
 

The Folly 

By Lisa Ives 

 

Throwing open the bedroom windows Marjorie greeted the day with the same 

vigour she attacked every aspect of her life. Bending at the knees, and stretching out 

her arms, she prided herself on the good shape she was in for her 70 years. 

  

The Folly, overlooking the English Channel, could have been designed with 

Marjorie in mind. Great in stature and a reminder of the eccentricities of days gone by. 

Only Marjorie would consider making her home in what had originally been built as an 

oversized garden ornament. But still wearing her aviator hat, goggles clinging on 

despite the wear and tear of her time in the Air Transport Auxiliary (ATA), she had 

mixed cement and built walls to fill in the gaps of the fake ruin.  

 

Inhaling the view she was filled with the joy and satisfaction that hard work and 

determination had brought her. She answered the phone with that joy in her voice. 

  

“Hello” 

  

“Hello Marj” 

  

“Dotty!” she screamed as the old familiarity came flooding back. 

  



 

“Marj, sorry I shut you out when Michael passed. I just needed time to hibernate and 

heal.” 

  

“You silly old goat, no apologies needed. When are you coming to stay?” 

  

“Today?” 

  

*** 

  

Patting herself down, wearing the same suit her mother bought her when she 

was sixteen, Marjorie felt relaxed and happy as she rushed to meet her old friend at 

the front gates.  

  

“Oh Dotty, Dotty it’s so good to see you,” she cried as she practically dragged her old 

friend from the car. 

  

“Likewise Ms. Hallow,” Dotty laughed, “look at this place, just look at it, I never thought 

you’d stay here for so long.” 

  

“If it ain't broke don’t fix it, it took a lot of fixing over the years, but like me, it ain't broke.” 

 

“Still pretending to be a land girl I see, when we all know you were the poshest totty in 

the ATA,” said Dotty with a wry smile.  

 



 

“Be off with you, you silly girl, I was always second choice when it came to the boys. 

And we all know John asked you out before he asked me.”  

 

The ladies laughed as they quickly slipped back into their old familiar 

roles.They’d had this same conversation many times over the years.   

 

“Come on then, take me inside and let me see what new wonders you have to show 

me.” 

 

They talked animatedly as Marjorie insisted on carrying all of Dotty’s luggage. 

Once inside they eventually took turns in speaking. 

 

“It’s so good to be back, “ sighed Dotty, “It feels like time has stood still since I was last 

here.” 

 

Marjorie could see her old friend’s face start to soften, and was delighted she 

finally had the chance to take care of her.  

 

*** 

  

The ladies, lit only by the light of the full moon, chatted away the evening with 

stories of their time in the ATA.  

 



 

“Oh Marj, we looked a sorry sight didn’t we? No wonder they called us the Ancient and 

Tattered Airmen. We must have looked like we’d escaped from the circus when we 

were all out in one big group.” 

 

“We did that,” Marjorie laughed, “but I’m sure that’s what got the attention of our lovely 

boys.” 

 

“They thought they were so funny, ha! Never tired of the same old jokes.” 

 

“At our expense. How many times did they think they could pat us on the bum and say 

‘Atta Girl’?” 

 

“What was the name of that pub?” asked Dotty. 

 

“Oh.Let me think. Wasn’t it something to do with wasps?” 

 

“No, not wasps,” laughed Dotty, “Bees. It was The Beehive.”  

 

“Yes, that’s it.” 

 

The ladies melted deeper into their chairs as their minds drifted back to the 

fondest of their shared memories. It was Marjorie who first broke the silence.  

 

“Dotty, do you believe in ghosts?” 

  



 

“Marjorie Hallow have you finally lost your mind? I knew it would happen eventually, 

stuck up here on your own day in and day out!” 

  

“No,” she laughed, “it’s just that there’ve been some unexplained things 

happening lately, and I can’t think what else to put it down to. You know me, not one 

to jump to conclusions, and if you’d asked me the same question a few months ago I 

would have said stuff and nonsense.” 

  

Dotty did her old friend the courtesy of listening closely as she explained the 

strange things that had been going on. After taking her time to digest the information 

she finally responded.  

  

“So, let me get this straight. Trampled Rose bushes and moving garden ornaments? 

Someone is clearly playing tricks on you. Come on Marj, you know there’s no such 

thing as ghosts.” 

 

“Well, maybe not ghosts exactly… just…something out of the ordinary.”  

  

Marjorie explained that the mysterious moving ornaments and trampled bushes 

always occurred following a full moon. And she had already set a trap for this evening 

in the hope of getting to the bottom of it. 

 

“In for a penny, in for a pound.” Agreed Dotty, “I was relying on you for a bit of an 

adventure.” 

  



 

*** 

  

Marjorie had set up a fishing bivvy under her ancient weeping willow tree, she 

had kitted it out with a picnic hamper, the contents of which would not have been out 

of place for a day at the races. 

  

“We’re going to be a bit snug,” said Marjorie, “I wasn’t expecting company.” 

  

Dotty scrambled through the small opening and drew breath at the well-

equipped stakeout shelter. Marjorie donned in an all in one boiler suit, her aviator hat, 

goggles replaced with a headlamp, followed in close behind her.  After a clashing of 

wiry limbs, the ladies both found a reasonably comfortable spot to settle in for the 

night. 

  

“How will we be able to see anything without giving ourselves away?” Asked Dotty. 

  

“Infrared,” said Marjorie waving her binoculars about. 

  

It was very difficult for the friends, who loved nothing more than a good old 

chinwag, to maintain their covert air. It wasn’t long before their hushed tones were 

silenced by rustling noises coming from outside the tent. They quickly exchanged 

glances and excitedly moved closer to the opening. Ignoring Marjorie’s attempt to peek 

through first with the binoculars, Dotty was the first to spot something on the move. 

  

“I think we’ve found your culprit Marj,” she announced with an air of satisfaction. 



 

  

Dotty moved aside as Marjorie impatiently surveyed the surroundings. Two 

beady red eyes were looking straight back at her.   

  

“It isn’t the fox Dotty,” Marjorie said reproachfully, “Foxes can’t lift heavy garden 

statues and rearrange them in the garden. “ 

 

“What would the boys think if they could see us now?” laughed Dotty, ignoring 

Marjorie’s disappointment.  

 

“They would think what a couple of silly old goats, and quite rightly so. Now we must 

try and stay quiet or we’ll blow our cover.”  

 

Dotty couldn’t help but giggle, Marjorie tried, but failed, to maintain her serious 

air, and before long their sides ached with laughter and tears streamed down their 

faces.  

 

“I think it’s time to call it a night,“ said Marjorie, “it’s getting quite cold now anyway.”  

  

*** 

  

The next night Marjorie was better prepared for the sudden drop in temperature. 

  

“I think we need a drop of brandy in our coffee if we don’t want to freeze to death.” 

 



 

“This feels so wonderfully decadent, and so completely the opposite, all at the same 

time,“ Dotty laughed. 

 

“Don’t start me off again Dot, I’m pretty sure neither of us want to keep this up 

indefinitely.”  

 

Dotty stifled a laugh with a snort as Marjorie gave her a parental warning look.  

 

“Marj, do you ever get lonely up here?” 

 

“Sometimes, but now I know there’s a fox hanging around I think I might just tame him 

and keep him as a pet.”  

  

Snuggled closely together, buried under a huge pile of itchy, scratchy blankets, 

the ladies enjoyed the aroma of the brandy-laced coffee. They both had feelings of 

excitement and anticipation, it had been a long time since Dotty had done anything so 

deliciously eccentric. Cheeks flushed from the Brandy, and the cold night air, they both 

drifted off into a deep, undisturbed, sleep. 

 

As dawn broke Marjorie was the first to realise their fundamental mistake.  

  

“Oh Dotty, we fell asleep, we make dreadful spies!” 

 

The excitement had dwindled somewhat for Dotty, no longer able to feel her 

legs and not used to quite so much brandy in her coffee she replied, “I don’t want to 



 

be a party pooper Marj, but we’re not going to do this again tonight are we? I ache all 

over and have a banging headache.” 

  

“Dotty look! It snowed, and look, look, there are footprints in the snow, and the birdbath 

isn’t in the same place it always is!” 

  

The ladies scrambled from the tent and surveyed their surroundings. Deep 

snow had transformed the garden into a magical wonderland. Marjorie pointed out the 

footprints to Dotty, “They lead from the house to the tent, and back again.” 

  

Hand in hand the ladies followed alongside the footprints until they reached the house, 

they looked back towards the tent and it was Dotty who spoke first. 

  

“Marj, I think they lead from the tent to the house and back to the tent again.” 

  

“How on earth could you work that out? It would be impossible to know for sure where 

they started and finished.” 

  

“Marj,” Dotty said kindly, “Look at your footprints, and then look at the other footprints.” 

  

The footprints were not only the same size, but there was an odd spacing 

indicating a missing heel on one of the boots, identical to Marjorie’s boots. 

  

“But.. that doesn’t make sense, I don’t understand, it’s just a very strange coincidence, 

there isn’t any other explanation. I’ve hardly been terrorising myself!” 



 

  

“I wouldn’t say you’d been terrorised exactly,” retorted Dotty. 

 

Marjorie looked back at the footprints, she followed them again, this time creating a 

third row of tracks. She studied each one carefully as she plodded up and down like a 

shire horse on show. At that moment Dotty thought her heart might just explode with 

the love she had for this woman.  

 

“Come on love, let’s go inside and get warmed up.” 

  

*** 

  

Marjorie lit a fire and the ladies warmed up with hot chocolate and whisky.  

 

“Marj, can you think of anything that could explain away the footprints matching 

yours?”  

 

“If I could do that we wouldn’t have just spent two nights in a tiny tent like a couple of 

cackling witches“, joked Marjorie .  

 

“Do you ever have flashbacks to our time in the ATA? Everything is so different these 

days, they talk about things like survivor's guilt and something called...toxic shock 

syndrome, I think.”  

 

Marjorie tried very hard not to laugh out loud at her old friend’s error. 



 

“I think you might mean PTSD, post traumatic stress disorder.”  

 

“Oh well, you knew what I meant.” 

 

 “A while ago I was having such awful nightmares, they were so vivid, and so real, that 

I was afraid to go to sleep”, explained Marjorie, “ the doctor prescribed me some very 

strong sleeping tablets, you know me, it would take a horse tranquiliser to knock me 

out. Do you think I’ve been..” 

 

“Sleepwalking!?” They said in unison. 

  

“It’s quite possible,“ said Dotty, “ the footprints do match. I guess tonight you get to go 

to bed and I’ll stay up and watch you. At least I’ll be able to do it in the warmth of the 

house this time”. 

  

“I feel such a silly old fool,”  said Marjorie.  

 

“They are not the words of the Marjorie I know and love. Only I’m allowed to call you 

a silly old fool!” Admonished Dotty.  

 

“Maybe you were right before. Maybe I have spent too much time up here on my own, 

especially if I can’t even be trusted in my sleep.”  

 

Dotty thought that Marjorie looked her age for the first time since arriving at the 

Folly. 



 

  

“Marj…” 

  

“Yes.” 

  

“Have you ever thought about getting a housemate?” 

 

 


