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CHAPTER ONE 

A Shock on the Moor 
 

Whoosh! The tiny vessel sped down the rapidly-moving river. Its sole occupant, arms 

rigid and elbows locked, clung tightly to the sides of the craft. The boat caught up in 

an eddy and spiralled as it continued on its journey, then once again joined the fast-

moving current. 

‘Woo hoo!’ yelled its pilot, and disappeared into a wall of white water. 

 

The little car had long since left the city and now began the last leg of its journey into 

the countryside. Its occupants had maintained a stony silence since leaving the 

motorway over an hour earlier. Jeannie slumped in the back seat of the car and 

scowled at the back of her father’s head. 

‘Almost there!’ said her mother brightly. Jeannie made a loud tutting sound. 

‘We’ve been over this a hundred times,’ her father protested, a note of irritation in his 

voice. ‘We both have to work this summer, and anyway, you love staying with 

Granny and Grandpa!’ 

‘But I want to be with my friends...’ Jeannie began. 

‘There’s nothing we can do Jeannie,’ her mother interrupted. ‘I understand you’d 

rather be at home, but it just isn’t possible!’ Jeannie stared out of the window, silent 

and furious. 

‘We compromised by allowing you your own phone,’ she continued, turning in her 

seat to look at her daughter. Jeannie had been hinting that she wanted, no, needed a 

mobile of her own for months. Her arguments had been insistent and persuasive. All 

her friends had one, she would be able to call for help in an emergency, and it wasn’t 

fair that she should miss out, but her parents had been unrelenting. Jeannie was not to 

be allowed her own phone. Until, that is, it was decided that she must spend all of the 

summer holiday at her grandparents’ cottage in the countryside. Ever since she could 

remember, Granny and Grandpa had cared for her whilst her parents went out to work. 

She had enjoyed being with them when she was younger, but now she wanted to be 

with her friends. The many arguments which ensued from this decision were quelled 

only by her parents relenting and reluctantly embarking on a shopping trip, which 

culminated in Jeannie leaving the phone store with a huge grin on her face and a shiny 

new mobile in her hands. Now that the long summer holiday was upon her however, 

the much longed-for phone had rather lost its appeal. 

‘They don’t even have a computer!’ Jeannie replied disdainfully, ‘and there’s no 

satellite TV! What am I supposed to do all summer?’ Nobody spoke. The car sped 

along through the countryside, its three occupants lost in their own thoughts. 



‘There they are!’ her mother cried suddenly. The car came to a halt outside a beautiful 

stone cottage. Granny and Grandpa were sitting on a bench, waiting to greet their 

guests. Granny waved at Jeannie and beckoned her to get out, but she remained 

defiantly in her seat, refusing to acknowledge her grandparents. 

‘Come on, out you get!’ Her mother’s voice was a little shrill as she shooed a sulking 

Jeannie out of the car. ‘Don’t you dare make a scene!’ she hissed at her daughter, at 

the same time smiling broadly at her elderly parents. 

‘Hello dear,’ cried Granny, hugging Jeannie close. ‘Gosh, you’ve grown since we saw 

you last!’ 

‘Quite the young lady!’ agreed Grandpa. ‘Let’s get your things inside.’ Despite her 

fury at being abandoned in the middle of nowhere, Jeannie thawed a little. She was 

glad to see her grandparents. 

‘I’ve got a mobile phone Granny!’ she announced, pulling the new phone from the 

pocket of her shorts. ‘Look, it’s got a camera, and the internet, and...’ 

‘That’ll be no use to you here Jeannie!’ said Grandpa in surprise. ‘We don’t have a 

signal, it’s too remote a place to receive one.’ Jeannie had gone very pale. 

‘No…no signal?’ Her voice shook. ‘Are...are you sure?’ 

 ‘Oh yes,’ Grandpa assured her. ‘We can get a signal when we go into town, but…’ 

‘But that’s miles away!’ spluttered Jeannie. ‘How can I stay in touch with my 

friends?’ 

‘Never mind dear, you can always write to them,’ Granny suggested. Jeannie glared at 

her. 

‘Write a letter?’ she spat, disdainfully. 

‘Jeannie, go and watch television until you’ve calmed down,’ growled her father. 

‘Oh, we got rid of the TV last week,’ said Grandpa brightly. ‘There’s never anything 

on it worth watching!’ Jeannie turned to face her parents, tears of frustration coursing 

down her face. 

‘The whole summer?’ she cried in anguish, ‘With no phone, no TV, no…no nothing?’ 

Jeannie took a step back. 

‘It’s not fair! You can’t leave me here! I hate you! I hate you both!’ she yelled, and 

fled indoors. 

 

Jeannie ran upstairs to the spare bedroom. It was exactly as it had always been. The 

beautiful, intricately-carved old bed stood against one wall, opposite the window. The 

multi-coloured patchwork quilt which Granny had sewn many years before, was 

folded back to reveal crisp, white cotton sheets and a pair of soft feather pillows. In 

the corner stood her mother’s childhood rocking horse, his white paintwork faded and 

his brown leather saddle worn and shiny. Jeannie leapt onto the bed. It was as 

comfortable and bouncy as ever. Outside, the sky was clear and the sun shone. She 

knew that later, when the sun had gone, the stars would twinkle down on the village. 

There would be lights on in a few of the other houses, but otherwise all would be dark. 

There were no street lights on the outskirts of the village, no garish yellow to pollute 

the night sky. Jeannie never slept with the curtains closed at her grandparents’ house. 

There was no need. She woke each morning to the sound of birdsong and looked out 



onto the beauty of the ever-changing moor. At home, she could not go out alone, as 

the city was too busy and dangerous. But here, out in the countryside, she could roam 

free. Although she missed her friends at home, she still loved this place. There were 

muffled voices coming from the garden. Jeannie heard footsteps on the stairs. There 

was a pause, then Granny tapped hesitantly on the bedroom door. 

‘Jeannie dear, they have to go now. Come and say goodbye,’ said Granny softly. 

Jeannie stayed silent. 

‘Please dear, they have to go straight to work, they’ll be late, please?’ Jeannie 

scowled at her reflection in the mirror and maintained her silence. 

‘Come on Jeannie,’ called her father, ‘we have to go now!’ 

‘Go then!’ she replied through gritted teeth. ‘Work’s always more important than 

me!’ Jeannie heard her father sigh heavily and mutter something under his breath. She 

took hold of the door handle, about to relent, then she remembered: no TV, no phone, 

nothing to do all summer! She slammed the door closed and flopped onto the bed. Hot, 

angry tears stung her eyes. Then she heard the engine of her parents’ car rumble into 

life. Jeannie climbed off the bed and looked out of her window. She could see the car 

heading off down the drive towards the road. 

‘They didn’t even say goodbye,’ she murmured. She turned away from the window 

and, tears still stinging her eyes, she made her way downstairs. Jeannie knew she 

ought to apologise to her grandparents for her behaviour, but she couldn’t find the 

words. The thought of the endless, tedious, eventless summer which stretched before 

her made her want to scream. 

I’m going out Granny,’ she called loudly, ‘I’ll see you later.’ 

‘But...Jeannie?’ Granny cried her voice wavering slightly. Jeannie stopped in her 

tracks. Granny sounded upset. She ought to go back inside to comfort her. Then her 

anger rose again. There was a lump in her throat and she could not trust herself to 

offer any kind words to her grandparents. Without bothering to tie the laces on her 

trainers, she fled into the garden, slamming the door behind her. 

 

Jeannie took her phone from her pocket as she strode out onto the moor. She stared at 

the screen, willing a signal to appear. Nothing. Her mind was in turmoil. She loved 

her grandparents, but what on earth was there to do here? Her friends had plans to 

meet up for swimming, cinema trips and sleepovers, and she would miss it all. She 

stared again at the phone, and shook it in frustration. The screen still displayed the 

words ‘no signal’ on its top left-hand corner. Jeannie sighed. Maybe if she climbed 

further up onto the moor? 

 

It was mid-July and so far it had rained all summer. Usually at this time of year the 

grass was soft and lush, sprinkled with purple heather and fluffy white cotton grass. 

Now the slopes were scored with deep, narrow furrows, each carrying the run-off of 

water from the crest of the moor. Some of the larger streams had become waterfalls, 

cascading down where the land sloped suddenly. Others were more shallow, running 

alongside the moor’s pathways, tinkling and babbling as they went. 

 



It was by such a stream that Jeannie now sat. Perched on a rock, she glanced once 

more at her still-dormant phone then peered into the distance at the city. It shimmered 

in the sunlight. 

‘So many people in the city,’ thought Jeannie, pushing a tangle of long blonde hair off 

her face, ‘all my friends, having fun, and up here, there’s just me.’ 

 

Then, something flashed by. Jeannie, startled, leapt from her seat and, tripping over 

her own feet, stumbled downstream. There! It was an old sycamore leaf, caught in the 

current. The huge leaf, ablaze with the colours of early autumn, had curled up at the 

edges to form the shape of a bowl. Small pieces of smooth wood had been fitted to the 

inside to serve as seats. The outer surface of the leaf had been coated in tree sap which 

had dried hard, preserving the boat’s shape and keeping it waterproof. The leaf boat 

spun and twisted, pitched and lurched, before finally capsizing, sending its occupant 

sprawling head-first into the water, limbs flailing. A ragged figure scrambled and 

clawed its way onto the bank of the stream by Jeannie’s feet. It lay, panting and 

gasping for breath, eventually managing to sit upright. Staggering unsteadily to its 

hind feet, the creature shook the cold water from its fur. ‘That…,’ it shouted, ‘…was 

amazing!’ 

Jeannie dropped her phone. 
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