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“...this is how all our stories begin, 
in darkness with our eyes closed,

and all our stories end the same way...”

Lemony Snicket
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Old Territory

Samuel and Fiona looked back at the house. It rose 

above the trees, its many windows gleaming in the 

fading light. Dunadd was a great draughty building, 

with winding corridors and dark passageways. Samuel 

had never lived anywhere quite like it before. He and 

his mother rented a small whitewashed cottage from 

the owners of the estate, which sat just across the 

courtyard from Dunadd House, with only a few plum 

trees and a white stone archway between the two.

Fiona lived in the main house, along with her 

mother and two brothers, Charles and Sebastian. She 

had lived here all her life. Things had improved since 

Samuel had come to stay in the cottage. For a start, she 

had a friend now, someone her own age, who could 

defend her against her brothers.

Chris Morton, Fiona’s mother, lived nervously in the 

house, with some reluctance. Ever since her husband 

had died here when the children were small, she’d felt 

a shadow hanging over the house, but she had never 
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felt able to leave Dunadd. It was their home, after all. 

Mortons had lived here for generations. The fact that 

Isabel Cunningham lived in the cottage across the way 

helped matters to some extent; it eased the loneliness, 

for the two families often spent companionable 

evenings together, in the huge upstairs drawing room.

Samuel’s mother, Isabel, was an artist – or a sculptor 

to be more precise – and used one of the barns as a 

studio. She had cleared it out, fitted new worktops, 

whitewashed the walls and transformed it into her 

own personal space. She was often buried away in 

here, creating weird and wonderful objects which 

she then attempted to sell. They didn’t fetch an awful 

lot of money; she and Samuel were always struggling, 

leading a hand-to-mouth existence, but he was used to 

that. It didn’t bother him, particularly.

In fact, he felt rather special, living up here on 

Sheriffmuir. It was so wild and remote. None of his 

mates at school could boast anything quite as extreme 

as this. His mother had been delighted to move here, 

because the rent was so ridiculously cheap after their 

flat in Edinburgh, and it was just what she wanted; 

somewhere to paint and sculpt and a place where Samuel 

could stretch his wings. Isabel constantly reassured 

herself that they were not completely isolated; there 

were three other children for Samuel to hang about 
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with. The fact that he had not exactly hit it off with 

Charles and Sebastian was neither here nor there. They 

would … eventually. Boys always did. Didn’t they?

Christmas was looming, and they were anticipating 

more blizzards, like last year.

“Will it be as bad, d’you think?” Samuel asked.

“Nah,” Fiona reassured him. “Last year was different. 

It was out of this world. It’ll snow, but not that badly.”

Samuel remembered the ten-foot snowdrifts and 

how they’d been unable to leave the moor for days. 

Even Granny Hughes and her husband, who worked 

on the estate during the daytime, had been unable 

to return to their centrally-heated flat in the town. 

They’d had to stay up here with the rest of them.

“D’you think your mum still misses your dad?” 

Samuel asked, out of the blue. He was walking along 

beside Fiona. They could see the clustered rooftops of 

Dunadd, poking out from between the skeletal trees.

“What made you ask that?” Fiona said.

He shrugged. “It just occurred to me, that’s all …”

“It’s so long ago now … since he died, I mean. I don’t 

really know if she misses him or not,” she replied, 

thinking about it properly for the first time in ages. “She 

must do, I suppose. It’s funny, but I hardly remember 

him.”

Samuel nodded, but said nothing. He knew what 
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that felt like. He couldn’t remember his father either. 

The only information he had gathered about him was 

that he had acquired another family somehow and 

preferred to keep his distance. He knew, of course, 

that there must be more to it than that, but all he had 

ever known was his mother. And when you didn’t 

know any different, well …

He sometimes longed to be part of a big family: 

security in numbers, that kind of thing. People who 

could say to each other “C’mon you guys” or “come 

along team.” He had heard other mothers using 

expressions like that in a rather smug way when they 

rounded up their offspring after school. He didn’t 

really want his mother to be like that.

“It must be hard for you, too,” Fiona said.

Samuel shrugged. “It’s no problem. I’m used to it.”

“Still, at least we’ve got friends.” Then she added, “I 

just hope Mum never decides to move …”

Samuel glanced at her quickly, noticing the worried 

frown.

“What makes you say that?”

“I don’t know. It’s just … well, sometimes she floats 

these ideas. But I don’t think she means it.”

“I hope not,” Samuel said.

“She couldn’t do. Anyway, race you back to the 

house?” she cried, then set off at a run before Samuel 
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had a chance to realize what was going on. She leapt 

over fallen branches and spreading tree roots, but her 

race came to an abrupt end when she finally stumbled 

in a rabbit hole, which sent her crashing onto her back.

“You alright?” he asked, bending over her, but she 

shrieked with laughter, flinging her arms up either 

side of her head. Last year’s leaves were stuck in her 

short spiky fair hair.

“What am I like?” she cried, laughing at herself.

“An idiot,” he said, helping her up. “That’s what 

you’re like.”

“Mum says I’m getting too old to go charging about 

the place like this.”

At twelve years old, you were supposed to act 

mature even if you didn’t feel it. But Fiona was a free 

spirit. She’d always lived out in the countryside, far 

away from other houses and people and she was used 

to doing her own thing; she didn’t really care what 

others thought about her. Samuel liked that about her. 

It was refreshing, especially when girls at school were 

so preoccupied with the way they looked and dressed, 

standing in tight semi-circles with their arms folded, 

passing judgement on everyone else. Fiona wasn’t like 

that. She was, in many ways, a tomboy.

From the studio, they could hear the whirr of a 

power tool.
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Samuel looked sceptical. “I wonder what Mum’s up 

to now?” he mumbled.

He decided he’d better go and light the stove in the 

cottage before his mum realized it had gone out again, 

otherwise they’d freeze tonight.

“What does she need a power tool for?” Fiona said, 

half laughing.

“Goodness knows.” 

“We could go and see?” Fiona suggested, but he 

shook his head. He knew to his cost what it meant if he 

disturbed his mother at work. No, it would be better 

if he just got on with making his own tea. Beans on 

toast, again.

“Have tea at ours tonight,” she suggested.

Samuel shook his head. He secretly enjoyed the 

peace and quiet, when the cottage was empty, dark 

and cold. He liked the moment before he switched the 

lights on, staring out at the mist in the trees with the 

brown hills of Sheriffmuir beyond. It reminded him of 

how lucky he was to live here.

“Suit yourself,” Fiona said lightly. “I’ll see you 

tomorrow then.”

“Yep!” He nodded and smiled, then watched her 

stroll happily away across the courtyard. Once she’d 

gone he pushed the door open and stepped inside the 

gloomy cottage.

Shiver NE 2014 Layout.indd   12 23/05/2014   15:56:04



Thor is Locked in my Garage! layout.indd   2 05/08/2014   16:10:01



£6.99  US $9.95    

Kelpies
discoverkelpies.co.uk

A
ls

o 
as

 
an

 e
B

oo
k

SH
IVE

R

For over 400 years, something has 
been hidden in the old manor house. As 
another dangerous winter descends, 
Samuel and the Morton children 
discover it’s not just the cold sending 
a shiver down their spine... not all their 

ghosts have been put to rest.

Can they unravel the family secret 
before they’re forced to leave their 

home forever?

A scream in the night, a hidden 
staircase to nowhere and a 
ghostly face: Dunadd House 

still has its secrets.

By the author of Scottish Children’s  
Book Award winner Chill.

A
le

x
 nye

Also by 
Alex Nye

9 7 8 1 7 8 2 5 0 1 5 0 3

ISBN 978-178250-150-3
10000

from the award-winning author of Chill
Alex Nye

Shiver final cover.indd   1 23/05/2014   15:32:09


