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      ★★★★★ The book that made me understand what the previous three were building toward

      Genevieve A., retired secondary school librarian — proof copy reader

      There is not enough engaging material for girls and young women. I received each book in the series as the four books delevoped. My undertaking was to produce a fair, unadorned, truthful review. I read them a week in March. I have been, ever since, trying to work out how to write about it in a way that doesn't either undersell it or sound unhinged.

      I'll start with what the series did that I find remarkable: it takes the idea of attention — sustained, chosen, full attention paid to another person — and treats it as the most powerful thing in the world. Not magically, not metaphorically. Literally. Immie's gift is witnessing. The gift makes what it sees more real. And this book, the fourth and final, arrives at the logical and deeply satisfying conclusion of that premise, which is: what happens when the person doing the witnessing is herself finally, fully, seen?

      The Covenant of the title turns out to be a fourteenth-century document that has been misread for seven hundred years — not by accident but by design, because the correct reading would have made the Collectors' entire project indefensible. The book's central argument is not theological or mystical: it is institutional. This is how organisations sustain the unsustainable, the eighty-three year-old Irish seer, Adelaide explains. They teach the reading, not the text. You could take this book into any staff room in the country and that line would recognise it.

      What I was not prepared for, even after three books, was Adelaide herself. A woman who built the thing that needed destroying when she was sixteen and has been waiting sixty-seven years for the right people to arrive. Her five days at the Thomas Street kitchen table are, scene by scene, some of the finest writing in the series. The evening she falls asleep in a Leenane pub Craik mid-session, and Rosamund drapes her jacket across her shoulders without waking her — I had to put the book down for several minutes. I am not going to apologise for that.

      The circle of girls at the centre of this book has been growing and deepening across four novels. Here they are at their best, most complete, most distinct: Priya entering Amelia's chicken recipe into the Protocol notebook's context section ('Recipe is context'); Monika on the bog in Connemara receiving the released covenant with her arms open; Rosamund filling in twenty-two across in Old Persian while Doran, the Leprechaun, watches with something that is not quite surprise. They are intelligent young women who are also funny and warm and occasionally exasperated with each other, and the book never loses sight of that even when the stakes are as high as they get.

      I want to say something about Perth, and about what this series has done for readers who live here or who have lived here. It is not a city that gets taken seriously as a setting. This series takes it completely seriously — the jacarandas, the particular angle of the light in winter, the Swan River, the way the suburb holds the house that holds the kitchen table that holds the circle — and the result is something genuinely rare: a book that loves its place without being provincial. The Collectors have been systematically underestimating this city and the people in it for the entirety of the series. The last line of the whole arc — Tea first — is set in that kitchen, and it is exactly right.

      

      ★★★★★ Rosamund Vass doing a crossword in Old Persian at 1am is the scene I needed

      Caitlin M., 22, postgraduate student in Anthropology and Irish Studies, University College Dublin — proof copy reader

      Right. So I read the whole series in about a week and a half because I could not physically stop, and I am writing this at an unreasonable hour on a Tuesday after finishing The Covenant, and I will try to be coherent.

      What got me — what genuinely got me — is that this book understands something about Irish landscape that a lot of books written about Ireland from the outside don't, which is that the west coast isn't dramatic, it's serious. The bog chapters, the headland, the hollow in the land that the map doesn't show — there's no purple prose about crashing waves or ancient mysticism. It's wet grass, October light, Priya setting up a mirror at the correct angle to signal Brigid in Clare because they've calculated the time difference to the minute. That combination of the utterly practical and the genuinely ancient is what the west actually feels like, and I was not expecting a novel set primarily in Perth, Western Australia to nail it this completely.

      The thing about the original covenant being a document that has been deliberately misread for seven hundred years because the correct reading would have made the whole organisation indefensible — I sat with that for a long time. It's not subtle. It is not trying to be subtle. It is entirely clear about what it thinks institutions do with inconvenient texts. And then it gives you Adelaide, who built the seal for the misread document when she was sixteen, and Monika receiving the covenant's release on a Connemara hillside saying only 'it was careful' — three words for three hours of work — and that is how the book operates throughout. Say the large thing plainly and let it be what it is.

      I have been trying to get my flatmates to read it. Two of them have now started the series. This is the highest recommendation I can give.

      

      ★★★★★ It's about paying attention. That turns out to be everything.

      Hugh C., 63, civil engineer, Hobart

      My wife was asked to review the series and gave me the first of these books after she'd read all four and I am the kind of person who reads historical non-fiction and assumes fiction about young women with magical gifts is probably not aimed at me. I was wrong about that. I was comprehensively wrong.

      The Covenant is the fourth and apparently the last, and I read it in two sittings over the weekend. By the time I got to it after the first three volumes I was praying it would not let me down. I need not have worried it was tensioned screwed tight by hints and red-herrings in the first three books. What I find I want to say about it is this: the book is about what happens when you pay something your full, genuine attention. Not strategically. Not because it's useful. Because it's there and it deserves it. The girl at the centre of this story — Immie — has a gift that makes this literal. She pays attention to something enough that it becomes more itself than it was before. The book argues that this is not so different from what any person does when they really look at someone.

      There is a scene near the end in a pub in Leenane — an old woman who has been carrying enormous guilt for most of her life falls asleep in a pub, and a young woman puts her jacket over her without waking her. That is all that happens. I found it more affecting than most action sequences I've read in years.

      My wife was right. She usually is.

      

      ★★★★★ The novel that earned its ending

      Frances W., 54, GP, Edinburgh — proof copy reader

      I should say upfront that I read this series as someone who grew up in Edinburgh and has felt a certain proprietorial interest. Whatever the author did with Edinburgh in book two, he has done for London and Sydney and the Connemara coast in this one: made each place feel inhabited rather than described, specific rather than atmospheric. The Sydney operation at the Newtown warehouse — the August night, the ninety years of institutional record unwinding from the foundation stones — is the best of the four.

      The plot, briefly: Immie and her circle are completing a multi-year operation against an organisation called the Collectors, who have been extracting magical ability from practitioners for seven hundred years under the authority of a founding covenant they have been deliberately misreading since it was written. The final novel completes the arc in Sydney, London, and the west of Ireland. An eighty-three-year-old woman named Adelaide — who helped seal the fifth and final node when she was sixteen and has been living with that choice ever since — arrives in Perth and sits at the kitchen table for five days before the last operation. Those five days are where the book earns everything the series has been building.

      What the Magician's Granddaughter series has done consistently, and what The Covenant does best, is refuse to let the extraordinary crowd out the ordinary. The circle goes to Sydney and London and Ireland and reads nodes and outmanoeuvres the organisation and frees a seven-hundred-year-old covenant — and also someone enters Amelia's chicken recipe into the operational record because recipe is context, and Doran resumes a three-week-old crossword while Rosamund fills in twenty-two across in Old Persian without being asked. The small comedy and the large gravity occupy the same space throughout, which is how the best serious fiction works.

      I won't give away the ending except to say that the last scene is set at the Thomas Street kitchen table on a Tuesday evening, and it ends with two words, and I would not change them.

      

      ★★★★★ Perth, properly

      Rhiannon J., 39, landscape architect, Fremantle — proof copy reader

      I've lived in Perth my whole life and this series has been quietly infuriating in the best possible way, because every time I think it's going to reach for the easy version of this city it doesn't. The jacarandas aren't just purple and pretty — they're specifically the Whitfield family's jacarandas, bare in winter, thinking about flowering in October, fully themselves in November. The winter light is 'low, blue-edged, serious without being theatrical.' The river walk is a recurring setting that carries more emotional weight each time a character walks it. There's a reason the Collectors have consistently underestimated Perth.

      The Covenant completes the series and is, I think, the best of the four, partly because it has earned everything it does. When Amelia — who has been present at every departure gate, made every meal, said 'burn it down' and 'bring her' at exactly the right moments — clears the plates after the debrief and says 'you're all still here,' the weight of it lands because we have watched her occupy her precise corner of this story across four books. The novel understands that being present and practical is its own form of attention, and it gives Amelia her due. She reminded me of my mother - best mother in the world.

      The final operation is in a hollow in the Connemara bog, coordinating simultaneously with a woman on a Clare hillside across the time difference, with a mirror. Priya has calculated everything. Brigid has been holding the western terminus for sixty years. Immie reads the covenant correctly, out loud, for the first time in seven centuries. The word that comes to me for how that sequence is written is earned. Every choice the series has made since Immie sat at the school library at age fifteen and drew a character carefully enough to make her real has been in service of those eleven minutes on a bog in October.

      The last line is two words. I won't tell you what they are. Close the book, go make a cup of tea, and sit with it for a moment. You'll understand.
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      PERTH, LATE JULY

      The index cards were Priya’s. There were seven of them, which felt exactly right for the size of what they were about to do.

      Three for Sydney. Four for London.

      They lay across the kitchen table in two precise rows, annotated in three colours on both sides, cross-referenced in a system only Priya fully understood — though the rest of the circle had learned to read it well enough to function. Four months of work, condensed onto fourteen sides of card, held in place by the particular Perth winter light coming through the kitchen window: low, blue-edged, serious without being theatrical.

      Robert was at the table.

      This was normal now. Robert with his coffee. Robert with his notepad. His files cross-referenced with Priya’s. His opened gift contributing something none of them had had the language for until Priya gave it one: a Protocol field, new, still forming — directional readings, spatial impressions from a man who had been hearing the fabric of things for forty years and was only now learning to say what he heard.

      He looked at the Sydney cards the way he looked at things when the gift was engaged — not quite at their surface. At something behind them.

      Immie watched from the doorway.

      Four months since Connemara. Four months since her father standing in the Atlantic wind with his hands open and the look on his face of a man hearing something clearly for the first time in forty years. She had been watching him calibrate ever since — the gift opening, finding its range, the way a voice returns after long disuse.

      It was not like hers. Not like Priya’s. Not like Monika’s.

      It was spatial. Directional. A sense of where things were and what ran between them.

      Unexpectedly, it made him the most useful person in the circle for the work they were about to do.

      She sat down.

      ‘Sydney first,’ Priya said.

      She was already presenting. Which meant she had been ready for some time, and had been waiting — with the contained energy she brought to the beginning of things.

      ‘Heritage warehouse, Newtown, inner west. Federation brick, iron lacework on the upper windows, heritage-listed 1987. The Collector entity holding the lease is registered as a private conservation trust with a twelve-year relationship with a local heritage conservancy campaign.’

      She turned the second card.

      ‘Node operational since 1934. Ninety years of compression.’ A pause. ‘Robert.’

      Robert pushed his notepad toward her. She read what he had written and added it to the back of the third card.

      ‘Three lines running south-southwest from the building’s north wall. One running east. The east line reads differently — younger, more deliberate. We’ll need to understand that before entry.’

      She squared the three Sydney cards and set them aside.

      ‘London.’

      Four cards. Denser.

      ‘Southwark. Georgian, three storeys, unremarkable frontage. The Collectors have held it under nominal tenants since 1896.’

      She looked at Doran.

      He was in the garden through the open back door, coat on against the July morning, sitting with that particular stillness that was not rest and not sleep but something older than either.

      He did not turn around.

      ‘I know the building,’ he said. ‘I have been avoiding it for forty years.’

      Priya waited.

      ‘Why?’

      A pause. The Thomas Street garden continuing its ordinary winter work — a bird somewhere in the bare jacarandas, waiting for spring.

      ‘Because I knew eventually I would have to go in.’

      He stood, came inside, and looked at the London cards.

      ‘It is the oldest of what remains. Considerably older than Perth or Sydney. Whatever is in the foundation stones has been compressed for a very long time.’

      He sat.

      ‘Sydney first is correct.’

      Priya turned the fourth London card.

      ‘The digital Ledger. Current assumption is that it’s held in the Southwark building — a mirror of the Edinburgh Ledger, maintained as insurance. Location to be confirmed on the ground.’

      She looked around the table.

      ‘We have six weeks before the Sydney window narrows. Strand’s conservancy campaign has a committee review in late August. After that, access becomes considerably harder.’

      She stacked the cards.

      ‘Questions before Sloane calls?’

      There were none.

      Priya had been thorough. They had learned to trust her thoroughness enough not to test it unnecessarily. The efficiency of people who knew each other well enough not to repeat themselves.

      Sloane called at eleven.

      Tuesday, as always. The legal thread running through everything the circle did.

      She did not sound alarmed. She sounded controlled.

      ‘The counterattack has begun,’ she said. ‘A solicitor named Alderton — James Alderton, Gray’s Inn Road — has filed a challenge on behalf of a cultural heritage trust. The argument is that your actions in Dublin constituted criminal interference with a protected document.’

      A pause.

      ‘It won’t succeed. The legal position is clear. But it will slow things. Possibly three months.’

      ‘Alderton,’ Priya said, writing it down.

      ‘James Alderton. Gray’s Inn Road.’ Sloane’s voice remained even. ‘The filing is competent work. Someone briefed him thoroughly. He knows more about the Dublin operation than public records account for.’

      A second pause.

      ‘I mention this so you can factor it into your operational decisions.’

      The call ended.

      Priya looked at the name.

      ‘He’ll come up again,’ she said.

      Not a question.

      Rosamund, at the end of the table, nodded once.

      She knew this kind of Collector work — the patient construction of paper structures designed to outlast the people who built them.

      
      That evening, Immie sat across from Doran at the kitchen table while Amelia’s chicken finished in the oven.

      ‘The flights,’ she said. ‘Sydney and London. Hotels for a week each. Food. It’s⁠—‘

      ‘Covered,’ Doran said.

      He was doing the crossword.

      ‘Covered how?’

      He filled in four across.

      ‘I have resources.’

      Amelia looked up. Robert looked up. Immie did not look away.

      ‘What kind of resources?’ Robert said.

      Doran set down his pen.

      He considered the question.

      ‘The kind that accumulate,’ he said, ‘over a very long time.’

      A pause.

      ‘When you have been alive as long as I have, compound interest becomes — significant.’

      He picked up the pen again.

      ‘Also certain other arrangements. Land. Objects that acquired value. A small portfolio in the 1920s that has done reasonably well.’

      He returned to the crossword.

      ‘There is no practical constraint on the operational budget. Book what you need.’

      Amelia set down her spoon.

      ‘You’ve been funding this from the beginning.’

      ‘The Perth work, yes. Edinburgh, Dublin. Connemara.’ A pause. ‘I had been setting resources aside for some time. Since before Archibald.’

      Immie looked at her father.

      He was looking at Doran with something she did not try to name.

      ‘Doran,’ she said.

      ‘Mm.’

      ‘Is there actually a pot of gold?’

      Doran looked at her.

      The near-smile. Brief. Precise.

      ‘The leprechaun mythology,’ he said, ‘is considerably more literal than people generally assume.’

      Silence.

      ‘Though in my experience the rainbow is the difficult part. The gold is simply a question of patience.’

      Robert made a sound that might have been a laugh.

      Amelia went back to the chicken.

      Doran returned to the crossword.

      Immie looked at Doran’s crossword.

      Seven down was filled in. He had returned to it with the quality of a man who had said what needed saying and was doing the next thing, which was always the crossword, which was what he did every evening and which was — she had realised recently — a form of patience practice. He did not need to do the crossword. He had been
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