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Chapter One

Jonquil Jones sipped her glass of chilled Sancerre and gave a contented sigh as her gaze swept over her Auntie Jeanne’s colourful cottage garden. Stuck in the office all day, Jonquil had longed to feel the sun on her skin. Now, standing her glass on the patio table, she kicked off her strappy sandals and stepped on to the lawn, scrunching her toes into the velvety grass and laughing with the sheer joy of it. All Monday evenings should be like this.

Hearing her aunt chuckle, Jonquil turned round.

‘You look the picture of happiness,’ Jeanne said.

‘It’s taken a while.’

Jeanne nodded. ‘It’s where you finish that counts. New flat, new job. It’s high time you put the past to bed.’ She poured herself a glass of wine and lifted it in a toast. ‘To new beginnings.’

‘New beginnings,’ Jonquil echoed, returning to the patio and clinking her glass against her aunt’s.

‘Ready to eat?’ Jeanne asked.

Jonquil nodded.

With a smile, her aunt went back to the kitchen, promptly returning with two bowls of angel hair pasta, which she had smothered in a rich tomato sauce and sprinkled with chorizo and generous shavings of parmesan cheese.

Jonquil feasted with her eyes before taking up a forkful of pasta and savouring it. ‘This is delicious.’

‘From now on, Monday nights are pasta nights at mine,’ Jeanne declared.

Jonquil grinned. ‘I’m not going to argue with that,’ she said, tucking in with relish. She groaned as her mobile vibrated on the patio table beside her.

‘Can’t you ignore it?’

‘I’d better not, sorry. It’s my work mobile.’ Jonquil took it up, not recognising the number of the caller. ‘Hello?’

‘Good evening, Jonquil.’

That voice: rich, dark, mellifuous. Dangerous. It picked her up and transported her back as though the months of healing had never occurred. She was that girl again, the one with the broken heart.

Jonquil’s free hand clenched automatically into a fist, knuckles showing white. Sebastian Ableyard. Known to friends and enemies alike as Sable.

‘How did you get this number?’

‘Your colleague Sean gave it to me.’

‘Who is it?’ Jeanne asked with a frown.

Jonquil released her clenched fist to draw a capital S in the air. Her actions elicited a sharp intake of breath from Jeanne, followed by a look of concern.

‘What do you want?’ Jonquil asked coldly.

‘Firstly, I understand congratulations are in order. We haven’t spoken since you began your new job. Are you enjoying it?’

‘I don’t have time for a chat. Please don’t call me again.’

‘This isn’t a social call, Jonquil. It’s business. You are the Portable Antiquities Scheme Finds Liaison Officer for Devon and Cornwall, are you not? And I have a find that needs your keen eye.’

‘Is this a joke?’

‘Not at all. A good friend of mine owns Five Oaks Farm on the edge of Tregelian. His grandson was messing about with a metal detector today. He found a small piece of gold, looks to me like the end of a torc but I’d like a second opinion. My friend called me and I said we needed to call you and report the find so it could be recorded. All legal and above board.’ He chuckled.

‘Not your usual method of operation.’

‘I’m sure you don’t need me to remind you that was two years ago, Jonquil. The police found no evidence against me while your fiancé vanished without a trace, which would rather suggest his guilt, not mine. Why would an innocent man run?’

His words were a dagger to Jonquil’s scarred heart.

‘Where are you at the moment?’ Sable asked.

‘Penrowan.’

‘With the delightful Jeannie, no doubt. Give your aunt my regards. Are you able to come out to the farm this evening?’

‘Yes, I can meet you there in an hour.’

‘I shall look forward to it.’

That makes one of us, Jonquil thought as she ended the call.

‘So the rumours were true,’ Jeanne said.

Jonquil arched an eyebrow.

‘I heard on the grapevine that Sebastian had purchased the antiques shop in Tregelian.’

‘And you didn’t tell me?’

Jeanne looked contrite. ‘You were full of joy about your new job, loving the new flat. I didn’t want to spoil any of that. You get such a look on your face whenever that man is mentioned that I just…’ Jeanne shrugged. ‘I was going to tell you once I knew for sure.’

Jonquil continued to eat her pasta, determined not to let the return of her nemesis ruin her appetite. Between mouthfuls she recounted what Sable had told her.

‘Five Oaks Farm?’ Jeanne topped up her wine glass. ‘That’s Dave and Sue Danvers’ place. They run a market garden. Dave went to school with Sable. The grandson found the piece, you say? That’ll be Sam. He’s nine and so gorgeous you just want to scrumple him all up. Just like his dad, Drew. Now there’s a man to make the heart beat faster. Six foot two. Dark hair. Fabulous blue eyes. He’s single and about your age.’ Jeanne smiled.

‘Which might be relevant if I was looking for someone,’ Jonquil said mirroring her aunt’s smile. ‘But I’m not,’ she added firmly.

‘People on their own are always looking for someone, Jonquil, even if it’s subconsciously. Why do you think I’ve joined so many clubs and societies since I moved to Cornwall? Part of it is because I want to feel I belong in my new community and part of it is to make friends and maybe meet someone special.’

‘And have you?’

‘Not yet,’ Jeanne admitted. ‘There were a couple of chaps who were lovely but I kept comparing them to someone else which is never a good thing.’

‘Will was a fool ever to cheat on you.’

Jeanne gave a sad smile. ‘It wasn’t Will I was thinking of.’

Intrigued, Jonquil picked up her wine glass. ‘Well, aren’t you the woman of mystery all of a sudden. Care to share?’

‘It wouldn’t do for you to know all my secrets, Jonquil. Maybe you need a few of your own,’ she added.

Jonquil sipped her wine. ‘I love my life just the way it is,’ she said lightly. ‘At least I did until Sable’s call.’

‘The Danvers family are smashing. The daughter works away somewhere, Scotland, I think. Drew moved back from London a while back. He’s hard at work renovating a restaurant in Tregelian, Crooked Chimneys. In the meantime, he and Sam are staying up at the farm until the flat above the restaurant is done up.’

Jonquil stared at her aunt in amazement. ‘You’ve only been in the area a few months longer than me. How on earth do you know all this stuff?’

Jeanne smiled and shrugged. ‘People like to tell me things. The Danvers family run a farm shop and I supply them with fresh flowers. Sue and I have a natter over cappuccino and cake twice a week when I make my deliveries.’

‘They do sound like a nice family,’ Jonquil conceded. ‘But if they’re friends of Sable’s…’ She let the sentence hang as she sipped her wine.

‘You shouldn’t tar everyone with the same brush and you don’t even know for sure that Sable was involved in that criminal scam in the way Ben said he was. I’m afraid, as we both now know to our cost, your ex-fiancé had only a passing relationship with the truth.’

‘Even so, a bit of healthy cynicism never hurt anyone,’ Jonquil responded.

‘A cynical heart is often a cold one, my love, and I don’t want that for you.’

Jonquil gave her aunt a smile. ‘You don’t have to worry about me. I’m fine.’ Her smile faded, chased away by a frown as she turned her wine glass thoughtfully. ‘It’s not like Sable to come over all public spirited. I wonder what his angle is?’

‘Perhaps he just wants to help his friends.’

‘The man is a snake,’ Jonquil said dismissively. ‘You only met him once at that party in London. You hardly knew him at all. Mark my words, Sable never does anything for anyone else unless there’s something in it for him too.’

‘All I’m saying is give him the benefit of the doubt.’ Jeanne squeezed Jonquil’s hand.

At forty-five and with less than twenty years between them, Jeanne was more like an older sister than an aunt. With Jonquil’s dad and stepmother based in France, Jonquil knew she would have been lost without Jeanne’s unwavering support during the turbulence of the last couple of years.

‘I’ll try,’ Jonquil said grudgingly. She swirled the last of her pasta round her dish. ‘It’ll be difficult, though. I can’t think of Sable without thinking of Ben and it still hurts even after all this time.’

‘Do you regret what you did?’

Jonquil shook her head. ‘It was the hardest thing I’ve ever had to do but it was the right thing.’ She met her aunt’s concerned gaze. ‘I could have turned a blind eye and pretended to forget what I’d seen and heard, but I wouldn’t have been true to the person I am if I’d done that.’

Jeanne smiled. ‘That’s good. I wouldn’t want you to have any regrets. Nasty, destructive things, regrets.’

‘As bad as a cynical heart, I imagine,’ Jonquil quipped with a smile.

‘Worse. Much worse.’

Jonquil stood. ‘Dinner was delicious but I’d better go.’

Following her to the garden gate, Jeanne gave her a hug. ‘Be brave, my darling.’ Pulling back, she brushed

Jonquil’s long corncoloured hair from her face. ‘Don’t let Sable bully you and remember you are my favourite niece.’

Jonquil grinned. ‘I’m your only niece.’

Jeanne mirrored her smile. ‘Which makes you all the more special.’




Chapter Two

Jonquil parked her red Mini Cooper beside the farm shop. A sleek, black Audi TT was close by. She guessed it was Sable’s. As Jonquil thumbed her car alarm a blue Triumph Stag roared up and parked across the yard in a shower of gravel. She watched as the driver leapt from the car and pocketed the keys without locking it. Dressed in jeans and a white short-sleeved shirt, he was tall and slender with dark, curly hair.

Catching sight of Jonquil, the man halted. ‘Hello there. Shop’s closed, I’m afraid, but I can probably get Mum to open up again if I ask her nicely.’ He smiled disarmingly, revealing a pair of cute, deep-set dimples.

‘Drew Danvers?’ Jonquil asked as she approached him, hazarding a guess. As she came closer, and mindful of her aunt’s lively description, she was left in no doubt. The man’s eyes were the deepest, richest blue Jonquil had ever seen. A Cornish sea on a summer’s day.

Jonquil felt her heart flutter in response to the man’s keen gaze and thrust her car key into the pocket of her denim jacket, letting the edge of the key bite into her palm. You don’t need anyone, remember?

Drew’s smile broadened. ‘It appears you have me at rather a disadvantage.’

Jonquil found his unassuming manner refreshing. How many men had she met in her life who, blessed by nature, had exploited their good looks for all they were worth, often to the detriment of those around them? Sable, for one. And, to her shame, Ben.

‘I’m Jonquil Jones,’ she said with a smile

‘Pleased to meet you, Miss Jones.’ Drew held out his hand.

‘And you.’

His handshake was firm. Jonquil was surprised to find his skin felt a little rough against her own until she remembered he was in the process of renovating his restaurant. Drew Danvers was obviously a man who was happy to get his hands dirty.

‘Jonquil?’ he queried. ‘Like the flowers?’

She nodded, her smile widening. She was so used to explaining the derivation of her name that it was nice not to have to for once.

‘Narcissus, if I’m not mistaken,’ Drew continued.

‘That’s right.’

‘What a beautiful choice. Would your birthday be in March or April by any chance?’

‘April.’

He grinned. ‘Well, it’s lovely to meet you, Jonquil. I’ll give Mum a shout for you.’

‘I’m not here for the shop,’ she said quickly. ‘I’m here on business. I got a call from Sebastian Ableyard. He asked me to meet him here.’

‘Uncle Sable?’

Jonquil nodded. The way Drew said his name made Sable sound warm and reliable. It threw Jonquil off-kilter. It certainly wasn’t the Sable she knew and loathed.

‘Come on in, then. I imagine everyone’s in the kitchen. They usually are,’ Drew said with a grin.

Jonquil followed Drew to the back of an impressive farmhouse and through an open door into a bright flagstone-floored kitchen. Several people sat around the pine table but Jonquil’s eyes were immediately drawn to the object nestling on a blanket of bubble wrap in the centre of the table. She stared at it in awe, the hairs on the back of her neck standing up.

‘Everyone, this is Jonquil Jones. I found her outside. Hello, Uncle Sable. Someone want to tell me what’s going on?’

Suddenly the kitchen was full of excited voices all talking at once. Responding to the unexpected clamour, an Irish wolfhound roused itself from its bed beside the white panelled Aga and gave a languorous bark – as if it was expected but not quite worth the effort – and then subsided back on to its bed.

‘Dad, you won’t believe what’s happened…’

‘Amazing bit of luck…’

‘So proud of him, he came racing back, could barely speak when he got here…’

Then one voice, authoritative and compelling, cut through the rest. ‘Hello, Jonquil.’

With difficulty, Jonquil tore her gaze away from the bewitching find. ‘Sable.’ She nodded briskly in acknowledgement.

Jonquil had never seen Sable look anything less than immaculate and today was no exception. Despite the heat, he was dressed in a white shirt and a pale linen suit. He looked cool and unrumpled. How did he manage that? His presence was commanding as he stood.

‘So, what do you think, Jonquil?’

The other voices fell silent as all eyes turned towards her. Unfazed, she took a clip from her bag and tied her hair back before bending over the object. Then, pulling on a pair of gloves, she slid a magnifying glass from its case and gently tugged the bundle of bubble wrap towards her before lifting the find to eye level.

As she turned the golden ball in her hands and studied it from all angles, the cathedral-like silence was marred only by the dog’s uninterested snores.

Her initial instinct had been correct. This was a special find.

Jonquil set the object down, her hands shaking slightly. Then she squatted on her haunches, her forearms resting on the table, her chin on her balled fists, eye level with the find on its makeshift bed.

The golden orb seemed to radiate an energy quite beyond its small size. Mesmerised, Jonquil struggled to tear her gaze from it.

‘It looks like the round end of a torc. We’ll need to do some tests to confirm.’

She was astounded that she sounded so calm. Words didn’t do the find justice. There was something about gold, freshly dug from the ground, which Jonquil had always found utterly captivating.

With a sigh, she rose and slowly lifted her gaze to where Sable stood at the other end of the table.

He nodded, gimlet-eyed. ‘Breathtaking, isn’t it?’ he said, cutting through her pretence at professionalism in an instant.

Jonquil nodded and they smiled at one another in wonderment, their shared passion for history and archaeology uniting them briefly. Then Jonquil remembered how willing Sable was to trade artefacts for cold, hard cash and their bond was broken. Her smile died, while his became thoughtful.

‘Would someone please tell me what’s going on?’ Drew demanded.

‘Sam decided to take the old metal detector up to the top field,’ Sue Danvers said. ‘I packed him off this morning with a bottle of orange juice and some sandwiches.’

‘I started to sweep the field like Grandpa showed me but all I found were some rusty nails and a horseshoe,’ Sam said, taking up the story. ‘Then I moved further into the field and the metal detector started to beep like crazy. I thought it was going to be another nail but I dug down and I didn’t even have to go that far before

I could see something shining. It was like something out of the movies, Dad.’

‘And this was it?’ Drew asked, pointing to the golden ball on the table.

Sam nodded. ‘It shone so brightly in the sun. I wish you’d been there, Dad. I found buried treasure and I didn’t even have a map!’

Drew whistled and wrapped an arm round his son’s shoulders. ‘My boy, the treasure hunter, eh? Well done, son.’ He ruffled the boy’s dark hair fondly.

‘Treasure finder,’ Sam corrected solemnly. ‘Uncle Sable says there’ll be a finder’s reward.’

‘Is that right?’ Drew turned to Sable.

He nodded. ‘That’s why I called in the expert. Ms Jones here is our local Portable Antiquities Scheme Finds Liaison Officer. Not the catchiest of titles, I grant you, but an important role nevertheless. I am a mere amateur by comparison.’

Jonquil was thrown by the implied compliment. Sable being magnanimous was off-putting enough, but Sable being flattering was downright alarming.

‘And there was me thinking you were here for a bit of fresh veg.’ Drew gave Jonquil an embarrassed smile. ‘Please sit down, Ms Jones.’ He pulled back a chair for her. ‘Let me make amends. Would you like a cup of tea?’

‘Please call me Jonquil and I’d love a cup of tea, thank you.’

‘I’m sorry, my love,’ Sue said, standing. ‘I’ve been so dazzled by Sam’s find I’ve totally forgotten my manners.

How about a nice piece of strawberry cheesecake to go with your tea? It’s home-made.’

‘That would be lovely, thank you.’

‘I suppose all you boys will want another piece.’

They all nodded eagerly.

‘English Breakfast all right for you, Jonquil?’ Drew queried. ‘I think we’ve got some Darjeeling as well and there might even be some Earl Grey in the cupboard.’

‘English Breakfast will be fine.’

In the hubbub of activity, Jonquil’s gaze returned to the torc.

She looked down as Sam’s hand suddenly pressed into hers. ‘I think you love my find as much as I do,’ he whispered.

She smiled at him. ‘I do, Sam.’

‘Not what you expected when you took my call, eh, Jonquil?’

Jonquil met Sable’s steady gaze. ‘No,’ she admitted. ‘You did the right thing to ring me.’

Sable smiled. ‘Given the chance, I always try to do the right thing.’

Jonquil raised her eyebrows but before she could respond, Sue put a slice of cheesecake in front of her, quickly followed by a steaming mug of tea.

Jonquil took a mouthful of the creamy cheesecake. ‘This is beautiful, Mrs Danvers,’ she said as she chased a piece of the biscuit crumb base from the corner of her mouth with the tip of her finger and licked it.

‘Thank you, my dear, and please call me Sue. This is my husband, Dave.’

‘Nice to meet you, Jonquil,’ Dave said.

‘I think you already know everyone else,’ Sue continued.

Jonquil saw the look Sue gave Sable and wondered what Sable had said to the couple before her arrival. With an effort, Jonquil pushed him from her mind and stared once more at the golden orb on the table, entranced by it all over again as she drank her tea.

‘Please forgive my ignorance but what is a torc?’ Drew asked.

‘It’s a piece of jewellery worn around the neck by both men and women,’ Jonquil explained. ‘Open-ended at the front, they were often made of strands of gold twisted together with simple loop terminals at either end but sometimes the ends of the torc were fashioned into animal heads or globes. What Sam has found would appear to be the round end of a torc from possibly the Bronze or Iron Age.’

‘Historic bling,’ Drew said with a grin.

Jonquil nodded. ‘Was there anything else in the hole you dug, Sam?’ she asked casually, trying not to look at Sable.

‘I didn’t see anything but I didn’t have to dig far and when I picked this up I couldn’t wait to show Grandma and Grandpa.’

‘Do you think you could find the spot again?’ Jonquil held her breath.

Sam nodded. ‘I didn’t fill in the hole and the metal detector and the spade are still up there.’

‘That’s excellent, Sam. Can you take me up there now?’

‘Sure. Do you think we’ll find more treasure?’

Jonquil smiled. ‘Fingers crossed.’

‘Will you come, Dad?’

Drew nodded. ‘Try stopping me,’ he responded.

‘Would you like my help, Ms Jones?’

Jonquil turned to Sable. ‘I think I can manage, thank you. I’d rather not have too many people at the site until I establish what we’re dealing with here.’

Sable nodded. ‘Of course. The integrity of the site is paramount.’ He gave a hint of a smile. ‘And I know how important integrity is to you, Jonquil. A word of warning, though; if the top field Sam mentioned is the one Dave here used to keep the horses in it’s quite a trek.’ He glanced down at her strappy sandals. ‘I’m not sure your footwear is quite up to the job.’ His eyes twinkled with amusement.

‘No self-respecting PAS Officer would arrive at a potential site without wellingtons and trainers in her car, Sable.’

‘I’m glad to hear it,’ he said smoothly. ‘You could travel by car but it’s a circuitous route from here.’

‘Nonsense, it’s a lovely evening for a walk.’

*

Drew stood by the open door of Jonquil’s Mini as she changed out of her sandals and pulled on a pair of Converse high-tops.

‘Resourceful lady,’ he commented.

Was it Jonquil’s imagination or had he been unashamedly admiring her legs while she changed? ‘It pays to be prepared,’ she said as she lifted a rucksack from the passenger seat and slung it over her shoulder.

Drew pointed the way as Sam ran on ahead. As they walked, Jonquil pictured the broken end of the torc in her mind. It was an exquisite piece of metalwork. How wonderful it would be to find the rest of it and maybe even another whole torc, or was she just being greedy now?

‘Is there likely to be more buried up there?’ Drew asked as if reading her mind.

‘Anything’s possible but I wouldn’t want to get Sam’s hopes up.’ Or anybody else’s for that matter, Jonquil thought wryly. ‘Sable said something about horses being kept in the field – has it ever been ploughed, do you know?’

‘Not in our time. Dad always kept Bronte and Byron up there. Beautiful animals. So patient with us. The field’s been empty since Byron died.’

Jonquil picked up on the subtle shift in Drew’s tone. As she glanced across at him, she noted the look of sadness on his face. ‘Right. Sorry.’

Drew nodded to acknowledge her condolences without embarrassment. It was rare to find a man so comfortable in his own skin, Jonquil thought, her heart tweaking once more as she fell into step beside him.

‘Will there really be a finder’s fee for Sam?’

Jonquil nodded. ‘All finds involving precious metals have to be reported and valued. The value is then split between the finder and the landowner.’

‘So Mum and Dad would get half and Sam would get the other half?’

‘Yes.’

‘Cool. Maybe I can get my son to give me a loan. God knows the bank doesn’t seem keen.’ He laughed wryly. ‘I’m renovating a restaurant in town called Crooked Chimneys. The clue’s in the name really. I should have known it would turn into a money pit. By the way, I was joking about tapping my son up for money. If he got anything I’d put it in a fund for his university fees, obviously.’

‘I’m pleased to hear it.’

Drew’s blue eyes really were something, she thought. Earnest and intelligent, there was a depth to them that belied his otherwise youthful appearance. Jeanne had often referred to Jonquil as ‘an old soul’. Jonquil had the feeling she might have found another in Drew.

‘Can I ask you something?’ Drew said, turning to her.

‘Of course.’

‘You and Uncle Sable, I sensed an undercurrent.’

‘We have history.’

‘Clearly not good history, judging by the look on your face. I’ve never met anyone Sable couldn’t charm,’ he said, intrigued.

‘I’m immune. Allergic, even.’

Drew laughed. ‘Unique was the word that crossed my mind. He really upset you, didn’t he?’

It was a beautiful summer’s evening, the sun a blazing ball slipping ever lower, the clouds pink-tinged and fluffy, the breeze still warm and sweet-scented, and Jonquil had a pleasant, good-looking man for company. Sable was a dark storm cloud on the horizon that she wished would just disappear.

‘Let’s not talk about Sable,’ she said firmly.

‘Okay. What would you like to talk about?’

‘Why don’t you tell me how you came to buy Crooked Chimneys? Are you a chef?’

‘At the moment I’m a painter, chippie and builder’s mate but yes, I trained as a chef after I took redundancy from an investment bank in London two years ago. I was one of the evil bastards that destroyed the economy.’ He laughed self-deprecatingly. ‘I know what you’re thinking.’ He raised his hands in a cross to ward off evil spirits. ‘In truth, I was just a very small cog in a massive corporate wheel that was happy to crush anybody who got in its way. I was disillusioned long before the crash but after it, I’d watch my colleagues gleefully comparing the size of their obscene bonuses, while ordinary people like my mum and dad struggled, and it became repugnant to me.

‘I tried to hold my nose and carry on for Sam’s sake. Good house, good school, but when the redundancy packages were announced it was too tempting an offer to refuse. The chance to breathe good, clean Cornish air again, untainted by greed, was too much for me to resist.’ He kicked a stone along the path. ‘Of course, if I’d realised the penury I would be plunged into two years later, I might have thought twice. Kind of amusing that I’m now the puppet on the end of a string being jerked about by a bank when I used to be one of the puppet masters. Tell me, were you and Uncle Sable ever romantically involved?’

Sable was a smooth, sophisticated, good-looking man, well-educated and well-mannered, but the thought of being in a relationship with him turned Jonquil’s stomach.

Drew laughed at Jonquil’s distaste. ‘Not an ex-lover then.’

‘definitely not. I thought we agreed not to talk about him?’

‘We did. Sorry, it’s just fascinating to meet someone so impervious to his charm. I’m guessing there’s a story there. But not one you want to talk about,’ Drew added.

‘You’re getting the hang of this,’ she said with a smile.

Drew nodded. ‘Nevertheless, I feel the need to declare that Sable is my godfather. He was the one who bought Bronte and Byron for me and my sister.’

Enough said, Jonquil thought with a leaden heart. ‘Your connection is duly noted,’ she responded, forcing a light-hearted tone. Why did it matter so much that he had suddenly gone from being a man she might be happy to date to someone with whom she would never go out, when she was determined not to date anyone at all for a very long time?

‘Did you fall out over a business deal?’

Jonquil gave him an amused look. ‘You don’t give up, do you?’

Drew shrugged. ‘When my interest is piqued, I can be tenacious,’ he admitted with a grin.

‘Also duly noted,’ she said.

‘So, was it a business deal that went sour?’ he pushed.

‘Something like that.’

If he really wanted to know, Jonquil surmised he’d ask Sable and what would he say? She’s a deluded woman who tried to get me arrested for dealing in stolen artefacts. Which one of them would Drew believe? The fact that she badly wanted it to be her took Jonquil by surprise.

‘I didn’t think you two were ever going to get here,’ Sam cried as Drew opened the gate into the field. ‘This way.’ He bounded towards the centre of the meadow.

Jonquil and Drew followed.

‘This is it.’ He squatted down beside the neatly dug hole.

Jonquil took
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