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To Anton, Tamara and Chris

You never tire of the moor.

You cannot think the wonderful secrets

which it contains.

It is so vast, and so barren, and so mysterious.
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Please note that to enhance the reader’s experience of Amanda's world, this British-set story, by a British author, uses British English spelling, vocabulary, grammar and usage, and includes local and foreign accents, dialects and a magical language that vary from different versions of English as it is written and spoken in other parts of our wonderful, diverse world.

For your reading pleasure, there is a glossary of British English usage and vocabulary at the end of the book, followed by a note about accents and the magical language, Wicc’yeth.

Amanda Cadabra and The Strange Case of Lucy Penlowr

Holly Bell
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[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Road to Kernow
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‘The pretty mist,’ the old woman’s voice echoed in Amanda’s mind. It was hard to see through the fog that was now brown, now purple, now mustard yellow ... sickly sweet. She stretched out her little three-year-old hand. Suddenly it was dark. She was outside on the Moor. Amanda knew it by the scents. But not entirely dark. Smoke was boiling up into the night. A building was aflame and then ... a blinding flash.

With a gasp, Amanda woke up. Calm but concerned tones came from her right, asking,

‘Are you all right, Miss Cadabra?’

‘Er ....’ The sound of the familiar Ford Mondeo’s engine purred comfortingly. She looked with relief at the motorway, its green embankments flying by, and then turned her head. There was the pleasant face of Detective Inspector Thomas Trelawney of the Devon and Cornwall Police, at the wheel beside her. Amanda pushed her long mouse brown hair off her face and exhaled. ‘Yes, yes, thank you. I’m fine.’

‘Bad dream?’

‘Yes ... except ....’

‘Do you want to tell me? It might help.’

‘Thank you. I wonder ... I’m afraid I do have a tendency to fall asleep on long car journeys,’ Amanda admitted apologetically.

‘So I gather,’ said Trelawney with a smile, and a quick glance at her from hazel eyes, which then looked straight back at the road ahead. ‘That’s why I always make sure we’re equipped with a cushion.’

‘And most kind of you it is.’

‘My pleasure. Well? What was the “except ...”?’ he prompted.

‘I was back in that dungeon-crypt place at Cardiubarn Hall with my homicidal forebears. That day of the spell.’

‘When you were three? The spell designed to cause your asthma?’

‘That’s the one,’ confirmed Amanda. ‘And then suddenly I was on the Moor at night.’

‘Bodmin?’

‘Yes, and it was pitch dark, but then it wasn’t because there was smoke. And then I saw a building on fire and a bright, bright light.’

Trelawney raised his eyebrows.

‘That sounds startling. No wonder you woke up.’

‘Yes, and I’m wondering if it’s been set off by where we’re going. Maybe I’m picking up something?’

‘Could be. Although, we don’t yet know anything about this story about Lucy that Mike’s going to tell us.’

‘True.’ Amanda looked over her shoulder at Tempest.

The furry heap of storm greys was enthroned on a tiger-print velvet blanket, citrine stare aglitter. Nearing the Tamar River, the ancient border between Kernow, the land of Cornwall, and the rest of Britain, Amanda’s feline familiar was on proximity alert.

The yellow of his eyes was echoed by the golden flecks in Amanda’s own blue gaze: flecks that expanded into islands, then continents, of brown around her pupils, when in the presence of magic. It was a tell she went to some lengths to conceal with glasses when necessary. It was easy enough in her furniture restoration workshop, where she wore close work lenses anyway. But that cosy retreat was getting further and further away, as they crossed the miles from her beloved village of Sunken Madley, sitting snugly amidst the trees near the Hertfordshire border.

‘How close are we to the crossing?’ Amanda asked.

‘Only a few miles.’

Long ago, Granny and Grandpa had made her promise never to cross the River without them. Although they were in vulgar parlance ‘dead’, they made sure to visit from the plane of existence they now inhabited, whenever Amanda had need of their counsel or company.

Consequently, Senara Cadabra, née Cardiubarn, could now be observed seated bolt upright on the back seat, tucking a hairpin more tightly into her white victory roll. She and Perran Cadabra, a tall, grey-haired, mild-mannered man, were flanking Tempest. Granny and Tempest were pointedly ignoring one another, as they did whenever possible. He had still never forgiven Senara, in particular, for dragging him into reincarnation on that long malodorous night when Amanda was fifteen. Perran had had just as much to do with it, but Tempest considered Senara to be the instigator, and that was that.

Amanda smiled at them, then opened the window a little. Her heightened senses detected the aroma of Dartmoor to the right, the north, the sight and sound of gulls in the distance, and the tang of the sea from The Channel to the south. Trelawney slowed down with the change in speed limit, well in advance of the crossing, opening his own window and letting the fresh air ruffle his suitably short, light brown hair.

Before them, it reared up, the towering verticals of the Tamar Bridge suspended across the expanse between Plymouth to the east and Saltash to the west. There was the sign:

Kernow a’gas dynergh – Welcome to Cornwall.

They were across. There was a ripple in the ether. Amanda Cadabra had returned to the home shores of her birth. Whoever was left of the Cardiubarn and Flamgoyne witch-clans felt it, knew it, and stirred uneasily.

Only a few miles south of the A38, which they now travelled, was a smaller road, a road with a treacherous bend. Amanda had been adopted by her loving grandparents after the assassination of the rest of her extremely unpleasant family, the Cardiubarns. They had met their end in a minibus that had crashed on the Cornish rocks beneath the sharp curve in the road. It was that unsolved multiple murder that had brought the inspector into the lives of the Cadabras. The case was only very recently resolved.

Now he and Amanda were on their way to see Former Chief Inspector Hogarth, Trelawney’s mentor and friend and her honorary uncle. Because it was time. Time to hear it:

Lucy’s story.
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What’s The Story?
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ON THE WESTERN EDGE of the town of Parhayle, the coast road narrowed into a lane. Trelawney parked at the last of three modest bungalows nestled behind a hedgerow.

‘Ah, home,’ said Amanda, who had stayed in Gwel an Donn before.

'View of the waves, yes?’ asked Trelawney, whose Cornish had some way to go towards being as good as Amanda's.

‘Pretty much, although waves plural would be tonnow”. The point is the cottage does have a lovely gwel — view — of the sea. Please, thank your father for letting me use it again.’

Once inside, Tempest promptly located the warmest spot in the sitting-room, the most comfortable chair in the entire cottage, and the deepest pillow in the bedroom. The contents of the fridge and cupboards were clearly felt to be wanting, until Amanda fulfilled her role of devoted attendant. She duly unloaded her small cool bag of gravadlax, and put the cans of Ortiz Bonito Del Norte tuna and the packet of Marks and Spencer’s roast chicken on the shelves. Kyt Trelawney, the inspector’s father and owner of a thriving holiday cottage business, had thoughtfully provided coconut milk, knowing that dairy was no friend to Amanda’s asthma.

While she was unpacking her suitcase in the larger of the two bedrooms, Trelawney, in the sitting-room, received a call. Shortly, he joined her with the news.

‘That was your Uncle Mike.’

‘Oh? Everything all right?’

‘There’s been a development — unspecified — and he’s going to be busy during each day. He said we’re to come for dinner every evening.’

‘Ah. Ok. Yes, of course.’ Amanda was a little dismayed by the abrupt change in plan. However, she saw that the bright side was that the inspector would have more time to finish up immediate tasks in Parhayle. He was being reassigned to Sunken Madley, where she was about to be employed as his consultant. ‘Well, it does mean you can attend to things at the station.’

‘There’s nothing that I can’t postpone,’

‘When is the last time you had a holiday?’ Amanda enquired teasingly, having a reasonably accurate idea of the answer. Trelawney laughed.

‘Fair point, but I’m sure I could as easily ask you the same question!'

‘True,’ Amanda agreed.

‘However, yes, I’m still on call for Parhayle, plus I do have some things to finish up before I move.’

‘Oh, Mr Branscombe apologised again for not being able to start on your flat at The Elms straight away.’

Trelawney was clearly relaxed about it. ‘There really is no hurry, please assure him.’

‘I will.’ Amanda put the last of her shoes on the floor of the wardrobe, closed her empty case, and looked up. ‘I have to admit to some impatience. It’s been a week since Lucy gave me that message.’

‘It was Lucy?’

‘She called herself that. She said, "my story, Lucy’s story.”’

‘And you didn't see her face?' asked Trelawney.

‘No, she was in deep shadow down there in the crypt. I just saw a lot of pale wavy hair and a dark form my height, and heard a child's voice.’

‘That's all?'

‘Yes. But Uncle Mike must have mentioned something about her to you during all the years you've known him, worked with him?’

‘I've been racking my brains, but no. Nothing.’

Amanda mused. ‘She said it was “time”. Time to tell it — her story. Why now, I wonder? And now we’re so close to finding out. It does seem a bit hard to have to wait even a few more hours.’

Trelawney smiled understandingly.

‘Well, we must let Mike tell this in his own way and in his own time.’ He stashed her case on the top of the wardrobe.

‘Yes, I do feel that it is highly privileged information.’

He frowned. ‘And somehow personal.’

‘Do you know much about Uncle Mike personally? You’ve been friends for some time.’

Trelawney shook his head. ‘Not really. I know about his sister and brother-in-law in Spain, of course, and visited them. I know Mike has some Cornish antecedents, but I think he was born in London. He’s never said much besides that, and I haven't wanted to pry.'

‘Hm, of course.'

‘I'll make some tea, shall I?' he offered.

‘Please. I'll just go and freshen up.'

Thereafter, Trelawney accompanied Amanda on a windy visit to say hello to the sea, while Tempest said hello to the bed. As they looked out on the waves, Trelawney asked,

‘In your dream in the car on the way here, the building you saw on fire, was it Cardiubarn Hall?’

Amanda had seen that imposing edifice only once since her early childhood.

‘No, I'm pretty certain it wasn't, not that there was that much to see what with the fire and smoke.’

‘Was it Flamgoyne?’ he enquired. It was the estate of his father's family, Thomas's undesirable connection to the notorious witch-clan and rival of the Cardiubarns.

Amanda considered. ‘I ... I'm not sure I'd know.’

‘All right, how about if I drive you up there? We have time, and there's plenty of daylight.’

'Yes. Yes, why not?'

They returned to the cottage, where Amanda looked in on her familiar.

'Coming?’ she asked.

Tempest sighed and roused himself for the arduous journey from quilt to travel blanket on the back seat of the Ford.

They took the road north from Parhayle, past Liskeard to the east and the Golitha Falls to the west. Climbing up to the expanse of Bodmin Moor — Goon Brenn in the Cornish tongue — they drove parallel to the waters of the River Fowey, flowing down to the coastal town of that name. Clouds scudded across the sky, from pale to gun-metal grey, threatening rain. At last, Trelawney took a track west. Presently he stopped the car. 

There they stood: Flamgoyne and Cardiubarn Hall glowering across the leaden waters of Dozmary Pool. Rivals and occasional allies, the two witch-clans had most often been locked in a cold-war truce.

But now the Hall stood empty and had done for some 30 years. Flamgoyne had fared slightly better in terms of occupancy. With the bulk of the clan wiped out during an ill-judged attack over the border, an unexpected legatee had come into the property. In the absence of a direct descendant, to the surprise of the Trelawneys, Kyt, Thomas’s father had inherited both the estate and the title of ‘Arlodh’ — Lord. He had declined to take up residence. However, Flamgoyne was inhabited by the family retainer, Pasco Flamgoyne. Currently, the two men were undergoing an uneasy transition.

Pasco would most certainly not have welcomed a Cardiubarn, even though Amanda's patronymic had long since been changed to her grandfather's surname: Cadabra. Nevertheless, Trelawney drove her as close as possible but kept their distance. They got out and walked a little way so Amanda could see the house from more than one angle. The squawk of a raven sounded above the rattling call of the mistle thrushes, hunting somewhere nearby. She pulled her coat more closely around her against the cold. The wind gusted her hair into her face.

Finally, Amanda shook her head.

‘No. No, I'm pretty sure the building I saw in my dream wasn't Flamgoyne.’

‘But it was a big building?’

‘Yes, not as big perhaps as the Hall or Flamgoyne, but not a cottage, by any means.’

‘Any idea where? Did you see the lake?’ he suggested.

‘No. Sorry.’

‘That’s all right. At least you've been able to rule out Flamgoyne,’ Trelawney encouraged her. ‘Oh no, here comes the rain. Shall we go?’

At 6.30, they were on the doorstep of Former Chief Inspector Michael Hogarth’s cottage, at one end of the peaceful cliff-top village of Mornan Bay. It was a hamlet: a row of cottages leading to a cluster of dwellings, a tiny pub, a shop-cum-post office, and finally a 500-year-old church. During their office hours, oystercatchers were busy below wading through the mud wading through the wet sand on the hunt for shellfish while skylarks sang above, soaring on the updraft from the water below. 

Trelawney rang the bell even though he had a key. For some reason, although Uncle Mike kept an informal house, Amanda had had the urge to dress up. This felt like an occasion of supreme importance. She noted that Trelawney was still wearing a suit even though dining with his best friend and confidant.

‘It’s open!' came the familiar voice from within. They entered to be greeted by a smiling welcome and the aroma of fresh paint.

‘Come in, come in.’

Their host, slightly taller than Trelawney’s six-foot height, with salt and pepper hair, kept himself fit with gardening and strolling along the cliffs, and entertained by cooking, or so he claimed. However, as if in support of the latter, Hogarth was drying his hands on a white apron before offering one to Trelawney and a hug to Amanda.

‘Good journey, niece?’

‘Yes, thanks to an excellent and considerate driver.’

‘Hear that, Thomas?’

‘Miss Cadabra is a splendid passenger. She didn't offer me any driving advice or play with the presets on the radio,’ Trelawney replied with a grin.

‘Well done, Amanda,’ Hogarth praised her humorously. ‘Come and sit down and make yourselves at home. Ah, I see Tempest is already at work on that.’

The feline familiar had headed straight for the open coal-fire, and made himself comfortable in the prime position for the optimum amount of heat. The human guests hung up their coats, and Amanda sat on the sofa and looked around. She liked the nautically themed watercolours hanging on the white-painted walls between dark oak beams, some of which had cracked over the centuries of their tenure. Thomas took up a post near the mantelpiece, a prudent distance from Tempest.

Amanda stood up again. She was fairly hopping with impatience for Lucy’s story to begin, but politely commented on the décor and offered to help in the kitchen. Hogarth chuckled.

‘Yes, I know you’re all agog for the tale to start, but bear with me. Let’s eat first, and you can tell me all about Thomas’s new place at The Elms. Oh, and mind the walls in the downstairs loo. The emulsion might still be wet.’

‘Thank you for the alert,’ replied Amanda, going to her bag. Having retrieved a small tin of tuna, she emptied half of the contents onto a china plate offered up by her host and placed it before Tempest.

Soon dinner was served, and Amanda and Trelawney were regaling Hogarth with the amusing account of what had transpired at the end of the Sunken Madley Equinox Ball at The Grange. In particular, they related how The Elms had presented itself for his future accommodation-cum-office. This sufficiently diverted them until pudding and tea on the arms of chairs and sofa. Tempest was asleep on Amanda’s lap.

Hogarth looked from one to the other of his younger friends.

‘Now. Lucy has given me leave to tell you, but only so much. Lucy needs you to tell as much of this story yourself as possible.’

‘I don’t understand,’ said Amanda.

‘You will,’ Hogarth promised.

‘Why can’t you just tell us all of it?’

‘Because of what Lucy hopes will happen. And because she needs you to understand.’

Amanda looked at him in perplexity.

‘Well ... what if I can’t tell the bits of it you're not going to tell me?’

‘Then ... it just means you’re not ready. Although, we rather hope that you will be. But’ — Hogarth returned to his usual breezy, relaxed tone — ‘no pressure. Right then ....’

Hogarth laughed, seeing the expectant faces turned towards him. They both looked so much younger than their years.

‘Well now ... if you’re sitting comfortably ... I’ll begin. It all started, many years ago, with a pin ....’
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About A Boy, and The Fall
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‘Not a PIN as in a personal identification number,' explained Hogarth, 'but a pin with a point. A pin in a map on the wall. The wall of an office in a Whitehall basement. The office of a man. A man whose star had fallen because he would not give up.’ He chuckled. ‘And neither would his wife ....’

***
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CAL RAYKE TOOK A DEEP breath and tapped on the dark oak door.

‘Come!’ called the male voice that he knew better than any other. He entered to see the man seated at the desk opposite him. Behind, the top of a tall window that peeped above ground level allowed in some natural light. It was supplemented by bulbs and study lamps. Cal received a conspiratorial smile from the lady, typing at the table on the left.

Sir Philip Rayke looked over his glasses with mild surprise at seeing the youngest of his progeny standing on the threshold. It was a rare event for Cal to visit the office. Family visits were not encouraged. But then nothing to do with Sir Philip’s department was encouraged. Only a number on the door identified it.

The fall from grace had not been entirely unexpected by the family. Sir Philip had had warnings that if he persisted in pursuing a lot of voodoo trails, it would lead to ‘no good’. But Sir Philip was a digger: a quiet, relentless excavator of truth. For this, he had won the respect of his operatives in the field but, alas, the disapproval of his peers and, ultimately, his superiors.

Cal remembered the day he’d been given the news. Boards on which his father’s contributions had been appreciated, suddenly found themselves overcrowded. Unfortunately, there was no longer a place for him. Having been honoured by his queen for services to the British Empire, Sir Philip could not be dismissed from his governmental job. He was being moved sideways, allegedly, but physically it was down. Down to an office that had been occupied from time to time by the disgraced.

The rumours of rats proved to be unfounded, however. The rats of Whitehall clearly considered themselves a better class of rodent than to frequent the basements of the discredited. It was said that one or two rats were to be found on the upper floors. To which species they were referring was left to the listener to decide.

The Raykes would be moving to a smaller house, although still in Hampstead. Cal accepted the change from public-school day pupil to local grammar calmly.

‘I’m sorry, son,’ apologised Sir Philip. ‘It’s just that the fees ....'

‘That’s alright, Dad, honestly. Brook Bridges Grammar is a decent school. I ... I know someone who goes there,’ he added with a faint flush. ‘It’s got good pass rates and extremely strict anti-bullying policies ... well ever since that accident two years ago.’

‘Ah, this someone-you-know wouldn’t happen to be a young lady, by any chance?’

‘As it happens, yes, but Sarah ... er, we ... we ....’

‘Splendid,’ Sir Philip commended him. ‘You already have a friend there. And an actual girl.’

‘Friend,’ replied Cal hastily. ‘That’s right.’

‘And I,’ pronounced Lady Rayke, with every appearance of gratification, ‘shall be paid to keep an eye on your father, in the post of his able assistant.’

Cal looked at his mother in dismay.

‘Assistant? But Mum, you’ve been running an entire —’

‘Yes, dear,’ she replied firmly, ‘and I’ve had a good bite of the apple. More than most women even get a nibble at. Besides, this work is important. Every bit as important as what I've been doing. Maybe more so. However, we’re mainly concerned about how the changes will affect you. You see, we’ll all have to pitch in. We’ll have to let Mrs Beetin go, and Camilla will only be able to come in once a week.’

‘Oh,’ replied Cal, wondering how this would affect the quality of his dinners.

‘But it’s quite all right, because I’ve been to the library,’ stated Lady Rayke, in triumph.

She gestured towards the pile of books on the table beside her. Cal drew closer to inspect the titles. Making Meals Without Cook by Olive Venreddy, Cleaning Up - A Practical Guide to Housekeeping, by Iva Nubrum. Stitched Up: Starting Sewing by Polly Longcotton, and other guides for the domestically uninitiated.

‘Yes,’ she continued, ‘I am now a student of the domestic and culinary arts. It’ll be fun. A new project!’

Enthused by his mother’s Dunkirk spirit, Cal threw himself into the downsized life with gusto. He learned to cook and help out around the house. The younger members of the family helped Lady Rayke redecorate and refurbish the new office. Cal, once he’d made a start on his homework, would set to, peeling and chopping vegetables in preparation for the evening meal.

The new life, however, was not, in Cal’s view, without its repercussions. His parents remained as loving as ever, in fact, more so. He remembered the evening his father had walked from his study to the kitchen, holding a sheaf of important-looking papers, in search of his lady. Cal was on the other side of the room, seeking an obscure ingredient for tomorrow’s dinner. Sir Philip put his arms around his wife, saying,

‘I do like you in an apron.’

‘Hm. I expect you’d prefer a white one with a short black dress?’ came the teasing reply.

‘Rather. I’ll bring the feather-duster.’

That solicited what could only have been an unsuitably girlish giggle from Cal's mother, and a silent sigh from her son.

However much Cal appreciated his parents’ harmony, he did wish they wouldn’t flirt in front of him. That sort of thing was surely appropriately done only in private. He said as much to his sister as she was getting him off to school one day.

‘Nonsense,’ she declared. ‘If my husband ever ceases to flirt with me in both private and public, I shall divorce him on the spot.’

This insightful piece of wisdom provided Cal with food for consideration. It led to another thought.

‘Do you think someone will marry you then?’ he enquired with guileless curiosity. The merest notion of being married to his sister was so unthinkable, it was a stretch of the imagination to envision any other male wishing to do so.

‘Yes, Hatchling,’ came his sister's emphatic but good-natured riposte, as she tied his school scarf securely over his collar. ‘I do!’

And, as predicted, such a man did, in time, present himself. He was, alas, so far from their father’s choice, that a blazing row ensued and the couple departed for foreign lands. Cal and his mother received letters now and then and cards at Christmas, but the breach seemed unfillable.

Onlookers said, who could blame her? Her father’s fall from grace must have been an unbearable humiliation. One could hardly reproach her for taking the first opportunity for that offered escape.

It was some time before Cal’s next visit to the office. The first thing he noticed was that a map board had been installed on the wall behind Sir Philip’s desk. It was speared with pins, mostly red, some yellow, blue and the occasional brown one. There were two of the latter in Cornwall, another two in Wales, others in Ireland, Scotland, more in Northern France, the Iberian peninsula, Germany and elsewhere.

Cal went and stood before it. Seeing his interest, Sir Philip explained,

‘Blue: unexplained incidents or crimes. Red: confirmed supernatural. Yellow resolved.’

‘And brown?’

His father drew a breath as the phone rang, and that was the end of the conversation. Thereafter, Cal found him evasive on the subject and his mother likewise.

Over time, Cal noticed that while the blue pins might be replaced with red or yellow and the red with yellow, a brown one sometimes disappeared, as it had in Cornwall. Sometimes one might appear elsewhere, either in the same country or in another land altogether. One day, Cal hazarded a guess.

‘Dad, the brown pins, are they agents?’

‘Of sorts,’ replied Sir Philip vaguely.

‘Why do they disappear?’

Hearing the tenacious note in his son’s voice, he replied, ‘Die of old age or illness. Decide it's too risky to continue. And sometimes ... they're right. Anyway, no need for you to worry about that. It goes with the territory.’

Cal was there the day the call came. Sir Philip picked up the black telephone, and said the number of the department in a business-as-usual manner. Then came the pause. His face grew grave.

‘Thank you. I understand.’ He lowered the receiver slowly. Cal’s mother stopped typing. Sir Philip met her eyes and gave a barely perceptible shake of the head. He stood up and went to the board on the wall behind him. There was a kind of ritual solemnity in his movements as he withdrew the one remaining brown pin from Cornwall, and pushed it into the side of the map.

That was the moment that Cal’s plan was born.

***
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‘TEA AND A WALK UP THE stairs for me and a drive home for you two,’ Hogarth said, concluding his narrative.

‘We three,’ corrected Thomas, prudently gaining a glance of approval from Amanda’s lap-warmer. His witch however still had her attention on Hogarth and protested,

‘What? You’re not stopping there ... oh ...’ Suddenly mindful of Trelawney's words, she agreed meekly, ‘Of course. It’s late.’

Hogarth smiled sympathetically. ‘Until tomorrow, my friends.’
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Parhayle
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THE CAR WAS COLD AFTER the warmth of Hogarth’s fireside. Amanda glanced over her shoulder at the disgruntled Tempest,

‘Aww, soon be home, Mr Fluffykins.’ She then asked Trelawney, ‘Who is this Cal?’

The inspector steered the car onto the road and replied,

‘I’ve never heard Mike mention him.’

‘Or Sir Philip Rayke?’

‘No. No idea at all, I’m afraid. I’m as much in the dark as you are.’ They progressed in silence for a couple of miles, then, ‘I had planned to take some days off for this but ... would you mind? There’s so much to do before I leave.’

‘Of course, you need to go into the station.’

‘You’ll have Mike’s friend, Ken, on call for a cab anywhere you like. Did you pick up the card from the coffee table?’ asked Trelawney.

‘I did. Thank you.’

‘And my father said he’d like to take you out and about a bit, if you’re willing.’

‘Very!’ Kyt, after some initial suspicion of Amanda, had on their first meeting, taken to her and vice versa.

‘Then he’ll take you out to lunch.’

‘Wonderful. Very kind. That will give me the morning to relax and reacquaint myself with the beach.’

Accordingly, the next day, Amanda got up late, served breakfast to herself and Tempest, just stirring, and went, unaccompanied, down to the dunes. She sat on a towel on the sand, watching the cormorants hunting low over the waves, hearing the eeow-eeow of the herring gulls, and musing on what she’d been told so far of ‘Lucy’s story’. Kyt sent a text to see if 1pm would suit her, and soon they were drawing into the main Parhayle car park.

Tempest disappeared off on affairs of his own. Amanda uneasily imagined a feline lock-up-your-daughters tour of the residential properties.

‘Now,’ said Kyt, rubbing his hands together enthusiastically, ‘I’ve booked us into the Smuggler’s Loft. I think you’ll like it.’

‘I’m sure I shall. Kyt, do you know why I’m here?’

‘Mike is doing a special edition of Listen with Hogarth, I understand.’

‘Yes. Do you know anything about it?’

‘No, not I, my dear.’

‘You’ve never heard of anyone called Lucy?’

‘Apart from the barmaid at the Tail and Fins, I can’t say I have. Mike did tell me he had a story to tell you of some importance. That’s all though. Didn’t want to pry.’

‘No. Hm.’ Amanda thought for a while, then asked,

‘Do you know of any great houses up on the Moor that burned down? I had a dream about one on the way here.’

‘Well now ... the Moor is a big place. There must have been any number of fires over the centuries. Unless ....’

‘Unless?’

‘It’s possible ....’

‘You know of somewhere?’

‘Let’s let the story unfold, shall we? All I will say is that I don’t think your flammable building came out of your imagination.’

Once they had feasted on finest Cornish pasties and chips, Kyt suggested,

‘I thought you might like a stroll around the town.’

‘I would. But first ... if it isn’t far ... and it isn’t too morbid ... I’d rather like to see the bend in the road where the Cardiubarn van, er ....’

‘Where your so-charming family met its —’

‘— just desserts, some might say!’ Amanda finished.

‘Of course, we can pay it a visit. It’s only a few minutes’ drive.’

‘Thank you, Kyt. Simply curious.’

‘Well, it is a bit of a local spot for a ghost story, you know, so you’re not the only one.’

Driving east out of Parhayle, soon brought Kyt and Amanda to the B6244. He pulled over onto a verge where the road curved sharply to the left, and parked the car.

‘Here?’ she asked. ‘This is where the van went over?’

‘That’s right.’ They got out of the car. ‘Don’t get too close to the edge now.’ Kyt held Amanda’s arm as she leaned forward a little, looking down between the pines at the rocks below. ‘No place for speeding when the fog rolls in off the Channel. If it freezes, you can skate on it. But the council is very diligent. The gritters are out overnight at the slightest chance of ice.’

‘That’s good. But long ago that wouldn’t have been the case, so I can see why there’d be stories about it.’ Amanda looked up and down the road for a minute or so, then said with a smile,

‘Thank you, Kyt, I’ve seen enough.’

‘Well then, how about a saunter down Gocky Street, sample the arcade, see the casino, oh, and The Alley!’

A few minutes later they were standing in a noisome gap between the backs of two rows of buildings. Amanda looked around and said doubtfully,

‘Erm ... I’m not sure what it is I’m supposed to be seeing or, er, smelling.’

‘This, my dear, is the scene of one of my son’s accomplishments. It was on this very spot that he broke up a faceoff between Terence ‘Trigger-happy’ Jenkins and Benny ‘the Barrel’ Hines, no less.’

‘Really?’

‘He never told you about that? He got a commendation for it. A very tricky situation.’

‘No, the inspector has never mentioned it.’

‘A testament to our Thomas’s modesty, as well as his courage.’

‘I am in no doubt as to either, I promise you,’ Amanda replied warmly.

‘Glad you came, though?’

‘Yes. I like seeing the places where he’s grown up and worked.’

‘Yes well, we’ll save the baby pictures. However, I could show you where the police station is.’

‘I’d like that, only, I wouldn’t want to disturb the inspector,’ answered Amanda anxiously.

‘No, we shall just admire from afar!’

Kyt got Amanda home in plenty of time for a rest then a shower and change of clothes.

She found herself ready 45 minutes too early. It was difficult to resist pacing and watching the clock.
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Cal’s Proposal
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AT LAST, AND PUNCTUALLY, Trelawney arrived to find Amanda emerging from the front door, coated, gloved and scarved against the early spring chill. He suppressed a smile.

There was an old mattress leaning on the hall wall in Hogarth’s cottage. Later, when Trelawney stepped into the garden for a breath of air, he found large pieces of worn bedroom carpet on the patio. They appeared to have been cast out of the window above. Thomas refrained from asking Mike about them, assuming his friend would tell him if he so wished.

Amanda likewise resisted the temptation to question Hogarth about Lucy’s story, either before or during dinner. As he served pudding and tea to Amanda on the sofa and Thomas in an armchair, he commended her.

‘Well done, my dear. A valiant struggle! It shall now be rewarded. To continue then ....’

***
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A YEAR LATER FOUND Cal tapping on the door of his parents’ department. His first attempt at talking to Sir Philip had been foiled by an important phone call that his father had had to take. This time he had made an appointment.

Lady Rayke opened and, with an encouraging nod, ushered Cal into the room. Sir Philip looked over his glasses with a kindly air of anticipation, and his son took a seat opposite him at the desk.

‘Ah, Cal. Excellent. Sit down, sit down.’

‘I’m sitting down, Dad. Thank you.’

‘Yes, yes, so you are. Now your mother has told me that there is a matter regarding your future you wish to broach with me. Have I that correctly?’

‘Yes, Dad.’

‘If it’s about that er, ... girl ... Winifred —’

‘— Imelda, sir.’

‘Ah yes, er ... So difficult to keep up. Yes ... I really think that you are too young to consider matrimony at this point.’

Cal chuckled. The undiscerning were all too quick to put Sir Philip down as a doddering fool, but his son knew better, and also knew an ice-breaker when he saw it.

‘I couldn’t agree with you more, sir. And, by the way, Imelda and I are still just friends.’

‘Well now, that’s a relief. So, what is it?’

‘I’ve been thinking about this for a whole year.’

‘One sixteenth of a life is not to be sneezed at. Good,’ approved his father. ‘About what precisely?’

Cal took a deep breath and launched. ‘I would like to work for you. For this department.’

Sir Philip removed his glasses and leaned back, his expression a mask of gentle interest.

‘In what capacity, may I ask?’ he enquired.

‘A sleeper.’

‘An agent?’

‘Yes, that’s right. You see, I’ve been doing some reading — research — finding out whatever I could. It was that day, the day you took the brown pin out of Cornwall, I knew something had happened to the agent there. But look.’ Cal pulled a sheaf of folded papers from his pocket and spread them out on the desk before his father.

‘Look, sir. You see the
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