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the harbour, Blair slipped it into the pocket of her damp 
denim jacket. Her dad glanced over and she pretended 
to be adjusting one of her badges – the one that read 
OUR PLANET! OUR FUTURE! SCHOOL STRIKE FOR 
CLIMATE.

“Here we go,” her dad said as they hit the cobbles. “After 
all these years!”

The worst of the storm seemed to have passed: the 
thunder had moved away, but the world was still mired in 
drizzle as they followed a small yellow hatchback, piloted 
by Blair’s mum, into the village of Roscoe. 

The village had the same name as the island because it 
was the only village on the island and, from what Blair had 
gathered, the only really habitable part of it. There was 
just one road, overgrown lanes branching off it leading 
to long, low houses with lumpy, whitewashed walls and 
windows in their sloping roofs. At the edge of the harbour 
were the island’s only shop and a pub. There were a few 
bed and breakfasts in a row, but Blair observed no signs of 
life other than a calico cat sitting on a fence post, watching 
them pass. 

This place was a ghost town. Did it really need another 
B&B?

Worse still, the hatchback and the van continued past 
the village. The road became a winding, single-track lane 
leading seemingly to nowhere, bordered by a restless sea 
on one side and bleak moorland on the other.

Blair dug her phone out of her pocket and angled the 
screen away from her dad.
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Piles of junk spilled from the outbuildings onto the grass 
in the front.

It seemed like no one had lived here for a long, long 
time. Blair’s parents had never mentioned that. 

“It’s a fixer-upper, all right,” said her dad delightedly. “I 
remember when we first laid eyes on this house thirteen 
years ago, Blair. On our holiday not long after you were 
born. I thought, Now that place has potential.”

The hatchback parked up in front of them. By the time 
Blair had climbed out of the van, her mum was already 
gazing up at the house, hands on hips. The frown lines 
around her eyes seemed fainter than usual as she said, “It’s 
bigger than I remembered.”

Blair pulled her jacket tighter against the wind, but her 
parents didn’t even seem to notice the miserable weather.

“See how much has been done already, myszka.” Blair’s 
dad gestured to a fresh patch of black tiles on the roof. 
“That was all collapsed – uninhabitable!”

“It’s a miracle it’s ready for us to move in,” her mum 
remarked.

Her dad nodded gravely. “It certainly is, when every 
builder in the Hebrides is convinced our house is cursed.”

“Cursed?” Blair repeated. They’d never mentioned that 
either.

Her mum waved them onwards, ignoring Blair. “Let’s 
get inside.”

Blair trailed her parents up the overgrown garden path. 
Her dad unlocked the front door and turned to Blair, 
gesturing her through first.
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Blair stepped through the porch into the shadowy 
kitchen. Wires dangled from the ceiling, which was stained 
brown in patches. Beside the old stove, tiles were cracked 
and missing from the wall. Cupboard doors hung from 
their hinges, and the lino flooring was burnt and peeling. 
Her dad was looking to her for a reaction, but she couldn’t 
find any words. 

Her mum bustled in behind them and moved 
determinedly to the window above the sink. “All it needs 
is a little light,” she said, pushing back the curtains, then 
cutting short a shriek as a fat brown spider dropped out of 
the frilly pink fabric. 

Her dad took a few strides deeper into the room, 
throwing his arms wide. “Home, sweet home!” he  
declared. One of his boots crunched on a snail; Blair 
covered her mouth and tried not to gag. 

Even though it was mostly empty, there was something 
about the place that gave it the air of being freshly 
abandoned. A painting of deer on a hillside still hung 
crookedly from a hook, and a single shoe waited beside 
the porch. Blair felt like an intruder.

Her parents gave her a tour of their plans for the B&B, 
but most of it went in one ear and out the other as Blair 
turned her unresponsive phone over in her hands. Through 
the hallway were the pantry, a bathroom, and two rooms 
destined to become a sitting room and the breakfast room. 
Upstairs, three guest rooms, another bathroom and her 
parents’ bedroom. In the attic, up a narrow staircase, they 
planned to install another two bedrooms. 
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There would be a lot of strangers around, basically. 
“Where do I sleep?” Blair asked, suddenly troubled by the 
realisation that they hadn’t pointed out a space for her. 

With conspiratory smiles, her parents led her back 
down to the ground floor, into the kitchen. At the far side 
was a door Blair hadn’t noticed. Her mum pushed it open, 
beckoning for Blair to take a closer look. 

She stared through the doorway at a bare room with a 
window looking out to sea, and no furniture besides an 
ancient, lopsided wardrobe against one wall. 

“Your own wing!” her dad said from behind her.
“A bit more private here, isn’t it?” her mum added. “Out 

of the way.”
Out of  your way, Blair thought. 
“What do you think?” her dad prodded.
Blair shrugged. “Yeah.”
Her dad’s laugh was incredulous. “Yeah?!”
Blair’s mum cleared her throat. “If we could have 

brought you with us to view the place you know we would 
have. But we knew this was the house of our dreams and 
we had to make a quick decision—”

“It’s fine,” Blair cut over her. Hearing her mum trying 
to be reasonable was almost too much to bear. She did 
what she had to do: she bared her teeth in what she hoped 
was a convincing smile. Then she reached for the handle 
and gently closed the door in her parents’ hopeful faces. 
A moment later she heard them shuffling away and their 
voices raised in exclamation over something new.

Blair turned back to the room and took a deep breath. 
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The rain had picked up again and was lashing against the 
window, the wind howling beyond.

She pulled her phone out of her pocket. No messages, 
no notifications – no signal. 

She was hundreds of miles from the only home she’d 
ever known, and she couldn’t even send a message to the 
friends she’d had to leave behind.

She couldn’t help it. Hot tears were rolling down her 
face before she could stop them. Blair pushed her glasses 
up her head and dashed the tears away with the back of 
one hand.

Cheep!
Blair froze. The sound was loud and sharp and animal. 
Were there birds nesting in the rafters? She glanced 

through the window but couldn’t see anything nest-like. 
And it had sounded so close…

Cheep!
She jerked around – she hadn’t imagined the sound. 

Could it have been a mouse? But she hadn’t seen anything 
move. 

Cheep!
There it was again! The sound, more urgent than 

before, echoed like it was in a chamber. 
Blair’s eyes landed on the tilting wardrobe against the 

far wall. She approached it warily, laid her hand on the 
doorknob and then pulled it open in one quick movement, 
ready to confront whatever lay in wait inside.

Light from the room flooded into the dark cupboard 
and revealed only a single furry, moth-eaten coat hanging 
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at one end of the rail. The back of the cupboard was 
missing, and there was a crack in the stone where light 
shone through from the world beyond. 

The gap in the wall was filled with dried grass and moss, 
sculpted into a cosy round space.

A nest.
Cheep!
Blair looked down and there, on the base of the 

wardrobe, was a little pink alien: a baby bird, fresh as 
anything, only a little feather fluff on its jellyfish body. She 
wondered if that meant it was freshly hatched. 

“Hello there,” said Blair. The bird wriggled and chirped 
at her again. She peeked into the nest and saw fragments of 
pale eggshell; her suspicions were confirmed. But if it was 
that fresh, it must have fallen out of the nest, and there was 
no way it was going to get back up.

Blair crouched down. She was surprised by the way her 
heart sped up when she reached for the creature, by the 
hesitation she felt before she scooped the soft, warm body 
into her palms. She paused for a moment, feeling the little 
life in her hands. The bird was quiet; its eyes were closed, 
and it seemed soothed by her touch, calmly radiating 
heat like a tiny hot water bottle. But then its eyes opened, 
and her breath caught. They were pale violet, shockingly 
bright, like heather shot through with an electric current. 
She hadn’t known there were birds with eyes like that.

Blair cleared a patch of eggshell so that she could 
deposit the little creature gently into the centre of the nest. 
“There you go,” she said as she set it down. There was no 
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