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      For someone who said she was never wrong, Twyla Andricksson made mistakes rather often. For example, instead of summoning the spirit of a suicidal servant, she materialized a ghost of a completely different sort.

      “Twyla, please send him back. Immediately.”

      “I’m trying, Madame Chalamet. I’m really trying!” the girl wailed.

      “I took her by the throat and throttled her until her eyes burst,” said the ghost gleefully. The creature stood behind Jacques Moreau’s chair, leering at us all, his eyes gleaming manically.

      Mysir Vonn’s nefarious doings had been sensational at the time, forcing the city into a panic. After a manhunt, he’d been shot by a guardia when the spree killer was found crouching over the body of one of his victims. Since then, Vonn had reached mythic status as a bogeyman to scare women into not traveling out at night or down dark streets.

      Out of patience, I snapped, “Would-you-please-shut-up, Mysir Vonn? No one is interested in hearing about your nasty crimes.”

      The ghost ignored me. “She displayed her breasts shamefully, wantonly. I was forced to punish her.”

      The room was dark; the only light was from the candle at the center of the table, which illuminated the face of the mother of the dead servant girl. She was beet red from angry embarrassment. “I want you to know my girl was a sweet innocent! There were no breasts being displayed, mysir!”

      “Madame Chapelle, this ghost has nothing to do with your daughter. Give Mys Andricksson a moment, and she will get it all straightened out.”

      As a child I had wished for a pony, only for those naïve hopes to be dashed. My optimism suffered again now. Apprenticed unasked to me by Parnell Lafayette of the Morpheus Society, Twyla Andricksson continued trying in vain to dismiss our vile interloper.

      She was seated on my left, and Madame Chapelle to my right. Since Jacques was in town, he had come along. He held the hands of Twyla and Madame Chapelle, and from across the table he wiggled his eyebrows at me, clearly amused at how things were going.

      “Did you try the dismiss sequence, Mys Andricksson?” The mental exercise for disengaging from a malevolent spirit was one of the core pieces we studied in our training. It was basic, but effective. The girl should know it.

      “Yes,” the girl said, but under my stern eye she wilted. “I mean no. Truth is, I don’t remember much about it. So much comes to me naturally that studying wasn’t really necessary. I just skipped to the interesting bits. I could try summoning a demon to dispatch him?”

      “No!”

      The horrible entity continued. “I used my knife⁠—”

      Not being the medium who had summoned him, there was only one quick way for me to end this. I stood up, dropping my hands to break the circle. When I turned up the gaslamp, the room became bright again, vanquishing shadows. Without the circle of intention to power it, the ghost faded away from the earthly plan, its essence retreating to the Beyond.

      “Mys Andricksson, please clean up Madame Chapelle’s dining table.” To our hostess, I said, “I’m so sorry things didn’t work out in talking with your daughter tonight. Sometimes the spirits can be difficult.”

      “Oh, I imagine so.” The housewife eyed Twyla askance as the girl accidentally knocked over the brass candlestick we had used, dropping melted wax on her tablecloth. I suppressed a sigh of tired frustration. This girl! “But that other fella? He ain’t coming back, is he?”

      “No. I’ll make sure of that by installing protections before we leave. But if he does, let me know right away and I’ll return to take care of him.”

      “Alright, but what about my girl? I wanted to know she was alright.”

      “If you can give me something of hers on loan, I will see if I can find her myself when things are quieter.”

      After her experience with us tonight, I wouldn’t have been surprised if she’d said no. But her desperation was great. “She had a locket. Mind you, I’ll be wanting it back.”

      “Of course.”

      When she left the room to get it, Jacques stood up and stretched before retrieving his hat and cane where they were resting on the couch. “That was entertaining.”

      Lean and tan, almost sun-burned, his red-gold hair bright as a polished penny, Jacques was in Alenbonné due to military leave. When he had stopped by the Crown hotel this afternoon, I had suggested he come with us, thinking that a bit of male energy might do the séance good. That had been a mistake, for it seemed his presence made my apprentice even more nervous.

      “Entertaining, but not enlightening. A mother still doesn’t have comfort.” The last was said as a chastisement to my apprentice. Parnell Lafayette was probably laughing over the fact that he had saddled me with such a dimwit. I could not refuse the indenture, as it was required by the Society that we mentor other junior members, and I had already gone several years without participating as a guide. I was overdue and would need to endure it.

      Jacques did not take Twyla’s failure very seriously, which further irritated me. “She’ll do better next time in calling the right spook.”

      “Fine for you to say, but you don’t have to beg Madame Chapelle for forgiveness.”

      “Let the girl do that. Old women will forgive youth anything.” He kissed my cheek in farewell. “Look, I’ve got to run.”

      “Cards or a woman?”

      He grinned, his teeth flashing white against his bronze face. “If you must know, dinner at the club with a few of the boys coming in from Zulskaya. They're only here tonight before they take ship in the morning, heading to Perino to replace my lot.”

      “Before you rush away, would you call me and Mys Andricksson a quick-cab? I don’t want to roam up and down the street at night in this neighborhood looking for one.”

      “Certainly.”

      Madame Chapelle returned, her hands gripping a long chain that dangled between her chapped fingers. It was a cheap brass locket. “Her dearest possession. From her father.”

      “Let me write you a receipt for it.”

      Unlike someone from a higher station, she did not waffle about not needing a receipt or that she trusted me. She was of the working class, a laundry woman I imagined, who always asked for proof that bills had been paid.

      From my bag, I took pencil and paper and wrote hastily on it, giving a brief description, my signature and the date. “Here, madame. Now if you will let me, I shall put some protections at your doors and windows.”

      Jacques gave her a bow, his tricorn hat tucked under his arm. “Duty calls, madame, but thank you for letting me enjoy your delightful home for the evening.” Madame Chapelle showed him to the door, which was in the hall right outside her parlor.

      It took a little longer for Twyla to finish cleaning up the candle wax and brazier used to burn the herbs well-suited to a séance. As she repacked my bag, I went with Madame Chapelle around her small home, the bottom flat of a three-storey building, and set protections at her door and windows to put her mind at ease.

      After all of it was done, and more reassurances given, we bade our client goodbye. Gripping Twyla under her elbow, I propelled her out the door and into a waiting carriage at the curb of Madame Chapelle’s boarding house.

      “Do I have homework for you, Mys Never-Studied-A-Day-In-Your-Life!” I snapped. I was so blinded by my anger at Twyla’s unprofessionalism that it took a moment to realize that we had entered a coach, not a cab, and that it was already occupied.

      From the recesses of the carriage, Mysir de Archambeau said, “I see Anne-Marie was correct about where we might find you.”

      I gave a start of surprise, for I had not seen the Duke de Archambeau since the Winter Revels. That surprise was followed by irritation; the man had a habit of disappearing and popping up like a rabbit in a conjuring act. It seemed we had entered the duke’s own coach, but the one without his coat of arms, and thus anonymous. Next to him sat a man I did not know.

      “Your Grace, whatever are you doing here?” I asked, settling in the seat next to Twyla, opposite the two men.

      He rapped the hilt of his cane on the roof, and the carriage started off. “Baron Losendahl, meet Madame Elinor Chalamet, Ghost Talker. The girl with the mouth hanging open is her apprentice, Mys Twyla Andricksson.”

      “Pleased to make your acquaintance,” said the blond giant gruffly.

      With his eyes gleaming, the duke said, “Why don’t you tell us why we are here? Why we have sought you out, Madame Chalamet?”

      Analytically, I examined Baron Losendahl. From his appearance, I discerned several things. He was a newcomer to the city and was a native to Zulskaya, that mountainous, snowy country to the northeast of my own Sarnesse. The baron was as broad as a barn, his shoulders a thick beam, his head and neck making one solid bullet shape. His nose had been broken once in the past, and he wore thick mutton chops.

      “Did you leave your mountains to come to consult me? No. That alone would not entice a man of your station and wealth. You would have sent for me to come to you. That’s what the rich do. It is another who brings you here to our fair city. A wife? No, daughter— yes, a daughter who is in trouble in Alenbonné, and you requested your old friend, the Duke de Archambeau, to recommend someone to help you in this sensitive matter.”

      “Madame! How do you know this?” said the baron in astonishment.

      The duke leaned back, smiling, as I explained.

      “Your accent tells me you are from Zulskaya, though your cravat pin has the emblem of a well-known Alenbonné sporting club for le beau idéal who enjoy boxing and fencing. I have seen such an insignia at the duke’s private residence, a cup engraved with a win of over twelve years ago. Hence the long friendship. Also indicative that you are not the type of man who would entrust your secrets to just any casual acquaintance.

      “It is a sport you continue to enjoy, for the skin of your knuckles is reddened from bare-knuckle fighting, probably as recently as last night. But your face remains unbruised, so it was a match and not a street fight. Probably an exercise to work out some great frustration.”

      The baron looked at Archambeau, who only remained silent in his corner. He turned back to me and confided, “You are correct, madame. But what about my recent arrival? How did you come by that?”

      “You took off your hat during our introductions. That showed not only manners but also the inside of the band, which has the name of the maker— a decent shop for men’s general attire located in Needle District, but not the best. It specializes in the ready-made, so this was bought when you arrived here. It is too small for your head, as I can tell by the mark across your forehead. A head your size would need a custom-made chapeau.”

      Archambeau’s smile had become a smirk as I continued.

      “Meanwhile, your tailored and expensive coat is made of kalukoo wool, which is native to the mountains of Zulskaya. It is not often seen in Sarnesse because of the high import tax, yet the garment fits your shoulders like a glove. The wear marks at the cuff and lapels show you have owned it for at least two seasons.”

      “No! I do not believe this. Someone has told you about my daughter and her plight. How else would you know?”

      “If it were a matter of government, the duke would not need me. If it was a public matter, you would consult Inspector Marcellus Barbier, who is a very fine guardia detective known to the duke. No, His Grace brings you here instead of waiting for me to return to the Crown, as it is an urgent matter or one that requires discretion. Hence a family matter.”

      “That’s cracking!” cried my protégé, clasping her hands together in excitement. “Why don’t you teach me how to do that?”

      “Because it requires you to use logic and deductive reasoning, Twyla. Something you seem to lack!”

      The baron tried to find a flaw in my logic. “My quest could have been for a son, not a daughter.”

      “It could have been. But a son you would wait to return, tail between his legs, begging for forgiveness after a debauchery. A daughter? She requires immediate rescue.”

      “I told you she was good,” murmured the duke from his corner, giving me a little clap of appreciation with hands in dove-gray gloves. “Now, will you take the case?”

      “Of course.”

      “Even if it is against your own kind?” growled the baron.

      “I help all. Without prejudice,” I replied calmly to his outburst.

      Glancing sideways at my apprentice, the duke expounded upon the baron’s remark. “It involves the Morpheus Society.”

      “Well, of course I’m still a member in good standing, but I have served my years as a journeyman and my time is now my own.”

      “But what of your loyalty?” demanded the baron.

      “My loyalty is to my client, as long as you are not asking me to do anything illegal or unethical. Now, Mys Andricksson is an apprentice, and she is still bound closely to the Society’s rules. Let us not speak of this further until we return her to her accommodations.”

      “Madame!” cried Twyla. “But I want to know.”

      “And children want to know what they will get for their birthday present, my girl. That doesn’t mean their parents relent.” I had already been embarrassed by Twyla in front of a washerwoman; I didn’t wish to repeat another gaffe in front of nobility, and certainly not in front of Archambeau who would probably never let me live it down.

      “Where do we take the girl?”

      After I’d told the duke her address, he called up to his driver, and as we changed direction, my apprentice crossed her arms, fuming.

      Ignoring her, I asked Archambeau, “How is your mother, and Lady Fontaine? Doing well, I hope.”

      The duke gave his small smile. “Valentina and Mother are off to the south beaches. It’s watercolor season.”

      “By chance, did Lady Baudelaire go with them?”

      At the mention of the woman who had commanded a Ghost Hunt in his house at the first dinner party I had attended there, the duke’s eyes grew sardonic.

      “She did. She and her husband like to play the casinos, which open on the first day of spring. So my house is my own for a few weeks. We saw Jacques Moreau hail you a cab, but told the driver we would give you a ride instead.”

      “Yes, I invited him to the séance. Did Anne-Marie not tell you?”

      “No, she did not. Only the address and that you were working.”

      The carriage stopped and, without further ado, I bade Twyla goodnight. “When I see you tomorrow, I want you to be able to do the dismiss sequence for a spirit backward and forward. And no reading up on demons, young lady.”

      With the dark glance that all mothers of teenagers know so well, the girl left the carriage, the hard corner of her valise hitting my knee. It was probably on purpose, but with Twyla’s awkwardness it could have been simply an accident. Hard to tell.

      As the coach rolled away, putting distance between us and my pouting protégé, I bent forward and, rubbing my hands with excitement, asked, “Now what trouble has your daughter got herself into, Baron Losendahl?”
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      From his pocket, Baron Losendahl handed me a daguerreotype in an oval frame. “My Ebbe.”

      Because of the dimness in the carriage, I brought it close to my eyes to examine it. The girl was older than I had expected— about my own age, with an unsmiling face and serious eyes. Not a girl who would run away on a whim. Ebbe had a wide mouth, high cheekbones, and hair that curled, by nature or design. From the height of the chair in the daguerreotype, the woman looked to be tall; she had broad shoulders and square hips.

      “Is this recent?”

      “Taken last year,” said her father as I returned it to him. “Let me explain⁠—”

      And so Baron Losendahl began his story.
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        * * *

      

      “Ebbe is my oldest child, one of four. Her other three siblings are all brothers and she grew up in a rough and tumble way, hunting and shooting alongside them. She even learned to fence, though I drew the line at boxing— a sport I enjoy, as you noticed.

      “My wife and her sister said the girl needed female companionship of her own age. They demanded I send her away to a school where she could be polished, readying her for a good marriage.

      “Reluctantly, I agreed. She left for a ladies’ seminary with a good reputation when she was about fourteen. While there, she became friends with a young woman named Labrenda Elstad. They became extremely close, and Mys Labrenda visited our home in Zulskaya several times during the summer school breaks.

      Here his voice became mildly disdainful. “She was a sweet girl, delicate. Certainly not up for the rough country sports our family enjoyed. A book reader who spent her time pressing flowers.

      “During Ebbe’s last year at the seminary, however, tragedy struck. Mys Labrenda died in a hunting accident, breaking her neck when her horse took a jump wrong. Our Ebbe was devastated. Inconsolable. She felt herself to be at fault, for she had encouraged the girl to be more bold and daring in her actions, and I’m told picked the horse for the girl to ride that day.

      “Although this happened over ten years ago, I mention it because the death of her school friend may have played a part in what has happened recently. Afterward, it fostered a moroseness in her that continues to this day. She gained a morbid curiosity about death, and her fascination was so marked that I forbade her the hunt.

      “She finally stopped wearing mourning a few years ago, and last year we hoped she would accept an offer from a young Sarnesse man, Mysir Karl Solberg. He was visiting the area, staying with mutual friends, and the two seemed to come to some understanding.

      “Ebbe arranged with a few girlfriends from her academy days to visit Alenbonné, to do some shopping. She insisted on traveling here alone and, since my wife was recovering from a recent illness, we allowed it. After she left, we received this letter.”

      From his pocket, he brought forth a folded document and handed it to me. I held it up to the window, using the passing street lamps to read it.

      
        
        Dear Mother and Father:

        What I am about to write may surprise you, but please be assured, my dearest ones, that it fulfills my deepest wishes and desires. When Karl told me about a group of intellectuals in Alenbonné that studied life after death, it was as if the darkness that weighed me down since Labrenda’s tragic accident finally lifted. I could finally see my path.

        Do not despair for me. Rather, understand that I have found my true calling in joining their illustrious order. The Morpheus Society promises freedom at last from all of my sad troubles.

        Your loving Ebbe

      

      

      “You have contacted the would-be lover— this Karl Solberg?” I asked, refolding the letter and handing it back to the baron.

      It was the duke who replied. “Yes. We have already seen him. He states they were never engaged and that he has no idea why she would have told her parents such a tale.”

      “And yet, it was through him that she heard of the Society. Do we believe him to be innocent of any ulterior motive?” I mused.

      “He states it was a casual conversation, and he never thought she took it so seriously at the time.”

      The baron was letting the duke speak, but his hands were gripped tightly into fists resting on his knee.

      I asked them both, “Do you believe him?”

      “I want to kill the boy!” roared the baron, leaping to his feet and sending the carriage rocking even more than the natural movement the horses caused.

      Archambeau said, “All in good time, Viktor. Now sit down before you tip us over into the gutter.”

      Losendahl did as bidden, but he clearly wasn’t happy about it.

      I suggested cautiously, “It could have been an innocent remark that struck home, and he did not know of her intentions. Has he seen your daughter since her arrival in Alenbonné?”

      “He says not,” growled the worried father.

      “Did she see these school friends she mentioned?”

      “That we did confirm,” said the duke. “It seems the two girls met her at the station and brought her to the Royal Hotel, where they had booked her a room. A room she left about three days later, and vanished. She left behind her maid, who disappeared later the next day.”

      “So there are two missing women? Are you sure we shouldn’t be discussing this with Inspector Barbier?”

      “Not yet,” said the duke. “We need some indication that they did not leave of their own volition. But we both fear we are running out of time.”

      “Surely you have contacted the Society?”

      “Yes, but without satisfaction.” Archambeau’s face said, We will speak of this later.

      “Well, it’s getting about dinnertime and⁠—”

      “You haven’t eaten dinner?” demanded Archambeau. “Dinner at the Royal seems called for.”

      “I’m always up to tasting what the competition can do,” I replied.

      Once again, orders were given to the coachman.

      Perhaps I should not have been finding myself slightly irked that we were three instead of two. It had been months since I had seen Archambeau, and while the case was intriguing and I was happy to help, the baron’s company forestalled any personal questions— such as, where had Archambeau been? Why had he not called? Worse, his manner seemed casual, which was confusing considering our last interaction.

      Archambeau asked me, “Is Perdersen still seeing Chef Faucher?”

      “Gerhard told me it was a passion too hot to survive.”

      The baron broke into our conversation. “What is this talk all about? Eating? When my dear girl has been taken, gulled by some smarmy supernatural ghost hunters?”

      Archambeau was quick to soothe him. “Viktor, Madame Chalamet does her best work on a full stomach. Besides, I am tired of being in this coach, and the most acceptable place to talk with a lady is over an excellent dinner in a respectable restaurant.”

      He still seemed unconvinced, so I added, “I understand that you both have talked with Mysir Karl and these two ladies, but the hotel staff at the Royal will know more about her stay than any of these three persons and probably be far more honest with us.”
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      Like the Crown, the Royal had a large and well-appointed dining hall. It had the crystal chandeliers, white
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DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
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Software, subject to the following conditions:
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presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
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