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and the Ghost of a Mouse
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Chapter One
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There it was agam

A sigh, soft and sad zad ending i 2 B squeni:
Ada looked across the bedroom 2= Se e e
"Who's there?’ she whispesed
Ada was the only child of Loed Gadh of

Ghastly-Gorm Hall, the Smmows cing poes. Her

mother had been 2 beantifid ogherore walker Sem

Thessalonika, whom Lord Gosh bad mes and

married on hus travels. Unsorrusaeci Pacthesope

had been killed when Ada was ssilla ol wih
practising on the roof of Ghassy-Gor Halll

during a thunderstorma, P
Lond Goth never talled about that wenibie

night. Insread he staved at home i bis age




shut away in his study writing extremely long
poems. When he wasn’t writing, Lord Goth spent
his time riding his hobby horse Pegasus, around
the grounds and taking potshots at the garden
ornaments with a blunderbuss. Before long he
had acquired a reputation for being mad, bad and
dangerous to gnomes.

Since the accident, Lord Goth had taken to
believing that children should be

heard and not seen. He insisted

that Ada wear big, clumpy boots
whenever she walked down the
/ ¥ corridors and passageways of
< Ghastly-Gorm Hall. That

way, he could hear her
footsteps approaching

and avoid seeing
. her by ducking
U mto his study where
4 M@ 3 he wasn’t to be

= 3, . disturbed,
®
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This meant that Ada didn’t
see much of her father, which
sometimes made her sad, but
she understood. Once a week,
when she took tea with him in
the long gallery, Ada would see
Lord Goth'’s expression change
whenever their eyes met. His look
of intense sadness was enough to tell
Ada that he was being reminded of her mother,
Parthenope, the beautiful tightrope walker, and the
terrible tragedy that had occurred. With her black
curly hair and green eyes, Ada looked just like her.
(Ada knew this because she had inherited a locket
with a miniature portrait of Parthenope inside.)

‘Who's there? Ada whispered, a little more

loudly this time.
‘Only me,’ came a small voice from somewhere

in the shadows.

Ada slipped her feet into the black leather
pumps beside the bed. They were her mother’s
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rightropc—\\'alking slippers, a little big but very
comfortable and, most importantly of all, very
quiet. Ada liked to wear them to creep around
Ghastly-Gorm Hall. Exploring was her favourite
thing to do, especially at night when everyone
else was sleeping. Because, even though Ada had
lived there all her life, the Hall was so big there
were still rooms she had never been into and
outbuildings hidden in overgrown parts of the
grounds that she had yet to explore.

Ada stepped on to the faded Anatolian carpet,
holding the candle out in front of her. There, just
visible on a faded patch in the centre, was a small
figure, white and shimmering and slightly see-
tln‘ough.

Ada's eyes opened wide.

“You're a mouse!’ she exclaimed.

The mouse shimmered palely and gave another

sigh that ended with a soft squeak,
T used to be,’ it said with a shake of the head,

’
~put now I'm the ghost of a mouse.
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Being so old and so big, GhasdysGorm Hall
was home to quite a few ghosts. There was g,
white nun who sometimes appeared in the lone
gallery on moonlit nights, the black monk whe
oc-casionalllv haunted the short gaﬂery and the
beige curate who slid down the banisters of the
grand staircase on the first Tuesday of each
1-110r1rh. They usually mumbled, wailed softly or
111 tbc case of the curate, sang in a high-pitched ’
1sping voice, b ; ] 1
un}lik :grhis mo:lstc .they never actually said anything,
‘Have you been a ghost for long?" Ada asked
putting the candle down and sitting cross—legge’d

on the carpet.

Tdon't thi
t think so’ sa;
‘ s0," said the ghost of
of a mouse.
You see, the last thin :

along the corridor of
the house I'q never b

g I remember was scuttling
adusty, cobwebby part of

i
enin before” The motise
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hole in the skirting board of your father’s study

cast, | did have ...

acl
and let out another lictle sigh

The mouse pnuscd
before changing the subject.
“You must be the daughtcr,' it said, looking up

at Ada. “The little Goth girl. The one
ind in those big

0
& o,

that stomps arot

boots.”

“That's right. My name’s Ada,’
said Ada politcly. ‘What's yours?’
‘Call me Ishmael, said the ghost
of a mouse. ‘Anyway, I was
keeping to the shadows, head
down, when I picked up this
delicious scent wafting
down the corridor
towards me. Well, I
couldn’t resist. I
followed my
quivering nose

and it led

'THE BEIGE
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me to this lump of cheese — yellow with bluish Bits‘
and a smell like a stable boy’s socks . . !

=t Ishmael closed his eyes and his entjre
Not body flickered appreciatively.

Bluc Cornly | “Sounds like Blue Gormly™,” said Ada,
iiﬁ;ﬁi’,ﬂfﬂ There were several truckles in the kitchen
](',';T:,CIJ‘U( larder the last time Ada looked. Not that

¢ I\%q"(;:,[;g;[“"h she went to the kitchen very often. It was
I\%:ixlltb\lﬁgld‘ run by Mrs Beat’em, who was very large
(;'f(dg;l\f"(;zl\ and very loud and far scarier than any

! |(|0|';\?L:;(:Od ghost. .S}.IC spent her time Inventing recipes

! e l?lf(’ lul,c and writing them down in an enormous

; Prsaly | book while shouting at her kitchen maids

| ‘,ll"']';k“ s making them cry. Her food was

: &\ : extremely complicated and often difficult

' é&\; LO .Gat, needing twenty-three different

3 oy | knives, forks and SPOOns at breakfast and
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ft-boiled cgg and soldiers herself.
E. 7 said Ishmael. ‘It smelled

Jormly?
‘Blue Gormly )
atever it was. I reached out to tak

il

delicious, wh
. SNAP!
E\'Cr)'rhing went
black." He gave a
lictle shudder.
“The next

thing I know,

it when ..

I'm white and
see-through

and hovering

in the air N 7

in the ai A

looking $ | ,@@ ‘\

down at 7 ) /(@\ i
()

myself / o

caught > L \

na
horrible
mouse-

trap.’



;
:

slippers, Ada followed Ishmael as he led her out

: Moonlight flooded through the tall windows,

‘How awful said Ada.
[ couldn't bear to ook, said Ishmael sadly,

‘<o 1 floated away and, I don’t know why, but
something drew me here, to your room ..
‘Perhaps I can help, said Ada, although she
wasn't exactly sure what she could do.
Tshmael shrugged and said, ‘T don’t see how —
he paused —‘unless ... %
“Unless what?’ said Ada. |
* ‘Unless you came with me and collected the trap
ghost of a mouse said, his whiskers quivering.
I f.:" any more innocent mice get hurt.”
‘That's a good idea," said Ada.
"‘Tiptoeing silently in her tightrope-walking

bedroom, down the corridor and through the
ong gallery towards the top of the grand staircase.

lluminating the portraits on the walls. There was no
sign of the white nun, Ada noted, but the eyes of the.
portraits seemed to follow her as she tiptoed past.
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'~ no sign of the beige curate, so she

~ climbed on to the banister and slid

There was the Ist Lord Goth, with
a pudding-bowl haircut and a lacy
ruff, and the 3rd Lord Goth, with
a painted-on beauty spot. The
5th Lord Goth had a lopsided
powdered wig and a big belly and

seemed to be in a bad mood.

“This way,’ said Ishmael, floating &
o

down the stairs.
Ada looked around. There was

to the foot of the staircase with a
big whoosh.
At the bottom of the stairs Ishmael
was waiting for her.
‘The corridor was somewhere over
there,” he said, pointing. Ada felt a
flutter in the pit of her stomach.
‘The broken wing!’ she breathed.

Ada’s home was enormous. There
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Since then Lord Goth seemed to have forgot,
Al about Ada’s education, which was just as wel]
because Ada had had quite enough of governess,
for the time being.

The full moon shone down on the Back of
Beyond Garden (unfinished) and Ada made a men
note to come back and explore it properly in the
daylight. Turning away, she was just about to
take the path that led round to the front of the
west wing and let herself in through the Byzantin
windows of the Venetian terrace when she heard a
piercing squawk.

Ada looked up.

- Swooping down out of the night sky came
an enormous white bird with a curved yellow
beak and a sticking-plaster cross on its belly. It
glided over Ada’s head and landed on the roof
of a tumbledown stone building half hidden
by undergrowth. As Ada watched, the bird
disappeared through a hole in the tiled roof.

‘Well, I never!’ said a lictle voice, and, looking













“Well, after that things went from bad to worse
until finally I just had to get away from it all” The
Polar Explorer wiped his eyes and smiled at Ada,
‘So I borrowed a ship and went to the North Pole,
Lovely place — beautiful scenery. But not very
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Explorer was fascinating, but it was so late it was

beginning to be early. Nn'ﬂﬂ H“HI |

‘Oh, I don’t know Lord Goth personally,’
CONMD THROUGH THE DELAPIDATED QUARTERS OF THE BROKEN WING OF

admitted the Polar Explorer, ‘But I do know Mary GHASTLY.-GORM HALL AND NAVIGATED ON TH. SELFSAME HORBY HORSES. AN
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