
Chapter One: A Grand, Ghastly, and Gurgling Great Beginning! 
 

The world outside Harriet Finch’s spectacles was nothing more than a spectacular, soupy 
smear of grey and green. Every single raindrop was a tiny, relentless, and unforgiving fist, 
PUMMELING the ancient oak leaves above with a sound like a thousand angry old ladies 
beating rugs. This terrible, steady drumming, this RELENTLESS RHYTHM, was a perfect, 

miserable echo of the frantic THUDDING-TUM-TUM that was going on inside poor Harriet's 
own chest! 

 
Her hair, which was usually a wild, wonderful, slightly bonkers halo of brown, was now 

plastered to her forehead, cold and heavy as a damp dishcloth. Beside her, an absolute 
EDIFICE of shaggy, noble grey fur suddenly decided to launch a watery attack! This was 
Finnigan, her magnificent Irish Wolfhound, and when he shook himself, it was with the 
terrifying force of a miniature, very cross earthquake! A veritable cascade of icy water 
exploded in every direction, landing with dreadful accuracy right upon Harriet’s already 

smudged, blurry lenses. 
 

“Honestly, Finnigan,” she managed to breathe out, which was less of a proper rebuke and 
more of a WHIMPERING SIGH. She fumbled blindly with the cuff of her jumper, trying to 
wipe the glasses, succeeding only in making her vision about seventy-five times worse. 

 
Finnigan, a truly towering, gentle-eyed gentleman of a dog, was her anchor, her magnificent, 
reliable SAIL in the often-turbulent, truly BUMPTIOUS winds of her life. Today, however, that 
sail felt quite caught in a most unfortunate gale, and this particular gale had not only a name, 

but two names, in fact: the Pritchard twins. 
 

They emerged from the dripping, dreary shadows of the Lakeside Woods like ill-omened, 
soggy gargoyles. They were flanked by their usual, pathetic little shadow, a snivelling, damp 
girl named Georgina, who always smelled faintly of the unholy combination of stale CHEESE 
& ONION CRISPS and a certain, poorly-suppressed, rather unfortunate scent of sweat gland 

issues. 
 

Tilly Pritchard, the taller and broader of the pair, had a defiant, disgusting smirk that looked 
permanently etched onto her face, like a piece of gruesome, grinning graffiti. Her sister, 
Tanya, a wiry, WIGGLY thing with eyes that gleamed with pure, unadulterated malicious 

amusement, swung a mud-caked wellington boot with a dreadful idleness. It swung back and 
forth, back and forth, a hideous, heavy PENDULUM OF IMPENDING DOOM. 

 
Oh, those GHASTLY GANGRENE girls! 

 
“Well, well, well, if it isn’t Harriet ‘Hair-Net’ Finch and her hairy monster,” Tilly drawled, her 

voice a miserable, gravelly rumble that somehow managed to saw and slice right through the 
steady drumming of the rain. Each syllable she uttered was like a nasty, barbed hook, 

designed to snag and tear at the feelings! 
 

"Fancy seeing you two here," she continued, with a dreadful, grinning wickedness. "And I 
was just telling Tanya and Georgina that I couldn't think of a single thing to do today, but then 

like the GIFT THAT KEEPS ON GIVING, you show up to save the day." 



 
A familiar, cold, hard KNOT—the unpleasant sort made of pure fear and miserable 

unfairness—tightened right up inside Harriet’s stomach. She tightened her grip on Finnigan’s 
lead until her knuckles were white and shiny, like little, polished pebbles. 

 
Finnigan, who was usually as placid and perfectly behaved as a giant, fluffy archbishop, 
rumbled deep in his enormous chest. It was a low, GUTTURAL WARNING, a sound that 

vibrated right through Harriet’s hand, a marvellous, sympathetic tremor that said, “I don't like 
these people, and if they don't stop soon, I might have to chew their terrible boots.” 

 
“Leave us alone, Tilly,” Harriet said. And here’s a funny thing: her voice came out surprisingly 
steady! Though inside, it felt as if a whole terrified colony of fluttering butterflies had taken up 
frantic, permanent residence in her throat, doing a manic little dance against her poor vocal 
cords. She clutched the lead tighter still, a small, stubborn DEFIANCE shining in her damp 

little stance.  
 

"We're not doing anything. We were just heading home." 
 

Tanya giggled. Oh, that giggle! It was a high, reedy, utterly GRATING sound that set Harriet’s 
teeth on edge, like the screech of rusty, un-oiled machinery. “Oh, she’s brave today, isn’t 

she, Tills? Or is it just the dog that gives her COURAGE?” 
 

Georgina, that snivelling shadow, offered up a truly pathetic, piggy SNORT, which was a 
fitting, miserable accompaniment to the twins’ cruel symphony. "She's so PATHETIC." 

 
“Come on, Finnigan,” Harriet urged, trying desperately to steer the massive dog around the 

horrible trio. 
 

But the path! Oh, the path was narrow, a sickening, slick ribbon of muddy misery, bordered 
on both sides by a dense, clawing, utterly MALICIOUS thicket of brambles! Escape, it 
seemed, was an impossibility, a faraway, lovely dream that was rapidly turning into a 

nightmare! 
 

Oh, the UNMITIGATED AWFULNESS of that Tilly Pritchard! 
 

She wasn’t interested in letting them pass, not one single, miserable inch! She stepped right 
into their path, her thick arms crossed, transforming herself into a formidable, quite 

unmoving wall of pure, poisonous HUMBUG! 
 

“Where are you off to in such a hurry, Hair-Net?” she demanded, that nasty smirk widening 
like a crack in a pavement. “Got a hot date with a dictionary?” 

 
Harriet’s face, poor girl, immediately flushed a painful, angry red. The Pritchards, much like 
the persistent, miserable rain, had a preternatural, quite UNFAIR ability to sniff out the exact 

spot where she was most vulnerable. They had an unerring, beastly aim for her deepest, 
squishiest insecurities. 

 



Her secret love of books! Her quiet, gentle nature! Her sometimes-unruly, mad-looking hair! 
All of it was ammunition in their seemingly endless, nasty ARSENAL of cruelties. She 

absolutely hated the way her natural quietness was always perceived as weakness, and her 
thoughtful pauses as mere, timid hesitation. 

 
But Finnigan! That magnificent, hairy hero!  

 
Sensing the dreadful shift in Harriet’s composure—that subtle tightening of her grip and the 

sudden, humiliating rush of heat to her face—he let out another, truly DEEP-DOWN 
GROWL! A low, rumbling sound that finally seemed to penetrate the thick, unyielding skull of 

Tilly Pritchard! 
 

She took a hesitant little step backward, and for one tiny, glorious moment, a flicker of 
genuine APPREHENSION darted across her horrible eyes. The sheer, colossal size of the 

wolfhound, usually such a quiet source of comfort, had suddenly become a proper, 
frightening weapon! 

“Woah there, mutt!” she squeaked, her usual, booming bravado cracking like a dry twig 
underfoot. 

 
Tanya, however, that wiry, malicious little thing, was less easily deterred. She was a proper, 
nasty piece of work! With a sudden, lightning-swift movement, she LUNGED forward, her 

wellington boot swinging in a wide, muddy, and utterly MALICIOUS arc! 
 

Before Harriet could even manage a gasp, before she could utter a single, tiny warning, the 
awful, muddy boot connected squarely with Finnigan’s flank! There was a sickening, 

THWACKING THUD! 
 

A truly dreadful YELP! Sharp, sudden, and utterly HEARTBREAKING, it tore from Finnigan’s 
throat—a sound Harriet had never heard from her brave, gentle friend before! It was the 

sound of genuine pain and real, wretched terror. 
 

He stumbled, that colossal creature, a disoriented, panicked mass of grey fur and bone, 
pulling Harriet clean off balance! The lead, now slick with rain and disgusting mud, simply 

slithered from her grasp as if it had been buttered with grease and malice. 
 

Finnigan, startled, frightened, and utterly confused by the horrible blow, did the only thing a 
poor, bewildered beast could do: he bolted! He bounded away, crashing and tearing through 

the thorny undergrowth, his usual stately, dignified gait replaced by a frantic, panicky, 
WHIZZING DASH into the deepening, dismal gloom of the wooded area. 

 
“Finnigan! No!” Harriet cried, her voice cracking, a desperate, raw sound that tore itself from 
her throat like a ripped piece of cloth. She scrambled back onto her feet, her heart a frantic, 

thumping drum against her ribs, each beat a painful, angry throb. 
 

Tilly and Tanya! Those ghastly, grinning girls! They absolutely burst into a fit of 
laughter—loud, cruel, and quite EAR-SPLITTING! It echoed through the sodden woods, 
bouncing off the ancient trees like horrible, malevolent spirits having a nasty little party. 



Georgina, that pathetic, piggy shadow, was so emboldened by their terrible triumph that she 
pointed and shrieked with glee, a hideous, UNMUSICAL SQUAWK of pure malice. 

 
But Harriet, bless her furious, frightened heart, ignored them! Their cruel, cackling mirth 
simply faded into a buzzing, insignificant background noise, like the annoying drone of a 

faraway, broken radio. Her eyes, suddenly sharp and desperate, scanned the dense, 
dripping trees, searching frantically for just one single glimpse of Finnigan’s shaggy grey fur. 

 
The woods, usually a lovely sanctuary of quiet beauty, now seemed to swallow him whole, a 

vast, indifferent, and rather scary MAW! 
 

“You’ll never find him, Hair-Net!” Tilly yelled, her voice laced with malicious satisfaction, a 
horrible, snaky hiss. “He’s probably run off to feel more at home and join a wolf pack!” 

 
Tears pricked at Harriet’s eyes, hot and stinging despite the cold, relentless rain that 

plastered her hair to her cheeks. She could feel them tracking painful, clean paths right 
through the grime on her cheeks, mixing miserably with the rain. 

 
She spun around, her fists clenched like little, white hammers, intending to deliver a furious, 

scathing retort—a proper, well-deserved CONDEMNATION! 
 

But the Pritchards and their horrid, little henchman, Georgina, were already melting back into 
the gloomy shadows of the trees. Their laughter faded into the whisper of the whipping wind, 
leaving poor Harriet alone with only the chilling echo of their absolute, unforgivable cruelty. 

 
Alone! Truly, dreadfully alone! 

 
In that vast, grey, dripping expanse of the forest, a profound, miserable wave of DESPAIR 

washed over Harriet, cold and heavy as a sodden mattress. She stood for a long, agonizing 
moment, shivering like a poor, pathetic leaf in a gale, the cold seeping into her very 

bones—a tangible, dreadful weight of misery. 
 

But then! A desperate surge of RESOLVE! A fierce, protective fire—a proper, grown-up, 
wonderful fury—ignited, right there, inside her soggy self. FINNIGAN NEEDED HER! 

 
With a determined, gritty gasp, she plunged right into the treacherous, clawing undergrowth, 

calling his name—Finnigan! Finnigan!—her voice hoarse and raw, driven by a primal, 
burning need that utterly eclipsed her fear. 

 
It took what felt like an absolute, soaking ETERNITY! Her wellington boots kept sinking into 

treacherous, sucking mud, with a squishy, disgusting PFLUP! and thorny branches kept 
snagging at her clothes and tearing spitefully at her exposed skin. But then, at last, she 

finally SPOTTED HIM! 
 

Finnigan was huddled, a massive, miserable heap of fur, beneath a gnarled, ancient oak 
tree, its great, weeping branches simply pouring rain. His magnificent head was bowed low, 

and a low, mournful, absolutely HEART-PIERCING WHIMPER was escaping him. 
 



He lifted his head at the sound of her voice, and his large, brown eyes, usually so placid and 
kind, were now filled with a heartwrenching mixture of stark terror and profound, wonderful 

RELIEF. 
 

Harriet rushed to him, heedless of the mud, throwing her small, desperate arms right around 
his massive, shaggy neck. His fur was damp and smelled powerfully of wet earth and sharp 
pine needles, like a grumpy old forest giant's armpit, but she didn't care one whit! She buried 
her face in his shaggy mane, and the hot, stinging tears finally flowed freely, washing away 

some of the cold, miserable dread. 
 

“Oh, Finn, Finny, Finnigan,” she choked out, her voice all thick and clogged with horrid 
emotion, stroking his great, noble head, feeling the wonderful warmth of his huge, hairy 
body. “Are you alright? They didn’t hurt you too badly, did they, my brave, brave boy?” 

 
Finnigan, sensing that the very worst of the nasty nastiness was over, offered a warm, 

reassuring lick right across her face—a proper, sloppy SLURP! He leaned heavily into her 
embrace, a solid, comforting, marvellous weight. The whimper finally subsided, replaced by 
a soft, low rumble, a deep, contented PURR that vibrated right through her. He was shaken, 
profoundly so, poor fellow, but he was ALRIGHT! And he was here. He was always, always 

here. 
 

The walk home was a silent, rather MISERABLE AFFAIR. Harriet’s clothes clung to her, 
heavy and cold, like a second, dreadful skin of dampness. Her hair dripped water onto her 

shoulders with a constant, annoying TRICKLE-TICKLE. Finnigan padded silently beside her, 
a great, hairy shadow of support, occasionally nudging her hand with his wet nose in a quiet, 

solid reassurance. 
 

But the sense of injustice! Of utterly impotent, boiling fury! It simmered just beneath her skin 
like a hot, angry COAL, waiting for a chance to burst into flames. 

 
When they finally reached Number Four, Hollyhock Lane, a prim, detached little house with 
an immaculate, almost aggressively manicured lawn (it looked like it had been shaved by a 

tiny, terrifying surgeon), Harriet absolutely braced herself. 
 

The usual warmth of the house, which was normally a welcome, lovely embrace after a chilly 
walk, felt tonight like a judgment, an unspoken ACCUSATION of muddiness and failure. 

 
Her mother, Eleanor Finch, a woman of impeccable, slightly frightening taste and often 

bewildering, icy DETACHMENT, was in the kitchen. She was meticulously arranging organic 
kale on a slate serving board, each single, wretched leaf placed with the surgical precision of 
a mad doctor. She wore a pristine apron over a cashmere jumper, looking as if she had just 

stepped straight out of the glossy, slightly unbelievable pages of a very high-end lifestyle 
magazine. 

 
Her father, Stephen Finch, a man whose primary interests seemed to revolve solely around 
his ridiculous golf handicap and the ever-shifting, terribly dull tides of the financial markets, 
was engrossed in a newspaper at the kitchen island. A half-eaten, artisanal breadstick was 

balanced quite precariously right upon its folds, a small, edible monument to distraction. 



 
“Harriet, darling,” Eleanor said, her voice smooth and even, sounding like perfectly polished 

granite, without ever lifting her eye from her very VERDANT ARRANGEMENT of organic 
kale. “You’re absolutely DRENCHED. And Finnigan is tracking mud everywhere.” 

 
Her tone, you see, was less concerned and more a simple statement of fact, like observing 
that it was a particularly damp Tuesday, or that the postman had arrived. She just didn't do 

drama. 
 

Harriet stood there, quite miserably, DRIPPING onto the pristine floor, acutely aware of the 
growing, disgusting puddle beneath Finnigan’s huge paws, the small, brown, muddy rivulets 

spreading across the expensive, polished Italian tiles. 
 

“I was… I was pushed, Mum.” She hated how small and squeaky her voice sounded, how 
the words seemed to simply evaporate, like little puffs of smoke, in the chilly air between 

them. 
 

Eleanor finally lifted her gaze, and her perfectly sculpted eyebrows arched ever so slightly, a 
subtle, almost imperceptible shift that nonetheless conveyed a mild, intellectual curiosity. 

“Pushed? By whom, dear?” Her tone suggested mild, clinical interest, as if Harriet had just 
announced she’d seen a particularly interesting, though quite irrelevant, cloud formation, 

rather than experienced a distressing, truly WICKED encounter. 
 

“The Pritchards,” Harriet mumbled, her voice losing some of its earlier defiance, the last of 
the righteous anger draining away, leaving only a cold, hollow ache. “Tilly and Tanya. They 

kicked Finnigan, and he ran off. It was awful.” 
 

Then, surprise! Stephen, the golf-and-money man, actually lowered his newspaper! The 
quiet rustle of the enormous broadsheet broke the steady, quiet hum of the expensive 

extractor fan. 
 

“Kicked the dog? Good heavens. Are you sure, Harriet?” His concern seemed to be, quite 
clearly, primarily for Finnigan, the valuable, impeccably pedigreed animal, rather than his 
sodden, dripping, and deeply distressed daughter. It was always Finnigan First, you see. 

 
“Yes, Dad, I’m SURE!” Harriet exclaimed, a raw, sharp note of desperation, a true, wretched 

plea for proper understanding, creeping into her voice.  
 

“They did it on PURPOSE! They always… they always pick on me. It has to STOP!” 
 

Eleanor sighed, a delicate, almost imperceptible little sound that nonetheless conveyed a 
whole, weary wealth of RESIGNATION—a profound sense of, Oh, goodness, not this 

tiresome nonsense again! 
 

“Harriet, dear, we’ve discussed this,” she said, looking back down at the terribly important 
kale. “Children can be rather BOISTEROUS. I’m sure they didn’t mean any real harm. 
Perhaps you were just in their WAY.” Her words were like a soft, heavy, velvet curtain, 

effortlessly descending to close off the messy, inconvenient reality. 



 
“In their WAY?!” Harriet felt a hot flush of sheer, burning indignation, a fresh wave of 

marvellous fury. “They waited for us! They called Finnigan a ‘hairy monster’! They’re the 
hairy MONSTERS!” 

 
Stephen, ever the tiresome pragmatist, ever the tedious peacemaker, cleared his throat with 

a dry little Ahem. “Well, Finnigan is rather large, darling. And perhaps… perhaps your 
interactions with other children are occasionally a touch… INTENSE?” He offered a weak, 
conciliatory smile, a truly desperate attempt to smooth over the ruffled, unpleasantly real 

feathers of his comfortable existence. 
 

Harriet simply stared at them, her mouth slightly ajar, a sudden, desolate, and utterly cold 
understanding dawning inside her. They weren’t HEARING her. They never did. It was as if 

her distress, her genuine, painful feelings, simply BOUNCED OFF their carefully constructed 
bubble of comfortable indifference, their tidy world of sensible suggestions and new 

acquisitions. The messy, emotional, and very real realities of bullying simply didn’t compute 
in their perfectly ordered, horribly polite, and utterly INDIFFERENT UNIVERSE. 

 
“But they were MEAN,” Harriet whispered, the last shred of her argument deflating like a 

small, sad balloon losing its air with a quiet, miserable s-s-s-s-s. 
 

Eleanor placed a perfectly arranged kale leaf on the slate with a final, satisfied FLOURISH. 
“Now, now, let’s not EXAGGERATE. Perhaps you should try to be a little more… resilient, 
darling. A little less SENSITIVE. The world, after all, isn’t always a kind place.” She patted 

Harriet’s arm, a fleeting, almost clinical gesture, as if checking for a peculiar type of 
emotional fever. “And do take Finnigan to the UTILITY ROOM for a proper dry-off. We don’t 
want mud all over the new Italian tiles. They cost a small fortune, and I don't appreciate his 

big clumsy, hairy, muddy paws stomping all over them.” 
 

Harriet retreated, absolutely DEFEATED. The warmth of the house felt colder and more 
desolate than the rain. She dried Finnigan with a thick, rough towel, her movements slow 

and deliberate, the silence broken only by the soft, distant THUDDING of her parents’ voices 
from the kitchen. They were discussing the relative merits of organic versus free-range 

chicken, their concerns so utterly, bewilderingly REMOTE from her own pain, like worrying 
about a hangnail when your house is on fire. 

 
Later that evening, tucked into her bed, the rain still drumming a mournful, rhythmic 

LAMENT against her window for the day’s misery, Harriet pulled out her worn, secret 
stationery box. It was a battered wooden box, painted with fading, gentle flowers, a relic from 

a long-ago school fair, and utterly IMBUED with the silent, sleeping magic of forgotten 
treasures. 

 
Inside that battered old box, nestled snugly amongst dried lavender and a few treasured 

smooth, satisfyingly cold pebbles, were sheets of creamy, unlined paper and a pen with a nib 
that glided effortlessly—a mere whisper of glorious, mischievous potential! 

 
She didn’t hesitate for one single, soggy second. She knew EXACTLY who to write to. 

 



Dear Gran and Grandad, the letter began, her handwriting determined and satisfyingly neat, 
each letter a tiny act of proper, punchy defiance against the day’s crushing misery. 

 
She recounted the whole horrible incident with the nasty, gnashing Pritchards, not sparing 

one single, wicked detail! The words simply flowed onto the page like a dam bursting, 
carrying with them the bitter, ugly taste of fear and cold humiliation. She wrote about the 
terrible shove, the wicked kick, Finnigan’s frightened little YELP, and her own crushing 

embarrassment. 
 

She wrote about her parents’ utterly unhelpful dismissal, the coldness of their awful, 
PRATTLING ‘resilience’ advice, their horrid inability to truly see her pain. It was a raw, 

honest outpouring of all the hurt and the frustrating, boiling INDIGNATION she had been 
carrying—a proper, purging confession on paper. 

 
Then, having quite purged the bitter taste of the day, she shifted gears, as if a secret, 

WHOOSH-BANG internal switch had been flicked! Her pen flew across the page, driven by a 
different kind of energy altogether—a surge of wonderful, glorious hope! 

 
But never mind all that! she wrote, underlining the words fiercely, a bold, marvellous 

declaration that shrieked of better times ahead. Because guess what? The summer holidays 
are only three weeks away! Can you believe it? Three weeks! I’ve marked it on my calendar 

with a big red circle! 
 

Her excitement bubbled up, a tiny, defiant, marvellous flame flickering brightly in the 
encroaching darkness. Finch Farm. The smell of dry hay and damp, honest earth. The 

endless, wonderful fields stretching right to the horizon—a boundless, 
BUMPER-TO-BUMPER expanse of absolute freedom! 

 
Gran’s laughter! Oh, it was like the very finest, warmest sunshine on a perfect summer day, 

comforting and golden! And Grandad’s stories? They were great, booming, wonderful things, 
stuffed full of impossible adventures and the most daring, magnificent feats! It was a world 
utterly MILES AWAY from the prim, tedious horror of Hollyhock Lane—a whole universe 

apart! It was a place where she felt truly SEEN, truly understood, a place where the lovely, 
wild WHIZZPOPPING quality of her spirit was cherished, not curbed with awful, cold advice 

about ‘resilience.’ 
 

I’ve been dreaming about it, Gran, she continued, her words quickening with the beautiful 
rush of anticipation. About helping Grandad with the chickens, and collecting the great, 

warm, wonderful eggs, and maybe even riding old Bramble again! And your shortbread! Oh, 
Gran, I can almost TASTE it! 

 
The shortbread! Golden, buttery, melt-in-the-mouth magic! 

 
I’m going to spend the whole summer reading in your garden, and exploring the woods, and 

just being… me. 
 

She paused, a small, rather wistful smile playing on her lips. She imagined the worn, 
comfortable armchair in Gran’s cosy cottage, bathed in the golden, buttery light of the setting 



sun, a beloved book open on her lap. She imagined Finnigan, happy and utterly FREE, 
chasing imaginary rabbits in the endless fields (though not catching them, of course, for he 

was a gentle giant, not a nasty, murdering MUTTON-HEAD). 
 

It was a future filled with warmth and acceptance, a stark, vivid, and lovely contrast to the 
cold, damp, miserable present. 

 
I can’t wait to see you both, she finished, her heart swelling with affection, a warm, lovely 
ache in her chest. It feels like ages since Easter. I miss you terribly. Sending you GIANT 

hugs and a waggly tail from Finnigan! Lots and lots of love, Harriet (and Finnigan!) 
 

She folded the letter with meticulous care, pressing it flat, smoothing out the creases as if to 
guarantee its safe, swift passage. 

 
Then, she reached under her bed, pulling out a small, ceramic piggy bank shaped like a 
remarkably grumpy badger! It was surprisingly heavy, a testament to weeks of careful, 

patient saving. With a truly triumphant, magnificent grin, she shook out a handful of jangling 
coins—her carefully hoarded allowance, diligently saved for this very purpose. 

 
Ah, the terrible, nagging certainty of it! 

 
Her mother, she knew with a sinking feeling, would likely ‘forget’ to post the letter, or 

misplace it amidst a stack of utterly boring catalogues, or simply deem it ‘UNNECESSARY 
POSTAGE,’ a frightful waste of good, honest money! Harriet had learned this miserable 

lesson the hard way, many times before. A particularly important letter to a penpal in France 
had once simply VANISHED from the kitchen counter, only to reappear months later, 

crumpled and unposted, behind a great, teetering stack of dreary cookery books—a perfect 
testament to her mother’s benevolent but baffling INEFFICIENCY! 

 
No, this letter was far, far too important. It absolutely NEEDED to reach Gran and Grandad. 

And she, Harriet Finch, would ensure it did! 
She counted out the exact postage, a princely, magnificent sum of EIGHTY-SEVEN PENCE. 

It was nearly all she had left, but worth every single copper, every hard-earned, glorious 
coin! 

The next morning, under the pale, watery sun that followed the rain—a tentative, hopeful 
light—Harriet slipped out of the house, quiet as a mouse wearing woolly slippers. Finnigan 

trotted obediently at her heels, looking suitably grand and mysterious. 
 

She entirely BYPASSED the bright red post box at the end of Hollyhock Lane, the one her 
mother usually stuffed with bills and unsolicited, rubbishy junk mail. Instead, she headed for 

the small, slightly battered post box nestled beside the old village shop, a place less 
frequented, less likely to be under her mother’s scrutinizing, picky gaze—a proper, secret 

REPOSITORY of quiet village whispers. 
 

With a final, heartfelt pat and a silent wish whispered to the damp morning air, she pushed 
the letter right through the slot. 

 
WHOOSH! 



 
It was gone. On its way! A tiny, fragile bridge connecting her world of damp, miserable reality 
to a world of sun-drenched, wonderful POSSIBILITY! A whisper of brave hope, carried off on 

the breeze! 
 

Days later, in the heart of rural Devonshire, where the air was as soft and thick as a warm 
blanket, scented deliciously with honeysuckle and damp, honest earth, the postman arrived. 
He was a most jovial fellow, with a perpetually rosy nose and a whistle that simply would not 

quit, delivering a single, slightly damp, and terribly important envelope to Finch Farm. 
 

***** 
 

Sylvia Finch, Harriet’s Gran, was a wonderful woman whose wrinkles seemed to be etched 
not by worry, but by vast amounts of happy, infectious laughter! Her eyes sparkled with an 
irrepressible, magnificent ZEST for life. She hummed a cheerful, jaunty little tune as she 

sorted through the morning’s letters. She wore sturdy, soil-stained gardening gloves and a 
faded, floral apron, her silver hair pulled back into a neat, elegant bun—a perfect, simple 

creature of the earth. 
 

“Anything interesting, dear?” boomed Arthur Finch, Harriet’s Grandad, from the doorway of 
his splendid, newly-erected greenhouse. He was a man of truly impressive stature, with a 

booming laugh that could very nearly shake the foundations of the farm, and eyes that 
twinkled with an enduring, excellent MISCHIEF, like distant, playful stars. His hands were 
gnarled and immensely strong, covered liberally in potting soil—a badge of honour, if you 

please. 
 

“Bills, mostly,” Sylvia called back, her sharp eyes scanning the envelopes with a practiced 
ease. “Oh! And look at this, Arthur!” Her voice suddenly lifted with sheer, wonderful delight, a 

clear, sweet chime. “It’s from Harriet!” 
 

Arthur strode over, his heavy boots THUDDING SOFTLY on the flagstones—a comforting, 
familiar, reliable sound. He peered over her shoulder, a wide, sunny smile spreading right 

across his weathered face, crinkling the corners of his twinkling eyes. “Well, I’ll be BLOWED! 
What’s she got to say for herself, our little Harriet?” 

 
Sylvia carefully tore open the envelope, her usual brisk efficiency momentarily replaced by a 

wonderfully tender slowness, as if she were handling something infinitely precious, like a 
butterfly wing or a newly hatched robin. She pulled out the neatly folded sheets of paper. Her 

eyes widened slightly as she began to read, her brow furrowing with concern at the initial 
paragraphs, the easy, sunny smile fading like a damp watercolour. 

 
Arthur, watching her face, saw the subtle shift, the sudden shadow that crossed her kind 

features. “What is it, dear?” he asked, a touch of worry, a faint, familiar RUMBLE in his deep 
voice. 

 
Sylvia began to read aloud, her voice softening as she recounted Harriet’s tale of the wicked 
Pritchards, the nasty, harsh words, the cruel, unjust kick, and Finnigan's frightened dash into 

the gloomy woods. 



 
Arthur’s face darkened instantly, a familiar spark of protective indignation flickering in his 
eyes—a proper, lovely FIRE IGNITING. “Those rotten kids!” he GROWLED, clenching his 
huge fists until his knuckles were white. “Bullying our Harriet! And Eleanor and Stephen 

just… DISMISSED IT? Good grief, sometimes I wonder if they’ve forgotten what it’s like to 
be a child, to feel so utterly vulnerable and squishy!” 

 
Sylvia nodded slowly, her lips pressed into a thin, determined line, a quiet confirmation of his 

unspoken fears. “It’s exactly as I expected, Arthur. They simply don’t know how to handle 
these messy things, how to truly LISTEN. Poor Harriet. To feel so unsupported, so utterly 

ALONE when she needed them most…” She trailed off, her gaze fixed on the words, a pang 
of deep, wonderful sympathy warming her heart. 

 
But then, her expression softened beautifully, a glorious smile gradually BLOSSOMING 
across her face as she read the second part of the letter—the part about the magnificent 

summer holidays, the hopeful anticipation! 
 

“Oh, listen to this, Arthur!” she exclaimed, her voice absolutely brimming with warmth, a 
joyful, clear sound. “She’s so excited! She’s marked the days on her calendar! She misses 

us, bless her heart, and her little BADGER BANK is empty!” 
 

Arthur’s face brightened immediately, the earlier shadow lifting like a passing cloud. He let 
out a hearty, proper chuckle, a booming sound that echoed splendidly through the quiet 

farmhouse.  
 

“The little rascal! Dreaming of Bramble and shortbread, eh? Well, she’ll get plenty of both! 
And we’ll make sure she has the BEST SUMMER EVER, won’t we, Syl? A summer where 

she can truly spread her wings, even if only metaphorically for now.” 
 

Sylvia beamed, folding the precious letter with care, tucking it right into the pocket of her 
apron, close to her big, warm heart. “We certainly will. She deserves it. More than ever, it 
seems. Perhaps… perhaps it’s time to show her what TRUE RESILIENCE looks like...” 

 
Arthur paused then, his gaze drifting thoughtfully towards the new, slightly GLEAMING 

greenhouse. 
 

Now, this was no ordinary greenhouse. Oh, no. It was exceptionally large, built with sturdy, 
opaque panels rather than clear, transparent glass, and it was nestled discreetly behind a 

particularly dense clump of ancient, sprawling RHODODENDRONS, making it almost 
invisible from certain angles.  

 
He’d told the neighbours it was strictly for his prize-winning tomatoes, and indeed, a few 

hardy tomato plants, their leaves a vibrant, innocent green, were visible from the outside—a 
perfect, clever disguise. 

 
But inside… inside was a different story entirely. 

 



A thoughtful, utterly SECRETIVE expression settled on his face, momentarily replacing his 
earlier cheer. He rubbed his chin, a familiar, deep-in-thought habit he had whenever a new 

idea—perhaps a grand, glorious, and quite IMPOSSIBLE one—was brewing. 
 

“You know, Syl,” he said slowly, his eyes still utterly fixed upon the opaque greenhouse, a 
knowing, mischievous GLINT lurking in their depths, “hearing Harriet’s letter… it makes me 
think. Perhaps… perhaps it is time, after all.” A subtle, almost imperceptible TREMOR of 

excitement ran right through his words. 
 

Sylvia, who had been about to turn back to her important, kale-free kitchen duties, paused 
instantly. She looked at Arthur, and a flicker of deep understanding, a shared, silent, splendid 
SECRET KNOWLEDGE, passed like a swift gust of wind between them. A knowing look that 

spoke absolute volumes! 
 

“Time for what, dear?” she asked, though her tone suggested she already knew the answer, 
a distinct, thrilling spark of anticipation in her own eyes. 

 
Arthur turned fully to her, his eyes twinkling with a deeper, more genuinely MISCHIEVOUS 

light than usual, like magnificent embers suddenly fanned into brightness. “Time we told her. 
About everything! About… you. And about the truth of what lies behind those seemingly 

ordinary panels.” 
 

Sylvia’s lips curved into a faint, knowing smile—a quiet, powerful acknowledgment of the 
sheer enormity of his suggestion! “Arthur, are you quite SURE? We agreed it was for the 

best to keep it a secret. For her safety, and for ours, and for the delicate, fiddly BALANCE of 
everything we work so hard to maintain.” 

 
“I know, I know,” Arthur said, waving a grand, dismissive hand, brushing aside her sensible 
worries as if they were nothing more than bothersome gnats. “But look at the lass. She’s 
being bullied, she’s feeling lost. And she’s coming here, to us, to her SANCTUARY! This 

could be… a new, marvellous chapter for her. A way for her to truly understand what she’s 
capable of. What we’re capable of.” 

 
He leaned in, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial rumble. “And after all, she’s almost 

eleven. She’s not a little girl anymore, Syl. She’s ready for the TRUTH.” He gestured towards 
the magnificent greenhouse, a silent invitation, a wonderful, thumping promise of revelation. 

“And besides,” he added with a wink, “the new lab is finally ready.” 
 

Sylvia, with a fond, knowing smile, said, “Well, let’s go and see then, shall we?” A spark of 
her old, vibrant energy, a true, bubbling enthusiasm, returned to her eyes. “Let’s see if your 

latest marvel is truly prepared for its first EXTRAORDINARY VISITOR.” 
 

They walked towards the greenhouse, the scent of damp, rich earth and burgeoning, 
glorious life growing stronger with each step—a proper symphony of growing things! 

 
Arthur unlocked a discreet, almost INVISIBLE SIDE DOOR, pushing it open with a soft, 
satisfactory HISS—a quiet sigh of revelation! The air inside was warm and wonderfully 



humid, thick with a low, contented BUZZING, a vibrant hum that resonated with a subtle, 
electric energy. 

 
It wasn't just a greenhouse, you see. Oh, no. It was a hidden LABORATORY, a vibrant, 
humming ecosystem teeming with life and fantastic invention, a symphony of scientific 

curiosity!  
 

Rows of exotic, humming, quite UNBELIEVABLE plants lined one side, their leaves a riot of 
strange greens and purples, pulsating with an unseen life force. 

 
But alongside them, where a normal person might expect neat rows of miserable marrows or 
boring beans, stood gleaming WORKBENCHES laden with complex, bewildering scientific 

equipment: microscopes, centrifuges, beakers bubbling with strange, phosphorescent 
liquids, and intricate, delicate wiring that seemed to PULSE with a secret, hidden power! 

 
And, oh, the INSECTS! Everywhere! 

 
Not the usual, garden-variety sort of miserable aphids and cheerful ladybirds. These were 

something quite utterly different. Larger, more spectacularly COLOURFUL, some with 
iridescent wings that shimmered with impossible, dazzling hues, others with curiously 

segmented bodies that moved with surprising, intricate grace. They buzzed and clicked and 
chirped in specially designed enclosures, their sounds forming a curious, harmonious 

SYMPHONY, a proper chorus of tiny, extraordinary lives! 
 

Arthur beamed, gesturing around the whole fantastic space with a theatrical, triumphant 
FLOURISH, his eyes shining with pure, unadulterated pride. “Voilà! The next generation of… 

well, of everything, really. And ready for its first official recruit, I’d say.” He winked, a fine, 
conspiratorial glint in his eye! 

 
Sylvia chuckled, her eyes sparkling with delight, a warm, genuine laugh that echoed softly in 

the humid air. She walked over to a large, meticulously crafted glass enclosure, humming 
softly—a tune of quiet, KNOWING CONTENTMENT. Inside, a particularly energetic fly, 

considerably larger than a common housefly, with striking emerald green eyes that seemed 
to actually GLOW, zipped and hovered with remarkable, dazzling agility. It was a tiny, living, 

quite miraculous gem! 
 

“And who have we here, my little friend?” Sylvia cooed, extending a gloved finger. The 
marvellous fly, as if recognizing her voice, a wonderfully familiar melody, immediately 

LANDED on her fingertip, vibrating with excitement, its tiny legs tickling her skin. 
 

“No, it can't be.” 
 

“It is, Honey. It's Buzz.” Arthur said proudly, his voice softening with pure, beautiful affection. 
“But how?” Sylvia asked, her voice a gasp of absolute astonishment. “I haven't seen him in 

over fifty years since that fateful, terrible incident with The Red Widow. The day my career as 
a superhero ended.” 

 



“I did some experiments,” Arthur smiled, a look of immense satisfaction upon his face. “I 
know what a big, vital part of your life Buzz was. And I can see why. He’s got quite the 

personality, that one.  
And remarkably quick. Almost as quick as…” He winked again, a knowing, shared look 
passing between them, a long, glorious history of whispered secrets and impossible, 

dazzling feats! 
 

Sylvia smiled, a genuine, radiant smile that simply ERASED fifty years from her face, making 
her look younger, more vibrant, and wonderfully mischievous! She gently stroked Buzz’s tiny 

head with her other finger, an act of surprising, deep tenderness. The little fly’s wings 
fluttered rapidly, a soft, almost imperceptible HUM, like a tiny, magnificent engine warming 

up. 
 

“Harriet Finch,” Sylvia whispered to the excited fly, her voice filled with a mixture of immense 
tenderness and wonderful anticipation, a sense of DESTINY UNFOLDING. “A young girl, 

quite extraordinary in her own quiet way, who’s about to discover a world she never dreamed 
existed. A world where bravery isn’t about being loud or tough, but about understanding the 

hidden strengths within. A world where even the smallest creature can make the biggest, 
most WHIZZPOPPING difference!” 

 
Buzz buzzed louder, as if in absolute agreement, a tiny, vibrant chorus of affirmation. 

 
“This, my dear Buzz,” Sylvia continued, her gaze fixed on the eager fly, her eyes alight with a 
vision of the future, “is the beginning of the next installment of The Fly Girl.” She looked up, 

her eyes meeting Arthur’s, a silent, powerful pact passing between them. “And I have a 
feeling,” she added, a wicked, mischievous glint in her eyes, a hint of truly grand, glorious 

adventure, “that it’s going to be the most EXCITING ONE YET!” 
 


