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Some years ago I wrote part of the first chapter of this book and the last chapter. My only problem became what to put in between. The embryo masterpiece languished as a tiny word document, lost amongst many other files and passing from Computer to Computer as I upgraded over the years.
There came a time, however, when the trip of a lifetime was planned, a journey around the world visiting New York, Los Angeles, Hawaii, Fiji, New Zealand, Australia, and Singapore.
I loaded everything I thought I would need onto my laptop and together with my wife Kim embarked on the first stage of our trip from Heathrow to New York. It was during that flight, that I discovered a small file on my laptop and was once again reunited with Daisy Weal and the rest of her story began to form.
I would like to thank my wife Kim for her considerable support, encouragement and tendency to refer to Daisy as someone ‘real’. Without her, the book would probably never have been written and whether or not that would have been a good thing, only history will tell. A special thanks goes to my sister for introducing the unpublished manuscript to a young man by the name of Ethan Crowson, aged eleven, who took the time to read it and more importantly liked it. Thank you also to my Daughter-in-law Arla from Finland for reading each chapter emailed to her, impatiently demanding the next and insisting that I include Finland somewhere in the story.
I sent an email to J.K. Rowland’s agent Christopher Little, saying that I intended to make a reference to Hogwarts and that if they objected to please email me. I received no reply. So for the implied agreement in their silence I say thank-you.
There are a number of apologies that I should make to ensure that the record is as straight as it possibly could be, with the first going to Brighton. I apologise profusely to Brighton for intimating that no one would want to go there. I could have used any coastal town, but unfortunately none of them have a Brighton Pavilion. I apologise to the legal systems of Spain, Ireland, Canada, and the United Kingdom, for the simple reason that I may want to visit them one day. No offence was intended. Finally I apologise to NASA for making fun of their Mission Control in such a brief way, I should have spent more time on it.
I don’t apologise for using New York as it really is the biggest city in the world that you can’t get lost in. My only wish is that the authorities in that great city would humour me and install a brand new rubbish bin on the corner of Sixth Avenue and Fifty-Sixth Street and paint a screaming face on it.
This book is dedicated to Bethany
She is a ten year old young lady, who read the book and picked up spelling and grammatical errors that I missed (despite me having re-read it numerous times). She also did me the honour of commenting on various sections in a most favourable and constructive way, with some of her comments resulting in small parts being re-written.
******
Daisy looked up into unpleasant voice's face and decided that it was probably more unpleasant than his voice. She probed his mind and recoiled with shock. He was disgusting. Full of evil thoughts and very nasty things that he intended to do to her and, in fact, had already done to other little girls. There were even visions of a locked room and the horrible secret that it held. In her nine years Daisy had not even sensed such an evil mind and up until now had not thought that such a mind could actually exist. She was repelled and afraid but most of all angry, very, very angry.
“Wrong person.” she said, “This time you've picked the wrong little girl. You are an evil man and you don't deserve to carry on walking around”
“Hah!” he laughed, “and what are you gonna do about it eh!”
“I won't kill you,” said Daisy, “but you might wish that I had.”
He lifted his hand as if to strike her. But the blow never landed and he vanished, vanished into an outside place where Daisy had said no one would want to be. Daisy stood trembling and looked up and across the street and started as she saw a small wiry man watching her. He looked straight at her, smiled and nodded his head in approval before slowly fading and finally disappearing from view. That smile and the nod lifted away the fear of who or what he was and she now knew that he was no threat to her, so she quickly dismissed him and thought one more thing left to do.
******
Chapter One: Definitely, The Most Odd of Places
It started as a fairly unassuming day at 12 Trendal Place, Bishops Ashton. The sun was trying hard to break through a grey misty sky with limited success. It had been raining off and on for a number of days and everything was damp and glistening in the hazy sunshine. A slight breeze ruffled the still wet lush green lawns which had grown at least six inches since they had last received attention. Everything had taken on a dark and leaden feeling and the silence hung hard in the street and surrounding areas waiting with bated breath it seemed, for the inevitable sounds of lawn mowers and strimmers to intrude into this all too brief period of tranquillity.
In the distance towards the town centre the sounds of life were more normal, with the noise of traffic and the occasional horn 'beep' from an impatient motorist wafting in on the slight movement of air. A large aircraft passed overhead out of sight in the sky above the grey, its engines in full voice as it gained height from the nearby international airport. Probably off to some exotic place, thought Marjorie Weal as she stood in her doorway to take a deep breath of the cool and damp morning air. She had pulled on a coat against the cold over her night dress but had kept on her slippers rightly considering that being large fluffy and pink they would be warmer than shoes. She leaned against the door frame waiting for the milkman and wishing that her pregnancy was over. Nine months is too long, she giggled women should have been designed with three months in mind.
A milk float whined to a stop at the head of the street and the clink of bottles broke the silence as the milkman began his deliveries. He muttered “pig of a mornin’ init.” as he stood aside at the gate of number ten to let the postman pass and then followed him up the path to the front door.
“Yeh, but the sun keeps trying.” was returned.
Marjorie walked slowly down the few metres to her front gate to wait for the postman as he came out of next door and was greeted with “Mornin’ Ms Weal, nothing today I’m afraid; Would only have been bills anyway; Baby due soon? Have you thought of a name yet?”
“Very soon thank-you, but not today I hope.” observed Marjorie, “Well if it’s a girl we’re calling her Daisy, haven’t made up our mind if it’s a boy.”
“Well you take yourself inside. It’s no day for you to be out and about in your condition. Don’t you agree Joe?” the postman nodded to the Milkman as he approached.
Joe handed two bottles of half fat pasteurised milk to Marjorie and said, “You do as the man says Ms Weal, he should know he’s got six kids.”
Marjorie nodded turned and walked toward her front door. She had only walked a couple of paces when the first contraction hit. “Oh, George,” she gasped as she doubled over. The pains became intense and rapid and she dropped to her knees, the two bottles of milk falling from her hands and rolling down the path as she grabbed her stomach.
“You see to her, I’ll get Mr Weal.” said Joe ignoring the rolling bottles as he vaulted over Marjorie and rushed to the front door, “Mr Weal, Mr Weal.” he shouted through the open door.
It all became a blur for Marjorie after that. All she knew was that the pains were too close; there had been no build up; it was all too sudden. George was knelt by her holding her hand, “Hang on, the ambulance is on its way; you’ll be OK” and then “I hope!” she heard him mutter under his breath. Then the ambulance was there; and they were at the hospital; and she was being manhandled onto a stretcher; and lights were rushing past; and a nurse appeared; and the pain stopped.
Through bleary eyes she saw the doctor approaching with a bundle in his hands, “It’s a girl.” he grinned and turned the bundle to face Marjorie. All she could see was an enormous set of green eyes looking at her from this wonderful little face. The eyes turned towards her and looked straight at her.
”Well I’m glad that’s over.” said Daisy.
The nurse folded in on her-self and crumpled to the ground. The doctor threw Daisy straight up into the air as he fainted and fell over backwards knocking trolleys and instruments in all directions. Marjorie being made of sterner stuff just went to sleep again. Somehow Daisy had landed in the crib the right way around and perfectly centred. She gurgled happily to her-self because after all, she was a baby. This is definitely the most odd of places, she thought. Then the door flew open and more people rushed in.
“What has happened here?” demanded a very stern looking nurse.
“Oh they all fainted” said Daisy.
Three more people joined the heap on the floor. But the stern looking nurse, who had not been looking at Daisy, swivelled around with eyes that were deep, dark and accusing. That gaze was obviously designed to reduce lesser nurses to jelly and from the fear on the faces of the others it was very effective indeed.
“Who said that?” she bellowed
“Now, now,” muttered Marjorie who had still not quite woken up but had been disturbed by the racket, “not so much noise, you’ll frighten the baby. I suggest that you get some help to remove all these fainted bodies. I do declare that people will fall over at the drop of a hat these days.”
The nurse took one more look around, swivelled about and swept from the room.
“Hello Mum,” said Daisy
Marjorie being full of gas and air which apparently is given to aid difficult births was so convinced that she was hallucinating that she thought she would play along with her imagination for a little while or at least until the effects wore off . So dreamily she said “This really is something that I have to get my head around, but in the meantime dear please remember that you are a baby and until we are alone you only know how to gurgle. Babies don’t speak for at least a couple of years.”
“How odd,” said Daisy “Can I talk to Dad?”
“Not a good idea. Having a baby is hard enough on the poor dear but one that talks might be too much. I think it would be better if we kept this as our little secret for the time being. Now shush someone is coming.” replied Marjorie realising at last that this was indeed real and that she was neither hallucinating nor dreaming.
The bodies were removed and revived and sent somewhere to ‘rest until they were feeling better’. A pair of security guards walked up and stationed themselves at her door and then people in suits started to appear. They were milling around, talking heatedly and pausing periodically to look towards Marjorie. Then one important looking man removed himself from the mêlée and strode purposefully towards her door.
“I understand that your baby spoke….,” he said
“Do you?” interrupted Marjorie who by now had virtually recovered from her medications. She knew that to prevent unwanted intrusion into her life and that of her new baby she would quickly have to take control of the situation. “Then you are a bigger fool than you look. Here she is, no more than an hour old.” she continued, trying desperately not to laugh and at the same time sound sarcastic “Go on, look; she won’t bite. Does she look as if she can speak? Or is the word of a group of people who have trouble remaining conscious of paramount importance here?”
“I have….” he started
“No you don’t.” said Marjorie interrupting him again. “What you have to do is to look at my baby then remove yourself and the guards and let us get some rest. Oh and find my husband he must be worried sick.”
The man looked confused and about to say something else, but instead he bent over the crib and said “Hello.” to Daisy.
Daisy stared up at him smiled happily dribbled a little and said “goo.”
The rest of the stay in the hospital was fairly uneventful with the normal comings and goings of a busy maternity unit. The members of staff who had attended her in the beginning and been carried out didn’t appear in the department again. So for a little while no-one had time for any pleasantries until replacements were found. There were still whispers and quick glances towards her but no-one bothered her.
George came in as often as his work would allow and sat holding Marjorie’s hand and staring at the baby for hours on end. Sometimes he arrived so tired that he fell asleep with his head cradled in Marjorie’s arms.
“He is so tired.” whispered Daisy.
“He’s a good man Daisy,” said Marjorie “who wants to make a good life for us so he works too hard. So I think we can let him sleep for a while.”
Those enormous green eyes stared silently at Marjorie for a few seconds and then: “You were expecting me before you married him weren’t you?” asked Daisy.
There was no accusation in the voice or in the eyes. It was just a question that Marjorie wished hadn’t been asked, but now that it had it could not be avoided.
“One morning I woke up pregnant. No idea how or when or even what happened. I can’t remember any of it. I hadn't even been out drinking.” Then she added “Might have been better if I had but it was done so no point worrying. I had to accept it. I suppose the only good thing was that I had no relatives to judge me. Well apart from my sister Harriet of course and she just stuck her nose in the air and disowned me. Not a great loss as she was never a particularly nice person. Anyway a month later I met George. We hit it off right away and were married within a couple of weeks. I have never regretted it.” she finished firmly.
“Who are you talking to love?” asked George sleepily.
“Just myself, George, just myself.” she soothed “You had better go home and get some sleep. I did mean to ask before you go. You did remember to call your mum in Hawaii with the news didn't you?”
Millicent Daisy Weal was George's mother who had moved to Hawaii with her American second husband shortly after meeting him while on holiday there. She had been worried about George's reaction to the news but he had been full of enthusiasm and encouragement. So she had departed totally in love for a little house just outside of Waikiki. Her happiness unfortunately was short lived as her new husband died only three years after their marriage. But she loved Hawaii and chose to stay. Without fail however, she phoned George and Marjorie once a week and sometimes twice a week since Marjorie's pregnancy.
“Oh god no, “he replied “she will kill me. I better get home and do that. I’ll see you tomorrow.” He bent over and kissed her and then Daisy, gave a quick wave and was gone.
For the next few days that Marjorie was required to stay in the Hospital, George always came and spent a couple of hours with them, never missing an opportunity to pick up Daisy and drool over her. Marjorie was never sure whether Daisy appreciated all the cooings and 'who's Daddie's liddle girl then', but she played along just fine, with large amounts of dribble and gurgling to keep him happy.
Finally the day came when all the medical specialists though still suspicious could find no further excuse to keep them in the hospital and reluctantly agreed to allow them to go home the next day. George was visibly delighted.
George arrived bright and early the following day, happily wheeling a brightly decorated chair which was laden down with very bright pink baby clothes, pink toys and perched on top was a pink carry cot.
“Oh God!” thought Marjorie and Daisy giggled.
Chapter Two: Does Liquorice Grow on Trees
Daisy was six months old when the first liquorice tree appeared. It must be said that Daisy did not yet understand that liquorice does not grow on trees but, is in fact the root of a plant called ‘Glycyrrhiza glabra’ which is related to beans and peas. So we can perhaps forgive her as these events unfold.
George was quite partial to a bit of liquorice. In fact he was a bit more than partial and having run out was suffering withdrawal symptoms. Marjorie didn’t mind; at least he didn’t smoke so she didn’t have to worry so much about any horrible diseases. It did make his teeth black though and she was forever reminding him to clean them before, she joked, it became permanent. It also had the unfortunate ability of confining him for extended periods to the smallest room in the house. George however, felt that his desire for liquorice outweighed all the disadvantages so he picked up the TV paper and determined that the match was not due to start for an hour and decided that he had time.
“I’ll just pop down to the shop for some liquorice love. I should be back in time for mum's call.” he told Marjorie.
“OK dear get me some hard boiled sweets. You know the kind I like. Never mind if you're late I'll keep her talking until you get back.” she replied and added “Oh and why don’t you take Daisy with you.”
“Come on Daisy,” he said sweeping her up into his arms to her absolute delight “we are going to the shop for some liquorice and,” he grinned at Marjorie “if we remember, some hard boiled sweets for mummy. None for you though; it’s not good for new little teeth. I might buy you a Peach if Mike’s got any good ones.”
Oh, he will have thought Daisy careful just to make pleasing noises and the occasional “da da.” Peaches were her favourite next to strawberries of course so she thought that the little dribble that her mouth involuntarily produced was acceptable.
George set off at a brisk gallop because he knew that’s what Daisy liked, bouncing her up and down as he went. Daisy however, was using all of her self-control not to be sick. He skidded to a halt much to her relief outside Mike Madsen’s Corner Shop and briskly reversed inside pushing the door open with his back and holding Daisy to his chest.
“Hello George.” said the small wizened pair of eyes peering over the counter. “You know I keep saying this but I need a lower counter or longer legs,” not waiting for comment he continued “ Not watching the match George?” It was more of a statement than a question but Mike always managed to make both sound like accusations. In fact anything Mike said sounded like an accusation so people tended not to engage in too much conversation with him. Not that it mattered because Mike’s conversations were somewhat one sided. He rarely noticed that people were talking to him, with the exception that his brain managed to filter out requests for goods which he collected and packaged on automatic while he continued to interrogate his customers.
“Well I hope to be able to,” he hinted hoping Mike might speed up a bit. It was of course totally wasted because Mike didn’t hear it anyway as he continued in his quest for information. “I’d like a nice peach for Daisy here.” George continued “A quarter pound of those,” pointing to a jar of mixed sweets “and half a pound of liquorice.”
“You need to get up-to-date George. Its grams now, not pounds.” not waiting for comment, he continued, “I haven’t the time but it doesn’t matter it’ll be repeated. Highlights on every news channel; comments everywhere; good film on later though; I expect you’ll be watching that; GEORGE,” he raised his voice wrenching George back to the present, “you will be watching the film later won’t you?”
“Probably” George muttered as he grabbed his packages, paid his money, and fled.
He did manage to get home in time to receive a roasting from Daisy’s Grandmother on the subject of liquorice and how it was not good for you. He listened patiently and then said “I love you too Mum - talk to you tomorrow...bye.” and very gently replaced the receiver. “I love her dearly,” he said to Marjorie “but that woman will be the death of me.”
“Now Now George.” said Marjorie “Be nice.”
Daisy thoroughly enjoyed her peach ensuring that a liberal amount of juice managed to find its way into everything. It was hard being a baby especially dribbling on demand and carrying out all of the other unpleasant things that Marjorie had assured her were okay for a child her age. She did manage to warn Marjorie when they were alone of impending nappy disasters so that they could be avoided and the amount of bathing and washing reduced. But of course when George was home no such luxuries were possible.
George managed to watch his match and enjoyed his liquorice. He didn’t watch the film and instead had a thoroughly enjoyable evening playing with Daisy between the soaps that Marjorie insisted on watching.
That night from her cot Daisy lay looking out at the back garden and an idea came to her. Can I do it? She thought and then giggled Mum says if you can’t do it, keep trying. She concentrated and gathered her thoughts from all the far places of her mind and twisted them into the special shape needed; and then... it was done. I wonder what dad’ll make of that.
The following day it was there. Looking for all the world as if it had been there forever. Fortunately it was in Daisy’s back garden and not many people could see over the tall garden fence. George was extremely perplexed. He had never heard of such a thing. It hadn’t even had time to grow. It was just there. I mean come on who ever had heard of a Liquorice tree. It was impossible. It had to be a fake. It was someone’s idea of a joke. So he pulled and he prodded and examined from every angle until finally he had to come to the conclusion that it was genuine. Even though he was quite partial to a bit of liquorice he could not quite bring himself to sample the tree’s fruit. Odd looking fruit it was too. Some were long and twisted, some were coiled up tight and some were straight and hollow.
George was a pragmatic sort of bloke but this was proving too much. “Marjorie!” he shouted “Come quick!”
Marjorie came scurrying out of the house with Daisy clutched under her left arm in a decidedly undignified position and skidding to a halt she pointed and said, “What’s that?”
“I do believe it’s a liquorice tree.” observed George.
“Rubbish; impossible. Everyone knows liquorice is a root and doesn’t grow on trees” declared Marjorie and then leaning forward for a closer look continued, “I do believe you’re right!” Her eyes shifted towards Daisy, “Now I wonder how that has happened? It really isn’t something you see every day. Anyway, it came quick,” Her eyes still looked at Daisy “it will probably be gone tomorrow!”
I do believe that last bit sounded more like a command. Daisy thought I think she’s on to me....Why didn’t I know it doesn’t grow on trees.
“I’ve really got to go to the pub for a beer.” said George
“Far too early for the Pub dear.” said Marjorie “But we do have a couple in the fridge. I think I might join you.”
“I suppose we ought to tell someone about this.” said George “We could be famous, after all it must be a world first.”
Marjorie gazed at Daisy for a while before replying “I don’t think so George you’ve always said you would hate to be famous. You said you didn’t have the temperament for constant interviews, photos and autograph hunters. Not to mention every gardener in the land on our doorstep and all the government scientists wanting to dig up our garden.”
“You are as always the practical one my love.” he said “But just in case this is gone tomorrow I think I shall get a bowl and pick some liquorice.” he finished, his earlier fears disappearing with great speed as he looked at the abundance growing on the tree
The following day the tree was gone. George had enough liquorice to last for months so he was happy but for some time afterwards he could be found in the garden gazing wistfully at the spot where it had been. Marjorie was relieved that the evidence had disappeared and awkward questions had been avoided. Daisy was pleased when the whole incident eventually faded from her parent’s minds. She did notice her mother looking at her oddly from time to time, but the day that the first and only liquorice tree in the world had come to stay was soon forgotten and life for a little while returned to normal.
Chapter Three: Where Art Thou Milkman
Daisy had reached two years old when the Milkman disappeared. One second he was there and the next he was gone. It was perhaps fortunate that it was early in the morning and no-one was up to witness the miracle. He was only missed because one resident needed milk for breakfast and rang the Dairy to find out where he was.
Gossip went up and down the street like wildfire especially since his milk float had disappeared with him. There were Rumours of various diabolical happenings everywhere. He had been murdered and cut up, and had been spirited away by aliens were two runners up. But the favourite was that he had run off with Suzy Flaunt from Povey Street. Poor old Suzy well not so old at only twenty-seven had an unfortunate reputation and was frequently labelled ‘flaunt by name, flaunt by nature’. So everyone was terribly disappointed when Suzy was spotted with a local plumber and everyone at that point realised that running off would not have been very fast in a milk float anyway. So the favourite finally became ‘spirited away by aliens’.
Police visited all of the houses on his route asking questions such as ‘have you heard any weird noises’ and ‘have you seen any strange lights in the sky’. Then politely asking if they can ‘Search your garage please’ as ‘there may be clues you know’. Everyone knew of course, that they were really checking to see if you had hidden the milk float. Strangely every time they appeared Daisy was nowhere to be seen but as soon as they left she reappeared bright and cheerful as usual.
Daisy noticed that her mother kept looking at her in an odd sort of way every time they were close and began to realize that Marjorie had been doing the ‘odd look’ thing quite often in recent times. So she tried to ignore it until finally it was too much.
“He was fed up.” she blurted.
“I thought it must be you.”
“He wanted to he really did.”
“Daisy no one wants to disappear now where has he gone?”
“Well he did he really did. I heard him say so.” protested Daisy.
“Well! What pray may I ask did he have to say that he deserved to be turned into a disappearing trick?” It was a stern Marjorie so Daisy felt that honesty was becoming the safest policy.
“He said ‘I’ve really, really had enough of this. I’m fed up. I wish I was somewhere else’. I like him. He’s nice so I helped him along.” defended Daisy.
“Where to?” persisted Marjorie.
“I sent him to one of the other places. He won’t be lonely he took his Milk float with him.” answered Daisy.
“What other places. What do you mean?” asked Marjorie.
“Oh there are lots of other places.” said Daisy “In-between and outside. The outside ones are the worst. No-one would like to go there. They sort of drag you into objects and you can’t get out. So I sent him to an in-between one.”
“Daisy, civilised people do not do things to people just because they ask. He didn’t really mean it. Probably, he only felt a little down. Everyone does from time to time. It’s part of life’s (rich tapestry she was going to say but it sounded stupid)...part of life. You really should bring him back. I’m sure he’d rather be at home.”
“What’s a ‘rich tapestry’ Mum?”
From the surprised and indignant look on Marjorie’s face Daisy decided not to wait for a reply.
“OK Mum, but I have to wait for the right time. That’ll be in the morning I think.”
******
Joe looked around at the landscape. Its edges curved upwards in the distance and looked as if they would meet somewhere far overhead. The view was featureless except for rolling grasslands dotted here and there by small trees laden with strange looking orange coloured tubular fruit.
It was light but he could not see any light source. He noticed that his Milk Float was here too but it was like a cardboard cut out with no thickness at all. So he decided to walk only to find that he was not moving. His legs were but he did not seem to be covering any ground.
He looked down at his feet then his legs and twisted to see more only to realise that he was flat too. He fought down rising panic but logic prevailed. I’m thinking. I can see. I can move my bits. So flat can’t be that bad. He thought.
Luckily Joe Drake was a good milkman but unlike the majority of his fellow workers was not particularly quick on the uptake, but his wife loved him and that was enough for Joe. If he had been a little brighter his situation would have frightened him, probably, into a gibbering heap. But Joe was surprisingly calm. Much like a person who cannot really believe that what they are experiencing is real.
Out of the corner of his eye he noticed a large insect hovering close to his head. But then as he concentrated on it he saw that it was not an insect but an arrow. Just like the curser on his computer. He reached up for it and touched it with a finger and it stuck. He moved his finger and the whole landscape shifted. Experimentally he pointed at one of the little trees. Everything blurred as if his entire focus was on the tree. It rushed towards him and came to a stop with his finger just touching it. He pointed to another then another and another and each one flashed towards him to stop at his finger tip.
All this sudden movement makes me feel sick, he thought, I gotta stop for a bit.
He slowly pulled his finger away from the tree and with relief noticed that the arrow stayed behind. He tried to sit down but it appeared that bending was not an option no matter how hard he tried. He tried to turn around but found that he could only twist his upper torso. He could feel that the strain on his body increased with each twist. So he stopped fearful that being flat he might tear himself. He reached towards the arrow and once again it stuck to his finger. He swept his arm from left to right and the landscape whirled before him...and suddenly he was facing the way he had come.
Far, far away in the distance he could see his milk float and was shocked that he had come so far in such a short time. But was it a short time? It had been getting darker for some time but it had only become apparent to him now as his attention was drawn to it. The more he concentrated on it the faster the darkness came. It pushed in from all sides. It was a flat blackness that did not look at all nice. Quickly he sought the familiar. He extended his arm and pointed into the distance and again that queasy feeling and he was standing next to the milk float.
He could hear sounds now. Sliding sounds ... slurping sounds ... grinding sounds. He knew he was becoming frightened but he didn’t know why. He did not like the blackness or the sounds at all. He needed cover. He needed protection. I wonder...could I? he thought. Quickly he pointed the arrow into the milk float’s cab and he was there inside. He was a flat person inside a flat milk float. Slowly he withdrew his finger from the arrow. He felt the panic receding and suddenly he was so tired that his eyes closed and he drifted into sleep. Then the dreams came; of flat things that slid and slurped and grinded; of flat things with teeth that leapt out at him from the darkness. He screamed but he couldn’t wake up.
******
NOW! thought Daisy.
“Hello Daisy,” said the milkman as he came through the front gate. “Mum and Dad OK? - How’s your Gran? - Lives in Hawaii or somewhere doesn’t she? Would you like to carry a bottle for me?”
He never offered the bottle though so Daisy just trotted along behind him “Hello Joe, where you been?” she asked in her best two year old speak.
“Been? I haven’t been anywhere Daisy. What made you ask that?” asked a puzzled Joe.
“Nuthin’.” muttered Daisy. Good he doesn’t remember a thing.
Joe set the milk on the front step waved goodbye to Daisy and wandered off to complete his full round and went home. He had trouble with his wife who demanded to know where he had been and more importantly who he had been with. He had even more trouble from the police who grilled him for hours and threatened him with prosecution for wasting police time. But worst of all, the dairy threatened him with the sack if such a thing ever happened again.
“I haven’t bin nowhere.” he kept insisting. “Is this some sort of joke?”
He was becoming convinced that the whole world had gone mad or he had. They couldn’t convince him that something had happened and he couldn’t convince them that it hadn’t.
In the end everyone had more important things to think about. Joe was popular so people easily forgot and things died down and it all went away. And the day that the milkman disappeared faded from the everyday mind into legend.
His friends however, could never understand why Joe had suddenly developed an irrational fear of flat things. Even a humble piece of paper would send him into a fit of trembling that took hours to stop.
Chapter Four: The Hole That Jack Built
And then Daisy was five years old. That’s not to say that absolutely nothing of interest happened during those five years. But it would be true to say that nothing of significance did. She was at the stage where she could make her own calls to Grandma Millicent in Hawaii now without arousing suspicion. So every Wednesday she made her phone call and had to be dragged from the phone where she would have been all chatting all day given half a chance.
Daisy had learnt all of the lessons that a little girl had to learn to survive her baby years. She learnt that some kids were nice and others were not and more importantly she learnt that she had the ability to tell the difference. There was little Alfie from Oak Place just around the corner who was really cute but then there was Jack and James Swain from Ingle Road.
“Spawn of the Devil!” said Marjorie in one of her moments of more polite description.
“How can you say that Mum?” said Daisy, “They’re only kids same age as me.”
“Spawn of the Devil!” insisted Marjorie, “I have never come across two such evil kids. What surprises me,” she continued, “is that the Swains are such lovely people. How they could have had two such horrible little monsters as those two boys is beyond me.”
“Can I go and play with Alfie Mum?” asked Daisy.
“OK but promise me that you will stay away from ‘Grimly’ and ‘Fiendish’.” said Marjorie.
“’Grimly’ and ‘Fiendish’?” queried Daisy.
“You know Jack and James Swain.” answered Marjorie.
“Oh no.” grinned Daisy waving as she ran to the front gate “I like ‘Grimly’ and ‘Fiendish’ better.”
“Be back at one for lunch.” Marjorie shouted after her.
As Daisy made her way around the corner to Oak Street she firmly settled her-self in to her five year old mind set. If you’re a kid you play as a kid. People just don’t understand anything else. Oh and don’t forget you use your hands to move stuff about and you have to climb on things the hard way.
Why can I do this stuff and nobody else can?
“Stay a child for as long as you can. You’ll learn soon enough.” whispered a thought into her mind.
“Who’s that?” shouted Daisy mentally. “That wasn’t me, who are you?”
There was only silence left but Daisy knew beyond doubt that it was not her imagination and that someone or something had spoken to her. She sent her thoughts outward but could find nothing. So she drew back into her-self with the determination that one day, one day she would know.
She saw Alfie in the front garden of his house chugging around on a toy tractor. Well his feet were pushing the tractor along and his voice was doing the chugging but who cares, to Alfie’s way of thinking he was driving a John Deere down furrows that were straight and clean and perfect. Daisy strengthened his thought and made him believe that it was a real John Deere Tractor before joining him and then together they ploughed the field. The John Deere’s diesel was as strong and powerful as the sun that was shining down. The land was fertile and everything was as it should be. For just a little while they were all grown up and their childhood forgotten.
Alfie never knew whether it was real or not when he was playing with Daisy which is why he liked her so much. It seemed real but of course it couldn’t be could it?
He had often asked “Is this real Daisy?” and she had always replied, “Do you want it to be?”
There was however, a certain Jasper Reynolds who could never understand why his John Deere was always out of fuel and his fields were always ploughed. But being a pragmatic sort of man he just thanked the Lord and gave money to charity.
“Alfie plays with g..irls, Alfie plays with g..irls,” jerked them back to reality.
“What do you want?” Daisy asked Jack Swain who was clambering over the front fence.
“Shut up I don’t speak to Girls.” He snapped.
“What you want Jack?” asked Alfie, “Where is James?”
He whirled around as, “I’m behind you!” chanted James who then promptly pushed Alfie off of his tractor.
Daisy said nothing but closed her eyes and reduced their shoes by one size. As with most children parents tend to buy shoes a couple of sizes too big to ‘allow for growth’ so nothing was immediately apparent. She reduced the shoes by one size again as Jack and James continued to push Alfie around but nothing. So biting the bullet she hit them with two size reductions. Both Jack and James were suddenly on the ground howling and scrabbling at the Velcro fastenings on their trainers. Ripping off the shoes they threw them away and fled still howling down Oak place towards Ingle Road.
“What was all that about?” asked Alfie.
“No idea but good riddance,” replied Daisy finding it difficult to hold back the laughter but somehow she managed. As an after-thought the discarded trainers returned to their original size. Just in case someone came looking for them.
“Someone really should do something about them.” said Alfie.
“Oh! Someone will. I’m sure of it,” Daisy replied, “but in the meantime we have ploughing to do.”
“OK lets go,” and so the morning went, ploughing the fields with the trusty John Deere, planting the crops, enjoying a ploughman’s lunch and later bringing in the finest crop ones imagination could provide. And then it was over and it was lunch time.
“Bye Alfie, see you later.” Sang Daisy as she ran down the path to the gate to make her way home.
Later that day Daisy thought that it was time for ‘Someone’ to surface. She really had no idea what ‘Someone’ was going to do but she was determined that it would be spectacular and leave a permanent effect. Jack was the worst one and a really bad influence on James. James however, was a willing pupil so whatever lesson there was to learn he had to learn it too.
Daisy crept out of the house and made her way to Ingle Road. Number twenty-two was the Swains house and as she crept up she could see both boys in the garden. Not much of a garden really. It was more holes than garden and it looked as if Mr Swain had given up filling them in after Jack and James who at this moment were enthusiastically adding a few more.
A big hole, thought Daisy, that’s the answer.
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