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Ten	years	after	Dark	Souls	was	first	released	on	the	PlayStation,	comes	the	ultimate	collection	of	the	comic	series	inspired	by	one	of	the	most	influential	games	of	the	21st	century!	Step	back	into	the	Kingdom	of	Lordan	ten	years	after	its	first	appearance	in	Dark	Souls	and	immerse	yourself	in	the	complete	collection	of	Titan	Comics'	graphic	novel
series.	All	five	Dark	Souls	graphic	novels	have	been	bound	in	one	spine	for	the	first	time	ever	in	this	anniversary	edition!	Now	featuring	the	Age	of	the	Fire	-	the	comic	prequel	to	the	game	-	and	the	Legends	of	the	Flame	and	Tales	of	Ember	anthologies.	Dark	Souls:	The	Complete	Collection	is	packed	from	cover	to	cover	with	rich	artwork	from	rising
star	Alan	Quah	and	more!	Collects	Dark	Souls:	The	Breath	of	Andolus,	Dark	Souls:	Winter's	Spite,	Dark	Souls:	Legends	of	the	Flame,	Dark	Souls:	Tales	of	Ember	and	Dark	Souls:	The	Age	of	Fire!	ISBN-13:	9781787737273	Publisher:	Titan	Publication	date:	11/09/2021	Series:	Dark	Souls	Pages:	384	Sales	rank:	50,442	Product	dimensions:	6.00(w)	x
9.00(h)	x	0.80(d)	10/22/2021This	graphic	novel	collection	by	Mann	(writer	of	the	"Newbury	&	Hobbes"	graphic	novels)	and	Quah	(illustrator	of	DC's	"Vampire	Diaries"	graphic	novels)	is	based	on	the	Dark	Souls	series	of	third-person,	dark	fantasy	video	games	by	Bandai	Namco.	A	curse	has	overtaken	humanity,	transforming	people	into	the	undead,
known	as	"hollows";	the	darkness	is	spreading.	The	first	three	main	stories	in	this	volume	focus	on	one	primary	character.	In	"The	Breath	of	Andolus,"	the	knight	Fira	searches	for	three	relics	and	makes	a	decision	about	turning	back	the	darkness.	In	"Winter	Spite,"	a	man	seeks	to	reclaim	his	family's	heirloom	sword	and	delves	into	the	wintry	land	of
Ambervale.	In	"The	Age	of	Fire,"	a	once-loyal	knight	fighting	against	the	darkness	feels	betrayed	and	embraces	the	dark	instead.	Among	the	collection's	dozen	micro-stories	with	varying	art	styles,	"Legends	of	the	Flame"	particularly	shines;	it	creates	focused	plots	and	character	studies	without	getting	bogged	down	in	Dark	Souls	lore.	The	volume	also
includes	a	brief	script-to-art	section	(showing	the	process	by	which	the	action	of	the	video	game	is	adapted	to	graphic	novel	form)	as	well	as	descriptions	of	some	of	its	monsters	(such	as	dragons	and	hollows).	The	lore	of	the	Dark	Souls	world	may	confuse	some	uninitiated	readers,	since	this	collection	does	not	include	a	prologue.	VERDICT	A	must-
read	for	every	Dark	Souls	player,	as	Quah's	realistic	art	style	replicates	the	mood	of	the	video	game.	Recommended	for	public	and	academic	libraries.	Library	Journal	First	time	user?	Questions?	Ask	for	assistance.	Forgot	your	OverDrive/Libby	or	Axis	360	PIN/password?	Reset	your	PIN/password.	eBook/eAudiobook	assistance	is	available	by	email
and	text	Monday	through	Friday	from	8:30	a.m.	to	5:30	p.m.	Due	to	limited	staffing,	please	allow	up	to	48	hours	for	a	response.	Online:	Ask	for	assistance	or	email	info@sfpl.org	Text:	415-723-4414	Access	a	wide	selection	of	adult	bestsellers	and	collections	for	children	and	teens.	Read	ebooks	in	your	web	browser	or	download	titles	with	the	Axis	360
mobile	app	(Android/iOS/Kindle	Fire).	Start	Here:	Get	the	Axis	360	App	Kobo	Users	EPUB	Users	Get	ebooks,	audiobooks,	comics,	graphic	novels,	and	more	on	demand.	Stream	content	in	a	web	browser	or	download	titles	with	the	hoopla	digital	app	(Android/iOS/Kindle	Fire	HD).	Start	Here:	Get	the	hoopla	digital	app	hoopla	digital	Help	The	SimplyE
app	is	a	convenient	way	to	get	digital	books	and	audiobooks	from	the	library.	Get	the	free	SimplyE	app	(Android/iOS)	to	borrow	titles	from	OverDrive	(ebooks	only),	Axis	360,	and	thousands	of	public-domain	works	in	The	SimplyE	Collection.		Start	Here:	Get	the	SimplyE	App	UDN	(United	Daily	News)	offers	content	published	in	traditional	Chinese
characters.	Subject	areas	include	health,	business,	Chinese	history,	travel,	and	language	learning.	Fiction	works	include	romance,	suspense,	Kung	Fu,	and	collections	for	children	and	young	adults,	as	well	as	translated	titles	from	Asia	and	Europe.	Start	Here:	UDN	FAQ	Download	the	UDN	mobile	app	UDN	Help/Tutorials	More	than	13,500	full-text
technology	and	business	eBooks	from	Skillsoft's	Skillport	8i	collection.	It	includes	210	publishers,	plus	25,000	IT	and	Desktop	Video	tutorials	from	industry	experts.	Library	card	sign-in	required.	Thousands	of	electronic	books	with	a	nonfiction,	academic	focus	covering	classic	literature,	business,	technology	and	other	nonfiction	subjects.	See	the
EBSCOhost	eBook	User	Guide	for	instructions	on	how	to	borrow	titles	from	this	collection.	This	is	a	legacy	ebook	collection.	View	or	download	historical	San	Francisco	books	and	government	documents,	including	the	popular	City	Directories	and	Municipal	Reports.	Hosted	by	Internet	Archive.	Over	2.7	million	free	classic	eBooks	from	the	Internet
Archive	including	great	works	in	the	public	domain	from	over	600	libraries	around	the	world.	Take	an	eReader	class	and	learn	to	download	free	eBooks	from	the	Library.	NOTE:	eBook	classes	have	been	temporarily	suspended.	Please	use	Ask	for	eBook	Assistance	for	ebook	help.	The	monster	stood	not	a	tongue’s	length	away,	eyes	fixed	on	our	throats,
shriveled	brain	crowded	with	fantasies	of	murder.	Its	hunger	for	us	charged	the	air.	Hollows	are	born	lusting	after	the	souls	of	peculiars,	and	here	we	were	arrayed	before	it	like	a	buffet:	bite-sized	Addison	bravely	standing	his	ground	at	my	feet,	tail	at	attention;	Emma	moored	against	me	for	support,	still	too	dazed	from	the	impact	to	make	more	than
a	match	flame;	our	backs	laddered	against	the	wrecked	phone	booth.	Beyond	our	grim	circle,	the	underground	station	looked	like	the	aftermath	of	a	nightclub	bombing.	Steam	from	burst	pipes	shrieked	forth	in	ghostly	curtains.	Splintered	monitors	swung	broken-necked	from	the	ceiling.	A	sea	of	shattered	glass	spread	all	the	way	to	the	tracks,
flashing	in	the	hysterical	strobe	of	red	emergency	lights	like	an	acre-wide	disco	ball.	We	were	boxed	in,	a	wall	hard	to	one	side	and	glass	shin-deep	on	the	other,	two	strides	from	a	creature	whose	only	natural	instinct	was	to	disassemble	us—and	yet	it	made	no	move	to	close	the	gap.	It	seemed	rooted	to	the	floor,	swaying	on	its	heels	like	a	drunk	or	a
sleepwalker,	death’s	head	drooping,	its	tongues	a	nest	of	snakes	I’d	charmed	to	sleep.	Me.	I’d	done	that.	Jacob	Portman,	boy	nothing	from	Nowhere,	Florida.	It	was	not	currently	murdering	us—this	horror	made	of	gathered	dark	and	nightmares	harvested	from	sleeping	children—because	I	had	asked	it	not	to.	Told	it	in	no	uncertain	terms	to	unwrap	its
tongue	from	around	my	neck.	Back	off,	I’d	said.	Stand,	I’d	said—in	a	language	made	of	sounds	I	hadn’t	known	a	human	mouth	could	make—and	miraculously	it	had,	eyes	challenging	me	while	its	body	obeyed.	Somehow	I	had	tamed	the	nightmare,	cast	a	spell	over	it.	But	sleeping	things	wake	and	spells	wear	off,	especially	those	cast	by	accident,	and
beneath	its	placid	surface	I	could	feel	the	hollow	boiling.	Addison	nudged	my	calf	with	his	nose.	“More	wights	will	be	coming.	Will	the	beast	let	us	pass?”	“Talk	to	it	again,”	Emma	said,	her	voice	woozy	and	vague.	“Tell	it	to	sod	off.”	I	searched	for	the	words,	but	they’d	gotten	shy.	“I	don’t	know	how.”	“You	did	a	minute	ago,”	Addison	said.	“It	sounded
like	there	was	a	demon	inside	you.”	A	minute	ago,	before	I’d	known	I	could	do	it,	the	words	had	been	right	there	on	my	tongue,	just	waiting	to	be	spoken.	Now	that	I	wanted	them	back,	it	was	like	trying	to	catch	fish	with	bare	hands.	Every	time	I	touched	one,	it	slipped	out	of	my	grasp.	Go	away!	I	shouted.	The	words	came	in	English.	The	hollow	didn’t
move.	I	stiffened	my	back,	glared	into	its	inkpot	eyes,	and	tried	again.	Get	out	of	here!	Leave	us	alone!	English	again.	The	hollow	tilted	its	head	like	a	curious	dog	but	was	otherwise	a	statue.	“Is	he	gone?”	Addison	asked.	The	others	couldn’t	tell	for	sure;	only	I	could	see	it.	“Still	there,”	I	said.	“I	don’t	know	what’s	wrong.”	I	felt	silly	and	deflated.	Had
my	gift	vanished	so	quickly?	“Never	mind,”	Emma	said.	“Hollows	aren’t	meant	to	be	reasoned	with,	anyway.”	She	stuck	out	a	hand	and	tried	to	light	a	flame,	but	it	fizzled.	The	effort	seemed	to	sap	her.	I	tightened	my	grip	around	her	waist	lest	she	topple	over.	“Save	your	strength,	matchstick,”	said	Addison.	“I’m	sure	we’ll	need	it.”	“I’ll	fight	it	with
cold	hands	if	I	have	to,”	said	Emma.	“All	that	matters	is	we	find	the	others	before	it’s	too	late.”	The	others.	I	could	see	them	still,	their	afterimage	fading	by	the	tracks:	Horace’s	fine	clothes	a	mess;	Bronwyn’s	strength	no	match	for	the	wights’	guns;	Enoch	dizzy	from	the	blast;	Hugh	using	the	chaos	to	pull	off	Olive’s	heavy	shoes	and	float	her	away;
Olive	caught	by	the	heel	and	yanked	down	before	she	could	rise	out	of	reach.	All	of	them	weeping	in	terror,	kicked	onto	the	train	at	gunpoint,	gone.	Gone	with	the	ymbryne	we’d	nearly	killed	ourselves	to	find,	hurtling	now	through	London’s	guts	toward	a	fate	worse	than	death.	It’s	already	too	late,	I	thought.	It	was	too	late	the	moment	Caul’s	soldiers
stormed	Miss	Wren’s	frozen	hideout.	It	was	too	late	the	night	we	mistook	Miss	Peregrine’s	wicked	brother	for	our	beloved	ymbryne.	But	I	swore	to	myself	that	we’d	find	our	friends	and	our	ymbryne,	no	matter	the	cost,	even	if	there	were	only	bodies	to	recover—even	if	it	meant	adding	our	own	to	the	pile.	So,	then:	somewhere	in	the	flashing	dark	was
an	escape	to	the	street.	A	door,	a	staircase,	an	escalator,	way	off	against	the	far	wall.	But	how	to	reach	them?	Get	the	hell	out	of	our	way!	I	shouted	at	the	hollow,	giving	it	one	last	try.	English,	naturally.	The	hollow	grunted	like	a	cow	but	didn’t	move.	It	was	no	use.	The	words	were	gone.	“Plan	B,”	I	said.	“It	won’t	listen	to	me,	so	we	go	around	it,	hope
it	stays	put.”	“Go	around	it	where?”	said	Emma.	To	give	it	a	wide	berth,	we’d	have	to	wade	through	heaps	of	glass—but	the	shards	would	slice	Emma’s	bare	calves	and	Addison’s	paws	to	ribbons.	I	considered	alternatives:	I	could	carry	the	dog,	but	that	still	left	Emma.	I	could	find	a	swordlike	piece	of	glass	and	stab	the	thing	in	the	eyes—a	technique
that	had	served	me	well	in	the	past—but	if	I	didn’t	manage	to	kill	it	with	the	first	strike,	it	would	surely	snap	awake	and	kill	us	instead.	The	only	other	way	around	it	was	through	a	small,	glass-free	gap	between	the	hollow	and	the	wall.	It	was	narrow,	though—a	foot,	maybe	a	foot	and	a	half	wide.	A	tight	squeeze	even	if	we	flattened	our	backs	to	the
wall.	I	worried	that	getting	so	close	to	the	hollow,	or	worse,	touching	it	by	accident,	would	break	the	fragile	trance	holding	it	in	check.	Short	of	growing	wings	and	flying	over	its	head,	though,	it	seemed	like	our	only	option.	Page	2	“Can	you	walk	a	little?”	I	asked	Emma.	“Or	at	least	hobble?”	She	locked	her	knees	and	loosened	her	grip	on	my	waist,
testing	her	weight.	“I	can	limp.”	“Then	here’s	what	we’re	going	to	do:	slide	past	it,	backs	to	the	wall,	through	that	gap	there.	It’s	not	a	lot	of	space,	but	if	we’re	careful	…”	Addison	saw	what	I	meant	and	shrank	back	into	the	phone	booth.	“Do	you	think	we	should	get	so	close	to	it?”	“Probably	not.”	“What	if	it	wakes	up	while	we’re	…?”	“It	won’t,”	I	said,
faking	confidence.	“Just	don’t	make	any	sudden	moves—and	whatever	you	do,	don’t	touch	it.”	“You’re	our	eyes	now,”	Addison	said.	“Bird	preserve	us.”	I	chose	a	nice	long	shard	from	the	floor	and	slid	it	into	my	pocket.	Shuffling	two	steps	to	the	wall,	we	pressed	our	backs	to	the	cold	tiles	and	began	inching	toward	the	hollow.	Its	eyes	moved	as	we	did,
locked	on	me.	A	few	creeping	sidesteps	later	and	we	were	enveloped	by	a	pocket	of	hollow-stink	so	foul,	it	made	my	eyes	water.	Addison	coughed	and	Emma	cupped	a	hand	over	her	nose.	“Just	a	little	farther,”	I	said,	my	voice	reedy	with	forced	calm.	I	took	the	glass	from	my	pocket,	gripping	it	with	the	pointed	end	out,	then	took	another	step,	and
another.	We	were	close	enough	now	that	I	could’ve	touched	the	hollow	with	an	outstretched	arm.	I	heard	its	heart	knocking	inside	its	ribs,	the	beat	quickening	with	each	step	we	took.	It	was	straining	against	me,	fighting	with	every	neuron	to	wrest	my	clumsy	hands	from	its	controls.	Don’t	move,	I	said,	mouthing	the	words	in	English.	You’re	mine.	I
control	you.	Don’t	move.	I	sucked	in	my	chest,	lined	up	and	laddered	each	vertebra	against	the	wall,	then	crab-walked	into	the	tight	gap	between	the	wall	and	the	hollow.	Don’t	move,	don’t	move.	Slide,	shuffle,	slide.	I	held	my	breath	while	the	hollow’s	quickened,	wet	and	wheezing,	a	vile	black	mist	blooming	from	its	nostrils.	The	urge	to	devour	us
must’ve	been	excruciating.	So	was	my	urge	to	run,	but	I	ignored	it;	that	would’ve	been	acting	like	prey,	not	master.	Don’t	move.	Do	not	move.	Another	few	steps,	a	few	more	feet,	and	we’d	be	past	it.	Its	shoulder	a	hairsbreadth	from	my	chest.	Don’t—	—and	then	it	did.	In	one	swift	motion	the	hollow	swiveled	its	head	and	pivoted	its	body	to	face	me.	I
went	rigid.	“Don’t	move,”	I	said,	this	time	aloud,	to	the	others.	Addison	buried	his	face	between	his	paws	and	Emma	froze,	her	arm	squeezing	mine	like	a	vise.	I	steeled	myself	for	what	was	to	come—its	tongues,	its	teeth,	the	end.	Get	back,	get	back,	get	back.	English,	English,	English.	Seconds	passed	during	which,	astonishingly,	we	weren’t	killed.	But
for	the	rising	and	falling	of	its	chest,	the	creature	seemingly	had	turned	once	again	to	stone.	Experimentally,	moving	by	millimeters,	I	slid	along	the	wall.	The	hollow	followed	me	with	slight	turns	of	its	head—locked	onto	me	like	a	compass	needle,	its	body	in	perfect	sympathy	with	mine—but	it	didn’t	follow,	didn’t	open	its	jaws.	If	whatever	spell	I’d	cast
had	been	broken,	we’d	already	be	dead.	The	hollow	was	only	watching	me.	Awaiting	instructions	I	didn’t	know	how	to	give.	“False	alarm,”	I	said,	and	Emma	breathed	an	audible	sigh	of	relief.	We	slid	out	of	the	gap,	peeled	ourselves	from	the	wall,	and	hurried	away	as	fast	as	Emma	could	limp.	When	we’d	put	a	little	distance	between	us	and	the	hollow,
I	looked	back.	It	had	turned	all	the	way	around	to	face	me.	Stay,	I	muttered	in	English.	Good.	*	*	*	We	passed	through	a	veil	of	steam	and	the	escalator	came	into	view,	frozen	into	stairs,	its	power	cut.	Around	it	glowed	a	halo	of	weak	daylight,	a	tantalizing	envoy	from	the	world	above.	World	of	the	living,	world	of	now.	A	world	where	I	had	parents.
They	were	here,	both	of	them,	in	London,	breathing	this	air.	A	stroll	away.	Oh,	hi	there!	Unthinkable.	Still	more	unthinkable:	not	five	minutes	ago,	I’d	told	my	father	everything.	The	Cliff’s	Notes	version,	anyway:	I’m	like	Grandpa	Portman	was.	I’m	peculiar.	They	wouldn’t	understand,	but	at	least	now	they	knew.	It	would	make	my	absence	feel	less	like
a	betrayal.	I	could	still	hear	my	father’s	voice,	begging	me	to	come	home,	and	as	we	limped	toward	the	light	I	had	to	fight	a	sudden,	shameful	urge	to	shake	off	Emma’s	arm	and	run	for	it—to	escape	this	suffocating	dark,	to	find	my	parents	and	beg	forgiveness,	and	then	to	crawl	into	their	posh	hotel	bed	and	sleep.	That	was	most	unthinkable	of	all.	I
could	never:	I	loved	Emma,	and	I’d	told	her	so,	and	I	wouldn’t	leave	her	behind	for	anything.	And	not	because	I	was	noble	or	brave	or	chivalrous.	I’m	not	any	of	those	things.	I	was	afraid	that	leaving	her	behind	would	rip	me	in	half.	And	the	others,	the	others.	Our	poor,	doomed	friends.	We	had	to	go	after	them—but	how?	A	train	hadn’t	entered	the
station	since	the	one	that	spirited	them	away,	and	after	the	blast	and	gunshots	that	had	rocked	the	place,	I	was	sure	there’d	be	no	more	coming.	That	left	us	two	options,	each	one	terrible:	go	after	them	on	foot	through	the	tunnels	and	hope	we	didn’t	meet	any	more	hollows,	or	climb	the	escalator	and	face	whatever	was	waiting	for	us	up	there—most
likely	a	wight	mop-up	crew—then	regroup,	reassess.	I	knew	which	option	I	preferred.	I’d	had	enough	of	the	dark,	and	more	than	enough	of	hollows.	“Let’s	go	up,”	I	said,	urging	Emma	toward	the	stalled	escalator.	“We’ll	find	somewhere	safe	to	plan	our	next	move	while	you	get	your	strength	back.”	“Absolutely	not!”	she	said.	“We	can’t	just	abandon	the
others.	Never	mind	how	I	feel.”	Page	3	“We	aren’t.	But	we	need	to	be	realistic.	We’re	hurt	and	defenseless,	and	the	others	are	probably	miles	away	by	now,	out	of	the	underground	and	halfway	to	somewhere	else.	How	will	we	even	find	them?”	“The	same	way	I	found	you,”	said	Addison.	“With	my	nose.	Peculiar	folk	have	an	aroma	all	their	own,	you	see
—one	which	only	dogs	of	my	persuasion	can	sniff	out.	And	you	happen	to	be	one	powerfully	odoriferous	group	of	peculiars.	Fear	enhances	it,	I	think,	and	skipping	baths	…”	“Then	we	go	after	them!”	Emma	said.	She	pulled	me	toward	the	tracks	with	a	surprising	burst	of	strength.	I	resisted,	tug-of-warring	our	linked	arms.	“No,	no—there’s	no	way	the
trains	are	still	running,	and	if	we	go	in	there	on	foot	…”	“I	don’t	care	if	it’s	dangerous.	I	won’t	leave	them.”	“It	isn’t	just	dangerous,	it’s	pointless.	They’re	already	gone,	Emma.”	She	took	back	her	arm	and	started	hobbling	toward	the	tracks.	Stumbled,	caught	herself.	Say	something,	I	mouthed	to	Addison,	and	he	circled	around	to	block	her.	“I’m	afraid
he’s	right.	If	we	follow	on	foot,	our	friends’	scent	trail	will	have	dissipated	long	before	we’re	able	to	find	them.	Even	my	profound	abilities	have	limits.”	Emma	gazed	into	the	tunnel,	then	back	at	me,	her	expression	tortured.	I	held	out	my	hand.	“Please,	let’s	go.	It	doesn’t	mean	we’re	giving	up.”	“All	right,”	she	said	heavily.	“All	right.”	But	just	as	we
were	starting	toward	the	escalator,	someone	called	out	from	the	dark,	back	along	the	tracks.	“Over	here!”	The	voice	was	weak	but	familiar,	the	accent	Russian.	It	was	the	folding	man.	Peering	into	the	dark,	I	could	just	make	out	his	crumpled	form	by	the	tracks,	one	arm	raised.	He’d	been	shot	during	the	melee,	and	I	assumed	the	wights	had	shoved
him	onto	the	train	with	the	others.	But	there	he	lay,	waving	to	us.	“Sergei!”	cried	Emma.	“You	know	him?”	Addison	said	suspiciously.	“He	was	one	of	Miss	Wren’s	peculiar	refugees,”	I	said,	my	ears	pricking	at	the	wail	of	distant	sirens	echoing	down	from	the	surface.	Trouble	was	coming—maybe	trouble	disguised	as	help—and	I	worried	that	our	best
chance	at	a	clean	exit	was	slipping	away.	Then	again,	we	couldn’t	just	leave	him.	Addison	scuttled	toward	the	man,	dodging	the	deepest	reefs	of	glass.	Emma	let	me	take	her	arm	again	and	we	shuffled	after.	Sergei	was	lying	on	his	side,	covered	in	glass	and	streaked	with	blood.	The	bullet	had	hit	him	somewhere	vital.	His	wire-framed	spectacles	were
cracked	and	he	was	adjusting	them,	trying	to	get	a	good	look	at	me.	“Is	miracle,	is	miracle,”	he	rasped,	his	voice	thin	as	twice-strained	tea.	“I	heard	you	speak	with	monster’s	tongue.	Is	miracle.”	“It’s	not,”	I	said,	kneeling	beside	him.	“It’s	gone,	I’ve	already	lost	it.”	“If	gift	inside	you,	is	forever.”	Footsteps	and	voices	echoed	from	the	escalator	passage.
I	cleared	away	glass	so	I	could	get	my	hands	under	the	folding	man.	“We’re	taking	you	with	us,”	I	said.	“Leave	me,”	he	croaked.	“I’ll	be	gone	soon	enough	…”	Ignoring	him,	I	slipped	my	hands	beneath	his	body	and	lifted.	He	was	ladder-long	but	light	as	a	feather,	and	I	held	him	in	my	arms	like	a	big	baby,	his	skinny	legs	dangling	over	my	elbow	while
his	head	lolled	against	my	shoulder.	Two	figures	banged	down	the	last	few	escalator	steps	and	then	stood	at	the	bottom,	rimmed	by	pale	daylight	and	peering	into	the	new	dark.	Emma	pointed	at	the	floor	and	we	sank	quietly	to	our	knees,	hoping	they’d	miss	us—hoping	they	were	just	civilians	come	to	catch	a	train—but	then	I	heard	the	squelch	of	a
walkie-talkie	and	they	each	fired	up	a	flashlight,	the	beams	shining	against	their	bright	reflective	jackets.	They	might’ve	been	emergency	responders,	or	wights	disguised	as	such.	I	wasn’t	sure	until,	in	synchrony,	they	peeled	off	wraparound	sunglasses.	Of	course.	Our	options	had	just	narrowed	by	half.	Now	there	were	only	the	tracks,	the	tunnels.	We
could	never	outrun	them,	damaged	as	we	were,	but	escape	was	still	possible	if	they	didn’t	see	us—and	they	hadn’t	yet,	amidst	the	chaos	of	the	ruined	station.	Their	searchlights	dueled	across	the	floor.	Emma	and	I	backed	toward	the	tracks.	If	we	could	just	slip	into	the	tunnels	unnoticed	…	but	Addison,	damn	him,	wasn’t	moving.	“Come	on,”	I	hissed.
“They	are	ambulance	drivers	and	this	man	needs	help,”	he	said	too	loudly,	and	right	away	the	beams	of	light	bounced	up	from	the	floor	and	whipped	toward	us.	“Stay	where	you	are!”	one	of	the	men	boomed,	unholstering	a	gun	while	the	other	fumbled	for	his	walkie-talkie.	Then	two	unexpected	things	happened	in	quick	succession.	The	first	was	that,
just	as	I	was	about	to	drop	the	folding	man	onto	the	tracks	and	dive	after	him	with	Emma,	a	thunderous	horn	blew	from	inside	the	tunnel	and	a	single	brilliant	headlight	flashed	into	view.	The	rush	of	stale	wind	belonged,	of	course,	to	a	train—running	again,	somehow,	despite	the	blast.	The	second	thing,	announced	by	a	painful	twinge	in	my	gut,	was
that	the	hollow	had	come	unstuck	and	was	loping	in	our	direction.	The	instant	after	I	felt	it,	I	saw	it,	too,	plowing	at	us	through	a	billow	of	steam,	black	lips	peeled	wide,	tongues	thrashing	the	air.	We	were	trapped.	If	we	ran	for	the	stairs	we’d	be	shot	and	mauled.	If	we	jumped	onto	the	tracks	we’d	be	crushed	by	the	train.	And	we	couldn’t	escape	onto
the	train	because	it	would	be	ten	seconds	at	least	before	it	stopped	and	twelve	before	the	doors	opened	and	ten	more	before	they	shut	again,	and	by	then	we’d	be	dead	three	ways.	And	so	I	did	as	I	often	do	when	I’m	out	of	ideas—I	looked	to	Emma.	I	could	read	in	the	desperation	on	her	face	that	she	understood	the	hopelessness	of	our	situation	and	in
the	stony	set	of	her	jaw	that	she	meant	to	act	anyway.	I	remembered	only	as	she	began	to	stagger	forward,	palms	out,	that	she	couldn’t	see	the	hollow,	and	I	tried	to	tell	her,	reach	for	her,	stop	her,	but	I	couldn’t	get	the	words	out	and	couldn’t	grab	her	without	dropping	the	folding	man,	and	then	Addison	was	alongside	her,	barking	at	the	wight	while
Emma	tried	uselessly	to	make	a	flame—spark,	spark,	nothing,	like	a	lighter	low	on	juice.	Page	4	The	wight	broke	out	laughing,	pulled	back	the	hammer	of	his	gun,	and	aimed	it	at	her.	The	hollowgast	ran	at	me,	howling	in	counterpoint	to	the	squeal	of	train	brakes	behind	me.	That’s	when	I	knew	the	end	had	come	and	there	was	nothing	I	could	do	to
stop	it.	At	that	moment	something	inside	me	relaxed,	and	as	it	did,	the	pain	I	felt	whenever	a	hollow	was	near	faded,	too.	That	pain	was	like	a	high-pitched	whine,	and	as	it	hushed,	I	discovered	hidden	beneath	it	another	sound,	a	murmur	at	the	edge	of	consciousness.	A	word.	I	dove	for	it.	Wrapped	both	arms	around	it.	Wound	up	and	shouted	it	with	all
the	force	of	a	major	league	pitcher.	Him,	I	said,	in	a	language	not	my	own.	It	was	only	one	syllable	but	held	volumes	of	meaning,	and	the	moment	it	rattled	from	my	throat,	the	result	was	instant.	The	hollow	stopped	running	at	me—stopped	dead,	skidding	on	its	feet—then	turned	sharply	to	one	side	and	lashed	out	a	tongue	that	whipped	across	the
platform	and	wrapped	three	times	around	the	wight’s	leg.	Knocked	off	balance,	he	fired	a	shot	that	caromed	off	the	ceiling,	and	then	he	was	flipped	upside	down	and	hauled	thrashing	and	screaming	into	the	air.	It	took	my	friends	a	moment	to	realize	what	had	happened.	While	they	stood	gaping	and	the	other	wight	shouted	into	his	walkie-talkie,	I
heard	train	doors	whoosh	open	behind	me.	Here	was	our	moment.	“COME	ON!”	I	shouted,	and	they	did,	Emma	stumble-running	and	Addison	tangling	her	feet	and	me	trying	to	wedge	the	gangly	and	blood-slick	folding	man	through	the	narrow	doors	until	we	all	crashed	together	across	the	threshold	into	the	train	car.	More	gunshots	rang	out,	the
wight	firing	blindly	at	the	hollow.	The	doors	closed	halfway,	then	popped	back	open.	“Clear	the	doors,	please,”	came	a	cheerful	prerecorded	announcement.	“His	feet!”	Emma	said,	pointing	at	the	shoes	at	the	end	of	the	folding	man’s	long	legs,	the	toes	of	which	were	poking	through	the	doors.	I	scrambled	to	kick	his	feet	clear,	and	in	the	interminable
seconds	before	the	doors	closed	again,	the	dangling	wight	fired	more	wild	shots	until	the	hollow	grew	tired	of	him	and	flung	him	against	the	wall,	where	he	slid	to	the	floor	in	an	unmoving	heap.	The	other	wight	scurried	for	the	exit.	Him,	too,	I	tried	to	say,	but	it	was	too	little	too	late.	The	doors	were	closing,	and	with	an	awkward	jolt	the	train	began	to
move.	I	looked	around,	grateful	that	the	car	we’d	tumbled	into	was	empty.	What	would	regular	people	make	of	us?	“Are	you	okay?”	I	asked	Emma.	She	was	sitting	up,	breathing	hard,	studying	me	intensely.	“Thanks	to	you,”	she	said.	“Did	you	really	make	the	hollow	do	all	that?”	“I	think	so,”	I	said,	not	quite	believing	it	myself.	“That’s	amazing,”	she
said	quietly.	I	couldn’t	tell	if	she	was	frightened	or	impressed,	or	both.	“We	owe	you	our	lives,”	said	Addison,	nuzzling	his	head	sweetly	against	my	arm.	“You’re	a	very	special	boy.”	The	folding	man	laughed,	and	I	looked	down	to	see	him	grinning	at	me	through	a	mask	of	pain.	“You	see?”	he	said.	“I	told	you.	Is	miracle.”	Then	his	face	turned	serious.	He
grabbed	my	hand	and	pressed	a	small	square	of	paper	into	it.	A	photograph.	“My	wife,	my	child,”	he	said.	“Taken	by	our	enemy	long	ago.	If	you	find	others,	perhaps	…”	I	glanced	at	the	photo	and	got	a	shock.	It	was	a	wallet-sized	portrait	of	a	woman	holding	a	baby.	Sergei	had	clearly	been	carrying	it	with	him	a	long	time.	Though	the	people	in	the
photo	were	pleasant	enough,	the	photo	itself—or	the	negative—had	been	seriously	damaged,	perhaps	narrowly	survived	a	fire,	exposed	to	such	heat	that	the	faces	were	warped	and	fragmented.	Sergei	had	never	mentioned	his	family	before	now;	all	he’d	talked	about	since	we	met	him	was	raising	an	army	of	peculiars—going	loop	to	loop	to	recruit	able-
bodied	survivors	of	the	raids	and	purges.	He	never	told	us	what	he	wanted	an	army	for:	to	get	them	back.	“We’ll	find	them,	too,”	I	said.	We	both	knew	this	was	far-fetched,	but	it	was	what	he	needed	to	hear.	“Thank	you,”	he	said,	and	relaxed	into	a	spreading	pool	of	blood.	“He	doesn’t	have	long,”	Addison	said,	moving	to	lick	Sergei’s	face.	“I	might
have	enough	heat	to	cauterize	the	wound,”	said	Emma.	Scooting	toward	him,	she	began	rubbing	her	hands	together.	Addison	nosed	the	folding	man’s	shirt	near	his	abdomen.	“Here.	He’s	hurt	here.”	Emma	put	her	hands	on	either	side	of	the	spot,	and	at	the	sizzle	of	flesh	I	stood	up,	feeling	faint.	I	looked	out	the	window.	We	were	still	pulling	out	of	the
station,	slowed	perhaps	by	debris	on	the	tracks.	The	emergency	lights’	SOS	flicker	picked	details	from	the	dark	at	random.	The	body	of	a	dead	wight	half	buried	in	glass.	The	crumpled	phone	booth,	scene	of	my	breakthrough.	The	hollow—I	registered	its	form	with	a	shock—trotting	on	the	platform	alongside	us,	a	few	cars	back,	casual	as	a	jogger.	Stop.
Stay	away,	I	spat	at	the	window,	in	English.	My	head	wasn’t	clear,	the	hurt	and	the	whine	getting	in	the	way	again.	We	picked	up	speed	and	passed	into	the	tunnel.	I	pressed	my	face	to	the	glass,	angling	backward	for	another	glimpse.	It	was	dark,	dark—and	then,	in	a	burst	of	light	like	a	camera	flash,	I	saw	the	hollow	as	a	momentary	still	image—
flying,	its	feet	lifting	from	the	platform,	tongues	lassoing	the	rail	of	the	last	car.	Miracle.	Curse.	I	hadn’t	quite	worked	out	the	difference.	*	*	*	I	took	his	legs	and	Emma	his	arms	and	gently	we	lifted	Sergei	onto	a	long	bench	seat,	where	beneath	an	advertisement	for	bake-at-home	pizza	he	lay	blacked	out	and	rocking	with	the	motion	of	the	train.	If	he
was	going	to	die,	it	seemed	wrong	that	he	should	have	to	do	so	on	the	floor.	Page	5	Emma	pulled	up	his	thin	shirt.	“The	bleeding’s	stopped,”	she	reported,	“but	he’ll	die	if	he	doesn’t	see	the	inside	of	a	hospital	soon.”	“He	may	die	anyway,”	said	Addison.	“Especially	in	a	hospital	here	in	the	present.	Imagine:	he	wakes	up	in	three	days’	time,	side	healed
but	everything	else	failing,	aged	two	hundred	and	bird-knows-what.”	“That	may	be,”	Emma	replied.	“Then	again,	I’ll	be	surprised	if	in	three	days’	time	any	of	us	are	alive,	in	any	condition	whatsoever.	I’m	not	sure	what	more	we	can	do	for	him.”	I’d	heard	them	mention	this	deadline	before:	two	or	three	days	was	the	longest	any	peculiar	who’d	lived	in	a
loop	could	stay	in	the	present	without	aging	forward.	It	was	long	enough	for	them	to	visit	the	present	but	never	to	stay;	long	enough	to	travel	between	loops	but	short	enough	that	they	were	never	tempted	to	linger.	Only	daredevils	and	ymbrynes	made	excursions	into	the	present	longer	than	a	few	hours;	the	consequences	of	a	delay	were	too	grave.
Emma	rose,	looking	sickly	in	the	pale	yellow	light,	then	tottered	on	her	feet	and	grabbed	for	one	of	the	train’s	stanchions.	I	took	her	hand	and	made	her	sit	next	to	me,	and	she	slumped	against	my	side,	exhausted	beyond	measure.	We	both	were.	I	hadn’t	slept	properly	in	days.	Hadn’t	eaten	properly,	either,	aside	from	the	few	opportunities	we’d	had	to
gorge	ourselves	like	pigs.	I’d	been	running	and	terrified	and	wearing	these	damned	blister-making	shoes	since	I	couldn’t	remember	when,	but	more	than	that,	every	time	I	spoke	Hollow	it	seemed	to	carve	something	out	of	me	that	I	didn’t	know	how	to	put	back.	It	made	me	feel	tired	to	a	degree	that	was	wholly	new,	absolutely	subterranean.	I’d
discovered	a	fresh	vein	inside	me,	a	new	source	of	power	to	mine,	but	it	was	depletable	and	finite,	and	I	wondered	if	by	using	it	up	I	was	using	myself	up,	too.	I’d	worry	about	that	another	time.	For	now	I	tried	to	savor	a	rare	moment	of	peace,	my	arm	around	Emma	and	her	head	on	my	shoulder,	just	breathing.	Selfishly,	perhaps,	I	didn’t	mention	the
hollow	that	had	chased	our	train.	What	could	any	of	us	do	about	it?	It	would	either	catch	us	or	not.	Kill	us	or	not.	The	next	time	it	found	us—and	I	was	sure	there	would	be	a	next	time—I	would	either	find	the	words	to	stay	its	tongues	or	I	wouldn’t.	I	watched	Addison	hop	onto	the	seat	across	from	us,	unlock	a	window	with	his	paw,	and	crack	it	open.
The	angry	sound	of	the	train	and	a	warm	funk	of	tunnel	air	came	rushing	in,	and	he	sat	reading	it	with	his	nose,	eyes	bright	and	snout	twitching.	The	air	smelled	like	stale	sweat	and	dry	rot	to	me,	but	he	seemed	to	catch	something	subtler,	something	that	required	careful	interpretation.	“Can	you	smell	them?”	I	asked.	The	dog	heard	me	but	took	a	long
moment	to	reply,	his	eyes	aimed	at	the	ceiling	as	if	finishing	a	thought.	“I	can,”	he	said.	“Their	trail	is	nice	and	crisp,	too.”	Even	at	this	high	speed,	he	could	pick	up	the	minutes-old	traces	of	peculiars	who’d	been	enclosed	in	an	earlier	train	car.	I	was	impressed,	and	told	him	so.	“Thank	you,	but	I	can’t	take	all	the	credit,”	he	said.	“Someone	must’ve
pushed	open	a	window	in	their	car,	too,	otherwise	the	trail	would	be	much	fainter.	Perhaps	Miss	Wren	did	it,	knowing	I	would	try	to	follow.”	“She	knew	you	were	here?”	I	asked.	“How	did	you	find	us?”	Emma	said.	“Just	a	moment,”	Addison	said	sharply.	The	train	was	slowing	into	a	station,	the	windows	flashing	from	tunnel	black	to	tile	white.	He	stuck
his	nose	out	the	window	and	closed	his	eyes,	lost	in	concentration.	“I	don’t	think	they	got	off	here,	but	be	ready	in	any	case.”	Emma	and	I	stood,	doing	our	best	to	shield	the	folding	man	from	view.	I	saw	with	some	relief	that	there	weren’t	many	people	waiting	on	the	platform.	Funny	there	were	any	at	all,	or	that	trains	were	still	running.	It	was	as	if
nothing	had	happened.	The	wights	had	made	sure	of	it,	I	suspected,	in	hopes	we’d	take	the	bait,	jump	onto	a	train,	and	make	it	simple	for	them	to	round	us	up.	We	certainly	wouldn’t	be	hard	to	spot	amongst	modern	London’s	workday	commuters.	“Look	casual,”	I	said.	“Like	you	belong	here.”	This	seemed	to	strike	Emma	as	funny,	and	she	stifled	a
laugh.	It	was	funny,	I	guess,	inasmuch	as	we	belonged	nowhere	in	particular,	least	of	all	here.	The	train	stopped	and	the	doors	slid	open.	Addison	sniffed	the	air	deeply	as	a	bookish	woman	in	a	pea	coat	stepped	into	our	car.	Seeing	us,	her	mouth	fell	open,	and	then	she	turned	smartly	and	walked	out	again.	Nope.	No	thanks.	I	couldn’t	blame	her.	We
were	filthy,	freakish-looking	in	bizarre	old	clothes,	and	splashed	with	blood.	We	probably	looked	like	we’d	just	killed	the	poor	man	beside	us.	“Look	casual,”	Emma	said,	and	snorted.	Addison	withdrew	his	nose	from	the	window.	“We’re	on	the	right	track,”	he	said.	“Miss	Wren	and	the	others	definitely	passed	this	way.”	“They	didn’t	get	off	here?”	I
asked.	“I	don’t	think	so.	But	if	I	don’t	smell	them	in	the	next	station,	we’ll	know	we’ve	gone	too	far.”	The	doors	smacked	closed	and	with	an	electric	whine	we	were	off	again.	I	was	about	to	suggest	we	find	a	change	of	clothes	when	Emma	jolted	beside	me,	as	if	she’d	just	remembered	something.	“Addison?”	she	said.	“What	happened	to	Fiona	and
Claire?”	At	the	mention	of	their	names,	a	nauseating	new	wave	of	worry	shot	through	me.	We’d	last	seen	them	at	Miss	Wren’s	menagerie,	where	the	elder	girl	had	stayed	behind	with	Claire,	who	was	too	ill	to	travel.	Caul	told	us	he’d	raided	the	menagerie	and	captured	the	girls,	but	he	also	told	us	Addison	was	dead,	so	clearly	his	information	couldn’t
be	trusted.	Page	6	“Ah,”	said	Addison,	nodding	gravely.	“It’s	bad	news,	I’m	afraid.	Part	of	me,	I	admit,	was	hoping	you	wouldn’t	ask.”	Emma’s	face	drained	of	color.	“Tell	us.”	“Of	course,”	he	said.	“Shortly	after	your	party	left,	we	were	raided	by	a	gang	of	wights.	We	threw	armageddon	eggs	at	them,	then	scattered	and	hid.	The	larger	girl,	with	the
unkempt	hair—”	“Fiona,”	I	said,	heart	thudding.	“She	used	her	facility	with	plants	to	hide	us—in	trees	and	under	new-grown	brush.	We	were	so	well	camouflaged	that	it	would’ve	taken	days	for	the	wights	to	root	us	all	out,	but	they	gassed	us	and	drove	us	into	the	open.”	“Gas!”	Emma	cried.	“The	bastards	swore	they’d	never	use	it	again!”	“It	appears
they	lied,”	said	Addison.	I	had	seen	a	photo	once,	in	one	of	Miss	Peregrine’s	albums,	of	such	an	attack:	wights	in	ghostly	masks	with	breathing	canisters,	standing	around	casually	as	they	launched	clouds	of	poison	gas	into	the	air.	Although	the	stuff	wasn’t	fatal,	it	made	your	lungs	and	throat	burn,	caused	terrible	pain,	and	was	rumored	to	trap
ymbrynes	in	their	bird	form.	“When	they’d	rounded	us	up,”	Addison	went	on,	“we	were	interrogated	as	to	the	whereabouts	of	Miss	Wren.	They	turned	her	tower	inside	out—searching	for	maps,	diaries,	I	don’t	know	what—and	when	poor	Deirdre	tried	to	stop	them,	they	shot	her.”	The	emu-raffe’s	long	face	flashed	before	me,	gawky,	gap-toothed,	and
sweet,	and	my	stomach	lurched.	What	kind	of	person	could	kill	such	a	creature?	“God,	that’s	awful,”	I	said.	“Awful,”	Emma	agreed	perfunctorily.	“And	the	girls?”	“The	small	one	was	captured	by	the	wights,”	Addison	said.	“And	the	other	…	well,	there	was	a	scuffle	with	some	of	the	soldiers,	and	they	were	near	the	cliff’s	edge,	and	she	fell.”	I	blinked	at
him.	“What?”	For	a	moment	the	world	blurred,	then	snapped	back	into	focus.	Emma	stiffened	but	her	face	betrayed	nothing.	“What	do	you	mean,	fell?	Fell	how	far?”	“It	was	a	sheer	drop.	A	thousand	feet	at	least.”	His	fleshy	jowls	drooped.	“I’m	so	sorry.”	I	sat	down	heavily.	Emma	kept	standing,	her	hands	white-knuckling	the	rail.	“No,”	she	said	firmly.
“No,	that	can’t	be.	Perhaps	she	grabbed	onto	something	on	the	way	down.	A	branch	or	a	ledge	…”	Addison	studied	the	gum-spackled	floor.	“It’s	possible.”	“Or	the	trees	below	cushioned	her	fall	and	caught	her	like	a	net!	She	can	speak	to	them,	you	know.”	“Yes,”	he	said.	“One	can	always	hope.”	I	tried	to	imagine	being	cushioned	by	a	spiky	pine	tree
after	such	a	fall.	It	didn’t	seem	possible.	I	saw	the	small	hope	Emma	had	kindled	wink	out,	and	then	her	legs	began	to	tremble	and	she	let	go	of	the	rail	and	thumped	down	onto	the	seat	beside	me.	She	looked	at	Addison	with	wet	eyes.	“I’m	sorry	about	your	friend.”	He	nodded.	“Same	to	you.”	“None	of	this	ever	would’ve	happened	if	Miss	Peregrine
were	here,”	she	whispered.	And	then,	quietly,	she	bowed	her	head	and	began	to	cry.	I	wanted	to	put	my	arms	around	her,	but	somehow	it	felt	like	I’d	be	intruding	on	a	private	moment,	claiming	it	for	myself	when	really	it	was	hers	alone,	so	instead	I	sat	and	looked	at	my	hands	and	let	her	mourn	her	lost	friend.	Addison	turned	away,	out	of	respect,	I
think,	and	because	the	train	was	slowing	into	another	station.	The	doors	opened.	Addison	stuck	his	head	out	the	window,	sniffed	the	air	on	the	platform,	growled	at	someone	who	tried	to	enter	our	car,	then	came	back	inside.	By	the	time	the	doors	closed	again,	Emma	had	lifted	her	head	and	wiped	away	her	tears.	I	squeezed	her	hand.	“Are	you	all
right?”	I	said,	wishing	I	could	think	of	something	more	or	better	to	say	than	that.	“I	have	to	be,	don’t	I?”	she	said.	“For	the	ones	who	are	still	alive.”	To	some	it	might’ve	seemed	callous,	the	way	she	boxed	up	her	pain	and	set	it	aside,	but	I	knew	her	well	enough	now	to	understand.	She	had	a	heart	the	size	of	France,	and	the	lucky	few	whom	she	loved
with	it	were	loved	with	every	square	inch—but	its	size	made	it	dangerous,	too.	If	she	let	it	feel	everything,	she’d	be	wrecked.	So	she	had	to	tame	it,	shush	it,	shut	it	up.	Float	the	worst	pains	off	to	an	island	that	was	quickly	filling	with	them,	where	she	would	go	to	live	one	day.	“Go	on,”	she	said	to	Addison.	“What	happened	to	Claire?”	“The	wights
marched	off	with	her.	Gagged	her	two	mouths	and	tossed	her	into	a	sack.”	“But	she	was	alive?”	I	said.	“And	biting,	as	of	noon	yesterday.	Then	we	buried	Deirdre	in	our	little	cemetery	and	I	hightailed	it	for	London	to	find	Miss	Wren	and	warn	all	of	you.	One	of	Miss	Wren’s	pigeons	led	me	to	her	hideaway,	and	while	I	was	pleased	to	see	that	you	had
arrived	before	me,	unfortunately	so	had	the	wights.	Their	siege	had	already	begun,	and	I	was	forced	to	watch	helplessly	as	they	stormed	the	building,	and—well,	you	know	the	rest.	I	followed	as	you	were	led	away	to	the	underground.	When	that	blast	went	off,	I	saw	an	opportunity	to	aid	you	and	took	it.”	“Thank	you	for	that,”	I	said,	realizing	we	hadn’t
yet	acknowledged	the	debt	we	owed	him.	“If	you	hadn’t	dragged	us	away	when	you	did	…”	“Yes,	well	…	no	need	to	dwell	on	hypothetical	unpleasantries,”	he	said.	“But	in	return	for	my	gallantry,	I	was	rather	hoping	you	would	assist	me	in	rescuing	Miss	Wren	from	the	wights.	As	unlikely	as	that	sounds.	She	means	everything	to	me,	you	see.”	Page	7	It
was	Miss	Wren	he’d	wanted	to	snatch	away	from	the	wights,	not	us—but	we	were	the	realistic	save,	farther	from	the	train,	and	he’d	made	a	snap	decision	and	taken	what	he	could	get.	“Of	course	we’ll	help,”	I	said.	“Isn’t	that	what	we’re	doing	now?”	“Yes,	yes,”	he	said.	“But	you	must	realize,	as	an	ymbryne,	Miss	Wren	is	more	valuable	to	the	wights
than	peculiar	children,	and	thus	she	may	prove	more	difficult	to	free.	I	worry	that,	if	by	some	miracle	we	are	lucky	enough	to	rescue	your	friends	…”	“Now	wait	a	second,”	I	snapped.	“Who	says	she’s	more—”	“No,	it’s	true,”	Emma	said.	“She’ll	be	under	heavier	lock	and	key,	no	question.	But	we	won’t	leave	her	behind.	We’re	not	leaving	anyone	else
behind,	ever	again.	You	have	our	word	as	peculiars.”	The	dog	seemed	satisfied	with	that.	“Thank	you,”	he	said,	and	then	his	ears	flattened.	He	hopped	up	onto	a	seat	to	look	out	the	window	as	we	pulled	into	the	next	station.	“Hide	yourselves,”	he	said,	ducking	down.	“There	are	enemies	near.”	*	*	*	The	wights	were	expecting	us.	I	glimpsed	two	of	them
waiting	on	the	platform,	dressed	as	police	officers	among	a	scattering	of	commuters.	They	were	scanning	the	cars	as	our	train	pulled	into	the	station.	We	dropped	down	below	the	windows,	hoping	they’d	miss	us—but	I	knew	they	wouldn’t.	The	one	with	the	walkie-talkie	had	radioed	ahead;	they	must’ve	known	we	were	on	this	train.	Now	all	they	had	to
do	was	search	it.	It	came	to	a	stop	and	people	began	filing	on	board,	though	not	into	our	car.	I	risked	a	peek	through	the	open	doors	and	saw	one	of	the	wights	down	the	platform,	speed	walking	in	our	direction	as	he	eyeballed	each	car.	“One’s	coming	this	way,”	I	muttered.	“How’s	your	fire,	Em?”	“Running	on	empty,”	she	replied.	He	was	getting	close.
Four	cars	away.	Three.	“Then	get	ready	to	run.”	Two	cars	away.	Then	a	soft,	recorded	voice:	“Mind	the	closing	doors,	please.”	“Hold	the	train!”	the	wight	shouted.	But	the	doors	were	already	closing.	He	stuck	an	arm	through.	The	doors	bounced	open	again.	He	got	on	board—into	the	car	next	to	ours.	My	eyes	went	to	the	door	that	connected	our	cars.
It	was	locked	with	a	chain—thank	God	for	small	mercies.	The	doors	snicked	shut	and	the	train	began	to	move.	We	shifted	the	folding	man	onto	the	floor	and	huddled	with	him	in	a	spot	where	we	couldn’t	be	seen	from	the	wight’s	car.	“What	can	we	do?”	said	Emma.	“The	moment	this	train	stops	again,	he’ll	come	straight	in	here	and	find	us.”	“Are	we
absolutely	certain	he’s	a	wight?”	asked	Addison.	“Do	cats	grow	on	trees?”	Emma	replied.	“Not	in	this	part	of	the	world.”	“Then	of	course	we	aren’t.	But	when	it	comes	to	wights,	there’s	an	old	saying:	if	you’re	not	sure,	assume.”	“Okay,	then,”	I	said.	“The	second	those	doors	open,	we	run	for	the	exit.”	Addison	sighed.	“All	this	fleeing,”	he	said
disdainfully,	as	if	he	were	a	gourmand	and	someone	had	offered	him	a	limp	square	of	American	cheese.	“There’s	no	imagination	in	it.	Mightn’t	we	try	sneaking?	Blending	in?	There’s	artistry	in	that.	Then	we	could	simply	walk	away,	gracefully,	unnoticed.”	“I	hate	fleeing	as	much	as	anyone,”	I	said,	“but	Emma	and	I	look	like	nineteenth-century	axe
murderers,	and	you’re	a	dog	who	wears	glasses.	We’re	bound	to	be	noticed.”	“Until	they	start	manufacturing	canine	contact	lenses,	I’m	stuck	with	these,”	Addison	grumbled.	“Where’s	that	hollowgast	when	you	need	him?”	said	Emma	offhandedly.	“Run	over	by	a	train,	if	we’re	lucky,”	I	said.	“And	what	do	you	mean	by	that?”	“Only	that	he	came	in	quite
handy	earlier.”	“And	before	that	he	nearly	killed	us—twice!	No,	three	times!	Whatever	it	is	I’ve	been	doing	to	control	it	has	been	half	by	accident,	and	the	moment	I’m	not	able	to?	We’re	dead.”	Emma	didn’t	respond	right	away,	but	studied	me	for	a	moment	and	then	took	my	hand,	all	caked	in	grime,	and	kissed	it	gently,	once,	twice.	“What	was	that
for?”	I	said,	surprised.	“You	have	no	idea,	do	you?”	“Of	what?”	“How	completely	miraculous	you	are.”	Addison	groaned.	“You	have	an	amazing	talent,”	Emma	whispered.	“I’m	certain	all	you	need	is	a	little	practice.”	“Maybe.	But	practicing	something	usually	means	failing	at	it	for	a	while,	and	failing	at	this	means	people	get	killed.”	Emma	squeezed	my
hand.	“Well,	there’s	nothing	like	a	little	pressure	to	help	you	hone	a	new	skill.”	I	tried	to	smile	but	couldn’t	muster	one.	My	heart	hurt	too	much	at	the	thought	of	all	the	damage	I	could	cause.	This	thing	I	could	do	felt	like	a	loaded	weapon	I	didn’t	know	how	to	use.	Hell,	I	didn’t	even	know	which	end	to	point	away	from	me.	Better	to	set	it	down	than
have	it	blow	up	in	my	hands.	We	heard	a	noise	at	the	other	end	of	the	car	and	looked	up	to	see	the	door	opening.	That	one	wasn’t	chained,	and	now	a	pair	of	leather-clad	teenagers	stumbled	into	our	car,	a	boy	and	a	girl,	laughing	and	passing	a	lit	cigarette	between	them.	“We’ll	get	in	trouble!”	the	girl	said,	kissing	his	neck.	The	boy	brushed	a	foppish
wave	of	hair	from	his	eyes—“I	do	this	all	the	time,	sweetheart”—then	saw	us	and	froze,	his	eyebrows	parabolic.	The	door	they’d	come	through	banged	closed	behind	them.	Page	8	“Hey,”	I	said	casually,	as	if	we	weren’t	crouched	on	the	floor	with	a	dying	man,	covered	in	blood.	“What’s	up?”	Don’t	freak	out.	Don’t	give	us	away.	The	boy	wrinkled	his
brow.	“Are	you	…?”	“In	costume,”	I	replied.	“Got	carried	away	with	the	fake	blood.”	“Oh,”	said	the	boy,	clearly	not	believing	me.	The	girl	stared	at	the	folding	man.	“Is	he	…?”	“Drunk,”	said	Emma.	“Soused	out	of	his	brain.	Which	is	how	he	came	to	spill	all	our	fake	blood	on	the	floor.	And	himself.”	“And	us,”	said	Addison.	The	teens’	heads	snapped
toward	him,	their	eyes	going	wider	still.	“You	goon,”	Emma	muttered.	“Keep	quiet.”	The	boy	raised	a	trembling	hand	and	pointed	at	the	dog.	“Did	he	just	…?”	Addison	had	said	only	two	words.	We	might’ve	played	it	off	as	a	trick	of	echoes,	something	other	than	what	it	seemed,	but	he	was	too	proud	to	play	dumb.	“Of	course	I	didn’t,”	he	said,	raising
his	nose	in	the	air.	“Dogs	can’t	speak	English.	Nor	any	human	language—save,	in	one	notable	exception,	Luxembourgish,	which	is	only	comprehensible	to	bankers	and	Luxembourgers,	and	therefore	hardly	of	any	use	at	all.	No,	you’ve	eaten	something	disagreeable	and	are	having	a	nightmare,	that’s	all.	Now,	if	you	wouldn’t	mind	terribly,	my	friends
need	to	borrow	your	clothes.	Please	disrobe	at	once.”	Pallid	and	shaking,	the	boy	started	to	remove	his	leather	jacket,	but	he’d	only	wriggled	one	arm	free	when	his	knees	gave	out	and	he	fainted	to	the	floor.	And	then	the	girl	began	to	scream,	and	she	didn’t	stop.	In	an	instant	the	wight	was	banging	at	the	chained	door,	his	blank	eyes	flashing	murder.
“So	much	for	sneaking	away,”	I	said.	Addison	turned	to	look	at	him.	“Definitely	a	wight,”	he	said,	nodding	sagely.	“I’m	so	glad	we	put	that	mystery	to	rest,”	said	Emma.	There	was	a	jolt	and	a	squeal	of	brakes.	We	were	coming	into	a	station.	I	pulled	Emma	to	her	feet	and	prepared	to	run.	“What	about	Sergei?”	Emma	said,	whipping	around	to	look	back
at	him.	It	would	be	hard	enough	to	outrun	a	pair	of	wights	with	Emma	still	recovering	her	strength;	with	the	folding	man	in	my	arms,	it	would	be	impossible.	“We’ll	have	to	leave	him,”	I	said.	“He’ll	be	found	and	brought	to	a	doctor.	It’s	his	best	chance—and	ours.”	Surprisingly,	she	agreed.	“I	think	it’s	what	he’d	want.”	She	went	quickly	to	his	side.
“Sorry	we	can’t	take	you	with	us.	But	I’m	certain	we’ll	meet	again.”	“In	the	next	world,”	he	croaked,	his	eyes	slitting	open.	“In	Abaton.”	With	those	mysterious	words	and	the	girl’s	screams	ringing	in	our	ears,	the	train	came	to	a	stop	and	the	doors	opened.	*	*	*	We	weren’t	clever.	We	weren’t	graceful.	The	moment	the	train	doors	slid	open,	we	just	ran
as	fast	as	we	could.	The	wight	leapt	out	of	his	car	and	into	ours,	by	which	time	we	had	dashed	past	the	screaming	girl,	over	the	fainted	boy,	and	onto	the	platform,	where	we	struggled	against	a	crowd	that	was	streaming	onto	the	train	like	a	school	of	spawning	fish.	This	station,	unlike	all	the	others,	was	heaving	at	the	seams.	“There!”	I	shouted,	pulling
Emma	toward	a	WAY	OUT	sign	that	glowed	in	the	distance.	I	hoped	Addison	was	somewhere	at	our	feet,	but	so	many	people	were	flooding	around	us	that	I	could	hardly	see	the	floor.	Luckily,	Emma’s	strength	was	returning—or	a	rush	of	adrenaline	was	kicking	in—because	I	don’t	think	I	could’ve	supported	her	weight	and	threaded	the	human
stampede,	too.	We’d	put	about	twenty	feet	and	fifty	people	between	us	and	the	train	when	the	wight	burst	out	of	it,	shoving	commuters	and	yelling	I	am	an	officer	of	the	law!	and	Get	out	of	my	way!	and	Stop	those	children!	Either	no	one	could	hear	him	over	the	echoing	din	of	the	station	or	no	one	was	paying	attention.	I	looked	back	to	see	him
gaining,	and	that’s	when	Emma	started	tripping	people,	sweeping	her	legs	left	and	right	as	we	ran.	People	shouted	and	fell	into	tangles	behind	us,	and	when	I	looked	back	again	the	wight	was	struggling,	stepping	on	legs	and	backs	and	getting	swats	with	umbrellas	and	briefcases	in	return.	Then	he	stopped,	red-faced	and	frustrated,	to	unsnap	his	gun
holster.	But	the	gulf	of	people	between	us	had	yawned	too	wide	now,	and	though	I	was	sure	he’d	be	heartless	enough	to	fire	into	a	crowd,	he	wasn’t	stupid	enough	to.	The	ensuing	panic	would’ve	made	us	even	more	difficult	to	catch.	The	third	time	I	looked	back	he	was	so	far	behind	and	swallowed	by	the	crowd	that	I	could	hardly	see	him.	Maybe	he
didn’t	really	care	whether	he	caught	us.	After	all,	we	were	neither	a	great	threat	nor	much	of	a	prize.	Maybe	the	dog	had	been	right:	compared	to	an	ymbryne,	we	were	hardly	worth	the	trouble.	Halfway	to	the	exits	the	crowd	thinned	enough	for	us	to	break	into	an	open	run—but	we’d	taken	only	a	few	strides	when	Emma	caught	me	by	the	sleeve	and
stopped	me.	“Addison!”	she	cried,	spinning	to	look	around.	“Where’s	Addison?”	A	moment	later	he	came	scampering	out	of	the	thickest	part	of	the	crowd,	a	long	piece	of	white	fabric	trailing	from	a	spike	on	his	collar.	“You	waited	for	me!”	he	said.	“I	became	entangled	in	a	lady’s	stocking	…”	Heads	turned	at	the	sound	of	his	voice.	“Come	on,	we	can’t
stop	now!”	I	said.	Emma	plucked	the	stocking	from	Addison’s	collar,	and	we	were	off	and	running	again.	Before	us	were	an	escalator	and	an	elevator.	The	escalator	was	working	but	very	crowded,	so	I	steered	us	toward	the	elevator	instead.	We	ran	past	a	lady	painted	blue	from	head	to	toe,	and	I	had	to	turn	and	stare	even	as	my	legs	carried	me
onward.	Her	hair	was	dyed	blue,	her	face	caked	with	blue	makeup,	and	she	wore	a	skin-tight	jumpsuit,	also	blue.	Page	9	She’d	only	just	passed	out	of	sight	when	I	saw	someone	even	more	freakish:	a	man	whose	head	was	divided	vertically	into	halves,	one	bald	and	burned	to	a	crisp,	the	other	untouched,	hair	moussed	into	a	dapper	wave.	If	Emma
noticed	him,	she	didn’t	turn	to	look.	Maybe	she	was	so	used	to	meeting	genuine	peculiars	that	peculiar-looking	normals	hardly	registered.	But	what	if	they	aren’t	normal?	I	thought.	What	if	they’re	peculiars,	and	instead	of	the	present	we’ve	ended	up	in	some	new	loop?	What	if—	Then	I	saw	two	boys	with	glowing	swords	battling	by	a	wall	of	vending
machines,	each	sabre	clash	sounding	with	a	thin	plasticky	thwack,	and	reality	came	into	sharp	focus.	These	strange-looking	people	weren’t	peculiars.	They	were	nerds.	We	were	very	much	in	the	present.	Twenty	feet	away,	the	elevator	doors	opened.	We	poured	on	the	speed	and	hurled	ourselves	inside,	bouncing	off	the	back	wall	with	our	hands	while
Addison	tumbled	in	on	tripping	legs.	I	turned	just	in	time	to	glimpse	two	things	through	the	closing	doors:	the	wight	breaking	out	of	the	crowd	and	coming	at	us	in	a	full	run,	and	back	by	the	tracks	where	the	train	was	pulling	away,	the	hollowgast	leaping	from	the	roof	of	the	last	car	to	the	station	ceiling,	swinging	like	a	spider	from	a	light	fixture	by	its
tongues,	its	black	eyes	burning	at	me.	And	then	the	doors	closed	and	we	were	gliding	gently	upward,	and	someone	was	saying,	“Where’s	the	fire,	mate?”	A	middle-aged	man	stood	in	the	rear	corner	of	the	elevator,	costumed	and	sneering.	His	shirt	was	torn,	his	face	was	crosshatched	with	fake	cuts,	and	strapped	to	the	end	of	one	arm,	Captain	Hook–
style,	was	a	bloodstained	chainsaw.	Emma	saw	him	and	took	a	quick	step	back.	“Who	are	you?”	He	looked	mildly	offended.	“Oh,	come	on.”	“If	you	really	want	to	know	where	the	fire	is,	don’t	answer.”	She	began	to	raise	her	hands,	but	I	reached	over	and	stopped	her.	“He’s	no	one,”	I	said.	“I	thought	I	was	making	such	an	obvious	choice	this	year,”	the
man	muttered.	He	arched	an	eyebrow	and	raised	his	chainsaw	a	little.	“Name’s	Ash.	You	know	…	Army	of	Darkness?”	“Never	heard	of	either,”	said	Emma.	“Who’s	your	ymbryne?”	“My	what?”	“He’s	just	doing	a	character,”	I	tried	to	explain,	but	she	wasn’t	hearing	me.	“Never	mind	who	you	are,”	she	said.	“We	could	use	an	army,	and	beggars	can’t	be
choosers.	Where	are	the	rest	of	your	men?”	The	man	rolled	his	eyes.	“L-O-L.	You	guys	are	funny.	Everyone’s	in	the	convention	center,	obviously.”	“He’s	wearing	a	costume,”	I	whispered	to	Emma.	Then,	to	the	guy:	“She	doesn’t	see	a	lot	of	movies.”	“A	costume?”	Emma	scrunched	her	brow.	“But	he’s	a	grown	man.”	“So	what?”	the	man	said,	looking	us
up	and	down.	“And	who	are	you	supposed	to	be?	Walking	Dorks?	League	of	Extraordinary	Dingleberries?”	“Peculiar	children,”	said	Addison,	whose	ego	wouldn’t	allow	him	to	be	silent	any	longer.	“And	I	am	the	seventh	pup	of	the	seventh	pup	in	a	long	and	illustrious	line	of—”	The	man	fainted	before	Addison	could	finish,	his	head	knocking	against	the
floor	with	a	clonk	that	made	me	wince.	“You’ve	got	to	stop	doing	that,”	Emma	said,	then	grinned	despite	herself.	“Serves	him	right,”	said	Addison.	“What	a	rude	person.	Now	quick,	nick	his	wallet.”	“No	way!”	I	said.	“We’re	not	thieves.”	Addison	snorted.	“I	daresay	we	need	it	more	than	he	does.”	“Why	on	earth	is	he	dressed	like	that?”	said	Emma.	The
elevator	dinged	and	the	doors	began	to	slide	open.	“I	think	you’re	about	to	find	out,”	I	said.	*	*	*	The	elevator	doors	split	open	and	like	magic	the	day-lit	world	spread	before	us,	so	bright	we	had	to	shield	our	eyes.	I	drew	a	welcome	lungful	of	fresh	air	as	we	stepped	out	onto	a	swarming	sidewalk.	There	were	costumed	people	everywhere:	superheroes
in	spandex,	zombies	shambling	in	heavy	makeup,	raccoon-eyed	anime	girls	wielding	battleaxes.	They	congregated	in	unlikely	bunches	and	spilled	into	a	street	blocked	off	to	traffic,	drawn	like	moths	to	a	large	gray	building	where	a	banner	proclaimed:	COMIC	CONVENTION	TODAY!	Emma	recoiled	toward	the	elevator.	“What	is	all	this?”	Addison
peered	over	his	glasses	at	a	green-haired	Joker	touching	up	his	face	paint.	“Judging	by	their	attire,	it	appears	to	be	some	sort	of	religious	holiday.”	“Something	like	that,”	I	said,	coaxing	Emma	back	onto	the	sidewalk,	“but	don’t	be	scared—they’re	only	dressed-up	normals,	and	that’s	what	we	look	like	to	them,	too.	We	only	need	to	worry	about	that
wight.”	I	failed	to	mention	the	hollow,	hoping	we’d	baffled	it	by	vanishing	into	the	elevator.	“We	should	find	a	place	to	hide	until	he’s	gone,	then	sneak	back	into	the	Underground	…”	“No	need	for	that,”	Addison	said,	and	he	trotted	into	the	crowded	street,	nose	twitching.	“Hey!”	Emma	called	after	him.	“Where	are	you	going?”	But	he	was	already
circling	back.	“Huzzah	for	fortune!”	he	said,	wagging	his	stubby	tail.	“My	nose	tells	me	our	friends	were	brought	out	of	the	underground	here,	via	that	escalator.	We’ve	gone	the	right	way	after	all!”	“Thank	the	birds!”	Emma	said.	“Do	you	think	you	can	follow	their	trail?”	I	asked.	“Do	I	think	I	can?	They	don’t	call	me	Addison	the	Astounding	for
nothing!	Why,	there	isn’t	an	aroma,	a	redolence,	a	peculiar	eau	de	toilette	I	couldn’t	nose	from	a	hundred	meters—”	Page	10	Addison	was	easily	distracted	by	the	topic	of	his	own	greatness,	even	when	pressing	matters	were	at	hand,	and	his	proud,	booming	voice	had	a	tendency	to	carry.	“Okay,	we	get	it,”	I	said,	but	he	steamrolled	on,	walking	now,
following	his	nose.	“…	I	could	find	a	peculiar	in	a	hollow-stack,	an	ymbryne	in	an	aviary	…”	We	chased	him	into	the	costumed	crowd,	between	the	legs	of	a	dwarf	on	stilts,	around	a	pack	of	undead	princesses,	and	on	a	near-collision	course	with	a	Pikachu	and	an	Edward	Scissorhands,	who	were	waltzing	in	the	street.	Of	course	our	friends	were	brought
this	way,	I	thought.	It	was	perfect	camouflage—not	only	for	us,	who	amidst	all	this	looked	downright	normal,	but	also	for	wights	abducting	a	herd	of	peculiar	children.	Even	if	some	of	them	had	dared	cry	out	for	help,	who	would’ve	taken	them	seriously	enough	to	intervene?	People	were	play-acting	all	around	us,	improvising	staged	fights,	growling	in
monstrous	costumes,	moaning	like	zombies.	Some	strange	kids	yelling	about	being	kidnapped	by	people	who	wanted	to	steal	their	souls?	Wouldn’t	raise	an	eyebrow.	Addison	walked	a	circle	sniffing	the	ground,	then	sat	down,	perplexed.	Subtly,	because	even	in	this	crowd	a	talking	dog	would	be	shocking,	I	bent	down	and	asked	him	what	was	the
matter.	“It’s	just	…	err,”	he	stammered,	“that	I	seem	to	have—”	“Lost	the	trail?”	Emma	said.	“I	thought	your	nose	was	infallible.”	“I’ve	merely	mislaid	the	trail.	But	I	don’t	understand	how	…	it	leads	quite	clearly	to	this	spot,	then	vanishes.”	“Tie	your	shoes,”	Emma	said	suddenly.	“Now.”	I	looked	down	at	them.	“But	they’re	not—”	She	grabbed	my
forearm	and	yanked	me	down.	“Tie.	Your.	Shoes,”	she	repeated,	then	mouthed,	wight!	We	knelt	there,	hidden	below	the	heads	of	the	loose-knit	crowd.	Then	came	a	burst	of	loud	static	and	a	strained	voice	through	a	walkie-talkie.	“Code	141!	All	crews	report	to	the	acre	immediately!”	The	wight	was	close.	We	heard	him	reply	in	a	gruff,	oddly	accented
voice:	“This	is	M.	I’m	tracking	the	escapees.	Request	permission	to	continue	searching.	Over.”	I	exchanged	a	tense	look	with	Emma.	“Denied,	M.	Cleaners	will	sweep	the	area	later.	Over.”	“The	boy	seems	to	have	some	influence	over	the	cleaners.	Sweep	may	not	be	effective.”	Cleaners.	He	must’ve	been	talking	about	the	wights.	And	he	was	definitely
talking	about	me.	“Denied!”	said	the	crackling	voice.	“Report	back	immediately	or	you’ll	spend	tonight	in	the	pit,	over!”	The	wight	muttered	“Acknowledged”	into	his	walkie-talkie	and	stalked	away.	“We’ve	got	to	follow	him,”	Emma	said.	“He	could	lead	us	to	the	others!”	“And	straight	into	the	lion’s	den,”	Addison	said.	“Though	I	suppose	that	can’t	be
helped.”	I	was	still	reeling.	“They	know	who	I	am,”	I	said	faintly.	“They	must’ve	seen	what	I	did.”	“That’s	right,”	Emma	said.	“And	it	scared	the	stuffing	out	of	them!”	I	unbent	myself	to	watch	the	wight	go.	He	marched	through	the	crowd,	hopped	a	traffic	barricade,	and	jogged	away	toward	a	parked	police	car.	We	followed	him	as	far	as	the	traffic
barrier.	I	looked	around,	trying	to	imagine	the	kidnappers’	next	move.	Behind	us	was	the	crowd,	and	in	front,	beyond	the	traffic	barrier,	cars	prowled	the	block	for	parking.	“Maybe	our	friends	came	this	far	on	foot,”	I	said,	“then	were	put	into	a	car.”	Brightening,	Addison	stood	on	hind	legs	to	peek	over	the	traffic	barrier.	“Yes!	That	must	be	it.	Bright
boy!”	“What	are	you	so	cheerful	for?”	said	Emma.	“If	they	were	taken	away	in	a	car,	they	could	be	anywhere	by	now!”	“Then	we’ll	follow	them	anywhere,”	Addison	said	pointedly.	“Though	I	doubt	they’re	terribly	far.	My	old	master	had	a	townhouse	not	far	from	here,	and	I	know	this	part	of	the	city	well.	There	are	no	major	ports	nor	obvious	points	of
exit	from	London	nearby—but	there	are	a	few	loop	entrances.	It’s	much	more	likely	that	they’ve	been	taken	to	one	of	those.	Now	lift	me	up!”	I	did,	and	with	my	help	he	scrambled	over	the	barrier	and	began	to	sniff	around	the	other	side.	Within	seconds	he’d	found	our	friends’	scent	trail	again.	“This	way!”	he	said,	pointing	down	the	street	after	the
wight,	who’d	gotten	into	the	police	car	and	was	driving	away.	“Looks	like	we’re	in	for	a	walk,”	I	said	to	Emma.	“Think	you	can	make	it?”	“I’ll	manage,”	she	said,	“so	as	long	as	we	find	another	loop	within	a	few	hours.	Otherwise	I	may	start	sprouting	gray	hairs	and	crow’s	feet.”	She	smiled,	as	if	this	were	something	to	joke	about.	“I	won’t	let	that
happen,”	I	said.	We	jumped	the	barricade.	I	took	one	last	look	at	the	Underground	station	behind	us.	“Do	you	see	the	hollow?”	said	Emma.	“No.	I	don’t	know	where	it	is.	And	that	worries	me.”	“Let’s	worry	about	one	thing	at	a	time,”	she	said.	*	*	*	We	walked	as	fast	as	Emma	could	manage,	keeping	to	the	side	of	the	street	still	sunk	in	morning	shadow,
watching	for	police	and	following	Addison’s	nose.	We	passed	into	an	industrial	area	near	the	docks,	the	River	Thames	revealing	itself	darkly	between	the	gaps	in	warehouses,	then	into	a	fancy	shopping	district	where	glittering	stores	were	crowned	with	glassy	townhouses.	Over	their	roofs	I	caught	glimpses	of	the	dome	of	St.	Paul’s	Cathedral,	whole
again,	the	sky	around	it	clear	and	blue.	The	bombs	had	all	been	dropped	and	the	bombers	were	long	gone—shot	down,	scrapped,	retired	into	museums	where	they	gathered	dust	behind	ropes,	to	be	gawked	at	by	schoolchildren	for	whom	that	war	seemed	as	distant	as	the	Crusades.	To	me	it	was,	quite	literally,	yesterday.	Hard	to	believe	these	were	the
same	cratered,	blacked-out	streets	through	which	we’d	run	for	our	lives	only	last	night.	They	were	unrecognizable	now,	shopping	malls	seemingly	conjured	from	the	ashes—and	so	were	the	people	who	walked	them,	heads	down,	glued	to	phones,	clothed	in	logos.	The	present	seemed	suddenly	strange	to	me,	so	trivial	and	distracted.	I	felt	like	one	of
those	mythical	heroes	who	fights	his	way	back	from	the	underworld	only	to	realize	that	the	world	above	is	every	bit	as	damned	as	the	one	below.	Page	11	And	then	it	hit	me—I	was	back.	I	was	in	the	present	again,	and	I’d	crossed	into	it	without	the	intervention	of	Miss	Peregrine	…	which	was	supposed	to	be	impossible.	“Emma?”	I	said.	“How	did	I	get
here?”	She	kept	her	eyes	trained	on	the	street	ahead,	always	scanning	for	trouble.	“Where,	London?	On	a	train,	silly.”	“No.”	I	lowered	my	voice.	“I	mean	to	now.	You	said	Miss	Peregrine	was	the	only	one	who	could	send	me	back.”	She	turned	to	glance	at	me,	eyes	narrowing.	“Yes,”	she	said	slowly.	“She	was.”	“Or	so	you	thought.”	“No—she	was,	I’m
sure	of	it.	That’s	how	it	works.”	“Then	how	did	I	get	here?”	She	looked	lost.	“I	don’t	know,	Jacob.	Maybe	…”	“There!”	Addison	said	excitedly,	and	we	broke	off	wondering	to	look.	His	body	was	rigid,	pointing	down	the	street	we’d	just	turned	onto.	“I’m	picking	up	dozens	of	peculiar	scent	trails	now—dozens	upon	dozens—and	they’re	fresh!”	“Which
means	what?”	I	said.	“Other	kidnapped	peculiars	were	brought	this	way,	not	just	our	friends,”	said	Emma.	“The	wights’	hideout	must	be	close	by.”	“Close	by	here?”	I	said.	The	block	was	lined	with	fast	food	joints	and	tacky	souvenir	shops,	and	we	stood	framed	in	the	neon-lit	window	of	a	greasy	diner.	“I	guess	I’d	been	imagining	someplace	…	eviller.”
“Like	a	dungeon	in	some	dank	castle,”	Emma	said,	nodding.	“Or	a	concentration	camp	surrounded	by	guards	and	barbed-wire	fences,”	I	said.	“In	the	snow.	Like	Horace’s	drawing.”	“We	may	find	such	a	place	yet,”	said	Addison.	“Remember,	this	is	likely	just	the	entrance	to	a	loop.”	Across	the	street,	tourists	were	taking	pictures	of	themselves	in	front
of	one	of	the	city’s	iconic	red	phone	boxes.	Then	they	noticed	us	and	snapped	a	picture	in	our	direction.	“Hey!”	Emma	said.	“No	photos!”	People	were	beginning	to	stare.	No	longer	surrounded	by	comic	conventioneers,	we	stuck	out	like	sore,	bloody	thumbs.	“Follow	me,”	Addison	hissed.	“All	the	trails	lead	this	way.”	We	hurried	after	him	down	the
block.	“If	only	Millard	were	here,”	I	said,	“he	could	scout	this	place	without	being	noticed.”	“Or	if	Horace	were	here,	he	might	remember	a	dream	that	would	help	us,”	Emma	said.	“Or	find	us	new	clothes,”	I	added.	“If	we	don’t	stop,	I’ll	cry,”	Emma	said.	We	came	to	a	jetty	bustling	with	activity.	Sun	glinted	off	the	water,	a	narrow	inlet	of	the	murky
Thames,	and	clumps	of	tourists	in	visors	and	fanny	packs	waddled	onto	and	off	of	several	large	boats,	each	offering	more	or	less	identical	sightseeing	tours	of	London.	Addison	stopped.	“They	were	brought	here,”	he	said.	“It	would	appear	they	were	put	onto	a	boat.”	We	followed	his	nose	through	the	crowd	to	an	empty	boat	slip.	The	wights	had	indeed
loaded	our	friends	onto	a	boat,	and	now	we	needed	to	follow	them—but	in	what?	We	walked	around	the	jetty	looking	for	a	ride.	“This	will	never	do,”	Emma	grumbled.	“These	boats	are	too	large	and	crowded.	We	need	a	small	one—something	we	can	pilot	ourselves.”	“Wait	a	moment,”	said	Addison,	his	snout	twitching.	He	trotted	away,	nose	to	the
wooden	boards.	We	followed	him	across	the	jetty	and	down	a	little	unmarked	ramp	that	was	ignored	by	the	tourists.	It	led	to	a	lower	dock,	below	the	street,	just	at	water	level.	There	was	no	one	around;	it	was	deserted.	Here	Addison	stopped,	wearing	a	look	of	deep	concentration.	“Peculiars	have	come	this	way.”	“Our	peculiars?”	Emma	said.	He
sniffed	the	dock	again	and	shook	his	head.	“Not	ours.	But	there	are	many	trails	here,	new	and	old,	strong	and	faded,	all	mixed	together.	This	is	an	oft-used	pathway.”	Ahead	of	us,	the	dock	narrowed	and	disappeared	beneath	the	main	jetty,	where	it	was	swallowed	in	shadows.	“Oft	used	by	whom?”	Emma	said,	peering	anxiously	into	the	dark.	“I’ve
never	heard	of	any	loop	entrance	underneath	a	dock	in	Wapping.”	Addison	had	no	answer.	There	was	nothing	to	do	but	forge	on	and	explore,	so	we	did,	passing	nervously	into	the	shadows.	As	our	eyes	adjusted,	another	jetty	resolved	into	view—one	altogether	different	from	the	sunny,	pleasant	one	above	us.	The	boards	down	here	were	green	and
rotting,	broken	in	places.	A	scrum	of	squeaking	rats	scampered	through	a	mound	of	discarded	cans,	then	leapt	a	short	distance	from	the	dock	into	an	ancient-looking	skiff,	bobbing	in	the	dark	water	between	wooden	pylons	slimed	with	moss.	“Well,”	Emma	said,	“I	guess	that	would	do	in	a	pinch	…”	“But	it’s	filled	with	rats!”	said	Addison,	aghast.	“It
won’t	be	for	long,”	Emma	said,	igniting	a	small	flame	in	her	hand.	“Rats	don’t	much	care	for	my	company.”	Since	there	didn’t	seem	to	be	anyone	to	stop	us,	we	crossed	to	the	boat,	hopscotching	around	the	weakest-looking	boards,	and	began	to	untie	it	from	the	dock.	“STOP!”	came	a	booming	voice	from	inside	the	boat.	Emma	squealed,	Addison
yelped,	and	I	nearly	leapt	out	of	my	skin.	A	man	who’d	been	sitting	in	the	boat—how	had	we	not	seen	him	until	now?!—rose	slowly	to	his	feet,	straightening	himself	inch	by	inch	until	he	towered	over	us.	He	was	seven	feet	tall	at	least,	his	massive	frame	draped	in	a	cloak	and	his	face	hidden	beneath	a	dark	hood.	“I’m—I’m	so	sorry!”	Emma	stammered.
“It’s—we	thought	this	boat	was—”	Page	12	“Many	have	tried	to	steal	from	Sharon!”	the	man	thundered.	“Now	their	skulls	make	homes	for	sea	creatures!”	“I	swear	we	weren’t	trying	to—”	“We’ll	just	be	going,”	squeaked	Addison,	backing	away,	“so	sorry	to	bother	you,	milord.”	“SILENCE!”	the	boatman	roared,	stepping	onto	the	creaking	dock	with	one
enormous	stride.	“Anyone	who	comes	for	my	boat	must	PAY	THE	PRICE!”	I	was	completely	terrified,	and	when	Emma	shouted	“RUN!”	I	was	already	turning	to	go.	We’d	only	gotten	a	few	paces,	though,	when	my	foot	crashed	through	a	rotting	board	and	I	pitched	face-first	onto	the	dock.	I	tried	to	scramble	up	but	my	leg	was	thigh	deep	in	the	hole.	I
was	stuck,	and	by	the	time	Emma	and	Addison	circled	back	to	help	me,	it	was	too	late.	The	boatman	was	upon	us,	looming	overhead	and	laughing,	his	cavernous	guffaws	booming	around	us.	It	might	have	been	a	trick	of	the	darkness,	but	I	could’ve	sworn	I	saw	a	rat	tumble	from	the	hood	of	his	cloak,	and	another	slip	from	his	sleeve	as	he	slowly	raised
his	arm	toward	us.	“Get	away	from	us,	you	maniac!”	Emma	shouted,	clapping	her	hands	to	light	a	flame.	Though	the	light	she	made	did	nothing	to	chase	away	the	dark	inside	the	boatman’s	hood—I	suspected	not	even	the	sun	could	do	that—it	showed	us	what	he	held	in	his	outstretched	hand,	which	wasn’t	a	knife,	nor	any	weapon.	It	was	a	piece	of
paper,	pinched	between	his	thumb	and	a	long,	white	forefinger.	He	was	offering	it	to	me,	bending	low	so	I	could	reach	it.	“Please,”	he	said	calmly.	“Read	it.”	I	hesitated.	“What	is	it?”	“The	price.	And	some	other	information	regarding	my	services.”	Quaking	with	fear,	I	reached	up	and	took	the	paper.	We	all	leaned	in	to	read	by	the	light	of	Emma’s
flame.	I	looked	up	at	the	giant	boatman.	“So	this	is	you?”	I	said	uncertainly.	“You’re	…	Sharon?”	“In	the	flesh,”	he	replied,	his	voice	an	oily	slither	that	made	my	neck	hairs	stand	on	end.	“Good	bird,	man,	you	scared	us	half	to	death!”	said	Addison.	“Was	all	that	bluster	and	cackling	really	necessary?”	“My	apologies.	I	was	napping	and	you	startled	me.”
“We	startled	you?”	“For	a	moment	I	thought	you	really	were	trying	to	steal	my	boat,”	he	chuckled.	“Ha-ha!”	Emma	said,	forcing	a	laugh.	“No,	we	were	just	…	making	sure	it	was	moored	properly.”	Sharon	turned	to	examine	the	skiff,	which	was	simply	roped	to	one	of	the	wooden	pylons.	“And	how	do	you	find	it?”	he	asked,	the	dull	white	crescent	of	a



grin	spreading	beneath	his	hood.	“Totally	…	ship-shape,”	I	said,	finally	jimmying	my	leg	free	from	the	hole.	“Really	good,	um,	mooring.”	“Couldn’t	have	tied	a	better	knot	myself,”	said	Emma,	helping	me	to	my	feet.	“By	the	way,”	said	Addison.	“The	ones	who	did	try	…	are	they	really	all	…?”	He	glanced	at	the	dark	water	and	swallowed	audibly.	“Never
mind	that,”	the	boatman	said.	“Now	you’ve	woken	me,	and	I	am	at	your	service.	What	can	I	do	for	you?”	“We	need	to	hire	your	boat,”	Emma	said	firmly.	“By	ourselves.”	“I	can’t	allow	that,”	Sharon	said.	“I	always	captain	the	boat.”	“Ah,	too	bad	then!”	Addison	said,	turning	eagerly	to	leave.	Emma	caught	him	by	the	collar.	“Wait!”	she	hissed.	“We’re	not
done	here.”	She	smiled	pleasantly	at	the	boatman.	“So,	we	happen	to	know	that	a	lot	of	peculiars	come	through	this	…”	She	looked	around,	searching	for	the	right	word.	“…	place.	Is	that	because	there’s	a	loop	entrance	nearby?”	“I	don’t	know	what	you	mean,”	Sharon	said	flatly.	“Okay,	yes,	of	course	you	can’t	just	admit	it.	I	completely	understand.
But	you’re	in	safe	company	with	us.	Obviously,	we’re—”	I	elbowed	her.	“Emma,	don’t!”	“Why	not?	He’s	already	seen	the	dog	talk	and	me	make	fire.	If	we	can’t	speak	honestly	…”	“But	we	don’t	know	if	he	is,”	I	said.	“Of	course	he	is,”	she	said,	then	turned	to	Sharon.	“You	are,	aren’t	you?”	The	boatman	stared	at	us	impassively.	“He	is,	isn’t	he?”	Emma
asked	Addison.	“Can’t	you	smell	it	on	him?”	“No,	not	clearly.”	“Well,	I	suppose	it	doesn’t	matter,	so	long	as	he’s	not	a	wight.”	She	gave	Sharon	a	beady-eyed	glare.	“You’re	not,	are	you?”	“I	am	a	businessman,”	he	said	evenly.	“Who’s	well	accustomed	to	meeting	talking	dogs	and	girls	who	make	fire	with	their	hands,”	said	Addison.	“In	my	line	of	work,
one	meets	a	wide	variety	of	people.”	“I’ll	cut	to	the	chase,”	I	said,	shaking	water	off	one	foot,	then	the	other.	“We’re	looking	for	some	friends	of	ours.	We	think	they	might’ve	come	this	way	within	the	last	hour	or	so.	Mostly	kids,	some	adults.	One	was	invisible,	one	could	float	…”	“They’d	be	hard	to	miss,”	Emma	said.	“They	were	being	held	at	gunpoint
by	a	gang	of	wights.”	Sharon	crossed	his	arms	into	a	wide,	black	X.	“As	I	said,	all	manner	of	people	hire	my	boat,	and	each	relies	on	my	absolute	discretion.	I	won’t	discuss	my	clientele.”	“Is	that	so?”	Emma	said.	“Excuse	us	just	a	moment.”	She	took	me	aside	to	whisper	in	my	ear.	Page	13	“If	he	doesn’t	start	talking,	I’m	going	to	get	really	angry.”
“Don’t	do	anything	reckless,”	I	whispered	back.	“Why?	You	believe	that	humbug	about	skulls	and	sea	creatures?”	“Yes,	actually.	I	know	he’s	a	slimebag,	but—”	“Slimebag?	He’s	practically	admitted	to	doing	business	with	wights!	He	might	even	be	one!”	“—but	he’s	a	useful	slimebag.	I	have	a	feeling	he	knows	exactly	where	our	friends	were	taken.	It’s
just	a	matter	of	asking	the	right	questions.”	“Then	have	at	it,”	she	said	crossly.	I	turned	to	Sharon	and	said	with	a	smile,	“What	can	you	tell	me	about	your	tours?”	He	brightened	immediately.	“Finally,	a	subject	I	can	speak	freely	about.	I	just	happen	to	have	some	information	right	here	…”	He	turned	snappily	and	went	to	a	nearby	pylon.	A	shelf	had
been	nailed	onto	it,	and	upon	the	shelf	was	displayed	a	skull	dressed	in	old-time	aviator	garb—leather	cap,	goggles,	a	jaunty	scarf.	Gripped	between	its	teeth	were	several	pamphlets,	and	Sharon	pulled	one	out	and	handed	it	to	me.	It	was	a	cheesy	tourist	brochure	that	looked	like	it	had	been	printed	when	my	grandfather	was	a	boy.	I	leafed	through	its
pages	as	Sharon	cleared	his	throat	and	spoke.	“Let’s	see	now.	Families	enjoy	the	Famine	’n’	Flames	package	…	in	the	morning	we	go	upriver	to	watch	Viking	siege	engines	catapult	diseased	sheep	over	the	city	walls,	then	have	a	nice	boxed	lunch	and	return	in	the	evening	via	the	Great	Fire	of	1666,	which	is	a	real	treat	after	dark,	with	the	flames
reflecting	on	the	water,	very	nice.	Or	if	you’ve	only	a	few	hours	to	spare,	we	have	a	lovely	gibbetting	’round	Execution	Dock—right	at	sunset,	popular	with	honeymooners—in	which	some	excellently	foul-tongued	pirates	give	colorful	speeches	before	being	put	to	the	rope.	For	a	small	fee	you	can	even	have	your	photo	taken	with	them!”	Inside	the
brochure	were	illustrations	of	smiling	tourists	enjoying	the	sights	he’d	described.	The	final	page	was	a	photo	of	one	of	Sharon’s	guests	posing	with	a	gang	of	surly	pirates	wielding	knives	and	guns.	“Peculiars	do	this	stuff	for	fun?”	I	marveled.	“This	is	a	waste	of	time,”	Emma	whispered,	checking	behind	us	anxiously.	“I’ll	bet	he’s	just	running	out	the
clock	until	the	next	patrol	of	wights	arrives.”	“I	don’t	think	so,”	I	said.	“Just	wait	…”	Sharon	was	plowing	on	as	if	he	hadn’t	heard	us.	“…	and	you	can	see	all	the	lunatics’	heads	arranged	on	pikes	as	we	float	beneath	London	Bridge!	Lastly,	there’s	our	most	requested	excursion,	which	is	a	personal	favorite	of	mine.	But	oh—never	mind,”	he	said	coyly,
waving	his	hand,	“come	to	think	of	it,	I	doubt	you’d	be	interested	in	Devil’s	Acre.”	“Why	not?”	Emma	said.	“Too	nice	and	pleasant?”	“Actually,	it’s	rather	a	rough	spot.	Certainly	no	place	for	children	…”	Emma	stamped	her	foot	and	shook	the	whole	rotting	dock.	“That’s	where	our	friends	were	taken,	isn’t	it?”	she	shouted.	“Isn’t	it!”	“Don’t	lose	your
temper,	miss.	Your	safety	is	my	highest	concern.”	“Quit	winding	us	up	and	tell	us	what’s	there!”	“Well,	if	you	insist	…”	Sharon	made	a	sound	like	he	was	slipping	into	a	warm	bath	and	began	rubbing	his	leathery	hands	together,	as	if	just	thinking	about	it	brought	him	pleasure.	“Nasty	things,”	he	said.	“Dreadful	things.	Vile	things.	Anything	you	like,	so
long	as	what	you	like	is	nasty,	dreadful,	and	vile.	I’ve	often	dreamed	of	hanging	up	my	oar	pole	and	retiring	there	one	day,	perhaps	to	run	the	little	abattoir	on	Oozing	Street	…”	“What	name	did	you	call	it	again?”	said	Addison.	“Devil’s	Acre,”	the	boatman	said	wistfully.	Addison	shuddered	from	tip	to	tail.	“I	know	it,”	he	said	gravely.	“It’s	a	terrible
place—the	most	depraved	and	dangerous	slum	in	the	whole	long	history	of	London.	I’ve	heard	stories	of	peculiar	animals	brought	there	in	cages	and	made	to	fight	in	blood-sport	games.	Grimbears	pitted	against	emu-raffes,	chimpnoceri	against	flaming-goats	…	parents	against	their	own	children!	Forced	to	maim	and	kill	one	another	for	the
entertainment	of	a	few	sick	peculiars.”	“Disgusting,”	Emma	said.	“What	peculiar	would	participate	in	such	a	thing?”	Addison	shook	his	head	ruefully.	“Outlaws	…	mercenaries	…	exiles	…”	“But	there	are	no	outlaws	in	peculiardom!”	said	Emma.	“Any	peculiar	convicted	of	a	crime	is	brought	by	the	home	guard	to	a	punishment	loop!”	“How	little	you
know	of	your	own	world,”	the	boatman	said.	“Criminals	can’t	be	jailed	if	they’re	never	caught,”	Addison	explained.	“Not	if	they	escape	to	a	loop	like	that	first—lawless,	ungovernable.”	“It	sounds	like	Hell,”	I	said.	“Why	would	anyone	go	there	voluntarily?”	“What’s	Hell	for	some,”	said	the	boatman,	“is	paradise	for	others.	It’s	the	last	truly	free	place.
Somewhere	you	can	buy	anything,	sell	anything	…”	He	leaned	toward	me	and	lowered	his	voice.	“Or	hide	anything.”	“Like	kidnapped	ymbrynes	and	peculiar	children?”	I	said.	“Is	that	what	you’re	getting	at?”	“I	said	nothing	of	the	sort,”	shrugged	the	boatman,	busying	himself	with	a	rat	plucked	from	the	hem	of	his	cloak.	“Shoo	there,	Percy,	Daddy’s
working.”	Page	14	While	he	placed	the	rat	gently	aside,	I	gathered	Emma	and	Addison	in	a	tight	huddle.	“What	do	you	think?”	I	whispered.	“Could	this	…	devil	place	…	really	be	where	our	friends	were	taken?”	“Well,	they	have	to	be	keeping	their	prisoners	inside	a	loop,	and	a	pretty	old	one,”	said	Emma.	“Otherwise	most	of	us	would	age	forward	and
die	after	a	day	or	two	…”	“But	what	do	the	wights	care	if	we	die?”	I	said.	“They	just	want	to	steal	our	souls.”	“Maybe,	but	they	can’t	let	the	ymbrynes	die.	They	need	them	to	re-create	the	1908	event.	Remember	the	wights’	crazy	plan?”	“All	that	stuff	Golan	was	raving	about.	Immortality	and	ruling	the	world	…”	“Yeah.	So	they’ve	been	kidnapping
ymbrynes	for	months	and	need	a	place	to	hold	them	where	they	won’t	turn	into	dried	fruit	leather,	right?	Which	means	a	pretty	old	loop.	Eighty,	a	hundred	years	at	least.	And	if	Devil’s	Acre	is	really	a	lawless	jungle	of	depravity	…”	“It	is,”	said	Addison.	“…	then	it	sounds	like	a	perfect	spot	for	wights	to	secret	away	their	captives.”	“Right	in	the	heart	of
peculiar	London,	too,”	said	Addison.	“Right	under	everyone’s	noses.	Clever	little	blighters	…”	“Guess	that	settles	it,”	I	said.	Emma	stepped	smartly	toward	Sharon.	“We’ll	take	three	tickets	to	that	disgusting,	horrible	place	you	described,	please.”	“Be	very,	very	certain	that’s	what	you	want,”	said	the	boatman.	“Innocent	lambs	like	yourselves	don’t
always	return	from	Devil’s	Acre.”	“We’re	sure,”	I	said.	“Very	good,	then.	But	don’t	say	I	didn’t	warn	you.”	“Only	thing	is,	we	don’t	have	three	gold	pieces,”	said	Emma.	“Is	that	right?”	Sharon	tented	his	long	fingers	and	let	out	a	sigh	that	smelled	like	an	opened	tomb.	“Normally	I	insist	on	payment	up	front,	but	I’m	feeling	generous	this	morning.	I	find
your	plucky	optimism	charming.	You	can	owe	me.”	And	then	he	laughed,	as	if	he	knew	we’d	never	live	to	repay	him,	and	stepping	aside	he	raised	a	cloaked	arm	toward	his	boat.	“Welcome	aboard,	children.”	Sharon	made	a	big	show	of	plucking	six	wriggling	rats	from	his	boat	before	we	boarded—as	if	a	pestilence-free	journey	were	a	luxury	afforded
only	to	Very	Important	Peculiars—and	then	he	offered	Emma	his	arm	and	helped	her	step	from	the	dock.	We	were	seated	three	abreast	on	a	simple	wooden	bench.	While	Sharon	was	busy	untying	the	mooring	rope,	I	wondered	whether	trusting	him	was	merely	unwise	or	if	it	crossed	the	line	into	recklessness,	like	lying	down	for	a	nap	in	the	middle	of	a
road.	The	trouble	with	the	merely	unwise/deeply	stupid	line	is	that	you	often	don’t	know	which	side	you’re	on	until	it’s	too	late.	By	the	time	things	have	settled	down	enough	for	you	to	reflect,	the	button’s	been	pushed,	the	plane’s	left	the	hangar,	or	in	our	case,	the	boat’s	left	the	dock—and	as	I	watched	Sharon	shove	us	away	from	it	with	his	foot,
which	was	bare,	and	I	noticed	that	his	bare	foot	was	not	quite	human-looking,	with	toes	as	long	as	mini	hotdogs	and	thick	yellow	nails	that	curled	like	claws,	I	realized	with	sinking	certainty	which	side	of	the	line	we	were	on,	and	also	that	it	was	too	late	to	do	much	about	it.	Sharon	yanked	the	ignition	cord	on	a	dinky	outboard	motor	and	it	coughed
awake	in	a	cloud	of	blue	fumes.	Tucking	his	considerable	legs	beneath	him,	he	lowered	into	the	puddle	of	black	fabric	his	cloak	made	in	the	boat.	He	revved	the	puttering	engine,	then	steered	us	out	of	the	underjetty,	through	a	forest	of	looming	wood	pylons	and	into	warm	sunlight.	Then	we	were	in	a	canal,	a	man-made	tributary	of	the	Thames	walled
on	both	sides	by	glassy	buildings	and	bobbing	with	more	boats	than	a	toddler’s	tub	at	bath	time—candy-red	tugs	and	wide,	flat	barges	and	tour	boats	whose	upper	decks	teemed	with	sightseers	taking	the	air.	Strangely,	none	of	them	trained	their	cameras	at,	nor	seemed	to	even	notice,	the	unusual	craft	that	burbled	past	them,	with	an	angel	of	death
at	the	tiller,	two	blood-spattered	children	in	the	seat,	and	a	dog	in	glasses	peering	over	the	side.	Which	was	just	as	well.	Had	Sharon	charmed	his	boat	somehow	so	that	only	peculiars	could	see	it?	I	decided	to	believe	it	was	so,	because	there	was	nowhere	to	hide	in	it	anyway,	should	we	have	needed	to.	Looking	it	over	in	the	full	light	of	day,	I	noticed
that	the	boat	was	extremely	simple	but	for	an	intricately	carved	figurehead	rising	from	its	bow.	The	carving	was	shaped	like	a	fat,	scaly	snake	that	curved	upward	in	a	gentle	S,	but	where	a	head	should’ve	been	was	a	giant	eyeball,	lidless	and	large	as	a	melon,	staring	forever	out	before	us.	“What	is	it?”	I	asked,	running	my	hand	over	its	polished
surface.	“Yew	wood,”	Sharon	called	over	the	motor’s	growl.	“I	would	what?”	“That’s	what	it’s	made	from.”	“But	what’s	it	for?”	“To	see	with!”	he	replied	testily.	Sharon	pushed	the	motor	harder—possibly	just	to	drown	out	my	questions—and	as	we	picked	up	speed	the	bow	lifted	gently	from	the	water.	I	took	a	deep	breath,	enjoying	the	sun	and	wind	on
my	face,	and	Addison	let	his	tongue	hang	out	as	he	leaned	over	the	side	with	his	paws,	looking	as	happy	as	I’d	ever	seen	him.	What	a	beautiful	day	to	go	to	Hell.	“So	I’ve	been	thinking	about	how	you	got	here,”	Emma	said.	“How	you	got	back	to	the	present.”	“Okay,”	I	said.	“What	do	you	think?”	“There’s	only	one	explanation	that	makes	any	sense—
though	not	bloody	much.	When	we	were	in	the	underground	tunnels	with	all	those	wights,	and	we	crossed	back	into	the	present,	the	reason	you	came	with	us	instead	of	continuing	on	in	eighteen-whatever-it-was,	suddenly	alone,	was	that	Miss	Peregrine	was	there	somehow,	nearby,	and	helped	you	cross	without	anyone	knowing	it.”	Page	15	“I	don’t
know,	Emma,	that	seems	…”	I	hesitated,	not	wanting	to	be	harsh.	“You	think	she	was	hiding	in	the	tunnel?”	“I’m	saying	it’s	possible.	We’ve	no	idea	where	she	was.”	“The	wights	have	her.	Caul	admitted	it!”	“Since	when	do	you	believe	anything	the	wights	say?”	“You’ve	got	me	there,”	I	said.	“But	since	Caul	was	boasting	about	having	her,	I	figured	he
was	probably	telling	the	truth.”	“Maybe	…	or	he	said	it	to	crush	our	spirits	and	make	us	want	to	give	up.	He	was	trying	to	convince	us	to	surrender	to	his	soldiers,	remember?”	“True,”	I	said,	frowning.	My	brain	was	starting	to	kink	from	all	the	possibilities.	“Okay.	Let’s	say	for	the	sake	of	argument	that	Miss	P	was	with	us	in	the	tunnel.	Why	would	she
have	gone	to	the	trouble	of	sending	me	back	to	the	present	as	a	captive	of	the	wights?	We	were	on	our	way	to	have	our	second	souls	sucked	out.	I	would’ve	been	better	off	stuck	in	that	loop.”	For	a	moment	Emma	looked	genuinely	stumped.	Then	her	face	lit	up	and	she	said,	“Unless	you	and	I	are	supposed	to	rescue	everyone	else.	Maybe	it	was	all	part
of	her	plan.”	“But	how	could	she	have	known	we	would	escape	the	wights?”	Emma	cast	a	sidelong	glance	at	Addison.	“Maybe	she	had	help,”	she	whispered.	“Em,	this	hypothetical	chain	of	events	is	getting	really	unlikely.”	I	took	a	breath,	choosing	my	words	carefully.	“I	know	you	want	to	believe	Miss	Peregrine	is	out	there	somewhere,	free,	watching
over	us.	I	do,	too	…”	“I	want	that	so	badly,	it	hurts,”	she	said.	“But	if	she	were	free,	wouldn’t	she	have	contacted	us	somehow?	And	if	he	were	involved,”	I	said	quietly,	nodding	toward	Addison,	“wouldn’t	he	have	mentioned	it	by	now?”	“Not	if	he’s	sworn	to	secrecy.	Perhaps	it’s	too	dangerous	to	tell	anyone,	even	us.	If	we	knew	Miss	Peregrine’s
whereabouts,	and	someone	knew	we	knew,	we	might	break	under	torture	…”	“And	he	wouldn’t?”	I	said	a	little	too	loudly,	and	the	dog	looked	up	at	us,	his	cheeks	ballooning	and	tongue	flapping	ridiculously	as	the	wind	caught	them.	“Ho,	there!”	he	cried.	“I’ve	counted	fifty-six	fish	already,	though	one	or	two	might’ve	been	bits	of	half-submerged
rubbish.	What	are	you	two	whispering	about?”	“Oh,	nothing,”	said	Emma.	“Somehow	I	doubt	that,”	he	muttered,	but	his	suspicion	was	quickly	overwhelmed	by	his	instincts,	and	a	second	later	he	yelped,	“Fish!”	and	his	attention	lasered	back	to	the	water.	“Fish	…	fish	…	rubbish	…	fish	…”	Emma	laughed	darkly.	“It’s	a	completely	mad	idea,	I	know.	But
my	brain	is	a	hope-making	engine.”	“I’m	so	glad,”	I	said.	“Mine	is	a	worst-case-scenario	generator.”	“We	need	each	other,	then.”	“Yes.	But	we	already	knew	that,	I	think.”	The	boat’s	steady	heaving	pushed	us	together	and	apart,	together	and	apart.	“Sure	you	wouldn’t	rather	go	on	the	romantic	cruise?”	Sharon	said.	“It	isn’t	too	late.”	“Very	sure,”	I
said.	“We’re	on	a	mission.”	“Then	I	suggest	you	open	the	box	you’re	sitting	on.	You’re	going	to	need	what’s	inside	when	we	cross	over.”	We	opened	the	bench’s	hinged	top	to	find	a	large	canvas	tarp.	“What’s	this	for?”	I	said.	“Cowering	beneath,”	Sharon	replied,	and	he	turned	the	boat	down	an	even	narrower	canal	lined	with	new,	expensive-looking
condos.	“I’ve	been	able	to	keep	you	hidden	from	view	thus	far,	but	the	protection	I	can	offer	doesn’t	work	inside	the	Acre—and	unsavory	characters	tend	to	keep	watch	for	easy	prey	’round	the	entrance.	And	you	are	most	certainly	easy	prey.”	“I	knew	you	were	up	to	something,”	I	said.	“Not	a	single	tourist	so	much	as	glanced	at	us.”	“It’s	safer	to	watch
historical	atrocities	being	committed	when	the	participants	aren’t	able	to	watch	you	back,”	he	said.	“Can’t	have	my	customers	being	carried	off	by	Viking	raiders,	can	I?	Imagine	the	user	reviews!”	We	were	fast	approaching	a	sort	of	tunnel—a	bridged-over	stretch	of	canal,	perhaps	a	hundred	feet	long,	atop	which	hulked	a	building	like	a	warehouse	or
an	old	mill.	From	the	far	end	shone	a	half	circle	of	blue	sky	and	sparkling	water.	Between	here	and	there	was	only	darkness.	It	looked	as	much	like	a	loop	entrance	as	anyplace	I’d	seen.	We	heaved	out	the	enormous	tarp,	which	filled	half	the	boat.	Emma	lay	down	beside	me	and	we	wriggled	beneath	it,	drawing	the	edge	up	to	our	chins	like	bedsheets.
As	the	boat	glided	beneath	the	bridge	into	shadow,	Sharon	cut	the	motor	and	hid	it	beneath	another,	smaller	tarp.	Then	he	stood	and	extended	a	collapsible	staff,	plunged	it	into	the	water	until	it	touched	bottom,	and	began	poling	us	forward	in	long,	silent	strokes.	“By	the	way,”	Emma	said,	“what	sort	of	‘unsavory	characters’	are	we	hiding	from?
Wights?”	“There’s	more	evil	in	peculiardom	than	merely	your	hated	wights,”	Sharon	said,	his	voice	echoing	through	the	stone	tunnel.	“An	opportunist	disguised	as	a	friend	can	be	every	bit	as	dangerous	as	an	outright	enemy.”	Emma	sighed.	“Must	you	always	be	so	vague?”	“Your	heads!”	he	snapped.	“You	too,	dog.”	Addison	snuffled	beneath	the	tarp,
and	we	pulled	the	edge	over	our	faces.	It	was	black	and	hot	under	the	fabric,	and	it	smelled	overpoweringly	of	motor	oil.	Page	16	“Are	you	frightened?”	Addison	whispered	in	the	dark.	“Not	particularly,”	said	Emma.	“Are	you,	Jacob?”	“So	much	I	might	throw	up.	Addison?”	“Of	course	not,”	the	dog	said.	“Fearfulness	isn’t	a	characteristic	of	my	breed.”
But	then	he	snuggled	right	between	Emma	and	me,	and	I	could	feel	his	whole	body	trembling.	*	*	*	Some	changeovers	are	as	fast	and	smooth	as	superhighways,	but	this	one	felt	like	slamming	down	a	washboard	road	full	of	potholes,	lurching	around	a	hairpin	turn,	and	then	careening	off	a	cliff—all	in	complete	darkness.	When	it	was	finally	over,	my
head	was	dizzy	and	pounding.	I	wondered	what	invisible	mechanism	made	some	changeovers	harder	than	others.	Maybe	the	journey	was	only	as	rough	as	the	destination,	and	this	one	had	felt	like	off-roading	into	a	savage	wilderness	because	that’s	precisely	what	we	had	done.	“We	have	arrived,”	Sharon	announced.	“Is	everyone	okay?”	I	said,
fumbling	for	Emma’s	hand.	“We	must	go	back,”	Addison	groaned.	“I’ve	left	my	kidneys	on	the	other	side.”	“Do	keep	quiet	until	I	find	somewhere	discreet	to	deposit	you,”	Sharon	said.	It’s	amazing	how	much	more	acute	your	hearing	becomes	the	moment	you	can’t	use	your	eyes.	As	I	lay	quietly	beneath	the	tarp,	I	was	hypnotized	by	the	sounds	of	a
bygone	world	blooming	around	us.	At	first	there	was	only	the	splash	of	Sharon’s	pole	in	the	water,	but	soon	it	was	complemented	by	other	noises,	all	stirring	together	to	paint	an	elaborate	scene	in	my	mind.	That	steady	slap	of	wood	against	water	belonged,	I	imagined,	to	the	oars	of	a	passing	boat	piled	high	with	fish.	I	pictured	the	ladies	I	could	hear
shouting	to	one	another	as	leaning	from	the	windows	of	opposite-facing	houses,	trading	gossip	across	the	canal	while	tending	lines	of	laundry.	Ahead	of	us,	children	whooped	with	laughter	as	a	dog	barked,	and	distantly	I	could	make	out	voices	singing	in	time	to	the	rhythm	of	hammers:	“Hark	to	the	clinking	of	hammers,	hark	to	the	driving	of	nails!”
Before	long	I	was	imagining	plucky	chimneysweeps	in	top	hats	skipping	down	streets	full	of	rough	charm	and	people	banding	together	to	overcome	their	lot	in	life	with	a	wink	and	a	song.	I	couldn’t	help	it.	All	I	knew	about	Victorian	slums	I’d	learned	from	the	campy	musical	version	of	Oliver	Twist.	When	I	was	twelve	I’d	been	in	a	community	theater
production	of	it;	I	was	Orphan	Number	Five,	if	you	must	know,	and	had	suffered	such	terrible	stage	fright	on	the	night	of	the	show	that	I	faked	a	stomach	flu	and	watched	the	whole	thing	from	the	wings,	in	costume,	with	a	barf	bucket	between	my	legs.	Anyway,	such	was	the	scene	in	my	head	when	I	noticed	a	small	hole	in	the	tarp	near	my	shoulder—
chewed	by	rats,	no	doubt—and,	shifting	a	little,	I	found	I	could	peek	through	it.	Within	seconds,	the	happy,	musical-inspired	landscape	I’d	imagined	melted	away	like	a	Salvador	Dalí	painting.	The	first	horror	to	greet	me	were	the	houses	that	lined	the	canal,	though	calling	them	houses	was	generous.	Nowhere	in	their	sagging	and	rotted	architecture
could	be	found	a	single	straight	line.	They	slouched	like	a	row	of	exhausted	soldiers	who’d	fallen	asleep	at	attention;	it	seemed	the	only	thing	keeping	them	from	tipping	straight	into	the	water	was	the	tightness	with	which	they	were	packed—that	and	the	mortar	of	black-and-green	filth	that	smeared	their	lower	thirds	in	thick,	sludgy	strata.	On	each	of
their	rickety	porches	a	coffinlike	box	stood	on	end,	but	only	when	I	heard	a	loud	grunt	issue	from	one	and	saw	something	tumble	into	the	water	from	beneath	it	did	I	realize	what	they	were	or	that	the	slapping	sounds	I’d	heard	earlier	hadn’t	come	from	oars	but	from	outhouses,	which	were	contributing	to	the	very	filth	that	held	them	up.	The	women
calling	to	one	another	from	across	the	canal	were	leaning	from	opposite	windows,	just	as	I’d	imagined,	but	they	weren’t	hanging	laundry	and	they	certainly	weren’t	trading	gossip—at	least,	not	anymore;	now	they	were	trading	insults	and	issuing	threats.	One	waved	a	broken	bottle	and	laughed	drunkenly	while	the	other	shouted	epithets	I	could	barely
understand	(“Yore	nuffink	but	a	stinkin’	dollymop	’ood	lay	wi’	the	devil	’imself	for	a	farthing!”)—which	was	ironic,	if	I	took	her	meaning	correctly,	because	she	was	herself	stripped	to	the	waist	and	didn’t	seem	to	mind	who	noticed.	Both	stopped	to	whistle	down	at	Sharon	as	we	passed,	but	he	ignored	them.	Eager	to	wipe	that	image	from	my	head,	I
managed	to	replace	it	with	something	even	worse:	ahead	of	us	was	a	gang	of	kids	swinging	their	feet	from	a	rickety	footbridge	that	spanned	the	canal.	They	were	dangling	a	dog	above	the	water	by	a	rope	tied	around	its	hind	legs,	dipping	the	poor	creature	underwater	and	cackling	when	its	desperate	barks	turned	to	bubbles.	I	resisted	an	urge	to	kick
the	tarp	away	and	scream	at	them.	At	least	Addison	couldn’t	see;	if	he	had,	no	amount	of	reasoning	would’ve	stopped	him	from	going	after	them	with	teeth	bared,	blowing	our	cover.	“I	see	what	you’re	up	to,”	Sharon	muttered	at	me.	“If	you	want	to	have	a	look	around	just	wait,	we’ll	be	through	the	worst	of	it	in	a	tick.”	“Are	you	peeking?”	Emma
whispered,	poking	me.	“Maybe,”	I	said,	still	doing	it.	The	boatman	shushed	us.	Drawing	his	pole	from	the	water,	he	uncapped	the	handle	to	expose	a	short	blade,	then	held	it	out	to	sever	the	boys’	rope	as	we	drifted	by.	The	dog	splashed	into	the	water	and	paddled	gratefully	away,	and	howling	with	rage,	the	boys	began	to	improvise	projectiles	to
throw	at	us.	Sharon	pushed	on,	ignoring	them	as	he	had	the	ladies	until	a	flying	apple	core	missed	his	head	by	inches.	Then	he	sighed,	turned,	and	calmly	pulled	back	the	hood	of	his	cloak—just	enough	so	that	the	boys	could	see	him,	but	I	couldn’t.	Page	17	Whatever	they	saw	must’ve	scared	them	half	to	death,	because	all	ran	screaming	from	the
bridge,	one	so	fast	he	tripped	and	fell	into	the	fetid	water.	Chuckling	to	himself,	Sharon	readjusted	his	hood	before	facing	forward	again.	“What’s	happened?”	Emma	said,	alarmed.	“What	was	that?”	“A	Devil’s	Acre	welcome,”	replied	Sharon.	“Now,	if	you	care	to	see	where	we	are,	you	may	uncover	your	faces	a	bit,	and	I’ll	attempt	to	give	you	your	gold
coin’s	worth	of	tour-guiding	with	the	time	we	have	left.”	We	pulled	the	edge	of	the	tarp	down	to	our	chins,	and	both	Emma	and	Addison	gasped—Emma,	I	think,	at	the	sight,	and	Addison,	judging	from	his	wrinkled	his	nose,	at	the	smell.	It	was	unreal,	like	a	stew	of	raw	sewage	simmering	all	around	us.	“You	get	used	to	it,”	Sharon	said,	reading	my
puckered	face.	Emma	gripped	my	hand	and	moaned,	“Oh,	it’s	awful	…”	And	it	was.	Now	that	I	could	see	it	with	both	eyes,	the	place	looked	even	more	hellish.	The	foundations	of	every	house	were	decomposing	into	mush.	Crazy	wooden	footbridges,	some	no	wider	than	a	board,	crisscrossed	the	canal	like	a	cat’s	cradle,	and	its	stinking	banks	were
heaped	with	trash	and	crawling	with	spectral	forms	at	work	sifting	through	it.	The	only	colors	were	shades	of	black,	yellow,	and	green,	the	flag	of	filth	and	decay,	but	black	most	of	all.	Black	stained	every	surface,	smeared	every	face,	and	striped	the	air	in	columns	that	rose	from	chimneys	all	around	us—and,	more	ominously,	from	the	smokestacks	of
factories	in	the	distance,	which	announced	themselves	on	the	minute	with	industrial	booms,	deep	and	primal	like	war	drums,	so	powerful	they	shook	every	window	yet	unbroken.	“This,	friends,	is	Devil’s	Acre,”	Sharon	began,	his	slithering	voice	just	loud	enough	for	us	to	hear.	“Actual	population	seven	thousand	two	hundred	and	six,	official	population
zero.	The	city	fathers,	in	their	wisdom,	refuse	even	to	acknowledge	its	existence.	The	charming	body	of	water	in	whose	current	we’re	currently	drifting	is	called	Fever	Ditch,	and	the	factory	waste,	night	soil,	and	animal	carcasses	which	flow	perpetually	into	it	are	the	source	not	only	of	its	bewitching	odor	but	also	of	disease	outbreaks	so	regular	you
could	set	your	watch	to	them	and	so	spectacular	that	this	entire	area	has	been	dubbed	‘the	Capital	of	Cholera.’	“And	yet	…”	He	raised	a	black-draped	arm	toward	a	young	girl	lowering	a	bucket	into	the	water.	“For	many	of	these	unfortunate	souls,	it	serves	as	both	sewer	and	spring.”	“She	isn’t	going	to	drink	that!”	Emma	said,	horrified.	“In	a	few	days,
once	the	heavy	particles	settle,	she’ll	skim	the	clearest	liquid	from	the	top.”	Emma	recoiled.	“No	…”	“Yes.	Terrible	shame,”	Sharon	said	casually,	then	continued	rattling	off	facts	as	if	reciting	from	a	book.	“The	citizenry’s	primary	occupations	are	rubbish	picking	and	luring	strangers	into	the	Acre	to	cosh	them	on	the	head	and	rob	them.	For
amusement,	they	ingest	whatever	flammable	liquids	are	at	hand	and	sing	badly	at	the	top	of	their	lungs.	The	area’s	main	exports	are	smelted	iron	slag,	bone	meal,	and	misery.	Notable	landmarks	include—”	“It	isn’t	funny,”	Emma	interrupted.	“Pardon	me?”	“I	said,	it	isn’t	funny!	These	people	are	suffering,	and	you’re	making	jokes	about	it!”	I	am	not
making	jokes,”	Sharon	replied	imperiously.	“I’m	providing	you	with	valuable	information	that	may	save	your	life.	But	if	you’d	rather	plunge	into	this	jungle	cocooned	in	ignorance	…”	“We	wouldn’t,”	I	said.	“She’s	very	sorry.	Please	keep	going.”	Emma	shot	me	a	disapproving	look,	and	I	disapproved	right	back	at	her.	This	was	no	time	to	take	a	stand	on
political	correctness,	even	if	Sharon	sounded	a	bit	heartless.	“Keep	your	voices	down,	for	Hades’	sake,”	Sharon	said	irritably.	“Now,	as	I	was	saying.	Notable	landmarks	include	St.	Rutledge’s	Foundlings’	Prison,	a	forward-thinking	institution	which	jails	orphans	before	they’ve	had	the	opportunity	to	commit	any	crimes,	thereby	saving	society	enormous
cost	and	trouble;	St.	Barnabus’s	Asylum	for	Lunatics,	Mountebanks,	and	the	Criminally	Mischievous,	which	operates	on	a	voluntary,	outpatient	basis	and	is	nearly	always	empty;	and	Smoking	Street,	which	has	been	in	flames	for	eighty-seven	years	due	to	an	underground	fire	no	one’s	bothered	to	extinguish.	Ah,”	he	said,	pointing	to	a	blackened
clearing	between	houses	on	the	bank.	“Here’s	one	end	of	it,	which,	as	you	can	see,	is	burnt	to	a	crisp.”	Several	men	were	at	work	in	the	clearing,	hammering	on	a	wooden	frame—rebuilding	one	of	the	houses,	I	assumed—and	when	they	saw	us	passing	they	stopped	to	shout	hello	to	Sharon,	who	gave	just	a	token	wave	back,	as	if	slightly	embarrassed.
“Friends	of	yours?”	I	asked.	“Distant	relations,”	he	muttered.	“Gallows	rigging	is	our	family	trade	…”	“What	rigging?”	said	Emma.	Before	he	could	answer,	the	men	had	resumed	work,	singing	loudly	as	they	swung	their	hammers:	“Hark	to	the	clinking	of	hammers!	Hark	to	the	driving	of	nails!	What	fun	to	build	a	gallows,	the	cure	for	all	that	ails!”	If	I
hadn’t	been	so	horrified,	I	might’ve	broken	out	laughing.	*	*	*	We	coursed	steadily	down	Fever	Ditch.	Like	hands	closing	around	us,	it	seemed	to	narrow	with	every	stroke	of	Sharon’s	staff,	sometimes	so	dramatically	that	the	footbridges	crossing	it	became	unnecessary;	you	could	practically	leap	across	the	water	from	roof	to	roof,	the	gray	sky	but	a
crack	between	them,	suffocating	all	below	in	gloom.	All	the	while,	Sharon	nattered	on	like	a	textbook	come	to	life.	In	just	a	few	minutes	he’d	managed	to	cover	fashion	trends	in	Devil’s	Acre	(stolen	wigs	hung	from	belt	loops	were	popular),	its	gross	domestic	product	(firmly	in	the	negative),	and	the	history	of	its	settlement	(by	enterprising	maggot
farmers	in	the	early	twelfth	century).	He	was	just	launching	into	the	highlights	of	its	architecture	when	Addison,	who’d	been	squirming	next	to	me	through	it	all,	finally	interrupted	him.	Page	18	“You	seem	to	know	every	last	fact	about	this	hellhole	with	the	exception	of	anything	that	would	be	remotely	useful	to	us.”	“Such	as?”	Sharon	said,	his
patience	thinning.	“Whom	can	we	trust	here?”	“Absolutely	no	one.”	“How	can	we	find	the	peculiars	who	live	in	this	loop?”	said	Emma.	“You	don’t	want	to.”	“Where	are	the	wights	holding	our	friends?”	I	asked.	“It’s	bad	for	business	to	know	things	like	that,”	Sharon	replied	evenly.	“Then	let	us	off	this	accursed	boat	and	we’ll	set	about	finding	them
ourselves!”	said	Addison.	“We’re	wasting	precious	time,	and	your	endless	monologuing	is	putting	me	to	sleep.	We	hired	a	boatman,	not	a	schoolmarm!”	Sharon	harrumphed.	“I	should	dump	you	into	the	Ditch	for	being	so	rude,	but	if	I	did,	I’d	never	get	the	gold	coins	you	owe	me.”	“Gold	coins!”	said	Emma,	fairly	spitting	with	disgust.	“What	about	the
well-being	of	your	fellow	peculiars?	What	about	loyalty?”	Sharon	chuckled.	“If	I	cared	about	things	like	that,	I’d	have	been	dead	long	ago.”	“And	wouldn’t	we	all	be	better	off,”	Emma	muttered	and	looked	away.	As	we	were	talking,	tendrils	of	fog	had	begun	to	curl	around	us.	It	was	nothing	like	the	gray	mists	of	Cairnholm—this	was	greasy	and	yellow-
brown,	the	color	and	consistency	of	squash	soup.	Its	sudden	appearance	seemed	to	make	Sharon	uneasy,	and	as	the	view	ahead	dimmed,	his	head	turned	quickly	from	side	to	side,	as	if	he	were	on	the	lookout	for	trouble—or	searching	for	a	spot	to	dump	us.	“Drat,	drat,	drat,”	he	muttered.	“This	is	a	bad	sign.”	“It’s	only	fog,”	said	Emma.	“We’re	not
afraid	of	fog.”	“Neither	am	I,”	said	Sharon,	“but	this	isn’t	fog.	It’s	murk,	and	it’s	man-made.	Nasty	things	happen	in	the	murk,	and	we	must	get	out	of	it	as	quickly	as	we	can.”	He	hissed	at	us	to	cover	ourselves,	and	we	did.	I	retreated	to	my	peeking	hole.	Moments	later	a	boat	emerged	from	the	murk	and	passed	close-by	going	the	opposite	direction.	A
man	was	at	the	oars	and	a	woman	sat	in	the	seat,	and	though	Sharon	said	good	morning	they	only	stared	back—and	continued	staring	until	they	were	well	past	us,	and	the	murk	had	swallowed	them	up	again.	Grumbling	under	his	breath,	Sharon	maneuvered	us	toward	the	left	bank	and	a	small	dock	I	could	just	barely	make	out.	But	when	we	heard
footsteps	on	the	wooden	planks	and	a	low	murmur	of	voices,	Sharon	leaned	on	his	pole	to	turn	us	sharply	away.	We	zigzagged	from	bank	to	bank,	looking	for	a	place	to	land,	but	each	time	we	got	close,	Sharon	would	see	something	he	didn’t	like	and	turn	away	again.	“Vultures,”	he	muttered.	“Vultures	everywhere	…”	I	didn’t	see	any	myself	until	we
passed	beneath	a	sagging	footbridge	and	a	man	crossing	above	us.	As	we	drifted	under	him,	the	man	stopped	and	looked	down.	He	opened	his	mouth	and	drew	a	deep	breath—about	to	yell	for	help,	I	thought—but	rather	than	a	voice,	what	came	out	of	his	mouth	was	a	jet	of	heavy	yellow	smoke	that	shot	toward	us	like	water	from	a	firehose.	I	panicked
and	held	my	breath.	What	if	it	was	poison	gas?	But	Sharon	wasn’t	covering	his	face	or	reaching	for	a	mask—he	was	just	muttering	“Drat,	drat,	drat”	while	the	man’s	breath	swirled	around	us,	merging	with	the	murk	and	reducing	our	visibility	to	nothing.	Within	a	few	seconds	the	man,	the	bridge	he	stood	on,	and	the	banks	on	either	side	of	us	had	all
been	blotted	out.	I	uncovered	my	head	(no	one	could	see	us	now	anyway)	and	said	quietly,	“When	you	said	this	stuff	was	man-made,	I	thought	you	meant	by	smokestacks,	not	literally—”	“Oh,	wow,”	Emma	said,	uncovering	herself.	“What’s	it	for?”	“The	vultures	will	murk	an	area	to	cloak	their	activities,”	Sharon	said,	“and	to	blind	their	prey.
Fortunately	for	you,	I	am	not	easily	preyed	upon.”	And	he	drew	his	long	staff	from	the	water,	passed	it	over	our	heads,	and	used	it	to	tap	the	wooden	eyeball	at	the	bow	of	his	boat.	The	eyeball	began	to	glow	like	a	fog	lamp,	piercing	the	murk	before	us.	Then	he	returned	his	staff	to	the	water	and,	leaning	heavily	on	it,	spun	the	boat	in	a	slow	circle,
sweeping	the	water	around	us	with	his	light.	“But	if	they’re	making	this,”	said	Emma,	“then	they’re	peculiar,	aren’t	they?	And	if	they’re	peculiar,	perhaps	they’re	friendly.”	“The	pure	of	heart	don’t	end	up	as	ditch	pirates,”	said	Sharon,	and	then	he	stopped	the	turning	boat	as	our	light	fixed	upon	another	approaching	vessel.	“Speak	of	the	devil.”	We
could	see	them	clearly	enough,	but	for	now	all	they	would	see	of	us	was	a	glary	bloom	of	light.	It	wasn’t	much	of	an	advantage,	but	at	least	it	allowed	us	to	size	them	up	before	we	had	to	retreat	beneath	the	tarp.	They	were	two	men	in	a	boat	about	twice	the	size	of	our	own.	The	first	man	was	operating	a	nearly	silent	outboard	motor,	and	the	second
held	a	club.	“If	they’re	so	dangerous,”	I	whispered,	“why	are	we	just	waiting	for	them?”	“We’re	too	deep	inside	the	Acre	to	escape	them	now,	and	I	can	most	likely	talk	us	out	of	this.”	“And	if	you	can’t?”	said	Emma.	“You	may	have	to	swim	for	it.”	Emma	glanced	at	the	oily	black	water	and	said,	“I’d	rather	die.”	“That’s	your	choice.	Now,	I	recommend
you	disappear,	children,	and	don’t	move	a	muscle	under	there.”	We	drew	the	tarp	over	our	heads	again.	A	moment	later,	a	hearty	voice	called	out,	“Ho,	there,	boatman!”	Page	19	“Ho,	there,”	replied	Sharon.	I	heard	oars	drag	the	water,	and	then	felt	a	jolt	as	the	other	boat	knocked	against	ours.	“What’s	your	business	here?”	“Merely	out	for	a	pleasure
cruise,”	Sharon	said	lightly.	“And	a	fine	day	for	it!”	the	man	replied,	laughing.	The	second	man	wasn’t	in	the	mood	for	jokes.	“Wot’s	undah	the	rag?”	he	growled,	his	accent	nearly	impenetrable.	“What	I	carry	on	my	boat	is	my	own	business.”	“Innithin	passes	through	Fever	Ditch	s’our	business.”	“Old	ropes	and	bric-a-brac,	if	you	must	know,”	said
Sharon.	“Nothing	of	interest.”	“Then	you	won’t	mind	us	having	a	look,”	said	the	first	man.	“What	about	our	arrangement?	Haven’t	I	paid	you	this	month?”	“Hen’t	no	arrangement	nummore,”	said	the	second.	“Wights	are	payin’	five	times	the	goin’	rate	fer	nice	plump	feeders.	Any	as	lets	a	feeder	slip	away	…	it’s	the	pit,	or	worse.”	“What	could	be	worse
than	the	pit?”	said	the	first.	“I	dun	inten’	t’fineout.”	“Now	gentlemen,	be	reasonable,”	said	Sharon.	“Perhaps	it’s	time	to	renegotiate.	I	can	offer	terms	competitive	with	anyone	…”	Feeders.	I	shivered	despite	a	clammy	warmth	building	under	the	tarp	from	Emma’s	quickly	heating	hands.	I	hoped	she	wouldn’t	need	to	use	them,	but	the	men	weren’t
budging,	and	I	feared	the	boatman’s	blabber	would	stall	them	only	so	long.	A	fight	would	mean	disaster,	though.	Even	if	we	could	take	out	the	men	in	the	boat,	the	vultures,	as	Sharon	had	said,	were	everywhere.	I	imagined	a	mob	forming—coming	after	us	in	boats,	firing	on	us	from	the	banks,	jumping	onto	us	from	the	footbridges—and	I	began	to
freeze	up	with	fear.	I	really,	really	did	not	want	to	find	out	what	feeders	meant.	But	then	I	heard	a	hopeful	sound—the	clink	of	coins	being	exchanged,	and	the	second	man	was	saying,	“Wy,	’ees	loaded!	I	could	retire	to	Spain	wi’	dis	…”	But	just	as	my	hopes	were	rising,	my	stomach	began	to	sink.	A	familiar	old	feeling	crept	into	my	belly,	and	I	realized
it	had	been	building,	slowly	and	gradually,	for	some	time.	It	started	as	an	itch,	then	become	a	dull	ache,	and	now	that	ache	was	sharpening—the	telltale	tug	of	a	nearby	hollowgast.	But	not	just	any	hollow.	My	hollow.	The	word	popped	into	my	head	without	warning	or	precedent.	Mine.	Or	maybe	I	had	it	backward.	Maybe	I	belonged	to	it.	Neither
arrangement	was	any	guarantee	of	safety.	I	expected	it	wanted	to	kill	me	just	as	badly	as	any	hollow	would,	only	something	had	temporarily	plugged	the	urge.	It	was	the	same	mysterious	thing	that	had	magnetized	the	hollow	to	me	and	tuned	the	compass	needle	inside	me	to	it—and	it	was	this	needle	that	told	me	the	hollow	was	close	now	and	getting
closer.	Just	in	time	to	get	us	caught,	or	killed,	or	kill	us	itself.	I	resolved	then	that	should	we	make	it	safely	to	shore,	my	first	order	of	business	would	be	to	get	rid	of	it	once	and	for	all.	But	where	was	it?	If	it	was	as	close	as	it	seemed	to	be,	it	would’ve	been	swimming	toward	us	in	the	Ditch,	and	I	definitely	would’ve	heard	a	creature	with	seven	limbs
doing	the	breaststroke.	Then	the	needle	shifted	and	dipped,	and	I	knew—could	see,	almost—that	it	was	under	the	water.	Hollows	did	not,	apparently,	need	to	breathe	often.	A	moment	later	there	came	a	gentle	thunk	as	it	attached	itself	to	the	bottom	of	our	boat.	We	all	jumped	at	the	sound,	but	only	I	knew	what	it	was.	I	wished	I	could	warn	my	friends,
but	I	had	to	lie	motionless,	its	body	just	inches	away	on	the	other	side	of	the	wooden	boards	we	lay	upon.	“What	was	that?”	I	heard	the	first	man	say.	“I	didn’t	hear	anything,”	Sharon	lied.	Let	go,	I	mouthed	silently,	hoping	the	hollow	could	hear.	Go	away	and	leave	us	alone.	Instead,	it	began	to	make	a	grinding	sound	against	the	wood;	I	pictured	it
gnawing	at	the	bottom	of	the	boat	with	its	long	teeth.	“I	heard’at	plain	as	day,”	said	the	second	man.	“Boatman’s	tryin’	to	make	us	look	like	fools,	Reg!”	“I	think	he	is	at	that,”	said	the	first.	“I	assure	you,	nothing	could	be	further	from	the	truth,”	said	Sharon.	“It’s	this	damned	defective	boat	of	mine.	Past	due	for	a	tune-up.”	“Forget	it,	deal’s	off.	Show	us
what	you	got.”	“Or	you	could	allow	me	to	increase	my	offer,”	said	Sharon.	“We’ll	consider	it	a	gratuity	for	all	your	kind	understanding.”	The	men	conferred	in	an	undertone.	“If	we	let	’im	go	an’	someone	else	catches	’im	wi’	feeders,	it’s	the	pit	for	us.”	“Or	worse.”	Go	away,	go	away,	go	AWAY,	I	begged	the	hollow	in	English.	Thud,	thud,	THUD,	it
answered,	knocking	against	the	hull.	“Pull	back	that	rag!”	demanded	the	first	man.	“Sir,	if	you	would	wait	just	a	moment—”	But	the	men	were	determined.	Our	boat	rocked	like	someone	was	boarding	it.	There	were	shouts,	then	footfalls	near	our	heads	as	a	scuffle	broke	out.	There’s	no	point	hiding	now,	I	thought,	and	the	others	seemed	to	agree.	I	saw
Emma’s	glowing-hot	fingers	reach	for	the	edge	of	the	tarp.	“On	three,”	she	whispered.	“Ready?”	“As	a	racehorse,”	Addison	growled.	“Wait,”	I	said,	“first,	you	should	know—under	the	boat,	there’s—”	And	then	the	tarp	was	ripped	away,	and	I	never	did	finish	that	sentence.	*	*	*	What	happened	next	happened	fast.	Addison	bit	the	arm	that	had	torn
away	the	tarp	and	Emma	made	a	swipe	at	its	surprised	owner,	grazing	the	man’s	face	with	scalding	fingers.	He	stumbled	back	howling	and	fell	into	the	water.	Sharon	had	been	knocked	down	in	the	scuffle,	and	the	second	man	was	standing	above	him	with	his	club	raised.	Addison	leapt	at	him	and	grabbed	hold	of	his	leg.	The	man	turned	to	shake	off
the	dog,	giving	Sharon	time	to	regain	his	feet	and	hit	him	in	the	stomach.	The	man	doubled	over	and	Sharon	disarmed	him	with	a	tricky	whirl	of	his	staff.	Page	20	The	man	decided	to	quit	while	he	could	and	leapt	back	into	his	boat.	Sharon	tore	away	the	canvas	covering	the	outboard	motor,	yanked	its	ignition	cord,	and	our	boat	sputtered	to	life	just	as
a	third	came	speeding	out	of	the	murk	alongside	us.	Inside	were	three	more	men,	one	armed	with	an	old-fashioned	pistol	that	was	leveled	right	at	Emma.	I	shouted	at	her	to	get	down	and	tackled	her	just	as	it	cracked	and	sent	up	a	puff	of	white	smoke.	Then	the	man	pointed	it	at	Sharon,	who	let	go	of	the	throttle	and	put	his	hands	up.	And	that
would’ve	been	it	for	us,	I	think,	had	not	a	throat-full	of	strange	words	come	gushing	up	and	pouring	out	of	me,	loud	and	sure	and	foreign	to	my	ears.	Sink	their	boat!	Use	your	tongues	to	sink	their	boat!	In	the	half	second	it	took	everyone	to	turn	and	stare	at	me,	the	hollow	had	pushed	off	from	our	hull	and	flung	its	tongues	at	the	other	boat.	They	fired
out	of	the	water,	whipped	around	the	lip	of	its	stern,	and	flipped	the	boat	up	and	backward	in	a	reverse	somersault	that	launched	all	three	men	out.	The	boat	crashed	upside	down	on	two	of	them.	Sharon	might’ve	taken	the	opportunity	to	hit	the	throttle	and	get	us	out	of	there,	but	he	stood	frozen	in	shock,	his	hands	still	raised.	Which	was	fine.	I	wasn’t
done	yet,	anyhow.	That	one,	I	said,	looking	at	the	gunman	flailing	in	the	water.	It	seemed	the	hollow	could	hear	me	underwater	because	moments	after	I’d	said	it	the	man	screamed,	looked	down,	and	was	sucked	under—gone,	just	like	that—and	immediately	the	water	where	he’d	been	bloomed	red.	“I	didn’t	say	eat	him!”	I	said	in	English.	“What	are
you	waiting	for?”	Emma	shouted	at	Sharon.	“Go!”	“Right,	right,”	the	boatman	stammered.	Shaking	off	his	stupor,	he	lowered	his	hands	and	leaned	on	the	throttle.	The	motor	whined	and	Sharon	turned	the	rudder	and	spun	us	in	a	tight	circle,	tripping	Emma,	Addison,	and	me	into	a	pile.	The	boat	bucked	and	shot	forward,	and	then	we	were	speeding
through	whorls	of	murk,	heading	back	the	way	we’d	come.	Emma	looked	at	me	and	I	looked	back,	and	though	it	was	too	loud	to	hear	anything	over	the	motor	and	the	rush	of	blood	in	our	ears,	I	thought	I	could	read	in	her	face	both	fear	and	exhilaration—a	look	that	said,	You,	Jacob	Portman,	are	amazing	and	terrifying.	But	when	she	finally	spoke,	I
could	make	out	only	one	word:	Where?	Where,	indeed.	I’d	hoped	we	could	get	away	from	the	hollow	while	it	was	finishing	off	the	Ditch	pirate,	but	reading	my	gut	now	I	knew	it	was	still	close,	trailing	behind	us,	most	likely	using	one	of	its	tongues	as	a	towline.	Close,	I	mouthed	back.	Her	eyes	brightened	and	she	nodded	once,	sharply:	Good.	I	shook	my
head.	Why	wasn’t	she	afraid?	Why	couldn’t	she	see	how	dangerous	it	was?	The	hollow	had	tasted	blood,	and	just	left	a	meal	half-finished	behind	us.	Who	knew	what	meanness	still	boiled	inside	it?	But	the	way	she	looked	at	me.	Just	that	crooked	bit	of	smile	gave	me	a	surge,	and	I	felt	I	could	do	anything.	We	were	coming	up	fast	on	the	bridge	and	the
murk-making	peculiar.	He	was	waiting	for	us,	crouching	and	sighting	us	down	the	length	of	a	rifle	he’d	rested	on	the	bridge’s	handrail.	We	ducked.	I	heard	two	shots.	Looking	up	again,	I	saw	that	no	one	had	been	hit.	We	were	going	under	the	bridge.	In	a	moment	we’d	be	out	the	other	side	and	he’d	have	another	shot	at	us.	I	couldn’t	let	him	take	it.	I
turned	and	shouted	Bridge!	in	hollowspeak,	and	the	creature	seemed	to	know	just	what	I	meant.	The	two	tongues	that	weren’t	holding	on	to	our	boat	whipped	upward,	and	with	a	wet	slap	each	one	wrapped	around	the	bridge’s	flimsy	supports.	All	three	tongues	unreeled	triangularly	until	they	were	pulled	taut,	like	elastic	stretched	to	the	limit.	The
hollow	was	forced	up	out	of	the	water,	tethered	between	boat	and	bridge	like	a	starfish.	The	boat	slowed	so	quickly,	it	was	like	someone	had	thrown	the	emergency	brake;	we	were	all	tossed	forward	onto	the	floor.	The	bridge	groaned	and	rocked,	and	the	peculiar	taking	aim	at	us	stumbled	and	dropped	his	gun.	I	thought	that	surely	either	the	bridge
would	give	or	the	hollow	would—it	was	squealing	like	a	stuck	pig,	as	if	it	might	rip	down	the	middle—but	as	the	peculiar	bent	to	snatch	his	gun,	it	seemed	the	bridge	would	hold,	which	meant	I’d	traded	all	our	momentum	and	speed	for	nothing.	Now	we	weren’t	even	moving	targets.	Let	go!	I	screamed	at	the	hollow,	this	time	in	its	language.	It	didn’t—
the	thing	would	never	leave	me	of	its	own	accord.	So	I	rushed	to	the	back	of	the	boat	and	bellied	over	the	stern.	There	was	one	of	its	tongues,	knotted	around	the	rudder.	Remembering	how	Emma’s	touch	had	once	made	a	hollow’s	tongue	release	her	ankle,	I	pulled	her	over	and	told	her	to	burn	the	rudder.	She	did—nearly	falling	over	the	side	to	make
the	reach—and	the	hollow	squealed	and	let	go.	It	was	like	releasing	a	slingshot.	The	hollow	flew	away	and	slammed	into	the	bridge	with	a	splintering	crash;	the	whole	tottering	contraption	buckled	and	went	tumbling	into	the	water.	At	the	same	time,	the	back	of	our	boat	dropped,	and	the	motor,	once	again	submerged,	flung	us	forward.	The	sudden
acceleration	toppled	us	like	bowling	pins.	Sharon	managed	to	hold	on	to	the	rudder,	and	righting	himself,	he	steered	us	sharply	away	from	a	collision	course	with	the	canal	wall.	We	flew	down	the	spine	of	the	Ditch,	a	black	V	of	water	shooting	out	behind	us.	We	hunched	low	should	any	more	bullets	fly.	We	seemed	to	be	out	of	immediate	danger.	The
vultures	were	somewhere	behind	us,	and	I	couldn’t	imagine	how	they’d	catch	us	now.	Panting,	Addison	said,	“That	was	the	same	creature	we	met	in	the	Underground,	wasn’t	it?”	I	realized	I’d	been	holding	my	breath	and	so	let	it	out,	then	nodded.	Emma	looked	at	me,	waiting	for	more,	but	I	was	still	processing,	every	nerve	jangling	with	the
strangeness	of	what	had	just	happened.	This	much	I	knew:	this	time	I’d	nearly	had	him.	It	was	as	if,	with	each	encounter,	I	dove	a	little	deeper	into	the	hollowgast’s	nerve	center.	The	words	came	easier,	felt	less	foreign	to	my	tongue,	met	less	resistance	from	the	hollow.	Still,	it	was	like	a	tiger	onto	which	I’d	managed	to	clap	a	dog	leash.	At	any
moment	it	might	decide	to	turn	and	take	a	bite	out	of	me,	or	any	of	us.	And	yet,	for	reasons	beyond	my	understanding,	it	hadn’t.	Page	21	Maybe,	I	thought,	with	another	attempt	or	two,	I	could	really	get	my	hands	around	it.	And	then—and	then.	My	God,	what	a	thought.	Then	we’d	be	unstoppable.	I	gazed	back	at	the	ghost	of	a	bridge,	dust	and	wood
pulp	spiraling	in	the	air	where	the	structure	had	stood	only	moments	ago.	In	the	wreckage	below,	I	watched	for	a	limb	to	break	the	surface,	but	there	was	only	a	lifeless	swirl	of	trash.	I	tried	to	feel	for	it,	but	my	gut	was	useless	now,	wrung	out	and	empty.	Then	the	mud-colored	mist	closed	behind	us	and	painted	away	the	view.	Just	when	I	needed	a
monster,	it	had	gotten	itself	killed.	*	*	*	The	boat	nodded	as	Sharon	eased	the	throttle	and	banked	right,	through	the	slowly	clearing	murk,	toward	a	block	of	ghastly	tenements.	They	stood	at	the	edge	of	the	water	in	a	vast	unbroken	wall,	resembling	not	so	much	houses	as	the	outermost	boundary	of	a	maze,	scowling	and	fortresslike,	with	few	points	of
entry.	We	drifted	along	at	a	crawl,	searching	for	a	way	in.	It	was	Emma	who	finally	spotted	one,	though	I	had	to	squint	to	recognize	it	as	more	than	just	a	trick	of	shadows.	To	call	it	an	alley	would’ve	been	exaggerating.	It	was	a	slot	canyon,	narrow	as	a	knife’s	edge,	a	shoulder’s	width	from	wall	to	wall	and	fifty	times	as	high,	its	entrance	marked	by	a
moss-shagged	ladder	screwed	flat	to	the	bankside.	I	could	see	only	a	little	distance	in	before	the	passage	hid	itself,	curving	away	into	sunless	dark.	“Where	does	it	go?”	I	asked.	“Where	angels	fear	to	tread,”	Sharon	replied.	“This	wasn’t	the	landing	I’d	have	chosen	for	you,	but	our	choices	are	limited	now.	Are	you	certain	you	wouldn’t	rather	leave	the
Acre	altogether?	There’s	still	time.”	“Quite	certain,”	Emma	and	Addison	said	simultaneously.	Me,	I	would’ve	been	happy	to	debate	the	matter—but	it	was	too	late	to	turn	back	now.	Get	them	back	or	die	trying	was	something	I’d	said	in	the	past	few	days.	Time	to	dive	in.	“In	that	case,	land	ho,”	Sharon	said	dryly.	He	retrieved	the	mooring	rope	from
under	his	seat,	tossed	it	over	the	ladder,	and	pulled	us	toward	the	bank.	“Everyone	out,	please.	Do	watch	your	step.	Wait,	allow	me.”	Sharon	climbed	the	slippery,	half-runged	ladder	with	the	nimbleness	of	someone	who’d	done	it	many	times.	Once	at	the	top,	he	knelt	on	the	bank	and	reached	down	to	help	each	of	us	up	in	turn.	Emma	went	first,	then	I
handed	up	a	nervous	and	wiggling	Addison,	and	then,	because	I	was	proud	and	dumb,	I	climbed	the	ladder	without	taking	Sharon’s	hand	and	nearly	slipped	off.	The	moment	we	were	all	safely	on	land,	Sharon	was	climbing	back	down	the	ladder.	He’d	left	the	motor	idling.	“Just	a	minute,”	said	Emma.	“Where	are	you	going?”	“Away	from	here!”	Sharon
replied,	hopping	from	the	ladder	into	his	boat.	“Would	you	mind	tossing	down	that	rope?”	“I	will	not!	You	must	show	us	where	to	go	first.	We’ve	no	idea	where	we	are!”	“I	don’t	do	land	tours.	I’m	strictly	a	boat	guide.”	We	exchanged	looks	of	disbelief.	“Give	us	directions,	at	least!”	I	implored	him.	“Or	better	yet,	a	map,”	said	Addison.	“A	map!”	Sharon
exclaimed,	as	if	this	were	the	silliest	thing	he’d	ever	heard.	“There	are	more	thief	passageways,	murder	tunnels,	and	illegal	dens	in	Devil’s	Acre	than	anywhere	in	the	world.	The	place	is	unmappable!	Now	stop	being	childish	and	hand	me	down	my	rope.”	“Not	until	you	tell	us	something	useful!”	Emma	said.	“The	name	of	someone	we	can	ask	for	help—
who	won’t	try	to	sell	us	to	the	wights!”	Sharon	broke	out	laughing.	Emma	struck	a	defiant	pose.	“There	must	be	one.”	Sharon	bowed—“You’re	speaking	to	him!”—then	climbed	the	ladder	halfway	and	plucked	his	rope	from	Emma’s	hands.	“Enough	of	this.	Goodbye,	children.	I’m	quite	sure	I’ll	never	see	you	again.”	And	with	that	he	stepped	into	his	boat
—and	right	into	a	puddle	of	ankle-deep	water.	He	let	out	a	girlish	squeal	and	bent	down	to	look.	It	seemed	the	gunshots	that	missed	our	heads	had	drilled	a	few	holes	in	his	hull,	and	the	boat	had	sprung	leaks.	“Look	what	you’ve	done!	My	boat’s	shot	all	to	pieces!”	Emma’s	eyes	flashed.	“What	we’ve	done?”	Sharon	made	a	quick	inspection	and
concluded	the	wounds	were	grave.	“I	am	marooned!”	he	announced	dramatically,	then	cut	the	motor,	collapsed	his	long	staff	to	the	size	of	a	baton,	and	climbed	the	ladder	again.	“I’m	going	find	a	craftsman	qualified	to	repair	my	dinghy,”	he	said,	breezing	past	us,	“and	I	won’t	have	you	following	me.”	We	trailed	him	single	file	into	the	narrow
passageway.	“And	why	not?”	Emma	shrilled.	“Because	you’re	cursed!	Bad	luck!”	Sharon	waved	his	arm	behind	him	as	if	shooing	flies.	“Begone!”	“What	do	you	mean,	begone?”	She	jogged	a	few	paces	and	grabbed	Sharon	by	his	cloaked	elbow.	He	spun	around	fast	and	yanked	it	away,	and	I	thought	for	a	moment	his	raised	hand	was	about	to	strike	her.
I	tensed,	ready	to	leap	at	him,	but	his	hand	just	hung	there,	a	warning.	“I’ve	run	this	route	more	times	than	I	can	count,	and	not	once	have	I	been	attacked	by	Ditch	pirates.	Never	have	I	been	forced	to	abandon	cover	and	use	my	petrol	engine.	And	never,	ever	has	my	boat	been	damaged.	You’re	more	trouble	than	you’re	worth,	plain	and	simple,	and	I
want	nothing	more	to	do	with	you.”	While	he	spoke,	I	glanced	past	him	down	the	passage.	My	eyes	were	still	adjusting	to	the	dark,	but	what	I	could	see	was	terrifying:	winding	and	mazelike,	it	was	lined	with	doorless	doorways	that	gaped	like	missing	teeth,	and	it	was	alive	with	sinister	sounds—murmurs,	scrapes,	scurrying	steps.	Even	now	I	could	feel
hungry	eyes	watching	us,	knives	being	drawn.	Page	22	We	couldn’t	be	left	here	alone.	The	only	thing	to	do	was	beg.	“We’ll	pay	double	what	we	promised,”	I	said.	“And	fix	your	boat,”	Addison	chimed	in.	“Never	mind	your	bloody	pocket	change!”	Sharon	said.	“Can’t	you	see	I’m	ruined?	How	can	I	return	to	Devil’s	Acre?	Do	you	think	the	vultures	will
ever	let	me	be,	now	that	my	clients	have	killed	two	of	them?”	“What	did	you	want	us	to	do?”	Emma	said.	“We	had	to	fight	back!”	“Don’t	be	facile.	They	would	never	have	forced	the	issue	if	it	wasn’t	for	…	for	that	…”	Sharon	looked	at	me,	his	voice	falling	to	a	whisper.	“You	might’ve	mentioned	earlier	you	were	in	league	with	creatures	of	the	night!”
“Umm,”	I	said	awkwardly,	“I	wouldn’t	say	‘in	league	with,’	exactly	…”	“There	isn’t	much	in	this	world	I	fear,	but	as	a	rule	I	keep	my	distance	from	soul-sucking	monsters—and	apparently	you’ve	got	one	following	you	like	a	bloodhound!	I	suppose	it’ll	be	along	any	minute?”	“Not	likely,”	Addison	said.	“Don’t	you	recall,	some	moments	ago,	when	a	bridge
fell	on	its	head?”	“Only	a	small	one,”	Sharon	said.	“Now	if	you’ll	excuse	me,	I	have	to	see	a	man	about	a	boat.”	And	with	that	he	hurried	away.	Before	we	could	catch	up	to	him	he’d	rounded	a	corner,	and	by	the	time	we	reached	it	he’d	disappeared—vanished,	perhaps,	into	one	of	those	tunnels	he’d	mentioned.	We	stood	turning	circles,	confounded	and
afraid.	“I	can’t	believe	he’d	just	abandon	us	like	this!”	I	said.	“Neither	can	I,”	Addison	replied	coolly.	“In	fact,	I	don’t	think	he	has—I	think	he’s	negotiating.”	The	dog	cleared	his	throat,	sat	up	on	his	hind	legs,	and	addressed	the	rooftops	in	a	booming	voice.	“Good	sir!	We	mean	to	rescue	our	friends	and	our	ymbrynes,	and	mark	me,	we	will—and	when
we	do,	and	they	learn	how	you’ve	aided	us,	they’ll	be	most	grateful.”	He	let	that	ring	out	for	a	moment,	then	went	on.	“Never	mind	compassion!	Fie	on	loyalty!	If	you’re	as	intelligent	and	ambitious	a	fellow	as	I	think	you	are,	then	you’ll	recognize	an	extraordinary	opportunity	for	advancement	when	you	see	one.	We	are	indebted	to	you	already,	but
scrounging	coins	from	children	and	animals	is	an	awfully	modest	living	compared	to	what	having	several	ymbrynes	in	your	debt	could	mean.	Perhaps	you’d	enjoy	having	a	loop	all	to	yourself,	your	own	personal	playground	with	no	other	peculiars	to	spoil	it!	Anytime	and	anyplace	you	like:	a	lush	summer	isle	in	an	age	of	abiding	peace;	some	lowly	pit	in
a	time	of	plague.	As	you	prefer.”	“Could	they	really	do	that?”	I	whispered	to	Emma.	Emma	shrugged.	“Imagine	the	possibilities!”	Addison	gushed.	His	voice	echoed	away.	We	waited,	listening.	Somewhere	two	people	were	arguing.	A	hacking	cough.	Something	heavy	was	dragged	down	steps.	“Well,	it	was	a	nice	speech,”	Emma	sighed.	“Forget	him,
then,”	I	said,	peering	into	the	passages	that	branched	away	left,	right,	and	straight	ahead.	“Which	way?”	We	chose	a	passage	at	random—straight	on—and	started	down	it.	We’d	gone	only	ten	paces	when	we	heard	a	voice	say,	“I	wouldn’t	go	that	way,	if	I	were	you.	That’s	Cannibals’	Alley,	and	it	isn’t	just	a	cute	nickname.”	There	was	Sharon	behind	us,
hands	on	his	hips	like	a	fitness	coach.	“My	heart	must	be	getting	soft	in	my	old	age,”	he	said.	“Either	that	or	my	head.”	“Does	that	mean	you’ll	help	us?”	said	Emma.	A	light	rain	had	begun	to	fall.	Sharon	looked	up,	letting	a	little	splash	his	hidden	face.	“I	know	a	lawyer	here.	First	I	want	you	to	sign	a	contract	laying	out	what	you	owe	me.”	“Fine,	fine,”
said	Emma.	“But	you’ll	help	us?”	“Then	I’ve	got	to	see	about	getting	my	boat	fixed.”	“And	then?”	“Then	I’ll	help	you,	yes.	Though	I	can’t	promise	any	results,	and	I	want	to	state	at	the	outset	that	I	think	you’re	all	fools.”	We	couldn’t	quite	bring	ourselves	to	thank	him,	given	what	he’d	put	us	through.	“Now	stay	close,	and	follow	every	instruction	I	give
you	to	the	letter.	You	killed	two	vultures	today,	and	they’ll	be	hunting	you,	mark	my	words.”	We	readily	agreed.	“If	they	catch	you,	you	don’t	know	me.	Never	saw	me.”	We	nodded	like	bobbleheads.	“And	whatever	you	do,	never,	never	touch	so	much	as	a	drop	of	ambrosia,	or	on	my	eyes,	you’ll	never	leave	this	place.”	“I	don’t	know	what	that	is,”	I	said,
and	from	their	expressions	I	saw	that	Emma	and	Addison	were	likewise	in	the	dark.	“You’ll	find	out,”	Sharon	said	ominously,	and	with	a	swish	of	his	cloak	he	turned	and	plunged	into	the	maze.	Just	before	a	cow	is	put	to	the	hammer	in	a	modern	slaughterhouse,	it	is	prodded	through	a	winding	maze.	The	tight	curves	and	blind	corners	prevent	the
animal	from	seeing	more	than	a	short	distance	ahead,	so	it	doesn’t	realize	until	the	last	few	steps,	when	the	maze	abruptly	narrows	and	a	metal	collar	clamps	tight	around	its	neck,	where	the	journey	has	taken	it.	But	as	the	three	of	us	hurried	after	Sharon	into	the	heart	of	Devil’s	Acre,	I	felt	sure	I	knew	what	was	coming,	if	not	when	nor	how.	With
each	step	and	each	turn,	we	threaded	deeper	inside	a	knot,	one	I	feared	we’d	never	work	apart.	The	fetid	air	did	not	move,	its	only	outlet	an	uneven	crack	of	sky	high	above	our	heads.	The	bulged	and	slumping	walls	were	so	narrow	that	we	had	to	go	shoulder-first	in	places,	the	tight	spots	greased	black	by	the	clothes	of	those	who’d	gone	before.	There
was	nothing	natural	here,	nothing	green,	nothing	living	at	all	save	scurrying	vermin	and	the	bloodshot-eyed	revenants	who	lurked	behind	doorways	and	under	grates	in	the	street,	and	who	surely	would’ve	jumped	at	us	if	not	for	our	towering,	black-clad	guide.	We	were	chasing	Death	himself	into	the	pit	of	Hell.	Page	23	We	turned	and	turned	again.
Every	passage	looked	just	like	the	one	before	it.	There	were	no	signs,	no	markers.	Either	Sharon	was	navigating	by	some	brilliant	feat	of	memory,	or	completely	at	random,	trying	to	throw	off	any	Ditch	pirates	who	might’ve	been	pursuing	us.	“Do	you	really	know	where	we’re	going?”	Emma	asked	him.	“Of	course	I	do!”	Sharon	barked,	bombing	around
a	corner	without	looking	back.	Then	he	stopped,	doubled	back,	and	stepped	down	through	a	doorway	sunk	half	below	street	level.	Inside	was	a	dank	cellar,	just	five	feet	high	and	lit	by	the	merest	breath	of	sallow	gray	light.	We	ran	hunched	along	a	subterranean	corridor,	discarded	animal	bones	underfoot,	the	ceiling	brushing	our	heads,	past	things	I
tried	not	to	see—a	slumped	figure	in	a	corner,	sleepers	shivering	on	miserable	mats	of	straw,	a	boy	in	rags	lying	on	the	ground	with	a	beggar’s	pail	bangled	around	one	arm.	At	its	far	end	the	passage	widened	into	a	room,	and	in	the	light	of	a	few	grimed	windows	there	knelt	a	pair	of	miserable	washerwomen,	scrubbing	laundry	in	a	stinking	pool	of
Ditch	water.	Then	we	mounted	more	steps	and	went	out,	thank	God,	into	a	walled	courtyard	common	to	the	backs	of	several	buildings.	In	some	other	reality	it	might’ve	contained	a	happy	patch	of	grass	or	a	little	gazebo,	but	this	was	Devil’s	Acre,	and	it	was	a	dump	and	a	pigsty.	Waves	of	fly-blown	trash	tossed	from	windows	crested	against	the	walls,
and	in	the	center,	staked	crookedly	in	the	mud,	was	a	wooden	pen	in	which	a	skinny	boy	stood	guarding	an	even	skinnier	pig—just	one.	By	a	mud-brick	wall	a	woman	sat	smoking	and	reading	a	newspaper	while	a	young	girl	stood	behind	her,	picking	nits	from	her	hair.	The	woman	and	girl	took	no	notice	as	we	trooped	past,	but	the	boy	leaned	the	tines
of	a	pitchfork	at	us.	When	it	was	clear	we	had	no	designs	on	his	pig,	he	sank	into	an	exhausted	squat.	Emma	stopped	in	the	middle	of	the	yard	to	look	up	at	lines	of	laundry	strung	between	roof	gutters.	She	pointed	out	again	that	our	bloodstained	clothes	made	us	look	like	participants	in	a	murder,	and	suggested	we	should	change.	Sharon	replied	that
murderers	were	hardly	outlandish	here	and	urged	her	on,	but	she	hung	back,	arguing	that	a	wight	in	the	Underground	had	seen	our	bloodstained	clothes	and	radioed	his	comrades	about	us;	they	made	us	too	easy	to	pick	out	of	a	crowd.	Really,	I	think	it	was	more	that	she	felt	uncomfortable	in	a	blouse	now	stiff	with	another	person’s	blood.	I	did,	too—
and	if	we	found	our	friends	again,	I	didn’t	want	them	to	see	us	like	this.	Sharon	grudgingly	assented.	He’d	been	leading	us	toward	a	fence	at	the	edge	of	the	yard	but	now	pivoted	and	took	us	into	one	of	the	buildings.	We	climbed	two,	three,	four	flights	of	stairs,	until	even	Addison	was	wheezing,	then	followed	Sharon	through	an	open	door	into	a	small,
squalid	room.	A	gash	in	the	ceiling	had	let	in	rain	and	warped	the	landing	like	ripples	in	a	pond.	Black	mold	veined	the	walls.	At	a	table	by	a	smoky	window,	two	women	and	a	girl	were	sweating	over	foot-powered	sewing	machines.	“We	need	some	clothes,”	Sharon	said,	addressing	the	women	in	a	stentorian	basso	that	shook	the	thin	walls.	Their	pale
faces	looked	up.	One	of	the	women	picked	up	a	sewing	needle	and	gripped	it	like	a	weapon.	“Please,”	she	said.	Sharon	reached	up	and	pulled	back	the	hood	of	his	cloak	a	little,	so	that	only	the	seamstresses	could	see	his	face.	They	gasped,	then	whimpered	and	fainted	forward	onto	the	table.	“Was	that	really	necessary?”	I	said.	“Not	strictly,”	Sharon
replied,	replacing	his	hood.	“But	it	was	expedient.”	The	seamstresses	had	been	assembling	simple	shirts	and	dresses	from	scraps	of	cloth.	The	rags	they	worked	with	were	heaped	around	the	floor,	and	the	results,	which	had	more	patches	and	seams	than	Frankenstein’s	monster,	were	hung	on	a	line	out	the	window.	As	Emma	reeled	them	in,	my	gaze
crawled	around	the	room.	It	was	clearly	more	than	just	a	workspace:	the	women	lived	here,	too.	There	was	a	bed	nailed	together	from	scrap	wood.	I	peered	into	a	dented	pot	that	hung	in	the	hearth	and	saw	the	makings	of	starvation	soup,	fish	skin	and	withered	cabbage	leaves.	Their	half-hearted	attempts	at	decorating—a	sprig	of	dried	flowers,	a
horseshoe	nailed	to	the	mantel,	a	framed	portrait	of	Queen	Victoria—were	somehow	sadder	than	nothing	at	all.	Despair	was	tangible	here,	weighting	down	everything,	the	very	air.	I’d	never	been	confronted	with	such	pure	misery.	Could	peculiars	really	be	living	these	discarded	lives?	As	Sharon	pulled	in	an	armful	of	shirts	through	the	window,	I	asked
him.	He	seemed	almost	offended	by	the	idea.	“Peculiars	would	never	allow	themselves	to	be	so	reduced.	These	are	common	slum	dwellers,	trapped	in	an	endless	repetition	of	the	day	this	loop	was	made.	Normals	occupy	the	Acre’s	festering	edges—but	its	heart	belongs	to	us.”	They	were	normals.	Not	only	that,	but	loop-trapped	normals,	like	the	ones
on	Cairnholm	whom	the	crueler	kids	would	torment	during	games	of	Raid	the	Village.	As	much	a	part	of	the	background	scenery	as	the	sea	or	the	cliffs,	I	told	myself.	But	somehow,	looking	at	the	women’s	weathered	faces	buried	in	rags,	I	felt	no	less	terrible	about	stealing	from	them.	“I’m	sure	we’ll	know	the	peculiars	when	we	see	them,”	Emma	said,
sorting	through	a	pile	of	dirty	blouses.	“One	always	does,”	said	Addison.	“Subtlety	has	never	been	our	kind’s	strength.”	I	slipped	out	of	my	bloody	shirt	and	traded	it	for	the	least	filthy	alternative	I	could	find,	the	kind	of	garment	you’d	be	issued	at	a	prison	camp:	collarless	and	striped,	its	sleeves	of	unequal	length,	patched	together	from	cloth	rougher
than	sandpaper.	But	it	fit	me,	and	with	the	addition	of	a	simple	black	coat	I	found	tossed	over	a	chair	back,	I	now	looked	like	someone	who	might	plausibly	be	from	this	place.	Page	24	We	turned	our	backs	while	Emma	changed	into	a	sacklike	dress	that	pooled	around	her	feet.	“It’ll	be	impossible	to	run	in	this,”	she	grumbled.	Plucking	a	pair	of	scissors
from	the	seamstresses’	table,	she	began	to	alter	it	with	all	the	care	of	a	butcher,	ripping	and	jabbing	until	she’d	sliced	off	the	bottom	at	the	knee.	“There.”	She	admired	her	rough	handiwork	in	a	mirror.	“A	bit	raggedy,	but	…”	Without	thinking	I	said,	“Horace	can	make	you	one	better.”	Somehow	I’d	forgotten	that	our	friends	weren’t	just	waiting	for	us
in	the	next	room.	“I	mean	…	if	we	see	them	again	…”	“Don’t,”	Emma	said.	For	an	instant	she	looked	so	sad,	absolutely	lost	in	it—and	then	she	turned	away,	put	down	the	scissors,	and	moved	purposefully	toward	the	door.	When	she	turned	to	face	us	again,	her	expression	had	gone	hard.	“Come	on.	We’ve	wasted	enough	time	here	as	it	is.”	She	had	this
amazing	capacity	to	turn	sadness	into	anger	and	anger	into	action,	which	meant	nothing	ever	kept	her	down	for	long.	And	then	Addison	and	I—and	Sharon,	who	I	suspect	hadn’t	quite	known	whom	he	was	dealing	with	until	now—were	following	her	out	the	door	and	down	the	stairs.	*	*	*	The	whole	of	Devil’s	Acre—the	peculiar	heart	of	it,	anyway—was
only	ten	or	twenty	blocks	square.	After	coming	down	from	the	workhouse	we	pried	loose	a	board	from	a	fence	and	squeezed	into	a	suffocating	passageway.	It	led	to	another	that	was	slightly	less	suffocating,	and	that	led	to	one	a	bit	wider	still,	and	that	to	one	wide	enough	that	Emma	and	I	could	walk	side	by	side.	On	they	widened,	like	arteries	relaxing
after	a	heart	attack,	until	we	came	to	something	that	might	properly	have	been	called	a	street,	with	red	bricks	running	down	the	middle	and	sidewalks	paving	the	edges.	“Fall	back,”	Emma	muttered.	We	shrank	behind	a	corner	and	peeked	out	like	commandos,	our	heads	stacked.	“What	do	you	think	you’re	doing?”	Sharon	said.	He	was	still	in	the	street
and	seemed	more	worried	about	being	embarrassed	by	us	than	being	killed.	“Looking	for	ambush	points	and	escape	routes,”	Emma	said.	“No	one’s	ambushing	anyone,”	Sharon	replied.	“The	pirates	only	operate	in	no	man’s	land.	They	won’t	come	after	us	here—this	is	Louche	Lane.”	There	was,	in	fact,	a	street	sign	to	that	effect—the	first	I’d	seen	in	all
of	Devil’s	Acre.	Louche	Lane,	it	read	in	fancy	handwritten	script.	Piracy	discouraged.	“Discouraged?”	I	said.	“Then	what’s	murder?	Frowned	upon?”	“I	believe	murder	is	‘tolerated	with	reservations.’	”	“Is	anything	illegal	here?”	Addison	asked.	“Library	late	fines	are	stiff.	Ten	lashes	a	day,	and	that’s	just	for	paperbacks.”	“There’s	a	library?”	“Two.
Though	one	won’t	lend	because	all	the	books	are	bound	in	human	skin	and	quite	valuable.”	We	shuffled	out	from	behind	the	wall	and	cast	a	somewhat	baffled	look	around.	In	no	man’s	land	I’d	anticipated	death	at	every	turn,	but	Louche	Lane,	from	all	appearances,	was	a	haven	of	civic	order.	The	street	was	lined	with	neat	little	shops,	and	the	shops
had	signs	and	display	windows	and	apartments	on	the	upper	floors.	There	was	not	a	caved	roof	or	a	broken	pane	of	glass	in	sight.	There	were	people	on	the	street,	too,	and	they	lingered,	ambling	along	in	singles	and	pairs,	pausing	now	and	then	to	duck	into	a	shop	or	look	in	a	window.	Their	clothes	weren’t	rags.	Their	faces	were	clean.	Maybe
everything	here	wasn’t	new	and	sparkling,	but	the	weathered	surfaces	and	patched	paint	gave	it	all	a	handmade,	worn-around-the-edges	look	that	was	quaint,	even	charming.	My	mother,	if	she’d	seen	Louche	Lane	in	one	of	those	thumbed-through-but-never-read	travel	magazines	that	papered	our	coffee	table	at	home,	would’ve	crooned	about	its
cuteness	and	complained	that	she	and	my	dad	had	never	taken	a	real	European	vacation—Oh,	Frank,	let’s	go.	Emma	seemed	palpably	disappointed.	“I	was	expecting	something	more	sinister.”	“Me	too,”	I	said.	“Where	are	all	the	murder	dens	and	blood-sport	arenas?”	“I	don’t	know	what	sort	of	business	you	think	people	get	up	to	around	here,”	Sharon
said,	“but	I’ve	never	heard	of	a	murder	den.	As	for	bloodsport	arenas,	there’s	only	the	one—Derek’s,	down	Oozing	Street.	Good	chap,	Derek.	Owes	me	a	fiver	…”	“And	the	wights?”	said	Emma.	“What	about	our	kidnapped	friends?”	“Keep	your	voice	down,”	Sharon	hissed.	“As	soon	as	I	take	care	of	my	own	business,	we’ll	find	someone	who	can	help	you.
Until	then,	don’t	repeat	that	to	anyone.”	Emma	got	in	Sharon’s	face.	“Then	don’t	make	me	repeat	this.	While	we	appreciate	your	help	and	expertise,	our	friends’	lives	have	been	given	an	expiration	date.	I	won’t	stall	and	dawdle	about	simply	to	avoid	ruffling	some	feathers.”	Sharon	looked	down	at	her,	quiet	for	a	moment.	Then	he	said,	“We	all	have	an
expiration	date.	If	I	were	you,	I	wouldn’t	be	in	such	a	hurry	to	find	out	what	it	is.”	*	*	*	We	set	off	to	find	Sharon’s	lawyer.	He	quickly	became	frustrated.	“I	could’ve	sworn	his	office	was	along	this	street,”	he	said,	turning	on	his	heel.	“Though	it’s	been	years	since	I’ve	been	to	see	him.	Perhaps	he’s	moved.”	Sharon	decided	to	go	looking	on	his	own	and
told	us	to	stay	put.	“I’ll	be	back	in	a	few	minutes.	Don’t	speak	to	anyone.”	He	strode	away,	leaving	us	alone.	We	clustered	awkwardly	on	the	sidewalk,	unsure	what	to	do	with	ourselves.	People	stared	as	they	passed	by.	Page	25	“He	really	had	us	going,	didn’t	he?”	said	Emma.	“He	made	this	place	sound	like	a	hotbed	of	criminality,	but	it	looks	like	any
other	loop	to	me.	In	fact,	the	people	here	look	more	normal	than	any	peculiars	I’ve	ever	seen.	It’s	as	if	they’ve	had	every	distinguishing	characteristic	vacuumed	out	of	them.	It’s	downright	boring.”	“You	must	be	joking,”	said	Addison.	“I’ve	never	seen	anyplace	so	vile	or	disgusting.”	We	both	looked	at	him	in	surprise.	“How’s	that?”	said	Emma.	“All
that’s	here	are	little	shops.”	“Yes,	but	look	what	they’re	selling.”	We	hadn’t	until	now.	Just	behind	us	was	a	display	window,	and	in	it	stood	a	well-dressed	man	with	mournful	eyes	and	a	cascading	beard.	When	he	saw	that	he	had	our	attention,	he	nodded	slightly,	held	up	a	pocketwatch,	and	touched	a	button	on	its	side.	The	moment	he	pressed	it	he
froze,	and	his	image	seemed	to	blur.	A	few	seconds	later,	he	moved	without	moving—disappearing	and	then	reappearing	instantaneously	in	the	opposite	corner	of	the	window.	“Wow,”	I	said.	“That’s	quite	a	trick!”	He	did	it	a	second	time,	teleporting	back	to	the	other	corner.	While	I	stood	mesmerized,	Emma	and	Addison	moved	on	to	the	next	shop’s
window.	I	joined	them	and	found	a	similar	display,	only	standing	behind	the	glass	here	was	a	woman	in	a	black	dress,	a	long	string	of	beads	dangling	from	one	hand.	When	she	saw	that	we	were	looking,	she	closed	her	eyes	and	stretched	her	arms	like	a	sleepwalker.	She	began	to	pass	the	beads	slowly	through	her	fingers,	turning	each	one.	My	eyes
were	so	locked	on	the	beads	that	it	took	me	a	few	seconds	to	realize	something	was	happening	to	her	face:	it	was	changing,	subtly,	with	each	bead	she	turned.	At	the	turn	of	one	bead,	I	watched	the	pallor	of	her	skin	lighten.	At	the	next,	her	lips	thinned.	Then	her	hair	reddened	ever	so	slightly.	The	cumulative	effect,	over	the	course	of	several	dozen
beads,	was	that	her	face	became	entirely	different,	morphing	from	that	of	a	dark,	round-featured	grandmother	to	a	young,	sharp-nosed	redhead.	It	was	both	enthralling	and	unsettling.	When	the	show	was	over,	I	turned	to	Addison.	“I	don’t	understand,”	I	said.	“What	are	they	selling?”	Before	he	could	answer,	a	preteen	boy	came	hustling	up	to	us	and
forced	a	pair	of	cards	into	my	hand.	“Two	for	one,	today	only!”	he	crowed.	“No	reasonable	offer	refused!”	I	turned	the	cards	over	in	my	hand.	One	had	the	stopwatch	man’s	photo	on	it,	and	on	the	back	it	read	J.	Edwin	Bragg,	bilocationalist.	The	other	was	a	photo	of	the	bead	lady	in	a	trance,	and	it	read	G.	Fünke,	woman	of	a	thousand	faces.	“Shoo,
we’re	not	buying,”	Emma	said,	and	the	boy	scowled	at	her	and	scurried	off.	“Now	do	you	see	what	they’re	selling?”	said	Addison.	I	cast	my	eyes	down	the	street.	There	were	people	like	the	stopwatch	man	and	bead	lady	in	almost	every	shop	window	along	Louche	Lane—peculiars,	ready	to	put	on	a	show	if	you	so	much	as	glanced	in	their	direction.	I
hazarded	a	guess.	“They’re	selling	…	themselves?”	“Like	a	dim	bulb	flickering	to	life,”	said	Addison.	“And	that’s	bad?”	I	said,	guessing	again.	“Yes,”	Addison	said	sharply.	“It’s	outlawed	throughout	peculiardom,	and	for	good	reason.”	“One’s	peculiarity	is	a	sacred	gift,”	Emma	said.	“To	sell	it	cheapens	what	is	most	special	about	us.”	It	sounded	like	she
was	parroting	a	platitude	that	had	been	drilled	into	her	from	an	early	age.	“Huh,”	I	said.	“Okay.”	“You	aren’t	convinced,”	said	Addison.	“I	guess	I	don’t	see	what	the	harm	would	be.	If	I	need	the	services	of	an	invisible	person,	and	that	invisible	person	needs	money,	why	shouldn’t	we	trade?”	“But	you	have	strong	morals,	and	that	sets	you	apart	from
ninety-nine	percent	of	humanity,”	said	Emma.	“What	if	a	bad	person—or	even	a	below-averagely-moraled	person—wanted	to	buy	the	services	of	the	invisible	peculiar?”	“The	invisible	peculiar	should	say	no.”	“But	it	isn’t	always	so	black	and	white,”	Emma	said,	“and	selling	yourself	erodes	your	moral	compass.	Pretty	soon	you’re	dipping	into	the	wrong
side	of	that	gray	area	without	knowing	it,	doing	things	you’d	never	do	if	you	weren’t	being	paid	to	do	them.	And	if	someone	were	desperate	enough,	they	might	sell	themselves	to	anyone,	no	matter	what	the	other’s	intentions.”	“To	a	wight,	for	instance,”	Addison	added	pointedly.	“Okay,	yeah,	that	would	be	bad,”	I	said.	“But	do	you	really	think	a
peculiar	would	do	that?”	“Don’t	be	daft!”	said	Addison.	“Just	look	at	the	state	of	this	place.	Probably	the	only	loop	in	Europe	that	hasn’t	been	laid	waste	to	by	the	wights!	And	why	do	you	think	that	is?	Because	it’s	been	extremely	useful,	I	am	sure,	to	have	an	entire	population	of	perfectly	willing	turncoats	and	informants	waiting	to	do	your	bidding.”
“Maybe	you	should	keep	your	voice	down,”	I	said.	“It	makes	sense,”	Emma	said.	“They	must	have	infiltrated	our	loops	with	peculiar	informants.	How	else	could	they	have	known	so	much?	Loop	entrances,	defenses,	weak	spots	…	only	with	help	from	people	like	this.”	She	cast	a	venomous	look	around,	her	expression	that	of	someone	who’d	just	drunk
curdled	milk.	“No	reasonable	offer	refused,	indeed,”	Addison	snarled.	“Traitors,	every	one	of	them.	Ought	to	be	hanged!”	“What’s	the	matter,	hon?	Having	a	bad	day?”	Page	26	We	turned	to	find	a	woman	standing	behind	us.	(How	long	had	she	been	there?	What	had	she	heard?)	She	was	dressed	in	sharp	and	businesslike	1950s	style—knee-length	skirt
and	short	black	pumps—and	puffed	lazily	at	a	cigarette.	Her	hair	was	teased	up	in	a	beehive	and	her	accent	was	as	flat	and	American	as	the	Midwestern	plains.	“I’m	Lorraine,”	she	said,	“and	you’re	new	in	town.”	“We’re	waiting	for	someone,”	said	Emma.	“We’re	…	on	holiday.”	“Say	no	more!”	said	Lorraine.	“I’m	on	vacation	myself.	Have	been	for	the
last	fifty	years.”	She	laughed,	showing	lipstick-stained	teeth.	“You	just	let	me	know	if	I	can	help	you	with	anything.	Lorraine’s	got	the	best	selection	on	Louche	Lane,	and	that’s	an	actual	fact.”	“No,	thanks,”	I	said.	“Don’t	worry,	hon.	They	won’t	bite.”	“We’re	not	interested.”	Lorraine	shrugged.	“I	was	just	being	friendly.	You	looked	a	little	lost,	is	all.”
She	started	to	leave,	but	something	she’d	said	had	piqued	Emma’s	interest.	“Selection	of	what?”	Lorraine	turned	back	and	flashed	a	greasy	smile.	“Old	ones,	young	ones.	All	sorts	of	talents.	Some	of	my	customers	just	want	a	show,	and	that’s	fine,	but	others	have	specific	needs.	We	make	sure	everyone	leaves	satisfied.”	“The	boy	said	no	thank	you,”



Addison	said	gruffly,	and	he	seemed	about	to	tell	the	woman	off	when	Emma	stepped	in	front	of	him	and	said,	“I’d	like	to	see.”	“You	what?”	I	said.	“I	want	to	see,”	Emma	said,	an	edge	creeping	into	her	voice.	“Show	me.”	“Serious	inquiries	only,”	said	Lorraine.	“Oh,	I’m	very	serious.”	I	didn’t	know	what	Emma	was	up	to,	but	I	trusted	her	enough	to	go
with	it.	“What	about	them?”	Lorraine	said,	casting	an	uncertain	gaze	at	Addison	and	me.	“They	always	so	rude?”	“Yes.	But	they’re	all	right.”	Lorraine	squinted	at	us	as	if	imagining	what	it	might	take	to	forcibly	eject	us	from	her	place,	should	the	need	arise.	“What	can	you	do?”	she	said	to	me.	“Anything?”	Emma	cleared	her	throat,	then	bugged	her
eyes	at	me.	I	knew	right	away	what	she	was	telegraphing:	Lie!	“I	used	to	be	able	to	levitate	pencils	and	things,”	I	said,	“but	now	I	can’t	even	get	one	to	stand	on	end.	I	think	I’m	…	out	of	order,	or	something.”	“Happens	to	the	best	of	’em.”	She	looked	to	Addison.	“And	you?”	Addison	rolled	his	eyes.	“I’m	a	talking	dog?”	“And	that’s	all	you	do,	talk?”
“Sometimes	it	seems	that	way,”	I	couldn’t	resist	saying.	“I	don’t	know	whom	to	feel	more	insulted	by,”	said	Addison.	Lorraine	took	a	final	puff	of	her	cigarette	and	flicked	it	away.	“All	right,	sugars.	Follow	me.”	She	started	to	walk	away.	We	hung	behind	a	moment	and	conferred	in	a	whisper.	“What	about	Sharon?”	I	said.	“He	told	us	to	wait	here.”	“This
will	only	take	a	minute,”	Emma	said.	“And	I	have	a	hunch	she	knows	a	lot	more	about	where	the	wights	are	hiding	than	Sharon	does.”	“And	you	think	she’s	just	going	to	volunteer	such	information?”	said	Addison.	“We’ll	see,”	Emma	said,	and	she	turned	to	follow	Lorraine.	*	*	*	Lorraine’s	place	had	no	window	and	no	sign,	just	a	blank	door	with	a	silver
bell	on	a	pull	chain.	Lorraine	rang	the	bell.	We	waited	while	a	series	of	deadbolts	were	slid	from	the	inside,	and	then	the	door	opened	a	crack.	An	eye	glinted	at	us	from	the	shadows.	“Fresh	meat?”	said	a	man’s	voice.	“Customers,”	Lorraine	replied.	“Let	us	in.”	The	eye	disappeared	and	the	door	opened	the	rest	of	the	way.	We	came	into	a	formal
entrance	hall,	where	the	doorman	waited	to	look	us	over.	He	wore	a	massive	overcoat	with	a	high	collar	and	a	wide-brimmed	fedora,	the	hat	tilted	so	low	that	all	we	could	see	of	his	face	were	two	pinprick	eyes	and	the	tip	of	his	nose.	He	stood	blocking	our	way,	staring	us	down.	“Well?”	said	Lorraine.	The	man	seemed	to	decide	we	weren’t	a	threat.
“Okay,”	he	said,	stepping	aside.	He	closed	and	locked	the	door	behind	us,	then	trailed	after	as	Lorraine	showed	us	down	a	long	hallway.	We	came	into	a	dim	parlor	flickering	with	oil	lamps.	It	was	a	sleazy	place	with	delusions	of	grandeur:	the	walls	were	trimmed	with	gold	scrollwork	and	velvet	drapes,	the	domed	ceiling	was	painted	with	tanned	and
tunicked	Greek	gods,	and	marble	columns	framed	the	entrance	to	the	hall.	Lorraine	nodded	to	the	doorman.	“Thank	you,	Carlos.”	Carlos	glided	away	to	the	back	of	the	room.	Lorraine	walked	to	a	curtained	wall	and	pulled	a	cord,	and	the	fabric	slid	aside	to	reveal	a	wide	panel	of	sturdy	glass.	We	stepped	forward	to	look,	and	through	it	saw	another
room.	It	was	very	much	like	the	one	we	were	standing	in,	but	smaller,	and	people	were	lazing	about	on	chairs	and	sofas,	some	reading	while	others	napped.	I	counted	eight	of	them.	A	few	were	older,	graying	at	the	temples.	Two,	a	boy	and	a	girl,	were	under	the	age	of	ten.	They	were	all,	I	realized,	prisoners.	Addison	started	to	ask	a	question,	but
Lorraine	gestured	impatiently.	“Questions	after,	please.”	She	strode	to	the	glass,	picked	up	a	tube	connected	umbilically	to	the	wall	below	it,	and	spoke	into	one	end.	“Number	thirteen!”	On	the	other	side	of	the	glass,	the	youngest	boy	stood	and	shuffled	forward.	His	hands	and	legs	were	chained,	and	he	was	the	only	peculiar	wearing	anything
resembling	prisoner’s	garb:	a	striped	suit	and	cap	with	the	number	13	stitched	boldly	onto	them.	Though	he	couldn’t	have	been	older	than	ten,	he	had	a	man’s	facial	hair:	a	bushy,	triangular	goatee	and	eyebrows	like	jungle	caterpillars,	the	eyes	below	them	cold	and	appraising.
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