AN ENCOUNTER WITH THE MOLEISH
As we settled in for the night, the snow hut was certainly living up to its name and reputation. Blizzard conditions had ripped across the dale obliterating all around us, but by night time the winds had calmed and the snow fell heavily and silently, creating a blanket of calm as if tucking the world into rest. 
George had a passion for railways. The old line with its tunnels and viaducts spanning these remote and beautiful parts was one reason for our visit, but not the only one. We had heard via MASS (the Moleish Appreciation and Support Society) that the Moleish inhabited these parts, but not in our wildest dreams could we have envisaged how we would be blessed. 
The Moleish are a strange and wonderous species, half mole, half human, having evolved from the infused DNA of the Northern Mole and the remains of the many dead railway workers long since buried in the surrounding peat moorland. They are intelligent and fun loving beings and although spending most of their lives underground, on rare occasions they are known to surface and seek human contact. Tonight was to be such a night. 
At about 7.45 pm there was a light thudding sound at the door, we looked at each other, then again, 3 more distinct thuds. Not daring to speak, we got up and when he inched the door open I felt George’s jaw drop as I peered over his shoulder. There they were, 6 of them, 4 adult Moleish and 2 of their infant offspring, their beautiful black velvety fur covered in snow. 
“Delighted to urh,urh will you cccome in, cccome in please,” spluttered George, shaking with excitement as he held out his arm to usher them through. At first their small eyes squinted against the light and their snouts twitched at the smells of their surroundings, but then their human like faces relaxed and lit up with the warmth of the fire and our cosy abode. The largest one (male I thought) put the others in line and then each holding up a left front foot in greeting they introduced themselves in turn as Jackobly, Brindley, Ibicus and Kaybean, followed by the two infants Romsey and Cartuan.
As we had been led to believe their verbal communication was very good, they spoke an interesting mix of Unwinese gobbledegook, tinged with an Irish accent which was both comprehensible and really quite charming.  “Hellodiode,” said Jackolby, “muchly thanks for your hospitaliops.”
Knowing they were especially fond of Fentimans Cola and Stilton cheese on a Carr’s water biscuit, (I had brought some along just in case we got lucky) I set out the vittles, as our guests made themselves comfortable. 
And so the evening progressed we ate, we drank we laughed. Brindley crooned a rendition of Danny Boy accompanied by Kaybean on teaspoons and coal scuttle. The infant Moleish provided more entertainment by way of their interpretation of Gangnam style (the Moleish like to keep up with the times you know.)
So overcome was I at the initial shock of their visit that I had failed to recognise Jackolby. It finally dawned on me that he was in fact Jackolby Switchmire, OMG, Order of the Moleish Gentry. He was quick to spot my recognition and gave a confirming nod as I half curtsied aghast at such a dignitary in our presence.
Politics of course came up after this, in particular the lobby for National Heritage site status for molehills in the locality, and the ongoing fight to ban the evil practice of mole catching. On this note Jackolby bitterly berated Arthur Snatcher, the horrible mole catcher, ‘the awfloo villinode,’whose escapades needed to be stopped. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]‘Will we see you again?’ I said to Jackolby as the little party left. ‘Ah to be suriflop, we will reciprecrow,’ he replied waiving his spade like little foot. ‘Cheerie bye well’ they said in unison as they shuffled off into the night. 
Deep joy, I whispered to George as I drifted off to sleep, the snow still falling.  
Packing up to leave the next day and still overcome from the excitement of our encounter, I quickly tidied up the mess from our soiree. Then, taking a last look at the tenants check list, the previously unseen emboldened capitals on the front page jumped out at me….
IMPORTANT HEALTH AND SAFETY NOTICE 
FOR YOUR SANITY, HEALTH AND OVERALL WELL BEING ON NO ACCOUNT SHOULD ANY MEMBER OF THE MOLEISH COMMUNITY BE ALLOWED INTO THE SNOW HUT
What utter nonsense I thought as I planned our next encounter, knowing that Jackolby was right, we would meet again. There was work to be done.




