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One need not be a Chamber–to be Haunted.…
Ourself, behind ourself, concealed–should startle most.

–Emily Dickinson, “One need not be a Chamber–to be Haunted”

But I almost think we are all of us ghosts.…It is not only what we have inherited from our father and mother that “walks” in us. It is all sorts of dead ideas, and lifeless old beliefs, and so forth. They have no vitality, but they cling to us all the same, and we cannot shake them off. Whenever I take up a newspaper, I seem to see ghosts gliding between the lines. There must be ghosts all the country over, as thick as the sands of the sea. And then we are, one and all, so pitifully afraid of the light.

–Henrik Ibsen, Ghosts
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The question, O me! so sad, recurring–What good amid these, O me, O life?

Answer.

That you are here–that life exists and identity,
That the powerful play goes on, and you may contribute a verse.

–Walt Whitman, “Oh Me! Oh Life!”


IT BEGINS

Somewhere in America

On the last day that the town of Beckettsville would ever know, the weather was so fine you could see all the way to the soft blue skin of the horizon. The land in this part of the country was beautiful. Tall wheat tickled the spring air. Fat maples offered summertime shade. There was a fine-looking Main Street boasting a post office, a hardware store, a filling station with two gasoline pumps out front, a grocery, a pharmacy, a small hotel with a downstairs cafe that served warm apple pie, and a barbershop whose revolving red-white-and-blue pole thrilled the children, a daily magic trick.

A round clock mounted to the front of City Hall’s domed tower showed the passage of time, which, in Beckettsville, seemed to move slower than in other places. The people worked hard and tried to be good neighbors. They sang in church choirs and attended Rotary and Elks Club meetings. They played bridge on Friday nights. Held picnics near the bandstand under the July sun. Canned summer peaches for the long winter. Got excited by the arrival of a new Philco radio, electric icebox, or automobile, everybody crowding ’round to see progress unloaded from the back of a truck by grunting, sweaty men. The people lived in neat rows of neat houses with indoor plumbing and electric lights, attended one of the town’s four churches (Methodist, Presbyterian, Baptist, and Congregationalist), sent their dead to the Perkins & Son Funeral Parlor over on Poplar Street for embalming, and buried those same dead in the cemetery up on the hill at the edge of town, far from the bustle of Main Street.

As the clock counted down to the horrors awaiting Beckettsville, population four hundred five souls, Pastor Jacobs stepped out of First Methodist Church thinking of that apple pie over at the Blue Moon Cafe—so delicious the way Enola Gaylord served it, with a dollop of cream, and it really was a shame he would not get to enjoy Beckettsville’s favorite pie today or any day thereafter. The pastor nodded and said “Afternoon” to sweet Charlie Banks, who swept the sidewalk free of spring blossoms in front of McNeill’s Hardware. Charlie mooned over the approach of pretty schoolteacher Cora Nettles. As Cora marched past him (her own thoughts occupied by a silly but maddening argument she’d had with her mother over the new pink hat Cora now wore—it most certainly was not “unbecoming of a serious woman”!), Charlie sighed, thinking that tomorrow, or perhaps the day after, he would finally summon the courage to ask her to the picture show over in Fairview and that she might answer sweetly, Why, Charlie Banks, I would love to! so that the world of his heart, which Charlie held so tightly in his fist, would open into the bright, fresh bloom of his long-desired future.

Down that same Main Street, Mikey Piccolo, age ten and with his mind firmly fixed on baseball, tossed the day’s Beckettsville Gazette over picket fences from a satchel stretched around his neck as if he were Waite Hoyt. He could hear the imaginary crowd roaring inside his head as he narrowly missed Ida Olsen, who played with her rag dolls under the leafy canopy of a sycamore tree at Number Ten Main Street. She stuck her tongue out at the back of Mikey’s head but quickly moved to the other side of the giant tree to continue her game, out of sight of the Widow Winters, who had just come onto her front porch. Ida did not care to be pulled into a long conversation about boring things from the past—cotillions, which were dances, apparently, and Times When Neighbors Acted More Neighborly. It was never worth the butterscotch candies the old lady offered from the pocket of her apron, and so Ida kept well hidden. From her perch on the porch, Mrs. Euline Winters soothed herself with the gentle seesawing creak of her rocking chair and a lapful of knitting yarn as she watched the citizenry going about their busy business in the noonday sun. (What a glorious afternoon it is! So warm and fragrant!) Her crepe myrtle had blossomed, and the flowers, planted in happier times, reminded Euline of her husband, Wilbur, dead and gone these eight years, and did those people out there, her neighbors, know how lonely she was, sitting alone at her supper table each night, listening to the mocking tick of Wilbur’s grandfather clock, with no one to ask, And how was your day, my dear?

There were other citizens out and about on this beautiful day. A mailman and the Rotary Club president. A dotting of mothers gathered around the butcher’s counter, giving the day’s order while scolding their unruly children. The town crank, who complained under his breath about the unruly children and spat his tobacco into the bushes. The young people restless to grow up and leave Beckettsville or restless to stay right there and fall in love, sometimes feeling both in the same moment, as young people do.

This town held many stories. In a few minutes, none of them would matter.

For weeks, some of the town’s ghosts had tried to warn the people of Beckettsville. Newly awakened from rest, aware of the terrors to come, the ghosts swept picture frames from mantels. They spilled the milk. They caused the electric lights to flicker until the fragile bulbs exploded with a pop. They appeared briefly at windows and in mirrors, their mouths opening in silent screams. The ghosts moaned into the night, but who could hear such alarms over the noise of the radios in every house? The dead of Beckettsville had done what they could, but the people refused to see. Anyway, it was much too late now.

It was Johnny Barton, age twelve, who noticed first. Johnny was upstairs in his bedroom, pretending to be sick again and tending to his model planes, far from the other boys at school who bullied him so mercilessly. (“They’re just teasing,” his mother would say, as if that was supposed to be a comfort. “Hit ’em back. Be a man,” his father would say, which only made Johnny feel bullied twice.) Johnny liked birds and flying things in general, things that suggested you could soar up and away anytime you liked, and so he was zooming his balsa-wood flier past the window when he took note of the curious dark clouds gathering now along that promising horizon. Plenty of storms blew in across the land in spring. But this was something different. These clouds pulled together like filings drawn to a magnet, massing quickly into a living wall. Blue lightning sliced through that thickening dark, as if something terrible was trying to birth itself.

Still gripping his plane, Johnny Barton raced down the stairs. He pushed through the white picket gate of his parents’ foursquare and out into the street, not caring about the Model T that beeped its horn angrily as it swerved around him. “Watch out!” the driver, Mr. Tilsen, barked. But that’s what Johnny was doing, watching out. Every night, he read with relish stories of the Great War. He’d read that, on the battlefields of Flanders and the Somme, fat clouds of smoke and dust announced the arrival of the Germans’ monstrous war machines. That’s what this strange formation reminded him of now—an invading army.

Others were coming to look at the storm blowing in out of nowhere. Wind whipped the leaves of the maples. A sudden gust blew Cora’s fashionable spring hat clean off her head and sent it rolling down the street, where Charlie picked it up, happy to touch something that belonged to her at last. Reluctantly, he handed it back, his fingers grazing hers for one charged moment. Then he, too, turned his head in the direction of those foreboding clouds.

Cora snugged on her cloche and held it in place with the palm of her hand. “Mercy! I hope it’s not a twister!”

“Never seen a twister look that way,” Charlie answered, his mind more on Cora than the storm.

“Maybe it’s the Huns!” Johnny said and scraped his plane through the air. His skin prickled, though he didn’t know why.

“Looks like a big old ball of dust,” the Rotary Club president said in wonder.

“Should we ring the church bell and get to the storm cellars?” Pastor Jacobs asked.

“Let’s wait and see,” the president said. He did not like making decisions until he knew what the popular vote would be.

The mothers had left the butcher shop. Their children stopped squabbling and moved close to their mothers’ sides. The town crank slowed his chew. The restless young people greeted the arrival of the storm with excitement—finally, something! Euline Winters’s rocking chair stilled; her knitting needles lay in her lap. “I saw a dust storm like that once when I was a girl. When it was over, little Polly Johansen was missing. They never found her,” Euline called, though no one listened.

The clouds had spread out. The citizens of Beckettsville could no longer see the horizon. The high-pitched whine of insects filled the charged air. The birds shrieked and flew away from Beckettsville with a startling suddenness. Ida Olsen left her hiding place and came out of her yard, dragging her dolly behind her. Even though her mother had told her that pointing was rude, she jabbed a finger toward the spot of road still visible. “What’s that?” Ida asked.

A lone man emerged from those billowing clouds. He was imposing in stature, with a stovepipe hat atop hair that was kept longer than was the fashion in this part of the country, and an old-fashioned undertaker’s coat made of blue-black feathers that fluttered in the gusty wind. The people of this small town were unaccustomed to strangers—there wasn’t even a train depot here—and this man was strange, indeed. He walked with a deliberate stride, and that made the people wonder if he might be important. A beautiful crow perched sentinel-straight on the man’s left shoulder, cawing like a town crier. To Johnny Barton, it seemed the crow wanted to fly away from its master but stayed as if an invisible chain held it firmly in place.

The man trailing the storm reached the citizens at last. His skin was the patchy, peeling gray of a rotting shroud, and Cora Nettles tried to hide her distaste. She hoped it wasn’t catching, some foreign disease. The man tipped his tall hat with easy formality. “Good afternoon.”

The president of the Rotary Club stepped forward. “Afternoon. Walter Kurtz, president of the Beckettsville Rotary Club. And who might you be?”

“I might be many things. But you may call me the King of Crows.”

The citizens chuckled lightly at this. The Rotary Club president heard and grinned. “Well, we don’t get much royalty in these parts,” he said, playing to his bemused neighbors, happy to know the popular vote at last. “You on your way through somewheres?”

“In a manner of speaking.”

“We don’t get many strangers here,” Cora Nettles explained.

“I am not a stranger,” the man replied, and it left Cora unsettled. She could not place his face.

“You might want to take shelter, sir,” Pastor Jacobs said. “There’s a storm right behind you.”

The King of Crows glanced over his shoulder at the mass of dark clouds hovering on the edge of town, and turned back, untroubled. “Indeed there is.” With eyes black and lifeless as a doll’s, he surveyed the little town. He inhaled deeply, as if he were not merely taking in air but breathing in the full measure of something unknown. “What a fine claim you have here.”

The Rotary Club president beamed. “Why, there’s no town finer. You can have your Chicago, your San Francisco and Kansas City. Right here in Beckettsville—this is the good life!”

“We’ve even got a hotel,” Charlie Banks said, and he hoped Cora thought he was clever to mention this.

The corners of the stranger’s mouth twitched but did not extend into a smile. “My. And how many souls live here?”

“Four hundred five. Almost six, seeing as Maisy Lipscomb is due any day now,” Charlie answered.

“And how many dead have you?”

“I . . . beg pardon?” Charlie said.

“No matter.” The King of Crows smiled at last, though there was no warmth in it. “You’ve sold me. We’ll take it.”

“Take what?” the Rotary Club president said.

“Your town, of course. We are hungry.”

The citizens laughed again, uneasily this time.

“The pie at the cafe is delicious,” Pastor Jacobs said, still trying to make everything seem perfectly normal, though his heart said otherwise.

The Rotary Club president straightened his spine. “Beckettsville is not for sale.”

“Who said anything about a sale?” the King of Crows answered. His gray teeth were as sharp and pointed as a shark’s.

“I think you’d best move along now,” the town crank chimed in. “We don’t go for funny business here in Beckettsville.”

“Who is we?” Johnny Barton hadn’t meant to ask his question aloud, but now he had the attention of the King of Crows, whose stare fell on Johnny, making him squirm.

“What was that, my good man?” he asked.

Johnny had known lots of bullies, and this man struck him as the worst kind of bully. The kind who pretended to be on your side until he led you behind the school for the beating of your life.

“You said we. Who is we?” Johnny mumbled. He blinked at the crow on the man’s shoulder, because he could swear it now had a woman’s face. The bird spoke with a woman’s desperate whisper. “Run. Please, please run.”

“Be still.” The King of Crows pulled his hand across the woman’s mouth and it became a beak once more, cawing into the wind. The King of Crows’s face lit up with a cruel joy. “How smart you are, young man! Who, indeed? How rude of me not to introduce my retinue.”

With that, he raised his arms and flexed his long fingers toward the sky as if he would pull it to him. Blue lightning crackled along his dirty fingernails. “Come, my army. The time is now.”

A foul smell wafted toward the town: factory smoke and bad meat and stagnant pond water and battlefield dead left untended. Pastor Jacobs put a handkerchief to his nose. Ida Olsen gagged. The crow strained forward with frantic screaming. From inside the dark clouds, a swarm of flies burst forth, as if the town of Beckettsville were a corpse rotting in the waning sun. On that horizon that had seemed so fine moments earlier, the churning clouds parted like the curtain before the start of a picture show, letting out what waited inside.

And though it was far too late for him, or for anyone else in Beckettsville, Johnny Barton heeded the crow’s advice; he turned and ran from the horrors at his back.


THE END OF THE WORLD

New York City

The musty tunnel underneath the Museum of American Folklore, Superstition, and the Occult was as dark as the night’s shadow, and Isaiah Campbell was afraid. His older brother, Memphis, lifted their lantern. Its light barely cut into the gloom ahead. The air down here was close, like being buried alive. Isaiah’s lungs grew tighter with each breath. He wanted out. Up. Aboveground. Memphis was nervous, too. Isaiah could tell by the way his brother kept looking back and then forward again, like he wasn’t sure about what to do. Even big Bill Johnson, who didn’t seem afraid of anything, moved cautiously, one hand curled into a fist.

“What if this doesn’t go nowhere?” Isaiah asked. He had no idea how long they’d been down here. Felt like days.

“Doesn’t go anywhere,” Memphis corrected, more of a mumble, though, and Isaiah didn’t even have it in him to be properly annoyed by his brother’s habit of fixing his words, which, to Isaiah’s mind, didn’t need fixing.

“Don’t like it down here.” Isaiah glanced over his shoulder. The way back was just as dark as the way ahead. “I’m tired.”

“It’s a’right, Little Man. Plenty’a slaves got to freedom out this passage. We gonna be fine,” Bill said in his deep voice. “Ain’t got much choice, anyhow. Not with them Shadow Men after us. Just watch your step.”

Isaiah kept his eyes trained on the uneven ground announcing itself in Memphis’s lantern light and wondered if the Shadow Men had shown up at Aunt Octavia’s house looking for them. The idea that those men might’ve hurt his auntie made Isaiah’s heart beat even harder in his chest. Maybe the Shadow Men had gone straight to the museum, to Will Fitzgerald and Sister Walker. Maybe the Shadow Men had found the secret door under the carpet in the collections room and were down here even now, following quietly, guns drawn.

Isaiah swallowed hard. Sweat itched along his hairline and trickled down between his narrow shoulder blades under his shirt, which was getting filthy.

“How much longer?” he asked for the fourth time. He was thirsty. His feet hurt.

Memphis’s lantern illuminated another seemingly endless curve of tunnel. “Maybe we should turn back.”

Bill rubbed the sweat from his chin. “Not with those men after us. Trust me, you don’t want them to catch ya. Around that curve could be a way out.”

“Or another mile of darkness. Or a cave-in. Or a ladder leading up to a freedom house that hasn’t been that since before the Civil War,” Memphis whispered urgently. “A house that’s home to some white family now who might not welcome us.”

“Rather take my chances goin’ fo’ward.”

They pressed on. Around the bend, their tunnel branched into two. A smell like rotten eggs filled the air and Memphis tried not to gag.

Bill coughed. “Look like we just met up with the sewers.”

Isaiah pinched his nose shut with his fingers. “Which way should we go?”

“I don’t know,” Memphis said, and that scared Isaiah, because if there was anything his brother was good at, it was acting like he knew everything. “Bill?”

Bill held up a finger, feeling for air. He shook his head. “Ain’t no way to know.” He took out a nickel, tossed it, and slapped it down on his arm. “Heads we go left; tails, right.” Memphis nodded. Bill took his hand away. “Tails,” he said, and they entered the tunnel to their right.

“Maybe those Shadow Men left Harlem and went back to wherever they come from,” Memphis said. Water swished over their shoes and trickled down the narrow brick walls. It stank.

“Doubt it,” Bill panted. “They never stop. I know ’em.”

“I didn’t even get to tell Theta good-bye. What if they went to her apartment to find me? What if . . . what if they hurt her?”

“Only thing we can do is keep going,” Bill said. “Soon as we get somewhere safe, you can put in a call to her, and to your auntie.”

Memphis snorted. “Somewhere safe. Let me know where that is.”

Isaiah chanced another look over his shoulder. Tiny motes of light fluttered in the vast dark. Isaiah blinked, wiped at his eyes. The muscles from his neck to his fingers twitched. Suddenly, his feet wouldn’t move. Isaiah felt as if a giant were squeezing him between its palms. The spots of light came faster, and then Isaiah knew.

“Memphis . . .” was all Isaiah managed before his eyes rolled back and he was falling deeply into space as the vision roared up inside him, fast as a freight train.

Isaiah stood on a ribbon of dirt road leading toward a flat horizon. To his left, a slumped scarecrow guarded over a field of failing corn. To his right sat a farmhouse with a sagging front porch. He saw a weathered red barn. An enormous oak whose tire swing hung lax, as if it hadn’t been touched in a good while. Isaiah had seen this place once before in a vision, and he had been afraid of it, and of the girl who lived here.

He heard his name being called like a voice punching through miles of fog. “I, I, I, IsaiAH!” And then, close by his ear: “Isaiah.”

Isaiah whirled around. She was right there. The same girl as before. A peach satin ribbon clung to a few strands of her pale ringlets. Her eyes were such a light blue-gray they were nearly silver.

Who are you? he thought.

“I’m a seer, a Diviner, like you.”

She’d heard his thoughts?

The girl curled in on herself like she’d just stepped into a bracing wind. “Something awful has happened, Isaiah, just now. Like a fire snuffed out, and it’s so, so cold. Can you feel it?”

Isaiah couldn’t, and that made him jealous of this strange girl. He was fixated on the horizon, where an angry mouth of dark storm clouds gobbled up the blue sky. The clouds cracked like eggshells, letting out a high, sharp whine, a sound so full of pain and fear and need that Isaiah wanted to run away from it. What is that?

“The King of Crows and his dead,” the girl answered as if Isaiah had spoken. “He’s come, like he promised he would. He’s come and we’re in terrible danger.”

Wind snapped the corn on its stalks. Birds darted out from the roiling, dark sea overhead. Their cawing mixed with the gunfire bursts of screaming. The noise stole the breath from Isaiah’s lungs. So much hatred lived inside that sky. He could feel the threat trying to gnaw its way out into their world.

The girl reached for Isaiah’s hand. Her hands were small and delicate, like a doll’s. “He tells lies, so many lies, Isaiah. He’s been lying to me this whole time, pretending to be my friend. But I had a vision. A lady named Miriam told me the truth. She told me what he did to Conor Flynn. He wants all of us, Isaiah. He wants the Diviners.”

Why?

“Because we’re the only ones who can stop him.” The girl kept her unearthly eyes on the unholy sky. “I know how to stop the King of Crows, Isaiah.”

Where are we? Isaiah asked. He didn’t know why he couldn’t speak here.

“Bountiful, Nebraska. That’s where I live.”

Isaiah saw a mailbox bearing the name “Olson” and the number one forty-four. That number came up a lot. He remembered Evie saying it was the number of her brother’s unit during the war. But her brother and his whole unit had died, and it had something to do with Will and Sister Walker and Project Buffalo and Diviners.

“Where are you?” she asked.

In the tunnel under the old museum. But we’re lost. There’s people after us.

“I’m afraid, Isaiah,” the girl said. “We’re not safe. None of us are. You’ve got one another, but I’m all alone. I can’t fight him and his army by myself. None of us can. We need each other.”

The last time Isaiah had seen this vision, his mama had been here, telling him to get out quick. She had fussed at this girl, told her to hush up. He looked for his mother now but did not see her.

“Please. Come to Bountiful,” the girl pleaded.

The Shadow Men are after us. We’re running from them.

“They don’t know about me. They forgot me. Come here. You’ll be safe. They won’t find you. We must stop the King of Crows before it’s too late!”

Wait! What’s your name? Isaiah thought.

“Sarah Beth,” the girl yelled. The dust billowed behind her pale form. “Sarah Beth Olson. Get to Bountiful, Isaiah! Before it’s too late!”

First we gotta get out of this tunnel. Say, can you see a way out?

“You’re in a tunnel under a museum, you said?”

Yes! In New York City. Manhattan.

The girl shut her eyes. In a minute, she opened them wide. “Isaiah. You’ve got to get out of there right now, you hear? Something’s coming. Go back. Take the other tunnel. Oh, Isaiah, you must hurry. Get out now and come to Bountiful before—”

Isaiah came out of his vision, dizzy and disoriented. Memphis’s worried face was the first thing he saw, hovering above his own. Isaiah sat up too quickly and caught his brother in the nose.

“Ow.”

Bill steadied Isaiah’s face in his strong hands. “You all right, Little Man?”

“Y-yes, sir.” He tasted blood. He’d bit his tongue. And he was sitting in the fetid water.

Bill helped Isaiah to his feet. “You had a vision?”

Isaiah nodded. His head ached. The sewer smell was making him nauseated.

“What’d you see?” Memphis asked.

“She said . . . she said to go back. Take the other tunnel,” Isaiah said, panicked.

“Who said? Isaiah, you’re not making sense,” Memphis said.

“Hush. Hush now.” Bill held up a hand. “You hear something?”

The boys listened for something under the constant drip of water. Memphis nodded.

“The Shadow Men?” Isaiah whispered. “She said . . . she said . . .” The tunnel ahead began to fill with flickering light and deep, guttural growls.

“Not Shadow Men,” Memphis said ominously.

The sound was getting closer.

“Back up,” Memphis said.

“The hell with that. Run!” Bill said.

Memphis grabbed Isaiah’s hand, and they raced back the way they’d come.

“This way!” Memphis said, ducking into the other tunnel, picking up speed as they spied the daylight ahead.


MEMORIES

Bennington Apartments
Upper West Side

According to the clock on the bedside table, it was nine fifteen in the morning—an ungodly hour to flapper Evie O’Neill, who never got up before noon if she could help it. She’d been having a nightmare, but she couldn’t remember a thing about it now. Evie stifled an exhausted yawn and looked over at her friend, Theta Knight, who snored lightly. Her sleep mask was slightly askew. Evie nudged Theta twice before giving her a solid shove. Theta startled awake, hands patting at the air until they landed on the sleep mask, which she slid up onto her forehead. She blinked at Evie, then at the clock. “What’s the big idea, Evil?”

“Darling Theta, did anyone ever tell you that you sleep with your mouth open?” Evie impersonated a dead-to-the-world, snoring Theta. “I just didn’t want you to choke.”

With a groan, Theta pushed herself to a sitting position. “That’s called breathing.”

“It’s very loud breathing.” Evie snuggled up next to Theta. For a moment, she remembered all the times she’d done the same with her best friend, Mabel. An awful ache ballooned in Evie’s throat. She refused to start the day with tears. “Theta, did you mean what you said last night?”

Theta arched an eyebrow. “I dunno. What’d I say last night?”

“That you’d help me find Sam.”

“Yeah, I meant it, kid.”

“You’re the berries,” Evie said and kissed Theta’s cheek.

Theta wiped at the spot. “You probably just got a mouthful of cold cream, y’know.”

“Then my lips will be very soft. I want to try his hat again.”

“Evil. You’ve read that hat three times now,” Theta said gently.

“Maybe there’s something I missed! I could sense how afraid he was, Theta. You know Sam—he’s never afraid. I saw those Shadow Men doing something to him, and then I could feel Sam’s body getting cold and slow and numb.”

Theta brought her knees up to her chest and wrapped her arms around them. “You don’t suppose he’s . . .?”

“No! He is pos-i-tutely not dead!” Evie insisted. She couldn’t bear the thought of it. There’d been too much loss already. “Besides, if anybody is going to have the pleasure of murdering Sam Lloyd, it ought to be me.”

Theta chuckled and shook her head. “You two. I don’t know whether to hope you get married or hope you never do.”

“I only want to know that he’s okay,” Evie said, tearing up at last.

“I know, kid. Here,” Theta said, reaching for Sam’s hat from the bedside table. “You might as well get started. I’ll have the aspirin ready for after. Just don’t do a number on yourself.”

Evie sat with Sam’s hat in her lap. The old Greek fisherman’s cap had belonged to him for a long time. With renewed purpose, Evie pressed it between her palms, receiving small glimpses of Sam’s past. These memories played across her mind like brief scenes in a motion picture, but all jumbled up: Sam talking to a redheaded lady who was laying out a spread of tarot cards. Sam lifting valuables from unsuspecting rubes on Forty-second Street. The day she and Sam had met, when he’d kissed her and stolen twenty dollars from her pocket. That one made her smile just a bit. There was even a hint of the countless girls he’d charmed into his arms, and it tempted Evie to unlock even more of those memories. Last, she wandered across a moment of the two of them sharing a perfect kiss. And then that gave way to the Shadow Men dragging Sam toward the brown sedan, his body growing cold. But then the hat fell to the sidewalk, and that’s where Sam’s history with it stopped. If she wanted a deeper read, she was going to need help.

Evie came out of her trance and looked up at Theta with wide eyes. “Theta, darling Theta.”

“Uh-oh. I know that tone.”

“Please? I only need a boost.”

“My power’s pretty unpredictable, Evil. What if I accidentally set you on fire?”

“Then I’m glad I’m wearing your pajamas and not my own.”

“There’s something not right about you, Evil,” Theta clucked. “Now, listen: If this goes badly, don’t you dare come back and haunt me.”

“Your protest is noted.”

“Uh, how do we do this? Do I touch you? The hat? Both?”

“Both, I think.” Evie glanced at Theta’s fingers and thought about them heating up suddenly. “On second thought, the hat.”

“Here goes nothin’,” Theta said and took hold of the brim with a delicate touch.

Evie shut her eyes and concentrated. A tiny sliver of electricity worked its way up her arm. It tickled like ants, an unpleasant sensation, and Evie tried to breathe through the worry about what might happen if her power and Theta’s didn’t get along. She hoped that Theta couldn’t sense that worry. In a few seconds, the prickling became a surge of energy, as if someone had plugged Evie in to the same electrical socket as Theta, and now their combined wattage was glowing brighter. She could feel Theta’s strong heartbeat like her own. With her friend at her side, Evie went deeper, searching for anything about one of the Shadow Men she’d glimpsed. Nothing. Just Sam’s memories fighting to get through. What were the limits of memory?

But then, there it was—a small flicker into the Shadow Man who had taken Sam! Adams was the man’s name, and the wickedness of his soul was terrifying. This was a man who had killed many times. He said it was out of duty, out of patriotism, but really, he enjoyed it. Power was what moved this man, and this was the man who had Sam. Evie gritted her teeth, going deeper still, grasping for something just out of reach. For just a moment while the Shadow Man held Sam, he was thinking of a place. A destination, perhaps? The contact between Sam’s hat and the Shadow Man had been brief. Evie would have to fight to get more, even if it meant a real skullbanger of a headache afterward. Tall trees. A winding drive. And nestled into the thicket, a sprawling manor that Evie recognized. It was a hot day. Strangely hot. A trickle of sweat slipped down Evie’s neck as she pushed for more details. Somewhere in the trance of it all, she felt Theta’s heartbeat speed up and sensed her panic.

“Jeepers!” Theta yelped, breaking the connection.

Evie’s earlier heat was replaced by a sudden cold. She came out of her trance to see an alarmed Theta waving smoke away from Sam’s hat. “Oh, Jiminy Christmas!”

“It’s out, Theta! It’s fine!” The smell of smoke lingered. That could have been my hands, Evie thought.

“Good thing I wasn’t holding on to you,” Theta said, trying to make a joke out of it.

“It would’ve been a waste of a good manicure,” Evie offered. Already, a headache was creeping its way up the back of her neck, threatening to settle behind her eyes, and her stomach churned. That was the price to pay for a deep read.

Theta steadied her. “Easy, champ.” She went to the kitchen and fetched Evie a glass of water and two aspirin. After a few sips, Evie’s stomach began to settle, though her head still throbbed.

“So? Anything?” Theta asked. Her adopted cat, Archibald, meowed and hopped up onto the bed. Theta stroked his marmalade-colored fur.

“One of the Shadow Men was thinking about Jake Marlowe’s estate,” Evie said, rubbing her temples. “Now, why would he be doing that?”

“You think those fellas took Sam to Hopeful Harbor?”

“I don’t know. But it’s the only real clue I’ve gotten. Do you remember when we visited? Jericho told us he saw two men carrying away a missing Diviner, Anna Provenza. He was going to try to find out more.”

“Have you, uh, heard from Jericho at all?” Theta prodded.

“No,” Evie said. “Not since...what happened.” Add that one to the losses.

“I never figured him to be that kind of fella. I guess you just never know.”

The front door opened. A jaunty humming came from the other room and Theta called out, “In here, Henry!” which did nothing to help Evie’s headache.

Henry DuBois IV danced in like John Barrymore. He was still wearing what was clearly last night’s outfit. In the morning light, he was pale and freckly, his sandy hair sticking up at odd angles along the crown when he removed his ever-present boater hat. Henry was such a contrast to Theta’s smoldering looks—soulful dark eyes, enormous high cheekbones, shoeshineblack hair cut into a Shingle bob—that it struck Evie as comical that anyone had ever believed the story that the two of them were brother and sister. But, as Theta had often said, people could be pretty gullible.

“Don’t tell me: You’re starting a coven.” Henry yawned, crawling into bed next to the two girls. “Awfully early for witching hour. And what’s that smell? Are you burning toast?”

“It’s nothing. Have you even been to bed yet?” Theta asked. She sniffed him. “You smell like a moonshiner’s bathtub.”

Henry blew a puff of breath into his palm and sniffed it. “Well, you see, there was a second party after the first party, and . . .” He looked down at his bare neck. “Oh, applesauce. I lost my ascot. Well, it wasn’t actually my ascot. Anyway, David and I managed about two hours.” He paused, looking thoughtful. “Odd dreams.”

“Me, too,” Evie said. “Can you remember yours?”

Henry shook his head. “You both have on awfully serious faces for”—he squinted at the clock—“nine twenty-three in the morning. You know, I don’t believe I’ve ever even seen nine twenty-three in the morning. Now that I have, I can say with certainty that it looks . . . early.”

“Why are you back so early?” Evie asked.

“David’s mother was coming for breakfast, so I thought I’d best make myself scarce.”

Theta frowned. “I still haven’t heard from Memphis. He didn’t call last night, and no call this morning. He’s always up early. All this Shadow Men talk has got me spooked now.” Theta hugged her knees to her chest. “Evil thinks she mighta found where those creepy Shadow Men took Sam.”

“I’m guessing it wasn’t the Whoop-Dee-Do Club,” Henry said. He kissed the top of Archie’s fuzzy head and the cat purred in response.

“I believe they took him to Jake Marlowe’s estate,” Evie said. “Hen, hand me my stockings, will you?”

Dutifully, Henry lifted the silk stockings from the footboard and offered them to Evie as if she were the Queen of England. Evie swung her legs over the edge of the bed. She rolled one stocking up to her knee and secured it with a garter.

“Where’re you going with all that pep in your step?” Henry asked.

“Hopeful Harbor, of course,” Evie answered.

Theta threw Henry a look. “She pulling my leg?”

Henry rolled his head toward Evie, who was fixing the other stocking into place, then back to face Theta. “It does not appear so.”

Theta scooted to the edge, next to Evie. “Evil. Listen to me: You can’t just storm into Jake Marlowe’s fancy house. They’ll throw you out like a bum.”

“I’ll use my charm,” Evie insisted.

“You’re not that charming,” Theta said.

“I’ll have you know that I am.”

“I’ve always maintained that you were charming,” Henry said, stretching his lanky body across Theta’s bed. “Ohhhh. That’s it. I’m never getting up again. You’ll have to learn to live this way.”

“You picked a public fight with Jake Marlowe that got broadcast over the radio!” Theta reminded Evie.

“Mmm. That’s true. You were . . . less than charming that evening,” Henry said, eyes closed.

“But one hundred percent right!” Evie shot back.

“Jake Marlowe hates you, Evil. He hates Diviners, but he especially hates you.”

“Thanks, Theta.”

“Don’t mention it.”

Henry whistled. “The fur doth fly before ten o’clock in the morning, Mercutio.”

“I’m just saying, now that there’s rumors floating around that Diviners mighta had something to do with the bomb and his fiancée’s murder, you can forget about getting into Jake Marlowe’s mansion.”

“Those rumors are pure bunk!” Evie groused.

“Doesn’t matter what’s true. It matters what people think is true. Besides”—Theta glanced sideways at Evie, weighing how much she could say—“Mabel and the Secret Six planted that bomb. And who was Mabel’s best friend?”

Evie stared down at her stockinged feet. “Mabel didn’t do that.”

“Now who doesn’t wanna see the truth?” Theta said gently.

Henry sat up again. “There is somebody who might know how to find Sam.”

“Who?” Evie said.

Henry cleared his throat. “Somebody you’re really close to. You might even be related.”

It took Evie a second to understand, but then she frowned. “No. I refuse to speak to him on principle.” She crossed the room and ducked behind Theta’s painted dressing screen, which had been liberated from a Ziegfeld Follies costume shop. The comment about Mabel had hit home, and Evie was afraid she might cry. She was always a little wobbly after a reading, and this hadn’t been any ordinary reading.

“He’s still your uncle,” Henry said. “And he used to be Jake’s best friend.”

“If it weren’t for Will and Sister Walker and Jake Marlowe, we wouldn’t be chasing ghosts and worried about the end of the world,” Evie called as she wiggled out of the borrowed pajamas and back into her dress. “If it weren’t for Uncle Will, my brother would be alive.”

“They’re still our best hope,” Henry said.

Evie came around the side of the dressing screen. She pushed a wayward curl out of her face.

“Do you suppose . . .” Evie choked back the lump in her throat, losing her battle. “Do you suppose she’s . . . at peace?”

Theta exchanged a quick glance with Henry. “If anybody’s got a right to rest in peace it’s Mabel Rose,” Theta said quietly.

Mabel did deserve to rest in peace, and Evie knew she was a terrible person, because if there was any ghost she longed to see, even for just a moment, it was Mabel’s. The tears threatened again. Evie would not cry before breakfast.

“Fine!” she said, throwing her hands upward. “Let’s go see Uncle Will. But don’t expect me to be polite.”

Henry grinned. “Well, if there’s going to be drama, I’m all in. Let me just get changed.”
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Ling Chan doubted that anyone knew the streets of Chinatown like she did. Other people might know the best grocers for bok choy or which fishmonger had the day’s freshest catch. But Ling knew where the sidewalks were roughest, which cracks had to be carefully negotiated, and just how long it took to cross Canal Street if you had to be aware of the crush of people around you while also searching for a pebble-free spot on which to land your crutches.

The journey from her parents’ restaurant on Doyers Street to Staino’s Bakery on Mulberry was only a few blocks, but Ling felt every jolt up her spine. The heavy leather braces she wore chafed against the insides of her knees and her hands were calloused from the grip on her crutches. She was still adjusting to her new life, adjusting to the stares of people who thought that she was someone to be pitied or that she was bad luck. Usually, she kept her focus forward, refusing to look. Other times, though, she’d glare back at the rude ones until finally, red-cheeked, they’d look away. I’m just like you, she wanted to yell. For all your staring, why can’t you see that?

Ling had other things on her mind this morning, and they were all named Alma LaVoy. Alma Rene LaVoy was the most alive person Ling Chan had ever met. The pretty chorus girl was the light in the sky over Chinatown during a New Year’s celebration. When she entered a room, the room shifted. It took notice. No one took more notice than Ling. She was in love with Alma, she’d come to realize. Huh, she thought, smiling to herself. This is what love feels like. But Ling was worried, too. Someone as alive and fizzy as Alma had needs. Physical needs. Needs Ling wasn’t certain she could meet. For Ling, love—deep, passionate, intense—was real. But sex? So far, sex was a hypothesis her body didn’t seem interested in proving. Alma, on the other hand, seemed very comfortable with sex. And Ling couldn’t help wondering how long Alma would want to stick around without getting what every winking Tin Pan Alley or Follies song hinted at between the bars.

At the corner of Mott and Canal, Ling heard her name being called and saw her upstairs neighbor, Mim, hurrying toward her with an urgency that could only suggest the juiciest of neighborhood gossip. For once, Ling was grateful for the distraction. Still, she couldn’t help noticing that Mim never once had to look down as she ran.

Mim was breathless when she reached Ling. “Have you heard?”

“Heard what?” Ling said, ignoring her mother’s admonition to Go to the bakery for bread and come right back, no dallying, lass.

“Ghosts! There were ghosts in Manhattan last night!”

“What? Where?”

“I heard it from Sallie, who heard it from May Wong, whose brother, John, works for a couple on the Upper East Side, the Ashtons. They are so rich, Ling! Four floors—all to themselves! Can you imagine?”

Ling had forgotten that getting coherent gossip out of Mim was like trying to put pajamas on a cat.

“What happened?” Ling said, cutting to the chase. It was her turn to cross, but she would wait for the next go-round.

“They were having a party. They were very drunk. May says they have their very own bootlegger who comes to the house by a secret entrance. Oh, and Mrs. Ashton has three mink coats. I’d settle for just one. It wouldn’t even have to be all mink.” Mim sighed.

“What about the ghosts?” Ling pressed.

“Oh! Well, they decided to bring in a Diviner for a séance.”

Ling snorted. “Probably a fake.”

“The Ashtons can afford the best,” Mim said, a slight dig at Ling. Everybody in Chinatown knew that Ling could walk in dreams and sometimes make contact with the spirit world.

“Anyway, during the séance, she conjured a real, live ghost!” Mim continued.

“Ghosts can’t be live. That’s why they’re ghosts,” Ling muttered, but Mim just kept going.

“And John told May, who told Sallie, who told me that Mrs. Ashton could be heard screaming from the library to open the doors right away and to call the police—”

“To arrest the ghost? Stupid,” Ling grumbled.

“—aaaand when they opened the doors, Ling, the chairs were overturned and the Diviner had fainted dead away on the floor. All those rich people came screaming out of the room and left without even taking their coats.”

“What did the ghost look like? Was it fresh? Did it say it was hungry?” Ling pressed. The cop on Canal Street looked to Ling but she shook her head. She’d have to wait for the next crossing.

Mim looked at Ling with distaste. “How should I know?”

“Because you seem to know everything else, but not the important things.”

Mim’s eyes gleamed. “I saved the best for last.” She pursed her lips, holding on to the information. She was clearly relishing doling it out in teaspoonfuls, and now Ling was going to miss her chance to cross Canal Street again. The traffic cop had given up on motioning to her.

“The ghost spoke to them. She said, ‘The Diviners did this.’ ”

All the air left Ling’s body. “What?”

“That’s what everybody’s saying, you know. Harriet Henderson even said in her column that Diviners are responsible for all of this—the ghosts, the sleeping sickness last year, the bombing, and the trouble with all these anarchists, these foreigners.”

Ling rolled her eyes. “Mim. Your parents are immigrants. So are mine,” Ling said. She had very little patience for Mim and her prejudices.

“Those people are different. Not like us,” Mim sniffed.

It was almost time to cross again. “I have to go to Staino’s for my mother,” Ling said. She suddenly wanted away from Mim and this upsetting gossip that didn’t feel like gossip, but like a train bearing down on Ling, who had one foot stuck in the ties.

“Say, you know that Evie O’Neill, don’t you? The one who was best friends with the bomber?” Mim said, a parting shot.

Mabel. Her name was Mabel, Ling thought, feeling a tightness in her chest.

“You ought to be careful, Ling. You don’t want them to come for you.”

And Ling could tell there was a hint of glee in the warning.

The spring day had begun to sour. Ling crossed Canal into Little Italy. On Mulberry Street, a crowd had gathered in front of a shop nestled between a pasticceria and a tiny cafe. Several men surrounded a dark-haired woman in a long flowing dress and shawl, preventing her escape. One of the men gripped an ax. Ling could feel the woman’s terror as if it were her own. In the street, people looked on, doing nothing.

“Please—this is my shop! My business,” the woman pleaded as two men smashed in the front windows with baseball bats, right across the gold-leaf lettering that read FORTUNES TOLD.

Ling froze, unsure of what to do, of what she could do. She’d seen a mob turn before. Not long ago, a man had been openly taunting her on the street in front of witnesses who did nothing to stop it, and if Henry hadn’t come along at just that moment, well, she shuddered to think what could have happened to her. Now, though, she was one of those mute witnesses.

“Why are you doing this?” Ling said, sounding every bit as frightened as she felt.

The man with the ax turned to her, his face ruddy with rage. “Stay out of it.”

Two big men emerged from the shop carrying a large wooden barrel. “There’s at least eight more in there,” one of the men grunted. The ruddy man stepped forward and swung the ax. The blade bit into the wood again and again until the barrel broke open and a rush of amber liquid swooshed into the gutters. The pungent smell of whiskey flooded the streets. This woman wasn’t even a real Diviner, just a bootlegger using a fortune-telling shop as a front. It didn’t seem to matter, though.

“La strega!” one of the onlookers shouted and spat at the woman’s feet.

Ling knew that word. La strega. Witch.

“Oughta lock ’em all up, every last one of those Diviners,” someone said as Ling continued up the street, keeping her gaze firmly on the sidewalk as if the only things that could hurt her lived there.


FAIRY TALES

Theta, Evie, and Henry strolled arm-in-arm among Central Park’s budding trees. Spring had come to the city almost overnight. Pink-and-white blossoms bowed in the breeze. Spring had been Mabel’s favorite season, Evie remembered, and she ached not to be able to share it with her. She picked up her pace, eager to question Will about the Shadow Men. It was high time they knew everything about them. Sam’s life depended on it.

The three of them passed a governess scolding a little boy in short pants who refused to go home for a nap, but they were too immersed in conversation to hear the child crying, “But I see him when I fall asleep. He’s all covered with worms and he says he’s going to eat up Mummy and Daddy first and then he’s going to come for me!”

“Now, now, that’s only a bad dream. Buck up.”

A car backfired coming up Central Park West, and Theta jumped.

“Gracious! Just an old flivver breaking wind.” Evie giggled.

“Sure. Of course,” Theta said, dropping her shoulders. That’s what living with Roy had done to her. If you never knew when a smile might turn into a slap or a punch, you stayed on alert. Theta hadn’t heard from Roy lately, and that troubled her. She knew she should be relieved, but Roy wasn’t the type to let something go. He’d promised he’d get even, and Roy was a man who kept his promises, not out of love but out of spite.

“Oooh, look—a crocus! It truly is spring,” Evie said, breaking away to admire the new flower.

Henry leaned in to Theta. “It was only a car, darlin’,” he said, sensing her worry. “You showed him—that’s why he’s made himself scarce. What can he do against your power?”

“A lot, Hen. My power’s unpredictable. You know that. I almost set Sam’s hat on fire this morning. What if Roy goes after the people I love? For the first time in my life, I got something to lose.” Why hadn’t she heard from Memphis yet?

But Evie was back now, going on about a pair of shoes she’d seen in exactly that shade of crocus, and for once, Theta was happy to let Evie prattle on if it meant Theta didn’t have to talk.

When they turned onto Sixty-eighth Street, they slowed. Police guarded the entrance to the Museum of American Folklore, Superstition, and the Occult, where a small flock of reporters shouted rapid-fire questions at them.

“Is today ‘Win a Free Skeleton Day’ at the museum?” Henry joked.

“Hey. There’s Woody,” Evie said, spying her friend and occasional nemesis, T. S. Woodhouse of the New York Daily News, in the scrum. “He’ll know the business.”

Theta grabbed Evie’s sleeve. “Don’t call to—”

“Mr. Woodhouse! Oh, Mr. Woodhouse!” Evie bellowed.

“Him,” Theta finished as every head swiveled their way.

“It’s the Sweetheart Seer!” somebody shouted, alerting the reporters, who now rushed toward Evie and her friends. It had been a while since Evie had enjoyed the bright spotlight of the press’s attention, and for just a moment, it felt so good that she quite forgot why she had come to the museum in the first place.

“Golly, is it Win a Free Skeleton Day at the Creepy Crawly?” she quipped, moving quickly ahead of Henry, who complained, “Hey, that was my line.”

But when she got closer, she saw the broken windows and the word Murderers splashed in red paint across the neat, hand-lettered sign for the museum. Woody was pushing his way toward her, his expression grim. “Evie! Evie!”

“Say, Woody, what’s happened?”

“You don’t know, Sheba? Didn’t anybody telephone you?”

“I was at Theta’s last night,” Evie said feebly. She didn’t like the cold she suddenly felt in her belly. It was the same cold she’d felt when Mr. Smith from the telegram office had come to deliver the telegram about her brother, James, during the war: We regret to inform you . . .

“You’d better brace yourself for a shock, kid.” Woody reached inside his jacket pocket for his flask. Evie took note of the reporters watching her. She shook her head and he put it back.

“What is it, Woody?”

“Your uncle’s dead. He’s been murdered.”

Will. Murdered. The street swam and Evie stumbled a bit. A cameraman’s flash went off, capturing her in her shock.

“Who would do that? Who would kill Uncle Will?” was all Evie could seem to say.

“Nobody’s said anything yet. Say, uh, you wouldn’t have any ideas, would you, Sheba?” Woody lifted his pencil from over his ear and opened a fresh page on his notepad.

Evie glared. “No, I don’t, Mr. Woodhouse.”

“I’m a reporter, Sheba,” Woody said sheepishly but not apologetically.

Will dead. It seemed impossible. Everything about her uncle suggested life. He was never still. Had never been still. Was still. Now. Another camera flash went off. Evie blinked away spots and put up a hand to block her face. “Please . . . please don’t. . . .”

“You wanna put that flash box away before I break it?” Theta shouted at the photographer.

“Why don’t you smile for us instead, beautiful?” a reporter joked.

The others laughed. Theta felt her hands getting warm.

“Ignore them,” Henry whispered.

Evie marched forward with grim determination.

“Evie, where are you going?” Henry asked.

“I want to see for myself,” she said, muscling her way through the reporters.

Woody chased after her. “They won’t let you in, Sheba.”

“They have to let me in. I’m his niece.” Evie pushed past him and charged toward the museum’s steps. “Let me through, please! Let me through! That’s my uncle!”

The museum’s front doors opened, drawing everyone’s attention. Out stepped Detective Terrence Malloy, all one-hundred-eighty-five gruff, Lower East Side–bred pounds of him. His badge shone against his suit lapel and his mouth worked a piece of chewing gum.

“Detective Malloy! Detective—hey, Detective! Over here!” the reporters shouted.

Evie wondered if Detective Malloy liked hearing his name called as much as she had liked hearing hers whenever she stepped out of the radio station. From the look on his face, she decided he did. Reporters clamored for the big man’s attention:

“What do you know, Detective?”

“Do you suspect foul play?”

“Say, was it a ghost?”

This got a laugh. Evie’s cheeks burned. She wanted to slap that reporter. Her uncle was dead and they were making jokes.

“Is it true that anarchists did it?” another asked.

“Is it true that Diviners did it?”

“That’s ridiculous!” Evie blurted out. “My uncle was a friend to Diviners!”

She had everyone’s attention now, including Malloy’s. The New York City homicide detective had been her uncle Will’s friend once upon a time, before the Pentacle Murders and all that followed destroyed that bond. The look Detective Malloy gave Evie was decidedly less than friendly.

“Well, somebody wasn’t a friend to him, Miss O’Neill,” a reporter said, oblivious to the silent showdown. “Did your uncle have any enemies?”

“Yeah—was there anything worth stealing in all that junk?” another reporter asked.

“Any dangerous objects?”

The reporters were shouting at her.

“As next of kin, I demand to see my uncle’s body,” Evie announced over the din.

“That’s the stuff, Evie!”

“You tell ’em!”

She had Malloy against the ropes now, and she didn’t care that she’d had to use the press to her advantage. If he turned her away, he’d look like a heel. She could see from the way he was grinding that chewing gum against his back molars that Malloy didn’t like this one bit.

“All right, Miss O’Neill. I know from experience that saying no to you is a full-time job,” he said, getting one in at her expense. “But remember—this is a crime scene. Don’t touch anything.”

“Say, Detective—couldn’t the Sweetheart Seer help crack the case?” The reporter waved his fingers.

“Detective work is what’ll crack this case, Johnny. You can print that. Follow me, Miss O’Neill. Your pals have to stay behind, though.”

“Evil? You copacetic?” Theta asked, Henry looking on.

“I’m jake. Don’t worry.”

Broken glass littered the beautiful black-and-white marble floor of the museum’s foyer. Evie glanced to her left, at the collections room, with all its rare supernatural and folkloric objects on display. As she followed the detective through the broken museum, Evie could practically hear echoes of a shared past in the walls—there was Jericho taking down a book from a shelf and Sam annoying him by calling him “Freddy.” She thought of Ling sitting on the sofa, her crutches beside her, as she scoffed at some corny joke Henry made. She could picture Theta and Memphis making eyes at each other across a library table when they were supposed to be looking for clues about otherworldly occurrences. She could hear Isaiah’s laughter and Sister Walker gently admonishing him to concentrate. She could see Will as she had the first day she’d arrived, suitcase in hand, from Ohio. He was standing at a lectern teaching a class of college boys about good and evil, about magic and religion, and about a curious man in a tall hat who seemed to be all those things.

They’d reached the library. Steeling herself, Evie followed Detective Malloy inside. The grand room was a mess. Books lay on the floor with their spines bent. Papers had been strewn about everywhere. Like someone had been searching for something, Evie thought.

“Who’s the tomato?” a cop said as Evie walked past.

“Her? She’s the stiff’s niece,” another cop answered.

Evie flinched to hear Will discussed like that.

“You wanna clam up?” Malloy barked and the officers fell silent.

The police photographer’s flash blinded Evie. When it cleared, she saw Will’s body. He was on his back on the floor, looking up toward the ceiling’s painted mural of witches and shamans and vodou priestesses as if he might simply be contemplating America’s supernatural past. Except that his blue eyes had gone a milky white, the pupils fixed, and a deep purplish ligature mark encircled his neck above his popped collar. Evie had seen more bodies than she’d cared to in the past several months. But none of them had been Will. Get up, she wanted to say. You’re not dead. Get up. Get up.

Detective Malloy came to stand beside her. “Miss O’Neill, you all right? You feel faint?”

“No,” Evie said, and she wasn’t sure which question she was answering.

“Do you know anybody who might’ve wanted to kill your uncle?”

Just me, Evie thought. “No,” she said.

“I know this must be a shock.”

“Yes,” Evie said, her voice barely above a whisper.

“When was the last time the two of youse talked?”

Evie tried not to glance over at Uncle Will and failed. His eyes. “Oh. Um. A few weeks ago, I think.” They’d fought. He’d left her a note to come to him before it was too late. She’d thrown it away. Foolish. Foolish.

“And what about the rest of your Diviner pals? Your set used to come to the museum pretty often, didn’t you?”

“I suppose.”

“Any of them dislike your uncle?”

The full weight of Malloy’s questions caught up to Evie. She straightened her spine. “If you’ve something to say, Detective, I think you’d better come out and say it plainly.”

Malloy cleared his throat. “Very well. Miss O’Neill, do you know the whereabouts of Memphis Campbell, his brother, Isaiah, or Margaret Walker?”

It took Evie a few seconds to understand his meaning, and then she was furious. “No, I’m afraid I don’t,” she said, with radio star crispness. “I know I’m not a famous detective, like you, Mr. Malloy, but did you try going to their homes?” She was baiting the bull, but she didn’t care.

Malloy squinted at her. “Yeah. We did, matter of fact. Funny thing is, the three of them are suddenly missing. Not a trace of ’em anywhere.”

Now Evie didn’t know what to think. Hadn’t Theta said she’d not heard from Memphis and was worried? What if the Shadow Men had gotten to them, too?

“Maybe somebody took them,” Evie said.

“Took them where?” Malloy asked.

“Well, if you want to investigate another disappearance, Sam Lloyd has gone missing.” Evie squared her shoulders. “I have reason to believe he was kidnapped.”

Malloy’s eyebrows shot up. “Sam Lloyd. Kidnapped. Okay.”

Evie couldn’t miss the snickering of the other officers.

“With all due respect, Miss O’Neill, when Sam Lloyd’s around, it’s usually people’s wallets that go missing.”

“But he was kidnapped!”

“How do you know this?”

“I read his hat. Swell, you can all have a laugh, har-de-har-har,” Evie said to the cops chortling in the corner. “But I saw! I know! He was taken by two men in suits.”

Even Malloy seemed amused. “Men in suits, huh? Haberdashers? Tailors?”

Evie wanted to kick every one of these men. Why couldn’t they take her seriously? “Shadow Men,” she said, trying to hide how small they were making her feel. As if her intuition wasn’t reliable and she was some lunatic.

“Shadow what?” Malloy said.

“That’s just what we call them. They wear gray suits—”

“So do lots of fellas.”

“And they have these lapel pins, an eye surrounded by the rays of the sun . . . you know what I’m talking about, don’t you?”

Detective Malloy’s expression hardened. “Listen, Miss O’Neill, I don’t know anything about Shadow Men or object readings or ghosts. What I know is that your uncle is dead—murdered—and you want me to chase after Sam Lloyd, who probably ran off with some chorus girl and is now grifting his way back to Chicago. That seems a bit odd, you ask me.”

Evie’s eyes welled up. “He didn’t run off. He’s in trouble. I know it.”

Malloy offered his handkerchief. Evie declined it.

“Miss O’Neill,” Malloy said in a softer tone. “Memphis Campbell came to see your uncle last night. Did you know that?”

Evie felt a buzzing in her head. “I . . . n-no.”

“And Margaret Walker was seen leaving here not too long afterward. The same Margaret Walker who worked with your uncle—and with all of youse. The same Margaret Walker who once did jail time for sedition during the war.”

“Are you saying you suspect Memphis and Miss Walker of murdering Uncle Will? Why? What possible motive would they have?”

“Money, maybe.”

“Will didn’t have any money! He owed the city a fortune in back taxes.”

“Or maybe your uncle had something on ’em both.”

“Like what?”

“That’s the question I’d like to ask ’em.”

The photographer’s flash went off. Evie was reminded of the first murder she and Will had investigated, the body of Ruta Badowski. How could Will be dead? And where were Memphis and Sister Walker?

“Wait a minute. Detective Malloy, you said someone saw Memphis and Sister Walker here last night?”

“Correct.”

“But nobody comes to the museum. It was headed for the auction block. So who was watching it so closely last night? And why did they think to call you?”

“A concerned citizen happened to see.”

“That’s banana oil!”

One of the other cops whistled. “Temper, temper.”

Malloy pointed a finger at the cops. “Pipe down or you’re outta here.”

The cops quieted quickly. The detective looked down his chin at Evie. He pushed his gum to his back molars with his tongue. “You were friends with Mabel Rose, weren’t you, Miss O’Neill?”

“Yes, but I don’t see what—”

“Mabel Rose was a member of the Secret Six. When we searched Miss Rose’s room after the bombing, we found evidence that she’d been talking to someone we believe might be an accomplice, a Diviner named Maria Provenza.”

“Maria wasn’t a Diviner—it was her sister, Anna! And those creepy Shadow Men took Anna, too!”

Malloy narrowed his eyes. “And you know this how?”

She’d walked right into his trap like a Dumb Dora.

“See, I’ve got my own theory about what happened here. I know your uncle from way back. He was . . . eccentric. But trusting. Innocent. Maybe he knew something about the bombing. About a link between these anarchists and Diviners. Maybe he was gonna spill it and somebody didn’t like that.”

Detective Malloy had concocted his own fairy tale about Will, Evie could see now. To him, Will was an odd but brilliant ghost chaser in a musty museum who probably had trouble finding matching socks. He was not the man who’d gotten his own nephew killed and unwittingly opened a door for a great evil to come into this world. Will and his friends had been idealistic but reckless, and their recklessness had come at great cost.

“You didn’t know my uncle at all.”

Malloy’s eyes were steely. “Maybe not. I sure didn’t know Mabel Rose. Then again, maybe I don’t know you so well, either, Miss O’Neill. I heard you refused to sign a loyalty pledge at WGI, and that’s why they dismissed you. Maybe I shouldn’t just be looking at Memphis Campbell.” There was no mistaking the threat in Detective Malloy’s words.

“Am I free to go?” Evie challenged.

“Sure. But don’t leave town. None of youse.”

Evie stormed out and down the front steps, for once ignoring the reporters waving their notebooks in the air, clamoring for a quote.

Woody sidled up to her. “Sheba, hey, Sheba! You okay? Aw, gee, Evie. I’m awfully sorry.”

“Thank you.”

“Listen. I know that must’ve been rough.” He lowered his voice. “Can you tell your old friend Woody what you saw in there? Is it true there was a five-pointed star drawn on the floor like in the Pentacle Murders?”

Evie didn’t know whether to admire the reporter’s moxie or spit in his face. “There was a message left, Mr. Woodhouse,” she said coolly.

Woody poised his pen above the page. “What’d it say, kid?”

“It said, ‘No matter what happens to me, T. S. Woodhouse will always be a rat!’ ”

“Was that nice?” Woody yelled after her.

And it was all Evie could do not to give him a very not-nice gesture she’d seen some fellas on the Bowery do.

“Evie! Evie!” Henry waved to her from the corner.

Evie ran and linked arms with her friends, practically dragging them back toward the Bennington.

“Hey, don’t pull my arm outta the socket. I got plans for it later,” Theta said.

“On the level: Was Will murdered?” Henry asked.

“Yes,” Evie said. “And Malloy thinks Memphis and Sister Walker did it.”

“Bushwa!” Theta said. Her hands tingled with heat.

“Pos-i-tutely.” Evie felt as if she were floating in her body, until a boy bumped headlong into her. “Ow! What’s the big idea?”

“ ’Scuse me, miss. Message for you,” he said. He shoved a scrap of paper into Evie’s hand and ran off toward Central Park.

Theta peered over Evie’s shoulder. “Say, that’s a numbers slip. Memphis used to keep those in his socks when he was a runner for Papa Charles.”

Something had been scribbled on the other side: I know who killed him. Meet at Madame Seraphina’s shop tonight. Bring everybody. It was signed MW.

MW.

Margaret Walker.
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