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            To Martha and Nell and Stephen,

who read Wed Wabbit first.
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            ONE

         

         It was such an ordinary evening, but every detail of it would matter; every detail would become vital.

         ‘Wimbley Woos,’ Minnie was wailing from her side of the bedroom. ‘Wead me Wimbley Woos!’

         ‘In a minute,’ said Fidge. ‘You’re supposed to be drinking your milk.’

         ‘But it’s all warm and it’s got a skin on top and it’s wevolting.’

         ‘All right, I won’t be long.’

         Fidge was packing. In just under thirty-six hours, her mother, her sister (aged four) and herself (aged ten and a half) were due to go on what was likely to be their best holiday for years and she wanted to be ready. She also wanted to try out a high-density packing technique she’d seen on a programme about mountaineers. What you did was roll up each item of clothing into an incredibly tight sausage, secured with an elastic band; you then fitted the sausages in next to each other, like a bundle of sticks. Fidge was going to attempt to put her entire holiday wardrobe into the very small backpack she used for school lunches. This was partly because she liked a challenge, and partly because she knew that her mother’s luggage would (as usual) consist of a huge assortment of random bags, while Minnie never went anywhere without an armful of toys, which she then dropped at five-second intervals. Somebody had to have both arms free for emergencies.

         ‘Wead me Wimbley Woos. Pleeeeeeease.’

         ‘Not Wimbley Woos again. Ask Mum.’

         ‘Sorry, Fidge, I can’t,’ called her mother from the living room, ‘I’ve got to finish making this hat by tomorrow morning, it’s for a bride’s mother and she’s terribly fussy.’

         Fidge groaned and got to her feet.

         Her sister’s side of the room was spectacularly untidy. As Fidge picked her way across to the bed there was a loud squeak.

         ‘Don’t twead on Eleanor!’ screamed Minnie.

         ‘Well, don’t leave her lying on the floor,’ said Fidge, irritably. She stooped to pick up Eleanor, who was a purple elephant with a pink skirt, huge long pink eyelashes and a pink fluffy hair-do.

         ‘She’s asleep,’ said Minnie. ‘Wed Wabbit made them all go to bed early because they’d been naughty.’ 

         ‘Oh.’ Fidge looked down and realized that the teddies and dolls had been arranged in long rows, as if in a dormitory. Even the dolls’ buggy was lying on its side, covered with a blanket; next to it, a silver bus with pink wheels had a little pillow under its front bumper. As usual, only Wed Wabbit was in bed with Minnie.

         ‘OK,’ sighed Fidge, sitting on the bed and plopping the elephant down beside her. ‘You sure you want this book? We must have read it eight million times.’

         ‘I want it.’

         ‘How about I just read two pages?’

         ‘No.’

         ‘Five pages?’

         ‘Mum! Fidge is being mean!’

         ‘Please Fidge, just read her the whole book, it’s not that long,’ called their mother, sounding weary.

         Fidge pulled a face, opened The Land of Wimbley Woos and started to read the horribly familiar lines.

         
            
               ‘In Wimbley Land live Wimbley Woos

               Who come in many different hues

               In Yellow, Pink and Green and Blue

               In Orange, Grey and Purple too.’

            

         

         The first picture showed a group of happy-looking Wimblies. Each was a different colour, but they were all shaped like dustbins with large round eyes and short arms and legs, and they radiated a sort of idiotic jollity. Fidge turned the page and continued reading in a bored, rapid mutter.

         
            
               ‘Yellow are timid, Blue are strong

               Grey are wise and rarely wrong

               Green are daring, Pink give cuddles

               Orange are silly and get in muddles.

               Purple Wimblies understand

               The past and future of our land.’

            

         

         ‘Wead it pwoply, with expwession,’ commanded Minnie, who could almost certainly pronounce the letter ‘r’ if she really tried, but who was too used to people going ‘ohhhhhhh, how cuuuuuuuute’ whenever she spoke, to want to make the effort.

         Fidge carried on reading, with a fraction more feeling.

         
            
               ‘Many talents make a team

               So Wimbley Woos can build their dream

               By sharing skills, plans, gifts and arts

               And caring for each other’s farts.’

            

         

         ‘It’s not “farts”!’ shouted Minnie, outraged. ‘It’s “caring for each other’s HEARTS”.’

         ‘If you know it that well then you don’t need me to read it to you, do you?’

         ‘But Wed Wabbit wants to hear it too.’

         ‘Does he?’ Fidge looked at Wed Wabbit, who was sitting next to Minnie. He was very large and made of maroon velvet, with huge stiff ears, long, drooping arms and legs and tiny black eyes. He was her sister’s favourite toy, bought from a charity shop two and a half years ago, just a week after their father died. Minnie had spotted the rabbit in the shop window and had darted in and wrapped her arms round him and hadn’t let go. He’d been her favourite toy ever since, but perhaps because the awfulness of that week still sat like a weight on Fidge’s head, she’d never liked Wed Wabbit. Most soft toys (in Fidge’s experience) looked either smiley or sad, but Wed Wabbit had a horribly smug expression, like a clever child who knows he’s the teacher’s favourite and never, ever gets told off. She avoided his gaze and turned the page to an illustration of a group of Wimbley Woos scratching their heads.

         ‘Oh, here’s the bit where they try to think of a birthday present for the King of the Wimblies,’ she said, with fake excitement. ‘I wonder what they’ll come up with? Dinner for two at a top sushi restaurant? A personalized number plate?’

         ‘Wead it to me.’

         ‘A spa weekend?’

         ‘Please,’ said Minnie, placing a small hand on Fidge’s arm. ‘Please wead my book.’

         And because Minnie (when she wasn’t showing off, or being annoying or screechy or whiny) was really quite sweet, Fidge stopped mucking around and read the whole of it.

         For the eight millionth time.

         Over the course of twenty irritating pages the Wimbley Woos organized a huge game of hide and seek as their surprise gift for the King, had a big celebration picnic, and sang their deeply soppy Wimbley Woo song as the sun set behind the lollipop-shaped trees of Wimbley Land.

         
            
               ‘Wimbley Woo! Wimbley Woo!

               Pink and Green and Grey and Blue

               Yellow and Orange and Purple too

               A rainbow of sharing in all we do!’

            

         

         Fidge turned the page and looked at the last picture. It showed a mixed crowd of Wimblies standing on a hill looking up at the moon. At some point, Minnie had drawn a moustache on all the purple ones.

         Minnie herself was almost asleep. Fidge tucked her in, slid the book onto the cluttered bedside table and then snatched it up again; amongst the junk was a small carton of juice and it was now on its side, and a pool of orange was spreading over the table top. Hastily, Fidge picked up the carton and then looked around for something to blot the juice with. Wed Wabbit seemed to catch her eye, his smirk as infuriating as ever, and before she knew what she was doing, she’d grabbed him by the ears and was pressing him down onto the spill. The effect was miraculous: Wed Wabbit acted like a huge sponge. The pool shrank steadily and then disappeared without trace, the orange making no stain at all on the dark-red velvet. Fidge, feeling relieved but a bit guilty, checked that Minnie was definitely asleep, and then sat Wed Wabbit on the radiator and went back to her packing.

         They were going on an outdoor activities holiday. Her mother and Minnie were going to potter round and play in the children’s pool and Fidge was going to learn how to canoe, dive, abseil, climb, navigate, pot-hole and go-cart. She took an old T-shirt from the drawer and began to roll it very, very tightly. She had to leave enough space for the flippers her mother had promised to buy her.

         It wasn’t until the next afternoon that the terrible thing happened.

      

   


   
      
         

            TWO

         

         Fidge looked like her dad. In old photographs, you could see the family divide: Mum and Minnie were both fair and curly-haired and round-faced, while Fidge and her dad were dark and straight-haired and angular. ‘Two balls of wool and two lengths of string’ was how he’d always described the four of them. He’d been funny and practical, the sort of person who always planned ahead, checked maps, wrote lists, tested equipment, kept spares, mended punctures, oiled hinges and read instructions. ‘String holds things together and keeps them neat and organized,’ he’d said. When Mum had wanted to name her daughters after figures from Greek and Roman mythology, he’d agreed, as long as he could give them short, sensible nicknames. So ‘Iphigenia’ had become ‘Fidge’ and ‘Minerva’ had become ‘Minnie’.

         He’d been a fireman, and as strong as a carthorse before he got ill.

         Minnie couldn’t really remember him, though she pretended she could; Fidge had been eight when he died, and she remembered him all the time. And as the only piece of string left in the family, she tried to keep things neat and organized.

         Which was why going shopping with her mother and Minnie was always so massively irritating.

         ‘Ooh now,’ said Mum, passing a fruit stall and then doubling back, ‘wouldn’t it be nice to have some strawberries for tea? They’re selling off the last punnets cheap.’

         ‘But we’ve still got to get Minnie’s sandals,’ said Fidge, ‘and then my flippers, and you haven’t even finished packing yet and we’re going on holiday tomorrow.’

         ‘Stwawbewwies!’ shouted Minnie.

         ‘Honestly, we’ll only be five minutes,’ said her mother, joining the queue.

         Fidge rolled her eyes and looked at her list again:
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         Only four items all together, but with Mum and Minnie’s usual lack of urgency, they’d bought at least nine other things and had taken all afternoon about it; both Mum and Fidge were laden with bags. Minnie wasn’t carrying any shopping, but that’s because she was already carrying Eleanor Elephant, Wed Wabbit and a toy mobile phone encrusted with plastic diamonds and twinkling with pink lights. When you pressed a button on the side of it – which Minnie did at least once a minute – it went:
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         After the strawberries came the shoe shop, in which Minnie was so happy about her new sandals that she did a dance which made all the other customers say ‘aaaah’, and then they set off for the shop that stocked flippers. They were nearly there when Minnie screamed.

         ‘Look!’ she gasped, pointing at a bookshop window, and then galloping over to it and squashing her face against the glass. ‘Wimbley Woooooooos.’

         The whole window was filled with tiny plastic Wimblies on a fake grass landscape. A toy train dawdled on a circuit around them, a grey Wimbley waving from the back of it. At the centre of the display was propped a brand-new pop-up edition of The Land of Wimbley Woos.

         ‘Oh,’ said Minnie, in ecstasy, dropping Eleanor Elephant. Fidge picked it up, just as Minnie dropped her plastic phone. ‘It’s so lovely …’ sighed Minnie. 

         They had to go in and buy the book, of course. And then Minnie refused to leave the shop window until the train had been round another ten times. So by the time they got to the flippers place, it was closed.

         ‘Oh, Fidge,’ said Mum, looking stricken. ‘I’m so sorry, love, everything took longer than it ought to have done. I always do this, don’t I?’

         Fidge stood hunched, arms folded, trying to look unbothered. She’d found, over the past couple of years, that if she looked unbothered, then she generally felt unbothered, and if she felt unbothered then it didn’t leave room for feeling other, more horrible things.

         ‘Doesn’t matter,’ she muttered.

         ‘I’m sure they’ll sell them at the holiday centre.’

         ‘OK.’

         Her mother tried to give her a hug and then straightened up and smiled rather sadly. ‘It’s like cuddling a cardboard box,’ she said. ‘You’re all corners.’

         They set off again, Minnie chattering, trying to look at her new book as she walked, and Fidge lagging behind, not saying much. When Minnie dropped Wed Wabbit, and didn’t notice, Fidge found herself giving him a bit of a kick along the pavement. He spun round and lay looking up at her, with his usual smug expression. And instead of stooping to pick him up, she booted him a second time. She’d only meant to give him a bit of a prod but it turned out to be the sort of kick that you could never do deliberately, however hard you tried – the sort of kick that might have been produced by a professional footballer. Wed Wabbit shot in a perfectly straight line along the pavement, between Mum and Minnie, over the kerb and halfway across a zebra crossing.

         And Minnie ran after him.

      

   


   
      
         

            THREE

         

         The noise.

         The noise was horrible.

         A scream from Mum and a shriek of brakes, an ugly thud, the crunch of glass, a shocked chorus of yells from passers-by.

         The silence was worse – the fact that Minnie didn’t scream at all, but lay where she’d been flung, one leg oddly-angled, and around her an arc of scattered toys.

         After that, there were running footsteps, panicked shouts and the yelp of a siren – people, people everywhere and in the midst of them, Fidge standing as if carved from concrete, still clutching the shopping bags, the plastic handles carving deep red grooves into her fingers.

         ‘Fidge!’ shouted her mother, appearing suddenly out of the crowd and grabbing her arm. ‘Into the ambulance with us, come on, love,’ and Fidge stumbled forward, tripping on the ambulance steps. The paramedic helped her up, and sat her on a little tip-up seat opposite where Minnie lay on a stretcher, dried blood crisping her curls, a clear plastic mask over her face.

         ‘It was my fault,’ said Fidge.

         Her mother didn’t seem to hear, and in any case, at that moment Minnie jerked her head and started crying and Mum went red and started crying too, and the paramedic said, ‘You might not think it now, but that’s a really good sound to hear.’

         At the hospital, Minnie was wheeled off behind a curtain with Mum, and Fidge sat with the bags of shopping. Her head seemed to be full of fog, her thoughts stumbling around in hopeless circles.

         Hours went by. Sunset filled the waiting room with orange light. Her mother appeared briefly, tried to smile (she always tried to smile), said that Minnie hadn’t really woken up yet, and then disappeared again. The sky outside turned a pale lavender, then dark purple, then black. The only noise in the room was the whine of the vending machine.

         ‘Fidge?’ It was a man’s voice. Stiffly, as if her neck had rusted up, she looked round, and her heart would have sunk, except that it couldn’t get any lower than it was already.

         Uncle Simon was standing in the doorway of the waiting room, holding an orange plastic bag, a small bottle of antiseptic spray and a box of tissues. He blinked anxiously and took half a step towards Fidge, and then half a step back again. 

         ‘Your mother rang me,’ he said, ‘and asked if you could stay at our house for the night.’

         ‘Oh.’

         Fidge would rather have slept in the hospital car park than go to Uncle Simon and Auntie Ruth’s, but she knew that there was no point in arguing so she stood and followed her uncle along the corridor and watched him carefully spray and wipe the call button on the lift, before pressing it.

         ‘We can’t risk bringing hospital infections back to the house,’ he said. ‘Graham’s only just over a severe sore throat and he’s developed a fear of eating anything except organic ice cream.’

         The lift arrived and they got in.

         ‘Awful thing to have happened to Minnie,’ he said. ‘Roads are such a danger. It reminds me of when Graham fell off his bicycle, the first time he tried to ride without stabilizers. He grazed his knee and it affected him very, very badly – he wouldn’t look at a picture of a bicycle for months afterwards, and we couldn’t even use the word “bicycle” in conversation because if we did he’d get terribly upset and start shouting at us. In the end, we had to get him an electric scooter and a full set of body pads.’

         They got out of the lift.

         ‘We’re thinking of having a lift installed at home because Graham won’t use the stairs any longer – he tripped last month and now he says that every time he sets foot on a step, he can visualize himself falling head first, all the way down; we’ve had to adapt the downstairs living room into his bedroom. His therapist says he has the most extraordinarily vivid imagination of any child she’s ever met.’

         They walked to the car and on the journey Uncle Simon told one Graham anecdote after another. If Mum had been there (and if it had been a normal day) she would have caught Fidge’s eye, and winked. They were used to hearing about Graham in every single sentence uttered by Uncle Simon and Auntie Ruth. They knew all about how he’d been very ill as a small child, and how for months he’d had to stay away from other people, in case he caught their germs, and how he’d ended up refusing to go out at all, so that instead of going to school, he had to be taught at home. You’d think (if you’d never met him) – you’d think, that Graham was a tiny, delicate, sensitive creature – a sort of human butterfly, with tiny, delicate feelings to match.

         You’d be wrong.

         Her cousin lived in the kind of house that Fidge would have liked to live in: one completely surrounded by a garden, with an orchard and a pond. Not that Graham ever played outside. The house had five bedrooms, one of which was right in the attic, with a round window that overlooked the garden – if you put a telescope in there, you’d be able see for miles. Not that Graham had actually picked that bedroom.

         As Fidge got out of her uncle’s car, she saw a pale smudge looking out at her from one of the ground floor windows; it disappeared quickly as she approached. 

         Auntie Ruth met them at the back door, all wobbly-voiced with shock. ‘How dreadful,’ she kept saying, hugging Fidge and blinking back the tears. ‘What a dreadful accident, poor, poor little Minnie.’

         ‘Does Graham know yet?’ asked Uncle Simon in a hushed voice.

         Fidge’s aunt nodded. ‘He heard you driving off and he wanted to know what was happening. And when I told him, he was completely silent for a moment and then he asked, “Does she have to stay here?”’ She smiled kindly over at Fidge. ‘He’s so sensitive to other people’s feelings, you see – he knew that you wouldn’t want to be away from your mother and Minnie. And then he couldn’t settle afterwards, he was worried he’d have bad dreams about road accidents. I phoned his therapist and she said to try the meditation technique, so we visualized a grove of palm trees swaying in the wind, but he said that that made him think of tsunamis …’

         The discussion continued, and Fidge sat down at the kitchen table and realized that she was incredibly hungry. She buttered and ate a slice of bread, followed by two more, and then she laid her head on her hands and went to sleep.

         
             

         

         She woke up in a bed, and opened her eyes to see a pair of half-open curtains, and between them a sky the ominous colour of milky cocoa. Her head ached, as though a brick was resting on top of it, her teeth felt furry and she was wearing pyjamas that she’d never seen before. For a second she didn’t know where she was, and then the whole dismal truth flooded through her, like a river bursting its banks, and floating on top of all the misery was a single shameful thought:

         If it wasn’t for Minnie, we’d be going on holiday today.

         She sat up quickly, but she couldn’t unthink the thought, and as she dressed herself in yesterday’s clothes and hurried down the stairs, it kept bobbing around in her head.

         ‘Oh, Fidge,’ said Auntie Ruth, walking through the hall with a tray in her hands, ‘your mother rang a while ago, but she said not to wake you – she’ll call again very soon.’

         ‘But how’s Minnie?’

         ‘Just about the same,’ said Auntie Ruth, trying (and failing) to make it sound as if that were good news.

         ‘Oh.’

         Fidge stood on the stairs, without any particular reason to carry on down, or to go back up. The fact that she was neat and organized and available for emergencies was of no use to her now. She could tie knots, read instructions, scale a climbing wall, count to a hundred in Spanish and swim nearly two widths underwater, but none of this would help Minnie; there was nothing that she could do, apart from wish that yesterday had never happened.

         ‘I’m just bringing Graham his mid-morning ice cream,’ said Auntie Ruth, still holding the tray. ‘He’s halfway through a geography lesson. Why don’t you join him, and I’ll get you some breakfast?’ 

         And though she didn’t want to join Graham, or do geography, or eat breakfast, Fidge could think of no alternative but to unglue her feet and follow her aunt.

      

   


   
      
         

            FOUR

         

         Auntie Ruth knocked tentatively on Graham’s door. From behind it came a high-pitched buzzing noise that seemed to vary in volume.

         After a moment or two, footsteps approached and the door was opened by a tired-looking young woman.

         ‘Graham’s just circling Lima airport,’ she said. ‘Apparently there’s heavy cloud cover.’

         A tiny model aircraft appeared briefly above her head and then zoomed away again. It crossed the enormous room, dipping down over the sofas, skimming the metre-wide computer screen, looping the loop over the bed in the shape of a racing car and finally circling the gigantic table over by the windows. Instead of a table cloth it was covered by a map of South America. The plane came steeply into land, hit the table top too hard, somersaulted off the end, and crashed into a cupboard door, snapping off both wings.

         ‘The runway needs re-surfacing,’ said Graham, dropping the remote control and picking up a small orange toy, which he immediately started fiddling with. ‘My approach was perfect.’

         ‘Do you remember how we learn?’ asked the young woman, in the sort of bright voice that people normally use on toddlers. ‘We learn from our mistakes! And in any case that wasn’t Lima, that was Rio de Janeiro.’

         ‘I didn’t have enough fuel to get to Lima,’ said Graham, picking up his spoon and prising a chocolate chip from the mound of ice cream in his bowl. He was large and pale, like a plant that has been heavily watered, but kept in the dark.

         ‘This is Graham’s cousin, Fidge,’ said Auntie Ruth to the young woman, ‘and Fidge, this is Alison, Graham’s home tutor.’

         ‘I was so sorry to hear about your sister’s accident,’ said Alison, gently.

         Fidge, who couldn’t face talking about it, nodded tightly and looked out of the window. The sky had darkened to a nasty pinkish brown and there was a faint flickering along the horizon.

         ‘Come and sit with us,’ said Alison. ‘We’re just discussing the Andes.’

         ‘Actually, I’ve got a headache,’ said Graham. ‘And I feel really, really tired.’ 

         ‘Oh darling!’ exclaimed his mother, hurrying forward and placing a hand on his forehead. ‘Oh dear, I wonder if we should call Dr Stevens?’

         ‘No, I think I just need a rest,’ said Graham, flopping onto one of the many sofas.

         ‘I expect it’s the high atmospheric pressure,’ said Alison. ‘We could have a lesson on the physics of thunderstorms.’

         ‘No, because that would make me think about lightning strikes. I’d imagine how this house could go up in flames, or one of the trees outside could get hit and then crash through the roof and bring all the ceilings down, and this room would collapse through to the cellar so I’d be trapped in the rubble, calling helplessly while the oxygen slowly ran out.’

         ‘I’m sure that won’t happen,’ said Alison.

         ‘It might.’ Graham shifted the little orange toy from hand to hand. ‘You don’t know, do you? It might.’ His pale face had gone slightly blotchy.

         ‘All right, darling,’ said his mother. ‘We’ll finish with lessons for today. Perhaps your cousin can just stay here and play, it’ll be good for both of you – oh, and I’ve got something to give you, Fidge,’ she added. ‘I shan’t be a moment.’

         Alison and Auntie Ruth left the room and Graham lay and fiddled with the small orange toy.

         ‘It’s a transitional object,’ he said, not looking at Fidge. ‘Though I don’t expect you know what that means.’

         ‘It’s a plastic carrot,’ said Fidge. ‘On wheels.’

         ‘It was a free gift as part of a vegetable promotion. The object itself isn’t important. The important thing is that it helps me to cope with change – that’s what the word “transition” means – and to work through my worries.’

         Fidge couldn’t help giving a snort, and Graham looked at her sharply. ‘Why are you laughing?’ he asked.

         ‘What worries? You don’t have any worries.’

         ‘Yes I do.’

         ‘Not real ones.’

         ‘What do you mean by “real”?’

         ‘Well, what do you think I mean?’

         She had a brief vision of Minnie lying on the road, and she tried to dispel it by turning and looking at the distant lightning again. Graham was always like this – talking as if there was something really impressive and special and marvellous about skulking indoors not doing anything. Usually when she had to spend time with him, she felt a mixture of irritation and pity. Today, though, all she felt was anger, piling up in her head so that her brain seemed to throb under the pressure.

         ‘Real things happen,’ she snapped. ‘You spend your time making up stuff just so you can worry about it.’

         ‘It feels real to me,’ said Graham, his voice high and indignant. ‘You have no idea what it’s like to have my sort of imagination, my therapist says that it’s both a gift and a curse, because I experience things much more deeply than ordinary people do.’

         ‘Experience what? You don’t do anythi—’

         Fidge stopped talking as the door opened and Auntie Ruth came in, carrying an orange plastic bag – the same bag that Uncle Simon had been holding at the hospital.

         ‘Here we are,’ she said. ‘Someone picked these up and gave them to the ambulance crew. I thought they might be comforting for you to have.’ She stroked Fidge’s cheek, smiled at her and left.

         Fidge opened the bag and her heart seemed to jolt in her chest.

         Wed Wabbit stared up at her with those nasty little blackcurrant eyes. He was lying on the new pop-up edition of The Land of Wimbley Woos and crowded in next to him were Eleanor Elephant and the diamond-encrusted mobile phone.

         Fidge’s head pounded and her face felt tight and stiff. If it hadn’t been for these toys, these stupid toys, then none of the awfulness would have happened.

         If Minnie hadn’t been carrying the elephant and the pathetic plastic phone, then she wouldn’t have dropped Wed Wabbit. And if the Wimbley book hadn’t been in the bookshop window, then Minnie wouldn’t have made all that fuss and it wouldn’t have been too late to get the flippers. And then Fidge wouldn’t have been in a bad mood. And she wouldn’t have kicked Wed Wabbit. And then Minnie wouldn’t have … Minnie wouldn’t be …

         Rage swept through Fidge like a hurricane. She grabbed the rabbit by his red velvet ears and wrenched him out of the bag. He dangled there, long legs nearly touching the ground. She had never felt such hatred for anything in her life; she wanted to hit him, hurt him, ruin him. There was a rattling sound and she turned to see the windows shaking in a sudden gust. It was clear that a storm was coming, the purple clouds were bulging with rain. She ran over and pulled at the nearest window latch, already imagining Wed Wabbit lying outside in a rainstorm, blotting up the water, the way he’d done with the orange juice – she could almost see him, monstrously bloated, his seams bulging and splitting …

         ‘The window’s locked,’ said Graham. ‘In case of insects getting in. I’m not actually phobic about them, it’s more that I visualize myself getting a tropical disease, something like dengue fever, or trypanosomiasis not that you’ll know what either of those are.’

         Fidge let go of the latch, and looked around. If she couldn’t actually destroy Wed Wabbit, then she wanted to shove him away somewhere, out of her sight. From behind her came a long, low grumble of thunder. She crossed over to the cupboard door that the toy plane had crashed into, and turned the handle.
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