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  To A.T.




  





  PROLOGUE




  Delphine’s letter, April, 1852




  I still remember the face of the first girl we found on the sands. I think of her name, and she is there.




  Her features have the softness of youth, marred only by the frown remaining on her brow, even in death. She lies on her back, a bright shape on dark sand, the folds of her white gown made

  translucent by the sea. That sea is coming to claim her, each wave easing forwards, then retreating, each retreat a little less than the one before. The water deepens around her almost

  imperceptibly; gently, it floats a few of her golden curls.




  I sometimes wonder whether my mind is playing tricks on me with this vividness. Perhaps, in reality, when we found her the hungry tide had already retreated from her, and the morning sun had

  begun to dry the sand. I suspect it is so.




  I could not paint her, if you asked me to. Even though I see her face so clearly, I could not describe a single line of it with charcoal or watercolour. The memory of her is stored in some

  other place; at the thought of her there is a jolt of emotion, but I cannot reproduce the memory of her. I can only feel it.




  My reaction to her and to the other dead girls surprised me. I thought that I had hardened myself and packed my emotions away; folded neatly, like the ballgowns of my youth, with dried

  lavender pressed in paper between them. Yet that summer, with its sea mists and storms, unlocked something in me. A thing I had not killed; just denied.




  I write to you now as Delphine Beck, and I write only because you have asked me to. Hitherto, if we are truthful, we have been little more than strangers. To write to you seems dangerously

  intimate somehow. The paper is passive; it accepts my words as you may not. But I believe you when you tell me that you have to know everything. If we are to begin our lives together, all

  concealment must be put aside, and sunlight let into a room which has been dark and cold for so long.




  My love, I promised you my confession.




  Here it is.




  





  CHAPTER ONE




  Edmund Steele went to Broadstairs to escape a love affair. It was the first dishonourable act of his life towards a woman. As the train crawled its way through a countryside

  deep in the lushness of late spring, he pictured the shape of Mrs Craven’s white neck when her face was turned away from him; remembered the sheen of the reddish-brown gown she had worn at

  their last meeting. And, knowing that she had expected him to propose to her, he felt the painful burn of shame, as though he had held his hand too close to a candle flame. I made her no promises,

  he thought, as the train neared the coast, and he watched the stuttering shadow of its outline on the ground as it moved on: I made her no promises. But he felt no better.




  At Margate Sands, Edmund hired a man with a cart to take him to Broadstairs, the horse sweating in the sun and switching its tail. They travelled through the deep narrow lanes of the countryside

  between the two towns. When they emerged from the green darkness of the last hedgerowed lane, onto the coast road near Kingsgate Bay, Edmund put his head back; felt the sunlight, warm and harsh,

  slick across his city-worn face. ‘Will you pull up for a moment?’ he asked the man. ‘I’ll pay you extra for the lost time.’




  The carrier found a stopping place near the edge of the cliff. There was a sharpness to the air, bitterly cold, but welcome to Edmund. He hoped the clean air would reach the depths of his lungs.

  He had wanted to see the sea: the distant breakers, the vast sky, and the curve of the tan-coloured sands beneath the bone-grey, crumbling cliffs.




  ‘Is it far to Holy Trinity?’ he said.




  ‘Less than half a mile. Past the North Foreland lighthouse over yonder, then we’re on the road to Stone, and near enough to the town. Come for a holiday, sir?’




  ‘I think so,’ said Edmund.




  The church of Holy Trinity and its parsonage were mere steps away from the town, at a point where the road narrowed to a single carriage width. Edmund said he would take his own trunk to the

  house, and sent the carrier off, but the driveway was long and the exertion tired him swiftly and without warning. He was breathing heavily as he knocked on the door of the parsonage.




  When the door opened, he blinked at the darkness, his gaze suddenly clouded by the contrast with the sunlight, as he peered at the young man who was saying his name. He saw immediately that his

  host’s face had once been marked by illness, and exposed to the scourges of the most brutal heat. Now only the signs were left behind – fading freckles on a face pocked with scars. Yet,

  it was still a handsome face in its way, its disfigurements giving its underlying beauty a certain power. Its owner hung back, in the shadows of the hallway.




  ‘Do come out of the sun, Mr Steele,’ he said. ‘It is merciless today. The sea breeze takes the edge off the heat, which means you do not feel it as it beats down on you, but it

  will punish you if you stay out in it.’




  Edmund wondered whether he really did look so bad that he needed to be sheltered from the sun like some delicate maiden, and it pinched his pride. The penalties of easy London living, he

  thought; too much claret, too much meat. ‘You must be Mr Hallam,’ he said. ‘I admit I did not expect you to be answering your own door.’




  Theo Hallam laughed; it suited him. ‘I should be working on a sermon. But my housekeeper Martha is fretting over our supper in the kitchen, and as she is sadly overstretched at the moment,

  it would have been unfair to expect her to look out for you as well.’




  ‘Well, I am pleased to meet you,’ said Edmund, holding out his hand.




  Theo shook it briskly. ‘And I you. But do come out of the heat, Mr Steele, I beg of you.’




  The coolness of the tiled hallway was a relief to Edmund, as was the tea Theo ordered from Martha, who looked with frank curiosity at Edmund as she loudly unloaded the tray. They took tea in the

  drawing room, an immaculate room, uncluttered but tastefully decorated with paintings and ceramics. Its austere beauty surprised Edmund, for he knew the clergyman lived alone, and he did not link

  such clean serenity with the habits of a bachelor.




  ‘I must thank you for allowing a perfect stranger a room for the season,’ he said, trying to take in the details of the room without his eyes lingering too much.




  ‘A friend of Mr Venning is a friend of mine,’ said Theo. ‘He has known my family since I was a boy, and went to Oriel College, as I did. And I admit that what he told me of

  your work piqued my interest. I understand you have medical connections, and that you are interested in the study of the mind.’




  ‘I fear Charles has overrated me,’ said Edmund, with an uneasy laugh. ‘It is true that I count many medical men as my friends, but I do not practise myself. I am comfortable

  enough – I worked in a City counting-house in my youth, and invested in railways at the right time – so I have the leisure to study what interests me. I have been concerned in one or

  two cases.’




  ‘And the mind is your area of interest?’ said Theo.




  Edmund swallowed. ‘Yes – that is, it was. I think it is a subject which is in its infancy.’




  A warmth had crept over Theo’s previously neutral expression. ‘You speak of healing the mind, and I the soul. Perhaps we may discuss the way in which these areas overlap.’

  There was a faint glow in the young man’s blue eyes; an enthusiasm which Edmund moved quickly to quash.




  ‘If you would be so kind, I am glad to take a rest from it. Do not mention my interest to any of the sea-bathers, I beg you. I wish to be nothing but a tourist here.’ He thought of

  his study at home – the labelled drawers and cabinets of papers, the neatly written indices. ‘I am of robust health, but my friends tell me that I have over-exerted myself recently. I

  do not feel it myself – I am quite merry – but I trust their opinions. Mr Venning has instructed me to rest,’ he smiled, ‘and I am sure you can imagine his firmness on the

  matter.’




  Theo nodded, without any offence. ‘Very well. You are here before most of the incomers – forgive me, the tourists, I should say. “Incomers” sounds so bare and

  unwelcoming. Well, you are among the first, so you will be settled in before the rest arrive. My aunt, Mrs Quillian, will be here in a few days or so. She comes every season to the town, and always

  stays at the Albion. She does not care to dwell with her poor parson nephew; she prefers to be surrounded by people.’




  ‘I thought this was a quiet place,’ said Edmund, feeling slightly alarmed.




  Theo laughed. ‘It is not always so. And any increase in numbers is doubly noticeable to its inhabitants. Many of the local people claim to prefer the rough seas and empty streets of

  January, but we would be ruined without our guests. We are to have gaslight soon, you know, so the modern age has reached us. You may read of the London arrivals in the newspaper – we have

  the occasional Duke and Marquis, and Mr Dickens, of course.’ He offered Edmund a slice of bread and butter. Edmund took it. The butter was spread thinly, as though it had been spread on, then

  scraped off, then scraped again.




  ‘Empty streets are unknown to me,’ said Edmund, biting into the bread and discovering it was stale. ‘Perhaps I should have come in January – I would have liked to see

  that.’ He chewed, slowly. ‘Mr Venning says clean air and pleasant company will restore me to my normal ways.’




  ‘Have you been truly unwell?’ said Theo. The beauty of the question was all in the way he said it: without the sharpness of gossiping curiosity, but with enough steadiness to assure

  Edmund he had an interested listener.




  Edmund took a gulp of tea to wash down the bread, then put his teacup down, gently, on the small table beside him. ‘Well asked,’ he said. ‘Charles sent me here with good

  reason. I can see you will be drawing my confessions from me like poison from a wound.’




  ‘Any gifts I have are given me by the Lord, Mr Steele. I will not press you – I do not seek to force confidences – but I am here if there is some burden you wish to discuss.

  And if we only talk of trivial things, that is welcome too.’




  ‘Do you find it lonely, living in such a small town, without many diversions?’ said Edmund. He caught the slight flinch Theo gave, an almost imperceptible movement.




  ‘I would never say that.’ Theo folded his hands in his lap and sat up, straight-backed. ‘I am where I have been called to be, to serve God’s purpose. I am following my

  faith. But your company is welcome.’




  It was only later that Edmund realized he had not answered the question.




  It was many years since Edmund had attended Evening Prayer on a weekday, but when his host asked him to, he agreed in a moment. The church of Holy Trinity stood a few steps

  from the parsonage; built as a chapel-of-ease to the Parish of St Peter-in-Thanet, it had been dedicated only twenty years, Theo informed him. It was a flint construction, black and glittering in

  the summer light, but within, it changed character from brooding to serene. The interior was a large open space, with white walls. The only division was an elaborately carved rood screen. The

  sweetish stale scent of incense hung in the air.




  Edmund took his place quietly in the front pew Theo had pointed out, fearing that, fatigued as he was, he might doze off in the warmth of the summer evening. He could not help but think that he

  would normally have been in his club at this time, but reminded himself of his resolve to be open to new impressions and new places. London had been his whole life since his teens, which was a good

  while ago, for he was in his late fifties now. With the exception of his intermittent visits to his parents in Cheshire, which had ceased on their deaths, he had known few other places. It was true

  he had travelled abroad, but those experiences were like mere framed prints on the wall; distant, separate, as though they had happened to other people. Nothing had touched or changed him. Now,

  suddenly aware of his advancing years, he felt a little ashamed of it.




  He rubbed his eyes. Despite his distance from London, there was much to think of, not least the pressing matter of Mrs Craven and her happiness. He had written a thousand letters to her in his

  mind, but the outcome was never definite; to ask her for her hand in marriage, or not. Just as he decided on one course, he would think, and yet . . . 




  He heard the church door open and close behind him. Theo looked up from his prayer book. Edmund glanced over his shoulder. A lady had entered the church and was standing a few steps from the

  door, her gaze sweeping over the church and the few worshippers there without any embarrassment. Slim and tall, she was dressed entirely in black. A widow. Edmund thought her striking, but did not

  want to stare. He turned back to see that Theo had paused in the deep hush. He gazed long at her, before he returned his eyes to the page and continued reading, his voice moving fluidly over the

  elements of the service.




  The last Amen woke Edmund from his reverie, and he heard the cries of seagulls seeping through the stone walls of the church. When he glanced back, the widow had gone.




  Prayers; supper; bed. These would be the things, Edmund thought, which would soothe his troubled mind. He retired as ten chimed on the grandfather clock at the turn of the

  stairs, and inspected his room by the light of a candle. It was pristine. There was a neat four-poster bed, with heavy hangings drawn back for him; a wardrobe; a washstand with clean towels, soap,

  a basin and a ewer filled with cold water. A table had been set out in the bay window with writing equipment, and beside his bed was a chair on which sat, neatly placed, a box of matches and

  another two candles. There was no dust, no cobwebs; knowing that Martha was Theo’s only servant made Edmund wonder. Already, Theo had struck him as the kind of man who was concerned with

  details, and he thought he saw the priest’s own hand in the careful preparation of the writing desk, and provision of candles. For a moment he wondered if his host had even made the bed with

  his own hands. He pulled back the top cover and saw that four blankets had been layered on the bed; but then he had been warned about the fierce sea breezes.




  His host’s room was situated at the other end of the hall. Edmund heard his feet travelling the length of the corridor, the boards squeaking with every light step.




  He settled down at the writing desk, where everything had been prepared for him, dipped the pen into the inkwell and began to write:




  My dear Venning,




  I have arrived, and find the young man very much as you told me he would be: warm, and hospitable. But there are depths to him, Charles, as you said. This evening we passed

  his study door and I glimpsed within a portrait of Saint Sebastian. It was a mournful sight, that saintly face full of suffering, his sides pierced with many arrows. Mr Hallam closed the door as

  soon as he saw my eyes upon it. It is clear that he has not taken a role in the church for the sake of a profession, or convenience; but I will not complain of his intensity. His fireside is warm,

  his port and brandy good, and, for now, he is short on lectures for a clergyman. I see nothing to trouble me yet.




  Did you really only send me here to ‘recover my spirits’ as you so charmingly put it? I blame myself for confiding in you that, as a bachelor, long past fifty, I look dully at my

  life and am weighed down by the burden of my accumulated wisdom. Are you giving me a rest cure, as you claimed, or another diversion?




  I doubt I will receive a full explanation by return. I will breathe in the sea air and smile benignly, and pray that I get through this ‘holiday’ of mine alive.




  Your good friend, Edmund Steele




  Edmund left the letter open so that the black ink, glossy in the candlelight, would sink into the paper. Then he got up and walked around the room, not worrying too much about

  the creaking boards, for his host was way down the corridor. He had shied away from mentioning Mrs Craven in the letter, though Charles Venning and his wife had encouraged the match. He thought of

  his father, as he often did these last months, and wondered if he had disappointed Alban Steele by not being as pure in intention as him. It was in his recent studies that he had sought to close

  this gap, and to add some seriousness to a life that had been full of trivialities. He had also wished to examine the darkness which had haunted his father; the shadow which, despite Alban’s

  happiness, had yet come over him sometimes.




  ‘Too late, too late,’ Edmund said, under his breath. Amusement and diversion; these were the things that made his life bearable. If his father, a silversmith and an artist in his

  way, had bequeathed him something, it was exactness: a precision which had served him well in the building and keeping of his fortune, and was at odds with his otherwise relaxed nature.




  Fretfully, he went over to the window and lifted the drape. Dense, blue-black darkness greeted him: it was perfect night in this seaside town, deeper and darker than any city night. He could not

  hear a sound, not even the cry of a gull. He wondered if it was the trees, waving in the growing breeze, that swathed the parsonage in such complete darkness; but after a minute or two he saw there

  was a gap in them, a line of sight intermittently blocked by their movement.




  He saw a light.




  He tilted his head and took a step to the right. Across the narrow road at the end of the driveway, someone was standing on the step of one of the cottages. He narrowed his eyes at the pale

  column and made out the figure of a woman, holding a candle, shielded from the sea breeze by a glass shade; he caught the glint of it. He raised his hand, but the pale shape showed no sign that she

  was aware of his presence. She stayed still, seeming to stare straight ahead. He had no idea what she was looking at; the building he was in was surely cloaked in leaves, a mass of darkness to her

  eyes.




  He waved a little more, until he felt foolish, and dropped the drape. He took a turn around the room and closed his letter. Then he could not help himself; he went to the window and looked out

  again. But the figure was gone. There was no light behind the shutters of the cottage, no sign that anyone was within.




  He undressed and got into bed. The balminess of the day had quite gone; the bed was cool, and he was aware that his heart was beating hard, and that he wanted to know who had been watching the

  parsonage. ‘It is a quaint little place,’ Venning had told him, ‘but do not listen to the local people: they can talk only of wrecks, and they try to scare the ladies, speaking of

  sea-monsters and ghosts.’




  Ghosts, thought Edmund. Foolish, so foolish. He closed his eyes and thought of his childhood, imagining that he was in his parents’ cottage again, his mother stirring a pot on the range.

  He thought of the London streets, the chaos and energy, the messenger boy running to him, bringing news of the money he had made through no labour of his own. He heard the chink of Mrs

  Craven’s wine glass as she set it down on the silver salver bought by her first husband. And at last, as he fell asleep, he saw the pale shape of a woman on a step, and the dark and

  glittering sea.




  





  CHAPTER TWO




  The summer of 1851 seems as distant to me now as my childhood. It is as though a different Delphine Beck lived through that time. My cousin Julia and I began the year in

  London, but as the world flocked there to visit the Great Exhibition and see its novelties, we knew it was time for us to leave. Just as the world opened up, we went to Broadstairs because it

  seemed to be the perfect place to hide. A place for invalids, for those who hoped to convalesce, and those that never would. The town was known for its retired nature, and we thought that if we

  stepped quietly amongst its residents they would never notice us.




  Broadstairs was one more resting-place on the ceaseless journey Julia and I had taken since the autumn of 1841, when we left New York for England on the Great Western. We had spent

  ten years touring Europe, travelling as much as our small income would allow. We thought this quiet sea-bathing resort would be no different from the spa-towns or the lakeside villages we had seen,

  where we kept to ourselves, careful not to make connections.




  We arrived in May, before the season had begun. The days were long and bright; the light hard and clear, sometimes even cruel in its merciless exposure of every flaw. Going to sketch on the

  beach in the early mornings, I thought that I had never seen such light before.




  Night fell differently there, too. Raised in New York, I was surprised by the swift way in which it descended: the sharpening air, the total darkness, only broken by the sweep of the

  lighthouse’s lantern at North Foreland and the flashing signals of the lightships marking the Goodwin Sands out at sea. Coming out of our cottage, I would never know which way to turn:

  towards the darkness of the foreland, or towards the town, where the locals sat in the taverns and conversed by the light of flickering candles.




  I often wonder what that summer would have been, without the deaths. Would we – a group of strangers – have been thrown together with such intensity? Our loves, our hatreds,

  focusing in the presence of death, giving every word, every touch, a sense of urgency. It seems so strange when observed at a distance, now that time has passed. We could have been like any other

  group of travellers, passing and grazing each other lightly, with polite conversation and the occasional cutting remark. Instead, we were a conflagration, or perhaps that conflagration was only

  within me.




  Delphine went to sketch on the sands at Main Bay, going early, before anyone else was there apart from one or two fishermen on the pier. She was seated with her back to the

  town, and the bathing machines were not yet drawn to the water’s edge, so she saw only the sea, the clouds and the sun. When the first walkers came, she closed her sketchbook and left the

  beach.




  Harbour Street and the clifftop promenade were still quiet. Delphine walked for some way until the path verged upon a cornfield, which went right up to the cliff’s edge. On its most

  far-out point, she looked down upon the whole bay; the perfect view for a painter. But already, more people were out, and she knew it was time to go back to Victory Cottage, her home for the

  season.




  Her route back took her through the town and past the Albion Hotel. It was a large square building, solid as a dowager and with the same pretensions to stateliness, despite evidently having been

  battered by the sea winds that winter. It was the foremost of the town’s hotels and associated with Charles Dickens, though he had long since decamped to Fort House, a private residence, for

  his summer seasons in the town. She paused to look at the hotel with the interest of a stranger’s eye – the lantern over the large entrance and the little ornamentation cut into the

  stones – to consider whether she wished to sketch it.




  In the back of her mind she had noted the swift approach of a carriage from the distance, but it was only when the growing noise of hooves and wheels intruded into her thoughts that she became

  truly aware of the danger she was in. The horse and carriage had come from the top of the town; it was downhill all the way, with the Albion at the bottom. The horse had bolted. It was hurtling

  forwards, head high, eyes rolled back as its driver struggled with it. As she turned, the sudden vision of it arrested her where she stood; frozen, one hand against the wall of the hotel.




  So this is how it ends, she thought, after a journey of a thousand miles. And in that single, endless moment, she closed her eyes.




  In the blackness she heard the carriage draw up with a fearful, skidding sharpness, scattering grit so that some hit the windowpane of the hotel past her head, and the horse gave a painful

  whinny. She waited for the sound of splintering wood, the scream of the animal.




  The sounds did not come.




  She opened her eyes and saw the proprietor of the Albion, Mr Gorsey, come running out of the front door, a young woman in drab clothes on his heels, wiping her hands on her apron.




  ‘Michael!’ Gorsey shouted. His voice quietened as he came nearer; it would be foolish to scare the horse more. ‘Damned idiot!’ He caught sight of Delphine. ‘Forgive

  me, madam – Polly, see to the lady.’ He reached for the horse’s head, as its driver jerked viciously at the reins.




  The girl who had followed him turned to Delphine, straightening her hair as she did so. The triviality of the gesture almost made Delphine laugh out loud. ‘I am unharmed, thank you,’

  she said.




  The door of the carriage opened. ‘Madam – are you hurt?’




  It was the first man who climbed out of the carriage. He was at her side in two steps. Her shocked mind took in every detail of his appearance: a pallid wide face, black eyes, and lank black

  shoulder-length hair. He was dressed in the finest of the London fashions, but in a dishevelled way, as though his clothes had been flung on rather than arranged. On his lapel a pin glittered: a

  white enamelled skull, with ruby eyes. Delphine knew the price of many things, and she certainly knew Parisian jewels when she saw them. Before she could draw away, he had taken her gloved hand in

  his.




  ‘Mr Dean lost control of his horses. Mr Ralph Benedict RA, at your service,’ he said, with a bow. She looked down; he was still holding her hand. ‘Madam, do speak to us, and

  tell us you are not harmed. This young lady will find you some tea.’ He smiled briefly over Delphine’s shoulder at the young woman who worked in the hotel.




  His touch had violated the space that Delphine normally kept around her, and she felt his gesture to be a mark of disrespect, an advantage taken of her shock. There was something else, too: a

  fleeting irritation at his confidence. She withdrew her hand, saying coolly, ‘I am well,’ and turned to walk away.




  ‘And your name, so I may enquire after you?’ he said, with a quickness that irritated her further. She wondered how he could say it in such an unperturbed way, when she had her back

  to him.




  ‘As I said, I am quite well,’ she replied, turning back. ‘There is no need to enquire.’




  ‘Will you come into the hotel, and rest for a moment?’ he said. But she merely curtseyed, and moved off.




  She heard the uproar of Mr Gorsey’s rage begin again; the sounds of trunks being pulled down. She walked away as swiftly as was decent, keeping her head up, trying to quell the strange

  emptiness of shock which was rising in her.




  ‘I know who she is,’ said Michael Dean, who had finally climbed down and seen off the admonishments of the hotel-keeper with a few swift curses. ‘Her name’s Mrs Beck. I

  unloaded her trunks when she arrived the other day. She’s come here with another lady.’




  ‘I thank you,’ said Mr Benedict, with a glance at his ashen-faced servant, who had finally emerged from the carriage interior. ‘But that’s not quite enough to earn my

  forgiveness for the ride you’ve just given us.’




  As the others unloaded the carriage, he kept his eyes on the lady who was walking away from him, until she finally disappeared around a turn in the road. Then, and only then, did he turn and

  smile at the young woman who was ushering him into the hotel.




  Victory Cottage stood opposite Holy Trinity Church. It had been renamed forty-six years before, after the Victory at the Battle of Trafalgar, but was that

  indeterminate age known as old, at least a hundred years, but probably more. It was built of the local flint; courses of circular stones hewn in two to reveal smooth dark grey or black with the

  restrained, occasional glitter of polished jet. There was a naïve quality to the building. Three small panes of glass at the side of the front window were white, green and red for no apparent

  reason, and the front wall was decorated with a square section of blue and white Delft tiles depicting ships at sea, in stark contrast to the dark flint around them. It had, unusually, a lantern

  turret; a small watchtower piled on top of the cottage, as though it had been built to watch the sea.




  Victory Cottage was dumb witness to Delphine’s distress as she hurried through its gate and opened the front door. She had believed the carriage would hit her, and was still shaking,

  despite her resolution to be calm.




  As she walked into the small hallway, she almost tripped over a large girl on her hands and knees, who was scrubbing the tiled floor.




  ‘I’m glad to see you again, Martha,’ said Delphine, putting her sketchbook on the hallstand and unpinning her cloak. With relief, she heard the timbre of her own voice: low and

  firm, as though everything was normal.




  The girl smiled broadly. ‘Of course, madam. I said I’d come, did I not? I’m happy to be of use to you for the season, or until my sister is well again. I have to go to the

  parsonage first in the mornings, but they finished breakfast early this morning. Even if I can’t be here much, I’ll be sure to make you something cold for supper every day.’




  ‘Don’t exhaust your strength,’ said Delphine. ‘We are quite independent, you know; if you cannot cook for us, we can make other arrangements.’




  ‘There’ll be no problem, madam,’ said Martha, with the serious, direct stare Delphine had come to associate with her. ‘I’m as strong as an ox, that’s what Pa

  says, and if you do not mind that I am not here often, I will char as best I can for you. My sister may be well again in a week or two, and then she will come and do it.’




  ‘As you wish,’ said Delphine. She walked into the back parlour, where her cousin was eating breakfast.




  Julia said tightly, ‘I thought we agreed that I would go out with you in the mornings. I hardly need to point out to you how improper it is for you to be wandering around on your

  own.’ Her blue eyes flashed as she poured the milk.




  Delphine shuffled into a little space next to her. The round gate-leg table took up most of the room. They had fallen in love with the cottage and its small rooms, smelling of the sea, but they

  had not yet adjusted to the lack of accommodation for their clothes and their belongings. Their trunks lay largely unpacked. The two ladies travelled alone and were used to hotels, so when Martha,

  a local girl, had turned up on their first evening and said she had been sent to lay the fire in place of her sister, who normally cared for the cottage, they had engaged her for the season without

  a moment’s hesitation. Delphine wondered whether she would have cause to regret it: the girl had proved to be far from the average servant, with her irregular attendance and cheerful

  inquisitiveness.




  ‘Delphine?’ Julia put her cup down. ‘You are trembling. What has happened?’




  ‘Nothing of any consequence,’ said Delphine, with a laugh that sounded false, even to her own ears. ‘I was nearly run down on Albion Street by a carriage and a bolting horse. I

  fancied for a moment that the estate agent might have hired someone to end my life.’




  ‘You poor thing.’ Julia put her hand over Delphine’s. She raised her voice. ‘Martha, fetch Mrs Beck a glass of Madeira – quickly, please.’




  Martha did so, and Delphine drank it back swiftly under the concerned gaze of the two women.




  ‘It was nothing of consequence,’ she said.




  ‘If you don’t mind me asking, madam, did you say you had trouble with Mr Aiden?’ said Martha.




  ‘A little,’ said Delphine, ignoring Julia’s warning glance. ‘He struggled with the idea of renting a cottage to a lady. It mattered not that I had a letter in my hand

  written by Mr Lock, my agent in London. I suspect also he did not like my accent; he mentioned an accident – I believe the word “lugger” was used?’




  ‘The Mystery,’ said Martha, pouring a second, healthy amount of Madeira into Delphine’s glass without asking. ‘One of our luggers, run down by a London-bound

  schooner which was American.’




  ‘Ah,’ said Delphine, resisting the urge to light a cigarette. Julia had made her promise to smoke only when they were alone.




  ‘It’s hardly your fault what some other Americans did,’ said Martha. ‘Where in America do you come from, if you don’t mind me asking? I’ve been itching to

  know.’




  Delphine stared at the tablecloth, and the delicate sea knots worked into it in white embroidery silk. She wondered why she had not engaged a proper maid: silent, and discreet.




  ‘New York,’ she said.




  ‘New York!’ said Martha. ‘How I should wish to go there! And why would you choose to come here?’




  ‘By accident,’ said Julia, a little too quickly, though there was no sign of suspicion on Martha’s good-natured face. ‘We considered Margate first, and then thought

  better of it.’




  ‘Margate is fine enough,’ said Martha.




  ‘I suppose it is,’ said Julia, ‘if you do not care whether you catch cholera or not.’




  At that moment a gust of wind buffeted the house, setting the slates rattling, for it was as though the house, sturdy as it was, lived and breathed with the weather. Martha smiled at the look on

  Delphine’s face. ‘No need to worry,’ she said. ‘This cottage has been here longer than you and me.’




  ‘Mrs Beck is not used to the elements,’ said Julia. ‘And I admit, last night, the sound of the sea seemed close to me, and the whisper of the wind almost ghostly. I even

  thought I heard someone out there, and went to look.’




  Julia’s remark lit a spark in Martha’s eye. ‘We are good at ghost stories, round here,’ she said. ‘But you must not go out, madam. When I was a girl my mother

  always told me never to look from the window if I heard a horse and cart passing by in the early hours; that it would be the ghost of old Joss Snelling, the smuggler, bringing his contraband into

  the town.’




  ‘And we thought this would be a sleepy place,’ said Julia.




  ‘This Joss Snelling interests me,’ Delphine said. ‘I have heard there are wild tales of smuggling on this coast. And we must have more ghost stories, please – are there

  no wailing women, dressed in grey? Pale little wraiths, haunting the coastal caves?’




  All of a sudden, all the cheerful pleasure Martha had taken in the conversation drained from her face. She looked suddenly sad, and stilled. Mutely, she shook her head. Julia raised her eyebrows

  at Delphine, questioningly, but Delphine decided not to ask more, for she knew not to press a person in sorrow. She had spent years fending off questions from interested strangers, and had no

  desire to inflict the same on this young woman.




  ‘I’d best be off, ma’am,’ said Martha. She went without a curtsey, suddenly preoccupied, and they let her go. When Delphine went out into the hall, she saw the girl had

  left her straw bonnet behind.




  





  CHAPTER THREE




  The other visitors came slowly at first, like the warning drops of rain in a summer storm. And, like blotches of rain on a hot New York pavement, Julia and I noticed them

  all the more.




  Mr Benedict was the first. Our previous meeting, when his carriage nearly ran me down, seemed to convince him that we were somehow friends. One morning I found him at the place on the cliff

  I had wished to use as my viewpoint, his easel set up. He sought to charm me, and asked to see my pictures. I held them close to me, and was blunt when he tried to insist. He woke a violent anger

  in me; his unceasing persistence reminding me of that last meeting with the man I refer to as my husband. That persistence is a kind of violence, in its way; it pushes through everything and tires

  its victim, forcing one to either surrender or angrily break away.




  You will wish to know of that man Benedict reminded me of. The so-called husband I hide behind. I use the ugly remembrance of him to shield me. When creating a protective legend, it is best

  to stick to the truth as much as possible. So I use his first name, and when occasionally someone has asked me to describe his looks, I use his looks. It is risky to do so, for I have never yet

  learned to really control my features, and I cannot help the shadow of disgust which moves across my face at the thought of him. It is a puzzle to the asker, who thinks I have spent so many years

  in mourning for that man.




  I do not use his surname. I thought of Beck myself: a mountain stream, running clear and pure.




  Edmund soon found that Broadstairs in daylight was not the mysterious place it had seemed to be on his first night in the parsonage. In the sunshine it appeared peaceful,

  benign and a little old-fashioned, with no hint of danger. The dark thoughts which had troubled him on the evening of his arrival began to drift away in the purity of the sea air.




  A few days after his arrival he went with his host to meet Mrs Quillian, Theo’s aunt, who had just arrived at the Albion Hotel. As they entered the coffee room, Edmund observed with

  interest the world-weary grandeur of the place: the deep red carpet, the dark walls and the hundreds of knick-knacks which, Theo told him, the late Mrs Gorsey had put on the mantelpiece before she

  had died. ‘Poor Polly, Gorsey’s daughter, is tasked with dusting them,’ said Theo. ‘At least I do not give Martha that burden, though the current fashion is for such

  clutter.’ He looked around the room, acknowledging acquaintances here and there. ‘Let us go out into the gallery and take our tea there,’ he said. ‘You may look at the sea,

  and it is much lighter and airier there.’




  They passed out of the coffee room and crossed the dining room to reach the gallery. Polly was setting the tables, a sulky look on her pretty face, and the only other occupant of the room was a

  young gentleman, seated in the far corner, looking out at the sea.




  Theo and Edmund had settled on a table, and Mr Gorsey had delivered them a tray of tea, when Edmund observed the entrance of a man whose marine garb and weather-beaten face immediately

  interested him. He was rather surprised to see him walking across the reception rooms of the hotel, and his presence awoke the disapproval of more than one grand lady he passed. Yet at the sight of

  him Gorsey raised his hand in greeting and went to speak to the gentleman in the far corner with some urgency. The mariner paused near Theo and Edmund; Edmund had the sense of being watched by

  keen, observant eyes.




  ‘Good morning, Solomon,’ Theo said. ‘Mr Steele, will you allow me to introduce you to Solomon Holbourn, the Harbour Master? Mr Steele is visiting from London, Solomon, and we

  are attending my aunt.’ He gave a weak smile. ‘She is late, as usual, but that is her right.’




  ‘A fine lady, Mrs Quillian. We shall be glad to see her again,’ said Solomon. ‘After the Mary White she sent me the finest letter I ever received – I have it

  still. Along with a bottle of brandy.’ His eyes glittered appreciatively.




  ‘Well-deserved,’ said Mr Hallam, turning to Edmund. ‘Solomon here is a hero – you may have read of him. He was instrumental in saving seven souls from the Goodwin Sands

  in March in our new lifeboat. His health is toasted in taverns all over Kent, and even Her Majesty knows his name.’




  ‘I read about it in the London paper. You went into the water yourself, did you not? That must have been a fearful venture,’ said Edmund.




  The man nodded, only a twitch of his lips indicating that he was glad at the words. ‘It was our duty,’ he said. ‘That is all. And Captain White has gifted us a fine lifeboat,

  so we have him, as well as God, to thank for our lives.’




  Behind him, Gorsey was approaching with the young man who had been sitting in the far corner. The landlord was flushed and cleared his throat repeatedly as he approached, in a kind of rehearsal

  of what he was about to say.




  ‘I am sorry to interrupt.’ Against all expectations, the young man spoke first. He was a well-dressed pup, thought Edmund, a little rough-looking to suit his manners, with long,

  unkempt black hair but fine clothes and a stance that indicated a good deal of confidence. He bowed low. ‘Will you allow me to introduce myself? Ralph Benedict – call me Benedict, that

  is all. I am here for the summer.’




  Uncertain introductions ensued. After a moment’s polite conversation, Benedict took a seat at their table without being offered it and leaned back in a relaxed way, flinging his legs out

  and crossing them at the ankle. He declined tea.




  ‘Mr Benedict is a painter,’ said Mr Gorsey. ‘He’s the gentleman I told you of, Solomon.’




  ‘Here for the whole season?’ said Solomon in Benedict’s general direction. He had remained on his feet, and his expression indicated that he was no respecter of artists or

  gentlemen, other than those who impressed him through their actions. His cool gaze surprised and amused Edmund; it was obvious that the mariner had seen men like Benedict before, in great

  quantities.




  ‘I am,’ said Benedict. ‘My wife and children will be taking a villa at Ramsgate for the summer, but I will be spending much time here at Broadstairs. I have to work; I am lucky

  that there is a great demand for my work at present. I must make hay, you know, Solomon. And for my current painting, I need your assistance.’




  Solomon said nothing.




  ‘Our Sol is being reticent with you,’ said Gorsey, ‘because there’s already a favoured personage who likes to paint here in the mornings – isn’t that so? Your

  Widow of the Sands?’ He gave a pleased little giggle.




  Edmund saw Theo’s eyes flicker to Gorsey’s face, before he looked back down and stirred his tea.




  Solomon seemed annoyed at Gorsey’s words, as though a confidence had been betrayed. ‘There is a lady who comes to paint on the beach in the morning,’ he said, ‘but I have

  nought to do with it. Nor do I care to meddle in other people’s business – unlike you, Gorsey.’




  ‘How do you know she is a lady?’ asked Benedict, with a smile that won a sharp look from Theo.




  ‘She is,’ said Solomon, his voice low and firm. ‘There’s many a bad woman dressed in good clothes – I know that – but she is a true lady in her manners and

  her expression. Not old, but with a gaze that’s as deep as the sea. Wise. The kind of woman you’d carve on the front of a boat to keep you safe from the waves.’ He said this

  without embarrassment, as though it was a matter of fact, plain and simple.




  ‘You can tell he is smitten,’ said Gorsey. Edmund was glad to see that he was not winning points; Benedict was watching the boatman, his expression softened and interested, and he

  was not responding to the mocking tone of the hotelkeeper. Gorsey ploughed on. ‘Oh, I have seen her myself – elegant, but unconventional, and Solomon loves that sweet American voice, do

  you not?’




  ‘American?’ said Benedict. ‘I think I have met her, the day I arrived. She was on the pavement when Dean nearly drove into your parlour, if you remember. Is she really a

  painter?’




  ‘What do you need me for, sir?’ said Solomon, and Edmund saw Benedict put away his curiosity; for all of his roughness, he was a sensitive reader of the expression on the man’s

  face.




  ‘I would like you to take me to the Goodwin Sands,’ said Benedict. ‘I’ve heard much of their horrors, but I also happen to know that it is possible to be taken there. I

  would pay a handsome amount to see the view from that swirling island of quicksand – and Gorsey tells me you are the man to take me there.’




  ‘A ridiculous idea,’ said Theo. Benedict glanced at him, bemused.




  ‘I’m a hoveller and a shipwright, sir,’ said Solomon. ‘But I don’t go to the Sands unless necessity takes me there. As Mr Hallam indicates, it’s not a place

  for picnics and sketching. I treat it with respect, and I suggest you do the same.’




  Amused outrage permeated the young man’s expression. ‘What makes you think I would not treat it with respect?’ he said, glancing at Gorsey, whose face was reddening at the

  thought of his lost commission.




  ‘The fact that you can name it with a smile on your face, as though it means nothing to you,’ said Solomon. ‘You may find someone to take you out there, but I am not the man.

  No, Gorsey – be silent on the matter; you’ve said quite enough already. Mr Benedict, if you take my advice, you will spend your money on donkey rides for your children. Those that go to

  the Goodwin Sands – whether willingly or otherwise – most often have cause to regret it.’ He nodded, and went to turn away.




  ‘What time does your widow come to paint?’ said Benedict, to his back. ‘I am planning to go out there in the mornings myself, and I wouldn’t wish to disturb

  her.’




  ‘I hardly know,’ said Solomon. ‘And you are free to do what you wish, sir. It’s nought to me who walks on the beach. Mr Hallam, Mr Steele, I’ll wish you good

  day.’ He nodded at Gorsey, and strode out of the room.




  To Theo’s evident irritation, Benedict stayed with them after Solomon’s departure, and even managed to wrestle an introduction to Mrs Quillian, who came to join them not long

  afterwards. Having charmed her with several compliments, the painter departed with little ceremony, saying that he should be working. Edmund was relaxed about the young man’s lack of manners,

  but he could tell Theo was not sanguine.




  Edmund found Theo’s aunt to be an agreeable presence, enlivening his conversation with Theo like a shot of rum in water. It was clear she was past sixty, but despite her widowhood she

  dressed in bright colours, and confided immediately in Edmund that Mr Quillian would not have wished her to wear black for longer than was necessary. She was wide-eyed, rosy-cheeked, and had the

  kind of nimble movements which showed that she had long enjoyed climbing mountains, making tours and arranging excursions, and was not the kind of woman to make a fuss over small things. She had

  already canvassed Mr Gorsey for the most interesting arrivals to Broadstairs and, she told Edmund, made firm friends with a certain Miss Waring, a woman near her own age, who had come down from

  London with her beautiful niece. She looked at Edmund with frank interest and admiration. ‘You may even wish to marry the young girl!’ she suggested, a wicked glint in her eye.

  ‘She is as pretty as a picture, you know.’




  ‘Aunt,’ said Theo, with a sigh. He had been out of sorts since the conversation with Benedict, and was listening to Mrs Quillian with a resigned expression, toying with the knife on

  the tablecloth.




  ‘Mr Steele is not offended, Theo,’ said Mrs Quillian stoutly. ‘And I’m told that gentlemen often come down to the seaside to find a bride, even a distinguished man such

  as Mr Steele, who I am sure could marry whoever he wishes.’




  ‘I am sorry to tell you I am not looking for a bride,’ said Edmund, with a smile. ‘And I am practically in my dotage, so if you have found a beautiful young lady, she is not

  for me.’




  ‘In your dotage?’ cried Mrs Quillian. ‘Nonsense. You can’t be more than five and forty.’




  ‘I will ask for more tea,’ said Theo, getting up and squaring his shoulders, as though he might shake off his aunt’s words like a dog shaking off dust.




  Mrs Quillian watched her nephew cross the red carpet and speak to Polly. The brightness faded a little from her face, and the smile she gave Edmund was one of such intense sadness that he hardly

  knew what to do or say.




  ‘I am so very glad you are here with my nephew,’ she said. ‘So very, very glad. He has long needed company. He has long needed a friend.’




  





  CHAPTER FOUR




  I accept my own agency in all that happened. I strongly believe there is no other way to live. Those who cast everything into God’s hands – how comforting that

  must be. I have never been able to surrender control in that way. You must tell me, one day, how you do it. As when I had recovered from the first wave of bitterness after we left New York, I

  accepted that I had played my part in shaping my fate, so I will not blame others for any suffering I underwent that summer in Broadstairs.




  When the first girl’s body was found on the beach, I need not have been there. The gentlemen actively tried to stop me from accompanying them, but with what would have been considered

  indecent firmness, I insisted on going. Despite what I said, my decision to go was mostly informed by curiosity for, parched by my sterile travels, I thirsted for experience.




  I did not know my decision would haunt me. I can hardly believe I hurried towards it, towards her, as though seeing her dead would be another experience, another sketch for my

  portfolio. How foolish and heartless that seems. My only excuse is that perhaps I feared that I myself was dead in some way, and wished to compare a living death with a real one.




  When Delphine opened her eyes, she could not hear the sea or the wind, and the window showed a clear sky, the light merciless. It was the perfect morning for painting, and she

  rushed to dress and gather her drawing materials. Despite her cousin’s warnings that she should not go out alone, she cherished such mornings. In London she had asked her dressmaker to

  produce a drawing dress – one that could be fastened at the front, by her own hands, and did not require her to have help dressing on a day such as this. She put it on. Then she swathed

  herself in her voluminous, hooded cloak, pinned up her hair, and tied her black bonnet on.




  She went outside, into the small garden before the cottage. As she had guessed, the light was perfect, every shadow hard-edged. So it was that she saw Mr Benedict’s servant. He was

  hurrying from the direction of York Gate and the beach, and carrying an easel under his arm. He paused and looked in her direction, but with unseeing eyes, it seemed, for without any

  acknowledgement of her presence he turned away, to his left, and began to stride up Albion Street, towards the hotel. The combination of his looks – a shocked expression with an extreme

  pallor – and the urgency of his movement made Delphine leave her sketchbook in the hall and follow him.




  There was no one on the street but them, and the man’s pace did not slacken, so Delphine had to hasten to keep up with him. As she expected, he turned into the Albion. When she reached the

  reception she saw signs of his hurried entrance – the easel left leaning haphazardly against the counter. The hotelkeeper would not like it, she thought, scraping the wood. The room was empty

  and the sound of raised voices drew her on to the coffee room, where the servant was talking in an agitated manner to Mr Benedict and Mr Gorsey. His back was to Delphine, but the tone of his voice

  as he said, ‘We must go there, quickly,’ indicated extreme distress.




  Along with Gorsey, Mr Benedict saw her immediately, and despite the look of grave concern on his face, his eyes sparked at the sight of her as the hotelkeeper held up his hand commandingly to

  silence the servant.




  ‘Not in front of the lady,’ said Mr Gorsey.




  ‘Oh, I wouldn’t worry about Mrs Beck,’ said Benedict. ‘I am sure she is unshockable.’ His eyes roamed her face, as though he was savouring her expression. ‘My

  fellow artist,’ he said, ‘were you out roaming on this fine morning?’




  ‘What has happened?’ she asked, ignoring the insolence of the question. The servant’s shoulders bowed a little more, as though he was attempting to fold himself away.




  Benedict patted him on the back. ‘Go up to the room,’ he said. ‘You have had a shock, and will be no use to us. Gorsey and I will sort all this out.’ He turned back to

  Delphine. ‘Nothing to alarm you unduly, as an American. In your nation of shotgun-bearers, life is cheap, is it not? Poor old Edward went to construct my easel and found a body on the

  beach.’




  His eyes met hers.




  ‘How terrible,’ she said.




  ‘Yes,’ said Mr Benedict, ‘a young girl, apparently.’ And the look of curiosity that had been painted so large across his face at the sight of her was replaced completely

  with an expression of distress. The sudden change did not suit him; his was a face that was suited to a smile, for it gave his pale complexion and rough dark features the glitter of energy and

  health. In his sudden sorrow he looked drained and ill. He gazed at Delphine for a moment, then turned back to the hotelkeeper.




  ‘We have spent too much time talking,’ he said. ‘Let us go. Edward said she was at the shoreline – well, she can’t be left there. Do you have a constabulary

  here?’




  Mr Gorsey looked amazed. ‘Why, this is not London,’ he said. ‘They tried to bring one in for Kent, but it was rejected.’ He looked obscurely proud of this.

  ‘There’s the parish constable, but he won’t thank us for fetching him at this hour, if she’s nought but a drowning.’ He shifted awkwardly on his feet. ‘Are you

  sure you wish to be involved with this, sir?’ he asked. ‘The only medical man is Dr Crisp, and we won’t raise him at this time. He’s never up before noon, and he’s

  been getting worse recently. He’ll downright refuse to come, even if we knock him up.’




  ‘Not even for a body?’ said Delphine.




  ‘Especially not for a body – for a corpse won’t pay. Forgive me,’ said Mr Gorsey with a glance towards Delphine. In his agitation he had forgotten his obsequiousness. He

  pondered the problem. ‘I can fetch Mr Hallam, the parson – he may know what to do. Or . . . ’ he hesitated. ‘We could leave her. She is hardly our responsibility.’




  ‘That is not possible,’ said Benedict. ‘Let us fetch Mr Hallam. We will go together. But not you, madam,’ he said to Delphine. ‘It is not right that you should come

  with us.’




  ‘I think it absolutely right that I should,’ she said, and saw Mr Gorsey look sharply at her. ‘I am hardly a green young girl, and I have seen much of illness and death in my

  own family. We do not know what the circumstances are, but it would sit better with me if I could be there. This poor woman should have one of her own sex at her side, for the sake of

  decency.’ She looked at each of them in turn, and waited for their objections. ‘Let us not lose any more time,’ she said.




  They found the clergyman and his guest at breakfast; the meal was hastily abandoned and Mr Hallam asked Mr Steele to attend also. ‘Your medical knowledge may be of use to

  us,’ he said. Edmund thought it would be ungracious to remind him of the fact that he was on holiday, and noted with interest that there was a lady in their midst – the fine lady he had

  seen at church.




  ‘She is the painter Solomon mentioned,’ Benedict said in a low voice to Edmund as they left the house. ‘Fine-looking, is she not? But headstrong. Short of forcibly bundling her

  back to her house we cannot get her to quit the situation.’ He looked as though he would have relished the prospect of putting such a plan into action.




  ‘She seems determined,’ said Theo, who was walking on Edmund’s other side. ‘If she is so wilful that she will not listen to reason then she must take what

  comes.’




  Walking behind them, Delphine heard everything but said nothing. She had seen the displeasure in the priest’s face at the sight of her. Yet the same impulse which had urged her to follow

  the servant to the hotel pushed her on. She knew it was dangerous to involve herself in local affairs, to attract attention, when the safest course was to remain anonymous and away from prying

  eyes. Despite this, the gentlemen’s desire to stop her from going with them intensified her need to continue; it was an instinctive battle.




  The group hurried on, turning the corner and passing downhill, walking under York Gate, a gateway that had once had a portcullis as a defence against raiders from the sea.




  The bay was empty except for gulls; the blue sky and pale sand giving an impression of serenity, with the sea lapping at the shore and barely a cloud in the sky. There were no hovellers or

  mariners on the pier; the only breaks in its dark silhouette were the capstans, and a few gulls. The strong smell of seaweed, entangled in the legs of the wooden pier, hung in the air, and a dense

  green line along the beach showed where the outline of the sea had been earlier.




  As soon as they came to the sand Mr Benedict began to walk faster, and as he passed her Delphine saw a kind of desperation on his face – as though he knew that if he did not press on, at

  speed, he would turn away and not come back. Mr Gorsey came to a halt on the road, as if some invisible barrier had been reached. ‘I will stay here,’ he said. Then, defensively,

  ‘I did not ask to be part of this business.’




  Mr Benedict hurried along the water’s edge for some way. He reached what Delphine saw as a small mound, then raised his hand to signal to them.




  Mr Steele reached him next. Delphine sensed Mr Hallam come alongside her, then saw that he was offering her his arm.




  ‘If you must see this,’ he said.




  She remembered the flicker of harshness in his eyes when he had caught sight of her.




  ‘I thank you, but I do not need your assistance,’ she said.




  He dropped his arm. ‘Very well.’




  Mr Steele was crouching down beside the girl, so at first Delphine only saw her bare feet and her legs. She was wearing a flowing white gown – an underdress. Mr Steele was examining her;

  he looked up at them and shook his head. ‘There’s no hope,’ he said, ‘no hope at all. She has been dead several hours at least.’ He stood up and dusted the sand from

  his trousers, and the girl’s face and torso came into view.




  Delphine could not look away. Her eyes were fixed on the dead child before her, and her heart was beating hard. She forced herself to keep her composure, but she felt suddenly, desperately sick.

  The girl looked to be in her early teens, but there was nothing of adulthood about her at all; her features still had the softness of childhood, and the tiny number of freckles across the bridge of

  her nose shone out against the now purplish-white hue of her face. Her hair was long and a pale blonde, and there were pieces of seaweed and shells entangled with the loose curls. She looked as

  though she was sleeping, but it was a troubled sleep; a slight frown seemed to lie across her beautiful, childish face, and her right arm lay curved above her head, as though she had flung it

  there. Her dress was saturated with water.
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