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Chapter One

da skipped ]ighrl}r over the seven little

chimney pots in her elegant black
tightrope-walking slippers. She paused for a moment
to regain her balance, then stepped up on to the tall
white marble chimney pot at the end of the row.

A silver napkin ring sailed through the night
sky, the moonlight glinting off its polished
surface. Balancing on one foot, Ada leaned
forward and expertly caught the napkin ring on
the tip of her duelling umbrella. Three more
napkin nings flew through the air and, dancing
back along the row of chimney pots, Ada caughi
each one i turn, before giving a bow,

‘Excellent work, my dear,” said her governess,
Lucy Borgia, in a soft liluing voice with just a
trace of an accent. ‘T see you have been doing

your homework.'



Luey, the three-
hundred-year-old
vampire, hovered in
mid-air, the hem of her
black cape fluttering in the
%, gentle breeze. In her hand

' she held her own duelling
umbrella, its razor-sharp
point tipped with a wine

cork for safery.
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Ada Goth was the only daughter of Lord Goth,
England’s foremost cyching poet. Although she
was still quite young (her birthday was next week),
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Lucy was the seventh and by far her favourire.
As well as shiding up banisters and only giving
lessons after dark, Lucy Borgia was an expert at
umbrella ﬂ*n.:ing and was teaching Ada everything

she knew,

The Eips of their fl*ln:ung umbrellas rouched and

Ada took a step forward, rrying a .iidmvu}'s srab

which her governess Hlicked away,




‘Precision . . ." smd Lucy Borgia, with a sweep
of her umbrella thar forced Ada back along the
row of chimney pots,

‘Balance . . " she continued, brushing aside
a lunge from Ada’s umbrella and praedding her
pupil [ightly in the rummy with her own. Ada
jumped down on to the mnﬁap-

‘And above all . . " said Lucy, with a twist of a
wrist that whisked Ada’s umbrella out of her hand
and up into the air, ‘elegance!’

Lucy reached out and caught Ada’s umbrella as
it fell back down. She handed it to her.

"YWou have a most promising pupil there,

Mliss T:‘n-a:rrgia.r said a smooth, pn[ishfd voice. It
was coming from behind a stout brick chimney
topped by six thin chimney pots.

Lucy Borgia drew Ada into the folds of her
black cape with one hand and eased the wine
cork off the tip of her umbrella with the other.

A tall figure in an even taller hat and a dark

frock coat stepped out from behind "The Six
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Chimney pots of Henty VIII,

Lucy's eyes narrowed. ‘I don't believe we've
been introduced.” she said quietly.

‘Lord S}fdno}r ‘u‘v’hinm}f. at your service, said the
Flgurr* raking a couple of steps towards them, only
for Lucy to raise her umbrella.

‘Forgive my intrusion, my dear [ady,” said Lord
S}Pdnc‘}-', t;lkmg off his har to reveal Em]u'nﬂahly
styled silvery-blond hair,

As he looked up at them, the moonlight glinted
on his monocle. ‘T am an old LUnIversicy friend of
[ord Goth's,” he said. 'He's kiﬂr:]]}’ ;1grc~c~d thar I
can organize the Full-Moon Fete this year.” He
removed his monocle and polished it thoughtfully
with the end of his cravat. Ada noticed that his
evebrows and moustache were as neatly styled as
his hair.

It was surprising to Ada that such a fashionable
gentleman would be interested in the Full-Moon
Fete, which was generally quite a dull affair.

Each year the inhabitants of the little hamlet of
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Gormless would troop up the drive to the Hall

holding flaming torches and then stand around

singing midsummer carols tune]rs&]}r- They also

pal'ntc'-::[ their faces blue, wore straw skirts and
did a strange dance beneath the full moon
that involved hitting each other with
pillowcases. MNobody was quite sure W]‘l}’.
‘Such happy days . . . racing punts on the
viver, playing rop-har cricket” and Imhh}r-
horse croquet . .. Goth, Simon and me — they
called us the Two and a Half Amigos . ..

‘“T'wo and a half?’ said Ada, peering back
at him from the folds of Lucy's cape.

*Simon was very short,’ explained Lord
Sydney. He replaced the monocle and looked
at Ada.

Vou know, I haven’t seen you since vou
were a baby, Ada,” he said with a smile. ot
since . ..

Lord Sydney Whimsy paused, then cleared
his throat. ‘Not since that terrible night.”
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Ada knew the night Lord
Sydney meant. It was the nighe
that her mother, Parthenope,
the beauriful tig]'urrn}:-e walker, ,u'{ #

had fallen to her death during jj, 4
a sudden thunderstorm while [|/
practising on the rooftops
QFG]'I;HI']}?-GL'H"IT‘I Hall.
p ; For most of
&\ M. Ada's childhood
& &hﬁ'-..fu since then, Lord Goth had shur

ﬁ himself away in his study writing

cxrremr:[]..r sad poems. But
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N # 1| Whiskers, the _ghcrst of a
'I I", - mouse, Lord Goth
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I-i f: f i Llr -'f'é'.u il.k-.-.E man. He no longer
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and about more. In fact, at that very moment
Lord Goth was on a tour of the Lake Distriet to
promote his larest volume GF{'GU!T]}? ramblers’
verse called She Walks in Beawry Like a Knight.

Lucy Borgia ler go of Ada and looked deep into
Lord Sydney’s eyes.

T'm afraid my father isn't here,” said Ada after a
racher awkward silence.

Lord Sydney, who had been locking equally
deeply into Lucy Borgia’s eyes, glanced down
at Ada. "Whae? . . . Oh,

ves, quite so," he said.

‘He's on a book tour,”
He smiled. ‘As we speak
he s sharing a supper of
mutton stew with three
shepherds in a hut on
Langdale Pike.’

‘How do vou

know that¥ said Ada,
impressed.
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