
  
  “And above all, watch with glittering eyes the whole world around you because

the greatest secrets are always hidden in the most unlikely places.

Those who don’t believe in magic will never find it.”

(Roald Dahl)



“Golden lads and girls all must,

As chimney-sweepers, come to dust.”

(William Shakespeare)
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  Tourist Information for visitors to The Rook: The Four Schools of Magery Upon Which the City Is Founded



In the city of The Rook, there are four fundamental principles - or as they are more commonly known - schools of Magery. This has been established for centuries and is the basis of all science and magic in the city, though it must be stressed that the word “magic” is very much frowned upon, the four schools being united - on one thing at least - that controlling one of the four forces of nature itself is simply not the same as producing a paper bunch of flowers from up your sleeve.
The principal school is that of Solidity, of which this is the sigil, and it is referred to as Terramancy.
Terramancy is the school of balance, as seen on the sigil, represented by the scales and the staff that holds the other three schools of Magery in check. A mage who practices Terramancy is a Terramancer, and its common name is Earth. 
Terramancy holds sway over all other schools as it provides the base from which all other schools of magery are possible. If Terramancy holds the other three schools in balance, then it is considered that the remaining three schools are equal but have unique properties. 
In no particular order, then, the next school of Magery is that of Combustion.
This sigil shows flames and hands manipulating the fire, exercising control over the conflagration. Mages who train in this school are masters of combustion, and this discipline is known as Pyromancy. A mage who practices pyromancy is a Pyromancer, and its common name is Fire. 
The next sigil is that of Hydration. This sigil shows several scenes related to this discipline. There is the sea at the bottom, the hand once again exercising control, and a depiction of the moon, which controls the tides. Mages who train in this school are masters of hydration, a discipline known as Hydromancy. A mage who practices Hydromancy is a Hydromancer, and its common name is Water. 
Finally, the last sigil is rather plain but no less interesting. 
This sigil is noted as it contains no hand exercising control, suggesting that this school of magery is challenging to control, which may very well be true. This is the school of circulation. 
Mages who train in this school are masters of circulation, a discipline known as Circumancy. A mage who practices Circumancy is a Circumancer, and its common name is Air. 
These four schools control all magic in The Rook, and each has its own school of training in the city devoted entirely to the study of each discipline.
It must be said that they don’t tend to get on with each other very well. 






  
  Prologue

Lob looked at the bearded man who was wearing a long black robe that was painted with little yellow stars all over it. He wore a tall, pointed hat and seemed to be carrying a long wooden branch, which he strode around aimlessly with, muttering to himself. “Bloody wizards,” muttered Lob under his breath, “coming around here magicking things up and what have you.” The bearded man stopped, peering vaguely at Lob from under his bushy eyebrows. He looked at Lob as if he knew what he was thinking, which was fair enough, because he probably did, what with all of that wizarding and what have you. The wizard sighed deeply and continued wandering around, waving his stick, Lob now apparently forgotten. Lob continued digging up mud worms. 
Lob had been digging up mud worms all his life, for the bank of the wide river seemed to have a never-ending supply of them. He had been doing it long before these wizard bodgers turned up, anyway, and Lob thought it was almost certainly true that those buggers were the cause of all that demoning that had been going on recently. Bloody big thing it had been, all flames and strutting about as if it owned the place and so forth. Then even more bloody wizards had turned up, and next thing you know, before you could even wave a branch, the bloody big flame-breathing bugger had been buried -no, bound - that was what the wizards had called it - bound - and everything went back to normal.
Or at least to some, it did. Lob sighed wearily as he plucked yet another foot-long worm from the mud and slid it into his wicker basket. Yes. Definitely not the same. For a start, the wizards didn’t look as if they were going back to wherever they had come from in the first place. There were bloody loads of them now, and if there was a wizard around, then other folk started to arrive as well. Probably primarily out of curiosity, Lob thought, because the wizards did seem to want to keep themselves to themselves, and they definitely didn’t seem to be interested in buying any mud worms off him. Miserable sods.
Lob thought that it was a great shame, really. It had been such a quiet place when he had first found this little spot. Plenty of mud worms, no bloody wizards - or anyone, come to think of it. Yes, it had been a nice, quiet place. Not now. First of all, because a few wizards were hanging around, one enterprising chancer had opened a small shop selling branches, which seemed to get the wizards very excited indeed. Lob sighed. He wished he had thought of it. There were plenty of spare branches back in those dead woods behind the shop. Went on for miles, they did.
Next thing you knew, pie men started to arrive because as it’s well known, wizards love a pie. Then before you knew it, it was bakers, then butchers, which need farmers, which needs horses and stables – and then there’s just no end of it, and it was starting already, because now there was - Lob kicked at the mud in annoyance - the possibility of a village starting up. Lob grimaced and adjusted his rabbit skin trousers in annoyance. This used to be such a quiet place when he first arrived! It was just so annoying!
Lob looked down at the muddy bank and across the wide, lazy river. The air smelt vaguely of mud and damp, but Lob hardly noticed it any more. Not so long ago, he could have confidently said he was the only person for miles around, but not now. He wiggled his worming stick and decided to move a little further along the river. The worms didn’t seem to be biting much today, and soon, it would be growing dark, and he would have to make his way back to his nice and squelchy mud hut. He picked up his basket and trudged a little way across the mud flats. A little further inland, he could see several people wandering around the branch shop and its general vicinity. He snorted in disgust and began to dig again.
Nearby, several large dark birds sat on the mud, pecking at it, searching for worms, no doubt. Lob hated the birds. Big, ugly-looking things they were. They’d eat as many worms as possible, given the chance, and leave none for poor old Lob. He picked up a half-buried stone in the mud and threw it at them. They scattered, lifting their large, heavy bodies into the air, making their distinctive loud cries of annoyance as they did so. Lob hated the noise they made. “Cr-ook! Cr-ook!” Bloody annoying, that. He wondered what the birds were called and smiled as he dug for worms. “Don’t suppose they have a name, as such,” he said aloud, his voice lost in the late afternoon air. “Though I suppose I could make a name for them.” Lob knew he wasn’t especially good at naming things. He plucked another juicy worm from the mud. He supposed someone had to do it, though. Couldn’t see wizards being bothered about it. Or pie-men or old Theb who ran the branch shop. He was either too busy selling branches to old blokes in pointy hats or busy with his saw around the back of the shop. “Cr-ooks, I shall call them,” he said, watching the birds flying overhead. He smiled. “Just because that’s the sound they make. Seems just right, does that. I will have to write it in my book.” and so Cr-ooks they were.
He looked over the mud flats to the dead woods, empty plains, and surrounding fields. As he did so, yet another new cart turned up and began unloading. Lob sighed again. There was, without a doubt, a village on the way, despite the buried demon. That was their concern anyway, he thought. Bugger it.
He continued fishing for worms before a thought occurred to him. If there was going to be a village, he wondered, what would they call it? Overhead, the large black birds continued to circle, waiting for him to call it a day, no doubt - or leave his basket unattended - whichever happened first. “The village of Cr-ook,” said Lob suddenly. He paused, rubbing his chin for inspiration. Now, that just wouldn’t do! The birds were Cr-ooks, after all, and it wouldn’t do to be confusing the two. He stared at the birds wheeling overhead, their cries screeching over the mud flats and the river. “Cr-ook, Cr-ook,” they called. Well, now, thought Lob. There’s an idea. Shortening the name was best. That way, people wouldn’t get confused. Shorter names were always easier to remember. Just like his. Lob. Not like that other bloke from the shire up the river - Brookinghamshire or whatever he called himself. Something like that, anyway. He could never remember. Not going to get anywhere with a name as long as that. No. Lob was a good name and could hardly be shortened at all.
“The Village of the Rook, I shall call it,” he said, looking back at the branch shop, the cart and the ever-increasing number of people. “Good name, that,” he smiled, pleased with himself. Perhaps he would write it down in his “book of things”. People – especially wizards – would have been surprised to find that Lob could write, never mind, have a book, but a book he had indeed, though Lob thought of it more of a diary than anything. “The Book of Lob” he had written proudly on the front of it and kept it in his mud hut where he slept. In it, he detailed his dislike of villages, what with them creating such a mess and so on. In quieter moments, he wondered why he bothered writing in the book. It wasn’t as if anyone was going to read it after all, or even look at all the fancy little pictures of mud worms he drew in it. Quite nice, some of them were.
Lob stopped and looked at the village again. “Not in favour of a village at all, truth be told,” he said aloud, “but if there is going to be one, then that is what I would call it. After all, it’s bound to be remembered, is a name like that, demon or no demon.” Sighing quietly to himself, Lob went back to digging for worms.






  
  1

The last day of spring beside a wide, busy river. Peering through the driving rain, it is just possible to see that a man may - or may not - be seen leading a large and fully loaded cart across a wide stone bridge. This bridge crosses the river that is but a short distance from the entrance to the city of The Rook. The reason for any indecision regarding the likelihood of whether he was there or not could be put down solely to the weather, for the day had started blustery and heavy with rain that seemed to cut almost horizontally across the old bridge, intensifying the struggle of the man - and indeed the poor nag pulling the heavy cart - to finally reach the city. The rain was so heavy that he was almost invisible in the early morning gloom. 
And it was very early in the morning - in fact, dawn broke but mere minutes ago, and the general change of demeanour in the approaching daylight was, on this day, at best minimal. It looked as if the day would remain wet and windy and not get very light at all, for it was going to be one of those days when daylight never seems especially strong, and it is best to light a candle if one attempts to read indoors.
As a casual observer, we note the man’s steady progress toward the city, his determination unwavering despite the weather’s onslaught. The contents of the cart, tightly lashed under a small, grey tarpaulin, seem to stay intact despite the gales blowing across the river. A little more than halfway across the bridge, he pauses, calling the horse to a stop. He leans against the cart as if to gather momentum for one final push into the city. It is hard to read from this distance, but a carefully painted sign on the side of the cart reads, “Seamus Kirby - Mechanical Chimney Sweep Vendor”. It is painted in fancy, rather grand letters that look as if they have been freshly scribed there.
Back to the man, who remains stationary halfway across the bridge in the howling wind and rain. Perhaps he is considering pushing the cart for the last few hundred yards? No. Not at all. Once stationary, he pulls a small clay pipe from his pocket, considers trying to light it and then, with a loud sigh, places it back in his pocket again. 
“Fie on it, Dandelion,” he says to the horse.1 “Why it always rains every single time we comes to The Rook, I just don’t know. Never knowingly stood on Haydes’ toes have I, nor any I know. Must be bad luck, and no more than that, I hopes.” He pats the horse on its rump and on they go, finally dragging the cart into the city, both man and horse slowly vanishing into the winding streets beyond.
Let us observe the grandeur of the city of Rook now that the distraction of the man and the cart are out of the way. That it is a very old city cannot be in doubt. It sprawls in every direction for as far as the eye can see, which right at this moment is not very far at all. Take it from me, however, it is big.2 Bordering the river on each side as it winds from one end of the Brassnail and Eastend docks to the other, it is the country’s capital, with a populace commensurate with such a position. The commercial district around Ninny Nineways and Threadneedle Way is the banking capital of half of the entire world, and the parks and recreation areas are the envy of the other half.
The somewhat more salubrious areas of The Shambles and Whitechapel are an altogether different matter, for here, the dregs of the city reside and do business of many kinds, some legal and others most definitely not. Cut-purses are well known here and much, much worse. 
This is the other side of the city. There is a dark underbelly to some areas, many of which are best avoided after dark, but that in itself is not unusual for any city, one would assume. But don’t let me put you off - you are new around here after all, and as with most things in life, it is best approached with an open mind. Let us take an even closer look, then.
The start of the commercial district is not far from here. Sprawling shops include chandlers, bespoke tailors and tanners that stock exquisite cloth, silks, spices and goods of every type from all over the world. This is the district of Gentsway, and as the name suggests, this area tends to be for those who would consider themselves a cut above the usual, but as we head north towards Smokestack, the shops become less fancy and more down to earth. Beyond that, the Rooksway lies above The Shambles in almost every way, the former being where you would find the residences of the merchants, the latter the workers, that is to say, the common man, and in The Shambles, man is very common indeed. 
Rooksway, at the edge of the commercial district, is where you would find the banking sector down on Threadneedle Way, the fine old establishments of wealth and plenty. The directors of these institutions are far too well off to live in The Rook and so take little to no part in our story at all, for our tale is of certain parts of this city with all of its quirks, riches and poverty, the schools of Magery and the scholars who flock to the theatres based in The Court of Fools far off to the north, where the streets are wider and the green spaces much more apparent. The high hills of Skyhook rise above the city to the east of here, sheltering it to some degree from the spring rains and the winter snow, though it is struggling somewhat with the rain today, it must be said.
Skyhook is home to those with an interest in engineering and science, which, in turn, is devoted to Circumancy. Air balloons fly high over the cliffs from time to time, and there are rumours of other craft under construction, too, though it is not always wise to allow a Circumancer’s enthusiasm to run too wild. The jumble of twisted metal and wood that litters the base of the cliffs below Skyhook in the villages of The Ruin can attest to that. 
From Skyhook, it becomes apparent just how big the city is and how densely it is packed together in places. The centre of the city resembles an ant’s nest from here, but there are areas with patches of green, being Amblefield and Songbird to the west and Greenheart to the east. Far to the southwest, bordering the river Ealdwine, are the thickly wooded forests of the Deadswood.
From Skyhook, atop the cliffs, the entire city lies below you, the river Ealdwine snaking from east to west and then on towards the sea. The river is not very wide for most of its course and contains all sizes of ships and ferries that take paying passengers in their rowboats and humble craft to the south bank, where the more well-monied folk can be found. “Ealdwine”, incidentally, means “old friend” in the forgotten tongue, and indeed, the city would not exist without it. First and foremost, it acts as a defensive barrier. However, most of the trade takes place at the docks to the southeast of the city, founded around Welland’s Sound, where the water is deeper, allowing larger ships access to the docks, thus bringing goods from the four corners of the world to the city’s markets. 
From here can be seen the spires of the seven churches of the city, from the domed roof of Saint Clotilde’s (the patron saint of disappointing children) in the west, to Saint Bibian’s (the patron saint of hangovers) south of the university. Three more churches are clustered about and just outside the centre of the city, their spires and bells north of Gentsway, being Saint Malo’s (the patron saint of pig keepers), Saint Wilgefortis (the patron saint of beards and absurd hair growth), and Saint Barbara’s (patron saint of fireworks and explosives). The latter is currently surrounded by scaffolding, following a period of forced rebuilding.3 
The Church of St Parsimonious stands far to the east in Greenway. It is a simple, no-nonsense building whose congregation are said to be blunt, straightforward folk. The final church stands a little south of the Shambles and northwest of the docks. It is the church of the Other David (so as not to get confused with the somewhat more Welsh Saint David). He is the patron saint of pies and small pastry goods. It is said that if you are born within listening distance of the seven bells of the churches of The Rook, you are almost certainly going to develop hearing problems later in life.4
Now, let’s get a move on. Lots more to see yet. Our tour takes us to the southernmost edge of this area today. The further south you travel in Rooksway, the less money is apparent. Yet even at its southernmost tip, this is the leafy area of the city, with many small parks and roads wide enough for carriages to pass each other with ease, their wide wheels clattering on the cobblestones. 
The house fronts are wide and spacious, mostly painted white, with thick black beams prominent on their faces. Glass windows are common here, as are black-painted iron railings, which seem to encircle almost every area containing grass.
Now, we find ourselves on just such a street. A small black-and-white sign at the end of the road reads, “Findle Street.” At the end of this throughway, a pie man stands, a tray strapped about his shoulders. He is attempting to shelter from the rain, but with little success. Water drips from the large cap on his head directly onto whatever he was selling from his tray, though it must be said that he seems hardly pressed for business today. Still, it is early yet, and the Pie man’s enthusiasm is a thing to be admired, is it not? 
Several carriages move up and down the street, the sound of horses’ hooves ringing out in the morning gloom, and numerous people are on the street and going about their business, but not that many, really. It is still early yet, and soon the streets will be crowded with people travelling to their place of work and so on. Perhaps the man will have a little more luck later. That’s if his goods are not spoiled, of course, though it must be said that you can never be entirely sure of the province of a pie in The Rook.
Now. We are here. Take a look. Three houses up the street - number three, as luck would have it, as there are no houses facing this street, all the dwellings looking out over a small rail-encircled park before them. Number three looks quite respectable, with two large bay windows on the ground floor and two more above it. The entrance has four steps leading up to a dark blue front door. In the window, we can see a middle-aged man putting on his suit jacket. He is staring up the street at the man selling his pies and frowning. This man is Mister Hampson, and standing behind him, fussing with the breakfast things, is his maid, Lily.

      [image: image-placeholder]“There’s a pie-man at the street corner!” exclaimed Mr Hampson in disgust. Lily sighed. She was looking forward to a quiet breakfast with perhaps a few slices of toast left over for her to tuck into. She certainly wasn’t expecting a rant first thing in the morning, but a Pie Man would do it. He would do it for sure.
“I have a very good mind to call a guard!” huffed Mr Hampson, turning to examine whether his tie was straight in the dining room mirror. It was. “Whatever next? Perhaps I will wake tomorrow to find a whole troupe of players have set up a theatre opposite and are busy carousing away in the early hours. Really. I have never seen the like.”
“I’m sure he only wants to sell a pie or two,” says Lily sympathetically, and Hampson almost snarled at her.
“Well, now, that’s just the thin end of the wedge, you see, Lily. Let one of them in you may as well let all of them in. Property prices will plummet so fast it will be like an… an… Well, like an avalanche.”
“Oh, that wouldn’t do,” muttered Lily under her breath as she cleaned up the toast crumbs with a small silver brush that she had especially for such a job. Lily was a pretty girl, her age difficult to determine, though most people would guess somewhere between fourteen and seventeen. She had been in service since her age was in single figures, and for all of that time, she had worked for Mister Hampson, the tall, imposing man who even now continued to stare through his bay window at the Pie man who was presumably still not selling pies on the corner of the street. From where she was standing brushing, Lily could not be sure.
“I’m sure a guard will send him on his way sharpish,” said Lily, returning her attention to the toast crumbs. She had never quite grown accustomed to just how much mess the master of the house could make with just two slices of toasted bread, but he certainly could make a brave stab at total chaos. She silently tutted to herself, for Mr Hampson was definitely not listening; she emptied the crumbs into a small bin beside the table and continued clearing the breakfast things away.
“I shall be late this evening,” Mr Hampson said, peering into the mirror and checking he looked presentable before leaving the house. Satisfied, he walked out into the hallway, Lily following him as he did so.
“Will dinner be required?” she asked.
“I think not,” he smiled. “I have an important dinner date with the High Chamberlain of the Ruby Slates, so I suspect I may very well be rather later than usual.”
“Very well, sir,” said Lily, returning to the dining room, a broad smile escaping onto her face. At least it meant no cooking for her. Unlike most houses on the street, Mr Hampson did not believe in having a large staff, which meant that Lily did not only all the cleaning and housework but also the cooking. She smiled even wider. It was almost like having a day off!
“Oh, don’t forget!” shouted Mister Hampson from the hallway. Rapidly wiping the smile from her face, Lily went back into the hall.
“Forget what?” she asked. “I fear I may have already forgotten.”
“The chimney sweep,” said Hampson. “The flue in the smoking room is proving problematic. More smoke coming from the hearth than from the cigar box. Mister Kirby should be with you shortly to remedy the situation.” Lily stood wringing her hands and looking confused.
“He is coming to clean the chimney,” Hampson explained, sighing as he did so. “I did tell you.”
“Oh, I see,” said Lily. “I shall make sure he cleans up after himself then. There was a right old mess the last time he called upon us.”
“I told you he was coming, you know,” Hampson said irritably. 
“Apologies, sir,” she said, “I will make sure he does a good job.” Hampson nodded and opened the front door, picking an umbrella out of the stand as he did so.
“Make sure he does,” he said, “Though I cannot see it being an issue. Kirby is sending one of his new mechanicals. Supposed to do a top-notch job.”
“Mechanical?” asked Lily. She had heard of mechanicals being used for menial tasks before but had yet to see a mechanical sweep a chimney. The steam-driven machines were said to resemble an average person, that is, if an ordinary person was made of brass and had a stove in their stomach. She felt a little intrigued and looked forward to the device’s arrival. Surely it was progress? It certainly saved the terrible prospect of having another boy stuck up the chimney, for sure.
“And don’t be making Kirby tea. He’ll be here all day if you do.”
“Very well–” started Lily, but the door closed with a slam. Hampson had already gone.
“Toff,” muttered Lily under her breath, returning to the dining room with a sigh. It had been at least a year since the sweep had last come calling, and as far as Lily could remember, he was pretty hard work, never mind the mess he left behind him.
Lily carried the tray of breakfast things through to the kitchen, daydreaming as she went. It was quite a solitary existence she had, being the only servant in the house. She hardly saw anyone from day to day, so the sweep would be a welcome change, even if it were only Mr Kirby and his mechanical. Certainly a change from her usual routine, and that was no bad thing. Although it was a lonely life, she did not consider herself to be poorly done to. Raised as one of nine in a room in the Shambles that would challenge anyone to swing a cat inside it was a poor start to life, and she considered herself lucky to have left all of that behind her. Yet she was aware her elevated position was only at the whim of Mr Hampson, and sometimes that irked her and kept her awake at night after some side comment or disapproving look by the master of the house caught her unawares.
“At least he keeps his hands to himself,” she said aloud, startling the quiet of the house. She occasionally met another maid, Laura, at the market, and knew this was not always the case.
“More hands than a bleedin’ octopus, he has,” Laura had said to her only last week. She smiled at the memory of her face when she was telling her this. She was a rum one, was Laura! Still, she made her laugh.
Lily walked back to the dining room to check no crumbs had escaped her. She entered the room and looked at the street outside, pulling the curtain slightly to one side so she could see better. It seemed as if it was going to be a nice day. The heavy rain had ended, leaving bright puddles on the road and pavements, the sun shining down on them, painting the water silver and gold. Now that the sun was bright in the sky, she could see lots of people in the street outside making their way to work - it was so handy not to have to do that - and in the park opposite, she saw several people walking the paths, trailing dogs of all shapes and sizes. Everyone, sensibly, seemed to carry umbrellas in case of another sudden turn in the weather.
She glanced up to the top of the street. The Pie Man was still stationed there, now doing brisk business. She could just see his tray strapped to his chest, on which, no doubt, several types of tasty pie were now placed. Lily licked her lips. She loved a nice pie, but it had been an age since she had eaten one.
She found herself daydreaming again. She knew it was a common fault of hers, but there was little she could do about it. Looking through the window, she wondered how many people had stood in this spot before her. She looked out across the street, wondering about all these people, where they were going, and what they were doing. It was a strange old city, she thought. So busy. Wouldn’t it be nice to be in a wide-open field with fresh air, peace, and quiet? She sighed, returning to inspect the table, startled as the doorbell rang, the bells ringing in the hall, chiming loudly.
Lily smoothed down her uniform and went to open the door. Oh well, Mr Kirby is better than nobody at all, she thought.
She was quite surprised to see that when she opened the door, Mr Kirby was nowhere to be seen. Instead, a tall man-shaped figure stood on the doorstep, holding a small card out to her. This in itself was no cause for concern if the caller had not been approximately six feet tall and made entirely of brass. Lily took a step back and examined the mechanical. It was designed to resemble a man - a chimney sweep, presumably, and looked almost entirely as if a man had been dunked in brass and covered with it from head to toe. Lily examined the mechanical closely. The most sinister part of it was its face, which was simply etched on. It was as if all the ingenuity and work that had gone into the device’s construction had not been applied to its features. No time had been wasted there. No expression showed on its face simply because it was not designed to do so. Lily felt a chill run up her spine. The face on the mechanical felt wrong, somehow.
The mechanical made a slight whistling sound - presumably something to do with its steam engine, thought Lily, and the mechanical sweep suddenly raised its arm and shook the card at her in a strange semblance of irritation. Lily gasped at its sudden movement and took another step back. The sweep’s head inclined slightly to one side, withdrew its hand, and then, seconds later, held the card out again, repeating the movement. Lily reached and snatched the card from its hand and read it while keeping a close eye on what the device was doing. The mechanical sweep lowered its arm and stood, completely unmoving. Lily read the card.
“Mr Hampson,” the card read, “My sincere apologies for not attending in person, but other matters call me away. There has sadly been a fatal fall of soot in the School of Pyromancy. My mechanical, however, is completely able to undertake the task of sorting out your chimneys and requires no supervision to complete its task, for it has already been enchanted with the necessary steps it requires to complete its duties by my in-house Circumancer. Many thanks.” The card was signed, “S. Kirby, Mechanical Sweep Vendor.”
Lily frowned. What was she meant to do? She looked at the creature that stood on the step, gleaming in the morning sunshine. It was made of brass, so polished that it was almost painful to look at. It had some sort of sack attached to its back - Lily could not be completely sure of this as the sweep almost totally blocked the doorway. She could, however, just make out several long brass implements jutting into the air from the top of the sack. One looked like a harpoon; the other resembled an old-fashioned blunderbuss of some type, and another long stick appeared to have what looked like a pastry cutter stuck to the top.
When she was younger, she had once been held up by a robber who had demanded her purse by holding a knife to her chin. Lily had been terrified. It was a Friday, and she had just been paid. Her Ma would be waiting in the parlour at home to divvy the money up for the week, and it just would not do to have to tell her that some strange man with what looked like a stocking on his head and a blunted pigsticker in his hand had stolen all her wages.
It was at this juncture that Lily had discovered the application of knee to groin, and it had worked spectacularly well ever since. In fact, Lily had never looked back. Her imagination was often more than capable of taking her on flights of fancy, but fear of robbers or standing up for herself was not one of them. Primly, feeling proudly brave of herself, she stepped back inside the house and held the door open.
“You had better come in, then,” she said to the sweep. The machine clattered into the house, steam hissing as it moved, and Lily shut the door behind it. Standing beside it, she saw the sweep did indeed have what looked like a vast array of brass instruments attached to its back and, unseen by her before, also carried a large brass case in its left hand.
“It is the smoking room,” Lily said as the sweep proceeded up the hall with no further ado. “First on the left,” she shouted, but there was no need. The sweep reached the smoking room, turned a full ninety degrees on the spot, opened the door and disappeared inside. “That’s the one,” muttered Lily as she heard loud mechanical bangs from inside the room. She hurried up the hall and ran inside the smoking room, coming to a halt just inside the doorway. 
As a woman, she had spent hardly any time inside this room, apart from having
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