
 
 

 
The Mummy’s Cape 

 

Book 2 in the Mabel Hartley series 

 

Chapter 1 

I’ve been wishing for a holiday without my parents for as long as I can remember and 

now it’s actually happening. We’re on our way to Inverness, Scotland and the best part 

is that we get to take a sleeper train, which means no one telling us what to do from 

here on in. 

I’m travelling with my friends Tabitha Mason and Hugh McGinley and we’re all 

stunned our parents agreed to let us make the journey alone, but we are 15 now so 

maybe they’ve decided to let the tether out a little. 

My dad had pulled me aside that morning. I knew he couldn’t resist at least one more 

lecture. 

“Now, Mabel.” Dad lowered his voice so the others wouldn’t hear. “I know you’re 

getting more grown-up all the time, but I want you to promise me that you won’t go 

looking for any trouble. Are you listening, Mabel?” 

“Yes, I’m listening, dad.” But I had no intention of promising anything of the kind, at 

least not without my fingers crossed behind my back. “We’ll be good, won’t we?” I’d 

looked over at Tabby and Hugh. 

“Very.” Tabby looked more innocent and a child at a church picnic. That was part of 

being an actress, which is the one and only thing Tabby wants to be when she grows 

up. 

The three of us met last year at Hollingsworth School near our home in Lymington, 

Kent in southern England and they are most positively the best friends I’ve ever had. 

Tabby and I are sharing a berth and there’s a little ladder between our beds that folds 

down from the wall. It feels like we’re being whisked away to another place and time 

(which in fact we are.) Hugh’s sleeping in his own compartment right across the hall. 

“I still can’t believe we’re away.” Tabby beamed at me.  

We sat on plush red velvet chairs waiting for our dinner to come. The cabin smelled a 

bit musty. Hugh got up and opened the small window above our heads. 

“That’s more like it.” He took off his jumper and threw it underneath the seats with his 

suitcase. He had a new haircut, very short on the sides with a mop of curls on the top. 

Rolling up his sleeves, I could see Hugh had been out rowing a lot to pass the time.  

“I’m roasting. How can you girls be comfortable when it’s so hot in here?” 

I didn’t mind watching Hugh. We’d been out of school for a few weeks and I’d missed 

them both.  

“Now that’s better.” He sat opposite us. “Catch me up on the latest news.” 

“We celebrated my mum’s birthday last weekend, and it’s been all I can do to keep 

my nose out of the extra can of frosting in the fridge. So I brought it with me.” Tabby dug 



 
 

 
around in her gear under the seat and produced a can of whipped vanilla frosting and a 

few spoons. 

“Usually I carry a Swiss Army knife, but it never hurts to have a couple of spoons for 

back up.” She opened the lid, stuck her spoon down into the frosting and brought out an 

enormous dollop. 

“How’s your Mum anyway? Last we heard she was hiding out at home.” Hugh took 

one of Tabby’s extra spoons and started in on the frosting too. 

“She’s terrible. They’re calling it agoraphobia. She never gets out, won’t let anyone in 

and doesn’t sleep. I’m so glad to be away from it all.” 

Tabby wears her red hair pinned up in a clip off her forehead because someone at 

the department store perfume counter told her she had the most beautiful eyes and she 

should show them off.  

“You’re looking very slim, Tabby.” I wondered how she’d done it. 

“I’ve lost two stone.” She pushed her hand down over her front, smoothing out her 

sweater. “I stepped up the karate training to keep my mind off it all. Dad’s been home to 

look after Mum. They might get a nurse.” 

“I bet that costs a lot,” Hugh said. 

“Dad’ll do anything for my Mum.” 

“And how have things been for you, Hugh?” I asked. 

Night closed in now and the cabin felt darker. We’d left London at 9pm and the 

journey to Inverness took at least 11 hours. We’d wake up there in the morning.  

“Terrible. Awful. I wish my mum had something that kept her home or she wouldn’t 

have this new boyfriend that’s old enough to be my brother.” Hugh licked the end of the 

spoon and then gave it a wipe with his hanky. “I can’t stand them together; he’s short 

and smarmy and calls her “babe” and she giggles.” 

“How does she know him?” I asked. 

“They met at the Help Centre. It gets people back on their feet and in special cases, I 

suppose, they get a new boyfriend to start over with.” 

“Don’t be too hard on her. She did find out that your father had another family just 

last year. It probably makes her feel good to have someone about who likes her.” I felt 

badly for them both. 

“She definitely likes that part. I just don’t trust him. I think he’s after the house.” 

“He won’t get it. She’s too smart.”  

Hugh looked worried. “I suppose you’re right. I think I’m just mad at both my parents 

now for different reasons. I want a normal family, like yours, Mabel.” 

“You want a mother who goes away on planes and never comes home and a father 

who lives to make the next arrest?” 

“She comes home but it’s never when you’re there. Did something happen with you 

two?” Tabby put down the teen magazine she’d been flipping through. She loves to 



 
 

 
collect trivia because she thinks it will make her a better actress. She says teen 

magazines help her stay relevant, but I know she just likes to look at the boys in them.  

“Nothing happened. Mum wanted a job with the airlines and she got it. Her job’s just 

more important than me. That’s why I asked about finding something for us to do this 

summer. I wanted to get out of the house especially after seeing that article on Bronze 

Age treasure in Scotland.” 

“We all wanted to get out of the house,” Tabby said. 

Hugh dozed off and I picked up the paper he’d been reading. He could always sleep, 

anytime, anywhere especially if there was some sort of an engine running. After a few 

pages, I stumbled on another an article about some Bronze Age discs. 

“Tabby.” I kicked her gently. 

“What is it?”  

“This article says they’ve found treasure in the Outer Hebrides. Where’s that?” 

“It’s a group of islands off the West Coast of Scotland. Pretty far north I think. When 

is the article dated?” 

“Today, July 3, 1981.” 

“Hugh.” I nudged him awake. “This article says some they found some Bronze Age 

discs from 700 BC. That’s 2600 years ago. Imagine that.”  

He didn’t look nearly as interested as I’d hoped. “Did dinner come yet?” 

“There’s someone at the door. Let them in, Tabby.” 

“Perfect timing.” Hugh stretched his legs and I marveled at how strong he looked. 

Over the year we’d known each other, he’d changed from a boy into a young man, filling 

out in all the right places but I liked his smile best of all. 

“The conductor’s here with what looks like shepherd’s pie. Can I pass one to you, 

Hugh?” I asked. 

Hugh nodded and brushed the sleep from his eyes. “When did I nod off?” 

“Only half an hour ago.” I put the tray on his lap. 

“Smells better than I thought it would.” 

We all sat and ate in relative quiet. I wondered if anyone had a radio we could tune in 

to. 

“I’ve got my walkman if anyone wants to share the headphones with me.” Tabby 

pulled it out of her pack. 

“What’s on it?” I asked. 

“Blondie, and ABBA are on one side and U2 and Duran Duran are on the other. My 

brother Barnaby made it for me as a going away gift.” 

“So your brothers aren’t all bad, are they? I’ll have a listen with you.” I moved over to 

the other side of the compartment and we all finished our dinners and put the trays on 

the floor.  

Hugh dozed off again and I listened to Blondie sing Call Me. I wondered if Hugh and I 

would ever be more than friends. 



 
 

 
“So did he call?” Tabby whispered. 

“Who?” 

“You know who.” 

“No, not until I phoned to tell him Mum had found someone who’d take us for the 

summer in Scotland. I haven’t seen him at all.” 

“Is that good?” 

“No, but I’m glad he’s here now.” 

Tabby gave me a nudge and pointed in Hugh’s direction. He smiled even though he 

kept his eyes closed.  

“I’ll just go and brush my teeth.” I felt embarrassed. 

When I came back, Hugh had gone to his own compartment across the corridor. I 

had a moment to pull the bed down from the wall, and change into my pyjamas, which 

I’ve cut the tags out of because they are size 12.  

I’m trapped in the body of a 10 year-old-boy with very short curly blond hair, but the 

good thing is that I can wriggle in and out of all sorts of places most people couldn’t 

think of getting into. The other vital thing you should know about me is that I hate my 

name and not in your usual, every day way either.  

My parents named me after someone and by the way they look when they say her 

name; I imagine she helped children out of burning buildings. But when I ask them 

about her, they won’t spill the beans. All I know is I’m stuck being Mabel Hartley, and no 

one likes my name but my mum and dad and of course the burning building Mabel must 

have liked her name too because she was a decorated hero, at least in their minds. 

“Night, Hugh.” I called after I’d climbed up to my bunk and crawled under the covers. 

Dressed in pyjamas and a dressing gown, he walked over to my bunk. He smoothed 

my hair with his hand on my forehead then he kissed me very lightly on the lips. I closed 

my eyes and prayed Tabby wouldn’t walk in.  

“Goodnight, Mabel. I’ve missed you, you know.” He even smelled good. I wanted to 

get closer. 

“You need a Do Not Disturb sign on the door, obviously!” Tabby had a mud mask on 

her face and looked very funny. 

“Sorry, Tabby. I’ll get out of your way.” Hugh winked at me and touched my nose 

gently with his finger. Then he made his way back to his berth. 

“So?” Tabby asked after she’d washed her face. 

I didn’t answer her.  

“I’m not stark raving mad, you know? He kissed you didn’t he?” 

“Spy much?” 

“No, but I could tell when I came in that I’d interrupted something very important.” 

I giggled, feeling delighted. 

“So I was right, he did kiss you. I knew it!” She jumped up from her bunk and crawled 

up to where I lay. 



 
 

 
“Give me some blankets, would you? And details! I want to hear everything.” 

I felt powerless to resist. “He came up, leaned in and kissed me. I closed my eyes. 

Isn’t that what you’re supposed to do for your first kiss?” 

“Sounds like a dream. I’ve never been kissed, you know.” 

“I know, but maybe this summer you’ll meet a handsome redhead and you’ll have 

red-headed children and talk about this being the summer you fell in love.” 

“It’s a bit early for that, don’t you think? We’re only 15. I don’t plan on falling in love 

for at least another five years.”  

“I expect you’ll fall in love sooner than that. You know we’re going to have the best 

summer ever! I can feel it. Now maybe you should go back to your own bed before I 

push you out onto the floor.” 

“You wouldn’t.” 

“I might.” 

+++ 

When we woke the next morning, we folded our bunks up against the wall and got 

dressed and waited for breakfast. When it came, Hugh passed the first tray to me. I 

could feel his leg touching mine on the seat and I didn’t dare move it.  

“It’s bacon, eggs and sausages with some jam on toast. All my favorites.” Tabby 

picked up her cutlery. 

“Anyone looked outside yet?” I asked. 

Tabby raised the shade on the window and we saw a barren landscape with craggy 

hills, very few trees, a bit of open morning sky and grassy valleys. We passed some 

lakes, which the Scots call lochs. It looked quiet and windswept, but desolate too. 

“So, where do you want to go when we get there?” I asked. 

“Straight to Loch Ness; I have to see the monster. I’m sure Nessie will come up if I’m 

there.”  

“Oh, you can’t be serious,” Hugh said. 

“I’m dead serious. It’s part of the reason I agreed to come. I’ll never get a chance like 

this again.” 

“And you, Hugh, what do you want to do while we’re in Scotland?” 

“I’d like to do some hikes and explore Inverness and get out a bit.” 

That sounded so boring but I’d go along if it meant being with Hugh.  

“Did you want to tell us about the package, too?” Tabby said. 

“Not yet.” 

“Out with it.” Hugh nudged me. 

“All I’ll say is there might be some night vision goggles, some binoculars and a 

camera on their way to Inverness. I think they’re military castoffs but the shop in 

Knightsbridge told me they work fine.” 

“Why you waste your money on this stuff I’ll never know,” Tabby said. 



 
 

 
“You sound just like my Dad. Last time the pepper spray and the handcuffs saved the 

day. We need these things for any possible eventuality.” 

“Don’t discourage a great mind at work, Tabby. Mabel’s right, the pepper spray and 

the handcuffs did save the day.” 

Hugh put his tray aside and rummaged through his bag. 

“What are you doing now, Hugh?” Tabby asked. 

“Just sketching.” 

“Not Mabel, again?”  

“No, the train compartment. I thought if I could put a few sketches together of our trip 

to the Highlands of Scotland, then maybe they could go in my art college portfolio. You 

can’t have too many pieces to choose from.”   

“So that’s what you’re set on?” I asked. 

“Now more than ever. It’s what I want, especially after spending so much time in the 

galleries last year. I’d love to see my work in a museum or just about anywhere.” 

“You sound like you’ve got great hopes.” I felt happy for him.  

“So did you ask your Mum about the lady we’re staying with?” Tabby always wanted 

to know more. 

“I know she’s rich, and that her health is a bit iffy. We need to keep an eye on her. 

She has asthma and fainting spells.” 

“Oh, great! Sounds like she’s 90 and needs a nurse.” Tabby wiped her mouth with 

her napkin. “I don’t fancy being a nurse to anyone. I came here to get away from that.” 

“I’m sure she’ll be fine.” I hoped I was right. 

“What about the house?” Hugh asked.   

“It’s old and bigger than Tabby’s house, I think.” I passed them both a leaflet my 

parents had given me. We saw pictures of tennis courts, a meadow, and a view looking 

out over Loch Ness. The house looked very old and posh like somewhere a lord and 

lady might live. 

It’s nothing my family had ever seen the likes of, but Tabby’s family could probably 

afford to live there. They take lots of holidays. They even have ponies, but Tabby 

prefers karate to horse riding. She’s a bit of a tom-boy like me. In a family full of 

brothers, Tabby came last but she’s the best of them all. 

+++ 

An hour later we pulled into the station at Inverness. We saw seven platforms and a 

display board on the far wall with all the train departure and arrival times.  

“Do you know what this Rose lady looks like?” Tabby asked. 

We walked out to the concourse where I half expected bagpipe playing and Highland 

games. Instead, we saw pay phones, a book store, a ticket office, as well as a barber 

shop and a café. It didn’t look like a bad place to wait. 

“I think she’s right there, waving at us.” I picked up my bag. “Let’s go. We want to 

make a good impression.” We walked over and shook hands. 



 
 

 
 “You must be Rose. I’m Mabel Hartley and this is Tabitha Mason and Hugh 

McGinley.”  

“Welcome to Scotland!” She had a charming accent. She looked middle-aged with 

short blonde hair and a thin face. I expected her to be old and frail with blotchy skin, but 

she wore clogs and a pretty floral dress with a red cardigan. 

“My Mum told me the woman who owns the house is an archeologist.”  

“Yes, for years she travelled to various dig sites. We didn’t get along.” 

“Sorry to hear that.” 

“I hear it’s not uncommon with sisters. Now she’s gone. I do miss her.” 

“I’m so sorry. Mum never said a word about it.” 

“No, I didn’t tell her. I thought she might beg off sending you and I so wanted to meet 

you. Everyone must want to meet you given those treasures you found at your school.” 

“Not everyone,” Tabby chirped from the back of the car. “We never heard from the 

Queen, and I felt sure she’d call and invite us to Buckingham Palace.” As we crossed 

the bridge over the river, Tabby stuck her head out the window. “Look, I can see 

Nessie’s tail.” 

I looked but couldn’t see a thing.  

“Made you look,” Tabby laughed. 

Rose pointed out the window. “The house is over there up on the hillside in the trees. 

Can you see it?”  

I saw a stone building set apart from the city, amongst the green of the hillside.  

“The estate originally belonged a Templar knight who fled to Scotland from the 

Middle East after one of the Crusades. At that time, Scotland accepted the knights when 

no one else would. Our great grandfather, who started an iron foundry, drew up plans 

for the current house and began building in 1726. While I think of it, don’t let me forget 

to tell you about the peat bog at the back of the estate. It’s a bit of a hazard.” 

“Why?” I knew something about peat bogs. 

“Because it’s not the sort of place you want to get stuck in. You could be found a few 

thousand years from now all brown and leathery. I haven’t scared you, have I?”  

“It takes quite a bit to scare Mabel.” Hugh reached over and gave my shoulder a 

squeeze. Return to beginning 



 
 

 
Chapter 2 

Rose drove along some country roads and it felt like a world away from home. We 

crossed a bridge where the trees bent very low to the car and everything looked lush 

and old. We looked down at a gorge beneath us. I half expected to see fly-fishermen 

casting their rods into the rocky stream. We turned onto a very secluded road and after 

five minutes I wondered how much further away the house could be. 

“Now it’s probably best to get the house rules out of the way first.” Rose drummed 

her thumbs on the top of the steering wheel and turned down the radio. “Your mother 

says you’re quite an independent bunch; that being said, I want to see you every 

morning for breakfast and every evening for dinner. You’re not to be in each other’s 

rooms at night either. She said you’re all just good friends, but you never know what can 

happen during a summer in Scotland.” 

She winked at me. 

“Obviously, that rule is not for me.” Tabby adjusted her shorts. 

“I should also let you know that my health is good, but I have had a few fainting 

spells. Nothing serious yet, but I’m grateful for your company. It can be lonely at the 

house. I thought I might like sharing the house with some young people. Please don’t 

make me regret my decision.”  

Seconds later, we came down a great drive. I know we’d seen photos, but nothing 

could have prepared us for the grey stone three storey mansion that had carriage 

houses on either side. Four gabled round towers complimented the front façade with 

two on either side of the front entrance.  

Rose got out and led us inside. 

“This is our entrance hall. Quite something isn’t it?”  

“It’s amazing.” Tabby looked up. “You really live here?” 

“I have all my life. You’ll get used to it. See the upper gallery around all three sides?”  

We saw a mahogany clock case built into the railing and a row of small posts lined up 

and held together with a big banister. I imagined fine ladies had once heard 

conversations from below. All around the ceiling, leaves, birds and fruit had been carved 

into white plaster. Beneath our feet, black and white squares looked like a chess board. 

“What’s this?” Hugh stopped in front of a black panel about three feet wide and three 

feet tall next to the front door.  

“That’s our bell board. It works like an intercom between all the rooms. Mother had 

the board installed in 1913. Some things do last. You press the button for the right room 

and speak into this.” She pointed to a black cone with a white rim. “A bell chimes before 

your voice comes through.”   

Hugh looked at me and I hoped we’d be having many midnight conversations. Most 

of the rooms had funny names.  

“You’ll be in Ms. Dundas’s room.” 

“Who was she?” Tabby asked. 



 
 

 
“One of mother’s great aunts. Hugh, I’ve put you in Sir Walter Scott’s bedroom across 

the hall.” 

We poked about for a few minutes and Rose showed us where to hang our coats and 

put our shoes. I walked around the bottom of a great staircase and looked at a table 

with some books on it, like Bronze Age Treasures of Western Europe and Bodies of the 

Danish Bogs. I noticed both books had been written by a woman called Gertrude Blythe.  

I flipped through and found a photo of a ghoulish young girl’s skeleton with frayed 

hair, a gaping mouth and skin stretched taught against her skull. The caption said she 

had been discovered in an oak coffin. I closed the book and thought I’d come back to 

her later.  

“These books are brilliant. Do you have any more we could look at?” 

“They’re my sister’s books. She wrote dozens of them. Those two I liked best. The 

others I didn’t care for much.” 

“Can I ring my mum?” Hugh asked. 

“Go down that hall to the red drawing room. You’ll find the phone there. Try not to be 

too long as we pay for each call.”  

The three of us walked down the hall and entered an ornate sitting room with a white 

marble fire surround. Papered with red damask, the walls had portraits that made the 

subjects look thirty feet high. It reminded me of a museum. We quickly found the rotary 

dial phone.  

“We could have a parade in here; it’s so massive.” Tabby flopped into one of the 

chairs.  

Hugh dialed his mother and stood for a moment waiting.  

“Mum?” He wrapped the red cord around his finger. “We made it. Just wanted to let 

you know we’re here. Rose seems nice. How are things with you?” 

“Oh, you’re off to a dance with David tonight?”  

He didn’t say anything for quite a while. 

“I am trying to be happy for you, mum.”  

He put the phone on its receiver.  

“Is she all right?” Tabby asked. 

“Yes, she’s fine. She couldn’t be happier. I feel like the worst son in the world.” 

“Nonsense, it’s good you called, and now you can forget about them, can’t you?” 

Tabby said. 

“It’s not that simple. I worry that she’ll get hurt. He’s too young for her. She should 

know better. I’d be surprised if he’s 20 yet. But there’s not a thing I can do about it.” 

“We should call home too, shouldn’t we?” I picked up the phone. 

We both rang our houses, but no one answered. A few seconds later, we heard a 

shriek and we all dashed back the way we’d come.  

“Rose, can you hear us?” Tabby shouted.  

“In here.” 



 
 

 
“I think she’s this way.” Hugh passed the staircase and went down the hall to the 

room beyond it. “Come, she’s in the kitchen.”  

We saw a great hearth at the far end of the room as well as cream painted cupboards 

and a red lino floor. In the middle of the room, a large pine table looked like it seated 20 

and over by the sink, a butcher’s block table had vegetables scattered across it. 

“I must have slipped.”   

Tabby got down on her hands and knees. “She’s behind the island in front of the 

cooking station.”  

“Rose, are you all right?” I got to her first. “What happened?” 

She lay on the floor with her eyes closed. A bit of blood trickled down her forehead. 

Her pulse raced. Checking it was the only medical thing I knew how to do. I propped her 

head up on my lap and her eyes fluttered open. 

“Not the best start to the holiday, is it? My puffer’s in my bag on the counter over 

there. Can one of you bring it over?” 

Hugh looked about. “Your puffer?” 

“For my asthma. It’s an inhaler in the front pocket of my bag.” She wheezed and 

gripped her chest.  

Hugh raced over to her green satchel bag on the counter by the sink. He found the 

inhaler and she took a big breath sucking the medicine into her lungs and repeated it 

twice more. 

“Dreadful way to have you start your holiday. I’m so sorry.” Her color came back and 

she sat up ever so slowly. 

“These things happen.” I smoothed her hair. “What caused this?” 

“It’s my asthma acting up. When I slipped on the wet floor I got the wind knocked out 

of me. Now that I feel quite well again, do check on that kettle and make me some tea, 

would you? I like it weak.” 

Tabby went over to the sink and ran some water on the cloth that hung on the faucet 

and put on the kettle. 

“I must have hit my head on the side of the island when I fell. This is very unfortunate. 

I’d meant to take you on a lovely stroll around the garden.” 

“There’s lots of time for that. Let’s help you up.” Tabby passed me the cloth and I 

gave it to Rose. We led her over to a window seat that looked out over a rose garden. 

Beyond it, we could see the water. 

Tabby looked out. “Is that Loch Ness?”  

“The very one, and you’ll be able to see it from your window upstairs.” 

“Have you ever seen the monster?” Tabby asked.  

“I haven’t since I was a child.” 

“What did you see?” Tabby looked thrilled. 



 
 

 
 “I’ve seen the humps several times, coming to the surface of the loch, usually on 

days that are dark and gray. I can see them from up here. I’ve got the telescope 

outside, you see.” 

“Might I go and have a look?” Tabby asked. 

“By all means, there’s a boy about your age who lives down the road. He always 

rides up wanting to look through the telescope too.” 

“What’s his name?”  

“Tom. I expect he’ll be round to see you anytime now. I told him you were coming. I 

think you’ll find him fine company.” 

Tabby stepped outside and peered through the telescope, then waved for me to 

come out too. The loch looked calm and on the other side of it, cloud cover hid the 

mountains.  

“I can’t see any boys through this, or the Loch Ness monster for that matter.” 

“We’ll keep our eyes peeled. Let’s go back in and get settled.” 

“Do you feel well enough for us to go and find our rooms?” I asked Rose. 

“Of course, you’ll want to get settled, won’t you? Turn right at the top of the stairs and 

go down the hall. You’ll find your rooms on either side of the hall with the doors open.” 

“Funny sort of woman, isn’t she?” Tabby whispered as we left the kitchen. “All alone 

here and prone to attacks. What if she’d really hurt herself? If we weren’t here she might 

be eaten by wild cats.”  

“Yes, because I saw a whole pack of them on the stairs, watching us, ready to strike.” 

Hugh shook his head and smiled. “The house of the flying cats. Whatever will you come 

up with next, Tabby?” 

We went to the car first to get our bags and that’s when we saw a shiny black 

convertible pulling up the long drive. A tall, slim man got out. He wore an overcoat and a 

long scarf. I guessed he was about 20 years old. He had black leather boots, and bright 

blue eyes and you could tell he hadn’t shaved for a few days.  

“This can’t be the neighbor boy,” Tabby whispered.   

“I’m here to see about the groundskeeper job. My name’s Duncan.” He reached out 

and shook our hands. “Is Rose about? She said I should come in and have a chat with 

her.” 

“A groundskeeper driving this sort of a car? Makes you wonder what he does the rest 

of the time.” I could see the wheels turning in Tabby’s head. 

“Pleased to meet you. I’m Hugh, and this is Tabitha and Mabel. Rose feels a bit 

unwell. Could you come back another time?” 

Stepping aside, I could see instruments that looked like metal detectors pointing out 

of the back of Duncan’s car. They had long rods with pie shaped disks at the end. 

Before we knew it, Rose stood behind us at the front door looking better.  

“You must be Duncan. Please come in and have some tea.” 

“Don’t mind if I do. Nice to meet you all. Are you related to Rose?” 



 
 

 
“We’re here on our summer holiday,” Tabby said. “We’re no relation, though. Mabel’s 

mum heard about Rose and how she wanted to have some students stay, so here we 

are.” 

“Very good.” Duncan shut the front door of his car. “I expect I’ll be seeing you again.” 

Then he winked at Tabby. 

“Did you see him wink at me? I bet I’ve gone red all over.” 

“You look fine. I’m sure he was just being friendly.” Hugh opened the car door and 

took our bags out for us. I remembered the first day we’d met at our school and he’d 

carried my bag up the front steps inside. I never would have dreamed that the next 

summer we’d be together in Scotland. 

Once inside, we started up the staircase. I counted 30 steps. “Her sister wrote some 

books. They’re at the bottom of the staircase. We should have a look at them.”  

“Any crunched up skeletons inside them?” Hugh asked. 

“The skeleton girl I saw hasn’t aged well.” 

“Because she spent a few thousand years lying in a muddy bed, I bet.” Hugh made a 

face at Tabby. “That’s what you’ll look like if you’re not careful and you leave all that 

mud on your face.” 

“It’s a skin cleanser, but if I leave it on too long I do get a rash.” 

Hugh looked at me and I couldn’t help but laugh. 

On the second floor we walked along a mint green carpeted floor and walls covered 

in light floral wallpaper with a yellow background.  

 “Two open doors.” Tabby pushed back ours. “I bet you’re in there, Hugh, because 

this side faces the water.” We saw floral fabric everywhere. Both beds had canopies 

with green curtains.   

Tabby jumped up on her bed. “Finally, I’ve realized my dream of being on the stage.” 

She pulled up the fabric curtain and hid behind it; then she peeked out showing only her 

face. “Thank you to my family and to my best friend, Mabel, for always believing in me.” 

She made the sound of music playing her off and collapsed on the bed, giggling. 

“Glad it’s you sharing the room with Tabby. You’ll be up half the night.” Hugh left and 

went across the hall. 

“One day, your name will be in lights, Tabby. I’m going to see Hugh’s room.”  

“Don’t be long.” Tabby chided me. 

I walked across the hall. 

“Hugh?”  

“Out here. There’s a balcony.” 

I passed the double bed and a room decorated like ours. Hugh looked out at the 

drive.  

“He’s still here.” 

“Bound to be lots to talk about keeping up an estate like this. Maybe we should get a 

head start on him.” 



 
 

 
“Not even here five minutes, Mabel, and you’re off searching for another adventure.” 

We heard the chime of a bell coming from a board beside his bathroom door. 

“Calling all love birds, Mabel, Hugh, are you in there? Should you really be alone? I 

may have to ring your parents.” 

“We’re here.” Hugh went in and pushed the button on the wall for Ms. Dundas’s 

room. “Come and see my room, Tabby.” 

“I’ll be right over.” 

“Bring your boots.” I couldn’t wait to get going. 

Minutes later, we were at the foot of the stairs with our boots on. Just as we got 

outside, we saw someone riding a bicycle. He rode right up to us and stopped sharply, 

making a little skid. 

“I’m Tom.” He pulled down his orange anorak hood revealing a mop of red shaggy 

hair. 

“Rose said you might be by.” Hugh looked him up and down. 

“I live over there.” He pointed to a small farmhouse about a mile away. “Rose lets me 

come over quite often to help her. We don’t have telly either, so I come around and 

watch with Rose until dinner time. What do you all do?” Tom rested his hands on the 

handlebars of his banana seat bike. 

“At the moment we’re getting away from our parents for the summer, but it’s only 

been one day so I might be in tears by tomorrow.” Tabby looked at Tom and smiled. 

“Fancy a trip around the estate? The Knights Templar lived here once. Do you who 

they were?” Tom asked. 

“Everyone knows about those Christian soldiers from the Middle Ages. I’m Tabby by 

the way.” She reached out to shake his hand. “This is Mabel Hartley and Hugh 

McGinley. You might have heard of us on the news?” 

“No, I don’t believe I have but the pleasure’s all mine.” Tom shook Tabby’s hand and 

held it for a few seconds. He got off his bike and put the kickstand down. “Let’s start 

round back.”  

We followed him along a path that ran beside the house for quite a ways. When we 

reached the back, we saw rose bushes in three large flower beds. To the left, beyond 

the roses, tennis courts looked sadly back at us. 

 “Do you play tennis?” Tabby asked. She walked behind Tom and we brought up the 

rear.  

“I can if I’m pressed to. You’re probably a Wimbledon type though, aren’t you?”  

“Maybe we could play sometime while we’re here?” Tabby suggested. 

“Don’t let her fool you, Tom. She plays to win. You know the type.” Hugh hated 

playing with Tabby because she always beat him. 

“Not many of you left are there? I like a bit of spirit.”  

Tabby looked back at me and pointed at Tom. “He even likes tennis,” she mouthed. 



 
 

 
We walked on seeing heavily treed forest behind the tennis courts and a carving of a 

man in the top of a tree trunk. We came to a big mucky field about as long as a football 

pitch. It had a drop-off on the edge and a sunken pit. Someone had been cutting blocks 

of earth. 

“This must be the peat bog.” Tabby liked researching everything. At school, she 

worked as a tour guide on the grounds during the holidays. “Usually it’s used for heat 

like coal. Rose must sell it in the summer, so it’s dried out for winter.” 

“I help with the cutting, one of my many odd jobs. The bog stretches to over there.” 

Tom pointed around to the left. “You can’t see it from here, but there’s a whole other 

part back there.”  

“And what’s going on over there by the road?” Hugh pointed across the field. 

A group of people stood in an area on the very edge of the field. 

“They’re treasure hunters. I haven’t seen that brown van before. They must have a 

new member.” 

“From here it looks like they have walking sticks.” Tabby squinted to make out them 

out. 

“Metal detectors. Just like in the back of Duncan’s car.” I jumped into the shallow pit 

and crouched down in front of the dark mucky soil hoping we might find something like a 

piece of gold.  

“If we walk along a bit toward the forest, I can show you this place that’s hidden from 

everyone. You can’t even see it from the house. Come and see the steps hidden in the 

trees.” 

Hugh helped me back up and we walked for several more minutes. Tom stopped just 

before we got to a ridge that went down into a field.  

“See.” He crouched down and pulled back the grass. Underneath we saw blocks of 

stone about two feet long. 

“How many are there?” Tabby asked. 

“Only five or six.” 

Walking down the steps, we saw a field sheltered by low trees on the ridge above. 

The wind picked up in the tree tops and I closed my eyes.  

“Gertrude used to believe that people might have worshipped here.” Tom stood 

beside me. 

“What would they have worshipped?” I licked my fingertip and put it up to see which 

way the wind blew. 

“The sun,” Tabby piped up. “Many thousands of years ago.” 

“Rose said Gertrude died. What was she like, anyway?” I asked. 

“She was a bit of a bore. Hard to like really. I feel bad saying so but she liked people 

better dead than alive. She never stopped going on about mummies in the mud.” 

“Will you stay, Tom, to show us around the house?” Tabby urged. 

“Can’t today. Got one of my odd jobs to do and you’d best get yourselves settled.” 



 
 

 
Tabby looked disappointed. 

“I could take you around tomorrow or the next day. The Loch Ness Centre’s not bad 

and the Urquhart Castle’s something to see. Any of you drive?”  

He took a cigarette out of his pocket and lit it. 

We all stared at him. 

“I suppose you don’t smoke, either?”



 
 

 
Chapter 3 

“Everything alright, children?” Rose sat with Duncan sipping her tea. “Oh, I see 

you’ve met Tom. How are you Tom?”   

“Quite well, thanks, and pleased to meet your boarders here. I can’t stay, though.”   

“Pity,” Rose said. 

“Good to meet you all. I’ll give you a day or two to settle in, then we’ll have a poke 

about, how’s that?” Tom left and we watched him hop on his banana seat bike and ride 

away down the drive. 

“He seems nice enough,” Hugh said. “How about we explore the rest of the house 

ourselves? Would that be all right Rose?” 

“By all means.” 

We spent the next hour opening doors and peeking into rooms. The old library on the 

second storey had a huge fireplace and a wooden table down the centre. A silver 

chandelier hung above the table and Persian rugs covered the floor. Around the 

fireplace, various farm scenes of rural Scotland decorated the walls. At the far end, we 

saw a cabinet with some statues and more armchairs and a desk. As we walked down 

the length of the room, we passed an archway about 10 feet high and some steps going 

down into an area with many more books. 

“I could live in this room alone. Of course someone would have to bring me food and 

drink, but I’d never want to leave,” Tabby said. 

We left that room and passed a beamed dining room with a painted ceiling and a 

room with a staircase at the back. A large tapestry of a tree in the garden hung on the 

far wall and in front of it a desk had a shelf with several books. We saw mail addressed 

to Rose on the desk and all sorts of garden journals, diaries and ledgers open. Across 

from the desk lay a day bed with brown upholstery. 

“Let’s go up the staircase.” Tabby saw the huge bedroom with the enormous canopy 

bed first. “I wouldn’t sleep a wink in here. I wonder if the canopy’s ever fallen on 

anyone? It would be just my luck to have it come down on me.” 

“Your luck’s not bad, Tabby,” I said.  

“It’s not half as good as yours, Mabel.” I had been lucky, especially since I’d taken an 

interest in finding long-lost things.  

A half hour later, we’d been up to the third floor turret, peeked out to the views 

surrounding and felt in desperate need of something to drink.  

“Let’s make one more pass down this hall and then we’ll have made the rounds.” 

Hugh tried the handle of the last door on the right. It opened easily. Inside, everything 

looked dark from the chairs, to the walls, to the ceiling.  

“Not really a party room, is it?” Tabby went over to inspect the coat of arms above the 

fireplace. Round wooden portraits hung between mounted deer heads.  



 
 

 
“Maybe their father hunted. All these deer heads make me feel a bit sick. Let’s get 

out of here and find those drinks.” We followed Tabby out of the room, glad to close the 

door behind us. 

+++ 

The next morning I wanted to explore Inverness and Rose told us to borrow the bikes 

she kept in the carriage house on the left side of the house. The other carriage house 

was “off limits.” I desperately wanted to know why but she wouldn’t say anymore. 

Instead, she made us a picnic and asked us to be home for dinner because she 

planned to make a lamb roast. I hoped she wouldn’t hit her head again. We had the 

whole day and expected the ride to take an hour so we packed our jumpers and socks 

in case the wind came up. 

Rose gave us the key and sent us off with our knapsacks. The carriage house had 

been converted from a stable and we found it full of all sorts of garden tools and 

machines. In the back corner, at least five bikes looked as though they should have 

been taken to the dump. 

“Will we even get down the driveway?” Tabby wondered. “Looks like they haven’t 

seen the light for years. What’s over here in the corner under all this plastic? Oh, I hate 

to think.” 

“Let’s pull this back.” Hugh crouched down and touched the edge of the plastic.  

“Mabel, give me a hand would you?” 

“Now this is more like it! They’re motor scooters; in fact I think they’re Vespas!” Hugh 

went over and sat on the red one after we’d pulled off all the plastic. “Who wants to ask 

Rose about these? I bet she’d let us. Mabel, would you ask; she likes you best?”  

I went inside and found Rose in the kitchen, unsure what she’d say. 

“Finding the bikes all right?”  

“Yes, we found them, but we also found the Vespas.”  

“They’re mine, you know; I don’t get out on them much anymore. Gertrude never 

liked the things.” Rose rinsed the potatoes in the sink.  

“You probably don’t want us to take them out, do you?”  

“You’re welcome to, just be very careful. I don’t fancy making the call to your parents 

if you have an accident. The keys are in the basket there by the toaster. Go on, have a 

bit of fun.”   

I found the keys. “We’ll be very careful, I promise.” 

“I know you will, Mabel Hartley. You’re a good girl. Go on and call if you need any 

help.” 

When I got back outside, I held the keys up in the air. Hugh let out a whoop. Tabby 

didn’t look so sure.  

“Why don’t we drive together? You can go on the back,” I said to her.  

“You know how to drive these?”  



 
 

 
I nodded, thinking I’d get the hang of it. “I’m sure Hugh can give me a few pointers. 

Don’t worry, I’ll be careful. They can’t go that fast anyway. We won’t tip over, I promise.” 

Hugh strapped on his own helmet, then came over and helped me with mine. I liked it 

when he touched my face and lifted my chin to secure the straps. He showed me the 

accelerator and the brakes and gave me a few tips on managing turns and parking.   

Tabby got on behind me. Once we got up the drive and out onto the road we kept 

passing fields of shaggy grass and hedgerows. As we got closer to the city we saw 

more views of the sweeping valley. A steam train chugged along billowing a great white 

cloud of smoke. We slowed down, merging with traffic and came up a narrow road, 

passing several tall, narrow houses with chimney pots on the top.  

I signaled and pulled over remembering the map I’d brought from our room. Minutes 

later we parked the Vespas in front of a glass building, with a Scottish flag on the top.  

“What are we doing here, Mabel?” Tabby took off her helmet.  

“Just a little research. It’s the Tourist Information Centre.” 

As we opened the door, bagpipes started to play with a rolling drum. 

“It’s the door chime. Look at that.” I opened the door again. “I’ve been waiting to hear 

bagpipes ever since we got here and I really haven’t seen any tartan either.”   

“The tartan shop’s just down the street on the left.” A thin man with a doughy face 

and huge bushy eyebrows came from behind a curtain and stopped to face us at the 

counter sucking the nib of a pipe. He wore a brown knitted vest with pockets and 

buttons down the front.  

“Not often I see such young people in here. My name’s Mr. Spotswood, and where 

would you all be from?” 

“We’re from Hampshire.” I stepped forward. “I’m Mabel Hartley. This is Tabitha 

Mason and Hugh McGinley. We’re here on holiday, staying just out of town at Rose 

Blythe’s house. Do you know her?”  

“We’re old friends. I’d know those Vespas anywhere. We went to primary school 

together. You must have been the ones we saw up there behind her house. I wondered 

who was staying with her. I’m not sure how she makes it with her sister gone. But that’s 

why she’s having lodgers, to keep her company.” 

“Were you looking for something in the field?” Hugh stood beside me. 

“Oh, we’re always looking for something to turn in our hands, some relic of ages past. 

And who knows what might come out of that bog? So much has already.” 

“Where are those things now?” Tabby felt suspicious too. 

“At the British Museum, but only some goes there. We can’t be too careful. They’re 

not all like me; some treasure hunters will sell off what they find, won’t tell a soul, and 

others will keep the treasure for themselves. Most of it’s from the Bronze Age 3,000 to 

5,000 years ago. The cape got them started.” 

“The cape?” I hadn’t read about that yet. 

“Yes, the one found in Wales in the 1800s. And they say one may be found here too.” 



 
 

 
“Who would say that?” Hugh asked. 

“Locals.” Mr. Spotswood took a puff of his pipe. “We’ve found a number of the same 

amber beads that were found with the Welsh Cape. Folks around here think there’s a 

connection.” 

“You mean because the people may have been on a route trading beads?” Tabby 

knew all about it already. 

“Full marks, my girl.”  

“Do you know anything more about the cape?” Hugh came in closer.  

“They called it the gold mold cape because they found it in an ancient burial mound 

in Mold near Flintshire, Wales. In 1833, some workers uncovered a stone-lined burial 

chamber, with the cape inside.” 

“What happened next?” I asked. 

“They divided some of the pieces up amongst themselves, but someone sold the 

largest piece to the British Museum. They say the cape is one of the most important 

European Bronze Age finds worn for ceremonial purposes. I have a book from the 

British Museum right here. I can show you.” He opened the book, and flipped through 

until he reached the part he was looking for.  

At the centre of the mound, the crushed gold cape lay with the fragmentary remains 

of a skeleton and strips of amber beads. One of the finest examples of prehistoric 

sheet-gold working, the cape came from a single ingot of gold. 

“What’s an ingot?” Tabby asked. 

“Like a block of gold or silver.” He kept reading.  

Embellished with ribs and bosses, which mimic multiple strings of beads amid folds of 

cloth, the perforations indicate it had a lining, perhaps of leather. 

He handed me the book and showed me the photo. I’d expected something long and 

flowing, but the cape looked short, more like a collar, fitted across the shoulders. “How 

unusual. And they think a person wore this?” I showed Tabby and Hugh the photo, too. 

“Yes, it would have pinned their arms at their sides, but I imagine the honor of 

wearing it outweighed the discomfort.” 

“Have you found anything yourself up at the peat bog behind the house?” Hugh 

looked up from the picture. 

From his pocket, Mr. Spotswood took something. He stretched out his other hand 

and put it into the middle of his palm. We all looked at a dark, brown bead. It had a 

small hole through the middle for a string. When I reached over, Mr. Spotswood said, 

“Ah, ah, ah! I can’t be letting you touch the amber bead, love. It’s too good. But 

Inverness still has lots to give, I’m sure.”  

“Why do you carry that in your pocket?” I asked. “Shouldn’t it be in a museum?” 

He looked at me steadily for a few seconds. “They won’t miss one bead. I keep it as a 

reminder of what we might find with a little luck. You can understand that, can’t you, 

Mabel?”  



 
 

 
I didn’t like the way he said my name or how he smiled when he closed his hand and 

tucked the bead into his vest pocket.  

“We have about 50 Clava Cairns around Inverness.  I’ve even found some. People 

say I’ve a nose for the cairns.”  

“What are they like?” Tabby asked. 

“Oh, circular chamber tombs, with entrances oriented southwest toward mid-winter 

sunsets. Some have stone paths forming rays away from the central burial chamber. 

You might go and have a look at a few out by the old Culloden battlefield. Rose would 

know where they are. She could take you. I found the first one at the age of 10.”  

Mr. Spotswood shut the book. “I’ve read all Gertrude’s books. Pity she’s not around 

anymore. I never knew her well. With her gone, Rose really needs someone to help 

manage the estate. She thinks she can do it all herself, but with her asthma, she’s got to 

come to her senses soon.” 

“Someone called Duncan came to see her about a groundskeeping job,” Tabby said. 

“Did he now?” Mr. Spotswood mulled it over. 

“Do you know him?” Hugh asked. 

“Yes, he’s been out with us a few times. Archeology’s his game. I believe he’s 

studying for his third degree, a Ph.D, I think.” 

“Why would he take a groundskeeping job with Rose?” I knew we sounded nosy but I 

didn’t care. 

“I expect he wanted some extra money, and getting a bit closer to that part of the bog 

wouldn’t hurt either.” Mr. Spotswood sucked the end of his pipe. 

“Thank you for your time; you’ve been awfully helpful.” I felt like a bit of fresh air.  

“Do come back if you need anything. Take my card, in fact, and let me know if you 

find anything worth seeing. I would be interested.” I took it knowing he’d be the last 

person I’d call about anything.   
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