


‘She’s escaped! Our prisoner’s escaped!’ 

Kitty was already running towards me. 

‘Get her!’ 

I didn’t stop to think. I raced round the back of the barn, still shedding bugs.  

I ran through an overgrown field and jumped over an abandoned piece of 

machinery left to rust in the long grass. But I had to change direction. Kitty won 

prizes at her school for running and I was not going back into that barn or anywhere 

else. 

I decided she wouldn’t want to get caught and turned towards the house. My 

fingers skimmed the wall to stop myself slipping as I skidded along the gravel. As I 

reached the back door I chanced a quick look back. Fliss had fallen way behind, but 

Kitty was close. Too close.  

As I leapt over the doorstep into the house, tore through the kitchen, straight 

past the library and into the main hall, I glimpsed my aunt and uncle in the small 

salon.  

My room was on the right and close, but it was too easy for Kitty to find. I raced 

back to the main hall, my trainers skidding on the waxed floor, but this time there was 

someone standing at the bottom of the staircase. Herman. 

He stood at least twice my height and loomed over me as I wobbled to a stop 

just short of barging into him. He stared down his long nose as I held my breath and 

waited to be told off, already flipping through three potential excuses. Instead, his 

gaze shifted to something behind me. I turned to look. 



Kitty!  

I hopped nervously from foot to foot. Then, to my complete surprise, Herman 

moved aside to let me upstairs.  

Upstairs was out of bounds. I couldn’t believe it, but I was already racing up 

two stairs at a time as Kitty rattled down the corridor. I reached the first-floor balcony 

and heard her slowing down, but not stopping. I’d have to go further. On the second 

floor I stopped to catch my breath, listening to both cousins at the foot of the stairs.  

‘We should leave her,’ Fliss said, panting. ‘I don’t want to go up there. Armuth 

said.’ 

‘No,’ Kitty said, ‘we have to. Come on! It’s the only way she could have gone.’ 

‘But what about Mum?’ Fliss said. 

While they argued I crept up to the third floor. The landing split left and right 

with doors along each side and a dim, gloomy light seeping through the broken 

shutters. 

I rattled door handles, one after another, hearing two sets of footsteps on the 

stairs getting closer and closer, but every door was locked. I could hear puffing and 

would swear I felt their hot breath on my neck. I reached for the last door at the very 

end of the corridor, twisted the handle and . . . it opened!  

I flew into the room then shut the door quietly behind me and leant against it.  

The room smelt musty and stale. The dust I’d disturbed began to crawl up my 

nose. I pinched it, but the tickling got worse and worse.  



Kitty and Fliss were prowling along the third floor. They were trying door 

handles and finding each one locked, just like I had. I gripped mine, hoping that if I 

held on tightly enough, I could make them think this one was locked too. But the urge 

to sneeze was getting worse and worse. I couldn’t stop it coming. I squeezed my eyes 

tight, but it was no good. 

‘Achoo.’ 

I pressed my ear to the door and heard them right outside. Had they heard me? I 

held my breath and listened. 

‘Six, seven, eight,’ Fliss said. ‘They’re all locked.’ 

‘She must have gone down another way,’ Kitty said. ‘Come on.’ 

I heard their footsteps fade. I sighed and sagged against the door. After a few 

seconds I felt about for a light, but there was nothing on the wall by the door. 

Noticing a chink of light across the room, I walked over to the window and pulled 

back the heavy curtain. But as light flooded the room through the broken boards, so 

did a swirling grey cloud of dust. I doubled over, coughing and sneezing, my eyes 

streaming. The dust began to settle.  

Then there was a sneeze behind me. 

I froze. 

I turned to the door but it was shut. No one had come in. I looked round the 

room at the bulging furniture shapes under sheets, and smudges across the floor where 

my footprints had disturbed the carpet of dust. Nothing looked out of place. 

The back of my neck began to prickle. I thought of the face at the window last 



night and suddenly, out of the corner of my eye, something moved on the far wall.  

A mirror peeked out from under a greying cloth. It reflected half of me, ripped 

tights and all. Suddenly the mirror bulged like those ones at fairs that make you taller 

or fatter. Distracted, I pulled the heavy cloth away. 

The mirror was huge, easily twice the size of me. It had a bevelled edge running 

around its octagon shape and silver splotches spreading across it like a pretty mould. 

Now I was up close I looked blurry, as if my edges were smudged. I ran my hand over 

it and thick, fluffy grey clumps of dust coated my fingers. The silvered splotches 

didn’t budge even when I tried to scrape some with my nail. I was thinking about 

writing my name in them when the mirror bulged again. The bulges settled into thick 

waves rippling across the surface until I couldn’t see myself in it any more. But I 

could see something else. The mirror was now full of flickering light, with twenty, 

maybe thirty candles of all different shapes and sizes. 

I spun round, but there was nothing behind me but a bare wall with wallpaper 

dripping to the floor. It was the same old dusty room it was five minutes ago. But the 

mirror was showing me another room! 

Suddenly something flickered at the edge of my vision. I turned back to the 

mirror, and gasped.  

A boy was standing right in the middle.  

For a second we stared at each other. Then he screamed. 

 

 


