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			Chapter 1

		

		
			A new home

		

		
			The narrow road revealed itself one bend at a time, like a ribbon unravelling, barely wide enough for two cars to pass, flanked by the high hedgerows and unruly wildflowers of the southern Cornish coast. The surface was rough in places, edged carelessly with gravel, and the old Volvo shuddered at each gear change, protesting the ever-increasing incline.  

			As Jack slowed to let another frustrated local overtake, he saw it, no longer a glimpse but all of it - the full sweep of the North Atlantic coastline unfolding ahead, endless and alive. It was breathtaking.

			“Hey, look,” he said, tapping his daughter on the arm. “Nearly there, kiddo.”

			He glanced across at the passenger seat, his daughter’s long auburn hair blowing across her face like a shield. 

			Part of her wanted to look, to see this famous landscape her Uncle Andy had told her so much about. But that would be giving in, she reminded herself, so kept her gaze fixed resolutely on the glove compartment, arms tightly folded. 

			She heard her dad sigh as impatient beeping began from the removal truck behind. He waved an apology and started off down the final descent into Porthpenn, the faint scent of salt already sharpening the air. 

			He pulled up outside the cottage and switched off the engine, stretching his arms out with a tired groan before checking around for the truck. His head did a horrified double take as he found it.  

			“Oh no,” he said, sinking his head into his hands on the steering wheel. “This is bad.” 

			She looked up to see the truck stuck at an awkward angle on the narrow road above, too wide to make the last turn, its engine grumbling furiously as if it understood the mistake. Two removal men climbed out, hands very much on hips, shouting angry, contradictory instructions at the driver and each other. 

			“They’re going to throw our furniture into the sea,” Jack muttered despairingly into his fingers. After a deep breath, he pulled his head up, ready to accept their fate. “Wait here. Keep calm. Ignore whatever language you’re about to hear.” 

			She watched him walk over, hands raised in penitent apology as negotiations began, knowing he must be tired after the journey and wondering if she should help. Her legs felt unnaturally heavy, though, holding her stubbornly in place. Not long after, he gave her a relieved thumbs up as the disgruntled movers agreed to whatever terms he had offered them and finally got started. That suddenly made it real for her. No more reprieves, no more resistance. They were there, and that was that.   

			Several hours and a very large cash tip later, the removal van finally drove out of sight, belongings safely inside and surprisingly few of the boxes bearing extra marks of frustration. Jack waved them off and walked towards the passenger door. She stared at him through her thick fringe, jaw clenched, the hollow feeling in her stomach intensifying as he approached.  

			He opened the door and bent down to her level.    

			“Sienna Elizabeth. Come on.”

			He rarely used her middle name, so she knew he was serious. A barely noticeable nod was all she gave before getting out of the car. Gently, he put his hand on her back, a reminder she wasn’t alone. 

			Reaching the top of the overgrown path, they both took a moment to look at their new home. This once picture-postcard Cornish cottage was going to need work. Birds had punctured deep holes in the thatched roof, and remnants of old roses clung to its walls. The early evening light was turning golden, settling softly on the texture of the stone as they reached the door. 

			“It’s going to be good here,” she heard her dad murmur as he led them inside.     

			A musty smell filled the hallway and continued upstairs to her bedroom. She placed her suitcase on the bed and watched as her dad jiggled the window into submission, letting fresh sea air pour in. 

			Through the same window, she could see the harbour below. Colourful fishing boats swayed in the water, protected by the barnacle-covered stone of its walls. Undeniably idyllic, she could sense her dad’s relief at finally being there. 

			“Right then,” he said, his tone motivational. “Aunty Sarah’s done tea for us. Uncle Andy’s still out on a lifeboat shout, but we could always hop over and wait for him?”

			Sienna twirled a strand of hair around her finger and looked down.  

			“Or I can just go myself? Whatever.” 

			A pang of guilt washed over her. He looked so tired as he took off his glasses and cleaned them on the bottom of his cardigan. She wanted to do better for him, but the current numbness in her soul felt impossible to overcome. 

			He replaced his glasses and looked at his daughter. Her large green eyes met his and implored him to understand. As always, he did.  

			“Well, okay then. Maybe tomorrow, eh? I’m sure they’ll understand.”

			“Wait. Would this have been Mum’s bedroom?” she asked as he opened the door. 

			“Yes, bear,” he replied gently as he left. 

			Sienna looked around her new room. Tiny pink tea roses, once vibrant and joyful, patterned the fading wallpaper. It had peeled off in multiple places, revealing glimpses of the previous decoration underneath. The thin fabric of the curtains matched the same pattern but hung limply against the cloudy, aged glass of the open window. A small sink sat in the corner. The only other furniture was the dark wooden bed with its lumpy mattress and a small cabinet beside it. 

			She turned to the side and opened her suitcase. A well-worn teddy bear smiled up at her as she unzipped the lid and placed it lovingly on the pillow. The bear was her most treasured possession, the lifelong keeper of her saddest and hardest thoughts. Its once luxurious pink fur was threadbare in places, but, even at fourteen, she could not contemplate life without her.    

			Next out was a framed photo of the three of them, wrapped in an old t-shirt, which she put on the bedside table without looking at it. She heard her dad head out downstairs and lay back on the bed, pulling her teddy to her chest and closing her eyes, exhausted by it all. 

		

	
		

		
			Chapter 2

		

		
			A little seed of optimism

		

		
			The next morning, Sienna woke early to the unfamiliar sounds of her new world. Boat engines rumbled and hummed as they came into the safety of the harbour, and fishermen shouted over the sound of ropes and nets being thrown and unravelled. 

			She closed her eyes again and listened until there was a soft knock at the door. Her dad entered with a glass of juice and a dubious-looking breakfast bar he’d located in one of the many remaining boxes downstairs. She sat up against her pillow. 

			“Your gourmet breakfast, madam,” he said as he offered her the bar. She eyed it with the trepidation it deserved. He assured her that food shopping was high on the day’s agenda and that she was most welcome to join him. 

			Outside the window, a chorus of seagulls squawked in frantic delight as they swooped down to collect anything left over from the morning’s catch.  

			“These sounds take some getting used to, don’t they? And the early mornings that come with them,” he said as he walked over to the window. 

			The sun was already well up, and its soft light filled the bay and glinted off the hulls and masts of the boats. He watched as two gulls fought intensely over a half-mangled fish.   

			“I presume your silence means I’m shopping alone today?” he asked without turning around. There was an uncomfortable pause. 

			“Just do one thing for me though, okay? Please,” he said, continuing to stare out of the window, a slight crack audible in his voice. 

			“Take a look out here. Just…try. See what’s here. You might actually like it.”

			As he turned to look at her, she realised how sad he seemed. 

			“Could you do that for me?” 

			Sienna stared down at the now-empty glass in her hand to avoid eye contact. She wanted to answer him - she really did, but couldn’t make the words come out. Silence still felt smarter than releasing the endlessly swirling feelings inside. After what seemed an eternity, he accepted defeat with a shrug and headed downstairs.    

			His words flew around on repeat in her head. Why couldn’t she? What was she so afraid of? In part, she knew the answer - she was just so cross. Cross with him for bringing them there and being cheerful and positive all the time, cross with herself for not being able to do the same and crossest of all with her mum for just not being there. None of it was fair, and all of it was exhausting. 

			Sienna placed the glass down on the table and got ready. As she brushed her teeth in the tiny sink, the curtain blew open in the morning breeze. She walked over and pushed it aside, opening the window to its fullest. The harbour was much quieter now, and the bright hues of the fishing boats stood out against the silver-grey calm of the water. They bobbed up and down, carrying their weather-beaten nets and coiled ropes, ready for their next adventure. 

			Past the hustle and bustle of the harbour, she saw, for the first time, the raw beauty of the sprawling cliffs beyond. They stood guard over the bay, sculpted by crashing waves and wind, and invited her to admire them. They were the most impressive things she’d ever seen, climbing up from the deep turquoise water, over the hidden coves and secluded beaches below. The ever-changing mixture of light, sea and land took her breath away. It was magical and timeless. She felt it enter her soul and was powerless to resist.

			Leaning further out, she saw the top of a weathered, rocky staircase that led onto a coastal path beyond. It was flanked by vibrant bursts of pink and purple wildflowers and bright yellow gorse, all of which had somehow thrived in these windswept, salty conditions. She wondered what lay farther down that path and knew she’d have to find out. 

			The feeling pleased her. If curiosity was a gift from her mum, optimism was the same from her dad. The relentless sadness of the past two years had chipped away at this part of her, and she longed to regain it. 

			She couldn’t seem to take her eyes off the view- as if it was speaking to her soul and calling her closer. The effect was strange but positive, forming an accidental smile. Uncle Andy had told her a million times it was a magical place. Maybe this was what he meant.

			A sudden jolt of guilt hit her, bringing her out of her thoughts and back inside the room. 

			“No,” she reproached herself. Moving to Porthpenn was a betrayal, a cruel new way to lose her mum. She’d hated it there, so Sienna would too, duty-bound to honour her memory. Wouldn’t she?

			She closed the window to shut out the thought, but it was too late. The little seed of optimism had already taken root, posing its disconcerting question. What if she actually liked it? Her dad had promised that tirelessly, assured her they’d be okay there, together. She’d punished him with tears and silence, and knew both had hurt. But what if he was right? The thought made her stomach lurch, and she knew this was all getting way too big for her. 

			She darted downstairs and into the kitchen. The chaotic scene of bubble wrap and half-unpacked boxes matched her thoughts. Jack was deep inside a cupboard at the back of the room, attempting to organise their diverse collection of pots and pans.  

			“Dad?” she said, her lip trembling. “Can I talk to you?” 

			There was a bang as his head hit the top of the cupboard. Ignoring it, he pulled himself out as quickly as he could and led her to one of the kitchen chairs as she cracked open.   

			He waited patiently as she sobbed, before words came tumbling over one another in frantic bursts of emotion. After a while, she could make coherent sentences again, trying desperately to explain. He listened quietly as it all spilt out and finally, when her storm had quieted, reassured her they were fine, that he loved her very much and, most of all, had been through a similar thought process himself. 

			“You know what I ultimately decided though, my bear?” he said after a pause. “Your mum loved us so much. All she ever wanted was for us to be okay, and if that meant coming here, she’d have understood. I promise you.”

			His words released a wave of relief, and she knew he was right. It made her cry again, but differently now, as though washing something unhelpful away. 

			“It would have been a long, painful process with an awful lot of swearing, but she’d have understood,” he said, unable to keep a straight face at the idea. Sienna laughed with him, and it felt good to share that thought of her for a moment.     

			Jack reached his hand to her face, smoothing her hair away with utmost tenderness.    

			“You don’t get a handbook with all this, sweetheart. We’re making it up as we go along, and, frankly, it sucks.”

			She agreed with him as he let go of her hand, blowing her nose on what she hoped was a clean piece of kitchen roll as he poured the remaining orange juice out and handed her the glass. Sienna drained it in one gulp, grateful for its cool, tangy freshness, and felt some of the weight inside her lift.   

			“Now, do you want to come shopping with me?” he asked hopefully as she handed him the empty glass.

			“Absolutely not,” she replied, pulling herself up onto the kitchen sideboard, preferring to cling to the relative safety of the cottage a little while longer.  

			“Fair enough. Baby steps and all that,” Jack replied, picking up his keys with a flourish. “But just think! Next time you see me, it will be with items of actual nutritional value! Exciting!”

			She rolled her eyes as he paused in front of her. 

			“Seriously though. Thank you for talking to me. 
I promise things will get easier,” he said, tapping the end of her nose softly with his finger in the sweet way he’d done since she was little. “I love you, kiddo.”

			“I love you, too.”

		

	
		

		
			Chapter 3

		

		
			Tregadack Cove

		

		
			Sienna kicked the covers off her legs for what felt like the hundredth time that night, far too hot and unable to sleep. She got up and pushed the window out further, hoping to entice even the smallest breeze inside. The sea was as flat and dark as freshly poured ink as she stared out over the harbour. The moon hid behind a wispy cloud, diluting its pale silver sheen over the bay beyond and drawing her eyes back to the stone stairs at its edge. They seemed to lead everywhere and nowhere, swallowed half by shadow, only the faint marks of their tread visible as they vanished into the darkness of the headland above. Yet again, she felt a stirring to climb them, to discover what lay at their end. 

			Behind her, a sharp beep sounded from her nightstand and distracted her from her thoughts. She walked over and picked up the old digital watch responsible, running her fingers fondly over the display. It had been her mum’s, bought second-hand at a jumble sale many years before. 

			For reasons known only to the watch, it only ever beeped at a quarter past the hour. Her dad spent hours trying to fix it, only to discover he’d simply made it louder. After quite a lot of laughter, they agreed that a watch that did only what it wanted, loudly and on its own terms, had probably found the right owner. After that, her mum wore it constantly, declaring it a superb lesson to always make the best of things. The reminder seemed timely and made Sienna smile, which was progress in itself. 

			As she walked back to the window, she thought over 
her conversation with her dad again. His reassurances had definitely helped, and, more than that, it had felt good to let him back in a little. The knot in her chest may not have come fully undone, but loosened enough to breathe, and that would do for now.  

			“Thanks, Watch,” she said, stifling a yawn as she got back into bed, placing it gently back down on the cabinet. Thoughts of pathways and adventures filled her head as she closed her eyes, the promise of what was to come unexpectedly helping her to sleep. 

			

			The next morning, as promised, the kitchen cupboards were full and Jack was in what he described as ‘full-on homemaker’ mode. His attempt at pancakes was ambitious, to say the least, but she appreciated both the effort and the large jar of peanut butter, which made them just about edible. As he sat down opposite her, flecks of batter covering his hair and jumper, she tried not to smile. 

			“So, little one,” he started, taking a long sip of his coffee. “I note that it’s sunny again.”

			“It is,” she said, with a glance out the window and a return to her poker face. 

			“Very nice day out there. Lots of boxes in here. Choices will have to be made.” 

			“They will.”

			“Probably some deep cleaning needed. Dusting, even. Mopping perhaps.”

			She was struggling to keep a straight face.    

			“Sounds intense.”

			“Oh, it will be. Could be some child labour laws under threat. The authorities may need to get involved.”

			“Alright, fine,” she replied, her defensive giggle confirming his victory. “I’ll go outside and see what the fuss is all about, okay?”

			

			He nodded silently and finished his coffee, knowing her well enough not to push any further, and followed her into the hall. Sienna picked up her trusty blue rucksack from the bottom of the stairs and slipped it over her shoulder.  

			“Right. This is good,” he said, trying to appear casual by leaning against the wall. “But no talking to strangers, obviously. Or wolves.” 

			“Wolves are cool,” she replied, struggling to get her trainers on without undoing their laces. 

			“Granted. Just leaves strangers then.”

			She bowed her head solemnly and took the door key offered. He held it a little longer than needed, and she gave him the tiny smile of reassurance he was looking for.

			“Have fun then. And don’t worry about me; the dust bunnies and I have a plan.”

			With a last roll of her eyes, she turned to face her new world, unwelcome butterflies fluttering in her stomach as she closed the door behind her. But the soft warmth of the Cornish summer came to her rescue, nourishing her fragile optimism as she set out to explore.   

			Huddled around the narrow lanes, the white walls of the surrounding cottages shone in the sunlight. Each brightly coloured door was thoughtfully selected, and the gardens and window boxes were so immaculately maintained she felt vague embarrassment at the current state of theirs.

			As the path wound down through the houses and towards the harbour, Sienna saw that Porthpenn’s bay divided into two distinct sections. To the left was the horseshoe-shaped working harbour and fishing boats she could see from her window. To the right was a much smaller bay with a modest pebbled beach and a row of small grey stone buildings. 

			One of these was a tiny museum. Ivy covered the cracks of its stone exterior, and the peeling paintwork of the windowsills once matched the blue of the sea beyond. A wooden sign swung gently in the breeze and read ‘Porthpenn Lifeboat Association Official Museum’. 

			As Sienna came closer, she noticed an old man sitting outside. Despite the warmth of the day, he wore a heavy-knit fisherman’s sweater with frayed cuffs and a faded blue-brimmed cap. His face was lined and weathered, framed by a thick white beard, and he puffed away at a well-worn briar pipe. The sweet smell of its smoke rose and mingled with the seaweed and salt of the bay. A scruffy dog lay curled up asleep at his feet. 

			He stared as she walked towards him. There was a recognition in his eyes that made no sense to her. The intensity of his gaze felt uncomfortable, so she broke eye contact and went on a little quicker. He touched the tip of his cap and nodded respectfully as she passed, his eyes never leaving her as she walked away.

			She reached the edge of the bay and found a set of grass-covered stone steps set into the hill. They led up to the top of the cliff and onto a path above. Excited, she realised they were the ones visible from her bedroom and began to climb. 

			The reward for reaching the top was even better than she’d imagined. To her left, the Atlantic Ocean stretched as far as the eye could see, a mixture of shimmering calm and white-tipped waves that betrayed its lurking power. On the right were rolling fields of grass and wildflowers. Moss-covered walls snaked between them to keep the grazing cattle at a safe distance for all involved. 

			Bright yellow gorse bushes flanked the winding path ahead. The coconut-like smell of their flowers and the saltiness of the breeze felt fresh and inviting as she started down it, brushing away the tiny lines of webs that hung between bushes and showed she was the first visitor of the day. The path wound away from the fields and towards the cliffs and, after a few hundred metres, opened up into a wider section. She stood by a weathered bench at its edge and looked out over the ocean. It was breathtaking - every bit as magnificent as promised. The fresh sea air coursed through her lungs and invigorated her.  

			To the left of the bench were a wooden sign and a set of stairs. The sign read ‘Tregadack Cove’. The steps down were steep but well-maintained and invited her to the beach below. Peering over, she felt it would be rude not to investigate, so headed down to explore. 

			 Tregadack Cove lay nestled, hidden, between two towering sets of cliffs. Smooth grey and cream pebbles covered the beach, each rounded down by endless tides, some glistening from where the waves could reach them. Larger rocks and boulders, some half-covered by sand, lay further ahead and demanded investigation. This landscape was completely new to her, yet she already felt at home. 

			She’d always loved to climb and play - and her mum had strongly encouraged this - but they’d rarely strayed past the green spaces and parks of London. Growing up near Hampstead Heath had meant easy access to its huge swimming ponds, though, so she was already a strong swimmer.   

			The only sounds were the occasional squawk of a seagull and the soft lapping of the tide. The larger rocks ahead called to her, offering an invitingly climbable route over them. Slipping her rucksack off her shoulders and onto a large, flat rock in the middle of the beach, Sienna set off to scramble. 

			In no time at all, she’d made it to the farthest and largest of the rocks. The stone was warm from the sun and served as the perfect place to sit. She let herself wonder if her mum had once thought the same. As she looked across the soft blues and silvers of the water, a white sailboat came into sight. She watched as its taut, proud sails propelled it forward and out of view. The sun on her skin felt wonderful, so she lay back on the rock and tried hard to think of nothing.    

			A while later, she sat up as an unwelcome splash hit her face. The tide was turning, and the rocks directly ahead were almost submerged. It was time to head in. She thanked her rock for its kind hospitality and started back towards the beach. As she reached a section that required more agility, a band of birds announced their departure from a  ledge high above. The sun made it hard to see properly, but she was sure something - or someone - was moving up there. That made zero sense, though, as there was no way on or off that section of the cliff. 

			She placed her hand in front of her face to shield it from the bright sunshine and stared up at the ledge for another moment. There was no sign of anyone or anything. The ledge held a large, half-dead tree at one end, whose witch’s finger-like branches blew in the wind. That must have been it, she decided and wrote it off as over-stimulated imagination from earlier emotions. She jumped down onto another rock, relieved. 

			As she moved closer to the shore, however, there was another sound and more movement above. Sienna’s head shot up again, changing the direction of her body weight. She lost balance and dropped onto a wet, seaweed-encrusted section of rock. Her trainers found no grip on the slimy surface, and she slipped further. Instinctively, she reached out, but there was nothing there to grab. Her head smashed against the rock as she fell and slumped limply to the ground. 

			Waves lapped dangerously close, and she felt a warm trickle of blood run down her face before it merged with the water. As she drifted in and out of consciousness, she heard the gulls overhead again and somewhere - maybe - a dog barking, as the world went black. 

		

	
		

		
			Chapter 4

		

		
			Uncle Andy

		

		
			Andy and his oldest friend, Dave, chatted as they walked up the path to the harbour. There was always an adrenaline boost after a successful lifeboat shout - and even though this one was just an inexperienced captain running out of petrol, both men were buzzing. The sea had always fascinated him, and he’d volunteered for the RNLI on the morning of his eighteenth birthday. He now worked as the principal engineer for the local area stations and had never considered life anywhere but Cornwall. That he could offer Jack and Sienna a home there, too, felt profoundly satisfying. 

			As they walked past the museum, Dave noticed someone bent over the handrail of the steps, struggling to get down. The two men instinctively sped up to help. As they grew closer, Andy realised who it was and broke into a sprint. 

			

			“Sienna!” he called out, steadying her with his strong arms and helping her to a nearby bench. He sat her down and sent Dave for a first aid kit. 

			“What happened, love?”

			“I don’t know…don’t know who…a boy…” she said, her voice trailing off as she struggled to focus. “I slipped on the rocks. Someone pulled me out…a boy, it was a boy, I think…but then there was no one.” 

			“It’s okay, sweetheart. No need to worry.” Andy reassured her, examining the wound on her head as gently as he could. Dave returned and handed him the kit. 

			“Where were you?” 

			“One of the coves. Treg…Tredack…something?” 

			“Tregadack?” 

			Andy paused for a moment at her reply, a strange expression flashing over his face. 

			“Dad said it’d be good to explore. And it looked so cool down there. Did I do something wrong?” she asked, wincing as he applied a dressing. 

			“I don’t think you’ll need stitches, but I want Dr Jones to take a look at you to be sure. Ok? I’ll give your dad a call.”

			“No! Please don’t!” Sienna said, grabbing her uncle’s hand. 

			

			It took Andy a moment to understand her reluctance, then he put a comforting arm around her shoulders. 

			“Tell you what, instead. Let’s make a deal. We go and see Dr Jones now. He gets you checked out and after the all-clear, we convince Aunty Sarah to make her signature fish pie and tell your dad about it then. That sound okay?”

			She nestled further into his shoulder, which he took as a yes. 

			“Might even let you beat me at Scrabble again,” he teased as he helped her up from the bench. As he did, a dog ran at them from the direction of the steps and stood barking. Behind him was the old man from outside the museum, moving down the steps as quickly as he could. The exertion left him slightly out of breath, but he could still whistle for the little dog to return. Andy saw him and stiffened. The two men stared at each other for a moment. Without a word of acknowledgement, Andy turned and led Sienna away. 

		

	
		

		
			Chapter 5

		

		
			Dr Nathaniel Jones

		

		
			Dr Nathaniel Jones was a man of obvious means, whose bulging physique betrayed his love of the good things in life. He had the innate confidence of someone unused to being questioned, and Sienna felt slightly daunted by him as he examined her. He seemed inconvenienced by her hazy recollections, as though she wasn’t trying hard enough to remember.    

			Once finished, he sank into the winged chair behind his enormous mahogany desk and prescribed paracetamol for her headache, satisfied nothing more serious was required. As he finished writing, he leant back and put his finger to his lips. 

			“You know, the resemblance is quite astonishing.”

			Sienna stared back, not sure what he meant. 

			 “And in more ways than one, it appears, as she had a knack for trouble as well,” he continued, an edge to his voice. 

			Her stomach flipped as she realised who he meant. It hadn’t occurred to her that people in Porthpenn would have known her mum. The thought sparked a strange form of jealousy that they knew things she didn’t. 

			Dr Jones’ brusque tone broke through her thoughts. 

			“About a year ago, wasn’t it? Highly unfortunate, but these things do happen.” 

			Sienna’s eyes flashed, increasingly unimpressed by his tone. 

			“Now, should you feel dizzy or unwell again, you’ll need to tell someone at once. Abstain from anything strenuous for the next 24 hours and do at least try to stay out of trouble. Yes?” 

			She nodded as he handed her the prescription, relieved the interaction was almost over. 

			“And, more importantly,” he said as he leant forward on his desk, his bushy eyebrows furrowed. “As you didn’t know how dangerous the rocks and coves in this area can be, and you’ve had quite a shock, I’d suggest a wide berth from now on. Do you understand? Plenty of other places to explore. I’m sure you agree?”

			Defiance stirred at his condescending advice, but she covered it with a nod and a thank you, choosing not to share her opinion of the doctor with her uncle, who waited outside. 

			

			As they left the nearby pharmacy and he led her home, she tried to remember once more, but it literally hurt her head. She took her uncle’s hand and squeezed a thank you. He acknowledged it with a smile, and they walked home in comfortable silence.

		

	
		

		
			Chapter 6

		

		
			The boy on the rocks

		

		
			The next morning, bright sunshine pierced Sienna’s curtains as she opened her eyes. She tried to stretch out the heaviness in her limbs, but felt generally bashed about. Sitting up felt like a rubbish idea, but she convinced herself to do it anyway. She thought about yesterday again. Flashes of the boy’s face leaning over her played through her aching brain, but she couldn’t bring his image into focus. It was annoying.  

			Jack pushed the door open with a precariously balanced breakfast tray. 

			“Sie-Bear! How’s the head?” he asked, placing it down with only minimal spillage.  

			“Good. Can hardly feel it,” she lied.

			“I’d like you to take it easy today, please. I have some very boring legal stuff to tie up in Helston but should be home around one. Will you be okay if I do that?”  

			Sienna spotted her chance and smiled. 

			“I absolutely will.” 

			Thirty minutes later, she waited until the Volvo drove out of sight and set off towards the harbour. Her conscience felt a little uneasy not telling him, especially now they were on better terms again, but the need to return to the cove felt overwhelming. And she’d be back well before he was, she rationalised. Darker clouds, pushed in by an increasingly strong breeze, replaced the sunny start to the day. The gulls and terns were in their usual frantic voice as the fishermen packed up for the day. 

			As she reached the bottom of the steps, she paused. It wasn’t like her to be so rebellious, but curiosity outweighed her caution, so after a quick check behind her, she climbed.  At the top, she broke into a run, energy levels boosted by the thrill of disobedience. The salty air was invigorating and loosened her stiffness with every step. Approaching the beach below, the gathering clouds made the sea swells seem more foreboding than normal. As she reached the rocks and stared up at the empty ledge, a powerful gust blew her hair into her face. She searched her pockets for a hairband. As she turned against the wind to tie it back, she saw a slim and wiry boy standing by the exact rock where she’d fallen. It was him - she hadn’t imagined it! They stared at each other in silence. Unsure what else to do, she raised her hand to wave. As he reciprocated, Sienna heard something behind her and saw a bundle of wet, sandy fur bounding towards her. It was the dog from the museum again, overjoyed to have found a playmate. Sienna pushed him off her legs, laughing, and turned back to see the boy’s reaction. There was no sign of him. She scanned the cove as the little dog ran back and forth on the sand, barking encouragement for her to play further. His disappearance was mystifying. Back up the steps seemed the logical conclusion, but how did he get up there without her noticing - and why go without saying anything? A loud whistle rang from the direction of the steps.

			“Looks like you’ve made a friend there, Miss.” 

			She spun around to see the dog racing towards his owner as he produced a biscuit from his pocket. 

			“William Foster. Pleased to have the pleasure of meeting you properly, at last,” he said, lifting his hat in greeting as he reached her. “Heard you had a little moment down here yesterday. You alright now?”

			“Yes, I’m fine. Wait, how do you know that?”  

			

			“Funny places, these coves. Seen a lot of things. But I think you already know that, don’t you?”

			That was it for Sienna. 

			“What is it with everyone and coves here?” she shouted with more force than expected. 

			“Oh, you are so like her,” Foster laughed. “Your mum came here all the time - her favourite place, I think. Was all your grandparents could do to get her to come home. Knew every nook and cranny. Every little secret. One of the most spirited people I ever met.” 

			He paused, seeming emotional. 

			“Broke everyone’s heart when she was sent away.”

			Sienna stared at him in surprise, trying to process his words as the wind picked up around them. 

			“Sent away? What do you mean?” 

			Foster continued without answering her question. 

			“You’ve got her eyes. And a good dose of her spirit, 
I reckon.”

			Thunder rumbled above  - the storm was closing in. 

			“You might want to get back, Miss,” he said, starting towards the steps. She hesitated before following him, looking around once more for her strange new friend.

			

			Halfway up the steps, Foster called down to her. 

			“He’ll be back. Don’t you worry about that.”

			She looked at him in shock. How did he know who she was looking for? 

			“Come on, Foggo. Let’s go,” he said with a smile and tipped his hat once more.  

			Sienna watched open-mouthed as he disappeared from view. Large raindrops fell as an even louder crack sounded above. She checked her watch and realised she had to get home. As she ran back, her stomach churned at the strangeness of it all, but as it was so refreshing to feel something other than sadness, she didn’t mind the feeling.  

			The door to the museum was already closed as she ran past, and there was no time to investigate further. Back at the cottage, there was no sign of her dad. She let herself inside as the skies opened, relieved to have made it back in time yet desperate to find out more.     

		

	
		

		
			Chapter 7

		

		
			Discoveries

		

		
			The severe weather continued into the next day. Sienna looked out of the window to see rainwater pouring down the road to the harbour. The water of the bays whirled uninvitingly in shades of grey and resembled her frustration at not being able to investigate any of this further.

			Her dad, however, was delighted, declaring this the perfect opportunity to get fully settled in, immune to all complaints. And so, shortly after breakfast, his petulant-looking daughter struggled into the lounge with a large moving box with ‘LOUNGE’ written on it in bold lettering.  

			“Ah. That’s a kitchen box, bear,” he said, observing her from across the room. 

			

			“But it says lounge on it?”  

			“I changed my mind on some boxes halfway through the packing process and, rather than further confuse myself, wrote lounge on the kitchen stuff and vice versa.”

			“Which is why we have a microwave where the TV should be! Honestly, Dad!” she said, fighting to keep a straight face at his well-intentioned ineptitude. 

			She dumped the box down in the kitchen and turned to pick up another. 

			“So, this one that says Dining Room?”

			“Goes in the Study.”

			Many, many boxes later, Sienna carried the final one up the rickety set of stairs to the loft. As her head popped through into the space, she heard water dripping. She immediately shouted down to Jack and shoved the already sodden boxes away from the leak. As she pushed the largest towards the back wall, however

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
		

	