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For my parents





So in peace our tasks we ply,

Pangur Bán, my cat, and I;

In our arts we find our bliss,

I have mine and he has his.

Practice every day has made

Pangur perfect in his trade;

I get wisdom day and night

Turning darkness into light.

‘PANGUR BÀN’, ANONYMOUS, TRANSLATED BY ROBIN FLOWER






PROLOGUE

Morgelyn

Did I ever tell you the story of this island, Mina, and how it got its name?

You see, once upon a time it wasn’t an island at all, but part of a beautiful land called Lyonesse; a fair and shining place of fields and great stone roads, houses and vineyards where people grew rich on the bright tin pulled from the ground, and merchants from across the world came to barter and live in ease.

Until one dark Midwinter’s Eve, when the people of Lyonesse were so caught up in their merrymaking, in their spices and tin and riches, that they forgot to give thanks to the sea. And the sea, having always calmed its waves for them, was angry at being forgotten. More than angry, it was furious, roaring with rage as only the sea can.

Of course, the people of Lyonesse realised their folly at once, but it was too late. In desperation they flung gold into the waves, but the sea dashed it all to pieces against the rocks, where it turned to bright gorse. They poured gallons of their finest wines into the raging surf, but the sea spat it back in a shower of spray, where the droplets turned to purple heather. Finally, they cast the bright tin that had made them rich into the depths, only for the sea to scatter it into moonlight.

And the water began to rise, higher than the thresholds, then higher than the windows and finally higher than the tallest church tower. The waves crashed down like a hundred hammers on a thousand anvils, and that fine land and its entire people were lost.

All save one girl, named Morgelyn.

She was as gentle as the dawn and as poor as a ship’s mouse, and she lived, not in a grand palace, but in a tumbledown cottage on the beach with her faithful cat, Murr. And though she had no gold or jewels, she alone remembered to honour the sea, with a humble little wreath made from sea holly and heather. So when the sea roared its wrath and the waters swallowed the cottage, Murr used secret magic to turn that wreath into a raft, where she and Morgelyn hung on for dear life.

And as Lyonesse drowned, girl and cat were tossed upon the waves, until finally they came to rest, soaked and frozen, upon a rocky mountain top.

‘Oh Murr, a poor Yuletide we’ll have,’ Morgelyn cried, ‘with nothing but salt for our meal and rocks for our bed!’

If the sea was angry, Murr was doubly so.

Since there is nothing like the electric fury of a cat to catch attention, the sea looked up at the mountain top, and saw the girl and her cat and the humble wreath they had made in its honour, and felt ashamed.

And as quickly as the sea’s temper had risen, it fell, but the deed was done. The glittering land of Lyonesse was lost, and all that remained were the tops of the tallest mountains, including the one where Morgelyn sat, holding Murr and shivering.

So the sea gathered up kelp and brought it to the shore as a blanket. It found branches of sweet gorse and fragrant heather, caught limpets and mussels, clams and oysters and scattered them across the rock like jewels so the girl and the cat could eat. It found driftwood from the four corners of the globe and brought it to them, so they might build themselves a shelter.

And in time, the waters fell and the mountain tops became islands and, well, you know the rest, dear Mina.

Of course, if you ask people about this story they will laugh and say that I’m a foolish old man. But that’s because the words were never written down, or if they were, they’ve long turned to sea foam. I only know it because Murr told me, and she should know, because that rock where Morgelyn found shelter? It was this very island. And the driftwood hut they built? That was this cottage. And the cat who saved her from the storm?

Why, that was none other than Murr herself.




CHAPTER ONE

The call of a curlew fills my ears, haunting above the tiny, secluded cove. In the winter twilight, the waves are gentle, soft as velvet covering a fiercely beating heart.

The sign has been scoured by the weather, lost beneath lichen, but I know what it says. The letters are traced in salt spray on my lips.

Morgelyn.

When last I walked here, the heather on the headland towered above me and there was a hand holding mine, guiding my steps. Now, I’m alone. Taking a breath I make my way down towards the shore, into the maze of furze.

A rustle, a snap and the hairs on my neck rise with the feeling of being watched. In the shadows beneath the winter-blooming gorse, sea-green eyes blink into being.

‘Murr?’

I take a step forwards, only for the cat to turn tail and disappear in a flurry of grey paws.

‘Murr!’

I race down the narrow path, following the cat who always remains a few steps beyond my reach, leading me this way and that through the wild gorse until, at last, the soil beneath my feet turns to sand, and I find myself standing on the shore. Up ahead, a cottage glows in the twilight, a ship’s lantern hanging from an old hook, illuminating grey stone and a weather-beaten door, where someone sits, waiting …

‘Mina?’

I look up with a jolt. No curlew’s cry, just the distant wail of a siren echoing from the streets below. London’s lights resolve themselves through the polished window, reflected in the dark waters of the Thames.

‘You OK?’ Paola asks, handing me another glass of champagne.

‘Yes, sorry.’ I pull a smile onto my face. ‘Miles away.’

Years.

All around, our company’s Christmas party is in full swing. The private penthouse bar is a wonderland of plastic fir trees twinkling with fairy lights, fake snowdrifts scattered across the floor and huge, reflective baubles that distort people’s faces like fun mirrors at a carnival. Novelty ties are gradually loosening millimetre by millimetre, cheeks growing shiny as the glasses of champagne circulate, knocked back on stomachs empty but for tiny, tasteful canapés – a disc of turkey meat, a sphere of cranberry gel – served by waiting staff dressed in fashionable Nordic knitted jumpers and Santa hats. I take another hefty sip of champagne. It’s still only 16 December; Christmas seems to start earlier every year.

‘Any sign of our target?’ I ask, trying to remember what I was meant to be doing.

Paola’s glittery nails drum a pattern on her phone as she nods towards the bar.

‘Ten o’clock.’

There he is, in an impeccable blue suit, drinking whisky rather than the free champagne, a flash of tartan sock at the ankle his only concession to the season. Jeremy Hunter-Thorpe is the client on every agency’s Christmas wish list, the one who might save me from being fired, if I can snag him for our company before the year is out.

‘I can’t believe he’s here,’ Paola whispers. ‘It’s fate. Have you spoken to him yet?’

I shake my head, champagne fizzing in my nose. ‘It’s not exactly fate when this is the closest members’ bar to his office.’

‘Come on, Mina. You know him, don’t you?’

‘My dad does.’ I wince. ‘They play golf.’

Paola gives me a wry smile. She’s our team’s assistant and one of the only friends I have at work. She’s also too kind to bring it up, but we both know what people whisper about me around the coffee machine: Only got the job because her father knows half the city. Why else would Marianne hire her? She’s useless.

It isn’t true, but I can’t really blame them for thinking it. Most of them are so ambitious it makes my head spin, even without the mutters from management about ‘downsizing’ the team … Work lacks conviction – that was the feedback from my last appraisal. No matter how many proposals I put forward, or designs I work on, or times I tell myself I’m lucky to have this job, it still feels like I’m trying to wear a version of myself that doesn’t quite fit. I know it, and I know they know it.

With a deep breath, I square my shoulders. Dad’s connections or not, if I bring in Hunter-Thorpe they’ll have to think twice about keeping me on. Defiantly, I down the rest of the champagne – too fast. It splashes my chin, dripping onto the expensive green silk dress I borrowed from my stepmother Julia in an attempt to be ‘festive’.

‘Shit!’

Paola’s ready as ever, stepping in front of me. ‘Go and clean up,’ she says. ‘I’ll keep an eye on him.’

‘Right, thanks.’

At a half-run, I grab my handbag from the concierge and escape to the ladies. It’s empty, thankfully, choir-sung carols piped in from somewhere, masking the chatter of the party.

I saw three ships come sailing in, on Christmas Day, on Christmas Day …

Mid-December and it still feels a thousand years until Christmas is over and done with. Two more weeks of worn-out songs on the radio and adverts for parties in every bar and eggnog-flavoured coffee and where will you be spending the holidays, Mina? I lean on the tinsel-decorated sink, missing my mum with the sort of sudden, sharp pang that still takes me by surprise, even after all these years. Without her, Christmas has always felt … empty. Nothing more than a day of awkward small talk with my father and stepmother, all the while trying not to remember how magical it once felt. Sighing, I blot at the champagne with a paper towel, then dig around in my bag for the lipstick I flung in there earlier.

Of course, it’s nowhere to be found. I pull out handfuls of junk: tissues, old lip balms, ink drawing pens that I haven’t used for months but can’t bear to throw away, a crumpled envelope …

Frowning, I turn the envelope over. It’s the size of my hand and very scruffy, the original address pasted over with a floral sticker, presumably forwarded from my father’s address by Julia. I dimly remember scooping it up from the mailbox in a rush the previous morning, before yet another fourteen-hour workday put it out of my mind.

I flip it over. There’s a return address in spidery green ink.


Morgelyn, Isles of Scilly, Cornwall.



My heart gives a triple beat, and for an instant, beneath the carols, I think I hear the call of a sea bird.

Part of me wants to throw the envelope in the bin or shove it back into my bag unread, but my fingers betray me, working at the paper to tear it open.

Immediately, a scent wafts out, battling with the festive spice air freshener: a combination of crushed greenery and a whiff of turpentine, so familiar that it hurts. In a daze, I stick my hand into the envelope, only to prick myself on something sharp and drop the whole thing, spilling the contents onto the tiles.

Blood wells in a single bead on my finger. I lick it off and taste iron, staring at the impossible object that lies on the floor: a key, made from rusted metal, a hundred years old if it’s a day. A slip of paper is tightly wrapped around its length like a ribbon, holding a sprig of a strange, spiky, ghostly green plant.

Sea holly. The name comes to me as if someone whispered it in my ear.

Morgelyn.

Hesitantly, I pick up the key. It’s heavy in my palm, like something from a story, real and half-imagined at the same time. The paper comes away with a gentle hush, and I unwind it to read the message, written in green ink in a hand I never thought I’d see again:


Mina - please look after her



‘Davy?’ I whisper.

The bathroom door creaks, letting in a blast of party noise and someone singing about how they wished it could be Christmas every day.

‘What’s taking so long?’ Paola hisses. ‘He looks like he’s about to leave!’

‘Just coming,’ I call dazedly, still staring at the key. Why is it here in a London bathroom and not in the pocket of yellow oilskin jacket, wet with sea spray? Why is it not hanging on a hook, beside a blue, weather-beaten door that opens onto a sandy path?

Light paws, bounding over rocks towards me. Eyes bright as gorse flowers. Hot chocolate in my numbed hand, sweetness mingling with the salt on my lips. My mother’s laugh as we dashed from the waves. A man’s soft voice, weaving a Christmas Eve ghost story as a storm lashed the windows.

‘Hey!’ Paola snaps her fingers. ‘Earth to Mina.’

I’m back in the bathroom, and outside the party lurches on, waiting for me to smile and nod.

‘Yes, coming.’ Hurriedly, I shove the key and the envelope back into my bag, run a hand through my mouse-brown curls to check they haven’t gone frizzy, and follow Paola into the party.

‘Go on,’ she mutters, looping a string of gold tinsel around my neck like a scarf, ‘you can do it.’

I’m not so sure I can. My head is swimming with questions about the key and the strange note, but I raise my chin and walk up to the man at the bar.

‘Mr Hunter-Thorpe?’ I ask, trying to sound confident. ‘I’m Mina Kestle. I think we might have met once or twice before?’

‘Kestle …’ The man’s eyes pass over the top of my head, looking for someone more important. ‘Any relation to Jonathan Kestle?’

I give my best businesslike smile. ‘My father.’

‘No!’ Hunter-Thorpe actually looks at me, his pouchy cheeks lifting in a smile as he takes in the tinsel. ‘Oh, but of course, Mina. Didn’t recognise you, you’re all grown up.’

I help myself to another glass of champagne. ‘That’s right. I’m working nearby, as a marketing executive at Felder, Price and—’

‘Yes, your father said you were doing something here. Didn’t quite believe him. After all the fuss you put him through about being an artist.’ He beams down at me indulgently. ‘Gerard and I used to love your little Christmas cards.’

My smile grows strained. The cards were Dad’s idea of playing office politics, getting me to draw special festive pictures for his clients and bosses every year. The cute factor, he always said. I didn’t mind. It filled some of the time I was home from boarding school, and gave Dad and I something to talk to each other about. That was before art became a problem between us; a constant argument about wasted time and money that had finally exploded when he found out I’d applied for art school without his knowledge, rather than for a law degree, like he’d wanted me to.

I’m not going to fund you throwing your life away, he’d raged.

I’d left home that night, aged eighteen, and hadn’t taken a penny of his money since. Was using his name to lure Hunter-Thorpe any different? I shove the thoughts aside.

‘Well, I’m still involved in the creative side of things,’ I say. ‘Which is why I wanted to ask about your latest campaign. I had some thoughts about it, and was wondering if we could arrange a meeting?’

He eyes a tray of deconstructed mince pie cubes as it passes. ‘I’m jam-packed until Christmas, but my secretary might be able to squeeze in a hot choc for old times’ sake. We’re going to Scotland for the holidays, Gerard and I and the kids. Excellent golf. You’re spending it with your father?’

Did he just agree to a meeting? He’s finishing the last of his whisky, as if about to leave. ‘Oh, we don’t really make a fuss about Christmas,’ I murmur. ‘But I’ll make the appointment, so I can show you some ideas?’

‘Fine, fine. First thing Wednesday. But on one condition.’ He points his empty glass at me. ‘That you’ll send us another charming card. Gerry did so enjoy them.’

‘Of course,’ I say, trying to ignore the rush of embarrassment and frustration. ‘I’d be happy to.’

‘And say hello to your father!’ he bellows, making his way towards the doors.

‘Well?’ Paola whispers, sidling over to me. Across the room, our boss Marianne is staring, her steely gaze at odds with the flashing reindeer antlers perched on her head.

‘He agreed,’ I say, slightly bewildered. ‘He agreed to meet me before he leaves for the holidays, Wednesday morning …’

Paola puts her glass down with a clink, adjusting her own tinsel scarf. ‘I’m telling Marianne.’

I watch as she hustles away towards our boss. All at once the party is too much, the music and the chatter painfully loud. Grabbing my drink, I escape onto one of the balconies. They’ve made an effort out here too, with faux-fur blankets on the seats, artificial fir branches and glittery plastic icicles decorating the railings. I catch a whiff of someone’s cigarette smoke and sigh into the cold city air, my breath hanging before me like unformed words. I did it, scored a meeting with Hunter-Thorpe, just like everyone wanted. So why do I feel so empty?

Reaching into my bag, I pull out the key. A horrible, leaden thought has been forming, ever since I saw it. And those words: Please look after her.

Who – what – could he mean? And why would it have anything to do with me, unless …?

‘There you are.’ Paola rushes out of the party, cheeks glowing. ‘Marianne’s face when I told her – I thought she’d swallowed the olive in her Martini.’ When I nod vaguely in response, her smile falters. ‘Mina, what is it? And what’s that?’

‘I think it’s the key to my godfather’s cottage,’ I hear myself say, as if the idea isn’t absurd.

‘You have a godfather?’

‘Had. Haven’t spoken to him since I was a kid.’ I hand over the key, the coiled note.

Paola frowns at it. ‘“Her.” Who’s he talking about?’

Fur clung with cold, smelling of the wild sea, a warm, heavy weight at my side, singing me to sleep as a storm howled outside the window.

I shake my head to clear away the memory. ‘I’m not sure. Davy used to have a cat, called Murr, but that was years ago.’

She squints at the note. ‘So he’s asking you to look after his cat? Is he going away for Christmas or something?’

The knot of worry in my stomach tightens at those words. As far as I remember, Davy rarely left the islands, rarely left his cottage and his beach. I pull out my phone and, as Paola asks whether I’m OK, type the name I’ve pushed away for almost two decades.

Davy Penhallow

I click on the top entry. It takes me to a web page called Artists of Cornwall.


Davy Penhallow

Seascape painter of Morgelyn, Isles of Scilly

A famously reclusive writer, artist and poet, known as the ‘Old Man of the Sea’ for his exceptional winter seascapes. Penhallow’s works reflect a deep knowledge of Cornish folklore, myth and legend, and a love for his home on the tiny storm-tossed island of Morgelyn, 28 miles south-west of the tip of Cornwall.



There’s a thumbnail; a decades-old black and white photo showing him just as I remember. Rumpled fair hair streaked with grey, shy smile, wearing a knitted fisherman’s jumper. He’s holding a cat in his arms; a huge, grey, furry creature almost blurred out by the photograph.

But there are no contact details beyond the address of a gallery on St Martin’s, one of the larger islands.

Paola asks again, but I can’t answer. That picture of Davy has brought a memory flooding back, as indistinct as the badly rendered photograph. A magical Christmas from so many years ago; my last truly happy Christmas, in fact. I remember a boat ride on the wild seas, an open hearth, a tiny shop, the feel of my mother’s soft jumper against my cheek as people sang late into the night inside an old village pub. I remember twinkling, painted decorations, the salt-green smell of sea holly, a story of other worlds spun by the hearth on Christmas night.

The cold, smoky air stings my eyes, and I realise they are wet with tears.

‘Mina,’ Paola takes my arm. ‘What is it?’

I swipe at my face, forgetting about my make-up. ‘Sorry. It’s just a shock. We haven’t spoken for nearly twenty years. And now this.’ I look at the key again. ‘What the hell am I supposed to do?’

She raises a perfectly sculpted brow. ‘Can’t you call him to ask?’

‘He doesn’t have a phone. Or if he does, I don’t have the number.’ I half-close my eyes, thinking. It’s all so long ago. But wasn’t there a phone box on the island, corroded by the salt, its red paint worn pink by the winds? ‘Wait …’

I tap in a new search on my phone, and after a bit of scrolling, I find a listing on what looks like a telephone box enthusiast’s website.


Telephone Box. Outside the Helm Inn.

Morgelyn. Cornwall.



There’s a number listed. I hit dial, knowing it’s probably ridiculous; that it was probably disconnected years ago. But after a long silence, it starts to ring. Paola makes a now what face at me as I stand, phone pressed to my head, with London’s traffic rushing by floors below, trying to imagine a windswept island hundreds of miles away, a telephone box ringing and ringing into the night, lonely as a lost ship’s bell.

I’m just about to give up, when there’s a click.

‘Hello?’ a distant voice answers, like a ghost.

My voice sticks in my throat. What on earth do I say?

‘Hello,’ I repeat.

‘Who’s this?’

The line’s bad, crackling and fuzzing. Is that the sea I can hear in the background, crashing against the shore? ‘This is Mina,’ I blurt. ‘Um, Mina Kestle. I’m just calling to … I’m wondering if … do you know someone called Davy Penhallow? He lives there, on Morgelyn. I think.’

My cheeks blaze, despite the frosty air of the balcony. They only grow warmer when a long silence stretches on the other end of the phone, filled with that strange, rushing roar that might be waves or might be the sound of hundreds of miles, of my call racing across a network to reach a far-flung receiver.

‘Hello? Are you still there?’

‘What did you say your name was?’ The voice has a strong Cornish ring to it, all rounded vowels and burrs that do nothing to hide the sharpness of suspicion.

‘I … my name’s Mina Kestle. I was, I guess I still am, Davy’s goddaughter.’ The silence on the other end grows thicker. ‘I got a strange letter from him, you see. And I just wondered if he’s … if he’s all right?’

‘He’s alive if that’s what you mean. In hospital on St Mary’s.’

My hand goes to my mouth. Beside me, Paola is making frantic what’s going on, what’s he saying faces. I wave for her to wait. ‘What happened?’

‘Jem found him a week ago, collapsed on the path. Might’ve lain there for hours if it hadn’t been for old Murr. Yowling her head off, she was, till someone heard and came looking.’

‘My God. Is he OK?’

There’s a long silence, filled with twenty years of the unsaid. ‘No, Miss Kestle. I’m afraid he isn’t.’

Did I ever tell you, Mina, the story of the girl who thought she had lost everything?

It was Midwinter’s Eve. A night for old words, the hinge of the year when the doors between worlds stand open and anything that has been might be again, and anything that will be hangs in the balance.

The girl should not have strayed abroad on such a night, not on Yule, when all were bright and merry and throats were warm with wine and spices. But the girl felt no joy, only sorrow, for she had lost the one she loved. And so, in the deepest part of that longest night, she stood upon the shore and wished she could be with him once again.

A dangerous wish on such an eve. The piskies heard her and told the spriggans, and the spriggans hissed the news to the buccas – the sea spirits who make mischief beneath the waves. And they came creeping out of the sea on feet made from foam, with their shining fishes’ eyes and their hair as green and clinging as weeds.

‘Why not join us?’ they sang. ‘Your love waits beneath the waves.’

And the girl stepped into the icy surf up to her ankles. It bit at her skin, soaked through her heavy stockings, and the buccas crooned all the louder.

‘We have been waiting for you long, so long. Why not come to him? Why linger on the shore?’

And the girl stepped into the waves up to her knees, her skirt billowing out like a drowning sail, and the buccas sang louder still.

‘Come down to our lost halls. Come celebrate Yule with sunken gold and the songs of drowned sailors. There is nothing for you on land.’

And just as she was about to step up to her neck, she heard a noise beneath the wind, a loud cry that made her turn back. There on the shore stood a large cat, with fur as grey as smoke and eyes as green as glass.

The cat hissed at the buccas, sparks flying from her coat, green eyes flaring, and the buccas wailed in frustration that their prize might be snatched from them.

The cat growled and the buccas sank beneath the waves until only their sad fishes’ eyes showed.

The cat spat and swiped at the frothing foam with her paw, and sent them fleeing back to their drowned halls, empty handed.

And the girl realised that there was nothing beneath the waves for her after all. She turned and waded back towards the shore, to where the cat waited, proud and solemn in the moonlight.

‘Thank you,’ she told the cat, shuddering in her sodden clothes.

The cat simply raised her tail. Follow me, that gesture said.

She did, and by and by she saw a cottage, glowing like a jewel in the night, every window lit with candles and lanterns, the scent of warm spices and hot roasting meat and freshly baked bread spiralling out into the darkness.

The cat yowled at the door to be let in and as soon as the people in the cottage saw the girl, they bundled her inside, wrapped her in thick blankets, gave her cider spiked with saffron and cloves and brandy to drink, and set her before the hearth, where the cat leaped into her lap, to banish the sea’s chill from her bones.

And as she fell asleep, the cat began to purr; a sound that was like a song, older than words, older than time. A song of leaf and shoot, of the sun on the waves and the songbird returning, the drone of bees among the heather and the quiet creak of a buried seed, stretching towards the light. A song of life. A song of hope.

The girl slept, and the grey cat settled down to wash and watch as Midwinter’s Eve slipped into Midwinter’s Day.




CHAPTER TWO

I hurry up the stairs from the Tube into Paddington Station. Even though it’s gone eleven, the concourse is busy, Christmas shoppers laden with purchases from chaotic Oxford Street, students slung with tote bags heading home for the holidays, hooting gaggles of office workers staggering back from dinners and parties, their voices ringing from the iron and glass roof. The girders have been decorated, wound around with plastic holly garlands and vast red and gold baubles that spiral and catch the light. I dodge a dancing businessman dressed in a snowman costume and pull out my phone.

‘All right,’ Paola says briskly. In the background, I can hear the office party still going strong. ‘There’s one last train this evening, but you have to hurry because it’s leaving in five minutes. Platform one.’

My heels clack on the tiled floor as I race towards the edge of the station. ‘What time does it get in?’

‘Seven a.m. It’s the sleeper.’ I hear her sigh. ‘Mina, are you sure you’re OK? I still think you should wait until tomorrow.’

But some instinct pushes on, one that whispers tomorrow might be too late.

‘I’m fine, I promise.’

‘If you’re sure.’ She sounds doubtful.

My thoughts fly at a hundred miles an hour as I spot the train on platform one. ‘I’ll need to get to the islands from … where’s the end of the line? Penzance?’

‘I looked into that while you were on the Tube. There was only one option so I reserved it for you. I’m forwarding you the details now.’

‘You’re a star. I’ll call you later. Thanks again!’

I sprint the last few steps towards the train, where the conductor already has a whistle in her mouth. She gestures me on and I just make it, leaping on board as the doors bleep and clatter shut behind me. Chest heaving, I brace myself against the wall of the corridor. It isn’t until the brakes release and Paddington slides away like smudged paint outside the window that the reality of what I’m doing hits me.

What am I doing? Jumping onto a sleeper train after a single phone call? Paola’s right, I should have gone home, sat down and planned this sensibly, not made a snap, drunken decision for a man who’s almost a stranger. And yet … I remember how serious the man on the phone sounded as he explained that Davy had not yet regained consciousness; how worried they all were for him.

But you don’t know him, a sour part of me insists. He doesn’t mean anything to you any more.

I pull out my phone to check where the train next stops, to reconsider, when the ticket inspector steps through the doors. He looks cheerful, tinsel wound around his official cap.

‘Good evening, miss,’ he greets. ‘Ever travelled with us on the Night Riviera before?’

‘Yes,’ I tell
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