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      A bored bird is a dangerous bird.
      

      
      That’s what my dear old ma used to say when I was a young ravenlet: a bored bird is a dangerous bird. A naughty bird. Even
         perhaps a little bit of an evil bird.
      

      
      In fact, throughout history, when ravens have taken the blame for badness, I’ll bet you a sack of mice it was a bored bird
         that caused the trouble.
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      Let me tell you a tale of the trouble that happened in Castle Otherhand just a little while ago; a whole heap of trouble,
         more irritating than a monkey with a trumpet. A whole heap of trouble, I say, none of which would have happened if I hadn’t
         been so brain-meltingly bored.
      


      
      
      It went like this.
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      Nothing much had happened in Castle Otherhand for really quite some time. After that business with the fang-toothed beastie
         in the cellars, and the commotion with ghosts, and then the blood-curdling episode with the undead, there had been a long
         spell, of well … nothing.
      

      
      Now to start with, I was all in favour of a bit of peace and quiet. It allowed me to get on with some uninterrupted sulking,
         for one thing. I spent a few weeks counting how many of my feathers had gone grey, and then another few weeks double-checking
         the answer.
      

      
      I passed happy days gliding round the valley, enjoying simply being a big black bird with a shiny black beak; that was enough for me.
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      But then, something strange happened to me.

      
      It started one morning as a tiny tickle in my brain box, and though I tried to ignore it, I couldn’t. It grew.

      
      And by the end of the day, I had to admit it.

      
      I was bored.

      
      And not just a little bit bored, but so bored I would have pecked my own head if such a thing were possible.

      
      Instead I started to peck at the wallpaper in the Red Room with such fury and intent that Solstice heard me from along the
         corridor and came to investigate.
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      ‘Edgar,’ she said gently. ‘Are you normal?’

      
      That’s rich coming from an Otherhand. Normal doesn’t even enter into it.

      
      I decided not to answer her, but kept on banging my beak on the wall, until I’d made a tidy hole, just right for hiding a
         dried mouse in. In case of emergency, you know.
      

      
      ‘Really, Edgar,’ cooed Solstice, ‘I do think it might be best to stop doing that. Really I do.’

      
      Well, that was enough for me. Red rag to a bull. Monkey’s bottom to a swiftly-aimed kick.
      

      
      
      I pecked with renewed vigour, and was pleased to note that a couple of paintings fell off the wall. At full pelt, I could
         give a woodpecker a run for his money.
      

      
      ‘I think perhaps you’re not feeling terribly well. Is that it, Edgar dear?’
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      I was now firmly stuck on peck-o-matic, but dimly aware that Solstice had a point. Of sorts.

      
      Because no, I was not ill. What I was, was B. O. R. E. D.

      
      I knew there and then that if something exciting, possibly scary, and maybe even perhaps outright life-threatening did not
         occur in the castle very soon, I would lose total grip on my marbles.
      

      
      So I decided to make something happen, and the way I did it was pretty cunning, let me tell you.

      
      I spent the next day and a half zooming round the castle like a guided missile, pecking anyone and everyone on the head repeatedly
         until I was in too great a danger of being swiped at. I would then proceed to my next victim, and so forth and so on, until
         pretty much everyone in the place was going spare.
      

      [image: image]

      
      Cudweed summed it up as I buried my beak into his blasted monkey yet again.

      
      
      ‘Mother!’ he cried. ‘Edgar’s gone funny in the head.’

      
      Ha! I thought. Ha!

      
      And then I overdid it.

      
      I spied Lord Valevine and Flinch heading to the laboratory in the East Tower. Valevine had been working on some invention
         or other for days, and although I didn’t know exactly what it was, I knew he was getting very steamed up about the whole thing.
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      As I burst into the lab, he was explaining something to Flinch.

      
      ‘If we don’t get this cabbage-counting machine working, Flinch, and this very afternoon, I swear I shall not be held responsible
         for my actions! Who would have thought it was this hard? I …’
      

      
      I heard no more of Valevine’s moaning, because I chose that moment to set about him, face and neck.

      
      Well, that was it.

      
      I think it’s fair to say that I had overdone it, and within half an hour I found myself locked in my bird cage in the Red
         Room, with the whole family standing around it, looking exasperated.
      

      
      And cross.

      
      ‘What are we going to do with him?’ Minty asked.

      
      ‘If I had my way …’ Valevine began, but Solstice interrupted.

      
      ‘But fortunately you’ve been outvoted, Father,’ she said. ‘I think we need to understand raven psychology …’
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      ‘You mean what’s going on in the bird brain?’ Cudweed asked.
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      If I had eyebrows I would have used them to good purpose at this point.

      
      ‘Well, sort of,’ Solstice said. ‘I simply mean that we need to understand what is going on in poor Edgar’s head. That’s all.’
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      ‘Ark!’ I shrieked.
      

      
      ‘There! You see!’

      
      ‘Well, good luck with that, daughter of mine,’ Valevine said. ‘I’ve been trying to work that out since I was a boy, with no
         success, whatsoever. But I tell you, if this behaviour goes on, he’s in big trouble, and never mind whether I was outvoted.’
      

      
      Valevine looked so thunderously cross that I was almost scared. Almost.

      
      Solstice looked nervous.

      
      
      ‘I have an idea,’ she said. ‘Perhaps we should get out of the castle for a short while, and leave Father to his own devices.
         I saw a poster for a circus, down in the valley. Maybe we should all have a nice day trip?’
      

      
      ‘Oh, yes!’ cried Cudweed.

      
      ‘Capital idea!’ exclaimed Valevine. ‘The lot of you can clear off and give me some room for the massive exertion of my brain!’

      
      ‘Yes, very good idea, dear,’ said Minty.

      
      So we went to the circus, and that was to be the start of it all.

      
      The magic.

      
      And the mayhem.
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