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About the Book

Of all the mysteries that Hazel and I have investigated, the Case of the Deepdean Vampire was one of the strangest. It was not a murder, which was a pity – but I did solve it very cleverly, and so I decided it ought to be written down, so that other people could read it and be impressed.

Camilla Badescu is in the fifth form, and has pale skin, dark hair and red lips. She comes from Romania (which is practically Transylvania). She doesn’t eat at meals. And she seemed to have an unhealthy influence over another pupil, Amy Jessop. Now, I do not believe in vampires – I am the Honourable Daisy Wells, after all. But when I heard the rumour that Camilla was seen climbing head-first down a wall, I knew it was time to investigate . . .
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Being an account of

The Case of Camilla Badescu,

An investigation by the Wells & Wong Detective Society (mainly Daisy Wells).

Written by Daisy Wells
(Detective Society President), aged 14.

Begun 21st November 1935.


Of all the cases that Hazel and I have investigated so far, the Case of the Deepdean Vampire was one of the strangest and most interesting. It was not a murder, which was a pity – but I did solve it very cleverly, as usual, and I am convinced that it ought to be written down properly, so that other people can read it one day and be impressed.

I asked Hazel to do it, but she is still busy writing up her notes for the Case of the Murder of Elizabeth Hurst (that was a murder, and a very exciting one). However, I remembered how good I was at writing down the Case of the Blue Violet, and I realized that I could do it perfectly well myself. After all, I am not only an excellent detective but a truly first-class writer. I am the Honourable Daisy Wells, and I can do anything.

Now, I am sure that one day the name Daisy Wells will be recognized as the greatest consulting detective the world has ever known (the second greatest will be Hazel, of course). However, I must admit that international fame has not quite happened to us yet. We are currently fourth formers at Deepdean School for Girls. I am the president of our Detective Society, and Hazel Wong is my vice-president and secretary. She is also my best friend, which I am glad about. Not that there was ever any danger that she was not, but all the same, I did spend the first part of this autumn term wondering.

The facts of the case are these. At breakfast on Thursday 21st November, I was watching our new prefects try to keep the shrimps in order. (If you read Hazel’s account of Elizabeth Hurst’s murder when it is finished, you will understand why we have new prefects, and why I might be interested in them.) However, one of the most important things for a detective to remember is the principle of constant vigilance. You cannot simply think about one thing. You must watch and listen to several things at once. I am an excellent detective, and so I was keeping half an ear on the chatter at our own fourth form table. The others (Kitty, Beanie and Lavinia from our dorm, as well as Clementine from the other dorm) were talking, their usual useless nonsense, but then something came through that made me sit up and take notice.

‘And she climbed past our window like a lizard at two in the morning – upside down!’ said Clementine Delacroix. ‘I was lying in bed awake, and I saw her. Our dorm is right below hers, you know. She must have come out of the window above us!’

Now, Clementine is a terrible gossip. Most of the things she says can be ignored, but all the same, this sounded most interesting.

‘She did not!’ said Kitty scornfully. Kitty is also a gossip, so she and Clementine often do not get on.

‘I tell you, she did!’ said Clementine. ‘I saw it with my own eyes. I’m not surprised – I’ve been waiting for something like this to happen for weeks. You see, Camilla Badescu is a vampire.’

I keep close watch on everyone at Deepdean as a matter of course, and so I already knew quite a lot about the fifth former, Camilla Badescu. She comes from Romania, and she is new this year – she went straight into the fifth form, which is unusual. She is tall and pale, with dark hair, and she is exceedingly haughty. She is rude to everyone, including the mistresses – everyone, that is, apart from her best friend, Amy Jessop. Camilla and Amy share a dorm with Eloise Delacroix (who happens to be Clementine’s sister) and two other girls, and they have become as close as anything since a few weeks after Camilla arrived.

‘Don’t be silly,’ said Kitty. ‘People don’t climb upside down. And anyway, there’s no such thing as vampires.’

‘Yes there is, Kitty Freebody, and Camilla is one,’ said Clementine. ‘She comes from Romania, doesn’t she? Well, Romania is next to Transylvania, and everyone knows that’s where vampires come from. It’s perfectly obvious as soon as you think about it. She never eats anything at dinner and her hair has one of those window’s peaks—’

‘Widow’s peaks,’ said Lavinia.

Clementine glared at her. ‘And how would you know, Lavinia? Are you a vampire too?’

Lavinia bared her teeth. Clementine rolled her eyes.

Beanie, eating her toast, looked alarmed. ‘You don’t really mean it?’ she asked.

‘Of course I do,’ said Clementine. ‘I tell you, I know what I saw!’

Kitty soothed Beanie, and I glanced at Hazel, to see how she was taking things. She looked rather worried – Hazel does not much enjoy ghost stories, and this sounded very much like a ghost story. But I was not quite so sure.

In my experience, people rarely do know what it is that they saw. Their minds are dreadfully lazy, always playing tricks on them. But all the same, there is a reason behind everything – and I wondered what the explanation for this story was.

‘Anyway, if you want proof Camilla’s a vampire, look at Amy Jessop,’ Clementine went on. ‘I know they’re supposed to be friends, but look how pale and thin she’s got since Camilla arrived in her dorm! My sister Eloise says that Amy’s even begun to sleepwalk. That’s why I was lying awake last night. I can sometimes hear the floor in their dorm creaking above our own, and I thought I might hear her doing it.’

‘Fourth form!’ said the prefect on duty, turning to us suddenly. ‘Eat up your breakfasts before the bell rings!’

We went silent and ate. I ate very quickly, to give myself more time to think. Most people are slow to do anything, which is foolish. If you do all of the boring things in life like meals and prep and getting dressed extremely quickly, you have more time to detect.

Once I had finished my toast, I thought about Camilla and Amy. It was true that they seemed to have become close very quickly – and that was odd. Amy herself is known for being very polite, and good at lessons – her essay on Macbeth even won a prize at the beginning of this term, and was featured in quite a prominent paper. Camilla, as I have already explained, is stand-offish and rude – that Amy picked her to be friends with was unusual. Amy had lost other friends because of it – she and Camilla spent almost all their time together now. I had noticed this, but I had not enquired further. I saw that I must do so now. Vampires are not real, but all the same, people do not simply imagine someone climbing past them, out of a window. I wanted to know what Camilla was really doing, and why.

On the way down to school from House after breakfast, I told Hazel that I thought I might have found the Detective Society a new case.

‘You don’t think she is a vampire, do you?’ Hazel asked anxiously, and I knew I had been right that she would think it was a ghost story.

‘Of course not!’ I said. ‘But I do believe that Clementine saw Camilla climbing out of the window, and I want to know why.’

I made sure that Hazel and I walked just behind Camilla. That morning she was walking with Amy, as she always did. They had their arms linked, and they were walking slowly. Amy was hunched over, her head drooping almost against Camilla’s shoulder. I saw what Clementine meant – she looked unwell, quite weak. I also observed Camilla. She too was pale, and there were hollows under her eyes. She looked like someone who had not slept much the night before. Clementine’s story was standing up so far.

We could observe our subjects – but of course, because we were only fourth formers and they were fifth, we could not simply go up to them and quiz them. We had to simply watch. I looked closer – and this time I saw something on Amy’s neck. It was half hidden by her school collar, but it looked like a scratch – or a cut. I nudged Hazel, and she saw where I was pointing at once. We hung back, to let them get ahead of us, and then I turned to face Hazel.

‘That mark, on her neck!’ said Hazel. ‘You know that’s where vampires bite their victims?’

‘Hazel!’ I said to her. ‘That was a cut, not a bite! You know as well as I do that there aren’t any such things as vampires.’

‘But – an unusual mark on the neck is one of the signs,’ said Hazel. She said it rather nervously. Hazel really is terribly silly about the supernatural.

‘All right, Hazel,’ I said. ‘Explain to me. What makes someone a vampire?’

I do not bother much with stories where nothing is real. Murder mysteries and spy books are all right, and so are books with names and dates and facts, but novels where people come back from the dead are not. I realized that I did not know much about vampires – but Hazel would.

‘Their powers only work properly at night, they drink blood, they can turn into anything they like – bats or rats or a pillar of mist – but they can’t go anywhere without being invited, garlic and silver makes them ill, they can crawl down walls like lizards and if they drink your blood you’ll become a vampire too,’ said Hazel without drawing breath.

‘Really, Hazel,’ I said. ‘You do read rubbish. But thank you.’

‘I do not!’ said Hazel. ‘Anyway, it came in useful just now, didn’t it?’

Really, Hazel has become bold this term. Anyone would think she was becoming her own person. I tried to look severe, and keep us focused on the case.

‘Listen. You saw Amy just now. She looks miserable – but so does Camilla. If she was a vampire, preying on Amy, wouldn’t she be more smug? Now, let’s put out feelers this morning. By the end of the day I want to know everything there is to know about Camilla – and Amy, while we’re at it. And I want you to remember that there are no such things as vampires.’

I am always prepared to uncover new information at Deepdean. I have threads carefully set up, and all I need to do is tug them to put them in motion.

At bunbreak Hazel and I went over to see the third form. ‘What do you know about Camilla?’ I asked. They are a very rude, bold year, and so nothing but a direct approach will do.

‘She’s a vampire,’ said Binny Freebody immediately. ‘She drinks Amy Jessop’s blood. She’s got a dark power over her.’

‘You are stupid,’ I said, because it is not good for Binny to be told she is anything else. ‘That’s a fairy tale!’

‘It’s true,’ said Binny, widening her eyes. She really is unsquashable, even after the events of this term. ‘I’ve heard three different people say so. Anyway, look at them! Amy never goes anywhere without her.’

I looked over at Amy and Camilla, sitting together on a bench. Amy was pinched and pale, a pretty contraband floral brooch pinned to the collar of her Deepdean blazer the only flash of colour anywhere about her. She was drooping worse than ever, and Camilla was whispering in her ear. Camilla had very red lips, I noticed, and her teeth were slightly pointed.

Hazel shuddered. ‘Come on, Watson!’ I said, nudging her. ‘Buck up! These third formers can’t help. Let’s go talk to Violet.’

Violet Darby is one of the Big Girls. Hazel and I did her a favour during the Case of the Blue Violet a few months ago, so she is in our debt.

That morning, as usual, she was sitting on a wall by herself, writing a letter. I motioned to Hazel, and approached her.

‘Good morning, Violet!’ I said.

Violet jumped.

‘Daisy!’ she said. ‘Hazel. Are you all right?’

‘Perfectly,’ I said. ‘But – Violet, we’re worried. It’s Amy. We think there’s something wrong with her.’

Violet is soft-hearted, and just as I had hoped, she wrinkled her brow at that, and sighed. ‘You’ve noticed?’ she asked.

‘Of course we have,’ I said. ‘All the younger girls have.’

I nudged Hazel, who I knew was blushing. She is still annoyingly bad at espionage.

‘Camilla’s a bad influence,’ said Violet. ‘Amy oughtn’t to have become friends with her. But she’s too caring. She’s had to look after her mother her whole life – her father went missing at the end of the war, you see, which usually means died, and Mrs Jessop never recovered from it. Amy never even got to meet him – it’s awfully tragic. Anyway, I suppose she thought Camilla needed looking after too – a new girl arriving from another country, knowing not a single person at Deepdean. But it’s Amy who needs looking after now, if you ask me. She’s not eating enough, and she looks so upset all the time. Camilla won’t let anyone else come near Amy these days. She frightens them away! I’ve tried to help, but what can I do?’

‘What happened, to make them friends?’ asked Hazel. She is interested in this sort of thing – I suspect it reminds her of when I decided to befriend her.

‘Oh, I don’t know,’ said Violet. ‘They simply began hanging about together – walking to the sports field and school and things. Perhaps it was being in a dorm together, or perhaps they discovered they had something in common?’

I was wondering what on earth Camilla Badescu could have in common with Amy Jessop when suddenly there was a commotion behind us on the quad. Hazel and I turned around. Violet stood up with a start.

Amy had slumped back in a faint on the bench. Camilla was leaning over her, eyebrows drawn together fiercely, clutching Amy’s hands, and on Amy’s neck was a streak of red.

‘She’s hurt herself!’ cried Violet. ‘Oh dear!’

Several people ran for Mrs Minn – but Camilla and Amy stayed frozen in their places.

Hazel seized my arm, and I began to have an uncomfortable feeling about this case.

‘The same thing happened in Dracula,’ said Hazel, in our dorm at lunch time. ‘Lucy Westenra had a mark on her neck that wouldn’t go away, because Dracula kept drinking blood from it. And she was pale, and weak, and sleepwalked – just like Amy.’

Reports from the San had come through, via a third former. Amy was not badly hurt – but the cut on her neck we had observed that morning had opened up again.

‘Don’t be a chump, Hazel,’ I said. I refused to call her Watson when she was being so silly. ‘If Camilla had been biting Amy in the middle of the quad during bunbreak, someone would have noticed. Dracula is a book. Think about the facts. What are they?’

‘Amy has a cut on her neck, she isn’t eating properly and she is sleepwalking,’ said Hazel reluctantly. ‘Camilla is being protective of Amy, she is going everywhere with her and she has been seen climbing out of a window at night.’

‘Exactly!’ I said. ‘Now, what does that sound like? Why, it sounds as though Amy and Camilla have a secret. And we must keep on detecting until we discover what it is!’

I was determined to keep vampires out of the case – but that evening we got ourselves mixed up with the spirit realm again in the most frustrating way. After Prep we all went to the common room. The wind was whistling against the glass, and Beanie shivered. ‘It sounds horrid out there,’ she said, making her eyes very wide.

‘You’re such a baby, Beans,’ said Kitty, putting her arm around her shoulder.

‘I think we should tell ghost stories,’ said Lavinia.

I knew perfectly well that Lavinia only wanted to tease Beanie, and I waited for Hazel to excuse us, so we could go detect. But—

‘Oh, yes, let’s!’ said Hazel.

I pursed my lips at her, asking what on earth she thought she was doing, but she ignored me even though she must have known perfectly well what I meant.

Kitty told a story about a doll that got closer and closer to a girl’s bed, until it killed her (I assumed that the real murderer was moving it, to disguise what was going on – that was how I would have solved the case, if anyone had asked me), and then Lavinia told a story about something awful scratching on the door of a house (a specially-trained dog, of course, meant to terrify the inhabitants so that they would run away and leave the house empty), and made Beanie cry.

‘I hate ghost stories!’ she sniffed.

‘You’re a baby,’ said Lavinia. ‘I haven’t even started on all the Deepdean stories. There’s that shrimp who drowned in the pond, and the mistress who starved herself to death in the music rooms. And then there’s that man who’s been prowling around the sports fields.’

‘It’s true,’ said Clementine, who had been listening into everyone’s stories. ‘He’s huge and hairy and if he catches you he’ll do away with you.’

‘Next you’ll be saying he’s a werewolf!’ said Kitty scornfully, and Beanie began to cry again.

‘There really is a man,’ said Clementine forcefully. ‘I’ve seen him. But, look – none of this is a patch on Amy and Camilla.’

‘Not again,’ grumbled Lavinia.

‘It’s true!’ hissed Clementine. ‘Camilla’s a vampire! Don’t just take my word for it. Wait until I tell you what Eloise heard last night. She told me about it at lunch today.

‘She woke up because Amy sleeps in the bed next to hers. She was tossing and turning, muttering things – things about being watched. She kept on saying go away. That made Eloise sit up, and then she saw the truly awful thing. There was a figure at the head of Amy’s bed, looming over her in the dark. Camilla! Eloise called out – she didn’t know what to do – and Camilla got up, and came over to her. Eloise says that she floated across the dorm, like a ghost. She stood over Eloise’s bed, and held out her hands, just as though she was about to choke Eloise. Eloise must have fainted then – and she woke up the next morning, feeling dreadfully weak. It was as though something had been taken from her in the night. Her memory – or her blood!’

‘If Camilla took her memory, how could Eloise tell you the story?’ asked Kitty scornfully.

‘Well, who knows, with vampires?’ asked Clementine. ‘Anyway, that must have been when Camilla climbed out of the window – probably to hunt for more victims! I’m lucky to be alive, really I am.’

‘We’re not!’ said Lavinia, making a horrid face at Clementine. ‘Anyway, I don’t believe it.’ But she was frowning, which I knew meant that she was afraid. Clementine’s story was rather alarming – or at least it would have been, if I had believed in ghost stories.

But then I looked at Hazel, to see if she was upset, and I saw that although she was pale, she looked pleased. I suddenly understood what she had done in encouraging the stories. Just in the same way that I used an Ouija board last year to help solve the case of the murder of Miss Bell, Hazel had been hoping that the ghost stories would come round to Camilla – and, indeed, they had. We had heard more facts in the case. Despite myself, I was rather impressed with my Watson.

Now, I am excellent at keeping myself awake – it is one of my most useful detective talents. It proved particularly useful on this case. Over the next week, we kept watch on Camilla and Amy’s dorm. By we, I mean me – Hazel is not excellent at keeping herself awake. She believes she is, and then she falls asleep over her casebook, snoring so peacefully that I see no point in waking her.

I observed Amy sleepwalking twice – both times she was caught by Camilla, and dragged back into the dorm. They continued to appear very tired, and both only picked at their food. Amy’s cut did not heal, and her fingers strayed to it often.

‘Daisy!’ said Hazel on Tuesday morning. ‘Are you all right?’

‘I’m perfectly excellent!’ I said, blinking. ‘Why?’

‘You put the butter knife in your tea,’ said Hazel. ‘I think your strange night existence is telling on you.’ Then she laughed, as though she had made a joke. I glared at her. Of course, she was wrong. I could have carried on for as long as I liked – but I was lucky. The event I had been waiting for occurred the following night – exactly a week after Clementine had first seen Camilla climbing.

As usual, I stayed awake until everyone else in the dorm was asleep, and then at one o’clock precisely – I looked at my watch – I got up, climbed out of bed and leaned over Hazel.

‘Watson,’ I whispered. ‘It is time to detect.’

Hazel opened her eyes with a snort. She really has much to learn about subtlety still.

Now, Camilla and Amy’s dorm is on the other side of House, above the other fourth form dorm, so we had to pad very carefully through House so as not to make any sound. I took Hazel’s hand – she does tend to stand on noisy floorboards if she is not directed properly – and we crept together, down the corridor and up the stairs, to the door of the fifth form dorm. Just to the left of it is a large bay window that is perfect for our purposes. Its long curtains blew in the breeze – Matron likes to keep windows open at all times, for our health – and they hid us perfectly, while still giving us a view of both the window to the fifth form dorm, and its door.

We both tucked ourselves into the window, and settled down to wait. I concentrated on House, the noises it made – and that was why I noticed what was happening before Hazel did.

Out of the dorm window came a figure. It was dark-haired, wrapped in a long dark cloak. It came out headfirst, and there was a moment where I thought it was about to climb towards the ground face down – but then it turned, and began to shimmy hand over hand down the drainpipe. I saw immediately how Clementine, squinting through the darkness – or anyone else not watching as carefully as I was now – might think that they had seen someone climb facing downwards. Camilla’s hair was as dark as her clothes, and the wind blew her cloak upwards, hiding her pale face – but although she climbed well (not as well as I can), she climbed in the usual way.

I knew at once what course of action we must take. ‘Let’s follow her!’ I whispered to Hazel. ‘We must know where she is going!’ Sometimes detecting is all about deduction, and that is perfectly interesting, but sometimes it is about action, and I do have to say that I prefer the action.

‘You go!’ said Hazel. ‘I’ll wait here – in case Amy sleepwalks.’

At any other time I might have argued, but the moment was already slipping away. I had to give chase.

I threw up the window, scrambled onto the windowsill, reached out and took hold of the pipe, and just like that I was on my way. I looked up and saw Hazel’s face, pale and concerned, and then she was gone, and I was on the hunt.

Naturally, I had ensured that I was wearing my darkest dressing gown, and had shoes on my feet. It is always important to be prepared for all eventualities, so I had no real difficulties keeping myself concealed. The only moment’s concern I had was when I put my feet on the ground outside House, and could not at first see which way my target had gone.

Then I caught a flash of movement at the edge of the lawn, towards the path down to school, and I was in pursuit again. I kept to the trees, in the shadows (I have practised this skill, and was very pleased to be using it at last), and flitted after Camilla just as though I were a ghost. It was excellently done, and I almost wished she would notice.

She did not. In fact, she seemed most distracted. I could really have been walking five paces behind her, and she would not have seen me. She was constantly patting something in her pocket, and I deduced that it must be very important to her. She did not seem to feel the cold, and walked through the night without a shiver.

But where was she going? Her steps faltered by the gate to the sports field. She paused – she turned – and in that moment, I knew what Camilla and Amy’s secret was.

Camilla walked across the hockey pitch and stood in the centre, waiting. I had to hang back by the gate, for there is no cover on the fields, apart from the Pavilion and the tall oak tree. And out from behind the tree itself came another figure.

My eyes were used to the dark, and I saw with perfect ease that it was a man, with shaggy hair and a ragged beard. His clothes were old and torn – he was one of those men who are everywhere on the roads, tramping from place to place. He raised his left arm, and I saw that his right was only a stump.

‘Give it over,’ he said to Camilla.

‘Here,’ said Camilla, taking her hand out of her pocket. I saw that she was holding money, in shilling notes – I could not tell exactly how much, but from the crackle it must have been several pounds. ‘Now won’t you go away?’

‘Where else would I go? Not to her mother,’ said the man desperately. ‘Look at me! I’m a monster. She won’t want to see me.’

‘But you’re destroying Amy!’ said Camilla.

‘Well, I’ve been destroyed as well,’ said the man, raising the stump of his arm. ‘I’m sorry, but there’s nothing else to be done. I have nowhere else to go.’

Camilla made a hissing noise, and then she spun around and stormed away, out of the gates. She passed me without noticing a thing.

Now I was alone – alone with Amy’s father. For, of course, he could not be anyone else. I saw the chain of events in my head quite perfectly. He had not died after all. I had heard about men like him – who had been broken up by the war, and did not want to go back to their lives. Perhaps he had even run away from his post, and been too ashamed to go back home. So he had stayed away from Amy and Mrs Jessop, and let them believe he was dead – until he came across Amy’s essay in the newspaper. It would have told him she was at Deepdean, and so he had come to see if he could get money from her. He must have been utterly desperate – I could see from his ragged clothes that he must be homeless now, with not enough to eat.

Of course, he was the werewolf man Clementine had told the story about. He must have hung about on the sports fields, waiting for his chance to speak to Amy, and to demand money from her. Amy was used to looking after her mother, Violet had told us so – she would want to protect her from the truth about her husband, and would have agreed to get the money to him.

And that first time they met, at the beginning of term – Camilla must have been walking with Amy. She had become part of the secret, protecting Amy just as Amy was protecting her mother, and that was why she and Amy were friends.

Amy was pale and ill because she was afraid of what might happen if she did not keep on paying her father. That was what her sleep-talking had meant: she did not want Camilla to leave her alone, but her father. And, of course, Camilla’s behaviour was explained as well. She was not cross, and secretive, and creeping, because she was turning Amy into a vampire, but because she was trying to help her. She climbed out of House every Wednesday night (and it was always Wednesdays, I realized) to give him the money, to save Amy having to do it. Even the cut on Amy’s neck made sense. She had cut herself on something – her brooch, perhaps – and in her distress she had worried at the wound until it opened again. Camilla had been holding her wrists at bunbreak to stop her making it any worse.

I thought all of this out at once, but then I was faced with a rather more difficult problem. What ought I to do, now that I understood the story? There was a blackmailer who must be stopped – but he was also a man who must be sent home, where he belonged. Perhaps I have been around Hazel too long, but I knew that she would expect me to do more than simply turn about and come home.

I pondered (very quickly, the way I do everything) and then I saw what I must do. Ghosts, werewolves and vampires are made up – but people believe in them. Perhaps I could use that. I remembered what Eloise had said, too, about Camilla gliding across the floor – of course, Deepdean nightdresses are pale grey, and in mine, and my dark shoes, I would look just as much a ghost as Camilla had.

Still in the shadows of the gates, I slipped off my dressing gown and wrapped it about my head, so that my face was covered. The clouds had been scudding past the moon, but now there was a break in them and the whole field was bathed in a ghostly light. I took my chance.

I glided out of the shadow and moved forward, twinkling my feet just as though I was dancing.

I saw Amy’s father catch sight of me. He started, and turned. It was time for the second part of my plan.

‘Jessop!’ I cried, making my voice very loud. ‘JESSOP! I SEE YOUR WICKED SOUL! WHY DO YOU TORMENT YOUR FAMILY?’

‘Who are you?’ gasped Mr Jessop.

I paused. ‘I AM YOUR CONSCIENCE!’ I cried.

‘No!’ cried Mr Jessop. ‘No!’

‘Why have you become so cruuuuuuuel, Jessop?’ I asked, trying to talk the way ghosts do in stories.

‘I – I have to! I need money!’ gasped Mr Jessop. ‘Everything’s been taken away from me! I can’t get a job, and I can’t go home – what if Connie won’t have me back after what I’ve done? I ran away from my regiment! I cracked up!’

‘Of course she’ll have you back!’ I said. I had rather stopped being a ghost, but I could tell the spell had already worked. ‘Once you love someone, you don’t care at all about how they look, or how they behave, or the things they’ve done. People are dreadfully stupid, but there it is. Connie will forgive you if you go back to her properly, and explain yourself. And stop asking your daughter for money! It’s all backwards, and not very nice.’

‘I will!’ Mr Jessop cried. ‘I promise!’

‘Good!’ I said. ‘And if you don’t, I shall haunt you at night until you die.’

It was a very silly touch, but it did the trick. Mr Jessop turned and ran.

I waited until he was gone, and then I unwound the dressing gown from my head and took a deep breath. I felt that I had done rather well. I had solved the mystery, and helped Amy Jessop. Even Hazel could not fault me.

I got back to a House in chaos. Amy had sleepwalked again, and Matron had caught her at it – and then caught Camilla as she climbed back in through the window. I crept in under cover of the shouts, and found Hazel lurking in the second floor corridor.

‘Did you find out anything?’ she asked.

‘Yes!’ I said. ‘I know everything, Hazel. I’ve solved the case!’

And I told her. She was impressed – but she would not let me tell Amy and Camilla what I had done. Apparently, although I thought I had done well, I had been rather teasing to a man who was down on his luck, and it was not nice to gloat.

I was rather cross at first about that, because would have been terribly useful to have been owed a favour from more fifth formers, but I do have to admit that Hazel understands people far more than I do. I let it go.

‘Aren’t people funny?’ Hazel asked thoughtfully. ‘The ones you think are the worst are really the nicest. Camilla was being a good friend, and we all thought she was wicked. It’s a bit like Lavinia, I suppose. Or—’

‘Don’t say Clementine,’ I said. ‘She really is horrid.’

‘I was going to say you,’ said Hazel. ‘Don’t look like that! I don’t mean you’re horrid. I mean – you’re not the way I thought you’d be, when I first met you.’

‘I’m sorry to have disappointed you,’ I said.

‘Oh no,’ said Hazel. ‘I like the real you much better.’

I looked at her suspiciously, and thought how glad I am that Hazel is my best friend. She knows far too much about me to be anything but.

‘Hazel,’ I said. ‘I have an idea. Camilla being a vampire was just a rumour – but I think we ought to spread a rumour of our own.’

I spoke to several people the next morning – just a few words, nothing more. There is an art to such things. By the morning after that it was well known all around the school that Camilla Badescu was a princess. That was why she was so haughty, and why she could not sleep or eat – because she feared assassins coming for her in the night. Amy Jessop was in on the secret, and that was why she had been so beside herself. Suddenly, everyone looked at Camilla with the sort of awe that comes from a title – and they looked at Amy kindly, because she had cared so much for her friend. It was a little backwards, but it was close enough.

The next Monday morning brought a letter for Amy. She opened it at lunch, and we watched her. She gasped – she turned red and white – and then she began to cry in happy confusion. Camilla rushed to her, looked at the words on the page, and then threw her arms around Amy.

‘What is it?’ cried Kitty.

‘I’ll find out!’ said Clementine, and she went marching over to Eloise. She was back three minutes later with all of the details. Amy’s father, Mr Jessop, was back. It seemed he had hit his head, just before the end of the war, and only remembered who he was a few months ago. He was broken up inside and out, and seemed to have been tramping for a long while, but now he was home, and Mrs Jessop had welcomed him. It seemed that Mr Jessop’s fears had not been realised, and nor had Amy’s. Mrs Jessop did not need to be protected after all. Hazel looked delighted, and I realised that I was as well.

Today is Wednesday again, and I have just finished writing all of this up. It does take a while – perhaps I understand now what Hazel means when she tells me she is busy with her case notes. I am sitting on the wall beside the lawn, eating my bunbreak, and Camilla and Amy have just walked by arm in arm. They were laughing at something Eloise had said, and there was colour in both of their cheeks. I am pleased that I have proved that there really are no such things as vampires, and I am quite ready for our next case. Who knows what we might find when we arrive in Cambridge for the holidays?
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‘No one is dead – yet,’ said Daisy darkly.

It was two days before Christmas, and we were sitting
in Fitzbillies tea rooms in Cambridge. It was just Daisy,
Alexander, George and myself, and as we sat there, I wondered if we would look odd to the grown-
ups
around
us. Although Daisy is nearly fifteen now, tall and slender
and with a most fashionable new fur-collared coat, my
face is still round, and I am still disappointingly short.
I suppose the grown-ups
at the other tables thought
we were only children, playing at being business-like
– but if they knew what we were really talking about,
they would be terribly surprised.

‘I admit that this case does not so far contain a death,’
Daisy went on. ‘But that may yet still change. And if it
does come to murder, then Hazel and I will certainly
have the advantage. We have investigated—
’

‘Four murder cases, we know,’ said George. ‘But that
doesn’t make you the better detective society.’

‘We’ll see about that,’ said Daisy, glaring at him. ‘So.
Let’s discuss this bet.’

You see, we are more grown‑up
than we seem because
all four of us are detectives, members of two top-secret
societies, the Detective Society and the Junior Pinkertons.
Daisy and I really have solved four murder cases to
date – and now it looked like we might perhaps be on
our way to a fifth.

It was true that the information we had been given
was slight, but as Daisy says, it is important for good
detectives to seize every opportunity as it comes. In the
day since Daisy and I arrived in Cambridge we have
heard things and seen things that are highly suspicious.
The fact that it is the Christmas holidays, and we
are staying in a strange college in a strange city, will
not be enough to stop us investigating. We are used to
working in the most awkward situations, after all; we
have done it before. Really, the most unusual thing
about this case is that we will not be the only society
investigating it.

You see, we have agreed to pit our wits against
Alexander and George’s society, the Junior Pinkertons,
in the race to solve this new case. Daisy looks down on
them for not having investigated any murders, but all
the same I know that they are very good detectives. Alexander helped us with the Orient Express case last
summer, and both Alexander and George assisted with
the Bonfire Night murder only a month ago. Besides, I
have heard from Alexander about some of the other
cases they have solved – they are all quite hair-
raising,
and would have tested Daisy and me severely.

Of course, we have been up against opponents before
as we have gone about our cases, but they have never
known that we were in competition with them. Daisy
and I have a very strict rule about keeping the Detective
Society a secret from grown-
ups.
But I have the distinct
feeling that working against Alexander and George will
be far more difficult than outwitting Dr Sandwich, the
foolish amateur detective who tried (and failed) to solve
the Orient Express case too. After all, grown-
ups
always
underestimate children. Children never underestimate
each other.

I ought to explain, I suppose, how we first heard
about this case. It all began yesterday, when Daisy and I
arrived in Cambridge and met her brother Bertie.
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We took the train from Deepdean on Sunday morning.
Matron waved us off from Deepdean station nannyishly
and handed us sandwiches wrapped in wax paper (we
ate them almost as soon as the train had pulled away,
and then regretted it when lunch time rolled around).
But, somehow, folding up the wax paper after our meal
folded away the whole school term, the arguments and
rivalries and especially the mystery we had investigated
just after Bonfire Night. I breathed out, and felt all my
school worries fading.

Daisy took out Gaudy Night from her bag, pressing it
down so that the left-hand
page touched my knee, and
the right page hers. We were supposed to be reading it
together – although really what happened was that
Daisy turned the first twenty pages so quickly I could
barely catch half the words, and then stopped and
stared out of the train window at the bare, frosty hills we were galloping past. Of course, Daisy had taken the
window seat.

I could tell that Gaudy Night was not turning out to be
at all what she expected from a mystery novel, but I
turned a few more pages myself, folding them under her
hand as tidily as I could. Then I nudged her. She was very
still, and I wondered if she was thinking about the book.

‘I’m sure it’ll improve!’ I said.

Daisy turned to me, wide-eyed.
‘Oh, I wasn’t thinking
about that!’ she said. ‘I was considering Cambridge.
Imagine, Hazel. A whole city to ourselves, with no
bothersome adults to tell us what we can and can’t do!’

I smiled at her. A whole city to ourselves – a city
(although I would never say this to Daisy) that had
Alexander Arcady in it.

Daisy and I had met Alexander on the Orient Express
over the summer. Since then, Alexander and I had
begun to write letters to each other, and by now knew
each other very well. I had not yet met his best friend
George, and nor had Daisy, but we both knew that he
was the other half of the Junior Pinkertons. The boys
had not been on the scene of our Bonfire Mystery – they
had been at school themselves, miles away – but they had
still written to us with suggestions and ideas for the
case, and had been very useful indeed.

Alexander was already in Cambridge, spending
Christmas with George and George’s older brother, Harold, who went to St John’s College. They had both
been sent by their fathers to see the place where they
would go to university, and at the end of last term
Alexander had suggested that we come as well.

The invitation came at the perfect time. I had been
worried about where Daisy and I would go for Christmas
this year. I cannot go back to my home during the
holidays, for my family lives in Hong Kong, and it would
take three weeks and several boats to get there. Last
year I went to Daisy’s house, Fallingford, for Christmas –
but after what happened there at Easter, my father is
not very willing to let me stay there again, and besides,
Daisy goes very still and cold at the thought of visiting.
Fallingford has changed, and it is hard for her to see it.

There was never any question about whether Daisy
could spend Christmas in Cambridge. Her older brother,
Bertie, is a student at Maudlin College. Daisy couldn’t stay
at Maudlin herself, of course – it is a men’s college, and
female guests are simply not allowed, not even little sisters.
Luckily, she could stay with her old great-aunt Eustacia, a
Mathematics don at one of the women’s colleges, St Lucy’s.
(Cambridge is split up into lots of different colleges, you
see, where students live and study. A don is just a university
word for a teacher who looks after those college students,
and apparently Daisy’s great-aunt is a very important one.)

I was more of an issue. My father is not very happy
about the number of murders I have found myself part of recently. He thinks Daisy is mostly to blame, and so I
worried about whether I would be allowed to stay with
her in an unfamiliar city full of male students. But when
I plucked up the courage to ask, he agreed at once. You
see, my father studied at Cambridge, many years ago,
and so all his memories of it are happy and scholarly,
not dangerous at all.

He told me all about it down the telephone, and
again in a very long letter, so I spent the weeks before
we got on the train imagining what my life might be like
if I passed my Deepdean leaving exams and was given a
university place at Cambridge. I could not take a degree,
for Cambridge does not let women have them (when I
heard this I was rather indignant, but I suppose it is
only one of the long list of things women are not allowed
to do), but I could still study the same courses as the
men. I saw myself walking across grassy quads in a black
cap and gown, clutching learned books, bicycling past
King’s College Chapel, and taking tea with my clever
university friends in a Cambridge tea shop. Here, at
last, I could become truly English.

I thought at first that we would be chaperoned by
Hetty, Daisy’s maid from Fallingford, who had looked
after us on the Orient Express, but Daisy managed that
as well, in consultation with Bertie.

‘What about my friend Amanda Price?’ Bertie asked
us on the telephone. ‘She goes to St Lucy’s, Aunt E’s college, you know, and she’ll be staying this hols. If we
tell Aunt E that she’s going to look after you, she’ll let
you go wherever you like.’

‘But will she look after us?’ I asked.

‘Do you want her to?’ Bertie asked wryly down the
phone.

I did not understand what he meant until Daisy,
next to me, nudged me and beamed. ‘Oh!’ I said. ‘So
we’ll be on our own?’

‘You are clever, Bertie,’ said Daisy happily. ‘No one
running about after us! We shall be able to have much
more fun!’

I thought of Hetty, and felt a pang – but all the same I
realized that I did love the idea of being free of grown-ups
for once. Even on the Orient Express it had felt rather
like we were still at school. But now we could really be
almost fifteen. There would be no one trying to send us
back to the nursery. It really is silly when adults try to
protect children, as though we are not on our way to
becoming adults ourselves. We need to understand the
world, and they only have themselves to blame if we must
creep about and lie to them to make sure we do it.

I stared out of the train window round Daisy’s
shoulder, and as the slender spires of the Cambridge
towers came into view for the first time, elegant and
fairy-like against the pale sky, I could almost feel myself
getting older.
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We stepped off the train at Cambridge, the train guard
handing us out of our first-class
carriage and arranging porters to take our trunks to St Lucy’s. It felt like the
beginning of something important. I stared at Daisy as
she stood gracefully in her fur-collared
coat next to her pile of gold monogrammed luggage, and realized after
a moment that she was practising her grown-up pose.

The station itself was hectically busy. As we began to
make our way to the exit, people went shoving past us,
their arms full of wrapped parcels and large books. I
was pleased to see that everyone at Cambridge really
did look as though they were clever.

Then Bertie came pushing through the crowd. His
blond hair was longer than it had been last time I saw
him, and he was wearing a new bow tie, but he still
looked so much like Daisy that I immediately felt at ease.
When he caught sight of her he waved his arms and beamed with the same expression she has when she sees
something she is particularly pleased with. For a moment
Daisy forgot the composure she had been trying on the
platform. She jumped forward and flung her arms about
Bertie’s neck with a shriek. Then she stepped away,
tucking her hair back in place under its hat.

‘Hullo, Squinty. You’ve still got those awful green
trousers, I see,’ she said lovingly.

‘Hullo to you too, Squashy, Hazel,’ said Bertie,
winking at her and bowing formally in my direction (I
blushed, because it felt so awfully grown up).
‘All right, both of you, come on!’ He led us out of the station
entrance, and we stood in the thin winter sunlight,
shivering rather. ‘Amanda’s late – I told her to meet me
here ten minutes ago, but she hasn’t shown-up,’ Bertie
told us. ‘She’s been dreadfully forgetful lately, so I only
hope she remembers!’

‘How is Cambridge?’ I asked, trying to say something
polite. Daisy was staring about at all the cyclists flashing
by, eyes widening to take everything in. There were lots
of bicycles, which unnerved me – their bells were as
loud as shouts, and they seemed quite precarious. I
suddenly wondered if my vision of bicycling through
Cambridge might have been rather wishful thinking.
After all, I can barely balance on my two feet sometimes.
Wobbling about on two thin wheels seems dreadfully
advanced.

‘Oh, it’s excellent fun!’ said Bertie. ‘Spiffing food – meringues and fizz almost every afternoon in someone’s
rooms – and last week someone let a sheep into the quad.’

‘Oh,’ I said. The bunbreak sounded like my idea of
Cambridge, but the sheep less so. ‘But how are your
History lectures?’

‘Oh, who cares about those?’ asked Bertie, shrugging
his shoulders. ‘I haven’t been to one since the first week.’

Daisy stopped looking at the bicycles. ‘Why aren’t
you going to lectures?’ she asked sharply.

‘Why should I? Amanda goes for us,’ said Bertie.
‘And anyway, no one cares about your first year.’

‘That isn’t true,’ said Daisy, rolling her eyes.

‘You don’t know that, Squashy!’ said Bertie quickly.
‘Look, it’s perfectly ordinary. All the other fellows do it.
Chummy does, and he’s a good sort. You don’t need to
worry. I’m older than you, and I know what I’m doing.’

‘Hmm,’ said Daisy, still looking sceptical. ‘Who is
Chummy?’

‘My friend!’ said Bertie. ‘Listen, I’ll study when I
need to. I don’t see why I can’t have a good time now,
after … what happened earlier this year.’

There are gaps in Bertie’s sentences whenever he is
thinking about Fallingford. He was hit terribly hard by
the murder that took place in his own home, and by
The Trial that followed.

I squeezed Daisy’s arm. I could tell she was not happy,
but I did not want her and Bertie arguing. I wanted this
Christmas to be a merry one. ‘Oh, all right, then,’ said
Daisy, breathing out and relaxing against me. ‘You can
do what you like. Go on, tell me more about Chummy.
Who would want to be friends with you?’

‘You’ve heard of him!’ said Bertie. ‘He’s one half of
the Melling twins, Charles and Donald. Their parents
died in a car crash when they were young, remember?’

‘Oh!’ said Daisy. ‘The Shropshire Mellings.’

I understood, after almost two years as Daisy’s friend,
that she was using English shorthand. What she meant
was that the Mellings owned an estate, and were
incredibly well off, and were absolutely English in every
way. It never stops amazing me, the way the English all
know who each other are, without ever needing to look
it up.

‘Donald’s the older twin, isn’t he?’ Daisy went on.
‘Golly. I’ve always wondered – is Chummy cross about
that? Only five minutes too late to inherit all that
money.’

‘You’re a ghoul,’ said Bertie, rather affectionately.
‘But – well, I suppose he is. It’s a pity, really. Chummy
seems as though he ought to be the elder. He’s better-looking, and he behaves like an heir, you know. He’s the
one who speaks up and makes all the decisions. Donald’s
the follower. He just tags along with us.’

‘Chummy sounds just like me,’ said Daisy, smirking.
‘Looks and brains and nothing for his brother. Poor old
Donald – and Squinty.’

‘I’m ignoring that,’ said Bertie. ‘Anyway. Their
birthday’s on Christmas Day, and they’re having a party
for it in the Hall – supposed to be for both of them, but
Chummy’s invited almost all the guests. You’ll be there,
of course – I’ve had a word with Chummy about it.
There are jazz bands coming, and Chummy’s ordered a
fountain of fizz. I think Donald’s cross about Chummy
taking charge of things, though he’s trying to hide it.
He’s paying for all Chummy’s friends. But really – who’d
be friends with Donald, when Chummy’s about? Donald
does try, but he’s like … a bad copy. He’s not half so
amusing. And he’s unlucky too! He’s always getting
himself into the strangest accidents.’
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