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For the grandparents who keep the old stories,

and the children who finally listen.

Some stories take a long time to come round.
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Chapter 1: The Carving in the Library
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It had been almost a year since the Sandyhook box, and three things had happened in Pebble Cove.

The first was that Mia Carter had grown two inches. She was thirteen now, and she had stopped writing her name with a little heart over the i. She still wore the small silver moon Mrs. Brooke had given her, around her neck on a thin chain, every single day.

The second was that Theo Pemberton had been given a real detective's magnifying glass for his eleventh birthday. It had a brass handle and was kept in a velvet case. He carried it everywhere. He had used it to examine, so far, a beetle, the back of his sister's neck, two of his father's books, and a rather suspicious-looking cheese.

The third was that Lily Pemberton had finally got her wish. Her father had let her keep a small aquarium on the top floor of the bookshop. In it lived two hermit crabs called Frederick and Olympia, four small fish, and an extremely shy red shrimp she had named Persephone. Lily was twelve and a half now. She would soon be starting at the secondary school. She had begun reading proper marine biology books.

But the most important thing, for our story, had happened only the week before.

It had arrived in an envelope.

The envelope was cream coloured and a little crumpled at the corner. The handwriting on the front was small and old fashioned and shaky. The postmark said BLACKMOOR.

Aunt Beth had brought it in from the post, with a strange little smile.

"Another one for you, Mia," she said. "From somewhere far away."

Mia took the envelope. She read the address on the front. Miss Mia Carter, c/o Aunt Beth Carter, The Yellow Cottage, Pebble Cove. Same as always.

Then she looked at the return address in the corner.

Mrs. Helen Carraway

The Reading Room

Carraway House

Blackmoor

Mia did not say anything. She did not need to. She put down her tea, she put on her shoes, and she ran out the door toward the bookshop without even closing the gate behind her.

Theo and Lily were in the back garden of the bookshop, arguing about whether shrimps could see colour. They stopped arguing when Mia came through the kitchen door waving an envelope above her head.

"Look," she gasped. "Look. Look."

Theo looked. He read the corner of the envelope. He sat down, suddenly, on the back doorstep.

"Carraway," he said.

"Carraway," said Lily.

James Carraway. The third sailor of the Mary Ann. The third name in Thomas Brooke's old letter. The last box. The one they had been waiting for, all year, without ever quite saying so out loud.

Mia opened the envelope carefully and read out loud.

Dear Miss Carter,

I do hope this letter finds you. I am writing to you because my friend Mrs. Brooke of Sandyhook, with whom I have lately been in correspondence, has been so kind as to give me your name.

I am Helen Carraway. I live in the village of Blackmoor, which is a very long way from the sea, in a part of the country full of hills and grey stone walls. My family has lived in this house for many generations. My great-great-grandfather was the brother of James Carraway, who sailed on a ship called the Mary Ann a long time ago. He never came back from the sea. James, I mean. My great-great-grandfather is the one who kept the house going.

I should explain why I am writing. About two months ago I was tidying my library. It is a very small library and I have been meaning to tidy it for forty years. I found a small wooden carving on a high shelf, behind some old books. It is a carving of a church. It is not a normal church. It has no roof. I remember that when I was a girl my grandmother sometimes spoke about the bones of an old church, but I never knew what she meant. I had quite forgotten until I held the carving in my hand.

Mrs. Brooke tells me that you and your young friends know a great deal more than I do about three sailors and three boxes. She tells me also that your young friend Mr. Theo Pemberton has a most excellent notebook.

I am eighty seven years old. I do not move very far these days. But I have a large house, with a great many empty rooms, and I would be very glad of company. If your families could spare you, I would dearly like to meet the three of you. There are several things in this house I would like to show you.

Mrs. Brooke says she will send a letter to you in support of mine, in case you doubt that I am a real old lady.

Yours sincerely,

Helen Carraway

PS I do not have a cat. I have a tortoise. He is called Mr. Wodehouse and he is forty four years old. He will not, I am pleased to say, sleep on you.

When Mia finished reading, the three of them sat in the back garden in complete silence for a long minute.

Then Theo opened his notebook.

He wrote, at the top of a fresh page, three words.

**Blackmoor. Carraway. Last.**

~ * ~

[image: ]




	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2: The Maps on the Wall

[image: ]




That evening, in the front room of Pemberton's Bookshop, Mr. Pemberton spread three maps out on the floor.

Aunt Beth was there too. So was Mia. So were Theo and Lily. So, for the first time, was Mia's mother, who had driven up to Pebble Cove for the weekend, and who had read Mrs. Carraway's letter with a very serious face.

Mr. Pemberton tapped the first map. It was a map of the coast.

"Pebble Cove," he said. "Here. And Sandyhook, eighty miles up." He moved his finger. "And the third box, the Penn box, in Hayton. Inland. About forty miles further on."

He tapped the second map. It was a larger one.

"Blackmoor," he said. "Right here. In the hills. Very far inland. Three hundred miles from us. Probably six hours by train."
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