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Hecate looked at the cameo brooch in her hand. The smooth shell of it felt cool beneath her thumb. The pale woman carved into its surface possessed elegant features, a classical profile, hair in soft curls framing her face and studded with tiny crescent moons. Holding it up caused sunlight to fall through the tawny transparent background and to glint on the tiny gold snake, key and moon that dangled from its setting. This was not some pretty adornment, nor even a treasured keepsake, though it had been given to her by her father. To Hecate, the brooch was a powerful connection to her namesake goddess. How could it not be, when, in the short time she had owned it, on more than one occasion its magic had saved her life?

She pinned it to her dress, its colors glowing against the black bombazine of her mourning gown. She had made an effort to conform in order to pacify her mother, on this of all days, and yet she was aware her appearance might still be considered by some to be outlandish. Instead of wearing her striking red hair up, she favored a French plait, coiled to lie over one shoulder. Her skirts bordered the line of immodesty in their length, skimming the tops of her brown, laced boots, the style having less to do with fashion and more to do with safely riding her bicycle. Despite the heavy fabric of her dress, Hecate felt a chill settle about her shoulders. The summer morning was mild enough, but the sadness of the occasion drained the warmth from the very air around her. She closed her eyes, turning her face up to the sun, hoping for some comfort there. The breeze tugged at her hair. It was always windy atop the cathedral tower, no matter the weather. The last time she had stood in that exact spot John had been at her side. He had kissed her. He had asked her to marry him.

She opened her eyes, letting her vision adjust to the distant view the tower provided. The city of Hereford was at its prettiest, bathed in sunshine, trees in leaf, the surrounding countryside verdant, the river a broad, silver ribbon slipping from field to town, flowing gently south. Turning her focus to the entrance to the cloisters she saw Dean Chalmers. He shaded his eyes against the sun, looking up at her, raising his hand in a slow wave. She must, she thought, have presented a lonely figure on the tower, for he could not see the fourteenth-century monk standing to her left, nor the soldier from the Napoleonic Wars to her right. Her ghostly friends would never let her face anything alone again.

“A fine day for a farewell,” Brother Michael spoke softly, his gray robes disturbed not by the breeze but by their own ethereal nature. He gave Hecate a look of such kindness and concern she had to turn away, nodding, to ward off threatening tears.

Beside her, Corporal Gregory was restless, her obvious distress unsettling him.

“T’will be done properly, miss,” he assured her. “The dean will see to it.”

A solitary bell began to toll as the modest funeral cortege emerged from the cloisters. The Vicars Choral processed with the coffin, come to bury their fallen brother. John’s body was to be laid to rest on the west side of the cathedral grounds.

“Hecate?”

The sound of her father’s voice made her turn. He stood in the low doorway to the tower stairs.

“Are you ready?” he asked. “It is time.”

She smoothed down her skirts and from somewhere found a small smile.

“Well then,” she said simply, stepping past him to descend the stairs.



At the police station, Inspector Winter was on the point of starting his lunch when a young constable threw open the door, breathless with news.

“Sir, Sergeant Willis says can you come quick? There’s trouble at the Kerry. Begging your pardon, sir.”

The inspector raised an eyebrow and lowered the sandwich he had been about to bite into. It had been a long if uneventful morning and he had looked forward to sampling the first of the season’s cucumbers with his favorite cheddar cheese. Harvesting salad items from his greenhouse was one of the small pleasures he enjoyed. He looked at the policeman in front of him.

“Tell me, Constable, how often in any given week are we called to attend a disturbance at the Kerry Arms?”

“I couldn’t rightly say, sir.”

“Your best estimate.”

The young man still gripped the door handle and stood neither in nor out of the room, his stance and demeanor underlining the urgency he felt. His brow furrowed a little at his superior’s question.

“Perhaps twice a week. Maybe three times, in the summer.”

The inspector nodded, agreeing with this assessment.

“Another point for your consideration, Constable. How many of those affrays, let’s call them, how many have taken place in the evening?”

“Why … all of them. Sir.”

“And yet my watch and stomach—reliable sources, both—inform me it is currently early afternoon. A little after one, I believe.”

“Yes, sir. It is, sir.”

Inspector Winter spread his hands in a gesture that suggested that he remained baffled by the report. The constable let go of the door at last and stepped into the room, coming to stand close to the inspector’s desk. His voice was as serious and clear as he could make it.

“Sergeant Willis himself sent word, sir.… A fight broke out in the saloon bar and soon came to involve the entire establishment. He and the constables fear the violence is spilling out onto the street and the public are in danger. He made no mention of the hour. Sir.”

The inspector knew the young man only scantly, him being a new recruit, but still he was convinced by his measured delivery and determination not to be fobbed off by his superior. Brushing breadcrumbs from his fingers, the inspector rose from his seat. He paused to drape a clean handkerchief over his sandwich, before taking his bowler hat from the stand and slipping his truncheon into its leather loop at his waist.

“Lead on, Constable Myers,” he said, following the relieved policeman out of the office. “Best not leave the sergeant outnumbered.”

The Kerry Arms had two attributes that made it popular with local drinkers. The first was its cheap ale, which flowed plentiful and swift, from barrel to jug to tankard or beaker. Quality was never looked for in it; only abundance and strength. The second allure of this large, rambling public house was its central position. It had four external doors, each of them opening on a different street at the heart of the city, allowing easy access from many places of work, as well as providing proximity to the markets—produce and livestock—and their many thirsty traders and customers. It was known as a rowdy public house. A place no lady, nor even gentleman, would care to set foot. This rowdiness was welcome, however, for it allowed those serious in the business of drinking, and ultimately of being drunk, to be in good company, and not to have their preferred pastime censored. That the constabulary were called upon to police disagreements which tipped over a certain point of tolerance (usually for the landlord) was accepted as part and parcel of the workings of such an establishment, and did not, ordinarily, detract from its charms nor unduly bother the authorities. However, the inspector was correct in the point he made: These disturbances were unheard of in the daytime. And yet, here he was, in the hours of daylight, walking toward the building and the sounds of something that suggested less an affray and more the beginnings of a riot coming out to greet him.

On reaching the door, the young constable hesitated, flinching at the noise of breaking glass and shouted oaths.

“Courage, Constable Myers,” Inspector Winter said as he stepped past him, taking out his truncheon. He paused, turning to him, and added, “Let them not see your fear, lest they wield it against you.”

The younger man licked his dry lips and gave a nod.

The inspector wrenched open the door, and with a cry of “With me!” strode inside.

The saloon bar presented a scene of destruction and mayhem. The level of noise, of curses and cries and shouts, was a violence in itself, assaulting the ears and disorientating the mind. The customary aroma of beer and tobacco smoke carried high notes of spirits from smashed bottles, and the sour scent of fresh blood. Not a single person in the room was motionless or uninvolved. The barman swung a cricket bat, caring nothing for aim, determined only to reach a high score. Tables lay with their feet up, or smashed upon the floor, or in some cases were being wielded as weapons. Men of all ages and sizes seemed intent on doing one another harm, roaring into battle, eyes bright with rage, fists flailing. A titan of a man was set upon by three youths. He spun, one on each arm, the other around his neck, whirling round with his attackers attached. Two elderly men wrestled among the broken glass, both of them toothless, though whether they had started the day so or become that way in the fight it was hard to say. Two women stood atop the bar, screaming at each other, the taller having hold of the shorter one’s hair, apparently intent on flinging her into the shelves of bottles. A bald man, bleeding profusely from his nose, was being held back from throttling a youngster by a similarly bloodied Sergeant Willis.

The inspector sidestepped a lunging drunk who staggered past him, crashing through a small table as he fell.

“Constable, assist the sergeant, if you please. Handcuffs and a cozy jail for the gentleman in his embrace.”

The young policeman did as he was told, relieved, no doubt, to be able to take his charge and return to the police station. He secured the man’s wrists and was then able to wheel him about and propel him through the door.

“Sergeant Willis.” Inspector Winter used his truncheon to parry a fist thrown by a man half his own height and twice his weight, leaving him howling, clutching his arm, fleeing the building. “Have we a notion what began this fracas?”

“Not as yet, sir.” The sergeant pressed a handkerchief to his nose to stem the flow of blood. “We’ve not found anyone inclined toward conversation.”

As he spoke a bare-chested man came running through the door from the kitchens, a carving knife in his hand. He was pursued by two constables, who, to their credit, did not shrink from the task of tackling him, but he was too quick for them. Seeing more police officers, the wild-eyed man stood his ground, brandishing the knife, snarling should anyone take a step toward him.

The inspector experienced a fleeting recognition; something in this man’s expression was alarmingly familiar.

“Come along now.” The sergeant used his calmest voice. “No point in making things worse for yourself. Set down the knife.”

His words had no effect. The burly man feinted slashing one of the police officers, causing them to stumble backward. Next, he turned toward the sergeant.

“Easy now…” Sergeant Willis did not get to finish his sentence before the man launched his attack. Were it not for the broken chair between them, which impeded his progress, Inspector Winter might not have had time to save his fellow officer. As it was, he was able to take one stride on his long legs and swing his truncheon in a well-aimed blow that found its mark on the back of the assailant’s neck. The man crumpled to the ground.

The inspector nodded to the constables. “Quick as you like. Better he wake in a cell than in your tender care, gentlemen.”

As they carried the unconscious man away, the sergeant spoke quietly to his superior.

“Not sure we have room for everyone as deserves it back at the station, sir.”

“In which case, let us keep them here, let the thing blow itself out, see who is left standing at the end. The doors, Sergeant.”

He watched as Sergeant Willis and the remaining two constables hurried to secure the doors. When he was content no one could enter or leave the building, he bid his men stand in the center of the room, protecting themselves and each other, intervening only to prevent a fatal blow or stab. Thus they waited for the storm to pass.



That night in her bedroom, sleep eluded Hecate. Free at last from her constricting mourning gown, wearing a cotton and lace nightgown, she rose from her bed to prowl her room, hoping that some movement might steady her seething mind. It struck her as unfair that her thoughts could be so many and so fractured, but after the funeral she felt almost numb. As if she had been hollowed out, and at the center of the emptiness, waiting to quell that numbness, was the burgeoning pain of loss. She told herself there was no time to grieve. She must conquer her feelings and use her wits to act.

Taking up a sheet of paper, she sat at her desk, pushing piles of books to one side to create a small space. She found a pencil among the muddle and chewed the end of it for a moment before beginning to write. She would set down the bones of the dilemma, bringing to mind the various elements of what had happened, so that she would be better prepared for what was to come.

The Essedenes was the first thing she wrote. Beneath the heading she added the facts. The ancient tribe of cannibals were using someone at the cathedral to summon spirits from the dead. These Resurgent Spirits, as the ritual named them, then hunted for new hosts, living people whose own souls would be crushed so that the ghosts could become Embodied Spirits. Her father had helped her draw up a list of possible suspects for the person who was performing the summoning rituals: Dean Chalmers, Mr. Gould the verger, or Reverend Thomas, master of the library. Until they knew for certain the identity of the Essedenes’ mortal assistant, she could not trust any of them.

Next she wrote the heading Brockhampton Estate. Her research and her encounters with Embodied Spirits at the home of Lord Brocket had convinced her that the place was central to the Essedenes’ plan. It had, as her father had put it, become the headquarters of the growing number of the unnatural creatures, with the earl as its mortal gatekeeper. She made a note of the fact that historical records had revealed a further connection between his ancestors and an uprising of the Resurgent Spirits in France, centuries earlier.

“Which brings me to the abbey,” she said to herself, writing down the next heading.

Piedmont Abbey and Father Ignatius. Before continuing with her notes she rifled through the papers on her desk until she found the copy she had made of extracts of the French monk’s letters. She scanned it for the main points and read them aloud.

“Let’s see … correspondence with the mysterious Tiberius Harper … ‘My dear friend’—et cetera, et cetera—‘I have to tell you there is a darkness come upon the Abbey…’ and then later, when the place was overrun with Resurgent Spirits … a matter of days … ‘I fear the Abbey is lost…’ And indeed it was, poor Father Ignatius. Despite the best efforts of Hekate’s followers, according to Mr. Sadiki.”

She paused, made notes on what had happened in France, and then added another to her list.

Mr. Sadiki. Without his help she could never have accessed the banned books in the locked library cabinet. Without him she would not have understood her position as a follower of Hekate, a chosen one, destined to do the work of the goddess and continue the fight against the terrible march of the Essedenes. While she would be forever grateful to him, she was certain there were things he was holding back from telling her. Information regarding what had happened to others who had taken on this battle. Details, perhaps, regarding other books, other spells that could counter the wickedness they were facing. She did not yet fully understand his reluctance. She made a note regarding this, questioning whether he considered her up to the tasks, or if in fact he was simply trying to protect her. One thing she was sure of; she would require his further assistance if she was to recover the banned book containing the counterspell to the Essedenes’ curse as it was now locked in a strongbox in the sacristy.

After another hour of making comments, adding details to her list, and considering all the knowledge she and her father had gathered, she felt weary, her eyes stinging from working beneath the pulsating light of the gas lamp. She got to her feet, stretching, and wandered the room again, pausing at her dressing table. She picked up the cameo brooch, seeking some comfort from it. She was perturbed to find the gold was not cool to the touch, but quite warm. Her fingertips tingled in reaction to it. A faint sound reached her, though not from the brooch. Alert to danger and unaccustomed to encountering benign ghosts outside the cathedral, she was immediately on her guard. She cast about the room, searching for the source of the noise, but found nothing. Gradually she understood that the voice, for such it was, carried no menace, no aggression. However faint, there was power in it. She continued to listen, opening her mind, recognizing then the voice of her namesake goddess. Excitement replaced apprehension. While the voice was unmistakable she struggled to discern the actual words. Instead she began to experience a calmness, a sense of peace. It was as if Hekate had reached through time, from the realms of the dead, and placed a cooling hand upon her brow.

Not for the first time that day, Hecate felt close to tears, but these were tears of joy. She was not alone. The goddess had given her strength to prevail during the fire in the cathedral. She was giving her strength now.

The whispering increased, the words seeming to directly touch her mind, quietening her own thoughts.

There is much to be done. You must prepare, daughter!

“Yes! I will! I promise, I will be ready.” Even as she replied she wondered how she might develop her skills with sufficient speed. Would she be able to repay the goddess’s belief in her? She looked at the brooch again. It had become animated in her hour of need, but could she use her own will to awaken it? Could she control it?

She brought her mind to bear, confining her attention to the tiny gold attachments on the cameo one at a time; first the crescent moon, next the snake, then the key. She felt the heat of the metal increase. Under her breath, she repeated one of Hekate’s prayers of protection, but the objects did not react. Fighting rising frustration, she tried instead a more stirring passage from her father’s book of Hekate’s lore; a call to arms. Still there was no response.

Self-doubt began to nibble at the edges of her confidence. What if she was not up to the tasks that were required of her? What if Hekate had been mistaken in choosing her? She shook away such an idea.

“Goddesses do not make mistakes,” she told herself. Hearing her own voice strengthened her resolve. She might doubt herself, but how foolish to doubt Hekate. Mr. Sadiki would have chided her for such nonsense. The man who hid in plain sight in the guise of a humble key cutter had served Hekate, like his forebears, all his life. He would not have patience for her feebleness. She must try something else. She took a deep, steadying breath, shutting her eyes and closing her hand over the cameo so that it was safely held in her palm. This time, instead of forcing words, reciting prayers and spells, pushing her will, she let go. Released all that was born of thought or reasoning. Freed her mind so that it was as empty as her hollow heart. She stood perfectly still. Her pulse slowed, thudding a languorous rhythm against her eardrums until she felt almost faint. She swayed upon her bare feet but did not open her eyes. She waited, in this state, a vessel for the magic she knew she had been promised if only she was ready for it. She detected the tiniest movement within her closed hand. She resisted the urge to look. There came another flutter against her palm, and then another, stronger. At last she opened her eyes and slowly, cautiously, uncurled her fingers. The sight that was revealed to her made her laugh with joy. Not only did the gold of the brooch glow as if illuminated by an inner light source, but all three of the attachments were alive with movement. The crescent moon twirled on its chain, spinning and glinting. The key doubled in size, the intricate handle twisting and turning. And the snake, the brave little serpent that had saved the griffin from the cursed book, shimmered as it coiled and wriggled through her fingers, free of its chain. It tickled her skin as it moved this way and that, playful and vigorous, making her laugh again. She raised up her hand to eye level, watching with joy as the brooch responded to her, knowing for certain that she did have it within her to do what was needed. To do the bidding of her namesake. To confront the Essedenes as an equal, and win.
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Hecate had been awake since dawn. What sleep she had found was filled with memories of John and glimpses of her own brush with death. She welcomed this early morning time when the house was quiet so that she might pull together her thoughts. She sat on the floor, surrounded by notepaper and pencils, books from her father’s library, and the article in The Times which they had, at last, unearthed from his attic treasure trove. It had been disappointing in its scope, though it did indeed mention Lord Brocket’s ancestor Lord Habington. He was not, it transpired, a forebear to be proud of. True, he had amassed great wealth, but his means of acquiring it were questionable. The article read:


Brockhampton’s reputation was once again shaken when the Earl’s younger brother, James, found himself accused of murder. The trial that followed might have gone another way, were the young man in the dock not so well connected. On this occasion, however, Justice Thomlinson, presiding over the Birmingham assizes, directed the jury toward accidental death, and they returned a verdict of not guilty. Those of a questioning nature might be troubled by the notion that the victim had in fact fallen on his own arrow, rather than been shot.



“Quite the family,” Hecate murmured to herself.

She mused over what she had learned from Mr. Sadiki regarding the march of the Essedenes through time. The old man had a habit of revealing snippets of information, mere crumbs of clues, that set her mind whirring but often raised more questions than answers. She remembered him mentioning Lord Habington and his part in the Essedenes’ activity centuries ago. If nothing else, the evidence they were gathering on Lord Brocket’s family home and its previous inhabitants reinforced her belief that here lay the key to vanquishing the Resurgent Spirits. She and her father and the redoubtable Inspector Winter, however well equipped, could not take on a nest of Embodied Spirits and win. The only way to rid the cathedral and the city of the peril it faced was to use a stronger magic than that which was raising them. And for that she must gain access to the banned book in the sacristy. And then there was the matter of the identity of the summoner. She and her father knew from their investigations that it had to be one of three people: Dean Chalmers, the verger, or Reverend Thomas. It hurt her heart to even consider the dean, who had been a friend of her father’s since their school days. It troubled her even more to think that the master of the library, her superior, her colleague, her fellow bibliophile, might be responsible for such terrible acts. She had no affection for the verger, Mr. Gould, but she found it hard to believe he had the wit and the courage for such deeds. It was another missing part of the puzzle.

Hearing the family stir, she tidied her hair a little and went downstairs. In the dining room, the smell of bacon and grilled mushrooms caused her stomach to rumble in anticipation. Her mother was not impressed.

“Really, Hecate.” Beatrice set her teacup down in its saucer.

“Good morning,” Hecate sang to the assembled company, pausing to snatch a bit of bacon from her brother’s plate as she strode to the sideboard.

“Good morning, little worker bee,” said her father as he followed her into the room, the morning newspaper under his arm. “Are you prepared for another day of toil and worthwhile endeavor?”

She smiled at him as she piled her plate high with mushrooms, adding grilled tomatoes where there was space.

“I always enjoy my time at the cathedral library, Father, but I think I shall work a little harder than usual for a while yet.”

Charlie’s eyes widened at his sister. “All those books burned. Just think, you could have been as crisp as this toast yourself!”

Beatrice tutted at him loudly. “Hecate having put herself in such danger is not a thing to be celebrated, Charles.”

“Indeed not,” Edward agreed, “but surely her surviving it is. And most of the books of any value were merely singed or soot damaged. Is that not so, daughter?”

Hecate sat at the table just as the maid came in with a fresh pot of tea.

“Ohh, thank you, Stella,” she said before turning to her mother. “The danger is past,” she assured her, feeling her father’s glance upon her but ignoring it. It was vital she keep her position at the library if they were to defeat the Essedenes and their plans. Therefore it was vital her mother permit her to continue in her work there. She could not meet her father’s eye for they both knew the danger was, in fact, far from over. They also knew the only way to protect their family was for Hecate to put herself at risk. “I am fortunate the dean kept me on. It’s up to me to help get the library spick and span, everything repaired as much as is possible and order restored.”

“Reverend Thomas will keep you up to the mark, I’m certain of that,” said her father, unfolding his paper.

Hecate saw his expression darken as he read the headlines and report on the front page. Similarly, the alteration in his mood did not escape his wife’s notice.

“Edward, what is it? What has happened?”

“A disturbance at the Kerry Arms yesterday afternoon.”

“Must we be apprised of every brawl in a public house as a matter of importance?” Beatrice’s voice showed a mixture of relief and irritation.

“It seems this one was a little more … significant than your run-of-the-mill rumpus.” He glanced at Hecate, who caught the seriousness in that look. He held the paper at an angle so that she might also read the report.

Beatrice had her own opinion on the matter. “I still hold it is an intrusion into family life to have a newspaper delivered to the home. Why should anyone want the woes of the world served up with breakfast?”

Hecate spoke quietly to her father. “I see Inspector Winter has commented on the incident. It strikes me as unusual someone of his rank should be involved in a commonplace brawl.”

“He is quoted as saying, ‘The matter was brought swiftly under control and those involved will be brought to justice with similar alacrity. The public may be assured their safety is restored.’”

“Which tells us nothing at all.” She thought for a moment and then added, “Except that for a short time public safety was indeed threatened. Does it say how many arrests were made?”

Edward scanned the article. “Seventeen. My word. Injuries, so the journalist rather relishes telling us, included but were not limited to ‘broken limbs, cracked heads, stab wounds, facial wounds involving glass, gouged eyes…’”

“Edward!” Beatrice was shocked.

Charlie spoke through a mouthful of toast, “Read on, Papa!”

“Kindly do not. Charles, you will be late for your lessons,” she said, getting to her feet.

Edward folded the newspaper and turned his attention to his breakfast. “Your mother is right, Charlie, do not keep Mr. Morris waiting, off you go.”

Reluctantly, the boy followed his mother from the room.

Hecate drained her teacup, bolted the rest of her plateful, and pushed her chair back.

“I must leave you, too, Father.”

He checked the mantel clock. “You will be at the library before Reverend Thomas.”

“I thought I might call on Inspector Winter on my way to the cathedral. Just for a quiet word.” She kissed him quickly and hurried from the room, taking his silence on the matter as agreement. He, too, had picked up on the ugly and disturbing nature of the events at the Kerry. Given the fact that Embodied Spirits—which in their experience had a tendency to violence—were roaming the city streets unchecked, they could not rule out the possibility of a connection.

Outside, the day promised to be warm and sunny, the cloudless sky already China blue. Hecate pinned a navy boater to her hair with her mother’s lapis hatpin and went to fetch her beloved bicycle from the stable. She paused to scratch their pony, Peggy, behind the ears. “We’ll take Charlie out in the trap again soon,” she promised her. The old mare went back to chomping her hay.

Hecate’s mourning clothes were bothersomely heavy and she had not been able to shorten them as much as she wished. It was a battle she had allowed her mother to win, given the sad reason for wearing the heavy black silk, and knowing she might have to use the dress in the future for other such occasions. She had not let this thwart her, however, and took from the small bag in her bicycle basket a pair of skirt hitches. These comprised two lengths of dark webbing with clips at either end. The top one she secured to the belt at her waist; the lower one she fastened to the hem of her dress, which was then effectively hiked up to just below the knee. With the material gathered up in such a way, she was able to step through the frame of her bicycle and jump up onto the saddle without fear of becoming entangled in the chain. Her speedy progress through the town was a familiar sight to local people but still drew attention, either approving or disapproving, so unusual was it to see a young woman on such a modern conveyance. In a matter of minutes she had turned off St. Owen’s Street and then into the area in front of the police station. She was on the point of parking her bicycle when Inspector Winter came out of the main door.

“Ah, Inspector. The very man.”

“Miss Cavendish.” He briefly raised and lowered his bowler hat, without pausing in his long, purposeful stride.

Hecate stepped off the bicycle, wheeling it alongside him at a trot. He led her away from the square, skirting the city center, heading toward the quiet residential area east of the cathedral.

“I had hoped for a few words with you.”

“If you’ll forgive me, I am on my way home. May we talk as we walk?”

“Oh, I was unaware you worked a night shift.”

“I do not, customarily. This is, in point of fact, the end of a day shift which began yesterday morning. You will no doubt have heard that we had something of a large number of miscreants to deal with.”

“The disturbance at the Kerry Arms? Yes, that is what brings me here.”

“As I thought it might.”

“Father and I were both struck by the scale and, well, the apparent wildness of the, the … fight. The newspaper report was quite lurid. There was mention of weapons, stabbings, eye gouging…”

“Such language is stock-in-trade for journalists, in my experience. However, on this occasion, there was no necessity to exaggerate. An accurate reporting of events would have provided sensation enough for the most avaricious reader.”

“I imagine you are accustomed to dealing with such brawls, Inspector. Other than its scale, what was it that marked this one out as strange?”

He came to a halt at the end of a narrow alley that would provide a shortcut to the street where he lived. He turned to look at her, his normally inscrutable face for once betraying true concern.

“The violence,” he said. “The air was thick with it. Not the commonplace, drunken flailing and ale-fueled aggression. There was a different level of rage. Of viciousness. And more … the faces of some of the brawlers had a particular look about them. It put me in mind of Joe Colwall when he was on the point of losing his hold on reason.”

“When he was newly inhabited by a Resurgent Spirit? That is when they are at their most dangerous. Father thinks it is the battle between the host’s original soul and that which is trying to take it over that causes such extreme behavior. But I recall there were seventeen people jailed. You are surely not telling me they are all now Embodied Spirits?”

“Mercifully, no. Though I have my suspicions regarding two or three.” He paused, clearing his throat before continuing. “As a matter of fact, I had been hoping to ask for your assessment of the ones I believe to be, shall we say, ‘afflicted’? Yes, I think ‘afflicted’ will serve our purposes.”

“Rather than ‘possessed’? Really, Inspector, after all you have seen, are you still reluctant to accept the true origins of what is happening?”

“Oh, I accept it. I will not deny the evidence of my own eyes and the terrible danger that currently dwells in this city. I merely seek to find a way of naming the parts that will enable me to talk about our foes more broadly. I cannot imagine Sergeant Willis, for all his fine qualities, being a man able to turn from policeman to hunter of ghosts and the risen dead.”

“Yet we will have need of him, mark my words,” she warned. “There is a battle coming, Inspector. We must all of us be prepared to do our bit.”

“Upon that we are agreed,” he replied. “Shall we say six o’clock at the police station?”

When she nodded, he raised his hat to her again, turned, and headed away down the narrow street.

Hecate took a moment to consider what she had learned. The inspector was not a man given to scaremongering or overreacting. That he believed the Essedenes’ dreadful work was spreading through the city at such speed was, while not a surprise, a daunting fact to face. The memory of her own encounters with the spirits was painfully sharp, and she would carry with her forever the sight of John falling to his death.

She shook away the gloomy thoughts that threatened to take hold of her. It was a new day. There was work to be done at the library. Her appointment with what waited for her in the jail beneath the inspector’s office would come soon enough. She stepped up onto the seat of her bicycle and pedaled the short distance to Church Street and on to the Cathedral Green. As always, she found the sight of the cathedral both uplifting and reassuring. It was the heart of the city, not merely a stone monument to past endeavors, nor a place of worship. It was where wisdom and hope resided, and where, she knew, she would ultimately find what she needed to protect those she loved.

She parked her bicycle in a space near the entrance to the cloisters. A soft purring alerted her to the presence of the cathedral cat.

“Good morning, Solomon,” she said, stooping to stroke his bright ginger fur. That they shared hair coloring made a special bond between them. Having nearly lost him in the fire made him even more precious to her. He followed her through the south door.

The cool interior of the ancient building was as familiar to her as its smells of brass polish, beeswax, incense, and candle smoke. Her swift footsteps echoed as she hurried toward the door set into the wall of the north aisle. On her way she passed Corporal Gregory standing sentry at the entrance to the crypt. She smiled at him, earning a smart salute in reply. She raised a hand in greeting to Mrs. Nugent, who paused to shake out the duster she was using to polish the brass railings of the Lady Chapel. Hecate still felt a thrill each time she encountered her ghostly family in the cathedral. They had become her friends. It was, she knew, both a privilege and a gift that she was able to communicate with them. She could hear the very real, living voices of the Vicars Choral as they sang the morning service, telling her that she was early. Reverend Thomas would be taking part, and so not yet at his desk in the library. Fortunately, since there was now so much repair work to be done in the muniments room that housed the collection, the verger, Mr. Gould, was in the habit of unlocking it early in the day. She counted the fifty-four stone stairs as she climbed, accustomed to the half-light from the narrow windows, letting her feet find the shallow indents made by centuries of feet ascending the turret staircase. What she had not accounted for was that Mr. Gould himself was running late, so that she met him on the staircase on his way down. The position of verger was a lowly but important one. Effectively the caretaker of the cathedral, many of his tasks were menial, but he held the keys to every room, every vault door, every cabinet and cupboard. He was gatekeeper and custodian, and as such, both necessary and in a position of trust.

“Ah, Miss Cavendish, good morning to you. Oh, shall we not pass on the stairs? My mother held it was bad luck to do so. No, do not trouble yourself to descend, I shall return to the top, it is but a few stairs,” he said, hurrying back up, his dark robes sweeping the stones as he went. He was in every way opposite to Reverend Thomas, being taller, thinner, and given to using twenty words where one would have sufficed. He gabbled on even as he trotted up the stairwell. Hecate was not alone in finding the man irritating, though he did his job of caretaking at the cathedral well enough. To that initial annoyance she now had a far graver reason to dislike him. He was one of the three people on her list of those who could be responsible for summoning the spirits in the employ of Lord Brocket and the Essedenes. However bumbling, however insignificant and nervous he might appear, she could not let her guard down. Nor did she want to show her hand. She and her father and Inspector Winter had agreed it was safer for her to pretend she did not suspect anyone specifically. Safer, and more likely that the guilty party would inadvertently show himself.

“Please, do not hurry on my account, Mr. Gould,” she said. “Reverend Thomas is still taking part in the service and I am not yet late.”

“Oh, it is no bother, no bother at all. Always glad to be of assistance to the assistant librarian, don’t you see?” He laughed at his little joke. Hecate managed a smile by way of reply before bidding him good day and going to her desk. She did not stop listening until she heard the door to the north aisle at the bottom of the stairs open and close again.

For the time being she had the library to herself. Still she suffered pangs of guilt every time she saw a burned beam or a smoke-damaged book. There was, indeed, a good deal of repair work that remained to be done. Happily, most of the heavy clearing was completed, and new floorboards replaced those that had been beyond saving. Both she and the master of the library found the interruptions by workmen disruptive, and it was a relief that their part in the restoration was complete. They had worked long hours to ensure it was done in a matter of days. Some books had been sent away to professional binders for new covers. Those with more minor damage, she and Reverend Thomas were slowly seeing to themselves. The piles grew smaller every day. Soon, she promised herself, all would be as good as new.

Making the most of her superior’s absence, she strode over to the Mappa Mundi. Aside from needing its regular light dusting, it had escaped the fire unscathed, its colors now bright as ever once more. She stood in front of it, taking in the details, the people, the creatures, that had become so important to her in just a few short months. In her mind she repeated her little mantra.

Manticore, phoenix, griffin, unicorn …

The figures of the fearsome Essedenes were mercifully motionless. The bull no longer pawed the ground. St. Thomas prayed as he had done for centuries since the ancient map was first drawn, but did not implore her to take action. The only point of disturbance continued to be the depiction of the city of Hereford, the exact point she and the cathedral inhabited. Unseen by anyone but her, the picture of the building glowed and pulsated, suggesting all was not, in fact, as calm as it seemed.

And then, of course, there was the griffin.

Hecate smiled up at the tiny figure. It looked fierce, with its lion’s body, oversized wings, and eagle’s beak, but she knew a softer side to it. She held up her hand.

“Aren’t you going to join me this morning?” she asked.

For a few more seconds the drawing remained motionless, but the little creature was not able to resist its new friend. First it stretched a talon. Next it turned its head to face her. Then, with a flap of its wings, it sprang from the map. As it did so it grew, doubling, then trebling until it was the size of the cathedral cat. It flew one playful loop of the room before returning to settle on Hecate’s shoulder. As with many of her phantom companions, the griffin had a level of weight and substance particular to itself. She could feel its claws lightly gripping the heavy fabric of her dress, and was aware of it as if a tiny bird had alighted upon her. Similarly, she could feel its green and gold breast feathers beneath her finger as she stroked it, and the way it nibbled her ear made her laugh.

“That’s better. You can’t go on sulking because of all the noise and disturbance. We’ve all had to put up with it, you know.” She gazed back at the map, reciting the little mantra once more. Manticore, phoenix, griffin, unicorn …

She became aware of another presence. She waited, allowing Brother Michael to make his way to her side.

“My dear child,” he said, greeting her with a low nod of the head, “it does my heart good to see you smiling again. Such sad times.”

“This little fellow has a way of improving my day,” she said. It was true, after John’s tragic death, it had been hard to step back into her role as assistant librarian in the way that she wanted. The job was such a gift for her, allowing her to not only study the ancient and wonderful treasures housed in the collection but also to spend time with her new family of ghosts. She wanted to prove to all the doubters that the dean had been right to give her the post. Being involved in a fire that almost destroyed the contents of the library had not helped her case. Losing her fiancé in such terrible circumstances made her feel as if darkness followed her. She knew the reverse was true. She had the goddess Hekate guiding her steps. Even so, there were times it was hard to shake off the sadness Brother Michael referred to. The griffin’s sweet company helped.

The monk gestured toward the map. “How fares our antique community this morning?”

“All seems quiet, Brother Michael. For now.”

The ghost’s expression altered minutely, his naturally smiley face and beady eyes showing alarm. “We have not seen the last of the Essedenes’ wickedness, I fear.”

The sight of her friend looking so worried moved Hecate. It was her duty to protect the map. It was her promise to protect the lost souls who inhabited the cathedral. Instinctively she reached out to put a hand on his arm, but her palm fell through his sleeve. The monk was one of the least substantial of her ghostly family.

“Father and I know there is work to be done. And we have Inspector Winter helping us now. Do not fret. We will prevail.”

He brightened, nodding. “I do not doubt either your determination or your ability, my child. Not for one second. I merely quake at the magnitude of what you face.” He smiled then. “You have our unwavering support, I can speak for all of us when I say that.”

The sound of voices in the transept, and of heavy objects being moved around, interrupted their conversation. Hecate walked over to the wall at the back of the room. Set into it were six wooden shutters, which, when open, gave a view of the transept below, allowing the heat from the Gurney stoves in winter to rise up into the library, and air to circulate in summer. She opened the shutters, fastening them in place with their brass hooks. Looking down the dizzying drop to the floor below she could see the cause of the noise. There were workmen moving their tools and materials into position. The cathedral seemed to be in a constant state of renovation and repairs. Everyone who worked there had become used to the dust and disturbance caused by such work, some complaining about it more than others. Mrs. White, the cleaner, berated the masons for making so much dust and therefore increasing her workload. The master of the library voiced his opinion on the matter of constant noise breaking the concentration needed for his own work. The dean had sent out a message to all the Vicars Choral that their forbearance was expected while the work took place, even though at times it required them to sing at a greater volume to make themselves heard.

Hecate noticed that these two men were not masons. She saw no chisels, no hammers, no lumps of stone or slabs of marble. Nor were they carpenters, else where were the saws and nails? Instead, they brought with them planks and poles which she could see they were already assembling as a scaffold in front of the gargantuan stained-glass window that filled the end wall of the north transept. Evidently they were glassworkers here to carry out repairs and improvements to the ancient, intricate window itself. She found herself contemplating the very specific set of talents that would be required to work with such fragile materials at such heights. Were they artists or artisans? She could not decide.

“Ah, Miss Cavendish, you have stolen a march on me this morning.” Reverend Thomas’s greeting was punctuated by snatched breaths. A portly man, the climb to the library tested him, not least because of his recurring gout. “More workmen, I hear. Is the cathedral ever to be a place of quiet contemplation again?”

“They are restoring the window in the transept. Perhaps glassworkers will make less noise than masons.”

“We can only hope,” he said, easing his round form into the chair behind his desk, causing leather and wood to creak in protest. He looked up at her then. Not for the first time, Hecate had to remind herself that he could see neither the monk at her side, nor the griffin still perched on her shoulder. For all that they were real and vivid to her, they were invisible to everyone else. The master of the library narrowed his eyes. “We shall keep the shutters closed today, I think, in an effort to minimize disruption. We can ill afford to lose time, given the tasks ahead of us.” He finished this declaration with a wave of the hand, stressing the point that she should close up the glassless windows once more.

She exchanged small smiles with Brother Michael as he drifted off to the furthest row of shelves where he would enjoy the company of his beloved illuminated manuscripts. Hecate was just closing the last of the shutters when she saw Solomon trot into the area below. The older of the glassworkers took no notice of him, but the younger man paused in his job of carrying scaffolding poles. He took the time to set them aside and then leaned down in front of the little cat, holding out his hand to him. As she watched, Solomon padded forward, sniffed the proffered hand, decided the man was an acceptable new acquaintance, and proceeded to wind himself around his legs. She heard the man murmuring, speaking to his new friend as if in easy conversation. As he did so he took off his flat cloth cap and ran his hand through his dark hair. He had broad shoulders and wore the buff-colored clothes of an artisan, a worn tweed jacket and trousers, steel-toe caps to his boots. Abruptly, he froze, falling silent, looking over his shoulder as if he sensed he was being watched. Before Hecate could close the window, he looked up. Embarrassed to be caught watching the stranger, she took a step back, hastily securing the shutter, before heading to her desk.
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When the master of the library asked her to stay on at the end of the day to complete their chosen tasks, Hecate feared she might be late for her meeting with Inspector Winter. However, Reverend Thomas’s wish to continue working was unequal to the call of his comfortable chair and supper in the great hall, so that they were both descending the turret stairs as the cathedral clock struck the three-quarter hour. Fifteen minutes was ample time for her to speed through the center of town on her bicycle and arrive at the police station punctually. During this swift journey her mind was much taken up with what might await her in the jail. The inspector had suggested that those arrested the day before could be recently Embodied Spirits. Several of them, at least. She doubted she would ever become accustomed to standing in the presence of such unnatural and dangerous beings. The thought that their numbers were increasing so rapidly was terrifying in itself. She suspected her role was to confirm what the detective already knew, experience being his guide and logic his measure. He might hope to be proven wrong. Either way, they both were in search of the truth of their situation. If it meant standing toe to toe with those summoned from their graves with dark magic who had claimed the lives of those they now inhabited, so be it.

Upon her arrival, Inspector Winter took her to his office and briefly summarized the situation regarding those held over from the Kerry Arms brawl. Twelve had been released, nursing their bruises, with a mark against their name; one had been sent to the hospital to have a broken arm set. An elderly man was still in a cell sleeping off the effects of too much whiskey. These, in the inspector’s opinion, were mundane miscreants, and of more danger to themselves than anyone else. The remaining three, however, were of a very different type. He further explained that those they still held were in separate cells, that no one was permitted to enter alone, and that even the constables tasked with watching over them should do so in pairs.

It was not the first time Hecate had visited the cells, and she was unable to stop herself recalling the occasion when she had seen Joe Colwall incarcerated. Except that, by the time she met him, there was scant evidence of the man he had once been. Instead, the Resurgent Spirit, summoned from its slumber by the Essedenes’ magic, had all but conquered its new host, en route to becoming a fully Embodied Spirit. That the lowly farm laborer had not been the spirit’s intended home enraged it, and that rage had been on display to Hecate. She braced herself to encounter more of the same.

The subterranean jail was markedly cooler than the rest of the police station. Even so, the odors of sweat, ale, and worse were sufficiently strong to cause Hecate to set her teeth against the onslaught. She would not give in to revulsion and press a handkerchief to her nose. Better that she showed no sign of weakness to those she was about to confront. The cells were arranged set into the three walls of the building with iron grid gates across the front. They could be viewed by walking along the narrow corridor, which allowed just enough space to stand and observe the occupants while being out of reach of any grasping hands they might thrust through the bars.

The first prisoner they came to was crouched in the far corner of his confines, muttering to himself, rocking slightly, his face hidden. He did not react to the footsteps of the people come to see him. Hecate watched him for a short while, feeling her skin creep and her heart rate quicken. The man did not have to do more, nor come closer, for her to know she was in the presence of an Embodied Spirit.

They moved on to the next cell. This occupant could be heard before they drew level with him, for he was raving. He had already been wrestled into a restraint garment, his arms bound tight to himself so that he was less able to attack his wardens or injure himself. He was left to express his rage through shouts, curses, and a stream of vitriol, carried on foul breath and spittle. Hecate listened to him, attempting to find sense in his rambling speech. The inspector leaned close to her ear.

“Do not look for reason in his diatribe, Miss Cavendish, for you will find none. He has not spoken anything of sense since taking up his place here. I can tell you he was one of the strongest fighters at the public house. It took three of my men to put a stop to his rampage, and we found it necessary to rope him in order to convey him from the Kerry to the safety of this accommodation.”

They stood watching him a while longer. Hecate recognized the wild look in his eyes, just as Inspector Winter had done. She had seen it in Joe Colwall. She had seen it in Viscount Eckley when he had attacked her in the cathedral.

They moved on to the third captive.

This man, despite his bloodstained shirt and battered face, had about him a cool, steely dignity. He stood in the center of his cell, his arms at his sides, as if awaiting inspection on a parade. He neither moved nor spoke when Hecate stepped forward to view him through the bars. He met her gaze. She did not see madness there. What she saw was far more chilling. She saw a strength, a certainty, almost. It was as if this Embodied Spirit was content with the host in which it now dwelt. As if it was unafraid and unbothered by its current circumstances. As if it was confident in its ability to rise above its captors, to escape its confines, and to go about the existence it had planned. The man did not let his gaze drop but at length he did indeed react to Hecate’s scrutiny. Slowly, with a minute adjustment of his swollen features and blackened eyes, he smiled.

She felt the inspector tense beside her and take a step forward to stand level with her. He might be a man nearer retirement than promotion, but he brought with him his own brand of strength, and at that moment she was very glad of it.

She resisted the desire to take a step back, to distance herself from the creature but a few paces away. She knew better than to show fear.

“I see you,” she said to the Embodied Spirit. “I have not asked the inspector for your name, for I know you are no longer that person. He is gone, God rest his soul. I have one question for you. I wonder if you are sufficiently bold to answer it.”

She paused. The man raised an eyebrow but otherwise did not react.

Hecate continued. “Who called you?” she asked.

The man’s smile returned, broader this time.

When he spoke, his voice was controlled, calm, soft even. “You will know, soon enough,” he told her.

Hecate felt a coldness entering her bones and was certain it had little to do with her environment and everything to do with the company in which she found herself.

The inspector stepped back. “I believe we have seen enough,” he said to her, sweeping an arm in a gesture that bid her turn and make her way back to the stairs.

She did as he asked, and every step she took she could feel the cold glare of the man in the third cell, and that glare was more terrifying than all the raving and madness of his jail mates.

Back in the inspector’s office, Hecate took her notebook and pencil from her pocket and started to jot down points of importance.

Inspector Winter offered her a seat and took his own chair behind his desk.

“I know you will have theories, Miss Cavendish.”

“Indeed I do.”

“Let’s hear them.”

She looked up from the page. “You may not care for them. They may seem … far-fetched.”

He leaned forward, his elbows resting on the desk, his fingers interlaced. He answered, as was his habit, slowly. “In the time we have pooled our resources and worked together, I have learned to brace myself to listen to notions that I would previously, I confess, have dismissed as…”

“The hysterical prattling of a young woman?”

He had the decency to look mildly shocked at such an idea. “I was going to say fanciful.”

“Ah.”

“After what I witnessed on the night of Reverend Forsyth’s death, after what you recounted to me of the fire in the library, and given what—and I say ‘what’ rather than ‘who’—currently resides in my jail, I am inured to the outlandish. I can no longer be shocked. Please, share with me your thoughts.”

Hecate put down her pencil. “There is no doubt in my mind that all three of the prisoners you showed me are hosts to Resurgent Spirits. Judging by their condition, their state of mind, I would say that the first two are most recently taken and are still in a battle with their hosts. A battle which, alas, we know, left unchecked will end only one way. Which is to say, they will become Embodied Spirits, entirely taken over by the summoned ghouls, the original person lost forever, beyond saving. The third inhabitant of the cells has reached that point. A clear example of an Embodied Spirit, apparently content with its new home, biding its time until it can be released and take up its cause.”

“Its cause? Have you and your father made progress in your investigations that would suggest Lord Brocket’s aims?”

“Beyond furthering His Lordship’s own ambitions, not entirely, no. However, what took place at the Kerry Arms, the scale of it, the nature of it as described by yourself, Inspector, leads me to an alarming conclusion. Lord Brocket’s quest for a powerful position in government, perhaps the highest office in the land, is not, as we had first thought, to be achieved only by carefully positioned men of influence being replaced with Resurgent Spirits. The reality is more chilling and far more dangerous. He means to spread the spirits like a plague, taking as many people as possible, the reach of the thing limited only by the number of spirits he is able to summon. Or rather, have summoned on his behalf, for we know someone other than he is responsible for the act of raising the dead. His Lordship means to make his position unassailable by surrounding himself with an army of Embodied Spirits, all ultimately under his control.”

Hecate was too restless to sit. She rose and began pacing the small room as she spoke.

“Consider, Inspector, what you encountered at the Kerry Arms. What were the two most striking elements of the incident?”

“As you have said, the scale of the thing, for the whole establishment was seemingly involved.”

“Yes, and the other?”

“The ferocity. The sheer savagery of the violence.”

“Again, yes. Taking your second point first, you and I have both seen that wildness when the spirits are newly arrived in their hapless hosts, as we can see again in the poor wretches in those cells.”

“It is hard to consider them poor when you witness what they do to others.”

“They are victims, nonetheless. Which brings me to your first point—the numbers involved. So many victims turned into maddened brutes. And I am afraid I must disagree with your assessment that the other brawlers who have been released were not Embodied Spirits.”

“They did not have the same … let us say taint of insanity, about them.”

“That is because they were all firmly ensconced in their new hosts. They were … are … Embodied Spirits. True, they were engaged in fighting, but from what you observed they were in control of their actions. Once confined, they did not rail against their lot. These were not spirits venting their fury in the manner of the one who overcame Joe Colwall. Here is the greatest difference from what we have observed thus far, Inspector.” She paused to lean on the desk, her face alight with understanding and the importance of what she was sharing with the detective. “The Kerry Arms is known for what it is; a public house for men of little means and even less by way of standing in society. These are not men of influence. These are not men chosen for their positions in the aristocracy or Parliament or the military. No, these are the grit and the grist of the community. Working men, with strong bodies, made for action. And their own strength will be doubled by the unnatural strength the Essedenes’ curse brings with it. How many constables did it take to wrestle a single one of them? Even when the initial madness passes, they will be faster, crueler, stronger than any one of your men, however brave. And they will serve as foot soldiers in Lord Brocket’s army.” She sat down again.

The inspector leaned back in his chair.

“If your theory is correct, Miss Cavendish, no one is safe.”

“Indeed.”

“Lord Brocket could take the city in no time at all. A matter of months, perhaps.”

“If we do not discover the identity of the person raising the spirits for him. If we are not able to use the counterspell that will return the spirits whence they came, then yes. It could be a matter of weeks before the city is lost.”

He considered this information, ruminating upon the implications for the community under his care, for the men and women going about their simple lives in Hereford, unaware of the lethal creatures who now moved among them.

“We have not the manpower, should this thing be allowed to progress.”

“Our surest chance of success is to cut off the head of the snake.”

“Lord Brocket?”

“It is my belief that he is not, ultimately, in control.”

“You think he acts for another? But who?”

“That, Inspector, is what my father and I are endeavoring to discover. The answer may lie in the ancestry of the Brockhampton estate. We plan to delve deeper into its history at the British Museum, but inevitably we shall have to return to the house itself.”

“That is an action I cannot sanction without my assistance.”

“When we know better what it is we seek, I will come to you. We are not yet prepared for that. We must also redouble our efforts to access the reversal spell for the Essedenes’ words.” She paused for a moment, remembering how she had used this powerful magic in her battle with two Resurgent Spirits. She had come so close to being overwhelmed. So close to seeing the library, the collection, and the map reduced to ashes. Only the words of that spell and the strength the goddess Hekate had granted her saved the day. “The ensorcelled book remains locked in the sacristy. After the fire, Reverend Thomas insisted it was not returned to its original home in the cabinet of banned books. Now that it is no longer in the library it is beyond my reach. At least for the time being.”

“I might effect a search. Demand it be handed over, for my inquiries.”

“I would guard against that course of action, for we do not know what it might trigger. We do not yet know what the summoner is capable of. Allow me to search for a way to access the book without us first showing our hand.”

“You may be right. Better that we have all our steps planned and ready to proceed, for I fear were we to move forward ill prepared we could fail. And that,” he said, rising to his feet, “is not an outcome I wish to live to see.”

“Well then,” said Hecate, reaching forward to offer him her hand. “You have my allegiance in this, Inspector. There is too much at stake for half measures,” she added, thinking of her brother’s suffering when the Resurgent Spirit had nearly claimed him. “Death or glory.”

“Have a care, Miss Cavendish, that you do not fall into—how did you put it?—the hysterical prattling of a young woman. Your father would never forgive me for agreeing to such a thing.”

“Then let us say instead: For the city! And those who live here. Will you agree on that?”

He reached across the desk and took her hand in his, shaking it firmly.

“For the city,” he repeated.

“Well then,” she said again, letting his hand go, holding his gaze, before giving him one of her brightest smiles.



Having gone directly to the police station from the cathedral at the end of her working day, Hecate reached home later than usual. She had sent a note to her mother so that she would not be concerned, but knew that there was no time left for her to visit Mr. Sadiki at his locksmith’s shop. She resolved to see him the following day. If there was a way he could help her get through the locks in the sacristy, she would have it from him sooner rather than later. In the meantime, she would share with her father what she and the inspector had discussed.

The early summer afternoon was beginning to fade as she pedaled up Ledbury Road, turned into Hafod Road, and then wheeled down the short gravel drive to the family home. She hurried to the stable at the rear of the garden before all but trotting into the house.

“Father?” she called, removing the lapis silver hatpin and hanging her hat on the stand in the hall. “Father, are you here?”

The door of his study opened but it was not Edward who emerged, but Phileas Sterling. As was his habit, the check of his tweed jacket was more of a shout than a whisper, the silk of his waistcoat and pocket square adding high notes to the noise. The whole effect was topped off with well-waxed whiskers and a toothy grin. A lifelong friend of the family and five years her senior, Phileas had been a constant throughout her childhood. As she had grown into a young woman, she had become aware of a subtle shift in his treatment of her, an alteration in the way he looked at her, and indeed his regard for her in general. A wealthy farmer from a good family and a warm and singular man to boot, she knew her father would be happy to have him as a son-in-law. There were days she wished she felt differently about him, imagining herself living a contented life at Kynaston Farm, cherished by a good-natured man. If only her emotions could be mastered. And now, with her destiny entwined with the Mappa Mundi, the library, and Hekate’s work, she felt further than ever from such a simple future.

Her surprise at seeing her friend was colored by her frustration at not finding her father, so that she did not greet him as enthusiastically as she might have done.

“Phileas. Why were you in my father’s study?”

“Good afternoon to you, Hecate. I … your father is not yet home, it appears.”

“Oh. Were you waiting for him? Has my mother said how long he will be?” She walked past Phileas, through the door he still held open, as if she might find her father yet, sitting by the fire, pipe between his teeth.

“He is at the museum, I believe. Something concerning an upcoming exhibition? Artifacts were mentioned, I recall?”

“Ah, yes. Of course. Well, I am sorry you have had a wasted journey—”

“Not a bit of it. I came to deliver this, point of fact. I had thought to give it to your mother, but I would prefer you to have it, truth be told.” He took from his breast pocket a small cream envelope and handed it to her.

On opening it she found an invitation, somewhat flamboyantly written in Phileas’s own hand.

“Oh, one of your famous picnics! How marvelous.”

“Truly? You are pleased?”

“Phileas, how could anyone not be cheered at the thought of one of your occasions?”

“I had hoped you would feel like that. However, I was uncertain, perhaps, given the sad circumstances, that it might be considered in poor taste … too soon…” He trailed off, gesturing at her black gown.

“Not everyone can be expected to be in mourning for John,” she pointed out.

“That is true. However, I am not concerned about everyone. I care only, deeply, that I do not cause distress to you.” There was a slight catch in his voice, however hard he tried to conceal it.

Hecate stepped forward and put her hand on his arm. For once she could not immediately find the right words. That he cared so much about her was touching, reassuring, and of course flattering. That she could not return those feelings, though she valued him as a dear friend, made the strength of his regard for her bittersweet.

At last she asked, “What is the date? Let me see.” She scrutinized the invitation. “Not for another two weeks. I cannot see how Mother, or anyone else come to that, could possibly raise objections. You hardly knew John. Our engagement…” she faltered, then continued. “… had not been made official. It was all very brief. And besides, I think I can confidently say John would not wish me to be miserable. He knew well how much our family enjoys your friendship, Phileas. A summer picnic at Kynaston, with all the gaiety and fun I am certain it will involve … I think he would approve.”

“Not too soon, then?”

“I promise I shall throw off my widow’s weeds before the day. It will mark my moving forward.”

He beamed at her, and she felt her own mood lift. What she didn’t tell him—what she could not begin to explain—was that she was engaged in vital work for the safety of everyone she cared about, including him. She had no time to dwell upon the past, nor to drift about in mourning like a wan heroine in a medieval romance. His picnic, which would be a blend of village fete, party, and circus, would give her the excuse she needed to publicly step out of the shadow of her fiancé’s death.

After Phileas said his farewells and left, she went up to her room to change for dinner. Thoughts of her conversations with the inspector, and of what lay ahead, swirled around in her mind as she undressed. Not for the first time she felt irritated by, to her, the unreasonable amount of time she was required to spend fussing about with her clothes. If her one, serviceable mourning gown was good enough to spend the day in, why could she not sit down to a simple family meal wearing it? What mattered the hour? It was a practice made all the more ridiculous given that the only evening gown she owned in black was really far too elaborate and formal. She struggled into it, relieved when the maid arrived to help.

“Oh, Stella, thank you,” she said, turning so that the young woman could better reach the long row of covered buttons at the back of the dress. “This one is simply impossible to manage alone.”

“Won’t take a minute, miss,” she told her, deftly fixing the tiny loops in place.

“I am determined I shall clear my wardrobe of any garment that does not do up at the front. Just as soon as I am out of mourning garb.”

The maid gave a little sigh. “Might be a while yet, miss.”

Hecate watched Stella’s face in the mirror, wanting to gauge her reaction. “I have decided to stop wearing black at the end of this month.”

The maid glanced up. Their gazes met for a fleeting moment before she returned her attention to the buttons. The young woman was well practiced in keeping her opinions to herself, but Hecate had seen a glimpse of her surprise, if not shock, at the suggestion.

“You think it too soon?” she asked.

“It’s not for me to say, miss.”

“You think my mother will disapprove?”

She gave no answer to this beyond a slight widening of her eyes.

Hecate bit her lip. Stella was right. She would face a battle convincing her mother to let her attend Phileas’s picnic at all, let alone wearing colors.

“It’s all so … unnecessary,” she muttered, then, thinking the maid might consider her disrespectful, added, “John … Reverend Forsyth … he was a kind man.”

“Yes, miss.”

“He would want me to do what I think right. To get on with my life.” She stopped short of asking Stella if she agreed, for how could she not? It would be an unfair question. She waited until the gown was fully buttoned, allowing the subject to drop. “Is my father home yet?”

“Just returned this minute. I saw him go up to change. Will you be wanting me to turn up the hem on your navy wool skirt, miss? It’s dark enough to pass as black.… Perhaps you might need it for work?”

“An excellent idea, Stella, thank you,” she said, picking up her wrap and turning toward the door. As she reached it she paused. “Mr. Sterling is to hold one of his picnics. It is his habit to invite the servants of his guests to attend. I thought perhaps you and Cook…”

“Oh, yes, miss! I recall the one at Kynaston the year before last. Such a spectacle! Men on stilts and fire-eaters and a carousel and stalls. I’d never eaten candy floss before. Such a day!”

“Well then.” Hecate smiled at her and went downstairs.

Dinner was uneventful aside from the usual family tensions. Beatrice chided Edward for being late home when he knew how Cook disliked watching her hard work dry up while they waited for him. Charlie complained at not being allowed to go on a camping trip with his friends despite not having had a cough or head cold for well over a week. Hecate fidgeted, impatient to be able to speak to her father alone. It was gone nine when she was finally able to accompany him to the attic on the pretext of searching for a book for Reverend Thomas. While his study was his place of work, it was the attic that afforded him, and Hecate, total privacy. Beatrice had long since declared it a place of cobwebs and reminders of her husband’s times of absence and would not venture there. Charlie had not yet been given permission to visit, being still a somewhat clumsy and excitable boy. So it was that Hecate succeeded in telling her father, without interruption, of her conversation with Inspector Winter. They agreed she would approach Mr. Sadiki for his help in securing the book from the sacristy. They also planned a trip to London to once again search the British Museum archive for clues as to who might be pulling the strings of Lord Brocket.

That night Hecate slept poorly again. The slightest sound woke her. An owl, perched among the branches of the beech tree in the back garden, screeching. A pair of amorous cats serenading each other. The rumble of the night train, some two miles distant, carrying mail and coal to London. All of these disturbed her, but it was the unmistakable sound of glass shattering that woke her completely. She sat up, listening. Indistinct noises came from downstairs. Quickly, she threw back the covers and jumped from her bed, her starched cotton nightgown rustling as she ran through the room and down the stairs.

“Hecate!” Her father’s voice from the landing, a stage whisper, checked her. In his tartan pajamas, he hurried down to join her, pulling an errant golf club from the umbrella stand in the hall. She armed herself with a bone-handled walking stick. Together they followed the direction of the sounds, which led them to the drawing room. He gestured for her to stay behind him while he slowly turned the doorknob. He looked at her, she nodded, he raised his golf club and threw open the door.

The room was empty. A pane of glass in the French windows had been broken, giving someone access to the key in the inside lock.

“Too late!” he cried, striding to the glass doors, taking care to avoid the broken glass with his bare feet. He stepped outside, peering into the darkness. “Nothing. No one,” he said, returning to the room, locking the door and removing the key. He held it up. “This should be placed elsewhere.”

“A little after the event, Father, though I agree with the sentiment.” She put down the walking stick and stepped over to a small chair which had been upturned and righted it, looking about her. “They don’t seem to have taken anything.”

“We interrupted them before they had the chance. No doubt otherwise they would have taken the silver candlesticks and that Chinese vase at the least,” he said, pointing to a piece of chinoiserie they both knew to be valuable.

“Unless their objective was not burglary.”

He looked at her sternly.

“And what else might it be, pray?”

She replied, as matter-of-factly as she could, “To get to me, naturally. Please, Father, do not seek to pretend otherwise at this point. We have not time to waste. We both know that the Essedenes and Lord Brocket see me as a threat, and they are right to do so. Why would they wait for us to gain more knowledge with which to stop them?”

“I have been a fool to think the main danger came from spirits. A thug could be sent on such an errand.”

“Or a properly Embodied Spirit. They are gifted with strength and speed and know little fear. And there are an increasing number of them now, after all.”

Edward marched to his desk, laid down the club, and took from a box one of his many pipes. Hecate watched while he packed it with tobacco, allowing him to think. Allowing herself to marshal her own thoughts before speaking again. She was not afraid, but she was on her guard now, and she knew she was right to be so.

His pipe lit, aromatic smoke going some way to dispelling the lingering tension in the room, Edward leaned back against his desk.

“It was remiss of me not to consider your safety, daughter.”

“We have been occupied with planning our next move. It seems we ought to have put more thought to preparing for our adversaries to make theirs.”

“I had thought Brocket would lie low for some time. After the business at the cathedral…”

“Which no one witnessed other than me.” She shook her head. “Besides, he will risk only a lowly acolyte, and if the events at the Kerry are anything to go by, he has plenty of those.”

“An ever-growing number. That he should send his creatures to our home again! I will not have it! First thing in the morning I will have better locks fitted. And instruct Stella to close the shutters at night. And a dog. We might get a large, fierce dog. Perhaps a brace of ’em.”

Hecate put her hand over his.

“We don’t want to alarm Mother. Or Charlie.”

“No dogs?”

“Better locks.” She nodded. “I will ask Inspector Winter if he could spare a constable for a night watch.”

“Capital idea!” He squeezed her hand. “We must keep you safe, little worker bee.”

“We must keep everyone safe,” she corrected him, reaching over to set right one of Charlie’s ships in a bottle, carefully replacing it on its stand. “If we are to defeat the Essedenes, and we will, we need to know home is secure. Our loved ones safe. Even if we have to employ constables of our own. Agreed?”

He took his pipe from his mouth, nodding. “Agreed,” he said.

“Well then, back to our beds before Mother notices we are up and about.”
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Much of the following day’s work was taken up with replacing some of the cleaned and repaired books on the shelves. Reverend Thomas was agitated, in part because of his ever-present gout, but also because of the inevitable noise the glassworkers were making in the transept.

“I can no longer recall a time when the cathedral did not ring to the rhythm of a tradesman’s hammer or a laborer’s chisel,” he said, limping along the nearest row of shelves.

Hecate was about to point out that such skilled artisans were hardly laborers, but she did not think being corrected would improve her superior’s temper. “I am sure the beautiful window will repay our patience when it is finished,” she said. “And we will have a fine view of the colored light falling through it when we can open the shutters.”

“When being my point. The glassworkers may be slightly quieter than masons, but I have observed that their work progresses at an even slower pace.”

“The better to protect the fragile glass, I imagine.”

“Fetch the short steps, would you? I shall pass you the books if you are willing to climb up. I find myself unequal to the task this morning.”

“Of course.” Hecate quickly and easily did as he asked, her shortened skirts making both tasks easier. If the master of the library noticed that she displayed the length of her brown laced boots as she stood on the small ladder, he chose not to comment on the fact. She doubted such things caught his attention. She felt sorry for him. He had something of a reputation for being taciturn, even grumpy. Having spent time working with him, she saw that any shortness of temper was brought about by him being in pain. She had also come to understand how much he loved the library. Every book mattered to him. She could not, however hard she tried to picture it, imagine him using dark magic from the forbidden books to raise spirits from the dead. What had he to gain from such a terrible action? All that he held dear was already his: the cathedral, the library, his place among the Vicars Choral. Why would he risk any of it? But then she fell prey to the nagging doubt that had assailed her ever since he had insisted on placing the banned book in the sacristy. Why had he singled out that book, of all the valuable and dangerous ones in the library, for particular security after the fire?

One by one he handed her the books and she slid them into place. This group was not remarkable in any way. Most had plain leather or even cloth or board covers and were on subjects connected to the early years of the cathedral business, such as accounts, employment of laypersons, repairs and commissions for the building, and suchlike. Even so, to Hecate they mattered, as they clearly did to Reverend Thomas. He passed them to her with great care, almost tenderness. Similarly, she took them gently, positioning them so that their pages would not scuff or catch on the wood of the shelves. She felt as she touched them that she was touching the past. Felt a connection to other librarians, clergy members, bookbinders, who had, in their turn, perhaps centuries before, taken just such care over the books and their contents. Those lists of numbers, those rows of names and columns of dates, they were not dry details, they were mementos of lives long past. They were glimpses into the way of the world in a forgotten time. They were, in their own everyday way, treasures.

As they worked on, a new sound began to serenade them. Hecate recognized the organ music as one of John’s favorites, causing her a jolt of sadness. But it was a beautiful piece, both soothing and uplifting. She glanced at the master of the library, wondering if he would remark upon this new distraction, but he made no comment. Music was, after all, a part of his life, and perhaps a more welcome background against which to work. As she listened, the music grew more urgent, more passionate. She could easily picture John playing, recalling clearly how absorbed he became, how completely given over to the music. It occurred to her that he would be missed by his fellow clergymen not only as a friend, but for his talent. He was the most accomplished organist at the cathedral, though listening at that moment, Hecate thought how well young Reverend Turner, John’s pupil, had risen to the challenge of filling his master’s shoes. John would have been proud of his progress. It saddened her to think he was not there to hear it.

The day continued with the steady and consoling work of restoring order to the library. Reverend Thomas took himself off to the Great Hall for his lunch, adding an hour’s nap afterward to ease the pain in his foot. Hecate made the most of his absence to interact with the griffin and converse with Brother Michael about the recent events in the city connected to the Essedenes.

“I cannot help but be afraid for your safety,” he told her, struggling to remain visible, worry causing him to fade and form repeatedly. “You have seen for yourself the true nature of these fiendish spirits.”

“Do not concern yourself.” She smiled at him in what she hoped was a reassuring manner. “I have learned from my encounters with both Resurgent and Embodied Spirits. I will not put myself in harm’s way unnecessarily.”

“But there is a necessity. I see that. Would that I were able to assist you.”

“Your counsel and your insights help me greatly, Brother Michael.”

“It is little enough.”

“My immediate goal must be to regain possession of the banned book. Now that Reverend Thomas has it locked in a chest in the sacristy, it will be harder for me to reach it.”

“Such a dangerous book!” The old monk wrung his hands. “It is at the core of all that has taken place.”

“It is true that without it the spirits could not be summoned. It is also true that it contains the spell that will return them to their rightful place. I have used it once successfully. I shall use it again. I must.”

When the cathedral clock struck five, Reverend Thomas locked the library door and together they descended the spiral staircase. On entering the north aisle, he took his leave of her, in a hurry to attend a meeting of Chapter. Hecate was on the point of leaving when curiosity got the better of her. She turned right and walked the short distance to St. Thomas Cantilupe’s shrine in the transept. Boards had been put up to protect the tomb and the monument from the building work. The glassworkers were packing up for the day. The older of the two—she estimated him to be in his sixties—moved stiffly and slowly, his posture reflecting years of manual labor, of hard work, of diligence toward his craft learned over a lifetime. The younger of the men showed a family resemblance, and Hecate recalled Reverend Thomas referring to them collectively as the Wheatleys, suggesting father and son. They shared the same black hair; one man’s threaded with silver, the other’s dark and lustrous. She found herself staring at the youthful man, and so was flustered when he turned toward her. He had strikingly soulful eyes, deep-set and hazel brown. On seeing her, he snatched his cloth cap from his head and gave a nod of greeting.

“Good afternoon to you, miss,” he said, his voice low, softened by a slight Herefordshire accent.

Hecate, following her mother’s advice, fell back on politeness and good manners whenever she felt herself in the least wrong-footed. She held out her hand and smiled brightly.

“Hecate Cavendish, Assistant Librarian. Delighted to make your acquaintance.”

Masking his surprise, he took her hand and shook it.

“Gil Wheatley,” he said. “It is a pleasure to meet you, Miss Cavendish. That is a position of great responsibility. I have not heard of anyone like yourself being given such a post before.”

“One such as I? You mean, a woman, Mr. Wheatley? Do you refer to my youth or my sex?”

“Not wishing to be blunt, but both,” he said.

She smiled. “I confess I am a little surprised myself. But then, an assistant has to begin somewhere. An early age is surely the best place.”

He glanced over at his father before smiling back at her. Hecate found herself unsettled by his smile but could not properly decide why it disturbed her. “My father would agree with you, miss. He has had me assisting him since I was a boy. I like to think my many years of service have paid off. Would you say so, Father?” he asked the older man, who was wrapping hammers and pliers in a canvas roll.

“He’s learning,” came the reply.

Now Hecate found herself relaxing, the small joke removing any awkwardness.

“Our fathers are our fiercest critics and our greatest supporters both. Do you not think so, Mr. Wheatley?”

The younger man nodded. “You have it right, Miss Cavendish. Though I beg you not to address me as Mr. Wheatley. It causes me to feel as old as my father, and gives rise to some confusion. My mother chose Gilbert for me, only to shorten it to Gil.”

“Gil, then,” Hecate repeated. “Though it is only fair you call me Hecate.” She pointed up at the library shutters. “We are practically colleagues, after all.”

“A curious name, if you don’t mind my saying.”

“Again, my father can claim both blame and credit for that. He thought it a name for me to live up to.”

“It seems we are both the products of our mentors, then. And the better for it.”

“Undoubtedly,” she agreed.

A small silence fell between them, as if polite conversation had somehow been dealt with, and now that the leap to more interesting topics was open they were neither of them certain how to start. Hecate had an important visit to make, and yet she found herself a little reluctant to leave.

“It is interesting work you are engaged in here,” she said at last.

“We are fortunate to have such a window to restore. Every glassworker hopes to be invited to contribute to such a building. The cathedral is a monument not only to God but to the art and skill of man.” He looked at her then. “To be given such work is a rare privilege.”

“My own time is spent repairing and caring for some of the cathedral’s greatest treasures, so I understand your position well.”

“Then we are committed to the same goals, it seems. Or, similar ones, at least.”

She looked up at the tower of scaffolding that crisscrossed its way to the very top of the enormous window.

“Thankfully, I am only required to climb a few steps to do my work. I cannot fathom how you manage at such heights.”

He turned to look at the puzzle of poles and ladders as if seeing it for the first time.

“’Tis like most things in life; we build from the ground up and find our balance as we go.”

Hecate thought about this. She liked the sentiment. She thought of telling him so but felt suddenly that they were entering into a closeness that was somehow inappropriate. She felt foolish for thinking so, but there it was. He was a man she did not know; she was a young woman in mourning for her lost fiancé. She began to step away.

“Well then,” she said simply. “It is past five, I shall detain you no longer.”

“I would be happy to show you the window one day soon. To explain our work. If you have an interest,” he said, and as he spoke he took a small step toward her, as if reluctant to let her leave.

Hecate hesitated and then smiled. “I should like that, thank you. So long as we need not climb higher than I can reach.”

He nodded. “I will not put you in danger,” he assured her.

Mr. Wheatley had finished collecting his tools and came to stand beside his son. Hecate addressed them both.

“Good day to you, Mr. Wheatley, Gil,” she said, pivoting on her heel and striding away with their farewells following her.

As she was collecting her bicycle from the entrance to the cloisters, the dean arrived, a little out of breath as if he might have been running, and his expression was somber.

“Good afternoon, Dean.” Hecate greeted him with natural affection, for her first reaction to him was, of habit, meeting an old family friend. As he had been at school with her father, and been instrumental in securing her position in the library, she regarded him with gratitude. It was only in the second moment of each meeting that the new suspicion colored her attitude toward him. Could he truly be responsible for going against everything he stood for? Was he, after all, another man driven by greed and selfishness, heedless of the pain his own desires might cause to others? Others who were his trusting friends and colleagues? It was hard to imagine such a transformation in the man, and yet she must consider it. She and her father had fought against including the dean on the short list of those who might be responsible for summoning the spirits, but they could not ignore the facts. Only three people had the opportunity to access both the crypt and the banned book: Reverend Thomas, Mr. Gould the verger, and the dean. One of those three had stood alone, performed rituals, spoken the words of the Essedenes’ magic, and dragged those souls from their resting place. Those Resurgent Spirits had hunted down hosts and squeezed the life from them in order to claim their new bodies. As Embodied Spirits they were ferocious, supernaturally strong, and ready to do their master’s bidding. Hecate knew she could not let her guard down for one moment if she was truly in the presence of a man who had unleashed hell upon the city. As things stood, she must maintain her pretense that she did not suspect him.

“Hecate, my dear, in haste to be somewhere as ever?” he asked, smiling, shedding his earlier gloomy countenance.

“I had promised my mother I would be home promptly today. She has invited a guest…” she told him, trailing off, invention not being her strongest suit.

“Well, it gladdens my heart to see you looking in good health. I know you carry the weight of John’s loss. You are a brave girl not to show it.”

“I miss him, of course, but I do my best not to be maudlin. I do not think he would have wanted that.”

His demeanor altered then, a sadness clouding his expression. “When I lost my dear wife, Susannah, I found myself quite unable to function. Quite unable. The sorrow I felt … it swamped me. Nearly five years ago, and yet that initial pain can return, without warning, as if it were yesterday.”

“I am so sorry, Dean. I had forgotten, for the moment, you, too, have suffered a loss. And after many years of happy marriage. That must be truly awful,” she said.

“Until one has experienced it, it is hard to comprehend the power of grief. My faith sustained me, of course, and yet…” He gave a rueful smile. “There it is. We must endure.”

Hecate searched for the right words. She could not compare her own loss to his, for surely as no two ways of loving are identical, nor are two ways of grieving.

“Yes,” she said, “and I draw comfort from remembering I was loved. I am sure you have done that, too.”

“Indeed, quite right,” he said, giving a little shake as if trying to rid himself of the sorrow he had allowed to surface. A sorrow, Hecate realized, he must carry with him always. He clapped his hands together, forcing himself to become businesslike and capable once again. “Now, if you’ll forgive me…?” he asked, opening the south door and leaving with a brief wave.

Hecate stood in thought for a moment, attempting to picture Dean Chalmers standing in the old altar of the crypt, using ancient rituals and words from a forbidden text to summon the dead. It was not an easy picture to see, even with her mind’s eye.

She wheeled her bicycle across the Cathedral Green. Out of respect for the fact that this had once been a graveyard, and indeed still was a burial ground in places, she did not ride but walked with as measured a step as she could manage. Today, as on so many occasions, she was in a hurry to be somewhere. She berated herself for dallying when it had been her intention to go straight to Mr. Sadiki’s shop the moment she finished her work. But then, surely it was only good manners and good sense to introduce herself to the Wheatleys if they were to be working in such close proximity for what might well be months to come.

As she neared the entrance to Church Street, the distinctive sound of carriage wheels heading for the cloisters made her turn. She saw the shabby gig provided by the dean so that the Vicars Choral could more easily get to their outlying parishes. It was pulled by the eternally nervous bay horse, Bucephalus, and Hecate well recalled how John had needed all his skill to drive the outfit and keep the horse calm. It was not that jolt of memory or pang of loss surrounding thoughts of John that made her catch her breath, however. It was the identity of the person driving the gig. He was wearing a wide-brimmed black hat, and moving at some speed toward the cloister stables, but even so she could clearly see it was young Reverend Turner. His arrival begged the question: Who was it who had been playing the cathedral organ? Anyone else might have remained puzzled, but by the quickening of her own pulse, by the feelings of amazement and excitement that now gripped her, Hecate knew the answer beyond doubt: John.

In the short journey down East Street to MT Sadiki Repairs shop, she did her best to process this fact. She knew all of the Vicars Choral by now, and knew who could and could not play the organ. John had been the lead with all the music and was mentoring Reverend Turner as his protégé. Reverend Simpkins could play the piano and had stood in to accompany choir practice on occasion, but he was now in his eighties and his eyesight was failing. It was simply not possible that it could have been he who had been playing earlier that day. Hecate also knew that what she had heard was one of John’s favorite pieces. Besides all the practical reasons that led her to believe it was him—or rather his ghost—who had been playing, she just knew, in her heart, that this was the truth of the matter. She wondered that she had not experienced his presence, but then, thinking about it, what clearer sign that his soul lingered in the cathedral could he have sent her than his music? And it would explain why the master of the library had not responded to the playing. He had not been able to hear it. Only she could. John had been playing for her. Her heart lurched at the thought. She felt unmoored. In the days since his death she had begun to learn to live without him, to accept that he was gone. Forever. But now she had to adjust her thoughts and her emotions to account for the fact that his soul had not moved on. Was he to be added to the number of her spectral friends who inhabited the cathedral for decades or even centuries? Was he unable to move on? If so, was it because of her? Should she be glad that he was not beyond her reach? Confusion swamped her. She would give anything for him not to have died, but to think that he was not now with the God he had devoted his life to? It brought with it its own heartbreak.

She propped her bicycle against the scruffy shop front. She made herself consider the possibility that John would appear to her, somewhere in the cathedral, without further warning. How would she feel, face-to-face with his ghost? She had come to value the friendships she had with Mrs. Nugent, Corporal Gregory, Lady Rathbone, and Brother Michael. They were dear to her. But she had not known them living. Had not felt their hand in hers. Had not been kissed by them. Would it be a joy to see him again, or exquisite torture?

The sound of the shop door opening startled her from her reverie. Mr. Sadiki stepped, blinking, into the daylight, raising his face to the sun as a mole might when sniffing the air above its subterranean home.

“Come,” he said, beckoning her. “It does not do to tarry unaware upon a threshold. You of all people know this.”

His reference to the goddess Hekate was clear. As queen of the thresholds, she was known to stand at the crossroads between life and death, her torch held high, lighting the way to both the realm of the spirits and the land of the living. Hecate also knew that in that liminal point there was uncertainty, choice, risk. It did not do to linger, undecided, in such places.

She followed him inside. He turned the sign to CLOSED and bolted the door before shuffling past her to lead the way to the small, dark room at the back of the shop. The familiar smells of boot polish and iron filings were stronger here in what doubled as both workshop and sitting room. A low coal fire glowed in the hearth of the cast-iron range, tingeing the air with the taste of soot. A blackened kettle steamed quietly on the hot plate. She wondered that the old man could do such precise work by the light of one small window and an oil lamp. Perhaps, after all, his hands held the memory of so many keys cut or boots mended that touch rather than sight was his keenest and most necessary sense.

The first time Hecate had come to his little shop she had been in search of someone who would make her a set of keys without asking awkward questions. The first time she had been shown into his workshop he had revealed to her that he knew her to be a child of the goddess Hekate. One chosen to do her work. How long ago that all seemed, though only a few months had passed. Her visits to the key cutter had become if not regular, then frequent. Each time they sat and talked she drew from him a little more of his own history and a little more of her own destiny. With an ease now born of habit, she took the small wooden chair to the right of the fireplace, and he would sit on the other side. In this small way, her interactions with him resembled those she sometimes had with her father in his study. They all shared a common interest in the arcane and obscure, too, and it made her think that the two men should, one day, meet.

Before sitting down, Mr. Sadiki picked up a polish-stained cloth so that he could take hold of the kettle handle. The water was plenty hot enough for the sweet black tea that he served in glass beakers. His movements were ponderous and arthritic, but there was a care about how he prepared the drink that Hecate found touching. The ritual was important to him. She saw it as marking the shift from work to leisure, or perhaps solitude to company. She found herself fidgeting and made a supreme effort to sit still. Her own custom of hurrying everywhere and wasting not one minute was at odds with the old man’s slow progress, but she considered the problem lay with her own impatience, rather than his lack of urgency. Besides, in the time she had known him, he had become increasingly frail, his movements faltering sometimes. She had no idea of his age and yet she felt there was something more at play. She recognized something in his gaze now for she had only recently seen it in the mirror. Each time she encountered the Essedenes’ magic, each time she pitted herself against one of their Resurgent Spirits, the confrontation left its mark upon her own soul. How many years had Mr. Sadiki put himself in the path of the Essedenes’ darkness? How much of a toll had it taken on him?

He handed one of the filled glasses to her, the spoon still in it. She took it and stirred, resisting the urge to begin their conversation until he was settled in his chair. At last he lowered his frail frame onto the worn cushions and took his first sip of tea. Now they were ready to begin.

“I came to tell you of the recent activity of the Resurgent Spirits, but then it occurred to me … perhaps you are already aware?”

Mr. Sadiki’s voice was reed thin, almost as insubstantial as those of her ghostly friends. “Such evil,” he said, “such violence, it travels upon the very air we breathe.”

Hecate recalled Inspector Winter telling her the air had been thick with violence that day at the Kerry Arms. Were the public beginning to detect the danger in their midst, she wondered, or was it only those already alerted, already sensitive to what was taking place?

“Have you always been able to … to detect their presence? Their actions?” she asked.

“My family have been attuned to the use of the Essedenes’ curse for generations. Our work has trained our senses. Had it not, I might not be here to speak of it.” He sipped more of his tea before adding, “You yourself do not have the luxury of time in which to hone your skills. You have been called upon to do the work of the goddess and that time is upon us.”

Hecate opened her mouth to speak but was momentarily silenced by the thought that he had inherited his position of follower of the goddess. What must it have been like to learn that your family’s destiny, for generations, had been and would always be to serve her? To help subdue the Essedenes and all those like them who tried to disturb the balance between the living and the dead. How many grandparents, cousins, brothers had he lost in that ceaseless battle, she wondered. Her own situation was markedly different. She had only learned of her own destiny as servant of Hekate a few short months. He was correct in what he said: There was little time left.

“I don’t know if I am ready. If I am able.”

“You question the wisdom of Hekate’s choice?” The old man was not so much made angry by this possibility as incredulous.

“There is so much at stake.…”

“Which is why there is no room for fear.”

“After what I have witnessed, I would be lying if I did not confess to at least a little fear.”

“You must master it! Temerity will not win the day. Our adversaries are merciless. They will show no quarter, and none must be given. You must be prepared to do whatever it takes to stop them. Before it is too late.” He turned from her then and looked into the embers in the hearth.

As always in her encounters with the old man, Hecate found herself picking her way through a maze of history, its route twisting through his memory. He did not volunteer information freely, as if it pained him to speak of some aspects of his past. And yet she knew he had been sent to help her, to guide her. She knew he had been alone for many years. It was not surprising he had become wary of sharing details of his life, and perhaps simply unused to conversing.

“Tell me,” she spoke gently, leaning forward in her chair, “has this happened before, to your knowledge? Have the Resurgent Spirits reached such numbers that they have attempted to take over a whole city?”

He rubbed his stubbly chin for a moment before replying, again reluctant to answer. At last he said, “The Essedenes have ever been ambitious in their reach. There was one time … yes. Not a city, thank the Goddess, but a town. In the southern area of France.”

“Piedmont? The location of the abbey where Father Ignatius and his brethren fell to the Resurgent Spirits?”

“The same.”

“I knew the abbey itself was overrun, but I had not thought the town to be lost, too!”

“The curse is like a contagion. The more people who become Embodied Spirits, the greater the risk of further innocents being claimed. The summoners are emboldened by their success.”

“But I recall you saying that the Embodied Spirits at the abbey were eventually defeated, over a number of years, some leaving and being hunted down, most dying in the struggle.…”

“The abbey was not isolated from the community. When we speak of the Piedmont summoning, we are not referring only to what took place within the walls of that ancient building.”

“Your family, your ancestors, they fought to protect people there. Is it from this battle that your knowledge was gained? It was handed down, father to son, over centuries, to you?”

He nodded. “Hekate called us to stand for her. She inhabits the realm of the crossroads between life and death, this you know. To defeat the Essedenes, for her magic to take effect among the living, she needed mortal beings. Our family have been in her service ever since.”

“She was fortunate to find such stalwart warriors. And I am fortunate to have your guidance and wisdom.”

He looked at her again then, directly. His eyes, though cloudy, retained their sharp blue, and showed something she could not quite place. Not fear. Sorrow, perhaps. Regret, even.

“We did not face our foes alone. There was another who led us. Another child of the goddess.”

She gasped. “Another … like me?”

He nodded again. “She was young, but wise beyond her years. And strong, both in limb and will. She, too, answered the call of Hekate. Her talents were dormant, but awakened with Hekate’s help and forged in the fire of battle. By the time she, and my forebears, reached Piedmont, the abbey was lost. The battle for the town had just begun. Most of the monks were dead. Only one or two had fled with their souls intact.”

“The rest had become hosts?”

“In truth, they made poor homes for the avaricious spirits. They were a quiet order, accustomed to a solitary life of prayer. The making of mead and church candles does not hone a body for battle. This was an oversight on the part of the Essedenes. The abbey provided an excellent place to raise the dead, but a far from excellent cohort for their purposes. Some of the older monks had frail bodies, which did not survive the act of being Embodied. A Resurgent Spirit must take over a living host, and it needs time, days, to make its home there. If the host dies too quickly, the spirit dies with it, or else…”

“Or else flees to the nearest available person. As in the case of Joe Colwall when Sir Richard’s heart gave out.”

“Over the centuries the Essedenes’ curse has been wielded with more discernment. At Piedmont, they learned many lessons, though it was the monks and the people of the town who paid the price for them to acquire that knowledge.”

“How much of the town did they take? I mean, how many Embodied Spirits were found there?”

He gave an expansive shrug. “My father told me what his father told him, and his before him. There were many, and we were outnumbered. We would not have prevailed without Hekate’s namesake standing with us. She put herself in great danger, but she wielded the goddess’s magic. Ultimately, it was too great for the Essedenes’ creatures to withstand.”

“Did you kill them all?”

“How do you kill something that is already dead?” He gave a rare wry smile. “It is a fair question. Most were slain, by which I mean the hosts’ bodies were killed and our allies gave them no alternative hosts, protecting themselves. Some were returned to the realms of the dead by the use of Hekate’s magic.”

“The young woman? She sent them back?”

“Just as you attempted to do with the magic from the banned book. And just as you will no doubt be called upon to do again.”

“First, I must take it from the sacristy without being observed. I confess even though I have used it before, I am … wary. I would prefer a little more practice before standing in front of more raging spirits.”

“Alas, such an option is unlikely to present itself. You must let the consequences of failure guide your hand to success.”

“A comforting thought,” she murmured into her tea. “I wonder if my predecessor found the prospect equally daunting.”

“Circumstances drove her forward apace. She did not falter. Her most important action, however, was the placing of a counter curse upon the book itself. It cannot either summon or return the dead if it is removed from the influence of the Mappa Mundi.”

“So it is harmless without the map?”

“Harmless? No, not such a book, not entirely. But it cannot be used for the Essedenes’ purposes, not to their full extent. By forever linking the two together, she sought to limit the availability of the darkest of the spells. No one can steal away the book and use it for a summoning. It must be close to the map in order for the incantations to work.”

“Then … surely, it would be better if it were kept separately, far away from the map?”

“To do that would be to render it powerless to return such spirits to the company of the dead. With Embodied Spirits roaming the world, she could not take that risk. Which is why the book must always be kept within reach of the map. And guarded there.”

“But, wait … this cannot be correct. The map was made here, in England, and has always been kept at the cathedral. It cannot have been in Piedmont Abbey.”

“Do not make the mistake of weighting your own knowledge more heavily than that which you do not yet know.” The old man rubbed his eyes. He looked weary.

“I am sorry. I am tiring you.” He waved a hand, dismissing her concerns, but she could see he was greatly fatigued. “So, a handful of Embodied Spirits escaped. Perhaps, one or two making their way here. And to Brockhampton. Waiting for their moment.” A thought came to her then. She almost did not dare raise the matter, but could not hold back. “Please, tell me one more thing. The young woman. The other Hecate. What became of her?”

He would no longer meet her gaze. Instead he got stiffly to his feet and fussed about with the glasses and tea things, muttering as he did so. The clock on the wall struck the hour.

“It is time for you to leave,” he said. His voice was faltering and weak, but she knew better than to press him.

“I will come and see you again soon,” she said. They both felt it then, the shift in their friendship. At first she had been in need of his help and he had given it. Now, they would look after each other.

“You must forgive my … brusqueness. I have been accustomed to solitude for so very long. The habit takes hold.”

She placed her hand lightly on his arm. “But you are not alone anymore,” she said.

He looked at her properly then and seemed about to speak. Instead he simply nodded before looking away again.

“I’ll let myself out,” she told him. She was aware of him shuffling along behind her as she walked through the shop. She would have said something more, but as soon as she stepped through the door he closed it, and she heard the bolts being pushed home, the key turned. She knew he wanted to help her, to continue his family’s service to the goddess. She wondered if his health would permit him to see through the coming battle.
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It was lunchtime the following day before Hecate had the opportunity to go in search of John. Reverend Thomas, as was his habit, had taken himself off to the great hall to dine and told her he would retire to his rooms in the cloisters for an hour afterward to rest his painful foot. As soon as he had gone, she locked the library and descended the turret staircase. It was an odd thing, to hunt for a ghost. Most of her interactions with the souls who inhabited the cathedral came about when they showed themselves to her, or she encountered them apparently by accident. Brother Michael was the exception. She knew he was never far from her when she was in the library, and, when the opportunity presented itself, she could call for him and he would answer. Seeking out John’s ghost was different in so many ways. Her relationship with her ghostly friends was founded on their very differences: They were spirits, she was a living person. She had not known them when they trod the earth. When she thought of John, however, she could not separate him from his physicality. To meet him as a non-corporeal being could only emphasize the gulf that now existed between them. Could only remind her he was no longer living. And remind her how, to no small extent, she had played a part in his tragic death, however unintentionally. However regretfully.

She felt the most logical place to start was the organ. With all the Vicars Choral at their lunch, and no services due, the choir stalls, the altar, and the site of the magnificent organ were empty. She stepped quickly and quietly up the steps from the north aisle and paused, listening once she reached the organist’s bench. Nothing. Silence. She detected no suggestion of John’s presence and heard no music. Somehow, she could not bring herself to call his name. There was a subtle shift in the quality of the air close to her. A drop in temperature. An unexplained quickening of her own heartbeat. These curious phenomena alerted her to the presence of a restless soul. She turned, looking this way and that, both excited by and anxious about what her own reaction would be to seeing John again. She was accustomed to ghosts, after all. And John had loved her. His would surely be a benign spirit. So certain was she that he was about to step from the shadows of the choir stalls that she gasped when it was not John but the sad figure of Lady Rathbone who drifted to stand before her. The heartbroken woman, once beautiful and in love, had about her an aura of sorrow, her expression maudlin, and her ethereal body, in its pale blue gown, the least substantial of any that Hecate had encountered. She seemed at times almost transparent, and her feet in their light blue satin slippers rarely made contact with the ground.

“Good afternoon to you, Lady Rathbone. It is lovely to see you again. It has been a little while since last we spoke.” Hecate did her best to mask her surprise, but the ghost was sensitive to her mood.

“You were not, I think, expecting me,” she said, her words traveling the short space between them upon air that might have been chilled by a winter frost, her voice fragile and tinged with a delicate echo that danced off the stone pillars and walls. She was in constant motion, circling Hecate, turning to let her fingers run along the top of the carved wooden seating, moving her head this way and that, so that she always held Hecate in her sight. “You were in search of another. Someone dear to you.”

“You understand me well, Lady Rathbone.”

“I understand the ways of a tender heart.” She ceased circling and moved over to the organ, letting her hand fall upon the keys. “You came looking for him.”

Hecate hesitated and then asked, “You have seen him? Here? I … I heard him playing.”

Lady Rathbone gave a wan smile. “I like his playing. It is an accompaniment to my bells now.”

“I thought I might find him here. His music was so very important to him.”

“But it is not that which keeps him here,” the ghost told her.

“I would not want him to be … trapped … because of me.”

“For some it is a matter of choice, to linger at the point of our departure. For others, like myself, we are to find no rest. Our peace is forfeit to our actions.” Her expression hardened then. “Any who have known true heartbreak would understand. Life without love is not to be borne,” she said, alluding to her own suicide when jilted by her lover.

“That puzzles me,” Hecate replied. “I mean to say, do you feel yourself judged and found not … not suitable to move on?”

The once beautiful woman tilted her head, thinking. “Perhaps it is more that we judge ourselves. It is for us to come to terms with what we have done.” She left the organ then and drifted closer to Hecate. So close that her frigid breath reached Hecate’s cheek, forcing her to quell a shiver. “He cannot bring himself to leave you,” said the ghost. “Are you prepared to see him? To speak to him?”

“Yes. Of course. Yes.”

“Be certain. It is a strange thing, indeed, to have a ghostly lover.”

“Oh, he would not be … I would not expect, or want—”

“But what does he want? Have you thought of that?” Lady Rathbone’s tone was sharp, cruel almost, and Hecate saw the pain of heartbreak in her expression. And perhaps jealousy.

“Above anything else, John was my friend,” Hecate said levelly. “I am not disturbed at the thought of seeing him again. I … I miss him.”

As if tired of the conversation, unable to stir a dramatic response from Hecate, the ghost whipped around in a whirl of pale blue fabric, spinning herself into a blur before fading from view. In seconds, she was gone.

But Hecate was not alone.

She sensed his presence before she saw him. Became aware of the shadow of his heartbeat. The memory of his touch. The strength of his spirit.

“Hecate!” He spoke at last, her name sounding breathy.

She turned and found him standing a little way off, nearer the altar. She was shocked not by how strange he looked, quite the opposite. At that distance, in his vicar’s long dark robes, he appeared just the same as in life. Tall, fair, handsome, his blue eyes still clear. It was that very familiarity, that lack of transformation, that shook Hecate. Then, as he slowly moved toward her, the changes became more apparent. His skin had about it a translucence that indicated his insubstantial nature. Whereas in life his cassock had followed the lines of his strong, lean arms and the curve of his shoulders, now it seemed to float upon him. In the same way the absence of his physical self was difficult to adjust to, other aspects of him that had perished that terrible night became painfully noticeable. Gone was the warmth of him. Gone was his scent, the sandalwood, the taint of candle wax, the hint of incense. Gone was the light within him that had been present in his gaze when he turned his bright blue eyes on her. Still, instinctively, she reached out to him, and he to her. For a moment, a faltering second, their hands met, but they did not touch. Her hand fell to her side. His remained outstretched, weightless, empty.

At the expression on his face, Hecate thought her heart might break all over again.

“John,” she said, willing her voice to sound steadier and stronger than she felt. “Oh, John.”

He smiled. It was a faded imitation of the smile that used to greet her, that used to brighten the day for so many people. But it was his smile, and she was relieved to see it. She realized then that she had thought he might be furious with her. For was it not because of her—her fight with the Essedenes, her frantic wish to save Charlie, her asking him for help when she knew the dangers—was it not because of her that he had died?

“You do not hate me?” she asked.

“My darling Hecate, how could I ever feel anything but love for you?”

“It would be understandable, were you to be angry. I am so sorry. So very sorry.”

“Charlie is well? He has recovered?”

“Yes!” She smiled, fighting back tears. “His heart is still weakened from the rheumatic fever, so he will always give Mother cause for concern, of course, but yes, he is otherwise very well. Because of you. I am forever in your debt.”

“Hush, now…” He stepped closer, sliding his arms around her in a phantom embrace. The cold of it made her catch her breath.

“I had no right to ask such a thing of you,” she said.

“You had every right. To help a child in need, it was my sworn duty as a priest, as an exorcist. And you must know, I would have done anything to help you. And I would do it all again without a moment’s hesitation. For Charlie. And for you.”

“I need your forgiveness.”

“There is nothing to forgive.” Seeing her face, he went on, “But you have it. Freely given.” He smiled again.

Hecate found it heart-wrenching to see him so real, so near, and yet so beyond her reach. The thought that this was what their relationship had become saddened her deeply. Thinking about how it must feel for him, she forced herself to be more cheerful.

“I heard you playing. I have only ever heard one person play like that.”

“It gladdens me more than I can say that you heard. I will play for you often, so that you know you are not alone. Hecate, the danger has not passed, this I know. I am here to protect you, to help in any way I can.” He gave a rueful shrug and added, “In my reduced circumstances.”

She gave a small smile then, heartened by his ability to jest at his own expense.

“You are remarkably … unchanged,” she said. “No, that is a foolish thing to say.”

“I am happy to hear you say it, though, in truth…” He reached out to touch her cheek but his weightless fingers made no connection. “There are some aspects of my new situation that are harder to bear than others. And it saddens me to see you in black. Do not weep for me, Hecate. I would rather you live every day full of life and happiness.”

She opened her mouth to reply but footsteps from the transept startled her. Looking in their direction, she saw Gil Wheatley walking toward her.

“Good afternoon to you, Hecate,” he said simply.

She felt panic rising within her, for a moment forgetting that John was invisible to him. She must appear, in fact, to be standing staring into space. She was not quick enough to mask her consternation.

Gil frowned. “Are you quite well, miss?” he asked, glancing about them as if to find the reason for her agitation, his gaze lingering in the place where John stood.

“Oh yes, quite well,” she assured him.

“You seem … disturbed.”

“You caught me unawares. Startled me. That is all.”

“I am sorry for it.”

“Please, do not concern yourself.”

As she spoke John stepped away from her, moving silently beyond her reach. Hecate had stood in the company of ghosts while conversing with the living before, but nothing had quite prepared her for this. There was so much more she had wanted to say to John. Now, not only had their time together been interrupted, but she was compelled to talk to a man of new acquaintance while he was unaware they were being watched and overheard. It was the most unsettling, uncomfortable situation. Sensing her unease, John placed his hand over his heart, inclining his head toward her in a bow, and then melted into the shadows. She found she had to stop herself from calling after him.

She became aware that Gil was speaking to her.

“If you are free…” he was saying.

“I’m sorry?”

“I could show you the glass.”

“Oh. Climb the scaffolding, you mean?”

“You have no need to be fearful. It is perfectly safe.”

“I am not afraid,” she said, more sharply than she had intended.

“Of course not, I merely sought to reassure you. I can take your hand, and the railings provide security.”

She could not help glancing toward where John had been standing. What would it be like for him? To see her take another man’s hand? To spend time with another. To laugh with him, enjoy his company.

“It is out of the question today,” she said. “Reverend Thomas has left me in charge of the library. I only stepped out for a moment. If you’ll excuse me, I must return to my post.” She swept past him, marching toward the doorway to the turret stairs.

“As you please,” Gil called after her.

She felt doubly irritated. Partly because of the way in which her conversation with John was cut short, but mostly because of her own rudeness. It was not Gil’s fault that she was upset. He had no notion of what was taking place, how could he have? It had been wrong of her to be so curt with him. She stopped, turned, wanting to say something to put right the bad impression she had left him with. Wanted to behave in a manner that did not make her feel so wretched. Wanted to suggest another time for the inspection of the stained-glass window. But Gil had his back to her as he strode toward the north transept. It seemed it was too late to make amends.



On the other side of the city center, in the spartan surroundings of the police station, Inspector Winter examined the empty cells with mixed feelings. On the one hand, he was pleased to see the brawlers and thugs from the Kerry Arms ruckus summarily dealt with, due process of law being applied, his own responsibility for the villains over and done with. On the other, he was ill at ease with the outcome of some of the arrests. Most of them, in point of fact. He and his men had done their part, executed their duties, protected the public, apprehended the troublemakers, confined them, and filed the necessary paperwork. And yet, he knew that this would not be the last he would see of those miscreants. He knew, with a somewhat depressing certainty, that he had not stopped them, merely interrupted their progress.

Sergeant Willis stepped out of the furthest cell of the row, clanging shut the cage door.

“There it is,” he said, dusting off his hands. “That’s the last of them away to Gloucester, sir. I’ll send a couple of constables down, soon have it shipshape in here.”

“Thank you, Sergeant. Was there any trouble persuading the gentlemen into their conveyance?”

The officer, several years Inspector Winter’s junior and several inches wider around the girth, raised a hand to his bruised lip. “They went meekly enough. Not like they were when we had our little dance at the Kerry. Not such brave men without whiskey in their veins.”

The inspector knew it was not alcohol that had fueled their violence, but he was content to let the sergeant have his explanation. He knew he would never be able to explain, to convince his men of the unbelievable truth. When the time came, he would simply have to rely upon their loyalty.

“Prison will no doubt be a salutary experience for them,” he said. “They go before the magistrate in the morning. I doubt we will be troubled by them here for some time.” As he gave this assurance he acknowledged to himself he had not solved the problem, merely moved it to a more secure location. At least, he reasoned, the public at large would be safe from the Embodied Spirits, if not their unwitting cellmates.

The sergeant seemed reluctant to leave, as if there was something more he wanted to say. He stared into the empty cell, shaking his head.

“Can’t say I’m sorry to be rid of them. Something not right about those men. You might call me fanciful—”

“Not you, Sergeant, never that.”

“Well, I’ve had to give myself a good talking-to about it, I don’t mind admitting, sir. Something just didn’t feel right. I’ve met a lot of villains and lunatics, part of the job. Some are wicked. Some are mad. Some are both. There’s violence to be found in all of them. But these … I say these were different.”

He turned and looked at his superior then. A silence stretched between them.

The inspector remained inscrutable.

“Not for us to judge, Sergeant. We did our work, did not shy away from it. All the men can hold their heads up. The judging … we leave that to another.”

Sergeant Willis waited a little longer, perhaps hoping for more. In truth, the inspector was more greatly troubled by the prisoner they had been compelled to release without charge. His part in the brawl had been minor, no serious injuries inflicted upon others, no witness to condemn him. He was the quiet one. The one who seemed content to play out his part. And yet it was he who troubled Inspector Winter. On the day he had been forced to let him go, he had followed the man. Had walked swiftly in his wake through the crowded city, keeping him on the very limit of his sight. Had seen him turn down a narrow street and then onto the broad Worcester road, where the inspector had of necessity lingered in a dark doorway so as not to be noticed. From this vantage point he had watched as a small but expensive covered carriage arrived and drew up alongside the man. The driver offered no words, simply opened the door. The man got in and was conveyed away at some speed.

For all that the driver wore no livery, Inspector Winter recognized the carriage as belonging to Lord Brocket. He had seen it himself on his short visit to Brockhampton. In his line of work, noticing the mundane and filing it away in his memory had proved a valuable skill.

He was not surprised that the man should be gathered up by Brocket, for he knew, just as Miss Cavendish had, that he was beyond doubt one of His Lordship’s creatures. And yet, the efficiency and speed with which the new recruit to the aristocrat’s army was collected, before he could have sent word of his release, served to remind the detective of how formidable his foes were. How many Resurgent Spirits were there who had made their way to Brockhampton unobserved, he wondered. And how many moved among them in the city unchallenged? When Brocket and his fellows made their next move, would they be equal to the task of protecting the public? He had to believe so, though there were moments in the dark watches of the night when a part of him doubted it.

“Let us to our work then, Sergeant,” he said at last, straightening his bowler hat and mounting the stairs. “Sufficient unto the day the evil therein.” As his officer followed him up from the cells, he thought but did not speak aloud his concern that there was, alas, an abundance of evil waiting for them for another day, and neither he nor Miss Cavendish knew when that day would come.
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In her bedroom, Hecate stood back from the mirror the better to see the results of her maid’s work.

“Stella, you are so clever. I actually feel … Well, I think I look acceptable. Do you agree?”

“Oh, miss, you look ever so pretty. That soft green is just your color.”

“It is certainly more flattering than the pink one.” She glanced at Stella’s expression in the mirror, caught her eye, and the two shared a smile.

At that moment Beatrice came into the room.

“You’re dressed and ready, Hecate, excellent. I wish your father and brother shared your talent for punctuality. Now, let me see you.” She stepped forward and smoothed down the muslin collar of her daughter’s bodice, then checked the length of the sleeves, nodding.

“Stella has worked her magic with a needle again. The fit is rather good, don’t you think?”

“Expertly done. We shall have to be careful we don’t lose you to a dressmaker, Stella. Yes, the dress will hit just the right note, I think.”

“You’re sure?” Hecate asked. She was relieved to be out of her mourning garb but felt a little self-conscious in the summery color and floaty fabric of the dress her mother had found for her. It was far removed from her usual outfit, presenting her as a pretty girl, rather than a professional young woman. She had chosen not to fight her mother on the choice, however, as she had already conceded the point regarding her putting away her black clothes. Her own conversation with John only two days earlier had reassured her that she was doing the right thing. He did not want her to be sad. Had no wish to watch her grieve. She was sorry she could not give her mother that same reassurance, but telling her she had been speaking with her deceased fiancé was not something she could ever imagine doing. She had, however, shared her new secret with her father. Like her, he had experienced confused feelings regarding John’s ghostly presence at the cathedral. He was pleased their friend was not forever lost to them, but he expressed a concern that it would be harder for Hecate to move on from John’s death now that she had this new phantom connection to him.

To her surprise, her mother reached out and took her hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze.

“No one could doubt your affection for John. And those who knew him would share our view: He would not wish to see you miserable. Today is a happy day,” she added, blinking away a tear. “It is good to see you looking so well.”

Hecate leaned forward and gave her mother a gentle hug.

“Thank you,” she said, a slight catch in her voice.

Beatrice smiled briefly and then clapped her hands. “Come along, we must go down. You and I may be ready to leave, the men of this house will require some shepherding.”

While Hecate was comfortable with coming out of mourning for the picnic, and pleased to be doing something normal and happy with her family, she remained on edge regarding the Essedenes’ possible next move. The curious thing was, after the violence at the Kerry Arms, and the attempted break-in at home, there had been no further incidents. All was quiet at the cathedral. The inspector reported no further uncommon disturbances in the city. All was peaceful. Too peaceful, she thought. As if Lord Brocket and his creatures were waiting for something, for some precise moment before taking action again. She found this unexpected pause unnerving, and the constant need to be vigilant tiring.

With all four Cavendishes aboard, the cab was more than a little cramped for the ride to Kynaston Farm. Stella, Cook, and Mr. Wallace, who came to tend the garden, had taken the little cart, the staff also having been invited. Charlie could not contain his excitement at the prospect of one of Phileas’s famous picnics, so that he fidgeted and chattered for the entirety of the journey. By the time the driver steered the horses left off the lane toward the black-and-white timbered farmhouse, the day was already bright and promised to be warm. Peering out of the cab window, Hecate could glimpse the orchards beyond the garden wall, the apple trees resplendent in pink and white blossom. The carriage stopped at the rear of the house, where young men had been employed to control the flow of traffic. There was scarcely time for the family to alight before the driver was directed on, past the distinctively shaped oasthouses—tall brick buildings for drying hops—and out along the other driveway. Painted signposts directed guests to the paddocks beyond the orchards. Charlie set a brisk pace, the others following.

“I wonder where Phileas has put all his lovely cows? The picnic is going to be in their field,” he pointed out.

Beatrice picked her way along the grassy path gingerly. “It would appear they have only recently been moved. I hope Phileas will have done something about ensuring the picnic area has been properly … cleaned. Charles, I have neither wish nor ability to run to keep up with you.”

“But, Mother, there will be so much to see and do; we cannot afford to dawdle.”

His father laughed. “I would expect quite a few people here today have come to do just that. It is a picnic, Charlie, not a sporting event.”

“It’s a Phileas picnic, Father. There’s no other in the country to match it.”

“A bold claim,” Edward replied, taking his wife’s arm, “but not unreasonable.”

Hecate strode along beside her brother.

“What do you want to see first?” she asked him.

“The carousel! And the Test Your Strength machine! And the jugglers and fire-eaters!”

His mother was aghast. “Phileas promised me there would be no fire-eaters this year. Not after what happened last time.”

“Mother, they are so thrilling to watch.”

Edward smiled. “I’m sure it is not beyond the redoubtable Phileas James Weatherby Sterling to have had more sensible safety measures put in place this time.”

“I do not share your confidence,” Beatrice said. “The words ‘sensible’ and ‘safety’ are not ones I readily associate with Phileas.”

Hecate took her mother’s other arm.

“Everyone will enjoy themselves, we can be certain of that. Do not be concerned, Mother. This is a day to forget your troubles.” She looked at her father then, and he nodded. They were both all too well aware of the continued threat, but ceaseless worry was wearying and unproductive. They had secretly made a pact to enjoy the day, putting all bad things aside, if only for a few hours.

A blossom-covered arbor had been constructed at the end of the pathway, so that their progress into the field was perfumed by tiny roses and serenaded by bees. The sight that greeted them upon emerging into the meadow could not fail to lift the mood. They stopped, all of them astonished by the transformation. What was ordinarily a large swath of green pasture, its undulations punctuated by the occasional broad-leafed oak or chestnut tree, had been taken over by a combination of carnival, circus, village fete, and jamboree. The centerpiece was the most spectacular carousel imaginable. It was a construction of such size and scale that not one or two but three rows of fabulous animals leaped and galloped as it spun; a Pegasus, a great bear, a lion, a giraffe, an elephant … they circled in a blur of color, upon them squealing children and laughing adults alike. To the left of this stood a magnificent marquee, its sides open the better to display the feast available within, and the comfortable seating for those who feared sitting on the ground might be ill advised. To the right of the carousel was a bandstand, complete with brass band already in full voice, blasting out cheerful oompahs and stirring marching tunes. A little further to the right, running the length of the fence, were all manner of stalls and stands. Some sold candy floss or hot pies or penny buns or strings of licorice or sugared mice. Others encouraged people to try their hand at the coconut shy, or apple bobbing, or hoop-la, or skittles, all in the promise of tremendous prizes. A strongman, striking in his striped top and leather shorts, his mustaches twirled to fine points, flexed his muscles as he challenged people to pick up the hammer and try the Test Your Strength machine. A trophy awaited the finest strike of the day. Picnickers were already meandering between the attractions, the women in pastel colors and summer prints, the men in light tweeds or linen and bowlers or boaters.

Hecate told herself it was a perfect summer’s day in all respects, and how could anything rotten be among these good people? And yet, after all that had happened, she found it impossible to entirely shake off the thought that, even here, Embodied Spirits could be in their midst. They might be dressed in bright clothes and wreathed in smiles, but they would not be able to completely disguise their black hearts. Not from her. However much she had wanted to keep her promise to her father to put aside her cares for the day, she would remain vigilant. There was too much at stake for her to let her guard down.

It was Charlie who found his voice first.

“Look there! Have you ever seen such legs?” He pointed at three stilt walkers, their flamboyant costumes concealing their supports so that they did indeed appear to have unfeasibly long limbs.

“Ha! Remarkable balance!” his father observed.

Hecate noticed two boys waiting for their turn on the carousel. “Aren’t those the Pendleton brothers, Charlie?”

“Oh, yes? They are calling to me to join them. May I go, Mother, please?”

Beatrice hesitated but her husband spoke up.

“The perfect solution to our disparate wants and needs. Charlie may spend the day sharing youthful, exuberant activities with his friends, while we pursue more leisurely diversions.”

Charlie took his permission and ran with it, waving to his equally excited friends.

“You let him have his way too often,” said Beatrice.

“And you worry too much, my dear. What harm can he come to in such a place? Ah, here is our host. A fine day for your occasion, Sterling!” he said, briefly raising his hat to his approaching friend.

Hecate could not help laughing at the sight of Phileas, however smartly turned out, as he was accompanied by an equally well-groomed Hereford cow, which he led on a velvet rope.

“Phileas! Introduce us to your escort,” she said, reaching out to stroke the red-and-white cow’s curly topknot.

Beatrice took a small step back. “Is it truly safe, to have such a beast in the middle of so many people?”

“Good morning and welcome!” Phileas replied, waving his bowler hat in the air before replacing it at a jaunty angle. “No need to concern yourself, Mrs. Cavendish. Marigold is as calm as a summer’s afternoon. And she thrives in good company, as do I. I am so tremendously pleased to see you all here.” His words might have included the whole family, but he spoke them directly to Hecate. “And looking so…” He searched for a word, but the sight of her newly out of her dark clothes, looking so feminine and pretty and smiling again, undid him.

Hecate leaned forward and gave him a light kiss on the cheek in greeting.

“It’s lovely to be here.”

“We shall all have a capital day,” her father agreed. “Now, my dear, let us find some refreshment,” he said, gently steering Beatrice toward the marquee. Hecate was amused by the fact that he had not lost the habit of allowing Phileas the opportunity to speak to her alone. Perhaps it was just habit. Perhaps he would never give up on the idea that she and his friend might make a happy match.

“Splendid idea, Cavendish!” he called after him, before turning back to Hecate. Suddenly self-conscious, he began twirling the end of his mustache. “Are you yourself thirsty? Can I fetch something for you? A glass of rum punch? A lemonade? Tea, perhaps?”

“Are you planning on taking Marigold into the marquee?”

“What? Oh, I see what you mean. Well, I…”

“I don’t need anything at the moment. You’ve done a wonderful job here.” She waved her arm to indicate the spectacle around them. “Perfectly wonderful.”

“You think so? Truly?” He beamed. “You don’t consider the fire-eaters a step too far, given last year’s unfortunate … incident?”

“People will have learned to keep a safe distance. And those poodles! Wherever do you find all these marvelous people?”

As she spoke a Pierrot clown and his three similarly clad dogs drew near. They presented an attractive flurry of color and movement, the poodles up on their hind paws, hats firmly secured, spinning as they hopped forward. Passersby stopped to ooh and aah at them and applaud. Marigold was less convinced of their charms. The cow snorted, her enormous dark eyes growing even rounder and larger.

“There now, Marigold.” Phileas patted her neck to soothe her. “No cause for alarm. See how the little fellows dance.”

His attempts to reassure her were unsuccessful. The cow lowered her head, turned away, and began to stomp with increasing speed toward the safety of the barn. Phileas kept hold of the rope but even with his considerable weight and strength he was powerless to stop her.

“I shall return directly,” he assured Hecate as he was towed away, somehow managing to raise and replace his hat with his free hand.

Hecate could not help laughing at the pair as the crowd parted to allow them to pass.

Clementine came out of the throng. She could barely make herself heard above the increasing noise of the band, the laughing picnic goers, the bellowing cow, and the barking poodles.

“Hecate, whatever is Phileas doing? I never thought him capable of running at such a pace.”

She had been about to answer but was completely distracted by the exceptionally handsome man accompanying her dear friend. She immediately recalled the day Clementine had told her that she was in love with an Austrian count. She had been so happy and so keen for her to meet him. However, John’s death had made Clementine feel awkward about her own happiness and so their engagement had not yet been announced and no meeting had taken place. Now that she saw him, Hecate did not wonder that her friend was so enamored of him. He was tall but not skinny, elegantly turned out but not flashy, good-looking yet somehow did not have about him any hint of vanity. His smile, when Clemmie introduced them, was polite yet warm. He took her hand, bowing over it, kissing it in a manner that was both formal and respectful. Beside him, Clementine smiled prettily, twirling her lace parasol.

“I am delighted to meet you at last, Count,” Hecate told him. “Are you ready for the challenge of one of Phileas’s picnics?”

“I have warned him,” Clemmie said.

The count looked about him. “All seems perfectly proper and in good taste,” he said.

“The day is yet young.” Hecate turned to peer in the direction Marigold had towed Phileas. “I believe there is to be a cricket match later, if Phileas ever returns. Will you be taking part?”

“Alas, I have no talent for the English game, but I intend being an enthusiastic spectator. Now, please allow me to fetch you both something to drink?”

Hecate opened her mouth to refuse the offer but Clemmie spoke first.

“Fruit punch would be lovely, Wilhelm, darling, thank you,” she said, all but giving him a little shove in the direction of the marquee. He went on his errand happily enough. She took Hecate’s arm. “Come along, I want you to myself for a moment. Let’s sit on that bench in the shade. This parasol is all decoration and no utility.”

They sat together beneath a chestnut tree, dappled sunlight dancing through the leaves but cool shadow making it a comfortable place to sit and watch the fun.

“It’s been so long since I’ve seen you, dearest. How are you? Truly, are you well?” Clementine’s concern was genuine. “You look pale. I’m not convinced that hairstyle is flattering, it is rather … severe,” she said, touching her friend’s cheek affectionately.

“I am perfectly fine, Clemmie. And you look radiant! Your dashing count suits you very well, I think.”

She beamed. “Oh, he does! Hecate, to be in love … it is something transformative. But then, oh, how insensitive of me…”

“Clemmie, please, you cannot forever be treading on eggshells around me.”

“But your poor heart.”

“Will mend. And I will not have John’s tragedy ruin your happiness. In fact,” she said, taking her friend’s hands, “seeing you so alive with love, it is a tonic. It lifts my spirits, I promise you. Now, when are you going to announce the engagement? Should I set my mother to choosing wedding outfits for us all?”

“Heavens, the idea!” She laughed. “The announcement will be in the paper shortly. Mama thought that now you are out of mourning … but we have not yet set a date for the wedding.” She glanced in the direction of the marquee. “Oh, I do hope it is soon. I swear, Hecate, I will not be able to resist Wilhelm much longer.”

“Clemmie! Is he … is he pressing you to do something reckless?”

“Far from it. He is the epitome of a gentleman. I, on the other hand…” She left Hecate to complete the thought and the two fell to giggling.

Hecate hugged her friend. “It is good to laugh. I began to think I had lost the art.” She put on a serious face. “Must I advise caution? Are you in danger of risking your honor?”

“Yes, and it is simply thrilling! And it’s not just that he’s handsome, though of course he is, and he has a fine figure, do you not think so? And his voice, well, yes, it is deep and soft and when he says my name … but it is more than that. Beyond my need for him, my desire, is something altogether finer. Oh, dearest, how I wish the same for you again. One day.”

Hecate nodded. “One day,” she said. She was delighted to see her friend so blissfully happy, but thinking about it then, considering how she had felt about John, she saw differences. She told herself it did not do to compare such things, for were they all not different people? And yet, however much she had cared for John, however much she missed him, she had not been transformed as Clementine was.

“Miss Cavendish, good morning to you.”

She turned. The voice was unfamiliar and yet she knew she had heard it before. To her surprise she found Mr. Wheatley and Gil walking toward them. The older man was smartly turned out in a heavy tweed suit, while Gil was less formally dressed but a deal less dusty than he habitually was when working.

“Clemmie, let me introduce you. These gentlemen are restoring the window in the transept.”

She made the introductions and then asked, “How is it you are here? You are acquainted with Phileas?”

Gil explained. “Mr. Sterling has engaged us to work on a window in his house. There is one that has suffered much damage over the years. He sought our opinion and we visited yesterday. When we saw the preparations under way for some manner of fair day he invited us to attend.”

Clementine smiled. “You are in for a treat, I promise.”

“There’s only one stained-glass window in Kynaston, if memory serves,” said Hecate. “The one in the great hall. Can you repair it?”

Gil shook his head. “Sadly it is beyond saving. But happily Mr. Sterling has commissioned a replacement.”

“How marvelous!” She thought for a moment. “Let me guess, it will depict Hereford cattle and cider apple trees.”

Gil laughed, a deep, joyful sound. “And an oasthouse.”

“For his precious hops. Ah, silly of me to miss that.” She was about to say more when the brass band stopped playing, the sudden quiet drawing everyone’s attention. A new group of musicians stepped up onto the bandstand, fiddles and drums and whistles in hand. There was a deal of excitement as onlookers cleared a space on the lawns, stepping back to form an area for dancing. The band struck up a tune.

Clementine clapped her hands. “Oh, a reel! Where is Wilhelm? He won’t want to miss this.”

So saying she hurried away in search of her fiancé. On the periphery of her vision, Hecate noticed Phileas, Marigold presumably settled somewhere safe, scanning the crowd. She knew he was looking for her. But suddenly, there was Gil, standing close, holding out his hand.

“Dance with me, Hecate?” he asked, his expression intense.

She took his hand and he led her onto the grassy dance floor. There was no time for self-consciousness, as two dozen couples were quickly caught up in the music. Dancers stepped and turned and whirled in all directions, laughing as they tried to keep up with the pace of the music, their feet hindered somewhat by the springy turf.

Gil was a good dancer, confident and athletic. The upbeat nature of the reel left no room for conversation and demanded much hand-holding and his arm tightly about her waist as they skipped and turned to the music. She noticed Wilhelm doing his best to remember the steps, Clementine laughing prettily and not really caring when he made mistakes. When the tune finished, the picnic goers clapped and cheered and clamored for another, so that it was some time before there was a break in the merriment.

“Well then,” Hecate said a little breathlessly. “I had not imagined you to be such a proficient dancer.”

“I was aided by having an excellent dance partner.” He smiled and then added, “It is good to see color in your cheeks and brightness in your eyes. I cannot hold back from telling you, such simple pleasure has transformed a pretty face into a beautiful one.”

“Now you will make me blush.”

“I am glad of it. I do not think I have seen this freer, less serious side of Hecate Cavendish before. I believe it is your true nature, is it not?”

“That, perhaps, would be for others to say. We surely cannot know ourselves so well, or at least, cannot know how we appear.” She glanced toward the marquee to see her parents coming out and walking toward her, Phileas catching them up. “I should return to my family,” she told him.

The fiddle player had started a lament, slow, sweet, and sad. Around them couples began dancing.

Gil smiled at her.

“Might I detain you for one last dance?” he asked. Without waiting for her to answer, he slipped his arm around her waist, took her hand in his, and steered her lightly and gently through the other dancers. He held her close, as the music required. She placed her hand on his arm and felt the firm muscle under his shirt. She had danced with many partners at balls and gatherings over the years, but there was something about being in Gil’s arms that was different. Something she could not quite identify, beyond the unexpected feeling that she belonged there. When the music came to an end, she found herself reluctant to move out of his embrace. Seeing in his expression that he had noticed this, she became flustered and quickly stepped away.

“I really must go to my family. My father will want me to appreciate his talent in the cricket match and I believe Charlie requires my help at the coconut shy. Mother will no doubt wish me to socialize with her friends. I shouldn’t wonder. And Phileas, it is his day after all…” She was aware she was chattering, talking to hide her awkwardness.

Gil smiled again and made a slight bow.

“Thank you,” he said, “for making the day a glorious one.”

She took her leave and went to join her family. As she went, she felt Gil’s eyes upon her. She turned back to look at him and he waved. She raised her hand in reply, smiling, feeling for the first time in a very long while something close to happiness.

The day progressed in a way that was both perfectly planned and yet spontaneous. To Phileas’s credit, there were no calamities with the fire-eaters, and no one was trampled by panicked cows. There was an incident involving a stilt walker and a Scottish terrier, which ended with the performer needing his wrist put in a splint as a precautionary measure, but otherwise the injury count was happily low. Children ate more candy floss than was strictly good for them, and many of the adults overindulged in an early edition of Phileas’s cider. Made with apples from the previous year, it had more kick than flavor and was dangerously quaffable on such a warm day. Activity reached its peak with the cricket match, Phileas catching Edward out for a duck, causing wild celebrations on his part and securing the trophy for the Kynaston Farm team. By four o’clock a languor had settled about the place. Babies slept in their prams and baskets. Small children were content to sit in front of the Punch and Judy show for the third performance of the day. In general, picnic goers found shady places in which to sit or recline and dose, drowsily, serenaded by birdsong, the musicians themselves having long since moved their attention to the delights of the refreshment marquee.

Hecate was sitting on the steps of the little wooden cricket pavilion, from where she had a full view of the field and its attractions. To her left Phileas sat enjoying a scone, making no attempt to prevent cream and jam from being snagged by his mustache. A little behind her, using the width of the top step, her father lay flat, his straw boater over his face, lightly snoring. She considered the day had been closer to perfection than she could have dared hope. She would not stop grieving for the life John should have lived, but she had a new connection with him now, and that brought her some comfort. Her best friend was blissfully happy. Phileas’s big day had been a huge success. Charlie was well and reveling in the excitement of the event without any sign of illness. She had her family close to her. If only for that blessed day, she could forget about the curse that was upon the city and the danger that lay in wait. For just a few hours she could allow herself to enjoy all that was good and kind and gentle in the world.

She patted Phileas’s knee. “It’s been a splendid day. You’ve organized everything so very well.”

“You think so?” Phileas blushed a little, hastening to brush crumbs from his whiskers. “You are not merely saying so to please me?”

“You know me better than that. Everyone has had a marvelous time. One of your best picnics yet. Wouldn’t you agree, Father?”

From beneath the boater came a muffled snort and then, “What, what? Oh, capital. Capital.”

Phileas smiled broadly. He might have been about to enjoy the moment more, but his attention was caught by two tall figures walking out of the marquee, glasses of cider in hand.

“Hell’s teeth!” he said. “I don’t believe it.”

Hecate shaded her eyes against the lowering sun and followed the direction of his gaze.

“Lord Brocket!”

Behind her, Edward sat up with surprising speed.

Phileas shook his head. “The fellow has nerve, one cannot deny it. Showing up here uninvited.”

Hecate glanced at her friend. “You didn’t invite him?”

“I most certainly did not. Dash it all, now I shall have to see him off.”

He got to his feet, brushing more scone crumbs from his fingers, tugging his waistcoat straight and squaring his shoulders. He did not know half of the truth about the earl, but he knew he lived in disgrace with his mistress and that his cousin had behaved badly toward Hecate at Clemmie’s ball. That was reason enough to detest the man.

Edward also stood up. “Who is that with him?”

“Oh, some business acquaintance, I hear. Goes by the name of … What was it … Harker. No, Harper. That’s it. Tiberius Harper,” said Phileas.

Hecate felt the color drain from her face. She looked at her father to see what impact the name had had on him and his shocked expression was all too clear to read. To Phileas the name meant nothing. To her and Edward it sounded an alarm for danger. Danger and the Essedenes. It transported her back to their time in the archives of the library at the British Museum. They had gone to search for information regarding the historical activity of the brutal tribe and found heartbreaking letters written by a monk. Father Ignatius had set down in those increasingly short and desperate missives the way in which Resurgent Spirits had rampaged through the abbey at Piedmont, finding their new homes in defenseless brethren until the order was completely taken over. The person with whom he had been corresponding was none other than one Tiberius Harper. Such a name could not be a coincidence.

Hecate moved to stand beside her friend. “They are coming this way.” She felt rage growing inside her. After all that had happened at the cathedral, after he had directly revealed his hand and confronted her, it was unthinkable that he should attend such a public event. That he was accompanied by someone with yet another connection to the Essedenes only complicated and underlined the scope and complexity of his plans. “He knew we would be here,” she said, her fury showing itself in her voice. “Well, he will come to regret it!”

“Hecate…” Her father descended the steps and laid a hand on her arm.

“Don’t tell me not to speak, for I shall. I shall tell him precisely what I think of him.”

“Daughter, this is neither the time nor place.”

“That’s what he’s counting on! That I will not speak up on such a public occasion. That I won’t cause a scene.”

“I understand your rage. Believe me when I tell you I share it, but Brocket would not come here for the entertainment, however fine,” he added, with a nod in Phileas’s direction. “Let us see what game he is playing.”

Hecate resisted grinding her teeth. Her father was right, she could see that. There was more to be gained by remaining composed. Once again she heeded her mother’s advice; in any difficult social situation, fall back on good manners. She feared being in the presence of a demon-summoning, power-hungry, murderous villain might sorely test Beatrice’s system, but the stakes were high and their options in that moment limited. She rearranged her expression into a polite smile.

Phileas quickly realized what was required of him and played the gracious host.

“Brocket, good of you to come,” he said, briefly raising and replacing his hat. “Though you’ve missed the cricket match. A highlight, if I say so myself.”

“That’s only because you won, Phileas,” Hecate reminded him. She turned back to Lord Brocket, her smile telling him she would not be drawn into a scene that would ruin her friend’s day. They both knew where they stood; they were adversaries. He wanted her dead, and she knew it. But this was society, and in public the pretense that all was well would be maintained. Particularly when she could not yet prove anything. The disapproving glances they were drawing from the other picnic goers were due to the earl’s own scandal. At least, Hecate told herself, he had not seen fit to bring his mistress with him. People were prepared to turn a blind eye to the breakdown of a marriage, but not if the wife’s replacement was flaunted. Instead he was accompanied by a man she knew had to be connected to the Essedenes in some way. “And you have brought a guest,” she went on.

The man was elegantly turned out, expensively clothed. He carried an ebony cane with a silver top, and despite the casual nature of the event sported a top hat. He raised it and executed a somewhat flamboyant bow of greeting while his friend made the introductions.

“Sterling, Cavendish, Miss Cavendish … allow me to present Mr. Tiberius Harper. He has recently moved to the city, though our acquaintance is of long standing. I thought this a charming opportunity to show him how very enjoyable Herefordshire society is.…”

She stared at him, determined not to show a flicker of reaction. That someone of this name should arrive in Hereford at the very time when the Essedenes were at their terrible work was uncanny and remarkable. Hecate did not believe in coincidences. Beyond that, every fiber of her being was telling her that she now stood in the presence of an Embodied Spirit. She forced herself to pay attention to what the earl was saying.

“Tiberius has bought the Fosse. You know it, of course?”

“Indeed,” her father replied. “A singular house. We have often remarked upon it, have we not, Hecate?”

“Oh, yes. It’s very striking. We don’t have anything else like it. Hereford is not known for its Regency villas. Especially ones with an orangery on the first floor.” She knew she was talking too much, but she needed to cover the nervous excitement she felt. That such a link to the past activity of the Essedenes should be standing in front of them was no small thing. She determined, there and then, that she would seize this opportunity. He had to be a part of what was happening now. There was no doubt in her mind that Lord Brocket would have told him about her and her father’s attempts to thwart his plans. As long as they were continuing the sham of cordial interaction, she would make the most of it. “I should very much like to see the interior,” she said.

She noticed her father struggle to mask his surprise at this, and saw Phileas fall to his nervous habit of twirling his mustaches. Even the earl raised an eyebrow. Mr. Harper’s voice was as smooth and sophisticated as his appearance, with no hint of an accent that might have given a clue to his origins.

“I should be delighted to show you around my new home,” he told them, smiling. “Perhaps you would care to join me for tea.”

“That would be very agreeable, wouldn’t it, Father?”

Edward retained his own composure admirably. “Capital,” he said.

“My work at the library keeps me busy during the week,” Hecate explained, “so a Saturday or Sunday would suit me best.”

Mr. Harper nodded. “Let us say Saturday at four, then.”

Phileas, who could stand the charade no longer, declared that he needed to announce the winner of the Guess the Weight of the Calf competition and required Hecate’s assistance, giving him the excuse to whisk her away. Edward followed. Once they were out of earshot of the earl and his guest, her father touched her arm.

“Daughter, are you certain such a rendezvous is wise?”

Phileas puffed out his cheeks. “Curious fellows, both of ’em,” he said.

Hecate took her father’s arm.

“You said you wished to see what game it is the earl is playing. Well, whatever it is, I intend beating him at it. As soon as we get home we will form our plan of action. For now, I don’t know about you, but I am ready for an ice cream.” So saying she strode across the springy turf, leading her father and Phileas toward the bright bunting of the stall at the far side of the field.
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Upon returning home it was once again the attic which provided privacy for their conversation. As soon as Beatrice had rung for tea for herself and Charlie in the drawing room, the pair took themselves to the top of the house under the guise of searching out a particular artifact for Phileas as a thank-you gift for such a splendid day. Hecate was too agitated to take her usual perch on a tea chest and instead paced the small spaces amid the collected treasures. Low sunlight from the last of the afternoon fell through the dormer windows in the roof, so that her steps caused dust motes to dance in the sunbeams. Her father leaned against a bookcase and loaded his pipe. Soon the smell of tobacco smoke masked that of packing cases, old wood, and mothballs.

“Phileas was right,” she said, “Lord Brocket has no shame. His appearance at the picnic deliberately drew attention to himself.”

“It would appear so.”

“And yet what has he to gain by it? Beyond gloating. Oh, it maddens me so. The man is a murderer. No one is safe while his plans are afoot, and yet we can do nothing.”

“Inspector Winter has been very clear, daughter. Without proof he cannot arrest Brocket. At best he could have taken the viscount for assault, but even then, it would have been—”

“My word against his, yes, I am aware. I am also keenly conscious of the fact that word of the fire in the library has got out with myself at the center of it.”

“To be fair, the dean could hardly be expected to let it be known risen demons controlled by one of the oldest aristocratic families in the county were responsible.”

“Easier to blame a clumsy assistant librarian, her head full of fanciful tales of being chased through the cathedral at a time when she had no business being there. Meanwhile, the insufferable earl carries on as if nothing has happened, all the while laughing at us.”

“We can surely claim Viscount Eckley’s disappearance as a small victory.”

“Can we?” Hecate shook her head. “He remains a threat, merely hidden. And now His Lordship has a new friend to display to us. A friend whose connection to the history of the Essedenes and their curse he made no attempt to hide. Tiberius Harper. I confess my blood ran cold when I heard his name.”

“As did mine.” Her father thought for a moment, drawing on his tobacco. “So, what do we surmise? If Harper is a descendant of the man to whom Father Ignatius wrote when the abbey fell to the Resurgent Spirits, how does he fit into the puzzle? After all, he was not present when it all happened, we have the monk’s letters as proof of that. Why would he now be an ally to Brocket?”

“It is as if we are missing a chapter in the book. After Father Ignatius stopped writing his letters, presumably because he, too, had fallen to the spirits, we know so little about what happened at the abbey. Even Mr. Sadiki appears uncertain of the order of events.”

“Further investigation among the archives of the British Museum might yield something, now that we have more of a notion what it is we are searching for. We should bring forward our mooted trip to London.”

“There is more,” Hecate said. “Harper is an Embodied Spirit.”

“What’s that you say? Are you certain?”

“Absolutely.”

“What a tangled web…” Her father shook his head, trying to make sense of the way in which matters were progressing.

Hecate paused in her restless marching to pick up a small trowel that had been forgotten in a gap between packing cases. It was wooden handled, with a blade worn by use, the sort employed by archeologists rather than builders or gardeners. She looked at it in the slant sunlight of the dwindling day, the iron of it, dulled by time and dust, giving no reflection. “It may be there is no necessity to dig for long-buried gems of information,” she mused.

“But surely, the way to stop these villains is to know their methods as well as their goals. To understand them as best we can in order to know their weaknesses. Is that not so?”

“It is, but we must not be so caught up in our treasure hunt, so intent on delving into the past for answers, that we fail to see the most valuable resource in the present.” She turned and looked at her father, her earlier anger replaced by the glow of hope. “Lord Brocket did not attend Phileas’s event merely to crow over his own success and our frustration. Quite the opposite, in fact. I see it now. He has presented us with Tiberius Harper knowing what we know, understanding how it would provoke us into action. Even his friend’s invitation to tea at the Fosse would have been planned. He wants us to confront him.”

“Then it is a trap.”

“Of course.”

“We must move with more care. The break-in here but two weeks ago, now this.…”

“He sees us … me … as the greatest threat to his ambitions,” she said. “And he is right to do so. I will not stop until they are defeated. I will rid our home city of this curse or die in the doing of it.”

“All the more reason for us to proceed with caution. To shore up our defenses.”

“Father, that does not sound like you, one of the most fearless men I know.”

“Easy to be brave when only one’s own safety is at stake. Harder to be courageous when one’s precious daughter is at the center of the danger,” he told her, pipe clenched between his teeth as he tried an unconvincing smile.

She reached out and touched his hand.

“You have not brought me up to hide away. I promise I shall not employ recklessness.”

“Not recklessness … Let us call it boldness,” he said. “Though your mother would blame me for either and see them as the same.”

“Was it not you who told me the best form of defense is often attack?”

He took her hand in his. “I raised a soldier. My best course of action is surely to help you prepare for battle.”

She felt for him, considering her own protective feelings toward her little brother and how much her father must similarly suffer for her.

“I recommend we do not wait for it to come to us. We have already accepted Mr. Harper’s invitation to tea. We should seize the opportunity it presents us with.”

“What exactly are you proposing?”

“When you and I and John went to Brockhampton, we danced around the truth. The viscount and Lord Brocket’s vile mistress revealed themselves only to me. Their revelation was a warning to me. A clear message to stay away, not interfere.”

“A message you did not heed, naturally.”

“They underestimated us.”

“They underestimated you. They will not make that mistake again.”

“Nor will I waste time in pretense. I say Mr. Harper should be questioned openly regarding his history, his connection with Lord Brocket, his true nature, and his link to the Essedenes. No artifice. No game playing.”

“We face him squarely.”

“I face him. Alone.”

This suggestion caused Edward to remove his pipe.

“Hecate, that would be the very definition of recklessness.”

“I think not.”

“You have just this minute informed me he is an Embodied Spirit. To enter his house alone…”

“In daylight, no doubt with his servants present, and the Fosse placed as it is at the entrance to the park, he will not do me violence in his own home under such circumstances. Besides, he will be expecting both of us. We both accepted his invitation.”

“But only you will attend?”

“We will prepare our questions, you and I.”

“No, it is folly. I will not sanction such a course of action.”

“Father, you are not seeing this as a man of reason, but as a parent.”

“You may expect me to continue in this manner.”

“I am not foolish; I will consider my own safety. You may wait for me on the corner of Castle Street, within sight and sound of the house.” Seeing him giving this some thought, she continued. “Think of it. I can question him directly. He will let down his guard.”

“Because you are vulnerable.”

“Because I am a woman, alone, and he will know I am aware of his origins.”

“Hecate, we have just established that you are seen as a threat.”

“It is Lord Brocket who has that view.”

“Which he will have shared with his friend.”

“If Tiberius Harper has a connection to the Essedenes that goes back centuries, he will have an opinion of himself as unassailable. His male pride will work against him and for us, whatever Lord Brocket has told him about me.”

It was Edward’s turn to pace now, though the limited space restricted his stride somewhat.

“The risk is high. You would be unprotected.”

“Have I not proved I am capable of protecting myself?”

“When there was no other alternative. And think how close you came to serious harm. If not I, then can we not send another to stand with you? One who will not so inhibit Harper in his responses?”

Hecate considered this and at last an idea came to her.

“You called me a soldier, and while I am Hekate’s follower and have her protection, I cannot claim to be a true warrior. Or at least, not yet. However, I do know a loyal and brave soldier who could accompany me, I think.”

He looked at her, reading the glint in her eye.

“You are speaking of one of your ghostly friends?”

“Corporal Gregory. He acquitted himself well in the library. True, his abilities are limited, but they are entirely defensive. He can offer me some protection, should the need arise.”

“Good Lord, that you should take a phantom to guard you.…” He broke into a smile. “There is something wonderfully fitting about it.”

“Isn’t there!” she agreed.

“But wait, will the young soldier be able to move beyond the boundaries of the cathedral?”

“That,” she said, picking up the lamp and turning to leave, “is something I intend finding out tomorrow.”



As luck would have it, Reverend Thomas was called away to a conference at Worcester Cathedral, so that Hecate had the library to herself for the whole day. He had, of course, left her with ample work to keep her occupied. There were still repairs and restorations resulting from the fire, along with their usual tasks of caring for the collection, cataloguing and cleaning. In more ordinary times, she would have forced herself to complete at least some of the work before turning to her own concerns. But these were far from ordinary times. As soon as she was content that the rest of the cathedral was about its everyday business, she called for Brother Michael.

The monk drifted into view around the end of the middle row of shelves, his insubstantial form not so much as stirring the dust beneath his habit as he moved.

“Good morning to you, Hecate. I see we are to manage without the master of the library today.”

“Indeed we are, and I wish to take advantage of his absence,” she said, turning the key in the lock of the door. “Better we are not disturbed.”

“Oh dear. Am I to expect activities of a dangerous nature?” he asked, glancing in the direction of the cabinet of banned books.

Hecate was quick to put his mind at rest. “You have no need to concern yourself, Brother Michael, but I would be most grateful for your help.”

“My dear child, in any way I can give it, and without question.”

“Splendid! What I’d like you to do is summon all our family.”

“All the lost souls?”

“Yes. Kindly ask them to come here so that we can all speak together. I have something important I need to ask them.”

“I see, yes, of course. I am certain they will come. A moment or two…” As his words faded, so did his form, until Hecate was left looking at an empty space.

She smiled to herself, wondering how exactly one should prepare for the arrival of several ghosts. After all, there was no necessity for chairs, nor refreshments. She need not worry that the room was too warm or that the transept shutters should be opened for more air. Her ghostly friends would simply … be. Only then did it occur to her that John might appear. She had not spoken to Brother Michael about him, but Lady Rathbone had seen him. Would he hear the call? Would he come to sit with the others and listen to her as one of her phantom family?

She did not have long to wait for her answer. Within minutes, the library was filled with vibrating spirits. There was, she had noticed, something about the ghosts of these once living humans that was altogether more than their physical bodies. Their ethereal forms pulsated, they undulated, they flowed and flexed and moved in strange and expansive ways. Corporal Gregory’s scarlet uniform glowed. Lady Rathbone was a whirl of constant movement. Mrs. Nugent was restless, always seeking something to clean or set right. Brother Michael’s nervous nature was transformed by death into a compulsion to appear and disappear frequently, sometimes even in the middle of a conversation. The griffin became overexcited by all the company and flitted from shelf top to shelf top emitting rather raucous caws that made Hecate think of a crow. She heard a light scratching on the door and opened it to find Solomon standing outside.

“Do you wish to join the party?” she asked him.

Without bothering to reply, he strode in, tail up, jumping onto her desk, where he sat and nonchalantly washed his paws. She supposed it was not surprising the little cat saw himself as a part of the cathedral’s unusual family. She closed the door again and went to stand at the center of the room, waiting for her guests to settle. John was not among them. She found this made her a little sad. She would have welcomed his presence. His support. But she did not believe she had any right to expect it. Let him stay away if it was what he wanted.

At last all was quiet in the library.

“Thank you so much for coming,” Hecate began, a little self-consciously. “Once again, I have need of your assistance.”

“With the fiendish Essedenes, I imagine,” the monk said.

“Yes, but please do not be alarmed. I will be certain not to draw them here. I have learned too well how disastrous that can be.” They all glanced at the bare wood of the new floorboards and shelf pieces and boxes of newly repaired books that were reminders of how close the library and its treasures had come to being lost.

Corporal Gregory stepped forward. “I am here to protect you, miss. That is my duty. You can count on me.”

She smiled at him. “Your bravery gives me courage, Corporal.”

Lady Rathbone drifted past Hecate, reaching out to touch her cheek with an icy finger as she did so. “Why don’t you ask your beloved for his help?”

Hecate hesitated, then said, “John’s memory is always with me. That, too, gives me strength.”

“I wonder why he has chosen not to attend our little gathering,” the pale woman said. “Surely a fiancé would wish to help his love in any way possible.”

There was a taint of spite to her words. Hecate told herself that the tragic aristocrat’s life had ended because she was jilted. To her, lovers must remain a source of painful reminders. She chose not to respond to the provoking comment.

“I want to ask you all: Has anyone ever left the cathedral grounds? Since … since joining the family of souls here, have any of you stepped beyond the hallowed boundary?”

This caused some thought among the group. They looked at one another, each waiting to hear another’s response. Brother Michael spoke up first.

“My dear child, what reason could I have to leave my library? The collection, its safety, it is what I am here for. There is nothing of interest to me elsewhere.”

Mrs. Nugent shook her head. “I’ve plenty of work within these walls. Why, ’tis all I can do to get ’round everything, what with polishing the brass work, mopping the tiled floors, cleaning the hymnals and prayer books, sweeping the rugs in the aisles, sweeping out the vestry, and dusting the stone carvings.… I would never complete my tasks were I to go gadding about hither and yon,” she said.

Corporal Gregory took the idea as a suggestion he might have sidestepped his duties. “I would never desert my post,” he insisted.

“Of course you wouldn’t, Corporal. I don’t think that for a minute,” Hecate was quick to reassure him. “I wondered only if you … any of you … had found it possible.”

The silence that followed gave her their answer. She felt her heart sink a little.

The corporal stepped forward, standing to attention. “I volunteer. If someone must be sent out in order to help you, let it be me, miss. Standing guard is not the only way a soldier can protect those who have need of him.”

Brother Michael flapped his hands. “I urge caution.”

“And you are right to do so,” said Hecate. “We don’t know what effect leaving the safety of what has been your home for all these years, sometimes centuries, could be.… We do not know the possible consequences. For example, you might not be able to do it at all, it might cause you distress, or you could be unable to return. Lost in some other realm or limbo. And I will not ask any of you to risk such an unknown hazard.”

Lady Rathbone challenged her. “But only a moment ago you asked for our assistance. Your purpose can have had little importance if you abandon it so swiftly.”

“Believe me, it has great importance. For all of us. But the risk is mine to take. Had one of you successfully ventured into the city, that would have told me at least taking you from the cathedral was not in itself dangerous.”

“I regret,” said the monk, “that the only way to know what would happen would be for one of our number to go without the boundaries.”

The griffin swooped down from his perch on a high shelf and proceeded to flap around her, his wings shedding tiny blue feathers as he did so.

“What is the matter, little one? This does not concern you,” she said, holding her arm out in the hope he might settle on it and walk up to sit on her shoulder. He did not. Instead he circled her head twice more and then flew over to the map. The assembled company watched as he landed on top of the frame, stretching out his wings for more flapping before at last perching quietly.

The griffin had succeeded in its aim of drawing her attention to the Mappa Mundi. Hecate stepped nearer to it, noticing only then that it was once again alive with activity. Beside the glowing depiction of the city of Hereford, the ribbon of blue that was the river flowed and sparkled. Some of the figures—St. Thomas, a few of the angels, the horseman in the bottom right corner—were looking out directly at her. Their tiny mouths were working as if they were speaking but however hard she listened she could not hear their words. She leaned closer, watching, trying to make sense of what it was they wished to communicate to her.

“What?” she whispered. “What are you trying to tell me?”

Brother Michael arrived at her side. The other ghosts crowded around, all watching. Mrs. Nugent could not help herself and lifted a weightless duster to attend to the frame of the map.

The monk pointed a trembling finger. “The animals appear particularly agitated,” he said.

“Yes.” Hecate watched as the bull lowered his head and dug at the ground with a hoof. She recalled how he had acted to put out the fire in the library when all seemed lost. She heard a soft, low howling then and turned her attention to the long-legged hound behind the knight. The dog was ordinarily shown on a lead, bounding to the right. Now, though, he had broken free of his leash and turned to sit facing her, his nose raised, head thrown back to howl. As she watched, he ceased his noise and looked at her, his long tail starting to wag.

Hecate smiled. “You would help me if you could, I know that,” she said.

Lady Rathbone shuddered. “I do not care for such creatures. They are too loud and too boisterous.”

“But they are loyal and protective,” Hecate pointed out, remembering how Hekate’s own hounds had come to her aid when she was all but overwhelmed by a Resurgent Spirit. “That’s it!” she cried suddenly, startling Brother Michael into disappearing. As he re-formed, she went on excitedly, “My phantom friends might not be able to travel with me, but perhaps the creatures of the map can!”

“To leave the map?” The monk was shocked.

“The griffin does it every day, so that he can be with me.”

“Only ever in the confines of the library. We can be no more certain of his ability to go any distance than we are of our own.”

She reached out toward the hunting dog. “It’s what they are trying to tell me. I am sure of it.” As her fingertip connected with the ancient ink upon the ancient vellum, she felt the shock of the connection. Slowly, gently, she stroked the long neck of the hound. His tail wagged more enthusiastically.

Corporal Gregory had his own reservations. “He does not appear fierce. More use catching rabbits than seeing off villains. You would be better protected by a soldier.”

Hecate shook her head. “The goddess Hekate has her own hounds. It would make sense if I were to have one, don’t you see? He would protect me. I know he would.”

Brother Michael peered myopically at the image. “He does appear quite active. But is he able to leave the map? The griffin responded to your presence and your touch. This fellow seems less able to make that leap.”

“Perhaps he needs a little encouragement,” she said. Stepping back, she patted her thigh. “Come! Here, boy. Out you come. All will be well.” She waited. The hound whined, cocking his head to one side. “I think he wants to. I haven’t found the right words.”

“A line from a relevant book, perchance?” the monk suggested.

Hecate gave a small shout of delight. “Brother Michael, I could kiss you! You are so clever.”

“Oh! Well, I…” If it had been possible for a ghost to blush, the ancient spirit would have turned rosy cheeked.

“I need Hekate’s words. One of her incantations.”

“Spells?” Mrs. Nugent made her disapproval clear. “You mean to use witchcraft in a cathedral?”

“Why, you have seen me use Hekate’s magic before. You even directed me to the power of the key on her brooch.”

The cleaner folded her arms over her plump bosom, pursing her lips. “Spells are different.”

Hecate sought to reassure her. “They are merely magic words organized and passed on so others may use them. Where better to use magic than a place devoted to the worship of the ultimate magical being? Surely anything used for the good of others would be encouraged by a loving god?” She began striding up and down the space in front of the map, lit up by the possibilities of her theory. “As soon as I return home, I shall go to my books. There will be the lines that I need, I am certain of it now. I will help the hound from his place so that he may be by my side.”
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Hecate’s plans were thwarted before she so much as reached home. When she left the Cathedral Green later that afternoon, the first person she saw was her mother. It was obvious at once that Beatrice was walking with haste and purpose. Hecate called to her and brought her bicycle to a halt beside her.

“Whatever has you in such a hurry, Mother?”

“I am on my way to the hospital. Esther Longfield-Smith is in a poor way. She was attacked!”

“Attacked!” Hecate was acquainted with her mother’s friend, a widow, and knew her to be a woman of some wealth, well regarded in society.

“This very afternoon, in broad daylight.”

“Was she robbed of her jewelry, perhaps?”

“Apparently not. It seems the scoundrel was interrupted, for she still had her rings and pearls and even her reticule, though she never carried money of any quantity in it.”

“Was she alone at the time?”

“Yes, she was taking the air in the park, with her dog—you recall it? A dear little poodle, white as a snowball…” Her mother could not bring herself to finish the sentence.

Hecate took her mother’s hand and gently pressed her for more details. “Mother, did something happen to the dog?” She was quickly forming her own theory about the possible cause of the attack: Knowing that animals reacted strongly to Resurgent Spirits increased her suspicions.

Beatrice, in general not given to being sentimental about animals, took a handkerchief from her pocket and dabbed at her eyes. “Those who heard Mrs. Longfield-Smith’s screams say the dog was barking wildly. Until its bark changed to a terrible shriek. They found its tiny body floating in the river. Such a harmless creature, it could have presented no threat to anyone. But then, a person capable of beating a lone woman and leaving her broken on the ground … Well, there is no fathoming the workings of such a mind.”

“Indeed,” Hecate agreed. “Come. We will go together.” By the time they reached the widow’s bedside, she was in little doubt that this had been another instance of a risen spirit looking for a suitable host. What marked it out as even more hateful than any so far was not only that the elderly woman was so defenseless and blameless, but that the attack had taken place in a quiet spot, in plain sight, in the light of day. Aside from the brawl at the Kerry Arms, to her knowledge all other attacks had taken place in darkness or at least somewhere hidden. If they had become sufficiently emboldened to make their moves anywhere and at any time, the threat had grown hugely.

Beatrice sat beside her friend and took hold of her hand. The elderly woman, pale and fragile, was horribly bruised, her face swollen. Her head was bandaged, as was her right arm. She was conscious but drowsy, having been given laudanum against both pain and distress.

“Esther, you poor dear. No, do not trouble yourself to speak. Rest. You are safe now.”

Hecate watched the widow’s eyes. They darted this way and that, restless and wary, despite the power of the medicament that should have soothed her. She fidgeted on the bed, at one point attempting to rise and leave it so that the nurse had to return to help keep her in place. She muttered fragments of speech.

Hecate spoke quietly to the nurse as she was about to leave to tend other patients.

“When Mrs. Longfield-Smith was admitted, did she say anything about the attack? Anything at all?”

“She was greatly distressed. People in such a condition say many things that make little sense,” the nurse told her.

“Of course, and yet, perhaps there was something about her assailant?”

“I heard nothing to describe him, the brute. There was a police officer came. He’s just gone. If she said anything more it was to him.”

“Did you get his name?”

She gave a chilly smile. “Sadly there was no one to make formal introductions, this not being a ball, so I had to content myself with a quick raising of his bowler hat.”

Hecate knew at once Inspector Winter had been that policeman. That he had seen fit to attend the victim’s bedside himself suggested he shared her own suspicions regarding the possible assailant.

“Did he give his opinion on the nature of the attack?”

The nurse gave her a look. “Have you seen the number of patients on this ward? I have no time to stand in conversation, then or now. If you’ll excuse me.” So saying she strode off, starched linen apron crackling as she went.

Hecate moved to sit at the other side of the bed. Her mother was visibly shocked at the state of her friend, who seemed unable to properly recognize her.

Taking the widow’s hand, Hecate leaned close so that she could keep her own voice low and calm, and perhaps stand a better chance of hearing any response.

“Mrs. Longfield-Smith, it’s Hecate. Hecate Cavendish. You are among friends here. All is well.” The old woman’s gaze still drifted this way and that, not meeting her own. “We wish only to help you. And to bring your assailant to justice. Is there anything you can tell us that might identify him?”

Beatrice whispered to her daughter, “The police officer will no doubt have asked his questions. Do not trouble poor Esther further. To recall the incident will surely provoke yet more distress.”

“I seek only to get to the truth of the matter. I promise you, my dearest wish is to help your friend. Please trust me, Mother.”

Beatrice looked as if she might object further but then her face softened and she nodded and it was clear to Hecate how shocked she was at the state of the woman on the bed between them.

Hecate tried again. She had to be certain, she had to know, for if it had been a Resurgent Spirit who carried out the attack another fact became inescapable. Given Inspector Winter’s tally of how many spirits were at large and her own knowledge of how short a time they could exist without a host, and knowing that there had been no recent emergences from the crypt, she had to conclude they were now being summoned from somewhere other than the cathedral.

“There was no man, was there? That is why you cannot give a description of him. I understand. You felt its presence before you saw it, isn’t that right?” The elderly lady turned her head then, slowly, painfully, her eyes at last fixing on to Hecate. Seeing that she had her attention, she pressed on. “A darkness, a swirling mass of black, descending with great speed—is that what you saw?”

Mrs. Longfield-Smith snatched away her hand, throwing up her arms to cover her head and face as if warding off another attack. As she did so she let out a series of shrieks of such pitch and volume that all in the room flinched or gasped. The patient would not be calmed and continued to scream no matter how much Beatrice or Hecate attempted to soothe her. Two nurses came at speed. One set to restraining the poor woman, the other shooed the visitors from the ward.

Once outside, Hecate sought to reassure her mother.

“I know how distressing that must have been to witness.”

“Poor Esther!” She took a handkerchief from her reticule and dabbed at her eyes.

Hecate saw that she was trembling. She put her arm around her mother’s shoulders.

“There now, she is safe. In good hands. She has suffered a terrible shock but escaped lasting damage. She will recover.”

Beatrice shook her head and briefly closed her eyes as if to shut out the memory of her friend’s terror.

“I shall visit her again tomorrow,” she said, her voice returning to its more usual strong, determined note.

“You are a good friend to her. She is fortunate to have you,” said Hecate. “Let us go home.” She fetched her bicycle, which she wheeled slowly so that Beatrice would have a chance to steady her nerves before they reached the house. Hecate’s own thoughts were filled with how she would tell her father of this latest dreadful strike by a Resurgent Spirit, and with ideas of what this new information signified.



As it transpired, she had plenty of time to prepare her hypothesis as her father had accepted an invitation to a Rotarians’ Society dinner and was not expected home until late. Beatrice retired early, taking a tray of supper in her room, so that Hecate and Charlie ate together in the nursery.

“It’s like old times,” he said, tucking into thick vegetable soup. They had both outgrown the low table and chairs but perched there, nonetheless, enjoying the fun of pretending they were young children again. How long ago and far away that seemed to Hecate. Here was her brother, nearly thirteen, but held back by illness that had robbed him of much of the joy of his youth. And here she was with the weight of the world, or at least, England, upon her slender shoulders.

“You still eat like a small horse,” she teased him, watching him wipe his bowl with a chunk of bread. “One day it will all take effect and you’ll double in size before our astonished eyes.”

“I should like that,” Charlie said. “I should like to be as big as Phileas, and then nothing could stop me being a farmer, for the cows would not tread on me if I were so large.”

“You are still determined upon your future?”

He nodded. “Phileas says when I turn eighteen Father can apprentice me to his stockman.”

“Perfect. That gives you the better part of five years to convince our mother of the merits of your plan.” She felt a surge of affection for him, together with the jolt of fear she inevitably experienced should she permit herself to recall how close he came to being lost to a Resurgent Spirit. The memory of seeing the dark spirit moving over him, entering him, inhabiting him, made her shiver. If she had not witnessed it happening, if they had not acted so swiftly, if they had not performed the exorcism without hesitation, he would have been lost. Worse, she would have seen his body, that beloved face, claimed and used by an Embodied Spirit. She got to her feet.

“You may continue building one of your ships for an hour and then lights out.”

“Just because we are in the nursery doesn’t mean I am a baby again, Hecate. Honestly, sometimes I think everyone has forgotten how old I actually am. Mother is the worst.”

“It is her job to see you safely brought to adulthood. Be patient with her a little longer.”

“Will you help? Will you at least speak to her, please?”

She looked at him anew then, seeing the young man in the boy, knowing he was right.

“I will, I promise. But for the moment, I have work to do.”

In her room, the house quiet at last, she changed into her nightclothes. With a tatty but warm woolen shawl about her shoulders, Hecate gathered her books about her. Her desk already strewn with notes and papers and editions borrowed from her father’s collection, she found the best place to assemble everything she might need was on the Persian rug on the floor. She sat, feet curled beneath her, leafing through what she hoped would be the most useful books. The one she had found in the attic containing Hekate’s spells of protection was a familiar friend by now, but she realized it did not provide the correct sort of command. It was not defense that was needed here; it was a call to arms. A summoning of her own. And a very specific one at that. To help her focus, she opened a book on the history of the cathedral, flattening it and weighing down the corners so that it displayed a copy of the map. Taking a silver-handled magnifying glass, she studied the depiction of the hound. It was shown as having overly long legs, small ears, and a pointy nose, so that it most closely resembled a large greyhound or similar hunting dog with a slightly rougher coat. Close up, she had to agree with Corporal Gregory’s opinion that it did not look fierce at all. If she succeeded in freeing it from the confines of the Mappa Mundi, would it provide protection or merely chase Solomon at every opportunity? She peered through the glass at the griffin and saw that the drawing was less like the friend she knew and loved than she had first thought. Lacking detail, the one on the map was plain, drab almost, with a mean eye and comical attitude. In its reanimated form, she found it to be handsome, strong, with a proud bearing and glorious, iridescent feathers. Perhaps the hound would be similarly transformed to splendor if it stepped into the real world. She traced its outline with her finger before closing her eyes.

“Hekate, Great Goddess of the Threshold, tell me what I must do. Send me the words so that I might have a hound of my own to protect me.”

She waited. She listened. Outside the birds had gone to bed, the road was free of carriages, and all was quiet. She opened her eyes. Nothing. Getting up, she tried to create an atmosphere more conducive to the magical, turning off the gas lamps and instead setting candles about the place. Their small pools of light threw unstable shadows around the room. She took the brooch and pinned it to her nightdress. Next, she tried walking in widdershins circles, book in hand, reading out one of Hekate’s stronger incantations. It had no particular application attached to it, but there was something in the rhythm of the words that appealed to her.


“Goddess of the Moon, bathe us in your cool light.

Goddess of the Crossroads, guide us along the right path.

Goddess of the Dead, walk with us among those crossed over.

Goddess of Witches, lend us your magic.”



She continued to walk on, chanting softly, circle after circle, time settling about her, altering to the pace of her steps and the beat of her heart. She walked and chanted until she became too dizzy to continue. Sitting down among her books once more, she began to doubt her ability to bring about what she had hoped for. Was she in the wrong place? Too far from the map? Or did she simply not have control over such things? Was it only Hekate who could decide who, what, and when the map would work for her? Frustration fatigued her. After what had happened to Mrs. Longfield-Smith in daylight, with the possibility that spirits were being brought up from their tombs in places other than the cathedral, she needed all the assistance she could gather. This was no longer an exercise in persuading her father to let her attend the Fosse without him. The threat was gathering pace quickly and already she felt wrong-footed and unequal to the task. Wearily, she curled up among her books, pulling her shawl tight around her, closing her eyes, and falling into a fitful sleep.

She dreamed of a labyrinth, lightless and fetid, the tunnels so low she was compelled first to stoop as she navigated them and then to crawl. The roof of the passage seemed to press down upon her, forcing her against the rough stone of its floor, but still she continued. The only sound she could hear was her own voice repeating her call to Hekate over and over, a dull echo blurring the clarity of the lines. The air around her grew warmer, heavier, so that she struggled to breathe. She awoke, gasping, on the cold floor of her bedroom. It was hard to tell how long she had slept, but the candles had burned down and gone out. She had not thought to close the shutters or curtains, so that moonlight through the tall windows cast its milky illumination across half the room, leaving the rest in darkness. She sat up slowly, stiffly, rubbing life into the arm she had been resting on.

As she came to her senses she became aware of an unmistakable fact; she was no longer alone.

She ceased all movement, listening, narrowing her eyes to search the gloom. The presence was powerful. Powerful and close. She glanced at her desk where her refilled vials of holy water sat uselessly out of reach. Her hand went instinctively to the brooch on her nightdress, but it was cool, its attachments motionless. Slowly, with infinite caution, she raised her shawl and adjusted it so that it covered her nose and mouth. It was scant protection against an onslaught by a hunting Resurgent Spirit, but it might at least buy her some time. Time to defend herself. She detected an odor, musky and earthy. She shifted her weight very slowly, not wishing to provoke any sort of attack while she was still sitting on the floor. It was then that she heard something unexpected. Instead of hissing or fragments of whispers or distant cries and curses, she heard breathing, ragged and heavy.

A deeper shadow in the corner of the room shifted and began to take shape. Hecate tried to moved backward, wriggling away from the encroaching form. She opened her mouth, stumbling over the words of Hekate’s protective spell, her voice faltering.

At last the creature revealed itself as it stepped into a rectangle of moonlight. The hound strode forward on long, lithe limbs, coming to a halt leaning over her.

Hecate gave a whoop of delight. “You came!”

At the sound of her voice, the dog wagged its great tail, setting up a draft that sent papers flying from her desk, its great paws scattering the books on the floor as it moved closer to her, leaning down to lick her ears, making her laugh, which, in turn, excited the hound to more movement.

“Wait, stop! Stop, for heaven’s sake,” she laughed, astonished to find that she could touch him. There was nothing ghostly about his body in the least. He was very much a real, living, breathing hound. Finally managing to clamber to her feet, she hurried to light the gas lamp. “Let me look at you. My word, what a magnificent fellow you are!” She ran her hands down his long neck. His fur was short, and rough, his body muscular and strong. He resembled a greyhound, but on a grand scale, bigger than a wolfhound. He was mostly white but had large fox-red patches that covered his back and his head and ears, a white blaze running the length of his long nose. “Well, you are certainly friendly, at least to me. I suppose your size would make anyone think twice, but then, how will they know you exist if they can’t see you? Perhaps Embodied Spirits will sense a magical presence. Or maybe you will be visible to them. Goodness, how many questions you raise.”

She heard the front door open and close. Her father had returned home. The hour being so late, there was no Stella to greet him and take his coat, and everyone else was in bed. She could just hear his footsteps on the stairs as he trod lightly in an effort not to disturb the household. When he drew level with her bedroom door, she opened it a crack.

“Oh, little worker bee, did I wake you? Forgive me,” he said.

“Come in, there’s something I want to talk to you about.”

“Of course,” he said, instantly ready to hear what she had to say.

She opened the door further, and he stepped into the room. She was on the point of explaining all that had happened and was about to search for the words to describe the fantastic hound when her father gave a shout.

He threw his hand over his mouth, his eyes wide. When he spoke again, he kept his voice low, a stage whisper.

“Daughter, in the name of all that is holy, where on earth did you find such an enormous dog!”

“You can see him?”

He looked at her as if she might have lost her mind. “He is hard to miss.”

“But … you can actually see him! Wait a minute … touch him.”

“What?”

“He’s friendly, I promise, just … touch him.”

Edward slowly reached out a hand and patted the hound lightly on the head.

“Good boy,” he said somewhat nervously. “Yes … there we are, good boy.”

The hound panted happily, pink tongue showing between fearsome teeth.

Edward withdrew his hand.

“My question stands, Hecate. Where did you find him?”

She beamed, her whole body filled with the delight of knowing that the goddess had heard her and had sent her the magic she needed to release the hound from the map. That her father could see him was a bonus she could never have hoped for. She stepped forward and scratched the dog behind one of his small slightly cocked ears, causing him to set up a new bout of wagging.

“Oh, I didn’t have to look far,” she said.

“I know I suggested a guard dog but we agreed your mother would never countenance it, and, by jove, such an animal as this. Has she seen him yet? I cannot believe she will permit you to keep him.”

Hecate thought about her mother’s good friend battered, bruised, and terrified in the hospital. She thought about the poor dear poodle who had been too small to defend his mistress. She thought about her mother’s fear that such a brutal attacker could be roaming the city.

“After the events of today, she could be more open to the idea than you might imagine, Father. Here”—she cleared a space on the chaise—“sit. There are things you need to know.”
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Hecate had hoped to reveal the hound to her mother gently the next morning. It was not to be. Charlie came into her room before breakfast to talk to her, discovered the new family member, and greeted him so enthusiastically it could not be contained. The pair tore down the stairs, her brother calling for everyone to come and see what he had found. It did not help Hecate’s case that everyone converged in the hall. To this point, she had always thought it quite a spacious entrance to the house. On this occasion, however, there was not a spare inch to be had. Beatrice was appalled, despite—or possibly because of—the hound’s friendliness.

“Such a size!”

Hecate spoke up. “Size is important for a guard dog, Mother.”

“A guard dog? Oh! Charles, do not permit the creature to lick you.”

Charles looked at his sister beseechingly.

“Mother,” she said, picking her words with care, “do you not think regular walks would do Charlie good? The dog will need exercise after all. He is old enough to take him out on his own, is he not?”

Beatrice hesitated, mulling over Hecate’s suggestion. Charlie straightened up, standing tall beside the hound, looking confident and strong.

She flapped a handkerchief at the dog, trying to be stern, but there was something new in her tone; a note of cheerfulness almost. “Well, see that its paws are dry before it enters the house. I won’t have Stella inconvenienced.”

Hecate patted her thigh. It was a small gesture, accompanied by no command other than a thought in her head that the dog come to her and stand still. In an instant, he was at her side, calm and attentive. He was so tall that his shoulder was level with her waist. She laid a hand on his head.

“You see, he is really very well behaved. Father suggested a dog to guard the house and protect me when I am out of it.”

Edward nodded. “Yes, indeed. Capital idea, do you not agree?”

Hecate did not wish to frighten her mother, but she had to use what she could to persuade her.

“No one would so much as approach me with such a guardian. Consider, Mother, after what happened to poor Mrs. Longfield-Smith.”

Beatrice looked at her children and then back at the hound.

“You will have to go to Mr. Smart for scraps and bones. I believe butchers sell such things for … pets. From your own pocket, daughter.”

Hecate stepped forward and kissed her mother on the cheek. The hound shadowed her step but waited respectfully this time. Beatrice narrowed her eyes at him.

“And keep him out of the kitchen. I will not have Cook upset. Charles, come now and eat your breakfast. You must not be late for your lessons.”

They made their way to the dining room but Edward was called back by the ringing of the front-door bell. He found a boy with a telegram on the doorstep. Hecate watched from the hallway.

“It’s for you,” he said, turning to her.

She took it from him and read it quickly.

“Inspector Winter … It seems it is as we feared.”

“How so?”

“He is at Greyfriars. The old graves at the abbey ruins have been … What expression does he use?” She checked the message and then looked up at him. “Laid waste.”

Her father’s expression was somber. “Ah. It appears spirits are indeed being risen from places other than the cathedral. Which means it will be harder for us to catch whoever is summoning them.”

“It also means that we can’t be certain how many Resurgent Spirits are currently hunting for hosts.” She folded the telegram and tucked it into her pocket. “And they grow bolder. We have seen attacks in daylight, in plain sight now.”

“Such as Esther Longfield-Smith.”

“She was fortunate to escape. Others may not have luck on their side.”

Edward stepped closer to his daughter and took her hand.

“Battle lines are being drawn. Take extra care wherever you go today.”

She gave his hand a squeeze before letting it go. She fetched her hat and raincoat from the coat stand. The hound shadowed her every step. “It is as I said, Father. Our best hope of success is not to wait for the fight to come to us, it is to take the fight to them. I am to meet the inspector at Greyfriars.”

“You wish me to accompany you?”

“I would rather you stay here. Those we face are cunning. They will know when I have left the house. The safety of the whole family is threatened.” She kissed his cheek and left quickly, the hound loping after her.



At the abbey ruins, she found Inspector Winter standing amid the earthworks. In recent months, Phileas’s housing project had progressed at a good pace, so that the foundations of the new dwellings were visible. She remembered Phileas showing her the site when the main excavations were being made. She had known, of course, that there were ancient graves, but at that time there was no sense that the Essedenes were working their curse upon them. She recalled Phileas’s pride in what he was hoping to achieve with social housing, and she remembered John arriving unexpectedly, in search of her. The last time Hecate had visited the site it had been ankle-deep in mud. With the warmer, drier weather, the dirt had become dry, dusty, and compacted, so that duckboards were no longer necessary to walk from one end to the other. The inspector saw her approach and raised his hat. He was so astonished to see her new companion that for a moment he was caught mid-action. He blinked, accepted his eyes were not playing tricks, and replaced his bowler.

“Good morning, Inspector,” Hecate called as she drew closer, ignoring the curious glances from the workmen as she passed them. “I came as quickly as I could,” she said, gesturing briefly at her bicycle leaned up against the stone boundary wall.

“You appear to have found a companion somewhere along your route.”

“Ah, yes. My new guard dog. Do you approve?”

Inspector Winter, as was his habit, paused to think before replying. Not for him the off-the-cuff, casual response. When at last he spoke he did so with a slow nod. “I do. With such adversaries as we are encountering, we may turn to the unusual for protection.”

She stopped to stand beside him and peer into the deep hole in the ground. There were no headstones, the graves having been long forgotten, the abbey having fallen into disrepair centuries earlier. However, it was clear to see these were not common earthworks dug for the footings of a new building. These were places where the dead had once been laid to rest. They rested no longer. The layers of mud and stone had been flung aside to reveal the splintered remains of old coffins. All of them presented the same sorry sight; that of something utterly, abruptly, violently destroyed. All of them, in addition, were empty.

“How many graves do you suppose there were here?” she asked.

“We have no written evidence, no records that specify the place of burial of the brethren of the order. I have concluded there were at least three caskets, maybe four. The destruction is of a nature that makes it difficult to be certain.”

She stepped closer, dropping to crouch on the edge the better to inspect the grave. The air smelled musty and sour. The hound moved closer, attempting to put himself between her and the deep hole.

“He is very attentive,” the inspector remarked.

“It is his job, after all,” she said, her own attention on what she was looking at. “I agree, at least three coffins. All now empty of their contents. When was the destruction reported to you?”

“The first workman to arrive here this morning noticed something amiss. Called me directly. He did say that this part of the site is not currently being worked on, so the incident might have taken place earlier the previous day and not been noticed.”

“He was lucky not to have been here sooner. I for one should not have liked to have met whatever was summoned from those tombs.” She stood up, brushing dry mud from her hands.

“More of your wicked spirits, Miss Cavendish?”

“I would rather not think of them as mine, but yes. I believe so. The questions now are: How were they raised from this place? Who raised them? And, perhaps more urgently, where have they gone?”

“And might you have theories in regards to answers?”

She met his gaze, searching for any hint of criticism in his eyes. Finding none, she said, “The how and the who, alas, I have no solution to those questions. Not yet. It is more than likely, however, that at least one of the summoned spirits attempted to overwhelm my mother’s friend yesterday afternoon.”

“Ah, Mrs. Longfield-Smith. Why was she ultimately spared, do you think?”

“I think her loyal dog did everything he could to save her, and when that failed, he acted upon his instinct to fight the dark presence, however against his natural inclination to protect his mistress that might have been.”

“In what way?”

“Did you notice the injuries to the poor lady’s arm?”

“Abrasions, and some lacerations, acquired in the struggle.”

“In the midst of it, yes, but not inflicted by her assailant.”

“Not?”

“Most of the wounds on her arm were bandaged, but I could see the blossoming bruises either side of the dressing. Bruises that bore the shape and size of bite marks of a brave, desperate little dog.”

“He attacked his own mistress?”

“He was attacking the thing that was on the point of taking her. The thing that was, at that moment, inside her. His actions provoked the spirit and disturbed the process of becoming Embodied to such a point that it left the widow, no doubt, dispatching the dog in its rage. The alarm having been raised, it fled elsewhere to hunt for another host.”

The inspector pushed his bowler hat back a little further on his head and gave a bewildered sigh. “That we should live in a time where old ladies and small dogs fall foul of such evil. In our quiet city.” He straightened his shoulders then, for once raising his ordinarily mild voice. “I will not have it. Not on my watch.”

“I applaud your sentiment, Inspector. The attacks are increasing in number and the spirits grow more audacious, no longer waiting for darkness. We cannot merely wait to defend ourselves.”

“Indeed, we cannot, for I see no way of defending the good people of Hereford. Not from this. Attack is our only option. We must launch our own assault.”

“I am with you, yet we must be prepared. To move forward without being ready would be to risk squandering the element of surprise,” she pointed out.

“Who do you count among your allies, Miss Cavendish? Name them, if you please, so I might form a list in my mind.”

“My father, Phileas Sterling—though he knows nothing of what is afoot—Mr. Sadiki, and my ghostly friends at the cathedral.” She patted the hound. “And my latest recruit.”

“With you and I, and of course my men at the station…”

“A small but doughty brigade.”

“But is it enough? Can it be?”

“What we lack in numbers we must make up for in guile,” she said.

“We must each of us play to our strengths. I will double the watch, day and night. Have my officers patrol the streets, the parks, and places where there are bodies to be found. Funeral parlors, hospitals, graveyards…”

“Next week, I will return to London with my father. We believe there is more to be learned at the British Museum.”

“I will send to Worcester for more men. Tell them there has been an increase in criminal activity and we wish to make a stand. I will lay the blame on the gambling dens, that they will understand.”

“I am on my way to the cathedral library now. Brother Michael and I will redouble our efforts to discover who it is that is being raised. This may help us anticipate where the next breakouts might occur. I will also set to the task of retrieving the banned book that is now in the sacristy. Without it, I cannot use the spells that will help us return the dead to their graves.”

“It is a pity that you cannot seek the help of the master of the library in this.”

Hecate felt a sadness color her words as she replied, “Until we know the identity of the person summoning the spirits, we cannot rule him out. He remains a suspect, though I dearly hope it is not he who is responsible.”

“Have a care, for you spend much of your time in his company.”

“It is a short list: Reverend Thomas, Dean Chalmers, and the verger, Mr. Gould. All of them at the cathedral, so cannot be avoided.”

“It is as well you have your formidable guardian,” he said, looking at the hound but making no move to touch it.

“He will accompany me tomorrow on what may be my boldest move yet.”

He turned to look at her again. “I should not be surprised that you are engaged in risk-taking, Miss Cavendish. I would appreciate at least being kept informed of what reckless actions you might be about to undertake.”

From where they stood they could clearly hear the cathedral bells chiming the quarter hour.

“I must not be late. If you don’t mind accompanying me on my way, I will share with you the plan I have persuaded my father to accept. I am confident you will see the merit in it.” So saying she began striding across the site, leaving both hound and policeman to follow in her wake. The inspector found himself addressing the hound when he spoke.

“Ordinarily, were I a gambling man, I would put my money on Miss Cavendish winning the day. Alas, these are far from ordinary times,” he said, readjusting his hat as he strode forward. “Far from ordinary, and the outcome far from a certainty.”

By the time they arrived at the cathedral, she had explained her thinking regarding going alone to meet Tiberius Harper. He was not convinced the plan was sensible, but he knew her well enough to see that she would not be turned from her chosen course of action. Hecate knew that her new personal escort had gone some way to allaying his fears for her safety. He bid her good day and walked on in the direction of the police station, his own plans already agreed upon, and he eager to put them into action. She parked her bicycle in its place at the entrance to the cloisters and turned to the hound.

“Now, I know you originated from inside the library, but there are limits to what Reverend Thomas—and Mrs. White, come to that—will tolerate. You stay here. Guard my bicycle, and know that I will call for you if you are needed.” She stroked his large, noble head. “It’s no use looking at me with such a doleful expression; dogs are not permitted in the cathedral and that’s that. I will come and see you at lunchtime.” With a sigh, the dog folded his legs beneath him, curling into a surprisingly small shape as he lay down on the cool flagstones of the cloisters.

Hecate had her hand on the door latch when it was abruptly opened from inside and Gil stood on the threshold. Caught off-balance, she all but stumbled forward, stopping just short of actually bumping into him.

“Forgive me,” he said, taking hold of her arm to steady her. “I startled you.”

“No matter. I am not so easily shaken.” She waited for him to let go of her arm but he appeared in no hurry to do so. “You have made an early start on the window today,” she said, determined to make the moment as mundane as possible, though, in truth, she did feel unsettled. She glanced at his hand then and he removed it. The memory of their dance together at the picnic brought an infuriating color to her cheeks.

“My father likes to steal a march on the day,” he said a little too brightly, “for we never know what challenges it may present.”

“Your father and mine have that in common,” she told him. “My particular preference is for punctuality, so if you’ll excuse me.”

He did not step out of her way, but instead spoke with a new seriousness in his tone.

“Hecate, there is a matter I wish to discuss with you. No—” He hesitated, searching for the right words. “There is a matter I must discuss with you.”

She attempted to read his expression.

“What does it concern?” she asked.

He glanced about them. Two of the Vicars Choral moved on quiet feet, robes sweeping the flagstones as they made their way toward the choir stalls.

“Not here. Not now. Later, perhaps while I show you the window … we could talk?”

“Later.” She nodded, seeing that this was a matter of some importance to him. “Now I am sorry but I really must get to the library.”

“Of course,” he said, stepping to one side so that she could pass.

As she did so she paused. “I might have a little time to spare when Reverend Thomas takes his luncheon. I should still very much like to see the window. And we might find a moment to speak.”

She looked at him and saw a smile light up his face. Such joy was infectious, so that, despite her earlier preoccupations, she found herself smiling, too.

“One o’clock, then?” he asked. When she nodded, he touched his cap before continuing on his way out.

She stood for a moment, looking at the closed door, listening to his footsteps, hearing him pause to greet the hound. She tutted at herself, hearing the clock begin to chime, and sprinted past the Lady Chapel and on toward the north aisle. It was only as she reached the door to the turret stairs she felt that she was being watched and looked up to see John. He was standing in front of the altar. Flustered, her heart racing from running, she blushed, uncomfortable to think she had not known he was there. She quickly went to join him, looking about to make sure she was not observed by anyone living.

“Hecate,” he said softly, his voice tinged with sadness.

“I cannot stay to talk with you now. I shall be late.”

He gave a rueful smile. “And Hecate Cavendish can never be late for anything anywhere.”

“I’m sorry, John. I have missed you. I was hoping you would come to me. Please, let us meet again another time. Soon.”

“Whenever you have time for me,” he said, beginning to fade, the black of his robe becoming gray, his whole form taking on a transparency so that the gilded altar screen behind seemed to shine through him.

She wondered then if he had seen her talking with Gil. Had he heard their conversation? Could it have hurt him that she found time to speak to a man she hardly knew, but had no time for him?

“John, I…”

But he had gone.

With a sigh, she turned and hurried up the stairs to the library.

She found the librarian already at his desk.

“Oh, am I late, Reverend Thomas? Forgive me, I—”

“You are, as ever, punctual, Miss Cavendish. That I am here is an indication reflecting my own inability to sleep, rather than any tardiness on your part.”

“Is your gout keeping you awake still?”

“It is my cross to bear,” he said, wincing as he adjusted his position. Unable to settle, he rose, taking the stick he now used, and began hobbling about the room. “If I can find no respite, better I occupy myself and be of use. Come, I wish to see that the repairs to the room are complete.” He moved along the first row of shelving, Hecate falling into slow step behind him.

“The carpenters have done a splendid job, do you not agree?” she asked, casting about for a sign of Brother Michael. As they rounded the end of the row, her superior giving her his detailed opinion of the quality of the repairs, she spied the monk drifting back and forth in front of his beloved illuminated manuscripts. She signaled to him, indicating that she wished to speak to him on the stairs shortly. Brother Michael nodded slowly, his hands tucked into his sleeves, and moved to stand, faint and slightly quivering, in the doorway.

“For the most part the work is of an acceptable standard,” Reverend Thomas was saying, his speech punctuated by gasps suggesting the pain he carried with him on his walk. He used his stick to gesticulate when he could lean on a reading table for support. “There, the upper shelves, and over there, the replaced floorboards … all tolerably well done. My desk might have received a higher degree of skill in its restoration, but I confess I was unwilling to have it sent away. So much disruption to our work…” He moved on, traveling down the next row of shelves, peering up at the books. “Mercifully the damage was not as extensive as we had first thought.”

“Once the soot was cleaned away, we had a clearer picture of the situation,” Hecate agreed, feeling again a stab of guilt that the library had been damaged at all. “I am happy to work late again, Reverend, if you feel it necessary.”

“What? Oh, no. As far as the restoration of the books is concerned, you and I have risen to the challenges presented us and our progress has been good.” He stopped to catch his breath.

Hecate could not think of a reply to this. It was so unusual for the master of the library to speak words of praise, she was at something of a loss.

He continued to speak of how he looked forward to the complete absence of workmen, to the moment when everything was back in place. He shuffled on, coming to a halt in front of the map, pushing his spectacles further up his nose so that he could squint through them and study the figures more closely.

“We were fortunate, indeed, that no harm befell the Mappa. Those inclined to donate to the upkeep of the cathedral count among their number some whose sole true interest lies in this singular treasure. Aside from the historical importance of the object itself, it represents vital funds for our work.”

It was only then that Hecate saw one small but significant change in the map. In the bottom right corner, behind the knight on his horse, there was a gap. A tall, thin gap where the hound should be. She held her breath as Reverend Thomas continued to scrutinize the map. Would he see it? Would he notice what was missing? The griffin had not yet stirred himself to come and join her, so he was still present. Even when he did leave his place on the vellum, he was so small she doubted the shortsighted librarian would notice his absence. The hound, however, took up a larger space, with less detail around it. Now that she saw it, the gap was glaringly obvious. Surely he could not miss it? What would he think? How would she explain it? Would he think she had damaged it while cleaning? If so he was certain to dismiss her. He began lowering his gaze, working his way toward the bottom half of the map, taking in all the familiar and beloved depictions. She had to draw his attention elsewhere.

“And what of the cabinet of banned books?” she blurted out, her voice louder than intended, her tone slightly panicked.

Reverend Thomas turned and frowned at her. He did not answer immediately, and she thought he was about to return to the map, but instead he leaned on his stick, pivoting toward her so that he could better look at the cabinet. It had required only some cleaning and sat on its plinth, secured as before. Since its security had been so easily breached, however, the master of the library had commissioned new locks which were yet to arrive.

“Ah yes, we await the attentions of the locksmith,” he said.

Hope rose in Hecate’s heart. “If you are not satisfied that the one the dean chose will see to the work in a timely fashion, I believe my father has someone he has used. In the past. A good man. Well regarded. Known for … for the quality of his work,” she said, beginning to grab at words to shore up the lie. If Mr. Sadiki could be employed for the task, she would have her own set of keys for the new lock.

“Indeed?”

To her delight, Reverend Thomas appeared to be seriously considering this option.

“I could ask my father for the locksmith’s name and bring it with me next time.” She tried to sound casual but could hear an unnatural brightness in her tone. “But, if you are prepared to wait for the one that is already engaged…” She let the thought trail off. Waiting was not something her superior enjoyed.

After what felt to her like an interminable moment of reflection, the librarian said simply, “Ask him, if you would. Better to take action than to complain at the lack of it.”

“Of course. I mean to say, I will ask him directly when I return home.”

Weary from the exertion of circling the room, Reverend Thomas took himself back to his chair.

Hecate could not let the moment pass. She inquired carefully, “And what of the book that is now kept in the sacristy? The one that sustained some scorch marks, I recall, and you decided it should be secured elsewhere until the cabinet locks were replaced. When the locksmith has done his work, can it be returned to the cabinet where it belongs?”

Much depended on his answer. It had so far proved impossible to discover where the keys to the sacristy and the strongbox within it were kept. Aside from the banned book of spells, the room housed the highly valuable cathedral silver and was carefully secured. As long as the book remained there, it was beyond her reach. Even the magic of Hekate’s key could not be used blindly. If he put the book back in the library cabinet and Mr. Sadiki fashioned the new locks …

“Oh, no. I gave the matter great consideration and decided a more fitting place for that particular book was needed. It really has no business being in a place of Christian worship. I have a colleague who is chief librarian at the University of Exeter. He has a collection of esoteric volumes and tomes, all of which are kept under guard, lock and key. I must say I was relieved when he agreed to take the book.”

“You are sending it away! Away from our own library?” Hecate was horrified.

“It was not a decision I took lightly, but I spoke to the bishop and have his blessing. I will take the book myself, on Friday next.”

“A week…”

“It is an unfair burden for us. We do not have the resources to keep it as it should be kept.” He looked at her then, and she saw genuine concern in his expression. She knew he was thinking of how she had tried to use the book. She and her father had explained her actions away, the dean given little information beyond her grief for John and an overactive imagination.

In that moment she felt renewed hope that the master of the library could not be the one who was employed to summon the spirits. Her investigations had confirmed that the book could only work in the cathedral, proximity to the map being vital. If Reverend Thomas was prepared to have it kept elsewhere, he could not know of the importance of its position. He could not be the one using it. It was a convincing argument, but she could not entirely believe it. What if he planned only to take the book out of the security of the cathedral but keep it for his own use? She knew nothing of his connection with the University of Exeter; he might be spinning a story in order to take the book and hide it who-knew-where. She felt panic that the book, which was vital to her plan to return the Resurgent Spirits to their rightful place, was about to be moved beyond her reach. Added to which, she felt guilt and frustration for letting the book pass through her hands in the first place. She had once held it, and now she was about to lose it.

In her peripheral vision Brother Michael clasped and unclasped his hands anxiously, fading and reappearing as he did so.

“Reverend Thomas, might I make us some tea?” Hecate asked, keeping her voice level. “I heard that Mrs. White has replenished the biscuit tin with shortbread, and, well, I know you do not encourage refreshments in the library, but given your lack of sleep, perhaps we could make an exception.… A little sugar to fuel our endeavors this morning?”

He hesitated only for form’s sake. “On this occasion, yes. We have nothing on our desks as yet. You may fetch tea. And shortbread. But be quick.”

“Of course,” she said, stepping out of the room before he could change his mind.

Brother Michael caught up with her halfway down the stairs. They conversed in whispers. His own voice was not audible to anyone but Hecate, but hers could travel up the twisting turret if she were not careful.

“My dear child, what a calamity! That he should even consider removing the book from the collection!”

“I agree with you, that it belongs here and in that cabinet. More importantly, now, for it to move beyond our reach would be disastrous.”

“I know you mean to use it again yourself, but it is such a dangerous thing. Consider what took place on the last occasion you spoke the words on its pages.”

“Then, as now, the spells in that book are what call forth and what return the spirits to their rightful places. Whoever is summoning these long-dead souls in the name of the Essedenes continues their work. Inspector Winter has confirmed and indeed has shown me evidence of an increasing number of Embodied Spirits. Dangerous or not, it is vital that I have access to that book. And we know the spells will not work anywhere but in the cathedral. It must be close to the map.”

“If the master of the library is set on taking it elsewhere, I cannot see what you can do to persuade him,” said the monk.

She shook her head. “He is unlikely to listen to much I have to say on the matter, not after the fire and my part in it. Oh, it’s so maddening! We have to hide behind half-truths and now we cannot ever explain to him why the book must stay. Besides, I cannot take the risk of trusting him. Not yet.”

“Neither you nor your father could be certain Reverend Thomas was not involved in the Essedenes’ terrible work. You had no choice but to be cautious.”

“Well, that caution may cost us everything.” Her hand instinctively went to the brooch on her dress. “If I do not act swiftly, I will fail.”

Brother Michael moved closer to her, the chill of him making her own breath visible in the supernaturally cool air.

“There is no other course, you are sure of it? You must use the Essedenes’ own magic to undo their terrible deeds?”

“I must. And I have less than a week to find a way to get to that book.”
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At one o’clock, as promised, she went to find Gil in the transept. She could not stop herself looking for John as she made her way down the north aisle. Was he always present, always watching her, she wondered. She had not heard him play his music for some days now, and it troubled her to think she had displeased him. She resolved to find time and the opportunity to speak to him when she could. For now, however, she had made an arrangement and she would stick to it. It occurred to her that all followers of Hekate might similarly have found themselves dancing upon the line between the living and the dead, inhabiting both realms at one and the same time. She had to remind herself where she truly belonged.

Gil smiled as he saw her approach.

She stopped in front of him, hands on her hips, and gazed up at the towering window.

“Even obscured by the scaffolding, it is beautiful,” she said. “Is it the oldest in the cathedral, do you know?”

“It is not, though it is one of the most prominent, visible from the city.”

“A fact which no doubt went some way to securing the funds for its restoration,” she said. “It shows saints, I think. And … angels?”

He nodded. “And more. Come, you will see better close up.”

He held out his hand and she took it. They walked together to the short ladder and he guided her onto it. Her skirts were a nuisance, and she was thankful for Stella’s needlework skills. The few inches of shortening made the climb possible and safer. After eight rungs she reached the first of the scaffold platforms, formed of three broad wooden planks laid across a framework of poles. On the outer side, there was another rail to prevent workers from stepping back and falling. There was nothing to stop her falling against the glass should she stumble, however, which was unsettling.

“How strong is it? The window?” she asked as Gil stepped off the ladder to stand beside her.

“The glass is fragile but the iron frame in which it sits, and the tracery around the images … those are strong enough to hold you, should you lose your balance.”

“Is my trepidation so apparent?”

“’Tis a reasonable reaction to where you find yourself. Most experience something similar.” He reached out and touched a pane of blue glass. “Such a window is not unlike a person,” he told her. “The skin may be delicate, but the bones beneath are strong.”

She saw from his expression how much he treasured the priceless work of art he was charged with repairing.

He indicated the iron tracery. “There are many ways to house the colored glass. Some pieces are held in a metal framework, like so.” He ran his finger around the shape of a figure, contained by a black, aged line of iron. “It is held by the cut, the fit, and solder, melted and then set, see?” He pointed at the lines of a lighter, shinier metal. “Other pieces are broader, the glass not colored in its making, but painted, as the face, here.”

She lifted her gaze to examine the pale face of the saint. She could see now that this part of the window was different, the image indeed constructed of paint, its details picked out finely, with fewer lines of metal to hold it in place.

Gil continued. “Decisions as to design are made so that the desired effect can be achieved. Should the window need greater durability? Is the richness of color more important? How will the light fall through it and what effect will that give?” He paused, turning to look at her then. “And of course, cost. The finer the window the more expensive.”

“As with so many things. And yet, somehow, close up, there is a simplicity that cannot be seen from a distance. How is that? One would think the opposite would be true?”

“A window of stained glass tells a story, and are we not all taught as children how to listen to tales? The window we see from a distance is more than a collection of colors and shapes; it is a message. It has a context we understand. Our eyes may see blue, but our minds tell us the Virgin Mary wore that color. We may find the red and white of that flag striking, but an Englishman’s heart whispers to him of St. George, his queen, and his country.”

“More than merely pretty colors then?”

“Aye, a great deal more.”

“You make it sound like poetry,” she said.

They stood together in silence then, thoughtful, united by the shared experience of the craft, the art, and the politics behind what Gil and his family had dedicated their lives to. Part of a tradition of centuries and generations.

“It is quite something that you are engaged in, Mr. Wheatley,” she said.

“We are both custodians of the past, are we not? But I beg you, do not break the magic of this moment, Hecate. Am I not Gil to you?”

She found herself unable to answer at once. She had climbed the scaffold to look at a window, but now she herself was being looked at, studied, considered. She met and held his gaze. He did not waver. She refused to be flustered. If he expected her to lower her eyes, to be demure, he did not know her well. She let her gaze sweep over him, slowly, deliberately, taking in his dark hair, broad shoulders, strong body. When she at last looked him in the eyes again, he was smiling.

“Gil,” she said simply, and found herself returning his smile. “And now that we have discussed the window and our names, won’t you speak of the matter that you assured me was so urgent?”

His expression altered. The seriousness she had seen before returned.

“Since first we came here, me and my father … since we started work on the window…” He faltered, stopped, started again. “I have observed you,” he said, “going about your duties, moving through the cathedral.”

Hecate shifted a little, uncomfortable at the thought of having been watched, wondering in which direction a conversation that began in such a way could go.

“Do not misunderstand me, please,” he said, reaching as if to take her hand and then thinking better of it. “You have friends here,” he went on. “Those who care greatly about you.”

“I am fortunate to work among colleagues who are kind and patient with a lowly assistant librarian. I hope I am proving my worth.”

“’Tis more than that. I do not speak only of the clergy. I speak of your particular friends.”

“Particular?” She looked at him more closely then, beginning to understand and yet not quite believing what she was hearing.

“There are those who do not hold with the term ‘ghosts’ for they consider it close to blasphemy. And in a place such as this, well, we can allow them that opinion, I think. There is only one Holy Ghost, after all.”

“Ghost…?”

“For myself, I do not consider naming such … that is…” He snatched his cap from his head, exasperated at his own fumbling explanation. “’Tis as well I do not rely upon words for my living,” he said, running a hand through his hair before taking a breath and trying once more. “I know that you converse with those who have passed over. I know that you see them, because I see them also.”

Hecate opened her mouth to reply but found she was unable to speak. His revelation was as unexpected as it was astonishing.

Gil gabbled on, nervously filling the space in the conversation, clearly uncertain what her reaction would be.

“When I was a lad, I thought it was commonplace, to speak with the spirits of those no longer with us. They were my companions. My mother, I believe, had the same gift, the gift you and I share, but she herself passed when I was a small boy. She has never appeared to me, and I consider that strange, do you not agree? I still wonder if one day she will visit me, when I least expect it. I understand people are fearful of specters, of things that are not of this earthly realm, but I have never found their presence alarming. Quite the contrary, truth be told. After all, why would folk who were good in life be wicked in death? It was such a surprise to me, to see you speaking with spirits, in the way that you do, in a friendly fashion. I have never met another like myself, another who can converse with…”

“Souls,” she said, finding her voice at last. “They prefer to be called souls. Or at least, those here in the cathedral do. My father calls them my phantom friends.”

“You have told your father?”

“Naturally. He does not share my … our gift, but his profession as an archeologist has seen him spend most of his working life among the dead. He understands.”

Gil was smiling now. “Well, that is most gratifying. Most reassuring, yes, to know that your ability is so readily accepted by your family.”

“Ah, my mother, on the other hand, would be less understanding. Does Mr. Wheatley know of your … particular friends?”

“We have never spoken of it but, yes, I believe he does.”

“And have you attempted to converse with any of the lost souls here in the cathedral? They have not mentioned you.”

“I was not certain of the wisdom of revealing my … my gift. I could not be sure of their reaction.”

“But you were sure of mine?”

“Sure enough to risk ridicule. Rejection. Exposure.”

She smiled at him then, feeling herself filled with a lightness, a hope, a relief, she thought it, to realize that she was not alone in her peculiarity. She took his hand in hers. “Your secret is safe with me, Gil,” she told him. “Just as I know you will keep mine.”

He squeezed her hand and they stood there, the moment stretching, their shared talent a bond between them that each knew could never be broken.



The day of her appointment at the Fosse was almost too pretty for such a dangerous and important event. The blue of the sky and the white of the lambswool clouds it sported were reflected in the glistening water of the river. Hecate and her father had taken a circuitous route to their destination, both of them being too agitated to remain in the house a minute longer. She was glad she had chosen her lightest checked cotton dress. Clemmie thought the brown drab, but to her it felt businesslike, and her golden cameo provided a glowing detail. She chose not to wear a hat and enjoyed the warm breeze about her ears, her bright hair tamed by one of Stella’s increasingly expert French plaits. She found her mind returning again and again to her conversation with Gil. The revelation that he, too, could see and converse with ghosts had had a profound effect upon her. She felt seen. Understood. There was now a closeness between them she would not know with another. She had promised him that at the earliest possible moment she would introduce him to her spectral friends. She wanted to share all there was to tell about the Essedenes, but there had not yet been time. When she had told her father of Gil’s gift, he had been glad to hear it, reasoning that they had a new ally in their battle. For today, though, their focus must be on their adversary.

Her hound loped along at her side, apparently enjoying the activity. They had arrived at Mill Street far too early, which was why they took a detour to the river. Earlier, they had spent over an hour rehearsing her questions, her plan for talking with Tiberius Harper on his own, and her signal should she require her father’s assistance. He would position himself on Castle Street, out of the sight line of the house, but, as Hecate had so eloquently put it, within earshot of any screaming.

“I will be perfectly safe,” she told him, twirling a dandelion clock in her fingers, watching the dislodged seeds fly away on the breeze above the water. “He has nothing to gain by doing me harm in his own house when so many people know he has invited me.”

“Nevertheless…”

“You know I am right, else you would not have agreed to my going alone. It is you who have brought me up to be independent, after all.”

He smiled then. “Let’s see, shall I blame myself for making you so, or claim credit for it? The latter, I think, for there can be no greater protection than to be self-sufficient.”

She dropped the rest of the flower into the river and turned to take his arm. “You have brought me up to know what is right, and to believe in my own ability to act accordingly.”

He took out his pipe and bit on the stem, patting his pockets in search of his tobacco pouch. “Hmm, I might have had an easier life had I left well alone. Let your mother do her worst, turn you into a wifely young woman.”

“I’d say you’ve both done your best, though Mother has had the harder task. Am I not my father’s daughter? Would you have wanted a life of quiet domesticity?” She reached into his jacket pocket, found his tobacco, and handed it to him.

He loaded his pipe, lit it, and puffed for a moment or two. A family of ducks sped by, carried on the swift water, the ducklings as weightless as the dandelion clock. The mother duck quacked, and Hecate’s hound cocked his ears. The May blossom in the nearby hedgerow thrummed to the sound of honeybees. The sun was sufficiently warm to induce drowsiness in those it touched. In the park, on the far side of the river, small children chased each other around a copper beech. Families picnicked on rugs. Elderly couples sat upon the wooden benches. Two boys raced across the grass, faster and faster, finally succeeding in getting their yellow kite launched into the blueness above, where infuriated swallows swooped at it.

When she spoke again, Hecate’s voice was serious. “They have no notion of what peril waits for them in the shadows,” she murmured. “They do not deserve to have their lives threatened in such a way, Papa. We must all of us do what we are called to do. Otherwise, what is our purpose?”

He looked down at her, pulling her close for a hug and kissing the top of her head.

“They could none of them wish for a finer champion,” he said.

“Well then,” she said, taking his hand and leading him back up the path and away from the river.

The Fosse was a splendid Regency villa, built to the specifications of an ambitious wealthy farmer—or more likely his wife. It was a house that declared its credentials of style and money not so much with a shout, as a triumphant fanfare. Look at me, it insisted, and who could resist? It was not especially large, but what it lacked in scale it made up for in flair and grace. As was the fashion of the day, it was asymmetrical, its front door sitting between the first and second full-length windows, while the house extended to a third window to the left, with a coach house attached. There were three floors, the walls creamy stucco with white-painted masonry picking out the windows and doors, the fishtail roof tiles slick slate, with a green-copper-roofed tower off-center. Its most remarkable features were its seven slender chimneys, also plastered and cream; its first-floor orangery of fine Georgian glass; and the many octagonal panes that made up the numerous full-length windows. The effect was both charming and somewhat regal. The house was situated at the entrance to a small, tree-lined park, overlooking an ancient mill pond. It was set back from the footpath behind ornamental iron railings and a short reach of garden consisting of box hedges, clipped into beds filled with rosebushes. To the right was a walled garden.

Hecate stepped up to the front door and worked the bellpull. Her hound seemed roused from his earlier drowsiness, his ears cocked, his expression alert.

The door was opened by a petite maid in a crisply starched uniform. Clearly expecting two people, she was taken aback to see a lone young woman and an enormous dog.

“Don’t worry about him,” Hecate told her. “His manners are better than my own.”

Wordlessly, the maid let them in, and they followed her up the broad wooden staircase to the main reception room. Echoing the habits of grander houses, this was on the first floor, with two long windows giving a fine view of the mill pond and park below. A marble fireplace of impressive proportions sat between the windows, unlit, as the day was so warm. The furniture was refined and of the highest quality, as were the paintings and objets d’art that decorated the room. As she was taking in her surroundings, footsteps heralded the arrival of her host. She turned to find Tiberius Harper, charming smile in place, striding toward her. He was elegantly dressed, if a little formally for the time of day, his clothes quite theatrical, consisting of a buff jacket with tails and a claret cummerbund.

“Ah, Miss Cavendish, how delightfully singular you look. And I see your father has delegated his duties as escort to another. What a handsome fellow.” He bestowed a broad but cool smile upon the hound.

“My father sends his apologies,” she said, giving him no excuse for Edward’s absence. Mr. Harper reached out as if to take her hand in the old-fashioned way of bowing over it, perhaps even kissing it. She was not wearing gloves and hesitated, not wanting to have him touch her flesh. However, she had no wish to show any fear, so she began to raise her hand. It was then she became aware of a low rumbling sound. It took her a moment to realize it was coming from her hound. She looked down at him and saw his top lip was curled back, revealing supernaturally long and sharp teeth, the growl within him building. In that instant he was transformed from a faithful pet to one of Hekate’s hellhounds. She dropped her hand, letting it fall by her side, and turned to see how her host was reacting to the hound’s true nature.

It was as if he had forgotten her presence. His expression hardened, the smile quickly disappearing. He met and held the dog’s stare, the two of them locked in each other’s gaze as wild animals might be before striking. The hound’s growl continued. To Hecate’s astonishment, the man in front of her began to match the noise, emitting his own rasping sound while curling his lip, revealing his own gleaming teeth. Teeth that were suddenly too sharp, too many, caging a tongue which, though she only glimpsed it, was too long.

And then, in a heartbeat, all trace of the man’s inner horror vanished. Once again his face was serene, handsome, pleasant even. He shifted his gaze toward her. She did not flinch. She had seen what he was, the truth of him, and he knew it. She was astonished at the swiftness of the revelation, but not the fact of it. She had known what he was the instant she met him at Phileas’s picnic. It seemed he had been unaware of her ability to detect the presence of an Embodied Spirit.

“As your companion has so eloquently alerted you to my … secret, let us dispense with the charade. Let there be no pretense between us, Miss Cavendish.”

“I am all for that.”

“Come, sit. Minnie will bring us tea. I do love the English tradition,” he said, leading her to a small table set at one of the windows. He pulled out a velvet cushioned chair for her and she sat, the hound choosing to stand beside her. He did not for one second take his eyes off their host, though he had ceased his growling.

Mr. Harper took the seat opposite just as the maid returned with a tray of tea things. There followed a few minutes of tense silence while fine bone china with a dainty floral pattern was set before them. A similarly pretty teapot was placed on a trivet in the center of the little table, a silver jug of extra hot water with it. The maid was dismissed with a polite thank-you, her employer choosing to serve the tea himself. He poured Darjeeling into the cups, offered her milk and sugar, both of which she took, and then filled a second cup. Hecate sipped her scalding drink. As she watched him do the same, she could not put from her mind that freakish tongue and imagined it dipping into the hot tea.

“You intrigue me, Miss Cavendish,” he said, setting his cup down in its saucer. “Naturally I take an interest in all followers of the Goddess of the Threshold, but there is something refreshingly independent about you. Irreverent, almost. Tell me, how did you first come to know that you were a child of Hekate?”

She drank a little more of her own tea, taking her time. She would not allow her adversary to set the pace of the interaction. This was her opportunity to glean as much information as possible about Lord Brocket’s plans. She would squeeze every last drop of value from it.

“I, too, have questions,” she said. “I propose a trade. A question asked; an answer given. Each of us in turn.”

“To arrive at a better understanding?”

“Quite so.”

“Very well. Shall I be gallant and insist you ask the first question?”

“We need not waste time debating the point. Gallantry, or the illusion of it, can serve as good a reason as any for the order.”

“Then I await interrogation,” he said, leaning back in his chair, crossing his long legs, making a show of looking a little nervous when clearly he was not.

Hecate had many questions ready, but she could not know when her host would tire of the game. Should she ask the boldest, most important ones first, or was that to risk him refusing to give her any answers after all? “Compromise” was never her watchword, yet she did not want to return empty-handed to her father as a result of being reckless. But then again, she had no patience for caution, not there, not with such an adversary.

“Your namesake corresponded with Father Ignatius during the attack on Piedmont Abbey. Was that Tiberius Harper your ancestor?” The details she and her father had uncovered regarding an earlier uprising of Resurgent Spirits had mentioned her host’s name. Hecate did not believe in coincidences.

“Oh, so that’s how it is to be? Leaping in where others might fear to tread. I can see I will not be disappointed in you,” he said, smiling. “My ancestor … no. That is to say, he is not some distant forebear.”

“Not?”

“Come now, Miss Cavendish, what is the end point of this hypothesis? Were he my great-great-great something or other, why would I be as I am? Was he not safely in England, writing those letters to the poor monk, while in France, hell had been, quite literally, unleashed?”

“Is that your question to me?”

“Ha!” He slapped his thigh, startling the hound. “I see you will give no quarter.”

“Lord Brocket, or rather his ancestors at Brockhampton Manor, had a connection to someone at Piedmont. That we know. We considered the possibility that this connection, a man by the name of Habington, had returned to England. You may have heard of the family connection to the events in France in which your ancestor himself had a small connection and traveled here to find out more.”

“Is that an answer? Oh dear, it won’t hold much water. Why would a descendant of the author of those letters bother with what had taken place centuries ago only to put himself in the way of danger? No.” He held up a hand. “That is not another question. It was merely rhetorical. My question to you is again, when did you discover who you truly are?”

“This year, when my father gave me the gift of Hekate’s brooch,” she said, touching the cameo on her dress. She felt it tremble. “He told me how he had been given a prophecy about his unborn daughter, and how the brooch is a symbol of the goddess’s faith in me, and mine in her.”

He nodded at this, his face suggesting the answer was both fair and interesting. That she was holding nothing back. “Your turn, I believe,” he said.

“Who is summoning the spirits, and under whose instruction?”

“Two questions! That won’t do now, will it?”

Hecate took a steadying breath, determined not to be agitated.

“Who summons them?” she asked, her heart pounding. There were three names on her short list, though she had recently all but removed Reverend Thomas from it.

“No, I don’t think I shall give you that,” he said, toying with her. “I will give you a bigger prize.” He smiled, the charming expression on such a handsome face turning her stomach when she thought of the rotten truth it masked. “You are to be congratulated, Miss Cavendish, for you are one of the few people ever to encounter numerous Embodied Spirits and live to tell the tale. Well, now you may add me to that number, but I am too vain to allow you to think me simply another spirit, summoned and then accommodated in an unwilling person. No, that will not serve my purpose. Not with you.” He took another sip of tea, deliberately keeping her waiting. At last he said, “I am not descended from the original Tiberius Harper because I am the original Tiberius Harper, or at least, he was my first host. The man who wrote those letters, getting no reply, and concerned for the safety of his friend, traveled to the abbey. Despite being forewarned of the dangers, he considered himself able to fend off any assault. He overestimated his abilities. He underestimated … mine.”

“You took him as your host.”

“He put up very little resistance. Such a gift for a Resurgent Spirit. A wealthy man of learning and social standing. As him, I was able to flee the resistance in the town and make my life quietly, biding my time.”

“But … if you were Embodied in that attack, that would make you…”

“Three hundred years old, give or take. Of course, this rather appealing body is not that of my first host, dear me, no. It does not do to linger beyond a sensible age. Bodies are prone to injury, to disease, to becoming frail. Best to jump ship before the vessel sinks.”

“You moved to a new host … how many times?”

“Another question? I fear we did not successfully establish the rules of our little game. No matter. How many times? Let me see, some are more memorable than others. In general, twenty years and one has had the best of a person. So … fourteen? Fifteen, perhaps?”

“All those souls taken. All those lives tragically ended, leaving behind broken hearts.”

“Now, you are not going to take a turn for the sentimental, are you, Miss Cavendish? I had thought more of you.”

“It is not my sentiment that grieves for those murdered; it is my belief in justice.”

“A little pompous, but I will let you have that, put it down to youth. Justice is so subjective, isn’t it? Was it just that the Essedenes were slaughtered, families, elders, all indiscriminately killed in the cause of another? Was it just that the few who escaped were banished to roam homeless, rootless, without security or respect, for centuries? Why is it just for others to kill for their race, their homeland, their cause, but not just for me and my kind to do so? Your justice is not the given right you believe it to be.”

“People are killed in battles, in wars. There is justice in fighting for what is good and right. You—your kind, as you put it—you skulk in the shadows, emerging from the darkness to slay the innocent and unprotected.”

“We are simply doing what is necessary to survive.” He leaned forward suddenly, elbows on the table, eyes bright. “We are not so different as you would like to think, you and I. We utilize our wits, our knowledge, our skills, at times our physical strength, in order to defeat those who threaten us and our tribe. We act as we must, driven, focused, prepared to risk all for what we believe to be right.”

Hecate had to force herself not to recoil. “You and I are nothing alike. Nothing at all.”

“How I wish you could see it! I am determined that you shall, for I have a proposition for you.”

“You will agree to send all the Resurgent Spirits back where they belong, leave this city, give up the name of your summoner, and never work with the Essedenes’ curses again? I trust that is what you have in mind, for nothing else will interest me.”

“I propose an alliance! You and I!”

Hecate was genuinely shocked. “I see now that in addition to being monstrous you are also insane.”

“On the contrary, my idea makes perfect sense. I am the oldest living Embodied Spirit, the most powerful, knowledgeable, and dangerous of the Essedenes’ warriors. You are the newest of Hekate’s children, her magic, her strength, her gifts in your very soul only awaiting the moment they are realized! Imagine what we would be capable of together. We would be an unstoppable force, unassailable!”

“You are in the grip of a delusion!” When he reached across the table to snatch at her hand, she could not stop herself from springing to her feet. The hound edged forward, placing himself between Hecate and her foe.

He withdrew his hand, his excitement turning to cold fury. Still he did not rise from his chair but sat immobile, tense, filled with menace.

“You refuse my offer of a partnership? Have a care. Consider what you reject, for the offer will not be made a second time. Join me, or declare yourself my enemy forever.”

“I refuse it. Utterly and completely. I came here to tell you that you will fail, and you will fail because of me. Make no mistake, Mr. Harper, the end of your reign of terror is close, and I shall be there to see it.”

He gave an elaborate shrug, affecting boredom, nonchalance. “So be it. In which case, let battle commence.”

She stepped forward, so close that the toes of her brown boots almost touched his expensive Italian leather shoes. She leaned over him, any fear she might have felt replaced by her own rage. Rage at his arrogance, his wickedness, and his actions.

“You are wrong,” she told him. “Battle has already commenced. The day you sent your foul spirits into my home, the day they attempted to steal my brother’s body and smother his soul, the day they murdered John, that is when the fight between you and I began. And it is that day I will see you pay for, you and all your kind.”

She did not wait for a response. She swept past him, the cotton of her dress brushing against him as she went, the brief contact making her shiver even as she strode from the room, down the wide staircase, and out of the beautiful but tainted house, her hound following in her footsteps.
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Hecate went directly from the Fosse to see Mr. Sadiki. Her father accompanied her on the short walk while she breathlessly told him of what she had learned of Tiberius Harper’s origins, and of his shocking proposition. They agreed that there was now even greater urgency to acquire the banned book from the sacristy.

“The spirits—Resurgent and Embodied—must be returned,” Hecate said as they marched on. “All of them.”

“I fear now war has been declared you are in even greater peril, daughter.”

They had arrived at the shop front, and she turned to put her hand over his.

“I know it. I am not afraid.”

“I am afraid for you.”

“Better to act, then. I will press Mr. Sadiki for a way to get at that book. It is being moved on Friday, so we have but a few days.” She looked at him seriously. “Father, will you come in with me? I want you to meet Mr. Sadiki.”

“The question is, will Mr. Sadiki wish to meet me?”

“Let us find out,” she said, turning the door handle. Her hound loped in at her side, Edward following.

They found the old man at the counter, standing in the small pool of light cast by a single lamp. He peered over his wire-rimmed spectacles, taking in first the animal, and then the stranger.

“I have important news, Mr. Sadiki,” Hecate blurted out, “and we—that is to say, my father and I—came straight here to share it with you.” She made the introductions, her father stepping forward to offer his hand.

“I am glad to meet you,” he said. “Hecate has spoken to me of how much you have helped her.”

Mr. Sadiki came out from behind the high counter. If he was surprised to see the hound, he gave no sign of it. Instead, he moved closer to Edward, taking his hand, his own bony fingers offering a surprisingly tight grip as he shook it.

“I am not the first of my family to stand in your presence,” he said.

“Oh? Forgive me, I do not recall meeting another Sadiki.…”

“They went by another name. It was long ago.” He waved vaguely at his own face. “The family resemblance would be hard to see, but you remember the moment. You have told your daughter of it. The story of how she came by her name. How she came by that brooch.”

“Ah! The peddler, in Mesopotamia. That was indeed a lifetime ago, but you are correct. I will never forget it.”

“Nor I,” Hecate said, for the facts of the origin of her name and how it was connected to the cameo, only recently revealed to her, had changed everything. Her father had recounted meeting the traveler on one of his archeological digs, and of how that seemingly unimportant person had pressed the brooch into his hand. They had explained the queen of witches and keeper of the threshold, Hekate, was depicted, with her crescent moon, snake, and key. They had told him that his daughter would be a follower of the goddess, and must take her name, and that one day her destiny would be revealed. How long he had waited to share that knowledge with her. When she had shared with him the secret of her being friend to phantoms, he had known the time had come to tell her of the mysterious peddler, to give her the brooch. Neither of them would ever know for how many years he had been observed by Mr. Sadiki’s kin, but the goddess had guided them. They had always known how important, how blessed, his daughter would be.

Hecate brought her mind back to focus on the matter at hand.

“I have come directly from speaking with Tiberius Harper,” she said, eager to share what she had learned. She hurriedly spilled the story, her words tumbling out—abbey, letters, spirits, alliance, battle—her aim to make him see the imminent danger and the urgency of her mission.

“It is imperative I have access to the banned book. Now that we have both shown our hand, there is no reason for delay, on either part. On the contrary, it is likely Mr. Harper will set the next phase of his plans in motion, and I strongly believe the first step will be to stop me from getting hold of the returning spell again. By whatever means.”

Mr. Sadiki adjusted his spectacles and regarded her closely. She felt transparent beneath his scrutiny. At last he moved behind the high counter again. He indicated the tall stools at the end of it.

“Sit,” he said.

She and her father did as they were told. The hound, sensing they were in a place of safety, lay flat on the floor, stretching out his slender limbs with a sigh. The old man dug deep in a cupboard, emerging with a dusty tin box. It held within another box, this time wooden, old and roughly made. He set it on the counter and brought the lamp nearer. They leaned forward the better to see the contents as he opened it. Inside, upon a drab piece of cloth, there was a single key. He picked it up and held it to the light.

There was nothing remarkable about its appearance. It was made of gray metal, approximately the size of a common front-door key, with a flat, oval handle and a wedge-like end piece. Hecate saw then that it was a blank, without any teeth, awaiting the key cutter’s skills to carve it into the required shape to fit a specific lock.

Mr. Sadiki spread the cloth out on the counter and placed the key upon it, treating it with care, almost reverence, so that, despite its plainness, they all knew it was something special. He peered at her over his spectacles once more and she felt herself appraised.

“What will guide you in cutting it?” her father asked. “I mean to say, the door to the sacristy is large, its lock substantial, and does not look out of the ordinary, but it would have been custom made, for security. The most valuable silver goblets, plates, candlesticks, thuribles, and so forth are all kept there. I cannot imagine it is a simple mechanism. Will the key fit?”

“There are times,” Mr. Sadiki replied in his whispery voice, “we are better served not to question our actions, but to simply give the answer.”

“Which is?”

“The key will fit the lock. Wait here.” He picked it up and disappeared through the door into the workshop at the back.

As they waited they could hear sounds of file rasping against metal, followed by wire wool polishing. After only a few minutes he returned and placed the finished key in front of her upon the counter. He had cut three prongs into the blank, and two jagged teeth into each of those.

“It looks … commonplace,” she said.

“Look more closely.”

She narrowed her eyes, leaning over the high counter as best she could, squinting in the patchy light of the lamp. Seeing nothing of note, she picked it up to turn it over. She was aware of the key on her brooch reacting to this contact. The tiny golden key was suspended from the cameo by a gold ring. Now, in close proximity to the larger metal key, it began spinning again. On the reverse side, she found a tiny hole near the handle. She held the key closer to the light. “It looks like a keyhole,” she murmured, looking up at Mr. Sadiki. “Did you cut that, too?” she asked. “What is it for?”

“As I have said; do not ask the question, rather give the answer.”

Trying not to show her irritation at the cryptic nature of his response, she ran her finger over the key. “It does feel like something should fit, a tiny key … oh.” She smiled then, and took hold of the golden key on her brooch. The instant she did so it detached itself from its hook, trembling between her fingers. She held the larger key up to the light and pushed the tiny one into the hole. It was a perfect fit. Instinctively, she turned it. The iron key suddenly became hot. So hot she nearly dropped it. She felt it move, as if some internal transformation was under way. And then, as she watched, the prongs and their teeth altered, growing larger, then smaller, longer, then shorter, until at last they returned to their workaday shape and fell motionless. “But … it has gone back to how it was before, to how you cut it. The change was fleeting. It did not remain more than a moment.”

“Extraordinary,” her father muttered.

Mr. Sadiki closed the wooden key box and set it back inside the tin one. This, he snapped shut. “In that case, when the moment comes to use it, do not hesitate. Do not misstep. Do not falter.” He turned and shut the box away in the cupboard before walking toward his living quarters at the rear of the shop. His movements were those of a tired, frail old man. “The prize is there for you,” he told her breathlessly as he went. “Remember, when you have the answer, there is no necessity to question anything.”

“But I do have one more question for you,” she called after him. “Please, only give me an answer to this and I shall go.”

She waited. He had disappeared into the gloom of the doorway but she could hear his labored breathing. She saw him reemerge just a little, so that the lamplight glinted in one lens of his spectacles, the rest of him remaining in darkness.

“Tell me,” she asked, “if you had this … this magic key, why did you not give it to me sooner? I could have used it for all the locks, throughout the cathedral and the cabinet of banned books.… I need not have taken the risk of getting impressions of the original keys. Why did you not think to let me have it then?”

“You think I should give such a powerful object to one unproven? Such magic can only be wielded by those who are true followers.” He paused, the movement of the light in his glasses indicating a slow nod of his head. “You have proved yourself worthy. Do not now prove me a poor judge.” So saying he shuffled out of sight.

Hecate heard him sitting heavily in his old chair by the fireplace. She and her father exchanged glances.

“It seems it is time to go,” he said.

She nodded, wrapped the key in its cloth, and tucked it into the deep pocket in her skirt. The hound got to his feet, stretching and yawning, apparently sleepy, yet by the time she reached the other side of the room he had trotted past her to stand guard in the street while she turned the sign to CLOSED and pulled the door shut. Together, the three of them hurried toward home.



Hecate passed the remainder of the weekend either in conspiratorial conversation with her father, or with her head deep in their collection of books, searching for, as Mr. Sadiki put it, not more questions, rather answers, which he insisted they already had. By Sunday evening they had decided upon their course of action. She would take the new key and attempt to reach the banned book in the sacristy with it the following night. There was no time for pretense; she would simply take the book and trust to the fact that it would not be missed until the scheduled day of Reverend Thomas’s departure, which was to be Friday. Her father would keep watch and then the two would repair to the crypt where she would read the incantation for returning the spirits to their rightful place. After the near calamitous fire, they had decided against using the library. She would alert her phantom friends to assist her. She felt no trepidation, only a fierce determination. This was what she had been called to do, and she would not falter.

That Monday morning, however, presented her with an entirely different task. One she was happy to undertake, and one that she saw as a brief pause in her serious work, something that would buoy her up with its happiness. She had agreed to accompany Clementine to the offices of the Hereford Times newspaper in order to place the announcement of her engagement to Wilhelm. Clemmie arrived at Hafod Road early and had her driver drop them off in High Town. The hound enjoyed what was possibly his first carriage ride, pushing his nose out of the window so that the air caused his ears to flap.

They walked the short distance down Frome Street to the workaday redbrick building that housed the offices and the press for the paper. As they were about to enter, Hecate had the feeling that she was being observed. She stopped, turned, scanning the street, but could see no one suspicious. A barrow boy selling fruit was rounding the corner. Two elderly ladies continued their slow progress down the narrow road. A businessman, his back to her, was studying something in a shop window. All looked as it should be. Nonetheless, the sensation of being watched was powerful. She was not surprised, for she had been on her guard for weeks, but such a habit was both wearying and apt to make her jumpy. She glanced down at her hound, reassured that he showed no signs of alarm.

“Something the matter?” Clemmie asked.

Hecate smiled at her. “Nothing at all. Come along, let us get this engagement of yours officially announced before impatience overwhelms you,” she said, taking her friend’s arm and steering her inside with only the briefest backward glance. She left the hound to stand guard on the doorstep.

It was a simple business, easily accomplished. A young man called Arthur—a clerk who revealed he had dreams of being a writer for the paper—took down the details with great care. Hecate watched Clemmie’s face as she said the word “engagement” and the name of her fiancé. The delight shone out of her. Her future would be filled with wedding plans and thoughts of travel to see Count von Kessler’s family home, and then more plans about where they would set up their lives together as husband and wife. To Hecate it all seemed so perfectly right and lovely, for Clementine. For herself, now that John had gone, now that she knew of her own peculiar talents and gifts, it seemed an impossibility. More and more she was coming to realize that her destiny as a child of Hekate, her ability to talk with the dead, her calling to fight the Essedenes and indeed all those who might threaten the cathedral and its souls, lost or found, did not allow room for anything else. How could she be a wife? A mother? Run a household? Meet the obligations of a woman with a home and family? It would be wrong to try. The thought did not fill her with sadness, as it might had she still her feelings for John to consider, and his for her. It was simply the way things were, and that realization allowed her to be happy for her dear friend and to share in her excitement.

“Hecate, would you read it for me? Tell me if you consider the wording too formal. Mama was determined it should be simple, but I wonder if it might not seem, oh, I don’t know, a little uncertain?”

Hecate leaned over the clerk’s writing pad and read the notice.

“‘Lord and Lady Twyford-Harris of Holme Lacy House, Hereford, are delighted to announce the engagement of their daughter, Clementine Anne, to Count Wilhelm von Kessler of Hallstatt, Austria. The wedding will take place at Hereford Cathedral later this summer, Deo volente.’” She looked up at her friend. “‘God willing’?”

“You see what I mean? Is that necessary, truly? I understand it is customary, but to me it suggests doubt, or at least the possibility that something may happen to prevent our being married. Don’t you agree? Or am I dwelling overly on the detail?”

A jolt of fear shot down Hecate’s spine, and with it a glimpse of Clemmie not in a wedding dress, but a shroud. She blinked away the image, telling herself she should not let her own state of mind color thoughts of someone else’s future. Even as she strove to shake off the feeling of dread that had assailed her, she heard a voice, one she knew instantly, bell-like in its clarity, the words filling her head.

Beware! Beware!

To hear the goddess speaking to her, so unexpectedly, so apparently randomly, quite took her breath away. She closed her eyes briefly, wanting to see more. Needing to know what she was being shown. Other voices, whispering and urgent, filled her mind, but nothing more in the way of a vision revealed itself.

She was too shocked and too slow to hide that shock.

“Hecate? Whatever is it? You really do not seem yourself today. Are you unwell? You ought to have said so. I would not have dragged you on my errand if I’d known.…”

“No, I am perfectly well, thank you, dear Clemmie. A little tired this morning, perhaps, nothing more. Please, do not let it cloud this sunny moment.” She took her friend’s hand and squeezed it. “The words are traditional, do not think of it beyond that. I would have expected nothing less of Lady Twyford-Harris than to follow custom to the letter. And God’s blessing is surely a good thing to wish for upon an engagement. Now, where on the page would you prefer the announcement to sit?”

“Oh, I had not given that any consideration! Where is best?” she asked the clerk.

The young man placed a newssheet in front of her on the desk and indicated the prime position. “The top left corner is the most favored position, my lady. A small box, ample white space to allow the notice to stand out. Unless you had intended it to sit in the alphabetical listings…?” He let the unattractive notion hang in the air.

“Oh no, that would not do at all!” Clementine insisted.

Hecate stepped back, allowing the two to make the best arrangement, relieved that she had successfully turned her friend’s attention away from any concern. More than that, she was relieved to have a moment to steady her thumping heart. The goddess had given her a clear warning, but for whom? Was it she who was in danger? That was nothing she did not already know. Was the warning then for Clementine?

“There!” Clemmie turned to her at last, a pretty smile replacing her earlier concern. “All is done.” She clapped her gloved hands together. “And so speedily achieved, thanks to Arthur’s expert assistance, that you and I have time for an ice cream.”

“So soon after breakfast?” Hecate teased, taking her arm.

“I intend starting a new custom. Any arrangements successfully put into action regarding a wedding or an engagement should be celebrated with ice cream,” she said as they left the office.

“As my father would say, capital! So long as you are still able to fit into your wedding gown when the day comes.”

Laughing, they stepped out into the sunshine. The hound rose from his seated vigil, wagged his tail briefly, and fell into step beside them. They turned onto the main street and had not gone more than a few strides when Hecate saw the hound’s demeanor alter. The hairs rose at the back of his neck and down his spine, his posture becoming tense, his expression alert. She looked this way and that, searching for whatever it was that had alarmed him. Though early in the day, the road was already busy with shoppers and people taking the air or going on visits. There were hansom cabs ferrying passengers in both directions, and private carriages moving swiftly through the town center.

And then she saw it. The claret closed carriage, the driver dressed in somber clothes, his hat pulled low, his face turned down as he cracked the whip upon the pair of bay mares in the shafts. They sprang forward, lurching into a gallop far too fast and reckless for the morning traffic. The progress of the carriage sent cabs and riders swerving to avoid collision. The driver cared nothing for the chaos he was causing, for he had but one clear aim: to drive the carriage at Hecate.

“Clemmie, look out!” she cried, attempting to pull her friend out of the path of the oncoming horses.

“What? Oh…” Clementine stumbled as she tried to change direction quickly, falling forward.

To her horror, Hecate could not keep hold of her friend as she fell. Suddenly she grasped nothing but air, as the carriage swept toward them, its driver shouting curses as he wielded his whip and urged the now terrified horses onward. Their heads were high, their only thought to escape the lash, so they ran blindly.

The hound set up a ferocious barking of unnatural volume. The sound of it spooked the horses, making them jink just a fraction away. Hecate fell upon Clementine, throwing her arms over her friend’s head, her one thought to protect her from the inevitable blow. She closed her eyes, bracing herself for the impact that must surely come, calling on Hekate to protect them even as the ironclad hooves clattered over the cobbles and the carriage wheels rattled toward them.

She heard the hound snarl, felt it leap, was aware of the heat of the horses as they passed, felt a sharp pain in her shoulder as the carriage caught it a glancing blow, grazing it as it sped by.

And then it had gone, careering down the street and out of view in a moment.

Hecate straightened up, lifting Clementine with her as she did so.

“Dearest, are you hurt?” she asked her.

“I am not. Oh, Hecate, your dress, your shoulder!” she cried, gently touching the torn fabric of her sleeve.

“It is not serious,” Hecate assured her, trying not to flinch at her touch. “The dress has fared worse than I.” A terrible thought assailed her and she swung around, searching for the hound. Her body flooded with relief and gratitude when she saw him loping back along the street toward her, evidently having chased the carriage for some distance to be sure they were rid of it. She knelt down and ruffled his neck, kissing his head.

“My faithful one! Here, stay close,” she murmured, allowing him to lick her face, just this once.

“Such poor horsemanship!” Clemmie was saying. “Whoever employs that fellow should be told his driver is not fit to be in charge of blood horses. I did not recognize the livery, did you, dear heart?”

Hecate shook her head, brushing down her dress, struggling to ignore the pain in her shoulder but determined not to draw attention to it. Clementine clearly thought this an accident born of clumsy driving, nothing more.

“Perhaps he had been drinking,” she suggested. She did not wish to frighten her friend. She had no desire to reveal to her, there in the street, within earshot of the concerned pedestrians who had now come to their aid, that they had just survived an attempt on their lives. The thought made her feel sick. It seemed anyone she cared about, anyone who associated with her, was in as much danger as she herself. How could she keep them all safe? That she should come so close to losing her beloved friend was terrifying. She took a steadying breath and joined Clementine in assuring the well-wishers that no serious harm had been done. They would sit in the sunshine and eat their ice creams, and she and the hound would not for one second let down their guard. She had no doubt she was still being observed. Well, let them see that they had failed. Failed to stop her from what she was soon to do. Failed to kill their greatest adversary. Failed to cripple her with fear and panic. That very night she would gain access to the sacristy and the banned book and send all the fiendish ghouls back where they belonged.

“Come,” she said, taking Clementine’s arm once more, letting her other hand rest on the hound’s noble head. “I was promised an ice cream, and I intend holding you to that.” She smiled, setting her teeth against the pain of her damaged shoulder, heading for the quaint café at the end of the nearby street.
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That night, being summer, it was not properly dark until gone nine o’clock. Hecate and her father had left the house on the pretext of a little stargazing, claiming it to be a newly discovered interest. Such a diversion was sufficiently beyond Beatrice’s comprehension to prevent her commenting. Charlie had to be promised he could join them another time, and Hecate was grateful for the cloudless sky, so that the fib seemed more plausible. It was easy to convince the household that the hound would benefit from the exercise. By the time they reached the cathedral, the building was locked, all the vicars retired to their rooms in the cloisters and the dean to the deanery. They stopped at the south door. She had kept her own set of keys and planned to use the ensorcelled one Mr. Sadiki had given her only to access the sacristy and any locks within it.

Edward spoke in a whisper. “Are you prepared, daughter?”

“I believe I am,” she replied. She wore a shortened skirt and simple blouse, with a waistcoat and her apothecary’s belt over it. Her brooch was pinned to her lapel. Her ring of keys was clipped to the metal fastening on her belt. Three vials of holy water were loaded into the bandolier. The compartment held her notebook with pages of Hekate’s spells of protection. The policeman’s lamp given to her by Inspector Winter was also fixed to a loop on the belt. Around her neck she wore Clementine’s shawl, knotted at the right length so that it could be used as a mask, should the need arise. She well remembered how vital a face covering had been during her struggle with a Resurgent Spirit in the library. She had insisted her father similarly tie a muffler around his neck. To ward off blows, she sported her riding top hat, secured with her mother’s pin. The lapis lazuli stone in it gleamed in the moonlight. Her father had chosen a stout bowler he had once used for foxhunting.

She pulled a small book from her skirt pocket.

“This is really all I need,” she said, though they both knew that was unlikely, however much they wished it so.

“Ah, the spells that will enable you to read the banned book.”

“It has a fierce protection spell of its own. Without this, I could not risk so much as opening it. Last time I did so, I nearly lost the griffin.”

“The map and its fabulous creatures will not be in danger on this occasion,” he assured her.

It had been her decision not to use the library for the spell casting. The fire that had resulted from her battle there previously had come so very close to claiming the collection, the map, and her own life.

“I will not risk it again, Father. The crypt is all but empty. And it is a fitting place.”

“Indeed. Now, keep in mind, the moment the Essedenes realize what you are about, they will come—”

“And I will be ready for them, if they do.” She glanced around the shadowy buildings and quadrangle. “Though it seems tonight we are to have a head start. No, don’t say any more. Trust me, Father,” she said, briefly touching his hand.

He nodded and took up his position of lookout while she unlocked and opened the door as quietly as she could. A sudden movement made them both jump, but it was only Solomon. The hound wagged a greeting, earning a somewhat superior frown from the cat. Hecate urged both animals to hurry up and get inside. She and her father slipped through the entrance, and he closed the door as silently as its old hinges would permit.

The interior was gloomy but not in total darkness. There were the sentinel candles, which always burned, and the moonbeams falling through the high windows. She planned to use her lamp only when she needed it in the sacristy and the crypt for fear of its light being seen by someone outside the building otherwise. The first ghost to meet her was Mrs. Nugent. Aware the Georgian cleaning maid would be invisible to her father, she greeted her by name.

“Mrs. Nugent, you are working late tonight.”

She pursed her lips on seeing the hound. “I don’t hold with dogs in the home,” she said.

“Do not concern yourself, his paws are quite clean.”

“I should hope so.”

“Please, tell me again what you know of the sacristy. I have never been in the room itself.”

“There’s a great deal of silver and brass. A lot of work, you know. People don’t appreciate how much cleaning goes into looking after such things. Might be the men that parade up and down with them, all shiny and smart, but ’tis the women as keeps them just so.”

“I appreciate your hard work, I truly do.”

Satisfied her worth was acknowledged, the portly woman explained the layout of the room.

“Only two tiny windows, high up, and no candles for you in there. There’s a deep cupboard to the right as you enter where all the vestments and so on are kept—you’ll know it by the smell of mothballs. I’ve a terrible time keeping moths from nibbling the fine wool of the cassocks and the silk of the altar cloths; they’ve a taste for it, the little winged horrors.”

“Vestments to the right, please go on…”

“There are three tall cupboards, all locked, of course. The value of the silver is considerable, and there are treasures that have been in the cathedral for centuries. They are rarely seen now, though still have to be polished to ward off tarnish.”

“Of course. And the book…?”

“What you seek is in a strongbox. I myself was uncertain of its whereabouts until only Wednesday last, when I happened upon the master of the library inspecting it, no doubt in preparation for his journey. It pains me to tell you it is still a little sooty, after, well, you recall.…”

“But he hasn’t moved it yet?” Hecate’s heart lurched. Was she too late? She felt her father’s hand on her arm as the same thought occurred to him.

“Oh no, he replaced it in the strongbox. It is an ugly, heavy old thing, but secure, which is its point, after all. I saw him use a key, just one, but in three locks, in order.”

“In order? Can you show me? The lock will not open if I get the order wrong.”

“I saw what he did.” She tapped the side of her nose. “There’s not much as goes on in this place that I don’t know about, mark my words.”

“Bless you, Mrs. Nugent. I believe you yourself are one of the cathedral’s finest treasures.”

The cleaner did not exactly blush, but she smiled broadly, her cheeks dimpling.

“Now,” said Hecate, taking the special key from the ring, “to work.”

“I shall keep watch,” Edward whispered in her ear before walking back to stand at the junction of the south aisle and the transept.

The hound sat beside the door. The cat, bored, wandered away to look for mice. Mrs. Nugent could not resist taking out her duster and cleaning the door handle before stepping aside.

Hecate held up the plain, insignificant-looking key, puzzling over how something so magical, so important, could look so drab, giving no hint of its abilities. She closed her eyes for a moment, steadying herself, listening for the whisper of the goddess, drawing deep on her own hidden talents, believing in what she could do. The tiny gold key on her brooch began to spin. She touched it and it immediately fell into her palm where it glowed with a light of its own. Pausing to call on Hekate for her assistance, she gently slotted the golden key into the gray metal one. A curious silence settled about her, the air fizzing. And then, without any further encouragement, the larger key started to change. Its tines and teeth stretched and stuttered and grew and shrank until, after only a few seconds, it settled upon a shape. She lifted it to the keyhole and slid it in. The fit was perfect. Smiling, she turned it, causing the ancient lock to release with a worryingly loud clunk that echoed through the cathedral. She waited, listening, but no running feet came, no sounds of other doors being opened, no shouts. She turned the handle and felt the door open.

“Father!” she called in a stage whisper.

He hurried to her.

“You have it unlocked?”

She nodded. “In we go,” she said.

She pushed the door and they stepped over the threshold, leaving the hound to stand guard outside.

The interior was in deep darkness. Hecate paused to light the policeman’s lamp and angled it to illuminate the way forward. All was as Mrs. Nugent had described. Silver in the glass cabinet flashed in the beam of light, as did a huddle of brass candlesticks on a shelf. She wasted no time exploring, but quickly located the strongbox on the floor in a corner.

“It appears impenetrable,” her father commented. “The thickness of it, the metal straps, the lock…”

It was indeed a rustically made and unremarkable thing to look at, but close inspection revealed a lattice of metal straps, heavy iron studs, and three keyholes set into the lid. She ran her hands over it, keeping the enchanted key in her fingers, the gold key still in place, hoping the proximity to the locks would assist the transformation. She closed her eyes again, breathing in deeply, the smell of camphor and incense catching in her throat. The key began to tremble. She opened her eyes, peering closely at the keyholes.

“Mrs. Nugent, the order?” she whispered.

The ghost leaned down, her stature so short and round she was already placed close to the top of the box. She pointed with her duster.

“Start on your left, dearie. Reverend Thomas turned that one twice. Then this end.”

“So, jump the middle one?” she asked, glimpsing her father’s face as he attempted to follow what was to him a one-sided conversation.

“Just so,” the cleaner replied. “He had some difficulty with that one, I recall. And then to the last, in the center.”

Hecate followed these instructions. Between each lock she paused, placing all her attention on the keys in her hand, asking, believing, waiting, until the metal shifted and twitched and formed its new shape. She was prepared for some resistance with the second keyhole, but managed well enough. The final one, however, turned loosely but did not result in releasing the lock.

“Have I done something wrong? Are you certain of the order, Mrs. Nugent?”

“Why, yes, I recall it well.”

Hecate felt panic rising. She had not even reached the book. To be halted so early in the process … she could not fail.

She spoke as gently as she could, determined not to let the strain show in her voice.

“Do please try to think of what you saw, Mrs. Nugent. Try to picture every detail. You have been so very helpful, the layout is precisely as you described it, the order of the key turning was—”

“Key turning! Oh, mercy, I had forgotten. The master of the library had to keep turning and turning with the last lock. ’Round and ’round he went, ’til I thought he would break the key or tire of the effort. He is not in the best of health, truth to tell. Did not go well with him, kneeling on the cold hard flagstones, him with his gout…”

“The keyhole?” Hecate urged her to keep to the matter at hand.

The old woman nodded, her phantom white curls bobbing as she did so. “’Tis as I say, he kept turning it, over and over, puffing all the while, oooh, I shouldn’t wonder if it was not twenty turns in all.”

“Twenty. Well then.” Hecate set to counting, listening for a click that would suggest the lock freeing, waiting for the connection she should surely feel through her fingers when the key finally met resistance. She reached twenty, twenty-one, twenty-two.

“There!” She startled herself with the loudness of her own voice, she was so relieved to feel the lock give.

“You’ve done it!” her father agreed.

She sat back on her heels and slowly lifted the heavy lid of the strongbox. Repositioning her lamp she could see several scrolls, a set of deeds tied with red ribbon, and there, looking harmless and worthless, the banned book. She reached for it, hesitating only a moment. The spell which protected it, and which had so violently worked against the griffin, should not be triggered unless she opened the book, so she took care to tuck it into her belt, keeping it tightly closed. Quickly, she closed the lid and relocked it.

Her father went to the door, opened it, and peered out.

“We remain undiscovered,” he said.

Together they hurried from the sacristy, pausing to lock the door. The hound and Mrs. Nugent hurried after them as they made their way along the south aisle, Solomon sprinting past playfully so that he reached the entrance to the crypt ahead of everyone.

Corporal Gregory was at his post. He stood to attention as they approached.

“Ready to do your bidding, miss,” he told her with a smart salute.

“If you would accompany me and stand beside me, Corporal, I should be most grateful for your protection.”

“I will not falter, no matter what,” he promised. She knew that he meant it, yet she saw the flicker of fear in his sad eyes, no doubt at the memory of the last time he had fought with a Resurgent Spirit.

“As yet, no spirits have arrived,” she reassured him. “The more quickly we can accomplish our task, the less likely it is we shall have to encounter them at all this night. Come, let us go down.”

Since the first desecration of the tombs, the crypt had not been used for anything other than storage. The damage to the iron door and the tombs and caskets had been repaired, all looked spick and span, but the dean had declared the area out of bounds to the public and indeed to anyone who had not purpose there. Hecate used her magic key to unlock the door at the bottom of the short flight of stone stairs. It creaked loudly as she opened and shut it. She turned her lamp to sweep the empty space. There were candles on the old stone altar, but even at this subterranean level, she was reluctant to use them. The crypt was unusual in having several high windows set into its walls, some of which were on the same side of the building as the cloisters. They could not risk light being seen and raising the alarm. Hecate could not risk being interrupted in her vital work.

Out of the shadows stepped her other phantom friends, Brother Michael and Lady Rathbone, come to stand beside her.

“It lifts my heart to see you all here,” she said to the little gathering, “but I implore you, should there be trouble, look to your own safety first.”

There were general protestations as each ghost declared themselves to be there to help her.

Watching her face, her father asked, “Are your phantom friends trying to dissuade you from your task?”

“Oh, no, they merely fear for my safety.”

“As good friends would. Tell them I will not leave your side.”

She smiled at him. “You have just told them yourself.”

“They can hear me?”

“It seems they can. Let us agree if there is a serious threat to any of you,” she said, addressing the ghosts, “you will look to yourselves.”

“We would never abandon you,” the young soldier told her.

“Of course not, but don’t you see, if I am concerned for your safety because of my actions it will inhibit my work. While I value your protection, Corporal, I must know you will not endanger yourselves.”

“If my daughter’s life is in peril, I will take her from this place,” Edward said to the invisible company. “You have my word.”

Eventually agreement was reached. They would be prepared to warn her of approaching danger, to distract and divert any threats as best they could, but they would not risk their own souls being lost to the Resurgent Spirits, fleeing if it came to direct confrontation. The only one who would not agree to this was Corporal Gregory, who declared he would gladly forfeit his own restless soul to save Hecate. She knew he would not be persuaded otherwise. She found herself hesitating then, and realized it was not out of fear, but because she was waiting to see if John would join them. The others looked from one to the other, understanding her hope. When he made no appearance, she straightened her shoulders and took the book from her belt.

She set it down on the altar and took out the other, smaller book. This she opened and quickly spoke the words that would render powerless the spell that protected the banned book. A little nervously, she put the remedy book aside and placed her hand over the Essedenes’ book. The cover felt unnaturally warm under her palm. Slowly, cautiously, she opened the book. Silence. No shrieking, no leaping about, no dreadful clawing creature emerging to clutch at anyone daring to read the pages.

“Well then,” she murmured, laying the book flat. She turned the pages, passing quickly over the summoning incantation that had been used to raise the very dead she now sought to return to their rightful place. Finding the place in the book she required, she angled the lamp to fall upon the ancient text—mortuus est reversus. She opened her mouth to begin reciting the words, but her throat was dry. She faltered, coughing, wishing she had some water at hand. A nervousness assailed her. The violence of the Resurgent Spirits who appeared last time she had used the book was still vivid in her memory. Her hand instinctively went to her brooch. All three attachments were spinning or wriggling, sensing the danger and importance of the moment. A shift in the pressure of the air to her left made her turn, stepping back, whipping a vial of holy water from her belt.

But it was not a Resurgent Spirit that materialized from the gloom, it was John.

Relief flooded her body. “Oh. I wasn’t sure you would come,” she said, returning the water to its leather loop, pausing while her heart rate settled to a more normal beat.

“You cannot think I would let you face such a thing without me, Hecate?” He moved forward, reaching toward her, his phantom fingers landing upon her cheek in a weightless touch. As he moved closer she had to quell a shiver against the cold of his presence. She smiled, genuinely pleased to see him, and yet unsettled as she always was now by his spectral form. This was the John who had loved her, the John who had asked her to be his bride, and yet it was not him. It would never be him again.

“Continue,” he told her, “we have every faith in you, Hecate.”

Nodding, she turned back to the book and tried to read. This time she was able to recite the words clearly, calmly, her voice bouncing back off the low vaulted stone ceiling and thousand-year-old walls, aural shadows of themselves. She read the Latin, and then repeated the words in her own English translation. “‘Return whence you were brought forth, that all will be as it was. Leave those bodies you now claim as your own, for they are not your rightful homes. Be not violent in your leaving, take not soul with you, cease your unnatural time on this earth, stolen from another. Return. Return. Return!’”

She raised her voice and her hands as she finished the words and then waited, listening, her own breath shallow and fast.

The air did not stir.

No hissing or growling came.

No swirling mass of darkness arrived to fight her or resist the spell.

Hecate turned the lamp, inspecting the crypt, searching. She found only her spectral family, gazing back at her, all equally perplexed.

It was Corporal Gregory who broke the silence.

“Is it done, miss? You have sent them back?”

“Truly, Corporal, I do not know.”

Mrs. Nugent tutted. “You spoke the words very nicely, my dear. For all to hear.”

“Do you believe the words have done their work?” her father asked.

Brother Michael stepped forward, trying to appear brave but failing to stop himself fading and reappearing, his anxious habit giving away his true feelings. “While we cannot be certain, I believe Mrs. Nugent is right. You have cast the words, child. You have met no resistance. It would seem your work is done.”

She turned to look at John. “But … how will I know? Last time, when I used the book, the cathedral was filled with both Resurgent and Embodied Spirits. This time, well, they are not here. How far can the words reach? Over what distance can it be effective? How can I be certain I have not failed?”

“Time will tell,” he said simply.

Exasperation replacing the spike of fear Hecate had been experiencing, she snapped the book shut and tucked it back into her belt.

“It seems to me the only way to know if the spell has worked is to seek out the nearest Embodied Spirit.”

“Tiberius Harper,” her father said.

“Precisely,” she agreed. She put out her lamp, turned, and strode toward the stairs. “Thank you, dear friends, for your support.”

“Miss!” the young soldier called after her. “Where do you go now?”

“To seek the proof I need.”

“We go to the Fosse,” Edward told them.

“Wait!” Brother Michael raised his usually quiet voice, making her pause and turn. “The book,” he reminded her. “You still have it. Will you not return it to the sacristy?”

She put her hand upon the worn leather of the book, shaking her head. “And let Reverend Thomas remove it from the influence of the Mappa Mundi? Perhaps forever? No. It should be returned to the library, once it has served its purpose. Until we can be sure the incantation has worked, it stays with me.”

They left the cathedral and in a few short minutes were within sight of Tiberius’s house. Hecate led the way, and they took up a secluded position behind a young chestnut tree. The small park was in darkness, the moon slumbering among plump clouds. From where they stood, they could clearly see several of the windows of the villa, as well as the upstairs conservatory, which was fully illuminated and without shutters. Edward leaned close.

“And now we wait.”

She nodded. “Indeed. The difficulty we have is that as we are waiting for something that might no longer exist to show itself, we cannot know…”

“How long we have to wait.” He finished her thought, and added, “Or if we are unable to see the Embodied Spirit because it has been banished from the land of the living, or because Tiberius Harper has gone to bed, where he sleeps peacefully.”

“Precisely … but look! There!” She dragged her father around the tree so that they were better hidden, but pointed up at the conservatory. They could clearly see the maid, quick and lively in her movements, as she brought in a small tray of drinks and set it down on a table near the end window. As they watched, breath held, another figure strode into the room, thanked the maid, and settled into an armchair, taking up a whiskey glass and a book.

Edward cursed under his breath. “It seems our Mr. Harper is still very much at home, both in house and body.”

If Hecate had been given to swearing, she would have done so. “Not affected in the slightest.”

“It would appear not.”

“This is terrible,” she said, turning to lean back against the rough tree trunk, a sudden weariness entering her very bones. “Father, I have failed. It has not worked. All this time trying to get to the banned book, relying on its contents … only to find it unequal to the task of returning the spirits.”

“It may be that all the Resurgent Spirits have now found hosts. And that Embodied Spirits have a resistance to the spells, or at least have to be in closer proximity to the spell casting.”

“Which is as good as saying the book is useless, for we could hardly drag them all into the cathedral, and we know the book has no power at all if removed from the close influence of the map.”

“Might we be able to move the map?”

She shook her head. “I cannot risk it again. Not after so nearly losing it in the fire. And besides, we could hardly hawk it hither and yon, ghost hunting. We don’t know where all the spirits, Resurgent or Embodied, are. In addition, what if your first hypothesis is correct? What if Embodied Spirits are too fixed for the enchantment to work?”

“In that case,” he said slowly, “we are too late.”

Hecate banged a fist against the tree trunk, causing the hound to step forward and lick her other hand. “No! No, that can’t be right, Father. Think of the abbey at Piedmont. Mr. Sadiki said his ancestors, and my predecessor, worked together to rid the town of the spirits. Some fled, but the rest returned to their rightful place among the deceased. That tells us Embodied Spirits can be flushed out of their host bodies. All is not lost, only…”

“What? What is your thinking, daughter?”

“The words in the banned book alone are insufficient. Yes, that is the only explanation. My predecessor and her allies must have used something else, something in addition. Some other enchantment.”

“But what? And if so, why has Mr. Sadiki not told you of it, or directed you to it?”

“I don’t know,” she said, her mind whirring with thoughts and ideas. She remembered then how long it had taken Mr. Sadiki to trust her with the magic key; she had to prove herself first. Was there some other, stronger magic yet to come? Magic he would not reveal to her until she had proved herself further? Or was it the goddess who was waiting to see that her child was truly able and ready to wield greater power? Was Hekate holding back the final piece of the puzzle?

She turned to her father. “I must return to him. There is something he is holding back from me still. I know it. Now that the returning spell has failed. Now that I have failed…”

“Daughter, it is a setback. Nothing more.”

“You say that to ward off despair. The truth is, I need stronger magic if I am to defeat the Essedenes. And Mr. Sadiki knows where such powers reside, I’m convinced of it.”

“He must have his reasons for withholding something from you. It could be he seeks only to protect you.”

“If the Resurgent Spirits are not stopped, the city will be lost, Father. None of us is safe. I must make him see there is no choice but to use whatever we can, whatever will be effective.”

“However great the risk?”

“However great.”

“Then let us go to him now. Together.” Taking her arm, he wheeled her about, both of them glancing up at the window of the orangery before striding across the lawns of the little park and back toward East Street.

Not surprisingly, the shop was in darkness, the door locked and bolted. Hecate knocked.

“Mr. Sadiki? Please, open the door. We need to speak with you,” she called out.

They waited, listening, but no sound came from within.

“He will be sleeping,” she muttered.

Edward stepped forward and hammered on the door.

“He must hear that,” he said.

The hound, growing tired of standing still, took it upon himself to bark. It was a deep, rough sound, as if drawn from deep inside the magical dog, the notes of it rattling off the windows of the street. There were shouts from one or two houses, curses and entreaties to cease making such noise. In a moment, they could hear bolts being drawn and a key turned. The door opened. Mr. Sadiki did not look surprised to see him.

“The returning spell was not sufficient,” he said, a statement rather than a question.

“It was not,” Hecate confirmed. “I need something more, Mr. Sadiki.” She paused and then added, “There has to be another way.”

The old man nodded, turned, and led them to the room at the back of his shop. No one sat. This was not a social visit. Instead, they stood in front of the dying embers of the fire in the open range, its low glow their only illumination.

“Did you think there was even a chance I would succeed?” Hecate asked him.

“I hoped,” he replied.

“There is something else, I know it,” she said. “Something my predecessor used in Piedmont, didn’t she?”

He looked at her then, his eyes sad, his expression doleful.

“You know she did not survive the battle,” he said.

“I know I cannot win it without the powerful words she used. It is our only hope.”

“Come now, Mr. Sadiki.” Edward stepped forward. “The time for riddles is past. Let’s have it. Where might we find what we need?”

The old man moved stiffly to the small table and opened a drawer. Taking out a sheet of paper and pencil, he wrote an address on it and handed it to Hecate.

“You may discover what you need here.”

She held the paper nearer the fire, squinting in the poor light.

“A bookshop. In London. And the name of the book?”

“Is not for me to give,” he told her. “Go there. If you are meant to have it, you will find it.”

Edward struggled to hide his exasperation.

“You mean to make us search the shelves? Surely—”

“I cannot say more!” Mr. Sadiki spoke with uncharacteristic force in a tone that would brook no argument.

Hecate put a hand on his arm.

“We will press you no further,” she said. “I know this was not what you wished for me. Please, do not concern yourself on my behalf. My path is clear to me.” She held up the address. “This is all I need, and I am grateful to you, truly.”

She leaned forward and embraced him, his body feeling heartbreakingly frail in her arms. When she released him, he turned away, gesturing that they should leave. She signaled to her father and they made their way to the front door. As she turned the handle, Mr. Sadiki called after her.

“May the goddess protect you!”

“And you,” she called back softly. “And you.”
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Having sent a note to Reverend Thomas declaring herself indisposed and apologizing for her absence for the day, Hecate went downstairs to meet her father, who had booked tickets on the half past nine train to London. Her discomfort at lying to her employer was eased somewhat by her knowing her trip was vitally important. In the hallway, she encountered her mother putting on her gloves.

“Going out so early, Mother?”

“I am attending a meeting of the Hereford Literary Society. We have an upcoming event to arrange and are all being called upon to do our bit.”

“Gracious, I didn’t know the society committee kept such hours.”

“It is to be a prestigious occasion and the speaker has only recently become available so there is a great deal to be done. Miss Burton-Gore is in high demand.”

“Daphne Burton-Gore, the poetess?”

Beatrice paused in adjusting her hat to look at her daughter.

“You surprise me, Hecate. I had thought you only interested in ancient books written by people long departed. I cannot imagine you sitting down with a book of verse, concerning yourself with matters of romance or beauty or such emotions as move poets. Have you time in your busy life for poetry?”

Hecate gave a small smile at her mother’s teasing. The Literary Society had been an enjoyable part of her mother’s life for years, but it only struck her at that moment how little interest she herself had shown in it. Was that the way of parenthood, she wondered. Were mothers and fathers expected to enthuse about their children’s activities, however little they themselves cared for them, but that support was never returned? Now that she was an adult, surely she should be encouraging her mother in her pursuits. But then these were not ordinary times. How could she be anything but concerned for her mother and her brother? She wanted to tell her to stay at home. She wanted to call on their gardener to work an extra day so that he might be keeping watch on the house.

She experienced, in that moment, the breeze from the open back door drifting through the hallway bearing the scent of peonies from the garden, what life must be like for her mother. Hecate had taken up employment when her mother had disapproved. She rode a bicycle, which made her mother fear for her safety. She refused to look for a husband, even though Beatrice insisted this would provide security and happiness for her. She dressed in a way her mother believed would earn her scorn and derision from society. She lost every battle with Edward and Hecate when they stood together and insisted Charlie was well enough for outings, even though he had a dangerously fragile heart. What Hecate took for old-fashioned values, for nagging, for unnecessary restrictions and criticism on the part of her mother were all the same thing: care. Love. And fear of what might happen to those she loved. Then again, a life lived in fear was a life half lived. She was doing what needed to be done to remove the threat from her family, and she would leave the hound to mind Charlie in their absence.

She stepped forward and put her arms around Beatrice, drawing her into a warm embrace.

Her mother gave a little laugh.

“Goodness, Hecate…” she said, standing stiffly for a moment before allowing herself to relax, to accept the hug, to return it, holding her daughter close.

Hecate at last pulled back, smiling at her mother.

“Have an excellent day,” she told her. “Father and I shall be home on the four o’clock train.”

Beatrice nodded, picking up her bag.

“See that your father does not overindulge at lunchtime,” she said as she walked toward the front door. “He may have London appetites, but we have a provincial budget, and he has a constitution to match. Too much port in the daytime never sits well with him.”

Hecate watched her go out of the house. They could not live their lives in fear. To love was to risk the agony of loss. No amount of worry and fuss could quell that restless concern. How much better to take action to limit that risk, to protect without restricting, to confront and remove the danger.

Her father’s footsteps on the stairs broke her reverie.

“Here we are, daughter, ready to be off?” he asked, checking his pocket watch.

“Ready indeed, Father,” she said.



The train journey to the capital gave Hecate time to reflect on Mr. Sadiki’s reluctance to tell her about this other book of spells. She believed that the other child of Hekate, the girl who had defeated almost all the Embodied Spirits in Piedmont, must have had access to the words in it, and it would make sense for the book containing this vital magic to be kept with or at least near the banned book, the map, and the book that lifted the guarding spell. But London was hardly nearby. And why had Mr. Sadiki not wished her to have it? Regarding the large magic key, he had told her she had to prove herself, to show that she was ready for the responsibility of it. However much she told herself this was the reason he had held back information regarding the book from her, she knew in her heart there was something more. He had said he hoped this day would never come. He had mentioned the danger of the words. Danger not only to those around her, but to herself. He seemed to be saying that it was not the Essedenes who had killed that earlier follower of the goddess; it was the magic she had been compelled to use. The magic within the very book Hecate was now going to seek out.

As the fields and woodlands of the countryside gave way to the factories and houses of the city, they passed close by an imposing church with a spire and splendid stained glass in its windows. Instantly, her mind was turned to thoughts of Gil. Since their last meeting, since his revelation, she had not had an opportunity to seek him out. She dearly wanted to talk to him further, now that she knew he, too, could see and converse with lost souls. Was he aware of those she counted as her friends in the cathedral? Did he perhaps see others she did not? Indeed, she wanted to ask Brother Michael if he could tell that Gil had her gift, and even that she had had no time to do. Although she had informed her father of what she had learned about Gil, they had not returned to the subject. She felt as if they now shared a deep and meaningful bond, and yet she knew him so little. To talk more about such a powerful, singular connection would be to leap to a level of intimacy their new friendship had not yet reached. She resolved to make time to find him. She wished to apprise him of the Essedenes and the threat they presented. He had made no mention of being connected to a goddess or any other spiritual element to his gift, only that he believed his mother had passed it to him. How much common ground did they share, she wondered. How many questions she had for him, and he, no doubt, had for her.

On arriving at Paddington, she and her father took a hansom cab and made their way from the workaday west of the city, through the leafy streets and fine houses of Mayfair, up Shaftesbury Avenue with its theaters and music halls, until they came to Charing Cross Road. Alighting from the little closed carriage, Hecate took a moment to adjust to the crowds, the noise, and the smell of the busy heart of London. It was in such contrast to her own sleepy, provincial town. She allowed herself to imagine what havoc and mayhem the Essedenes might unleash on a place of such scale, should they succeed in moving beyond the boundaries of Hereford. She checked the address on the piece of paper Mr. Sadiki had given her and looked up and down the broad, busy road.

“It actually says ‘off Charing Cross Road.’ There must be a side street.”

Together they walked north, peering down every alleyway and narrow run of shops they passed. They were nearing the halfway point when she spied a small sign on a lamppost situated at the entrance to a tiny walkway. The word was plainly written and simply said BOOKSHOP with an arrow underneath.

“Look there,” she said.

Edward peered past her into the gloomy alley.

“Can’t imagine they get much trade, hidden down there,” he said.

“This is definitely it. There’s the sign,” she told him, striding ahead.

There were no other stores or even doorways set into the drab walls of the route, and it was too narrow for any sort of cart. The far end was in complete darkness, but, set to one side, light seeming to shine out of it more brightly as they approached, was the cheerful window of RARE AND ANTIQUARIAN BOOKS. PROPRIETOR WILLIAM J MORRIS ESQUIRE. The woodwork was smartly painted pale green, the glass panes spotlessly clean, all the better to display the beautifully bound books. Edward held open the door for Hecate, a brass bell chiming brightly as they entered.

Inside was well lit, orderly, and smartly furnished with shelves and bookcases. Hecate had half expected somewhere dusty and a little drab, filled with forgotten volumes and piles of books from house clearances and suchlike. Instead she found herself in a pleasant, welcoming store smelling of beeswax furniture polish and lavender.

The second surprise was that, despite the wording of the sign above the shop, they were not greeted by a man, but two middle-aged women. They were both neat, trim, modestly dressed, and so similar in their looks that they could only be sisters.

“Good morning,” said the first of the pair, her words carried upon a warm smile. “Were you in search of something in particular?”

“Or are you perhaps happy to drift among the tomes and see what you can find?” the second suggested. “Imelda, dear, there are those who prefer to browse and submit themselves to chance and serendipity.”

It was then that they both properly saw Hecate. The smaller of the two gasped, her hands flying to her face, earning a sharp look from Imelda, who did better at controlling her surprise. She stepped forward, offering a hand.

“Imelda Muldoon, delighted to offer you any help you might require. And this is my sister, Maureen.”

Hecate found herself the subject of intense scrutiny. Both the women moved closer, peering at her with intelligent brown eyes. She glanced at her father and saw that he, too, had noticed the curious behavior of the shopkeepers.

“The proprietor himself is not here today, I take it?” he asked in an attempt to relieve Hecate of some of the attention.

“Oh, Mr. Morris is rarely seen in the shop,” Maureen informed him. “He is content to leave the collection in our care.”

“I can see everything is in excellent hands,” he said, indicating the beautifully ordered books that surrounded them.

Imelda explained further. “He travels widely in search of rare treasures. For this shop and his other business interests.”

“We were wondering,” Hecate said, “if you might have any texts regarding the goddess Hekate?”

“And perhaps something on religious practices of the ancient peoples of Mesopotamia? I am an archeologist, and—” her father added.

Both sisters smiled.

“I can certainly assist you with the latter,” Maureen said to Edward. “If you would follow me, there are some excellent books on your subject over here,” she told him, leading him to the far side of the shop, gently engaging him in a discussion about a recent dig she had read of in Egypt.

Imelda stepped closer to Hecate.

“That is a charming brooch you are wearing,” she said. “I believe you are already knowledgeable in the history of the goddess. Hekate is such a fascinating deity, is she not?”

“I have an interest,” she replied. “And now a … a wish to obtain a particular text.”

Imelda nodded.

“We have a special place for special things,” she said. “Come.”

She turned and walked toward a door at the back of the shop. Hecate followed and soon found herself in a narrow corridor. Gaslights on the walls appeared to light up as they reached them. The passageway was long for such a modestly proportioned building, so that she began to think they would soon emerge out of the rear of the building, perhaps into a parallel street. Instead they came to a low, heavy wooden door. Imelda took a key from her pocket and turned it in the lock. She pushed the door open and stood to one side.

Hecate peered in. The room was tiny, maybe three strides square, and lit by a single lamp on a shelf. It was, for the most part, empty.

“There do not appear to be any books in here,” she said.

Imelda handed her the key.

“You will find what you need. Please lock the door behind you when you are ready to return to the shop.” So saying she left, her brisk footsteps echoing down the length of the corridor.

Hecate put the key in her pocket, wishing she had her policeman’s lamp with her, and stepped over the threshold. As she did so, two lights burst into life. These were not gaslit but flaming torches held in sconces on either side of what she could now see was a small shrine or altar. As the flickering light danced across it, she could make out an embroidered cloth with incense burners set upon it, as well as a mirror, a metal dish over a candle, a bowl of herbs, a jar of feathers, and a bell. And there, at the center, standing on a wooden plinth, was an exquisitely detailed bronze statue of Hekate. It was less than eighteen inches tall, but its size did not diminish its impact. It had a presence, a quiet gravity to it that Hecate could plainly feel as she stood before it. It had been expertly carved, depicting the goddess as a slender, handsome woman, loose clothing draped over her, following the contours of her strong, lithe body. The bronze gleamed beneath the light of the flames. There were crescent moons in her hair, and she held up a torch in one hand, to light the way between the land of the living and that of the dead. A serpent coiled around one arm, and in the other hand she held a set of keys. These things all meant so much more to Hecate than they had done only a few short months ago.

“Tell me,” she murmured, reaching out to touch the figure, the bronze smooth and cool beneath her fingertips. “Tell me where to look for what I need.” She listened, but no reply came. She waited. The enormous statue in the museum had spoken to her almost immediately. Here was a whole shrine to the goddess, and yet Hecate wondered if she would be able to get a response to her question. It occurred to her that there would be rituals attached to such an altar. She took the candle from beneath the metal dish and reached up to light it from one of the torches. Carefully, she set it back in place and then took a pinch of the dried herbs and dropped them into the dish. As they heated, the smell of thyme drifted upward. Noticing a tiny bottle of oil she removed the stopper and poured a few drops into the dish. At once the fragrance intensified, with the scent of vetiver, uplifting and reviving, filling the room. She gazed at the goddess again.

“Please, I need your help. Where can I find what I need in order to do what I must do?”

She felt the hairs at the nape of her neck begin to rise, detecting a crackling in the air around her. And then she heard her voice. Distant and yet as if the words were whispered directly into her ear. Faint and yet containing such power and ancient strength that the sound stirred her blood.

Are you ready, daughter? Are you prepared for what will be asked of you?

“Yes,” she whispered, and then again, with greater passion, “Yes! Only tell me where I may find what I’m looking for. I know there are secret words, dangerous words…”

More dangerous than you know. Are you truly able to wield them?

“I … I have to be. There is no one else.”

There was silence for a moment, save for the echo of a sigh. Hecate moved forward, laying her hand on the robe of the goddess.

“Please,” she said softly.

She gazed at the beautiful face, gasping when she clearly saw the gleaming, dark eyes turn to look at her.

The words you seek are hidden not in the depths, but are close by, among thoughts on beauty, cries of the heart, lines of longing and desire.

“But where?”

If you are truly ready, you will find what it is you need. Use the power of those words bravely, my child. Know that if you fall, it will be into my arms.

And then the voice ceased. The air stopped its fizzing. The heightened tension in the space was replaced by the more ordinary quiet and stillness of the little room.

Hecate took a moment to gather her thoughts. It seemed to her that the goddess spoke in riddles in the same way Mr. Sadiki did, but she had come to understand the reason for this. Both of them used such an oblique way of imparting information to her in order to test her. To make sure that she did not come to any new, powerful, or dangerous knowledge before she was ready to use it. If she could not work out for herself where the vital spells were kept, then she was not yet sufficiently awakened to her own abilities and talents as one of Hekate’s followers to have them. She turned the words over in her mind.

“Cries of the heart. Lines of longing and desire,” she murmured. “How poetic.” A memory of the exchange with her mother that morning came back to her. “What was it she said? Romance or beauty and such things, no, not things, such emotions as move poets. Yes!”

She smiled, openly, broadly, understanding at last. “Thank you,” she whispered, before blowing out the candle, shutting and locking the door, and hurrying back along the corridor.

She found her father waiting for her in the shop, watching the door she had vanished through.

He stepped forward.

“Daughter, is all well?”

“Oh, Father, the goddess spoke to me again.”

“She told you where to find the incantations?”

“She told me how to find them. I know where to look. Well then,” she said. Taking her father’s arm, she hurriedly explained her theory to him.

“It was something Mother said that made sense of Hekate’s words.”

“Your mother?”

“This morning, she spoke of matters of romance and beauty.”

“Are you certain?”

“The goddess told me the book I need is most definitely here. She gave me one last test, one further small step to take on my own. She directed me toward ‘cries of the heart’—don’t you see, Father?”

“I confess, I do not.”

“‘Lines of longing and desire,’” she told him. She turned to the nearest of the sisters. “Miss Muldoon, do you have any books of poetry?”

“Indeed, we do. A small but carefully curated selection. You will find them on the far wall, third shelf from the top.”

Edward spoke quietly. “Why would such a book be located among lovers’ trysts and odes to garden birds?”

“Hidden in plain sight. In a place not readily associated with powerful magic or necromancy. A place only a trail of experiences, clues, thoughts, and deductions could lead a person. A small section, thought unimportant, perhaps, in a bookshop such as this concerned with the rare and unusual, so there is not a great number to consider.”

“And you will know the book itself how?” he asked.

“There will be one that does not fit, not when examined closely.” She ran her fingers along the shelf of slim volumes. “One … such as … this.” Her hand rested on a slender book bound in reddish-brown leather.

“It looks plain,” her father commented. “Dull, almost.”

“Precisely. No embellishments, no gold lettering in a flowery hand, no gilded page edges, no title, and, crucially, no author.”

As she opened the little book and turned the pages, she felt his eyes upon her.

“But, Hecate, poems?”

She shook her head as she scanned the words. When she met his gaze again, her eyes were bright with triumph.

“Not poems, Father. Spells.”



As they traveled home on the train, Hecate resisted reading the book. She had been warned of the power of its contents, and the two-thirty from Paddington station was no place to explore them. Having quickly glanced at a few pages when she first found it, she was certain, given the tone and subjects of the lines she had seen, that this was the book she was meant to have. Added confirmation came from the feel and weight of the thing. It did not vibrate like her brooch, or shimmer and pulse like her keys. It did not set up whispers or cries. It did not appear to be guarded by any spell keeping her from reading it. This little book had its own peculiarities. Though small enough to slip into a pocket, and comprised no more than fifty pages, it was so heavy that Hecate had to carry it in her arms. She had walked close behind her father as they left the bookshop, guarding the precious object she knew it to be.

The train was crowded until they reached Oxford, where a number of passengers alighted. Only then were she and her father left alone in the carriage so that they might talk freely.

“You are certain this is the book you need?” he asked her.

“Completely,” she said, turning it over on her lap, running her palm over the drab brown cover. There was no warmth coming from it, yet when her skin came into contact with the leather she experienced a curious alteration within herself. She felt at first refreshed, then brightly awake, her senses sharpened. It was as if the energy of the book was able to transfer itself to her, effecting a transformation as it strengthened her. It was both thrilling and perturbing. If it could bring about such an alteration before she had so much as read out a line of its contents, she wondered at how powerful a thing she now had in her possession. “With this, I can send them all back, I am sure of it.”

“We must lay out a plan. Talk to Inspector Winter.”

“First, I shall return to Mr. Sadiki, the moment we reach Hereford. I want to let him know I have the book. To allay any fears he may have about its security. To see if he has any knowledge of how I should best use what it contains.” She saw a fleeting look of fear pass over her father’s face. He tried to hide it, but was not quick enough. “All will be well,” she told him. “This foot soldier is now exceptionally well armed.” She smiled at him and he was unable to resist being cheered. He leaned back in his seat, enjoying his pipe at last. Hecate turned toward the window to watch the verdant countryside as they sped through it, the book not for one moment leaving her grasp.

By the time they reached their destination, the working day was over for most, shops and offices closing, and the streets flowing with people heading for home. Edward strode off toward Hafod Road, eager to rejoin the rest of the family and see that all was well. Hecate walked quickly through High Town and along East Street to the key cutter’s premises. As she had anticipated, the windows were in darkness, the sign turned to CLOSED. What she had not expected was to find the door not only unlocked, but ajar. She paused to jam the precious book deep into her pocket. Listening, alert for the smallest sounds or glimpses of movement, she pushed open the door. There was no lamp lit in the shop at all, but there was blurred light falling through the open doorway to the workshop at the rear.

She moved cautiously forward, searching the shadows as she went. The feel of something fragile snapping beneath her foot pulled her up sharp. Crouching down, she found broken pieces of wire and glass. The old man’s spectacles. It was then she heard a low moan.

“Mr. Sadiki!” She dashed into the workshop and found him crumpled on the floor. She knelt beside him. The oil lamp had burned out, what illumination there was coming from the small window and the glow of the embers in the hearth. Even so, she could see how badly injured he was. It was clear to her he had been attacked, beaten, and left for dead. He struggled to speak.

“Save your strength!” she implored him. “I will send for a doctor. I will get help. Hush now, do not distress yourself,” she added, seeing him shaking his head. As he tried to raise himself up, she slid her arm around his shoulders, supporting his head. “Best you do not attempt to stand,” she said, though she saw that such a thing was beyond him. Blood from a wound at his temple already covered her hands and skirt as she let him rest on her lap. His eyes had lost their focus, even as he fought to form words.

“No doctor…” he gasped, coughing blood, forcing himself to continue. “Only stay. Listen…”

“Who did this to you? Were you robbed?” She glanced around the room but nothing was disturbed, and in her heart she knew no one robbed a humble key cutter’s workshop. She knew who had come to put a stop to him. To prevent him helping her. The fierce pain of guilt, that he should suffer so because of her, took her breath away. For she saw then that these were to be his last moments on earth, and nothing she or anyone else could do would change that. “No,” she said to herself, taking out a handkerchief and holding it to the wound on his head.

His breath was shallow, his voice faint, the words catching in his throat. “You … you have it?” he asked.

She nodded, taking the book from her pocket and holding it so he could see it. She had expected him to be pleased, to want to touch such a magical, important book, to be reassured that she had what she needed to defeat the Essedenes. Instead, he grimaced, not from pain, but from the sight of the thing, recoiling from it.

“The goddess herself guided me to it,” she told him.

“I had prayed that it might never again be needed,” he told her, the words coming in a rush now.

“But I know I can use it to stop the Resurgent Spirits. I have the ability, I am sure of it. Hekate believes me capable. Why do you not? Why did you not tell me of its existence? Have I not proved myself to you?”

He looked at her then and she saw tears in his eyes. Quickly she took his hand.

“All those years ago, in France, she, too, was young, brave, just as you are,” he began, marshaling all his strength to speak to her. “She also had your gifts, and … she was talented in the use of them. She…” He broke off in a fit of coughing.

“Shall I fetch water?”

“No.” He shook his head. “No time. The book … the words you must use … you must protect yourself from them.”

“I understand. The goddess warned me to use them wisely.”

“Not like the other book. The reversal spell could only affect risen spirits. This…” He raised his other broken hand and gestured at the volume she held. “These words will send any spirit who does not belong, send them to a place of darkness forever.…”

“The spells could banish my friends? My phantom friends? I must not use them when they are close by … or, or not in the cathedral? Is that what you are saying?”

“Any displaced spirit within hearing or sight will be affected.”

“Do not worry on this count, for I shall have to go where the Embodied Spirits are. I will be anywhere but the cathedral.”

“There is more.…” He had to pause again to catch his breath before continuing. “Anyone with a strong connection with the spirits can be banished also. Your brother was … for a time … host to a Resurgent Spirit.”

“He will be safe.”

Mr. Sadiki was reassured by this but gripped her hand more tightly to further make his point.

“Using these spells takes a toll … exacts a price … from those wielding it. Use them twice if you must … Beyond that…” He shook his head. “The weight of them on your soul would be too great.”

She felt a piece of her heart break as a single tear rolled down the old man’s cheek.

“Please let me go for a doctor—”

“Understand this,” he went on, gasping as he did so. “You are tainted by your previous work, your battles with the Resurgent Spirits. Be sure to anchor yourself to this earth.”

“How? How should I do that?”

“The map,” he said, his voice fading. “Turn again to the map for protection.”

“I shall. And I have the goddess watching over me.” She did her utmost to sound strong, to sound certain, but doubt had taken hold of her now. Something in the way Mr. Sadiki was looking at her. Something now occurred to her that could explain why he had not wanted her to use the book. Something that could, after all, prove her father right; he had been trying to protect her. “That other follower of Hekate, the young woman, at the abbey in France … what happened to her?”

“She, too, was prepared to face great danger.… She succeeded in banishing all but a handful of the Embodied Spirits, but … she did not survive that final encounter.” He slumped back against her arm, his frail body succumbing to its wounds. “When they were sent screaming into the abyss … they took her with them!”

A coldness settled about Hecate’s shoulders and clutched at her throat. To face physical peril was one thing; to contemplate death was even manageable if it was to save those she loved. To accept that her soul might be lost forever, though, was a truly terrifying thought. And yet, she had no choice. The consequences should she fail to act would be too widespread, too awful to contemplate.

Her own voice when she spoke again was colored with fear.

“Is there anything you can give me, anything more that might help protect me? For I must do this thing, we both know that. I have the magic key…?”

Mr. Sadiki’s eyelids fluttered and closed. Even so, he fought to speak to her. She leaned closer to catch his words.

“There is no magic in that lump of metal.… The magic is within you. You, Daughter of Hekate, you are the key.”

He fell silent then. She felt his body collapse into her arms as life left it.

“No!” she cried out. He had revealed so much to her, rewarded her efforts with his trust, listened to her doubts and dismissed them. The thought of continuing on her mission without his support was awful; the thought of losing him forever painful enough to snatch her voice from her. And yet, she was determined to send him on his way with a blessing fit for a follower of Hekate. Whispering into the darkness, she held the old man in one last embrace, her tears falling unchecked as she forced herself to speak, to bless his final journey. “Travel swiftly, my dear friend. Hekate will see you to the other side. Rest well.”
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Hecate ran to the street to find a boy to take a message to Inspector Winter. Wiping tears from her face with the back of her hand, she called to a likely youngster. She pressed a coin into his palm as she gave him instructions.

“To the police station. Find Inspector Winter. Tell him Hecate says to come at once to the key cutter’s workshop. Tell him … to bring a conveyance. A carriage. Repeat that to me now.”

“Inspector Winter … Hecate says come quick. To old Mr. Sadiki’s. With a carriage.”

“Just so,” she said, nodding, closing his fingers around the penny. “With all haste now. Run!”

She watched him go and then returned to sit beside her fallen ally.

The inspector arrived with commendable speed. He was accompanied by two constables, who brought a carriage so that Mr. Sadiki’s body could be taken to the morgue.

“A bad business, Miss Cavendish,” he said.

“Such savagery … and to leave him like that.”

“You had grown close to him. My condolences,” he added, stepping aside to allow the stretcher-bearers to enter the workshop. “In your note you were unequivocal: This is the work of Lord Brocket’s friend Tiberius Harper. He has made an impression on you, for one so recently come to the city.”

“He is not merely another Embodied Spirit, Inspector. He is the Embodied Spirit. As far as we know, the sole survivor from Piedmont. He has spent centuries waiting for this moment, working back to this point, the point of connection between the map, the book to raise the spirits, and Brockhampton.”

“You are convinced he saw Mr. Sadiki as a threat?” He looked about him at the dingy dwelling.

“He saw him as my ally. That was sufficient. Besides, Mr. Sadiki’s family have served Hekate for generations. She is the greatest obstacle in the way of Harper’s aims. Or at least, her followers are.”

A shout from outside took their attention and brought one of the constables dashing from the workshop, ready to stand beside his superior officer. Seconds later, the cause of the consternation bounded through the door, covering the length of the floor in two great strides, coming to a sudden halt in front of his mistress. Hecate smiled, leaning forward to ruffle the hound’s fur.

“You are a sight to gladden the heart,” she told him, happy that her father had evidently received her second note and acted upon her instructions to send her guardian to her.

The constable gave a nervous laugh of relief.

“Well, miss, that is the largest dog I have ever set eyes upon.”

“He’s friendly,” she assured him. “At least to friends of mine.”

“About your business now, Constable,” the inspector said levelly.

The hound turned to sniff his jacket, found him acceptable, and lay down, panting, at Hecate’s feet.

“Keep him close, Miss Cavendish. Our adversaries are making their moves in ruthless and unexpected ways.”

“Which is why I intend taking the fight to them. I have a new weapon in my armory, fetched today from London. I believe it may be something the Essedenes wished to stop me obtaining and they thought Mr. Sadiki would direct me to it. His role in this battle is over, but I continue the work of his ancestors. I know you have had constables watching both Brockhampton and the Fosse. Can you tell me of our principal players’ current whereabouts?”

“London, you say? Your paths might have crossed, for they were both reported taking the afternoon train to the capital. My sources tell me they are to attend a political meeting at the Lord Chancellor’s Hall tomorrow evening.”

She thought about this for a moment. At first she was frustrated by the fact that they were so many miles’ distant when she had thought to confront them. Further consideration, however, brought her to the opinion that this was quite possibly for the best.

“Well then,” she said, “I shall seize the opportunity to strike at the nest of vipers while they are unattended.”

“You plan to go to Brockhampton again?”

“I do. It is true that by doing so I will lose the element of surprise, revealing to Harper that I have in my possession the spells he fears. But I will be able to test out my ability to use them without facing the most dangerous of all Embodied Spirits, and without His Lordship’s interference.”

“The earl has an advantage that, not being a host to a demon himself, he is beyond any magic you might employ. Do not underestimate the savagery of those mere mortals under his command.”

As he spoke, the constables emerged with the stretcher, Mr. Sadiki’s frail body making a pitifully small bundle upon it beneath a rough blanket. Hecate reached out and adjusted the cover, tucking it in as if to keep her old friend warm.

“How could I?” she asked, in answer to the inspector’s warning, watching Mr. Sadiki being carried out. “I shall go tomorrow evening.”

“Not in daylight?”

“They will not expect me. Their guard will be down and I will benefit from the cover of darkness. Stealth rather than a show of force will be my method.”

“And your father has agreed to this?”

She glanced at him then, both surprised and more than a little disappointed that he, who knew her well, should still consider that her father’s approval was required before she might act.

“He will,” she said simply.

“I know nothing will turn you from this course of action.”

“You are correct in that, Inspector.”

“I shall accompany you. No…” He held up a hand to silence her protest. “I will brook no argument. This is my decision to make, my duty to perform.”

“I will be glad to have you at my side, Inspector,” she said, and meant it.

“It is my fervent hope that you have a plan.”

“I am not reckless with my own safety, whatever my mother may think. Besides, this will be but one step in the fight, and I must be able to take the second step.”

“Against Mr. Harper.”

“Just so. To that end, I will protect myself to the best of my ability. Mr. Sadiki directed me back to the Mappa Mundi once again, believing I shall find help there. Tomorrow, I shall turn to the curious beings that inhabit that work of magic, and, Hekate willing, I will be granted what I require.”



As she sped through the town on her bicycle the next morning, Hecate’s mind was occupied with how she might have time alone in the library to study and converse with the map. Reverend Thomas would surely take his leisurely lunch, but it would gnaw at her nerves to have to wait until then to begin her work. She would go to Brockhampton that night; she must, regardless of how vulnerable she might be.

She was relieved to find that the master of the library would not, in fact, be at work at all that day. His gout had flared up to intolerable levels. The doctor had been sent for, and the librarian could not hope to rise from his bed until treatment had taken effect, which would likely be the following afternoon at the earliest. He had left her a note regarding tasks for the coming days. On this occasion, Hecate broke with her habit and set it to one side. Work would have to wait. She had more important matters to consider. She took the precaution of locking the door to the library, prepared to make up some excuse should anyone question this. She needed to be able to access the mysteries of the Mappa Mundi without fear of interruption.

She recited her little mantra to focus her attention on the contents of the map.

Manticore, phoenix, griffin, unicorn …

Brother Michael came to hover beside her as she stood in front of the map, the griffin already perched upon her shoulder.

“Goodness! I don’t think I have ever seen everything so alive!” she said, taking in the way the creatures wriggled and fidgeted, the people turned and moved their arms about, the rivers flowed, even the buildings pulsated and glowed. Every inch of the map was active. “Look,” she said, “the very lettering of the inscriptions is moving. Nothing is untouched by agitation, it seems.”

“The map is surely sensitive to the activities of the Resurgent Spirits,” said the monk, peering more closely at an angel flapping its wings.

“Let us hope its current state will make it easier for me to commune with it. To find what I need.”

“And what is that, precisely, we search for?”

“That, dear Brother Michael, will remain a mystery until we find it. It could be another animal, to support my hound, or a talisman of some sort, or a weapon.… I only know Mr. Sadiki used his dying breath to tell me to search here for the protection I need.”

“It was St. Thomas directed you to the cabinet of banned books,” the monk reminded her. “Mayhap another saint…?”

Together they leaned forward, the griffin flapping his wings a little to adjust his position on Hecate’s shoulder. She examined first one saint and then another, but none made eye contact, none moved toward her, none actually reacted to her proximity.

“No,” she murmured, “not them.”

“Or a guardian angel?”

“They look so severe. I feel no connection with them. After all, Hekate herself watches over me. No, there must be something other, something more practical that can help. Perhaps a little more earthbound. That leopard looks fearsome.”

The monk faded briefly at the idea of such a thing.

“A little too fearsome,” he said quietly.

“Oh, the salamander.”

“In truth? Such an unpleasant creature.”

“But quite like a snake, don’t you see? And all Hekate’s followers are friends to snakes.” She moved closer to the image of the curious animal. It had a dragon-like head and claws, reptilian wings, and its body was long and sinewy as a serpent’s.

“In legend they were considered highly dangerous,” Brother Michael warned. “They are poisonous, you know.”

“I do. Or at least, the waters they swim in are said to be lethal. Fear not, I shall not take it near a river. Now, little fellow, are you ready to help me?” She raised her hand and lightly touched the image.

Instantly, the creature writhed and twisted, growing as it did so. In a matter of seconds it had doubled, then quadrupled in size, before it lurched from the map, landing on the floor with a wet slap.

The monk disappeared altogether, re-forming behind Reverend Thomas’s desk.

The griffin gave a squawk and took flight, circling the room at ceiling height, keeping well away from the foul-smelling salamander as it slithered around the library upending chairs and small tables as it went.

“There now.” Hecate did her best to catch its attention. “Be at ease. There is no need for such agitation.”

It did not heed her words, but continued to thrash about the place, causing damage wherever it went.

The monk, despite his best attempts to be brave, kept disappearing and reappearing, so disturbed was he. “My child, this cannot be what you need. I do not see how such a beast can be of service.”

As if disliking his judgment, the salamander coiled and then launched itself at Brother Michael. The ghostly monk cried out as he vanished again, re-forming behind one of the shelves. When the creature gave chase, he disappeared altogether, though his shouts were still audible.

“Send it back. For pity’s sake, send it back!”

“Here! Come to me,” she commanded, but the creature lurched along the rows of shelves, rattling the chains of the cases, dislodging some of the books, leaving a trail of slime in its wake. “Oh my … stop! Return to your place.”

“It cannot be controlled,” wailed Brother Michael.

The griffin began swooping at the beast, snatching at it with his claws. Enraged, the salamander snapped at its attacker.

“Oh, no! Stay away, it is too dangerous.” Hecate shooed the little griffin off, terrified it would be fatally injured in such an ill-matched fight. She stood still then. Forcing herself to think rather than simply react. She put her hand on the cameo at her lapel, taking hold of the tiny snake between finger and thumb. “This is one of your cousins,” she told it. “See if you can convince him to behave himself.” She gasped when the gold became fiery hot as it detached itself from the brooch. Even before it fell to the floor, it had grown into a sizeable serpent, this time a towering hooded cobra.

The salamander turned to face it. To begin with, it did not appear frightened, but when the snake began striking, the creature turned and fled. Soon there was another chase taking place among the bookshelves, the heavier beast lumbering, tongue lolling as it went, the cobra hissing, eyes glowing. At last the salamander sought refuge in its home, shrinking as it flung itself toward the map, only at the last second becoming small enough to fit once again into its rightful place.

Brother Michael emerged, crossing himself and muttering a short prayer of thanks.

The snake quickly diminished before coiling its way around Hecate’s boot. She picked it up.

“Thank you,” she said, holding it close to her brooch where it shrank to the tiny charm it had been only minutes before and reattached itself to the gold setting. “Well, that clearly is not what I’m looking for. Never mind, we shall try again.”

“It might assist your search,” the monk put in, “were you to consider what precisely it is that you require protection against.”

“The violence of the Embodied Spirits, of course, but then I have my hound to stand with me for that. And my father and the inspector. The greatest danger will come from the dark magic of the spell casting I must use. My predecessor was not able to withstand it.”

“A terrible fate, to be banished from the earthly realm and yet not complete the journey to heaven. To be cast adrift, as it were.”

Hecate beamed. “Yet again, Brother Michael, you show your talent for making things crystal clear.”

“I do? How so?”

“It is not a fierce beast or a weapon I need, nor armor, nor anything so battle shaped. I need an object that will help me keep my place here, so that I might not be cast out into purgatory. Something like an anchor. Is there one on the map?”

“There is the ark of Noah…”

“Which famously had no anchor.” She scoured the map once more. “How about this?” she asked, pointing.

“The labyrinth of Crete?”

“Don’t you think? A pattern carved in the very earth itself, something I could perhaps stand within?”

They exchanged hopeful looks. She lifted her hand and touched the drawing of the maze. Nothing. There was no movement, no sound, no reaction at all. She laid her palm over the image. Still there was no response. Deflated, she let her arm fall by her side.

“Where am I to turn next? The map is seething with movement and activity, yet nothing I choose connects with me. How can I know which tiny detail might hold the answer?”

As she spoke she waved her arm in an expansive gesture, as if to encompass the entire map. She was standing a little to the left and very close to the ancient vellum so that the back of her hand brushed against its surface at the center. Immediately the fortress in the very middle began to change. Its color enhanced, so that it became made not of golden stone, but as if of gold itself. The building was circular, three rings at its center, multiple castellations on its battlements. As she watched, the layers separated, becoming moving parts, the crenellations becoming the cogs in an intricate machine. The image started to spin, faster and faster, the inner rings deasil, the outer rings widdershins. It throbbed, glowed, clicked, and whirred, bulging until at last it stood proud of the map, shining and finally motionless.

Tentatively, Hecate stretched out her hand. It was the perfect size now to fit in her palm. The metal, for it was made of something golden and hard, felt surprisingly cool against her skin. She plucked it from the map and held it up to the light from the window the better to study it.

Brother Michael peered over her shoulder. “Astonishing!”

“It is beautiful.”

“But why the Holy City?”

“The very heart of the map,” Hecate reminded him. “The center of the world, known and unknown, when the map was made. To what place of greater significance for the map could I be tethered?”

“And see it is no longer a fortress. It has transformed entirely.” The monk reached out a ghostly finger as if to touch the object she now held.

“It has many inscriptions, numbers, lines, discs that spin and turn.… Oh! I know what this is.” She lowered it so that they might both examine it more closely. “It is an astrolabe.”

“An instrument for understanding the movements of all things celestial. You have seen one before? I confess I have not.”

“At the British Museum. My father explained them to me once. Forerunners of the sextant. The position of planets and stars can be read from it.”

“Indeed, its name is translated from the Greek meaning ‘star-taker,’” he told her.

“Now it makes perfect sense. I have not been given something to keep me here; I have been given something to enable me to find my way home, should the worst happen and the spell dispatch me along with the Resurgent Spirits. Have no more fear of my being lost, dear Brother Michael. Wherever I am sent, this is no ordinary astrolabe. It will show me my star. It will show me the way home.”

A sudden movement behind them made her turn in time to see Corporal Gregory materializing inside the locked door.

“Why, Corporal, you seem agitated. What has happened?” she asked, tucking the astrolabe into her pocket.

“You asked to be informed if anyone tried to open the strongbox in the sacristy,” he said.

“There is someone there now? Who is it?”

“I cannot say, miss. He wears a monk’s robes and keeps the hood up, obscuring his face.”

Brother Michael was incensed. “To disguise himself as one of the brethren!”

Hecate was already unlocking the library door. “His interest is definitely the strongbox?”

“It is, miss. When I left, he was kneeling before it, working the locks with a key. He had about him a furtive air of haste.”

But he was talking to the echo of her footsteps as she sprinted down the twisting stairwell. She dashed down the north aisle and up the steps to the nave. There were no clergy to be seen, but as she ran she noticed Gil look up from his work and watch her. How strange she must have seemed, running through the cathedral for no apparent reason. But then she reminded herself, he not only knew her secret but shared her gift. Of course he could see her ghostly friend running after her. There was so much more they had to discuss, if only she could find the right moment.

She quickly came to the sacristy and paused, her hand on the door. Whoever was inside had not thought to lock it. She realized she was about to meet whoever was responsible for raising the Resurgent Spirits with the Essedenes’ curse. This was the man without whom Brocket, Harper, and the Essedenes themselves would not have been able to carry out their cruel plans. She knew also that it had to be one of three men: the verger, the dean, or the master of the library. Instinctively, she offered up a silent prayer to Hekate that it would not be Reverend Thomas, for she could not bring herself to believe him capable of such wickedness.

When she pushed open the door, she saw a figure, robed as the corporal had explained, crouched on the floor. He had succeeded in opening the strongbox, its lid propped up as he leaned in to rummage through the contents.

“What you seek is no longer within your grasp,” she declared.

The man—for such she was certain he was by the heft of him, his height, and the fact that there were no women she suspected—took her by surprise. She had expected him to face her, to argue his case, to rail at her, to threaten. She had not expected him to bolt from the room. He rose from the floor, flinging himself forward, his hood still obscuring his face, barreling into her with such force that she fell. Without a second’s hesitation he ran from the sacristy. Winded, Hecate scrambled to her feet, but having the breath knocked from her robbed her of both voice and strength. She staggered out into the south aisle. She could hear his footsteps as he fled and saw the figure racing toward the north door.

It was then that Gil stepped into view, looking from the running man to Hecate in bewilderment.

“Stop…” She tried to shout to him, to tell him to go after the man, but her lungs screamed for air, and she could make no sound beyond wheezing. By the time she had regained her breath, the figure had left the cathedral altogether and Gil was standing beside her, supporting her as she slumped against the wall.

“What has happened here?” he asked. “You are injured.”

She shook her head, fighting for the words. “I am unharmed.” She lifted a trembling hand and pointed toward the door. “That man, did you see who it was? Did you see his face?”

“I did not. Did he … did he assault you?” He looked at the open sacristy door. “Are burglars now stooping so low as to disguise themselves as men of holy orders?”

She thought to tell him that it was no common thief, but where would she begin to explain everything that had led to this point? How could she find the breath to speak to him of books of spells and spirits stirred from their sleep? At that moment she felt tired to her bones. She had been within arm’s length of a man who was vital to her foes’ plans, and she had let him get away. Get away with his identity still undiscovered.

Gil helped her to the nearest pew and sat her down.

“Take a moment,” he said. “You have had a shock.”

“I fell awkwardly, nothing more.”

“Shall I fetch a cab to take you home?”

“Certainly not. I am in charge of the library while Reverend Thomas is indisposed.” As she spoke, her spirits lifted, a realization altering the moment from one of complete failure to one of a small but precious joy. “He is lame!” she said.

Gil nodded slowly. “Aye, the gout is a dreadful thing, no doubt about that.”

“He cannot run, not a step, not if his life depended on it.”

“Well, that is true, I suppose. Yet he is safe enough in the cloisters and never far from help should he require it,” he pointed out, frowning, attempting to make sense of her concern for the librarian.

Hecate stood up, brushing dust off her skirt. The discovery that the master of the library could be taken off her list of suspects had utterly revived her. True, she had not caught the culprit, but she knew now there was one more person whom she could trust. Another ally, and one that could indeed prove helpful. She also knew that whether the guilty man was Dean Chalmers or Mr. Gould, he had left the sacristy without the banned book, which was snug in its hiding place at her home. She had thwarted him. Without that book, there would be no more Resurgent Spirits. The fight that lay ahead was a fearsome one, but at least now both sides knew what numbers they faced. Brocket and Harper would have no more fiends for their army, and she was glad they would know it was she who put a stop to their man’s work.

“Thank you, Gil, I am quite recovered. Do you, perhaps, know of the verger’s whereabouts? The sacristy should not remain unlocked.”

“Why, here he comes now,” he said.

Turning, she saw Mr. Gould approaching down the south aisle, already greeting them.

“Oh, Miss Cavendish, what a pleasant surprise. Mr. Wheatley, I trust the window is progressing as you hoped. No hitches or unforeseen obstacles? No? No, good, good.”

Everything about him seemed as normal as ever. Hecate looked him up and down. He was wearing his usual long robe, but a monk’s habit could have been thrown off and discarded in seconds. He did not appear out of breath. Would he have had time to circle the east end of the cathedral, divest himself of his disguise, and return through the south door calmly? She could not be certain. She decided not to show that she suspected him but to continue to bluff.

“The sacristy door is open,” she said, not for one second taking her eyes from him.

“Open?”

His surprise appeared genuine.

Gil stepped over to the door. “Miss Cavendish disturbed a thief. We have her to thank for nothing being taken.”

“Oh my goodness. A thief! How appalling. We must call a constable at once.”

Gil shut the door, examining it as he did so. “Not forced. A key must have been used.”

Hecate suggested, “Or perhaps it was inadvertently left unlocked. Reverend Thomas has been in some level of discomfort of late. Such things are apt to affect one’s concentration.”

The verger considered this. “That may be, yes, the poor reverend…”

“I can leave you to secure the door again? I must return to the library.”

“Of course, of course. I have a key myself. Here, I will lock it now so that we are all assured of no further thievery. Dear me, dear me, what a business.”

As Mr. Gould continued to chatter for the most part to himself as he went in to check the sacristy, Hecate stepped closer to Gil.

“I would very much like to talk to you, on the subject of our … shared interest,” she told him, with a glance in the direction of the verger, not wishing to be overheard.

His eyes brightened. “That would be … Yes, I should like that,” he said. “I have never before met another who sees those from the past as I do. Have you?”

She shook her head. “I have so many questions for you. In addition, there is something else, something important, which I must share with you.”

“Has it to do with the tombs in the crypt which were destroyed?”

“That happened before you came to work at the cathedral, but you heard news of it?”

“Who in the county has not? It … caught my interest.”

“Have you detected something … a strange presence, perhaps, beyond what you might have encountered before?”

He was on the point of answering but Mr. Gould reemerged from the sacristy, still talking.

“It is as you say, mercifully, nothing seems to have been taken. I shall lock the door now but we must remain vigilant. All of us.”

Gil briefly took Hecate’s hand and whispered, “We will talk more.”

She nodded, took her leave of them, and hurried back to the library, to Brother Michael and her beloved map.
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As night fell, Hecate, her father, Inspector Winter, and the hound traveled toward Brockhampton in a cab. As Hecate watched the determined expressions on the men’s faces, she felt a surge of fear for them. The inspector was armed with nothing more than a truncheon, and however skilled he was in the use of it, he would be no match for the unnatural violence of the Embodied Spirits. Her father wore an old regimental sword at his hip. He had been a proficient fencer in his youth, but that time was distant. She, and only she, could see them safely through what lay ahead by doing what she had been called upon to do. She wore what her father now referred to as her full battle dress: shortened skirt, long boots, apothecary’s belt and bandolier, Hekate’s brooch, John’s gold cross on a chain around her throat, Clemmie’s scarf around her neck, her top hat held in place on her French plait by her mother’s lapis pin, vials of holy water, the lamp Inspector Winter had given her attached to her belt loop, and her book of spells in her pocket. She had her casting objects. The new addition was the map’s gift: the astrolabe. This she had attached to a metal ring on the apothecary’s belt. She was as ready as she could be. She wondered what Gil would make of how she looked, and of the strange little crew they presented. It had crossed her mind to ask for his help, but only briefly. While they shared the ability to converse with spirits, he had mentioned nothing of being familiar with magic, nor with necromancy. Besides which, she would be putting him in unknown danger. She felt certain he would want to protect her, but she would not risk his life. Could not draw him into such peril unprepared.

As they neared the end of their journey, she reached into the small wicker basket she had brought containing items essential to her mission. She took out a stone jar and three sheep’s horn beakers. Bracing herself against the swaying of the carriage, she poured out the tormentil root tea she had prepared earlier, handing a cup each to the men.

“It will help protect you from troubled spirits,” she told them, offering no more by way of explanation. Watching them, she saw it was a small test of trust. She downed her own tea, her father followed suit without hesitation, and the inspector followed suit.

He returned the cup to her. “Thank you,” he said, failing to quell a shudder at the bitterness of the tea. “Your spell casting, at what distance does it … lose its efficacy?” he asked.

“I cannot be certain, but we must not leave room for any Embodied Spirits to escape. We have the element of surprise. They do not expect us to appear at what is after all their headquarters and stronghold. Nor do they know what weapon I bring. We cannot risk any of them being outside the reach of the spell casting. We must draw them to us.”

“You have a precise location in mind?” her father wanted to know.

“The ruined church. It is roofless, mostly stone walls and glassless windows. We can position ourselves defensively there and yet be able to see those we face. It is only a short distance from the main house.”

He nodded. “A strategy of good sense. How long, do you estimate, the process will take?”

“I cannot say. I might have to repeat the incantations several times, and each round takes minutes. I will need to complete the casting.”

“We shall give you the time you need,” the inspector told her and then nodded at the hound that sat on the floor between them. “Your companion will be an asset in this, I believe.”

She reached out and ruffled the dog’s rough fur. “He will defend me to the end,” she murmured.

The driver steered the cab off the main road, the change of surface indicating they were starting along the long, twisting driveway that ran across the Brockhampton estate. He had been instructed to take them not to the house, but to the ancient orchard beside it. He was to park under cover of the trees and wait for them. A high fee had been negotiated for his cooperation, with the threat of consequences should he desert his post.

As they alighted from the little carriage Hecate felt a chill settle about them, despite the warmth of the summer’s evening. It was properly dark, and they did not wish to risk being seen before they were in place, so they relied upon the moon and the path through the orchard to find their way. The hound loped ahead, nose to the ground, searching for traces of anyone who might pose a threat. Edward walked next, Hecate behind him, the inspector bringing up the rear. Silently, they threaded their way through the trees. The blossom of spring had given way to fruit, tiny apples hanging in clusters from the old, bent boughs, moonlight glancing off their smooth skins. A little way off, an owl screeched to its mate. Bounding hoofbeats caused the hound to briefly raise his head. On detecting nothing more than the presence of a startled deer, he resumed his task. In a mere ten minutes they came in sight of the ruined church.

Seeing lights ahead, Edward signaled to them, and they crouched behind a stone water trough.

Inspector Winter spoke in a slow whisper.

“It seems our preferred venue is already occupied.”

And so it was. Through the broken doorways and missing pieces of wall, figures could be seen. They appeared to be engaged in some manner of celebration or gathering. Sounds of laughter, some shouts, a fiddle being played, drifted out on the sultry night air.

“How many do you see?” Hecate asked.

“I think perhaps a dozen.”

“Yes.” Edward nodded. “I see Brocket’s mistress, Veronique Fletcher, and there, look, his cousin Viscount Eckley has returned.”

The inspector muttered an uncharacteristic oath under his breath, pointing as he did so. “And there, if I am not mistaken, is Constable Mitchell,” he declared, shocked to see his former police officer in such company. He had heard from Hecate that the young man had become a host to a Resurgent Spirit, but it still shook him to see someone he had known and trusted for years now a dangerous foe.

“Well, daughter”—her father turned to her—“this presents us with something of a problem, does it not?”

“On the contrary. We have them all assembled rather than scattered around the property. All we must do is find another suitable place…” She stood up, peering into the dark, looking about her. “Of course, why did I not think of it sooner? Come, this way, gentlemen, and keep low.” At a run, she led them away from the church, around the side of the house itself, taking care not to be visible. They soon came to the timbered gatehouse that was set over the moat. It was a tiny black-and-white copy of the house itself, a piece of whimsy and flamboyance on the part of the original house owner. Hecate hesitated as they drew close to it. She had entered it once before when she and her father and the inspector had visited Lord Brocket. Veronique, the earl’s mistress, herself had shown it to her, taking her upstairs. Even now Hecate shuddered at the memory of that first time an Embodied Spirit had revealed its true nature to her. She also recalled the powerful atmosphere of the little building, and as she approached she was again assailed by a heaviness and a sense of dread. She knew now that the place had a particular significance to the Resurgent Spirits, as the curious marks on the beams inside were also to be found drawn on one of the letters from Father Ignatius to the original Tiberius Harper. However unsettling the place was for her, there was no alternative; she must go in.

“We must go up to the first floor,” she told the others as they reached the rustic wooden doors.

Over the years the space had been used to store apples, to keep ratcatchers’ equipment, to house itinerant workers, and to serve various other agricultural purposes. It was charming to look at, and to anyone else no doubt a pretty but insignificant construction, with its black timbers, white walls, and leaded windows. To Hecate, however, it was a place of sinister secrets and revelations, all connected to the Essedenes and their work. She could not think of a better location for her task. The stairs opened up into a single room, no more than four strides across and six along, with windows set into three of the timbered and white-painted walls. The beams were not coated in the black paint that was characteristic of some such places, but left in their natural wooden state. This made the mysterious marks that some of them bore all the more noticeable. Ignoring the buzzing in her head and distant voices, Hecate stepped over to one such shape and examined it anew. It had an indistinct outline and was roughly the size of a hand. It was dark brown and slightly faded, as were the other twenty or so similar marks.

“Look, Father. These are as described in the letters we found at the British Museum. Do you recall the drawings there, too?”

“Indeed. To see them again, and so many…”

The inspector noticed their interest.

“They are of importance?” he asked.

“They are, but I cannot say how. Not yet.” She looked around, choosing the best place to stand for the incantations. “Well then,” she said. “Here, I think, with my back to the wall.”

“And we shall be able to observe all comers from these windows,” Edward said, opening the wooden shutters and fixing them back against the wall. “Inspector, would you help me move these sacks so that we can move swiftly from one to the other?”

The men set about clearing the space. Hecate took a piece of chalk from her apothecary’s belt and drew lines of two strides long so that they formed a triangle. Next, she took a bundle of elder leaves from her basket and sprinkled them on the floor. That done, she selected the small incense burner and put it toward the front of the sacred area, tipping frankincense oil into it and lighting the small candle beneath it. Instantly the pungent aroma of the mysterious oil, known to be repulsive to bad spirits, began to drift around the room. Then, following the instructions in what she and her father had named the “poetry book,” she set candles at the three points and lit them.

“Might as well light our lamps, too,” she said. “If we are to set out our stall for all to see, why not illuminate it so there is no mistake regarding what we are about.”

With all three policeman’s lamps at their belts glowing, the space was brightened by patches of shadowy light as they moved, the candles small, still points. Hecate placed the open book on the long line of the triangle in front of her and knelt before it. The last item from her basket was a small iron bell, which she set down beside the book.

“Are we ready to begin?” Inspector Winter asked.

“Yes. No, wait. Here, take one of these each.” She removed two vials of holy water from the bandolier of her belt and passed them to the men. “In a close fight, if you feel yourself threatened by the spirit more than the body of these fiends, use this,” she told them.

Edward positioned himself at the top of the stairs beside one window. “We must slow their progress so that all are collected as close as possible when Hecate performs the ritual.”

“I am with you,” the inspector assured him. “As is the fearsome hound. We must see to it Miss Cavendish completes her work.”

“You will have to let them step forward, to advance toward me, if we are to have all within reach of the casting.”

The inspector nodded. “We will fall back to stand beside you as the moment approaches. Not before.”

“I shall begin with a spell of protection for us,” she told them.

The hound at her side, Hecate stretched out her arms, paying no heed to the ancient voices that clamored for her attention, refusing to be distracted by the weighty atmosphere of the room. She closed her eyes for a moment, silently connecting with the goddess, wordlessly calling for her guidance and protection. Quickly then, she spoke aloud the words of the protecting spell.


“‘My goddess, Hekate, look upon me!

Let angry hearts be calm.

Satiate and appease anger.

Silence fearful thoughts.

Lend us your strength and your wisdom.

Hold us within a boundary of your protection.

Grant well-being for we three.’”



A powerful warmth traveled the length of her spine and down her legs, connecting with the rough floorboards beneath her knees. A calmness washed over her and she knew Hekate was with them. She opened her eyes and slowly placed her right palm upon the relevant page of the book in front of her.

The instant she did so, all music and chatter in the ruined church stopped.

Even the ghostly voices that were beseeching her fell silent.

An eerie quiet filled the room and the night without.

The crescent moon on her brooch began to glow and spin.

The tiny gold snake jumped free of its hook and wriggled up to coil in her hair.

Hecate began to recite the words from the book, clearly, slowly, carefully enunciating each one.


“‘Heavy is the tread of the unwelcome spirit.

Sour is its breath and dark its empty heart.

Fearsome is its purpose and cruel its intentions.

But weak is its will, poor is its judgment, brittle is its resolve, and lonely its path.

Let all who do not belong fall silent.

Let their limbs grow heavy, their footsteps labored, their vision feeble.

Take them, Goddess Hekate! Turn them at the crossroads, compel them over the threshold,

Return them whence they came!

Foul sprits, wretched beings from another realm, go!

Leave this blessed earth. Nature abhors you! Light will drive you out!

Return to the darkness. Let sacred night absorb you once again and keep you forever.

I stand in place of the goddess, her child and her apostle, and in her name I banish you!’”



On the edge of her vision she saw the inspector’s stance alter. He drew himself up to his full height, tension stiffening his shoulders.

“Your words have been heard, Miss Cavendish,” he said simply.

Now they could all clearly hear the angry shouts of the gathering as they ran across the lawn toward the gatehouse.

Her father looked out of the window. “They come holding torches. Our principal players to the fore … thugs and henchmen with them … a hooded figure, I cannot see his face.”

Hecate paused. Could this be the same hooded figure who had searched the strongbox for the banned book? It seemed likely. Mr. Gould or Dean Chalmers. Soon that question would be answered.

When it came, the pounding on the door at the bottom of the stairs was so violent and so forceful they could not help but be startled by it. What made it all the more disturbing was the hissing of the Embodied Spirits and the sound of their nails clawing at the wood. The inspector moved to stand closer to Edward.

“Do not let them have you rattled, now, sir. Just another ruckus at the Kerry, nothing different.”

Edward nodded, though they both knew his words to be untrue. This was a confrontation the like of which neither of them had faced before. He drew his sword. The inspector took his truncheon from its loop on his belt.

The hound had set up a low, thunderous rumble of a growl.

Hecate pressed on with the incantation, repeating it clearly, methodically, rhythmically. It was then she heard her name being called.

“Hecate? Hecate!”

She and her father exchanged shocked looks as they recognized the voice.

“Dean Chalmers!” she said. No matter that she had feared this might be the case, it was shocking and heartbreaking to discover the dean—a man she had known all her life and whom she thought to be kind and good—had willingly taken up the work of wicked necromancers.

“Hecate? My dear girl. It need not be this way. Won’t you speak with me? Won’t you at least listen to what I have to say?”

Inspector Winter stepped closer to the window.

“They have paused in their assault on the building.”

The dean called up again, “Hecate, you know me. I am your father’s friend. Won’t you at least talk with me? Please, I beg of you? Only let us try to avoid more unpleasantness. There is a better way, I promise.”

The inspector looked at her, his voice an urgent whisper. “I fear a trap, Miss Cavendish.”

“You may be right, and yet”—she, too, kept her voice low—“a few words would allow the company to draw close while keeping them from a full onslaught.”

“Hecate, dear girl. For your father’s sake…” the dean called out again.

Edward opened his mouth to retort but Hecate put a finger to her lips, quietening him.

She rose to her feet but did not step away from her position close to the book.

She sang out clearly so that she could be heard outside.

“I am saddened to find you in such company, Dean,” she told him. “That you should act in a way so utterly at odds with all you have built your life’s work upon. My father will be heartbroken to hear of it.”

“I devoted myself to a god who was deaf to my cries,” he told her, his own voice breaking as he spoke. “After I lost my darling wife, I was unmoored by grief. I found no solace in prayer, nor the company of my fellow clergy. God did not answer me.”

“You have aided these wicked creatures in their cruel deeds. There can be no excuse for it.”

“You do not understand … they can offer new life. A second chance! They can restore my Susannah to me!”

Hecate was appalled. “That is what you were promised? The return of your dead wife? Oh, Dean…”

“We need not live our lives in fear of death, not those of us who join the followers of the Essedenes. Was not Lazarus raised by Christ? The gift of eternal life for Christians refers to a heavenly existence, but it can be here on earth! Do you not see the blessing that will bring? No more the agony of separation, of lives taken too soon.”

Edward moved to peer through the window, taking care to keep himself hidden.

He nodded at Hecate.

“It is working,” he told her quietly. “I see no more stragglers. They are all gathered close by.”

Hecate continued her conversation with the dean. “But at what cost? These ghouls prey on the innocent. For each of their chosen ones, another must give their life. This is no blessing but a curse.”

It was Veronique Fletcher, the earl’s mistress, who spoke up next.

“Join us, Daughter of the Goddess. You have skills and talents that could see you exalted among our group, given great wealth and status. Your family would be provided for forever.”

“I saw no concern for my family when one of your foul spirits sought to crush the very soul from my brother’s body. I told your ringmaster, I will never ally myself with you or any of your kind. Inspector, the shutters, if you please.”

As he and her father set the old wooden doors in place covering the windows, a rock smashed the glass, sending splinters against the shutter. Within seconds came the sound of an axe splitting the wood of the door.

“To arms!” the inspector shouted, rejoining Edward at the top of the stairs.

Edward called to Hecate above the increasing noise of the advancing enemy.

“We will buy you time, daughter.”

The inspector made it clear. “We will fall back before we are overwhelmed. To protect your girl, Mr. Cavendish, you must fight your instinct to keep them at bay. You are of no service to her dead.”

Hecate knelt once more, placing her hand on the book, feeling the words tremble beneath her palm as she recited them again, and again, and again. Even as the Embodied Spirits breached the door and poured up the stairs, she continued to chant the words. Even as the inspector was knocked to the ground by the man from the cells and her father had to drag him to his feet. Even as the hound leaped forward to sink his teeth into the leg of a thug who wielded an axe. Inspector Winter had regained his balance and seized the advantage, springing forward and delivering a practiced blow to the man’s head. He fell to the ground and lay still.

The narrow stairway slowed the progress of their attackers, meaning only one or two of them could enter the room at once. This gave them a crucial advantage. Some of the lesser members of Brocket’s men had been sent up first, as if testing the resistance with men they were prepared to lose. Hecate saw a rough-looking man reach the top stair and snarl at her father, baring his sharp teeth, his eyes wild. He charged forward but Edward delivered a swift downward cut of his sword, slicing into his attacker’s leg, sending him howling, sprawling across the floor. He knew to kill any of the assailants would be to release a spirit and put all three of them in danger of being taken as hosts. Disablement and delay were their goals, until Hecate could bring the power of the spell into force.

Inspector Winter wielded his baton, the hound snapping at those who made it to the top stair.

“As swiftly as you are able, Miss Cavendish.” His voice was calm, giving no indication of the seriousness of their situation.

Hecate could see that in a matter of minutes they would be overrun. She continued casting, singing out the words with as much passion and commitment as she could muster, conjuring in her mind’s eye the goddess, drawing strength from knowing she was with her, but beginning to fear she was unequal to the task. If the attackers could not be held off until the spell became effective, all would be lost. They would all be killed, in that tiny building, fighting to the last but overwhelmed by the force and number of their foes. And she would have brought them to this end. Worse, the city would be left unprotected from what would follow. The city and her beloved family.

At that moment, Viscount Eckley, the earl’s cousin, reached the top of the stairs, drawing a fine sword as he did so. There were shouts from the inspector, and the hound set up a bellowing bark, but her father had little space in which to move. The viscount lunged, Edward parried, but already he was on the back foot. His rusty swordsmanship was no match for the younger man possessed by a wild spirit. In a matter of seconds, the two were struggling at close quarters, Edward battling to hold back Eckley with his sword used in defense rather than attack. As luck would have it, the other Embodied Spirits were so fervent in their attempts to push into the room that two fell against the viscount, knocking him to one side. Edward seized his chance and wielded his sword again, this time succeeding in cutting his opponent’s shoulder. Enraged, the viscount brought his own sword slicing through the air at an angle that found its mark in a sideways slash across Edward’s stomach. He cried out, clutching at the wound as he crumpled to his knees. Hecate gasped, too terrified of what she was witnessing to scream, but momentarily stopped in her casting. Mercifully, the blow had been deflected somewhat by the broad belt he wore in order to attach the policeman’s lamp. It was, however, sufficient to render him defenseless.

“Help him!” Hecate commanded her hound.

The great dog leaped to stand in front of the stricken man, snapping and barking, preventing anyone from getting to him.

The inspector hooked his hands under Edward’s arms and dragged him backward.

“I’ve got you,” he told him, setting him down against the far wall. The hound repositioned itself to stand alone in front of Hecate, keeping the Embodied Spirits at bay as more of them streamed up the stairs and crowded into the inadequate space.

Veronique appeared in the throng and came to stand beside the viscount, raising a hand in a signal so that the others would wait. They heeded her command but stood restlessly, moving from foot to foot in a swaying motion, their mad eyes unnaturally bright, their long tongues running over their teeth as if savoring the taste of fear and blood on the air.

The earl’s mistress tilted her head, a small smile making her face inappropriately pretty.

“What a brave girl you are,” she said. “Such a shame for so much courage to go to waste.”

The dean worked his way through the crowd so that he could be seen, desperate to speak to Veronique.

“Do not cause her injury! I was promised she would not be harmed.”

For a moment, Hecate was confused. He needed the banned book to raise the spirit of his wife, and she stood in the way of him having it. And yet he was arguing for her life. Could it be that a vestige of the good man he had once been still remained? And then she understood. And that understanding was so shocking she ceased reciting the words of the book and stared at the clergyman, open-mouthed. Could it be true? She had to know.

“Dean … you meant me to be the host for your wife’s spirit?”

From behind her came her father’s voice, tinged with pain but more markedly full of fury.

“Chalmers, you vile snake! How low you have fallen.”

“There was nothing improper in my intention, I assure you. In fact, it was because I hold your daughter in such high regard.… I knew by choosing a young host for my dearest Susannah I would put her out of my reach. Things could not be between us as they once were, but she would enjoy a young, healthy body. I wanted that for her, after all the illness she had suffered for so long. And your position in the library means she could work close to me. How I would enjoy watching her there, perhaps rising to mistress of the library herself one day.”

Hecate felt her own fury and disgust replacing her horror. “You encouraged my father to put me up for the post of assistant librarian so that your dead wife would one day take my place, in my body!” She shook her head. It was too much. The betrayal not just of herself but of her father, too ghastly. She addressed Veronique. “Your masters made a grave mistake in promising this pitiful man such a thing. For I am your greatest threat, and you should have killed me while you could. By saving my body to honor this unholy bargain, you have sealed your own fate and that of all your foul followers. I will send every one of you to a place of darkness where you can do no more harm!”

She threw back her head and raised her hands, letting her rage fuel her actions, feeling the fire of it glowing within her. She let it grow, felt her own strength building with it. The strength of her gifts. Again she cast the words of the spell, her voice growing stronger with each line, increasing in volume and depth until she did not recognize it herself, for it was not one person speaking, but held the echoes of all who had used the spell before her. She heard the voice alter further as the goddess at last answered her call and lent her own fierce power to the words.

The air in the room began to move, quickly whipping into a vortex, dust spiraling upward within it. The flour sacks were flung about the room. First, the candles were blown out, and then the lamps extinguished, so that the only light came from the shining golden moon of Hecate’s brooch. The Embodied Spirits wailed, coughing, cursing, throwing their arms over their faces to protect themselves.

Hecate was aware of the inspector to her left shielding her father. The hound did not move but kept his place directly in front of her even as his fur was blasted by the whirlwind and dust flung at his eyes. The astrolabe was alive with movement, spinning and whirring and clicking, though it was hard to hear anything now above the cacophonous words of the spell and the howl of the unnatural wind it had brought forth.

She looked into the viscount’s eyes and saw fear there now. Glancing at the other Embodied Spirits, she recognized the same growing terror in their expressions. The spell was starting to have its effects on them. Encouraged, she stepped forward, knowing the words by heart now, declaring them as she moved toward the unsettled group. Three of those nearest the stairs turned as if to run down the flight and escape, but the force of the wind and the pull of Hekate’s magic prevented them from leaving. Realizing they were trapped, some of them began to howl and shout. Two wrenched open the shutters at one of the windows but their efforts were in vain, the wind snapping shut the wooden covers with such energy they were thrown to the ground.

“She must be stopped!” the earl’s mistress shouted, pointing at Hecate.

Three more of the company surged forward but were halted by the hound who leaped at them, biting and growling, determined not to let them pass. The viscount fell upon the book on the floorboards, slashing at it with his sword, but in the darkness his aim was poor and his efforts fruitless. Veronique let out a shriek and sprang at Hecate, catching hold of her hair, pulling her off-balance. The pair fell to the floor. Not for one second did Hecate pause in her incantations. She could see the hound valiantly holding off the Embodied Spirits, but even he was being gradually overwhelmed and pushed back. The more the spell seeped into their bodies, the more desperate they became, the more they flailed and roared and cursed and clawed their way toward Hecate and the book. Some sought to scramble their way out of the gatehouse, scratching at the wall, pulling at the wood, raging at being trapped.

Veronique’s teeth snapped close to Hecate’s ear, causing her to wrench herself free. She scrambled back toward where the book lay, the light of her crescent moon picking it out among the swirling chaos. But Veronique was not finished with her yet. She grabbed her hair again, this time taking a firm hold of her long, red plait. Her strength was fearsome and increased by the fact that she was fighting for her very life. Hecate knew she would not let go, and she doubted her ability to complete the spell casting while she was being yanked this way and that. It was then she heard a hissing, a sharp, high note above the noise in the room. She could not see it, but she could feel the golden snake uncoiling itself from her braid, drawing back and striking the older woman. Veronique let out a cry of fear and rage, releasing her grip, falling backward, as the enchanted viper’s venom took effect.

Hecate staggered to her feet, snatching up the book as she did so and moving swiftly to join Inspector Winter and her wounded father. The hound ran to stand with them, their backs against the wall. She plucked her brooch from her lapel and held it up so that the light shone wider and brighter. At her waist, the astrolabe continued to spin, adding its own whirring to the terrible noises around them.

The earl’s mistress writhed upon the floor, forgotten by her followers who only had time for their own troubles and torments. They clutched at their throats and shook their heads as if trying to escape the magic, trying to resist it. The dean cowered upon the floor in the corner, his expression full of horror, as if only now was he witnessing the nature and magnitude of what he had brought about. In their fury and fear, the Embodied Spirits turned again upon their three adversaries, advancing across the floor in shambolic, lurching movements, determined to put a stop to the spell that had them in its clutches.

Hecate feared her efforts were falling short.

“Why are they not being sent from here? Why is the spell faltering?” she asked her father, knowing that he would have no more insight into the matter than herself, but unable to resist voicing her own doubt.

“Do not give up!” His own voice was shaky, his hands covered in blood from his attempts to stanch the flow of it from his injury. “You must finish them,” he said. “It is only you who have the means.”

She shook her head, uncertain now that she was able. As the unholy creatures stumbled and staggered toward her, she questioned the reach of the magic. She doubted now that the spell was strong enough. She feared that the goddess was too distant in time and in place. But then his words reminded her of what Mr. Sadiki had told her with his dying breath.

The magic is within you. You are the key!

She took a step forward, casting not just the spell but her own gaze upon her adversaries, bringing to mind all she had endured because of them, remembering how close she had come to losing Charlie to their ranks, recalling the moment John had plummeted to his death, thinking of her family and their future safety and how everything depended on her. She would not fail them. She took another step. One more stride and she would be in the center of the maelstrom. She saw confusion on the faces of the Embodied Spirits. She took that one more vital stride, opening her arms as she did so.

The supernatural wind whipped her and spun her so that she rotated, skirt flying, arms out, held in the very center of the chaos. At her waist, the astrolabe buzzed as it continued to spin wildly. Her cameo grew hotter, the gold of it glowing in the darkness.

She raised her voice and delivered the final words of the incantation again, adding her own. “I banish you! Go from this place to a place of darkness and tread the earth no longer, for you are not welcome here. I banish you. In the name of Hekate, Goddess of Magic, Queen of the Night, Ruler of the Thresholds, I send you forever from this realm!”

The spirits screamed. The sounds were so shrill and so dreadful it rendered all thoughts, all speech or movement impossible. As Hecate spun she watched them clawing at the walls, trying to keep hold, but the magic was too strong for them. She was too strong for them. The light of her golden crescent began to fade. She felt the strength leave her legs. One by one, the Embodied Spirits left their hosts, their lifeless bodies crumpling as their essences were swallowed by the whirlwind, sucked down to an unseen, unreachable, lifeless place. The astrolabe became dislodged from its hook and fell. Hecate grabbed at it, knowing that without it her own soul could be forfeit. She snatched it up, holding it to her heart. The last thing she was aware of was the sight of the dean succumbing to the magic, his own soul tainted by his close dealings with the Essedenes’ curse, and then, at last, there was nothing but silence and blackness.
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Hecate regained consciousness to find the inspector kneeling beside her and the hound licking her face. She sat up, dizzy, weak-limbed, but unhurt, blinking against the dark to make out the scene around her. Herself, Inspector Winter, and her father were the only people in the gatehouse still living. The bodies of the Embodied Spirits—or rather those of their hosts—lay where they had fallen, some slumped against the walls, others collapsed on top of one another, most in attitudes of panic or struggle. The dean lay lifeless and crumpled, looking older and frailer than she had ever thought him. She experienced a shiver when she realized his own soul had been so corrupted by his summoning of the Resurgent Spirits that the spell claimed him, too. After all his years belonging to the church, she was saddened to think of him cast adrift with none but the Essedenes’ followers for company.

The inspector relit their three lamps and one of the candles.

“Rest here,” he told her. “I shall retrace our steps through the orchard and fetch the cab. We must get your father to a doctor.”

Hecate waved a hand at the sorrowful sight around them. “But what of these?”

“I shall return with my men. We will attend to them. Do not concern yourself. They are no longer the foul creatures you fought. We will afford every dignity to the bodies of those who fell to their wicked plans.” He looked again at the scene of death they found themselves in and for a moment doubted his course of action. “You understand I must leave you? I shall be as quick as I am able.”

“Go, Inspector,” she said, getting slowly to her feet. “We three will come to no harm now,” she assured him, patting the hound on the head.

The inspector nodded, straightened his bowler hat, and then left. She heard him pick his way through the splintered remains of the door as he went.

She moved to sit with her father, who was still conscious but weak from loss of blood and the pain of his wound. She tore a strip of fabric from the hem of her dress to use as a makeshift bandage. The bleeding had stopped, but he had lost a deal of blood, and she worried that without prompt attention from a doctor, he might yet succumb to his wound. She bit her lip against her own fear, knowing she must keep him strong. She took his hand in hers.

“All will be well,” she told him.

He gave a weak smile while attempting to sit up, the effort making him wince.

Hecate could tell he was looking for the viscount, no doubt wanting to see for himself that he could not wield his sword again.

“They are no longer a threat,” she insisted.

He nodded and subsided once more, content to wait.

Her gaze took in what her actions had brought about. In the shadowy light of the lamps and candle, the expressions on the faces of the deceased did not look grotesque but peaceful, despite their dying moments, despite their struggle. It was as if, at last, the original souls had found peace now that their usurpers had been banished. She felt a sense of calm, and also astonishment. Astonishment at how fierce and devastating the spell casting had been. How powerful she had felt in that moment, at the center of the vortex, when she had known with unshakeable certainty that she would defeat her enemies. She had experienced her own phenomenal strength. True, she had used powerful words, and the goddess had been with her, but Mr. Sadiki had been right in what he said: the magic was within her.

It was then that something curious caught her eye. She frowned, leaning forward, peering through the gloom with more focus in order to understand what she was seeing. Slowly, she got to her feet. The hound followed her as she picked her way through the corpses. He whimpered, as if he did not approve of her going among those who had only moments ago been attacking her.

“Hush now,” she told him gently. “There is nothing to fear. But there is something I must see, something I must know.”

“What are you doing?” her father asked.

“The marks, Papa,” she said. “You remember, we spoke of them earlier?” She was aware it was best to keep him talking, to keep him conscious. Engaging his mind in a puzzle would certainly hold his attention.

“Yes … I remember,” he said, turning his head to watch her. “What of them?”

She reached the far wall of the little room and detached her policeman’s lamp from her belt, holding it up so that its patchy light fell directly onto the upright beams. She located the curious marks with their unknown significance and reached out and touched one. Next, she stepped carefully to one side, to the next beam. It was harder to get close to this one, as there was a body on the dusty floorboards directly at her feet. Glancing down, she recognized the man who had been in the inspector’s cell only a few short days ago. He had expired leaning against the wall, his arms stretched up, palms against the wood. She shone the light of her lamp higher up the beam and there, distinctly, were the blurred imprints of his hands, seared into the wood. It was as if the moment of transformation, the instant the spell took hold of the spirit and sent it screeching from its host, caused such a white heat of magic that it left the marks of its desperate, clawing hands.

She looked from the new marks to the old, faded ones.

“They are the same,” she murmured, checking again.

“What’s that?” Edward asked. “New marks the same as the old?”

There were small differences. The ancient marks were less distinct, their color having blurred and darkened over the years. The new ones showed imprints of the fingertips, even a scrape of the signet ring the man had been wearing. But they were both the result of the same thing.

Hecate gasped. “It’s happened before!” she said. “Here, in this very place … the spell casting … sending the spirits to the darkness … It has happened before!”

“Dear Lord … Then our investigations are proved correct.… Brockhampton itself is at the center of it all.”

She looked at him. “We have come full circle,” she said.

“Then this might be the end of it,” her father said, fatigue robbing his voice of strength.

She turned back to examine the marks. Moving the lamp, she could see similar new handprints left by some of the other spirits. She wanted to believe he was right, and yet … At least she knew the origins of the marks. She knew why they were significant and had been present in the correspondence between Father Ignatius and the original Tiberius Harper. What she did not know was who had stood in that little gatehouse, just as she had done, and banished spirits, years before. What had happened to them? Were they in some way connected to what happened at the abbey in France? She felt suddenly drained of energy, the effort of the spell casting taking its toll, the realization that with every new discovery came new questions leaving her weary.

She went back to sit beside her father, engaging him in light conversation, determined to keep him awake until help arrived. Together, the hound standing over them not yet prepared to remove his watchful stare from their enemies, they waited for the sound of the hansom cab’s wheels over the cobbles outside.



The quiet comfort of her father’s study was balm to her bruised body and disturbed mind. After putting a match to the carefully laid fire, Hecate stood for a moment and watched the flames.

“It might be summer, but such experiences as you have had, daughter … shock is not to be underestimated,” her father said. “Are you certain you won’t change your mind about having a brandy?” he asked, gesturing with his own glass.

“No, thank you, Papa. Do not concern yourself about me. You are the one who needs care now.” She withdrew the hatpin and lifted off her hat, setting it down on a small table.

The inspector had returned to the gatehouse with the cab with welcome swiftness and they had made all haste to the house of Dr. Forbes, whose skill as a field surgeon was widely acknowledged. He had inspected Edward’s injury and, to everyone’s great relief, declared it less serious than it appeared. There had been considerable blood loss, but the cut was wide rather than deep. He could see no internal damage and was able to stitch the wound, dress it, and release the patient into the care of his family. The household had been abed when the three of them arrived. They had taken great care not to wake anyone, holing up in the study where Hecate made her father comfortable in the best chair, with his feet up. Brandy had been permitted against the pain.

“Inspector, you’ll join me in a glass, won’t you? Safe to say we have earned it,” Edward told him.

The inspector hesitated only a moment.

“Ordinarily I would not partake, not while on duty.…”

“I consider this night we have undoubtedly strayed into the arena of the extraordinary,” said Edward. “Hecate, would you be so kind…? I find myself unequal to the task of leaving this chair.”

“I forbid you from trying,” she told him, returning to his desk. The tantalus housed both brandy and cognac and was never locked. She poured a glass and handed it to the inspector before taking the chair opposite her father. Inspector Winter ambled slowly about the room, taking in its curios as he turned over the events in his mind, sipping his brandy with restraint. The hound stretched out in front of the fire.

Edward took another gulp of brandy, wincing as he did so.

“How are you to explain your injury to Mother?” Hecate asked him.

“I shall avoid letting her see it, if at all possible. If not, I shall pass it off as a sporting injury. Fortunately, she recently witnessed my attempts to improve my fencing skills in the garden.”

“What we must turn our thoughts to now,” the inspector reminded them, “is how we are to explain the deaths of so many at Brockhampton.”

Hecate put a hand to her head at the memory of the bodies of the fallen. Ridden of the souls of their murderers, they were once again tragic victims, with families who would mourn them.

“There is a deal of heartbreak in that small room,” she said. “Their loved ones will demand answers.”

“Alas, the truth cannot be told,” said her father.

“You will find no argument from me on that score. Though it pains me to say it, we must concoct a lie, and present it with conviction and without room for doubt of its veracity,” said Inspector Winter, chasing this unpalatable thought down his throat with more brandy. “And we must fix that story so we can release it before I fetch men and wagons and return to the necessary work at the charnel house that the gatehouse has become.”

They had to form a plausible explanation for the deaths of a dozen in one night, and a reason for Dean Chalmers to have been among them. While it was unlikely any remaining Brocket family members would step forward to ask questions, there would be others. However, their task was made simpler by the fact that many of the other Embodied Spirits were drawn from those on the margins of society and so might have no one to miss them or request answers. These foot soldiers in Tiberius Harper’s army had been chosen for their strength, their aggression, and their lack of family ties. But there were those of good standing who had undergone, to their loved ones, inexplicable transformations. They could not be expected to understand that their husbands, brothers, sons, were lost months or weeks before. They, at least, deserved the return of the bodies of those who had been taken from them, so that they might begin the process of mourning.

Within minutes, applying their minds as swiftly as they could, the trio formulated a story which would serve their purposes. It appeared, they would report, that there had been a social gathering at Brockhampton, to which the dean had been invited. With Lord Brocket all but a social pariah after putting out his wife and taking on a mistress, the idea would be postulated that he had accepted the invitation in the hope of talking privately with the earl and persuading him to change the direction his life was taking. He was not to have known that the earl himself would be absent. Unfortunately, an inexperienced cook had foraged for mushrooms for the dinner and selected something lethally poisonous. None who ate at the party survived. Inspector Winter would ask the police surgeon at Worcester to confirm this theory. The man was, according to him, a heavy drinker, stumbling his way to retirement, and easily manipulated if treated with the correct combination of incentive and warning. Samples of the food would be taken for testing by the same doctor. His men, he was certain, would not question what they were told, out of loyalty to him and to their uniforms, even though the evidence of their eyes might be at odds with the facts they were given. He trusted them. The story would no doubt make the newspapers as a tragic drama. And like all sensational tales, after the initial keen interest, the public’s fickle attention would be taken elsewhere, particularly with no mourners of the kind likely to pursue the matter further.

After the inspector had left, Hecate experienced a great weariness, the events of the night at last making themselves felt, so that she was content, for once, to sit still.

“Daughter, we know this is not the first time power-hungry men have used the Essedenes’ curse to further their own ends. Think of Piedmont Abbey…”

“Yes, but we believed that was the first time, and it was not. The connection to Hereford, to the map, it goes back beyond what happened in France. We had thought everything followed on from the events recounted in Father Ignatius’s letters, that a series of events and actions of the surviving Embodied Spirit—”

“Tiberius Harper.”

“Yes, we thought he had followed the map back to its home at our cathedral and begun his wicked work again. The reality is that it all started in Herefordshire. It started with the map in its home, and it has its origins rooted in the earliest history of Brockhampton. If we are not to fail, to prevent a single Embodied Spirit from escaping, we must also consider what part Brocket’s ancestors played in all this. And how did the Essedenes succeed in raising spirits in France if the map was so far away, safely here in the cathedral? And how can we be certain the same thing will not happen again even if we do finish off all those summoned from their graves?”

“Well, we cannot destroy the map, of course. Do you think we should destroy the banned book?”

“No. We cannot risk doing that. It is the only one which contains the returning spell. It is not as powerful as the one I used today, but it is sufficient if used close to the map. It is a protection of its own kind. It would be wrong to destroy it.”

“Then what solution do you suggest?”

It was at that moment that the study door opened. Hecate’s mother, disturbed from her bed by her husband’s absence and the sound of voices, had put on a wrap over her nightgown and come to investigate.

“Ah, Beatrice, my dear.” Edward went to rise but then thought better of it. Instead, he adjusted his waistcoat to make sure his bandages and his bloodstained shirt were not visible. “We have woken you. I am sorry for that.”

“Hecate, why are you up? And what on earth are you wearing?” Beatrice walked over to her daughter to closer inspect her outlandish clothes. “Have you taken up archery? Edward, is this peculiar leather garment an artifact from your travels? Really, Hecate, must you persist in presenting yourself as outside the bounds of what is considered respectable?”

Hecate was unable to hide her irritation. “Do not concern yourself, Mother. At this late hour there were no good people out to witness my disgraceful appearance.”

Her father sought to pour oil on troubled waters.

“Hecate was called out on cathedral business,” he said.

“In the middle of the night?” Beatrice asked, sitting in the small chair beside her husband.

“Inspector Winter values Hecate’s knowledge of aspects of the cathedral. You know there have been incidents in the crypt…?”

“The grave robbers?”

“It seems Lord Brocket was involved.” He glanced at Hecate, who was uncertain what line he was attempting to take. She knew he would not wish to lie to her mother, but the truth was beyond telling in this instance, not to her.

“That man! But surely even he would not stoop so low? Was it for money? Has his mistress proved too expensive for his pocket, perhaps?”

“The dean was also attempting to find answers. My dear, I have to tell you, this tale has a sad end.”

“How so?”

Edward took his pipe from his jacket pocket but did not light it. In a gentle but serious tone, he repeated the story that he had rehearsed with the inspector. Hecate watched as her mother’s expression altered from one of annoyance to horror. When he revealed that the dean had been among the victims of the accidental poisoning, Beatrice exclaimed, her hand flying to her mouth.

“Dean Chalmers is dead?”

Hecate got up and fetched her mother some brandy, kneeling beside her as she passed her the heavy glass.

“Poor man! He never recovered after losing Susannah, and now this.…” She took the brandy, sipping it quickly.

Edward agreed. “He was not the same man after his wife’s death.”

Hecate was still coming to terms with her conflicting feelings regarding the dean.

“Though it was several years ago,” Hecate pointed out. “One might think he would have adjusted to his circumstances by now.”

Her mother looked at her sternly. “Hecate, you of all people must know the terrible shock of losing a loved one in a sudden and unexpected way. You will come to have a true understanding of what a bereavement can do to one, and yet you will not comprehend the impact when a lifelong partner is lost. The grief that descends can bring with it a manner of madness. The bereaved are altered in ways that can never be repaired!”

“I … I am sorry, Mother. You are right, of course. I don’t know. I can only try to imagine,” she added, thinking of how panic and terror had flooded her being when she thought Charlie was going to be lost to her forever.

Her father said, “The dean certainly suffered a body blow. One’s judgment could indeed be impaired by such a thing.”

Beatrice took another sip of brandy, tears glistening in her eyes. She did not comment on her husband’s remark. “To lose his own life in such an unnecessary and pointless circumstance … Did he know he was dying, do you suppose? At least he would have taken comfort from the belief that he was going to be united with his beloved Susannah at last,” she said.

Hecate and Edward looked at one another in silence, their shared knowledge of the truth of the dean’s death and his ultimate end a heavy secret they would both carry forever.
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Having agreed to take the morning to catch up on sleep, by the time Hecate pedaled toward the cathedral it was almost one o’clock. There had been a fall of rain and the city smelled fresh. She felt as if she had been bruised and battered on a long sea voyage, strangely disorientated and a little light-headed. At first she put this condition down to the impact of the physical activities of missing sleep and being buffeted and flung by the maelstrom of the spell casting. She was also aware that being in the presence of so much loss, so much death, could be expected to take its toll on a person. And yet, there was something more. It was as if giving so much of herself, resisting the pull of the fierce magic upon her own soul, had left wounds that could not be seen. Wounds that would take time to heal.

As she dismounted her bicycle at the end of Church Street, wheeling it onto the Cathedral Green, she noticed Gil sitting on a bench in the shade of one of the older beech trees. He was packing away a wrap of waxed paper that must have earlier contained his lunch. She watched him drain a small cider bottle and then, acting on an impulse, she turned and pushed her bicycle over to where he sat, the hound falling into step beside her. If the animal was perplexed at the deviation from their normal route, he gave no sign of it.

Gil looked up, surprised, and then pleased to see her. He got to his feet, snatching his cap from his head.

“Hecate. I had not thought to see you here today. Not after…” He left the sentence unfinished.

“Ah, so news of the dean’s death has traveled more swiftly than I,” she said.

“A terrible business. He will be missed.”

She nodded and the conversation faltered.

As if suddenly remembering his manners, Gil indicated the bench.

“Won’t you sit for a moment?”

Her first thought was to refuse, but she did not wish to appear rude, or to give the impression she was not affected by Dean Chalmers’s death. Besides, she realized, a few moments in the company of Gil was an appealing idea. Quiet company in a soothing, pretty spot, before entering the cathedral and turning her mind to more difficult things, seemed a sensible way of preparing herself for what lay ahead.

She leaned her bicycle against the tree and sat on the bench. Gil sat beside her and for a while they did not speak, merely watched people walking across the Green and listened to the birdsong from the Bishop’s Garden and the sounds of the city’s morning activity a little way off.

She did not think she had felt so at ease in silent company before, particularly that of a man. There seemed no need to make small talk, to exchange pleasantries, or to take a polite interest in her companion. They could simply sit companionably. And yet, this was not the reassuring presence of family or friends. The comfort and company she enjoyed with Charlie or Clementine was of an altogether different nature. She attempted to identify that difference, approaching the matter in the most logical, sensible manner she could. She felt safe, perhaps because he was a strong, young man. But that was not the whole of it. She felt inclined to linger because he was personable and kind. She could, of course, tell herself that their particular connection drew her to him powerfully. But there was more to it even than that. He was attractive, she would admit to having noticed that before, and yes, she found his face pleasing, his eyes in particular, soulful and warm, his voice soft and with a timbre that moved her somehow. She could not help comparing him to John. In John’s presence she had felt similar things. She had also experienced an excitement as they grew closer. It startled her then to realize that already she felt that same scintilla of a thrill at sitting so close to Gil. They hardly knew each other, and yet there it was, that pull, that desire to be near him. How could she so quickly transfer this womanly response from her fiancé to another? Did that make her a loose woman? Someone easily prone to lustful thoughts? What had Clemmie said about Wilhelm? That she did not know how much longer she could resist him, was that it? In the midst of all that was happening in her life, with the conversation regarding the dean’s death still hanging in the air between them, Hecate was shocked to find herself so strongly drawn to Gil, and so ready to acknowledge those feelings.

“The funeral will be well attended,” Gil said. “The dean was liked and greatly respected. It will be hard to replace him.”

“Yes,” she agreed quietly. She found she could say nothing on the matter without it involving a lie, and that troubled her. She wished very much that she could speak freely with Gil, but she knew that was impossible. “They will hold prayers for him tonight, I expect. The Vicars Choral will hold a vigil, too.”

He nodded, solemn. After a pause he began to speak again and his manner, the tension she felt in his body only inches from her own, suggested he had something important to say.

“I sometimes think my work is a kind of prayer. That is, not only my work, but any endeavor that stills the mind and absorbs itself in the building or making of something. It is, at the very least … contemplative. And such work … it confers upon the artisan a change. When I am upon the scaffold, working on the window, silently, day after day, small piece after small piece, I become, for a while, a part of the building, blending into its fabric. I go unobserved, on occasion for weeks at a time. But I myself observe many things that others might miss. I see the family of goldcrests raising their chicks in a nest atop the gargoyle at the window’s apex. I see the clergyman who returns to the same pew every day at the same unremarkable hour, to pray so fervently, hands clasped in front of him, that even from the distance of my vantage point, I can see his knuckles are white from the effort. I observe the beggar who comes in once a week, to steal a single candle to sell. I observe the cathedral cat which chooses to chase the mice away rather than eat them.”

He paused, and she felt him turn to look at her, felt the warmth of that gaze. She did not look up, but continued to watch the gentle activity on the grassy sward in front of her.

Gil went on. “I also observe a young woman with hair the color of a spring sunrise, forever in a hurry yet with time to stand and talk to her ghostly friends. I see her seriousness. Her fortitude. Sometimes—seldom, but sometimes—I believe I see her fear. And in those fleeting moments I must stop myself scrambling down the scaffold, striding across the transept, taking her in my arms, holding her close, and driving every last drop of that fear away. I would keep her in an embrace so tender and yet so strong she would know she need never face anything alone again. And I would whisper fond words in her ear. And I would kiss her.” He stopped, turning away, looking into the middle distance, his hands on his knees. “That is what I would do if I failed to stop myself,” he added.

Hecate’s heart was pounding. She opened her mouth to speak but feared that anything she might say could break the spell of that moment. Instead, she reached over and placed her hand over his. She was aware of him looking at her again. A flapping pigeon caught her eye, her gaze rising with it, so that she looked directly at the rose window of the library. And there, at the glass, framed by the stone tracery, looking back at her, watching her, was John.

She snatched her hand away, jumping to her feet, startling the hound.

“I must go. Forgive me,” she said quickly.

“I will wait for you to tell me when the time is right for us to talk more,” he murmured, his voice tinged with longing. “I would be more than a friend to you, if you would consider such a thing. I believe you know that I hold you in high regard.”

“Yes. I mean to say, thank you for being patient with me. I would not want you to think I do not care, but…” She let the sentence trail away. “I must go,” she said, and this time Gil did not try to stop her. She kept her head down as she wheeled her bicycle around the east end of the cathedral to its parking place at the cloisters’ entrance. As she stepped in through the south door she could hear organ music. She hurried to the stairwell to the library, avoiding looking in the direction of the organ, for she knew she would see John there, and knew none but she could hear him playing.

She was relieved to reach the library. Reverend Thomas was at his desk looking strained. On seeing her, the griffin immediately left the map and went to sit on the back of her chair to wait for her.

“Ah, Miss Cavendish, your arrival is well timed. Mrs. White has just cleared away my luncheon. She was kind enough to bring it to me, to save me the trouble of the stairs. I do find them … challenging.”

“Good afternoon, Reverend. I am sorry I was not here to help.”

He waved a hand dismissively. “No matter, you are here now. These are difficult times and we must all work together to see our way through them.”

“I will do whatever I can, you can rely on me.”

“Dreadful news about the dean,” he went on. “Simply dreadful.” He removed his spectacles and dabbed at his eyes in an unprecedented show of emotion. “Such a wasteful, pointless death. He had a way with people, a touch with those who came here seeking solace and wisdom. The Lord knows where we will find another to take his place.”

Again Hecate experienced the uncomfortable position of knowing the dean’s dark secret and of not being able to speak freely. She was at least cheered by the thought that she need no longer hold the master of the library under suspicion. She had noticed a change in him since the fire, though not the one she might have expected. Instead of losing his trust, he appeared more willing to rely upon her, as if the way she had put the collection before her own safety had resonated with him. She dearly wanted to prove she was worthy of this newfound faith in her.

She stepped closer to her superior’s desk. “Reverend, if you would like to return to the cloisters, I can see to things here.”

He shook his head, unable to speak for a moment. She waited while he swallowed a sob, blew his nose, and replaced his spectacles.

“There is no necessity.… No, I am better kept at my work. The truth is, we shall be called upon, each of us in our own way, to manage the consequences of the dean’s absence. It may be quite some time before his successor is appointed.”

“Will you be taking part in the vigil?” she asked.

He nodded. “This evening. And I have canceled my trip to Exeter. I find myself unable to undertake such a journey, so the banned book will remain in the strongbox in the sacristy. Now, let us turn our minds to the business of the day. The work of the cathedral cannot stop. Have you finished the index you were working on?”

Hecate mastered her surprise and delight at hearing that he had changed his plans regarding the book. Now he had no reason to remove it from the strongbox, he would be unaware it was missing. “I have,” she said, taking the pages from her own desk and handing them to him for inspection. “What would you like me to do next?” As she waited for his answer Brother Michael drifted out from the direction of the illuminated gospels and hovered behind her.

Reverend Thomas seemed about to issue instructions and then hesitated, as if changing his mind. He looked directly at her as he spoke.

“I have devoted my life to God’s work, to the cathedral, and to this library. I do not seek high office. To do my work well, to see the collection cared for, restored where necessary, added to, kept in good order, these are the things I value. I am pleased to say that I no longer feel the task is one I undertake alone, Miss Cavendish. I have seen the sincerity with which you go about your duties here. You have, in a short time, proved yourself worthy of your post, of the title of assistant librarian, and deserving of recognition of this. You might consider me a person who lives in a small world, removed from broader society, but you know better than most, all human life is here.” So saying he pulled himself to his feet and picked up his walking stick. With some difficulty he shuffled past her and came to a halt in front of the map.

Hecate moved to stand next to him, Brother Michael accompanying her. The griffin flew a full circle of the room before alighting atop the map.

The master of the library leaned close to study the details before him. Slowly, he looked to the gap where the griffin should be, and then to the gap where the hound should be. Hecate held her breath. She noticed there the depiction of the city of Jerusalem was still in place, and put this down to the astrolabe itself not actually being represented. Reverend Thomas turned his gaze up toward the figure of Christ at the top of the ancient treasure.

“My eyesight is not sharp, but that has not prevented me from seeing all that takes place in my library,” he said, for once claiming the place as his own. “The cathedral, in one form or another, has occupied this spot for more than a thousand years. A millennium of prayer and worship, of community and music, of births and burials, pilgrimage, and holy relics. Such time, filled with such matters of the spirit and the heart, lend the building a particular resonance, a special quality of air, a singular character of its own. Some people are more attuned to this than others. Some are gifted with abilities that enable them to interact with this blessed place and its treasures. I am not such a person, alas, though I confess I covet such gifts.”

It was the longest speech Hecate had heard him make. He lifted up a hand and laid it gently, tenderly, upon the map for just a moment. He smiled a little then and turned, shifting his weight on his stick, to look at her.

“I am aware that you yourself are in possession of talents not given to all. I think perhaps it is the strength of my faith and its exclusive nature that might prevent me from owning such gifts, and so I am content, in the end, with my lot. I would not change my relationship with Our Lord for anything. But I see those gifts in you, Miss Cavendish, and I know that you have been using them.”

She searched for the right thing to say. However much she wished to take him in her confidence, she still feared the whole truth of what she had been doing might yet be unacceptable to him.

“I have acted only when there was no one else who could,” she said.

“Yes, I believe that to be so.” He nodded. “And now, knowing you as I do, I have come to believe also that you would never use these gifts for your own advancement. That you have, uppermost in your mind at all times, the desire to do what is right, and to protect what is under your care. I would like you to be assured I will always support you in your endeavors.”

Hecate found herself on the verge of tears. Pulling herself together, she gave him her brightest smile.

“I promise you, Reverend, the map and the library are under what protection I can give them, for as long as I draw breath.”

“Indeed. In which case, their security is in good hands. Now, if you will excuse me, I think perhaps I will return to the cloisters after all, if only for a short while.…”

“Of course,” she said, watching his slow progress as he left the room. It was only then that she noticed John’s music had ceased.



That evening, Inspector Winter joined Hecate and her father at Hafod Road. Beatrice was out visiting Esther Longfield-Smith, who was now home from the hospital and glad of someone to sit with her for a couple of hours. Charlie had gone up to bed. They would not be disturbed in Edward’s study. The three sat not at their ease beside the fire, but around his desk, for there was work to be done. The battle was only half fought, the war still to be won.

“While you have been attending to your duties in the library, I have not been idle, daughter,” her father told her. He had managed to conceal his injury from the rest of the family but at some cost, so that when he was not in their company he was relieved to let his guard down. Hecate noticed him place his hand on the location of his wound more than once and give a small gasp when moving too quickly. “I have been revisiting our notes on Piedmont and compared them with historical records regarding the Brockhampton estate.”

He pulled pages from a folder and laid them out. The inspector and Hecate leaned forward to examine his discovery.

“You will see here, according to the diaries of Father Ignatius, the abbey took receipt of ‘the long-awaited delivery from England. How blessed we are to have the loan of such a treasure. God willing it will bring interested benefactors to us, for the roof of the refectory is sore in need of repair.’ See?” He indicated the place on the notes he had taken before continuing. “In searching for the connection between the estate and the abbey I thought to look beyond the marks on the gatehouse beams, now that we know what those are.” Here he glanced at Hecate as if to reassure himself she was entirely recovered from the events of that night.

“But, Father, they are the most notable link.”

“They are, but, think of it, they come after the important events which were unknown to us. The marks were at the end of what must have been a similar summoning, a similar gathering.”

The inspector traced the lines of text with his finger as if the process aided his thinking.

“To reach a conclusion,” he said slowly, “it is often wise to reassemble all the small details in our possession. That way a more vivid picture may appear, or an angle of vision we have, to this point, missed.”

“Precisely that!” Edward agreed. “Hecate, what things are necessary for the Essedenes’ summoning to be effective?”

“The banned book, and the accompanying smaller book that will allow one to access it. A person willing and able to read out the incantation. And close proximity of the Mappa Mundi.”

“We must assume, therefore, that these things were in place to facilitate the earlier event, which resulted in the handprints in the gatehouse. We must also assume—”

Here the inspector could not help but interrupt.

“I would caution against assumption, Mr. Cavendish. We may conclude, we may deduce, but to assume treads precariously close to guesswork, I fear.”

“I bow to your expertise, Inspector, but I would ask that you allow my train of thought on this occasion.” When the inspector nodded, he continued. “It is logical, I believe, that these factors were present in the abbey. We must, therefore, conclude”—here he paused to nod at the inspector—“that the Mappa Mundi was in the abbey at that time. Brockhampton records show that an early resident, one Richard Habington in 1528, was responsible for the construction of the gatehouse. His family were well liked, but, in 1529, things took a turn for the dark and his brother was accused of murder. A swirling unrest is recorded, which I think you will agree, sounds familiar to us.”

Hecate scanned the notes in front of her again. “If that was when the first summoning occurred, whoever stopped it would have known the map and the book needed to be separated. I can understand them choosing to find a safe place for the map, getting it far away from the book to prevent another summoning. The person who sent them back to the realm of the dead must have been responsible for moving the map. Or at the very least, someone working with them.”

Her father agreed. “Just as one of us might be responsible, when our work here is done, for placing the books in a place safely distant from the map.”

“Yes.” She looked up at him. “And what is more, someone was responsible for getting the book to France so that the Essedenes’ work could be continued.”

The inspector added a thought. “The map was no doubt returned to its original home after the fall of the abbey. No one surviving there could have known of the part it played in the terrible events that occurred.”

Hecate put in, “It would have been perfectly understandable for them to think it safer here. And it was. Is. They would have had little interest in an obscure book. Besides, my predecessor would have done her best to hide it. She may well have died taking the secret of its location with her.” A thought struck her then. “Or the surviving Embodied Spirit spent the next hundred years locating it before returning to Hereford to be close to the map!”

Her father understood immediately. “Tiberius Harper.”

The three fell silent for a moment, taking in the scope of the man’s ambition and his tireless pursuit of it.

It was Hecate who broke that silence with another question.

“How, then, did the banned book find its way into the locked cabinet in the chained library?”

Inspector Winter had his own theory. “I suspect the dean was a pawn in that game, approached not directly by Harper, but an intermediary, someone known to him.”

“Lord Brocket,” said Hecate. “Yes, that would make sense. And I recall, at the start of my employment at the cathedral, I encountered him coming up from the crypt. I thought at the time it was odd. What business had he there? And then, shortly after, I saw the dean.… He must have struck his dark bargain with him and given him the book.”

Edward took out his pipe but did not light it. “What puzzles me is, why would Dean Chalmers put the book in the cabinet? Why not simply keep it in his own quarters?”

“Perhaps”—Hecate was forming the idea as she spoke—“perhaps the dean was wary of it himself. Or perhaps he feared it falling into the wrong hands. The deanery is not a secure place compared to the library. If someone else had found it…”

“Criminals are known to hide weapons in plain sight,” said the inspector.

“Well then,” said Hecate, “we know Tiberius has been involved for centuries. He was the single surviving Resurgent Spirit after the Piedmont Abbey event. He had hunted down the book and had it brought back to the map in order to continue the work of the Essedenes. And now we have robbed him of the army of followers he had so carefully gathered.”

Edward finally lit his pipe, speaking through clenched teeth as he puffed upon it. “I cannot imagine him receiving the news well. Who knows what it will drive him to do next.”

The inspector sat up a little straighter in his chair. “I have had men watching Brockhampton and the Fosse, as you know. The estate is now in the care of some elderly workers who have evidently had instructions to shut up the house.”

“But Brocket and Harper remain in London?” Edward asked.

“I am pursuing a warrant for the arrest of the earl, in which I claim that his cousin, the late Viscount Eckley, attacked Mr. Cavendish on his instruction, overzealously guarding his property. It would explain my witnessing the gathering and accord with the version of events of that night when so many died of poisoning. I have let it be known that I attended the estate after a report of a commotion, your father being good enough to accompany me as he knows the family. This was, of course, before the unfortunately lethal meal was eaten. Viscount Eckley, somewhat in his cups, had become aggressive, stating that Lord Brocket had told him to keep all away from his house during his absence. Telling him he had the right to defend the place with his life if need be, to take all measures. My argument is that it was this instruction that led him to drawing his sword upon us.”

Hecate experienced a clear memory of the moment when her father had been attacked by the Embodied Spirit inhabiting the viscount. To see him strike such a dangerous blow had been horrifying, and now the recollection made her shudder.

“Well then,” she said, “let us use the law as enough to bring him to heel. He does not have the advantage of enhanced strength or a proclivity for violence his cousin, as a host, obtained.”

Edward asked him, “Could we not find some reason to arrest Harper? Hecate could more safely use her spell with him in one of your splendid cells, could she not?”

“A better option would be to get him to the cathedral,” she said. “I would rather use the spell in the banned book if I have any choice in the matter.”

The inspector turned to her. “If we call at the Fosse to arrest the earl, I can then invite Mr. Harper to assist me with my inquiries. I believe I can present it in such a way that he feels he cannot refuse.”

Edward asked, “But we will not take him to the police station?”

“Indeed, we will escort him to the cathedral. There would, in point of fact, be no necessity for Miss Cavendish to attend the Fosse. She could await us at the cathedral.”

“I approve of that idea,” said her father.

“No,” said Hecate, “that will not do. Harper knows I am his greatest threat. He is more likely to be suspicious if I am not there. He expects me to think as he does, in that I will want to see him taken, and that I will consider myself indispensable. Should things go awry at the Fosse, I may have recourse to stronger magic. Either way, it is my risk to take.”

“My dear little worker bee, we would not leave you there alone.”

“I have faced him alone before. And now he has no army of followers. I must come with you. If he will not cooperate with the inspector’s request, he might bolt. We cannot afford to have him slip through our fingers.”

The inspector got to his feet. “Leave it with me. I will apply myself to the matter. By the time he returns to the Fosse, we shall be ready.”

“If he returns,” said Edward.

Hecate had no such doubt. “Oh, he will. He must. To stay away would be to abandon his quest for power. That hunger has driven him for centuries. We have the map, the banned book, the book with the spell to access the summoning, and now Hekate’s terrifying dark magic. If he walks away now, he has lost everything. I have looked into his eyes and seen what dwells there. Believe me when I tell you, he will return.”






18


[image: ]

The next morning, as she came out of her bedroom, Hecate met Charlie on the landing.

“Goodness, this is early for you,” she said.

“It was too hot to sleep properly last night,” he told her, sitting down on the top stair the better to make a fuss of the hound. “Mama told me to go out in the garden for some air before breakfast. Can I take him with me?”

She looked at his bright smile, not for the first time impressed at how well he tolerated his own frail health. He no longer gave in to complaining when his weak heart limited his activities. He was not yet thirteen, but she saw how quickly he was developing a mature attitude to life and his lot.

“I shall come with you,” she said, and the three of them went down the broad wooden staircase and out into the rear garden.

Outside, the warm, sultry night had given way to a beautiful morning. The lawn was still dew washed, and the shrubs and flowers were adorned with the night work of industrious spiders. Tiny droplets of rising moisture spangled the webs, flashing in the early sunlight. Charlie ran across the wet grass, the hound bounding after him, while Hecate strolled along the brick pathway that followed the high outer walls of the garden. The scent of jasmine and roses perfumed her progress. A wood pigeon in the apple tree sang its gentle, cooing call. Somewhere further up the street she could hear the rattle of the empty milk cart returning to the dairy, the horses’ hooves beating a happy homeward rhythm as they pulled the lightened dray back toward the stables and breakfast. She leaned against an upright of the pergola, watching her brother and the dog play. That place, that morning, those two happy friends enjoying the safety and innocence of the moment, were the reason for every risk she took. She knew that. She was protecting all that was good, kind, and beautiful. A garden, a child, a faithful hound, a summer’s day filled with promise; these things were worth fighting for. She put her hand over her own heart for a moment. She had to acknowledge that, since using the dark magic in the gatehouse, she now had another common bond with Charlie. His heart had been weakened by rheumatic fever. Hers, she knew, had been scarred by the ferocity of the spell she had cast.

“Hecate!” Charlie called out to her. “He still has no name? What are you going to call him?” he asked, throwing a stick for the hound, laughing and fetching it himself when his playmate merely looked at him, baffled.

“You can name him!” she called back.

“Truly?”

“Yes. Something suitably heroic and dignified, mind you.”

The door to the house opened and Phileas came out. He waved at Charlie and strode over to join Hecate.

“Phileas, is Mother giving out invitations to breakfast now?” she teased.

“It was your father asked me to stop by on my way to Greyfriars. We have both been slaves to unhealthily full diaries of late and there is much to discuss regarding the housing development.”

“It is an admirable project.”

“The new houses are starting to go up at last.”

“I shall come and see them soon, I promise.”

Charlie’s laughter and the barking hound drew their attention, and they paused their conversation for a while. Hecate was aware, however, that while she was focused on her brother, Phileas quickly returned to looking at her.

“I heard the frightful news about the dean. And all those unfortunate fellows at Brockhampton. Mushrooms, eh? Dashed bad luck. Been picking them in my fields for breakfast for years and never took a wrong ’un. Hard to imagine getting it wrong. A cook, too. Poor show, very poor show.”

Yet again, Hecate found herself having to skirt around the truth. She gave no response to his comment, and at length he tried to restart the conversation by pointing to Charlie.

“The best of friends there, I see. Wherever did you find such a hound?”

“He found me.”

“An excellent guard dog, I should imagine.” He paused before saying, “I do worry about you at times, Hecate. Your continued good health is of the utmost importance to me,” he said, sounding rather more like a doctor than he might have intended.

“I am quite well.”

“Don’t look it. I know I shouldn’t say such a thing, but … dash it all, Hecate, you look pale. Tired. Troubled. Lost your luster. There, I’ve said it now!”

“Phileas—”

“Like to think you’d trust me with your confidence. After all these years and whatnot. If there’s anything I can do to help…”

She realized then how greatly she had underestimated him. Underestimated and undervalued. While he gave the appearance of being a bon viveur, given to parties and fun, with little interest in matters beyond his cows and his cider orchard, there was more to him than that. From a distance, he had been quietly observing the subtle changes in her over recent months. His concern for her was genuine.

She took hold of his hand.

“No one could wish for a finer friend, Phileas. You do help me, simply by caring.”

“Happy to be of more practical assistance…”

“If I have need of such, I will call upon you.”

“Glad to hear it.”

Charlie came trotting over to them, a little breathless. Hecate dropped Phileas’s hand.

“Gelert!” the boy announced.

“What’s that?” Phileas straightened his waistcoat self-consciously.

“After the Welsh hound that fought off the wolves, saving the prince’s son.”

“Ah, yes.” Phileas nodded as if everything was explained.

Hecate smiled at her brother.

“Well then,” she said, “Gelert, it is. Come along now, let’s see if Stella has breakfast ready. Cook has promised kippers.”



That afternoon in the library, Reverend Thomas asked her to open the shutters that gave onto the north transept.

“Let us see if we cannot encourage some cooler air into the room,” he said. “This heat is not conducive to good work, I fear. It inclines one toward sluggardliness.” He glanced up at Hecate as she got up from her desk and, evidently realizing how inappropriate such a description was of her, added, “Some are affected more than others, of course.”

She lifted the latches and folded back each of the six wooden shutters. At the last one, she stood a moment and peered down into the transept below. Gil and his father were busy with their work, hoisting a new piece of glass in its frame up the scaffold and into place. She watched Gil as he maneuvered the swinging section, working with both care and strength. There was a calmness about him she found soothing. He scrambled up the scaffold and set the glass into position. As he did so, he glanced across at the opened shutters and saw her. Instantly, he broke into a broad, warm smile, and she found herself smiling back. It was a small moment of connection, but after their conversation of the day before, she knew it held a secret significance.

The peace was destroyed by sudden organ music. Mr. Wheatley, standing on the flagstones below, made no reaction to it. Hecate knew they could not hear it. But Gil turned his head in the direction of the organ. John’s intention might have been to play for her, but she was not alone in being able to hear it. She went back to her desk, doing her best to ignore the continued activity of the map, forcing herself to focus on her work. It was no use. After another fifteen minutes of the relentless music, she stood up again.

“I wonder, Reverend, could I pop over to the vestry and fetch us both a cup of tea?” she asked.

He took a handkerchief from his pocket and mopped his brow. “I think, given the difficult circumstances, and the heat … yes, I will allow it.”

She left quickly, descending the cooler staircase at a trot, not wishing to waste a moment, for she had something to do before making tea. She had barely set foot in the north aisle when the pale blue form of Lady Rathbone appeared in her path.

“In such a hurry,” the specter commented, her breathy voice cooling the air.

“I’m sorry, Lady Rathbone, I have not the time to stop and talk this afternoon.”

“Go to him, then. Must not keep your love waiting,” she teased. “But then you have two here who would claim your heart, do you not?”

Hecate frowned at her, the volume of the music shortening her temper.

“John can never be what he was to me. You, better than anyone, know this. It does not become you to be cruel.”

“’Tis true, he is beyond your reach. It is also true that you are beyond the reach of a lowly glassworker,” she added with a frosty smile.

Hecate opened her mouth to reply but thought better of it. The tragic woman’s remark contained too many difficult things for her to address then and there. This was not the time for such a conversation. Instead, she turned away from the ghost and sprinted over the flagstones.

The cathedral was quite empty, so she was not noticed by anyone living as she took the steps from the aisle into the nave and then the choir stalls. She had expected to see John seated at the organ, but the second it came into view the music ceased. He was nowhere to be seen. She stepped forward, looking this way and that. A movement caught her eye, but it was only the cathedral cat interrupting his rounds in search of some fuss. He jumped up to stand on the nearest misericord, leaning up to head-bump her hand.

“Solomon, too hot for mousing today?” she asked, stroking his ginger coat. “It wasn’t you making all that noise now, was it?”

“You came looking for me.”

John’s voice caused her to wheel around. He was standing very close and she had to fight the instinct to step back. He had altered since last she had seen him. His skin had about it an indigo cast, and he was somehow fainter, as if his connection to the earthly realm was weaker than it had been even a few days before.

“You have been absent from your post more than once, of late,” he said. “This is not the diligent assistant librarian I knew.”

“Important tasks elsewhere have demanded my attention,” she said.

“Yes … I know about the dean. That he should fall so low. How lost he was, and indeed is now.”

“I am … I am sorry for what happened to him, but there was no avoiding it. I did what had to be done.”

“Dean Chalmers was the architect of his own downfall. You must not blame yourself.” He moved a little closer, examining her face minutely. “The fight has taken its toll on you, my dearest one. It has left its mark.”

“I do what I must, John. Please, do not feel obliged to protect me.”

He gave a small laugh at this, the sound sending a shiver through Hecate.

“Such a statement! It is not obligation that keeps me here, night after empty night, waiting for the moment I can see you again. Stand close to you…”

He reached out a trembling hand but stopped short of trying to touch her, for they were both keenly aware of the heartbreaking reality. Of the limit of his abilities.

“As for protecting you,” he went on, “alas, you see how I am placed.… But it is you who must act, who have acted, and I am so very proud of you and all that you have achieved.”

“There is no one else who can stand up to the Essedenes as I do.”

“I know, and you will defeat them utterly. Of that I have no doubt. And after that, when they are gone and you return to the ordinary rhythm of your life, what will you do then, my dearest?”

“I shall continue at the library, with my work.…”

“Do you see your future as nothing more? Do not commit yourself to a life of solitude.”

She frowned. “Hardly that. I have two families, after all. At home, and here at the cathedral.”

“You are so full of love, Hecate. I saw that in you. I … felt that.” He stumbled over his words for a moment but smiled and went on, a little stronger, more determined. “I want more than anything for you to be happy. When love finds you, do not turn away from it, not for memory of me—”

“John, I…”

“Nor for your work.”

“I have no time for romantic trysts. Nor an inclination for them.”

“Are you sure about that?” he asked, and she saw him glance in the direction of the window that was being restored.

“Gil and I are simply friends,” she said quickly.

“Friends with a special bond, Hecate. A rare thing, indeed.”

She could find no answer to that.

“He is a good man.”

“I doubt Mother would share your view, even if I were ever to … to … John, I cannot speak of this with you. It is too cruel.”

“No, do you not see? It is my concern for your safety and your happiness that kept me here. I knew you would prevail against the Essedenes. I was less certain that your poor heart would fare so well. Now I have seen that you can love again. And it gladdens my own stilled heart.”

She found she was crying, silently, without thought of doing so, nor ability to control it.

He moved a little closer to her.

“Now it is time for me to leave. I need you to set me free, Hecate. You must send me away.”

She shook her head. “I cannot.”

“Yes, you can. Look at me.”

She lifted her face to him.

“You know it is the right thing to do. Let me go, my darling. Do this last thing for me. For both of us.”

He stepped back from her and she saw how transformed he truly was. He was not the man who had held her in his arms, who had kissed her. He was a lost soul, and only she could help him.

“Speak the words,” he told her. “Tell me I must go. Send me away.”

She bit her lip, fighting back tears, heartbroken that she must endure losing him a second time.

“Go, then,” she whispered. “Know that I loved you, but leave me now. Go and find peace.”

For a few seconds more, his form lingered before her, and then, softly, the dark of his robe, the blue of his eyes, began to fade. His form shifted and quivered, and then, with shocking abruptness, he was gone.

She let out a sob, putting her hand to her mouth to quieten the echoing sound. Solomon jumped down from the choir stall and wound himself around her boots. She took a breath. It was done. It was what needed to be done. It was, in the end, what John had wanted.

She blinked away tears, turning to hurry down the steps into the south aisle and toward the vestry. She had not gone more than three strides when Mr. Gould emerged, clutching a note.

“Ah, Miss Cavendish! This is fortuitous, indeed, for I was about to come in search of you.”

“Me, Verger?”

“I have just this minute received a note addressed to you. It was delivered by a constable, who stressed that its contents are urgent, yes, most urgent, he told me. Was very insistent on that point. As you will see, it is from Inspector Winter,” he said, his own agitation evident.

Hecate reached out and took the note from him. She had never particularly liked the verger, but now that she knew he was not responsible for raising the spirits, she felt some guilt for ever having suspected him. It mattered not that he had been unaware of the suspicion, she felt she had judged him, and unjustly. The death of the dean had hit him quite hard, and he had no wife or family to comfort him in his grief. His loneliness was, after all, what drove him to talk too much and seek to curry favor with everyone. She thought of John and how he had been in a prison of loneliness. It struck her that she should not ever again be so quick to dismiss people who craved only the comfort and company of others. They should, if nothing else, remind her of how fortunate she was to have loving family and friends.

She opened the note. It was written in the inspector’s careful hand and was typically brief and restrained.


Our quarry has returned to his lair. The time to act is at hand. I shall call for you and your father with the carriage at six this evening.



“Well then,” she said, folding the note and tucking it into her pocket.

“Does he send bad news?” Mr. Gould asked, wringing his hands.

Hecate gave him the best smile she could manage at that moment.

“Not at all, Verger. In time, this will be a day to look back upon with gratitude, I promise.”

“In time?”

She briefly placed a hand upon his arm.

“Do not concern yourself. There is no cause for alarm. Now, I am sent on an important errand by the master of the library. He requires tea and plenty of it, and I wondered if there might be any of Mrs. White’s excellent shortbread left in the biscuit tin?”

Given a mission he could understand, Mr. Gould happily chatted about the new delivery of tea and the recently replenished biscuit supply, and together they turned and headed into the vestry.
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Later that afternoon, Hecate was quick to leave the library, trotting ahead of Reverend Thomas down the spiral stairs and proceeding swiftly to the south door. The organ was silent, and she knew she would not hear John’s playing again. She had turned his words over and over in her mind. He had set her free, she could see that. Now that she considered what he had said, she was shocked that he had as good as pushed her in Gil’s direction. He had said he was a good man, and acknowledged their special bond. The thought that John could still be so generous, so selfless made her feel humbled. He was right about her regard for Gil. She could no longer deny it even to herself. John had given the relationship his blessing. She should be free of any lingering guilt. Now new more mundane obstacles presented themselves and she was reminded of Lady Rathbone’s words. You are beyond the reach of a lowly glassworker. Was her heart always to be so troubled?

She took hold of her bicycle, dropping her hat in the basket, not wishing to spend time pinning it in place, eager to be home and prepare for what lay ahead. There was barely an hour until the inspector would be at her house and there was much she had to do before he arrived. She was on the point of leaving when she heard Gil calling her name. He came out of the cathedral without his cap, his dark hair dusty from work and flopping in his eyes, his shirtsleeves still rolled up. It was evident he had stopped what he was doing to catch her up.

He reached out to take her hand, saw the griminess of his palm, and brushed it against his shirt instead.

“Forgive me, I was in haste to catch you. I am in no state…”

She reached out and took his hand. “You think me afraid of a little dirt come about by honest toil?” she asked, smiling at him. However busy she was, whatever troubles plagued her, Gil’s presence both lifted and soothed her temper.

He glanced about them before pulling her gently toward him, slipping an arm around her waist.

“Hecate,” was all he said, and for that moment, the world stood still.

Solomon came trotting from the cloisters to wind himself around their ankles, purring, making them both laugh.

“I must go,” she said at last. “I am needed elsewhere.”

“May I walk you home? T’will take me two short moments to finish up and fetch my jacket,” he said, already starting to roll down his sleeves. “Perhaps I could be of assistance somehow?”

She looked at him, unable to stop herself making comparisons to how she had felt only a few hours earlier, standing just so with John. Gil’s warmth, his vital, strong presence, was in painful contrast to that of her late fiancé. She could not forget that John had died helping her brother, at her request. Anyone close to her was at risk, until she finished Hekate’s battle with the Essedenes. She would not imperil Gil, too. Even so, she raised her hand, giving in to the continual overwhelming wish to touch him, reaching up to place her fingers lightly on his cheek. She breathed in the scent of him, letting her own longing meld with his.

“This … this is not something for which I can ask your help,” she told him. “And time is passing swiftly. I must hurry home.”

She slipped from his embrace, turning back to her bicycle.

He gently placed his hand over hers on the handlebar.

“Why is it that I see that fear in you again?” he asked quietly.

“You are mistaken.”

“I think I am not.”

“I tell you, I am not afraid.”

She was about to protest further but could not bring herself to do so. She was tired of lying to people who cared about her. And in truth, she was a little afraid. Not for herself, but afraid of failing.

“I must go,” she said at last.

“Is this to be our habit, then?” he asked, his voice low. “Quiet moments, stolen from our busy lives, when only our hearts may speak?”

“One day I will tell you everything. I will help you understand. I will take you into my confidence, for I believe you of all people will understand. But at this moment, I cannot offer you more,” she told him. And then, her heart pounding, added, “Not now.”

Hope flickered in his eyes. He waited for her to say more, but she did not.

“Not now?” he repeated.

Behind her, the hound, restless, sensed imminent action and moved to stand ahead of the bicycle.

“I must go,” she said again.

This time he lifted his hand from hers and stepped back. She jumped up onto the saddle of her bike and pedaled away across the Green, all the while aware she was held in Gil’s adoring gaze.



Being summer, it was still light and sunny at seven o’clock when the constable driving the Black Maria pulled the horses to a halt on Castle Street. The dark closed carriage looked somber and out of place among the elegant houses of one of the city’s finest roads. A second constable jumped down from his high seat and ran around to open the door at the back of the carriage. Hecate was the first to step out, wearing what she now considered to be her battle dress. The constable had been about to offer her a hand to help her down, but something about her air of confidence, her manner, made him change his mind. Here was not a fragile woman in need of assistance. Her shortened skirts meant she did not need to hold them up to avoid treading on them. Her tough boots, apothecary’s belt, and top hat made her took taller, stronger, and altogether more capable of handling life on her own. Gelert sprang out to stand in her shadow, followed by Edward and then Inspector Winter and one more constable.

The inspector spoke to the driver.

“Stay with the horses. What takes place may cause them alarm,” he said, remembering that animals were known to panic in the presence of Embodied Spirits. “Be ready,” he added, before straightening his bowler hat and leading the little party toward the entrance to the Castle Green park.

Edward’s jacket swung open, revealing the antique pistol at his belt. Hecate glanced at it. They had long debated whether or not he should be armed. He was not practiced at shooting, not being a hunting or military man, but had insisted on going prepared to defend his daughter at least from earthly threats. He felt he had failed her at the gatehouse and would not do so again. She disagreed with him, but also thought to herself that he would be better protected with pistols than a sword. She had cautioned him against fatally wounding Harper. Should an Embodied Spirit be forced to seek a new home, they would all be at risk. To this end, she had equipped the police officers and her father with scarfs tied so that they might be used as face coverings. She had made it clear to all of them that this was merely a way of affording them some time to escape becoming hosts; it was not a guarantee of protection from such a fate. The test firing of the pistol at the end of the garden had delighted Charlie. Beatrice had assumed he was merely indulging his interest in outmoded artifacts.

The short pathway between a row of old stone houses and the start of a more modern, Georgian terrace brought them to the picturesque mill pond, which was on the edge of the small park. To the right stood the Fosse, a Regency villa built to impress. It had about it a sense of order, and style, and confidence. This was a building that spoke of success and stability. Hecate thought if it were painted black it would more accurately reflect the nature of its current occupant.

They went through the ornate iron gate and along the narrow path that curved between beds of box hedge and roses. The inspector worked the bellpull, and the young maid soon appeared and opened the front door. She admitted them without question, suggesting she had been instructed to do so. That they were expected should not have come as a surprise to any of them, but still Hecate marveled at the arrogance of Tiberius Harper. He evidently still believed himself untouchable.

For all the splendor of the house, the hallway was not large, so that they stood crowded in it, the maid requesting that they wait while she informed her master of their arrival. A voice from the stairs above them caused them all to look up.

“Do not keep our visitors waiting all in a huddle, Sarah,” Mr. Harper called, leaning over the wooden banister to smile politely down at them, for all the world as if this was a pleasant social engagement. “Please, bring them up so that they might be properly received.”

The inspector turned to one of his constables.

“Remain here. Let no one leave,” he said, before following the others up the stairs.

The drawing room was easily able to accommodate them all. Hecate entered first as the maid held open the door. Tiberius had gone to stand with his back to the fine marble fireplace. Lord Brocket sat in a comfortable chair to his left. Both men held glasses of whiskey. Hecate stood to one side, letting the inspector and his constable move forward to do their work. Her hound would not sit in the presence of the Embodied Spirit but stood next to her, emitting a low, menacing rumble. She dropped a hand onto his head to calm him.

Their host continued to play the game of entertaining his guests.

“Gentlemen, we are enjoying a particularly fine single malt. Won’t you join us?”

The inspector replied to him, but took a step closer to the earl as he did so.

“We are here on police business, Mr. Harper.” He took out a folded piece of paper. “Lord Brocket, I have here a warrant for your arrest.”

“My arrest?” The earl feigned astonishment. “On what grounds?”

“On the grounds that you instructed your cousin, the late Viscount Eckley, to use all and any force to prevent anyone who should attempt to gain access to Brockhampton in your absence.”

“As you say, Inspector, I was absent from my home when the most … lamentable events of that night took place. Whatever I may or may not have said to my cousin, I surely cannot be held accountable for his actions,” he said, affecting nonchalance, but taking a large gulp of his whiskey.

“On the contrary, Your Lordship, you can. We will take your statement at the station, and the law will decide the extent of your culpability. There are witnesses.…” He let the suggestion hang in the air, folded the warrant, and returned it to his pocket. He nodded at the constable, who stepped forward and took the somewhat astonished earl by the arm, pulling him to his feet.

“This is monstrous!” he protested, but without effect, as the constable placed iron handcuffs on him in a swift and practiced movement.

If Tiberius was angered by what was taking place, he chose to keep it to himself.

“Fear not, Brocket,” he told his friend. “I will send my lawyer to find you. He will make short work of this nonsense. Really, Inspector Winter, are you so short of cases to occupy your mind that you must go about casting spurious charges at people? While what took place at the estate was tragic, of course, we must surely resist the urge to apportion blame. A tragic mistake on the part of a cook, I believe?” He raised his eyebrows, indicating how little he thought of the lie that had been put about. A lie to cover a truth so incredible, so dark, so terrifying that the public at large must be protected from it.

The inspector replied without a hint of temper in his voice, his words carrying all the more weight because of it. “All of us in this room know the truth of what took place. We also know there are times police work must be carried out with respect for the broader welfare of the citizens of the city we serve. Widespread panic and fear are counterproductive. We manage such … mistakes as we see fit. The truth in regard to Mr. Cavendish is that he was not a victim of a hapless accident, but received a grievous blow from the viscount’s sword. He was fortunate to escape the attack with his life. I will have justice for him, and the trail of responsibility ends with the earl. Your lawyer will have the opportunity to present his defense.” He turned to the police officer. “Take him downstairs. Wait with Constable Richards.”

“And do you have some similarly flimsy charge in your pocket for myself?” Tiberius asked.

The inspector chose not to answer. They had agreed upon a tactic of keeping their main target guessing as to their method of trapping him for as long as possible. Hecate stood ready to use the dark magic only as a last resort. When the earl had been taken from the room, an uncomfortable quiet descended. It had been Hecate’s suggestion that they allow Tiberius space to fill, for his opinion of himself, his dislike of being manipulated in his own home, and his wariness of her own abilities could well push him into a confession of sorts, or a recklessness that might allow them to react with force. They all knew their chances of getting him to the cathedral willingly were slim. They had agreed they would see how the thing played out and be ready to act accordingly.

When at length Tiberius offered nothing further, the inspector moved to their next step.

“I should be grateful if you would accompany me in order to assist in my inquiries,” he said.

Harper gave a small laugh. “I am not under arrest, then? In which case, I am afraid I shall have to decline your invitation, Inspector. I have no wish to accompany you anywhere. You are at liberty to question me here to your heart’s content. Or would you, perhaps, prefer to conduct the interview at the cathedral?”

He paused, and Hecate saw that he was watching their reactions to this suggestion. The inspector was a study in inscrutability, but her father could not mask his expression of hope and surprise.

Tiberius had not finished his little speech.

“No, I find the thought of a trip to the cathedral does not interest me, either. In fact, you would have to drag me through the streets to take me there, an action which would surely draw unwanted attention to your endeavors. Questions would be asked. Particularly should I choose to sing out to onlookers of the cover-up regarding the deaths at Brockhampton. In avoiding broadcasting the truth of what took place, you have laid yourselves open to your flimsy lies being scrutinized. I have only to question the credibility of the doctor who signed the death certificates. Only to suggest there was no poison present. No inadvertently picked fungi. Only to mention that you yourself, Inspector, and you, Miss Cavendish, were present when the mysterious deaths occurred.…”

Hecate spoke up. “I did what had to be done.”

“Using dark magic to kill local people,” he stated baldly. “It does not put a young woman in a flattering light. Only a few years ago, there might have been accusations of witchcraft.”

“I sent your followers back where they belong,” she told him.

Edward stepped forward. “The game is up, Harper. You must know that.”

Tiberius shrugged. “Acolytes can be acquired. More souls can be summoned.”

“How?” Hecate demanded. “You no longer have Dean Chalmers to do your evil bidding, nor the banned book.”

“A replacement can be found for the dean. As they say, every man has his price. Every woman, too.”

“You will take that book from me over my dead body!”

“If necessary,” he replied, the smile leaving his face completely. “Though it would be with regret. As you know, I would have preferred us to form an alliance. However, if you insist…”

Inspector Winter raised a hand. “Have a care, Mr. Harper. Such threats will see you in one of my cells.”

“Is that your little plan, perhaps?” he asked. “To goad me into an action for which you can lock me up? What then? A visit from Miss Cavendish and her little book of poems?” He laughed loudly at their expressions of surprise. “You think I did not know exactly what you had, what you used? If there is a single lesson my life of centuries has taught me that I follow above all others, it is that one should never underestimate one’s adversary. I fear you have underestimated me badly.”

Hecate took another step toward him, her hound at her heel.

“The cathedral and the returning spell,” she said, “or a cell and Hekate’s dark magic. Either way, I will send you back. Your terrible, murderous progress ends tonight.”

His patience at an end, his features lost their refined appearance. In an instant, the ugliness of his true nature was revealed, with the sharp teeth and longer tongue she had seen in other Embodied Spirits when their tempers were stirred.

Although unable to see these aspects of the man, Edward was alarmed at the way in which he was moving toward Hecate. He began to draw his pistol from his belt. From the corner of her vision, she saw this and immediately signaled to him to stop. Turning, she implored him.

“No, Father! We cannot risk killing him!”

In that moment, when her gaze was elsewhere, Tiberius snatched at her, taking hold of her arm. Gelert did not hesitate, but leaped forward, sinking his teeth into the man’s wrist. Tiberius let out a roar of rage and wrenched his hand free before knocking the hound backward, sending him barreling into the inspector, who was in turn knocked off his feet.

Hecate gasped at the sheer strength of the Embodied Spirit, recalling how she had seen before the force they could wield. She struggled against him, dragging the heel of her boot down his shin, thrusting her head back to hit his face with her hard top hat. Neither action had the smallest effect on him, but she continued to fight against his grasp. Only when she felt the blade at her throat did she desist. She saw her father halt his stride, his face stricken at the sight of his daughter in such peril. When Tiberius spoke, his voice had lost its earlier veneer of civility.

“I am leaving now and your willful child will accompany me.” He backed toward the door, keeping the knife against her flesh, his eyes watching the two men. The hound started to advance again, baring its teeth, snarling as it crept closer and closer. At that moment, Constable Richards, having heard sounds of trouble, appeared in the doorway. Tiberius turned, shouting at him to stay back, letting him see the blade that had already drawn blood at Hecate’s throat. The hound saw its moment and leaped again. Tiberius threw up an arm to protect himself, forced to release his hold on Hecate. She seized the chance, ducking away from the knife, darting out from his grasp as the hound knocked him to the ground. There was a sudden yelp. Gelert jumped aside.

“No!” Hecate moved toward the wounded dog, noticing blood on its flank, but the hound paused merely to position itself to spring forward again.

The brave guardian might well have gained the advantage over Tiberius but the young policeman, driven by inexperience and nerves, had put himself in harm’s way. He grabbed at the other man’s arm, screaming out as Tiberius sliced through his uniform, leaving a gash on his shoulder. The hound, unbalanced by the movement of the two men, fell short of his target. By the time he raised himself to bite at Tiberius, he was just beyond his reach.

“Stop!” the inspector shouted. “Stop now!” As he yelled, his voice surprisingly commanding, he took a stride and brought his wooden truncheon down hard on his target’s arm, causing him to drop the knife. The younger man let out an unearthly shriek, swatting away the inspector with a backhanded blow.

He was forced to turn his attention back to the hound as it renewed its onslaught. He employed his great strength to grab hold of Gelert by the scruff of the neck and hurl him toward the constable, who fell backward down the first half flight of stairs. He cried out as he landed awkwardly. It was plain to all who saw it that his leg was broken. The hound scrambled to right himself and attack again, but Tiberius, seeing the way down was blocked, had already begun his way up the second run of stairs.

Edward reached out to Hecate.

“Are you hurt?”

“No, Father. We must not let him get away.” She sprinted up the stairs, calling back over her shoulder. “You must leave the house! I cannot spell-cast with you here, not after you were wounded by the viscount. The connection puts you at risk.”

“But, daughter, there isn’t time for you to properly do that, not here, not now.”

She turned on the stair. “I have no choice. Father, if you love me, leave.” With that she tore onward, following the sound of Tiberius’s thundering footsteps as behind her she heard Inspector Winter’s voice.

“Mr. Cavendish, do as she bids you!”

“I cannot let her face him alone.”

“I will not leave her, you have my word on that. But allow her to do what she must, or all may be lost this night. Go now!”

Hecate reached the top floor of the house in time to see Tiberius open a window hatch that led to the roof. From downstairs came the sound of descending footsteps, words spoken in the hallway, and then the door opening and closing again. The inspector reached her.

“He’s on the roof,” she told him, reaching up to try to pull herself through the cobwebbed opening. “Help me. It’s too high, I need something to stand on.”

The inspector cupped his hands so that she could use them as a step and then boosted her jump, enabling her to at last clamber out onto the roof.

The window gave onto a flat run of lead that stretched between the cupola and the main part of the roof. As soon as Hecate looked over the edge of the roof and took in the long drop to the garden below, she was assailed by dizziness. Heights had always affected her badly. She thought at once of how John had steadied her the first time she had climbed the cathedral tower. Of how Gil had reassured her on the scaffolding. Of how she disliked venturing up to the belfry. She ground her teeth. This was not the time for foolish fears.

“Well then,” she said to herself, standing as tall and as straight and as calm as she was able. The view, had she been better able to appreciate it, was magnificent, with the river to her left and the cathedral to the west. Looking back briefly, she saw Inspector Winter unfold his long frame through the open window and stand upon the walkway.

Tiberius was moving about quite casually now, sure of his advantage. The height did not appear to bother him in the slightest. He placed a hand on one of the chimney stacks, and swung around it, showing off his physical superiority, jumping up to balance on the ridge of the roof, almost dancing along it.

The inspector shouted out, “There is nowhere left for you to go, Mr. Harper! Better you come down quietly now.”

Tiberius shook his head. “I confess I rather enjoy the outlook from such a viewpoint. And after all, it is no trouble to me to climb down. I can descend with ease whenever I choose. I fear this is not a place you are comfortable, Miss Cavendish. Does the altitude unsettle you, perhaps? Do you feel your balance disturbed? Have a care you do not fall. You or the undeniably redoubtable but somewhat fragile inspector.”

Hecate was not paying attention to his words. She stood straight, closing her eyes, holding her arms out. She imagined herself standing in the British Museum, on the firm, solid ground, in front of the gleaming marble statue of Hekate. Or in front of the shrine in the secret room behind the bookshop. She drew strength from the clear picture of the goddess she saw in her mind’s eye. She did not have time or space to set up for a proper incantation. She had the book of dark magic in her apothecary’s belt, but there was no chance of her taking it out and reading the words. Before they could begin to take effect, the Embodied Spirit could stop her, leaping down from his perch in two strides. She must call on the goddess to help her, to assist her in using her own magic, just as she had done when she faced down the Resurgent Spirit in the library. If she could subdue him, then she would have time to turn to the dark spells. In her hour of need before, she and Hekate had joined their minds and souls, along with all those of the followers who had gone before her. They had lent her their voices and their strength then. She called upon them to do so again now.

The words she spoke came from a place deep within her mind. It was a place only such ancient wisdom and magic could dwell, and her goddess and her sisters drew it from her now.


“Let not darkness prevail! I am a child of the light and hold the hand of the blessed.

Let all who do not belong fall silent.

Let their limbs grow heavy, their footsteps labored, their vision feeble.

Take them, Goddess Hekate! Turn them at the crossroads, compel them over the threshold,

Return them whence they came!

Foul spirits, wretched beings from another realm, go!

Leave this blessed earth. Nature abhors you! Light will drive you out!

Return to the darkness. Let sacred night absorb you once again and keep you forever.

I stand in place of the goddess, her child and her apostle, and in her name I banish you!”



Upon hearing her words, Tiberius let out an unholy shriek, so loud and so shrill it caused the rooks settling to roost in the park to fly up from the trees, cawing and flapping. He hissed with rage and crouched down to rip up the sharp slate tiles from the roof. These he hurled at Hecate and the inspector.

She did not stop. As she spoke her words with increasing volume and passion, she felt the maelstrom beginning to whirl about her.

“Hold on, Inspector!” she called back to him.

Even then the wind buffeted him. He fell to his knees, clutching at the slippery roof, scrabbling for purchase. Seeing her concern, he shouted to her above the noise of the panicking birds, the screaming Embodied Spirit, and the whining of the whirlwind.

“Continue, Miss Cavendish! Do not falter!”

She turned back to face her foe, singing out the strange words, her voice becoming not a single thing, but a chorus, filled with ancient magic and power, as if a choir of witches sang with her.

Tiberius became more and more enraged. Spitting curses, he reached up and wrenched the cast-iron weather vane from its fixing on the chimney. The stars and crescent moon that had looked so decorative only a moment ago became a sharp and dangerous weapon in his hands. He advanced upon them, scything through the swirling air with the spiked iron.

Hecate did not move, not one step. She held her ground, continuing to summon up what she knew the Embodied Spirit feared: the power of the Goddess of the Threshold. The Goddess of Death, of Night, of Witches. Hecate and Hekate would stand together. She would not be moved!

Tiberius swung the weather vane again and she felt it catch the outstretched fingers of her right hand. She gasped, flinched, saw blood bubbling up on the wound, but still she did not stop. Behind her, she sensed the inspector inching forward over the tiles. As Tiberius moved in to swing again, the older man dashed forward, scrambling across the roof in an ungainly but effective maneuver, falling at the feet of his adversary. In a movement born of yearslong habit, he brought his heavy truncheon down against the other man’s shin. A loud crack reverberated around the park.

Tiberius roared.

Even as he shook his head, trying to rid himself of Hecate’s spells, he lunged forward, sweeping the piece of iron in an upward thrust, which caught the inspector in the chest and sent him tumbling backward.

“No!” Hecate screamed at the sight of him rolling toward the edge of the roof.

He managed to stop himself rolling over the gutter, but only by clawing at it as he fell, so that he was left dangling, hanging on to the metal guttering, which creaked beneath the sudden uneven weight.

“Inspector!”

“Continue, Miss Cavendish!” he called back. “With all haste and fervor, if you please.”

She knew he was right, that she should finish her spell casting. Whatever words were coming to her, they were working. Now that she had paused, Tiberius was calmer, stronger again, standing smirking at her predicament. If she did not continue, he would survive, perhaps escape. But the inspector’s grip would not hold. He would fall, and that fall would surely be fatal. She had it within her to finish the last Embodied Spirit, there and then, but at what cost? That was her choice: vanquish Harper or save the inspector. She could not do both.

In truth, there was only one path she could choose. She dropped her arms, turned and scampered down along the roof to where the policeman clung. She knelt at the edge of the lead flashing and reached down.

“Take my hand!” she said.

Inspector Winter was too fatigued to talk more. With enormous effort, he released his grip on the gutter with one hand and grabbed at her, taking hold of her arm. She leaned down and grasped his wrist so that she was holding on to him with both hands, bracing her boots against the guttering. It creaked again and she feared it might break beneath the strain, but it held. She started to haul him up. He would have been too heavy for her to do it unaided, but he still had hold of the metal gutter fixing with his other hand, so was able to assist the effort.

A cool shadow fell over her.

Looking up, she was horrified to see Tiberius looming above her. He had not chosen to escape but instead came to stand menacingly over her.

“Such a tempting opportunity to rid myself of two troublesome persons. Too good to pass up,” he said, raising the weather vane high above his head. It was clear the blow he was about to strike would send them both plummeting.

Hecate screamed words of the goddess at him in one last desperate attempt to stop him. The air around her was filled with noise and chaos. The birds were caught up in the whirling wind whipped up by her magic. Tiberius roared in rage and fury. Hecate’s words filled the night sky with their strange magic. Into it all came the sound of a single shot.

Stunned, the Embodied Spirit halted his action. Across his chest bloomed a flower of deathly crimson. Then, almost gracefully, still holding aloft the weather vane, he toppled backward. Backward off the roof, down not to the garden below, but toward the glass roof of the orangery. The sound of shattering windowpanes joined the cacophony.

Hecate heaved and pulled, using strength she did not know she possessed, as the inspector struggled to pull himself up, until at last he was safely landed on the lead flashing of the roof. The instant he was safe, Hecate sprang to her feet, fighting her instinctive fear so that she could lean over the edge. She saw her father standing in the rose beds, the pistol still smoldering.

She shouted at him, and at the constables in the house, “Your mask! Father, everyone, cover your mouths! Be on your guard!” She pulled up her own scarf and tightened it in place.

She and the inspector scrambled back along the roof to the skylight opening and lowered themselves through it. She found the hound waiting for her, agitated at not being able to follow, the wound on his flank mercifully slight. Together, they raced to the conservatory where they met the maid in the doorway, wailing at the sight of the broken body before her. Hecate grabbed the girl’s hands, turning her to face her, looking at her closely.

“Are you unhurt? What did you see?”

“Oh, miss! Oh, miss! Oh dear!” was all she would say.

There was no sign of a dark mass anywhere, nor evidence on the girl that suggested a struggle. It would take a moment for a Resurgent Spirit to claim a new home. Surely they had arrived too soon for it to have taken up residence in this innocent girl?

Hecate studied her a moment longer, then took a vial of holy water from her belt.

“Drink this,” she said.

“What is it?”

“A tonic. It will calm you. Here.” She helped the girl tip it into her mouth.

The maid nodded, drying her tearstained face with her apron. “Oh yes, that is a little better,” she said.

Hecate turned to the inspector. “She is not a host. I can detect no sign of a Resurgent Spirit on her.”

He stooped over Harper’s body, still holding his scarf across his mouth. Carefully, he reached down and placed his fingers on the neck of the cooling cadaver. The floor all around him was covered with splinters and shards of glass. Blood pooled out from beneath the body of what had once been the host to Tiberius Harper.

“No life present,” Inspector Winter declared.

“No life present here,” Hecate murmured, crossing quickly to look out of the window. Her father was reloading the pistol. He felt her eyes upon him, looked up, and waved. She waved back.

“Take this,” said the inspector, coming to stand beside her. He handed her his pocket handkerchief and helped her tie it around her injured hand.

Taking the maid with them, they closed the door on the body, and assisted the injured constable down the last flight of stairs, where they found Constable Childs and Lord Brocket, shaken but apparently unharmed, waiting for them in the hallway.

The inspector gave instructions, a slight tremor in his voice the only indication he had recently come within inches of his own demise. “Constable, get yourself to the wagon. Return to the station and send another for the body. I will wait here. Make sure His Lordship is well secured and guarded.” As the policemen turned to leave, one leaning on the other, Lord Brocket in handcuffs going with them meekly, his shock still evident in his manner, he added, “Always in pairs, gentlemen. No one is to guard the prisoner alone, understood?”

Her father came through the front door.

“Daughter, are you hurt?” he asked, replacing the gun in his belt and seeing the makeshift bandage on her hand.

Her immediate thought was to go to him, to throw her arms about him, but something made her hesitate. She noticed the hound was wary of him, but then the animal was wounded, and the air was filled with drama and threat.

“Oh, it is nothing,” she said, holding up her hand, giving a smile. “See, no harm done to your little worker ant.”

Her father looked at her. His expression full of emotion. “Oh, you are much sweeter than that, my little worker bee.”

She ran to him then, letting him take her in his warm embrace, relief flooding her body.

“Forgive me,” she said. “I had to be certain.”

He kissed her wounded hand. “My dear, that you had to contemplate such a thing…”

She looked up at him.

“Tiberius Harper is dead,” she said simply.

Inspector Winter confirmed it. “A fair shot, Mr. Cavendish. Given the angle, given the distance. Yes, a fair shot, indeed.”

“It is done, then?” Edward asked. “That is the end of it?”

Hecate wished she could be more certain. She dropped her hand onto the hound’s head, stroking his rough fur, grateful for his loyalty and his strength.

“Time will tell,” she said quietly. “Time will tell.”
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That night, at an hour when the city slept, Hecate sat at the small desk in her bedroom. She wore her nightdress, but she had not yet been to bed. Her window was open, and a welcome breeze disturbed the lace curtains, cooling her bare shoulders. Gelert snored peacefully on the Persian rug. She smiled at how content the hound was. How easily he rested. She was fatigued and yet strangely restless at the same time. The combination had brought about a lightness, a slight dizziness, and a burgeoning sense of optimism. She could not be certain Tiberius Harper was gone forever. Indeed, she suspected he had escaped, despite their combined attempts. If that was the case, at least he was running. Running away from the city, away from her, away from the map and the banned book. She and the inspector and her father had agreed on the measures to ensure, should he return, he would never again be able to assemble all he needed for a summoning. As a lone Embodied Spirit, separated from the means to build a following, aware that Hecate had the ability to at least stop his progress, he was no longer the dreadful foe he had once been.

She turned the book of poems over in her hands. It looked so harmless, and yet it contained magic that had terrifying power. She had studied it, realizing the spell to banish tainted souls to the realm of the dead could not be its only secret. Indeed, hidden among some actual poems extolling the merits of nature and a simple life, there were other incantations. Other words that had the potential to summon maelstroms, command wild animals, shield the moon with clouds, place a man in a deep sleep or even steal his reason from him forever. This was a book that must not fall into the wrong hands. It was also Hekate’s magic, and as such, she was determined she would not send it away to be hidden, but keep it close. It was meant for her, for whenever she was called upon to do the goddess’s work. She would keep it safe.

She opened a small compartment in her desk and took out the sealing wax and the seal it housed. At first glance, the space appeared to have nothing more to offer, but this was a desk her father had found for her many years before, and she knew its secrets well. Her left hand pressed firmly down on the floor of the compartment, while she reached underneath the desk with her right hand. Her fingers quickly located a tiny sliver of wood that was smoother than the rest. By applying pressure with a practiced move, this would slide open. Behind it was a metal lever. She clicked it up, and instantly the bottom of the compartment moved down, a spring being released, enabling it to then slide away completely. The space it revealed was just large enough to accommodate the book of poems. She set it in its new home and reversed the process. Standing up from the desk, she closed the writing slope that formed the front of it when not in use. She had already destroyed the key, which used to fit the lock. Now, the only way to open it was to use the golden key on her cameo. The instant she touched the shiny metal to the keyhole it adjusted its size and shape to work perfectly, securing the mechanism with a reassuring clunk.

They had decided that her father would travel to London, to the British Museum, the banned book in his briefcase. He would request access to the archive again, expressing an interest in material pertaining to mead and its many recipes and uses. If the librarian thought this an odd request, he was not likely to say so, but would take Edward to the relevant section of the archive storage and lock him in for security. He would move along the rows of shelving until he came to meerschaum pipes. He owned one himself, among his collection, and had a fondness for the things. Beyond that, he was not associated with them and had never requested access to material concerning them. He was to select a box file containing a pipe of no particular significance and hide the banned book within it. Thereafter, he would go to sit at a table and enjoy a little time reading up on the mead of Buckfast Abbey, so that he would be found doing so when the librarian returned. Only himself, Hecate, and Inspector Winter knew of this hiding place.

She yawned, stretching her tired limbs, wincing as the wound on her hand smarted. She stood at the window, breathing in the night air, listening, waiting. She could detect no menacing presence, no sense of being watched. Just the gentle night sounds of the garden of a family home, and the fainter noises of the sleeping city. Nothing more. She closed the window, stepped over the slumbering hound, curled up on her soft bed, and fell into a deep, dreamless, profound sleep.



The following morning, Hecate had the opportunity to speak with Brother Michael as all the Vicars Choral were busy preparing for the dean’s funeral. As they began their conversation she looked at the cabinet of banned books to where she would return the little brown book with the accessing spell. She felt happier knowing it was separate from the ensorcelled book with the summoning rites. It gave one more step of protection, one more layer of puzzle for anyone who should not have access to them to break through. It was fitting, she thought, that it stay near the map.

The monk had wanted to hear details of her confrontation with Tiberius, and she found herself glad to be able to share the story with him. He himself became increasingly alarmed the more he heard.

“My child, such violence! Such risks you took!” he said, clasping his hands, unintentionally appearing and fading away again repeatedly in his agitation. “What would we have done were you to have been lost?”

“Your concern is heartwarming, dear Brother Michael,” she told him, wishing, not for the first time, that she could give him the reassurance of a touch on the shoulder, a gentle hug, a squeeze of his hand. It was important to her that all the lost souls who inhabited the cathedral knew how much she cared about them, and how much she valued their friendship. “I will always do my utmost to be here for you all,” she said, reaching up to stroke the impossibly soft feathers of the little griffin.

“Who can say what would have been the fate of the cathedral, of all of us, indeed of the city itself, had you not succeeded in your task. Even so, I am not alone in wishing such dangerous challenges were not asked of you.”

“I believe the greatest danger has passed. We will see no more Resurgent Spirits here.” She moved to stand before the map, Brother Michael drifting along beside her. “Mappa Mundi seems to agree with me,” she said, looking up at the image of Hereford Cathedral. “See? It no longer glows or shimmers. And the River Wye has stopped pulsating with bright blue water. The angels no longer beat their wings or utter shrill song. Even the Essedenes themselves are motionless.”

The monk leaned forward to examine the tribe members more closely.

“Such wickedness!”

“I don’t think the original people were wicked. They were merely following the beliefs handed down to them through generations. They knew no better. But later, at some point, they lost their way. Lost sight of what is right and what is wrong.”

“I have seen it before,” said Brother Michael. “A vanquished people may remain beaten, or they may turn to any means available to regain their position in the world. Mercifully, not many have access to dark magic and violent rituals.”

“Perhaps their cannibalism warped their minds. I’ve heard it said that people who are shipwrecked and eat their dead companions to survive lose their reason in the process.”

The monk folded his arms, pushing his hands into his long sleeves. “What is truly astonishing is the length of time such behavior, such compulsions, can persist. Tiberius Harper has, in one body or another, walked this earth for centuries yet his hunger for power and position remained undimmed.”

From her pocket, Hecate took the small, humble book that was itself a key; a key for opening and using the banned book. “And it is against such determination that we have made sure no one can access the summoning spells again,” she said, walking over to the cabinet of forbidden books. Now that she knew how to use her own magic, drawing on Hekate’s gifts to her, she had no need of a set of keys to fit specific locks. It was still wondrous to her that, after all she had gone through obtaining keys, she would never have to rely on one again. The golden key on her brooch worked for smaller locks and drew less on her own abilities. The plain key, the final gift from Mr. Sadiki, would fit larger mechanisms, though it required more from her. She did not yet understand exactly how her own magic worked. She wielded it instinctively, calling on the goddess to guide her and strengthen her talents. Each time she achieved a new level of proficiency she was delighted, awestruck, and grateful. With ease, she used the gray metal key for most of the locks on the cabinet, and the gold one for the final two. The doors clicked open without protest. She set the little book on the shelf inside, happy to see it safe, secure, and nearby. Should she ever have need of it again, it was within her reach. Should anyone else try to obtain it, she would be there to stop them. She closed and relocked the cabinet, running her hand over the glorious inlay and detail.

She turned to find Brother Michael watching her closely. It was clear there was something still causing him anxiety.

“What is it?” she asked. “I can see you are concerned. What do you fear still?”

“I cannot shake from my mind the notion that he is not yet vanquished. You have quelled the Essedenes in their plans, taken from them their followers and the means to raise more, and yet … Tiberius Harper … He escaped the Fosse. He may live yet.”

“I wish I could tell you otherwise, Brother Michael. What I can promise you is that, should he ever return, he will not be able to cause such havoc and suffering. I will be ready for him. I will be here.”

As she spoke, the griffin fluttered from her shoulder and went to perch on the top of the Mappa Mundi frame. She watched him land, and then a tiny movement on the map caught her eye. She stared at the images, not wanting to believe what she had just seen, yet knowing it was the confirmation she had expected. One of the Essedenes slowly, almost placidly, turned his head, moved his eyes, and looked directly at her. There could be no room for doubt: Tiberius Harper still lived.



Inspector Winter returned to the police station after attending the courthouse to file papers on the Brocket case. Ordinarily, he would have sent a clerk, but on this occasion he was leaving nothing to chance, and overseeing as much as possible himself. In the reception area he found Sergeant Willis noting down the release of a prisoner. He recognized the elderly man at once; Albert Smith, a habitual drunk, harmless enough, but sometimes requiring a cell for the night as much for his own safety as anyone else’s.

“Here you are.” The sergeant handed him the walking stick they had confiscated before locking him up.

“Thanking you kindly, Sergeant,” he replied. Whiskey fumes still carried on his breath as he spoke, rising above the sour smell of his filthy clothes. He took the stick, able to let go of the desk and transfer his meager weight to it. “Oh, good morning to you, Inspector. Pleasure to see you, it is, yes, pleasure indeed,” he said with a toothless smile. He attempted to doff his cap, but he was still too unsteady on his feet, a combination of drink and frailty rendering him unstable, forcing him to abandon the gesture.

“Albert,” replied the inspector, doing his best to speak without breathing in too deeply while in the old man’s presence. “I trust you ate a good breakfast.”

“That I did, sir, that I did. Though there’s no telling where supper’s to be found, that’s the sad truth of it,” he said, his expression a study of woe.

The sergeant had seen it all before. “Be off with you now … cluttering up my station…” he told him.

“Right you are, right you are.” He began to shuffle toward the door.

“A moment,” the inspector called to him. He took from his pocket a waxed paper parcel, which contained the sandwiches he had prepared for his lunch. He handed them to the old man, bringing from him another gappy grin.

“You are kindness itself, sir. Yes, kindness indeed!”

“On your way then, Albert. Can’t have you upsetting my sergeant now, can we?” He held the door for him and then walked to the reception desk to examine the logbook. “A quiet night I see, Sergeant. How is His Lordship enjoying our hospitality?”

“There has been much talk of lawyers and our careers all being at an end, but beyond that he has caused no trouble.”

“And you have followed my instructions, making sure he is only ever attended by two constables?”

“To the letter, sir. Though I have to say, he has given us no cause for concern. He ate his breakfast and last I saw him he was sleeping.”

The inspector nodded, satisfied, and went to his office. He hung his bowler hat on the hat stand and had just taken his seat at the desk when sounds of urgent shouts had him springing to his feet again. He raced from the room, along the corridor, and down the stairs, for the commotion was coming from the cells below. He found two constables in the cell with the earl, who, it transpired, was not sleeping but dead. The inspector put a hand to the man’s throat to confirm the worst. He glanced through the metal bars into the adjoining cell, which was empty.

“Who was in that cell?” he asked the first constable.

“I’m sorry, Inspector, sir, I’ve just started my shift.… I think we only had a few drunks in…”

The other constable agreed. “We’ve released three already this morning.”

Alerted by the shouts, Sergeant Willis appeared in the doorway.

“Sergeant, who did we have on the other side of those bars?” the inspector asked.

“That’d be Albert Smith, sir, but—”

“With me, Sergeant! You too, Constable Roper!” he shouted as he raced past them and up the stairs.

They reached the front door just as Hecate came striding through it.

“Inspector, I—”

“Did you see an old man?” he demanded of her. “On your way here, did you see which way he went?”

“Well, no, I don’t think so, but I left my bicycle at the rear of the building.”

He pushed past her, scanning the street up and down.

Outside, the hound, hearing the commotion, came bounding from its place guarding the bicycle.

“There!” the inspector shouted, pointing at the shambolic figure of the old man as he shuffled and limped to the far end of Union Street. “After him!”

With his officers, Hecate and her hound in tow, he gave chase. When they reached the corner of the street and turned right, they could see their quarry ahead of them, the distance between them not shrinking but stretching. As they watched, the old man’s stride lengthened. He no longer pottered, but began to step out, his body strengthened, his posture taller and straighter, until the walking stick was not propping him up, but emphasizing his swaggering pace.

Sergeant Willis blew his whistle.

Albert Smith glanced back, saw he was being followed, and broke into a powerful run.

“He must not evade us!” the inspector shouted.

Hecate glanced back toward the station and her bicycle but calculated she would lose too much time in the fetching of it and instead ran on with the men.

“Quickly, Gelert!” she said, sending the hound after him. With its long legs and magical speed the dog would have caught up an ordinary man in a moment. But Albert Smith was no longer an ordinary man.

They raced up Commercial Road, following the fleeing man as he cut down an alley between houses and onto another broad street. However fast they ran, the transformed drunkard ran faster, the gap between them increasing, even as they dodged pedestrians and ran in the road taking chances with cabs and wagons.

As they began to ascend Aylestone Hill, the young constable, with breath sufficient to speak, called out to the others, “He’s heading for the railway station!”

They redoubled their efforts, shouting for people to make way as they dashed through the ticket office and onto the platform. There was a train standing, preparing to depart. The inspector glimpsed Smith just as the engine let loose a plume of steam of such volume it filled the platform, swallowing up their man.

“He’s going to board it!” Hecate warned.

“Check the train,” Inspector Winter instructed his men. They raced from window to window, peering in, checking the somewhat startled passengers, even as he heard doors slamming and the stationmaster’s whistle blowing. He could not be certain Smith had boarded the train, could not take the chance he might not double back and run through the station and into the city again. He paused, peering into the murkiness as the steam at last began to lift.

They saw him then, standing straight-backed and strong-limbed, level with the last carriage. The train blew its whistle, the engine engaged, the wheels started to turn. It gave a lurch as it moved off. At the last possible moment, Smith nimbly leaped sideways, pulled open the nearest door, and stepped onto the train. Inspector Winter rushed forward, but it was too late; the train had gathered speed and he was too slow to catch it. He stopped, leaning forward, breathless, his hands on his knees, heart pounding from the effort of running. Up ahead, he saw the man he knew to be Tiberius Harper’s Embodied Spirit lean out of the carriage window and remove his greasy cap to execute an elaborate wave of farewell, before a second cloud of steam descended to obliterate the view.

“We’ve lost him!” said the constable, cursing under his breath.

“I think not,” said Hecate.

The train was moving past them now, slowly but inexorably. The young constable and Hecate chased after it. Her leather boots gave her good purchase as she tore along the platform, forcing herself to go faster, run stronger, push harder than she had ever done before. This was possibly her last chance to stop the final Essedene: She would not let it pass. Swirling steam still partially obscured their view. The police officer was running in step with her until he barreled into a luggage cart that was revealed too late. Hecate swerved past it. She and the hound were now level with the steps and metal platform, which were at the rear of the last carriage. It had a handrail on two sides, a set of steps facing the platform, and a door to give a guard access to the interior of the train. There was no time for hesitation and no room for error. To pause would be to fail. To miscalculate the jump would be to fall the not inconsiderable drop onto the tracks.

“Here!” she called to her hound. Grabbing hold of the scruff of his neck, together they leaped. Whether or not she would have made the jump successfully without Gelert’s help, she would never know. As they landed on the small metal plate, she snatched hold of the handrail. For a moment she lost her balance and swung precariously over the steps as the train drew out of the station and started to gather speed. Hecate hauled herself back up, relieved to feel the solid metal beneath her feet. The hound stood beside her, taking care to put himself between her and the chance of falling. At last, safely aboard, she stood, brushed down her skirts, opened the door of the second-class carriage, and went inside.

The train was almost full, its seats taken by day-trippers, families, travelers, and businessmen all heading for the coast. She searched for Smith and quickly spotted him sitting at the far end of the carriage. On seeing her, he showed some surprise and got to his feet. Garnering curious glances from some of the passengers, she strode toward him, her hound following close behind.

In its desperate situation, the Resurgent Spirit had been compelled to choose a poor specimen as a host. Even so, the old man’s decrepit body was now possessed not only by an evil force, but a powerful strength and energy, so that despite appearances, it was clear Hecate was not facing a frail elderly person, but a dangerous foe. A cornered, dangerous foe, for there were no connecting doors between the carriages. She came to a halt a few paces short of where he stood.

“And what, I wonder, will the indefatigable Miss Cavendish do now?” he asked.

Some of the passengers looked up, their curiosity piqued.

“I will not let you leave,” Hecate told him.

He spread his arms wide. “Oh? Will you use your dark magic to kill me in a carriage filled with hapless members of the public? Which one might I choose for my next host, d’you suppose? Something a little more youthful, certainly,” he said, pausing to smile at a teenage boy nearby. “Or perhaps, a person better placed,” he said, doffing his cap at a puzzled gentleman with an expensive suit and fine top hat.

Hecate knew that she could not risk killing him among so many people, but it pained her to have him taunt her with the fact. The plain truth of it was, her book of dark magic was in its hiding place in her desk at home, so she would have no chance to use it. All she had were her wits and the magic that was within herself. While she weighed up her limited options, she was shocked to see Smith begin to walk toward her.

“You have earned my respect, Miss Cavendish, I have to say, with your courage and your fervent spell casting. However, I tire of your persistent interference in my plans. Your clumsy actions have cost me dearly. The time has come to be rid of you, I believe.”

Hecate took a step back, and then another. Gelert put himself between his mistress and the Embodied Spirit, baring his teeth with a threatening growl.

The man who had once been Albert Smith looked down at the dog, paused, and then gave an equally menacing snarl in reply, his own teeth now supernaturally white and sharp.

A woman seated nearby recoiled, letting out a cry. A baby began to wail.

“Now see here…” said a plump man in a tweed coat, raising himself out of his seat to make his point.

Smith did not let him finish his sentence. With terrifying speed he lashed out, knocking the man backward, sending him sprawling across the laps of his neighboring travelers. Smith brandished his walking stick, warning off any other would-be heroes.

“Leave them,” Hecate said. “Your quarrel is with me.” Whistling her hound to heel, she retreated, making her way toward the door at the rear of the carriage. Smith started to follow. She knew that first and foremost she had to get him away from all those people. People who could have no notion of what horror he could cause. If she could lure him to the platform at the back of the train, she could attempt to spell-cast from memory, without the book, rituals, or sacred objects. If it worked, her hope was that his escaping spirit would not be able to leave his body quickly enough to get to the passengers. Particularly if she succeeded in pushing him off the train. It was an unformed plan, but there was no time for anything more. She opened the door she had only moments before come through. The train jolted over the points so that she had to clutch tight not to lose her footing.

Gelert remained behind her, still growling at Smith as he drew closer.

Hecate whispered to him, “Not in here.” When he turned to look at her, she added quickly, “Protect these people above all else. That is my command to you.”

The hound lowered his head, wary of Smith, unsure of his mistress’s instructions.

“Lie down!” she told him sternly.

Reluctantly Gelert moved to one side and lay at the feet of a startled family.

Hecate looked up at Smith. She had to be sure he would follow her out of the door.

“You have no need to harm these people,” she told him. She took a step over the threshold, the sound of the train speeding over the tracks forcing her to raise her voice to be heard. “Or are you afraid to face me at such close quarters?” she asked, hoping to provoke him, reasoning that his pride would not see him protect himself with the passengers after such a challenge.

Smith shrugged as if he was not in the least concerned and strode toward her.

The metal platform was no more than two strides’ square. She stood with the rail at her back, holding tight with both hands. The train had got up a head of steam and was moving swiftly now. She glanced down at the tracks, the sensation of movement, the noise of the engine, the smell of the coal fire, the swaying of the tail of the train all combined to assail her senses and make her dizzy. She tightened her grip on the handrail and raised her chin as Smith came through the door, which he left swinging open behind him.

“There is a difference between courage,” he told her, “and overconfidence. Where are your allies now? Your trusty inspector? Your devoted father? Where are your little potions and trinkets? Can you truly consider yourself a match for me as you stand, alone, stripped of the armor your kind rely upon?”

“I would give whatever it takes to stop you. I would give my last breath.”

“Very noble, I’m sure, but pointless. Futile. You cannot believe I would permit one such as you to halt my progress. You are not the first of Hekate’s brood I have faced. I doubt you will be the last. It matters not. The Essedenes…”

But Hecate was no longer listening. She searched inside herself, let her mind turn inward, listening for the whispering voices of all those who had followed the goddess before her, hearing the beat of her heart drum out a call to arms. She repeated the words of Hekate’s own magic; the words she had used before when she had needed her strength and her guidance. She shut out everything else, so that though she saw Smith’s mouth moving, his words no longer reached her. What she heard instead were the voices of her sisters.


“We are here, Daughter of the Goddess!

We are with you, Child of Hekate!

We hold you in the enchantment of the Queen of Witches!”



Knowing she was not alone, knowing they would lend force to her own magic, she fixed her eyes on the Embodied Spirit, summoned all her will, all her power, and hurled her words at him.

“You have no place here among the living! Foul being, I banish you! By the power of the Goddess of the Threshold, I send you back. Back whence you came. Back to the darkness. Let the sunlight pain your eyes. Let the air of the day scour your throat. Let the birdsong deafen your ears. Let the warmth of all living things burn you to ashes!”

At first the Embodied Spirit merely scowled at her, but the more she spoke, the more she cursed it, the more it began to react. The old man’s harmless face contorted, showing its now sharp teeth, its eyes glaring, its skin tainted with the shadow of death. Hecate could see her words were chipping away at the revenant’s defenses, wounding it, weakening it. She was also enraging it. Smith hurled himself at her, pinning her to the handrail. She gasped, feeling the unnatural weight of him pushing the air from her lungs.

Still she kept casting. Still she drew on the strength of her sisters, their voices urging her on, entreating her not to give up.

Smith bellowed. With his inhuman strength, he took hold of a fistful of her dress at her throat and raised her up, holding her aloft with one hand as if she weighed no more than a kitten. She clawed at his fingers, trying to get him to release her.

“I have had more than sufficient of your foolish attempts at sorcery, girl! You insult me with your self-belief. Do you not know with whom you deal? Can you be so ignorant of the true source of my power?” So saying he drew back his arm, preparing to hurl her from the train. Her magic continued to hurt him, but it was not enough to stop him. She could see that the train was starting to curve south and would soon be crossing the river on the iron railway bridge. Dizziness assailed her as he twisted her around, toying with her before delivering what would surely be the coup de grâce. Remembering the time the viscount had grabbed hold of her ankle on the turret stairs, she plucked the silver-and-lapis pin from her hat. With all her might, she brought the point of it down toward Smith’s hand.

The Embodied Spirit screeched as the sharp pin found its mark between the small bones, skewering his hand. He opened his fingers, allowing Hecate to fall to the metal platform at his feet.

“Cursed woman!” He drew out the blood-covered pin and hurled it away.

Hecate watched it fall onto the tracks. She barely had time to register its loss when he took hold of her once again. He pushed her down, her back against the unyielding metal, her head dangling over the edge of the platform. The ground roared past her horribly close. He was too strong, too heavy. She could not fight him off. Could see no way of dislodging him.

He looked at her then, his expression altering as a terrible idea formed in his wicked mind.

“No. I will not waste such a vigorous body. My, my, Child of Hekate, it seems you have presented me with an unexpected gift. Not only youth and good health, but a position in the library, close to the map, with access to the banned books. No doubt there are many advantages to living one’s life in a respectable family, too. Not to mention the pleasure I would take in bettering that bitch goddess of yours.” He smiled then; an expression of vile self-importance, of triumph, of gloating.

“No!” Hecate gasped, but he already had his hands around her throat. She knew his intention then. This was no idle threat meant to scare her. He would take her as his new host. He would, as he said, then have access to everything she had tried to keep safe. And to her own family and friends. And the first step to it all was to squeeze the life from her. She felt his grip tighten and fought to take air into her lungs. On her brooch the serpent coiled and wriggled, but the dark presence was too strong this time and it could not come to her aid. She kicked and fought as best she could.

“Why struggle?” he asked above the rattle of the train, the sound altering as the tracks moved from firm ground to the open ironwork of the bridge. “Why prolong the inevitable?”

She could feel her own strength fading, her body robbed of breath weakening quickly. She closed her eyes to shut out Smith’s terrible face so close to her own. She thought of Charlie and how he would be at the mercy of this creature if he succeeded. She thought of Gil, her heart aching at the idea of never seeing him again. She thought of her father, of how he would tell her to have courage, to never give up. She thought of Mr. Sadiki and how he had given his life to stop the Essedenes, and of how he had told her, You are the key! She heard her sister enchantresses clamoring, imploring her to fight back. And then she heard the goddess; that beautiful, grace-filled, unmistakable voice.

Resist, friend to phantoms! This foul creature shall not take you for his own. You are my daughter. My light shines through you. He cannot withstand it if you only trust your own strength!

Hecate opened her eyes. When she did so, her gaze burned brightly, as if illuminated by the very flame of Hekate’s torch. At the sight of such renewed power in her gaze, the Embodied Spirit paused, his grip loosening. She saw a glimmer of fear in his eyes. Though she had no breath with which to voice her spells, her sisters sang through her, giving sound to her thoughts.

“You shall not spoil the body of a child of the goddess with your evil soul! We will not suffer you to so basely use Hekate’s daughter. The curse of eternal darkness be upon you!”

Smith roared. Moving from his crouching position to sit up, he took one hand from Hecate’s throat and clamped it over her mouth.

“Be silent, troublesome wench!”

But even as he continued to increase the pressure on her throat, Hecate started to push back harder and was able to raise her head. Then she began to lift her shoulders from the metal platform. Shocked at seeing her newfound strength, the Embodied Spirit let her go. His expression was filled with rage now, his temper taking hold. She saw him draw back his arm, his hand balled into a fist. She steeled herself for the blow, bracing herself yet not knowing if she would be able to withstand it.

They both heard it at the same time, that deep, otherworldly vibration. Hecate looked past her assailant and saw Gelert emerging through the open door of the carriage at a gallop. Smith turned, saw the charging dog, half stood, but had no time to properly defend himself. The hound’s powerful body connected with Smith with such force that the two flew from the platform.

“Gelert!” Hecate screamed, as the pair passed over her. She twisted around to see man and dog catch the top of the wall of the bridge a glancing blow and then fall.

“No!” she gasped, her throat in pain, her lungs working furiously for air. She hauled herself to her feet, clutching at the railing, leaning forward in time to see her beloved hound and the last Embodied Spirit enter the deep river. She stood transfixed, watching, waiting. The train sped on, the swaying motion of the carriage rocking her this way and that as she clung to the rail. Nothing broke the surface of the water. There was no sign of either man or hound. She stayed watching, straining to keep her eyes on the point where they had gone into the water, but the ripples subsided. As the train pulled away, her last view of the river was of its smooth, calm, unbroken surface.



It was late afternoon of the following Monday when Gil, responding to a note Hecate had sent him, stood in the doorway of the library.

He looked about him. “You have been too modest when telling me about your work. Such a collection must require expert attention.”

Hecate moved from behind her desk and went to meet him. Reverend Thomas had retired to his cloister rooms after lunch, as was now his habit. She took Gil’s hand and led him into the center of the room where he was able to more closely inspect the system of chains which held the books to the shelves.

“A wondrous thing, indeed,” he murmured, reaching out to run his fingers over the lock plate on the end of one bookcase. “Such ingenuity and craftsmanship. Such care.” He turned to look at her then and smiled, squeezing her hand. “I am surrounded by objects of such rarity,” he told her.

Hecate was watching his face, searching for signs that he had noticed the small, colorful griffin as it hopped about the shelves and made short swoops about the room. His lack of reaction told her he could not see him.

“I am happy to be able to show you the library, of course,” she said, “but I asked you here for another reason.” She dropped his hand and took two steps back. Turning, she beckoned to Brother Michael, who emerged from between the shelves and came to stand next to her. “There is someone I would very much like you to meet,” she said.

Instantly, Gil’s eyes widened and he looked directly at the ghostly monk.

Hecate experienced a rush of joy.

“You really can see him?” she asked. A part of her had wondered if Brother Michael would be too shy, too wary, perhaps, to show himself to another.

Gil nodded.

She smiled broadly. “Allow me to introduce Brother Michael, originally from Shaftesbury. Brother Michael has been caring for the collection for more than three centuries. He has become a dear friend to me.”

At last, Gil found his voice. He gave a nod, just short of a bow. “I am very pleased to make your acquaintance, Brother.”

“And I yours,” the monk replied, becoming clearer and brighter. “It is a blessing to find another with whom I can converse. I am a great admirer of your work.”

Hecate laughed. “Oh, this is capital!” she said, clapping her hands together, falling back on her father’s expression of delight. “You must meet all the other souls who inhabit the cathedral. Though not all at once, naturally. They have been so helpful. I could not have done what was asked of me without them.”

Gil turned his attention to her again. “I sense there is more than the care of the library behind your words.”

She nodded, closing her eyes for a second against the raw memory of Tiberius Harper’s hands around her throat. When she looked at him again, her voice was more serious.

“Gil, I promised I would tell you what has been so occupying me.”

“What has had you so afeared?”

“Yes, you were right. There were times when I was frightened.”

“As were we all,” put in Brother Michael, “for your safety, my child.”

“I do wish, dearly wish, to take you into my confidence. I believe that our shared gift … Well, I am of the opinion you will understand what I have to tell you, even though it may at first sound like the wild invention of my imagination. You of all people will believe me.”

“I can promise I will, without even knowing your secret, Hecate. You have my trust, completely.”

“It is a secret best shared beneath the balm of sunshine, I think. Does your offer to walk me home still stand?”

“It does.”

“Then come and find me when you have finished your day’s work.”

“You shall be here?”

“No, there is somewhere I like to go at times to think, to still my mind. You will find me atop the tower.”

“Strange that you should choose a high place when even the scaffolding unsettled you,” he said.

She led him toward the door. “We must conquer our fears by facing them or be ruled by them always, do you not think so?”

“I think Hecate Cavendish will not be ruled by anything nor anyone. Until later, then,” he said, lifting her hand briefly to his lips for the lightest of kisses before leaving.

Hecate walked across the room to stand before the map, the griffin and the monk accompanying her. The griffin settled on her shoulder and nibbled her ear softly. She reached up to stroke its magical feathers, pondering the fact that Gil could see Brother Michael but not her mythical friend. It seemed some gifts were hers and hers alone.

Manticore, griffin, phoenix, unicorn …

She let her gaze sweep over the familiar images, words, and details. All was calm. The rivers did not pulsate, the city did not glow, the creatures and people were quiet and still. She examined closely the gruesome depiction of the Essedenes, waiting, almost challenging them. They did not move, not so much as to turn their eyes in her direction. The last of the Embodied Spirits were dead, gone, perished, extinguished. She was convinced of it. As the train had borne her away, she had seen nothing emerge from the river. Nor had there been any people walking along the riverbank or working in the nearby fields. There would have been no one for the spirit to attack and inhabit, even had it survived its host being drowned. Inspector Winter had ordered a search of the river. Policemen in boats had scoured the reach from the railway bridge downstream. They found Albert Smith’s body at the bend near the cathedral, caught in the reeds. He at least was at peace, no longer used by the Resurgent Spirit who had, for centuries, been Tiberius Harper. The cold waters of the Wye had claimed him and, Hecate was sure of it, they had taken the last Essedene spirit, too.

She moved her focus to the bottom-right corner of the map. There, lean and long legged, stood her faithful hound. Inspector Winter had reported no trace of the dog in the river, but Hecate had known there would not be. Gelert had executed his duty heedless of his own safety. He had protected his mistress to the last. And now he had returned to his rightful place on the map, safe and sound. She already felt his absence keenly, but she was confident he would emerge to help her again, if ever she had need of him.

She reached out and touched the ancient drawing of the hound, feeling the lines wriggle beneath her fingers, her skin tingling. Gelert responded with one slow wag of his long tail.

“Our work is done, my friend. Rest now,” she told him.



As the afternoon drew to a close, Hecate climbed the spiral staircase—longer and darker than the one to the library—which led up the great tower of the cathedral. The cool of the stairwell was pleasant compared to the heat of the late afternoon outside. There was something steadying about the rhythm of the steep climb, step after step, soft footfalls echoing, the smell of the damp stones, chinks of light through tiny occasional windows leading her upward. She had promised herself a moment of reflection before going home after such an eventful week. The top of the tower appealed to her. It was a fitting place, she thought, to finally draw a line under the threat of the Essedenes. Time to let go of so many things and begin anew.

She had not climbed halfway when she was surprised by a sense of being accompanied by someone unfamiliar. She stopped, waiting, listening with her heart as well as her ears. She detected a ghost very close, but it was not one she recognized. While not a threatening presence, it was a powerful one. Fierce. Immensely strong. Her pulse raced more from this sudden arrival than from the exertion of the climb. The air felt dense with the soul of another. This one, she believed, was very old. And troubled. There was a sadness there, amidst all that fortitude.

“Hello?” she spoke softly, her voice bouncing back to her off the thick stone walls. “Do you wish to speak to me?” she asked. “Why don’t you show yourself?”

Into the gloom of the stairway came a dazzling flash, lighting up the interior for the briefest of moments. And in that moment she saw the sunlight glint on the blade of a beautiful sword. It was wielded by someone unseen, with great speed and force, but not against her. She kept motionless, waiting. And then it was gone. The apparition dissolved into nothing. The presence faded. She lingered a few moments more. Only once she was certain she was alone did she move on and complete her ascent.

She emerged onto the roof of the tower, the sunshine spangling her vision until her eyes grew accustomed to this new brightness. Three strides took her to the castellated wall that enclosed the space. Cautiously, she moved to stand behind it. Were she to look directly downward, she would be assailed by dizziness, but if she cast her gaze outward, she could enjoy the dramatic vista comfortably. Spread out before her, the city was bathed in light, its gardens green, its parks lush, the river smooth and gentle. From her vantage point she could hear children playing, the wheels of carriages traveling over the cobbles, the cries of hawkers and barrow boys eager to sell the last of their wares for the day. She could see shoppers and workers making their way home. Shifts about to change at the bottle factory gates. A crocodile of schoolboys following their master to the cricket field in the Bishop’s Meadows. All was peaceful; everyday people were going about their everyday lives in safety.

“A beautiful day, indeed,” said Brother Michael, standing to her left. “How charming the city looks.”

Hecate nodded. “Is not something always all the more beautiful when you have come close to losing it?”

“Perhaps so,” he agreed. “Though I for one will be happy to appreciate all that we have without having that affection tested by danger again.”

A disturbance in the air to her right signaled the arrival of Corporal Gregory. He looked so handsome in his uniform, she thought, destined to remain young, and untroubled by the heat of the summer’s day.

“Best not come to such a height unaccompanied, miss,” he said. “Under such warmth, well, beg pardon, miss, but ladies can be given to fainting. Best not stand too near the edge.”

She wished she could take his arm, to show him how much she valued his care and protection.

“Fear not, Corporal,” she said. “I am learning to manage heights rather well. But I am grateful for your presence. I feel much safer with you here,” she said, only for the joy of earning a rare smile from the soldier.

Music began to drift up from the choir stalls. There was no organ playing, only the exquisite harmony of Evensong as the Vicars Choral sang the psalms. John’s presence had gone, and she knew she would not sense it again. He was at peace. All those she loved were safe. The city was safe, and she had vowed to keep it so. She closed her eyes for a moment, letting the sunlight dance upon her lids. She heard footsteps then, not ghostly but strong, vigorous, even at the top of such a climb. She opened her eyes and turned to see Gil emerging through the low door onto the tower roof.

He smiled at her, and she felt her mood lighten.

He took his cap from his head before he spoke, pushing his hair out of his eyes. “The verger wishes to lock up,” he told her.

She nodded.

“Well then,” she said, stepping over to take his hand, and together, they descended the tower stairs.
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