
Chapter 1: Lavender  

Lavender, age eight, was very quiet - in fact she rarely made a peep. She was not very tall, 

could not quite touch her toes, or reach the jar that contained her favourite treat - Aunt Briony's 

homemade shortbread cookies. Lavender could not play the miniature harp – a portable instrument 

her Uncle Sebastian had recently purchased for her. Lavender remembered the day he brought it 

through the threshold of the door. A soft-spoken teacher of multi-coloured bow ties who often took 

his wife's hand in his own, sat his niece down on the tufted tartan bench that knelt beside the stairs. 

Sebastian then turned towards Lavender's Aunt Briony - a boisterous, twinkling, mismatched sock 

wearing sculptor who was often flown around the world for her commissions. Sebastian winked at 

his wife and said... 

“I'm sure that this will bring her out of her shell.” 

“Go on darling, see if you like it!” Briony encouraged. 

But Lavender refused to come within five feet of the instrument. In fact, she starred at the 

object as if it had recently touched down from the farthest reaches of outer space. Briony and 

Sebastian looked at one another – worry etched across their heart-shaped faces. That very night 

Lavender lay awake in her cosy twin bed, bundled up in the soft rose-coloured blanket with a violet 

trim that Aunt Briony knit for her. She turned to her best friend and closest confidant Pegasus – the 

tiny horse was always by her side. Wherever she went, Pegasus went too. Although for some reason 

that always eluded her, her Uncle and Aunt never acknowledged Pegasus' presence. In fact, 

whenever the two conversed, the guardians' faces would sink into a matching pair of frowns. 

Lavender looked around her pastel-hued room, to her desk littered with drawings and to the 

shelf that contained her favourite books. She always thought of the secret gold-leaf box hidden 

behind a row of leather-bound novels that contained her mother’s journal. Sometimes, Lavender 

would take the moleskin booklet out and stare at it’s faded and frayed cover until her eyes hurt. She 



would try as hard as she could to hear her mother's laugh, the jingle of her voice, or even imagine 

the colour of her hair – but as always the canvas Lavender conjured would appear blank. Lavender 

would grow frustrated and tired. Luckily, Pegasus at those moments, would always cheer her up and 

suggest the two engage in a sword fight to hone their skills in case the dastardly Weasel pirates ever 

reared their heads again, or search for discarded treasure amongst the cinnamon and mauve 

coloured leaves that piled up in the garden, or work on building their crumbling cheese tower to the 

moon. 

Back in her bed, Lavender pondered what the concept of “bringing one outside of their 

shell,” could have meant. 

“Perhaps Uncle Sebastian is thinking of getting a turtle,” Lavender said to Pegasus. 

The tiny horse shrugged its hooves. Pegasus' white coat glistened in the moonlight that 

shone through the shears that fluttered delicately over the bedroom's sashed window. Pegasus 

narrowed its eyes and snorted. 

“I met a turtle in Zanzibar once,” the small equine announced with pride. 

“Really?” Lavender's grey eyes shimmered with curiosity. 

“Of course.” 

“What were you doing there?” 

“I was mapping the islands and studying the stars.” Pegasus stated. 

“Wow!” Lavender whistled with awe. 

“The turtle was my guide,” Pegasus continued. 

“Was the turtle very knowledgeable?” Lavender asked. 

“Not particularly.” Pegasus admitted. “But he was one heck of a card player.” 

Lavender giggled with glee at the absurdity of Pegasus' statement. Her laughter, only 

reserved for special occasions such as Pegasus' very best jokes, was infectious and often erupted 



into full-on giggle fits. This moment was no exception. Lavender and Pegasus laughed until they 

could barely breathe and eventually drifted, hand in hoof, to sleep. 

The next morning, a Sunday, when Lavender awoke, she and Pegasus quickly clamoured 

down the stairs, eagerly enticed by the scent of pancakes – Sebastian's specialty. Lavender burst into 

the kitchen, Pegasus' hooves clattering on the grey flagstone floor behind her. Lavender leapt up 

onto her usual miss-matched chair amongst the others at the small distressed wooden round table. 

She smiled her biggest and toothiest grin at Sebastian, keenly flipping pancakes over the duck egg 

blue stove. He piled a set of buttery and fluffy pancakes atop a china plate. He set it down in front 

of his niece. As always, Lavender cut the stack in half, to ensure that Pegasus had plenty to eat. 

Sebastian frowned with concern at this gesture, but Lavender took no notice, distracted by Pegasus 

wolfing down the delightful treats with gusto. 

“Do horses eat pancakes?” Lavender asked her friend. 

“Only if they are without blueberries,” Pegasus assured her. 

Lavender giggled to herself. 

Briony walked into the room at that very moment. “What's so funny sweetheart?” 

She looked down at her niece with love in her eyes and concern in her voice. Lavender said 

nothing but looked up to her aunt and smiled. Briony tousled the girl's hair affectionately and sat 

down in an antique shaker chair beside her. Sebastian placed another stack of pancakes down and 

then joined the ladies at the table. 

“I have an idea of something fun to do today!” Aunt Briony exclaimed. She nudged her 

husband excitedly in the ribs. 

Lavender and Pegasus looked up from their meal, their faces both covered in a layer of 

powdered sugar and chocolate chips glued to the corners of their mouths. 

“Oh yeah? What is it?” Sebastian asked. He poured his wife a cup of tea, one for Lavender, 

and then one for himself. 



“Let's go to the museum and see the painting gallery!” 

The excitement in her eyes danced like a lit flame darting around the room. Her grin leapt 

from her own onto Lavender's face. 

“Sounds wonderful!” Sebastian agreed. “Would you like that Lavender?” 

Lavender considered this carefully. She loved the museum and its eclectic art exhibitions 

and seeing her aunt's thought-provoking work. However, she had not been to the painting gallery in 

a long time. Lavender shot Pegasus a look, curious as to her confidant's opinion. 

“Why an afternoon of culture and expression you say?!” Pegasus exclaimed with glee. “I 

can't think of anything better!” 

Lavender nodded in agreement and hugged her aunt and uncle. She raced upstairs to get 

dressed, Pegasus trotting at her heels to keep up. Once Lavender reached the level landing at the 

second floor of the cottage she turned to watch her guardians converse. She stuck her head near the 

white spindles, careful not to get her ears stuck and listened. 

“Told you she'd like it.” Aunt Briony said smiling to her husband. “I think we need to find a 

way to get herself to express herself. To react! This could be it!” 

“It's a great idea. I hope you're right,” said Sebastian. “I'm sure it is. We've got to get her to 

talk about her mother somehow.” “Lavender is just so shy. I just want to make sure she has a safe 

place to explore her feelings and grow,” Sebastian confided. “Well then let's search for it!” Briony 

exclaimed. “Let's find where the lavender grows.” 


