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Born in Hertfordshire, England, on 29 May 1952, Louise Cooper describes herself as ‘a typical scatterbrained Gemini’. She spent most of her school years writing stories when she should have been concentrating on lessons, and her first fantasy novel, The Book of Paradox, was published in 1973, when she was just twenty years old. Since then she has published more than eighty books for adults and children.

Louise now lives in Cornwall with her husband, Cas Sandall. When she isn’t writing, she enjoys singing (and playing various instruments), cooking, gardening, ‘messing about on the beach’ and – just to make sure she keeps busy – is also treasurer of her local Royal National Lifeboat Institution branch.

Visit Louise at her own website at louisecooper.com
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To my husband, Cas,

for helping me to get my sea details right…

and for a lot of other lovely reasons.
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Prologue

The mermaid gazed at Kes with a smile on her face. Black hair with a blue sheen cascaded over her shoulders, and her eyes were brilliant emerald green. Her face was very beautiful, but it was also cruel and spiteful. On her head was a golden circlet set with seven pearls.

‘Well?’ she demanded. ‘Haven’t you got anything to say for yourself?’ She leaned forward and the look in her eyes made Kes shiver. ‘Do you even know who I am?’

Trembling, Kes managed to find his voice. ‘You are… Queen Taran…’ Then a little of his courage crept back and he added, ‘Where’s my mother? What have you done with her?’

‘She’s safe and well for now,’ Taran replied carelessly. Then her expression changed. ‘But, if you want her to stay well, you must do as I tell you. Do you understand?’

Kes swallowed and nodded.

‘Good. Now, do you know why you’ve been brought here?’

He shook his head. ‘No… Your Majesty.’

‘It’s very simple.’ Suddenly Taran reached out and gripped his arm. Kes winced; she was amazingly strong. She stared into his face, and her voice turned from sweetness to venom as she hissed, ‘I want the silver pearl!’

Kes started to shake with fear. ‘Th-the… silver pearl… ?’ he echoed.

‘Yes! Your sister has it in the locket she wears. And you’ve seen it, haven’t you?’

‘No, Your Majesty –’

‘Don’t lie to me! I know!’ Taran’s voice rose shrilly, then with an effort she got herself under control again. ‘I will have the silver pearl, Kesson. And you will help me to get it. Your mother is going to stay here for a while, as my… guest.’ The way she said the word guest made Kes shudder inwardly. ‘And you are going to carry out a little errand for me. If you complete it, I will set Morvyr free. But if you fail…’ She uttered an unpleasant laugh. ‘Well, let’s just say that you will both regret that very much.’

Finding his voice with an effort, Kes said, ‘What do you want me to do?’

‘You will go to shore and find your sister,’ Taran told him. ‘Tell her that your mother is a prisoner, and the silver pearl is the price of her freedom. She must bring it to me!’

With a last shred of defiance Kes said, ‘What if she won’t?’

‘Then you must persuade her. Otherwise, you will never see your mother again. And you don’t want that. Do you?’
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Chapter One

‘Come on, Rose, or we’ll miss them!’ Lizzy Baxter was almost bouncing with impatience on the front doorstep. Her short blonde hair bounced too, its unruly curls gleaming in the early sunlight.

‘All right, I’m coming!’ The reply ended in sounds of a large yawn, then Lizzy’s fifteen-year-old sister appeared. ‘And keep your voice down. Mum and Dad are still asleep.’ She blinked in the brightness and lifted her hands to rub her eyes, then remembered her newly applied make-up and stopped herself in time. ‘Whose dumb idea was it to get up at the crack of dawn?’

‘You wanted to see the boat off as much as I did,’ Lizzy reminded her.

‘Yeah, but I’d probably have changed my mind if it wasn’t for you pestering me.’ Rose yawned again, then her morning grumpiness started to fade and she grinned. ‘OK, then, let’s go. At least it isn’t raining.’

The two girls set off along the street and down the hill that led to the harbour of the Cornish fishing port. ‘It’s hardly rained at all since we moved here,’ Lizzy said as they walked. ‘The weather’s been lovely all summer, apart from that storm.’

‘Yeah, that was unreal.’ Then Rose looked sidelong at her. ‘Why are you so keen to come to the harbour, anyway? You hardly know Mr Treleaven, so what’s the sudden fascination with seeing him and Paul go off on their fishing trip?’

Lizzy watched the local newsagent putting out his paper stands and pretended she hadn’t heard. She did have a reason for wanting to be at the harbour, and a very good one, but she couldn’t tell Rose about it. It had nothing to do with Mr Treleaven, or his son Paul, who was Rose’s boyfriend. But someone else was going out on the boat today. And that person was very important to Lizzy.

The Baxters had moved to Cornwall less than a month ago, and Lizzy found it hard to believe that so much had happened to her since then. She and Rose were both adopted – Mr and Mrs Baxter couldn’t have children of their own – but though Rose knew all about her real parents, Lizzy’s past was a mystery. She had been found abandoned as a baby, and had grown up with no idea who her mother and father were.

Until, just a few days after arriving here, she had met a boy called Kes, and made an astounding discovery. She had lost the mother-of-pearl locket that had been with her when she was abandoned and was the only link she had with her mysterious past. Heartbroken, she had been searching the beach in the slender hope of finding it when Kes had approached her with the locket in his hand. He had guessed that it was Lizzy’s, because the lock of hair inside it was the same pale blonde shade as hers. And the hair colour told him something else. It told him that she was his long-lost twin sister.

That alone would have been enough to turn Lizzy’s life upside down. But there was far more. For Kes wasn’t an ordinary boy. His mother’s name was Morvyr, which meant ‘daughter of the sea’ – and Morvyr was a mermaid.

At first Lizzy had flatly refused to believe it. Mermaids didn’t exist – even with her vivid imagination she had grown out of that sort of fairy tale years ago! But Kes had proved the truth to her in a spectacular way: by taking her under the sea, where she discovered that she could breathe as easily as she did on land. It was crazy, it was impossible, but it was true. She was a mermaid’s daughter. And when she met Morvyr, and saw her face, and the hair that was exactly the same pale gold as her own, the last of her doubts had vanished.

Rose was hurrying now as she realized that they might be late, and Lizzy had to break into a trot to keep up with her. Her mind went back to the third person who was going out on Mr Treleaven’s boat this morning, and her heart gave a little inward skip at the thought of seeing him again. His name was Jack Carrick – and he was her real father.

Jack Carrick had been born and brought up in this town. He was a fisherman
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