
Agatha’s home was a peculiar ramshackle house that perched precariously on the edge of a craggy cliff. It was a flimsy structure, made from aged timbers that shook and groaned when the wind howled. The cliff upon which it stood was so high that from almost every window Agatha could look down and see for miles all around. In one direction, she could look across a marvellous landscape of forests and fields; in the other the view over the majestic ocean seemed never-ending. Below, at the base of the cliffs, the mighty rollers battered and bashed the rocks with determined repetition.

Inside, the house was warm and cosy, although the creaks and whines from the walls and floorboards would fill any visitor with fright. Huge luxurious curtains hung heavily from the windows while beams of sunlight reached in, drawing lines through the dust-filled air. It smelled of mothballs and Agatha’s pungent perfume that seemed like it would never leave, even if you opened all the windows and doors. Everything was ragged, ragged and old, like it had been preserved for hundreds of years.   
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