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THE MOLE AND BEVERLEY MILLER

‘He sped round the corner; at the end of
the street - only fifty metres away, the
main road slashed across the houses like
a razor. Cars were moving. No sign of an
accident. As he ran he had time to hope
that someone had been avoiding a cat, but
a small crowd was already gathered and
Beverley’s bike lay wrenched and twisted
on the pavement.

He stopped as though he had run into an
invisible wall. It was a blue van. Michael
felt violently sick. The van was against
the kerb at an acute angle and the
driver’s door was gaping. Michael’s head
swam and his heart moved in convulsion
against his ribs. Someone was lying in the
gutter, someone with rainbow-striped leg-
warmers. One foot was crossed over the
other and one shoe was missing. . ..’
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Chapter 1

‘Goodbye.’

‘Bye.” Michael leaned on the gatepost,
watching as Beverley adjusted her leg-
warmers and wheeled her bike to the kerb.
He licked the wetness of her last kiss off his
top lip.

‘Take your time,” he said as she leaned
away over the machine, screwing the safety
lock into place on the frame.

‘You’re rude,’ she said.

‘True.’

He gazed after her as she rode away. She
waved once without looking round. She
turned the corner and Michael walked back
up the path. He halted on the doorstep,
frowning. I never told her to mind how she
went, he thought. The omission nagged at
him as he closed the front door. Oh well, he
thought, it’s only once. Once won’t hurt.

As he passed the hall stand he saw the
book, left where she had laid it to free
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her arms for their parting embrace. Silly
sausage, he thought affectionately.

Father stood at the kitchen door, toolbox
in hand and woolly hat on head. There was
not time for Michael to make a run for his
room.

‘Just the very lad.’

Michael stared hollowly at him; rat under
the cobra’s stare. A cobra with a woolly hat
and a toolbox, a rat with no excuse on a
Sunday afternoon in March.

‘Busy?’ asked Michael.

‘Yes, we are. It’ll only take half an hour.
It’s nothing energetic, | only want you
to hold the ladder while | scrape out the
gutter.’” Of all the boring jobs in the world,
holding the ladder was the most deadly;
cold, monotonous, endless - and half an
hour meant all the rest of the afternoon in
his father’s work-speak.

‘'L get my coat.’

‘Get away with you. Coat!” Michael was
propelled to the front door. The two things
hit Michael simultaneously: a blast of chill
air and the distant scream of brakes on the
main road.

‘That sounds grim,’ said his father. There
was a slamming of an upstairs door and the
clatter of feet on the stairs.

‘Did you hear that?’ called his sister
Sophie. ‘That noise always makes me cringe.’
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Michaellooked round, seeing Beverley’s book
lying like a silent confirmation on the hall
stand. He ran, pushing his father sideways,
wrenching open the gate, pounding down
towards the main road and a silence more
frozen than his fear.

He sped round the corner; at the end of
the street - only fifty metres away, the
main road slashed across the houses like
a razor. Cars were moving. No sign of an
accident. As he ran he had time to hope
that someone had been avoiding a cat, but
a small crowd was already gathered and
Beverley’s bike lay wrenched and twisted
on the pavement.

He stopped as though he had run into an
invisible wall. It was a blue van. Michael
felt violently sick. The van was against
the kerb at an acute angle and the driver’s
door was gaping. Michael’s head swam
and his heart moved in convulsion against
his ribs. Someone was lying in the gutter,
someone with rainbow-striped leg-warmers.
One foot was crossed over the other and one
shoe was missing.

Michael walked slowly forward. He saw
what had happened as clearly as if he
had been there: Beverley had suddenly
remembered the book and, without thinking,
had turned to come back for it — turned into
the path of a blue television rental van.
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Michael stood on the perimeter of the
ring of passers-by. Someone, a woman, had
taken charge. ‘Call an ambulance, will you?’
she said. No one moved. ‘You!’ she pointed.
‘Ambulance! Go on!’

Michael gazed down at Beverley. She
looked pale but her face was undamaged.
A halo of dark blood was spreading around
her head.

‘She forgot her book!” he said to no one in
particular.

He closed his eyes and felt himself fall,
but when he opened them again he was
still on his feet. His father and sister ran
up. His sister grabbed him and held him
tightly, pushing his face into her shoulder,
smoothing his hair.

‘It’s all right,” she said. ‘It’U0 be all right.’

‘Has anyone phoned for an ambulance?’
That was his father’s voice. ‘What are you
doing?’ asked Michael, pulling away from
his sister. ‘Don’t look,” she said. ‘Come
away.’

‘Take him home,’ said his father. ‘I’ll wait
here for the ambulance.’

‘She forgot her book,” said Michael as
Sophie led him away.

‘Yes, | expect so,’ said Sophie.

‘It’s on the hall stand. She only put it
down for a minute.’

‘You can give it to her later.’
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Michael’s mother was on the doorstep,
wiping soapy hands on a striped towel.

‘It was Bev,” said Sophie, ‘she’s been
knocked off her bike by a car. Dad’s there.’
She sounded very choky, as though she were
giving voice to Michael’s emotions.

In a cool daze Michael allowed himself to
be led into the kitchen. He sat at the table,
staring out of the window at the wall of the
house next door.

‘Would you like some coffee?’ asked
Sophie. Michael heard her quite clearly but
could not answer. He felt his eyes pinned
to the dark wall as his mind swam in slow
circles. ‘She only put it down for a second.’
He relived their parting embrace; he always
kept his eyes open so there could be no
doubt that she was real. He had kissed too
many phantoms.

‘Just make it,’ said his mother softly,
turning the television down.

Black skiers spun dark threads down a
white snow-face. It was a film and there was
shooting going on and then the scene changed
to a boy pushing another boy onto railings.
Michael watched it, but images meant no
more than his sister’s endless talking. She
was pouring out a stream of comforting
words which Michael could not understand.

Time went by. The kettle boiled and
Michael drank the coffee. The front door was
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left open for his father’s return and it was
bitterly cold.

Michael was unaware of it, but his mother
had been on the telephone to Mrs Harker,
Beverley’s grandmother, to tell her what
had happened. Beverley lived alone with her
gran and her dog, Gustav. Sophie vanished.
A lot seemed to be happening around him
but Michael sat quite still, staring through
the window.

‘Well,” said his father. ‘That’s it. Sophie’s
gone with her.” He put his hands on Michael’s
shoulders. ‘How are you, my lad?’

‘Okay.’

‘She’ll be all right.’

‘Yes.’

‘That’s it.” He ruffled Michael’s hair.
‘Sophie’ll phone from the hospital. Lucky
we live so close, isn’t it? I’'ll pick her up
afterwards.’

‘Cup of coffee?” asked Michael’s
mother.

‘Not half. I’'m perishing.” He leaned on the
table, looking out of the window. ‘And it’s
starting to rain. Oh well, no gutters for us
this afternoon.” He looked at Michael. ‘Not
that you’ll mind,’ he said.

Michael smiled wanly. ‘I think I’ll go up to
my room,’ he said.

‘Listen for the phone,” said his father.
‘It’ll be Sophie.’
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‘It’s like a dream,” he said, as the
comforting warmth of his bedroom engulfed
him. Half an hour ago she had been there:
sitting cross-legged on the bed, holding his
hand between the two of hers, using his
forefinger to draw on the knee of her jeans,
‘I love you.” And now where was she? In an
ambulance, or maybe in hospital already,
her light brown hair in a corona of dark red
blood, her face peaceful and still.

Michael rolled onto the bed and stared at
the ceiling.

Time passed.

He heard the telephone. His father’s
footsteps sounded on the stairs. There was
a peremptory knock.

‘She’s not too bad,” he said. ‘She’s in
emergency. Sophie says her gran’s there
with her.’

‘Can | see her?

‘Not today. She’s not come round yet.’

‘Is it serious?’

‘l don’t know.’ His father sat on the edge
of the bed. ‘She’ll be okay. Just a few bumps
and bruises, | expect.” He stood up. ‘I’m just
off to collect Sophie.’

Michael sobbed and tears filled his eyes.
His father looked anxiously at him for a
second then hastily left the room. Michael
turned onto his stomach, rubbing his eyes
on his pillow.
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‘Please God,’ he said, ‘please don’t let her
die.’

They had only been together for a few,
short months, and as Michael lay desolately
on his bed, he tried to recapture their time
together and keep Beverley clear in his
mind.

14




<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /All
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Dot Gain 20%)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Warning
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.4
  /CompressObjects /Tags
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJDFFile false
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /DetectCurves 0.0000
  /ColorConversionStrategy /LeaveColorUnchanged
  /DoThumbnails false
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedOpenType false
  /ParseICCProfilesInComments true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams false
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize true
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveDICMYKValues true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveFlatness true
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments false
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Apply
  /UCRandBGInfo /Preserve
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile ()
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /CropColorImages true
  /ColorImageMinResolution 300
  /ColorImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 300
  /ColorImageDepth -1
  /ColorImageMinDownsampleDepth 1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages true
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /CropGrayImages true
  /GrayImageMinResolution 300
  /GrayImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 300
  /GrayImageDepth -1
  /GrayImageMinDownsampleDepth 2
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages true
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /CropMonoImages true
  /MonoImageMinResolution 1200
  /MonoImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 1200
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects false
  /CheckCompliance [
    /None
  ]
  /PDFX1aCheck false
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile ()
  /PDFXOutputConditionIdentifier ()
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName ()
  /PDFXTrapped /False

  /Description <<
    /CHS <FEFF4f7f75288fd94e9b8bbe5b9a521b5efa7684002000500044004600206587686353ef901a8fc7684c976262535370673a548c002000700072006f006f00660065007200208fdb884c9ad88d2891cf62535370300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c676562535f00521b5efa768400200050004400460020658768633002>
    /CHT <FEFF4f7f752890194e9b8a2d7f6e5efa7acb7684002000410064006f006200650020005000440046002065874ef653ef5728684c9762537088686a5f548c002000700072006f006f00660065007200204e0a73725f979ad854c18cea7684521753706548679c300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c4f86958b555f5df25efa7acb76840020005000440046002065874ef63002>
    /DAN <>
    /DEU <>
    /ESP <>
    /FRA <>
    /ITA <>
    /JPN <>
    /KOR <FEFFc7740020c124c815c7440020c0acc6a9d558c5ec0020b370c2a4d06cd0d10020d504b9b0d1300020bc0f0020ad50c815ae30c5d0c11c0020ace0d488c9c8b85c0020c778c1c4d560002000410064006f0062006500200050004400460020bb38c11cb97c0020c791c131d569b2c8b2e4002e0020c774b807ac8c0020c791c131b41c00200050004400460020bb38c11cb2940020004100630072006f0062006100740020bc0f002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e00300020c774c0c1c5d0c11c0020c5f40020c2180020c788c2b5b2c8b2e4002e>
    /NLD (Gebruik deze instellingen om Adobe PDF-documenten te maken voor kwaliteitsafdrukken op desktopprinters en proofers. De gemaakte PDF-documenten kunnen worden geopend met Acrobat en Adobe Reader 5.0 en hoger.)
    /NOR <>
    /PTB <>
    /SUO <>
    /SVE <>
    /ENU (Use these settings to create Adobe PDF documents for quality printing on desktop printers and proofers.  Created PDF documents can be opened with Acrobat and Adobe Reader 5.0 and later.)
  >>
  /Namespace [
    (Adobe)
    (Common)
    (1.0)
  ]
  /OtherNamespaces [
    <<
      /AsReaderSpreads false
      /CropImagesToFrames true
      /ErrorControl /WarnAndContinue
      /FlattenerIgnoreSpreadOverrides false
      /IncludeGuidesGrids false
      /IncludeNonPrinting false
      /IncludeSlug false
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (InDesign)
        (4.0)
      ]
      /OmitPlacedBitmaps false
      /OmitPlacedEPS false
      /OmitPlacedPDF false
      /SimulateOverprint /Legacy
    >>
    <<
      /AddBleedMarks false
      /AddColorBars false
      /AddCropMarks false
      /AddPageInfo false
      /AddRegMarks false
      /ConvertColors /NoConversion
      /DestinationProfileName ()
      /DestinationProfileSelector /NA
      /Downsample16BitImages true
      /FlattenerPreset <<
        /PresetSelector /MediumResolution
      >>
      /FormElements false
      /GenerateStructure true
      /IncludeBookmarks false
      /IncludeHyperlinks false
      /IncludeInteractive false
      /IncludeLayers false
      /IncludeProfiles true
      /MultimediaHandling /UseObjectSettings
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (CreativeSuite)
        (2.0)
      ]
      /PDFXOutputIntentProfileSelector /NA
      /PreserveEditing true
      /UntaggedCMYKHandling /LeaveUntagged
      /UntaggedRGBHandling /LeaveUntagged
      /UseDocumentBleed false
    >>
  ]
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [2400 2400]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice




