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For Molly Ward, who I will always remember.
And for Jade. She would have loved you so much.
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It starts at night.


The first thing I do is check my phone. That’s what usually wakes me up. The alarm blaring, or a text flashing up from Sam or Dave. But the screen’s blank.


I sit up and rub my eyes.


A cold breeze drifts in through the open window, rustling the curtains. I crawl across the bed and reach for the latch. The windows in this house are old and stiff and you have to yank them hard to close them. I try to do it quietly but it still makes a loud bang as it shuts. I hold my breath, listening for any noise from Mum’s room, but it’s quiet.


Still asleep.


Moonlight fills the room with thin shadows. They drift and twitch on the walls. A shiver runs up and down my arms but I try to ignore it. I’m tired, that’s all. It’s our fourth night here and I haven’t had a proper sleep for days and now I’m having bad dreams and hearing noises and what I really need to do is go back to sleep.


I go to draw the curtains – and that’s when I see it.


A huge shadow in the darkness, a flash of gleaming gold.


It sweeps across the garden and blends with the trees, then flies off towards the rundown church.


I shiver again, but not because I’m cold.


I saw the church on the day we moved in. I’ve seen it every day since, but I’ve never gone in. It’s hunched on a hill at the end of the lane. Some of the windows are boarded up and its walls are crumbling. Mum says it used to look brilliant. She says Grandma used to sing in the choir there when she was younger. Now scaffolding covers one side of the building, and even that looks forgotten. I don’t think anyone has used the place in a long time.


But that shadow – whatever it was – flew right over there.


Maybe I’m still asleep. Maybe I’m dreaming.


I yank the curtains closed and scramble back under the covers.


It’s not real, I tell myself. It’s not real; stop making things up.


Part of me wants to turn the light on. Part of me wants to open the door and keep it open so I can see if anything comes in. But Mum says I’m the Man of the House and that means I’ve got to stop acting like a baby and be more grown-up.


So I take a deep breath, pull the duvet up and stare at the ceiling, counting the cracks.


Waiting for morning.
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I find the diary the next day.


It’s in a box in the garage, hidden underneath a pile of rubbish.


You know how grown-ups always think you’re too young to understand anything and talk to you like you’re a baby and you want to shout at them but you can’t because you have to Respect Your Elders?


That’s happening to me now.


‘It’ll be better than the old house in no time,’ Mum says. ‘I promise.’


‘I just don’t get why we had to move,’ I say, flicking through a bag of old newspaper cuttings. ‘It would have been loads easier for Grandma to live closer to us.’


‘He’s right,’ Jess says.


Mum stops shifting boxes and glares at us, but after a moment her eyes soften.


‘Grandma’s lived in Swanbury her whole life. She’d hate to be anywhere else.’


I’m about to say, She wouldn’t realize she’s moved anyway, but I don’t want to upset Mum, even if she doesn’t care that she’s upset me. I liked our old house. I had the best room, and our garden was so big that Daisy could run laps around it. This house is much smaller. It was all right for Grandma and Granddad because all they ever did was sit around watching TV. Plus they didn’t have Jess playing loud music through the walls.


‘I forgot about this,’ Jess says, holding up an old photo.


It must be from ages ago, because I look tiny. It’s of Grandma and Granddad with Mum, Jess and me watching a play at their local pub, and –


My breath catches, and I glance at Mum to make sure she’s OK.


Because Dad’s there too, running to try to make it into the photo before the timer goes off. Sometimes when Mum sees photos of Dad she goes still, and silent tears trickle down her face.


She takes the picture from Jess and her eyes glaze over.


‘What a lovely photo,’ she says.


Then she smiles, and my whole body sags in relief.


I know we moved to Swanbury so we could be closer to Grandma, but Jess reckons we moved because of Dad. Even though he left seven years ago, you could still feel him all around the old house.


When Dad walked out, Mum said nothing would change. She said she would always be there for us and that she would be a mum and a dad at the same time.


But Dad’s gone to live with his girlfriend in Australia and the only way I can talk to him is on Skype. And now we’re living here in a dusty old house a million miles away from my best friends, Sam and Dave, and I’ve got to go to a new school where I won’t know anyone and I’ll just be standing around all day with no one to talk to.


‘Here,’ Mum says. ‘Help me with this, will you?’


We lift one of the boxes out of the garage and leave it in the storage pile. I asked Mum why we didn’t just throw it all away but she said family might want to take a look at it, so we need to hang on to it.


‘Have you seen anything you want?’ she says as we tiptoe back through the mess.


‘Not yet.’


The first thing we did when we moved in was sort through all the junk. Mum said if we liked the look of anything, we could keep it to remember Granddad by, or Grandma before she went in the care home.


I open the nearest box and peer in. More papers, more photos, so old that they’re in black and white. At the bottom there’s an album in a red leather jacket.


I lift it up and there it is –


The diary.


It’s impossible to miss. On the front cover is a pencil drawing, a monster or a demon, tall and black with burning amber eyes. I hold it up so the eyes catch the light, and my heart stops . . .


The thing I saw last night. It looked like this.


‘What have you got there?’ Jess says, looking over my shoulder.


‘Nothing. Just a book.’


I pretend to put it back, then quickly hide it in the front pocket of my hoody.


I don’t know why. I just need to have a proper look at it. Mum and Jess have already taken loads of good stuff and I haven’t found anything yet. If Jess sees it then maybe she’ll want it too.


After a while we stop for dinner.


Mum starts singing in the kitchen as she cooks, and Jess is hogging the TV, so I take the book up to my room. I sit on my bed and turn it in my hands, trying not to smear the shading. The cover’s old and battered. It’s probably been lying there for ages, because Grandma’s been in the home for almost as long as I can remember. And I’m eleven years old – so that’s a pretty long time.


I open the cover gently and peer at the first page.




Diary of Margaret Williams, age 13


TOP SECRET





Grandma Williams . . . these words were written by her. Does that mean she did the drawing on the front too? I can’t imagine her drawing anything now. I’ve seen her trying to write her name before and the pen just wandered and wobbled until Mum took it off her. The page was covered in so many inky squiggles that they had to get a new piece of paper.


Thirteen years old. That would make her the same age as Jess. I’ve never thought about Grandma being a little girl before. She’s old and wrinkly and calls me Robert even though that’s Dad’s name, and she gives me one pound when I visit, unless it’s my birthday and then she gives me two.


I hold the cover up to the light. It’s a good drawing, part eagle, part lion. The pencil shading makes it look like stone. Like a –


Like a gargoyle.


Suddenly the diary feels weird in my hands. My fingers tingle and my head goes all foggy. I take one more look at it, then slide it under my bed.
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It’s impossible to sleep that night.


I can see it every time I close my eyes. The gargoyle, glaring out of the darkness. Normally I snooze my alarm twice before getting up, but now I can’t wait for morning.


‘You look like you’ve been run over,’ Jess says, when I trudge downstairs.


She’s sitting at the kitchen table dressed in her school uniform. Jess starts at Swanbury High today and has to wear a full-on blazer and everything. They have different periods throughout the day, like science in period one and maths in period two, and you can get double periods like in Harry Potter when they have double potions, and her lessons aren’t all in one room with one teacher, like mine always have been.


‘Did you have trouble sleeping?’ Mum says to me.


‘A bit.’ I try to smile to show it’s all right. I don’t want her to know that I always have trouble sleeping here. She’s got enough to deal with.


‘Sorry, pet.’ She puts the kettle on and stares out of the window, mumbling something about the garden looking hideous. Then she turns to face me. ‘I spoke to the school this morning. They’re looking forward to seeing you tomorrow.’


Tomorrow! I completely forgot. Mum must see the look on my face, because she wanders over and strokes my shoulder.


‘It won’t be like last time, I promise.’


She means the time I got called Daddy-Long-Legs and had dead fish hidden in my drawer and got invited to Jack’s party just so the other kids could lock the door and laugh when I couldn’t get in.


‘It’s a good school. Your grandma used to teach there, you know. And anyway, you’re lovely, kind and caring,’ she says. ‘The other boys will be lucky to have you as a friend.’


‘It’ll be all right,’ I say. There’s a smile on my face, because if Sam and Dave heard that they’d smack my arm and call me a mummy’s boy. But it doesn’t last for long, because kind and caring won’t get me very far when the bell rings.


One more day.


One more day until I walk into a class where everyone else has known each other for years and I’ll be the only new kid. A class full of staring eyes and secret whispers.


I don’t like picturing that, so I sit there in silence, just thinking orange penguins orange penguins orange penguins . . . because that always works when you want to take your mind off something. And after a while I can breathe again.


When we finish breakfast, Jess leaves to catch her bus.


Daisy’s waiting outside the kitchen door, so I run through to the living room and play with her for a bit. I chuck her ball and she grabs it, brings it back and drops it at my feet. She cocks her head and stares at me, nudging the ball closer. Her eyes are big and brown and her mouth hangs open and her tail’s swishing across the floor like a snake at a disco. That’s the thing about a dog like Daisy. You can be having the Worst Day Ever and she’ll still make you smile.


I chuck the ball again and she scrabbles on the wooden floor and bounds after it –


Then stops. She stops dead still, looking out of the French windows.


‘What is it, Daisy?’ I ask.


She forgets about the ball and goes over to the glass, whining to go out.


I let her into the garden, and I’m just about to turn back and put the TV on when Daisy stops again, completely still in the middle of the lawn. What’s got into her? There’s a pub next door and they have a cat that sometimes leaps over the wall. If Daisy sees it she goes crazy. But I can’t see the cat anywhere. And Daisy . . . she’s not going crazy, or looking into the bushes, where the cat normally hides. She’s staring up at the roof.


I know it’s stupid, but my heart’s beating faster and faster.


I’ve never seen her like this before, not even when she sneaks up on pigeons at the bird table. Her whole body’s frozen.


‘What’s wrong?’ I say, poking my head out into the cold air.


She doesn’t look at me, just keeps staring up at the roof.


‘What have you seen, Daisy?’


Then she barks. She barks and barks, leaping up on her back legs.


I rush outside, but she’s off, running across the garden to the gate, barking louder and louder. I don’t stop to think, just chase after her. If she’s this worked up, she might try to jump the fence, and if she jumps the fence . . .


Round the side of the house and across the drive and she’s going to do it, I can tell she’s going to do it. She’s legging it closer and closer and –


‘Daisy, no!’


But it’s too late.


All that’s left is a cloud of dust where she kicked the gravel.


I should go back for Mum. I know I should. But in the time that takes, Daisy could get lost – or worse, run over. I rub the sweat from my forehead, then roll over the fence after her.


I know where she’s going before I even see it.


The church.


It’s ahead of me now, surrounded by bare trees. In my head I picture that shadow again, the weird yellow glow as it flew off. Did it come back? Is that what Daisy’s chasing? My breath catches in my throat and I lick my lips. I don’t want to go any closer. I want to turn around and run, just run and run without looking back. But I can see the dark shape of Daisy leaping through the grounds. I’ve got to get her back.


I walk quickly, breathing hard. The graveyard is lumpy and misshapen, as if they just piled bodies one on top of another until they ran out of room. All the gravestones are weather-beaten and broken. There are no flowers beside any of them.


I close my eyes and picture the cold, dark emptiness inside the church.


‘Daisy?’ I hiss. I don’t know why I’m whispering.


Nothing. She’s disappeared.


The path leads all the way to the church. There’s a small roofed entranceway in front of the main door, where a black metal gate swings on its hinges, creaking and groaning.


‘Daisy, come!’


She pokes her head out of the gate, then turns and disappears again.


Great. I let out a sigh and follow her.


The light from outside doesn’t reach very far into the entranceway. I can hear Daisy sniffing in the darkness, hear her pawing the ground. I follow the sound and reach out, grabbing her collar.


Right. I’ve got her. I should go straight back.


But now I’m here, I want to go in. I need to go in. Just to see if I’m right.


My heart’s beating loud and hard.


Quietly, quietly, I creep up to the door, reaching out to touch the damp wood. I feel for the latch and something tough sticks to my hand. It bends and snaps – spider webs! Even in the dark I know it. Without letting go of Daisy’s collar, I flap my arms and brush my clothes and clench my eyes shut, and all the time I’m reaching until I touch the cold metal and grip hard and twist.


The door opens with a loud clunk.


My heart jolts as something small scuttles past my feet and off into the graveyard.


It’s so quiet you can almost feel the silence.


‘Come on then,’ I say to Daisy, sounding braver than I feel.


I take a deep breath and lick my lips. Then I walk inside.


Dust clouds around me. The early-morning sun filters through holes in the roof, illuminating the aisle and the old wooden pews.


My breath catches as I look up. They’re everywhere. On top of pillars and in the corners of the room, stone faces sneering with cold eyes glaring over the abandoned hall.


Gargoyles.


Something brushes my leg and I stifle a scream – but it’s just Daisy. She wriggles out of my grip and rushes across the aisle. She barks again and the noise echoes off the walls, ringing all around me.


Then I see it. A small door on the other side of the building, half hidden by a wooden carving. She sniffs all around it, making low growling noises.


‘Daisy, be quiet,’ I whisper, thinking someone will hear us, wondering what will happen if they do. I glance around quickly, but the place is deserted.


Daisy only stops growling when I get close. I stroke her ears to calm her down.


There’s no lock on the door. I’ve always wondered what kind of stuff gets hidden in churches. Would anything be left if the place is abandoned?


I take a deep breath, then push on the old wood. The door opens easily.


Inside it’s so dark I have to flick on my phone to cast a bit of light . . .


I move further into the room, holding the phone higher. A whimper. There’s a whimper somewhere, like a trapped mouse. My mouth hangs open, and that’s when I realize the noise came from me.


Because it’s here.


It’s here, right in front of me.


Wide, glowing eyes.


A long curved beak.


Claws sharper than knives, sharp enough to cut through bone.


It isn’t just head and shoulders, like the other gargoyles out there. It’s bigger than me. Bigger than Mum even, with huge wings that brush the ceiling and powerful-looking lion’s legs.


My stomach’s so tight I feel as if I’m going to throw up. I can hear my breath getting faster and faster, the blood rushing in my ears. The church was quiet before, but it’s so loud now.


Because it’s the same.


This gargoyle, this big stone bird, is the thing I saw the other night.


It’s the thing on the front of Grandma’s diary.


Daisy moves in front of me, growling again. Her hair stands on end and suddenly she looks ten times bigger. Her nose wrinkles up and her lips curl back, showing all her teeth. She’s barking and barking.


But I can’t take my eyes off the gargoyle.


Those eyes . . .


They’re flickering, dancing in the darkness.


It’s not real, I tell myself.


It’s just stone. Just a statue.


‘Daisy, come,’ I say, but it comes out too quiet. I glance around desperately for a way out but the only door I can see is the one we just came through and from here it looks miles away.


‘Daisy,’ I say, louder this time, forcing the words out, ‘come!’


I try to move but my legs aren’t working. The gargoyle’s looking right at me, looking right through me, right into my heart.


Come on, Liam! Run!


Daisy turns and bolts and it sparks me into life. I stumble back, out of the crypt, and then I turn and run, legs tingling, heart thumping, out of the door and into the safety of the morning light.


*


‘Where have you been?’ Mum says, when I fall panting through the door. ‘I’ve been looking for you everywhere!’


I glance back, but there’s nothing there. There’s nothing there.


‘Daisy got out . . .’ I say, breathing heavily. ‘She – she escaped.’


Daisy bounds in behind me and starts leaping up at Mum, trying to lick her face.


Mum’s expression softens. ‘All right,’ she says, ‘down. Down, Daisy. But next time, you have to tell me, OK? I was getting worried.’


‘OK.’


She strokes my cheek and smiles. ‘Now how about helping me move some things to the loft? I want to get everything done before I go and visit Grandma.’
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‘You don’t have to come,’ Mum says.


I look at Jess, but she doesn’t say anything.


I can tell she doesn’t want to go. I don’t really want to go either, but it’s Grandma’s birthday and if no one came to see me on my birthday I wouldn’t like it very much. And anyway, I think sometimes being the Man of the House means you’ve got to do things you don’t like doing. Mum gets upset every time she sees Grandma, and I don’t like seeing her upset, so maybe I can help.


The care home is at the end of a road called Fair Blossom Drive, but the road isn’t exactly fair and there’s definitely no blossom. We pull to a stop outside a bare grey building. It doesn’t look like a house, even though they use the word home. It’s a hospital in disguise. The air around it is thick with the smell of dust and dry flowers. There’s a keypad next to the front door, and a button that says CALL FOR HELP in bold printed letters. Mum walks up to it and jabs 2476 and the door clicks open.


‘Come on,’ she says, ‘this way. She’s got a new room.’


Jess and I glance at each other, then follow Mum inside.


The last time I visited, Grandma had been shoved in a small room at the back of the building. But they’re so old, most of the people in here, and when they die I guess the ones left behind get shunted along into the bigger rooms.


Mum leads the way. Light from the ceiling shines off the polished wooden floor and catches the pictures on the walls. They’re the kind of pictures you can stare at for an hour and still not see how they work. Trick-of-the-eye pictures. Jess doesn’t seem to notice them though, just walks in front, blowing bubbles with her gum. Groans and mumbles drift on the air from corridors that lead off ours.


Another moan, closer this time. It sounds like a zombie about to grab me and eat me and spit out my bones. I sneak a look into the room it’s coming from and see an old woman grinning at me. She has no teeth and her gums are shiny-wet, like slugs clinging to her mouth, and even though I want to stare I quickly glance away.


Demon in Her.


That’s what Jess calls it.


She says there’s a demon living inside Grandma, eating her from the inside out. That’s why she forgets who we are even though we’re family, and shouts and screams and cries when we’re talking. But looking at that zombie woman makes questions buzz in my mind and although I try to ignore them they keep popping up.


Like, Does everyone in here have a demon inside them?


Like, Does the same demon live in all of them?


Like, Where do the demons live when they’re not inside people’s heads?


Mum stops outside a green door. She turns to us and whispers, ‘She’ll be very different to the last time you saw her. The dementia is getting worse quickly. It’s hard for her to follow any kind of conversation, and her memory – well, you’ll see. Just try to remember who she used to be. She’s still in there.’


She knocks in that friendly way you do when you go round to a friend’s house – bap-bap-bap, bap bap! – and walks in without waiting for an answer.


The thing on the bed can’t be Grandma.


It’s not a person. It’s just sticks and sheets and ghosts.


‘Hi,’ says Mum, walking towards the bed. ‘It’s only us.’


‘Oh, hello, nurse,’ says Grandma.


It’s weird how some things stick and some things don’t. For ages Grandma used to offer us tea and ask if she could take our coats, even though she can’t move from her bed. Now it’s clicked that she’s not living at home any more. The problem is she thinks everyone’s a nurse, even Mum sometimes – even me.


I look down at my shoes, look at anything, but not at Grandma. The room has that old-lady smell, the kind you notice in Oxfam when you look for cheap presents to spend your pocket money on. There are two vases of flowers on the windowsill, one from us and one from the nurses. I can feel Jess beside me and I glance at her, but she doesn’t notice, just stares and stares at Grandma.


I take a deep breath, and my heart thuds louder and louder and louder. Mum was right. She’s so different to the last time I saw her. Her wrinkly skin sags into the bed and she’s small, so small. I reckon I could lift her up, probably, if I tried. Lift her up like a bag of twigs.


‘It’s us, Mummy,’ Mum says again. She smiles. ‘It’s Sue and Jess and Liam.’


Grandma’s eyes flick from Mum to Jess to me. Her eyebrows shoot up and her eyes are wide and watery and they’re locked on my face. She reminds me of Daisy when you startle her out of a nap.


‘We’re here for your birthday,’ I say, and I try to smile too, making it as wide as I can and holding it until my cheeks ache.


‘Oh!’ she says. Her eyes roam the room and settle on the bedside cabinet. There are four cards on it, big birthday cards with the kind of letters you could read from space without even using a telescope. ‘It’s my birthday . . .’ she says.


‘I brought you this,’ says Jess. She steps forward and hands Grandma a card she made. It’s got a pencil drawing of Grandma on it and a banner saying Happy Birthday in bright colours. I have to admit, it looks about a million times better than the other cards she has. ‘I drew it in art today.’


Long white hands reach up from the bed and take the card from Jess. Grandma holds the paper right up close to her face and peers at it as if she’s trying to find Wally. She opens her mouth wide, making a big black hole, then she shoves the drawing in her mouth and chews, biting biting biting. Jess squeals and jumps back, not knowing what to do, and I laugh, even though I know it’s mean, even though it’s wrong. I laugh and I can’t help it.


‘No!’ says Mum. ‘You can’t eat that! It’s for your birthday.’ She snatches the card away from Grandma and holds it up for her to see. The edges are soggy and gnawed. Part of the writing’s smudged and wet, so all you can read is HAPPY.


‘Oh, how lovely!’ says Grandma. She reaches out a bony hand to try to grab the card again. Her mouth opens and closes, opens and closes.


‘No, you don’t want to eat that,’ Mum says, more gently this time.


And all of a sudden I see a fish, a big goldfish with Grandma’s face, flapping around out of water, and have to chew on my T-shirt to stop from laughing. Jess shoots me a look that says STOP MESSING AROUND and it’s in capitals because she looks serious, but I know she’s just upset about her drawing.


‘Liam’s got some chocolates for you, Mum. Do you want a chocolate?’ Mum says, changing the subject.


Grandma’s face lights up. ‘I’ll have two!’ she says. ‘What good’s a birthday if you can’t have two chocolates?’


I look down at the box in my hands. Mum said a Belgian Milk Selection would be good because none of the chocolates will have wrappers. We brought chocolates last Christmas but they were individually wrapped, and Grandma ate everything, even the plastic.


I loosen the tape on the wrapping paper, so Grandma can easily rip it open. Then I pass the box to her, and she holds it right up to her face.


‘Here,’ says Mum. ‘Let me help you. It’s upside down.’


Mum opens the box. As soon as she takes off the lid the smell of chocolate fills the room and covers up the smell of old dusty clothes and books.


‘White chocolate,’ says Grandma. ‘My favourite!’ She takes one and pops it in her mouth, and for a moment she’s having the time of her life. She chews for about a hundred minutes, then picks another one. She beams at us and the sun shines from the wrinkles on her bone-white face.


Mum pulls up a chair beside the bed. ‘How’re you doing?’ she asks.


Grandma looks at her, and just like that the sun’s gone. Her lip wobbles and her eyes rim with tears. She seems so far away, as if she’s gazing up at us out of a big cave that we can’t go into.


‘Get me out of here,’ she says. ‘I don’t like it,’ she whimpers, over and over and over. ‘I don’t like it here.’


Mum grips her hand hard. Grandma’s so small and her eyes are so big and they lock on to Mum as she leans in closer. My eyes find Jess and we both look away and stare straight at the floor.


How can she change so much from one minute to the next?


‘It’s OK,’ Mum says.


Tears trickle down on to Grandma’s nightgown, mingling with the toast crumbs and jam stains. I rub my hands on my jeans to dry the sweat, and move over to the window. The garden’s full of colour, red and blue flowers and the yellow do-you-like-butter? buttercups in the grass.


‘It’s a nice day,’ I say, trying to change the subject. I smile again even though my cheeks ache.


‘It is,’ Mum says, picking up on my thought. ‘And look at that garden. I wish ours was half that pretty.’


Grandma blinks. For a second I think she’s going to smile too, mention the flowers maybe, or the sun. But she doesn’t smile. Her wrinkly face twists and pulls, and she jabs her finger like a dagger in the direction of my heart.


‘GET OUT!’ she screams, high and cold and so wrong coming from someone so frail. ‘GET OUT! I’ll kill you! I’ve killed before!’


‘No!’ says Mum, moving towards her, but Grandma’s words ring in the heavy silence and her clawing finger does not waver.


I’ll kill you!


I’ve killed before!


I jump back, trying to find any sign of Grandma in her eyes. My mouth hangs open and I’m staring at her furious face. I try to look away but I can’t. A hundred thoughts crash in my mind, but all I can hear is her shouting GET OUT! and every thought shatters into a hundred more.


Mum squeezes Grandma’s hand. ‘It’s us,’ she says, and even though she’s whispering, it’s loud – she’s trying to hammer it home. ‘It’s Sue!’


‘Oh, Sue,’ Grandma whimpers, blinking, finally turning away from me. I edge away from the bed, behind Jess, trying to make it look as though I’m not hiding. I wonder why Jess is shaking, but then I realize it’s me who’s shaking. ‘My dear Sue . . .’


A nurse pokes her head into the room and smiles around at us. ‘Is everything OK?’


No. Nothing’s OK. There’s a demon inside my grandma and nothing’s OK.


I saw it. I saw it in her eyes, the demon, burning inside her, turning her into that thing on the bed that’s nothing like the Grandma on Jess’s card.


‘Yes,’ says Mum. ‘We’re fine, thank you.’


But later, when she turns and takes my hand to leave, I can see tears in her eyes. She swipes at them with her sleeve, smudging her make-up. She sniffs and doesn’t say another word as we march out of the care home, not even when an old man on a Zimmer frame walks up to us and says, ‘Have you seen the elephant?’
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