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“What are you doing up out of bed, young lady?”  Ashleigh craned around in 

her chair to look at her five year old daughter, Sarah, who had appeared in the 

doorway.  She was a pretty little thing with dark brown hair and clear blue eyes.  She 

hovered in the doorway awkwardly clutching Baa Baa, her cuddly lamb.  “Can’t you 

sleep?” 

“No,” the little girl muttered.  “There’s someone in my room.”  Ashleigh held 

her hand out to her daughter and Sarah went to her. 

“Say that again? Someone in your room?  Are you sure you haven’t just had a 

bad dream, sweetheart?” 

“No, they were sitting on the end of my bed and they woke me up.  They want 

me to go with them.”  Ashleigh looked hard at Sarah for a few moments.  Her 

daughter didn’t look as if she was playing a game.  Ashleigh shivered. 

“Okay, Sarah, it’s alright.  I’ll go have a look.”  Ashleigh’s heart thudded in 

her chest as she got up from her chair and headed upstairs.  What if there really was 

someone in Sarah’s room?  Alan wouldn’t be home for a couple of hours yet – what 

could she do against an intruder?  She stood silently at the top of the stairs for a few 

moments, listening for any sounds coming from Sarah’s room.  Nothing.  She noticed 

Sarah standing at the foot of the stairs looking up at her.  She straightened her back 

and tried to look confident.  She couldn’t let Sarah see she was scared. 

She smiled benevolently down at her daughter.  Sarah hugged Baa Baa tighter 

and sucked her thumb.  Ashleigh pursed her lips; she made a mental note to stop 

Sarah sucking her thumb before it ruined her teeth.  This is stupid, she thought to 
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herself as she walked slowly down the dark landing towards Sarah’s room.  Of course 

there would be no one there!  Sarah had just had a bad dream, that’s all.  Children 

have such vivid imaginations.  Outside Sarah’s bedroom, Ashleigh paused.  The door 

was closed and as she rested a cold hand on the handle she frowned at her thudding 

heart.  She looked longingly over her shoulder at the bright light shining up from the 

stairwell and she chided herself for not having turned the landing light on. 

But she was being stupid.  There wasn’t anyone in Sarah’s room. 

She pushed the door open.  Sarah’s bedside lamp was on but the pool of light 

didn’t extend beyond the corners of the bed.  She fumbled for the light switch on the 

wall and squinted as light flooded the room.  A quick glance around confirmed there 

was no one there.  She was about to turn away when something stopped her.  She felt 

the hairs prick up on the back of her neck as she noticed a dent at the bottom of 

Sarah’s bed as if someone had been sitting there.   

“... they were sitting on the end of my bed and they woke me up...”   

Ashleigh frowned.  She had put Sarah to bed herself and there wasn’t anyone 

else home.  She shook her head.  She was being silly.  Sarah had suggested that there 

had been someone in her room and now she was jumping at shadows.  She left the 

light on and flipped the landing light on too as she went back downstairs.  Sarah was 

exactly where Ashleigh had left her, hugging Baa Baa and sucking her thumb. 

“It’s alright, there’s no one there,” she said soothingly.  “Take your thumb out 

of your mouth, dear.  You’ll make your teeth go funny.” 

“Are you sure they’ve gone?” Sarah asked quietly as she followed Ashleigh 

back up to her room. 

“Very sure.  There’s no one there to bother you, I promise.”  Ashleigh was 

convinced Sarah had just had a bad dream.  There was nothing sinister going on.  The 
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window in Sarah’s room was always shut firmly at night, whatever the weather. “So 

what did your visitor look like?” Ashleigh asked, playing along with Sarah out of 

curiosity.  She wondered what imaginary being Sarah would come up with.  Probably 

a giant or something from one of her favourite bedtime tales. 

“He was small with pointy ears,” Sarah began.  Ah, definitely from one of her 

stories, Ashleigh smiled indulgently.  “He had long black hair and blue eyes and he 

said his name was Marius.” 

Marius?  Where on earth would she have got a name like that from?  Ashleigh 

didn’t recall reading Sarah any stories with a character called Marius.  It sounded like 

a Roman name or something. 

“Oh, really?  And what did Marius say to you, honey?”  Ashleigh asked as she 

helped Sarah into bed, tucking the covers in around her.  She smoothed Sarah’s hair 

away from her face knowing that she shouldn’t really be encouraging her daughter’s 

imagination in such a way, but found she was unable to stop herself. 

“He wanted me to go with him.  Through the hole in the wall.” 

“Really?” Ashleigh smiled down at her serious-faced daughter.  “What was 

through the hole in the wall?” 

“He said he lived in the Summerlands.  Where are the Summerlands, mummy?  

Is it near grandma and grandpa’s house?”  Ashleigh giggled and shook her head, her 

short brown hair falling into her eyes. 

“I don’t know where the Summerlands are, I’m afraid.  Perhaps it’s a special 

place where pixies and fairies live.”  

“Yes,” Sarah nodded.  “Marius looked like a fairy.  He said that if I went with 

him I could have lots of sweets and a puppy!” 
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“Did he now,” Ashleigh mused.  “Well, I’m proud that Marius didn’t manage 

to tempt my little girl away with such daft promises.  You know better than to go off 

with strange fairies, don’t you?”  Sarah nodded solemnly.  “Now, you go to sleep 

otherwise you will be asleep at school tomorrow, won’t you?”  Sarah screwed her 

eyes shut to prove to Ashleigh that she would, indeed, be going to sleep. 

Ashleigh smoothed the covers over the top of her daughter and kissed her 

goodnight. 

“Mummy, leave my door open a bit, please?”  Ashleigh frowned.  Her 

daughter wasn’t normally frightened of the dark.  The bad dream must have upset her.  

Ashleigh thought about getting a nightlight for her but she didn’t want Sarah to get 

used to having a light on all the time.  But then again, she supposed, it was only 

natural, wasn’t it?  A lot of people were scared of the dark – especially children.    

Ashleigh left the door ajar and went back downstairs.  She settled down into 

her chair again and tried to get back into the film she had been watching but her mind 

kept on wandering.  Marius.  What an odd name for Sarah to have come up with.   

And a fairy no less.  She jumped as she heard a loud bump coming from upstairs.  She 

turned the television down and sat up to listen.  There it was again.  She got to her feet 

and went to the foot of the stairs.  She could hear Sarah laughing.  Was that child ever 

going to go to sleep? 

“Sarah!” Ashleigh called.  “I thought I told you bed!”  But Sarah’s giggling 

continued.  Ashleigh scowled as she marched up the stairs.  She was beginning to get 

ratty at the interruptions to her film.   

Thump!   

What on earth was she doing?  Ashleigh reached Sarah’s door and paused with 

her hand pressed up against the wood.  The door was closed.  Leaning closer to the 
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door, Ashleigh thought she could hear a voice whispering.  Was Sarah talking to Baa 

Baa, perhaps she was telling him to be quiet in case mummy heard?  She frowned and 

then pushed the door open.  Sarah was sitting up in bed again with the light on. 

“Sarah,” Ashleigh began sternly. 

“He came back, mummy.  Marius came back.  He keeps on asking me to go 

with him.” 

“Sarah, this isn’t funny now.  Go to sleep.” 

“But…” 

“Sarah,” Ashleigh’s voice hinted at trouble to come and Sarah’s chin began to 

tremble.  Tears at bedtime.  Just what she didn’t need.  “Hey, come on now,” she 

softened her voice.  “Don’t get upset.  You’ve had your game and now it’s time for 

bed, that’s all.” 

“You don’t believe me!” wailed Sarah, clutching Baa Baa to her chest. 

“Sarah, there aren’t such things as pixies and elves and fairies, darling.  

They’re just stories!” 

“No, they’re not!  He was sitting on my bed again!”  She pointed a chubby 

little finger to the foot of her bed.  Ashleigh felt her give an anxious flip as she 

noticed a similar dip in the bedclothes to the one before. 

“That’s enough now,” she said sharply.  “You have to go to sleep; I’m not 

arguing with you.  Daddy won’t be impressed if he finds you still running about at 

this time of night, will he?”  Sarah flumped back into her pillows and scowled up at 

her.   The ‘daddy threat’ always worked even though it annoyed Ashleigh to have to 

use it.  Oh well, if it did the trick. 

Ashleigh went to the door for what she hoped would be the last time that 

night. 
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“He was here again,” Ashleigh heard Sarah mutter indignantly.  She chose to 

ignore her daughter’s small rebellion but left the door ajar once again. 

Ashleigh settled down into her chair again with a sigh.  Alan would be home 

soon.  She was looking forward to him coming home.  It was always nice to have a 

grownup to talk to at the end of the day.  At least Alan could hold a conversation 

without talking about plastercine or some senseless child’s programme.  There are 

only so many cartoons you can watch without losing the will to live. 

Ashleigh had lost the thread of the film entirely now and she thought it 

pointless to try and watch anymore.  It was all meaningless.  She flicked back and 

forth through the channels.  Alan had insisted on getting satellite television a few 

months ago but Ashleigh thought it was a huge waste of money.  There was never 

anything on and past a certain time of night there was nothing but filth on a majority 

of the channels.  She flicked the television off.  Perhaps she could read for a while.  

She didn’t like going to bed until Alan got home.  He’d come in just as she dozed off 

and no matter how hard he tried to be quiet, he always woke her up.  Then she’d find 

herself staring at the bright numbers of the alarm clock for the next hour while she 

waited for sleep again.   

She’d found an interesting book while she’d been rummaging through the attic 

the other evening.  It was about Egypt and all the gods they used to worship.  She 

liked reading about different cultures.  Aztecs, African tribes, all that sort of thing...   

Bump! 

Ashleigh rolled her eyes to the ceiling and snapped the book on her lap shut 

before she’d even read a word.  That child was pushing her too far tonight!  Her lips 

formed a pout and she thrust herself out of her chair and stomped to the foot of the 
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stairs.  She stood listening, her hand on the banister post, fingers drumming with 

irritation. 

Thump! 

“Right,” Ashleigh muttered under her breath.  She didn’t agree with smacking 

but sometimes it was necessary, she didn’t care what the government said.  They 

weren’t raising her child.  She hurried up the stairs and saw that the door to Sarah’s 

room was shut once again.  What was wrong with her tonight?  One minute she 

wanted her door open, the next it was closed.  She was down the landing and outside 

the bedroom door when she heard Sarah’s childish giggle from the other side.  

Ashleigh pushed the door open, a frown already in place.  The giggling abruptly 

stopped. 

“Now, Sarah,” Ashleigh began, sounding as stern as she could.  Sarah’s bed 

was empty.  “Sarah?”  Ashleigh stepped into the room and snapped the wall light on.  

Nothing.  Ashleigh bent down and looked under the bed.  No Sarah.  “Sarah, don’t 

hide from me.  Sarah!”  She rushed to the wardrobe and looked inside.  Nothing but a 

pile of fluffy toys and old board games with half their contents heaped into one big 

pile.  “Sarah!”  Rushing to the window now, she fumbled with the catch trying to see 

if it was locked.  When she found that it was indeed locked tight, she started to panic.  

Sarah had to be hiding.  There was nowhere else she could have gone– she’d heard 

Sarah laughing just before she'd walked in.  Unless she had made a mistake and the 

sound of Sarah’s giggling had come from somewhere else in the house.  Ashleigh 

rushed back out onto the landing and leaned over the banister.  

“Sarah!  I’m not playing!  You come out right now!  You’re scaring me.”  She 

listened intently, her breath shuddering from her body as she heard nothing but 
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silence.  Her hands began to shake and she couldn’t think what to do.  Sarah couldn’t 

have just disappeared.   

The front door – had she locked it?  She ran down the stairs, almost tripping 

and falling down them in her haste.  She ran to the front door but could see straight 

away that all the locks were still shut tight.  Ashleigh turned to face the stairs again 

and leaned her back against the door, her knees suddenly weak. 

“Sarah!” she yelled. She could feel the tears of terror rising.  “Sarah!” 

“He wanted me to go with him.  Through the hole in the wall.” 

Ashleigh shook her head – that was crazy!  No one had come and taken her 

daughter through a hole in the wall.  What was wrong with her?  No, Sarah had to be 

in the house somewhere and she would be in big trouble when Ashleigh found her.  

How dare she scare her mother like this?  She called out again and again but nothing 

but silence answered her calls.  Her heart was heavy as she raced back up the stairs, 

calling all the time for the daughter who wouldn’t reply.  Tears of frustration and fear 

trailed down Ashleigh’s face.  What on earth was going on?  Children didn’t just 

disappear like that!  She had heard Sarah, had heard her giggling in her bedroom just 

before she had opened the door.  She ran down the landing and back into Sarah’s 

room. 

“He wanted me to go with him.  Through the hole in the wall.” 

Ashleigh stared wildly around the room, looking for anything – anything at all 

– that would point to where her daughter had gone.  Then she stopped dead, staring at 

the expanse of wall next to Sarah’s wardrobe, opposite her bed.  Wedged in a crack in 

the middle of the wall was a scrap of paper, curled and torn around the edges: an old 

piece of parchment.  Scrawled chaotically across the middle of the paper was a note in 

spidery black writing.  Her mouth dropped open as she came closer to read it. 
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Maybe you should have believed. 

That was all it said.  She tore the parchment from the wall and read it again. 

“What?” screeched Ashleigh.  She ran her hands over the wall in front of her 

disbelievingly.  “What does that mean?  Sarah!  Sarah!”  She pounded her fists 

against the walls. 

Downstairs she heard the front door open.  Alan was home. 


