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The Binding Spell





8 March 1904

She circles the chamber, leaving bloody handprints on the damp stone walls, looking for a way out. There isn’t one. Her chest heaves. Her screams ricochet off the walls.

‘Why are you doing this?’

Her tormentors seize her and begin a ritual chant that drowns out her voice as they drag her towards the waiting man – the one they call the Magister. He holds the bloodstained dagger with which he has slashed marks into her forearms and thighs.

The gloom of the underground chamber is relieved only by oil lamps and lanterns. Her captors’ faces are concealed by hoods, their bodies enshrouded in long red robes. One is the man who betrayed her.

‘Why?’ Her voice fractures into ragged moans.

Reason tells her it’s hopeless. There are too many of them. Yet she thrashes wildly; her flailing hands clutch at their robes, the rough material catching and tearing her nails. The Magister awaits, standing by a square opening in the flagstoned floor.

Her captors form a crescent, pinning her at the edge of the opening. They fall silent. She glimpses an expanse of water, like a giant’s well. The lamplight reflects its surface, showing nothing of what lies beneath. She has the impression of unseen depth, an unknown world far below the surface.

The Magister speaks. ‘Obsecro vos ut venias et epulemur in oblatione nostra,’ he says as he grabs her bleeding left arm, holds it above the water. She writhes helplessly. Beads of scarlet hang as if suspended in the air. With a succession of small plinks, they shatter the dark mirror surface and vanish into the depths.

‘Why?’ she sobs.

The Magister’s eyes smile through slits in his hood. ‘There’s nothing to fear.’ He speaks as though to a child who is needlessly scared of the dark.

‘Let me go!’ she cries. ‘Please.’

‘If we free you, won’t you go straight to the police, and tell stories about us?’

‘I won’t tell anyone,’ she assures him abjectly. ‘I promise. I just want to go home. Back to my family.’

He nods. ‘Of course. We are gentlemen, not monsters.’

He gestures. The others release her, as though loath now to touch her. She slumps forwards, shaking with terror, anger and shame at having to give her promise. She squints disbelievingly at the four symbols cut into her arms, her legs – wounds deep enough to leave scars for the rest of her life.

‘You’ve hurt me.’ Her mind is numb with shock.

‘It was a game,’ he says. ‘Nothing more. You’re free to go.’

The men fall back.

Her heart gives a great leap. They’re not going to kill her. She’s going to live.

Rage courses through her. She darts forward, grabs one of the retreating figures – recognising him by the smell of his fancy cologne, the way he holds himself – swings him round and punches him. He crumples, swearing. She pulls the hood off, seeing with satisfaction the blood pouring from his nose. She spits in his face.

‘You bitch!’ he yells. He doesn’t touch her. He stanches the bleeding. He’s shaking. She realises, bewildered, that he’s afraid of her.

‘We’ll leave a light,’ says the Magister, seeming not to have noticed her retaliation. ‘You can follow when you’re ready. Take the time you need to recover your spirits.’

He climbs the long ladder that leads through a trapdoor set in the high vaulted ceiling. One by one, the others follow, bearing their lanterns. Circles of light pass upwards and out of her sight.

Within moments she’s alone in the semi-darkness of the lower chamber. The single lamp left burning gives a meagre light. Her ragged breathing echoes in the shadowy space.

She crouches, arms round her knees, trying to slow her racing heart. She’ll give them time to get right away before she follows. Damn them to hell. Once she gets out of here, she’s going straight to the police.

She becomes conscious of searing pain from her wounds and realises then how cold she is. Her captors had torn off her coat and her dress to make the cuts on her arms and legs. Somewhere in her struggles, she has lost her shoes. Stale air fills her nostrils, along with the smell of her own blood. She stirs. She’ll have to climb the ladder; there’s no other way out. High above her head the sound of footsteps dies away. She grits her teeth, heads for the ladder.

Ice-cold water surges over her bare feet, making her gasp. She looks down. Water is bubbling out of the square pool, rippling in small waves across the stone floor. With it comes a rank smell.

Through the open trapdoor above her she catches a sound, like the shuffling of boots. Whatever lies beyond the trapdoor, she has to get away from the rising water filling the underground chamber.

The lamp reflects the water lapping around it and it teeters. She starts to climb the ladder. Her wounds burn as she moves. She barely notices.

With a crash, the lamp topples and goes out. Now the only light comes from the square of illumination visible through the trapdoor.

Sounds: a wet thud, a dragging. Somewhere in the invisible depths below, something is emerging out of the water. She cranes to look downwards, but the space below her feet is shrouded in darkness.

She climbs faster, heart hammering.

If her tormentors are still up there, waiting to finish their game, at least they’re human.

‘There’s something down here!’ she screams.

Under her hands, the ladder shudders violently. She twists round to make out what’s moving beneath her. She can’t see it. But she can smell it, hear it. It’s coming for her.

With shaking hands made slippery with her own blood, she struggles to grip the ladder rungs.

A sharp tug at her torn petticoat. She clutches the ladder with one hand, yanks her petticoat with the other. It rips.

She gasps as something seizes her ankles. She wraps her arms around the ladder, clinging on. She’s ripped away from the ladder, shaken like a rag doll. Her hands clutch, close on empty air.

Her screams cut off as she is pulled into the bitter-cold water. There’s a frenzied splashing. The water churns and convulses. She gets to the surface, fills her lungs with her last breath. She is yanked under. The dark water closes over her head, leaving a trail of bubbles.

Eventually the water grows still again.





Chapter Eight

Viscount Maltraver came forward to greet them. Curly-haired and fresh-faced with soft, full lips and downy cheeks, he looked younger than his twenty years. He bowed to Evie as he took her hand, but his attention slid beyond her, lingering on her sister.

‘Little Grace,’ he said with a beam that twisted up the sides of his mouth. ‘No longer so little, I see.’ His voice, deep and assertive, contrasted with his still boyish frame.

A shiver passed through Grace that Evie knew she struggled to suppress. ‘Lord Maltraver,’ she said stiffly.

‘No ceremony between us, I beg. I must and shall be Alexander to you.’

He swept them off to meet the other dinner guests. Two older couples, Dr and Mrs Marchmont, and Sir James and Lady Sankey, friends and neighbours of Lady Maltraver, were also attending the dinner and would remain for the seance. A young man was there too, and as he approached Evie she had an impression of a slight yet sturdy build, thick wavy hair that glinted chestnut in the candlelight, a smattering of freckles and a diffident expression.

‘This is Mr Marcus Ellingham – a gentleman of the press, no less,’ said Lord Maltraver, turning to him with a rollicking laugh. ‘Come here to observe the decadent cavortings of the English aristocracy and reveal our intimate secrets to his readers, no doubt.’

‘Alexander,’ admonished his mother, bestowing a hard stare on Mr Ellingham. ‘There’s nothing decadent about us.’

‘Then Mr Ellingham’s readers are destined to be disappointed, Mama.’

‘Are you enjoying your visit to Yorkshire, Miss Winstanley?’ asked Marcus Ellingham.

She was murmuring some polite words in reply when she became aware of the tall, dark-haired young man who had just then entered the room to stand alone by the door: Aubrey Penhallow. Mr Ellingham fell silent, his eyes following the direction of hers. Could he tell what she was thinking? She felt suddenly self-conscious and fixed her attention back on their conversation.

They spent several minutes discussing the beauty of the landscape and the unseasonable warmth of the weather, yet all the while Evie thought restlessly, Why did I even come here? There was nothing here connected to the circle of shadows, just dull people having self-satisfied conversations about things that didn’t matter. To think that Pelham had been concerned for her safety! He would laugh uproariously if he knew that the only danger she risked over the course of the weekend was of being bored senseless.

It was some consolation for Evie to find that Aubrey Penhallow was to be placed next to her at dinner. Seated close to him, she discovered with interest that he had striking green eyes – so few people had eyes that were truly green, rather than brown-green or hazel. It was another point in his favour, to put alongside his high cheekbones.

Lord Maltraver was seated on Evie’s other side, at the head of the table, at right angles to herself and Aubrey Penhallow. He beckoned imperiously to a maid hovering nearby to bring the soup tureen she held. In her haste, she spilt soup on the tablecloth.

‘Confound the girl,’ he exclaimed. ‘It takes these local people an eternity to learn the rules of service. I must apologise. It’s not usually like this. We’re short-staffed just at present. A temporary difficulty.’

‘Is that because Sukey left?’ Evie asked as she mopped up the soup with her napkin, smiling reassuringly at the girl, who was gulping back tears. She became aware of silence and looked round to see several sets of eyes on her.

A muscle twitched beside Maltraver’s mouth. ‘How on earth do you know about Sukey?’

‘Your mother mentioned her,’ lied Evie smoothly.

‘I can’t imagine why the mater would speak of Sukey,’ Maltraver muttered, frowning at his soup spoon.

‘Was Sukey afraid to stay here?’ said Evie. ‘I’ve heard this house is haunted.’

‘Whatever gave you that idea?’ Maltraver’s eyebrows lifted haughtily. ‘We’re not in a Gothic melodrama, Miss Winstanley, even though we live alongside the Yorkshire moors. What happened to Sukey was simply the usual story. She took a fancy to one of the footmen and ran off with him, depriving me of two servants at one stroke. No doubt she’s in London as we speak, living the high life – if the man hasn’t abandoned her yet, having got what he wanted from her.’

‘Did you take a shine to her yourself?’ said Aubrey Penhallow, taking a lingering sip of wine.

Lord Maltraver winked broadly. ‘In all honesty?’

‘Indeed, yes,’ agreed Penhallow with a glittering smile. ‘We can speak freely here. She led you on, you’d say? There are many such girls among her class.’ A sneer distorted the curve of his lips.

‘Sukey was a regular little minx, and a man can’t be blamed if—’

A loud clatter cut through his words as Evie dropped her bread knife onto her plate. All around the table, faces swung towards her. She glared back.

Marcus Ellingham intervened, nervously but determinedly. ‘Gentlemen, this hardly seems a fit subject for a lady’s ears.’

‘Eh, yes, of course,’ snorted Lord Maltraver. ‘Pardon me, Miss Winstanley.’ Though his tone was one of studied politeness, she caught the resentful gleam in his eye as he snapped his fingers at the butler to pour more wine.

Evie let her stare remain on him a moment longer, then lowered her attention to her soup. She felt mortified at having fancied herself drawn to Aubrey Penhallow. Never judge a book by its cover – or a man by his face.

As for Lord Maltraver, it was all too evident why Grace disliked him. Evie had already had enough of these arrogant men with their entitled airs, speaking scornfully of women and their social inferiors, and there were still several courses to get through.

‘Mr Penhallow’s an expert on the gees,’ Maltraver burbled. ‘He’s going to advise me on my sporting ventures. No more nags that fall down or finish last.’

‘Are you interested in horse racing, Miss Winstanley?’ said Aubrey Penhallow.

‘Not in the least,’ she replied.

He seemed by no means daunted. Instead, he embarked on a steady monologue on horses – their care, exercise, nutrition and training. Maltraver, leaning over to listen, offered his own contributions, and the two men began conducting a conversation across Evie as though she wasn’t there.

Long before dinner was over, Evie had come to loathe the precise, well-modulated tones of Mr Penhallow. She kept her head down, scowling, folding and refolding the napkin on her lap. When he began a lengthy account of the proper diet to feed up an under-par horse for the racing season, Evie thought she would explode. She looked across the table – and noticed Marcus Ellingham. He was staring fixedly at his plate, but she caught a twitch of his lip and realised he was trying to hide a grin. His reaction steadied her, making her feel they were accomplices. She waited till Ellingham caught her eye – then shook her head, frowning in mock reproof. Scarlet flooded his face. She smothered her urge to laugh behind her napkin, conscious of some sympathy for him; it couldn’t be easy to have the kind of skin that made an open book of his emotions.

Lady Maltraver rose, the signal for the ladies to join her in the drawing room. As Evie stood, she leant towards Aubrey Penhallow. ‘I must thank you for your conversation. It was so instructive. I feel that had I been so minded, and if only I had the money, resources and the least interest in the subject, I would now be well positioned to buy, nurture and train a prize-winning racehorse of my own.’

She smiled sweetly into his startled eyes and left the room in the ladies’ wake.





Chapter Eleven

Evie slithered off the mare thankfully, if not gracefully, and surreptitiously rubbed her aching legs and back as she took in her surroundings.

They’d emerged through a narrow cleft in an escarpment into an open space at the water’s edge. The scene was much as she’d seen it in the postcard; the photograph must have been taken from about the same angle as the spot where she stood. It was a harsh and desolate landscape, and the strange sense of familiarity she felt, when she’d never been there before, cast an uneasy shadow over her mind. Such a lonely place, as though people didn’t belong there. The silence of it crept round her heart.

The lake lay within the surrounding circle of hills, as though cradled in the hollow of a gigantic hand. Carpets of yellow gorse swept up the lower slopes towards crags of gritstone. On the farther shore, dense woodland of oak and birch reached to the water’s edge. The mist of early morning had dispersed and the day was bright, the sky cloudless. The warbling call of curlews hung on the air and wading birds and ducks gathered to peck at the rocky fringes of the lake, hunting for anything that moved and could be eaten. Bulrushes clustered in the shallows, half submerged in black mud that gave off a stagnant smell, and beyond them patches of luminous green waterweed floated just beneath the surface. Further out, the water was clearer, though it was impossible to see what lay beneath the glistening surface. There was no breeze to stir up ripples, and the lake, like a dark mirror, reflected the open sky.

The Sithwater gave off the aura of a sentient being drowned in sleep. Evie could see why legends had become attached to it, why the druids had come here for their blood sacrifices, a place where they could be close to their gods. According to the Reverend Mickleford, the only inflow came from an underground spring, while the lack of a visible inlet or outflow gave rise to a persistent legend that the lake was bottomless, its source in another world. Most disturbing of all, to Evie’s mind, was the story, repeated by Mickleford, that something otherworldly lived in its cold depths. She tried to shake off an unaccustomed feeling of oppression.

They tethered the horses to stunted trees where they could graze on the grassy slope and scrambled down with the rugs and picnic supplies to a pebbly beach.

Evie walked towards the water, seeking the location described by Mickleford. To her left rose low, crumbling cliffs, surmounted by rocks. A possibility . . .

‘I can’t imagine why you wanted to come here.’

Evie turned to find Phyllis at her elbow.

‘Even on a day like this,’ said Phyllis, ‘Fairymere’s such a gloomy place. The bottom slopes gradually down, then suddenly drops away. They say no one’s ever measured the depth of the lake.’

‘What about rumours of people going missing? Are the stories true?’

‘Some are. Just a few years ago, a Sunday-school party came here for an outing. Not the sort of place I’d choose to bring children for a treat. When it came time to go home, two of the children had disappeared. The adults searched high and low. No trace of them was ever found. Not even their clothes left on the beach.’ Phyllis shuddered, yet she spoke with a curious relish.

Evie and Phyllis went right up to the water’s edge where Aubrey Penhallow stood motionless, as if carved man-sized from marble, wrapped in thought.

‘Mr Penhallow?’ said Phyllis.

He didn’t answer, and indeed gave no sign he’d heard. He stooped, selected a rounded, flattened stone and skimmed it across the water. Once, twice, three times it bounced. As he tracked its progress, his lips curled back, disclosing white teeth and transforming his face into unsettling lines. For a moment, Evie thought he looked wolfish.

He swung to face Lord Maltraver, who was gingerly approaching across the stones. ‘Fancy a dip?’

‘Eh, no, not for me,’ said Maltraver, backing away. ‘I’m not one for deep water.’

‘I thought the Sons of Dionysus were fearless,’ Phyllis mocked, eyes dancing with mischief. ‘ “All things are possible to me.” Isn’t that their new motto? One we both know.’

‘Shut up!’ said her brother, turning savagely on her, spittle flying from his mouth. ‘You stupid little fool!’

Phyllis cowered back.

‘Keep away from her!’ said Evie, stepping quickly between Maltraver and Phyllis.

Maltraver scowled. ‘My sister’s a birdbrained idiot, but I’m not going to strike her, Miss Winstanley. You’ve no need to act like Joan of Arc.’

Even as Evie gathered herself up to retaliate, Maltraver, with a contemptuous toss of his jaw, swung away, blundering back up the beach.

‘How dare he?’ Evie glared at his departing back. She caught an unfathomable light in Penhallow’s eye that she took for mockery and cast him, too, a scornful glance.

Penhallow turned towards Phyllis, who stood with her shoulders hunched and her scrawny arms braced tight across her chest. ‘Are you all right, Miss Crosbie?’

‘Yes,’ said Phyllis, though her voice shook.

‘Does he often lose his temper?’

‘Only when he doesn’t get his own way.’

Something flickered across Penhallow’s face and he strode off, following Maltraver. Phyllis’s gaze, lingering on Penhallow’s back, struck Evie as despondent.

As Evie and Phyllis returned along the beach, Evie said, ‘Who are the Sons of Dionysus?’

Sullenness had settled back in Phyllis’s brows. ‘It’s supposed to be a secret. That’s why Alexander got angry.’ Seeing Evie’s enquiring look, she shrugged. ‘Why should I trouble to keep his secrets? It’s a club he belongs to, at Oxford . . . where boys have their fun.’

A drinking club, Evie presumed. How ridiculous, to have the chance of an excellent education and to fritter one’s time away in that fashion. ‘Have you ever thought that you, too, might attend Oxford?’

Phyllis laughed mirthlessly. ‘How can you ask? You’ve met my mother. No bluestocking would be tolerated in the Crosbie family. My role in life is to marry a suitably rich man whom my mother and brother will find for me.’

‘But surely,’ said Evie, pondering this, ‘your family has enough money for you to be able to marry for love?’

‘Love?’ Phyllis stopped to face Evie, a jeer distorting her mouth. ‘You’re quite the romantic, aren’t you? My family aren’t as rich as they once were, partly thanks to death duties, though Alexander’s gambling debts haven’t helped.’ She scowled in her brother’s direction. ‘The once great Crosbies are reduced to keeping up a charade and living beyond our means. Haven’t you noticed that yet?’

‘The missing paintings,’ said Evie. ‘They’ve been sold?’

‘All the Canalettos have gone. And the Van Dyck. Mother’s held out so far against selling the Titian. Alexander needs to somehow recoup his losses or marry money – a lot of it. An American heiress, perhaps. It might be a poor look-out for the heiress, though.’

Evie was inclined to agree. She wondered for a moment why Phyllis had confided the family’s difficulties to her, but then she realised it was meant as a warning to pass on to Grace that Maltraver had no intention of marrying her. Ironic, Evie thought, that Phyllis clearly had no idea how much Grace loathed her brother. Phyllis assumed that Lord Maltraver was a catch any woman would want, even if he made his future wife’s life miserable.

They crossed the small stony beach to where the others had spread out rugs and blankets and were unpacking the picnic hampers. Maltraver had himself under control again and was outwardly full of affable bonhomie as he brought out a basket of quails’ eggs and heaped up toasts with spoonfuls of black caviar for the delectation of his guests. Yet sweat dribbled down his forehead, and his hands fidgeted as he adjusted and readjusted his tie.

‘Are you feeling well?’ asked Marcus Ellingham.

‘Never better,’ said Maltraver with a sickly smile. ‘Though frankly, I’d rather be anywhere than beside this blasted lake. It gives me the shivers.’ He brought out several bottles of sparkling wine that had been packed in ice. ‘This’ll help the party atmosphere. Jolly times. Who’s for a little snifter?’ He poured out glassfuls.

‘Not for me or Grace,’ said Evie.

To Evie’s astonishment, Grace stretched out languorously, a glass in hand. ‘Some for me, if you please, Alexander.’

‘That’s the ticket.’ Holding her eyes with his, Maltraver filled her glass to the brim.

‘What are you doing, Grace?’ Evie protested.

Grace exchanged smiles with Maltraver, smiles that looked to Evie to be . . . complicit. Yes, that was the word.

‘Don’t be such a spoilsport, Evie,’ said Grace over her shoulder.

Lord Maltraver’s raucous laughter rang out, echoing across the water. To Evie’s mind, that distinctive laugh was one of the most irritating of his mannerisms.

The others chattered as they ate and drank. Evie attempted to join in, but her eyes kept going to the lake. It seemed to have caught Grace’s attention, too. She grew silent, drinking her wine, gazing dreamily at the water.

‘Are you all right, Grace?’ said Evie.

Grace dragged her eyes back. ‘Oh, yes. I’m just so unaccountably sleepy.’ Her voice had thickened and her eyes clouded. She’s not used to the wine, thought Evie.

Grace cast aside her hat, stretched full-length on her blanket, and was immediately asleep. The others, too, seemed drowsy, no doubt from the food and the heat of the day, Evie surmised. Conversation became desultory. Flies buzzed heavily amongst the bulrushes clustered along the water’s edge.

Lord Maltraver sprawled, head slumped, back against a tree. The others lounged on blankets, sipping their wine – all but Evie, and Aubrey Penhallow, who sat with long legs drawn up, arms resting on his knees, looking at neither the lake nor his companions, his gaze distant, his mind evidently far away again.

Sunlight danced on the water.

The curlews called to one another, like lost souls.

The flies buzzed louder.

A stealthy slap sounded at the water’s edge.

Another.

Something was coming out of the lake . . .

Evie sat up, realising she’d been drowsing, dreaming that something was in the water. That wouldn’t do at all; she’d come here with a task to do.

She cast a covert eye over her companions. No one was looking her way. Taking a leather shoulder bag she’d brought, she slunk off to the rock face at the far end of the beach and began to climb.

Several hot, uncomfortable minutes followed as she scrambled up the steep slope, made more awkward by the long flapping skirts of her borrowed riding habit. She’d forgotten her hat and her chignon came loose, exposing her head to the relentless sun.

When at last she reached the summit, she took stock, considering. The ground sloped gently till it reached a point overlooking the lake, where it fell precipitously away. Mickleford had provided no clear description of the location of the kuroskato carving, and no indications of its dimensions. Gritstone rocks were strewn everywhere across the summit; the carving could be on any of them.

Evie loathed heights and kept a wary distance from the cliff edge, averting her eyes from the drop. She went from boulder to boulder, crouching to inspect each in turn, using her handkerchief to rub away lichen and moss to reveal what lay beneath. When her handkerchief became too soiled for the task, she used handfuls of grass.

She turned her head as she heard a trickle of small stones. Someone was coming up the slope to join her on the clifftop. Lord Maltraver? Aubrey Penhallow? Unconsciously, she stiffened, but a moment later Marcus Ellingham appeared, slightly out of breath.

‘Might I keep you company, Miss Winstanley?’ He gave her a diffident smile from under his fair lashes.

She stood, a slight crease between her brows, wondering if she ought to send him off with a flea in his ear, not at all sure she wanted any witnesses to her investigation. And yet, after all, in contrast to the other men in their party, he’d been straightforward and friendly, and as a writer for the Ghost Hunter, he knew his stuff. Perhaps . . .

He must have seen uncertainty in her face, because he quickly added, ‘No need to put up with me if you don’t want. I’ll take myself off.’

She relented and smiled. ‘Not at all. I’d be glad of the company. You might be able to help me.’

Thus encouraged, he approached with enthusiasm.

‘That’s the pearl-bordered fritillary.’ He pointed to small butterflies, wings patterned in orange and black, darting through the grass. ‘You don’t usually see them this early. Can you make out the row of white pearl markings on the outer edges of the wings?’

Evie paused to watch the heedless dance of the butterflies before resuming her investigation of the rocks.

‘You don’t care for butterflies?’

‘On the contrary, they’re beautiful. But just now, I’m in search of something particular.’

‘What exactly are you looking for? How might I help?’

She considered how much to reveal. ‘A symbol,’ she told him, ‘carved into the rocks.’

‘What kind of symbol?’

But she wasn’t ready to take him further into her confidence. ‘We’ll know it if we find something.’

They searched for nearly an hour, while the sun passed through its zenith.

At last Evie halted, reluctantly accepting defeat. If the kuroskato carving had been here, it must have long since vanished. She stood up, arching her back – cramped from long crouching – and thrust back the tousled hair that kept tangling across her face. She went as close as she dared to the edge of the precipice and gazed down at the glassy Sithwater, swallowing her disappointment.

What had she hoped for? Some clue to what had happened to her father – that was part of it, of course, just as she had told Pelham. But if she was being honest, she’d also wanted something more, something to transport her beyond the drab everyday into another world. A dark fairy tale. Whatever it was she’d wanted, she’d failed to find it.

Far below, sunlight glistened on the water, turning it to a sheet of brilliant silver, blinding her.

‘This is a strange place,’ said Marcus Ellingham, coming up beside her. ‘It chills me to the marrow somehow, even though the sun’s warm.’

‘It was a place of sacrifice,’ said Evie.

‘Do you mean human sacrifice?’ He sounded unnerved. ‘Did that really happen?’

‘This was a sacred place for the druids – the priests and priestesses of the ancient Celts. The Roman authors said the Celts practised human sacrifice, though they may have said that because they thought the Celts were barbarians. What we do know is that for thousands of years people came here to make sacrifices of the best things they had – weapons, jewellery, drinking bowls. They hoped the spirit of the waters would grant them favours in return. The more precious an object, the more effective it was as a sacrifice. Sometimes people broke their treasures first, rendering them forever unusable, before casting them into the lake.’

‘I see,’ he said. ‘Rather like King Arthur, on the point of death, who kept sending poor old Sir Bedivere to chuck Excalibur into the lake.’

‘Exactly. Excalibur was too powerful and magical a sword to remain in the human realm. The things we love the most are only loaned to us. We never truly possess them.’

Sunlight beat on her face and she lowered her eyelids against the glare. She thought of the legend of Cartimandua’s daughter, who had voluntarily sacrificed the dearest thing she had – her own life – in a desperate attempt to save her people from the Roman invaders. But according to the Roman historian, Tacitus, Cartimandua had struck a deal with the Romans, had betrayed the rebel chieftain, Caratacus to them, so if there was any truth in the tales, her daughter’s sacrifice had been in vain. Just a story, perhaps, but still it seemed unutterably sad.

Evie was vaguely aware that Marcus Ellingham had left her side and was combing the strip of land at the very brink of the summit.

‘Hallo, hallo!’ came his shout. ‘Could this be something?’

Evie turned to see him pointing to a flat rock near the precipice.

Cursing her debilitating vertigo, she clenched her hands, gritted her teeth together and steeled herself to walk to the edge. The ground was unstable; her boots slipped and scrabbled on the loose, sandy earth. All at once, Marcus was there holding her steady, his arms about her while her pulse raced, sweat trickled down the back of her neck and her breath came in faltering gasps. She half knelt, half collapsed by the rock, face turned away from the precipice, forehead pressed against the cold stone. Once she could no longer see the drop, her dizziness eased, though her heart still fluttered uncomfortably fast, like a trapped bird in her chest.

She pushed Marcus’s arm away.

‘Are you all right, Miss Winstanley?’ he asked with concern.

‘Yes,’ she said between gritted teeth.

‘Don’t look down,’ he advised unnecessarily.

Focusing only on what was in front of her, she traced with her fingers the place where a wide section of the rock face had been shattered. It looked like something there had been smashed out of existence, obliterated so that no one would ever find it again or uncover its dark secret.

The kuroskato?

How had Mickleford managed to find the sigil? Perhaps there had been a wider strip of land in his day between the boulder and the cliff edge, and since that time some of the earth had crumbled in landslides over the precipice. At all events, this had been a well-chosen location for the kuroskato – hidden in plain sight, overlooking the Sithwater.

She pulled at the moss below the defaced expanse of rock. Something else was there, concealed by long tough grass. She ripped away the turf, ignoring the cuts the grass blades dealt to her hands, seeking for what was hidden.

Words. Chiselled into the rock, then filled in with a substance that might have been red paint.

She ran her fingers over the letters, reading aloud:

‘ “The circle of shadows will be reborn. We shall rise.” ’

The cuts in the rock were fresh, not worn by prolonged exposure to wind, rain and snow. There was no moss or lichen in the indentations.

The circle of shadows will be reborn. We shall rise.

Her heart jolted under her ribs.

Whatever or whoever the circle of shadows was, it wasn’t confined to the distant past. It existed right here. Right now.

She stood, wiping her hands against her skirt, keeping her back to the precipice.

Beside her, Marcus Ellingham read the inscription, his brow furrowed. ‘What does it mean?’

She didn’t answer. Indeed, she barely noticed him, caught up as she was in her exhilaration. This would be something to tell Pelham. Surely he would believe her now.

From the bag slung over her shoulder, she retrieved her notebook and a pencil, squatted down again and copied out the words, making a sketch map of the location. Absorbed in her work, she half forgot the sheer drop behind her.

At last, her task completed, she took a step away. Out of the corner of her eye, she caught a movement in the lake, far below. Something odd was happening. Clutching the rock for support, she braced herself to look. Rays of the lowering sun danced on the silver water, dazzling her. She shielded her eyes.

A shape like a letter V had formed across the surface of the lake. At its inverted apex a figure waded, waist deep, cutting a line through the water.

Long hair streamed out like a black banner. Lustrous dark hair.

‘Grace!’ screamed Evie. ‘Stop!’





Chapter Fifteen

‘This is all my fault,’ said Evie, arms wrapped tight against her body, hugging herself in her guilt. In the window glass, she caught a faint reflection of her own face, looking oddly unlike herself – pale, brows knitted.

‘How,’ said Pelham emphatically, ‘can it possibly be your fault? Or Grace’s? The only person at fault here is that scoundrel Maltraver.’ He clenched his fist and banged the window frame, a gesture so uncharacteristic it made Evie jump. ‘That cad! If it hadn’t been for you, Evie . . .’

They were in the attic room that had once served as their schoolroom. It was little used now, and their discussion wouldn’t be overheard.

‘Maltraver’s an odious brute,’ said Evie, ‘and an opportunist. He took advantage of Grace not being herself. But that doesn’t necessarily mean it was he who planted the kuroskato. I don’t see how he would be involved with something like the circle of shadows. He’s not clever enough, for one thing, and not much more than a boy. What would someone like that know about the occult?’ She caught a slight smile on Pelham’s face and snapped, ‘Yes, I realise I’m also very young, but I was accustomed to helping Papa in his researches and I’m familiar with some of the basic principles of occult theory.’

She broke off and shook her head miserably. ‘For that reason, because I knew enough to understand that magic might be real, and could be dangerous, I should have appreciated the risks. Papa said never meddle in things you don’t understand, but I did meddle. And now this . . . thing has entered into Grace. What have I done, Pel?’

‘We have to consider this logically. I still think you should tell Leonie everything.’

‘You do believe me, then?’

‘About Maltraver? Of course.’

‘I meant the rest of it.’

Pelham gave her a searching look. ‘Do you know how it sounds?’

‘Of course. That’s why I can’t tell Maman. She wouldn’t understand. She’d be so devastated that Grace . . .’

They looked through the window towards where Grace had just emerged, dressed in white, a tennis racket under her arm, to meet a gaggle of girls about her own age, who fell upon her gleefully. They linked arms and set off along the street, chattering like a flock of starlings.

‘Our neighbours, the Boswells,’ Evie said, holding aside the curtain to follow Grace’s progress. ‘They’re holding a tennis party. How normal Grace seems. Once we got away from Maltraver Towers, she seemed better. She won’t speak a word about what happened in Yorkshire. She says she can’t remember, that she must have been coming down with a fever.’

‘Has it occurred to you,’ said Pelham slowly, ‘that Grace could have inflicted the marks on herself? We believe we make logical choices, yet our emotions, our desires, may overwhelm us.’

‘You’re talking like a doctor.’

‘How else do you expect me to talk?’ he said, looking stung. ‘In my experience, people believe things because they need to believe them. They may convince themselves that they can commune with dead loved ones, or that they can make a charm that will procure someone’s love. That doesn’t make the things true.’

‘You say that because you don’t believe the power of occult magic is real. But what if it is, Pel?’

He didn’t answer.

She tossed her head, flung herself onto a battered horsehair sofa and started to count off on her fingers. ‘What about the physical occurrences? The cat that sensed something we couldn’t? The water that came through the ceiling?’

‘A hoax,’ he said, coming to sit beside her. ‘This journalist, Marcus Ellingham, said as much.’

‘And what about what happened at the lake?’

‘There’s a possible explanation for Grace’s action,’ Pelham said, choosing his words with care. ‘If her mind was under great stress . . .’

‘Are you saying you believe there’s something not right . . . in Grace’s mind? That she’d actually attempt to take her own life?’ Evie’s fingers unconsciously tensed into claws, but she hid them, surreptitiously digging her nails into her stomach. ‘How could you think so?’ she said reproachfully.

He tugged at his collar as if it had grown too tight. ‘I didn’t say that. But it occurs to me . . . what if that blackguard Maltraver tried to lay hands on Grace at some point over the weekend before you visited the lake? Such a shocking experience for a young girl could have sparked off emotions she couldn’t acknowledge, even to herself – shame, self-disgust, a need for a ritual cleansing . . .’

‘You mean she felt she needed to atone for something he tried to do? Or did? That’s horrible!’

‘The mind is complex. We are only just beginning to understand how complex. Perhaps you have heard of Dr Freud, who practises in Vienna?’

‘Freud?’ she said distractedly, trying to straighten the tension in her fingers. ‘I don’t think so.’

‘He says that things in ourselves that we can’t face, emotions that frighten or shame us, are buried deep in the hidden places of our minds. Especially the secrets we can’t admit to our conscious selves – our desires.’

She grew impatient. ‘You think of Grace’s situation as an interesting case?’

‘That’s unfair. I’m concerned about Grace . . . and also about you.’

‘Me?’ She stiffened. ‘You think that I, too, am being led by my unconscious mind to imagine things?’

With a nervous gesture, he pushed back his hair. ‘Be honest with yourself, Evie. It’s a possibility, isn’t it? You say you want to follow the evidence, yet what real proof do you have that these occurrences were spun out of magic rather than the human mind?’

Evie frowned. ‘Wait there.’ She ran from the room, returning moments later with a handkerchief, which she unfolded to disclose the thing she had found in the blocked bath. ‘This is physical evidence.’

Pelham took it between his forefinger and thumb and went to examine it under the window. ‘It looks like a scale,’ he said. ‘Odd sort of colour – bronze-green. Too big for any fish I’ve ever seen,’ he added, measuring it against his hand. ‘Nearly the length of my thumb. A snake? Perhaps a constrictor or a python? Where did you find this?’

‘In the bath, in the rooms occupied by the Trent-L’Espoirs.’

‘So, it could be a clue to whatever hoax the spiritualists had plotted. Might they have smuggled a snake into the house, kept it in the bath?’

She recalled the copious amount of luggage the Trent-L’Espoirs had brought with them – over-generous for a visit intended to last a weekend. ‘It’s possible,’ she admitted.

‘May I take this?’ He refolded the scale in the handkerchief. ‘I’ll be able to make it out more distinctly under a microscope. If I can’t identify it myself, I’ll ask Bertie Alcott. You remember him?’

‘I do,’ Evie said dubiously. ‘He never has much to say for himself.’ Bertie was a friend of Pelham’s from their student days, an earnest young man who never encountered Pelham’s sisters without becoming painfully tongue-tied.

Pelham grinned. ‘It’s true, he’s not at his best when he’s confronted by women, but he’s a solid scientist. He’s working for the Zoological Society. He’ll be able to identify the animal this comes from.’ He took out his pocket watch. ‘I have to go, I’m sorry. I’ve evening appointments.’ He shrugged on his jacket. ‘Don’t worry, Evie. We’ll get to the bottom of your mystery. And we won’t need to resort to occult theory to do it.’

He hurried off down the stairs. Evie wasted no time on fuming at his dismissal of her theories. Instead, she went to her father’s study, lit the lamp and resumed her search for clues. She turned over stacks of papers, burrowed into pigeonholes, investigated the contents of tin strongboxes stacked one upon another.

Eventually she paused, rubbing her aching back, pushing back her tumbled hair. If there was any information about the kuroskato in this room, it must be well hidden. It didn’t help that she had no idea what she was looking for. Would she have to go through the pages of each individual book? Looking around at the sea of books, overflowing their shelves, her heart sank.

A rumbling in her stomach reminded her that the dinner hour was approaching. Emerging from the study, she met her mother in the hall.

‘There’s a letter for you,’ said Leonie, indicating the half-moon table on which the evening post had been deposited. Evie picked up the letter, registering the unfamiliarity of the handwriting, executed in deep blue ink, that gave her name and address.

‘A man’s hand, n’est-ce pas?’ Leonie squinted at the envelope with half-closed eyes.

‘How can you tell?’

‘These manly strokes – so firm, so decisive,’ her mother said. ‘So, ma petite, who is this man taking an interest in you? Is he suitable?’

Evie couldn’t help but laugh. ‘You should be a detective, Maman.’

‘Bah, non!’ Leonie’s lip curled in distaste. ‘A detective? Like those policemen who trampled mud over our carpets, asked stupid, inquisitive questions and entirely failed to find the intruder who tried to murder us in our beds? Such unsuitable work for a woman.’ She lingered on in the hall, making some wholly unnecessary adjustments to a vase of dried flowers, evidently hoping to hear the contents of the letter.

Ignoring her mother’s expectant air, Evie murmured something about dressing for dinner and bore the letter up to her room. Once alone, she tore open the envelope and read.

 

Dear Miss Winstanley,

Forgive me for taking the liberty of writing to you. Phyllis Crosbie furnished me with your address. Of course, you are under no obligation to confide in me, yet I formed the impression that some hidden difficulty troubles you, and I want to assure you of my desire to be of help to you.

I am in Oxford, where I’m carrying out research into the activities of the Sons of Dionysus. I had intended simply to obtain material for an article, but I’ve discovered certain disturbing allegations relating to this secret society which I’d like to share with you. I hope to have more definite news soon.

If you should have need of me, please don’t hesitate to write to my lodgings in Oxford.

Yours, most sincerely,

Marcus Ellingham

 

PS Just now I dined at a restaurant on the High, where I spotted Lord Maltraver having dinner with, of all people, Aubrey Penhallow. Thankfully, they didn’t notice me. How strange that Penhallow should be here in Oxford! I suspect the fellow of being keen to ingratiate himself with the English aristocracy. Still, he should know better than to consort with Maltraver and his set.

 

Evie’s hand curled around the letter, gripping it tight against her chest. The Sons of Dionysus. Lord Maltraver and Aubrey Penhallow. Were these things connected, and did any of them relate to her own investigations?

She felt mildly relieved that Ellingham hadn’t taken offence at the abrupt way she’d left him at Maltraver Towers, yet she bitterly envied him his freedom of movement. He could travel wherever he would, in pursuit of a lead, of adventure. If there were clues in Oxford, they’d be his to uncover.

Whereas she . . . she was trapped in her respectable suburban life, slowly stifling. Just because she’d had the bad luck to be born a woman.

[image: Decorative break]

Evie woke the next morning to find the house in uproar.

Leonie had received a telegram from her mother, warning that her father, Grand-père, was seriously ill. Her parents lived in a crumbling chateau, which they couldn’t afford to maintain or staff, and where the old man nurtured dreams of the golden summer of the nobility, before the Revolution came. Grand-mère was too frail herself to do much nursing, and their one servant was as ancient as Grand-mère.

‘There’s no alternative,’ Leonie declared. ‘I’ll nurse him myself. Grand-mère says he may not last the week. She’s sent for the curé.’

‘Grand-mère does sometimes exaggerate,’ said Evie, trying to strike an optimistic note.

‘That’s true,’ reflected Leonie. ‘The last time she invited the curé into the house, Grand-père recovered enough to throw him out and bade him never return. But no,’ she continued, clutching the telegram. ‘He’s too weak to complain this time. It must be bad.’

Within an hour, Leonie was off in a cab to Victoria station to catch the boat-train, with hugs for her girls, interspersed with stern admonitions for them to mind what Harriet said.

A little later, Evie intercepted Harriet coming from the kitchen. ‘I want to ask you something,’ she said to her cousin. ‘About Papa, before he died.’

Harriet eyed Evie uneasily. ‘What more do you want to know?’

‘Not about his death,’ Evie said hastily. ‘I wondered what he was doing during the last weeks of his life. How did he seem? Was he preoccupied?’

Harriet unbent a little. ‘Your mother would know better than me.’

‘It’s you I want to ask


















































Chapter Eighteen

Not Grace, no. How could she have even imagined it?

Evie crouched on the willow trunk, averting her eyes from the horror in the water, shaking, heart racing. Shock blanked out thought, her surroundings melting away into unreality. The trees on the opposite bank seemed alive, circling, dancing. Was she going to be sick?

‘Evie?’ came Harriet’s anxious voice. ‘What’s happening? What is it?’

‘I’m coming.’ Evie struggled to her feet, knees trembling under her. She swayed, grabbed at a branch to keep herself from falling. No, no! She fought to stabilise her legs, restore her balance. Only then could she stumble back along the trunk to where Harriet waited.

‘There’s a woman in the water. She’s dead.’

Harriet’s eyes widened and her lips twitched, yet her voice was steady. ‘You’re sure she is dead? Past saving?’

‘Very sure.’ Evie found it an effort to speak.

Harriet craned to see, one hand shielding her eyes from the rain. ‘I can’t make out anything. Could the two of us pull her out of the water, do you think?’

‘No,’ said Evie, shuddering at the prospect of approaching the body again.

‘We must get help, and notify the authorities. One of us ought to stay here. We shouldn’t leave her alone.’

Even in her dazed state, Evie was impressed at Harriet’s calmness. ‘Should I go?’ she asked.

Harriet nodded. ‘You’ll be faster than me.’

‘You’re not afraid . . . to stay with her alone?’

‘It’s not the dead we have to fear. This poor woman is beyond all the suffering of this world. I’ll stay here and pray for her.’
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Evie ran along the path, reckless of mud and water, trying to outpace the horror in the river. Once she slipped and fell face down; she scrambled to her feet and kept moving. Rain blew in her face yet couldn’t wash away the memory of the body floating face down in the brown water.

Ahead, the path curved, following the meandering river. Suddenly into sight strode a tall figure, head down against the wind, crowned by a flat cap to keep off the rain.

It was Aubrey Penhallow.

Evie ran full tilt towards him. ‘We need help!’ she cried. ‘There’s a body in the water!’

He stopped and looked at her in surprise, taking in her bedraggled appearance, the mud on her clothes and hands. ‘If it’s a body, there’s not a lot I or anyone can do to help, Miss Winstanley.’

In her relief at finding another human being, she’d forgotten how supercilious he could be. Now she remembered, and the memory infuriated her. Immediately, she felt more robust.

‘It’s a poor woman who drowned. Harriet and I can’t get her out of the water by ourselves. We can’t leave her there. You must help us.’

For a moment he made no reply.

‘Do you have an important appointment elsewhere, Mr Penhallow?’ she asked ironically, annoyed at his apparent hesitation.

At her evident anger, his lips drew into a slight smile, and a searching look came into his eyes, almost as if he asked her an unspoken question. But all he said was, ‘I’ll come.’

As they turned back together, the rain slackened.

‘Why are you here, Mr Penhallow?’ Evie couldn’t help asking.

‘The same as yourself, Miss Winstanley – taking a walk.’ He spoke smoothly, though moments later he added in a rather different voice, ‘Sometimes I can’t bear to be shut up inside the walls of a city.’

By the time they reached the place where Harriet waited, the rain had ceased.

‘Mr Penhallow will help,’ Evie told Harriet. She led Penhallow to the river’s edge and pointed. ‘She’s down there, below the tree trunk.’

Aubrey Penhallow stripped off his coat, cap, jacket and shoes, scrambled along the trunk and knelt, staring down into the water. He reached out with a pocketknife to cut something free, then leapt down, chest-deep in the water, and began hacking at the ribbon weed.

Two youths appeared along the path, carrying fishing tackle. Quickly sizing up the situation, they laid down their lines to go to Penhallow’s aid. Within a few minutes, the three men had hauled the body onto the bank and were laying it across the path. All three had cuts across their hands from the razor-sharp ribbon weed. Water streamed from the corpse’s dark dress, soaking into the muddy clay of the path.

They turned the body over.

Evie uttered a small moan, which she stifled by stuffing her fist into her mouth. Harriet put an arm tight round her shoulders.

Black muddy water trickled from the corners of the slackened lips, clenched teeth just visible. Some river creature had burrowed into the soft parts of the bloated face. Cuts and abrasions covered the waxy flesh. She looked nothing like Millais’s drowning Ophelia, nor any other Pre-Raphaelite dream of doomed beauty, yet under the daylight a hint of a red sheen was visible in the water-soaked hair.

‘This is Janet,’ said Evie. ‘She was in service at Maltraver Towers.’

‘How can that be?’ exclaimed Harriet. ‘Are you sure?’

Evie nodded, feeling sick.

‘What was her surname?’ Harriet asked. ‘We must tell the police. They will trace her family and tell them the terrible news.’

‘She’s Janet Rae,’ said Mr Penhallow, his voice rough, as though it rasped in his throat. He knelt on the other side of her body, his face pale even to the lips, his eyes darkened shadows. He looked like he’d received a terrible blow, Evie thought. Perhaps he really had cared for Janet.

Penhallow went to cover the body with his greatcoat, but Evie reached out to stop him. ‘Wait a moment.’

He met her gaze with a frown, but stayed his hand.

Her attention had been caught by cuts on Janet’s upper arms. Some of the lacerations had probably come from ribbon weed or sharp stones on the riverbed, but there were other marks too.

The men had pulled the black dress over her legs for decency’s sake, but now Evie knelt and pulled the dress up higher, exposing marks on Janet’s thighs that Evie had glimpsed when the body was underwater. There was a certain deliberation about some of the cuts, as though they’d been slashed with a knife.

‘What are you doing?’ said Harriet. ‘Surely we should leave it to the police to examine her?’

‘These cuts,’ said Evie. ‘Look, here—’ she pointed ‘—and here.’ She sat back on her heels. ‘They look like . . .’ Her eyes went to Aubrey Penhallow. Doubt filled her and she fell abruptly silent.

‘Like what?’ said Harriet.

‘Nothing,’ said Evie quietly. ‘I was mistaken.’

Penhallow laid his coat over the dead woman, screening her from their sight.





Acknowledgments

It’s a pleasure and a privilege for me to acknowledge the people who have helped this book on its journey to publication.

To my terrific agent, Lucy Irvine. The first time we spoke, you told me how you had read two of my manuscripts within a week – Circle of Shadows being the second – and that you had loved them both. That’s when I knew you were the perfect agent for me. And I was so right about that. Thank you for everything.

My heartfelt thanks to Calah Singleton who went all out to acquire Evie’s story for Hodderscape. You have done so much to shape the final version. I enjoyed working with you so much, and hearing your vision for my books. Thanks too, for a memorable lunch with you and Lucy where we shared our mutual love of golden age detective fiction, especially the writing queens, Agatha Christie and Dorothy L. Sayers.

Thanks to the team at Hodderscape: especially Molly Powell, Marina Dominguez-Salgado, Laura Bartholomew, Rachel Southey, George Biggs and Katy Archer. Most of all, huge thanks to Delayna Spencer who joined Hodderscape to become my new editor at a late stage in the process. It has been a joy to see Circle of Shadows through to publication with you, and I’m looking forward to working with you on the next one. 

My thanks to Daisy Woods for the gorgeous cover. It has the vibe of a traditional Edwardian novel, yet with a distinctly modern edge. It’s so right for the story and enhances it in every way. 

Grateful thanks to Alan Heal for the exemplary copy-editing, and for your message about how much you enjoyed reading my book. Also, to Rachel Eley for meticulous and thorough proof-reading. I felt my book was in safe hands with you both.

Thanks to Katie Blagden and Rufus Purdy, both of whom were wonderfully generous with their time, ideas, and appreciation for Circle of Shadows. And especially, Rufus, for our discovery of a shared love of the ghost stories of Algernon Blackwood. Julia Golding of the Oxford Centre for Fantasy gave me some inspirational feedback on chapters that she read.

Kit Nevile, who was then at Canelo Publishing, gave me an enthusiastic reception and lots of sage advice when Circle of Shadows won a prize in a competition run by the Iaminprint Team. Thanks to the judges at Canelo, and to Elane Retford and Sarah Post at Iaminprint for setting that up. 

Paula Seager and Gavin Tangen read the entirety of Circle of Shadows, and both were generous with their advice and warm with their enthusiasm. Arthur Flay – another Algernon Blackwood enthusiast – also read the manuscript, and we shared many talks about the tradition of supernatural stories in books and cinema. Thanks especially for recommending William Somerset Maugham’s The Magician. Its chilling depiction of an occult magician, based on the real-life figure of Aleister Crowley, was a major influence on how I imagined Robert Wenless.

Every writer needs writing buddies – for supportive critiques, for pooling advice, and most of all for friendship. They write too, so they get how much the writing matters to an author. I am lucky to have found some wonderful writing buddies. First and foremost, the Pinklings: Laura Caputo, Gillian Bentley-Richardson, Emily Randall-Jones, Sanam Akram, Lucille Abendanon, Sara Lilley and Carey Camburn. For years now we have sustained one another: reading each other’s work, helping with outlines, synopses and tricky plot problems, and sharing information on tactics for dealing with the publishing industry. You have become my friends and allies throughout the writing of this book, as well as its predecessor, The Binding Spell. Your support has meant so much to me. Thank you all.

Usma Malik, Natalie Denny, Mandy Lovell, Jen Hicks, Iva Litova have been great writing buddies, ready to read, to share, to laugh, to congratulate and commiserate, and most of all to encourage one another. Anna Burtt set up the Westhill Writers Group in Brighton and provided much nurturing support and excellent advice for writers, along with a copious supply of tea and cakes. The Westhill Writers are a lovely group, and gave me generous feedback on a chapter from early on in the book. It’s a great thing to find writing buddies who can help you navigate through the opaque channels of publishing. Frances Quinn, Anna Hayward and Ciar Byrne are all writers who know how challenging the industry can be, and have been hugely generous with their advice and support.

I am so thankful to have Sarah Garrett in my life. Whenever we met in various cafes, and shared the happenings in our lives, the good and the bad, you always found time to ask for the latest instalments in Evie and Kit’s adventures. When I began to lose heart and to doubt that their story would ever get into print you kept me going with your unswerving belief in my stories. You never doubted it would happen for me one day – or if you did, you didn’t admit it. Who would have thought I would get this far? Well, you did, Sarah. Which makes me so happy and proud to be able to dedicate the published version of Circle of Shadows to you.

To Elena and Sophia – what can I say here that you don’t already know? I am so incredibly lucky to have the two of you in my life. You have learned the hard way over many years that a parent who’s writing fiction can be even more trying to live with than when she’s writing history. Yet through it all you have helped me in so many ways, even going with me on mysterious walks through Oxford to trace Evie’s footsteps in 1904. And, of course, by tracking down nice places to eat in Oxford, reminding me that research trips should also leave time for having fun and refreshments. Thank you for your patience in putting up with me when I get distracted because my mind is busy with made-up characters. Most of all, thank you for your unfailing love.



OPF/clip0001.png





OPF/toc.xhtml


  Circle of Shadows



  



  



			Cover



			About the Author



			Also by Marisa Linton



			Title Page



			Imprint Page



			How to Use this ebook



			Dedication



			Epigraph



			Contents



			8 March 1904



			Part 1: The Mansion on the Moors



			Chapter One



			Chapter Two



			Chapter Three



			Chapter Four



			Chapter Five



			Chapter Six



			Chapter Seven



			Chapter Eight



			Chapter Nine



			Chapter Ten



			Chapter Eleven



			Chapter Twelve



			Chapter Thirteen



			Chapter Fourteen



			Part 2: Oxford



			Chapter Fifteen



			Chapter Sixteen



			Chapter Seventeen



			Chapter Eighteen



			Chapter Nineteen



			Chapter Twenty



			Chapter Twenty-One



			Chapter Twenty-Two



			Chapter Twenty-Three



			Chapter Twenty-Four



			Chapter Twenty-Five



			Chapter Twenty-Six



			Chapter Twenty-Seven



			Chapter Twenty-Eight



			Chapter Twenty-Nine



			Part 3: The Circle of Shadows



			Chapter Thirty



			Chapter Thirty-One



			Chapter Thirty-Two



			Chapter Thirty-Three



			Chapter Thirty-Four



			Chapter Thirty-Five



			Chapter Thirty-Six



			Chapter Thirty-Seven



			Chapter Thirty-Eight



			Chapter Thirty-Nine



			Three Weeks Later



			Acknowledgments



			BookDrop











  



OPF/cover.jpg
An occult symbol.

N -
f W G . v» _

A deadly secret.

Some mysteries go

MARISA
LINTON






OPF/twitter.gif





