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This is a tale of two sisters .. .

who had no idea that everything 

was about to change.





They had always lived in the same tall, narrow 

house with their parents, some cats, a hamster and 

three lodgers. At the very top of the winding staircase 

was an attic room. It had slanted ceilings and little, 

round windows and the two sisters had shared it 

since they were babies. 
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Bea was a child who always kept her shoes polished 

and who folded her clothes every night. She liked the 

smell of freshly ironed cotton and the sight of her 

pencils lined up in order of size. Her favourite task 

was taking down her books and reshelving them in 

alphabetical order.

Min was not interested in order of any kind. She liked 

to run from one side of the park to the other, feeling the 

way the wind lashed her hair about. Her trousers were 

often torn at the knees, and she was fond of wading 

into ponds to collect frogspawn. More than anything, 

however, Min liked to chat. 

She chatted about the pictures she had drawn, about 

her dreams, about a funny-looking dog she’d seen in 

the street. She chatted to her friends, to the lodgers, to 

her mother, to her father, to the cats, to the attentive 

hamster; most of all, she chatted to her sister, which 

worked well because Bea was one of those people who 

preferred listening to talking.
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“They are so different,” visitors would exclaim about 

the two sisters. And Min would look up from whittling 

a stick or making a mud pie, at Bea, who would be 

reading a book, and know that this was true. But 

she didn’t care. Bea was her one and only sister, and 

she loved her, and that was that.


