


A MESSAGE FROM CHICKEN HOUSE

long time ago, I fell in love with the wild and
Awonderful Outer Hebrides, where author Holly

Surplice is lucky to live. It’s a place where nature
is up close and personal, at once capable of taking and
giving, healing and inspiring. It’s also the perfect setting for
this authentic family story, about grief and its day-to-day
challenges — helped by a glorious piece of imagination . ...
or is it something more? Beautifully illustrated by Holly’s
own timeless art, this is a book to share, to read aloud or to
privately savour. A modern classic.

BARRY CUNNINGHAM
Publisher
Chicken House

The Hetpe

HOLLY SURPLICE

b

M\

2 PALMER STREET, FROME, SOMERSET BA11 1DS



First published in the UK in 2025
Chicken House
2 Palmer Street
Frome, Somerset BA11 1DS
United Kingdom

www.chickenhousebooks.com

Chicken House/Scholastic Ireland, 89E Lagan Road, Dublin Industrial Estate,
Glasnevin, Dublin D11 HPSF, Republic of Ireland

Text and illustration © Holly Surplice
The moral rights of the author/illustracor have been asserted.

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled,
reverse engineered, used to train any artificial intelligence technologies, or stored in or
introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means,
whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereafter invented, without the express
written permission of the publisher. Subject to EU law the publisher expressly reserves this
work from the text and data mining exception.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events and
incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious mnanner.
Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events ot locales is purely coincidental.

For safety or quality concerns:
UK: www.chickenhousebooks.com/productinformation

EU: www.scholastic.ie/productinformation

Cover design, interjor design and typesetting by Steve Wells
Printed in the UK by Bell & Bain Led, Glasgow

13579108642
A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.
HB ISBN 978-1-915947-75-8

PBISBN 978-1-917171-59-5
<ISBN 978-1-917171-51-9

For Coco-Wren




Someone is calling me.

My ears flicker this way and that, alert to
the sound. The earth’s heartbeat pulses through
my hooves and legs.  am made of leaf and sky,
of water and stars.

A creature of courage and hope.

A companion when you are lost.

A friend when you are alone.



CHAPTER 1

erryn lay under the old ash tree,

gazing up at the bright sunshine

streaming through the leaves. She

loved the luminous green that unfolded in the

spring, how cleverly nature had kept it all hidden

through those sleepy dark days of winter. Now

life seemed to be sprouting from every corner
of the seaside forest she loved so much.

Shading her eyes from the sun, Merryn

watched a pair of wrens build their nest in the
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tree that towered above her. Back and forth,
back and forth they went, bringing pieces of
moss, lichen and dried grasses, then disappearing
behind a curtain of dark-green ivy.

If Lwas tiny, [ would curl up and live in this
very spot, she thought.

Merryn rolled over. The cool damp from
the earth had seeped through her T-shirt.

‘Never mind, your skin’s waterproof,” she
muttered to herself, echoing her mother’s
well-used phrase. But it was her father’s face
that appeared in her mind. A sudden memory
of racing home together in the rain, so wet
they didn’t even bother to avoid the puddles,
laughing as they ploughed straight through
them, competing to see who could create the
biggest splashes.

Merryn missed Dad’s silliness, his spon-

taneous hugs, the times he took her outside
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in her pyjamas to look at the stars.

Her fingers trailed over a small pile of sticks
in front of her. White fur or hair had drifted
down on top, a gift from the wrens. Idly she
made a curved neck, a long back, four legs. She
found pebbles for hooves and sorrel leaves for
ears, and carefully twisted the white hair into
strands of ivy for a mane and tail.

‘There. Perfect.’

Her stick horse looked magnificent.

She closed her eyes and breathed in the
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smells of the forest, imagining herself galloping

along her secret beach on a powerful, handsome
horse. Hair whipping about her face and
hooves thundering beneath her . . . Merryn
could almost feel the sand flicking up at her bare
feet as she galloped along, arms outstretched,
her lungs full . . .

Strange, she thought, opening her eyes. Under-
neath the forest scent of damp soil, decayed
leaves and new growth was something else now.
The smell of salt and seaweed, sea scents that
only blew as far as the trees when the weather
was turning.

Merryn knew this meant just one thing: a

storm was coming.

CHAPTER 2

eluctantly, Merryn picked up her

shoes and made her way home. She

loved walking barefoot, feeling the

cool forest earth beneath her feet. It was like
charging up from a natural power source.

New shoots of green — bluebells, sorrel and

wild garlic — lined the path she had made over

the years, and ferns unfurled from their dead-

looking stumps. Towards the edge of the forest,

where a line of trees stood like soldiers, the path
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widened into a wall of sunlight.

She paused, hopping on one foot then
another to pull on her shoes, then ran the rest
of the way.

At the door of the cottage, fingers out-
stretched yet hesitant, she experienced her
usual pang of anxiety. She gripped the wobbly
doorknob and turned it.

In that second, past scenes and moments
flashed through her head: laughing, singing,

dancing . . . crying, arguing, screaming. Worst
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of all, silence. Merryn had been met at the door
with them all. So she had trained herself to
greet each version of home with the same calm
face, no matter what she felt inside. It was like
putting on a padded cloak, a shroud.

Gently she pushed the door open.

The smells of cooking and sounds of happy
chatter rolled towards her.

Merryn breathed out.

It was a good day.
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