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For Brad,

the smartest guy I know
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Through the Mirror

Cordelia Liu settled into her usual spot and waited for a ghost to appear.

All was silent and still. That would change in twenty minutes, when the buses arrived and unloaded their daily cargo of students, but for now Shadow School felt like her own private world. It was nice. Comforting. But not the way it used to be. Cordelia missed the thrill of figuring out a Brightkey, the pure bliss when she sent a spirit into its Bright.

She missed being needed.

Last year, her brilliant friend Agnes had built a machine called a dehaunter, which drew spirits to the mirror gallery and sent them into their Brights without Cordelia doing a single thing. She should have been thrilled. Yet instead of finding a new hobby that didn’t threaten her life on a regular basis, Cordelia kept returning to the gallery several mornings a week, hoping to see a ghost depart so she could capture its face in her sketchbook. She couldn’t help the spirits of Shadow School anymore, but at least she could memorialize them. It was better than nothing.

Cordelia drew her knees to her chest and gazed at her surroundings. They had removed the black curtains that once covered the mirrors, exposing the impressive craftsmanship of their frames: wrought iron pounded into autumnal leaves, chestnut filigreed with scenes from a forgotten fairy tale, a circle of crushed sea glass. No two mirrors were alike, though all seemed to hint at a mysterious history best shared by candlelight. Cordelia supposed the same thing could be said about the girl reflected in their surfaces: a stubborn set to the chin, dark eyes aged by secrets far greater than any thirteen-year-old should know—and koala earrings, because koalas were adorable.

The morning wasted away, ghostless. Cordelia removed a thermos of milk tea from her backpack and allowed its creamy sweetness to stave off the morning chill. Shadow School was cold in the winter, as could only be expected from a drafty old mansion, but the temperature drop in the mirror gallery was unusually extreme. Agnes believed that the continual opening and shutting of Bright portals wore away the “preternatural insulation” between the worlds, like an overused window with a cracked seal, and planned to design a series of experiments to test her hypothesis. Cordelia made sure to dress in layers.

She was on her second cup of tea when a man floated into the gallery, his boots hovering inches above the floor.

He didn’t seem to mind being pulled by the invisible force of the dehaunter. Indeed, there was a look of pleasant expectation on his face, as though he were a vacationer riding a moving walkway to his flight. Cordelia dug her sketchbook and pencil out of her backpack, nearly knocking over her thermos in the process, and flipped past a parade of ghosts before finding a blank page. She followed the new arrival across the gallery, already drawing. Early fifties or so. Bump in bridge of nose—broken at some point? Wisp of hair covering bald patch. Cordelia recorded a general outline of his face with a few rough lines, trying to memorize as many of the details as possible so she could finish the drawing later. The important thing was to work as quickly as possible. If the dehaunter was on its game today, she only had a minute or two.

The ghost came to rest before an odd-shaped mirror whose frame had been fitted together from the bones of a large animal. Cordelia felt a tingling along the tips of her hair as the mirror turned black. This new surface had a liquid quality, like molten shadows. Not for the first time, Cordelia wondered what would happen if she stuck her hand into the portal, though she had no intention of doing so. Even her curiosity had its limits.

“There’s nothing to be afraid of,” Cordelia said, giving the ghost a supportive smile. “You’ll be out of here before you know it.”

The man ignored her, his attention riveted to the mirror as it cycled through possible Brights, searching for the perfect fit. Sky-high Christmas tree surrounded by carolers? Lake house, blue sky, hammock? Blur of race cars, revving engines, squealing tires?

Out of habit, Cordelia found herself examining the dead man in an attempt to figure out his Brightkey. Before the dehaunter, this was how she had freed the ghosts—by finding the one special object that would unlock their Bright. Each ghost’s appearance was designed to give her all the clues she needed. A sauce-splattered T-shirt, for example, might indicate the need for an apron, a napkin, or perhaps one last slice of pizza. The Brightkey for a girl wearing a red cloak might be a book of fairy tales or a basket of bread.

Cordelia had loved solving these little mysteries.

That was over now.

There were no clues to be found in the man before her, nothing special about his appearance at all. This had become the norm since the dehaunter took over. Cordelia supposed it made sense. Shadow School did everything for a reason, and now that the dehaunter was doing such a stupendous job, her help was no longer required.

It made her feel more useless than ever.

She heard the approach of clacking heels and turned to see Dr. Roqueni, the principal of Shadow School, enter the mirror gallery. With her slacks, blazer, and silk blouse, she looked more like a CEO than the principal of a New Hampshire public school. The teal frames of her glasses matched her outfit perfectly.

Dr. Roqueni eyed the ghost uneasily as she crossed the room, giving it a wide berth.

“You shouldn’t stand so close,” she said.

“He’s harmless.”

“He seems harmless. You can’t trust them.”

Cordelia took a diplomatic step back. Dr. Roqueni had grown skittish around the ghosts since being possessed last year, and Cordelia didn’t want to upset her.

The principal looked down at the drawing pad.

“There are other things to sketch, you know. Trees. Mountains. The living.”

Cordelia shrugged.

“Mr. Keene was just talking the other day about how talented you are,” Dr. Roqueni continued. “He says he offered to help you build a portfolio so you can skip to the advanced courses when you start high school next year. He’s disappointed you haven’t taken him up on it.”

“I’ll talk to him soon.”

“Only so much ‘soon’ left. It’s already January. Graduation will be here before you know it. You have a gift, Cordelia. Don’t waste it.”

“Yeah,” Cordelia replied with a meaningful look at the ghost. “The last thing I’d want to do is waste any of my natural gifts.”

A smile broke across the ghost’s face as the mirror finally settled on a Bright he liked: a college campus with ivy-covered stone buildings and groups of students going from class to class. The ghost stepped through the portal. Cordelia had just enough time to see him stride away, a young man now, with a bookbag over one shoulder, and then the campus was replaced by her reflection. The mirror was just a mirror again.

Dr. Roqueni’s shoulders relaxed.

“Have to run,” Cordelia said, flipping her sketchbook shut. “Field trip today. Speaking of which—I did some research. Did you know that Gideon’s Ark is haunted?”

“Of course I did. By a totally harmless ghost who hasn’t been seen in over a year. That’s the only reason I okayed the field trip in the first place. Plus it’s a fascinating place. Strange, but fascinating.”

“Maybe I’ll see the ghost,” Cordelia said.

Dr. Roqueni gave a long sigh.

“We’ve been over this a thousand times,” she said. “Your Sight only works inside Shadow School.”

“You just said yourself that the ghost hasn’t been seen in over a year. Which means, at some point, someone saw him.”

“A momentary glimpse. A tear in the fabric. Not true Sight.”

“It’s not impossible, though. Elijah Shadow could see ghosts anywhere.”

“He was a rare exception. If you could see ghosts everywhere you went, don’t you think you would have noticed by now?”

“Maybe not. Ghosts aren’t exactly ‘everywhere.’”

She had certainly looked hard enough, though. For the past six months, Cordelia had pestered her parents into taking her to every haunted landmark in the area. The Mount Washington Hotel. The Three Chimneys Inn. Cordelia had even dragged them to multiple ghost tours in Boston and Salem.

She loved her parents, and spending time with them had been fun. But she hadn’t seen a single ghost.

“You’ve already done enough,” Dr. Roqueni said. “These spirits will never be trapped again. Isn’t that what really matters? At last, they’ll be able to move on.” She placed her hands on Cordelia’s shoulders and looked deeply into her eyes. “You might want to follow their lead. You’ll be a high school student in just a few months. It’s time to develop more appropriate interests.”

“Can I bring the spectercles on the field trip?” Cordelia asked.

Dr. Roqueni threw up her arms. “For goodness’ sake. You’re relentless.”

“Just as an experiment. They let people without the Sight see ghosts, right? And since they work in Shadow School, it makes sense they might work outside—”

“Enough,” Dr. Roqueni said. She had switched to her principal voice, which was capable of quieting down an entire lunchroom with a few well-enunciated words. “Listen to me. You should never seek ghosts out on purpose. They’re dangerous. When are you finally going to understand that, Cordelia Liu?”

The morning bell rang.

“I have to go,” Cordelia said, grabbing her bag. “The buses leave first thing after homeroom.”

“Can you stay after school today? I have a bit of news. I wanted everyone to be there.”

“Sure. I’ll tell Benji and Agnes.”

“Thanks. Think about what I said. And no spectercles. Just enjoy the trip like a normal kid for once.”

“All right. See you later!”

Cordelia ran out of the gallery. The metal cases that housed the spectercles clinked together in her bag.
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Gideon’s Ark

After a nausea-inducing trip along a winding mountain road, Cordelia was thrilled to finally escape the bus. She flipped up the hood of her red woolen coat and followed the stream of students into the frigid January wind. Most kids were already snapping pics of their unusual destination: a wooden ark as large as a cruise ship, sitting on the edge of the mountain.

“Ah, Shadow School,” said Benji, following Cordelia down the steps of the bus, “where even the field trips are weird.”

“That’s a big boat,” said Cordelia.

“It’s not a boat,” said Agnes, exiting the bus behind Benji. “Boats float. Look at that hull! It’s not nearly wide enough to generate the buoyant force necessary for a ship of that size to remain above water.”

“Does having so much stuff in your head ever make it hurt?” Benji asked.

“Nope. Just stupid questions.” Agnes rubbed her temples. “Ow!”

“Keep moving, eighth graders!” shouted Mr. Derleth, ushering them across the parking lot. It was empty except for a row of vehicles that probably belonged to the employees: a few cars, a white van, and a pickup truck with too many bumper stickers. The students merged onto a path squeezed tight by rounded piles of snow. Rock salt crunched beneath their boots. While Cordelia and Agnes followed the main procession of students, Benji hung back to compare notes with his buddies about some new video game they had all been playing.

“So it turns out this place is haunted,” Cordelia told Agnes. “Nothing scary. Just the dude who built it. I was thinking we could—”

Cordelia noticed—much to her annoyance—that Agnes was texting someone. “Don’t worry. I’m listening,” Agnes said. She added a smile, which was a far more common occurrence now that her braces had been removed.

“My Agnes! No sharing!” Cordelia whined, playfully reaching for the phone. “Who is this mysterious person who’s more important than me?”

“Just this guy Mark. I met him at the college where I do that STEM program.”

“I thought that was only for girls.”

“It is. Mark’s in a special physics program for the gifted and talented. He had a question about quantum mechanics.”

“Was it ‘What is quantum mechanics?’”

“A bit more complicated than that.” Agnes rattled off one last text and slipped the phone in her pocket. “Done now. Sorry.”

“I forgive you. But only if Mark has romantic potential. I’m picturing tall, big blue eyes, lab coat.”

“Short, stocky, Patriots sweatshirt.” Agnes’s cheeks colored slightly. “As for romantic potential, he did lend me a pencil last week. And not just any old pencil. The fancy mechanical kind.”

“What a flirt!”

“Speaking of romance . . .” Agnes whispered in a teasing tone, linking her arm through Cordelia’s. “Benji and Vivi have been broken up for months now. And he was totally staring at you during social studies yesterday.”

“You’re crazy.”

“I’m a scientist. My powers of observation are unparalleled.”

“I probably had something on my face.”

“Yeah. Your eyes and nose and mouth. And Benji couldn’t get enough of them.”

“Stop,” Cordelia said, blushing. “Benji and Vivi barely talk these days.”

“And this is a problem because . . . ?”

“They used to be really good friends before they dated. And now they’re not.”

“That’s how it goes sometimes,” Agnes said.

“Exactly! If Benji and I started dating, all we’d be doing is stamping an expiration date on our friendship. So many things have already changed. The dehaunter stole my job. Mr. Shadow went back home. Ezra moved. I can’t risk losing Benji too!”

“Or, as an alternate take, we made the school safe for all the ghosts, Mr. Shadow and Dr. Roqueni are finally getting along again, Ezra’s mom got an awesome new job, and if you and Benji dated, you’d be the cutest couple since Asuna and Kirito.”

“I don’t know who those people are.”

“And speaking of change being a good thing,” Agnes continued, “remember that girl who moved here from California and really hated her new school because it was full of ghosts, but now her entire life revolves around—”

“That reminds me! We’re graduating from Shadow School in a few months! More change!”

“I think you missed my point there.”

They started up the wooden ramp that jutted from the hull of the ark. The view was breathtaking: mountain peaks, the morning sun, a forest of snow-dappled hemlocks. Cordelia glanced back at Benji, who was still talking to his friends. He must have sensed she was looking in his direction because he returned her gaze.

Cordelia quickly looked away.

They reached a scenic landing just outside the main entrance where visitors could pose for photographs. Mr. Derleth was standing next to a big blue storage bin on wheels.

“No bags permitted inside,” he said, cupping his gloved hands to his mouth. “Leave them here. You can pick them up on your way back to the bus.”

Cordelia put her head down and kept walking. I saved you from being possessed by an evil gardener, she thought, quickening her pace. Just let the whole bag thing slide. . . .

“Cordelia,” Mr. Derleth said in a cheery voice.

“Oops,” she said, turning around. “I didn’t hear you. Sorry.”

“Uh-huh. No need to lug that thing around.” He gave her a knowing smile. “There’s nothing in there you need today.”

Cordelia could see what was happening. Dr. Roqueni had known she would bring the spectercles, despite telling her otherwise. Mr. Derleth was there to stop her. With a grunt of frustration, Cordelia tossed the bag in the bin. Someday she might see a ghost outside of Shadow School. But it wouldn’t be today.

The students congregated in a massive entrance hall. Hats were removed, hair patted into place, gloves stuffed inside pockets. Coats, for the most part, stayed on. The temperature was warmer than outside, but not exactly toasty.

“Whoa,” Agnes said. “This place is even cooler on the inside!”

Cordelia gazed up at the wooden ceiling high overhead, drinking in its cathedral vastness. There were winding ramps and hanging walkways everywhere. Looking along the length of the ark, Cordelia felt momentarily disoriented by its size, like standing on the edge of a skyscraper and gazing down at the sidewalk below. Beams of light pierced the dimly lit bowels, crossing in a series of giant X’s that seemed to warn visitors to proceed no further.

Mr. Derleth and the parent chaperones corralled the students toward a presentation area in the center of the hall. Benji rejoined the girls, and the trio squished together on one of the semicircular benches set up for visitors.

While taking her seat, Agnes accidentally kicked over Mason James’s water bottle. It made a loud clanging noise.

“Watch it!” Mason exclaimed, checking the bottle for damage. “This is a limited edition. It cost ninety dollars!”

Benji scoffed. “Who pays ninety bucks for a water bottle?”

“People who can,” Mason said with a superior little smile. “I wouldn’t expect you to understand. By the way, I saw your sister the other day. First year at Shadow School, right? Cute kid.”

Cordelia felt Benji’s body go rigid. “Watch it.”

“Funny thing. I recognized the sweater she was wearing. My sister used to wear it all the time. We give all our old clothes to charity, so . . . I’m glad it’s being put to good use.”

“My family doesn’t take charity,” Benji said.

Mason’s gaze lingered over Benji’s ratty old hoodie. “Maybe you should start.”

Perhaps things would have escalated—Benji had a temper, especially when his family was involved—but at that point an elderly woman walked to the front of the audience and cleared her throat. She was wearing a maroon jacket, a glittery butterfly pendant, and a button that said ARK ME A QUESTION!

“Thank you so much for coming today,” the woman said. Her voice was clear and strong. “My name is Mrs. Russell, and you are in for a treat today—a real treat!”

Mason took a long slug from his water bottle. Cordelia patted Benji’s arm. “He’s not worth it.”

Benji gave the briefest of nods and slouched in his seat.

“Gideon’s Ark is not only an architectural marvel,” Mrs. Russell continued. “It’s one of the largest natural history museums in the world. But I’m getting ahead of myself.” She took a step to the side, revealing a glass case exhibiting an antique toy ark. “Let’s start with a small boy growing up in the farmlands of Illinois. A small boy with a small ark . . . and big dreams.”

Over the next hour, Mrs. Russell related the history of Seamus Gideon in painstaking detail. As a child, he had been obsessed with the biblical story of Noah and the flood, so when Seamus became rich enough, he decided to build an ark of his own. His initial plan had been to fill it with living animals and create the world’s first floating zoo, but when that proved impractical, Gideon decided to preserve animals that were already dead. Over the following two decades, he collected as many species as possible.

As Mrs. Russell droned on and on, Cordelia’s attention began to wander. She twisted in her seat and saw two grown-ups standing behind the kids: a burly, bearded man who looked like he should be felling trees somewhere and a young woman with auburn hair. They made an odd pair. Cordelia assumed they were chaperones, though she didn’t remember seeing them earlier.

“Mr. Gideon passed away one tragic morning in 1973,” Mrs. Russell said, holding a hand to her butterfly pendant. “But his legacy lives on! Within these walls you will find over two thousand species of animals, all perfectly preserved by the finest taxidermists in America, many by Mr. Gideon himself. But since the wonders of the natural world are hardly enough to hold the attention of today’s youth”—a pause here to deliver a withering glare at a student sneaking a peek at his phone—“we are also providing you with a scavenger hunt. There are twenty-six different species to find, from the silky anteater to the plains zebra. Good luck!”

The students rose from their seats, eager to stretch their legs, while Mr. Derleth and the chaperones passed out lists.

“I love scavenger hunts!” Agnes exclaimed. “My mom used to hide different fungus samples all over the house when I was little. I had to find them and identify them. Double the fun!”

“We need to have a long talk about your childhood,” Cordelia said.

“Anything beats sitting in class,” Benji said. “And the best part? No ghosts! This might be a school day, but it feels like a vacation to me.”

Unlike Cordelia, Benji had always viewed his ability to see the ghosts as a burden, not a gift. It made her sad. She wished he loved the ghosts as much as she did. They had only been away from Shadow School for an hour, and Cordelia already missed them.

What am I going to do when I graduate? she thought.

They headed into the bowels of Gideon’s Ark.
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Scavenger Hunt

The walls of the third-floor landing were carved with relief sculptures of tropical birds. Dust motes danced in the sunlight that filtered in between the ceiling beams. Benji peered over the thick rope that protected visitors from a messy fall and whistled.

“Long way down,” he said.

“I’ll take your word for it,” Agnes replied, refusing to look. She had no problem allowing tarantulas to climb up her arm or dissecting a squid’s eye, but heights were a different story.

They crossed the landing and entered a wide, creaky corridor. It was darker in this part of the ark. Hearing the wind swirl outside, Cordelia could easily imagine that they were riding the ocean waves instead of sitting on top of a mountain.

Dozens of eyes watched them pass.

If the birds had been dangling from fishing lines or behind the glass windows of museum-style dioramas, Cordelia might have felt more at ease. But Gideon had wanted his ark to feel as authentic as possible, so the dead birds had been secured in dome-shaped cages, as though there was a possibility they might come to life and try to escape. Concealed speakers played chirping noises, adding to the eerie atmosphere.

“This guy clearly didn’t have enough stuffed animals as a kid,” Benji muttered.

“They’re not stuffed,” Agnes said as she gleefully flitted from exhibit to exhibit. Each species was represented by two birds—a male and a female—which somehow made things even creepier. “A good taxidermist doesn’t need to open the body cavity at all. They just carefully remove and preserve the skin, then mount it onto an armature.”

Benji stared at a white pelican, its long beak poised to snag a fish that would never come. “So, I’m not looking at a dead bird. I’m looking at a dead bird’s skin stretched over some kind of . . . mannequin?”

“Exactly.”

“You know that’s not any better, right? It might actually be worse.”

Agnes crossed her arms. “Taxidermy is a highly respected art that’s been used to preserve animals for centuries.”

“By serial killers?”

“By scientists!”

“And serial killers,” Benji said, “and probably the occasional serial killer who was also a scientist.”

As Agnes did her best to stomp on Benji’s foot, Cordelia took a closer look at a pair of small birds with vibrant blue feathers. A placard below the cage read:

SPLENDID FAIRYWREN, AUSTRALIA

“Are those eyes real?” Cordelia asked.

Agnes shook her head. “Probably just glass. Eyes are a pain to preserve, so taxidermists either make their own or order from one of the specialized companies online. Some of the eyes are truly beautiful—like works of art!”

“Now I know what to get you for your birthday,” Cordelia said.

Agnes was clearly pleased by the idea. “Just so you know, snowy owls have gorgeous eyes. They would look so cute on my desk!”

“Serial killer,” Benji whispered.

The kids spotted one of the birds they needed for the scavenger hunt (cedar waxwings, New Hampshire) and checked it off their list. With this minor achievement under their belt, they followed the main corridor into dark, mazelike passageways that seemed to stretch forever. Occasionally they passed a group of fellow students using their phones to light their path—or just using their phones, period. They found Vivi and a cute boy named Austin Ferris laughing in front of the slender-snouted crocodile, but if Benji was bothered by this, Cordelia didn’t notice.

She had other things on her mind.

Even though her initial plan with the spectercles had failed, she was keeping her eyes peeled for the ghost of Seamus Gideon. Elijah Shadow could see them, Cordelia thought, staring into the darkness and willing it to move. Why not me? The scavenger hunt allowed her to search for Seamus without being obvious about it, which was good. She was too embarrassed to tell her friends what she was really doing. Benji and Agnes knew all about her numerous attempts to see ghosts outside of Shadow School, and they might find her refusal to accept what had already been proven, time and time again, a little sad.

The morning dragged on. By the time they had reached the middle of their list (capybaras, South America), Cordelia was starting to give up and Benji was bored. Only Agnes retained her enthusiasm. Her ponytail bopped up and down as she zipped between exhibits, checking each placard for the next animal on their list. She grew tired of waiting for her sluggish friends and forged ahead without them.

Cordelia’s stomach grumbled.

“Hungry?” Benji asked.

“You heard that?”

“My tío heard that. Not the one you met. The one who lives in Peru.”

Cordelia smacked him on the arm. “It’s not my fault. I’m starving.”

“Me too. I won’t lie. Some of these animals are starting to look pretty tasty.”

“Eww.”

“Come on, slowpokes!” Agnes called back. “That tomato frog’s around here somewhere! I can feel it!”

“Is a tomato frog even real?” Benji asked.

“It’s on the list,” Cordelia said with a shrug. “Do you think it’s called a tomato frog because it eats tomatoes or because it looks like a tomato?”

Benji laughed. “Beats me. But this place isn’t so bad. At least we get to hang out.”

Their eyes met, and Cordelia was suddenly aware that she could no longer hear Agnes—or anyone else, for that matter.

“So,” Benji said, scratching the back of his head, “there’s this new horror movie that just came out. It’s about”—he made air quotes—“‘ghosts.’ You want to check it out? I figured we’d get a kick out of all the things they get spectacularly wrong.”

“Fun! Agnes will have a field day. I’ll bring my big pocketbook so we can sneak her brownies into the theater again.”

“Actually,” Benji said, suddenly unable to meet her eyes. “I was thinking that Ag could sit this one out. Like, it could just be us. Is that okay?”

He’s asking me out, Cordelia thought in astonishment. She didn’t know what to say. Images flashed through her head like a montage in a cheesy movie: sharing popcorn, inching closer together during the scary parts, holding hands in the hallway at school, the jealous whispers of the popular girls.

The word yes hovered close to her lips.

But was she ready to go on a first date? It was a watershed moment, the gate between before and after, a sign that high school was on the horizon and her years at Shadow School were drawing to a close.

“I don’t think so,” Cordelia said. “I’m sorry.”

She could tell she had hurt Benji’s feelings. “That’s cool,” he said, jamming his hands into his pockets. “It’s probably a stupid movie anyway. Besides, I shouldn’t be wasting money right now.”

Cordelia grasped onto this potential segue, eager to change the subject. “Your dad have any luck finding a new job yet?”

“He’s been interviewing left and right, but there’s not much out there. Everyone’s hurting. My mom’s hours just got cut at the restaurant, so now she’s freaking out more than ever. I’ve been bagging groceries and shoveling snow to try and help out, but that’s just—”

Benji noticed something behind Cordelia and lowered his voice. “Let’s keep moving. I don’t need this guy hearing my life story.”

They started to walk. Cordelia checked over her shoulder, trying to catch a glimpse of their eavesdropper. All she saw was a pair of panthers whose green eyes seemed to glow in the dim light.

“What guy?” she asked.

“Behind us.”

Cordelia looked again. Longer this time. “There’s no one there.”

“How are you missing him? He’s right there!”

There was no one behind them that Cordelia could see—which left only one possibility. “Does he have long white hair?” she asked. “And glasses that look too big for his face?”

“That’s him!”

“Oh no. Benji—you’re not going to like this.”

“What?”

“I saw an old photo of Seamus Gideon downstairs. It was taken just before he died.”

“No.”

“He had long white hair.”

“No!”

“And glasses too big for his face. It’s a ghost, Benji. I can’t see him. But you can.”

“You’re wrong!” Benji exclaimed. The desperation in his voice nearly broke her heart. “It’s just a normal, living old man. I’ll prove it.”

He turned around and waved to what appeared to be an empty corridor. “Excuse me, sir,” he said, craning his neck to look up at someone taller than himself. “Do you know the way back to the main floor?”

Cordelia strained to see something. A blur. A wavering. Anything. But as far as she could tell, Benji was talking to the air. She felt
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