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      YORKSHIRE, 1822

      The fresh folk were underfoot again.

      Captain Frederick George Sanderford—Freddy to friends and family—vanished into the overgrown hedgerow.

      Hell and damnation, he’d spent the last two days dodging the new residents of Fenwick Manor. The new squire’s surprise arrival had disrupted his plans just as he’d got a sense of the lay of the land.

      And now, the woman was eying the door of the narrow shed propped at the back of the hill, atop which the manor house had perched for centuries. She commenced jiggling the latch, pushing, and yanking it.

      A tall lass, she was, and no tender miss, yet the lock didn’t budge. It was sturdy. He’d just barely had time to make sure of it.

      She paused, looked around, and paced back and forth through the ankle high brush fronting the wee structure. A ring of keys emerged from her pocket. One-by one, she poked each stick of metal into the lock. They didn’t work, as he knew they wouldn’t. That was one key she would be missing.

      Her hands went to a tidy waist, accentuating shapely hips.

      “Blast it.” A stout boot shot out, shaking the structure.

      A laugh gurgled out of him, and she spun around. Dark hair sprang out from under her bonnet, and her eyes flashed a blue so true he could see it at twenty paces.

      Hell. He caught his breath. He’d not had a proper glimpse of the squire’s daughter before. Her name was Tilly. That much he knew from hearing the old man bellowing for her and her calling back “What, Papa?”.

      Tilly was lovely.

      Caught out anyway, he stepped out of the brush, tugging off his hat and fumbling it with proper servility, like one of his family’s servants or a soldier serving under him. Footman or footslog, ’twas as good a disguise as any for a man seeking to avoid notice. And never mind the temptations she offered, catching too much of her notice might risk his plans.

      “Beg pardon, miss,” he said.

      She blinked, and her gaze darted around.

      Ach, lass, you’ve just realized there’s no one to come should you need rescuing. The squire would be ensconced in his library, the new servants—well, if they were still there, they’d not hear her scream.

      Above them, Fenwick Manor was all but deserted, and across the narrow path the meadow stretched, its stone-fences crumbling up against unkempt hedges that fronted the dense woods. The late Sir Richard Fenwick should have been shot for more than his murderous ways—it was a crime the way he’d neglected his land and his holdings. This woman was strong, but she’d be no match for the work.

      She’d be no match for him, either, but he wasn’t a danger to her. He was, after all, a gentleman.

      He stood quietly, waiting. The army had taught him that, sure enough. Even an officer had to grovel sometimes.

      “Who are you?” she asked, forthrightly, “and what are you doing on Sir Newton’s land?”

      Ah. Sir Newton was her papa’s name. A distant cousin to the late Sir Richard, Sir Newton was the lucky heir to the Fenwick estate, such a valuable piece of Yorkshire coast, so close to the smuggling runs, so spotted with caverns and hideaways.

      “Passin’ through is all, miss.” He spread his hands wide. “Not poachin’, I swear.”

      She blinked again, and that hard gaze softened. “Are you hungry?”

      His chest tightened and something inside him stirred. He’d seen damnable hunger in the last many years, both during the wars and in the time since: men unable to work, unable to buy food for their families, and the penalty for poaching a mere rabbit or hare might be death.

      The lass had a heart to match her bonny looks.

      “Because, you see, I’m hiring men. Women as well, to work at the manor. Grooms, laborers, maids. Have you a wife, or…or a sister, or a daughter in Clampton?”

      Clampton was the nearby village he’d been avoiding. “No, none of those. And I’m not needing to addle some brass.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “Earn wages. I’m not in need of work, miss. Good day to you.”

      He turned, plunged through the hedgerow and moved into the trees, stopping to catch his breath.

      Miss Tilly was not what he’d expected.

      And what had he expected? Years earlier, he’d had his turn with a lady, a jilt who’d decided waiting for a man in the King’s service was too much to ask. But he’d wager Miss Tilly was made of sterner stuff, or his name wasn’t Freddy Sanderford.

      Sterner stuff, and curves that would fill a man’s hand nicely.

      The thought stirred other parts of him, and he shook it off. He’d been too long without a woman, was all and…

      Laughter burst from him. The squire’s daughter wanted to hire him, poor lass. The only work he’d be about was finding the proof needed to bring his brother back and bloody the culprits involved in his false arrest. It was a pity Sir Richard was already dead.

      He doubled back, and when he reached the path, spotted the lass’s bonnet bobbing along up the hill to the Manor. As soon as she’d disappeared from view, he fitted his key to the lock in the door and slipped in.
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      TWO DAYS LATER

      A crash filled the stable yard below and a buxom woman raced from the kitchens, her apron flapping along with her arms.

      “He’s ‘ere,” she shrieked.

      The woodchopper dropped his axe while two more women rushed out of the manor, one grabbing for the arm of the stable boy who’d come out of the barn to gawk.

      From his perch in an attic dormer, Freddy couldn’t help but chuckle. Devious, it was, but effective in clearing intruders.

      In short order the sniveling gudgeons moved their huddle away from the haunted manor. They’d reached the gate when a new figure rushed out.

      Freddy pressed his nose to the wavy glass. It was the lass, Tilly. Her work apron twisted over dun-colored skirts, and her uncovered locks flew about escaping their pins.

      “Come back,” she shouted.

      The battle cry could be heard in the next county. The old Squire should have named her Boudica. Fierce Boudica rallying her reluctant rabble. She was bloody magnificent.

      Hopping muddy ruts, she rushed the motley villagers who squared up like infantry defending against a cavalry assault.

      Their tactic worked. Tilly halted, propping her hands on her hips.

      “It was only the dog knocking things about. Come back to work.” The marshal tones bounced off the stone walls of the stables.

      The stout maid, first bearer of news, pushed through the line and plopped her hands on her much more expansive hips. “No, miss, it weren’t and we won’t.”

      Even from here, he could see Tilly’s back stiffen. Height versus width—if it came down to blows, it might be a close match.

      Another woman’s finger shot out, and he spotted the dog trotting up to join Tilly. “’Tis the hound of hell, anyway, that beast is.” The words shrieked up the crumbling bricks and along the rotting timbers.

      “Don’t be ridiculous,” Tilly said.

      “Don’t matter ’bout the dog.” That was the woodchopper. “Sir Richard be real, and we best be leaving.”

      “Sir Richard is dead,” Boudica cried. “Gone these many months. Buried in London. Not coming back.” She took a step after them. “Please, good people,” she wheedled, “my father has said a powerful blessing over this house. I assure you, there are no ghosts here.”

      The villagers vanished from view, and as the seconds ticked by, her proud shoulders sagged.

      A dribble of shame slithered through him. If it weren’t for his need to right a terrible wrong, if it weren’t for that, Sir Richard would go back to his place in Hades and leave her in peace.

      But justice demanded he find the means to finish this personal mission. Serving King and country had taken his best years, and he was finished with that. Serving his family—his brother, his mother—came first now.

      Cowed down by the servants’ desertions, she stumbled and turned back to the house, fair on to crying. Gad, he couldn’t abide the sight of a woman’s tears.

      A drop of rain slapped the pane, and he turned away.

      For certain, she and her scribbling father would have to leave before All Hallows. Managing the remote Fenwick Manor through a Yorkshire winter would be too much for the two of them, a superstitious old dreamer and a young woman—strapping and fine though she might be.

      He rubbed his hands together. With this new batch of servants gone, he could move a bit quicker with his search of the manor.

      A roar filled the courtyard and rattled the windows and then came a shriek.

      What the devil. Was she in danger?

      He rushed back to the window in time to see wood split and fly.

      Good God. The lass hadn’t succumbed to despair. The only tears were the drops pouring down from the heavens. Boudica had picked up the axe and was unleashing her fury on stout logs.

      He’d best stay even deeper out of her way.
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        * * *

      

      “Blast.”

      Matilda Fenwick crashed the axe down, splitting the wood cleanly. Out of one piece, a whorled knot projected like a pig’s snout, putting her in mind of the shabby canvas she’d found in a storeroom, a portrait of Fenwick Manor’s last baronet, Sir Richard.

      She arranged the body on the chopping block.

      Sir Bloody Richard Fenwick was not coming back to Fenwick Manor.

      “No—” She raised the axe. “Blasted—” The axe hung in the air for a few vibrating seconds. “Ghosts.”

      Whoosh and Crash. The blade split the torso, this time not cleanly. A piece like an arm flew off, and a flurry erupted. With an excited woof Wulver retrieved the limb and plopped down on her haunches, the piece of wood lodged firmly between her teeth.

      Tilly leaned on the axe, reaching for calm, and fondled the dog’s black woolly head with its streak of white. “Oh, Wulver, you’re filled with burrs.” One didn’t keep the giant dog contained for long. The lovely girl had been out exploring the nearby woods again.

      “You are not a devil dog.” Bending close, she whispered, “Your namesake is known to be kindly.” And, to be safe, she’d sneaked the woolly black pup into the sanctuary of Papa’s last church for a proper baptism. She would swear it had helped with the spirited girl’s training.

      Perhaps there was more along that line that she could do here. Like Papa, she had faith, but unlike him, she had no superstitions. Well, few, anyway. Her faith was the pragmatic sort. If a rite might calm a wild puppy or a grown person, there was no sense in not trying it. Tucked among the dusty works of Cicero in the library at Fenwick Manor, she’d found a book of papist prayers, all in Latin. The Rite of Exorcism had been included.

      The villagers might find it worthwhile.

      Wulver shuffled on her forepaws, her wiggling tail threatening to catapult her out of her sit, happiness gurgling and foaming around the piece of wood.

      Tilly took the dog’s offering and tossed it to the pile of cut wood, sighing. “It’s not enough.” Papa might not mind the cold while he worked into the night in the cavernous library, but the days were growing chillier while he grew thinner. He would need more fuel than this.

      While Wulver ran off to nose about in the brush, she gathered the chopped wood and shifted it onto the sheltered pile, and then picked up the axe again.

      Her muscles would ache tomorrow, but it wasn’t as though she’d never cut wood, never tended their two horses, never toted buckets and trays and laundry. She’d worked at the vicarage alongside first her mother and then their maid-of-all-work, and since their arrival in Yorkshire, she’d done nothing but physical labor, thanks to the ghost of Sir Richard and his ill-kept manor.

      The main building dated to the sixteenth century, Papa had said, with both east and west wings added in the subsequent centuries. She’d still not mastered the house’s warren of rooms and passageways, and Papa said there might be more, hidden behind the plastered and paneled walls.

      “Tilly.”

      The booming voice carried across the yard. She paused and wiped her sleeve across her brow.

      “Yes, Papa.”

      Though it was afternoon Sir Newton Fenwick appeared at the kitchen entrance attired in his banyan, and house slippers, and the befuddled look that signaled he’d just risen from his writing desk.

      At least he’d advanced no further than the cobbled path by the door. She wouldn’t have to clean mud from his slippers.

      “Wait there, Papa.”

      “I can’t find the maid, Tilly. I’ve rung for tea and no one came. The cook has vanished as well.”

      At the stable door, Wulver turned, ears up, tail slapping wildly.

      Sending a stick flying, she diverted the dog. Papa had aged much in the time since her mother’s death. Wulver’s affectionate pounce had more than once almost knocked him down. “Go back to the study, Papa. I’ll be right along with your tea.”

      “You don’t say they’ve run off again?”

      His voice quivered with excitement. Gathering wood, she’d pondered how to answer. She would not indulge his superstitious phantasms and notions.

      “’Twas the rain, perhaps, it being a long walk for most of them. It looks to pour even harder later tonight.”

      “Humbug,” he said. “Rain is nothing to the folk in these parts, nor long walks.”

      She picked through the pile for the driest pieces and nudged her father into the kitchen entry, dropping the kindling and pulling off a boot.

      The day’s baking lay on the table, the smell tantalizing. When Wulver shot in, Tilly dove for the dog’s collar.

      If she could keep Wulver away, they would have plenty to eat for a day or two until she must add cookery to her list of tasks.

      “Come Tilly, you are not telling me all. It was Sir Richard drove them out, was it not?”

      She found a rag and wiped the dog’s feet, shoving down her frustration.

      “Sir Richard is dead, Papa.”

      “What did they say, Tilly?”

      Nothing. Pressing her lips on the lie, she stroked Wulver’s rough hair. The dog’s undercoat had thickened. The knots and burrs would require a proper brushing, when she could spare the time.

      “Honor thy father and mother, Tilly.” He softened the scold with a smile.

      She pulled off her other muddy boot and straightened. “Fine, Papa. They say Sir Richard appeared. Or made a noise. Or something equally ridiculous. And you need not look so gleeful. If he continues to disturb your household, if you continue to encourage that superstition, we’ll not be able to keep any servants. And, dear father, I’m but one woman, and this, a big house.”

      “We’ll send to York for some hardier folk. I have a friend in the Theosophical Society there who’ll assist us.”

      Just what they needed: a batch of ghost-hunting servants.

      “There were no crops this year, Papa, no bales of wool, no cattle. We are lucky Sir Richard died before the Crown could find him guilty of murder and treason and declare his title and estate forfeit. This myth of his haunting does us no good. We are well rid of the blackguard.”

      “We must trust in the Lord.”

      That last had been said in his Sunday morning voice. She let out another exasperated breath and stirred the fire under the still-hot kettle. It would take but a moment to steam.

      “Oh, do not worry so, Tilly. I have everything in hand. There’s the money from Lord Shaldon, and all those lovely sheep coming. And you’ve said it yourself, the land is not good for planting.”

      “Not in its present state. And the money from Lord Shaldon is a loan, Papa, and no good if I can’t find a man to repair the stone walls of the meadow, where the sheep will be penned.”

      “I should have named you after that Martha who fretted about her household duties, instead of our brave queen, Matilda. Do not worry so, my dear. I’m making good progress on my book. That and the sheep will save us, you’ll see.”

      She chewed on her lip and moved woodenly, preparing his tray.

      Papa’s flock at their last small parish in Cumberland had been a poor lot, the tithes undependable, requiring great economies and the occasional grant of charity dished up with a sauce of humiliation by the local squire’s lady.

      Mother had borne it all, right up to her death, but Tilly had seethed carrying that cross.

      Papa, of course, had never noticed. For him, a story of goblins was as good as a shilling tithe, and his parishioners knew it.

      When they were children, the local squire’s son had been Tilly’s particular friend, and she’d hoped…oh, but those had been a girl’s dreams. His mother had found him a more suitable match, and Tilly had kept her chin up while Papa officiated the couple’s nuptials.

      Then the letter had come informing them of this unlikely inheritance—unlikely because Papa had never heard of Sir Richard Fenwick, baronet. As Papa’s potential heiress, her standing in the parish had risen more than a few notches, but she’d left Cumberland with no regrets.

      And when they’d arrived at Fenwick Manor, she’d seen the truth of this rich inheritance: they’d gone from few worldly possessions to many, possessions that required a commensurate amount of money to maintain.

      She shook off her glumness. Papa had been thrilled with the unexpected blessing, and so had she. To have a chance at a secure home and a reliable income—well, above all, she must hold on to a grateful heart. “Will you take your tray in the parlor, Papa?”

      “In my library, I believe. I’m still polishing the story a local man told—”

      Creak. Snick. Somewhere in the upper part of the manor, a door had swung to and closed, the sound distinctive.
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      Papa rushed to the servants’ staircase, Wulver close at his heels.

      “It was only the wind…”

      But he’d already left. She braced herself on the table, taking in a calming breath. Papa favored opened windows and fresh air, perhaps hoping a spirit would come in on a breeze. It would only be the wind blowing a door closed, not a ghost.

      Certainly not a house breaker either. They’d arrived to find the house stripped of the quality linens, silver and dishware, though no one in the neighboring village of Clampton could say who’d been brave enough to steal from a haunted house. They’d brought with them her great-aunt’s few treasured pieces of silver, and the rest of their good crockery and linens had come courtesy of the Earl of Shaldon. That the earl could be so generous, considering Sir Richard’s part in the murder of the previous Lady Shaldon some ten years before—well, it was another reason to be grateful.

      She’d spent the few days since their arrival making Papa comfortable and hiring this lot of worthless servants, and had only begun her inventory of the household goods. Much of the furniture was broken, or rotted, and most of the trinkets and decorations were rubbish.

      At least the villagers, or smugglers, or whoever had stolen from the house, had not touched the books in the ancient library.

      There might be something of value somewhere in the manor, a rare hidden treasure she could sell to pay off their debt, hire proper servants, and bring in tenants with more on their mind than smuggling cargoes. If Sir Richard had been the smuggling lord in these parts, surely he had hiding places the thieves hadn’t found.

      She pulled out her ring of keys and fingered each of them, studying the last one. She’d matched every key to a door except this one, which didn’t seem to fit anywhere.

      And then of course she was missing a key to the outbuilding on the back of the hill. That was another mystery for yet another day.

      Wulver wandered back into the kitchen and when the servant’s bell jingled, Tilly roused herself. She’d deliver Papa’s tray before the tea cooled and perhaps find time to make the rounds again. Somewhere in this house was a lock she’d missed.
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        * * *

      

      Those keys.

      Freddy watched, sensing the stroke of Tilly’s thumb on each length of metal as she sorted them. The last and the grandest, a curlicued skeleton key, held her particular interest. And what door would that open?

      When the dog entered, he held his breath. The peepholes in the kitchen cabinet were impossible to spot, but Wulver might well catch the scent of him. Since the squire’s arrival, washing and shaving had been a challenge.

      Thank heavens for the distracting pies cooling upon the table under a cloth. The black nose rose, and the cloth began to slide.

      Freddy swallowed a chuckle. One of the bread loaves was already missing a chunk.

      “Wulver,” Tilly cried. With a sharp command and a sweep of her skirts, she hoisted the tray and ushered the beast out.

      When the creaking footsteps had reached the top of the stairs, he eased the cabinet open on the hidden away hinges.

      He’d discovered this covert passage early on. A convenience for him getting from attic to kitchen. Since the new squire’s arrival, the secret path to the kitchens had become necessary else he’d starve. And thank goodness for the massive beast. There was only so much disappearing food one could blame on the mice or the resident cat.

      He lifted the cloth and inhaled the sweet scent of fresh loaves and savory pies. The partially eaten loaf and two meat pies snuggled into his handkerchief, and from there into his pocket. With his dinner arranged, he slid out the door to the stable yard.

      Between the old codger’s late hours and his daughter’s early ones, he’d had a devil of a time getting back into the library. Last night, in the wee hours, he’d finally had a good look at the papers upon Sir Newton’s desk. And now, he had a hole in the ground to explore while he waited for the old squire to retire to his bedchamber.
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        * * *

      

      In the library, Tilly poured tea and stirred in sugar and milk, watching her father across the room. Papa gripped his quill, frowning at the blotched paper spread before him.

      “Before it gets cold, Papa,” she chided.

      He lifted his gaze and blinked.

      “Your tea is ready. Do stop frowning and come. The cook managed some baking before fleeing the ghost.”

      “I’m lost,” he said, but he set down his quill and shuffled over to the join her.

      “You are not lost. You are at Fenwick Manor in Yorkshire,” she teased. “About to partake of a simple but ample meal, made by a better cook than the one who’ll be managing tomorrow’s dinner.”

      He blinked. “You’ve hired a new cook already?”

      “No, Papa. I mean me.”

      His frown deepened. “That’s false humility, daughter. Your mother taught you cookery, and she taught you well.” He dug into the pie. “I’ve forgotten it, is all.”

      “Forgotten what?”

      “The description of the glen. The glen where the fearsome Barghest of Troller’s Gill resides, guarding a treasure.”

      She turned away and rolled her eyes. “Did you find Troller’s Gill, then?”

      Papa laughed heartily. “No, certainly not. But a gap in the earth very like, according to the man reporting it, and it is on our land. I met him at the inn after our arrival here. He took me there to the edge of it and showed me, but I hadn’t brought my pencil and notebook that day.”

      A bead of gravy clung to his chin. She handed him a napkin.

      “The description is most essential to finishing the final draft of my story. There is a fissure in the earth there, a crevice he said no one will risk exploring. And there’s an ancient treasure as well. Roman or Viking gold perhaps. Or perhaps a cache left by some ancient pirate.” He set down his fork. “We must go directly and have a look.”

      Use a setting from one of your other tall tales, she wanted to shout. “You’ve already visited the place, you said, and it is nigh onto dusk, and raining.”

      He glanced toward the window. “I didn’t see it at the gloaming, which is when the fairy folk might appear. Besides, the rain has stopped.”

      “But the clouds have not blown through. It will start again soon.”

      “And dusk on a gloomy day is the best time to see supernatural creatures.” He winked and shoved the last bits of pie into his mouth, chewing and swallowing rapidly, and guzzling his tea in a few quick gulps.

      “Good heavens, Papa. Did you not always caution me to slow down and enjoy my meal?”

      “I must hasten to dress.” He pushed back his chair. “Prepare a lantern for me, will you my dear.”

      “But, Papa—”

      “I shall be down directly. I shall bring the dog with me.” He waved a hand at the tea tray. “You may stay here and tidy the kitchen.”

      And then he was gone.

      She took in a deep breath. Papa could dress very quickly when he wished. She’d seen him rush out in the middle of the night to chase after an apparition—and in fairness, sometimes to answer a summons by a dying parishioner.

      The lantern was the devil to light, and she must first get her warm shawl if she was to go out in the chill autumn evening, and go out she would. All the land hereabouts was said to be dotted with holes in the ground, bottomless caverns a man could step into and never come out of.

      She shook out a napkin, covering the dishes against the manor’s mice, and hurried out.

      

      Twilight descended softly, the air thick with moisture that slicked her cheeks and glistened in the stitches of her knitted shawl. The salty air tickled her nose and carried the echoes of distant waves. They were not so far from the sea here.

      “Aye, this is it.” Papa rubbed his hands together, then pulled a notebook and a pencil stub from his pocket.

      She’d followed him east, alternating between begging him to stay to the path and calling Wulver back from chasing the hares in the hedges.

      “Please hurry, Papa. It’s fair on to nightfall.”

      “Gie me the hour o’ gloamin’ grey, It maks my heart sae cheery O, To meet thee on the lea-rig, My ain kind Dearie O.” He laughed out loud and began to scribble.

      Burns. He was quoting Robert Burns.

      She fumed for long minutes, watching him. With luck once the light faded entirely, the lamp would stay lit. And if it didn’t, she hoped the tinderbox in her pocket was still dry.

      They’d passed a small cottage—a mere crumbling hut really—that looked abandoned. Had there been a tenant living here on a small croft? She should know that, if this truly was Papa’s property.

      They could stop there and dry out perhaps, or even shelter for the night. Before they left, she’d locked all the manor doors, though if any villager dared to break in and challenge the ghost—well, perhaps she should hire the brave soul.

      Wulver pointed her nose east, lifted it, and froze, fur bristling, tail in the air.

      The brush rustled around them. Wulver woofed, and then her tail made a tentative swish, and then beat frantically, propelling her into a man who’d stepped out of the nearby brush.

      Tilly’s heart leapt into her throat. It was the taller-than-herself handsome stranger she’d met by the meadow but days ago.
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      “What the devil,” Freddy cried.

      Two broad paws slammed into his shoulders, and he stumbled, heart pounding wildly.

      The hell-hound.

      “Down, Wulver.” Someone tugged at the dog. “Down, Wulver…oop.”

      Damn and holy hell—and for that matter, holy hell-hound. The squire was here, and his daughter, and she’d just landed upon her arse, while the beast still writhed before him spewing hot canine breath.

      He poked his knee at the dog, quelling it, and reached for the lady. She was not quite as light as a flower, but her scent was, and the touch of her ungloved hand sent warmth buzzing through him.

      She yanked her hand back, caught the dog by the collar and ordered it to sit.

      “Are you all right, sir?” Her glance bounced over him and skittered away, her embarrassment clear. It was too dark to see whether her cheeks had gone pink, but blast it, his own were warm too.

      “I didn’t take the tumble, miss. Are you all right?”

      Behind her, the squire was muttering and scribbling, oblivious to any currents buzzing between his daughter and a strange man. What was wrong with the old fool?

      She smoothed her skirts. “I’m fine. So, we meet again, sir. Was that your cottage we passed on the way here?”

      Here was a fine question by the daughter who was not a fool.

      “Cottage?” He pulled a corner of bread from his pocket. The dog squirmed, its mistress hanging onto the collar.

      When he crouched, she released it and the beast nosed his hand for the tidbit. He stood and scratched its neck, making it wiggle.

      “She likes you.”

      “It’s a ‘she’ then?” He couldn’t help smiling. As children, he and his brothers had always had dogs. “That explains it, though most dogs and I rub along well together. What is your man about, here? Can I be of assistance, sir?”

      The squire lifted his head and squinted.

      “If you’re looking for the hell-hound, sir, you have it right here.”

      “You know of the Barghest?”

      “Heard tell of it, along with the other beasties and goblins that roam the moors.” Any child growing up in the north would have been weaned on such tales.

      The squire shoved his notes in his pocket and strode over—with more purpose than common sense, Freddy thought, given the terrain and the falling darkness.

      “I’m Mr.—er, Sir Newton Fenwick. Must get used to that. Newly installed in Fenwick Manor. And this is my daughter, Matilda. I’m pleased to make your acquaintance.” Sir Newton snatched up his hand and pumped it. “Are you a neighbor or perhaps one of old Sir Richard’s tenants?”
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