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			CHAPTER 1

			ALBERT MACLEISH WOKE UP EARLY ON THE MORNING he disappeared.

			It had to be early if he was to leave without his mum and da noticing, so it was still murky and dim when he opened the front gate and slipped out into the quiet, rutted lane that ran past his house. It had rained the night before, and he was careful to keep from stepping in the puddles that dotted the road. He’d dressed in the dark that morning, and he’d been in a hurry, slipping on the first pair of shoes he’d found. Unfortunately, those were his good shoes, the ones he wore to church, and Mum would hide him good if he got them dirty.

			Moving gingerly, he skipped over one puddle, skirted another. It was barely dawn, but as he passed the other houses on the road, he could see people moving inside them, shadows behind curtains. At the McLeods’, his friend Sean’s father was already heading down the front steps, fishing pole in hand.

			“Morning, Bertie!” he called out, not seeing how Albert winced at the nickname. He’d always been a Bertie, but now that he was nearly thirteen, he’d decided it was high time he was called Albert. Too bad no one in Journey’s End seemed to agree.

			“Mornin’, sir!” he called back. Sean’s father was a bigger man than Albert’s own da had been, with heavy feet that stomped into the lane, obliterating the little pools of water Albert had been so careful to avoid. As Mr. McLeod clomped closer, one giant foot sent up splatters of rain and mud, dotting Albert’s trousers.

			He winced again and Mr. McLeod clapped a beefy hand on his shoulder.

			“Where you off to so early, lad?”

			For a moment, Albert panicked. He hadn’t thought to come up with an excuse should anyone see him heading toward the village. The MacLeishes were farmers, not fishermen, so unlike Tom Leslie or James McInnish, he’d have no reason to be down at the docks this time of morning. By all rights, he should be milking Maud or feeding the chickens.

			But before he said anything, the front door of the McLeods’ swung open, Sean’s mum standing there, a bucket dangling from her hand. She looked like Sean, all tiny features and wispy blond hair. “Yer lunch, Robert,” she said, the corners of her mouth quirking so that Albert knew this wasn’t the first time she’d had to remind Mr. McLeod of something.

			Albert used that as an opportunity to hurry on down the lane, and soon the McLeods, their cottage, and any questions they might ask about why a farming boy was walking out to the shore at this time of morning were far behind him.

			As the road curved uphill, Albert moved faster, his breath coming out in small white clouds. The air always smelled of salt and sea, but that morning, Albert could also smell the very first beginnings of spring, a rich, loamy green smell that made him smile, and when he crested the hill, he began to whistle a bit.

			Journey’s End was nestled at the base of the hill, surrounded on its other two sides by rolling green. The sea pressed at its back, crashing against the high, rocky cliffs. There were houses on those cliffs, solid wooden structures that belonged to families much wealthier than Albert’s. He’d always liked those houses, how stubbornly they clung to the top of the cliffs, big bay windows jutting out toward the ocean. They made Albert think of tough boys, their chests puffed out as though they were challenging the sea to just try to take them down.

			Albert’s older brother, Edward, had sworn he’d live in one of those houses someday. Edward was gone now, and while Albert liked the big houses on the cliffs, he had no intention of staying in this village when he was older. Sometimes he wondered why anyone did, and if he was the only one who thought there was something a little sad about being born in a place called Journey’s End. It seemed like a place where people should end up, not where they started out. He’d tried to ask Edward once, but Edward had just ruffled Albert’s hair and told him there were too many thoughts in his head.

			He headed down the hill, the road turning from mud and puddles to cobblestones. Over in Wythe, the next village over, they had paved streets. But then, people in Wythe had automobiles, too, and no one in Journey’s End—not even the people in the houses on the cliffs—could afford an automobile.

			The sun was higher when Albert reached the village proper, and he could see Mrs. Collins opening the door to her shop. She waved at Albert as he passed, but thankfully didn’t ask what he was about.

			The docks were to his right, and Albert skirted those, turning instead to the left and the little trail that wound down to the beach. There wasn’t much shoreline in Journey’s End, and what existed was covered in sharp pebbles that Albert could feel even through his nice shoes.

			He stood there, hands in his pockets, looking out at the water. A mile offshore, a wall of gray rose up from the water. It covered the sea below, climbing high enough to mingle with the clouds, and no one could have mistaken it for a regular fog bank. It was too solid, for one thing, never drifting or dissipating like fog usually did. The sun never burned off this wall of mist, which seemed as permanent as the rocks on the shore, as the cliffs that stretched over the sea.

			But more than that, there was the feeling you got when you looked at what everyone in Journey’s End was trying so hard not to talk about. Not that anyone could avoid talking about the fog for long, of course, but when they did, it was said in a whisper—the fog—that slid through people lips, then hung heavy in the air. Even now, Albert felt the hairs on the back of his neck stand up, and there was a sick kind of swirling in his stomach, the same he’d felt the day Edward had dared him to jump from the hayloft. He’d done it, but the twinge in his ankle reminded him what a foolish decision it had been.

			He hoped this decision wasn’t that stupid. Or painful.

			For as long as Albert had been alive, the fog had clung to the rocky island where the lighthouse stood, like the island was a master keeping its beast—the fog—on a tight leash.

			But sometime during the winter, the light had gone out. They hadn’t been able to see it at first—the fog was too thick for that—but slowly, the gray had begun creeping closer, sliding across the waters of the Caillte Sea . . . slowly, but surely.

			All his life, Albert had heard the legend of the lighthouse, that its light was what kept the fog at bay, but he’d never truly believed that. He wasn’t sure anyone did. But as the fog slithered closer, so too did the story of its light, something to do with a witch and an ancient curse.

			There was something else, too, something that Albert didn’t really understand. When the fog had started its creep toward the land, some of the people in the village went to a meeting in the town hall—a meeting that was meant to be secret.

			Edward had still been here then, and he and Albert had sneaked down to the hall, trying to watch through the cracks in the slats, but all they’d seen were some of the men from the village standing up, a tall, dark-haired girl in their midst, her face pale, her clothes odd.

			“Did you put it out yourself?” Albert had heard a voice ask. He’d thought it was Mr. MacMillan, the man who owned the dry goods store in town, but he hadn’t been able to see. “Is that why ye’ve come back?”

			That was the part that had seemed so odd to Albert. Come back? From where? He was sure he’d never seen the girl before in his life, and near every face in Journey’s End was known to him.

			Their da had caught him and Edward then, and the hiding they’d both gotten had nearly driven the memory of the mysterious meeting from their minds.

			Then Edward’s friend Davey McKissick had taken a boat out to light the light himself.

			Davey hadn’t come back. Neither had Davey’s father when he went looking for him.

			And then Edward had declared that he’d light the light. The fog had seemed more dangerous by then, creeping close to shore, and more stories were told now, in louder voices. Stories about the fog sliding through the village, making ships and houses disappear. Warnings that if it came into the village, it would snatch people from their very beds.

			More tales Albert had never really believed in, but looking out now, he could feel it, pressing in with curling fingers.

			The waves were gentler here in the sheltered cove, but they still sent bursts of salt spray into the air as they crashed against the smaller boulders near the shore. Albert was a farm boy in his heart, and looking out at that gray water, he longed for mud underneath his shoes, for the sweet smell of hay in his nose.

			But he knew this was the best chance he would have, and if he didn’t start now, he would lose his nerve altogether.

			Bending down, he removed his shoes, then his socks, setting both on a high, flat rock nearby, hoping that would keep them safe from the worst of the spray. Later, the group of men sent to look for Albert—Sean’s da among them—would find his shoes. They would be all of him anyone would ever find, and his mum would keep them on the mantelpiece until the cold day in December 1928 when her broken heart finally stopped beating.

			He hopped down the beach much the same way he’d hopped down the path to the sea, skirting rocks instead of pebbles, but his feet got scraped up anyway, the salt water making every step sting.

			Over the years, the sea had carved hollows into the cliff side. Edward had said some of these caves went back for miles, turning into tunnels that ran underneath Journey’s End, and that if you weren’t careful, you could get lost forever underground. Albert hated those stories, and as he passed one of the bigger hollows in the rock, he shivered.

			The cave Albert was looking for wasn’t very deep at all. It went back only a few feet, but he still swallowed hard as he ducked inside the dark opening. Here, the sound of the sea was both louder and more distant, like putting his ear against a seashell, and Albert worked quickly, wanting to be out of the cave as quickly as possible.

			The little rowboat hidden behind a shelf of rock had seen better days, and its hull (once painted blue, he thought) was now a faded and scratched gray. A handful of barnacles clung to the side, and the entire vessel smelled strongly of rotting fish, but Albert smiled as he tugged the boat out of its hiding place and toward the sea.

			He had found it just a few days ago, not long after Edward had vanished into the fog. Even though the Bible said stealing was wrong, and Albert’s mum and da would both have taken the strap to him, he told himself that it wasn’t stealing. It was finding. Albert had kept his eyes peeled in the village for any signs announcing the loss of a rowboat, but there hadn’t been any, and Albert had started to think of the little boat as his. The Selkie, it was called, the words painted in curling black script.

			As he dragged the Selkie to the shallows, Albert’s heart thudded in his chest and he tried very hard not to think that maybe the reason no one had reported it missing was because whomever it had belonged to was dead, lost out there beyond the fog bank.

			The frigid water was lapping against Albert’s ankles now, the boat thudding against his shins as he tried to steady it with one hand. The oars rested in the bottom of the boat, and they rattled as Albert climbed inside.

			For a moment, he sat there on the splintered seat, the boat rocking but not yet being tugged out into the ocean. His breath was coming fast now, and not from dragging the boat. It was fear. But nestled right up next to that fear, as tight as the barnacles on the side of his stolen—found—boat, was hope. This would work.

			It had to.

			Albert lifted his eyes once more to the rolling bank of gray blotting out the horizon. Out there in the fog was a high, rocky crag. He couldn’t see it now—the fog was too thick—but atop that crag was the lighthouse. Someone had lit it once, saving Journey’s End, and Albert knew this was the only way. It had taken Davey McKissick and his da. It had taken Edward. But it would not take Albert. He wouldn’t let it. Hadn’t he found this boat just after Edward vanished? Wasn’t that some kind of sign that he was meant to take it, and go after his brother?

			He hoisted the oars, pushing off one of the nearby boulders. Behind him, Journey’s End, the village he’d known all his life, the village that would one day put his picture on a wall with all the other sons and daughters, brothers and sisters, it had lost to the sea, receded into the fog.

			And Albert rowed off and became a mystery.
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			FROM “THE SAD TALE OF CAIT MCINNISH,” 
CHAPTER 13, 
Legends of the North

			CAIT HAD NEVER BELIEVED IN THE FAIRY STORIES.

			If she had, neither she nor the boy might have died, but Cait was a sensible girl, and when she saw the old woman washing the boy’s clothes in the stream, she had thought nothing of it. She and Rabbie were making their way back from the village, his hand small and warm in hers, and as they’d passed, Cait had simply thought the washerwoman must have had a grandson of her own, another bonny boy with a blue tunic marked with the stag of the laird’s house.

			Had she known her stories, she would’ve recognized the washerwoman as a Bean-Nighe, the fairy who came as an omen of death, washing the clothes of the doomed in streams and rivers, and it might have made her eyes sharper, her feet swifter.

			Maybe later in the day, when they’d come back to the castle, she would’ve been fast enough to catch Rabbie when he ran past her, giggling, the sun shining on his copper-bright hair. Maybe her fingers would’ve caught his tunic (blue, so blue, blue as his eyes, blue as the sky he was rushing to meet). Maybe she would’ve caught him before he stumbled, arms spinning as he pitched toward the castle’s open window.

			Maybe, maybe, maybe.

			Cait thought the word enough that it sounded like a spell itself, a constant chant in her mind.

			But she did not catch him, and even though that morning she had not recognized the Bean-Nighe for what it was, the fairy’s warning came true all the same.

			If this were one of those fairy stories Cait did not believe, the boy might’ve sprouted wings that would have saved him at the last moment, when he’d gone soaring over the rocky cliff and icy sea. He would be revealed as a changeling, a fairy himself, blessed. Protected.

			This is not one of those stories.
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			CHAPTER 2

			“SO YOU’RE SURE PEOPLE LIVE HERE?” NOLEN STANHOPE asked her father as they drove down the bumpy road leading to Journey’s End. A few houses dotted the landscape, but they were hardly more than blurry shapes in the fog, and Nolie leaned closer to the window, her breath making its own fog. “On purpose?”

			The car hit another pothole, and Nolie jounced in her seat, running her finger through the little cloud she’d made on the glass.

			“Yup,” her father told her, pushing his glasses up his nose with one finger. “Few hundred of ’em.”

			Nolie knew that, of course. When she’d heard she’d be spending the summer with her dad, out here literally at the end of the world, she’d done her reading. What she’d learned had made her a little less excited for this trip: there were 453 people currently living in the village of Journey’s End, it rained roughly 300 days of the year, and even in the height of summer, temperatures rarely rose above sixty degrees Fahrenheit.

			At home in Georgia, the summers were hot and sweaty and smelled like chlorine and freshly cut grass.

			In Scotland, the salty scent of the sea snuck in despite the rolled-up windows, and underneath that, another, bitter smell. Almost like smoke.

			Nolie liked it.

			And she liked the idea of being here in Scotland for the summer. Back home, she’d be spending June through August trying not to die of heatstroke and talking her mom out of sending her back to those weird little day camps at the community center. Learning how to make decoupage boxes had been fun when she was ten or eleven, but now that she was twelve? International travel seemed like a much better way to spend the summer.

			Tearing off the sticker that announced she was an Unaccompanied Minor, she turned back to the book in her lap, a collection of ghost stories her dad had brought her when she’d met him at the airport in Inverness. “I remembered you liked spooky things,” he’d told her, and she’d grinned. Nolie didn’t just like spooky things; she loved them. Her favorite TV shows all involved people with night-vision cameras and EVP recorders in scary old houses, and she’d actually loaded five episodes of Chasing Spirits on her phone before leaving for Scotland.

			Her dad, being a scientist, had never been all that crazy about ghosts or monsters, so she thought the book might be a kind of peace offering, a “hey, sorry I haven’t seen you in six months because I was in Scotland studying fog” present.

			He’d also brought her a stuffed animal, a sheep wearing a little blue T-shirt that read Stand baaaaack!

			Apparently that was supposed to be some sort of joke about “the Boundary,” the big fog bank off the coast that her dad had come here to study. She’d read a lot about that, too, wanting to know just what it was about this place her dad found so fascinating. She’d only had to look at a couple of websites before she totally got it. The Boundary was like the Bermuda Triangle, a place where people went missing with no real explanation. And it had just showed up a few hundred years ago, out of nowhere, upping the whole Super Creepy and Mysterious thing a lot.

			Still, selling sheep with T-shirts joking about it seemed a little weird. Maybe that was what people thought was funny out here in . . . could you even call a place like this “the boonies”? She would have said that at home, but it usually referred to a place in the country where everyone lived in trailers and had cows. This place seemed even farther away than that, and Nolie wasn’t sure there was a word for what Journey’s End was.

			Nolie turned to her dad. “Mom said the house is on the beach?” She’d been looking forward to that. The water would be too cold for swimming, but she could still wrap up in a sweatshirt and watch the ocean.

			Her dad nodded. “It is, yeah. But the fog is so thick that you wouldn’t even know the Caillte Sea was there if you couldn’t hear it.”

			Nolie had known the name of the sea from the books she’d read, but she’d been pronouncing it “KALE-teh.” In her dad’s mouth, the word came out more like “Kyle-che,” and Nolie sighed. She hadn’t realized coming here would involve learning a whole new language, too.

			“Caillte,” she repeated, trying to get it right, and her dad smiled, showing off his slightly crooked front teeth. Like Nolie, his eyes were blue and there was a smattering of freckles across his cheeks. Underneath his cap (this totally embarrassing plaid thing that made him look like an old-fashioned newspaper boy), his hair was a lighter shade of Nolie’s own bright red.

			His eyebrows were red, too, and he waggled them over his glasses at Nolie now. “Good job, kiddo. We’ll have you talking like a local before you know it.”

			Her dad turned left onto something he called the “high street,” but it was actually pretty low, the road curving down into a valley, and green hills rising up on both sides, cutting off Nolie’s view of the ocean.

			As her dad stopped the car to let an older lady with bright yellow shopping bags cross the street, Nolie noticed a man standing on the sidewalk, his arms crossed over his chest as he looked at their car. Well, at her dad, really. The man’s face was red, a cap pulled low over his eyes, but Nolie didn’t miss the glare he was currently giving them.

			And when she looked back out the windshield, the lady passing in front of them was scowling, too.

			Nolie’s dad sighed.

			“Just a heads-up, kiddo,” he said. “I’m not exactly the most popular guy in Journey’s End at the moment.” The car was lurching forward now that the way was clear.

			“It’s not a big deal,” he went on to say, drumming his fingers on the steering wheel. “Just that things between the Institute and the town have always been a little tense, and lately, they’ve been really tense. We’ve been trying some new experiments, testing out new equipment, and no one in town is really a fan of that.”

			“Why not?” Nolie asked.

			Her dad shook his head. “Lots of reasons, I think. Main one being that if we actually figure out what’s causing the fog, it might make it seem a little less mysterious, and that could affect tourism. That’s how most of the people in town make their money, chartering boats out to see it, selling stuff like that.” He nodded at the book and the sheep in her lap. “So if you see me getting ugly looks, that’s all it is.”

			“I figured it was about your hat,” Nolie joked, and her dad looked over at her, smiling.

			“I’ll have you in one of these hats before the summer is out, just you wait,” he promised, and Nolie grinned back.

			The car was moving uphill now, and once again, the Caillte Sea spread out below them, gray and rocky.

			“What does it mean?” Nolie asked. “Caillte?” The car drove slowly past a lot of gray brick buildings with big front windows that all displayed a lot of plaid, and in one, some cheap plastic beach toys, too. Where was Ye Olde Walmart? Nolie wondered. Surely people in Journey’s End needed stuff.

			“It means ‘lost,’” Dad replied, just as the car passed a place called Gifts from the End of the World. Judging from the display in the window, that was where Nolie’s stuffed sheep had come from, and she twisted in her seat, trying to get a better look into the shop. But then they were turning again, following a narrow road out of the main village and up toward the cliffs.

			“That’s kind of creepy.” The car hit another pothole, and Nolie nearly bit her tongue. “The Lost Sea.” It made her shiver to say it, but in the good way. Definitely the kind of place where an episode of Chasing Spirits could happen. Did they sell night-vision cameras around here?

			Nodding, her dad turned down another lane, this one covered in gravel that rattled underneath the tires. “The name is creepy, but fitting. Lots of people have gotten lost out there.”

			Nolie thought about mentioning that people went missing in every ocean ever, but she was afraid that would sound mean, so she just made an agreeing noise and propped her heels on the edge of her seat.

			They rattled and bumped down the lane, twisting and turning, until her dad pulled up in front of a big white house with navy shutters and a wraparound front porch. It was narrow, but tall, and looked a lot older than the house Nolie shared with her mom back in Georgia.

			Her dad must have read her thoughts, because as they got out of the car, he smiled and said, “Built in 1854. Which actually makes it one of the newer houses in Journey’s End.” He gestured farther down the cliff, and Nolie saw several other houses that looked almost identical to this one. “The Institute bought all of them when they set up the research center here. Uses them as homes for those of us who work out here full-time.” He pointed to another house, far enough away that it was only a white dot against the bright green of the hills. The house was situated on a little rise and closer to the cliffs than the others. “That’s it right there,” he told her. “The Institute.”

			“It’s just another house,” Nolie said, and her dad gave an easy shrug.

			“We’ve never been able to get a permit to build a new building, so we use what we can. It’s the second-biggest house in Journey’s End.”

			Turning, Nolie pushed her hair back from where it was blowing in her face. “What’s the biggest one?”

			Dad smiled and folded his arms on top of the car. “Old manor house on the outskirts of town. You’d like it.”

			Nolie made a mental note to see it when she got a chance.

			For now, she walked past the car and skirted the house altogether, walking around the side where she could get a view of the ocean and the massive, rolling fog bank a few miles out.

			“That’s it, huh?”

			At first glance, the Boundary just looked like fog. Lots of it, sure, blotting out the horizon, rising to the sky, stretching so far that Nolie couldn’t see past it on either side, but the longer she stared at it, the stranger it seemed. It was thicker than any fog she’d ever seen, and it seemed to roll and churn without actually moving forward.

			Her dad clapped a hand on her shoulder, and Nolie leaned toward him a bit. It was nice, finally being with her dad after six months of not seeing him, and until this second, she hadn’t realized how much she’d missed him.

			“That’s it,” he confirmed, and when she looked up at him, he was grinning dreamily out at the sea, like he was looking at a puppy or a pretty girl or anything but a giant cloud of fog that maybe ate people.

			“It doesn’t look so scary,” Nolie lied.

			Dad laughed. “It’s not supposed to be scary. Not anymore, at least. It’s fascinating and mysterious, but not scary.”

			Nolie wasn’t sure how fascinating it was, but it was definitely mysterious. A giant ball of fog that had hovered there off the shore since who knew when, apparently. A big mass of cloud that, if you sailed into it, wouldn’t let you sail back out. There was even a no-fly zone established over it since a few planes had gone missing back in the seventies. But then, for the most part, no one ever had a reason to fly over this tiny spit of land. Not for the first time, Nolie wondered why this big wall of mist was so much more interesting to her dad than anything in Georgia.

			More interesting than Nolie and her mom.

			“I could take you over to the Institute later,” Dad offered. “Show you a little bit of what I do out here.”

			Nolie had taken three separate flights just to get to Scotland, and then there’d been the three-hour drive to Journey’s End. She was tired and weirded out, and had a little bit of a day-after-Christmas feeling going on.

			“I think I want to just hang out for now,” she said, shaking her head.

			The frown that crossed her dad’s face was only there for a second, but Nolie saw it, and it made her feel guilty.

			“Can I walk down to the beach?” she asked, hoping that might make him happy. That way, she could still be alone, but she wouldn’t be sulking in her room, or making him think she was disappointed. She’d be exploring.

			Nolie could see her dad thinking about it, and she moved a little closer. “I promise not to get in the water.”

			That made Dad smile a little. “Oh, I’m not worried about that. You dip one toe in, you’d run out screaming. It almost never goes above about fifteen degrees, even in the summer.”

			“Fifteen?” Nolie asked, looking back out at the water, trying to imagine how it could be that cold in the summer.

			“Oh, sorry,” her dad said, shaking his head. “Fifteen degrees Celsius. That’s about sixty degrees to you.” Nolie wrinkled her nose at that. Sixty degrees was better than fifteen, but still. What was the point of a beach if you couldn’t swim in the ocean? Mom always took her to Tybee Island in the summer, where the ocean felt like a bath, and the sun made freckles pop out on her shoulders and the bridge of her nose.

			But after all those hours on planes, Nolie could use some quiet time to stretch her legs.

			Even if it was on a frozen beach with man-eating fog.

			But before Dad could give her a yes or no, the phone attached to his belt rang. He held up one finger, answering it while Nolie looked back at the sea.

			She wondered just how many people had been lost. Her dad had said there was a memorial in town, and they kept records at the Institute. She definitely wanted to check that out.

			A movement down on the shore caught her eye, and Nolie leaned a little closer. Looked like she wasn’t the only one who’d thought about taking a walk today. A boy was wandering along the water’s edge. It was foggy down there, but not too bad, and she could see his dark hair, make out the puzzled expression on his face when he glanced up toward the cliffs. He was dressed awfully well for beach strolling, in Nolie’s opinion, and she wondered if that was another thing she needed to learn about Journey’s End. Did everyone go to the beach in their Sunday best?

			Turning back to her dad, Nolie decided she didn’t want to walk on the beach after all. But it apparently didn’t matter, since he was already moving back to the car, waving for her to follow him. “The Institute,” he said by way of explanation. “Need to get back for a little bit.”

			“Why?”

			Her dad wiggled the cell phone at her. “Not sure, really. Connection cut out before Burkhart could tell me what was going on. That’s the problem with Journey’s End; phones never work quite right. Same for TV and the internet.”

			“Right,” Nolie said. “Mom mentioned that. She even bought me a stationery set so I could write letters.” Mom had actually promised to send a letter as soon as Nolie left, so she was hoping to get one soon. As nice as it was to be spending time with Dad again, she already missed her mom.

			Dad raised his eyebrows. “That’ll be fun, then. Very oldschool. We do get fairly decent internet at the Institute, so if you wanna email your friends or . . . or Facebook or—”

			“I’m twelve, Dad. Mom lets me stay at our house by myself all the time.”

			But Dad just gave an easy shrug. “That’s your mom,” he said. “Go ahead and get in. We won’t stay too long.”

			“I’m tired, Dad,” she argued. “And, I mean, no offense, but I don’t feel like hanging out in your office today.”

			She expected a fight, but instead, Dad walked around and opened her car door—the wrong side; she wasn’t sure if she’d ever get used to that—and said, “Make you a deal: I’ll drop you in the city center. You can look around, and I won’t be gone long.”

			Nolie thought about mentioning that she’d probably be safer in his house than wandering a strange village on her own, but looking around did sound better than going to work with her dad. She slid back into the car seat and closed her door, her book of ghost stories and stuffed sheep tumbling to the floorboard.

			“I’ll bring you up to work tomorrow,” Dad offered, “after you’ve had a chance to get your feet back under you.”

			As they drove down the hill, she turned to look over her shoulder. From this angle, she couldn’t see the water, and she thought again of that boy on the beach. She could have sworn he’d been wearing suspenders. Was that a Scottish thing?

			The water out of sight, the only thing Nolie could see now was the fog—the Boundary—up beyond the green hill.
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			CHAPTER 3

			BEL KNEW IT WAS WEIRD TO HAVE A FAVORITE DEAD person, but since she spent every afternoon looking at pictures of dead people, it was bound to happen.

			She moved her dust cloth over the boy’s photograph, making sure the glass was extra shiny. The little plaque under his frame declared that his name was Albert MacLeish, but Bel knew everyone had called him Al. He’d died in 1918, and there was no one from his family left in Journey’s End, but Bel had spent most of her life looking at his face on the back wall of her parents’ souvenir shop, so she felt pretty confident that he was an Al. There was something about his eyes and the way he was smiling without seeming to smile that struck Bel as . . . Al-ish.

			“There you go, Al,” she said out loud, giving his frame one more polish. “Spic-and-span.”

			Moving on to the next photograph, Bel sighed. If Al was her favorite dead person, Edna Herbert, 1860–1918, was her least. She didn’t like the old woman’s scowl or how tight her bun was.

			So Edna didn’t get much of a shine, but Davey McKissick (1898–1918) did, especially since he had been Bel’s great-grandfather’s uncle. Bel was also careful to give Al’s brother, Edward (1900–1918), some extra attention. All in all, there were six photo portraits at the back of the shop, reminders of an awful year when the Boundary had been more troublesome than ever before

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/TitlePage.jpg





OEBPS/image/cover.jpg





OEBPS/image/barcodelogo.jpg





OEBPS/font/Shift-BoldItalic.otf


OEBPS/font/Shift-Light.otf


OEBPS/font/Fort-Book.otf


OEBPS/image/ornaments.jpg





