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Thick evening fog clung to the forlorn banks of Ward’s Island, turning it into a ghost of itself. Across the dark calm of the East River, the glorious neon whirl of Manhattan was in full jazz-age bloom—glamorous clubs, basement speakeasies, illegal booze, all of it enjoyed by live-fast-forget-tomorrow flappers and Dapper Dons eager to throw off their cares and Charleston their way into tomorrow’s hangover. On Ward’s, it was quiet and dark, just a fat fist of neglected land housing the poor, the addicts, and the mentally ill, all of the city’s great unwanted, kept well out of sight, the rivers separating the two worlds—the living and the dead.

Inside the gothic expanse of the Manhattan State Hospital for the Insane, in the common parlor on the third floor of ward A, Conor Flynn sat with his frail arms wrapped around his knobby knees listening to a radio program. It was called the Pears Soap Hour featuring the Sweetheart Seer, and it starred one of those Diviners, a young gifted girl who claimed she could read the secret histories of objects through her touch: “Now, don’t tell me anything about this watch, Mrs. Hempstead. I’ll divine its very soul tonight. Just you wait!”

On Ward’s Island, that was called insanity. On the radio, it was called entertainment.

At the piano with the two missing keys, Mr. Potts, a cheery soul who’d murdered his mother at the breakfast table with a hunting knife, now plunked out a tuneless old beer hall song. Sad Mr. Roland worked his jigsaw puzzle with shaking hands. His shirt cuffs slid up, revealing the puckered scars running the width of each wrist. The squeak of a wheelchair announced an arrival to the parlor. Conor looked up to see a nurse wheeling in a newer resident, one of those shell-shocked veterans of the Great War. There were lots of broken men like that in the asylum—fellas who’d gone off to fight but hadn’t fully come back. A wool blanket covered the soldier’s lower half to disguise the fact that his legs ended at the knees, though Conor didn’t know why they should hide it.

“Here we are, Luther. Nice view from here,” the nurse said, patting his shoulder. “Bit of fog, but you can still see the river.”

Conor glanced toward the barred windows at the bruising sky and the distant steel arch of the Hell Gate Bridge. It would be night soon. Night was when they came.

The thought gave Conor the shivers, so he counted.

“One, two, t’ree, four, five, seven. One, two, t’ree, four …”

Mr. Roland squinted in his direction. It startled Conor and he lost his place. Now he had to start over. He flexed his fingers exactly three times and tapped the tips of his fingers to his forehead and lips, up and down three times, each in rapid succession. Then he counted to seven until it felt right, until the uneasy sentinels on watch inside his mind gave the signal that it was okay to stop. Counting kept him safe. There were rules: Seven was the best number. Threes were good, too, but counting a six was bad. He didn’t know why these were the rules, just that they were, and he followed them and had ever since he could remember.

“Evenin’, gentlemen!” The night attendant, “Big Mike” Flanagan, strolled into the common parlor, all loose gait and sharp smile. Mike had been a guard at the penitentiary on Welfare Island. He looked at all the patients as if they were guilty of some crime, and he had a habit of doling out his own sentences in secret slaps, trips, and pinches.

“What’s the matter, Mr. Roland? You’re jumpy tonight.”

Mr. Roland glanced over his shoulder toward the windows and the night pressing its ominous thoughts against the barred glass.

“What’s out there, then? You expecting something?”

“G-ghosts,” Mr. Roland said.

“There’s no such thing as ghosts, Mr. Roland.”

Mr. Roland reached for a new puzzle piece. “Tell that to Mr. Green.”

Big Mike gripped Mr. Roland’s shoulder in what might’ve seemed like a brotherly hold. Mr. Roland’s pinched face said it clearly was not. “Whaddaya know about Mr. Green, boyo? Eh? D’ya see what happened? Do you know how he got that razor? Tell me!”

“Told you: ghosts.”

Big Mike let go of Mr. Roland’s arm. “Aaah, what am I even listening for? You didn’t see nuttin’. I’ll be as loony as you if I keep it up. You oughta be careful, boyo. Faye talked about the ghosts coming through. Wouldn’t shut up about it. So Dr. Simpson took that thought right out of her head.” Big Mike tapped the tip of his index finger just above Mr. Roland’s left eye. With a meaty paw, he crumbled apart Mr. Roland’s hard-won progress on the puzzle. “Lunatic,” he huffed, and walked away.

In his head, where dark imaginings often spread their bladed wings, Conor imagined Big Mike’s blue eyes widening with surprise, the blood bubbling up at his throat where Conor had taken a razor to it. That was a bad thought, Conor knew. It scared him, and so he counted to seven several times, a penance of numbers, until he could feel safe inside his skin again.

Outside, the wind howled mournfully. By the window, the soldier with the haunted eyes moaned softly and kept his gaze trained on the ceiling. Conor often got feelings about people—who could be trusted, like Mr. Roland, and who was rotten, like Big Mike or Father Hanlon, who was dead now and Conor was glad of it. Conor had a bad feeling about the soldier, too. There were unsettling secrets swirling around him. Someone or something was chasing Luther Clayton.

“The natives are restless,” Big Mike joked to one of the nurses. He was standing just outside the common parlor in the long hallway lined with doorways that hid the patients’ cramped rooms.

“Oh, you!” the nurse, whose name was Mary, flirted back.

A razor. Blood at Big Mike’s throat. An animal eating him down to the bones while he screamed. One, two, t’ree, four, five, seven. One, two, t’ree, four, five, seven.

“D’you hear old Mrs. Liggett nattering on about ghosts now? Claims they’re all over the island, with more coming. ’Course, she also thinks she’s a bride and every day’s her wedding. Still. Awfully dark out,” Big Mike said. “Better let me walk you to your dormitory tonight.”

“I might do,” Mary said coyly. Her smile disappeared. “Why do you think they’ve been talking so much about ghosts?”

Big Mike shrugged. “We’re in a madhouse, whaddaya expect? Ooh. Stuffy in here, idn’t it?”

Big Mike stepped back into the common parlor and cracked open a window.

“D-don’t!” Conor yelled. Under the table, his legs shook.

Big Mike scowled. “What’s that, boyo?”

“D-don’t open it.”

“And why not? Stifling in here.”

“They can get in,” Conor said.

Mary looked worried. “Maybe we shouldn’t….”

“Aww, go back to your countin’, why don’tcha, Conor?” Big Mike said. “Now, Mary, don’t let it bother you….” He took the opportunity to put his arm around the pretty nurse’s shoulders.

At the piano, Mr. Potts’s fingers stilled for a moment on the sickly keys. Then his quavery voice sang a new song. “Pack up your troubles in your old kit bag, and smile, smile, smile!” In his chair, the war vet twitched and whimpered in a way that made the hair on the back of Conor’s neck stand at attention.

“What’s the use of worrying? It never was worthwhile,” Mr. Potts sang, really getting into it now. “So pack up your troubles in your old kit bag, and smile, smile, smile!”

Luther Clayton’s head whipped in Conor’s direction, eyes wide, haunted. “Don’t let them in. They belong to him!”

And suddenly, Conor understood what had made him so uneasy about the soldier: He knew.

Big Mike hurried over to the veteran’s chair, Mary following. “Now, now, what’s the racket for, eh, Luther?”

“The time is now,” Mr. Potts said, resting his hands flat on the tops of his thighs. He stared out the barred windows, one open just a crack, open just enough. And now Conor could see it, too: the odd bluish fog rolling across the dark lawn like a magician’s best trick.

They were coming.

“The time is now, the time is now, the time is now,” Luther said, his voice escalating.

The door slammed shut. Mary tugged at the handle. “It won’t budge!”

“Ring the alarm!” Big Mike called.

The nurse pulled the string. “It isn’t working!”

The fog pushed in around the window cracks.

“What in the name of—” Big Mike’s voice cut off with a gasp.

The nurse screamed and Conor wanted to cry, wanted to wish it all away, but he didn’t dare turn around to look. He was waiting for the lady in his head to tell him what to do.

“Onetwot’reefourfivesevenonetwot’reefourfiveseven!”

A curtain came down over Conor’s fear. His muscles relaxed. In his head, the lady’s voice guided him. Bear witness. He picked up the pencil. Behind him, there was the crack of overturned chairs and Big Mike crying, “No! Please, no!” and Mr. Potts screeching like a frightened monkey and Mr. Roland making sounds no human should make. There were the nurse’s terrified, pleading screams dying to a gurgle and Luther Clayton shouting, “The time is now!” till his vocal cords strained into hoarseness. Down the long hallway, running footsteps approached, though it was already too late. The tang of fresh blood fouled the air.

“Onetwot’reefourfiveseven,” Conor murmured over and over, like a prayer, as he kept drawing.

The fog slipped back through the windows and stretched its arms around the edges of Ward’s Island, the lights of the asylum barely visible in the murk. There were terrible things waiting in that fog, Conor knew. And just before the door to the common parlor creaked open of its own accord—Strange, they’d say later, as if it had never been locked to begin with—before the alarms and shouting and cries rent the night—“Oh, sweet Jesus! Oh, dear god!”—Conor heard the whispers traveling through the fog like current along a telephone line no one uses much:

“We are the Forgotten, forgotten no more….”
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At five o’clock on a cold February afternoon, Memphis Campbell and his little brother, Isaiah, mounted the steps of the ramshackle Museum of American Folklore, Superstition, and the Occult on West Sixty-eighth Street.

Isaiah peeked into the museum’s dusk-dark front windows. “Looks closed. Says it’s closed.”

Memphis pulled on his brother’s arm. “Quit it, now. You’ll get arrested for being a Peeping Tom.”

“Won’t, either. Say, what’s a Peeping Tom?”

“Something that gets you arrested,” Memphis said, opening the front door.

“You’re squawking at me for looking in the windows, and you’re just opening the front door and walking in!” Isaiah said, running to catch up.

“It’s okay. They’re expecting us.”

As they traveled the long hallway, Isaiah gawked at the museum’s many collections—the poppet dolls, the haunted ventriloquist’s dummy, the spirit photographs, and a slate used by mediums in their trances. He stopped in front of a painting of a root worker communing with a trio of wispy ancestors. Spooked, he ran to catch up to his brother.

“I thought we were gonna play ball.” Isaiah punched his fist into his catcher’s mitt. “You told Aunt Octavia—”

“Never mind what I told Octavia. Isaiah, I mean that—don’t tell her about this.”

Memphis slid open a pair of impressive pocket doors, and he and his brother caught their breath at the majesty of the museum’s library. Dark wood shelves stuffed higgledy-piggledy with leather-bound books lined the walls on both the first and second floors. A grand spiral staircase connected the two. High above, a mural stretched across the long expanse of ceiling: houngans, shamans, and witches stood side by side with gray-wigged Founding Fathers against a backdrop of mountains, rivers, forests, and wildlife. America the Supernatural.

“Salutations, Campbell brothers!” a petite blond flapper called from a plump chair where she lay sprawled with her legs dangling over its rolled arm. Evie O’Neill. The radio’s famous object reader, the Sweetheart Seer. Evie spread her arms wide to acknowledge the others in the room. “Welcome to our merry festival of freaks.”

Memphis smiled nervously at everyone in turn. The museum’s faithful assistant, Jericho Jones, nodded from his spot at one of the long oak tables, where he sat with an open book. His large, well-muscled frame dwarfed the chair. Pickpocket Sam Lloyd warmed his hands at the limestone fireplace. “Hiya, fellas!” he called good-naturedly. On the tufted brown sofa, dream walker and spirit conjurer Ling Chan wore a wary expression. She sat very straight, her hands tugging at the hem of her skirt as if she could hide her metal leg braces. Beside Ling, freckled and friendly Henry DuBois IV seemed to be writing a new piece of music in his head, his fingers playing imaginary arpeggios across Ling’s crutches, which he cradled against his shoulder. Mabel Rose sat at the same table as Jericho, occasionally stealing glances at him. She had what Memphis’s aunt Octavia would call a “wholesome face,” which wasn’t a comfort to the girls on the receiving end of that euphemism. Mabel wasn’t a Diviner. She was the daughter of union organizers, and she spent a lot of her organizing skills on trying to keep her best friend, Evie, out of trouble.

That left only one other person in the room. Theta Knight smiled at Memphis, and his breath caught. “Hey, Poet,” she said in her deep purr of a voice. Her sleek black bob gleamed in the warm glow cast by the library’s Victorian chandelier. And suddenly, Memphis wasn’t thinking about the reason they were all gathered in a musty museum of the occult. He was only thinking about Theta and how much he wanted to be alone with her.

“Evenin’, everybody,” Memphis said, but his smile, radiant and hopeful, was for Theta.

“Memphis,” Isaiah said, nestling closer to his brother.

“This is my brother, Isaiah. Isaiah, meet everybody. Meet the Diviners.”

Ling cleared her throat. She nodded toward the mantel clock ticking toward quarter past five. “I thought this meeting was called for five o’clock. They’re late.”

As if in answer, the library doors slid open, and the museum’s director, Professor William Fitzgerald, entered, trailed by his partner in the paranormal, Dr. Margaret “Sister” Walker.

Will tossed his hat and hung his umbrella on the stuffed grizzly’s stiff paw. “I see you’re all here. Good,” Will said, patting his pockets for his cigarette case.

“Some of us were even on time,” Ling muttered under her breath.

“Don’t bite yet, cher,” Henry whispered. “Save it for the finale.”

“Good evening, everyone,” Sister Walker said, drawing all eyes as she perched on the edge of a leather wingback chair. She sat as still as a queen surveying her subjects and waiting to hand down judgment. Seeing Isaiah, Sister Walker smiled. She had a broad smile, gap-toothed and welcoming. “Hello, Isaiah. My, I think you’ve grown a foot since I saw you last.”

“Two whole inches. Auntie marked it on the wall. Gonna be taller than Memphis soon!” The brightness drained from Isaiah’s face. He turned to Memphis in a worried whisper. “I thought Aunt Octavia said we couldn’t have nothing to do with Sister.”

“Anything to do with,” Memphis corrected quietly. “And that’s why we have to keep this secret for now, Ice Man.”

Sam cleared his throat. “All right, Professor. We’ve waited long enough to hear this. What in the Sam Hill is going on? And what does it have to do with us?”

Rain spattered against the dusk-painted panes in a steady beat as Will lit a cigarette and pocketed his silver lighter. At last, he turned to the waiting assembly. “Evil has entered our world. A force from beyond. It is spreading across the country, getting worse by the day.” Will paused to exhale. “And we are the only means of stopping it.”

“Gee. And I was afraid this would be bad news,” Henry said after a moment of stunned silence.

“You’re talking about the ghosts,” Memphis said when he found his voice again.

“Like John Hobbes,” Jericho said.

“And Wai-Mae,” Ling added quietly.

“And whatever those monsters were down in the subways,” Sam said, leaning against the fireplace, arms folded at his chest. “Those things that wanted to eat us.”

“They had teeth. Very sharp, very unfortunate teeth. You never think about ghosts having teeth.” Evie shuddered. “I never want to think about it again.”

“Unfortunately, you will all have to.” Will’s deep voice filled the space as he paced the same few feet of Persian carpet, his cigarette dropping ash onto the rug. “This museum was built by the railroad tycoon Cornelius T. Rathbone. Cornelius was my benefactor for a time, and also my friend, for a time,” Will said with a note of sadness. “He was obsessed with the supernatural and he sank much of his fortune into investigating the mysterious and unexplained. He was particularly interested in Diviners. You see, his own sister, Liberty Anne, was a Diviner.”

Evie sagged further into her chair. “Must we have a spooky history lesson, Uncle Will? We already know about Liberty Anne.”

“Not everyone here knows the story, Evie,” Sister Walker chided.

“When Liberty Anne was a little girl, she wandered into the woods and was lost,” Will continued. “Two days later, she emerged from that same wood. Her hair had gone snow white. She spoke of meeting a funny man—a man in a tall black hat whose coat opened to show the wonders and frights of the world. She fell into a feverish state between waking and sleeping, speaking prophecy, which Cornelius dutifully recorded in his diary. Some of her future visions were thrilling; others were quite dark.” Will pulled hard on his cigarette and exhaled a cloud of smoke. “Just before she died, Liberty Anne warned of a great storm to come—a battle between good and evil, of a time when the Diviners would be needed. That time is now. We believe there is a tear in the world, a crack between our world and another dimension beyond this one,” Will said slowly, deliberately. “Our aim is to find out what we can about the man in the hat and the ghosts invading our world so that we can reestablish the balance between natural and supernatural, between the living and the dead—and to do it without causing a public panic.”

“Swell!” Sam clapped his hands together. “So, uh, how do we do that?”

“That’s what we hope to discover,” Will said.

“For a couple of folks who run a museum of the supernatural, you sure don’t know much,” Theta said.

“We believe by working on strengthening your gifts, individually and as a team, we’ll find the answer,” Sister Walker added.

“I’ve spoken to the dead plenty during my dream walks,” Ling said. “They ask me to deliver messages to the living. No one has said anything about a coming storm.”

“My mother did,” Memphis said rather suddenly.

Sister Walker’s brow furrowed. “She did? When?”

“It was around the time of the Pentacle Murders, when my power started coming back to me,” Memphis explained to the group. “I would sometimes see my mother while I was under a healing trance.”

Memphis stopped for a second to catch his breath. He still missed his mother greatly, and he’d never quite forgiven himself for not being able to heal her as she lay dying, riddled with cancer. She’d begged him not to try to heal her—Let me go, Memphis. You can’t bring back what’s gone. It was then that the man in the hat had appeared to Memphis and offered him a bargain if he wanted to see his mother again. Memphis cleared his throat and stared down at his shoes for a second. “Anyway. She, uh, she came to me in a vision and told me that a storm was coming, that we had to be ready for it. Another time, she told me to heal the breach.” Memphis shrugged. “I didn’t know what she meant by any of it.”

Memphis cast a glance Theta’s way. She nodded at him, gave him a little smile that he knew meant, It’s okay. I’m here.

“But Unc—Will. We got rid of Naughty John and Wai-Mae and those things in the subway.”

Will took three long strides to the table and grabbed a sheaf of newspaper clippings, holding them aloft. “These are mentions of ghost sightings from newspapers all across the country. These are not isolated incidents. There are hundreds of sightings.”

“So how come nobody’s talking about it?” Sam asked.

“It’s a big country. And not everyone is paying attention as closely as we are,” Sister Walker said. “These stories are on the back pages of small-town newspapers. When you talk about seeing ghosts, most people assume you’re either crazy or drunk or both. You don’t have to disprove someone’s claim if you can discredit the person saying it.”

Will stubbed his cigarette into an ashtray. “We should be glad that most people aren’t paying as close attention as we have been. It gives us time to work, to try to figure out what we’re up against before …”

“Before what?” Theta said.

“The last thing we need is a panic. Panic breeds danger.”

“How did these ghosts get here?” Isaiah asked, wide-eyed.

“Wait! Let me guess—you don’t know,” Evie said.

“We believe that somehow a door between this world and the next has been wedged open, allowing this new, more powerful ghostly energy to come into our world more freely,” Sister Walker explained.

“But there have always been ghosts,” Ling said again. “I’ve spoken to—”

“Not like this,” Sister Walker interrupted. “This is a new breed.”

“So what’s keeping this door open? How did it get left open? And why are these ghosts so powerful?” Ling pressed.

“We don’t know!” Evie, Sam, and Henry said as one.

“But those are all good questions, Ling,” Sister Walker said.

“Say, I’ve got a question. How about you finally tell us everything about Project Buffalo.” Sam fixed his gaze on Will and Sister Walker.

Will sighed and rubbed the bridge of his nose under his glasses. “We’ve told you,” he said wearily. “Project Buffalo was a program of the United States Department of Paranormal aimed at the study, registry, and possible recruitment of Diviners in the event we’d need their help in times of crisis. That’s all there is to tell.” Will lit another cigarette.

Sam’s anger rose. “I can’t help wondering why you’re both still here but my mother isn’t.”

“Your mother died of influenza, Sam,” Sister Walker said gently. “I’m sorry, but that’s the truth.”

Then how come I got a postcard from her eight years after her supposed “death”? Sam thought. “Well, if it’s the truth, it’s the truth.” Sam fought to keep the edge out of his voice. He watched Will and Sister Walker carefully, but their expressions gave nothing away.

“There’s nothing else to tell about our days in the department,” Will said.

“You sure about that?” Sam challenged. “’Cause if we found out you were lying to us for some reason …”

“I’m sure,” Will answered with an air of finality. “The important thing is to get to work as soon as possible.”

“I have a question,” Mabel said. “Where do Jericho, Theta, and I fit into all of this? We’re not Diviners.”

“Everyone can be helpful in some fashion,” Will said. “You three will be our research team. And we might need controls for our experiments from time to time.”

Theta’s cigarette stopped halfway to her lips. “Controls?”

“Yes. When testing certain powers, for instance. We need people who aren’t Diviners,” Sister Walker explained. “To gauge the effects.”

“Gee, I don’t know about that,” Theta said.

“You can look through the books and files for stories or histories that might prove helpful,” Will said.

“Like Liberty Anne’s unholy correspondence?” Jericho suggested.

Ling turned to Henry. “What is that? That doesn’t sound good.”

“In a letter Cornelius wrote to Will just before he died, he claimed that Liberty Anne’s last vision had been too grim to share,” Jericho said. “Cornelius called it the unholy correspondence. Whatever it was frightened him so much that he never spoke of it until it was too late.”

“Jericho and I tried to find it, but we had no luck,” Mabel said, glancing shyly at him.

“Even Sam looked. And he’s usually good at finding trouble,” Jericho said.

“Haha. The giant made a joke. Hysterical!” Sam’s exaggerated, silent laugh ended in an eye roll. “So, that’s it? This is our plan? Strengthen our powers for some big ghost fight? Look for this unholy correspondence of Liberty Anne’s that might not even exist? Close up this supernatural tear and keep the world from ending. Is that everything?”

“You forgot that these new ghosts might want to kill us,” Ling said quietly.

“And that they have teeth,” Henry said. “I don’t think we can overemphasize that point.”

Isaiah had sidled up to Memphis’s side. Memphis put his arm around his brother’s shoulders. “It’s okay, Ice Man. I won’t let anything get you.”

Sister Walker left her chair. She bent down to bring her face to Isaiah’s, cupping his chin with her fingers. “Are you frightened, Isaiah?”

Isaiah didn’t want the others to think he was a baby. But he was frightened. He’d seen what that monster had done to their friend Gabriel. He’d had visions and dreams about it before it happened. As much as he wanted to use his powers again—the ones his religious aunt had forbidden him even to think about—he was scared, too, of what he might see. Isaiah gave one quick nod.

Sister Walker put a hand on his shoulder. “You’ll be safe, I promise. I know it’s not right for us to ask you to keep this from your aunt. I’m sorry about that. But it’s very important, Isaiah. It’s only for a little while. Can you do that for me? For us?”

Isaiah looked to Memphis.

“That’s your decision, Ice Man. I won’t make it for you. But if you’re coming here with me, we gotta keep it a secret between us. That means not telling nobody. Not Octavia or Uncle Bill.”

“Anybody,” Isaiah said, thrilled to correct his brother. He bit his lower lip, thinking it over. “Okay.”

“Good.” Sister Walker rubbed the top of Isaiah’s head affectionately. She stood to address the room, towering above Isaiah. She was a tall woman, and in her heels, she was even taller. “We’ll meet here at the museum every night at closing time, five o’clock.”

The room erupted in protest.

“That’s impossible. I have to work in my parents’ restaurant,” Ling said. “What can I tell them? How can I get to Sixty-eighth Street from Chinatown every day?”

“I’ll have to think of some story for Isaiah to get past my aunt,” Memphis said. “And I’ve got two jobs.” And a notebook full of poems to write.

“The Follies are in rehearsal for a new show,” Theta said. “Looking through creepy files won’t pay my rent.”

“And I’ve got an aversion to boredom,” Sam said.

“This is important. We need all of you here,” Will said. “We can’t just hope this will all go away—it won’t. That’s quite clear now. And no one is going to swoop in and save us, either. It’s up to us. All of us. We have to figure this out together.”

“Fine. But I’ll have to work around my radio show,” Evie said, reaching for her cloche. “As it is, I’m late to WGI right now.”

“Evangeline, I don’t think you should continue to do the show,” Will said. “We don’t understand the forces at work here. You could be drawing evil into our world with each object you read.”

“Didn’t you just ask me to use my gifts in your merry jazz band of ghost-hunting Diviners?” Evie sputtered.

“That’s different.”

“Ohhh, I seeee. It’s perfectly swell for me to read objects and dance with the Devil if it helps you and the museum, but not if it makes me happy. And famous.”

“What if your uncle’s right?” Ling asked.

“Sure. Why don’t you just give up dream walking?” Evie shot back. Anger pooled in her gut. “Will never lets himself think he might be wrong. It’s a swell magic trick if you can manage it. Oh, don’t worry—I’ll help you. But I’m not giving up my show. Nothin’ doing. Same old Uncle Will. Only looking out for himself.”

“You’re one to talk, kid,” Sam snapped.

“Says the thief,” Jericho said.

Sam smirked. “Pal, I’ve never pretended I wasn’t looking out for myself. And anyway, you should be happy now that the coast is clear.” He jerked his head in Evie’s direction. Too late, he caught Mabel’s pained expression. Nice going, Lloyd. Great work. “Applesauce,” he muttered, feeling like a real heel.

Everyone began talking at once until Sister Walker’s strong voice rose above the squabbling. “ ‘The skies alight with strange fire. The eternal door is opened,’ ” she read aloud from Liberty Anne’s prophecies. “ ‘The Diviners must stand, or all shall fall.’ ” She shut the book. “Tomorrow. Five o’clock. I’ll see you then.”

Henry whistled. “And that, in the theater, is what we call an exit line.”

Evie bounded up to Mabel, hoping she wasn’t too upset by Sam’s thoughtless remark. “Hiya, Pie Face,” she said with extra please don’t hate me brightness. “Say, do you want to come to the show with me tonight? There’s a pos-i-tute-ly darb party I know about on Beekman Place afterward, and I have the most scandalous story to tell you!”

“I can’t. I have a meeting,” Mabel said, fighting with her coat. She was still smarting from Sam’s comment. It wasn’t so much that he’d said it as that he was right: Jericho liked Evie, not Mabel. Everyone knew it. It wasn’t anybody’s fault—people got disappointed all the time. Mabel only wished she could stop liking him.

“Mabesie …” Evie started.

“Please, Evie.” Mabel sighed and blinked up at the ceiling. “I forgive you. All right? Honestly, I do have a meeting. I’ll phone you later.”

As the others gathered their coats, Memphis followed Theta into an anteroom off the library. He shut the door, and Theta ran over and wrapped her arms around his neck, kissing him until they both had to break for a breath.

“Pretty spooky stuff in there, huh, Poet?” Theta said, laying her head in the crook of his neck. Memphis could smell her perfume.

“Mm-hmm. Fortunately, I got a cure for that.”

Theta raised her face to his, and his breath caught anew at how much space one person could take up inside him. When he looked into her eyes, he saw home. He saw hope. “Yeah?” Theta teased. “Is that a power you’re gonna work on with them?”

“Nah. Just you.” Memphis kissed Theta then, and for a minute, there were no ghosts or bad prophecies. There was only the world of them.

“Meet me at the Hotsy Totsy after the show tonight?” Memphis asked, touching his forehead to hers.

Theta kissed him once more, long and sweet. “Try and keep me away.”

Memphis let Theta leave first. He counted to fifty, and then he walked out, too. Sister Walker was waiting for him when he came into the library again. “Thank you for coming, Memphis. I wasn’t sure you would.”

“To tell the truth, Sister, I wasn’t sure I would, either. But if you can help Isaiah …” Memphis trailed off.

“What do you mean?”

Memphis glanced over at Isaiah, who was happily measuring himself against the giant stuffed grizzly bear whose paws served as a furred coatrack most of the time. “He’s still having seizures.”

“How often?” Sister Walker asked, concern in her voice.

“Once, sometimes twice a week. It wears him out. Octavia’s had her whole prayer circle on it. It’s just that …” Memphis cleared his throat and looked down at his hands. “I’ve been healing him up each time. I didn’t know what else to do.”

Besides Theta, Isaiah was Memphis’s world. He needed Isaiah to get better.

Sister Walker placed a hand on Memphis’s shoulder. “You did good. I’m confident that if we can strengthen Isaiah’s powers, the seizures will stop.”

Memphis wanted to believe she was right.
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Sam was waiting for Evie on the front steps. He leaned against the railing, arms crossed, that familiar smirk in place. “Well, if it isn’t the former future Mrs. Sam Lloyd.”

“Don’t start with me, Sam,” Evie said tersely. “Oh, and I see the Herald ran with your story last week.” With one gloved hand, Evie blocked out an imaginary headline in the air. “ ‘Wedding Not in the Cards for Sweetheart Seer and Hero-Diviner Sam Lloyd.’ Hero-Diviner.” Evie rolled her eyes. “And how come you got a first and a last name?”

Sam spread his arms in what was supposed to be an apology but most definitely was not. “What can I say? I lead a charmed life. Look, that’s all water under the bridge. We’ve got bigger fish to fry. Bigger than you and me. Can we agree on that?”

“That depends,” Evie said, striding toward the sidewalk, Sam on her heels. “Will you be speaking in clichés on the primrose path of our glorious future?”

“Evie.”

“Yes. Fine,” she answered with a sigh. “Say, why didn’t you needle Uncle Will and Sister Walker for more answers about Project Buffalo? They know more than they’re telling us.”

“Exactly! You play much poker?”

“Not really.”

“I can tell. We got us a poker game here. You see how they dodged the question? Like career politicians. They keep playing coy, we don’t volunteer what we know.”

Evie thought it over. “I hate to say it, Sam, but you’re making sense. I still think it’s odd that I couldn’t read those coded punch cards we found. It’s almost as if somebody wanted to make sure a Diviner couldn’t do it. I know that sounds funny, but that was the feeling I got. Have you had any luck finding that card-reading machine?”

“Not yet. I keep throwing chum on the water, but everybody’s spooked. Remember my informant on Project Buffalo?”

“Your creepy man?”

“The same. Fella named Ben Arnold. This was sent to me at the museum, no return address.”

Sam handed Evie a small, back-pages newspaper mention of a mysterious death. “He was found dead on an ash heap in Queens. He’d been strangled with piano wire.”

Exasperated, Evie handed the article back. “There’s no need for me to read it if you’re just going to narrate the whole thing, Sam.”

Evie shoved her hands into her coat pockets and charged down Sixty-eighth Street toward Broadway. Sam kept pace beside her.

“Okay. We gonna have this fight now?” he asked.

Evie kept her eyes straight ahead. “What fight? I’m not fighting.”

“You’re the one who wanted that meshuga phony romance for publicity,” Sam reminded her. “I’m just the fella who had the decency to end it.”

Evie stopped so fast Sam had to back up.

“Decency? Decency! Says the fella out every night with a different girl! ‘Jilted Sam Lloyd Finds Comfort with Chorus Girls! Hard-Hearted Hannah Evie O’Neill Breaks Hero’s Heart.’ What a lot of hooey!”

Sam leaned against the light post like he owned it. “What do you care? It’s not like you want me, right?”

Evie drew in a sharp breath. “I-I … don’t care!” she said with a toss of her head. “But it’s embarrassing. And you get to be ‘poor Sam’ while I’m ‘fickle Evie.’ ”

“Give the papers another few weeks, and they’ll flip the story to ‘Poor Evie, Cad Sam.’ What am I supposed to do, sit at home and fog up the bathroom mirror with lonely sighs?”

“Gee, can you do that? That’s a swell trick,” Evie said sarcastically. “What is it? Why are you making that face?”

“Incredible. You actually worked up a little angry spit in the corner of your mouth right there….”

Evie batted Sam’s finger away. “Good. It’ll make it easier for me to digest you.”

They squared off under the street lamp. Over Sam’s shoulder, Evie saw Jericho part the drapes at the front window and look down the street to find the source of the commotion. With the light behind him, he was nothing but a shadow, but even his shadow had a pull Evie found hard to ignore.

She tugged at Sam’s sleeve. She didn’t want Jericho to see them fighting. “Let’s keep walking.”

When they’d reached the corner of Columbus and Sixty-eighth, Sam stopped, his tone conciliatory. “Listen, doll, we don’t have to be best friends. But can we call a truce until we solve the mystery of Project Buffalo? I got a feeling we’re getting closer, and the closer we get, the more dangerous it gets. I’d rather have you on my side than against me. Truce?”

He stuck out his hand. Evie had a visceral memory of that hand on her back as they kissed, just the two of them against the world. What had started out as a phony romance had turned far too real before coming painfully apart, leaving wounds on both sides.

“Truce,” Evie said on a sigh, and gave Sam’s hand a quick shake. “Should we tell the others that we’re still looking into Project Buffalo?”

“Not till we find out what’s on those cards. For now, it’s our secret.”

“And Woody’s,” Evie said apologetically.

Sam’s laugh was bitter. “T. S. Woodhouse. How could I forget you told that rat reporter about Project Buffalo? Fine. Let the bum see what he can find. But that’s on you. I’m not paying him.”

Evie shrugged. “Fine.”

There it was: the old battle stations resumed. How long had it taken since the truce—ten seconds? They stood awkwardly on the corner, their breaths coming out in soft wisps. Sam clapped his woolly mitten–clad hands together, his infamous smirk in place.

“Well, this has been fun. I’m headed that way.” He pointed toward Central Park. “Plenty of pockets to pick this time of evening.”

“Then I’m going the other way. Toward civilization.”

“Always a pleasure, Lamb Chop.” Sam saluted angrily and marched toward the park.

“Just remember, Sam Lubovitch Lloyd!” Evie shouted after him.

“What?” Sam called, barely glancing over his shoulder.

Evie’s voice rang down the street: “You still owe me twenty bucks!”
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On her way to the New Amsterdam Theatre, Theta relived her stolen kiss with Memphis. She knew their love was trouble. All she had to do was keep it a secret long enough to make it from Broadway to the pictures. There was money to be made in pictures. Louise Brooks, Colleen Moore, Clara Bow—they were raking it in. Once Theta made a bundle, it would be Theta and Memphis and Isaiah in a little Hollywood bungalow with a lemon tree in the yard and a dog yipping at their heels. Memphis would be a famous poet, and Theta would be a mysterious movie star. Henry could live right next door. Together, they’d make their own rules. And then they’d go about changing the rules. Was that too much to hope for?

It would be the family she’d always wanted, the family she’d never had. She could finally bury the horrors of her past once and for all. Theta held out her gloved hands. They were fine. Perfectly normal. It was going to be okay.

At the corner of Forty-ninth Street and Broadway, Theta passed a hysterical woman holding tightly to a policeman’s arms. “I’m telling you, it was a ghost! I saw it!”

“Now, Miss, it was probably just your eyes playing tricks on you in the dark.”

“It was a ghost! There was a ghost in my bedroom!” the woman insisted. “Oh, I can’t go back in that room now. Never, never!”

Theta clutched her coat collar to her neck and walked faster.

Backstage, the theater was in its usual state of preshow chaos. Costumers ran past with gigantic beaded headdresses needing last-minute touch-ups. A few of the young actors flirted with one another in the wings, where they thought no one could see or judge. Two chorus girls passed a bottle of Listerine back and forth. They gargled the pungent mouthwash and spat it into cups.

“Theta! Where’s Theta?”

“In here, Wally,” Theta shouted, and the burly stage manager poked his head into the dressing room.

“Congratulations, kid. You’ve got yourself a screen test with Vitagraph Studios.”

Theta whirled around. “Are you pulling my leg, Wally?”

“On the level. Two weeks from tomorrow in Brooklyn. If this goes well, kid, they might send you out to Hollywood to make pictures with the likes of Charlie Chaplin and Eddie Cantor. Then you can go away and stop being such a pain in my neck.”

Theta grinned. She kissed Wally’s cheek. “I love you, too, Wally.”

Wally blushed. “Ten minutes. Get a wiggle on. Flo wants to run through the ‘Stardust’ number before the show.”

At her makeup table, Theta peered into the lighted mirror and applied a swipe of Dorin of Paris rouge to each cheek as she imagined herself on the silver screen, performing stunts alongside Buster Keaton or playing the poor, dying consumptive opposite John Barrymore. The house. The lemon tree. The little dog. Theta and Memphis. It was that much closer. She could feel it.

She just had to get her awful power under control.

Theta lifted the lid on her box of face powder and screamed. A dead mouse lay inside. A note covered the top of its small, lifeless body. With shaking fingers, Theta lifted the note and read.



Dear Betty: Violets are blue. Red is the rose.

You left him for dead. But somebody knows.





Somebody knows.

Quickly, Theta grabbed the box and ran for the stage door and out into the back alley. Already, smoke was rising from the sides of the box where her hands gripped it. Heat rushed up her arms. As the box caught fire between her palms, she dropped it into the trash can, where it fizzled. Her hands were bright red still. For a moment, she was back in Kansas. She could see the flames crackling up the walls, smell the smoke filling the tiny room. She could hear Roy’s screams.

Her mind went blank then, as it always did.

But somebody else remembered. Somebody who wanted Theta to know, too. The past had found her at last, and it threatened to burn down everything she’d built.
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The entire walk home, Isaiah had talked a mile a minute. “So I get to use my powers again, Memphis? Do I? And I can make ’em as strong as I want? Memphis, hey, Memphis!”

“Yes, yes, Isaiah!” Memphis laughed. “But remember: You can’t say nothing to Octavia about it.”

Isaiah grinned. “You mean I can’t say anything to Octavia.”

“Oh, yeah? Put ’em up.” Memphis dropped into a crouch, dukes up, and he and Isaiah pretend-boxed their way down the sidewalk past folks hurrying home to their suppers. Isaiah stopped suddenly. They were in front of Madame Seraphina’s brownstone. A sign hung from a hook: MADAME SERAPHINA, PRIESTESS. A crow flitted above Memphis’s head and came to rest on the hand railing.

“There’s that bird again,” Isaiah said.

“Why, hello, Berenice,” Memphis said, greeting the bird with a grand flourish of a bow that made Isaiah laugh, which was Memphis’s second-favorite sound. The first was Theta whispering his name followed by I love you.

“How come that bird’s always chasing after you?”

“All the ladies chase after me!” Memphis said with mock-umbrage. “Even the birds!”

The crow squawked three times and cocked its small, shiny head toward the partially closed drapes of the basement. Through them, Memphis could see Seraphina’s altar with its offerings to the spirits and ancestors. Seraphina’s face appeared at the window.

“Bet I can beat you home,” Memphis said, and took off running, slowing down at the end to let Isaiah beat him into their aunt Octavia’s apartment. It wasn’t Octavia, but her boarder, Blind Bill Johnson, who greeted them. He sat on Octavia’s prized settee with his guitar on his lap and his cane at his side.

“Well, well, well. Is that the Campbell brothers I hear?” Bill called in his raspy voice.

“Evenin’, Uncle Bill,” Isaiah said. “Where’s Auntie?”

“At church. She left you some pork and plantains in the icebox, though. What you boys get up to this evenin’ that kept you out past suppertime?”

Isaiah looked to Memphis, who shook his head. “Just went to play ball with Shrimpy here,” Memphis said.

“That so? How’d you do, little man?”

Isaiah was uncharacteristically quiet. “I, uh, I threw real good,” he said after a moment’s pause.

The pause told the old man all he needed to know: The Campbell boys had a secret. Bill could just make out the dim shapes of them moving through the endless gray cloud of his vision. But even that tiny slice of sight would fade soon unless he did something about it.

“Well,” Bill said at last. “Good. Good.”

Later, after the boys had eaten their fill of Octavia’s spicy pork scooped up with buttery corn bread, Memphis left for the Hotsy Totsy, to work for Papa Charles and meet up with that girl he was seeing, the girl he didn’t bring ’round to the house. “Don’t you worry. I’ll look after little man,” Bill assured Memphis on his way out. “I got the spoon handy in case he has one of his fits.”

“That happens, you send Brother Julius upstairs over to the club for me.”

“Of course,” Bill said, smiling.

Now Blind Bill sat on the settee with Isaiah listening to a radio show. The show was funny. Two bumbling men chasing after a goat they couldn’t seem to tie up. Isaiah laughed and laughed.

“Say, little man, you really go play ball this afternoon?” Bill asked when the announcer came on to praise the sponsor, the Parker Dental System—Don’t your teeth deserve the very best?

“Mm-hmm,” Isaiah said, but he sounded nervous. Memphis had surely warned his little brother not to say anything about where they’d been.

“I know you’re lying, Isaiah.”

Isaiah’s voice was small. “Memphis told me not to tell.”

“That so? Well, that ain’t fair he done that to you. Run off and made you be the liar to your old pal Bill. Ain’t right.”

“I’m not a liar,” Isaiah grumbled. There was guilt in it, though.

“Sure do hope Memphis ain’t gettin’ you mixed up in something bad.” Bill let that land. Then he shook his head slowly, like a disappointed father. “And here I thought we was friends. Good friends, too. But I guess if you don’t trust your uncle Bill, well …” Bill took his arm away. There was no greater bartering tool with a child than love or the threat of its absence.

“We saw Sister Walker!” Isaiah blurted.

There it was. The Walker woman. And if she was involved, it meant one thing: Diviners. Powers. She was working with them again.

“Don’t tell Auntie. Please.”

“No. I won’t. ’Course I won’t! Who’s your best friend in this world?”

“Memphis. And you.”

“Mm-hmm. It’s just … What that woman want with you?”

Another pause. Being blind had taught Bill to read silences. This one was big.

“Gonna work on my powers.”

Confirmation.

“Didn’t old Bill tell you the same thing? Wasn’t I working with you good?”

“Yes, sir. But …”

“But what?”

“She says it’s not just about me. We gotta keep the country safe.”

“Safe from what?”

“A big storm that’s coming.”

“Hmph. That what she said?”

“Uncle Bill, how come you don’t like Sister Walker?”

“I got my reasons,” Bill said. “Listen, don’t you worry none. You keep telling old Bill everything that happens with Sister Walker, and I promise I won’t let nothing bad happen to you. We got us a deal?”

“Deal.”

“And you don’t hafta tell Memphis one word ’bout our deal, neither. He don’t need to know.”

The boy leaned into Bill as if he were his father. Bill wrapped his long arm around the boy and held him tight like the son he might’ve had, the son he never would have thanks to people like Margaret Andrews Walker. This time he’d beat her at whatever game she was playing.

Bill let the power trickle down from his shoulder to his fingers and into Isaiah, connecting them. The warm coin taste was strong on the back of Bill’s tongue as he sucked energy from the boy. Just enough to bring on one of the boy’s fits. Already, he could feel the faint traces of Memphis’s week-old healing power flowing into him and thinning the gray cloud of his vision as Isaiah convulsed on the family sofa. To see a little better for a day or three was worth it. Wasn’t it? And anyway, it wasn’t Bill’s fault. This was Memphis’s doing. The boy had lied to him all this time, said he still couldn’t heal when Bill knew for a fact he’d gone and healed that old, no-good drunk. And if he could do that, there was no reason he couldn’t heal Bill’s blindness.

What a man couldn’t get through asking, he would take in whatever fashion he needed.

“There, there,” Bill said, turning Isaiah on his side as the boy’s fit subsided. “It’s all gonna be all right.”

Bill shuffled to the door, which he could see as a faint outline now that the fumes of Memphis’s healing flowed through him. He stuck his head out and shouted up the stairs, “Brother Julius! Brother Julius! Come quick! The boy had another one a’ his fits! You better run for Memphis now. Hurry!”

Then Bill sat on the couch, the fallen Isaiah in his arms, and waited.
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Jericho opened a desk drawer and shoved in the stacks of letters from the tax office informing Will that the Museum of American Folklore, Superstition, and the Occult needed to pay its back taxes or the entire place would be shut down for good in a little over two months, and a brand-new apartment building put up in its place. Jericho looked around with affection at the odd collections of occult ephemera. There would be so much to pack up when the taxman came for the place. Ever since the day Will Fitzgerald had marched into the hospital and adopted Jericho as his ward, making him an assistant curator, the museum had been Jericho’s only true home.

He hadn’t always believed in ghosts, of course. Not until the Pentacle Murders. Not until the night he and Evie had been trapped in John Hobbes’s haunted house and barely survived. Now he knew the truth: Everything in this museum was real. Evil was not an abstract idea; it was real, too. And no matter what Will and Sister Walker thought, Jericho knew that they were all just ordinary people when it came down to it, the Diviners included. How could ordinary people possibly stop such a threat? He hoped Will and Sister Walker knew what they were doing.

From his coat pocket, Jericho retrieved a small leather pouch. MARLOWE INDUSTRIES was stamped across the front. Inside was a vial of blue serum. That serum, developed by the great Jake Marlowe himself, kept the tubes and wires connected to Jericho’s damaged heart and lungs functioning. It kept him alive. For that, Jericho should’ve been grateful to Marlowe.

But now Marlowe had issued an ultimatum: Jericho should leave the museum—his home—and go to stay with Marlowe so that the great man could parade Jericho at his Future of America Exhibition. After all, Jericho was Marlowe’s greatest invention, and no one knew. No doubt that galled Marlowe. He liked all of his victories out in front. So far, Jericho had resisted. But what choice did he have? And why now, just when it seemed that Jericho might finally have a chance with Evie?

Jericho held one of the vials up to the light. Marlowe’s secret compound. Would Marlowe really cut Jericho off from his supply of lifesaving serum?

It was possible that Marlowe was bluffing and Jericho didn’t need his “vitamin tonic” at all. Still. That was a big chance to take. He’d seen what had happened to all the others in the Daedalus program. Jericho was the only one who’d survived. But why?

That, apparently, was what Marlowe wanted to know so desperately.

Jericho curled his fingers into a fist. Piece of cake. He was fine.

But without Marlowe, for how much longer?
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Henry left the taxi idling by the curb outside the Tea House on Doyers Street. Steam clouded the front windows of the Chan family’s popular restaurant. Delicious smells wafted into the street, making Henry’s stomach gurgle.

“You could come in. My mother would plotz to feed you,” Ling said.

Henry laughed. “Plotz—did Sam teach you that word?”

“No. Mr. Gerstein up the block. Sam isn’t the only person who knows Yiddish.”

“Don’t tell Sam that,” Henry joked. “Another time. I’m late for the show.”

“You’re always late.”

“Well, at least I’m consistent.” Henry handed over his watch. “Don’t lose it.”

Ling shot him an annoyed look. “I can go by myself tonight.”

“No, ma’am. We’re a team. More fun that way,” Henry said, and Ling fought her smile.

“Around one thirty, then?” Henry said, sliding back into the taxi.

“One thirty,” Ling agreed.

Twenty minutes later, Henry raced into the Shubert Theatre on Forty-fourth Street, nearly toppling an easel boasting a hand-lettered sign for THE GREENWICH FOLLIES REVUE! ALL NEW! In a corner by the coat check, Henry’s writing partner, David Cohn, paced, checking his watch.

“I’m here, I’m here,” Henry announced.

“Cutting it a bit close,” David said, helping Henry out of his coat. The audience was already piling into their seats. The trills of performers vocalizing scales wafted out from backstage.

“Sorry. Couldn’t be helped.” Henry smiled. “Spiffy suit, old boy.”

“Got it for my nephew’s bar mitzvah. Where were you?”

“A meeting at the Creepy Crawly.”

“Anything I should know?” David asked.

“The world is ending and evil is loose in the world?”

“Sounds like Friday night.”

Henry grinned, trying to put aside his misgivings. He’d told David about his and Ling’s dream walking, but the scary rest of it he’d kept to himself. He kept a lot to himself. It was called survival.

“You sure clean up nice,” Henry drawled, giving David an appreciative once-over. He was tall and slender, with a strong profile like a New Yorker cartoon, and soulful brown eyes that sometimes took Henry’s breath away. David nodded to the coatroom and Henry followed. There, in the deep recesses of mink, raccoon, and camel hair, David pulled Henry to him and kissed him, slipping his tongue between Henry’s lips.

“Missed you,” David whispered, smiling. He reached up to take off Henry’s boater hat.

Henry held fast to it with both hands. “You know I never play a show without this. It’s my lucky charm.”

David’s smile vanished. “When are you gonna let Louis go and give us a chance?”

“Aww, now, cher—”

“You only call me cher when you want to sweet-talk your way out of something—”

“Honey,” Henry said, batting his peepers. “Sugar? Sweet Man o’ Mine?”

David sighed and hung up Henry’s coat.

Henry tried to ignore the feeling in his gut that said he was being disloyal to the memory of his first love, Louis. It had only been a few weeks since Henry had spent his nights with Louis inside the dreamscape only to discover the tragic truth: Louis was dead and had been for some time. Maybe it wasn’t fair for Henry to let David love him when his heart wasn’t fully healed.

“We’ve got a great new song to play tonight, darlin’. Everybody loves it,” Henry said, a peace offering. “Between my music and your lyrics, we’ll be the next Rodgers and Hart.”

David shook his head and pecked Henry on the cheek. “It’s my heart I’m worried about. Come on. Curtain up.”

Inside the theater, Henry took his seat at the piano in the orchestra pit. The house lights dimmed. There was a storm coming. Henry and his friends had to meet it head-on. And he was still a little in love with a ghost named Louis.

David smiled at Henry from the wings, where the actors milled about, ready for their cues. The conductor raised his baton. The show had to go on.
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Adelaide Proctor waited for her teakettle to come to a boil. The steam heat whistled through the radiator of her parlor in the Bennington Apartments, but she could not feel warm. One of her many cats, an orange tabby, threaded through her legs, and she bent to pick him up. “Come, Archibald, you old cuss. Give us a cuddle.” But the cat wouldn’t be contained. He leaped from her arms as if he knew. The dead were coming stronger now. The proof was everywhere. And with them came the man in the hat.

With management watching her, she would have to be very clever about her rituals. She’d tried to explain to the stupid men about the salt and herbs. About the necessary protections. They’d smiled as if she were a wayward child. Addie was not a child. She was a witch, had been for most of her eighty-one years. And she knew a great evil loomed.

While she waited for her tea, Addie reached for one of her spell books from the back of her bookshelf. The book was quite old, handwritten by the good cunning folk of Salem. It had been preserved and passed down through the Proctor family line over the generations, coming to rest with Addie and her sister. The pages crackled as she turned them.

Something fluttered onto the floor.

Addie cried out as if bitten. She stumbled into her bedroom and yanked open the top of her music box. Beneath the plush red velvet, the secret compartment was empty, the iron box gone. A terrible memory came to her: A few weeks before, Addie had dreamed of the man in the hat. In the dream, he’d been sitting right there in the Morris chair—oh, merciful heaven; it was all coming back to her. The trickster had spoken to her in her sleep. She’d carried the iron box to the garbage chute. She’d untied the binding string and thrown it all—Elijah’s finger bone, the tooth, the lock of his golden hair, and his photograph—down into the incinerator.

She’d undone the spell!

“Addie! What’s the matter? What has happened?” her sister, Lillian, called as Adelaide staggered back into the parlor and slumped against the wall. Her heart beat frantically.

Lillian raced to her side and placed a nitroglycerin tablet under Adelaide’s tongue to settle her sister’s heart.

In the kitchen, the teakettle screamed.

“Addie! You’re frightening me! What is it?”

A trembling Addie pointed to the floor, to the desiccated daisy petals that had slipped from the book, a gift for her.

Elijah had come home at last.
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Mabel was late. Being late made her anxious, and she was already anxious about this evening. As she raced along Carmine Street, she wondered why she had wasted her time at the museum. “You’re not even a Diviner,” she muttered to herself, drawing strange looks from a man selling handmade cigars from a wooden stall. The minute Mabel had set foot inside the museum, she’d known it was a mistake. She’d felt small and out of place and ill-equipped among all those Diviners. Even non-Diviner Theta was on her way to becoming a movie star. Being surrounded by so much special was hard to take—and Sam’s comment about Jericho and Evie had been the icing.

Mabel wanted to make a difference in the world. But she couldn’t read objects or heal people or see the future. What power did she have? When would it be her moment to shine?

A throng of boisterous children ran around either side of Mabel like a river, their coats flapping open in the February wind. A woman sweeping the sidewalk yelled to them in Italian, and the children’s faces sobered as they buttoned their coats to the neck and carried on. The same woman eyed Mabel suspiciously.

No need to worry, Mabel thought. Haven’t you heard? I’m nobody.

“Pardon me,” Mabel said. “I’m looking for Maria Provenza?”

With a sharp nod, the woman indicated the building next door. Mabel knocked and read over the note in her hands as she waited: Miss Rose, I meet you in Union Square last October. My sister Anna missing still. Please come? Sixty-one Carmine Street.

At least she might be able to help someone. But when Maria Provenza opened the door, she glanced anxiously up and down the street. “Quickly, quickly,” she said, leading the way up steep, narrow flights of stairs, and once again, Mabel wondered what she was doing.

The tenement was cold and dark. It smelled of kerosene and rancid oil. Mabel followed Maria down a skinny, dim corridor past the one bathroom shared by all the tenants of the floor to a tiny apartment with a sink and a coal stove. An old woman and three young children crowded around a small, newsprint-covered table, where they assembled paper roses they could sell on the street. They’d have to sell a lot of paper roses to make ends meet, Mabel knew. Maria said something to the others in Italian, and the children gave up a chair for their guest, making Mabel feel humbled and a little guilty.

“Thank you for coming,” Maria said.

“To be perfectly honest, Miss Provenza, I don’t see how I can help. You’re better off going to the authorities if your sister is still missing.”

Maria shook her head vehemently. “No. You. It must be you. Ever since we are young, my sister sees visions. Who will marry or die or journey far. But then she sees something and she is afraid. That night, she made this.”

Maria removed a loose brick from the wall behind the stove, inching out a scroll hidden inside the cubby. She unrolled it for Mabel. The charcoal had smeared a bit, and Anna’s talent was not art, but it was disturbing nonetheless: Lightning in the sky. Terrifying creatures looking out from between trees. And some strange metal contraption like a diving bell. Mabel had never seen anything like it.

“You will help us find my sister?”

“I’ll see what I can do,” Mabel said. “May I take this drawing?”

Maria nodded. Mabel noted that the drawing had been made on the back of a pamphlet for the Fitter Families for Future Firesides, one of those eugenics tents they set up at state fairs and carnivals. They usually subjected visitors to a physical examination plus a lengthy questionnaire about heredity. Mabel’s parents had said that it was bigotry dressed up to look like science.

“There is something else,” Maria said. “My sister, she sees you in a vision.”

“Me? What did she see?”

“She sees that you help many people.”

“Oh,” Mabel said, deflated. “That’s me. Good old Mabel, the helper.”

“No. She was worried for you. For the trouble to come.”

“What sort of trouble?”

Maria shook her head apologetically. “The one who knows is my sister, and the men took her away from the factory.”

“Who were these men? Management?”

Maria shook her head. “There are two
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And dll the hopes weve held
And dll the flags we'e hung,
The millions who have nothing for our pay—
Except the dream that's almost dead today.

O, let America be America again—
The land that never has been yet—
And yet must be—the land where every

man is free.

—"Let America Be America Again,"
Langston Hughes
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