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About the Author

Celia Rees writes: I am interested in the way that the past underlies the present; how perfectly ordinary places, otherwise hardly worth a second glance, are shadowed by sinister events from the past. Many of our ancient cities host ghost walks which invite us to visit such places and it was on just such a walk that I had the idea for this series. I found myself thinking: What if there were two cities? The one we live in – and one that ghosts inhabit. What if at certain times of the year and in certain places, the barriers between the two worlds grow thin, making it possible to move from one to the other? And if ghosts lived there, why not others? Creatures we know from myth and legend, creatures so powerful that even the ghosts fear them? Just a story? Maybe. But on a recent visit to that city, I found that several of the ghost walk routes had been abandoned, because of poltergeist activity …

Celia Rees has written many books for children and teenagers and enjoys writing in different genres. She hopes what interests her will interest other people, be it ghosts, vampires, UFOs or witch trials.
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If you liked this you’ll love …


Midsummer


City of Shadows
   
All through the city and its suburbs, the past lies behind the present and ghosts shadow the living. There are threshold zones, borderlines, and places where the laws of time and space falter. Strange things can happen, the barriers between the worlds grow thin and it is possible, just possible, to move from one world to another …


1

‘What does it say again?’ Kate Williams asked.

Her brother Davey reached in his pocket for the crumpled piece of paper, flattened it out on his jeans and held it up for them to see.

Haunts Tours

Horrible. Awful. Unusual. Nasty. Terrifying. Sinister.

Definitely not for the nervous!

7:30pm: Market Cross

COST: £5 Adults, £4 Students, £3 Children

We are alone … or are we? Follow the Ghost Trail down shadowed cobbled streets, along narrow alleys and into the hidden underground vaults which lie at the secret heart of the old city. Glimpse another world, one populated by ghosts, ghouls, spirits and spectres of every kind – but beware! Keep alert at all times! Stay with your guide! You will be visiting places where past and present combine – especially when the daylight drains away …

‘And you don’t want to go?’ Kate squinted down at him. ‘But you’ve been nagging on about it for ages! I just don’t understand. You can be such a pain sometimes!’

‘I just thought we could go to Pizza Hut. Spend the money there instead,’ Davey muttered.

‘But why?’

His twin cousins, Tom and Elinor, flicked back their sandy fringes and stared at him; their heads set at the same angle, the same expression on their freckled faces, the same quizzical look in their greeny-grey eyes. Davey’s own dark brown eyes looked from one to the other. Sometimes they could be unnerving, like seeing in stereo.

Davey looked at the ground and mumbled something.

‘What? Say what?’ Tom cupped a hand behind his ear.

Davey stuffed his hands in his pockets and shook his head. It was difficult to explain. He did not want them thinking he was scared or anything. He just had a bad feeling. He’d had them before, and when he did something awful nearly always happened. Gran had them, too. She had a long word for it: premonition. Davey shivered. That’s what he’d just had – a premonition.

‘Anyway, it’s our birthday treat, not yours,’ Tom pointed out when Davey did not say anything. ‘So we get to choose.’

‘Let’s take a vote,’ Elinor suggested. ‘Save an argument.’

All hands raised except his own. Davey did not want to give in, but to explain his reluctance would invite mick-taking, particularly from Tom, who had no time for superstition. It had been Davey’s idea. He had been the one to see the Ghost Walk advert and say it looked cool. Tom and Ellie were staying for the weekend and had jumped at the suggestion. They had all come in from the suburbs on purpose. Even in his own mind, all those reasons outranked a mere feeling. He shrugged his shoulders and followed them. He had no way of knowing how much he would come to regret that decision.

They were moving away from the New Town’s shopping centre with its fast food outlets. The new clock tower said nearly twenty past seven. Not even time to grab a burger, he thought, as they walked along Broad Street which fronted the river. He glanced across the water up to the Old Town’s higgledy-piggledy stone and slate outlined against the sky. The evening was still light, midsummer-blue bright, but it already looked dark over there. The buildings stood like black, jagged teeth against strange, yellowy-grey clouds which were dull and shiny at the same time, like brass that needed to be cleaned. Looking at it gave Davey that funny feeling again. ‘Goose walking over your grave’, that’s what Gran always said. Davey rubbed at his arms. If that was the case, a whole flock must be on top of his grave, tramping backwards and forwards.

The crowd had thickened round the traffic crossing at the bottom of New Bridge Street which led across the busy road to the river side. The people surged forward as the lights changed to walking green. Davey was just about to join them, when a little kid came hurtling out of the moving mass.

‘Hey, steady!’

The child charged towards him, looking over his shoulder. He would have crashed right into him if Davey had not put out a hand to slow him down. The boy was young, not more than four or five, dressed in a bright ladybird-red zip-up top. Davey looked down into the big blue-grey eyes. He had never seen anyone so terrified.

‘Are you OK?’

The child shook his head.

‘Have you lost your mum, your dad?’ Davey asked, bending down to be on the same level as him.

The boy nodded slowly as the lights blinked back to STOP. Suddenly there was a woman standing behind him. Her hand came down, long slim red-tipped fingers took the child by the shoulder. Davey looked up into a face, pretty but very pale, framed by silver-blonde hair. The woman’s red-lipsticked mouth was smiling.

‘Is this your mum?’ Davey asked the little boy, who shook his head violently.

‘No!’ The expression in his eyes deepening to purest fear.

The woman’s smile widened, sharp and shark-like. Davey’s own smile faltered as the slanted grey eyes narrowed and held him, the irises glinting silver, like ice on steel. The look she gave him held him frozen, the chill seeping deep, right through to his bones …

‘Davey? Are you all right?’ Kate’s voice sounded muffled and far away. He looked up at her, his vision blurred, as though he was seeing through water.

‘Yes. I guess.’ His speech was croaky and thick as if he had been asleep. His head felt muzzy, empty, like someone had wiped his circuits.

‘I thought you were right behind me. I had to come back. And I find you rooted to the spot, staring into space, like …’ Kate broke off. ‘Are you sure you’re all right? You look a bit funny.’

‘I’m fine.’ Davey tried to put on a reassuring smile. ‘There was something …’ He looked round, suddenly remembering the woman and the little boy. ‘Did you see them?’

‘See who?’

‘A woman and a little boy. They were standing right there …’

‘I didn’t see anyone – just you in a dream. Quick – the lights are changing!’

Kate grabbed his hand and pulled him across the road. As soon as they reached the central reservation, Davey looked back, scanning the pavement opposite, but he could not see the woman or the child. The lights changed again and he followed Kate over the other half of the road towards the long concrete bridge that separated the new from the old part of the city. Wide gardens stretched either side of the broad river. All through the summer there were open-air cafés, Punch and Judy shows, clowns and jugglers; perhaps the woman had taken the little boy down there? Davey leaned over the railing, watching the people, but still he could see no sign of them.

‘Come on, Davey. What is the matter with you?’

Kate had hold of his arm again and was dragging him along the pavement by his coat sleeve. Davey was about to protest; he hated it when she did this: behaved like she was Mum and he was a tiresome little kid. He was just going to pull away from her when he stopped. Davey looked at the people around them, wandering tourists, strolling families, and had that odd feeling: as if this had happened before, or was waiting to happen. It gave him a strange queasy feeling deep down inside.

‘This ghost walk thing was your idea …’ Kate was saying, her voice coming and going like a poorly-tuned radio. ‘If you don’t hurry we’ll miss the start … it won’t be worth going … Tom and El are waiting …’

Kate joined their cousins and together they walked over the new bridge. Davey followed them up towards the Cannongate whose massive stone archway stood like a mouth at the entrance to the Old Town. It was at the side of the road, traffic diverted around it, one of the four gates which allowed access to the least changed and most haunted part of the ancient city. The others went through laughing and joking, but something made Davey hesitate. He did not want to enter the dank, chill space. He looked up at the squat stone tower with strange feelings of fear, of foreboding, sweeping over him. Part of him was hoping that the Ghost Walk had started without them; that they would be too late, that they would not have to go on it. A shiver went down his spine. The geese were on his grave again – big time.
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