


Gran Helsing clicked her needles, her whispers filling 
the room. "One pocket for garlic,  just in case of 
doom." “More tea, Gran?” Nigel chimed, giving a 
gossipy glance. Miri giggled, “Tell us the story of your 
vampire dance!” Just then, a knock echoed through 
the night. "Trouble’s brewing," Gran sighed, “Best 
keep socks tight.”





The teapot  whistled  loudly,  swirling  with  gossip 
steam. “Ross Feratu’s stirring, or so the townfolk 
scream!” Miri’s eyes grew wide at the spooky name, 
“Wasn’t  he  part  of  the  old  peace  game?”  Gran 
frowned deep,  her  tartan skirt  tight.  “Let’s  pack 
sweaters and get ready for a fright.”





Walking through mist,  Gran explained in rhyme, 
“Vampires  and  hunters,  peace  for  a  time.”  Miri 
asked, “Who broke it? Who’s to blame?” Nigel puffed, 
“Ross Feratu’s back for his old fame.” Their path 
turned  eerie  as  the  moon  shone  white,  Gran’s 
pocket garlic glowing in the night.





Out of the fog, Ross Feratu appeared, moustache 
twirling  and  quite  finely  beared.  “Gran  Helsing, 
we meet again at last!” he hissed. “Our peace is 
broken—much amiss.” Miri clutched Gran’s hand, 
whispering, “Is he really bad?” Gran squeezed, “We’ll 
soon see, my dear lass and lad.”





Nigel spun circles, pouring tea with a flair. “Care for 
a cuppa, Ross? There’s garlic in there!” Ross winked 
slyly, declining the brew. "I remember your tricks, 
old and new." Gran grinned slyly, “Old teapot, you’re 
always a treat!” Ross laughed, “You haven’t lost your 
heat.”





Ancient vampires gathered in gloomy halls, Council 
of shadows with long velvet shawls. Miri gasped, 
“They look rather spooky and pale!” Nigel snickered, 
“Don’t  spill  on  that  ancient  tail!”  Gran  stepped 
forward, voice ringing true. “Who wants trouble? We 
must all talk this through!”





Josh  Feratu  shuffled  papers,  a  worried  frown. 
“Someone forged letters all over town!” Ross huffed, 
“I keep records, nothing was sent.” Miri exclaimed, 
“It’s a setup, someone’s content!” Nigel piped up, 
“Perhaps a rat amongst these bats?” Gran nodded, 
“Let’s sniff out the facts.”





Gran pulled garlic from a hidden pouch with pride, 
Miri followed suit, standing right by her side. Josh 
peeked behind a tumbling stack of books, “There’s 
ink prints matching sneaky crooks!” “To the sewing 
room!” Nigel gleefully cried, “Truth is best found 
where secrets hide!”





Gran’s knitting bag revealed a torn red thread, “This 
isn’t mine,” she wisely said. Ross gasped, “It matches 
the butler’s vest!” Nigel whistled, “Ah! Suspicion on 
our guest.” Miri grinned, “Let’s solve this together, 
team!” With each clue found, their spirits beam.





Council’s butler sneezed at a garlic-scented doily, 
Dropping false messages, caught quite surely. Gran 
declared, “You tried to start a vampire war!” Ross 
agreed, “Old grudges are such a bore.” Miri laughed, 
“No more tricks and spooky fright!” Nigel poured tea, 
“Let’s toast to peace tonight!”





Gran hugged Miri and even Ross got a pat, “Heroes 
wear tartan, and that’s a fact!” Josh composed peace 
papers, signed by all, Nigel brewed a special blend 
for the grand hall. Laughter echoed, garlic pockets 
dancing in the air, As truce returned, and kindness 
filled the lair.





Home  at  last,  Gran  picked  up  her  thread,  Miri 
snuggled close, happy stories in her head. Nigel 
rolled his spout, tipping a wink, “Saving the night? 
Makes fine tea, I think!” Ross and Josh waved from 
the lamp-lit  path, Peace restored, they shared a 
hearty laugh.
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