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         The Dauphin slid gracefully out of the freezing Northern English port without drawing undue attention, as was its wont. The docks were deserted, but even if Michael, the young and romantically inclined port intern, had been watching, the passing vessel was perhaps not the most interesting. It was not as aggressively expensive as a millionaire’s yacht, or intent on breaking records for fuselage or speed or fittings; it was sleek and clean as a seal. Only the most discerning would have noted the luxury of the curtains in the visible windows, the precise lines of the hull, or the array of top-of-the-line radar and sounding equipment on its roof. Just as the wealthiest person at a party slips through unnoticed in their perfectly tailored bespoke suit and the most discreet of jewels, it swept out of the harbour quietly, and was gone.

         It was, of its kind, a remarkable vessel. It was constructed rather like an opera cake, as the Danish designer, given free rein and inclined to take as much of said rein as possible, had intended. The top layer was navigation, manned by a series of brutally competent Swedes, Greenlanders and a handful of morbid Norwegians, who were largely morbid because people kept assuming they were also Swedish. The middle was luxurious accommodation, and not the kind where a state room meant a double bed stuck in a kind of 2plexiglass bubble and not enough room to move without bumping one’s head, limb or both, as was the case on many so-called luxury liners. The Dauphin had space, and plenty of it; just six suites, all with their own sitting rooms and private bathrooms, and hot water that whispered out of chromium taps, with towels replaced faithfully and soap that smelled of olive oil and citrus. These swept the curves of the ship, holding it in at the waist. Below was the ship’s intrigue, its mark of distinction among the pedigreed cruises of its type: two scientific laboratories, divided in half like lungs. The Dauphin bore its clientele into Arctic waters, and its publicity materials promised that while they dabbled on ice floes and witnessed the glories of the deep, champagne in hand, the Real Work of science was continuing below. In fact, the publicity aimed to give the guests a sense of sanctimony: that theirs was a vessel with real purpose, carrying knowledge forward. Unlike those selfish guests on other, more craven cruises, they were witnessing a journey with a greater goal. As wealthy people like nothing better than being told how humble they are, the Dauphin was a great success, booked out many months in advance for its winter journeys.

         ‘I expect they’ll want us to be grateful, too,’ said Rose Blanchard, resentfully. ‘They’ve paid all this packet to come along and eat foie gras, and they’ll say they’re funding us.’ Rose was technically Dr Blanchard, after she’d terrified her examiners into giving her a doctorate after barely ten minutes of examination, and looked nothing whatever like a rose at all, a remark people had been making since 3she was very small and which had made her develop an expression that resembled a feral wolverine. She was tall and fair-eyebrowed and had an intelligent, shifting face, one that always looked on the brink of moving into something else, something new.

         ‘They are funding us,’ Finn said mildly. Finn was also Dr Blanchard, having helpfully been given a doctorate the year after Rose, though in his case the examination had been a three-hour-long gentle chat in which Finn gangled and murmured his way through a remarkable innovation in shark biology, looking up occasionally with an expression that unfailingly gave his examiners the urge to give him a tea-cake and a reassuring pat. Instead they gave him his Pass With Minor Corrections and went away feeling, as one generally did with Finn, a kind of ruefulness at the cruelty of the world because it was not filled with Finns.

         ‘Yes. I suppose.’ Rose looked over at Finn’s unpacking, which was extremely tidy and scrupulously organised. ‘What if they’re awful? We have to eat with them. Some of the time. On the big special occasions, wasn’t it?’

         ‘I don’t think they’ll be awful,’ said Finn. Finn never thought anybody was awful; his oversized head covered in loopy curls seemed unable to contain anything mean about another being. He also stooped slightly at the shoulders, drawing himself inward over his chest, as if to hide from bad news.

         ‘You never think anybody is awful,’ said Rose. Like most marine biologists on field work – she’d spent the past six months throwing harpoons at rays to tag them, and was an 4excellent shot – she was tanned to the neck and hands and feet, and the rest of her was an odd, swimming white. In the light it created an image that she was barely a person, barely there. She was, however, very much there, and was prone to making sudden and incisive pronouncements at just the moment people had uneasily forgotten her. ‘You should. You should have thought Martin was awful.’

         ‘Martin wasn’t. I mean. He was.’ Finn made a quiet face that made him look like a put-upon sheepdog. ‘He was just – going through a bad time.’

         ‘He stole the watch I bought you for your graduation and gave it to his husband as an anniversary present,’ said Rose, reasonably. ‘The husband we weren’t told about. He was a rotter.’

         They both breathed in the tart disinfectant of the laboratory, which was happily blank and clear, untainted by any trace of Martin, who had doubled as both Finn’s last laboratory supervisor and a feckless charmer who had hidden husband, home and several children until the secrecy became inconvenient. Rose, who had immediately and equally secretly made some very hard-to-trace trouble for Martin when this truth was unveiled – not an easy thing from a laptop in the Azores, but achieved nonetheless – regarded her brother gently. His face – unsettled, pale, still a little too thin – bore witness to the damage Martin had left.

         ‘I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be so flippant. Come here – you’ll be all right.’ She wrapped her arms around him from behind. Brother and sister stood pressed neatly to one another like 5two folded spoons. They were on the same lines, growing muscle in the same places, fat in others; it was comforting, if contorting. The lines of twins, swimming up at them from the mirror. When they’d first been told they weren’t the same person, as very small children, Rose had cried.

         The Dauphin slipped serenely onward, through the mizzling curtain of North Sea fog. Michael the port intern should by all rights have been watching it from the dock, getting slowly soaked, wondering dreamily about its insides, its smell, the inner workings of its confoundingly quiet engines. Or perhaps he’d have been worrying, as he often did, about the manifests, and whether he had time to get a new cup of tea before the dock manager, Kevin, came down to bellow about shipping schedules like a furiously territorial goose.

         Michael, however, was not on the dock. His body was turned on its side, his hand lying unfolded behind the docking-shed bales, one palm upward. His fingernails were as blue in death as violets.
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         Aboard the Dauphin, in quiet ignorance of anything to do with Michael or his solitary death, the Captain looked at himself in the mirror one more time.

         Captain Anders Johannsson was not a man given to romanticism. He was a tall and immensely pale Swede born of professional parents in Gothenburg, who had acceded to his wishes to enter the Navy with the same quiet acceptance they applied to everything, including their car once sinking into a lake. Johannsson had flourished, but his talents unsettled his superiors. Too suave, they would say among themselves. Like a concierge in a fancy hotel. And he was suave; or at the very least he had the talent of soothing irascible and powerful people through his sheer force of personality. One never truly forgot Captain Johannsson’s face as it absorbed, with astonished concern, the troubles, violences and inconveniences of your complaint; you left with the surety that it would be dealt with, that his breast was the one to be trusted to hold all these plaints and solve them immediately. A rear admiral once left a meeting in which he’d been intending to tell Johannsson off and immediately reconciled with his wife, who’d been living in another country for four years.

         Captain Johannsson was also a linguist, which meant his listening abilities included Dutch, English, Norwegian, 7Danish, German, French, Spanish, Arabic, and a good smattering of other languages including Mandarin and Pashto. He treated his underlings with unfailing and painstaking concern, which was partly why the Navy was intensely relieved when he was poached by the Dauphin to man its journeys. That much care for the lower scrubbers, they thought to themselves, was bound to create unrest.

         Now, however, he was discomfited. He was prepared for all manner of disturbance to routine, and was perfectly capable of piloting his ship through it with minimal fuss; his crew were paid well and adored him, and were all at ease with explaining to angry persons with antique Cartier binoculars that dolphins could not be summoned on command.

         There was, however, something out of place – something amiss. And it eluded his vision. He had checked everything, inspected everything, and still there was that floating feeling of out-of-kilter strangeness. A captain of his calibre sensed the running of his ship and passengers as a person works a loom or a harp; fingers on many strings, feeling their hums and vibrations in air. The port had receded into the Dauphin’s wake, the open sea beckoned, and yet one note, somewhere, was sour.

         As befitting a man of naval background, Captain Johannsson had a rigorous organisational system for everything, including amorphous feelings of vague unease. He placed this sensation carefully in a mental envelope and filed it among his brain’s notes for this voyage, hesitating between Events and Miscellany before plumping for 8the latter. Then he adjusted the mirror to perfectly reflect the light of his cabin, and began unnecessarily adjusting his immaculately pressed uniform, straightening the epaulettes, for dinner.
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         The next morning, at the same moment when Finn Blanchard rolled over on his bunk on the Dauphin and exclaimed at the flinty morning light through the porthole, several degrees of latitude north, Detective Inspector Thomas Heissen put down his pen, made a face that evoked nothing so much as a screwed-up ball of paper thrown at a dustbin with great force, and said, ‘Well, that’s another dead end.’

         ‘Just so,’ said Detective Sergeant Titus Williams, colourlessly.

         Detective Inspector Heissen leaned back in his chair and put his sizeable arms behind his head. He was the sort of man an enterprising artist of propaganda for the early-colonial Americas would have found irresistible: broad of shoulder, vast and blond-red of beard, possessed of the wide stomach and arms of a working person who hauled things for a living (logs, perhaps, or large bovines) and drank deep at night. The fact that he resembled nothing so much as a large, stocky Paul Bunyan – with, it had to be said, clear and intelligent eyes – was emphasised by the fact that he was at present wearing an extremely well-knitted Aran-patterned jumper. Titus was wearing a matching one. They had been gifted by Titus’s aunt, on hearing they’d be venturing up to an Arctic port, and were absurdly and irresponsibly 10comfortable. Heissen’s cat, Biscuit, had attempted very enthusiastically to convince Heissen not to pack it, so she could spend his absence kneading it and purring with her many chins.

         ‘Well, let’s look at what we’ve got so far,’ he said, looking around the disappointingly Biscuit-less cabin. The town, on Svalbard – the northernmost archipelago of Norwegian territory, far up in the Arctic Circle – was one of the most populous in the area, but it still only ran to about 2,500 people, several of whom had taken time out of their busy days of Being Very Cheerful About The Cold to grant the visiting officers a spare room, a tea kettle and a whiteboard. ‘We can trace the smuggling ring from Dover northwards. Definite English origins, but they’ve been brutally careful. Sweden, or Denmark. And then – no trace. And the goods, give or take a few months, then appear out of apparent nowhere, anywhere in the world. They don’t go via the conventional ports, they aren’t on planes, they don’t show up in customs checks or in false-bottomed bags or any of the usual or unusual stuff. Human mules don’t seem to be indicated. The normal operators don’t know the faintest thing about it, and are a bit indignant that they don’t, because somebody has hit on an extraordinary system.’ He and Titus had been working this case all over England for many painfully slow months and knew the details backwards, forwards and likely in Morse code, but he felt the pressure to get everything Absolutely Correct. The Norwegian authorities had given them gracious permission to poke around in their jurisdiction, though Tom felt caustically that they probably 11didn’t want to expend any of their resources chasing English smugglers across ice floes.

         ‘It’s profitable,’ said Titus briefly, ‘but must take a great deal of capital to run.’ Titus was one of four brothers, the others named Cato, Lysander and Aethelred. His parents, William and Myrtle, were of farming stock and clearly had Ideas about what their progeny would achieve. Lysander and Aethelred, Tom understood, had bucked all name-related aspirations entirely and started a small chutney business together. Cato, perhaps catching at the concept of glory more thoroughly, had a rap sheet of several ambitious yet bone-headed scams, and was currently languishing at His Majesty’s Pleasure yet again. Tom had spent a secret afternoon reading Cato’s case file and boggling at it; his favourite scheme on the list involved painting jerky to look like prime bacon.

         The streak of nominal whimsy was an astonishing one that had not left Titus, who’d got an excellent 2:1 in foreign relations and economics and then joined the force for reasons that remained unexplained, any the worse. Persons who met Titus tended to think he was charmless and inscrutable (‘a dried-up brittle stick’, another detective inspector had said dismissively to Tom at a police dinner), but Tom recognised a well-organised academic mind when he saw one. He hadn’t one himself; his was more like an extremely elaborate writing desk with about fourteen secret drawers and a thriving household of mice in one leg.

         ‘And now there’s murder.’ Heissen looked again at the report in front of him. It had been forwarded to Svalbard 12by an officious somebody at the National Crime Agency who’d given his request for ‘anything new and suspicious about port stuff’ more grace than it probably deserved. A port intern, at a small and busy northern English port given over to the departures of small cargo vessels, large yachts and the occasional pleasure cruise, had been found under a pile of sacking a day ago. Name: Michael Keren. He’d died of blunt force trauma to the ribs, the clear mark of a well-aimed punch. His horrified co-workers had told the police on the scene that he’d come into some recent money which they couldn’t explain, and about which he’d been vague, but excited. Perhaps on the verge of telling somebody. Perhaps he had.

         ‘It may not be connected,’ said Titus. ‘But you think it is.’

         ‘I don’t like it. They took his phone and passport, you know, but the wallet was untouched.’ The email accounts and messages on said phone had been wiped forensically clean by the time the police could get remote access to anything, and the company who had employed him was, Heissen had the distinct sense from the report’s subtler edges, uneasy. The intern was clearly being paid incredibly well in cash to do something off-book, and it had come back to bite him. What had his involvement been – and why, in a very contained and elegant operation, this sudden, messy murder?

         ‘And the lead in Svalbard turns out to be a vague hint at nothing. We know it’s happening around here – somewhere – but where is it and what?’

         Heissen felt dissatisfied. He wished he could have brought 13along Biscuit. Biscuit had adopted him by climbing in the window of his flat one day, knocking the lid off the biscuit tin and sitting in it while purring beatifically, crushing an entire packet of digestives beneath her weight. She was Very Helpful when it came to investigations, mostly by sitting on his lap kneading him with her oversize white paws, and responding to being talked at (like most good investigators, Heissen talked to himself rampantly) with small chuckling noises. Biscuit was instead being cat-sat, and probably fed far too much, and he was here in the northern tip of the devil’s frozen undergarments chasing – something.

         Their chief in London had appeared enthusiastic. After months of nothing and Interpol making sniffy remarks about ‘mirages’ and ‘so-called smuggling rings’ in Zoom calls, a member of a well-known Southampton-based gang had talked – or rather, had intimated that he knew all about this mysterious new operation, and when Heissen told him flatly that he believed that as much as he believed the moon was made of a particularly fragrant piece of Époisses, sulkily said that at least he knew something. The something he knew was that the hand-offs occurred up in this region of the Arctic Circle, which was more than they’d known before and yet still a point of knowledge in a large sea of upsetting nothing, like a lone, sad crouton in a gigantic soup tureen.

         The chief had encouraged crouton-fishing. ‘It’s better than nothing,’ he’d said. The chief was not uniformly enthusiastic about anything, with the possible exception of golf, a game that seemed to Heissen an extremely poor excuse to bulldoze owl habitat. Owls were incredibly talented 14at chasing things like field voles into holes, in Heissen’s opinion, without any assistance from argyle-dressed men bearing unwieldy clubs.

         So when the chief decided this was Worth It, most likely because he wanted Interpol to stop being smug and disbelieving at joint task-force brunches, Titus and Tom and their jumpers and their lack of Biscuit had fetched up here, to be frozen and learn that Norwegians apparently get more cheery the further north they go (and that they insist on boiling their coffee, which was the local standard for intense flavour, and by Titus’s expression in the local police cafeteria was also a scientific nine days’ wonder). And everything they touched seemed to come up resoundingly empty.

         ‘I worry,’ said Heissen, looking out the window at the blue and white and grey, and stroking his jumper contemplatively, ‘that we’re running after an undomesticated and vicious waterfowl.’

         ‘A wild goose chase, sir? Millions in diamonds don’t go into holes in the earth and vanish,’ said Titus, matter-of-factly.

         ‘They might,’ said Heissen, grimly.
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         The first full day of the trip dawned bright and gritty in the tooth-parts if you left your mouth open enough to the wind; icy spicules were coming off the tops of waves. They were powering north on the Dauphin’s elegant, emissions-friendly, morbidly quiet engines.

         The ship had departed in the late evening, and this was the first time Rose had had the opportunity to examine what she’d actually be working with. After breakfast in the mess below deck with the crew – mercifully, they were to be separated from the paying guests most of the time – she and Finn investigated their workstation in the laboratory, which was clearly designed by a person who had met and conversed with at least one scientist. It was clean, surrounded by accessible power sockets, and made of materials that could be easily wiped if covered in fish guts. Rose, who was used to doing her work on half a counter or the ship floor, was deeply pleased.

         It was a happy morning. She and Finn spent a good amount of time doing what you always did on the beginning of a research boat trip, which was figure out all the ways in which your precious equipment could be damaged, bludgeoned or nicked, and plot to thwart them. (Other people had different procedures, she understood, but this was overall a superior one.) She wedged their four horribly 16expensive underwater cameras into a nest of foam, bubble wrap and packing tape inside a lockable drawer, while Finn hovered, thinking up new and extravagant possibilities for damage. The boxes were, they eventually decided between them, secured against giant waves, thievery, somebody falling with their full weight from most angles, floods and rats. (If there were rats on this sort of ship, Rose thought, they’d probably ignore standard fare in favour of obscure and costly electrical cable, so it was a perfectly fair risk assessment.)

         ‘Shall we check on the submersible?’ said Finn at last, vibrating gently with excitement. Rose could barely contain herself either.

         The dives in the Dauphin’s little submersible vessel were what Finn, and by extension she, was there for: to lay four camera-traps to peer in on the habitats of the Greenland shark, one of the longest-lived animals in the natural kingdom. Some specimens happily floated in sub-zero waters for hundreds of years. It was an extraordinary opportunity, and the potential rewards were mighty. Good, clear results would be satisfying for Rose, but they’d launch Finn’s research career with the force of a moon rocket. Cosmetic companies were devoutly following Finn’s research, as were some tech billionaires in San Francisco and Hong Kong who were giving an unseemly amount of attention to the potential for immortality. If you were willing to bob in polar-grey nothingness in a deep freeze and expend perhaps one neural connection’s worth of thought a week, Rose felt like telling them, 17living forever would be easy. The Greenland shark was notoriously elusive; any footage they managed to capture of its gentle, gigantic weight in the frozen dark, particularly how it mated or ate, would send scientists into a minor frenzy.

         She would be diving with him. This was a new model of submersible with internal heating for the frigid temperatures, and one did not, in any circumstance, dive alone. Which was why one only dived with people one liked and trusted; she had once broken up a fist-fight inside a submersible, thanks to an accusation of theft about some eel data, and was intent on not doing that again.

         Rose’s own research was largely tropical and based on stingrays, but she knew what she was doing; of the two of them she had the far more practical resumé, and could anchor Finn’s beautiful models and theorems in reality. Together they’d submitted this combined application in a horrible rush. Finn had originally proposed it to the Dauphin with Martin, but with Martin now dealing (Rose highly suspected) with a flood of spam calls and compromised identity claims after his various ID numbers and security details were carefully disseminated on the Dark Web, she was more than capable of filling in.

         They talked over one another as they mounted the stairs. Their voices were different in timbre, but carried the same patterns, the same tricks of emphasis; a person trying to deal with the Blanchards speaking excitedly at the same time often had the sensation of getting an entire performance in stereo. 18 

         ‘I hope it will be what we wanted. I know they sent us the schematics, but—’

         ‘It’ll be fine, Finn; we’ll do all the standard checks for camera placement, and I’m sure—’

         The open decks of the Dauphin were, of course, wide and gorgeously polished. She and Finn passed the remains of the elaborate passenger breakfast buffet – açai bowls, burritos, sanctimonious granola, a pineapple carved somewhat confusingly into the shape of a dolphin. Everything was crowded; passengers and scientists, grouped together in the wind. There were so many new sheens and textures that Rose momentarily couldn’t focus. It was like being plunged into a reef for the first time; your senses required recalibration, a new adaptation to the flickering layers of light and the roaring in your ears. She had ascended into a new world, and all she could do was gaze a little helplessly, half-expecting a seahorse to drift out from behind somebody’s head.

         ‘Snacks!’ said Finn delightedly, and wandered over to the buffet. A crew member with the name tag OTSO – there were many of them present, she now realised, all starched to the point of acute angles, and with uniformly hard-parted hair – made a movement as if to dissuade him, but then, perhaps feeling Finn’s palpable aura of geniality and innocence, let his hands fall back to his sides. (This was a common occurrence with Finn, who had once been allowed to look at a rare specimen of baleen jewellery in Christie’s by a normally immovable Head of Sales who couldn’t quite explain herself afterwards.) 19

         Without Finn to occupy her, Rose took a second to steady herself. If she was going to survive on this reef, or at least not make horrible faux pas, she thought, she wanted data. Data was stable. It allowed for courses of action.

         So. The person with the most bars on his jacket was, she supposed, the Captain, a bewilderingly pale man whose long face, watching the proceedings on deck under an extended forehead, looked almost blank. No: his face turned to listen to somebody talking to him, and it transformed; his attention was wholly focussed, like a series of beams had suddenly formed out of a prism onto this one point.

         The person who was talking to the Captain moved slightly more into the light. Rose, observing, thought at first that this was a person with the flattest face she’d ever seen, an oval almost featureless – but then the figure angled their head slightly and the shadow of a reflected light caught it, and Rose saw with a kind of astonishment that she was wrong. The face only appeared to be flat; in fact it had deeply carved cheekbones starting very high, eyes set right back into the skull, and a line of delicate bone above the brow. The shape of the mouth was intense and precise, thin lines worked down around the nose. What a thing to have a skull like that, Rose thought. It was beautiful, certainly, but in the sort of way that a Madonna is beautiful: you’d want to sit and revere it and anything it said might terrify you.

         Her first instinct, as with all extraordinary things, was to want to study it – but there was something in the face that made the idea of measuring its aspects, of laying hands on it and extracting data, an unreal prospect, almost 20uncomfortable. Rose realised she was shivering slightly. It was a cold day, and they were heading north rapidly.

         The person attached to the face was wearing chef’s whites, she saw. Whatever they were saying to the Captain was being said very fast. His face bore no reaction aside from rapt attention, but then, Rose thought, it likely rarely did.

         The Captain made a kind of final gesture to this person, and then turned to the remainder of the deck’s occupants and spoke. He had, Rose noted, a well-modulated voice, not loud but with the clarity of somebody used to holding complete attention without effort, and the collection of people quieted.

         ‘Welcome to the Dauphin. We are honoured to welcome you on board one of the only vessels of its kind, one that will, as we traverse the Arctic Circle, be performing groundbreaking scientific research in various areas of marine biology.’ He paused for what was, perhaps, a less than inspired amount of appreciative noises.

         He mentioned with grace the scientific efforts they would be undertaking on the voyage, pointed out several stops for sightseeing and the expected journey times between them, and added that the scientists would be given the opportunity to lecture on their particular area of interest. ‘We are also, on this journey, gifted with the presence of Elisabeth Lindgren, who will be in charge of the menu and whose reputation has doubtless preceded her.’ This, then, was the chef with the extraordinary face. Rose hadn’t heard of her, but clearly other people had; the appreciative noises this 21time were far more marked. The woman bowed with no sign of embarrassment, or, in fact, any emotion at all.

         The Captain then talked of the adventures, the deep cold, and the unexpected nature of the holiday, emphasising that nobody could predict quite what would happen, and that it was important to obey the orders of crew members at all times. Rose detected a polite but firm emphasis on this last point. She wondered how many entitled guests had disregarded Dauphin staff in the past because they didn’t like being told what to do. The position of Captain, she thought, was not an enviable one.

         ‘You were given a brief safety demonstration on embarkation, but there will be a full briefing shortly, so please remain on deck. Thank you.’ Then the speech ended, and the burble of conversation lifted again. Elisabeth Lindgren, she noticed, immediately turned and went indoors.

         There were clumps of people between Rose and the object of her attentions, the submersible, which was nestling at the rear of the ship. Most of them, she thought, were probably passengers. And they would want to talk to her, and ask about her work, and Be Polite, and ask for her to Explain In Layman’s Terms—

         She had the sudden urge to put on her dry suit and throw herself over the side to bob up and down in the Arctic currents until something more sensible picked her up – a cargo vessel full of dried herring and IKEA furniture parts, for instance, or a particularly well-armed submarine. She could cope with a submarine.

         Deep breath.22

         *

         The primary obstacle between Rose and the submersible was a group of five. (Five – yes, she could handle five people.) Everybody was in the Dauphin’s bright orange all-weather jackets, made of state-of-the-art waterproofing and fleeces, and lined with a kind of silken netting Rose kept thinking was a pocket and absently poking pencils into. Finn, she’d noticed, had been doing this as well; between the two of them they’d hooked at least four writing implements and a calculator to the interiors of what must have been six-hundred-pound outerwear. The seething orange was nominally the Dauphin’s brand colour, but the Blanchards knew, with the certainty of people used to oceanic work, that it was brightly coloured in case somebody wandered off a dinghy or was dragged away on the ice. Orange for flares, for visibility over miles.

         As Rose approached, considering her move – ask briskly for people to move aside, with an air of important science that needs doing? – she was, alas, observed. One of them turned and said, ‘Ah! A scientist!’ with a little cry, as if she’d uncovered a treat at a treasure hunt. No escape.

         The woman drew her into the group with happy gestures. She was short, and she and her husband – they introduced themselves as Bloom and Sandy Highcastle – had the tans of St Moritz skiers and yacht-goers. Sandy, a man of slightly overdone blowsiness, was struggling with a cashmere scarf-cravat in the wind. Bloom had a high, performatively light voice that swelled and squeaked when she was over-excited. She must, Rose judged, be at least fifty, 23hardened into her carapace and soft balayage over decades.

         Years of scientific research while cramped on tiny boats meant Rose had developed a particularly good set of antennae for personality on first grasp. Like, she thought, a lobster, or a shrimp with long whiskers, sent out across the sand to detect friend or foe or passing bit of tasty gristle. You had to be pretty clear on the strengths and shapes of others when you had to rely on them to lever you out of the water if an orca decided to nudge at your fins in a brunch-wise sort of manner.

         So she looked at the Highcastles and thought, dispassionately, Bogus. Was Bloom the woman’s original name? Possibly it was once something like Barbara. Well, let her be Bloom if she liked.

         The rest of the circle was made up by a trio, two men and a woman, who looked initially like a family. She revised that initial idea immediately, though: the older man and the woman merely had that alignment of faintly similar people who’ve been together for a very long time. Their bones seemed to grow into the same shapes. The younger man was definitely a relation, probably of the older man, and had a way of flourishing happily without care of his coffee cup. He grinned at Rose as if they were co-conspirators. ‘We’re the Morelands,’ he said.

         ‘And what do you study? Or do science on. Or – I don’t know the right words – you know.’ Bloom fluttered overtly.

         ‘I specialise in tropical rays, but I’m largely here to help my brother in his work,’ said Rose, and prepared to explain what Finn did – but Bloom gave a little scream.24

         ‘Aren’t they very dangerous? Rays?’ she asked.

         ‘Not hugely,’ said Rose, feeling the weariness she always experienced when people asked this. ‘I study manta rays, which are pretty docile. So are Greenland sharks, which are what we’re in the Arctic to observe—’

         ‘It’s funny.’ Bloom gave no indication that she’d absorbed this. ‘We have a candle called Rays of the Sun God. I do hope people don’t think it means the other kind.’

         ‘Interestingly,’ said Rose politely, ‘that’s where the name stingray came from – like the rays of a fan or a sunbeam, because they’re so flat. So you have nothing to fear.’

         ‘Oh, good! Darling, tell them about the candle range.’ Bloom beamed at Sandy, who embarked on what could be best called a well-greased sales pitch, oriented far more towards the Morelands (who seemed, in a subtle manner, extremely expensive) than her. The Highcastles, it appeared, ran a sort of wellness empire, and in fact specialised in devastatingly expensive candles with crystals embedded in them. ‘They change the energy of the room,’ said Sandy, very seriously. Rose felt a mild rekindling of the urge to dive overboard.

         ‘How fascinating,’ said the female Moreland. She was tall, thin, and had a slicingly polite and impeccably British voice. ‘My husband Patrick and I are barristers.’ Her exceptionally clear grey eyes blinked. ‘I didn’t know candles could affect energy flow. Do explain how it might work.’

         This revelation produced markedly different levels of delight in the party. The Highcastles appeared to bleach slightly, like coral in overheated water, and Rose felt a 25sudden buoyant delight that compelled her to stick around and watch. The subsequent discussion – the Morelands asking incisive and serious questions, the Highcastles alternating between mystic vagueness and bloody-minded repetition of half-chewed talking points – was all she might have hoped for.

         ‘But you know water has memory,’ Bloom said at last, and Sandy boomed, ‘Yes, there was that Japanese study, you know—’

         ‘Really? Where does it keep it?’ asked the grinning young man, who addressed his family members as Pat and Gladdy, and whom they called, very confusingly, Boo. Boo had, Rose noticed now, very defined, darkened features, the sort that looked straight out of a 1930s film (she’d watched a tranche of them from the collection of an eccentric movie-buff professor in the Canaries one year, when internet was only available for an hour a day). He wouldn’t have made much of a movie star, though; he was much more inclined to make remarkably expressive faces than smoulder at anything. He was making one at Bloom, of intently polite interest, which somehow contrived both to look innocent and make Rose want to cough-laugh into her hand.

         Bloom said, ‘I don’t know, you know—’

         Sandy laughed. ‘I’ll look it up for you, Boo. What kind of a name is Boo, by the way?’ he said, in the kind of loud off-hand way that was clearly meant to be insulting. His skin in the scouring light of the fresh sun looked coarse and highly porous.

         ‘When he was younger he would perpetually try to 26scare people with practical jokes,’ said the man named Patrick, placidly. ‘He was very bad at them because he’d get over-excited and say Boo before he jumped out.’

         Boo grinned. His eyes crinkled up at the corners. ‘Never very good at keeping secrets.’ He nodded at his family. ‘These two were going to bring along their daughter, my niece – lovely girl, you’d like her, Bloom; she reads me my horoscope regularly – but she nabbed a good summer job at PricewaterhouseCoopers, and so they gave the berth to me last minute. So I get the seals with my older brother and Gladdy, and she gets the spreadsheets.’

         ‘You must see a great deal of complicated things, as a barrister,’ Bloom said to Patrick. ‘So intelligent!’ Rose felt vaguely revolted.

         ‘Patrick spends most of his time telling impressionable young students about the finer points of jurisprudence, and utterly ruining their passion,’ said his wife drily.

         ‘Gladys actually dons the wig,’ said Patrick. ‘Terrifies the life out of judges. We’ve just come from London a few days ago. Time off court, thank the lord.’ Which did, Rose thought, fit the choice of the Dauphin; the Morelands would not condescend to a cruise without some worth to it, some kind of moral heft, like watching scientists poke haplessly at seal poop. Otherwise they’d chafe. Boo, funnily enough, seemed to have no such stipulations.

         ‘And what do you do?’ said Sandy to Boo, still with a faintly offensive air.

         ‘I’m a scientific journalist,’ said Boo. ‘Good at it, too. Tell me more about water with memories, please.’27

         Rose bit her lips.

         ‘I have a headache,’ said Bloom in a high voice. ‘I think – I’m so sorry – but we’ll have to postpone this delightful discussion until a little later?’

         Rose took the opportunity to slip away. The younger Moreland turned his face over his shoulder at her and – ludicrously – wiggled his eyebrows.

         *

         There, at last, was the submersible – and there was another group of people, listening to an elderly man declaim in the wind. This, Rose realised with relief, was a different kind of crowd: it was clearly the scientific collective on board, with whom she and Finn would be subdividing the laboratories and the ship’s various resources. Scientists did tend to gravitate together, finding there might be others who bore a sympathy for the rigours and damages of fieldwork, publishing woes, tenure, low salaries, impecunious lifestyles and uncooperative fish. She and Finn had been so busy with their laboratory preparations that they hadn’t yet properly introduced themselves to a single one.

         The man, she realised with a slight shock, was Dr Klaus Eder himself. A giant in the field of coastal algae! And not a small man personally, with a forthright beard and expensive spectacles and an assertive stomach. This ship, she had been warned, was a sort of settling ground for some near-retirement marine researchers who wished to do a little light work, eat excellent food, and look impressive to tourists.

         At this particular moment the famous Dr Eder was 28loudly exhibiting the prize of the journey. ‘A brilliant machine,’ he said happily, patting its sides as if it were a racehorse or a particularly good purebred dog. It was in fact a round submersible, named the Mouette of all things, around the height of a well-fed eight-year-old child, inside which two people could sit on comfortable seats in a bubble of reinforced clear plastics and be lowered into the deep. Its ballast and electronics and various clusters of elaborate machinery formed most intensely around its front, where two pincer arms dangled, rather like the front appendages of a gigantic crab. It had cost, Dr Eder informed the company, an extraordinary sum (Rose privately estimated in the millions), and would allow them to do remote and manned dives – ‘Should anybody be devoted enough!’ he added, with a bluff sort of laugh to indicate that his devotion should remain unquestioned.

         Rose, who thought she’d see Dr Eder haul his considerably well-padded bulk into the submersible at around the same time pigs soared across the prow, quietly made her way into the melee, introduced herself without fanfare, and began looking at the Mouette’s folder of safety protocols. Nobody here, she noted happily, demanded she explain anything.

         ‘Ah, the first explorers!’ Dr Eder looked at her with pleasure. She blinked at him, then smiled. Of course, he meant the schedule – she and Finn would be the first to use the Mouette, according to the ship’s scientific program, then the other scientists could if they so chose, at a maximum of two dives per day when the Dauphin was stationary.29

         Another woman stood beside Eder, looking loosely off into the flinty distance, as if being on a ship beside a horrifically expensive floating bubble was of no interest whatsoever. ‘Dr Palgrave,’ Dr Eder boomed, presenting her to Rose and the others, and she nodded, absently.

         Here Rose felt a sudden and surprising gap, or a void; Dr Palgrave was watching, but not really there. Her orange jacket hung on her impassively. This, Rose recognised, was not snobbery. It was a person who had segmented herself, so that her bodily form could walk and talk and do the minimum of social duties while her mind was elsewhere, working ferociously, often without pause. Rose knew many of these people, and felt for them an odd sadness. People often fell for them, thinking their distance and intensity a kind of romance, but rapidly discovered that their own presence was superfluous, and the savagery of the person’s attention was destined forever for something else. Finn, she felt, would have become this person if he weren’t so alive to the happiness of the world.

         (He was now, she noted with pleasure as she put down the Mouette folder, talking to the hapless Otso about the leftover breakfast burritos and encouraging the poor man, who’d clearly been warned against this very act, to take at least one, piling them up in his victim’s hapless hands.)

         ‘D’you think they’d let me take a spin in it?’ said a voice from somewhere around Rose’s upper elbow. A miniature old woman, she discovered, had come to the stern to observe proceedings, swathed in more wool and complex combinations of scarves and headgear and anorak-toggles 30than would be deemed possible even by non-Euclidean geometry. Definitely not a scientist. The tiny circle of her face was only just visible, beaming like a baby in a snowsuit, and she was regarding the Mouette with frank tenderness, as if it were a nice heifer.

         She was black and completely white-haired, and wore no spectacles. She must have been utterly magnificent in her day, thought Rose, looking at the lines of the full mouth, though now she was desiccated to this pocket form. ‘Aabria Scott,’ she added, thrusting out a mittened hand. Rose remembered the name: a celebrated author now in her eighties, who’d been writer-in-residence at a prominent Ivy League for decades. (Rose only knew the last bit because Finn had applied to said Ivy League for a postdoctoral appointment, and they’d both boggled at Aabria’s younger, grinning face on all the college publicity materials. She appeared to be some kind of beloved campus mascot.)

         ‘Dr Rose Blanchard. It might be a little cool for you, even with the heaters,’ she said diplomatically. She was, as a rule, not fazed by the famous, even in her own discipline; one Nobel winner in biology had come away from a meeting with Rose feeling more needled than he had since he’d been an undergrad, and had frankly liked her more as a consequence.

         ‘Nonsense. Catch Kate letting me go anywhere without fifteen layers of cashmere in this weather.’ She indicated the woman behind her, who grinned. She was a small, powerful-looking person with a bland, ironic face and a nurse’s watch on her lapel.

         ‘Even if you keep pretending to lose the gloves,’ the 31aforementioned Kate said sardonically, fastening the mittens even more tightly to the sleeves. Rose was slightly startled to hear the affection in her voice. She looked to be without any extraneous lines or emotions whatever, but her devotion was marked on her face. A soldier watching Hannibal, or Caesar.

         ‘Kate Berg, my nurse and my centurion,’ Aabria said, with astonishing astuteness. Rose jumped slightly. ‘She fights all my battles for me and forces me to enjoy myself.’ Kate made a frank, pleased face. Rose doubted, privately, that this elderly specimen required any assistance at all in the enjoyment field. ‘And why are you on the Dauphin?’ she asked, politely. Please, she thought to herself, don’t talk to me about water having memory. 

         ‘I encouraged her to do something edifying on a cruise,’ said Kate drily, adjusting one of the trailing frills of wool on Aabria’s back. ‘Rather than sending me onshore to get her souvenirs while she flirted with all the pursers.’

         ‘For some reason,’ said Aabria Scott, ‘Kate believes that pursers alone are not a sufficient form of intellectual stimulation. This is very rude of her. The one on the cruise to Spain a few years ago, for instance, was extremely bright.’

         ‘You gave him five art history texts and quizzed him on them every night,’ said Kate with a daughterly asperity. ‘You should have tipped him more.’ She grinned at Rose. ‘I thought watching some actual scientists at work might give her some more educational entertainment.’

         ‘We can only do our best. It may be very boring to observe most of it, but I’ll try to say Eureka at least once,’ said Rose, smiling back.32

         Aabria said, in the tone of somebody making a scholarly survey of deep importance, ‘Now is the handsome curly one your brother?’ She gestured to Finn with a hand. Around the wrists, between the mittens and the fourteen layers of material usually used to warm astronauts in space, were vast black pearls on bracelets, which somehow looked no more incongruous than anything else.

         ‘Finn? Oh, yes. We’re twins.’

         ‘Isn’t that remarkable, now. He looks a little wounded. A dose of icy air will be bracing for him, no doubt.’ Rose gaped. To most observers, she knew, Finn was a perfectly standard example of the enthused scientist flapping around in his parka. The fact that this perfect stranger had detected the slight blueness under his eyes, the miniature soft pauses between sentences, seemed akin to witchcraft.

         Another person emerged and stalked past them to the Mouette – a red-haired man with a pallid face, which against the Dauphin-orange parka looked rather sallow. This, she thought, might be another scientist – an assumption she confirmed as fact when he knelt down to inspect the Mouette’s fastenings with an expert’s movements. Dr Eder looked down at him disapprovingly, and he looked up – the lines of his face, she noted, were sharp – and said something Rose couldn’t hear, in a low joking tone.

         Everybody seemed to seize up. Kate, who clearly had heard, made a sudden movement, and Dr Eder produced a blustering noise. Even the distant Dr Palgrave blinked and looked around enquiringly, but the red-haired man only laughed. Rose wondered about him. He was younger, and 33sleek-looking, with what Rose guessed was an expensive wool sweater visible under his parka, and had perhaps a slightly too large mouth, with too many teeth.

         In the taut lull this exchange left, the red-haired man looked away from the Mouette and his gaze fastened on Finn, who was still encouraging the distribution of breakfast leftovers to anxious crew. Rose felt an intense and slightly confusing sense of revulsion. She had no time to understand or remark upon it, because it passed so quickly, but it was a reaction, she knew, that she would never truly be able to separate from him. It had coloured him for life.

         Then the scientist got up and walked off to the other side of the ship to light a cigarette out of the wind. Nothing strange about him, Rose thought; simply a man with red hair smoking and squinting in the sidelong light. Just a young scientist.

         ‘He’s one of your lot, isn’t he,’ Aabria said, following her eyeline. ‘Not, perhaps—’

         ‘Oh, quiet,’ said Kate, possibly hearing the beginnings of a comment without basis – though would Aabria Scott ever, Rose wondered, say something entirely without basis? She’d been right about Finn – and her novels were said to be incisive and strange.

         The remarkable face of the chef Elisabeth Lindgren emerged onto the deck level, and looked up as if to check the weather. The wind ran over her chin and pulled several strands from her bun.

         The man made what appeared to be a glancing sort of remark to the chef as she walked past. She turned to look at 34him full-on – Rose wished haplessly that she was a painter, and could do something with the planes and depths of Elisabeth Lindgren’s skull, lit up from above like a saint’s – and said nothing, but passed on. If the man was at all disturbed by the full force of that stare, he showed nothing, and went back to smoking and grinning loosely in the sun.

         ‘Poor girl,’ said the smothered head of Aabria Scott. Rose and Kate looked at her, Rose in astonishment, Kate in what was a more accustomed kind of curiosity, but nothing further was apparently forthcoming.

         ‘She’s a very celebrated chef,’ said Rose, a little bewildered.

         ‘Sympathy is not just reserved for the underachieving,’ said Aabria Scott, and with that enigmatic remark progressed inside like a tiny royal weighed down by ruffs.
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         Later in the day, the man rejoicing in the name of Boo Moreland slouched up to the Mouette, where Rose and Finn were planning the precise route they’d track underwater, and asked a completely extraordinary question.

         ‘Does it fly?’

         Rose looked at him. Finn looked at him. Boo looked back with the baldly innocent face of a particularly stupid and charming baby. Rose wasn’t fooled.

         ‘Why,’ she said with the sort of patience in her voice she usually reserved for colleagues’ toddlers, or their less intelligent dogs, ‘would it fly?’

         ‘Because it’s called Mouette. That means seagull.’ Boo Moreland said this as if it were a kind of QED, which it was not.

         ‘That is odd,’ said Finn generously. Finn was generous to everybody; Rose had once caught him getting flummoxed by a small child’s argument about why it was perfectly all right for said child to climb out an upper-floor window to launch paper planes. Finn, when removed from the argument, had explained haplessly that the child was very persuasive.

         ‘I suppose it flies underwater,’ said Rose, screwing up her face to think about it in an attempt to consider the question fairly. ‘What’s French for jellyfish? That’s more like what it does. It sort of bobs.’36

         ‘Méduse,’ supplied Boo helpfully. ‘Do you drive these often?’

         ‘She’s very good at them.’ Finn was very proud of his sister.

         ‘If you bump them into things do sirens sound? Are there reverse alarms?’ Boo was looking the Mouette all over, possibly for its non-existent wings.

         ‘There are no reverse alarms,’ said Rose. ‘They can’t really go backwards. Don’t touch that, please.’

         ‘Well, that’s inconvenient. What if a shark is coming at you full speed and you need to go the other way?’

         ‘It has a top speed of about five miles an hour, Mr Moreland. If a shark decides to come at you full speed, it’ll end up with a nasty bruise on the browbone.’

         ‘We don’t tend to submerge in places where there will be fast-moving things anyway,’ Finn added reassuringly. As if Boo Moreland needed to be comforted about their potentially being bulldozed by undersea traffic. ‘Nowhere near orca pods or walrus colonies or anything like that. And mostly big animals stay away; it does make a lot of noise when it moves, this thing.’

         ‘Maybe that’s why it’s called the Mouette,’ said Boo cheerfully. ‘Because it yells about itself at great length.’

         ‘Who yells about themselves?’ A woman in a righteous Barbour and sensible sheepskin-lined boots appeared beside them to look at the Mouette, which was clearly an attraction. Another scientist? Scientists did wander into places wearing fieldwork clothes. A friend’s supervisor had gone to High Table at a Cambridge college once bearing the dried sludge of a day cataloguing midges in the weeds. But 37this woman’s kit was clean and barely worn; she turned her head and the throat was white, the hair was auburn and perfectly set. She had decided Not To Dress Like A Passenger, Rose saw with amusement, and was making a display of it.

         ‘Have you been afflicted by the Highcastles too?’ Her voice was very crisp, and probably carried well in the frigid air. ‘Alicia Grey,’ she added, thrusting a very forceful hand into Rose’s.

         ‘Hush,’ said another woman, nudging her at the elbow. Alicia turned and smiled, and touched the woman’s wrist. This person was dressed, Rose was interested to note, in distinct contrast to Alicia: her things looked reassuringly and obviously expensive. The purple hat with angora trimming was designer, the gloves were fur-lined leather, the boots from the finest outdoor ice-sporting retailer. She had very long, beautiful dark hair plaited down her back.

         ‘I’m Sunila,’ the woman said now. ‘I apologise for my wife’s usual and astonishing lack of tact.’

         ‘If they ask me once more to buy their candles with rose quartzes enriched with the light of the waxing moon,’ said Alicia, at a lower volume, ‘I’ll show them how well wax floats.’ Sunila made a quiet laughing noise. Whatever kind of wealth these two were, Rose noted, they were not the kind that played well with people who sold eucalyptus-scented candles. There were so many divides, she thought somewhat crossly; all these people were apparently here for the same thing, which was to watch her running around like a headless chicken while they sipped hot toddies. Surely they could all get along slightly better.38

         ‘We were discussing the little ship that sails under the sea,’ said Boo grandly, gesturing at the Mouette and putting on a very bad French accent, in the manner of somebody who likely has a very good French accent, Rose noticed. ‘The bubble that does not fly.’

         ‘Better you than me,’ said Alicia vigorously. ‘I’ve seen some cold places in my time, but the ocean here will beat ’em all. Though this jaunt is certainly giving me a run for my money! Brrr. Give you some whisky when you come back up, tell you what. That’ll kick you in the cockles.’ She beamed with a big wide mouth, and her auburn hair moved away from her thick neck in the wind. There was, Rose reflected, something out of tempo about Alicia Grey, not quite real. Heartiness in women like this, she thought, so often deflected, or shifted viewers away; you looked too long at the wrong thing, to avoid seeing the right one.

         Sunila, on the other hand, was very real, and carried in her expensive cocoon an air of deep, settled competence. She introduced herself as working in technology, and Rose had the distinct sense that she was secretly amused by everything she saw: the Mouette, Boo Moreland, the Highcastles, the Captain, Rose herself, even perhaps Aabria Scott. It was something in the brief turn of her eyes. Her quietness was not shyness, Rose thought, but the sort of silence people kept on doctoral panels, watching people sweat and stumble their way through their presentations, and terrify themselves into knots under her gaze. Rose was totally unaffected by these people, though she secretly resented their internal mirth and often upset it in academic contexts by asking 39them direct questions in a loud, bland voice.

         For example: ‘Are you and your wife interested in science?’ she said now.

         Sunila looked at her in the expected manner, which was faint confusion and affront, but then smiled. It was a very charming smile, a complicit one that said Ah, you see me, that’s very good. ‘We find it difficult to reconcile our requirements for vacations,’ she said in a low voice; her wife was now yell-talking at Boo about whisky and advocating for expensive ones from Japan. Boo, Rose felt pleased to note, looked slightly taken aback. ‘Alicia requires physical activity, while I prefer to lounge and be pampered. We usually ski, but that’s boring every year, and this offers an excellent combination of both.’

         ‘Have you ever tried water skiing?’

         ‘Alicia,’ said Sunila, with the faintly wry expression of somebody who has married something they do not understand at all, ‘attempted parasailing on our honeymoon in the Maldives. It was our first day. She broke both hands and we had to airlift her home.’ She looked at the auburn-haired woman with exasperated adoration, then at Rose. ‘Do not give her any more ideas.’

         ‘I’ll endeavour not to,’ said Rose, seriously.

         *

         The Captain called them all to the mandatory safety briefing shortly afterwards, in which he explained what must happen if there were emergencies: persons overboard, any kind of shipboard fire or accident, or a person taken ill or injured. They were drilled well. Alicia Grey, Kate the nurse and the 40Morelands all took the training in hand, paying good attention to the locations of dinghies and life buoys, and commenting to one another as they were walked from spot to spot on the deck. Sunila and the Highcastles, Rose saw, were slower, more inclined to drag their feet; they perhaps didn’t like the idea of realities intruding on their shell of magnificence.

         Dr Eder and Aabria Scott were too busy arguing to focus. The venerable scientist was holding up his hands and saying things like ‘My dear lady’ as she fastened him on a particular point – she wanted detail on the inner workings of the Mouette, and he was being too vague for her, possibly because (Rose had had many of these discussions with condescending old scientists) he didn’t know the answer himself.

         Today, the Captain explained, was a travel day, but tonight they could gather for a lecture by the first of the scientists on board, Dr Ben Sixgill, on the Arctic hare and its cultural and ecological significance. This was the repulsive redhead, who was following the safety briefing with an air of insouciance.

         Bloom Highcastle raised a trembling hand at the end of the talk. ‘Suppose,’ she said in a terrified voice, ‘something tries to get near us on the ice?’

         Her husband made soothing sounds; he may have called her ‘Pookie’. She was not to be deterred. She had been blonde and fluffy once, and fluffy and blonde she would remain, as long as it inclined people to respond to her in a manner she deemed acceptable, Rose thought. ‘What if there’s a polar bear – or a leopard seal?’ She was inclining herself to squeaking hysterics.41

         ‘Leopard seals live in the Antarctic,’ Sixgill sneered. Bloom looked at him with undisguised dislike.

         ‘There is no cause for concern,’ said the Captain, with charming seriousness. In all likelihood, Rose reflected, there was somebody on every cruise who worried to death about being devoured in the night with only Tiffany cufflinks left behind. (In fact this was quite true, and the Captain and crew had reassured several travellers that walruses did not eat humans.) ‘We operate at the highest standards of safety, and the ship is equipped with several flares and tranquilliser guns, in accordance with international Arctic maritime law. We have never had cause to use them,’ he added, smiling genuinely at Bloom Highcastle, who visibly relaxed as if subjected to a stream of calming water.

         ‘Only tranquilliser guns?’ asked Sandy. One of those big eco-friendly types who nurtures a deep, shameful fascination with the safari, the game hunt, the blood sport. Rose had met many men like this. The kind who took too readily to the tagging-gun for whale tours.

         ‘Any kind of hunting is illegal here,’ said Finn helpfully. ‘Even spear fishing!’

         ‘You might not want to eat the fish here, in any case,’ said Elisabeth’s voice. She had watched the safety briefing in silence.

         ‘Not for all your witchcraft and cordon bleu skill could you make them palatable?’ asked Sixgill, smiling lazily at her. Nobody, Rose realised, liked that smile, and he knew it, and appeared to be pleased about it.

         ‘Fish in these waters contain anti-freeze proteins that 42have evolved to protect them from sub-zero temperatures,’ said Elisabeth, not looking at Sixgill, but addressing the company in general. ‘They pose no threat to humans, but people make complaints. They do not want antifreeze, they say, in their food. And so it is not worth the trouble.’ She was definitely Scandinavian, but her inflections sounded slightly Dutch. Perhaps she’d trained there, Rose thought.

         ‘I must say I don’t blame them,’ said Alicia Grey, with emphasis.

         ‘So.’ Elisabeth shrugged. ‘Tonight’s menu will be on your pillows at six; please telephone the kitchen or the purser if there are to be changes or requirements. Thank you.’ And she left.

         ‘Oh,’ said Gladys Moreland, sounding disappointed, ‘I wanted to compliment her on last night’s food. I’ve wanted to eat her work for years.’

         ‘Gladdy is a gourmand,’ Boo said to Rose, happily. ‘Pat and I are the cheerful recipients of her enthusiasm.’

         ‘I’ll pass it on,’ said the Captain, with a clear note of professional pride in his voice. ‘Elisabeth is truly the jewel in the crown of the Dauphin, you know. She trained with René Redzepi in Denmark and spent five years in the Netherlands earning Michelin stars for restaurants all over the place.’ There’s the accent, thought Rose.

         ‘What’s she doing here?’ Sixgill, being objectionable again.

         ‘We pay better,’ said the Captain, with a small smile.

         Tomorrow morning, when they were anchored, the Mouette would go down for the first time.
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