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Prologue

	 

	As Arthur popped the cork, the champagne burst from the bottle. Elise laughed and clapped her hands, her face lighting up. In the light from the candle, her face was positively glowing, and he couldn’t remember a happier time in his life. She was radiant, beautiful, and everything he had ever wanted. He loved her with all his heart.

	“I’m so glad you agreed to come tonight,” he told her, pouring the champagne into her glass.

	She pushed some of her long, coppery locks behind her right ear, and her smile became coy. “Of course I’d come, silly. Why wouldn’t I?”

	“Oh, you know. What’s his name? Edmond? From Comfrey’s Restaurant?” Arthur said, filling his own glass as well.

	Elise looked at him as she raised the glass to sip her champagne. “I have no idea what you mean,” she said.

	He smiled at her, and the waiter arrived, placing their meals before them. The restaurant was peaceful and quiet, and the other diners spoke in hushed tones that could barely be heard.

	From their seats, the window showed the lights of Paris, illuminated and golden and alive. The Eiffel Tower rose high in the distance, the lights dotting the iron frame caught in the nearby waterfall and creating an almost ghostly glow.

	Arthur stared out the window as Elise delicately cut into her.

	Is there a waterfall next to the Eiffel?

	“We should go for a walk after dinner,” she suggested, cutting in on his musing.

	He smiled, looking from her to the boeuf bourguignon in front of him. It smelled amazing, and the sauce looked rich and hearty.

	“That sounds like a fine idea,” he agreed. He’d been taking daily walks for decades now, usually in the mornings, to visit people around town.

	He had a bite of beef and was delighted by how tender it was. It nearly melted in his mouth, and the flavor was wonderful. He’d always imagined French food, real French food, would be exquisite. He was glad to finally get the chance to try it for himself.

	“I’m having a wonderful time,” Elise told him. He was as well. In fact, he couldn’t remember having a better time in his entire life.

	Arthur had felt alone for many years. Aside from his cat Gulliver, he had very few friends. There were many acquaintances, of course. And he was glad for every person who would chat with him in the park or at the community center where he went to play cards sometimes. Ever since he’d retired, it had been much harder to find people to talk with, but he put in the effort, and it paid off. He was lonely, yes, but he could have been lonelier.

	But that was before Elise. He never imagined he’d have this chance. The most beautiful woman he had ever known. He met her when he was working for a company called Roberts’ Transport. He was a driver, and Elise worked in the office.

	Every day when he came in for his shift, Arthur would say hello to her. She would say hello back, but often little else. She was involved with Edmond Tully, a chef at Comfrey’s who’d been schooled in France, and had traveled to Italy and Brazil and even China. He’d been everywhere and was worldly and intelligent in ways Arthur could never compete with.

	Arthur had always been a simple man. His mother was a secretary for a lawyer, and his father was a factory manager. He was raised to respect hard work and not make waves in the world. He ate pot roast, not boeuf bourguignon, and he had little to offer a beautiful woman like Elise.

	He had heard that she and Edmond had gotten married, but of course, by that time, he had lost touch with her. She’d never been anything more than polite with him. A mere “hello” in the morning and “good night” in the evening was all he got. And by the time Arthur left Roberts’ Transport, she had already quit and gone to parts unknown.

	But now Arthur was staring at her, Elise, watching her eat her food. She looked just the same as he remembered. That fiery, copper-red hair. That mischievous smile, and those eyes that could light up a room.

	“How come you look the same?” he asked.

	She grinned at him before stabbing a small piece of potato with her fork.

	“What kind of a question is that?” she asked. She looked the same as when they had worked at Roberts’. But that had been thirty years ago. He was an old man now. She should have been an old woman.

	Arthur lifted the spoon from next to his plate and looked at his upside-down reflection on the concave surface. His thick head of chestnut brown hair. His smooth cheeks, with just a hint of dark stubble. It was a face he had not seen in a mirror for decades.

	Outside, someone ran past the window. The person looked vaguely familiar, a man Arthur had met in the park. It was just yesterday, he thought. The man had stopped to talk to Arthur when he saw him with…

	The memory flickered in the corners of Arthur’s mind. Baskin, the ventriloquist dummy he had found in the park—so many people had seen him carrying it and stopped to comment on it. They were all so friendly. He invited everyone to come by later to talk and to see the doll. They had all agreed to come and do so, excited by the prospect. Arthur was thrilled as well. So many new friends. It was wonderful. Everything seemed wonderful.

	The person outside screamed, and Arthur dropped his spoon, startled by the sound. Elise gave no sign that she noticed; nor did anyone else in the restaurant.

	“Did you see…” he began, pointing. But the window was gone. The entire right half of the restaurant was gone. He was in his apartment. The man he had seen outside the restaurant was slumped against the wall in the hallway that led to Arthur’s washroom. A thick, hazy white substance held the man in place like glue. It dangled from his extremities and the wall itself, gently swishing in some unfelt breeze.

	The man’s eyes were sunken, and Arthur stared into then. He had been a young and vibrant man the day before. Now his flesh was waxy, and almost yellow. His cheeks had all but caved in, and crusty brown blood had built up around his nostrils and the corners of his dried, cracked lips.

	“Help…” the man moaned.

	Arthur made a move to stand up, but stopped as someone touched his shoulder. He looked up at the waiter.

	“Can I get you anything else, monsieur?” the waiter inquired. His face was peachy pink, and his eyes were black and unblinking. He wore a pristine tuxedo with a blinding white shirt and a proper bowtie. The man’s hair wasn’t soft at all; it was painted on his head. His jaw clacked up and down on a hinge when he spoke.

	Like a ventriloquist dummy…

	“No, thank you,” Arthur said. He didn’t need anything else. He had his meal, and he had champagne, and he had Elise.

	He looked at the woman across from him. She sipped more champagne. The window behind her was back, and again it showed the beauty of Paris by night. Everything looked wonderful. Everything was perfect.

	“Ça va, merci,” Arthur repeated to the waiter. Elise giggled at his French, and they continued their meal. It was all so wonderful.

	Thousands of miles from Paris, in an old but well-maintained apartment on the ground floor of the Webber Building, Arthur McCullough sat in his living room in a once expensive, but now beat-up old recliner. The armrests were wearing thin, and it leaned slightly to one side, owing to Arthur always bracing himself on the right as he stood up.

	There was no Elise here. No delicious food and no view of Paris. The only thing moving was Arthur and the ventriloquist dummy in his lap.

	“Dessert?” Arthur asked, smiling at the wall across from himself with glossy eyes.

	“Oh, yes please,” the doll said in a voice he remembered as Elise’s.

	On the floor across the room, a man groaned. Webs of shimmering, off-white energy wrapped around his body, seeping into the pores of his flesh and drawing out the very life essence.

	Sections of the walls within Arthur’s apartment had faded away, as though smudged from existence. Beyond them were places and times that could not possibly exist. They shimmered in and out of reality like windows to memories and dreams. Sometimes Arthur’s Paris would appear; sometimes a family dinner at Christmas; or a bedroom in a cozy old cabin.

	The memories didn’t all belong to Arthur. Some did, but others belonged to the man on the ground, or other people Arthur had only met for a moment. Vast sections of a warehouse expanded out of Arthur’s front door, into where the hallway should have been. It was a place called Baskin Tool and Die.

	And that was not a memory at all.

	The bodies scattered about the floor of Baskin Tool and Die were not memories, either. There were times when their faces crept into the shadows of the Paris restaurant, and Arthur would see pale flesh and a skeletal frame, drained of life and gasping its final breaths. Always from the corner of his eyes. When he turned to look, Elise would say something, and their faces would fade away. Then all he would remember was how much he loved her and what a wonderful time they were having.


Chapter One

	 

	Fiona cursed as she opened her eyes. A single shaft of sunlight had somehow weaseled its way through the crack in the curtains on the bedroom window and blasted her in the face. She fumbled for her phone, rolling away from the terrible sunlight, and looked at the display. It was seven forty-two. She hadn’t been awake that early on purpose in over a decade.

	She was ill-prepared for the chore of getting used to her uncle’s mansion. She kept telling herself to be grateful. She’d been given an amazing opportunity in the form of a beautiful house and more money than she had a clue what to do with. But every day, she discovered something new to hate about it.

	Her apartment in the city had no windows that faced the sun. The bedroom had no windows at all, in fact. No neighbors, no hassles, nothing. It was perfect for her. At her uncle’s place, the sun rushed through the big picture window and around the cracks in her curtains every morning. Plus, she had to listen to Matilda and Sheldon, her uncle’s friends and sort-of-employees, bustling around making food or cleaning or doing whatever.

	She felt like a jerk for feeling the way she did. Who complained about a mansion or people cooking them dinner? But she liked being alone and independent. She didn’t like feeling like anyone else’s burden or responsibility. It made her uncomfortable.

	In an ideal world, she would have given Sheldon and Matilda the house and left most of the money to charity. But she had learned that the real world was far from ideal.

	The thing that made her most uncomfortable in the house was downstairs, hidden away behind her uncle’s workshop. Her uncle, a dollmaker who was as famous as a dollmaker could be, had made his fortune in toys. But, as Fiona had recently found out, he’d also spent a lot of his time hunting down dangerous spirits and trapping them in dolls he then locked in a secure vault.

	She could have gone her whole life without knowing that evil spirits plagued the living sometimes. Spirits like Krov the Clown, who had once been a Soviet-era serial killer named Adrik Sidorov. Once he was gunned down, he came back as a ghost, and continued his reign of terror until Fiona’s uncle, Henry, captured him in a clown doll.

	But the clown had escaped—set free by Henry’s one-time apprentice, Ambrose Wilkes, along with two other dolls. Fiona had managed to stop Krov by using a trinket her uncle had made for her, something designed to stun the dolls, which she had forced inside the doll's body until the spirit was destroyed. But the other two were still free.

	The other thing making her uncomfortable was Henry. Her uncle, to whom she had once been close, had kept so many secrets. And then he was murdered. And then he came back.

	When the clown was released, Ambrose had sent a doll to do it. That same doll poisoned Henry. But before he died, he’d transferred his own spirit into a doll, a small clockwork robot he called Tick Tock. And that was where his spirit remained. Her dead uncle was downstairs in a robot doll.

	Matilda and Sheldon, she had learned, were dolls as well. Hyper-realistic living dolls, with no knowledge that they weren’t humans. Krov had killed both of them, but they came back—dolls couldn’t really be stabbed to death. They had no memory of the incident.

	All of those things together ensured that Fiona had no easy way out of this. Two dolls possessed by vile spirits were still free; two monsters that could cause untold suffering. And that was all on her to fix, because no one else in the world could do it. No one could even know.

	Her best friend, Vera Vertuga, whose parents had taken in Fiona after her own had died, had already been kidnapped by Ambrose Wilkes and Krov the Clown. A family had been murdered, and so had some attendees of a carnival. People would keep dying if she didn’t re-capture or destroy the dolls. She couldn’t just leave it.

	And so, she was stuck in this weird old house. Fiona sat up in bed, squinting at the shaft of sunlight again. If she was going to stay here, she would buy some black-out curtains. And she was not going to be getting up before nine o’clock at the very earliest.

	She got out of bed, brushed her teeth, and dressed quickly before using a pair of hair sticks to hold her hair up in a messy bun and then heading downstairs. She could smell coffee brewing and bacon cooking, and immediately regretted thinking she’d be better off at her own place. Matilda was a hell of a cook. Even if Fiona had no understanding of how or why she was in a doll’s body, since Matilda herself wasn’t even aware of it, she didn’t care. Having someone making freshly brewed coffee was something she could get used to.

	A place was already set for her in the dining room. Tick Tock stood on the table, staring down at an open newspaper. His small stature meant even simple tasks took a bit more effort than normal, but he seemed to be adapting to it well enough.

	“Good morning,” Tick Tock said in his tiny robot voice, looking up from the paper. His eyes glowed blue, powered by some mysterious source inside the robot body. It was still strange to hear that voice and know it was her uncle.

	“Good morning,” she replied. “You guys need to learn how to sleep in.”

	“I don’t sleep at all anymore,” the robot told her.

	From the kitchen, Matilda entered the room with a pot of coffee. Fiona had watched her grind the beans the day before, then make what might have been the best cup of coffee she’d ever had in her life. Henry had told her the beans came in weekly from somewhere in South America, a farm owned by an old business associate. Freshest coffee in the state, he’d said several times now.

	“Good morning, Matilda,” Fiona said.

	The older woman poured her a mug and set it at the head of the table with an array of sugars and cream.

	“Good morning. Breakfast will be ready shortly.”

	“You really don’t have to—”

	“Come now!” Matilda said, cutting her off. “We’ve done this, what? Eight times now? Ten? Stop telling me to stop doing my job.”

	She glared at Fiona, looking very stern. Fiona had come to learn the expression was more for show than anything, and that Matilda was by no means an authoritarian. But she did seem to enjoy cooking and taking care of her. Henry had told Fiona to just let her do it, that it would be much easier than arguing.

	“Sorry,” Fiona said sheepishly. Matilda nodded and returned to the kitchen.

	“How did you ever sleep in this place? It creaks at night. The windows let the sun in. There’s all this space…” she began, putting sugar in her coffee. “Plus, there’s that vault of evil dolls.”

	“Your apartment has windows,” Henry said.

	Fiona shook her head.

	“Just the kitchen and dining area. But no. If I want to see the sun, I go outside. That’s why inside is inside and outside is outside.”

	“That's an interesting philosophy,” he told her.

	She sipped her coffee and smiled. It was perfect. “No philosophy, just facts. Your home should be a fortress. A place of refuge. No outside oozing in. No killer dolls. No creaky floors. Just a comfy bed and a big TV and some snacks.”

	“I know you have more ambition than that,” Henry chastised. “Television and snacks? You’re not a fraternity member.”

	“I’m just saying your home is your castle, and all that jazz.”

	“This was,” Henry said, sounding somewhat wistful.

	Fiona sighed. “Have you made any progress?” she asked, changing the subject. They had purchased a spirit compass to help track Krov the Clown, and, after Tick Tock was damaged in a fight, Fiona rebuilt the robot with the compass in his chest. Henry had been able to use it to track spirit energy but had been having difficulty narrowing down the specific spirits they were looking for.

	“I may have. It’s hard to explain how the compass works now that it’s a part of me. I guess you could say I have to get a feel for it, a sense that I’m looking at the right spirit. I think I may have located Baskin, but we’ll need to travel to where it is to make sure.”

	“Really? We should go now,” she suggested.

	Her uncle shook his head.

	“We will. But we need to be ready. Baskin is not the same as Krov was. We need to be prepared, or else we may not survive.”

	“How do you want to prepare?”

	“You need to learn to do what I used to do. We’ll start with trinkets. They are the best weapon we have against a creature like Baskin. But if something happens to the one you have now, you’ll be at a disadvantage, so I will show you how to make a new one,” Henry told her.

	Matilda returned with a plate of food. She’d made scrambled eggs with bacon and home fries. She set the plate before Fiona and turned to leave again.

	“I’ll bring some pancakes and condiments in a moment,” she said. Fiona laughed to herself and smiled. Breakfast at home was usually a bowl of Lucky Charms, or sometimes a microwave burrito if she was feeling adventurous.

	“Also, Sheldon is back, getting some things in the kitchen,” Matilda added from the door.

	Tick Tock’s robot head nodded.

	“Good, he’s got it.”

	“What’s he got?” Fiona asked, eating a piece of bacon.

	“I had him go to a local blacksmith the other day to have something made for you,” her uncle explained. “He went to get it this morning.”

	“From a blacksmith, huh? Horseshoes?” she asked.

	“That’s more a farrier’s job. No, this will help us in our task.”

	Matilda returned after a short while, with Sheldon following her. Matilda set a tray of pancakes and two coffee cups along with bottles of syrup and ketchup on the table. Sheldon set down a small but heavy-looking bag.

	“How does it look?” Henry asked.

	Sheldon took a sip before answering.

	“Good. The smith said because it’s pure iron, it won’t be as strong as steel, so you need to watch out for that. And rust.”

	“Yes, well, that’s true,” Henry agreed. “But it’s a problem for later.”

	Sheldon set his coffee down and opened the bag. He pulled out a number of items, including small jars and a sprig of leaves, plus salt and some other items Fiona remembered from when they made the first trinket. The last thing to emerge was unfamiliar, though. It looked like a simple black bar, a piece of iron perhaps five inches long, with a rounded tip on one end. There were grooves worked into the iron, like the grips on bicycle handlebars. He set it on the table in front of Fiona.

	“What is it?” she asked.

	“Pick it up,” Henry instructed. She lifted the metal cylinder. For such a small thing, it had some heft. The end had some concentric rings, like smaller iron rods hidden in the larger bar.

	“Flick your wrist like you’re casting a fishing rod,” Henry instructed.

	Fiona glanced at him with a raised eyebrow.

	“Okay…” she said. She jerked her hand, and the metal in her hand shifted. There was a quiet but audible scraping sound, and the interior rods suddenly burst free. The bar extended outward in three separate layers—doubling, then tripling the length of the bar.

	“It’s a baton,” she murmured, looking amazed at the weapon in her hand.

	“Telescoping baton, yes. Pure iron, so you don’t want to be bashing it against anything too hard, or it may break,” Sheldon told her.

	“We’re turning this into a trinket?” Fiona asked. She understood her uncle’s plan now. A trinket around her neck was one thing, but if they were fighting a doll like Krov, then having an actual weapon would be much more helpful. And if just hitting the doll with it would knock it out, even better.

	“I thought you’d be safer with something like this to protect you,” Henry said.

	Fiona laughed, swinging the baton like a bat.

	“Hell yeah!” she agreed. She’d never been trained much in self-defense, but she had taken a few courses years ago. The idea of beating one of the escaped dolls with a magical crowd control device excited her.

	“Wilkes won’t see this one coming, either. And I know we’re not done with that creep yet,” she added.

	Henry nodded reluctantly.

	“I expect not. But we shall cross that bridge if and when we come to it. For now, we must prepare for Baskin. I think this weapon, plus the trinket you already have, will prove most effective. Baskin was not easy to capture as a spirit, and I have no doubt the doll will prove just as difficult.”

	Henry had Fiona arrange the ingredients needed to turn the baton into a trinket. Sheldon had already brought out salt, blackberry leaf, blue cohosh, the pinch of crypt dust, and the vial of liquid that Henry had told her was distilled dream essence. The last thing she’d need would be a drop of her own blood.

	“Do you remember what to do?” Henry asked.

	Fiona looked at the assembled ingredients and nodded.

	“I think so,” she said. She covered the iron bar in salt, then crushed the plants and mixed them in. The others watched silently while she took the vial of dream essence and poured in a single drop. It hit the salt pile and turned to mist, rising in a thin tendril.

	She sprinkled the gray, ashy crypt dust over the top and then picked up the knife from her plate.

	“Just a drop of blood now, right?” she said.

	Henry nodded. “You’re doing very well.”

	She poked the tip of her finger, then squeezed a single drop out onto the pile of herbs and salt.

	“Now the words,” Henry said.

	She frowned, trying to recall what he’d had her say the last time. It was something in Latin, and the words were not fresh in her mind.

	“I can’t remember.”

	“Liga cum ferro,” Henry began, looking at her. The blue eyes glowed, and his robot head nodded very slightly. She repeated them, vaguely recalling what came next.

	The memory was hazy. It had not been that long ago, but at the time, she’d been bombarded with a lot of unbelievable things at once.

	“Prehende cum sale. Imperium…” she continued. She wasn’t sure if that was right. She paused again, and Henry continued.

	“Cum sanguine… vide cum somniis,” he finished. She repeated the words after him.

	“Good job,” Sheldon said, taking a seat with his coffee.

	Matilda placed a plate before him. “Very good. This is a good sign. Some of the words came back to you, even after hearing them only one time. When Ambrose learned the incantation to trap a spirit within a doll, we had to go over it more than a dozen times. It comes naturally to you.”

	“Oh good, I’m a better student than a psychopath,” Fiona said. She pulled the iron bar out of the salt and dusted it off, then cleared off the mess she had made.

	“Baskin will be much more subtle in its attacks than Krov was. It may also be harder to pinpoint. If we do find it, expect it to fight from the shadows rather than have a direct confrontation. But it has a physical body now, which will be its weakness. That’s where the baton will be useful. All you need to do is hit it once,” her uncle explained.

	“I remember,” Fiona replied. She’d used the trinket on both Wilkes and Krov before, destroying the latter in the process. She had faith in what the little item could do.

	She finished her breakfast while Henry filled her in on where he sensed Baskin’s presence with the help of the compass. He said he detected something vague, different from the other spirits. He thought the vagueness was what made it more probable that it was, in fact, Baskin.

	“The other spirits I can detect are humans. Baskin is not a human ghost. It is something else,” Henry told her.

	Fiona finished her coffee, mulling the statement over. “What is it, if not human?” she asked.

	Tick Tock’s head made a whirring sound as it shook. “I don’t know. Something older than humans, perhaps. Something that preys on us,” he replied. The answer was suitably vague, but still terrifying.

	“As long as it can be stopped, I guess that’s all that matters,” she said.

	Henry nodded. “Yes. It can be. And we will capture it again.”

	Matilda and Sheldon helped them pack a small bag of supplies, including flashlights and a spare cell phone. Fiona kept the first trinket around her neck and the baton in her pocket. They would head out to track Baskin down during the day. Henry assured her that spirits tended to be at their weakest in full daylight. Not that Baskin would be feeble by any means; just less strong than it was by night.

	Fiona wanted to tell Vera what she was up to, but at the same time, she needed to keep her friend as far from this as possible. She’d already gotten Vera tangled up in her mess once. She didn’t want to risk it again. She would tell Vera when the job was done.

	Because of her uncle’s diminutive stature, Fiona had taken to lugging him around whenever they needed to travel any significant distance. He could get around surprisingly fast on his small legs. He’d even run from her apartment back to the mansion at one point. But on the few occasions they had left the house together, she carried him in a backpack or in her hands until they got to her truck.

	She now carried Tick Tock out to the truck, placing him in the passenger seat.

	“Head southwest down Denton,” her uncle advised her as she started the engine. “The town is not too far away.”

	“What happens when we get there?” she asked as they left the property.

	“It’ll probably have some kind of nest set up like a base of operations, and that should make it easier to find. With any luck, we will be able to see through its tricks and take it out quickly.”

	“You think so?”

	The little robot head whirred. “No. But I can hope,” Henry answered.

	The drive out of town seemed fast to Fiona. The mixture of anxiety and excitement over what they were doing made it hard to focus. As much as she wanted to catch Baskin, she also wanted to run screaming in the opposite direction. But that was not a real, practical solution, so she settled for simply screaming in her own head.

	After thirty minutes of driving, Henry said, “I think we’re getting closer.”

	Fiona glanced at him unsurely. “You think?” she asked.

	“It’s strange. Instead of becoming clearer, the signal’s becoming less clear the closer we get. Like zooming in too far on a picture. Everything’s getting blurry.”

	“Doesn’t that mean we’re going the wrong way?” she wondered.

	He shook his head again.

	“No. I believe we’re on the right track. This is all new to me as well, you must remember. I’ve only been a doll for a short time. And this compass is brand new. But I feel as though we’re making the right decision here.”

	“‘Only been a doll for a short time’ is a sentence I never thought I’d hear anyone say,” she told him.

	“Wasn’t expecting to ever say it, to be honest,” he replied.

	Fiona had to concede that it was probably much harder for her uncle to adjust to all of this than it was for her. Not that either of them was having an easy go of things.

	“There,” her uncle said suddenly. Fiona looked ahead of them as they drove into the outskirts of a new town. Buildings lined either side of the road, but nothing stood out to her at first—until she saw the sign out front of what looked like a small warehouse facility.

	“Baskin Tool and Die,” she read out loud. It was a clean-looking building with orange walls and a corrugated aluminum roof. A handful of vehicles were parked in the lot outside. There were even neatly trimmed shrubs and a welcoming front office with big, clean windows. It looked like any normal business should.

	“Is this how it looked before?” she asked.

	“No,” Henry said. “It was in a worse part of town. The building then was overgrown and more ramshackle. But that is the place. That’s how it got the name Baskin to begin with. You see, this spirit caters to its audience. It fits in, hides in plain sight.”

	“Are you saying it’s all just fake?” Fiona asked.

	The robot offered a strange sort of shrug.

	“It’s real enough. It may not be here tomorrow, but right now it’s real.”

	The truck pulled into the parking lot, and Fiona chose a spot close to the road.

	“How much of it is real? Is there a parking lot here for real, or is this just an empty compound or something?”

	“When I said it’s real, I meant it. This is really here. Whatever used to be here just isn’t anymore and won’t be until this place is gone,” Henry explained.

	“Krov couldn’t do that,” she pointed out.

	Henry nodded as she turned the engine off.

	“All spirits are different. Some are far more dangerous than others. Some aren’t dangerous at all.”

	“There are good ghosts?” Fiona asked.

	Henry lifted his small robot hands, gesturing at his own body.

	“Oh. Yeah, okay,” she said. It was still hard to understand her uncle was actually dead.

	Fiona reached for the backpack she’d stowed in the back of the truck and then took a deep breath.

	“You want to get in the bag, and then we go in, have a look around?” she asked.

	“Yes,” Henry said in a distracted voice. “The compass is not locking onto this building. It’s like—” He turned his head as though listening to something only he could hear.

	“What?” Fiona asked.

	“—like it’s everywhere.”

	“Well, if the whole building is made by the ghost, maybe that’s true.”

	“Seems like more than the building,” he said with a shake of his head. “I don’t know. Just keep your eyes open for anything that seems unusual.”

	“Don’t need to tell me twice,” she told him. She wasn’t about to get lazy and stop paying attention to things. After what had happened with the clown, she wasn’t going to leave anything to chance.

	She put Tick Tock in the backpack and got out of the truck, throwing the bag over her shoulder. She also checked the trinket on her neck and the baton in her pocket.

	“So why did this thing pick a tool and die shop?” Fiona asked, inspecting the building from the outside. Cars drove past on the street out front as though everything was normal. The sounds of machinery came from somewhere deep inside the building.

	“I don’t know,” Henry told her from the backpack. “It seemed random at the time.”

	“What about the name? Does ‘Baskin’ mean anything?”

	“No idea. Maybe it means something. Or maybe it just saw the name somewhere else and used it.”

	“So, this thing has no history? No story that explains where it came from or why it kills people?” She wasn’t sure whether that was more or less terrifying than what she had learned about Krov.

	“I imagine it does. Everything comes from somewhere,” Henry told her. They walked to the front door of the building. “But that doesn’t mean we get to know the details. I was happy enough just to stop it. Someone had to stop it,” her uncle said.
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