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Ciaran’s family wants buried,  
her sister’s blood is on his hands. 

LARI DON

THERE’S NOWHERE TO HIDE WHEN 
THEY CAN READ YOUR MINDCIARAN BAIN 

They can run, but where can they hide if they are never safe,  even in their own minds?

Only together can the unlikely allies 
uncover that deadly secret. 

But his skill  
comes at a price.

C
over design:  Leah M

cD
ow

ell

L
A

R
I D

O
NREAD PAGE 18

TRY IT!

LUCY SHAW

£6.99 US$9.95    

kelpiesteen

A
ls

o 
as

 
an

 e
B

oo
k

get inside this book kelpiesteen.co.uk
9 7 8 1 7 8 2 5 0 0 5 3 7

ISBN 978-178250-053-7
10000



Mind Blind Layout.indd   1 03/12/2015   11:40:39



Mind Blind Layout.indd   2 03/12/2015   11:40:39



kelpiesteen

Mind Blind Layout.indd   3 03/12/2015   11:40:41



KelpiesTeen is an imprint of Floris Books
First published in 2014 by Floris Books
© 2014 Lari Don
Second printing 2016

Lari Don has asserted her right under the 
Copyright, Designs and Patent Act 1988 to 
be identified as the Author of this Work

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be 
reproduced without the prior permission of 
Floris Books, Edinburgh
www.florisbooks.co.uk

The publisher acknowledges subsidy from 
Creative Scotland towards the publication 
of this volume

British Library CIP data available
ISBN 978-178250-053-7
Printed in Poland

This book is also 
available as an eBook

Many thanks to everyone who took part in  
the competition to name one of my characters, 

especially Calum Smith who came up  
with the winning name, Roy.
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To Mirren – this one has always been for you, 
and to Gowan – my most influential editor
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I killed a girl today, just after 
the school bell. 

I try to tell myself that I didn’t 
really kill her. 

That I didn’t mean to, that I 
didn’t want to. 

But she’s dead. 
And it’s my fault. 
So I killed her. 
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Chapter 1

Ciaran Bain, 30th October 

I was shaking with fear, though it wasn’t my own 
fear. I hadn’t been scared when I slid past the police 
surveillance outside the girl’s house, nor when I broke 
in. But as I slipped deeper into the memory of her fear, 
I started to shiver. 

Why had Vivien felt so scared in her own house? If 
I could understand that, maybe I could find what I was 
searching for. 

I shut the door of the understairs cupboard and knelt 
down inside, squashed between rows of green wellies 
and piles of board games. 

In the dark, I slipped further into Vivien’s memory.
I felt the same bumpy floorboards under my knees 

that she’d felt. I was kneeling in exactly the same place. 
She had definitely been hiding here, in this cupboard, 
when she got grit on her fingertips. 

Why had she been hiding inside her own house? 
Probably because she didn’t want to be caught 

with her hand in the urn. She didn’t want to be seen 
rummaging in her nana’s ashes. I must be on the right 
track.

I’d broken into her family’s house hoping to find the 
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place she’d been thinking about when we fought in the 
van, hoping to find what she had hidden. 

Vivien had put the light on, so I reached up and 
pressed the switch. Then I took my gloves off, because 
what she’d felt on her fingertips might be the key to 
what I was searching for. I could put my gloves on again 
if I had to touch anything that would hold a print. 

I knew there would now be a line of light shining 
under the cupboard door, but I was sure no one was 
around to see it. I couldn’t tell exactly how many people 
were in the Shaw house, because sleeping minds are too 
blurry for me to count, but there had been no one awake 
when I broke in. Now I had to risk bringing my whole 
concentration inwards to Vivien’s memories, and hope 
no one would wake up while I did. 

I closed my eyes.
The memory I had from Vivien’s mind was so short. 

She hadn’t remembered opening the box, opening the 
urn or even putting anything inside. All I had was: 

Grit on her fingers and the contrast to the smooth light 
object those fingers had held a moment before. The grit 
pressing on her fingertips as she twisted the lid back on. 
Holding the urn with one hand and the box with the other. 
The weight of the box on her thighs when she put the urn 
inside. Leaning back against the door to give herself room 
to bend the box lid over. I leant back too. 

She felt guilty, but she was also excited. This 
memory was full of secrets and hiding. And fear. What 
was she afraid of? 

Then she closed the box. 
Where did she put it? Tidying up isn’t as exciting as 

hiding a secret, so she hadn’t thought about that when 
we were screaming at each other. 
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I went even deeper into her memory, hoping to 
glimpse where she’d planned to put the box.

Knees on floor. 
Grit on fingertips. 
Box getting heavier.
Door opening...
Had someone seen her? 
The door opened...
SHIT!
I crashed out of Vivien’s memory, and out of the 

cupboard.
The door hadn’t opened in her memory. It had opened 

behind me! 
I fell backwards onto the floor. I rolled away and 

thumped into the wall. Then I rolled the other way, 
panic knocking all the training out of my head.

Who had crept up on me? One of Vivien’s family? 
One of the policemen from the street? Whose fear was 
I sensing?

I was blinded in the dim hall after the bright 
cupboard.

Then someone stood on me. A bare foot on my chest. 
Now I wasn’t just sensing fear, I was reading 

thoughts and questions. I almost screamed. But I 
couldn’t let the police outside hear me. So I gritted my 
teeth, forced the panic and nausea down into my guts, 
and tried to get out from under the foot. 

I couldn’t escape.
I wasn’t being pinned down by the weight of the 

person, but by their emotions and questions. 
I was trapped on the carpet by...
By a girl!
I am so crap. 
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My eyes were adjusting. I could see her now. This 
girl had the same dark skin and brown eyes as Vivien, 
but she was shorter, with wilder hair, and she was 
dressed in red pyjamas rather than a blue coat. 

She was glaring at me. All her questions were 
crashing into me, through the foot on my chest. 

Who is he?
What’s he doing here?
Why doesn’t he push me off and get up?
How long has he been here?
Did he come into my room?
Oh god. I should have called the police instead of 

coming downstairs.
I should run.
Why doesn’t he run?
I couldn’t run. I was trying so hard not to scream 

that I could hardly breathe. 
I am so crap.
She was staring at me, battering me with her 

thoughts. 
He looks more scared than I am.
Why isn’t he getting up?
Why is he such a wimp?
Good question. Why am I such a wimp?
I finally dragged in enough breath to fling my arm 

up and push her foot away.
My sudden movement took her by surprise. She lost 

her balance, falling awkwardly against the wall.
I leapt up. 
We were facing each other across the narrow hallway. 
And we were the only people in the house.
Now this girl was awake, I could tell there was no 

one else asleep upstairs. 
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Now this girl was no longer touching me, she wasn’t 
disabling me with her terrified thoughts. 

Now I was on my feet, I was taller, bigger, scarier 
than her. 

And she was alone.
I grinned at her. 
Her head jerked back. 
The more confident I looked the more afraid she was. 
So I might be able to convince this girl that I was in 

control. But I knew I was making a huge mess of this 
job. 
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