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Prologue

The waters of London once held many strange, slippery secrets.

Some of these secrets were as quiet and light as cool fingertips dancing across skin. They were made from unusual things, like the eerie language of sea gulls, cawing to each other as they dipped their beaks into the River Thames to catch fish; the soothing way fishermen cajoled crabs to their death like sirens, to sell in the sprawling city markets; and the way the capital could be transformed instantly when it rained, showers pelting against windows and sliding down buildings, puddling in the street like shiny gray tombstones, and turning its people into bad-tempered beasts who shook their fists at the sky.

The louder secrets were different creatures entirely. Tempests erupted near where the Thames opened into a great maw, creating chaos as the waters roared to be heard. They spoke of magic that dwelled inside them: of monsters with too-bright eyes, as well as a great many other enchantments lurking within, unknown to mortals.

There was once a terrible secret held within the waters of London, too, passed from ripple to wave and back again, as if not daring to hold it for long.

It was a legend so very silent, and so very hidden.

So very cold.
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Spooked Sailors

“Shadow!” Thomasina said. “You little thief.”

The thief in question nibbled on his loot while staring at her with huge green eyes. Over the past few months, he had grown to an impressively enormous size, and he was worlds away from the tiny, nervous kitten he had once been.

“You don’t even like hazelnut snaps.” Thomasina sighed as Shadow, disgusted, spat out the biscuit he had stolen so it clattered to the stone workroom floor, and started licking himself defiantly.

There was a mirror next to where the offending biscuit had been dropped, and as Thomasina bent down to pick it up, she caught a glance of herself. The girl in the mirror grinned back at her. She was wearing sky-blue breeches, a white shirt unbuttoned at the collar, and her hair was a long mass of dark waves, some strands bleached coppery brown from the sun. A smattering of freckles ran across her porcelain nose and slightly burned, rosy forehead—a present from this summer’s sun—and a few more had blossomed across her bottom lip over the past week.

She had not felt so happy in years.

A head popped out from behind the door.

“Everything all right?” Anne, Thomasina’s best friend and co-owner of their business, Burgess & Hawke’s, glanced from Thomasina to Shadow and back again.

“I didn’t realize you were up,” Thomasina said, walking over to hug her. “Happy birthday! Here,” she said, grabbing a package sitting on the mantelpiece: a blue drawstring bag that shimmered at every turn of the light, tied up with a pretty green ribbon. It had taken her many nights to sew.

“You’re lovely,” Anne said, and sat down. Thomasina grinned as she watched her untie the ribbon. Perhaps it was because Anne was particularly happy, but she believed she had never seen her best friend look as radiant as she did that day. Anne was wearing an apricot-colored dress that glowed against her deep brown skin, and she liked to wear her hair loose in the summer. The morning sun caught glints of amber in her black curls and Thomasina saw that new coral earrings dangled from her earlobes. The gold fastenings sent dots of light sparkling around their workroom.

“Present?” she said, pointing at them.

“Yes,” Anne said. “My parents gave them to me yesterday— Oh! Thomasina!”

She had opened the package to reveal a slightly battered book: something Thomasina had been privately saving up for the past few months to purchase for her.

“It’s a compendium of herbs and flowers,” Thomasina said. “I asked your uncle what he thought you might like, and he suggested I buy this. It isn’t new, I’m afraid.”

Anne beamed.

“I’ve wanted to study flowers for ages,” she said, delighted, as her fingers stroked the dark blue vellum. “This is perfect! Thank you so much—it should come in really useful for new medicines we want to create for the shop.”

“There’s something else inside the bag, too,” Thomasina said.

“A collection of pamphlets”—Anne gasped as she withdrew them—“they’re . . . a story serial! The Green Knight and the Princess! Thank you.”

She reached out and squeezed Thomasina’s hand, her eyes sparkling in a way that had become wonderfully familiar to Thomasina over the past few months.

“What does being fourteen feel like?” Thomasina asked, a little enviously.

“Exactly the same as thirteen,” Anne said as Shadow walked across the table and sat on her new book. “Get off, Shadow!”

After Anne managed to successfully prize Shadow off her present, the pair ate a birthday breakfast together that Thomasina had made: eggs, freshly baked bread, and an apple-and-nettle elixir that they loved to drink in the mornings, and was easily one of their most popular products. Shadow, despite having had a hearty breakfast already, attempted to eat the eggs from both of their plates.

When the pair were very full indeed, they made their way to the shop front.

“Are you sure you want to work this morning?” Thomasina said. “It’s your birthday.”

Anne laughed. “I’ll work for an hour, then take the rest of the day off. But why wouldn’t I want to spend some time here? It’s my favorite place in the world.”

Surveying the interior of Burgess & Hawke’s, Thomasina couldn’t help but agree.

When they had first moved in, the building had been rather nondescript, sitting in an ordinary street in Southwark. The interiors had been similarly uninspiring, with yellow-tinged, peeling walls, cobwebbed beams, dusty floorboards, and dirty, grime-flecked shutters. However, they had set to work, assisted by their parents and Miss Maplethorpe, and a transformation that felt almost magical had taken place.

Now, brightly colored bunting hung from gleaming dark beams: a glorious patchwork of sky blue, deep pink, sea green, and primrose yellow strung up in every direction, that customers always commented upon when they entered their shop. The dusty shutters had been thoroughly cleaned, sanded, and painted light blue, while the once-peeling paintwork now shone. Bunches of dried lavender and many pots and jars of light pink roses tied with blue, lilac, and green ribbons were dotted around Burgess & Hawke’s, giving the interior a perfumed, sweet scent. Anne’s uncle had generously given them some posters and pamphlets from Hawke’s apothecary, where Anne had previously been his assistant. The presence of these added a great deal of interest, and customers would often linger over the latest medical findings that adorned their walls. Thomasina had drawn a line, however, at having a shark jaw in their shop.

But the most impressive thing for Thomasina was the sheer amount of sweets, cakes, biscuits, elixirs, and treats on display. Every morning, her mouth would water upon entering the shop, and she would feel giddy with delight at seeing her and Anne’s ambitions realized.

Stacks of medicinal treats adorned every wall: fragrant honey and ginger cakes shaped in perfect hexagons and rosewater biscuits decorated with dried rose petals and drizzled with honey that looked almost too pretty to be eaten. There were elixirs in brown bottles and jars that sparkled on their smart, polished shelves, and neat stacks of taffy that could either be eaten on its own or combined with boiling water to form a delicious drink. The girls also liked to place a cauldron full of their apple-and-nettle elixir on the counter next to them—a drink to reduce the symptoms of itchy eyes and streaming noses that customers tended to have in the summer—and its sweet, heady scent wafted tantalizingly around the shop.

Surveying Burgess & Hawke’s with pride, Thomasina thought that they had done a fine job so far.

The door handle twisted, and an elderly woman with pretty red cheeks and wavy white hair appeared, beaming at the sight of them. She carried a large basket in her arms.

“Anne!” she said. “Happy birthday! I went all the way to the City and got you this.”

Smiling, she reached into her basket and brought out a brass cylinder.

“It is a contraption you can use to look at things more closely,” she said.

“Oh! It’s a magnifying glass of some sort,” Anne breathed, holding it close and examining it. “Thanks so much, Miss Maplethorpe! It looks very expensive, though—how did you manage to get your hands on this?”

“You forget that I haggle better than anyone I know,” Miss Maplethorpe said, rather mysteriously. “Now, I’m just going to drink a cup of apple-and-nettle brew, and then I’ll start selling.” She gave a huge, happy grin and bustled off to the workroom. “Don’t even think about tipping over my drink with your paw like you did yesterday,” they heard her say sternly to Shadow.

The four of them—Thomasina, Anne, Miss Maplethorpe, and Shadow—had settled into a happy rhythm over the past four months at Burgess & Hawke’s. At first, both Thomasina’s and Anne’s families had expressed discomfort at the idea of the girls setting up shop on their own, given that they were so young—but after they had heard that Miss Maplethorpe was to live with them, this helped ease their worries. Miss Maplethorpe was a wonderfully warm presence to be around. She had stitched both girls lumpy patchwork quilts, embroidered with their initials, and cooked with them in the evenings, when they would talk about their days. Miss Maplethorpe had even erected a makeshift bed for Shadow above the counter in the shop front, where he could sit and survey their customers while they were busy, his massive paws spilling over the side.

Thomasina glanced in the mirror once more before turning their “CLOSED” sign to “OPEN.”

In minutes, the shop was packed with customers. As always, there was a mixture of people, from the elderly shopping for creature comforts to middle-aged and young people talking excitedly about the latest medical findings to children who were clearly pretending to be ill in the hope that their parents would give them a sweet from Burgess & Hawke’s to cure their mystery ailments.

That morning, however, Thomasina was surprised to see a crowd of several men enter their shop all at once and make their way to the counter.

“We need a cure for fright,” one of them said hoarsely.

“I’d prefer a stiff drink if you have one,” another piped up.

“The things we’ve seen . . .”

“What’s happened?” Anne said in bemusement.

“Our ship capsized!” one said, and Thomasina realized they must be sailors. “We barely made it out alive . . .”

“A whole cargo of silks and spices gone forever,” one said mournfully. “Our boss will be so angry with us.”

“And the beasts and monsters we saw!” a short, bald man said. “I’ll have nightmares for years!”

“Don’t get fanciful now, Alf,” a sailor said sharply, elbowing him so hard he winced.

Thomasina was seized by an intense curiosity.

“Beasts?” she said sharply. “Monsters?”

“Yes, miss,” the sailor called Alf said with a shudder, looking at her with watery blue eyes.

“Alf’s seeing things,” another said impatiently. “We just had a nasty shock in the water, that’s all. Look here—do you have a cure for fright?”

After a quick discussion between themselves, the girls settled upon offering the sailors a soft taffy-like concoction of crushed valerian root, which was used often by apothecaries to calm the nerves, mixed with honey to balance the herb’s bitterness. They could also create an elixir from the taffy, and Thomasina took orders to boil the mixture in their workroom’s cauldron. Several minutes later, she reappeared, balancing several steaming cups on a tray and handing them out while listening to the sailors’ tales.

“It felt unnatural, that storm,” one said with a shiver as he chewed on his taffy. “This sweet is helping a lot, though—thanks.”

“I’m telling you, I saw something!” the sailor called Alf said, eagerly reaching forward to take one of the cups from Thomasina’s tray with trembling hands. “Some kind of monster, glowing green in the water . . .”

“Enough of your nonsense, Alf—I mean it,” a younger sailor said, flashing what Thomasina supposed he thought was a charming grin at her and Anne. “You don’t want to go scaring these girls with your tall tales, do you?”

Anne raised a disapproving eyebrow at the younger sailor, and Thomasina had to bite her cheek to stop herself from laughing. He thought stories from a frightened sailor would scare them, did he? He didn’t know, of course, that they had been through far worse at the hands of Father Winter mere months ago.

Once the sailors had consumed a great amount of the taffy, as well as the valerian root and honey elixir, they shuffled out of the shop, murmuring words of thanks. Thomasina and Anne busied themselves attending to their other customers, as well as occasionally stroking Shadow, who by now had decided he hadn’t received enough attention that day. He rolled on his back on the counter, showing off his round belly while flopping his tail from side to side.

Anne hugged Thomasina goodbye after an hour or so to enjoy her birthday by walking along the Thames and looking at pretty things for sale at the nearby markets. Meanwhile, Thomasina stayed at Burgess & Hawke’s, answering customers’ queries and trying to ease their worries. When the sun started to set and Shadow, bored, stalked off to chase mice and rats away outside, she closed the shop.

Try as she might, she couldn’t get what the sailor Alf had said out of her mind. Some kind of monster, glowing green in the water . . .

Thomasina felt restless in a way she couldn’t understand, and frustrated with herself. What’s wrong with me? she thought as she stacked empty trays ready to take back into the workroom and clean. I have everything I need here.

For when the sailors had described the scenes they had witnessed, Thomasina had felt herself longing for adventure once more. It seemed fantastical to think that just months before, she had gone on many adventures with Anne, their friend Henry, and his ancestor Inigo, as well as the Frost Bear, and had visited an enchanted world on the frozen Thames for several nights. They had seen a magical Frost Fair before them, full of Frost Beasts and Frost Folk, too! Although there had been great danger, Thomasina dearly missed the sense of excitement she had felt back then.

“You need to stop dreaming about magic,” she told herself crossly. “It’s over. It’s been over for months now, and the Other Frost Fair isn’t coming back.”

Shaking her head, Thomasina resolved not to think about such things anymore, and she tried to busy herself with end-of-the-day chores before Anne came back home. However, the idea of a monster, lurking in deep waters and ready to capsize ships, occupied her for the rest of the evening.
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Anne’s Birthday Supper

Summer always seemed to inflame Thomasina’s chest in a way that made her think, with a dull ache in her heart, of her twin brother, Arthur, who had died over four years ago. When they weren’t coming up with new recipes or refurbishing Burgess & Hawke’s together, she and Anne had taken it upon themselves to research asthma remedies, and they had added new herbs to the collection that Thomasina mixed with boiling water to inhale its steam: lobelia and butterbur, mixed with a little garlic, which worked wonders. Anne had even devised a small kit that Thomasina could carry with her to provide relief if she was away from the shop.

It was now the evening. Miss Maplethorpe had insisted on cooking a birthday supper for Anne. Thomasina was inhaling her nightly bowl in the workroom and feeling her chest clear again, when she heard a knock on the door. She listened as Anne rushed to open it.

“Hello, everyone!” she heard Anne say, laughing.

“Anne! The earrings look beautiful on you,” Thomasina heard Anne’s mother, Agatha, exclaim warmly.

“Happy birthday, darling,” said Anne’s father, Samuel.

“Yes, happy birthday, Anne,” Thomasina heard her own mother say in her lovely Scottish lilt. “Richard and I have presents for you!”

“Oh, thank you so much!”

“Is Thomasina in the workroom?” she heard her father ask.

Miss Maplethorpe glanced at Thomasina. “Better, dear?” she said as Thomasina lifted her head from the bowl at last.

Thomasina nodded, breathing deeply and feeling a wonderful sensation of relief. “Much better.”

Two sets of footsteps echoed down the shop front, and the door creaked open to reveal Thomasina’s parents. “Hello!” Mother beamed, holding out her arms, and Thomasina ran to hug her, smelling the apple-blossom scent that Arthur had once smelled of, too. Mother looked healthier than Thomasina had ever seen her. Freckles had sprung across her pallid skin like Thomasina’s, and her moss-green eyes sparkled in a way they hadn’t done in years. She liked to wear her gray hair up nowadays, and she tucked a flyaway behind an ear as she surveyed her daughter with great affection.

“Something smells delicious,” Father said with a gruff smile. His normally sandy face had turned a deep, painful-looking pink from the summer sun. He reached out, hesitated, and patted Thomasina awkwardly on the arm, before withdrawing his hand with a blush.

Over the past four months, Thomasina’s relationship with her parents had improved. There was still a touch of uncertainty in their interactions, but Mother and Father had, she felt, made considerable steps to close the gap that had grown between them after Arthur’s death. She and Mother saw each other nearly every day, to talk or go to the market together, or for Thomasina to practice her letters, and she saw Father often, too: he would stop by and tell her about sweetmaking techniques he’d picked up from pamphlets in circulation around London.

“Supper’s ready!” Miss Maplethorpe said brightly.

“After you,” Father said to Mother, and Thomasina noticed Mother give him a faint smile as she settled herself down next to Thomasina.

Anne, her parents, and her uncle, who had arrived at the same time, joined them at the table. Agatha Hawke, like her daughter, was tall and slender, with wide brown eyes and dark brown skin. She’d wrapped a pretty turquoise scarf around her glossy, tight curls. Her brother, Elijah Hawke, the apothecary under whom Anne had trained, possessed the same wide dark eyes, while Samuel Hawke had light brown skin with a smattering of freckles across his nose, and graying wavy hair.

“I’ve cooked a great big pie that wants eating up!” announced Miss Maplethorpe. “No, Shadow, it’s not for you! I’ll feed you in just a moment.”

Thomasina heard an answering purr from underneath the table and then another knock at the door.

“Just in time!” Miss Maplethorpe chuckled as Henry walked into the room.

“Hello!” Henry grinned. The summer so far had managed to render his rosy face an even deeper pink; he had bought many supplies of creamy paste from Burgess & Hawke’s over the past few weeks to help soothe the rosiness. He seemed to have grown an inch or two since the winter, and his blond hair had been bleached almost white by the sunshine.

The nine of them squeezed around the workroom table. The crackling fire in the hearth, which rendered the room far too hot but was vital to heat up their food, made the copper pots and pans that the girls used for sweetmaking glint against the whitewashed walls. The light from two wax candles cast a soft glow over the huge fish pie Miss Maplethorpe had baked—Anne’s favorite meal—as well as a bowl of buttered garden peas and a plate stacked full of warm bread-and-butter slices.

“Eat up!” Miss Maplethorpe said, beaming with pride as they all murmured their appreciation.

“How was the shop today?” Samuel Hawke asked.

“Some sailors came in,” Anne started, and recounted the tale of the sudden storm that had so taken the sailors by surprise the previous night.

Thomasina expected their families to react with astonishment, but she was amazed to see Elijah nod solemnly. “I heard about it, too, this afternoon—some washerwomen were speaking of it,” he said.

“It was the same in our shop.” Agatha sighed. “Poor souls—word is traveling fast around Spitalfields, too, it seems.”

“It’s highly unusual that a tempest should have happened this time of year,” Samuel said, rubbing his beard thoughtfully. “The skies have been completely clear over the past fortnight. . . .”

“I hadn’t heard word of anything like a tempest before today,” Father said. “The sailors would have warned the fishermen in town if they’d suspected something, wouldn’t they?”

“There’s another thing that was said. . . .” Anne added hesitantly, exchanging a look with Thomasina.

“One of the sailors said he saw something in the river,” Thomasina said.

A familiar black tail bobbed against her legs, and she reached down to stroke Shadow, who was searching for fallen scraps of fish pie on the floor.

“He said . . .” Anne frowned. “He said that he saw what looked to be a magical monster in the water. That it was glowing green.”

Thomasina saw a frightened expression flash across Mother’s features.

“A magical monster?”

“Nonsense,” Father scoffed, a little too heartily. “Magic? In London?”

Thomasina raised her eyebrows at him, but he was avoiding her gaze. Father had encountered the magical world of the Other Frost Fair, just as she, Anne, and Agatha had, yet he seemed determined to forget such a thing had ever occurred.

“I certainly believe enchantment exists,” Agatha Hawke said slowly. “I grew up with tales from my own mother about folk magic. But in London? The Thames itself? Surely there is no magic here—or if there is, it is too smothered by trades and printing presses and muck and noise. We would have known magic by now if it wished to reveal itself to us. We would be able to taste it in the air.”

Thomasina chanced a sideways glance at Anne, who was looking rather guilty. She gathered that her friend hadn’t told her own parents about the magical Frost Fair, or about Father Winter.

“If such a magic does exist, however . . .” Mother began.

“It doesn’t,” Father said, rather sharply—so sharply that all heads turned to him.

Thomasina had never seen him react in such a manner. Even when Arthur had died, Father had remained, at least on the outside, stoic and detached. To see his cheeks flush with rage, and—Thomasina glanced at her mother—to see Mother look rather guilty, almost as if she had let slip something she hadn’t intended to, caused a ripple of disquiet within her.

“Shall we talk of other matters?” Henry said brightly. “I managed to get rid of my Latin tutor today, for the fifth time in as many weeks. . . .”

Soon he had them all grinning with amusement, or else laughing with exasperation. But Thomasina noted a fearful glance between her parents when they thought no one was looking.

What did they know that she didn’t?

Thomasina, Henry, and Miss Maplethorpe washed up while Anne went for a walk with her parents. She returned, frowning a little and holding a rolled-up pamphlet. She turned to Thomasina and Henry, raising her eyebrows meaningfully. Thomasina knew this meant let’s talk on the roof.

While Anne’s bedroom was far bigger than Thomasina’s, and had a wonderful view of the street outside, Thomasina secretly preferred hers: it had a ladder that meant she could climb to the top of their building. Summertime was the perfect season to experience London from a whole new level. Last night’s sudden storm had now fully passed: the sunset above was pink and orange, and in the distance, they could see a good swathe of the River Thames as it glimmered golden, like a stranger from a faerie tale. It seemed incredible to think that only eight months ago it had been frozen solid, and the whole of London had walked across it, buying and selling on its surface.

“I brought honey cake.” Thomasina produced a tin.

Henry grinned. “And I have elderflower cordial.”

“I’ve had a lovely birthday,” Anne said, beaming, as she bit into the piece of cake Thomasina gave her. “Thank you both so much.” She wiped stray crumbs from her lips and licked her fingers. “Now—look here,” she said, and unfurled the pamphlet in her hands. “A woman was passing these around just now as I said goodbye to my parents and uncle. Apparently, there’s more to the sailors’ story than we realized. I wanted to show you both before bed.”

Thomasina and Henry eagerly scanned its contents.

Tempests Most Foul and Dangerous: Are They Linked?

Only this morning, sailors fresh off merchant ships have been spreading stories of a huge storm that left them shipwrecked. What is more, many have reported seeing monsters with glittering fangs who nearly ate them.

But is there more to the story?

Reader, there were reports that one month ago, another, smaller tempest was sighted off the Kentish coast. A couple of farmers even reported they could see something glowing green in the darkness.

What is behind such a strangeness?

Will another tempest occur, even in the middle of this summer heat?

Only time can tell.

“There have been other tempests . . .” Thomasina said faintly, staring at the last line. It had taken her longer than Henry to finish reading, and she was grateful he had waited for her.

“Remember when the sailor talked about something green and glowing?” Anne whispered.

Thomasina nodded.

“What if there truly is magic somewhere in the Thames?” Thomasina said.

“You mean—Father Winter might still be there?” Henry said, looking rather sick.

“How can that be the case?” Anne said. “We saw Father Winter being vanquished before our eyes—watched him turn into a pile of snow, whipped away by the wind!”

Thomasina sighed. “You’re right. I know you are. It’s just . . . it all feels a little too similar, doesn’t it?” She hesitated. “I miss it all, sometimes. Not Father Winter, not the dangerous bits; the good bits of magic, I mean. Especially the Frost Bear.”

“Me too,” Anne said quietly.

“It was very exciting,” Henry admitted.

“Shall we pass by the Thames tomorrow?” Anne asked. “Thomasina and I haven’t had a moment to ourselves since setting up Burgess & Hawke’s. We could see if anything the sailors spoke of is still there.”

“I haven’t seen the river in months,” Thomasina said, feeling a guilty pang.

“Let’s do it,” Henry said firmly. “Tomorrow.”

The trio spent the rest of the evening in companionable silence, sipping their elderflower cordial—which, Thomasina thought, was the perfect drink for a summer evening. Finally, they climbed back down the ladder and bid one another good night.

As Thomasina changed into her nightshirt, her head was full of what the sailor had said about the sea monster he swore he’d seen in the water—a glittering beast . . . something green, magical, and glowing . . .

And something else played on her mind. Why had Mother and Father acted so strangely?

Even the pitter-patter of Shadow’s paws as he raced up the stairs to her bedroom didn’t disturb her thoughts.

She slept fitfully that night, dreaming of magical monsters with glittering fangs emerging from the sea.
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Strawberry Water-Ices

The next day, Thomasina had a bigger concern. The month before, she and Anne had put their heads together to invent a risky but brilliant new medicinal sweet, perfect for summer—and the day after Anne’s birthday, they had decided, was a perfect time to launch it.

The idea had started when Anne had read a pamphlet about water-ices: a concoction of ice mixed with fruits that, it was said, the gentry liked to eat in England, on the Continent, and beyond.

At first, they’d thought the idea of making a medicinal water-ice lacked any potential. After all, who on earth did they know who could supply them with ice at a rate good enough for them to make a profit, especially in high summer? But Henry had offered up a surprising connection through his parents: a gentleman who kept an icehouse in his beautiful gardens, only twenty minutes away, and whose cook discarded any ice deemed unsuitable for his table.

After collecting the ice at a steep discount, Anne and Thomasina had tried all manner of methods to mix it with ingredients before it could melt. After several frustrating weeks of failed attempts, they’d hit upon their winning recipe. Miss Maplethorpe had procured some battered strawberries from the market one day, which they had managed to create a pottage with, mixed with nettle. They then swirled the pottage around in the ice, and housed it in a makeshift icebox they had dug in their courtyard. They’d spent a good deal of time designing a poster to proclaim the water-ices’ medicinal properties, arguing that they were not only refreshing, but that the nettle and strawberry mixture would help with hay fever.

It was with bated breath that they watched their first customers enter Burgess & Hawke’s, eager to try their new medicinal treat.

The girls needn’t have worried. Their shop was soon crammed full of customers—many of whom the girls had never seen before—and they knew the posters must have spread the word far and wide.

When the water-ices ran out, Thomasina expected chatter to die down. But a tide of gossip was sweeping in with the summer breeze, and customers were alight with curiosity about one particular topic: the mysterious tempest.

“It’s not just one or two sailors now!” an elderly woman said, her hazel eyes shining with excitement. “More have come back this morning saying that there’s something very curious happening in the Thames—several have described monsters, and one even swears he was touched by one! On his leg! Barely escaped with his life, apparently . . . said the sea monster felt awfully cold and slimy . . .”

“There’s even a group of gentlemen who have said they’ll begin a navigation!” a man with a chestnut-colored mustache chimed in, before sucking a spoonful of his water-ice.

“They say there’s all kinds of creatures in the depths of the Thames. . . .” the elderly woman said with a shudder.

Thomasina’s heart
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