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LOST IN THE STORM

Beyond a large green valley, just before you reached the sea, there was a small house in Cornwall. It was a beautiful little cottage with a blue front door and a thatched roof, which had a tiny chimney pot smoking out the top. It was made from sandstone bricks and had four windows at the front, looking out on to a beautiful wild garden. The garden was full of flowers in bloom, as colourful as a rainbow. Next to an old front gate there stood an enormous palm tree as tall as a lamp post. A wilderness of tall, dry grass surrounded the cottage on all sides, and beyond the gate, a winding path led to a sandy cove. The days were always bright and sunny, and at night, when the moon appeared, everything was bathed in a pale silver light. The ocean glistened silently beneath the starry sky and the owls hooted in the trees all around.

Inside the little cottage there lived a girl called Pixie. She had blonde hair, which was always tied up in a scruffy ponytail, and she wore big round glasses that had thick red rims. Her deep brown eyes were the colour of autumn and her button nose was splashed with freckles.

Pixie was an only child. She lived with her parents, who adored her. Pixie’s mother taught her about the sea. She told her marvellous adventure stories about brave pirates sailing the seas on tall ships. They were always filled with mystery and danger and when Pixie heard these tales of the sea, a shiver ran down her back in excitement.

Pixie usually spent her mornings with her father, having breakfast together. Then they would walk down to the sea and practise skimming stones across the water. Later in the day the family would pack a picnic and head off together in their boat. It was a very small wooden boat and was just big enough to carry the three of them.

Very slowly, her father would row them towards an old lighthouse, which stood on a bit of land jutting out into the sea. Pixie had never been inside the lighthouse before, but she always wondered what it would be like.

Perhaps it is empty and filled with seagull poop, she often thought.

But there was something about the old lighthouse that intrigued her. It must have been over sixty metres tall and there was an enormous brass cage on the top. Pixie’s father told her that the light inside the cage hadn’t worked in years.
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Pixie and her parents would enjoy their picnic, gently bobbing up and down on the sea, their cottage just a tiny spot in the distance.

These outings were the times when Pixie was happiest.

Until one Wednesday afternoon in May, when the world changed under a sky that wasn’t sunny and bright, but grey and full of menace. Pixie played on the shore of the cove while her parents went out in the boat to catch crabs for supper. Suddenly, the air turned cold and the darkening clouds began roaring with thunder.

And then something terrible happened.

A ferocious storm whipped into the bay and swept the little wooden boat away – along with Pixie’s parents – never to be seen again. The cottage was badly damaged by the storm and the enormous palm tree, which once stood strong and tall, now lay on the ground snapped in two.

Pixie cried for her parents, and all that she had lost, until her eyes were red and sore. Adults took charge. She stayed with a kindly neighbour until other arrangements could be made and things began happening in a flurry around her: within a week, the land and her family’s cottage had been sold.

And so began Pixie’s journey to another life: she was to go and live with her grandma.

		
	


ALL ABOARD

It was exactly half past eleven in the morning and Pixie was squinting up at the brilliant blue sky. She stood with her case resting by her feet on a dusty platform at the train station. The sun was blistering hot and all of the pigeons inside the station were resting in the shade. Pixie looked around anxiously, wiping her sweaty brow with the back of her arm. She held a pink ticket stub inside her left hand. On it was her destination, Wendbury, and on the back was an address scribbled down in pencil: The house inside the tree beyond Posey Lane.




Pixie waited patiently on the platform and placed the ticket in her pocket. She could feel her hands trembling as she thought about meeting her grandma again. She had only met her once before when she was very small, and had no memory of her at all.

Pixie had never travelled on a train before and she could feel a nervous sensation bubbling in her tummy. She heard a deep, heavy rumbling sound. The platform beneath Pixie’s feet started trembling and a swarm of people all began jostling each other, dragging their belongings as close as they could to the platform edge.

Pixie looked up and saw an old steam engine slowly travelling towards her, billowing huge clouds of white puffy smoke.

The sound of heavy trunks came scraping across the concrete along the platform and wooden crates full of squawking birds were all being prepared to be thrust into the carriages.
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Pixie openly stared, amazed by the busyness of it all. A large crowd was now pushing past her, all barging and elbowing each other out of the way.

The magnificent steam engine finally came to a stop, and sent hot steam billowing over the platform full of travellers, all scrambling chaotically to get themselves and their things on board.

Through the windows, Pixie could see that the carriages were jam-packed with passengers. It’s a good thing I’m so small, she thought to herself.

She hesitantly picked up her case and began weaving through the crowds. She squeezed along the platform, dodging and ducking – it was impossible not to stand on a few toes along the way.

‘Ouch!’

‘Watch where you’re going, kid!’

‘Sorry! Sorry! Sorry!’ Pixie kept calling back as she swerved past an enormous crate that came gliding over her head.

She kept squeezing herself along through the crowd and eventually arrived at a set of steps in the very last carriage. Pixie quickly hopped on board. She wiped her fogged-up glasses and placed them back on her nose as she caught her breath. Within moments the steam engine lurched forwards and began to move. This carriage seemed a little less crowded than the others and out of the corner of her eye, Pixie spotted an empty seat by the window. She dashed towards it and plonked herself down, tucking her case neatly beneath her dangling feet.

Pixie watched everyone else waving their goodbyes. She felt a tight knot twist inside her tummy. She bit her lip to stop a tear rolling down her cheek as she thought of her mum and dad, blinking furiously to stop the tears from falling into her lap.

Soon enough, the train gathered pace as they stretched into open countryside, speeding past in a dizzying blur. The landscape seemed so vast and endless, and Pixie felt very small. She leaned against the cold, hard glass of the window. Her eyes drooped as the steady beat of the engine and motion of the carriage lulled her tired mind. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t keep her eyes open and she slowly drifted off to sleep.

When Pixie opened her eyes again, a brilliant moon shone high up in the dark sky. The train was travelling over a vast stretch of water.

We must be on a bridge of some sort, Pixie thought to herself.

With a yawn, Pixie removed her glasses and rubbed the crumbs of sleep from the corners of her eyes, and put her glasses back on her nose. She must have been asleep an awfully long time: the carriage was completely silent – all the passengers in the compartment were fast asleep too.

Pixie gazed out of the window again, just as tired as she had been that morning. She reached beneath her seat to open her suitcase.


[image: image]


Inside a small pocket was a very special necklace her mother had given her. She took it out and placed it on the small shelf beneath the window. It was made with a thin piece of red thread and had a small coin on the end. The coin was very old and looked smudged, as if somebody had rubbed it with their thumb too many times. For years, Pixie had kept it hidden away in a small box under her bed. She remembered the day her mother gave it to her – she’d said it would protect her. Pixie found herself staring at it, picturing her mum’s lovely face. Tears filled her eyes again as she tried to swallow the lump of sadness inside her throat.

A flick of water splashed against the window.

What was that? she thought, startled. Is it raining?

Pixie leaned forwards in her seat to check for herself, glancing up at the night sky. All she saw were bright stars.

But something still didn’t feel right.

Her arms began to tingle and her mouth went dry. She raised her hand up to the glass and a shadow appeared in front of her. Pixie leaped back into her seat with an ‘Eeek!’

There was silence. Fear froze her to the spot. She peeked through the small gap between her trembling elbows and could see that no one in the compartment had moved. Her scream hadn’t woken a soul and everyone aboard the train remained fast asleep. She turned back to the window. 

What she saw made her heart jump: on the other side of the glass was a boy.
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AMONG THE STARS

The boy was hanging upside down, peering through the window into the train. He had black frizzy hair that was dancing in the wind.

Pixie held her breath. She couldn’t speak: the moment had completely taken hold of her. How is the boy just dangling there like that? she asked herself.

The boy was grinning from ear to ear as he pushed the window down, sending a rush of cool wind blowing into the carriage. Pixie gripped the edge of her seat, fascinated.

The boy was now peering inside the carriage. Suddenly he turned his head and stared straight into Pixie’s eyes. She could feel herself trembling all over. She waited and then, very slowly, the boy reached out a hand towards her ... in a flash he grabbed the necklace off the shelf and vanished.

Pixie yelped and exploded out of her seat. Without even thinking, she went racing through the carriage, scrambling over every piece of luggage that stood in her way. She could hear the sound of the boy’s feet thumping across the roof of the train above her. At the end of the carriage, Pixie came to a closed door. Using both hands, she yanked it open. She glanced upwards to see the boy leap over her on to the roof of the next carriage.
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