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Chapter 1 
 

   “Are you sure you’ve got everything, Jessica?” 

the thirteen-year-old’s mother asked for the third 

time that morning. “Pencils, pens, paper, ruler, 

holder…” 

“Yes,” sighed Jessica patiently.  

Her mother was such a fusser! 

“We only need pencils, ruler and rubber, they 

give us the rest when we get there.” 

“And you’re sure you know where you’re 

going?” 

“Of course I do! St John’s Church, Bath Street, 

Frome, Somerset, England, United Kingdom, 

Europe, The World. It’s only just up the hill, 

Mum.” 

    “You get lost crossing the road!” grinned Josh, 

her eleven-year-old brother. “Perhaps I ought to 

take her, Mum!” 

“You take Alexandra to Hayesfield. I’m not 

having you late for school.” 

“I don’t need taking to school!” sulked 

Alexandra. “None of my friends do.” 

“Your friends still live in Clink. You have a main 

road to cross and all along Willow Vale. You’re 

not doing that by yourself. It’s not safe for eight-

year-olds.” 

“Or dozy thirteen-year-olds,” muttered Josh. 

“That’s enough arguing,” their mother said. “You 

cross together at the lights then Jess only has to 

go up Cheap Street.” 



    Alison Farley kissed her three children fondly 

and sent them on their way. The teasing around 

the breakfast table had, as usual, been light-

hearted but it didn’t stop her worrying about her 

elder daughter. Ever since she had started school, 

Jessica’s teachers had referred to her as ‘a 

dreamer, bright but doesn’t pay attention in 

class’. Josh was a much more ‘grounded’ child. 

He had learned early in life two important things 

about his big sister: she had a great imagination 

for stories and games, but just as easily forgot to 

notice where she was or what she was doing.  

    ‘Too much fantasy, not enough reality!’ was 

the biting comment of Mr Todd, the Year Eight 

Head. Josh had, without really thinking about it, 

taken on the dual role of play-mate and ‘guard-

dog’ to his elder sister. Their mother would have 

more willingly let Alexandra take herself to 

school than allow Jessica to do the same. What 

would happen when Jessica moved on to Frome 

College she dared not think! 

    The three children crossed at the lights in 

Market Place and turned towards the bridge. 

“Jessica!” said Alexandra, giggling. “Not this 

way!” 

Jessica looked up and, to her relief, saw Abbi and 

Megan coming down North Parade. 

“It’s all right,” she said, “I’m meeting my friends. 

I hadn’t forgotten!” 

Alexandra snorted, sure her sister was fibbing. 

She and Josh left Jessica in the safe hands of the 



two girls. At least they would get her to the 

church on time. 

 

 

St John’s Church, Frome 

   “Well done, Jessica!” said Mr Todd as the three 

girls passed him on their way into St John’s 

Church. 

Jessica smiled bleakly. Her dreaminess was well-

known amongst the teachers but while it annoyed 

Mr Todd, Mrs Watson, the class-teacher, felt 

protective towards the girl. 

“The sandy-whiskered gentleman is after you, 

duckie!” said Megan, using the nick-name Jessica 

had given him from the books of Beatrix Potter. 

    The Year Eight pupils sat in the uncomfortable 

wooden pews in the Nave of the church and Mr 

Todd called them to order. The majority of eyes 

turned to look at the Vicar standing at the front. It 

was his task to give the pupils a talk about the 

history of the church before letting them loose to 



look around the building and work on their 

project. After the talk, each one was to be given a 

sheet of questions to be answered, with space for 

the pupil’s own drawings and notes.  

    Unlike many of the children, Jessica was 

happy to be in the church. Perhaps unusually for 

her age she liked visiting old buildings, where her 

vivid imagination quickly had her making believe 

she was the daughter of the house, or the mother, 

the children’s governess or nanny; even, when in 

the great kitchens, the cook or the kitchen-maid. 

    From a young age, Jessica had loved dressing-

up games and as soon as Josh and Alexandra 

were old enough she persuaded them to join in. 

Josh preferred being the handsome young brother 

back home from serving as an officer in the army 

or navy. He was less keen to be the footman, 

riding behind the carriage carrying his sisters. 

Alexandra usually refused to be any kind of 

servant. She insisted on being the youngest 

member of a wealthy family, petted by her 

governess or nanny and giving demanding orders 

to her older siblings. 

    As soon as the Vicar’s talk began, Jessica 

started to day-dream about the people who had 

come to worship in St John’s Church throughout 

its history. She imagined the smart Sunday-best 

suits and dresses worn in the ‘olden days’ by 

parents and children – and their servants! Would 

the children of those times have been allowed to 

make as much noise as Year Eight had that 

morning?  



    The pupils’ heads swivelled one way or the 

other as the Vicar pointed out different things to 

look at around the inside of the church. All 

except Jessica’s, lost as she was in her dream 

world. Mr Todd noticed and grunted. 

“Jessica’s gone again!” 

“Leave her alone, Gerry!” muttered Mrs Watson. 

“That girl has a remarkable ability to absorb 

information even when she doesn’t seem to be 

listening. I wish the rest of 4TW were like that – 

and 4GT!” 

Mr Todd snorted his disbelief. 

 

    In another ten minutes the talk was over and 

the Head of Year gave instructions about the rest 

of the morning’s activity. 

“Wake up, Jess!” Abbi laughed as she and Megan 

collected their friend to take her to their work-

group. Jessica gazed up at the screen separating 

the Nave from the Chancel, refusing to move.   

“I wonder what it was like when it was built?” 

she murmured.  

“Same as this, I s’pose,” Megan said, following 

her friend’s gaze but not bothered about the 

answer. “Once it’s up, it’s up!” 

“No,” said Jessica. “The church – this church – 

was started in the Twelfth Century but other bits 

were added on later. Vicar Bennett rebuilt it in 

Victorian times. I’d love to have seen it in the 

olden days!” 



    Abbi pulled a face at Megan behind Jessica’s 

back, amazed that their friend had taken in any of 

the talk. 

“I wonder if it minded?” Jessica went on. 

“What?” asked Abbi. 

“Being pulled apart. Bits taken off, bits put in, 

being rebuilt…” 

“It’s only an old building!” Abbi retorted 

scornfully. 

“No, it’s not!” Jessica said fiercely. “It’s a living 

thing. It’s been here for a thousand years. A 

thousand years of seeing everything change 

around it in Frome. It must be horrible suddenly 

finding itself being pulled about, without being 

asked.” 

    Jessica’s friends stared at her and each other, 

shaking their heads in mock disbelief. 

“Weird,” said Abbi. 

“Creepy,” agreed Megan. 

“It’s only, like, a ‘face-lift’,” Abbi said. “My 

Auntie Pol had one last year!” 

“Exactly!” Jessica snapped. “Vicar Bennett made 

it have a face-lift.” 

“And liposuction!” Megan giggled. 

“And tummy-tuck!” Abbi cried. 

“Boob-job!” squealed Megan. 

“Jessica, Megan and Abbi, get to your group right 

now!” boomed the sandy-whiskered gentleman. 

“Yap, yap!” muttered Megan as the three girls 

scuttled off to find the rest of their party. 

 



    Mrs Watson hovered around the girls’ group, 

giving encouragement while making sure Mr 

Todd didn’t come near. To her relief, Jessica was 

sitting in the choir-pews in the South Aisle bent 

over her clip-board, writing furiously. The 

teacher was already certain that it would be the 

best piece of work produced that morning and 

determined to read it last. That way, the other 

pupils’ work would not be compared 

unfavourably with Jessica’s. Then she would 

present it to Mr Todd and ask if any of his pupils 

could match it! Mrs Watson felt very defensive of 

the tall, slender girl with the long dark curly hair 

and the dreamy grey eyes, which would suddenly 

come alive when something excited her.  

    Jessica stopped writing, put aside her clip-

board and stood up. She started to wander 

towards the Ken Chapel
1
 on the south-east side

2
, 

then paused when she caught sight of Mrs 

Watson watching. 

“It’s all right, Jessica,” the teacher called gently, 

“you have my permission to look around.” 

The girl smiled faintly and wandered on. The 

Vicar had said something about bits of stonework 

from the original Saxon church being built into 

the present-day walls and she wanted to find 

them. When she did – and they were not very 

large – Jessica ran her fingers over the rough 

stone. 

 



 
The Saxon Stones in St John’s Church. 

 

 “I wonder if St Aldhelm
3
 touched them?” she 

murmured. “They could have special powers. I 

wish I could meet him!” 

    Already, the girl’s imagination was racing on, 

as she pictured strong men in rough-woven tunics 

hammering and chiselling the rocks dug from the 

ground and carrying them to the builders. There, 

St Aldhelm himself would run his hand over 

them before ordering where in the new church 

they were to be set.  

    Entering the Ken Chapel, Jessica noticed two 

empty recesses in the outer wall.  

 



 
 

‘I expect they had carvings of saints lying in 

them once,’ she said to herself, grinning at the 

thought that any statue lying there must have 

been at least fifteen centimetres shorter that 

herself. She would look like a giant to them! ‘I’ll 

give it a try!’ she giggled softly. Making sure no-

one was watching, Jessica clambered into the first 

alcove and lay on her side with her knees pulled 

up. It was a tight fit! The girl stared at the blank 

stone wall, imagining what it must have been like 

to be a saint – or, at least, an old, carved statue of 

one.  

    It was then she noticed a crack in the 

stonework running straight down the centre of the 

wall. Without thinking, she ran a precious 

thumbnail down it. In a few moments an eerie 

feeling started to creep over her. Another line 

was appearing right round under the curved roof 

of the recess, forming the outline of doors in the 

stone. Reaching out a nervous hand, Jessica gave 



one door a cautious push. She expected a screech 

of resistance but the door swung open easily. 

    Just then, Jessica heard a familiar voice 

coming from the nave of the church. 

 “Come on, everyone, you have ten minutes left,” 

Mrs Watson called. “Start finishing off your 

work.” 

Jessica heard her teacher’s high heels clattering 

on the flagstone floor as she came towards the 

chapel. 

“Jessica! Are you there?” 

    The girl panicked. She would be caught lying 

in a small alcove beside an open door that 

shouldn’t be there! Mrs Watson would think she 

had gone loopy, or be annoyed with her and tell 

Mr Todd. There was only one thing to do! 

Quickly, she slid down through the door and 

pushed it closed behind her.  

    Immediately, Jessica gasped at her own 

silliness. Now, Mrs Watson had only to push the 

doors herself and she would find the girl, hiding 

in the tiny space. The teacher’s voice came 

closer. Jessica felt tears stinging her eyes. This 

was trouble, big time! Mrs Watson’s urgent 

calling stopped by the alcove – then passed on, 

through to the chancel and the high altar. 

 


