


Cassy’s only image of her father is 

the black-and – white photo he left 

behind, long ago, when he 

abandoned her.

Why did he go? What made him 

leave her beautiful, simple 

mother?







Stereotypes 

WOLF
“Keep the wolf from the door.”

“Wolf it down.”

“Cry Wolf”

“Who’s Afraid of the Big Bad Wolf?”



IDENTITY

Who am I?



RELATIONSHIPS

Positive relationships

Negative relationships



TRUST

Who do I really know?

Who do I believe?



Resilience

Do I really what to remember this?

Why can’t this just be one great big 

fairy tale?



Terrorism



And they all lived happily ever after…

Is blood thicker than water?

Should love be unconditional?



Of course Cassy never dreams, Nan always 

said. She has more sense, to be sure. Her 

head touches the pillow and she’s off, just 

like any other sensible person. There’s been 

no trouble with dreams, not since she was a 

baby.



Cassy shut the bathroom door tight and glared 

at her reflection in the mirror. Sensible eyes. 

Sensible short brown hair. You only needed to 

look at her face to know she wouldn’t do 

anything wild. If everyone was like you, Nan 

said, the world would be a simpler, sweeter 

place. Sometimes Cassy wished being sensible 

wasn’t so important.



“Don’t you want me to stay and look after you? Cassy was 

supposed to say that  next. Then Nan would smile and shake 

her head, lifting the pile of neat clothes into the case….

When she was three-or four - she had jumped on to the 

suitcase and banged on the window with her fists. “Don’t 

leave me here! I want to go with you, Nan!” Even now the 

memory brought a ghost of that panic. The miserable terror 

she had felt as she stood at the window, with Goldie trying to 

cuddle her, while Nan disappeared round the corner. She 

never shouted like that again. Better to wave and smile, and 

pretend it was alright.



Robert took the bag and peered inside, spreading the 

handles wide. Cassy had a momentary glimpse of 

carrots and baked beans and tinned ham. And, at the 

very bottom, something smooth and yellow that she 

couldn’t identify. (Bananas? But Nan wouldn’t have 

put those under the tins.)



“Work emptied her mind. For the rest of the 

morning Cassy was too busy to think about 

wolves.” 



Goldie began to cry quietly, but Cassy 

hardened her heart. If there was going to be a 

quarrel with Lyall, she had to key herself up 

for it. She wouldn’t stand there meekly while 

he bawled her out, even if Goldie did.



Mick Phelan.

She shaped the words with her lips, making no 

sound. Knowing, as she had  always known, 

that they must not be spoke aloud. 



Don’t you remember? Don’t you remember coming 

here with us in your pushchair, to look at the 

wolves? Before Granny Phelan took you. When Mick 

– went away.” 

“He never gives up. He never goes away until he gets 

what he wants …. So later, when everyone turned 

against him – I understood. It was only like a wolf, 

fighting for its own territory.”



Cassy's heart pounded and all the years of not 

speaking clogged her tongue. There’s things a 

child can’t understand, nan always said. Never 

trouble trouble until trouble troubles you. All 

her life she had been waiting to find out, but 

for a second she couldn’t put her questions 

into words.



Shall I show you the path? We can play a 

little game…



Stupid! Idiotic! – she ought to have 

KNOWN- now there was danger, danger -



“ – Michael Phelan, the Cray Hill bomber.”

Her ears rang as though he had boxed them. …

All the questions that had swirled around her head suddenly 

came together, clustering around those four words.. And a pit 

of chaos and terror yawned at Cassy’s feet.

And in that terrifying instant, nan’s voice was in her head, like a 

rope pulling her to safety.

You don’t want to take any notice of Goldie. She’s always telling 

fairy stories. That was it. That had to be the explanation. And 

everyone knew that fairy stories weren’t true.



But the pieces slotted together in her head, 

and she couldn’t disconnect them. It was all 

beginning to make terrible sense.



And then someone screamed.

Not a fake scream. Not play acting. It was a real scream, from 

a terrified, tortured throat and it came at Cassy like a fireball.

Nothing is too bad to be true! You can’t shut out the night! The 

world is full of bombs and blood and murder and death and 

violence –

She couldn’t shut it out any longer. Couldn’t fight off her terror 

by pretending to be practical and calm and realistic. The 

darkness inside her head was real, swelling larger, choking her 

as it blotted out her small, comfortable world.

It was her own voice screaming.



You think she ought to be on 

your side? Just because she’s 

your mother?



I'll huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow your house 

down.

Grandmother, what big eyes you have…






















