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“That must be it!” Amelia said. The grassy path that she and Sam were following disappeared into a tangle of bushes ahead, and she quickened her pace. “Gran said the wilderness is full of animals. I can’t wait to see it!”
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Suddenly, Sam’s Westie puppy, Mac, let out an excited yip and strained at his leash. A fluffy white kitten sat washing its paws in the shadow of a bramble bush.

“Leave it!” Sam told Mac.

Amelia smiled as Mac planted his bottom and waited, looking up at Sam expectantly. His training is really coming along! she thought proudly.

The kitten didn’t seem to notice Mac at all. Amelia kneeled and held her hand towards it. “Hello, you,” she said. The little cat looked up at her with wide blue eyes. “Awww! You are so cute!” Amelia said. The kitten stretched up on its back legs and butted its head into her fingers. Then it let out a loud MIAOOOW!

Mac whimpered.

“It’s just a kitten, Mac,” Sam said, grinning. “You can’t be scared!” But Mac scrabbled behind Sam, eyeing the kitten warily.
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Amelia scratched the kitten behind the ears and it started to purr, almost as loudly as when Amelia’s dad snored. She couldn’t help giggling.

Sam led his puppy towards the thicket, giving the kitten a wide berth. “Let’s explore!” he said.

Amelia felt a pang as she left the kitten behind. But when she glanced back she saw it happily batting at a fly, its saucer-like blue eyes darting in all directions. She followed Sam, pushing through twisted branches.

They soon broke out into an area of open, sunlit scrubland. A few tall, knobbly oaks emerged from the undergrowth, but most of the trees were saplings. Wildflowers and long grass smothered the ground, and insects and feathery seeds filled the air, making everything look hazy and golden.

Sam unclipped the lead from Mac’s collar. “Off you go!” The puppy tore away, hurtling through the long grass with his ears back and his tail stuck out behind him.




“This place is amazing!” Amelia said, taking it all in. Then she frowned. “Or it would be, if there wasn’t so much rubbish.” She could see at least half a dozen drinks cans on the ground, along with crisp packets, plastic bottles and even a dirty old sock.
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A buzz coming from near Amelia’s feet made her look down, just in time to see a bee zip out from a small hole in the sun-baked earth. “Look! A bumblebee nest!” she said, pointing. But her excitement changed to dismay as the bee buzzed straight towards one of the empty drink cans. Amelia quickly turned the can over, so the bee couldn’t get stuck inside. “This place is such a mess!”

“You’re right,” Sam said, watching his puppy dive out of sight between two huge bushes. “I hope Mac doesn’t eat anything he shouldn’t. We’d better keep an eye on him.” Sam pushed his way through the branches after his little dog. Amelia followed close behind, stomping down on brambles that snagged at her socks.

“Whoa!” Sam said. “Look at this!”

Mac was sniffing at the wall of a small rectangular building, smothered in ivy. The top part was covered with wooden slats with peeling white paint and it had a peaked roof that made Amelia think of gingerbread houses. It must have been nice once, she thought. But now branches poked up through the roof tiles and graffiti covered the brickwork.




Amelia peered in through the dark, gaping window hole. Part of the roof had fallen in, and weeds grew up through the rubble.
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“What is this place?” Sam asked.

“I don’t know,” Amelia said. “But it’s kind of spooky.”

“Hello!” a deep male voice boomed from behind them. Amelia and Sam whirled around. It was Mr Banks. He and his daughter Tiffany, their classmate, were walking down the wide grassy path that ran in front of the building. Trotting ahead of them on a short lead came Sparkle, Tiffany’s little curly-haired white dog. Tiffany munched on a chocolate bar, ignoring her classmates.

“Hi there!” called Sam.

Amelia dropped to one knee to pet Sparkle, just as Mac bounded up to say hello. Tiffany rolled her eyes as the two dogs circled each other, sniffing.

“So, you’ve found the old signal box!” Mr Banks said. He pointed to a sign sticking up from a ledge of crumbling concrete. It was green with moss, but Amelia could just make out the words Welford Station.

“I didn’t know there was a railway station in Welford!” said Amelia.

“Oh, it shut years before you were born,” Mr Banks said, smiling. “Now all that’s left is this footpath where the track used to be.” He went to look more closely at the station sign.

“It’s a total dump if you ask me,” Tiffany muttered, tossing her chocolate wrapper on to the ground.

“Well, you don’t need to make it worse!” Amelia said, picking up the wrapper and holding it out to her classmate.

Tiffany let out a sigh but took the wrapper and shoved it in her pocket. Then she suddenly frowned and tugged at Sparkle’s lead. “Leave it!” she said firmly.
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