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For my agent, Merrilee Helfetz, for whom | will someday



write a pleasant book. ..

...and for Poppy and Chris and the city of New Orleans.
May the days ahead be kinder.

Inmemory of Elizabeth Tillman Aldridge.
(1970-1995)

AUTHOR'SNOTE

T he attentive reader will note several obvious debts that this book owes to the works of Howard Phillips
Lovecraft (1890-1937), aswell asto Sir Richard F. Burton (1821-1890) and his classic English
trandation of Antoine Galand’ s French rendering of the origind Arabic Alf Layla(The Thousand and
One Nights, c. 850 CE). Considering the medieval legend that anyone foolish enough to read the whole
of The Thousand and One Nights would go mad, it seems not unlikely that it may have served, in part, as
theingpiration for Lovecraft’ s Arabic Necronomicon.

Never once hasanovel comeeasily tome, but | think it's safe to say that I’ ve never written one during a
time of such persond and emotiona turmoail as| endured during the two long years spent writing
Daughter of Hounds. My grateful thanks to everyone who has made these difficult timesalittle less so,
but especidly to Kathryn (my own heart’s Book of Shadows), Jm Shimkus and Jennifer Lee, Byron
White, JadaWaker and Katharine Stewart, AnitaW. Nicker (my girl in Barcelona), my mother, William
Schafer and Subterranean Press, Nar’ eth ni’ glecti Mericde (figment, familiar, reluctant goddess, and
five-time dter ego), John Morgan (thisbook’ sfirst editor), and Liz Scheler (its second) for all their
enthusiasm, ingght, and encouragement, the intrepid Travis Burton (who got meinto the old train tunnel
beneath College Hill), and to my agent, Merrilee Heifetz. A special thank you to Dr. Richard B. and
Carol Pollnac for their generous aid and hospitality during the summer of 2004, while | was scouring
Rhode 19 and and Massachusetts for the black keys with which to unlock this story, aswell asto the staff
of the Robert W. Woodruff Library and the William L. Matheson Reading Room (Emory University) and
the Providence Athenaeum. And also to the readers who' ve stuck with me al these years and,
particularly, to everyone who' s been brave enough to subscribe to Sirenia Digest. Shine on, dl of you.

Thisnove was written on aMacintosh iBook.
All look and likeness caught from earth,

All accident of kin and birth,

Had passed away. There was no trace

Of aught on that illumined face,

Upraised beneath therifted stone

But of one spirit dl her own—

She, she hersdlf, and only she,

Shone through her body visibly.



—SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE

| lost aworld the other day.
Has anybody found?
You'll know it by therow of stars

Around its forehead bound.

—EMILY DICKINSON
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PROLOGUE
|

The ghoul lady takes out her white linen handkerchief and uses one corner to dab at her watering left eye.
It'san old wound, arelic of her spent and reckless youth, but it still bothers her sometimes, especialy
when the weather Above iswet. And today the weather Aboveisvery wet, al of Providence caught up
inthefina, rainy, desth-rattle sghs of something that was a hurricane only afew days before. She sitson
the wooden stoal that’ s been provided for her and blinks and gazes down her long muzzle at the dozens
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of faces staring impatiently back at her from the candlelight and shadows trapped benesth the Old North
Burid Ground. The restless assembly of her wards, ghoul pups and human changelings seated together
on the damp earth, wriggle about and whisper among themselves. She clicks her teeth together once, a
sound that might draw blood, and they grow alittle quieter. She wishes again that she were back in the
warmth of her own dry burrow, deep beneath the basement of the old yellow house on Benefit Street,
the familiar weight of College Hill pressing down around her, protecting her ancient, aching bones and her
bad eye from this damned inclement wegather.

“Mysdf, | would have postponed this outing,” she says, and not for thefirgt timethat night, “but Master
Shardlace feels most emphatically that schedules are made to be kept, so herewe are, oneand dl.”

Up front, one of the changelings sneezes.

“Likely asnot,” says Madam Terpsichore, addressing the child directly, “we shdl al catch our degthsthis
evening. But let us not fater an ingtant in our dedication. At least the program shall not be disrupted.”
And with that, she shifts her poppy-colored eyes towards the spot where Master Shardlace, lately of the
Mystic and Stonington Village warrens, is crouched, haf-hidden by the dangling roots of a sycamore
tree. Heflinches at her glance, and that gives her some smal measure of satisfaction. “Wipe your nose,”
she barks at the child who sneezed, and it does so.

“The question at hand,” Madam Terpsi chore continues, “that most urgent matter of history and propriety
and etiquette which has brought us forth from the succor and haven of our dens, which has
brought—nay, dragged—us each and every one out into thistempest...” And she pauses hereto spare
another acid glance for Master Shardlace and hisroots. He pretends not to notice. “The question,” she
says, “is, indeed, agravething.”

A few of the students snicker at the pun while Madam Terpsichore dabs at her eye again. One careless
moment more than a century ago and she ill bearsthis scar, the ugly mark of alost instant’ sindecision,
an insult that she would have done well to | et pass. Then tonight her eye would not be throbbing and
watering asthough it envied the sscorm Above.

“A wonder we are not al drowned,” she says dramatically and shakes her head.

“Thelesson,” Master Shardlace growls softly from his hiding place, prompting her, risking another glare
or something more substantia. “ If we could only proceed, we would sooner find oursalves home and

g agan.”

“Oh, most assuredly,” Terps chore hisses between her long incisors and eyeteeth, and he looks quickly
down at the ground between his splayed feet and retreats deeper into the tangled veil of sycamore roots.
She wonders, for the hundredth or so time, exactly what he might have done to deserve hisexile and,
more important, why ever Master Danalls chose to give him safe haven in Providence. And, more
important gill, what she must have done to so displease the dark gods that she deservesto be weighted
with such an officious waste of hide and bone and sinew. Her bad eye weeps, and she wipesthe tears

away.

“Yes” shesghs “Thelesson at hand.” And the ghoul draws adeep breath, filling her lungswith air that
amells and tastes and knows of the subtle complexities of mere human desth, the turning of great sone
whed s upon the infinite axis of time, the sugar-sweet reek of loss and forgetfulness and regret, dow rot
and embaming and scurrying black beetles. Above, the sorm reminds her that summer hasfinaly given
way to autumn, the orangebrowngol den season of harvest, of regping, of closing doors and grinning
pumpkins, and if her kind ever had a season in thisworld, it would be autumn. She makes atight fist and
sueezes until her claws draw claret droplets of blood; then Madam Terpsichore opens her left hand and



holdsit out for dl to see.

“We play so desperately a being fearsomethings,” she says, and her sooty lips curl back inan
expression that is not nearly so kind asaamile, but sill something more charitable than asnarl or a
grimace. One of the changelings coughs then, the same girl who sneezed afew seconds before, a pretty,
ginger-haired girl who has chosen for herself the name of Sparrow Spooner, a name she borrowed from
atombstone, as has always been the custom of the stolen ones, the Children of the Cuckoo.

“Take strength, child,” Madam Terpsichore tells Sparrow Spooner, and the ghul offers her bleeding hand
to thegirl. “Warm yourself againgt the cold and the wet and what’ sto come.”

Sparrow Spooner hesitates, glancing anxioudy from Madam Terpsichore to the faces of the other
students. She can see that some of them are jealous of her, and some are frightened for her, and some
are hardly paying any mind &t al. A pup named Consequencerolls hisyellow eyes, and aboy who hasn't
yet taken aname sticks out histongue at her. She turns back to the ghoul, not pretending that she hasa
choice, and crawls on her hands and knees until she’ skneding in front of Madam Terpsichore' sstool.

“We need the world to think us monsters,” the ghoul saysto her, “and so monsters we become.”
Thegirl leansforward and beginsto lick at the blood 0ozing from her mistress’ lesthery, mottled palm.

“Wemust, dl of us, keep apart the night from the day, the world Above from the world Below, the
shadows from the sun, and we must keep them apart at any cost,” Madam Terpsichore says, watching
the others as she gently strokes the child’s head with her free hand, her razor clawsteasing at Sparrow
Spooner’ s matted ginger hair. “Even if we should find our death of cold in the effort.”

“There has been abreach,” Magter Shardlace grumbles from the safety of his place among the
sycamore' sdangling, dirt-clod roots. “A trespass has occurred, and we are dl—’

“I am coming to that,” Madam Terpsichore barks back at him, and he muttersto himsdlf and grows silent
agan.

Sparrow Spooner stops cleaning her mistress' bleeding |eft hand and gazes up at Madam Terpsichore.
The changdling'slipsand chin and thetip of her nose are smeared with sticky crimson, and she absently
wipes her mouth on the deeve of her dingy dress.

“I know you, child. Y ou’'ve come along, long way, through the Tria of Fire and the Trid of Blades. Next
Full Hunger Moon, you're up to face the Trid of Serpents, and, if you survive, you' Il win your
Confirmetion.”

The changeling only nods her head, not so dull or frightened that she doesn’t understand that the time for
words has long since come and gone. The ghoul’ sblood is bitter and saty on her tongue and burns her
throat going down to her belly. But it warms her, too, pushing back some of the chill that’ sworked its
way into her soul.

“Do you know the story of Esmeribetheda and the three gray witches?” Madam Terpsichore asksthe
changeling, and Sparrow Spooner nods her head again. Of course she knows the story, hasknown it
since she was very young, one of the seventy-four * Parables of Divison” recorded in the Red Book of
Riyadh and taught to the Children of the Cuckoo before they are even old enough to read the words for
themsdves

“Then you remember the crime of Esmeribetheda, don’t you?” Madam Terpsichore asks Sparrow
Spooner.



“Yes, maam,” thegirl replies and wipes her mouth again. The blood on her face has begun to dry,
turning the color of rust.

“Then will you tdl us, please?’ and she motions towards the students. * Perhaps some of the others have
forgotten.” For amoment, the chamber benegth the cemetery comes dive with nervous chatter and
tittering laughter at Sparrow’ s predicament. But Madam Terpsichore narrows her eyes and silences them
with alook.

“She...Esmeribetheda became curious, and she wanted—"

“Stand up, please,” Madam Terpsichore says, interrupting her. “ Stand up and face the class, not me. |
aready know the story.”

“So do they,” the changeling complains and earns a scowl and another click of the teeth from her
mistress. She apologizesfor her impudence and gets to her feet, brushing some of the mud from her dress
and bare legs, then turnsto face the others.

“ Esmeribetheda became curious, and she wanted to know how the children of men and women lived,
what it was like to have amother and father. She wanted to know what she' d lost when the Hounds of
Can had stolen her from her crib.”

“And what did she do to learn these things?” Madam Terpsichore asks.

“ She was sought out by three human witches, Arabian necromancers determined to locate aroute to the
world Below that they might learn its secrets and gain greater power in their arts. In the desert, at an dtar
beneath a dead tree that had once served as atemple to the goddess Han-Uzzai, Al-Uzza, youngest
daughter of Allah, shewas met by ablue-eyed crow. In truth, though, the crow was one of the witches
who had disguised hersdlf, and it promised that Esmeribetheda would be reunited with her parentsif

she’ d show the necromancers adoorway and lead them down to the Hall of ...” And Sparrow Spooner
stops talking and looks over her shoulder at Madam Terpsichore.

“What’ swrong, dear?’ the ghoul asks her. “Have you forgotten what comes next?’
“No, ma am,” thegirl replies. “But they know the story. They know dl of it.”

“Yes, but we never, ever suffer from hearing agood tale retold, do we? Especialy when it'sastory with
so much to teach us, so much we should take pains to remember.”

Sparrow Spooner licks at her dry lips, tasting the ghoul’ s blood again. The warmth it left in her ssomach
has dready begun to fade, replaced with something hard and cold that twists and turnslike awinding ball
of pink worms, something much colder than the late November night.

“Continue, please,” Madam Terpsichore says.

“Wdl, Esmeribethedawas shown images of the life she might have lived. She saw hersdlf in her mother’s
arms. She saw her brothers and ssters. She saw hersdlf growing into ayoung woman and marrying a
handsome man who gave her children of her own, children she could keep. The witches promised her
she could have dl thisback, all that might have been, if she' d show them the road down to the hounds.
She agreed that she would, and the crow flew away to tell the other witches.”

“ She agreed to show them the way?” Madam Terpsichore asks. “ Even though she knew perfectly well
that it was forbidden for her to reved those paths to mortal men?’

“Yes,” Sparrow Spooner replies, promising hersalf that whatever’ s going to happen, shewon’t cry. She



doesn’'t want the othersto see her cry. “ Shewas a very foolish and ungrateful girl. She'd never been able
to accept the life she' d been given. On amoonless night, Esmeribethedaled the witches across the sands
to awarren doorway. But the hounds knew, and they were waiting for her.”

The name ess boy who' d stuck histongue out &t her earlier was now pretending to hang himself, tugging
at animaginary noose before hishead lolled to one Sdein a pantomime of strangulation. The ghoul
named Conseguence snickered, but Madam Terpsichore seemed not to notice them.

“And what happened next?’ she asks Sparrow Spooner.

“The three witches were killed there on the spot and their corpses carried down into the tunnels.
Esmeribethedawas led back through the dunes to the dead tree in the desert, and the ghouls hanged her
there, and then they set thetree onfire”

“Yes” Madam Terpsichore says, speaking now so softly that only the changeling can hear. “They did.
Would you cdl that justice, child?’

Sparrow glances over a the rootsy place where Master Shardlace is hiding, as though he might decide to
help, when she knows damned well that he won't, that she' s been brought here tonight instead of some
other, later night at hisingstence.

“Wasit jugtice?” Madam Terpsichore asks again, and now sherises from her place on the stoal, standing
up straight so that she looms over the girl and her head dmost scrapes againgt the low roof of the
chamber.

“Esmeribetheda just. .. she only wanted to go home. .. she only wanted to get back the life that had been
taken away from her.”

“I know the story, child,” the ghoul sighs, dmost whigpering, and presses her muzzle gently againgt
Sparrow Spooner’s cheek. “I have asked you aquestion.”

“Shewanted to go home,” the changeling says. “ That’ sdl. She wanted to go home.”

“Your lifewill be spared,” Madam Terpsichore says, not unkindly, her wet nose nuzzling the girl’ sface,
her eyes on the other students. “But there must be a punishment, you understand that?’

“Yes, maam,” the changeling girl says, her legs gone suddenly so week that she' safraid she might fall.
Her mistress' breath, hot asa summer day, smells of lifeless, broken thingsthat have lain along time
beneeth the soil.

“She should die,” Master Shardlace growls.

“No, shewill live” Madam Terpschoretellshim, “but she will dways remember this night and thefolly of
her actions. Shewill learn, tonight, that desireis only another demon that would happily see her strung
from the branches of aburning tree.”

“ And what of thewitch?’ demands Master Shardlace.

“Thewitch will die, just asthe three died in the story of poor, misguided Esmeribetheda.” And Madame
Terpsichore grips Sparrow Spooner by the back of the head and forces the girl down onto her knees.
From the shadows, there comes the rough sound of stone grating againgt stone, stone ground against
metal, and then asudden gust of fresh night air threatensto extinguish the candles. All the changelingsand
ghoul pupsturn to see the open door leading up to the cemetery and the world Above and to behold the
face of the one who has led Sparrow astray from the path set for her by the Cuckoo.



“Y ou be strong, child,” Madame Terpsichore tells Sparrow Spooner, and the girl shuts her eyes.
I

The old hearse, 21948 Caddy dick and long and blacker than the stormy New England night, subtleasa
fucking heart attack, rolls unchalenged through the wild Massachusetts night. In the passenger sest,
Soldier drifts between her uneasy dreams and the nagging edges of wakefulness, dozing and waking and
dozing again to the metronome rhythm of the windshield wipers. Theradio’s set to a classic-rock station
out of Boston, and she' sdready told that asshole Sheldon that she'll bresk his goddamn fingersif he so
much astouchesthe dia. He can listen to that indie-rock college shit on hisown dime, not when she's
trying to catch a couple hours' shut-eye before ajob.

After Providence and their brief meeting with the Bailiff and one of hisboysat the Dunkin' Donuts on
Thayer Street, the hearse | eft the city and followed 1-95 north al the way up to and across the New
Hampshire gate ling, findly doubling back at Hampton Beach, because that’ s the way the Balliff had told
them to doit. Just like aways, everything worked out ahead of timeto the letter and in accordance with
the Baliliff’ s precise ingructions, the plans he’ d cobbled together from star charts and newspaper
astrologers and the obscure intersections of geometry and geography, nothing Soldier even pretended to
understand. She listened when he talked and did what she was told.

Past the Hamptons, then on to Salisbury and Newburyport, U.S. 1 traded for State 1A, past deeping
houses and fishing boats tied up secure against the storm, across the bridge spanning the brackish
confluence of the Merrimack River and Newburyport Bay. Other bridges over other lesser waters, over
railroad tracks, Rowley to Ipswich, and when Sheldon jabs her in the arm and tells her to wake up,
Soldier tellshim to fuck off. But she opens her eyes anyway, squinting out at the dark streetlights and the
darker windows of the houses dong High Street and the raindrops hitting the windshield. Eric and the
Animals are coming through the Caddy’ s speakers, “White Houses,” and at least that’ s one thing about
the night that’ sal right by her.

“We'rethere?’ she croaks, her mouth dry as ashes, and reachesfor the pint bottle of George Dickel she
stashed beneath the seat before leaving Rhode Idand. “Why thefuck isit so dark?’

“Not quite there, but close enough,” Sheldon replies. “Timeto rise and shine, Sleeping Beauty.”
“Fuck you.”

“Babe, if | thought there wastime—"

“Why isit so dark?’ she askshim again. “What' s up with the streetlights?’

“Power’sout. The storm, | expect.”

“Jesus, | need agoddamn drink,” Soldier says, changing the subject, and her hand has to grope about for
only amoment before it closes around the neck of the bottle lying on the floorboard behind the hedls of
her army-surplus boots.

“The Balliff wants you sober for thisone,” Sheldon says and glances anxioudly at Soldier as she unscrews
the cap.

“The Balliff doesn’t pull the fucking trigger, now, does he? Why don’t you shut up and watch the road?’

Old Hill Burying Ground rises up on their l€eft, countless listing rows of date and granite markerslined up
likeadutiful army of stone soldiers gathered together benegth the swaying boughs of oaks and hemlocks,
an army of the dead standing guard since sometimein 1634. And Soldier remembersthis place, the



delivery they made there ayear or so back, one of her first rides with Sheldon, and they |eft aheavy
leather satchd sitting outside one of the vine-covered mausoleums. She never found out what wasinside
the satchel, never asked because she never wanted to know. It isn’t her job to know.

Shetakesadrink of thewhiskey, and if it doesn't quite drive away thefog in her head, it'sahalfway
decent start.

“What timeisit?’ she asks, and Sheldon shrugs.
“You got awatch, lady,” hesays. “You tel me.”

Instead, she takes another swalow of George Dickdl, rubs at her eyes, and watches the night dipping by
outside the hearse. Sheredlizes that she's sweating and unzips her shabby bomber jacket, a WWII
antique she took off a corpse a couple of years back. The fleece lining is nappy and moth-eaten and
worn gtraight through in afew spots.

“It' samogt threethirty,” Sheldon sghs, checking hiswristwatch when it’s clear Soldier isn't going to
check for hersdf. “We made pretty good time, dl things considered.”

“Y eah? All things considered, looks to me like we re cutting this pretty goddamned close,” shereplies,
tightening the cap on the whiskey bottle. “If we miss Bittern—"

“—then | suppose we' re fucked, good and harsh. But we' re not gonnamiss him. Ain’'t no way that card
game sgonnabreak up until dawn, right? No way, lady, especialy not with thisblow. Hell, he's
probably into Jameson for ten or twelve Gs by now, easy. Ain't no way he'sgonnawalk with that many
Franklinsontheline”

“Look, man, dl I’'m saying iswe're cutting it close. It would have been niceif we d had alittle more
notice, and that’sdl I'm saying.”

Sheldon Vde dowsfor atraffic light that isn't working, then steersthe hearse off High Street onto North
Main. On theradio, Eric Burdon's been replaced by the Begtles “Continuing Story of Bungaow Bill,”
and hereachesfor the knob.

“Don’'ttouchit,” Soldier says.
“Oh, comeon. I’ ve been ligtening to this crap since Providence, and | fucking hate the Bestles.”

“Why don’t you just worry about getting us to Bittern and forget about what's on theradio,” Soldier tells
him and returns the bottle to its spot benegath the seat.

“| should have let you deep.”
“Yeah,” she says, “you should have let me deep.”

“He gives us as much notice as he can,” Sheldon says, and it takes Soldier a second or two to figure out
what he means, to remember what she said about the Balliff.

“You think s0? Y ou think that’show it iS?’
“Wher€ sthe percentage in doing any different?’
“You redly think it'sdl that Smple?’

Sheldon snorts and turns left onto State 133 and crosses the swollen, muddy |pswich River.



“What | think is| was driving thisroute, running for the Bailiff, when you were dtill shitting your digpers,
and maybe old Terpsichore and Danalis got their plansdl laid out for you, dl right, but you don’t know
even half as much about operationsasyou liketo let on.”

Soldier laughs, then goes back to staring out the window. “ That was a mouthful, Sheldon. Wereyou
rehearsing that little speech dl the way up from Providence?’

Sheldon frowns and wipes condensation off theinside of the windshield with his bare hand.

“Y ou know that’ sgonnastregk,” she says. “And you know how the Balliff feds about hand prints and
Stresky windshields”

“Yeah, wdl, | can’'t fucking see.”

Soldier shrugs and folds down the passenger-side sun visor. There salittle mirror mounted there, and
she staresfor amoment at her reflection, stares at the disheveled woman staring back at her—the puffy,
dark half circles beneath her bloodshot eyes, haf circlesthat may aswell be bruises, her unkempt,
mouse-colored hair that needed a good cutting two or three months ago. There' san angry red welt
bisecting the bridge of her nosethat’ Il probably leave ascar, but that’ swhat she getsfor picking afight
with one of the ghouls. She sticks her tongue out at hersdlf, then folds the visor up again.

“You look like shit,” Sheldon Vae says, “in case you need a second opinion.”
“Y ou're adamned helpful cunt, Shelly.”
“Shit,” he hisses, glancing a therearview. “1 think | missed the turnoff.”

“Yep,” Soldier says, pointing at agreen street Sgn. “ That' sthe fucking Argillaright there. Y ou missed it.
Guessthat’ Il teach you to keep your eyes on where you' re going, instead of |etting yourself get distracted
by my pretty face”

Sheldon curses himself and Jesus and afew of the name ess gods, dows down and turnsaround in a
church parking lot, dinging mud and gravel, and then the hearse’ swhedls are back on blacktop, rolling
aong with the rubber-against-wet-asphat sound that’ s aways reminded Soldier of frying meat. Soon
they’ re on the other side of theriver again, retracing the way they’ ve just come, |eft turns becomerrights,
and there sthe cemetery once more.

“What' s on your mind, old man?’ Soldier asks, because he might be an asshole, and he might have shitty
tagtein music, but Sheldon Vae can usudly be counted on to get you where you' re going without alot of
Jjiggery-pokery and switchbacks.

“Y ou think they’ re gonnakill that kid?’ he asks her and turns off the highway onto aroad |leading avay
towards the salt marshes and the sea.

“Don’t you think she'skind of got it coming?’ Soldier asks him back, and then she hasto stop hersdlf
from reaching for the bottle again. “1 mean, she knew the fucking rules. Thisisn't some first-year
squesker. She's one moon away from Confirmation. She should have known better.”

“She'sakid,” Sheldon says, asif maybe Soldier hasn't quite entirely understood that part, and he dows
down to check aroad sign by the glow of the headlights. “Town Farm Road,” he says, reading it aloud.
“Man, just once | wish someone elsewould pull thisroute.”

“Kidsscrew up,” Soldier says. “Kids screw up all thetime, just like the rest of us. Kids screw up, and it
getsthem killed, just exactly liketherest of us”



“So you think they’ re gonnado her?”’

“No, | didn't say that. But thisis some pretty serious shit, Shelly. If we' rereal damn lucky, it' snot so
serious that we can't put it to rest by visiting Mr. Ass-for-brains Joey Bittern and—"

“She'sjust akid,” Sheldon saysagain.

“Some rules, nobody getsto break,” Soldier says, watching the haf-glimpsed houses and marshy fields
and the trees that seem to appear out of nowhere rush past the hearse and vanish in the night behind
them. “Some rules you don’t even bend. And thisisn't anything you don’t dready fucking know.”

The Beatles make way for Jefferson Airplane, and Sheldon looks at the radio in disgust, but doesn’t
reach for the knob.

“Grace Slick isafat cow,” he says.
“Not in 1967 shewasn't.”

Sheldon mutters something under his breeth and stares straight ahead at the rain-dick road, the yellow
dividing line, the stingy bits of the night reveded in the headlights. And Soldier’ sstarting towish she'd
asked for another driver, beginning to wonder if Sheldon’sup to thisrun.

“ Someone does something like this” she says, “I don’t careif it’sjust somekid or one of us, Madam
Terpschore or the goddamn Baliff himsaf—"

“Y ou've made your point,” Sheldon tells her, and then he turns the whed asthe road carries them deeper
into the marshes leading away to the Eagle Hill River and the Atlantic.

“You just don't mess around with shit likethat,” Soldier says, knowing it’ stime to shut the fuck up about
thekid and let him drive, timeto start thinking about the shotgun in the back and exactly what she’ sgoing
to say to Joey Bittern when they reach the old honky-tonk at the end of Town Farm Road.

“I just don't think it’ sright,” Sheldon Vae mumbles so softly that she barely catches the words over the
radio and the storm and the whir of thetires on the road.

“Wholelot of crazy shitain'tright,” shereplies, then begins snging dong with “Don’t Y ou Want
Somebody to Love?’ while Sheldon drives the hearse, and Soldier tries hard not to think about whatever
isor isn't happening to Sparrow Spooner back in Providence.

In the night Above, the dying ssorm hammers cold-rain nails and gusting wind down upon the quaintly
ancient and indifferently modern rooftops of deeping Providence, filling meta spouts and concrete gutters
far past overflowing, choking sewers, drumming at windowpanes, and wearing away sidewaks and date
shingles and gravestones bit by infinitesmal bit. Demons never die quietly, and aweek ago the sorm was
aproper demon, sweeping through the Caribbean after her long ocean crossing from Africa, a category
five when shefindly came ashore at San Juan before moving on to Santo Domingo and then Cuba and
Florida. But now she'sgrown very old, as her kind measures age, and these are her degth throes. So she
holdstightly to this night, hanging on with the desperate fury of any dying thing, any dying thing that might
once have thought itsdf invincible.

But there' s still magick left in her, thewild, incaculable sorcery of al storms, great and smdl. Shewields
invisble gde-force tendrilsthat whip and weave themsd ves through the groaning limbs and branches of
an enormous oak tree that has stood watch at the Old North Burid Ground since aforgotten



late-summer day in 1764 when it was planted here by Mercy Tillinghast, widow of Colonel Peter
Mawney, planted here that something strong would stand to mark hislife and her grief, something to
shade the family plot from the wide Rhode Idand sky. But now two hundred and forty-six summers have
come and gone, and the tree, like the storm, isan old, old creature. The wind does not so much kill it as
helpittodie helpingit to findly lie down asitsroots at last pull free of the soggy ground. It falls across
the graves of Colond Mawney and hiswife and their children and grandchildren, shattering headstones
and driving broken limbs deep into the earth.

Eighty-five miles north and east of the cemetery, Sheldon Vae comesto the end of Town Farm Road
and killsthe Caddy’ sengine, and the changeling named Soldier stares eagerly, anxioudy out acrossthe
night-and rain-shrouded marshes.

And back in Providence, in the world Below, deep within the labyrinth of catacombs and chambers
excavated by the ghouls al those long millennia before the first white men came here, like this sorm, from
landsfar across the sea—down there, the sound of the tree falling isthe rumbling grandfather of all
thunderclaps. The children assembled before Madam Terpsichore and Magter Shardlace (who have
been joined now by Master Danalls and Madam Mnemaosyne) look up towardsthe celling of the
chamber, and more than afew of them cry out in surprise or fear or alittle of both. Madam Terpsichore
raises her scarred and shaggy head, waiting to seeif the layers of earth overhead will hold. It would be
amogt ironic, shethinks, if the evening’ s proceedings were to be interrupted by so smple, so random a
thing asafaling tree. They might die here, al of them, ghul and pup and changeling brat, victims of a
universe with less than no concern for their petty laws and taboos and ideas of justice.

“Bedill, dl of you!” she growls, perking her ears, flaring her nogtrils, listening as the rumbling,
root-cracking, wood-splintering cacophony quickly subsides, as dust and loosened bits of dirt and stone
sft down and settle over her wards. She counts her heartbesats, waiting for the collgpse, for acrushing,
smothering buria they would al deserve, venturing so near the surface on anight like this. But apparently
they’ re not meant to die tonight, and the celling of the chamber holds, braced up by strong pine timbers
and brickwork arches. Terpsichore whispersahurried, grateful prayer and crosses her heart three times.

“Luck favorsfools” she sneers and bares her teeth for Master Shardlace, who hasfinaly come dinking
out from behind his sycamore roots to grovel before Danaiis and Mnemosyne.

“Thisisavery serious matter,” Master Danalis grunts, and brushes dust from hisfur.
“Soismy life, dear sirrah,” Madam Terpsichorereplies. “ So are the lives of my students—"

“A matter to be settled swiftly,” Danailis continues, as though he has not heard her or doesn't care,
“before further and greater damage is done. Damage we can't undo.”

“Yes, yes,” Shardlace smpers. “ That' s exactly what | wastelling her only amoment ago. That’ swhat |
was saying, precisdy.”

Terpsichore turns and snaps her jaws at Shardlace, half wishing for afight, for afair and incontestable
chance at hisbare throat. But Shardlace only whines and withdraws once again.

“Surely,” she mutters. “ Then let’ s have ourselves done with it.” And Madam Terpsichore yanks away the
burlap hood covering the head and shoulders of the mortal man who has been led through the stormy
night, across the wide cemetery, and down into the chamber by the pair of changeling couriers who found
him hiding at the center of acircle of sdt and hen’ s blood, mumbling the Twenty-Third Psam, insgde his
tiny apartment at 7 Thomas Street. The man isbald, and his eyes are the color of clay. When he seesher
face, the bald, brown-eyed man doesn’'t scream, but hislips tremble, and he shuts his eyestight. Master
Danalls sands on his right and Madam Mnemosyne on his|eft, and the two changelings who brought him



here are waiting near the rear of the chamber, should hetry to run.

“Thisishim?’ Madam Terpsichore asks, and she barks out adry laugh. “ This pathetic...thismanisthe
fearsome magician who has so inconvenienced me and mine? Isthisajoke, Danalis? If so, it’ sapoor
jest, indeed. He' s no more than adrowned rat, near as| can tell.”

The man’s clothes, awhite T-shirt and blue jeans, are soaked through and streaked with mud, and
rainwater drips from hislong salt-and-pepper beard and off the end of his nose. Sparrow Spooner, till
knedling at her mistress' feet, glances at the bald man and seesthat he' slost hisleft tennis shoe. It' s hard
to tell what color his sock might befor al the mud.

“Sparrow, isthishim?’ Madam Terpsichore asks, staring down at the changeling girl. “Isthis cringing,
sodden rat standing here before me the man with whom you have spoken of our secrets?’

“Hesad—"
“We ll get tothat, child. | smply asked you if thisisthe man.”

“Yes,” Sparrow Spooner replies, “that’ shim.” And sheimmediately goes back to looking at the man's
muddy fedt.

Madam Terpsichore nods once, then tells the man to open his eyes. When he doesn't, she leans forward
and whispersin hisear, “Would you prefer, rat, that we open them for you? It would be a pleasure, and
thereafter there would be no danger of my having to ever ask you again.”

“I"ve done nothing wrong,” the man says unconvincingly, and Madam Terpsichore grins and licks her
lips

“Open your eyes, witch.”

The bald man breathesin deeply, exha es the musty, mushroom-scented air, and then opens his
clay-colored eyes. He stares into the devouring black-hole pupils of the creature that will be hisjudge
and, most likely, his executioner before this stormy night hasfinished. He struggles againgt histerror and
panic to fashion atill place somewhere degp insde himself, amenta sanctuary that hefillswith an
arbitrary litany of mathematics and hermetic symbols, afamiliar, impromptu order to Sand against the
suffocating chaos of hisfear.

“Isthis not what you’ ve worked for, what you wished for, Mr. Higginson?” Madam Terpsichore asksthe
man, leaning so closethat her siff gray whiskers brush painfully againgt thetip of hisnose, and he
flinches. “Isn't thiswhy you’ ve seduced our poor darling Sparrow into betraying usal?’

“Shecametome,” hereplies, trying too hard to sound courageous, trying harder still not to shut hiseyes
agan.

“Yes, rat, she did. She cameto you; she dlowed herself to be lured to you, and for that, | promise, she
will be punished. But you laid the trgp, Mr. Higginson.”

“I...1 know...what you are,” the bald man stutters. “I’ d seen so much aready. The child, shewas...was
only ameans of further affirmation.”

“You, drrah rat, know nothing!” Madam Terpsichore snarls and placesthetip of one clawed index finger
lightly againgt his|eft temple, pressing only hard enough to draw athin trickle of blood. “Even now, when
you believethat al your careful, exhaustive researches, your divinations and discoveries and unholy

dreams have a |ast been justified, that you have been rewarded with some haf-imagined truth; even now



you il know nothing, nothing whatsoever.”

“I know that you'reredl,” he says, the words dipping recklesdy from hislips. “Yes, | know
something...| know about Iscariot and Narcissa Snow, about William Wellcome, and, by the gods, |
know afew things about Richard Pickman, too.”

“Y ou will not dare repesat those names, Mr. Higginson,” Madam Mnemaosyne admonishes. “ Those names
are not spoken here, not ever.”

“I’ve even seen one of Pickman’ spaintings,” Elgin Higginson continues undaunted, because he can't
imagine he has anything left to lose. Beads of sweat and rainwater roll down hisbrow and sting his eyes.
“Did you redly think you’ d found them dl? That you' d destroyed them al?’

“Enough,” Master Danalls barks and then shoves the bald man so hard that he almost loses his balance
and falls. “The child should offer her testimony now. There' s nothing more to be gained by listening to this
man.” Mesdames Terpsi chore and Mnemaosyne nod and murmur their agreement.

“Yes,” Madam Terpsichore says. “ Sparrow Spooner, who has passed unscathed through her first two
trials, who was chosen by the Cuckoo even before her birth and has been among usfor al her short life,
will spesk now, asis her right and duty.” And the ghoul looks down at the child knedling beside her.

“What ese do you want meto say?’ the girl asks and glances nervoudy up at the bald man.

“Only what you have dready told me and Master Shardlace—how this man, by duplicity and deceitful
magicks, drew you forth from the warrens, from whence you were forbidden to |eave before your
Confirmation, and how he then tricked you into divulging secrets entrusted to you by the Cuckoo.”

“But I've dready told you,” Sparrow says, still looking up at the bald man, at the rivulet of blood
creeping down theleft sde of hisface. “ That' shim. HE sthe one.”

“Yes, dear, but you now must tell usin his presence.”

“I don't seewhy,” the changdling mutters and turns away. All of them are watching her, waiting—all the
other students, her ghul masters and mistresses, and the odd bald man from Above who let her walk with
him benegath the sun. “There s nothing that | haven't dready said. Nothing important.”

Madam Terpsichore exchanges aquick glance with Master Danalls and then drops down onto her
skinny haunches, her aged knees and anklebones cracking loudly from the sudden exertion. She placesa
hand beneath the child’ s chin and gently turns Sparrow Spooner’ s head until she' sgazing into the girl’s

eyesagan.

“Do not forget that your own fate will be determined thisnight,” Madam Terpsichoretellsthe changeling.
“The decision has dready been made to spare your life, but a penance may yet still be uttered that will
make you regret our mercy.”

When Sparrow Spooner opens her mouth to reply, the ghoul daps her so hard that her earsring, and she
bites her tongue. Madam Terpsichore s claws leave five parallel gashesin her pale flesh, ragged crimson
wounds that will become scarsthat the changeling will carry dl her life, however short or long that might
proveto be.

“Now, do asyou' ve been bidden,” Madam Terpsichoretells her, and when the girl beginsto sob, the
ghoul raises her hand asif to strike her again. “Don’t you dare cry, Sparrow Spooner. | shal not abide
that human wesknessin my sight.”



“Leave her done,” the bald man says, and he takes a step towards Sparrow Spooner. “If you want to
hurt someone, hurt me.”

“Don't worry, rat,” Madam Mnemosyne replies, pulling him back, showing him damogt dl of her yelow
teeth at once. “We shdl do that, momentarily. But thereis an order to these things. Do not be impatient
for your undoing. It'scoming.”

“We rewaiting, child,” Master Danalls saysirritably.
Hiseyesarelikefire, Sparrow Spooner thinks. His eyes are like spoonfuls of fire.

And then she wipes her nose and does as she' s been told, because she' s seen enough in the eight years
since the Cuckoo ddivered her to the warrens dug deep beneath College Hill and Federa Hill, benegath
Swan Point and the Old North Burial Ground and St. Francis Cemetery, to know that the ghouls hate the
contrivances of human speech too much to waste their breath on idle threats. She faces the bald man
named Mr. Higginson, the man who bought her frozen lemonade and taught her seven new words for
green. The man she showed a particular mausoleum on the west bank of the Seekonk River. The man
she drew acrude map for and answered questions she knew she shouldn’t. The man she daydreamed
might one day become her father.

“I'm sorry,” she saysto him, and then Sparrow Spooner tdlls the ghouls everything they want to hear.
\Y,

At the windy nub end of Town Farm Road, where the asphalt has turned to gravel and mud and

potholes, Sheldon Vae and Soldier St in the hearse, listening to the rain falling hard againgt the roof of the
Caddy. Sheldon lights a Marlboro Red and passesit to Soldier, and she takes a deep drag and keeps
her eyes on the place where the uneven edge of the road vanishesinto tall brown marsh grassand

cdtalls.

“ S0, you redly think they’ re gonnakill her?” Sheldon asks.
“Fuck, will you shut up about the kid? Right now, the kid ain’t our problem.”
“What if they know we re coming? What if—"

“Sheldon, shut up asecond and listen to me,” and then she takes another pull off the Marlboro and holds
the smoke until her head beginsto buzz, then exhaes through her nogtrils. “ They don't know jack shit,
okay?| scried this one mysdlf last night. | scried it fucking twice, okay, and they don’t know bupkes,”
Soldier says, slently daring Sheldon to make a crack about her less than stellar magickad abilities.

“All the obfuscation linesarein place,” she continues, “and they’ re working like gangbusters. Trust me.
Those assholes are Sitting in that dive playing fucking New Y ork stud, drinking beer, talking trash, and
they don’t know we re coming.”

Sheldon lights another cigarette for himsalf and sighs. “Y ou know | get the shakes” he says. “That' sall.
Give meaminute and they’ Il pass. Givemeaminuteand I’ll beright asrain.”

“| swear, Sheldon, it's beyond me how you ever madeit through the trids.”

“It wasn't apretty sight, I'll tell you that,” he says, and laughs, then stares out the driver-side window,
looking past hisreflection at the chain-link fence and NO TRESPASSING signs where the Ipswich town

dump begins.



“Y ou ought to cut the lights,” Soldier says and taps her Marlboro against the rim of the ashtray. “You're
gonnakill the battery, and I’min no mood to have to walk dl the way back to town through this shit.”

Sheldon shrugs and switches off the headlights. The rainy night swallowsthem at once, and Soldier gazes
out at the marsh again, waiting for her eyesto adjust to the darkness.

“I've never gotten the shakes,” she says. “Not even once. The Balliff, hetold me | would, but it never
happened.”

“Yeah? That's’ cause you' re such a coldhearted little bit of jam.”

“Fuck you, Shelly. It just never happened, that’sall,” and then Soldier considers asking him to turn the
radio back on, but she doesn’t. There’ sno moretime for music. No more time for anything but the job.
Timeto be quiet, to focus, timeto get her act together and find the frequency of this night. That’s how
she dwaysthinks of it, the frequency of the night, like turning the dia past Satic and white noiseand dl
the crap you don’t want to hear, turning the did until you find just the right station.

“I dill can’t believe Bittern thought he could get away with this,” Sheldon says. “1 mean, | know he’ snot
the brightest bulb in the pack, but Jesus...”

“What difference doesit make? Ten minutes from now he' sacorpse. Who gives asick? The whys and
wherefores aren’t our concern.”

“When he got tight with those assholes down in Jersey, | told the Bailiff then it'd cometo this, sooner or
later. A little creep like Bittern getsit in his head hel s gonna play mobster with the big boys and—"

“Stopit,” Soldier growls and snaps her fingers afew inchesfrom his face; Sheldon shuts up and goes
back to staring at the dump. “Hell, you go on like that long enough,” she says, “and | will get the shakes.”
She decides she' s had enough of the Marlboro and stubsit out in the ashtray.

“Y ou got your goggles, right?’ Sheldon asks her.

“I can seejust fine without them. I’'m going infirst, but you better be right there to cover my ass; you
understand me?’

“Yeah,” hereplies, crushing out hisown cigarette. “I think | can handleit.”

Soldier reaches beneath the seat and retrieves the bottle of Dickd. “Not aword,” she says before
Sheldon can remind her what the Bailiff told him about keeping her sober. Then she has onelast drink
before it sarts, before the shitstorm barreling her way, one to keep her warm, and she tucks the bottle
out of Sght again.

“Let’sget thisover with,” she says and pullsthe black Beretta 9mm from the shoulder holster inside her
jacket. Soldier popsthe clip and runs her thumb quickly acrossthe shells, counting off al eight Browning
cartridges one by one.

“Man, | hopeyou'reright about thelines,” Sheldon says, reaching for the twelve-gauge Ithaca and the
box of shellsbehind his sest.

“Tel methelast time | waswrong,” Soldier replies and didesthe clip back into the Beretta, then pullsthe
dide, chambering the first round. She flips off the safety, presses the gun to her lips, and shuts her eyes,
whispering ashort prayer to Mother Hydra.

“And no onewaks out of theredive,” Sheldon says, and one of the shotgun shellsdipsfrom hisfingers



and rolls away into the darkness between hislegs.
“That' swhat the man said. No onewalks. Y ou' ve got the gasoline?’
“Fve gdlons. That ought to do the job.”

“Yeah,” Soldier says, returning her pistal to its holster. “ That ought to do the job. Try to get afew of
those shellsin the gun, okay?’

“Yeah,” Sheldon replies and almost drops another one.

“And hurry the hell up.” She reachesfor the other shotgun, the massive Mag-10 Roadbl ocker she picked
up after some asshole Thelemite wearing Kevlar body armor and seven different deflection sigilshad
come at her with agoddamn Sears Craftsman chain saw afew months back.

“That’ sascary fucking gun,” Sheldon says. Y ou expecting something in there besides Mr. Bittern and
his cardsharp buddies?”’

“You just watch my ass, Shelly. Let me worry about the big scary monsters, okay?’

Sheldon finishesloading his shotgun and smilesanervous smile at her. “It'saded, lady. I'll ook at your
ass, and you'll kill dl the bad guys.”

“Y eah, you crack me up,” Soldier says and opens her door. Therainiscold, colder than the November
night, and she knows she'll be drenched long before they reach the door of Quaker Jameson’s
roadhouse.

“Doyou seeit?” Sheldon shouts at her across the roof of the hearse, shouting to be heard above the
gorm. “I don’'t seeit anywhere.” She glances over her shoulder at him, and he’ sfiddling about with the
resolution lever on hisgoggles.

“You just fucking follow me,” she says. * Forget about those things.”

Thewind wrapsitself about her, giving the rain teeth, whipping at her clothes and the exposed skin of her
face asthough thisis something persond, like maybe the storm has decided it has avendetta againgt her.
Soldier grits her teeth and squintsinto the stinging rain. She can see the path leading away through the
marsh grassto arickety, crooked catwalk and, beyond that, the low, sagging roof of Jameson’s place.
There sthefaintest blue-white glow surrounding it al, agentle, constant pulse of pale dabaster light, the
last little bit of the glamour that she can’t see through. Perhaps, shethinks, if the chegpskate son of a
bitch would hire ahafway decent witch, then she might need goggles, too. But she doubtsit.

“| il don’t fucking seeit,” Sheldon muitters, but thistime sheignores him. She' sfound her frequency, the
clear channd she needs to see this whole mess through, and she knowsthat he'll follow her, that he'll be
where she needs him to be when she needs him there. The big shotgun is heavy and solid and comforting
in her hands, and that’ s something else she knows she can rely on.

Soldier can’'t hear the gravel crunching beneath her boots, not over the wind, but she can fed it. She
steps across adeep puddle and into the tall grass, and the gravel isimmediately replaced by mud. Even
through the storm, she can smell the marsh and the backwaters of Paine Creek, that musky, fishy odor
that’ snot so very different from the smell of sex. And dl of it makes her stronger, the gun and the storm
and the marshes, the knowledge of the flooded creek flowing to the river that flows, in turn, down to
Plum Idand Sound. Now that she has the frequency, now that she's so hard in fucking tune, there’ sno
such thing as distraction, only these sensations and her concentration growing so sharp that it dmost
hurts. Ten more steps carry her from the mud and out onto the catwalk; she can fed the weathered old



boards squeak and flex as she moves quickly towards the roadhouse.

“Hell, that place was stuck together back before the Revolution,” the Bailiff said once, some other night
when she' d had some other business out at Quaker Jameson’s. “ Started out as a whorehouse for the
Masonic and Rosicrucian types, some place they could dip their wicksin whatever struck their fancies
without drawing too much attention, if you get my drift. Mr. Benjamin Franklin himself had afew good
pokesin that place.”

Thirty-three more steps, and Soldier reaches the wide |landing where the catwalk meets the front porch.
Thelight from dectric lamps leaks out through the milky antique windowpanes, and thisis probably the
only placein dl of Essex County with eectricity tonight, she thinks, wondering if it's an enchantment or
just a backup generator. She steals a quick look over her shoulder, then, just to be sure, and there's
Sheldon Vaein hisridiculous goggles. He motions towards the roadhouse with the barrel of hisown
shotgun, and Soldier gives him the thumbs-up. Sheldon nods his head, and she reaches for the door
handle, something ornate cast in copper gone cancerous with verdigris, black and green shades of
corrosion, and in the last ingtant before she touchesiit, the handle sparks. A single fleeting arc of
sun-colored light that bridges the space between her palm and the handle, and she curses under her
breath and jerks her hand back.

“Fuck this,” she hisses and grips the handle, squeezing hard againgt the protective charm, collgpsing it into
something so small and ineffectud it couldn’t even fry an ant. She fedlsthe magick coursing through her
and bleeding off into the night, losing itself in the turmoail of the slorm. And then the door swings open
wide, bathing her in yellow incandescence, and Soldier pumps the shotgun once as she steps across the
threshold and pointsit at thefirst thing that moves.

A skinny, redheaded boy in a Sex Pistols T-shirt stares back at her from the other end of the
Roadblocker. He drops the serving tray he' s carrying, and five or six mugs and a couple of shot glasses
shatter when it hits the floor, spraying beer and whiskey at her feet.

“On your fucking knees, faggot,” she snaps at him, and a second later the boy’ s spread out on the
roadhouse floor with al that beer and broken glass. Soldier swings the shotgun around and tekesaim at
the table where Joey Bittern and Quaker Jameson and two others have dl put down their playing cards
and drinks and are watching her. One of them’samorning gaunt, perched there on abar stool like
something that would happen if a stork knocked up an orangutan, and the other, seated acrossthe table
from the gaunt, is an orchid-skinned demon smoking a cigar and looking about twice as pissed off as
anything she' s ever had the misfortune to come across.

“Y ou told us the door waslocked,” the demon says and turns away from her, glaring at Jameson from
benegth its scaly beetled brows. “Y ou dso told uswe' d hear her coming.”

No one said anything about demons, Soldier thinks, channeling the thought the way that Madam

Mel pomene taught her years ago, sending it straight back at Sheldon, to the spot by the doorway where
she hopeslike hdl he' still standing. I'm pretty goddamn sure the Bailiff didn’t say dick about any
fucking demons.

There sno reply, nothing rolling back from Sheldon’ s mind to hers, and Joey Bittern grinslike acartoon
wolf and lights acigarette. HE sabig man, half Portuguese, haf Narragansett Indian, one hundred
percent asshole, and he blows asmokering at the rafters supporting the high celling.

“Y ou'refifteen minutes late, Soldier,” he says and pretends to check a nonexistent wristwatch. “What
held you up, Mr. Vae?Y ou missthat turn again?’

“Put your fucking hands down on the fucking table,” Soldier says. “All of you. Now!”



“See, I'm thinking this game s alittle steep for your tastes, sweetmests,” Bittern says and blows another
smokering a the calling. “1’m thinking you talk like abig dog, but when the chips are down—if you'll
excuse the pun—you got nothing to bring to the table but talk.”

“That' sagoddamn big motherfucking shotgun,” Quaker Jameson says nervoudy.

“Y ou said we d hear the bitch coming,” the demon says again, and then it picksits cards up off the table.
“I liketo pissed mysdf.”

“| said put your hands on the table—"

“Thisisabout the little Spooner girl, right?’ Joey Bittern asks her. “ Am | correct in assuming that those
mangy curs down on Benefit Street have sent you out here to dap my paddies for pointing our friend Mr.
Higginsonintheright direction? That'sdl | did you know, point him—"

“Tak tome, Shelly,” Soldier says, tightening her finger on thetrigger. “Tell methat you' re fucking back
there somewhere.”

“Oh, I'm back here, Soldier girl,” Sheldon replies, “but | think you better be quiet and listen to the man.”

And thereit is, presto-change-0, abrafuckingcadabra, suddenly plain as daylight, and there’ sno time | eft
to think about how fucking stupid she' s been, how she should have seen it coming, how the Bailiff should
have seen it coming amile away. She'sin the frequency, and she pullsthe trigger, but the Mag-10
answerswith ahollow, harmlessclick.

“Very thoughtful, Mr. Vae,” Bittern says. “It's good to see you' re the dependable sort. An eyefor
detalsand dl thet.”

The morning gaunt makes agurgling sound that’ s probably meant to be laughter. The air between her and
the card table has begun to shimmer and twist back upon itsdlf, like heat rising from blacktop on a
summer’ sday, and so she knows that the four at the table have been removed from the reach of bullets,

anyway.

“Shdly,” Soldier says, speaking ascamly as she can sill manage, “do you even begin to have any idea
how much shit you'rein?’

“Youjust let meworry about that,” hetelsher.

“Well said, Mr. Vae” Joey Bittern mumbles around thefilter of hiscigarette. “Y ou’ re aman of few
words, but you choose them well.”

“Did you learn that from afucking fortune cookie?’ Soldier asks, her eyes moving quickly from Bittern to
the orchid-colored demon, from the demon to Jameson to the gurgling night gaunt. “ Give him a chance,
helll talk your goddamn ear off. Ain't thet right, Shelly?’

“How about we cut thefuckin’ la-di-dachitchat,” the demon scowils, “kill the changeling bitch, and get
back to the game? Or maybe, Joey, you think al this drama s gonnamake me forget how far in the hole
you ae?’

“See, Soldier? Some people just aren’'t cgpable of savoring the moment,” Bittern laughs and shakes his
head. “ They dways have to be rushing things. Some people’—and he glares at the demon—"they just
don’'t quite appreciate the sheer, astounding elegance of deceit doneright.”

“Whatever they decide to do with you, Shelly,” Soldier says, reaching into her jacket for the 9mm, “I just



hopeit’'sgoing to hurt for along, long time.”

And then she hears Sheldon Ve take a step forward, the soles of his boots scuffing acrossthe
floorboards, her senses jacked up so goddamn high and tight that she even hears hisindex finger squeeze
the Ithacal strigger, hears the hammer fal, and then there' s thunder—the night cracking open to show the
storm precisaly how it’ s done, to teach it something about tempest and destruction. There' s no more than
afoot between the muzzle of the shotgun and Soldier, and it tears through her easy as a hot knife through
butter...

.. and she’ sstumbling, faling towards the demon’ s shimmering bulletproof barrier, driven forward by the
forceof thebladt...

...and there€’ sawet spray of blood and bone and mangled entrails moving out before her, the lead shot
opening her like abutcher’ s prize sow, like a bouquet of bloodflowers, like Noah’ s goddamn forty-day
flood...

And seconds (tick)

have become (tock)

entireminutes.

Soldier shuts her eyes because she doesn’t want to have to die looking at her own guts and stinking Joey
Bittern’ sugly, fucking grin. He skilled me, she thinks, and wondersif dl that crazy shit Madam
Terpsichore and Master Danalls taught her about M other Hydra and Father Kraken and the liveswaiting
for her out past death is anything more than pretty storybook tales designed to

make...

this...



esSe.

I’ll know in amoment, she thinks, and then dl theworldispain.

And

then

“And no onewalks out of theredive,” Sheldon says, and one of the shotgun shells dipsfrom hisfingers
and rolls away into the darkness between hislegs.

“That’ swhat the man said. No onewalks. Y ou’ ve got the gasoline?’
“Five gdlons. That ought to do the job.”

“Yeah,” Soldier says, beginning to remember things that haven’t happened yet, an instant of d§avu so
strong that it's nauseating, so strong it dmost seemsto knock the breath from her lungs. She gripsthe
Beretta, her hand trembling just the dightest bit, and she does’t return it to its holster. “Yeah,” she says
again. “ That ought to do thejob. Try to get afew of those shellsin the gun, will you?’

“Yeah,” Sheldon says and amost drops another one.

“Chrigt, you' re aclumsy asshole, Shdly,” she whispers and swalows, her throat dry as August dust, and
right now she’ d give dmost anything for whatever’ sleft in the bottle benesth the seat. Sheldon dipsan
orange shell into the Ithaca 37 Classic and looks up at her.

“What' swrong?’ he asks.
1] WI,H?’

“Youlook likeyou just saw afucking ghost,” he replies and takes another shell from the box. “1 told you
to stay sober. The Bailiff told you to stay sober.”

“Whét the hdll did they offer you?” she asks, and when helooks up again, Soldier raisesthe 9mm and
putstwo in his skull, right between the eyes. Bang, bang. Easy asfalling off alog, exactly what the doctor
ordered. Sheldon Vae dumps back againgt the driver-side door of the old hearse, and hiswhole body
shuddersonce and is till.

“Y ou sold me out, you bastard,” she whispers. “Y ou fucking sold me out.”

She setsthe pistol on the dash and reaches for the bottle of whiskey beneath the seat and sitsdrinking it,
listening to the rain and watching the dim alabaster glow wresthing Quaker Jameson’ sroadhouse. Theair
trapped insde the hearse smellslike cordite and blood, cigarettes and whiskey. When the pint’s empty,



Soldier lays the bottle down next to her and reaches for the Mag-10 tucked behind her sest.
“Fivegdlons,” shesays. “Yeah. That ought to be plenty.”
\Y

Sparrow Spooner opens her eyes again when the man from Above beginsto scream and pray to the
Catholic god he abandoned more than haf alifetime ago. Sheisn't sure how long she's been huddied
there, donein this muddy, dark corner of the chamber, naked and shivering beyond the candielight.
Madam Mnemaosyne laid her down here when they’ d finished taking two fingers from her left hand, and
shetold Sparrow not to move amuscle and to keep her eyestightly shut and her mouth shut tighter till,
unless she wanted worse than she' d dready gotten.

“When we are done, she must remain useful to us,” Madam Terpsichore said to the other ghouls, before
the cutting began. “ She 4till has potential, this one, despite the gravity of her recent indiscretions.” And
Sparrow understood that Madam Terpsichore was the only thing left standing between her and the full
wrath of the hounds. They would have seen her dead—Danalis and Mnemosyne and that mongrel
bastard Shardlace who' d sniffed out her forbidden liaisons with Mr. Higginson. They would have made a
terrible example of her, something for the rest of the Children of the Cuckoo to see. Would have carved
her up like abody taken for the dissection dab and then hung dl the divided bits of her throughout the
warren, her hands and feet and innards strung on baling wire and dried grapevines and left to rot, left for
the other changelingsto see again and again and again.

Master Shardlace wanted them to take her tongue, that she might never utter another of their secrets.
Madam M nemosyne suggested that a binding geas would be more appropriate and far more effective
and would not so diminish her value as a courier and messenger. But, in the end, Master Danaiis | eft the
decison to Terpsichore, and she asked only for two fingers from Sparrow Spooner’ sleft hand, the
pinkie and ring finger. They used one of the ceremonia knives, carved from greenish sogpstone and
graven with images of the writhing, many-eyed daughters of Mother Hydra. Madam Terpsichore
cauterized the sumps with a pinch of belladonnaand afew words of musical, aien language, some
arcane tongue that Sparrow hasyet to learn. The ghoul threaded the severed fingers onto plastic fishing
line and hung them about Sparrow’ s throat.

“Youwill wear that until | say otherwise,” Madam Terpsichore told her, and then Madam Mnemosyne
carried her to the spot where she now sits with only the earthworms and tiny white mushrooms for
company, listening to the man named Higginson scream.

Sparrow Spooner opens her eyes, even though no one' stold her that she could, and she squints past the
gloom and the ache in her hand that has begun to move dowly, steadily up her entirearm. Madam
Terpsichore has spread wide her long, clawed fingers, jabbing them towards the night sky hidden by the
celling of the chamber, above the falen tree and the Old North Burid Ground, above Providence and the
storm, and she' s calling out the names of gods and darker things. Asfor Mr. Higginson, Sparrow sees
that he' s been given to the ghoul pups and changdlings, dl of whom have left the places where they were
gtting and are clambering over histhrashing body. It isn't often that they get fresh mest, fresh and living
mest, and it doesn’t get any fresher than this; so thisis one more part of her punishment, that she will not
be permitted to take part in thisrarest of feasts, even though it’s her doing that the man’s down here.

Madam Terpsichore asks dmighty Father Kraken to let this business end here, tonight, with no further
repercussions. Sparrow knowsthat particular prayer, the snipping of adangling thread, the tying off of a
knot againgt any maleficent consequence. She beginsto whisper it dong with the ghul, then stops, too
distracted by the man’ s screams and the vicious feeding noises of her peers. Two of the pupsare
wrestling over adippery, fat length of intesting; Sparrow Spooner’ s empty stomach growls, and shelicks



her lipshungrily.

Madam Mnemosyne and Master Danalls bark and yap their encouragement to the frenzied,
blood-spattered pack, and Master Shardlace laughs and mocks the screams of the dying man. Madam
Terpsichore squats next to Mr. Higginson, brushing aside two or three of her students, and she snatches
the man’ssoul asit exits hisright ear like agreasy puff of smoke. So, Sparrow thinks, he' |l be dead
soon, and | won't ever get afather. | won't even get so much asasingle mouthful of him.

And then she fedls something wash over her, something quick and dizzying and bittersweet that she's
never felt before, something that she might amost have mistaken for smple dgavu (which, she has been
taught, isonly the memory of the world flowing backwards through her from the end of time), if not for
the way Madam Terpsichore turns and looks at her—a questioning, startled look from her red eyesto
ask, Youfdt that, too, didn’t you, child? The others seem oblivious, but last semester Sparrow Spooner
ranked first in her Discord and Continuity class. She has often felt very faint things before, subtle or
fleeting magicks and cosmic shuddersthat dmaost everyone e se has missed. Thingslike the summoning
that Mr. Higginson cast over the warren below the yellow house on Benefit Street, drawing her out into
the day.

Begtill, Madam Terpsichore' seyes say. Be till and be silent. We will spesk of thislater. And then she
looks away again, squeezing the captured soul until there' s nothing left in her palm but adull green,
pea-soup-colored stone, which she swallows at once.

One of the older changelings, atall, blond-headed boy named Nehemiah Swest, bites through the man’s
carotid artery, and Mr. Higginson isfinaly gone, gone forever, body and soul and everything in between.
And then Sparrow Spooner closes her eyes again, shuts them tight as she can, just like Madam
Mnemosyne said she should; shetries hard not to hear the ddlicious sounds of bone snapping and blood
spilling and teeth ripping through sinew and gristle, triesto hear the storm till raging overhead instead.
She doesn't et hersdlf think about what she might or might not have felt, whatever it was or was't that
Madam Terpsichore might, or might not, have felt aswell. The pain from her missng fingers hepsto
digtract her, the pain and the faling rain Above and the thunder, and before the others have finished with
Mr. Higginson's carcass, she' sadeep.

VI

When Soldier isfinally done with the twenty-three incantations that have forever sedled the doors and
windows of Quaker Jameson’s roadhouse, the measured, angry stream of syllablesto secure every loose
board and ill-fitted sheet of corrugated a uminum—and maybe she' s not much of amagus, but, by the
Mother and Father, she knows how to plug a hole—she begins emptying the five gasoline cans. The
demon and the morning gaunt have dready gone, of course. Thiswas never their fight, just something
they cameto see, alittle mortal entertainment to interrupt the monotony of their long, long lives. The
demon went down, vanishing into some deep, secret cavern or melding seamlesdy with the weethered
metamorphic strata below the marsh. The gaunt went straight up, aglittering, firework ghost climbing into
the low clouds and disappearing with adistinct crack. Soldier knew better than to try to stop ether of
them.

By thetimethelast of the gallon cansis amost empty, Jameson and Joey Bittern have both given up
trying to escape and have started making her promises, offers of power and money and sex and other
things that she either doesn’'t need or has dll she wants. They presstheir lips to the windowpanes and
shout for her to see reason and stop. They make threats and curse the hounds and every changeling ever
golenfromitscrib or stroller or the arms of its mother. Shelistensfor alittle while, stlanding therein the
rain, and then she turns and walks back to the muddy edge of theroad, trailing the last of the gasoline
behind her.



“I"'m thinking this game salittle steep for your tastes, sweetmeats,” she whispers and lights one of the
highway flares from the Caddy’ s glove compartment. It paints the night with asizzling ruby glow, and for
amoment Soldier holdsit a arm’s length, staring into the hesat and brightness, the dazzling inferno
cocktail of potassum nitrate, magnesium, strontium, and sulfur.

“I’'mthinking you talk like abig dog,” she says, and imagines she hearsthe roar of Sheldon’s shotgun
again, imaginesthe pain asit tears her gpart and the smirk on Joey Bittern’ sface. “But, when the chips
are down, you got nothing to bring to the table but talk.” And then she tosses the flare away, towards the
tall grass and the catwalk, and Soldier watches as the flames rush hungrily back towards the roadhouse.

Vil

Updarsinthe big gray house on Angdl Street, Emmie Silvey liesin her bed, ligening to therain
drumming against the roof and the bedroom window. Her father is Stting on the edge of the bed. HE's
been reading to her from one of her books, Moon Mouse, but he keeps pausing to listen to the storm.
Thislast time there was a sudden cracking sound from the sky just as Arthur the mouse asked his mother
how far away the moon is, a sound that might have been thunder, and he stopped reading and stared at
the black, rain-dicked window.

“Deacon, it'sonly thunder,” Emmie says. “What does Arthur’ s mother tell him?’

“Baby, how many timesin the last three years have | read you thisbook?’ he asks her, but hisvoice
sounds deepy and far away. He' s been drinking tonight. She can smell it. She can dwayssmdl it.

“I don't know,” she replies, because she doesn't. Sadie bought her the book before going away to New
York, gaveit to her for her fifth birthday. Insde the cover, Sadie wrote, Happy fifth birthday, my

bel oved moonchild. And she explained to Emmie that she' d been born on Halloween night, just asthe full
moon wasrisngin the sky.

“Deacon,” Emmie says again. “What happens next?’

“Oh,” her father says, turning away from the window and smiling deepily down at her. “Y ou know, |
could read you another book tonight. How about some Dr. Seuss? Or Where the Wild Things Are?’

“No, | want to hear how far away themoonis.”

Her father sghsand looks at the book lying openinhislap. “Very far,” hetdlsher. “1t was farther than
the meadow. Farther even than the farmer’ s cornfield. Farther than the whegtfields.”

“Golden whest,” Emmie says, correcting him. “ Farther than the fields of golden whest. | cantdll you're
only pretending to read.”

“Yeah,” hesaysand smilesat her. “Kiddo, you know this old book by heart. Y ou don’t need meto read
it to you anymore.”

“I need to hear theway you say it.”

“Isthat s0?1 think you're just being ornery.”
“What' sornery?’

“What you'rebeing,” hereplies.

“That' sanother of your Alabamawords, isn't it?’



“Not redly,” Deacon says. “Lots of people who never lived in Alabamasay ornery.” And then he
continues reading, and Emmie goes back to listening to hisvoice. There salittle bit of adur from the
beer, but it' s still something comforting againgt the rain and wind and lightning. Arthur the mouse crosses
the meadow and the cornfield and the golden whestfield and finaly climbsan old fire escape up to the
moon, which ismade of yelow cheese, just like his mother said that it might be. He shows her the
picture, the big wheel of Swiss on someone skitchen table, Arthur the mouse dipping in through an open
window.

“It should be white,” she says, as she amost always does, and her father nods and agrees with her, ashe
amost dways does.

“Yes, but thisispostic license” he says.
“What' sthet?’

“Permissontolie” hetellsher and goes back to reading. Arthur the mouse runs home to his mother, and
hetells her how he nibbled a the moon.

“Hewould have broken histeeth on therocks,” Emmie says and rolls over on her left Sde to face the
window.

“Yes, | imagine hewould ve,” her father says.

“When is Sadie coming home?’ she asks, and he sighs again. Whenever he sighs, the beer smell grows
stronger, and she wrinkles her nose.

“Sadielivesin New Y ork now, Emmie. Y ou know that.”
“We could go see her. We could ride thetrain.”

“Maybe when the weather’ swarmer,” her father says, and Sartsreading again. Arthur isalarmed at the
half-moon, amazed that he managed to nibble so much of it away.

“We could go seethe dinosaurs,” she says, “when we go to see Sadie”
“Wewill. I promise. We Il go to see the dinosaurs. Do you want meto finish this?’

“I' know how it ends,” she says, wishing the rain would stop so she could see the moon again, to be sure
it was dtill up there, so she could fal adeep without the sound of the stormin her ears. “He didn’t edt it
dl. Heonly nibbled.”

“| told you that you know this story by heart,” her father says. | told you that you were being ornery.”

“Y ou know everything,” Emmie says and wiggles farther benegath the warm flannel sheets and blankets
and the quilt that Sadie bought when she went to Tennessee. The quilt is white with autumn-colored
maple leaves gtitched one to the other.

“I don't know everything.”
“Y ou know magic,” Emmiesays.
“No, baby, | just know afew tricks. I'vetold you, it an’'t nothing but tricks.”

Emmie nods her head, though sheisn't sure that she understands the difference. 1 want to hear some
music,” shesays. “1 want to hear Doris Day.”



“It'stoo latefor music,” her father says. “Y ou haveto get up for school—"

“It'snot too late for music. Musicisn't like stories. Y ou don't have to ook at the pictures.”
“If | play Doris Day, will you goto deep?’ he asks, and she nods again.

“But you have to say with meuntil I'm adeep,” shetelshim.

“It'sonly rain,” her father assures her. “It can't hurt you, you know?’

She watches the rain stresking the glass amoment, pelting the windowpane like it wantsinsde, and she
thinks maybe Deacon doesn’t know everything, after al.

“*You Are My Sunshine,’” she says.
“Yes, well,” her father says, “it’ svery sweset of you to say s0.”

“No, slly,” Emmie says and turns her head to frown at him. “That’ s the song | want to hear. | want you
toplay ‘You AreMy Sunshine.’”

“And you promiseyou'll goto deepif | do?’
“If you promiseto stay with me until | do.”

“Thenit'saded,” Deacon Silvey says and stands up, wobbling alittle, and crosses the room to the shelf
where Emmie kegpsdl her CDs. It takes him only amoment to find the disc with “Y ou Are My
Sunshing’ on it, and that’ s something else that Sadie gave Emmie. She hasthree Doris Day CDs, and
they weredl giftsfrom Sadie. He hates Doris Day, and sometimes he thinks thiswhole thing, his
daughter’ s fascination with Doris Day, isaplot to drive him the rest of the way insane. He pressesa
button on Emmi€’ s pink and white Hello Kitty stereo, and the lid pops obediently open to accept the
CD.

“When'sit gonnastop?’ Emmie asks.
“What?Y ou mean therain?’

And she doesn't answer right away; while he waits, Deacon forwards the CD to track five, setsit on
repeet, and presses the button marked PLAY . In amoment the room isfilled with the shrill din of
accordions and the steady thump thump thump of a double bass.

The other night, dear, as| lay deeping...

“Yeah,” Emmie says. “When' stherain gonnastop?’

“Soon,” hereplies. “It' | sop tomorrow. By thistime tomorrow, it’'ll have blown al the way out to sea.”
“That’sgood,” she says, and Deacon goes back to sit on the bed with her.

“It'sonly rain,” shesays.

“Nothing but,” he assures her and leans over to kiss her forehead. In the lamplight, her yellow eyes seem
amost golden. He brushes afew strands of ash blonde hair from her face,

“It doesn't scareme,” shetells him, sounding asthough sheredly meansit.

“That's’ cause you'reabig girl now, Emmie. Big girlsdon't have to be afraid of sorms anymore.”



And he gtswith her, listening to the rain and thunder, listening through the rain for anything el se that might
be out there in the night, the things he’ s spent the past eight years listening and waiting for. The polka
music fillsthe room, and he stays with Emmie until she' sadeep. Then he switches off thelamp. The
night-light will be enough until morning; Emmi€e s never been afraid of the dark.

Y ou are my sunshine, my only sunshine,
Y ou make me happy when skiesare gray ...

Deacon Silvey switchesthe stereo off on hisway out of the room, pausing amoment to be sure that
Emmie doesn’'t wake up. When she doesn't, he leaves her and pulls the door shut behind him.

Parallel Lives

One need not be a chamber to be haunted,
One need not beahouse....

—EMILY DICKINSON

ONE
Emmie

E mmie and Deacon sit together on one of the long antique benches lined up neetly ingdethe old
Kingston Station, daughter and father waiting impatiently with al the other people headed south to New
Haven or New Y ork or wherever itisthey’redl bound at haf past eeven on acold Saturday morning in
February. Old Kingston Station instead of Providence Station because Deacon says he likesthe long
drive, and, besides, he has afriend in West Kingston he hasn’t seen for awhile. He ssipping at a can of
Diet Peps from avending machine near one of the windows, and Emmieis slently wishing that thetrain
would hurry up. Shelovestaking thetrain to see Sadie, even when she hasto ride alone, even when her
father istoo busy with his shop to go with her. She pretends she's EvaMarie Saint in North by
Northwest, or she pretendsthat al the sights rushing by outside the windows of the Amtrak are places
that she's never seen before, exatic, far-off places from the books she' sread, or shejust Sitslistening to
the reassuring drone of the wheedls on the tracks and pretends nothing at al.

“Did you pack your toothbrush?’ her father asks, and Emmie nods her head, even though she didn’t
pack her toothbrush because she has another one at Sadi€'s. “ Did you think to pack clean underwear?’
he asks.

“Yes,” she says, wishing hewouldn't ask her questions about her underwear in public.
“Morethan one par?’
“Y es, Deacon. More than one pair.”

There saround mirror mounted halfway up thewall directly in front of them, the sort of mirror she'sseen
in convenience stores so the clerkswill know if anyone s shoplifting, stuck up there between awide bay
window and the door with aglowing red-orange exit Sgn mounted above it. Emmie watches herself and
her father, the two of them caught in that distorted, fish-eyed reflection. She nods her head, and the girl in
the mirror nods her head, too.



“Why are you nodding your head?’ Deacon asks, and Emmie shrugs. The girl in the mirror shrugsright
back.

“l just fdtlikeit.”
“Oh,” Deacon saysand gpshisPeps. “I thought | might have missed something.”
“No, you didn’'t missanything,” shetelshim.

In the mirror, her father iswearing the gray wool swester she gave him for hislast birthday, the sweater
and apair of corduroys, and she can see the puffy reddish half circles beneath his green eyes, the half
circles he gets when he' s been drinking too much and deeping too little. The half circlesthat mean he's
gpending too much time remembering things he shouldn’t. Her own eyes are amost the same color as
sunflowers, and they glint faintly in the morning light. She’ sthe only kid in her school with yellow eyes, the
only person she' sever seen anywhere with yellow eyes. Sadie says it meansthat her soul isgolden, and
she'll live to see more sunny days than rainy nights, but Deacon saysthat’ s bullshit and nonsense, that it
doesn’t mean anything at dl that her eyesare yellow. He sayslots of people have ydlow eyes. Thefat
black tomcat that lives next door with askinny old man named Mr. Bloom has eyes dmost the same
color ashers.

“Don’t you talk to strange people,” her father says, staring down at his soda can.

“How do | know if they’ re strange people?’ she asks, even though she understands what he means.
“What if they'rejust pretending to be normal and fool me?’

“Don't talk to people you don’t know.”

“Eventhe seward?’

“No, Emmie, not even the steward.”

“But what if she sstrange?’ she asks, dill watching their reflection in the round mirror on the wall.

“Thedamntrain’slate,” Deacon says, though Emmi€ s pretty sureit isn’t. She knows it means he does't
want to talk about strange people anymore.

“You' regonnamissme,” she says. Deacon shrugs his broad shoulders and takes another swallow of
Diet Peps, then wipes hislips on the back of hisleft hand.

“Yes, youwill, too,” shetdlshisreflection. That other girl’ slips movein unison with hers, the girl with the
same yellow eyes and shoulder-length black hair and the same new pink-and-white, zebra-striped fur
coat as Emmie. Maybeit’ snot amirror at al, shethinks. Maybe it'sawindow. That’s an old thought,
onethat she' s never even told Deacon about, that mirrors might really be windows, that there might be
some other world with some other her, and every now and then the two of them just happen to pass by
the same windows and see each other and play this mocking game.

“Y ou got the money | gaveyou?’

“Yeah,” Emmiereplies, suddenly bored with the mirror and looking down at her shoelacesinstead. “I got
it”

“And your cdl phone's charged?’
“Modtly. It'scharged enough.”



“When you get back,” her father says, setting the empty can down on the station floor between hisfedt,
“we || bake some of those snickerdoodle thingsyou like. I'll take aday off and we'll seeamovie or
something like that. Maybe we' Il drive out to the Beavertail Lighthouse and watch the waves. What do
you think?’

“Sure. | guess0,” Emmie sighs, not bothering with the least bit of enthusiasm because she' s never
thought watching the waves out a Beavertail Point iseven hdf as much fun as her father seemsto think it
is, and she kicks at her backpack with the toes of her boots. 1 think thetrain’slate,” she says.

“No, it'snot,” her father tells her, but he checksthe clock on thewall anyway. “It’ snot quitetime yet.”
Then hetugs at the zipper of Emmi€' s coat and smiles. “How’ s the new coat working out for you?’ he
asks. “Does Santa Claus have good taste or what?’

“I know al aout Santa Claus,” she says, and asmal brown bird lands on the window ledge, fluttersits
wings, and then pecks at the ill.

“Do you now?" Deacon asks, and he cocks one eyebrow and rubs at his chin, rubbing at the rough and
mostly gray stubble growing there because he hasn't shaved for afew days. She knowsthat he knows
she doesn't believe in Santa Claus anymore, and that heisn’t really surprised, but she doesn’t say so.
She smilesfor him and kicks her backpack again. “Well, hell,” he says. “I guessyou also know al about
getting too old for presents and toys and such, then, right?’

“No. I'm dill akid,” shereplies. “And kids get toys on Christmas, whether they believe in Santa Claus or
not. It'sarule”

“A rule? Now, | don’t know about that.”

And then thetrain’s pulling into the station, right on time, give or take aminute here or there, and the
woman behind the ticket counter istalking loudly over the PA, reciting destinations and train numbers.
Some of the peoplein the waiting room have started getting to their feet, shuffling their bags about, talking
among themsalves the way people talk whenever something’ s about to happen. And others, the ones
who were dready standing, are moving out onto the platform, out into the freezing Rhode Idand morning.
Emmielooks a the window again and redizesthat dl the noise has frightened the bird away.

“I don't haveto go,” Emmie says, turning away from the window and towards her father. “1 could stay
with you.”

“What' swrong now?’ Deacon asks her, the lines on his forehead wrinkling so she knows he' sworried
or confused or both. “Y ou’ ve got your ticket, Emmie. And Sadi€’ s expecting you. All I’ ve heard out of
you for the last two weeksis how much you want to go to New Y ork and see Sadie.”

“But | could stay,” she says, glancing back at the window, the place where the bird had been. “1 could
day if you wanted meto.”

“Areyou Sck?’ he asks and presses apam to her forehead.
“No. I’'m not sick, Deacon. I'm fine.”

“Thenyou'rebeing slly,” he says and picks her backpack up off the station floor, lifting it in avery
decisive, end-of-discusson way. “I’ve got alot of work to do thisweek. Y ou’ d have to spend half your
winter break hanging around the shop with Jack.”

“I likethe shop,” she says so softly she'' salmost whispering, wishing the bird had picked adifferent
windowslI to land on.



“You d be bored out of your skull, and you'd drive him crazy in the bargain.”
“I said | like the shop, Deacon.”

“You like New Y ork, too. And that’ swhere you' re going. | know how much you’ ve been looking
forward to this. Y ou and Sadie both.”

“Yeah,” Emmie sighs, admitting defeet, reluctantly admitting that Deacon’ sright, but aso starting to relax
alittle. Seeing the bird there she flt confused, trying to clearly recollect something that she' d spent alot
of timetrying hard to forget, and then, remembering, shefelt angry and guilty and scared. She wanted to
go back home with Deacon and lock hersalf in her room, wanted to forget about trains and New Y ork
City. But now the smal brown bird isgone, and it seemsto have taken al those bad fedingswithit, and
she can look forward to the trip again. Now shefedsslly, just like her father said, and she smilesup at
him and points at the door to the platform.

“| got atrainto catch,” she says, just like someonein amovie would say.
“You sure?’ Deacon asks uncertainly. “If you redly don’t want to go—"
“I’'m okay. | wasworried about you, that’sal.”

“Yeah?Wel, don’t you do that. I'll be cool asamoose, kiddo. | dwaysam.”

“Okay,” she saysand smilesfor him again. Emmieresstsalast glance a the windowslll and lets Deacon
lead her out into the cold, out onto the platform with al the other people.

She was dmost seven when the thing with the bird happened, the thing that there was no way to take
back and, she' d discovered, apparently no way for her to forget about, either, no matter how hard she
tried. Deacon said that’ s how it dwaysworked, that the harder you try to not remember something, the
harder it is not to remember. “ Just try not thinking of awhite € ephant sometime,” he would say, like she
was supposed to know what he was talking about. It hadn’t been awhite e ephant. She' d never even
seen awhite eephant and thought he might have made them up. It had been agtarling, astarlingon a
Saturday afternoon in October, the scraggly remains of the autumn leaves clinging stubbornly to the trees
up and down Angell Street, dll their bright colorsturned dark and dull by the cold. Listening to the way
they rustled againgt one another in the wind, Emmieimagined that' s what beetleswould sound like, if
beetles ever learned to talk.

The big rhododendron bushes growing around the front of their house were still green, though the ferns
were turning shades of yellow and brown and dying back for the winter. She was playing on the porch
while her father watched televison, and at first she mistook the sounds the bird was making for the dry,
rustling noises of the dead leaves. She had brought al her dinosaurs, the ones that Sadie had sent her,
down from upgtairs, and she' d lined them up on the porch rail—the Styracosaurus and Triceratops, the
Parasaurol ophus and spiny Edmontonia, the Tyrannosaurus rex and the A patosaurus rearing up,
enormous on its hind legs. She wasn't sure exactly what the dinosaurs were about to do, because she
always liked it to be a surprise, whatever happened next, but she knew that there would be trouble.
There was almost way's trouble when she let the Tyrannosaurus too near the plant-eating dinosaurs.

And then Emmie noticed the starling, lying in the grass not far from the bottommost step. It was watching
her nervoudy with itstiny black-bead eyes, and its breast feathers shimmered in the sunlight like oil onthe
road after athunderstorm. Right off, she could tdll that there was something wrong with it, the way the
bird was holding itsleft wing crookedly, the way it wasjust lying there, watching her.



“Fly away, bird,” shesaid, but it didn’t. Shetried to ignore it and go back to playing with her dinosaurs,
moving the Triceratopsin between the Tyrannosaurus and the other herbivores. The meat-eater was huge
and his mouth wasfilled with teeth like knives, but his belly was soft, and he was afraid of the
Triceratops long horns. The frustrated Tyrannosaurus hissed, and the Triceratops let out athroaty
bellow to say it wasn't going away, and if the Tyrannosaurus wanted something to et it would haveto
look el sewhere.

Down in theyard, the starling ruffled its feathers and hopped clumsily once or twice, then lay till again.
Emmielooked over her shoulder at the front door and the living room window. She couldn’t see Deacon
and thought that he might have gone to the bathroom or to get something from the kitchen. He'll be back
inasecond, shetold hersdlf, and tried to concentrate on keeping the Tyrannosaurus from sneaking past
the Triceratops.

The sarling ruffled its dark and speckled festhers again, flapped at the air with itsright wing, and made a
hoarse sort of whistling whooee sound.

“Shut up, bird,” Emmie said. “ Shut up and fly away.” The Triceratops lunged at the Tyrannosaurus, but
her fingers dipped, because the sarling was distracting her, and she knocked the horned dinosaur off the
railling and into the ferns and rhododendron |leaves below. “ Shit,” she hissed, hissing like the hungry
Tyrannosaurus, cursing the way Deacon does when he can't find the remote control or whenever a
lightbulb blows.

Whooeg, the starling whistled.

“That’ syour fault,” she scolded the bird, then looked again to seeif her father had come back. He
hadn’t, and now she’ d have to go down the stone porch steps and dig about in the bushes for the
escaped dinosaur. Now she' d have to walk past the starling.

Whooeg, it whistled, and then it made an anxious clicking sound and fluttered itsright wing.

“If youwereasmart bird,” Emmie said, starting down the steps, “you wouldn't fly into windows. If you
were asmart bird you wouldn’t make so much noise.” As she got closer, the bird tried to hop away, but
kept tumbling over in the grass and weeds. It was easy to catch the sarling, and Emmie kndt in the
shadow of the house and stroked its back with an index finger. The bird stared up at her with its black
eyes and trembled in her hand. She could tell that itsleft wing was broken, and probably one of itslegs,
too, and there was blood and bird shit matted in its feathers. It was warm, and she could fed its heart
besting, beating so fast it should burst.

| ought to tell Deacon about you, she thought. Deacon would know what to do with ahurt bird. But the
wordsin her head felt more like something she’ d thought along, long time ago than something that she
was thinking right then. She' d forgotten al about thelost Triceratops; it was getting hard to think about
anything but the way the bird’ s heart was thumping againgt her palm, the fear in its glistening eyes, the
way it trembled more when she touched it than when she didn’t.

Gently she began to lift the wing that looked asif it might be broken, the left wing hanging limp and
seemingly usdless, but suddenly the starling stabbed at her hand with its sharp yellow beak. Emmie cried
out, though she was more startled than hurt. Where the bird had pecked her, near the base of her thumb,
there was blood, asingle crimson drop welling out of her, growing larger and larger, and soon it would
be running down her wrist and dripping onto the grass. She pictured the horns of the Triceratops piercing
the leathery flesh of the Tyrannosaurus' belly, gouging woundsto drive it away and maybe even kill it,
because, she thought, if you kill something, it can never try to hurt you again.

Deacon would know how to help you, bird.



The bird' s heart was besting so fast now that Emmie couldn’t tell where one heartbest ended and
another began. They had blurred together into one seamless sensation traveling out of the injured starling
and into her. Shefdt alittle dizzy, alittle Sck to her somach, but she felt something el se, too, something
that felt good. Something that made her heart beat faster, and al at once the rustling of the dead leaves
and the faded colors of the trees and the smell of the autumn day—everything—grew so perfectly clear,
it was as though she d never heard or seen or smelled anything in her life, nothing before that moment but
the dim shadows of things and never the things themselves.

The front door creaked open, and she heard her father’ s footsteps on the porch, and Emmie amost
turned to see, dmost turned to hold the bird and her bleeding hand out for him to fix, but the starling
pecked her again, harder than before, drawing still more blood.

And that’ swhen she closed her fingerstight around its body and squeezed. Her heart was racing, beating
amogt asfast asthe bird' s had beaten, and the yard and Angell Street and the sky beyond the trees, dl
of it was so very loud, so vivid, so perfectly defined, that there was no room left ingde her for the things
that Deacon was saying. They were only another part of the whole, only splinters that would distract and
ruinif shelet them, splintersthat would draw her back to that place where there was nothing but
shadows waiting for her. Emmie squeezed even harder, breathless now at the ease with which the
starling’ s bones snapped in her hand, at the contrast between cool, dry feathers and the warmth and wet
leaking out of the bird.

Somewhere Deacon was telling her to drop it, drop it, drop it now over and over again. And then his
hands were on her shoulders, pulling her up off her knees, shaking her so hard that her teeth clacked
together and she bit her lip. The blood tasted dmost as sweet and rich as chocol ate syrup.

And then it was over—just like that—and Angell Street was only a street again, and there was nothing at
al remarkable in the sound of passing cars or aleaf blower or the wind whispering through the maple tree
outside her house.

“Dropit!” Deacon shouted again, and she did.

Shewanted to tell him that she was sorry, because she was, because the starling was lying deed at her
feet, as broken and empty as anything she’ d ever seen, and she’ d done that. She needed him to
understand that she' d only wanted to help the bird, that its wing was broken, and it couldn’t fly, and

she' d wanted to find Deacon so that they could fix it. But her father was too busy cursing and dragging
her up the stairsto listen, too busy to hear what she couldn’t quite remember how to say. He dragged her
past the dinosaurs, across the porch, and into the house. She almost tripped going over the threshold, but
he caught her. He dammed the front door, and the lock clicked like breaking bones between his strong

fingers

He sgoing to kill me, she thought, certain that’ s just what she deserved for murdering a poor crippled
garling, an eyefor an eye, like she' d once heard someone say on TV, but then they were moving again,
al theway down the hall to the bathroom. Deacon made her st on the toilet seat while he ran hot water
inthe sink and found a bar of Ivory soap and awashcloth and a bottle of peroxide, and by the time he
turned back to her shewas crying.

Hetold her that he was sorry, held her and said that he hadn’t meant to scare her, that he was frightened,
too, and didn’t understand. He was afraid, he said, and she needed to explain what had happened. But
Emmie was sobbing too hard to talk, and after alittle while Deacon stopped trying to make her. Instead,
he used the soap and washcloth and hot water to clean dl the blood and bird shit and feathers off her
sticky hands, then cleaned out the places where the starling’ s beak had torn her skin, dabbed at the cuts
with the peroxide, and that made her cry even harder. He put two Band-Aids on her hand, one across



the other, hiding her wounds.

Later, after Emmie had stopped crying and he' d scrubbed her face and helped her change her clothes,
after he' d brought her dinosaursinsde (except for the Triceratops, which had still been hiding in the
bushes) and put the dead bird inside agreen garbage bag, there was atrip to the emergency room and a
tetanus shot.

“Birds and people can get alot of the same diseases,” hetold her while they were waiting to seea
doctor. “Y ou should dways leave them alone, especidly the sick ones.” And he did one of hismagic
tricksfor her, the one where he pullsanickel out of Emmi€’ s ear and then putsit in his mouth and spits
out aquarter.

That night shelay in bed, her arm aching from the tetanus shot, the Band-Aid cross gone and her hand
wrapped up in gauze like an Egyptian mummy’ s, and she listened to Deacon talking on the phone
downgtairs. She knew that Sadie was on the other end, even though she couldn’t make out many of the
words. The words didn’t maiter. She could tell from the tone of hisvoice. Emmielay there, listening,
waiting for deegp and not wanting it to come, afraid the dead starling might return when her eyeswere
shut. It would get out of the green garbage bag and sit on her windowsll, pecking at the glass, watching
her while she dept. It would cal out, Whooee, whooee, so dl the other starlingsin Providence would
come and do the same. If it could, it would change her dreams and make them into nightmares instead. It
would haunt her, so she wouldn’t ever be able to forget what she' d done. She listened to her father on
the phone and waited for the birds. And the last thing Emmie heard before finally falling adeep was
Deacon crying, and part of her wished that the starlings would come, that their hard yellow beaks would
shatter the windowpane, and the birds would carry her aoft and away somewhere she' d never haveto
hear that sound again.

It'sonly been ashort while sincethetrain left Kingston when Emmie Silvey firgt notices the woman
watching her, the woman sested on the other side of the aide and one row forward. Emmie’ sbeen
staring out the window, saving the book in her backpack for later on, when she gets bored with
Connecticut. They' ve just passed the Mydtic station, ahandful of white sailboats bobbing listlesdy in the
little harbor, afew fishing boats moored at wegthered piers, the wide gull-littered sky stretched out like a
painting above the water and the shore. She’ s sitting on the landward side of the car and was glancing
acrossthe aidefor abetter view when she caught the woman looking back at her. Not merely in her
direction, and certainly not a anything behind her, but directly at her. When the woman sees that

Emmi€ s caught on, she smiles and doesn’t look away. The woman has curly brown hair tied back ina
long ponytail, and she' swearing ablack lesther blazer with agray turtleneck swester undernesth.
Emmie' s close enough to see that the woman’ s eyes are a pa e hazel-brown; she does’t return the smile,
but goes back to looking out the window, wishing that there were someone sitting in the empty seat next
to her. A big man with ared beard and wind-chapped cheeks, perhaps, or an old woman who might
once have been aschoolteacher or alibrarian, someone like that in the vulnerable space between Emmie
and the brown-eyed woman.

She' snot redlly looking a me, Emmietels hersdf, though she knowsit isn't the truth. She was just
looking around the train, that’ sdl. And then Emmie tries to make a counting game from the pattern
printed on the back of the seat in front of her, the uphol stery pattern that reminds her somewhat of a
piece of hard candy or Sadi€’ srugs from Argentina. Broad bands of maroon on either side, then ariot of
vertica stripes straight down the center, narrow and even narrower bands of purple and greenish blue,
gray-blue, and rusty orange. She counts nineteen or twenty bands, though it’s hard to be certain exactly
how many there are, since some of the colors grade together, bleeding imperceptibly from oneto the



next. The blues and purples make up the outermost bands, with the orangey brownslocated at the
center. But the whole time Emmi€ sredly thinking about the brown-eyed woman, not the uphol stery
pattern, and, after only five minutes or so, she stedls another quick glancein her direction. Thewoman is
gill watching and smilesasecond time.

Emmie turns quickly away, not exactly frightened, not yet, because there are dways the sewards and
lots of other people crowded onto the train, but the woman' s definitely making her nervous now. Stop,
shethinks. Don’'t look at me again, pretending her mind can reach out al the way to the woman's sest,
can reach inside her head and make her want to do anything but stare at people she doesn’t know and
has no business spying on. Then the train dows down and shudders once or twice, rolling up to the
gtation platform at New London; some people get off and others get on, and Emmie sitswith her fingers
crossed, hoping that the brown-eyed woman is going only thisfar, or, a the very least, that someone
boarding will take the empty seat next to her. She watches the busy platform and waits, but no one Sits
down beside her, and when the train is moving again, she risks another peek and seesthat the woman is
gill gtting right there, so maybe sheintendsto ride al the way down to Manhattan. Emmie hauls her
backpack up into the empty sesat and tries to concentrate on the world rushing by outside the
windows—beds of granite and date carved to make way for the railroad; the twisted, arthritic fingers of
bare limbs against the sky; brick buildings boarded up and scarred with graffiti; abandoned warehouses
and gas dations, atiny, neglected graveyard sheltered by enormous evergreens. At the crossings,
automobileswait impatiently for the train to pass so that they can go on about their business. Everything is
just exactly asit ought to be, dl the familiar sghts and sounds of the trip, but she remembers her cell
phonein the front pocket of the pack and thinks about taking it out and calling Deacon to tell him about
the woman. And then she thinks about cdling just to hear the sound of hisvoice.

“Would you mind if | sat here?’ someone asks her, and “No, | don’t mind,” Emmie says eagerly before
she evenlooksto seewho it is, too relieved that the seat won't be empty anymore to care. But then she
turns her head, turnsto move her backpack from the seat, and she seesthat it’ s the hazel-eyed woman.
She' smuch taller than Emmie expected her to be, and there' s atattoo on the back of her left hand—two
intersecting triangles, onered, one black, forming a six-pointed star, and there’ s something that looks like
aT a thevery center. For amoment Emmie doesn't move, trying desperately to figure out away to tell
the woman that she' s changed her mind, that she wantsto be alone, or the seat’ staken, and her father
will be back from the restroom in just aminute or two. But the woman’s smiling, and her eyesare 0
bright that they almost make Emmie squint, and she moves the pack from the sest to her 1ap.

“Areyou going to New York?' thewoman asks, diding easily into the seat. Her voice sounds alittle
hoarse, like maybe she' s been crying or sick or she’ sonly hdf-awake. “ That’ s where I’ m headed, and
I’ve always hated not having anyoneto talk to on thetrain.” The woman holds out her right hand, the one
without the tattoo, for Emmieto shake. “My name' s Saben,” she says. “ Saben White. Andyou're...?’

“Y ou have atattoo,” Emmie says, not shaking the woman's hand.

“Oh, yeah. That,” Saben White replies and looks down at the design worked into her skin. “I’ ve had that
for along time. | forget about it.”

“What'sit supposed to be?” Emmie asks, hugging her backpack closer and wondering where Deacon is
now, and if he' sthinking about her, if he'sworrying about her.

“Wadl,” the woman says, frowning thoughtfully, examining her tattoo like maybe she' s never looked at it
closaly before. “ That' swhat’ s called the Sed of Solomon. It's called other things, too, but—"

“Who's Solomon?” Emmie asks, interrupting and not caring if it’' srude, becauseit’ salso rude to sare at
people you don’t know and then sit down where you' re not wanted.



“Hewas aking, the |sradlite king who built agreat temple in Jerusalem where the Ark of the Covenant
would be safe. To the Hebrews, he' s known as chacham mi’ kol hal adam—the wisest of al men.”

“Areyou Jewish?’ Emmie asks.
“Not at dl,” Saben Whitereplies.
“Then why do you have that tattoo on your hand?’

“Likel said, it's called other things, too. It means other things to other people besides the Jews. And it
keeps me safe.”

“Fromwhat?’ Emmie asks, squinting skepticaly at the woman.

“Oh, lots of stuff. All the things someone like me needs protecting from. Y ou'reavery curiouslittle girl;
you know that?’

“My father said | shouldn’t talk to you.”
“Did he? That’sodd. | don’t think your father even knowsme. | mean, | don’t know him.”

“That' sthe point,” Emmie replies, beginning to get annoyed at the way the woman seemsto betakingin
circles, the way she'sonly acting like she doesn’t know what Emmie€’ strying to say. “I don’'t know you.
He doesn't know you, either.”

“Oh, yeah,” the woman says and taps at her forehead with the ring finger of her right hand. “It’ sthat old
‘don’'t talk to strangers' routine. Okay—"

“So | think you should go back to your seat,” Emmie says.
“Isthat what | should do?’

Emmie sighs and looks out the window again. Thetrainiscrossing abridge, but sheisn't surewhich one
itisor whichriver it sferrying them over. The woman distracted her, and now she’ slost track of bridges
and rivers and just about everything else. This one' s wide enough to be the Connecticut River, but that
would mean that they’ re almost to Old Saybrook, and she' s not sure they could have gone that far
aready. It would also mean she' s somehow missed crossing the Niantic, and she never missestherivers,
one of theways she' slearned to measure the train’ s progress so she knows how much farther until New
Y ork and Sadie, how much distance has accumulated between her and Deacon. She doesthe math in
her head—it’ sfifteen minutes from Kingston to Westerly, ten minutes from Westerly to Mystic, then
fourteen minutes from Mydtic to—

“You'reright,” the woman says, and Emmie gets confused and stops counting stations. “1 don’t know
your dad, not personaly, and he doesn’t know me, but | do know who heis. He owns the old bookshop
on Thayer Street, right? 1’ ve been in there a couple of times.”

“Y eah, but lots of people know he owns the shop. That doesn’t mean you' re not astranger. Kidswho
talk to strangers go missing. It happensdl thetime, every day.”

“Hisnameis Deacon Silvey,” the woman continues, “and right now you' re on your way to New Y ork to
vidit your stepmom, Sadie Jasper. I’ veread al her books, by the way. So, see, you might not know me,
but I'm redly not such astranger, either.”

Emmie sares slently a the woman for amoment, wishing she could be sure which river is undernesth



her, feding lost and sorry that she didn’t lie and tell Deacon that she was fedling sick. He' d have taken
her back home if she had, and she' d be safein her own bed by now, and none of thiswould be

heppening.

“Y ou know my name, don't you?’ she asks the woman, who nods her head yes and picks abit of fuzz
off her gray swester.

“I do,” she admits. “And there€’ sagood reason for that, but | probably shouldn’t tell you what it is. Not
just yet, anyway. | shouldn’t tell you too much dl at once. | don’t want to frighten you.”

“Too late,” Emmie says, and now she'ssurethat it's the Connecticut River out there, and they'll be
stopping at the Old Saybrook station in just afew more minutes. “Y ou dready have.”

“I knew that | might, and I’m sorry about that. | promise, | didn’t want to upset you or your father.”

“What do you want?’ Emmie asks, kegping her eyes on the window now, the bridge ending astheriver
givesway to land again.

“Just to talk to you, that’sal. | swear. I’'m not going to hurt you. | won’t even touch you. Y ou mean alot
to me, Emmie.”

“Why isthat, Saben?Y ou don’t even know me, so how could | mean alot to you? That doesn’t make
any sense”

“Jesus,” the woman says, “ but you' re a precocious one, aren't you?’

“I know what that means,” Emmie says, because she does, and knows that sometimes adults pick words
that they think kids won’t understand.

“Of courseyou do. You'reasmart little girl, Emmie. | know al about that, too, about the school and dl.”
And now Saben White svoiceis starting to sound hoarser than when shefirst sat down, and Emmie
amogt asks her what’ swrong, if she’ ssick, then remembersthat she has no business talking to the
woman inthefirst place.

“I don't talk to strangers,” sheinggts.

“Kidsgo missng every day,” the woman says and nods her head again. “Y ou shouldn't talk to strangers.
Especidly not to strangers on trains. They' re probably the worst kind of all.”

“Deacon never told methat,” Emmie says, glancing back to the hazdl-eyed woman.
“I expect there' sdl sorts of things he hasn't told you. And things he never will.”
“What' sthat supposed to mean?’ Emmie asks.

“It meansthat | need to remember why | have thisthing,” she saysand points at the Seal of Solomon

tattooed on her hand. “Do you know what the sacred number is, Emmie? Has anyone ever told you?’
Emmie shakes her head; she' s noticed that aman ditting acrossthe aide from them, an old Asan man
wearing bifocals and ayelow scarf, islistening to what Saben Whiteis saying.

| could ask him to help, shethinks. | could tel him to make her leave me done.

“See these two triangles?’ the woman asks her. “The one pointing up, the black one, stands for fire and
masculine energy. Like your father. And the red one, that’ sfor water and for feminine energy, like your
mother. Or Sadie. Water and fire, so that’ stwo of the eements, and if you look at the way the base of



each triangle bisects the other just beneeth its gpex—that’ swhat you call the top of atriangle—"

“I know that,” Emmie says, till watching the old man, wishing that he’ d say something, anything a all.
I’ srude to stare, and he should tell her to stop doing it.

“Okay,” Saben White says hoarsaly, “when you look at how the base of each triangle bisects the other
just beneath its gpex, you find the symbolsfor earth and air, which givesyou al four of the
elements—fire, water, earth, and air. And atriangle has three Sdes—"

“That’swhy it'scdled a‘triangle’” Emmiereplies, and the old man in the yellow scarf blinks at her.
“Right, Emmie. Now, what do you get when you add three to four?’
“You get saven.”

“And seven isthe sacred number,” the woman says, and her eyes are shining like she' s about to start
crying. “ So, thisstar hereredly has seven points.”

Emmielooks from the useless old man back to the tattoo, counting off the points one by one. “No,” she
tells Saben White. “Thereare only six.”

“Only six that you can see,” the woman explains, and now the train has reached Old Saybrook, and
people are beginning to move about. The man with the yellow scarf has started reading a newspaper, and
Emmie gives up on him. “But there are till seven pointsthere. Three and four, but the seventh, it's
invigble”

“I don't think | believeininvisblethings,” Emmiesays. “I don't think invisiblethingsarered.”

“You'll learn otherwise. Sooner or later you'll learn that invisible things can be alot morered than the
thingsyou see. And sometimes that’ swhy they'reinvisble”

“That' sstupid,” Emmie mutters, and turnsto the window again, gazing out at Old Saybrook Station.
“Now you're not even making any sense.”

“I think I’ d better get off here,” thewoman says. “I think it'd be best if | got off here.”

“Yeah,” Emmie agrees, relieved because the woman wasn't a kidnapper or asex pervert after dl, just
some crazy person who can't count and doesn’t know how to mind her own business. “It’ s probably
best. | have abook in here | want to read.” And she pats her backpack.

“Y ou be careful, Emmie,” the woman says. “And listen, | know thisisn’t going to make much sense,
either, but you need to stay away from horses.”

“What?’
“Just whileyou'rein New Y ork City thistime, stay away from horses, okay? | think it' s very important.”

| think you' reanut job, Emmie almost says, never mind if it’'smean to talk to crazy people that way, and
she opens her mouth to say something else, but Saben Whiteis aready up and moving, pushing her way
between the other passengers. In only amoment, Emmie’ s completely lost sight of her, so she turns back
to the window and waits for the woman to appear on the platform, but she never does. A few minutes
more and thetrain pulls out, rolling on towards New Haven and Bridgeport and Penn Station. Emmie
forgetsdl about the book in her backpack, and the cell phone, too, and just watches the world through
the train window as the morning turns quickly to afternoon, trying to remember everything the woman



said about the Seal of Solomon, about four and three making the sacred number, in case she decidesto
tell Sadie or Deacon about it later. She might, and she might not. Sometimes she has no ideawhat the
right thing to do is, and maybe it would only make them worry.

There are no cloudsin the sky, but Emmie wishesit would snow, just the same.

Three years ago, not long before Sadie and Deacon findly stopped fighting, and Sadie |eft Providence
and didn’'t come back, Emmie woke late one night to find her ssepmother sitting done at the foot of her
bed. Emmielay very sill and quiet, unsure whether Sadie had redlized she was awake, afraid that this
was something important, something terrible, and as soon as Sadie knew she wasn't adeep any longer
she’ d begin talking, which would be the start of the terrible, important thing. Sadie was Sitting with her
back to the night-light, so Emmie couldn’t see her face, even though she could see better in the dark than
most people. Sadi€' s face was only ashadow, framed by her thick black hair, and Emmietried hard to
pretend that she’d comein to make sure everything was dl right or because she' d forgotten to kiss
Emmie good night (though she hadn’t). Maybe she' d heard a noise outside, acat rummaging about in the
garbage cans or the wind brushing around the eaves of the old house, and thought that Emmie must have
heard it too and might be frightened. Maybe that was all it was. She waited impatiently to find out,
listening to one of her favorite Patty Duke songs set on repest in her CD playe—"*The World Is
Watching Us’—one of the songs she most liked to deep to, turned down low enough so it wouldn't
annoy Deacon, who hated Patty Duke just as much as Doris Day.

“Hey there, pumpkin,” Sadie said very softly, and Emmie thought that she could almost see her
stepmother’ swords, like wisps of red velvet in the darkness. “I’' m sorry | woke you up.”

“That' sokay,” Emmiereplied. “It wasn't avery interesting dream.”
“I hatethose”
“Thisone wasn't even interesting enough to hate.”

“Wadll, those are even worse,” Sadie said, and then she didn’t say anything else for awhile, and Emmie
lay there and waited, because she didn’t know what €l seto do. Finally Sadie turned towards her, and
Emmie could see her faceilluminated in the glow of the night-light. Sadi€’ s eyes sparkled like wet blue
jewds. Emmie often wanted eyes the same color as Sadi€ s eyes; no one thought girlswith yellow eyes

were pretty.

“I need to ask you something, Emmie. | know that | can, because you' reavery smart kid. Hell, I've
never met akid as smart asyou.”

And so it was something important and terrible. Emmie shut her eyes again, shut them tight, pretending
thiswasjust another part of the very uninteresting dream that Sadie had interrupted. Sometimes she'd
rather she weren't so smart, or that Deacon and Sadie had never learned she was anything but anormal
kid who couldn’t be told the things that only grown-ups were supposed to know. Just another normal,
unremarkable girl with Sadie’ spaeblue eyes.

“I might be leaving soon,” Sadie said. “I might be better off living in New Y ork. It might be better for my
writing.”

Emmie opened her eyes again. The Patty Duke song ended and immediately started over.
“What about Deacon?’ she asked.



“I think Deacon might be better off with meliving in New Y ork, too. That’sone of thereasons|’m
consideringit. | didn’t want you to find out later and think | was keeping it a secret.”

“Does Deacon think he’ d be better off with you living in New Y ork?” Emmie asked, though she was
pretty sure that Sadie hadn’t yet said anything to Deacon about leaving, which meant shewaskeeping it a
Secret.

“We till need to talk about it. | wanted to talk to you firgt.”
“Don’t you think that’ s kind of backwards?’

And then Sadiejust stared at her for amoment, the same way her second-grade teacher had stared at
her when Emmie had memorized the entire multiplication table in one afternoon, the same way that her
father had stared at her when he discovered that she knew how to play the piano even though she'd
never had lessons. Emmie didn’t like that stare. It had dways made her fed like somethingin ajar.

“I don’'t know,” Sadie said at last and |ooked away again, the shadows hiding her face once more.
“Helovesyou,” Emmie said. “He d do anything for you. He told me that he would.”
“Hewon't sop drinking for me. Hewon't do it for you, either.”

And Emmiedidn’t argue, because she knew that was the truth, and there was hardly ever any point in
arguing with the truth.

“Y ou'regoing to divorce him?’
“That'snot what | said,” Sadiereplied. “I just don't think it’ s good that we live together anymore.”

Maybe thisisthe dream, Emmie thought. Maybe thisisthe dream, and it’ sbeing awake that isn't very
interesting. She wished that could be how it was, that it could al be as smple as her getting turned
around insde her head, and in the morning she' d wake up and tell Sadie, and Sadie would tell her what a
very slly dream it had been.

“I won't leave him,” Emmie said. “If that’ swhat you cameto ask me, | won't.”

Sadie took a deep, hitching breath and wiped at her face with the front of her T-shirt. “Yeah,” she said.
“That' swhat | thought you'd say.”

“Then why’ d you have to wake me up, if you aready knew?’” Emmie asked, feeling suddenly more angry
than sad or confused, and not caring if Sadie knew.

“I needed to be sure; that’ swhy.”

“Y ou can’'t make meleave him ether, Sadie. If you did, hewould...” And she paused, not sureif she
wanted to say what she wasthinking, afraid that saying it out loud might be enough to make it so. But
holding the words back was like being sick and trying not to vomit, and they came anyway. “Hewould
die, if we both left him. He wouldn't have anything if we were both gone.”

Sadie was crying now, and she shook her head. “I would never do that, Emmie. I’d never force you to
comewithme”

“But you want meto. You think that | should.”

“I loveyou, swestie, and | want what' s best for you, that’sal. But I’ d never make you come, not if you



want to stay.”

“He' smy father,” Emmie said and sat up, pushing back the covers. “He s my father, and thisismy
house”

“It'smy house, too,” Sadie said, amost asthough it was something she’ d forgotten and was trying to
remember, and she wiped her nose again. “ Jesus, I'm sorry, Emmie. | promised myself that | wasn't

goingtocry.”

“I think that was probably adumb promise,” Emmie said. “1 don’'t see the point in making yoursalf dumb
promises you know you can't keep.”

“I can’t stand the thought of being so far away from you,” Sadie said, dmost whispering now.

“Thendon't leave us,” Emmiereplied, hearing the bitein her voice, the recrimination, and feding only the
smalest bit guilty about it. “Nobody’ s making you go. No one said you should.”

Sadie took another deep breath and held it for what seemed like avery long time before Emmiefinaly
heard her exhde. “Thisishard, and you' re not making it any easier.”

“I’m not supposed to, Sadie. I'm just akid, and you' re my mother. | don’t care what' s best for your
writing, not if it meansthat you' re leaving me and Deacon done.”

Sadie turned back towards Emmie, and now her blue eyes were even brighter than before, bright with
tears and anger and frustration and things that Emmie hadn’t yet learned words for. Emmie flinched, as
though her ssepmother meant to strike her, as though something had been thrown. She amost called out
for her father, but then the Patty Duke song ended again, and in the moment of silence beforeit started
over, her panic dissipated, fading away like the red, used-up air that had spilled out of Sadi€' snogtrils.

“My writing paysthebills, little girl,” she said. “My writing keeps your father in beer and whiskey and...”
And then she held her good right hand up amost like a crossing guard, a gesture that Emmie understood
at once—stop, don’t go any farther, don’t say another word, shut up—though she wasn't sure whether it
was intended for her or for Sadie.

“Chrigt,” her gepmother muttered, biting at her lower lip and shaking her head, and then she looked
away from Emmie, staring down at the rumpled comforter instead. “I don't believe | just said that. I'm
sorry, Emmie. That sounded like something my mother would have said.”

“Maybe that’ simportant,” Emmie told her and scooted afew inches closer to her stepmother, close
enough to be hugged if that’ swhat Sadie needed to do next.

“Maybe s0,” Sadie agreed and then didn’t say anything else for a couple of minutes, long enough that
“The World IsWatching Us’ ended again and started again. “But I'm il sorry. Y ou should be adeep.”

“| have school tomorrow.”

“Yeah, you do. | shouldn't have awakened you. | shouldn’t have brought this up in the middle of the
night.”

“I won't say anything to Deacon,” Emmie said, hoping that Sadie wouldn't either. Hoping that by
morning Sadie would have decided moving to New Y ork was aridiculousidea, that leaving them
wouldn't help her writing a dl.

“Thanks, pumpkin.”



“Just don't give up on usyet,” Emmie said, and Sadie did hug her then, held her tight and promised that
she' d never give up on Emmie, no matter what, which wasn't particularly reassuring, sinceit il left the
possihility that she might give up on Deacon and leave them anyway.

And later, after Sadie had |eft the room and there were only the outside noises and Patty Duke and dl the
strange creaks and thumps that an old house makes at night when it thinks no oneislistening, Emmietold
hersdlf astory to make her deepy again. It was anew story, mostly, not one she’d made up earlier or
heard or read in abook. Sadie wasin the story, but she was much younger, hardly more than agirl, and
she hunted sea monsters with a pirate ship stolen from the Barbary Coast. Her bad hand had been
replaced with ashiny mechanica contraption of cogs and gears with atimepiece set conveniently inthe
pam, and she searched the far horizon with along brass telescope that had been given to her by the
court astronomer of one sultan or another. The stolen pirate ship was caled the Harbinger, becauseiit
was aword that Emmie loved and used whenever shefelt using it was appropriate.

“Then turn not pale, beloved snall,” the Sadie in the story howled boldly up at the fearsome Atlantic sky,
“but come and join the dance!” (And Emmie had reluctantly stolen that part from Alice's Adventuresin
Wonderland, because she was too tired to think of anything better.)

She kept meaning to put Deacon in the story somewhere, because, as Sadie had taught her, telling stories
was a sort of magick, a powerful sort of magick, and maybe doing so would help keep Sadiein
Providence with them. But then the Harbinger suddenly ran aground on an idand that wasredly the shell
of an enormous man-egting turtle named Archelon, and by the time the giant turtle had been vanquished
and the ship was on itsway again, racing across the frigid Labrador Seain search of sealsand yetisand
polar bears, shewasfaling adeep, diding easily from the story into her dreams.

There were no pirate shipsin her dream, or ssamongters, and Sadie didn’t have arobotic hand, but her
father was there, and her mother, too—thetdl, plain woman who'd given birth to her, whom Emmie had
only ever seen in photographs, because Chance Silvey had died the same day Emmie was born. She met
her mother in dreams, sometimes, and sometimes they talked, and this time she told Emmie not to worry,
that Deacon was awholelot stronger than she thought. “He' sdain dragons,” her mother said, and
smiled, and Emmie smiled, too, knowing it must be true, and the dream rose and fdll like a French
brigantine lost on the vast and briny deep, taking her places, and then on to other places, towing her soul
dowly towards the dawn.

Sadie and Emmie take a cab from Pennsylvania Station, because Sadie said that she wasn't in the mood
for the subway, and that was fine with Emmie. It was dways much better to be aboveground, with the
noise and movement of the city pressing in dl around her, than stuffed into some dingy subway car
hurtling headlong through the oily dark with no ideawhat might be going on overhead. Thedriverisa
black woman with athick Caribbean accent, and she asks Emmie how old sheis before starting the
meter. Then Sadi€' s cdll phonerings, and she promises Emmiethat it will take her only asecond, just a
minute, that it' s someone from her agent’ s office, so she hasto takethe call. But Emmie knowsthat it
always takes more than a second or aminute, and that’ s fine, too. There are far too many wonderful
thingsto see, and if she talksto Sadie she might miss something. She'll have plenty of timeto talk to
Sadie later. So, the driver drives, and Sadie talks to the phone, and Emmie sitswith her nose and lips
againg the cold taxi window and watches the city as the woman with the Caribbean accent navigatesthe
crowded, steaming roads.

“Wdl, hewould say that, wouldn't he,” Sadie laughs, but not the sort of laugh that means she thinks
something' s funny, and then she digs about in her purse until she findsayellow pack of Juicy Fruit gum.
She gives astick to Emmie and takes one for hersdlf. “No, I’ ve got my step-daughter down for afew



days. He Il just have to wait until next week. They dready said that | had until March, didn’t they?”

The cab turns south onto Broadway, and Sadie laughs again and says good-bye to the person on the
other end of the phone cal. “I’m turning this damned thing off,” she says, pressing a button on the cell
phone and dropping it into her purse, then zipping the purse shut. “Now it’sjust me and you, pumpkin.”

“We should get some pizza,” Emmie says hopefully, reluctantly turning away from the smudgy cab
window, from all those people and the other automobiles, the trash blowing along the sidewalks and the
stunted little trees huddled in the lee of thetall buildings, the storefronts and restaurants. They’ ve just
passed abig yellow sign promising Ray’ s Famous Pizza, and Emmie wondersif the driver would go back
if Sadie paid her extra

“Pizza?’ Sadie asksand wrinkles her nose. “Y ou sure you want pizza? | thought we could get some sushi
after we dropped your stuff at the gpartment.”

“I’d rather have pizza,” Emmiereplies. “ Sausage pizzawith lots of green olives. We can have sushi later,
| promise. W€ |l have sushi tomorrow.”

“I know you never get it, that'sall.”

Emmie smiles and startsfolding the Strip of slver foil from her piece of Juicy Fruit, working it nimbly
between thetips of her fingers. “I don’t eat raw fish,” she says, lowering her voice, imitating her father.
“Y ou can get goddamned tapeworms eating raw fish. Y ou want a tgpeworm, Emma Jean Silvey? Y ou
want atapeworm long as your arm?’

And then they’ re both laughing so hard that Emmie drops her bit of foil and hasto scrounge around on
the floorboard behind the driver to find it again.

“You're going to get filthy down there,” Sadietellsher. “You'll probably get atapeworm long as your
am.

“Nope. | found it,” Emmie saysand holds up the foil so Sadie can see. Then thetaxi hitsabump, and she
amogt dropsit again. “ Tapeworms hate pizza, by the way.”

“Fine, you want pizza, then we' |l get you some pizza.” And Sadie seesthat Emmi€ samost finished
folding the Strip of fail into atiny bird. A couple of months ago she sent Emmie abook on origami. Last
time she spoke with Deacon, he complained that Emmie had folded a twenty-dollar bill into a kangaroo.

“Can | havethat one?’ Sadie asks, and Emmie nods her head.
“Sure,” she saysand givesthefail bird to Sadie.
“You're getting good at this”

“Yeah. | found more booksinthelibrary,” Emmietellsher. “It’' seasy, once you get the hang of it. I'm
teaching some kids at school.”

“Y ou are? How’ s school been working out these days?’
“Better,” Emmie says, and then she catches the driver watching her in the rearview mirror.
“Just better?’

“Boring,” Emmie adds, keeping her eyeson the driver’ sreflection. “Math is boring, history iseven
worse, and | hate playing goddamn volleyball.”



“Everyone hates volleyball,” Sadie says, till inspecting the precise angles of the origami bird. “That' swhy
they make you do it. What about English? What are you reading?’

Emmie wishesthat the driver would stop staring at her, wishesthat Sadie would notice and make the
woman stop. It'sjust my eyes, Emmiethinks. She’ snoticed my eyes, and she' s never seen agirl with
yellow eyes before. And that makes her think about the woman on the train again, Saben White and the
star tattooed on the back of her hand. Seven points, even though Emmie could only see six. She sartsto
tell Sadiethat the driver’ s staring at her, but then the woman with the Caribbean accent looks away, her
eyes darting back to theroad in front of them, back to the Manhattan traffic.

“Issomething wrong?’ Sadie asks, and Emmie dmost tells her about the driver, and about Saben White
aswdll. She knowsthat’ s exactly what her stepmother would want her to do, what Deacon would want
her to do. Deacon dmost got in afight once with aguy on Thayer Street who was Staring at Emmi€'s
eyes, not just staring but pointing and making jokes about her. She remembers her father grabbing the
man by the callar of his shirt and telling him that if he didn’t gpologize he! d be picking histeeth up off the
ground. The man apol ogized, though Emmie had secretly wished that he wouldn’t, had wanted to see
Deacon hurt him for embarrassing her. Everyone on the street had stopped whatever they’ d been doing
and looked at them, looking at her, dl those curious, peering green and brown and blue eyes brushing
agang her like dirty hands.

If I tell her, thingswill only be worse, she thinks, and so Emmie keepsit to hersalf for now and tells Sadie
about her English class, instead, about Gulliver and To Kill aMockingbird and along poem by Robert
Frost. Sadie gets her to recite part of the poem, the part that she remembers, and in afew more minutes
the taxi isturning off Broadway, and theride’' samost over. When they reach St. Mark’ s Place, Sadie
leans forward and tells the woman that thiswill do, thisisfine. Emmie gets out and stands on the curb
while Sadie paysthe driver, stands staring up at the wintry dice of afternoon sky above the rooftops, and
Emmieimaginesthat her eyes are that same color, like broken shards of china. There' san airplane up
there, ablack dot trailing white smoke, and aslong as she' s pretending, she makes it a spaceship onits
way back to a planet where everyone has eyeslike hers.

TWO
Soldier

“I"m asking you nicely—you need to stop staring at that damned watch of yours,” Odd Willie Lothrop
grumbles, plucking an unlit Winston from histhin lips. “Y ou’ re making me jumpy.”

“Shelslate” Soldier saysfor the seventh or eighth time since Saben failed to show for their two-o’ clock.
That was dmost thirty-five minutes ago now, and the Balliff’ saready caled twiceto seewhat the hdl’s
going on, why the three of them aren’t on their way from Cranston to Woonsocket. She' s made Odd
Willie take both the calls because she doesn't like talking to the Bailiff when he' s pissed off—nobody
does—but Soldier knows the next one will befor her, for her personally and no one ese, and she'll have
to come up with some sort of halfway credible excuse to cover Saben White' sass—again. Thiswill
make twicein one month, and Soldier doesn’t know why the bitch hasn’t dready been handed her
walking papers, why someone hasn't put acouple in her skull and Ieft her floating facedown in amarsh
somewhere.

“Jesus God, | fucking hate Woonsocket,” Soldier says and takes another sip from her third cup of

coffee, which has started getting cold and isn't doing anything at dl for her hangover. “1 don’t know why
this one couldn’t have gone to Kennedy. He' s sure as hell got alot more experience up therethan | do.”
She stares out the tinted, fly-specked plate-glass window of the Dunkin’ Donuts at the squalor scattered



up and down the gray asphalt strip of Warwick Avenue. Soldier only ever comes thisfar south when the
Bailiff saysthat she hasto, when he conaults histealeaves or hiscrystd bal, or whatever it ishe usesto
make up hismind, and picks ameeting place down here. Then she has no choice but to leave Providence
and make the crossing into Kent County over the poisonous, filthy waters of the narrow Pawtuxet River.

“Kennedy’ sanebbish,” Willie says.

“And I’'m up shit creek,” Soldier replies and checks her watch again; Odd Willie shakes his head and
puts the Winston back between hislips.

“Maybe she got stuck intraffic,” he mumbles around thefilter, and Soldier wantsto hit him in the face.
She takes another sip of coffee instead, something amost as hitter as her mood, and thinks about
stepping outside for asmoke.

“Y ou dways been this high-strung?” Odd Willie asks. “1 mean, were you thisway before the wingding
with Sheldon and Joey Bittern?’

Soldier sets down her cup and stares at Odd Willie across the tabletop; he knows better than to start
talking shit about Sheldon Vae, especidly when she' s sober and her butt’ son theline. His shiny
coa-black hair is dicked back into acrooked sort of duck’ s ass, his dewy sage-colored eyes peering
out at her from beneath the place his eyebrowswould be if he didn’t shave them off once aweek. He has
adlver tooth right up front, and his cheekbones are so high and hollow, hisface so pinched and drawnin
onitsef, Willie could easly score some extra cash renting himself out on Halloween. But pretty hasn't
ever been very high on the Balliff’ slist of desrable quditiesin hisunderlings.

“Isittrue,” Soldier asks, “that people started caling you Odd Willie’ cause someone caught you fucking
adead cat?’

He laughs and makes a gun with histhumb and forefinger, then jabsit againgt hisright temple. “Hell, |
guessyou donetold me,” he mutters around his cigarette. “ Bang, bang.”

“Hey, I'mjust saying, you hear shit, that’sdl.”
“And you heard that people started calling me Odd Willie’ cause | fucked adead cat?’

“Something like that,” she replies, looking out the window again. “At leedt, | think it was acat. Might
have been a dead raccoon.”

“So, you're sitting there telling me you ain’t never fucked nothing dead?’ And he takes out the pink
plastic comb he carrieswith him everywhere and runsit through hishair afew times.

Soldier nods her head. “I suppose,” she says, “thisiswhen you lose al respect for me, right? Alas, | have
been forever diminished in your sight.”

“Hey, baby, it ain't nothing can’t befixed.”

“Don’'t do meany favors,” she says, Sck of Odd Willie and sick of the bright daylight making her
headache worse, just fucking sick, and she reconsiders punching him in the face.

Odd Willie Lothrop shrugs, chews on the end of his cigarette, and puts the pink comb away. “Fine,” he
says. “Whatever. | dready knew you were atight ass. So, what you got against Woonsocket, anyway?’

“Y ou'refucking kidding me, right?” But Odd Williejust shakes his head and grinsabig, stupid grin for
her, flashing hissilver incisor. Soldier rolls her eyes. “Well, it' s nothing that couldn’t be fixed with ngpam



and bulldozers” shetdlshim, “maybe afew wel-placed exorcisms here and there.”

“I see” Odd Willie says and stops grinning. “Wdll, this [| be my first time up that way, sowhat do |
know?’

And that’ s newsto Soldier, the sort of news she wishes someone would let her in on beforeit’stoo late
to make other, lesssuicidal arrangements. But thisis how it’s been since that night at Quaker Jameson's
roadhouse. No on€' sever come right out and said that any of it was her fault, dmost walking into atrap
that way, not being absolutely shit-sure what was what before she set out for Ipswich. And no one' s ever
blamed her for killing Sheldon, either, but there have been questions, questions she hasn't been very
good at answering. So she kegps drawing these crap runs with the likes of Odd Willie Lothrop, and she
gets stuck making excuses for Saben White because there’ s no way she’ sgonnablow it again, and
whenever the Bailiff so much as dreams she' sbeen a the bottle, it dl getsalittle bit worse.

“So, when do you tell mewhat this gig' s about, anyway?” Willie asks. “I’ ve never been much for
drawing it out, savoring the razor’ s edge of suspense and al that happy crap.”

“When we' re on theroad,” Soldier says and checks her watch. “When we re moving, and when we' re
not Stting in fucking Dunkin’ Donuts.”

“You'rekind of paranoid, too,” he says and starts picking at the eviscerated remains of aBoston
creme-filled doughnut lying on the ngpkin in front of him. The sight of it makes Soldier’ s ssomach lurch,
S0 she goes back to watching squalid Warwick Avenue for some sign of Saben, waiting for the phoneto

ring agan.
“If yousay 0,” shetdlshim.

“No, man, I’'m serious,” Odd Williereplies, giving up on the doughnut again. “ People overhear some
weird shit and ninety-nine times out of ahundred they’ re not gonna believe asingleword of it. Seg, it just
sallsright on over their heads.” He demondtrates by dicing the air above hisgreasy black hair with hisleft
hand. “ Someone hears us yakking about work, the kind of work we do, and you might aswell betelling
them the pope’ sagoddamn yeti. All this paranoid cloak-and-dagger, secret-handshake shit, you ask me,
it satotal waste of resources.”

“Likel said, if you say so. But | till don't talk shop in fucking Dunkin’ Donuts.”

“Maybe you’ d be alittle less ap-pre-hen-sive over a a Tim Hortons or agoddamn Krispy Kreme,” Odd
Willie snorts, wringing apprehensive until every syllableisbled bone-dry.

“Areyou stoned?’

“Now, now,” he saysand grins, flashing that silver eyetooth for her, and he taps the windowpane hard
with hisknuckles. “ Glass houses, Soldier. Y ou dways gottaremember about those glass houses.”

“I"'m sober,” shetellshim and reachesfor the lukewarm coffee. “I haven't had adrink—"
“—aince you passed out last night,” Odd Willie says. *Y ou’ re S0 hungover your hair hurts.”

“I'mjust fine,” shelies, and Odd Willie nods his head and holds up what’ s |€eft of the doughnut, just afew
inchesfrom her nose.

“|sthat afact? Wanna bite?’

And then her cdll phone starts ringing again, and he drops the doughnut and licks hisfingers, sitsback in



the booth, and points at the phone.
“Your turn,” he says.

“One day we re gonnadance,” she whispers, picking up the phone, speaking softly enough that there's
no chance anyone but Odd Williewill hear her. “Just me and you and something sharp.”

“S0, you can tak dirty,” helaughs, smug and dumb and entirely pleased with himself, laughsloudly and
archesthe prickly flesh where his eyebrows should be. “It’ sadate, girlo. Just you and me and a couple
of pigstickers, but right now, you better answer that thing.” And he points at the phone.

But when shelooks, the number coming up on the display isn't one of the Bailiff’ safter dl; it's Saben
White's, and Soldier takes a deep breath, feeling something faintly like relief, and tosses the phone to
Odd Willie. “You tdl her she sgot five minutes,” and Soldier holds up dl the fingers on her right hand for
emphass. “ Just five fucking minutes. Then she' s gonna have |lots worse things to worry about than
explaining thisshit to the Balliff.”

Willie Lothrop nods, the humor in hisface not quite draining completely away, and answers the phone.

“Yo, little miss dowpoke. Y ou know you're screwed, right?” he chuckles, then waits while Saben White
sayswhatever it is she hasto say for hersdlf.

“Fiveminutes,” Soldier tellshim again. “Not agoddamn second more.” There' safresh bottle of Dickel
waiting for her out in the parking lot, wrapped in brown paper and tucked under the front seat of the old
black Dodge Intrepid she' s been driving the last three weeks. She can taste the whiskey, sweet and
strong, burning her throat and her belly, easing the pain behind her eyes and the ssorm in her gui.

“No motherfucking way,” Willie says and smacks himsdf in the forehead. An old woman sitting at
another booth turns and stares at them. She hasfaintly lavender hair and avery large mole on her chin;
Soldier staresback at her until she mumbles something under her bresth and looks away. “ That's
fucked-up,” Willie giggles, the way he doeswhen he' s nervous or scared.

“Just hand me the phone,” Soldier saysimpatiently and holds out her hand.

“Rocky Paoint,” Odd Willie saysto Saben White, ignoring Soldier. “ Right, yeah. Don't you worry; we' ll
find you. Y ou just keep your ass put,” and then he hangs up.

“What the hell wasthat?’ Soldier demands, and Odd Willie smacks himself in the head again, even
harder than before.

“Wegot trouble,” he says, and before she can ask him what sort of trouble, the old woman with the
lavender hair turns back around and glares at them. “What the fuck isyour problem, lady?” Odd Willie
asks her, and the old woman narrows her eyes like an angry cat and doesn't say aword.

“Areyou going to tell me—" Soldier begins, but Willie interrupts her.

“I swear to God, Soldier, if that old bat keeps staring at melike that, I’ m gonnado her right here, in front
of God and everyone.”

“You'revery unpleasant,” the old woman croaks at him, and Soldier redlizesthat it's not amole on her
chin, but adab of chocolateicing. “This used to be agood neighborhood.”

“Yeah?” Odd Willieasks. “And just when the hell wasthat?’



“Letitgo,” Soldier says, her heart suddenly besting too fast, her palms gone cold and swesty because
she knowsthisis something bad, that it has to be something wicked bad to have Odd Willie losing his shit
in public over anosy old woman. “What did Saben say to you? Where the hell isshe?’

“She'sout a Rocky Point,” hereplies, glaring furioudly back at the old woman. “ She says she sgot a
fucking body inthetrunk,” and heraises hisvoice and ydls, “Y o, Grandma, did you hear that over there?
| said, she'sgot afucking body in thetrunk of her fucking car!”

The old woman shakes her head. “ Y ou Mdfiatrash,” she sneers. “This used to be a decent
neighborhood.”

“I'mtdling you,” Odd Willie growls, “the bitch better stop looking at me.”

And then Soldier sees one of the Higpanic girls behind the counter reaching for the telephone, and she
grabs Odd Willie by one arm and hauls him up out of the booth. The old woman points a crooked finger
at them, jabbing at the air like she meansto pokeit full of holes.

“That’sright,” she says. “You get out of here. Both of you, go on. | bet you got peopletokill. | bet you
got drugsto sl.”

“Suck my dick, you shriveled old cunt.”

“Wop trash,” the old woman snaps back at him, then waves her finger about dramatically, like an
incompetent magician finishing up a particularly difficult trick, before returning to her doughnuts.

“We'releaving,” Soldier says, speaking to Odd Willie and anyone e sewho' sligtening. “We' releaving
right now.”

“She'scaling the cops,” he says and motions at the girl behind the counter with the antenna of the cell
phone. “Y ou better tell her to stop, or I'll have to shoot her. Hell, I’ [l shoot everyonein this dump.”

And it could go that way, Soldier thinks, remembering al the crazy shit she' s heard about Willie Lothrop.
It could go that way, for sure, and maybe the Bailiff would be there to clean up the mess, and maybe he
wouldn’t. Maybe they’ d both die waiting to find out, or maybe they’ d die alittle farther ong, but it'd be
their asses, either way.

She snatches her cell phone from Willie' s hand and leans close, spesking directly into hisright ear. His
hair smellslike amedicine cabinet. “Listen, you psycho shit,” she hisses. “We re waking out that door,
and you're not doing anything unlessit’s something I’ ve fucking told you to do.”

And Odd Willie nods once, just once, but it' s enough that she lets hersdf sart believing that maybe
Saben Whiteredly is her biggest problem, and maybe she’ snot going to diein a Dunkin’ Donuts on
Warwick fucking Avenue.

“It sapriest,” Willie saysand giggles again, gill watching the girl behind the counter.
“What? What'sapriet?’
“The body locked in Saben’ strunk. She killed hersalf afucking priest.”

And Soldier takes him roughly by the arm then, and leads him out into the February cold, out into the
unwelcoming sunlight, her hangover and Woonsocket and the new bottle of bourbon al forgotten. Odd
Willie getsinto the Dodge as soon as she unlocks the doors; he takes a9mm from the holster on his
ankle and checkstheclip. “I’'m cool,” he says. “I just can't stand people staring at me, that' s all. It



messes with my head.” Soldier doesn’t reply, doesn't say another word to him, doesn’t even dare look
over her shoulder until there are a couple of miles between the two of them and whatever isor isn't
happening on Warwick Avenue.

“Y ou're going thewrong way,” he says, which istrue, and Soldier turns around in the parking lot of a
Shell station and headsfor the old amusement park a Rocky Point.

Soldier first met the Bailiff when shewas only five years old. So much of her childhood isonly avague,
uncertain blur, but thet first sght of the Bailiff, that' s clear as moonlight through clean windows and
un-cloudy skies, as Sheldon Vale used to say. One night, she' d been told to put on her good calico
dress, cornflower blue with tiny rosebuds, and then alowed to leave the tunnels and go into the basement
of the yellow house on Benefit Street, up the creaky basement stairsinto the house itsdlf, and she found
the Bailiff in amusty room filled with books and curio cabinets and an enormous globe cast in bronze, the
whole world borne on the shoulders of aknedling giant. When she' d opened thelibrary door, the Bailiff
stopped reading the book lying open on the writing desk in front of him and stared &t her.

“Wél now, child, exactly what would you be after?” he asked, and Soldier dmost dammed the door,
amost turned and ran back through the house, dl the way back down to the safety of the tunnels.
Instead, she squeezed the crystal doorknob and stared at the fat man, his smooth bald head and great
gray beard, the biggest man she' d ever seen, and she imagined that he could hold the world on his
shoulders, too, if it ever cameto that. He was wearing a shabby navy blue seersucker suit and white
tennis shoes, and he held achinateacup in hisleft hand, his pinkie finger extended likeasmall, plump
sausage.

“Wéll, child? Are you dumb? Are you deaf? Do you have aname yet, or shdl | just call you whatever
grikesmy fancy?’

“Soldier,” she said and took one cautious step into the room.

“Soldier,” the Bailiff replied, the way the word dipped from hislips making her think that perhapshe' d
never heard it before and wasn't sure what it meant. He set his teacup down on a stack of books. “What
kind of nameisthat for apretty little girl such asyoursdf?’

“Thenamel chose” shetold him.

“Thenwho am | to be asking questions? It safine name, Soldier. And which boneyard did you stedl it
from?’

She shrugged and eased the door shut behind her.
“Don’'t you even know?’

“Areyou God?" she asked, setting his question aside for later, then glanced at the globe again. The
painted continents were drifting acrossits surface, colliding with one another, pushing up new mountain
ranges, tearing deep riftsfor new seastofill.

“Which one?’ the Bailiff asked and sat up alittle straighter in hischair.

She thought a minute, not having expected that particular question, and then she said, “ The god of men.
The church god. The onewho let his son die, so that the people he' d made wouldn’t go to hdll.” 1t was
something that she’ d overheard some of the older children and pups talking about one day when they

should have been adegp, and though none of it had made any senseto her, she thought that it might be



the right answer to the fat man’ s question. Or at least the sort of answer that would make her look like
she knew about such things.

“Ah,” the Balliff said and rubbed thoughtfully at hisbeard. “ And why would you ever think athing like
that, little Soldier, that | could be the god of man?’

“You look like him,” she said, gtill watching the silent dance of continents and oceans over the
circumference of the enormous globe.

“Dol?

“Yes” Soldier replied. One of the pups had said that the god of man lived in agreat housein the sky,
where he was held prisoner by all the creatures that he' d created, and that he had a beard.

“Looks can be decelving,” hetold her. “Our eyes are great liars and even worse judges of divinity.”

“That'sokay,” Soldier sghed, findly turning away from the globe and back towards the Bailiff. “1 don’t
think you' re anyone' sgod. Not redly.”

“Well, I'm disposed to suspect you' re correct about that,” he told her and picked up histeacup again.
“And don’'t you think I’'m not grateful for that one small mercy, either.”

“Are you the Cuckoo?’ she asked.

“Why are you standing al the way over there?’ hereplied, watching Soldier over the rim of his cup.
“Whatever | am, | don’t usudly et little girls. Especidly not one so full of questions.”

Soldier looked back at the closed door, hesitating amoment more. It wasn't too late to leave, and she
wasn't sure she was supposed to bein this room with this man. Maybe he was one of the house's
secrets, and Madam Terpsichore had warned them al how dangerous secrets could be.

“Quedtionsinvariably givemeindigestion,” the Bailiff said and durped histea

“Wall, areyou?’ Soldier asked again, taking another two or three steps nearer the Bailiff. “ Areyou it?
Areyou the Cuckoo?’

“Not likely,” he replied, sniffing at the contents of histeacup. “Have you ever seen acuckoo? Nadty little
things. Members of the family Cuculidae. Never met one yet was worth so much asaplug nickel and the
timeof day.”

“I was...l waslooking for something,” she said, which Soldier thought was probably true. “They sad |
could come upgtairs. They said—"

“They say an awful lot of things, don't they?”

“They do,” she admitted reluctantly, hoping no one el se was around to hear, trying to remember
whatever it was she was supposed to be doing in the yellow house.

“The hounds are indeed damned garrulous beasts, and they do dearly love the sound of their own
flapping tongues,” the Bailiff muttered, half to himsalf, and held out the teacup to Soldier, who was now
standing close enough to take it from him, if shewanted it. “ Oh, it’ sasmidgen bitter, | warnyou,” he
said, staring down into the cup and then back to Soldier. “Too much fenugreek inthe mix, | suspect.”

Shetook the cup from him and saw therewas alittle liquid left insde. It was very dark and smelled
amog like turpentine.



“Onething’s certain, though. Wedl got our burden of questions, little Soldier,” the Bailiff told her and
took a handkerchief from his breast pocket, white linen embroidered with tiny blue flowers, and he wiped
a hiswideforehead. “ They follow usinto thisworld, and damn it, they follow us out.” Then he noticed
that she wasn't drinking and frowned. “Don’t you like tea?’

“|sthat what thisis?’

At that, the Bailiff laughed out loud and dabbed the handkerchief at the corners of hisbrilliant emerad
eyes. “Wdll, that’ swhat they tel me,” he said. “But there snever asmuch truth in thetdlling asin the
tagting, I’ ve dways heard. Have yoursdf asip, and tell me what you would haveit caled if not tea.”

Soldier, who had once taken a dare to eat alarge spider that one of the pups had found beneath her
bunk and then been sick for aweek, sniffed the teaagain and wrinkled her nose. “1t smdllslike dley
apples,” shesad.

“Oh, it'snot quite as bad asthat. | drink it amost every day.”

“Isthat why your hair fdl out?’ Soldier asked, doshing the dark liquid about in the china.cup. The cup
had primroses painted on it, and there was a chip and a crack and the handle looked as though it had
broken off and been glued back on again.

“Wadl,” the Balliff said, folding his handkerchief and returning it to the pocket of his seersucker suit. “They
told me you had amouth on you, child, and | daresay there sawit to match.”

And then she tasted the tea, because it seemed inevitable that she would, because this man might be the
Cuckoo, despite what he' d said, or he might be the god of man and churches or a secret that shouldn’t
have been found out. Whichever, it was better not to make him angry, she thought, better if hedidn’t go
complaining to the pale, silver-eyed people who kept the house that she' d interrupted his reading and
then refused his hospitdity.

It wasn't teg, and it didn’t taste like turpentine. It tasted like something much, much worse.

“Such aface” the Bailiff said and shook his head. Soldier swalowed, gagged, coughed without covering
her mouth, and then started to set the empty cup down on the edge of the writing desk, but, “No,” the
Bailiff told her. “That' snot thelast of it.”

“Yes, itis” shesaid and wiped the back of one hand across her lips, as though she might wipethetaste
away. “I drank it dl. | wish | hadn’t, but | did.”

“Yes, youdrank it,” the Bailiff agreed, “but that does't mean the cup’ s quite empty.”

“Oh,” Soldier said and looked into the cup again. The Bailiff was right. The bottom was covered with a
sort of dudge. It reminded her of the mud that got al over everything whenever it rained too much and
the tunnels began to flood. It reminded her of the time she cut her thumb on a scalpdl she hadn’t had
permission to touch. It reminded her of the empty skins snakes leave behind.

“They see something in you, deer girl,” the Bailiff said, and she was dimly aware of the old, dry wood of
hischair creaking as he shifted his bulk from one side to another. “It frightens them. It makes them
wonder if it meanstheir doom, what you are, what you may yet become, or if perhaps you can become a
more perfect servant of the Cuckoo.”

“| don’'t know,” Soldier whispered, and her voice seemed to have shrunk down to asound no larger than
the scritching of insect legs againgt baredirt walls.



“Nor dol,” replied the Bailiff. “ But we must endeavor to find out, don’t you think?’

“I’m going to be sick,” shetold him and redlized that the stuff in the bottom of the cup had become ashes
or had been ashesdl aong.

“It would be better if you didn’t. We'd only haveto start thisall over again some other time.”

So she took adeep breath and struggled to think of anything at al but the wriggling sensation the dark
liquid had left in her throat, the roiling, dmaost painful fullness much farther downingde. “I don’t want to
look at thisanymore,” she said and set the cup on the desk before he could protest, set it next to the
book he' d been reading when she came in. The brittle paper was the color of ancient, rotting teeth, and
shedidn’t recognize any of the words because they were dl in Latin, and the ghouls held back Latin until
the seventh year.

“Not to worry, child,” the Bailiff said and ran thetip of onefinger around therim of the cup. “You've
seenthe dart of it. Therest can wait.” His skin againgt the porcelain made ahigh, clear ringing, and
hearing it made Soldier’ s stomach fed better.

“They need their prophecies and portents,” he said. It kegps them on an even ked, if you know what |

“That' s pretty,” Soldier said, meaning the ringing hisfinger was drawing from the cup. “1 didn’t see any
bellsinthere,” and she thought perhaps he was hiding them in his hand somewhere. A hand that big might
hideamog anything at all.

“Do you recollect your mum?’ the Bailiff asked. “ Do you sometimes see her face?’

Soldier frowned. It was a stupid question, and whoever he was, he ought to at least have the senseto
know that. Anyone who could read Latin ought to know that much. “No,” she said. “The Cuckoo took
mewhen | wasababy, just like dl the others”

“Of courseit did. But do you recdl her face?’

“Our mothers are gone, gone, gone,” shereplied, repeating one of the first lessons the ghul had taught
her. She didn’t want to be talking, and she silently asked Mother Hydrato tell the fat man to shut up so
she could listen to the music from the teacup. “ Our mothers are gone from us forever.”

“That’ swhat they told you?" he asked.

“Y es. When the Cuckoo took me from her, hetook al my memories of her, too. It mademe...” And
she paused, looking for exactly the words that Madam Mnemosyne had used. “1t made us hollow, so we
could befilled with other things.”

“Did it now? Sure, that’ swhat they say, dl right, and you' reasmart girl what knowsdl her lessons.”
Soldier redlized that the music had stopped, but she felt much better, just the same.

“You do what you'retold,” the Bailiff says, “and don’t think I’'m telling you to do nothing otherwise. Y ou
answer to the hounds, and you awayswill. That’ stheway of it, little Soldier, for better or ill. But you
should know this, too,” and now he lowered hisvoice, and his eyes seemed to flicker and grow dim.
That frightened Soldier, those glistening emerads bruising until they were dmost brown, though she
wasn't sure why it frightened her, and she took a step back from him, but then the Bailiff put ahand on
her shoulder so she couldn’t run away.



“They don’t know even half what they pretend to know,” he said, spesking in ahushed, conspiratoria
tone. “ And they’ ve got no problem with making up the difference. They’ re something terrible, something
more than thisold world, just theway they tell it, but they ain’t gods, no more than you or me. Don't you
ever forget that, girl, no matter what they might say to the contrary.”

“I'm deepy,” she said, because she was. Suddenly Soldier was very deepy, and shewondered if she'd
ever be ableto find her way back downstairs before her dreams caught up with her.

“That'sjust thetea. The ngp will do you good.”
“Will | seeyou again?’ she asked.

“Youwill,” the Balliff said, “and often. They want meto try to tell them if you're whét they’ ve been
waiting for al thistime, what they’ ve been praying would never track them down.”

“Am17?" sheasked groggily.

“I guesswe' Il have to see about that, won't we?’ he replied and laughed again. And then there was no

usetrying to stay awake even one minute longer, deep grown so thick and warm and wel coming about
her. He rose from his chair and took her in his strong arms, and the fat man who said he wasn't the god
of men or the Cuckoo carried Soldier back through the yellow house and down the stairs to the tunnels
far Below.

Near the dead end of Rocky Point Avenue, the ruins of the abandoned amusement park sprout like
something cancerous, some gaudy, carnival-colored malignancy, grown wild and shattered from the
banks of Narragansett Bay. There were rides and attractions and restaurants here asfar back asthe end
of the nineteenth century, more than ahundred years of Rhode Idanders stuffing themsaves with
deep-fried clam cakes and doughboys, then getting sick on the carousels and Ferriswheels and roller
coagters, until abankruptcy finaly shut the place down in’ ninety-six. Since then, the relentless vandaism
of the seasons—snow and frogt, rain and sat wind and summer hest—and the more random
desecrations of teenagers have taken their toll. Now the park sits empty and forgotten by amost
everyone but land devel opers and kids looking for someplace they shouldn't be. A few deer and the
occasional coyote stroll the Midway, and rats nest in the boarded-up ice-cream stands. Something else
for Soldier to hate about Warwick, another place she'd never go if not going there were up to her.

Saben White srusty old Chevy Impaaisstting directly in front of the park’ sfront gates—six vertica
concrete columns painted hideous shades of blue and red and yellow, neons faded now amost to pastels,
and there' sasagging cross span with giant red-and-white plywood | etters and the gaps where other
letters are missing to gaily spell out ROCK PO NT. When they pull up, Saben’ s standing near the rear of
the car, smoking a cigarette.

For thelast half mile, Odd Willi€' sbeen singing what he svearsisan old radio and TV jinglefor the
park—Come with your family, comewith your friends. Rocky Point isopen, ’ cuz it's summertime again!
When he sees Saben, hisvoice risesto a strained, ear-rending fasetto, Frankie Vdli on crack, and
Soldier tells him to shut the hdll up.

He giggles and lights another Winston. “Hey, I'm thinking maybe it snot ared priest,” he says, talking
through acloud of smoke. “Maybe it was an impostor, and we' rein the clear, safe as houses, cool as
Eskimo poop.”

“Oh, it'll beared priest,” Soldier replies, because she' s been stuck with Saben just long enough to know



that she never fucks anything up halfway, that with her it'sal or nothing. “Y ou just stay sharp and don't
go freaking out on me again, you understand?’

“Roger-dodger, Captain Kangaroo,” Odd Willie snorts and takes another long drag off his cigarette.

“Y ou are such afucking asshole,” she says, pulling in close beside the Chevy, not certain if she means
Willie Lothrop or Saben White but pretty damned sure it doesn’'t make any difference. Soldier shiftsinto
park and kills the engine, and Willie rolls down his window and waves at Saben. Soldier unfastens her
seet belt and opensthe driver-side door, climbing out into the cold, sunny afternoon, al that clean blue
sky overhead like some void her headache isworking overtimeto fill. She dams her fist down hard
against the roof of the Dodge, and Saben sighs and drops the butt of her cigarette to the pavement,
grindsit out with the toe of her boot.

“Onegood reason,” Soldier says, “you give me one good goddamn reason why | shouldn't kill you right
now and bury the both of you in the same hole.”

“I didn’'t have achoice,” Saben says, staring down at the ground instead of looking Soldier inthe eye.

“Bull shit,” Soldier growls and punchesthe roof again; thistime Odd Willieyells a her to stop, and she
yellsback at him to get hislazy ass out of the damned car.

“It' sfucking complicated,” Saben says, glancing right, towards the amusement park’ s chain-link geates
topped with glinting coils of razor wire. “| swear to you both, | did the only thing—"

“Y ou gonna swesr it to the Bailiff?” Soldier asks, coming quickly around the front of the Dodge as Odd
Willie gets out of the car. “ Or maybe you better just swear to the hounds and get it over with? What the
hell were you doing in Connecticut in the first damned place?’

“Busginess,” Sabenreplies. “1 had business. | was going to cal—"

“ Saben, we are supposed to be in fucking Woonsocket right this very fucking second. Right now, all
three of us, we're MIA. The Bailiff doesn’t know wherethe hell we are. Those assholesupin
Woonsocket don’t know where we are.”

“Maybeyou should let her talk,” Odd Willie says, and Soldier glaresat him.

“Maybe you should stay the hell out of this,” she barks back. “Maybe you should start worrying about
your own problems, Mr.
Goes-fucking-homi cidal -psycho-in-a-goddamned-doughnut-shop-because-an-ol d-lady-l ooked-at-you-f

“I don't think | need you standing up for me, Willie,” Saben says.

“Oh, I think you are gonnafind out you' re very wrong about thet,” Willietells her and laughs. “In fact, |
think you have no ideajust how—"

“Shut up, Willie,” Soldier says, and thistime he does. For amoment the only sound is the wind through
the high, bare limbs of the trees growing on either sde of the Rocky Point gate. Soldier flares her nogtrils
and takes a deep breath, smelling the nearby bay, pushing back at the headache and the anger crowding
her mind, the anger that’ s going to get her killed someday soon if she does't learn to keep it on ashorter
leash. She watches Saben and tries to imagine what the Bailiff would say, what he' d tell her to do if he
were here. Something smple and obvious, like, Y ou can fret about al the whys and hows and
wherefores when you have the timefor it, or The son of abitch isdeed, little Soldier. And that grave
you'vegot to dig for him, it don’t much care how he got that way. Something like that. Something to get



her moving and keep her from kicking Saben’ s ass until after they’ ve dedlt with the mess she' smade.
“He sinthetrunk?’ Soldier asks, pointing at the Impala, and Saben White nods her head.

“Yeah, Soldier, he' sinthetrunk. | dready told Willie he' sin the fucking trunk. | can explain this. | redly
can, if you'll just stop and ligten.”

Soldier is standing very close to Saben now, close enough to hit her, close enough to knock out afew
front teeth or maybe break her nose or both before Odd Willie would even have a chance to ask if that
was redly such agood idea. Her hands are clenched figts, and Soldier knows how good it would fed,
Heaven in theforce of the blow, releasein the collision of her knuckleswith that fragile construction of
bone and cartilage and flesh. It would be amost as sweet aswhiskey.

“And what good' sthat going to do us, exactly, me listening to more of your bullshit?’ she asks Saben
White and then takes a step closer, aware now that she's near enough to make Saben uncomfortable,
that she' sinvaded the invisible, sacred bubble of persona space. To people like her and Saben, people
who spend dl their short liveswaiting for the next confrontation, the next asshole who's come around
looking for apiece of you, sometimesthat’ sall it takes, and she slently praysto the namel ess gods that
Saben will swalow the bait and throw the first punch. “Explaining it to me, isthat going to make this guy
inyour trunk any less dead?Will it get rid of the fucking body for us? Maybeit'll square thingswith the
Balliff, isthat it?’

“Jesus,” Odd Willie mutters around his cigarette. “How about let’ sjust dispose of the motherfucker and
get it over with. It' sfreezing out here”

“No, | want her to know how itis,” Saben says, risking aglance at Soldier. “1 want her to know thistime
it wasn't my fault.”

Soldier spitson the ground at Saben’ sfeet, and awhite fleck of saliva spatters the shiny black leather
toes of her boots. “ Saben, | don't believe you could tell the truth if someone wroteit down for you.”

Odd Willie laughs, then shivers and stares up at two big gullswhedling by overhead. “Y ou guys keep this
crap up long enough, we' re gonnaend up having achat with the fucking cops, okay?’

“Y eah, so how you want to do this, Willie?” Soldier asks him, not taking her eyes off Saben, thinking she
might still get lucky. Saben White' sgood at not knowing when to shut the hell up, even better at not
knowing when she'sin over her head.

“Chrigt. Why are you asking me? | didn’t shoot the son of abitch.”
“You fed like digging ahole?’ she asks Saben.

“Hell,” Willie grumbles. “The ground' s probably half fucking frozen,” and he stops watching the gullsand
kicks at the pavement. “1t' d probably take the rest of the day to plant Holy Joe deegp enough the dogs
wouldn't just come aong tonight and dig him up again. Lots of wild dogs out here.”

“What about you?’ Soldier asks, and steals another inch or two of the space separating her and Saben.
“Y ou killed him. Maybe you know what we should do with him.”

“Put himinthe bay,” Saben replies, and Soldier can see how hard she’ s Straining to sound like she has
her shit together. “ Gut him, fill the bastard with stones, then dump the body off Rocky Point. That' swhat
| wasthinking when | drove out here.”

“I don't know,” Willie says. “I never trust them not to float. Especidly priests. Priests and faggots, they’ll



float on you every goddamn time.”

“There' ve been alot of firesout here,” Saben says, and Odd Willie nods his head, then stares at the
glowing tip end of hiscigarette.

“She' sgot that part right,” Willie says. “What with dl the kids and the bums, it'sawonder there's
anything left standing out here. It' sawonder it'snot just ahegp of charcod.”

“Right, so who'sgonnacareif there’sone morefire?” Saben asks hopefully, looking straight at Soldier
now. “Wetake histeeth and hands—"

“Yeah?' Soldier asks, speaking hardly above awhisper, and she leans close to Saben, sniffing at the air
around her. “Isthat what we do?’ Soldier can smell stale tobacco smoke and expensive legther, cologne
and the gun hidden beneath her blazer. The air about Saben stinks like fear and lies and desperation.

“Man, these days burning ain’'t much better than sinking,” Odd Willie says glumly, looking up at the gulls
again, “not unlessyou' re dealing with some sort of serious expedient. What with the fucking DNA
anaysis and pathologists and al that shit, the goddamned cops might aswell be magicians. Now, maybe
if I had sometimeto lay my hands on agood accelerant, set up adday—"

“Could you do it lone?’ Soldier asks, and he answers her with a shrug and a scowl.

“Soldier, | heard you had pyromancy,” Saben White says, and Soldier moves closer and sniffsat her
hair.

“Did you? And wher€ d you hear athing like that?’

“After Ipswich—"

“Ipswich was easy,” Soldier replies, and now she’ s so close her lips brush against Saben’ sright ear.
“There weren't any dead Roman fucking Catholic prieststo worry about. All | usedin Ipswichwasa
couple of cans of gasoline and aroad flare. That’ sal the pyromancy | know, bitch.”

“I’m not scared of you,” Saben says, but it'sobviousto Soldier that sheis, that she' sterrified—the way
her voice trembles, the sweet standing out on her upper lip, her dightly dilated pupils, the faint eectric
reek of adrendine,

“I think 1 want to see you on your knees,” Soldier whispers. She can fed the other woman’ s body
growing tense, fight or flight, resist or submit, and she nips at the top of Saben’sright ear, not quite hard
enough to draw blood, but hard enough to hurt, catching the soft curve of helix and antihelix between her
drong incisors.

“Screw you,” Saben says, her voicerattling like empty tin cans strung on baling wire.

Sowly, tentatively, Soldier releases her ear, and when it’ sfree, Saben coversthat sde of her face with
her right hand and turns her head towards Odd Willie.

“Isthat what it' sgoing to take?’ Soldier asksher. “Do | haveto actudly fuck you to get your attention,
to make you understand who's on top?’

“Willig, cdl the Bailiff,” Saben says. “Tel him | had to doit. Tell him to get her off me.”

Williejust shakes his head and flicks the butt of his cigarette a the curb, then takes hissilver Zippo and a
fresh pack of Winstons out of his coat. He peels away the cellophane wrapper and dropsit on the



ground. Thewind whisksit away a once, and the crumpled plastic snagsin a patch of dry brown weeds
closer to the gate.

“C’mon, Saben. Y ou know he' s not going to do that. Y ou ought to know he can’t do that. He might be a
lunatic, but he knows the rules. He knows your assismineif that’ stheway | want it. Ain't that right,
Odd Willie?’

“Yeah, sure,” hereplies, and lights another Winston. “I know how it is. But, Soldier, | mean, fuck it, why
don’t we dedl with the good Father Whoever-he-might-bein the trunk there before every cop in thisend
of Kent County shows up. Y ou can still messwith Saben later, right?’

Soldier ignores him, only haf hearing the words anyway, her own heartbeat too loud in her ears now, the
taste of Saben’sfear too sharp, entirely too immediate.

“Get down on your knees, Saben. Don't you fucking make metell you again.”

“No,” Saben says, still watching Odd Willie like maybe there’ s some hope he' sgoing to change hismind
and cometo her rescue after dl. “1 won't doit.”

“Fine” Soldier says, “if that’ s how it’ sgot to be, that’show it'sgot to be,” and she dapsthe left sde of
Saben’ sface so hard that she staggers and dmost falls. Blood spurts from her nose and busted lower lip,
fdling invivid crimson droplets across the blacktop. Odd Willie makes a disgusted, impatient sort of
noise and retreats a couple of steps towards the Dodge. Saben dumps againgt her car, stunned, gasping
through her bloody lips and nostrils, and Soldier seizes her by the back of her neck and forces her to her
knees. Sheisn't surprised that it requires so little effort. She' slearned that one good blow takes the fight
out of dmost everyone.

“How’sthat?’ Soldier asks, bending over Saben. “Are you comfortable down there?’
“Y ou know, just for the record,” Odd Willie says, “it seemsto me you got your prioritiesturned around.”

“Duly noted,” Soldier replies bregthlessy and smilesat Odd Willie. Drawing blood felt even better than
she expected it would, and the sight of Saben on her knees, Saben helpless and hurting and humiliated
after dl the weeks of bullshit, has her alittle giddy. Part of her, the diver of humanity that knows enough
to keep its hands clean, reminds Soldier that there are limitsto what she can get away with.

Don’t worry, shethinks. I’'m not gonnakill her. Not today.
“Maybe | should put it in writing,” Odd Willie Lothrop says.

“Yeah,” Soldier agrees, “ maybe you should. There' sa pen in the glove compartment. Probably some
paper, too.”

“But you're not gonna hold thisagainst me?” heasks. “1 mean, | know this sort of shit can come back to
haunt aguy, taking issues with the powersthat beand al.”

“Oh, hell no,” Soldier says, till smiling, and then she kicks Saben hard in theribs. There' s another gout
of blood on the pavement, and Saben White' smouth is opening and closing, opening and closing likea
fish caught out of water, fighting to draw breath back into her bruised, deflated chest. “1’m not
vindictive,” Soldier continues. “Y ou ought to know that by now, Willie. I'd never think of keeping anyone
from spesking hismind. | mean, that’ sthe freaking First Amendment. That shit’'s sacred as George
Washington and the goddamn golden rule.”

“Never hurtsto ask. | figure aguy’ sgottawatch hisown ass,” and then he dips quickly back insdethe



Dodge, shuts hisdoor, and rolls up the window again. Soldier nods once in his direction and turns back
to Saben White.

“Stll thinking we should get the Bailiff’ sopinion on thisStuation?’ she asks, taking her cdl phonefrom
her jacket and laying it on the blood-spattered ground in front of Saben. “It' seasy. All you gottadois
pressredia. Of course, I'll break your fucking hand, but nothing’ sfree.”

Saben, gtill gasping, starts to reach for the phone, then pulls her hand back.

“That'sasmart girl,” Soldier says, squatting down next to Saben White. “Who' d have ever thought it.
Now, we' re going stop fucking around and come to amutua understanding, and then we' re going to
clean up this mess you' ve made, capisce?’

Saben only nods her head once, then gags and dmost vomits. Soldier retrieves her cell phone and returns
it to her jacket pocket.

“I...” Saben gagps. “It's...it'snaot...”
“Y ou need to concentrate on breathing, babe, not talking. We reway past talking now.”

Soldier leans forward and closes her jaws firmly around the back of Saben’s neck, just below the
hairline, just behind the point where her spina cord enters the foramen magnum. She bites down hard,
bresking skin and bruising muscle, snking her insufficient teeth in asfar asthey’ll go and tasting the warm,
coppery seatrapped thereinsde that body. A low and threatful growl begins deep in Soldier’ sthroat
and rises very dowly; Saben White goesrigid, then, gradudly, she beginsto relax, accepting Soldier’s
rank, accepting her own position. They both know this drill, have both known it Snce they were children
wrestling with other changelings and the ghoul pupsin the tunnels benesth College Hill. It' samost ingtinct
to them both. After only two or three minutes, Soldier releases her, and Saben crawls away, sobbing, il
trying to get her breeth, trailing blood and spit and snot.

“I'll give you acouple of minutesto pull yoursdlf together,” Soldier cals after her. “I wouldn't waste it
crying.” But the anger is deserting her now, and there slittleleft in its place but weariness and dread of al
the trouble that’ s yet to come. Her phone call to the Bailiff. Kegping her mouth shut and taking it,
whatever it may be, whatever he hasto say. Whatever she has coming for letting al this happen on her
watch.

She wipes her mouth, and her lips and chin leave ared smudge across the back of her wrist. Her throat’s
alittle sore from the noises it was making only amoment before, the guttura canine soundsthat it was
never intended for. She thinks of the bottle of whiskey hidden beneath the seat and watches Saben
White, who' s Sitting near the front fender of the Impaanow, sobbing, her face hidden in her hands. Her
tattoo, the Seal of Solomon, seems very bright beneath the afternoon sun, all those shades of ink shining
from her skin like abeacon, like awarning. Soldier imagines cracking open the bottle of Dickd, imagines
it filling her mouth, warming her belly, driving back the thought of the Bailiff’ svoice, and then she even
manages to pretend she hasthat luxury.

The second time that Soldier met the Bailiff, he was wearing the same threadbare seersucker suit as
before, the same white tennis shoes, but he offered her sugar cookies and grape sodainstead of the
foul-tasting, turpentine-scented tea. She' d been sent upstairs again by Madam Terpsichore, and one of
the silver-eyed women who kept the house led her through the kitchen and a parlor and down the long
halway to the library where he waswaiting at hiswriting desk. Therewasan oil lamp with atal glass
chimney dtting near the book hewas reading, and it cast the only light in the room besides the waxing



three-quarter moon dipping in through the parted draperies. He smiled when he saw her, smiled wide
and thanked the silver-eyed woman, whose name was Addaide.

“You're back so soon?’ he asked Soldier, asthough the whole thing had been her idea. “Why, it's
hardly been amonth, hasit?’

Infact, it had hardly been afull week, but Soldier figured it would probably be best if she didn’t correct
him. A plate of cookies and a bottle of soda had been placed on the floor near his chair, and the Bailiff
pointed at them and asked if she was hungry.

“Yesdr, | am,” shesaid and sat down near the plate. She was missing her dinner, being sent up into the
ydlow houseto talk with the fat man who claimed that he wasn't the god of men and churches or the
Cuckoo, but whom she suspected could be either one and, perhaps, even both. She drank half the grape
soda, taking care not to spill any on her blue caico dress, and ate one of the cookies before he said
anything dseto her.

“Have you been thinking about the things we talked about?’ he asked. Shetold him that she hadn’t and
finished asecond cookie.

“Oh,” he said, sounding neither surprised nor angry. “Well, | don’t suppose that much matters, doesit?1
suppose it matters much more what we talk about tonight. Before we begin, do you have any questions,
little Soldier?’

And there were things that she wanted to ask him, such aswhy none of the other children had been sent
up to thelibrary, why only her, and whether or not he had aname besides “the Bailiff,” which didn’'t seem
like much of anameat dl. But before she could think which question to ask him first, which might be
most important, in case she got to ask only one, he was dready talking again, so she started on her third
cookieinstead.

“That cup of teayou finished off,” hesaid. “I trust it likely didn’t agree with you. It' sdamned heady Stuff,
Il grant you that. Sometimes, it knows the road into a person’s dreams. Sometimes, it can lesk straight
into the soul,” and then he tapped himsalf twice between the eyes with a pudgy index finger. “Unless, of
course, you happen to be accustomed to it.”

Soldier put down the unfinished cookie and stared up at him; his green eyes seemed even brighter than
thelast time. Shewondered if they werered eyes, or if the Bailiff had somehow lost his own and these
were only polished gems.

“I had adream,” she said. “Isthat what you' re asking, if | had abad dream after | drank the tea? Were
you the one who carried me to bed?’

The Bailiff hesitated amoment, as though confused at having been asked two questions a once. He
rubbed at his beard and frowned.

“I had adream,” she said again, recalling the way her head had ached when she woke after her first vigit
with the Bailiff, waking confused, disoriented, and hurting, and sick to her scomach. She’d been excused
from her lessons for the whole day, and Madam Me pomene had even made someone else take her
chores. So she'd lain there in her bunk al night long, staring at the underside of the bunk above, afraid to
deep again, thinking about the Bailiff and trying to remember dl the missing pieces of the strange, long
dream. She knew it had come from the teacup, from whatever she' d swallowed. She didn’t need him to
tell her that.

“I might have warned you, | suppose,” he said, those too-green eyestwinkling in the lamplight.



“Arethesered cookies?’ she asked him and poked at the one she' d left half-eaten. “Will they give me
nightmares, too?’

“Do | look like the sort who would give alittle girl tainted sveets?’

“Yes,” shereplied, and he laughed out loud, hislaugh like athunderclap, and leaned back in hischair.
The old wood creaked darmingly, and she thought for asecond that it might burst gpart in ahail of
vanished splinters.

“Thedream, then,” he said, when he’ d stopped laughing and had wiped his eyes with his handkerchief
and put it back into his breast pocket. “Tell me as much of it asyou can, little Soldier. Everything you
recollect. Take careto omit nothing, no matter how nonsensica or ingignificant it might seemto be.”

“Nonsensica?’ she asked, puzzled by the word because she’ d never heard it before.
“Slly,” hereplied. “Ridiculous. Inane. Absurd.”

“I see,” she said, though she’ d never heard inane before, either.

“Anyway, take careto leave none of it out. The devil isvery often in the details, you know.”

“Unlesshe' sinthisroom,” she said, deciding againgt finishing the sugar cookies and grape soda. The
Bailiff laughed again, and his chair creaked and popped benesath him.

“Whatever in the hells have you gone and plucked from the wild, wild sea, my dear old Terpsichore,” he
chuckled, even though Madam Terpsichore wasn't in the room with them. And then to Soldier he said,
“Child, you are arare scrap, indeed. We shal have such ddightful conversations, youand 1.”

“Do you want to hear about my dream or not?’” she demanded, and the plate with the remaining cookies
suesked softly againgt the floor when she pushed it away from her.

“Oh, most assuredly,” he said. “More even than | desire my next breath.”

| could keep it for mysdlf, she thought. | could make it a secret and keep it forever, and no one would
ever know. I’ d forget he made me have that dream. | could try—

“Whenever you're ready, dear,” he prompted.

“It doesn’'t make much sense,” she warned, but he said that didn’t matter. “1 don’'t remember all of it,”
she added, and he said that didn’t matter, either. Of course, he' d told her both these things aready, and
she could tell he waslosing patience. She didn’t know what would happen if she made the Bailiff angry,
the bald man, the one who might be the god of men and of churches, who might be the Cuckoo, who
might only be ademon. She didn’t know, and she didn’t want to find out, so she took a deep breath,
wished that sheweren't afraid of drinking the rest of the grape soda, and cleared her throat.

“Atfirg | wasinadesart,” she sad, though that wasn't actudly the beginning of it. The true beginning
frightened her too much to put into words, so much so that it was better to risk making the bald man
angry with her. “I wasin adesert, and | wasn't achild. | was grown-up, and there was another woman
walking with me. She was dso achild of the Cuckoo.”

“Did shetdl you that?

“Yes, | think so,” Soldier replied. Shetold the Bailiff that the woman was the most beautiful person that
she' d ever seen, dreaming or awake or anywhere in between, Above or Below. She wasvery, very tal,



with long gray-white hair pulled back in dreadlocksto reveal her face and her golden-brown eyes. Her
skin had, over the long ages that she' d wandered the sand, been burned black as pitch by the relentless
desert sun and might as easily have been ebony or jet asflesh and blood. They’ d walked together
through the whispering sand, trudging over gigantic dunesthat seemed to run onin every direction asfar
as Soldier could see.

Asthey walked, the woman told her astory about three witches and a changedling child named
Esmeribetheda, an old story that Soldier had known aready, though she’ d never heard it told quite the
way that the black woman told it.

“Shewas not atraitor,” the woman said to Soldier. “That part’salie. Esmeribetheda had good reasons
for thethings she did. The djinniyeh in their great domed city had set themselves againgt the ghul, who
were interlopers, who' d come to the deserts from some world far away. Esmeribetheda was to be made
adjinniyeh herself, when the ghul were all dead or driven back to that other place.”

“How curious,” the Balliff said and lit abriarwood pipe with akitchen match. He exhded, and theair in
thelibrary smelled of brimstone and cherry tobacco. “ And you’ ve told none of thisto the hounds?’

“No,” Soldier replied, because she hadn’t.
“Good. It' s best we keep it that way for now. Continue, please.”
“Areyou sure?’ she asked, hoping he' d decided that he' d heard enough and would send her away.

“Of course,” he said around the stem of the pipe clutched between hisyelow teeth. “Y ou’ re doing very
well. Don't stop now.”

So shetold him about the ruined walls and empty windows of acity haf-buried by the sand. They passed
it and then descended a particularly steep dune to stand together on the parched bed of an ancient,
vanished lake or sea hidden deep within the endless desert, avast plain of cracked mudflats and glittering
sdt and gypsum crystas. All around them lay the crumbling, petrified bones of the mongtrous beasts that
had lived therelong ago, the beasts that had haunted deep places dmost from the dawn of time until that
last day when the sun had finally consumed the waters, and the things had perished in the mud and
bligtering heat.

The crooked, scorched trunk of atree rose from the lake bed. There were symbols Soldier didn’'t
recognize carved into the wood in long vertical columns.

“The ghul murdered her,” the woman said, running her fingers across one of the symbals. “ That part’s
true. Her bones turned to dust, and her ghost still murmursin the night. In time, the djinniyeh became
distracted by other things—they’ re too easily discouraged—and didn't try again. But the hounds moved
on, searching for someplace where they’ d have no enemiesto fear.”

And then, Soldier told the Bailiff, the black-skinned woman had gone, and she d been |eft done and
standing at the crest of avery high dune, the talest one yet, the King of Dunes, she thought. She stood
there, wrapped in silk and mudlin robes that the dark woman had given her, looking down at aplace
where the desert finally ended, a place where the sea met the land, where the two were forever fighting a
war and the sea was forever winning. The yelow-brown-white sand became a green sea capped with
slvery waves, and she was starting down the far side of the King of Dunes when she heard something in
the sky and looked up.

The Bailiff puffed his pipe and nodded his head.



“I"'m not making any of thisup,” she said.

“I don’t think that you are,” he replied. “What did you see when you looked at the sky?’
“You don't think thet I’'m lying to you?’

“Of course not. But tell me now, what did you see?’

What she’ d seen were two birds, or flying machines, or dragons, or prehistoric reptiles, or angels—it
was difficult to be sure, and perhaps she' d seen dl these things. Perhaps, she said, they’ d been onething
and then another, changing congtantly, and the Bailiff had thought thisentirely plausible. Thetwo things,
whatever they might have been, were locked in an even fiercer battle than that being waged by the sea
upon the sandy shore. One was wregthed dl in flame and the other in awhirling vell of shadow. Bits of
them were torn away and fell to the ground, sizzling, smoking, melting sand to glass on contact. Shewas
very afraid, seeing them, not knowing what it meant, and Soldier told the Bailiff that she' d tried to reach
the shore.

“Why? Did you think you’ d be safe there?’

“Therewas aydlow boat waiting,” shetold him. “1 thought that it might take meto the dark woman
again. | thought she might have left it there for me.”

“Y ou wanted to be with her?’ he asked, and Soldier nodded yes. “ Do you wish you were with her
now?’

“It wasonly adream,” Soldier said. “ Shewasn't ared person. Y ou can't wish to be with adream.” But
she knew that was alie, and she’ d missed the dark woman since the moment she' d awakened.

“Areyou certain of that, it being only adream?’

Instead of answering him, Soldier told the Bailiff how she' d lost her footing, had fallen and rolled along
way down the dune, getting sand in her mouth and eyes and nose; when shefindly reached the bottom,
she was sore and bleeding, dizzy, and her eyes were watering. Overhead, the two things, whatever they
might have been, clawed and screamed and tore at each other. She understood that they might do thisfor
al eternity, that they might have been a each other snce the world began.

When she finally reached the beach, the boat was gone.
“Had it sailed without you?’ the Bailiff asked, relighting his pipe, which had gone out.
“No, it just wasn't there anymore. I'm not sure it was ever redly there.”

And so, defeated, she' d sat down on the wet sand. There were stranded starfish and oysters and snails
and ammonites dl around, bits of cora and driftwood. She found ahermit crab huddled insde asnail’s
shell. The waves cooled her feet, which were bruised and raw from so many days or weeks or months
walking in the desert, but the salt water aso burned the blisters and the open, weeping sores. She'd
become achild again, when she wasn't paying atention, alittle girl Sitting done on afaraway beach while
titans fought in the blue-white sky overhead. Digging her fingersinto the sand, shefound asingle pear
and hid it in her robes.

“And then | woke up,” she said.

“Yes” theBalliff said. “1 see,” and then he said nothing esefor awnhile. Soldier sat staring at the floor, at
patterns sheimagined she could seein the wood' s grain, and the Bailiff sat smoking his pipe. She could



hear a clock ticking loudly somewhere in the room, though she hadn’t noticed aclock before.

Findly, the Bailiff emptied the bowl of his pipeinto an ashtray and told her to stand up. “It' s getting late,”
he sad. “The sun will be up soon. Off to bed with you, little Soldier.”

“Did | tell it right?’ she asked.

“If you told the truth, and | think you did. But remember, say nothing of thisto the hounds, even if they
should ask.”

“Lietothem?
“Just do as| say. | need to think about this. Adelaide will show you back to the basement.”

And Soldier dmost asked him something else, dmost asked what other secrets he was keeping from the
ghouls, feeling asort of thrill that the two of them were sharing a confidence, a conspiracy, that she'd
been given ingtructions to disobey her masters and mistresses.

“Thank you for the cookies,” she said, “and for the soda. Next time, orange might be nice.”
“Ah, well then, next time, orange sodaiit will be.”
“And arrowroot cookies,” she added.

“If youwish,” and the Bailiff had aready turned away from her. The library door was opening, and
Soldier could smell thefaint acrid odor that al the silver-eyed people carried with them. Addaide was
coming for her.

“Thank you,” Soldier said again, and thistime the Bailiff only nodded hisbad head and made a
harrumphing noise that meant he was busy and she should leave. He was reading alarge book lying open
on hisdesk, squinting &t the pages by the unsteady light of the ail lantern, peering at the print through the
lens of amagnifying glass. There were other books on his desk, and an hourglass, and abottle of red ink,
and acaendar for July 2007, with al the days marked off through the nineteenth. Part of her wanted to
ask himif she could stay, if she could deep upstairs, but then Adelaide was leading her away, back down
the long hallway to the parlor, and she was glad that she hadn't asked. Hewould cal her back, if shedid
as he' d said and kept their secret. He would call her back, and there would be sweets and the smell of

his pipe.
“Y ou can find your way from here,” Addlaide said.

“Yes,” Soldier agreed. “1 can. | know my way,” and she went back down, through the basement doors,
and descended therickety stairsinto darkness.

Soldier took Highway 117 west out of Warwick, shrugging it off like along, dirty nightmare—the Rolling
Stones blaring from theradio, just her and Saben White in the black Dodge sedan, because she left Odd
Willie at Rocky Point to get rid of the dead priest and the Impala. She drove on past Apponaug, then
took the interstate north, turning back towards Providence. Saben sat up front with her, with her and yet
completely apart from her, pressed against the passenger-side door, keeping as much distance between
them as possible. And that was fine with Soldier. It meant she’ d made her point, soit wasjust asfineas
fine could be, so long as Saben didn't start crying again. It was easily one of the most loathsome sounds
that Soldier could imagine, women crying. It never failed to make her angry and aways jabbed & the
violence that was never very far benegth the uneasy surface of her; sometimesit was amost enough to



make her physicaly ill. She’ d once killed awoman for crying, awoman that she might otherwise have let
live

When they’ refindly clear of Warwick, when Cranston’ s sprawling blesk and ugly on thelr left and it
won't be much longer before Providence comesin sight, Soldier takes out her cell phone and callsthe
Bailiff. He doesn't answer, of course. He never answers the phone himsalf. So firgt she hasto talk to one
of hislackeys, some shit-for-brains bootlick calling itsalf Cacophony who tells her how concerned
they’ve al been, how they’ ve been smply sick to death with worry. Soldier tellsthe boy to put the Bailiff
on the line and then go fuck himsdf with the sharp end of a broken bottle.

“I wasjust thisvery minute talking about you,” the Bailiff says. Nothing will ever seem asunnaturd to
Soldier asthe Bailiff’ s voice coming through acell phone.

“Guessthat’ swhy my earswere burning,” Soldier replies and turns down the volume on the radio.

“| got acouple distraught callsfrom our friends up in Woonsocket,” hetellsher. “ They aren’t pleased at
having been so neglected this afternoon. | trust it couldn’t have been avoided, your derdliction. | trust it
was & least amaiter of lifeand limb.”

“It was amatter of Saben,” Soldier says. “Meand Willie, we wereright there, ready to go. Then Saben
showed up forty-five minuteslate.”

“Istha s0? Then why am | only findly hearing from you more than two hourslate?’ he asks. “How, little
Soldier, would you care to account for such a marked discrepancy in time?”

“It' sabig fucking mess,” she says, wishing there were any way &t al around the words that have to come
next, knowing that there’ snot, so she getsit over with fast. “ Shekilled a priest somewhere down in
Connecticut and brought him back to Warwick in the trunk of her car. We' ve been trying to deal withiit.”

“Well, now. That isamess, isn'tit. A priest, you say?’ And the Bailiff laughs asthough Soldier hasjust
told him that this whole Stuation was the result of ablown tire or astripped transmission or Odd Willie
running over afire hydrant. “Well, Miss White' s certainly getting a bit more enterprisng. Indeed. We'll

have to see that she' srewarded for dl thisambition.”

“I'll reward her right now,” Soldier says and glances at Saben. “All you got to do is say theword, and I'll
reward her good and proper.”

“And what about you?’ he asks. “ Those two are your responsibility. When they fuck up, you fuck up.
I’ve been quite explicit about that, Soldier. So, then, how shal | reward you?’

“Good damn question,” she says before she can think better of it.

“What about the earthly remains?’ the Bailiff asks, and it takes her a second to realize he meansthe
priest.

“Odd Willie' s having some sort of barbecue. | don't think there' [l be anything left to worry about when
he’ sdone. Listen, what am | supposed to do now? | can be in Woonsocket in half an hour, tops. Hell, |
could be therein twenty-five—"

“No,” the Balliff says, and Soldier hears someone laughing in the background. “I’m afraid that won't be
necessary. Our friendsdon’t like to wait around. They’ re busy men. They’ ve rescheduled for Monday at
noon, that is, if you think you can makethetime. If not—"

“No, no, Monday at noon,” Soldier says, grateful that she’ll have some time to recover from Rocky Point



and the scene at the Dunkin’ Donuts before she has to face Woonsocket. “Monday’ stotally fucking fine.
I’m sorry as hell about this mess, Bailiff. But, please, | want her off my crew, okay? Right now, today.”

“I'vetold you, she' syour responsibility,” the Bailiff replies. “ Should | explain once more precisdy what
that means?’

Soldier looks over at Saben White again, Saben who' s till staring out the window at the other cars or
the bare trees d ong the side of the interstate, Saben with her swollen lip and blackening eye, the dried
blood at the nape of her neck. And Soldier wondersif it would really turn out that much worse if she
samply took out her gun and blew the bitch’ sbrains out. After dl, how much hotter can boiling water get?

How hot issummertimein hell? How hot do you think, little Soldier?

“Y eah, fine. My goddamn responsbility. So, what do you want meto do now?’ Soldier asksthe cell
phone.

Saben White smiles, then, as though she's scored some secret victory. Soldier catches the smile out of
the corner of her right eye, and it dmost doesn’t matter what would happen to her, because whatever it
is, she hasit coming, and it will surely find her sooner or later, anyway. On the radio, the Rolling Stones
giveway to Procol Harum, “ A Whiter Shade of Pale,” and Soldier turns the volume up again.

“| want you home as soon as possible,” the Bailiff says. “I want you somewhere safe, somewherevisible,
s0 | don't have to worry about you anymore.”

“ And what about Saben? What do | do with her?”’

“Y our responghility,” the Bailiff saysfor thethird time. “Now, stop worrying so much about our
wayward, trigger-happy Miss White. Perhaps she had good cause in this transgression. Perhapsthereis
agreater purpose here that we' ve yet to comprehend, little Soldier.” And again, in the background, that
high, girlish laughter.

And, likewise, if behind isin front
Thendirtintruthisclean

Soldier swallows, her mouth so dry there' shardly any spit left at al, and the bottle of whiskey iscaling
her so loudly now that it'samiracle she can hear ether the Bailiff or theradio.

“Willi€ sagood man, solong as he hastheright tools,” the Bailiff reminds her. “Y ou did well to leave the
good father in his capable hands.”

“Dol cdl youwhen he s—’

“You just go home,” the Bailiff says, that sted tonein hisvoice that saysthe matter’ s settled. “ See that
Miss White walks the straight and narrow. One priest here or thereis hardly asign of the Apocaypse,
but I shouldn’t want it to become a habit. Was he Catholic, Greek Orthodox, Russian Orthodox, or

perhaps Episcopdian?’
“Cathalic, | think.” And Saben White nods her head yes. “Y eah, Saben says he was Catholic.”

“Wadll, that makesit al alittle easier,” the Balliff says. “ Some whedls are much easier to grease than
others, if you get my drift.”

She doesn't, but isn’t about to say so.



“And, Soldier, that bottle you bought thismorning,” the Bailiff continues, “you best leave theat whereit is
for now. Y ou may giveit to mewhen next we medt. I’ ll consider it agift, recompense for this
inconvenience.” And then there’ s sillence, and she folds the phone shut and tosses it onto the dash. Saben
flinches at the noise, and Soldier bites down hard on her lower lip because alittle taste of her own blood
is better than having to explain to the Bailiff how Saben’ s door just happened to come flying open, spilling
her out onto 1-95 a sixty-five milesan hour.

“Don’t you worry, sweetie,” Soldier says, putting alittle more pressure on the accelerator. “ It lookslike
someon€ s got your ass covered.”

And then she notices the clouds building on the horizon, sweeping down towards Providence from the
northwest; billowing hills of purple-gray, heavy with snow or freezing rain, and she wondersif Willie's
found everything he needsto start hisfire. And then the clouds make her think of an ocean, and an
immense desert a her back, and monsters warring in the sky.

THREE
New York

A fter the cab ride from the train station, after dinner and haf an hour’ sworth of old Tom and Jerry
cartoons on Sadi€ slittle televison, Emmie Sits on the sofa and watches while her slepmother checksall
the locks on the front door of her gpartment again.

“Just in case,” Sadiewould say, or, “It never hurtsto be careful,” if Emmie wereto ask her, but she
doesn’'t ask because she knows better. She knowsthat Sadie paid extrato have all thoselocksingtaled
on the door, because Deacon said 0. He also told Emmie that it wasn't polite to ask questions about
Sadie and her weird thing with the locks, but she' d already suspected as much.

“ Something very bad happened,” Deacon told her, “along time ago. That's how her arm got hurt. I’ ve
told you that, Emmie. Now she needsto fed sdfe, that'sall.”

“Does she have OCD?' Emmie asked him.

“What?’ her father asked back, furrowing his brow and scowling a her. “Where the hdll did you learn
about OCD?”

“From an abnormal-psychology textbook in thelibrary at school. | know about schizophrenia, too, and
paranocia—"

“Jesus.” Deacon sighed and shook his head. “No, Emmie. She doesn’'t have OCD. She'sjudt...she's
just high-strung, that’ sal. She needs—"

“Tofed safe” Emmie said, even though it annoys him when she finishes his sentencesfor him. Even when
he' s drunk and forgets what he was going to say.

“Are we gonna play some Scrabble now?’ Emmie asks her stepmother.

“If that’ swhat you want to do, then that’swhat we re going to do,” Sadie replies, apparently satisfied
with the assortment of dead bolts and chains on the door, because now she crossesthe small living room
to check the locks on both the windows again. From the sofa, Emmie can see the rusty iron zigzag of the
fire escape, and there' s golden light from the street lamps down on St. Mark’s.

“I've been reading the dictionary alot latdly,” Emmie says, “learning new words.”



“New words?" Sadie asks, sounding distracted, staring at something down on the street, her good hand
resting on the windowsill. “What kind of new words?’

“Wel, Q-words, mostly. Especidly Q-wordswithout Usin them,” Emmietells her. She wantsto ask
Sadie what she sees down on the sidewalk, out in the street, but she doesn’t, because Deacon would
probably tell her that was rude, aswell.

“What’ swrong with Q-wordswith Usin them?’ her sepmother asks, not turning away from the
window.

“Nothing’ swrong with them, except that there aren’t enough Usin Scrabble, and | never have one when
| have aQ and actually need one.”

“Oh,” Sadie says.

And then curiosity gets the best of Emmie, which happens alot more than she' d like to admit. “ Sadie,
what are you looking at down there?’ she asks.

“Nothing,” Sadiereplies, but she till sounds distracted, like she' sthinking about everything in theworld
but playing Scrabble and what a pain in the ass Q-words can be when you don’'t haveaU. “1 was
looking at adog, that'sdl,” she adds. Then sheturns her back on the windows and smilesat Emmie
Silvey. The smile comes out more than alittle forced.

“Q-wordslike gat,” Sadie says.

“Y eah, and gintar and goph, too.”

“Qoph?I don't think | know that one,” Sadie admits, then glances over her right shoulder at the windows
agan.

“It’ sthe nineteenth letter in the Hebrew aphabet,” Emmietells her, and her ssepmother nods her head
and turns back towards her.

“What about qgiviut? Did you learn that one?’

“It' sgot something to do with amusk ox,” Emmie says, and reaches for amagazine lying on the coffee
table.

“You'll haveto do better than that.”

“Look it up.” Emmie shrugs, opening the magazine, and maybe she doesn’t want to play Scrabble, after
al. Thiswhole conversation about Q-words has reminded her how dull it can get sometimes, especidly
when Sadi€' s not redlly thinking about the game and it’ stoo easy to win. “1t's got something to do with
musk oxes.”

“Musk oxen,” Sadie corrects her.
“Either way, giviut hasa U, and we were talking about Q-words without Us.”

“Yes, you'reright,” Sadie says, cradling her bad arm, and she nods at the Scrabble box on a bookshelf
inthe corner. “But if it's Scrabble you want, it's Scrabble you' |l get, even though we both know you' Il
only kick my assagan.”

“Maybe not if you' d pay better attention and stop thinking about the locks and about dogs down on the
dreet,” Emmie says, immediately wishing that she hadn’t, wishing she knew sometrick for taking words



back. She looks up from the magazine lying open on her lap, and Sadieis staring down at the hardwood
floor now, dill cradling her crippled left arm.

“I'll gpot you,” Emmie says, hoping maybe that’ sthe right thing to say now that she' s screwed everything
up. She tosses the magazine onto the floor and gets up off the sofa, stepping quickly around the corners
of the coffee table and atall stack of books on the floor. “ Fifty points. | dways spot Deacon fifty points.

“Wasthat hisideaor yours?’

“His” Emmie admits. “He wanted me to spot him ahundred, but | said, * Uh-uh, no damnway am |
gpotting you awhole hundred points, Mr. Deacon Silvey."”

“Good for you.” Sadie laughs, and Emmi€ srelieved. She can tell the laughter is more honest than the
forced smile was, that the laugh is red, something that Sadie fedsinstead of just something she wants
Emmieto think shefedls. Emmi€ s at the bookshelf now, standing on tiptoe, fishing the Scrabble box
down from the shelf where her stepmother keeps all her tarot cards, copies of the books she' swritten
and a couple more that she hasn't finished yet, a sogpstone scarab that she brought back from atrip to
Egypt, three blue glass bottles, and her Book of Shadows. Emmie knows about the Book of
Shadows—that it’ sfilled with Sadi€' s spells and rituals—though she' s never taken it down, never
opened it, has never even touched it. She knows that her stepmother isawitch, has known that for as
long as she can remember. Not the sort of witch you see on television shows or in the movies, of course,
but the sort that’ s real, not make-believe. Deacon saysit’sall aload of horseshit and superdtitious
nonsense, but Sadie told her that she should wait and decide for herself when she' solder. Seeing the
Book of Shadows, Emmie€’ sreminded of the strange woman on the train and the Seal of Solomon
tattooed on her skin. Perhaps, she thinks, the woman on the train was aso awitch.

“Have you ever heard of something caled the Sed of Solomon?” Emmie asks, managing to wiggle the
Scrabble box out from under several heavy books without knocking anything over.

“Sure,” Sadiereplies and sits down on the sofa. “What do you want to know?’
“Wdl, mogtly | waswondering if it really has an invisible point on it somewhere?’

Her stepmother glances towards the door, and suddenly she has that anxious expression she getsthat
Emmie knows means she wantsto check al thelocks again, that she' safraid she might have missed one,
maybe that dead bolt up high that’ s a bit temperamental sometimes.

“That' swhat someonetold me,” Emmie says, “that the Seal of Solomon has seven points, even though
you can only see Six of them.”

“Somethingsarelikethat,” Sadietells her, but doesn’'t look away from the door. “ Sometimes you can
only see part of athing, even though it seemslikeit’ sdl right therein front of you. Sometimesthingswill
seem plain asday, and that’ s not what they areat al.”

“S0, it' s something magick, like your tarot cards?’
“Everything's magick, Emmie, in oneway or another. I’ vetold you that before.”

“But you know what | mean. Isit some sort of magicka symbol?” Emmie carries the Scrabble set back
over to the coffee table, quickly clearing away al the magazines and papers and books cluttering the
table, then sits down on the floor, opensthe box, and beginsto set up the game.

“Who told you about the Sedl of Solomon?’ Sadie asks her, findly looking away from the gpartment
door.



“Someone a school,” Emmie says, pausing only amoment before deciding that the li€' s probably better
than telling Sadie about the woman on the train. “Do you want me to keep score?’

“Sure. You're better at it than me.”
“Doesit protect people?’
“That depends who and what you believe. Some people think it does.”

“The Jaws?’ Emmie asks, choosing a pencil from the assortment of yellow and black stubsinsdethe
box. She picksthe sharpest of the bunch, one that even has aragged pinkish ssump of eraser left on one
end.

“Some Jews, yes, and some other people, too. King Solomon is said to have had the star engraved on an
iron ring. It gave him the power to command demons.”

“I’'m not sure | believein demons,” Emmie says and shrugs again. She writes her name at thetop of a
blank page in the notepad that Sadie keepsinsde the Scrabble box with everything else. Then she draws
averticd line, dividing the page negtly in two, and she writes Sadi€’ s name on the other sde of theline
opposite her own.

“It'sjust aword,” Sadietells her, and then her ssepmother selects awooden tile from the lid of the box
where Emmie haslaid them dl facedown. “And like dl words, it can mean alot of different things—"

“To different people,” Emmie says, and she points at thetile her siepmother has drawn from the box.
“What did you get?’

“1 got aP. Three points. Let's see you best that.”

Emmiedrawsatile, but it' sonly an E, and she shakes her head and sighs. “ Crap. | shouldn’t have
spotted you anything at al,” she says, but she doesn't redlly care about not getting the first turn. At least
Sadie seems to have forgotten about the doors and the locks and the windows for the time being.

“That’ll teach you not to underestimate your elders,” her sepmother says. Emmie draws sx moretiles
from thelid of the box and sets them up on the rack so that Sadie can’t see what they are. They spell out
POCSLEI, and sheimmediately begins rearranging them in her head, searching for something that will
equd ahafway decent score.

“Maybe we should have played chess, instead,” she says. “Or Chinese checkers.”

“No, no. I'm fedling lucky,” Sadie says, but her eyes have drifted back to the apartment door. Thistime
Emmielooks, too, and sees that her stepmother forgot to reset the darm when they came home from
dinner. Emmie wastaking, teling Sadie about anew video game. “Tonight I’m gonnatake you down,”
Sadie adds, but the tonein her voice tells Emmie that she’ s no longer thinking about Scrabble.

“Then you can give meaword. A new word. Onethat | don't dready know. That’ll makeit fair.”

Sadi€' s pale blue eyes dart back to the game board, then nervoudly up at Emmie, as though she' d been
caught doing something she shouldn’t have been doing. “It'sdready fair, you little brat,” she says. “I
don't haveto give you aword. Y ou're too damned smart asit is”

“And it hasto be amagicka word,” Emmie adds, then beginsrearranging her Scrabbletiles. She doesn't
like it when Sadi€’ seyeslook that way, like she' s frightened and confused and trying too hard to seem
like she' s neither one. Now Emmi€ stiles spell out IEPOCLS, so she starts over. She glancesup a



Sadie, and sees that her stepmother’ s staring at the door again, the red door painted amost the same
shade as aripe pomegranate, festooned with dead bolts and chain locks, the black stedl rod she keeps
wedged firmly between the door and athick block of wood nailed directly to the apartment floor. The
security pad is mounted just to the right of the door, beneath a framed black-and-white photograph of
the three of them taken one summer day at Scarborough Beach, back when Emmie was hardly more
than ababy. The darm’ sready light isgreen, but the armed light is glowing a bright, accusatory red.

“And, a0, it hasto beared word,” Emmie says, looking away from the door and the neglected darm,
back to her stepmother’ sface. “No made-up words. It hasto be aword | could use to beat you.”

“Tetragrammaton,” Sadie says. “ That’ sared word.”
“Areyou sure? |’ ve never heard it before.”
“Wadll, if you' d heard it, Emmie, then it wouldn't be anew word, now, would it?’

“So, what'sit mean?’ Emmie asks her, sounding as skeptical as she can manage, hoping to distract her
stepmother from the door again.

“It' sthe Hebrew name for god,” Sadie says and chews at her lower lip. “It’ s supposed to have been part
of the Sedl of Solomon.”

“Wdll, it hastoo many letters. Y ou should have given me ashorter word. I’ll never have dl thelettersi
need to spell that.”

“Youdidn’t say it had to be a short word.”
“I should have. | didn't think you' d take advantage of akid. How do you spdll it, anyway?’

And then her stlepmother opens her mouth, like she' s about to tell Emmie how to spell tetragrammaton,
like Emmi€ snot smart enough to figureit out for hersaf. But then her eyes move rapidly from the door
to the twice-locked windows and back to the keypad beneath the photograph again, and Emmie knows
that they’ ve both lost this round. For asecond or two, it doesn’t matter what Deacon’ stold her, and she
amost asks Sadie why she' s so afraid, what it was that ruined her hand and scared her so badly that
she' sl scared dl these yearslater.

“Hold on,” her ssepmother says. “I'm sorry. Thiswill only take measecond.” And Emmieletsthe
questions dissolve, unasked, on her tongue while Sadie goesto set the burglar larm.

“Do you still missher?” Emmie asked Deacon one day in September, the last day of her vacation before
third grade began. They were ditting at the kitchen table, eating the doppy peanut-butter-and-grape-jely
sandwi ches that Deacon had made for lunch, and she’ d been thinking about school, because she’ d been
thinking about hardly anything else for aweek, when Deacon had said something about the table being
too big for only two people. She dways sat at the chair beneath the window, and he aways sat directly
across from her. When Sadie had lived with them, she’'d sat in the chair at Emmi€e’ sleft. Therewasa
stack of telephone books and old newspapers there now.

Deacon stopped chewing and stared at his plate amoment before answering her. “ Sometimes worse than
others,” he said, and took another bite of his sandwich.

“And thisis one of the worsetimes?’ she asked, knowing the answer, and her father nodded his head.



“Don’t you mind me,” Deacon said, after he' d swallowed and washed down the peanut butter and jelly
and white bread with amouthful of milk. “Now and then | just think too much for my own good, that’s
al”

“Wadl, you know, it' s not like shewas my red mother,” Emmie said, though, in fact, shethought it was
exactly likethat. It seemed like the sort of thing Deacon would want to hear, like something that might
make him fedl better and get him to thinking about something else.

“She did the best she could,” Deacon told her, “under the circumstances. She did ahdll of alot better
than—" But then he stopped, took another drink of milk, and wiped his mouth on the back of his hand.

“That'snot what | meant,” Emmie said, redlizing that she' d only managed to make thingsworse. “1 just
meant, well, | meant—"

“Finish your lunch,” her father said and stood up. “I need to get back to the shop,” and then he took his
saucer and empty glass over to the sink and rinsed them. Emmie sat looking at the uneaten haf of her
sandwich, wondering if third grade was when you findly learned when to keep your mouth shuit.

Emmielaysher last fivetilesdown in avertica line ending at the lower right-hand corner of the Scrabble
board. R-E-D-C-A-P, and the P lands on “ Triple Word Score.” She grins triumphantly at her
stepmother and taps her fingers loudly on the edge of the coffeetable.

“Emmie, that’ stwo words, not one,” Sadie says, licking at her lips and dready reaching for the
paperback Merriam-Webster’ s dictionary because they’ ve been playing Scrabble long enough that she
knows Emmie won't ever just take her word on these things.

“No, it'snot. It'sonly oneword. Go ahead. Look it up. ‘Redcap.’ It'sasort of mushroom.”
“Yeah, and it saso asort of afairie,” Sadie adds. “1 know that, but it’ s spelled as two words.”

“It'saso what they used to cdll Little Red Riding Hood,” Emmie says, and Sadie stops turning pages and
glances up from the dictionary & Emmie, who'still grinning.

“Go ahead. Look it up. But you' rewasting your time. You'll just seethat I’ m right.”
“You don’'t haveto be asnot about it,” Sadietellsher.
“Read mewhat it says. ‘ A poisonous species of toadstool.” | bet that’ s exactly what it says.”

“Why don’t you look it up,” Sadie replies and hands her the dictionary. “I’ d rather we wasted your time
thanmine”

“Fine,” and Emmie takesthe dictionary, which isaready turned to the RE’s, and she ticks off the words
one after another—redbreast, redbrick, redbud, redbug—and thereit is, just like she knew it would be,
redcap, one word, two syllables. “Redcap,” she says. “Oneword.”

Sadie takes the dictionary back and frowns at the page as she readsit. “ Okay, but you' re wrong about
the definition,” shetells Emmieg, then readsit doud. “* A baggage porter, asat arailroad Sation.””

“I can il useit,” Emmie says, adding up her score. “And I’ m not wrong, because it istoo akind of
mushroom. That dictionary just isn't very good. Maybe you should get anew one, one that knows about
mushrooms and fairies”



“Y eah, maybe| should,” and Sadie closesthe dictionary and setsit asde. “Emmie, why even bother
adding the score. We both know you won.”

“It' sdill important. It’s ill important to know exactly how it turned out.”

“Fine, but I haveto go to the bathroom right this minute, or I’ m gonna pop.”

“Y egh, your eyes are darting to turn kind of yellow. Soon they’ Il be just like mine.”
“Your eyesaren't yellow,” Sadie says, slanding up. “ They’ re amber.”

“Wrong,” Emmie says. “ They’ re yellow as butter. They're yelow as sunflowers.” It'san old argument,
onethat Emmi€ s never really understood the reason for. Her eyes are not amber; she's seen amber at
the museum, polished chunks of it with ants and ticks and fliestrapped ingde for millions and millions of
years, and that’ s not the color of her eyesat al. And they aren’t golden brown, either, or champagne, or
any of the other thingsthat Sadie hastried to call them so that she doesn't have to call them yedlow,
which iswhat they actudly are. “Yd-low,” Emmie says, and then redlizesthat she’smade amistakein
her arithmetic and begins rubbing hard at the notepad with the last stingy scrap of the pencil stub’s eraser.

“Whatever. I’m going to pee now,” Sadie sighs, sounding alittle annoyed, and Emmie watches as she
triesto make it past the front door without stopping to check the locks.

And later on, after Emmie has beaten Sadie again and the Scrabble set hasfinaly been put away for the
night, after asnack of Double Stuf Oreos and A& W cream soda, after Emmie’ s brushed her teeth and
flossed and washed her hands and face and changed into one of Sadie€' s T-shirtsthat shelikesto deepin
whenever she vists—after dl thesethings, her sepmother sits on the edge of Emmi€ s bed in the narrow
space between the kitchenette and bathroom. Emmi€’ s bedroom, whenever she comes to Manhattan.
It's hardly wider than alarge closet, but Emmie likes the closeness. It makesthe tiny room fed safe,
makesit cozy, and sometimes she thinks she prefersit to her big room upstairson Angell Street in
Providence. A room this small has fewer shadows to wonder about when the lights are out, and there's
gtill aplacefor her bed and asmall chest of drawers, two red plastic milk crates stacked one atop the
other to make a combination bookshdf and toy box. There are acouple of posters on thewall, Hello
Kitty and a Japanese girl band, and Sadie has painted golden stars on the midnight-blue celling, one for
each of her stepdaughter’ s birthdays.

“Do you want astory?’ Sadie asks, and Emmie nods yes, because she doesn’t want to be deepy just
yet, wantsto lie there awake beneath the golden stars listening to Sadie read to her; Sadie reads doud
almost as good as Deacon.

“Read methe end of The VVoyage of the‘ Dawn Treader,”” Emmie says. “Read me*‘ The Very End of the
World.”

“Areyou sure? |’ veread you that one at least adozen times dready.”
“Not adozen. Not that many times.”

“At least that many times,” Sadie says, but she' s adready taking the paperback copy of The VVoyage of
the “Dawn Treader” from its place in the topmost milk crate.

“Right near theend,” Emmietdlls her, “ after Regpicheep has gone, when Adan makesaholeinthe sky. |
think it's on page two forty-seven.”

“Y ou’ ve memorized the page numbers?’ Sadie asks, incredulous, and Emmie smiles ahesitant, flustered
smile, wondering if maybe she should say it wasjust alucky guess.



“Only afew of them,” she saysingtead. “ Only for the parts| like the mogst.”

Sadie shakes her head and flips quickly through the dog-eared pages until she comesto page two
forty-seven. When her ssepmother beginsto read, Emmie fixes on the largest of the painted stars, the one
that stands for her birthday before last. It has seven points, but none of them areinvisible.

“*Oh, Adan,” said Lucy. ‘Will you tell ushow to get to your country from our world?

“*] shdl beteling you dl thetime,’ said Adan. ‘But | will not tell you how long or short the way will be;
only that it liesacrossariver. But do not fear that, for | am the great Bridge Builder. And now come; |
will open the door in the sky and send you to your own land.””

“Doyou think it waslike ablack hole?” Emmie asks, but doesn’t take her eyes off the star on the ceiling.

“No,” Sadiereplies. “I think you mean awormhole. | think maybe Adan’ s hole between worldswas
more like awormhole than ablack hole. Hardly anything ever escapes ablack hole.”

“I know that, Sadie,” Emmie says, annoyed at being corrected and embarrassed that she didn’t get it
right in thefirst place. 1 forgot, but you know | know that. | read a book by Stephen Hawking.”

“Yeah, I’ veread that book, too.”

“So,” Emmie continued, “ Adan made awormhole for Lucy and Edmund and Eustace.”
“| doubt that’swhat C. S. Lewis meant, but | suppose you could think of it that way.”
“Right. A bridge between worlds, ashortcut, and there must have been another one—"

“Do you want meto read any more of this?’ Sadie asks, and she glances at the alarm clock on the chest
of drawers. “It’ s getting late. We have alot to do tomorrow.”

“Read jugt alittlemore,” Emmie says and yawns without covering her mouth.

“Okay, but only alittle bit more,” Sadie says and turnsthe page. “* Child,” said Adan, ‘do you redly need
to know that? Come, | am opening the door in the sky.” Then al in one moment there was arend—"

“Thewormhole,” Emmie says, and then she yawns again.
“If that’ s the way you want to think of it. Y eah, the wormhole.”

“They’'revery ungtable things,” Emmie says and squints at the birthday star. “ That’ swhat Stephen
Hawking said. Y ou couldn’t just travel through one like that. Even in aspaceship, the gravitationd forces
would tear you to spaghetti if you tried.”

“Emmie, you know thisisafairy tae. Maybe you' re getting too old for fairy tales. Maybe sciencefiction
would be better.”

“I wasjust thinking about it, that’ sdl. Go ahead. Read me some more, please.”

Sadie blinks and rubs her eyes, and suddenly Emmie misses her father, misses her own roomin her own
house, and she dmost asks Sadie if they can call Deacon, because he' saways up late, but Sadi€'s
aready started reading the book again.

“Then dl in one moment there was arending of the bluewall (like a curtain being torn) and aterrible
whitelight from beyond the sky, and thefed of Adan’smane and aLion'skisson their foreheads and



then—the back bedroom in Aunt Albertal shomein Cambridge.”

“That' senough,” Emmie says, deciding it’s probably best not to call Deacon, evenif heis gill avake; the
wave of homesickness has begun to pass, and she looks at the star again. Sadie closes the book and
returnsit toits placein thered milk crate.

“ Stephen Hawking might bewrong,” Emmie says.
“What do you mean?’

“I mean, some scientists think there might be waysto travel through wormholes without being torn apart.
| think they might beright.”

“Wdll, then, where do you think the wormholes would lead?’ Sadie asks her. “Would they take usto
Narnia?’

“Narnia snot ared place,” Emmie sighsand rolls over, turning her back on her sepmother and the
golden gtar, turning to face the wall because she knows that if she doesn’t fall adeep soon she'll start
missing Deacon again. “But they might take usto other places”

“Good places or bad places?’

“That remainsto be seen,” Emmie says, though she' sthinking that her sepmother’ s old enough to know
that places are neither good nor bad. That places are only places, and it' s people that make them seem
good or bad. “Leavethe hal light on, okay?’

“Sure,” says Sadie, tucking her in and kissing her on the top of her head. “Now, you'’ d better get some
deep, pumpkin. We Il go see the dinosaurs tomorrow.”

“Night-night,” Emmie whispers, and her sepmother switches off the reading lamp and leaves, shutting the
bedroom door only hafway. Emmie stares a thewall, imagining aswirling, dinner plate-sized holeinit
that might open out into their house on Angdll Street. She imagines Deacon peering into the hole to be
surethat she'sdl right and falls adeep to the sound of Sadi€' s footsteps.

“No,” Emmietdlstherat in pirate boots. “1 dways know when I’m dreaming. It' seasy to tdll the
difference.” And when therat glares skepticaly back at her, she explains, “In my dreams, there are no
limits”

“No limitsto what?’ therat asks her, sill glowering, and then it takes asip of the peach-flavored soda
it's been nurang since Emmie sat down at the kitchen table. Deacon’ s busy somewhere esein the house,
and he doesn't know that she' s having a conversation about dreams with arat named Reepicheep. If he
did know, he probably wouldn’t care, but he might tell her to stop giving away sodasto taking rats, that
those things cost money, and money doesn’'t grow on trees.

“See, that’ swhat | mean,” she tells Reepicheep. “Money doesn’t grow on trees. So, whenever | see
some money growing on atree, | know that I’ m dreaming, becausein my dreamsthere are no limitsto
what’sred and what’snot.”

Therat shakesits head and scratches at its chin, which is dightly damp and matted with the peach soda
that keeps dribbling out of its mouth. “ That seems awfully convenient, if you ask me,” Reepicheep says.

“I didn’t ask you.”



“This stuff tasteslike cleaning fluid,” the rat shudders and staresinto the bottle of soda. “ Are you trying to
ppoison me or something?’

Emmi€ s getting bored with therat, who isn't nearly asinteresting to talk to as she thought he might be
when she offered him something to drink. She turns and looks out the kitchen window at the house next
door and discoversthat there' s already someone at awindow over there watching her. It might be the
woman from the train, the woman who got off at the Old Saybrook Station. She waves, but whoever it
is, they don’t wave back.

“Have you ever been haunted by the ghost of apoisoned rat?” Reepicheep asksher. “Let mejust tell
you, it'snot apleasant affair.”

“Go away how,” Emmie says, and the kitchen gradualy melts away like snow on awarm winter day,
taking thetaking rat withiit.

“Six of one, haf dozen of the other,” she says, because it’s something that Deacon says whenever he
doesn’'t seem to care one way or another. He saysit’ s something that people from Alabama say dl the
time. And the graveyard where she' s stlanding now redlly isn't that much of an improvement over the
kitchen and the talking rat and being watched from the house next door, so she saysit again—Six of one,
half dozen of the other. It s not Swan Point or the Old North Buria Ground or any of the other
graveyards where she and Deacon sometimes go for long walks. All the headstones are jagged dabs of
charcoa-or rust-colored date, broken and covered with patches of lichen and moss. Hardly any of the
names and dates carved into them are il legible, and that always makes Emmie sad, knowing that
someone' s dead and buried and so completely forgotten that even their tombstone doesn’t know his or
her name anymore.

Here' sawhole cemetery of forgotten people, she thinks, and sits down in the grass beneath amaple
tree, glad that at least it's summer in the dream instead of February.

“I was hoping you' d show up today,” her mother says—not Sadie but her real mother, the woman who
died the day that she was born—and Emmie looks up to see the tall woman standing over her. There' sa
rock hammer on her belt, just like the paeontol ogists Emmie’ s seen on television. “1t' sbeen awhile” the
woman says.

“I've been busy,” Emmietells her, wishing that the sun weren't so bright right there behind her mother’s
head, so that she could actudly see her face thistime. She knowsit from photographs, but it’s ways
hidden in the dreams, and sometimes that makes Emmie worry that maybe the woman in the dreamsisn't
her mother after dl.

“You'reabusy girl,” her mother says.
“I don't believein ghosts,” Emmie says. “1 know you're only adream.”

“It does't make much difference either way,” the woman replies and turns away, the sunlight pouring
fiery white about the eclipse of her head and shoulders. “ A ghost or adream, six of one, haf dozen of the
other.”

“It matters” Emmieinggs. “It’ simportant to know the difference.”

“There' s something coming,” the woman tells her. *'Y ou need to be ready when it getshere. You'rea
smart girl, aren’t you, Emmie? Y ou know the difference between dreams and what' sred 7’

“Yeah. | wasjudt tdling therat—"



“Then | need you to try just alittle bit harder. | need you to seewho | am, not who you think | am.”

“It'sadream,” Emmie protests, and the woman turns back towards her. She doesn’t seem so tall now,
and the tool belt with the rock hammer’ s gone. There' sa six-pointed star tattooed on the woman'’ seft
hand. “Y ou’re not my mother,” Emmie says, alittle disgppointed, alittle angry even though the dream
woman never claimed to be her mother. She squintsinto the sun, trying harder to get a better look at the
woman’ sface. “Y ou're the woman from the train.”

“You'readamned smart girl. But sometimes you talk when you should be listening.”
“It smy dream,” Emmie says.
“Y ou aso need to learn not to make quite so many assumptions.”

“What' sthat supposed to mean?” And Emmie stands up, dusting bits of grass off her jeans, but the
woman who' s not her mother has dready begun to fade away, just like the kitchen and the talking rat.
Emmietriesto concentrate and make her stay, but the graveyard is dippery and has aready become
somewhere e se entirely, the sun traded for shadows and mist in the blink of adreaming eye. An attic, she
thinks, because the ceiling’ s so very low, the vaulted house ribs of huge and rough-hewn crossbeams,
cobwebs draped al about like a cartoon haunted house, and the only light is coming from a candlestick
that the girl holding her hand is carrying. The girl, who' s both older and taler than Emmig, isdragging her
through the attic, leading her quickly from one somewhere to somewhere e se, and Emmie stops and
jerks her hand free.

“Who areyou?’ she demands. “And where are we going?’

“We can't very well stay here,” the older girl saysanxioudy, impatiently. “They’ll hear and come up to
check. The docks areticking, EmmaJean. They'll find you out.”

By the flickering candle, Emmie can seethat the girl’ s skinisbrown, skin like amonds or milk stirred into
coffee, and her hair’ sblack and cut into abob. Emmie wondersif the girl’ s Hispanic or maybe part
Narragansett, maybe alittle of both. “Who? Who will find me out?’ she asksthe girl, who' sbeginning to
look more than anxious and impatient—she' s beginning to look scared. Shetriesto take Emmi€ s hand
again, but Emmie snatchesit away. “No, answer my question. Who's gonnafind out I’ m here?’

“It might be your dream, Emma Jean Silvey, but it might be someone el sg's, too. Did you never sop to
consder that?”

“No,” Emmietdlsher. “That' sstupid. Thisismy dream, and it isn’t anybody ese's.”

The girl looks back the way they’ ve come, and Emmie looks, too, but there' s nothing back there except
darkness and shadows, spiderwebs and dust. “Who are you so afraid of 7’ Emmie asksthe girl.

“Shetold you that something’s coming, and you need to listen to her. She told you about the horses, too,
didn't she? Y ou’ ve dready forgotten thet, I’ Il wager?’

“Shedidn’'t say anything about any—" Emmie begins, but then she remembers the woman on the
train—Saben White, that was her name, at least the name she said was her name—remembers her saying
that Emmie should stay away from horses. “I’'min New York City at my stepmom’'s,” Emmiesays. “So |
really don’t think | have to worry too much about horses.”

The candldight dlittersin the girl’ seyes, eyesthat are dmost black, eyesthat get Emmie to thinking about
holesin the sky, holes punched in worlds by lion gods to send children home. The girl looks more
frightened than Emmie has ever seen anyone look before.



“Y ou need to calm down,” shetellsthegirl. “ Y ou're gonna have a cardiac arrest or a stroke or apanic
attack or something if you don't. It sjust adream. | promise. Y ou don’'t even exist.”

“Y ou can hear them, can't you?’ the girl asks. “Y ou can hear the clocksticking?’

“I don’t hear anything,” Emmie says, but then she stops and listens, and she does hear clocks, dozens of
clocks, maybe more, but she can’t tell where the sounds are coming from. “Y eah, so what? | can hear
clocksticking.”

Thegirl groans, the same sort of noise that her father makes whenever he' stired of arguing with Emmie
about taking abath or doing her homework or cleaning her room. The end-of-his-rope noise, Sadie cals
it. Do it now, or you'll wish you had. That sort of noise.

“You can get lost in dreams,” the girl says and motions at the darkness with her candle. “If you' re not
careful, you can spend forever wandering about in dreams, and it hardly mattersif they’re yoursor
someone dse's. Maybe thisis your dream, Emma Jean, but it’ s mine, too, and maybeit’sthe hounds,
and maybeit’seven old Mother Hydra's, so you’ d best hush up aminute and stop thinking thingsaren't
connected just because you can't see the—"

“—ghortcuts,” Emmie says.

“That’ s not what | was going to say, but it’s near enough. Those clocks shouldn’t beticking. You
shouldn’'t be here. Y ou' re getting too far ahead—"

And then the brown-skinned girl’ s gone, and Emmi€e s aone in the sun-drenched cemetery again, and
there’ s an empty soda bottle half-buried in the ground in front of every single one of the date
gravestones. There are black ants on the bottles—ants going in, ants coming out. Reepicheep’ s leather
pirate boots are draped across one of the markers, and when she looks again at the lush green grass
sprouting from the earth, Emmie can see that the ground has begun to leak something oily and red, not
blood, no, but that' s the first thing it makes her think of. Theair crackles and smellslike rain and adead
raccoon she once found out behind their house. There are rough voices drifting across the cemetery,
guttural anima sounds that want to be words but haven’t quite figured out thetrick of it, and shetries not
to hear what they’ re saying.

“She had aplan, your mother did,” the leaves of the maple tree rustle in the voice of the girl from the
attic. “And now | fear it isn't going so well for her. She made mistakes, and now it isn't going well at al.”

“My mother’ sdead,” Emmietellsthe girl or the old tree or whomever she staking to; she' sangry now
and getting scared, and when she gazes up into the limbs of the old maple, there are eyesthere, gazing
back down at her, eyes and grinning Cheshire cat jaws with sharp ivory teeth. “My mother’ s dead,”
Emmie says. “ She' sdead and buried, and sheisn’t planning anything.”

“Six of one,” thetree whispers. “Y ou said so yoursdf,” and then something dips suddenly down from the
branches, dithering snakelike aong the trunk of the tree, something amost the same color of red asthe
stuff oozing from the ground.

“They must have heard the clocks,” the girl from the attic says. “1 told you they might. They have keen
ears, and they' re aways listening. Y ou know the way back. You' d best start running.”

Thered thing in the tree laughs and wriggles and vomits adimy clump of fur and the half-digested bones
of avery largerat onto the grass at her feet.

“Now would be better than later,” the girl from the attic says.



And there’ san ugly tearing sound—arending, Emmie thinks—as she dreams awormhole into the fabric
of the inking summer day, ashimmering holefilled with blinding white light. Asthe red thing from the
tree coils about the roots and opens its mouth wide so she can see exactly what it’susing for teeth,
Emmietumblesthrough.

By thetimethat Emmi€ s seen dl the dinosaurs, saurischian and ornithischian, and dl of the fossl
mammals, it'samost noon. Sadie buys her ahot dog, a bag of potato chips, and a Snapplefrom asilver
cart parked outside near the bronze statue of Theodore Roosevelt on horseback, flanked by an Indian on
one sde and ablack man on the other. They St on agranite bench beneath the tal lonic columnsframing
the archway leading back into the museum; the sun’ swarm today, and the wind' s not so bad that they
can't have lunch outdoors. Emmie tries to remember not to talk while she’ s chewing, but it’shard,
because her head' s so full of dl the things she' sseenin the last few hours.

“Hunter’ smeeting usin abit,” Sadie says. *Y ouwon't mind, will you?’

“No,” Emmie manages around a mustardy bite of hog dog. She likes Hunter Fontana, likes her long
salt-and-pepper dreadlocks, the spicy-sweet clove smdll of the Indonesian cigarettes she sometimes
smokes, and the fact that she knows lots of good stories that Emmi€e s never heard before. Hunter’sa
witch, too, and awriter, and Deacon says that she’ s alesbian. Emmie chews her hot dog, swallows,
washesit al down with raspberry-flavored Snapple, then leans back againgt the bas-relief sculpture of a
pair of bighorn sheep.

“I didn’t think you would,” Sadie says and smiles. She points at what’ sleft of Emmi€e s hot dog. “ Good?’
sheasks.

“Yep,” Emmiesays. “I could eat another one.”

“We'll see,” Sadietdlls her and checks her wristwatch.
“I'maurethat I'll ill be hungry when I'm finished with thisone.”
“How about you finish it and find out.”

“What do you think I’'m doing?’ and Emmie takes another big bite. Deacon fixes hot dogs whenever she
wants them, because he likes them too, but they’ re never as good as the ones Sadie buys her outside the
Museum of Natura History. Someone at school told her that the Mafiaowns al the hot-dog standsin
Manhattan, but she doesn’t know if she believesthat. It seemsto her the Mafiawould have better things
to do than sdll hot dogs.

“You can tell Hunter what you were telling me about the prehistoric horses,” Sadie says, and Emmie
shrugsand swvdlows.

“I"'m not sure she' d beinterested.”

“Of course shewould. You should tell her.” Sadie didn’t get ahot dog, just a Snapple and a bag of
chips. She spsat her bottle of tea and watches the traffic moving up and down Central Park West, or
she’ swatching the brown-and-gray edge of the park itself. Emmie can’t be sure which without asking.
She likesthe park best in summer, when it’ s green and warm and there' s Shakespeare and picnics; in
winter, there’ s something hard and skeletal about it, just like the rest of the city. Shefinishes her hot dog
and decidesthat she' s probably full, after dl.

“Tell her about the Protohippius.”



“Protohippus,” Emmie says, correcting her. “Hippus means‘horse’ in Latin. Latin or Greek, | can’t
remember which.”

“Well, so tell her about the Protohippus. Everything that you weretdling me.”

There' sasudden gust of icy wind then, sweeping down the street to remind them of February, blowing
between the high buildings and the park. Emmie turns her face away fromiit, but it tugs persstently at her
clothes and bitesthetips of her fingers, snatches away her empty hot-dog wrapper and sendsit scuttling
like apale, relish-stained insect across the sdewalk.

“Whoa,” Sadie saysand laughs. “Maybe we' d better hold on, pumpkin. Another one of those might
blow usal theway to New Jersey.”

Emmie doesn't laugh, because something about the wind has reminded her of the bad dream—the girl in
the attic, the clocks, the old cemetery, and the red thing in the maple tree. She hasn'’t told her stepmother
about the dream, because she' d dready forgotten it, mostly, by morning. And besides, Sadie dways
wants to make more out of dreams than she should. Emmie knows what dreams are, what she believes
that they are, and they aren’t portents or visions or anything like that. “Brain garbage,” Deacon calls
them, which seems about right to her.

“| don't want to litter,” she says, “evenif it'sredly thewind' sfault,” and Emmie chases down the
hot-dog wrapper beforeit ends up in the street or across the street in the park. She catchesit whereit's
snagged against the base of aflagpole, then glances back at Sadie, who points at a nearby garbage can.

Shetold you about the horses, too, didn’t she? the dark-skinned girl in the dream asked her. Y ou've
aready forgotten that, I'll wager? And she had, and she' d forgotten them again when she and Sadie were
gtanding in front of &l those foss| horse skeletons—Hyracotherium, Mesohippus, Merychippus, and the
perfectly articulated skeleton of a Protohippus, not mounted on welded stedl rods like the others but il
encased in rock, haf-exposed in right profile. Just behind the skeleton’ srib cage, undernegth its pelvis,
were the skull and tiny bones of an unborn foa. Twelve million years ago, the mother horse had died
giving birth.

Shetold you about the horses, too, didn’t she?

| know thisisn’t going to make much sense, said the woman on the train, but you need to stay away from
horses.

But Emmie hadn’'t stayed away from them, had she? And nothing bad had happened. She imagined
telling it dl to Deacon, imagined him rubbing his stubbly cheeks and nodding his head like it wasn't
anything he hadn’t heard athousand times before. “ Of course nothing bad happened,” he would tell her,
“because the woman on the train was crazy—and what have | told you about talking to strangers?—and
the dream was just adream. Brain garbage.” And then he’ d tap on hisforehead with one finger and tell
her hewas late for work but to try to stop worrying herself about horses and nightmares.

“Hello there,” someone says, and when Emmielooks up, Hunter Fontanais standing over her, smiling.
Hunter’ salot older than Sadie, and sometimes Emmie pretends that Hunter is her grandmother.

“What'sthat?’ Hunter asks, and she points at the wad of paper in Emmie’ s hand.
“Thegupidwind,” Emmiereplies. “I'm not alitterbug.”
“Where syour sepmom?’

“She' sright over there,” Emmietels her and jabs athumb towards the spot where Sadi€' s Sitting with the



bighorn sheep. “We were waiting on you.”
“Wadl, now I’'m here. Let’s put that in the trash and go see Sadie, shdl we?’

Emmie smiles, her uneasiness from the wind aready beginning to fade away. “Weshal,” shesays. “She
wants meto tell you about the museum, about the foss| horses”

“Eocene, Oligocene, Miocene, or Pliocene?’ Hunter asks, following Emmieto thetrash. It never
surprises Emmie what Hunter seems to know, since she seemsto know something about almost

everything.

“Miocene,” Emmietellsher. “I told her you probably wouldn't want to heer it. I'm sure you know about

it dready.”
“Maybe,” Hunter says. “Y ou never cantell.” And then Emmie drops the wrapper into the trash can.

“What about the Sedl of Solomon?’ Emmie asks, the words thought up, strung together, and spilling out
of her mouth before she' s even sure she wants to start talking about that again. Hunter ssemsonly alittle
surprised.

“| thought we were talking about fossil horses?’

“Never mind,” Emmie says, peering past the rim of the can into the trash, all the bits and pieces that
people have thrown away, the bottles and drink cans and paper bags, discarded plastic and glass,
auminum and cardboard. And her hot-dog wrapper, crumpled into aball and lying on top of everything
else. She wrinkles her nose; something in there smells dead, and she wondersif maybe there sa dead
pigeon wedged way down at the bottom, or asquirredl, or arat.

“If you say s0,” Hunter tells her and takes Emmi€ sright hand, then leads her back to where Sadi€'s
stting, finishing her Snapple. “Y ou know she' saweird kid, right?” Hunter asks her sepmother, and
Sadiegnmiles.

“Takes after her dad,” she says.

Emmiewishesthat they wouldn’t talk about her like she was't there, and that they wouldn't call her
weird, even though she knowsit’sonly ajoke. Leshian witches have no damn business calling anyone
elseweird, shethinks and turns loose of Hunter’ s hand.

“Isthat afact?’ Hunter asks, Sitting down on the bench next to Sadie. “When did Deacon Silvey take an
interest in the Kabbaah?”’

“Oh, | see. So | guess she' s on about the Seal of Solomon again,” Sadie says. “I don’'t know what’ sup
with that. She—"

“Y ou know, I'm standing right here,” Emmie says, interrupting her stepmother. *Y ou could just ask me
what' s up with that.”

“Did shetdl you about the horses?” Sadie asks Hunter.
“She garted to, | think. But then the other thing came up, and she didn’t finish.”

“You'redll doing it,” Emmie says, reaching for her backpack lying there on the bench. “It’ srude, Sadie.
How the heck am | ever going to learn how to act when all the adults | know are rude?’

“How about we go for awalk,” Hunter suggests and points a the park. “1t’s such anice day, we should



take awak in the park. How’ sthat sound, Emmie?’
“We haven't seen the blue whae yet,” Emmie protests, “ or the meteorites, either.”

“We could go for awalk, then come back to the museum later this afternoon,” Sadie says. “ Then we can
gtill seethe blue whale and the meteorites”

“And theHall of Vertebrate Origins. And the planetarium,” Emmie says.
“Right. And the planetarium.”
“Sure,” Emmie nods without adrop of enthusiasm. “Whatever.”

She' sthinking about the dream again, the girl with the candle, the maple tree, and therat Spping peach
soda, and she does’t want to walk in the park, just wantsto go back insde the museum so maybe
something interesting will distract her. They haven't even seen the Hall of Minerasor the Hall of Gems.
But now Hunter and Sadie are talking about something el se, laughing about some secret grown-up thing,
and Emmielooks over her shoulder at the busy street, past the people and taxis and along yellow schoal
bus, to the place where asphat and concrete give way to alow stone wall that seemsto be holding back
the grass and trees a the western edge of the park. It’ s not the same asin the summer, shethinks.

There’ sawhole hungry wildernessin there, hungry and waiting for me. And then she remembers abook
she read once about the history of Manhattan, how the idand was saltmarshes and forest hundreds of
years ago, how the land was drained by Dutch settlers and the Indians driven away so acity could be
built here. How Central Park isn't redlly awild place at dl, but a garden designed by men who wanted to
tame nature. Maybe, shethinks, itisn't tame at al. Not redly. All those thousands of crooked, bare limbs
clawing a the bright blue sky, the poplars and willows, oaks and maples, and suddenly Emmie Silvey is
afraid of the park for thefirst timein her life.

“What about acarriage ride?” Hunter asks, and Emmie glances over at the Satue of Roosevelt on his
great bronze horse. “| bet that’s something you’ ve never done before. How about it, Sadie? My treat.”

“What do you think, Emmie?’ Sadie asks. “Y ou want to ride in a carriage? Might be fun.”

The statue is black and green with verdigris, and Theodore Roosevet looks more like a Roman god of
war riding off to battle than an American president. His head and shoulders are spattered with white
smears of bird shit. | know thisisn't going to make much sense, but you need to stay away from horses.
His bronze mount is an enormous metal beast; no horse was ever that large, not even in prehistoric times.
Emmielooks back at her sepmother and Hunter Fontana, trying to think of someway to explain, some
way to get them to take her back ingdeimmediatdly.

“Look, there’ sone now,” Hunter says and points to a hansom cab making its way towards them, drawn
by amuscular but weary-looking black mare, her iron hooves clip-clopping loudly on the pavement. The
hack iswearing agray top hat, and there are no ridersin the carriage. “ Just let me get his attention,”
Hunter says.

“We haven't seen the bluewhae,” Emmie says again, because she can think of nothing elseto say.

“Wewill,” Sadie assuresher. “1 promise. But Emmie, thisis something you' ve never done before.
Y ou’ ve seen that old whale lots of times.”

“Threetimes” Emmietellsher. “I’veonly seenit threetimes.” Her mouth has gone very dry, and the cold
wind has started blowing again. An empty Coke can rattles past. The carriage has pulled over in front of
the museum, parking in front of the statue of Theodore Roosevelt, and the driver pulls back on the



mare s leather reins. Wooden whedl s lacquered white as snow, white wheelswith crimson hubs, and
Hunter’ sdready talking with the hack, taking money from her wallet.

“I don’t want to go,” Emmiewhispers. “Please, Sadie, | don’t want to do this.”

Her stepmother 1ooks confused, her smile fading dowly away to someindistinct concern. “Why not,
Emmie?’ sheasks “You'll probably loveit.”

“I can’'t tell you. | just don’t want to doit. Tell Hunter | don’t want to do it, please. Make her stop.”

“Oh, baby,” Sadie says. “No, no, it'sokay,” and Emmi€' s crying now, and that' s stupid and makesit all
even worse. She' stoo old to be acting thisway. Sheimaginesthewind will freeze her tears, and tiny
beads of ice will shatter on the Sdewalk at her feet, imagines that they will make sounds like wind chimes
when they break.

“Hecan't wait forever,” Hunter shouts, and the mare snorts and shakesits head, pulling at thereins.
“WEe ll just make aloop, once around the park, that’s al.”

“She doesn’t want to go,” Sadie cdls out to Hunter.
“Why not?’ Hunter shouts back. “1’ ve dready paid the man. Come on, Sadie.”

“I can't,” Emmie whispers, leaning closer to her ssepmother. “1 can't doiit, Sadie. | can't go. If | doit,
something bad’ s going to happen.”

“That'sdlly,” Sadietdlsher. “Why would you think—"
“Hurry up!” Hunter yells.

“Just tell him we' ve changed our minds,” Sadie shouts back at her, and she puts her good arm around
Emmie and hugs her tightly. “1 think she stired. Thanks, but maybe some other time.”

Emmie buries her face in her sepmother’ slap, hiding from the wind and the hungry trees and Theodore
Roosevelt. “I'm sorry,” she sobs. “I’'m sorry, Sadie. I'm sorry—"

“Pumpkin, there’ s nothing for you to be sorry about,” Sadie says and begins stroking her hair. * Hunter
thought it might befun, that’ sall. No one’ s upset with you.”

But then Emmie hearsthe squedl of tires, rubber burning itsalf to smoke againgt the blacktop, and she
looks up in time to see the taxi swerve acrossthe yellow dividing line. The mare seesit, too, and triesto
bolt, but there’ s no time, too much weight hitched to her and nowhere to run, and amoment later the
horse screams as the car collides with the hansom cab. Thetaxi’ s horn, the snap of wood, the wetter
snap of splintering bone, the abrupt thud of meta againgt mest, and the mare goes down in a heap of
flesh and tack on the sidewalk, just missing Hunter. Emmie knows from the emptinessinitslolling, dark
eyes and the pool of blood spreading thickly across the concrete that it's dead. Sadie screams, her voice
not so different from the dead horse’ s, and Emmie looks away.

Almogt forty-five minutes later, and Emmi€ s sitting on her bed in Sadi€ s apartment, trying not to hear
the things that her stepmother and Hunter Fontana are saying. They went into Sadi€' s bedroom and shut
the door, but Emmie can gtill hear them. The apartment’ stoo smdll for privacy.

“—would have been dead.”



“Hunter, you don’t know that.”
“Thehdl I don't. If thetwo of you had comewhen | called—"
—we' d be dead.

They weren't, but the horse was, itsribs caved in and its neck broken, and the man who drove the
hansom cab hauled off to the hospital in an ambulance.

“It was afucking coincidence,” Sadie hisses.
“Youdon't believethat,” Hunter says. “Y ou don't believe that for amoment, and we both know it.”
“She'sjugt achild.”

“I want to go home now,” Emmie says, Speaking to no onein particular because there’ s no onethereto
hear. She'ssaid it severd times since they got back to the apartment, and that’ swhy Sadi€’ s packing. “I
want to go home now.”

“Wewould be dead,” Hunter says again.

But Emmie€’ s pretty sure she' smissing the point. If Deacon were here, he' d say she couldn’t smell the
turdsfor the sewage or something like that. He dways knows what to say when people are missing the

point.
Shetold you that something’s coming, and you need to listen to her. Shetold you about the horses,
too....

Just whileyou'rein New Y ork City thistime, stay away from horses, okay? | think it's very important.

“She' smissing the point,” Emmie says, pretending that Sadi€’ s standing there and can hear her. “Hunter's
missing the point.” Emmi€ sleft shoe has come untied, and she Sartsto tieit, then stopsand just stares at
it instead.

“If I'dlistened...” Emmie begins, but maybeit’s not something she should say doud, so shefinishesthe
sentence in her heed:....the horse would still be dive. If we hadn’t gone to the museum, where | knew
there would be horses, Hunter never would have made the carriage stop.

“Don’'t waste your lifeon regret,” the dark-skinned girl from the attic says. Emmielooks up from her
untied sneaker, and the girl is standing at the foot of the bed, watching her. “No good ever comes of
thet.”

“If thisisonly adream,” Emmietdls her, “and | wake up, then the horse will ill bedive”

“Sx of one” thegirl says.

“And | cantell Sadiel don't fed like going to the museum, that I’ d rather go to Chinatown instead.”
“Hdf dozen of the other.”

“If I'monly dreaming, none of it hasto happen.”

“Unlessit dready has” the girl suggestsunhelpfully.

“The hell with you,” Emmie says, and it feels S0 good that she saysit a second time. “ The hdll with you.”



“Y ou have avery foul mouth on you, Emma Jean Silvey. And, just so you know, you won't ever profit
from thinking that second chances are that easy.”

“You'renot red,” Emmiegrowlsat thegirl, “ so just shut up and leave me done. And nobody cals me
Emma Jean. If you werered, you' d know that.”

She can hear Sadie crying now.

“Has anything like this ever happened before?” Hunter asks. “ Sadie, the kid saved our goddamn lives
tajw.”

“Y ou stop saying that,” Sadie snaps back at her. “I don’t want to fucking hear it again.”
“What the hdll are you so afraid of 7" Hunter demands.
“Y ou don't fucking know. Y ou don't have any ideawhat you' re talking about.”

“If I'm dreaming, then | can changeit al,” Emmietelsthe girl sdanding at the foot of the bed. Thegirl’s
wearing ablack dresswith a tiff white collar, like something apilgrim girl might have worn to thefirst
Thanksgiving dinner. She's also wearing black-and-white-striped stockings and ol d-fashioned black
patent leather boots. She frowns and takes a purple Magic Marker from a pocket in her dress and hands
itto Emmie.

“Show me,” the dark-skinned girl says.

“What do you mean?’ Emmie asks, staring at the marker. The label’ s mostly scraped off and the cap’s
missng.

“Show me, changding. Y ou know how it goes. ‘1 am the greet Bridge Builder. And now come; | will
open the door in the sky and send you to your own land.””

“You'realoony bird,” Emmie says. She can smell the Magic Marker, and the purpleink smellslike
African violets and the ocean before astorm, which only goesto proveit' sall adream.

“Show me,” the girl saysathird time. “Build me abridge, Emmie. | have long desired one.”

And because thisis only adream, and dmost anything' s better than listening to Sadie and Hunter yelling
at each other, yelling the way that Deacon and Sedie did before Sadie left Providence for good, Emmie
turnsand draws acircle on the wall with the purple marker. Thefdt tip squeaks loudly against the
plaster. When she' sdoneg, it' s not a bridge or awormhole or anything else but abig purple circle drawn
on Sadie’ swall.

“See?’ thegirl from thedtic says. “Y ou're not dreaming,” and when Emmie turnsto tell her none of this
proves athing oneway or the other, she discoversthat the girl’ s gone, and she' salone again.

FOUR
W oonsock et

“I twasn't likethat,” Odd Willie mumblesindignantly, and lights another cigarette off the butt of the one
before, crumpling the empty Winston pack and tossing it out the car window. “That sour old cunt, she
needed alesson in the finer fucking points of minding her own business, you know.”

“Yeah, well, bethat asit may,” Soldier says, “don’t think you’ re gonnamake a habit out of shit likethat.”



She squints through her sunglasses and the windshield of the Dodge at the cloudy afternoon, the sky il
threatening snow. The Balliff told her to keep driving the old Intrepid for now, even after what Odd Willie
pulled at the Dunkin’ Donuts and then the scene out at Rocky Point, and that was only one of the dozen
or S0 unwelcome surprisesin the last twenty-four hoursthat have Soldier wondering if maybe she' sfindly
running out of luck, or if maybe the Bailiff’ sjust running out of patience.

“Y ou’ re wound way too tight, Odd Willie,” she says. “Y ou're like the center of agoddamn golf ball.”

On theradio, Sam the Sham and the Pharaohs are singing “Lil" Red Riding Hood,” and Soldier bumps
up the volume a notch. The Dodge rushes past the turnoff for the West Wrentham Road, and thefina
mile or so of 1-22 before Woonsocket stretches out before her, gray and crooked and amost as narrow
as her chances of coming out of thisthing in one piece. Her eyes ache, and she could have used afew
more hours deep.

“| just can’t stand people fucking staring at me,” Odd Willie says, and then to Saben White, stting alone
in the backsest, “'Y ou make me sound like some kind of goddamn irrationa lunétic.”

“That' sthe way Soldier told it to me,” Saben replies. “And you' re not exactly known for your judicious
conduct, Mr. Lothrop.” Soldier glares at her in the rearview mirror, but Saben doesn’'t seem to notice.
“Y ou got that nickname somewhere.”

“You'reoneto fucking talk,” Odd Willie cackles and shakes his head. “ Shit, Saben, | ain't never yet
thrown down on agoddamned priest. And, you know, now that | think about it, that’ s probably why you
don’t hear people caling me fucking Dead Willie”

“Y ou do what you have to do,” Saben says and rubs at the gauze bandage on the back of her neck. “If
you knew the whole story—"

“Y eah, well maybe that’ sthe problem,” Soldier says. “No on€e' s bothered to let usin on the whole
Sory.ll

“No one ever tdlsmejack shit anymore,” Odd Willie mutters and sucks sullenly on his cigarette.

Soldier spares another glance at the rearview mirror, at Saben gitting there in the backseet, Sitting up very
sraight and defiant in her neat black clothes, that one fucking outfit probably worth more than Soldier’s
entire wardrobe. The left Sde of Saben’ sface is swollen and splotched various bruised shades of red and
purple, her lower lip split badly enough that it took two stitchesto close. And the sight of her, dl the
damage done to that pretty, smug face, makes Soldier fed just alittle bit better about amost everything.

“What | want to know,” Willie says, “is why these goddamn beaver-beaters up in Woonsocket decided
they couldn’t wait until Monday to do thisthing, and, for that matter, why the fuck the Bailiff let them go
and changetheir mindson him like that?’

“Likely asnat, that’s none of your goddamn business,” Soldier tdlshim. “ Anyway, what difference does
it maketo you? Did you have afucking date or something?’

“Y ou can suck my dick, the both of you,” Odd Willie snorts and breathes out a cloud of smoke.
“Y ou scared, Odd Willie?" Saben asks, trying to sound amused, but Soldier can hear the deceit.

“Damn gtraight, and if you aren’t too, it’ s only because what preciouslittle sense you ever had got
knocked out of you yesterday. After | got back from Rocky Point last night, | started asking around
about Woonsocket.”



“What you mean is, you went looking for spook stories,” Soldier says, and Odd Williefrowns at her.

“Jesus Chrigt, you' re the one made the place out like it was the goddamned fifth level of Hades or
something, so | just asked around, that’s all. | talked to Patience Bacon, you know, thét little creep used
to run with Scarborough Pentecost back before he—"

“I know fucking Petience Bacon.”

“Wall, yeah, so he saysit’s never been much of anything, WWoonsocket. Leastways, no one' sever given
much of ashit what goes on up there. Boston leaves it alone. Providence leavesit done. Bunch of inbred
motherfuckers, he said, half-breeds and quadroons and messed-up shit like that. Total fucking
Ddiveranceterritory.”

“Yeah, it'sashithole,” Soldier says, wishing she' d made Odd Willie drive, because he doesn’t talk so
damned much when he sdriving.

“Petience saysit was abig mill town way back when, full of, you know, decent working-classfolk,” and
Willie Lothrop snickers and taps ash onto the floorboard. “ Give me your tired, your poor, your huddled
motherfuckers yearning to get dicked up the ass by fat-cat mill owners, right?’

“We don't need a history lesson,” Saben says. “ Some of us know our own backyards.”

“Shut the fuck up,” Soldier says and smilesat Saben’ sreflection. “Y ou keep right on talking, Odd Willie,
Fancy-pants cunts that ride in the backseat never know half as much asthey think they do.”

“Hdll, Soldier, | don’'t even remember what | was saying. What' s the difference? We do what we retold,
like good little henchmen, no matter what' s on the other end. Into the Valey of Death rode the six
fucking hundred, et cetera, et cetera.”

“Whatever you say,” Saben mumbles, meaning Soldier or Odd Willie or the both of them at once.

Willie Lothrop rubs at his nose. “Bad fucking mojo up there,” he says. “ That’ swhat Patience Bacon
says. Said that place was rotten to the core before the mills and the beaver-beaters and the fucking
hounds showed up, said even the damned Indians knew that place was bad news, but they had the good
senseto stay away. Y ou know what Woonsocket meansin Algonqguin Indian talk? It means the fucking
way down to hdll; that’ swhat it means.”

“No, it doesn't, you moron,” Soldier says and laughs. “ It means ‘ place of deep descent,” because of the
vdley and dl the damn waterfals on the Blackstone River.”

Odd Willieglares at her for asecond or two and then gives Soldier the finger. “Fine” hesays. | didn't
know we had Miss Hollywood fucking Squaresin the car with us, Miss
I"1I-take-goddamn-geography-for-five-hundred-Alex. Jesus fucking crap. Y ou' re the one was telling me
how messed up the placeis.”

“I never said it was the gates of hell. It'sarough neighborhood, that’ sdl.” Soldier knows better, knows
it' smore than that, way more than that, but doesn’t see the point, at thislate date, of telling Odd Willie
thetruth if he doesn’'t know it dready. He'll see for himsalf soon enough.

“Y ou want mejust to shut the hell up?’

“No,” Soldier lies. “I want to hear the rest of it. The history of Woonsocket astold by theillustrious and
learned Patience Bacon. By the way, you know he' s the same jackass who accidentally locked himself in
amausoleum over at Swan Point, right? He was there three days—"



“Y ou're fucking making fun of me, and | hate that most as much as crazy old ladies fucking staring at
rTe”

“Oh, comeon, Willie. Do it for Saben. She needs something to take her mind off being such acraven
paininmy rectum.”

Willie sghs and taps more ash onto the floorboard, ignoring the ashtray. * Patience Bacon saysit’'sabad
place, that'sall. He saysit was dways arough neck of the woods, but after the millsleft in the seventies,
thingskind of went to—"

“Hel?’ Saben asksquietly.

“If you gotta put agoddamned name on it, yeah. Things kindawent to hell. It' s fucking anarchy up there.
Quadroons and octoroons wandering around in broad fucking daylight, buying their crack and cry<tal
and shit right there on the street just like everybody else. The whole town might as well be a goddamn
warren—"

“Y ou curse an awful lot, you know that?” Soldier asks him. “'Y ou might just be the most foulmouthed
bastard I’ ve ever had to work with.”

“Fuck you. Y ou know about Balou?’ he asks her.
“Yeah, Willie. | know dl about Balou.”

“Crazy son of awhore. Crazy asashithouserat. Way | hear it, he's spent the last couple of decades
hidden away up here trying to open doors, doors no one's supposed to ever fucking open. No one.
Ever. But there heiswith hislittleinbred fuckfest, doing whatever he pleases, and the rest of usbe
damned. Lots of people go missing in Woonsocket.”

“If I lived there, I'd go missing, too,” Saben says.
“Y ou might just go missing anyway,” Soldier tells her, speaking to the rearview mirror.

“Thisguy Bdlou, he' snot even achangding,” Odd Willie says. “He snot aChild of the Cuckoo, and
he' snot aghoul, ether, just some half-breed mutt, and he! s running the whole damn show, right?
Descended from some kind of goddamn French Lancelots—"

“Huguenots,” Saben White cutsin. “ French Huguenots.”

Odd Willielooks over his shoulder at her, peering past the rims of his expensve Wayfarers, and she gets
the middle finger, too. “ Soldier, if you want to pull over, I’ d be glad to finish what you Started yesterday.”

“You dbeglad tofucking try,” Sabentdlshim.

“Shut up, Saben. Interrupt Odd Willie again, and I’m not only going to take him up on his offer, I'm
gonnalend afucking hand.”

“Whatever. Fucking Huguenots,” Odd Willie says, turning back to face thewindshield again. “ They
darted al thistextile shit way back in the 1840s, right? And they’ ve been running the place ever since.
Fucking half-breed loup-garou sons of bitches. Patience Bacon, he says there’ sthis Precious Blood
beaver-bester cemetery with some sort of big marble coliseum, you know, like aruined Greek temple,
and this Balou fucker and his mongrels have been making human sacrifices there on the Full Worm
Moons—’



“—trying to open doors,” Saben says. “Y ou're starting to sound like abad monster movie.”
“Oh, that’ s redl fucking funny,” Odd Willie sneers back at her.

“Bdlou’sathug and acunt,” Soldier says, quoting the Balliff. “ Someone on the outside who' stoo stupid
to know he' s never getting in.” Never mind how much it annoys Saben, she' stired of listening to Odd
Willie. There' senough on her mind aready without him making it worse.

“Okay. So, you tell me, why the hell doesthe Bailiff jump when Ballou says ‘boo’ 7’ Odd Willie asks.
“Answver methat.”

“There s some business we got to settle,” Soldier replies. “ That' sal. So, please, as apersond fucking
favor—drop the *Valley of Death’ shtick.”

“Y eah, well, what about you, Soldier?’ Saben asks. “Are you scared, too? Is heright? Are weredly
walking into something that bad?’

Soldier shrugs and pushes her sunglasses farther up the bridge of her nose. “Wadll,” she says, “for
someone who gets her kicks murdering men of the cloth, | suspect it might seem alittle tame.”

“I"dtdl you,” Saben says. “I’d tell you what redly happened, if he d let me.”

Soldier glances at the rearview mirror again, and thistime Saben’ s staring back at her. But there’ smore
fear than bravado in her brown eyes, no matter how she’ sholding herself, no matter how straight her
shouldersor high her chin. It sjust bluster, and Soldier wonders how Saben White never managed to
learn how to back down until after she's been bitten.

“Would you?’ Soldier asks her. “Would you redly do that? If you could, I mean. If he'd let you.”
“l just said that | would.”

“I think you'relying. | think it's possible you haven't even told the Bailiff everything. Y ou look like
someone with an awfully big secret.”

“Did you tell the Bailiff that?” Saben asks, and then shelooks down at her hands folded in her Iap, the
Sedl of Solomon tattooed there like something that might actualy have the power to protect her from
whatever’ swaiting for them farther down the road. Soldier doesn’'t answer right away. Instead shelistens
to Sam the Sham, and the Dodge' stires spinning on the asphalt, the cold breeze rushing into Willi€' s
window, which is till open acrack, and the roar of passing cars.

“| asked you if you told him that,” Saben says, and now she' samost whispering. Odd Willie laughs and
smokes hisWinston.

“No,” Soldier tdllsher. “1 didn’t say afucking word.” It’snot the truth, but Soldier figureseven alie's
more than Saben deservesto hear. “Whatever you did, why ever you did it, that’ s between you and him,
because that’ sthe way he wantsit.”

“Hey, ladies,” Odd Willie Lothrop snickers. “How about afucking joke to ease the tenson?’ and before
Soldier can tell him to shut up, he' saready started. “ Okay, so, a Catholic boy and a Jewish boy were
talking, you see, and the Catholic boy, being an arrogant Irish cocksucker, waslike, *Hey, man, my
priest knows more than your rabbi.” And the Jewish boy, being such awily cocksucker, hewaslike,
“Yeah? Wdll, of course hedoes. Y ou fucking tel him everything.”” Odd Willie giggles and takes another
drag off hisWinston.



“Shut the hell up,” Soldier says.

“Oh, comeon. Y ou know that was wicked funny,” Odd Willie laughs. “1’m about to piss myself over
here. Moreover, if you'll think about it asecond, you'll seeit was not entirdly irrelevant to certain current
events,” and heturnsand winks at Saben.

“Jugt shut up,” Soldier says again, which only makes Willie giggle that much more.
“Thank you,” Saben says from the backsest.

Soldier shakes her head and doesn’t look at the rearview mirror. “Oh, no. Itisn’t like that, Saben. It isn't
likethat at al. Don't you dare start thanking me for anything.”

“Yeah,” Sabenreplies, and for alittle while, no one says anything ese.

“Y our respongbility,” the Bailiff had told her, no uncertain termsthere, so Saturday night, after Rocky
Point, Soldier drove Saben White to see the greasy old croaker over on Federa Hill who sews them up
and sets broken bones and extracts bullets whenever something goeswrong. The basement where he
works smelled like mildew and disinfectant, and Soldier sat in amoldering, duct-taped recliner in one
corner while he cleaned up the mess she' d made of Saben’ sface and gave her an injection of antibiotics
for the bite on the back of her neck. She' d heard the doctor had been afield medic in Vietnam, that he'd
been sent home on a Section Eight after the My Lal Massacre back in sixty-eight. Now heworksfor the
Bailiff, which means he also works for the ghouls and the Cuckoo, though, if hisluck’ simproved any in
the past forty-two years, the croaker knows nothing at al of the powersthat held the Bailiff’sleash.

“Human teeth arefilthy things” the croaker mumbled gravely around his loose dentureswhile hefilled the
syringewith amoxicillin. “I’ll tell you, I d rather be bitten by amangy, three-legged bitch than by ahuman
mouth.”

“Maybeit wasadog,” Saben said and risked aglance a Soldier. “But | didn’t count her legs.”
“Just two,” Soldier said, and then Saben winced when the old man jabbed her with the needle.

“That bite goes septic, missy, you won't be giving much of ashit if it had six legs and a pogo stick, now,
will you?’ the croaker asked Saben once he' d emptied the syringe.

Afterwards, Soldier drove across the Seekonk and |eft Saben on the sdewalk outside arenovated
warehouse where shelived in astudio gpartment on the third floor. All thistime, except for the comments
in the doctor’ s basement, neither of them had talked, because Saben was il too frightened, and there
was nothing Soldier wanted to hear and even less she wanted to say. Soldier drove her home, left her on
the sdewalk, and that, Soldier thought, was enough babystting and fucking hand-holding for one night,
enough respong bility, and she stopped at Fellini’ sfor a couple of dices of pepperoni pizza on the way
home. She drank Coke instead of beer, because a beer or three would only lead to the unopened bottle
of whiskey beneath the front seat being opened, and she wasn't such adrunkard that the Bailiff couldn’t
scare her into staying sober for afew days every now and then. Not yet, anyway.

After the pizza, she went hometo her own apartment, adingy little hole on Lancaster Street. The Bailiff
had rented it for her years before, the week she turned sixteen and was alowed to leave the warrens, just
someplace to deep until she could find something better. But Soldier had never redly seen the point in
looking for another place. It was quiet, and no one there ever fucked with her or got nosy. She had two
rooms and atiny kitchen, a bathroom and aview of the North Buria Ground past the rooftops. Soldier



carried the bottle of Dickd inwith her and set it on top of the television, then took a hot shower. The
water and soap felt good, even if they weren’t half clean enough to wash away the anxiety or thewall of
angry black thoughts building itself high inside her head, but then, nothing was. Nothing ever was, not
even the booze. Shelay in bed naked, her wet hair and skin dowly drying in the not-quite-cold,
not-quite-warm air of the apartment, and stared at the whiskey bottle onthe TV. Sheimagined it stared
back at her, taunting, tempting, reminding her how good it would fedl, and al she had to do was crack
the sedl and take afew swallows. No one would ever know, it promised. Not asingle soul, living or
dead or anything in between. So then Soldier stared at the low water-stained ceiling instead.

A littlewnhile later she dozed, hardly more than half-adeep but dreaming about the night out on the Argilla
Road, about Sheldon and the hearse, the cold November rain, and thistime it al went more or lessthe
way they’d planned it would, the way the Bailiff had laid it dl out for them. At the end, Sheldon hel ped
her burn down Quaker Jameson’ s roadhouse, and the gaunt and the orchid-skinned demon stood
nearby, watching indifferently, and when they were done, the demon taught her a British drinking song
that it sang to the tune of “The Star-Spangled Banner”—

The newsthrough Olympusimmediately flew;
Where Old Thunder pretended to give himsdlf airs—
If these mortas are suffer’ d their schemeto pursue,

There' sdevil agoddesswill stay above Sairs.

Hark! Already they cry,

In transports of joy.

A figfor Parnassus! To Rowley’ swe'll fly;

And there, my good fellows, we' Il learn to entwine,
The myrtle of Venuswith Bacchus' vine.

He offered to teach her another one, something bawdy the Freemasons sometimes sang to the tune of
“God Save the Queen,” but she was beginning to see where adl thiswas headed, and she went back
upstairsinto the yellow house on Benefit Street. One of the silver-eyed women was waiting for her, and
Soldier breathed into her palm, checking for the stink of whiskey. And of course shesmelled likea
fucking didtillery, but the silver-eyed woman didn’t seem to notice. A clock on the mantd rang the hour,
and Soldier wondered if Sheldon had gotten lost in Ipswich again, if maybe he' d spend the whole night
wandering about, logt in therain. The slver-eyed woman, Miss Josephine, who'd lived in the house for
more than ahundred years, offered Soldier aglass of brandy, and she said she' d rather have bourbon.

“Such avulgar spirit,” the vampire said disgpprovingly, but poured Soldier atall glass of Wild Turkey and
|eft the bottle on the table so she could help hersdlf if she wanted another. Soldier thanked her, drained
the glass, belched, and then sat trying to recall the words to the demon’ s drinking song.

“I hear it did not go well tonight,” the sllver-eyed woman said, and when Soldier looked at her again, it
was Sheldon Vale gtting on the other side of the wide mahogany dining table. There was agaping
red-black cavity between his eyes, the two overlgpping bullet holes she could amost remember putting
there. He wiped some of the gore from his face and then stared at the blood and brains and flecks of
bone on his hands.

“Shoot firdt, ask questions later,” he said and laughed. It made her think of drowning, that laugh, and she



wondered where the silver-eyed woman had gone, and if she' d be coming back. “ Of course,” Sheldon
sad, “maybe you think it’ s better if you skip the questions entirely.”

“Y ou’ d have done the same damned thing, and you know it,” Soldier told him, and the clock on the
mantel chimed again, fifteen minutes come and gone like ahandful of nothing. The clock was strung
together with baling wire and smoke, splintered wood from old tomato crates, three prickly white fish
spineswhere the hands should be. Whedls and spindles carved from human bone, the fat pendulum a
dead rat dangling headfirgt, its stiff tail and some kite string for the rod. The clock’ sface had once
belonged to avery pretty girl, and Soldier could see that the taxidermist had taken care to give her the
finest glass eyes, irisesthe color of abroken china cup, before he' d tattooed acircle of blue-green
Roman numeras onto her skin—XI1 perfectly centered on her forehead, VI on her chin. Or maybe she'd
dtill been dive when that was done. Maybe they’ d only killed her afterwards.

“But you do have questions, don’t you?’” Sheldon asked. “Y ou’ ve got questions gnawing you apart like
maggots. Y ou’ ve got thingsin you worse than questions. | mean, at least aquestion isaplaceto Sart,
right?’

“You'redead and full of shit,” shetold him and turned away from the clock because she was starting to
think that the glass eyes could see her.

“That might be,” Sheldon said. “But it doesn’t change aword I’ ve said. Do you even remember her?”
and he pointed at the clock.

“Do | remember who?’
“Thelittlegirl intheattic, Soldier. The Daughter of the Four of Pentacles”
“Maybe | should be the one asking you the fucking questions—"

“So maybe you are. Maybe that’ s just exactly what you' re doing. Do you remember her? Thewizard's
child?” And he rubbed at his eyes again, then wiped his sticky fingers on the table. The smear looked like
chocolate and raspberry tapioca. He took something from the pocket of hisjacket, atarot card, and laid
it faceup on the table between them.

“The Four of Pentacles,” Sheldon said and tapped the card with an index finger like amagician getting
ready for some deight of hand. Soldier stared at the card a moment, aking seated upon abench, a
pentacle beneath each foot, one balanced atop his crown, and another wrapped up tight in hisarms.
Behind him there were low, tree-covered hills and the towers and parapets of amedieva city. Theman's
face was greed, she thought, greed and desperation, and then Sheldon tapped the card again.

“Yeah, sowhat?’ Soldier asked him, losing patience, wondering how he'd made it back from Ipswich so
goddamned fast. “It' satarot card. | fucking hate riddles. Y ou know that. Y ou got something to say, spit
it out or go haunt someone e'se, you backstabbing son of abitch.”

But the dead man only smiled and produced a battered paperback—The Tarot Revealed, by Eden
Gray—from the same pocket that had held the card; he read silently from it for amoment, then laid the
book on the table beside the card. “Maybe it’ stime you start asking afew of those questions,” he said.
“Maybeit’ stimefor you to try and remember.”

“Remember what?" she demanded, even though she' d been taught never to raise her voicein the yelow
house on Benefit Street. “ Just what the hell isit that you want meto try to remember?’

“I’ve got such agoddamned headache,” he said, instead of answering her question. “1 should probably



take some aspirin and find someplace to lie down.”

“They’ve got these things called graves,” Soldier said, glancing from the tarot card back to the clock on
the mantd.

“Don’'t you even want to know why | did it?’

“Not particularly,” Soldier told him and poured hersalf another glass of bourbon. The clock winked at
her with one glasseye.

“Wadll, if that’ sthe way you want it. You'll find out sooner or later, anyway. Right now, though, you'd
better wake up,” Sheldon said. “Looks like you' ve got company.” And then he was gone, and Soldier
was aonein the big dining room. She reached for the glass of whiskey, meaning to toast the clock, but
opened her eyesinstead, opened her eyesin another place and another time because now she could hear
footsteps heavy on the floorboards of her apartment, footsteps and her squeaky front door being eased
shut again. Adrendine like a punch in the heart, brass knucklesto shatter her ssernum, and she was
awakein an ingtant, the dream aready goneto gray tatters, nothing she' d be able to make sense of later.
Soldier dipped her right hand beneath one of the pillows and pulled out the .357 Magnum she kept there,
flipped off the safety, and cocked the pistol. The room was dark, even though she' d | eft the bathroom
light burning.

“Y ouwould do me agresat kindness,” the Balliff said, “if you’ d please seefit to point that thing
esewhere”

“Shit,” Soldier hissed, easing her finger off thetrigger. She could smell her own swest, the tinny stench of
her fear, and she could a'so smdll the Balliff’ s chegp cologne like flowers and rubbing dcohal. “You
scared the piss out of me, old man,” she said, Sitting up, returning the gun to its place benegth the pillow.

“I hopeyou don't mean that literally.”
“| did what you said,” Soldier told him. “1 took her to the doc, and then | took her home.”

“Would you liketo turn on alight?’ the Bailiff asked. “I can’t see my hand four inchesin front of my
face”

Soldier reached for the floor lamp beside the bed, fumbling for the long cord with itsfrayed gold tassd,
and amoment later she was squinting and cursing and shading her eyes againgt the dim glare of the
twenty-five-wait bulb.

“It'sright there on the televison,” she said. “| haven't had asip. | haven't even opened it. It sdl yours.
Every goddamn draop, if you sill want it.”

The Bailiff turned to find the bottle of Dickel where Soldier had left it afew hours earlier. “ Redly? For
me?’ he asked, and smiled one of hisgreat carnivorous smiles. “Why, little Soldier girl, how terribly,
terribly thoughtful of you. I hope you won't mind if | share thiswith my boys. They do so gppreciate a
giff shot of something now and then.”

“I’'m surethey do,” Soldier yawned and picked up her lighter and afresh pack of Marlboros from the
cluttered nightstand. “Knock yourself out. Pour it down the fucking toilet, for dl | care”

“You'renaked,” the Balliff sad.

“Thank you for noticing.”



“Would you like me to give you amoment to dress yourself? The matter that’ s brought me here, it's
nothing so urgent—"

“I'mfineg” Soldier sad, though the air in the bedroom was much colder than when she' d falen adeep,
and she wished that she' d bothered to bring her ratty green terry-cloth bathrobe to bed with her instead
of leaving it hanging on its nail beside the shower gtdl. “ Unlesstitties offend you, Bailiff.”

He sniffed, cocked a bushy eyebrow, and set the bottle of whiskey down again. “1t might not be my
persona preference, as you should well know, but | have seen more than my share of womanflesh, and
I”’m not the squeamish sort, besides. Soif it suitsyou—"

“| didwhat you said,” Soldier told him again and lit acigarette.

“Yes, | know. | just left Miss Saben White not half an hour ago. Somewhat worse for the wear, | might
add. At the moment, I’m more concerned with the whereabouts of Mr. William Lothrop and the
inconveniently deceased papist.”

Soldier took adeep drag off her cigarette, exhaed, and stared through the smoke at the fat man standing
near the foot of her bed. Beads of sweat stood out on hisbald head, and hislong beard was twisted into
ashort, tiff braid and tied with arubber band. He was wearing a shiny blue suit of worsted wool .

“I haven't talked to Odd Willie yet,” shereplied. “He was supposed to cal. But you know how heis. He
gets caught up in hiswork. Heforgets shit.” And Soldier drew little circlesin the ar around her right ear.

“Yes, hedoes” the Bailiff said and nodded hishead. “ But heisamaestro when it comesto incineration,
is he not? We can sometimes overlook eccentricities when matters of genius are involved, don’t you
think?”

“If it suitsyou,” Soldier sad, wishing the Balliff would stop hemming and hawing and get to whatever was
on hismind so that maybe she could go back to deep.

“Williamisatroubled boy,” the Bailiff continued, “ but insanity and antisocia behavior have never
excluded the likelihood of precocity, little Soldier. Y ou should remember that.”

“Fine,” she said and took another drag off the Marlboro. “I’ll remember that. Have | done something
wrong?’

“No, no. Quite the contrary,” the Bailiff said. “Why do you ask?’ and then he looked about in vain for a
placeto sit down. Soldier pointed at the foot of the bed, and he eased his bulk onto the mattress. The
box springs shrieked like a sockful of stomped mice.

“| asked because I’ m not accustomed to waking up with you standing in my goddamn bedroom. That's
why | asked.”

“Yes, | supposeit wasrude of me not to cal,” he said and tugged at his braided beard. 1’ m sorry about
that. But | believe, little Soldier, that | had cause not to trust certain information to the telephone.”

“And it couldn’t have waited until tomorrow?’

“No, asamatter of fact,” he said, and then hetold her that there had been another call from George
Balou up in Woonsocket, that she' d have to make the trip on Sunday instead of Monday. And then he
said other things, and Soldier sat naked on the bed and listened. By the time he was done, the last thing
on Soldier’ smind was deep. He took the bottle of Dickel, bade her agood morning and good luck,
reminded her that if shefucked it up thistime, she' d never have to worry about fucking it up again, kissed



her on the left chegk, and then the Bailiff |eft. Soldier smoked another Marlboro, and when shewas
done, she picked up her cdl and called Odd Willie Lothrop.

In thewan, cloud-filtered light of the winter afternoon, the winding, rugged course of the Blackstone
River reminds Soldier of agigantic coa-colored snake, some vast and immeasurably prehistoric serpent
or biblical monster sprawled lazily acrossthe land, and there sthe city of Woonsocket held forever tight
ingdeitsiridescent coils. The water, which isredly only its scales, glints darkly, and, here and there, she
can see foam-white scarsto mark the various waterfalls and cataracts. Soldier knows there’ stoo much
truth in the things Odd Willie said, and maybe when the Algonquin named this place, they meant hell after
all. Seeing it now, postcard perfect between the steep, wooded hills and yet surely gone as sick and
mean and insane as any town ever will, Soldier could believe just about anything at al about
Woonsocket. There have been white men here, of one sort and then another, for amost four hundred
years, and they have dug themsalvesin deep, dmost as deep as the hounds and the things that were here
before the hounds. The Dodge follows the highway down into the valey, out of the old forest, the trees
that sheimagines|ean in towardstheriver asif their bare branches might hideit from the terrible gray and

purple sky.

Odd Willie giggles anxioudy and asks Soldier aquestion that she only half hears, something about swamp
yankees and sundown, but she doesn’t answer him, doesn’t say aword. She follows the road past
shoddy, weatherworn houses and boarded-up discount stores, fast-food joints and fading wooden
billboards hawking “chowda’ and clam cakes and lobster, out into the crooked Streets of the city. The
smokestacks and pitched rooftops of abandoned mills, towering church steeples and the
brick-and-mortar corpses of long-dead factoriesrise up before her like some ingenious armor the
serpent river has fashioned to keep itself safe, the symbictic ruins of industry and avariceto guard a

deeping dragon.

“When are you going to get around to telling us what thisis al about?” Saben White asksfrom the
backsedt.

“It'sjust acourier job; that'sdl,” Soldier repliesand stops at ared light. “Aslong as no one gets supid
and nothing gets fucked-up, it won’t be anything but a simple drop and swap. We give them that lesther
bag in the trunk, and they give us a package for the Bailiff.”

“What the Sam Hill could these yahoos have that the Bailiff wants?’ Willie Lothrop asks her and shakes
his head. She redlizesthat he hasn’'t combed his hair once since they left Providence, hasn't even taken
out his pink plastic comb, and that’s got to be some sort of record.

“That part’ s none of our goddamn business. Y ou ought to know that much by now, Willie. That part’s
between Old Man Bdlou and the Bailiff.”

“Wadll, they should have sent two fucking cars” he says.
“Bdlou said just one. One car, three occupants,” Soldier tellshim. “ So that’ sthe way we re doing it.”

“WEe ve got lessthan ten minutes,” Saben White says, sounding more impatient than anything else, and
Soldier nods, but doesn't ook at her.

“Believeit or not, | can fucking tdl time,” Soldier says, then findsagravely place at the sde of theroad
and pulls over, the wheels of the Dodge sending up adense cloud of dust and grit. Sheletsthe motor idle
for amoment, asthe dust settles again, before she turnsthe key and switchesit off. The car’s parked
beside an old retaining wall, concrete covered with wild grapevines like a strangling network of deed, dry



veinsand capillaries.

“I want to talk to Williefor amoment,” Soldier says. “ Just Willie. Y ou stay where you are, Saben.
Unless| cdl for you, you stay right therewhereyou are.”

“Ten minutes,” Saben reminds her, and Soldier shows her the middie finger of her right hand.
“Come on, Odd Willie. We need to talk.”

“What the hdll for?" he asks, reaching for the door handle, reaching so dowly that Soldier getsthe
impression that maybe he thinks she' s going to change her mind and let him stay in the car.

“I need to stretch my legs. | need to clear my head before the drop, that’ s all.”

She opens her door, and the cold air tastes like the highway grime stirred up by the Dodge, like the
exhaust from passing cars and trucks, and, benegth that, there’ sthe faintly rotten smell of the Blackstone
River. Despite dl| her yearsin the tunnels, her schooling by the hounds, Soldier has never redly grown
accustomed to the smdll of rot. Most of the changelings hardly seem to notice, but the smell of rot makes
Soldier uneasy, and the smell of wet rot isthe worst of them dl. Odd Williefollows her dong theroad's
shoulder for fifteen or twenty yards. He lights a cigarette and that helps mask the smdll of theriver alittle,
so shelights one of her own, then stops and stares back at the car and Saben gSitting in the backsedt.

“Y ou think she sgetting sugpicious?” Odd Willie asks. “Y ou think she knows something’ sup?’

“Wall, you laid it on pretty thick,” Soldier says, then looks away from the Dodge, up at the sky; she
wonders how the car handles on ice and snow.

“Sometimesit’s hard to stop,” he says and puffs his cigarette. “Once | get started, it just kegpson
coming.”

“No, | think she' s pissed off, but that’ sal. Shethinksit’ sjust something personal between me and her.
And | guessthat makes her hdf right.” Soldier flicks ash a the gravel and takesalong drag off her
Marlboro. She wantsto walk back to the Dodge and put two or three in Saben’s skull, but thisisthe
Bailiff’sshow, and he' sthe one cdling dl the shots.

“I’'m scared as shit,” Odd Willie whispers and giggles softly to himsdlf. “1’m sorry, Soldier, but that’ sthe
gods fucking truth. | never sgned onfor crap likethis.”

“You never sgned on,” shereminds him, asif he might somehow have managed to forget.
“It was just afigure of speech. Y ou know what | fucking meant.”

“Sure” Soldier says, looking away from the sky, turning her attention once more to the walls and roofs
and streets of Woonsocket laid out below them. “But I ve never yet heard of one of us dying of old age.
Makesit seem kind of slly to get too worked up over something likethis.” That’s Sheldon talking, she
thinks, hiswords from her mouth, something he said to her once or twice. Y ou ever heard of one of us

dying fromold age?
“There saways agoddamned firgt time. | can't see the harm in being ambitious.”
“Long asyou'retherewhen | need you.”

“Shit, Soldier. All | said was|’m scared. | didn’t say | was acoward. There' sagreat fucking difference
between the two.”



“That'sdl | wanted to hear,” she says, sudying the valey—the empty millsthat are never redly empty,
the futility of adozen ornate church steeples, the roaring white place where the Thundermist Falswere
dammed in 1960, five years after aflood had amost destroyed the town. North of the dam, Soldier

spots alow tree-shrouded hill rising from the rooftops and squaor, and she pointsit out to Odd Willie.

“Right there,” she says, thinking that in the summer the trees would be lush and green, hiding the cemetery
and dl its secrets. But in winter, the old trees are little more than the weathered dats of a crooked fence,
revealing the patchwork of headstones and less modest monuments to the dead and departed that crown
the hill. Markersto signal morta loss, and the way down to George Balou.

“Fuck me,” Odd Willie says and spits on the road.

“Don't youforget,” Soldier tellshim, still watching the tal trees surrounding Oak Hill Cemetery. “When
the time comes, she’'smine. Any of the rest of these assholes, you can take your fucking pick. But she's

mine.

“I loveit when you talk like Clint Eastwood,” he says and snickers, then flickstherest of hiscigarette at a
passing car. “It' sabsolutely fucking beautiful.”

“Just don’'t you get al trigger-happy down there and forget what I'm telling you.”

“Wadl,” says Odd Willie, “asmuch as 1’ d love to do the honors myself—and I’ m not gonnalieto you
about that, no, ma am—I learned along time ago, you come between some cocksucker and the object
of her passionate fucking need for vengeance, and pretty soon the hounds are gonna be shuffling your
happy ass off to MamaHydra—"

“Youredly beievethat suff?’ she asks, interrupting him.
“Likel sadlast night, it' sas good as anything se |’ ve heard.”

“Yeah,” Soldier says and glances back at the car. Saben hasn't moved. “ That other shit we talked
about—"

“—gatay's between me and you,” Odd Willie says. “I mean, until such time as they tie me down and some
determined asshole comes at me with apair of wire strippers and an acetylene torch.”

“Guessthat’'ll haveto do,” shesays. “Let’ sget thisover with.”
Odd Willie Lothrop nods his head, and then he follows Soldier back to the car.

Odd Willielivesthree flights up in arat-infested Federa Hill tenement building thet had been new when
Calvin Coolidge was president and that should have been torn down long decades ago. It had been
condemned, back in the 1990s, but that didn’t keep out the squatters or the crackheads or Odd Willie. It
didn’'t keep Soldier out, either. When the Bailiff had gone, she caled Willie Lothrop and told him that she
was on her way over. He sounded surprised, but not too surprised, and asked Soldier if she wanted to
meet somewhere else, abar or Swvan Point or something more pleasant than his place. Shetold him no,
his place was fine, that she just wanted to talk, that it was very important, and he told her to be careful on
thedairs. “They're getting worse,” he said. “| just about broke my goddamn ankle last week.”

“Y ou could move out of that shithole, you know,” Soldier said, and she could amost hear him shrug.

“I got roots here,” hereplied and hung up fird.



S0, lessthan half an hour later, she was ducking under the boards nailed across the front doorway of the
building, picking her way through the dark lobby cluttered with refuse and filth and broken furniture. She
had aflashlight, but didn’t turn it on. She could see well enough to find the sagging stairs leading up to
Willi€ s gpartment.

“Who the hell areyou?’ agruff female voice demanded from the shadows. “Y ou best stay the fuck away
from me, bitch, or I'll cut you.”

“Will you?" Soldier asked, spesking to the lightless place where the voice had come from, imagining the
woman cringing there amid the pedling walpaper and old cardboard and rat droppings. “Will you redly?’

“l @an't messin’ around with you, cunt. Il dice you up so bad ain’t no doctor ever been born be ableto
put you back together again.” But the woman sounded more frightened than dangerous. Soldier imagined
there were others, less bold, more frightened, cowering in the darkness of the lobby and the hallway
leading deep into the ground floor of the building. She crossed the small room, stood at the foot of the
gtairs and squinted into the narrow stairwel | that wound up and up and up, aright-angled whorl like the
view from insde some geometricaly improbable snall’ s spiraing shell.

“Don’t you waste your time worrying about me,” Soldier told the woman. “Y ou got way worse thingsto
worry about than me.”

“Don't you tdl mewhat | got to worry over, bitch.”

Soldier laid her right hand on the banister and took the first step; she wanted adrink so bad it hurt, so
bad she was beginning to fed sick, and she wondered what Odd Willie had upstairs. Odd Willie usudly
drank chegp tequilaand chegper malt liquor, but right now either one would be fine with her. Shetook a
couple more steps.

“Who you is?’ thevoice asked. “Youain't no angel. You ain't no servant of the Lord Jesus.”

“No,” Soldier told thewoman, “I’m not that. But you just wait. | expect someone else will be dong
shortly.”

“Y ou some kind of hoodoo,” the woman sneered from her hiding place, and Soldier imagined her
crossing hersalf or making some sign to ward off the evil eye. *'Y ou some kind of devil.”

“Close enough,” Soldier replied, and then sheleft the woman and climbed the stairsto Odd Willi€'s
floor. By the time she reached hisfront door she was out of breath and thirstier than ever. She had to
knock four times before he opened up.

“| wasonthecan,” he explained, zipping his pants, snagging his underwear in the zipper, and having to
gart over again. Odd Willie was wearing black jeans and a black-and-white Buzzcocks T-shirt. There
were severa holesin the shirt, and he was barefoot.

“Y ou know there’ safucking crazy lady downstairs?’ Soldier asked him, leaning against the doorjamb,
trying to catch her breath. “| thought she was gonnatry to exorcise me or something.”

“Y eah, that' s Betty. Don’'t you worry about her,” Odd Willie said and tried his zipper again. “When she's
not high, which isn't very often, she' seither seeing demons or waiting on the Second Coming or both.”

“Charming fucking neighborsyou got,” Soldier said. “ Now, you gonnalet mein, or are we going to have
to do thisright out herein the hdlway?’

He apologized and stepped to one side so that Soldier could get past, and then he shut the door and



locked it. The gpartment smelled like fried food and mildew and stale cigarette smoke, and the only light
camefrom afew flickery fluorescent tubes he' d rigged up overhead.

“Likel said onthe phone,” Willie started, “it’ staken care of. | set the timer for twenty minutes and left
him inside the old House of Horrors—"

“That’snot why I'm here,” Soldier said.

“Oh yeah,” Odd Willie said, and giggled, and then he sat down on the mattress lying in the center of the
room, the mattress stained and torn and heagped with dirty sheets and a stolen blue U-Haul moving
blanket. “Y ou dready said that on the phone,” he smiled and nodded his head, made agun with his
thumb and forefinger and pressed it to hisleft temple. *'Y ou want something to drink?’

“Y ou fucking know not to ever ask methat question.”

“Yeah, but | got abrand-new bottle of Pepe Lopez Gold, hasn't even been opened,” Odd Willie said
and grinned at her. There was ablotch of something on the front of his shirt that |ooked like toothpaste,
though Soldier was pretty sure Odd Willie Lothrop had never made the acquai ntance of atoothbrush.

“Might aswdl drink paint thinner asthat shit,” Soldier told him, and glanced about for someplaceto Sit
down. Willie pointed her towards a three-legged chair propped against one wall.

“Hell, it tagtes like fucking paint thinner,” Odd Williesaid. “But it generdly doesthejob.”

“| came over because | haveto ask you aquestion,” Soldier said, changing the subject because she had
enough trouble right now without Odd Willi€ s cheap-asstequila. She sat down on the three-legged
chair, leaning dightly to one sde so it wouldn't tip over.

“Y ou could' ve just asked when you called.”
“It' snot that sort of question, Willie.”
“Then maybeit’ snot the sort of question | want to get mixed up with.”

“Saben’'saspy,” Soldier said, and there, it was out, a big enough bomb to shut Odd Willieup for a
second or two. “ She was screwing Sheldon. The two of them were working for these pricks out in
Woonsocket, and they set me up.”

“Fuck,” Odd Willie Lothrop muttered and ran hisfingersthrough hisoily black hair. “Fuck al. Frankly, |
never would' ve thought the cunt had it in her. And, hey, | was asking around about \Woonsocket and—"

“The Bailiff said she' sbeen in with that crowd for along time, dmost since the first night the hounds put
her on the street,” Soldier said and glanced up at the ceiling. In places, the plaster had fallen away,
exposing the decaying lath beneath. “There' sakid. Saben got hersaf knocked up about nine years back.
The daddy’ s part hound, and—qget this—he' s one of the Woonsocket mongrels.”

“Oh, man,” Odd Willie groaned and shook hishead. “I really don’t think | want to hear any more of this
shit.” He reached for the tequila, which was sitting on the floor near the mattress, cracked the sedl and
opened the bottle. Hetilted it towards Soldier, but she swallowed and shook her head.

“Fuck me,” he said again and took along pull off the pint bottle.
“There smore,” Soldier said.

“Thereawaysis,” Odd Willietold her and wiped his mouth, then screwed the cap back on the bottle of



Pepe Lopez and set it down on the floor. “What | want to know iswhy the hell they didn’t keep her out
of Woonsocket after that?’

“TheBalliff damshedidn’t know.”
“And you believe him?’
“I supposeit'spossible,” Soldier replied.

“Y eah. Right. That bastard knows every time we take adump, and he didn’'t know Saben was sill
getting her kicksin Woonsocket? Did they kill thelittle squealer?’

“No. They didn’t. They gaveit to the Cuckoo. That was part of Saben’s punishment, and that’ swhere
the dead priest comesin. Hewasamule.”

“Yeah, well, at least | knew that much,” Odd Willie said and rubbed at the stubble on his cheeks. “I saw
the tattoos before | torched him. He had the wings and the eye, right here,” and Odd Willie tapped his
chest just below his sternum. “Thewingsand theeye, dl inred.”

“Red,” Soldier said, wanting to get up and walk out, much too much said dready, and she’ d hardly even
gotten started. She wanted to go back downstairs and maybe have some fun with crazy old Betty the
junky, maybe show her athing or two or three about devils and angels and keeping her goddamn mouth
shut. She wanted to be home, or down in the tunnels below Benefit Street. She wanted to be driving,
maybe down to Scarborough Beach or Napatree Point, maybe al the way the hell to Stonington. She
could sit on the rocks, listen to the surf and watch the cold sunrise. She wanted to be anywhere but Odd
Willi€ sfilthy little apartment.

“Yeah,” shesad, “I guess he would have been red, wouldn’t he? The Bailiff said the old bastard had
been whoring for the Cuckoo for amost fifty years. That would make him red.”

“Thisis so many flavors of fucked-up,” Odd Willie said, and thistime when he giggled it made Soldier
want to dap him. “ So, when' d she start banging Sheldon?’

“Your guessisasgood asmine.”

There was an darm clock on the floor, not far from the tequila bottle, and Soldier saw that it was almost
four. *Y ou want to get some bregkfast?’ she asked Odd Willie. “Maybe get some fucking pancakes?’

“Pancakes?” Odd Willie said, like he wasn't so sure what the word meant.
“Never mind,” Soldier said.

“Sowhy the hell did shekill the son of abitch?’

“That was her paycheck for throwing in with Bittern.”

“| thought you said she was spying for Woonsocket?’

“It' sfucking complicated, Willie,” Soldier sghed, and then she rubbed at her eyes, remembering the
dream of the yellow house and the clock and Sheldon, wishing she could have gotten more deep. “But in
return for watching Bittern’s back, for keeping him posted, she got information. She wastrying to find the
kid. I’m not sure the Bailiff knowswhy the hell the priest ended up dead. But if | had to guess, I'd say

he' s the one who muled out Saben’ skid, and she just wanted revenge. Maybe he wouldn't tell her what
she wanted to know.”



“Okay. So, what' sthe Bailiff doing about al this?”

“WE re going to Woonsocket tomorrow afternoon,” Soldier said, and Odd Willie grimaced and then
stared at the floor between his bare feet. “When we' re done with business, when everything's squared
away, then we take care of Saben White.”

“Oh, Jesus,” hesaid. “ Jesus H. fucking Christ.”
“Y ou got a problem with that?” Soldier asked, but Odd Willie just shrugged and laughed again.

“Hey, man, | just do whatever the hell they tell me. They say, ‘Yo, Odd Willie! Go fuck yoursdlf,” | sart
studying up on contortionism. They tell meto blow my own goddamn brains out, and you' re gonnafind
me sucking on the barrel of agun.”

“I'll do her, Willie. I'll pull thetrigger. | just want you to know what’ s going down.”

“That' sawfully fucking thoughtful of you,” he snorted and glanced up a Soldier. “But you said you were
here because you wanted to ask me a question, and so far dl you' ve done is ddight and beguile me with
all this goddamn good news. And, by the by, you do know it's supposed to fucking snow tomorrow,
right?’

Soldier leaned forward on the three-legged chair, and the wood creaked and popped. Beneath the
unsteady fluorescent lights, Odd Willie's skin made her think of some palid, waxy cheese. She opened
her mouth to ask him for the tequila, dl the words she needed lying like ashes on her tongue, her right
hand extended, but the Bailiff wasthereto stop her. The Bailiff standing at the foot of her bed, the Bailiff
and his braided beard, and there’ safat, grinning devil that she' d like to introduce to Crazy Betty
downgtairs, something bad enough to make even the most demented, Jesus-loving crack whores Sit up
and take notice. Bad enough to keep Soldier’ s hands off the bottle, the bottle from her lips.

Maybeit'stime you start asking afew of those questions, the dream Sheldon had told her, Sheldon Vae
with two bullet holesin his head and asingle tarot card on Miss Josephine sbig table. Maybeit’ stimefor
you to try and remembey.

“When' sthefirgt time you ever saw me, Odd Willie?’

And Willie Lothrop just stared back at her for amoment, and she could tell from the apprehensive
shimmer in his eyes and the furrowsin his forehead, from the way the corners of his mouth twitched
dightly, that he wasn't sure what she was asking him.

“What do you mean?’

“I mean,” Soldier said, measuring out her words like some powder or dixir that might heal or might
poison, depending on the dose, “when' sthe very firg time that you clearly remember seeing meinthe
warrens?’

“Fuck dl if I know,” Willie grunted. “What the hell kind of silly question isthat?’
“How old do you think | am?’ she asked him.

“None of usknows how old we are,” he replied, looking even more confused, and he reached for the
tequilaagain. “Not exactly. None of us knowsthat, Soldier. The Cuckoo—"

“Willie, I'm asking how old you think | am. Just fucking guess. We were warren mates, weren't we?’



“Sure,” Williereplied, replying too quickly as he twisted the plastic cap off the pint of Pepe Lopez. “I
mean, yeah, so we must be just about the same age, whatever the—"

“So, what' syour earliest memory of me?’ she asked again, her mouth asdry asdl the desertsthat have
ever baked beneath the sun. Odd Willie took adrink of the tequila, and she watched his Adam’ s apple
bobbing up and down as he swallowed. “It'sa smple fucking question,” she said.

Willie burped and set the bottle down without screwing the cap back on. “I don’'t know,” he said. “Hell,
Soldier. I'mtired, and I’'m drunk, and | don’t know what the fuck you' re even getting at. We werekids.
Wefucking grew up together. How am | supposed to remember thefirst time | saw you?’

“So you remember me asachild?’ she asked him, getting in one last question before she lost her nerve.

“To tel you the motherfucking truth,” Odd Willie muttered and tapped once at the skin between his
shaved eyebrows, “I' m starting to think maybe you exchanged alittle more than just pleasant
conversation with the freaks downstairs. Maybe Betty gave you aturn at her pipe.”

Soldier nodded, then let the chair rock back on all three of itslegs, and she took adeep breath and let it
out again. Sheimagined that the last of her resolve went with it, out her nostrils and between her teeth,
bleeding away into the ugly too-white light, the last bit of courage she could spare for the night, the night
that was dmost morning, and she had to hold something back for Woonsocket and George Ballou and
Saben White,

“Forget it,” she said. “ This shit with Saben’ sgot my head al over the place. Do me afavor and forget the
whole damn thing, dl right?” and Odd Willie shrugged and looked at his dirty feet again.

“Do you pray?’ Odd Willie asked.
“Y ou mean Mother Hydraand dl that shit?’
“Yeah,” Odd Williesad. “That' swhat | mean.”

“No,” Soldier told him, because she figured she owed him at least one honest answer. “1 don't. What
about you, Odd Willie? Are you atrue believer? Do you await the cold fucking embrace of the vasty
abyss?’ and she smiled.

“Don't you fucking laugh a me,” he said, dmost whispering. He picked up the tequilabottle for the
fourth time and began to ped thefail label off the glass.

“I'm not laughing a you. I'm just afaithless old cunt, that’sdl.”

“What the hounds taught us, it makes about as much senseto me as anything elseI’ve heard. And | need
something, sometimes. Sometimes | need to at least pretend there’ s something more.”

“Yeah,” Soldier said, standing up, watching him ped the bottle and wondering if Odd Williewould till be
drunk when they headed for Woonsocket, wondering if it mattered.

“Soldier, | just don’t know what the fuck you were asking me,” he said and flicked a shred of tequila
label at thewall. “1 mean, I’ve known you dl my goddamn life.”

“| said to forget about it,” and he nodded, but she could tell from his expression that the very last thing
Odd Williewas going to do was forget about it. “ Y ou better get some deep. It sgoing to be along day.”

Odd Willie glanced up at her, rubbed his cheeks and smiled one of his crooked, sour smiles. “No shit.



Hey, listen. Y ou tell that whore downgtairs, you tell her | said she better leave my gueststhe fuck alone,
or she' sgonna be looking for another building to occupy. Or worse. You tell her | said that,” and Soldier
said that shewould, and then she showed hersdlf out while Willie sat on the mattress, shaking his head
and picking &t the shiny label on the half-empty bottle of Pepe Lopez.

The entrance to the cemetery isanarrow paved road flanked on either side by run-down saltbox houses,
one of them painted adrab peach and the other the color of apigeon’ s egg, and Soldier thinks most
people would probably mistake it for aprivate driveway. Probably no onein Woonsocket, of course,
but the people who are only passing through, the outsiders, people who have no business poking about in
cemeteries where no on€e' s buried whom they’ ve ever loved or known or to whom they are not even
distantly related. There' sasturdy concrete pillar planted on each side of the road, just past the
junk-strewn backyards of the houses, and a PRIVATE PROPERTY—NO TRESPASSING sgnis
hanging from one of them on aloop of wire. It looks to Soldier like someone has been taking shots at the
sgnwith an air rifle, and the meta is crumpled at one corner and streaked with rust. There' sno gate, no
padlock, just the rusty sign; the warning would either be enough or it wouldn't, but she has afedling that
most peoplein Woonsocket don’t need awarning to steer clear of the place. They’d know better. You
could seeit in the cast of the sky abovethe hill, in the way the trees grow alittle too wild and alittle too
close together, and in the way that the patch of land beyond those two pillars seems aways shaded by
cloudsthat are nowhereto be found if you actualy start looking for them.

“| want to go home,” Odd Willie says and lights a cigarette.

“You think that Sgn’s meant for us?’ Saben asks. “ Maybe we should stop and ask fucking permission.”
But no one answers her. Soldier cuts the whed right, turning off George Street onto the road leading into
Oak Hill Cemetery, and the Dodge' s engine makes asudden rattling noise deep in itsguts.

“Oh, don’'t you fucking dare,” Soldier growls at the car as they pass between the two houses. There' san
old yellow sailboat parked behind one of them, behind the pigeon’ s-egg house, its mast broken and
leaning to one Side, and its name, the Fly-Away Horse, is painted along the prow in ornate crimson
letters that have begun to crack and flake away.

“Patience Bacon said...” Odd Willie begins, but then they’ re through the pillars, past the pockmarked
NO TRESPASSING sign, and hisvoicetrails off asthe bare winter limbsflicker like afew tattered
framesfrom an old movie and are replaced by dl the lush greens of midsummer. The pae, ice-thin light of
the fading day has changed, too, has become the brilliant shafts and bright pools of a June or July
afternoon, sunlight spilling through the rustling leaves and faling on the weeds growing aong the sides of
the road in warm shades of amber and honey. The engine sputters again and dies.

“What the fuck,” Odd Willie says, reaching for the Bren Ten 10mm in his shoulder holster.

Soldier cursesthe Dodge and daps the steering whed, turns the key in the ignition switch, but the car
doesn’'t make asound. The Bailiff promised her that he' d told her everything she needed to know,
everything to expect from Balou and the cemetery, but he hadn’t said anything at al about this. She turns
the key again, pressing the gas pedd flat againgt the floor, and again the car remains silent and lill.

“ Stop freaking out, both of you. I’ snothing,” Saben says. “It’sjust aglamour, that'sdl.”

“Y ou can fuck that shit,” Odd Willie laughs around thefilter of his cigarette, flipping off the safety and
cocking the pistal. “Tak to me, Soldier. Tl mewhat the hell’ sgoing on out there. Why didn’t you let me
inonthis?’



“Because | didn't fucking know,” Soldier spits back at him. She gives up on the car and turns her head,
looking past Saben White to the place where the concrete columns and the rusty sign and the Fly-Away
Horse had been amoment or two before. Now there' s only the narrow road and the tall green trees
bending low over it, and the road seemsto go on forever. “ Somehow, the Bailiff neglected to mention

thispart.”
“Fuck,” Odd Willie says. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”
“It'sjust aglamour,” Saben saysagain. “Wetripped it when we camein, that’sdl. It can't hurt us”

Odd Williereachesfor hisdoor handle, then pulls his hand back. “ Saben, if you don’t shut the fuck
up—’

“She'sright,” Soldier says, turning back to the windshield, and she closes her eyes and listensto her
heartbest—too hard, much too fast. She takes a degp breath and tries to remember everything the ghul
have ever taught her about glamours and misdirection. But she never cared much for magick and was
aways amediocre student, at best. The rituads and incantations too tedious and tricky, success or falure
hinging on the most minute turn of awrist or the dightest inflection. Better to settle thingswith her fistsor
agun or afucking sharp stick, shetold the Bailiff once along time ago. He frowned and muttered
something about never redlizing her full potential. Soldier exhales and takes another breath.

“We probably can't dispel this,” Saben says, exasperated and impatient. “It’' stoo big. There’ stoo much
of it. We shouldn’t waste our energy trying.”

“A bloody shameto see you squander yourself on account of laziness,” the Bailiff said. “ Stay ignorant,
and someone will dmost dways benefit from your ignorance.”

“Youfilthy old prick,” Soldier whispers, casting the words like anet, her thoughts like impal pable graffiti,
so that the Bailiff will have to ssumble over them sooner or later. She opens her eyesto seethat nothing's
changed, nothing at dl, the truth of things still hidden somewhere behind the glittering mask that Ballou
has fashioned for this hill. But &t least her heart’ s not beating quite so fast, and she’ s beginning to fed
more annoyed than afraid. “ Saben, don't you have some grounding with shit like this?” she asks without
turning her head or glancing in the rearview mirror.

“No,” Sabenreplies. “I don't handle glamours. I’ m fine with smple photomancy, but thisis something
else Thisis something much—"

“| didn’t ask you for alecture.”

“He sgtrong, Soldier,” Saben continues, and Odd Willie giggles. “Y ou need to understand that; both of
you need to understand that. Don't walk into this thing thinking Ballou’ sweek just becausehe'sa
haf-breed.”

“Isthat your consciencetalking?’ Soldier asks her. It s getting hot insde the car, summer hot, and
Soldier wipes sweat from her forenead and upper lip. Saben doesn't reply, and Soldier leansforward,
resting her head againgt the steering whedl. She' stired of the masquerade, tired of pretending that she
doesn’'t know what Saben’ s done, sick of waiting for her to die, and Soldier wondersif it would all redly
turn out that much differently if shejust killed Saben right now.

“What next?’ Odd Willie asks, and ash from thettip of his cigarette fallsinto hislagp and he brushesit
away. “What the fuck do we do now?’

“We get out of the car,” Soldier says, because that might be the right answer; it’ s certainly the only



answer she hasfor Odd Willie or for herself. “We do what we came to do and hope there are no more
surprises. We get the bag out of the trunk, and we wak in.”

“How about we walk the fuck out?” Odd Willie suggests.
“That might be difficult,” Saben says.
“Soldier, will you pleasetell her to shut up before | shoot her? 1’ m totally fucking serious.”

“We re going to get out of the car,” Soldier tells him, and when she checks the rearview mirror again, she
seesthat Saben’ s drawn her own gun. “We re going to get out of the car now.”

“Fine. Comeon, girls” Williesays. “Let’ sdl play follow the fucking leader,” and he opens his door and
climbs out into the shimmering day. Soldier does the same, and then she tosses Willie the keys across the
roof of the car. He misses the catch, drops his cigarette and dmost drops the Bren Ten, and hasto
search about on the ground for amoment to find them again.

“Oneminute,” she saysto Odd Willie. “That’ sal you' ve got, so sop screwing around,” but hetells her
to go fuck herself. Soldier takes another deep breath, filling her nostrils with al the scents and tastes of
George Balou' silluson. The summer air smellslike dandelions and wild strawberries and is dive with the
thrum of cicadas. Soldier looks towards the cemetery proper; the road curves sharply to theright before
finishing the short climb to the top of the hill, and there’ salow mausoleum not far from the car. Itsgranite
roof is cracked, and the stedl door isrusted the color of dried blood.

“Saben, you'regoing firgt,” Soldier says, and Saben doesn’t argue, so maybe she' sfigured out she's
living on borrowed time. “1 want you at |east ten feet ahead of me and Willie”

“Thisisfucking insane,” Willie grumbles as he tries to open the trunk and dropsthe keysagain. “I'm
telling you, Soldier. Thisis payback for Rocky Point yesterday. And hell, he probably heard about the
shit at that Dunkin’ Donuts, too. Thismessisthe Bailiff’ sway of showing us how fucking pissed—"

“Shut up and open the trunk,” Soldier says, watching Saben. 1 want the shotguns while you'rein there.”

“You redly think that's such agood idea?’ Saben asks. “Ballou might get the wrong impression, you
comewadtzing into the drop with a couple of scatterguns.”

“I don’t remember asking you, one way or the other.”

Off towardstheriver, Soldier can hear the hoarse croak of aduck or some other waterbird, and the
trees around them are filled with the raucous calls of catbirdsand jays.

“Y ou might want to hurry that shit up back there,” shetells Odd Willie.

The trunk pops open, and Willie takes out asmall black leather valise and dropsit on the ground. Then
he digs about for amoment, drops alug wrench next to the valise, and starts cursing.

“What?' Soldier asks.

“There' sonly one fucking shotgun back here,” he replies, even though she knows damn well there were
two when they |eft Providence, the Mossherg twelve-gauge and her Ithaca Mag-10, the Roadblocker
she had that night out at Quaker Jameson'’s.

“That' simpossible,” she shoutsat Odd Willie. “ Keep looking.”
“I'mtelling you, Soldier, it'snot fucking back here, and I can keep looking from now till fucking



doomsday, and it ftill won't be back here, 01 till won't find it.”
“They' rewatching us,” Saben says, glancing up a the limbs of anem. “They'religening.”

“Don’t you fucking move, not aninch,” Soldier tells her, then walks quickly back to where Odd Willi€ s
standing at the open trunk. In the trees, the birds are getting louder. And it only takes her a couple of
seconds to see that he' stdling the truth. He' s holding the twelve-gauge cradled in the crook of hisleft
arm, and there s nothing else in the trunk but the spare, abox of shells, aroll of duct tape, and thetire
jack that goes with the lug wrench.

“It' safucking setup,” Odd Willie says. “ Someone fucking set us up, Soldier.”

“Don’'t dart that,” Soldier tells him, but it'snothing she hasn't dready thought of hersdlf. The Bailiff
sending her off to Woonsocket with just Odd Willie Lothrop and Saben, not telling her about the
glamour. And Saben still so cocky and self-confident when she ought to be broken, Saben smirking half
the day like afucking cat with blood and feathers on its paws. “It doesn’'t make sense,” Soldier says. “It
just doesn’'t make sense.”

“Sureit does,” Willie says, and then he points the 10mm at Saben. “ She' sin with Balou, and she fucking
double-crossed us. It dl makes perfect senseto me.”

“Tell him not to point that gun a me,” Saben says, and she’'scam, so calm it makes the hairs on the back
of Soldier’ s neck twitch and stand on end.

“ Saben, we fucking know,” Odd Willie snarls. “ The Bailiff told Soldier everything.”

“Willie, don't doit,” Soldier says, trying hard to think clearly through the shrill scream of the bluejays
and catbirds overhead. There are words hidden in there, she thinks, important, powerful words disguised
as squawking birds, if she could only tease the lie gpart from the truth of things. “I1t’ snot that smple. It's
just atrick, like the glamour, something eseto distract us from what’ sredlly going on here”

“Soldier, you told mewhat shedid,” Willie says, not lowering hispistal. “Y ou told me—"
“I told you to stop pointing that goddamn gun at Saben.”
“You know I’'mright. Y ou know shedidit.”

“ At the moment, Willie, | don’t know my ass from agoddamn holein the ground, and I’m not going to
tell you again to stop pointing your gun—"

“Then it wasthe Bailiff,” Odd Willie says, and Soldier can see theway hisfinger’ sbegun to tremble
againg thetrigger. “If it wasn't her, it was the fucking Bailiff did it, because someone fucking set usup.”

“Soldier,” Saben says, her voice ill smooth asice and milk, and Soldier redizesthat the light around her
has begun to bend and glimmer. “If he doesn’t stop, I'm going to have to make him stop.”

“We know about thekid,” Odd Willie says, grinning the way he does when he' s setting afireor tdling a
joke he thinksisfunny. “We know about you and Sheldon Vae. We know about the deal you made with
these beaver-beater cocksuckers.”

Saben’ seydidsflutter, and her gun dipsfrom her hand to the ground. *'Y ou know what the hounds want
you to know,” she says. “No more, and no fucking less.”

“Did they tdll you that you' d get the kid back?’ Soldier asks her, trying not to sound scared, and she



thinks they might have had a chance, if Willie had |eft the shotgun lying where she could reechit. If she
had the shotgun in her hands right that second, and it wasloaded, and there was dready around in the
chamber, dl that and alucky shot and they might have a chance of making it back to the entrance of the
cemetery. “Isthat what they promised you? That you and Sheldon could hide up herein the boonieswith

your mongrel?’

“Put down the gun, Odd Willie,” Saben says, and her eyesroll back to show the whites. “Y ou don’t
haveto die heretoday.” An orb of blue flame has begun to writhe about her left hand, leaking from the
Sed of Solomon, licking harmlesdy at her skin.

“Fuck you,” Odd Willie snarlsand pullsthetrigger.

The bullet explodes above the Dodge, spraying shrapnel and molten blue droplets. There are specks of
blood on Odd Willie sface, and Saben White' swrapped in awrithing sapphire cowl of fire.

All log, the birds scream from the trees. Poor little soldier girl, al lost now, and she can fed thetiny piece
of sted embedded in her throat, abit of Odd Willie sbullet, can fed the blood pumping from her body
and spattering the grass at her feet. All logt, lost, lost now, poor little Soldier girl. Should have stayed
where you belonged...

Her kneesfed weak, and she reachesfor her gun, blinking and squinting because the daylight and the fire
from Saben’ stattoo are blazing. Her hand closes around the butt of her pistol, but now Saben has turned
towards her, and Odd Willie has dumped over dead into the open trunk. Thelight isblinding her.

Logt, log, dl log, little girl.

“Let go,” Saben says, and the blue flame coils and uncoails like snakes, weaving and unweaving, and. ..

...All log, logt, lost now, George Bdlou' sfairie birds sing, their machete voices carving greet dashesin
theworld. All logt...

...and she setsthe glass of Wild Turkey down on the wide mahogany dining table, and looks up &t the
tall clock on the mantel, the skin of adead girl’ s face flayed and tanned and stretched taut, and the
fish-gpine hands of the clock stop, and then begin to move backwards. She reaches for the whiskey
bottle...

...and Soldier opens her eyes, her forehead il leaning on the steering whes!.

“What next?” Odd Willie asks, and ash from thetip of his cigarette fallsinto hislap, and he brushesit
away. “What the fuck do we do now?’

Soldier raises her head, an oily smear of sweat |eft behind on the steering whedl, and her right hand goes
to the spot where the shard of the ruined bullet from Odd Willie' s 10mm has't yet punched aholein her
jugular. Shelooks out the windshield, across the hood, and sees the black thing squatting in the road in
front of the car, the thing that isn't aman and isn't ahound, ether. It grinsat her.



“No,” Saben White says. “That' s an awfully neet trick, Soldier, but it's not gonna save you thistime,”
and the black thing stands up. Odd Willie screams and his gun goes off, blowing out the windshield and
deafening Soldier in the instant before the butt of Saben’ s pistol connects with the base of her skull, and
then there’ sonly silence and winter cold and a bottomless, merciful oblivion.

FIVE
Angell Street

E mmieisdtting on thefloor in her bedroom, her bedroom in Providence, home again after the
three-hour train ride from Manhattan. They took the Acela Express, because it was so much faster, but
thetrip till seemed to take at least twice aslong as usud. Sadie hardly spoke the whole way, and Emmie
stared out the window at the countryside and the towns and the train stations rushing past. Somewherein
Connecticut, the sky turned stormy and dark; the clouds were like mountains piling up to crush the world.
When they findly reached the Providence station, Deacon was there waiting for them. He looked
worried and annoyed, but he hugged her tight, kissed her cheek and told her he' d missed her and was
glad she was back so soon.

Home again, home again, jiggety-jog.

On Emmi€ sCD player, Doris Day issinging “ Secret Love,” and the volume sturned up loud, but she
can il hear Sadie and Deacon arguing. They’ re downgtairsin the kitchen, but their voicesriselike warm
ar and get trapped in the heating ducts and travel all theway up to Emmie sroom. She's shut the vent in
the floor, but the voices are getting in anyway. She' s sitting near the window, between her bed and the
window, with her back against thewall. | wish they’ d stop, shethinks. | wish they’ d just shut up and stop
and Sadie would go back home, because that’ s what she' s going to do, no matter how much they fight.
And then she wishes she were in schoal, that it wasn't a Sunday afternoon and it wasn't winter break.
Then they could fight al they wanted, and shewouldn’'t haveto St hereand ligen to it.

“It wouldn't fucking kill you,” Deacon says, and then dishes clatter inthe sink. “Y ou dready have the
week off. Y ou could spend it here.”

“No,” Sadietellshim, the stubborn, angry tone she gets whenever Deacon suggests that she spend a
night in the house with them. *'Y ou know | won't do that. It'snot fair to ask me.”

Emmie shuts her eyes and bites a her lower lip. They could fight outside, she thinks. They could walk
down the street and fight dl day long.

“It' sfucking fair when you' ve dready promised to take care of her thisweek.”
“You know | won't stay here. There sno point talking about it, because you know | won't.”

Emmie saready done the things she usudly doeswhenever Sadie and Deacon arefighting. She's
straightened her room, putting everything in its place because it dways seemsthat creating order ought to
help, even though it never has yet. She made sure al her toys and games and clothes were exactly where
they should be. She checked to seethat al her bookswerein aphabetical order, and al her CDs, too.
She pulled the covers off the bed and then remadeit.

“Hell, Deacon, I'll pay for you to hireagtter.”
“| don’'t want aditter. Y ou know | don’'t want strangersin the house. Y ou know how | fedl about that.”

Emmie opens her eyes again and stares across her room at the closed door to the upstairshal. If it were



adoor to somewhere else, anywhere else, she' d open it and step across the threshold and shut it behind
her, and then run far enough away that she couldn’t possibly hear Sadie and Deacon arguing. Emmie
pullsapillow off the bed—it doesn’t matter that it messes up the blankets and sheets, because dl the
order she madeisn't helping—and laysit over the heating vent. But she can till hear them.

“Y ou know how rough things have been at the shop,” Deacon says. “ And you know damnwell I've
been counting on having thisweek to get caught up.”

“She wanted to come home. What was | supposed to do? Tell her no?’
“I know it's newsto you, but that isafucking option,” Deacon says.

On Emmie' sCD player, Doris Day finishessinging “ Secret Love” and “ Teacher’ s Pet” begins. Emmie
doesn't like that song, and she thinks about getting up and skipping ahead to the next track. She aso
thinks about making the bed again, just in case, but she stays where sheis, listening even though she
doesn’'t want to hear. Her ssomach’ s beginning to hurt, and she hasto pee, but their voices would only be
louder out in the hdl, louder in the bathroom because it’ sdirectly above the kitchen.

“It washorrible,” Sadie says, bringing up the dead horse again, and Emmie chews her lip alittle harder,
chewing until she tastes adrop of blood. “That poor horse. Jesus, Deacon, | couldn’t make her stay in
New Y ork after that. | just couldn’t.”

“That poor horse,” Emmie says, and now she' sthinking about the argument that morning between Hunter
and Sadie. It was afucking coincidence, Sadie said, and then there' d been the strange girl who wanted
her to draw abridge. It was getting hard to remember exactly what happened, and Emmie thinks she
must have dozed off, listening to Hunter and Sadie, that she wastired and must have falen adeep. She
wishes she could fal adeep now.

“Thetwo of you could rent acar and drive up to Boston or something,” Deacon says. “Y ou could spend
the week in Boston.”

“I can't fucking afford aweek in Boston or anywhere else, Deacon, and neither can you. And Emmie
doesn’t want to bein Boston; she wantsto bein her own home where shefeds safe. It just about scared
the hell out of her. Hunter said—"

“Don't fucking start with fucking Hunter Fontana,” Deacon says, and then it sounds like he drops a skillet
or apot or something. “Right now, the last thing | want to have to hear is how that goddamn dyke thinks
| should be raisng Emmie. And how isit you could afford to pay for agtter, but not aweek in Boston?’

“Jesus, Deacon.”
“Y ou know, I’ ve got enough to think about without the sage fucking advice of Hunter Fontana.”

“It wasacoincidence,” Emmie saysto no one and shuts her eyes again. “ Co-in-ci-dence,” she says,
taking careto divide and separate each syllable from the other. “ It was acoincidence.” And even over
the noise of her father and stepmother arguing, even over Doris Day, Emmie can hear the terrible, dull
shattering sound of thetaxi hitting the mare. She remembers the sound perfectly, and she doesn't think
there’ s much difference between hearing it and remembering it. I’m never going to forget that, she thinks.
Not ever. She opens her eyes and goes back to staring at the closed bedroom door. The girl from the
attic, the brown-skinned girl, is standing near the foot of her bed, but Emmie tries not to notice her.
Maybeif she doesn't say anything to the girl, she'll go away.

“That' san awful racket,” the girl says. “Do they know you can hear them?’



“I'm not talking to you,” Emmietellsher. “You'renot red, and I'm not talking to you.”

“I likethismusic,” the brown girl says. “I’ve never heard such music. My father used to bring memusic
and play iton hisVictrola. | liked * April in Paris| and ‘“Mood Indigo, and—"

“I'm not talking to you,” Emmie saysagain. “Go away.”

“—"When the Moon Comes over the Mountain.’ | like that one, too, but not asmuch as| like ‘Mood
Indigo.””

Downgtairs, Deacon curses and a glass breaks, and Sadietells him to calm down and stop acting like a
damned jackass.

“I could sing it for you,” the brown girl offers, “if you' d like meto. | remember dl thewords”

“I know thewords,” Emmie says, which istrue because she has a CD with Billie Holiday snging “Mood
Indigo,” one of thefew CDs of hersthat Deacon likes. “Y ou don’t haveto sing it to me, because | know

it dready.”

“Begdes, it would be very hard to hear me over thisawful racket,” the girl saysand frowns. “Do they
know that you can hear them?’

“I don’'t know,” Emmie replies, though she suspects Deacon and Sadie know perfectly well how sound
carriesin the old house, and they just don't care. “Maybe you should go downgtairs and ask them.”

“I'would,” the brown girl says. “But they probably wouldn't be able to see me or hear me. Y our father
might—"
“I wish you' d shut up and leave me done.”

“—he could do that, along time ago, hear and see things no one else could see or hear. But he made it
al stop. | guess he' d findly seen and heard enough.”

Emmie sares at the girl. She seems solid, solid as anything e sein the bedroom. She smilesat Emmie and
stsdown on the bed. The girl’ swearing the same black dress with the same stiff white collar that she
was wearing the first time Emmie dreamed about her. Maybe that’ s the only dress she owns, Emmie
thinks and then silently scolds hersdlf for thinking of the girl asif she were someoneredl.

“| didn’t say you could do that,” Emmie says.

“| wastired of standing,” the girl replies. “ And it wasimpoalite of you not to offer me aseat.”
“Stopit!” Sadieyelsat Deacon, and Emmieflinches.

“Doesheever hit her?’ the girl with brown skin asks.

Emmie shakes her head, getting angry, and shetriesto stop imagining this, wishing now that she could
just go back to having to hear the argument downgtairs. “No,” she says. “Deacon doesn't hit us. HE's
never hit either one of us. He doesn't do that sort of thing, not even when he' sdrunk.”

“He sdrunk alot,” the girl says.
“Yeah, he' sdrunk alot. HE san acoholic, but he doesn't hit us.”

“Theydling sjust as bad, sometimes,” the brown girl says and stares past Emmie at the bedroom



window. “Y ou have avery fine house, Miss Emma Jean Silvey. I’ ve never been insde this house before,
My father once knew aman who lived across the street from here, awriter—"

“Don't you ever shut up?’

“I spend alot of timeaone,” the brown girl says, till staring out the window at the house next door.
“Wall, that’ s not precisdly true, because mostly it’ s not precisely timel spend alone. There' sonly time
whenever someonevistsme.”

“I know about being crazy,” Emmie says and glances past the girl at the closed bedroom door. If Sedie
opened it, would she see the brown girl in her black dress, or would she see only Emmie sitting on the
floor, talking to hersalf?“ 1’ ve read books. Y ou’ re ahallucination. It's probably because of stress, or
maybe | have abrain tumor.”

“Youdon't look sick,” the girl says. “And | know that you aren’t insane.”
“How could you possibly know that? Y ou're not even ared person.”

Downdtairs, the arguing has stopped. Someone dams adoor, the front door, and Emmiefiguresthat it's
probably Deacon going out for awalk, going out to cool off and maybe have adrink. He Il probably
walk for an hour or two, maybe follow Angell west to Hope Street, then turn north and walk all the way
up to the Ladd Observatory, because he likes the benches there and being at the top of that hill. HE' |l
stay away from Thayer, becauseit’ || make him think of the shop, and she knowsthat’ s one of the things
helll betrying to forget. She' s sorry that she couldn’t have gone with him, not wanting to bein theold
house right now, even with her halucination for company and Sadie dtill right downdtairs. But it’ sarelief
that they’ ve stopped fighting, relief like the battered silence after abad storm late at night, and she feds
hersdf sart tordlax alittle.

“Something’ s coming, EmmaJean,” the brown girl says. “ Something terrible’ scoming.”
“What are you on about now?’

The girl sghsand looks away from the window, looking down at Emmie. “I don’t know everything, and |
can't tell you everything that | know.”

“Then what good are you?’ Emmie asks her and goes back to watching the bedroom door.

“I'vefound afew flaws, cracksthat | think perhaps my father intentionally left for meto find, cracks that
the ghouls don’t know anything about. I’ ve come here to forewarn you, beforeit’ stoo late for augury to
be any good to you...or to me.”

Now Doris Day issinging “ Qué Serg, Serd,” and the brown girl looks over her shoulder towardsthe
stereo.

“I read you somewhere,” Emmie says. “| made you from different charactersin different books, from
peoplein different movies. Ther€ sno point trying to convince me otherwise. I'm not amoron, even if

I’m going crazy.”

“You'renot insane,” the girl saysagain. “And you haveto trust yoursdlf, because there’ sgoing to come a
time, very soon, when you can't trust anyone else”

“My father can't afford ashrink,” Emmietells her and kicks at the side of the bed with her sock feet until
the girl turns back around again.



“I likethat song,” the girl says.
“It'san old song. Haven't you ever heard it before?’

“I likeit. It'svery pretty, but it'snot redly the truth.” And then the brown girl sngsaong with Doris Day
for acouple of lines—Whatever will be, will be. The future’ s not oursto see—and her voiceishigh and
sweet and reminds Emmie somehow of meltingice.

“What' s not true about it?” Emmie asks her, wondering if Sadie will come upgtairs, wondering if she'll
gpologize for the argument and try to explain, hoping that she doesn't.

“1 mean that there are some people, and some other things that aren’t people, who can see what will be,
except there’ snot only onething that will be; there' san infinity of thingsthat might be. That' swhat |

“No one can seethefuture,” Emmie says, findly standing up, and she turns her back on the brown girl,
who isn't redlly there anyway, and stares down at the driveway and the evergreen shrubs and the
wooden dat fence dividing their yard from the house next door, the house painted an ugly color like blue
Play-Doh. There' sarobin down there, though it stoo early in the year for robinsin Providence, and it
hops about a bit before stopping and gazing up & her.

“There s so much that you don’t know, Emma Jean Silvey,” the brown girl says. “There’'s so much
you' re going to haveto learn, and you'll haveto learnit quickly.”

“I' know too much dready,” Emmie says. “I’mjust akid, and | know too much aready.”
“What's coming, it doesn't care how old you are.”

“Nothing’s coming, and you'renot redl. | don't believein ghosts.”

“I’'m not aghost,” the brown girl says. “I never clamed that | was aghost.”

“I dill don’'t believeinyou,” and then the robin fliesaway, and Emmielooks up at the sky. Thereare
clouds, the sort of cloudsthat usually mean snow, and she leans forward, flattening her face against the
cold glass.

“Later onyou'll believe” the girl says, and Emmie sghs because thisis getting tiresome. She wonders
whether or not she should tell Deacon or Sadie about the girl.

“My father’ snot abad person,” Emmie says, and her breath makes the window fog.

“No,” the brown girl says. “No, he'snot. He's only a man who' s seen things men weren't meant to see.
He sonly very tired and very lonely and very worried about you, Emma Jean. He loves Sadie, but he
misses hiswife very much.”

“Shut up,” Emmie says, starting to cry even though she doesn't want to, because she knowsit isn't going
to make her feel any better about the poor dead horse or Sadie or Deacon or anything else. “Y ou don't
know about Deacon, and you shouldn’t act like you do,” she says, turning around to face the brown girl,
but she’' s gone, and now there' s no one sitting on the bed. There sarumpled place in the blankets, a
rumpled place where sheimagined the brown girl Stting, but that might have happened when Emmie
pulled the pillow off the bed.

“Go away,” Emmie says, asif the girl were till thereto hear her, asif she hadn’t gone away dready. “Go
away, and never come back.” And then Emmie lies down on the bed and criesuntil shefindly fdls



adeep.

And in her dreams, Emmie feds herself rise dowly up from the bed, her soul grown suddenly lighter than
air, and she drifts untethered and insubstantial, passing straight through the bedroom celling into the
shadows of the dusty, disused attic, and then through the pitched roof of the house on Angell Street. She
lingersthere amoment, afew feet above the chimney, and the sky rushes by overheed like traffic, clouds
filled with ice and snow and sudden patches of bright daylight. Sheisn't afraid of falling, becauseit’ sonly
adream, though someone at school oncetold her that if you fall from ahigh placein adream and hit
bottom before you wake up, you' |l die. When she asked Deacon about it, he said it wasn't true, that it
wasonly aslly superdtition, so she’ snot afraid. She looks down and sees that the brown girl iswatching
her, isstanding in the middle of Angell Street gazing up a her.

I’m her balloon, Emmiethinks. I’'m her balloon on a string. Though she can’t seeastring tied to her
anywhere. If sheletsgo, I'll float away forever and belost.

All log, logt, lost now... And those were not her thoughts, so Emmie thinks they must be the thoughts of
the brown girl, because in dreams she can sometimes hear other peopl€e sthoughts.

The girl wavesat her, and then agust of icy wind carries Emmie away, south and east and up and up,
over rooftops and treetops. And in only amoment she' sfloated so high that she can see the Providence
and Seekonk rivers going down to al the bays and idands and rocky coves before the ocean. And now
sheis getting scared, because thisis much too high, even for adream, and if she goes much farther, she
might fal into the seaand drown, or end up floating away to someland so distant that she'll never be able
to find her way home again. She startsto call out for Deacon, but knows he won't ever hear her, and the
ar'sso cold her wordswould only freeze and fdl to earth like hail stones.

The plink of words on sdewaks and lawns, a sentence heavy enough to shatter awindshield.

“Wake up now,” shewhigpers, and Emmie' s beginning to wonder if she'll float al the way out of the
atmosphere and die in the near vacuum of space, looking down on the great blue ball of the world, when
sheredlizesthat she' s standing on asandy beach near the water, and the brown girl is standing afew feet
farther out, the waves |apping about her ankles, soaking her black-and-white-striped stockings. And the
air has grown very warm, and a brilliant white sun blazes overhead. It isn't winter here. Maybe, she
thinks, it' s never been anything but summer here and never will be.

“Thisisthe place where Esmeribetheda saw the warriorsin the sky,” the brown girl says. “ That’ s one of
the parts of the story that the changelings are never taught. They’ re taught that she was hanged and
burned aive because she betrayed the ghul to the djinn, but the ghouls know that’ s not the truth.”

“Wheream |7” Emmie asks. “What are you talking about?’

“You'reonly dreaming,” the brown girl says and smilesand kicks at the salty, frothy water. “But you're
in the wastes, near the battlegrounds. This place has other names, but | never learned them. Or I’ ve
forgotten them. Six of one, half dozen of the other. Either way, you're at the end of the wastes, the
wastes a the very end of thisworld. At least you' re not cold anymore.”

“No, now I’'m hot,” Emmie says and sits down on the warm white sand. There' s a conch shell nearby,
half-buried, and she picksit up and runs her fingers carefully aong the sharp spines spaced out along the
conch’'slow spire.

“The Hindu people,” the girl says, taking a step towards shore, “they believe that Vishnu, the god of



preservation, has a conch shell named Panchgjanya, and they believe that Panchgjanya representsall the
living thingsthat have ever arisen from the life-giving waters of the sees”

“Areyou from India?” Emmie asks. “Isthat why your skin's so dark?’

The girl doesn’t answer the question, but stares up at the cloudless blue-white sky instead. “ There's
something terrible coming,” she saysagain.

“Y ou told methat aready.”

“Thisisone of the places where it began, after the changeling child Esmeribethedawas murdered. After
the ghouls fought a great war with the djinn and were driven out of the wastesforever. Thisisthe place
where the warriors il battle in the sky to keep balance against the destruction of all cregtion. Thisis
where the sea meets the sand, where the two are dways struggling to expand their earthly empires.”

Emmie sets the conch shell back down. “ There wasawoman on atrain,” she says. “A woman with the
Sedl of Solomon tattooed on one of her hands.”

The brown girl shakes her head and looks down at her wet feet. “We can't talk about her. Not just yet.
Later. Soon.”

“There sno paint to this, isthere? Y ou should just let me wake up.”
“I cannot stop you from waking, Emma Jean, but it’s not pointless. There are things you need to see.”
“Wall, | don’'t need to see sand,” Emmietellsher. “I’ ve seen lots and lots of sand before.”

“It’ snot the sand that’ simportant,” the brown girl says, and then Emmi€ sfloating again, or maybethis
time she' sfdling. There sno way to be sure exactly which, but now there’ salot more than sand. There
are battles worse than anything she’ s ever imagined, men and horses and bristling hairy creaturesthat
walk like men, blood and fire and the screams of the dying. Swords and spears, arrows and axes, and
hungry crows and jackaswaiting for their share. There are vast magl stromsin the sky, whirling clouds
like hurricanes of flame, and monsters perched at the edges of the maelstroms, monsters tearing one
another gpart, and Emmie wants to shut her eyes, but it doesn’t seem to make much difference. Sheis
seaing these things, because the brown girl is showing themto her. Theruinsof acity haf-buried in the
shifting dunes. The bed of avanished lake, littered with the skeletons of water monsters. A girl tiedto a
tree and burned aive. The pages of a storybook, turned before Emmi€e’ s eyes, turned behind her eyes,
and whenever it getstoo scary, she reminds hersdf that it' sonly adream, and she'll probably forget most
of it when she wakes up.

“Open your eyes,” the brown girl says, so Emmie does, and now she seesthey’ re Sitting on the roof of
her house on Angell Street, Sitting Side by Side, and there are fat, wet flakes of snow fdling from the

blue-gray sky.

“That wasridiculous,” Emmie saysand shivers. “None of that wasred. Y ou're not redl, and none of
those thingswerered, either.”

“A longtimeago,” the brown girl says, asif Emmie has't said aword, “before you were born, Deacon
Silvey wasfighting awar, too. It wasn't that sort of war, but he was till asoldier, after afashion, and he
fought demons and worse things than demons.”

“Bullshit,” Emmie says, just like Deacon would say it, and scowls a the brown girl. “ Deacon used to
work in liquor stores and laundries, and now he owns a used bookstore on Thayer Street. He was never

inthearmy or the navy or anything.”



“That doesn’t matter. He was still asoldier. He didn’t want to be, but he was. He could see things, and
s0 the policemen came to him, and he hel ped them catch murderers and rapists and thieves.”

Emmie saresat thegirl, a her dark hair now tangled by the wind and speckled with melting snowflakes.
If any of that were true, Deacon would have told her. Deacon’ stold her lots of stories about before she
was born, stories about when he lived in Atlanta and Birmingham, stories about her mother, whose name
was Chance, and he' s never said anything at al about helping the police.

“You'realiar,” shesays. “None of that’ strue.”

“Once, he hel ped them find awoman named Mary English,” the brown girl continues, undaunted, “a
mule, amadwoman who worked for the Cuckoo, stedling babies to be hidden away in the dark places of
theworld and raised up by the ghouls. That day, he even saved a girl who should have become a

changding.”
“You'refull of it, and I’'m cold, and I'm going to wake mysdlf up now.”
“There s not much time, and there are things you need to understand.”

“I need to wake up,” Emmietells her and crosses her arms, trying to stay warm. “I’m gonnafreeze to
death up here.”

The brown girl sticks out her tongue and catches a snowflake. She nods her head and points northeast,
to the place where the clouds are coming from. “His daughter will come for you, Emma Jean. She may
be dying, and she may not live, but if she does, she'll comefor you, because you' re apart in this. And
there will be others, men who mean you harm, who will kill you if they can, and you haveto be ready for
them.”

“Wake up,” Emmie says. She’ s shut her eyes and istrying to think of nothing but her bed, her room,
Doris Day on the CD player, the warmth insde the house. “Wake up, and forget al of this”

“Y ou met your mother on atrain,” the girl says. “ She gavetherest of her lifeto meet you just that one
time. She gave her lifeto saveyou.”

“Wake up,” Emmie says, and she’ started crying dl over again. Thetears are freezing on her cheeks,
and they clatter down the steep sides of the roof and break on the driveway. “Wake up now. Wake up

“There sabox,” the brown girl says. “A cardboard box beneath hisbed. When you seethat I'm telling
you the truth, Emma Jean, you' Il know that you can't stay herein this house anymore. Something terrible
iscoming.”

Emmie screams, opens her eyes and swings at the girl, both her hands clenched tightly into fists. The
brown girl shrieks and breaks apart into aflock of robinsand is swept avay by the wind.
“Leavemedone!” Emmie screams efter the fleeing birds.

All logt, log, lost now...

“Just leave me done,” she sobs, dl the fight dipping quickly out of her, and the roof opens up likethe
maw of ahungry creature built of shingles and wood and nails, and it swalows her whole. She dides
eadly downitsblack gullet, and when Emmie remembersthat the creature was only her house, she opens
her eyes. And she' slying in her bed again, and Deacon’ s holding her. He smellslike whiskey and
cigarettes, and he' samiling.



“Hey, kiddo,” he says. “Y ou were having abad dream. It's okay. Y ou were just having abad dream,
that’ sall. How long have you been adeep up here? Do you know it’s snowing?’

“Yes,” she says, and Emmie startsto tell him about the brown girl and the endless desert beside the seg,
the wars and flying high above the city, and then she remembers dl the other thingstheat the girl told her,
al the crazy things she knows aren’t true, but they’ re still too frightening to think about. Too scary ever to
say out loud, and then she’ s crying again, crying awake and for red thistime, and Deacon holds her and
whispers soothing things until she stops.

By seven o' clock, there are two inches of snow blanketing Angell Street, and the house is quiet and il
the heavy, e it assumes whenever there’ s snow. Sadie€' sgone back to New Y ork; sheleft while Emmie
was adeep, and shetold Deacon to tell Emmie that she was sorry she couldn’t stick around and say
good-bye, but she didn’t want to miss her train. She promised to call later. And Deacon’ s gone to the
shop, because Jack’ ssick or his car wouldn't start or something like that. Emmietold him it was okay,
that she would be fine done, and he said there was afrozen dinner, fried chicken with peas and apple
cobbler, and that' swhat she should have for dinner. “Y ou need something more than just a
peanut-butter-and-jelly sandwich,” he said, and she promised him she' d et the frozen dinner, even
though she hates fried chicken.

She' sdowndtairs watching the snow fdl through the tangerine light of the street lamps, weatching asit
hides the broad leaves of the rhododendrons growing beside the front porch. The leaves will freeze and
begin to curl in on themselves by morning. It' s hard to tell where the yard ends and the sidewalk begins,
where the sdewalk ends and the road begins. She hafheartedly contemplates getting bundled up and
going outside, even though it’ s after dark. Deacon didn’t say that she couldn’t, but, then again, she
does't redly fed like playing in the snow.

| could find the place where the sidewalk meets the grass, Emmiethinks. | could find the place where the
street begins. And she considers carefully marking them off with sticks or rocks. But the snow would
only bury her markers, because the Weather Channd saysther€' Il be at least Sx more inches before
morning. If the world out thereis determined to erase dl digtinctions, she might aswell letit. At least
there are dushy, dark tire marks on the street, cars going one way or another; later, atruck will be aong
to st the road. Emmie glances at the clock above the sofa. It’ s seven twenty-three, and Deacon won't
be closing up the shop until nine, even though he was grumbling about how the snow would probably
keep alot of the customers away. She wanted to say, Y ou never have any customers, anyway, but she
didn’t. Sometimes someone comes in and buys a book, but mostly people don’'t comein, and when they
do, they usually walk about browsing and reading and leave without buying athing. “It'snot agoddamn
library,” Deacon says sometimes. “1 can't pay the billswith their curiosity.”

Emmie leans on the windowsill, resting her chin on her folded hands, wiggling in the chair so thelegs
sueak againgt the dingy hardwood floor. It seems pointless, but she wishes Deacon could have stayed
home, or that Sadie hadn’t needed to rush back to Manhattan. The wind sweeps dong Angell Strest,
making something like adust devil from the fresh snow; Emmie hears someone coming down the sairs,
and sheturnsto seewho it is. But she aready knows, because that' s what she’ sreally been doing dl
evening, sitting here waiting for the brown girl to come back.

“I never cared for the snow,” the girl says. She' s standing near the bottom of the stairs, looking at the
televison asthough she' s never seen one before. “It was snowing when my mother died.”

“Y our mother died, too?’ Emmie asks, and of course the brown girl’s mother died, too. She had to have,
because the brown girl is only some part of Emmie that’ s decided it wants to be more than a part, that it



wants to be awhole person.

“My father tried to save her, but the doctors couldn’t help, and he couldn’t help, either. It wasthe
influenza, and she developed pneumonia. My mother was a powerful sorceress,” the girl says proudly.

“Sure” Emmie says. “ Every winter she rode about in the snow offering children hot drinksand Turkish
Délight, and that’ s how she caught her death of cold.”

“What's Turkish Delight?” the girl asks.
“Don’t be stupid. If I know, then you know, too.”

The brown girl stares at the televison amoment more, then glances back up the staircase. *Y ou haven't
found the box yet, haveyou?’ she asks.

“Thereisn't any box,” Emmietdlls her and turns back to the window. *Y ou made that up. | mean, | made
that up.”

The brown girl Sghsand sitsdown on the dairs.

“I’m going to haveto tel Deacon about you,” Emmie says. “I’m going to haveto tell him, and he’ sgoing
to make me see adoctor or apsychiatrist or something.”

“I wishyou'd beieveme,” thegirl says. “Theré s littletime left.”

“I"'m sorry that your mother died,” Emmie replies, then watches abig yelow SUV moving dowly down
Angdl Street, its headlights shining through the falling snow.

“My father made ablood sacrifice to Father Kraken and Mother Hydra, and he used his strongest
magick and some herbsthat had come dl the way from Persa and China, but nothing could save her.”

“Who are Father Kraken and Mother Hydra supposed to be?” Emmie wonders aloud, trying to
remember if she'sever read abook where she saw those names. For along moment, the girl on the
gairsisslent, and when she answers she sounds both amazed and like maybe shefedls sorry for Emmie
for being such anignoramus.

“Of dl the changelings,” the girl saysfindly, “you may be the only one who would ever have causeto ask
such aquestion. They are the Pillars of the Sea, Emma Jean, the Keepers of the Abyss, Mother and
Father, destruction and conception and everything that lies anywhere in between. In the days of void and
shadow, before the gods had grown weary of nothingness and pulled the land up from the sea—"

“| get the picture,” Emmie says. “God didn’'t save your mother, but you still believein him. It doesn't
matter tome. I'm an athelst.”

“An eight-year-old girl shouldn’'t bean atheist.”

“Wadll, thisoneis,” Emmie says and looks over her shoulder at the brown girl, who' s staring at her
between the banigter ralls. “ Anyway, you could at least be congstent.”

“What are you talking about?’ the brown girl asks and scrunches up her face.

“I mean, kraken isa Norwegian word, which is sometimes used to refer to the giant squid, Architeuthis,
or to mythical seamongtersin genera. But the Hydra, on the other hand, is a nine-headed mongter that
Hercules had to kill. Killing the Hydrawas the second of the twelve labors of Hercules. So, what | mean
isthat you' re mixing Norse and Greek mythology, and that' s inconsistent and stupid. Now, if you'd said



Mother Hydra and Father Possidon, well, that might be alittlelessglly.”

The brown girl watches her for amoment, and Emmie can’t read much of anything in her chocolate eyes,
if she'sinsulted or angry or just confused. Then the brown girl shakes her head, the way one of Emmi€'s
teachers might shake hisor her head if a student isbeing particularly dense, and she stands up again.

“The Kegpers have many names among the tribes of men,” she says. “Namesare only tools. Am |
supposed to believe that you' re afigment of my imagination, because Silvey is derived from a Spanish
name, Silvaor Slvera, but Emma comes from Old German and Jean is French? Or because Jeanisa
man’'s name—"

“That' s not the samething a all,” Emmie says, her cheeks flushed, and she stands up so fast that she
amost knocksthe chair over. “You're not very smart if you don't see the difference.”

“But alittlewhileago you said | am you,” the brown girl reminds her, “so how can | be any lessbright
than you yoursdf?’

“Shut up,” Emmie says, becauseit’ salot easier than trying to answer the girl’ s question. Asabarb, she
adds, “ Deacon saysthat religion isacrutch.”

“Why doyou cdl himthat?’ the girl asks. “Why do you cal him Deacon?
“Because that’shisname.”
“Why don’t you call him Father or Daddy or—"

“Why don’t you mind your own business?” Emmie says, and the brown girl shrugs and stands up,
graightening her stockings and black dress.

“Maybeit’s because you know something, something you don't want to admit.”

“That'salie,” Emmietdlsher. “I cal him Deacon because that’ s what he wants meto call him, because
it shisname.”

“WEe re wasting time we can't afford to squander,” the brown girl says. “1 was hoping you could find the
box on your own, but you haven't even tried.”
“I was busy. | was watching the snow.”

“I"'ve never much liked the snow,” the brown girl saysagain. “My mother died when it was snowing.”

“I might be schizophrenic,” Emmie says, haf to hersdf, and thinks about sitting back down in the chair.
“If I'm halucinating and having delusonsand dl, | might be schizophrenic.”

“Or it might be something el se entirdly. Maybe you' re like Deacon once was. Maybe you can seethe
thingsthat other people can’t. Y ou know, it'sasad and unfortunate Sate of affairsthat you haveto livein
aworld where eight-year-olds refuse to believe in anything that they cannot touch or measure, and
anyone who happensto see athing that isinvisble to most peopleisimmediately branded alunatic. Y our
sepmother il believesin magick.”

“Sadi€ sawriter,” Emmie says, repeating something else she' s heard Deacon say. “Writers are different.
They’ re supposed to beweird.”

Thewind is getting stronger, and it buffets the house on Angell Street and moans like awounded animal
asit didesaround the corners.



“Come upstairswithme,” the brown girl says. “I need to show you something. We don’t have much time
left.”

“What if | want to stay right here and watch the snow?’
“The snow will till be out there when we' re done.”

Emmie glances about the smal living room, surprised at how very dark it’ s gotten, the only light the
shifting glow of thetelevision set and the muted orange of the street lamps coming in through the
windows. | should turn on alamp, she thinks. What if Deacon comes home, and dl the lights are out? He
might think thet something’ swrong.

Something iswrong, the brown girl thinks, but Emmie can hear it just asclearly asif she' d said the words
aoud. Something’ sterribly wrong, and we need to hurry.

“That’ s proof I'm hdlucinating you,” Emmie says, and then she switches on the old floor lamp near her
father’ s chair, making asmal pool of safe cream-colored light, before she followsthe girl upstairs.

“Why do you have yellow eyes?’ the boy asked, and Emmietold him she didn’t know why, thet they’d
just dways been that way, and she didn’'t have any ideawhy. She' d been asked the same question lots of
times, and sometimes she' d been taunted and called names—yellow eyes, yelow eyes—lots moretimes
than she could remember or cared to ever try. Sometimes, she made up elaborate stories to account for
her yellow eyes, or told whoever was asking or bullying her that she had a contagious diseese, like
hepatitis or the plague, and they redlly shouldn’t cometoo close. That was usudly enough to make them
leave her done. But the day that this boy asked—which wasthe last day she went to the public
elementary school on Camp Street, the last time someone asked before Deacon and Sadie finally moved
her to the Wheder School where hardly anyone ever asks about her eyes—that day, she didn’t fed like
lying, so shejust told him the truth, that she didn’t know why her eyeswereydlow.

“| used to have an old tomcat with yellow eyes,” the boy said. “Maybe you're part cat.”

“I'm not part cat,” Emmie replied. She was waiting out front, Sitting on the stone front steps of the school
waiting for Deacon to show up and walk her home. “I have yelow eyes, but I’ m not part cat.”

“Maybe your mama sacat,” the boy said.

“My mother’ s dead. She was apaeontologist, not acat,” Emmietold him, wishing that Deacon would
hurry up or that the boy would get bored and find someone else to pick on.

“Maybe they just told you she was dead. Maybe they didn’t want to tell you she wasredly acat. Maybe
they’ re ashamed to have haf acat for adaughter. Do they glow in the dark?’

“Dowhat glow inthe dark?’

“Y our eyes, dummy.”

“Leavemedone,” Emmie said, though she knew that he wasn't going to stop until someone made him
stop.

“That would make you amongter,” the boy said, “if your mamawas a cat. Maybe they don’t want you to
know you'reamonster. Maybe they think if you knew, you' d kill yourself or something.”



“Lotsof animashaveydlow eyes” Emmiesaid. “Not just cas. Lots of animashaveyelow eyes.”

The boy smiled and sat down on the step next to her. “Y eah? So maybe she wasn't a cat. Maybe she
was one of those other animals,” he said. “But you' d still be amongter, because norma people don't
have yellow eyes or animasfor mothers.” The boy wasfat, ayear older than shewas, and he had a
short, piggy sort of apug nose.

“Maybe your mother was asow,” Emmie said, and the boy asked her what the hell a sow was. When
Emmietold him it wasamamapig, he called her afreak and aretard and kicked her in the ankle.

By the time one of the teacherswas ableto pull her off the boy, Emmie had blackened both his eyes,
knocked out a front tooth, and bitten him three times on the face. Two of the bites were deep enough
that he would have to have stitches, but at least Emmie never had to go to school with him again. When
Deacon findly arrived—amost fifteen minutes late because the toilet at the shop had backed up, and

he' d had to wait on the plumber—he found her sitting in the grass, surrounded by three teachers, the vice
principal, acrossing guard, and several other students. There was crusty, drying blood on her face and
hands and the front of her white Curious George T-shirt. Her ankle was starting to swell and turn an
angry cloudy color, but she wasn't crying. The boy was sill screaming and rolling about on the ground,
ydling that Emmie had dmost bitten off his goddamn face, and now he was going to die of rabies
because shewas haf cat.

Later, after they’ d gone to the emergency room and knew that her ankle wasn't broken, Deacon took
her home, and they sat at the kitchen table, eating grape Pop-Tarts and talking.

“He called meamonger,” Emmie sad. “He said you were ashamed of me because I’m amonster and a
freak and aretard and because my mother wasacat.”

Deacon chewed his Pop-Tart, washed it down with amouthful of Coffee Milk, and then he scratched at
hishead. “And you think that was any way to show him different, acting like azombie or something,
trying to eat off half hisface likethat? Y ou know you' re not amonster. And you know better than to get
infightswith assholesthat cdl you names.”

“I wouldn't eat hisface,” Emmie said, picking some of the purplefilling out of her Pop-Tart. “You can
get worms from eating raw pork.”

And then Deacon was laughing so hard that Coffee Milk squirted out both his nostrils, which made
Emmie start laughing, and by the time they’ d both stopped, Deacon was out of breath and Emmie was
beginning to fed alittle bit better. He didn’t punish her, told her that the swollen ankle was probably
punishment enough, but he had to apologize to the boy’ s parents, and Emmie had to gpol ogize to the boy
inthe principa’ s office. There were white bandages on the fat kid' s swollen face, and he didn’t look at
Emmieoncethewholetime,

Emmie finds the cardboard box beneath Deacon’ s bed, right where the brown girl said it would be, and
shepullsit out and opensit.

“There svery littletime,” the brown girl says. *'Y ou wasted so much of it, piddling about downgtairs,
daring at the snow.”

Emmie nods her head, but she takes her time emptying the box and spreading its contents out on the floor
of Deacon’ s bedroom, the room that used to be hisand Sadi€'s, the room that never was his and her
mother’ s bedroom. There are photographs, newspaper clippings, old letters written by hand, old letters



written on atypewriter that punched out holesin all the Esand Os. There sadried daisy pressed
between two sheets of waxed paper. There' samuch smaller box filled with ticket stubs from movies,
and there' s a beaten-up old copy of aDr. Seuss book, McElligot’ s Pool. There' s an envelope marked
WR with agold ring indde. There sa stack of “Calvin and Hobbes’ strips clipped from the funny pages,
al of which have something to do with dinosaurs. There' saBullwinkle key chain with seven keysonit,
and, wrapped in tissue paper, there' s areddish brown rock about as big as Emmie sfist with a
dime-szed trilobite foss| embedded iniit.

These are the pieces of apuzzle, shethinks. Now, if | just knew how to put them dl together—

“But you don't,” the brown girl says. She sgitting in the window seat, watching Emmie impatiently, “and
thereis't time now to figureit out. Y ou should look at the newspaper clippings.”

“These are pictures of my mother,” Emmie says, setting down thetrilobite, returning it to its crumpled
tissue, and picking up astack of Polaroids. She knew her mother’ s face. Deacon kept a photograph of
her on the table beside his bed, and there were othersin a scrapbook downstairs. Thiswas the same
woman, the same bright green eyes, and in this picture she’ s smiling and holding a bottle of Coca-Cola
In the next one, her mother isn't smiling. She' s Sitting on asofareading abook, but Emmie can't tell what
the book might be. In the third Polaroid, Chance Silvey is standing on abeach, and there’ sa dead
pelican on the sand near her feet.

“Y ou don't grasp how precioustimeisor how little of it we haveleft,” the girl tellsEmmie. “You're
wadting it. Look at the clippings.”

“But I’ ve never seen these photos,” Emmie says, still examining the Polaroid of her mother and the dead
pelican. The ocean isflat and silver-blue in the background; the sky’ s dmost the same color.

“That' s because he hid al these things from you. Deacon’ s hidden many things from you.”

“That'sadamnlie” Emmie snapsat the girl, but she puts down the stack of photos and reachesinstead
for the nearest bunch of newspaper clippings. They’ ve gone golden brown and brittle around the edges,
amogt like something that’ s been burned, but Emmie knowsit’ s just because the paper’ s old and was so
acidic to start with.

“Read the headline,” the girl says.

And Emmie does, doud—"‘ Atlanta Police, FBI, Used Loca Psychic, Source Clams.”” Emmie stops
and checksthe date—August 23, 1989, twelve years before she was born. Deacon would ill have
been ayoung man, and Emmie does the math in her head; in 1989 Deacon would have been only
twenty-saven years old. “ This was dmost twenty-one years ago,” Emmie says, and the brown girl
frowns

“That’ s not the part that’ simportant. Keep reading the article.”

And Emmielooks back down &t the clipping, but not, she promised hersalf, because the brown girl said
she should. This cardboard box has been filled with secrets her wholelife, filled with secrets and hidden
all those yearsright here beneath her father’ s bed, where she could have found it on her own any day or
night, if she’' d only bothered to go looking.

“But you didn’t find it on your own,” the brown girl says haughtily. “1f | hadn’t come, you probably never
would have”

“That' sannoying, and | wish you'd cut it out. Stay out of my head. Anyway, they aren’t my secrets.



They’re Deacon’ s secrets, and thisisn't right. | think it’ salmost like stedling.”

“Y ou should keep reading,” the brown girl says. “We re quite nearly out of time now. They’ll be coming
soon, and | need you to understand.”

“Then shut up and stop talking to me,” Emmie says, and she goes back to reading the article.

“I didn’'t come hereto lieto you. If you' d have believed me, you wouldn't have needed to seethe
contents of thisbox.”

But Emmieisno longer paying any attention to the girl, too busy with the words printed on that scrap of
paper, asource close to the Atlanta PD claiming that the Mary English case had been cracked using a
psychic named Deacon Silvey. The woman who was accused of having kidnapped and murdered fifteen
children between 1982 and 1989, though no bodies had been found. The newspaper article said that
Deacon had helped the police with other cases, and that he' d once been astudent at Emory University. It
a0 sad that he was there with them when the cops found Mary English in the cdllar of an old housein
the woods, and that he helped save the life of afour-year-old girl named Jessica Hartwell. When she
comesto thelast line, Emmie puts the article on the bottom of the stack and begins reading the next
clipping—"Inside Douglas County ‘House of Horrors”” There' s aphotograph of avery old house; the
roof’ s sagging in the middle, and there are vines covering one side of the wide porch.

“Mary English was awoman in the employ of the hounds,” the brown girl says. “ And the policemen
never found the missing children because she didn’t kill them. She merdly ddivered them to the Cuckoo.”

“I don't know what the hell you' re talking about,” Emmie says, staring at afaded photograph of a
doorway. An arch has been woven out of old dried vines, maybe some of the vines from the front porch
three human skulls have been nailed above the arch, each one wearing a crown of what appearsto be
rusted barbed wire, the words LAND OF DREAMS printed in neat black |etters on the door
undernegth.

“Deacon Silvey never should have crossed that threshold,” the brown girl says, “for in doing so he
interfered in the dedlings of the Hounds of Cain. Hiswife died because he went through that door.”

Emmie lays the clippings down, because she doesn’t want to read any more, doesn’t want to know any
more, even though she' s till not surewhat it al means. “He never told me about any of this stuff,” she
saysquietly, and glances at the stack of Polaroids again.

“Hewastrying to do something kind, helping the police,” the brown girl says. “Hewastryingto do
something good. But he never wanted any part of it.”

“But what he did, saving that girl, that got my mother killed?” Emmie asks, and she touchesthe
dead-pelican photo with the tip of her right index finger.

“It' savery complicated story,” the brown girl tells her. “ There' s not time for it now. But that womanis
not your mother, Emmie. | know that you' ve dways believed that, that you' ve been taught that sheis, but
that doesn’t makeit true. She' s not your mother, and Deacon Silvey isn't your father.”

“You'reagoddamn liar,” Emmie says and pulls her hand back from the Polaroid.

The brown girl stands up and goesto one of the stacks that Emmie has made, the stack of typed |etters,
and sts down on the floor. She takes an envelope from the stack and hands it to Emmie.

“Y our stepmother wrote thisto Deacon. Y ou need to read it,” she says. “ Deacon’ s wife was pregnant
when shedied. It'savery long story, Emma Jean, but she died fighting amonster, amuch more terrible



mongter than Mary English had been, amonster that tried to kill Deacon and Sadie and wastrying to kill
Deacon’ swife and her child.”

Emmie opensthe envelope. The old paper crinklesloudly in the quiet room, al sound tifled and yet
made somehow more distinct by the falling snow. There' s no date on the letter, but it has Sadi€'s
sgnaure.

“The hounds took Chance Silvey’s child for their own. They left you with Deacon, after Chance had
died, and he has dways believed that you are his daughter. But your mother is a changeling named Saben
White”

“Yeah,” Emmie says, remembering the woman on the train, the woman with the Seal of Solomon
tattooed on her hand, the woman who knew about invisible things that were there even if you couldn’t
seethem. “I met her on thetrainto New Y ork,” she says, and Emmiefedsdizzy and sick to her somach
and hasto shut her eyes amoment.

“I know it'salot to haveto hear, alot to takein dl a oncelikethis,” the brown girl says. “I’ d have come
to you sooner, had | been capable of doing s0.”

Emmie opens her eyes again and begins reading the letter. Y ou know that’ s not Chance' s child, her
stepmother typed. It isn’t over. That isn't Chance' s baby, and thisall has something to do with Narcissa
Snow and whatever she wastrying to do. Jesus, | wish you would answer the phone. | wish you would
just talk tome. | don't like writing this stuff down in lettersand mailing it. I'm dways afraid someone else
will get theletters.

“Thisis sometime after sheleft,” Emmie saysand chewsat her lip.
“Yes” thegirl says. “Have you seen enough? Do you believe me now?’
“I don’'t know what | believe,” Emmiereplies. “I don't even think | know what’ sfor real anymore.”

Y ou can't doubt the blood and DNA tests, Sadi€’' s letter reads. Sheisn't your daughter, Deke, and she
isn't Chance' s daughter, either. | talked to the doctor. | know they weren't supposed to talk to me, but
they did. Her blood work had them dl alittle freaked ouit.

Emmiefoldsthe letter and returnsit to the envel ope, returns the envelope to the stack on thefloor. Then
she picks up thetrilobite fossil again. The weight of the rock fees good in her hand. There' satiny
handwritten |abel glued onto the bottom that she didn’t notice the first time she picked it up:
CRYPTOLITHUSGIGAS, CHICKAMAUGA LMS., RED MTN. CUT, BIRMINGHAM,
SUMMER ' 73.

| won't cry, shethinks. I'll cry later, when she'sgone, but | won't cry sitting herein front of her.

“Therewill betimeto think about it later,” the brown girl says, sanding again. “But now you haveto
leave thishouse. The Bailiff iscoming, and you must get far away from here before hefindsyou. | know
aplacewhereyou'll be safe. You'll need warm clothes—"

“Thenwho ismy father?” Emmie asks, interrupting and ignoring the brown girl. “If it's not Deacon, then
who'smy father?”

“We can talk about that later, when you're safe. It’'s nothing you need to know just yet.”

“Washeacat? Emmie asks, and the brown girl stares a her, then looks over her shoulder at the
bedroom window. Outside, the snow seemsto be faling even harder than before. “Was he amonster?’



Emmieasks.

The brown girl kneelsdown in front of her, unmindful of the clippings and |etters and photographs she's
crushing benegath her knees. Emmie wantsto dap her, wantsto tangle her fingersin the girl’ sebony hair,
wantsto claw her and bite her and kick her until she admitsthat dl of thisisalie. That shewrotethe
|etter, that those aren’t even real newspaper articles. Instead, Emmie only bites her lip and setsthe
trilobite down again.

“Peasetrust me,” thegirl says. “If you stay here, in thishouse, they’ Il surely find you before the morning,
and they will kill you, EmmaJean.”

“Who?Who'scoming?’

“We need to get you dressed. It svery cold out there. It' s till snowing. And it’sonly going to get colder,
I’'m afraid, beforeit gets any warmer.”

“I'm going to cal Deacon. I'm going to ask him if thisistrue. Hewon't lieto me—"

“Ligento me,” the girl says, and now sheleans close and grasps Emmie schinin thefingers of her right
hand. Suddenly, shelooks very old, a shriveled old woman wearing aclever little-girl mask, and her eyes
turn asred asripe cranberries. “If they find you here they will kill you, and if they find Deacon, they’ ||
haveto kill him, too. If you leave now, and if they know you' vel€ft, they’ I| have no reason to come here
looking for you, and Deacon will be safe. Now, get up and get dressed. We have to leave this house,
EmmaJean.”

And then another instant passes, and she’ sonly the brown girl again, the girl from the attic, the girl froma
dream, and she blinks once at Emmie and lets go of her face. “I’'m sorry,” she says. “But there sno more
time”

“Thisisn’'t happening,” Emmie says. “I’m adeep, adegp in my bed, and in amoment Deacon will come
and wakemeup. I'll tell himwhat | dreamed, and he'll laugh a me. I’ll tell him | ran away in the snow
with acrazy girl, and we hid so monsterswouldn't kill him, and he/'ll laugh a me.”

“Yes,” the brown girl says. “That’ s exactly what you' Il tell him, but first you have to run away. First you
haveto hide”

“Butit'sonly adream,” Emmie remindsthe girl, and then she reaches for the envel ope marked WR and
takes out the gold wedding ring and dipsit on her thumb. But it’ stoo loose and fdls off, so she putsitin
one of thefront pockets of her jeansingtead. “I should clean dl thisup,” she says. “ Deacon will be mad if
he comes home and findsthismess.”

“Thereign't time HE Il undersand.”

“But these are his secrets,” Emmie says, and she knows that it’ s not right for them to be spread out all
over the bedroom floor for anyone to see.

“Now,” the girl says, and Emmie does as she’ stold, because it’sonly adream, after all, and when she's
awake again Deacon won't know about the box if she does't tell him. The brown girl disappearsinto
the hallway, and Emmie goesto put on warmer clothes and find her coat.

And hdf an hour later, Emmieiswalking east dong Waterman Street, trudging forward with the freezing
north wind pressing brusquely at her back, driving her, hurrying her dong, and the snow swirls about her



likefat whitefaries. Her breath puffs out in foggy clouds, and thefairies dowly melt whenever they
collide with the warm patch of exposed skin around her eyes and the bridge of her nose. Thisisthe way
the brown girl said that she had to go, east down Angell and then one street over to Waterman, east on
Waterman to Ivy, south on lvy to East Manning, and then on to Gano Street and the woods at the edge
of theriver, and there the girl would show her the place where they’ d hide until it was safe to come out
again. The snow’ s ankle deep, and she figures the monsters must have sent it to dow her down.

It'ssmothering everything just to get at me, Emmie thinks and stops walking, looking back to seeif the
brown girl’ s till following her. She' s been harder to see since they |eft the house, but Emmie knows she's
back there somewhere, because she can still hear her footsteps. From time to time the girl says
something, not speaking out loud, just afew words whispered directly into Emmie' s head.

Don’t stop, Emma Jean. Keegp moving.
Or: You can't stop here. It' s getting late.

Emmie doesn't know how late it is—eight thirty, amost nine, maybe, and Deacon will be home soon.
The streetlights spaced out dong Waterman make pools of Creamdcle brilliance in the dippery, uncertain
darkness. Overhead the sky islogt in the storm, and the bellies of the low clouds are the same soft
orange-white asthe light from the street lamps. Emmie walks afew more steps, wipes the melted snow
from her eyes, then stops again benegath one of the mercury-vapor lights.

“Where are you?’ she shouts back at the spot where she thinks the brown girl might be. “1 can't see
yw.”

Y ou don't need to see me. I’ ve told you the way to go.

“I'mfreezing my rear end off,” Emmie yels back, and sheis, even though it'sonly adream (she reminds
hersdlf), even though she has her good coat—not the pink zebra stripes, but her blue down-filled
parka—and her mittens, gloves under the mittens, warm wool socks and her new winter boots, the blue
onesfrom L.L. Bean that Sadie gave her, rubber and nylon and a drawstring to keep the snow from
getting insde. She' swearing asweater and a T-shirt under that, her toboggan cap and muffler, and she
knows she ought to be warm. But the cold seemsto come right through her clothes, right through her, as
though she were no more substantia than the brown girl or the swirling snow.

Y ou can't stop here, the brown girl says urgently. It doesn’t matter if you' re cold and tired; you can't
stop. Y ou can rest when we' ve reached the tunndl.

“What tunnel?” Emmie asks her. “ Y ou didn’'t say anything about atunnel.” It's getting hard to talk
because her teeth have started chattering again and tunnel comes out more like tuh-uh-uh-nédl, like akid
Emmie knew in second grade who had to have speech therapy because he stuttered.

You |l see. But you can’'t stop here.

“1 got out of the house. Y ou told me | had to get out so Deacon would be safe, and I’ m out, so why do
we haveto hide?’

Because | also have to keep you safe, Emma Jean, because | do... And then the girl fallssilent, and for
thefirg time ancethey left the house, Emmiefedsdone and scared and lost in the disorienting white blur
of the sorm.

“And because what?" she asks, but the brown girl doesn’'t answer her. Emmie looks up and down the
length of Waterman Street, asfar as she can see through the storm, but there’ sno sign of her anywhere.



The houses, the trees, the fire hydrants, the cars parked aong the side of theroad, everything israpidly
vanishing beneeth the snow. Everything is becoming something new, something indigtinct and menacing,
and Emmie wondersif she could find her way back home or if maybe sheredly islost.

It doesn’t matter if you get lost in adream, shereminds hersdlf. Y ou’ re found again as soon as you wake
up.

And then there’ saflash of lightning and, only afew seconds|ater, aralling, rumbling thunderclap that
seems to begin at one end of the street and roll back and forth, back and forth, asif the smple sound of it
meansto crush everything flat and dead.

“What' s happening?’ she shouts back at the brown girl, at the murky place where she might have been.
“I don’t know what I’ m supposed to do!” But the thunder steals her frightened voice and grindsit to
dlent pulp in the snow.

Y ou can't be afraid of them, the brown girl saysinside her head. No matter what, you can't be afraid of
them. And then she' sgone again, and there' s only the storm and the snow-covered world and the
thunder rolling up and down Waterman Stret.

No, Emmierealizes, not thunder. 1t's not thunder at al. Only something that wants meto think it's
thunder, or something that can’t help but sound like thunder when it moves. And she remembers abook
she has about mastodons and woolly mammoths, towering, shaggy things wandering about in the
shadows of ancient glaciers, and Emmie aso remembers a scary story that Deacon read her once, a
story about the Wendigo, an enormous monster or Indian god that lived on the wind and snatched away
people foolish enough to go too deep into the wild placesit haunted.

“It' sonly thunder,” she says. “It'sonly the storm playing tricks with sound, playing tricks on my mind.”
And then Emmie ducks quickly behind a sugary lump that was a holly bush before the ssorm began, and
she crouches down and waits for the noise to stop. Help me, she thinks, hoping that the brown girl is
listening and will hear her thoughts. Help me. Make it stop. Make it stop looking for me.

The brown girl doesn’'t answer her, and Emmie thinks that maybe it' s because she’ s afraid to, that maybe
the thunder monster can hear their thoughts, too, or maybeit' s because it’ sfound the girl aready and has
torn her gpart or eaten her or whatever it does. Emmie peers out between the branches of the holly bush,
at the abandoned white waste of Waterman Street, and she wonders why there aren’t any cars. If there
wereacar or atruck or just someone walking by on foot, maybe there would be someone who could
help her. Thistime of night there should till be traffic; even with the snow, there should be people coming
home from work.

And then she seesiit, the tilt-legged, tattletale gray thing that’ s making the noises she only thought were
thunder. It isn’t amammoth or amastodon—though it haslong, shaggy hair—and she' s pretty sureit
isn't the Wendigo, either. It isn't anything she knows aname for, and maybe it has no name. Maybe you
would die, if you even tried to nameit. The cresture seemsto glide effortlesdy out of the shadows,
drifting along light asawisp of radiator sleam, moving like awhirl of fallen snow gtirred up by thewind.
But itsfootsteps are dill thunder and lightning, betraying the weight of dl the evil trapped degp inits
roiling black-hole belly, betraying the gravity of the thing. Its footsteps are the shaitering of stone by vast
iron hammers, the grinding of pack ice a the bottom of the world, the collision of continenta plates, the
impossible gait of athing so heavy that Emmie wouldn’t have believed the universe could even containiit,
that it doesn't smply tear ahole in space and time and vanish forever.

I’m dreaming, she reminds hersdlf, and when I'm awake, I'll forget it. I'll forget | ever saw it.

It has no eyes that Emmie can see, and when the thing pauses near the holly bush and sniffs at the



February night, its breath doesn’t steam in the cold air. She doesn’t dare move, does’t bresathe, does
her best not to even think. Something pink and wet darts from aragged cleft up high that might beits
mouth, and then it bends low and licks at the snow and dush in the middle of theroad. It lingerstherea
moment longer, asif congdering whatever it might or might not have just tasted, and then a sudden strong
gust of wind seemsto catch the creature off guard and blowsit avay down Waterman Street, back in the
direction Emmi€ s come, tossing it thundering adong, weightless as a discarded candy wrapper and heavy
asthe heart of a collgpsing star. Emmie doesn’'t move, crouching there benegath the holly bush asthe
snow dowly covers her. The creature s footsteps have become distant, faint fireworks heard from far, far
away, and Emmie shuts her eyestightly and shivers and wishes that this could be the end of the dream.

“It'snot so cold anymore,” the brown girl says, standing there with Emmie now, and she brushes snow
from Emmi€ slipsand eydids. “We relucky,” she says. “ That was a very wicked place, indeed, but it
didn’t find us, and it won't come back. They never do.”

“A place? Emmie asks, and then she redlizes that the brown girl’ sright. It iswarmer now, only the cold
of any snowy winter night, nothing more and nothing less. “What do you mean?| saw it. It wasn't a
place. It wasamongter.”

“There' sthat silly word again,” the brown girl says, and smilesat Emmie. Y ou use that word entirely too
often, EmmaJean Silvey. Y ou're going to haveto try harder. Now hurry. We sill have awaysto go.”

“Will hebe safe€?” Emmie asks, glancing past the streetlights, peering deep into the night, towards the
place where she thinks her house must be. “Will Deacon be safe now that I'm gone?’

“The Bailiff isn't looking for Deacon,” the brown girl says. “He slooking for you, dear. Now comeon. |
don’t like the snow. It was snowing when my mother died.”

“What about my mother?” Emmie asks her. “Wasit snowing when my mother died?’

The brown girl from the attic sares a her amoment, lost in thought or looking at something only she can
see, and then she smiles and takes Emmie’ shand. “I don’t know,” she says. “But I'm beginning to think it
may turn out that way.”

For twenty-eight years, the East Siderailroad tunnel has sat haf-forgotten beneath the streets of College
Hill, ardic from atime when trains and trolleys were till used to carry people through the city. Thetwo
teams of workmen, one digging east from Benefit and the other west from Gano, met beneath Cooke
Street on April 7, 1908, afull day ahead of schedule. Two hundred thousand cubic yards of hard
Paleozoic bedrock were moved in the excavations, and when the workers were findly finished, the tunnel
stretched more than five thousand feet from end to end. There were no casudties during the construction,
which began in 1906, but there were persistent reports of peculiar noises, especialy towards the western
end of the dig, and anumber of workers complained of foul odors, like rotting meat and ammonia, which
seemed to lesk in places from the freshly broken rocks. Others said that they often fdlt that they were
being watched, and half adozen men reported brief but unnerving encounters with doglike “goblins’ or
“devils’ that never left tracks and aways managed to |ope away into the darkness and vanish before
anyone was able to get agood look at them. There was a passing mention of the phantomsin an article
published by the Providence Journa, mocking the Portuguese and Italian workersfor not having left their
uperdtitionsin the old country.

The East Sdetunnel was officidly opened during a ceremony on November 15, 1908. Dignitarieswere
in attendance, ribbons were cut, speeches were made, and the stories told by supergtitious immigrant
workmen were quickly lost from the memory of Providence. For seventy-three years, asthe restless



world of men changed from one thing to another, passing from gadightsto eectric bulbsto thefire of
splitting atoms, the tunndl served the purpose for which it had been built. The men and women who
passed through it, safeinsde their rattling stedl carriages, never reported anything strange, and certainly
not the watchful eyes of subterranean demons. And then, when the world had at |ast changed enough that
men no longer had any need for the tunnd, it was sedled off at both ends—for the public good—and the
earth beneath College Hill became a secret place once again. There were padlocks, and gates were
welded shut, but students from RISD and Brown would always break them open again, and partiesin the
tunnel became aroutine occurrence. Sometimes the homeless sought shelter there, but it was wet and
inhospitable, and there were usually better placesto deep.

Emmie Silvey crosses Gano Street, aiming for the scraggly patch of woods behind the baseball diamond
and the soccer fidld, but the snow’ sfdling so fast and heavy now that she' s having trouble seeing more
than acouple of feet in front of her. She follows the brown girl’ sfootprints so that she doesn't end up
somewhere she' s not supposed to be, only catching a glimpse of the girl now and then, but Emmie can
hear her, the girl’ s voice murmuring in her head, so she knowsthat she hasn't been left donein the
gormy night.

“It' snot much farther,” the girl tells her. “We reamost there. | promise.”

Emmi€ slegs are beginning to ache and her lungs hurt, and she amost asksthe girl why the woods aren’'t
good enough for hiding. | could sit down, shethinks. | could just walk over to the other Sde and sit down
benesth atree and wait to wake up.

“It'snot fair,” Emmie mumbles, tasting the damp wool of her muffler. “ Ghosts don't get tired.”
| told you that I’m not aghogt, the girl replies. And besides, you don’t know that.

“I know Deacon’ s not going to be happy when hefinds out that I’ ve run off in adamn snowstorm. |
know that.”

He |l understand, the brown girl assures Emmie.
“Y ou think?Y ou don't know Deacon. He' sonly gonnakill me, if I'm lucky.”

It'sjust adream, the brown girl reminds her. Surely he won't punish you for what you' ve donein a
dream.

Y eah, Emmie thinks, reaching the far Sde of Gano Street and pausing beneeth the snow-laden limbs of a
big mapleto catch her breath. It'sonly adream, and Deacon is my father, and that woman with the
tattoo on the train wasn't my mother. It's only adream, and there' s no box of secrets beneath Deacon’s
bed.

“| should've stayed in New Y ork,” Emmie says. “ Thisisway worse than dead horses.”

He would have comefor you there, the girl from the attic tells her. The Bailiff goeswherever he needsto
go, wherever they need him to be.

“Who'sthe Baliff?’

“It' snot much farther. We need to keep moving, Emma Jean. Thetunnd isn't far.” And Emmieredlizes
that the girl is actualy speaking to her now. Shelooks up, and the brown girl is standing knee-degpina
drift.

“Aren’'t you even cold?” Emmie asks.



“We haveto begoing,” thegirl says. “Wehaveto hurry.”

So Emmie keegps quiet and follows her into the dark woods behind the park, too tired to argue anymore,
and she' sgonethisfar, so she might aswell see what’ swaiting at the other end of it dl. It certainly can't
be anything worse than what she saw on Waterman Street. The girl guides her down atrail between the
trees and underbrush, a narrow footpath leading them back towards the Seekonk River. Thewind rustles
through the dry branches, and just as Emmie starts to miss the streetlights, the brown girl beginsto sing as
shewaks. Her voiceismaking Emmie alittle degpy, but it dso helpsto take her mind off the cold.

When the mistletoe was green,

Midst the winter’s snows,

Sunshinein thy face was seen,

Kissng lipsof rose.

Auralea, Auraleg,

Takemy goldenring;

Love and light return with thee,

And swalows with the pring.

“What wasthat?” Emmie asks her, when the girl stopssinging. “I’ ve never heard that song before.”
“My father taught it to me. It was one of my mother’ sfavorite songs. He sang it dmost every single day.”
“Ishe dead?” Emmie asks. “Isyour father dead, too?’

“No,” the girl says. “But he' sgone away. The hounds sent him away. He's coming back for me soon,

though.”

They’re sanding together at what first appearsto be afork in thetrail, but then Emmie seesthat it's
actually a place where the trail ends at an old abandoned railroad track, one side leading off towardsthe
river and the other back west towards Gano Strest.

“Wego that way,” the brown girl says, sounding very certain of hersdlf, and she points|eft, towards the
glow of CollegeHill.

“But that' swhere we just were,” Emmie protests and kicks at a stump buried in the snow.

“Yes, but neverthdess,” the brown girl says, annoyed or insulted that Emmi€' s questioning her
judgement, “that’ sthe way to the tunnel. That way,” and she pointsright, “only leadsto the bridge. We
don’t need the bridge.”

“| thought you wanted a bridge.”
“Yes, but not that sort of bridge.”
“I’'mgoing home” Emmie grumbles.

“No. No, you're not. Y ou know that you' re not. Now stop dawdling,” and, without another word, the
brown girl heads off down the tracks. Emmie waits amoment or two, wondering if the girl bleeds,



woqdai ng.if she can fight, and then Emmie Silvey takes adeep breath and follows. The brown girl is
snging again.

Auralea, the bird may fleg,

Thewillow’ sgolden hair

Swing through winter fitfully,

Onthegormy air.

Yetif thy blueeyes| see,

Gloom will soon depart;

For to me, sweet AuralLea

Is sunshine through the heart.

Emmie concentrates on the girl’ s voice and the sound of her own bootsin the snow, the wind and the
brittle noise the snowflakes make asthey fal. And before long they’ ve come to a place where the tracks
end a arust-red wall of corrugated tin built within a high concrete archway set into the side of the hill.

“Here” the brown girl says. “ They tried to sed it shut along time ago, but nothing ever stays shut.
Nothing that should be open.”

“Thetunnd?” Emmie asks, and sheredizesthat there' salight here, thin white light tinged faintly blue,
light that doesn’t cast any shadows that she can see. Emmie can't be sure where it's coming from, but it
seems to be shining down from somewhere above their heads, near the top of the concrete arch, but
when shelooks up, there' s only the black and snowy sky, thewall of metal and cement.

“Yes” thebrown girl says. “You'll be safein heretill morning. The houndswon’t look here. They won't
think you’ d ever come so near.”

Infront of thetunnd isasmall clearing strewn with junk—the rusted remains of an automobile and abox
spring, piles of beer cans, and the rotted carcass of asofa. The land here is marshy, and there’ sdark and
stagnant water on both sides of the tracks. The water looks dmost like ink, ink with little blobs of snow
floating about in it, and Emmie thinks of Frodo and Gandalf outside the mines of Moria, the black pool
and the guardian of the West Gate.

“You'resureit' ssafe?” Emmie asks.

“I'm afraid nowhere' ssafe,” the brown girl says. “But they won't [ook here tonight.”
“And tomorrow?’

“Well ded with that when it comes.”

Someone has laid down wooden pallets, end to end, between the stedl rails, and they lead to adoor set
into thewall of rusted tin. The door is standing gjar, and the strange blue-white light doesn’'t seem to
reach ingde. There' sared plastic milk crate, haf-submerged, floating in the water on the right sde of the
tracks, and it reminds Emmie of her little room in Sadi€’ s gpartment in New Y ork and makes her wish
shewere there. The brown girl steps gingerly across the pallets. She stops near the floating crate and
looks back at Emmie.



“You should hurry,” shesays. “ Therearerules”

Emmie nods her head and takes one step forward. The lower part of the tin wall and the concrete of the
tunnel are obscured by decades of graffiti, dull metal tagged and spray-painted with adrunken, looping
neon tapestry of patterns and symbols and words that mean nothing to her, but it’s an unexpected,
distracting splash of color among the degping brown and gray of the trees and the snow and the stones.

“What kind of rules?” Emmie asks.

“Therearedwaysrules, especidly in very magickd places,” the brown girl tells her. “Don’t you read?”’
And the brown girl takes something from a pocket in her dress, something that glintsin the blue light, and
Emmie guessesit must be acoin, and the girl from the attic dropsit into the milk crate with afaint splash.
“Don’'t worry,” she says. “That’s enough for both of us.”

“Thank you,” Emmie says, though sheisn't at al sure she should be thankful, and the wooden pallets
creak beneath the rubber soles of the boots that Sadie gave her as she walks towards the tunnel. She can
see now that there’ s a black-and-white circle painted on the door, awhite circle ringed by interwoven
lines of black, and a cracked black heart at the very bottom. Inside, the circle has been painted black,
and at its center there’ sawhite horse that’ s fallen or been knocked down, ahorse on its back with its
legsinthear. Abovethe horse, in white lettering, iswritten, The horseis dead, and below the horseis
written, From here we walk.

“What doesthat mean?’ Emmie asks the brown girl, who makesafacelikeit’ sthe silliest question she's
ever heard.

“You werethere” shesays. “I don't think you need meto explain, EmmaJean.” And then she steps
through the doorway, and the darkness inside seemsto swallow her.

“The horseisdead,” Emmiewhigpers, glancing up a the snowy place where the blue-white light might be
coming from, then down at the floating milk crate. “From herewewalk.” And she thinks once more
about turning back, about turning and running al the way home again, before she says Deacon’ s name
aoud, then crosses the threshold into the tunnel.

I
Lost Girls

My cocoon tightens, colors tease,
I'mfeding for theair;

A dim capacity for wings
Degrades the dress | wear.

—EMILY DICKINSON

S X
Shadow and Flame

“F ucking dead,” Odd Willie moans, somewhere nearby, somewherein the river-scented darkness and
the acrid stench of the mill-befouled Blackstone, and Soldier grits her teeth and shuts her eyesagain. No



sense staring into that black void until her eyes burn and she beginsto imagine taunting, swirling colors
that aren’t there to see. No light left down here. Nolight at all. Only pain and the darkness and Odd
Willie moaning about being dead. Both of them dangling heeddown like fat hogs strung up for the
daughterhouse knife, her wriststied behind her back, her ankles bound. Soldier’ s head and spine and
shoulders are whitefire, but at least she can’t fed her hands or feet because she' s been hanging here so
long, and, besides, the nylon cord and electrical tape have cut off the circulation.

“Fuckers,” mumbles Odd Willie.

They may have been hanging here only an hour, but it might have been much longer. She remembersthe
car and the cemetery, the glamour, the butt of Saben’ s pistol againgt her skull, then an indefinite, numb
nothingness before being kicked awake and finding herself lying naked on the floor of the ossuary—a
floor tiled with polished teeth, walslined with long bones and skulls, avaulted ceiling of ribsand
vertebrae. And then she and Odd Willie were beaten and tortured and raped by Bdlou’'s goons until the
goons got bored and tied them up and | eft them a one together in the dark.

And then, later, she was dreaming, until Odd Willie' s moaning woke her. She was dreaming about the
musty library in the yellow house on Benefit Street, and the Bailiff was offering her acandy cane. She
took it, tranducent sugar the color of amethyst, and it was nothing she’ d ever tasted before or snce—not
quite licorice and not quite peppermint, abit like eating violets. She sat on avelvet cushion on the floor
while he read to her from the big book lying open on his desk.

“Shekilled us,” Odd Willie moans. “We re dead, dead as dog shit, and she fucking killed us.”

Soldier opens one eye and tries to guess where his voice is coming from. “We' re not dead,” she says,
though they could be, for dl she knows. “Now shut up. My head hurts.”

“Shekilled usboth. That crazy, fucking, backstabbing cunt killed us both.”

Soldier closes her right eye again, pretty sure Odd Willie must be somewhere to the left of her, anyhow,
and triesto recall exactly how the candy tasted.

“Aren’t you ligening? Aren't you even paying attention?’ the Bailiff asksand smilesat her. Hisgreen
eyes are the kindest eyes that she' s ever seen, and Soldier wishesthat she could leave the warrens and
live up here with him in the house forever. He could be her father, and she could spend every day
listening to him read from his books. They could take long walksin the sunlight together, and he could tell
her stories whenever she was having trouble getting to deep.

“My fucking mouth tastes like puke and blood,” Odd Willie says and makes a painful spitting sound.
“Someone kegps distracting me,” Soldier tellsthe Bailiff, and he sghs and scratches at his beard.

“Wall, you'd best try to ignore her, little soldier girl,” he says. “ She' strouble good and proper, that one.
Lightning inabottle. | don’'t mind saying it out loud. They should ve dit her throat along damn time ago,
if youwereto ak me”

“I didn’'t ask you anything.”
“Tootrue”

In the darkness, the damp air is cold and smellslike mud and mold and earthworms and the poisoned
river, and Soldier wishes Odd Willie would shut the hell up. She couldn’t hear him in the dream, in the
library with the Bailiff, and she couldn’t fed al the places where they’ ve hit her or kicked her or diced
her with their knives, their nails and their claws. And then there’ sanew noise—dry twigs snapping, the



living bones of a sparrow cracked open between a cat’ s teeth, thin ice breaking apart underfoot—and
Soldier stares out into the darkness.

“Ohgods,” Odd Williewhimpers. “They’ re coming back. Oh, fuck me, Soldier, fuck me—"

“Shut the fuck up, you fucking pussy,” Soldier growlsat him, and the effort makes her head pound and
her somach rall.

“Isthis shit leading anywhere?’ she asksthe Bailiff, and he grunts and turns a page.

“Depends what you' re asking me,” he replies, then begins reading to her again, the poetry of demons
transcribed by the hands of dead men, ameandering recollection from the last day of abattlein acity of
ghoststhat deeps forever now beneath sand and blistering desert sky.

“What' sthe point?’ she says, interrupting him. “That’' swhat I’'m asking you, old man. I’'m sick of riddles
and dreams and fucking symbolism. If you' ve got something to say to me, say it or shut up.”

The Bailiff snorts and marks the page with along white feather before closing the book and pushing it
away acrossthe wide desk. “The universe” he says, “and al those unfortunate beings locked up within
it—cosmic inmates, if you will—have no purpose but the purpose which they imagine for themsdves
within the spirding dream of time.”

“That’ svery fucking nice,” Soldier says, and she decidesthat the stick of candy isn't the color of
amethydt, after al. “ That’samost goddamn poetry. Did you find it scrawled in one of your books?Isit
something e se you learned from the hounds?’

“It'snot ariddle,” the child from the attic says, the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles, the girl whose
nameis never spoken, and now Soldier remembers her standing in front of the Bailiff’ s desk, running her
fingerslovingly back and forth across the worn leather cover of the book. She' s smiling, and Soldier
thinks that maybe the girl isremembering the time before they locked her away and stopped dl the
clocks her father built for the hounds.

“You can't be here,” Soldier says. The Bailiff doesn’t seem to have noticed the girl.

“Itwasn't easy,” the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles replies, and suddenly she pulls her fingers back
from the book, asif it'sburned her. “1 broke three of his bindings, and now those moments are lost
forever. | smply dropped them on the floor and they shattered. It’ s the most wicked thing I’ ve ever had
todo.”

“Theuniverse,” the Balliff continues, “and, indeed, al universes, are at war with the consequences of their
consciousness. Sometimes they fashion the most ingenious wegponsfor their regiments. But occasionally
the weapons are reluctant to fulfill their purpose. Gunsjam. Arrows misstheir mark. Shotsgo wild, as

they say.”

He doesn't see her, Soldier thinks and opens her eyes again. He doesn’t see her, because shewasn't
there.

Theré slight now, warm light from awhite candle held tight in the girl’ shand, the flame flickering uneesily
inthe dank air far beneath Woonsocket. “It's ssmpler for me to move through dreams, usudly,” she says.
“Therearen't asmany...” And the girl pauses amoment, furrowing her brow asthough trying to recal a
difficult or unfamiliar word. “...not as many watchers. At least, that’ swhat my father used to cdl them.”

“Inthe eyes of the hounds,” the Bailiff says, “you have become just such areluctant weapon. And | have
faled to sat you Straight.”



“Youdidn't fail, old man. Y ou never even tried.”
“Tootrue,” he saysagain and smiles. “But that' s most likely beside the point.”

“Somehow, | doubt the ghul will think so,” Soldier tellshim, Soldier only five years old and seated on a
velvet cushion on the floor, the tall bookshelvesrisng up al about her, so very tal that thetopsare
dappled with snow and lost in misty clouds. “You'reatraitor,” she says and licksthe last of the candy off
her fingers.

“Now, now,” hefrowns. “That's an awfully weighty word for such asmdl girl to be tossng about.
Perhaps you should endeavor to avoid it in the future.”

“Soldier, that was along time ago, that day with the Bailiff,” the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles says,
and wax drips from her candle and puddles on the floor of molars and incisors and canines. “1 need you
here and now, with me. | need you awake. | have only afew moments|eft, and | can’t come back to you
oncel’vegone”

“Shefucking killed us,” Odd Willie says so softly thet it'samost awhisper, and he laughs and then
beginsto cough.

“Do you want to die here?’ the girl asks.

“No,” Soldier says, and the Bailiff glares down at her from his segt at the desk, and she seesthat what
shemistook for kindnessin his green eyesis something el se dtogether.

“Don’'t you gart believing infairy sories” hewarnsher. “It' salittle late for that, child. They locked her
away in that attic for areason.”

“Ask him why they put you there,” the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles says, so much anger and
bitterness for the voice of achild, and Soldier redizesthat she can't seethe girl anymore, only fluttering
candlelight and her shadow stretched out across the floor of teeth.

“Where did you go?’ Soldier calsout, and her voice echoes dully off the moldering walls of the ossuary.
“I"'m here, behind you. Don’'t make so much noise. These knots are going to take me amoment.”

“Don't you dare accept her help, Soldier,” the Bailiff commands, “ not that one.” And he leansforward,
towering above Soldier, who'sonly achild sitting cross-legged on aratty velvet cushion. Only five and
lost in an endless canyon of books and shelves, the taste of something sweet fading on her tongue, and all
of heaven become the voice of amadman.

“Did you send me hereto die?” Soldier askshim. The Bailiff licks at hislips, and her body swaysalittle
asthewizard' s daughter strugglesto free her hands. Like the pendulum of aclock, shethinks, like the
clock on the mantel in the yellow house on Benefit Street, the clock with the face of agirl.

“Oh, Soldier”—the Bailiff sghs—"don’t you know you have meant dl the world to me? Should any harm
befdl you, | could never forgive mysdf.”

“How old am |7’ Soldier asks, and the girl stopsworking at the knots and tells her, No, no, Soldier, it's
not timefor that question yet. That question will come later. The Bailiff narrows his glittering eyesand
leans back in his squeaky chair.

“How old was | when you took me up to the attic?’ Soldier asks, feding sick, and her mind wriggles
cold and dippery, agresat, squirming fish caught between her fingers. She’ sblacking out again. “ Answer



me, you son of abitch.”

“You've had avery trying day,” the Bailiff replies, and behind Soldier the library door is opening, the
slver-eyed woman cometo claim her, to lead her back to the cdllar steps and down to the Hounds of
Cain. “We |l talk about this another time, when you' re not so...excitable.”

And then he' sgone, and that day is gone, gone and amost forgotten, and Soldier isonly hanging in the
abscess carved out beneath ahill in Woonsocket, hanging by her ankles while the Daughter of the Four
of Pentaclestriesto loosen the knots that George Balou’s men have tied.

“Who isshe?” Odd Willie mumbles. “ Soldier, who the hdll isthat girl? Where' d she come from?” but
Soldier ignores him and shuts her eyes and letsthe world fal away.

“I' hope you understand that thisis an exceedingly specid privilege,” the Balliff said as he closed the
library doors behind them. “Very few changelings have ever been dlowed into the house, and far fewer
have seen the second floor, and the number who' ve visited the attic...well, | can say with confidence that
| could count those souls on the fingers of my left foot.” She smiled, imagining the messthat the Bailiff's
left foot must be; he locked the library with asilver key, then dipped the key into his pants pocket.

“Isit true there’ saghost up there?’ she asked.

“A ghost? Well, in amanner of speaking, | suppose. In amanner of speaking, there are many ghosts up
there. More than you' d care to know. More than ever you could count.”

“I wouldn't careto know any at dl,” Soldier said, and the Bailiff laughed and led her up anarrow
gtaircase and down along halway hung with paintings and pedling Dresden-blue calico wallpaper.
Soldier stopped to examine one of the strips of blue wallpaper, which she discovered was damp and
gticky with something that smelled like soured milk; the Bailiff scolded her.

“Don’t be greedy,” he scowled. “ And don't take liberties you haven't been offered.”

“I just wanted to see,” Soldier said, wiping her hand on the front of her dress. “I wanted to know why it
was peding off thewall, that’sdl.”

“But that’ sa secret, Soldier girl, and thishouse and dl those within itswallswill reved only the secrets
they chooseto reved.”

“It'sonly wallpaper. That's a pretty dumb secret.”

“That’ s not for you to say, most especially not when you' ve dready been accorded such grand and all
but unprecedented honors.” And the Bailiff took her hand firmly in his so that she' d have to walk beside
him and couldn’t stop to look at any of the portraits or urns or cut-glass doorknobs they’ d have to pass
to reach the end of the hall. *'Y ou wouldn’t want to seem ungrateful,” the Bailiff said.

“No,” sheagreed. “I wouldn’t,” and in only afew more steps they’ d reached the far end of the halway.
There was asmall wrought-iron table with a green marble top and a peacock green vase of dead roses,
and al the wallpaper had been stripped away here to reved the plaster underneath. The wall was marked
with a confusion of red and gold runes that Soldier couldn’t read. She was about to ask what they meant,
when the Bailiff pointed at the celling; she looked up and saw the trapdoor. It had alength of ropefor a
handle, and there were more runes painted on it.

“I"'m scared,” she said, and the Bailiff made a. concerned sort of face and knelt down beside her.



“I won't lietoyou,” hesaid. “ There are plenty enough thingsin the house to be afraid of, and not afew
of them are right over our heads. But your coming here today has been arranged. No harm will befall
you, child, not so long as you mind your Psand Qs.”

“You'll bewith me” shesaid and held hishand moretightly.

“Aslong as| can be, but I'vetold you aready, there are places you must go without me. There are
places you must seedone.”

Soldier stared up at the entrance to the attic, and she wondered if he’ d stop her if shetried to run away,
if sheturned and hurried back past the paintings and down the sairs, to the cellar and the tunnels and the
shadows where she belonged.

“What isit, Soldier?’ the Bailiff asked. “What isit you' re not telling me?’
“Thewoman inthe desert,” Soldier replied, “1 dreamed of her again yesterday.”
“The black woman?’ the Bailiff asked, and then he glanced up at the trapdoor.

“Yes, sr. The one who told me about Esmeribetheda and the djinniyeh. We were waking together in the
ruined city, and she told me not to come here today.”

The Bailiff watched her silently for amoment, then took a deep breath and rubbed at his beard.

“She said that aterrible thing was waiting for me here,” Soldier added.

“Did shenow?’ the Baliff asked and tugged at hiswhiskers. “Were those precisdy the words she used?’
“Yesdr,” Soldier said. “ She said the hounds mean to take my lifefrom me.”

“But the hounds dready have your life, child. Y ou’ ve belonged to them since the Cuckoo brought you
from the home of your father and mother.”

“Well, | know that,” Soldier said, and the Bailiff shook hishead. “| told her that.”
“Andwhat did she say?’

“That thereareliesdl about me, that my entire life has been spun from lies, and that the greatest lies, the
oneswhich will take my life, are waiting for me with the ghost in the attic. She said that | can't trust you
anymore,” and then Soldier looked down, keeping her eyes on the dingy flora pattern of the rug because
shedidn’t want to see hisexpression.

“And do you believe her?’ the Balliff asked, each word tumbling through the air likeiron.
“It wasonly adream,” Soldier said. “All of it, it wasonly adream.”

“Areyou quite sure?’

“Do you think that matters?” she asked and kicked at the rug with the toe of her shoe.
“And why didn’t you tell me this sooner?’

“| wanted to seethe attic. | thought if | told you, you might not show me.”

“Look a me” hesad, and shedid. Inthedim light of the hallway, hisface didn’t seem quite so round,
and Soldier could see the dark circles beneath his eyes, eyesthat had gone the oily color of cod. “We



play our assigned parts,” hetold her, “and that’s al we get. My part wasto bring you here, and your part
isto enter. Weadl play our parts, little Soldier, nothing more.”

“That' sexactly what shetold meyou' d say.”
“Isit now? Well, | guessthat means she' saright smart nigger lady, doesn't it?’
“Sometimes” Soldier said, “ shefrightensme.”

“I wouldn't worry your pretty head about her any longer,” the Bailiff said, standing up, straightening his
rumpled seersucker suit, and then he reached for the rope handle on the trapdoor and pulled. The rusted
hinges and springs screamed and popped, stiff from long decades of disuse, and Soldier wanted to cover
her ears, but she didn’t. “Where you're headed, | doubt she' Il be ableto follow.”

Soldier doesn’'t remember being lowered to the floor, doesn’t remember the Daughter of the Four of
Pentaclesleaving her, doesn’'t remember the feding coming back to her hands and feet, and whether or
not it was the girl who untied Odd Willie or if maybe she did it herself—but none of that shit matters,
none of that shit mattersat al.

“I’m so goddamn cold,” Odd Willie shivers, and shefeds hisforehead again. She' s pretty surehe hasa
fever; maybe Badlou' s men busted something insde him, and now Odd Willieis bleeding to deeth. “I'm
freezing my fucking dick off.”

“I don’'t know what you expect meto do about it,” she says, and Soldier peersinto the darkness beyond
the muddy a cove where they’ re waiting, huddled together naked and hurting, waiting to seeif anyone's
coming back to finish the job, or if they’ ve been eft for dead. The dcoveisjust outside the ossuary.
Soldier managed to pry loose the upper haf of afemur from thewall, not much against guns and magick,
but better than nothing, and she gripsit tight in both hands and tries not to fed the cold.

“I"’'m gonnamurder the bitch,” Odd Willie says. “1 swear, Soldier, if we ever fucking see daylight again,
I’m gonnakill her with my goddamn bare hands.”

“You'regonnahaveto get inline behind me,” Soldier tellshim. “Now, keep your voice down. I'm trying
to hear something.”

“What? What the hell are you trying to hear?”’
“Anything,” Soldier replies, “ anything but you.”

The dark is playing tricks with her eyes, painting sudden movements from the stillness, faking her out, and
sheignoresit and listens. The darknessisfilled with sound—her heartbest, hers and Willi€ s bregthing,
dripping water, a persstent, industrious gnawing that she knowsisarat wearing down itsincisors against
apiece of bone, and, occasiondly, adistant splash. A low murmur that might be voices sfted through the
cold and the black, and she leans close to Odd Willie and whispersin hisear.

“I don't think we' re under the cemetery anymore,” she says. “1 think we might be beneath the river.”
“Who gives agood goddamn?’ Odd Willie says, and then he giggles, and then he moans very loudly.

Soldier laysthe femur on the ground at her feet, and then she seizes Odd Willie by the jaw and forces his
head around until she's pretty sure he' sfacing her. He makes a surprised, pissed-off noise, triesto jerk
away, and she digs her nailsinto hisface. With her left hand she grabs histesticles.



“What the fuck’ s your fucking problem?’ he mumbles around her fingers.

“Right now, you're my problem, Odd Willie. WEe re in some pretty serious shit here, but we' re not dead,
not yet, and | don’t intend to end up that way. Do you understand what I’ m saying to you?’

“Jesusfucking Christ.” Odd Willie grunts, and when hetriesto pull free again, she digs her nailsdeep into
the soft, hairy flesh around his scrotum.

“| said, do you understand?’

“Y eah bitch, | fucking understand,” he growls back at her, growling like awounded puppy. “1 understand
you're as big apsycho asthat cunt Saben.”

“Bethat asit fucking may, Odd Willie, you' re gonna keep your mouth shut, and if we're real goddamn
lucky, wemight il find away out of thismess.”

“Fine. Whatever you say. Now please just let go of my fucking bals, okay?’

“I know you're hurt,” shetdlshim, dowly relaxing her hold on hisface and his crotch. “And | know
you' re scared shitless, because | am, too. But we have to get out of here. We haveto find away out if
we want to be sure that Saben gets what she’ s got coming to her.”

“Fine” he saysagain, and when shelets go, Soldier fedshim pull away, pressing himsdlf againgt the
damp stonewadll of the tunnel.

“Something' s gone wrong, Willie, something the Bailiff didn’t see coming, something he couldn’t
anticipate.”

“Fuck that,” Odd Willie mutters and giggles very softly. “| think he sent us up hereto fucking die. | think
thisis payback for lots of shit, Soldier. Cocksucker’s probably in with Ballou, Saben, the whole stinking
lot.”

“It doesn’'t make sense,” Soldier says, picking up thefemur again. “I’ ve been thinking the samething,
turning it over and over in my head, but it just doesn’t add up.”

“Y ou fucking grab my ballsagain,” Odd Willie mumbles, “I swear I'm gonnakill you.”

“Y eah, whatever,” Soldier tellshim. “Y ou better sart thinking alittle less about killing and alittle more
about keeping your own sorry ass adive and kicking. Remember your place—"

“Fuck that, too. Down here, ain't no places anymore, Soldier. Ain’'t no rank. No fucking order. Down
here—"

“I’'m gonnastand up,” Soldier says, and she takes a deep breath, even though it hurtslike hell. * Can you
get up, Odd Willie? Can you walk?’

“I can fuckingwalk,” hereplies. “ Chrigt, I'm freezing my ass off.”

Soldier nods and listens to the suffocating darkness and the muffled, magnified tunnel noises, trying to fix
adirection on what might have been voices, human voices or hound voices or something in between.
They seemed to be coming from somewhere far away on her right, so she decidesto try to keep to the
left for aslong as possible. Then Odd Willie vomits again, and she fedsit spatter hot across her feet.
Soldier waits until he' sdone, tels him to stay closeto thewall, to keep hisleft hand on the wall and stay
right there behind her, and she stands up. Both her knees pop, and she' s suddenly so dizzy that she garts



to st back down.

“Just don't you leave me,” Odd Willie says. “Whatever happens, don’t you dare fucking leave me down
heredone”

“I won't. I'm not going to leave you,” she promises, though she knows that she will, if that’ swhat it takes
to makeit out, if Odd Willie can't keep up. Soldier rests her weight againgt the tunnel wall until the
dizzinessisn't so bad.

“I'd rather you fucking killed me than leave me down here by mysdf, Soldier.”
“Just stay close. Keep thewall on your left.”

Beneath her feet the floor is an obstacle course of uneven, muddy cobblestones and puddles of icy water,
and she dmogt dips twice. When she' s gone forty, maybe forty-five yards, Soldier stops and lets Odd
Willie catch up to her. She can hear the voices again, louder than before, though till not loud enough to
make out whatever it isthey’re saying. But at least now she's certain that they’ re somewhere on her right,
even if she can’t begin to guess how close they might be. She' s not even sure how wide or how high this
tunnd is; she grips the broken thighbone and takes another step forward.

“You smell that?" Odd Willie asks, and Soldier stops and sniffs at the damp air.
“I smdl mud,” she says. “Mud and mold, and that’ s about it. What do you smell, Odd Willie?’
“Smoke. | smdll fucking smoke. Woodsmoke. Man, | wish | had acigarette”

Soldier sniffsat theair again, and thistime she catches the faintest whiff of burning, and she also redizes
that it' s not as stagnant as before. There' sadraft here asthe air’ s pulled weakly past them, back
towards the ossuary or some sde tunnd that they’ ve missed.

“We get out of this shit with our skins, I’ll buy you awhole goddamn carton,” shetells Odd Willie, and
she can hear the clumsy dap of hisfootsteps, so she knowsthat he' s il following her. “I suppose you
were never very good with dl the hocus-pocus crap, ether,” she says.

“I can do afew things” hereplies, wheezing alittle now, and Soldier wondersif maybe the goons
punctured one of hislungs.

“Yeah? Likewhat, precisdy?’

“I’'m no damn magician,” Odd Willie says, “so don't go getting ahard-on or anything. But | learned a
little here and there.”

Up ahead there' sa sudden loud, clattering commotion, like someone dropping a burlap sack filled with
bones, and Soldier opsand liesamogt flat on the tunnd floor, ingtinctively making as small atarget of
herself as possible; she holds the broken femur under her, gripped close to her chest. She can't hear Odd
Willie' shig flat feet anymore, so she assumesthat he' s done the same. There are smaller clatterings, then
awhisking sound like a straw broom on wood, and she holds her breath and waitsfor silence or
whatever’s coming instead of slence.

Bdlou samaniac, the Bailiff said the night before they |eft Providence, early Sunday morning, and she
was naked then, too. He' s a spoiled child fascinated with the smell of hisown offd. But he sdsoa
threat, Soldier, athreat that never should have been permitted to become anything more than a nuisance.

You'retdling meto kill him? Soldier asked, and the Bailiff smiled and rubbed at hisnose.



Nothing too fancy, he said. Try not to make amess.
Just the two of us? Just me and Odd fucking Willie?

The Bailiff stopped rubbing his nose, which seemed redder than usua, and nodded. We have people up
there. There won't be much resistance. We ve been softening him from theinsde. Trust me, little Soldier.
Y ou and young Master Lothrop will be quite sufficient to the task at hand. Nothing too showy, though.

The sweeping sound has stopped, and Soldier exhaes dowly, her breath escaping amost silently
between her teeth. But she doesn’'t move, lies dead still on the uneven cobbles and mud and listensto the
darkness.

Nothing more than is necessary.

And it'sjust gonnabe me and Odd Willie againgt the whole damn warren? she asked him again. Odd
Willie Lothrop the firebug, the guy with no eyebrows?

The Baliliff sneezed, then took out awhite handkerchief and blew hisred nose. | shall expect you back by
Sunday evening, he said, seven thirty at the latest, and returned the handkerchief to the breast pocket of
his jacket. There will be a cleanup crew coming down from Boston sometime around midnight, and |
want you out of therelong before then.

So, wherethe hell are they? she thinks, becauseit’s surely long past midnight on Sunday. It might be past
midnight on fucking Monday, for al she knows, and Soldier swears on the names of gods she doesn't
believein that she' d trade another haf hour as George Ballou' s punching bag for just one shot of Dickd.
Just one shot of whiskey to make her hands stop shaking.

“It' sgone,” Odd Willie whispers, and she can hear him getting dowly to hisfeet. “Whatever it was, it's
m]e.”

Soldier waits another two or three seconds, then rolls over onto her back; a sharp corner of one of the
cobblestones digsinto a bruised spot beneath her left shoulder blade, bruised muscle and maybe
something in there sfractured, aswell, and she hasto bite the end of her tongue to keep from crying out.
The dizzinessreturns, and shelies dill, waiting for it to pass.

“Soldier?” Odd Willie asks, his voice suddenly lost and close to panic. “Can you hear me? Soldier—"
“Yes,” shehissesaround the pain in her back. “1’m right fucking here. Keep it down. Jesus...”
“I thought you' d left me. | thought maybe you'’ d gotten away and left me.”

“I just fucking said that | wasn't going to leave you,” and she shuts her eyes and swallows againgt the
pain and awave of nausea. Sheimaginesthe Bailiff, holed up somewhere with hisboys and their drugs,
waiting for whatever it is he' s started to blow over, the calm after the storm. She pretends he can hear
her thoughts, pretends he' d careif he could. I’m not going to die here in the dark and the mud, you
bastard. I'm not going to die down here with Odd Willie while that bitch Saben is dtill dive somewhere.

“I can do thisonething,” Odd Willie wheezes. “Magick, | mean. There sthisonething I’'m redly pretty
good with, but it makes me sick as a goddamned poisoned dog. So it’skind of afucking last resort.”

“Willie,” Soldier says, “we re naked and beat hdf to fucking death, lost in the dark, surrounded by
people that want us dead, and the only weapon | have is part of adamn rotten bone. Unlessyou've got a
couple of nine-millimeterstucked up your skinny ass, I’ m thinking, yeah, maybethisis pretty goddamned
last resort.”



“Sure,” hesays, “I know. You think I don’t know how fucked we are?” And then he doesn't say
anything ese, and there' s only the sounds of the two of them breathing and the steady plip, plip, plip of
water striking water.

“Wdll, isit afucking secret?” she asksfindly, and she can hear Willie sitting back down again.
“No, it'snot asecret,” hesays. “I just don’'t liketo doiit, that’ sdl. So, you know, usudly | don't let on.”

Soldier opens her eyes, not that it makes any difference, and she Sits up, raising herself with her aams and
trying to ignore the pain from the bruised shoulder and just about everywhere e se. The burning-wood
amell’ s getting stronger, she thinks, ether that or she’sonly noticing it more because now sheknowsit’s
there.

“Don’'t make me ask again,” she saysand glares at the place she thinks Odd Willieis tting. “ Spit it out.”

“There sthis...thisfucking thing, right, thisthing | can cdl up, summon, conjure, whatever the hell you
want to cal it. Thisthing.”

“What kind of athing?’

“Fuck dl if I know. Maybeit’'sademon, but | kind of doubt it. What kind of demon would take orders
from me? Maybeit’ saghog, the ghost of something—"

“What doesit do?’ Soldier asks him, grasping at straws because they’ re dl she has|eft to grasp, and
Odd Williegiggles

“Just the usua shit,” he wheezes, coughs, then starts again. “ Roll over. Fetch. Play fucking dead. Stedl
some beer. Kill abunch of motherfuckers, if that' swhat | tell it to do.”

“Fuck.” Soldier laughs, wiping some of the mud off her belly and thighs. “ Chrit, and you were gonna get
around to telling me abouit thislittle pet of yourswhen?’

“You don't know how it feds” Odd Willie says. “I’ ve told the Bailiff. It' snot asecret.”

“Doesit fed awhole lot worse than Balou' sdick up your ass? Or abullet through your fucking skull?
Doesit fed worsethan dying?’

“Yeah,” Odd Willie says and coughs again. “Y egh, Soldier, | think maybeit does”

Thejanitors have been given the drictest ingtructionsin this matter, the Bailiff said. And they’revery
thorough agents. Nothing dive gets out. Nothing, Soldier. Not even asewer rat. So, no stragglers, if you
catch my drift. Get in, do what I’ ve asked, and then get out. Do not expect help should anything happen
to go awry.

The hounds don't even know about this, do they? she asked him, playing a hunch, aqueasy fedingin her
stomach, and he raised his eyebrows and patted the pocket where he' d put the soiled handkerchief.

Y ou're not achild any longer, hetold her. Y ou' re quite old enough, | suspect, to know something of the
way of things. To betrusted, even, | suppose.

They don’t know, she said.

The Bailiff sat up straighter and tugged vigoroudly at his knotted beard. | manage the affairs of those who
manage the affairs of the hounds, he said. And the hounds don’t want to know when there are problems.
Most of thetimeit is sufficient that the problems are solved. The hounds don’t want to know any more



than they have to know. To their way of thinking, they have more pressing mattersto attend.

“| asked Madam Terpsichoreto tell mewhat itis,” Odd Willie says, “way the hell back when | was just
akid. | asked her twiceto tell me. She said | was better off not knowing. She said I’ d deep better that

way.
“But it will come?’” Soldier asks. “If you cdl it, it'll come? And you can control it?’

“Y eah. | mean, you know, it dways has before. But it’s gonna make me sick as shit, Soldier. | might
need your help after the—"

“Just fucking do it,” she says, daring to raise her voice just enough to get Odd Willie moving. “Say the
goddamn magick word or whatever. Do it now, before they come back for us. | dready told you I’ m not
going to leave you down here.”

“Yeah, you did,” Odd Williereplies, and he soundstired and ill and frightened. “Y ou told me that. Good
thing you' re better at killing than you are at lying, Soldier, or the Bailiff would have run out of usesfor you
alongtimeago.”

“No shit,” she says, dowly getting to her feet, leaning againgt the tunnd wall because sheisn't sure how
much longer her legs can support her. And then Odd Willietriesto clear histhroat, coughs and suggests
that she might want to cover her eyes and turn away until he says otherwise, and Soldier doesasshe's
told.

“You'renot achild any longer,” the Bailiff said, when the trapdoor had been pulled down to reved a
rickety ladder leading up into the dark attic of the yellow house. The upper end of the ladder was
attached somewhere overhead, and it had unfolded as the Bailiff had opened the trapdoor, seeming to
Soldier dmost like some smdll bit of magic. “We do not show children our secrets,” he said, “asthey
cannot yet be trusted with the keeping of them.”

“You cantrust me,” Soldier said, and she’ d dmost forgotten about the dream and the black woman with
the long white dreadlocks, the warning that she shouldn’t ever enter the attic. “1’m very good at keeping
Secrets.”

“Aswell | know,” the Balliff said. “Elsewise, you would not be heretoday. Y ou first, my dear,” and he
motioned towards the ladder.

“What isit?’ she asked him, peering up into the gloom. Thewarm air drifting down from the attic smelled
like cobwebs and dust, neglect and brittle, old paper, al familiar, welcoming smells, smdllsthat Soldier
had dways known. But there was something el se there benegth it al, something spicy and sour that made
her wrinkle her nose. “What do they keep hidden up there?’

“Y ou have merely to climb those nine rungsto find out for yourself.”
“And you're coming up after me,” shesaid.

“Of coursel am,” the Balliff replied, and he smiled reassuringly and gave her an encouraging pat on the
back. “Asfar as| canfollow.”

Soldier said ashort, silent prayer to Mother Hydra, and then she climbed the ladder, though it seemed
like many more rungs than nine. She started counting halfway up, and when she d findly reached the top,
she'd counted al the way to twenty-four.



“Goon,” the Bailiff shouted up at her. “1 can't start up until you'reinside. This ladder’ s seen better days
and won’t hold us both at once.”

So Soldier scrambled over the last rung and stood inside the éttic at the edge of the trapdoor, gazing
back down at the Bailiff and the floor of the upstairs halway, arectangle of light cut into the darkness.

“What do you see up there, Soldier girl?’ the Bailiff asked, and she laughed and told him he' d have to
come up and find out for himsdlf, just the same as her. The Bailiff sarted up the ladder, the old wood
complaining at the burden of him, and Soldier looked up, squinting into the colorless haf-light of the attic.
She could make out afew old packing crates and a steamer trunk, stacks of newspapers bundled with
twine, and there was the sense that the attic was a very large place, perhaps even somehow larger than
the house below, stretching away from her on al sides. But there were no ghosts, at lesst, not that she
could see, and Soldier decided that whatever wasin the attic probably wasn't al that interesting, after al.
Shelooked down again, to tel the Bailiff to hurry, and saw that he was no longer coming up the ladder;
the Bailiff was raising the trgpdoor again, shutting her in. The rusty hinges squealed and screamed, and
Soldier opened her mouth, because it seemed that she should scream, too. But there was no scream
anywhereinsde her, only the fruitless knowledge that there probably should have been, that some other
child would have screamed at the thought of being closed up in the attic alone.

“Why?’ she asked him, and the Bailiff paused and glanced up at her. He winked once, and, “All is
mystery, wonderful mystery,” he said, “and lifeistherevdation.” And then he finished closing the
trapdoor.

Soldier sat down on the dusty floorboards, waiting for her eyesto adjust so she could walk without
tripping over some piece of junk and breaking her neck.

“ThenI’'mdone” shesad, and asmall voice—the voice of another girl, but someone who sounded quite
abit older than Soldier—answered her.

“No,” the older girl said, “you’ re not aone, but you should have brought alantern. They dways bring
lanterns when they come. It was silly of you to have forgotten.”

“I suppose s0,” Soldier said, and then the brown girl sood up from the milking stool where she’ d been
gtting, unnoticed, waiting for whoever would come next, her father’ s gold pocket watch lying open on
her 1ap, the hands frozen at precisdly nine twenty-three and thirteen seconds.

“Areyou aghost?’ Soldier asked her.

The brown girl, the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles, looked surprised or offended or both at once.
“No,” shesad. “Certainly not. Areyou?’

“Not yet,” Soldier replied, and the girl took her hand and led her away into the murky depths of the attic.

The crackling, thrumming thing that Odd Willie has called up or down or smply into thisworld brings
light with it, asoft, warm yelow-white light, like morning or butter, that pulses and rippleslazily dong the
tunndl. Soldier stands with her back to it and Stares, transfixed by the miracle of her own shadow, her
slhouette an eclipse thrown across rough-hewn rock walls and the paving stones and the sagging timbers
barely holding up the low celling. She never truly expected to live long enough to see light again, and now
sheonly wantsto lie down and let it wash over her bruised, bleeding body, washing away the cold and
the pain, the fear and dread knotted deep in her gut. She wantsto turn around and let this light stream
across her face and fill her eyes, fill her soul, if she has such athing; shewould gladly drown inthislight, if



it would ever have such awretched creature as hersdf.
“Oh,” Odd Willie moans. “Oh, Jesus...”

“What next?’ she asks, becauseit’ sthe only thing she can think to say to him, her mind clouded by the
light and dectric crackle. “What next, Odd Willie?’

“Oh,” he saysagain, and then he begins coughing and the light flickers and dims, and for amoment
Soldier’ safraid he sgoing to let it dip away. But the coughing passes, and immediately the light grows
brighter.

“Canyoutak toit?’ sheaskshim.

“You...you can turn around now if you want to,” he tells her and makes an ugly hacking noise.
Do I? Soldier thinks. Do | redlly want to seeit? Do | redlly want to face dl that light?

Y ou' ve seen awholelot worse, Soldier girl, and, more than likely, you' |l see alot worse again.
“Shewon't bite,” Odd Willie wheezes, “not unless | ask her to.”

Soldier turns her head, and there’' s Odd Willie on his knees, pale as a corpse and adark smear of blood
and vomit down his chin, histhroat, his chest. His eyes are shut, and he looks dead dready.

“Shedoesn't likeit here,” he says. “That’ s going to make her hard to hold.”

Thething reminds Soldier of ajellyfish, and then it reminds her of something ese entirely, and she gives
up trying to comprehend it. Her eyes water and burn when shelooks directly at it, so she kegpsthem on
Odd Willieinstead.

“Tell her to get usthe fuck out of here,” Soldier says. “The faster she does that, the sooner—”
“She' safraid. Shit, Soldier. I've never seen her afraid before.”
“Come on, Willie. What happens next? Show me what this bitch can do for us.”

The crackling dynamo hum gets louder and rises an octave or two, and now the heat from thelight is
becoming uncomfortable. “ She' sscared,” Odd Willie says. “ She' sasking meto rdlease her.”

“No,” Soldier yellsat him, having to shout to be heard above dl the noise the thing is making. “ That’ s not
going to fucking happen; you hear me? Not until we' re out of here.”

“She saysit’'sMonday morning aready. Six fifteen on Monday morning. Soldier, we ve been down
here—’

“It doesn’t matter how long we' ve been down here,” Soldier says, and never mind what the Bailiff said
about the cleanup crew from Boston, whether they’ ve come and gone, whether they ever even showed
up, whether Balou got them, too. “It only matters that we get out of here now.”

“She d s0 says Patience Bacon wasright.”

“Fuck Petience Bacon. We re not going to die in this stinking sump hole because your astrd playmate
here has the fucking heebie-jechies.”

Odd Willie takes adeep, hitching breath, and hiseydidsflutter. “I'm sorry. Just do it,” hetelsthething.



“Just doit fast. | won't ever ask you for anything else, not ever again.” Hiseyesroll back to show the
whites, and the thing that isn’t ajellyfish bobs and sways and begins making asickly, mewling sort of
racket.

There' satrickle of blood from Odd Willi€' snostrils, and Soldier turns away again.
“Judt kill them,” Odd Willie mutters. “Kill them dl. Every last goddamn one of them.”

And then the thing is gone, afurious stream of firerolling away down the tunnel, leaving behind steam and
adticky phosphorescent sheen on the floor and walls; at least they won't bein the dark again. The
crackling sound is gone, too, but the air smellslike ozone and hot metal.

“Canyouwak? Soldier asks Odd Willie, and his eyelidsflutter again, and he swaysalittle, first to one
side and then the other. “Hey, come on. Can you fucking hear me? | need to know if you can walk.”

Odd Willie opens his eyes and stares up at her, but his expression is blank, distant, most empty, and
Soldier resststhe urge to dap him hard. She wantsto, but it might break whatever tenuous connection he
has with the thing. And the way helooks, it might break him, aswell.

“I’m gonnahelp you up, okay?’ she says and stoops down, getting her right arm around him, and Soldier
drops the broken femur and lifts Odd Willie Lothrop dowly to hisfeet. HE' s heavier than she expected,
or she' sweaker, and it doesn't help that they’ re both so dick with sweat and blood and the filth from the
ossuary and the tunnel. She' safraid he' sgoing to dide free of her grip. “1 wouldn’'t mind if you helped out
alittle,” shegruntsand tries not to lose her balance.

“We should probably follow her,” Odd Willie mumbles.
“That’ s sort of what | had in mind.”

“Shehasaname,” hesays. “I can't fucking say it, not in words, right, but she has a beautiful name. She
was born in the heart of adying star. She’ s made of fire, hydrogen, helium, plasma, you know.”

“Then George Ballou and his spaniels ought to be agtroll in the fucking park, yeah?’
“She even knows what killed the dinosaurs. | can't tell you, but she fucking knows, | swear.”

Soldier shifts her weight, getting a better hold on Odd Willie, and she thinks maybe he’ s starting to
support himself alittle. But when she takes a step forward, he sumbles and amost pulls them both down.

“I can’'t carry you out of here. Y ou' re going to have to fucking walk.”
“You sad you wouldn't leave me,” he moans and looks down at hisfeet. “Y ou promised.”

“But I'm ashitty liar, remember? That' swhat you said. Now, just fucking walk. That'sal you got to do.”
And Odd Willie nods his head, the dow, measured nod of reluctant comprehension, and takes astep on
his own, and then another, and another after that. Soldier’ still holding him up, but at leest sheisn't
having to try and drag him dong aninch at atime.

“Hey, Willie, it an’'t no goddamn foot race. Slow the fuck down,” she says, and he coughswhen hetries
to laugh, and more blood leaks from the corners of his mouth.

“Noway. You best keep up, bitch,” he wheezes.

Good thing you' re better at killing than you are a lying, or the Bailiff would have run out of usesfor you a
long time ago. And Soldier tries not to think about having to leave Odd Willieto diedonein thetunnd. |



wouldn’t have done that, she thinks. I’ m not that big an asshole. I' d take care of him mysdlf beforel’d
leave him dive down here done.

“She knowswhat killed the dinosaurs,” he says again. “Hell, she knows what happened to Atlantis. She
saw it dl. She's seen everything.”

“Right now, you just keep moving,” Soldier tdlshim. “Y ou can tel medl about it later, when thisshit's
over and done with.” She glances back at the discarded femur, lying behind them on the cobbles, and
wondersif dropping it there was amistake, if maybe she'll still need it later on. And then Odd Willi€'s
body shudders, and he stops, and his eyelids begin to flutter again.

“Shitonme,” he says, and his bladder |ets go, spattering the tunnel floor and her feet and legs with hot
urine. “ She' sfound them, Soldier. | think she'sfound them all.”

Soldier followed the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles through the attic of the yellow house, beneath
great crossbeams carved from pines felled amost two hundred and fifty years before, past sagging
shelves crammed with books and manuscripts and scrolls sedled inside baked clay tubes, past broken
furniture and dozens more packing crates, an empty iron cage big enough to hold alion, abronze bust of
Triton balanced on a stone pedesta. Perhaps, she thought, this is the memory of the house. Perhapsthis
iswhere it keeps everything that the rest of the house has forgotten or wants to forget. She knew some
places were like that. Cemeteries were dways like that.

“You knew | was coming?’ she asked the girl, who shrugged and paused to blow some of the dust off an
elaborate wooden Noah's ark laid out on the floor. The ark was at least ten feet long, and there were
hundreds of animals, two by two, carved with an exquisite attention to detail. Soldier stooped for a better
look, and the older girl sat down on the floor next to her.

“They told me. They dwaystdl me when someone' s coming up. Of course, you' re different. Usudly
they’ re only bringing me gifts, candy or fruit or alength of red silk ribbon. But you' re different.”

“This has something to do with my dreams, doesn't it?’ Soldier asked her, but the girl didn’t reply. She
smiled and carefully wiped a spiderweb off the shingled roof of the ark. Soldier sighed and glanced back
the way they’ d come. She was thirsty and wondered how long they’ d been walking, how far they'd
gone. Thismust be the biggest attic in the world, she thought and then tried to remember aword she'd
learned from the Bailiff or one of the ghouls (she couldn’t recall which), aword for thingsthat are larger
on theingde than on the outside.

“Thiswasagift,” the girl said and pointed at the wooden Noah' s ark.
“Isit yours? Wasit agift to you?” Soldier asked.
“No, | don't think so. I'm just taking care of it. | take care of amost everything up here.”

Soldier leaned closer to the ark, trying to see dl the animas more clearly, the brightly painted menagerie
filing acrossthe floor and up along gangplank into the ship. She wished that there were more light. But
she could make out two e ephants and two giraffes, apair of hippopotamuses and a pair of moose,
ogtriches and dligators, horses and a couple of enormous brontosaurs, unicorns and leopards and bison.

“Itwasmadein Italy,” the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles said. “ There' sasignature on the bottom of
the ark, and a date—Signior Anastagio Baldassario Moratti, 1888. All of the animalswere madein Itay,
too.”



“They sent me up here just to see adamned toy?’ Soldier asked.

“Butit’'snot atoy,” thegirl said, righting acamel that had falen over. “It's something e se. It's sort of a
metaphor, | think.”

“What' s your name?’ Soldier asked the brown-skinned girl. She was growing bored with the Noah' s ark
and stood up, brushing the dust off her clothes.

“My nameis Pearl,” thegirl sad.

“Y ou're the achemist’ s daughter, aren’t you? The Daughter of the Four of Pentacles?”’
“Yes” replied thegirl.

“They told me your name was Hester. Everyone down there thinks your name is Hester.”

“People often bdieve dlly, mistaken things,” the girl said and shook her head. “Did you know that people
used to believe that eating tomatoes would kill you, and that the whole Earth was cregted in only six

days?’
“They said that your name was Hester. That’ swhat they al seem to believe, down there.”

“We should kegp moving,” the girl said. “It'snever agood ideato tarry here very long. And we' ve ill
got awaysto go.”

“A waysto go where?’

“Don’t beimpatient. You'll see,” thegirl said. “I want it to be asurprise. | never get to surprise anyone
anymore. Not since my father went away and dl the clocks stopped and—"

“There’ sno one up here but you?’ Soldier asked, not particularly interested in surprises.

“Oh, there are very many people up here,” Pearl replied—unless Soldier were to believe everyone
downgtairs and in the warrens, in which case Hester replied. “1’m not aone. | have company. All the
people and things and places caught inside the congtructions that my father fashioned. No, I’m not alone,
Soldier, not at al. But it'sdl very complicated, I'm afraid. Y ou’ re much too young to understand such
complex metgphysica—"

“You're not that much older than me,” Soldier said, interrupting her.

“I most certainly am,” the girl said and then stared at her amoment, taken aback. “ Soldier, I'm twelve
years old, and you, well, you' re fill not much more than ababy, are you?’

“If 1 were only ababy, they never would have sent me up hereto seeyou,” Soldier said, angry that the
girl would say such athing, and besides, hadn’t the Bailiff just told her that she was't ababy anymore,
and that’ swhy he could trust her with secrets?

“They’ ve sent me babies before.”

“Liar,” Soldier said and then she kicked the Noah' s ark as hard as she could, and animals fell over and
flew through the air and tumbled about thisway and that. The great boat swung to starboard and
capsized, then rolled away into the shadows, leaving most of the animals behind.

“What did you do that for?” the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles gasped, and when Soldier didn’t
answer her, the girl just ood staring at her, and there were tearswelling up at the corners of her eyes.



“What? Are you going to cry now?" Soldier asked her, and prodded afallen zebrawith the toe of her
shoe. Shethought about grinding it under her hedl until it was only sawdust. “ Areyou going to cry likea
great big twelve-year-old baby?’

“No,” thegirl replied. “1I’m most certainly not going to do anything of the sort,” and she bent down and
began setting dl the animals upright again. “ But that was a horrible, horrible thing to do. I ve never shown
thisto anyone before. Y ou were the very firg.”

Soldier watched while Hester (or Pearl) righted dl the animals and then retrieved the ark from where it
had rolled. There was asmall bashed-in place on the left Sde near the prow.

“Guess Noah' s going to haveto fix that before the flood,” she said, but the dark-skinned girl ignored her.
“It'sjust an old toy,” Soldier told her. “No one cares about al thisjunk up here. | bet no one even
remembers most of it anymore. It sawonder, redly, they haven't forgotten you.”

“Follow me,” the girl said coldly, when she wasfinished with the ark, when she’ d undone as much of the
damage as she could, and she led Soldier deeper and deeper into the attic of the yellow house. After a
while they cameto agaping holein thefloor. Therewas aboard laid over it for abridge, and Pearl
crossed it without comment. But Soldier lingered done at the edge, looking down into the inexplicable
cavity. Therewas nothing in that hole and no bottom to it; asfar as she could see, it went on forever.

“Why can't | see anything down there?’ she asked, shouting acrossthe gap. “If that'saholein the
ceiling, | should be able to see the upgtairs.”

“Maybeit’ snot aholeinthefloor,” the girl replied. “Maybeit'sahole in something e'se. Now come on.
I’'m tired of standing here waiting for you. There are other things | could be doing.”

Soldier reached into the pocket of her dress and pulled out one of the wooden animals from the Noah's
ark, awildebeest she' d picked up while the dchemist’ s daughter was busy with the mess she' d made.

“Hey!” the girl shouted from the far side of the gap. “What are you doing with that? That’ s not yours—"
“It'snot yours, either,” Soldier replied. “Y ou told me so yoursdlf.”

“No, but it'smy respongbility. We haveto put it back, right now.”

“Oops,” Soldier said, letting go of the tempera-brown wildebeest. It fell into the hole and vanished.

“You beadtly little brat!” the girl shouted at her, but Soldier wasn't listening; she' d sat down at the edge
of the hole and was waiting for the sound the wooden wildebeest would make when it hit bottom. But
there was no sound, unless she' d missed it somehow, unlessdl the noise the dchemist’ s daughter was
making had covered it up. She waited awhile longer, what she figured must have been five minutes, at
least, ignoring the brown-skinned girl, who was till shouting at her and somping back and forth on the
other side of the gap.

“I didn’t hear it,” Soldier said findlly, when it had become clear that the hole went down much farther
than she' d guessed. “But you were making such acommotion, it’s no wonder.”

“Crossthe bridge, changdling,” the girl said, standing there with her hands on her hips, glowering a
Soldier from the other Sde. “Unless, that is, you' re afraid that you'll fal. Y ou might, you know. It'snot a
very wide board, and it isn't very sturdy, and you might end up like that poor animd, faling forever,
wondering if you'll ever find the bottom.”

“Youdon't scareme. It'sjust ahole”



“Yes, that'sdl itis. A hole. Now come acrossit.”
Soldier set one foot on the board, because that’ sdl it was, ahole, and all holes had bottoms somewhere.

“Don’t look down,” Pearl said and took astep back from the edge. “ That will only makeit harder. I'd
hate to have to explain thisto the Bailiff or Miss Josephine, if you should fal or the board should break
and—"

“Stop talking,” Soldier said, and she took another step, the board bowing amost imperceptibly beneath
her. “How old are you?’ she asked the brown-skinned girl again.

“I told you dready. I'm twelve. Infact, I'm dmost thirteen.”

“Everyone down there says you' ve been up here avery long time. Twelve snot avery long time.” And
shetook another step.

“It' satempora contrariety,” the girl replied. “ That’ swhat my father called it. Time' s not the same up
here. It' sapart of his punishment.”

Soldier took another step, keeping her eyes straight ahead, keeping her eyes on Pearl; she wasamost a
third of the way across now. “ Because he betrayed the ghouls,” she said. “Because helied to them.”

“It'sdl very complicated.”

“Madam Terpsichore said that he was avillain, and that he has been chained in the degpest abyssfor his
crimes. She said that his daughter isaghost, and that hiswife waskilled for his misdeeds.”

“My mother died of afever,” Pearl said, and Soldier took another step.
“Did you see her die?’

“I was very young,” the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles said, speaking now through clenched teeth.
“My mother was aMontauk Indian princessthat my father brought to Providence dl the way from Long
Idand. She was a beautiful woman and—"

“Did you see what they did to her?” Soldier asked, and the board popped loudly benegth her, and she
amost lost her balance. She glanced down, trying to see the board and her feet, but not the hole. She
was halfway across now.

“It was consumption,” Pearl said—Pearl, Hester, the brown girl, the dchemist’ s daughter, the ghostly
Daughter of the Four of Pentacleswhom Soldier had been taught lived off rats and spiders and devoured
anyone who dared wander into her attic.

“Did they wait until she was dead before they ate her?” Soldier asked, and the girl shook her head and
dared at thefloor. “Did they let you have ataste?”’

“You'rehorrid. You reamongter,” she said, and Soldier figured she was probably right, but then maybe
the brown girl was only adifferent kind of mongter.

“What year did they take your father away?’
“Why won't you stop? Why won't you leave me done?’

“Don’'t you even remember?’



The Daughter of the Four of Pentacles walked back to the edge of the bottomless hole and placed her
foot firmly on the end of the board. She leaned forward suddenly, and the board bounced alittle, and
Soldier had to hold her arms out like atrapeze artist to keep from faling off.

“Don't dothat,” Soldier yelped. “Areyou crazy?’

“August twelfth, 1929, the girl said, and then she made the board bounce again. “ They took him away
on August twelfth, 1929. It was aMonday night. It wasraining.”

Soldier pinwheded her arms once, twice, then stood very till until she was sure shewasn't going to fal.
She was good with numbers. Madam Mnemosyne said she was “ quite precocious at arithmetic,” and it
took her only amoment to figure out that the brown girl had been shut away in the dtic of the yellow
house for more than seventy-eight years.

“You'rean old woman,” Soldier said. “Y ou might look like you' re only twelve, but you'reredly an old
woman.”

“I’m not an old woman,” Pearl replied. “I’m not an old woman, because there’ sno time up here
anymore, except when the attic door’ s open. The clocks only tick when the attic door’ sopen. It'sa
tempora contrariety, and I’m not even thirteen years old yet.” And then she bounced the board athird
time, and Soldier had to squat down to keep from faling off.

“It would be very easy to make mefall, Hester, if that' sredly what you want. All you'd havetodois
kick that end of the board over the edge.”

“That’ snot why they sent you up here. The Bailiff said that—"

“Then stop jumping on the goddamn board,” Soldier shouted as loud as she dared, even the effort of
shouting enough to make her wobble and bob, and she knew the wildebeest would be falling forever.

She was barely more than halfway across, and if she dipped, she'd gtill be tumbling after it, head over
hedls, ass over tits, when the universe had burned itsalf down to afrozen cinder. Her voice echoed
through the ancient timbers, off the distant walls of the cavernous attic, and the Daughter of the Four of
Pentacles cursed her, cursed dl the changelings and the ghul. And then she turned and ran, vanishing in an
ingtant into the gloom, as though the attic shadows were her true parents, and they would always be there
to keep her safe.

In the tunndl beneath Woonsocket, Soldier markstime in footsteps, in Odd Willi€' sragged, wheezing
breaths, in her own heartbeats. She doesn’t know how long they’ ve been following the passageway, not
in minutes and seconds, but it's been longer than she expected it would be. Odd Willie is muttering and
snickering to himsdf, and the smell of smoke has grown very strong. It stings her sinuses and makes her
eyeswater, and it'sno longer only the scent of woodsmoke; Soldier knows the smell of roasting human
flesh, and the air ingde the tunnel reeksof it.

“Yippee damn,” Odd Willie croaks. “WEe re going to a goddamn barbecue.”

“How about you shut up and concentrate on walking,” Soldier tells him, and just then Odd Willie dipson
abit of the glowing dime and dmogt fdls, dmost pulls her down with him. “ And watch your fucking step,
please”

“Miss Soldier here, shedon't like her no barbecue.” Odd Willie snickers. “Thislady takesit raw, or she
takesitnot at dl.”



And Soldier’ sabout to ask him how much farther until they catch up with the familiar, if the thing can tell
him that, when the main tunnel makes a sharp turn to the right and the incline grows suddenly much
steeper. There are sairs cut deep into the stone here, dick and worn down the middle from centuries of
use

“I think she went thataway,” Odd Willie says and points at the gairs, but that much isplain to seefrom
the phosphorescent goo streaking the walls. And then he dides easily from Soldier’ sgrip and sitsdown
hard on the bottommost step, hislong legs splayed out in front of him. “I can't climb those things, Soldier.
Not for dl the pussy in Chinacould | climb those goddamn things.”

“Wdl, I’'m not carrying you.”

“Thenyou'll just have to go on without me, Sarge,” he says, and Odd Willie Lothrop hacks out afeeble
laugh and wipes fresh blood from hislips. “ Tl Laural love her. Give my regards to fucking Broadway.
Tel me dear old mum she wasthe last thought on memind. But ain't no way I’ m climbing those fuckers.”

“It'sright up there, isn't it? He sright up there, Bdlou?”’
“And don’t you just fucking hate theirony,” Odd Willie says, and coughs and wipes his mouth again.
“Y ou should stop talking so much, Odd Willie. Y ou’ re wasting your strength.”

“And just what exactly, my lady sweet, am | supposed to be saving it up for? Are you perhaps hoping for
onelast go at theol’ arbor vitae here before the bitter end?’” and Odd Willie waggles hislimp penis at
her. “Onefind ride on the ham bone of love before abandoning poor Willie Lothrop to hiscrud, crud
fucking fae?”

“You' reasick fucking fuck,” she says and shakes her head, and Soldier wants more than anything to sit
down next to him and shut her eyesfor maybe five or ten minutes, just long enough to catch her breath.
But she' s pretty sureif she does that, she'll never get back on her feet and moving again. So, she glances
past Odd Willie instead, gazing up the long, uneven stairwell at the place where it endstwo or three
hundred feet farther on in abright smudge of restlessfirdight.

“But we' re so goddamn close. It' sright up there,” Soldier says and redlizes that the draft she felt outside
the ossuary earlier has changed direction, and now the hungry firein front of them isdrawing the air back
towardsit. “It'snot fucking fair.”

“Don’'t you go getting soft on me. Not thislatein the game. | till can't climb those sairs”

“I promised not to leave you,” she says, then pausesto swallow, her throat dry and sore and scratchy
from the smoke and everything else. “1 promised | wouldn’t leave you done down here...not dive.”

Odd Willie stops playing with himsdlf, spits, and lies back againgt the stone steps. “ And that wastruly
very noble of you, my captain. So don’t you think I'm not grateful. But I'm afraid you' re gonna have to
renege on that promise. Y ou kill me, Sparky up there goes bye-bye, and she might not be done with Big
Daddy Bdlou.”

“I'msorry,” Soldier says, ashamed that she fedsrdief a not having to kill Odd Willie, ashamed and
confused. “I’'ll come back for you if | can. | swear, if there’sany way.”

“Yeah. And maybeI’ll try crawling up those airs, just as soon as I’ ve found my second wind. Hope
springs fucking eternd, right? Now, get the hdll out of here, before | change my mind and make you do
something unplessant.”



And s0 she leaves him there and climbsthe stairs as quickly as she can. With every few steps, thelight at
the top of the stairs grows brighter, and it’ s getting hot, despite the cool, dank air being drawn up from
the tunnels below. She doesn't look back, because thereisn’t any point, no matter how ashamed she
might feel. No matter how fucked up things have gotten, and by the time Soldier reaches the brick and
mortar landing at the top of the sairs, she hasto shield her eyesfrom the light and can fed the hesat of the
flames beginning to sear her bare skin. There' s a stone archway and then a great chamber spread out
past the landing, what she takesto be anatura cavern uncovered during the ghouls' tunndling. There's
thick black smoke, oily and choking, and steam, and a blistering curtain of heeat that makesit hard to be
surewhat she sredly seeing and what’ s only amirage. The crumpled, blazing bodies of severa of
Bdlou' s changdings and mongrelslie near the landing. Soldier steps past them into the cavern, which
seems to have been long used as aburia chamber, moldering bodies wrapped in winding sheets and
skeletons tucked into hundreds of nooksin thewalls, and now she' swalking on stone that’ s hot enough
to scad her feet if she gands till too long.

In the center of the cavern are the remains of a bonfire, a guttering mound of charred wood heaped seven
or eight feet high, and avery tal, broad-shouldered man is standing directly in front of it. Glittering
embers swirl around him, filling the air, and he raises hisright hand so that Soldier can seewhat he's
holding. It's a stoppered bottle, and even through the smoke and heat haze, she can see that there's
something fiery trapped ingde. Hisyellow eyes glimmer triumphantly, and he smiles.

“It wasadamn good try,” he says, shouting to be heard above the roar of the flames. “I’ ve dways said,
an honest man gives credit wherever and whenever it’ sfucking due. Mr. Lothrop isto be commended. |
lost some good men before | finally managed to get this beast under control. A goddamned ementdl. |
ask you, now, who' d have thought such athing from atwerp like Willie Lothrop?’

Soldier looks around the chamber, and sees that there are others, crouched in the shadows or dinking in
through the entrances to other tunnels, emerging through cracksin the walls. Some of them are human,
some of them aren’t, but most she couldn’t say for sure.

“The Bailiff sent me heretokill you,” she shouts back at George Ballou.

“Yes, | know. MissWhitewas very clear on that point. She inssted we should have killed you straight
out. Why take chances, she said. Why fuck around? She' s usualy a cautious woman, but me, | do admit
| like alittle sport now and again.”

“They sent me hereto kill you,” Soldier says again, and Ballou nods and sets the bottle holding Odd
Willie sfamiliar down on the ground at hisfeet. The assembling crowd of changelings and haf-breeds
and ghouls beginsto chatter and bark excitedly among themselves.

“Wdl then,” says George Ballou, and he dipsavery large hunting knife from along scabbard on hisbelt;
the blade flashesin thefirdight. “Let’s start the fucking dance, shal we?’

SEVEN
Star

| t'salittlewarmer ingde the old tunnd, if only because Emmie sfindly out of the storm, out of the wind
and snow. But the subterranean air is stale and stinks of neglect and the tiny, long-stemmed mushrooms
growing from the old railroad ties. Their caps are neither red nor white, but not exactly pink, either, and
Emmiefigures she'd probably dieif she wereto est one of them. Thetunnd isflooded on ether side of
the tracks, but the brown girl has assured her the water isn’t deep. The smooth cement wallsrise up
around them, converging overhead in awide arch encrusted with icicles and stained with the soot of



forgotten trains. Emmie can see because the brown girl is carrying some sort of fist-sized flashlight or
lantern, something she pulled from a pocket of her dress shortly after they entered the darkness. Emmie
thinksit looks more like asnow globe with alightbulb seded up insde than any sort of flashlight, but
when she asked the girl what it was, she wouldn't say, only that it was one of her father’ s experiments,
and sheredly shouldn’t have brought it down from the attic. No one was ever supposed to touch her
father’ sthings, she said, not even her. The brown girl holdsthe light above their heads and walkstoeto
hedl, balanced on one of the sted ties, and the yellow-white light rains down around them. Emmie stays
off therails, because they look dick with moisture and afuzzy sheen of charcod-colored mold; the
thought of losing her footing and falling into the scummy black water makes her fed queasy. So, instead,
shefollowsthe girl by keeping to the haf-submerged string of wooden palletslaid down over therailroad
ties

The only sounds are their footsteps and a steady dripping from somewhere nearby, but the tunnel makes
the mogt of it, seizing every footfdl and theirregular xylophone beet of water striking water, magnifying,
reverberating, and, “1 bet thisiswhere the King of Echoes hid from the Queen of Silences,” the brown

girl says.

Emmie glances back over her |eft shoulder, but they’ re far enough inside now that she can no longer see
the pae glow of the entrance.

“Wherearewe going?’ she asksthegirl. “How much farther isit?’

“Wall, truth betold, I’ ve never been down here,” the brown girl confesses. “But | can't imagineit could
be very much farther. Barnaby said to just keep walking the tracks westward, and we' d cometoiit,
eventudly.”

“Who' s Barnaby? And what are we looking for, anyway?’

“You redly do ask an awful lot of questions, Emma Jean Silvey,” the brown girl says, and thelight in her
hand bobs and sways when she amost |oses her balance. The shadows on the walls bob and sway, too,
and Emmie holds her breath for amoment until she' ssurethegirl isn't going to fall.

“Becareful! If you drop that thing, if it broke, we' d never find our way out of herein the dark.”

“Oh, don't be so melodramatic. All we'd haveto do iswalk back out the same way we camein. We
might misstep and get our feet wet, but | know the way back. So do you, Emma. And besides, if this
broke,” and she nods at the globe, “we wouldn’t have to worry about finding our way back. We
wouldn't livethat long.”

Emmie amost asks her what she meant by that, that they wouldn't live that long, but then decides she
doesn’t want to know.

“Barnaby’sjust aghoul, that’sdl,” the brown girl continues. “They aren’t dl completely terrible. Some of
them are decent enough people. | helped him find something that he'd lost, and, in return, he helped me
get out of the houseto assist you and Soldier.”

“Who's Soldier?” Emmie asks.
“You'll see” the brown girl replies. “We shouldn’t get too far ahead of ourselves.”
“I'mtired,” Emmie says and stopswalking. “I’'mtired, and I’'m sick of riddles, and I’m hungry, too.”

“Barnaby said that there’ d be allittle food. He put it there himsdlf. If the rats haven't found it.”



“Deacon’ s probably looking for me by now,” Emmie says, and peers over her shoulder again; there's
nothing back there but the dark. “He s probably already cdled the police.”

“Y ou shouldn’t worry about the police,” the brown girl says. “They won't find us here. They likdy
couldn't if they tried. But they won't. Try, | mean.”

“Hell think I'm logt. HE |l think I'm freezing to desth out in the snow.” And Emmieimagines Deacon
searching the big house for her, searching it twice over, top to bottom, then searching the front yard, the
backyard, and finally looking up and down the length of Angell Street, banging hisfists on doors, talking
to people he doesn’t know because maybe one of them saw her. Sheimagines him getting scared,
shouting her name over and over until he' shoarse. Then he' d go back home and call the police. He d cdll
the hospitas. He might call Sadie; he'd think it was her faullt.

“Thereitis,” the brown girl saysand points a something rising from the gloom and the water at the right
sde of thetracks.

Emmie saresat it amoment, trying to make sense of the strange, twisting angles and unexpected bulk of
thething. Her first impression isthat she must be seeing the rusty red-brown cargpace and jointed legs of
some gigantic lobster or crab that’ s dragged itself up from the icy water, which must be much deeper
than the brown girl said to ever hide such athing asthat. And now the monster is perched right there at
the side of the railroad tracks, waiting to devour them both.

“I told you. | knew that Barnaby wouldn't lieto me,” the brown girl saysand smiles.

It sonly acar, Emmieredlizes. Only ashitty old car that someone sdragged in here, her mind dowly
making sense of the snarl of rusted meta, dowly recognizing the familiar made unfamiliar by thedim light
and years of corrosion. A stripped and burned-out wreck missing its roof, not agiant crustacean after al,
not something with pinching claws and blazing eyes set on twitching stalks. Emmie slegsfed week, and
sheimagines Deacon trying to tell the police what she looks like, what she might be wearing, Deacon
trying to remember what her coat |ooks like, wondering which coat she' s wearing. And maybe the police
would ask if he' d been drinking. Maybe they’ d figure out he was drunk, or think he was crazy and was
only hallucinating that he had a daughter who was lost somewhere in the snow, being chased by monsters
and hiding in old raillway tunndls.

“I know it doesn’'t look very inviting,” the girl says, “but, sometimes, lookstruly can be deceiving, Emma
Jean.” And then she steps off the rall and over something crushed and folded in upon itsdlf that Emmie
thinks might once have been the driver-side door.

“Y ou're gonnacut yourself and get tetanus,” Emmietells her, because that’ s what Deacon would
say—You'll get lockjaw climbing around on something like that—but then the girl’ s staring back at her
from the middle of the wreck, and Emmie reminds hersdf it'sdl only adream. Y ou don’t catch diseases
in dreams, and even if you do, you don’t wake up sick.

“It'sgot to be here somewhere; I'm sure of it,” the brown girl says, holding the bal of light out in front of
her as she examines dl the crannies and corners and the gaping holestorn in the metal. Emmieisn't
exactly sure what the brown girl’ slooking for, so she waits and watches at the edge of the train track
ingtead of following her insde the wreck.

“What’ syour name?’ she asks.

The brown girl stopslooking for whatever it is she’ slooking for and stares at Emmie a moment without
replying.



“Forget it. You don't haveto tell me,” Emmie says, “not if you don’t want to, not if it'sa secret or
something.”

“No, it'snot asecret,” the girl replies. “It' sjust not something | have much use for anymore. Sometimes |
amost forget about it. Isn't that odd?’

“Wdll, you know my name,” Emmie says and leans closer, and now she can see that someone’ sgoneto
the trouble of wrapping what remains of the car’ sfront seat beneath a couple of heavy blue blankets. “I
could St down there” she says, “if you don't mind?’

“Of course,” the brown girl says and shakes her head. “Why didn't I think of that?” And it takes Emmie
acouple of secondsto redlize that of course wasn't an answer to her question. The brown girl gets down
on her knees and holds the globe so she can see whatever’ s under the front seat. When she stands up
again, she’ sgrinning and holding abrown paper bag.

“See?’ shesays. “Barnaby’ sthe most reliable ghoul | ever met.” Thetop of the bag isrolled closed, and
the brown girl unrollsit and looksinsde. “My name' s Pearl,” she adds.

“You're not redly going to eat something you found in here, are you?’ Emmie asks and points again at
the seat wrapped in blue wool blankets. “Isit okay if | sit down?’

“If that’ swhat you want to do. I’d wager Barnaby put those blankets there for us, too. He can be very
thoughtful.”

Emmie steps off the pallet onto therail, which isat least as dippery asit looked, and then she works her
way carefully past the sharp edges of the twisted door frame to stand beside the girl whose nameis
Pearl.

“There are sandwiches,” Pearl says, dill staring into the paper bag, “and two pears, and | think that might
be...oh...wdl, ghouls have their own ideaof food, you know. But the sandwiches are probably fine, and

the pears.”

Emmie sits down; the springs beneath the blankets make a soft, crunching sort of sound, and shesinksa
few inchesinto the seet. It fedsgood, being off her feet after the long walk, better than sitting down has
ever fdt before, shethinks, and it would be easy to shut her eyes and go right to deep. She pulls off her
mittens and gloves and stuffsthem into her coat pocket.

I’'m already adeep, shetdls hersdf, so maybeif | shut my eyes, I'd wake up instead.

“I hopeyou likeliverwurst,” Pearl says, and Emmie seesthat she' s taken one of the sandwichesfrom the
bag and is pedling back the waxed paper it' swrapped in. “Because | think that’s what we have here.
Liverwurst and cheese and horseradish sauce.”

“I've never egtenit,” Emmie says, leaning back in the seet, “but it sounds disgusting.”
“It’ sjust sausage made from pigs' livers, mostly.”

“No, thank you,” Emmie says and makes aface. “Besides, | don't eat food someoneleft lying around in
aboarded-up train tunne full of rats and mushrooms and who knowswhat else.”

“Suit yoursdf,” Pearl tdllsher. “But you said you were hungry,” and then she Sits down beside Emmig,
and the car seat creaks again. The brown girl setsthe glowing orb on what’ sleft of the dashboard, puts
the bag on the seat between them, and takes abig bite of the sandwich. Emmie ignores her and watches
the snow globe thing instead. Up close, it doesn't look like it hasalightbulb insde. It lookslikethereé sa



sun trapped within the orb, a star no bigger than avery large jawbreaker. She startsto touch the snow
globe, and Pearl mumbles something around a mouthful of liverwurst and bread, and Emmie pulls her
hand back and apologizes.

“What' sin there?’ she asks. Pearl swallows and wipes her mouth. 1t dmost lookslike astar,” Emmie
sys.

“Itisadar. That'sone of my father’ slater experiments, and he' s extremely proud of it. He was careful
to take a star none of the astronomers had ever seen, so no one would missit. It came from somewhere
near the congtellation Cassiopeia, | believe.”

“That' simpossible,” Emmie says and squints at the bright thing suspended at the heart of the orb.

“Bethat asit may, it'sdtill astar,” Pearl tells her and tears away a piece of waxed paper to expose more
sandwich.

“Y our father put starsingde snow globes?’

“It'snot asnow globe,” Pearl says, glancing up from her sandwich. “1t’ sal very complicated, but my
father moved places and moments. He was studying spatial and tempora trand oceation for the ghouls,”
and the way she says trand ocation makesit sound like the most important word in the world. “But you
shouldn’t stare at it too long. It could hurt your eyes. Y ou might even go blind.”

“Yeah,” Emmie saysvery softly, not quite whispering, “if you say s0.”

“You might at least have one of the pears,” Pearl tells her, looking into the brown bag again. “They're
perfectly fine, | promise, and you ought to eat something. Y ou'll need your strength.”

“No, Pearl. | need to go home. | need to wake up.”

Pearl sighs and takes another bite of the sandwich. Emmie Stares at the snow globe again, at the Star.
“Widl, you should at least make up your mind,” Pearl sayswith her mouth full.

“What?’

“Make up your mind. Whether you want to go home or wake up. Whether you'reredly hereinthe
tunnel with me, or whether you' re only having abad dream.”

“Thisdoesn't fed like adream anymore,” Emmie says, and immediatdy wishesthat she hadn't, that
she' d kept that thought to hersdlf.

“There sareason for that, | suspect. But what do | know? | egt garbage and drag frightened little girls
away into blizzards when they have perfectly safe, warm houses.”

“If I believe you, Pearl, what happens next?” Emmie asksthe brown girl, turning away from the snow
globe, and her eyestrail ydlow-orange afterimages that refuse to go awvay when she blinks.

“That’ s not an easy question to answer,” Pearl tels her, “not even if you believe, and | don't think that
you do, which makesit harder.”

“Butif | did believeyou?’

Pearl dropswhat’ s left of her sandwich back into the brown paper bag, then rollsthe top closed again. “I
hate liverwurst,” she says. “My father never makes me eat liverwurst.”



“I want to go home,” Emmie says. “1 want to know if Deacon’s safe. | want you to tell me what happens
next. | want to know whenit'll be safe to go home again.”

“Youwant aterrible ot of things,” the brown girl replies. “Y ou may haveto settlefor less”
“Fine. | want to know what happens next.”

There' saloud booming sound then from the darkness waiting at the limits of the snow globe' sradiance,
and Emmie covers her ears and grits her teeth. She can fedl it in her bones, that sound, and it makes her
think of the thing she saw on Waterman Street, the thing that wasn't amammoth or amastodon or the
Wendigo, the thing riding the wind. The booming fades dowly away, but Emmie searsare dtill ringing
painfully, and something about the sound hasleft her dightly sick to her somach.

“Bevery, very quiet,” Pearl whispers and reachesfor the snow globe with the star inside. It seemsto
glow the smallest hit brighter when she’ stouching it. “ They don’t know we' re down here, and it can't see
or smell through solid rock, and it loathes the tunndl. So, we'll probably be safe if we just stay quiet.”

“| want to go home,” Emmie saysagain.

“I know,” Pearl tells her and holds the globe up, pushing back the darkness a scant few feet. “I know
you do. | want to go home, too, Emma Jean.”

“Hold my hand,” Emmie says, and the brown girl does, her hand colder than ice, colder than the silty
bottom of the deepest sea or the empty heart of a solar system whose star has been snatched away,
leaving behind only ice and the endless twinkling night and dead planets frozen straight down to their
cores. But Emmie doesn't et go, and they st together in the wrecked car, hand in hand, shivering and
waiting for the booming to come again, waiting for whatever’' s supposed to happen next. ..

...and when Emmie opens her eyes again, the cold and damp are gone, and she' s staring up into the
widest night sky that she’ s ever seen. There' sacool breeze—cool, but not cold—awind that smellslike
cinnamon and jasmine and dust, and when she sits up, she seesthat she' slying near the crest of an
enormous sand dune. The old railroad tunnel has vanished, the tunndl and the wrecked car and the girl
named Pearl. Instead, a vast desert stretches out around her, countless grains of sand to mock the tars
overhead, and there' s something dark sparkling wetly on the horizon, something she thinks might be
water, ariver or the sea. The moon is high and white and only afew days from full.

“Damnit,” she says, lying back down in the sand, which is still warm from the day before. “1’m not
awake. Maybe I’'m dead now, and | won't ever wake up again.”

“You're awfully young to be so concerned with what isand isn't adream,” someone says, an old
woman' s voice or only awoman’ s voice weathered and worn until it ssems old. Emmierolls over onto
her 1eft sSide, and the woman, who doesn’'t look old at dl, is squatting in the sand only afew feet away.
Her skinis black—not any shade of brown, but skin as perfectly, truly black as an obsidian arrowhead
or alicorice whip—and her amber eyes shimmer dimly. Her eyesremind Emmie of her own, though
they’ re more golden than yellow. The woman is dressed in white mudin, and her hair iswhite, too, not
gray, but white, arranged in long dreadl ocks reaching down past her shoulders, framing her high forehead
and cheekbones.

“I know the difference,” Emmie says, surprised that she' snot afraid of the woman, who she' s certain
was't there only amoment before. “I know when I’m dreaming.”



The woman smiles and takes adeep breath. “That'salot to claim,” she says. “ That’samighty conceit,
child.”

“| was here once before, wasn't |77 Emmie asks. “ These are the wastes at the end of the world.”

“It’ strue some people have caled them that,” the woman replies. “ And some other people have caled
them other things. Mysdif, I’ ve never thought them awaste, and thisis hardly the end of theworld. The
world goes on far beyond this place.”

“But | was here before?” Emmie asks her again, growing impatient and noticing that the woman's
earrings are the sharp teeth of sometiny anima strung on loops of silver wire. They glint in the bright
moonlight.

“Wereyou?’ the black woman asks. “Or was that only adream? If you know the difference—"

“Yes, it wasadream,” Emmie sighs, exasperated and in no mood for games, and she sinks back down
onto the warm, welcoming sand. “That’ swhat | meant to say. | was here beforein adream, just this
afternoon, when | fell adeep in my bedroom.”

“Wadll, if you say so, since you claim to know the difference.”
“Where d thetunnd go?” Emmie asks. “Where' s Pearl 7’

“It hasn't gone anywhere. It’ sright there beneath the hill, whereit’ s dways been. And Pearl’ swhere you
left her, adeep beside you. Don’'t worry about Pearl. She' s safe, for the time being.”

“That' sthe prettiest sky I’ ve ever seen,” Emmie says, though it's more than that, more than pretty, but
she can't think of the wordsthat would do it justice. Staring up at al those stars, at the brilliant swath of
the Milky Way, makes her alittle dizzy, and for amoment Emmie thinksit would be easy to fal, the sand
and sky reversed, and dl she'd haveto do is stop trying not to fall.

“It comfortsme,” the woman says, glancing up into the night. “When I’'m log, it hdpsmefind my way.”

“I'm afraid Pearl’snot right,” Emmietells the black-skinned woman.  She' s even weirder than me, and
that’ssaying alot. | think there’ s something wrong with her.”

“She misses her father,” the woman suggests.
“I’d be worried about her, if shewerered.”

Then neither of them says anything for aminute or two, and Emmielies till, listening to the wind blowing
through the dunes. | could lie here forever, shethinks. | could lie here forever, counting stars, and never
go back to that smelly tunnel. Never go back to the cold, or my room, or—

“But what about Deacon?’ the woman asks. “Wouldn't you misshim?’

“Of course I’d miss him. I’d miss him more than anything. But maybe he' d be better off. Maybe things
would be easier for himif | wasn't there, if he didn’t have to worry about me dl thetime.”

Thewoman picks up ahandful of sand and then letsit Sift out between her fingers, someof itiscarried
away on the breeze, and some of it falls back onto the dune. “I’ m going to ask something of you,” she

SayS.

“I don’'t even know who you are,” Emmiereplies.



“It'snot important who | am. | can’t tll you that, not tonight. But I'm till going to ask something of you,
something important.”

“You mean afavor?’
“Y ou could think of it that way, | suppose.”

“Deacon says | shouldn’t talk to strangers, so | doubt serioudly I’ m supposed to go around doing them
favors”

“When you first met Pearl,” the black woman says, “the day the horse waskilled, do you remember what
she said to you? She sad, ‘ Build me abridge, Emmie. | have long desired one.””

Emmie starts to ask the woman how she knows that, then decides there’ sno point, that it doesn’t matter
anyway, and she nods her head instead. “I told her shewasaloony bird,” Emmie says.

“But she wastdling you the truth. Y ou are a bridge builder. Indeed, you are a bridge yourself. Y ou span
the distance between humanity and the creatures Pearl callsthe Hounds of Cain.”

“The ghouls” Emmie mumbles and worksthe fingers of her left hand into and under the sand.

“Yes,” the black-skinned woman says. “ And they’ ve been seeking abridge as well. They have been
seeking a bridge desperately for thousands of years. Some among them believe they have found her, but
they’ re mistaken.”

“I don't know what you' re talking about.”

“Child, lissento me,” the woman says, her words have become urgent, half whispered, and she's
dropped down onto her hands and knees, her lips near Emmi€ sleft ear. For an instant she seemslike
something more anima than human, some night-colored, reptilian thing that deeps away the daysin
caverns beneath the shifting sand and dips out at sunset to stalk the desert. Her breath smells of ashes
and sage. “Ligten to what I’'m saying, child. Y our mother is a changeling, and your father was the son of
the union of achangeling and ahound. Thereisasecret locked up in your soul, aterrible secret that
would free the ghul, if they could only reach it. The hounds believe the bridge builder isthe daughter of
Deacon Silvey, but they’ re mistaken.”

“I’'m the daughter of Deacon Silvey,” Emmie says.

“One among them suspectsthe truth, | think, and he isthe one you must fear above dl therest. Heisnot
ahound, but he kegpstheir counsdl.”

“Thisisabig fat load of baloney,” Emmie says. “I’m going to wake up now. And not in that damned
tunndl, elther. I’'m going to wake up in my house, in my bed.”

“He |l have you dead, Emmig, if he getshisway.”

And Emmie s about to tell the woman to shut the hell up, to stop talking and go away and leave her alone
s0 that she can wake up, when something rises from the sand afew yards from her feet. The kedls of its
dusky scales scrape roughly across the sand, and its eyes shine bright and red, two holes burned deep
into the fabric of the night. Emmie has never imagined a snake even haf thisbig, and she' s seen pythons
at the zoo, pythons and even an anaconda from Brazil, but this snake makes them look like the worms
shefinds dying on the sdewak whenever it rains. The snake, if it isasnake, grinsand flicksitslong
forked tongue, and she can seethere are at least athousand needle teeth set into its jaws.



“Whatever have you found thistime, old whore?” the huge snake hisses, dragging more of itself up from
the sand, and the sides of its neck open wide like the hood of a cobra. Emmie beginsto scramble
backwards away from it, but the woman lays a strong hand on her shoulder and tells her not to move.

“You can't ever outrun it, child, though it would be pleased if you wereto try. Be dtill. Be ill and wait.”
“It'sonly adream,” Emmie says and shuts her eyes. “It’sonly adream, and I’ m going to wake up now.”

“Shareit with me,” the snake hisses. “1t’ saplump little thing. There' s plenty enough for us both, and
maybe even afew scrapsfor thejackas and vultures|eft over.”

“Stay away from her,” the woman saysto the snake. “ She' snot for eating,” and the serpent makesa
sound that isn’t alaugh, but Emmie knows it was meant to be.

“No?" the snake asks. “That’ stoo, too bad. But tell me, if it isn’t for eating, then what' sit for? Isit for
diversion, perhaps? For play? It's so soft, so pale, so, so young.”

“Go, Emmie,” the black-skinned woman says. “ Go now. Thisinstant. Y ou know the way back across. |
don’t expect you need me to show you.”

And she’ s surprised to find that she does know the way, sure as she knows all the scars that Deacon
says he got the day she was born or the winter-sky color of Sadi€’ s eyes, sure as she knows the way
from one sde of Angell Street to the other. She could do it blindfolded. She could doit in her deep.

“Who were you talking to just then?’ Pearl asks, and Emmie rubs her eyes and blinks, trying to
remember where sheis and why she' s so cold and hungry. “Where did you go, Emma Jean? What did
you see?’

“I didn’t go anywhere,” she mutters, remembering the railroad tunndl, the long walk through the storm,
the desert and the snake and the woman with amber eyes. “| fdl adeep, that’sdll.”

“Y ou were talking to someone. | heard you.”

“I wasdreaming,” Emmie says, and then shetdlls hersdlf that she’ still dreaming, that thisisonly the
outer dream wrapped around that darker inner dream. There could be alot more than two layers, she
thinks. It might go on forever, dreamswithin dreamswithin dreams, likeletting go of the sand and faling
up into the sky. “Anyway, it's none of your businesswhat | was dreaming.”

Pearl looks annoyed and offended, frowns, then turns away from Emmie and reachesfor her father's
snow globe, which istill Stting on the dashboard. “I do have my own dreams,” she says. “I certainly
don’'t have any need of yours. But we' d better get moving soon, changdling. Something’s coming. We
shouldn’t have dept solong.”

“What'scoming?’ Emmie asks her, stting up, hugging hersdf againg the dampness and the chill.

“Atfirg | thought it might only be Barnaby,” Pearl says, lowering her voice, and then she rubs her bare
hands over the surface of the glowing bdl, asif to warm them. “But there’ s more than one of them. The
tunnel connects with the warrens, back towards Benefit Street.”

“Y ou said we' d be safe—"

“Actudly, no. | said that we d be safe until morning, which it may well be by now, for al | know. By



now, Emma, they’ ve probably figured out where we are. If you St there talking long enough, you' re sure
tofind out.”

“Chrigt, Pearl. Just dow down, okay? I’ m not even awake yet. I’ m freezing and—"

“Swearing isasign of apoor upbringing. And, in any case, you probably shouldn’t talk so loud. They
have very good ears, the hounds. They can hear—"

“My upbringing is something el se that’ s none of your business. My upbringing has been just fine.”

“Wéll, Deacon’sadrunkard, and your stepmother’ s awitch who runs away whenever things get too
scary,” Pearl saysand glancesat Emmie.

“And just what the hell was your father, Pearl, putting starsinsde that...whatever that is...and leaving
you locked up in an attic. People who live in glass houses—"

“Point taken,” Pearl saysand shrugs. She stares down at the globe, looking deeply into it despite her
earlier warnings about damaged eyes and blindness; her face is underlit, washed in the softly pulsating
ydlow-orange-white light shining from the ball. Emmie squints and rubs her eyesagain.

“We'redill inthetunnd?” sheasks.
“Where €lse would we be, dear? Can’'t you hear them?”’

Emmie listens, holds her breeth and listens for at least afull minute, but she doesn't hear anything at dl
except the water dripping from the concrete celling to the flooded floor of thetunnd. “No,” she says. “I
can't. Maybe you' rewrong.” Her hands are cold, and she takes her gloves and mittens from her pocket
and puts them on again.

“Maybeyour ears arefull of wax and fluff,” Pearl saysand stands up. “There still apear left in the bag
that Barnaby brought for us, but I'm afraid we don't have time for breskfast, even if you' d deign to est
garbage| found in—"

“What will they do if they catch us?” Emmie asks, sanding up and peering into the darknessfarther along
therailroad tunnd.

“They’ll put meback in my attic. They aren’t alowed to hurt me, But | can't say precisdly what they’ll do
with you, except that it likely won't be pleasant. It won't be pretty.”

“1 was dreaming about awoman in adesert,” Emmie says, and looks back at the brown girl. “And a
giant snake that wanted to est me. The woman was about to ask me afavor, but the snake came along
before she got around to it. Now will you please stop acting like such abitch?’

Pearl pushes back her bangs, which have falen across her eyes, and then she glancesat Emmie. “A
woman with skin asblack asalump of cod?’ sheasks. “A kind woman with white hair?’

“Shedidn’t seem very kind to me,” Emmie says. “But her skin was black and her hair was white. Why?
Y ou know who sheis?’

“We should go now,” Pearl tells her, instead of answering the question. “Maybe if we head back the way
we came, they might not try to follow. If the sun’ s up, they won't follow us outside.”

“No. Firg, you tdl mewho sheis” Emmie says. She gtill hasn't heard anything but the dripping water
and isunconvinced that someone s coming for them. “ Tell me what she wants.”



“These days, they don't get fresh mest very often,” Pearl says, and begins climbing out of the car and
back onto the tracks. She moves dowly, the snow globe cradled in the crook of her left arm so both
hands are free as she picks her way through the wreckage.

“I could have held that for you,” Emmie says and points at the globe.
“No, you couldn’t have. There are rules. Hurry dong, Emma. They’re coming fast now.”

“Isshe one of them?’” Emmie asks, stedling another |ook into the darkness beyond the car before she
follows Pearl. “The black woman in the desert? Is she one of the ghouls?’

“Hardly,” Pearl replies. She' s standing on the wooden pallets between the rails now, holding the snow
globein her right hand. “Now stop your dillydalying, unless you want to wind up on Miss Josephine's
vivisection table”

“Why won't you tel mewho sheis?’
“There snot time. | cantell you later, unlessthey catch us, in which caseit won't matter.”
“I don’t know about you, but I’m smart enough to walk and talk at the sametime.”

“Sticks and stones, dear heart,” Pearl says, and then sheflips her head to one side and smilesa
conceited, ingncere amile.

| hate you, too, Emmie thinks, thinking it hard and sharp so maybe Pearl will overhear, wondering if she's
ever hated anyone or anything haf as much as she' s sarting to hate this strange girl. Emmie wishes that
she' d brought her cell phone, because then she' d know what timeiit is. If she had her phone, she could
call Deacon and tel him whereto find her, and he could stop worrying whether she' d been kidnapped or
murdered or worse.

“Nothing’scoming,” she says. “| have pretty good hearing, too. The doctor said so, and if there were
anything coming, I’ d have heard it by now.” But then she does hear something—awet and breathy sound
like panting dogs, the splash of feet moving quickly through the flooded tunndl. Her heart seemsto pause
between beats, her mouth gone dry and cottony, her left foot dangling halfway between the wrecked car
andthedick sted rall.

“You'll have to do better than that,” Pearl saysand pulls her the rest of the way down to the tracks.
Emmie amost falls, her feet dipping, balance lost, and she would have gone down facefirst in themud
and grave ballagt and splintery, rotting paletsif the brown girl hadn’t been there to catch her. “We ll try
to go back to the entrance,” Pearl says. “Maybe we can get outside and make it acrosstheriver.
Barnaby said there are placesto hide over there.”

“Let mego home,” Emmie says. Her legs are shaky, and shewantsto St down, wantsto cry. “Please,
Pearl. Just let me wake up and go home. | can’'t do thisanymore.”

“Stop whining and follow me,” the brown girl says and beginstowing her along the tracks, back the way
they entered the railroad tunnel. Emmie stumbles once or twice, the toes of her boots catching on the
edges of the pallets, but then she' srunning on her own. The panting sounds are getting louder, and the
gplashing feet, too, and Emmie doesn’'t know why it took her so long to hear them. Maybe, she thinks, |
didn’t hear them because they weren't there to hear. Maybeit’s only Pearl making those noises, making
me hear them. But she doesn’'t stop moving. There sno way to be sure of anything anymore, and she'd
rather run from make-believe monsters than find out that she' swrong. The soles of their boots are loud
againgt the boards, her bulky winter boots and the brown girl’ s ol d-fashioned lace-up boots.



“Wewaited too long,” Pearl says, out of breath, and she stops and |ooks hastily back over her shoulder.
The noise the ghouls are making is much louder now, and Emmie can hear them calling back and forth to
each other in guttural animal voices. “Y ou shouldn’t have wasted so much time.”

“No, Pearl, we can makeit. It'snot that far. We should be dmost there.”
“Then tell me, why can’t | seethe doorway out? We should be able to seeit by now, but it' s not there.”

“Maybe someone shut it,” Emmie says and reachesfor Pearl’ s hand, because they can’t stop running
now, not with those splashing, ye ping things bearing down on them.

“No, they’ ve changed something, Emma Jean. They’ ve changed the tunndl. Maybe thereisn’t adoor out
anymore. Maybe the tunnel just loops’round and ' round. Maybe—"

“That'scrazy. They couldn’t have changed the whole tunnd. We just haven’t gone far enough; that’ sal.”

Pearl sghs, and her breasth seamswhite in the cold air, a sudden rush of migt visblein the light from the
snow globe, there and gone in only an ingtant, and she looks down at the dien sunindgdethe glassbal.

“They can seeit, can't they?” Emmie asks, pointing at the snow globe. “We should hideit, get rid of it or
something. If they can seeit.”

“Of coursethey can seeit. But hiding it wouldn’t make any difference. They see better in the dark thanin
daylight. We rein their ement, Emma. And even if they were blind and desf, they’ d il find us by our
andl done”

“Why arewe just standing here?” And Emmie takestwo or three steps farther along the tracks, but Pearl
doesn’'t move. “Comeon,” shesays. “You don't know the door’ s shut. Y ou don’t know for sure.”

“Sometimes,” Pearl says, her words wrapped in avell of white breath, “ sometimes, Emma Jean, | think
that they’ ve killed him. Sometimes| think my father’ s never coming back because they’ vekilled him, or
they’ ve sent him so far from me he can never find hisway home again.”

“No placeisthat far away,” Emmietells her, and one of the palet boards cracks loudly beneath her feet,
and she takes another step. “Y ou can fly al the way around the world in just a couple of days, so
nowhere sthat far away.”

Pearl watches her amoment, her expression enough to say that she' s not sure if she knows what
Emmie stalking about. “My father never learned to fly,” she says. “ Once, ademon offered to teach him,
but he was never interested.”

“Airplanes” Emmie says. “I meant flying in airplanes”

“Oh, agroplanes. Yes, of course that’s what you meant. But there are many, many places where
aeroplanes cannot go, Emma Jean Silvey. Mogt places, in fact.”

“Hester? Hester, can you hear me?” avoice calls out from the murk, someone or something haf barking,
half speaking, and Pear] bites at her lower lip and Sghsagain.

“That’ sBarnaby,” she says and smiles, but not arelieved or happy smile, asad, disappointed sort of a
amile. “They probably threstened him. He must have lost his nerve. He didn't have that much to start
with. Do you know the way back to the desert, back to the black woman?’

“Pearl, that was only adream.”



“Youthink thisisonly adream.”

“Hester, you must stop running now. No one wants to see harm cometo you, | promise. They’ll take you
home again; that'sdl.”

“Home again. Back to the dtic,” Pearl says softly and looks from the glowing ball to Emmie. “If you
know how to return to her, perhaps you should go. Sometimes there' s no point running away, because
you can't run fast enough or far enough to make any difference.”

And then Emmie grabs her arm and tries to drag her forward. But Pearl shakes her head and digs her
hedsin. The ghouls are very close now, close enough that Emmie thinks she can sméll them, atink like
spoiled meat and wet dog, like old cheese and boiled cabbage.

“No,” Pearl says, wrenching her arm free of Emmi€ sgrip. “I told you, they won't hurt me. They
wouldn’t dare, and maybe | can tal them here. And if you can find your way back to her...Here. Take
this....” And she shoves the snow globe that isn’t asnow globe into Emmi€e shands. Emmie€ sso
surprised she dmost dropsit. It's much heavier than she expected and so cold that she can fed it straight
through her mittens and gloves, so cold it dmost burns her skin.

“But you just said | couldn’t touch it,” Emmie protests, wanting to give it right back. The cold’ s bad
enough, the cold and the weight, but there’ s something more coming from the orb, something she could
amost mistake for music, the most dreadful music she’ sever heard. “ Y ou said there were rules.”

“For pity’ s sake, there snot time left to argue,” Pearl snaps and pushes her so hard that Emmie amost
loses her footing. “ Run, you slly littleidiot. If you can find the way back, run asfast and far away from
this place asyou can go.”

And then something lopes out of the shadows and into view, something moving on al foursthat sopsa
few feet from Pearl and stands up straight and tal on itslong and spindly hind legs. Its matted belly fur is
dirty blond in the starlight from the globe, and itsthick black lips fold back to reved teeth the color of
antiqueivory. Itseyes arethe color of fire.

“Where sBarnaby?’ Pearl asksthe thing, turning away from Emmie. “I heard him. Whereis he?

“Barnaby will beaong directly,” the thing barks back at her and wrinklesits nose. “Don’t you fret about
Master Barnaby. But that one there” —and the ghoul points aclaw at Emmie—"that one has become a
matter of sgnificant concern. Step asde, Hester.”

And so Emmieruns, the freezing bal of light clutched tight to her chest, her head quickly filling up with its
song. But she'sgone only afew feet when one of the pallet boards snaps beneath her, and she pitches
forward. Behind her the ghoul has begun to howl, and before her the railroad track has dissolved into a
sky full of stars, opening wide to take her back. Emmie shuts her eyes and letsit have her.

“I dways knew you' d be back, someday or another,” the black-skinned woman says and smiles. “ It was
redlly only ameatter of when and where.”

Emmie’ s standing with the woman &t the very top of an extraordinarily high sand dune, watching as
Pearl’ s snow globerolls away down the steep dope, throwing up afine spray of sand asit goes. It
dipped from her mittened hands when she opened her eyes and saw the wide blanched sky and the
yellow-brown expanse of the desert, the undulating dune fields broken only by afew scattered outcrops
of weathered rock. Thistime the woman iswearing along-deeved, ankle-length thobe dyed avery pae



blue with tiny red and silver beads embroidered about the neckline. She' s barefoot, and there' s a short
sword or along dagger tucked into alength of cloth cinched about her waist.

“Crap,” Emmie says and begins unwinding the a pacamuffler from around her throat, because the sun
hereis bright and hot, and she' s already sweseting undernesth her heavy winter clothes. “1 wasn't
supposed to drop that.”

“Don’t worry. It won't go very far,” thewoman says. “No farther than it can roll. W€ ll fetch it back.”
“Butif it breaks—"
“It'snot going to break. Trust me.”

Emmie drops the muffler to the ground at her feet and unzips her coat. “Pearl pushed me,” she says,
diding her armsfree of the deeves. “I told her we could makeit if she'd run, but she pushed me.”

“She must have been very afraid for you,” the woman says. “1 expect the dchemist’ s daughter knows
well enough what the hounds would have done had they caught you.”

Before, in the dark with only the waxing moon for light, Emmie hadn’t redized how beautiful the woman
was. By daylight, the sun glints off her ebony skin and catchesin the dazzling topaz facets of her irises.
She might be the most beautiful woman in the world, Emmie thinks and sits down in the sand. She might
be an Ethiopian or Egyptian princess disguised as a Bedouin bandit.

“It' salong way down,” Emmie says and points at the orb, still rolling towards the bottom of the dune,
the place where this dune finally ends and the next begins. “Isthat big snake till around here?’ she asks
and glances up at the woman.

“Oh, don't you bother yoursdlf about him. That wasfar ago and long away. A lot has changed since
then.”

Emmie pulls off her gloves, the right and then the left, and she lays them neatly on top of her mittens.
“Y ou mean long ago and far away,” she says, and then she takes off her sweater, foldsit, and putsit on
the ground next to her coat and gloves and mittens.

“I think that | know what | mean, child,” the woman replies, and squatsin the sand next to Emmie.
“Anyway, the stone drakes are dl but extinct. He was one of thelast.”

“Thisislike Narnia, isn't it?” Emmie asks and wipes her siweaty hands on her pants. “Like when Lucy
and Susan and Peter and Edmund go back to Cair Paravel, and it’ s only been ayear for them, but in
Narniait’s been ages sncethey left, and everything's changed.”

“I certainly wouldn't say that everything's changed,” the black-skinned woman tellsher. “Infact, it's
pretty much the same around here asiit has been since the sea dried up and the dunes and sdlt flats came
to tekeits place. But, yes, the drakes are gone, which isredly only agood thing. They werefoul,
intemperate beasts”

“It wanted to eat me.”

“Well, you can't redlly blame him for that. A creature, even awicked one, cannot be faulted smply for
wanting to eat, and out here, very few creatures can afford to be picky.”

Emmie stands and brushes sand and dust off the seat of her pants. She doesn't fed like arguing with the
woman about whether or not the snake had aright to try to eat her, and she points at the orb again,



which hasfinally stopped rolling and lies partly buried at the base of the dune. “I should go get it now. |
probably shouldn't just leaveit lying there like that.”

“No,” thewoman says. “Y ou probably shouldn’t.”

“Y ou never did tell me what the favor was, what you wanted to ask meto do.” And then Emmie starts
down the dune before the woman can reply. Each step she takestriggers asmall avalanche of sand that
spills out before her in gleaming fan-shaped flows. Narrow rivulets break free and meander repidly
towards the bottom, and Emmie thinksit' saimost amiracle, al these millions or billions of grains of sand
balanced here by the wind, laid one atop the other and nothing to hold them in place but gravity.

“| thought you didn’'t do favorsfor strangers,” the woman says, starting down the dune after her.

“I’ve decided Deacon might approve of you,” Emmie replies and stops so the black-skinned woman can
catch up. “You told the snake it couldn’'t est me.”

“| see. Then | suppose that was very shrewd of me, wasn't it? Do you il think you' re dreaming?’

Emmie stands staring at the streams of sand winding their way downhill, and she noticesasmdll gray
lizard that her footsteps have disturbed. It scurries away and burrows into the dune.

“I think maybe it doesn’t matter,” she says. “If it'sall adream, then I’ll wake up sooner or later, unless
maybe|’m in acomaor something. And if it snot adream, | won't wake up. But either way, | think that
| should at least try to do the right thing. Just in case.”

“Emma Jean, do you believe that you know what the right thing is?’

“I'monly akid. I know what Deacon and Sadie tell meisright, but sometimesthey contradict each
other. I know what I’ ve read in books. | know what my teachers say.”

“And, more important, you know what you fed inyour heart isright,” the woman says and continues past
her down the dune.

“I'monly akid,” Emmie saysagain. “So | might bewrong. | might haveit al turned around backwards.”

“I'mwrong al the goddamned time,” the woman laughs and looks over her |eft shoulder at Emmie.
“Don't you start thinking that getting older makes much difference about knowing the right from the
wrong.”

Emmie watches the woman for amoment, then follows her, and when they reach the foot of the dune,
Emmie picks up the orb, but immediately dropsit again. Even after baking under the desert sun, the
thing s till freezing cold to the touch. “I don’t know if | can carry it,” she saysand blows on her fingers.
“I'll get frogthiteif | try to hold that thing for very long. | don’t know how Pearl wasdoing it.”

“I'm afraid you' Il need your gloves after al,” the black-skinned woman says, and Emmielooks back up
the towering dune to the spot where she | eft the discarded pile of clothing and groans.

“Crap,” she saysand sits down beside the orb. There’ s sweat dripping from her face, speckling the sand,
and her T-shirt’sadready soaked Straight through. “1’ll have aheart attack.”

“I can carry it back to the top for you,” the woman says. She knedls beside Emmie and liftsthe glowing
orb, blows some of the dust and sand away, and then rubsit clean against the front of her blue thobe.

“Doesn’'t it burn you?” Emmie asks, and the woman shakes her head.



“Getting old might not teach you right from wrong, but it can give you thicker skin.”
“Youdon't look old.”

“Which should be alesson to you, child.” Then the woman gazesinto the glass ball and licks her lips.
“Amazing,” shewhispers. “ Such an amazing and blasphemous thing thisis. Perhapsit’ s best, what the
hounds have done with the magician.”

“| don’t believeingod,” Emmie says.

“A thing can be blagphemous,” the black-skinned woman tells her, “whether there sagod involved or
not. This,” she saysand tapsafingernail against the orb, “thisthing isa perversion, ablasphemy. The
merefact of itsexigenceisacrime againg theworld. It swrong, Emmie.”

“| thought so, too. But | don’t think Pearl agrees.”
“Pearl loves her father, and sometimeslove can blind usto the truth of things.”

Emmielooks back towards the top of the dune again, squinting at the sun reflected off the sand. “I
suppose we should get started,” she says, “if we haveto walk dl the way back to the top for my gloves.
And if you're still going to ask me for afavor, maybe you should ask mefor it now, just in case | do have
aheart attack or a heatstroke and die.”

The woman nods her head and blinks, looking away from the orb. “ There' s a changeling woman whom
the hounds call Soldier. Y ou haveto go to her, Emma Jean Silvey. And you have to carry thisthing to
her. She' s close to death and in great danger, and there’ s not much time left.”

“Pearl said something about her. | asked who Soldier was, but she wouldn't tell me. She said we
shouldn’t get too far ahead of ourselves.”

The woman turnstowards the orb again. “ Soldier’ sthe true daughter of Deacon Silvey,” she says. “ She's
the one the hounds thought might at last build their bridge away from thisworld. She'spaid an
unspeakable price for their beliefs, and your fates, yours and Soldier’ s, are bound almost inextricably one
unto the other.”

“Deacon ismy father,” Emmie says, standing up.
“Helovesyou,” thewoman says. “Y ou mean everything to him.”
“And you have no right saying he' snot my father.”

The woman sighs, and for amoment the sun sedled insde the orb dims. “That’ sthe favor | ask of you,
child. It'smore than anyone should ever ask of another, but these are desperate times. If youdo as|’ve
asked, you'll learn the truth of things, and in the end you'll curse me for that knowledge. Would there
were any other way.”

“She' sredly dying?’ Emmieasks

“Yes. She' sdying and lost in adark place, and very soon she'll stand before afoe amost as
blasphemous asthis vile thing,” and the woman nods at the glass orb. “1 can show you the way down to
her, the correct where and when, but it has to be your choice.”

“Thisisn't redly likeNarniaat dl, isit?’

“No,” thewoman says. “It’ snot.”



“Could you aso show me the way home, if | wereto say no? Could you show me the way back to
Providence?’

“There sno need. Y ou dready know the way home.”

“Crap,” Emmie says again, and then she begins climbing the dune, but the sand shifts and dides out from
under the soles of her boots, and three steps only carries her right back to the bottom.

“I know ashortcut,” the black-skinned woman says.
“Do you haveaname?’ Emmie asks her.

“Oh, I’ ve had many names, but I’ ve found it’ susualy best | keep them to mysdlf,” and then thewoman
takes Emmi€e shand in hers, and the desert dissolves, collgpsing into stars and empty space the same
way that the railroad tunnel dropped away after Pearl pushed her. The scorching desert day is replaced
by night, atwinkling indigo seaof congtdlations, and Emmiethinks about dl the questions she wishes
she' d asked the black-skinned woman with topaz eyes and waits for the long fall to end.

EIGHT

| nter sections

A nd from the starry place, dl things are possible, and, perhaps, dl things are dso probable. Possihility is
infinite here, and possibility collides, in spiraling space-time fusillades, with probability at every turn. The
unlikely and the never-was become, for flegting ingstants, the actual and the inevitable and the black facts
of atrillion competing histories, each entirely ignorant of al the others, each confident that it’ sthe only
true history. Emmie iswearing her gloves and down coat again, her dpaca muffler and her mittens, and
she clutches the glass orb as she dips between everything that was and is and never quite shal be.
Sometimes she shuts her eyes, because there are things she cannot comprehend and would rather not
see, and sometimes she opens them wide and wishes that she could see more clearly and more fully
understand what she' s seeing.

The stars, and the amost empty spaces between the stars.
Light and darkness and things that are not exactly either one or the other.
Countless detours on the road the black woman hastold her to follow...

~A girl inan attic, agirl who isn't Pearl, holds awooden anima out over awide hole that has no
bottom—and she dmost dropsit in, then decides the wooden animal isn't hersto drop. Instead she sets
it down on the dusty floor and steps back from the edge of the abyss.

~ Sadieisreading Emmie The House with aClock in Its Walls by John Bellairs, but this Sadie has only
one hand, and she turns the pages with two shiny steel hooks strapped somehow to the stump of her left
wrist. This Sadie hasred hair, like her red door, like the red of pomegranates.

~ “What about a carriage ride?’ Hunter Fontana asks, and Sadie says no, she' s heard terrible things
about the way the horses are treated, and the three of them go back inside the museum to see the blue
whaleinstead.

~ A cardless elbow, and a paperweight that isn’'t apaperweight at al rolls off the edge of an dchemist’s
workbench. There' s a breathless moment when the air smellslike gardenias and millipedes, and then a
blinding flash of light, and the world vanishes, and Emmieis never born and Deacon is never born and the



solar systemisonly an ember.

~ The woman from the train, the woman with the Seal of Solomon tattooed on her hand, pressesthe
barrd of agunto apriest’ s head. Her finger tightens on the trigger, and she curseshim. The priest is
begging for hislife, begging her to understand that he had no choice, that he never had achoice. Then he
wets himself and sinksto hisknees, histears and urine dripping to the floor of a darkened room. She
spitson him, and afew moments later, she places the gun to the soft spot beneath her jaw. The priest
screams when she pullsthetrigger.

~ Saturday afternoon in the Kingston Station, and Emmie tells Deacon that she' ssick to her ssomach,
that she thinks she’ s going to vomit, and wants to go home. On the way back to Angell Street, he talks
about blackbirds.

~ Another gun, thisonein the hands of atdl, paemaninaDunkin’ Donuts, and he shoots an old lady
firgt, then the woman behind the cash regigter, then...

Concentrate, the woman in the desert tellsher. Y ou get lost out there, and you' | never get found again.
But there are so many diverging paths.

There are SO many choices.

Emmietriesto look away, fightsto keep her eyeson theinvisible, intangible current pulling her dong
towardswherever it is she' smeant to be. But faces flicker and moments flash al around her.

~Andbino girl in sunglasses, hitchhiking beneeth a scalding Southern sun. At first, Emmiethinksthe girl
isaone, but then she seesthe thing following her. The dbino girl thinksit' san angd.

~ Deacon, but he’' sayoung man, and he stands at a rusted iron gate leading into atunnd, into the
limestone heart of amountain. It sraining, and heliftsapair of bolt cutters and clamps them shut on the
hasp of alock. The padlock fals away and splashesin the mud at hisfeet. Someone giggles, and the gate
creaks open.

~ A snowy night at the edge of the sea, and a house burns, avery old and haunted house, evil beyond
reckoning, and insde agirl named Narcissa Snow dies with her grandfather.

~ Onthetrainto New Y ork, awoman watches Emmie from across the aide. Emmie wishesthat she'd
stop, because there’ s something about the woman that makes her nervous, something that frightens her.
The woman smiles at her and starts to stand up, but then someone takes the empty seat next to Emmie,
and the woman sits down again. She gets off a Old Saybrook.

~ Deacon’ s bedroom in their house on Angell Street, and he' s taken the box from beneath hisbed, his
cardboard box of secrets. He carriesit downstairs and out the front door to the place where they leave
the garbage cans by the curb. Emmiée swatching him from aliving room window. She'sonly Sx years
old, and she decides that whatever’ sin the box, it's probably nothing but old clothes or worn-out shoes
or something else she has no interest in. He comes back inside and fixes them hot dogs for dinner, and he
tells her avery funny story about how her mother once thought she' d found a dinosaur bone, but it turned
out she' d only found part of afoss| tree ssump instead.

~ A woman who looks alot like Chance Silvey isgitting in ahearse at the end of acountry road, talking



to aman named Sheldon. *“ Something’ swrong,” she says and rolls her window down just enough to toss
out the butt of acigarette. “1 don't know what, but something’ s gotten fucked-up.” It' sraining hard, rain
damming loud againgt the roof of the hearse, and aflash of lightning reved s the marshes at the edge of the
road and aramshackle building farther out. “Fuck it, Shelly. Let’ sget the hell out of here,” the woman
says, and the man named Sheldon shoots her in the face.

~ “She died when you were il just alittle baby,” Deacon tells Emmie and sips his beer. “Her namewas
Sadie, and she wanted to write books. I'll be damned if she wouldn't have gotten akick outtayou,
kiddo.”

Emmie looks back, hoping to see the black-skinned woman and the warm desert sun, hoping it’s not too
late to turn around and head back that way, hoping she knows how to turn around. But behind her there
isonly thevoid, the dipstream of her passage erasing atrillion possible outcomes to a hundred thousand
worldlines.

~ Deacon is standing on the front porch of their house talking to two policemen, and he' s barefoot
despite the snow piled high in the yard and at the edges of the porch. He s been drinking, and he calls
one of the policemen ason of abitch and a cocksucker, and the two officers exchange glances and
frown at each other. “We need you to comewith us, Mr. Silvey,” one of them says. “I'm sorry. | know
how hard this must be, but we need you to come down and look at the body, to be sure that it’s your
daughter.”

No, Emmie says and squeezes her eyes shut, her voicelost in the clamor of dl these possible existences
playing out around her. That’s not what happens. That'salie.

Then you' d better start looking whereit isyou' re putting your feet, the black-skinned woman says, or
maybe it sredly the girl from the attic who' stalking, or her stepmother. There' sno way to be sure. But
Emmie keeps her eyes closed and driftsin the current, letting it drag her she thinks, and then there’ s heet
and light and the smell of meat cooking reminds her how hungry sheis. In an ingant, adl potentia
collapses around her into and she opens her eyesin the hollow carved out beneath \WWoonsocket.

one moment
and

one place,

“I haveto admit,” George Ballou says, hisface agrinning mask of blood and grime and soat, “| was
expecting just awee bit morefrom ol’ Terpsichore' s prize bulldog. Y ou’ ve got me kind of fucking
disappointed here.” He' s squatting next to Soldier, who went down fast and hard shortly after Ballou
decided that he' d be better off fighting her with incantations than with knives. She’ slying naked at his
feet, her back and buttocks beginning to blister on the hot stone.

“Y ou're breaking my fucking heart,” she mumbles around a busted upper lip, and he daps her again.

Firdight fillsthe buria chamber and castswild, shifting patterns across the high walls as Ballou' s mongrels
feed amix of cordwood and corpses to the hungry flames. Some of the men and women and half-breeds



have begun afrenzied summoning dance, cavorting around and around and around thefire, shouting and
howling, taunting an unseen sky, cackling and recklesdy calling out the names of godsthat Soldier’ s been
taught never to speak aoud. The very few full-blooded ghouls present stand apart from al the others,
lingering in twos and threes near the periphery of the chamber, watching and waiting, patient and curious
asdl immortd things.

“Now look what you' ve gone and done,” Bdlou sghs. *'Y ou made me lose my goddamned train of
thought. No damn wonder the Bailiff decided he' d be better off without amouthy little cockshy like you.”

“Sowhy don’t you kill me, and then maybe I’ ll shut the fuck up,” Soldier says, she keeps her eyeson the
dancers and the bonfire because she' s dready seen more than enough of George Ballou. HE sa
mountain, aliving mountain dressed up in muscle and bone, asif that might be enough to hidethetruth,
and hiseyes blaze bright and vicious as any ghoul’s. Hislong gray hair is pulled back in aponytail that
hangs down past hiswaist; his huge knuckles are a patchwork of scars and fresh gashes, knuckleslike
the gnarled roots of an ancient willow tree, if any willow ever bled.

“Down here, Providence, we do thingsin my time,” hereplies and leans closer. His breath smellslike bad
teeth and wintergreen. “Down here, you diewhen | say you die. And I’ m thinking maybe that’ s gonna be
awhilelonger yet, seeing how you're hardly the hellcat | was led to expect. Y ou might even make a
halfway decent meretrice, once the dogs have softened you up alittle. We can always use fresh breeding
stock down here. And who'll be the wiser, en?’

“Kill her,” one of ghouls barks out above the roar of thefire. “ That was the bargain.”

George Ballou glares at the ghoul, then glances back down at Soldier. “Isthat 0?7’ he asks. “See, | don't
remember the exact wording. In fact, | don’t seem to remember anything quite that goddamned specific
aadl”

“Kill her,” the ghoul barks again, louder than before.
“Y ou shut the fuck up!” Balou shouts back. “ She'll die. When I'm done with her, she'll diejust fine”

“Maybetheleashisalittle shorter than you thought,” Soldier says, wincing at the heat and al the raw and
wounded places where his magick brushed againgt and through her. He grabs hold of her chin, forcing
her head up, forcing her to look into his glittering holocaust eyes.

“Don’'t you think for agoddamned minute | don’t know that game,” he snarls, baring his crooked yellow
teeth. “ That mouth might get you hurt alittle more, but it won't get you dead, Providence, not until I’'m
good and ready for you to be dead.”

“Just seemslikethat collar of yours might be getting tight,” she says through clenched teeth, and Balou
daps her again, thistime opening her left cheek with hislong nalils.

“Seewhat | mean? That hurts, but you' re till breathing. Want to try again? Who knows, you might get
lucky.”

Soldier doesn’'t answer him. Sherolls over on her left side and watches the dancers and the flames and
the darting, swooping shadows they’ re painting on the walls. There are tears streaming from her eyes
now, and she beginslaughing out loud so she won't start sobbing.

“Yeah, that’swhat | thought,” Ballou snorts. He shakes his head, and beads of sweat and spittle, snot
and blood spatter Soldier’ s naked body. “Damn, but those Benefit Street cunts are gonnawish they’d
been choosier about their messiahs. They’ re gonnawish they’ d put their money on ahorse that could



actualy fucking run, aren’t they, Providence? Maybe if they’ d ever gotten around to teaching you what to
do with that specid rewind switch you gat, if they hadn’t been too afraid to try, you might not bein this
predicament. Fuck it, you could just send us al back to next fucking Friday and be donewithit.”

“I don’'t know what the hell you' re talking about,” Soldier says and blinks back sat water and pain.
“Maybe you' ve got the wrong mouthy cockshy. Maybe—"

“Oh, no. No, don't you worry your pretty head about that. I’ ve got just exactly who and what | want,”
he says and getsto hisfeet. “George Balou does his homework, yes, ma am, and your friend Saben, she
might be adoppy killer and alousy fuck, but she's pretty good at keeping her promises. Y ou' re the one,
al right, the holy goddamned changeling whore that’ s supposed to lead them dl back to the land of milk
and fucking honey. Now, how about you hush up for half asecond or so, and I'll seeif | can’t loosen
you up mysdlf.” And he unzips his pants.

There' sasudden keening sound from the direction of the bonfire, something loud enough to rise above
the din echoing off the walls of the cavern, and acloud of sparks swirls up from the flames and hangs a
few secondsin the smoky air. The dancers cry out triumphantly and begin moving faster, their bare feet
dapping ash and paving stones, arms and legs adrunken blur, their matted hair and contorted faces
rendering them al but indistinguishable from one another. Soldier doesn't shut her eyes, and shetries not
to flinch asafew of the embers settle on her exposed skin.

Bdlou leans close again, and his penis dips out of his pants and dangles limply between hislegs. It's
tattooed to look like the head of a serpent.

“Seemsto melike they’ ve done sent you straight on down to hell, Providence,” he says, screaming at her
to be heard over the keening sound and dl the noise the dancers are making. “ But maybe you better shut
your eyesnow. Y ou're atough piece of snatch, all right, but everybody’ s got a breaking point, and I'd
like you sane and fully fucking cognizant of your Stuation when | finaly do get around to ditting that
swet littlethroat of yours.”

Soldier blinks, and there' sthe Bailiff watching her from the far sde of the bonfire, and it samost like
seeing him from underwater or seeing aghost of the man, the way the heat makes the light bend and
writhe.

Stay ignorant, he says, and someone will almost dways benefit from your ignorance, and then sheredizes
that it'snot the Bailiff at all, just one of the Woonsocket ghul, athin and mangy bitch waiting to see what

happens next.

“What do you want from me?’ Soldier asks, asking the Bailiff who isn't there, but Balou thinks she's
askinghim.

“No more than your masters and mistresses have ever wanted,” he says. “Y our soul. Y our heart, my
dear. Every iotaof your being. A little sport, whilewe re at it. Y our flesh and bones when there sno
more sport to be had.”

“I waan't talking to you.” someonewill amost way's benefit

“Whatever were they thinking, Providence, leaving you al aone, unprepared and unprotected? They've
dithered your life away, unable to make asmple decision. It al might have gone another way, but for the
turn of afriendly fucking card.”

Occasionally, the wegpons are reluctant to fulfill their purpose. Gunsjam. Arrows misstheir mark. Shots
gowild....



Bdlou touches her, his caloused padm moving dowly across her flat, hard belly, moving down towards
the bloodied tangle of her pubic hair, and he nips at her right shoulder with his sharp teeth.

“What do you want, George Ballou?’ Soldier asks him. She' s noticed that the bonfire is expanding, its
circumference steadily increasing like the pupil of some giant’seye dilating asit forcesthe world into
focus—whatever the Woonsocket half-breeds have summoned, waking up, shaking off aeons of deep.
Bright tendrils of fire and glowing ash dither acrossthefloor, licking tentatively at the feet of the dancers.
Then Soldier seesthat one of the mongrels has the stoppered bottle with Odd Willi€ s captured € emental
indgde, aslver-haired woman with a brigtling gray mane. She holds the bottle high and cadgtsit into the
bonfire.

“Only the repect due to me and mine,” Ballou muttersin her ear. “That, and maybe just alittle fucking
more. Right now, I’'m in the mood to watch the whole goddamn world burn, sowe Il just haveto see
how it goes.”

Do you want to die here? the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles asks, the words that Soldier dreamed or
only imagined, ddirious and half-awake, because the girl islocked away in the atic of the yellow house,
locked away forever or near enough. But that doesn’t change Soldier’ s answer to the question.

George Balou bites down on the back of her neck, and his hand dides roughly between her legs.

It sasmple spdll, something she doesn’t even remember having learned, only afew linesof Tadjik to set
an elementary dchemy in motion. She doesn’'t even haveto say the words aoud, just follow through with
the pantomime, the sllent interplay of her lipsand teeth, her palate and her tongue. A smple spell, avery
small magick, but there’ s nothing smple or small about the pain, the searing white achein her hands as
molecular bonds are broken and reforged, and she opens her mouth wide and screams.

The thing the bonfire is becoming screams back at her, but no one ese seemsto notice.

“Whoa,” George Bdlou laughs, and then helaps at the damage he' s done to her neck. “Sow down, girl.
Y ou' re getting ahead of me.”

When sheturns on him, her fingers have become lightning and molten sted, and Soldier screamsagain
and drives both her hands deep into hisrib cage until she finds his spine. It snapslike arotten branchin
the hands of achild. For aninstant, Ballou only stares at her, surprised and disbelieving, and then his
whole body shudders violently and his yellow-orange eyesroll back in his head; Soldier feds his soul
dipping free of itstethers, and sheletsit go.

Emmie Silvey stands done in the entrance of the cavern, the stone stairwell at her back, the brown girl’s
glowing orb cradled in her mittens, and she watches as the naked woman pulls her hands free of the dead
man’ s shattered chest. The woman and the dead man and all the rest of what she sees, the greet fire and
the mongters skipping and hopping and dancing crazy circles around it, the burning whirlwind risng from
the center of the fire towards the high ceiling. And Emmie knows that wherever thisis, wherever and
whenever she' semerged from the starry place, it’ sthe very worst part of the dream so far. The naked
woman glances up at her, looking Emmie directly in the eyes, and for asecond Emmie thinks that the
woman has knivesfor fingers.

“Soldier?” Emmiewhispers, her voiceimmediatdly lost in the pandemonium, swallowed by the mad wails
of the dancers and the train-whistle bellow of the fire. The woman looks confused, but she nods her head
and then glances down at the dark blood and clots of gore dripping to the floor from the ends of her
fingers (which aren’t knives after al). Then Emmie seesthe two hairy, dog-jawed crestures standing



together near the wall, and she knowsimmediately that they’ re the same sort of beasts that camefor her
and Pearl inthe old railway tunnel. She takes a step backwards, and the naked woman looks up at her

again.

“Help me” Emmie says. “1 don't know what to do. | don’t understand any of this,” and she holds out the
glass orb because the black-skinned woman said she was supposed to find someone named Soldier and
giveitto her.

One of the ghouls shakesits head and makes an ugly mewling sound. It glaresat Emmie and baresits
long teeth.

“Don’'t move!” Soldier shouts at her, and then she turns towards the ghouls, and they snarl and whine and
huddle against thewall. They're afraid of her, Emmiethinks. They' re mongters, but they’ re till afraid of
her.

Soldier hasturned to watch the immense and crackling thing dragging itself free of the bonfire, thething
that has begun to codesce from thefireitsdf, and she stands slhouetted againgt the conflagration. Emmie
wants to run back down the stairs, vanishing into the darkness behind her. Maybe there would be aplace
to hide, acold and lightless place where it won't ever be able to find her. Maybe she could even discover
away out of the dream.

Some of the dancers have started to burn, their thrashing bodies wreethed in tendrils of blue-white flame.
“We haveto get out of herel” Emmie screams, and Soldier looks back over her shoulder.
Y ou haveto go to her, Emma Jean Silvey. And you haveto carry thisthing to her.

Don’'t move, the naked woman says again, but Emmie can’t hear the words, can only see the shapes her
lipsare making. Don’'t move, but the heat has begun to sting Emmi€ s eyes and make them water, and
she can fed it getting in through al her heavy winter clothes, pushing past her coat and swester and
T-shirt, touching her. She knowsthat in aminute or only afew more seconds, thefire thing will be done
with the dancers, and then it’ll eat the woman named Soldier, and the ghouls, and then it will egt her, too.

“We can't stay here!” Emmie screams, squinting against the light and the hesat, but Soldier only shakes
her head and points at her ears—I can’t hear you.

And then the ground beginsto lurch and rall, ripples passing quickly through the sone asthough it were
only mud, the shock waves beginning at the bonfire and racing out towards the walls of the chamber.
Emmie dmodt fdls, and the snow globe with astar insde it dipsfrom her clumsy, mittened hands and hits
the floor hard enough that alabyrinth of hairline cracks opens up on its glassy surface.

If this broke, Pearl said, wewouldn’t have to worry about finding our way back. We wouldn't live that
long.

Emmie reachesfor the orb, but then the ground begins to shake and roll again, and thistime she doesfall,
goes down hard, and her chin strikes her left knee; she bites her tongue, and her mouth beginsto fill with
blood. Thefloor groans and tilts towards the scrabbling fire thing clawing itself free of its bonfire womb
asthelast of the dancers are incinerated alive, and the orb pulses once, twice, and rolls away towards
Soldier.

Emmie begins crawling on her hands and knees, heading for the stairs, and even though there are only a
few feet between her and the wide landing, it might aswell be ahundred timesthat far, the way the floor
is pitching and rolling about underneath her. All she had to do was give the snow globe to the woman



named Soldier, but now she' s screwed it up. She's broken the orb, ruined the fragile shell of glassand
magick spun by Pearl’ sfather, and soon the star imprisoned insde will escape, and Emmie knowsthere's
no point in running from a star. But she runs anyway, crawls because she can't run; she’ s been brave too
long, and now ther€ sno courage left ingde her.

“| want to go home,” she says, because maybe that’ sal it will take, just like Dorothy and Glinda and the
ruby dippers. In the desert, hadn’t the black-skinned woman told her that she aready knew the way, that
shedidn’t need anyone to show it to her?“I want to go home and wake up,” she says. “1 want to be
home with Deacon now. | want to be home.”

Another convulsion racks the cavern, and dust and sand and bits of rock and roots pepper the floor al
around her. Emmie stops crawling towards the stairs and lies down flat, despite the heet of the stone
againg her cheek, trying to hold on because she' safraid if she doesn’t she’ sgoing to start dipping back
towards the bonfire and the thing coming out of the bonfire.

“Now,” shesays. “| want to go home now. | know theway, and | want to go home.”
“Kid, I don't know who the hell you are, but | think | know exactly what you mean.”

Emmielooks up, and there’ savery thin, tall man knedling next to her. He' s naked and filthy, too, just like
the woman named Soldier, and he’ s holding half along human thighbone clutched tightly in hisright hand.
He smiles at her, but Emmie doesn’t smile back. For al she knows, he' sjust another crazy person or
some other sort of monster. For al she knows, he’' s someone else who wants to hurt her.

“Stay away fromme,” she says. “You leave me done.”

“Duck,” he says, then puts his free hand on top of Emmi€’ s head and forces her back down onto the hot
floor. He swings the thighbone, and there’ sadull thud, barely audible above the noise from thefire.
Emmierolls over, and one of the ghoulsislying crumpled at her feet, theleft Sde of itsface caved in.
There sarusty carving knife, the wooden handle wrapped in duct tape, lying on the floor besideit.

“Holy mother of crap, I’ ve dways wanted to do that,” the tall man saysand grins. “Just haul off and let
one of the ugly motherfuckershaveit.”

“Y ou saved me. It was going to stab me. It was gonnakill me, but you saved me.”

“Don’'t takeit persondly,” he says. “Now, maybe you can tell me what the hell she thinks she’ sdoing,”
and he points and Emmie follows his finger, looking past the dead ghoul, and seesthat the woman named
Soldier is holding the cracked orb and standing much nearer the fire than before. All the dancersare
dead now, smoldering, twisted heaps scattered in a charcod ring, and the whirlwind of sparks and
smoke and flameis spinning fagter, gathering momentum.

“I don't know,” Emmie says, and then the thing that the dancers have summoned turns towards Soldier,
and it opensthree sSmmering eyesthe color of nothing that Emmie’ s ever seen, and sheturns away .

“Aren't they wonderful?’ the girl in the attic of the yellow house on Benefit Street said to Soldier when
they’ d finally reached the place where the alchemist had worked. They stood in front of the wooden
shelves and the tal cases holding hundreds upon hundreds of glass or crysta spheres, most of which
seemed to Soldier to befilled with fog or some milky whitish liquid.

“Aren’'t they smply the most wonderful thingsyou' ve ever seen?’



“What arethey?’ Soldier asked, and the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles smiled a secretive smile and
shrugged her shoulders.

“I’m not supposed to tell you that. But maybe you could try to guess.”

“I don't like guessing games,” Soldier said. “If you don’t want to tell me, then | don’t want to know.”
“I"dtdl you if | could. They told menot to.”

“Y ou could tdl me anyway.”

“Why?Why should | do that?'Y ou’ ve been nothing but dreadful since you climbed up that ladder. And
besides, they’ re not the reason that you' re here. | just wanted you to see. My father is so proud of
them.”

“I think you don’t know what they are,” Soldier said. “Y ou don’t know, and you' re lying about being
told not to tell because you don’t want to look stupid.”

“You' reimpossible,” the girl replied. “ Of course | know what they are.”
“Then proveit.”

“| shouldn’t even have shown them to you. A brat like you doesn’t deserve to see anything this
wonderful. Anyway, we should get started soon. There' san awful ot to be done before the Bailiff comes
back for you.”

“He s never coming back,” Soldier sighed and took a step nearer the shelves. One of the spheres had
caught her eye. It seemed lessfoggy than the others, and she thought maybe there was something moving
around insdeit besides the milky stuff. “He' sleft me here forever. We have to be ssters now.”

“Frankly, I'd rather have a spider for asigter,” the alchemist’ s daughter said and made aface like she'd
bitten into something bitter. “No, wait. | like spiders. I d rather have an old toad for asister.”

“What'sin there?’ Soldier said, ignoring theinsult and peering into the glassball, a al the specks moving
about ingde. She thought they must be bugs—ants or fleas, maybe. But then she saw that they weren't
bugsat dl.

“Hey,” shesad, “those are people. Those aretiny little people.”
“We rewasting time, changdling. I'm avery busy person, you know.”
“But that’ swhat they are. They’ reabunch of tiny little peoplein aglassbal.”

“Don’t you daretouch it,” the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles said sharply, because Soldier was
reaching for the sphere. “'Y ou mustn’t ever touch any of them. Not ever, you hear me? It can be very
dangerous”

“How’ d they get inthere?’ Soldier asked.
“Never you mind about that. That's not any of your business.”

Soldier leaned as close to the sphere as she could without her nose bumping againgt it, and Stared at the
sceneindde. There wereroomswithin it, and there were tiny people in most of the rooms—people who
seemed no larger than ants or fleas. Some of them appeared to be talking to each other. Some were
running about, asif they were being chased by something invisible, something that Soldier couldn’t see.



Some were sitting alone on miniature chairs or sofas or lying on tiny beds. One was on its knees, praying
at an dtar festooned with minuscule candles.

“Y ou’ve seen enough,” the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles said and took Soldier by thearm. “You're
here for areason. We need to get started.”

“Do they know they’reinsde aglassbal?’ Soldier asked and tried to pull free, but the girl was holding
her too tightly.

“Who cares? What difference doesit make? Now come on. | have other thingsto do.”

Soldier frowned and glanced at the glass ball onelast time, then let the alchemist’ s daughter lead her
away from the shelves and the tall cabinets, towards whatever it was the Bailiff had sent her up into the
attic to see or do.

“And what the hell did he put insdeyou?’ Soldier asks, staring down at the orb in her hand. Theglassis
freezing, so cold that it hurtsto hold, but she holdsit anyway. A fine mist has begun leaking out through
the cracked surface, and the reek of ammoniarisesfrom it to mix with al the hot, burning smells. She can
seethat there' s some sort of fire sedled in behind the glass, a bright mote drifting in asea of night, and she
wondersif it might be something like Odd Willi€ sdlementa. Soldier looks up at whatever it isthat
Bdlou s mongrels and the Woonsocket ghul have midwifed and finds it gazing furioudy back down at

her. Three gaping holes leading nowhere, holesthat must be its eyes, and they open and close, close and
open, one after the other in afierce counterclockwise gyre.

Right now, I’ m in the mood to watch the whole goddamn world burn, so we' Il just have to see how it
goes.

A thin blue wisp flickers from the thing in the bonfire, like the stinging, phosphorescent tentacle of some
deep-sea creature, and it briefly grazesthe left side of her throat, then disappears again. Soldier winces,
but after the besting in the ossuary, after the tunnels and George Bdlou, it’sonly avery smal pain.

“I know that you wereinvited,” she says and swallows, her throat so sore and dry it’ s getting hard to
talk. “But I’m afraid we' ve changed our minds. Here. Take thisfor your troubles,” and Soldier heaves
thefreezing glass bl at the gyre of blinking eyes. It snksinto the thing, passing straight through flesh
that' s still mostly flame, and disappears.

“Y ou can go how. We don't want you here.”

The three eyes shut in unison and then open again, much wider than before. Chasms of hate, the most
perfect expression of hatred that Soldier has ever seen or imagined, maevolence in the absence of any
other sentiment that might taint or diluteits purity. Above the thing, the whirlwind bresks apart, scattering
cindersacrossthe buria chamber, and sheingtinctively covers her face with her hands. The floor
trembles and tilts again, then seemsto drop severd inchesal a once, and Soldier is hurled to her hands
and knees.

Thisisit, shethinks. Thisiswhere’m going to die, and the thought’ s not so very terrible, not even so
unwelcome, after everything that’ s happened since she drove through the gates of Oak Hill Cemetery and
draight into Ballou' sglamour. Thereisregret, though—that she' s not going to live long enough to murder
Saben White, that she'll never understand why the Balliff let her walk into this mess or what the hell
George Ballou was up to down here, what he thought he could accomplish by summoning beings he
could never hopeto control. And other questions, too; the nagging, unanswerable questions she might



never have remembered, except for the dream of Sheldon Vae s ghost and aclock with adead girl’s
face.

A sound fillsthe cavern, then, asound like the world dying and being born again, a sound like tumbling
cataracts and falling leaves and the grinding teeth of deeping gods. Soldier clenches her handsinto fists
and whispers half-forgotten prayers she' s never believed, supplication and benediction, amumbled litany
for Mother Hydraand Father Kraken waiting in their sllent, flooded halls at the bottom of the bottom of
the sea.

And then the fracturing, rending sound ceases as suddenly asit began, and the thing writhing insgdeits
birth caul of fire howls one last time and breaks gpart, dissolving, collgpsing into itself, becoming no more
than tattered, glimmering shreds of ash and dag. The bonfireis only abonfire again, and in the ingtant
before Soldier loses consciousness, she can hear Odd Willie calling her name. It soundslike he' s at least
athousand miles away.

When it's over, when the brown girl’ s snow globe has been swalowed by the fire, and the monster has
been destroyed or driven away or whatever it isthat Soldier has managed to do, Emmie carefully picks
her way up the split and buckled sections of flooring to the landing and sSits done at the top of the stairs
with her back to the dead bodies and the sputtering remains of the bonfire. She takes off her coat and
mittens and gloves, and letsthe cool, moigt air flowing up the dark stairs wash over her.

The handful of surviving ghouls have fled the chamber through narrow fissuresin thewals, and the thin
man who told her that his name was Willie iswesaring the clothes of the man that Soldier killed, though
they’ re much too big for him and the pants keep diding down. He swrapped Soldier in along linen robe
that he stripped from the body of the ghoul he killed with the thighbone, and then it takeshim at least half
an hour to carry her over the rubble and up to the landing. He lays her next to Emmie and sits down,
dicked with sweat, looking sick and gasping for bregath.

Emmie brushes hair from Soldier’ sface. “Is she going to be okay?’ she askshim.

“Maybe,” Willie Lothrop says and wipes a his sweety face. “Maybe not. I’'m not adoctor, kid. I’m not
even surel’m going to makeit.”

“My name sEmmie,” she says. “ The black woman in the desert sent me here.”

Odd Willielaughs and wipes at hisface again. “Isthat afact? Well, | have no ideawhat the hdll you're
talking about, Emmie, but perhapswe Il figureit al out later. Unlesswe die down here.”

“She can't be Deacon’ s daughter,” Emmie says, speaking to hersalf now instead of the skinny man with
no eyebrows. “ She' stoo old. She can't possibly be Deacon’ s daughter.”

“Sheain’'t nobody’ s daughter, nobody except the hounds. Jesus fucking Chrigt, did you see that shit?’
“I saw,” Emmiesays. “I don’t know what any of it was, but | saw it.”
“Y eah, me either. Me and you both. But it was sure some crazy, fucked-up shit; | know that much.”

“She'shurt,” Emmie says, then pulls off her right glove and lays her pdm againgt Soldier’ sforehead. Her
skinis pink, like someone with asunburn, and she hasafever. “I think she needs adoctor.”

“Hell, at this point she probably needs agoddamned exorcist. Whatever the shit that thing was, it most
certainly wasn't agoddamn hobgoblin. Nobody goes up against something like that and comesout....”



And then he stopswiping hisface and stares at her amoment or two. “Who the hell are you?’

“I told you. I’'m Emmie Silvey. The black woman in the desert sent meto help Soldier.”

The man named Willie takes a degp breath and spits. “You ain’t one of Ballou' s bunch?’

“I’ve never heard of anyone named Balou, except for that bear in The Jungle Book.”

“Oh, that’ sfucking cute. That’sjust precious.”

“Wdl, it' sthetruth.”

“Areyou awitch?’

“No, I'm Emmie Silvey. | live in Providence with my father, Deacon. He runs aused bookstore.”

Odd Willie laughs again and cracks hisknuckles. “Well, Emmie Slvey from Providence. I'm Odd Willie,
aso from fucking Providence. Now, just let me get my breath, and then we'll seeif we can't figure out
how to get Soldier out of here. How' sthat sound to you?’

“Okay,” Emmie says, and the skinny man nods and shuts his eyes. She stswith Soldier while herests,
and tries not to think about the monsters or the lost snow globe, Pearl or the woman in the desert, tries
not to wonder where sheisor how hard it’s going to be to get home again. There'll betimefor that later.
There are strange noises from the darkness beyond the stairs, sounds like animals or people or both, and
shetries not to think about those, either.

Emmie opens her eyes, and at first she' s unable to remember where sheis, and then, remembering,
panicsthat she must have dozed off, and she has no idea how long she might have been adeep. But then
she seesthat the skinny man is standing over Soldier, who' s ftill unconscious. He s holding atorch, and
the landing and archway are bathed in itswarm yelow light.

“I fell adeep,” shesays.
“Yep, you sureashell did.”
Emmierubs at her eyes, then asks him where he found the torch.

“There were afew pieces of furniture,” and he nods towards the devastated chamber. The bonfire has
amogt burned itsalf out, and it' smostly dark in there now, only asingle shaft of white sunlight getting in
from somewherefar overhead. Emmie thinksit might be coming in through a sort of chimney.

“Thisused to beatableleg,” Odd Willie continues. “ Toss in acouple of rags and some candle wax, and
presto-changeo, abraca-fucking-dabra, voila, and what' s the difference between me and a goddamned
Boy Scout, | ask you?’

“Y our goddamned dirty mouth,” Emmiereplies. “1 don't think Boy Scouts curse. | think it' sagaingt the
rules”

“Hey, fuck that,” Odd Willie says. “1 have it on good authority that Boy Scouts curse like drunken
salors. Hell, there' s probably a goddamn merit badge for profanity.”

“I'm hungry,” she says, wishing she had one of the sandwiches or pears from Pearl’ s brown bag, and he
shrugs.



“Sorry. | can’t help you there. First thingsfirst. | want you to carry this,” and he waves the torch at
Emmie; the flames make aloud whooshing noiseintheair. “1I'll carry Soldier best | can. We need to get
out of this place before one of those beaver-beater fucks stops licking its wounds and decides to come
back looking for us.”

Emmie stands, stretches, puts her coat on again, and then takes the torch from Willie. It' s heavier than
she expected.

“Y ou gotta be careful with that thing. Hold it out away from you,” he says, and she does.
“Canyou carry her?” Emmie asks.

“I think so0. I’'m Starting to get some of my strength back. Right now, | only fed like one truck ran over
me. She'sjust real fucking lucky | didn’t make her shoot me before she came up here.”

“I don’'t even want to know what you' re talking about,” Emmie says and holds the torch up ashigh as
she can, trying to get an idea how far down the stone stairs go. She can see that the stepsare dick, and
there are patches of moss or agae growing on the rock.

“Smart kid,” Odd Willie says. “Ignoranceisfucking bliss” And when Emmie getstired of watching the
dairs, staring at the murky place at the limit of the torchlight where the stairs blend imperceptibly into the
darkness, sheturns back to find that he’ s managed to lift Soldier off the ground and is holding her dung
over hisleft shoulder. Her head’ s dangling towards the floor, her chin resting againgt his back and her
mouth half-open, and he has both hands clasped together firmly beneath her buit.

“Yougofirgt,” hesays. “And keep that light on the sairs. | gotta be able to see where I’ m putting my
fedt”

“Those stepsare dippery,” Emmiewarns.

“No shit, the steps are dippery. You just make sure | can see where’m going,” and then he curses and
shifts Soldier’ sweight so he has a better grip on her.

So Emmie garts down the sairs, forgetting her mittens and the glove she took off, and Odd Willie
follows her. He dips only once, but he doesn’t fdl. It seemsto Emmiethat the steps go on amost
forever, down and down, curving dong the side of the rocky wall. When they finally reach the bottom,
Emmie sts on the damp ground, and Willie leans againgt the Side of the tunnel, hiseyes shut, gulping air
likeagoldfish that’s jumped out of its bowl.

“How much farther?” Emmie asks.

“How the hell should | know?" he wheezes.

“Left or right?’ sheasks.

“Do look like fucking Ranger Rick? Y our guessisasgood asmine. Flip acoin.”

“I don’'t haveacoin,” Emmie says and stares at her reflection in apuddle. Her faceis streaked with mud
and soot, and she' slost her toboggan cap somewhere. Maybe she left it back in the desert; her hair is
tangled and sticking out in al directions.

“Waell, we can’t stop here,” Odd Willie says and coughs. “We gotta keep moving, or I’m never going to
makeit. Left or right, kid. You pick.”



Emmie picks |eft, for no particular reason, and leads Odd Willie Lothrop down the long tunndl, which
seemsto dope gradualy upwards. Theair isdank and smellslike mud and mold, and there sa chemica
odor that burns Emmi€e s nose and eyes, like the place beneath the snk where Deacon keeps the bottles
of Clorox and detergent, Mr. Clean and Drano and Formula 409. When she asks Odd Willie about it, he
saysit’ sfrom theriver, that the old textile mills dong the Blackstone dump dl their toxic dudge right into
theriver, and that’' swhat she'ssmélling.

Once, they cross a narrow wooden bridge, pine boards gone dick and punky, and Emmie pausesto
look over the edge. But there' s only blackness down there, asfar as she can see, and the rushing of
flowing water far below.

“Shakealeg, kid. Ain’'t nothing down there you want to see,” he says, then grunts as he shifts Soldier
from one shoulder to the other. “ And, more important, there’ s nothing down there you want to be seen

by:

Thetunnd rises, turnsleft, then right, then | eft again, and when they come to an archway leading to
another chamber or asidetunnel, Willie tells her to keep going straight. There' saskull resting on asmall
ledge above the arch, and Emmietells hersdlf it’s only the skull of acoyote or abig dog, but she knows
better. The next time the tunndl turnsright, they’ re greeted by agust of cold, fresh air.

“Thismust betheway,” she says. “I think | can even amell the outsde. It smellslike snow.”
“What the hell does snow smdll like?” Odd Willie asks, and stops again to get his breath.
“Clean,” Emmietdlshim. “Snow smellsclean.”

Odd Willieshutshiseyesand licks at hislips. “ Chrigt, | wish | had a goddamn beer.”

“I’d settle for aCherry Coke,” Emmie says, “or some birch beer.”

“I thought we were fucking dead back there,” and he tightens hishold on Soldier. “1f you hadn’'t come
aong, you and that goddamn crystal ball of yours—"

“It wasn't ming,” Emmie says, interrupting Odd Willie. “It was Pearl’s, and it wasn't acrystd ball,
ether.”

“Y ou saved our sorry skins,” he says and opens his eyes again. “We owe you one, Emmie Silvey.”
“I just want to go home, that'sall.”

“Then that’ swhere you' re gonnago,” Odd Willietdlls her. “ Just as soon aswe can get out of this
shithole, I'll drive you myself. Hell, I’ [l even get you that bottle of birch beer. You like Polar?”’

“Y eah, Polar’ sgood. Are you ready now?’ she asks.

“Asl’ll ever be, whichisn't saying very goddamn much.” And she sartswalking again, heading in the
direction the clean, wintry air is coming from, and hefollows.

Odd Willieleft Soldier and Emmiein the woods not far from the north side of the cemetery. When she
asked where he was going, he told her that he had to steal acar, unless she'd gotten it in her head to
walk al theway back to Providence. The day was bright, but it was still snowing—awhite sky and
whiter ground—and Emmie wondered if it was only the next day, only Monday, or if maybe she'd been



gonealong time and it’'d been awhole week or more since she left Pearl in the railroad tunnd. Maybe it
had been snowing for days. She sat with Soldier, the two of them beneath an old poplar tree that Odd
Willie had picked because he said ghouls hated poplar trees. When she asked why, he wouldn't tell her,
s0 she had afeding hewas lying and had only said that so she wouldn’t be afraid. Soldier was ill
unconscious, and her fever was worse. Swest trickled across her face, and she shivered so hard that her
teeth chattered. Emmie wrapped her tighter in the robes that Odd Willie had taken off the ghoul he'd
killed, and told her about Adan defeeting the armies of the White Witch. Shefdt silly doing it, but she
was scared, and it was dl she could think of to talk about, and it made the time go faster.

And then Willie was back much sooner than she' d expected, back in the cemetery and blowing the horn
s0 she' d know it was only him coming—two short honks, one long. She followed him through the snow
as he carried Soldier up the hill again. Helaid her in the backseat of the purple Chevrolet Mdibu, spread
ablanket over her (Emmie didn’t ask where the blanket or the car had come from), and then they drove
away from Oak Hill and Woonsocket, and no one and nothing tried to stop them.

It' sWednesday, and they’ ve been at the seedy little motel just outside Uxbridge, Massachusetts, for
amost two days now. Willie drove north onicy back roads until he found the place, and he told Emmie
they’ d probably be okay there until Soldier felt better and he could figure out what to do next. Thewalls
are the same shade of green aslime sherbet, and the carpet is orange. Emmi€ s Sitting on one of the
gueen-sized beds with Soldier, swabbing her bruised and blistered face with a damp washcloth, and Odd
Willie son the other bed, talking on his cell phone, having another argument with the man he cdlsthe
Balliff. Thetdevison ison achannd that’ s been showing nothing but Tom and Jerry cartoonsfor two
hours, but the volume sturned dl the way down.

“What | want is some sort of fucking security,” he saysagain. “I’ vetold you that, what, like ahundred
goddamn times dready? | keep fucking telling you that. | want afucking guarantee thet it’ s safe to come
in. That’ swhat | want.”

There salong pause while Willie chews a athumbnail and staresat the TV screen. Emmie laysthe
washcloth back across Soldier’ s forehead; she' s sick of Tom and Jerry and wishes he would change the
channd.

“Damn gtraight, I'm paranoid. Right now, I'm the most paranoid motherfucker in New England. Y ou
weren't there, and you have no goddamn ideawhat we walked into.”

Another pause, shorter than the last, and then Odd Willie sayshe'll call back later and hangs up.
“Fucking mouse,” he says and points at the television with the antenna of hiscell phone. “It' sjust agame
tohim.”

“He doesn’t want to be eaten,” Emmie says. “ That' s all, he just doesn’t want to be eaten.”

“Then maybe he ought to live somewhere thereisn’t adamned cat. Lots of people don't have cats.
Chrigt, man, | hate that little brown fucker. He' s fucking sadistic; you know that, right?'Y ou know what
‘sadigtic’ means? That isasadigtic fucking mouse.”

“It' samogt suppertime,” Emmie says. “Y ou should let me cal my father now.”

Odd Williefrowns and sits up, swinging hislong legs over the edge of the bed. “1 told you | can’t let you
do that. We'll get you home, | swear. There' s just some shit hasto be cleared up first, sono one else
getshurt.”

“Deacon’ sgonnathink I’'m dead. He' s gonna think someone kidnapped me.”



Odd Willie looks at the clock radio on the table between the beds. It'samost seven o’ clock. “Wall,
then, just think how much happier he'll be when you show up safe and sound. Want a hamburger?’

“No. I'mtired of hamburgers,” Emmie says and watches Soldier’ seydidsflutter. They’ ve been fluttering
al day, but she till hasn't opened them.

“Then how about some fucking McNuggets? Those are pretty good.”

“They tastelike shit,” Emmietdlshim.

“There s some sort of pizzajoint—"

“I don’'t want pizza. | want to call Deacon. | want you to take me home.”

“Kid, you'rejust gonnahaveto be cool, dl right? When | get this crap sraightened out—"

“If you don't get Soldier adoctor soon, she' sgonnadie,” Emmie says. “She' sinacoma. Her fever’sup
to a hundred and two again. The aspirin aren’t working.”

“I need afucking cigarette,” Willie says and reachesfor his shoes, because Emmiewon't let him smoke
in the room. He got some clothes and shoesthat fit from a Salvation Army in Uxbridge; there sdso a
pair of Levi’s, ablack swesater, and some scuffed-up old cowboy boots for Soldier, if she ever wakes
up. He tosses Emmie the remote and tells her to find something el se to watch.

“Hey, you're the one who wouldn’t change the channel,” shetdlshim. “1 hate Tom and Jerry. | told you |
hate Tom and Jerry.”

“Wall, I hate them worse than you do. You'reakid. | thought kids liked fucking cartoons and shit. Just
changethe channd. I'll be back in five.”

“You know it'salmost suppertime,” she saysagain, and Odd Willierollshiseyes.

“Decide what you want, and I'll go get it. I’ ll be back in five minutes.” And he stands up, puts on the Red
Sox jacket that he dso found at the Salvation Army store, and leaves Emmie donein the room with
Soldier. Before he pulls the door shut, she seesthat it’s snowing again. She turns the sound on the
televison up loud and flips channels until she finds adocumentary about the planet Mars, then liesdown
beside Soldier and stares at the television afew minutes before glancing at the phone sitting uselesson the
bedside table. Odd Willie disconnected it and hid the cord somewhere. She' stried to find it, whenever
he leaves her done, but she's sarting to think he must have hidden it out in the car.

“What' s going to happen to me?” she asks Soldier, pretending that Soldier can answer her, pretending
that Soldier might know the answer. Soldier’ seydidsflutter, her lower lip twitches, and then her faceis

sill again.

“You know I'd hdp you, if | knew how. Right now, there arelots of things1’d do, if | knew how.” Then
Emmie stares at her amoment, her face like someone who' s only adeep and having avery bad dream.

“You look like my mother,” Emmiesays. “You look like her alot.” She' sbeen thinking it Snce shefirst
saw Soldier beneath Woonsocket, but she' s been too afraid to actually say it out loud, too afraid of what
it may mean to alow hersdlf to even think about it for more than afew seconds at atime. But it’ strue.
Soldier’ sfaceisn't exactly her mother’ s face—the face of the woman in the old photographs that
Deacon' s shown her and the ones that she found in the box under his bed—but it’ s close enough. Too
close. And Soldier doesn’t have yellow eyes. She has green eyes like Deacon. Green eyeslike Chance
Sivey.



Emmie remembers the gold wedding ring she took from the box, and reaches into her jeans pocket,
afraid suddenly that she might have logt it somewhere, in the black woman's desert or one of the tunnels.
But thering s till there, and shetakesit out and stares at it for amoment.

Onthetelevison, the narrator istalking about atime, billions of years ago, when Mars might have had an
ocean.

“Willie snot so bad,” she saysto Soldier. “He s not nearly asbig a creep as he wants everyone to think
heis. If hewas, he' d have left me down thereto die, right? He wouldn’t have saved me. He smostly just
scared al the time, and that’ swhy he acts the way he does.”

Emmie doesn’t have to touch Soldier’ sskin to fed the heat coming off her; it’ samost like lying next to an
oven. Emmie thinks about taking her temperature again, dipping the digita thermometer beneath her
tongue and watching the numbers go up, waiting to see just how bad it is. Willie bought the thermometer
at aCV Sthe day before, when he bought aspirin and Tylenol, Neosporin and gauze bandages and a
tube of something smelly he kegps combing through his hair. She hasn't asked him where hel s getting the
money. She hasn't redlly cared.

“Youcan't die” Emmiewhispers. “You can't. If you die—" and then she makes herself stop, because
Sadie hastold her that words are magick and she should be careful how she usesthem. She dipsthering
into her pocket again and goes back to watching television. And she holds Soldier’ s hand, no matter how
hot it is, and waitsfor Willie to come back.

Dreaming, dreaming so long now that Soldier has forgotten that there was ever anything before the
dream. There wasfire somewhere back towards the beginning, an unimaginable, devouring fire that
would have burned away the universe and till been hungry, and now some fraction of the fireistrapped
insde her. Perhaps no single fire—Quaker Jameson’ sroadhouse in flames, the fire Odd Willie set at
Rocky Point and then the sizzling being he summoned, George Ballou' s bonfire and the beast rising from
it, and, findly, agtar ingde acrysta ball. Fireto destroy and purify, fire to deliver and condemn, and she
bresthed it dl in, and it might never find away out again.

Dreaming, she has drifted through years and months, days and hours, and sometimesit seemsthat she
only driftsand there sno time at al. She' snever entirely alone, because she has the fire that she
swallowed for company, and she has the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles, too, who comes and goes,
rattling on about things that Soldier only occasiondly understands. She has memories and thingsthat can’t
be memories because they haven't happened yet or will never happen.

“I sent her toyou,” the dchemist’ s daughter says, but Soldier isn't at al sure she believes her. “ The poor
child,” the girl continues, “shewaslost and done on the seain atiny yelow boat named the Fly-Away
Horse, bobbing and lost in a hurricane tempest upon the wild, wild sea. There was awhae that wanted
to swallow her dive, and there were mongters, and a phantom mariner who catches mermaids on
fishhooks and cooksthemin hisskillet.”

Soldier watches hersdlf sitting on the floor in the Bailiff’ s study, achild in ablue caico dress eating sugar
cookies and drinking grape sodawhile an old man talks. But here he has silver eyes, like the vampires
do, and hiswords are black and living, and there’ sanasty plopping sound asthey drip from hislipstolie
inasquirming hegp on his desk.

She waksthe long, narrow path down to the dragon, old Root-nibbler waiting for her on the night of the
Full Hunger Moon, the last confirmation before she passes from childhood into the service of the ghouls.
At the bottom of the pit, she knedls and thrusts her armsinto the twin holes in the earth, oneringed in



gold, the other in platinum, and holds her bregth, expecting the dragon to take her hands. Expecting to
die therewith dl the ghouls and the other changelingslooking on.

“Strictly speaking, this has never happened ether,” the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles saysand
shakes her head. “Y ou' re the only adult changdling aive who hasn't had to make the passage through the
threetrids, fire and blades and teeth. The ghul imagine you’ re much too preciousto risk on such
dangerousformdlities”

“They sent me to Woonsocket to fucking die,” shereplies, and “No,” the girl says. “ The Balliff sent you
to Woonsocket. Not the ghouls.”

“The Bailiff servesthe ghouls. Whatever he does, it’ s nothing that isn't their will.”

“Oh, don't besuch asilly sap,” the girl says, and then she wanders off again, leaving Soldier alone on the
Fly-Away Horse, and the fisherman who only catches mermaids scowls at her and goes back to
wrestling with thetiller. Therain’ sfaling so hard now that she can barely see him, even though he' sonly
afew feet away from her, squatting in the stern of the dory. The boat rises and fdls on waves so high that
their white crests scrape at the low clouds; then it races back down the steep sides of watery canyons,
plunging into troughs that carry them admost al the way to the seafloor. Thetattered sail, shredded by the
wind, fluttersusdlesdy in the gae. She does't know the fisherman’ s name; sheisn’t even surethat he has
one. She paid him adollar and ahandful of dead spidersto get her from one side of Block Idand Sound
to the other, but now shethinksthat they’ll both drown before they ever seeland again.

“I ought to have known better,” the fisherman growls and chews the stem of his soggy corncob pipe. “I
ought to have my sorry skull stovein, takin’ on the likes of you.”

“I was only looking for theway across,” she says, surprised that she doesn’t have to raise her voiceto be
heard above the storm.

“Wéll, | hope you're pleased with yoursdlf,” he grunts, but Soldier doesn’t know what he means. The
voice of the gormisthe same asthe voice of thefire, the fire from the beginning, and soon it will fall on
them like ahammer. The water seetheswith the restless coils of great eds and serpents and the eterndly
searching arms of Mother Hydraand Father Kraken.

“My father caught thisboat in 1922, the girl from the attic says, and smiles. “1t was one of his earliest
experiments with trandocation. He was only trying to catch abit of the sea. He said the boat was pure
luck.”

Sand blows down from the dunes, which have never been waves, no matter how much they might
emulate or envy them. The Fly-Away Horse lies on its starboard side, hadf-buried in the beach, its mast
snapped in two and itsrigging and canvas scattered dl about, and Soldier isStting cross-legged in the
shade of the boat, hiding from the desert sun. There are dead mackerel and jellyfish and trilobites baking
in the noon heat, stranded by the tide. The Daughter of the Four of Pentaclestold her to wait hereif she
wanted to speak with the black woman, the woman who is ancient and unaging and who wandersthe
desert looking for lost dreamers.

“I never said | waslogt,” shetdlsthegirl.

“Y ou certainly don’t look particularly found,” the girl replies and knedlsin the sand in front of Soldier.
The noonday sun gathersin her hair like honey and washes gently across her dmond skin. She doesn't
make eye contact with Soldier, pokes at the corpse of ablue-gray starfish instead, flipping it over to
expose al the hundreds and hundreds of wriggling tube feet to the sun.



“I don’'t need your help,” Soldier says.
“What | did to you—"
“Isancient fucking history. Go away. Leave me done.”

“They said they would kill my father if | didn’'t help them, if | didn’t work the contraption. No one else
knew how. They said they would send assassins all the way to Weir to find him. They said—"

“Leavemeaone,” Soldier tells her, and the black-skinned woman kneeling in the sand picks up the dying
dafishand sghs.

“It used to make me very sad, finding al the helplesslittle things that the sea spits out, al the things cast
uptodie. | used to think, perhaps| could save them all. I'd walk this beach for days and days,” and she
motions at the shoreline stretching away on either side. “I would find them and carry them back down to
the water where they belonged. | would try to give them back to the sea”

“Do you have apoint, old woman?’ Soldier asks her, and the woman from the desert smiles and shrugs
her shoulders. She sets the starfish back down on the sand, then wipes her hand on the hem of her thobe.

“A lot of them died anyway,” shesays. “That’ sdl | wanted you to know. The world makes orphans of
usal, sooner or later. It puts us where and when we don't belong, and even if we manageto find our
way home again, we might discover home doesn’t want us anymore. That' sthe truth, and there' s not
much we can do about it.”

Low waves break againgt the edge of the desert, speaking in a secret language Soldier thinks she might
have understood once, along time ago, before the Bailiff took her up to the attic. A warm wind whispers
through the dunes at her back and tugs at the black-skinned woman'’ s pale dreadl ocks.

“Shewasalfinelittle boat,” the woman says and pats the hull of the capsized dory. “A finelittle boat, was
the Fly-Away Horse. She sailed dl the seven seas. She saw typhoons and maelstroms. And she even got
youthisfar.”

“And just how the hdll far isthat?’ Soldier asks, and she gartsto reach for the sarfish, but thesunis
much hotter than she expected, and Soldier pulls her hand back into the shade of the wrecked dory.

“Far enough and then some,” the woman says, standing up. She shades her amber eyeswith her left hand
and gazes up a the sky. “Far enough you have to make a choice how thisthing’sgonnaend. That child's
mother’ s coming for her, Soldier, and she meansto havethegirl.”

“What' sthat to me?”’

“Wll, now that would seem to be the most important question,” the black-skinned woman replies, till
watching the wide and smmering sky. “But don't you St heretoo long thinking it all over. She'sa
natural-born sorceress, that one, and she knows well enough how to ride the coattails of a snowstorm.
The child ishers, and she believesthat you are the last and only thing standing between them. Shehasa
fearful hatred for you.”

And then the woman’ s gone, as are the Fly-Away Horse and the sand and the sea and the blue starfish.
Thefaling snow confuses Soldier for only amoment—a passing didocation, the half blink of adeeping
eye, abresth—and she' sglad for the cold and the winter night after so much sun, lost in fever and
grateful for cool air, and the weight of the Winchester shotgun feels good in her hands. She sstandingina
parking lot, cars and trucks haf-buried in snow, everything veiled in white and countless shades of blue
and gray trailing off to black, everything except the soft orange pools from sreetlights and the flashing red



and green neon of thetall motel sign at the edge of the road. The Daughter of the Four of Pentaclesis
there, too, walking in circles, catching snowflakes on her tongue. She stops and looks at Soldier.

“Wemakeafinepair, don’'t you think?’ the girl asks. “Me with too much childhood and you with hardly
any a all. That dmost makes usssters, of asort.”

“I'm dill dreaming,” Soldier says.

“Of course. Otherwise, we wouldn'’t be having this conversation. They apprehended mein theold
ralway tunnel. Miss Emma Jean Silvey dipped away, but they caught me—because Barnaby’ sa coward
and alouse—and then they shut me away again. But al that time waswonderful. | aged amost an entire
day and night.”

Soldier pumps the shotgun, chambering around, and stares into the swirling, shifting gloom. The tormis
filled with shadows and the less ditinct shadows of shadows, with almost endless possbility and
potentid. Itisacrucible, like al storms, dreaming or awake.

The Daughter of the Four of Pentacles stops and stares down at the pattern her boots have pressed into
the snow and dush—two intersecting triangles to form asix-pointed star. And Soldier redlizesthat she
hasn't been walkingin circlesat dl.

“Saben,” she says, and the dchemist’ s daughter holds one finger up to her lipsand frowns.

“Not s0 loud. She' s coming. She's probably aready here somewhere,” and the girl glances nervoudy
over her shoulder. “There sno need to cal her.”

“Bdlou’ sdead. Why didn’'t shejust run?’

“She wants her daughter back, and besides, she knows you’ d come after her. She knows that if she runs
now, she' Il never be ableto stop running.”

At least she got that part right, Soldier thinks and shuts her eyes, or she dreams she shuts her eyes, and
ghe' sback in the yellow house on Benefit Street, Sitting across the mahogany dining table from the ghost
of Sheldon Vale. He lays atarot card on the table—the Tower—and tells her what it means.

“ Saben chose to face mein adream, didn’t she?’ Soldier askshim.

“Yeah,” he says and tapsthe card once, twice, threetimes. “It was her idea, if everything went to shit
and she wound up with you on her ass. She understands that you’ re much weaker here, degping. You
have to be awake to do that...that thing you do.” And he makes a staccato tick-tock-tick-tock noise
with histongue, hisindex finger up to mimic aclock’ s second hand moving steedily backwards, and then
hewinksat her. “No hard fedings, though. We made afine pair whileit lasted, don't you think?”

“Come back,” the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles says and shakes Soldier so hard she almost drops
the shotgun, amost squeezesthetrigger. “ Y ou can’t keep wandering off like that. Shell kill you if you
do. She began the dream, so the labyrinth aways worksto her advantage.”

Two triangles to make a star, you see? Two intersecting dreams, and one angle remains always
invishle—the overlgp—ashared point in space and time and sentience, the Bailiff said and pulled at his
beard.

“Y ou should go now,” Soldier tllsthegirl.

“Areyou sure? Y ou may yet have need of me.”



“Then I'll find you when | do,” Soldier says, and the girl comes gpart in a sudden gust of icy wind,
becoming briefly something bright and sparkling and even less subgtantia than the snow.

And Saben White is standing ten or fifteen feet away, on the other Sde of the star traced in the snow.
Her clothes are torn and dirty, and there’' sdried blood on her face and hands. Sheisn't done. One of the
Woonsocket mongrelsis crouched on either side of her.

“Y ou should' verun,” Soldier says, and the half-breeds bristle and bare their teeth.

“Haven't you ever loved anything?’ Saben asks bitterly. “Haven't you ever once loved something o
much that you' d diefor it?’

“Y ou can't have the girl, Saben. She belongs to the Cuckoo, just like you do. Just like me. And even if
shedidn't, after dl thisbullshit, | fill wouldn’t let you have her.”

“Shel smy fucking daughter,” Saben says, and the mongrd on her |eft criesout, an ugly, ferd shriek that
Soldier knowsisthe nightmare of Saben’slossand denid, and it lunges, bounding through the snow on
al fours. Soldier pullsthetrigger, and for a heartbesat the roar of the shotgun drowns out every other
sound. The haf-breed thing goes down in aspray of blood and shredded flesh, becoming only afaceless,
broken heap in the snow.

“See what you made me do?’ Soldier says, the echo of the Winchester fading away acrossthe
shell-shocked winter night.

“ After everything they’ ve doneto you,” Saben says, “you' re ftill willing to fight for them™?”

“Thisisn't about them. Y ou tried to kill me, Saben. Twice now you' vetried to kill me. And, unlesslI’m
mistaken, you came here tonight to kill me. That makesthreetimes,” and Soldier holds up three fingers.

“I came herefor my child.”
“Likel said, she' snot your child. She belongsto the Cuckoo.”

“Soldier, how can you stand there and say that? They’ ve stolen so much from you. You don't even
fucking know thethingsthey’ ve taken away from you. Y our wholelifeislivedin afog they’ ve spunto
keep you ignorant. And now the Bailiff—"

“Am | going to have to shoot that one, too?’ Soldier asks and pointsthe barrel of the gun at the second
Woonsocket mongrd. It snarls and retrests, cowering behind Saben.

“Ligtento me, Soldier. Y ou think he didn’t know exactly what Ballou was doing? Y ou think he believed
you' d ever be coming back to Providence dlive?’

“Right now, | don't exactly know. But | figure dl that shit’s between me and the Bailiff.”

“Y ou have to understand,” Saben says, “they want to leave the world,” and shedrawsacircleintheair
with her left hand as she speaks, aring of silver fire that hangs suspended above the snow. Soldier takes
astep back and pumps the shotgun again.

If you fully comprehend the sum of these angles, and if you can see dl the points of convergence
smultaneoudly, then the game may dways be turned to your advantage, the Bailiff said, and Soldier
stopped nibbling at the cookie and watched what he was doing with hishands. It'sabit like origami, only
without the paper. See? A fold here, abend there—



“Don’t make mekill you,” Saben White says, and her ring of slver flame grows brighter. She draws
another with her right hand.

“Jesus, Saben. Y ou' vetried to kill me three goddamn times now, and you want meto think you' re feeling
meraful?”

—it'ssmple. Vdley fold theleft sde of thefirst triangle so the edge falls on the closest crease. Now,
Soldier, smply mountain fold the right side of the second intersecting triangle without severing—

“Youwerein my way before. All you haveto doislet me have her. She's my daughter.”

There satug at the shotgun, the tidal drag of Saben’s spdll, and Soldier doesn't resist it. A moment later
the Winchester dipsfrom her hands and fallsto the ground.

—to make anew crease and complete that side of the star. It’s up to you where you want the star point
to be redized, where you wish it to appear.

“Let me have her, and you won't bein my way anymore.”

“Suck my dick,” Soldier says and foldsthe star that the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles trampled into
the snow. It's much easier than she remembers—valley fold, mountain fold—and she shuts her eyes
again asthe geometry of the dream beginsto ravel and fray. She feds the sudden eddy when Saben’'s
whedls of silver fire shift into another range of the spectrum. And she hears Saben scream when thefire
folds back upon her.

Soldier stands between the desert and the sea, and the black-skinned woman smiles and kisses her softly
onthelips. “You see, that wasn't o difficult. That wasn't hard at all.”

“But it'snot over,” Soldier tdlsher.
“Child, it snever over. You d better get used to that.”

And the Fly-Away Horse moves across a calm green sea, a school of dolphins racing one another at its
prow. The old man a thetiller puffs his pipe and tells her about the time he salled dl the way to the Fillars
of Hercules.

Deep beneath Providence, on the night of the Full Hunger Moon, Soldier beginsthe long wak down to
the dragon, the walk she never had to make.

These and a thousand other cusps spaced out dong atissue-paper star with seven points, and in the end,
shefinds her way back past George Ballou' sfirein the cavern and the greater fire trapped insde a
cracked glass sphere, the twin fires burning at the beginning of the dream, which she seesnow are dl fires
and al dreams. She breathes out an inferno, and in the great emptiness beyond the hesat, she can rest and
hedl and remember herself. And she can hear the girl’ svoice caling her, the voice of the child who saved
her, Saben White' s daughter, and she wakes up.

NINE

The Bailiff

T he clouds have gone, and the sky above the highway isabright shade of blue, acold and perfect
cloudless blue spread out above the sagging power lines and bare tree branches glistening with ice. The
snow ispiled high dong the sides of the road, and Emmiethinksit’ [l start melting soon, if it hasn't arted



dready. Odd Willi€ sdriving, and Soldier’ sriding up front with him, so Emmie has the backseet al to
hersdf. The stolen Chevy sedan glides over brown dush—ice and salt and sand—and the black streaks
of agphat showing through. There' s a Bestles song playing on theradio, “Hey Jude,” and Odd Willieis
humming aong toit. Every now and then he smiles a Emmie from the rearview mirror.

“I’'m sorry,” Soldier saysagain.

“Shewas my mother,” Emmie replies, but no matter how many times she saysthewords, it doesn't fed
any lessunred. “ She was my mother, and she' d cometo find me, and you killed her.”

Soldier lights another cigarette and rolls her window down an inch or so. She does't look much better
than she did the night before. Her face seems somehow pale, despite the sunburn that isn't a sunburn,
and there are too many bruises and scrapes to even bother counting. The edges of the long gash Ballou
made in her left cheek are swollen and scabby. Odd Willie stitched the wound closed with dental floss,
but it looks fevery and infected.

“Shedidn’'t leave me any fucking choice,” Soldier says again, but Emmi€e s not sure she believesthat.
Sadie stold her that people dways have choices, even when they believe that they don't, that sometimes
they just say they don’'t because it helpsthem fed better.

“Y ou could have let her cometo me like she wanted; you could havelet me...” But then Emmietrails off,
al these things dready said once or twice or three times since they |eft the motel in Uxbridge, and she
knows that repeating them over and over isn't going to do anything to chase away the empty, confused
feding. It isn't going to change what Soldier’ sdone. It isn't going to bring Saben White back from the
dead.

“I didwhat | had to do,” Soldier saysfirmly and exhales. Mogt of the smoke is sucked out through the
open window, but some hangs about her head like avell.

Odd Willie stops humming and glances up at Emmie again. “Y ou better listen to her, kid,” he says. “She
knowswhat she' staking about. Believe me, you' reway the hell better off without that bitch.”

“Shewas my mother,” Emmie says quietly and shuts her eyes. The bright day is swallowed in darkness,
and there are only sounds—the tires againgt the frozen road, the spray of sand and sdlt pinging against the
whed wells and the undercarriage of the car, the music from theradio. “Willie, please, just take me home

“Hecan't do that yet,” Soldier replies. “We'll do it when we can, but not yet. Maybe after we seethe
Balliff, maybethen.”

“But none of this has anything to do with me,” Emmie tells her, even though she knows that it does, that
maybe, somehow, it has an awful lot to do with her. She opens her eyes, and Soldier’ swatching her
across the seat, watching her with Chance Silvey’ s green eyes.

“Emmie, you haveto be patient,” Soldier says. “ There' stoo much at stake here. We haveto try to do
thistheright way. | sill don't know exactly how you fit into this mess, or where you got hold of that
sphere, and | haveto find out before you can go home.”

“I didn’t want to run away,” Emmie says and opens her eyes. The day seems even brighter than before.
“I didn’t want to go into that tunnd. | only did it because Pearl said they’ d hurt Deacon if | didn’t.”

Soldier nods her head. “ She was right about that. The way things stand, you' re aloose end, and the
ghoulsdon't like loose ends. They’ d have come for you and killed anyone e se they found with you,



because, likel said, they don't like loose ends.”
“But now you' retaking meto them?’
“I"'m gonnafind out what the hell’ sgoing on, that’ sdl. I’'m not going to let anyone hurt you.”

And Odd Willie glances at Emmie again from the rearview mirror, aflash of something guarded and
uncertain on hisface, something she catches despite the sunglasses hiding his eyes. He does't believe
her, Emmiethinks. He doesn’t believe aword she' s saying.

“Likel told you,” Soldier says, “1 think someonetried to kill me and Willie, and until | find out precisely
what—"

“I’'m not deaf,” Emmie snapsat her. “Y ou don't have to keep telling me the same damn lie over and over
and over likeI’m aretard. | heard you thefirst time.”

“Fine” Soldier says and turns away. She takes another drag off her cigarette and fiddles with the volume
knob on theradio. “Hey Jude’ ends, and now the dj’ stalking about awreck and atraffic jam at the
Thurbers Avenue curve.

Last night, Emmie thinks, last night my mother died. Last night Deacon’ sred daughter killed my redl
mother.

In the motel room, she waited dmost awhole haf hour for Willie to come back from having his smoke,
and then Soldier garted talking, still unconscious but talking in her deep, muttering about starfish and
storms and drowning while her eydlids fluttered and her hands trembled. Emmie thought that maybe she
was having a seizure or a stroke or something, and went outside to find Odd Willie. He wasn't standing
by the purple Malibu, so she walked from one side of the motel parking lot to the other and back again,
caling hisname, but he didn’'t answer, and she couldn’t find him anywhere. She gave up and started to
go back inthe room to seeif Soldier was till dive when there was a scream, awoman’s scream, and a
brilliant flash of blue-white light from the woods directly behind the motel.

Just go back inside, shetold herself. Go back inside the room and watch TV and wait for Willieto come
back and tell me not to worry. Do that, and everything will be okay.

Instead, she went around to the rear of the motel, pushing her way through the snow and adense tangle
of wild grape-and greenbrier vines, past the degping trees. Emmie found Odd Willie stting donein alittle
clearing smoking a cigarette. The night was dark, but the dark has never kept her from seeing, not Emmie
Sivey, the girl with yellow eyes, and she clearly saw him gitting there on arock, and she dso saw the
thing scattered across the snow, the thing that had once been Saben White. There were tracks
everywhere, footprints that Emmie had learned enough to know only looked like the tracks of dogs. Odd
Willie sighed and tossed the butt of his cigarette into the woods, then turned to look at her. But she didn’t
take her eyes off the broken, bloody thing on the snow. It had been folded somehow, white bone and

red flesh folded into something like a six-pointed star.

“Whét...what happened?’ Emmie asked him, trying to keep her teeth from chattering.

“Soldier did what Soldier does,” Williereplied. “Don’t ask me how. | don’t know, and | don’t want to
know how.”

Emmie continued to stare at the messin the snow, and the wind through the trees made her think of
whatever it was she' d seen back on Waterman Street. “But Soldier’ s till in bed,” Emmie whispered.
“ She hasn't left theroom.”



“You redly shouldn’'t be out here,” he said. “ Y ou're gonnaget Sick. Y ou’ re gonna catch your death of
cold. Haven't you ever heard of pneumonia?’

“But she never |eft theroom.”

“Yeah, well, she'satadented lady,” Odd Willie nodded and stood up, dusting snow off the seat of his
pants. “ Stop looking at it. That ain’t nothing akid like you ought to see,” and he took her hand and led
her back towards the motel. When they got to the room, they found Soldier in the bathroom, awake and
vomiting into thetoilet bowl.

Stop thinking about it, Emmietels hersdf. Forget you ever saw it. Forget you ever saw anything at al.

“He' sdill not fucking answering,” Soldier says and throws her cell phone at the dashboard. It beeps
loudly, bounces off the vinyl, and lands on the floorboard at her feet.

“It'syour decision,” Odd Willietels her.

“Hey, if it were my motherfucking decison, asshole, we d be dl the way in goddamn Mexico by now.”
“Thenwe regoingin?

“What the fuck do you think?’

It sadream, Emmietdls hersdlf. The worst dream anyone' s ever had. And she watches the bright
February day, the clean morning sun sparkling off so much ice and snow, the wide blue sky abovethe
rooftops of Providence finally coming into view. She thinks about the black-skinned woman in the desert,
and wishes that she knew the way back to her.

They stopped at the Cumberland Farms on Reservoir Avenue because Emmie said that she had to pee,
and, shesad, if they made her wait any longer, she’ d end up wetting both herself and the car seet. “|
have aweak bladder,” shelied, so Odd Willie cursed and pulled into the parking lot.

“If they’ve got it, grab me pack of Black Jack gum,” Odd Willie says, and Soldier tellshim if he wants
fucking chewing gum he can damn well get it himself. Then sheleads Emmieinsde, out of the cold and
into the stuffy, crowded warmth of the convenience store. The air stinks of disinfectant and bad coffee,
and something about the shadowl ess white wash of the fluorescent lights hurts Soldier’ s eyes even more
than the sun, even though she' swearing a cheap pair of sunglasses Odd Willie picked up for her in
Uxbridge. Her confrontation with Ballou and the fire thing benesth \WWoonsocket has | eft her haf blind and
headachy, and she squints behind the black plagtic lenses, squinting through stinging, watery eyes. People
at the counter turn to stare—curious, prying, unwelcome eyes for the battered, sunburned woman and
the disheveled eight-year-old.

“I’'mhungry,” Emmie says.

“Yeah, well, you can eat later. We didn’t stop so you could get something to edt.”

“But aslong aswe' re here—"

Soldier gives her alittle push, and the woman &t the register frowns and shakes her head.

“Inand out,” Soldier says, hurrying Emmie down one of the narrow aidestowards the restroomsaal the
way at the back of the store. “Y ou said you had to piss. Do it, and let’ s get the hell out of here.”



Emmie snaiches a bag of ranch-flavored corn chips off one of the racks.
“Put that right back where you got it,” Soldier tells her, but Emmi€e s aready opened the bag.

“Isthat your plan?” Emmie asks and pops atriangular chip into her mouth. “To starve me to death so you
don't have to take me home?’

Soldier looks over her shoulder, and the staring people up front are still watching them. Soisaman one
aide over. When she turns back to Emmie, she'sgone. The restroom door clicks shut, and Soldier sighs
and decidesto give her three minutes alone. She turnsto face the plate-glass windows and there' s Odd
Willie, waiting outsde in the car, snging aong to whatever' s playing on the radio and dicking back his
hair with his pink comb; he probably couldn’t be any lessinconspicuousif he set his head onfire.

“What now, Soldier girl?’ the Bailiff asks, and Soldier spinsaround so fast that she dmost trips over her
own feet. The Bailiff is standing only afew feet away, standing there between her and dl the people at the
register. HE swearing agray corduroy suit with asilk vest the color of ripe raspberries, bright yellow
gdoshes and awooal hunting cap with the left earflap pulled down. He grins and picks at histeeth with a
pinkienail.

“You look ridiculous, old man,” Soldier says and takes a step back. “Y ou look like agoddamn circus
cdown.”

“Have you perhaps been anywhere near amirror lately? From the looks of it, Old Ballou must have put
up quiteadruggle”

“Yeeh, well, he sdead,” Soldier says, and the Bailiff flickers and dmost fades away entirely. Then, inan
ingtant, he' s back again. He stops picking at histeeth and nods his head once or twice.

“And Saben? How' s she doing on thisfine winter’ smorn?’

“Why didn’t you tel me what we werewaking into?” Soldier asks him, and the Bailiff smilesagain and
shrugs his broad corduroy shoulders.

“Soldier, dear. Y ou know therefrain. Oursis not to question why—"
“Bullshit,” Soldier hisses, and the Bailiff holdsan index finger up to hislips.
“They can’'t see me, you know,” he says. “Perhaps you should keep your voice down.”

Soldier glances around the convenience store, staring back at the half dozen or so people who apparently
have nothing better to do than stand around in Cumberland Farms gawking at strangers. The woman
behind the register points straight at Soldier, then leans forward and whispers something to the
moonfaced man who'sjust set abox of Slim Jmsand a six-pack of bottled springwater on the counter,
and helaughs out loud.

“Since when did minding your own damned business cease to be an option?” Soldier shouts at them, and
the cashier immediately stops whispering and goes back to pushing keys on the register. The moonfaced
man snickers, covers his mouth, and stares down at his shoes.

“You'redill aparagon of subtlety,” the Bailiff snortsand pulls awhite handkerchief from his breast
pocket. The edges are embroidered with tiny bluebirds, and he blows his nose loudly.

“Saben’ sdead. | killed her, too,” Soldier tels him. “We ve been trying to cdl you dl morning.”



“I"ve been occupied,” the Bailiff replies, then stuffs the soiled handkerchief back into his pocket. “ Asyou
may know, there’ s been some trouble with the a chemist’ s daughter. Do you have Saben’ s little brat?’

“She'staking apiss”

“How precious. When she' sdone, bring her to me. Y ou and Master Lothrop, please bring her to me at
once.”

“You dill haven't answered my question.”

“No,” the Bailiff says. “1 suppose| haven't, have I? And perhaps| never shall. We ll just haveto see
which way thewind blows, asthey say.”

And then thear before her shimmers and the gpparition of the Bailiff dissolves, leaving behind asmell like
cinnamon and castor ail.

“Fucking bastard,” Soldier whispers, suddenly dizzy and nauseous, atinfoil aftertaste in the back of her
mouth, and shefiguresthat’ s probably the Bailiff’sdoing aswell. She leans againgt asturdy cardboard
ziggurat built of red-white-and-blue cartons of Pepsi-Cola, and the things that Saben said to her the night
before come rushing back....

They’ ve stolen so much from you. Y ou don’t even fucking know the things they’ ve taken away from you.
Y our wholelifeislived in afog they’ ve spun to keep you ignorant.

Soldier takes a deep breath, swallows, exhaes, and then looks at the restroom door. It seems farther
away than it did before, and one of the fluorescent bulbs overhead has begun to buzz and flicker.

Listen to me, Soldier. Y ou think he didn’t know exactly what Ballou was doing? Y ou think he believed
you' d ever be coming back to Providence alive?

“Time' sup,” Soldier says, and she quickly traces a protective symbaol in the air with her left hand before
she goesto retrieve Saben White smongrel daughter.

Emmie ssitting on the closed toilet lid in the Cumberland Farms' women'’ s restroom. She chewsthe last
of the salty corn chips, wishes she had something to drink, and crumples the empty Mylar bag. The
woman named Soldier has started knocking at the door, trying to get her to unlock it, trying to draw her
out. Emmie drops the crumpled bag to the gray tile floor and then kicksit hard with the toe of her boat; it
bounces off the restroom door and rolls under the sink.

“Open the door,” Soldier whispers. “We don’'t have timefor this.”

Emmie shakes her head no, even though Soldier can't see that she' sdoing it. She went into the restroom
planning to escape through anarrow window, just like she’ s seen people do in movies. But there aren't
any windows in thisrestroom, narrow or otherwise. There sonly the toilet and sink, the mirror above the
snk and the gray tile floor. She flushesthetoilet again so she can't hear Soldier, and for afew moments
there’ sonly the gurgling sound of water racing itsalf around and around the porcelain bowl.

Six days ago, she sat in Kingston Station with Deacon, waiting for the train that would take her to see
Sadie, waiting for New Y ork City and aweek without homework, aweek of museums and galeriesand
food that Deacon won't eat and dl the other sights and sounds and tastes and smells of the city. Only six
short winter days ago, but it seemslike it must have been weeks and weeks. And the things that have
happened since she boarded the train, since she noticed she was being watched by the woman with the



Sedl of Solomon tattooed on her hand, have changed everything forever, and nothing iswhat it was.

She' s beginning to understand that this is permanent, this shift, that there’ s no going back, no matter how
hard she pretendsit’ s only a dream. Saben White, the girl from the attic, the black-skinned woman in the
desert, Soldier and Odd Willie—d| of them have torn her loose somehow from everything that wasred
and true before, and now thisiswhat she hasingtead. All the hours since Saturday morning and Kingston
Station have made her someone and something else, and she’ s not even sure she knows what she means
when she saysthat she wantsto go home.

“Emmie, open thisdoor,” Soldier says, louder than before.

“No,” Emmierepliesflatly. “Go away. Leave medone.”

“You know | can’'t do that. Now open the damn door.”

Or I'll huff and I'll puff and I'll.....

“I can find my way homefrom here,” Emmie says. “I can walk or call Deacon to come get me.”
“I"'m not going to keep asking you....”

Emmie flushes the toilet again, drowning out Soldier’ svoice. She stares at the silver knob and the
restroom door that’ s the same shade of gray as the floor and tries hard not to think about the bleeding,
folded thing lying in the snow behind the motel. Odd Willie took it degper into the woods before they |eft
and burned it.

“| don’'t want to be in this story anymore,” she says, but then the door opens easy as you please, just like
she hadn’t bothered to lock it. Soldier stepsinto the restroom and shuts the door behind her.

“How did you do that?” Emmie asks her, much more angry than surprised. “1 locked it. | made sure that
| locked it.”

“Lisgten, you smart-mouthed little runt,” Soldier says, and, behind her, the door locksitsaf again. “1 don't
have timefor thiscrap. | don’t know what you know and what you don’t know and what you think you
know, but, right now, it doesn’t fucking matter one way or the other.”

“Stop yelling at me,” Emmie says very softly, and then she looks down at the gray tiles and pointy toes of
Soldier’ sthrift-store cowboy boots. “Y ou don't have any right to yell at me. | did exactly what shetold
meto do. | brought you the snow globe thing, because she said you' d dieif | didn’t, and now | just want
to go home.”

“Emmie, | can’t expect you to comprehend what' s happening. Hell, | don’t understand haf this shit
myself. But | haven't got time to hold your hand and coddle you. | need you to do what | tell you to do
and stop being such apaininmy ass.”

“I know that you and Willie are lying about taking me home. Y ou killed my mother, and now you're
going to kill me, too.”

Soldier squats down so she' sat eye level with Emmie. “Listen,” she says. “It' s not up to me, whatever
happensto you. I’m not going to lieand tell you that | wouldn't kill you if that’ swhat | was supposed to
do. But the hounds put you where they did for areason, and if | hurt you I’ d be interfering with their
plans, and that, Emmie Silvey, would be the end of me.”

“Maybe | understand more than you think | do,” Emmie says. “Maybe Pearl and that woman in the
desert told me things about you that even you don’'t know.”



“Then maybe you should be so kind as to unburden yourself and fucking enlighten me.” And Soldier
sounds more than pissed off now. She sounds like Deacon did the night that Sadie left them. She sounds
dangerous.

“I"'m not getting back into that car with you,” Emmietells her and then looks away again.
“Yes, youwill, little girl, evenif | haveto drag you kicking and screaming al theway.”

“But | did what she told meto do. | brought you the star. | brought you the star so you could stop that
monger.”

“And now you' re going to do what | tell you to do.”

Emmie squeezes her eyestightly shut, silently countsto four, then opens them again, something Sadie
taught her, atrick to settle her mind whenever she' stoo scared to think clearly.

“| saw the way al those people out therelooked at us,” she says, turning to face Soldier again. “If you try
to make mego with you, I'll tell them @l that you kidnapped me and won't let me go home. I’ll tell them
you' reamurderer.”

Soldier shakes her head and smiles, aresigned and weary smile that seemsto bleed avay some of the
fury in her battered face, and for asecond Emmie thinks that maybe she’' swon the game, that maybe
Soldier’ sfindly had enough, and now she' Il get up and leave Emmie Stting on the toilet. That Soldier and
Odd Williewill drive off in their stolen car, and Emmiewill never have to see either of them again.

But then Soldier pullsabig black pistol from the waistband of her jeans and holdsit only afew inches
from Emmi€ sface.

“You'reasmart girl, and you know what thisthing is, right? Y ou know what | do with it?’
Emmienods, her victory dissolving in the dull glint of the restroom light off the barrel of the gun.
“Y ou do that—you gtart telling people things about me and Odd Willie—"

“Andyou Il kill me” Emmie says.

“No, | won't kill you. But | will haveto kill everyone elsein here, every last person who hears what you
say. And everyone who sees mekilling them, I'll have to kill those people, too. Men, women,
children—at thispoint, | really don't givearat’sass. And dl those desths, every one of them, will be
because you couldn’t keep your mouth shut, Emmie. Now, you tell me, do you want that on your
conscience? Do you redly, truly want to have to think about that fucking day in and day out for the rest
of your life?’

“You'd do that?” Emmie asks, though she dready knowsthe answer.
“In aheartbesat. I'll do whatever it takes. I’ ve done worse things.”
“Areyou proud of that?’

“Y ou should wash your hands,” Soldier saysinstead of answering her question. Y ou’ ve got that Frito
crap al over them. I'll give you aminute to wash up.”

“They weren't Fritos,” Emmietells her and looks down at her fingers, dusted with salt and the ranch
dressng—flavored powder. “The horseisdead,” she says. “From herewewalk.”



“What the hdll’ sthat supposed to mean?’ Soldier asks, returning the pistal to its hiding place.

“I thought maybe you might know,” Emmie replies, then gets up to wash her hands.

“Why are we going to the museum?’ Emmie asks from the backseat of the Mdibu. She’ ssitting directly
behind Odd Willie, putting as much space between hersaf and Soldier as possible. It sthefirst thing
she'ssaid since Soldier led her from the restroom back out to the car. “Thisisn’t even avery good
museum. Mostly, they just have alot of old junk.”

“I thought that’ swhy people built museums,” Odd Willie snorts. “ To have someplace to keep dl the old
junk.”

“You'll see, Emmie,” Soldier says and flicks a cigarette butt out the car window as Odd Willie comesto
astop directly in front of the museum building. It ssemsworn and out of placein the city park, like some
peculiar templeto the Victorian scientific enterprise, maybe plucked from the streets of
nineteenth-century Paris and meticuloudy reassembled, stone by stone, in Providence. The steeply
pitched roof is covered in black shingles, and the yellow-pink granite facade is decorated with bas-relief
Corinthian columns and el aborately carved acroterions. There are stained-glass windows set deeply into
the semicircular arch above the entrance, dormers higher up, and agreat clock tower front and center.

There are no other carsin the parking lot, and no sign that the museum’ s even open.

“It’ snot the museum we' ve come for,” Odd Willie says and killsthe engine. “1t' swhere the museum
leads”

“The museum leadsto the Balliff?’
“Likel said, you'll see,” Soldier tdlls her.

“I heard your stepmother’ s some kind of witch,” Odd Willie says. “If that’ strue, she must have told you
that things aren’t dways what they seem. Never judge a book by itsfucking cover and dl that. So, you
might see arun-down, rinky-dink little museum, but me, | see a passageway, a secret avenue—"

“You stay right by me,” Soldier cutsin, and she turns around in the seat and glares at Emmie. “None of
that shit you pulled back at the gas station, you understand?’

Emmie nods her head but doesn't say anything.

“I"'m not fucking kidding with you,” Soldier says, and then she turns around again. She popsthe clip out
of the Smith & Wesson 9mm that Odd Willie picked up in apawn shop back in Uxbridge and countsthe
rounds—six, seven, eight—then didesthe clip in again. The Mode 439 has seen better days, and Soldier
wishes she had half the firepower Ballou took off them in Woonsocket. Right now she'd give her
eyeteeth for a good shotgun. When shelooks up, she seesthat Odd Willie' sfrowning at her.

“What the hell’ syour problem?’ she askshim.

“Thisisjust dumb,” hereplies, and hiseyes drift from Soldier’ s gun back to the museum building. “I
mean, if it was asstup—"

“Wedon't know that.”

“I know we don’t know it, but it’ swhat we re both sitting here thinking. Don’t you try to lieto me and



say that it'snot.”

“Y ou know | wouldn’t dream of lying to you, Odd Willie,” Soldier says and sticks the pistol back into
thewaistband of her jeans.

“Yeah, well, | just don’t see what good fucking guns are gonnabe. If he'sgot it in for us, wewon't be
shooting our way out of there.”

“Chance favorsthe prepared,” Soldier saysand looksat Emmie again. “Ain't that right, little girl?’
“Don’'t cal methat. Y ou know my name.”

“Okay, Emmie. Y ou behave yoursdf, and that’ sa dedl. Now, listen, when we go through the front
doors, there' sastaircase on the other side of the lobby—"

“I have been here before,” Emmie saysand sighs.

“Then you know where the black bear is, right?’

“No. | don’t remember ablack bear.”

“But you just said you' d been here before.”

“Yeah, but | fill don’t remember abear.”

Soldier takes adeep breath and clicks her tongue once against the roof of her mouth.

“I’'m sorry. | don't remember abear,” Emmie saysagain.

“Wall, trust me. Halfway up those stairsthere’ sastuffed black bear, okay? 'Y ou know, taxidermied.”
“Lookslikeit'sgot the fucking mange,” Odd Willie adds and opens hisdoor, letting in agust of cold air.

“That' swherewe re going, Emmie,” Soldier continues. “ Hafway up those stairs. We re going in the front
door and then straight to the bear.”

“Why are we going to see adead bear?” Emmie asks and opens her door, too.
“WE re not going to see the goddamned bear. WEe re going to see the Bailiff and—"
“Butyou just said—"

“Things aren’t dwayswhat they seem,” Odd WillietellsEmmie again, and he grins at her from the
rearview mirror. “ Just like the lady said,” and he nods at Soldier, “you'll see. It'smagick.”

“Fine,” Emmiereplies, “but | don’'t remember adead bear,” and she startsto get out of the Chevy.

“Hold up,” Soldier says. “Give me another second or two.” She stares out the smeary windshield at the
museum. You'rejust like everyone dse, shetdlshersdf. You' re afraid of him. Everyone safraid of him,
everyone except the hounds, and he knowsit. He banks on it.

“Jesus, | just want to get this over with,” Odd Willie groans and pulls his door shut again.
Y ou're scared hdf to death of the bastard, Soldier thinks, and he knowsit.

“Emmie,” she says, keeping her eyes on the hands of the clock mounted high above the museum doors.



“Y ou got that glass ball you gave me from awoman in a desert, a black-skinned woman. Not ablack
woman, but awoman with black skin.”

“No, that'snot what | said. | got it from Pearl. The woman in the desert told meto bring it to you, but |
got it from Pearl. She said it was one of her father’ s experiments.”

Odd Willie gigglesto himsalf and shakes his heed.
“Did shetdl you her name, the woman in the desert?” Soldier asks.
“She said shehad alot of different names, but she likesto keep them to hersdlf.”

Willie Lothrop leans forward, resting his forehead on the steering whedl. “ Anytime one of you ladies
wantsto tell mewheat the hdll you' retalking about, I'll be sitting right here.”

“And shetold you something about me?” Soldier asks Emmie, ignoring Odd Willie. The clock’ s hour
hand is at one, and the minute hand is at four, but the clock’ s been broken for aslong as she can recall.

“Yeah,” Emmiesays. “Shedid.”

“Well, we'll talk about it later,” Soldier tellsher. “If that's cool with you. When dl thisisover, we ll talk
about exactly what shetold you.”

“If I’'m not dead yet,” Emmie grumbles.

“Just stick closeto me.” And then Soldier opens her door, and the sky above the old museum in Roger
Williams Park seemsto shudder and stretch for amoment, like something that’ s grown too ripeand is
amost ready to burst. And then it’ sonly sky again, and she gets out of the car.

“It'satough row to hoe,” the Bailiff said and then leaned back in his squeaky chair. One day, Soldier
thought, it’s gonna break, that old chair, and he' [l end up on the floor. He gazed down at her over therim
of hisenormous belly and smiled.

“Being aChild of the Cuckoo?’ she asked. “Isthat what you mean?’

“I do,” hesaid. “I mean that very thing, little Soldier. The universeisacrue old cunt, sheis. But for the
random vagaries of happenstance, you might have been any girl, safe and shug at home with aloving
papaand aloving mamato watch over her.”

Soldier wondered about it for amoment and chewed thoughtfully at the arrowroot cookie he' d given her
after the vampire named Adelaide had led her into the study. “Maybe,” she said. “ Or | might have ended
up like Cinderdlla, with awicked stepmother and three wicked stepsisters. Or like Hansel and Gretdl. Or
the pretty daughter in *Mother Huldal who hasto spin until her fingers bleed.”

“Ah, yes” the Bailiff replied and nodded his head, seeming to consider what Soldier had said. “But al
those stories have happy endings.”

“That dependswho' stelling them.”

The Bailiff chuckled and tapped the sde of hisnose. “Too true, too true,” he said. “You arewisefar
beyond your years, child.”

“| had another dream last night,” Soldier said, because she knew that was probably the reason he'd



cdled for her. Herarely wanted much of anything but to listen to her dreams. “Y ou werein thisone.”

“Was | now?’ he asked and leaned forward again, one bushy eyebrow cocked, and she thought perhaps
he looked more worried than curious. “Do tell. Whatever was | doing in one of your dreams?’

“| didn’t understand dll of it.”

“Then let’ s start with the parts you did understand, and we' Il get to the confusing bitslater on.” He
tugged a hisbeard and licked histhin lipslike ahungry dog.

So shetold him about awinter day, still many years off, and alost mongrd girl, and ademon of fireand
cindersthat she' d dain with nothing more than acrysta bal. There was something about the mongrel’s
mother, something that had upset her so much she' d forgotten most of it, and, she said, she'd redlized, in
the dream, that she wasn't a child anymore, that she was a grown woman who could barely even recal
ever having been achild.

“But you said that | wasapart of thisdream,” the Bailiff said impatiently. “ So far I ve not heard one
word about me.”

“| was coming to that part,” she said, annoyed that he was hurrying her, and swallowed another bite of
arrowroot cookie. The Bailiff frowned and tugged on his gray beard.

“You wanted to kill me,” Soldier told him. “We were standing in aroom, and there was incense burning
and slk pillowsand al these pretty boyswho at first | thought were girls. And we weren't here.”

“Y ou mean weweren't in this house?’

“No, | mean we weren't here. We were somewhere else. Somewhere you had called me to. Somewhere
you went to be away from the hounds.”

The Bailiff laughed and took out a handkerchief. He wiped fat droplets of sweet off hisface, then laughed
again. He d begun staring at a particularly old book lying open on his desk instead of looking at Soldier.

“Areyou feding wel?’ Soldier asked, and he wiped hisface again.
“Tel metheres,” hesad. “Tell meadl of it.”

But Soldier waited amoment, wishing that she had another cookie or maybe a piece of fudge or
something else she' d never tasted.

“Isthere aproblem?’ he asked.

“No,” shetold him, “not redlly,” because she was pretty sure there was no point, thisfar dong, in asking
for fudge. So shetold him that in the dream the hounds were leaving, going back to someplace they’d
been before they’ d found away into thisworld. They were dl going away forever and leaving him
behind, and then he would only be a strange fat man with no work |eft to do.

“| saw Madam Terpsichore,” Soldier said, “who wasthe last of the ghoulsto leave, and she told meto
watch after you, that you had become dissipated and decadent and careless, that you' d sunk too deeply

into your appetites, forgetting—"
“Shesadthat? the Balliff asked, hislower lip trembling, and she saw that his hands were shaking.
“If shehadn’t, | wouldn’t have told you she had.”



“Pray tdl, wasthere anything more?’ he asked, laying his pamsflat on the desk, on the pages of the old
book.

“Yes,” shereplied, and Soldier watched him and considered whether or not she should say anything
more. She' d never seen the Bailiff like this. Even if he wasn't the Cuckoo or the god of men and
churches, she' d thought he was something, something powerful enough that he certainly didn’t haveto be
afraid of the dreams of children.

“Wdl?" hesad. “I'mwaiting.”

Soldier picked a stray speck of cookie off the front of her dress and then continued. “Y ou said to me,
‘We havefdlen on hard times. Our lords and ladies have al deserted us, and our purposeliesinruin. A
masgue which has endured down untold agesis ended here this night, and now we are castaways in our
ownland.”

“| said dl that?” he asked and wiped his forehead with the damp handkerchief. “ Quite the mouthful, don’t
you think?’

“Yesdr,” Soldier told him. “But you said it. Then you cut your throat from ear to ear, and the pretty boys
whom I’ d thought were girls went down on their hands and knees and lapped your blood from the floor.
When they were done, they saved somein alittle blue bottle. They locked the bottlein alead box and
dropped it into the sea. When | asked why, one of them told me it was so your soul would go down to
the Mother and the Father, and so you' d not come back to haunt them.”

“Youareanill wind, indeed,” he said, but she wasn't sure what he meant, and since she wasn't finished
with the dream, she didn’t bother to ask.

“And then,” she continued, “I remembered amagic trick | knew, and I...” And she paused, the words
eluding her, the language she needed to describe something that seemed al but indescribable.

“Oh, don’t stop now,” the Bailiff laughed and dammed the big book shut, startling Soldier. “ Surely,” he
said, “there’ s some snippet of cataclysm yet to be reveded.”

He' s scared, she thought. He' sredlly scared. And she knew then that the Bailiff was only aman and
nothing more.

“I unhappened it,” she said, making up aword because she could think of nonethat fit. “ And you were
back, and | took the knife away before you could hurt yourself withiit. | promised to watch over you,
because when | was alittle girl you' d been good to me and given me cookies and candy and soda.”

The Bailiff dabbed at his sweaty cheeks. “And that’sal?’ he asked.

“No, but I've mostly forgotten the rest. It wouldn’'t make any senseif | tried to tell it. Can | have another
cookie, please?’

“No,” he said, standing up, and the handkerchief dipped from hisfingersand fell to thefloor at hisfedt.
“Y ou may not have another cookie. WEe re quite finished for tonight.” And then he called out for the
slver-eyed woman, who came and led Soldier back down the basement stepsto the tunnels.

And the next time the Bailiff called for Soldier, hetook her to the long hall on the second floor of the
yellow house and opened the foldaway stairsleading up into the attic.. ..



Through the heavy front doors of the museum, into shadows and the musty smell of very old things, past
whale bones and mastodon tusks leaning against the foyer walls like the crooked wal king canes of
leviathans—through the doors and across the lobby, just like Soldier told her, and Emmie goes up the
garswith Odd Williein front of her and Soldier behind. The girl in the gift shop, just past the entrance,
doesn’t ask them to pay admission. She doesn’'t even seem to notice them, and Emmie suspectsthat’s
because she can't see or hear them. We' reinvisible, shethinks, like the saventh point on the Seal of
Solomon, but it doesn’t seem nearly as remarkable asit ought to. Then she spotsthe black bear, a
neglected, moth-eaten thing rearing up on itshind legs, swiping at the air with its shaggy forepaws, its
muzzle frozen permanently in an expresson of mock ferocity. The bear isexactly wherethey said it
would be, hafway up the stairs on awide landing, but she till doesn’'t remember it ever being there
before. There are six stained-glass windows behind it, and the bear is silhouetted against pale

kal eidoscope patterns of yellow and red and blue sunlight.

“Y ou know, it's il not too late—" Odd Willie begins, but Soldier interrupts him.

“Not too late for what? Y ou want to go to the hounds, instead? Or maybe you' d rather try to cut and
run?’

“Wall, to tell you the gods -honest fucking truth, | was growing kind of fond of that motel room back in
M assachusetts.”

“Wedon't know,” Soldier says and takes along, deep breath. “We don’t know that he set us up. Until
we do, Willie, he' s il caling the shots. He' s a bastard and a son of abitch, but he' s never betrayed the
hounds”

“Not that you know of,” Odd Willie sighs. “Maybe those things Saben said last night, maybe she wasn't
o far off the mark.”

Emmie flinches a the mention of Saben White. She looks at Odd Willie and Soldier and then back to the
taxidermied black bear towering over her. There' saPlexiglas barrier surrounding it, So no one can get
too close. So no one can pull out itsfur or try to snap off atooth or aclaw or something.

“She wanted us dead,” Soldier says. “ She sold me out to that cocksucker Joey Bittern, and then she sold
us both out to Ballou. She' d have done or said anything to get to the kid. | do know that much.”

“We could always head for Boston. Ask for sanctuary—"

“Right now, he can hear every single goddamn word we re saying. Y ou think you’ d even make it back to
the car dive?’

“Killjoy,” Odd Willie sighs and shakes his head.

Emmie places her hand flat againgt the Plexiglas, and it ripples like water. “Isit supposed to do that?” she
asks Soldier, who nods her head and places her own hand against the clear plastic, creating a second set
of ripplesthat spreads out and eclipses the ones that Emmie made. Where the ripples cross, there are
gentleshimmersof light.

“You stay closetome,” Soldier tells Emmie again. “ Stay close and don’t touch anything.”

Soldier takes her hand, and for a second Emmie Silvey pretends she' sany child at the museum, and
maybe Soldier isonly her big Sster. Maybe they’ll go to Ben & Jerry’ s after the museum. Maybethey’ |l
go to Johnny Rockets and have chocolate milkshakes and chili-cheese fries. Maybe, shethinks, | have
green eyes, just like her. Maybe Deacon’ swaiting outside to take us both home.



“Thehorseisdead,” she says and squeezes Soldier’ s hand. “ From herewe walk.”
“Anyone ever told you you' re sort of acreepy kid?’” Odd Willie asks.
“All thedamntime,” Emmietelshim. “1 don't bother keeping count anymore.”

“Jugt checking.” Then Odd Willie brushes the Plexiglas with the fingertips of hisleft hand, and athird set
of ripples spreads rapidly across the barrier. Emmie redlizes that she can see through the bear now,
through the bear and the stained-glass window behind it. There' s some sort of halway on the other side,
past the museum wall, where the park should be, along hadlway dimly lit by bare lightbulbs screwed into
sockets strung up aong the celling.

“That' swherethe Bailiff is?” Emmie asks, but no one answers her. Soldier takes a step forward, and the
rippling, shimmering Plexiglas and the stuffed bear and the wall of the museum parts for her like atheater
curtan...

...and before Soldier went up the foldaway stairs, before she climbed into the attic of the yellow house
and met the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles, but after the Bailiff lied and promised her that he was
coming, too, that he! d be right behind her—in the fleeting momentsin between, she amost told him the
truth about her dream. She paused at the first step and looked at him and dmost said, In my dream, you
didn’t dit your own throat. | did that.

But there was something dick and sharp and icy in his eyes, something like a snowy January night or the
edge of one of Madam Terpsichore s scapels, and Soldier had decided, even if he might be better off
knowing, she’ d be better off kegping that part to hersalf. There are worse things than lies, she thought
(and it seemed like avery practical, grown-up thought), and then Soldier said her silent prayer to the
Lady of the Abyssd Plains and started up the ladder.

“Oh, but he sin amost peculiar temperament,” the rat who isn’t Reepicheep, who probably isn't evena
redl rat at dl, says nervously and scratches at a scabby spot behind itsright ear.

Emmie [ooks back the way they’ve just come, at the bricked-up doorway where there ought to be a
museum and a stuffed bear. Coming through, entering the hall, there was only adight shiver and the
faintest passing nausea, and she wondersif the bricks would ripple the way the Plexiglas did were sheto
walk back and touch them.

“Careto bejust alittle more specific?” Odd Willie askstherat, and it frowns and glances towards the
shadows at the far end of the halway.

“Y eah, sure, whatever you say, Mr. Lothrop,” therat sneers. “If you wanted a goddamn turncoat, you
should have tried pumping the fucking bear before you came across.”

“The bear doesn't talk to changelings,” Soldier says. “Y ou know that.”

Emmie starts to ask her why the bear won't talk to changelings, and how a stuffed bear can talk to
anyone at all, but then she decides both questions are too ridiculous to bother with. She looks past the
ra, at the hal, at thefaraway place where it ends. The walls are made of doors set one against the
other—black doors, crimson doors, weathered gray doors, and doors the color of butterscotch. None of
them have knobs or handles, only empty black holes where doorknobs ought to be.



“Anyhow,” therat saysand wavesapaw intheair dismissvely, “you'll seeit al for yourselves plenty
soon enough now. The Bailiff ain’t shy with hislittle indiscretions, not down here. Follow me, and don't

any of you say peep until—’
“Weknow thedrill,” Soldier tellstherat. “Let’sjust get thisover with.”

Therat shrugs and drops down onto al fours. It sniffsat Emmie’ s boots and scowls. “ Just trying to keep
the peace,” it snorts. “What preciousfew crumbs are l€eft of it.” And then it turns and walks dowly down
the long hal of doors, dipping through the yellow-white pools of light from the bare bulbs overhead and
the dark patches dividing them.

“Fucking fleabag twat,” Odd Willie mutters and follows the talking rat.
“I know,” Emmie saysto Soldier. “ Stay closeto you. Don't touch anything.”

“If I hadn't killed her, you' d both be dead by now,” Soldier replies, answering aquestion that Emmie
hasn't asked in hours. “No reason you should take my word for it, but it’ sthe truth. I’m not saying that’s
why | didit. | did it because| didn’t have any choice.”

“You said thet aready.”
“Weéll, | thought maybe| should say it again.”

“They're getting way ahead of us,” Emmie says and points at Odd Willie and therat. “We re gonnahave
to hurry to catch up.”

“Takemy hand,” Soldier tells her, and Emmie does, squeezesit tight like she did before they walked
through the bear into this place of doors and bare lightbulbs and missing doorknobs, and Soldier leads
her down the hallway. Emmietriesto keep her mind off whatever’ s a the other end by slently counting
the doors on her right, and she makesit asfar asfifty-eight before they get to the spot where Odd Willie
iswaiting with therat. The hdlway endsin something that Emmie at first mistakes for amirror, because
she can see hersdlf and Soldier and Odd Willie reflected there in its smooth, glassy surface, but then the
rat gepsthrough it and vanishes.

“Y ou guys know what aclichéis?” Emmie asks.

“Hey, I'm not the prick that built thisfunhouse shithole,” Odd Willie says, “so don’t go complaining to
rre”

Emmie stares back a herself amoment, then glances up at Soldier. “We go through amirror?’
“It'snot amirror,” Soldier says. “And | don’t havetimeto explain, so don’t even ask.”

Odd Willie coughs and smoothes his hair with both his hands. “ Stand up straight,” he says, and for a
second Emmie thinks he' stalking to her, so she stands up straight. “ Chew with your fucking mouth shut,”
he continues. “Mind your Psand Qs, Master Lothrop.” And then he steps through the mirror that isn't a
mirror and isgone.

“The Bailiff built thisplace?” Emmie asks.
“No. He sjust renting it. A demon built it.”

“There sno such thing asdemons. | mean, | don't believein them,” Emmie says, even though she's
gtarting to think that maybe she does, that perhaps she believesin lots of thingsthat Deacon’stold her are



only fairy tales and horseshit. But mostly, she saysit just to have something to say, just to buy afew more
seconds before Soldier leads her through the looking glass.

“It redlly doesn't matter what you do and don't believe,” Soldier tels her and then chews at her lower lip
amoment. “But you |l figure that out, sooner or later.”

“If I livethat long.”

“Yeah, Emmie. That' sthe way it dwaysworks. If you livethat long,” and then Soldier steps through her
own reflection, and there’ s nothing Emmie can do but follow her.

The passage lagts only aglittering ingtant, but it fills Soldier’ s head with the cavernous, shattering,

hopel ess noise of storms, of waves pounding the shingles of rocky shorelines, of the unanswered prayers
of dying men. Aningtant of the raw chaos and pain woven together centuries ago to fashion this place
from the nothingness between worlds, and then she' s slanding with Odd Willie and Emmie, looking down
at the great octagond chamber, the Bailiff’ s hiding place, ¢anding on adais carved from obsidian and
petrified cypresslogs. It might easily double asthe set of some slent-era Rudolph Vaentino romance of
Arabian horsemen and harem girls, thisroom, half-lost benesth the clutter of draperies and carpets and
sk pillows, Moroccan antiques and Syrian hookahs. The ar iswarm and smdllslike blood, like hot wax
and frankincense, opium and shishatobaccos. And there are bodies everywhere. Soldier gags and
covers her mouth; astrd travel has dways made her alittle queasy, and the stink of the room isn't helping

ay.

“Well, well,” the Bailiff says, and spreads hisarmswide. He s wearing a shabby lime-green bathrobe
thrown open to reved that he’ swearing nothing else. There’ sakukri in hisleft hand, its broad blade
glinting wetly in the candlelight. “Have alook at what the cat’ sdragged in.” His voice booms, amplified
by the countlessimperfections and peculiarities of the room’s geometry. “1 was beginning to think you'd
lost your way, Soldier girl. But here you are, safe and sound, dmost pretty as apainted picture. Imagine
my reief.”

“I know you're gonnatell meit’s none of my goddamn business,” Odd Willie says and points at the
corpses of the Bailiff’ s boy whores scattered about the chamber, and the room turns another trick,
making hisvoice seem smal and digtant. “But why’ d you do this? Why did you kill them?’

“Shadl wetdl him, do you think?’ the Baliliff asks Soldier, and then he laughs and tugs hard at his beard,
which is tangled and matted with drying blood and claret wine and dobber. “Do we dare? Shal we be
bold and let himin on our little secret?”

“I’ve done what you asked, old man. I’ ve brought you Saben’ s daughter,” Soldier says, and then she
pauses to cough and clear her throat; her mouth tastes like bile and incense. “Wasit only so you could
murder her, too?’

Emmie tightens her grip on Soldier’ sright hand, digging her nailsinto Soldier’ spam, and takesasmall
step backwards.

The Bailiff sopstugging his beard and shakes his head in an unconvincing pantomime of disbelief.
“Forgive me, dear, but that seems amost improbable and ironic word to hear from your lips.”

“Second thought,” Odd Willie says and glances anxioudy at Soldier, “ maybe you should both keep your
secrets. Just pretend like | never asked, and I'll forget | ever saw any of this shit.”



“I don’'t want to be here anymore,” Emmie says, and triesto pull Soldier back towards the portd and the
hallway of doors, back towards the stuffed black bear and the stolen Chevy waiting for them in the
museum'’ sparking lot.

“Bedill,” Soldier tels her, amost growling the words, not taking her eyes off the Bailiff in hislime-green
bathrobe, hisfat, hairy belly smeared with the dead boys' blood, the huge knife in hishand.

“Hekilled them,” Emmie says. “Now he sgoing to kill me, too.”
“I’'mgonnadoit for him,” Soldier tellsher, “if you don’t shut up and stand till.”

The Balliff grinsand scratches at hiscrotch. “It’ squite al right, Master Lothrop,” helaughs. “Some
secrets go sour if you let them sit too long. They go rancid and lose their potency, that dreadful spark that
made them secretsin thefirgt place.”

“Odd Willie did everything hewastold,” Soldier says, waking to the edge of the dais. “Whatever quarrel
you might have with me and the girl, it doesn’t have anything to do with him.”

The Bailiff stops scratching a hisbals and lets the kukri dip from hisfingersand fdl to thefloor. Then he
bows once and claps his pudgy hands together, applause made loud as thunder and dedgehammers on
ged rails by the room’ s deceiving acoustics.

“Brava,” he saysand bows hisbald head again. “Y ou’ ve grown into afine and gallant woman, Soldier
girl, averitable fucking Hot-spur. But Magter Lothrop has hisroleto play, and we mustn’t deprive him of
hisrightful part in thisexquisite comedy of ours. That would be exceedingly unfair. Never rob aman of
hisplacein history.”

“He sgoing to kill usdl,” Emmie saysand tugson Soldier’ sarm again.

The Bailiff comes nearer, steps over the body of one of the daughtered boys, and dipsin apool of

blood. For amoment, Soldier thinks he’ sgoing to fall, that he’ s about to land in a hegp atop the gore and
slk damask and spilled absinthe. But then he finds his ba ance again and steps gingerly over theremains
of abroken sitar and another corpse, neatly decapitated, gutted, itsintestines wound tightly about its pae

legs.

You'reafraid of him, Soldier thinksfor the second time that morning, hating herself more than ever,
hating her fear and al the years she' sdlowed her fear of him to steer her life. He knowsit. He fucking
banks on it. She draws the pawnshop 9mm and aimsit at the fat man.

Odd Willie makes a sudden strangled noise, part confusion, part dumbfounded surprise, and turnsfrom
the Baliliff to Soldier. “What the hell are you doing?’ he asks her. “Come on, now. Y ou know the score.
I m the fucking lunatic with athinly veiled desth wish. Y ou, you' re just the sullen drunk with abad
temper.”

“Shut up, Odd Willie,” Soldier replies. “ Take the kid and get the hell out of here. Go to Master Danails.
Tdl him everything.”

The Baliliff stops stepping over cushions and dead boys and applauds again.

“Sublime,” he saysand tugs at hisbeard. “1 did not even dare to hope that you’ d ever find the courage to
stand up to me, little Soldier girl. What awondrous, sublimeturn of events, here, before the end.”

“Soldier,” Odd Willie says, and she wantsto look him in the eye, wants to make him see that she means
what she' ssaid, but she doesn’t dare take her eyes off the Balliff.



“Just fucking do it. Get her the hell out of here”
“You know | can't do that. The Cuckoo—"

“Oh, yesyou can,” Soldier says and thumbs off the Smith & Wesson's safety. Y es, you fucking can,
Willie, because this doesn’t have jack shit to do with the Cuckoo. Thisis old business between me and
the Bailiff, and that’ sdl thereisto this.”

The Bailiff leans over and lifts a severed head from its place on alarge plum-colored pillow, hisfingers
tangling in ash-blond hair, its blue eyes open and saring forward. He holdsit up so the dead boy isfacing
him. Hisgrin isso broad now that Soldier thinksit'sawonder his skull does't split open.

“The question at hand,” the Bailiff says, speaking to the savered head, “iswhether or not she hasaso
found the courage to pull thetrigger. It seems most unlikely, but | can’t entirely ruleit out, of course, the
weight of these particular secrets being what they are.”

“Tak tome, old man,” Soldier says, tightening her grip on thetrigger. “ Stop playing games and fucking
tak tome.”

The Bailiff presseshislipsto the left ear of the head and whispers something, then pretends that the dead
boy whispers something back to him.

“Only her bless d girlhood,” the Bailiff says and licks blood from the dead boy’ schin. “All indl,” he
says, “it actudly wasn't such avery terrible loss. She' s overreacting. Some vague hysteriaarising from
her uterus, most likely. A crying shame shewas't born with adick. Then, my lad, perhaps she could
have lived up to her name.”

“| said talk to me, you fat son of abitch!” Soldier shouts, and the Bailiff acts startled and drops the head.
He puts one hand over his heart, and his mouth is hanging open wide in a perfect, astounded O. The
dead boy’ sblood stains his lips like a smudge of rouge, and Soldier notices that he has an erection.

“Shesmad!” the Bailiff wailsand rollshiseyes. “Master Lothrop, you are a Child of the Cuckoo, and,
as such, you must do your sworn duty.”

“Last chance,” Soldier says, dmost whispering, speaking just loudly enough that she' s sure Odd Willie
will hear. “ Get out of here”

“Now, Magter Lothrop!” the Bailiff screams, and the walls shudder and dust sifts down from between
the struts of the domed ceiling. “Y ou were delivered unto the Hounds of Cain and have passed through
thetrias of fire and swords and laid your hands upon the tongue of the dragon. Y ou know your
obligation.”

Odd Willie draws his own pistol and cocksit, hesitates amoment, and then pointsit at Soldier’ s head.
“Don’t you make me fucking do this” he says. “Not after dl that shit in Woonsocket, don’t you make
me fucking haveto pull thistrigger.”

“Hedies, either way,” Soldier tellshim. “Y ou're not that fast, Odd Willie.”

Emmielets go of Soldier’shand, and the Bailiff takes another step towards the dais. “Don’t worry about
thegirl,” he saysto Odd Willie. “Thegirl’ satrifling thing. She can be dedlt with anytime, at our
convenience”

“| don’'t know what to do,” Emmie says, closeto tears. “Please, Soldier. Pleasetell mewhat I'm
supposed to do now.”



“Yes” the Balliff says, and then he sits down on the floor amid the pillows and hookahs and corpses.
“Do pleasetdl her. Tell her what you told methe day | took you to meet the dchemist’ s daughter. Tell
"H—"

“I'm not afraid of you anymore, old man.”

“Don’t make medo this” Odd Willie saysagain. “ Just put the fucking gun down, and we' Il sort this shit
(]Jt_”

“No,” the Bailiff says, speaking to Odd Willie now. “ Shewon't do that. Not our Soldier girl.” Then he
pauses and surveys the carnage strewn about the octagona chamber, the naked bodies and broken
glass, feathers and torn cloth, the blood splashed across walls and portieres. “My, but | have managed to
make quite the mess, haven't I? Have | killed them all?” he asks no onein particular.

“We were both supposed to die in Woonsocket,” Soldier says. “ Saben made adeal with Ballou, to get
her daughter back, but she made a dedl with you, too, didn’'t she?’

The Bailiff shrugs and then lies down beside one of the dead boys. “It hardly matters now, doesit? We
both know what happens next, dear. We both know...” Hetrails off and buries hisfacein the dead
boy’ slong black hair.

Odd Willie presses the barrel of hisgun to Soldier’ stemple. “What do we both know?’ he asks her.
“What's hetaking about?’

“I' know atrick,” Soldier says. “1 was born knowing atrick. When | wasachild | had dreamsthat came
true, and | know thisfucking trick. And that’ swhat happens next. That' swhat he thinks happens next.”

The Balliff rollsover on hisback again, gazing up at the high ceiling. “ She mideads you with e oquent
understatement, Master Lothrop. This one here, our pretty little Soldier girl, she knows something more
than any mere trick. She knowstime, Master Lothrop, and she bendsit to her will as easily asyou might
turn back the hands of aclock. She' s poor Professor Eingtein’ s darkest nightmare, a veritable imp of
Kronos. Even so, she only haf comprehends these things she does—that dick getaway out at Quaker
Jameson'’s, for example.”

“Y ou meant for usto diein Woonsocket,” Soldier says. “Y ou and Saben White. Just et me hear you say
it, old man. Say it 0 Odd Willie at least knows the truth before he putsa bullet in my brain.”

“A mantriesasbest he canto dude hisfate” the Balliff Sghs, dl the gleeful fury drained from him now,
and he sits up and leans towards them, crouched there on the floor like some obscene Buddha. “ Three
and haf years ago, Soldier, you showed me my fate. Y ou told me about drops of blood sedledina
beautiful china-blue bottle. Y ou told me about alead box and my path down to the Mother and the
Father.”

Soldier shakes her head, denia the only thing like sanity she hasleft, and Odd Willietells her not to
move.

“It wasonly adream,” she saysto the Bailiff. “1t was only adream, and | was only fiveyearsold.”

“Where doesthetime go?’ the Bailiff laughs and tugs hisbeard. “ See, that' s what she' s been asking
hersdf, Master L othrop, even though she was never quite aware of the question.”

“I think you' ve both lost your goddamn marbles,” Odd Willie says. “ Soldier, put down the motherfucking
gun. I’ ve had enough, and I’m not going to tell you again,” and he jamsthe barrdl of hispistol against her
left cheekbone hard enough to tear the dental-floss stitches and reopen the wound there.



The Bailiff makesagun with histhumb and index finger and putsit to hisown temple. “What wasit that
I’ m supposed to say when the hounds have gone?’ he asks Soldier. “Ah, yes. How could | ever forget
those words—We have fallen on hard times. Our lords and ladies have dl deserted us, and our purpose
liesin ruin. A masgue which has endured down untold agesis ended here thisnight, and now we are
castawaysin our own land. Did | get it right?’

“I don't know,” Soldier replies, her voice trembling dmost as badly as her hands and the 9mm. “That
wasalong time ago. | wasonly achild.”

“Oh, but it's such an awful shameto forget such poetry. Even Shakespeare and Blake would have envied
such perfect lines asthose. Wouldn't you agree, Master Lothrop?”’

“I’ve never cared much for poetry,” Odd Willie says.

The Bailiff shrugs, and the green bathrobe dips off hisright shoulder. “ Soldier, surely you can't blamea
man for trying to outwit destiny. Do you honestly believe | could have acted otherwise?’

Soldier dowly lowers her gun, easing back on the trigger, and turns her face away from the bore of Odd
Willie' s .45. Then she glances down at Emmie Slvey, who' s till stlanding there beside her on the dais.
“You asked me,” she saysto the Bailiff, “and | told you my dream, and then you took me up to the attic.”

The Balliff laughs, hislaughter made painfully loud by the demon’ sarchitecture. “Finish it, Soldier,” he
says. “I am afoolish old bastard, and my clumsy schemes and machinations have only made my fate
moreterrible. Our purposeliesin ruin. The Cuckoo is undone. A masgue which has endured down
untold agesis ended here. All my world isended here.”

“Take me home,” Emmie says, and there are tears streaking her cheeks. “ Please, Soldier. Take me home

“Closeyour eyes,” Soldier tells Emmie, and she thinks about that ssormy night in Ipswich, and she thinks,
too, about the cemetery in Woonsocket, the shrill voices of imagined birds singing on amisplaced
summer day—All logt, logt, lost now. And, as easy as blinking an eye, Soldier does her trick for
Emmie...

...and they’re gitting in the car outside the Museum of Natura History in Roger Williams Park, and
Soldier asks Emmieif she knowswhere the stuffed black beer is.

“No. | don't renember ablack bear,” EmmietdIsher.

And then Soldier remembersthe Bailiff and his dead boys, the cold muzzle of Odd Willie sgun against
her skin, and the words she spoke three and half years ago, when shewas only five yearsold.

“If there sabear in there somewhere, then | never saw it. | think | wouldn’t forget awhole damn bear.”

“Never mind,” Soldier says, and to Odd Willie, “ Something’ swrong. We have to go to Benefit Street
instead.” And he has questions, but only one or two, and it’ s easy to fake the answers she doesn't know.
Shetdls him what he needsto hear, and then Odd Willie turnsthe key in the ignition and starts the car
again and pullsout of the museum parking lot.

TEN



TheYedlow House

Soldier can't remember thefirgt time she saw the yellow house on Benefit Street, not the first time that
she saw it from the outside. It seems she might have been agrown woman before she ever looked at it
the way that other people do, those unsuspecting people of the sunlight who have not been raised in the
deep and rotten places of the world, who have never walked the silent halls of the house or climbed the
narrow stairs leading into and out of its vast basement. If Soldier had ever paused to consider this
juxtaposition—that she knew the terrible heart of the yellow house before she ever glimpsed its
conceding face—she might have thought it odd.

There has never been aless haunted house, nor a house more filled with bad memories and restless
Soirits.

It has areputation, of course, but then many old housesin this city suffer from unpleasant reputations; too
many housesthat have stood far too long to escape insanity and murder, suicide and al the less mundane
improprieties of men and women. But the * haunted Providence’ tours never stop in front of the yellow
house, and no medium or investigator of the“paranorma” has ever held aséancein itsfront parlor or
attempted EMF readingsin its upstairs bedrooms. There are occasionaly sensitive mindswho fed a
sudden unease whenever they pass by, and some will even crossto the western side of the street to put
more distance between themsalves and the house. But these people are few, and they rarely spare the
house more than aquick, anxious glance.

Mr. H. P. Lovecraft (1890-1937), who made the yellow house the subject of one of his stories, wrote:
“Origindly afarm or semi-farm building, it followed the average New England colonid lines of the middle
eighteenth century—the prosperous peaked-roof sort, with two stories and dormerless attic, and with the
Georgian doorway and interior panelling dictated by the progress of taste at that time. It faced south, with
one gable end buried to the lower windows in the eastward rising hill, and the other exposed to the
foundations toward the street.” He aso noted, “The generd fact is, that the house was never regarded by
the solid part of the community asin any rea sense*haunted.” There were no widespread tales of rattling
chains, cold currents of air, extinguished lights, or faces at the window. Extremists sometimes said the
housewas ‘unlucky,” but that isasfar as even they went.” And, fortunately for him and innumerable
others, even Lovecraft’ s excitable and prying imagination never guessed more than amideading fraction
of thetruth.

Sinceits gppearancein 1764 (in no conventiona sense wasit constructed), the great yellow house at 135
Benefit Street has kept its secretsto itsdlf, ever faithful to theiron wills of itsarchitects, just as Soldier

and Odd Willie Lothrop and the other changdlings have kept their covenants with the Bailiff and the
Cuckoo and the Hounds of Cain. The sum of improbable geometries and Cape Ann granite, nails and
falen trees and dim words whispered in forgotten tongues, the house knows its purpose well, asdo dl
those who dwell within itswalsand al those who might ever have cause to enter its doors or windows or
come dipping up its drainpipes.

“Do you think they’ re expecting us?’ Odd Willie asks, and Soldier shrugs and drops the butt of her
cigarette. She grindsit out with the toe of her cowboy boot.

“I’'m not sureit much matters” she says. The three of them—Odd Willie, Soldier, and Emmie
Slvey—are standing together across the street from the house, standing there on theicy blacktop beside
the stolen Chevy Mdibu, and Emmie keeps sneezing. Soldier watches the house and knowsthat it's
watching her, inturn, that the slver-eyed ladies and gentlemen insde are waiting for them to cross Benefit
and come up the stepsto the front door. She knows that somewhere below the yellow house, Madam
Terpsichore and Master Danallis and the other ghul are whispering among themselves, that Madam



Mnemaosyne sitsin her burrow, hunched over her scrying glass, watching the black water for the
moments Soldier hasn't yet caught up with. And in the attic, the dlchemist’ s daughter iswaiting, too.

“I' know thishouse,” Emmie says and sneezes again.
“Gesundheit,” Odd Willie mutters and jingles the car keysin one hand.

“I’ve had dreams about this house,” Emmie says and wipes her nose. “I dreamed it isn't redlly ahouse at
al”

Soldier looks nervoudy back up Benefit Street. They’ d picked up atail shortly after leaving the museum
parking lot, Kennedy and Sea-grave and that dyke bitch Amasa Sprague in the same black hearse that
Soldier and Sheldon VVale had used for thelong drive up to Ipswich. She knowsthat Odd Willie saw it,
too, but neither of them has said anything about the hearse.

“I used to know the difference between my dreams and being awake,” Emmie says. “Now | don’t think |
ever will again.”

“Soldier, we can't just fucking stand here dl day,” Odd Williesays. “If we'regoingin, let’s please just
oet it the hdl over with.”

“Maybe you better hang back,” Soldier tells him. “ Stay here with the car. | don't think thisis about you.”

Odd Willie shakes his head and rubs his freezing hands together. “ Fuck that. Y ou got meinto this
shit—you and the Bailiff and Saben and that kid,” and he stopstalking long enough to point at Emmie.
“And now I’'minit, right, and it' stoo damned late for vaiant fucking gestures, and you know that just as
wel asl do.”

“I wasjudt trying to go home,” Emmie says. “I’d go homeright now, if she'd let me,” and she sneezes,
then wipes her nose on the deeve of her coat and glares at Soldier.

“Y ou had achanceto run,” Soldier says, “both of you. Y ou could have left meto die back in
Woonsocket, or you could have left mein that motel room in Uxbridge.”

“Wadl,” Odd Willie sghs, “we can't sand here dl goddamn day long waiting for you to take your thumb
out of your ass and findly make up your mind. | swear, | think I’'m getting fucking hypothermia.”

Soldier shuts her eyes, and she' sback in Miss Josephin€e' s dining room, sitting across the wide mahogany
table from Sheldon’s corpse, and he looks sad and smug and angry and very deed, dl at the sametime.

“Y ou aready know what comes next,” he says. “All you haveto doiscrossthe street. It s all been
arranged. They’ rewaiting for you insgde.”

And the clock on the mantd, thetall clock with agirl’ stattooed face, beginsto chimethe hour.

Soldier gasps and opens her eyes, and the ydlow houseis till there, gazing indifferently down at her. An
awful, bottomless box of secrets hidden in broad daylight for the past two hundred and forty-six years,
and Soldier takes Emmi€e shand and crossesthe dushy street. A moment later, Odd Williewhispersa
well-worn prayer to Mother Hydraand follows her.

Standing in the anteroom of the yellow house, Emmietriesto be polite and not stare a the woman who
opened the door, the woman whom Soldier calls Miss Josephine, but she' s never known that anyone



could be so beautiful and so completely hideous. The woman, who isvery tall and dressed as though
she'sjudt returned from afunerd in an Edward Gorey book—Miss Underfold in The Other Statue,
perhaps—has skin like an antique wax doll. Emmie thinksthat if she pressed afinger too roughly against
that pale skin, she' d leave an impression behind. But the hardest part about not staring isthewoman's
shimmering Slver eyes, eyestha remind Emmie of an experiment with liquid mercury that shedidin
science class just before winter break. And mercury is poisonous, she reminds herself and stares at her
fedt.

“I didn’t think anyone would be awake,” Soldier says, but Emmie can tdll that she' slying. She suspects
the slver-eyed woman knows Soldier’ slying, too.

“We vedl been very concerned,” the woman says, and something about her voice makes Emmieflinch.
“The household is not quite itsdlf today. There have been the most extraordinary rumors, and deep has
eluded most of us. The Balliff—"

“Yeah, hesaid that | should meet him here,” Soldier says. “He said that | should go to the attic and wait
for himthere”

The woman nods her wax-doll head and leans close to Soldier, sniffing the air around her. Then she
gmiles, and Emmi€ ssorry that sheisn't ftill staring at her feet and minding her own business, because she
knows shewon’'t ever be ableto forget that smile, not if she livesto be ahundred and twenty. Likethe
dead garling, the bird she killed when she was only six, and Deacon said, “Just try not thinking of awhite
elephant sometime.”

“Thisunfortunate affair,” the woman says, her voice dl honey and ice and broken bottles, “it isnot truly
any of my concern. Thisaffair, it's between you and the ones downstairs. We mind our business, and the
hounds kindly mind theirs. But the Bailiff, and the attic...” and the woman pauses and sniffsat Soldier
again. “You' ve hurt yoursdf, my dear,” she says and touches one index finger gently to the cut on
Soldier’ s cheek. “'Y ou should be more careful.”

Odd Willie glances apprehensively at Soldier and shifts from foot to foot. Emmie wondersif he's about
to take out his gun and shoot the silver-eyed woman; she wondersif it would make any difference.

“Stop your fidgeting, Master Lothrop,” Miss Josephine says and looks directly at him. “If the Bailiff sad
the two of you should meet him in the attic, then meet him in the attic you shdl. As| have said dready,
thisis no proper concern of ours. Y ou and Master Lothrop answer to the Bailiff and to the hounds, not
to menor mine”

“Thank you,” Soldier says, and Emmieisn’t sureif she soundsrelieved or only frightened in another way.

“Thisone here,” Miss Josephine says and turns towards Emmie. “ Sheisaso a Child of the Cuckoo, is
shenot?’

“My name' sEmmie Slvey,” Emmie says, and the woman nods her head.
“Then | have amessagefor you.”

“She' swith us” Soldier says quickly, and the silver-eyed woman flashes her another of those smiles, a
amilelike ashark only pretending to be awoman, and Soldier takes a step backwards, bumping into
Odd Willie,

“Indeed,” says Miss Josephine. “Nonetheless, thisis an urgent message that | have promised to deliver,
and | am ever bound to keep my promises. Unless, dear Soldier, you should object. Unlessyou believe,



possibly, that | am overstepping my rightful boundaries.” And Emmie wantsto shut her eyes, wantsto
turn away from that monstrous smile, but she seemsto have forgotten how to move.

“Of course not,” Soldier says, dmost whispering. “I didn’t mean to imply that.”

“Then be about your business, changeling, and | will be about mine,” and she waves her left hand,
dismissing Soldier and Odd Willie. Then, before Soldier can protest or Emmie can cry out or Odd Willie
can even go back to fidgeting, the smiling, silver-eyed woman places her right thumb firmly againgt
Emmie sforehead. There' s sudden cold, anice age spilling out of the woman and into Emmie, and thena
brief eectric jolt, and the anteroom dissolvesinto dusk and the sound of adry desert wind...

...and thetwilight air smellslike the dust between grains of sand and, more faintly, the musky swest of
the black-skinned woman.

“I didn’t think | was ever going to see you again,” Emmie says. “| thought that part of the story was
over.”

“Y ou ought never second-guess astory,” the black-skinned woman says. She' s crouched only afew
yards down the dune face from Emmie. She'samost completely naked, wearing only aragged sort of
leather breechcloth strung about her waist and afew pieces of jewdry that shinefaintly in the glow of the
rising moon. Her white dreadlocks are tied back away from her face.

“Not evenagory I'min?’
“Not even then,” shereplies. “ Especidly not astory that you'reinside.”
“It' savery bad place, isn't it?’

“That old house?’ the woman asks and begins tracing something in the sand between them. “ Dangerous
would be a better way of describing it. Think of it asyou would think of anest of hornets. The nest itsdlf
isneither good nor evil, not as men reckon such things, but it can hurt you, because of the thingsthat live
ingde”

“Likethat horrible woman.”

“Like her. And the others of her kind. And things you haven't seen yet. And things | hope you never
will.”

The black-skinned woman draws acircle in the sand, then draws asmadler circleingdeit, then an even
smdler circle at the center of the other two.

“Sowhy am | hereagain?’ Emmie asks, trying to figure out what the image in the sand is meant to be.
“She said that she had a message for me, but then she sent me here to you. Why’ d she do that?’

“Because she owed me a debt, an ages-old debt that she could never truly repay, and | offered to
dismissit if shewould be sure you found your way back here.”

Emmie frowns and scoops asmall holein the sand, working the fingers of her right hand in like the
spade-shaped snout of some furtive desert creature. Only an inch or two below the surface, the sand is
dill warm.

“They won't take me home,” she says. “I did what you asked, but they won't take me back to Deacon.



It's been days and days. He must think I’ m dead by now. By now, he must have given up.”

The woman stops drawing in the sand and looked at Emmie, shadows hiding her golden eyes. “ This path
you' re onisaroundabout sort of thing, fraught with many twistsand turns. But | believe, Emmie, that it
will lead you home very soon.”

“You believe? Emmie ba ks and digs her fingers deeper into the sun-warm sand.

“I’'m sorry, but on this path nothing is ever certain. Even when the story seemsto befinished, and the
book is closed, even then, it may not truly be done.”

“We went into the museum, didn’t we?” Emmie asks, quick, before sheloses her nerve. “We went in,
but then she did something so it never happened.”

“You'reavery observant girl,” the black-skinned woman says and goes back to tracing her patternsin
the sand. “Y ou' re beginning to catch on, which is more than could ever be said for most.”

“I thought s0,” Emmie says, and looks up at the moon and al the stars winking on above the dunes. “It
was sort of like having d§avu, amost. We were about to get out of the car and go into the museum, and
then Soldier changed her mind, and, al of a sudden, | had memories of thingsthat hadn’t happened.”

“It was passed down in her mother’ sblood, that particular gift, that curse. It’s kept her alive many times
now, even without Soldier knowing what she was doing, but it could still destroy her...and others.”

“It scaresme, dmost more than anything else,” and Emmie gives up trying to find the Big Dipper,
because there’ s something not quite right about these stars, something just unfamiliar enough to be
disorienting. “I keep wondering if Soldier’s changed things | don’t remember. | keep wondering if that
first timel saw her, when | gave her Pearl’ s snow globe, if maybeit wasn't only two days ago, because
she keeps changing what happensto make it come out different, and so we keep doing the same things
over and over again.”

“ She' strying to find something, Emmie,” the woman says, and draws a crooked triangle to enclose the
crceswithin circleswithin circles. “ Something that was stolen from her. When shefindsit, | think the
story will end, and you can go home. If shefindsit.”

“Isthat what I’ m supposed to do? Help her find what she’ slooking for?’

“That' sapart of it. But there are other things, aswell.”

“Building bridges,” Emmie saysvery softly. “Building bridgesfor the ghouls and Pearl.”
“Y ou have grievous choices ahead of you, Emmie Silvey, and | do not envy you.”

“Y ou know, haf thetime, | have no ideawhat you' re talking about.”

The black-skinned woman laughs softly to hersaf and stands up, wiping sand from her thighsand legs.
“Y ou are awonder, child. I'd keep you here with me, if | thought the world would ever permit such a

thing.”

“But | don't want to stay herewith you,” Emmietells her, even though part of her does, the part that
doesn't redly want to know how the story’ s going to end, the part that’ s more afraid than homesick. “I
want to go home. | want to go home and be with Deacon.”

“Then you must watch your steps, and you must make these choices with great care. Y ou must decide if



you will help Soldier again, and if you'll build the bridges the hounds desire of you.”

“| keep saying that | don’t know how to build adamn bridge,” Emmietells her and pulls her hand free of
the sand.

The black-skinned woman is sllent for amoment. She stands silhouetted against the evening sky, the
moon like abright coin hung above her head. She seemsto be admiring whatever it isthat she’ sdrawvnin
the sand, the complex arrangement of lines and curves and curlicues that Emmie can only just make out in
the moonlight.

“Therewas agreat war here once,” the woman says. “Y ou know that, don’t you, Emmie?’

Emmie nods her head. A yelow scorpion aslong as her middle finger has crawled out of the sand where
her hand was buried only amoment before, and she watches it skitter towards the edge of the shapes
drawn on the dune.

“I was dreaming, and Pearl showed me. Or | thought | was dreaming. She said it was awar to drive the
ghouls out of the wastelands.”

“It wasthat, and other things. In asensg, it has never actualy ended. In asense, it never will.”

The scorpion pauses at the edge of the outermost line the woman has traced in the sand and tirs at the
night air with its pincers.

“Thewarriors dtill battle in the sky, Emmie. Y ou’ ve seen them, too. Seaand sand, waves washing against
the edges of this place, and two demons tearing at one another, two demons perched upon the edges of
two mael stroms, one dwaysin flame and the other alwaysin shadow.”

“Yeah,” Emmie says, still watching the scorpion and starting to fedl deepy. “1 saw them. She showed
m"

Light has begun to leak from the sand, streaming up from the designs traced into the dune, brilliant,
blazing ribbons of crimson and turquoise, amber and tangerine, the deegpest, purest blues Emmi€ sever
seen. Theribbons swirl and dip and swiftly rise, each color racing al the others, twining tightly together,
then breaking free again. The scorpion has stopped waving its pincers about, and it vanishes beneath the
sand.

“Forgiveme,” thewoman says, slepping into thelight. “I have grown too weary of my own secrets. |
cannot carry these things forever.” And the colors wash over and through her, and Emmie redizesthat
the ribbons aren’'t merely light and color, but music, too. Each hue adifferent voice, and together they
form avast and clamorous symphony, adrowning roar of harmony and discord that rushes forward only
to shatter against some shore she can't quite see. The woman holds her arms up, and the ribbons of color
and sound wrap themsalves about her, playing her ebony flesh like the strings of athousand guitars and
violinsand cdllos.

“Closeyour eyes,” she says, Emmie can hear her very clearly above the music, can hear her asclearly as
if therewerenomugc a al. “Quickly. There' sonly alittletimeleft.”

And Emmie doesn’'t ask what the woman means about time. She shuts her eyes, but the colors are il
there, the colors and the music and the woman standing like alightning rod planted at the center of it dl.
The night has disappeared, as have the stars and the moon and the sky, the desert and the dry, dusty
amell. If | open my eyes, Emmiethinks, will the world come back, or has she taken it away forever? But
then the ribbons of light are moving even fagter than before, the music become a perfect cacophony; the



black-skinned woman holds out a hand, and Emmie only hesitates amoment or two before she accepts
it.

“Thehoundstell agtory about me,” the black-skinned woman says. “They teach it to dl the changelings,
to keep them close, to keep them daves, to make them afraid to even wish for what the Cuckoo has
taken from them.”

And then Emmieis standing somewhere else, somewhere just beyond the high Arabian dunes, the
cracked and wind-scoured bed of alake or inland seadried up athousand or amillion years ago.

There’ sadead tree nearby, its charred trunk jutting from the heart of aroaring fire, and the body of a
young girl hangsfrom itslowest limb, anoose pulled tight about her broken neck. Three naked women
dance around thefire, and they aren’t lone; there are other things dancing with them, ferd, loping things
with canine faces and bristling fur. Thefire licks at the dead girl’ sfeet and legs, and Emmie understands
without having to be told—the girl hanging from the tree is the black-skinned woman, and it wasn't the
desert sun that burned her dark as pitch. Then the three women become crows and fly away, but the
ghouls continue dancing around the burning tree and the body of the girl. Their howls and coarse laughter
fill thenight.

“They cdl meatraitor,” the woman says from somewhere behind Emmie. “They know it' s not that
sample, but find haf atruth more useful than thewhole.”

“I’'m sorry,” Emmie says, hot wanting to see any more of it, not wanting to hear the hounds or thewind
or the hungry, crackling sound of the flames gnawing the girl’ s corpse. She would cover her eyes, but she
knows thisisn't something that she’ s watching with her eyes and so it wouldn't do any good.

“Look closer, Emmie Silvey, and see through the myth the hounds have fashioned here. Look deep and
seedll thereisto see”

And she’ sabout to say that she has dready, and that she’ s seen more than enough of it, thank you very
much, when the night ripples like a stone dropped into still water, breaking some subtle masquerade, an
illuson Emmie hadn’t even guessed a. Thereis not onetree. There are dozens of trees studding the floor
of the dead sea, each strung with its own body, each rooted in flames. There are hundreds or thousands
of dancers, and the sky isfilled with crows.

“Oh,” Emmie says, avery smal sound coughed out like the breath being knocked from her lungs. “Oh.”
“l wasatraitor,” the woman says, “but it was never the houndsthat | betrayed.”
Overhead, the murder of crows has begun to sing, cawing triumph in their brash crow voices.

“In those days, the ghul were growing wesk, their powers diminished by thelong war with the djinniyeh,
and the Children of the Cuckoo had plotted together and appointed an hour when they would finally rise
up, as one, against the hounds.”

“But you,” Emmie whispers, “you told the ghoulsit was going to happen. Y ou told them.”

“I loved them,” the woman says. “They wereall | knew and dl that | could comprehend. For dl |
understood, freedom was nothing more than another wild beast waiting to devour me, no different in my
eyesfrom the jackals and the leopards. So, yes, | went to my mistress, and | warned her.”

Theair stinks of woodsmoke and searing flesh, and the wings of the crows batter the air until Emmie
thinks even the sky will begin to bleed.

“But they killed you, too,” Emmie says. “They killed dl of you, just to be safe, didn’t they? Just to be



sure”

“Yes,” the black-skinned woman replies, “dl of us. Just to be sure. They had to be absolutely certain that
they’ d found out al the renegades. And then they rewarded my loydty by naming methe sole
conspirator, only me, onefoolish girl child who' d defied them because she was selfish and wesk and
wanted what other children had. They feared what might happen if the truth survived that night, if their
daves knew that once upon atime dl the children had turned against the Cuckoo. If changdlings knew
such athing were even possible, it might happen again.”

Emmie turns away, because there' s nothing else she needsto see. “Why are you till here?” she asks.

“They wanted the achemist to capture this moment, what they’ d made of this moment, so that they
wouldn’t haveto rely on mere words and imagination, so that the Children of the Cuckoo could each and
every one watch my death again and again and again and dl fear the same fate or worse. But time's
dippery, Emmie, even for wizards. Even for those who can spin hours and days like spider silk. And |
have long guarded this night against them. They will not haveit, ever.”

“Pease send me back now,” Emmie whispers, closeto tears, and the shade named Esmeribetheda grips
her hand and drags her free of the night of fire and crows and dancing ghouls. They stand together at the
center of the drawing in the sand, their feet smudging and rearranging the countless grainsinto something
new and necessary. Esmeribetheda holds Emmie close as the ribbons of color and music weave a bright
|attice around them.,

“What'scoming,” Esmeribetheda says, “it’ s a choice that you must make for yourself and for your own
reasons and no one else's. But | needed you to see. | needed you to know this.”

Emmie, bound in light and trilling crystaline notes, in the horror and sorrow of what she has seen and
what the black-skinned woman hastold her, fedsthe cold sinking into her again. The same cold shefdt
when Miss Josephine touched her forehead, and she knows what’ s coming and braces hersdlf for the
jolt. Esmeribetheda wipes the tears from Emmi€ s face and then pushes her dl the way back to the
ydlow house on Benefit Street.

Soldier stands on the topmost of the foldaway stairsleading into the attic, and Hester, the brown girl, the
Daughter of the Four of Pentacles, issitting on her milking stool, exactly where Soldier first saw her. And
just how long ago wasthat? Soldier thinks, the last thing she wantsto ask hersdlf, but asking it anyway, it
and dl the questions that come tumbling after it: Wasthat along time ago, when | wasachild? Was| a
child along time ago? Wasit only three years ago, when | was a child?

The girl’ s holding an antique gold pocket watch, and itsticking seemsvery, very loud in the tillness of
the attic. When the alchemist’ s daughter sees Soldier, shelooks surprised, surprised and perhaps alittle
disappointed, but not alarmed.

“Oh,” shesays. “It’ sonly you again. | thought perhapsit was someone ese. | thought perhapsyou'd
died in Woonsocket.”

“You were there, weren't you?’ Soldier asks her. “Y ou were there, and you helped me. Y ou untied us.
How—"

“Did 7?7’ the brown girl smiles. “Weéll, then, that’s my own business, isn't it? | had my reasons. Besides,
you haven't even said thank-you.”



Odd Willie mumbles something impatient from the stairs behind Soldier, and so she climbsthe rest of the
way into the attic. He follows, and she seesthat he'sdrawn hisgun.

“I redly don't think you' re going to need that,” Soldier tells him and points at the .45.

“Yeah, well. Chance favorsthe prepared,” hereplies. “1an't that what you said back at the museum?”’
“Whatever,” Soldier says and wondersif there’saway to pull the stairs up after them.

“How did you escape?’ the brown girl asks. “I mean, how’ d you get out past George Ballou?’

“I killed him. I think maybe | killed them dl.”

The Daughter of the Four of Pentacles nods her head and asks another question. “ Did they catch her?”
“Did they catch who?’

The girl frowns and rolls her eyes, then dipsthe watch into apocket of her black dress. “EmmaJean
Silvey. Did they catch Emma Jean in the railroad tunnel ? She has something that belongsto my father,
and | would very much liketo get it back.”

“Thekid swith us,” Odd Willie says, staring up at the massive pine beams supporting the roof of the
ydlow house, haf-hidden in the shadows far above their heads. “Y ou know, it' sawhole hdl of alot
bigger up herethan it ought to be.”

“Wadll, | don't see her,” the brown girl says.
“Muiss Josephine wanted to talk to her,” Soldier replies. “Y ou remember me?’

“Of course | remember you. Y ou're Soldier. Y ou' re the one the Bailiff brought to see me. The nasty little
brat who dropped the wildebeest.”

“That happened? That really happened?’

“Unfortunately, yes. That Noah's ark ismy respongbility. I’'m supposed to keep it safe. It was madein
Italy by Signior Anastagio Baldassario Morétti in 1888.”

“Isthere any way to pull these stairs up from here?” Soldier asks her, and the Daughter of the Four of
Pentacles sighs and stands up.

“What possible difference doesit make?’ she asks, Sraightening her dress. *1s someone chasing you,
too?’

“Jesus goddamn bloody Christ,” Odd Willie says and glances back down the stairs. “ Thiskid' seven
more annoying than the other one.”

“Can we shut the trgpdoor?” Soldier asks again, starting to think maybe guns aren’t such abad idea after
dl.

“There sacrank over there, mounted on thewall. But don’t turn it too fast or it gets stuck. And don’t let
go until youfed it catch.”

“Thank you very fucking much.” Odd Willie snorts, and Soldier squintsinto the attic gloom until she spots
the hand crank.



“If we closeit, how's Emmie supposed to find us?” Odd Willie asks her, and Soldier shrugs.
“Maybeit’ s better if she doesn't. Better for her, anyway.”

Odd Willie shakes his head and runs hisfingers through his hair, dicking it down flat againgt hisscap. “I
swear to fuck, Soldier, | hope you' re planning on telling me what the hell’ s going on someday red soon.
'Cause I’'m getting awfully damned tired of trying to figureit dl out for mysdf.”

“Who are you, anyway?’ the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles asks Odd Willie, and he snickers
nervoudy and wipesat hisnose.

The hand crank squeals and groans and pops, dry-rotted rope and rust and neglect, and Soldier half
expectsit to come apart a any moment, sending the stairs and the trapdoor crashing to the hallway
below. The stairs are ill half-extended, and now she' s having to strain to turn the crank. “ Odd Willie,”
she says between gritted teeth. “Thisis Hester—"

“Pearl,” the dchemist’ s daughter corrects her.

“—Hedter,” Soldier grunts, “thisis Odd Willie Lothrop.”

“I see” the brown girl says. “I’ ve heard stories about you from Barnaby.”

“I never fucked adead cat,” Odd Willietdlsher. “If Barnaby said that, he waslying.”

“Hesad it wasalive chicken. Either way—"

“—it'sagoddamn lie. Soldier, if you shut that dl the way, it'sgoing to get awfully damn dark up here”

“Y ou should have brought alantern,” the brown girl says. “Usudly they bring lanterns when they come. It
wasslly of you to have forgotten.”

“It wasawholelot sllier, girlie, that we didn’t bring abal gag and apair of handcuffs,” Odd Willie says
and goesto help Soldier with the crank.

“Crap. It'slocking up on me,” shetdlshim. “The damned thing probably hasn't seen adrop of ail in at
least ahundred years.”

“Oh, not quite aslong asdl that,” saysthe brown girl. “My father used it al thetime, and | used it too.
Hedwayskept itin good repair.”

And Soldier thinks how much easier it would beto give up and let the winch start turning
counterclockwise, letting the old rope un-spool, and when the stairs were down again, she could go back
to Miss Josephine, could go al the way down to the basement and the tunnels and the ghouls. Then they
could figure out what to do with Emmie Silvey, and Soldier would never have to face whatever’ swaiting
for her inthedtic. She could find apint of chegp whiskey and save the truth for people who don't have
to go looking for courage and resolve in agoddamn bottle. She could accept her fate and wash her
hands of the whole mess, turn Emmie over to Madam Terpsichore and Master Danalis. She belongsto
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Just like me, shethinks. Just like Odd Willie. Then there€ sadull crack and afainter thump from
somewhere insde the winch, and it stops turning atogether, leaving the attic stairs suspended halfway
between up and down.

“Now you' ve gone and broken it,” the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles saysindignantly. “Do you



break things everywhere you go, or only when you come up here?’

“Everywhere| go,” Soldier replies and takes her hands off the crank handle; her pAmsarered and
tingling. Well, shethinks, | guessthat fucking well settlesthat.

“Piece of shit,” Odd Willie says. “It was probably broken to start with.”

“It most certainly wasnot,” the brown girl snapsat him. It worked just fine. It wasright asrain, aslong
asyou knew how to handleit.”

“Soldier, I'm gonna fucking shoot her if she kegpsthis up much longer.”

Soldier stops staring a her pAms and glances at Odd Willie. “Y ou can't. At least not until later on. She's
the reason we' re stuck up here. She's—"

“—had quite enough of the both of you,” the brown girl says. “Y ou' re ungrateful and rude, and | don’'t
think you even have permission to be up here. | don't think the hounds even know.”

Odd Willie laughs and spits a the foldaway stairs. “Look, kid, | don’t care what she says; either shut up
or get shot.”

The Daughter of the Four of Pentacles glares a him silently for amoment, her mouth hanging half-openin
dismay. Then she narrows her eyes and crosses her arms. “Y ou can’t shoot me, changeling. No one can
hurt me. Ever. There arerules here, Mr. Lothrop.”

Odd Willieflipsthe safety off hisgun, then flipsit back on again. “Lately,” he says, “I’ve noticed that the
rules don’t seem to mean awhole hdl of alot.”

Soldier looks at the Sairs, one last, exasperated glance before she gives up and turnsto the dlchemist’s
daughter. “Pearl,” she says, “no one' s going to shoot you. No one’ s going to fucking hurt you. But you
need to try to bejust alittle more helpful. The more you cooperate, the sooner you'll berid of us.”

“| don't even know what you want.”
“I want you to tell me what happened when | was here before, when the Bailiff sent me up here.”

The Daughter of the Four of Pentacles uncrosses her arms and smiles ahard smile that’ sredly more of a
amirk. “Maybe | was going to tell you. But now I’ ve changed my mind. Anyway, that'sasecret,” she
saysto Soldier. “ That'savery important secret that I’ ve promised never to tell anyone—especially not
you—because there arerules”

“Then we have aproblem,” Soldier tells her. “ Because me and Mr. Lothrop here are dready standing in
shit up to our fucking eyeballs, and if you can’t—or won't—help me, Pearl, then | might aswell let him
put abullet in your face and be done withit.”

The brown girl stops smirking and sits back down on her milking stoal. “Y ou’ re even more unpleasant as
agrown woman than you were asachild,” she saysto Soldier.

“Now, I'll buy that,” Odd Willie snickers, and then he puts his gun away.

“How oldam 17" Soldier asksthe girl. “In Woonsocket, you said it wasn't time for that question, that it
would come later. And here we are, later. So tell me, how old am |7’ But the dchemist’ s daughter only
ghrugs and makes a show of twiddling her thumbs.

“That' snot asmple question,” she says.



“Answer it anyway. WEe ve got thetime.”
“There smore than one answer.”

“But | think you know the one I’ m after,” Soldier says, gazing into the shadows behind and above the
brown girl, the immense attic of the yellow house stretching out before her like a haf-remembered
nightmare. “Thelast time | was here, you led me somewhere. | want you to take me there again. On the
way, we can talk about what you were doing in WWoonsocket.”

The brown girl watches her for amoment, then smiles again, and something about that smile makes
Soldier want to hit her, something precious and cold and cal culated.

“Soldier, haven't you ever learned that you catch more flies with honey than with vinegar?’ the girl asks.
“Didn’t the Bailiff teach you that? Y ou should try using ‘ please’ sometime.”

“Fine” Soldier says. “Please, Pearl, will you take me wherever the hell you took me before?’
“Him, too?” And the Daughter of the Four of Pentacles points at Odd Willie.
“Yes, please, him fucking too.”

“I don't like guns, Soldier. And | don't like being threatened with them, particularly not by men whose
lives!’ve helped to save. | redly don't like being around men like that.”

Soldier turns and punches Odd Willie in the somach as hard as she can. He yelps and doubles over, then
gnksto hisknees.

“There,” she says. “He svery sorry that he pointed agun at you. He' slearned hislesson and promises
he'll never doit again.”

“Y ou should know, | wasn't trying to help you,” the brown girl says. “1 wastrying to help Emma Jean,
and—"

“I don’'t need an explanation. | just need you to stop fucking around and do what I’ ve asked you to do.”

“I thought | should be clear, that’sdl,” and then the dchemist’ s daughter gets up from her stool again and
walks away into the darkness.

“Don’t be such agoddamn pussy,” Soldier tells Odd Willie, and he gags and cdls her acunt and tells her
to fuck off. But she helpshim to hisfeet anyway, and they follow the girl degper into the attic.

Open your eyes, Esmeribetheda says, and it takes Emmie a moment or two to remember exactly how
one does that, opens her eyes, because she' s had them closed for so long. Ages, it seems, long ages as
shefell through the wrinkled time and space and vacuum cold and starfire that lies between the
black-skinned woman' s desert and the attic of the yellow house. And it takes her amoment moreto
redlize that Esmeribetheda hasn't traveled with her, that she's come aoneinto this musty, disorienting
place of half-light and shadows. She sits down on the floor, sits down before shefalls, her legswesk and
trembling, and triesto figure out where she is and what she' s supposed to do next.

“Canyou sill hear me?’ she asks Esmeribetheda, but no one answers, only her own echo bouncing back
from the darkness. Emmie blinks, redizing that the dim shapes towering around her are pieces of furniture
and high rows of shelving. She calls out again, louder than before.



“Canyou dill hear me?’
Thistime her echo ismore distinct and clearly repeats at least seven times.

“You can't, can you?’ Emmiesighs, gazing up at the shelves. There arefaintly glinting objects on them
that shethinks at first must be fishbowls, row upon row of goldfish bowls of different Szes, until she
remembers Pearl’ s snow globe. A suninsde acrystd sphere, the thing that Soldier used as awegpon to
drive away or destroy ademon or maybe something even worse than ademon. And here, herethere are
ahundred spheres—no, athousand. At least athousand.

That'sone of my father’ s later experiments, and he’ s extremely proud of it. He was careful to take astar
none of the astronomers had ever seen....

Staring up at the shelves and al those glinting spheres, Emmie wondersjust how many of them contain
garsthat Pearl’ sfather decided no one would ever miss and what other things he might have trapped.

My father moved places and moments....

There sadry, fluttering sound then, somewhere overhead to her left, and Emmie squintsinto the dark,
hoping there aren't batsin this place, but fairly certain there are probably lots of them. She getsto her
feet again, her legsfeding alittle stronger now, and she spots the nub of a candlestick on anearby table,
along tablethat’ s redlly more like aworkbench, crowded with odd mechanica contraptions and glass
containers, books and hardened pools of candle wax. She goesto the table and finds a big box of
kitchen matches Sitting on top of avery ancient-looking book bound in brittle |esther; Emmie shakesthe
box and isrdlieved to hear wooden matches rattling about inside. The candle stub makes only asmall
pool of warm yellow light, but it'sawelcomething in this place. She sets the matchbox down a safe
distance from the candl€ s flame, and now she can seethetitle of the book, Astronomicum Caesarium,
stamped into the cover in dingy gold. Emmie beginsto openit, disturbing severd large silverfish, but then
she hears voices and footsteps and looks up to see Pearl and Soldier and Odd Willie appear from behind
oneof thetall shelves.

Pearl furrows her eyebrows and points an accusing finger at Emmie. “How did you get up here? What
are you doing with my father’ sthings?’

“I wasjust looking a abook,” Emmiereplies, closing it quickly and stepping quickly away from the
table. “That'sdl. | didn’t touch anything.”

“Liar. Youlit that candle there,” Pearl says, “s0 you touched that, and that means you must have touched
the matches, aswell.”

“Her bark’ sworse than her bite,” Odd Willie says and rubs at his ssomach like someone with a
bellyache. “Problemis, she never fucking stops barking.”

“Shit,” Soldier says, stepping past Pearl and walking towards one of the shelves. “Thisisit. Thisisthe
place you brought me before, isn't it? | was here.”

“Don’'t you touch anything,” Pearl warns her, instead of answering the question.

Odd Willie plops down on a moldering, threadbare settee, raising athick cloud of dust, and something
inddeit cracksloudly.

“What wastha?’ Pearl saysand turns away from Soldier to find Odd Willie coughing and fanning the
dust away. “Be careful,” she groans. “ That belonged to my mother.”



“Areweintheattic now?’ Emmie asks and watches Soldier examining the crystal spheres on the shelf.
“Weare, aren't we?’

“We had to take the goddamn gtairs,” Odd Willie wheezes. “Y ou must have found a shortcut.”
“Thereare no shortcuts,” the brown girl says emphaticaly.
“Oh, hell, there are lways shortcuts,” Odd Willie croaks and then starts coughing again.

Emmie starts to tell them about Esmeribetheda and the desert, about the burning trees and the crows who
were redly women (or women who were really crows), but then she decides maybeit’ sbest if she
doesn't. Just because she needed to know the secret doesn’t mean that everyone el se needs to know it,
too.

“Muiss Josephine showed methe way,” she says, and Pearl glares at her suspicioudly.

“Whereismy father’ sexperiment?’ she demands. “Y ou had it when the ghouls came and | lost you in the
tunnel. Y ou haveto giveit back, right thisminute.”

“Shedoesn’t have it anymore,” Soldier says, bending closeto a particularly large sphere, one dmost as
big around as a soccer ball. “She gaveit to me. And | can't give it back, because | don't have it
anymore, either.”

“Why not? Whereisit?’

“Hell, maybe. Or Niflneim or Sheol,” Soldier tellsher. “1f you believe in such places.” Then she brushes
her fingers across the dusty surface of the large sphere, and it beginsto glow very softly.

“I told you not to touch anything!” Pearl shouts at her. “ The three of you have done enough damage asiit
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“Y ou camelooking for me,” Emmie says and walks over to stand beside Soldier. “ Y ou Started this,
Pearl. | certainly never wanted to run off in a snowstorm and hide in atunnel and get kidnapped and
chased by mongters.”

“Theré san entireidand inthisone,” Soldier says.

“It'snot anidand,” Pearl protests. “It'sasmdl continent. My father hardly bothered with idands. That's
aplace cdled Lemuria. It' s very important, and you' re not to touch it again.”

“Why did we come here?” Emmie asks Soldier. “Why did you want to cometo this attic instead of going
to seethe Bailiff?’

“Because | think maybe | |eft something here once,” Soldier tells her.
“Do you know what it was, the thing you left?’

“I'm garting to figure it out,” Soldier says, and then she turns away from the sphere containing asmall,
stolen continent, and faces the brown girl.

“Why did you help her?’ Soldier asks and nods a Emmie. “And why’d you hedp me sothat I'd wind up
helping her, too?’

Pearl frowns and mutters something to hersalf and picks at aloose thread on her black dress. Maybe she
doesn’'t know, Emmie thinks. Maybe thisis just another one of her father’ s experiments. Maybe we re al



stuck inside one of those snow globes. Maybe we' re sitting on ashelf somewhere, and her father is
watching everything we do.

“You'll haveto speak alittle louder than that, Hester,” Odd Willie says. “Me and Soldier here, we'rea
little hard of hearing. That’ swhat happens when you play with guns. Next thing you know, you' re degf as
asone.”

“| said that | have my reasons.”

“Thefirg timel saw you,” Emmie says, “you told me you needed meto build abridgefor you. That's
why you were helping me, isn't it? Becauseif they killed me, | couldn’t build your bridge.”

“Y ou makeit sound much more sdfishthanitis” Pearl tells her, and she picks up something that looks
like aclarinet grafted onto a ship’s sextant. “I probably would have helped you anyway.”

“And what you took from me,” Soldier says, “whereisit? Wheredid you put it? Isit here, on one of
these shelves?’

Pearl shakes her head, but doesn’t say anything.

Emmiefedsdizzy and shuts her eyes. Thisiswhereit findly ends, Deacon. Thisiswhere the story
finishes, intheatic of thisawful old house.

“Y ou can’'t do what they thought you could do,” Pearl saysto Soldier. “1 knew it dl along, of course, but
| had to acquiesce. | had to do whatever the Bailiff and the houndstold meto do. | didn’t have achoice.
They have my father.”

“Soldier’ snot the bridge builder,” Emmie says and opens her eyes, but the dizziness doesn't pass. “| am.
I m the one the hounds need to go back home, but they thought it was Soldier, didn’t they?’

“The quadroon daughter of Saben White,” Pearl says and smiles and fiddies with atarnished brass knob
on the sextant-clarinet thing. “ They made a mistake, aserious miscalculation. If my father had been here,
if they hadn’t sent him away to Weir and exile, he could have shown them the error of their reckoning.
He could have shown them it was you, Emma Jean Silvey, and you' d not have been shuffled off to be
raised by that drunkard who is not your father, and none of thiswould ever have happened.”

“Whereisit?’ Soldier asks her again, and then she takes a step towards the Daughter of the Four of
Pentacles.

“Really, what difference doesit make?’ Pearl asks her. “ Surely you don’t think you can ever haveit
back? The Baliliff would never permit meto do any such thing. And the hounds—"

“How about you let me worry about the Bailiff and the hounds. Show me where you' ve put it, Pearl.
Show menow. I’'m tired of asking.”

Emmielooks back at the crystal sphereslined up nestly on the shelf, the dust and cobwebs, al those
imprisoned places and times and lives. And then shelooks up at Soldier again, and she knowsthat the
changdling woman isn't bluffing, that she'll kill Pearl, just like she would havekilled dl those people at the
Cumberland Farms, just like she killed Emmi€’ s mother and the creatures below Woonsocket.

“Youwon't hurt me,” Pearl tells Soldier, her dark eyes bright with smug confidence. “Y ou know the
rules. Y ou were raised by them, and you won'’t cross the hounds. Y ou wouldn't ever dare cross the
Bailiff.”



“| dready have,” Soldier saysvery softly, cadmly, and draws her pistol from the waistband of her jeans.
“So, | hope you appreciate how little | haveleft to lose.”

“Pearl, she'snot kidding,” Emmie says and stepsin between Soldier and the dchemist’ s daughter. “ Just
do what shewants, and we'll leave.”

“No. It sout of the question. | most certainly will not. My father—”

“Pearl,” Emmie snarls, the same way she snarled at the fat kid who said her mother was acat, snarling
like the haf-breed sire she’ snever met. “Y ou want to go to your father. Y ou want to bewith him. That's
why you saved me, because you believethat | can make the bridge you need to reach him.”

Pearl stares back at Emmie and chews her lower lip, her smile faded and her eyes not so bright now. She
dowly laysthe sextant-clarinet contraption back down on the long table.

“Give her what shewants,” Emmie says, “and I’ll build abridge for you so you can be with him again.”

“Soldier, | can't let you do this” Odd Willielaughs, aflat laugh that Emmiecantell isn't redly alaugh at
al. He' s4ill stting on the old settee, but now his pistol’ s pointed at Soldier. “Whatever dl thisshit’s
about, I’ m pretty goddamn sure you'reright, and it’ s not about me, and | have to go on living with the
ghoulsand the Balliff when it' sover.”

“Willie, you don't know—" Soldier begins, but Odd Willie cuts her off.

“Damn graight. And | don't fucking much care, either. I’ ve stood by you thisfar, because | figured
maybe | owed you something after Ballou and Saben and dl that crazy shit. Y ou probably saved my life.
But, Jesus, thisisthe wizard' s daughter, and | have a pretty goddamn good ideawhat’ || happen to meiif |
just St here and let you shoot her.”

“Youdon't know,” Soldier saysagain, not looking at him, her eyes till locked on Pearl, her finger on the
trigger. “When | wasfive, that son of abitch used to call me up from the tunnels and feed me sweets and
ask me about my dreams. And | guesshedidn’t likewhat | told him, because one night he sent me up
here and this.. .this sdf-important little shit, she took my childhood, stoleit, just like her father used to
stedl bits and pieces of the universe and lock them upin al these things,” and she motions towards one of
the shelves with the hand that isn't holding the gun.

“Wadll, boo-fucking-hoo.” Odd Willie snorts, and then he giggles nervoudy and wipes hisnose again.
“Look, I'm sorry, okay? Soldier, I’ m sorry asamotherfucker, but I’'m still not going to let you kill her.
So put the goddamn gun away, ’ causeit ain’t gonna happen.”

“Fuck you,” she says, dmost whispering now, and shoots Odd Williein thethroat. The attic isfilled with
thunder that swells and booms benegth the faraway ceiling, and Pearl screams. There' saspurt of blood
from the soft spot below hislarynx, and helooks surprised asthe pistol dipsfrom his hand and clattersto
thefloor.

“You'renot that fast,” Soldier says, and Odd Willie Lothrop dumps back against the settee.

Pearl is crouched on the floor, both hands clasped over her ears, and Emmi€ s head isringing from the
gunshot, the gunshot and the dizziness that’ s getting worse instead of better. She turns around, and
Soldier’ s pointing the gun at Pearl again.

“If youkill her, you'll never findit,” Emmie says, and theringing' s o bad that she can hardly hear hersdlf.
“You'll never get it back, not if she'sdead.”



“Maybe not. But you never know. Y ou never know anything for sure. | might get lucky.”

Emmie shakes her head, but the ringing won't go away, and she wondersif it ever will. She glances over
her shoulder at Odd Willie sprawled on the settee.  Soldier, he was your friend. Y ou were dying, and he
carried you out of that place and took care of you.”

“She' sachangeling,” Pearl sobs from the floor, her hands still covering her ears. “She'saliar and a
murderer, aChild of the Cuckoo, and people like her don’t have friends. She' samonster, Emma Jean,
just likeyou.”

“Pearl,” Emmie says, and the room swings and tilts and she has to |ean against the table to keep from
fdling. “ Give her what she wants. Don’'t make her kill you.”

Pearl crawlsthe rest of the way beneath the table, as though it might protect her, leaving little teardrop
gpatters of salt water and snot on the dusty floorboards.

“I'm only alittle girl, EmmaJean. They’ ve had melocked away up hereforever and ever, locked up here
aonewithout time or sunlight or anyoneto talk to, but I’'m still only achild, not an old woman, and I'm
afraid of them! I'm afraid of what they’ll do to me!”

“You redly should listen to her, Hester,” Soldier says and squats down so the gun’s till aimed at Pearl.
“I think maybe she' strying to save your miserable hide.”

Pearl’ s crying so hard that Emmie can’t make out whatever she says next, but apparently Soldier can,
because she laughs and cocks the pistol again.

Maybe I’ m dying, Emmie thinks, wishing that the room would stop rolling drunkenly about like the deck
of aboat. Maybe when Esmeribetheda sent me back, she did something wrong. Maybe she messed
something up ingde my head, and I'm dying. And the thought doesn’t frighten her like she' saways
imagined it should, because maybe when she' s dead there will be no one and nothing at al, and she
won't even have to bother trying to forget al the horrible, impossible things she's seen inthe last six days.

“I’m going to ask you onelast time,” Soldier says, and that only makes Pearl cry that much louder.

“Stop it,” Emmie says, and for asecond she wondersif she meansthe swaying tic or if she means Pearl
and Soldier. I'm going to puke, she thinks, but then the nausea passes, and Soldier’ slooking at her
ingtead of the alchemist’ s daughter.

“Pearl’ sright; we rejust children,” Emmie says, sitting down, holding tightly to one of the table' slegs.
“Just kids. That'sall we are, dl three of us. Sure, I'm too weird and too smart and my eyes are yellow,
and Soldier’ stoo old, and Pearl’ s not nearly old enough, but we re al three till just children.”

Soldier glances a the gun in her hand, then back at Emmie. “If you have a point—"

“That ismy point, Soldier. Can’t you see? That is my goddamn point,” and she rests her face againgt the
leg of the table. The naused s back again, worse than before, and she' strying to decide which of the two
Soldiersshe' sseeing isthered one. “Pearl, pleasg, if you il haveit, giveit back to her. It belongsto
her. Giveit to her, and I’ll build your bridge for you.”

“You don't understand,” Pearl sobs. “They’ll find me anyway. They’ll come across the bridge, too, or
the ghoulsthat livein Weir will kill us both, me and my father.”

Soldier, both of her, sitsdown on the floor, halfway between Emmie and Pearl, and looks down at the
pistol again.



“Please,” Emmie begs the two Pearls huddlied under the table. “1'll tear the bridge down once you're
across. No onewill follow you, | promise. Cross my heart—"

“Hopeto die?’ Soldier asks, and then she laughs again and rubs at her forehead with the barrel of the
gun.

“Yes” Emmie says. “Yes. Cross my heart and hopeto die. Giveit back to her, and then I’ ll build your
bridge, and then, when you' re across, I'll tear it down so no one can come after you or your father.”

“They mademedoit,” Pearl whimpers. “They can make you do things, too, Emma Jean.”

“No, they can't. | have asecret place to hide where even they can't follow.” Emmie only half
understands the things she' s saying, but she says them anyway. “1 can go therg, if | haveto. Giveit to her,
Pearl. Give Soldier what you took from her.” And then there are no more words, nothing left to say, and
she wantsto shut her eyes because she' stired of the tilting and there being two of everything and
everyone, but she doesn’t because Deacon aways said that closing your eyes only makes nauseaworse.
And he ought to know, she thinks and hangs onto the table leg.

“I'msorry,” Pearl saysto Soldier, and she reachesinto the pocket of her dress, the same pocket where
she kegps the gold watch. She takes out avery small thing, round and smooth and glassy, something the
color of buttermilk and no larger than amarble. “1 knew how wrong it was, but | was so afraid.” And she
holdsit out to Soldier.

“That'sit?" Soldier asks, and Pearl puts the marble into her hand.
“Therewasn't much,” she saysand wipesat her eyes. “ Y ou weren't yet even six yearsold.”

Soldier stops rubbing at her forehead with the pistol and rolls the buttermilk marble back and forth in her
pam. “What the hell am | supposed to do with it?’

“That’ sthe easy part,” Pearl tells her. “ Just put it beneath your tongue.”

“I think I’m going to pass out,” Emmie says, but the words sound so strange, having been said, that she
decides she' s probably wrong. Anyway, neither Soldier nor Pearl seemsto have heard her.

“Put it under my tongue?’

“Yeah,” Pearl replies and makes awet, sniffling noise. “Time will do therest. My father used to say that
timeisawaystrying to repair itself, and that’ swhy it' s so hard to change the past.”

“That doesn't make sense,” Emmie says, trying to St up straighter. “ Y ou just contradicted yoursdlf.”

“I'monly telling you what hesaid. | can't help it if you don’t understand.” And then Pearl starts weeping
agan.

“Try it,” Emmietdls Soldier. “ Put it under your tongue and see what happens.”

“What the fuck,” Soldier says, and stares at the marble afew seconds more before dipping it into her
mouth.

“Emma Jean Silvey, you' ve promised me.” Thetwo Pearls sniffle and blink their four bloodshot eyesa
Emmie. “You ve promised to build abridge for me. Y ou’' ve crossed your heart and hoped to die.”

“Aslongas| don't passout first,” Emmie says and lets her head rest againgt the table leg again.



Soldier triesto say something, but the words come out al wrong because of the marble benesth her
tongue.

“Don't swdlow it,” Pearl tdlsher. “If you swalow it, it’'ll only makethingsworse.”

How could things possibly be worse? Emmie thinks, and then Soldier opens her mouth, asif she' s about
to cry out, and there sabrilliant burst of blue-white dectricity, alightning flash and the throaty rumble of
thunder right behind it, red thunder thistime, and it’ s nothing like the rumbling noise the gun made when
Soldier shot Odd Willie. Emmieturns her face away, and Pearl screams again, and then Emmie can fedl
the time flowing around her, flowing from everywhere dl at once towards Soldier—the smdlest fractions
of seconds and countless interminable hours and days that never seem to end.

“You promised mel” Pearl shouts above the din of the storm raging around and inside Soldier, the storm
that Soldier hasbecome. | did, Emmiethinks. | did promise, and | have no ideahow I’ m supposed to
build abridge. But then it comesto her, just the same way she redized that she’ d dways known how to
play apiano, even though no one had ever taught her. The same way she sometimes knows theright
answers before people even ask her the questions. It’ s just something that’ s there, buried deep inside her
and wanting to escape, and Emmie doesn't try to stopit...

...and in hisbig empty house on Angell Street, the house that Sadie bought for him and Emmie after her
first nove sold, Deacon Silvey fed's something unpleasant in his sour, dcohalic' s belly, something that
isn't quite achill, but isn't anything ese he could ever name, either. He sets down the pint bottle of rye
whiskey that he’ s been working on sincejust after noon and glances at the clock mounted above the
kitchen sink. At first, he’ s not sure which way the black second hand is moving—forwards or
backwards—and hetriesto recal the last time he got so drunk that he hallucinated.

She' snever coming back to me, he thinks. Not after five days. After five days, even the fucking cops
know she' s never coming back.

The clock ticks forward, and the February wind brushes roughly past the kitchen windows. He wantsto
cry, but there are no tearseft in him. Everything cried out and nothing left insde but whiskey and helpless
anger and sorrow and regret.

Y ou’ re an old man now, Deacon Silvey, the wind mutters. Too old to fight the monsters anymore and
too old to find lost children. Too old to do much of anything but get drunk and wish it hadn’t dl turned
out thisway.

There sno point arguing with the wind. Only madmen argue with the wind. So he takes the bottle of rye
over to the kitchen table and sits down. He thinks about the open cardboard box in the bedroom, the
box Emmie must have dragged out from under the bed, al its treasures scattered shamefully acrossthe
floor. Hewouldn't let Sadie pack those things away again.

Ill call Sadie, he thinks, wishing she were gill there with him, there to make him stop drinking, thereto
keep him from giving up, wishing she hadn’t taken the train back to New Y ork the night before. But
she'd dready given up hersdf. And she' sgone too. And she' s not coming back, ether.

Y ou’re an old man, the wind laughs. Y ou’ re an old man, and now you' re one. Better start getting used
toit.

And Deacon pours himsdlf another glass of whiskey and triesto ignore the cold and vacant fedling coiled
in his stomach, thefeding that saysthewind is aways fucking right, any way you look at it, and he



watches the clock eating up the day ...

...and Madam Terpsichore pauses on the creaking wooden steps leading up from the great basement of
the yellow house on Benefit Street. It sbeen at least ahundred years since she last climbed those sairs, a
long red century since she had any cause to venture from the security of the burrows and tunndls and
secret underground meeting places and enter the house itsdf. She sniffsanxioudy at theair, flaring her
nogtrils, licking her mottled lips, and catches an unfamiliar scent dipped in amongst the comforting cellar
smells. Merely aspicy, unexpected hint woven amost imperceptibly between mold and old rot and the
pungent white mushrooms that grow in fleshy clumps beneeth the sairs.

“Too late,” she growlsvery softly and looks back down at Madam Me pomene, sanding at the foot of
the cdlar sairs. “It’ saready begun. It' sdready finished.”

Madam Me pomene bares her crooked yellow fangs and scratches furioudly at the hard-packed earth
with along thumb claw. “Then we havefailed,” she says. “We should have killed the wizard' s bitch long
ago and been done with it. She would have been swest, at least.”

Madam Terpsichore grunts, neither agreeing nor disagreeing, and stares at the basement door, ill
another dozen steps away. Shetriesto push back the dim memories of that other world, that place of
deep, wooded valeys and steep white mountains rising to scrape the undersides of flickering violet
clouds. Thetowers of date and granite built amillion years before her birth, decaying benesth adying
and indifferent sun. The home her race fled millennia ago, scattering themsd ves between the stars, coming
at last to Weir and Earth and a dozen other alien worlds.

“WE ve been betrayed,” Madam Me pomene says and sighs and then goes back to scratching at the dirt
floor.

And Madam Terpsichore, High Dame of the Providence warrens and the last of the ghul dive who even
half remembers the passage from that world or the subsequent war with the djinniyeh in thisworld, dowly
turns and begins making her way back down the noisy basement dairs....

...and in her bottom bunk in the warrens below College Hill, the changeling girl named Sparrow Spooner
wakes from adream of the father she'll never have. Mr. H. Elgin Higginson, late of 7 Thomas Street, the
witch who lied to her and used her, who never redlly loved her, who only pretended that he would carry
her far away from the Cuckoo and the hounds. The man who cost her two fingers before he was fed
aliveto Madam Terpsichore s students, before the ghoul snatched his escaping soul and devoured it.
Sparrow Spooner liestill in the darkness, surrounded by al the other stolen children and the ghul pups
deeping dl around her.

She' strying to find whatever it might have been that woke her, whatever interrupted the familiar,
well-worn dream of Mr. Higginson buying her aDéell’ slemonade and walking with her under a summer
sun while he talked about al the strange and distant places they’ d visit together, placeslike Hollywood
and Miami Beach. Therewas something, aripple, awrinkle, the faintest stutter between one moment and
the next. Something not quite dgavu that dmost anyone e se would have missed, but not Sparrow
Spooner, who wasfirst in Discord and Continuity, after al, and she thinksit was not so very different
from what she felt that rainy night three months ago when she stood triad and her masters and mistresses
spared her life but took her fingers...



...and the Bailiff, who is not the god of men and churches or the Cuckoo or ademon or even much of a
magician, who has never been anything more than the hounds needed him to be, stswith the cooling
bodies of his murdered harem boys. He finishes wiping blood from the blade of the kukri onto one deeve
of hislime-green bathrobe, and glances up at the dais and the doorway connecting the octagonal

chamber with the old museum in Roger Williams Park. It’ s been dmost two hours since he last spoke
with Soldier, since he appeared to her in a convenience store and she told him helooked like acircus
clown. He was s0, S0 sure that she would come, even after Woonsocket, that Soldier would bring him
the child of Saben White, and when the girl was dead and crazy Willie Lothrop had taken care of
Soldier, the hounds would never have been the wiser.

“Surely,” he says, gazing into the dead blue eyes of one of the boys, *you cannot blame aman, not
merely for trying to outwit hisdestiny.”

The boy doesn't reply, though the Baliliff haf expectshimto.

“Would they spare me?’ the Bailiff asks. “If | carved thelot of you up nice and nest as abutcher's
window and delivered you ripe and raw, might they at least et me kegp my eyes, my tongue, my hands?
Might they at least pare my sorry life?’

A sudden breeze gtirsthefolds of glk and mudin strung from the celling, and the Bailiff shiversand pulls
his bathrobe closed. He' s unaccustomed to breezesin this place, sudden or otherwise. He glances at the
dais again, an empty stage readied for players who will never now appear, and then, becausetimeis
precious, he beginsthe task of skinning and dressing the bodies...

...and in her apartment on St. Mark’ s Place, Sadie Jasper stands inside the sacred circle she's cast upon
her bedroom floor. She holds the double-bladed athame in her good hand, her power hand, and strains
to see a cleansing blue-white flame dancing about the tip of the dagger. She points the athame down and
to the east, then begins walking clockwise, following the inner perimeter of the circle.

“| consecrate this circle to the Dark Mother,” she says, her voice trembling, but she' ssick of crying, sick
of tears and blame and fear, and she takes another step. “ To the Dark Mother and the Lord of the Hunt.
Here may they manifed....”

There sanoise from the halway, then, a sound like wind chimes or the seaon asummer’ sday, and she
takes adeep breath and draws acircle in the air with her dagger. “Here may they manifest,” she says
agan, “and blessther child.”

She' sgone, ahard voice whispers behind her eyes. He asked you to stay and watch her, but you were
too afraid, too angry, too weak. Y ou were weak, and you left her there alone, and now she' sgone
forever.

“Thisisatimethat isnot atime,” she says, “in aplacethat isnot aplace, on aday that isnot aday. |
stand here at the threshold between the worlds, before thevail....”

From the hall, asound like distant thunder..
And the voices of lost children.
And the careless, calculated shattering of one moment against the next.

Sadie takes another halting step, but now she' sforgotten the protection ritua, the holy wordsthat have
never before felt so completely powerlessto stand between her and dl the real and imagined evils of the



universe. Another step and she slumbles and bresks the unfinished circle, asthe walls of her bedroom
collgpse and mdt into steam and she finds hersdf standing on an immense bridge built from fire, a
burning, writhing span above some chasm too vast and too deep to even comprehend.

Ahead of her, ayoung girl with black hair and dmond skin is crossing the bridge alone, and sheturnsand
looks back towards Sadie. Pearl, Sadie thinks. Her father calls her Pearl. And the girl’ seyes sparklein
thelight of the burning bridge. Sadie looks over her right shoulder, then, peering down the bridgeinto a
dark place, aplace of shadows and secrets and lies, and there’ s Emmie, and Sadie can see where the
bridge begins.

Then, dl of amoment there was arending of the bluewal (like a curtain being torn) and aterrible white
light from beyond the sky, and the fedl of Adan’smane and aLion’skiss on their foreheads and then...

“They might take usto other places” Emmie said.
“Good places or bad places?’ asked Sadie.

Emmie shrugged. “That remainsto be seen,” she said, asthe bridge fades and Sadie finds herself in her
bedroom on St. Mark’ s Place again, standing ingde the ruined circle, the athame gripped tightly in her
good hand. Out on the street acar horn blares, and Sadie sits down on the floor. When the tears come,
she does't fight them...

...andwhen it sover, thereé sonly avery smdl burn, hardly larger than a penny, perfectly centered
between Emmie sydllow eyes, and the dizziness has gone and taken the nausea away with it. Pearl’s
gone, too, and the air in the dtic of the yellow house smellslike ozone and blood and dust.

“Isit done?’ thelittle girl named Soldier asks, the child who chose her name from aheadstonein Swan
Point Cemetery. The gash on her cheek isgone, asare all the other scrapes and bruises, and her skin
doesn’'t look sunburned anymore. Already, her memories of everything that’ s happened since the Bailiff
led her up to the attic have begun to dissolve, coming apart like acube of sugar in acup of tea. “Wasit
that Smple?’

Emmie gently touches the burn on her forehead, her mind il filled with the heet of the inferno and theice
of dl the not-quite-empty space between worlds, with Pearl’ s joy and the surprise of seeing Sadie
standing there on the bridge, looking back at her.

“Doyou think she'll find her father?” Soldier asks. The clothes and boots that Odd Willie brought her
from the Salvation Army store in Uxbridge are far too large for agirl who's not quite sx yearsold, and
she lookslike she' s been caught playing dress-up.

“I think she dready has,” Emmie says and stands up, holding on to the edge of the table, just in case the
dizziness decides to come back. “1 think he was waiting for her on the other sde.” She'snot entirely sure
if that’ sthe truth, but it seemslike the right thing to say, here a the end of the story, and eveniif it'snot
true, shedoes't think that it' salie.

“What do we do now?’ Soldier asks her and kicks off the ridiculous cowboy boots. “1 don’t think we
should stay here.”

“No, we definitely shouldn’t stay here,” Emmiereplies and triesto imagine what comes next. “1 haveto
go home,” she says. “I have to go back to Deacon and Sadie.”

“And | shdl go back down to the hounds. Isthat what I'll do, Emmie Silvey?’



“Will they hurt you?”

The child with Soldier’ s green eyes picks up the pistal lying on the floor, and Emmieimmediately bends
down and takesit away from her.

“No, | don't think they’ll hurt me. | think it will take them awhile to understand exactly what’ s happened,
and then, then...” and Soldier trails off and Stares at her hands, asif the pistol has |eft some stain behind
that only she can see. “1 won't tell them,” she saysto Emmie. “1 won't ever tdll them that you' re the
bridge builder.”

“Thank you, Soldier. But do you think they'll let meleave?” Emmie asks her and lays the pistol down on
the table beside the clarinet-sextant contraption. “Do you redly think they’ Il let me go home now?’

“| don’'t know,” Soldier says after amoment.

“Then | guessthat’ swhat happens next. | guesswe find away out of this place and seeif they’ll let me
go hometo Deacon.”

“My father,” Soldier saysand frowns.

“He smy father, too,” Emmietells her and helps Soldier up off the dusty attic floor. When she stands, the
too-big jeans dide right back down, and Soldier steps out of them. Fortunately, the swesater reaches dll
the way to her knees, and Emmie helps her roll up the deeves so they don't flop down over her hands.

“Maybe | can meet him someday,” Soldier says. “Maybe when I’ m grown, maybe one day then.”

“I think he' d like that,” Emmietells her, and she takes Soldier’ sleft hand, and together they crossfrom
the dchemist’ sworkshop into the greater gloom of the attic, leaving behind the tall shelves of glass
gpheresfilled with stolen places and Odd Willi€ s corpse and the pawnshop 9mm that killed him. They
get lost only once, in atwisting, roundabout maze of dollhouses and dressmaker’ s dummies, before they
reach the milking stool and trapdoor and the foldaway stairs. Miss Josephine and another slver-eyed
woman, whose nameis Adelaide, are waiting for them there, and at first Emmi€e safraid of the pale,
waxen women in their high collars and black mourning gowns. But then Miss Josephine smilesand tells
her there sataxicab waiting outside, adriver to take Emmie hometo Angell Street, and the four of them
go down the stairs, and Adelaide closes the trapdoor.

“I'll try not to forget you,” Soldier tells Emmie, though she' saready having trouble recdling exactly who
the yellow-eyed girl is or when they met.

“A shame about Master Lothrop,” Addaide says. “I expect he'll be missed Below.”
“Who?’ Soldier asks and blinks up at the vampire.

“Never mind,” Emmie says. “It doesn’'t matter anymore,” and then she remembersthe gold ring, thering
from the box beneath Deacon’ s bed, Soldier’s mother’ swedding ring, and takes it out of her pocket. “I
want you to havethis” shetdls Soldier. “Maybeit' || help you remember me.”

“It' spretty,” Soldier says, and Emmielaystheringin her pam.

“What'sthat?” Adelaide asks, bending close for a better look. “It’ srather plain,” and then Miss
Josephinetells her to be quiet.

“Maybeyou’ll look at it and dream about me sometime,” Emmie says, and then the two women with
mercury eyeslead them downdtairs,



Except the smdler size, no Livesareround,
These hurry to a sphere, and show, and end.
The larger, dower grow, and later hang—
The Summers of Hesperides arelong.
—EMILY DICKINSON

EPILOGUE
April

U pdtairsin Deacon Silvey’ sbig gray house on Angell Street, Emmieliesin her bed, ligening to therain
drumming hard against the roof and the bedroom window. She was dreaming of the desert again, the
desert and the black-skinned woman, and then something woke her, probably the rain or athunderclap.
Sheisn't surprised to find that her father’ s Sitting at the foot of the bed, watching her. He does that alot
these days.

“Were you having abad dream?’ he asks. “ Y ou weretalking in your deep.”

“| wasdreaming,” shereplies, “but it wasn’t abad dream.”

Deacon scratches his chin and nods his head.

“Why aren’'t you adeep?’ sheaskshim.

“I was, but then the storm woke me, and | thought maybe | should come up and look in on you.”
“I’'m not afraid of thunderstorms,” she says, though he aready knows that.

“Yeah, well...maybel am. Anyway, no harm done.”

“No harm done,” Emmie says deepily and rolls over to watch the spring rain stresking the window. The
dreamis dtill fresh, and she thinks about taking out the journa that Sadie bought her and writing down dll
of it she can remember. Sadie says her dreams are magick, the most powerful magick that Sedi€’ sever
seen, and that one day they’ |l help her to become a very powerful witch, if that’ swhat she wants.
Deacon saysthey’ re only dreams and to ignore Sadie whenever she startstalking like that, but even he
thought the dream journal was agood idea.

“Do you want me to go away?’ Deacon asks.
“No,” Emmie says. “Sit with me until | fal adeep again,” and he saysthat he will.

I”’m much too deepy to write anything down, Emmie thinks, hoping that she'll till remember the dreamin
the morning. Climbing up and over the dunes with Esmeribetheda, guarding the memories of the dead,
and findly they’ d cometo arocky place looking down on the sea.

“They have their suspicions,” Esmeribetheda said, and Emmie knew that she meant the ghouls. “They are
watching you, dways, Emmie. One day, when you' re older, they may comefor you.”

“I won't help them. | dlready made that decison,” Emmietold her and sat down in the shade of ahuge
red rock. Therewas alizard beneath the rock, and it winked at her and then crawled quickly away.



“Y ou may haveto makeit again.”

“That doesn't seem fair,” Emmietold her.

“No,” the black-skinned woman said. “I1t doesn't seem fair at dl.”

And then Emmie woke up to the storm and Deacon at the foot of her bed.

“I should leave,” he says. “ And you should get back to deep, kiddo. Tomorrow’ saschool day.”
“It'sdready tomorrow, Deacon.”

“My point exactly,” he says. Before he goes, Deacon kisses her on the forehead, presses hisrough lipsto
the small pink scar between her eyes. His breath doesn’'t smell like beer or whiskey; it hasn't for along
time, now.

“Y ou want meto turn Doris Day back on?’
“No,” Emmiesays. “That'sokay. | think | just want to hear therain for awhile.”

“Yeah, therain’sgood,” Deacon Silvey says, and then he leaves her, and Emmie watches the storm at
the window until she finds her way back down to deep and unfinished dreams.
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