
  
  [image: Brick by Brick by Anna McCluskey]




  
  ©2022 Anna McCluskey 
All rights reserved. This book or parts thereof may not be reproduced in any form, stored in any retrieval system, or transmitted in any form by any means – electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, or otherwise – without prior written permission of the author, except as provided by United States of America copyright law. For permission requests, write to the author at theannafiles@yahoo.com
This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual events, places, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 
Cover art by Sleepy Fox Studios
www.sleepyfoxstudios.net






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  1.


Mattie’s bright blue eyes turned a blank white as she shifted into seer mode to look past the peeling paint of the cheap motel room door. The apathetic young woman at the front desk had told them the room was empty, but it never hurt to double-check. 
Actually, what the young woman had said was, “You sure? Nobody’s staying in that room more’n a couple hours.”
“Why’s that?” Bernie had asked.
She had shrugged her skeletal shoulders, her eyes never leaving the computer screen in front of her. “Keep whining about a smell. Don’t know what their problem is. This ain’t the Ritz.”
She’d typed something rapidly on the keyboard and given a small, satisfied-sounding grunt.
“Have you sent in the cleaning staff?” asked Sister Margaret.
“I am the cleaning staff,” she’d responded dully, typing in another word and then frowning at the screen. “Can’t find nothing out of the ordinary. Room 12’s free, if you’d rather.”
“No,” Bernie had said, sharply. “We need Room 11.”
She’d shrugged again and reached behind her, still staring at her screen as she located the key by feel and tossed it in their general direction. Sister Margaret had caught it.
Mattie had craned her neck to see what was so captivating. To her surprise, the screen showed a half-filled-in New York Times crossword puzzle. The Sunday edition, to boot. 
“Check out’s at 11. You get charged another night if you’re still here.”
But they had no intention of staying even one night in this dumpy motel. 
Outside the room, Mattie held out her hand and Sister Margaret, whose eyes had also gone seer white, placed the key on her palm. This motel still used metal keys, and it was cold against Mattie’s fingers as she slid it into the lock, jiggling it a little as it got stuck midway through. 
Finally, she managed to get it in and turned and the door creaked open. 
Mattie gagged as the smell hit her like a blast of dynamite. “Oh, that’s not good,” she gasped, covering her nose and turning away from the room. 
Sister Margaret gently pushed Bernie away from the entrance. “You don’t have to go in there, amigo,” she said, softly. “I know the smell of a week-old body when it smacks me in the face, and you know there’s really no one else it could be but Polly.”
Bernie squared his shoulders. His lips flattened into a thin line and his hands glowed with a spell. He shook his head quickly, as though shaking it clear of cobwebs. “I have to see,” he said. “She’s – she was my wife.”
Mattie nodded and her own hands glowed as she cast a hasty spell to close off her olfactory senses. The stench of rotting flesh abruptly ceased and she breathed a quiet sigh of relief. 
“I guess the two of you are spelling your noses dull,” said Sister Margaret, grimly.
“Want me to do the same for you?” asked Mattie. 
Sister Margaret was a natural seer and, as far as Mattie knew, had never branched out into either of the other two disciplines of magery.
The warrior nun shook her head. “Someone has to sniff out where the fuck Shezza stashed her.”
Sister Margaret shoved the door open the rest of the way and strode into the room, her head turning from side to side like a searchlight, her blank eyes peering around. 
Mattie looked with her own seer sight, catching a glimpse of a slight shimmer around the sliding closet door. “There.” She pointed. “There’s a spell on that door.”
“Good catch.” Sister Margaret marched across the shabby room and grabbed the handle, jerking the door. It didn’t budge. “Hmm. I can’t tell if it’s spelled shut or if it’s just stuck and the spell is something else.”
“I wonder if that idiot at the desk even bothered to get it open,” Bernie muttered, making his own way over to the closet. He knelt to examine the track at the bottom of the door.
Mattie thought about that crossword puzzle. The girl might be apathetic, and customer service was clearly not her strong suit, but she was no idiot.
“Here we go,” said Bernie. He pushed against the base of the door, forcing it back onto its track. “Should work now.”
He stood up, and Sister Margaret slid the door aside. 
She immediately reeled backward, a stream of vicious-sounding Spanish escaping her lips. The smell must have intensified. 
“Yep. This is where it’s coming from,” she gasped. 
Bernie stepped back, reluctance warring with determination on his face.
Mattie tugged on his arm, pulling him away from the door. “Hey,” she said. “You don’t have to be the one to find her.”
She resolutely pushed back the memory of walking into her mother’s hospital room when she was eighteen, the first in her family to see her dead, the first to know she’d passed. 
Bernie shouldn’t have to be the first to see his loved one’s body. 
Mattie and Sister Margaret moved forward together.
“Okay, now I’ll take that damn spell,” Sister Margaret murmured.
The glow around Mattie’s hands pulsed as she extended her spell to cover her friend’s nose as well. 
“Thank you.” 
The two of them peered into the closet.
“The spell is in the corner, there.” Mattie pointed, and Sister Margaret drew one of her swords, using the point of it to gingerly pick up a yellowed sheet. 
Underneath it was another sheet.
“Screw it.” Mattie crouched down, inching her way into the closet and poking the bedding. She shoved it aside and then the one underneath it as well. “It’s just a pile of sheets.”
“There has to be something in that corner,” Sister Margaret frowned. “And we should be able to see it in seer mode.”
“Unless it’s yet another inscrutable piece of Auditor magery,” said Bernie grimly.
The secret society they’d been fighting had proven to have more cards up its sleeve than the average mage seemed to know about.
Mattie shook her head. “Shezza would have no reason to use anything weird, no reason to be hiding the body from other mages.”
Sister Margaret sheathed her sword. “That spell must be a decoy.” She stood on her toes, looking at the shelf that ran the length of the closet. “There’s another spell up here.”
“Hold on a sec,” said Bernie.
Mattie twisted around to see that he was grabbing a metal chair from beside the desk in the corner. 
He set down the chair behind Sister Margaret and stepped back again.
“Thanks,” said Sister Margaret. She climbed up onto the chair and looked at the shelf again, this time at face level. The corners of her mouth turned downward and she closed her eyes for a moment.
She must have found Polly.
Mattie turned away, a cold lump forming in her throat. She never knew the woman, not really. She only knew Shezza pretending to be Polly, but it must have been true to form to fool Bernie for several days. 
And Mattie had liked the persona Shezza had put on. 
“She’s there,” said Bernie. It wasn't a question.  
“Yes,” said Sister Margaret. “Mattie, will you help me get her down?”
Mattie nodded. “If I can see her, I can stitch her out to the van.”
Sister Margaret stepped down off the chair and Mattie took her place. As soon as she saw the bloated, mottled-red body, her mind cleared and her veins filled with ice. The face was still recognizable as Polly’s, and her throat was slit. 
“It doesn’t look like she suffered,” said Mattie, her eyes roving over the corpse, looking for signs of any other wounds. “Just a quick slitting of the throat.”
“Thank you,” said Bernie, his voice choked. 
Even so, Shezza would pay for this. Polly’s only crime was throwing off the yoke of the cult that had brainwashed her, and Shezza’s crimes just kept piling up. 
Mattie pushed away the nagging thought that Shezza was also pretty brainwashed. Had she ever had a chance, growing up as the daughter of the leader of the organization?
“What would Ida do?” she muttered. 
Ida Garaveldi, another victim of the Auditors. 
No, not victim. Ida had never been a victim. She was another fallen soldier in this war. 
And she would want Mattie to keep fighting. 
Mattie moved her fingers in a complicated gesture, and Polly’s body disappeared, stitched out to the van, as Mattie intended. 
She jumped down off the chair. “Let’s get the fuck out of here.”
Tillie stood in the hallway and stared through the large window in the wall, a window that looked not toward the outside, but into a room.
Inside the room was a set of bunk beds, a cozy-looking loveseat, a small table with two wooden chairs, and, incongruously, a marble pillar with a woman chained to it.
Ordinarily, Tillie frowned on women being chained to pillars, but this woman deserved it. 
She watched as a man dressed all in black except for a patch of white at his throat circled the pillar, stroking the woman’s jaw line as he passed. “Now, Ms. Shezza–”
“Agent Shezza,” the woman interrupted. She grinned at him. “Let’s have a little respect, you shitlicking idiot. I’ll refer to you by your proper title, Cardinal, and you’ll refer to me by mine.”
Cardinal Neubacher inclined his head regally. “Fair enough. You’ll refer to me as Cardinal Neubacher, and I’ll refer to you as a pathetic, slimy little weasel unfit to walk on God’s green earth. How does that sound?”
Shezza grinned again. “That sounds like a fat load of bullshit.”
Tillie frowned. Wasn’t Cardinal Neubacher supposed to be some terrifying figure? A notorious tormentor of anyone who defied the Church? Someone whose name was spoken primarily in whispers?
Then the man stopped and looked into Shezza’s face and an expression of pure compassion crossed over his own. “You have strayed, my dear. You have strayed so far from the way of true humanity.”
Something in his voice made Tillie shiver. It was like a throwback to the Spanish Inquisition, where priests had tormented anyone they could get their hands on and pretended it was all in the name of mercy. 
Shezza must have gotten a similar impression, because suddenly, she wasn’t smiling anymore.
Her face turned hard and she spit at the Cardinal. “Even if I wanted to talk to you, I don’t know anything,” she declared. 
Huh. She was returning to her old persona, the idiot sheep of an agent she’d pretended to be for years to infiltrate the group of rebels plotting against the Auditor organization. Tillie hadn’t been expecting that.
Cardinal Neubacher took it in stride, however. He leaned forward and smiled sadly into the spy’s eyes, and then kissed her gently on each cheek and then her forehead. He turned his back on her and winked at Tillie through the glass. “You’ll talk, my dear,” he said to Shezza, still looking at Tillie. “We start our real work tomorrow, and I promise you. You’ll talk.”
Tillie felt a hand on her shoulder and just about jumped out of her skin. Turning, she saw her best friend, Trevor, standing behind her, a wry eyebrow lifted.
“Are you okay?” he said, laughter rumbling just below his voice.
“Sorry.” Tillie shook her head, a relieved chuckle escaping her own lips. 
The door beside them opened and Cardinal Neubacher exited the cell, adjusting the cuffs of his long-sleeved black shirt. “Good morning,” he said, pleasantly, nodding to them both. 
“That was . . . very creepy in there,” said Tillie.
“Excellent,” said the Cardinal. “Creepy is just what we’re going for.” He leaned toward them. “You know we don’t actually torture people anymore, right?”
Trevor nodded. “Sister Margaret told me that the Church has spent years building up your reputation so all you have to do is creep at people and they’ll spill their guts, without having to actually, you know, spill their literal guts.”
“Correct,” said Cardinal Neubacher. He sighed. “To be honest, I’m not really sure why they decided I was the man for this job. But I suppose that’s not for me to question.” He glanced at the gold watch on his wrist. “I better go get ready for the service. I hope to see you both there?”
Tillie nodded. “Of course. Ida was. . . . We wouldn’t miss her funeral for the world.”
Cardinal Neubacher smiled compassionately, but after what she had just witnessed, it just came across as somewhat sinister.
Tillie shivered as the clergyman walked away.
“Listen, Tills, I want to talk to you about Mattie,” said Trevor.
“Sure.” Tillie nodded. Her sister’s state of mind had been weighing on her as well, adding to her already considerable stress levels.
In the three days since Ida’s death, Mattie had moved her stuff out of the small house she’d been living in with two of their former-Auditor-agent allies, and into an empty room at the convent. She’d been spending every waking hour training in either magery or combat, taking to a sword like she’d been born with one. 
“It’s like our parents’ deaths all over again,” Tillie said. 
A few days after the twins’ eighteenth birthday, their mother had died of cancer. It had hit Mattie hard, and their father harder. He had a heart attack and passed away a couple of months later.
And then Mattie had gone . . . cold. That was the only way Tillie could describe it. 
She’d gone icy-cold and had zeroed in all of her focus on her schoolwork, determined to get the best grades, the best test scores, the best extracurriculars, and get into the best school and away from St. Louis. 
She’d done it, too. She’d been class valedictorian, had her pick of Ivy League schools, gone to Harvard for one semester, and then had a nervous breakdown and spent two weeks in a psych ward.
After that, Mattie had evened herself out a little. She still wouldn’t come back to St. Louis, but she moved across the country yet again, enrolling in the English program at the University of Washington in Seattle instead, and then heading to Portland for a graduate degree in something to do with education. 
Tillie had gone in the other direction after their parents’ death. She’d met a charming guy a few years older than her, dropped out of high school to marry him, and instantly regretted it. His charm quickly turned to gaslighting and emotional abuse, and she’d floundered, feeling abandoned by everyone in her life.
The only rock who had stuck around was Trevor. 
Trevor was the one who had recognized what was happening and gently encouraged her to leave her husband. He was the one who had kept coming over, even after she’d tried to push him away, after her husband had tried to convince her that Trevor was bad for her, bad for them.
And Trevor was the one who had taken her to the hospital when her husband had pushed her down the stairs and broken her arm and several ribs. He was the one who had brought her divorce papers and told her it was time to ditch the asshole. 
And she had. Her life had evened out after that too. She’d gotten her GED and enrolled in massage school. That’s where she had discovered magery, and that’s when she had begun to feel truly powerful again.
Tillie wondered if Mattie had ever managed to get to a point where she felt powerful, or if she was still blustering through life, the same scared teenager who had walked into a hospital room to find their mother dead in her bed.
Maybe she should have brought Mattie into the mage fold years ago. 
She’d always felt that resentment about her sister leaving, though.
Tillie studied Trevor. She definitely should have brought Trevor in a long time ago. But she’d always been so protective of Trevor, and magery was dangerous. She hadn’t known if he could handle it. 
Turns out, he could, and she felt a pang of guilt about keeping him in the dark for so many years. Oh, well. The past was in the past, and all they could do now was look to the future and act accordingly. 
As a seer, that’s what she did best. Trevor, a natural stitcher, lived best in the past, noticing and recalling details of history and memory, while someone like Mattie, a natural speller, lived in the moment.
Out loud, she said, “We can’t let her get that way again.”
“I’m glad to hear you say that,” said Trevor. He reached for her hand and squeezed it. “If the three of us band together, we’ll be unstoppable.”
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As Cardinal Neubacher stepped down from the altar at the front of the simple convent chapel, and people began to line up to receive communion, Mattie slipped out of her seat and headed discretely toward the back exit, wiping tears from her eyes. 
She wasn’t a religious person, and the Catholic Mass aspects of the funeral had been uncomfortable for her, but somehow Cardinal Neubacher’s words about the comfort of a death well-earned had been moving anyway. 
It was true – Ida and Polly had both died in service of a cause they believed in, and somehow that made their demise less futile. And then Bernie’s eulogy for his wife and Ida’s brother’s tribute to her life as a mage warrior…. 
Warm salt water flowed from Mattie’s eyes once again. She sniffed, then headed toward the cafeteria, hoping to help Sister Catherine set up for the wake before everyone descended upon the place. 
Her footsteps echoed as she jogged down the stairs, her weeping under control at last. Keeping up her pace, Mattie ran down the hallway, sliding to a halt in front of the double doors to the cafeteria. She peeked in through the window in the door and saw Sister Catherine, the leader of the convent, bustling about inside.
Mattie pulled open the heavy door and the stout nun spun around, hands lifted in defense.
Lifting her own hands, palm out in surrender, Mattie grinned. “Don’t stitch! It’s just me!”
Sister Catherine lowered her arms with a rueful smile. “Sorry, dear. I’m a little on edge. What can I do for you?”
“I was actually thinking you might need some help,” said Mattie. “They’re winding things down up there; everyone will be here soon.”
“That would be very nice, dear,” said Sister Catherine. “Thank you.” She turned back to the table she had been decorating. “If you wouldn’t mind grabbing some more tablecloths, that would be a great help. They’re on the center table in the kitchen.”
“You bet!” Mattie hurried to do as instructed. She hesitated at the door to the kitchen. Closing her eyes, she pictured the table in the kitchen and then moved her hand to stitch whatever was on top of it into the main hall. 
She grinned as a stack of black linens appeared in front of her. “Where do you want them?” she asked.
“That was very well done,” said Sister Catherine, her voice warm and approving. “You’re getting better. Did you even know what the cloths looked like?”
“Nope! I just pictured the table,” said Mattie. 
Sister Catherine strode toward her to examine the linens. “Well, that explains why you also brought in the cutting board that was sitting underneath them. Try to be more specific next time.”
Mattie nodded. “Fair enough. Thank you for teaching me.”
“It’s my pleasure. Now go ahead and stitch these onto the tables. Every table needs one.”
Lifting her hands again, Mattie concentrated on moving only one cloth onto each table, focusing on setting them down unfolded and centered on each surface. She could feel her energy draining, but each time she practiced, she got a little bit better at it. 
And she needed to become a warrior worthy of following in Ida’s footsteps. 
Mattie thought back to Cardinal Neubacher’s words. 
“Some people are destined to make this world a better place, and that destiny lies in both their lives and their deaths. These two warriors did exactly that, through their strength, their sense of justice and honor, and through their willingness to sacrifice everything to the greater good. These two warriors lived lives we should all emulate, and they died the deaths that every warrior deserves. These were not the deaths of the ineffectual, of the wishy-washy, of the onlooker. These were truly the deaths of soldiers in the army of righteousness.”
Mattie was determined to earn herself that same designation. 
Tillie’s eyes roamed over the crowd of mourners scattered throughout the cafeteria, quietly chatting. Her gaze landed on Giovani standing off to one side, his face shuttered, a clear plastic cup of red wine clutched tightly in his hand. 
She made her way toward him, slowly enough to observe snatches of conversation as she moved between the clusters of people. 
“--and I just don’t know how much longer I can stick around here anymore.”
“Do you remember the time Ida took down an entire coven of witches all on her own? They were raiding a–”
“She saved me, you know, when I lost my leg in the fight against–”
“--and that’s why I loved her so much.”
Tillie stepped up beside Giovani. “Your aunt was quite the woman.”
He nodded. “I wish I’d appreciated her more when I was a kid.”
Her lips twisting, Tillie shrugged. “I think she was probably the kind of person that a kid would be hard-pressed to appreciate.”
Giovani laughed. “That’s true. It was easier to see her merit as an adult, after I came back. I had so little time with her, though. And when I was a kid, she was so . . . strict. She was always teaching.”
“And I’m sure you learned a lot.”
His smile faded. “I just keep thinking about what the Cardinal said.”
“Which part?”
“That she sacrificed herself; that we should all strive to be like her, a warrior, instead of an onlooker.”
Tillie nodded, pursing her lips. “That struck a nerve with me too.”
“I just feel–” Giovani burst out and then stopped, gripping his wine.
“Rebellious?” said Tillie. “Like you want to defy that definition of a life well-lived?”
He turned toward her, his eyes widening. “You too? I don’t think that’s the lesson we were meant to take away.”
Tillie shook her head. “We were thrust into this. I never wanted to be a warrior.”
“I wish I wasn’t one,” said Giovani. “Surely, those extremes aren’t the only options.”
The doors opened, and Tillie glanced over to see a trio of vaguely familiar people entering. A group of people near the entrance began exclaiming and gathered around the newcomers.
Tillie exchanged a puzzled glance with Giovani. “Who is that? I feel like I know them….”
Giovani nodded. “I recognize a couple of them. They’re part of the rebel Auditor group, but all of them left after the battle at HQ.”
Tillie’s eyebrows shot up. “And now they’re back? Do we think that’s a good thing or bad?”
Giovani shrugged. “Let’s go find out.”
Mattie looked up from her conversation with Bernie, who was going on about some computer thing that honestly sounded very important, but made zero sense to her. A throng of people was assembling over by the door. 
She jerked her head to Bernie and he broke off mid-sentence and followed her toward the commotion.
When she arrived at the edge of the cluster, Mattie saw Nicole, the leader of the group of former Auditor agents who were working with them to bring down the organization. She was making her way through the crowd toward the core group of newcomers.
Mattie positioned herself in Nicole’s wake, following her into the center, ducking and dodging as excited mages turned and churned, flinging limbs all around.
Finally, Nicole stopped and Mattie stepped up beside her, joined just behind by Bernie, who had followed her in. 
“Donna!” Nicole greeted one of the newcomers. “And Tom! Andrew! Are you back to join us again?”
“Not exactly,” said Donna. “Sorry. We were hoping you could help us.”
“Wait, let me guess,” said Mattie. “You’ve been having weird dreams about the Pontiff and then your eyes go all black and you start attacking random people around you?”
“Well, not random people,” said Andrew slowly. “We started attacking each other.”
“We’ve been living together in an apartment in Boston,” said Tom. “Because we all came from there originally, and it seemed prudent to ease back into our old lives, rather than just show up on our families’ doorsteps.”
“Of course!” said Bernie. “That’s why the black-eye spell hasn’t been affecting most of the ones who left. They weren’t around other former agents. So, there was no one to attack.”
“The black-eye spell?” said Donna. “So you know what this is.”
“And more importantly, we know how to fix it,” said Nicole. She looked around. “Can we get some teams of volunteers to sweep out their auras?”
Mattie raised her hand, and saw that others were doing the same all around her. 
Nicole glanced around and pointed. “Okay, Tillie, Trevor, and Father Sean. You take care of Donna. Giovani, Amy, and Denise, take Tom. And Sister Regina, Christina, and Melissa, you’re on Andrew.”
Mattie lowered her hand. 
Nicole turned to Bernie. “I hate to add to your load, Bernie, but–”
“No, please do,” he said grimly. “I need the distraction.”
She nodded. “Fair enough. Would you be able to put together some data for me? I need to know which of our agents are in groups like these guys, who might still be in danger from the black-eye spell. I know most of them went to their families, and are probably fine.”
“I’ll help you,” said Mattie.
Bernie shook his head. “This is really a one-person job, Mattie. Thank you, though.”
He spun on his heel and headed off, presumably to find a quiet corner to hunker down with his laptop.
All of the people around Mattie began to disperse as well, either to work or back to the celebration of Ida and Polly’s lives. 
Restless, she headed out too, making her way down the cinder-block-lined hallways of the school, toward the convent’s training rooms. She’d never been one for working out, but some weapons drills would do her good right now. 
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Trevor lowered his hands and nodded to Tillie and Father Sean. “I think that’ll do it,” he said. His voice was reedy and exhausted. 
Tillie glanced at her smartwatch and realized they’d been working for hours – well past the time she usually ate dinner. 
Donna’s aura had been worse than anticipated, and Tillie wondered if Donna was somehow special, like Giovani, or if there was some other reason the black-eye spell had gotten its claws into her so deeply. 
She had been under it longer, but only by a couple of days.
Tillie stood and extended a hand to Trevor to help him up as well. 
He grasped it and pulled himself to his feet. He slung an arm over her shoulders, leaning on her.
Tillie’s brow furrowed as she studied her best friend. His dark skin had taken on a slightly ashen hue, and there were puffy bags under his eyes. “Let’s get some food in you,” she said. “And then you’re going to get some sleep.”
“Am I all cured?” asked Donna.
“We think so,” said Father Sean. “It’s hard to know for sure, but this method seems like it’s been working on the others.”
“We haven’t had anyone relapse after we’ve done this,” Tillie added.
“Well, I really appreciate it,” said Donna. She inhaled deeply. “I feel so guilty for leaving and now–”
“Don’t feel bad,” Trevor interrupted. “You have been through hell and back, and





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
!x

ANNA MCCLUGKLY

A MATHILDMOLIDAY





OEBPS/images/ff9f8560-8194-44c7-b7f2-746ed85d1082.png
B CK DY
AAAAAA ORICK

ANNA MCCLU&KEY







