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Chapter 1


“Where is she?” screeched Miss Barker as she thundered into the room. “You boy?”


“Yes Miss Barker, My name’s N…n…nick Miss Barker,” he whimpered.


“I know that N…n…nick you simpleton and I don’t care,” she snarled mocking his stammer. “Where is she?” she growled.


“I d…d…don’t k…n…now,” he said quietly as though whispering would make the answer less wrong.


“IDIOT!” she shouted as she thundered out again slamming the door behind her.


Nick sat back and wiped his brow. “That was close,” he said.


“Thanks Nick mate,” said a voice emerging from the wardrobe.


“God you seriously owe me one Nola, I thought she was gonna chew me up and spit me out.”


“Smelly old big bum Barker,” Nola scowled, “she really has it in for me.”


“I really hate having to play the frightened little lamb when she‘s after you Nola, what did you do this time?” he asked.


“She caught me in her office using the Internet,” Nola smirked.


“Flipping heck, are you completely mad? No wondered she was so nuts.”


“Well I needed to research stuff and in this dump it’s the only place that has a computer.”


“Have you been upsetting Barker again?” said Seb as he came through the door. “She is going nuclear through the house looking for you, throwing kids behind her as she goes,” he laughed.


“Yeah ’fraid so. I was just telling Nick that she caught me in her office using her computer.”


“Oh man you are seriously tapped Nola. You really know how to rub that woman up the wrong way,” he laughed.


“That’s what I said,” laughed Nick.


“What’s the deal anyway?” asked Seb. “What’s so important that you risked the wrath of big bum?”


“I had a dream,” she said with a huge grin on her face.


“Oh well that explains everything,” said Nick.


“She is dead but talks to me through my dreams,” she announced triumphantly ignoring Nick’s comment. “I went on the net to see if there was a name for what I was experiencing?”


“Yeah there is and it’s called being nuts,” said Nick and Seb together and laughed.


“What dreams anyway? Who are dead and talking to you? This is the first we have heard of any dreams,” said Nick.


“My Mother of course you couple of numpties, who else?” she said rolling her eyes.


“How come you haven’t mentioned it before?” asked Seb.


“You just called me nuts and ask why I didn’t want to say anything before?”


“Okay fair point, but they are just that Nola, Dreams,” said Nick gently.


“Yeah, I dream all the time,” said Seb, “the same one over and over again that this really fit chick with wings is talking to me. I can’t hear her properly and my legs feel like lead and I am trying to run towards her but I am going in slow motion and…What?”


“Man you need help,” said Nick looking at Seb with raised eyebrows.


“What I am trying to say,” said Seb ignoring Nick, “is that we all dream but it doesn’t mean it’s real and we all dream about having parents Nola.” He continued sympathetically, “Not having any family is why we are in this hell hole.”


“Yeah, yeah, I know all that, but this is different. I know it sounds whacked but these are no ordinary dreams that I have,” she smiled trying not to laugh at Nick who was still looking disgustedly at Seb about his fit chick dream. “I have always known that they meant something but now I have proof that they do,” she said rummaging in the back of her trousers. “When I woke up I was holding this,” she said and held up what looked like a small stick. It was brown and a bit bendy but mainly a stick.


“Holy moley,” squealed Nick.


“What is it?” asked Seb.


“I don’t know?” said Nola, “The point is, I didn’t have it when I went to sleep.”


“Wow,” said Seb.


“Hang on?” said Nick, “This is true isn’t? You’re not pulling our legs are you?”


“I swear it’s the truth and if I’m lying, which I’m not, I will tell big bum that I am sorry, I love her and that I want her to adopt me.”


“Whoa okay don’t go mad, we believe you,” Nick laughed.


“Although Nola Barker does have a lovely ring to it, don’t you think?” giggled Seb.


“Eww no chance, its Nola Stewart all the way thanks,” She laughed cringing.


“Tell us about this dream then,” said Nick, who was now intrigued.


“Yeah and don’t leave anything out,” said Seb getting comfy.


“I was running through this weird house being chased by something. I couldn’t see who or what it was, I just knew I really didn’t want to be caught by it. I ran as fast as I could but it felt like my legs wouldn’t work and I couldn’t go very fast.”


“Hey snap, a bit like mine,” Seb said excitedly.


Nola nodded her acknowledgment and continued, “My head really hurt too and the weather was bad, like a storm or something. Then I ran into this little shack and as I turned to look to see if I had outrun whatever it was, I caught my foot on something and fell. Only I didn’t hit the ground though, I kept falling and falling. I fell through darkness and as I was falling I saw a large window and in the window was my Mother. It was pitch black all around me and the room she was in was lit and I saw her really clearly. She called out to me. She said I must believe only what my heart and soul tell me to be true. Then she threw something to me out of the window. I caught it just before the ground came up real fast to meet me. I hit it hard and was startled awake and found myself sweating and shaking in my bed. When I had gathered myself, I realised the thing my Mother had thrown to me was a stick and I still had hold of it!” She smiled and held it up again triumphantly.


“Wow that’s bizarre,” said Nick, “How on earth does someone bring something out of a dream?”


“I wish I could do that,” said Seb, “can you teach me Nola? I could try and bring back that fit chick I keep dreaming about.” He laughed.


“Sorry Seb, I don’t know how I did it or why it happened, it just did,” said Nola smiling and shrugging her shoulders.


“Do you ever stop thinking about girls?” said Nick shaking his head.


“Yeah course, when I eat,” laughed Seb. “But then my mind does wander when I’m chewing and…”


“Okay we get the picture Casanova,” laughed Nola.


“How do you know what your Mum looks like Nola, I thought she died when you were born?” asked Nick.


“Yes, she did,” Nola replied. “She told me who she was when I first started dreaming about her.”


“So what have the other dreams told you then?” asked Nick.


Before Nola could answer the door flew open and Miss Barker stood fuming in the doorway. Her face was bright red and she was panting hard. “You,” she wailed pointing a crooked finger at Nola. “You have had me running all over this ruddy house looking for you, you nasty little brat.” She launched herself across the room and grabbed her by the collar. “As for you N…n…n…nick, you lied to me,” she screeched. “Well that’s it, I have had enough of you brats giving me grief, it’s the basement for you,” she grabbed Nick’s collar too and dragged the pair of them through the house.


Seb followed behind trying to reason with her. “Please Miss not the basement, how about we take them to the library and you give them loads of lines each, they hate writing lines?”


“Shut it,” she sneered at him.


“Okay then what about 50 laps round the field?” he added. “Nola really hates running.”


“I said shut it, are you deaf?” snapped Barker.


“Well how about we make them scrub the bathroom with their toothbrushes?” he tried.


“Shut it Seb,” said Nola and Nick together.


“Hmm that’s tempting but first the basement, they can clean the bathroom when they come out. IF they come out,” she snorted.


“I do think you are being quite unreasonable Miss Barker,” Seb announced and jumped in front of her.


“Out of the way you little scrote,” she sneered and kicked Seb hard.


“Ahh,” he wailed as he fell hard to the floor. “You wicked old…big bum Barker,” he screeched at the top of his lungs.


She stopped dead in her tracks and turned slowly to look at him lying on the floor with tears in his eyes. Her eyes were wide and fierce and Seb tried to hold on to his fear and not panic.


“Is that so?” she barked. “Get up boy; you can stand watch outside the basement door, no chair and no coat. That will curb your smart mouth. Get in front of me where I can see you and march,” she shouted kicking him in the rear.


She kicked him every so often on the way down to the basement and Seb was finding it hard to fight back the tears.


“Can you just stop bloody kicking him you wicked old cow?” screeched Nola and wiggled furiously but the old woman’s grip was like iron and she could not get free.


Miss Barker ignored her and carried on towards the basement. When they arrived she fished out a set of keys for the first basement door and dragged them down the cold stone stairs. She then unlocked another door and pushed Nick inside.


“Okay Miss smart mouth I’ll stop kicking your boyfriend, I’ll kick you instead, now get in there.” She sneered and booted Nola in to the basement making her fall and hit her head. “None of you are getting out of here until you can learn some damn respect” she sneered slamming and locking the door.


Nola scrambled to her feet and slammed herself against the door; tears of rage streaming down her face. “I hate you, you stupid old cow. When I get out of here I’m gonna get you. You won’t get away with treating us like this big bum. Aaaaaaaaagh”


“Blah blah blah,” smirked Miss Barker and turned to Seb who was shaking with fear and rage against the wall. “You boy, don’t move from that spot until I say so and if I catch you sitting down you will get it,” she sneered and marched off mumbling about kids today and if she had her way she would hang the lot of ’em. She slammed the main basement door and locked that too.


Nola turned and slid defeated to the floor. Sobbing, her head was thumping and she felt sick. “That bloody woman,” she muttered.


“Hey its okay,” said Nick sliding down to sit beside her. “We’ll find a way to break out of here. That will show the old bag. Let her explain that away, why orphans in her care have gone missing. Yeah, I can see the newspaper headlines now” He said:





“ORPHANS MISSING, HEAD ARRESTED”





“That would be great,” Nola said wiping her face on her sleeve.


“Hey your heads bleeding,” said Nick jumping up to look at the trickle of blood that had appeared on her forehead.


“That rough old cow,” snapped Seb peering through the tiny window hole in the door.


“Come to the door hole so we can get a better look,” said Nick. “Seb can you switch on the light out there please?”


“Sure, I can do one better than that, I’ll turn the light on in there for ya,” he said flicking the switch.


Nothing happened.


“There’s probably no light bulb in here,” said Nick. “Barker uses this place for punishment so I expect that was removed long ago.”


“Okay I’ll turn the one on out here then,” said Seb and flicked the switch. A light came on. A dim, miserable, hardly even there light but a light none the less.


Nick helped Nola to her feet and tipped her head towards the door. The light coming through was such a small pathetic amount that it was of no real use.


“Well that’s about as much use as looking at it with your eyes closed,” Nick moaned.


“It’s a good bump you got there,” said Seb squinting through the door to see.


“I don’t think it’s bleeding much now though luckily,” said Nick. “That woman,” he said through gritted teeth and thumping the wall in frustration. “There must be something we can do to get out of here? I have just about had enough of being stuck in this dump. I mean it’s bad enough that we have had to endure 15 years’ worth of being in care but its three more years until we are 18, I can‘t handle another three years of that old hag, I’ll go stark raving bonkers.”


“Me too,” said Seb defeated.


“Me three,” said Nola looking around to see if there was any way they could get out.


Nick walked slowly around the room looking and feeling in the darkness for any areas that may be weak, that they could get out of. “It’s no good,” he said finally. “Its four damp smelly walls and that poxy little hole in the door that you couldn’t get a cat through. How are we supposed to get out?”


“I bet I could get you out,” said a little voice.


They all stood perfectly still and slowly looked around. None of them wanted to be the first to admit that they had heard a voice for fear of ridicule. Nola was sure her bump on the head was affecting her so she didn’t think much more about it until it spoke again.


“Where I come from it is considered rude to ignore someone when they speak to you,” it said.


“What is that?” Said Nola. “Take the mickey if you want but I think my bump on the head is worse than we thought cos I’m hearing voices?” she said touching the bump on her head and wincing.


“Na it ain’t your bump, ’cos I heard it too,” Said Nick.


“And me,” said Seb “There’s someone in there with you guys,” he said with panic in his voice desperately trying to see into the room.


“Who’s there?” said Nola squinting to try and see further in the dark and moving closer to Nick for reassurance.


“Me. My name is Tatty, Tatty Bojangles and I am so very pleased to finally meet you Nola,” said the voice.




Chapter 2


“Err…well. Erm I’m pleased to meet you too, I think?” said Nola. “Where are you?”


“Down here,” he said.


They looked down and could just about see in the poorly lit room a small creature waving up at them with huge brown eyes and a smile that filled his whole face. They squatted down to get a better look and saw that he was a very small fairy. Well he had wings anyway. The creature could see they were struggling against the poor light and so he made himself glow ever so slightly so they could see him clearly. He was about two feet tall, furry and had a stripy satchel strapped across his body.


“So Nola are you going to introduce me to your friends?” he said.


Nola stood up in surprise realising that for the second time he had used her name and knew who she was. She did so though a little too quickly and started to feel quite squiffy.


“Whoa there,” said Nick catching hold of her arm as she started to fall. He let her drop gently to the floor. “Nola,” he said, “are you okay?”


“What’s going on in there Nick?” Seb called through the doorway.


“Oh hell Seb, she’s out cold,” Nick called back to him.


“She has had a nasty bump to the head,” said Tatty.


“You think?” said Nick sarcastically.


“We must sit her up and wake her,” Tatty said ignoring Nick’s comment.


Nick took off his jumper to use as a pillow and slid Nola to sit up slightly against the wall.


Tatty rummaged about in the little satchel that he had across his body and said, “I promise to do good,” he then pulled something out of the bag and turned to Nick, “can you hold this flat out in your hands please?” he said gesturing for him to put his hands out.


Nick reluctantly held out his arms with his hands open, palms upwards, not knowing what on earth to expect and stood in amazement at what happened next. Tatty placed a handkerchief onto Nick’s hands and blew into it. The air and his hands went really cold as frosty clouds bellowed out of Tatty’s mouth and hit the material. When he had finished the hanky was full of ice.


“Whoa,” said Nick with his eyes wide.


“Wrap it up and hold it to her wound,” he said smiling at Nick’s shocked face. “It will heal it.”


Nick did as he was instructed and placed the ice pack on Nola’s head. She woke immediately and winced.


“Hey get off that hurts you div,” she snapped.


“Sorry mate Doctor’s orders, well sort of,” he said and nodded towards Tatty. “Hold it on your head,” he said giving it to her.


“Whoa you are real?” she said in amazement looking at Nick for reassurance that she wasn’t seeing things.


“Yes Nola I am real,” Tatty replied, “and as I said before, it’s really good to finally meet you.”


Nola looked at him like he had just spoken another language.


“He helped you mate,” said Nick seeing her expression, gesturing towards her magic icepack.


“How are you feeling?” Tatty asked. “Is your eyesight okay? You’re not seeing double or anything are you?”


“Well, not double no, but I am seeing small, winged, talking creatures that make ice packs and are apparently quite keen to meet me. Does that count?”


Tatty smiled and said, “She will be okay.”


“So what’s the deal with you then?” asked Nick, helping Nola to her feet and putting his jumper back on.


“Deal? There is no deal?” Tatty quizzed.


“No I meant what are you doing here and how come you seem to know Nola?” Nick replied.


“Yeah, I could think of a gazillion different places that are way better than being in here so why choose here?” added Seb through the door. “No offence meant Nola.”


“Yeah, cheers Seb mate,” she smiled.


“It is not the place that I chose to come and see, it‘s the person in it, it’s Nola,” Tatty replied.


“Oh well I’m glad that’s that explained then,” said Nick sarcastically again.


“Give him a chance then,” said Seb.


“Sorry,” replied Nick.


“How do you know my name?” Nola asked looking suspicious and intrigued all at the same time.


“Your Mother told me in my dreams. I can’t quite believe how much like her you are.” Said Tatty.


“Hey, you had better be for real, ’cos that ain’t even close to being funny,” Nick warned, seeing Nola‘s face pale. “I am Nicholas Owen, him out there is Sebastian Richards. You know all you need to about us so I think it’s time you started making with the info too,” he said.


“It is good you have very loyal friends Nola,” Tatty continued. “Your Mother would have been proud of your choices.”


“How did you know my Mother?” Nola asked.


“It was many years ago back in our own land, the land of Dockleaf, which is where you are from Nola and where you were born. We were friends, your Mother and I,” he paused looking sad. “Very good friends” he added with a twinkle in his eye.


“I think I need to sit back down,” said Nola trying to take in the information.


“I am pleased to see you have got your Mother’s Sprickle with you?” said Tatty, smiling and pointing to her dream stick.


“What, this?” said Nola holding it up.


“A whattle?” said Nick and Seb together.


“A Sprickle,” said Tatty, “a bit like what you would call a wand but much better. It is because of that I was able to finally find you. A bit like a homing beacon. The dream you had Nola, when your Mother gave you that, was her way of helping us find you.”


“It sounds like you have had a bit of a job then?” Said Seb through the door.


“Oh yes indeed we have young Sebastian, a powerful cloaking spell has been placed over her preventing us from finding her. The Sprickle is in fact what we traced, not Nola but I knew from my dreams with your Mother it would lead us to you.”


“Who tried to hide Nola?” asked Seb.


“That is a long story and one not best coming from me. The Doc will tell all when we get home,” Tatty replied.


“Wow my mother helped me get found!” said Nola quietly. “My dreams were real, I knew it,” she whispered. “Who though,” she said suddenly, “has my Mother helped to find me?” Feeling concerned, realising she knew nothing and wanted to know everything.


“Do not fear Miss Nola,” Tatty reassured, “it is your own kind that have found you. It is a very risky thing that your Mother did because the Sprickle could easily have fallen into the wrong hands but she wanted so badly for you to be safe and back where you belong that she took the risk and thus I am here.”


“I know you are Tatty but who are you though?” Nola said again, “I mean Dockleaf and that?”


“Oh yes of course I see, sorry,” said Tatty “We are your family, well kind of and are called Bayan’s and we are, including you, magic Fairies.”


“What? Fairies?” They all said together.


“That’s amazing,” Seb called through the doorway, “I thought fairies were just a…”


“Oi gerrof,” Nola squealed, slapping Nick’s hand as he rubbed it up and down her back. “What you doing?”


“Sorry, just checking for wings,” said Nick.


“Bloody hell Nick, I DO NOT have wings,” she snapped. “Wait a minute, I don’t have wings do I?” she asked Tatty.


“Well actually you may well start to grow yours once we get back home, yes. As you were sent here the minute you were born, the growth of your wings was suppressed by the spell but once home again, who knows. You are an exceptional case so I don’t know for sure.”


“Blimey,” said Seb “This is just so nuts, I can’t get my head round it all.”


“You can’t?” said Nola looking dazed. “My brain is numb.”


“Mine too,” said Nick.


“No change there then,” laughed Seb.


“Funny Seb,” Nick said pulling a face at him, “You crack me up.”


“You say you are magic fairies?” said Nola.


“You too,” Tatty added.


“Yes, that’s what I wanted to ask about? I can’t be a Bayan because I cannot do any magic,” she said sadly. “If I could I would have fried that cow Barker years ago.”


“Yes you can, or you will be able to once we get home. Unfortunately, along with your wings, your magic and everything Bayan about you was suppressed when you were sent here. We will be able to reinstate all of your magic and natural Bayan qualities with the help of you Mother’s Sprickle.” Tatty replied.


“How do we do that?” asked Nola.


“We must travel many miles to the Temple of St Augustine’s Chine and ask the Sorceress Avian to set the Sprickle to your soul. Once this is done it will awaken all of your dormant magic and you will be back to a true Bayan once again,” Tatty replied.


“Oh is that all,” said Nola who had gone decidedly pale.


“Does it hurt?” asked Nick, “Cos if it does, set it to me instead and I will magic all of her powers over to her.”


“That is a very brave and noble gesture young Nicholas but I am afraid that is not possible. Nola already has all the magic; all the Sprickle will do is release Nola from the spell that suppresses her, ” said Tatty.


“Oh okay but…” said Nick.


“Does it hurt though?” Nola interrupted in a quiet worried voice.


“Yeah, what she said,” added Nick.


“Goodness no, it is a most uplifting and wonderful experience you will ever have Miss Nola, please do not worry,” smiled Tatty.


“If I am a Bayan,” asked Nola, “Why don’t I look anything like you, if we are the same kind?”


“That is a good question and an easy one to answer,” smiled tatty, “A bit like Humans, Bayan’s have kinds within their kind. For instance humans are different in colour, size and sex. Bayan are the same that way. I am, I suppose, what you humans would call a dwarf. A Bayan but just a bit smaller and hairier.”


“Oh I see, sorry,” she said.


“Nonsense, you have no need to apologise. You were not to know and it is not a bad thing that I am small, in fact I have gotten out of many a scrape by being this size,” he laughed.


Nola laughed too feeling reassured.


“I don’t mean to be rude against Nola’s mother but why did she wait 15 years to get the Sprickle thing to Nola. I mean being in this type of place is no fun at all. Why didn’t she save her sooner?” asked Nick.


“Another excellent question Master Nicholas. This as you can imagine is a lot of information to take in and Nola’s Mother wanted to be sure that Nola was at an age to be able to deal with everything that is to come,” Tatty answered.


“Why? What is to come?” Nola asked.


“We really do need to go Nola, the longer we are here the more chance there is of us being discovered. All of your questions will be answered when we get home, I promise,” smiled Tatty.


“I don’t mean to bring the whole thing down but you seem to be overlooking the fact that we are stuck in a basement with nothing but a postage stamp hole for a window and well and truly locked doors!” said Seb sadly.


“Ah do not worry about such trivial things young Sebastian, I got in didn’t I?” replied Tatty.


“Oh yeah, I didn’t think about that bit,” said Seb, slightly embarrassed.


“Never mind, as I said, it is a lot to take in, I am sure it is hard to think straight. But come now we must leave for Dockleaf immediately, we have been here too long and time is against us.”


Tatty raised his arms and spoke quietly under his breath. “You might want to stand back and close your eyes,” he warned, “it’s one thing porting myself but you guys are going to cause a large light rift.”


“I don’t like the sound of that,” said Nick covering his eyes.


“Wait, what about Seb, he has got to come too. We can’t leave him here, Barker will murder him,” said Nola.


“Don’t worry about me guys, get going before someone comes. She won’t do anything to me she will need me to back her up about where you two have gone, I think I am gonna have a pretty good time holding that over her.” He smiled, “Now get going quickly and make sure you stay safe.”


“No you can’t you Wally; I mean we will be GONE! Barker is gonna go mental when she finds out,” said Nola, “And we have already ticked her off ever so slightly today already.”


“Yeah but she is gonna have some big time explaining to do too,” smiled Seb, “She is going to need me on her side and I am going to make her pay big time for everything she had done to us over the years. Now go will you and let me have my fun.”


“No way,” said Nola, “She will make your life hell, trying to find out where we are Seb, and she wouldn’t believe you even if you told her the truth. Tatty you have to do something to take him too, please,” she begged. “I won’t leave without him”


“Very well but we must be quick, we must not alert anyone from your world to my presence or existence,” said Tatty, “Now then young Sebastian, kindly stand up as straight as you can with your back against the door.”


“Okay” Seb called through the doorway, “I’m ready.”


Tatty closed his eyes, raised his arms muttering with his face all screwed and scrunched up. Nola and Nick looked at each other and laughed. Then when they looked back they saw Seb standing in front of them smiling like a Cheshire cat.


“Blimey that was quick. Thanks Tatty,” smiled Nola hugging Seb.


“That was so cool,” Seb beamed “I felt all warm and like I was being tickled all over. Can we do it again?”


“Sorry no we must be off. I sense beings on the floor above us. We must go now or be discovered,” Tatty replied.


He stood upright and stared at the basement wall and raised his arms and started pulling his ‘magic doing’ faces.


“Get a load of his face,” Nick laughed nudging Seb and gesturing towards Tatty.


“Yeah he goes all constipated,” whispered Nola and giggled.


Just as they had finished talking a large flash cracked through the room and a hole opened up in the middle. The building started to shake and bits of dust and debris were shaken into the air.


“Come quickly, go through; this building is too old to withstand this for long,” shouted Tatty.


They didn’t need telling twice and without looking back they all sprinted through the hole and plopped out the other side as easily as walking through a normal door. Once they were all through they looked back at the room they had just left, all dark, gloomy and depressing and watched as a zip appeared and slowly repaired the hole between the two worlds. Then as quick as that it was gone.


“Wow that was easier than expected,” said Nick relieved.


“Why, should it have been difficult?” asked Tatty puzzled.


“Well, all the noise it made when it appeared and the shaking of the basement walls, I just thought it might sting a bit or something when we went through?” Nick replied.


“Oh well, I can make it sting next time if you would prefer?” said Tatty.


“Na you’re okay thanks,” said Nick quickly not sure if Tatty was serious or not, “I like it better your way.”


“Very well,” smiled Tatty.




Chapter 3


Nola, Seb and Nick looked around them and were blown away by their surroundings. Everywhere they looked was greenery and beauty that made them feel all warm and fuzzy inside. Rolling hills, flowers in bloom, trees and coloured shrubs everywhere. Not to mentioned the hustle and bustle of insect and small animal activity. Butterflies fluttered all around the beautifully coloured flowers and bees hummed happily about their business. Rabbits and other small creatures hopped and scurried about in the undergrowth.


Suddenly their attention was drawn behind them. They heard distant rustling that was getting louder as though something big was coming through. Nola backed up closer to the boys, looking to Tatty to see whether they should be worried or not. The rustling got louder and branches started to crack and break.


“Tatty?” said Nola finally.


“Do not worry it just Housden,” Tatty replied smiling. “Brace yourselves,” he added.


Before any of them could question him any further the bush burst open and a brown hairy creature came bounding through. He was a very large and furry dog like creature, and very pleased to see Tatty. He bowled him over pinning him to the floor and licking his face in a frenzy.


“Hous…top…it…” Tatty mumbled under the great lump.


“Hello Housden,” Nola said stepping forward, hoping to free poor Tatty.


The large animal stopped what he was doing and turned to look at Nola. His tail found a new lease of life and excitement and he leap off of Tatty and charged, tongue flopping about the place, straight for Nola.


“Oh ’eck,” she said bracing herself for the impact. Luckily as she was far bigger than Tatty she didn’t get quite as crushed and was only knocked on to her bottom instead of flat on her back! Housden made himself very comfortable on her lap after his initial licking frenzy had finished and was very interested in sniffing all over her hair. Nola was almost crying with laughter because it tickled so much.


Without saying a word, for fear of being crushed and slobbered on, Nick and Seb approached Housden slowly whilst he was on Nola’s lap and introduced themselves quietly by stroking him and scratching him behind his ears.


“So this is Housden,” smiled Nick.


“Hmm,” said Tatty still wiping himself down. “The very same, the one and only,” he smiled.


“He certainly knows how to make an entrance,” laughed Nick.


“You could say that,” smiled Nola, getting up and trying to rearrange her hair after Housden had finished foraging in it.


“Is he a dog?” she asked. “He looks like one and yet he doesn’t, if that makes sense?”


“Yes he is a dog but not a breed your land has seen.” agreed Tatty “He is a Bearded Lonnie, which is a mountain rescue beast but they are often kept as pets by many people too as they make very loyal companions.”


“Yes I bet they do,” she smiled and looked down at Housden who was firmly fixed by her side and looking up adoringly at her. She patted him gently on the head and asked Tatty. “So where do we go from here?”


“Home,” replied Tatty. “Let’s go”


“Where is home?” Nola called after him.


“You’ll see,” he called over his shoulder as he trudged off into the forest.


All three of them stood there for a minute or two, dazed, excited, worried, just digesting the last hour’s events. They looked at each other, knowing what the other was thinking.


“I know this is nuts and we are probably dreaming but hey it beats living with big bum Barker, so I say we do it and just go with the flow. What do you say chaps?” asked Nola.


“I suppose,” said Nick smiling.
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