill’s called Howard’s Hill. Been in the family for donkey’s years – since Noah was a boy, most likely.’

Midge remembered their earlier conversation – still unresolved. ‘Why are you selling the land?’ she asked, and as she spoke she felt a sudden jolt inside somewhere. It was important to her, but she didn’t know why.

Uncle Brian seemed not to have heard her at first. He was still looking across at the woods. Then he said, vaguely, ‘Oh, money,’ and looked at his watch. ‘Well, I think perhaps I’ll take that walk and leave you to settle in for a bit. Sure you’ll be OK?’ He was being a grown-up now, and doing that thing that grown-ups do when they don’t want to talk any more – changing the subject. ‘If you get hungry, just pick at whatever you can find. There’s fruit and biscuits and various odds and ends around. It’s all in the kitchen. I’ll be back sometime around three, half-three at the latest – and I’ll write down the number of the Crown now, and leave it on the kitchen table.’

Midge followed him to the top of the stairs and watched him descend, crablike, sideways, as some people do, one hand on the dark wooden banister, his bald patch bobbing in the dim stairwell. She was reminded of his pale ankles in the car.

‘Come on, Phoebs, walkies!’ he called out, when he reached the flagstone hallway, and Phoebe, properly summoned at last, struggled to her feet and shook herself free from sleep. She stretched and ambled stiffly out into the sunshine, whilst Uncle Brian glanced at himself in the oval hallway mirror, running one hand through his untidy and thinning hair, as he searched in his pockets with the other for money. ‘I’ll just go and jot that number down for you,’ he said.

Midge walked back along the landing corridor to her room, suddenly happy. She was pretty sure that she could get along with her uncle for a couple of weeks until her cousins arrived, so that made her happy. She loved Mill Farm, so that made her happy, ‘And,’ she thought, as she entered her room once again to begin unpacking, ‘I even love this silly room.’ So that made her happy too. She picked up her heavy hold-all and humped it onto the bed next to the carrier bags. On a sudden impulse, she walked over to the window, opened it, and looked out to see if Uncle Brian had disappeared yet. He was halfway across the yard, waiting for Phoebe, who was sniffing at the Wellington boot where the kitten was hiding.

‘Uncle Brian!’ she called, and he looked up, raising one hand to shield his eyes as he squinted into the glare of the sun above the farmhouse roof. ‘I’m really happy!’

‘Good!’ he shouted, ‘I’m very glad.’ The sun was too bright and he couldn’t really see her.

‘Do you mind if I explore?’ she said.

‘Not a bit. Watch out for some of the old machinery though. There’s all kinds of junk about. Make sure you don’t go and cut yourself or anything. Oh, and stay away from Tojo.’

‘Tojo?’

‘Whacking great tom cat. Black-and-white thing, big as a badger and much worse tempered. I’m not joking, Midge, he can turn very ugly. If you see him, don’t you go anywhere near him. He’d take your eyes out, given the chance.’ Not wishing to frighten the girl any more than necessary, Uncle Brian added, ‘But don’t worry, he doesn’t come in the house at all. He’s a barn cat – and worth his weight in gold when it comes to keeping the place free of rats. He’s just not for petting, that’s all. Stay away from him, and he’ll stay away from you.’

‘OK, I will.’ Midge dismissed the idea of the fearsome Tojo – she was too happy to worry about some stupid cat. ‘Uncle Brian, I really like it here. It’s like . . . well, I really feel at home.’

Uncle Brian moved into the shadow of a barn and turned again. Now he could see her.

‘Well, not so surprising perhaps. You were born here after all.’ He smiled at her, then saw her look of bewilderment. ‘Didn’t you know? Really? Has your mum never told you that? Well, we can talk about it later, if you like. Come on, Phoebe! Leave that poor creature alone.’ He wandered out of the shadow, continued across the untidy yard, and opened a rusty metal gate leading into a scrubby field, where rabbits fed undisturbed among tufts of thistles. The dog followed him through and he lifted the gate back on to its catch. The metal squeaked and clanged, a clear harsh ring in the peaceful sunshine. Another thought occurred to him, just as he turned to go.

‘In fact,’ he said, squinting once more at Midge, as she stood stunned, her hand holding tightly on to the window frame, ‘now that I come to think of it, you were born in that very room. I remember it extremely well. The telephone had been cut off, and I had to go for the doctor. But that’s where you were born, old thing – pretty well where you’re standing.’

He strolled away across the field, kicking occasionally at a thistle, while Phoebe walked placidly beside him, ignoring the rabbits she was now too old to chase.
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Chapter Two

THE SHARP EDGE of the old metal window frame was hurting her hand. She let go and looked at the mottled indentations across her palm as the circulation flowed back. Her knees felt funny, so she walked over to the bed and sat on the corner nearest the window. She was too low down to see Uncle Brian or Phoebe now. Her head was a bit swimmy, and she wasn’t sure if she wanted to cry. And yet she wasn’t unhappy, she found. She was overwhelmed. So many thoughts began rushing around her head that it was hard to catch hold of any of them.

She tried to remember if her mum had ever said anything to her about where she had been born. Had she ever asked – ‘Mum, where was I born?’ Certainly she had never been lied to, that she could recall. Her mum had never said, ‘You were born in London,’ or ‘You were born in a hospital.’ This thought comforted her a little. But the subject must have come up before . . . must have done . . . and then she did remember something. She had come home from school one day, junior school, and her mum was in the kitchen with a friend drinking coffee. Her mum was leaning against the sink, and the woman was sitting on the corner of the kitchen table. They were drinking from the peacock mugs, and they were talking about babies. Midge had walked between them to get something she needed for homework. The woman said, ‘It helped that the midwife was a friend of mine. We’d known each other for years. It made that whole hospital environment less impersonal. My next one, Seb, was a home delivery though. I made sure of that.’ The name ‘Seb’ had caught Midge’s ear. She’d never heard it before. And Midge’s mum had said, ‘Margaret was a home birth . . . my God! Is that the time? Sorry, Lou, I’m going to have to kick you out and make a dash for it.’

‘A home birth,’ was what she’d said. And Midge (now she remembered) was walking through the kitchen doorway back through to the sitting room and had briefly thought – ‘Where? On the carpet? In the bedroom?’ Then, she supposed, she’d more or less forgotten about it, but if someone had asked her where she’d been born she’d have probably said, ‘at home, I think.’ Meaning at home in the flat. She had never known any other home – had lived in Teck Mansions all her life. Teck Mansions. It was an impressive sounding address, but really it was a bit of a joke – just a rather run down Edwardian building, split up into six flats. Her mum owned the building – something that Midge had only recently discovered. ‘It used to be your Grandad’s – then it was left to Daddy, then to me. More trouble than it’s worth, half the time.’

But she had been born here, at Mill Farm, in this very room. Maybe in this very bed. No, it would have been a different bed, of course. She looked around the room and wondered about all the other things she didn’t know – who else had been here? The doctor, presumably, and Uncle Brian, somewhere, (but not in the room surely?) Her dad perhaps? Was her dad here? Was he still alive then? Yes, of course. But it was all so confusing. Was her mum still living here at Mill Farm then? Phrases from overheard conversations, phrases that were usually murmured in low voices, ran through her head. Was she ‘an accident’, as she’d heard some babies were – unwanted, a teenage pregnancy? No! Her mum was married to her dad then. He’d died later, when she was four years old . . .

Oh! it was all so confusing. She got up from the bed. ‘This is too weird,’ she said out loud, and wandered through the open door and out into the corridor, pausing for a few moments in order to get her bearings once more. She turned right, hesitated at the top of the stairwell and then carried on walking along the corridor, peeping into the rooms as she passed them. The doors were open, and Uncle Brian had said that she could explore – nevertheless she still felt as though she were intruding in some way.

The first two doorways opened into bedrooms. The furniture in both of them was dark and heavy – mahogany wardrobes and dressing tables, great high beds with solid wooden headboards – and there was an old smell to them, not unpleasant, just old. A smell of heavy linen, cloth-backed books, linoleum flooring and the (very) faint ghost of furniture polish. The end doorway led into what was obviously Uncle Brian’s room, and on the opposite side of the corridor was a bathroom. It was tiled in black and white, and smelled slightly of fly-spray, which made Midge wrinkle up her nose. There was a gold-framed extendable shaving mirror mounted on the wall by the sink. Midge was attracted to it, and as she moved closer to examine it, she caught a reflected glimpse of her eyes – grey-blue, shining and alive – amongst all that was so old and dusty. She paused, and felt that it was a dramatic moment.

‘Behold the eyes!’ she said out loud. Her voice, bouncing back from the tiled walls, sounded strong and clear. She turned her head sideways, continuing to look at herself in the mirror. ‘Behold the eyes of – the Mistress of Mill Farm!’ Then she clapped her hand over her mouth and giggled at her audacity. A sudden delicious panic overtook her and she fled back to the top of the stairs. Here she paused again.

‘The Mistress of Mill Farm!’ she cried, by way of announcing her entrance, and swept as majestically as she could down the dim creaking stairway, narrowly avoiding stepping on the kitten, who had ventured out of her Wellington boot and into the hallway now that Phoebe had departed.

Midge sat on the low balustrade wall in front of the house and looked across the yard, towards the gate that led into the Field of Thistles. As Mistress of Mill Farm she had bestowed formal titles on all and sundry – even now, the Favoured One sat on the wall beside her, lapping at a ramekin dish of milk, her tiny tongue flicking in and out relentlessly, her skinny tail quivering in nervous ecstasy. It was a good game, lasting well into her third day at Mill Farm, with no signs of growing stale and certainly no shortage of material. The cider barn (where the Favoured One’s brothers and sisters eked out a far less favoured existence) had become the Orphanage. Here the Mistress would tend to the poor – with her own hands – and deliver small kindnesses.

Tojo, the huge brute of a barn cat whom she had met one day by accident, and who was indeed as big as a badger, had become the Assassin, and the two of them had reached an agreement. She would give him at least ten yards of clear space in future, and he would refrain from threatening to turn her into a bundle of rags. She was terrified of him. The sly and roguish hens that lurked, forever hopeful, around the front door, had become the Deputation from Rhode Island (‘There’s a Deputation from Rhode Island, waiting to see you ma’am.’ ‘Tell them I can’t be bothered with them at present.’ ‘Very good, ma’am.’) Her bedroom had, of course, become My Lady’s Chamber. The dense wood, which dominated the horizon, was now the Royal Forest, and the Mistress of Mill Farm – whose position in the world seemed to have suddenly risen to that of royalty – was considering whether she might go there to hunt the hart. It didn’t seem a very realistic proposition though, what with the brambles and everything. It was also far too hot to be chasing anything.

Part way up the hill to the Royal Forest sat a low farm building, almost white in the bright sunshine, though slightly obscured by the curve of the land. It reminded her of a picture she’d used as part of a homework project on India – something to do with the British Army and how officers’ wives had travelled up into the hills during the hot season. Or was it the rainy season? Either way, they had headed for the hills. Midge looked at the little low farm building, high up in the distance, and decided that she would appreciate a short break in a cooler climate herself, and so the building became the Summer Palace.

‘Uncle Brian, what’s that little barn up on the hill for?’ Midge had wandered back into the farmhouse where her uncle was sitting at the kitchen table, dismantling an adaptor plug. ‘Oh, I built it for the pigsh,’ said Uncle Brian. He had a small metal spring between his lips and so the words were indistinct. ‘Ushed to keep pigsh, for a while.’

Midge watched the thick clumsy hands struggling with the delicate internal workings of the adaptor plug, and wished that she could have a go. She was good at things like that. Anything mechanical, she loved. Design and Technology was her absolute favourite subject at school, and she was resentful of the fact that a lot of people saw it as a ‘boy’ thing. She was better at it than any boy she knew. She had even managed to mend the old clock that her grandad had left to her mum – just by taking bits of it apart, seeing how it worked, cleaning it, and putting it back together again. Now it chimed and everything.

‘What’s in the barn now that the pigs have gone?’ she asked.

‘Lord knowsh. More junk probably. No, actually, the Fergie’sh in there. Forgot.’

‘The Fergie?’

‘Little grey Fergie. Fergushon tractor. I think there’sh a shide-rake in there too. Why?’

‘I just wondered. Could I have a look?’

‘If you like. Blasht! Losht the shpring now – oh no, had it here all the time. Forget my own name sometimes.’ He gingerly placed the spring somewhere down in the white plastic adaptor plug, held it in place with a stubby fingertip, and looked about in exasperation. ‘Where’ve I put the screwdriver?’

‘It’s by your elbow,’ said Midge. ‘Your other elbow.’

‘I knew that,’ said Uncle Brian, good-humouredly. He reached slowly for the screwdriver, and then laughed as the spring suddenly shot across the table and pinged against the side of the fruit bowl. ‘Why don’t I just buy a new adaptor?’ he sighed. ‘Anyway, you were saying. Can you look at the pig barn? Yes, you can. Just be careful, as always. I want to be able to give you back to your mother in one piece. Oh, and something else I should have warned you about – stay away from the lagoon.’

‘Lagoon?’ Midge had a vision of some tropical paradise, some secret aspect of Mill Farm yet to be revealed.

‘It’s what we call the old slurry pit – where all the animal muck used to go years back. It hasn’t been used for ages now, and, to be honest, it may even be safe enough to walk on. But it was deep enough, and we were always warned against it as kids. Also, you have to remember, the land can be pretty boggy around here, especially when it’s been raining. Anyway, it’s the bit of marshy ground at the back of the old stables – you can’t really miss it. I just don’t want you finding yourself up to your ears in you-know-what, that’s all.’

‘Could I take a picnic?’

‘To the lagoon?’

‘No, to the pig-barn.’

‘A picnic? In a pig-barn? Well, I don’t see why not. Do you mind organizing it yourself though? I think I may be here for some time yet.’

Midge made herself a cheese and pickle sandwich and filled a plastic Coke bottle with orange squash, while her uncle tackled the adaptor again. She remembered that she had an empty carrier bag upstairs and ran up to get it, clearing Phoebe with a leap on the way. The old dog didn’t stir.

Now, when she entered her room (My Lady’s Chamber) it took a conscious effort to remind herself that she’d been born here. The mystery had been solved, or rather the explanation that Uncle Brian had given suggested that there had been no mystery about it in the first place. Her mum and dad were here on a flying visit, he’d said. Simple as that. They were passing through on their way back from Exeter to London and her mum had gone into labour a few days early. The worst of it had been that there had been no phone, Uncle Brian having omitted to pay the bill. He’d had to rush off for the doctor who, luckily, was playing darts at the Crown. He in turn had contacted the community midwife and that was it. Job done. Midge’s mum and dad had stayed a few days until both mother and baby were fit to travel, and away they went. It was all very straightforward. What wasn’t so straightforward, from Midge’s point of view, was why, after three days at Mill Farm, she felt more as though she belonged here than in London. Now that was a mystery.

When she returned to the kitchen, she found Uncle Brian sweeping the parts of the adaptor from the table and into the palm of his hand. ‘It’s had its chance,’ he said, ‘and now it has to pay the price.’ He tossed the bits into the pedal bin beside the porcelain sink. ‘I’m a hard man, when crossed,’ he continued, ‘and I won’t be trifled with. Especially by a plug. Phoebe! Walkies!’

Midge took an apple from the fruit bowl and put it in her carrier bag. ‘Back around the usual time?’ she said.

Uncle Brian paused as he reached into the kitchen drawer where he kept Phoebe’s lead. ‘Midge,’ he said, ‘believe me when I tell you this; you’re going to make someone a wonderful wife someday. If only I’d married a girl like you then . . . well, I might still be married, that’s all.’

Midge wasn’t sure how she should take this. She supposed it was a compliment, but it was rather an odd one. Still, that was Uncle Brian, being Uncle Brian. She grunted and put her sandwich and drink into the bag.

It was further to the Summer Palace than Midge had anticipated. By the time she had reached the end of the Field of Thistles, itself on a steeper incline than it had at first appeared, her fringe was sticking to her forehead. There was a sheep-gate in the drystone wall that bordered the field, and here she rested for a moment, wiping the perspiration from her face and looking up at the Royal Forest that crested Howard’s Hill. It looked denser than ever, and she was glad that she’d decided not to hunt the hart after all. She set off again, her carrier bag of provisions banging against the side of her leg as she climbed. Once the Summer Palace came into view, a welcome breeze also greeted her, gently blowing onto her face and cooling her brow. She opened her mouth and let it play across her tongue and teeth.

The Summer Palace, now that she drew close to it, looked as though it might benefit from a little care and attention, like every other building about the place. What had appeared to be white from a distance turned out to be a dirty grey close up – a concrete building with a tin roof and a roughly screeded forecourt. There was an outside tap on the end wall of the building. It dripped, and had made a dark rusty stain on the concrete. An ancient muck-heap, now overgrown with grass, stood to one side of the sliding galvanized iron door that seemed to be the only entrance. The door itself looked wonky somehow, not quite square with the building.

As Midge approached, she thought she heard a noise. She stopped to listen, now about half a dozen paces from the building, and listened. Yes, there it was again.

The breeze was both carrying the noise to her, and obscuring it. It was a kind of scuffling sound, beating, flapping. Perhaps it was a piece of tarpaulin or something around the other side of the building, catching in the wind. She moved a little closer, cautious and slightly apprehensive. No, the sound was coming from inside the building. She could see a slight gap between the crooked sliding door and the frame, a dark slit – and the sound was coming from there. She crept closer still. Again the sudden noise, which made her jump back: a beating, flapping, desperate sound. A bird? Something trapped in there? The sound seemed too heavy for a bird, unless it was a very large one. Midge didn’t like the thought of that. How big? Like a goose? Geese could be nasty. Well, it wouldn’t be able to get out through that little gap, she reasoned, and moved forward again. It wasn’t until she was within a foot of the door that it occurred to her that a goose could get its head through that gap, if nothing else. It could peck her. Midge took another hesitant step backwards at this thought, the sole of her trainer making a slight scuffing sound on the gritty concrete. The flapping ceased abruptly. There was a long silence, a listening silence, as though her presence had suddenly been recognized. Then she felt the strangest sensation beginning to creep over her – an aura – as of something travelling towards her at great speed, and from a great distance. Her scalp tightened and it really did feel as though her hair had begun to stand on end – for there was a voice.

Spindra? The word was hissed, cautiously. The word made no sense – but it was a word, and the word was somehow . . . in her head. Spindra? Spindra! – once more the sounds came bursting like soft explosions, coloured explosions, visible somehow, inside her head.

Midge’s hands flew up to her ears, and the carrier bag fell from her fingers with a rustle and a faint thump. The apple rolled across the concrete, bumped against the galvanized door, rebounded on her foot and came gently to rest in the gap between the door and the frame.

At the first rustle from Midge’s picnic bag, the voice had immediately ceased. Again there was absolute quiet, and a tension that put a strange taste in her dry mouth. Midge shakily lowered her hands, and stared at the apple. A small piece of skin had been nicked off during its fall. The frozen silence from within the building pressed against her eardrums.

Whoever, whatever was in there, had heard her, and could hear her now. Had seen her, perhaps, and could see her now. Her palms were wet with perspiration. She was frightened. She was frightened of the extraordinary thing that seemed to have just happened to her, but she knew that she was also frightening to whoever was in there. She was frightened like two children playing hide-and-seek are frightened – the one of being discovered, the other of discovering. She breathed in at last, and said – to her own surprise, ‘I think I’d better go and get my uncle.’ The words came out quite loud, but the effort made her shake. She stooped to pick up the apple. It felt like an act of courage.

She picked up the carrier bag too, and put the apple back in, glimpsing her sandwich, now skewed apart, with bits of cheese and pickle showing. ‘My uncle will be here shortly,’ she said, the words sounding silly and unconvincing. She waited for a few moments, terrified that there might be a reply, yet needing to know that she had not been mistaken, that she was not talking to herself. She moved, as if to go, then—

No! A soft voice, barely a croak, and a renewed flurry of beating. Stay. Help . . . me . . .

Again Midge’s first instinct was to cover her ears in confusion. The flapping, beating sound came from inside the barn, but not the voice. The voice was definitely inside her head.
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Chapter Three

MIDGE WANTED TO run. The back of her neck felt cold and tight and prickly, and she wanted to run and run, back down the hill, flying and flying as fast as ever she could. Her legs weren’t moving though. She was aching to run, but her legs weren’t moving. She was still standing by the gap in the barn door, and she was clutching her carrier bag tightly. The sound of the voice, strange and foreign, had made her whole body lock tight, rigid. Eventually she realized that her neck was hurting and she somehow managed to let her shoulders drop. She moved her head slightly, and shifted her balance. Now she knew that she could run, if she wanted to. Yet she remained, listening at the door. Then another sound came from the warm darkness of the barn – and it was from the barn this time. There were no words, just a gasp. A gasp of pain, and despair and utter defeat.

Midge suddenly stopped feeling frightened. Something in that terrible despairing sound drove her fear away, and made her feel that she must do something to help. Whoever was behind that door was in real trouble. She dropped her carrier bag again and caught hold of the metal grab-handle on the door, pulling it to one side in order to slide it across. The door wouldn’t slide though. It moved backwards and forwards just a little, but she couldn’t make it slide open. Something was stopping it. She stepped back and looked up. There was a kind of metal runner on the top of the frame and she could see that the door was supposed to hang on this, rolling backwards or forwards on two small wheels. One of the wheels had come out of the runner, and that was why the door was hanging at a crooked angle. She would have to try and lift one side up and hook the wheel back into its place. The door was big and she didn’t see how she could manage this, but she tried. She found that she could barely raise the side of the door that was hanging down; she certainly didn’t have the strength to manoeuvre the wheel back into its runner at the same time. It was hopeless. Gasping now, desperate to help, all her fear forgotten, she ran around the outside of the barn, looking for another entrance. There wasn’t one. The sliding door was the only way in. Midge was close to tears. Should she run for help after all? She looked around for inspiration.

There was a rusty roll of pig-wire round the back of the barn, and an old tin bath with a little pool of green water in it. Nothing that was of any use to her, as far as she could see. Next to the dripping tap at the side of the building, however, lay half a dozen wooden fencing posts. They had sharp points. The ones at the bottom had rotted from lying on the damp concrete, but the top ones looked OK. Midge picked one up, with no clear notion of what she would do with it, and carried it round to the front of the barn, accidentally banging it against the corner of the building as she did so, and feeling the sharp prick of a splinter going into her thumb as she struggled not to drop the thing. The idea came to her that she might be able to use the post as a lever, or perhaps use it to hook the wheel back into place somehow. She managed to wriggle the pointed end of the post under the door and heave it upwards. The door creaked, and was raised momentarily, but she still couldn’t get the wheel to go back into its runner. After a couple of attempts, however, she found that if she lifted the post and pulled it sideways she could make the door move sideways a little, too. Bit by bit, and with a lot of heaving and struggling, she managed to lift and jiggle the door across until there was a big enough gap for her to be able to get through. By this time she was out of breath and her hands were sore and scratched, but she was pleased with what she’d done. She stood by the entrance, hesitant once more, and tried to look into the barn without actually crossing the threshold.

Directly in front of her, where the light fell through the doorway, she could see the front of a grey tractor. The radiator grille was all cobwebby and tilted to one side slightly – one of the tyres was flat. Midge slowly put her head in through the doorway to try and see more.

‘Where are you?’ she said quietly. A rustle and another gasp of pain came from the darkness, making her jump back yet again. The sound had come from the furthest corner of the barn. She looked nervously in once more, but couldn’t see a thing. ‘Shall I get help?’ She was almost whispering now. There was a smell, not pleasant – an animal smell of dung and ammonia. Another sharp gasp of breath from the darkness, then the voice – and once more the words seemed to appear from somewhere inside her. No! A pause. You . . . help . . . me. You!

Midge stood her ground this time, but again her first reaction was to put her hands up to her ears. The voice frightened her. It was as though someone was talking to her on a strange kind of telephone. A telephone inside her head. She could hear the words, she could see them somehow, like pictures, like colours, and yet there was no sound in the air. The accent was foreign, or unusual at any rate, and the voice seemed distant – not human. It wasn’t her own voice, she was sure of that. Was she dreaming?

Her left thumb hurt, but she was too frightened to look at it – too frightened to look away from the darkness inside the barn. Finally she managed to pluck up enough courage to creep slowly forward.

She shuffled to the left, once she was through the doorway, and edged along the wall a little so that she was no longer blocking the light. The tips of her fingers brushed the cool roughness of the concrete behind her. She moved forwards slightly. Now she could see more. In the furthest corner of the building she could make out a piece of farm machinery. It had several large spiky wheels – like spiders’ webs or Catherine wheels – which were overlapping, the spokes slightly bent in a crooked regular pattern. The wheels were pale yellow, or so they seemed in the dimness of the barn, and were mounted on a heavy red frame. Some kind of raking machine? A sudden movement beneath the frame made her jump back against the wall, and again she was ready to run. That’s where it was! Lying beneath the machine! It looked like – a bundle of rags or sheets, whitish, something flapping. Midge glanced back at the doorway, reassuring herself that she could flee at a moment’s notice, then edged away from the wall, and crept slowly towards the machine, her heart bumping. More movement! She stopped. She could see – what? A leg? Legs. The pale limbs of some creature, an animal, skinny, like a greyhound or a small deer. Was it a deer? A white deer? The game she had thought of playing suddenly came back to her – hunting the hart in the Royal Forest. Was it a white hart? No. But this was too weird. And what about the voice? She was frightened again, thinking that there must be someone else in the barn besides her and . . . whatever was lying there. She looked around, but could see nothing, nobody else. What was it?
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Aaach! Another groan and more flapping of the sheet, or whatever the creature was tangled up in. Midge caught the flash of what looked like a tiny hoof, delicate, familiar, but so small . . . well it certainly wasn’t a dog at any rate. She could make out a pale belly heaving, slim legs, bits of . . . cloth, maybe, flapping. Hair, long matted hair. But no head. Where was its head? It still made no sense. She crept closer . . .

Spick! Spickitspickitspickit! Midge felt her heart bounce up into her throat, and once more the cold prickly feeling shot up the back of her neck. She knew now that there was nobody else in the barn. There was no doubt that the voice came from . . . whatever that thing was. Whatever it was – and it was certainly an animal – it had a voice. But the sound of the voice was in her head.

It was moving again – some other part, something that had been hidden, was moving. The tangled mess of
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