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1n the middle of the hight, when
nhobody was watching, The Green
Girl set down her bucket and
Spade. She Climbed down from the
stone column she’d been standing
on all day, tiptoed aCross the path,
and bent down to slide between
the bars of the hearby railings.

She felt the welcoming grass uhder

ﬁ her bare feet and stood upright
again. Tt was a chilly cloudiless
2} night, but she didn’t feel the cold.
ﬁ The stars were twinkling down at
her as if they were waving. She
x} }} Smiled and waved back. This was

her park how, she had it to herself.



Trees surrounded the edges ;i}

Of the park, bloCcking out the

few streetlights, and the ﬁl

houses and other buildings e &
beyond were unseen and yj}
Silent.

The CresCent moon smiled as
The Green (zir| took her first
steps aCross the grass, her light
pinafore dress moving Softly in
the gentle breeze. She hummed
tO herself. The hum beCame a
little tune, ahd her feet began
t0 move to the rhythm Of the
tunhe, ahd she danced. Her arms
and her whole body went with
the flow Of the musiC that was
inside her.



She hopped anhd skipped anhd did
Cartwheels and went rounhd anhd
round until she was almost dizzy,
but happy, SO happy. She
laughed, ahd then sat down on
the grass ahd stared up at the
watching stars.

It was then she hoticed, over to
her left, peeking out from the
side Of a chestnhut tree, ahother
pair Of eyes watChing her. Tt was
a squirrel.




“Hi there,” said The Green Girl.
The squirre| didn’t reply.

“1 thought squirrels usually slept during
the hight, just like humans.”

“Obh...yes...we do,”

the squirre| said, Still [oOKing rather
shocked at beinhg spoken to.

“IWere you having bad dreams?” she asked.
“No, Tjust...”

“1 hope 1 didn’t wake you up! T'm sorry if ]
did.”

The squirrel moved round to the front of
the tree trunk now.

“NO, ot at all, it's Just...my eyesight isn’t
s0 good at hight. Tm beginning to see you
better how. And you didh’t wake me up, ]
just wasn’t sleeping.”



The squirre| stared at her as if still trying
t0 make up his mind about whether she
was danhgerous or hot.

“1 wish I could sleep,” The Green Girl said,
half to herself.

“\/oU Can’t sleep? Really?”
The Green Girl Shook her head.

“Well, Tm only a statue. Statues don’t’
sleep.”

“Oh...”

The squirre| SaVe'a little jump down onh to
the grass. :

“I Knew T'd seen you before,” he said,
“You’re from just over there.” He pointed
t0 the stone column. “T didn’t think you
were real.”



“Well, Tm hot sure if T am,” The Green
Girl said, after giving it some thought.

“You |ook real how,” the squirrel Said,
“And you’re a really good dancer,” he
added, hoping that would cheer her up.

“Thanks,” she smiled, “It’s just SO great
t0 be able to move about and blay. This
IS the only time I Can do it, when there’s
no-one around.”,

“Except me,” said the squirrel.

“Exceptyou,” she smiled again. “Tovely
hight, isn’t it?” |

The squirrel gavé his hose a little rub
before replying.

“Yes, it is, it is. But...are you hot really
cold, ih that little dress?”

“1 suppose 1 should be,” The Green Girl
said,

“1 meah, i€ T was real. I mean, really real.”



The squirrel seemed to think that made
sense.

“Anhd why the colour green?”
he asked, and then felt bad for asking
such a personal question.

“Oh, I don’t know,”
said The Green Girl.
“Why are you grey?”

“You know, ] doh’t know,”
he replied after SCratChing his head,
“Funny, ho-one has ever asked me that.”

“We are what we are,”

The Green Girl said, and the grey squirre|
nodded.

“T wonder if the stars are really white?”
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“1 can’t get my head around that,”
The Green Girl Said.

“No, me neither,” the squirrel
admitted.

“But it doesn’t really matter, does
it? T mean, if there are things we
don’t really understand? And
whether all those stars are there
now, Or hot, it doesn’t make them
any less beautiful.”

“That’s true,” the squirre| agreed.
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“Oh, |ooKk!”

the squirre| pointed up at the sKky.

“Geese! Theyre geese, Tm hearly sure.”

The distant birds flew ih ah arrow shape
from |eft to right.

“How lovely!” The Green Girl said.

Then, in g sort of whisper,

“Tt must be wonderful to f£ly.”



The squirrel was thinking the same thing.

“You Khow there are such things as flying
squirrels?” he Ssaid.

“Oh? Are you a flying squirrel?”

He shook his head anhd sighed.

“T'm afraid not. Flying squirrels live far far
away from here, in some other countries.
And, actually, they don’t really £y, hot
like birds do. They sort of glide through
the air from tree to tree. ] think SO,
anyway, I don’t really khow, but I know
they exist.”



“Come On!”
The GGreen (zir| got to her feet,

“Let’s pretend we’re £lying, or
gliding, like your squirre| cousins!”

The Green Girl spread out her arms
as if they were wings and began to
graCefully run in a Zigzag motion as
her arms Changed direction.

The squirrel did his best, but his
arms and legs were so small, he could
only give little regular hops after
her.

“Not...quite...getting...the hang of
this...” he muttered to himself.

“1 do hope...nonhe of the
other...squirrels are watching...”



But despite feeling a little
awkward, he was enjoying himself,
and he thought his hew friend
moved really gracefully and looked
much happier thah when he had
seen her standing oh her stonhe
column.

She always seemed to have a sad
face then.

He wondered why that was.

She had a bucket and spade in her
hahds whenh she stood on the
column.

That must mean sheswas going to
the seaside. But fh.ere was ho
seaside near here, he thought, as
far as he Knew anyway.

Very odd.



The Green Girl had suddenly
stopped.

Che was standing just in front of the
big Cannon.

The squirrel remembered
sCampering up that Cahhon mahy
times when he was younger.

He’d even slipped Off it once, from
the very top.

He had lahded on his feet without
injury, but he remembered the shock
Of the fall.




He was about to relate this to The
GGreen Girl but he hoticed she
wasn’t looking at the Canhnhon but
aCross the railings and path to the
big statue opposite, wWith the
soldier on top, holding the bugle to
his mouth.

Tt was some sort Of wWar Statue,
that’s all he knew about it.

The Green GGirl seemed to be deep
in thought.

“There was music,” she said, uhder
her breath.

“Pardon?”
“A band.”

She pointed to the statue.



“Soldiers, and a band,” she said.

“A military band. That’s somewhere in my
memory. Something about walking behind a
band, |ots Of us, along the streets. ] don’t
Khow why, or where we were going...Jt’s
just a little picture in my head.”

Che Kept staring aCross at the soldier’s
statue, hoping somehow it would help her
tO remember more.

“Maybe that statue Wwill come to life too,”
the squirrel thought, “Jt seems a hight
when anything might happen.”

He thought maybe The Green Girl was
hoping that would happen, the way she was
£azing aCross, but after a few minutes she
bowed her head ahd turhed away.

She seemed sad again.



“I can’t remember anything else, just that
moment, musiC and the band,” she said.

“Must have been a happy occasion,
then?” the squirrel said to Cheer her up.
“Did you have your bucket and spade
with you?”

Suddenly The Green Girl shot him a |0OK.

“Bucket ahd spade? Bucket and spade!
Yes, yes, 1 did...”

She started to ruh, running fast, back in
the direction where they'd first met,
baCk towards her column.

The squirrel skipped along after her, just
about able to keep up. He was glad when
she finally stopped at the railings behind

her stone column.



The GGreen Girl grabbed hold of the
railings to steady herself.

She could just about see the outline of
her bucket on top Of the column.

“The seaside,” she said, breathing heavily.

“It’s the seaside...we were going to the
seaside...”

She was smiling, like she’d reached the
tOop Of some hill or mountain and was able
t0 |00K over the other side.

Except, she couldn’t.
Che couldn’t see anything.
“That’s all...that’s all I can....”

The squirrel could see the disappointment
in her face.




“But that's €reat Yyou remembered,”
he said,

. “ell done! Tt was a happy day, a trip
t0o the seaside, with the band plaYying
and everything. A summer’s day, a
warm day, wearing your summer
.dress. T bet it was fun! Tve never
been to the seaside myself.”



The Green Girl shook her head.

“1 don’t know,” she said, “I don’t know if
T'Ve ever been either.” . -

“Oh, T'm sure it Will all cbme back to you in time,”
the squirre| said. “Just like me. Sometimes ]
forget where 1 might have hidden some food —
you Know, nhuts or acornhs or something —and Tl
be in all sorts Of a tizzy trying to remember where
T've stored them. But it always comes baCk to me,
usually when T've Calmed down a bit.

- Anhd, |00k, You hardly remembered

anything when ] first met you, but
SihCe then you’ve mahaged to
recall a military band playing musicC
as You were éoing along the
streets oh your way to the seaside
with your bucket and spade.

1 should think that’s enough
remembering for one hight!”




The Green Girl couldn’t help but
Stile at her new friend’s
cheerfulness.

“Maybe it's because you’re here .
that T'Ve been able to remember.
You are very easy to talk to, and
T'm hot used to talking to
ahyone.”

If the squirre| could have
blushed, he’d have blushed at
that Ccompliment.

“That’s very nice Of you tO Say
$O,” he managed to reply. “T've

| enhjoyed our little meeting,

though really I should be getting

back to'my bed. For my beauty

sleeps” he added with a grin and

a rdb of hi§ nose.




“Where do you sleep?” asked The Green
Girl.

“Oh, just over there in that chesthut
tree,” he pointed, “For tonhight, ahyway.
Tomorrow hight, Who Knows?”

“Well, Tl always be up here,” The Green
Girl nhodded to the column,

“So you’ll always know where to find me.”

“1 shall most certainly pay you a Visit, my
lady,” the squirrel gave a little bow which
made them both giggle. “Anhd with that ]
bid you a fond farewell,” said the
squirrel.

“Bye!” she waved ahd watched as her
Friend hopped and skipped his way back
tO the chesthut tree and disappeared.



The Green Girl ducked through
the railings and then Climbed
baCk up onto her stone column.
Che picked up her bucket and
her spade. There was the
tiniest bit Of light beginhing to
appear in the sky how, morning
wWas approaching.

Che took up her usual position,
her head slightly tilted to her
right, and after a little intake
Of breath, she froze and
becCame a statue again.



The Green Girl and the squirrel
et oh mahy OCCasions after that
night anhd enjoyed playing ahd
Chatting together oh the grass Of
the park. She never did remember
where she had been going with her
bucket ahd spade, ahd perhaps it
was better that she didn’t.

Some memories are best forgotten.

The end.
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