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	Deadwater

	By Becky Black

	


Chapter 1

	July 1927

	My dear Clara,

	Ever since George introduced us, I have found so much pleasure in your company, and appreciate both your kindness and intelligence. You possess those qualities in abundance, and any man who cannot appreciate them is a fool. Therefore, I am taking up my pen to write about what has been on my mind for some time now. Clara, I would be greatly honoured if you would agree to become my wife.

	I expect to return to England in October. If you write to me care of the Admiralty, I will receive your letter on my return. If you accept me, I will go straight to your family home to speak with your father. If not, then I hope we will still be friends, able to meet without any embarrassment on either part.

	Yours with the deepest respect and affection

	Thomas

	Clara sighed and put the letter back into her bag. She didn't resume reading the book she'd brought to fill the time on the underground train journey. So she had several months to consider the offer, as they were in the early days of July now. She could appreciate his giving her that space to make a considered decision, and undoubtedly, it was the most rational approach. Though she marvelled that he felt able to wait patiently for several months for his answer.

	Thomas was a dear fellow. She had thought that from the moment her brother George introduced them, some years ago, when Clara had only just started at the university. "My sister Clara, a frightful blue-stocking." But Thomas didn't seem to find her so frightful and was interested to hear about her studies and her interests. She had enjoyed spending time with him, and they had exchanged letters. When he was up in town, he had taken her to dinner and the theatre a few times. But she couldn't honestly say she thought about him much when he wasn't present.

	And it couldn't be denied that, when one got right down to it, he was, not to put too fine a point on it, a man. Men could be fine fellows, of course. She knew several, Thomas included, who she would describe that way. Even her brothers were less insufferable now they were no longer children. But Clara still had no strong urge to have one around the house. Or in her bed.

	Girls she'd been to school with had husbands now, and in some cases, children. Perhaps the children made the...other aspects of the marriage worth it. Though she'd also never had to deal with a child on a full-time basis either. A point to consider was that being a naval officer he'd be away at sea for months at a time. During which time a wife could get on with her own life. That might suit Clara very well. She could focus on her studies, without constantly having to persuade Father to continue funding her as a student. But what certainty did she have that once she was married, Thomas would be so supportive of her academic career? Qualities men claimed to admire in a woman they were pursuing suddenly became less appealing in a wife. And then she'd have even fewer options.

	She realized they had reached Hampstead and hurried off the train before the doors were closed again. A few minutes' walk from the station and she reached Professor Newell's house. A maid showed her into the large and sheltered garden at the back of the house, where the professor and his wife, Violet, were seated, under an awning. Mrs. Newell ordered tea to be brought and they passed the usual pleasantries as they settled down and waited for the maid to bring the refreshments. Yes, her parents and brothers are well. She herself is well. How lovely the weather is. How nice to be able to leave behind stuffy lecture halls and academic offices for the summer. Though Clara rather enjoyed the time she spent in Professor Newell's office. There were always such interesting books and papers around, and fossils and rocks he used as paperweights, and, in the case of one large mudstone concretion, as a doorstop.

	The professor had already accepted her as a PhD candidate--if she could raise the money to continue her studies and pay her living expenses. One way she might do at least the latter was to obtain a job as one of the professor's teaching assistants for the new term, which paid a small stipend. She'd done some of that work during her masters, helping him with lecture preparation and marking. But a PhD candidate would also be expected to teach, and she didn't know if he'd want a woman doing that. She rather hoped that was why he'd invited her over to Sunday afternoon tea.

	"Miss Fawcett," the professor said, once they were all replete with sandwiches and cake, and scones, and Violet had gone inside for a moment to fetch her embroidery. "Have you heard of a place called Deadwater? It's in Northumberland."

	Clara searched her memory for it. Was there some especially notable geological feature there? "I don't think so."

	"No reason you should. It's very remote. Only a mile from the border with Scotland. There's a small village and a manor house, close to the ruins of a small castle. The borderlands used to be quite lawless. I've been wanting to visit the manor house, Deadwater Hall, for some time and I've been invited to stay for several weeks."

	"Are you undertaking an expedition?"

	"Not quite. Although there is much of interest geologically in the area. I spent more than one summer in Northumberland as a young man, exploring the landscape. And the coast is remarkable, of course, but, ah, never mind that." He brought himself back to the matter at hand. "No, the primary interest about Deadwater Hall and environs, is in the many reports over the years of apparitions and other phenomena."

	Ah, ghosts. The professor had an interest in these matters, which Clara was mostly sceptical of. But one didn't tell one's academic supervisor to not talk such absolute rot.

	"I'm going to complete an investigation for the Society for Psychical Research," he said. He was a long-time member, and Clara did approve of the society's general science-based approach to investigating such matters as ghosts and poltergeists. "And I wondered if you would care to accompany me as an assistant and impartial observer. Unless you have other plans for the summer months."

	Did she? She had some options. She could go home to Winchester and work on getting Father to give her that money. She could stay with George and Caroline, but suspected she'd be expected to spend a lot of time with their children, who were toddlers, and whose conversation tended to be repetitive and who showed limited interest in geology. She had other invitations from friends. One even for a stay in a villa on the Riviera. But to be honest, she did find such things somewhat dull. They were all right for a few days, but the conversations palled after about a week. People were obsessed with film stars, or golf, or dresses, and not with the latest edition of Lake and Rastall's textbook, or the ongoing debate about Herr Wegener's theory of continental drift. And if she helped the professor with this investigation, despite it being unrelated to his academic work, it could only stand her in good stead for the teaching assistant role.

	"You'd have plenty of time to explore locally," the professor continued, "And to read and work on your research. I'm told there is little in the way of social life. The only resident of the house is Lady Ventris, the widowed mother of the current owner."

	"Her son is Lord Ventris?" Clara asked. The title didn't ring a bell. Not that she took a lot of interest in such things, but Mother seemed to have the names of every peer of the realm memorized. She had loftier marital hopes for Clara than might be warranted.

	"No, he's only a mister," the professor said. "His father was Sir Alfred Ventris, who made his money in diamond and gold mines in South Africa, and was knighted. His son is out there at the moment, so the household is currently only the widow and her staff."

	Violet reappeared with her embroidery and two maids came with her to take away the tea things. When the servants were gone, Clara nodded.

	"Yes, sir," she said. "I'd like to come to Deadwater Hall with you. I find your investigations into the paranormal quite interesting."

	He smiled at her, benignly. "I know you're a sceptic, my dear. That's good. I shall rely on that. Sometimes I allow myself to see what I want to see, in these matters at least."

	"Clara, do you have a maid?" Violet asked, making Clara feel somewhat derailed by the sudden switch in conversation.

	"Oh, ah, no, I live in a boarding house during term time." And Father complained enough about that. He wasn't going to give her the money to employ a lady's maid on top of that. Anyway, that was so old fashioned. She didn't need a maid to help her dress. Or to do her hair, which she wore short now, in the modern fashion. "Mrs. Emmett's in Chiswick," she went on, feeling sure Violet didn't approve of young women living in boarding houses. "It's very respectable."

	But it was the professor who was the target of Violet's frown. "Henry, you cannot be proposing to take an unmarried girl to some house in the wilds without a suitable companion."

	"It is the establishment of a widowed lady, my dear," he argued. "I'm sure there will be suitable company. Or perhaps you'd like to join us after all."

	"No, I'm still going to stay with my sister in Brighton, not some house with the border only a mile away where we'd probably be carried off by raiders in the night."

	"There haven't been any reports of Border Reiver activity in the area for several hundred years," he pointed out. Clara saw a sly smile between the two of them, a little teasing between two people who'd been together since the last century.

	"Nevertheless. Do you perhaps have a friend who'd like to come too?" Violet asked.

	Clara couldn't imagine any of her friends, even those fellow women students from the university, would want to go ghost hunting in a place with little in the way of social life, at the home of a widow who probably retired at nine every night. She shook her head.

	"Then we shall engage a suitable maid," the professor said. "At my expense," he pointed out quickly. "Ah, would you be able to arrange that, my dear?" he asked Violet. "I assume there is an agency of some sort."

	Clara suspected that Violet would be delighted to arrange it. And since the Newells were paying, she'd probably want final approval on who they took on.

	"I'll deal with it," Violet said. "The staff from the one I use have always given satisfaction. I'll write to Mrs. Carney in the morning."

	* * * *

	Emilia was admitted to the luxurious living room of Mrs. Carney's flat. The room's luxury would have surprised anyone who knew Sybil Carney only as the highly respectable widow who ran a well-regarded domestic service agency. Those who knew the other, much more profitable organisation she ran alongside that would not be so taken-aback.

	"Sit down," Mrs. Carney said, pouring tea into bone china cups. "I've got an interesting job for you."

	Emilia discarded her coat and hat, took one of the comfortable wing-backed seats, and accepted a cup of tea.

	"You did good work with the report on Hagley Hall," Mrs. Carney said. "I feel like I could find my way around it with my eyes closed."

	"Thank you." It had been a six-month job, learning everything about the house, and the people in it. Crucial nuggets like what time the house retired for the night, including the servants. How many dogs there were. Where the safe was.

	"I've had a request through the agency to provide a suitable maid and companion for a young lady to spend the summer at Deadwater Hall," Mrs. Carney said. "That's a place up in Northumberland. So far north it's almost in Scotland. Though I should be clear that it's not actually in Scotland."

	An important point, Emilia knew. There were territories in this game, just as much as in the legitimate world. Mrs. Carney only operated in England.

	"I've never been able to place anyone there to recce the place," Mrs. Carney went on. "The staff is all local or retainers."

	"What's the attraction?"

	"A Lady Ventris lives there, widow of a gold and diamond magnate, who made his money in South Africa. She had some spectacular jewels back in the days she was active in society. But she's been living in Deadwater Hall for years now."

	"What if she's sold the jewels?"

	"I've not heard anything about those stones coming onto the market. No, they're probably lying around in a safe at the manor house. Seems like such a shame, don't it?" She sighed. She did hate to see precious stones go to waste. "It's said the widow never goes any further than Edinburgh or Newcastle a couple of times a year. She never comes to London anymore."

	"Who's the young lady? Some poor relation who doesn't have her own maid?"

	"No, this is the strange part. The request is from a Mrs. Newell, whose husband is a professor of geology at London University. A couple of my ordinary girls work in their house, so this is a pure bit of luck. Anyway, the professor's going up there to do some kind of research and the young lady is his student, who'll be assisting him. Probably digging up fossils or some such. This is why I'm sending you. You've got an education. You're just right to be a companion to an intellectual girl. You'll have to do some of the usual lady's maid duties, but if she doesn't have her own maid then she probably doesn't need a lot of that. That will give you plenty of time to explore the house and get to know the arrangements."

	"It would be for the whole summer?"

	"Yes. Leaving next week and coming back at the end of August. Mrs. Newell wants you to visit Miss Fawcett at home at six o'clock tomorrow evening, to see if you'll suit."

	On the bus ride home, she started to have second thoughts. Or at least, started to have them again. Although she'd thrown her hat into the ring, letting it be known she'd like to be in contention to be the replacement for Bobbie Morgan, who'd been the most special of Mrs. Carney's special girls, she had come to think that perhaps she'd been caught up in the excitement of the moment. Now she worried that she was one of the favourites, and maybe she didn't want the job. Compiling intelligence reports about houses and families was one thing. She quite enjoyed the challenge. It let her do some acting for one thing, and she was good at that. But Bobbie Morgan had been, well, a burglar. A safe-cracker. A thief. Emilia wasn't sure that was a step she wanted to take.

	But having a false identity and acting the role of a society girl would be an even more interesting acting challenge, wouldn't it? Not to mention the compensations of a flat, a car, and a wardrobe full of beautiful clothes. Emilia even had a head start on Bobbie in the society girl stakes. She might have become one, if things had been different.

	She reached home before she'd talked herself into or out of the idea and found a letter waiting for her in the hall. Noting the postmark and the familiar handwriting, she took it to her room. When she had taken off her coat and hat, she sat in the chair by the window and opened the envelope. High quality, thick paper, both the envelope and the letter inside. As suspected it was from Mr. Parsons, of Parsons, Parsons and Gerard, her solicitors. They'd had a communication from the solicitor representing Mr. and Mrs. Latimer, who had been made aware that Emilia had removed certain items of jewellery from the home of the late William Stephenson when she left. They required the immediate return of these items, or the proceeds, if they have been sold. A list of the items was enclosed.

	If there had been a fire in the room, Emilia would have cast the letter into it in a burst of rage. They couldn't leave her with anything, could they? And the gall to suggest she would have sold the items! Damn them! The tone of Mr. Parsons' letter was quite apologetic, but he couldn't advise her not to comply with the request, he said. They were legally in the right, and going to court would only result in more legal expenses for no result. Emilia went to her dressing table. Her jewellery box was unimpressive, only a small wooden thing lined with dark blue velvet. It had been her mother's. It held only the pieces of jewellery demanded in the letter. With tears in her eyes, she took each piece out. There was nothing so terribly valuable here. They could have let her keep them. They'd kept everything else. They'd even taken the jewels her mother had brought into the marriage. But no, they had to take these too, the jewels her stepfather had given her mother and then passed to Emilia the day they buried Mother. The only ones she actually cared about.

	Was it even about the money, or were they so cruel they wanted to see her reduced to the place in society they thought she belonged, only a servant? Or worse, because they probably didn't think she belonged in any respectable home even as a servant. Well, maybe their motive was a little of the latter. But mostly it was the money with those people.

	She would take this job to go to Deadwater Hall, she decided. She'd do the best job she could and if Mrs. Carney offered her the chance to become Bobbie's replacement, she'd take it. She'd done her best, tried it the right way, the way her mother and stepfather would have approved of. And at every turn someone tore her down. Someone who thought they were better than her, because of things she couldn't help. This Ventris family had made their money off the sweat and blood of people even poorer than the poor of England. They were no better than the Latimers. Probably worse.

	If she was to be treated like a jewel thief, she'd become a jewel thief.

	* * * *

	Violet Newell insisted on coming to Clara's rooms to attend the appointment with the maid, which was only fair, since the Newells were paying for her. Anyway, Clara couldn't say she wasn't grateful for Violet's help. Mother had tried to train her on the proper way to manage staff, but she'd always felt awkward with it. Even the younger maids seemed to find her efforts to exert authority amusing. The older ones, well, she wouldn't even try to do so. They quite intimidated her. So she'd let Violet look at the candidate from the view of an experienced housewife. Meanwhile Clara would focus more on whether she thought you would get along with the girl. She didn't want to be stuck with someone dull or tiresome for over a month.

	Her landlady had provided tea in one of the sitting rooms, and the maid, Emilia Stephenson, arrived on time. She was, Clara was pleased to see, around Clara's own age, probably no more than twenty-five. Dressed most respectably, skirt well below her knee, and a plain, dark blue. Her hat and coat were similarly plain, but not shabby. Clean and well-maintained. Her shoes shone. She wore no cosmetics that Clara could see and when she took off her hat, to give that and her coat to the maid, her dark hair was styled in a neat bun at the back of her head. No modern crop or bob for her. But despite all this effort to look as plain and unobtrusive as possible, she could do little to disguise that she was quite beautiful.

	"Hello," Clara said, standing up, voice coming out rather breathless. She offered her hand, then couldn't recall if that was the proper etiquette with a servant. "I'm Clara. Ah, Miss Fawcett that is. This is Mrs. Newell."

	Emilia shook Clara's hand, and nodded to Mrs. Newell, who hadn't risen.

	"Miss Fawcett. Ma'am."

	"Please have a seat. Will you have tea? Oh..." She noticed only two cups had been provided. "Ah, shall I ring for another cup?"

	"No thank you, Miss Fawcett," Emilia said, taking the seat opposite. She sat straight, hands in her lap, legs crossed, but drawn under the chair. How did some women manage to even sit elegantly? Clara wondered. Another thing she'd never perfected the trick of. Violet seemed to approve of the refusal of tea, so it had probably been a faux pas to offer it, and Emilia had a better understanding of that than Clara.

	"Of course," Clara said, subsiding into her chair. "Too hot for tea today, really." Although Emilia looked quite cool, for someone who'd presumably come here on an omnibus, or walked from the underground station.

	"Do you have your references?" Violet asked. Emilia retrieved them from her bag, gave them to Violet, and sat again, in the exact position as before. She could be an artist's model with this kind of skill. Perhaps she was. Certainly she was pretty enough. Goodness, it was warm in here. She should ring for the maid to open the window. But she was distracted from that by Violet handing her the references to read, seeming to find them satisfactory.

	"Tell me about your time with Mrs. Pritchard," Violet said, and for a few minutes they discussed Emilia's previous jobs. She'd served in a number of large establishments. Families rather above Clara's in social standing. But Deadwater Hall would probably be more like the large houses she'd worked at before.

	"What has Mrs. Carney told you about the post?" Violet asked.

	"That it will involve being in Northumberland for at least a month," Emilia said. "Acting as maid and companion to Miss Fawcett while she assists Professor Newell with his work."

	"It's the companion part that is probably the most important," Clara said. "I do without a maid myself, but being away from home, staying as a guest in such a remote place, Mrs. Newell thought I should have a suitable companion to accompany me."

	"I understand." Emilia gave her a somewhat assessing look. "Miss Fawcett is clearly a modern young lady and I understand that with modern clothing and hairstyles there is less for a lady's maid to do."

	Violet didn't approve of Clara's short hair, and probably didn't approve of her modern clothing either--and Clara hadn't even worn trousers in her presence! She'd take some with her to Deadwater though. That reminded her of a question she needed to ask.

	"Can you ride a bicycle, Miss Stephenson?"

	"A bicycle? Oh, yes. It's been a few years since I did, but I think I remember how."

	"Splendid. I'm taking mine, so it will be useful for you to be able to ride too. I'll borrow one for you to use, so don't worry about that. Just bring along some suitable clothes for riding."

	"Yes, miss."

	"Also, sturdy shoes. We'll have to walk over rough country sometimes, I believe. And--"

	"We'll provide a list, via Mrs. Carney," Violet said. "Anything you don't have, we'll see that it's obtained."

	"Thank you, Ma'am."

	Clara shook away speculations about how Emilia would look in trousers, to ask another question she needed to.

	"Do you have any strong feelings about spiritualism, Miss Stephenson? Or are you of especially strong religious convictions?"

	Emilia took a moment to answer and spoke with caution. "I have no feelings about spiritualism," she said. "It's not a matter I've put much thought into. And I have, ah, the normal amount of religious convictions. I assume we'll attend church on Sundays at Deadwater. I'm quite used to that from my other positions."

	"And you're an Anglican?" Violet asked, her tone a little sharp, making Clara glance at her with surprise.

	"Yes, Ma'am," Emilia said, her tone a little defensive. "I'm an Anglican."

	"You see the work we're going to be doing there is an investigation into the sightings of ghosts and other phenomena at the house and in the area," Clara explained.

	Emilia frowned. "I thought the work was scientific." She gave a tiny grimace. "Excuse me, I meant, I assumed it was about geology. I didn't mean to offend."

	"No, that's quite all right," Clara said, giving a small laugh. "Are you interested in geology, Miss Stephenson?"

	Violet gave her a look as if it was a silly question to ask a maid.

	"My family lived near Lyme Regis when I was a girl," Emilia said. "We sometimes went to the beach there and I found a few fossils. Mostly ammonites." She smiled. "Nothing on the scale of Miss Anning's plesiosaur."

	Clara became momentarily unable to speak. Was it possible to fall instantly in love with someone because they said they'd searched for ammonites and knew about Mary Anning? Violet cleared her throat, snapping Clara out of her sudden trance.

	"Ah, anyway, as long as you have no objections and aren't afraid of ghosts, then it should all be fine," Clara said. "The professor might welcome another sceptical viewpoint!" Even from a maid. In fact, he often spoke to the servants of houses he'd investigated for hauntings. He said they knew more of what went on in the house than the family.

	"I don't believe in ghosts," Emilia said. "That is, I've never seen one, and I've lived in houses that are said to be haunted."

	"I think that's everything," Violet said. "Thank you for coming, Miss Stephenson."

	They all rose and, in a moment, Emilia was gone, leaving Clara feeling like she still had a hundred things to ask her. But she'd have weeks to do that.

	"She seems very suitable, doesn't she?" Clara said after the maid closed the door after taking away the tea tray.

	"More suited to styling the hair of a London socialite perhaps," Violet said. "Though I'm not sure how many houses want maids that good-looking. Some ladies don't like to have a maid who outshines them."

	"She is rather pretty, isn't she? Ah...Well, I don't mind." Even with her carefully plain dressing to tone down her looks Emilia definitely outshone Clara. And Clara understood that underplaying of femininity. She tended to tone hers down too, so as not to stand out more than she already did among the men at the university.

	"Why did you ask her if she's an Anglican?" Clara asked, remembering that odd question. It wouldn't have occurred to her to ask.

	"The name Emilia is Italian, and she's got a Mediterranean look," Violet explained. "I thought she might be a Roman Catholic."

	"Well, she didn't sound Italian," Clara said. And didn't add that being prejudiced against either Italians or Catholics was very old fashioned of Violet. It was 1927, for goodness' sake! "She sounded...Very proper," she finished lamely. She did, and looking back, she thought Emilia sounded quite different than most maids. She had a touch of an accent from the West Country, Dorset most likely, if she'd lived near Lyme Regis. But it was only a hint, overlaid on the same sort of neutral accent Clara herself had, the one picked up from school. Clara had barely noticed it during the interview as she was so used to talking to fellow women students who spoke the same way. So Emilia was an educated young lady. Intriguing.

	"I can't fault her references," Violet said. "So if you're happy with her, then I'll write to Mrs. Carney to engage her." Perhaps one day Violet Newell might use the telephone, but not today.

	* * * *

	


Chapter 2

	Emilia arrived at Kings Cross station at 9:15 in the morning on the appointed day. A porter carried her trunk and carpet bag into the station, following Emilia to the first-class waiting room. Miss Fawcett, wearing a sensible tweed skirt and blazer, was waiting outside the door.

	"Hello, Miss Stephenson! Oh, have the man put your things with the rest?" She indicated a pile of trunks and bags beside her, with two bicycles leaning against the larger trunks. "Mr. Danby, give the fellow a shilling, would you?" Mr. Danby was an immaculately dressed late-middle-aged gentleman in a bowler hat standing by the trunks. A superior servant, Emilia recognized at once. He took a shilling from a coin purse and gave it to the porter. Emilia hoped he'd come provided with a large number of coins for tipping porters. She understood they'd have to change trains twice, not to mention loading and unloading at the start and end of the trip.

	"Miss Stephenson, this is Mr. Danby, Professor Newell's valet," Miss Fawcett said. "He'll be accompanying us. I'll go and tell the professor you've arrived." She went into the waiting room.

	"You're from Mrs. Carney's agency?" Mr. Danby asked, after shaking her hand and inviting her to call him Rufus.

	"Yes. And please, call me Emilia. Have you been with the Newell family for long?"

	"Started out as the boot boy," he said. "Been Dr. Newell's manservant since he first went up to university." He would not be agency staff then, but a retainer, employed directly by the family. That boded well. Only a decent employer managed to keep servants that long.

	Rufus took baggage labels from a pocket, and tied them to Emilia's trunk, carpet bag, and hat box. They read Newell on one side and To Deadwater Northumberland on the other. All the luggage and the bicycles bore the same labels. He also wrote in a small notebook.

	"It's going to be a right palaver getting this lot on and off the trains without losing any of it. You shout up if you see any of it being left behind."

	"I will," she said. "Which are Miss Fawcett's trunks?"

	"She's only got one." He pointed out a tan-leather trunk, with a hat box on top of it. "And that carpet bag." At least Miss Fawcett wasn't like some of Emilia's previous ladies, who never seemed to take even the shortest trip without at least fifteen trunks.

	"Do you know Miss Fawcett?" she asked.

	"She's a regular visitor to the professor and the missus," Rufus said, putting his notebook and pencil back into his pocket. He had a little cap for the pencil, to keep it from poking through the cloth. Like most valets she'd met, he was a walking advertisement for his skills at keeping a gentleman properly dressed. "She's a nice girl. She'll give you no trouble."

	"She seemed a good sort when I met her for an interview. I met Mrs. Newell there too." She didn't elaborate on whether Mrs. Newell was a good sort or not. She'd noted the lady apparently suspecting Emilia was a Catholic. Being Catholic was the least of what people should worry about when it came to Emilia. Not that the Newells had any reason to fear her. Mrs. Carney had staff in their house, but they weren't society types, according to the file on them. A nice income from the professor's work at the university, some book royalties, and family money. Some money brought into the marriage by Mrs. Newell. But they lived quietly and didn't spend their money on gems. Not enough to be worth stealing anyway.

	"The missus is mild enough," Rufus said. "But she'll have my guts for garters if I don't take good care of the professor."

	"What can happen to him?" Emilia asked with a smile. "He's only going to be looking for ghosts."

	"That can mean a lot of sitting around at night in drafty attics and damp cellars. He could catch a chill."

	Emilia hoped she wasn't expected to do much sitting around in drafty attics and damp cellars. Though she might well be sleeping in an attic, depending on where they put the servants up at this Deadwater Hall. Miss Fawcett reappeared from the waiting room, this time accompanied by a gentleman of Rufus's age, dressed in tweeds, sporting a patrician beard. The professor, she assumed.

	"We had better get to the platform," Professor Newell said. He smiled at Emilia. "Miss Stephenson, I presume. Welcome to the expedition. Rufus, call a porter."

	A porter pushed their luggage on a cart, another wheeled the two bicycles. At the platform they left Rufus supervising the loading of the luggage into the guards' van, while the professor led the way along beside the train, looking for his compartment.

	"Ah, here we are," he said, checking the number against his tickets. "After you, young ladies." He handed Miss Fawcett up the step, then Emilia too, and waited on the platform for Rufus.

	"May I help you with your coat, Miss Fawcett?" Emilia asked.

	"Please do call me Clara."

	"Thank you, Miss Clara," Emilia said, and was sure she saw a small grimace. Miss Fawcett--Clara--didn't seem very experienced with staff, or just not very good at dealing with them. She let Emilia take her tweed blazer and Emilia placed in the overhead rack, Clara's hat on top. That was just a soft beret, practical for the day's journey. Her hair, though worn short, was a pretty colour, a light, reddish brown, with honey-coloured tones where the light caught it. She was a nice-looking girl, Emilia thought, but she tried not to let on about it.

	"Do claim the other window seat before the gentlemen join us," Clara suggested, as she sat down by the window.

	"I'm to travel in the compartment?" Emilia had rather expected she and Rufus would be sent off to third class once they'd settled their charges in.

	Clara glanced out of the door. Professor Newell was a couple of yards away. She spoke in a confidential tone. "As fond as I am of the professor, I would like some additional company for a day-long train journey. Anyway, he insisted. He said he'd rather take the whole compartment, and if we have a whole compartment then it was a waste to buy additional tickets for you and Rufus."

	Emilia wasn't sure if the mathematics worked for this argument, but she wasn't going to argue with a professor, so she took off her coat and hat, put them on the rack, and sat in the other window seat directly opposite Clara. Clara smiled at her, as if the two of them had won a small victory. Though etiquette dictated that Emilia should offer the seat to the professor when he climbed into the compartment, followed by Rufus. But he waved her to stay in her place and took the seat beside Clara. The train was getting up steam now. The platform was quieter, passengers aboard, porters leaving, friends and families there to wave off their loved ones standing back as the guards slammed any open doors and blew their whistles. In a moment, they were moving, passing out of the station, getting up speed.

	"My dear Miss Stephenson," the professor said. "I apologize for such a rushed introduction earlier. I'm Professor Newell, as I'm sure Clara told you. Again, welcome to our little expedition to the wilds of Northumberland."

	"Thank you, sir. I'm glad to be joining you."

	"Miss Stephenson lived close to Lyme as a girl, Professor," Clara said. "She used to go fossil hunting, in the footsteps of Mary Anning."

	"How delightful!" That sent him off into a story about his own visits to Lyme Regis, and Emilia relaxed, feeling that she was no longer the centre of attention. She did notice Rufus giving her assessing looks, but that was to be expected, with a new colleague he'd be spending some weeks with. He was a sharp one though, she was sure of that. Protective. She'd have to be wary around him.

	The professor handed around peppermints, as they sped on through North London, and they all settled down as the excitement of starting the journey faded. Clara, Emilia, and the professor read books. Rufus read a magazine. They went to the buffet car at around eleven, to have tea, the professor saying they would have lunch at Newcastle, where they had around an hour's wait for the next train they had to catch. After that lunch she helped Rufus supervise the loading of their baggage onto the next train, the one going to Carlisle.

	"We shall have to look sharp when we get to Hexham," Rufus said to her on the way along the platform to the compartment. "We'll only have a few minutes there to make sure we've got everything. If I help unload, can you check the list?"

	She did, ticking off items in his notebook. When she'd checked off everything, the
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