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		Chapter 1

		Our mother was a witch, too, but she hid it
			better.

		I miss her.

		Not a single day goes by that I don’t
			wish for her guidance. Especially about my sisters.

		Tess runs ahead of me, heading for the rose
			garden—our sanctuary, our one safe place. Her slippers slide on the cobblestones, the
			hood of her gray cloak falling to reveal blond curls. I glance back at the house.
			It’s against the Brothers’ strictures for girls to go out of doors
			uncloaked, and running isn’t considered ladylike. But we’re concealed from
			the house by tall hedges. Tess is safe.

		For now.

		She waits ahead, kicking at the dead leaves
			beneath a maple. “I hate autumn,” she complains, biting at her lip with
			pearly teeth. “It feels so sad.”

		“I like it.” There’s something
			invigorating in the crisp September air, the searing blue skies, the interplay of orange
			and scarlet and gold. The Brotherhood would probably ban autumn if they could.
			It’s too beautiful. Too sensuous.

		Tess points to the clematis climbing up the
			trellis. Their petals are brown and crumbling, their tired heads bowing toward the
			ground.

		“See, everything’s dying,”
			she says mournfully.

		I realize what she intends a scant second
			before she acts.

		“Tess!” I shriek.

		I’m too late. She squints her gray
			eyes, and a moment later, it’s summer.

		Tess is an advanced caster for twelve—much
			more advanced than I was at her age. The deadheads spring up, whole and white and
			luscious. The oaks sprout new green leaves. Magnificent peonies and lilies sway toward
			the sun, glorying in their resurrection.

		“Teresa Elizabeth Cahill,” I
			hiss. “You put that back.”

		She smiles winsomely, skipping ahead to
			smell the fragrant orange daylilies. “Just for a few minutes. It’s prettier
			this way.”

		“Tess.” My tone doesn’t
			brook any argument.

		“What good is all this, anyway, if we
			can’t use it to make things more beautiful?”

		As far as I can tell, “all this”
			is good for precious little. I ignore Tess’s question. “Now. Before Mrs.
			O’Hare or John comes outside.”

		Tess mumbles a reverto spell under
			her breath. I assume that’s for my benefit. Unlike me, she doesn’t need to
			speak aloud to cast.

		The clematises’ flowers droop on their
			vine; the leaves crunch beneath our feet; the impatiens fall to pieces.
			Tess doesn’t look happy about it, but at least she listens to me. That’s
			more than I can say for Maura.

		Footsteps strike the cobblestones behind us.
			It’s a man’s quick, heavy stride. I whip around to face the intruder. Tess
			moves closer, and I resist the urge to put my arm around her. She’s small for her
			age, but I’d keep her this way forever if I could. An odd, pretty child is safer
			than an odd, pretty woman.

		John O’Hare, our coachman and
			jack-of-all-trades, lumbers around the hedge. “Your father’s wanting you,
			Miss Cate,” he huffs, his bearded cheeks red. “In the study.”

		I smile politely, tucking an errant strand
			of hair beneath my hood. “Thank you.”

		I wait until he’s gone. Then I turn,
			tugging Tess’s cape up over her curls, bending to brush the dust from her ragged
			lace hems. My heart is pounding. If he had come two minutes earlier—if it had been
			Father, or the Brothers paying an unexpected call—how would we have explained this
			corner of the garden springing back to life?

		We couldn’t have. It was magic, plain
			and simple.

		“Best to see what Father wants.”
			I try to sound cheerful, but the unexpected summons makes me uneasy. He’s only
			been back from New London for a few days. Does he mean to leave us again so soon? His
			time at home gets shorter every year.

		Tess looks longingly down the cobblestone
			path toward the rose garden. “No practicing today, then?”

		“After that display? No.” I
			shake my head. “You know better.”

		“No one could see us from the house,
			Cate. We were behind the hedges. We’d have heard them, like we heard John
			coming.”

		I frown at her. “No magic outdoors except
			in the rose garden. That’s what Mother taught me. She made the rules to keep us
			safe.”

		“I suppose,” Tess sighs. Her
			thin shoulders slump, and I hate that I’ve taken this small happiness away from
			her. When I was her age, I liked to run through the gardens, and I suppose I was
			careless with my magic, too. But I had Mother to look out for me. Now I have to play
			mother for Tess and Maura, and ignore the wild girl that still bangs in my heart,
			begging to be let out.

		I lead the way back to the house, and we
			troop through the kitchen door, hanging our cloaks on the wooden pegs inside. Mrs.
			O’Hare is bent over a bubbling pot of her dreadful fish chowder, humming a snippet
			of an old church song, her curly gray head bobbing in time to the music. She smiles and
			gestures toward a pile of carrots on the table. Tess washes up and sets right to work
			chopping. She loves bustling around the kitchen, dicing and mixing and measuring.
			It’s not proper for girls of our station, but Mrs. O’Hare gave up on proper
			a long time ago with us.

		The heavy oak door to Father’s study
			is slightly ajar. I can glimpse Father at his desk, shoulders rounded in exhaustion, as
			though what he’d like the very most is a nap. But there’s a stack of thick
			leather-bound volumes on his desk, and I have no doubt that when our business here is
			concluded, he’ll go right back to them. And when he finishes those, there are
			dozens more on the shelves ready to take their place. He is a businessman, yes—but a
			scholar first and foremost.

		I rap on the door and wait for permission to
			enter. “John said you wanted to speak with me?”

		“Come in, Cate. Mrs. Corbett and I thought
			you should have a say in our new venture, since it affects you girls.” Father
			gestures toward the corner of the room, where Mrs. Corbett sits like a fat spider on the
			plush red sofa, spinning her helpful little schemes.

		“New venture?” I echo, striding
			up to his desk. Mrs. Corbett had precious little interest in us before Mother died, but
			she’s been full of neighborly advice ever since. Her last suggestion was to send
			me off to a convent school run by the Sisters. I had to compel Father and modify his
			memory so he wouldn’t make me go. He only remembers deciding it wasn’t wise
			to send me away, not so soon after losing Mother.

		Invading his mind is the wickedest thing
			I’ve ever done. But it was necessary. How could I keep my promise to look after my
			sisters if I was in New London? It’s a two-day journey.

		“I think—that is, Mrs. Corbett
			suggested—” Father hems and haws but eventually gets to the point. “A
			governess! It would be just the thing.”

		Oh no.

		I jut my chin at him. “For
			what?”

		Father’s thin face flushes. “For
			your education. I’m going back to New London next week, and I’ll be gone
			most of the autumn. That’s too long for you girls to be away from your
			lessons.”

		My heart sinks. Hours snatched here and
			there to correct our French pronunciation and Latin translations are the only time we
			get with him anymore. Now we won’t even have that. I learned not to count on
			Father years ago, but Tess hasn’t. She’ll be heartbroken.

		I brush dust from the lamp at the corner of his
			desk. “Maura and I can teach Tess while you’re gone. I don’t
			mind.”

		Father tactfully refrains from pointing out
			that Tess’s Latin is worlds better than my own. “If that were the only—that
			is to say—you’re sixteen now, Cate, and—” He looks helplessly at Mrs.
			Corbett, who is only too pleased to jump in.

		“There is more to a young lady’s
			education than foreign languages. A governess could give you girls a bit of
			polish,” she asserts, eyeing me up and down.

		I clench my hands into fists. I know how I
			look: a high-necked navy frock unadorned with any frills or frippery, the scuffed boots
			I wear to work in the garden, hair plaited neatly down my back. It doesn’t do me
			any favors. But it’s better to be thought dowdy than to attract too much
			attention.

		“We have our piano lessons in town
			every week,” I remind Father.

		Mrs. Corbett smirks, her eyes disappearing
			into the fat folds of her face. “I believe your father was thinking about more
			than piano lessons, dear.”

		I should lower my eyes like a good girl, but
			I don’t. That sugary, overly familiar “dear” sets my teeth on edge. I
			square my shoulders and lift my chin and stare right into her beady little hazel eyes.
			“Such as?”

		“May I be frank with you, Miss
			Cate?”

		“Please.” My voice is syrupy
			steel.

		“You’re of an age to be thinking
			about your future now, yours and Miss Maura’s. Your intention ceremony is coming
			up soon. It won’t be long before you’ll have to make your choice: marry and
			raise a family, Lord willing, or join the Sisterhood.”

		I fiddle with the gold tassels on the lamp
			shade, a flush rising on my cheeks. “I’m well aware of my choices.” As
			if I could forget. It feels like I spend half my days batting the fear away, refusing to
			let the rising panic consume me.

		“Well, you may not be aware that you
			girls are getting a reputation. As—eccentrics. Bluestockings. Miss Maura more so than
			you—she’s always got her nose in a book, doesn’t she? Always popping in and
			out of that bookshop. You two don’t go visiting or receive callers. It’s
			understandable, without any mother to guide you—” Mrs. Corbett looks sadly at
			Father. “But regrettable. I thought it my neighborly duty to tell your father what
			I’ve been hearing.”

		Of course she did, the snooping,
			meddlesome—

		Eccentrics, she said. Have the old
			cows in town been gossiping about us? What if the Brotherhood has heard? Father’s
			a Latin scholar of some renown, and he’s respected by the Brothers. Before Mother
			died, before he inherited his uncle’s shipping business in New London, he taught
			at the boys’ school in town. But that’s not enough to place his daughters
			above suspicion. These days, no one is above suspicion.

		I thought keeping us secluded would be
			safer. Perhaps I’ve been going about it all wrong.

		My face falls, but Father takes my silence
			for assent. “Mrs. Corbett knows of a young lady who would do. She’s fluent
			in French—painting, music—” His voice drones on, but I stop listening. Our
			governess will excel in all the pretty, useless things young ladies of our station are
			expected to embrace.

		And she’ll be living here. Right here
			in the house.

		I grit my teeth. “Have you already
			retained her, then?”

		“Sister Elena will be here Monday
			morning.” Mrs. Corbett smiles.

		Sister? It’s worse than I thought. The
			Sisters are the feminine arm of the Brotherhood, only without any power: they do not
			preside over legal disputes, or create addendums to the morality codes, or judge the
			cases of girls accused of witchery. They live isolated in convents in the cities and
			dedicate their lives in service to the Lord, educating girls in their elite boarding
			schools, occasionally serving as governesses. I’ve never met a member of the order
			before, but I’ve seen them passing through town in their closed carriages, dressed
			all in black. They always look pinched and joyless. Mrs. Corbett’s daughter Regina
			had a Sister for her governess before she married.

		Is that Father’s intention? Does this
			governess specialize in marrying off hopeless girls, like Maura and me?

		I turn to Father, accusations on my lips. He
			wanted my input, did he? He’s already made his decision! Or had it made for him by
			someone else.

		He sees the anger on my face and droops like
			the poor clematis flowers in the garden.

		Blast. I can’t argue with him; since
			Mother died, there isn’t enough of him left to argue with.

		“If the decision’s already been
			made, we shall make the best of it. I’m sure she’ll be lovely. Thank you for
			thinking of us, Father.” I give him my most charming smile, full of daughterly
			devotion. See? I can be sweet as Tess’s strawberry pie when I want.

		Father smiles back uncertainly.
			“You’re welcome. I only want what’s best for you girls. Would you like
			to tell your sisters the news, or shall I tell them at dinner?”

		Oh. That’s why he summoned me. He
			never intended to ask my opinion. It was only a pretense because he doesn’t have
			the courage to tell them himself! This way, when Maura throws a tantrum and Tess sulks,
			he’ll be able to comfort himself with Cate agreed it was for the best. As
			if I had any real say in the matter.

		“No, no. I’ll tell them.”
			Better they’re rude to me than to Father. “I’ll be off to do that now.
			Good day, Mrs. Corbett.”

		Mrs. Corbett brushes invisible lint from her
			heavy wool skirt. “Good day, Miss Cate.”

		I curtsy and close the door behind me,
			cursing her black soul. She has no notion of the peril she’s just put us in.

		Maura’s curled up on her window seat,
			a patchwork quilt around her shoulders, reading a Gothic novel. They’re banned, of
			course, but she has a whole stack of them hidden under a loose floorboard in her closet.
			They used to be Mother’s.

		I sail in without knocking. She closes the
			book, one finger marking her place, and squints up at me with sapphire eyes.

		“Heard of knocking?” she asks.
			“It’s all the rage among polite people.”

		“Oh yes, I know what a stickler you
			are for manners,” I laugh.

		“What is it?” She sits up, one
			bare foot peeking out from beneath her navy skirts. “Tell me quickly. I’ve
			got to find out what happens to this poor girl. She’s about to be ravished by a
			duke.”

		I roll my eyes. Fine reading material for a
			young lady. If Father caught her, even he would object. But we’ve more important
			things to worry about at the moment.

		“Father’s decided to hire a
			governess. A member of the Sisters.”

		Maura dog-ears her page and sets the book
			down.

		It’s not certain doom. But it will
			make things more difficult, particularly if the governess is the pious, talkative sort.
			It’s hard enough keeping our secret from Father and the O’Hares and Lily,
			our lady’s maid. Adding another person into the household—a person who will be
			spending all her time judging our conduct—will make things much more difficult.

		“Father decided, did he? As if
			he’d have the gumption to come up with a plan like that.” Maura taps on the
			window. Outside, Mrs. Corbett is climbing into her barouche, the wind flapping her
			cloak. She looks for all the world like a great fat crow.

		I’d thought the same thing about
			Father, but I don’t like to hear Maura say it.

		“Oh, for pity’s sake,
			don’t give me that lemon face. You know it’s the truth.” She shoves
			the calico curtains aside so we can get a better look. “Do you suppose she wants
			to marry him?”

		“Marry him?” Father
			would never remarry.

		“Widowers remarry, Cate. Especially
			widowers with three daughters. Happens all the time in my books. She’d make a
			devil of a stepmother, wouldn’t she?”

		Maura scoots over to make room for me. We
			both peer out at Mrs. Corbett dubiously.

		“I don’t think Father seems the
			slightest bit interested,” I announce.

		“Of course he’s not.
			Father’s not interested in anything besides his books and his business. He’s
			never even here. We’d be the ones stuck with her. Like with this
			governess.” Maura wrinkles her nose.

		I wait for the explosion forthcoming. Tess
			and I, we’re watercolors compared with the rich oil painting that is Maura, with
			her flame-bright hair and a temperament to match. She’s impetuous. Intractable.
			Easily infuriated.

		“It might not be so bad. Perhaps a
			governess could liven things up a bit,” she says finally.

		I jump up, staring at her as though
			she’s grown another head. “You want a governess? Living right here? I
			suggest you might practice your piano and you take my head off, but you’d welcome
			some stranger whose sole job is to boss us?”

		“Well, I’m sick of you doing
			it,” Maura mutters. “I’m fifteen now, Cate. I don’t need you
			watching out for me anymore. I’m not a baby like Tess. Even Tess
			isn’t a baby, not really.”

		I pick up the blue velvet slippers
			she’s tossed helter-skelter by the bedside. “I know that.”

		“Do you? You don’t act like
			it.” Maura snarls something under her breath, and the slipper in my hand is
			suddenly a spider. It starts to crawl across my wrist and up my arm. I freeze, but only
			for a moment.

		I’m not a weak, squeamish girl, afraid
			of things that scurry through the dark.

		Maura cured me of that. My magic became
			evident from the age of eleven, but hers didn’t manifest until she was twelve, and
			then it exploded overnight. She was dizzy with it. After Mother died, she was
			impossible. We were in mourning—we seldom went out except to services—but she
			wasn’t cautious enough at home by half. I lived in terror that one of the servants
			would catch her—or, Lord forbid, Father. We quarreled constantly about
			her carelessness. After our rows, hideous ghosts popped out of my closet; spiders
			crawled through my bed and wove webs in my hair. Snakes wrapped around my ankles,
			licking at my feet with forked tongues.

		I learned to think my way out of such things
			quickly. And to never, ever show my fear. Mother taught us that a witch’s power is
			all in your mind. We can’t change matter, only how people see things, and—in very
			rare cases—how they remember them.

		“Commuto,” I say, and
			the spider turns back to a slipper. I toss it into a pile with the others by her
			wardrobe.

		“Aren’t you bored silly, Cate? I
			know I am. If I didn’t have my novels, I’d throw myself right in the
			river.” Maura’s eyes snap as she stands and stretches, the fabric pulling
			tight through the bodice. She needs new dresses to fit her new curves. “What life
			do we have here, wandering around the house like ghosts? Don’t you ever crave
				more?”

		Do I? It’s been years since I’ve
			let myself consider what I want. It hardly matters. I didn’t want Mother to die; I
			didn’t want Father to turn into a shadow of his old self; I didn’t want the
			responsibility of policing my sisters. I certainly never wanted to be a witch in the
			first place.

		The universe has yet to take my wishes under
			consideration.

		Maura still thinks she can bend the world to
			her will. She’ll learn.

		A memory floats up—running through the
			garden, chased by a towheaded boy with mischievous green eyes. Letting him catch me and
			tickle me until I was breathless. The way he looked at me, his sunburned forehead nearly
			touching mine, his body pressing me into the grass. How he laughed and
			rolled away, his cheeks as red as Maura’s hair, and it was suddenly evident that
			we were too old to play such games.

		I bite my lip—an unladylike habit, I know,
			and one that Tess has picked up from me. “What is it you want to do? What am I
			stopping you from—afternoon teas at Mrs. Ishida’s? Shopping with Rose Collier and
			Cristina Winfield?”

		“No. I don’t know.
			Perhaps!” Maura begins to pace.

		Good Lord. If those sound like attractive
			options, she’s lonelier than I ever dreamed. “No one is stopping you from
			making friends. You could invite the girls from town over for tea whenever you
			like.”

		“As if they would come! They barely
			know us and we dress like ragamuffins. Besides, you’re the oldest, you’d
			have to host, and you’d rather be a hermit.”

		I sink onto Maura’s bed, smoothing the
			yellow coverlet that Mother sewed during one of her long convalescences. Maura’s
			right; I wouldn’t enjoy making odious small talk with the simpering town girls.
			But I would do it. For her. To keep us safe. “Is that really what you
			want?”

		She spins the old globe Father gave her for
			her last birthday. “I don’t know. I want more than what we’ve got now,
			I know that. We have to start thinking of our futures, don’t we? How are we
			supposed to find anyone to marry us if we never leave the house?”

		“You make us sound like
			shut-ins,” I argue. “We go out.”

		“To services and piano lessons.”
			Maura spins the globe faster, until it becomes a blue-green blur of places we’ll
			never see. “It’s all well and good for you. You’ll marry Paul and have
			his babies and live next door forever. How you won’t die of
			boredom, I don’t know, but at least it’s settled. What about me?”

		I ignore the jibe. “It’s hardly
			settled. He hasn’t bothered to come home and visit me once.” I arrange her
			pillows in a neat row, fluffing them with more force than necessary. “Maybe
			he’s fallen in love with some city girl.”

		“He has not.” Maura gives me a
			wry smile. “We’d have heard. Mrs. McLeod would have told everyone in
			town.”

		Mr. McLeod is an invalid, confined to his
			bed, and Paul is his mother’s only child and her delight. Her cosseting drives him
			to distraction. It surprised me at first, him going off to university. His marks in
			school were never good; Father had to give him extra tutoring. Now I suspect he just
			wanted to escape that dreary house. Still, it’s no excuse not to visit. He
			hasn’t been home in four years. Not even for Christmas. Not even for
			Mother’s funeral.

		“Well, you’ll find out next
			week, won’t you?” Maura stands before the looking glass, running
			Mother’s old tortoiseshell comb through her curls. “Are you
			nervous?”

		“No,” I lie. “It’s
			just Paul. Besides, I’m mad at him.”

		“Well, you’ll have to get over
			that. It’s not as though you have a line of men queuing up outside to marry
			you.” Maura appraises me, sprawled across her bed in disarray. “You ought to
			get the governess to order you a new dress. Something fashionable. You can’t let
			him see you like that.”

		“Paul wouldn’t care.”
			Would he? The boy I grew up with wouldn’t.

		I ought to put my pride aside and try to
			please him. That’s what a good, practical girl would do.

		“Look at yourself.” Maura tugs me
			up to stand next to her. My hair’s falling out of its braid and there’s an
			ink stain on my sleeve. But even at my best, I can’t compare with her.
			Maura’s always been the family beauty. My hair is straight and blond with the
			barest hint of red, not gorgeous bright curls like hers, and my eyes are dull gray like
			Father’s. Worse, my pointed chin hints at stubbornness. It’s an ill-kept
			secret, though—one you’d uncover by talking to me for five minutes.

		“You look a mess,” she says
			frankly. “But you would be lovely if you tried. You should try, Cate. Six months
			and you’ll have to marry someone. You can’t stay here and protect
			us forever.”

		Six months before I turn seventeen—but only
			three before I have to announce an engagement. The thought chips away at my
			composure.

		Maura’s right. She’s saying the
			same thing as Mrs. Corbett—not in the same way, and not for the same reasons. But if
			Mother were alive, Maura and I would be attending teas, paying and receiving calls,
			positioning ourselves as eligible, marriageable young ladies. I’ve put it off,
			afraid of bungling it somehow, of drawing attention to us. Now I’ve waited too
			long and the delay has done just that.

		We mustn’t give the Brothers any
			reason to suspect us.

		“I think we should give the governess
			a chance. We’ll be careful,” Maura promises.

		“She’ll be living right here.
			She’ll never let you read those novels, or Tess continue her studies, or me spend
			all day in the dirt.” My heart falls at the thought. Gardening is the one freedom
			I’ve allowed myself. If the governess makes me stay indoors all day painting fruit
			baskets, I’ll go mad. “If she realizes what we are—”

		Maura smirks, twisting her curls up into a
			chignon. “If she’s troublesome, we’ll alter her memory. Isn’t
			that what evil witches do?”

		I whip around to look at her.
			“That’s not funny.” My sisters don’t know that I’m capable
			of mind-magic. It’s terribly rare, and it’s reckoned to be the very darkest
			kind of magic there is. Mother was the only one who knew, and even she was
			horrified.

		Maura skewers her hair into place with pins.
			“I was only joking.”

		“Well, don’t. It’s not
			right to go into people’s minds and muddle things! It’s too invasive.
			It’s—” I stop myself before I say wicked.

		But Maura stares at me in the mirror, like
			she knows what I’m thinking. “We’re witches, Cate. We were born that
			way. Magic isn’t shameful, no matter what the Brothers would have us believe.
			It’s a gift. I wish you would accept that.”

	
		Chapter 2

		I know what the brothers would say: magic
			isn’t a gift from the Lord, it’s devil-sent. Women who can do
			magic—they’re either mad or wicked. Destined for an asylum at best, or a prison
			ship or an early grave.

		“It feels more like a curse,” I
			sigh, straightening the hairpins on her dressing table.

		“To you!” Maura slams her hand
			down on the dressing table, rattling the glass bottles and scattering the hairpins
			again. Her blue eyes burn bright in her pale face. “Because you try to pretend it
			doesn’t exist. If it were up to you, we’d never use magic at all. We should
			be learning all we can, practicing as much as possible. It’s our
			birthright.”

		“So you would have us practice magic
			in the mornings, and have the Brothers’ wives and daughters over
			to tea in the afternoons? You don’t think the two are a wee bit
			incompatible?”

		“Why? Why can’t we have
			both?” Maura plants her hands on her hips. “It’s not the Brothers who
			are stopping us, Cate. It’s you.”

		I reel back, stung, and almost knock into
			the globe. I steady it on the pedestal with both hands. “I’m protecting
			you.”

		“No, you’re smothering
			us.”

		“Do you think I enjoy it?” I
			demand, throwing up my hands. “I’m trying to keep you safe. I’m trying
			to keep you from ending up like Brenna Elliott!”

		Maura sinks onto her window seat, her hair
			as red as the maples lining the drive. “Brenna Elliott was a fool.”

		It isn’t that simple, and Maura knows
			it. “Was she? Or was she just careless? They ruined her either way.”

		Maura raises an eyebrow, skeptical.
			“She was odd before.”

		“Odd or not, she didn’t deserve
			what was done to her in that place,” I snap.

		Brenna Elliott gives me nightmares.
			She’s a girl from town, my age. It was never unusual to find her walking down the
			street, deep in conversation with herself, humming beneath her breath. But she was a
			pretty girl and Brother Elliott’s granddaughter, and everyone forgave her
			eccentricity—right up until she tried to warn her uncle Jack of his death, the day
			before it happened. After he died—right on schedule, in a carriage accident—her own
			father turned her in. She was accused of witchery and shipped off to Harwood. Less than
			a year later, she slit her wrists. When her grandfather found out, he insisted she had
				been simpleminded all her life—that it was illness responsible for
			her mad talk, not witchery. He brought her home to recover. For the first few weeks, she
			had to be fed like a baby and wouldn’t talk to anyone. She still barely leaves the
			house.

		I grab Maura’s arm. “I’m
			not bossy for the joy of it. I’m trying to protect you. I won’t see you
			shipped off to Harwood. I won’t stand by and see Tess with scars on her wrists and
			no life in her eyes!”

		“Shhh!” Maura hisses, flinging
			me off. “Father will hear.”

		I can’t help it. The thought of my
			sisters being sent away to suffer Lord knows what because of some lack of diligence on
			my part—it haunts me.

		I’d rather they think I’m a
			shrew.

		“I’m going out,” I
			announce. “You go tell Tess about the governess, if you’re so
			pleased.”

		I pound down the wide wooden staircase,
			worry choking me. I hope Tess will be sensible of the threat this newcomer could bring.
			If only I could trust my sisters to be more careful, more vigilant about what could
			befall us—

		I promised Mother I would look after them. I
			was the one she trusted—not Mrs. Corbett, not Mrs. O’Hare, not even Father. Their
			safety is my responsibility now. But they don’t make it easy. They practice magic
			whenever my back is turned, whenever they think no one will see. They relish
			unconventional pursuits and unconventional books. Lately Maura’s been rebelling
			against my rules, fighting me at every turn.

		I do everything I can, but it’s always
			too much or not enough or all wrong somehow.

		The kitchen smells of cinnamon and apples. A
			pie sits on the wide windowsill, steam fogging the glass, leaking from the cross carved
			into the center of its golden crust.

		I grab my cloak from the peg by the door and
			hurry outside. The air is sweet and acrid at the same time, a blend of smoke from the
			chimneys and dead leaves blanketing the ground. My favorite spot is up ahead: a bench in
			the rose garden beneath the statue of Athena. There, surrounded by the tall hedges, we
			can’t be seen from the house—except from the window in the east corner of my
			bedroom.

		I know: I’ve checked.

		I throw myself onto the cold marble and
			shove off my hood. My eyes fall on a rose, its tips brown and nibbled, petals scattered
			around the stem. I fix it in my gaze.

		Novo, I think. Novo.

		It doesn’t revive. It does not alter
			itself in any way.

		But I can feel the magic in me. It’s
			there in every breath, every angry heartbeat, its gossamer threads pulsing and
			tightening my chest. It’s teasing, cajoling, begging to be let loose. It’s
			always like this when a strong emotion comes over me. Particularly when I haven’t
			let myself do magic for a few days.

		I try again: Novo.

		Nothing. I slump forward, elbows on knees,
			chin cradled in my hands. I’m a useless witch. Tess is barely twelve, and she can
			alter the entire garden without a word. Could probably do it with her eyes closed.
			I’m sixteen and I can’t manage a simple silent spell.

		I don’t want to be a witch. I’d
			stop using magic entirely if I could, but it’s impossible. I tried once, two years
			ago.

		It was the winter after Mother died, and Mrs.
			Corbett and some of the Brothers’ wives came to call. They kept bleating on about
			how sorry they were and my poor dear mother. It was infuriating. They didn’t know
			Mother at all; she never liked any of them. They were just nosy, noisy sheep.

		I thought of sheep and the magic swayed up
			and there it was: a great woolly creature in the corner of the sitting room, right next
			to Mrs. Corbett. It actually nosed her sleeve. She jumped, and I was certain she’d
			seen it. I was ready for the shrieks to begin—ready to be arrested and hauled off to
			Harwood.

		Maura saved me with an evanesco
			spell. She magicked it away.

		Mrs. Corbett didn’t see the sheep at
			all. None of them saw it.

		I’ve never tried to suppress the magic
			since. I practice sparingly, grudgingly, to keep from losing control. But I follow the
			rules Mother laid out for us. We must use magic only in the rose garden. We must speak
			of it only in hushed voices and behind closed doors. We must never forget how dangerous
			it can be—nor how wicked, in the hands of those without scruples. Mother told me these
			things—told me vehemently and often—sitting right here on the bench where I am now, with
			me listening from the grass at her feet.

		I wish Mother were here. I need her. Not
			just to tell us how to keep the magic a secret from Father and the Brothers and the
			governess and all our neighbors. To teach us how to be witches and ladies and grow up
			without losing the best and truest parts of ourselves.

		But Mother isn’t here and I am.
			It’s up to me to figure out how to remedy our reputations. I’ll call on the
			Brothers’ wives. Buy more fashionable dresses. Smile and nod and
			laugh. I’ll do everything in my power to make certain the new governess thinks
			we’re ordinary, empty-headed girls who don’t pose a threat to anyone.

		I didn’t fall to pieces when Mother
			died. I can’t do it now.

		“Novo,” I whisper,
			peeking through my hands. This time the rose morphs into a bright blossom.

		The garden grows dark, the statuary looming
			ghostly behind me. I stand reluctantly and head for the house. It’s an old
			salt-box farmhouse that Father’s grandparents built when they settled here. Maura
			wishes we lived in one of the new houses in town, one with a turret and a widow’s
			walk and scrollwork above the doors, but I like our house the way it is: sturdy and
			safe. If the white paint is peeling a little, if one of the dark shutters on the second
			floor hangs at a crooked angle, if the steeply sloped roof is missing a few shingles
			since the big storm back in August—well, John’s been busy. The Carruthers boy quit
			midsummer. Who cares if it’s looking a bit ramshackle? No one comes to call on us
			anyway.

		As soon as I turn the corner into the garden
			proper, I smack into someone.

		I stumble back in surprise. It’s
			seldom that I encounter anyone out here save John, our handyman. I like it that way.
			Tess is comfortable in her kitchen; Maura prefers the company of books over flowers;
			Father rarely leaves his study except for supper or sleep. The garden is
			mine.

		I feel a punch of irritation at this
			intruder.

		He reaches out to steady me, a book tumbling
			from his hand, and that’s how I recognize him: Finn Belastra. Of course he would have his nose in a book, though how he can see to read in the
			dusk I don’t know. He must have a cat’s eyes.

		“Excuse me, Miss Cahill.” Finn
			pushes up his glasses with his index finger. He’s got freckles scattered like
			cinnamon all over his cheeks. And his face—he’s grown into it since I saw him
			last. He used to be a scrawny beanpole of a boy. Now he’s—well. Not.

		“What are you doing here?” I
			demand gracelessly. And dressed like that? I’m hardly one to stand on ceremony,
			but he’s wearing a pair of ragged brown corduroy trousers, held up with a pair of
			suspenders, and a work shirt rolled up to the elbows.

		Finn doffs his slouchy hat. Beneath it, his
			thick coppery hair stands up every which way. “I’m your new
			gardener.”

		He must be joking. Only, he is carrying a
			pail full of weeds.

		“Oh,” I say finally. I
			don’t know what else is appropriate. Welcome would be a lie. We
			don’t need more strangers around the place. After Mother died, I convinced Father
			that we could get by with only Mrs. O’Hare and John and Lily. Father agreed to
			leave the housekeeping decisions to me, but he’s insisted on hiring a succession
			of gardeners. His latest scheme is to build a gazebo up by the pond, overlooking the
			cemetery.

		Mother loved the gardens. Father’s
			never said as much, but I think he keeps them up for her sake. He certainly never comes
			outside himself.

		“Do you know how to
			garden?” I ask, not bothering to hide the doubt in my voice. I can’t think
			of anyone more poorly suited to the task. The other gardeners have been brawny boys from
			surrounding farms, not pale, scholarly booksellers’ sons.

		“I’m learning,” Finn says,
			holding out the book. It’s an encyclopedia of plants.

		That hardly inspires confidence. I’ve
			been pitching in, weeding plots, planting the spring bulbs. I like it. What’s
			more, I don’t need a book to tell me how. I watched Mother and John for years. I
			hope Finn won’t go around pontificating about new irrigation methods and optimal
			soil conditions. He used to be the most insufferable know-it-all in Sunday school.

		Finn swings the pail by its handle. His
			forearms are all lean, wiry muscle. “Your father heard I was looking for work and
			was kind enough to offer me a place here. We’ve been having some difficulties with
			the shop.”

		It’s just like Father to be
			softhearted—at least where his books are concerned. I’ve never heard him object to
			the Brothers’ witch hunts, but he gets quite livid about their censorship.

		I shove my hands into the pockets of my
			cloak. “Are you—your shop isn’t closing?”

		“Not yet.” Finn squares his
			shoulders—which have gotten a good deal sturdier since the last time I saw him. Or paid
			attention, at any rate. How long has it been since I actually looked? He’s gotten
			awfully handsome; it can’t have happened overnight.

		“Good! That’s good.” Finn
			looks surprised that I care, but Mother loved the bookshop. She was a great one for
			reading, like Maura and Tess. Like Father.

		I hesitate, feeling like I ought to say
			something more.

		“Well, don’t murder my
			flowers,” I mutter, running a protective hand over a bush of pink tea roses.

		Finn laughs. “I’ll do my best.
			Good day, Miss Cahill.”

		I scowl. “Good day, Mr.
			Belastra.”

		My mood does not improve at dinner.

		Mrs. O’Hare’s fish chowder is as
			awful as I’d anticipated: salty and ill seasoned. She’s an excellent
			housekeeper but a poor cook. I spread fresh butter on thick slabs of sourdough and
			ignore the bowl in front of me. Tess holds Father’s bowl in her gaze, and a moment
			later he’s declaring it a wonder.

		I frown at Tess until Maura kicks me under
			the table.

		I kick her back harder, and she jumps in her
			seat. The bread in my mouth turns to peppery ashes. I gag and reach for my glass of
			water.

		“All right, Cate?” Father asks,
			looking up from his miraculous chowder.

		“Fine,” I choke. Maura gives an
			angelic smile. She knows I won’t fight back magically, I never do, but I’m
			hard-pressed not to lean across the table and slap her.

		“I trust you’ve all heard about
			the new governess?” Father sits at the head of the mahogany table with Tess and
			Maura on one side and me on the other. By rights I’m the lady of the house now and
			ought to sit at the foot, but I still think of it as Mother’s place.

		Tess and Maura nod, and Father continues.
			“She’ll be arriving on Monday. I’ll stay until Thursday to see her
			settled, but then I’ll be traveling for several weeks. I may not be back until the
			Feast of All Saints.”

		Tess drops her spoon with a clatter.
			“That’s more than a month! What about our Ovid?” They’ve been
			reading the Metamorphoses together. It’s banned by the Brothers—too many
			strange gods and goings-on—but Father has a copy secreted away.

		My heart sinks. After Mother died, after it
			became obvious that he would have no sons, Father started reading with Tess and teaching
			her the dead languages he loves. She gobbles up his lessons like a starving kitten,
			thrilled with any scraps of knowledge or leftover bits of affection he tosses her
			way.

		Father gazes at an empty space on the wall.
			“I’m sorry to postpone our lessons.”

		He isn’t, not truly. Maura’s
			right; all Father cares about anymore is his books and his business. Anger rises through
			me. Does he even notice how Tess adores him? He isn’t here to see how she mopes
			around the house after he leaves. It’s left to me to cheer her, to entertain her
			with magic lessons in the garden and impromptu theatricals. It’s always left to
			me.

		“Will the governess teach us anything
			interesting?” Tess asks. “Or only stupid things like drawing and
			French?”

		Father clears his throat. “Er—I
			imagine the latter. Your curriculum won’t include anything that hasn’t been
			approved by the Brotherhood. I know it’s not what you’re used to, but
			drawing and French—those are useful accomplishments for young ladies, Teresa.”

		Tess sighs and fiddles with her spoon.
			She’s already fluent in French, Latin, and Greek. Father’s been promising to
			teach her German next.

		“Won’t you be lonely?”
			Maura goes to the sideboard and pours Father a glass of port from the crystal decanter.
			“Away from home so long?”

		Father coughs. Has he been coughing more
			lately? He says it’s only the change of seasons, but his face is as tired as his
			eyes. “I’ll be quite busy. Meetings all day.”

		“But wouldn’t you like company?
			Someone to take meals with?” Maura gives him a bright, wheedling smile. She looks
			very much like Mother when she smiles. “You’ve been working too hard. I
			could come and look after you. I’d love to see New London.”

		Tess and I both swivel in our chairs. Maura
			has to know he’ll never agree to it. He doesn’t know what to do with us at
			home, much less in New London.

		“No, no, I’m right as rain. And
			I wouldn’t have time to look after you properly. New London is no place for a
			young lady without a chaperone. It’s much better for you to stay here with your
			sisters.” Father takes a spoonful of soup, oblivious to the way Maura’s face
			falls. “Now, about this governess. Sister Elena comes very highly recommended by
			Mrs. Corbett. She was Regina’s governess.”

		And Regina married very well.
			Father doesn’t say it, but it hangs in the air, heavy as the evening fog. Is that
			what he wants for us? Regina Corbett is a simpering ninny, and her husband is religious
			and rich and of good standing. He’s sure to be considered by the Brotherhood the
			next time they have an opening. There are always twelve members on the town council,
			ranging in age from ancient Brother Elliott, Brenna’s grandfather, down to Brother
			Malcolm, twenty and handsome, married just last fall.

		Brother Ishida, the head of the council
			here, reports to the National Council in New London twice a year. Generally, however,
			the National Council does not involve itself in small-town affairs. They are more
			concerned with the looming threat of another war with Indo-China, which has settled the
			western half of America, or Spain, which has colonized the south.
			It’s Brother Ishida and the Chatham council that we have to be wary of. If they
			knew what we were, all their fatherly kindness would vanish in the blink of an eye.
			Young or old, they are united in their fervor to keep New England safe from witches.

		I wouldn’t marry a member of the
			Brotherhood for all the money in the Brothers’ coffers.

		“I remember Regina’s
			governess,” Maura says. She’s tearing her bread into bits instead of eating
			it. “She’s young. And very pretty.”

		I search my memory but can’t come up
			with a face. We must have seen her at services, passed her occasionally in the street,
			but she was in town for only three months before Regina married.

		“I met the other new member of the
			staff,” I announce. “Finn Belastra?”

		“Ah, yes.” Father shakes his
			head. “I popped into the shop the other day and spoke with his mother. Marianne
			tells me the Brothers have been scaring half their customers away. Hoping to find
			something forbidden and shut them down, I expect. It’s a shame when it’s
			come to this, people afraid of books!”

		Never mind people being afraid of
				girls. I interrupt him before he can get started. “Yes, but does Finn
			actually know how to garden?”

		“He’s a very bright young man.
			Would have made a fine scholar,” Father says, which does not actually answer my
			question. He natters on about how Finn was supposed to go to university before his
			father died, and what a shame it is, and I’m sure Finn would be
			thrilled to know his mother’s been blabbing his business all over town.

		I make polite replies as Father segues back
			into the importance of learning. I think he means to encourage us about the governess,
			but I’m the only one listening. Maura’s slipped a novel into her lap. Tess
			is amusing herself by making one of the candles on the wall sconce flicker. I give her a
			look, and she stops with a guilty smile. I shake my head and push my apple pie away,
			appetite lost.

		After dinner, we’re free to do as we
			please. When Father’s away, occasionally we coax Mrs. O’Hare into joining us
			for games. Often we play at chess or draughts, though Tess is the reigning champion at
			both and Maura is a horrid loser. Tonight Father drifts back to his study. Maura climbs
			the stairs to her room with barely a word to anyone. That leaves Tess and me.

		I follow my little sister into the sitting
			room. She settles at the piano, her fingers gliding gracefully over the keys.
			She’s the only one of us with enough patience to develop any real skill.

		I kick off my slippers and lie on my back on
			the tufted cream sofa. Tess’s sonata washes over me. She used to play lively old
			folk ballads, and Maura would sing and play her mandolin. We’d push the furniture
			to the walls, and Mrs. O’Hare would come in and dance me around the room. The old
			songs were banned years ago, along with dancing and theater and anything else that
			smacks of the old days before the Brothers, when the witches were the ones in power. But
			the Brothers have become increasingly strict, and dancing isn’t worth the
			risk.

		Tess’s fingers stutter and stop.
			“Are you still angry with me?” she asks.

		“No. Yes.” If I don’t
			discipline her, who will? Father doesn’t know about the magic, and he
			mustn’t find out. Mother was convinced he wasn’t strong enough to handle it.
			She cited his weak chest, the cough that seems to leave him a little frailer each year.
			But it’s more than that, even if she couldn’t bring herself to say it
			outright. Father grumbles about the Brothers’ censorship and hides books in secret
			compartments all over the house, but that’s an easy sort of rebellion. I
			don’t think Mother believed he’d be strong enough to stand against them when
			it came to something that really mattered. Like us.

		She loved him anyway, but I can’t see
			how it was much of a marriage, honestly.

		I sit up, hugging my knees to my chest.
			“You can’t do magic anywhere you like, Tess. You know that. I couldn’t
			bear it if something happened to you.”

		Tess looks very young in her pink pinafore,
			her hair in two braids that stretch to her waist. Now that she’s twelve,
			she’s been bothering me to let her put her hair up and her skirts down. I suppose
			the governess will advise me to allow it. I can’t keep her from growing up.
			“I know,” she says. “Me either. If something happened to you, I
			mean.”

		I glance up at the portraits above the
			fireplace. There’s one of Father with his parents when he was a boy, a retriever
			puppy asleep at his feet. Next to it is a painting of the five of us—Father, Mother,
			Maura, Tess, and me. Tess was still a baby with pale blond hair sprouting like dandelion
			fuzz all over her head. Mother is looking down at her lovingly, a Madonna cradling the
			child in her arms. She had lost a baby between Maura and Tess—the first of five buried
			in the family cemetery.

		“This governess—she’ll be living
			here, taking meals with us, watching our every step. Even if you think it’s to
			help someone—Father, or even me or Maura—”

		Tess swivels to face me. “Is this
			about what happened at services last week?”

		“No, but that’s a perfect
			example.” As we were leaving the church last Sunday, someone stepped on
			Maura’s skirt. Her dress ripped—right across the middle of her admittedly tight
			bodice—exposing her corset cover for everyone to see. It would have been mortifying if
			Tess hadn’t thought quickly and cast a renovo spell.

		“Maura would have been
			humiliated,” Tess argues.

		“A little public humiliation
			wouldn’t have killed her. We would have gotten her into the carriage and out of
			sight, and no one would have remembered it in a few days. If anyone had seen what you
			did—”

		“They would have thought it never
			ripped in the first place,” Tess insists. “I was very quick. They would have
			thought it a trick of their eyes.”

		“Would they?” I’m not so
			certain. “The Brothers have been leaping on anything that even hints of magic—and
			they wouldn’t assume it was you—they’d think it was Maura. You meant to
			help, I know, but it could have ended very badly.”

		Tess fiddles with the lace at her wrist.
			“I know,” she whispers.

		“Brenna Elliott. Gwen Foucart. Betsy
			Reed. Marguerite Dolamore.”

		I reel off the names like the multiplication
			tables Father taught us. They’re the four girls arrested by the Brothers in
			the last year. Gwen and Betsy were sentenced to labor on the prison
			ship off the coast of New London. The conditions there are horrid—backbreaking work and
			very little food. There are rats, I hear, and disease, and girls don’t often
			survive it. But Marguerite—no one even knows what happened to her. She disappeared
			before her trial, taken away in the middle of the night.

		“Would you have it be Maura? Or
			you?” I’m relentless. I have to be.

		“No. No, never.” Tess’s
			rosy cheeks drain of color. “I won’t do it again.”

		“And you’ll be more careful at
			home, too? No more magic at the dinner table?”

		“No. Only—I wish we could tell Father
			the truth. Perhaps he’d stay home more. Look after us better. I’ll never get
			anywhere with my lessons this way.”

		I stare at the gold flowers on the carpet.
			There’s so much hope in Tess’s voice. She wants a regular father, someone
			she can depend upon to protect her.

		But we’re not regular girls. If Father
			knew how I’d gone into his mind, compelled him, and destroyed Lord knows what
			other memories in the process, would he ever forgive me?

		I want to believe he would, that he’d
			come to understand. But he hasn’t given me any reason to think he’d fight
			for us.

		That only means I have to fight twice as
			hard. I rest my chin on my knees. “We don’t know what he’d do, Tess.
			We can’t chance it.”

		Tess’s pale fingers twist in her lap.
			“I don’t understand why she didn’t trust him,” she says finally.
			“I wish I did. I wish Mother were here.”

		She turns back to her piano, finding some
			solace in her sonata. I pick up the post from the tea table. There are a few bills for
			Father, a letter from his sister, and—to my surprise—a letter with no postmark, in an
			unfamiliar looping script, addressed to Miss Catherine Cahill. Who would write to me?
			I’ve fallen behind on correspondence with Father’s side of the family, and
			Mother has no living relatives.

		
			
				Dear Cate:
			

			
				You don’t know me, but your mother and I were once very dear friends. Now
					Anna is gone, and I, who ought to be there to guide you in her absence, can be
					of no help besides this: look for your mother’s diary. It will contain
					the answers you seek. The three of you are in very great danger.
			

			
				Affectionately
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