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The water in the pool was crystal clear, until Irina walked through it. Her boots raised swirls of pale brown mud as they dragged through the silty bottom. She went further in, until the water was almost to the top of her waterproof boots- halfway up her calves. She stood there, feeling the pressure bend the stiff rubberised material and press it against her legs. Even on such a hot, bright day, the water was cold, the chill working its way through to her skin.

Carefully, so that she didn’t raise a wave that would wash over the rims of the boots and run down to soak her feet, Irina turned around, to look back at the shore. Her husband, Eduard, was laying out picnic blankets. Two of them, because they were expecting guests. He sat by the big wicker basket, and started pulling out food and drink.

Irina waded back to the shore. She wasn’t exactly rising, Venus-like, from the water, but it felt like an entrance with flourish, nonetheless. Stopping at the edge of the blankets, she tugged off the boots, and walked across the soft wool barefoot.

“I wonder how deep it was, when the mill was in use?” Irina said.

“It wouldn’t take much work to open the races and wash the silt out.” Eduard said. “I’ve thought about it.”

“You’d turn our house back into a mill?” Irina glanced downstream. The pond had been formed by damming the stream. There were sluice gates in the dam, long since closed up, and now jammed in place by the backed up silt. Beyond the pool, the stream ran down through a straight cut, shallow V, a valley in miniature. It headed straight to their new house, which Irina could just see, framed by the two slopes.

“No, but if it was deep enough, maybe it could be a fish pond.” Eduard pulled a champagne bottle from the hamper and handed it to Irina to open.

She broke the foil on the bottle neck and tore it off, but stopped as her husband placed glasses on the blanket. “Just the two?”

“Oh no, there are more. For our guests.”

Irina smiled as Eduard produced another two glasses. It widened as he pulled out another glass, then her mouth dropped open when she saw there was a fourth. “Four?”

“I can put one or two away, if you’d like.” Eduard waved two of the glasses over the hamper, as if ready to put them back.

“Not a chance. Leave them all out. Where are our guests?” Irina looked all around. There was nowhere nearby where anyone could be hiding.
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