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Chapter One


da Goth sat up in her eight-poster bed and peered into the inky blackness.


There it was again.


A sigh, soft and sad and ending in a little squeak. 


Ada looked across the bedroom as she held up the candle and stepped out of bed.


‘Who’s there?’ she whispered.


Ada was the only child of Lord Goth of Ghastly-Gorm Hall, the famous cycling poet. Her mother had been a beautiful tightrope walker from Thessalonika, whom Lord Goth had met and married on his travels. Unfortunately Parthenope had been killed when Ada was still a baby, while practising on the roof of Ghastly-Gorm Hall during a thunderstorm. 


Lord Goth never talked about that terrible night. Instead he stayed at home in his huge house, 
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shut away in his study writing extremely long poems. When he wasn’t writing, Lord Goth spent his time riding his hobby horse Pegasus, around the grounds and taking potshots at the garden ornaments with a blunderbuss. Before long he had acquired a reputation for being mad, bad and dangerous to gnomes.


Since the accident, Lord Goth had taken to believing that children should be heard and not seen. He insisted that Ada wear big, clumpy boots whenever she walked down the corridors and passageways of Ghastly-Gorm Hall. That way, he could hear her footsteps approaching and avoid seeing her by ducking into his study where he wasn’t to be disturbed.
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This meant that Ada didn’t see much of her father, which sometimes made her sad, but she understood. Once a week, when she took tea with him in the long gallery, Ada would see Lord Goth’s expression change whenever their eyes met. His look of intense sadness was enough to tell Ada that he was being reminded of her mother, Parthenope, the beautiful tightrope walker, and the terrible tragedy that had occurred. With her black curly hair and green eyes, Ada looked just like her. (Ada knew this because she had inherited a locket with a miniature portrait of Parthenope inside.)


‘Who’s there?’ Ada whispered, a little more loudly this time.


‘Only me,’ came a small voice from somewhere in the shadows.


Ada slipped her feet into the black leather pumps beside the bed. They were her mother’s 
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tightrope-walking slippers, a little big but very comfortable and, most importantly of all, very quiet. Ada liked to wear them to creep around Ghastly-Gorm Hall. Exploring was her favourite thing to do, especially at night when everyone else was sleeping. Because, even though Ada had lived there all her life, the Hall was so big there were still rooms she had never been into and outbuildings hidden in overgrown parts of the grounds that she had yet to explore.


Ada stepped on to the faded Anatolian carpet, holding the candle out in front of her. There, just visible on a faded patch in the centre, was a small figure, white and shimmering and slightly see-through. 


Ada’s eyes opened wide.


‘You’re a mouse!’ she exclaimed.


The mouse shimmered palely and gave another sigh that ended with a soft squeak.


‘I used to be,’ it said with a shake of the head, ‘but now I’m the ghost of a mouse.’
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Being so old and so big, Ghastly-Gorm Hall was home to quite a few ghosts. There was the white nun who sometimes appeared in the long gallery on moonlit nights, the black monk who occasionally haunted the short gallery and the beige curate who slid down the banisters of the grand staircase on the first Tuesday of each month. They usually mumbled, wailed softly or, in the case of the curate, sang in a high-pitched lisping voice, but they never actually said anything, unlike this mouse.


‘Have you been a ghost for long?’ Ada asked, putting the candle down and sitting cross-legged on the carpet. 


‘I don’t think so,’ said the ghost of a mouse. ‘You see, the last thing I remember was scuttling along the corridor of a dusty, cobwebby part of the house I’d never been in before.’ The mouse shimmered palely in the candlelight.


‘I’d been visiting a shrew in the garden and lost my way on my return journey. I have a cosy mouse 
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‘I don’t think so,’ said the ghost of a mouse. ‘You see, the last thing I remember was scuttling along the corridor of a dusty, cobwebby part of the house I’d never been in before.’ The mouse shimmered palely in the candlelight.
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hole in the skirting board of your father’s study – at least, I did have . . .’


The mouse paused and let out another little sigh before changing the subject. 


‘You must be the daughter,’ it said, looking up at Ada. ‘The little Goth girl. The one that stomps around in those big boots.’


‘That’s right. My name’s Ada,’ said Ada politely. ‘What’s yours?’


‘Call me Ishmael,’ said the ghost of a mouse. ‘Anyway, I was keeping to the shadows, head down, when I picked up this delicious scent wafting down the corridor towards me. Well, I couldn’t resist. I  followed my quivering nose and it led 

hole in the skirting board of your father’s study – at least, I did have . . .’
The mouse paused and let out another little sigh before changing the subject. 
‘You must be the daughter,’ it said, looking up at Ada. ‘The little Goth girl. The one that stomps around in those big boots.’
‘That’s right. My name’s Ada,’ said Ada politely. ‘What’s yours?’
‘Call me Ishmael,’ said the ghost of a mouse. ‘Anyway, I was keeping to the shadows, head down, when I picked up this delicious scent wafting down the corridor towards me. Well, I couldn’t resist. I  followed my quivering nose and it led 








9

9






	  		

















me to this lump of cheese – yellow with bluish bits and a smell like a stable boy’s socks . . .’


Ishmael closed his eyes and his entire body flickered appreciatively.


‘Sounds like Blue Gormly*,’ said Ada. There were several truckles in the kitchen larder the last time Ada looked. Not that she went to the kitchen very often. It was run by Mrs Beat’em, who was very large and very loud and far scarier than any ghost. She spent her time inventing recipes and writing them down in an enormous book while shouting at her kitchen maids and making them cry. Her food was extremely complicated and often difficult to eat, needing twenty-three different knives, forks and spoons at breakfast and lunch. Even more cutlery was required at dinner. Her rhinoceros-foot jelly and baked sea-otter pie in a reduction of scullery maid’s tears was Lord Goth’s favourite dish, though Ada preferred 
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*Blue Gormly is one of the lesser-known cheeses of England. Together with Somerset Stink, Mouldy Bishop and Cheddar not-so-Gorgeous, it is also considered one of the stinkiest. Personally I think it smells fine.

*Blue Gormly is one of the lesser-known cheeses of England. Together with Somerset Stink, Mouldy Bishop and Cheddar not-so-Gorgeous, it is also considered one of the stinkiest. Personally I think it smells fine.








10

10






	  		

















a soft-boiled egg and soldiers herself.


‘Blue Gormly?’ said Ishmael. ‘It smelled delicious, whatever it was. I reached out to take it when . . . SNAP! Everything went black.’ He gave a little shudder.


‘The next thing I know, I’m white and see-through and hovering in the air looking down at myself caught in a horrible mouse-trap.’
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‘The next thing I know, I’m white and see-through and hovering in the air looking down at myself caught in a horrible mouse-trap.’
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‘How awful!’ said Ada.


‘I couldn’t bear to look,’ said Ishmael sadly, ‘so I floated away and, I don’t know why, but something drew me here, to your room . . .’


‘Perhaps I can help,’ said Ada, although she wasn’t exactly sure what she could do.


Ishmael shrugged and said, ‘I don’t see how –’ he paused – ‘unless . . .’


‘Unless what?’ said Ada.


‘Unless you came with me and collected the trap,’ the ghost of a mouse said, his whiskers quivering. ‘Before any more innocent mice get hurt.’


‘That’s a good idea,’ said Ada.


Tiptoeing silently in her tightrope-walking slippers, Ada followed Ishmael as he led her out of her bedroom, down the corridor and through the long gallery towards the top of the grand staircase. Moonlight flooded through the tall windows, illuminating the portraits on the walls. There was no sign of the white nun, Ada noted, but the eyes of the portraits seemed to follow her as she tiptoed past.
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There was the 1st Lord Goth, with a pudding-bowl haircut and a lacy ruff, and the 3rd Lord Goth, with a painted-on beauty spot. The 5th Lord Goth had a lopsided powdered wig and a big belly and seemed to be in a bad mood. 


‘This way,’ said Ishmael, floating down the stairs.


Ada looked around. There was no sign of the beige curate, so she climbed on to the banister and slid  to the foot of the staircase with a  big whoosh.


At the bottom of the stairs Ishmael was waiting for her.


‘The corridor was somewhere over there,’ he said, pointing. Ada felt a flutter in the pit of her stomach.


‘The broken wing!’ she breathed.


Ada’s home was enormous. There 
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was an east wing, a central hall with a magnificent dome, a west wing and, at the back of the house, the oldest part of Ghastly-Gorm, the broken wing.


It was called the broken wing because it was in need of repair. But it was out of sight and was such a jumble of overlooked rooms, abandoned bathrooms and neglected hallways that each Lord Goth had forgotten about it and concentrated instead on building new bits on to the other, more visible, parts of the house.


The 4th Lord Goth had added the dome and over four hundred ornamental chimneys, while the 5th Lord Goth had built the magnificent portico at the front of the house and the new kitchens in the east wing. Ada’s father was the 6th Lord Goth, and he had concentrated on the west wing, adding drawing rooms and libraries and a stable block for his hobby horses. He had employed the finest landscape architect of the age, Metaphorical Smith, to lay out the gardens of Ghastly-Gorm Hall with 
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rockery featuring a thousand Alpine gnomes, the overly ornamental fountain and a fashionable hobby-horse racecourse. 


Ada and Ishmael made their way across the huge hall beneath the magnificent dome and through a small doorway half hidden by a thick tapestry. The corridors were long and dark and cobwebby, with dozens of doors lining the walls. Most of the rooms were empty, with peeling wallpaper and crumbling plaster ceilings, but a few were filled with old, forgotten things – the sorts of things Ada liked 

rockery featuring a thousand Alpine gnomes, the overly ornamental fountain and a fashionable hobby-horse racecourse. 
Ada and Ishmael made their way across the huge hall beneath the magnificent dome and through a small doorway half hidden by a thick tapestry. The corridors were long and dark and cobwebby, with dozens of doors lining the walls. Most of the rooms were empty, with peeling wallpaper and crumbling plaster ceilings, but a few were filled with old, forgotten things – the sorts of things Ada liked 








15

15






	  		





































In one room there was a portrait of a lady with a haunting smile. Another room was full of vases decorated with pictures of Chinese dragons, and a third room housed a statue of a beautiful goddess with no arms.


Eventually Ishmael stopped and pointed at a pair of double doors with bronze hoops for handles.


‘There!’ he said excitedly. 


Ada looked. In front of the doors was a mousetrap with a piece of Blue Gormly attached to it. Gently Ada nudged the mousetrap with the tip of a toe.


Snap! 


The vicious trap sprang shut.


Ada bent down and picked it up. Just then, from the other side of the doors, Ada heard a 
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familiar and unwelcome voice. ‘Got another one!’ it wheezed.


The doors began to creak open, but not before Ada had turned and bolted. 

familiar and unwelcome voice. ‘Got another one!’ it wheezed.
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Chapter Two


da wasn’t sure how long she had been running, but it seemed like an awfully long time.


When she finally stopped and looked around Ishmael was nowhere to be seen. She found herself in a small passageway that opened on to a courtyard and stepped out into the moonlight.


She was at the back of the house where the gardens were wild and untended. There were big curling brambles and briars, overgrown shrubs and bushes of enormous size. A small wooden sign read ‘The Back of Beyond Garden (unfinished)’.


Ada had been meaning to explore this garden for ages but had been distracted by governess trouble.


Not that Ada got into trouble with the governesses, in fact she usually liked them, and 
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tried to be as well behaved and helpful as she could.


No, it was the governesses themselves that were the problem. 


They came from the ‘Psychic Governess Agency of Clerkenwell’ and seemed to arrive completely out of the blue, usually appearing a minute or two after Lord Goth had made a casual comment about Ada needing a proper education.


The first governess was Morag Macbee. She came from Scotland and had a single tooth and a large wart on the end of her nose of which she seemed very proud.

tried to be as well behaved and helpful as she could.
No, it was the governesses themselves that were the problem. 
They came from the ‘Psychic Governess Agency of Clerkenwell’ and seemed to arrive completely out of the blue, usually appearing a minute or two after Lord Goth had made a casual comment about Ada needing a proper education.
The first governess was Morag Macbee. She came from Scotland and had a single tooth and a large wart on the end of her nose of which she seemed very proud.









19

19






	  		



























When it turned out that Ada wasn’t a difficult child and rarely got into trouble, Morag Macbee was so disappointed that she developed a severe skin rash and had to go back to Inverness to recover.


Next was Hebe Poppins. She walked like a penguin and was always bursting into song. Ada liked her, but when Hebe discovered that Ada wasn’t shy or unhappy she got bored and ran away with a chimney sweep.


Jane Ear was even more disappointing.


Ada suspected early on that she wasn’t really very interested in being a governess at all. Instead she spent all her time making cups of tea and knocking on Lord Goth’s study door. Lord Goth had to send her away when she tried to burn down the west wing.


After that, Nanny Darling turned up. She was in 

When it turned out that Ada wasn’t a difficult child and rarely got into trouble, Morag Macbee was so disappointed that she developed a severe skin rash and had to go back to Inverness to recover.
Next was Hebe Poppins. She walked like a penguin and was always bursting into song. Ada liked her, but when Hebe discovered that Ada wasn’t shy or unhappy she got bored and ran away with a chimney sweep.
Jane Ear was even more disappointing.
Ada suspected early on that she wasn’t really very interested in being a governess at all. Instead she spent all her time making cups of tea and knocking on Lord Goth’s study door. Lord Goth had to send her away when she tried to burn down the west wing.
After that, Nanny Darling turned up. She was in 








20

20






	  		



























Nanny Darling kept barking at Ada because she was convinced that Ada was about to fly away to some place called Never-Ever Land. Lord Goth eventually gave her a mutton bone and she left.


Becky Blunt was even worse.


She had had problems in her past, and when she tried to steal the silver Mrs Beat’em chased her from Ghastly-Gorm Hall and out of the grounds with a soup ladle.


Finally Marianne Delacroix had arrived one stormy night. She came from Paris and called herself a revolutionary.


Ada had learned a lot from her. She taught her several rousing songs in French, how to knit and how to construct a sturdy barricade. They were just working on an interesting woodwork project involving a contraption for slicing the heads off dolls when Marianne went out in a skimpy blouse one day, caught a terrible chill and had to leave.
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Since then Lord Goth seemed to have forgotten all about Ada’s education, which was just as well because Ada had had quite enough of governesses for the time being.


The full moon shone down on the Back of  Beyond Garden (unfinished) and Ada made a mental note to come back and explore it properly in the daylight. Turning away, she was just about to take the path that led round to the front of the west wing and let herself in through the Byzantine windows of the Venetian terrace when she heard a piercing squawk.


Ada looked up.


Swooping down out of the night sky came an enormous white bird with a curved yellow beak and a sticking-plaster cross on its belly. It glided over Ada’s head and landed on the roof of a tumbledown stone building half hidden by undergrowth. As Ada watched, the bird disappeared through a hole in the tiled roof.


‘Well, I never!’ said a little voice, and, looking 
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down, Ada saw that Ishmael had appeared at her feet.


‘Unless I’m very much mistaken, that bird is an ocean-going albatross,’ he said. ‘And I should know,’ he continued wistfully, ‘because I used to be a seafaring mouse . . .’


‘Really?’ said Ada, intrigued. 


‘It’s all in my memoirs,’ said Ishmael, small and silvery in the moonlight. ‘I had just finished  writing them when –’ his eyes fixed on the mousetrap Ada was still clutching – ‘That happened.’


Ada drew back her arm and flung the mousetrap as far as she could into the tangle of the Back of Beyond Garden (unfinished).


‘Thank you,’ said Ishmael. ‘Now let’s find out what an albatross is doing in the old icehouse.’


‘That’s the old icehouse?’ said Ada. 


The new icehouse was in the kitchen garden beside the west wing. Lord Goth had had it built to house the finest ice, which he had shipped from 
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*Walden Pond is in fact a very large lake in North America that is crowded with holiday cabins and lake houses belonging to poets, philoso-phers and thinkers who ‘just want to get away from it all’.
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Walden Pond* in New England. Mrs Beat’em used the ice in her leaning ice creams of Pisa and her penguin-tongue sorbet.


‘Yes. My friend the shrew lives in a water butt next door,’ said Ishmael. ‘She enjoys the peace and quiet.’


Ada crept quietly as she could through the tall grass and cow parsley towards the old icehouse. When she got to the door, she found it ajar. Ishmael slipped inside and Ada followed.


It took a little while for Ada’s eyes to adjust to the gloom.


When they did, she could see that the inside of the old icehouse was one enormous room with a sunken stone floor piled high with large blocks of ice, each one the size of a packing crate. Sitting on top of the highest stack of ice blocks was a huge figure in a sailcloth coat adorned with ship’s rigging. On its head it wore the bicorn hat of a sea captain and strapped to its feet were two planks of wood from the deck of a ship, while on 
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its shoulder was perched the albatross.


The figure’s face was deathly white, with blue veins criss-crossing its temples and cheeks and a line of stitches running across its forehead. Its eyes were yellow with blue rings around them and its lips and fingernails were black.


Lord Goth was always inviting strange and interesting visitors to stay at Ghastly-Gorm Hall and was so preoccupied with his poetry that he often forgot who he’d asked. Ada always tried to be as polite and welcoming as she could whenever she 
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She gave a little curtsy and said, ‘Good evening, I hope you’re having a comfortable stay.  My name is Ada – very pleased to meet you.’


‘The pleasure is all mine,’ said the figure, taking off its bicorn hat, ‘Allow me to introduce myself. I am the Monster of Mecklenburg, but my friends call me The Polar Explorer.’


‘Water, water everywhere,’ squawked the albatross, ‘nor any drop to drink!’


‘I don’t think I’ve ever met a monster before,’ said Ada, thinking about sitting down on a block of ice but deciding against it. 


‘I’m not at all surprised,’ said the Polar Explorer. ‘We’re quite rare, you know. There’s me, and my ex-girlfriend and . . . well, that’s it really. You see, I was stitched together by a brilliant young 
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student at the University of Mecklenburg as part of his mad science project . . .’


Ada suspected he hadn’t talked to anyone for quite some time.


‘Water, water everywhere, nor any drop to drink!’ squawked the albatross again.


The Polar Explorer ignored it.


‘He made me from bits left on the battlefield of Baden-Baden-Württemberg-Baden. I have the legs of a trumpet major, the arms of a grenadier, the body of a brigadier and the head of a pioneer sergeant first class.’ The Polar Explorer smoothed down his lank, lifeless hair and put his bicorn hat back on his head.


‘Marinated for a month in a  tub of glue I was, and then brought to life by a lightning storm.’  He smiled, revealing seaweed-green teeth. 

student at the University of Mecklenburg as part of his mad science project . . .’
Ada suspected he hadn’t talked to anyone for quite some time.
‘Water, water everywhere, nor any drop to drink!’ squawked the albatross again.
The Polar Explorer ignored it.
‘He made me from bits left on the battlefield of Baden-Baden-Württemberg-Baden. I have the legs of a trumpet major, the arms of a grenadier, the body of a brigadier and the head of a pioneer sergeant first class.’ The Polar Explorer smoothed down his lank, lifeless hair and put his bicorn hat back on his head.
‘Marinated for a month in a  tub of glue I was, and then brought to life by a lightning storm.’  He smiled, revealing seaweed-green teeth. 
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‘Unfortunately, things didn’t get off to a good start,’ he continued, shaking his head. ‘A butcher’s dog ran off with my left foot and the student was absolutely furious. He was a bit of a perfectionist. Said he couldn’t possibly hand me in to his professor like that and stormed off to class. He was ashamed of me, you see . . .’ The Polar Explorer looked suddenly sad and his yellow eyes filled with tears.


‘When his professor asked, the student said that a dog ate his homework.’


‘You poor thing,’ said Ada, sympathetically. 


‘I learned my lesson though,’ said the Polar Explorer, patting a wooden trunk. ‘Now I always carry a spare.’


He looked down at the  ground.

‘Unfortunately, things didn’t get off to a good start,’ he continued, shaking his head. ‘A butcher’s dog ran off with my left foot and the student was absolutely furious. He was a bit of a perfectionist. Said he couldn’t possibly hand me in to his professor like that and stormed off to class. He was ashamed of me, you see . . .’ The Polar Explorer looked suddenly sad and his yellow eyes filled with tears.
‘When his professor asked, the student said that a dog ate his homework.’
‘You poor thing,’ said Ada, sympathetically. 
‘I learned my lesson though,’ said the Polar Explorer, patting a wooden trunk. ‘Now I always carry a spare.’
He looked down at the  ground.
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‘Well, after that things went from bad to worse until finally I just had to get away from it all.’ The Polar Explorer wiped his eyes and smiled at Ada. ‘So I borrowed a ship and went to the North Pole. Lovely place – beautiful scenery. But not very many people to talk to—’


‘Icebergs, icebergs everywhere, nor any drop to drink!’ squawked the albatross.


‘So how do you know my father, Lord Goth?’ asked Ada, trying to stifle a yawn. The Polar Explorer was fascinating, but it was so late it was beginning to be early.


‘Oh, I don’t know Lord Goth personally,’ admitted the Polar Explorer, ‘But I do know Mary Shellfish, the distinguished lady novelist – a very good listener, just like you, Miss Goth.’


‘Please, call me Ada,’ said Ada.


‘Well, Ada,’ said the Polar Explorer, as he patted the albatross perched on his shoulder, ‘Coleridge here found this copy of the Literary Review on a deserted sailing ship last month.’

‘Well, after that things went from bad to worse until finally I just had to get away from it all.’ The Polar Explorer wiped his eyes and smiled at Ada. ‘So I borrowed a ship and went to the North Pole. Lovely place – beautiful scenery. But not very many people to talk to—’
‘Icebergs, icebergs everywhere, nor any drop to drink!’ squawked the albatross.
‘So how do you know my father, Lord Goth?’ asked Ada, trying to stifle a yawn. The Polar Explorer was fascinating, but it was so late it was beginning to be early.
‘Oh, I don’t know Lord Goth personally,’ admitted the Polar Explorer, ‘But I do know Mary Shellfish, the distinguished lady novelist – a very good listener, just like you, Miss Goth.’
‘Please, call me Ada,’ said Ada.
‘Well, Ada,’ said the Polar Explorer, as he patted the albatross perched on his shoulder, ‘Coleridge here found this copy of the Literary Review on a deserted sailing ship last month.’
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Distinguished lady novelist to attend


LORD GOTH’S GRAND COUNTRY-HOUSE PARTY


AND THERE, TO WIT, WITH OTHER EMINENT GUESTS TO TAKE PART IN


THE METAPHORICAL BICYCLE RACE


AN EVENT OVER HALF A MILE NAVIGATED ON THE SADDLES OF VARIOUS HOBBY HORSES
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AMFAN EVENT OVER HALF A MILE NAVIGATED ON THE SADDLES OF VARIOUS HOBBY HORSES AND


THE INDOOR HUNT
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CONDUCTED THROUGH THE DELAPIDATED QUARTERS OF THE BROKEN WING OF GHASTLY-GORM HALL AND NAVIGATED ON THE SELF-SAME HOBBY HORSES. AN EVENT WITNESSED BY THE GOOD FOLK OF THE NEIGHBOURING VILLAGE OF GORMLESS IN THE COUNtY OF GHASTLYSHIRE, ENGLAND, AND CELEBRATED THROUGHOUT THE LAND.
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The Polar Explorer reached into his sailcloth cloak and pulled out a tattered journal. He pointed to the cover with a black-nailed finger. 


‘It says here that Mary Shellfish will be one of the guests at your father’s grand house party and will be taking part in the Metaphorical bicycle race followed by the annual indoor hunt . . .’ The Polar Explorer gave a green-toothed smile, ‘and I thought I’d surprise her.’ 


Ada frowned.


She didn’t look forward to Lord Goth’s grand house parties. Each year, lords, ladies, poets, painters and deranged cartoonists arrived and turned Ghastly-Gorm Hall upside down. Mrs Beat’em got into an awful state preparing the banquet and Ada was expected to be heard and not seen more than ever. The bicycle race could be quite fun, but Ada never liked the indoor hunt, which involved the guests chasing small creatures through the broken wing with butterfly nets. Even though they released them outside afterwards, 
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Ada thought it was cruel. Unfortunately the indoor hunt was very popular, and each year the villagers of the little hamlet of Gormless marched up the drive holding flaming torches and gathered outside to watch it through the windows.


Just then the gong sounded in the kitchens of the west wing. It was four o’clock and the kitchen maids were getting up.


‘I’ve got to go,’ said Ada.


The Polar Explorer nodded and put a black-nailed finger to his black lips.


‘Not a word,’ he whispered with a wink.

Ada thought it was cruel. Unfortunately the indoor hunt was very popular, and each year the villagers of the little hamlet of Gormless marched up the drive holding flaming torches and gathered outside to watch it through the windows.
Just then the gong sounded in the kitchens of the west wing. It was four o’clock and the kitchen maids were getting up.
‘I’ve got to go,’ said Ada.
The Polar Explorer nodded and put a black-nailed finger to his black lips.
‘Not a word,’ he whispered with a wink.







	  		





	  		



























Chapter Three


y the time Ada had run all the way round the west wing, in through the Byzantine windows, across the central hall, up the grand staircase, along the corridor and into her enormous bedroom she was exhausted. Climbing into her eight-poster bed, she drew the curtains, flopped back on to her giant pillow and fell into a deep sleep.


When she was awoken by the sound of the great-uncle clock chiming on her mantelpiece, Ada was startled to realize it was eleven o’clock already.


She jumped out of bed and rushed over to her dressing room. Pushing open the door, she stepped inside.


There, on the Dalmatian divan, were her Wednesday clothes – Scotch bonnet, Highland shawl and black tartan frock. Ada’s clothes were 
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chosen for her each day and evening by her lady’s maid, Marylebone, who was so shy that Ada had never actually seen her. Marylebone had been Ada’s mother’s maid and before that she had been her mother’s assistant, in charge of making all her tightrope-walking costumes.


That was just about all Ada knew about Marylebone, because she spent all her time hiding in the enormous closet in Ada’s dressing room. But sometimes, if Ada didn’t put on her clothes straight away, she’d hear a low growl coming from the depths of the closet.


Ada quickly got dressed and pulled on her big, clumpy boots before setting off for the short gallery, where each morning Mrs Beat’em’s kitchen maids laid out breakfast on the sideboard.


She had got to the top of the grand staircase and was just contemplating whether or not to slide down the banister when she felt a hand on her shoulder.


‘Why, if it isn’t the young mistress herself,’ said a thin, wheedling voice. ‘Thought I heard 
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you clumping down the corridor.’


Ada turned to see the tall, thin figure of Maltravers, the indoor gamekeeper, peering down at her.


He had pale grey eyes, long white hair and smoke-coloured clothes that seemed to match his skin. Ada didn’t like to admit it, but she was a little bit afraid of him. Wherever Maltravers went, he carried a big bunch of keys, attached to his waistcoat by a long chain. They jingled when he walked and Ada could usually hear him coming, 
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that is, as she wasn’t wearing her big, clumpy boots, which tended to drown out other sounds.


Maltravers smelled of wet carpets and mildew and had been the indoor gamekeeper at Ghastly-Gorm Hall for as long as anyone could remember. His job was to stop crows from roosting in the ornamental chimneys, hornets from building nests in the attics, ornamental Chinese deer from chewing the tapestries and blue-tailed newts from laying eggs in the bathtubs. He used nets, fumigating powders and traps of all shapes and sizes.


And when he wasn’t busy netting, poisoning and trapping things, Maltravers spent his time in the broken wing, preparing animals for the annual indoor hunt. 


One year it was sooty pigeons from Rochdale, another it was long-eared rabbits from the Isle of Wight, while for three years in a row it had been miniature drawing-room pheasants that Maltravers had hatched specially.
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Once they were caught in big long-handled butterfly nets, the creatures were released into the grounds, where they often thrived. The three ornamental deer* from eight years ago had done so well that there were now at least a hundred in the dear-deer park. 


Ada always thought Maltravers, who had a mean, unpleasant look on his face most of the time, seemed disappointed when the creatures were freed, and more than once she’d seen him looking at Lord Goth’s blunderbuss longingly.


Ada shuddered.


‘I saw someone creeping about in the broken wing last night,’ said Maltravers, his pale grey eyes narrowing to slits. He gave a mirthless little laugh. ‘Though I’m sure it couldn’t have been the young mistress, could it?’


Ada could feel herself blushing and bit her lip.


‘Because she wouldn’t disappoint her father by 
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Ada shuddered.
‘I saw someone creeping about in the broken wing last night,’ said Maltravers, his pale grey eyes narrowing to slits. He gave a mirthless little laugh. ‘Though I’m sure it couldn’t have been the young mistress, could it?’
Ada could feel herself blushing and bit her lip.
‘Because she wouldn’t disappoint her father by 








*Ornamental deer are extremely expensive, having to be smuggled out of China in the pockets of explorers and diplomats all the way from the Emperor’s Palace in the Absolutely-Forbidden-I-Won’t-Tell-You-Again City.
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not wearing those fine clumpy boots he gave her, now would she?’


‘Of course not,’ said Ada, backing away.


‘But just so you know,’ he continued, his pale grey eyes now wide and unblinking, ‘the broken wing is out of bounds until the annual hunt on Saturday night.’


Ada watched as Maltravers strode down the grand staircase, his keys jangling. He crossed the great hall to the small door behind the tapestry before disappearing through it.


‘Out of bounds?’ said Ada defiantly. ‘We’ll see about that.’


She clumped down the stairs and across the great hall, then through several smaller halls, each containing assorted marble sculptures of classical gods and goddesses, until she came to the short gallery.


Breakfast was waiting on the Jacobean sideboard*.


There was jugged hare, potted vole, 
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*The Jacobean sideboard is one of the ugliest pieces of furniture in the entire Hall, but due to its huge size and weight, and the fact that it is nailed to the floor, nobody is able to move it. 
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pigeon cooked eight ways and jellied moorhen, all on large silver platters beneath gleaming silver lids.


Ada ignored them and helped herself to a soft-boiled egg and four pieces of hot buttered toast that had been cut into silhouettes of Prussian grenadiers. She sat down at the table and was dipping a grenadier into her egg when the yellow wallpaper opposite rippled like the surface of a pond.


Ada dropped her toast in surprise.


A boy stepped away from the wall. He was the exact same colour and pattern of the wallpaper he has been standing against. If he hadn’t moved, Ada 
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‘How do you do?’ said Ada politely, ‘I don’t think we’ve met. I’m Lord Goth’s daughter, Ada.’


The boy sat down at the table and changed colour to match the chair he was sitting on.


‘I’m William Cabbage. My father, Dr Cabbage, is building a calculating machine for Lord Goth in the Chinese drawing room,’ the boy explained. ‘I hope I didn’t startle you. I have a way of blending in with my surroundings. It’s called chameleon syndrome.’


Charles Cabbage was an inventor whom Lord Goth had invited to stay at Ghastly-Gorm Hall six months ago but then had forgotten about. ‘I didn’t realize Dr Cabbage had a son,’ said Ada.


‘And a daughter,’ said a voice from behind her.


Ada turned round and saw a girl about her own age emerging from behind the sideboard.

‘How do you do?’ said Ada politely, ‘I don’t think we’ve met. I’m Lord Goth’s daughter, Ada.’
The boy sat down at the table and changed colour to match the chair he was sitting on.
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The girl had a wooden box strapped to her back, with a folding chair and a jar containing paint-brushes attached to it. Under one arm she carried a large portfolio, and on her feet she wore big, soft shoes.


‘I’m William’s sister, Emily,’ she said. ‘William! Please stop showing off and put some clothes on!’ Emily told her brother. 


William giggled, then got up from the table and crossed to the window, where he stepped behind the curtains.


‘I didn’t hear you come in,’ said Ada, standing up.


‘That’s because I’m wearing outdoor slippers,’ said Emily Cabbage. ‘Father said we shouldn’t bother you so we’ve been trying to stay out of your way. William has been blending in and I’ve been in the back garden painting in watercolours.’ She frowned. ‘Please don’t tell him we bothered you. 

The girl had a wooden box strapped to her back, with a folding chair and a jar containing paint-brushes attached to it. Under one arm she carried a large portfolio, and on her feet she wore big, soft shoes.
‘I’m William’s sister, Emily,’ she said. ‘William! Please stop showing off and put some clothes on!’ Emily told her brother. 
William giggled, then got up from the table and crossed to the window, where he stepped behind the curtains.
‘I didn’t hear you come in,’ said Ada, standing up.
‘That’s because I’m wearing outdoor slippers,’ said Emily Cabbage. ‘Father said we shouldn’t bother you so we’ve been trying to stay out of your way. William has been blending in and I’ve been in the back garden painting in watercolours.’ She frowned. ‘Please don’t tell him we bothered you. 
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mean to. We thought you must have had breakfast ages ago, so we came in to have soft-boiled eggs and soldiers. Then we heard you clumping down the hallway in those big boots of yours . . .’


Ada smiled. ‘I had rather a late night,’ she said, and stepped forward and took Emily’s hand, ‘and you’re not bothering me in the slightest.’


She looked down at her clumpy boots, then back at Emily. ‘I only wear these because my father says I must. He believes children should be heard and not seen.’ 


William stepped out from behind the curtains. He was wearing a suit of blue corduroy with yellow socks and brown boots. Above his white collar, his face matched the curtains.


Ada led Emily over to the sideboard and took two  soft-boiled eggs and a plateful of hot buttered grenadiers and handed them to Emily.
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‘I’d be delighted if you and your brother would join me for breakfast. Boiled egg and soldiers are my favourites.’


‘Ours too,’ said Emily. 


They all sat down at the table together. William dripped egg yolk down the front of his jacket, but Emily’s manners were extremely dainty. Ada was impressed.


When they had finished, Emily opened her portfolio and showed Ada her watercolours of plants and flowers she’d discovered in the Back of Beyond Garden (unfinished). Ada thought they were very good. William held up a watercolour of a purple briar rose and turned the exact same colour.


Ada laughed.


‘I’ve told you once – stop showing off, William,’ said Emily sternly. She smiled at Ada. ‘You must forgive my little brother, Miss Goth. He sometimes takes his talent for blending in a little too far.’

‘I’d be delighted if you and your brother would join me for breakfast. Boiled egg and soldiers are my favourites.’
‘Ours too,’ said Emily. 
They all sat down at the table together. William dripped egg yolk down the front of his jacket, but Emily’s manners were extremely dainty. Ada was impressed.
When they had finished, Emily opened her portfolio and showed Ada her watercolours of plants and flowers she’d discovered in the Back of Beyond Garden (unfinished). Ada thought they were very good. William held up a watercolour of a purple briar rose and turned the exact same colour.
Ada laughed.
‘I’ve told you once – stop showing off, William,’ said Emily sternly. She smiled at Ada. ‘You must forgive my little brother, Miss Goth. He sometimes takes his talent for blending in a little too far.’
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‘Please, call me Ada,’ said Ada warmly. ‘It’s so nice to talk to someone of my own age for a change. It can get quite lonely sometimes. The kitchen maids are too frightened of Mrs Beat’em to talk to me and the only other person I see is Maltravers the indoor gamekeeper and I’m a bit afraid of him. I don’t like to bother my father because he seems so busy, though I do see him once a week in the long gallery for tea . . .’


Ada was aware she was talking rather a lot. But she liked Emily. She was talented and well-mannered and liked soft-boiled eggs with soldiers.


She wanted to tell William and Emily about Ishmael, and about the Polar Explorer hiding away in the old icehouse, but wasn’t sure she should. Ada didn’t want to frighten them. After all, Ishmael was a ghost and the Polar Explorer was a monster. Perhaps it would be wiser to wait until she was better acquainted with the Cabbage children.


‘We don’t find Ghastly-Gorm Hall lonely in 

‘Please, call me Ada,’ said Ada warmly. ‘It’s so nice to talk to someone of my own age for a change. It can get quite lonely sometimes. The kitchen maids are too frightened of Mrs Beat’em to talk to me and the only other person I see is Maltravers the indoor gamekeeper and I’m a bit afraid of him. I don’t like to bother my father because he seems so busy, though I do see him once a week in the long gallery for tea . . .’
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the least,’ said William, turning stripy to match the teacup he was holding. ‘We’ve made some very good friends in the Attic Club and they’re all about our age.’


‘Ssshhh! William!’ said Emily crossly, ‘The Attic Club’s meant to be a secret!’


‘I’m good at keeping secrets,’ said Ada, intrigued. ‘What is the Attic Club? If I promise not to say a word, can I join it?’


‘Well,’ said Emily, blushing pink behind her freckles, ‘the Attic Club isn’t meant for the likes of you, Miss Goth (I mean, Ada). It’s a club for young servants and children of people who work for your father.’ She looked down at the tips of her outdoor slippers. 


‘After all, you’re the daughter of a lord. You have a fancy governess who came all the way from France 
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to teach you and one day you’ll be Lady Goth . . .’


‘Miss Delacroix caught a chill and had to leave,’ said Ada, reaching out and patting Emily’s hand. ‘But she did have some very interesting ideas about knitting and cutting the heads off dolls, which I’d love to share with you and your friends in the Attic Club, if you’ll let me.’


‘And you promise not to tell a soul about us?’ said Emily, looking up.


‘I promise,’ said Ada.

to teach you and one day you’ll be Lady Goth . . .’
‘Miss Delacroix caught a chill and had to leave,’ said Ada, reaching out and patting Emily’s hand. ‘But she did have some very interesting ideas about knitting and cutting the heads off dolls, which I’d love to share with you and your friends in the Attic Club, if you’ll let me.’
‘And you promise not to tell a soul about us?’ said Emily, looking up.
‘I promise,’ said Ada.
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Chapter Four


fter their late breakfast, William went to the Chinese drawing room to help his father. At least, that’s what he told Ada. Emily said the real reason was that he wanted to practise blending in with the Chinese dragon wallpaper.  ‘It keeps him happy for hours,’ she said, rolling  her eyes.


‘Would you like to come painting with me?’ she asked Ada. ‘The Attic Club doesn’t meet till after dark, so we’ve got plenty of time.’


‘I’d love to,’ said Ada.


She clumped back extra noisily to her bedroom so Lord Goth was bound to hear her, before taking off her boots and slipping on her black pumps. Then she took her sketching tablet and crayon box and tiptoed downstairs to meet Emily on the Venetian terrace.
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‘I love your slippers,’ said Emily.


Together they made their way around the side of the west wing and along the path to the Back of Beyond Garden (unfinished). Ada peered into the thick tangle of briars, hawthorn saplings and towering banks of cow parsley. The roof of the old icehouse was just visible, but there was no sign of the albatross, or the Polar Explorer for that matter.


‘Let’s go this way,’ said Ada, leading Emily away from the icehouse to be on the safe side. 


They trampled down the long grass, doing their best to avoid stinging nettles and thorny brambles. After a little while Emily stopped, took the wooden box from her back and untied the small stool and water jar. She sat down with the box on her 

‘I love your slippers,’ said Emily.
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knees and, undoing the brass clasps, opened it. Inside there was a brass water bottle and a dazzling array of water colours with names like Naples Yellow, Alizarin Crimson, Hooker’s Light Green and Payne’s Grey.


Emily filled the jar with water from the brass water bottle and took a sheet of thick paper from her portfolio, then used the portfolio to lean on. Ada trampled down the grass, and sat down next to her.


‘What are you going to paint?’ she asked.


‘That plant over there,’ said Emily pointing with her paintbrush to a large shrub with yellow leaves and bright crimson flowers. ‘It’s a Mimsy Borogrove – beautiful specimen,’ she observed.


‘I’ll draw a monster,’ said Ada, 
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opening her crayon box. ‘From my imagination,’ she added quickly.


She drew a picture of the Polar Explorer in his big sailcloth cloak, with a white face and pale eyes and black lips and fingernails. She finished by drawing the albatross sitting on his shoulder in white chalk.


‘You’ve got an excellent imagination,’ said Emily. ‘Imagine someone looking like that.’


‘You’re very talented,’ said Ada, hastily changing the subject.


When Emily’s painting had dried, she put it in her portfolio and packed everything up.


They were making their way back towards the house when Emily tripped on something in the undergrowth that sent her sprawling. Ada helped her back to her feet and then parted the long grass. 
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There, poking up from a half-hidden stretch of gravel, was one of Metaphorical Smith’s little wooden signs. ‘The Secret Garden Path’, it read.


‘The path is rather overgrown,’ said Ada, ‘but  if you look really carefully, you can just make it out . . .’


‘How exciting! Let’s follow it!’ said Emily.


They took it in turns to lead the way, ducking under low branches and jumping over tailing brambles, and following the path deeper and deeper into the Back of Beyond Garden (unfinished).


Eventually they came to a high wall with a small wooden door in it. On the door was a battered brass plate, with the words ‘The Secret Garden’ engraved on it. Ada pushed the door, which slowly swung open on squeaky, rusty hinges. 

There, poking up from a half-hidden stretch of gravel, was one of Metaphorical Smith’s little wooden signs. ‘The Secret Garden Path’, it read.
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They took it in turns to lead the way, ducking under low branches and jumping over tailing brambles, and following the path deeper and deeper into the Back of Beyond Garden (unfinished).
Eventually they came to a high wall with a small wooden door in it. On the door was a battered brass plate, with the words ‘The Secret Garden’ engraved on it. Ada pushed the door, which slowly swung open on squeaky, rusty hinges. 








58

58






	  		










































She took Emily’s hand and they stepped inside. 


The Secret Garden was a mess. 


The grass was as tall as Ada and Emily. Weeds of every shape and size crowded in from the flower beds, and old, gnarled trees with twisting, curling branches reaching down to the ground competed with each other for space.


Ada and Emily followed the path, hand in hand. After a few maze-like twists and turns, they came to another wall, even higher than the first, with a wooden door that was even smaller.


On the door was another brass plate. This one read ‘The Even-More-Secret Garden’.


Emily pushed at the door. 


Then Ada pushed at the door.


Then they pushed at the door together, but it was no good: it wouldn’t budge. 

She took Emily’s hand and they stepped inside. 
The Secret Garden was a mess. 
The grass was as tall as Ada and Emily. Weeds of every shape and size crowded in from the flower beds, and old, gnarled trees with twisting, curling branches reaching down to the ground competed with each other for space.
Ada and Emily followed the path, hand in hand. After a few maze-like twists and turns, they came to another wall, even higher than the first, with a wooden door that was even smaller.
On the door was another brass plate. This one read ‘The Even-More-Secret Garden’.
Emily pushed at the door. 
Then Ada pushed at the door.
Then they pushed at the door together, but it was no good: it wouldn’t budge. 
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‘How disappointing!’ said Emily. ‘I’d love to see inside.’


Ada stepped back and noticed a keyhole. ‘It’s locked,’ she said. ‘And I wouldn’t be surprised if Maltravers has the key . . . Oh no, I almost forgot!’ she suddenly exclaimed. ‘It’s Wednesday! Today is the day I take tea with my father in the long gallery! I’d better go back and change! We’ll have to investigate this another time.’


‘If you still want to join the Attic Club,’ said Emily, when they got back to the Venetian terrace, ‘meet William and me at the top of the grand staircase at ten o’clock tonight.’


‘I’ll see you there!’ said Ada breathlessly, and dashed off in the direction of her dressing room. When she got there she found her Wednesday-evening clothes waiting for her. She put on the Hungarian frock and jacket and then changed her black pumps for the big, clumpy boots. The great-uncle clock* 
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*The great-uncle clock on Ada’s mantelpiece was a present to Lord Goth from his grand-father’s brother, Little Ben, an amateur clock maker who trained mice to run up his clocks and wind them up.

*The great-uncle clock on Ada’s mantelpiece was a present to Lord Goth from his grand-father’s brother, Little Ben, an amateur clock maker who trained mice to run up his clocks and wind them up.
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on the bedroom mantelpiece struck five.


‘Mustn’t be late,’ Ada muttered to herself as she dashed out of her bedroom and down the corridor as noisily as possible. When she got to the entrance to the long gallery she stamped her feet extra hard.


‘Come in, daughter,’ said Lord Goth in a quiet yet elegant voice.


Ada marched into the room, her footsteps making the teacups rattle.


‘Yes, yes,’ said Lord Goth. ‘You can stop stamping – I can see you now.’ He avoided looking at her directly, she noticed. ‘Come and pour the tea.’


Sitting in one of two wing chairs by a tall window, he was wearing riding boots and breeches and a pale blue tailcoat with silver fur collar and cuffs and one of the magnificent silk cravats that he had made fashionable; they were known as Gothkerchiefs in his honour. He put down the blunderbuss he had been idly polishing and crossed his legs.
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Ada gave a little curtsy and noticed Lord Goth twitch uneasily when their eyes met.


He looked away and gazed up at the portraits on the wall opposite while Ada poured two cups of China tea from the silver teapot on the table. She handed one cup to her father and then, taking the other, sat down on the other chair.


For a while neither of them spoke. Ada didn’t mind though. Lord Goth was the most famous poet in England and she was very proud that he was her father. She sipped her China tea. 


Lord Goth looked out of the tall window at the rolling green grass of the dear-deer park beyond. In the distance, the extremely expensive herd of ornamental Chinese deer were grazing peacefully in the early-evening sun. 


Next, Lord Goth placed his teacup on the table and gazed thoughtfully at the magnificent plaster ceiling of the long gallery.


‘Maltravers tells me that his favourite trap is missing,’ he said quietly and elegantly. ‘I don’t 

Ada gave a little curtsy and noticed Lord Goth twitch uneasily when their eyes met.
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suppose you know anything about that?’


Ada stared into her teacup.


‘I don’t like Maltravers,’ she said in a small voice.


‘Nobody likes Maltravers,’ said Lord Goth, ‘but he has been at the Hall for as long as anyone can remember and besides . . .’ he continued, still avoiding Ada’s glance, ‘I need him for the indoor hunt. So, no more creeping about outside the Bathroom of Zeus.’


‘The Bathroom of Zeus?’ said Ada, her green eyes sparkling. She was intrigued.


‘In the broken wing,’ said Lord Goth, turning at long last to look at his daughter, ‘It was built for the 3rd Lady Goth. It is where Maltravers hatches the miniature pheasants . . .’


Lord Goth paused and Ada saw a familiar look of pain and sorrow cross her father’s face.


He rose to his feet and, picking up the blunderbuss, he turned to the tall window.


‘Since Miss Delacroix left us, you’ve had too 
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Lord Goth paused and Ada saw a familiar look of pain and sorrow cross her father’s face.
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much time on your hands, Ada,’ he said quietly. ‘I think it is high time we considered engaging another governess . . .’


Ada sighed and put her teacup down on the table.


‘Now, if you’ll excuse me,’ said Lord Goth bleakly, ‘I have a sudden need to shoot at gnomes.’


Ada left the long gallery and returned to her room, where she found her supper waiting for her.


She lifted the big silver lid covering the tray. Underneath was a smellywich (two slices of bread with a piece of Blue Gormly between them), an apple from the kitchen garden and a glass of elderflower cordial.
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‘Now, if you’ll excuse me,’ said Lord Goth bleakly, ‘I have a sudden need to shoot at gnomes.’
Ada left the long gallery and returned to her room, where she found her supper waiting for her.
She lifted the big silver lid covering the tray. Underneath was a smellywich (two slices of bread with a piece of Blue Gormly between them), an apple from the kitchen garden and a glass of elderflower cordial.
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‘I bet that smells delicious,’ said a little voice close by. 


Ada looked down and saw Ishmael twinkling palely from the middle of the Anatolian carpet.


‘But being a ghost, I don’t seem to have a sense of smell, or an appetite for that matter,’ he added sadly.


‘Where did you disappear to?’ she asked. 


Ishmael shrugged. ‘Oh, here and there,’ he said vaguely. ‘Though I always end up back here because, it seems, you’re the only one who can see or hear me.’ He paused and gave a small see-through shrug. ‘For some reason I don’t understand, I appear to be haunting you.’


‘That’s fine by me,’ said Ada, who had developed an affection for Ishmael. ‘You can haunt me for as long as you like if it’ll make you feel better.’


The ghost of a mouse sighed. ‘You’re very kind,’ he said mournfully.


While Ada sat on her chaise short and ate her 
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The ghost of a mouse sighed. ‘You’re very kind,’ he said mournfully.
While Ada sat on her chaise short and ate her 








66

66






	  		





	  		






















supper, Ishmael told her all about his life. He’d left home as a young mouse, escaped to sea and had all sorts of adventures. 


‘. . . Then I made very good friends with two parrots and a toucan . . .’ Ishmael was saying when the great-uncle clock on the mantelpiece struck ten.


‘Is that the time!’ exclaimed Ada jumping up and rushing over to the foot of the eight poster bed where she hid her black leather pumps, ‘I must be going. I’m meeting some friends in the attic. I don’t suppose,’ she said turning to Ishmael, ‘you’d like to come with me?’


‘I’d be delighted’ said Ishmael, twinkling, ‘and don’t worry, I’ll be as quiet as a mouse.’
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Chapter Five


da tiptoed to the top of the grand staircase as quietly as she could, though it wasn’t easy. The higher she went, the creakier the stairs became, until, as she approached the attic landing, every step caused a creak or a squeak.


‘Very good,’ said Emily Cabbage, who was waiting for her on the landing. ‘I hardly heard you coming.’


Ada noticed that Emily was wearing her outdoor slippers. There was a ripple as William Cabbage stepped away from the plaster wall. ‘Put your clothes on, William!’ said Emily. There was another ripple as William stepped back into the shadows. He emerged a moment later in a flowing nightshirt.


‘Follow me,’ he said.


They walked along the attic corridor that ran the 
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They walked along the attic corridor that ran the 
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length of the east wing past a row of closed doors. The sound of low, rumbling snores filled the air.


‘The kitchen maids,’ explained Emily, ‘They go to bed at eight o’clock sharp because they have to get up so early.’


She stopped outside one of the doors and tapped on it lightly. The door opened and a small girl in a large cap and apron stepped out. When she saw Ada she looked startled, then blushed and gave a little curtsy.


‘Ruby the outer-pantry maid, miss,’ she mumbled.


Ada smiled and held out her hand.


‘Please, call me Ada. Lovely to meet you. None of the maids have ever talked to me before,’ she said as Ruby shyly 
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‘That’s because Mrs Beat’em says we’re not allowed to,’ Ruby said.


She glanced at William and Emily and her bottom lip trembled. ‘I won’t get into trouble, will I?’


‘What happens in the Attic Club stays in the Attic Club,’ said Emily firmly.


They continued down the corridor and turned the corner into a dark passageway at the end of which was a ladder fixed to the wall. At the top of the ladder was a trapdoor. Emily climbed the ladder and pushed open the trapdoor. She looked down at Ada, who was staring up at her.


‘Welcome to the Attic Club,’ she said with a smile.


Ada climbed the ladder, followed by Ruby and William. Stepping through the trapdoor, she found herself in a huge room with a sloping ceiling consisting of hundred of criss-crossing struts and beams. Along one side, close to the ground, were small round windows through which shafts of moonlight shone down across the dusty 
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floorboards. In the centre of the attic was a table made of fruit crates, ringed by old coal sacks stuffed with dried haricot beans, some of which had spilled out on to the floor. Two boys, both a little older than William, were sitting on the sacks. When they saw Ada, they jumped to their feet.


‘Don’t be nervous,’ said William. ‘Ada has come to join the Attic Club. This is Kingsley, the chimney caretaker, and this is Arthur Halford the hobby-horse groom.’


Ada had seen the hobby horse grooms in the grounds of Ghastly-Gorm Hall, but, like the kitchen maids,  they never talked to her.


Arthur Halford was short, with wire spectacles and unruly fair hair. He wore an oil-stained smock with various tools attached to it and a Gothkerchief knotted at his neck.
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By contrast, Kingsley the chimney caretaker was tall and thin, with spiky black hair and a pair of brushes strapped to his back like two sooty wings. He wore leather knee pads and black boots that were even bigger and clumpier than Ada’s. 


‘I used to be the chimney caretaker’s apprentice but then Van Dyke the chimney caretaker ran away with your governess, Hebe Poppins, so I got promoted,’ said Kingsley with a smile. 


‘And I look after your father’s hobby horse, Pegasus,’ said Arthur, not wanting to be outdone. ‘I’m getting it ready for the metaphorical bicycle race.’
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William, Emily and Ruby each sat down on a coal sack while Kingsley and Arthur shared one so that Ada could take the remaining seat.


‘I declare this meeting of the Attic Club open,’ said Emily, rapping on the table with the wooden spoon Ruby had just handed her. ‘Who would like to go first?’


Arthur and Kingsley both reached for the wooden spoon in Emily’s hand, but William beat them to it.


Holding up the spoon, he blended in with  the blue-grey shadows behind him. ‘I’ve been doing some very interesting blending-in  recently,’ he said, ‘in the oldest part of the  house.’


‘The broken wing!’ exclaimed Ada excitedly.


Emily took the spoon from her brother and handed it to Ada.


‘Only the person with the spoon is allowed to speak,’ she told her. 


Ada took the spoon.
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‘The broken wing,’ she repeated a little more calmly before handing the spoon back to William.


‘Yes,’ said William. ‘Two days ago I followed that gamekeeper Maltravers. He was collecting mice from his traps and then resetting the traps with cheese . . .’


From close by Ada heard Ishmael let out a little gasp, but nobody else seemed to notice. Looking down, she saw his outline shimmering at her feet.


‘He opened a pair of doors with brass handles and crept inside,’ William went on. ‘He was definitely up to something. But he closed 

‘The broken wing,’ she repeated a little more calmly before handing the spoon back to William.
‘Yes,’ said William. ‘Two days ago I followed that gamekeeper Maltravers. He was collecting mice from his traps and then resetting the traps with cheese . . .’
From close by Ada heard Ishmael let out a little gasp, but nobody else seemed to notice. Looking down, she saw his outline shimmering at her feet.
‘He opened a pair of doors with brass handles and crept inside,’ William went on. ‘He was definitely up to something. But he closed 








77

77






	  		
































the doors before I had a chance  to take a look.’


Ada took the spoon again.


‘That room is called the Bathroom of Zeus, and it is where Maltravers hatches the miniature pheasants for my father’s indoor hunt,’ she told them.


Ruby reached out and gently took the spoon from Ada with an apologetic smile.


‘Mrs Beat’em says she’s fed up with Maltravers and his strange demands,’ she reported. ‘First it was Blue Gormly for his traps, and then it was porridge oats, a whole sackful, and then three smoked salmon, not to mention most of the carrots from the kitchen garden.’


Emily held out her hand 
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and Ruby gave her the spoon.


‘Whatever he’s keeping in there has certainly got an interesting appetite,’ she said. ‘Porridge, smoked salmon, carrots and dead mice . . .’


Ada heard a strangulated sob ending in a squeak.


‘I propose that the Attic Club find out what Maltravers is keeping in the Bathroom of Zeus,’ Emily concluded, looking round the table.


‘If you ask me,’ said Ada, taking the spoon, ‘Maltravers is up to no good.’


The rest of the meeting was taken up by reports from other members. Kingsley the chimney caretaker was a talented climber and had discovered some ornate chimneys* on the east wing that he wanted the rest of them to see. Arthur Halford, meanwhile, was a talented mechanic, and had perfected a safety harness they could wear while they did so.


Ruby, a talented cook, reported that she was getting everything they would need for 

and Ruby gave her the spoon.
‘Whatever he’s keeping in there has certainly got an interesting appetite,’ she said. ‘Porridge, smoked salmon, carrots and dead mice . . .’
Ada heard a strangulated sob ending in a squeak.
‘I propose that the Attic Club find out what Maltravers is keeping in the Bathroom of Zeus,’ Emily concluded, looking round the table.
‘If you ask me,’ said Ada, taking the spoon, ‘Maltravers is up to no good.’
The rest of the meeting was taken up by reports from other members. Kingsley the chimney caretaker was a talented climber and had discovered some ornate chimneys* on the east wing that he wanted the rest of them to see. Arthur Halford, meanwhile, was a talented mechanic, and had perfected a safety harness they could wear while they did so.
Ruby, a talented cook, reported that she was getting everything they would need for 








*The ornamental chimneys of Ghastly-Gorm Hall are some of the finest in the land. ‘The Barley Sugar’, ‘The Hedgehog’ and ‘The Six Chimneys of Henry VIII’ are among the more ornate examples. 
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a rooftop midnight feast, and William told them that he would borrow his father’s telescope so they could all stargaze.


Ada didn’t say anything. Every member of the Attic Club had a special talent, it seemed, except her. ‘What can I do?’ she asked. 


‘You have a wonderful imagination,’ said Emily, squeezing her hand. ‘I’m sure you’ll think of something.’


At eleven o’clock Emily placed the wooden spoon on the fruit-crate table and they all went off to bed. 


‘When’s the next meeting?’ whispered Ada as she parted from William and Emily on the stairs.


‘Same time next week,’ said Emily.


‘But the indoor hunt is on Saturday night!’ said Ada. ‘That’s only three days away!’


‘Don’t worry, we can talk about our Maltravers investigation at breakfast tomorrow,’ said Emily reassuringly.


Ada said goodnight and crept back to her room. 
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Glowing faintly in the dark, Ishmael followed her. 


Ada found her nightgown laid out on the Dalmatian divan and got changed for bed. Then, yawning sleepily, she climbed into the eight-poster bed, blew out her candle and drew the curtains before falling straight to sleep. 


‘What a strange day it has been,’ said Ishmael with a little sigh.
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Chapter Six


da sat up in bed and peered into the inky blackness, suddenly woken by the sound of carriage wheels crunching on the gravel outside. She lit her candle and tiptoed across her enormous bedroom to the window.


On the driveway in front of the steps leading to the magnificent portico of Ghastly-Gorm Hall was a black carriage drawn by four black horses with curling black feathers on their black bridles. Slowly the door to the carriage opened and a woman stepped out. She wore a black dress and jacket, black gloves and shoes, a broad-brimmed black hat and a heavy veil. In one hand she carried a large black carpet bag decorated with a skull pattern, and in the other a black umbrella. Ada stepped back from the window as the woman walked soundlessly up the step. Moments later she 
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heard a sharp rat-tat-tat as the woman knocked on the front door.


The carriage wheels crunched on the gravel once more as the black carriage, which didn’t seem to have a driver, disappeared into the night. Below, Ada heard the front door creak slowly open and Maltravers’s wheezing voice say, ‘Yes?’


‘Miss Borgia from the Psychic Governess Agency,’ said a beautiful lilting voice with the hint of a foreign accent.


‘Come in,’ said Maltravers stiffly. ‘You’ll find the governess quarters in the dome. Lord Goth doesn’t like to be disturbed.’


‘I know,’ said Miss Borgia softly, ‘That is why I am here. The agency specializes in the education of inconvenient children.’


‘Inconvenient is right,’ muttered Maltravers. ‘And don’t let her fool you with her clumpy boots and polite manners,’ he went on, and Ada shivered at the sound of his voice. ‘She’s a sneaky one, that little Goth girl.’
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The next thing Ada knew, the great-uncle clock on the mantelpiece was striking nine.


She yawned and stretched, then jumped out of bed.


In her dressing room she found her Thursday clothes – a Venetian taffeta dress, an Ottoman coat with pompoms and a red tasselled hat. Ada got dressed and was about to put  on her big, clumpy boots when  she paused.


Then she turned and walked back into her enormous bedroom and over to the eight-poster bed, where she put her black pumps on instead.


She crossed to the door, opened it and peeked out. There was no sign of the governess and no sign of Maltravers. Ada tiptoed out of her bedroom and down the corridor as quietly as she could.
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When she reached the short gallery Emily and William Cabbage were waiting for her at the Jacobean sideboard.


‘Venison sausages in onion custard or porridge-crusted kippers in strawberry gravy?’ said William lifting several large silver lids and turning brown, then yellow, then strawberry.


‘Soft-boiled egg and soldiers,’ said Ada.


‘Delicious!’ said Emily, when they had finished. ‘You know, it’s Ruby’s job to cut the toast. She chooses a different regiment each morning.’


Just then, William, who was sitting by the curtains and had taken on a floral pattern, dropped his toast and pointed out of the window.


‘Look!’ he said. ‘There goes the indoor gamekeeper.’


Ada and Emily looked.


Maltravers was striding along  the gravel path outside  Ghastly-Gorm Hall.
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‘What is the indoor gamekeeper doing outside?’ asked Emily.


‘Going to his room, probably,’ said Ada. ‘When he isn’t working, Maltravers lives in the garden.’


‘Let’s follow him,’ said William.


They made their way quickly down the grand staircase and turned into the east wing. They ran past the Egyptian drawing room, the pre-Columbian drawing room and the Chinese drawing room, where Charles Cabbage was 
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hard at work inventing. They continued, passing several more drawing rooms whose furniture had been covered by dust sheets for as long as Ada could remember, before reaching the kitchens.


In the inner pantry the inner-pantry maids were dusting jars, labelling preserves and filling boxes with fresh ice from the new icehouse. None of them looked up or even seemed to notice as William, Emily and Ada dashed past.


In the parlour several tearful parlourmaids were sorting through wooden spoons, arranging them in pots according to size, and were also too busy to notice.


In the big kitchen beyond, Mrs Beat’em sat in a huge rocking chair beside a gigantic kitchen range. She was furiously scribbling in a big battered book whose pages were feathered with little notes stuck on with flour-and-water paste. She was wearing an enormous cap that dwarfed her furious red face and an apron the size of a large tablecloth. From her belt were slung pastry nozzles, meat 
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tenderizers, egg whisks and rolling pins of every size and design, which clinked and clattered as she rocked.


‘Agnes, fuddle those eggs!’ Mrs Beat’em roared like an enraged sea lion, ‘Maud, bedevil the batter! No, not that batter, you idiot! Pansy, frizzle those pies until they’re piping hot, then frangellate the crusts – quickly, girl!’


Weeping kitchen maids jostled and elbowed each other as they worked at the range or round the three kitchen tables, which were laden with bowls and baking trays and measuring jugs.


‘Come on!’ said William. ‘We mustn’t let him get away!’


Ada and Emily hurried after William as he crossed the kitchen and entered the outer pantry. This was a small room with an extremely high ceiling. The walls were lined with cupboards and shelves, all full of spices, herbs, flour, sugar, tinctures and extracts in tiny bottles. From the ceiling hung bundles of parsley, sage, rosemary  
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and thyme together with three soup trumpets, a pastry trombone and several flutes for freezing sorbets.


Sitting on a high stool at a desk Ruby the outer-pantry maid was patiently making seahorses out of radish shavings to decorate Mrs Beat’em’s Neptune broth. When she saw Ada she blushed.


‘Hello, Miss G . . . Ada,’ she said.


‘We’re following Maltravers,’ Ada whispered. ‘By the way, I love those seahorses. You’re very clever.’


Ruby blushed again.


‘Nelly! Neptunize those prawns, NOW!’ Mrs Beat’em’s voice screamed in the big kitchen.


Ada, William and Emily ran out of the outer pantry and into the kitchen garden beyond.


‘Careful!’ whispered William, pulling Ada and Emily behind a stand of runner beans and turning green. ‘There he goes now.’


Maltravers had rounded the corner of the new icehouse and was striding through the flower 
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*The Sensible Folly was built by Metaphorical Smith to look like a ruin of a Grecian Temple but had a good roof, decent guttering and excellent plumbing while, next to it, the Lake of Extremely Coy Carp was really just a lake that Metaphorical Smith had forgotten to stock with goldfish.
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kitchen garden beyond.


‘Careful!’ whispered William, pulling Ada and Emily behind a stand of runner beans and turning green. ‘There he goes now.’


Maltravers had rounded the corner of the new icehouse and was striding through the flower beds of the bedroom garden beyond. Reaching the Sensible Folly*, Maltravers took a key from the bundle attached to his waistcoat, unlocked the front door and went inside.


Ada, Emily and William crept through the bedroom garden and approached the building. Crouching down, they peeked in at one of the carefully glazed Grecian 
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THE HIBERNIAN


ShowJumping


GAZETTE


Shetland centaur Hamish jumps a clean round in the Shetland Pony Trials on the island of Jura. Among other contestants Shaggy the brave hoof and Jock the goat also jumped exceptionally well and were a close second and third. Attendance however was rather disappointing, with the crowd consisting of mostly puffins and a few disgruntled crofters.
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Mr OMALOS the faun is pleased to announce a special event for one week only – weather permitting


A SLIM VOLUME


OF POETRY


BOOK TASTING


Delicious volumes of verse, undusted, leatherbound to the most delicious standards
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INTELLECTUAL WEAVERS OF WEST LONDON REQUEST ATTENDANCE AT A


PUBLIC MEETING


TO SOLICIT OPINIONS and seek assistance in the matter of clothing the GREAT APES OF THE BATAVIAN JUNGLE recently rescued from the cruelties of  Van Der HUM’S TRAVELLING MENAGERIE   Namely  
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THE  ITHACA OPEN-AIR


OPERA’S PRODUCTION OF


THE ODYSSEY


Featuring Siren Sesta and the Harpies
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windows. Maltravers was sitting at the desk with an envelope in his hand.


As Ada, Emily and William watched, the indoor gamekeeper opened the envelope with a paper knife and read the letter inside before pinning it to the wall with a paper fork. Then he reached into the envelope and took out a folded banknote. He carefully unfolded it and held it up to the light. Printed on its very fine paper in swirling letters were the words ‘The Bank of Bavaria promises to pay the bearer of this note five pounds’.


William whistled softly. He had turned the colour of white marble.


‘That’s a lot of money!’ he whispered.


Maltravers got up and walked over to the bed. He reached underneath it and pulled out a metal box which he unlocked. Inside were more banknotes. Maltravers placed the five-pound note on top of the other notes and locked the box before sliding it back underneath the bed. With a low, wheezing laugh he lay down on the bed and 
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closed his eyes.


Ada shivered as she saw the thin, unpleasant smile on his face.


William pressed his nose up against the glass of the window and narrowed his eyes as he peered at a letter pinned to the wall above the desk.


‘My dear sir,’ he read, ‘I have great expectations of Lord Goth’s house party and trust your preparations are complete. Enclosed is the final payment. Hansel and Gretel are looking 
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forward to their big night! Yours in anticipation, Rupert von Hellsung.’


‘What is Maltravers up to?’ he muttered.  ‘What preparations? And who are Hansel and Gretel?’


‘They sound pretty grim,’ said Emily, shaking her head.


‘One thing is certain,’ said Ada. ‘Maltravers is up to no good!’


On the truckle bed the indoor gamekeeper seemed to be snoring.


‘You wait here,’ Emily told William, ‘in case he wakes up. Ada and I are going to the Bathroom of Zeus – to find out what he’s keeping in there. It may have something to do with these “preparations”.’
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Chapter Seven


da led Emily across the hall to the tapestry and pulled it aside, to reveal the small doorway to the broken wing.


‘Follow me,’ she said.


They went down a flight of stone stairs and along a dark corridor with doors lining the walls.


Ada paused and opened one of the doors. Emily and Ada peered inside. The room was empty, except 
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for an old wardrobe containing some moth-eaten fur coats. Ada closed the door and shook her head.


‘I was sure the Bathroom of Zeus was around here somewhere . . .’ she said.


Just then, from further down the hallway, there came the sound of singing. It was soft and soothing and very, very beautiful.


Ada and Emily followed the sound. It was coming from behind a pair of double doors with brass hoops for handles.


‘The Bathroom of Zeus!’ Ada whispered excitedly.


Emily took one hoop, and Ada took the other, and they pulled. As Emily and Ada stepped through the gap and looked around, the singing stopped.


In the centre of the room was a sunken pool full of stagnant green water, in the middle of which stuck up a rock with a nest of twigs and branches on top. And sitting on the nest was one of the 

for an old wardrobe containing some moth-eaten fur coats. Ada closed the door and shook her head.
‘I was sure the Bathroom of Zeus was around here somewhere . . .’ she said.
Just then, from further down the hallway, there came the sound of singing. It was soft and soothing and very, very beautiful.
Ada and Emily followed the sound. It was coming from behind a pair of double doors with brass hoops for handles.
‘The Bathroom of Zeus!’ Ada whispered excitedly.
Emily took one hoop, and Ada took the other, and they pulled. As Emily and Ada stepped through the gap and looked around, the singing stopped.
In the centre of the room was a sunken pool full of stagnant green water, in the middle of which stuck up a rock with a nest of twigs and branches on top. And sitting on the nest was one of the 








100

100






	  		






















head of a woman and the body of a large bird, this was certainly not a minature drawing-room pheasant. 


The bird woman looked up. Her eyes were the colour of a wine-dark sea, while her hair was cormorant black, the dark curls swept back and held in place by a headdress of shimmering bronze.


Her body was covered in feathers the colour of dark seaweed, while her tail and wings were a bright gold and matched the glittering talons on her feet.


Ada couldn’t take her eyes off the creature. Of all the strange, forgotten things she had encountered in the rooms of the broken wing, this had to be the strangest and most beautiful. 
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Beside her she heard a clatter and a clink as Emily slipped her watercolour box from her shoulders  and unhitched her camping stool and water jar.


‘Hello,’ said Ada, as clearly and politely as she could manage. ‘My name is Ada and I’m very pleased to meet you.’


The bird woman tilted her head to one side like a curious seagull and Ada could see a row of needle-sharp teeth glinting when she spoke.


‘I is Sesta the Siren,’ she said in a musical voice, ‘star of the Ithaca Open-Air Opera House . . . it’s more of a rock in the sea actually,’ she added with 

Beside her she heard a clatter and a clink as Emily slipped her watercolour box from her shoulders  and unhitched her camping stool and water jar.
‘Hello,’ said Ada, as clearly and politely as she could manage. ‘My name is Ada and I’m very pleased to meet you.’
The bird woman tilted her head to one side like a curious seagull and Ada could see a row of needle-sharp teeth glinting when she spoke.
‘I is Sesta the Siren,’ she said in a musical voice, ‘star of the Ithaca Open-Air Opera House . . . it’s more of a rock in the sea actually,’ she added with 








Miss Siren Sesta and the Harpies

Miss Siren Sesta and the Harpies






	  		





































a twinkling laugh. ‘But still, the sailors is come from all over to hear me sing.’


‘What are you doing here?’ asked Ada.


Emily had got a piece of watercolour paper out of her portfolio and had started painting, her eyes wide with wonder.


‘The famous Lord Goth!’ the Siren Sesta exclaimed.  ‘He invite me his  self. Me and  my backing  singers, Orphia, Eurydice and Persephone . . .’


Ada had been so mesmerized by the sight of the bird woman, she hadn’t noticed the birdcage hanging from the ceiling above her head. It contained, she now saw, three more bird women who were much smaller than the Siren Sesta and had large eyes and sharp, pointy noses.


‘Is very nice to meet you,’ they chorused, flapping and fidgeting on their perch.


‘See, here . . .’ The Siren Sesta rummaged in the 
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nest beneath her and grasped a thick gilt-edged but slightly grubby card in her talons, which she held up for Ada to read.


‘But what I not understand,’ said the Siren, ruffling her feathers and shaking her foot, ‘is when we come here, Lord Goth’s man does this to me – look!’


Ada looked.


There was a manacle around Siren Sesta’s leg with a chain that was attached to a heavy loop which in turn was bolted to the side of the pool.


The harpies rattled the bars of their cage, and Ada saw that there was a sturdy padlock holding 
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the cage door shut.


‘Lord Goth’s man, he feed me smoky fish and to the girls, dead mouses.’ The Siren’s dark eyes flashed and she spread her golden wings wide.  ‘But we are artists – we cannot live like this!’  Her beautiful voice echoed round the room.


‘Like this, like this, like this . . .’ the harpies harmonized from the cage above. Siren Sesta’s gaze fell on Emily Cabbage and her watercolours. 


‘You’re very beautiful,’ said Emily appreciatively, mixing a seaweed green that matched Sesta’s feathers. 


The Siren stood still as statue as she looked down at Emily. ‘I see you too have the soul of an artist,’ she cooed. ‘You must capture 
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my beauty . . . and my suffering.’


Ada looked at the lock on the manacle around Sesta’s leg.


‘I’m so sorry, there must have been some sort of misunderstanding,’ she said, ‘I will tell my father, Lord Goth.’


But Ada knew that this wasn’t a misunder-standing. Maltravers had invited the Siren and the Harpies to Ghastly-Gorm Hall and imprisoned them, and she had a nasty feeling that she knew why . . . 


She looked around the Bathroom of Zeus. There wasn’t a miniature pheasant to be seen, and the indoor hunt was set for the night after tomorrow, Saturday night. 


‘You are Lord Goth’s daughter?’ said Sesta, still holding her pose, ‘I like you. You are very polite, I think. Not like Lord Goth’s man . . .’


Just then William Cabbage came running through the gap in the doors. He was the colour of shadows and cobwebs but changed to a dusty 
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marble as he caught his breath. Pushing the doors closed, he turned to Emily and Ada. 


‘Maltravers!’ he gasped, hastily pulling off his jacket and unbuttoning his shirt. ‘He woke up . . . He’s coming this . . . way!’


Emily hastily packed up her watercolours, pulled her paintbox on to her back and tipped her painty water into the 
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pool. She looked at Ada, then back at William.


‘It’s all right for you, William,’ she said wildly. ‘You can blend in, but there’s nowhere for Ada and me to hide.’


Ada looked around. Emily was right. She could hear Maltravers’s footsteps in the corridor outside as he approached the Bathroom of Zeus.


‘Ada, Emily! Over here!’


Ada looked across the room to the fireplace on the far wall.


Kingsley the chimney caretaker’s sooty face had just appeared, upside down, peeking out from below the mantelpiece.


‘Here, take a hand each!’


Ada and Emily rushed over to the fireplace and grabbed Kingsley’s outstretched  hands.


‘Take us up!’ 


Kingsley was hanging by his ankles from some sort of pulley contraption. Suddenly Ada felt herself being pulled up the chimney with 
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impressive speed, as ancient, sooty brickwork whizzed past the tip of her nose in a blur. 


Moments later they shot out into daylight and came to a halt. Ada and Emily let go of Kingsley’s hands and stepped down from the ornamental chimney pot from which they had just emerged. Over the chimney was a wooden tripod with a rope and pulley attached, together with a weight and a lever which Arthur Halford was holding. He reached out and undid the straps attached to Kingsley’s big, clumpy boots, and the chimney caretaker jumped down from the chimney pot to join them.


‘This is an invention of mine,’ said Arthur proudly. ‘It’s a dumb sweeper – a bit like a dumb waiter but for chimneys.’


‘A little bit newfangled for my liking,’ said Kingsley, not wanting to be outdone, ‘but good for getting out of scrapes in a hurry.’ He smiled and Ada blushed.


‘William told us to be ready in case you needed 
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help’ said Arthur. ‘Members of the Attic Club stick together.’


‘Thank you, Arthur,’ said Emily, dusting soot off her portfolio, ‘Maltravers almost caught us. What a nasty man he is! And you won’t BELIEVE who we just met. The strangest creature, but really quite beautiful . . .’ 


‘Talking of strange creatures,’ said Arthur, ‘I made an interesting discovery in the old tumble-down buildings behind the hobby-horse stables this morning. You’d better see for yourselves.’
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*Shetland centaurs are just one of a number of mythical creatures living in Scotland. The Glasgow cyclops and the Edinburgh gorgon are well known, but the Arbroath smokie, a fire-breathing mermaid, is more elusive.
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Arthur and Kingsley packed up the dumb sweeper, and then Kingsley led them over the jumble of rooftops of the broken wing. He pointed out the most interesting ornamental chimneys as they clambered over tiles, 
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tiptoed along roof ridges and trotted down gullies and gutters. Eventually they came to a flying buttress with stone steps that led down to the ground.


‘Take care,’ Kingsley said, smiling at Ada, who felt herself blushing. He turned and trotted off over the rooftops as sure-footed as a mountain goat.


Ada held Emily’s hand as they descended the stone steps and followed Arthur towards the back of the west wing.


As they got nearer, Ada could see the hobby-horse stables, a long, low building made up  of a series of workshops with half-open stable doors. Inside each workshop, grooms dressed  in smocks like Arthur’s were hard at work, hunched over forges heating spokes and hammering out kinks in wheel rims, or standing at woodworking benches sanding curved beech chassis. On the walls, beside tools in racks, hanging on padded hooks, were the hobby  
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horses themselves.


‘I look after that one,’ said Arthur,  pointing to a splendid bicycle with a carved winged horse on its chassis. ‘Its Lord Goth’s favourite hobby horse.’ They continued past  the stables until they came to a series of small sheds with half-collapsed slate-tiled roofs and walls propped up by wooden stakes and scaffolding.


‘These are the unstable stables,’ said Arthur. ‘Very few people come here any more.’


Emily and Ada kept close behind Arthur as he opened a rickety door and stepped into the dark, shadowy interior. It took Ada a little while for her eyes to adjust to the gloom. When they did, she gave a little gasp of surprise.
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their ankles were two figures, one huge and one tiny. Both were extraordinary looking.


‘This is Hamish,’ said Arthur, ‘He’s a centaur from Shetland*.’


The centaur gave a little snort and pawed the ground with his hoof.


‘And this is Mr Omalos, a mountain faun from the island of Crete.’


The faun put down the slim volume of poetry he had been nibbling and pulled at the sleeves of his shabby green velvet jacket.


‘This is Ada, Lord Goth’s daughter,’ said Arthur, ‘and her friend Emily Cabbage.’ 


Emily had already set up her watercolour box and was sketching excitedly. 


Arthur turned to the faun. ‘Tell them what you told me this morning.’


‘Well,’ said Mr Omalos in 
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a deep, gruff voice that nevertheless had a kindly tone to it, ‘I’m just a lowly faun – half-goat, half-book collector. I have a taste for old books, the dustier the better, but I only nibble round the margins, never the words themselves; the ink can be a little bitter . . .’


‘What my friend is trying to tell you,’ interrupted the Shetland centaur with a little whinny, ‘is that your father, Lord Goth, invited us here for a country house party. We had invitations addressed to each of us personally, but someone I won’t name ate them after we got here . . .’


‘Sorry,’ said Mr Omalos, looking sheepish as well as goat-like.


‘Anyway,’ snorted Hamish, ‘that gamekeeper of his showed us to these stables and then chained us up while we were sleeping. It’s not on, I tell you. It might be a wee bit wild and windy in my paddock back home, but at least I have the run of the place!’


The little centaur kicked out with his back legs, 
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tugging at the chain, before folding his arms and glaring at Ada.


‘I’m very sorry,’ said Ada. ‘Lord Goth invites all sorts of guests to his country-house parties and sometimes things get a little confusing . . .’


She didn’t want to frighten these poor creatures by mentioning her suspicions about Maltravers and the indoor hunt.


The centaur snorted, ‘The porridge oats aren’t bad,’ he conceded.


‘And the carrots are delicious,’ added the faun, ‘though perhaps a little too fresh for my taste . . .’


When Emily had finished her watercolours, 
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she and Ada walked back towards the house. Arthur had left earlier because the metaphorical bicycle race and indoor hunt were only two days away and he had lots to do.


‘You must tell your father what Maltravers is up to,’ said Emily as they approached the Venetian terrace.


‘I will . . .’ said Ada, with a thoughtful frown. She turned to her friend, ‘Have you got any more paper in your portfolio?’ Emily nodded.


‘Then there’s something we need to do first.’ Ada said.
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Chapter Eight


ow good are you at climbing trees?’ Ada asked Emily. They were standing outside the door to the Even-More-Secret Garden.


‘Quite good,’ said Emily uncertainly.


‘Climbing trees is one of my favourite things,’ said Ada. ‘I think I inherited a sense of balance and a head for heights from my mother. She was a tightrope walker from Thessalonika.’ Ada opened her locket and showed Emily the miniature painting inside.


‘You look just like her!’ Emily exclaimed.


Ada smiled, then closed the locket and pointed to a tree beside the high wall. ‘This tree is perfect,’ she said. ‘Just follow me and copy everything I do.’


‘I’ll try,’ said Emily.


She had taken off her watercolour box and put down her portfolio, to make it easier to climb, but 
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she had a pencil behind one ear and a folded sheet of paper in her pocket. 


Ada climbed up the tree, finding hand- and foot-holds as she went. Emily followed gingerly. Up in the branches, Ada selected one that reached over the wall into the Even-More-Secret Garden and crawled along it.


Emily inched along behind her, until the branch spread out into lots of smaller branches with large green leaves and spiky horse 
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chestnuts.


‘Spreading chestnut trees are the most fun  to climb,’ Ada told Emily, who was holding on tight and trying not to look down. Ada parted  the leaves in front of them.


‘Look!’ she said.


‘I can’t!’ said Emily.


Below was a small square garden of gravel beds dotted with large smooth pebbles. Unlike the other gardens they’d 

chestnuts.
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explored, the Even-More-Secret Garden was spectacularly neat and tidy.


At the centre of the garden was an elegant building of wrought iron and glass with a small wooden sign beside it that read ‘The Greenhouse of Harmony’. Looking down from the overhanging branch, Ada could see through the glass roof. Inside the greenhouse were large pots containing strange plants with colourful leaves and exotic fruit hanging down in clusters.


Ada saw something else, and gasped. It was as she’d suspected. 


‘I don’t think I’ve got your head for heights,’ said Emily, turning green.


‘Can I borrow your 
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At the centre of the garden was an elegant building of wrought iron and glass with a small wooden sign beside it that read ‘The Greenhouse of Harmony’. Looking down from the overhanging branch, Ada could see through the glass roof. Inside the greenhouse were large pots containing strange plants with colourful leaves and exotic fruit hanging down in clusters.
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pencil and paper then?’ asked Ada.


‘If you can reach them,’ said Emily, ‘I’d rather not let go of this branch.’


Ada took the pencil from behind Emily’s ear and the paper from her pocket and unfolded it. Then she turned her attention back to the Greenhouse of Harmony and the two figures she had spotted sitting inside.


They were great apes, with dark brown faces and beautiful orange-brown fur. Both were neatly and fashionably dressed. Ada sketched both of them carefully and was just folding the paper up to put back in Emily’s pocket when she heard a key rattling in a lock. She stayed very still as, below, the door to the Even-More-Secret Garden opened and Maltravers entered, pushing a wooden wheelbarrow. Approaching the greenhouse, he took his keys and unlocked the glass door.


‘The Wildman of Putney and the Wife of Barnes,’ Maltravers said, in his thin, wheedling voice, ‘just look at you! Those west-London 
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intellectual weavers who rescued you certainly have excellent taste in clothes. They should fetch a pretty penny at the Gormless market.’


He reached out and took the Wildman of Putney’s top hat, trying it on for size before dropping it into the wheelbarrow.


‘I’m sure you weren’t this well dressed when  the intellectual weavers found you in that travelling circus.’ He untied the Wife of Barnes’s bonnet and pulled the shawl from her shoulders. She looked up at him with sad but kindly eyes.


‘I’m surprised the weavers let you come.’ Maltravers laughed unpleasantly as he took the rest of their clothes and piled them in the wheelbarrow. ‘But then a personal invitation from 
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the  famous Lord Goth is very persuasive, I find.’


He reached into the pocket of the Wildman of Putney’s embroidered waistcoat, took out a gilt-edged card and placed it in the pocket of his own waistcoat.


Then the indoor gamekeeper wheeled the barrow out of the greenhouse and locked the  door behind him. 


Ada waited until she was sure he had gone, before inching back along the branch, helping Emily each step of the way.


Finally, when they were safely on the ground, Ada 

the  famous Lord Goth is very persuasive, I find.’
He reached into the pocket of the Wildman of Putney’s embroidered waistcoat, took out a gilt-edged card and placed it in the pocket of his own waistcoat.
Then the indoor gamekeeper wheeled the barrow out of the greenhouse and locked the  door behind him. 
Ada waited until she was sure he had gone, before inching back along the branch, helping Emily each step of the way.
Finally, when they were safely on the ground, Ada 








*The three-piece suit of armour was specially made for the 1st Lord Goth by his blacksmith and features a single body piece and two helmets, both of which are decoys to prevent the wearer getting his head cut off. 
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showed Emily her drawing. ‘I suspected that Maltravers had something locked up in the Even-More-Secret Garden,’ Ada said triumphantly. ‘And if I’m right, he’s planning to use these poor creatures in the indoor hunt on Saturday.’ 


‘That’s very good, considering you were up a tree,’ said Emily, putting the drawing in her portfolio with her watercolour paintings, ‘but now you must go and tell your father about this terrible situation.’


When they got back to the Venetian terrace they found William by the Byzantine windows. He was the colour of white stucco plaster as he stepped away from the wall.


‘I’ve been following Maltravers all day,’ he told them, ‘blending in and trying to get 
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hold of those keys of his, but they’re chained to his waistcoat, which he never takes off. I followed him to the kitchen garden, where he pulled up carrots, and then all the way to a secret walled garden. Funny thing is, he went in with an empty wheelbarrow and came out with it full of clothes . . . When I left him he was pulling up floorboards in one of the empty rooms in the broken wing . . . What on earth is he up to?’


‘Put on some clothes,’ said Emily, rolling her eyes, ‘and we’ll tell you.’


Just then there was a loud bang from across  the lawn.


Ada and the others turned to see Lord Goth speeding past the rockery in the distance. He was riding his hobby horse Pegasus and had a smoking blunderbuss in his hand. Behind him several of the Alpine gnomes perched high on the rocks had lost their heads. Lord Goth gained speed as he rounded the corner of the rockery and sped along the front of the west wing towards the steps to the 
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portico, gravel flying up from the spinning wheels. Reaching the steps, he dismounted and threw the hobby horse aside.


‘If I’m quick I can catch him at his study door!’ Ada exclaimed as she dashed into the house. ‘See you tomorrow at breakfast!’ she called over her shoulder.


Ada ran up the west staircase, along the first corridor and around the corner where the 1st Lord Goth’s three-piece suit of armour* stood. There, coming from the opposite direction, up the grand staircase, was her father. Ada stopped when she saw the expression on Lord Goth’s face. It was a mixture of shock and surprise and sadness as he 
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looked into her eyes. Then his gaze travelled from her face down to her slippered feet, and his expression darkened.


‘Father!’ Ada began, ‘I’m so sorry to disturb you like this but I’ve got to tell you about—’


‘Ada,’ Lord Goth interrupted her in his quiet but elegant voice, ‘you have disappointed me.’


‘But, Father,’ Ada protested, ‘Maltravers—’


‘Ada!’ Lord Goth interrupted her again, his voice even quieter and more elegant. ‘It is one of my closely held beliefs that children should be heard and not seen.’


‘I know, Father, but—’ Ada began.
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‘And yet I didn’t hear you because you are not wearing the boots I gave you!’


‘I know, Father, I’m sorry.  I forgot—’


‘Forgot?’ echoed Lord Goth, striding past Ada and grasping the doorknob to his study. ‘Forgot? Do my wishes mean so little to you? Next you’ll be telling me you’ve been up on the rooftops.’


Ada’s cheeks coloured and she stared down at her black leather pumps. Lord Goth avoided looking at her as he pushed his study door open and stepped inside.


‘Whatever you have to say to me,’ he said as a quiet and elegant parting shot, ‘you can say to me over tea in the long gallery the week after next.’


The door to his study clicked shut. Ada turned and walked slowly back down the corridor towards her own room. Next week would be too late. The indoor hunt was the day after tomorrow, on Saturday night. She thought about the poor creatures that Maltravers had tricked into coming –  
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the Siren Sesta and the harpies, Mr Omalos and Hamish, the Wildman and his wife – all of them locked up by the indoor gamekeeper, and all of them about to be chased through the rooms of the broken wing by Lord Goth’s country-house guests.


She thought of Maltravers in his room in the Sensible Folly, the five-pound note in the strongbox under the truckle bed and the letter pinned to the wall . . .


‘. . . Hansel and Gretel are looking forward to their big night! Yours in anticipation, Rupert von Hellsung.’ 


Ada shivered. Hansel and Gretel? Whatever Maltravers was planning, it didn’t sound like a 
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normal indoor hunt.


She reached the grand staircase and was about to cross the landing and go to her room when a dark shape soundlessly descended the banister.


‘Miss Goth,’ said a soft-toned voice with the hint of a foreign accent, ‘so we meet at last.’

normal indoor hunt.
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Chapter Nine


da looked up. The dark shape stepped lightly off the banister and on to the landing.


Ada’s new governess held out  a white hand which Ada shook.  It felt ice cold.


‘Pleased to meet you,’ said Ada.


‘You can call me Lucy,’ said the governess. ‘I’d like us to be friends.’


Ada smiled uncertainly and wondered how  long this particular governess would  stay at Ghastly- Gorm Hall.


‘Come up to the schoolroom,’ said Lucy,  ‘and we can get acquainted.’


‘Isn’t it a little late?’ asked Ada. The sun  
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was setting and the shadows were lengthening outside.


‘It’s never too late to get acquainted,’ said Lucy in a lilting voice. She climbed back on to the banister and held out an ice-cold hand to Ada.


‘Besides, when you get to know me, you’ll realize that I’m more of a night person.’


Ada took Lucy’s hand and climbed up on to the banister next to her. Lucy tapped the banister  with the sharp-tipped black umbrella she was carrying in her other hand and they began to slide upwards.


‘How did you do that?’ asked Ada, astonished, as they got to 

was setting and the shadows were lengthening outside.
‘It’s never too late to get acquainted,’ said Lucy in a lilting voice. She climbed back on to the banister and held out an ice-cold hand to Ada.
‘Besides, when you get to know me, you’ll realize that I’m more of a night person.’
Ada took Lucy’s hand and climbed up on to the banister next to her. Lucy tapped the banister  with the sharp-tipped black umbrella she was carrying in her other hand and they began to slide upwards.
‘How did you do that?’ asked Ada, astonished, as they got to 








*Vampires are notoriously difficult to kill – a stake through the heart will turn a vampire to dust, a sharpened stick through the heart will turn him to pebble-sized rubble, while a really sharp pencil through the heart will turn him to recyclable cardboard.
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the top of the grand staircase.


‘It’s an old governess trick,’ said Lucy, with a smile that reminded Ada of an old painting she’d once seen. ‘And I’m a very old governess.’


‘You are?’ said Ada, intrigued. 


They got down from the banister and entered the schoolroom.


‘Yes,’ said Lucy, ‘I’m over three hundred years old.’


The school room was in the dome of Ghastly-Gorm Hall and was big and circular with an opening in the middle. The ceiling was covered in pictures of fat babies with wings, plump ladies in flowing robes and an angry-looking man who appeared to be chasing a swan. On one side of the 
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dome was Ada’s school desk and on the opposite side was the desk of the governess. They both faced the wall, but sound carried so well there that all one of them had to do was whisper and the other could hear her perfectly.


Ada followed Lucy through a small door and up the stone steps of a spiral staircase. Opening the door at the top, Lucy was about to usher Ada inside when a startled looking ornamental deer darted out of the room and clip-clopped down the stairs. 


‘Come in, Ada,’ said Lucy. ‘Please, sit down.’


Ada sat on a low chair by the dressing table. On the 
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dressing table was a mirror covered by a black handkerchief, a hatpin and what looked like a glass of blood.


Lucy sat down on the bed. At her feet was the large black carpet bag that Ada had seen her carrying the night before.


‘Perhaps I’d better explain,’ said Lucy.


Outside, a pale white moon had risen above Ghastly-Gorm Hall, bathing the rooftops in a silvery light.


‘You see, I am a vampire.’


Ada nodded even though she wasn’t quite sure what a vampire was.


‘I was once an Italian princess in the beautiful hill town of Cortona. I spent a lot of my time sitting 
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on a balcony with a needle and thread, mending tights while young men played lute and sang to me from the courtyard below.


‘Every so often one of the young men would try to climb up to the balcony and would ladder his tights, and I would feel obliged to mend them for him.’


Lucy smiled and a faraway look came into her eyes as she gazed out of the window at the full moon.


‘Happy days,’ she said softly.


Then she frowned, ‘One day, a handsome Hungarian 
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horsehair bow and which made a noise like a sobbing cat. I must admit I was caught off guard by this dashing nobleman.


‘So one moonlit night, very much like this one, I let Count Vlad the fiddler climb up to my balcony after he had played to me. I was young and foolish and he wore chainmail leggings that protected his tights, so I let him take me in his arms.


‘It was a fatal mistake. You see, he was a vampire* and, instead of kissing me, he bit me on the neck and turned me into a vampire like himself.’


‘Did it hurt?’ said Ada,  wide-eyed.


‘No, not really,’ said Lucy. ‘Just sort of  tickled, although I think that was mainly his moustache . . . Anyway I was so cross I pushed him off the balcony 
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and he landed on a wooden rose trellis below and crumbled to dust. Like a stake through the heart but more decorative.’ She smiled ruefully.


‘Well, I soon found out how awkward it is being a vampire – staying out of daylight, only drinking blood, wearing black all the time . . .’


‘Black suits you,’ said Ada. Being a vampire didn’t sound like much fun, she thought, but Lucy Borgia seemed quite matter-of-fact about it.


‘Thank you,’ said Lucy. ‘But after what happened to me I wouldn’t dream of drinking human blood, so I feed on animals mostly and the occasional flightless bird. I don’t harm them, of course,’ she added, then pointed to the glass on the dressing table. ‘Would you mind?’


‘Not at all,’ said Ada, passing the glass to the governess. 


Lucy took a sip and closed her eyes.


‘Ornamental deer’s blood – delicious!’ she put the glass back down and kicked off her slippers. ‘So I took a gap century – a hundred years or so 
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of wandering around trying to think of something to do. Finally I decided that what I really wanted to do was teach. So I became a governess.  A duelling governess, to be precise.’


‘A duelling governess?’ said Ada, who thought this sounded even more exciting than being a three-hundred-year-old vampire.


‘Here, I’ll show you,’ said Lucy, jumping lightly to her feet and opening her carpet bag.


Inside were rows of velvet trays which folded out on silver hinges, like the inside of a jewellery box. Cushioned on the velvet was a glittering array of 
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beautiful umbrella tips. Lucy reached over and picked up her umbrella. She turned it over in her hand, expertly unscrewed the tip and selected a replacement. She twisted the new tip into place with a flick of her wrist and held the umbrella up.


‘Sterling silver,’ she said, ‘perfect for duelling with a werewolf.’


She twirled the umbrella skilfully and replaced the tip with another.


‘Polished bronze,’ she told Ada, ‘ideal for fencing with a minotaur.’


The umbrella whirred in her hand again.


‘Ancient amethyst – just the thing for crossing swords with a mummified pharaoh, and my personal favourite . . .’


She selected a long thin spike from a velvet tray and fixed it to the end of her umbrella.


‘. . . polished driftwood for deterring a sabre-rattling vampire pirate.’


Lucy sprang back and forth on tiptoe, the umbrella held out before her in one outstretched 
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hand, the other on her hip.


‘With the right umbrella,’ she told Ada, ‘you can  fight off any threat,  confront any danger  and . . .’ she flicked the handle and the umbrella opened, ‘stay dry at the same time!’


Ada’s eyes sparkled as she looked at the umbrella and the velvet trays.


‘I don’t suppose,’ she said, ‘you’ve got anything for dealing with an  indoor gamekeeper?’
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Chapter Ten


t felt good to talk to Lucy Borgia and tell her all about Maltravers, and when at last Ada slid down the banister and tiptoed back to her room she was feeling much happier.


Climbing into bed, Ada was just about to blow out the candle when she heard a familiar little sigh. Ishmael, the ghost of a mouse, was standing in the middle of the Anatolian carpet twinkling palely in the candle light.


‘It isn’t much fun,’ he said sadly, ‘drifting about aimlessly, appearing and disappearing in the middle of the night like this . . . I don’t seem to have any control over my own movements.’


‘You poor thing,’ said Ada sympathetically.
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*The overly ornate fountain started as a simple horse trough but got added to by visiting sculptors, each trying to outdo the others. Finally they were made to stop when their creations took up so much space there was hardly any room for the water. 
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She realized guiltily that she hadn’t thought about Ishmael all day.


He shook his head, ‘I was a mouse of action, you 
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see. I’m just not suited to being a ghost, floating and haunting, appearing and disappearing . . .’


Ishmael floated over to the eight-poster bed and looked up at Ada.


‘This evening, when I appeared, the sun was  just going down and the sunset was so beautiful  I just wanted to float off into it and go towards the light . . .’


‘Why didn’t you?’ asked Ada. She hated to see Ishmael so sad. 


He shrugged. ‘I don’t know,’ he said. ‘I just couldn’t. It’s as if something was holding me  back . . . keeping me here . . .’


‘Why don’t you tell me one of your tales?’ said Ada. She was pleased to see Ishmael brighten and become less transparent.


‘Well, I could tell you about my voyage to the land of the Lilliputbugs . . .’ he began.


Ada lay back against her gigantic pillow and closed her eyes.
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When she woke, a thin shaft of sunlight was shining through a chink in the curtains and the great-uncle clock on the mantelpiece was chiming half past eight. Ada climbed out of bed and went into her dressing room. Her Friday clothes were a Somerset bonnet, a Wessex shawl and a Norfolk frock with an embroidered meadow-flower hem. Ada was careful to put on her big clumpy boots to please her father. Then she went to the short gallery to meet Emily and William for breakfast. 


‘There aren’t any soft boiled eggs or soldiers,’ said William looking at the embroidered flowers on Ada’s frock. ‘Ruby 
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says Mrs Beat’em has got everyone working on the grand dinner this evening.’


‘That’s just what I want to tell you about,’ said Ada, ignoring the three trays of rolled herring in marmalade sauce. ‘My new governess . . .’


‘You’ve got a new governess?’ exclaimed Emily. Her face fell. ‘Does that mean you won’t be able to spend time with us now?’


‘That’s just it,’ said Ada, taking Emily’s hand and squeezing it. ‘Lucy Borgia is a night person –  our lessons will be after dark – so we can still sketch and explore during the day.’


‘Did you tell your 
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father about Maltravers and those poor creatures?’ asked Emily.


‘I tried but he wouldn’t listen,’ said Ada. ‘Tonight is Friday, and the guests for the bicycle race and indoor hunt will be arriving this afternoon. But it’s going to be all right,’ she continued brightly, ‘because Lucy promised that she would speak to him herself, at the grand dinner tonight. She said that what Maltravers has done is cruel and dishonest and that she isn’t the least bit afraid of him. Lucy Borgia is a duelling governess, you know.’
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‘A duelling governess!’ said William, turning cornflower-blue. He sounded impressed. ‘What’s a duelling governess?’


So, over breakfast of cold lettuce toast, Ada told William and Emily all about Lucy Borgia.


When she had finished, Emily closed the portfolio. She’d been looking through the watercolours of the creatures she’d painted as Ada talked.


‘Well, I must say, that is quite a relief,’ she said. ‘I don’t think a beautiful creature like a Siren should be used in an indoor hunt, even if she is released afterwards,’ she went on. ‘And that goes for the other creatures as well.’


‘That’s just what Lucy said,’ Ada told Emily. ‘And I’m sure 

‘A duelling governess!’ said William, turning cornflower-blue. He sounded impressed. ‘What’s a duelling governess?’
So, over breakfast of cold lettuce toast, Ada told William and Emily all about Lucy Borgia.
When she had finished, Emily closed the portfolio. She’d been looking through the watercolours of the creatures she’d painted as Ada talked.
‘Well, I must say, that is quite a relief,’ she said. ‘I don’t think a beautiful creature like a Siren should be used in an indoor hunt, even if she is released afterwards,’ she went on. ‘And that goes for the other creatures as well.’
‘That’s just what Lucy said,’ Ada told Emily. ‘And I’m sure 








161

161






	  		



























my father will listen to her, because she’s a grown-up.’


‘Three hundred years old,’ said William, turning the exact same green as his half-eaten toast.


‘Will you come to the Attic Club and show us what she teaches you?’ he asked, his eyes lighting up. ‘Umbrella fencing sounds fascinating, and very practical if it rains . . .’


Their minds at rest, the children spent the day playing carpet bowls in the long gallery and skittles on the Venetian terrace, painting landscapes in the dear-deer park and sailing paper boats in the overly ornamental fountain*.


Most of all, they avoided places where they might have run into Maltravers. Ada didn’t want to give the indoor gamekeeper any warning 

my father will listen to her, because she’s a grown-up.’
‘Three hundred years old,’ said William, turning the exact same green as his half-eaten toast.
‘Will you come to the Attic Club and show us what she teaches you?’ he asked, his eyes lighting up. ‘Umbrella fencing sounds fascinating, and very practical if it rains . . .’
Their minds at rest, the children spent the day playing carpet bowls in the long gallery and skittles on the Venetian terrace, painting landscapes in the dear-deer park and sailing paper boats in the overly ornamental fountain*.
Most of all, they avoided places where they might have run into Maltravers. Ada didn’t want to give the indoor gamekeeper any warning 








162

162






	  		






















before the grand dinner that night. She was sure Lord Goth would be very angry when he found out that Maltravers hadn’t been hatching miniature drawing-room pheasants for the indoor hunt all this time. Instead he had been up to no good, and William had given Ada the evidence to prove it . . . 


‘Maltravers has gone to a lot of trouble,’ said William, as his paper boat sank in the overly ornamental fountain for the third time, ‘He must have wanted this year’s indoor hunt to be extra special.’


‘Probably just showing off,’ said Emily, dipping her water jar in the water.


‘I’m not so sure,’ said Ada, thinking of those five-pound notes, ‘But the important thing is that 
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Lucy Borgia’s going to tell my father and he’ll put a stop to it,’ she said firmly. ‘After all, if word got out that the guests of Ghastly-Gorm Hall were being chained up and imprisoned, then nobody would come to his country house parties ever again.’


Just then there was the sound of carriage wheels scrunching on gravel, and Ada, Emily and William looked up to see a line of grand carriages coming through the gates and approaching the house down the drive.


‘Speaking of guests,’ said William, turning the colour of a ridiculously rococo stone mermaid – that is to say, very pale, ‘here they come now.’


The carriages swept past the overly ornate fountain and drew up in front of the portico steps. The front door of Ghastly-Gorm Hall opened and Lord Goth stepped out, followed by Maltravers. 


In the first carriage, an elegant four-seater, was Lady George, the Duchess of Devon, and her companion Tristram Shandygentleman. They 
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were Lord Goth’s oldest friends and came to his house party every year. 


Lord Goth greeted them warmly and ushered them inside together with the three portly Dalmatians that had been riding with them in their carriage. 


The next vehicle, a scruffy-looking buggy 
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with holes in the roof, contained the party poets, Molebridge and O’Quincy. They argued with each other all the time but they never missed a country house party.


Lord Goth shook them both by the hand, only for the poets to get into a heated discussion about who should go after whom through the door.


Behind the party poets’ carriage was an open-topped cart pulled by two shire horses. It contained Dr Jensen, the cleverest man in England, and his biographer, MacDuff. 


Ada had never heard Dr Jensen say a word. He wore dark spectacles and enormous tartan trousers. MacDuff was extremely skinny and did all the talking. He carried a long-handled club with him at all times because of his morbid fear of red squirrels.


With great effort Dr Jensen climbed down out of the cart and brushed straw from his enormous trousers before silently shaking Lord Goth’s hand.
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MacDuff followed, telling Lord Goth something very clever Dr Jensen had just said to him. When they had gone inside Lord Goth came down the steps to greet the occupant of the next carriage.


This was a single-seater donkey trap belonging to Martin Puzzlewit, the radical cartoonist.


He had white hair and a frown and always wore boxing gloves, even when he was drawing, so that he’d always be ready for a fight.


Fortunately this was seldom necessary because no one could ever understand his cartoons well enough to take offence. Lord Goth tried to shake hands but found it impossible, so patted the  radical cartoonist on the back instead before turning to the last carriage, which had just drawn up. 


This was a magnificent coach of Bavarian pine, with a pair of stag’s antlers mounted at the front and back. It was pulled by a team of six prancing Austrian show ponies in crimson livery. The door 
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to the coach opened and a set of crimson velvet steps descended to the ground. A slender arm reached out, and Lord Goth gallantly took the black-gloved hand that appeared before him and kissed it. There was a girlish giggle from inside the coach and a slim, elegant young woman stepped out. She was dressed in a black jacket with  a lace ruff-collar and a black  striped skirt.


‘Mary Shellfish, lady novelist,’ she said, ‘I’m delighted to make your acquaintance, Lord Goth – I’m a great admirer of your poetry.’


Lord Goth let go of Mary Shellfish’s hand and gave a small bow.


‘The pleasure is all mine,’ he said in a quiet yet elegant voice. Mary Shellfish held up a leather-bound book in a black-gloved hand.


‘This is a copy of my bestselling novel,’ she simpered, ‘entitled The Monster, or, Prometheus Misbehaves. Perhaps  

to the coach opened and a set of crimson velvet steps descended to the ground. A slender arm reached out, and Lord Goth gallantly took the black-gloved hand that appeared before him and kissed it. There was a girlish giggle from inside the coach and a slim, elegant young woman stepped out. She was dressed in a black jacket with  a lace ruff-collar and a black  striped skirt.
‘Mary Shellfish, lady novelist,’ she said, ‘I’m delighted to make your acquaintance, Lord Goth – I’m a great admirer of your poetry.’
Lord Goth let go of Mary Shellfish’s hand and gave a small bow.
‘The pleasure is all mine,’ he said in a quiet yet elegant voice. Mary Shellfish held up a leather-bound book in a black-gloved hand.
‘This is a copy of my bestselling novel,’ she simpered, ‘entitled The Monster, or, Prometheus Misbehaves. Perhaps  








*The Gravy Rocket is a miniature version of the famous steam engine the Salad Rocket, which was used to transport carrots and cabbages from Norfolk to London until it crashed into the Mayonnaise Express just outside the little town of Coleslaw. 
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you’ve heard of it.’


But before Lord Goth could reply a great white seabird swooped down from the sky. Snatching the book from Mary Shellfish’s hand, the  seabird flew off  with it in its long yellow beak and disappeared over the rooftops.


‘You told me your novel was popular,’ said a deep voice from the depths of the coach, ‘but this is ridiculous.’


Moments later a tall figure in a broad-brimmed hat and a black bearskin cape emerged from the coach. He had blue eyes the colour of ice, a long thin moustache that was waxed to 
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needle points at its ends and a large jaw that jutted out when he  spoke.


Mary Shellfish blushed and gave a girlish giggle.


‘This is Rupert von Hellsung,’ she told Lord Goth. ‘My carriage broke a spoke a few miles back and Herr von Hellsung rescued me by the roadside. Imagine my surprise and delight when we discovered that we were both your guests, Lord Goth.’


Lord Goth raised an eyebrow and Ada could tell that he didn’t remember inviting a Rupert von Hellsung to his country house party but was too polite to say so.
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stepped forward.


‘I believe Herr von Hellsung is the hobby-horse champion of Munich, my lord,’ he said in his thin, wheedling voice.


‘Indeed?’ said Lord Goth, with an elegant smile. ‘Welcome to Ghastly-Gorm Hall,’ he said, shaking Rupert von Hellsung’s  hand. ‘Dinner  is at eight.’
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Chapter Eleven


da clumped up the stairs and along the corridor to her room. She hoped her father could hear her, because she had hated disappointing him by not wearing the big, clumpy boots the day before. But everything was going to be all right, she told herself as she pushed open her bedroom door. Lucy 
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Borgia would see to that. Ada had only known her for one day, but already she was beginning to think she might be the best governess she’d ever had.


Dinner was at eight and Ada knew that she would be expected to sit quietly at the end of the steam-engine dining table and listen to the brilliant conversation of Lord Goth’s distinguished guests. None of the guests ever talked to Ada though, because she was just a child and couldn’t possibly have anything interesting to say, and besides, they were too busy thinking up brilliant things to say themselves. Ada wished that Emily and William had been invited to the grand dinner.


Ada went into her dressing room and found her Friday-evening clothes laid out on the Dalmatian divan. There was a satin gown of midnight blue, a pair of 
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black elbow-length gloves embroidered with stars and a crescent-moon tiara with a swan-feather clasp.


Ada put on the gown and gloves and then pinned up her hair and put on the tiara. She looked down. On the floor next to the divan, instead of her big clumpy boots, there was a pair of elegant black slippers with clicketty-clack heels.


Ada smiled. 


On special occasions Ada was allowed to wear less noisy shoes, and the grand dinner before the 
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metaphorical bicycle race and indoor hunt was a special occasion.


Ada put on the slippers and did a little twirl in front of the big looking glass. An appreciative growl came from the depths of the closet.


Ada gave a little curtsy and went down to dinner.


The dining room of Ghastly-Gorm Hall was in the east wing. It had tall windows with fine views over the dear-deer park along one side. Along the other wall was an indoor viaduct, which led from a Corinthian serving hatch by the door to the long dining-room table in the centre of the room and back again.


A model railway track led out of the serving hatch, along the viaduct and around the table. The track came from the kitchens of Ghastly-Gorm Hall, and a small steam engine called the Gravy Rocket* ran along it. On special occasions this was used to carry Mrs Beat’em’s dishes up to the 
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guests, who could help themselves to whatever caught their fancy as the steam engine chugged slowly passed. After completing a circuit of the table the Gravy Rocket would trundle back to the kitchens to be refilled by the waiting kitchen maids, ready for the next course.


When Ada got to the dining room, the Gravy Rocket’s whistle could be heard in the kitchen and Lord Goth’s guests were taking their places at the table. Ada sat down at her place at the end.


Dr Jensen was throwing bread rolls at Martin Puzzlewit, who was angrily knocking them away with his boxing gloves. At the head of the table Lord Goth smiled quietly and elegantly and pulled the bell rope beside his chair. A few moments later the steam engine, which had been designed and built for Lord Goth by the son of an engineer called Stephenson, came chugging through the Corinthian serving 

guests, who could help themselves to whatever caught their fancy as the steam engine chugged slowly passed. After completing a circuit of the table the Gravy Rocket would trundle back to the kitchens to be refilled by the waiting kitchen maids, ready for the next course.
When Ada got to the dining room, the Gravy Rocket’s whistle could be heard in the kitchen and Lord Goth’s guests were taking their places at the table. Ada sat down at her place at the end.
Dr Jensen was throwing bread rolls at Martin Puzzlewit, who was angrily knocking them away with his boxing gloves. At the head of the table Lord Goth smiled quietly and elegantly and pulled the bell rope beside his chair. A few moments later the steam engine, which had been designed and built for Lord Goth by the son of an engineer called Stephenson, came chugging through the Corinthian serving 








180

180






	  		
































hatch by the door and along the indoor viaduct.


As Ada watched, Stephenson’s son’s Gravy Rocket rounded a bend and wobbled past her on to the dining-room table. Everyone served themselves as it went past.


The steam engine trundled back on to the viaduct and headed towards the Corinthian serving hatch. The sounds of chugging and rattling faded briefly into the distance before growing louder again. With a tooting whistle the Gravy Rocket re-emerged from the hatch and rattled towards the table, its carriages  refilled with steaming dishes.


As it rolled by, Dr Jensen threw a rhubarb and duck flan at Martin Puzzlewit, which hit him on the forehead.


‘As Dr Jensen says, when a man’s tired of rhubarb, he’s tired of life . . .’ said MacDuff as the cartoonist shook his gloved fist at him.


‘I might not be good at drawing hands, but I can draw really big noses!’ Puzzlewit raged. 
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*Rupert von Hellsung’s hunting lodge, the Sinister Schloss, is located in the spooky forests of the Bavarian Alps. As well as the heads of stags, boars and bears on the walls, Von Hellsung also keeps a stuffed English hedgehog called Mrs Tiggiewinkle in a glass case by the door.
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‘You just wait and see . . .’


Ada sank down in her seat. This was a typical dinner, with food fights and arguments and nobody listening to anyone else.


She looked out through one of the tall windows. The sun had set and the full moon was shining down on the dear-deer park. The ornamental Chinese deer cast moon shadows in the silvery light.


Ada looked over her shoulder at the door to the dining room.


Where was Lucy Borgia? she thought anxiously.


Lord Goth was sitting back in his chair with a bored expression on his face as the Duchess of Devon told a story about one of her overweight Dalmatian hounds using her carriage to chase cats. The steam engine rattled past and headed back to the kitchen.


Just then, the door opened and Lucy Borgia entered the room.


Dr Jensen was flicking spoonfuls of apple-
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and-bacon trifle at Martin Puzzlewit, who was swinging at him with his boxing gloves while MacDuff told Mary Shellfish and Tristram Shandygentleman what Dr Jensen had said about lobsters. 


None of the guests paid any attention to the white-faced woman dressed in black as she strode up to Lord Goth. Stopping by his chair, she tapped him lightly on 
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the shoulder with her umbrella.


At that moment, the Gravy Rocket returned fully laden from the kitchen. It steamed along the indoor viaduct and set off across the table.


Ada sat up in her chair.


‘Lord Goth, there is something I must tell you . . .’ Lucy Borgia said in a clear voice.


At that moment Martin Puzzlewit swung his fist at Dr Jensen on the other side of the table and hit a carriage carrying a generous pile of snails steamed in their shells and a large sauce boat. The snails went everywhere, while the sauce boat flew through the air, spattering the guests with warm pungent butter as it did so.


As Ada watched the sauce hit Lucy Borgia, who recoiled in horror.


‘No-o-o-o-o!’ she screamed as she turned and fled from the room.


For a moment nobody spoke.


MacDuff picked up a napkin and wiped his face.
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‘As Dr Jensen says, when a man is tired of garlic butter, he is tired of life.’
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Chapter Twelve


obody noticed Ada leave the dining room. They were too busy throwing food at each other and arguing at the top of their voices.


Ada hurried up the grand staircase, her heels clicketty-clacking on the steps as she did so. When she reached Lucy Borgia’s room she found her governess lying motionless on the bed.


She was wearing a black slip, and her black dress lay crumpled in the corner.


‘I’m sorry, Ada,’ she said weakly, ‘I failed you . . . but the garlic . . . it is poison to vampires . . .’


‘It was an accident,’ said Ada. ‘You did your best.’


‘Please, take that away from here. The smell . . .’ Lucy pointed to her black dress. ‘At least the garlic didn’t touch my umbrella . . .’


Ada picked up the dress.


‘Now I must rest,’ said Lucy, closing her eyes, 
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‘to regain my strength. I’m afraid it is up to you now, Ada. You must stop Maltravers and rescue those poor creatures!’


Ada left Lucy’s room and slid down the banister. Reaching the first-floor landing, she saw a familiar, flickering glow.


‘Ishmael,’ she said, noting how extra see-through the ghost of a mouse looked, ‘what’s wrong?’


‘I’ve just come from the broken wing,’ said Ishmael, his whiskers trembling, ‘where I overheard Maltravers talking to one of your father’s guests.’


‘Which one?’ asked Ada, getting down from the banister and walking with Ishmael along the corridor to her room.


‘Cruel eyes, pointy moustache,  big chin . . .’ said the mouse.  ‘I didn’t like him.’


‘Von Hellsung,’ said Ada, entering her enormous bedroom and closing the door behind her.


Ishmael stood on the Anatolian carpet and 
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looked up at her with wide  eyes.


‘They’ve got it all planned out. Tomorrow night, for the indoor hunt, Maltravers has laid out a route through the broken wing that leads up to the rooftops.’


‘The rooftops?’ said Ada, puzzled. ‘But my father wouldn’t have agreed to that. He never goes up to the rooftops, not since the night my mother . . .’ she 
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paused.


‘The man with the cruel eyes laughed and said that that way none of them could escape.’ Ishmael shuddered. ‘He said that the heads would look splendid on the wall of his hunting lodge in Bavaria*.’


‘The heads?’ said Ada, sitting down on the edge of her eight-poster bed. ‘This is even worse than I had imagined . . .’


‘That’s what I thought,’ said Ishmael. ‘What 
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shall we do?’


Ada kicked off the slippers with the clicketty-clack heels and slipped on her black pumps.


‘There’s only one thing we can do . . .’ she said thoughtfully.


‘And what’s that?’ asked Ishmael. 


Ada’s green eyes sparkled. ‘Call a meeting of the Attic Club!’ she said.


The next morning Ada overslept. It was Saturday, the day of the annual metaphorical bicycle race and indoor hunt. Poor Ada had been up half the night.


She climbed out of bed and went into her dressing room, where she found her Saturday clothes laid out on the Dalmatian divan. She got dressed quickly in the crimson velvet jacket with gold buttons and the white damask dress, together with the dark green cape, and picked up the pearl-handled umbrella next to it.


Ignoring her big clumpy boots, Ada put on her black leather pumps and slipped quietly out of the 
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room as the great-uncle clock on the mantelpiece struck twelve.


Outside in the warm sunshine, the runners and riders were lining up for the start of the annual metaphorical bicycle race around the specially designed hobby-horse racecourse.


On your toes . . .  get wet . . .’


BANG!


Maltravers fired the starting pistol in the air and the kitchen maids screamed as the runners and riders set off.
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Round the first bend, Lady George and Tristram on Hoity-Toit were in the lead, followed closely by Lord Goth on Pegasus, the poets Molebridge and O’Quincy on Beige Beauty and Tam O’Shanty side by side, then Dr Jensen and MacDuff on Trojan with Mary Shellfish on Jilly C., and  Martin Puzzlewit on Scribble bringing up the  rear.


Up the Hill of Ambition, Hoity-Toit,  Beige Beauty and Tam O’Shanty slipped back  on the muddy path, and Lord Goth took the  lead.


Down the other side, Dr Jensen rapidly gained speed, Trojan knocking Beige Beauty and  Tam O’Shanty out of the way and sending the  two poets head first into the Pond of Introspection.
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On the Gravel Path of Conceit, Lady George  lost a shoe and Tristram fell off the back of  the tandem and tore his shirt cuff.


Racing towards the Slough of Despond,  the remaining riders rapidly slowed as the  wheels of their hobby horses got clogged  with mud. Dr Jensen scooped up a handful  and hurled it at Martin Puzzlewit behind  him. With a high-pitched scream of outrage,  the radical cartoonist fell off Scribble  and sank up to his middle in a slurry-filled  puddle.


Three riders now remained as the race reached  the Avenue of Outrageous Fortune: Dr Jensen, shaking the mud from the hems of his huge tartan trousers; Lord Goth, bespattered but elegantly determined, and Mary Shellfish, clinging on to  her hobby horse.
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As they entered the tunnel of trees, Dr Jensen swerved across Lord Goth’s path. MacDuff reached out from the basket sidecar and tried to stick his club into the spokes of Pegasus. Just in time, his legs a blur of movement, Lord Goth zigzagged away.


MacDuff’s club clattered along the trunks of the trees, dislodging several squirrels, which fell into his basket. He let out a piercing shriek and leaped into Dr Jensen’s lap, causing the doctor to steer into a tree with a resounding crash.


Lord Goth and Mary Shellfish rounded the last bend and galloped towards the finishing post neck and neck. Suddenly, swooping down out of a clear blue sky, a large seabird swooped down and dropped a lump of ice down the neck of Mary Shellfish’s Breton smock.


With an indignant yelp the distinguished lady novelist ploughed into the Chicane of Thwarted Hope and fell off her hobby horse.
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Raising his top hat in elegant triumph, Lord Goth and Pegasus cantered past the finishing post to be greeted by the cheers of the grooms and housemaids. 


Coming from the old icehouse and rounding the corner of the west wing, Ada paused. She held a portfolio in one hand and an umbrella in the other, which she used to wave to Arthur Halford. 
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The hobby-horse groom nodded in reply.


Then Ada turned and hurried across the Venetian terrace before disappearing through the Byzantine windows into Ghastly-Gorm Hall.
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Chapter Thirteen


s darkness fell over Ghastly-Gorm Hall a procession of villagers from the nearby hamlet of Gormless made their way in through the gates and down the drive. Flaming torches in  hand, they quietly filed around  the overly ornamental fountain and trooped around the side of the  west wing at the back of the house.


There, amidst the weeds and tangled undergrowth of the Back of Beyond Garden (unfinished), the crowd of villagers peered through the dusty windows of the broken wing as they waited for the indoor hunt to begin. 


Meanwhile, in the main hall of Ghastly-Gorm, Lord Goth and his guests assembled on their hobby horses.


Molebridge and O’Quincy still weren’t speaking 

Chapter Thirteen
 
s darkness fell over Ghastly-Gorm Hall a procession of villagers from the nearby hamlet of Gormless made their way in through the gates and down the drive. Flaming torches in  hand, they quietly filed around  the overly ornamental fountain and trooped around the side of the  west wing at the back of the house.
There, amidst the weeds and tangled undergrowth of the Back of Beyond Garden (unfinished), the crowd of villagers peered through the dusty windows of the broken wing as they waited for the indoor hunt to begin. 
Meanwhile, in the main hall of Ghastly-Gorm, Lord Goth and his guests assembled on their hobby horses.
Molebridge and O’Quincy still weren’t speaking 
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to each other. Sitting astride their hobby horses, holding long-handled butterfly nets, the two poets glared at each other.


On their tandem, Hoity-Toit, Lady George and Tristram shared an extra-long-handled butterfly net and were very excited.


‘I do so enjoy chasing miniature pheasant,’  Lady George was saying to Lord Goth. In the saddle behind her, Tristram nodded enthusiastically. 


‘Maltravers has just told me he has a surprise in store for us,’ said Lord Goth drily.


Although he didn’t show it, Lord Goth was delighted with his victory in the metaphorical bicycle race, and had high hopes for the indoor hunt.


‘As Dr Jensen says, when a man is tired of surprises, he’s tired of life,’ said MacDuff from his seat in the basket sidecar attached to the doctor’s hobby horse.


Dr Jensen poked Martin Puzzlewit with the 
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end of his long-handled butterfly net. The radical cartoonist gripped the handlebars of his hobby horse with his boxing-gloved fists and tried hard not be provoked.


Next to him, Mary Shellfish patted back her carefully coiffured hair and fluttered her eyelashes at Rupert von Hellsung.


‘I hope you’re not still cold,’ she said with a girlish giggle, as she looked at the ankle-length bearskin cape von Hellsung was wearing, ‘After all, this is an indoor hunt, you know.’


‘Indeed,’ said von Hellsung who, much to Lord Goth’s disappointment, had excused himself from the metaphorical bicycle race due to a sudden ‘chill’.


‘Now I am recovered, I am very much looking forward to a successful hunt,’ he said, sitting forward in the saddle of his hobby horse, the Ride of the Valkyrie.


Maltravers stepped out from behind the 
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*The Polar Explorer’s spare foot is kept in his wooden trunk and only used if absolutely necessary. At the present time, the spare foot is using the extensive knowledge of its former owner, a distinguished historian, to write footnotes to a Gothic novel. 
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Bruges tapestry, a bunch of keys in one hand and a huntsman’s horn in the other. He shook the keys theatrically.


‘I have released this year’s quarry!’ he announced. ‘Let the indoor hunt begin!’


Maltravers raised the horn to his mouth and blew hard.


Lord Goth and his guests leaped forward on their hobby horses, galloped though the doorway to the broken wing and clattered down the flight of stairs on the other side before charging down the dark cobwebby corridor beyond.


‘Tally who?’


‘Tally what?’


‘Tally where?’

Bruges tapestry, a bunch of keys in one hand and a huntsman’s horn in the other. He shook the keys theatrically.
‘I have released this year’s quarry!’ he announced. ‘Let the indoor hunt begin!’
Maltravers raised the horn to his mouth and blew hard.
Lord Goth and his guests leaped forward on their hobby horses, galloped though the doorway to the broken wing and clattered down the flight of stairs on the other side before charging down the dark cobwebby corridor beyond.
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The cries went up as they set about exploring the corridors, hallways and passages.


Maltravers, though, had left nothing to  chance.


Daubed on the walls at helpful intervals were messages with arrows that read, ‘This way’, ‘Turn left’, ‘Turn right’ and ‘Carry on till the next junction’.


As Lord Goth and his guests clattered  along the corridors, they caught glimpses  of feathered creatures fluttering ahead and  heard the clatter of fleeing hooves and odd  wild ape-like grunts echoing through the broken wing.


Floorboards had been pulled up and laid on the stairs to allow the hobby horses to trundle up them in 

The cries went up as they set about exploring the corridors, hallways and passages.
Maltravers, though, had left nothing to  chance.
Daubed on the walls at helpful intervals were messages with arrows that read, ‘This way’, ‘Turn left’, ‘Turn right’ and ‘Carry on till the next junction’.
As Lord Goth and his guests clattered  along the corridors, they caught glimpses  of feathered creatures fluttering ahead and  heard the clatter of fleeing hooves and odd  wild ape-like grunts echoing through the broken wing.
Floorboards had been pulled up and laid on the stairs to allow the hobby horses to trundle up them in 






	  		

















pursuit of the indoor game, which fled upward just ahead of the pursuing guests. Flashes of orange fur and glimpses of bright green feathers and golden claws only served to spur the indoor hunt onward as the riders waved their butterfly nets wildly above their heads. Outside the watching villagers cheered and waved their flaming torches as they strained to see the shadowy shapes through the filthy windows.


Higher and higher the creatures and  their pursuers went, up staircases prepared  for them by the indoor gamekeeper. As the  indoor hunt neared the upper levels of the  broken wing, Lord Goth on Pegasus fell back  in dismay.


Finally the indoor hunt arrived on a landing with a large sign daubed on the wall that read, ‘This way straight ahead’. Von Hellsung  galloped forward and burst through the door  in front of them. The others followed and  
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found themselves on the rooftops of the broken wing. A forest of chimney stacks stretched out before them and the dome of Ghastly-Gorm Hall rose up behind, dark against the moonlit sky. Below, the torches of the watching villagers twinkled.


Lord Goth galloped through the doorway in last place and fell trembling to his knees. Pegasus clattered down on to the tiles as Lord Goth released his grip on the handlebars. His guests turned and stared at him.


When Lord Goth looked up his handsome face was wet with tears. His magnificent hair fluttered in the breeze and his brooding eyebrows knitted into a sorrowful frown.


‘Parthenope,’ he breathed, ‘So headstrong,  so wilful, so wild. That is why I fell in love with you and why I couldn’t stop you from coming  up here to walk the roof ridges . . . oh, but that night! The thunder! The lightning! . . . The horror, the horror . . .’
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‘There they are!’ shouted Rupert von Hellsung, pointing excitedly.


Sitting on the ornamental chimneys a little way off were eight extraordinary creatures seemingly frozen in terror – a Siren, three harpies, a faun, a centaur and two great apes.


Lady George, Tristram, the poets, Dr Jensen, MacDuff and Mary Shellfish raised their butterfly nets, only for von Hellsung to push them roughly aside.


‘They’re mine!’ he roared, throwing back his bearskin cape to reveal two quadruple-barrelled hunting pistols in calf leather holsters strapped to his belt.


On one holster the word ‘Hansel’ was stamped in raised letters; on the other, ‘Gretel’.


As the others  watched, stunned, von Hellsung 
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drew the hunting pistols and fired –  once, twice, four times, eight times . . . With each deadly shot, one of the creatures shattered in front of the onlookers.


Von Hellsung holstered Hansel and Gretel with a delighted grin and drew a long serrated hunting sword from his belt. 


‘Now for the heads!’  he said, as he strode across  the rooftop to the row of chimneys but then he stopped dead in his tracks.


‘What’s this?’ he roared.


At his feet was a pile of broken ice.


At that moment Ada stepped out from behind an ornamental chimney a little way further off. The Siren Sesta was by her side.

drew the hunting pistols and fired –  once, twice, four times, eight times . . . With each deadly shot, one of the creatures shattered in front of the onlookers.
Von Hellsung holstered Hansel and Gretel with a delighted grin and drew a long serrated hunting sword from his belt. 
‘Now for the heads!’  he said, as he strode across  the rooftop to the row of chimneys but then he stopped dead in his tracks.
‘What’s this?’ he roared.
At his feet was a pile of broken ice.
At that moment Ada stepped out from behind an ornamental chimney a little way further off. The Siren Sesta was by her side.









217

217






	  		






















From the chimneys around her, the other members of the Attic Club emerged, each with a creature. Ruby the outer-pantry maid stood next to Mr Omalos the faun. Emily Cabbage had a harpy on each arm and one perched on her head. Kingsley the chimney caretaker was arm in arm with the Wife of Barnes, and Arthur Halford was holding hands with the Wildman of Putney while William Cabbage patted Hamish the Shetland centaur on his shaggy head.


‘I will have my trophies!’ shrieked von Hellsung, leaping up on to a chimney pot  and jumping across to another, swinging his  hunting sword wildly as he advanced across  the rooftop.


‘Rupert von Hellsung, we meet at last,’ came a soft lilting voice with the hint of an accent. Lucy Borgia stepped out from behind a chimney stack and raised an umbrella. The gold tip glinted in the moonlight.


‘How dare you . . . !’ von Hellsung began, 
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slashing at the governess with his sword, only for Lucy Borgia to take three steps back, pirouette on top of a chimney pot and lightly but firmly nudge her assailant in the middle of his tummy with the tip of her umbrella.


Losing his balance, von Hellsung teetered for a moment before toppling like a felled fir tree down the chimney on which he’d been standing. A series of bumps and crashes followed, together with shrieks of pain and indignation getting fainter and fainter until a final muffled thump.


‘He’ll have landed in the Bathroom of Zeus,  I reckon,’ said Kingsley the chimney caretaker  with a knowing glance down the chimney. ‘Well played, Ada!’


Ada blushed.


‘I couldn’t have done it without you,’ she said, ‘without all of you.’


A huge figure loomed up behind her wearing a sea captain’s hat and a sailcloth coat. On his shoulder was perched an albatross. The Polar 
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Meet Ada Goth.


She lives in Ghastly-Gorm Hall with her father’ Lord Goth’ lots of servants and at least half a dozen ghosts’ but  she hasn’t got any friends to explore  her enormous’ creepy house with.


Then, one night, everything changes when Ada meets a ghostly mouse called Ishmael. Together they set out to solve the mystery of the strange    aning happenings at Ghastly-Gorm Hall, ather a and get a lot more than they n  ed bargained for . . . . .

Meet Ada Goth.
She lives in Ghastly-Gorm Hall with her father’ Lord Goth’ lots of servants and at least half a dozen ghosts’ but  she hasn’t got any friends to explore  her enormous’ creepy house with.
 
Then, one night, everything changes when Ada meets a ghostly mouse called Ishmael. Together they set out to solve the mystery of the strange    aning happenings at Ghastly-Gorm Hall, ather a and get a lot more than they n  ed bargained for . . . . .













UK £9.99


CDN $14.99

UK £9.99
CDN $14.99





images/00005.jpeg





images/00094.jpeg
When she reached che shore gallery Emily and
illiam Cabbage w

W

Jacobean sideboard.

ing lor her ac the

Venison sausages in onion custard ot porridge-

Y said William

lifiing several large silver lids and rurming brown,

crusred kippers in srrawherry gre

then yellow, then strawberzy. /
aid Ada,

‘Delicious! said Limily, when they had finished.

Sofi-boiled egy and soldier

You know, i’s Ruby's job to cur the roast. She
chooses a different regiment each morning'

Juse chen, William, who was sitting by che
currming and had raken on a floral parrern,
dropped his toast and pointed out of the
window.

‘Look! he said. ‘There goes the
indoor gamekeeper.

Ada and Enmnily looked.

Maltzavers was striding along
the gravel path outside

Ghastly-Gorm [ lall.

86





images/00085.jpeg
“Ihe broken wing, she
repeated a litele more calmly
belore handing the spoon back
to Willfam.

Yes," said William. “T'wo

days ago T followed thar

gunekeeper Maltravers, He
was collecting mice from his
rraps and then resering the
rraps with cheese .

From close by Ada heard

Ishmael lec our a

Tirtle gasp, bur nobody else seemed
L7 o notice. Looking down, she

} /' saw his outline shininering at
[ her feer.

‘He opened a pair of doors with
brass handles and crept inside,’
iain went on. ‘He
was definitely up ro

somerhing. Bur he closed





images/00125.jpeg
his showed us to these stables and then chained us

up while we were sleeping, Tes ot on, T tell you. It

might be a wee bit wild and windy in my paddock

back houe, but at least T have the run of the pla

Ihe liele centaur kicked our with his back legs,
igging at the chain, before folding his arms and
olaring ac Ada.

I'm very sorry,’ said Ada. Tord Gorh invires all

sorts of guests to his counrry-house pari

sometimes things ger a lirdle confusing .
She didn'c wane to frighren these poor creatures

by mentioning her suspicions

about Malrravers and the
indoor hunt.

The centaur snorted,
"The porridge oats aren't
bad, he conceded.

‘And the carrots are
delicious,” added the [aun,
fthonigh perhaps a Title too

fresh for my rasre ...






images/00055.jpeg





images/00185.jpeg
snails steamed in cheir shells and a large sauce

boat. The suails went everywhere, while the sauce

boat Lew through the air, spatcering the guests
with watin pungent butter as it did so.
As Ada warched the sauce hir Lucy Borgia, who

recoiled in horor.

No-o-0-0-0!"she screarned as she wmed and
fled from the room

lior a moment nobody spoke.
£2 Macuff picked up 2 napkin_

and wiped his face.

*As Dr Jensen says,
N syhen a man s rired
ol galic butter,
he 1s tired
of life






images/00035.jpeg
She gave a lirtle curesy and said, ‘Good evening,

Thiope you'se living a comlo

Lo stay.

My name is Ada — very pleased o meet
you!
“The pleasure is all mine, said the

aking ofl'its bicorn hat, ‘Allow me

to fntroduce mysell: Tamn the Monster of
Mecklenbuurg, bur my friends call me The
Polar ixplorer.”

“Warer, water everywhere, squawked the
albatross, ‘nor any drop to drink!’

‘I don't chink I've cver met a monster
before, said Ada, thinking abour sirting
dowus on a block of e but deciding

against it.

Tim not ac all surprised, said che
Polar Explorer. “We'se quite raze, you
kniow. These's me, aud my ex-

girllriend and . . . well, that’s it

really. You see, | was stirched

rogerher by a brilliant yotng






images/00195.jpeg
@
On the Gravel Pach of Conceit, Lady George
lost a shoe and Tristtamm fell off the back of
the tandemn and tore his shirt cull.

(5)
Racing rowards the smﬁﬂ of Despond,
the rermaining riders rapidly slowed as the
sheels of their hobby horses gor clogged
with mud. Dr Jensen scooped up a handful
and hurled i ac Martin Pusslewir behind
himn, Wich a high-picched scream of ourrage,
che radical carcoonist fell off Scribble
filled

and sank up ro his middle in a shurry

Three riders now remained as the race reached

poddle.

the Avenue of Outrageons Fortune: Dr Jensen,
shaking the mud from the hems of his huge tran
trousers; Lord Goth, bespattered but elegantly
determined, and Mary Shellfish, clinging on to

her hobby horse.

187





images/00184.jpeg
Dr Jensen was flicking spoonfuls of apple-and-
bacon wifle at Martin Puzclewit, who was swinging
at him with bis bosing gloves while MacDufl told
Mary Shellfish and Tristram Shandygentleman
whar 1r Jensen had said about [obsters. ©

None of‘the guests paid any artention to the
white-faced wornan dressed in black as she strode
up ro Lord Gorh. Sropping by his chair, she tapped
him lighely on the shoulder swith her umbrella.

At thar momenr, the Gravy Rocker rerurned

fully laden from the kitchen. It sceamed along the
indoor viaduct and set off across the table,
Q Ada sar u{w in her rlm.hu )
‘Lord Goth, there is something T must
©  tellyou.. . Lucy Borgia said ina

clear voice.

Ac dhat morment Martin
Puzdewit swung his lisc at
D Jensen on the other side
of the table and hir a carriage

carrying a gencrous pile of






images/00016.jpeg
Being so old and so big, Ghastly-Gorm Hall
was home to quite a few ghosts. There was the
white nun who sometimes appeared in the long
qallery on moonlic nights, the black monk who
occasionally haunred the short gallery and the
beige cmate who slid down the banisters of the
erand staizcase on the lirse Tuesday of each
month, They usually mumbled, wailed softly or,

in the case of the cur

e, sang in a high-pirched
lisping voice, but they never actually said anything,

unlike this mouse.

“Have you been a ghost for long

putring the candle down and siing crc

on the carpet.
Tdow't think so, said the ghost of a smouse.

“ou sce, the lase thing T remember was scuctling

along the comidor of a dusty, cobwebby pare of

! The mous

the house I'd never been in belore

shisnmered palely in the candlelight.
“T'd been visiting a shrew in the garden and lost

my way on my rerurn journcy. | have a cosy mouse

)





images/00105.jpeg
wakes up. Ada and L are going o the Bathroom
ol Zews — to lind oue what he's keeping in
there. Tt may have something to do with these

“preparations”.’






images/00046.jpeg
chat is, as she wasn't wearing her big, clumpy boots,
which tended to drown out other sounds.
Malzavers sielled of wet carpets and mildew
and had been the indoor gamekeeper ac Ghascly-
Gorm [all for as long as anyone could remember.
His job was to stop crows from roosting in the

ormamental chirmneys, homets lrom building

nests in the arrics, ornamenral Chinese deer from
chewing the tapestries and blue-railed newts
from Taying cggs in the bathtubs. [ Ie used ners,
fumigating powders and eraps of all shapes and

sizes,

And when he wasn't busy nerring, poisoning

and trapping things, Maltravers spent his time in
the broken wing, preparing animmals for the anmal
indoor hunt.

Ore yer

another i was long-eared

it wi

¢ sooty pigeous fiom Rochidale,

bbits [rom the Isle

of Wight, while for three years i a row it had
been miniarure drawing-room pheasanes thar

Malteavers had harched specially

58)





images/00163.jpeg
pheasants for the indoor hunt all chis time. Instead
he had been up to no good, and William had given

Ada the evidence to prove ic ...

| Ssowsnarian |m

THEITHACACPENATR.
OPERASTRODUCTION OF

| THEODYSSEY





images/00042.jpeg





images/00116.jpeg
Kingsley was hanging by his ankles from
some sort of pulley contraption. Suddenly Ada
felt herself being pulled up the chimney with
impressive speed, as ancient, sooty brickwark
whizzed past the tip of her nose in 2 blur.

Morments later they shot ot inro daylight and
came to a hale. Ada and Ennily let go of Kingsley's
hands and sepped down from the omamental
chimney por from which they had just emerged.
Over the chimney was a wooden rripod with a
rope and pulley attached, together with a weight
and a lever which Archur Halford was holding.

1le reached our and undid the straps attached ro

ngsley’s big, clumpy boots, and dhe chiney

ctaker jumped down from the chimney pot to
join them.
‘This is 2

proudly. Tés a dumb sweeper —a bit like a durmb

1 invention of mine,” said Arthur

waiter but [or chimneys.

Ticele bit newfangled for my liking, said

Kingsley, not wanting to be outdone, ‘bur good

fiot)





images/00064.jpeg





images/00146.jpeg
the stone steps of a spiral staircase. Opening the
door at the top, Lucy was about to usher Ada inside
when a startled looking ornamental deer darted out
of the room and clip-clopped down the stairs.

‘Come in, Ada,” said Lucy. ‘Please, sir down.’

Ada sat on a low chair by the dressing rable. On
the dressing table was a mirror covered by a black
handkerchief, a hatpin and whar looked like a glass
of blood.

Lucy sat down on the bed. Ar her feer was the
large black carpet
bag that Ada had
seen her carrying
the night before.

‘Perhaps I'd
better explain,’
% said Lucy.
Outside, a

= pale white moou

had risen above






images/00178.jpeg
che table the Gravy Rocket would orundle back to
the kitchens to be refilled by dhe waiting kitchen
maids, ready for the next course.

When Ada got to the dining toom, the Gravy
Rocker’s whistle could be heard in the kirchen and
Lord Goth's grests were taking their places at the
table. Ada sat down at her place at the end.

Dr Jensen was throwing bread rolls ar Martin
Pusslewir, who was angrily knocking them away

with his boxing gloves. Ar the head of the rable

Lord Gorh smiled quietly

and elegandy
and pulled che

bell rope beside

his chair. A few
moments [ater

the s

mn engine,

which had been

designed and

built for Lord

Gioth by the son





images/00031.jpeg





images/00132.jpeg
have excellent wste in clothes. They should fecch a
pretty penny at the Gormless market.’

He reached out and took

the Wildman of Putney's top
har, erying it on for size before
dropping it into the wheelbarrow.
Tn sure you weren't this
well dressed when 2
the intellecrual
weavers found you in
char travelling circus.”
He unried che Wite
of Barnes’s bonner
and pulled the
shawl
from her
shoulders.
She looked
up at himn
with sad but

Kindly eycs.






images/00078.jpeg





images/00098.jpeg
cenderizers, ey whisks and rolling pins of every

size and design, which clinked and clattered as she

rocked.

‘Agues, fnddle those eggs!’ Mrs Beat'em roared
Tike an enraged sea lion, ‘Maud, bedevil the barrer!
No, nor thar batter, you idiot! Pansy, (vizle those
pies tntil they’re piping hot, then frangellace the
crusts — quickly, girl?”

Weeping kirchen maids jostled and elbowed
cach other as they worked at the range or round
che chree kitchen tables, which were laden wich
bowls and baking trays and measuring jugs.

‘Come on!" said William. "We musr’r ler him
get away!’

Ada and Emily hurried after William as he

crossed the kitchen and entered the ourer pantry.

a snall room with an excremely high
ceiling. The walls were lined with cupboards
and shelves, all full of spices, herbs, (lour, sugar,
tinctures and extracts in tiny bortles. From the

ceiling hung bundles of parsley

R
ge, rosemary
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“to regain my strength, I'm afraid it is up to you

now, Ada. You must stop Maltravers and rescue

those poor creatures!
Ada lefe Lucy's room and slid down the

banister. Reaching the first-floor landing, she s

.

a Ganilian, Tickering glow.

Tehumael, she said, noting how extra see-through
the ghosr of a mouse looked, ‘whar's wrong?”

“Tve juse come from the broken wing, said
Ishmael, his whiskers rrembling, ‘where I overheard
Maleravers calking to one of your father’s guests.'

‘W

from the banisrer and walking wirh Ishmael

ich one? asked Ada, getting down

along the comridor to her room.
‘Cruel eyes, pointy moustache,

big chin .. said the mouse.

‘T didu't like hin.

Von Hellsung

said Ada, entering
her enormos bedroom and closing
the door behind her.

Ishmael stood on the Anarolian

o)
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As che others

watched, stunned,

von Hellsung drew
the hunting pistols and
fired —
once,
twice, lour
times, cight

times ... With cach deadly

/

shot, one of the

creatures shattered

onlookers.
Von Hellsung

Lolstered Hansel and
Gretel with a delighted

gein and drew a long serzated

hunting sword (rom Lis belt.
Now for the heads!

he said, as he strode across

the rooftop o the row of

0d)
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"And this is Mr Omalos, a mountain faun from
the island of Crete.

The lum pue down the

slim volume of poetry he
had been nibbling and
pulled an the sleeves
ol bis shabby preen

velvet jacker.

[:MR OMALOS TIE FAUN |
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With the head of a woman and the body of a large
i, A A R
toom pheasant.

The bird wornan looked up. Her eyes wete
the colour of a wine-dark sea, while her hair was
cormorant black, the dark cunls swept back and
held in place by a headdress of shiminering bronze.

[ ler body was covered in fearhers the colour
of dark seaweed, while her tail and wings were a
bright gold and marched the glirrering ralors on
her feec.

Ada couldn't take her eyes off the creature.
Of all the strange, forgorten things she had
encountered in the rooms ol the broken wing, this
had to be the strangest and most beautiful.

Beside her she heard a clatcer and a clink as Emily

dlipped her watercolour box from her shoulder

and unhirched her camping stool and water jar.
Hello, saidl Ada, as clearly and policely as she

could manage. ‘My name is Ada and I'm very

pleased ro meet you.”
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Chapter Fleven

da clumped up the stairs and along
3 the corridor to her room. She hoped
1

disappointing him by not wearing the big; clumpy

her father could hear her, because she had hat

boots the day before. But everything was goiug to
be all tight, she rold herself as she pushed open
her bedroom door. Lucy Borgia would sce ro tha.
Ada hiad only kuown her for ene day, buc alzeady
she was beginning ro think she might be the best

rness she’d ever had

Dinner was ar eighr and Ada knew thar she
would be expected to sit quiecly ar the end
of the steam-engine dining table and listen
ro the brilliant conversarion of Lord Goth's
distinguished guests. None of the guests ever
talked to Ada though, because she was just a child

and couldn’t possibly have anything interesting to

167)
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necs wildly above cheir heads. Ourside the
watching villagers cheered and waved theit (lning
torches as they strained to see the shadowy shapes
through the filthy windows.

1ligher and higher the crearures and
their pursters went, up staircases prepared
for them by the indoor gamekeeper. As the
indoor hunt neared the upper levels of the
broken wing, |ord Gorh on Pegasus fell back

in dism:

Finally the indoor hunt arrived on a landing
with a large sign daubed on the wall that read,
“I'his way srraight ahead”. Von [ lellsung
galloped forward and burst through the door
in [ront of them. The others [ollowed and
found themselves on the rooftops of the broken

wing. A [orest ol chimney scacks stretched ot

before them and the dome of Ghasely-Gorm Hall
vose up behind, dark against the moonlit sky.
Below, the rorches of the warching villagers

rwinkled.
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Hlightless bird. | don’c harm them, of course, she
added, then poinced to dhe glass on the dressing

table. "Would you mind?’

ot atall,” said Ada, passing the glass to the
governess.
Luey took asip and

closed her eyes.

‘Ornamental deer’s
blood — delicious!’she put
the glass back down and
kicked off her slippers. ‘So

1 took a gap century —a

hundred years or so of
wandering around aying
o think of something

to do. Finally I decided

that what I

Iy wanted
Sol

bicaiiie § goveiis

to do was teach.

A duelling governess,

0 be precise.





images/00096.jpeg
hard at work invencing. They concinued. passing
several more drawing rooms whose fmiture had
been cavered by dust sheets for as long as Ada
could remember, belore reaching the Kitehens.

In the inner panery the inner-pantry maids
were dusting jars, ibelling preserves and lling
boxes with resh ice lrom the new icchouse. None
of them looked up or even seemed ro notice as
William, Limily and Ada dashed past.

In the parlour several rearful parlotirmaids were
sorting through wooden spoons, arzanging them
in pots according o size, and were also too busy
o norice.

In the big kicchen beyond, Mrs Beat'em sa in

huge rocking chair beside a gigantic itchen range.
She was fusriously scribbling in a big baccered book
whose pages were (eathered with litdle notes stuck
on with (lour-and-water pasce. She was wearing

an enormors cap that dwarfed her furious red

face and an apron the size of a large rableclorh.

I'rom her bel wi

re slung pasriy nosles, mear
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"You can blend in, bur there’s nowhere for Ada
and me to hide.

Ada looked around. Emily was right. She could
hear Maltravers's [votsteps in the corridor outside
as he appraached the Barhroom of Zeus.

‘Ada. Emily! Over here!”

Ada looked across the room to the fireplace on
rhe far wall.

Kingsley the chimney caretaker’s soory face had
juust appeared, upside down, peeking out from
belowicehe vesriedliiece:

"Here, take a
hand each!’

Ada and Emily
rushed over to
the fireplace
and grabbed
Kingsley's
outstretched
hands.

“Take us up
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and the Ghost of a Mouse
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Iand of the Lilliputbugs . . he began.
Ada lay back against her gigantic pillow and
closed her eyes.
When she woke, a thin

shaft of sunlight was shining

through a chink in the curtains
and e greac-uncle clock on
the manrelpicce was chiming
half past eight. Ada climbed our
£ bed and went into her
dressing room. Her
Friday clothes were

a Somerser bonner, a

Wessex shawl a
Norlolk frock with an

|
i embroidered meadow-

a

||| flower hem. Ada was carefil to

put on her big chunpy boots to

please her father. Then she wene
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a sofe-boiled egtg and soldics herself.

‘Blue Gorrnly? said Ishmacl. T smelled
delicious, whatever it was. I reached out to take
it when ... SNAP! e

e N
Lverything went \
lack. e gavea

lirde shudder.

“I'he next
thing | know,
I'm whire and
see-through
and hovering
in the air
looking
down at
myself
caughe
ina
homible
mouse-

map.’
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As chey entered the cunnel of trees, Dr Jensen
swerved across Lord Godh’s path. MacDull!
reached out [rom the basket sidecar and tried to
stick his club into the spokes ol Pegasus. Just in
time, his legs a blur of movement, Lord Gorh
sigragged away.

MacDulls club clattered along the trunks of
the frees, dislodging several squirrels, which fell
inro his basker. | le let our a piercing shrick and
Teaped into Dr Jensen's Tap, causing the docror ro
steer inro a tree with a resounding crash,

=N

@)
Lord Gorh and Mary Shellfish rounded rhe last
bend and galloped towards the finishing post
neck and neck. Suddenly, swooping down out of a
clear blue sky, a large seabird swooped down and
dropped a Tumnp of ice down the neck of Mary
Shellfish’s Breton smock.

With an indignant yelp the distinguished lady
novelist ploughed into the Chicane of Thwarred

Vlope and fell off her hobby horse.
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opening her crayon bos. ‘From my imaginacion,
she added quickly.

She drew a picture of
the Polar Explorer in his
big sailclorh cloak, with a

and

white face and pale
black lips and fingemails.

She finished by

the albatross sirring on his

shouldet in white chalk. \'Lr ,L/
You're goran excellent [LE oo |

imagination, said Emily.

“lmagine someone looking like thar.

You're very talented,” said Ada, hastily
changing the subject.

When Emily's paincing had dried, she pur it in
her portlolio and packed everything up.

They were making their way back towards the
house when Enmily tripped on something in the
undergrowth thar sent her sprawling. Ads helped

her back to her feer and then pareed the long grass.
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By contrast, Kingsley che chimney caretaker
was tall and thin, with spiky black hair and a paix

of brushes strapped to his back

like two sooty wings. He wore
Tearher knee pads and black
boots that were even bigger
and clumpier diau Ada’s.

Tused ro be the chimney
caretakes's apprentice bur then
Van Dyke the chimney caretaker
zan away with your governess,
Hebe Poppins, so 1 got
promoted,” said Kingsley with a
snile.

“Aud Tlook after
your facher's hobby

1

Arthur, not wanting

horse, Pegas

to be outdone. Tin
gerting it ready for the

metaphorical bicycle rac
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Clowing faindy in the datk, Ishmael followed her.
Ada found her nightgown lid out on the
Dalsnatian divan and got changed for bed. Then
yawning sleepily, she climbed inco the eight-poster
bed, blesw our her candle and dresw the currains
beli

alling straight 1o sleep.
“What a stange day ic has been, said Tshunacl

with a lietle sigh
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chosen for her each day and evening by her lady's
maid, Marylebone, who was so shy that Ada had
never actually seen her. Marylebone had been
Ada’s mother's maid and before that she had been

her morher’s

ssistant, in charge of making all her
tightrope-walking costumes.
That was just about all Ada kuew aboue

Marylebone, because she spent all her time hidir

in the enormous closet in Adas dressing room.
Bur somerimes, if Ada didn'c put on her clorhes
stuaight away, she'd hear a Low growl coming from

the depths of the closer.

Ada quickly gor dressed and pulled on her big
clunpy boots before seting of{ for the shote
gallery, where each moming Mes Beace’s kitchen

maids laid out breakfast on the sideboard.

nd

ide down

e

Shie had got to dhie top of the rand suairc

was fust contenplating whether or not to

the banister when she [ele a hand on her shoulder.

Why, if it isn'r the young misrress herself,

said a thin, wheedling voice. “Iought [ heard
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and Ruby gave her the spoon.

Whatever he's keeping in there has certainly
got an interesting appetice, she said. ‘Porridge,
smoked saltmon, carrots and dead mice ..

Ada heard a steangulared sob ending in a
squeak.

T propose that the Auic Club ind out what
Maleravers is keeping in the Bathroom of Zeus,’

Limil

¢ concluded, Iooking round the rable.

IF you ask me, said Ada, raking the

spoon, ‘Malravers is up to no good.’

T'he rest of the meeting was taken up by

[*The
veports fiom orher members, Kingsley the owerd
ER cimncys of
chirmney caretaker was a talented climber and {(hsth-ian
% 11:Ilare some:
had discovered some omate chimneys™ on e

3 e kol The
the east wing that he wanted the rest of them [im‘»m;‘m“

to see. Arthr Halford, meanwhile, was a T gty

lard The Six
talented mechanic, and had perfected a safery [{limest
haeness they could wear while chey did so.  fac e

Ruby, a ralenred cook, reporred that she e

was getting everything they would need for

n
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"Come up to the schoolroom,” said Lucy,
“and we can get acquainted.’

Tst'eiv a lieele late?” asked Ada. The sun
was setting and the shadows were lengthening
ourside.

Te's never tao hate to ger acquainred, said Ticy

imbed back on to the

inv a lilting voice. She d
baniscer and held our an ice-cold hand fo Ada
courll

realize thar 'm more of a night person.”

“Besides, when you get o know me,

Ada took Lucy's hand and climbed up on to the
banister next to her. Lucy tapped the banister
with the sharp-tipped black umbrella she was

canrying in her other hand and they began to slide

upwards.
‘How did you do that?’ asked Ada, astonished,
as they got to the top of the grand staircase.

T¢’s an old governess wick,” said Lucy, with a

stmile that reminded Ada ol an old painting she’d

once seen. *And I'm a very old governess

You arc? said Ada, inrrigued.
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I'he Polar Esplorer reached inco his sailcloth
cloak and pulled out a tactered joumal. He

pointed to the cover with a black-nailed linger.

Te says ieze thac Mary Shellfish will be one of
the guests ar your father's grand house parey and
will be taking part in the Metaphorical bicycle
race followed by the anuval indoor bune .. * The
Polar Iixplorer gave a green-toorhed smile, ‘and 1
thoughe I'd surprise hes.

Ada frowned.

She didn't look forward to Lord Goeh's grand

house parties. Each year, lords, ladies, poets,

painters and deranged caroonists arrived and
turned Ghastly-Gorm Hall upside down. Mrs
Beat'emn got into an awlul state preparing the
banquet and Ada was expected to be heard and

e could

not sceu more than ever. The bicyele
be quite i, bue Ada never liked the indoor hunt,
which involved the guests chasing small creatuzes

through he broken wing with butrerfly nees. Liven

though they released them outside afterwards,
hotgh they relcased d de afterwards,
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Ada looked over her shoulder at the door to the
dining room.
Where was Lucy Borgia?

Loxdd Goth was siteing b

he thought anxiously.

K ius his cliiz with
abored expression on his face as the Duchess of
Deson told a story about one of her overweight

Dalinatian hounds using her cartiage to chase

cars. T'he steam engine rartled
past and headed back ro rhe
kirchen.

Just then, the door
opened and Lucy Borgia

entered the room
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Chapter Thirteen

darkness [ell over Ghastly-Gorm Hall

procession of villagers from the nearby

hamlet of Gomnless made theiz way in through the
cates and down the drive. Flaming torches in
band, they quiely filed around

the overly ornamental
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' surprised the weavers lec you come.
Maltzavers laughed unpleasantly as he took che

test of their clothes and piled

themn in the wheelbarrow.
“Bur then a pessonal
invitation [rom the

famous Lord Goth is very
persuasive, | find.

I le reached info the pocker
of the Wildman of Putney’s
embroidered waistcoar,
ook out a gilt-edged
card and placed it in
the pocket of his

own waistcoat.
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its shoulder was perched the albatross.

The figure’s face was deathly white,
with blue veins criss-crossing its
termples and cheeks and a line
of stitches running across its
forchead. Trs eyes were yellow
with blue rings around them
and its lips and fingernails
were black.

Lord Gorh was always
inviting strange and
interesting visitors to stay
at Ghastly-Gorm [ 1all

and was

so preoccupied |
with his poetry that he often )
forgot who he'd asked. Ada

wied to be as polite

and

leoming as she
could whenever she met
one of Lord Gorh's

forgorten guests.
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down, Ada saw chat lshmacl had appeared ac her
fec.

‘Unless T'm very much miscaken, that bird is
an ocean-going albatross,’ he said. ‘And T should
know, he contined swistfully, ‘because | used ro
be a sealiring monse ..
lly?

‘It’s all in my memoi

id Ada, intrigued.

aid Ishmael, small and
silvery in the moonlighr. ‘I had just finished

fixed on the

witing them when = his ey
motserrap Ada was still clucching — ‘That
happened”

Ada drew back her arm and flung che mouserrap
as far as she could into the tangle of the Back of
Beyond Garden (unfinished).

‘Thank you, said Ishmael. ‘Now let’s find out

what an albatross is doing in the old icchous
“That's the old icchouse?’ said Ada.
The new icchouse was in the kitchen garden
beside rhe wesr wing. Lord Gorh had had it buile

o house the fincst ice, which he had shipped from

)
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"How do you do?’ said Ada politely, 1 don’c
think we've met. I'm Lord Gotl's daughter, Ada.”

The boy sat down at the table and changed
colour to match the chair he was sitting on.

“Tim William Cabbage. My father, Dr Cabbage,

is building a calculating machine for Lord Goth in

the Chinese drawing room, the boy explained. T

hope [ didn’t srarele you. T have 2 way :
of blending in with my surroundings.
1¥'s called chameleon syndrome.
Chatles Cabbage was an inventor
whom Lotd Goth had invited o stay
ar Ghastly-Gorm 1 Iall six months

ago but then had forgoteen about. ‘T

didn't realize Dr (
said Ada,

“Aud a dauglier

bage had a son,

behind her.
Ada tumned round and saw a gitl
about her own age emerging from

behind rhe sideboard.
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she stared down a her black Leather pumps. Lotd
Goth avoided looking at her as he pushed his
study door open and stepped inside.

Whatever you have to say to me, he said as a
quier and elegant parring shor, “you can say ro me
over rea i the Tong gallery the week affer next.”

The door to his stady elicked shut. Ada tumed
and walked slowly back down the corridor rowards
her own room. Next week would be roo lare.

I'he indoor hunt w

the day afrer romorron
on Saturday nighe. She thoughr about the poor
creatures that Maltravers had tricked inco corming —
the Siren Sesta and rhe harpies, Mr Omalos and
Hamish, the Wildman and his wile — all ol them
locked up by the indoor gamekeeper, and all of

them about to be chased through the rooms of the

broken wing by Lotd Goth's country-house gres
She thought of Maltavers in his roorm in

the Sensible Folly, the five-pound note in the

strongbox under the ruckle bed and the lerrer

pinned to the wall ...
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apestry, a bunch of keys in one hand and a

huntsman's hom in the other. He shook the keys

theatsically.
T have rel

cased this year's quarry!” he
announced. et the indoor hunt begin!

Malrravers raised the horn to his mouth and
blew hard.

Lord Gorh and his giests leaped forward on
their hobby horses, galloped though the doorway
to the broken wing and clatrered down the flight
of stairs on the other side before charging down

the dark cobebby comidor beyond.
Tally who?
“Tally what?’
“Tally where?

{9d)
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Tt

*Shetand
s ire
Just one of

< mnber

of mythical
creatures living
in Seatl.
The Glsgo
odogsand
dhe i
sorgare vell
aou, b
the e
suokic. ¢
lre-breahirg
wernail s
mare elusiye.

Eumily and Ada kept close behind Arthur
as he opened a zickety door and stepped
inro the dark, shadowy inferior. It ook Ada
alittle while for her eyes to adjust to the
eloom. When they did, she gave a litcle gasp
of surprise.

Chained ro the wall by their ankles were

Borh

two figures, one huige and one riny
were extraordinary looking.

“This is Hamish," said Archur, ‘He's a
centaur from Sherland*?

The centaur gave a lieele snore and pawed

the ground with his hool:

o)
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continued brighdy, ‘because Lucy promised that
she would speak to him hersell; at the grand

dinner tonight. She said that what Maltwavers has
done is cruel and dishonest and that she isi'e the
Tea

governess, you know.

¢ bit afiaid of him. Lucy Borgia is a duclling

‘A duelling ovemness!” said William, urning
cornflower-blue. I le sounded impressed. "Whar's
2 duelling governess?”

So, over breakfi
William and Emily all aboue Lucy Borgia.

When she had finished, Emily closed the

portfolio. She'd been looking dhrough the

t of cold lerruce roasr, Ada rold

watercolours of the creatures she'd painted as Ada
talked.

“Well, I must say, that is quite a relief,’ she said
‘T don’t think a beautiful creacure like a Siven

should be used in an indoor hunt, even il she is

released alterwards,” she went on. ‘And that goes

for the orher crearures as well.”

id,” Ada rold Limily.

“I'har’s

juust what Lucy s
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warercolous paincings, ‘buc now you must go and
tell your father aboue this rerrible situation.”

When they got back to the Venetian terrace
they lound William by the Byzantine windows.

1 le was the colour of whire stucco plaster as he
stepped away from the wall.

Tve been Lollowing Maltravers all day,” he told
them, ‘blending in and rrying ro ger hold of those
keys of his, but they're chained to his waistcoar,
which he never takes oft. | followed him ro the
kicchen garden, where he pulled up carrots, and
then all the way to a secrer walled garden. Funny
thing is, he went in with an empry wheelbarrow
and came out with it full of clothes ... When T

Lelt him he v

pulling up llootboards in one of

the empty rooms in the broken wing . .. What on

wth s L up o’

Put on some clothes,” said Enily, rolling her

s, and we'll tell you.”

Just then there was a loud bang from acros

the lawn.

i7)
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Ada gave alittle curtsy and noticed Lord Goth
twitch uneasily when their eyes met.

He looked away and gazed up at the portraits
on the wall apposite while Ada pouted two cups
of China tea from the silver teapor on the fable.
She handed one cup to her father and then, raking
the other, sat down on the other chair.

Tior a while neither of them spoke. Ada didn’r
mind though. Lord Goth was the mosr famous
poet in lingland and she was very proud thar he
was her father, She sipped her China cea.

Lord Goth looked out of the tall window at che
rolling green grass of the dear-deer park beyond.
Tn the distance, the extremely expensive herd of

ornamental Chinese deer were grazing peacelilly

in the early-evening sun.

Next, Lord Goth placed his teacup on the table
and gazed thoughefally at the magnificent plaster
ceiling of the long gallery.

“Maleravers tells me that his favourice trap s

missing” he said quiecly and cleganrly. I don's
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for gecting out of scrapes in a hurry,” He smiled
and Ada blushed.

“Williamm told us to be ready in case you needed
help’ said Arthur. Members of the Awic Clab
stick rogerher.

Thark you, Arthor,” said Emily, dusting

soot ol her portlolio, ‘Maleravers almost

caughr us. Whar

a nasty man

u‘r

\”,






images/00113.jpeg
T'he Siren stood still as scatue as she looked
down at Emily. T see you too have the soul of an
artist,” she coved. “You must capture my beauty . ..
and my sulfering”

AdaTooked at the lock on the manacle around

csta's Teg.
T so sorny, there must have been some sort of
misunderstanding, she said, ‘1 will rell my father,
Lord Gorh.'

Bur Ada knews char this wasn'r a misunder-
scanding. Maleravers had inviced che Sizen and the
Harpies to Ghastly-Gorm Hall and imprisoned
them, and she had a nasry feeling thar she knew
why ...

She looked around the Bathroom of Zews.
Theze wasn't a miniature pheasane o be scen.

and the indoor hunt wa

s set for the night after

tomorrow

Saturday night.
You are Lord Godlr's daughter?” said Sesta, sill
holding her pose, ' Tike you. You are very police, |

think. Nor like Lord Goth’s man...”

o5
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Molebridge and O’Quiney still weren't speaking
to each other. Sitting astride their hobby horses,
holding long-handled buteertly nets, the two poets
glared at cach other.

On their tandem, 1 loity-oir, Lady George and
Tristram shaved an exira-long-handled bureer(ly

net and were very excited.

‘1 do so enjoy chasing miniarure pheasane,
Lady George was saving ro Lord Gorh. In
the saddle behind her, Tristram nodded
enthusiastically.

‘Maltravers has fust told me he has a surprise in
store for us, said Lord Gorh diily.

Although he didr't show it, Lord Goth was
delighted with his victory in the metaphorical
bicycle race, and had high hopes for the indoor
hune.

“As Dt Jensen says, when a man is tired of
surprises, he's dred of life,” said MacDull from his
seat in the basket sidecar artached ro rhe docror’s

hobby horse.
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7/ into wonble, Motag Macbee was so
disappointed that she developed a severe

skin rash and had to go back ro Inverness to recover.

<t was Hebe Poppins. She walked

7
S

like a penguin and was always

bursting info song. Ada liked her, [ 1

bur when @ Iebe discovered thar Ada |
wasn't shy or unhappy she got bored ¥
and ran away wich a chimney sweep.

Jane Ear was even more disappointing.
Ada suspecred early on char she

wast zeally very inerested i being

agoverness at all. Tnstead she spent

%‘\ _/ all her time making cups of tea and
=37 Tnocking on Lord Gotlr's study door.
Lord Goth had to send her avay when
she tried to buutn down the west wing,
After that, Nanny Darling turned up. She was

in fact a sheepdog who thought she was a human.

(29)
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“I'his is Ada, Lord Goth's daughrer, said

Arthur, "and her [viend Emnily Cabbage.”

Exmily had already set up her watercolour box
and was sketching excitedly.

Arthur rurned ro the faun. “Iell them shar you

told me this morning,’

oL said Mr Ormalos in a deep, grull voice
thar nevertheless had a kindly rone ro i, I'm just a
Towly faun — half-goar, half-book collecror. I have
a raste for old books, the dustier the berer, bur |
only nibble round the margins, neve the words
chemselves; che ink can be a lirele biccer ../

“Whar my friend is frying o rell you,’
interrapted the Shecland centaur wich a liedle
whinny, ‘is that your ather, Lotd Goth, invited us

hee for a country house party, We had invitations

addressed to each o us personally, bt someone T
wor't tane ate themn alier we got here ...

Sorry.’ said M Omalos, looking sheepisli as
well as goar-like.

‘Anyway, snorred | lamish, ‘thar gamekeeper of

(b
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Ada and the others turned to see Lord Goth
-He was

riding his hobby hotse Pegasus and had a smoking

¢ the rockery in the distan

speeding

blanderbuss i Lis hand. Behind bitn several of
the Alpine gnomes perched high on the racks had
Tost their heads. Lord Goth gained speed as he
rownded the comer of the rockery and sped along
the front of the west wing rowards the steps fo the
portico, gravel flying up from the spinning wheels.
Reaching the steps, he dismounted and threw the
hobby horse aside.

“If I'm quick I can cacch him ac his study doot!
Ada exclaimed as she dashed inro the house. ‘Sec
you tomorrow at breakfast! she ealled over her

shonlder. f
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nd I'm sure my facher will listen to her, because
she's a grown-up.’

‘Three hundred years old,’ said William, rurning
the exact samne green as his hall-eaten toast.

‘Will you come to the Attic Club and show us
what she teaches you?” he asked, his eyes lighting

cinatin

up. ‘Umnbrella (encing sounds [a

and very practical if it rains .

Motz I'heir minds ar rest, the children spen
“The oerly i o i
wowth | the day playing carper bowls in the Tong

sureliss | gallery and skiceles on the Venetian terrace,
smple horse | S .
mm;t1 | painting landscapes in the dear-deer park and
wtaddedto . ,
sy | sailing paper boats in the overly ornamental
s || B
g oudo | Loumtain™.
el
Finally they
meemk | miche have run into Maltravers. Ada didn’t
stop henteir | 18

trmﬂovm;ok want to give the indoor gamekeeper any

up 5o pck G L ‘
et | warning before the grand dinmer cha iighe.
vas bardy any = -
momfarike | She was sure Lord Goth would be very angry
e,

Most of all, they avoided places where they

: when he found ou that Maltravers hadn't
%
18| been harching miniature drawing-room

)
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the least,” said William, turning stripy to match
the teacup he was holding. “We've made some
very good [riends in the Awic Club and they're all

about our age.

shhh! William? said Umily erossly, “T'he

Artic Club's meant to be a secret!”

id Ada,

intrigued. "What is the Arric Club? If T promise

T good at keeping secrets, s

nor o s

“Wel
freckles, ‘the Actic Club isn'c meant for che
likes of you, Miss Goth (1 mean, Ada).

1¢5 a club for young servants

v aword, can 1 jain ir"

aid Limily, blushing pink behind her

and childzen of people who
work for your (ather. She
[ooked down ac the cips of
her outdoor slippers.

After all, you're the
daughter ol a loxd. You
have a fancy governess who

came all the way from lirance
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Lengrh of the cast wing past a row of closed doors.

The sound of low, rumbling snoves filled the air.
“The kitchen maids.” explained Emily, ‘They go

to bed at eight o'clock sharp because they have to

et up o early.

She stopped outside o of the
doors and tapped on it lighdly.
“The door opened and a small girl
in a large cap and apron srepped
our. When she saw Ada she Tooked
starcled, then blushed and gave a
lirdle curesy.

Ruby the ourer-panery maid,
miss,” she munbled.

Ada smiled and held out her
hand.

‘Please, call me Ada. Lovely

to meet you. Noue of the

maids have ever talked to me

before,"she said as Ruby shyly

shook her hand. RUBY i Py e |
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me o chis lump of cheese — yellow with bluish bits

and a smelllike a stable boy’s socks ..

“Blue Cornly
s one o 1he
s
dheeses f
g,
Together it
Sarersel
Sk, My
Bishop and
Cheldr -
iso-Gorgeeus,
tisdo
consilered
one ol he
sirkfest.
ol |
hink t el
fire.

Ishmael closed his eyes and his entire

body [lickered appreciacively.
“Sounds like Blue Gormly™ said Ada.

There were several ruckles in the kitchen

larder the last time Ada looked. Not that
she wen ro the kitchen very often. Ir was
run by Mrs Bear'em, who was very large
and very Toud and far searier than any
ghost. She spent her time inventing recipes
and writing them down in an enormous
book while shouting ar her kitchen maids
and making thern cry. Her food was
extremely complicated and often dillicult
to ear, needing twenty-chree different
kuives, (orks and spoons at break(ast and

funch. Eyen more cutlery was required ac

dinner. Her thinoceros-loot jelly and baked sea-

otter pie in a reduction of scullery maid's rears

was

Lord Gorh's favourite dish, though Ada proferred

{10}
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There was the Ist Lord Goth, with

a pudding-bowl haircur and a lacy
rull; and the 3rd Lord Goth, with
a painted-on beauty spot. The
Sth Lord Gorh had a Topsided

powdered wig and a big belly and

S
e

€

seened to be in a bad mood.

“This way,’ saidl Ishmael, floaring
down the stairs.

Ada Tooked around. There was
no sign of the beige curate, so she
climbed on to the banister and slid
o the foor of the sraircase wirh a
big whosh.

At the bottom ol the stairs Ishmacl
was waiing for her.

“The comidor was somewhere over
there, he said, pointing. Ada (el a
(lutter in the pit ol her stomach.

“Ihe broken wing? she breathed.

Ada's home was enormous. There
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“Speaking of guests, said William, rurning che
colour of'a ridiculously rococo stome mermaid —
that is to say; very pale, ‘here they come now.’

The carriages swept past the overly omnate
fountain and drew up in front of the poitico steps.
The front door of Ghastly-Gorm Hall opened and

Lord Goth stepped out, followed by Malaayers.

In rhe first
carriage, an {
elegant four-searer, {3
was Lady George,
the Duchess
of Devon, and her
companion Tristram
Shandygentlaman. They
were Lord Goth'’s oldest
Iriends and came ro his
house party every year.

Lord Goth

greeted them

warmly and
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Sretling silver, she said,
‘perfiect for duclling with a

werewoll!

7 She wirled dhe umbrella
V' skilfilly and seplaced the

tip with another.

Polished
bronze, she told Ada,
‘ideal for fencing with a
minotaur.’

The wmbsella whirred
in her hand again.

‘Ancienr amerhysr —

just the thing for crossing
swords with a

mummified phataoh, and my

personal fayourite ..

She selected a long thin
spike [rom a velvet cray
and fixed ir ro the end of

her umbrella.

o
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chimneys but then he stopped dead in his eracks.

‘What's this?' he roared.

Achis foet was a pile of broken ice.

At that moment Ada stepped out [rorn behind
an omamental chimney a lidle way further off.
The Siven Sesta was by her side.

From the chimneys around her, the other
members of the Arcic Club emerged, each with a
creature. Ruby the outer-pancry maid stood nest
to Mr Omalos the faun. Limily Cabbage had a
harpy on each arm and one perched on her head.
Kingsley the chimney carecaker was am in arm
wirh the Wife of Barnes, and Arthur I lalford
w
while Williamn ¢
Shetland cencaur on his shaggy head.

‘T will ha

Hellsung, leaping up on to a chimney pot

s holding hands with the Wildman of Putney

bbage patted Hamish the

wophiies!” shricked von

and jumping acrass to another, swinging his
hunting sword wildly as he advanced across

the rooftop.
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He held up a Leather-bound volume in a bla
fingernailed hand.

Water, water everywhere, nor any drop to
drink!” squawked the albaross.

‘I was going ro share all the proceeds with you,

dear monster,” Mary Shellfish simpered. Tjust

wasn't sure where you lived ..

ord Gorh gor unsreadily o his feer and looked
across the rooftops ro where Ada and her friends
were standing, | s eyes mer Ada’s and rhis fime they
didn’® fill wich sadness, and he didn't ook awa.

‘My dear brave daughrer,” he said, holding his
arms our wide.

Ada rushed into them and Lord Goth closed his
atms around her.

You really are like your beautiful mother? he

said. Brave

ntrepid and gracefi
Lotd Goth turmied to the creatures. ‘There

scemns to have been an awlul misunderstanding,

he said in his quier yer elegant voice. T can only

apologize. Please, accept my hospirality and the
polog prmnyosy

)





images/00076.jpeg
supper, Ishmael rold her all aboue his life, He'd
el home as a young, mouse, escaped to sea and
had all sorts of adventures.

‘... Then Tmade very good [riends with two
parsors and a toucan ... Ishmael was saying when
the great-uncle clock on the mancelpiece struck

ten.

“Is thar the rime!” exclaimed Ada jumping up
and rushing over ro the foor of the cight poser
bed where she hid her black leather pumps, T must
be going. I'm meeting some friends in the actic. T
don’c suppose,” she said curning to Ishmael, ‘you'd
like ro come with me?’

T'd be delighted” said Ishimael, twinkling, “and

don’t worry, I'll be a

s quiet as 2 motse.
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say, and besides, they were too busy chinking up
brilliant things to say themnselyes. Ada wished dhat
Emily and William had been invited to the grand
dinner.

Adawent inro her dressing room and found her
Friday-cvening clothes laid out on the Dalmarian
divan. Thete was a satin gown of midunight blue,

a pair of black elbow-length gloves embroidered
with srars and a crescent-moon riara wirh a swan-
feather clasp.

Ada puc on the gown and gloves and then
pinned up her hair and puc on the ciara, She
Tooked down. On the floor nexr to rhe divan,
instead of het big clumpy boots, there was a pair
of elegant black slippers with clicketty-clack heels.

Ada smiled.

Onspecial oceasions Ada wi

allowed to wear

Less oisy shoes, and the grand dinner belore the
metaphorical bicyele race and indoor hunt was a

I occasion.

SPPA“
Ada put on the slippers and did a lieele ewirl

)
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in frone of the big looking glass. An appreciative
arowl came from che depths of the closet.

Ada gave a little curtsy and went down to
dinner.

I'he dining room of Ghastly-Gorm | lall was

in the east wing. Te had tall windows with fine

views over the dear-deer park along one side.

Along the orher wall was an indoor viaduer,

which led from a Corinthian serving hatch ’
y “The Gravy

by the door o the long dining-room table in  foderka

the centre of the room and back again. e
A model railway track led out of the el

serving harch, along the viaducr and around  Slidfede.

which was used |
the table. The track came from the kitchens — tormpn

- carmts and
of Gluastly-Gorn Hall, and a ssvall steamn. s
- * Norfolk to
engine called the Gravy Rockec” ran along it. - Lzadw wil
O, dnfisee 1 . Tto ca i enshed ino
On special oceasions this was used 1o carry N
Mus Beat'en’s dishes up to the guests, who  Bresis
oulside the
could help themselves to whatever caughe e
e,

their fancy as the steam engine chugged

slowly passed. After complering a cireuir of

()
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him a serange inscrument chac he play
with a horsehair bow and which made

a noise like a sobbing cat. T must admit

T was caught ofl guard by this dashing
nobleman.

So one moonlit night, very much like
this one, Tlet Count Viad the [iddler
climb up to my balcony after he had
played ro me. I was young and foolish and
he wore chainmail leggings that prorecred
his tights, so I lec him take me in his arms.

‘It was a fatal mistake. You see, he was a

vampire” and, instead of kissing me, he bic
me on the neck and turmed e

Ly
N

into a vampire like himsell”
Did it hure? said Ada,

wide-eyed.

“No, not really,” s

Lucy. ‘st sort of

il 10
il < stle
(hrogh the
bl urn
o sapire

o dust, @
E—
sic hough

e
rubhle,
el sharp
percl gl
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Chapter Twelve

obody noticed Ada leave the dining room.

They wete too busy chrowing food at

cach other and arguing at the top of dher voice

Ada hurtied up the grand staircase, her heels

clicketty-clacking on the sceps as she did so. When

she reached Lucy Borgia’s room she found her

governess lying motionless on the bed.
She was wearing a black slip, and her black dress
Ty crumpled in the corner
T sorry, Ada,” she said weakly, ' failed you ...

bur the garic.... . it is poison to vampites

“Te was an accident,’said Ada. “You did your bese.

‘Please, take chat away trom here. The smell .

Lucy pointed to her black dress. “At least the garlic

didn’t touch my umbrella

Ada picked up the dress.

“Now I must rest,’ said Lucy, closing her eyes,

79)
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T'his meant that Ada didn’t
see much ol her facher, which
sometimes made her sad, but
she understood. Onee a week,
when she rook rea wirh him in

the Tong gallery, Ada would see

Lord Goth's expression change
whenever cheir eyes mer. | lis look
of intense sadness was enough ro rel

Ada rhar he was being reminded of her mother,
Parthenope, the beauriful tightrope walker, and che

terrible tragedy thar had occurred. Wich her black

curly b

¢ and green eyes, Ada looked just like her.

Ada knew this because she had inherited a locket

with a minfacure portzait of Parthenope inside.)
Who's chere? Ada whispered, a litele more
Loudly this tire.
“Only me.’

in the shadows.

ame a small voice [rom somewhere

Ada slipped her feet ino the black learher

pumps beside the bed. They were her morher's

)
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“Llove your slippers,” said Emily.
Together they made their way avound the side
ol the west wing and along the path to the Back

ol Beyond Garden (unlinished). Ada peered into

the thick rangle of briars, hawthorn saplings and

towering barks of cow parsley. The roof ol the old
iccliouse was just yisible, but dere was o sign of
the albarross, or the Polar Lixplorer for that marcer.

*said

“Let's o this way
Ada, leading Limily away

from the icehouse to be

on the safe side.
They mampled down the
Tong grass, doing their best
to avoid stinging nettles and
thorny brambles. After a liccle
while Exnily stopped, ook the
wooden box [rom her back

and untied the small stool

She sar

and warer ja

down with the box on her
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shu away in his study writing excremely long
pocns. When he wasn't writing, Lord Goth spene
his tirne riding his hobby horse Pegasus, azound
the grounds and taking potshots at che garden
ornaments with a blunderbuss. Before long he
had acquired a reputation for being mad, bad and
dangerous to gromes.

Since the accident, Lord Goth had taken ro

i)

believing thar children should be

heard and nor seen. [ e insisted

that Ada wear big, clumpy boots
whenever she walked down the
corridors and passageways of
shastly-Gorm Hall. That

way, he could heat her

footsteps approaching
and avoid sceing
her by ducking
into his study where
he wasn't to be

disturbed.
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Ada shivered as she saw che chin, unpleasanc
sanile on his face.

William pressed his nose up against the glass of

the window and narrowed his eyes as he peered at
a lerrer pinned to the wall above the desk.

My dear sir,” he read, ‘Thave great expectations

of Lord Goth's house party and truse your
prepararions are complere. linclosed is the final

payment. [ Tansel and Grerel are looking forward

to their big night! Yours in anticipation, Rupert
von Hellsung’

“What is Maleravers up to?' he muceered.
“Whar prepararions? And who are | lansel and
Gretel?

They sound pretty grim.’ said Emily, shaking
her head.

“Onie thing is certain, said Ada. ‘Maluavers is
up to no good!

O dhe truckle bed the indoor gunckeeper
seemed ro be snoring,

You wair here,” Emily rold William, ‘in case he

(96)
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‘There, poking up from a hal-hidden serecch
of gravel, was one of Metaphorical Smith's lictle
wooden signs. “The Secret Garden Packy’, it read.

“The path is racher overgrown,” said Ada, ‘bue
if you look really carefully, you can jusr make it

out..)

[ow exciting! Let's [ollow it!" said Emnily.
T'hey rook it in rurns to lead the way,
ducking under low branches and jumping over
railing brambles, and following the pach deeper
and deeper into the Back of Beyond Garden
(unfinished).
Iivenrually chey came
to a high wall with a small
wooden door in it. On the
door was a batrered brass
‘The

Sectet Garden' enggaved on

place, with the wor

it. Ada pushed the door,

which sTowly swing open

on squeaky, rusty hinges.

(58]
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Chapter One

3 la Goth sat up in her eight-poster bed

and peered into the inky blackness.

There it was a

A sigh, soft and sad and ending in a lirdle squeak.

Ada looked across the bedroom as she held up

the candle and stepped out of bed
“Wha's there?” she whispered.
Ada was the ouly child of Lord Gotls of

Ghastly-Gorm [ lall, the

mous cyeling pocr. | ler
morher had been a beauriful rightrope walker from

I'hessalonika, whom Lord Goth had mer and

married on his travels. Unforrunarely Parthenope

had been killed when Ada was still a baby, while
pracrising on the roof of Ghastly-Gorm | 1all
during a thunderstorm.

Lord Goth never talked about that terrible

night. Instead he stayed ac home in his huge house,

)
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", polished driftwood for decerring a sabre-

rattling vampire pi

Lucy sprang back and forth on tiptoc, the

unbrella Lield out before her in oue owstreched
hand, the other on her hip.
With the vight umbrella,’

she told Ada, ‘you can

fight off any threar,
confront any danger
and ... she flicked the
handle and the umbrella
opened, ‘stay dry at the
same timel”

Ada's eyes sparkled
as she looked at the
umbrella and the velver

;

Tdon't suppose, she
said, ‘you've got anyching
for dealing with an

indoor gamekeeper?” L4
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Nanny Darling kepe barking ar Ada

because she was convinced that Ada was

about to Ly avay to some place called
Never-Ever Land. Lord Goth evencually

gave her a mutton bone and she left.

Rk
Becky Blumnt was even worse.

She had had problems in her past,
and when she rried ro sreal rhe silver

Mrs Bear'em chased her from Ghasrly-

Gorm I 1all and ot of the grounds

with a soup ladle.
Finally Marianne Delacrois had

d one stormy night. She came from

Paris and called hersell'a revolutionary.
Ada had learned a lot from her. She taught

her several rousing songs in French, how to knit

and how o construct a seudy barricade. They were

just working on an intetesting woodwork project

involving a contraption for slicing the heads ol dolls

when Marianne wene out in a skimpy blouse one

day, caughe a rervible chill and had ro leave.

oD
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Dr [ensen poked Martin Puzzlewit with che
end ol his long-handled butter(ly net. The radical
cartoonist gripped the handlebars of his hobby
Liorse with his boxing-gloved fists and wied hard
nor be provoked.

Next to himn, Mary Shellfish pareed back her

carelully coiffured hair and [luttered her eyelashes

ar Rupere von | lellsung
“Thope you're nor still cold,’ she said wich a
girlish giggle, as she looked ar the ankle-lengeh

frer all,

bearskin cape von Hellsung was wearing,
this is an indoor hunt, you know.
“Indeed,” said von 1 lellsung who, much ro Lord
Goth's disappointment, had excused himself (rom
the metaphorical bicycle race due o a sudden
“chill’
Now I am recoyered, T am very much looking

Torward to a su ful hune,” he said, sitting

forward in the saddle of his hobby horse, the Ride
of the Valkyrie,

Maltravers stepped out from behind the Bruges

193
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Dr Jensen, the cleverest man in England, and his
biographer, MacDhufL:

Ada had never heard D Jensen say a word.
He wore dark spectacles and enormous tartan
rrousers. MacDufF was extremely skinny and did

. allthe alking. He carried a Tong-

handled club with him ac all times
because of his morbid
fear of red squirrels.
With grear effore
Dr Jensen climbed
down out of che cart
and brushed srraw
[rom his enormous
trousers belore
ij silencly shaking
Lord Goth's hand.
MacDuall

followed, telling

ey 1ord Gorh

something very clever
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tightrope-walking slippers, a licele big bue very
comfortable and, most importanty of all, yery
quict. Ada liked to wear them to creep around
Ghastly-Gorm Hall. Exploring was her avourite

one

thing ro do, especially ar night when every

else v

sleeping. Because, even though Ada had
lived there all her life, the Hall was so big there
were still rooms she had never been into and
ourbuildings hidden in overgrown parts of the
grounds thar she had yer ro explore.

Ada stepped on to the faded Anatolian carpet,
holding the candle out in front of her. There, just
visible on a faded patch in the centre, was a small
figure, white and shimmnering and shightly see-
through.

Ada’s eyes opened wide.

You're a mouse!” she exclaimed.

The mouse shimmmered palely and gave another

sigh that ended with a solt squeak.

T used ro be,

it said wirh a shake of the head,

“but now I'm the ghost of a mouse.’
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‘How awful said Ada.

T couldn't bear to look,” said Tshmacl sadly.
‘so 1 oated away and, T don’t know why, but
something drew me here, to your room ..

Perhaps I ean help, said Ada, although she
wasn't exactly sure whar she conld do.

how

Tshunael shrugged and said. ‘T don't se

he paused — ‘unle
“Unless whar? said Ada
“Unless you came with me and collected the rrap,
che ghost of a mouse said, his whiskers quivering.

‘Before any more innocent mice get hure,

“Thar's a good idea,” said Ada.
Tiptocing silently in her tightrope-walking
slippers, Ada followed Tshmacl as he led her ot of

her bedroom, down the corridor and chrough che

long gallery towards the top of the grand staires
Moonlight looded through the tall windows,

illuminating the portraits on the walls. There was rio

sign of the whire nun, Ada nored, but the eyes of the

portaaits seemed to follow her as she riproed past.

{2y
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in switling lecters were the words “The Bank of
Bavaria promises to pay the bearer of this note
five potnds.

Willian whistled sofily. He hnd wened the
colour of white marble.

That's a lot ol maney! e whispered.

Male

bed. I le reached undernearh

cot up and walked over o the

itand pulled our a meral
box which he unlocked.
Inside were more
banknotes. Maltravers
placed the five-pound
note on top of the other
notes and locked the
box before sliding i
itback undemeath ||
the bed. Widhalow, |
wheezing laugh he lay (;
down on the bed and |

closed his eyes. ]{M
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Round the first bend, Lady George and Trisoram
on Hoity-Toit were in the lead, [ollowed closely
by Lord Goth on Pegasus, the pocts Molebridge
and O'Quiney on Beige Beaury and Tam O'Shanry
side by side, then Dr Jensen and MacDulT'on
Trojan with Mary Shellfish on Jilly C., and
Martin Puzzlewit on Seribble bringing up the
vear.

)
Up the Hill of Ambition, Hoicy-Toir,
Beige Beauty and ‘Tam O'Shanty slipped back
on the muddy pach, and Lord Gorh ook the
lead. -

®
Down the other side, Dr Jensen rapidly gained
speed, Trojan knocking Beige Beauty and
Tam O'Shanty out of the way and sending the
two poets head [irst into the Pond of

Infrospection
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Chapter len

E  felt good to talk to Lucy Borgia and
B (.11 her all abour Malrravers, and when ac

k

ast Ada slid down the banister and tiptoed ba
0 her room she was fecling much happier.
Climbing into bed, Ada was just about to blow
out the candle when she heard a familiar Tirele sigh.
Tshmacl, the ghost of a mouse, was standing in the
middle of the Anatolian carpec
twinkling palely in the candle
ligh.
“Irisi'e much fun, he
said sadly. “drifting aboue
aimlessly, appearing and
disappearing in the middle of
che night like chis ... T don'e

seem to have any control over

my own movements.’

s
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ushered chem inside togecher with che three porely

s that had been riding wich them in

Dalmari

their carriage.
The next vehiicle, a scrully-looking buggy
7 poets,

with holes in the raof, contained the ps
Molebridge and O'Quincy. They argued with cach
other all the tine but diey never

missed a country house parey.
1.ord Goth shook

them borh by the

hand, only for

4 poets to get into a
By heared discussion

P[4 ) about who should

go alter whom

chrough the door,
Behind the party

ge was

§ poets’ carri
4 an open-topped cart
pulled by ewo shire

horses. It conrained

TRE PORL
MOLERRIPGES 00!
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hole in the skirring board of your facher's study —
at Lease, T dlid have ..*

The mouse paused and let oue another little sigh
belore changing che subject.

“You must be the daughter,’ it said, Tooking up
ar Ada. “The litrle Gorh girl. The one

that stomps around in those big

boors.”

“Thar's righ. My name’s Ada,
said Ada polirely. ‘What's yours?
‘Call me Ishmacl,” said the ghost
. 1was

of a mouse, "Anyw

keeping ro the shadorws, head
down, when T picked up this
delicions scent waliing
down the corridor
towards me. Well, T
couldr/ resist. T
followed my
quivering nose
and it Ied
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look the indoor gamekeeper gave her as he sloped

out ol Lord Goth's study after a severe telling of

she could tell the Leeling was mutual.
Life hid settrned to nomnal, only better dan

before. Ada didn't have o wear the big, clumpy

boots any more and she could sce her faher

wheneves

she wanted to. Lotd Goth had Linally
come ra rerms with the rerrible tragedy of her

mother's accident, it seemed, and was trying ro
make i up ro Ada. And Maln

himself; at [east for the time being,

15 kept himself to

Bue chere was scill the ghost of a mouse who
appeared on the Anatolian carpet each nighr, and
who was happy for Ada but still sad about being a
ghost:

And then Ada had an idea,

She went to her [ather

cidy and went inside.
Lord Goth was ins the gronds on Pegasus, but
Adaknew he woulds'Cnind. She crossed to die
wall behind her father’s desk and knelt down ar

the skirting board. There, nibbled through the

(o)
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tickled, alchough I think that was mainly his
moustache ... Anyway I was so cross I pushed him
ol the balcony aud b luided on a wooden rose
ellis below and crunbled to dust. Like a stake
through the hearr bur more decorarive.’ She smiled
melilly.

Well, T soon found out how awkward it is
being a vampire — sraying our of daylight, only
drinking blood, wearing black all the rime ..

“Black suirs you,” said Ada. Being a vampire
didn' sound like much fun, she choughe.

but Lucy Borgia seemed quite

marrer-of-fact abourt it.
‘Thank you,” said Lucy. ‘But

alter what happened to me T

wouldn’t dream of drinking

human blood, so T feed

on animals mostly

and the oceasional
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mean o, We thought you must have had breakfast
ages ago, so we camne in o have soft-boiled eggs and
soldiers. Then we heard you clunping down the
Lallyway in those big boots of yours ../

Ada smiled. ‘T had rather a lare nigh,’ she said,
and stepped forward and took Emily's hand, ‘and
you'te not bothering me in the slightest.

She Tooked down ar her clumpy boors, then
back ar imily. ‘I only wear these because my facher

s children should be heard

I must. [ le believ

and not seen.”

William scepped out from behind che curcains.

1le was wearing a suir of blue corduroy with

yellow socks and brown boots. Above his white
collar, his (ace matched the curtains,

Ada led Emily over to the

sideboard and took two
soft-boiled egps and a
platefial of hot butered
grenadiers and handed

them ro Lmily.
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Chapter Fight

ow good ate you at climbing trees?
Ada asked Eumil

ourside rhe door to rhe liven-More-¢

They were standing

ret Garden.

“Quite good. said Emily uncertainly.

‘Climbing trees is one of my (vourie things.
said Ada. ‘I think | inherited a sense of balance
and a head for heights from my morher, She was a
tightrope walker from T hessalonika.” Ada opened
her [ocket and showed Emily che miniature
painting inside.

You look just like her! [mily exclaimed.

Ada smiled, then closed the locket and pointed
to a tree beside the high wall. “This twee is perfect,’
she said. ust follow me and copy everything I do.’

Ty, said Emnily.

She had taken oll her watercolour box and put

down her portlolio, to make it easier to climb, but

o
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ricd to be as well behaved and helpful as she
could.

No, it was the governesses themselves that were
the problern.

I'hey came from the ‘Psyehic Governe:

Agency
of Clerkenwll” and seerned 1o arrive completely
out of the blue, wsually appearing a miutte o

two afrer Lord Goth had made a casual comment

about Ada needing a proper education,

—i rerenn
g

// T Il.. Ps ym (\wr,mﬁ»
“Agency

CLERKENWELL
S ——

- She

cane [rom Scotland and had a single tooth and

The first governess was Mozag Mache

alarge wart on rhe end of her nose of which she

scemed very proud.

o
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much time on your hands, Ada.’ he said quicly.
‘T think it is high time we considered engaging
another governess ...

Ada sighed and put her teacup

down on the rable.
Now, il you'll excuse me,’
said Lord Goth bleakly, T
have a sudden need ro
shoot ar gnomes.”

Ada left the long
gallery and returned to her
room, where she found her
supper wairing for her.

She lifted the big silver

lid covering the tray.

Underneath was a smellywich
{two slices ol bread with a
piece of Blue Gormly between
them), an apple [romn the kitchen
garden and a glass of elderflower

cordial.
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floorboards. In the centre of the attic was a table

made of [ruit crates, ringed by old coal sacks

stulled with dried haticot beans, some of which
had spilled out on to the loor. Two boys, both a
lirele older than William, were sitring on the sacks.
When they saw Ada, they jumped to their fet.
‘Don't be neryous,” said Williarn. *Ada has

come to join the Arric Club. This is Kingsley, the

chimney caretaker, and rhis is Archur

1 lalford the hobby-horse groom.”
Ada had seen the hobby horse

grooms in the grounds of Ghastly-

Gorm all, bu, Tike

-
/ the kitchen maids,

they never talked to her.

Arthur Halford was short,

with wire speetacles and wuraly

[air hair. He wore an oil-s

ned
smock with various tools attached
ro ir and a Gorhkerchief knotted ar

his neck.

[ KTV BALoRD Tie Host-Horse Groom
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“T'd be deligheed if you and your brother would

join me for breakfast. Boiled egg and soldic

< ate
wy favousites”

“Ours oo, said Enily.

Ihey all sar down ar the rable rogether. William
dripped egg yolk down the front of his jacke, but
Eunily’s mauners were extremely dainty. Ada was
impressed.

When they had finished, imily opened her
portfolio and showed Ada her warercolotirs of
planes and flowers she'd discovered in che Back of
Beyond Garden {unfinished). Ada thoughe chey
were very good. William held up a warercolour
of a pusple briar rose and wued the exact saune
colour.

Ada laughed.

Te tld you once — stop showing oll;
Williasn, said Emnily steruly. She smiled ac Ada.

You must [orgive my licde brother, Miss Goth.

1le sometimes akes his calent for blending in

Tirele roo far.”
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‘Maleravers has gone to a lot of trouble,” said
Willian, as his paper boat sank in the overly
ornamental fountain (ot the third time, ‘He musc
have wanted this year's indoor hunt to be extra

special.

Probably just showing of17 said Emily, dipping

her water jar in the water.

T nor so sure, said Ada, chinking of those

five-pound nores, ‘Bur the important ching is thar
Lucy Borgin's going to rell my farher and he'll pur
a stop to it," she said firmly. “After all, if word got
out that the guests of Ghastly-Gorm Hall were
being chained up and imprisoned, then nobody
would come to his country house patties ever
again.

Just then there was the sound of carriage wheels
avel, and Ada, Emily and William

looked tp to sce a line of grand can

scrunching on g

s coming

through the gates and approaching the house

down the drive

o
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Adaran up che west scaircase, along the first

corridor and around the comer where the Tst Lord

Gotly's three-picce suit of armour stoad.

There, coming (rom the opposite diection,

Mt | up the grand smaircase,

piece suit of

ather. Ada
il | opped when she saw
Coibylls | he expression on Lord
lacksith .

adloe | Gorl's face. Irwas a

a single hody ) B

pwai | mixture of shock and
| helnets,

bothofwhieh | surprise and sadness as

are decuys 1o %
I | he Looked into her eyes.

e hen his gaze rravelled

T | from her face down to

her slippered [eet, and

his expression darkened.

Facher!’ Ada began,

T so sorry to disturb you
like this but Tve got to tell you
abour—’

‘Ada,’ Lord Gorh

)
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rockery featuring
a thousand Alpine
iorries; the
overly ornamental
founrain and a
fashionable hobby-
horse racecourse.
Ada and Ishmael
made their way
across the huge
hall beneath the
magnificent dome

and through 1 small

doorway hall hidden

by a thick tapestey.

METAPRORICAL, SITTH |

The corridors were
long and dark and cobwebby, with dozens of doors
lining tie walls. Most of the rooms were cnpty,
with pecling wallpaper and crumbling plaster
ceilings, bur a feve were filled with old, forgorren

things — the sorts of things Ada liked best.
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you clumping down the
corridor.”
Ada turned to see

the tall, thin figure of
Maltravers, the indoor
gamekeeper, peering

, downather.
=
A Tlehad pale

grey eyes, long

white hair and smoke-

coloured clothes thac
seemed o march his skin.
Ada didn'r like to admit
it, but she was a little bit
altaid of him. Wherever
? Maleravers went, he carried

a big bunch ol keys, actached

to his waisteoat by a long
chain. They jingled when he
walked and Ada could usually

hear him coming, as long,

[EXEIVESY
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a roottop midnighe feast, and William told chem

that he would borrow his father's telescope so they

could all stargaze.

Ada didn’t say anything. Every member of the
Atric Club had a special ralent, it seemed, excepr
her. “Whar can T do?" she asked.

You have a wonderlul imagination,” said Emily,
squeezing hes hand. T sure you'll chink of
something.

At eleven o'clock Limily placed the wooden
spoon on the fruit-crate table and they all went off’
to bed.

“When's the next meering?” whispered Ada as

she pareed from William and Bmily on the stairs.

me tine nest week,” said Emnily.

Buc the indoor hunt is on Sacurday nighe!” said

da. “That's only dhwee days away!’

Don't worry, we can talk about our Malaavers

investigation ac breaklast tomorrow,” said Emily
reassuringly.

Ada

d goodnight and erepr back to her room.

(8o}
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Moments later a tall figure in a broad-brimmed
hatand a black bearskin cape emerged [rom the
coach. He had blue eyes the colour of ice, a long thin
moustache that was wased to needle ponts at its
ends and a Targe jaw that jutred out when he
spoke.

Ma

“T'hi:

Gorh. "My carriage broke a spoke a few miles

hellfish blushed and gave a girlish giggle.

Rupere von | ellsung, she rold Loxd

back and I letr von 1 Iellsung rescued me by the
roadside. Imagine my surprise and delight when
we discovered that we swere both your guests, Lord
Gorh.

Lord Goth rised an eyebrow and Ada could
tell chac he didn’c remember inviting a Rupert von
Hellsung to his country house party bur was too
polite to say so.

Behind him, Malirave

Tbelieve Herr von Hellsung is the hobby-horse

tepped forward.

champion of Munich, my lord," he said in his chin,

wheedling vaice.

{64y
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Chapter Two

da wasn't sure how long she had been

running, bue it seemed like an awfidlly
long tisme.

When she [inally stopped and looked around
Tihunacl was nowhieze to be seca. She fouud
herself in 2 small passageway that opened on o a
courryard and stepped out inta the moonlight.

Sk was at e back of the house where the
gardens were wild and unrended. There were big
curling brambles and briars, overgrown shrubs and
bushes of enormous size. A small wooden sign
read ‘The Back of B

Ada had been meaning o explore this garden

nd Garden (unfinished.

for ages

bur had been distraced by governess
wouble.
Not that Ad

governesses, in fact she usually liked them, and

ot into trouble with the

€]
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They gor down
from che banster
and entered the
schoolroom.

Yes,

Tm over three

id Lucy

handred years old”
Ihe school

room was in rhe

dome of Ghastly-
Gotm Hall and was big and circular wich an
opening in the middle, The ceiling was covered
in picrures of far habies with wings, plump Tadies
in Llowing robes and an angry-looking man who

appeated to be chasing a swan. On one side of the

dome was Add's school desk and on che opposite
side was the desk of the governess. They both
fced the wall, but sonnd carried so well there that
all one of them had to do was whisper and the
other could hear her perfectly.

Ada followed Lucy through a small door and up

356,
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of an engineer called Stephenson, came chugging
through the Corinthian serving hatch by the door
and alomg the indoor viaduet.

As Ada watched, Stephenson's son's Gravy
Rocket rounded a bend and wobbled past her
on to the dining-room table. Everyone served

themselves

¢ it went past.
The steam engine aundled back on to the

viaduet and headed rowards the Corinthian serving

Bt The sounds of dgging and saing fafed

briefly into the distance -

before growing louder
again. With a rooting
whistle the Gravy
Rocket re-emerged [rom
the hacch and
rattled towards
the table, its
catriages
refilled with

sreaming dishes.
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Chapter Five

da tiptoed to the top of the grand

staircase as quietly as she could, though
it wasu't casy. The higher she went, the creakier
the staizs became, unil, as she approached the attic
landing, every step caused a creak or a squeak.

Very good, said Limily Cabbage, who was
waiting for her on the Tanding. T hardly heard you
coming.’

Ada noriced thar Limily was wearing her
ourdoor slippers. There was a ripple as William
Cabbage srepped away from the plasrer wall. ‘Pur
your clothes on, William! said Emily. There was
another ripple as William stepped back into the
shadows. | le emerged a moment larer in a flowing
nightshirt.

‘Follow me,” he said.

They walked along che artic corridor that ran the

g
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Hall, bathing the rooftops in a silvery light.
You see, Tam a vampire.

Adanodded even though she wasn't quite

a vampite

I was once an Iralian princess in the beauriful
ill town of Gortona. Tspent a lot ol my time
sitting on a baleony with a needle aud chread,
mending tighes while young men played lute and
sang ro me from the courtyard below.

“Tivery so often one of the young men would try
to climb up to the balcony and would ladder his
tights, and I would feel obliged to mend them for

him.!

Lucy smiled and a [araway look came into her

the [ull

zed out of the window ¢

cyes as she

moon.

Happy da
Then she [rowned, ‘One

chie said solily

da

count came 1o vis

o handsonne Hungarion |

it my

father. I le broughe with

B0,
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", Hansel and Gretel are looking forward co

their big night! Yours in anticipation, Rupert von

Ada shivered. Hansel and Gretel?
Whateve

it didn’t sound like a normal indoor

Maltsavers was planning,

hune.
She

and was abou o cross the landing

ched the grand staircase

and go to her room when a dark
shape soundlessly descended the
banister.

"Miss Gorh,” said a sofr-roned

voice with the hint of a foreign

accent, ‘so we meet at last.”
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EWANA .. 1accr, 25 5 brighe silver moon rose

E above the grear dome of Ghastly-Gorm

Hall, the Actic Club met for a midnight picuic
against che ornamental chimney stacks. Ruby
the ourer-paniy maid had brought cucumber
cupeakes and strawbersy iced rea, while Archu
Halford demonstrated his hamess for safely
climbing up chimney pots. Kingsley the
chimney careraker did a rap dance ar the rop
of the tallest chimney and evetyone clapped.
William blended in with the brickwork while
Emily painced a watercolour of the moon over

the dome.

ow it is mny e, said Ada. Tve been
practising, with Arthur and Kingsley's help ..
She blushed. Strung between wo omamental
chimneys was a rope, which Arthur had safely
secured, together with a safety net. Kingsley
handed Ada a pole with a chimney brush on each

end and helped her on to the rightrope. Ada was

a5,
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and the Ghost of a Mouse
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suppose you know anything about that?
Ada stared into her teacup.

T don't like Maltravers,” she said ina small

voice,
‘Nobody likes Malrraver:

‘but he has been ar the Hall for as Tong as anyone

? said Lord Gorh,

can zemernber aud besides .. e continued, sdill
avoiding Ada’s glance, T need him for the indoor
hunt. So, no more creeping about ourside the
Barhroom of Zeus.’

“The Bathroom of Zeus? said Ada, her green
eyes sparkling, She was inerigued.

‘In the broken wing' said Lord Gorh, rurning ar

long last to look at his daughter, Tt was built for
the 3rd Lady Goth. Tt is where Maltravers hatches
the miniature pheasants ...’

Lord Goth paused and Ada

amiliar look

aw a

in and sorrow cross her [ather’s [ace.

ol p
He rose to his fect and, picking up the

Blunderbuss, he rurned ro the tall windor

“Since Miss Delacroix lefr us, you've had roo

(ol
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I'his was a magnificent coach of Bavarian pine,
with a pair of'stags anclers mounted at the (ront
and back. Te was pulled by a team of six prancing
Austrian show ponies in crimson livery. The
door to the coach opened and a ser of erimson
velver steps descended to the gronnd. A slender
arm reached out, and Lotd Goth gallancly took

the black-gloved hand thar appeared

before him and kissed ir. There
g was a girlish giggle from inside
%2 the coach and a slim, clegant
young woman stepped our. She
was dressed in a black jacker wich
alace ruff-collar and a black

striped skirt.

ry Shellfish, lady novelisc,' she
said, Tru delighted to make your
acquaintance, Lord Goth —I'm a great
admirer of your poetry.’

Lord Goth Ter go of Mary

Shellfish’s hand and gave a small bow.
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I'he il had a wooden box
strapped to her back, with a [olding
chair and a jar containing paint-
brushes attached to it. Under
one arm she caried a large
portlolio, and on her fect

she wore big, soft shoes.

T William’s sister, Lnily,” she
said. “William! Please stop showing

affand pur some clothes onf’ Lmily

| 50 ouldoer

cold her brother. - ,?e; slgpers

e
Willinm gigeled, chengorwp @@ I
fomhetableanil cromedio e [Eve

window, whete he scepped behind the curtains.

“Tulida't hear you come in,’ said Ada, sanding up.

“Thar's because I'm wearing ourdoor slippers, said
Enmily Cabbage. ‘Facher said we shouldn’e bother
you so we've been ying to stay out ol your way.
Williarm has been blending in and Tve been in the
back garden painring in warercolours.” She frowned.

Please don’t tell him we borhered you. We didn'e

@
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Lord Goth galloped chrough the doorway in

st pk

and [ell crembling to his knees. Pegasus

clattered down on to the diles as Lord Goth

released his geip on the handlebars. His guests
rurned and srared ar him.

When Lord Goth Tooked up his handsome face
was wet with tears. His magnilicent hair (luteered
iin the breeze and his brooding eyebrows knirred
info a sorrowful frown,

“Parchenope,” he breathed, ‘So headsrrong,
so wilful, so wild. Tha is why I fell in love with
you and why I couldn'e scop you from coming
up here o walk the roof ridges . . . oh, bur thar
night! The drnder! The lightning! . .. The horror,
the hotror ..

“Thete chey -

pointing excitedly

re? shouted Rupere von Hellsung,

Sitting on the omamental chimneys a litele way
ofl were eight extraordinary creatures seemingly
frozen in rerror —a Siren, three harpies, a faun, a

centaur and two grear apes.

(i99)
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“Ihat's because Mrs Beac'em says we're not
allowed to,” Ruby said.
She glanced at William and Exnily and her bottom

lip erembled. “Twon't get into wouble, will I

in rhe

“What happens in the Arric
Actic Club,” said Ermily firmly.

They continued down the corridor and tarned

Tub stays

the cormner info a dark passageway ar the end of
which was a ladder fixed ro the wall. At the rop
of the Tadder was a trapdoor. Lmily climbed the
Iadder and pushed open the trapdoor. She looked

down at Ada, who was staring up at her.

“Welcome fo the Artic Club,”she said wirh a
sanile.

Ada climbed the adder, followed by Ruby
and William. Stepping through che trapdoor,

she found hersell'in a huge room with a sloping

ceiling consisting of hundred of criss

crossing
struts and beams. Along one side, close to the
ground, were small round windows rhrough which

shafts of moonlight shone down across the dus

)
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And you won't BELIEVE who we juse mer. The
strangest creature, but really quite beautifal ...
“Talking of strange creatures,” said Archur, ‘T
wmade an inceresting discovery in the old camble-
down buildings behind the hobby-horse stables
this morming. You'd berter sce for yourselves.
Audur and Kingsley packed up the dumb
sweeper, and then Kingsley led chem over the
jumble of roofrops of the broken wing. | le
pointed out the most interesting ornamental
chimneys as they clambered over tiles, tiptoed
along roof tidges and rrotred down gullies and
gurtess. Liventually they came ro a flying bureress
with stone steps that led down to the ground.
“Take care/ Kin

fele herself blushing. He turned and trocted off’

who

sley said, smiling at Ada

over the rooltops as sure-footed as a motutain
goat.

Ada held Emnily's hand as they descended the
stone steps and followed Arthur rowards the back
of the west wing,

)
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knees and, undoing the brass clasps,
opened it. Tnside there was  brass

water botele and a dazeling array of

water colours with names like Naples
Nellow, Alizain Crimson, T looker's
Light Green and Paync’s Grey.

Enuily filled dhe jar with water from

the brass water bottle and rook a sheer of

thick paper from her porefolio, then
used the portfolio to lean on. Ada
trampled down the grass, and sat down
next to her,
“Whar are you going fo paint?’ she
asked.
“That plant over there,’ said Exnily
pointing with her paintbrush to a

and

. Tt's a Mimsy
Borogrove — beautiful specimmen,” she
observed.

Tl draw a monster,” said Ada,

(54)
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Dr Jensen had just said to him. When they had
gone inside Lord Goth came down the steps to
gteet the occupant of the next carriage.

This was a single-seater donkey trap belonging
ro Marrin Puzzlewir, the radical cartoonisr.

He had whire hair and a >
frown and always wore boxig
gloves, even when he was
drawing, so that he'd always
be ready for a fight.

Forrunately this was seldom
necessary because no one
could ever undersrand his
cartoons well enough to take
ollence. Lord Goth tried
to shake hands bur found it
impossible, so patted the
radical cartoonist on the back

instead belore turming o the

st carviage, which had juse

a2 e

drawn up.
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Please, call me Ada, said Ada warmly, ‘It’s
so nice to talk to someone ol my own age for a
change. Tt can get quite lonely sometimes. The
kitchen maids are too [rightened of Mas Beat'em
to talk to me and the only other person 1 see is
Maltravers the indoor gamekeeper and T a bit
alianid of himm. T dor’t like to bother my ladher
because he seems so busy. chough 1 do see him
once a week in the long gallery for rea ..

Ada was aware she was talking racher a lor.
Bu she liked Emily. She was ralented and well-
mannered and liked soft-boiled eggs with soldicrs.

She wanred to tell William and Lmily about
Tshunacl, and about the Polar Explorer hiding
away in the old icehouse, but wasn't sure she
should. Ada didn'c wan co frighten chem, Afrer
ol Thanacl was  ghost and the Polar Explorer
was a monster. Perhaps it would be wiser to wait
wntil she was better acquainted wich che Cabbage
children.

“We don't find Gh:

y-Gorm | lall Tonely in

8
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the leaves in front of them.
‘Look!" she said.

Tean't! said Emily.

Below was a small square garden ol g
dotred with large smooth pebbles. Unlike the
ather gardens they'd explored, the Even-More-
Secret Garden was spectacularly neat and tidy.

At the centre of the garden was an clegant
building of wrought iron and glass with a small
wooden sign beside it thar read “The Greenhouse
of Harmony'. Looking down from che
overhanging branch, Ada could sce through the
glass roof. Inside the greenhouse were large pors
coutaining strange plus with colourfil Leaves and
exotic fruit hanging down in clusters.

Ada saw something clse, and gasped. Tt was as
she'd suspected.

T dew't chink T've got your head for heighus.

said Ennily, turning green.

“Can 1 borrow your peneil and paper then

asked Ada.
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co teach you and one day you'll be Lady Goth .,/
‘Miss De!

said Ada, re

acroix caughe a chill and had to

ching out and patting Eunily's hand.
‘But she did have some very interesting ideas abouc
knitring and cutting the heads off dolls, which
T Tove 1o share with you and your ftiends in the
Attie Club, if’ you'll let me.

“And you promise not ro tell a soul abour usY
said Limily, looking up.

I promise,” said Ada.
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wood, was Ishmael's mousehole,
Ada reached inside and [elt around. Sure

enough her lingers closed round a tiny bundle

ol papers. Taking themn out, she carefully folded
them inro a lerrer and rook it ro Arrhur I lalford
10 send o London on the Gormless mail coach.
The letter was addressed to Mr Macmillan the
publisher.

T'har nighr, as the sun was serring, Ada heard a
Tirele sigh. Turning round from the window she
saw Ishmael twinkling palely on che Anarolian
carpet.

“I'hank you, Ada,’ he said, when she rold him
what she had done, Now there's nothing keeping
1me here any more.” He [loated up and out of the
window. ‘T think T can go now.’

He looked ba

me ... he said.

k at Ada and smiled. Remember

Ada watched as Ishmacel walked into the

beauriful sunser and wene rowards the light.

T will, she said.
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Then.

wisg 5
setout o sahve the mysiery ol

ppenings a Gl
anl get i lot rore than they, 38
hargained for .
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Just then
William Cabbage
came running

chrough the gap

in the doors. 1le
was the colotr of
shadows and cobwebs
but changed o a
dusry marble
\f as he caughe
#°  hisbreath.
Pushing the
doors closed, he rurned ro Lmily and Ada.
‘Maltza

jacket and unbuttoning his shizt. ‘He woke up .. .

rs!" he gasped, hastily pulling of{ his
He's coming this ... way?’

Esmily hastly packed up her watercolours,
pulled her painthox on to her back and dpped her
painty water into the pool. She looked at Ada,
then back ar William.

“I¥s all vight for you, William, she said wildly.

fiob)





images/00128.jpeg
she had a pencil behind onc carand a
7 folded sheet of paper in her pocker.
Ada climbed up the tree, finding

hand- and foot-holds as she went.
Enily followed gingerly. Up i the
branches, Ada selected one that reached over
the wall into the Even-More-Secret Garden and
crawled along it

Exmily inched along behind her, il the branch
spread ont into lots of smaller branches with large

green Teaves and spiky horse chestiurs.

“Spreading chestnue tres are the most fun

to climb,” Ada told Emily, who was holding on

tight and rying nor to Took down. Ada parred
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beds of the bedroom garden beyond. Reaching

the Sensible Folly*, Maluavers took akey
I

‘r\‘hrwmmr unlocked the [ront door and went inside.
olly wis

Iromn the bundle attached to his waisteoat,

bl b Ada, Lmily and William erepr through
Metaphorical -

Kt | the bedroom garden and approached the
ke a ruin

Meant | buildiug. Crouchiug dows, they pecked in ac

Twle | o of the carefully
Ll g

uc decen | Malesavers was siceing a the desk with an
sulierg el N
el | envelope in his hand.
plunbirg =
wiilewsio | s Ada, Emily and William watched, the
el |0 N od the envelope

o sty | ndoor gamekeeper opened the envelope
oy Corprvas

really just

a ke tht kbt .
ket || belore pinning it to the
‘Sm thlad | wall with a paper lork.
g 1

stock vk | Then he reached into the

soldish
T | envelope and took out

slazed Grecian windows

with a paper knife and read the leerer inside

a lolded banknote. He

carefully unfolded it and

held it up to dhe light.

Printed on irs very fine paper
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not wearing those fine clumpy boots he gave her,
now would she?’

“OF course not, said Ada, backing away.

Bt just so you know.” he continued, his pale
arey eyes now wide and unblinking, ‘the broken
wing is out of boumds until the anmual hunt on
Saturday night”

Ada warched as Maltravers strode down rhe

grand sraircase, his keys jangling. | Ie crossed the
grear hall to the small door behind the tapestry
before disappeaing chrough ic.

“Out of bounds? said Ada defiantly. “We'll

Mejutas | see abour thar’

{sidchuard i

fwedte. | Sheclumped down the stairs and across
b | e oreat hall, dhen through several sinaller
of fumiture i & &

hecte il | halls, cach containing assorted marble

Isieand | sculprures of classical gods and goddess
el nd he _ o i

Jatihat ity | until she cane to the short gallery.

|miled to the : # =
Hoorwoys|  Breaklast was waiting on the Jacobean

i | o ned”

Ihere was jugged hare, porred vole,

a0






images/00068.jpeg
"I'd Iove to see

‘Horw disappointing! said Emil;
inside.

Ada stepped back and noticed a kevhole. ‘It's
locked.” she said. “And T wouldu't be surprised il

Maltravers has the ke ... Oh no, | almost forgor!”

she suddenly exclaimed. Tr's Wednesday! Today
is the day T take tea with my facher in the long

gallery! I'd betrer go back and change! We'll have

o investigate this another rime.

“Thegu
e dock

on k'
waucicce
s prescnt
1oL Coth
i bis g
faters oter
Line Ber, an
varur ok
ke who
alved vice.
onmup s
docks and i
e,

‘It you still want ro join the Arric Club,’
said Emily, when they gor back to the
Venetian terrace, ‘meet William and me ac
the top of the grand smircase at ren o'clock
tonight.’

Tl see you there! said Ada breathlessly,
and dashed off in the direction of her
dressing roosn. When she pot there she lound
her Wednesday-evening clothes waiting for
her. She put on the Hungarian [rock and
jacket and then changed her black pumps for

the big, clumpy boots. The great-unele clock”

{60
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Once they were caughe in big long-handled

d into

butcertly nets, the creaures were el
the grounds, where they often thrived. The three
omamental deer” from cight years ago had

done so well that there were now ar leasr a

handved in the dear-deer park. Onanes
(devr are:
Ada always thought Maltavers, who had [l

lspensie,
laving 1

of the time, seemed disappointed when che [Tkl

amean, unpleasant [ook on his face most

creatistes were fieed, and mofe than once y‘“‘l\:ﬂ'i@f\a i

she'd seen him looking at Lord Gorh's sl

blunderbuss longingl pepidhi
Ada shuddered. e
Tsaw someone creeping about in the il

broken wing last night,’ said Maltravers, his [

pale grey eyes narrowing to slics, He gave a

wichless Litele Laugh. “Though T'm sure ic

couldr’t have been the young mistress, could

it?
Ada could feel herself blushing and bir her lip.

“Because she wouldn't disappoint her father by

39
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student was absolucely lirions. He was a bic of'a

perfectionist. Said he couldn'r possibly hand me in

10 his professor ike that and stormed ofT to class.
He was ashamed of me, you see ...
' The Polar lixplorer Tooked suddenly
L1, sad and s yellow eyes filled with
rears.

“When his professor asked,
the studenc said that a dog are his
homework.

“You poor thing,” said Ada,

sl

sympathetically.
Tlearned my lesson though,’
said the Polar Explorer, patting a
wooden runk. Now Talways carry
aspare.’
1 le looked down at the

ground.
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“I'he pleasure is all mine, he said in a quict yer
clegant voice. Mary Shellfish held up a leacher-
bound book in a black-gloved hand.

“This is a copy ol my bestselling novel.’ she

simpered, ‘entirled The Monster, or,

Prosmethess Misbebaves. Perhaps
you've heard of it

Bur befo

Lord Goth could
reply a grear whire seabird
swooped down from the sky.
Snatching the book from
Mary Shellfish's

hand, the

seabird (lew ofl

with it in its Long
yellow beak and
| disappeared over the
Y rooltops.
You told me your novel was populas,” said a
deep voice from the deprhs of the coach, ‘bue this

is ridiculous.”

13,
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student ac the University of Mecklenburg as
part of his mad science project ...

Ada suspected he hadn't talked to anyone
for quite some time.

“Water, water everywhere, nor any drop to

drink? squawked the albarross again.
The Polar Explorer ignored it.
‘I le made me from birs left on
the bartlefield of Baden-Baden-
Wiintremberg-Baden. | have the legs
of a trumpet major, che arms of a
grenadier, the body of a brigadier and
the head of a pioneer sergeant firsr
cla
down his lank, lifeless hair and put hi

bicorn hat back on his head.

‘Marinated for a month n a

" The Polar Explorer smoothed

tub of glue Twas, and then broughe
to life by a lightning storm.’
e smiled, revealing seaweed-

green reeth.
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She took Emily's hand and they stepped inside.

The Secret Gardens was  mess.

The grass was as tall as Ada and Emnily. Weeds
ol every shape and size crowded in from the
flower beds, and old, gnarled rrees with rwisting,
ctrling branches reaching down 1o the ground
competed with cach other for space.

Ada and limily followed the parh, hand in hand
After a few maze-like rwists and rurns, they came
o another wall, even higher than the fissr, with a
wooden doot that was even smaller.

On the door was another

brass plare. This one read
“The Even-More-Secret

Garden'. o

VR R SHCRET
Lmﬁwﬂ‘l

Emily pushed ar che door,
Then Ada pushed ac dhe
door.

Then they pushed at the

door rogether, but it was no

good: it wouldn't budge.
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pigieon cooked

cight w

and fellied
moorhen,
all on Targe
silver plarters
beneaths
gleaming silver
Tids.
Adaignored

them and helped herself to a soft-boiled egs and
four pieces of hot burrered roast thar had been
cut inro silhouettes of Prussian grenadiers. She
sat down at che table and was dipping a grenadier
inito her egg when the yellow wallpaper opposite
rippled like the surface of 1 pond.

Ada dropped her toast in surprise.

A boy stepped away from the wall. He was the
exact same colour and pattern of the wallpaper he
has heen standing against. If he hadn't moved, Ada

wouldn't have seen him ar all.
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As chey got nearer, Ada could sec che hobby

horse stables, a long, low building made up
ol'a series of workshops with halC-open stable

doors. Inside

ch workshop, grooms dressed
in smocks like Archur's were hard at work,
hunched over forges heating spokes and
Lammering ouc kisks in wheel rits, or standing
ar woodworking benches sanding curved beech

chassis. On the walls, beside rools in racks,

hanging on padded hooks, sere the hobby
hotses themselves,

" ook after that one,” said Arthur,
pointing to a splendid bicycle with a carved

winged horse on its chassis. Tts Lord Goth's

favourite hobby horse.” Th

v continned past
the stables unil they came to a series of small
sheds with hall=collapsed slace-tiled rools
and walls propped up by wooden stakes and
scallolding.

“I'hese are rthe unstable srables,” said Arthur,

“Very few peaple come here any more.
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In one room there was a portrait

of a lady with a haunting smile.

decorated with pictures of
Chinese dragons, and a third
room housed a starte of a
beautilial goddess with o arns.
liventually Ishmael stopped
| and pointed ata pair of double
doors with bronze hoops for
handes.
“There! he said excicedly.
Adalooked. In front of the

doors

as a mousetrap with a
piece of Blue Gormly attached
to it Gently Ada nudged che
mousetrap with the tip of a coe.
Snapt
The vicious trap sprang shut.
Ada bent down and picked ir up. Jus then,

from the other side of the doors, Ada heard a
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Since then Lozd Goth seemed to have forgotten
all about Ada's education, which was just as well
because Ada had had quite enough of govertiesses
for the time being.

The fill moon shone down on the Back of
Beyond Garden (unfinished ) and Ada made a mental
note to come back and explore it properly in the
daylighe. Turning away, she was just about to
take the parh thar led round ro the front of the
west wing and et herself in through the Byzantine
windows of the Venctian tettace when she heard a
piercing squavk
Ada looked up.

Swooping down out of the night sky came

an enormous white bird with a curved yellow

Ir

glided over Ada's head and landed on the rool’

beak and a sticking-plaster cross on ics bell

ol a tumnbledown stone building hall hidden
by undergrowth. As Ada watched, the bird

dis

appeared through a hole in the tiled roof.

Well, T never!” said a Tiele voice, and, looking

()
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lack heels and slipped on her black pumps.

“There’s only one thing we can do ... she said

thoughedully.
‘And what'
Ada's green eyes sparkled.
Attic Club!’ she said.

that?’ asked Ishmael.

all & meering of the

“The next morning Ada overslepe. It was Sarurd

race and

the day of the annual metaphorical bicy
indoor hunt. Poor Ada had been up half the nighr.

She climbed ot of bed and went into her
dressing room, whete she found her Sarurday
clothes lid our on the Dalmarian divan. She gor
dressed quickly in the crimson velvet acket wich
gold buttons and the white damask dress, together
with the datk green cape, and picked up the peark-
handled wmbrella next o i

Ignoring her big chunpy boots, Ada put on her
black Lea

room as the grear-uncle clock on the mantelpiece

her pumps and slipped quietly out of the

struck twelve.

1)





images/00022.jpeg
was an east wing, a central hall with a magnificent
dome, a west wing and, at the back of the house
the oldest part of Ghastly-Gorm, the broken wing.

Tt was called the broken wing because it was
in need of repair. Bur it was out of sight and was
such a jumble of overlooked roorms, abandoned
bathrooms and neglected hallways that each Lord
Gorh had forgotten abou it and concenrared
instead on building new bits on to the other, more
visible, pars of the house.

The 4ch Lord Goth had added the dome and
over four hundred omamental chimneys, while the
Sth Lord Gorh had builr the magnificent portico
at the [ront of the house and the new kitchens
inn the east wing. Ada’s [ather was the 6th Lord
Goth, and he had concentrated on the west wing,

s and a stable

adding drawing rooms and libran
block for his hobby horses. He had employed the
finest landscape architect of the age, Metaphorical

Siith, to lay out the gardens of Ghastly-Gorm

1 lall with many fashionable fearures, such as a

o)
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“You poor thing said Ada sympathetically.

She realized guiltily that she hadn’t thoughe

about Ishmacl all day.
He shook his head, Twas a mouse of action, you

see. I'm just nor suired o being a ghost, floaring

and haunting, appearing and disappearing .

Tshmael foated over to the eight-poster bed and
Tooked up at Ada.

“T'his evening, when T appeared, the sun was
jluse going down and the sunser was so beauiful

Tjust wanted to floac off inco it and go towards

the light
Why didn'e you

Tshmnacl so sad.

asked Ada. She hated ro see

He shrugged. T don't know, he said. T jusc
couldr’e, Iés as if something was holding me
back ... keeping me here ..
“Why don’t you tell me one ol your tales?’ said

Ada. She was pleased to see Ishanael brighten and

become less mansparen.

“Well, T could tell you about my voyage to the

o)
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carpet and looked up ac her with wide

5.

“They've got it all planned out. Tomorrow
night, lor the indoor hunt, Maltravers has laid out
a toure through the broken wing thar leads up ro

the roofiops.’

“The rooltops?’ said Ada, puzled. But my

farher wouldn't ha

greed ro that. | le nev

goes up ro the rooffops, nor since the night | e

) b e Hollsung

my mother ...’ she paused. b
“The man with the cruel eyes laughed e

and said that that way none of them could |t

N X punky o
escape. Ishmael shuddered. ‘T le said thar the ol Boariar
. Al

heads would look splendid on the wall of his — |iiheheals

*
hunting lodge in Bavaria™

nt

The heads? said Ada, sitcing down on che [l
edge of her cight-poster bed. ‘This is even ;j!:“r'{t;;“{“‘l n
worse than T had imagined e

“That's what I thought,” said Tshanacl. Tl
“Whar shall we do? L

Ada kicked off the slippers with the

1)
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Chapter Nine

da looked up. Thedaek
shape stepped lightly off |

the bauister and on to the landing.

Ada’s new governess held out
a white hand which Ada shook.

It felr ice cold.

‘Pleased ra meer you,” said
Ada.

You can call me Lucy,
said the governess. T'd
Tike us ro be friends.’

Ada smiled uncertainly
and wondered how
Tong this parcicular
governess would
at Ghastly-
sorm Hall, §

Guevmomn] |
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When Emily had finished her warercolours, she
and Ada walked back towards the house. Aschur
had lefi catlier because the metaphorical bicyele
tace and indoor hune were only two days away and
he had Tors ro do.

You must tell your facher whar Maltravers is up
0. said Eunily as they approached the Venctian

rerr:

ce

Twill ./ said Ada, with a thoughrfiil frown.
She rurned ro her friend, ‘T lave you gor any more
Emily nodded.

“Then chere’s something we need to do first.
Ada said.

paper in your portfoli
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“If you can reach them, said Emily, 'd racher
not let go of this branch.”

Ada ook the pencil [rom behind Exnily's car
and the paper (rom her pocket and unfolded
ir. Then she rurned her artention back to rhe
Greenhouse of Harmony and the rwo figures she

hiad spotted sitting inside

Ihey were grear apes, with dark brown faces

and beauriful orange-brown fur. Borh were nearl;
and fashionably dressed. Ada sketched borh of
them carefully and was fust folding the paper up
to pue back in Emily's pocker when she heard

akey ratling in a lock. She stayed very still as,

below, the door to the Even-More-Secret Garden
opened and Maleravers entered, pushing a wooden

wheelbarrow

Approaching the greenhouse, he

s door.

wok his keys and wulocked the gla
“The Wildiman of Putey and the Wit of

DBarnes,” Maltravers said, in his thin, wheedling

voice, ‘ust look at you! Those west-London

intellecrual weavers who rescued you cermainly

3
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‘I be that smells delicious,” said a litcle voice
close by

Ada looked down and saw Ishmael twinkling
palely from the middle of the Anatolian carpet.

“Bur being a ghost, | don'r seem o have a sense
of smell, ov an appetire for that mareer, he added
sadly.

“Where did you disappear to?” she asked.

Ishmael shrugged. ‘O, here and there; he
said vaguely. “Though | always end up back
here because, it scems, you're the only one who
can see or hear me.” He paused and gave a small
sce-through shiug, ot some reason | don's
understand, Tappear to be haunting you.’

“That's [ine by me,” said Ada, who had
developed an affection for Ishmael. "You can
haunt me for as long as you like if i1l make you
Leel bett

The ghost ol'a mouse sighed. "You're very kind,”

e said mournfully.

While Ada sat on her chaise short and are her

(66)
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Chapter Four

P e theie ave breakfast, William wene
N (0 the Chinese drawing room to help
Lis (ather. At least, chat’s what he told Ada. Exmily
said the real reason was that he wanted to practise
blending in with the Chinese dragon wallpaper.
“It keeps him happy for hours,”she said, rolling
her e
W

asked Ada. “The Arric Club doesn’r meer oill afrer

ould you like to come painting with me?’ she

dark, so we've gor plenry of rime.’

I'd love to,” said Ada.

She clumped back extra noisily to her bedroom
so Lord Goth was bound to hear her, before
raking off her boors and slipping on her black
pumps. Then she took her skecching tablet and
crayon box and tiptoed downstaits to meet Ermily

on the Venetian terrace.
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I'he bird woman tilted her head to one side
like a curious seagull and Ada could see a row of’
ncedle-shatp tecth glinting when she spoke.

Tis Sesta the Siren,” she said in a musical voice,
“star of the [thaca Open-Air Opera | louse ... ir's
more of a rock in the sea actually,” she added with
a twinkling laugh. ‘But still, the sailors is come
from all over fo hear me sing.

“Wha are you doing here?' asked Ada.

Limily had gor a piece of warercolour paper out
of her portfolio and had started painting, her eyes
wide wich wonder.

“I'he famous [Lord
Goth!” the Siren
Sesta exclaimed.

‘He invite me his
sell’ Me and

1y backing
singers, Orphia,

Furydice and

Persephone ...

[ ORPiA, EVRYDICE &
FERSERONE THE 1AL
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Chapter Three

Byzantine windows, across the centeal hall, up the
grand staircase, along the corridor and into her

enormous bedroom she was exhausted. Climb

into her eight-poster bed, she drew the curtains,
flopped back on to her giant pillow and fell ino a
deep slecp.

When she was awoken by the sound of the great-
uncle clock chiming on her mantelpiece, Ada was
stareled to realize it was cleven o'clock already.

She jumped out of bed and rushed over to
het dressing room. Pushing open the doot, she
stepped inside

There, o the Dabmatiau divan, were her
Wednesday elothes — Seotch bounet, Highland

shawl and black tartan frock. Ada’s clothes were

%)
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T'he nexe ching Ada knew, the greac-uncle cloc]

on the maneelpiece »

stiking nine.

She yawned and stretched, then jumped out of
bed.

In her dressing room she found her Thursday
clothes — a Venetian talTera dress, an Ottoman
coat with pompoms and a red tasselled hat. Ada
gor dressed and was abour o pur
on her big, clumpy boors when
she patsed.

Then she turned and walked
back into her enormous bedroom
and over to the eight-poster bed,
whete she put her black pumps on
instead.

She crossed to the door, opened

it and pecked out. There was o
sion of the governess aud no sign ol
Maltzavers. Ada tiptoed out o her
bedroom and down the corridor

as quicrly as she could.
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Raising his top hat in elegant wivunph, Lovd
Goth and Pegasus cantered past the linishing post
to be greeted by the cheers of the grooms and

housemaid:

Coming from the old icchouse and rounding dhe
corner of the wes wing, Ada paused. She held
a portfolio in one hand and an umbrella in the
other, which she used ro wave ro Arthur [ [alford.
The hobby-horse groom nodded in zeply.

T'hen Ada rurned and hurried across che
Venerian remace before disappearing through the

Byzantine windows into Ghastly-Gorm Hall.
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coming from behind a pair of double doors with
beass hoops for handles.

‘The Badwoom of Zeus!” Ada whispered
excitedly.

Limily took one hoop, and Ada rook the other,
andl they pulled. As Fanily and Ada stepped
through the gap and looked around, the singing

stopped

In the cenrre
of the room was
a sunken pool
full of stagnant
green warer, in the
middle of which stuck
up arock witha
nest of twigs and
branches on top.

And sitting on
the nest was one
of the srrangest crearures

Ada had ever seen.
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“A duelling governess? said Ada, who thoughe
this sounded even more exciting than being a
three-hundred-year-old vampire.

Here, Pl show you, said Lucy, jumping lighely
to her feet and opening her carpet bag.

Tnside were rows of velvet rays which lolded

out on silver hinges, like the inside of'a

jewellery box. Cushioned on the

velvet was a glirecring arvay of

beautiful umbrella rips. Lucy reached
over and picked up her umbrella
She turned it over in her hand,
expertly unscrewed

the tip and selected a
replacemnent. She twisted
the new tip into place
with a
(lick ol
her wrist
and held the

umbrella up.

13
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"But what 1 not understand,” said the Siven, ruffling

her feathers and shaking her foot, ‘is when we come

Lieze, Lord Gol's man does this to me — Look!
Ada looked.

Ihere was a manacle arotnd Siren Sesta’s leg
with a chain that was attached 1o a heavy Toop
whicl ins tuz was boled to the side of the pool.

Ihe harpies rateled the bars of their cage, and
Ada saw thar there was a sturdy padlock holding
the cage door shur.

‘Lozd Gothy's man, he feed me smoky fish and
o the girls, dead mouses.’ The Sizen's dark cyes

11z

s wide.

shed and she spread her golden win

“But we are artists — we canmot live like this!”

Her beautilul voice echoed round the room.
"Like chis, like chis, like chis . . " the harpies

harmonized (rom the eage above. Siven Sesta's

gaze [ell on Emily Cabbage and her watercolours.

You're very beautiful, said Emily

appreciatively, mixing a seaweed green thar

matched Sesta’s feathers.

(103
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wearing her mother's tightrope-walking slippers

Slowly and e

efially she walked the tightrope
balancing with the pole as she did so.
Hallway between the two chimneys she

paused, silhouetted against the bright moon.

Below, on the rooltop, the Artie Club chee

Ada took a bow.
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“What is the indocr
camckeeper doing onside?
asked Emily.

‘Going to his room,

probably, said Ada.
\\\ When he isn't working,
\ Maltavers lives in the

garden.

s follow him,”
said William.
They made cheir
way quickly down
the grand sraircase
and tumed into the
cast wing. They ran
past the Egyprian

drawing room,

the pre-Columbian
drawing room and the
Chinese drawing room,

whete Charles Cabbage was
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heard a sharp ral-fal-lat as the woman knocked on
the [rone door.

The carriage wheels crunched on the gravel once
more as the black carriage, which didn't seemn to

have a driver, disappeared into the nighr. Below,

Ada heard the front door ereak slowly open and
Maleravers's wheezing voice say, “Yes?’

‘Miss Borgia from the Psychic Governess

Agency,” said a beautiful lilting voice with the hine
of a foreign accent.
You'll find

the governess quarters in the dome. Lord Goth

‘Come in, said Maleravers stifil

doesn't like ro be disturbed.’

Tknow,” said Miss Borgia soltly, “That is why

Tam here. The agency specializes in the education

of inconvenent children.’
Tnconyenient is right,’ muttered Maluayers.
“And don't let her fool you with her clampy boots

and polite manners,” he went on, and Ada shivered

at the sound of his voice. ‘She’s a sneaky one, thar

Tirtle Gorh girl

81
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“There aren't any soft boiled cggs or soldiess,

said William looking at the embroidered flowe:

on Ada’s frock. ‘Ruby says Mes Bea'em has
gat everyone working on the grand dinmer this

evening.

id

“That's just what T want to tell yon about,
Ada, ignoring the three ways of rolled herring in

marmalade sauce. ‘M

new governess

You've got a new governess? exclaimed limil
1ler face fell. Does that mean you won't be able to
spend time wich us now?

“L'hat's just it,” said Ada, taking Emily’s hand

and squeczing ir. Lucy Borgia is a nighr person —
our lessons will be after dark — so we can still
sketeh and explore during the day.

Did you rell your father about Maltravers and
" asked Enmily

T wried but he wouldn't listen,” said Ad:

5

those poor creates

“Tonight is Friday, and the guests [or the

bicyele race and indoor hunt will be arriving
this afternoon. But it's going o be all right, she

o)
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Lady George, Lsiseram, the poecs, Dr Jensen,
MacDull'and Mary Shellfish ised their buccerlly
nets, only lor von Hellsung co push them roughly
aside.

“T'hey're mine!” he roared, throwing back his

bearskin cape to reveal two quadmple-barrelled
hanting pistols i call Teacher holsters sapped to
his belr

On one holster the word ‘T lansel” was stamped

in raised lerrers; on the orher, ‘Grerel’,
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Fpilogue

Tt was Mary Shelllish who had given
Ada che ide:

Monster, or Promethen

Her bestselling novel The

Misbebaves had been published
by a Mr Macmillan in London, allowing the Polar

Explorer's lile and adventures to reach a wide

and appreciarive audience. Despire their slighr
misunderstanding, the lady novelisr and the
monster had parted on good terns and
the Polar lixplorer had promised ro
tell Mary Shellfish all abour his ex-
girlfriend for her next novel.

Ada said goodbye to the Siren
Sesta, the harpies, Mr Omalos and
I lamish the Sherland centaur,
who'd all returned salely to their
homes without any ill fecling

once Lord Goth had explained

e ‘
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v

uneil finally Tjuse had o get a

e, after chac things wene from bad co worse

ay from ic all.” The

Polar Explorer wiped his eyes and smiled at Ada.

o Tborrowed a ship aud went to tie Nozth Dole.
Lovely place — beautiful scenery. But nor very
many people 1o talk to—

Tecbe

drink!” squawked rhe albarross.

icebergs everywhere, nor any drop to

So how do you knew my father, Lord Gorh?

asked Ada, rrying to stifle a yawn. The Polar

Explorer was fascinating, buc ic was so late ic was
beginning to be early.

“Oh, 1 don't know Lord Gorh personally,
admitted the Polar Explorer, ‘But T do know Mary
Shellfish, the distinguished lady novelist — a very
good listener, just like you, Miss Goth.!

Ple; all me Ada,’ said Ada.

‘Well. Ada,” said the Polar Explorer, as he

patted the albatross perched on his shoulder,

‘Coleridge here found this copy of the Literary

Review on 3 deserted sailing shifp last month.’

(39}
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Chapter Six

dasat up in bed and pecred inco the inky

blackness, suddenly woken by the sound
of carriage wheels crunching on the gravel outside
She lic her candle and tiptoed across her enormons
bedroom to the window.

On the driveway in front of the steps leading

Gorm TTall

was a black carriage drawn by four black hor:

o the magnificent portico of Ghast

s

with curling black feathers on their black bridles.

Slowly the door ro the carriage opened and a
swoman stepped our. She wore a black dress and
jacket, black gloves and shoes, a broad-brimmed
black hat and a heavy veil. In one hand she carried
alarge black carper bag decorared wirh a skull
pattern, and in the other a black umbrella. Ada
stepped back [romn the window as the womnan

walked soundlessly up the scep. Moments later she

i
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Chapter Seven

da led Emily across the hall co the
<l tapestry and pulled it aside, to reveal the

snall doorway to the broken wing.

‘Follow me," she said.

They went down a (light of stone stairs and
along a dark conidor with doors lining the walls.

Ada paused and opened one of the doors. imily
and Ada peeted inside. The toom was cmpty,
excepr for an old wardrobe containing some morh-
earen fur coars. Ada closed rhe door and shook her
head.

‘T was sure the Bathroom of Zeus was around

here somewhere . . she said.

Just then, from furcher down che hallwa

there came the sound of singing. It was solt and

soothing aud very, very beautifil.

Ada and Emily followed the sound. It was

(98)
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the doors before I had a chance
look”

Ada ook the spoon again.

to take

“That room is called the
Bathroom of Zeus, and it is where
Maleravers harches the minfatare
_ pheasanes Lor iy father's indoor
N hunt, she rold them,

Ruby reached our and
gently rook the spoon from
Ada with an apologetic smile.

‘Mis Beat'em says she’s fed up

wirh Malrravers and his srrange
demands,” she reported. ‘Fiest it
was Blue Gornly Lo his traps, and
then it was porridge onts, a whole
sackful, and then diree smoked
salinon, not to mention most
of the carrots [rom the
kirchen garden.

Eimily held our her hand

)
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The cries went up as chey st about exploring

the corridors, hallways and passages.
Maltzavers, though, had lefi nothing to
chance.
Daubed on the walls ar helpful intervals were

messages with arrows that read, “This way’, T

el?’, “Tun right’ and ‘Carry on till the next
junerion’

As Lord Gorh and his guests clarrered
along the corridors, they caughr glimpses
of feathered creatures fluttering ahead and
heard che clatter of flecing hooves and odd
wild apeTike grunts echoing through the broken
wing.

Floorboards had been pulled up and laid on
che stairs to allow the hobby horses to trundle up
chem in pussuit ol che indoor game, which (led
upward just abead of the pursuing guests. Flashes
of otange fur and glimpses of bright green feathers
and golden claws only served ro spur the indoor

hunr onward as the riders waved their butrerfly

o)
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William, Emily and Ruby each sat down on a
coal sack while Kingsley and Arthur shared one so
that Ada could take the remaining scat.

‘T declare chis meeting of the Attic Club open,
said Limily, rapping on the rable with the wooden

spoont Ruby had just handed her. "'Who would like

1o go [irst
Archur and Kingsley both reached for the
wooden spoon in Limily's hand, bur William bear
them ro ir.
Holding up the spoon, he blended in with
the bluc-grey shadows behind him, T've been
doing some very inreresting blending-in
recently,” he said, 'in the oldest part of the
house.”
“The broken wing!" exclaimed Ada excicedly.
Emily took the spoon [rom her brother and
handed it o Ada.
‘Only the person with the spoon is allowed to
speak,” she told her.

Ada raok the spoon.
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founcain and trooped around the side of the
west wing at the back of‘the house.

Thete, amidst the weeds and tangled
undergrowth of the Back of Beyond Garden
(unfinished), the crowd of villagers peered

throngh the dusty windows of the broken winig as

aited for the indoor hunt to begin.

Meanwhile, in the main hall of Ghasly
Lord Gorh and his guests assembled on their

hobby horses.
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Rupert von Hellsung, we meec ar last,” came a
soft ilting voice with the hine of an accent. Lucy
Borgia stepped out from behind a chimney stack
and raised an umbrella. The gold tip glinted in the
moonlight.

How dare you . .. £ von Hellsung beg:

slashing at the governess with his sword, only for
Lucy Borgia ro take three sreps back, pirouerce
on top of a chimney por and lightly bur firmly
nudge her assailant in the middle of his rummy
with the tip of her umbrella,

Losing his balance, von Hellsung tectered for a
moment before roppling like a felled fir rree down
the chimney on which he'd been standing. A series
of bummps and crashes lollowed, together with
shricks of pain and indignation gerting fainter and
Lainter wuil a fnal wulfled thunp.

‘He'll have landed in the Bathroom of Zeus
T reckon,” said Kingsley the chimney carctaker
with a knowing glance down the chimney. ‘Well

played, Ada
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on the bedroom mancelpicce struck five,

Mustart be late,” Ada muttered to hessellas she
dashed ot of her bedroom and down the corvidor
as noisily as possible. When she got to the entance

to the long gallery she stamped her feer extrn hard.

‘Corne in, daughter said Lord Goth in a quict
yet clegant voice.

Ada marched ino the room, her foorsteps
making the teacups racele.

.

stamping — I can see you now.” He avoided

. ves, said Lord Gorh. You can srop

looking at her directly, she noticed. ‘Come and pour

the e:

Sitting in one ol two wing chairs by a tall

window, he was w

aving riding boots and breeches
and a pale blue cailcont with silver fur collar and

culls and one of the maguificent silk cravacs

that he had made [ashionable; they were known
as Gothkerchiels in his honour. He put down
the blunderbuss he had been idly polishing and

crossed his le

'm‘
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incerrupred her in his quiee bue elegane voice, ‘you
have disappointed me.
“But, Father,” Ada protested, ‘Maltravers—’
‘Adal’ Lord Goth inerrupted her again, his

voice even quicrer and more elegant. It is one of

iy closely held beiefs thar children

should be heard aud not seen.

‘I know, I'ather, bur—'" Ada
began.

“And yer | didn't hear you
Beeaase yorencs wesrnpthe
boots 1 gave you!”

T know, Father, 'm soy.

T lorgot—
‘Forgot? echoed Lord Goth,

seridis

g past Ada and grasping the

doorksiob t bis study. ‘Forgot?
Do my wishes mean so line o
your Nest you'll be telling e
you've been up on the roofrops.’

Ada's checks colour
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& Quside in the
U warm sunshine,
2
the runners and
Ry

i j‘g tidess were lining
G ®

up for the stare

ol the annual

metaphorical
bicycle race around
the specially designed
hobby-horse
racecoutse.

On your toes . . .
gerwer. ..
BANG!

Maltravers lired

the starting

piscol in the air

and the kitchen
{88 i screamed as
g the runners and riders

ser off.
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oice. ‘Got another one!’

familiar and unwelcome
it wheezed.
The doors began to creak open, but siot belore

Ada had tumed and boleed.
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that he'd known nothing of the invitations that
Maluavers had sent. They had enjoyed che
hospitality of Ghastly-Gorm Hall, staying in the
west wing and having the run of the
grounds for the rest of their visir.
As [or Malmavers, he'd

apologized lor the invitations

and rold Lord Gorh rhat he had
only wanted the indoor hunt ro
be tnusual this year and had had
no idea of von Hellsung's actual
intentions. He claimed thac he
had'e meant the crearures any
harm and that he'd been as much
misled as everyone else. Ada didn't
believe him, but Lord Goth was
so honourable and [air that he'd
given the indoor gamekeeper the
benelit of the doubt.
Ada didn't crust Maltravers

N one lirrle bit and, from the

W
/)
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. i i
Walden Poud” in New England. Mes Beat'ern
- . . i “Walden Pinid
used the ice i her leaning ice creams of Pisa  |[ oo
e ke it

North Awerica

My friend che shrew lives in a warer | Bthumid

and her penguin-tongue sorbet.

Y

bure st door, ssid Tshmael, ‘She-erfoys che ‘E:‘“:‘:ﬁv

peace and quier.” [
Ada crepr quiedy as she could through the [T

rall grass and covw parsley rowards the old it o

tochouse. When she got to the door, she found - #tmr hoa.

it ajar. Tshmacl slipped inside and Ada followed.
It took

a little while for Ada’s eyes to

adjust to the gloom.

When they did, she could see thac the
inside of the old icchouse was one enormous room
with a sunken srone floor piled high with large
blocks of ice, each one the size of a packing erare.
Sitting on top of the highest stack of ice blocks
was a huge ligure in a sailcloth coat adormed with
ship’s rigging. On its head it wore the bicorn hat
of a sea caprain and strapped ro s feer were o

planks of wood from the deck of a ship, while on

5
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Ada thoughe ic was cruel. Unforeunacely the
indoor hunt was very popular, and cach year the
villagess of the lirele hamlet of Gormless marched
up the drive holding (laming torches and gathered
outside ro warch it through the windows.

Just then the gong sounded in the kitchens of
the west wing: Tt was [our o’clock and the kitchen
maids were gerring up

Tye gor to go, said Ada

I'he Polar Lxplorer
nodded and puc a black-
nailed finger co his black
Tips

Not a word,” he

whispered with a wink.
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Then the indoor gamekeeper wheeled the
bartow out of the greenhouse and locked the
door hehind him.

Ada waited until she was sure

he had gone, before inching
back along the branch, helping
Euily ¢

ach seep of the way.

Vinally, when chey were safe

on the ground, Ada showed
imily her drawing. I suspecred
that Maleravers had something
locked up in the Even-More-
Secrer Garden,” Ada said
wiomphandy. ‘And if T right,
he's planning to use these pioor
creatures in che indoor hunt on

Savurd

“That's yery good, considering
you were up a tree, said

Limily,

purting the drawing
in her porrfolio with her

28]
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Ada blushed.
T couldn’t have done it without you,” she said,
‘without all of you.

A huge ligare loomed up behind her wearing

ilclorh coat. On

2 sea caprain's har and a s

shoulder was perched an albarross. The Polar

Explorer opened his wooden runk and,

moving his spare foor” ro one side, handed

Tieblr | limily Cabbage the warercolours she’d done
Explorer’s i d

avehonis | of the Siren and the others.

ept it s g B E

woiowrak | Thank you, he said. “These were a greac
and nly nsed B

Hisaiaey | Delp-

e | Your ice sculprures were beauriful,” said

the prescat
e esse | Ennily, taking the paintings. T'm so sorry
oot I using ! s L
eomiv | they had to be destroyed.
knowledse s > )
s | Tl have plenty of time to do more, said

o
et o | the Polar Explorer, tuming towards Mary
Shellfish, who'd gone very pale and was

histoicn, bp
wite fonlres
1 a Gothic
vl

twembling unconcrollably. ‘After I've had a

about rhis so-called

lierle char wirh Mary

novel of hers
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Ada had been so mesmerized by che sight of
the bird woman, she hadn't noticed the birdeage
hanging from the ceiling above her head. Te

contained, she now saw, three more bird women

who were much smaller than the Siren Sesra and

had large eyes and sharp, pointy noses.

s yery nice to meet you, they chorused,
flapping and fidgeting on their perch.

See, here .. The Siren Sesta rummaged in the
nest beneath her and grasped a thick gilt-cdged
bue slighely grubby card in her talons, which she

held up for Ada co read.

iy
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As it rolled by, Dr Jensen threw a thubarb and
duck [lan ac Martin Puzzewit, which hit himn on
the forehead.

‘As Dr Jensen says, when a man's tired ol
thubarb, he’s rired of life . .. said MacDuff as che

at him.

cartoonist shook his gloved (i

Trmight not be good at drawing hands, but T can
draw really big noses!’ Puzzlewit raged. “You just
wair and see ...’

Ada sank down in her sear. This was a rypical
dinner, wich food fights and arguments and
nobody listening to anyone else.

She looked our through ene of rthe tall windows.
The sun had set and the full moon was shining
down on the dear-deer park. The ornamental
Chinese deer cast moon shadows in the silvery

Lighe.
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and thyme rogether with three soup trumpets, a

pastry wombone and several (lutes for (veczing
sorbets.
Sitting on a high stool at a desk Ruby the

eahorses

outer-pantry maid was patiently making s

our of radish shavings to decorare Mrs Beat'ern’s

Neprauie broch, When she saw Ada she blushed.
Tlello, Miss G... Ada, she said.

“We'te following Malrravers,” Ada whispered

[ ove those seahor:

You're very

clever.

Ruby blushed

gain.
“Nelly! Nepeunize those prawns, NOW? Mrs
Beat'en’s voice screamed in the big kitchen.
Ada, William andl Emily ran out of the outer

pantry and ino the kitchen garden beyond.

refulf whispered Williaun, pulling Ada and
Enuily bebind a stand o ruuner beans and tueniug
gteen. There lie goes now.
Maltravers had rounded the corner of the new

icchouse and w:

striding through the flower
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hospitaliy of Ghasly-Gorm Hall.”

My harpies and T would be honoured.’ said
Siten Sesta.

We'd love o, wouldn't we, Hamish?' said M

Omalos, and the Wildman of Purney and the

Wile of

bue graceful expression in cheir eyes.

arnes looked at Lord Goth wirh a sad

Lovd Gorh picked up his hobby horse and nimed

o his guests. ‘It has been an unusual hunr this year,

and 1ll be having words with my indoor game-
keeper, he said, then looked ar his daughter and
smiled. ‘But a memorable indoor hunt for all that,’
The guiests agreed.
In the distance, a Bavarian coach with a sooty

Rupert von Hellsung

inside raced

through the

qates of Ghastly-
Gonn Hall and
disappeared

into the night.





