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			The boldest fae flees from our neighbour land

			Her charge, the Wise One, and she the key

			Whence the ancient passage tomb stands

			United their magic, and so shall it be.

			—Scottish Scroll II, 1576
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			Book One’s Last Moments

			The Vast In-Between

			Port Soderick, Isle of Man

			Two weeks earlier—October 18, 1991

			Nissa was being followed.

			When her ferry docked that morning at Port Soderick, she had the strangest feeling: Someone would be expecting her.

			It was stupid, of course, and highly unlikely. Her mind must’ve dreamed it up because, Heaven knew, she was in way over her head, and she no longer had Mckenna to take charge. How did Mckenna always know what to do? She made it all look so effortless. 

			“Excuse me, sir! How do I get out of here?” Nissa asked one of the dock workers. 

			“Where you looking to be, girl?” the man said, his accent a cross between Irish and British. 

			“I’m not really sure. I’m looking for an orphanage, but I don’t know which. Is there maybe a town nearby?” If records  of her existed, she would finally discover whether the notorious Feblands she learned about, nicknamed the Free Felons, were in fact her parents.

			“I don’t know about no orphanages, girl, but the port’s got shuttles going to Douglas, the capital. You’ll find loads more there.” This sounded like a sensible enough plan, not that she had another to go on. She glanced at the gloomy, grey overcast sky looming above her head, and that about decided it for her; she was in no mood to wander around aimlessly in the rain.

			A loud cough behind her made Nissa jump. She breathed a sigh of relief when she spotted a kind-faced old lady, smiling apologetically. Offering a polite smile in return, she continued towards the shuttle. 

			Within ten minutes, the sky released a furious downpour, and she was let off in Douglas, where she scrambled to the nearest café for shelter. It was then that Nissa knew her instincts had been right.

			She was being followed. 

			The old lady from the docks was loitering behind her, drenched from head to toe, and waving keenly in her face. Funny, had she been on the shuttle all this time?

			Nissa waved back and drew nearer, thinking it impolite to ignore her, when the lady lifted a thick, wrinkly index finger and pressed it against Nissa’s mouth. Too stunned to react, she merely stood there, letting the strange woman silence her like a schoolgirl. 

			And then the situation grew even more perplexing. Without a word, the old lady trotted out the door, pressed her face into the front window, and beckoned Nissa over. She obliged, seeing the rain had now turned into a drizzle. There was no harm in indulging an old lady; she was probably just lacking a bit of company—or her marbles.

			“Hello, ma’am,” Nissa said cheerfully outside the café. “I’m Nissa.”

			The lady nodded, then began walking ahead of her. Perhaps she was mute, Nissa thought. Bewildered, she called after her.  “Excuse me! Was there, um, something you needed from me?” The lady looked over her shoulder to throw Nissa a brief glance and once again, gestured for her to follow. Odd, she thought, but she couldn’t very well leave a helpless, elderly woman to wander off on her own.

			The next thing Nissa knew, she was walking for twenty minutes down a country road, trailing behind the lady like a duckling.

			“Where exactly are we—?” Nissa cut herself off as she lay her eyes on what she always imagined would be her dream home. They stopped in front of a modest little cottage that looked to be a couple of centuries old, with warm red brick, copper shingles, and rustic wood shutters, which were always featured in her favourite storybooks. It was perched in the centre of a green expanse, probably larger than the soccer field in Abredonia Woods.

			“Is this your home?”

			The lady nodded as she stepped onto the thick lawn, then turned around to wave Nissa over.

			I’m in way too deep now, Nissa thought, entering through the wood-panelled gate and into her backyard. What she walked into was something out of a faery tale: Cottony rabbits hopped around a vegetable patch, nibbling away greedily at carrots and lettuce leaves; a flock of chickens strutted about, pecking at nothing in particular; and a handful of tabby cats roamed around like guard dogs, one of which had its nose in a stream that flowed along the edge of the yard and into the woods that bordered the land.

			And just when she deemed it all too perfect, sharp rays of sunlight beamed through the dark clouds, hitting her cheeks. She felt as though she was in a trance as she walked leisurely around the grounds, greeting the animals and smelling the various plants, until a hard tap on her shoulder snapped her out of it; for a second, she had forgotten she wasn’t alone. The old lady was standing behind her, pointing at two steaming cups of tea on a round, cast-iron bistro table near a sunflower patch. When had  she gone inside to make tea? Apparently having no choice in the matter, Nissa sat down.

			“The tea will warm you up, pet.”

			Nissa spat out her tea. “You can talk!”

			“’Course I can talk. I’ve still got my tongue, haven’t I?”

			“But why didn’t you say a word this whole time?”

			“There are ears everywhere,” she said gravely. “And so that you didn’t ask too many questions.”

			Nissa’s expression was blank. “I just walked a mile in the rain to sit here and have tea with a stranger.”

			“Oh, I’m no stranger, pet. My name’s Arethusa. I’m your grandmother.”

			e

			Belfast, Northern Ireland

			It was 3:00 a.m., and Cillian was drenched in sweat. Back in his guestroom at Ms. Beattie’s, he was awoken, yet again, by the High Priestess’s transparent silhouette.

			“What do you mean, she’s gone and LEFT?” the High Priestess’s astral form bellowed, making Cillian flinch. The last thing he wanted was to tell the High Priestess he’d failed her. While he still believed in the Priestess’s larger plan, he didn’t want Mckenna to have to carry it out under protest. With some more time, he could sway her.

			“She’s gone to Ballycastle.”

			“I’d gathered that. Am I to thank you for your astuteness?” she said through gritted teeth. “Why aren’t you with her? You told her you’d bring her there, did you not?”

			“Of course, but she and her friend got into some sort of quarrel. The inn owner said they’d both left in a hurry, separately.” Cillian didn’t dare admit he prompted their fight. He knew Mckenna wouldn’t see reason with her friend around—she made her much too soft. But he hadn’t anticipated this.

			
			

			“You do realize you can’t cross the border now, not without the Wise One with you! That plan’s gone to shite, thanks to you.”

			“What do you mean, we can’t cross?”

			“When you said the last time that she thinks her mother’s in Ballycastle, I tried astral travelling there. It’s impossible. Which means Abby has it protected. Going in by the Wise One’s side would have been the only way to enter.”

			“But that kind of magic is . . . advanced. How is that possible?”

			Her expression was envious. “It just is.” 

			“Perhaps I can enter, High Priestess. I see the darkness inside her. And she fancies me, so—”

			“Congratulations, you’ve got yourself a girlfriend. Did you think that’d grant you special entry? Meanwhile, she’s sipping tea with her new mum, chatting about the Scottish Scrolls.” Her astral face inched closer to his, and his body went rigid. “Was it too much to ask for you to simply guide her into fulfilling the first Scroll—”

			“I have—”

			“—and remain with her until she found our dear Abby? The rest, ah, the rest would have been child’s play,” she said, every word icier than the last. “Do you remember? DO YOU REMEMBER HOW IT WAS ALL SUPPOSED TO GO?” And then her face transformed into Mckenna’s, pouting like a misbegotten child. Cillian rubbed his eyes, knowing what he was seeing wasn’t real. Of the Priestess’s many talents, it was her ability to hypnotize that frightened him most. 

			“I can get her back. I can get her to see what we see. I’m nearly there, let me—”

			“I will let you do nothing else. You’re a disappointment, Hayes,” she spat. “We’re done here. With any luck, my stone will find her the second she steps out of that town. And when she does, it’s my way from here on.”

			“Please, if you let me, this will work—”

			But she was already gone. 

			
			

			e

			Nissa leaned back, mouth agape. “You’re my grandmother?”

			“I’ve startled you, haven’t I? ’Course I have . . .”

			“No, no . . . I mean, well, I’m surprised, yeah . . .” Question after question hit Nissa like a heap of falling snow, and she lay buried beneath, unmoving.

			“You have questions, surely.”

			“My parents,” were the only words she managed.

			Eyes filled with sorrow, Arethusa began her story: “My daughter, Annie, met Simon at a young age. He was visiting from England, and she worked at a shop down the road. Oh, and what a beauty Annie was, like yourself. You’re the spitting image.” 

			Nissa didn’t know how to react to this, so she listened on. 

			“Simon went in there every day, doing everything to get her attention. ’Course, it didn’t take very long. He was . . . experienced. And she was, well . . . Annie. Lovely and full of heart, but as naïve as a child sitting by the chimney on Christmas Eve. 

			“But Simon, he was a rotten influence. Poisonous from the start, he was. They grew inseparable fast. I begged Annie to leave him, but poor, clueless girl that she was, she fell hopelessly in love. Did I mention she was young? Just sixteen at the time. Before I know it, she’s moving to England with him. She’d write to me, yes, but when I started asking too many questions, she stopped. I found out Simon was involved in very bad business . . . drugs, I’m afraid,” Arethusa added, seeing Nissa’s eyes widen. “Not a year down the line, the two were wanted for drug-trafficking.” 

			Exactly what the librarian had told her. “Annie, too?”

			“Only ’cause she wouldn’t leave his side. Still, she’d gotten into bad ways. They’d come back to the Isle every so often ‘to see you, Mum!’, Annie would say, but I knew the real reason; he had bank accounts here. See, the Isle of Man’s a self-governing nation, so for Simon, a foreigner living outside of the law, this was a tax haven. I imagine this is what brought him here in the first place.”

			
			

			Nissa cringed, wondering if this would get any worse. It all sounded unreal, like an Al Pacino film.

			“But something happened when they had you,” Arethusa went on. “They started running into . . . hurdles. Things would go wrong left, right, and centre; and Annie, she started opening up to me. It turned out some of Simon’s men were betraying him. He was losing loads of money, and one of them, he discovered, was working with the police. Things got so bad, Simon came to believe you were a changeling. Very superstitious man,” she said, shaking her head.

			From the sounds of it, this couldn’t be good. “What’s a changeling?”

			“Oh, dear, you are American, aren’t you? A changeling is a baby whose human soul’s been swapped for a faery’s.”

			Nissa laughed, but her grandmother showed little humour. “Wait, are you kidding?”

			“No, ducky. You’re not a changeling, of course, but it’s not so far-fetched to assume.” Before Nissa could ask what she meant by this, Arethusa continued. “I’m afraid this next bit won’t be easy to hear.” She placed her hand over Nissa’s. “Simon, he grew angrier and, well, he became violent. Your mum—oh, she loved you so, you must know that—she wanted to protect you; she kept you here with me, but Simon’s luck still hadn’t changed. So, the truth is, he . . . he . . .”

			“He wanted me gone.”

			“Annie and I were afraid of what he might do. We arranged to have us on the next ship to America.”

			“Us?” And then it hit her. Arethusa Febland. How could she not have realized it sooner? She was the foreign family member listed on the passenger list.

			“Simon wouldn’t let your mum out of his sight, so I snuck you away and brought you to Boston myself. I had a cousin there, and she was thrilled to take you in. But not a year after you arrived, I found out she’d died in a car accident.”

			Was Nissa just a walking bad luck charm? “That’s how I ended up in foster care? Couldn’t you have come back for me?”

			
			

			Tears stung Arethusa’s eyes. “I wanted nothing more, pet. The plan was always to return to the Isle to save your mum from Simon, and then we would come find you again, together. But when I returned home, Simon was here, waiting for me. He told me Annie was gone,” she said, her voice shaking, “and demanded I tell him your whereabouts. Said one way or another, he’d find you, and he’d always keep an eye on me. So I couldn’t risk coming and putting you in danger, you see.” 

			Nissa swallowed the lump that had formed in her throat. “Did he—he didn’t kill her . . .?”

			Arethusa exhaled, squeezing her hand tighter. 

			The first tear fell, and the rest flowed like a river breaking through a dam. The walls she’d built over the years crumbled, and she was left there, in hollow skin and bones, her every fear realized. She was parentless, and her own flesh and blood a murderer. 

			Arethusa came around and held her granddaughter’s head to her chest. Nissa didn’t know how long she’d sat there, hysterical, until the dryness in her throat drove her into a fit of coughs.

			“Drink up, pet. Tea soothes the soul.”

			Nissa let out a stifled laugh through her cries and finished off her cuppa, which was now lukewarm. 

			“When you found Simon here, what happened?”

			“Oh, you wouldn’t believe it. I was saved by three enormous dogs . . .”

			A typhoon of emotions, Nissa let out another laugh. “How?”

			“It’s thanks to an insufferable neighbour of mine, Peter. Annoying bloke, him and his bloody dogs always stomping on my petunias . . . Well, I’ve since bit my tongue because his three huskies saved my life. Simon was on my porch, see, and those dogs—never minding their own business—sensed I was in trouble. Came dashing up my porch and straight for Simon’s groin! He almost didn’t make it out alive, I tell you. I never saw him again.”

			So, her mother was dead and her murderous father on the loose. 

			“There’s something I don’t understand.”

			“What’s that, ducky?”

			
			

			“Why didn’t the foster system have my last name? The ship records did, I found it on the passenger list.”

			“Your mum did register you as ‘Nissa Febland’, hoping you’d find us some day. But when I found out my cousin passed and you’d be in the foster system, I begged them to remove your surname. I couldn’t risk Simon tracking you down. Oh, but I’m ever so glad you did find me,” she said, stroking her cheek, “and I suspected you would.” 

			“How?”

			Arethusa leaned in, like she had a secret, and spun Nissa’s bracelet around her wrist. 

			“It was you?”

			Arethusa winked, tears streaming down her made-up cheeks. 

			It was like a sunbeam hit Nissa’s chest. She fingered her bracelet, amazed at how far it had brought her. “And today, at the docks? How’d you know I’d come?”

			Leaning in closer, Arethusa whispered, “Let me show you.” 

			That afternoon, after a much-needed hearty lunch (smoked salmon and capers, fresh-baked bread, traditional Manx broth—a mix of beef celery, leek, and turnip—and more tea), Nissa was being led blindly, yet again, down a quiet country road. 

			“Almost there, pet.”

			“Where’re we going?”

			“Kewaigue Hill.”

			It didn’t look like much. There was nothing but a farmstead and an old primary school in sight. “Is it, like, a famous hill? Where’s the hill?”

			“This way,” Arethusa said brightly, steering Nissa towards a footpath beside the farmstead. Some untamed bushes came into view, and soon they’d entered a woodland crammed with tall, slim trees. They walked in silence for some time, listening to the sounds of the birds singing, leaves rustling underfoot, and the flow of water in the distance. When they reached a footbridge over a small, shallow river, Arethusa bypassed it, instead turning down an unseen trail alongside the water.

			
			

			“Look ahead, ducky.”

			Through the trees was a site that quickly rendered Nissa in a state of calm. A very old-looking bridge stood between the surrounding trees and fallen branches, somewhat camouflaged by the vines that clung to its stone walls, as though nature was helping to keep its secret. Beneath it, a stream flowed through the rocks, bright autumn leaves drifting in its shallows.

			“This is the ancient faery bridge. Not many know of it—only those who’ve already been here.” 

			“More faery stuff?” Nissa blurted.

			“Shhh, you don’t want to offend them!”

			Nissa wrinkled her brow. “Offend . . . the faeries?” She held back a chuckle, seeing that her grandmother didn’t look to be kidding.

			“Oh, faeries are very much real, pet. I can assure you of that.”

			“Have you seen them?”

			“I don’t have to. They show their presence in all sorts of ways. Through blessings, gifts, signs . . .”

			“What kind of signs?”

			Arethusa trod towards the arch of the bridge, where about a dozen stones lay on the ground, and smiled down at them. Nissa stepped closer: Each stone had a message written on it in thick, black ink: 

			Thank you for the great weather!

			Thank you for helping my family through this tough time.

			Please help Mom feel better.

			Please give my son strength.

			“Some of these are wishes,” Nissa said.

			“Go on . . .” Arethusa said, and pointed down at the rest. Nissa read every stone, her heart warming with each message. 

			Please help Nissa find her way home.

			
			

			“I’ve been coming here every day since my return from Boston, leaving offerings to the fae folk. When I got here early this morning, I found this resting on my stone.” She held up a long feather, a striking blend of yellow, orange, and indigo. “Feathers are messages from the divine, see? And this one, well, I’d never seen one so beautiful. Naturally, when I saw it . . .”

			Nissa was lost for words. She reached out and squeezed her grandmother’s hand and allowed the tears to fall, touched beyond measure that someone in this world had loved her all this time.

			e

			Port Soderick, Isle of Man

			Present Day—October 30, 1991

			The moment she stepped off the ferry and onto the Isle of Man, Mckenna felt a surge of energy enter the base of her feet and shoot upwards, as though magic lurked beneath the earth. 

			Perhaps it did. Esme’s words rang in her ear: Your intuition is stronger than you ken. You must always follow it. 

			If the past two weeks under Esme’s wing had taught her anything, it was that grounding was the only way to ‘listen inward’, as Esme would say. And so there, in the middle of the port, never minding the curious onlookers, she closed her eyes and inhaled, then let out a long, slow breath. Centring first, she released any tension trapped within her chakras, and grounded, picturing roots sprouting from the soles of her feet and into the pavement. The chatter around her dissolved, and she zeroed in on the noises of nature around her: the boats swaying in the harbour, the wind whistling high notes. 

			“Lead me to Nissa,” she mouthed to the ether.

			A buzzing sounded in her ear, followed by a hard tugging at her chest. Her toes tingled, then her feet, and her legs and onwards, as though every one of her limbs was falling asleep. 

			Was she . . . vibrating? 

			The tugging grew stronger. Instinctively, she resisted, putting  as much weight on her feet as she could, but if she fought it any longer, she was afraid she’d rip in two. She loosened her muscles and let herself go.

			POP.

			She was lighter than a feather, floating upwards, her unconscious body lying beside the docks hundreds of feet below her. 

			Whoa.

			Two dock workers ran to her aid. She squinted, trying to make out the scene, but it was drifting away as she soared higher . . . and higher . . . and higher still. She was a goddess, rising above land and water, omniscient; and there, the Isle of Man rested in the heart of the Irish Sea, an equal distance away from England, Ireland, Scotland, and Wales. It was literally one vast in-between . . . 

			This is like one huge faery doorway.

			Another POP.

			She was hovering above a woodsy area, not far from a farmhouse. Down the road below, a sign read: Kewaigue Hill.

			e

			Nissa felt at peace on the Isle of Man, and she was quite taken with the faery bridge. She and Arethusa walked over to the site every day to pay the fae a visit, leave out honey, chocolate, and silver coins (“They adore shiny objects!”), and pick up any trash left behind, something Nissa learned they most appreciated. 

			She also learned that faeries were sort of like angels, but for the earth. They tended to nature, and therefore were known in some cultures as nature spirits. Arethusa went on to explain the inner workings of devas, who smoothed weather conditions, and of nymphs, who oversaw the water and the woods.

			“Leprechauns are faeries, too.”

			“No way! Aren’t they known for being tricksters?”

			“As are all faeries. They find it amusing to play wee pranks—you know, hide objects, spoil the milk, that sort of harmless  thing. But if you really anger a faery, it won’t be such a wee punishment.”

			Nissa’s mind jumped to the tale of the old man who ended up paralyzed after kicking a faery hill. “It sounds like they just want to be treated with respect. I see nothing wrong with that!”

			“I quite agree, ducky.”

			There was a rustling sound behind them. “Same here,” uttered a familiar voice, one Nissa had wished for weeks to hear again. Mckenna stood at the foot of the stream, her eyes hopeful, apologetic. Nissa ran over and threw her arms around her. 

			Mckenna returned her embrace. “I’m so sorry, Nissa. I didn’t mean a thing—”

			“No, don’t! I’m sorry, Kenna. I just left you there. It was a crappy thing to do.”

			“Yeah, it was pretty crappy.”

			“So crappy.”

			“Lying to you was worse, though,” Mckenna said solemnly. “But I’m ready to tell you everything.”

			“Like how you managed to find me here . . .?”

			Mckenna laughed. “That, too.”

			Nissa’s grin spread from ear to ear. “I’d like to think I had something to do with it, though.”

			“What d’you mean?”

			Nissa glanced over at the wishing stones under the bridge, then at Arethusa. “I’ll explain later.” 

			Arethusa winked. Feeling giddy, Nissa linked her arms with Mckenna’s, then with her grandmother’s. “I’d like you to meet my best friend, Mckenna. Kenna, this is Arethusa—my grandmother.”

			Mckenna looked both stunned and elated. “It’s an honour to meet you, Arethusa.”

			“How do you do, Mckenna. What an interesting name. Scottish, is it?”

			“I’m actually not sure.”

			“And the honour’s mine, my dear. Nissa’s talked my ear off  about you. She thinks highly of you, this one does. A very wise person, indeed.”

			Nissa noticed Mckenna flinch. “Should we head back for some tea?” 

			Arethusa clapped her hands together. “Excellent idea!” 

			As Mckenna led the way out, Arethusa placed a hand on Nissa’s shoulder and leaned into her ear. “I daresay she needs you as much as you need her, ducky.”
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			The Power of Samhain

			Abredonia Woods, Massachusetts 

			Andre slammed the phone down on Seán and kicked the kitchen chair. Seán had been with Abby all this time—the woman who deserted her family through a vague explanation on a piece of paper. 

			Seán said he and Abby had a strong feeling Mckenna was in Ballycastle and that they would find her together “when the time was right.” What did that even mean? Immediately, that was when the time was right. And this woman had no business feeling anything about their daughter.

			“Abby says it’s the safest place she could be,” Seán had said, trying to reassure Andre.

			“Right, if that’s what Abby says,” Andre scoffed. “Why are you letting her influence you?” 

			“Come off it, Andre, I’m not letting her do anything. She knows what she’s talking about. You can’t understand.”

			“Whose fault is that?” And that was when he had hung up. Something wasn’t right. She just happened to show up when Seán happened to be visiting the very spot they’d met seventeen years ago?

			Andre was tired of waiting around. Seán was either being tricked or being drawn back into Abby’s world; Andre had seen  the way Seán spoke about her before he left. He’d never gotten over his grief, his heartbreak. He was still in love with her.

			It was time Andre fought for him. 

			e

			Cillian sat cross-legged on a sandy beach, staring out at the water drifting across the bay and playing last night’s dream over in his mind. Mckenna had appeared to him so vividly, her hair wilder than ever and eyes piercing his own the way they so often did. But he couldn’t make out what she way saying.

			In a desperate attempt to locate her, Cillian had been practicing astral projection every day since she left Ms. Beattie’s. He hadn’t been successful the first several tries, but it must have been due to Abby’s protection enchantment cast over Ballycastle. That, and the fact that he still couldn’t astral project. His attempts failed each time, and he was about ready to give up all hope. The Priestess was right—he was a disappointment. As a high-level practitioner, he should have been able to master astral projection by now. He would never be able to warn Mckenna, to keep her from the High Priestess’s grasp. 

			To be with her again. 

			Fear and self-loathing permeated his bones. The very thought of Mckenna being tortured into carrying out the High Priestess’s plan made his chest rip to pieces. And to think just a month ago, Cillian’s one desire had been to gain the Priestess’s trust, to be the one to help the Wise One meet her fate. 

			Now, he cared little about the Priestess. In the end, they might have the same goal, but he could achieve the same outcome another way—one that allowed him and Mckenna to be together. He remembered how appalled he was, at first, when the Priestess disclosed the old witch’s prophecy, that peace came at a cost: billions of souls shall expire upon this Earth. He was not a murderer, he’d said. “It’s not a killing spree,” the High Priestess had replied. “We are merely halting the reincarnation of souls—souls that should remain in the spiritual realm, that no longer have a  physical place here on Earth.” And in time, he understood: The Scrolls incited a righteous path, not an evil one.

			Mckenna would understand that, too. She would come to believe in the new Earth, just as he had.

			A thought occurred to him. What if she wasn’t in Ballycastle anymore? There was a small possibility her mother wasn’t there at all. What if he didn’t focus on getting to Ballycastle and instead focused solely on her? In all his years as a mystic practitioner, he had only ever tried astral projecting to a location, but never to a person. It was a long shot, but he had to try. He knew the High Priestess would stop at nothing until she got her way. He’d been suspecting all this time that that thing she was working on had to do with lifting Abby’s protection spell. And to be able to break a bond that strong, she would have to do it on the most magical night of the year—Samhain.

			It was now or never.

			It was this fervent desire that triggered what happened next: A loud buzzing noise sounded in his ear, and his body began to vibrate like it was mildly in shock. Then something popped, and he began to soar, leaving behind his dormant body. 

			In this new state of consciousness, limitations were a mere myth, and time was but a concept; with the power of intention, he could bend it. He suddenly found himself in a wooded area, floating above a stone bridge. He could feel Mckenna was here, wherever this place was, and that Nissa was with her. The magic here was strong and ancient, like faery magic. This was an in-between place.

			The largest one there was.

			e

			Douglas, Isle of Man

			She didn’t know whether it was because she and Nissa had reconciled or if it was due to the three-course meal Arethusa whipped  up the night before, but Mckenna awoke on Halloween morning bursting with energy.

			“I slept like a log,” Mckenna said, scooping up a mouthful of treacle tart, leftover dessert from last night’s feast. 

			“A snoring log,” Nissa said with a yawn.

			Arethusa came around to fill their coffee mugs. “Happy to hear you got some rest—heard you girls chit-chatting ’til late last night.”

			Mckenna looked across at Nissa with mock guilt. She’d told her everything (“Took you long enough!”), from the incidents on her birthday, to Petronella’s vendetta against Alice Kyteler, to being a Wise One tied to a terrifying prophecy. Nissa had been attentive to every word: “Where do you think Abby is, then?” Nissa asked.

			“I don’t know, maybe Scotland. I thought I’d try that thing I did to find you. But first, I was thinking we should go back to Belfast; last night, I dreamt of Cillian . . .”

			Nissa sat up, propping her pillow behind her back. “Was it hot?”

			Mckenna slapped her on the arm. “He was telling me to come back. He said it was important that he see me again.”

			“Do you know if it’s a real message?”

			“I don’t know. I was thinking of the book you borrowed in Kilkenny. Remember the Wise One’s ability to dreamwalk?”

			“Oh, right! Freaky . . . of all books. I mean, it’s fiction, but maybe some things are based on truth.”

			“I tried it.”

			“You tried to project yourself into someone else’s dream?”

			“Yeah, Cillian’s—to talk to him somehow. I hate how things ended, you know? And there’s something about him, it’s like he can really see me.”

			“Mhm.” Nissa winked.

			Mckenna rolled her eyes. “Anyway, it didn’t work. I don’t even know if dreamwalking is possible.”

			“Kenna, did you think maybe you only dreamt that because you want him to want you to come back?”

			Mckenna’s face flushed. 

			
			

			That night, the girls stood out on Arethusa’s porch, packed and ready to catch the ferry back to Belfast.

			“Be good—both of you. And pick up a phone and call once in a while,” Arethusa warned, squeezing them in a tight hug. “Look out for each other, whatever you do. I mean it, duckies.”

			“We promise, Gran,” Nissa said. “And don’t worry, we’ll come visit!”

			Arethusa beamed. “Mckenna, a word?” She placed her hands on Mckenna’s shoulders and steered her out of earshot. Mckenna waited for the “keep my granddaughter safe” speech, but instead, Arethusa placed a smooth black stone inside her palm. “Black onyx. It absorbs negativity and helps the bearer resist negative influences. Think of it as a shield of sorts.”

			Mckenna found it strange but thanked her nonetheless. She couldn’t shake the feeling that Arethusa knew more than she let on.

			They waved at Nissa’s grandmother from the road, and just as they began making their way to the town centre, Mckenna stopped in her tracks.

			“You okay, Kenna?”

			“Yeah, I just feel . . .” she started to say, but she couldn’t put it into words. From the moment the wind stirred that morning, she had felt a mysticism drift through the air. “Is it okay if we make one last stop at the faery bridge? I’d like to say good-bye.”

			What Mckenna thought would be a peaceful walk down to Kewaigue Hill turned out to be the exact opposite. Dark shadows appeared out of the corner of her eyes, some at their heels, some gliding alongside them, and others appearing close enough to brush her cheekbones. 

			No doubt spirits that roamed the Isle, she thought. She could feel they were drawn to her, vying for her attention.

			Shit. Not now.

			“Do you think Halloween has something to do with it?”

			Mckenna shrugged, then flinched at the sight of the shadow of a brawny man. “Can we just, like, quicken the pace?”

			
			

			They half-walked, half-ran up the footpath and into the woods. At the sound of the water trickling from the stream, Mckenna’s footsteps slowed, and she allowed herself to listen to its calming sounds. The spirits, whoever they were, seemed farther away now, like she had pushed them back somehow. 

			There was a rustling up ahead. They turned the corner and the bridge came into view, along with a visitor.

			At the sight of Cillian sitting by the water’s edge, Mckenna’s stomach became the stage for a trapeze show again. “How did you . . .?”

			Eyes growing wide at the sight of her, he jumped to his feet, took three long strides towards her, and grasped her hands in his. “You have to come with me, lass.”

			Mckenna swallowed, the touch of his skin shooting fire up her arms and down her body. “Where? What’s going on, Cillian?”

			“There’s someone after you. And if you don’t come with me now—”

			“Whoa, whoa, Casanova, relax,” Nissa said, stepping beside Mckenna. “Where she goes, I go. And whatever you mean to say, spill it.”

			Cillian turned to Nissa. “It’s too dangerous for you.”

			“Nissa’s not leaving,” Mckenna said, pulling her hands back.

			Cillian ran a hand through his hair. “Fine. Then you both have to leave with me right now.”

			“Where?”

			Cillian sighed. “Ballycastle.” Did he know . . .? “I’ll tell you everything on the way, promise.” When Mckenna hesitated, he said, “You see I’m telling the truth, don’t you?” He took her hands again and lifted them to his heart, which was beating like a base drum. 

			She could. But Mckenna could also feel all sorts of other things—anxiety, fear, affection, guilt. “You’ve been lying to me.”

			Cillian bit his lip. “I have. I’m not now.” His eyes were filled with pain as he gazed at her, unblinking.

			Nissa looked from him to Mckenna. “Hang on. Kenna, maybe we should . . . deliberate?”

			
			

			Mckenna turned to her friend, muttered, “It’s okay,” and then looked back at Cillian. “You’ll tell me everything?”

			He nodded, his hands still covering hers. 

			e

			Wiltshire, England

			“Come on, for old time’s sake,” Abby urged Seán over dinner. It was the evening of Samhain, the harvest’s end and beginning of a new year. A time to honour their ancestors and leave offerings for the dead. 

			There was a magic around this time that had always pulled him in. Back in the day, he even participated in one of Abby’s ritual ceremonies. But he felt it best not to get entangled with all of that again.

			They’d been spending quite a bit of time together, meeting up every other day—Abby supposedly had ‘business to attend to’, but as always, she kept her explanations short. In the meantime, Seán hung back at the café and worked on his illustrations. The publisher would expect them soon, and he had fallen far behind. 

			“Would you watch, then?” she pleaded.

			He looked into her persuasive eyes, which for an instant, he could’ve sworn flickered to a deep blue, like sapphire. 

			“Well . . . will you?”

			He gazed down at his mushy peas, admiring the volcano he had shaped, then out the window. The town was growing still; children had already finished trick-or-treating, and the moon was at its brightest, a signal of the night’s end.  

			“Fine. For old time’s sake.”

			Looking as pleased as she did the day they met, Abby excused herself to freshen up.

			
			

			e

			Mckenna and Nissa followed Cillian back up the path.

			“Wait, Cillian,” Mckenna called after him. “Stop!” 

			Cillian turned, looking impatient.

			“Why Ballycastle?”

			“There’s no time—”

			“Tell us, Cillian, or we’re not coming,” Nissa said firmly.

			Heaving a heavy sigh, he closed his eyes for a moment. He looked like he hadn’t slept in days. “I think you need to go back there.”

			“Why?”

			“It’s the only place where you’re protected. And I think it’s the key to sensing where your mum is.”

			“How did you—?”

			“I know who you are, Mckenna,” Cillian said. “I’ve always known.”

			It was like she was falling from a hundred-storey building. Of course he did. Mckenna felt like a massive imbecile. What were the chances a perfect stranger would be there to chauffeur them around Ireland, offer them places to stay? “Who are you?” was all she could muster.

			“I’m a mystic practitioner.” Instantly, Mckenna felt faint. How could she not have sensed it? Could she have been so blinded by her attraction to him? “I’ve gotten good at hiding it,” he added, looking both proud and ashamed. “I was sent to protect you on your quest to find your mother. It’s important that you do, and you’re the only one who can. There’s someone after you; it’s because of an old prediction . . .” 

			Elizabeth Dunlop’s prophecy. He knew about that, too. Her mind froze and vision doubled, and her body went still, fighting hard to process the words that left Cillian’s lips: Prediction. Mystic. Scrolls. Finding her breath, she uttered, “Do you know what the Scrolls say?”

			“Afraid not,” Cillian said quickly. “Listen, there’s a High  Priestess who wants to use you to lead her to Abby. She needs both your powers to succeed. But when she’s done with you . . .”

			Maeve. “She’ll kill us,” Mckenna finished.

			Nissa’s hand flew to her mouth. Mckenna had known she was in some kind of danger, but not that her life was at stake. Nissa cleared her throat. “So . . . the, um, High Priestess can’t find Abby without Kenna?”

			“That’s right. When Abby left you as a baby, she cast an enchantment on both of you—that you’d be the only one to find her when you came of age; that’s seventeen for a Wise One. But the Priestess is performing a ritual right now to lift that enchantment and the one protecting Ballycastle.”

			“So that she can find us both no matter what.” It was all starting to make sense.

			“Exactly. She uses this ancient stone to dowse—dowsing is like searching for an answer or location using a pendulum,” he added. “That’s how she’s known where you’ve been all this time.”

			“Why didn’t she just find me and kill me then?”

			“She needs both your powers, Kenna,” Nissa said gently. 

			“Right, and if her ritual works tonight, there will be nothing stopping the stone from tracing Abby anymore. But if you find Abby first, you can warn her.”

			Mckenna let out a bitter laugh. “Impossible. How the hell am I supposed to warn her—?”

			“Through astral travel,” he said, his eyes desperate, pleading. That was how she’d found Nissa. She stared into them, sensing their sheer urgency.  

			“And the ritual—why tonight?”

			“A complex ritual like this one needs all the power it can get. Tonight is Samhain, where the veil between the living and the dead is thinnest. The spirits, the ancestors she’ll be able to invoke . . .” He trailed off, his expression grim.

			Nissa gave her a light slap on the arm. “That must be why you’re seeing ghosts! Because of Halloween—uh, Samhain.”

			Mckenna felt like she was having another one of her  nightmares. “How do you know all this? Who sent you to ‘protect me’?” she said, using elaborate air quotes.

			Cillian hesitated. “I’m sorry. I can’t give them away.”

			Surely, it couldn’t be her mother. “Esme?”

			He cast her a remorseful glance, implying he couldn’t say. Mckenna tried to read him, but all she could feel were her own emotions—of pain, betrayal, confusion. This was too much for her to bear. The feelings she had for him, the feelings she thought he had for her, had it all been merely based on his duty to protect her?

			It was Nissa who broke the silence. “Um, so, how would going back to Ballycastle help Kenna sense Abby?”

			“I believe she needs to be in a place she’s connected to. One that’s sacred to her.” He stepped closer. “That’s where your mum had you, and that’s where she knew you’d one day come back to. We have to hurry, though . . .”

			Mckenna seized his arm. “Wait. I know of a pretty magical place.” Her eyes darted around the trees that loomed over them. “Right here. And I think I know how to find her.” Spinning on the spot, she made for the faery bridge, Nissa and Cillian at her heels. Wind whipped her hair as she tore through the trees, imagining her mother’s proud face when they set eyes on each other, and praying the High Priestess hadn’t yet begun her ritual—

			The shadow of the brawny man appeared again out of thin air, making Mckenna stumble backwards onto the path. His energy was heavy, dark. Frozen, she peered into its spectral eyes, black as the earth beneath her feet. I’m not afraid of you, she thought, keeping her head level with his. I’m not afraid of you . . . I’m not afraid of you . . . 

			A gravelly inner voice spat back, one that was not her own: You should be. 

			Gulping hard, adrenaline surged through her, her insides flooding with what felt like boiling water, and her eyes wide with fright; her heart was the spout of a kettle, about to burst and sizzle over. She was sweating, too. Was this what a panic attack felt like? Her knees buckling, she reached out to grab what was nearest,  but her hand only snatched up air. Uh-oh, she thought stupidly, feeling nausea flowing up from her sacral chakra and straight for her head, and the trees blurring through her watery eyes. 

			Please don’t faint. It’ll be too late . . . the . . . the Priestess. As the world around her faded, her entire body began pulsing, then vibrating.

			POP.

			She was standing in some sort of back alley, the clattering of plates and cutlery sounding through the metal doors. Casting down was the glow of the moon, ominous in the dark passage. If it weren’t for the graffitied walls that flanked her, she could’ve sworn she was back in that creepy alleyway in Kilkenny, where Petronella had flogged her until she practically passed out. No, this place was different. Where was she? 

			One of the metal doors swung open, and stepping out was one of the most stunning women Mckenna had ever seen. She was slender and leggy, with white-blond hair that poured down her back; she had pointed features, smooth and alabaster, like she’d been carved from clay; and her eyes were a deep, penetrating blue.

			“You’ve learned to astral travel, I see. Such a quick learner. Beautiful form . . .” She took several paces towards her, admiring Mckenna’s spectral silhouette.

			“You’re Maeve.” From the moment their eyes locked, she knew; she held herself like no other: frightening but bewitching, graceful but commanding, imposing but transcendental. The woman was a walking paradox.

			“It’s a pleasure to finally meet you, Wise One.”

			“Where am I? How did you know I was here?”

			“I sensed your apparition. What does it matter where we are? Your soul’s found me, and for a reason, I’m sure.” She waited, her lips forming a slight smile that didn’t quite reach her perfect cheekbones.

			“I’m here to tell you to stop. Just stop whatever you’re doing! Even if you manage to counter Abby’s spell, you’ll never get us to do what you want. You can screw your Scrolls.”

			
			

			“Hmm,” Maeve began, feigning an innocence that didn’t suit her. “I don’t have to get you to do anything—you’ll do that all on your own.”

			Mckenna’s gut twisted. “What are you talking about?”

			Her plump lips lifted into a full smile. “You were Elizabeth Dunlop. Don’t you remember, Bessie?”

			The name Bessie crashed in her ears like a gong. “You’re lying,” she spat. And yet she recognized the nickname as she did a childhood friend. 

			Maeve was scrutinizing her. “And those humans, how cruelly they treated you. An unforgivable punishment . . .” 

			Like a tidal wave, the image of an angry crowd and roaring firepit flooded her mind. The ropes straining her wrists. The shouting. The troll-like man. “A quick snap of the neck, aye, Bessie girl?” The flames catching her leather boots . . . 

			“My dear, it was you who had the prophetic vision, who wrote the Scottish Scrolls.”

			No. It couldn’t be. “There’s no way. I’m . . . I’m not evil!” she shouted, though was not the least bit convinced. 

			Her brow lowered slightly in concern. “Evil? I should think not. You, as Bessie, envisioned a utopia. Peace and harmony on Earth. The natural world thriving.”

			“At the cost of billions of lives!”

			“Not lives, dear—souls. Oh, you’ve still so much to learn. I’ve forgotten how young you are. But I’ve faith in you; you’ll soon ken that this is the only path. Tell me, which is the real evil: preserving the natural world, or allowing those who will cause its destruction to continue to have their place here on Earth?”

			Before she could protest, she felt a tugging at her chest, like a yarn being pulled from a sweater, unravelling, loosening, until—

			POP. 

			She was back in the woods, lying on the paved path and staring up at the concerned faces of Nissa and Cillian, the latter’s warm hand cradling her neck. 

			“Kenna! Are you okay?”

			“Are you hurt? You’ve hit your head—” 

			
			

			“I’m fine, I’m fine,” she insisted, her voice hoarse. “There’s no time. Help me get to the bridge . . .”

			“What happened, lass?” Cillian asked as he lifted her to her feet.

			She gulped. “A ghost came up in my face. I panicked and fainted, that’s all.”

			Her head aching slightly from the fall, Mckenna sat cross legged at the edge of the stream. The mere act of touching the earth sent an outpouring of power through her body, like a current taking the path of least resistance. Only the leaves rustling, stones turning, and flow of water filled her ears. She felt for the small feather inside her coat pocket, the very one that flew into her bedroom window the night she left home. Raising it to her lips, she whispered to it her one wish, then tossed it into the running stream. She waited, hoping for some kind of vision to flash into her mind, like the one she’d had of Seán tucking Abby’s note into his wallet. But nothing happened. “Lead me to my mother,” she said aloud.

			Still, nothing.

			“It’s not working. I can’t do it.”

			Cillian dropped to the ground to face her. “You can. You’re a Wise One, lass.”

			“I feel like I still don’t understand what that really means.”

			“It means you’ve got centuries of magical abilities right inside of you. You’ve got it all, right here.” He placed a hand to her heart. She wasn’t sure why, but her eyes welled with tears.

			Nissa rushed to her side. “You’ve got this, Kenna.” She sat down, too, so the three formed a triangle. She took Mckenna’s hand and nudged Cillian to take hers. He nodded and grasped it.

			“Lead us to the Wise One’s mother,” Nissa said. 

			Cillian joined in. “Lead us to the Wise One’s mother.”

			At last, Mckenna: “Lead us to the Wise One’s mother. Lead us to the Wise One’s mother.”

			The wind picked up, and steadily their voices grew stronger.

			
			

			“Lead us to the Wise One’s mother. Lead us to the Wise One’s mother. LEAD US TO THE WISE ONE’S MOTHER.” 

			Like flickering tea lights, hundreds of faeries appeared out of the air—specks of blue, yellow, green and white danced around the bridge, stream and trees, flooding the woods with light and radiance.

			“Are those . . .?” Nissa whispered in awe.

			Mckenna nodded, giving her hand a tight squeeze.

			e

			Avebury Henge—Wiltshire, England

			When Seán and Abby reached the stone circle, he stopped just outside of it. “I’ll watch from outside the stones.” 

			“If you wish,” she said, and stepped inside. 

			“Did you ask permission?” Seán grinned, remembering their first encounter. 

			“I always have permission.” That wasn’t the answer he expected. He meant to ask what she meant by this, but what happened next made words escape him altogether. Her eyes fixed on his, Abby undid her frock’s buttons one by one. 

			Seán couldn’t look away. He caught his breath as she lifted the garment over her head and tossed it aside, leaving a stone necklace as the only thing touching her silky skin. Oh, how she lit a fire in him still—one he couldn’t seem to put out. Before he knew it, he had stepped past the stones and joined her in the centre of the circle. Then, piece by piece, he removed his clothing, too. She took his hands in hers and, together, they thanked nature for its gracious gifts, promising to continue giving back, from one living entity to another. 

			On the altar Abby created, a gust of wind blew out two candles, leaving just one to burn. In the dim light casting over her body, Seán found her lips. His mind didn’t wander past the moment. He let himself fall at her mercy, their bodies greeting each other for the first time in seventeen years. 

			
			

			“Seán . . .”

			“Yes?”

			“Will you say something with me?”

			“Yes.”

			“Briseadh an ceangal . . .”

			“Briseadh an ceangal,” he repeated in a daze.

			“Eadar nighean is màthair.” 

			“. . . eadar nighean is màthair.” 

			e

			The High Priestess looked down at Seán—the Wise One’s flesh and blood and Abigail’s one love. It was he who connected them, and so it was only he that could break their magical bond. 

			She waited for his body to give in, until all senses vanished and only his soul remained, overcome with ecstasy. Bridged with the divine.

			“Briseadh an ceangal eadar nighean is màthair.” They repeated the Scottish mantra for the final time.

			Break the bond between daughter and mother. 

			e

			Mckenna’s body vibrated, until she felt the familiar POP. She was soaring through a dark tunnel, fast. This isn’t how it happened last time . . . 

			Perhaps because now she was travelling much farther.

			She landed in a valley, through which a narrow river rushed, and found herself standing in the shadows of a range of stony mountains; wisps of mist touched the green mountainside, dotted with sparkling pools of water. Had she entered a magical realm?

			“Mckenna.”

			Slowly, she turned, hardly daring to believe who was staring back at her, looking pale, wild-haired, and
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