


My	Lady,

I	 have	heard	 that	 things	are	different	with	 you	now.	 If	 people	 speak	 truly,	 I
would	 he	 glad	 to	make	 your	 reacquaintance.	Meet	me	 at	 Trafalgar	 Square,
midday	on	the	morrow	so	that	I	may	see	for	myself.

I	remain,

Jessica

She	sealed	it	and	paid	a	local	child	to	deliver	it.

And	after	I	see	her?	And	if	she	has	not	changed?	What	if	the	duchess	tried	to
kill	her	again?

Snow	panicked	for	a	moment	at	what	she	had	begun,	 images	of	 the	 tall	and
frightening	duchess	looming	over	her	with	knives	and	candy-sweet	smile.

She	shook	her	head.

I	shall	stay	in	crowded,	public	places	with	her,	and	if	she	should	try	anything
—I	am	a	Lonely	One.	I	shall	run	or	fight	and	be	gone	before	she	or	anyone
can	follow….
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Prologue	

	

A	 lone	 figure	walked	down	 the	dark	 aisle	of	 a	 church.	She	was	dressed	 for
travel	in	plain	gray	with	a	heavy	wool	cloak,	which	fastened	around	her	head
like	a	nun’s	habit,	hiding	her	face.	The	stones	beneath	her	were	ancient	and
cold;	 her	 footsteps	 echoed	off	 every	 stone	 column	and	 arch.	She	pulled	 the
cloak	 tightly	around	her	as	 the	shadows	crept	up	her	skin	and	chilled	her	 to
the	bone.

Light	struggled	and	lost	here:	It	strained	through	dim	stained	glass	windows,
glowed	from	occasional	candles,	and	glinted	off	a	golden	locket	at	the	girl’s
neck.

She	walked	past	the	altar	to	one	of	the	side	chapels,	where	previous	dukes	and
duchesses	had	been	buried	over	the	long	centuries.	Their	bodies	were	encased
in	stone	coffins,	some	of	which	had	the	likenesses	of	those	within	carved	in
relief	 on	 the	 top.	 She	 used	 to	 come	 here	 often,	 to	 run	 away,	 to	 spend	 time
quietly,	 to	 look	at	 the	 strange	gargoyles	 and	 tombs,	 to	pretend	 to	mourn,	 to
mourn,	to	think.	The	dead	never	bothered	her—except	that	she	wondered	how
they	really	looked,	in	life.

She	 took	out	 the	 locket	 she	wore	 and	 looked	 at	 the	miniature	within.	From
everything	she	was	told,	her	mother	did	indeed	resemble	her	painting—with	a
few	exceptions.	She	had	 longer	 lashes	 and	 fuller	 eyebrows,	 and	a	 face	bent
more	toward	smiling	than	serenity.	She	wore	her	hair	down	in	a	braid,	not	up
in	a	chaste	bun.	She	had	looked	very	much	like	her	daughter,	people	told	her.

She	willed	the	colors	in	the	tiny	oil	painting	to	flow	into	the	stone,	to	open	the
coffin	and	present	her	mother	again,	alive.

“Good-bye,”	 the	 girl	 said	 simply,	 kneeling.	 “I	 love	 you,	 and	 will	 return
someday.	Please,	watch	over	me	in	my	travels.	Keep	me	safe.”	She	bent	her
head	in	prayer.	Tears	welled	up	in	black	eyes.	Motionless	she	stayed,	even	at
the	sound	of	footsteps	padding	behind	her.

“It’s	time	to	go,	Jessica,”	the	boy	whispered.

She	 nodded	 and	 wiped	 her	 tears.	 He	 was	 older	 and	 dressed	 in	 a	 servant’s



uniform,	complete	with	cap	and	knickers,	but	he	put	his	arm	around	her	like	a
brother	and	led	her	gently	away.

They	walked	together	through	the	church	and	out	to	the	field.	It	was	gray	and
damp	and	misting	slightly;	 the	grass	blew	with	 the	possibility	of	a	storm.	A
carriage	was	waiting,	 a	wagon	 really,	with	 two	 old	 draft	 horses	 and	 an	 old
man	with	a	pipe	at	their	reins.

“Good-bye,	 Jessica,”	 the	 servant	 said,	 and	 kissed	 her	 on	 the	 cheek.
“Remember	that	I	love	you.	Keep	safe.”

“Good-bye,	Alan.	I	will	miss	you,	and	Kenigh	Hall.”	She	said	it	bravely,	like
a	queen,	but	tears	kept	running	down	her	face.	He	helped	her	up	onto	the	cart
and	threw	a	bag	in	after	her.	The	wagon	began	to	move	at	a	pace	slower	than
walking.	The	two	horses	ambled	as	if	they	had	all	the	time	in	the	world.	The
servant	boy	cast	a	worried	eye	on	the	church	and	estate	behind	them.	Slowly
the	horses	gained	speed,	and	soon	she	was	halfway	down	the	hill,	standing	up
and	waving.

“Farewell!”	he	cried.

“Farewell,”	she	whispered.	Then	she	turned	around	and	sat	down	so	she	could
see	the	road	ahead	and	what	lay	in	store	for	her.
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Chapter	One
ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	…

	

…	there	lived	a	duke	and	a	duchess	in	a	remote	corner	of	Wales.	It	was	a	cold
land,	rugged	and	wild,	known	more	for	its	strange	weather	than	anything	else.
A	sunny	day	could	become	windy	and	rainy	and	turn	to	snow	just	as	quickly,
then	 clear	 away	 to	 blue	 skies	 again,	 full	 of	 rainbows	 and	 bright	 golden
sunlight.	Fields	were	few	and	carefully	tended;	most	of	the	land	was	hilly	and
overrun	with	half-wild	ponies,	shaggy	and	fierce.	There	was	an	abundance	of
nothing	but	landscape,	sheep,	and	canal	boats	carrying	coal	from	other	parts
of	the	country.

Yet	the	people	of	Kenigh	lacked	nothing;	they	had	their	pubs	and	their	dances,
their	gossip	and	their	holidays.	They	were	an	independent	people	beholden	to
no	one,	and	only	grudgingly	did	they	acknowledge	the	queen	of	England.

The	 duke	 and	 duchess	 lived	 on	 a	 large	 estate	 in	 a	 positively	 enormous	 old
house	called	Kenigh	Hall,	partly	built	 into	a	real	castle	made	from	the	same
stones	ancient	invaders	used	for	roads	and	temples.	They	had	a	proper	staff,
with	servants,	maids,	cooks,	butlers,	and	dozens	of	others.	They	had	a	huge
kitchen	 in	which	 feasts	were	occasionally	 prepared,	 libraries	 filled	with	old
books	 occasionally	 read,	 velvet-draped	 studies	 decorated	 with	 French
furniture,	 stables	 with	 expensive	 horses,	 game	 parlors,	 and	 dozens	 of
bedrooms.	 Like	 royalty	 in	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 world	 they	 passed	 their	 hours
usefully:	The	duchess	ran	the	house,	wrote	letters	to	friends,	and	embroidered
and	sewed.	She	spoke	French	with	important	visitors	when	they	arrived	and
was	as	perfect	a	hostess	as	one	could	imagine.	The	duke	managed	the	estate
and	 the	 finances,	 spoke	with	his	 retainers,	 and	 invested	 in	 exports	 from	 the
Caribbean.	Their	leisure	time	was	spent	mostly	with	each	other,	except	when
the	duke	went	on	foxhunts	or	the	duchess	made	the	long	trip	to	visit	a	friend
in	London.

In	the	rest	of	the	world	far	away,	time	marched	on	relentlessly	through	its	new
mechanical	 clocks,	 but	 at	 Kenigh	 Hall	 life	 went	 on	 much	 as	 it	 had	 for
hundreds	of	years.

The	only	thing	it	could	be	truly	said	that	the	duke	and	duchess	lacked	was	a



child	and	heir.	For	many	years	they	consulted	doctors,	midwives,	priests,	and
spiritualists,	all	to	no	avail.	Neither	the	duke	nor	the	duchess	had	family,	not
even	 distant	 cousins	with	 sons	who	 could	 inherit	 the	 estate.	 The	 people	 of
Kenigh	were	 likewise	apprehensive;	as	far	as	 the	whole	buisiness	of	royalty
was	 concerned,	 these	 two	 were	 polite,	 generous	 philanthropists	 who
employed	almost	half	the	town,	from	scullery	maids	to	expensive	orders	from
the	butcher.	Once	they	died	the	Crown	might	very	well	auction	off	the	title	to
some	 rich	 nobody	who	would	 use	 the	 place	 as	 a	 summer	 retreat	 and	 spend
most	of	his	time	in	London.	And	where	would	they	all	be	then?

But	 as	 the	 couple	 and	 their	 town	 began	 to	 lose	 hope,	 the	 duchess	 at	 last
conceived	a	child.	For	nine	months	she	was	treated	delicately,	like	the	sickest
of	invalids,	coddled	and	cooed	over	by	the	servants	and	lavished	with	kisses
and	presents	from	her	husband.	During	the	rare	times	that	no	one	was	around
to	keep	her	from	leaving	the	bed,	the	duchess	would	rise	and	stand	in	front	of
her	largest	looking	glass,	hold	her	belly,	and	imagine	what	her	son	or	daughter
would	 look	 like.	She	herself	was	slender,	with	pale	cheeks	 to	her	husband’s
rosy	ones,	and	dark	hair	to	the	duke’s	mane	of	orange-gold.

“I	hope	he	will	 be	handsome.	 I	hope	 she	will	 be	beautiful,”	 she	would	 say.
Gazing	out	at	the	wintry	landscape	she	would	add,	“With	skin	as	fair	as	snow,
lips	as	 red	as	blood,	and	hair	as	black	as	 shadow.”	 Identical	 twins,	boy	and
girl,	 played	 in	 her	 head.	Then	 she	would	 shake	her	 head	 at	 her	 silliness.	 “I
hope	he	is	brave	like	my	husband.	I	hope	she	is	kind,	like—like	I	hope	I	am.”
She	willed	the	baby	inside	her	to	be	strong,	to	live	out	the	nine	months	and	be
born	healthy.	The	duchess	knew	the	duke	was	expecting	a	boy,	but	she	would
be	 grateful	 for	 either,	 and	 secretly	 she	 would	 have	 been	 pleased	 with	 a
daughter.

Finally,	one	chill	winter	morning,	the	duchess	did	indeed	give	birth	to	a	girl.
She	 had	 just	 enough	 time	 to	 cradle	 the	 baby	 in	 her	 arms	 and	 kiss	 her	 neck
before	slipping	quietly	away	to	the	dark	lands.	“Jessica,”	she	murmured	with
her	last	breath,	her	lips	already	gone	cold.

The	duke	came	running	in,	throwing	aside	the	midwives	and	nurses.	When	he
saw	a	maid	gently	removing	the	baby	from	her	dead	mother’s	breast,	the	duke
howled	in	despair.	“Mary,”	he	cried,	rushing	over	to	his	wife	and	kissing	her
hands.	He	wept	and	stroked	her	hair.	Everyone	in	the	room	averted	their	eyes,
allowing	him	some	semblance	of	privacy.

He	kissed	her	brow	one	last	time	and	stood,	shaky,	spent,	and	almost	as	pale



as	her.

The	baby	made	the	softest	noise,	more	of	a	sigh	than	anything	else.

The	duke	turned	to	glare	at	it,	all	his	anger	at	his	wife’s	death	directed	toward
the	tiny	thing.

“Well,	what	is	it?”	he	growled.

“It’s	a	girl,	Your	Grace,”	a	nurse	spoke	softly	as	she	curtsied.

“Even	that	 is	denied	 to	me.”	His	eyes	 flashed.	“Not	even	an	heir,	a	hope	of
the	future	now	that	my	past	is	dead.”

“My	Lady’s	last	words,”	an	older	maid	spoke	evenly,	knowing	the	things	that
must	be	done	even	 in	unpleasant	 times,	“were	 to	 request	 that	 she	be	named
Jessica.”

The	duke’s	face	went	soft	for	just	a	moment	at	the	mention	of	the	duchess’s
last	act	on	earth.	Then	he	scowled.

“Jessica,	Elizabeth,	Constance—it	makes	no	matter	to	me.	Call	her	what	you
will.	Just	keep	her	out	of	my	way	while	I	mourn.”	And	he	strode	out	of	 the
room.

A	wet	nurse	was	found	for	 the	baby	Jessica.	The	first	 time	she	was	brought
outside,	 it	was	 to	attend	her	mother’s	 funeral.	A	maid	held	her	as	 she	slept,
woke,	and	made	small	noises.	They	stood	at	the	back	of	the	crowd	where	they
would	draw	little	attention.

But	Jessica	showed	none	of	the	sickness	one	might	expect	from	the	child	of	a
dying	mother;	 she	was	 obstinately	 healthy	 and	 smiled	 early.	 The	wet	 nurse
and	 the	 other	 maids	 and	 servants	 doted	 on	 her;	 it	 could	 well	 be	 said	 that
Jessica	had	a	multitude	of	replacement	mothers,	fathers,	uncles	and	aunts,	and
brothers	 and	 sisters.	 Her	 own	 father	 showed	 little	 interest	 in	 her	 fate	 or
development.	 Once	 in	 a	 great	 while—on	 a	 holiday,	 for	 instance—Jessica
would	be	dressed	in	long	white	clothes	and	presented	to	the	duke.	He	would
lean	over	and	see	her	black	hair	and	black	eyes,	so	reminiscent	of	her	mother,
and	his	face	would	soften	for	 just	a	moment.	Then	the	baby	would	smile	or
gurgle,	full	of	life,	and	he	would	send	her	away	again.

Years	passed.



The	duke	demonstrated	no	growing	love	for	his	own	daughter;	if	anything,	his
bitterness	grew	with	her	as	Jessica	walked	and	talked.	She	was	raised	in	the
kitchen,	sitting	well-behaved	on	a	stool	in	the	corner	when	she	was	a	toddler,
playing	with	a	wooden-spoon	or	pot	lid	the	cook	gave	her.	Warm	smells	and
big,	friendly	faces	surrounded	her	early	childhood.	What	mischief	she	made
was	little;	at	most,	she	would	pretend	to	sneak	out	of	the	kitchen,	only	to	be
run	after,	caught	up,	and	hugged	in	a	fit	of	giggles	by	Dolly,	the	fat	old	cook.

Once	in	a	while	the	local	priest	or	a	friend	would	come	by	and	mildly	suggest
that	the	kitchen	was	no	place	for	a	child	of	royalty.	For	a	fortnight	thereafter
the	 unhappy	 Jessica	would	 be	 confined	 to	 a	 large,	 drafty	 bedroom	near	 the
duke,	 cared	 for	 by	 an	 equally	unhappy	butler.	As	 soon	 as	 the	duke	 stopped
noticing	or	caring,	off	 Jessica	would	go,	back	 to	 the	kitchen	where	she	was
happy	again.

The	 problems	 of	 the	 estate,	 far	 from	 being	 a	 concern	 to	 the	 little	 duchess,
were	nonetheless	strangely	felt	by	the	duke	and	the	town.	There	was	still	no
royal	heir.	Girls	and	women	could	no	more	 inherit	property	 than	men	could
bear	children.	At	the	very	least	the	old	duke	would	have	to	live	until	Jessica
grew	up	and	married	so	the	estate	could	pass	to	her	husband	if	he	were	high
enough	 royalty,	 to	her	own	son	 if	he	was	not.	But	 that	was	many	years	off,
and	 as	 the	poor	 duchess	was	 an	 example,	 there	 are	 no	guarantees	 in	 life	 or
death.

So	the	duke	was	obliged	to	find	another	wife—one	who	could	still	bear	him	a
son.	He	was	not	inclined	to	do	so;	for	all	of	his	many	other	faults	he	had	loved
his	 wife	 dearly	 and	 had	 no	 desire	 to	 replace	 her.	 He	 took	 his	 time—some
would	have	said	dragged	his	feet—as	secretaries	and	advisors	suggested	this
match	or	that,	and	foreigners	came	from	as	far	as	France	to	offer	their	noble
daughters	and	sisters	as	his	bride.

Jessica	was	still	a	child	at	this	time.	But	unlike	many	duchesses,	by	the	age	of
seven	she	could	bake	bread,	doing	everything	herself	from	weighing	the	flour
to	 slashing	 the	 top	 for	 steam	 to	 escape.	 She	 could	 churn	 butter,	make	 jam,
carefully	weave	pastry	lattices	for	the	tops	of	tarts,	and	expertly	carve	a	paper-
thin	slice	of	rare	meat	off	a	leg	of	lamb	if	required.

Her	 favorite	 kitchen	 task	 was	 turning	 meat	 on	 the	 gigantic	 spit	 over	 the
kitchen	fireplace.	The	fat	would	drip	and	sizzle,	and	the	herbs	would	roast	and
fill	the	room	with	intoxicating	smells.	It	was	the	warmest	place	in	the	drafty
old	estate	house,	and	while	staring	into	the	fire	Jessica	would	make	up	stories



about	 the	people	and	dragons	she	saw	in	the	flames.	Where	other	duchesses
wore	silk	and	velvet,	she	wore	rough	linen	smocks;	where	they	learned	to	sew
and	curtsy,	she	painted	her	face	with	flour	and	played	catch-the-sack	with	the
stableboy	and	the	servants	children.

Little	did	visiting	nobles,	presenting	possible	brides	 to	 the	duke,	realize	 that
their	meals	were	prepared,	and	sometimes	served,	with	the	help	of	a	duchess.

When	 she	 reached	 nine	 and	 ten	 the	 servants	 and	maids	 who	 had	 been	 her
family	finally	began	to	feel	that	a	kitchen	was	perhaps,	after	all,	not	the	most
appropriate	place	for	her.	It	had	been	a	long	time	since	any	royal	children	had
been	in	the	castle—not	since	the	duke	himself	had	grown	up,	with	his	cousins
—so	the	protocol	was	uncertain.	Jessica	was	forced	into	a	proper	bedroom	in
the	main	hall	near	where	her	 father	 slept,	but	not	 too	close.	She	was	 lonely
and	scared	the	first	few	nights,	and	gathered	as	many	of	the	hunting	dogs	as
she	could	to	sleep	in	bed	with	her.	Maids	tried	to	fit	her	with	more	appropriate
clothes,	 switching	 from	 shifts	 to	 dresses,	 barefoot	 to	 slippers.	They	 tried	 to
make	her	brush	her	hair.

But	exile	 from	the	kitchen	meant	 freedom	on	 the	 rest	of	 the	estate	grounds.
Soon—every	moment	 she	 wasn’t	 under	 direct	 supervision,	 in	 fact—Jessica
was	running	wild,	from	looking	out	the	highest	gable	windows	in	the	attic	to
jumping	 in	 the	 hay	 in	 the	 stables,	 from	 catching	 frogs	 with	 the	 servants’
children	to	tiptoeing	about	the	great	hall	when	it	was	empty,	spooking	herself
with	the	empty	suits	of	armor	that	stood	guard	there.

Her	happiness	was	not	to	last.

The	 duke	 finally	 began	 correspondence	 with	 a	 woman	 whom	 he	 did	 not
immediately	dislike.	She	was	Duchess	Anne	of	Mandagor,	from	England	and
therefore	 at	 once	 distrusted	 by	 everyone.	 The	 duchess	 was,	 however,
childless,	 which	 brought	 some	 relief,	 eliminating	 the	 fear	 of	 a	 complete
invasion	of	the	duchy.	She	was	older	than	Jessica’s	mother	would	have	been
by	a	number	of	years,	some	said	almost	as	old	as	the	duke	himself.	The	estate
flew	with	rumors	about	her:	that	she	was	a	spy	for	the	Queen,	that	she	was	the
most	beautiful	woman	in	Britain,	that	she	had	dark	powers,	that	she	had	killed
her	previous	husband,	that	she	had	just	been	considering	entering	a	convent,
and	that	she	had	a	delicate	hand	and	an	unheard-of	skill	with	the	needle.

The	duke	 traveled	 to	 see	her	with	his	most	 trusted	 advisors	 and	 secretaries.
Jessica	 was	 only	 vaguely	 concerned	 about	 the	 goings-on	 regarding	 the



duchess;	the	duke	himself	was	merely	a	scary	man	she	was	supposed	to	like
and	who,	having	gone	away,	she	wouldn’t	be	forced	to	see	for	a	fortnight	or
two.

Upon	 his	 return	 he	 announced	 his	 betrothal	 to	 Anne,	 who	 was	 making
arrangements	and	would	join	him	in	a	month	for	their	wedding.	Parties	were
planned,	despite	his	annoyance.	It	had	been	far	too	long	since	his	few	friends
and	 colleagues	 had	 anything	 to	 really	 celebrate.	 The	 stableboy,	Davey,	 told
Jessica	 that	 there	 were	 plans	 for	 cakes	 and	 great	 fox-hunts.	 They	 were
debating	the	various	merits	of	the	different	kinds	of	possible	cakes	when	she
was	summoned	to	the	duke’s	presence.

Maids	rushed	 to	prepare	her	as	best	 they	could,	combing	her	hair	with	 their
fingers	and	patting	down	her	dress,	removing	ash	and	flour.	A	little	frightened
at	the	summons,	Jessica	entered	the	duke’s	private	office	with	her	head	down
but	 remembered	 to	curtsy	and	mumble	“My	Lord	Duke”	as	 she	approached
him	at	his	chair	and	desk.

“My	Lord	Father,”	the	duke	corrected.	He	looked	her	up	and	down	as	if	she
were	 a	 stranger,	 no	 fault	 escaping	 his	 eye.	 Her	 face	 was	 smudged,	 her
stockings	crumpled,	and	her	dress	the	length	of	a	child’s—not	the	calf-length
dress	an	eleven-year-old	should	wear.

“You	are	to	have	a	new	mother,”	he	said,	gazing	at	her	levelly.

Jessica’s	mouth	hung	open	 in	 shock.	Her	mother,	 as	 everyone	 told	her,	was
dead	 and	 interred	 in	 the	 church.	 She	 had	 never	 known	 her.	 Dolly	 was	 the
closest	 thing	 to	 a	 living	mother	 she	 had,	 and	 Jessica	 loved	 her	with	 all	 her
heart.	She	didn’t	understand	why	she	needed	another.

“Close	 your	mouth,	 girl.	 This	will	 not	 do	 at	 all.	 Too	 long	 have	 I	 neglected
your	 education,	 left	 it	 in	 the	 hands	 of	 incompetent	 and	 lally-minded	maids.
We	shall	have	to	shape	you	up	before	the	duchess	arrives.”

“The	duchess	…”	The	realization	came	upon	Jessica	slowly	that	 the	woman
who	was	to	marry	her	father	was	also	to	be	her	mother.	This	was	a	connection
she	had	not	made	before,	listening	to	all	of	the	servants’	gossip.	“Is	she	very
…	nice?”	she	asked	meekly.

“She	is	very	beautiful.	And	wise,”	answered	the	duke.	“And	she	may	be	able
to	turn	you	into	a	real	lady	yet.”
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Chapter	Two
THE	DUCHESS	ANNE	OF	MANDAGOR

	

“Stay	still.”

Jessica,	eleven	and	just	beginning	to	be	fully	acquainted	with	the	concept	of
duchess,	mentally	forgave	the	maid,	Gwen,	who	dressed	her	and	forgot	to	say
“Your	Grace”	as	she	 tied	 tight	bows	and	brushed	down	the	girl’s	dress.	The
little	 girl	might	 have	 been	 responsible	 for	 making	 such	 a	 hassle	 of	 it;	 she
strained	on	tiptoes	and	swung	this	way	and	that	to	catch	a	glimpse	of	her	new
mother,	or	at	least	her	entourage.

“What	kind	of	carriage	does	she	ride	in?”	Jessica	asked	for	what	was	probably
the	thousandth	time.

“Not	 a	 carriage—she’ll	 ride	 in	 a	 train	 as	 far	 as	 Cardiff,	 and	 the	 duke	 has
bought	her	a	pretty	little	Beaufort	phaeton	to	ride	here	in.	By	herself!”

Jessica	squinched	her	nose,	trying	to	remember	what	Davey,	the	stableboy—
now	the	coachboy—had	said	about	such	 things.	He	and	his	 friends	were	all
mad	for	coaches,	 trains,	and	other	conveyances.	Maybe	the	phaeton	was	the
one	with	the	open	roof?	And	the	large—

“Ow!”

Now	Gwen	had	the	brush,	the	one	with	boar’s	hair	spines,	and	was	yanking	it
down	Jessica’s	locks	in	back,	which	were	perfectly	black	and	mostly	straight
without	the	help	of	a	maid,	thank	goodness.

“Mother	 cats	 are	 kinder	when	 they	 groom	 their	 kittens,	 and	 they	 have	 long
claws	and	teeth!”	Jessica	protested.

Gwen	giggled.

“Oh,	I	think	you’d	be	glad	I’m	no	cat,”	she	said.

There	 was	 some	 excitement	 in	 the	 hall	 beyond	 her	 bedroom,	 and	 Jessica
managed	 to	 squirm	out	 of	Gwen’s	 grasp	 just	 long	 enough	 to	 peek	 over	 the



banister.

There	was	a	crowd	downstairs	of	porters,	 luggage	carriers,	drivers,	servants,
and	more	 foreign	 wait	 staff.	 Piles	 of	 trunks	 and	 suitcases	 littered	 the	 front
hall.	 The	 crowd	 parted	 for	 just	 a	moment,	 and	 in	 the	middle	was	 the	most
beautiful,	tall,	and	stately	woman	Jessica	had	ever	seen,	as	regal	and	pale	as
an	ice	queen.	She	was	delicately	removing	fawn-colored	driving	gloves	and	a
matching	 bonnet	 when	 she	 seemed	 to	 sense	 Jessica’s	 stare.	 The	 woman
turned,	locking	eyes	with	her	for	a	moment.

Gwen	 grabbed	 Jessica	 from	 behind	 and	 pulled	 her	 down	 the	 hallway.	 The
little	lady	duchess	did	not	object.

Anne	of	Mandagor.	 Jessica	was	 positive	 that	was	 the	woman	 she	 saw—the
woman	who	was	 to	be	her	new	mother.	Maddeningly,	 she	was	 told	 that	 the
woman	was	exhausted	from	her	travels	and	would	be	resting	in	private	until
the	evening,	when	Jessica	would	be	formally	presented	to	her.	She	found	this
horribly	unfair;	it	was	her	mother,	for	goodness’s	sake.	She	sat	and	played	as
quietly	 as	 she	 could,	 trying	 not	 to	 mess	 up	 her	 outfit	 and	 require	 another
horrid	neatening	by	Gwen.	Her	own	bedroom	was	huge	and	drafty,	 recently
redecorated	in	honor	of	the	duchess’s	arrival.	No	one	had	consulted	Jessica	on
what	she	might	like,	however.	The	paint	was	a	vomity	pale	green	with	white
trim,	 and	 the	 bookshelves	 were	 filled	 with	 nasty	 little	 books	 about	 what
happens	to	children	if	they	are	bad.	The	bed	was	the	only	real	improvement;	it
was	 huge	 and	 high	 and	 adult,	 and	 like	 a	whole	 other	world	when	 she	was
perched	 in	 the	middle	 of	 it.	 She	 liked	 playing	 in	 the	 quilts,	 pretending	 that
they	 were	 hills	 and	 oceans	 and	 that	 she	 was	 meeting	 and	 speaking	 with
animals.	Maids	yelled	at	her	for	leaving	bits	of	food	out	on	the	floor,	claiming
it	would	attract	rats,	but	Jessica	only	hoped	to	see	and	tame	a	mouse.

Evening	finally	came;	supper	was	brought	up	to	her	but	she	couldn’t	eat	more
than	 a	 bite	 or	 two.	 Bored	 and	 sick	 with	 waiting,	 she	 brought	 out	 her	 last
defense:	an	absolutely	giant	book	of	ABCs	with	more	than	two	hundred	pages
of	 illustrated,	 nauseating	 rhymes	 about	 the	 English	 language.	 She	 began	 at
page	one,	reciting	each	poem	aloud.

Jessica	was	deep	in	the	middle	of	“Meditating	Monkeys	Might	Mostly	Meet
Men”	 when	 she	 was	 called.	 Gwen	 and	 a	 butler	 formally	 escorted	 her
downstairs	 into	 the	 sitting	 room	 traditionally	 reserved	 for	 the	 lady	 of	 the
estate.	A	large	fire	was	lit	and	roaring,	as	were	a	few	gas	lamps.	The	duchess
sat	in	front	of	a	silken	screen	that	protected	her	from	the	extreme	heat	of	the



flames.	 The	 duke	 stood	 behind	 her	 chair,	 arms	 on	 its	 back,	 watching	 her
intently.

Suddenly	Jessica	felt	bad	for	all	the	trouble	she	had	caused	Gwen	earlier	with
her	hair	brushing	and	wished	she	didn’t	have	to	walk	the	final	few	feet	alone.
But	she	did,	even	remembering	to	curtsy.	She	wrinkled	her	nose,	distracted	by
the	 duchess’s	 strange	 perfume,	 something	 like	 oranges,	 something	 from	 far
away.	 Exotic.	 In	 the	 firelight	 the	 older	 woman	 was	 even	 more	 regal	 than
before.	Her	face	looked	as	though	it	had	been	carved	from	white	marble,	and
her	 eyes	 were	 brown	 and	 warm	 like	 caramel.	 Her	 golden	 hair	 was	 put	 up
severely	 and	 elegantly	 behind	 her.	 Her	 eyebrows	 arched	 elegantly;	 her
cheekbones	were	high.	She	…	was	…	perfect.	A	queen.

Jessica	felt	like	a	baby	and	wanted	to	look	down	or	hide.	She	was	small	and
ugly	next	to	this	creature.

The	duchess	sensed	her	discomfort	and	smiled	slightly.

“Why,	come	here,	child.	I	shan’t	hurt	you.”	She	offered	a	single	white,	 long
hand,	beckoning	Jessica	to	come	forward.	I	shouldn’t	touch	her.	I’ll	break	her.
Jessica	 imagined	 herself	 stumbling	 forward	 and	 knocking	 into	 the	 duchess,
causing	 her	 fine	white	 skin	 to	 crack	 and	 her	 to	 fall	 into	 a	 pile	 of	 porcelain
shards.	She	inched	forward	delicately,	aware	of	being	observed	every	step	of
the	way	by	the	caramel	eyes.

“You’re	very	pretty,”	the	duchess	said	approvingly,	turning	her	head	this	way
and	that	to	see	her	better	in	the	light.	Jessica	felt	a	warmth	rush	through	her.
“Very	pretty.	I	am	to	be	your	new	mother,	you	know	that,	child?”

“Yes,	Ma’am,”	Jessica	mumbled.

“I	think	we	shall	get	along	just	splendidly.	I’ve	always	wanted	a	daughter	of
my	own.”

Again	Jessica	felt	thrilled	that	this	woman	was	pleased	with	her	…	but	it	was
strange	 to	be	called	daughter	 by	 her.	A	mother	was	 fat,	 dark	 haired,	warm,
and	loving.	Like	Dolly	or	the	picture	in	her	locket.

“Let	us	see	some	of	your	work.”

Jessica	blinked;	she	immediately	thought	of	the	snowmen	she	had	built	in	the
winter,	or	the	ravens	she	made	out	of	straw	with	Davey.



“Here,	My	Lady,”	Gwen	curtsied	and	came	 forward,	handing	 the	duchess	 a
folded	bit	of	cloth.

Oh.	That.

Jessica	 frowned	 and	 stared	 at	 the	 floor	 while	 the	 duchess	 inspected	 her
admittedly	terrible	embroidery.

“Oh,	this	won’t	do	at	all,”	the	duchess	said	with	a	smile.	“Proper	ladies	must
know	how	to	sew,	mustn’t	 they?	And	you	do	want	to	be	a	proper	lady,	isn’t
that	right,	child?”

“Yes,	Ma’am.”	 Five	minutes	 ago	 nothing	 could	 have	 been	 further	 from	 the
truth.	What	is	a	proper	lady,	anyway?

“We	 shall	 have	 to	work	 on	 that.	And	 you	…”	She	 reached	 a	 long,	 delicate
finger	out	to	touch	Jessica’s	cheek.	She	turned	her	head	this	way	and	that	in
the	firelight,	inspecting	Jessica’s	face.	“Yes.	You	are	beautiful.	Almost.	Well,
you	haven’t	anyone	 to	properly	 teach	you	about	your	 toilette.	We	will	 have
good	mother	and	daughter	times	together,	I	promise	you	that!”

Jessica	was	wondering	what	the	word	“toilet”	was	doing	coming	out	of	such
an	elegant	woman’s	mouth	when	the	duchess	took	both	her	hands	in	her	own
and	squeezed	them,	with	a	smile	that	was	not	false,	merely	unpracticed.

“You	may	go	now,	Jessica,”	her	father	said	with	a	faint	smile.

He	 seemed	 to	 be	 pleased;	 Jessica	 had	 done	well.	 She	 had	 known	 this	 was
going	to	be	some	sort	of	ordeal,	but	she	had	no	idea	how	or	when	she	passed.
She	curtsied	as	prettily	as	she	could,	backed	away,	and	then	turned	and	left—
that	much	courtesy	she	knew.	Court-esy.	Court-easy.	Curtsy.

Within	 a	 few	 minutes	 she	 was	 playing	 in	 her	 bedroom	 again,	 making	 her
fingers	bow	and	dance	for	each	other.	But	after	she	fell	asleep,	the	duchess’s
golden	hair	and	pale	face	haunted	her	midnight	dreams.

The	wedding	was	 immediate	 and	 small,	 far	 smaller	 than	 the	 duke’s	 distant
relations	and	closest	friends	would	have	liked.	The	duchess	herself	had	little
family,	and	as	a	widow	she	thought	it	fitting	to	keep	the	ceremony	close	and
elegant.	 Jessica	 could	 see	 a	 great	 number	 of	 the	 housestaff’s	 fears	 relieved
immediately;	 They	 had	 been	 terrified	 the	 duchess	 would	 be	 a	 spoiled	 big
spender	who	would	insist	on	luxuries	the	estate	could	ill	afford.



Jessica’s	own	opinions	of	the	duchess	were	uncertain.	She	had	imagined	her
new	mother	 to	 look	or	be	 like	any	number	of	 things,	 including	wicked,	and
Anne	had	turned	out	to	be	nothing	like	she	could	have	ever	dreamed.

She	belongs	in	her	own	fairy	tale,	Jessica	decided	as	Anne	walked	down	the
aisle.	 She	 is	 far	 too	 beautiful	 and	 special	 for	 Kenigh.	 The	 duchess	 glowed
silvery	as	white	and	shiny	cloth	reflected	her	pale	beauty	back	at	the	candles
and	gas	 lamps.	Her	dress	was	 just	 long	enough	 to	 touch	 the	 floor	and	skate
over	it,	pearls	and	trim	making	soft	tinkles.

Jessica’s	 own	 dress	 was	 itchy,	 but	 she	 kept	 as	 still	 as	 possible	 during	 the
ceremony	 and	 tried	 not	 to	 fidget	 as	 the	 priest	 went	 on	 and	 on	 about	 the
blessings	of	marriage.	The	only	 interesting	and	 light-hearted	moment	 in	 the
solemn	 afternoon	 came	 at	 the	 end,	 when	 two	 altar	 boys	 released	 a	 pair	 of
doves	 that	 fluttered	 to	 the	 ceiling.	 The	 duchess	 smiled	 in	 delight,	 and	 the
whole	room	sighed	at	her	beauty.	My	stepmother’s	beauty.	Jessica	was	proud
of	 that	 and	 walked	 behind	 the	 couple	 with	 her	 head	 held	 high.	 She	 only
tripped	once.

There	was	a	proper	fête	and	party	afterward,	but	instead	of	joining	the	kitchen
staff	Jessica	was	now	forced	to	sit	at	the	head	table.	She	looked	longingly	at
the	door	where	servants	silently	entered	and	 left	 the	kitchen	with	appetizers
and	main	courses,	where	they	secretly	stared	and	gossiped	in	between	serving
the	duke,	the	duchess,	and	their	guests.	The	food	was	delicious,	however,	and
deprived	of	 good	 company	 she	 could	 at	 least	 dig	 into	 the	 roasted	 lamb	and
venison,	terrines,	and	salads—and	a	glass	of	wine	she	managed	to	steal.	Once
the	duchess	 looked	askance	at	her,	amused	and	chastising,	when	she	caught
Jessica	sucking	the	marrow	from	a	bone	and	smacking	her	lips	afterward.

The	lady	used	a	fork.

Many	hours	later	some	of	the	guests	were	leaving,	and	Jessica	was	overtired
but	still	refusing	to	go	to	bed.	She	was	in	her	nightgown,	practicing	walking
like	the	duchess	up	and	down	the	hall,	clasping	her	hands	behind	her	back	and
not	moving	her	head.	Then	she	heard	Anne	and	her	father	talking	on	the	main
floor	below.

“Oh	really,	Edward,	you	shouldn’t	have—”

“But	my	 dear,	 I	 know	 your	 passion	 for	music,	 and	we	 have	 so	 little	 in	 the
country….	It’s	only	fair.”



“It	is	a	frivolity.”

“It	is	my	wedding	present	to	you.”

“You	are	far	too	generous,	Edward.”

Jessica	could	barely	contain	her	curiosity.	What	could	they	be	talking	about?
Maybe	an	exotic	pet;	she	had	heard	of	some	ancient	kings	and	queens	keeping
nightingales	 or	 birds	 from	 the	 east	 that	 could	 sing	 twelve	 different	 songs.
Perhaps	 it	 was	 a	 music	 box	 or	 orchestrina	 from	 Germany,	 She	 ran	 to	 the
banister	 to	 look	 down	 just	 in	 time	 to	 see	 her	 father	 walking	 away	 and	 the
duchess	looking	at	a	boy.	Jessica	was	severely	disappointed.	He	wasn’t	even	a
foreign	boy—he	had	the	look	of	a	Scotsman	about	him.	He	wore	black	pants
that	ended	at	his	calf,	a	white	shirt,	and	an	old	black	coat	that	was	clean	and
carefully	mended.	A	cap	was	tilted	rakishly	across	his	red	hair,	and	he	carried
a	fiddle.	He	was	not	very	tall	for	his	age—fourteen	or	fifteen,	she	guessed.	He
stared	at	the	floor	quietly,	neither	meek	nor	proud.

“So,”	the	duchess	asked	him	once	they	were	alone,	“can	you	play	very	well?”

“Moderately	well,	I	am	told,	My	Lady.”

“We	are	not	as	rich	as	you	might	think,	boy.	I	have	not	married	into	endless
money.	We	must	economize;	there	is	no	room	for	people	who	would	just	play
the	 fiddle.	 You	 will	 also	 help	 me	 with	 some	 personal	 tasks—nothing	 too
onerous	or	unbefitting	an	artiste.	In	return	I	will	act	as	your	patron—buy	you
music,	 bring	you	 to	 concerts,	make	 introductions	 for	you,	 and	 the	 like.	Are
you	willing?”

“Yes,	My	Lady.”

Still	he	kept	his	eyes	on	the	floor;	his	voice	never	wavered.	Jessica	instantly
wished	she	could	be	like	him.	He’s	so	…	brave.	She	could	not	think	of	a	better
word.	 He	 had	 none	 of	 the	 subservience	 or	 sarcasm	 the	 other	 servants
possessed.

“Excellent.	Follow	me	into	my	room	then,	Alan.	I	have	some	issues	to	attend
to	and	would	be	entertained.”

“Of	course,	My	Lady.”

She	 swept	 out	 of	 the	 room	 with	 a	 rustle	 of	 undercoats	 and	 silks;	 the	 boy



followed	at	a	safe	distance.	He	caught	sight	of	Jessica	and	did	not	wink,	the
way	another	might	 have,	 but	 smiled—a	genuine,	 friendly	 smile—before	his
face	resumed	its	previous	blank,	polite	stare.

Jessica	had	no	idea	what	to	make	of	him.
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INTERLUDE

	

Alan	 followed	 the	 duchess	 silently	 through	 the	 halls;	 for	 all	 of	 the	 bustling
around	 them	 the	only	 thing	he	could	 really	hear	was	 the	swish	of	her	 skirts
sliding	over	the	cold	stone	floor.	She	nodded	her	head	at	the	few	servants	she
had	 met	 already	 and	 the	 ones	 she	 had	 brought	 with	 her	 from	 her	 own
household.	We’re	 both	 foreigners	 here,	 he	 thought.	Perhaps	 that’s	 why	 she
wants	me	close	by.	He	ran	a	hand	quickly	through	his	bristly	red	hair,	which
affected	 its	 appearance	 not	 at	 all.	 Ginger	 hair,	 orange	 and	 spiky,	may	 have
been	 bad	 luck	 in	 Scotland,	 but	 keeping	 it	 short	 meant	 he	 never	 needed	 a
mirror.

He	 had	 already	 stowed	 his	 few	 possessions	 in	 his	 new	 cell-like	 room,	 all
except	for	his	precious	fiddle.	His	parents	had	worked	hard	when	they	saw	he
had	 the	 gift	 of	music	 and	 sent	 him	 to	Glasgow	 to	 be	 properly	 trained.	His
dream	was	to	someday	play	at	the	courts	in	Europe.

And	 yet	 here	 he	 was	 in	 Kenigh,	 another	 small	 town.	 At	 least	 it’s	 a	 new
country.	And	he	wouldn’t	even	have	to	learn	French	just	yet.

They	 entered	 the	 duchess’s	 bedroom,	 which	 in	 the	 manner	 of	 royalty	 was
separate	 from	 the	duke’s.	 It	was	 less	 feminine	 than	he	would	have	guessed,
with	 just	 a	 few	 touches	of	 the	new	woman’s	 presence	here	 and	 there:	 rose-
colored	velvets	on	the	bed,	silk	robes	piled	on	a	chair,	and	boxes	and	cases	of
what	looked	like	ill-packed	toiletries.	There	was	also	a	giant	oval	mirror,	gilt-
edged	and	covered	with	golden	ivy,	perched	inconveniently	in	the	corner.	The
duchess	went	to	that	first,	ignoring	Alan,	and	gazed	at	herself	in	it,	brushing	a
finger	over	her	eyebrows	and	pulling	the	skin	back	from	her	eyes.	She	sighed.

“Staying	young	and	beautiful	is	a	full-time	job.	Be	glad	you	are	not	a	woman,
Fiddler.”

Alan	cleared	his	 throat	respectfully.	“Being	kind	and	wise	 is	a	full-time	job,
for	anyone,	My	Lady.	You	are	clearly	beautiful,	but	I	am	sure	people	notice
more	than	that.”



She	raised	an	eyebrow	at	him.

Uh-oh.

“You	 are	 full	 of	wisdom,	Fiddler.	 I	 do	 not	 think	 I	 like	 that.	Here,	 pick	 this
mirror	up	and	hold	it	where	I	can	see	myself	more	clearly.”

It	was	a	huge	thing,	and	it	took	all	of	his	strength	just	to	hoist	it	up	so	it	could
rest	against	his	stomach.

“You	 try	 being	wise	 and	 good	 and	 getting	 a	 second	 husband	when	 you	 are
forty.	Then	I	will	take	advice	from	you.”

While	Alan	struggled	to	hold	the	thing,	the	duchess	went	to	one	of	her	boxes
and	took	out	a	golden	necklace.	“A	gift,”	she	said	with	a	slight	smile.	Before
Alan	could	object	she	fastened	it	around	his	neck	and	fixed	it	under	his	shirt.
“Very	manly.	Maybe	…	maybe	we’ll	get	you	a	little	charm	for	it—a	violin,	or
the	like.	Something	appropriate.”

Alan	started	to	say	“Thank	you,”	or	“My	Lady,	you	are	too	kind,”	or	“This	is
a	 little	 strange,”	 but	 the	 duchess	 hadn’t	 finished.	 She	 backed	 up	 to	 look	 at
herself	in	the	mirror.

“From	 now	 on,”	 she	 said,	 smoothing	 her	 hair	 and	 admiring	 her	 reflection,
“you	will	speak	to	me	only	when	I	wish	an	answer.	And	you	will	find	yourself
unable	to	tell	anyone	about	what	we	discuss	or	do.”

Alan	prepared	a	 respectful	bit	of	 flattery,	but	when	he	opened	his	mouth	he
found	he	had	nothing	to	say.

The	duchess	smiled.

“Good.	Now,	 for	 instance,	 if	 I	ask	 something—like,	 ‘Mirror	boy,	of	 all	 you
have	seen	thus	far,	who	in	this	remote	land	is	the	most	beautiful	woman?’	you
would	say	…”

Alan	found	himself	able	to	speak.	“You	are,	without	a	doubt,	My	Lady.”

“Excellent.	We	shall	get	along	splendidly.	Now	put	the	mirror	down	and	help
me	unpack	my	things.”

Although	he	was	worried	 about	 his	 sudden	 lack	of	wit—his	 teacher	 always



said	that	musicians	were	almost	like	modern	jesters	and	had	to	flatter	as	well
as	 play	 for	 their	 clients—he	was	 also	 just	 relieved	 to	 put	 the	 heavy	mirror
down.
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Chapter	Three
ALAN

	

Jessica	was	given	a	fortnight’s	vacation.	“Time	for	the	new	couple	to	become
acquainted,”	was	what	Dolly	said.	It	was	ridiculous	thinking	of	them	as	a	new
couple	 since	 they	 were	 both	 relatively	 old,	 and	 previously	 married	 and
everything.	She	overheard	whispers	and	rumors	of	heirs	and	hopes	for	a	child.
Jessica,	 far	more	 knowledgeable	 on	 the	 subject	 than	 her	 father	would	 have
liked,	rather	hoped	she	would	get	a	baby	brother,	even	if	he	would	be	really
only	half	her	brother.	If	that’s	all	I	can	get!	It	would	give	her	someone	to	play
with;	she	strongly	suspected	her	wild	roaming	about	the	estate	was	at	an	end.

She	ran	with	the	pack	of	kids	in	the	castle	these	last	fourteen	days,	climbing
roofs,	 fishing	 in	 the	stream,	and	stealing	muffins	when	 they	 thought	no	one
was	watching.	Once,	 however,	 Jessica	 caught	Davey	 planting	 a	 kiss	 on	 the
cheek	of	one	of	the	coachman’s	granddaughters	and	catching	at	her	hand.	The
sight	made	her	uneasy,	and	she	felt	like	she	was	being	left	out	of	something.

She	 noticed	 the	 new	 boy,	 Alan,	 squatting	 on	 the	 steps	 of	 the	 driveway,
frowning	at	a	piece	of	paper	in	his	hands.	A	perfect	opportunity	to	subtly	find
out	what	his	story	was.

“Hello,”	she	said,	marching	up	to	him.

Alan	 raised	 an	 eyebrow	 and	 cocked	 his	 head	 back	 to	 look	 at	 her,	 a	 smile
playing	at	the	edges	of	his	mouth.	His	face	was	covered	in	freckles,	like	hers,
but	his	were	soft	and	red	and	all	over,	whereas	hers	were	brown	and	sprinkled
profusely	around	the	nose.	His	eyes	were	a	sunny	blue,	much	prettier	than	her
muddy	brownish-black	ones.

“Oh,	hello	there.	And	who	might	you	be?”

“I’m”—she	took	a	breath—“Jessica	Abigail	Danvers	Kenigh,	daughter	of	the
duke.”

“Oh,	are	you	now?”	he	replied,	nodding	seriously	“Well,	I’m	Alan	McDonald.
Pleased	to	meet	you.”	He	stuck	out	his	hand.	They	shook,	very	formally.



“Where	are	you	from?”	She	figured	such	personal	questions	were	okay	now
that	they	knew	each	other’s	names.

“Down	the	road	aways.”

She	looked	at	him	doubtfully.	“I	don’t	think	so.	Your	accent	is	all	wrong.”

“Oh	 it	 is,	 is	 it?”	 he	 laughed.	 “You	 caught	me.	 I’m	 from	 the	 Isle	 of	Arran,
Scotland.”

“Is	it	very	pleasant	there?”

“It	is	if	you	like	sheep	and	cows	and	heather	and	sky.”

She	thought	about	this,	frowning.

“The	cows	are	very	shaggy,”	he	added	helpfully,	“with	 long	brown	hair	 that
hangs	over	their	eyes,	like	a	dog’s.	They’re	much	smaller	than	your	English	or
Welsh	cows.”

His	 voice	 had	 a	 lilt	 as	 he	 spoke,	 and	 he	 made	 everything	 sound	 like	 a
question.	She	decided	she	could	listen	to	him	all	afternoon.

“Is	it	true	you	can	play	the	violin?”

“Word	gets	around,	eh?	Aye,	I	fiddle	a	bit.	My	mother	and	father	would	have
sent	me	to	music	school	in	Italy	if	they	had	the	money.”

“Why	didn’t	they?”

As	 soon	 as	 it	 was	 out	 of	 her	mouth	 she	 realized	 this	 was	 probably	 a	 rude
question,	 but	 Alan	 laughed.	 “Because,	 Jessica	 Abigail	 Danvers	 Kenigh,
daughter	 of	 the	 duke,”	 he	 said	 as	 he	 touched	 her	 nose,	 “I	 have	 six	 sisters,
younger	and	older,	and	farming	cannae	get	you	much	gold.”

“Six.”	 Jessica	 tried	 to	 imagine	 this.	There	were	other	children	on	 the	estate
who	she	pretended	were	related	to	her,	but	it	wasn’t	the	same.	If	she	had	six
sisters,	she	would	always	have	someone	to	play	with.

She	noticed	the	paper	in	his	hands.

“What	are	you	looking	at?”



“Among	my	other	duties	as	servant	and	house	fiddler	of	Kenigh	Hall,	I	have
to	find	all	of	these	herbs	for	the	duchess.”

“Herbs?”	 She	 grabbed	 the	 list	 from	 him,	 again	 rudely,	 and	 again	 realizing
half	 a	moment	 too	 late.	 “Wolfsbane?	Mugwort?	Mountain	mint?”	The	 only
people	who	used	herbs	 like	 these	were	servants,	who	couldn’t	afford	proper
medicine	or	morphine	from	the	chemist.	“Is	she	a	witch?”

Alan	cocked	his	head	at	her.	He	opened	his	mouth,	 then	 scratched	his	 head
and	 tugged	 at	 something	 at	 his	 throat;	 Jessica	 saw	a	brief	 glint	 of	 gold.	He
opened	 his	mouth	 a	 few	more	 times,	 then	 finally	 said,	 “I	 think	…	 it	might
have	to	do	with	…	a	baby.”	He	kept	smiling,	but	the	words	sounded	forced.

His	answer	was	enough	to	satisfy	Jessica.	Women	always	seemed	to	try	mad
things	when	they	were	trying	to	get	pregnant.	She	was	tiny	and	easily	hidden,
and	heard	many,	many	conversations.

“I	don	 t	 even	know	where	 to	 start	 looking,”	he	 sighed.	“Back	 in	Scotland	 I
could	have	found	at	least	a	couple	of	these.”

“I	 can	 show	 you	 some	 places,”	 Jessica	 volunteered	 enthusiastically.	 “I	 run
around	all	over	here.”

“I’d	be	honored	to	have	the	company	of	such	a	fine	young	lady,”	Alan	said,
standing	and	offering	her	his	arm.

Jessica	 took	it	with	great	seriousness,	 formally	keeping	a	few	fingers	on	his
wrist.

They	had	a	grand	day	 in	 the	woods,	 though	 Jessica	wondered	a	 little	 about
why	 a	 boy	 so	 much	 older	 was	 being	 nice	 to	 her.	 As	 long	 as	 she	 could
remember,	all	of	the	older	kids	on	the	estate	never	hung	out	with	the	younger
ones	 and	were	often	 standoffish	 and	mean.	Alan	 always	 listened	 to	 her	 and
was	patient.	Maybe	he	could	be	like	an	older	brother—if	he	could	stand	one
more	sister.

Seven,	seven,	lucky	and	heaven	…
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Chapter	Four
BEST	YEARS,	A	BOOK	OF	HOURS

	

6:00	A.M.	Rise

True	 to	her	word,	 the	duchess	made	 Jessica	 follow	her	 around	 like	 a	 small,
occasionally	disobedient	puppy,	starting	every	day	as	soon	as	she	rose.

With	 the	 darkness	 of	 night	 not	 yet	 lifted	 and	 icy	 air	 not	 yet	 banished,	 the
duchess	washed.	And	so	did	Jessica.	The	duchess	had	a	washbowl,	a	pitcher,
and	 Turkish	 cloths;	 Jessica	 had	 a	 bowl	 and	 mug.	 The	 duchess	 applied
unguents,	oils,	 and	creams	at	her	vanity	 in	 front	of	a	 smaller	version	of	 the
mirror	Alan	was	often	forced	to	hold.	A	high	chair	was	brought	in,	and	Jessica
perched	next	 to	her,	aping	her	actions.	The	duchess	 thought	 it	charming	 the
first	 time	 Jessica	 “accidentally”	 covered	 her	 face	 in	 too	much	 sticky	white
cold	cream,	but	after	the	fourth	time,	she	smacked	her.

7:00	A.M.	Beautify

Cucumbers	were	 applied	 to	 the	 duchess’s	 eyes	 and	 a	 cold	wet	 towel	 to	 her
neck,	and	she	lay	back	in	her	chair	like	the	dead	for	exactly	fifteen	minutes.
Jessica,	not	being	old,	did	not	require	this	treatment.

The	smells	at	the	table,	the	softness	of	the	ribbons,	cloths,	and	cushions	in	the
duchess’s	 dressing	 room,	 and	 the	 muted	 pink	 and	 cream	 colors	 reminded
Jessica	of	something	she	believed	she	half-remembered,	something	warm	and
feminine.	When	Anne	wasn’t	looking,	Jessica	would	crawl	up	to	the	back	of
the	 ivory-striped	silk	divan	and	open	the	 locket	with	her	mother’s	miniature
and	stare	at	it.	With	the	duchess	simply	lying	there	and	not	speaking,	Jessica
could	almost	believe	it	was	her	real	mother	in	the	room	with	her.

8:30	A.M.	Breakfast

“A	lady	should	not	eat	too	much,”	the	duchess	instructed,	“nor	should	she	let
the	flesh	fall	from	her	bones.”

Jessica	was	given	porridge	and	cream,	hot	black	tea,	and	a	piece	of	fruit,	often
an	apple.



“An	incomparable	aid	to	digestion,”	the	duchess	said.

9:30	A.M.	Traditional	Lessons:	French,	Latin,	and	Sums

A	 tutor	 was	 eventually	 found,	 which	 was	 a	 great	 annoyance	 to	 Jessica.
Terrence	was	a	young	and	good-natured	man,	however—if	not	as	handsome
or	nice	as	Alan.	She	became	excellent	at	sums	and	her	times	tables.	When	she
wanted	 to	 do	 more,	 Terrence	 just	 laughed	 and	 said	 it	 wasn’t	 necessary
because	 she	would	never	become	a	 shopkeeper	or	 a	banker.	Girls	 didn’t	 do
such	things,	especially	one	of	her	station.

When	 Jessica	 told	 this	 story	offhandedly	 to	 the	duchess,	 the	older	woman’s
face	froze	in	a	steely	blankness	Jessica	hadn’t	expected.	When	Terrence	was
dismissed	and	a	new	teacher	found,	Jessica	thought	it	was	something	she	had
done.	 This	 one	 was	 far	 less	 friendly,	 an	 older	 woman	 with	 glasses	 that
pinched	 and	 an	 Adam’s	 apple	 that	 stuck	 out	 so	 far	 it	 looked	 like	 she	 had
permanently	swallowed	a	cannonball.

2:00	P.M.	Lessons	of	a	Different	Sort:	Lying,	Hiding,	and	Sneaking	About

After	 her	 studies,	 Jessica	 had	 the	 afternoons	 all	 to	 herself.	 The	 duchess
disappeared	 to	 her	 bedroom,	 to	 nap,	 read	 improvement	 books,	 or	 perform
strange	experiments,	depending	on	who	was	asked.	Jessica	spent	every	scrap
of	these	precious	moments	in	the	kitchen	with	her	old	family,	or	outside	with
her	old	friends	or	Alan,	her	best	friend	of	all.

The	duchess	would	have	been	appalled	if	she	knew.	But	Jessica	was	perfect	in
her	 little	 frocks	 at	 dinner.	 Lying	 came	 as	 naturally	 to	 her	 as	 running.	 She
never	 told	 the	duchess	 she	was	 catching	 frogs	with	Davey;	 she	was	 always
“picking	 wildflowers”	 or	 “getting	 some	 air.”	 She	 was	 never	 running	 races
with	the	servants	children;	she	was	“playing	with	her	hoop”	or	“enjoying	the
company	 of	 someone	 else’s	 small	 dog.”	 The	 duchess	 had	 taught	 her	 a	 key
point	 in	 the	 importance	 of	 dress;	 Jessica	 very	 carefully	 kept	 her	 outdoor
playclothes	separate	from	her	indoor,	parent-approved	ones.

4:00	P.M.	Tea

Sometimes	with	stuffed	animals	and	stories,	sometimes	with	Dolly	and	extra
sweets,	sometimes	with	the	duchess	and	instructions:

“A	lady	takes	one	lump,	never	two.”



“Always	offer	to	pour.”

“Raise	your	finger—thus—while	you	sip.”

“This	is	the	correct	fork	for	pie.”

Jessica	would	nod	sweetly,	face	scrubbed	and	tea	frock	on,	and	she	scratched
the	scabs	on	her	knees	when	she	could.

6:00	P.M.	Illicit	Wanders,	Dangerous	Discoveries

The	 duchess	 was	 accustomed	 to	 spending	 this	 hour	 going	 over	 meals	 and
groceries	with	the	housekeeper	and	the	cook.	Jessica	thought	this	a	splendid
time	 to	 go	 through	 the	 older	 woman’s	 things	 in	 her	 other	 room—the	 one
Jessica	wasn’t	 allowed	 to	 enter.	Alan	 did	 not	 like	 this	 game	 at	 all,	 playing
rarely,	 reluctantly,	 and	only,	 he	 said,	 to	keep	her	out	of	 trouble.	 Jessica	had
been	dying	to	see	the	secret	laboratory	everyone	whispered	about.	The	rumors
of	the	duchess’s	being	a	witch	doubled	her	curiosity.

The	laboratory	did	satisfy	any	child’s	concept	of	a	dangerous,	mystical	place.
Where	another	woman	might	have	had	small	paintings	or	statues,	the	duchess
had	strange	machines	with	gears,	knobs,	and	dials.	Where	other	people	might
have	stacks	of	favorite	books	or	small	bouquets	of	flowers,	 the	duchess	had
racks	of	test	tubes,	some	of	which	were	empty	and	sparkled,	some	of	which
were	stoppered	and	filled	with	strange,	dark	 fluid.	 In	a	box	 that	might	have
held	 correspondence	 with	 friends—like	 Jessica’s	 mother	 had—the	 duchess
had	 letters	 from	 famous	 scientists.	 She	 signed	 her	 own	 missives,	 Jessica
noted,	only	with	her	 initials,	and	her	handwriting	was	distinctly	unfeminine.
Is	she	pretending	to	be	a	man?

In	 place	 of	 a	 shelf	 of	 favorite	 novels	 or	Greek	philosophy,	 the	 duchess	 had
new	science	journals	and	treatises,	and	ancient	tomes,	some	with	locks	and	all
with	 inscriptions	 in	 strange	 or	 foreign	 languages,	 by	 foreigners	with	 names
like	Alhazred.

“Spells!”	 Jessica	 exclaimed	 delightedly,	 flipping	 through	 one	 of	 the	 older
books.	“Magic!	I	could	turn	you	into	a	frog!	Let’s	take	one—”

“Jessica,”	Alan	said	nervously,	ruffling	her	hair.	“Magic	isn’t	real.”

She	looked	at	him,	raising	an	eyebrow	at	his	tone.



Then	he	 added,	more	honestly,	 “Ye	 shouldna	mess	with	magic,	 Jess.	A	bad
spell	 turns	back	on	 the	caster	 times	 three,	as	my	grandmum	says.	And	…	it
does	 things	 to	people.	Or	maybe	 the	 type	of	people	who	do	 it	are	of	a	sort,
touched….”

7:00	P.M.	Supper

Before	 supper	 the	 duchess	made	 sure	 the	 two	 of	 them	got	 dressed	 together
with	the	help	of	maids.	Jessica	had	to	admit	that	as	much	of	a	pain	the	bows,
underclothes,	tight	shoes,	and	hair	ribbons	were,	the	new	clothes	the	duchess
bought	her	were	the	finest	she	had	ever	worn,	and	that	she	looked	the	perfect
little	noblewoman	in	them.	Of	course,	she	had	to	act	like	one	too,	which	was
an	 annoyance	 that	 involved	 careful	 eating,	 no	 talking,	 and	 more	 curtsying
than	she	could	stand.

8:00	P.M.	Sleeptime

Before	 bed	 a	 toilet	much	 like	 the	 one	 in	 the	morning	was	 repeated.	 Jessica
thought	her	stepmother	 looked	like	an	angel	 in	 the	 long,	frothy	white	 things
she	slept	in.

The	 evening	 was	 grown-up	 time.	 Once	 in	 a	 great	 while	 Jessica	 would	 be
called	in	after	her	dinner	to	recite	what	she	had	learned	that	day,	or	to	kiss	her
father	and	the	duchess	good	night,	or,	rarely,	to	share	a	cup	of	hot	chocolate
with	 them	before	 they	 had	 their	 own	 dinner.	 In	 the	 books	 Jessica	was	 now
forced	 to	 read—though	 secretly	 she	 liked	 them—glamorous	 people	 like	 the
duchess	 and	 rich	 people	 like	 her	 father	 threw	parties	 and	 had	 giant	 dinners
and	 constantly	 invited	 streams	 of	 guests	 through	 their	 houses,	 but	 no	 such
events	ever	occurred	at	Kenigh	Hall.

At	 first	 the	 arrangement	 suited	 both	 Jessica	 and	 the	 duchess.	 Jessica	 loved
getting	all	of	the	attention	of	the	beautiful	and	glamorous	older	woman,	even
if	she	wasn’t	exactly	a	mother.

Years	passed.	The	duchess	spent	more	and	more	time	“napping”	or	“reading,”
and	 Alan	 was	 sent	 to	 gather	 stranger	 and	 stranger	 things,	 many	 of	 which
Jessica	was	able	to	help	him	with,	but	some	things	he	seemed	unable	to	even
tell	her	about.	Otherwise,	little	changed.

Life	at	Kenigh	Hall	continued	pleasantly	for	everyone,	it	seemed.
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Chapter	Five
LETTER	FROM	ALAN

	

Dearest	Claire,

I	 hope	 this	 note	 finds	 its	way	 to	 you.	While	my	dreams	of	 playing	 in	 sunny
palaces	 in	 Europe—in	 gardens	 filled	 with	 lemon	 trees	 and	 honeysuckle—
remain	undiminished,	they	are	for	a	while	delayed.	I	have	managed	to	secure
a	 position	 with	 some	 minor	 duke	 in	 Wales,	 of	 all	 places.	 You	 were	 right;
making	enquiries	with	about-to-be-married	royalty	has	paid	off.	I	am	a	“gift”
to	his	new	bride.	No,	no,	nothing	like	that.

The	 place	where	 I	 ended	 up—Kenigh,	 if	 you	 ever	 happen	 by—is	 almost	 as
pretty	as	the	Highlands.	A	pleasant	little	town	not	unlike	where	we	grew	up,
removed	 from	 time.	 The	 estate	 is	 only	 middle-sized,	 I	 am	 told,	 but	 large
enough	for	everyone	back	home.	If	 there	are	any	more	Roman	(or	English!)
invasions	 I	have	no	doubt	we	will	be	quite	 safe—the	weather	and	rocks	are
most	forbidding.	They	gave	me	a	snug	little	room	in	the	servants’	quarters,	far
away	 from	 everyone	 so	 I	 can	 practice.	Ha!	Remember	when	 you	 and	Elsie
were	mad	because	I	got	my	own	room	at	home?

The	duke	is,	well,	I	suppose	like	all	dukes—his	prime	pastimes	are	being	dead
stiff	boring	when	he	is	not	putting	on	airs.

Everyone	is	too	busy	bothering	themselves	about	the	new	duchess	to	concern
themselves	 with	 a	 violinist.	 I	 sort	 of	 take	 second	 fiddle—pardon	 the	 pun—
around	here	next	to	the	flurry	over	her.	Which	is	good;	they	don’t	seem	to	be
used	to	outsiders.

The	duchess	herself	seems	pleasant	enough—cold,	and	beautiful	in	an	older
woman	 sort	 of	 way.	 Very	 polite.	 She	 has	 agreed	 to	 take	 me	 on	 and	 be	 my
patron—yesf	a	real	patron!—in	return	for	doing	other	things	for	her	as	well.
Minor	things,	like	rearranging	furniture	to	her	contentment,	and	other	tasks,
hard	 to	describe.	No	…	I	 take	 that	back.	 It	seems	I	can	write	 them,	 just	not
talk	about	them….	And	those	were	her	exact	words:	“Tell	anyone	…”

Claire,	this	is	very	strange—don’t	be	telling	Mum	or	Da.	The	duchess	has	me



all	 over	 the	 countryside	 looking	 for	 strange	 things—she	 wants	 a	 baby	 and
cannot,	 so	 far.	At	 first	 it	was	herbs	and	roots	and	 leaves,	but	now	 it’s	other
things	…	animals,	and—I	fear	to	even	talk	about	the	others.

But	that’s	just	it,	Sis—she	gave	me	a	golden	necklace	with	a	fiddle	charm;	it
would	be	pretty	if	it	weren’t	so	strange.	Since	putting	it	on	I	cannot	talk	about
the	things	I	do	for	her.	Almost	like	magic.	She	says	it’s	not,	though,	something
about	magnets	and	mesmerism.	Science,	she	says.	Spiritualism,	I	say!

But	 she	 has	 bought	 me	music	 and	 strings	 and	 done	 nothing	 improper.	 She
plans	on	taking	me	to	a	real	symphony	this	month!	It	is	my	first	real	job,	and
I’ll	take	what	I	can	get.

I	hope	you	and	Elsie	are	well,	and	Jo	and	Emma	and	Katherine,	and	do	pass
this	on	to	Sabrina	if	you	get	 the	chance!	I	miss	her	so.	Tell	her	 that	her	big
brother	thinks	about	her	every	day.	I	would	send	something	for	Mum	and	Da,
but	I	trust	the	people	carrying	this	message	about	as	far	as	I	can	throw	them.
It’s	just	as	well	that	royalty	doesn’t	expect	a	common	fiddler	to	be	educated	in
the	ways	of	proper	letters.

Lots	of	love	to	the	entire	family,

Alan
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Chapter	Six
THE	BEGINNING	OF	BAD	THINGS

	

Jessica’s	life	was	coming	to	an	end.

Snow	could	accurately	count	back	to	this	time	as	the	final	days	of	her	happy
childhood.

One	 hot	 summer	 day,	 bored,	 she	 went	 to	 the	 stable	 to	 find	 Davey	 and	 his
friend	 Michael,	 both	 of	 whom	 took	 care	 of	 the	 horses	 and,	 when	 by
themselves,	smoked	and	played	cards	like	adults.	“Do	you	want	to	go	to	the
stream	today?”	she	asked	them.

“Oh,	aw,”	Davey	said,	kicking	some	straw	at	his	feet.	“I	dunno,	Jess.	I	have	t’
do	some	stuff	with	the	horses.”

She	frowned	and	looked	at	the	other	boy.	“Michael?”

“I,	uh,	I	dunno.”	He	looked	up	at	her	and	blushed,	then	looked	down.	“What
if	we	get	caught?”

“That	 never	 used	 to	 bother	 you!”	 There	 was	 something	 in	 the	 air,	 an
embarrassment,	a	tension,	that	was	new	and	undeniable.	She	looked	hard	into
the	faces	of	her	old	friends.	They	looked	away.

“Is	it	because	I’m	a	duchess?”	she	asked	bluntly.	“That	was	never	a	problem
before.”

“You’re	 no	duchess,”	Davey	 spat,	with	 a	 little	 of	 their	 old	 fierce	 friendship
back.	 “Not	yet,	 anyhow.	Naw—its	 just,	 you	know,	others	might,	 you	know,
look	funny.”

“Oh.”	She	had	lost	some	strange	little	fight	and	hadn’t	even	known	there	was
one.	“Well,”	she	said	nervously,“maybe	another	day,	then?”

“Sure—when	the	masters	away,	maybe.”

“And	his	witch,”	Michael	added.



“She’s	not	a	witch!”	Jessica	stamped	her	foot,	glad	to	have	something	real	to
argue	about.	“Everyone’s	always	saying	that.	She’s	a	scientist.”

“No	such	thing	as	lady	scientists,”	Michael	muttered	under	his	breath.

“What’s	a	scientist	got	Alan	all	over	the	countryside	picking	poisonous	herbs
for?”	Davey	demanded.

“They’re	not	poisonous,”	she	tried	again.	“You	should	see	her	laboratory.	It’s
real,	with	 tubes,	 and	metal,	 and	glassware—there’s	no	cauldron	or	anything
witchy.”

“All	I	know	is	I	wouldn’t	want	her	catching	us	together.”

“You’re	 a	 big	 coward,	 David	 Allen!”	 Jessica	 stamped	 her	 foot	 again	 and
stomped	off.	As	soon	as	she	was	out	of	the	stables	she	thought	of	something
better	 and	meaner	 to	 say,	 and	 she	 turned	 around	 to	 deliver	 it	with	 the	 cold
haughtiness	of	a	duchess.	But	when	she	 turned	around	she	 saw	Gwen	enter
the	stables	from	the	other	way.	Something	made	Jessica	hide	and	watch.

She	 couldn’t	 hear	 what	 was	 being	 said	 but	 could	 see	 the	 three	 figures
silhouetted	against	the	wide	stable	door.	Both	boys	leaped	up	when	she	came
in—sauntered	 in,	 Jessica	 realized,	 remembering	 the	 new	 vocabulary	 word.
Gwen	 smiled	 and	 put	 her	 hands	 on	 her	 hips,	 tossing	 her	 long	 blond	 braids
over	her	back.	She	laughed	easily,	high	and	ringing.	The	boys	took	off	 their
hats	and	spoke	eagerly.

Jessica	wandered	away,	sad	and	confused.	They	like	her	better.	But	that	didn’t
seem	quite	 right.	They	 like	 talking	 to	her	better.	She	 thought	about	 the	way
Gwen	looked;	peaches-and-cream	skin	compared	to	Jessica’s	freckly	face,	her
rounded	body	glowing.	Jessica’s	was	more	stout	and	muscled,	and	not	shaped
quite	 right.	 Breasts,	 yes,	 but	 like	 mushrooms,	 popping	 out	 and	 away	 from
each	other.

They	 said	 they	would	never	 like	 girls.	 She	 remembered	 a	pact	made	by	 the
stream	 years	 ago.	 They	 admitted	 that	 they	 didn’t	 think	 of	 Jessica	 as	 a	 girl,
something	she	had	taken	as	a	point	of	pride.

She	wandered	back	 to	 the	estate,	not	caring	 if	 anyone	saw	her	 in	her	 secret
play	clothes.	She	couldn’t	even	talk	to	Alan;	the	duchess	had	taken	him	to	a
concert	 at	 the	Edgars	 that	afternoon.	 It	 seemed	as	 if	 the	duchess	 liked	Alan



more	than	her—or	at	least	paid	more	attention	to	him,	a	mere	servant.

Jessica	decided	to	drown	her	sorrows	in	a	book,	something	juicy	and	French
that	 she	probably	 shouldn’t	have	been	 reading.	She	went	upstairs	 to	change
into	acceptable	clothes	and	went	into	the	library.	At	least	if	she	were	caught
she	would	be	 dressed	properly.	 She	pushed	open	 the	 door	 as	 quietly	 as	 she
could,	 dreaming	 of	 secret	 doors,	 which	 Kenigh	 Hall	 seemed	 to	 lack	 in
prodigious	 numbers.	 She	 and	 her	 old	 friends	 had	 spent	 hours	 looking	 for
them.

The	 library	 appeared	 to	 be	 off	 limits:	Her	 father	was	 present,	 in	 a	 gigantic
chair	 in	 front	 of	 the	 dead	 fireplace.	 That	was	 unfortunate	 and	 unusual;	 the
duke	never	seemed	to	read,	unlike	Anne.	Jessica	peeped	her	head	in	as	far	as
she	 dared	 to	 see	 what	 he	 was	 doing.	 The	 duke	 had	 his	 hand	 out	 and	 was
staring	at	some	object	in	it.	Jessica	leaned	a	little	more	and	caught	her	breath
when	she	saw	what	it	was:	a	locket	identical	to	the	one	she	wore	around	her
neck,	with	an	identical	miniature	of	her	mother	in	it.	As	she	watched,	a	single
tear	 formed	 in	 the	middle	 of	 each	 of	 his	 eyes,	 and	 they	 coursed	 their	 way
silently	down	his	cheeks.

Jessica	watched	with	mixed	feelings.	Didn’t	he	love	the	duchess	now?	If	he
missed	Mary	 so	much,	why	 did	 he	marry	Anne?	 If	 he	 loved	 his	wife,	why
couldn’t	 he	 love	 his	 daughter?	Why	 does	 he	 hide	 this?	 Closing	 the	 door
quietly,	she	realized	it	was	the	closest	she	and	her	father	had	ever	really	been.

I	miss	her	too.	And	I	never	even	knew	her.

Mixed	emotions	drained	her	mind	and	body;	she	spent	the	afternoon	desultory
on	her	bed.	But	when	what	began	as	a	slight	ache	in	her	stomach	progressed
over	 the	 hours	 to	 searing,	 unbearable	 pain,	 Jessica	 was	 sure	 it	 wasn’t	 just
sadness.	 She	 ran,	 crying	with	 fright,	 to	Dolly	The	 old	woman	 smiled	when
she	first	saw	Jessica.

“Oh,	Jess-me-love,	I	was	just	going	to	talk	to	you—”

“Dolly,	its	horrible—I	think	I’m	dying!”

The	big,	sweaty	woman	hugged	her	as	she	cried.	When	Jessica	could	finally
speak	she	told	her	how	sick	she	was,	and	sad	and	angry,	trying	not	to	double
over	in	pain.



Dolly	laughed	kindly	“You’re	not	dying,	sugar-plum.	You’re	just	becoming	a
woman.”

Becoming	a	woman.	 Jessica	had	heard	whispered	 snatches	and	phrases	here
and	 there	 about	 such	 a	 thing,	 about	 a	 curse,	 strange	 mysteries.	 Now	 she
finally	knew	the	truth—and	it	hurt.

Dolly	gave	her	 a	 raspberry	 tart,	which	 Jessica	consumed	 in	 three	bites,	 still
sniffling	and	wincing	from	the	pain.	Her	appetite	had	been	far	from	ladylike
for	the	past	week.

“You	 just	 need	 a	 lie-down	 and	 sommat	 good,	 a	 medicine,”	 Dolly	 said
soothingly.	“Come	now,	stop	crying,	 it’s	not	 that	bad….	 It	means	you’re	an
adult!”

The	duchess	 swept	 in	 at	 that	moment,	 still	 dressed	 from	 the	concert	 earlier.
“Miss	Margerson,	I	was	wondering	if	you	believe	it’s	in	the	kitchen’s	capacity
to—what	on	earth	is	going	on	here?”

Jessica	 looked	 miserably	 up	 at	 her,	 red-faced,	 sniffling,	 and	 covered	 in
powdered	sugar.

“The	little	miss	just	…”	Dolly	frowned,	trying	to	think	of	a	high-class	way	of
saying	it.	“She’s	all	grown	up,”	she	finally	said.

“Oh.”	The	duchess	looked	at	the	cook	and	then	at	Jessica,	as	if	both	of	them
had	suddenly	revealed	that	they	were	really	cats,	or	French.	“Well,	I	think	that
a	mother	 should	 take	 this	 in	hand,	don’t	you?”	she	asked,	a	 trifle	nervously
Then	she	regained	composure	and	put	out	her	hand.	“Jessica,	come	with	me.
We	have	to	talk	about	this.”

An	 hour	 later	 in	 the	 duchess’s	 dressing	 room,	 a	mug	 of	 tea	 cupped	 in	 her
hands,	 still	 bent	 over	 from	 the	 pain,	 Jessica	 was	 even	more	 confused	 than
when	the	pain	had	started.

“Things	will	have	 to	change,	Jessica,”	 the	duchess	was	saying.	“You	are	no
longer	a	little	girl.	You	are	a	young	lady.	A	…	pretty	young	lady.	Women	will
begin	 to	hate	you	and	men	will	want	 to—men	are	 just	 terrible.	You	have	 to
start	 acting	 differently,	 Jessica.	Let	me	 inform	you	 right	 now	 that	 boys	 and
men	are	not	 your	 friends.	They	will	 never	 be	your	 friends	 again.	They	will
want	to	do	improper	things	with	you	if	you’re	unlucky,	and	to	own	you	if	you



are.	Marriage…”	Her	brow	furrowed	and	she	looked	distracted	for	a	moment.
“I	suppose	you	will	get	married	 in	a	 few	years….	I	should	start	 to	work	on
that….	A	mother	would….”	She	 shook	her	head.	 “That	 is	what	you	will	be
someday,	Jessica.	A	mother.	Society	only	has	two	uses	for	women,	remember
that.	Beautiful	young	girls	and	mothers.”

As	the	duchess	spoke,	she	looked	less	and	less	at	Jessica	and	more	and	more
into	the	air	between	them.	Her	hand	rose,	seemingly	of	its	own	will,	to	touch
her	own	cheek.	“Be	one	or	the	other,	or	both,	but	not	neither.	No	one	wants	an
old	hag.	Or	a	trollop.”

And	then	the	duchess	began	to	cry.

Jessica	had	little	sympathy.	But	I’m	the	one	in	pain.	Has	everyone	gone	mad
today?	Or	is	it	just	me?

The	 duchess	 stood	 up	 abruptly.	 She	 didn’t	 wipe	 her	 eyes;	 the	 tears	 dried
rapidly.	Her	face	was	white.

“What	was	I	…?”	She	cast	about,	eyes	flicking	like	a	bird’s,	as	if	she	really
couldn’t	 remember.“No	matter.	 No	more	 hanging	 out	 with	 the	 servants,	 or
with	 boys,	 Jessica,	Don’t	 think	 I	 haven’t	 been	watching	 you.	 I	 just	 haven’t
had	time	to	do	anything	about	it.	You	are	a	woman	now,	and	have	to	obey	me
and	your	father.	Now	go	to	your	room	and	think	about	it.”

“It	hurts,”	Jessica	complained	feebly.

“What	does?”

The	duchess	really	seemed	to	have	forgotten	everything	they	had	just	 talked
about—as	 if	 she	had	had	a	 fit,	 Jessica	pointed	 to	her	belly	and	 rocked	back
and	forth	to	show	her.	The	older	woman’s	eyes	widened,	then	narrowed.

“In	some	ways	you	are	such	a	silly	little	girl,”	the	duchess	snapped.	She	went
to	her	vanity	and	took	out	a	 little	blue	glass	bottle,	putting	some	droplets	 in
her	mug	of	 tea.	 “Here.	This	will	 stop	 the	pain.	Go	 to	 sleep	and	 think	about
what	 I’ve	 said.”	The	 duchess	 called	 a	maid—not	Gwen—to	 help	 Jessica	 to
bed.	Halfway	to	her	room	Jessica	felt	a	wall	of	weariness	and	sleep	slam	her
abused	 body;	 the	maid	 almost	 had	 to	 carry	 her.	 Still	 afraid	 she	was	 dying,
Jessica	fought	 it	until	she	could	do	so	no	more,	and	blackness	hit	her	 like	a
rock.
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Chapter	Seven
A	PAUSE	BEFORE	THE	STORM

	

When	Jessica	woke	up,	she	wished	she	hadn’t.

Her	 head	 ached.	 Her	 whole	 body	 ached.	 Her	 throat	 was	 parched	 as	 if	 she
hadn’t	drunk	anything	in	days.	She	felt	like	vomiting,	and	the	room	spun.

A	look	outside	the	window	confirmed	her	fear—somehow	she	had	slept	from
the	rest	of	 the	afternoon	 through	 the	next	morning.	Late	morning.	Breakfast
was	 brought	 to	 her	 in	 bed,	 which	 was	 a	 rare	 treat.	 Although	 she	 was	 sick
Jessica	found	herself	eating	everything	in	sight.

She	 glared	 at	 the	 two	 maids	 who	 served	 her,	 indistinguishable	 from	 each
other.	They	were	new	hires	of	the	duchess.

“Where	is	Gwen?”

“Off	to	visit	her	mother,	My	Lady.	She	returns	in	a	fortnight.”

“Hmmmph.”

For	 all	 the	 other	 pains	 she	was	 experiencing,	 Jessica	 had	 to	 admit	 that	 the
ones	in	her	stomach	had	lessened	some.	Not	a	great	trade-off,	but	at	least	she
felt	she	could	walk.	“You	may	go.	I	will	go	see	Dolly.”	Who,	she	suspected,
might	 have	 less	 angry	 answers	 to	 some	 of	 her	 questions,	 and	 who	 wasn’t
likely	to	break	down	and	cry	in	the	middle	of	her	explanations.

“You	aren’t	 to	bother	 the	kitchen	staff	 today,	My	Lady’s	orders,”	one	of	 the
maids—the	 very	 slightly	 taller	 one—said	 promptly.	 Jessica	 could	 tell	 they
would	be	no	help.	Now	that	she	was	a	woman,	she	couldn’t	even	have	the	sort
of	confidante	maid	and	friend	 that	she	read	about	 in	books.	Not	until	Gwen
came	back,	at	least.	Even	assuming	she	liked	giggling	and	talking	about	men,
which	she	didn’t.

Men	…

“Send	me	the	fiddler	boy,”	she	announced,	in	her	best	grown-up	voice.	“Some



music	would	improve	my	constitution.”

The	two	maids	looked	at	each	other	and	laughed.	“My	Lady	can’t	have	a	boy
in	her	room.	’Twould	be	most	unseemly”

Jessica	 was	 right	 on	 the	 point	 of	 telling	 them	 to	 go	 do	 something	 she	 had
heard	Davey	describe	once,	but	she	decided	to	be	a	lady	for	the	moment.

“Yes,	of	course.”

She	stuffed	some	more	toast	in	her	mouth	and	pondered	escape.

“Is	My	Lady	still	 feeling	 ill?	Would	she	 like	some	more	medicine?”	One	of
the	maids	held	up	the	evil	little	blue	bottle.

“Feed	that	stuff	to	me	ever	again	and	you’ll	both	be	on	the	streets	before	you
can	say	scat,”	Jessica	promised—as	high	and	haughty	a	thing	as	she	had	ever
said.

The	 few	 times	 throughout	 the	 day	 she	 tried	 to	 leave	 the	 room	 there	 was
always	 someone	 to	 stop	 her	 and	 tell	 her	 that	 she	 needed	 to	 rest,	 that	 she
shouldn’t	be	up,	and	that	they	would	bring	her	whatever	she	wanted.	That	she
was	sick.	That	everyone	would	understand	if	she	wasn’t	at	dinner,	because	she
was	having	a	“spell.”

Bored	 quickly	 with	 her	 immobility	 and	 the	 maids’	 automatic	 responses,
Jessica	 read	 books	 until	 they	 were	 gently	 but	 firmly	 taken	 away	 from	 her
“because	they	strained	her	eyes.”

The	 two	 maids	 didn’t	 think	 sewing	 would	 damage	 her	 eyesight,	 however.
Three	days	passed	in	confinement	and	misery.

“This	 is	what	 being	 a	 grown-up	 lady	 is	 like,”	 Jessica	murmured	 to	 herself.
“This	is	what	the	rest	of	my	life	is	going	to	be	like.”

There	was	worse	yet	to	come.

Jessica	 finally	 managed	 to	 sneak	 down	 to	 the	 kitchen	 by	 sending	 her	 new
maids	to	find	a	book	in	the	library	whose	title	and	author	she	made	up.	She
stole	a	pastry,	 ate	 the	whole	 thing,	 then	 took	another	 and	was	 just	 sneaking
out,	past	the	library,	when	she	heard	the	maids	gossiping.



“…	hasn’t	told	her	yet.”

“My	Lady	is	bound	to	have	herself	a	fit!”

“Still,	 if	Dolly	 can	 find	 herself	 a	 husband	 and	 move	 to	 her	 own	 house	 in
Swansea,	I	suppose	it	means	there’s	luck	and	love	for	anyone”

“Did	you	not	hear?	The	duke	himself	 is	paying	 for	part	of	 the	house	as	her
wedding	present	for	long	years	of	service.	It	was	the	duchess’s	idea….”

“What	did	she	say	the	name	of	the	author	was?”

Servants	and	maids	alike	fell	out	of	her	way	as	Jessica	ran	through	the	house.
She	 leaped	 up	 the	 back	 stairs	 to	 the	wing	with	 the	 bedrooms.	Didn’t	 it	 all
sound	 a	 little	 too	 convenient?	 Dolly	 never	 mentioned	 a	 gentleman	 friend
before….	And	 the	weirdly	 acting,	wicked	duchess	 just	happened	 to	 suggest
that	she	move	away?

But	when	 Jessica	 knocked	 loudly	 and	meanly	 on	 the	 laboratory	 door	 there
was	 no	 response.	 She	 leaned	 her	 head	 on	 the	 wall	 in	 frustration,	 then
screamed	with	fear	and	disgust.

A	stream	of	black	blood	issued	slowly	from	underneath	the	door.

Jessica	 turned	 and	 ran	 until	 she	 slammed	 into	 someone.	 She	 looked	 up,
preparing	either	to	excuse	herself	or	to	yell,	when	she	saw	who	it	was.

“Alan!”

“What’s	wrong,	Jess?”

“Alan!”	 she	 cried	 in	 relief.	 She	 began	 sobbing	 again.	 Alan	 looked	 around
quickly	 and	 pulled	 her	 into	 a	 nearby	 pantry.	 He	 held	 her	 as	 she	 sobbed,
making	soothing	noises	at	her	until	she	calmed	down.	Finally	she	spoke.

“Dolly—Dolly’s	gone	away	and	 it’s	all	my	fault.	Everything	changes.	Anne
was	 right.	And	 there	 are	 these	 new	maids,	 and	 they’re	 horrible,	 like	 prison
guards,	and	it’s	all	because	…	because	…”

“Because	of	what?”

She	just	kept	sobbing.



“Oh!	Is	 that	what	 it	 is.”	Alan	 laughed	gently	and	hugged	her.	She	 looked	at
him,	shocked	and	surprised.	“Jess,	I	have	six	sisters.	There	are	few	secrets	in
a	house	with	four	rooms.	Dolly	getting	married,	those	two	‘horrible’	maids—
those	things	have	nothing	to	do	with	you,	or	with	growing	up.	Dolly	getting
married	is	a	good	thing.	She	has	a	right	to	be	happy,	like	everyone.	Or	don’t
you	want	that?”

Jessica	 sniffled,	 but	 nodded.	 “I	 just	 don’t	 want	 her	 going	 away,”	 she
whispered.

“I	know.”	Alan	gave	her	a	hug.	“But	you	still	have	me.”

“Barely,”	 Jessica	 spat,	 thinking	 of	 the	 duchess.	 “What	 with	 you	 and	 the
duchess,	and	concerts	…”

“Jessica	 Abigail	 Danvers	 Kenigh,	 daughter	 of	 the	 duke!”	 Alan	 gave	 her	 a
playful	slap	on	the	shoulder.	“Lady	Anne	says	that	with	practice	I	could	join	a
symphony,	maybe	go	to	Europe	and	play—”	His	eyes	shone.	“Things	are	not
so	 easy	 for	 those	 of	 us	 who	 aren’t	 born	 duchesses,	 Jess.	 Even	 those	 two
horrible	maids—remember,	 they	work	because	 they	have	 to	and	 take	orders
because	they	are	paid	to.”

“It	 just	 seems	 like	 everything	 bad	 happens	 when	 you	 grow	 up,”	 Jessica
sighed.	“What	are	the	advantages?”

The	advantages,	at	least	for	a	young	duchess,	were	revealed	soon	enough.	She
was	summoned	to	the	drawing	room	and	presented	formally	to	her	father	and
Anne—later	she	would	suspect	some	conspiracy	among	Alan,	Dolly,	and	the
duchess.

“You’re	 a	 young	 lady	 now,”	 her	 father	 began	without	 preamble.	 “And	 you
look	…	you	look	a	lot	like	your	mother.”	Jessica	caught	a	quick	frown	on	the
duchess’s	 face,	 an	 iciness	 that	 came	 and	 went	 in	 an	 instant.	 “It’s	 time	 we
started	treating	you	like	a	young	lady.”

“Jessica,	your	father	and	I	would	like	to	throw	a	party	for	you.	Not	a—not	a
coming-out	 party,	 but	 a	 sort	 of	 introduction	 to	 the	 country	 gentry,”	 the
duchess	 said.	“We	shall	hire	 some	musicians,	have	a	 tea	dance,	 invite	 some
people	your	age….	How	would	you	like	that?”

Later	 Jessica	 would	 reflect	 that	 a	 party	 wouldn’t	 really	make	 up	 for	 being



forced	 to	abandon	most	of	her	childhood	acquaintances,	but	at	 that	moment
the	 thought	 of	 a	 glamorous	 affair	 thrown	 for	her,	with	 guests	 and	 boys	 and
food	and	drink	and	dresses—for	her—well,	it	seemed	wonderful.

She	nodded	mutely.

“Excellent,”	 the	 duchess	 said,	 pleased.	 “We’ll	make	 a	 real	 lady	 out	 of	 you
yet.”

Jessica	was	sure	she	had	heard	those	words	somewhere	before.
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INTERLUDE:	MIRROR,	MIRROR

	

The	duchess	turned	this	way	and	that	in	front	of	the	mirror	that	Alan	held.	She
was	wearing	one	of	three	possible	dresses	she	had	bought	for	the	party.	This
one	pushed	her	bust	up	very	high,	and	cinched	her	waist	so	tightly	she	could
barely	breathe.

“So,	Mirror,”	she	said	lightly,	admiring	herself.	“When	the	people	talk,	who
do	they	say	is	the	fairest	in	the	country?”

“Always	you,	My	Lady,”	Alan	answered,	trying	not	to	grunt	under	the	weight
of	 the	 gigantic	 glass.	 “People	 still	 discuss	 the	 blue	 outfit	 you	 wore	 to	 the
concert,	how	you	looked	like	a	goddess	of	the	sky.”

“Mmmm.”	 Her	 response	 was	 noncommittal,	 but	 her	 eyes	 narrowed
approvingly,	 and	 her	 lips	 tightened	 to	 hide	 a	 self-satisfied	 smile.	 “And
Jessica?”

“No	one	much	talks	about	her	being	beautiful,”	Alan	said	honestly,	as	he	was
forced.	 “They	 say	 she	 is	 a	 growing	 beauty,	 but	 even	more	 they	 talk	 about
what	trouble	she	is	to	the	servants.”

The	 duchess	 chuckled	 at	 this,	 then	 fixed	 her	 dark	 blue	 eyes	 on	 his	 lighter
ones.

“And	what	of	you?	What	do	you	think	of	our	little	duchess?”

Alan	had	known	this	question	was	coming.	“As	much	as	it	may	be	permitted,
I	care	for	the	young	lady	like	she	was	my	own	sister.”

“Mmmm.”	 The	 duchess	 stared	 at	 him	 a	 moment,	 debating	 something
internally.	Then	she	went	back	to	gazing	at	herself	in	the	mirror.	She	touched
herself	lightly	on	the	belly	and	frowned.
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Chapter	Eight
THIRTEEN,	FOURTEEN:	PRINCES	COME

COURTING

	

The	first	guests	had	already	begun	 to	arrive,	a	day	early.	 Jessica	peeped	out
from	behind	a	bush	to	watch	the	coaches,	carriages,	and	phaetons	pull	up	and
the	 splendidly	 dressed	 people	 step	 out:	 women	 in	 long	 gowns	 with	 large
bustles	and	matching	parasols,	and	men	in	dove-gray	jackets	and	hats.	Some
of	the	dashing	young	men	rode	horses,	cantering	up	the	graveled	path,	gloved
hands	to	their	hats	as	they	addressed	the	duchess.

Jessica	was	not	 to	meet	 them	 formally	until	 later	 and	could	hardly	bear	 the
anticipation.	This	is	for	me.	It’s	just	a	party	that	the	duchess	is	throwing	but
it’s	really	all	for	me.	She	watched	eagerly	for	people	her	own	age	and	thought
she	 saw	 a	 couple,	 a	 pair	 of	 strapping	 girls	 who,	 despite	 their	 size,	 seemed
young.

“Hey!	Jess!”	Davey	whispered	from	behind	her.	She	spun	around.

“What	are	you	doing	here?”	 she	demanded.	This	was	her	 hiding	 spot.	 “Oh,
and	I	suppose	you’ve	decided	that	it’s	all	right	to	talk	to	me	now,”	she	added
haughtily.

“Aw,	Jess,	c’mon.”	He	kicked	his	toe	at	the	ground.	“Tm	trying	to	make	it	up
to	you.”

There	was	a	long	pause	as	Jessica	glared	at	the	boy	and	he	tried	to	work	up
the	 courage	 to	 talk.	 “Me	 and	 Michael,	 we	 were	 …	 it’s	 just	 …	 we’re	 not
wanting	to	get	on	the	bad	side	of	the	duchess,	yeah?	I’m	apologizing	here”

That	 said,	 he	 sighed	 in	 relief.	 “Craddoc’s	 bitch	 had	 a	 litter	 of	 puppies	 last
night.	Want	to	come	see?	They’re	playing	with	them	now,	in	the	clearing	on
the	other	side	of	 the	stream.	You	can	choose	one,	as	a	birthday	present,”	he
added	hesitantly.

Jessica’s	eyes	 lit	up.	A	dog	of	her	own!	She	was	old	enough.	And	from	the
looks	of	it,	many	of	the	girls	and	women	arriving	had	small	lapdogs	that	they



or	 their	 servants	 carried	 in.	 Of	 course,	 she	 would	 miss	 the	 excitement	 of
watching	 more	 people	 arrive,	 and	 she	 was	 supposed	 to	 get	 dressed	 and
washed	for	when	she	was	introduced	later	today….

“Thank	 you,	 Davey!”	 she	 said	 delightedly,	 and	 ran	 off	 to	 see	 the	 old
gamekeeper.	Along	the	way	she	managed	to	rip	her	petticoat	and	step	into	the
stream,	something	she	would	no	doubt	be	in	trouble	for	later.	All	worries	were
forgotten	when	she	saw	the	scene	in	the	small	clearing	beyond:	Craddoc	and	a
few	children	sat	around	a	big	mother	hound	with	six	squirming	babies,	brown
and	cream	and	white.

“Oh,	 they’re	 lovely!”	 Jessica	 sat	 down	 in	 the	 grass	 next	 to	 the	mother	 and
tried	to	pet	all	of	the	puppies	at	once.

The	old	man	laughed.

“Davey’s	keeping	one	 for	himself,”	 he	 said,	 “but	 I	 guess	 he	 told	you	 about
choosing	one.”

It	took	her	an	hour	to	decide;	they	were	all	equally	adorable.	Finally	she	chose
one	with	slightly	more	black	than	the	rest.	“I’ll	keep	her	until	she’s	weaned,”
Craddoc	said.	“Come	back	in	a	fortnight,	and	she’ll	be	all	ready	for	you.”

Reluctantly	Jessica	left.	It	was	probably	past	time	for	her	to	go	home,	in	case
she	was	missed.	She	took	the	back	way	so	she	could	sneak	in	by	the	stables
and	not	be	seen;	her	hair	was	down,	her	face	was	muddy,	and	her	dress	was
not	quite	ruined.

She	turned	the	corner	to	the	muddy	courtyard	and	there	was	a	boy	there	about
Alan’s	age,	smoking	a	long,	thin	cigar.

He	was	handsome	and	well	dressed,	with	brown	wavy	hair.	His	jacket	fit	him
like	 a	 second	 skin.	One	 shapely	 leg	was	 propped	 on	 a	 barrel.	He	 raised	 an
eyebrow	lazily	in	her	direction.

“Hello,”	Jessica	said,	trying	to	think	of	something	quickly.

“Hello.”	 He	 looked	 her	 up	 and	 down.	 “Quite	 the	 preparations	 for	 a	 party
going	on	there.”

“It	would	seem	so,”	she	answered	hesitantly.



“You’re	all	a	mess—all	covered	in	mud,”	he	observed.	He	pushed	himself	off
the	wall	 and	 sauntered	 over	 to	 her.	 She	 held	 her	 ground.	Something	wasn’t
quite	right,	but	she	couldn’t	put	her	finger	on	it.	The	boy	was	handsome.	Her
heart	raced.

He	came	closer.	She	didn’t	move.

“Let	me	get	some	of	that	for	you.”	He	reached	over,	and	with	a	long	finger	he
delicately	brushed	some	dirt	off	her	cheek.

“Sir,”	she	began,	uncertain	of	where	any	of	this	was	going.

He	put	his	hand	around	her	shoulder	and	pulled	Jessica	in	for	a	kiss.

Shocked,	she	let	him.

My	first	kiss!	I	wonder	if	this	means	we	are	to	be	married.	He	was	certainly
good	looking	enough	for	her,	and	the	kissing	itself	was	pleasant	enough	in	a
strange	way,	although	he	pushed	his	face	into	hers	a	little	too	hard.

Then	he	reached	up	and	grabbed	her	breast.

“Stop	it!”	She	pulled	his	hand	away.	His	response	was	to	pull	her	 in	 to	him
harder,	a	hand	around	her	waist.	One	of	his	legs	locked	around	hers.

“Come	on,”	he	whispered	in	her	ear.	“This	might	be	your	only	chance	for	a
count.”	He	grabbed	her	bottom	with	his	other	hand.

Wildly	she	tried	 to	figure	out	what	 to	do,	what	Alan	would	do,	what	one	of
Alan’s	sisters	would	do.

She	kneed	him	between	his	legs.

He	let	out	a	long	groan	of	agony	and	released	her,	both	actions	immediately
satisfying.	He	keeled	over	on	the	ground.

The	momentary	triumph	faded	for	Jessica.	She	felt	like	throwing	up.

“Father!”	she	screamed,	running	into	the	house.	“Duchess!”	she	sobbed	as	she
ran	 through	 the	 house.	 She	made	 her	way	 to	 the	 entrance	 room	where	 she
found	her	father	and	stepmother,	both	greeting	another	well-dressed	couple.



“What’s	 the	 meaning	 of	 this?”	 her	 father	 demanded.	 The	 duchess’s	 face
dropped	when	she	saw	the	state	of	Jessica’s	dress.

“This	boy—he	tried	to	kiss	me—and	then	he—and	then	he—”

The	 duchess	 took	 control	 of	 the	 situation	 immediately.	 She	 called	 the	 two
maids.	“Lucy,	Anna—take	Jessica	upstairs	 immediately.	Edward,	would	you
mind	 seeing	 about	 this	 boy?	 Felicia,	 Lord	 Belingham—forgive	 this	 little
intrusion.	 Let	 me	 personally	 show	 you	 the	 rooms	 where	 you	 will	 be
staying….”

The	 two	 evil	 maids	 swept	 Jessica,	 sobbing,	 out	 of	 the	 room	 and	 upstairs
before	 anyone	 else	 could	 see	 her.	When	 they	 arrived	 at	 the	 cool	 silence	 of
Jessica’s	room,	she	fell	on	her	bed.	The	two	maids	left.	Long	after	her	 tears
finally	dried	up	Jessica	simply	lay	staring	at	the	ceiling.

Hours	passed.

The	duchess	 finally	came	 in.	She	closed	 the	door	behind	her	with	a	 strange
finality	 and	 approached	 Jessica	with	 a	predatory	 sway	 that	 reminded	her	 of
the	boy.

On	 guard	 for	 the	 second	 time	 that	 afternoon,	 Jessica	 slowly	 realized	 she
would	get	no	comfort	out	of	this	woman.

“What,”	the	duchess	asked	slowly,	“happened?”

Jessica	told	her,	and	in	doing	so	began	crying	again.

“Oh,”	 the	 duchess	 said	 coolly.	 “You	 dress	 and	 act	 like	 a	 servant	 girl,	 and
you’re	surprised	that	he	treated	you	this	way?”

“But	he—he	touched	my—”

“And	what	did	you	expect	him	to	do,	you	alone	there	with	him?	Give	you	a
bouquet	of	flowers?”

“But	he,	he’s	the	one	who	…”	Jessica	was	terribly	confused.	She	didn’t	think
she	had	done	anything	wrong,	besides	making	 the	mistake	of	 leaving	 to	see
the	 puppy.	 The	 boy	 had	 hurt	 her,	 not	 the	 other	 way	 around.	 “But	 I	 am	 a
duchess,”	 she	 said	 finally,	 thinking	 the	 older	 woman	would	 approve.	 “One
doesn’t	treat	a	duchess	that	way.”



“You	look	like	a	slattern!”	The	duchess	slapped	Jessica	across	the	cheek.	She
said	other	things,	too,	but	Jessica	didn’t	hear	them.	When	she	put	her	hand	to
her	cheek,	her	fingertips	came	away	with	droplets	of	blood.

“Behaving	 like	 a	 commoner—I	 have	 a	 hard	 time	 believing	 you	 are	 your
father’s	 daughter.	Maybe	 you	 aren’t,”	 the	 duchess	 said	 pensively.	 Then	 her
eyes	filled	with	rage.	“Do	you	know	what	you	did,	behaving	in	front	of	Lord
Belingham	like	that?	Do	you	realize	the	embarrassment	your	father	and	I	will
have	 to	 suffer	 for	 it?	 And	 Count	 Donhall—it	 wouldn’t	 surprise	 me	 if	 his
father	never	spoke	to	us	again	for	what	you	did	to	him.”

“I	just	wanted	the	puppy,”	Jessica	said	softly,	knowing	full	well	she	sounded
like	a	five-year-old.	But	in	the	end,	that	was	the	heart	of	it,	that	was	what	had
caused	all	of	this.

“Well,	you	certainly	aren’t	getting	a	puppy,”	the	duchess	promised.	“That,	and
your	 absence	 at	 this	 party	 except	when	 I	 specifically	 ask	 for	 it,	 are	 just	 the
beginning.	You	want	to	dress	like	a	commoner?	Fine,	you	can	dress	that	way
all	 the	 time,	and	do	 the	 job	of	one	 too.	 If	you’re	not	going	 to	be	a	duchess,
you	can	at	least	be	useful.	And	one	more	thing,”	she	added	as	she	left,	“if	I	so
much	as	imagine	you	talk	to	any	of	the	serving	staff	again,	including	Alan,	I
will	have	you	beaten—the	way	I	should	have	in	the	beginning.”

And	the	duchess,	if	nothing	else,	was	a	woman	of	her	word.
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PART	TWO

	 Snow	
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INTERLUDE:	REFLECTIONS

	

“Mirror,	 Mirror.	 When	 people	 speak,	 whom	 do	 they	 say	 is	 the	 fairest	 in
town?”

Alan	 held	 the	 looking	 glass	 up,	 as	 always;	 the	 duchess	 stared	 and	 primped
into	it	as	always.	Some	things	had	changed	since	the	first	time,	however.

There	was	the	smell,	to	start	with.	Burnt	flesh	cut	with	a	clean,	metallic	scent
like	 the	 smell	 before	 a	 thunderstorm.	There	were	 the	 cages	 of	 animals—all
young,	 all	 babies—against	 the	 farthest	 wall	 of	 her	 hidden	 sanctuary.	 There
was	the	basket	with	a	bundle	in	it,	a	heavy	burden	that	needed	to	be	gone	by
midnight.	There	were	the	vials	and	pills—blue,	blood	red,	and	light	purple—
with	medicines	for	the	duchess’s	increasingly	frequent	fits.

And	there	was	one	more	thing	that	changed.

Alan	ground	his	teeth	and	stammered,	but	the	necklace	bade	him	speak.

“For	all	her	rags	and	dirt,	 those	who	catch	a	look	at	her	face,	the	one	called
Snow—they	claim	she	is	the	most	beautiful,	fey	thing	Kenigh	has	ever	seen.”

The	duchess’s	eyes	might	have	been	hazel,	but	the	look	they	gave	Alan	was
the	blackest	he	had	ever	seen.
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Chapter	Nine
TRANSFIGURATION

	

1.	Spring

Davey	 sat	 on	 the	 steps	 of	 the	 stable,	 waiting	 to	 run	 an	 errand	 for	 the
coachman,	when	a	 figure	dressed	 in	old	clothes	 struggled	by,	barely	able	 to
drag	 the	 bucket	 of	 slop	 she	 was	 burdened	 with,	 He	 leaped	 up,	 full	 of	 the
newly	discovered	chivalry	that	often	brought	smiles	and	blushes,	occasionally
even	kisses.

“Here,	let	me	help	you	with—”	The	pale	girl	turned	her	face	to	meet	his.

He	stopped	short,	“Jess?”

Deprived	 of	 sunlight,	 the	 starry	 freckles	 had	 faded	 from	 her	 face,	 and	 her
copper-brown	hair	had	grown	in	black.	Her	skin	had	whitened,	becoming	the
pallor	so	many	girls	her	age	were	trying	to	achieve	by	poisoning	themselves
with	arsenic.

“I	 don’t	 think	you’re	 supposed	 to	be	 talking	 to	me,	Davey,”	Her	voice	was
low,	 as	 if	 she	wasn’t	 accustomed	 to	 talk,	 “I’m	being	 punished.	They	might
dismiss	you	or	your	parents,”

“I	 heard	 things,	 but	 didn’t	 believe	 them—making	 you	 do	 all	 the	 chores,
scrubbing,	and	cleaning,	and	locking	you	up?	A	duchess?”

She	 smiled	 wanly,	 remembering	 their	 last	 argument,“I’m	 no	 duchess.	 Not
anymore,	at	least,”

“I	didn’t	even	know	it	was	you	just	now,”	he	went	on,	“You’re	as	white	as	a
snowman.	And	taller	than	you	were,”

He	shifted	uncomfortably	from	foot	to	foot,	“Is	this	because	of	the	dog	I	was
going	to	give	you?”

“Oh,	 no.”	 Her	 eyes	 crinkled	 at	 his	 guilt	 and	 concern,	 and	 it	 was	 painfully
obvious	it	had	been	a	long	time	since	she	had	grinned.	“It’s	because	…”	She



shrugged,	“It’s	not	your	fault.	How	is—the	puppy?”

“The	duke	had	 a	 talk	with	old	Craddoc	 and	 told	him	 to	give	 it	 to	 someone
else,	Jane	Cooper,	the	bobby’s	daughter.”

“I	hope	she	takes	care	of	it,”	she	said	sadly.

“I’ll	make	 sure	 of	 it,”	Davey	 earnestly	 promised	 Jessica,	 the	 only	 thing	 he
could	do	for	her.

“Well,	I	had	better	go	before	they	catch	me	speaking	to	you,”

“Well,	be	seeing	you—Snow!”

He	said	it	with	a	lopsided	grin,	like	they	were	seven	again.	That	was	the	last
time	she	ever	spoke	with	David	Allen.

But	the	name	Snow	stayed	with	her.

2.	Summer

She	watched	the	seasons	through	the	windows	of	her	room,	A	pair	of	ravens
had	 come	 in	 the	 spring	 and	 nested	 in	 the	 tallest	 pine,	 raising	 a	 family	 of
fledglings	who	 grew	 furry	 and	 then	 became	 slicked	 down	with	 shiny	 black
feathers	and	flew.	Once	she	saw	Alan	climbing	 the	 tree	 toward	 the	nest	and
was	 terrified	 for	 him.	When	 she	 questioned	 him	 later	 he	 said	 nothing,	 only
sweated	and	played	with	his	necklace	 the	way	he	sometimes	did	when	 they
talked	about	the	duchess.

From	the	start	of	her	confinement,	they’d	had	to	pretend	they	weren’t	talking,
but	Alan	had	been	even	more	silent	to	her	than	usual	since	that	day.	Snow	was
depressed,	but	she	suspected	something	was	up,	He	was	always	sneaking	her
little	 trinkets	 and	 things:	 a	 speckled	 robins	 egg,	 a	 tea	 cake,	 a	 little	 carved
whistle	in	the	shape	of	a	dog,	small	books	of	poetry	by	Robert	Burns,	A	new
something	appeared	one	day	when	she	came	back	after	her	lessons	to	change
into	her	scullery	clothes:	a	basket	at	her	window,	as	if	carefully	lowered	from
above.	This	was	the	biggest	prize	yet:	Carefully	tucked	at	the	bottom	with	a
white	string	round	its	neck	was	a	tiny	white	kitten	whose	eyes	had	just	opened
and	who	gave	a	huge,	red-tongued	yawn	when	she	lifted	it	out.

Snow	was	very,	very	careful.



The	kitten	 slept	under	 the	covers	with	her	at	night	curled	between	her	neck
and	shoulder.	Snow	kept	 it	 in	her	pockets	when	she	cleaned	to	keep	 it	 from
mewing.	 She	 named	 it	 Katrina,	 She	 fed	 it	 milk	 and	 cheese	 and	 meat	 and
cleaned	up	after	it	constantly.

One	day	she	came	back	from	lessons	to	change	into	her	scullery	clothes,	and
Katrina	was	gone.

3.	Autumn

Captain	Andy	Campbell	surveyed	his	colleagues	and	compatriots.	Lieutenant
Commander	Murray	was	looking	a	little	gray,	but	then	again	Colin	always	did
before	a	campaign.	He	rubbed	his	hands	together	and	through	the	hair	on	his
head.	Field	Commander	Nigel	Kensington	 stroked	his	whiskers	wisely,	 still
refining	the	plans,	always	the	strategist.	The	hill	rose	depressingly	high	above
them,	but	they	would	take	it.	They	had	God	on	their	side;	they	were	fighting
for	 truth,	 honor,	 and	Queen	Victoria.	 In	 a	 far-off	 tree	 his	 spies	were	 taking
account	 of	 the	 situation	 and	 updating	 orders	 on	 an	 hourly	 basis.	 Captain
Campbell	 loved	 these	 complicated	 missions.	 Why,	 compared	 to	 previous
adventures	in	India,	this	was	nothing.

After	their	victory	feast	tonight,	they	might	even	begin	planning	the	rescue	of
the	Lady	in	the	Castle.

4.	Winter

The	door	flew	open,	and	the	duchess	burst	in,“I’ll	do	it	myself!”	she	cried.

Mice	went	 flying.	The	 tame—and	carefully	named—Andy	Campbell,	Colin
Murray,	and	Nigel	Kensington	each	scurried	their	separate	ways	from	the	hill
pillow	with	 the	 cookie	 on	 top,	 the	 towers	made	 from	 novels	 by	 Sir	Walter
Scott.

Snow	knew	better	than	to	watch	them	go;	the	older	woman	would	follow	her
eyes	and	see	her	friends,

“My	daughter”	the	duchess	said,	towering	over	her.	Snow	knew	to	never	talk
back	but	wouldn’t	 have	 chosen	 to	 anyway.	There	was	 a	 strange	 look	 in	 the
older	 woman’s	 eyes.	 Her	 face	 was	 white,	 and	 blue	 veins	 throbbed	 on	 her
forehead.	 She	 held	 a	 pair	 of	 sewing	 shears,	 Snow	 observed	 as	 the	 seconds
stretched	out.	Pretty	little	silver	ones,	in	the	shape	of	a	bird,	something	large



and	vaguely	foreign,	“‘My’	‘Daughter.’	How	about	a	brother	just	like	you?”

Snow’s	instinct	was	to	look	at	the	duchess’s	face	and	belly,	but	she	didn’t	feel
she	could	let	her	eyes	stray	from	the	other’s	for	a	second.

“Am	I	to	congratulate	you,	My	Lady?”	she	whispered.

The	duchess	threw	her	head	back	and	laughed.	One	of	her	hands	whipped	out
with	 praying	 mantis	 precision	 and	 grabbed	 a	 lock	 of	 Snow’s	 hair.	 With	 a
slower,	slightly	unsteadier	movement,	she	snipped	it	off	with	the	shears.

Snow	didn’t	move.

The	duchess	held	the	raven	lock	up	to	the	light	and	looked	at	it	with	a	critical
eye.	Then	she	turned	and	walked	out.

“Get	Gwen	to	fix	your	hair,”	she	said	over	her	shoulder.

Spring	 came	 again,	 and	 still	 there	was	no	heir	 for	 the	duke,	 nor	 release	 for
Snow.
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Chapter	Ten
A	RAG,	A	BONE,	A	HANK	OF	HAIR

	

“It	should	work.	Why	doesn’t	it	work?”

Alan	 stood	 by	 the	 mirror,	 not	 compelled	 to	 hold	 it	 this	 time.	 Instead	 he
surveyed	 the	 scene	 on	 the	 laboratory	 table	 from	a	 safe	 distance,	 behind	 the
duchess.

Machinery	hummed:	strange	things	powered	by	strikes	of	lightning	baited	and
caught	by	rods	the	duchess	had	had	him	mount	outside	her	window,	A	series
of	brass	 rods	 and	gears	wove	 their	way	 from	 the	machines	 to	 the	 table	 and
through	 a	mirror	with	 a	 frame	 similar	 to	 the	 one	Alan	was	 often	 burdened
with.	 This	 one	was	 smoky	 and	 black	 and	 didn’t	 reflect	 things	 properly,	He
tried	not	to	look	in	it.

What	the	mirror	was	aimed	at	was	more	horrible	still.	Propped	up	like	a	doll
in	the	middle	of	the	table	was	a	stuffed	body	made	of	pink	muslin,	A	baby’s
skull,	dug	up	from	a	cemetery—a	memory	Alan	wished	he	could	erase—was
sewn	 to	 the	 top,	 and	 pearl	 button	 eyes	 were	 hammered	 into	 its	 sockets.
Horribly	familiar	black	hair	was	nailed	to	the	skull.	The	duchess’s	own	blood
trickled	down	its	body;	a	bandage	was	around	her	wrist,	and	there	was	plaster
on	the	area	above	her	breast.

This	is	worse	than	the	animals.

“I	have	everything.	Everything!”	The	duchess	knocked	aside	a	pile	of	books
in	a	rare	fit	of	rage.	Ancient	grimoires	of	curses	and	spells	fell	down	among
scientific	treatises.	None	was	dusty;	the	duchess	was	neat	and	careful	through
and	through.

“The	 lock	 of	 a	 maiden,	 the	 blood	 of	 a	 mother,	 gold	 and	 electrum,	 and	 a
spectral	screen	of	mica	…”

Alan	said	nothing.

The	 duchess’s	 normally	 immaculate	 appearance	 had	 come	 undone.	 Her
golden	hair	was	out	in	wisps.	She	threw	her	head	down	on	the	table	and	began



to	sob.

“My	Lady	…”	Alan	began	quietly.

Her	head	popped	up.	There	was	a	wild	look	in	her	eyes	Alan	did	not	like,	a
feral	gleam	unlike	her	usual	ferocity.

“Of	course,”	she	said	slowly,	“How	could	I	be	so	stupid?

“A	heart.	It	needs	a	human	heart.”
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Chapter	Eleven
AWAY

	

Two	years.

Two	years	 and	 fifty-five	 days	 Snow	had	 been	 a	 prisoner	 in	 her	 own	 home.
Several	generations	of	mice	had	come	and	gone;	Andy,	Colin,	and	Nigel	had
formed	clans,	houses,	and	lineages	of	 their	own,	but	still	 found	time	to	play
with	her.	They	now	ran	up	and	down	her	arms,	looking	for	treats.

She	 missed	 being	 outside.	 She	 imagined	 shoving	 her	 fingers	 into	 the	 dirt,
during	the	rain	maybe,	shoving	her	fingers	and	hands	in	as	deep	as	she	could.

“Jess!”

She	looked	up,	surprised,	Alan	was	the	only	one	who	called	her	that	anymore
—and	there	he	was,	perched	outside	on	her	windowsill.

“Alan,”	She	carefully	put	the	mice	on	her	shoulder	and	padded	delicately	over
to	the	windowpane.	“Whatever	is	wrong?”

His	normally	 rosy	 face	was	beet	 red	and	sweating;	veins	popped	out	on	his
head	as	evidence	of	an	inner	struggle.	His	hand	twisted	at	the	fiddle	charm	he
wore	around	his	neck.

“Listen	to	me.	You	have	to	go.	She’s	going	to—you’re	going	to	be—she	will
—she	hired—a	murderer—”	His	face	went	white	with	the	effort	of	whatever
he	was	trying	to	say,	and	he	almost	fell.

“Alan!”	She	grabbed	his	hand	to	steady	him.	Andy	Campbell	squeaked	with
dismay	as	her	shoulder	jerked.

“You’re	 going	 to	 be	 killed	 if	 you	 stay	 here”	Alan	 said	 finally,	 after	 he	 had
rested	a	moment.	His	eyes	were	closed	and	his	breath	came	in	gasps.

“What	are	you	talking	about?”

“Please,	 just	 listen	 to	me.	You	have	 to	go.	 I	…	can’t	…	help	you….	She’ll



ask….	 I	 cannot	 lie….	Meet	me	 at	 your	mother’s	 crypt	 as	 soon	 as	 you	 can.
Take	very	little	with	you	so	no	one	will	suspect	anything!	Hurry!	Wait	for	me
there!”

And	he	was	gone.	Just	like	that,	her	world	had	changed.

Murder	her?	Who?	The	duchess?	Why?	Was	she	pregnant	at	last?	Was	Snow
some	sort	of	a	threat?

Her	next	thought	was	for	the	mice.	She	carefully	set	them	down	and	took	all
of	the	food	out	of	her	special	hiding	place	and	put	it	under	the	bed	for	them.

“That	will	last	you	awhile.”	She	would	ask	Alan	to	look	after	them	after	she
was	gone.	How	long	will	I	be	gone?	Snow	quickly	went	through	a	list	of	her
dearest	 possessions.	 She	was	 already	wearing	 her	 locket.	 She	 found	 a	 little
bag	and	put	papers	and	a	pen	and	pencils	in	it,	so	she	could	write	letters	from
wherever	she	went.	She	folded	up	one	of	her	nicer—but	not	nicest—dresses
and	 put	 that	 in	 as	 well.	Money.	 She	 almost	 forgot,	 not	 having	 been	 out	 or
allowed	to	buy	anything	since	she	had	been	first	confined.	She	gathered	up	all
the	 money	 she	 had	 and	 some	 jewelry	 to	 sell:	 a	 couple	 of	 necklaces	 and
bracelets,	and	a	pretty	little	ornamented	pocket	mirror	the	duchess	had	given
her	their	first	Christmas	together.	She	put	in	a	scarf	and	a	muff,	unsure	of	the
weather,	wherever	she	would	be	going.	Then	she	hid	the	bag	as	close	to	her
body	as	 she	 could	 and	donned	 the	black	cloak	 she	was	 famous	 for	wearing
down	 to	 the	 old	 church.	 Snow	 inspected	 herself	 in	 the	 mirror.	 There	 was
barely	a	bulge	where	she	wore	the	bag.	Then	she	quietly	slipped	through	the
shadowed	halls	of	the	great	estate.

“Mistress	Talbot,”	she	said	quietly	and	deferentially	to	the	old	tutor,	who	was
reading	in	the	library.	“I	would	go	see	my	mother’s	grave.”

The	 woman	 frowned	 at	 her	 over	 small	 wire	 glasses.	 “I	 think	 you	 grow
excessively	morbid,	child,	but	do	as	you	will.	Be	back	before	supper.”

“Yes,	ma’am.”

Where	 would	 she	 go?	 Where	 could	 she	 go?	 She	 had	 no	 other	 family,	 no
friends….	Davey,	perhaps?	No,	he	lived	too	close.	Dolly?	Was	Swansea	also
too	near?	Alan	would	think	of	something.	He	would	take	care	of	her.

But	wait,	didn’t	he	say	he	couldn’t	help?	What	did	that	mean?



People	saw	her,	but	no	one	really	took	notice	as	she	walked	quietly	down	the
gravel-strewn	path	under	the	beeches	to	the	old	church.	It	occurred	to	her	that
she	hadn’t	even	thought	of	her	father—then	again,	she	saw	him	so	rarely.	She
wondered	if	he	would	miss	her.

The	wooden	 door	was	 hard	 to	 push,	 the	 air	 cold	 and	 damp	 as	 she	 entered.
Alan	was	 nowhere	 to	 be	 seen	 yet,	 so	 she	 sat	 by	 her	mother’s	 grave,	 to	 say
goodbye	and	to	wait.
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PART	THREE

	 The	Lonely	Ones	
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Chapter	Twelve
LONDON

	

Snow	was	sure	she	would	never	be	warm	again.

It	was	not	 just	 the	rain	or	 the	evening	air,	but	a	sinister	mix	of	 the	 two	 that
became	 fog	 here,	 patches	 of	 freezing	 darkness	 there,	 and	 icy	 rivulets	 going
down	the	back	of	her	dress	everywhere.	She	tried	to	put	thoughts	of	fever	out
of	her	mind;	she	was	a	healthy	girl	and	in	no	danger	yet.

The	wagon	and	driver	Snow	had	found	eventually	got	her	to	Cardiff,	with	a
change	to	a	real	coach	at	an	inn	along	the	way.	No	one	would	think	to	look	for
a	 young	 duchess	 on	 such	 a	 “measly”	means	 of	 conveyance.	 In	 Cardiff	 she
took	a	coach-class	seat	on	the	train.	It	was	her	first	trip	on	a	locomotive,	but
she	was	too	scared	and	exhausted	to	enjoy	it.	She	fell	asleep,	awoke,	bought	a
cheese	sandwich	and	a	watery	tea,	and	fell	asleep	again.

When	she	arrived	at	Paddington	Station,	Snow	stood	stock-still,	staring	at	the
crowds.	 She	 had	 never	 seen	 so	many	 people	 in	 her	 life.	 Families,	 women,
children,	policemen—but	mainly	men,	all	hurrying	in	and	out	as	if	there	were
very	 important	 places	waiting	 for	 them.	The	 building	 itself	was	 larger	 than
any	she	had	ever	beheld	and	could	barely	have	imagined;	three	Kenigh	Halls
could	have	fit	below	its	curved	archways	and	domed	ceiling.	She	craned	her
neck	and	stared,	wondering	at	the	tiny	country	life	she	had	lived.

It	was	probably	while	she	stood	entranced	that	her	purse	was	stolen.

She	did	not	notice	it	until	much	later,	when	she	had	finally	tired	of	wandering
around	and	exhaustion	had	caught	up	with	her,	numbing	her	ability	to	take	in
more	wonders.	It	was	evening	and	she	figured	she	had	better	find	a	place	to
stay,	so	her	first	thought	was	for	a	bite	to	eat	and	something	hot	to	uplift	her
spirits.	There	were	 bakeries	 just	 outside	 the	 train	 station,	 bustling	 places	 as
busy	as	the	platforms	themselves,	and	if	it	hadn’t	been	for	her	look	of	hunger
the	proprietor	might	have	forever	ignored	her	standing	meekly	there.

“Dundee	 cake,	 please,”	 she	 asked,	 thinking	 of	 Alan,	 A	 hard,	 heavy	 bundle
was	slapped	into	her	hand.



“That’ll	be	tuppence.”

The	 fat	woman	 had	 greasy,	 floury	 arms	 and	 reminded	 her	 a	 little	 of	Dolly,
except	for	 the	pock-marked	face	and	impatience.	Snow	dug	quickly	 through
her	 skirts	 as	 a	 line	 formed	 behind	 her,	 and	 she	 suddenly	 realized	 the	 little
purse	was	gone.	All	 that	was	 left	was	 its	 ribbon	handle	with	knife-cut	ends.
She	 fumbled	 some	 more	 in	 her	 larger	 bag	 for	 loose	 change,	 trying	 not	 to
panic.	A	handful	of	coins	slipped	coldly	 into	her	palm,	and	she	nearly	burst
with	relief.

“Thank	’ee,”	said	the	fat	woman	who	was	not	Dolly,	but	before	Snow	could
give	 her	 a	 proper	 “You’re	 welcome”	 she	 was	 already	 taking	 money	 from
another	customer,	forgetting	the	girl	before	her.

Snow	wandered	away	nibbling	her	cake,	shocked	that	something	so	dreadful
had	occurred	so	quickly.	She	was	under	no	illusion	about	her	ignorance	of	the
city	 and	 its	 people;	 she	had	 figured,	 however,	 that	 she	would	 be	 granted	 a
little	 time	 to	 find	 her	 footing	….	 She	 clutched	 her	 bag	 to	 her	 and	 counted
coins	through	the	cloth.	Four	shillings	and	tuppence.	Not	enough	for	a	night
at	an	inn,	much	less	renting	a	room,	even	if	she	knew	where	to	go.

She	 tried	 to	keep	a	“stiff	upper	 lip”	 like	 the	men	in	her	Scottish	novels,	but
finally	she	sank	down	on	a	bench	and	cried.	Pigeons	swept	up	around	her	and
people	rushed	by	like	shadows.

When	 there	 were	 no	 more	 tears,	 she	 sat	 for	 a	 little	 longer,	 wishing	 for
someone	to	help	her,	for	guidance,	for	at	least	some	idea	of	what	to	do.

When	there	were	no	more	wishes,	she	rose	and	went	out	into	the	streets.

The	city	was	enrapturing	even	 through	her	 sadness.	Shiny	cobblestones	and
golden	reflections	of	gas	lanterns	glittered	on	the	ground.	Hundreds	of	people
hurried	 wetly	 on	 errands	 or	 on	 their	 way	 home;	 the	 streets	 were	 far	 from
deserted	 even	 at	 this	 late	 hour.	Snow	was	 easily	 coaxed	 into	 a	 dream	 state,
already	 hungry	 again	 and	 still	 worn	 out	 from	 her	 escape.	 She	 fell	 into
sleepwalk	step	with	the	other	pedestrians.

She	passed	under	the	windows	of	middle-class	houses,	having	left	the	station
district.	In	each	home	families	were	gathered,	fires	were	stoked,	and	modest
meals	were	prepared.	Surely	happy	and	good	people	would	willingly	spare	a
scrap….



Snow	 thought	 vaguely	 about	 begging—It’s	 not	 like	 my	 position	 doesn’t
warrant	 it—but	 she	 could	 not	 for	 the	 life	 of	 her	 think	 of	 what	 to	 say.
Tomorrow,	she	promised	herself,	if	I	fail	to	find	employment.

She	 was	 still	 stuck	 with	 the	 problem	 of	 the	 night	 and	 the	 cold,	 and	 sleep.
Something,	from	a	book	or	a	story	or	a	song,	prompted	her	to	begin	looking
down	 alleys.	 She	 had	 visions	 of	 hidden	 gardens	 or	 at	 least	 rubbish	 bins,
maybe	 a	 dry	 stairwell	 to	 sleep	 on.	 Snow	worked	 to	 convince	 herself	 not	 to
fear	 strange	people	and	city	 rats.	This	was	easier	 than	expected,	 as	 she	was
both	exhausted	and	familiar	with	neither.

“I	should	like	to	see	a	nice,	honest	rat,”	she	chatted	to	herself	while	picking
her	way	through	the	tiny	spaces	and	crawlways	between	buildings	away	from
the	streets	and	their	lights.	It	was	as	black	as	a	moonless	night	in	the	country;
she	often	had	to	feel	along	the	cold,	wet	brick	and	stone	with	her	hands.	“It
would	give	me	someone	to	talk	to.	I	would	share	my	bread	with	it—if	I	had
any.”

Her	steps	echoed	far	too	loudly	against	the	hard	walls	and	pavement,	making
her	feel	even	lonelier.	She	was	just	on	the	point	of	giving	in	and	crying	when
she	saw	something	so	strange	and	fantastic	she	stopped	still,	certain	she	was
hallucinating.

Down	 one	 of	 the	 twisty	 little	 turns	 she	 had	 almost	 missed,	 a	 first-floor
walkway	connected	two	adjacent	houses,	creating	a	 little	bricked	arch	and	a
snug,	dry	corner	beneath.	Under	 this	was	the	scene	that	caused	her	 to	blink.
Someone	 had	 spread	 an	 old,	 flowered	 tapestry	 on	 the	 ground	 and	 arranged
odds	and	ends	of	 furniture	on	 it	 like	a	 room	accidentally	outdoors.	A	small,
broken-legged	cabinet	with	a	cracked	washbasin	stood	next	to	a	stool	with	a
threadbare	cloth-of-gold	pillow,	and	 in	 the	center	 sat	 the	best	 thing	of	all:	 a
worn	 red	 velvet	 couch	 with	 carved	 and	 faded	 gilt	 trim.	 Everything	 was
reasonably	clean	and	decorated	with	all	manner	of	cozy,	soft	trinkets,	such	as
tiny	cushions,	torn	silk	throws,	and	old	painted	dolls.

“Doesn’t	look	like	the	owner	is	around,”	Snow	murmured	as	she	approached
the	fairy	tableau,	“I’m	sure	whoever	saved	all	this	has	to	be	poor—but	regal,
A	lady	of	the	streets,	perhaps.”

Such	speculation	did	not	really	matter;	Snow	was	dead	tired,	and	nothing	was
going	to	convince	her	not	to	lie	down	on	the	velvet	couch,	short	of	an	ax	to
her	 head.	 She	 carefully	 pulled	 the	 covers	 back,	 removed	 her	 shoes,	 and



snuggled	down.

Before	her	third	breath	she	was	fast	asleep.

“SSSssssst!”

Snow	awoke	with	a	start.	It	was	the	middle	of	the	night;	the	rain	had	stopped
and	the	sky	had	cleared,	but	moonless,	it	was	even	darker	than	before.

A	pair	of	slit	yellow	eyes	glared	at	her	from	the	other	end	of	the	couch.	Snow
sighed	in	relief

“You	want	 a	 place	 to	 sleep	 too,	 puss?”	 She	moved	 aside	 some	 covers	 and
patted	the	couch	to	encourage	it.

“This	isss	my	place!”

The	eyes	came	closer,	and	Snow	realized	they	were	proportioned	all	wrong;
what	rose	up	out	of	the	dark	had	a	human	shape	and	cat’s	eyes.	She	opened
her	mouth	to	scream.

A	small	hand—paw—clapped	over	her	mouth.

“Cry	and	I	ssslit	your	throat.”	A	claw	was	held	menacingly	against	her	neck.

Snow	caught	sight	of	more	movement	behind	this	creature—two	others.	They
were	silhouetted	against	the	sky,	so	Snow	could	see	nothing	of	their	features.

“Whatcha	got	there,	Cat?”	one	of	them	asked,

“Sssomeone	who	has	been	sleeping	in	my	bed.”

“Well,	 kick	 it	 out	 and	 lets	 get	 on	with	 it	 then.	We	 promised	 Chauncey	we
would	split	up	by	dawn.”

“She	looksss	rich,”	Cat	said,	cocking	its	head.	Snow	could	a	see	a	brief	flash
of	white,	 sharp	 teeth,	but	no	 fur;	 except	 for	 the	eyes	and	 the	 fangs	 it	might
have	been	a	human	face.

“Yeah?	And	I	suppose	that’s	why	she’s	sleeping	out	here,	on	your	flea-bitten
old	furniture.”

Cat	hissed	angrily.	“It’sss	my	place,	flea-bitten	or	not.”



“Oh,	cut	it	out,	Cat.	Let’s	have	a	look.”

This	was	an	older-sounding	voice.	Cat	pulled	its	face	back	and	the	two	others
drew	close,	but	the	claw	remained	on	her	throat.	Snow	could	see	little	of	these
attackers	other	than	that	their	eyes	appeared	to	be	normal,	at	least.

Somebody’s	tail	waved	behind	their	heads.

“She	is	awfully	delicate	looking,	ain’t	she?”	This	came	from	the	shorter,	fatter
one.

“Look	 at	 this,	 her	 cloth	 is	 like	 country	 wear—cheap,”	 the	 older	 one	 said,
picking	at	her	sleeve.	He	had	no	claws,	but	something	ran	up	the	backs	of	his
hands.	Not	fur—feathers?

“This	 isn’t	cheap,”	Cat	said,	reaching	over	and	picking	Snow’s	necklace	out
of	her	collar	with	short,	stubby	fingers.	The	dull	gold	heart	glimmered	like	a
dying	flame.

“Take	it—it’s	yours,”	Snow	whispered,	feeling	her	throat	expand	against	the
tip	of	Cat’s	claw.	“But	leave	me	the	painting,	please.	You	can	have	whatever
you	want,	just	leave	me	the	painting.”

“What	 else	 you	 got,	 then?”	 the	 shorter	 one	 asked.	 He	 began	 to	 rummage
through	her	cloak,	cackling	triumphantly	when	he	found	her	bag.

Cat	 opened	 the	 locket	 with	 a	 graceful	 snap	 of	 its	 claws	 and	 peered	 at	 the
contents.	 It	was	 still	 too	dark	 for	Snow	 to	 see	 anything,	but	 apparently	 that
wasn’t	a	problem	for	these	three.

“Who	is	this	pretty	lady,	then:?”

“My	mother,”	Snow	fought	back	tears.	“She	died	when	I	was	born.”

At	this	the	three	creatures	paused,	even	the	one	looking	for	coins.

“What’s	 your	 story,	 little	 princess?”	 the	 older	 one	 asked,	 not	 unkindly.	 Cat
closed	the	locket	but	did	not	let	it	go.

“What	d’ye	mean,	what’s	her	story?”	 the	short	one	demanded,	 resuming	his
pilfering.	 “She’s	 some	 little	 rich	 thing	 who’s	 run	 away.	 What—bad
arrangement	 for	 marriage?	 Some	 rich	 old	 codger?	 Yer	 parents	 treat	 you



poorly?	Not	enough	sweets?”

Cat	hissed	in	agreement.

Snow	said	nothing,	tears	streaking	down	her	face.	He	was	partially	right,	and
treated	her	tragedy	so	easily	…	like	it	was	a	common	story	in	the	city.	What
kind	of	people—or	monsters—are	these?	What	would	they	do	to	her?

“That’s	enough,	 the	 two	of	 you.	She’s	 alone,	 she’s	 lost—and	 she’s	 seen	 us.
There	 is	 only	 one	 thing	 to	 do.	We	 have	 to	 take	 her	 to	 Chauncey.	 Sparrow,
blindfold	her.”

The	last	thing	Snow	saw	was	her	locket,	which	Cat	tugged	at	until	with	a	snap
it	came	off	in	his	hands.

“Do	as	you’re	told,	and	everything	will	be	fine,”	the	older	one	said	as	a	cloth
was	slipped	over	her	eyes.

“Do	otherwise,	and	your	painting	is	the	least	important	thing	you’ll	lose.”
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INTERLUDE:	ALAN

	

The	duchess	was	kind	enough	not	 to	have	Alan	present	while	 she	made	 the
necessary	 arrangements.	 All	 he	 heard	 was	 her	 muted	 whisper,	 referring	 to
someone	known	as	the	Hunter,	and	all	he	saw	was	a	tall,	skinny	man	in	drab
black	clothing	slip	onto	the	estate	one	day.	Alan	lay	awake	at	night,	imagining
the	Hunter	looking	for	Snow,	walking	quietly	up	and	down	the	hallways,	the
glint	of	a	stiletto	in	his	hand.	What	will	happen	when	he	cannot	find	her?

Alan	needn’t	have	worried,	he	saw,	and	should	have	trusted	in	 the	power	of
gold.

The	 Hunter	 eventually	 disappeared	 as	 silently	 as	 he	 had	 come,	 mission
seemingly	accomplished.

An	ugly	wooden	box	appeared	on	 the	duchess’s	vanity,	Alan	 slipped	out	 as
she	settled	herself	down	and	pulled	out	a	tiny,	golden	fork.

These	things	were	horrible,	and	true.

But	 this	was	 also	 true:	Thieves	had	 stolen	 a	 sow	 from	 the	 farmer	Llanfred,
and	ravens	feasted	on	something	dead,	large,	and	bloody,	in	the	woods.

And	as	 long	as	 the	duchess	asked	him	no	direct	questions	about	what	really
happened	to	Snow,	then	he,	the	Hunter,	and	the	pig	would	never	tell.
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Chapter	Thirteen
THE	LONELY	ONES

	

She	was	not	able	 to	keep	up.	Even	with	someone—or	something—on	either
side	of	her,	guiding	her,	they	trotted	and	leaped,	and	she	stumbled	and	fell.	A
couple	of	times	she	was	grabbed	by	strong,	short	limbs	and	heaved.	Then	she
was	 weightless,	 falling	 up	 and	 over.	 It	 was	 cold,	 and	 they	 were	 none	 too
careful	with	her	arms	and	legs;	wherever	they	were	taking	Snow,	she	would
arrive	frozen	and	bruised.

Eventually	they	stopped.	There	were	scratching	noises	like	a	key—or	a	claw
—against	 glass.	Rap-rap,	 tap.	 A	 secret	 signal?	 She	 was	 pushed	 down	 and
inside,	 where	 the	 air	 was	 warmer	 and	 smelled.	 It	 stank	 of	 animals,	 Snow
realized.	Not	 badly,	 just	 powerfully,	 like	 stables.	 It	was	 almost	 comfortable
after	the	unfamiliar	and	city	smells.

“Well,	well	…	what	have	you	got	there?”	a	new	voice	asked.

The	blindfold	was	taken	off	her.

She	was	in	a	basement.	A	basement	abandoned	and	seized,	she	realized,	not
rented.	 Tiny	 windows	 around	 the	 top	 let	 in	 a	 little	 bit	 of	 city	 light	 and
moonlight,	and	a	sputtering	gas	lantern	lit	the	rest.	It	hissed	and	illuminated	a
large	 front	 room	 furnished	with	 pieces	 of	 chairs	 and	 stools,	worn	 rugs,	 and
sheets	 and	 cloths	mounded	 here	 and	 there	 in	 the	 corners.	Everything	 looks
borrowed	 or	 left	 behind.	 A	 cook-stove	 sat	 fetidly	 next	 to	 a	 couple	 of	 pots,
caked	with	old	food.

Before	 her	 was	 a	 person	 or	 creature	 she	 didn’t	 think	 she	 had	 met	 yet,
presumably	 the	 one	 who	 had	 just	 spoken.	 He	 was	 short	 and	 lean,	 tightly
muscled	and	sinewed.	Older	than	she,	but	hard	to	tell	by	how	much.	He	had
the	 friendliest	 face	 so	 far,	 with	 beady	 little	 black	 eyes	 but	 a	 comic,	 pointy
noise	 and	 smiling	 lips	 that	 almost	 made	 her	 forget	 his	 large	 pink-and-gray
ears	and	the	long	gray	tail	snaking	down	to	the	floor.

“She	was	 in	my	place,”	Cat	 hissed.	As	 it	 flung	 off	 its	 cloak	Snow	 realized
with	a	start	that	Cat	was	a	young	girl.	But	as	this	young	girl	flipped	the	rain



out	of	her	hair	and	slicked	it	back,	Snow	got	a	good	look	at	the	claws	that	had
threatened	to	rip	her	throat	out.

“So	you	decided	to	keep	her?”	the	man—rat,	Snow	decided—asked.

“She	saw	 us,”	 another	 explained.	This	was	 the	 short,	plumper	one,	younger
than	Cat.	Was	that	Sparrow?	He	did	have	a	round	face,	large	brown	eyes,	and
a	beaky	little	nose.

“Obviously,”	 the	 rat-man	 said	 dryly.	 “What	 I’m	 trying	 to	 figure	 out	 is	why
you	decided	to	bring	her	back	to	our	hideout?	You	know?	Hideout?”

“We	didn’t	know	what	to	do,”	the	tallest	one	admitted.	He	still	had	his	cloak
on.

The	 rat-man	sighed.	He	cocked	his	head	at	her	 the	way	 she	had	 seen	many
rodents	do	when	deciding	to	flee	or	investigate	something	more	closely.

“I	won’t	tell	anyone,	I	swear	it.”	She	was	trying	to	be	brave	but	could	not	stop
the	 tears	 from	 silently	 leaking	 out	 down	 her	 cheeks,	 or	 her	 chin	 from
trembling,	any	more	than	she	could	help	noticing	his	pointy	teeth	and	nails.	“I
will	forget	everything	I’ve	seen	if	you	let	me	go!”

There	were	snorts	and	growls	of	disbelief.

“Ah.	Well.	 About	 that	 we	 shall	 see,”	 the	 rat-man	 said,	 not	 unkindly.	 “But
what’s	 your	 story,	 Princess?	 Nice	 clothes	 like	 that,	 nice	 skin—you’re	 not
poor.	What’s	a	girl	like	you	doing	in	the	streets?”

And	so,	surrounded	by	a	gang	of	half-human,	half-animal	people	in	flickering
lantern	light,	Snow	told	a	slightly	edited	story	of	her	dead	mother,	her	father,
her	 stepmother,	 the	 fiddler	 and	 her	 escape,	 and	 the	 cutpurse	 who	 left	 her
penniless.	She	mentioned	no	names	or	stations.

The	members	of	the	group	became	enraptured	despite	themselves.	She	could
tell	from	their	widening,	dark	eyes.	Sometimes	they	fluttered,	like	the	one	in
the	back,	and	Cat’s	tail	flipped	back	and	forth	slowly	as	if	she	were	about	to
strike.	Although	Snow	wasn’t	sure	what	 telling	 the	story	would	accomplish,
she	prayed	it	would	at	least	soften	their	hearts	a	little.

“Fairy	tale,”	Cat	hissed.	“Made-up	stories.”



“Highly	unlikely,”	said	another.

“Unbelievable,”	stated	a	third.

“Oh?	And	what	are	we?”	the	rat-man	demanded.	“I	would	be	far	more	likely
to	believe	that	an	insane	old	crone	tried	to	kill	her	stepdaughter	than	in	a	pack
of	…	of	…	us.”

“If	 you	 please,”	 Snow	 asked,	 quietly	 but	 still	 surprising	 herself	 with	 her
boldness.	“Who	are	you?”

“We?”	 the	 rat-man	grinned.	 “Why	we,	dear	 lady,	 are	 the	Lonely	Ones.”	He
swept	down	in	an	elaborate	and	graceful	bow	that	almost	touched	his	head	to
the	 floor.	 “Castoffs	 and	 the	 swept-unders	 of	 the	 grand	 carpet	 of	 society.
Thieves	 and	 poets,	 every	 one.	 And	 you	 have	 seen	 us,	 and	 that	 is	 very
dangerous.”

“But	why?	I	could	not	harm	you,”	Snow	asked,	eyeing	his	claws.

“No,	 but	 the	 authorities	 could.	 The	 Queens	 finest.	 Fleet	 Street.	 Or,	 even
worse,	the	circus.”

Everyone	shivered.

The	rat-man	tapped	his	tooth	with	a	claw.	“Does	your	father	still	love	you?”

Snow	started.	She	had	not	expected	the	question,	and	now	that	 it	was	asked
did	 not	 have	 a	 ready	 answer.	 Does	 my	 father	 still	 love	 me?	 Maybe,	 in	 a
fashion.	She	 remembered	him	being	particular	 about	her	 introduction	 to	 the
duchess,	and	the	toys	he	had	bought	her	over	the	years.	It	wasn’t	his	fault	that
her	mother	 had	 died,	 or	 that	 Snow	 looked	 like	 her	….	 “Yes,	 I	 suppose	 he
does,”	 she	 answered	 slowly,	 though	 no	 more	 certain	 of	 the	 answer	 than
before.

“Excellent!”	The	rat-man	grinned	again.	His	teeth	gleamed	like	bones	in	the
light.	“We	shall	demand	a	ransom	for	you.	Besides	our	fat	reward,	your	father
will	find	out	 the	truth	about	your	stepmother	and	everyone	will	 live	happily
ever	 after.	 Sparrow,	 come	 here	 and	 bring	 me	 a	 piece	 of	 parchment.”	 He
rubbed	his	hands	together,	very	much	like	a	rat,	and	sat	down	to	prepare	the
note.

“No!”	 Snow	 cried	 out.	 “No,	 please!	Don’t	make	me	 go	 back.”	Despite	 her



best	efforts,	she	began	to	sob.	“P-please,	I	beg	you—she’ll	kill	me,	she’s	mad.
…	She	locked	me	up	for	two	years	…”

The	rat-man’s	eyes	went	wide	with	surprise	and	horror	at	her	display.	It	was
certainly	not	the	reaction	he	had	expected.	Nor,	Snow	realized,	was	it	the	one
she	had	expected,	either.

“But	certainly	once	you	speak	to	your	father,	you	can	explain.	She	daren’t	try
it	again.”

“You	 don’t	 understand.	 She	 has	 some	 sort	 of	 hold	 over	 him.	 Over	 all	 of
them.”	She	thought	about	Alan	and	his	strange	devotion	to	the	duchess,	and
the	fear	the	other	servants	had	of	her.

All	of	the	craziness	inside	her—the	tears,	the	sorrow,	and	the	horror	of	the	last
few	days—crashed	against	the	inside	of	her	skull.	My	stepmother	was	going
to	have	me	killed.	The	craziness	of	it	made	her	cry	more.	“Please	don’t	send
me	back.	I	beg	you.”	She	fell	to	her	knees,	wracked	with	sobs.

“Is	there	anything	we	can	do?”

This	might	have	been	said	by	the	tall	one;	she	could	not	be	sure.

The	 rat-man	 tapped	his	 tooth	again	 for	 a	 long	moment.	 “All	 right	 then.	We
shall	solve	both	problems—ours	(your	having	seen	us)	and	yours	(having	no
place	to	go)—at	once.	You	shall	stay	here	and	cook	for	us	and	clean	our	place
for	us.”

Everyone	blinked	at	this,	Snow	and	the	Lonely	Ones	together.

“All	right?”

“Isn’t	that	dangerous?”	the	short,	fat	one	asked.

“If	 she	goes	 to	 the	police	 there	will	be	questions.	About	her.	Resulting	 in	a
quick	ride	home	and	probably	a	fat	reward	for	 the	bobby	who	brought	her.”
He	frowned	at	the	thought	of	the	money	he	was	missing	out	on	and	gave	her	a
hard	look.	“Besides,	we’re	giving	you	a	chance,	Princess.	You’re	not	going	to
mess	that	up,	are	you?”

“No,”	Snow	whispered.	“Thank	you.”



Her	mind	raced.	A	couple	of	days	ago	she	had	been	a	miserable	young	lady	of
high	estate.	Then	she	had	been	a	girl	on	the	run.	In	neither	situation	did	she
imagine	she	would	wind	up	as	a	maid	for	a	pack	of	demons.	It	was	the	best,
no,	only	option	she	could	see	at	this	point.	At	least	I	know	how	to	clean	and
cook,	she	thought	wryly.	And	it’s	a	good	thing	I	like	animals.

“That’s	 that,	 then.	 I	 think	 introductions	 are	 in	 order.	 What’s	 your	 name,
Princess?”

“Jes—,”	she	began,	then	stopped	and	thought.	“Snow,”	she	said	decidedly.

The	rat-man	stared	at	her,	but	did	not	question.

“Well,	we	are	all	in	the	big	city	together,	and	no	one	cares	about	your	old	life
—that’s	 fine.	 Choose	whatever	 name	 you	 like.	 This	 is	 Cat;	 you’ve	 already
met	 her”	The	 girl—cat—in	 question	 didn’t	 extend	 a	 paw	 to	 shake	 or	 say	 a
“How	d’you	do?”	She	may	have	been	part	 animal,	 but	Snow	could	 already
see	 she	was	going	 to	have	problems	with	 the	human,	girl	 side	of	hen	“And
Raven.”	He	was	the	tall	one.	Raven	took	his	cloak	off	and	revealed	pale	skin
with	high,	high	cheekbones.	His	eyes	were	dark	brown,	and	except	for	black,
black	 hair	 he	 seemed	 to	 lack	 animal	 attributes.	 Snow	 reminded	 herself	 to
thank	 him	 later	 for	 intervening	 and	 bringing	 her	 to	 their	 hideout.	 “And
Sparrow.”	 The	 other	 boy,	 short	 and	 plump,	 made	 a	 little	 bow.	 Soft	 brown
feathers	crested	in	place	of	his	eyebrows.	“The	Mouser	is	on	his	rounds.”

“And	you	are?”	she	asked,	though	she	could	guess.

“Chauncey,”	he	answered,	grinning.
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Chapter	Fourteen
LIFE	WITH	THE	LONELY	ONES

	

Snow	woke	up	late	the	next	day.	No	one	had	bothered	to	rouse	her.

As	to	where	she	was,	Snow	was	only	confused	for	a	moment.	Even	before	she
opened	her	eyes	the	smell	confirmed	what	she	might	have	dreamed.	I	really
am	 living	 with	 a	 gang	 of	 half-animal	 demons.	 Either	 that	 or	 I	 have	 gone
completely	mad.	 But	 so	 far	 she	 seemed	 safe,	 safer	 than	 she	 had	 apparently
been	her	entire	adolescence.	She	fingered	her	locket,	given	back	to	her	before
she	fell	asleep	the	night	before.

No	one	was	in	the	main	room.	She	waited	for	what	seemed	like	a	long	time,
and	still	no	one	came	in.	Deciding	it	was	probably	safe,	she	changed	into	one
of	 the	other	outfits	she	had	packed,	a	more	roughly	spun	old	dress	 that	was
more	 suitable	 for	 chores	 and	 for	 the	 company	 she	 now	 kept.	 I	 wonder	 if	 I
could	hang	a	 line	up	 to	make	a	private	space	 for	myself	 in	 the	corner?	She
smiled,	amused	at	how	quickly	she	seemed	to	be	adapting	to	her	new,	alien,
situation.

A	 quick	 search	 of	 the	 room	 proved	 an	 absence	 of	water	 basin	 and	 pitcher.
How	do	they	wash?	She	imagined	Cat	licking	herself	all	over	and	decided	not
to	think	about	it.

The	 floor	was	 hard-packed	 earth	 covered	with	 a	 layer	 of	 grime	 and	 filth	 at
least	 a	half-inch	 thick.	Many	of	 the	 rags	on	 the	bottoms	of	 the	piles	 strewn
about	the	room	were	moldy	and	would	have	to	be	thrown	out.	There	was	no
broom.	She	moved	a	chair	to	look	at	the	table	better;	it	had	many	years’	worth
of	ground-in	wax	and	stains.

“Here	now,	what’s	this?”

A	 bleary-eyed	 Chauncey	 stumbled	 in	 from	 his	 room,	 running	 his	 fingers
quickly	through	his	short	brown	hair	like	a—like	a	rat.

“I’ve	begun	cleaning.”	She	wasn’t	sure	whether	she	should	say	“Sir.”

“Now?”	Chauncey	looked	at	the	bright	morning	light	that	shone	outside	their



tiny	windows.	“In	the	day?”

“I	thought	I	would—”

“The	first	thing	you	should	realize,	Princess,	is	that	the	Lonely	Ones	work	at
night.	Unless	you	thought	old	Chauncey	would	get	up	at	 the	crack	of	dawn,
have	his	cuppa	tea,	and	stride	briskly	through	the	bright	morning	streets	with
all	 the	other	workday	chumps,	me	ears	 sticking	up	and	me	 tail	hanging	out
back?”

She	opened	her	mouth	to	apologize.

“Wake	me	when	it’s	dusk.”	Chauncey	yawned	and	stumbled	back	to	his	room.
“And	for	the	love	of	Michael,	keep	it	quiet	until	then!”

It	was	a	very	 long	day.	There	was	very	 little	Snow	could	do	 that	would	not
make	any	noise	except	 sit	quietly.	She	 spent	 an	hour	or	 two	 sorting	out	 the
cloths	and	rags	on	the	floor—a	pile	to	be	thrown	out,	a	pile	to	keep….	After
that	 there	 was	 nothing.	 Snow	 was	 used	 to	 long	 days	 of	 nothing,	 however,
from	her	years	of	confinement.

She	looked	at	the	picture	of	her	mother	in	the	locket	for	a	time.	She	thought
over	 and	 over	 again	 about	 the	 last	 few	 days,	 her	 stepmother,	 the	 last	 few
years….	She	cried	a	little	to	herself,	thinking	about	how	it	all	went	wrong—or
perhaps	how	it	had	never	been	right.

How	could	her	father	have	married	someone	that	crazy?	Didn’t	it	show	at	all
when	he	was	courting	her?	How	could	none	of	us	see	how	crazy	she	was	in
the	years	that	followed?	She	thought	about	Alan	and	how	he	seemed	unable
to	speak	about	what	went	on	in	the	duchess’s	chambers.	Surely	he	would	have
warned	her,	 if	he	had	known?	His	words	came	back	 to	her	 from	a	day	 long
ago:	“Ye	shouldna	mess	with	magic,	Jess.	A	bad	spell	turns	back	on	the	caster
times	three,	as	my	grandmum	says.	And	…	it	does	things	to	people.	Or	maybe
the	type	of	people	who	do	it	are	of	a	sort,	touched….”

Why	hadn’t	he	been	clearer?	Why	didn’t	I	listen?

She	thought	about	her	father	and	wondered	if	he	had	set	up	a	search	for	her,
and	whether	someone	really	would	post	a	reward,	as	Chauncey	had	seemed	to
hope.	 Or	 would	 they	 both	 just	 be	 happy	 to	 be	 rid	 of	 her?	 Maybe	 the	 old
duchess	could	have	a	baby	now,	or	“find”	one….	Where	was	Alan?	Was	he



thinking	about	her?

She	lay	down	and	thought	and	worried,	and	half-dozed	the	day	away.

The	sun	finally	set	and	Chauncey	reappeared,	much	more	sprightly	and	awake
than	when	Snow	had	seen	him	earlier.	She	was	waiting	for	him	patiently	in	a
chair.

“Now	then,	this	is	a	reasonable	time	for	a	body	to	be	up	and	about!”

He	stretched	and	grinned.	Sparrow	slunk	into	the	room	more	sleepily.	Snow
wondered	if	it	was	hard	for	him	to	be	awake	at	night,	being	part-bird	of	a	type
that	was	used	to	the	day.	He	wasn’t	wearing	a	shirt,	and	when	he	flexed	his
shoulders	 grumpily	 Snow	 noticed	 with	 a	 start	 tiny	 wings	 fluttering	 off	 his
back.	They	were	like	a	cherubs,	but	brown.

She	made	herself	look	away.	Sparrow	didn’t	seem	to	notice	her	staring.

“Chauncey,	I—I	will	need	some	supplies	to	begin	keeping	house	properly.”

Once	 she	had	exhausted	her	 supply	of	memories	and	worries,	 she	 spent	 the
remaining	hours	of	daylight	composing	in	her	head	a	list	of	things	she	would
need.

“Oh!	Demands	already!	And	not	a	day	into	the	club!	And	what	exactly	would
you	be	needin’,	Princess?”

“Well,	food,	for	one,	if	I	am	to	prepare	your	dinners,”	she	responded	archly.

Sparrow	guffawed.	“She’s	got	you	there,	Chaunce.”

The	rat-man’s	eyes	widened,	but	he	smiled.	“Fair	enough,	my	sweet!	Roasts
and	pigeons	and	lark’s	tongues	for	us	all!—Sorry,	Sparrow”

“No	worries,”	 the	 boy	 answered	 quickly,	 but	 looked	 like—Oh	 goodness,	 it
looks	like	he	got	his	feathers	ruffled.

“Well,	 I	don’t	know	about	 lark’s	 tongue,	but	I	can	make	a	good	pie.	Also,	I
shall	be	needing	a	broom,	and	soap,	and	a	bucket—and	water”

“Oh,	aye,	we’ll	get	ye	all	that,”	Chauncey	agreed,	but	looked	a	little	lost,	as	if
he	 hadn’t	 quite	 realized	what	 he	 had	 gotten	 himself	 into.	 Raven	 came	 out,



barely	visible	as	he	slipped	 through	 the	shadows	and	stood	 in	a	corner,	 tall,
gaunt	and	crook-necked.

“Will	 someone	 get	 that	 girl	 up?”	 Chauncey	 yelled,	 finding	 something	 he
could	 get	 ahold	 of	 easily,	 his	 own	 territory	 again.	 “She’ll	 sleep	 the	 night
through	if	we	let	her.”

“Just	like	a	cat,”	Snow	said	before	she	could	stop	herself.

She	 covered	 her	 mouth	 in	 horror.	 The	 others	 stared	 at	 her	 in	 shock.	 Then
Raven	gave	the	faintest	whisper	of	a	smile.

“Aye”	Chauncey	said.	“Just	like	a	cat.”

It	was	strange	the	way	they	seemed	to	both	be	perfectly	accepting	of	their	…
features,	yet	also	a	little	disquieted	by	them,	as	if	they	had	been	that	way	their
entire	lives	but	were	the	only	ones	they	knew	of	like	themselves.	The	Lonely
Ones.	 It	 was	 more	 than	 just	 a	 cute	 name.	 She	 would	 find	 out	 about	 their
backgrounds,	 she	 promised	 herself.	 One	 of	 these	 days.	 Just	 probably	 not
today.

There	was	a	rap	on	the	door.

“That	 would	 be	 ol’	Mouser	 now!”	 Chauncey	 said	 before	 disappearing	 into
Cat’s	room.

Raven	unlatched	and	opened	the	door.

Whatever	Snow	was	expecting,	it	wasn’t	the	Mouser.	She	was	prepared	for	a
short,	 fat	 little	man	or	boy	with	 a	 round	 face	 and	kindly,	 cute	 features.	She
thought	of	the	mice	at	Kenigh	Hall.

What	Mouser	actually	was:	a	young	man	almost	as	tall	as	Raven,	skinny	as	a
rail,	with	elegant	sharp	eyebrows	and	an	equally	sharp	and	elegant	nose.	His
eyes	 were	 gray	 and	 his	 cheekbones	 high;	 his	 hands	 were	 gloved	 so	 it	 was
impossible	to	see	if	he	had	claws.	At	least	he	has	a	tail,	Snow	found	herself
strangely	 relieved	 to	 note.	 His	 ears	were	 a	 nice	mix	 of	 human	 and	mouse,
barely	noticeable.

“Oh	my,”	he	declared,	seeing	Snow.	“What	is	that?”

“That’s	Snow,”	Sparrow	answered.	“She’s	goin’	to	be	our	maid	and	cook.”



“How	splendid!”

With	 a	 graceful	 motion	 he	 swooped	 into	 the	 room	 and	 clapped	 his	 hands
together.	His	clothing	was	much	neater	than	the	others,	with	real	trousers	and
coat,	 Snow	 noticed,	 and	 his	 hair	 was	 combed	 back	 properly,	 with	 perfect
sideburns.	 “We	 shall	 finally	 make	 a	 civilized	 place	 of	 this	 mess.	 Oh,	 how
refined.”

“Mouser’s	 the	gentleman,”	Sparrow	explained	needlessly.	 “’E	 actually	 talks
to	the	Others.	Keeps	up	on	what’s	what.”

Others,	Snow	thought.	Normal	men	and	women.

With	another	gesture	too	fast	to	follow,	the	Mouser	had	her	locket	in	his	hand
and	flicked	it	open—yes,	there	were	definitely	claws	beneath	his	gloves.	He
studied	the	picture	for	a	moment.

“Your	mother?”	he	asked.

She	nodded.

“She’s	dead”	Sparrow	again	said	helpfully.

“My	sympathies,”	 the	Mouser	said—genuinely,	 she	was	sure.	He	closed	 the
locket	carefully	and	let	it	fall	gently	back	against	her	breast.

Not	what	I	expect	in	a	mouse	at	all,	Snow	thought.

Cat	slunk	out	of	her	 room,	sleep	still	 in	her	eyes	and	hair.	Chauncey	barred
her	way	back	to	bed,	crossing	his	arms	and	glaring	at	her.

“Well,	the	news	is	most	interesting	today,	I	daresay.”	The	Mouser	clapped	his
hands	 together	 and	 spun	 around,	 collecting	 the	 audience	 with	 his	 eyes.	 “It
seems	as	if	our	fair	section	of	Covent	Garden	is	finally	to	get	some	gas	lamps.
Also,	bustles	are	getting	even	larger,	if	that’s	possible.	You	should	see	the	new
line	on	High	Street….”

Sparrow	rolled	his	eyes.

“The	 Mouser,	 he’s	 a	 great	 one	 for	 talk	 and	 gossip,”	 Chauncey	 said.
“’Specially	when	he’s	the	one	doing	the	talking	and	the	gossiping.	Come	on
now,	you	lot.	Off	we	go.	Sparrow,	you	come	with	me.	We’ll	get	Princess	her



stuff	and	come	back	to	a	spic-and-span	hideout	in	the	morning!	And,	speaking
of,	my	chaps,	 regardless	of	what	you	have	heard,	 this	 is	still	a	hideout.”	He
raised	one	eyebrow	for	emphasis.	“No	more	bringing	home	strays,	you	hear?
We	are	not	a	charity	house.”

Snow	tried	not	 to	smile.	The	others	pretended	to	 ignore	Chauncey,	but	even
the	Mouser,	who	seemed	to	be	the	oldest,	looked	like	he	was	really	listening.
It	was	obvious	that	their	leader	cared	deeply	about	them,	his	gruff	and	comic
exterior	belying	the	deep,	almost	fatherly	affection.

Cat	scratched	herself	luxuriously	all	over	and	ran	her	claws	through	her	hair.
Snow	wished	she	could	 take	a	good	comb	 to	 it;	 it	was	 thicker,	blacker,	 and
more	beautiful	 than	almost	 any	normal	girl’s.	 It	would	be	gorgeous	up	 in	 a
bun….

The	younger	girl	caught	Snow	staring	at	her	and	growled.

Snow	didn’t	have	long	to	wait	before	Chauncey	and	Sparrow	came	back	with
all	manner	of	 things	 for	 cleaning	 and	eating,	 obviously	unsure	of	what	was
appropriate,	 obviously	 never	 having	 done	 any	 cleaning	 or	 cooking
themselves.	There	was	a	shoulder	of	pork,	some	carrots,	and	a	few	potatoes.
The	 only	 seasoning	 they	 brought	 back	was	 salt,	 but	 she	was	 surprised	 and
pleased	that	they	even	thought	of	it.	Sparrow	was	laden	with	two	buckets	of
water,	 just	barely	enough	to	get	any	job	done.	The	rat-man	wished	her	good
luck,	and	once	again	she	was	alone.

She	rolled	up	her	sleeves	and	got	to	work.

And	she	found	something	miraculous—in	the	midst	of	a	cloud	of	dirt,	grime
on	her	knees	and	hands,	scrubbing	furiously,	Snow	was	the	happiest	she	had
been	in	years.

She	was	determined	to	do	the	best	job	she	could	so	they	would	have	no	cause
to	throw	her	out.	More,	she	wanted	to	impress	them.	Never	in	her	life	had	she
had	 to	 earn	anything,	never	had	 she	been	needed	by	anyone.	 It	was	 a	good
feeling	to	have	to	work	to	belong.

And	dirt	was	something	Snow	could	easily	cope	with	and	conquer;	after	all	of
the	duchess’s	punishments,	cleaning	was	something	she	knew	without	a	doubt
how	to	do.



At	one	point	 in	 the	afternoon—no,	night—someone	 rapped	at	 the	door.	She
stood	 still,	 clutching	 a	 rag	 to	 her	 chest.	Have	 they	 found	me	 so	 soon?	 The
pattern	 was	 all	 wrong;	 it	 wasn’t	 the	 Lonely	 Ones’	 secret	 code.	 There	 was
another	 knock.	 She	 was	 both	 glad	 and	 terrified	 that	 they	 didn’t	 have	 a
peephole.

Eventually	 whoever	 it	 was	 went	 away,	 and	 Snow	 went	 back	 to	 work,
convincing	herself	that	it	was	Chauncey	or	the	Mouser	testing	her.	Or	maybe
a	salesman.

It	took	a	number	of	hours	to	get	the	main	room	to	a	barely	passable	state;	her
arms	 and	 body	 tired	 faster	 than	 she	 expected.	 Probably	 because	 of	 the
schedule	 change;	my	 clock	 hasn’t	 adjusted	 to	 this	 new	 life.	 It	would	 take	 a
couple	of	days	before	she	would	become	fully	adapted.	The	floor	sparkled	as
much	 as	 a	 packed-earth	 floor	 could	 be	 expected	 to,	 lit	 by	 two	 lanterns	 and
rushlights	 that	 Snow	 constantly	 had	 to	 trim.	 The	 sky	 outside	 was	 just
beginning	 to	 change	 colors,	 from	black	 to	 dark	 blue,	 and	 she	 supposed	 she
would	have	to	begin	making	their	breakfast—no,	supper—soon.	But	first	she
spent	a	few	minutes	in	Cat’s	room,	straightening	her	things,	fluffing	her	bed
and	remaking	it	as	best	she	could.	Interestingly,	Cat’s	“real”	room	was	far	less
feminine	than	the	one	in	the	alley,	as	though	she	was	embarrassed	by	girlish
tendencies.

Snow	set	to	work	on	cooking	when	she	was	done.	The	only	thing	she	could
attempt	was	a	stew,	since	she	was	lacking	a	proper	oven.	Perhaps	she	could
improvise	something	later	on.	They	were	short	a	couple	of	bowls	so	she	ate
her	own	share	before	 they	came,	directly	out	of	 the	pot,	 and	put	 the	 rest	 in
hollowed-out	 pieces	 of	 bread.	 She	 tried	 to	 set	 the	 table—with	 no	 spoons,
forks,	knives,	or	napkins.	She	wondered	if	she	should	ask	Chauncey	about	it;
physical	 appearances	 aside,	 it	 was	 obvious	 they	were	 from	 vastly	 different
financial	 backgrounds.	 When	 does	 being	 a	 maid	 slip	 over	 into	 a	 more
civilizing	role?	she	wondered,	seeing	herself	there	for	years,	mothering	them.

A	knock	on	the	door—rap	rap-rap.	Not	the	code,	but	almost.	Snow	ignored	it.
Another	verson:	rap	rap	rap.	She	sang	a	 little	 song	 to	herself.	Finally:	rap-
rap-tap.

“Who’s	there?”

She	undid	the	chain	and	opened	the	door	a	crack.



“Excellent.	We’ll	have	you	trained	yet.”	Chauncey’s	beady	little	eye	gleamed.
“Now	open	the	door	quick—we’d	best	not	be	seen,	even	coming	and	going.”

They	all	trooped	in.	No,	not	“troop.”	They	make	very	little	noise	and	spread
out	immediately,	very	much	like	mice	investigating	a	place.

“What	smells	so	good?”	Chauncey	asked	dramatically,	nose	in	the	air.

“A	clean	housed?”	Snow	said	timidly.

“No,	it’s	supper!”	Sparrow	skipped	over	to	the	pot	and	peeked	in.	“We	could
smell	it	a	mile	away.”

They	probably	could,	too.

He	 started	 to	 poke	 a	 finger	 in	 for	 a	 taste,	 but	 before	 she	 could	 stop	 herself
Snow	had	whipped	out	her	 spoon	and	 rapped	his	knuckles	with	 it,	 just	 like
Dolly.

Stung,	Sparrow	put	his	fingers	in	his	mouth.

No	one	seemed	to	notice	or	care.	So,	if	Dolly	she	was	to	be	…

She	 made	 her	 face	 look	 stern	 and	 put	 her	 hands	 on	 her	 hips.	 “No	 putting
fingers	in	the	pot.	Ever.	Sit	down	and	I	will	serve	you	properly.”

Sparrow	looked	chastened.	Chauncey	and	the	Mouser	grinned.	Cat	and	Raven
quickly	made	 their	way	 to	 the	 table	 and	 sat	 down	 in	 chairs,	 trying	 to	 look
proper.

“Mouser,	I	thought	we’d	hired	ourselves	a	maid.”

“Chaunce,	I	think	we	hired	ourselves	a	wench.”

Snow	 served	 them	 as	 efficiently	 and	 carefully	 as	 possible.	 She	 put	 on	 a
neutral	 face,	 but	 as	 soon	 as	 everyone	 was	 eating	 she	 sat	 by	 the	 pot	 and
watched	them,	looking	for	the	slightest	hint	of	pleasure	or	praise.

She	 would	 be	 disappointed.	 There	 were	 no	 words,	 just	 slurps,	 burps,	 and
chewing—all	 with	 mouths	 open,	 except	 for	 Raven,	 she	 noticed.	 He	 ate
carefully,	 quickly,	 and	 quietly.	 In	 just	 a	 few	minutes	 she	was	 serving	 them
more,	and	then	more	again.	It	wasn’t	until	they	were	done	that	anyone	spoke.



“Ah,”	Chauncey	let	out	a	big	burp	and	pushed	his	chair	back	from	the	table.
“What	it	is,	to	come	home	to	a	hot	meal!”

“Not	enough	pepper,”	said	Sparrow	peevishly.

“I	didn’t	have	any	to	cook	with,”	Snow	replied.

“A	splendid—if	simple—meal,	Princess.”	The	Mouser	stood	up	and	stretched.
“Not	exactly	haute	cuisine,	but…”

“I	have	neither	an	oven	nor	flour,”	Snow	said,	a	little	upset.	“If	you	provide
me	with	those	I	shall	bake	pies	until	they	come	out	your	ears.”

The	Mouser	raised	an	elegant	eyebrow	but	said	nothing.

She	cleared	the	table	and	rubbed	it	down	as	best	she	could.	Chauncey	took	his
usual	 seat	at	 the	head	with	a	box	of	money	he	unlocked	and	a	black	 ledger
book.	One	by	one	each	of	the	Lonely	Ones	came	up	and	gave	him	money,	or
sometimes	a	trinket.	Chauncey	carefully	wrote	down	each	amount	and	put	it
away,	sometimes	giving	something	back.

“If	you’ll	pardon	me,”	Snow	asked	timidly,	“what	do	you	all	do	for	a	living?”

“What	do	we	do?”	Chauncey’s	eyes	gleamed,	and	he	smiled.	“Why,	Princess,
we’re	miners!”

“Miners?”

She	didn’t	know	much	about	the	vocation,	but	thought	they	should	have	more
equipment,	like	shovels,	or	picks,	or	hats	with	candle-lanterns	on	them.

“Aye,	miners.	The	streets	of	London	are	filled	with	gold,	if	you	know	where
to	look.”

Snow	wasn’t	quite	there	yet,	but	she	was	beginning	to	catch	on.

“Our	quarries	are	 the	 roads,	our	veins	 the	dark	alleys.”	The	Mouser	smiled.
“We	pick	pockets,	Princess,	not	dirt.”

“Oh.”	Snow	didn’t	know	what	else	to	say.	She	was	certainly	in	no	position	to
judge	them.	But	they	are	thieves.



“What	else	do	you	expect	us	to	do?”	Raven	asked	softly.	“Work	in	a	factory?”
He	pulled	back	his	sleeve	to	reveal	black	feathers	that	angled	back	from	his
wrist	 and	 continued	 up	 the	 backs	 of	 his	 arms	 to	 his	 shoulders.	 “Manage	 a
bank?”

“I	didn’t	…	I	just	…	I’m	sorry.”	She	looked	down	at	the	ground.

“You’re	not	the	one	who	should	be	sorry,”	the	Mouser	said	bitterly.

Snow	looked	at	the	floor,	at	the	wall,	still	unsure	what	to	say.

“Hey!”	The	horrible	 long	moment	was	broken	by	a	 cry	 from	Sparrow,	who
had	his	head	poked	in	Cats	room.	“She	made	Cats	bed,	but	not	mine!”

Cat	yelped	and	ran	into	her	room	to	look.

“I’m	 sorry,	 Sparrow,”	 Snow	 said	 as	 contritely	 as	 she	 could	 since	 he	 was
obviously	 still	upset	 from	when	she	had	whacked	him	over	 the	 stew.	“I	 ran
out	of	time.	I	will	do	it	from	now	on.”

“You’d	better.”	He	stuck	out	a	lower	lip.

“You’ve	been	in	my	room!”	Cat	hissed.

When	she	came	out	of	her	bedroom	there	was	very	little	of	her	human	aspect
showing.	 Her	 hair	 was	 on	 end	 and	 her	 eyes	 were	 so	 wide	 with	 upset	 that
Snow	 could	 not	 miss	 how	 yellow	 they	 were,	 or	 how	 black	 slits	 cut	 down
through	the	center	of	them.	“No	one	goesss	in	my	room!”

“I	just	did,”	Sparrow	pointed	out.	Cat	glared	at	him.

No	love	lost	between	those	two.	Snow	wondered	if	it	was	because	they	were
close,	 like	 brother	 and	 sister,	 or	 because	 birds	 and	 cats	 are	 enemies	 in	 the
wild.	How	much	did	the	animal	they	look	like	affect	the	way	they	thought	and
spoke?

“I’m	 sorry,	 Cat.”	Apologizing	 again.	 Just	 like	 the	 servants	 were	 constantly
doing	at	Kenigh	Hall:	“Sorry,	mum.	Apologies,	Your	Grace.”

“I	thought	you	would	like	it	if	I	got	to	your	room	first	and	neatened	it	a	bit.”

In	answer	 to	her	apology,	Cat	deliberately	stuck	her	hand	 in	her	pocket	and



pulled	 out	 a	 handful	 of	 things—coins,	 fluff,	 string,	 pocketstuff.	 Then	 she
carefully	dropped	it	all	on	the	floor.

“Cat,”	Chauncey	warned.	She	hissed	and	flounced	into	her	room.

“There’s	nothing	to	be	done	with	that	girl,”	the	Mouser	sighed.

He	and	Chauncey	stayed	up	late	into	the	morning,	talking	and	muttering	about
this	 and	 that.	 Chauncey	 smoked	 a	 clay	 pipe,	 the	 Mouser	 cigars.	 Snow
shivered,	the	smell	reminding	her	of	the	prince	who	had	grabbed	her.	Sparrow
went	to	bed,	Cat	didn’t	come	out	of	her	room,	and	Raven	disappeared.

She	tried	to	stay	up	to	listen	to	what	the	other	two	were	talking	about,	but	she
had	 been	 awake	 for	 almost	 twenty	 hours	 straight	 and	 was	 completely
exhausted.	She	sat	down	on	her	pile	of	rags,	fully	clothed.

She	thought	about	Dolly	and	all	of	the	pies,	sweets,	roasts,	and	buns	she	had
baked.	She	thought	about	her	own	spoiled	complaints	to	Dolly,	and	worse,	her
father’s	complete	 lack	of	comment,	praise,	or	criticism.	At	 least	 the	duchess
had	said	nice	things	occasionally,	like	after	a	particularly	big	dinner.	“My	dear
Dolly,	you	have	outdone	yourself,”	she	would	say.	And	even	if	Dolly	didn’t
like	her—for	Snow’s	sake—she	would	blush	with	pride.	“Oh,	its	just	me	job,
Your	Grace.”

Snow	wished	 she	 had	 said	more.	There	were	 times	 she	had,	 usually	 after	 a
special	 treat	 or	 a	 holiday	 dinner.	 But	 not	 just	 on	 an	 ordinary	 day,	 for	 an
ordinary	 meal	 that	 she	 loved,	 and	 now	missed—not	 once.	 She	 wished	 she
could	say	some	things	to	Dolly	now:	“I’m	sorry,”	“Your	meals	are	delicious,”
and	“I	understand.”

Eventually	she	fell	asleep,	sitting	up.
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Chapter	Fifteen
REVELATIONS

	

“I	 know	 how	 you	 feel	 about	 me	 leaving	 your	 hideout,	 Chauncey,”	 Snow
began	 tentatively	 one	 day	 “But	 unless	 you	 or	 someone	 else	 wants	 to	 haul
buckets	 of	water	 back	 to	 the	 hideout	 every	 day,	 I’m	going	 to	 need	 to	 do	 it
myself.”

Snow	had	been	with	 them	for	a	week	and	felt	 that	she	could	finally	suggest
such	a	thing.	She	had	settled	in	as	comfortably	as	she	could,	considering	her
lack	of	a	bed	and	their	lack	of	any	set	routine.	Chauncey	tried	to	have	them	all
get	 together	 for	 at	 least	 one	 night	 at	 home	 a	 week,	 but	 often	 they	 stayed
elsewhere,	 out	 in	 the	 city.	 Raven	 and	 Cat	 had	 their	 own	 private,	 scattered
hideouts	 in	 case	 they	 did	 not	 want	 to	 make	 a	 long	 trip	 home;	 Sparrow
“perched,”	as	he	called	 it;	and	 the	Mouser	 found	different	places	each	 time.
With	him	it	was	usually	gentleman’s	clubs—he	was	often	misidentified	as	a
regular	patron	who	napped	quietly	in	corners	with	a	good	book.

Then	the	Lonely	Ones	would	return	at	all	hours,	expecting	the	hot	food	they
thought	 they	hired	a	maid	for.	She	had	finally	convinced	Chauncey	that	 this
was	unreasonable.

“I	understand	there	seem	to	be	…,”	she	had	said,	looking	for	a	politic	turn	of
phrase,	“certain	…	resentments	 because	of	who	 I	 am	and	who	you	are,	 and
what	you	can	and	cannot	do	in	society	and	what	I	can,	but	that	does	not	make
me	your	slave.”

Chauncey	had	sputtered	 indignantly	 that	no	one	 felt	 that	way	about	her	and
that	 that	 was	 certainly	 not	 the	 case,	 but	 he	 came	 down	 especially	 hard	 on
Sparrow	 and	 Cat	 the	 next	 time	 they	 demanded	 the	 impossible	 of	 her.	 The
Mouser	eased	off	having	her	press	every	article	of	his	clothing	every	day.

Snow	felt	that	she	and	the	rat-man	could	talk.	The	Mouser	was	nice,	but	too
elegant	and	scary.	Sparrow	and	Cat	didn’t	seem	to	like	her.	And	Raven—well,
Raven	 didn’t	 say	 much	 to	 anyone.	 He	 was	 gloomy;	 shadows	 hung	 off	 his
features	 like	 black	 feathers.	 She	 thought	 they	 could	 be	 friends	 eventually,
though,	 if	 he	would	 just	 talk	with	her.	She	was	determined	 to	make	 friends



with	all	of	 them	eventually.	She	was	a	part	of	 them	now,	for	heaven’s	sake,
and	she	had	no	place	else	to	go.	She	had	better	make	a	family	here.

Water	 was	 certainly	 important	 for	 her	 duties,	 but	 if	 truth	 be	 told,	 she	 was
feeling	 a	 little	 stir	 crazy.	 She	 had	 been	 in	 the	 same	 three-and-a-half-room
basement	for	more	than	a	week	straight,	and	though	it	was	better	than	being
killed	 by	 her	 stepmother,	 she	 began	 to	wonder	how	much	 better,	 especially
after	 the	 initial	 wonder	 of	 living	with	 and	working	 for	 a	magical	 group	 of
animal	people	had	worn	off.	They	were	attractive,	they	were	unusual—but	in
the	 end,	 they	 behaved	 just	 like	 anyone	 else,	 with	 very	 human	 faults	 and
foibles.

“I	could	also	take	care	of	the	market	shopping.”

She	very	carefully	avoided	any	reference	to	the	fact	that	she	firmly	believed
they	stole	all	their	produce.	“If	you	don’t	trust	me	with	the	money,	I	can	write
up	a	list	of	everything	and	keep	an	accounting	book.”

She	could	 see	he	 liked	 that.	She	 thought	he	would.	Who	knew	 rats	were	 so
punctilious?	They	always	seemed	rather	sloppy	and	broken-whiskered	to	her.

But	still	he	said	nothing,	just	looking	at	her,	tapping	his	tooth.

“Chauncey,	I’m	going	mad	cooped	up	in	here,”	she	finally	admitted.	“I	think	I
have	performed	more	than	adequately	in	my	new	position	and	have	given	you
no	reason	to	doubt	me.”	The	duchess’s	favorite	tactic:	When	all	else	fails,	be
supremely	polite.	“If	you	distrust	me	so	much,	you	can	follow	me.”

“Aye,	 you	 do	 have	 a	 point	 there.	 I	 didn’t	 think	 I’d	 become	 a	water	 hauler,
meself”	 He	 tapped	 his	 tooth	 one	 more	 time,	 for	 good	measure.	 “All	 right.
We’ll	give	you	a	key.	But	you’ll	be	under	strict	surveillance	until	we	can	be
sure,	Missy.”

“Thank	you,	Chauncey.”

After	 everyone	 fell	 asleep,	 she	 took	 the	wooden	 yoke	with	 its	 buckets	 and
threw	 it	 over	 her	 shoulders,	 trying	 to	 remember	 how	 the	 dairymaids	 did	 it
back	 home.	 She	 knew	 there	was	 a	 trick	 to	 it	 and	 could	 already	 predict	 the
blisters	 on	 the	 backs	 of	 her	 shoulders	 and	 neck.	 She	 carefully	 opened	 the
door,	trying	not	to	bang	the	buckets	against	the	door	and	wake	everyone.

Snow	stood	blinking	for	a	moment,	enjoying	the	young	rays	of	a	morning	sun



on	 her	 face.	 In	 her	 pocket	 mirror	 the	 night	 before	 she	 had	 observed	 her
clammy	white	 face	with	 some	 alarm.	Now	 they	 really	 could	 call	me	 Snow.
The	duchess	probably	would	have	been	proud	of	her	aristocratic	paleness.

Snow	shook	her	head,	 trying	 to	clear	 the	woman’s	 face	 from	her	mind.	She
had	no	idea	why	she	kept	on	thinking	about	her	at	unexpected	times,	and	of
almost-pleasant	incidents	and	memories.	At	night	before	she	fell	asleep	Snow
would	try	to	figure	out	what	she	would	have	said	or	done	to	the	duchess	if	she
had	 found	out	 about	 the	planned	murder	herself—if	Alan	hadn’t	 been	 there
and	taken	care	of	her.

Sometimes	she	imagined	slapping	the	duchess,	or	hitting	her	across	the	face
with	something	heavy,	like	a	shovel.	She	tried	to	get	rid	of	these	thoughts	as
well,	but	there	was	a	grim	satisfaction	in	them	she	couldn’t	dismiss	so	easily.

She	thought	about	Alan,	too;	he	must	have	been	worried	sick	about	her.	She
must	 find	 a	 way	 of	 getting	 a	 note	 to	 him.	 For	 that	 she	 needed	 envelopes,
stamps,	sealing	wax	…	she	needed	money.

Though	she	was	doing	quite	well	in	her	new	role	as	maid	and	Chauncey	had
given	her	a	few	coins,	she	had	no	clue	what	things	actually	cost.

Cat	had	grudgingly	 told	her	about	a	market	nearby	and	a	public	well.	Snow
went	to	the	former	and	watched	women	conduct	their	business.	This	was	no
country	market	or	farm	stand,	however;	the	end	of	a	whole	street	was	closed
off,	 and	 there	 must	 have	 been	 more	 than	 a	 dozen	 tents	 and	 stalls	 selling
everything	from	fish	to	flowers.

The	 cobblestones	 were	 slick	 with	 water	 that	 the	 merchants	 occasionally
doused	 over	 their	 produce	 to	 keep	 it	 fresh.	 Those	 selling	wore	 smocks	 and
aprons	 over	 brown	 and	 black	 work	 clothes.	 Those	 buying	 were	 dressed	 in
styles	 varying	 from	 servants	 gear	with	 caps,	 starched	 skirts,	 and	 aprons,	 to
that	 of	 old	 crones	 bent	 over,	 all	 in	 black,	 complete	 with	 canes	 to	 point	 at
things	they	disapproved	of.

Occasionally	there	were	real	aristocrats,	buying	nosegays	or	putting	in	special
orders.	Snow	gawked	at	them,	having	rarely	seen	real	city	gentry.	Their	skirts
are	 so	wide	…	 like	gigantic	bells	 from	 the	belt	down!	Tiny,	 tiny	waists	 that
must	have	been	corseted	plumed	out	and	up	into	chests	fluffy	with	 lace	and
trim.



Unthinkingly	Snow’s	hand	went	 to	her	own	breast	and	felt	 the	plain,	coarse
fabric	there.

The	ladies’	hats	were	indescribable.	Some	were	so	large	and	covered	with	so
many	feathers	that	the	women	they	sat	upon	had	to	bend	very	delicately	so	as
not	to	tangle	them	in	the	roofs	of	the	stalls.	All	 the	rich	women	also	carried
pretty	 little	 parasols	 that	 matched	 their	 outfits,	 and	 pretty	 little	 purses	 that
dangled	from	their	elbows.

Snow	smugly	wondered	what	the	duchess	would	think	of	these	styles.	She	has
no	idea	how	out	of	fashion	she	really	is.

The	men	were	all	handsome	and	well	groomed,	with	perfectly	even	sideburns.
They	wore	tailored	jackets,	striped	trousers,	and	shiny,	shiny	boots.	Tall	hats
finished	them	off,	and	some	even	had	monocles	and	walking	canes	that	they
didn’t	seem	to	need.	Some	made	a	big	deal	of	taking	out	gigantic	gold	pocket
watches	and	looking	at	them	very	carefully.

Snow	 watched	 the	 parade	 of	 bright	 colors,	 fancy	 and	 poor	 dress,	 the
assortment	 of	 accessories—including	 tiny	 dogs	 on	 long,	 thin	 leashes—so
intently	that	she	almost	forgot	to	observe	how	they	bought	and	haggled.

When	 she	 finally	 joined	 the	 crowd	 she	 was	 quiet,	 speaking	 politely	 and
keeping	her	eyes	down.	No	one	took	note	of	her.	The	dress	accomplished	that,
she	 saw:	 the	 merchants	 were	 polite—some	 even	 smiled—but	 perfunctory,
keeping	 their	 eyes	 out	 for	 the	 next,	 wealthier	 customer.	 She	 would	 not	 be
remembered	 in	 their	 stories	 that	 evening	 as	 they	met	 their	 husbands,	wives
and	children	at	supper	and	talked	about	the	events	of	the	day.

Jessica	Abigail	Danvers	Kenigh,	daughter	of	the	duke,	ignored	and	forgotten.

But	she	was	Snow	now.

Some	 of	 the	 younger	 ladies	 were	 her	 age,	 about	 to	 have	 their	 debut,	 she
realized—their	 coming-out	 party—the	 first	 ball	 or	 tea	 dance	 just	 for	 them.
This	 autumn	 would	 be	 their	 first	 season,	 when	 they	 would	 spend	 every
evening	at	a	different	party,	dinner	or	theatre	and	be	seen	by	the	crowds	and
courted	by	young	men.	Jessica	could	have	spoken	to	them	about	what	it	was
like—what	 they	wore,	what	kind	of	 food	was	served	at	 the	dances,	whether
the	 dances	 were	 lit	 with	 candles	 or	 lanterns—but	 Snow	 could	 not,	 and
speaking	up	would	have	been	presumptuous.



As	 she	 picked	 through	 the	 onions	 and	 potatoes	 looking	 for	 good	 ones,	 she
imagined	Dolly	looking	on,	approving	or	shaking	her	head.

And	she	thought	about	Jessica.

She	had	never	spent	any	more	time	on	her	looks	than	the	duchess	made	her,
and	she	had	never	cared	before	what	people	thought	of	her.	She	didn’t	expect
to	 be	 treated	 like	 royalty	 in	 her	 new	position,	 but	 being	 a	maid	was	 harder
than	she	thought,	and	it	wasn’t	the	work.

Still,	she	consoled	herself,	 there	was	a	whole	world	 they	didn’t	know	about,
where	mice	walked	 upright	 on	 their	 back	 legs,	 cats	were	 snitty	 and	 girlish,
and	rats	spoke	like	Irishmen.

She	 took	 out	 a	 stub	 of	 a	 pencil	 and	 the	 little	 piece	 of	 paper	Chauncey	 had
ripped	 out	 of	 his	 accounting	 book.	 She	 carefully	wrote	 down	what	 she	 had
bought	and	for	how	much,	and	also	where,	 just	 in	case	Chauncey	wanted	to
know.	She	 looked	longingly	at	 the	buckets	of	flowers	and	 tiny	bouquets	but
decided	against	it.	Maybe	later.	After	I	have	earned	their	trust.

Once	 when	 she	 was	 debating	 the	 true	 value	 of	 a	 particular	 beet	 with	 a
shrewish	 farmwife	 she	 caught	 a	 glimpse	 of	 black	 out	 the	 corner	 of	 her	 eye
that	was	deeper	 than	 those	of	 the	 suits	 around	her—and	was	 that	 a	 flash	of
tail?

She	knew	she	would	never	really	catch	them,	but	at	 least	she	knew	she	was
being	followed.	How	long	will	 they	do	 that,	 I	wonder?	When	will	 they	 trust
me?

The	 company	was	 a	 little	 friendlier	 at	 the	public	well;	 unlike	 the	 frowning,
snapping	 city	 folk	 at	 the	 market,	 the	 women	 filling	 their	 buckets	 were
laughing	and	gossiping	like	any	servants	back	home.

Their	language	was	almost	indecipherable,	however.

“Ooow,	d’ye	 see	 th’	 getup	on	Lady	Farthington,	 then?”	A	 fat,	 dimple-faced
woman	was	 speaking;	her	words	went	up	and	down	 like	a	 screaming	cat	 in
heat.

“With	the	boat	on	her	head,	you	mean?”	another	one	replied.

“Aun’	Katy	works	 in	 th’	 kitchens	 there.	She	 said	 ’twas	 the	Baron	Kingsley



gave	it	her”

“Oooh!	Ey!”

There	were	whistles	and	exclamations	all	around.

This	is	like	a	book	I	have	not	read,	Snow	thought	as	she	took	her	turn	setting
the	 bucket	 that	 was	 free	 of	 vegetables	 under	 the	 pump	 and	 filling	 it	 with
water.	But	then	again,	I	suppose	most	of	life	is	like	that.

She	listened	to	stories	of	boyfriends	and	manfriends,	of	husbands	and	laundry,
of	 the	 habits	 of	 masters	 and	 mistresses.	 She	 heard	 suggestions	 for	 making
gravy	thicker,	and	unlikely	gossip—tales	of	liquor	and	debauchery	among	the
highest	 classes.	 She	 paid	 careful	 attention	 to	 the	 stranger,	 chilling	 stories
about	 witches	 disguised	 as	 street-corner	 beggars,	 ghosts	 that	 inhabited	 the
attics	of	several	well-known	mansions,	thieves	and	creatures	who	lived	in	the
sewers,	and	the	mysteriously	named	denizens	of	midnight	London:	 the	dead
inhabitants	 of	 Number	 50	 Berkeley	 Square,	 Spring-Heeled	 Jack,	 the
Clockwork	Man.

No	mention	of	people	with	the	ears	and	tails	of	animals,	however.

“Here	now,	they	have	you	doing	the	shopping	and	the	water?”

Snow	looked	up,	surprised	at	being	directly	addressed.	A	girl	close	to	her	own
age	had	her	hands	on	her	hips	 in	 indignation,	but	 smiled.	 “You’d	best	have
them	get	it	delivered.	I	wouldn’t	work	no	household	had	me	do	both.”

Snow	smiled	wanly	and	shrugged.

If	only	she	knew	that	my	“household”	was	run	by	a	rat.

Again,	on	the	way	home,	she	felt	someone	was	watching	her,	and	again	she
ignored	 it.	 As	 she	 had	 predicted,	 her	 shoulders	 hurt	 from	 where	 the	 yoke
hung,	and	as	the	morning	became	early	afternoon	she	grew	sleepy.	It	was	far
warmer	than	she	had	expected	for	spring;	besides	the	lack	of	ice	and	snow	the
temperature	was	 far	above	 freezing,	 and	 she	had	overdressed.	 It	was	only	a
few	blocks	before	Snow	entered	the	tiny	alley	with	the	hidden	entrance	to	her
new	home,	but	Snow	was	sweaty	and	exhausted	when	she	arrived.

She	almost	didn’t	find	the	door,	a	tiny	thing	concealed	by	garbage	and	vines.
She	wondered	if	the	people	who	owned	the	building	knew	what	lived	in	the



basement.	Snow	smiled	at	 the	thought	of	 the	real	 landlord	hiring	a	ratter,	an
exterminator,	to	get	rid	of	the	Lonely	Ones,

Once	 inside	 she	 carefully	 put	 away	 the	 produce	 and	 arranged	 the	 water
buckets	in	the	corner,	resolving	to	take	a	sponge	bath	as	soon	as	they	had	all
left	for	the	evening.

The	Mouser	came	staggering	dramatically	out	of	his	bedroom,	stretching	and
yawning.

Snow	raised	an	eyebrow.	“Oh	…	just	getting	up?”

He	wouldn’t	meet	her	eye.

“You’re	a	terrible	actor,	Mouser.”

At	first	he	looked	surprised,	then	he	grinned	sheepishly.	No,	wolfishly.	No—
mousily?

“You	could	at	least	play	along.	Make	me	look	good	in	front	of	Chauncey.”

“How	long	did	you	follow	me	for?”

“Long	enough	to	see	you	drool	over	the	latest	fashions.”

She	blushed.

His	 look	softened.	“Don’t	be	embarrassed,	pet.”	He	 reached	out	and	 ruffled
her	hair.	“You	were	from	a	very	good	house,	weren’t	you?”

“It’s	not	important	anymore,”	she	mumbled,	staring	at	the	ground.

“Your	stepmother—she	wanted	her	own	heir,	didn’t	she?”

Snow	nodded,	very	slightly.

He	 seemed	 to	 care	 so	much,	 and	was	 gentle	 away	 from	 the	 others—like	 a
brother?	 No,	 maybe	 an	 uncle.	 He	 was	 too	 handsome	 to	 think	 about	 as	 a
brother.

“Well,	 I	 think	 you’re	 holding	 up	 extremely	well.	 I’ll	 talk	 to	Chaunce	 about
getting	you	an	allowance—your	wages,	I	mean!”	He	grinned.



A	change	had	begun	in	that	moment.	Snow	was	never	able	to	say	exactly	what
it	was,	but	it	felt	like	a	weight	had	lifted	or	a	dam	had	broken.	It	had	nothing
to	do	with	 the	possibility	of	receiving	money,	and	everything	to	do	with	 the
Mouser’s	recognition	of	her	feelings.

“Anyone	up	for	a	game	of	whist?”	Chauncey	asked	the	next	morning,	having
finished	with	his	 pipe	 early.	He	 slid	 a	 chair	 around	and	 sat	 on	 it	 backward,
shuffling	the	cards.

“I’ll	 play	 all-fours,”	 Sparrow	 volunteered,	 licking	 his	 fingers	 from	 the
pudding	 Snow	 had	 made	 that	 evening.	 She	 had	 given	 him	 an	 extra-large
portion,	and	his	brown	eyes,	shy	for	once,	flicked	up	to	meet	hers	in	surprise.
She	had	smiled	back.	Maybe	he	just	thought	that	I	didn’t	like	him.

“Oh,	pish.”	The	Mouser	dismissed	Sparrows	 suggestion	with	an	aristocratic
wave.	“Anyone	up	for	a	refined	game?”

Raven	joined	them,	quietly	as	ever.	Cat	was	busy	running	a	comb	and	claws
through	her	long	hair.	She	had	been	doing	that	more	often,	Snow	noticed.

“I	can	play,”	Snow	volunteered	quietly.

“Excellent!	You’ll	be	my	partner”	The	Mouser	clapped	his	hands.

She	 pulled	 up	 to	 the	 table,	 the	 first	 time	 she	 had	 sat	 there	with	 them	 as	 an
equal,	 and	 took	 her	 cards	 as	 Chauncey	 dealt	 them.	 Some	minutes	 into	 the
game	the	Mouser	cleared	his	 throat	and	said	casually,	“So,	Chaunce,	are	we
betting?”

“Absolutely	Mouser.”

“What	can	our	pretty	little	maid	wager,	then?”

Chauncey	thought	about	it.	“I	guess	we	can	spare	her	a	portion	of	the	weeks
take.”

“Nothing	too	much.”	The	Mouser	dismissed	imaginary	fortunes	with	a	wave
of	his	hand.	“Of	course,	its	nowhere	near	what	she	used	to	have	as	a	lady,	but
whatever	we	can	spare	I	am	sure	will	please	her.”

Snow	blushed	and	stared	at	her	cards.



“Oh,	yes.”	Chauncey	 raised	an	eyebrow.	“Our	 little	gentlewoman.	What’s	 it
really	like,	then,	all	bowing	to	you	and	gold	forks?”

She	smiled	slightly.	“Not	out	in	the	country.”

When	she	was	brave	enough	to	 look	up	from	her	cards,	she	saw	that	all	 the
Lonely	Ones	had	their	full	attention	on	her,	eager	to	hear	about	a	life	they	had
never	lived.

“What	were	 you,	 then?	A	 rich	merchant’s	 daughter?	A	 lady?	A	 baroness?”
Chauncey	tried	to	sound	casual	and	stared	at	his	hand,	rearranging	his	cards,
but	the	interest	in	his	voice	was	unmistakable.

“A	duchess,	actually.”

She	tried	not	to	grin	when	his	jaw	dropped.

She	 told	 them	 about	 the	 maids,	 the	 fireplaces,	 the	 clocks,	 and	 the	 real
beeswax	 candles.	 She	 told	 them	about	 the	 rare	 parties,	 how	 they	were	 held
during	 a	 full	 moon	 so	 that	 country	 gentry	 could	 find	 their	 way	 in	 their
carriages,	chaises	and	troikas.	She	told	Sparrow	especially	about	the	food,	the
puddings,	 roasts,	 jellied	 consommés,	 platters	 of	 fish,	 punch,	 sherry,	 and
toffee.

She	 told	 them	more,	 about	 her	 clothes,	 her	 childhood,	 the	 things	 she	 liked,
and	 the	 punishment	 the	 duchess	 gave	 her.	 She	 told	 them	 about	 her
confinement,	how	she	kept	from	going	mad,	and	how	she	fed	the	mice.

“She	 fed	 the	mice!”	 Chauncey	 slapped	 the	 Mouser	 on	 the	 back,	 laughing
hysterically.	“And	now	she	feeds	you!”

“I	heard	her,	Chaunce,”	the	Mouser	said	through	gritted	teeth.

“Where	was	this	place	that	you	grew	up?”	Sparrow	asked.

“Kenigh	Hall,	near	the	Brecons,	in	Wales.”

Chauncey	and	the	Mouser	exchanged	looks,	Raven	sat	up	straighter,	and	Cat
choked.

“But	that’s	near	where	we’re	from!”	Sparrow	blurted	out.



“Really?”	 Snow	 didn’t	 know	what	 to	 say;	 For	 starters,	 why	 did	 they	 have
such	strange	accents?	All	right,	and	while	were	at	it	animal	features	…

“We’re	from	…	the	forest	of	the	Brecons,”	Chauncey	said	quietly.	“About	ten
miles	south	of	you”

“Oh—what	an	incredible	coincidence,”	was	all	she	could	think	to	say

“Then	we’re	meant	 to	 be	 together”	 Raven	 spoke	 up	 unexpectedly,	 his	 dark
eyes	burning.	“We	were	meant	to	find	each	other.”

Chauncey	nodded	slowly.	“I	think	that	could	be	agreed	on.”	He	fiddled	with
his	cards	as	Snow	did	everything	she	could	to	remain	polite	and	not	question
them	about	their	origins.

“I’ll	 bet	 you’re	 just	 itching	 to	 know	 about	 where	 we’re	 really	 from,	 aren’t
you?”	he	finally	asked.

“It’s	your	own	business—”

Chauncey	 laughed.	 “Oh,	 yes.	 But	 it	 doesn’t	 matter.	 We	 really	 don’t	 know
anything	about	our	lineage	or	our	mothers	or	fathers—or	if	we	even	had	any.”

Mouser	jumped	in	as	the	role	of	storyteller	quickly,	eagerly,	and	dramatically
“We	were	left	on	the	doorstep	of	an	old	widow	who	lived	in	the	middle	of	the
forest,	 in	a	basket,	 just	 like	 in	a	story.	Ah,	but	unlike	 fairy-tale	orphans,	we
came	 with	 gold.”	 He	 rubbed	 his	 fingers	 together	 as	 if	 to	 make	 a	 guinea
appear,	 but	 it	 didn’t.	 “Tied	up	 in	 our	 bundles.	To	provide	 for	 us.	Chauncey
and	I	were	the	first.	After	me	and	Chaunce	came	Raven.	Then	Cat,	and	finally
Sparrow.	There	was	another,	when	we	were	tiny,	but	she	ran	away.

“Anwyn	was	as	loving	a	mother	as	any	and	treated	us	like	her	own	children.
She	had	no	one;	her	husband	had	died	years	ago,	and	her	son	earlier	on.	She
had	her	own	garden	and	kept	 to	herself.	People	probably	 thought	she	was	a
witch.”	Mouser	sighed.

“She	protected	us	and	told	us	we	were	handsome,	beautiful,	and	precious,	and
that	we	shouldn’t	trust	other	people	who	looked	like	her	because	they	might
not	feel	the	same	way.	She	taught	us	numbers….”

“What	happened	to	her?”	Snow	asked,	knowing	tragedy	was	near.



“We	were	out	playing	in	the	woods	one	day,”	Raven	said	quietly.	“We	came
back	and	thought	she	was	asleep	in	her	chair.	She	was	dead.	Died	in	her	sleep,
I	guess.”

Sparrow’s	eyes	were	large	and	glistening.

“You’re	really	too	young	to	remember,”	the	Mouser	said	irritably.

“I	 remember!”	 Sparrow	 said	 indignantly.	 “I	 remember	 being	 warm,	 and
sunlight,	and	arms	holding	me.”

The	Mouser	rolled	his	eyes.

“That	was	 five	years	 ago,	more	or	 less,”	Chauncey	 finished.	 “I	 suppose	we
should	have	stayed	in	the	woods	with	the	other	animals,	but	we	wanted	to	see
the	world,	 like	normal	young	men.	And	girl,”	he	added	for	Cat’s	benefit,	“I
suppose	we	thought	we	would	find	others	like	Mother	Anwyn.	We	didn’t,”	he
added	dryly;

They	 were	 quiet	 for	 a	 few	 minutes.	 Snow’s	 mind	 buzzed	 with	 questions.
Finally	she	picked	one:	“Where	did	she	think	you	were	from?”

The	Mouser	 laughed,	“She	 told	us	 that	we	were	 sent	by	 the	 fairies,	 that	we
were	 cousins	 of	 the	 fair	 folk,	 children	 of	 forest	 spirits—none	 of	 which	 I
believe,	by	 the	way.	We	none	of	us	 can	 turn	 invisible,	 or	make	gold	out	of
dust,	or	know	how	to	get	to	kingdoms	hidden	under	hills.	We	bleed	and	have
to	work	 like	everyone	else.	Nor	have	we	met	a	 fellow	 forest	dweller,	 that	 I
know	of—no	nymphs	or	satyrs	ever	came	round	for	tea	when	we	were	little.”

“I	should	like	to	meet	a	beautiful	young	nymph,	myself,”	Chauncey	snorted,
“Get	 one	 of	 them	 pretty	 young	 fairy	 things	 and”—he	 looked	 at	 Sparrow,
Raven,	and	Cat	and	changed	what	he	was	about	to	say—“uh,	marry	her,”

“Have	you	ever	seen	anyone	else	like,	ah,	yourselves?”

“Not	once.	Though	 to	be	honest,	we	haven’t	 really	 tried.	London	 is	 enough
right	 now—the	 work	 is	 too	 hard	 and	 the	 nights	 are	 too	 fun!”	 The	Mouser
grinned.

“That	 fellow	 from	 the	 circus	 thought	he	had	 seen	people	 like	us	before.	Of
course,	he	also	thought	you	were	a	demon,”	Chauncey	pointed	out.



“No,	 no—you’re	 thinking	 of	 that	 horrible	 priest	 with	 the	 dogs.	 The	 circus
fellow—lion	tamer,	I	believe—thought	we	were	each	the	perfect,	final	version
of	our	race,	top	of	the	evolutionary	ladder,	you	might	say.	He	was	very	taken
with	Darwin.”

“This	 is	 from	someone	who	 thought	we	were	overgrown	monsters	 from	 the
sewers.”	Chauncey	indicated	a	scar	on	his	left	ear.	“His	bullet	stung.”

“Dreadful	incident.	I’m	glad	we	got	his	purse	and	his	whiskey.”

They	 were	 being	 funny,	 Snow	 realized,	 tossing	 it	 off,	 but	 the	Mouser	 was
gripping	 his	 cards	 too	 tightly,	 and	 Chauncey	 was	 tapping	 his	 tooth.	 Cat’s
claws	were	out	around	her	comb,	and	Sparrow	stared	at	the	floor.

“Your	bid,	Snow,”	Raven	said	quietly,	getting	them	back	to	the	game.
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Chapter	Sixteen
MEANWHILE,	BACK	AT	THE	CASTLE	…

	

The	duke	hired	 investigators	 to	 look	for	his	daughter,	who	was	presumed	 to
have	 run	 away.	 Some	 were	 at	 the	 estate,	 looking	 for	 clues.	 Some	 traveled
abroad.	Farmers	and	locals	were	searching	the	forests	and	surrounding	land.
The	kitchen	 staff	was	mourning,	 and	gossiping.	The	duchess	was	doing	her
best	to	look	like	she	was	helping.

Alan	was	practicing	Beethoven	and	thinking	very	hard.

It’s	almost	like	the	spell	weakened.	He	thought	back	to	how	close	he	came	to
telling	 Snow	 the	 truth	 about	 the	 duchess.	 It	 had	 hurt	 him;	 his	 head	 had
hummed	 like	 a	 beehive	 for	 hours	 afterward.	 But	 despite	 the	 cursed	 charm
around	 his	 neck	 he	 had	 been	 able	 to	 warn	 her.	Maybe	 love	 does	 have	 the
power	to	break	spells.	Or	at	least	bend	them.

The	wretched	bell	rang.	He	sighed,	put	his	fiddle	down,	and	hurried	up	to	the
duchess’s	 room.	She	 rarely	wanted	him	 to	play	 for	her	anymore	 these	days,
except	to	mask	the	sounds	of	things	in	her	laboratory.

As	soon	as	he	entered	her	room,	Alan	almost	had	to	turn	around	and	leave.

“My	Lady,”	he	said	in	shock.

The	 duchess	 was	 clad	 in	 the	 lightest	 of	 cloths,	 the	 filmiest,	 flimsiest	 stuff;
probably	inspired	by	one	of	those	Italian	paintings	she	bought,	he	thought	as
he	 lowered	 his	 eyes.	 She	 reclined	 on	 her	 sofa,	 gazing	 into	 her	 mirror,	 but
could	 only	 see	 her	 head	 and	 shoulders—hence	 the	 summons,	 he	 guessed.
“Oh,	 don’t	 be	 such	 a	 dullard,	 boy.	 Come	 in	 and	 pick	 up	 the	 mirror,”	 the
duchess	said	rolling	her	eyes	but	keeping	them	fixed	on	Alan	as	he	came	over
and	lifted	the	thing.	She	was	still	quite	beautiful,	though	she	lacked	the	plump
nubility	 of	 the	 oil	 nymphs	 she	was	 trying	 to	 imitate.	Her	 hair	was	 rougher
than	theirs	as	well,	though	it	cascaded	nicely	down	around	her	shoulders.

Alan	kept	his	head	down	as	he	raised	her	mirror	and	turned	it	lengthwise.	A
beautiful	would-be	murderess.



“Ahhh.	Perfect.”	She	narrowed	her	eyes	and	studied	herself	in	it,	playing	with
a	tress	of	her	hair.	“Margaret	Murray	Huggins	wrote	me	something	of	interest
about	mirrors	in	her	last	letter.”

“She	is	a	very	fine	and	noble	lady,	My	Lady.”

“Yes.	But	rather	plain,	and	boring	in	person,	I	am	told.”

Alan	sighed	to	himself.

“So.”	She	changed	the	subject.	“Who	is	the	most	beautiful	in	the	land?”

“With	 young	 Mistress	 Jessica	 gone,”	 he	 answered,	 as	 carefully	 and	 as
neutrally	as	he	could,	“there	is	no	doubt	but	that	it	is	you.”

“Mmmmm….”	She	flicked	her	lashes	and	peeped	up	through	them,	admiring
the	effect	in	the	mirror.	She	ran	her	hand	down	to	her	waist	and	over	her	belly.
“Still	young,”	she	murmured.	“Again,”	she	added.

The	 mirror	 was	 getting	 heavy.	 Alan	 shifted	 his	 weight	 carefully	 so	 he
wouldn’t	tip	the	mirror.	Her	room	was	unnaturally	cold	and	clammy	for	such
a	fine	early	summer	day.	Alan	thought	about	apple	blossoms	and	new	hay	and
prayed	she	would	get	tired	of	admiring	herself	soon.

“I	ate	the	heart	of	a	young	human	girl,”	she	announced	unexpectedly.	“What
do	you	think	of	that?”

Alan	tried	to	think	of	some	other	way	of	answering,	some	way	of	hiding	what
he	knew.

“I	think	nothing.”	He	tried	to	hold	his	mouth	shut,	but	it	finished	his	thought
against	his	will:	“Since	you	did	not.”

She	sat	up	on	her	couch.	“What	do	you	mean?	I	 think	I	know	whether	I	ate
someone’s	heart	or	not.”	She	watched	him	very	carefully.

“You	ate	the	heart	of	a	pig,”	he	answered	helplessly.

“How	do	you	know	this?”	Her	voice	was	torn,	half	anger	and	half	curiosity.
“The	man	I	hired	…?”

Alan	bit	his	tongue	until	it	bled.	Then	he	bit	harder.



“He	 tricked	me!	He	 let	her	go!”	She	was	 furious.	She	stood	up,	pulling	 the
cloth	around	her.	“I	shall	see	to	him—”

“No!”	Alan	cried	out.

The	duchess	 raised	an	eyebrow	at	him.	“Why	should	you	 care?	 It	was	your
little	Jessica	I	 thought	 to	have	killed,	and	 the	Hunter	was	willing	 to	commit
murder	for	just	a	little	gold”

She	did	have	a	point.

“Did	you	help	her	escape?”	The	duchess	came	nearer,	rounding	on	him.	“Did
you	have	something	to	do	with	this?”

“I	 am	 unable	 to	 speak	 of	 anything	 you	 do	 not	 wish	me	 to,	My	 Lady.	 You
know	that.”

She	narrowed	her	eyes,	displeased	by	his	evasive	answer.	“Did—you—help—
her?”

“No,	My	Lady.”

He	thanked	his	lucky	stars	and	his	grandmum	for	her	fairy	stories	that	he	was
able	 to	 answer	 so	 quickly	 and	 easily.	 Getting	 the	 little	 duchess	 to	 think	 of
hiring	a	wagon	to	take	herself	away	had	been	a	difficult	game	of	charades	and
suggestions,	but	 in	 the	end	it	had	been	her	 idea.	He	had	not	 really	“helped”
her.

“Hm.”	The	duchess	 shrugged,	 satisfied.	“I	will	 attend	 to	 the	Hunter	 shortly.
As	always,	you	will	tell	no	one.”	She	fixed	him	with	a	stare,	then	retreated	to
her	dressing	room.

Alan	stood	a	moment	before	carefully	 lowering	 the	mirror	back	down	 to	 its
stand	on	the	floor.	Her	room	was	silent	and	cold.

As	he	 thought	about	 these	 things,	 the	 realization	struck	him:	 I	shall	have	 to
leave	 soon.	 She	 is	 bound	 to	 discover	 the	 truth	 eventually.	 But	 when	 can	 I
leave?	And	how?	He	couldn’t	lie	to	the	duchess	or	leave	the	estate	without	her
explicit	consent.

He	 ran	 a	 hand	 through	 his	 ginger	 hair,	 grabbing	 it	 to	 bear	 the	 pain	 of	 his
tongue.	Three	bright	drops	of	blood	fell	from	his	mouth	onto	the	wood	floor.



He	 took	 it	 as	 a	 sign,	 but	 did	 it	 mean	 he	 should	 leave	 in	 three	 days,	 three
fortnights,	or	three	months?
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Chapter	Seventeen
UNDERSTANDING

	

Snow	was	 scrubbing	 the	dishes	and	plates;	Raven	was	watching	her	quietly
and	 building	 a	 castle	 out	 of	 cards.	 It	was	 a	warm	 night.	 Chauncey	 and	 the
Mouser	had	gone	out	for	a	walk—drink,	she	knew—and	Sparrow	was	snoring
like	a	hive	of	bees.

Soon	Raven	was	watching	her	more	 than	his	cards.	She	caught	him	once	or
twice,	his	eyes	flicking	back	to	his	fairy	building	when	she	turned	around.

“You’re	very	good	at	that,”	he	observed	quietly	after	a	while.

She	 laughed,	 thinking	 about	what	Dolly	would	 say	 to	 the	 idea	 of	 someone
complimenting	her	on	her	cleaning.	“It’s	honest	work,”	she	finally	said.	She
immediately	wished	she	hadn’t.

Raven	 looked	 at	 his	 castle.	 “You	 don’t	 approve	 of	 us,”	 he	 said	 quietly.
“Chauncey,	and	the	Mouser,	and	everyone.”

“No!	It’s	just	…”	She	tried	to	think	of	a	nice	way	of	saying	it.

“…	that	we	steal	for	a	living,”	he	finished	for	her.	When	he	looked	into	her
eyes	like	that,	she	couldn’t	lie.	There	was	sadness	there,	but	also	a	little	bit	of
humor.	He	raised	one	eyebrow	slightly,	daring	her	to	make	something	up.	 It
was	very	much	like	what	the	Mouser	would	do,	but	more	genuine.

She	sighed,	“Isn’t	there—anything—else	you	could	do?”

“What	would	you	suggest?”	He	grinned.	It	was	probably	the	first	time	she	had
seen	him	do	it.

“Well,	I	don’t	know,	there	must	be	something….”

“To	 learn	 a	 trade	 you	 have	 to	 be	 part	 of	 a	 guild,	 Snow.	 Often	 that	 means
working,	living,	and	sleeping	with	the	same	people.	It	would	be	hard	to	hide
how	we	look.”



“Couldn’t	you	…	I	don’t	know	…	open	up	a	shop	or	something?”

“And	 what	 would	 we	 sell?”	 Was	 Raven	 actually	 teasing	 her?	 “Flowers,
maybe?”

“I	don’t	know!”	She	ran	a	hand	through	her	hair	in	frustration.	If	she	was	still
Jessica	 Kenigh,	 of	 Kenigh	 Hall,	 duchess	 and	 heiress-to-be,	 she	 could	 have
done	something	to	give	them	an	alternative	to	their	life	of	crime.	Sell	some	of
her	 jewelry,	 if	 nothing	 else.	Maybe	 get	 them	positions	 on	 the	 estate	…	 she
imagined	 the	Mouser	 as	 a	 butler	 and	 smiled	 to	 herself.	 Then	 she	 imagined
him	 stealing	 something,	 like	 her	 mothers	 silver	 hairbrush,	 “It’s	 just—those
poor	people	you	steal	from.”

“Those	poor	people?”	Cat	was	standing	at	the	door,	and	from	the	disdain	in
her	voice	it	was	obvious	she	had	been	listening	for	a	while.	“We	don’t	steal
from	poor	people,	duchess.”

“No—I	meant—but	what	about	 the	people	you	do	steal	 from?	 It’s	 still	 their
property;	they	own	it.	What’s	the	difference,	really,	between	stealing	from	the
rich	or	the	poor?”

“She’s	very	quick	to	defend	her	own	kind,”	Cat	pointed	out	nastily.

“There	 is	 a	 very	 big	 difference	 between	 the	 rich	 and	 the	 poor	 in	 London,
Snow.	 I	 cannot	 speak	 for	 the	 rest	 of	 the	world.”	Raven	 shrugged;	 the	 smile
was	gone	and	he	was	as	gloomy	as	before.

She	 tried	 very	 hard	 to	 imagine	 the	 real	 differences	 between	 Dolly	 and	 her
father.	 It	 was	 true	 the	 old	 cook	 didn’t	 get	 many	 days	 off,	 but	 her	 father
worked	all	the	time	too,	running	the	estate,	doing	business,	or	talking	politics
with	 the	 people	 in	 town.	 She	 seemed	 less	 unhappy	 than	 he	 did	 too.	 And
Craddoc	 loved	 his	 horses	 and	 dogs	 like	 they	 were	 his	 own	 children.	 He
seemed	happy	enough	combing	them.

“Let’sss	sshow	her,	Raven.”	Cat’s	eyes	lit	up.	“Let’sss	give	her	a	little	tour.”

Raven	nodded	mutely.	And	so	they	took	her	out.

It	was	 strange	being	out,	 escorted	by	 them.	That	hadn’t	 happened	 since	 the
first	 night	 they	brought	her	back	 to	 the	hideout.	The	 streets	were	 still	 dark;
Snow	looked	to	the	east	for	the	first	faint	signs	of	light,	but	the	fog	blanketed
everything	 in	 the	 same	 ghostly	 gray.	 They	 passed	 the	 new	 gas	 lamps	 the



Mouser	had	spoken	of,	and	Cat	snorted.	Snow	thought	it	was	sort	of	beautiful,
though—a	single	globe	of	light	in	what	was	otherwise	a	neighborhood	far	too
dangerous	and	far	too	late	at	night	for	her	to	be	walking	around.

Cat	and	Raven	moved	quickly	and	silently;	Snow	was	hard	pressed	 to	keep
up.	A	couple	of	times	they	ran	through	back	alleys	and	had	to	leap	over	piles
of	garbage.	Snow	gathered	her	 skirts	 as	best	 she	could	but	 still	managed	 to
trip	and	fall	into	a	pile	of	wet	offal.	Raven	put	his	hand	out	to	help	her	up.	Cat
held	 her	 nose.	Once	 they	 ran	 right	 behind	 the	 back	 of	 a	 policeman—a	 real
bobby,	 nightstick	 behind	 his	 back	 and	 tall	 round	 hat.	 He	 didn’t	 even	 turn
around.

This	 is	 fun,	 Snow	 realized,	 her	 breathing	 ragged.	 This	 beats	 out	 being	 a
duchess	by	far.	Or	a	maid.	She	 imagined	herself	 running	alongside	her	new
friends	and	family,	anonymous	in	the	night,	unseen	by	anyone.	No	rules!	No
chaperones!	She	felt	perfectly	free,	and	another	piece	of	Jessica	slipped	away.
She	pictured	her	life	back	home,	if	she	had	continued	living	there	with	things
the	 way	 they	 were	 before	 her	 punishment.	 Perhaps	 a	 season	 in	 the	 city,
perhaps	 a	 month	 of	 balls,	 escorted	 by	 her	 tutor	 or	 some	 other	 old	 bat—
escorted	 everywhere	 by	 someone.	 And	 then	 marriage,	 and	 confinement	 to
another	 estate	 except	 for	 trips	 with	 her	 husband,	 a	 maid,	 or	 some	 boring
female	relative.

Snow	 said	 a	 breezy	 good-bye	 to	 mugs	 of	 expensive	 hot	 chocolate	 and
fabulous	jewelry,	and	wondered	how	she	could	become	a	full-fledged	member
of	the	Lonely	Ones	without	a	tail,	claws,	or	feathers	to	recommend	her.	Surely
there	is	some	way—

And	then	she	remembered	what	they	did	when	they	were	out	and	about.

A	pair	of	gentlemen	walked	out	of	the	fog,	talking	loudly.	In	the	thick,	wet	air,
Snow	couldn’t	hear	a	word	they	were	saying	clearly,	just	a	lot	of	“tut-tut”	and
“I	 say.”	 They	 were	 middle-aged	 and	 had	 thick	 muttonchop	 sideburns	 and
moustaches.	They	swung	shiny	black	canes	and	wore	tall	top	hats.	They	were
so	loud!	Snow	looked	around	the	street.	Didn’t	they	realize	they	were	alone,
and	in	possible	danger?

“They	 just	 came	 from	 Madame	 Tumenca’s.”	 Raven	 barely	 mouthed	 the
words,	but	Snow	heard	him	perfectly.	She	looked	at	him	questioningly.

“A	brothel,”	he	answered.	“And	an	opium	den.”



Her	eyes	grew	wide	in	horror.

Cat	was	nowhere	to	be	seen	until	Raven	touched	Snow’s	hand	and	pointed.	A
dark	claw	reached	out	of	the	shadows	behind	one	of	the	gentlemen	and	ever
so	gently	snicked	the	catch	on	his	golden	fob.	An	expensive	pocket	watch	fell
expertly	into	Cat’s	outstretched	hand.	When	the	men	vanished	down	the	street
—Snow	 could	 see	 they	 were	 walking	 unevenly,	 as	 if	 half	 asleep—Cat
reappeared	by	her	side,	grinning	and	dangling	the	shiny	gold	watch.

At	least,	Snow	assumed	it	was	shiny.	In	the	thick,	stuffy	fog	nothing	gleamed
or	shone.

“It’s	 a	 good	 thing	 Officer	 Barnstable	 is	 patrolling,”	 Raven	 said	 wryly.
“Otherwise	those	two	will	never	make	it	home.	There’s	far	worse	than	us	out
tonight.”

It	began	to	rain	big,	warm	drops.	Snow	was	grateful	for	it;	she	felt	the	air	was
clouding	her	head.	The	whole	scene	had	occurred	so	quickly	and	strangely	it
seemed	like	a	dream.

Cat	beckoned	and	they	followed.

They	moved	through	the	streets,	getting	close	to	the	water	at	one	point.	Snow
could	 smell	 cool	 saltiness	 and	 hear	 seagulls.	 The	 sky	 finally	 seemed	 to
brighten	 a	 little.	The	 streets	 grew	better	 and	 then	worse	 again,	 cobbled	 and
bricked	and	then	back	to	dirt	and	large	stones.	Their	footsteps,	even	Snow’s,
made	no	noise.

They	appeared	to	be	nearing	their	destination.	A	gigantic	warehouse	loomed
before	them,	from	which	foul	smelling	smoke	drifted.

“What	is	this	place?”

“A	poorhouse.”

Cat	pointed	and	they	went	around	the	back.	Raven	found	a	window	some	feet
up	and	gave	Cat	and	then	Snow	a	hoist.

Snow	had	only	a	vague	idea	of	what	a	poorhouse	was:	some	place	set	up	by
the	 government	 to	 take	 care	 of	 people	who	 couldn’t	 find	work.	 She	 looked
through	the	window,	wondering	what	the	point	of	this	outing	was.	What	she
saw	was	a	nightmare.



It	was	cold.	Breath	froze	in	the	air	like	spirits	departing	the	inhabitants.	Old
people	 and	 young	 women,	 all	 wearing	 the	 same	 rough,	 colorless	 uniform,
were	shivering	despite	the	fabric.	A	feeble	coal	fire	burned	at	either	end	of	the
enormous	room.	Pools	of	flickering	lantern-light	illuminated	groups	huddled
over	work.

Snow	sucked	in	her	breath	when	she	saw	what	they	were	doing.

They	were	 grinding	 bones—piles	 and	piles	 of	 all	 kinds	 of	 bones,	 large	 and
small,	blunt	and	sharp.	Ivory,	white,	and	yellow.	Some	with	a	little	meat	still
on	them.	One	small	group	pulled	giant	round	stones	like	a	hellish	grain	mill;
pale-skinned	women	would	carefully	guide	a	bag	of	bones	in	on	one	side,	and
another	pair	filled	a	bag	with	the	fine	white	powder	that	was	produced.	Bone
dust	settled	over	everything,	and	everyone,	turning	them	into	ghosts.

One	old	man,	hunched	over	 sorting	a	pile	of	bones,	 stuck	one	 in	his	mouth
and	sucked	at	it,	hoping	for	marrow.	Snow	had	to	work	hard	not	to	gag.

Everyone	was	 thin	 and	 listless.	The	work	was	 silent	 except	 for	 scrapes	 and
grinding,	and	occasional	groans.

“The	powder	is	sent	to	factories.”	Cat	hissed	in	disgust,	as	if	she	thought	this
an	inappropriate	use	of	bones.

“They	separate	families,”	Raven	whispered.	“When	a	poor	family	comes	 in,
the	old	people	and	wives	come	here,	the	men	go	to	a	different	section,	and	the
children	go	to	yet	another.	They’re	not	allowed	to	see	one	another.”

Snow	felt	weak,	but	she	couldn’t	turn	her	eyes	away.

“This	 isss	 what	 the	 rich	 do	 with	 the	 poor,”	 Cat	 pointed	 out,	 smug	 and
disgusted.

“They	figure	if	you	have	no	work	that	its	your	own	fault,”	Raven	said,	“that
you	must	be	lazy,	or	immoral.”

“So	you	ssee,	it	is	hard	to	ssympathize	with	the	rich.”

Snow	 felt	 as	 weak	 as	 the	 people	 in	 the	 poorhouse	 looked.	 The	 smell	 of
burning	bones	made	her	feel	faint,	but	it	did	not	dampen	her	anger.

“So	what	do	you	do	about	 it?”	 she	demanded.	 “You	 just	 steal	 and	 that’s	 all



right,	because	the	people	you	steal	from	are	terrible?	Do	you	ever	do	anything
to	help	these	people?”

“Sometimes	 I	 leave	 something	 in	 the	 charity	box,”	Raven	 shrugged,	 a	 little
abashed.

Cat	hissed.	“Would	they	do	anything	for	me?”	she	asked	peevishly.

Snow	just	glared	at	Cat.	She	had	to	control	the	urge	to	slap	her.

The	other	girl	must	have	realized	this,	and	for	once	looked	a	little	surprised,
and	unnerved.	Maybe	it	was	 the	fact	 that	Snow	was	more	than	a	head	taller
than	 she	 was,	 or	 maybe	 it	 was	 just	 the	 force	 of	 her	 emotion.	 I’ll	 bet	 she
thought	I	was	a	milksop.

Cat	looked	down	at	her	hand,	the	watch	still	clutched	in	it.	She	growled,	then
pitched	 herself	 through	 the	window,	 landing	 silently	 on	 her	 paws	 and	 toes.
Raven	and	Snow	watched	as	she	scampered	 through	 the	shadows	 to	 the	old
man	who	had	been	sucking	a	bone.	She	made	a	little	noise	and	the	man	turned
around,	surprised	and	scared.	Cat	held	up	the	watch,	but	he	didn’t	react.	She
waved	her	 hand	 in	 front	 of	 his	 face;	 he	didn’t	 follow	 it.	He	was	blind.	She
took	 his	 hand—he	 flinched	 but	made	 no	 noise—and	wrapped	 it	 around	 the
watch,	pushing	it	to	his	chest.	Then	she	scampered	away	again,	back	up	to	the
window.

The	old	man	waited	a	minute,	 listening	by	 instinct	 to	see	 if	anyone	noticed.
Then,	with	a	growing	smile,	he	held	it	to	his	ear	and	listened	to	the	tick-tocks.

“Someone	will	just	take	it	from	him,”	Cat	hissed	in	disgust.

Snow	realized	that	if	she	said	anything	Cat	would	just	dismiss	it,	or	ignore	it,
so	she	said	nothing,	letting	the	gravity	of	the	act	speak	for	itself.

Their	trip	back	to	the	hideout	was	slower,	each	of	the	three	lost	in	his	or	her
own	 thoughts.	Snow	observed	 that	even	when	 they	strolled,	 the	 two	Lonely
Ones	had	ways	of	making	themselves	unnoticeable.

They	paused	once	 to	 look	 in	a	wealthy	mansion,	partly	 for	a	comparison	of
opposites	 and	 partly	 because	 Snow	 was	 genuinely	 interested	 in	 how	 city
gentry	lived.	The	house	they	chose	to	peek	in	had	its	own	tiny	ballroom	that
had	gilt	ceilings	and	was	tiled	with	silver	mirrors	from	the	previous	century.
The	people	who	owned	it	were	still	asleep,	but	 the	maids	and	servants	were



already	 up	 preparing	 for	 the	 day.	 They	wore	 uniforms	 that	matched,	 all	 of
them.	 Snow	 loved	 the	 dumbwaiter,	 the	 tiny	 hand-cranked	 elevator	 that
allowed	 them	 to	 move	 silver-domed	 meals	 and	 less-fascinating	 stuff	 like
laundry	 from	 floor	 to	 floor.	 There	 was	 a	 library	 with	 a	 small	 fire	 and
thousands	 of	 books.	 Snow	 wondered	 what	 it	 would	 have	 been	 like	 to	 live
there	for	a	season,	if	she	had	a	debut.

But	as	much	as	 the	wealth	 intrigued	and	distracted	her,	she	was	much	more
affected	by	the	prosaic	sounds	of	clinking	glassware	as	it	was	being	washed,
and	the	low,	whispered	laughs	of	the	help.	She	felt	a	pang	of	homesickness.

I	wonder	if	Gwen	or	Dolly	think	about	me.

Finally	they	left	and	wandered	back	home.

Snow	 was	 quiet	 the	 entire	 way,	 though	 her	 shoes	 rang	 louder	 against	 the
pavement	 than	 theirs.	 In	 the	 living	room	she	distractedly	 took	off	her	cloak,
staring	into	space,	thinking	of	all	the	things	she	had	seen.

“Are	you	all	right?”	Raven	asked.

“Yes,	I—”	she	shook	her	head.	“It’s	just—the	city	is	so	extreme.	Such	wealth
and	 poverty—and—”	 She	 didn’t	 even	 know	what	 to	make	 of	 the	 brothels.
“It’s	just	a	lot	to	think	about.”	She	smiled	wanly.

“The	 roof	 is	 a	 good	 place	 for	 thinking.	 I	 mean,	 about	 things	 like	 that.	 It’s
where	I	always	go.	Would	you	like	me	to	show	you?”

She	was	exhausted	and	not	a	little	bit	sad,	but	he	looked	so	eager,	biting	his
lower	lip,	his	brown	eyes	hopeful.

“Sure,”	she	answered.	“I’d	like	that.”

They	 went	 into	 his	 and	 Sparrows	 room.	 Hidden	 in	 the	 back	 was	 a	 rickety
wooden	ladder	that	led	up	to	an	unused	closet	on	the	second	floor.	From	there
they	walked	through	a	narrow	tunnel	between	the	inside	walls	of	the	house.	It
fed	into	a	crawl	space	that	led	up	to	the	roof	at	a	fairly	steep	angle,	probably
beside	a	gable.

How	 many	 other	 hiding	 places	 are	 there	 like	 this	 in	 London?	 How	 many
people	are	there	like	the	Lonely	Ones,	living	shadow	lives	of	the	people	who
really	live	there?	She	thought	about	her	life	piggybacking	on	someone	else’s



life	and	wondered	if	anyone	strange	inhabited	the	walls	of	Kenigh	Hall.

Finally	 they	 emerged	 in	 a	 dusty	 unused	 attic,	which	might	 have	 frightened
Snow	if	she	were	alone,	not	so	much	from	the	eerie	silence	and	cobwebs	as
the	cracks	 in	 the	plaster	 and	 the	 few	safe	planks	 to	walk	on	without	 falling
through	 to	 the	 floor	 below	 Raven	 opened	 a	 window	 in	 the	 second-to-last
gable	and	crawled	out	to	the	ledge,	turning	back	to	offer	her	a	hand.	Heights
did	scare	her	a	little,	but	the	space	on	which	to	walk	was	wide,	and	soon	they
were	scrambling	up	the	slate	roof	to	sit	on	top	of	the	gable,	which	somehow
felt	safer.

Snow	gasped	at	the	view.

They	could	see	all	of	London	just	waking	up.	The	streets	had	felt	mostly	flat
when	 they	 ran	 along	 them,	but	 from	up	 there	 she	 could	 see	 slight	 hills	 and
tiny	 valleys,	 houses	 descending	 one	 street	 and	 climbing	 up	 another.	 They
looked	 jam-packed;	 she	 would	 not	 have	 believed	 there	 were	 any	 alleys
between	them	if	she	hadn’t	been	there	herself.	Chimneys	rose	crookedly	up	in
all	directions	like	a	field	of	strange,	sick	plants.	Smoke	drifted	from	them	and
joined	 the	morning	 fog.	The	 sky	was	patchy	with	 stars,	 and	 layers	of	 cloud
were	lit	red	from	the	lights	of	the	city	below.	Everything	glowed	orange,	like
the	whole	city	was	slowly	burning.

The	sounds	of	morning	were	muffled.	Occasionally	a	night	watchman’s	call
rose	up	to	them,	or	the	cry	of	a	city	bird.

“You	can	see	the	whole	world	from	up	here,”	she	breathed.

“Yes,”	he	smiled	faintly.	“None	of	 the	others	 really	 like	heights.	Sometimes
Cat	comes,	but	she	talks	too	much.”

Snow	couldn’t	imagine	it.

Raven	 looked	 out	 over	 the	 city,	 as	 if	 hoping	 to	 find	words	 there.	 His	 pale
brow	furrowed.	“It’s	almost	like	…	I	can	fly	up	here,	you	know?”

She	thought	about	the	feathers	on	his	arms	and	didn’t	say	anything.

“I	dream	I	can	fly.	Every	night.	With	the	other	ones.”	He	pointed	to	a	raven
arcing	silently	by	on	huge	wings.	“I	can	understand	what	they	say,	you	know.
I	hear	them	talking	about	their	nests,	and	food,	and	how	wonderful	the	wind	is
on	certain	days.”	She	thought	about	her	own	ravens,	how	much	more	pleasant



her	confinement	would	have	been	if	she	could	have	understood	them.

He	 looked	 down	 at	 his	 feet,	 kicking	 a	 pebble	 off	 the	 roof.	 “I	 just	 don’t
understand	it.	Why	would	I	think	these	things,	or	dream	them,	and	not	be	able
to	do	it?	It’s	not	fair.	I	feel	like	I’m	…	an	accident,	or	a	mistake.”

“Raven.”	Snow	put	 her	 hand	on	his	 arm.	 “It	must	 be	 terrible.	But—look	 at
me,	I’m	just	a	person.	I	can’t	 talk	 to	 the	birds,	I	can’t	see	in	 the	dark,	and	I
can’t	 do	 anything	 the	 rest	 of	 you	 can.	 I	wish	 I	 could.”	 She	 had	 started	 out
saying	it	to	console	him,	but	tears	sprang	to	her	eyes	when	she	thought	about
it.	My	life	would	have	been	so	different….

“What	do	you	dream	about?”	he	asked	softly.

“Home.	And	sometimes	I	dream	that	my	father	really	loved	me,	and	talked	to
me	like	a	real	dad.	And	there	was	no	duchess.	Those	are	the	worst.”

It	was	Raven’s	 turn	 to	 be	 silent.	They	 spent	 the	 last	 hour	 before	 dawn	 that
way,	watching	the	city	wake	up.	When	Snow	grew	sleepy	she	put	her	head	on
his	shoulder,	and	he	didn’t	pull	away.
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Chapter	Eighteen
THE	CASTLE

	

“I	must	find	her,	if	she	still	lives.”

The	duchess	opened	up	a	drawer	of	her	vanity	and	began	taking	out	all	sorts
of	 instruments—brass	 rods	and	gears,	glass	 eyepieces	and	 lenses.	Two	days
had	passed;	perhaps	the	Hunter	was	dead.	Alan	could	not	think	of	a	way	to	be
gone	by	the	morrow.	He	thought	of	the	droplets	of	blood.

“Do	you	know	how	a	mirror	works,	Fiddler	boy?”

Though	he	 had	held	 it	 a	 thousand	 times	 for	 her	while	 she	 gazed	 at	 herself,
Alan	had	to	admit	he	had	never	really	given	it	much	thought.	He	slowly	shook
his	head.

“It’s	all	about	light.”

With	 the	 careful	 diligence	 of	 a	 butler	 polishing	 silver,	 with	 the	 grace	 of	 a
woman	 born	 to	 court,	 her	 slender	 finger	 began	 fitting	 pieces	 together,
assembling	the	machinery.	“Light	bounces	off	of	you,	taking	your	image	with
it.	When	it	hits	a	polished	surface,	it	bounces	back	at	the	same	angle,	letting
you	see	yourself	in	the	same	light.”	She	chuckled	at	that.

Alan	 failed	 to	 see	where	 she	was	going	with	all	of	 this,	but	 it	had	 to	be	no
place	good.

“Mirrors,	 telescopes,	 microscopes	 …	 they	 all	 work	 on	 the	 same	 basic
principle,	gathering	 light	and	bending	and	shaping	 it	 so	we	may	see	better.”
She	 looked	 through	a	 lens,	blew	on	 it,	and	fit	 it	 in	a	holder	 that	 looked	 like
two	angular	hands	clasping.	“Light	travels	forever,	Fiddler,	until	it	is	stopped
by	something.	And	if	you	have	the	right	tools	you	can	help	it	travel	farther.”
She	 erected	 a	white	 silk	 screen	 stretched	 taut	 on	 a	 frame	 like	 a	 drum,	 then
adjusted	some	knobs	and	screws.	The	whole	contraption	looked	a	little	like	a
fair	or	a	circus	as	it	might	be	seen	from	above,	Alan	decided.	Or	a	clock	and	a
telescope	that	had	danced	together	and	exploded.

“I	prepared	for	this	day	a	long	while	past.”



She	lit	a	candle	behind	the	screen	and	wound	a	key.	A	hazy	image	was	sucked
into	view,	and	she	 turned	some	knobs	and	adjusted	 some	 rods	until	 it	 came
into	 focus.	A	blurry,	unfamiliar	 face	came	 into	view,	 looking	down	 into	 the
screen,	making	faces	and	pouting	her	lips.	As	if—

As	if	she	were	looking	into	a	mirror,	Alan	realized.
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Chapter	Nineteen
CLOCKWORK	CHANGES

	

Snow	looked	at	the	pretty	little	compact	the	duchess	had	given	her	long	ago.
The	silver	filigree	front	had	tarnished	a	little;	she	used	the	corner	of	her	dress
to	 rub	 and	 polish	 a	 particularly	 bad	 spot.	 She	 snapped	 it	 open	 in	 her	 palm,
feeling	 the	satisfying	click	of	a	well-made	object.	 In	 the	small	 round	mirror
her	 face	 appeared	pale	 and	grave.	At	one	 time	 she	had	been	accustomed	 to
make	funny	faces	in	it.	She	snapped	it	closed	again	with	a	sigh.

“Cat,”	she	said.

Cat	 jumped.	Perhaps	 she	 thought	 the	 normal	 human	 couldn’t	 tell	when	 she
was	being	watched.	She	had	a	lot	to	learn,	about	many	things.

“Here.”	She	held	out	the	compact.	“I	want	to	give	you	this.”

It	was	 a	 rainy	 fall	 night	 outside,	 and	 in	 their	 basement	 home	 it	was	 damp,
cold,	 and	 boring.	 A	 thoughtful	 day.	 Cat	 loathed	 getting	 wet	 and	 tended	 to
spend	the	rainier	days	inside,	sleeping	or	being	grumpy.	She	always	watched
Snow	 when	 she	 brushed	 her	 hair,	 or	 cleaned	 or	 fixed	 her	 nails,	 especially
when	she	was	looking	at	the	tiny	mirror.	Sometimes	her	claws	came	out	and
retracted	again	and	again	when	she	saw	the	pretty	little	thing,	as	if	she	ached
to	hold	it.

So	now	of	course	she	looked	at	Snow	with	suspicion.	“Give	it	to	me?	Why?”

“Because	you	should	have	something	beautiful	and	nice,	just	for	yourself,	and
I	know	how	much	you	like	it.”

Because	I	am	no	longer	the	person	who	needs	it.	Still,	it	was	hard	to	give	up,
as	one	of	the	few	emblems	left	of	her	former	life.	Because	I	am	a	Lonely	One
now,	and	we	share.	Because	once	I	was	a	girl	who	did	what	people	told	her,
more	or	less,	and	was	expected	to	stay	pretty	so	boys	would	like	me,	so	men
would	like	me—but	it’s	still	my	fault	when	they	kiss	me.

Because	you	don’t	have	to	steal	it.	It	is	yours	by	gift.



She	put	it	in	the	other	girl’s	hand,	closing	her	own	hand	around	Cat’s.

“Please	take	care	of	it.”

Cat	 opened	 the	mirror	wonderingly,	with	 a	 flick	 of	 the	 same	 claw	 that	 had
loosened	Snow’s	locket,	what	seemed	like	years	ago.	She	looked	in	 the	tiny
mirror,	wrinkling	her	nose	and	touching	her	cheek,	watching	the	effect.

“Would	you	like	me	to	brush	your	hair?”	Snow	offered	impulsively.

Cat	 hissed,	 as	 if	 she	 knew	 there	was	 a	 catch	 to	 accepting	 the	 pretty	 thing.
“Only	girls—sissy	girls—care	about	how	they	look.”

Spoken	like	a	true	sister	in	a	family	of	brothers.	Snow	smiled,	remembering
Alan’s	stories	of	all	of	his	siblings.	She	frowned,	deciding	she	was	done	with
the	younger	girl’s	attitude.

“Don’t	be	ridiculous,	Cat.	You	can	be	beautiful	and	strong	and	scary	and	still
steal	 like	 a	 thief.	 You	 have	 that	 choice.	 I	 didn’t.	 Now	 come	 here	 and	 be
quiet.”

Shocked,	and	still	entranced	by	the	pretty	thing,	Cat	sat	meekly	while	Snow
went	to	get	her	brush	and	pins.
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Chapter	Twenty
THE	CASTLE

	

“No,	it	can’t	be!”

The	image	came	into	focus;	the	face	became	clear.

Alan	gasped.

It	would	 have	 been	 a	 pretty	 girl’s	 face	 but	 for	 the	 yellow	 slit	 eyes	 and	 the
sharp,	fangy	canines	she	kept	running	her	tongue	over.

“A	demon	…,”	he	said	wonderingly.

“It	can’t	be	…,”	the	duchess	said	again.	She	fell	back	onto	her	couch	in	the
least	graceful	movement	Alan	had	ever	seen	her	perform.

Alan	kept	watching;	 to	 his	 amazement	 the	 image	 shifted	 and	he	 saw	Snow.
She	 was	 brushing	 the	 girl-beast’s	 hair,	 smiling	 and	 saying	 something.	 He
wished	he	could	hear.	She	didn’t	appear	to	be	in	any	danger,	and	from	the	way
the	picture	suddenly	shifted	again	and	focused	on	the	first	girl’s	face,	it	was
obvious	 Snow	was	 forcing	 her	 to	 sit	 still.	 Like	 a	mother	 or	 an	 older	 sister
would.

“I	must	go,”	the	duchess	breathed,	her	hand	on	her	head	and	reaching	for	her
smelling	salts.	“As	soon	as	I	can	without	arousing	suspicion	…”

I	must	go	before	she	does.	His	thoughts	raced.	He	had	to	find	a	way	to	escape
the	charm	on	his	necklace.	True	love	will	break	a	spell	but	my	love	for	Snow
was	only	enough	to	weaken	it,	not	destroy	it	completely.	He	sighed.

I	dinna	love	anything	with	that	sort	of	passion.	And	then	he	had	an	idea….
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Chapter	Twenty-one
A	STRANGE	VISIT

	

Snow	was	falling.

She	peeked	through	the	window	at	her	namesake,	the	white	flakes	that	drifted
down.	Sparrow	told	her	it	snowed	less	in	the	city	than	in	the	countryside,	on
account	of	 the	pollution,	 factories,	and	warm	bodies	of	 tens	of	 thousands	of
people.	 He	 had	 thrown	 a	 snowball	 at	 the	 Mouser	 on	 their	 way	 out	 that
evening,	upsetting	the	young	man’s	dignity.	Cat	got	him	back	in	a	flash,	and
they	had	all	set	out	giggling	and	horsing	around	into	the	night.

Snow	smiled	to	herself.	It	would	be	her	first	Christmas	with	her	new	family	in
just	a	few	weeks,	and	she	had	been	working	on	some	surprises	for	them.	First
was	a	plum	pudding	she	had	made	and	set	aside	a	month	ago	to	age	properly.
Dolly	 used	 to	 add	 a	 spoonful	 from	 the	 one	 the	 year	 before—“Just	 like	 the
Queen’s	cook	does”—so	in	every	Christmas	would	be	a	little	remembrance	of
Christmases	twenty,	thirty	years	past.

She	was	also	gathering	presents.	For	Sparrow	she	had	knit	a	striped	scarf	in
red	 and	 yellow,	 his	 favorite	 colors.	 For	 Cat	 she	 had	 saved	 her	 wages	 and
bought	 a	pretty	 little	 comb	 for	her	hair	 that	 almost	matched	 the	mirror.	For
Raven,	 a	 book	 of	 poetry	 by	Edgar	Allan	 Poe.	 She	 had	 yet	 to	 decide	 about
Chauncey	and	the	Mouser.	A	pipe,	maybe,	for	Chauncey—a	real	meerschaum
one	…

She	was	distracted	from	her	musings	by	a	knock	at	the	door.

A	regular	knock.	No	code.

Snow	continued	sweeping.	Odd	…	most	people	don’t	even	know	this	place	is
here.	Since	she	had	joined	the	Lonely	Ones,	almost	no	one	had	called	on	them
during	 the	 day.	 A	 brush	 salesman,	 once.	 Chauncey	 had	 let	 him	 in	 and	 the
Mouser	actually	bought	a	boot	brush,	but	they	sternly	told	Snow	to	never	do
that	herself.

Another	knock.



Very	resolute.	 Sometimes	 she	 saw	 little	 girls	 selling	matches	 from	house	 to
house,	or	flowers	…	and	it	was	Christmas	…	but	she	had	made	a	promise	to
Chauncey,	and	besides,	it	was	also	for	her	own	safety.

“Donations	for	the	orphanage,”	called	out	a	weak,	feminine	voice.

Snow	felt	her	heart	tremble.	Ever	since	Raven	and	Cat	had	brought	her	to	see
the	poorhouse	she	had	set	aside	a	portion	of	her	wages	for	charity.	Winter	was
coming,	which	meant	the	need	for	firewood	…	and	Christmas	is	coming….

“Please,”	the	old	woman	called,	“There’s	the	consumption	and	fever	we’d	like
to	keep	the	wee	ones	from	…”

Snow	 leaned	on	her	 broom	and	waited,	 heart	 beating.	Eventually	 she	heard
the	quiet	crunching	of	footsteps	walking	away	through	the	snow.	She	made	a
decision,	 throwing	her	broom	down	and	putting	her	 cloak	on.	She	waited	 a
few	seconds	so	the	old	woman	had	a	head	start,	then	went	out	into	the	night.

After	 tiptoeing	 out	 of	 the	 alley,	 she	 spied	 an	 old	 woman	 dressed	 in	 dark
clothes	 like	a	nun	or	a	nurse	padding	up	 the	street,	heading	 toward	 the	next
likely	house.	That	must	be	her.	She	waited	until	the	woman	turned	a	few	more
streets	before	catching	up.

“Excuse	me,	Ma’am.”	Snow	pulled	 the	cloak	 tightly	around	her;	 she	hadn’t
worn	her	mittens.

The	old	woman	turned,	a	friendly	smile	on	her	face.	“Yes,	child?”

“Here.”	Snow	pressed	a	few	farthings	into	her	hand.	“For	the	children.”

“Oh,	bless	you!”	The	woman	counted	them	and	put	them	into	the	wooden	box
she	 carried.	 They	 thumped	 against	 the	 bottom—apparently	 it	 was	 almost
empty.	Poor	things,	Snow	thought.	“The	Kenigh	Orphanage	thanks	you	too.”

Snow’s	heart	stopped.	“I	…	I	beg	your	pardon?”

“That’s	our	name,	Miss.	Founded	by	the	generosity	of	Her	Lady	Duchess	of
Kenigh.”

She	felt	 faint.	Silver	stars	appeared	at	 the	edge	of	her	vision,	mingling	with
the	snow.	 It	can’t	be	…	 “Not	 from	Wales,”	 she	 said	 slowly.	“Not	 the	Welsh
Kenigh.	Surely	someone	else	…”



“No,	that’s	the	one.	If	you	know	her,	you	must	have	heard	the	story.”	The	old
woman	looked	at	her	curiously.

“I	…	fear	I	have	not.”

“Sad	it	is,	really.”	The	old	woman	clucked	her	tongue.	“Apparently	the	good
duchess	was	mad—even	went	 so	 far	 as	 to	 try	 to	 kill	 her	 own	 stepdaughter.
Runs	 in	 her	 family’s	 blood,	 they	 say.	 They	 got	 her	 treatment,	 though,	 at	 a
sanitarium	in	France	or	some	such	place.	She’s	better	now,	but	weak	in	heart.
The	orphanage	is	just	one	of	the	many	good	deeds	she	has	done	to	try	to	make
up	for	what	she	did	during	her	darker	days.	Are	you	all	right,	Miss?	You	look
a	trifle	pale.”

Hardly	surprising.

Could	it	be	true?	Does	everyone	know	the	story	of	what	she	tried	to	do	to	me?
And	then:	Is	she	really	better?	This	orphanage	she	founded,	the	sanitarium—
could	she	be	healthy	now,	and	normal?

“What	happened	to	the	stepdaughter?”	she	finally	asked.

The	 old	woman	 shrugged.	 “That’s	 another	 sad	 part,	 dearie.	No	 one	 knows.
She	must	have	fled	for	her	life.”

“What	 a	 …	 remarkable	 story.”	 Snow	 cleared	 her	 throat.	 “Where	 is	 the
duchess	now,	pray	tell?	Back	in	Wales?”

“No,	 she	 has	 an	 apartment	 here	 in	 the	 city,	 on	 Letheridge	 Street,	 until	 she
finishes	up	with	 the	administrative	affairs	of	 the	orphanage	and	a	 few	other
things.”	The	old	woman	leaned	in	closer	and	whispered.	“It’s	rumored	she	is
looking	to	adopt….	Her	stepdaughter	was	her	husband’s	only	child,	and	she	is
far	 past	 childbearing	 years.	 If	 you	 ask	 me,	 though,	 it’s	 another	 sign	 of
madness—trying	to	adopt	a	commoner,	and	at	her	age!”

“It	does	seem	a	wonder,”	Snow	agreed.	Letheridge	Street.

“How	do	you	know	of	the	duchess?”	the	old	woman	suddenly	asked,	sharply,
Snow	thought.

“My	 husband	 is	 from	 Wales,”	 she	 answered	 promptly.	 “From	 near	 the
Brecons.	He’s	told	me	stories.”	Every	lie	should	hold	a	hint	of	truth.



“Ah.	Well.”	The	old	woman	seemed	satisfied.	“Thank	you	again,	kind	miss.
God	bless	thee,”	she	said	and	tottered	off	down	the	street.

Snow	 watched	 her	 until	 she	 was	 a	 small,	 dark	 ball	 on	 a	 white	 and	 gray
background,	then	disappeared	completely	into	the	snow	and	night.

She	could	not	have	said	why,	but	Snow	decided	not	to	tell	the	Lonely	Ones.
Perhaps	 she	was	 afraid	 they	would	worry,	 or	 lock	 her	 in—or	 simply	make
comments	or	accusations	she	wasn’t	sure	she	could	defend	against.	She	would
see	the	woman	herself,	first,	and	verify	what	the	charity	beggar	had	said.	Then
she	would	tell	them	about	her	discovery.

It	made	sense,	sort	of.

The	first	 thing	she	did	when	she	had	a	moment	alone	was	to	write	a	note	to
the	duchess:

My	Lady,

I	 have	heard	 that	 things	are	different	with	 you	now.	 If	 people	 speak	 truly,	 I
would	 be	 glad	 to	make	 your	 reacquaintance.	Meet	me	 at	 Trafalgar	 Square,
midday	on	the	morrow	so	that	I	may	see	for	myself.

I	remain,

Jessica

She	sealed	it	and	paid	a	local	child	to	deliver	it.

And	after	I	see	her?	And	if	she	has	not	changed?	What	if	the	duchess	tried	to
kill	her	again?

Snow	panicked	for	a	moment	at	what	she	had	begun,	 images	of	 the	 tall	and
frightening	duchess	looming	over	her	with	knives	and	candy-sweet	smiles.

She	shook	her	head.

I	shall	stay	in	crowded,	public	places	with	her,	and	if	she	should	try	anything
—I	am	a	Lonely	One.	I	shall	run	or	fight	and	be	gone	before	she	or	anyone
can	follow.

But	what	if	she	really	were	better?



That	was	harder	to	think	about.	She	could	go	back.	To	her	father,	and	Alan,
and	Dolly	…	and	maybe,	just	maybe,	Anne	and	she	would	get	along	this	time.
She	could	go	home.

And	leave	the	Lonely	Ones?

She	looked	around	at	the	tiny	but	snug	basement,	the	cheerful	blue-and-white
tablecloth	that	now	covered	the	old	stained	table.	The	pile	of	books	she	had
been	 reading	 to	Sparrow,	Chauncey,	and	Raven	…	 the	place	where	 she	had
been	 hiding	 the	 comb	 for	Cat.	 The	Mouser’s	waistcoat,	 due	 for	 a	 pressing,
hung	by	her	iron.

She	would	be	Jessica	Kenigh	again,	a	little	duchess,	heir	to	Kenigh	Hall,	with
a	fleet	of	servants,	horses,	hunting	dogs,	land	and	jewelry.	And	her	old	room.

She	shook	her	head.

None	of	it	bore	thinking	about	until	after	she	had	met	the	duchess.	Then	 she
would	decide.
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Chapter	Twenty-two
ALAN

	

He	waited	until	the	duchess	had	been	gone	a	week.

It	was	obvious	that	even	with	all	her	skills	and	talents	she	had	not	been	able	to
figure	out	precisely	where	Snow	hid.	Constant	surveying	of	the	reflection	in
the	pocket	mirror	finally	indicated	a	city—London—deduced	from	the	smog
and	the	buildings	in	the	background.

“I	 shall	 move	 there	 for	 a	 while,”	 she	 had	 announced,	 “and	 take	 all	 of	 this
equipment	with	me.	I	shall	say	it	 is	for	…	charity	work.	To	…	make	up	for
my	sins	of	being	a	bad	mother.	If	I	had	been	better,	she	never	would	have	run
away.”

She	smiled	as	she	tried	out	this	lie,	but	Alan	found	himself	agreeing	with	her
last	sentiment	wholeheartedly.

“Well,	and	who	knows.	I	even	have	an	idea—a	gift,	in	return	for	forgiveness.”
She	toyed	with	a	piece	of	equipment	Alan	hadn’t	seen	before,	a	golden	ball.
Then	she	shrugged.	“She	will	still	be	useful.”

She	moved	very	close	to	Alan,	gazing	into	his	eyes	so	her	order	would	have
its	 full	effect.	“And	Alan,	no	word	of	 this	 to	 the	duke.	Or	anyone	else.	And
stay	here	until	I	return.	I	may	have	need	of	you.”

He	nodded.	“Yes,	My	Lady.”
*	*	*	*

The	moment	he	felt	it	was	safe,	Alan	cornered	Gwen.

“Gwen—I	have	to	go,	for	a	while.”

“Oooh,	 the	 Lady’s	 not	 going	 to	 like	 that.”	 She	 smiled	 down	 at	Alan,	 taller
than	he	by	 just	an	 inch	or	 two,	and	 looked	 like	she	was	barely	 resisting	 the
urge	to	kiss	him	on	the	forehead.	“What’s	the	trouble,	then?”

“Ah,	a	girl,	Gwen.	It’s	a	long	story.	A	lass	from	the	pub	the	next	town	over.”



The	charm	apparently	made	no	effort	to	keep	him	from	lying	to	other	people.

Gwen	grinned	wickedly.	“I	knew	it,	Alan	McDonald!	I	knew	it!	Your	innocent
face	…	but	I	knew	you	had	something	about	you!”

“Aye.”	 He	 grinned	 what	 he	 hoped	 was	 a	 wicked	 grin,	 then	 sobered.	 “I’m
going	 to	be	staying	with	a	 friend	o’	a	 friend	of	mine,	who	owns	a	 tavern	 in
London;	here’s	the	address.”	He	handed	her	a	piece	of	paper,	and	she	looked
at	 it	 carefully,	 nodding,	 like	 it	 meant	 something	 to	 her.	 “Now	 this	 is	 very
important,	what	I’m	about	to	tell	you.	If	Jess	…	ah,	Snow,	ever	comes	back,
you	tell	her	that’s	where	I	am,	all	right?	And	if	anyone	ever	comes	looking	for
me	…	anyone	…	strange	 looking,	not	 like	you	or	me,	I	mean,	or	 is	 looking
for	her	…	or	me	…	you	tell	them	to	find	me	there,	all	right?”

She	looked	puzzled.

“‘Strange,’	Alan?”

“If	it	ever	comes	up,	Gwen.	You’ll	know	if	they	come.”	He	thought	about	the
cat-girl’s	eyes	and	fangs	and	figured	it	would	be	pretty	obvious.	“Promise	me,
Gwen.	Promise!”

“I	promise.”	She	said	it	slowly,	but	Alan	could	tell	from	her	face	that	she	was
serious.	Then	she	brightened.	“Good-bye,	then,	Alan.	You’re	a	good	sort.	And
good	luck	with	that	girl	of	yours!”

Thanks.	I’ll	need	it—even	if	it’s	not	the	girl	you	think.

The	small	town	and	estate	of	Kenigh	never	forgot	the	day	Alan	left,	pack	on
his	back,	bow	and	violin	in	hand.	He	strolled	over	the	hill	and	down	the	road,
fiddling	madly	as	he	went.
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Chapter	Twenty-three
REUNION

	

None	of	the	Lonely	Ones	noticed	Snows	extra	attention	to	her	dress,	the	hours
of	ironing	and	fluffing;	nor	did	they	see	her	fix	her	hair	using	the	bottom	of	a
pan	as	a	mirror.	And	hopefully	they	will	never	have	to	see	the	note	I	left	them.
It	was	hidden	under	the	lantern,	just	a	corner	sticking	out.

Friends,

Fate	has	served	up	what	could	he	a	most	strange	and	wonderful	reunion.	 It
seems	 there	 is	 a	 good	 chance	 my	 stepmother	 has	 completely	 reformed,
emotionally	and	mentally.	 If	 this	 proves	not	 to	be	 the	 case,	 however,	 please
know	that	I	am	to	meet	her	in	Trafalgar	Square,	midday,	in	public.	If	I	do	not
return	by	 five	o’clock	 this	evening	 then	 there	has	been	 trouble.	The	duchess
Anne	has	an	apartment	on	Letheridge	Street.

With	any	luck,	this	will	prove	all	worries	foundless!

Your	sister,

Snow

Her	 plan	 was	 to	 return	 no	 later	 than	 four	 o’clock	 and	 steal	 the	 note	 back
before	any	of	them	woke	up,	which	was	usually	around	seven	or	eight.

They’ll	never	know.	It	was	just	in	case.

She	checked	her	outfit	one	last	time	before	leaving,	and	made	sure	everyone
was	asleep.	Maybe	she	would	make	them	something	special	tonight,	to	make
up	for	this	little	deception.

But	it	isn’t	really	a	lie,	is	it?

It	was	a	 long	walk	 to	Trafalgar	square,	but	she	kept	an	even,	 ladylike	pace,
holding	her	head	high	and	lifting	her	skirts	to	step	up.	She	had	never	been	to
the	 famous	 plaza	 before,	 but	 she	 had	 read	 about	 all	 of	 the	 pigeons	 that
inhabited	it	and	the	old	women	who	sold	bags	of	seed	to	teed	them.	Snow	left



early	so	she	could	do	it	herself,	jamming	a	few	crusts	of	bread	into	her	clean
dress	pocket	right	before	she	left.

When	she	finally	came	to	the	square	it	was	exactly	as	she	had	imagined	it—
just	much,	much	bigger—with	gleaming	white	pavement	and	a	truly	gigantic
fountain	in	the	middle.	What	she	thought	was	a	darkly	paved	area	at	second
glance	turned	out	to	be	thousands	of	pigeons.	She	felt	elated,	but	small.	Snow
was	 just	 a	 medium-sized	 girl,	 a	 maid,	 standing	 timidly	 in	 a	 corner	 of	 this
magnificent	monument,	whom	no	one	would	notice	when	they	walked	by.

Then	 Snow	 giggled.	 The	 expensively	 dressed	 pairs	 of	 men	 and	 groups	 of
large-bustled	 ladies	 strolling	 across	 the	 square	 looked,	 in	 fact,	 exactly	 like
pigeons.	Men	puffed	out	their	chests	as	they	spoke	to	pretty	women,	and	fat
women	rocked	and	pecked,	gossiping	in	the	shade.

According	to	the	clock	tower	Snow	still	had	a	few	minutes,	so	she	crept	up	to
the	closest	patch	of	real	pigeons	and	carefully	took	out	a	handful	of	crumbs.

She	needn’t	have	worried	about	 stealth.	Like	everything	else	 in	 this	upside-
down	 city,	 city	 birds	 were	 very	 different	 from	 their	 timid	 country	 cousins.
Quick,	greedy	eyes	saw	her	instantly	and	a	dozen	pigeons	flew	at	her.	Before
she	could	react,	three	of	them	had	landed	on	each	arm,	and	one	fat	brown	one
roosted	on	her	head.

Once	she	got	over	her	surprise	and	fear—the	pigeons’	feet	dug	into	her—she
began	to	smile.	Then,	for	the	first	time	in	a	very	long	time,	Snow	laughed,	out
loud	and	uproariously.	The	pigeons	continued	 to	 eat,	 cocking	 their	heads	 at
her	as	if	they	were	trying	to	get	the	joke.

“Well,	Jessica,	I	see	your	way	with	animals	hasn’t	changed	at	all.”

Snow	froze,	then	slowly	turned	around.

She	had	envisioned	her	eventual	reunion	with	the	duchess	a	number	of	ways:
a	dramatic,	eloquent	fight	between	two	well-dressed	ladies	as	Snow	told	her
off;	 a	 violent,	 bloody	 struggle	 in	 which	 Snow	 was	 forced	 to	 kill	 her;	 a
pathetic,	 emotional	 scene	 in	 which	 the	 duchess	 apologized	 and	 wept.	 But
never	had	Snow	imagined	it	would	be	with	a	pigeon	on	her	head.

The	duchess	was	dressed	simply	and	elegantly,	 in	dark	petticoats	with	 thick
trim	that	made	the	people	around	her	look	gaudy	and	clownish.	Her	hair	was



perfect	 and	 high	 off	 her	 crown	 like	 a	 Roman	 empress,	 and	 two	 expensive,
simple	pearl	drop	earrings	swung	slightly	in	the	breeze.

But	 was	 there	more	 steel	 and	 snow,	 in	 her	 hair,	 than	 gold,	 this	 rime?	And
doesn’t	she	look	smaller,	or	frailer?

The	 duchess	 had	 her	 eyebrow	 raised	 in	 the	 familiar	 mocking	 way,	 but	 her
eyes	were	sorter,	and	her	lips	had	a	faint	smile.

“My	Lady”	Snow	curtsied	so	gracefully	and	elegantly	the	pigeon	on	her	head
wasn’t	disturbed.	She	shook	the	birds	off	of	her.

“Jessica,”	the	old	duchess	said	softly.	“I’m	…	so	glad	you’re	all	right.”	It	was
as	if	her	face	melted	a	little.

“No	thanks	to	you”	Snow	raised	her	chin	defiantly.

“I	know,	I	know—I	know	I	do	not	deserve	your	forgiveness.”	The	duchess	put
a	hand	to	her	head	and	patted	her	forehead	with	a	handkerchief	 in	a	gesture
Snow	did	not	remember.	Maybe	it	had	something	to	do	with	her	treatments.	“I
have	been	so	cruel	 to	you….	When	I	 received	your	note	…	it	was	 like	God
was	giving	me	another	chance.”

Snow	didn’t	 know	what	 to	 say.	 This	wasn’t	 the	way	 she	 had	 pictured	 their
reunion	at	all.

“Are	you	…	well?”	the	duchess	asked	after	an	uncomfortable	moment.

“I’m	fine,	yes,”	Snow	answered	coolly.

“And	you	have	found	a	…	suitable	situation?”

She	really	thinks	I’m	a	maid.	I	must	play	the	part	well.	“I	am	employed	by—
and	living	with—a	most	respectable	family.”	With	furry	ears.	And	tails.

“Amazing.”	 The	 duchess	 sighed,	 and	 sounded	 like	 she	 meant	 it.	 “I—I
commend	you	for	your	strength….	I	am	not	sure	I	could	do	such	a	 thing….
Few	…	women	of	means	could	…”

Snow	 shrugged—a	 habit	 she	 had	 picked	 up	 from	 Raven.	 And	 distinctly
unladylike,	speaking	of	ladies.



“Jessica,”	the	duchess	tried	again.	“I	understand	if	you	do	not	trust	me,	but—
let	 me	 at	 least	 have	 a	 chance	 to	 talk	 with	 you,	 to	 show	 you	 how	 I	 have
changed.	Spend	 the	afternoon	with	me!	We	will	…	stay	 in	public	places,	 if
you	feel	more	comfortable	with	that,	with	the	crowds	around.	We	can	spend	a
real	day	in	London,	as	two	ladies.	We	could	start	by	setting	you	up	with	a	…
proper	wardrobe.”	She	held	the	handkerchief	to	her	nose	and	looked	Snow’s
ratty	dress	up	and	down.

For	some	reason	this	made	Snow	smile.	Just	like	the	old	duchess.	It	shouldn’t
have	 comforted	 her,	 but	 it	 did.	A	 little	 glimpse	 of	 the	 old,	 shallow	woman
somehow	made	the	new	one	more	real.	We’re	both	two	people	now.	It	was	the
duchess	and	Jessica,	and	now	I’m	Snow,	and	she’s	…	she’s	…

She	 looked	 up	 at	 the	 woman’s	 face.	 The	 duchess	 looked	 hopeful,	 and
concerned.

…	Anne,	she	decided.

For	 that	 one	 afternoon	 Snow	 was	 transported	 to	 the	 perfect,	 if	 somewhat
occasionally	 uncomfortable,	 fantasy	 life	 she	 had	 always	 dreamed	 of.	 She
could	not	think	of	the	duchess	as	her	mother,	but	she	was	getting	much	better
at	finding	roles	that	fit	now,	both	for	herself	as	well	as	for	other	people.	Aunt,
she	decided,	or	much	older	sister-in-law.

The	 first	 place	 they	went	was	 indeed	 a	 dressmaker’s.	 The	 duchess	 silenced
any	 snootiness	 or	 shocked	 looks	 directed	 at	 Snow’s	 dress	 with	 a	 raised
eyebrow	and	a	cutting	remark.	The	duchess	sipped	a	cup	of	 tea	while	Snow
stood	on	a	stool	and	they	measured	her.	Snow	talked	about	her	present	life—
with	major	alterations.	The	Lonely	Ones	became	a	family	with	many	children,
with	Chauncey	as	the	father,	and	the	Mouser	as	a	favorite	uncle.	The	mother
had	died,	she	extemporized.

Apparently	the	duchess	did	not	feel	comfortable	discussing	her	own	situation
in	front	of	the	seamstresses.

Snow	was	 fascinated	by	 the	 free	 cup	of	 tea,	 something	 she	would	not	have
thought	twice	about	in	her	previous	life	as	Jessica.	Something	she	had	taken
as	a	matter	of	course	before	was	often	 too	expensive	now;	 the	Lonely	Ones
reused	 leaves	 several	 times	 before	 throwing	 them	 out,	 making	 weaker	 and
weaker	 drinks	 with	 each	 cup.	 And	 lumps	 of	 sugar!	 Snow	 hadn’t	 had	 any
except	a	little	to	bake	with	since	her	“new	employment.”



The	duchess	picked	out	a	matching	hat,	umbrella,	and	purse,	which	they	took
with	 them;	 the	dress	 itself	would	be	 ready	 the	next	week.	Snow	felt	 special
walking	out	of	the	store	with	wrapped	brownpaper	parcels	under	her	arm;	she
was	already	planning	 to	use	some	of	 the	paper	 to	cook	fish	 in	and	carefully
cut	up	the	rest	for	letter	paper.

They	 wandered	 some	 more,	 mostly	 just	 looking	 in	 windows;	 despite	 her
insistence	 on	 keeping	 beautiful,	 the	 duchess	 wasn’t,	 at	 heart,	 a	 shopping
woman.	She	did	take	Snow	to	a	little	boutique	where	everything	smelted	good
and	 had	 French	 names,	 and	 bought	 her	 cold	 cream	 that	 smelled	 like	 roses,
powder	that	smelled	like	lavender,	and	toilet	water	that	smelled	like	freesia.

“You’re	young,”	the	duchess	said.	“You	should	wear	floral	scents.”

Snow	had	no	idea	what	she	meant,	but	she	already	felt	beautiful	just	holding
the	pretty	little	jars.

Finally	they	stopped	for	a	proper	tea	in	a	lovely	little	salon	that	was	so	fancy
no	 one	 looked	 at	 Snow	 or	 questioned	 her	 appearance	 next	 to	 the	 beautiful
duchess.	The	two	women	were	served	a	silver	tiered	tray	of	tiny	sandwiches
with	 the	 crusts	 removed,	 cucumber	 and	 smoked	 salmon	 and	 dill,	 and
sugarsprinkled	 scones	with	 fresh	 clotted	 cream	 and	 strawberry	 jam,	 and	 on
the	top,	tiny	little	tea	cakes	topped	with	sugared	violets.

Snow	 had	 to	 pace	 herself;	 it	 had	 been	 a	 long	 time	 since	 she	 had	 eaten
anything	so	good.	She	also	snuck	a	chocolate	and	violet	cake	into	her	pocket
for	Sparrow.

“I	 suppose—I	 suppose	 I	will	 tell	 you	what	 has	 happened	with	me	…,”	 the
duchess	said,	nervously	sipping	her	tea.

“I	am	interested,”	Snow	said,	a	little	more	forcefully	than	she	meant.

With	one	dainty,	gloved	pinky	extended	from	her	cup	handle,	the	duchess	told
her	story.

It	 was	 very	much	 like	 what	 the	 old	 woman	 had	 told	 Snow,	 except	 for	 the
breakdown	 Anne	 experienced	 soon	 after	 Snow	 disappeared.	 The	 duchess
blushed	as	 she	 told	how	she	had	 raved	 like	a	madwoman	and	 threw	herself
against	walls	 and	hurt	herself	until	 they	brought	a	doctor,	who	 immediately
ordered	 that	she	be	sent	 to	a	sanitarium	in	Bath—not	France,	as	 the	woman



working	for	the	orphanage	had	said.

She	was	there	for	a	number	of	months,	taking	the	healing	waters,	listening	to
improvment	lectures,	and	even	being	leeched.	More	scientific	treatments	were
also	administered,	and	magnets	and	the	theories	of	mesmerism	were	applied,
but	 it	was	 one	 little	 old	 doctor	 from	Prussia	who	 effected	 a	 cure,	 using	 the
most	advanced	electric	techniques.

“Though	 sometimes	 I	 get	 the	 most	 infernal	 headaches,”	 Anne	 admitted.
“Anyway,	after	I	was	…	cured	…	I	realized	the	horrendous	thing	I	had	tried
to	 do,	 through	 the	 calmer	 eyes	 of	 sanity.	 I	 put	 a	 reward	 out	 for	 you,
advertisements	 in	newspapers	…	I	even	sent	agents	all	over	 the	countryside
and	 Cardiff,	 thinking	 you	 would	 have	 stayed	 with	 friends	 or	 some	 sort	 of
relation.	When	it	was	apparent	you	weren’t	coming	back,	or	you	were	dead,	I
decided	to	devote	my	life	to	as	much	charity	as	possible.	If	there	was	no	way	I
could	undo	the	evil	my	previous	madness	had	wrought,	at	least	I	could	spend
the	rest	of	my	time	on	earth	bringing	good	into	other	peoples	lives.”

An	inspiring	story.	If	the	duchess	had	looked	Snow	in	the	eye	while	she	said
it,	and	had	wept,	the	younger	woman	wouldn’t	have	believed	a	word	of	it.

But	 she	 finished	 the	 story	 dry	 eyed	 and	 trailed	 off,	 staring	 through	 the
window	of	 the	shop	at	 something	 far	 in	 the	distance,	or	perhaps	 far	back	 in
her	own	mind.	There	was	no	look	of	sadness,	just	wonder	and	loss.

“It’s	 getting	 late,”	 she	 said	 suddenly.	 “Your	 employers	 must	 be	 getting
annoyed.”

“Yes,	 I	 should	 be	 getting	 back.”	 Snow	 stood	 up.	 “Thank	 you	 for	 a	 lovely
afternoon.”	Everything	she	said	sounded	too	formal,	but	she	wasn’t	sure	what
else	to	say.	“And	the	tea,	and	the	clothes	…”

“Oh,	they	are	nothing.”	Anne	waved	her	fingers	tiredly.	“I	shall	not	rest	until	I
have	earned	your	forgiveness,	and	re-earned	your	trust.”

“I	 shall	 have	 a	 hard	 time	 forgiving	 what	 you	 attempted,”	 Snow	 finally
ventured,	though	she	longed	to	say	just	the	opposite.

“I	…	understand.”

The	 duchess	 looked	 down	 at	 the	 floor	 for	 a	 long	moment.	 From	 that	 angle
Snow	could	see	just	how	high	and	sharp	the	other	woman’s	cheekbones	were,



and	how	age	was	making	her	skin	taut	and	dry,	like	the	life	was	being	sucked
out	of	her	from	inside.	“Only—”	She	paused,	hopeful.	“Only—do	come	visit
me	at	my	apartment.	When	your	dress	is	ready—a	week	Wednesday,	You	can
try	 it	 on	 there.	 I’ll	 have	 the	 seamstress	 come	on	 the	 chance	 alterations	will
need	to	be	made.”

Snow	didn’t	know	what	to	say	The	duchess	was	finally	trying	to—begging	to
—act	 like	 a	mother,	 and	 the	 girl	 saw	 in	 her	mind’s	 eye	 another	 perfect,	 if
somewhat	strained,	afternoon	of	chatting—Anne	sipping	tea,	Snow	telling	her
about	things	she	saw	…	Just	like	today,	only	better	…

She	paused	too	long.

“I	see	you	still	do	not	trust	me	at	all,”	the	duchess	said	disappointedly.	“What
if	you	were	to	bring	a	maid	friend?	She	shall	keep	watch	for	you.”

Well,	that’s	out	of	the	question,	Snow	realized	glumly.	Even	if	she	did	decide
to	finally	tell	the	Lonely	Ones	about	the	duchess	and	their	reacquaintance,	she
had	 a	 hard	 time	 imagining	 Cat	 dressed	 up	 as	 a	 lady’s	maid,	 her	 tail	 going
unnoticed	by	Anne.

“We	shall	see,”	Snow	replied,	uncertain.	There	was	a	telltale	gleam	in	Anne’s
eyes	that	reminded	her	of	the	old	duchess;	she	could	tell	that	Snow’s	“maybe”
was	really	more	of	a	yes.

“Oh,	do	come!	You	won’t	be	disappointed,	I	shall	order	the	best	sandwiches
for	us	…	and	maybe	some	music	…”

Music.

“Before	I	go,”	Snow	said	as	casually	as	she	could,	“may	I	enquire	as	 to	 the
health	of	Alan?”

“Oh,”	the	duchess	said,	surprised,	“Well,	I	don’t	know,	really.	Apparently	he
stole	some	jewelry	from	your	father—a	locket	that	matches	yours.	I	received
a	 letter	 about	 it.”	Her	 eyes	 grew	black	 for	 a	moment.	Then	 she	 smiled	 and
waved	 her	 hand.	 “He	 ran	 off—something	 about	 a	 girl,	 another	 maid—not
long	after	I	came	to	London.”
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Chapter	Twenty-four
DISCOVERY

	

Snow	 was	 upset	 about	 the	 news	 of	 Alan.	 She	 couldn’t	 for	 the	 life	 of	 her
picture	Alan	with	a	girl,	much	less	running	off	with	one.

Am	I	jealous?

She	turned	the	thought	over	in	her	mind.	Thinking	back	on	Alan’s	face,	which
was	just	beginning	to	fill	out	in	a	handsome,	manly	way	when	she	left,	made
her	smile.	Is	that	love,	or	affection?

She	frowned.

More	importantly,	how	did	he	meet	this	other	girl?	She	had	only	been	away
for	half	a	year	and	had	known	all	of	the	girls	on	the	estate.	Alan	was	friendly
with	each	and	every	one,	but	not	too	friendly.	And	not	as	close	as	she	was	to
him.

She	had	 even	written	him	a	 letter—all	 right,	 she	had	not	 sent	 it	 yet.	 It	was
difficult,	 and	 she	 wanted	 to	 go	 to	 a	 post	 office	 far	 away	 so	 it	 couldn’t	 be
traced.	Now	she	had	nowhere	to	send	it.	Could	he	have	come	to	London?

In	a	peevish,	pensive	mood	she	returned	to	 the	hideout,	almost	forgetting	 to
be	quiet.	She	needn’t	have	worried;	it	was	four	thirty	and	everyone	was	sound
asleep.	Snow	was	sleepy	herself,	having	stayed	up	extra	hours	 in	 the	day	 to
meet	 the	 duchess.	 She	 panicked	 for	 a	 moment	 when	 she	 couldn’t	 find	 the
note,	 but	 it	 was	 just	 pushed	 farther	 back	 under	 the	 lantern	 than	 she	 had
thought.

She	put	the	little	cake	she	pocketed	for	Sparrow	on	the	table;	later	she	would
think	of	some	story	about	how	she	acquired	it.	Maybe	I	just	bought	it.

She	 took	a	quick	nap,	managing	 to	awake	 just	as	 the	others	were	stirring	 in
their	own	rooms.	I	must	be	developing	animal	hearing,	like	them.	She	grinned
to	herself	as	she	began	to	cook.	Maybe	if	she	stayed	with	them	long	enough
she	would	develop	her	own	animal	 features.	 I	wonder	what	animal	 I	would
be.	Maybe	a	cat,	like	Cat;	but	she	didn’t	have	the	personality.	Maybe	a	raven



—but	did	they	all	brood	so	darkly,	like	Raven?

A	seagull,	 she	decided.	That	was	what	 she	would	most	 like	 to	be.	A	pretty,
playful	bird,	not	too	fancy.

She	 played	 with	 these	 thoughts	 to	 cover	 her	 anxiety	 during	 dinner,	 which
nonetheless	 passed	 without	 a	 hitch.	 No	 one	 had	 noticed	 her	 absence,	 or
mentioned	her	 acting	oddly.	Chauncey	 complimented	her	 on	 the	 roast	 quail
while	picking	his	 teeth	with	 a	bone.	Snow	 shuddered,	 remembering	 the	old
man	at	the	poorhouse.

After	dinner	Chauncey	and	the	Mouser	went	for	a	walk—the	Mouser	called	it
a	“post-prandial	constitutional,”	but	Chauncey	used	it	as	an	excuse	to	smoke
his	 pipe,	which	 Snow	had	 forbidden	 him	 to	 do	 inside	 after	 she	 noticed	 her
clothes	 stinking	of	 it.	Cat	was	 in	 her	 room,	 brushing	her	 hair,	 and	Sparrow
went	off	“on	a	job,”

So	Snow	was	alone,	sweeping	the	living	room,	when	Raven	confronted	her.

“So.	How	was	your	little	‘reunion’	today?”	His	arms	were	crossed.

“What?	I—”

“I	 came	back	 early	 and	 found	your	note.	And	no,	 I	 haven’t	 told	 the	others.
Yet”

“It	was	fine,”	Snow	stammered.	“The	duchess	seems	to	have	had	a	complete
medical	turnaround.”

“Oh,	has	she?”	It	was	the	closest	to	sarcasm	the	usually	stoic	Raven	had	ever
come.	“And	if	she	hadn’t,	you	could	have	been	hurt,	or	killed.	Why	didn’t	you
tell	us?”

“I’m	not	a	complete	 idiot,	Raven,”	 she	said,	 finding	herself	growing	a	 little
angry	at	his	paternal	accusations.	“I	met	her	in	public,	and	made	sure	I	was	in
—public—wherever	I	went	with	her.”

“That	doesn’t	explain	why	you	didn’t	tell	us.	Why	you	couldn’t	have	told	one
of	 us?	Why	 you	 couldn’t	 have	 told	me?”	 His	 brow	 furrowed	 and	 his	 eyes
flashed.

Is	that	what	he’s	really	angry	about?	That	I	didn’t	confide	in	him?



“Because—”	 She	 thought	 about	 it.	 He	 deserved	 an	 honest	 answer,	 at	 least.
“Because	I	was	afraid	you	would	have	stopped	me.”

“Snow,”	 he	 said,	 bewildered,	 “we	 wouldn’t	 have	 kept	 you	 from	 going.	 A
couple	of	us	might	have	 tagged	along,	hidden	here	and	 there	 for	protection,
but	 we	 wouldn’t	 have	 prevented	 you.	 Who	 do	 you	 think	 we	 are?	 Your
parents?	 The	 police?	 You’re	 part	 of	 our	 family	 now,	 Snow.	 I	 thought	 you
knew	that.	You’re	free	to	come	and	go	as	you	please.”

The	 tips	of	his	pale	cheeks	burned	red.	Snow	felt	 terrible;	Raven	was	angry
because	 he	was	 hurt.	 They	 had	 taken	 her	 in,	 given	 her	 a	 job,	 accepted	 her
among	them,	and	her	repayment	was	to	not	trust	them.

“I’m	 sorry,	Raven,”	 she	whispered.	 “All	my	 life	 the	 people	 I’ve	 lived	with
have	always	tried	to	control	me.	‘Don’t	run.’	‘Don’t	go	out.’	‘Don’t	play.’	The
duchess,	my	father,	my	 tutor	…	I’m	 just	used	 to	 lying	and	sneaking	around
people,	 I	 guess.	 It	 was	 the	 only	 way—for	 me.	 And	 family?	 When	 I	 was
fourteen	a	boy	tried	to”—she	still	couldn’t	say	it—“he	tried	to	kiss	me,	and	do
other	 things,	 and	 for	 that	 I	was	punished.	Told	 it	was	my	 fault.	That’s	 why
they	locked	me	up	for	two	years.	Not	just	because	the	duchess	hated	me.	My
father	 went	 along	 with	 it.	 The	 boy—the	 count—wasn’t	 even	 given	 a	 stern
talking-to.”

Raven	blinked	in	surprise.	“I	would	have	killed	him.”

“I	 nearly	 did.”	 She	 smiled	 a	 little	 at	 the	memory	 of	 kicking	 the	 boy	 in	 the
groin.	“But	 someday,	 if	 I	was	ever	going	 to	marry,	 there’s	a	good	chance	 it
would	have	been	to	someone	my	father	‘introduced’	me	to.	That’s	the	life	of	a
duchess,	Raven.	I	suppose	I	just	assume	everyone	else	will	try	to	dictate	my
life	as	well.”

“Even	us?	Even	now?”

Snow	just	looked	at	the	floor.

She	thought	she	heard	Raven’s	body	relax,	his	arms	drop	as	if	he	wasn’t	quite
sure	what	to	do	with	them.

“She’s	really	all	better?”	he	finally	asked,	trying	to	soften	his	tone	some.

“She	…	 seems	 it.	 They	 put	 her	 in	 a	 sanitarium	 and	 gave	 her	 all	 sorts	 of
medicines….”	 She	 told	 him	 about	 how	 she	 found	 out	 about	 the	 duchess’s



presence	 in	 town,	 the	 orphanage,	 her	 desire	 to	make	 amends.	 She	 told	 him
about	the	day	they	spent	together.

“Anne—”

“Who?”

“The	 duchess.	 The	 duchess	 Anne,	 She	 wants	 me	 to	 come	 visit	 her	 at	 her
apartment.	Next	Wednesday,	at	noon,	I	would	like	to	go,”	she	added	carefully.

“Do	you	want	to	go	back?”	he	asked,	looking	her	levelly	in	the	eyes.

“Well,	of	course	I—”	Then	she	realized	he	meant	back	back.	Back	home.	To
the	estate.	To	her	life,	to	Jessica	Kenigh,	duchess	and	heir	of	Kenigh	Hall,	To
a	new	mother	and	an	old	father,	to	old	friends—except	for	Alan—to	dresses,
money,	 servants,	 and	 animals	who	were	 pets	 or	 pests,	 not	 roommates.	 “I—
don’t	know,”

Raven	gazed	at	her	for	a	long,	hard	moment,	then	turned	and	walked	away.

Snow	felt	a	surge	of	emotions—confusion	and	sadness.	Something	was	about
to	break,	some	decision	had	to	be	made,	and	she	had	no	desire	to	do	that	just
yet.
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Chapter	Twenty-five
RETURN

	

Raven	did	 not	 tell	 anyone	 else.	At	 least,	 none	of	 the	 others	 approached	her
about	 it.	 Snow	 realized	 she	 was	 only	 pretending	 to	 debate	 with	 herself
whether	to	visit	the	duchess	again	in	her	apartment;	she	would	go,	she	would
just	feel	guilty	about	it.

“I	 am	going	 to	 see	 if	 she	 really	 is	 changed,”	 she	 told	herself.	 “I	need	more
evidence.”

“I	want	more	news	from	home,”	she	told	herself	as	she	scrubbed	the	floor.

“All	right,	maybe	I	want	 to	see	how	I	 look	in	the	dress,”	she	told	herself	as
she	stirred	the	stew.	But	even	this	was	a	false	admission.

Snow	had	a	vision	 that	 she	kept	buried	at	 the	bottom	of	her	 thoughts	 like	a
golden	guinea	 in	a	pocket,	only	 taken	out	 for	brief	 looks.	 In	 it,	 the	duchess
really	had	 changed.	She	would	bring	Snow	back	 to	Kenigh,	 full	of	apology
and	indignation	at	the	life	her	stepdaughter	had	had	to	lead	while	in	London.
Her	 father	 would	 have	 missed	 her.	 Alan	 would	 hear	 about	 her	 triumphant
return	 and	 come	 back.	 And,	 most	 secret	 and	 unlikely	 of	 all,	 she	 would
introduce	the	Lonely	Ones	to	everyone	at	home,	and	they	would	be	rewarded
for	their	care	of	her.	They	would	be	welcomed	and	could	give	up	stealing.	Cat
could	live	with	her	like	a	sister	or	a	maid.	The	Mouser	could	be	introduced	to
the	society	he	seemed	to	want	to	join,	and	Raven	…

She	knew	this	was	close	to	being	an	impossible	dream.

But	if	the	duchess	is	changed,	why	not	everything	else?

The	next	Wednesday	 she	 took	 less	 care	 than	 she	had	originally	 planned	 for
visiting	the	duchess	at	her	apartment,	not	wishing	to	draw	attention	to	herself,
She	smoothed	the	wrinkles	out	of	her	dress	as	best	she	could	with	her	hands
and	brushed	her	hair	a	little	more	carefully	than	usual,	but	that	was	all.	Raven
walked	 through	 once	 and	 caught	 her	 eye,	 but	 she	 couldn’t	 read	 what	 was
written	there;	sadness,	maybe,	deep	thought,	definitely.



When	the	Lonely	Ones	were	asleep	for	the	day,	Snow	snuck	out	and	made	her
way	to	the	wealthier	part	of	town.	She	felt	strange	and	out	of	place.	She	tried
to	walk	like	a	maid	and	pass	unnoticed	as	a	member	of	the	servant	class	like
many	 other	 young	 women	 around	 her,	 even	 though	 she	 was	 visiting	 the
duchess,	 as	 a	 duchess	 herself,	 to	 try	 on	 elegant,	 voguish	 clothes	 befitting	 a
member	of	the	modern	royalty.	Am	I	walking	too	loudly	and	slowly?	Her	legs
longed	 for	 the	 delicate,	 long	 strides	 of	 the	 Lonely	 Ones,	 the	 carefully
balanced	run	of	the	night.

She	watched	all	of	the	other	people	hurrying	or	strolling	down	the	streets.	Not
a	single	one	would	guess	I	sit	on	rooftops,	or	occasionally	run	at	night	with	a
pack	of	half-animals,	unheard	and	unseen.

She	felt	like	everyone	was	staring.	But	what	would	they	accuse	her	of—being
a	 duchess	 in	maid’s	 clothing?	A	maid	 pretending	 to	 be	 a	 duchess?	A	 freak
who	consorted	with	thieves,	unwelcome	and	uninvited	in	the	daylight	hours?

When	 she	mounted	 the	 steps	 and	 slipped	 into	 the	 shadow	 of	 the	 duchess’s
apartment,	Snow	breathed	a	great	sigh	of	relief	An	old	woman	answered	the
door,	a	short,	stout	and	stern	housemotherly	sort.	One	representative	of	a	very
familiar	race.	Snow	didn’t	need	to	awkwardly	explain	why	she	was	there;	the
woman	immediately	recognized	her	and	brought	her	in.

The	 apartment	was	 tiny	 but	 sumptuous;	 the	 hall,	 the	waiting	 room,	 and	 the
dining	 room	were	all	miniature	versions	of	 the	ones	at	Kenigh.	The	 interior
was	very	much	 like	a	dollhouse	decorated	by	a	 fastidious	and	wealthy	 little
girl.	The	walls	had	pretty	painted	stripes	and	designs	on	them,	the	rugs	were
rich	 and	 new,	 the	 furniture	 was	 smaller	 than	 their	 country	 cousins	 but
burnished	to	a	professionally	butlered	shine.	Vases	of	exotic	flowers	stood	on
every	open	surface.	More	kinds	than	at	home	in	the	country!

She	was	led	to	a	room	that	had	no	particular	function,	or	maybe	several;	the
only	real	features	were	two	bay	windows	that	stretched	from	floor	to	ceiling,
whose	long	red	velvet	curtains	created	a	pleasant	nook	with	benches.	It	could
have	been	a	dining	room	or	a	sitting	room—what	a	waste	of	space.	Yet	she
envied	 it,	 thinking	 of	 the	 one	 common-room	 basement	 she	 shared	with	 the
Lonely	Ones.

In	 the	 nook	 was	 a	 small	 table	 set	 with	 gorgeous	 little	 hors	 d’ouevres	 and
niblets,	a	crystal	decanter	of	sherry	and	two	tiny	glasses,	and	a	steaming	pot
of	 tea.	 Another	 table,	 toward	 the	 back	 of	 the	 room,	 was	 put	 to	 a	 use	 so



familiar	 it	 made	 Snow	 smile;	 it	 was	 covered	 with	 glassware,	 beakers,
equipment,	silk	screens,	and	wire.	She	takes	her	hobbies	wherever	she	goes.
There	was	a	quiet	humming	from	a	wood	and	metal	box,	and	an	occasional
snapping	sound	accompanied	by	a	small	blue	flash.	Copper	tubes	ran	from	its
back	like	worms,	squirming	their	shiny	way	through	racks	of	beakers	and	test
tubes	with	pale	golden	liquid.

“You	came!	Oh,	I	knew	you	would.”	The	duchess	seemed	unable	to	keep	her
initial	 excitement	 and	 glee	 out	 of	 her	 voice	 and	 expression	 before	 her	 face
reset	itself	into	its	usual	mask	of	courtly	perfection.

Snow	had	not	heard	her	come	in;	she	was	fascinated	by	one	particular	piece
of	the	equipment	that	sat	on	the	tea	table,	connected	to	the	box:	a	golden	orb
with	wires	coming	out	of	 it,	 slightly	 tarnished	and	 imperfectly	symmetrical,
just	begging	to	be	touched.

“Oh,	you’re	looking	at	my	latest	experiment,”	the	duchess	said	with	a	slightly
arching	eyebrow	and	smile.	“I	will	show	it	to	you	later.	Come,	though;	your
dress	came	this	morning.	It	would	be	so	much	easier	for	us	to	talk	if	you	were
dressed	properly.”

Same	old	duchess.	Shallow	to	the	core.	But	Snow	smiled	a	little	herself	as	she
was	led	to	a	changing	room.	The	older	woman	was	dressed	less	lavishly	than
usual;	her	dress	and	jacket	were	tight,	so	plain	as	to	almost	be	utilitarian,	and
of	dark	colors.

Snow’s	dress,	on	the	other	hand	…

A	pair	of	maids	helped	her	unwrap	it	and	put	it	on—layers	of	crinolines,	slips
and	petticoats,	which	 the	 teenage	Jessica	had	hated,	but	which	as	Snow	she
kind	 of	 missed.	 The	 fabrics	 were	 expensive,	 rich	 red	 silk	 velvets.	 The
underclothes	were	as	soft	as	Raven’s	feathers	against	her	skin.

She	sat	patiently	as	two	silent	girls	did	her	hair,	and	she	mused	over	the	old
woman	who	had	greeted	her	at	the	door;	even	her	voice	seemed	universal	and
familiar.	It	was	nice	to	be	taken	care	of.	When	they	were	done	she	looked	in
the	mirror.	Her	hair	was	perfect,	romantic	and	lovely,	a	half	knot	on	her	head
with	trails	of	hair	falling	down	her	back.	Almost	as	black	and	shiny	as	Cat’s.
Tendrils	fell	over	her	ears	like	vines.	She	grinned	despite	herself,	wondering
what	 Chauncey,	 the	 Mouser,	 or	 Raven—especially	 Raven—would	 think	 if
they	saw	her	now.



When	she	was	done,	and	sprayed	with	a	splash	of	perfume,	flowery	and	light,
she	presented	herself	to	the	duchess,	walking	in	as	dignified	a	manner	as	she
could,	head	held	high,	neck	unmoving.

“Oh,	you	look	beautiful”	she	said	in	admiration.	“You	could	be	my	daughter”
The	 comment	 hung	 in	 the	 air,	 awkwardly,	 until	 both	 women	 shifted	 in
embarrassment.

“Let	us—let	us	have	some	tea,”	the	older	woman	finally	said,	indicating	the
table	 with	 her	 hand	 and	 sitting	 down	 smoothly	 in	 one	 of	 the	 stiff-backed,
poofy-seated	chairs.

Mmmmm.	 She	 could	 barely	 control	 her	 thoughts—almost	 as	 much	 as	 the
dress,	Snow	had	been	looking	forward	to	 the	edibles.	Though	she	had	eaten
like	 a	mouse—no	wait,	 I	 have	 seen	 the	Mouser	 eat—though	 she	 had	 eaten
very	 little	 her	 last	 few	 years	 at	 Kenigh	 Hall,	 her	 appetite	 had	 grown
considerably	 since	 she	 had	 moved	 in	 with	 the	 Lonely	 Ones.	 And	 the	 tiny
sandwiches	 looked	 so	 very	 good….	 She	 waited,	 though,	 until	 the	 duchess
poured	 the	 tea	and	 took	a	 sip	herself.	From	much	experience	she	knew	 that
the	older	woman	would	not	 indulge	 in	any	of	 the	 food.	More	 for	me.	 Snow
was	 shocked	 to	 realize	 that	 she	was	 actively	wondering	 how	 she	would	 be
able	 to	 stuff	 a	 few	 sandwiches	 for	 later	 in	 her	 new	 dress,	 which	 had	 no
pockets.

“I	 feel	 I	 should	 explain	 something	 to	 you,”	 the	duchess	 began	hesitantly	 as
she	poured.

“Yes?”	Snow	wasn’t	sure	she	wanted	to	hear	any	explanations.	As	far	as	she
was	concerned,	they	were	starting	all	over	again.

“I	…	want	you	to	understand	some	of	the	thoughts	behind	my	insanity,	what
drove	it.	I	feel	it	would	be	useful	to	you,	and	most	instructive.”

Snow	still	didn’t	want	to	hear	anything,	and	was	getting	more	uncomfortable
by	 the	 second.	 She	 stuffed	 an	 entire	 sandwich	 into	 her	 mouth	 to	 hide	 her
discomfort—worse,	the	duchess	didn’t	notice.

“I	wanted	to	give	your	father	a	child.	If	possible,	a	male	heir.”

Snow’s	 ears	 burned.	 She	was	 unused	 to	 anyone	 speaking	 this	 plainly	 about
babies,	 especially	 the	 duchess.	This	was	 so	 different	 from	 the	 time	 she	 had



coldly	dealt	with	Jessica,	when	she	was	thirteen….

“This	 probably	 would	 have	 been	 bad	 for	 you,”	 Anne	 went	 on	 calmly.
“English	law	doesn’t	deal	fairly	with	female	children	and	heirs.	Nonetheless,
your	father	wanted	a	son,	and	frankly,	I	wanted	children	myself.”

So	far,	 this	all	made	sense	 to	Snow.	She	suspected	 the	 insanity	was	coming
soon.

“I	 am	…	 an	 older	 woman,	 Jessica.”	 The	 duchess	 sighed,	 as	 if	 this	 was	 a
weighty	admission.	“I	 suppose	 it	was	 folly	 for	me	 to	even	 try.	Some	would
say	that	it	has	been	my	manlike	tinkering	in	science,	my	hobbies,	which	has
taken	away	some	of	my	vital	female	essence.”

Snow	frowned.	“That’s	silly.	Just	because	you	like,	ah—”	Don’t	say	toys!	She
indicated	 the	 tubes,	 beakers,	 and	 boxes	 instead.	 “Didn’t	 the	Greek	 huntress
Atalanta	run	and	hunt	like	a	man,	and	eventually	marry?”

Anne	 chuckled,	 “An	 excellent	 classical	 reference.	 I	 thought	 you	didn’t	 take
well	to	your	studies.”

“I	 like	 myths,	 and	 stories,”	 Snow	 said	 peevishly,	 looking	 for	 a	 radish	 and
butter	 sandwich.	 Those	 were	 her	 favorite,	 “Even	 math.	 It’s	 geography	 and
history	 I	 hated.	 Never	 understood	 the	 point—one	 is	 always	 changing	 the
other.”

The	duchess	chuckled,	“So	many	things	I	never	learned	about	you,”	she	said
distantly,	almost	to	herself.	Snow	kept	her	eyes	on	the	sandwich	plate.

“Anyway,	I	suppose	my	desperation	fed	some	incipient	germ	of	madness	that
lay	 hidden	 somewhere	 in	 my	 spirit,	 waiting	 for	 the	 right	 circumstances	 to
grow,”

Snow	thought	the	comparison	a	bit	overdone,	but	it	was	interesting	to	hear	the
usually	concise	duchess	wax	eloquent.

“In	my	madness,	I	believed	that	eating	your	heart	would	enable	me	to	have	a
baby,”

Snow	choked.

“And	for	that,	I	am	terribly	sorry,”



The	 duchess	 could	 have	 been	 talking	 about	 how	 she	 had	 punished	 Snow
unjustly,	 or	 told	 a	 vicious	 lie	 about	 her,	 or	 any	 one	 of	 a	 number	 of	 more
prosaic	things.

“But	understand	this:	As	mad	as	I	was,	there	is	some	truth	in	what	I	am	about
to	 tell	 you,”	Anne	 leaned	 forward.	Her	 eyes	were	 cold,	 “My	desperation	 to
have	 a	 child,	 my	 obsession	 with	 my	 looks—these	 are	 merely	 a	 mirror	 for
society	at	large.	Society	has	only	two	uses	for	women:	as	young	and	beautiful
things,	and	as	baby	machines.	You	are	only	wanted	or	useful	as	long	as	you
fill	one	of	those	two	roles.”

“That’s	not	true,”	Snow	blurted	out.	“Women	are	wanted	for	the	same	thing	as
men—to	be	kind,	to	be	wise,	to	work	hard—”

“Maybe	in	a	perfect	world,	Jessica,	but	not	here.	Not	now”

“What	about	your	experiments?	What	about	yourself,	Anne?	You	have	done
great	things—”

“All	of	which	I	have	had	to	keep	secret	or	publish	under	a	man’s	name.!”	the
duchess	 hissed.	 “Like	 Georges	 Sand,	 Margaret	 Murray	 Huggins,	 Nettie
Stevens—all	in	the	shadow	of	their	husbands	or	of	fake	masculine	names.”

“What	 is	 your	 latest	work,	 there?”	Snow	asked	 pleasantly,	 trying	 to	 change
the	 subject.	 She	 stirred	 her	 tea	 neatly	 and	 delicately,	 the	way	 she	 knew	 the
duchess	 liked.	 Inside,	 her	mind	was	 racing.	 I	 don’t	 think	 she	 is	 completely
cured,	 after	 all	 There	 is	 something	 broken	 there.	 She	 didn’t	 disagree	 with
anything	the	other	woman	had	said,	but	the	look	in	her	eye	as	she	said	it	was
mad.

She	had	chosen	the	right	subject.	The	duchess’s	eyes	lit	up	and	she	smiled.

“Ahhh.	I’m	glad	you	asked.	This	fits	right	into	our	discussion.”	She	indicated
the	golden	orb	that	had	been	sitting	tantalizingly	close	to	Snow.	“Pick	it	up.”

An	inkling	of	doubt	slowed	Snows	hand,	but	she	reached	for	it	anyway.

“It’s	 too	 late	 for	 me	 to	 have	 children,	 and	 perhaps	 too	 late	 to	 remain	 as
beautiful	as	I	once	was,”	the	duchess	said,	“But	not	for	you”

“Why	 do	 you	 care	 about	 remaining	 beautiful?”	 Snow	 asked	 distractedly,
turning	the	orb	over	in	her	hands.	It	was	warm,	not	quite	the	temperature	of



flesh,	 and	 very	 pleasant	 to	 hold.	 Rather	 like	 a	 skull,	 she	 thought	 despite
herself.	“Father	loves	you”

“Perhaps,	But	you	do	not	know	your	father	very	well”

“What	 do	 you	 mean	 that	 its	 not	 too	 late	 for	 me?”	 Snow	 suddenly	 asked,
looking	up	from	the	golden	ball.

The	duchess	smiled,	and	hit	a	switch.
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Chapter	Twenty-six
FALLING	ASLEEP

	

The	 orb	 grew	 hot,	 but	 she	 was	 unable	 to	 let	 go.	 Licks	 of	 invisible	 flames
climbed	up	Snow’s	arms.

“My	latest	experiment—the	chronofin.	I	realize	the	mixing	of	languages	is	a
little	gauche,	chronos	 from	 the	Greek	 for	 ‘time’and	 fin	 from	 the	French	 for
‘end,’	but	it	has	a	nice	ring	to	it,	don’t	you	think?”

The	flames	crawled	up	her	neck,	through	her	scalp	and	into	her	head.	She	felt
her	 hair	 being	 lifted	 and	 separated	 by	 forces	 she	 couldn’t	 see.	 Her	 mind
slowed	 down	 and	 could	 not	 force	 her	 mouth	 to	 move,	 but	 one	 overriding
thought	was	clear:	She	is	mad.	She	is	still	mad.

“There	 are	 energies	 coursing	 through	 your	 body	 now,	 fixing	 it.	 They	 are
putting	a	halt	 to	 the	 things	 that	age	us;	 they	are	cleansing	your	body	of	any
traces	 of	 time.	 Your	 humours	 will	 be	 filtered,	 your	 muscles	 and	 filaments
washed	clean.”

The	duchesss	 spoke	casually,	but	her	eyes	were	 intently	watching	Snow	for
some	outward	signs	or	symptoms.

Snow	 concentrated	 on	 her	 hands,	willing	 them	 to	 open,	 to	 drop	 the	 golden
orb.	She	saw	her	fingers	twitch,	but	that	was	all.	She	couldn’t	move	her	neck
and	had	to	strain	her	eyes	to	see.

“I	really	hope	this	works,”	the	duchess	said,	with	just	a	touch	of	nervousness.
“Then	you	shall	be	always	as	you	are	now—a	young,	beautiful	woman.	That
should	more	than	make	up	for	my	violence	toward	you	in	the	past.”

While	 the	 thought	 of	 remaining	 young	 forever	 was	 of	 passing	 interest	 to
Snow,	 still	 she	 panicked.	A	woman	who	 thought	 that	 eating	 someone	 elses
heart	would	confer	upon	her	the	victims	youth	and	abilities	would	obviously
not	make	a	very	good	scientist.	Ever,	Snow	wondered	if	she	was	going	to	die.
The	 licks	of	heat	and	 tingles	of	 things	she	couldn’t	 see	came	down	 through
her	head	like	she	was	fainting,	and	cricked	her	neck.	Horrible	things	like	ants
crawled	over	her	 eyeballs,	which	 she	was	no	 longer	 able	 to	move.	She	was



forced	to	stare	at	the	duchess.

“And	 if	 it	doesn’t	work—it	 seems	 to	be	 taking	 longer	 than	 it	 should—well,
then	at	least	you	are	a	link	in	the	chain	of	progress.	Better	you	than	me,	as	it
were.”

The	duchess	rose	and	moved	out	of	Snows	vision.	She	could	hear	clicks	and
whirs	 as	 the	 older	 woman	 adjusted	 dials	 and	 knobs.	 She	 tried	 to	 scream,
forceing	 herself	 so	 hard	 she	 thought	 she	 would	 wet	 herself,	 but	 nothing
happened.	 The	 flames	 ran	 down	 her	 throat.	 In	 their	 wake	 they	 left	 a	 deep
peace,	a	silence	after	the	fire,	buzzing,	and	storm.	An	absence	of	feeling.

The	duchess	moved	back	into	her	sight.

“It	should	be	done	by	now.”	She	clicked	her	 tongue	in	exasperation,	a	habit
Snow	had	never	seen	before,	“Katherine!”	she	called.

The	old	house	woman	shuffled	into	view,	and	from	her	walk	Snow	suddenly
realized	why	she	had	seemed	so	familiar.

The	woman	from	the	orphanage!	she	realized.	Her	thoughts	were	muzzy	and
circuitous,	like	the	moments	just	before	sleep.	But	the	orphanage	isn’t	here,	is
it?	And	shouldn’t	she	be	running	it	…?

There	 is	 no	 orphanage.	 It	 was	 a	 trick.	 The	 woman	 is	 just	 the	 duchess’s
servant.	It	was	all	a	trick	to	lure	me	here.	There	was	no	trip	to	a	sanitarium,
no	doctor	from	Prussia.	No	one	hack	home	knows	what	she	tried	to	do	to	me.

But	why	me?	Why	not	some	other	victim?

How	did	she	find	me?

How	did	she	find	me?

How	did	she	find	me	…

The	duchess	was	giving	orders.

“We	 must	 go	 to	 their—lair—immediately.	 Whether	 or	 not	 this”	 she	 said,
indicating	Snow,	“works,	I	can	give	her	a	cantrip	that	will	cloud	her	mind	and
leave	her	a	fuzzy	memory	of	what	occurred.	But	if	it	fails,	this	might	be	our
only	chance	to	catch	them,”



Lair?

The	Lonely	Ones?	She	knows	about	them?

Her	 legs	burned	with	 the	 remaining	 fires,	but	 the	 rest	of	her	was	dead	with
lethargy.	 She	 could	 not	 even	 feel	 the	 orb	 anymore;	 her	 skin	was	 dead.	The
cold	followed,	closing	around	her	eyes	with	a	will	to	sleep….

The	duchess	turned	to	her.

“I	think	we	can	call	this	a	failure«	I	was	really	hoping	it	would	work,	and	you
would	 thank	me,	and	I	could	use	 it	on	myself	safely;	and	we	would	all	 live
happily	 ever	 after»	Alas,	 I	 think	we	 had	 just	 better	make	 you	 forget	 about
everything,	 just	 in	case	you	actually	ever	recover.”	The	older	woman	took	a
forked	 golden	wire	 and	 stuck	 two	 of	 the	 ends	 into	 her	 own	mouth	 so	 they
hung	out	the	sides	of	her	lips.	Snow	couldn’t	see	what	she	did	with	the	other
metal	 tail.	 The	 duchess’s	 tongue	 stuck	 out	 a	 little,	 and	 she	 lisped	 a	 strange
language.

Snow	 strained	 to	 listen,	 but	 she	 was	 already	 falling	 asleep.	 Her	 vision
dimmed,	 but	 she	 couldn’t	 tell	 if	 it	 was	 from	 her	 lids	 closing	 or	 from
something	scarier.

Have	to	stay	awake!	Must	warn	…

The	duchess	was	rolling	her	sleeves	up,	and	she	put	her	glasses	down	on	the
table.	 “I’ll	be	back	 in	an	hour.	 If	you	 re	dead,”	 she	 said,	 frowning,	 “well—
we’ll	give	you	a	proper	burial,	back	home,	I	promise.	The	streets	of	London
can	be	so	cruel….”

And	Snow	was	alone.

She	thought;	she	silently	screamed.

Minutes	or	seconds	passed.	She	tried	to	blink.

Shadows	flowed	into	the	room.

Everything	was	still.

Cat’s	face	appeared	before	her.



“She’sss	not	talking,”	Snow	heard	the	familiar	hiss,	“Hey,	wake	up!”

Snow	felt	vague	echoes	of	 taps	as	Cat	slapped	her	on	the	cheeks,	and	slight
tremors	as	she	shook	her.

“Hey!”	 Cat	 began	 to	 panic.	 Her	 claws	 came	 out,	 and	 she	 scratched	 Snow
across	the	face,	near	her	mouth.

The	pain	finally	came	through.	It	wasn’t	as	searing	as	the	flames	that	put	her
to	sleep,	but	it	was	enough	to	stir	her.

“Stop	it,	Cat!”	That	was	Raven’s	voice.	“You’ll	hurt	her!”	His	face	appeared
before	Snow,	pushing	Cats	out	of	the	way.	The	world	spun;	she	was	vaguely
able	to	tell	that	he	was	cradling	her	in	his	arms.“Snow?”

“Hideout	…	danger	…”	It	took	all	of	her	will.

“What?	What	 are	 you	 talking	 about?”	 In	 the	 background,	 Cat	 was	 blurrily
wrestling	with	the	cords	attached	to	the	orb.

“Go	home,”	Snow!	wheezed.	“Duchess	…	destroy	…”

“Stay	awake!	Snow!	Cat—go	back.	Ill	take	care	of	Snow.	Warn	the	others—”

Cat	looked	unsure	for	a	second,	then	scampered	away,	fully	cat,	little	human.

“Snow	…?”	Raven	stroked	her	hair.

And	the	world	went	black.
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INTERLUDE:	A	SONG	OVERHEARD	IN	A
LONDON	TAVERN

	

Hey	diddle,	diddle
I’m	Alan	o’	th’fiddle
I	play	for	a	penny	and	a	smile
Or	buy	me	a	drink
And	I’ll	make	you	think
Your	cares	are	gone	for	a	while

Hey	nonny	nonny
From	home	I’m	a	long	way
I	look	for	a	girl	in	a	locket
Here,	let	me	show	you—
D’ye	think	that	you	know	her?
The	picture	is	here	in	me	pocket

Hey	moon	and	starshine
I’m	in	London	a	long	time
I’ve	no	clue	to	her	whereabouts	yet
Dark	haired	and	pale	skinned
Black	eyes	and	long	limbed
Just	like	her	mother,	I’ll	bet

Hey	diddle,	diddle
I’m	Alan	o’	th’fiddle
I’ll	play	you	the	sweetest	song
I’ll	keep	on	looking
For	her	between	bookings
And	find	her	before	it’s	too	long’.

	

OceanofPDF.com

http://oceanofpdf.com


PART	FOUR

	 Sleeping;	Waking	Up	
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Chapter	Twenty-seven
SNOWDREAMS

	

She	slept.

Once	upon	a	time	a	queen	and	a	king	had	a	baby	girl	whose	skin	was	as	white
as	snow,	lips	as	red	as	blood,	hair	as	black	as	the	windowpane.	They	named
her	 Jessica,	 and	 raised	 her	 with	 wisdom	 and	 love.	 She	 never	 married,	 but
took	care	of	her	parents	when	they	grew	old,	inherited	the	kingdom,	and	ruled
as	wisely	as	she	had	been	raised.

Once	upon	a	time	a	woman	bore	a	child	whose	skin	was	as	pale	as	snow,	hair
as	 black	 as	 death,	 eyes	 as	 red	 as	 blood.	 The	mother	 howled	with	 pain	 and
fury;	the	father	did	his	duty	and	dashed	the	monster	to	the	ground,	grinding
its	head	under	his	heel.

Once	 upon	 a	 time	 a	wicked	 stepmother	 had	 a	 daughter	 who	was	 not	 hers.
Understanding	 the	 inevitable	confusion,	 the	king	arranged	 to	have	 the	baby
exposed	on	a	nearby	mountainside.	Unbeknownst	 to	him,	however,	 the	child
was	adopted	by	a	family	of	woodland	creatures:	a	cat,	a	sparrow,	a	mouse,	a
rat,	and	a	raven.	Together	they	lived	in	the	wild	until	they	were	old	enough	to
build	a	house.	And	there	they	lived	happily	until	their	end	of	days.

*	*	*	*

Once	upon	a	time	a	girl	got	caught	in	a	snowstorm.

“These	snowflakes	aren’t	real”	she	said,	catching	one	and	shaking	her	head.

“Come	on,”	said	her	brother	the	fiddler,	all	bundled	up	against	the	cold.	He
held	out	his	hand.	“I’ll	help	you.	Mum’s	going	to	make	us	a	big	pot	of	stew
when	we	get	home.	Rabbit,	your	favorite.”

The	girl	 took	his	hand,	 ignoring	 the	white	world	and	trudging	along	behind
him.	His	hand	was	very	warm.

A	young	woman	sat	on	a	rooftop,	talking	to	a	raven.

“As	far	as	Constantinople,	well,	I’ve	never	been,”	it	was	saying.



“But	we	weren’t	talking	about	that,”	she	said.

“I	wish	I	could	fly,”	the	raven	said	sadly.

“Jess,	look,”	the	boy	said.

He	had	dark	eyes	and	eyebrows,	and	 leaned	 in	 to	reveal	 the	secret	 the	bird
would	not	tell	her.	His	lips	were	warm	and	brushed	against	her	ear.	Then	he
laughed,	loudly—it	was	a	prince	with	blond	hair	and	blue	eyes.	She	screamed
and	threw	herself	from	the	roof,	falling	…	falling	…

Once	 upon	 a	 time	 a	 girl	 was	 given	 a	 mirror	 by	 her	 two	 mothers.	 It	 was
divided	 in	 three:	 a	 floor-length	 one,	 a	 vanity-sized	 one,	 and	 a	 tiny	 one
hanging	 in	 a	 locket	 on	 one	 corner.	 The	 girl	 looked	 in	 each,	 seeing	 a	 wild
young	girl,	an	old	dead	woman,	and	something	sad	and	gray.	The	room	was	a
tower	 in	 the	 top	of	 a	 castle	and	had	 five	windows,	 each	watched	over	by	a
giant	 gargoyle—half-human	 monsters	 with	 the	 heads	 of	 a	 cat,	 a	 mouse,	 a
sparrow,	a	raven,	and	a	rat	She	ran	from	mirror	to	mirror,	seeing	nothing	but
sadness.

The	door	out	of	the	room	clicked	and	disappeared;	she	was	locked	in.

She	ran	from	window	to	window	but	could	not	see	out;	a	great	snowstorm	had
blown	in,	drifts	of	white	obscuring	the	landscape	in	every	direction.

She	finally	sat	 in	the	middle	of	 the	floor	for	a	very	long	time,	regarding	her
reflections.	The	other	versions	of	her	had	beautiful	landscapes	behind	them—
gardens,	 topiary	mazes,	and	gently	rolling	hills	and	valleys	stretched	out	as
far	as	the	eye	could	see.

Was	she	in	a	zoo?

Faces	 kept	 peering	 in	 at	 her,	 closely	 but	 not	 too	 close,	 as	 if	 they	 were
separated	by	bars.

She	wondered	what	 kind	of	 animal	 she	was,	 but	 couldn’t	 seem	 to	move	her
hands,	arms,	or	 legs.	Maybe	she	was	a	bird;	 she	 felt	as	 light	and	silly	as	a
sparrow.	Maybe	she	was	tiny	and	timid	like	a	mouse—hence	their	pity.

“What	should	we	do?”	said	one.

“She	looks	so	peaceful,”	said	another.



“Why?”	said	a	third,	miserably.

Their	faces	weren’t	quite	right.	There	was	something	nightmarish	about	their
features,	 something	 she	 couldn’t	 put	 her	 finger	on,	 but	 they	 seemed	puzzled
and	sad,	not	threatening.

She	 realized	 they	 were	 on	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 mirror;	 she	 had	 become
trapped	in	the	glass.

She	tried	to	scream,	but	her	lips	were	frozen.
*	*	*	*

Once	upon	a	time	an	old	woman	was	telling	a	story	to	young	children,	about
animals	that	could	talk	just	like	people.	The	children	sat	in	front	of	afire	in	a
snug	 little	 house	 with	 thick	 wood	 walls	 and	 a	 thatched	 roof.	 The	 winter
howled	around	them	outside,	but	they	were	safe	inside,	listening	to	the	words.
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Chapter	Twenty-eight
BEYOND	THE	SLEEP	OF	REASON

	

Cat	 ran	back	 to	 the	hideout	 to	warn	 the	others.	Running,	normally	a	 joy	for
her,	was	now	a	necessity.	She	wished	she	had	all	four	legs	like	her	namesake.
She	used	her	paws	to	grab,	climb,	and	leap,	but	down	the	streets	 it	was	two
legs,	just	like	the	humans.

He	 and	Cat	 had	 decided	 that	 he	would	 take	 her	 to	Cat’s	 alley	 hideout.	 Cat
would	tell	the	others,	and	they	would	all	meet	there	to	figure	out	what	to	do.
Raven	tried	to	walk	as	gently	as	he	could,	cradling	Snow	in	his	arms.	When
he	 finally	arrived,	he	 laid	her	out	on	Cat’s	pretty	 little	divan,	 the	one	Snow
had	slept	on	the	first	night	she	came	to	London.	That	brought	a	smile	to	the
serious	 young	man’s	 face;	 he	 stroked	 her	 hair	 back	 and	 tucked	 an	 old	 silk
blanket	under	her	chin.	Her	skin	was	glassy	and	porcelain,	but	her	colors	were
still	healthy	and	vibrant.

One	by	one	the	others	arrived	by	different	routes,	throwing	off	pursuers.

“Well,	that’s	that,”	Chauncey	said	without	preamble.	“Hired	thugs,	all	of	them
—with	nets	and	bags	and	all	sorts	of	nasty	things.”	He	came	out	of	the	night
with	a	nimble	leap	and	perched	on	the	back	of	the	couch	where	Snow	slept.
He	balanced	on	the	narrow	edge	against	all	reason,	more	like	a	rat	than	even
They	were	all	 there,	 looking	at	Snow.	“That	duchess	knew	something	of	us,
that’s	 for	 certain.	 Prolly	 wanted	 to	 stuff	 us	 and	 sit	 us	 in	 a	 museum
somewhere.”

Sparrow	 made	 an	 angry	 snort,	 a	 whistling	 sound.	 “Trashed	 one,	 I	 did.
Thumped	him	on	the	back	of	the	head.	Coming	into	our	hideout!”

“Is	he	dead?”	the	Mouser	asked	anxiously.

“No.	Wish	he	was,	though.	Hurting	our	Snow!”

“The	last	thing	she	did	was	warn	us,”	Raven	whispered,	touching	her	cheek.

“Is	she—is	she	dead?”	Cat	asked	hesitantly.



“No—but	 she’s	not	 even	breathing,”	The	Mouser	put	his	hand	 to	her	heart,
and	her	head.	“Her	heart	isn’t	beating,	either.	But	she’s	warm,	like	there’s	still
life	in	her.”

“Magic?”	Chauncey	asked,	astounded.

“Or	 science,	 or	 both.”	 Raven	 sighed,	 standing	 up.	 “There	 was	 all	 this
equipment	 around	 her,	 wires	 and	 golden	 balls	 and	 tubes….	We	 should	 go
back	and	try	to	get	them.”

“Can’t	 go	 back	 there	 anytime	 soon.”	 Chauncey	 shook	 his	 head.	 “Place	 is
surrounded	by	bobbies.	And	we	can’t	go	back	to	our	old	place	again,	I	don’t
think.	There’s	a	place	in	the	warehouse	district,	on	Bank	Street,	that	I	had	my
eye	on….	We	should	probably	move	our	base	of	operations	there.”

“And?”	Cat	demanded.

“And	what,	Cat?”

“What	about	Sssnow?”

“Oh,	don’t	worry,	we’ll	find	her	a	cure.”	The	Mouser	waved	his	fingers	in	the
air	as	if	it	was	no	concern,	but	he	looked	worried.

“And	how	do	we	do	that!”	Raven	asked.	“Or	where?”

The	first	thing	they	did	was	to	break	into	the	Olde	Curiosity	Shoppe	and	steal
a	glass	cabinet	in	which	to	keep	Snow.	That	way	they	could	keep	an	eye	on
her	while	they	were	there,	and	throw	a	tablecloth	over	it	while	they	were	out.
Not,	perhaps,	the	best	possible	solution,	but	for	the	time	being	it	would	do.

Cat	 scampered	 around	 their	 new	 hideout—it	 was	 essentially	 half	 of	 a
warehouse	floor,	all	open.

“She	would	have	loved	thisss,”	she	sighed.	“All	this	ssspace.”

When	it	was	obvious	that	there	was	nothing	more	they	could	do	immediately,
they	fell	to	arguing	about	what	to	do	next.

“We	should	find	the	duchess	and	make	her	fix	Sssnow,”	Cat	hissed,	extending
her	claws.



“I	hardly	think	that	the	sort	of	woman	who	hires	a	private	army	to	track	Snow
down	is	likely	to	be	unprotected,”	the	Mouser	said	mildly.

“Who	else	would	know	how	to	do	the	sorts	of	things	the	duchess	did?”	Raven
asked.

“I	suppose	we	had	better	find	out.	Ask	around.	Scientific	circles	and	the	sort.”

“Aye,”	Chauncey	agreed.	“But	except	for	you,	and	Raven	on	one	of	his	good
days,	 there’s	 not	 a	 one	 of	 us	who	 can	 interview	 respectable,	 normal	 people
and	all.”	He	eyed	Cat’s	lashing	tail.

“We	need	help.	But	who?”

Raven	coughed	uncomfortably.

The	letter	Snow	had	been	meaning	to	send,	to	a	boy	named	Alan—Raven	had
found	it	and	read	it.	His	stomach	had	flip-flopped;	she	had	told	him	so	many
stories	about	her	fiddler	friend.	Nothing	in	the	note	was	too	intimate,	but	she
was	obviously	quite	fond	of	him.	Of	course,	he	did	save	her	life,	but	still….
He	 shoved	 those	worries	 and	concerns	 aside;	 they	were	of	 little	 importance
right	now.

“I	think	I	may	know	of	someone	who	can	help.”
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Chapter	Twenty-nine
STRANGERS

	

“Ah,	we’re	looking	for	a	young	man	named	Alan,”	the	Mouser	said,	smiling.
Raven	just	stared.

The	 pretty	 young	woman	 at	 the	 door	 stared	 back,	 scrunching	 her	 eyes	 and
scrutinizing	them.	The	Mouser	shifted	uncomfortably.

It	had	been	a	long	journey	for	two	unaccustomed	to	mixing	directly	with	the
rest	 of	 the	 human	 population.	 They	 had	 dipped	 into	 Chauncey’s	 “Special
Funds	for	Emergencies”	box	and	had	a	semiprivate	compartment	on	the	train.
But	even	with	his	suaveness,	his	passion	for	conversation,	and	his	charm,	the
Mouser	was	grouchy	by	the	end	of	the	day,	having	to	keep	his	tail	tucked	in
and	even	sleep	on	it.	And	while	Raven’s	feathers	were	hidden	by	his	sleeves
and	 not	 easily	 noticeable	 in	 his	 hair,	 he	 didn’t	 much	 like	 the	 people,	 the
crowds,	or	the	Mouser’s	friendliness	to	strangers.

The	 bumpy	 carriage	 ride	 through	 the	 area	where	 their	mother	 had	 died	 did
nothing	to	improve	their	moods.

And	 here	 they	were,	 being	 scrutinized	 by	 this	maid,	 exhausted	 from	 a	 trip
which	so	far	seemed	to	be	unsuccessful.

“You	don’t	look	strange,”	the	girl	finally	said,	crossing	her	arms.

Raven	and	the	Mouser	looked	at	each	other.

“I	…	beg	your	pardon?”

“Alan	said	 I	was	 to	give	his	 information	out	 to	people	who	 looked	strange.
You	don’t	 look	so	strange.”	She	cocked	her	head	at	one	and	the	other.	“You
look	like	regular	folks.	Well,	maybe	handsomer	than	regular.”	She	smiled	at
Mouser.	Delighted,	he	opened	his	mouth	to	say	something	in	return.

Raven	 sighed	 impatiently	 and	 pulled	 up	 his	 sleeve.	 Shiny	 black	 feathers
sprang	forth	as	he	flexed	his	arm.	“Is	this	strange	enough?”



The	pretty	maid’s	eyes	grew	wide	with	shock.

“Aye,	that	will	do.”

Gwen	 didn’t	 ask	 them	 any	 questions;	 she	 served	 them	 tea	 and	 biscuits	 and
gave	 them	 Alan’s	 address.	 Raven	 gritted	 his	 teeth	 through	 her	 and	 the
Mouser’s	 flirting,	 finally	 leaping	 up	 and	 demanding	 that	 they	 go;	 Snow
needed	them.

“Snow?”	Gwen	asked.	“Is	 she	 in	 trouble?	 Is	 she	all	 right?	She	 ran	away—I
don’t	blame	her,	locked	in	her	room	all	day—do	you	really	know	Snow?”

“Were	 taking	care	of	her	 for	now,”	 the	Mouser	said	carefully,	“until	 its	safe
for	her	to	come	home.”

“Well,	 I’m	glad	she	found	some	friends.”	From	the	 tone	of	her	voice	 it	was
obvious	 she	 was	 a	 little	 uncertain	 about	 the	 quality	 of	 friends	 who	 grew
feathers	on	their	arms.	“You’ll	let	me	know,	somehow,	how	it	all	turns	out?	I
miss	Jessica….”

“Jessica?”	Raven	asked,	startled.

Gwen	smiled.	“That’s	her	real	name.	She	got	so	pale	Davey	called	her	Snow,
and	then	it	stayed	with	her,	at	least	to	us	downstairs	folk.”

“We’ll	make	certain	to	let	you	know,”	the	Mouser	promised	her.

Hours	later,	in	a	carriage	back	to	the	train	station,	the	Mouser	and	Raven	were
silent	for	a	long	time,	exhausted	and	bemused	about	suddenly	heading	back	to
London.

“‘Jessica’?”	Raven	finally	said,	exasperated.

“It	does	seem	a	little	plain,”	the	Mouser	agreed.
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Chapter	Thirty
CONVERSATION	OVERHEARD	IN	A	CHELSEA

TAVERN

	

“Are	you	Alan	McDonald?”

The	fiddler	was	just	taking	his	first	sip	of	a	well-deserved	ale	after	almost	two
hours	 of	 continuous	 playing.	 He	 looked	 at	 the	 three	 men	 who	 sat	 down
unasked	across	from	him	and	wiped	the	foam	from	his	lips.

“Aye,”	he	said	slowly.

“We’re	friends	of	Snow”	said	Chauncey.	The	Mouser	and	Raven	flanked	him.
Raven	stared	hard	at	the	red-haired	fiddler.

Alan	choked.

“How	did	you	know	that	‘strange-looking’	people	would	come	asking	for	you
or	Snow?”	Chauncey	continued	before	Alan	had	a	chance	to	speak.

He	 started	 to	 answer	 but	 felt	 the	 familiar	 burning	 around	 his	 neck.	 The
necklace	sent	little	waves	up	into	his	head	and	mind,	blurring	his	vision.

“I	…	can’t	tell	you,”	he	finally	said,	shrugging	helplessly.

Chauncey	 gave	 him	 a	 hard	 look.	 “Yer	 friend’s	 in	 trouble.	 The	 duchess	 did
summat	to	her,	and	now	she’s	like	the	dead,	but	not”

Alan	was	 bewildered;	 this	was	 some	 plan	 the	 duchess	 had	 not	 shared	with
him.	 What	 was	 it	 she	 said?	 I	 even	 have	 an	 idea—a	 gift,	 in	 return	 for
forgiveness….	She	will	still	be	useful.

“We	need	your	help,	as	a	friend	of	Snow	and	a	normal	man.”	Alan	was	about
to	ask	what	he	meant	by	that	when	Chauncey	took	off	his	hat	to	show	his	ears.
“What	 we	 don’t	 need,”	 Chauncey	 leaned	 forward,	 showing	 evilly	 pointed
teeth,	“is	a	traitor	and	a	looselips,	Help	us	or	not,	but	if	you	say	anything	to
anyone,	I’d	sleep	with	me	eyes	open	if	I	were	you.”



“I	 ran	 away	 to	 try	 and	 find	 Snow,”	 Alan	 said	 calmly.	 “I	 escaped	 from	 the
duchess	myself	You	have	no	worries	from	me,	and	ye	have	all	of	my	help.”

“Well	and	good,	if	you’re	saying	the	truth.”	Chauncey	exchanged	a	look	with
the	others.	The	Mouser	shrugged;	Raven	glared	at	Alan.	“Come	with	us.”

They	took	him	to	their	hideout,	blindfolding	him	as	they	had	with	Snow,	just
in	case.	When	they	took	the	cloth	off	him,	Alan	opened	his	eyes	to	see	all	of
the	Lonely	Ones	regarding	him	curiously.

“You!”	he	cried,	pointing	at	Cat.	“I	saw	you!	With	Snow	…	in	the	…	the	…”
But	that	was	all	the	necklace	would	let	him	say.

Everyone	looked	at	Cat,	who	for	once	in	her	life	looked	surprised	and	unsure.

Chauncey	 frowned.	 “Well,	 Cat	 is	 strange	 looking—for	 regular	 people”	 he
added	 quickly	 when	 she	 began	 to	 hiss.	 “That’s	 what	 you	 told	 the	 maid….
Strange	looking	…”	He	shook	his	head.	“How	you	saw	her	 is	a	mystery	for
another	time.	Here’s	your	friend.”

He	pulled	 the	cloth	off	 the	“table”	 in	 the	middle	of	 the	 room,	and	 there	she
slept,	like	a	curiosity	in	a	sideshow	or	a	chemist’s	shop.

“Snow	…,”	Alan	whispered.	He	leaned	over	and	touched	her	cheek,	surprised
as	the	Lonely	Ones	had	been	that	it	was	warm.

Raven	clenched	his	fists.

“Nothing	wakes	her	up,”	Sparrow	said	quietly.	“We	tried	everything.”

“Someone	 must	 know	 how	 to	 cure	 her,”	 the	 Mouser	 said.	 “The	 duchess
couldn’t	have	thought	of	all	this	herself….”

They	 looked	 at	 Alan.	 He	 shook	 his	 head,	 shaking	 a	 little.	 “Books,”	 he
managed	to	get	out.	“Letters	…”

“Well,	that’s	it,	then,”	Chauncey	declared.	“We	all	of	us	will	start	looking	at
books	and	scientific	things—and	gypsies,	I	guess,	and	magic	people	…,”	he
said,	trailing	off	as	he	realized	how	ridiculous	it	all	sounded.

“Alan,	 you	 can	 tell	 us	 if	 something	 looks	 familiar	 at	 least,	 can’t	 you?”	 the
Mouser	asked	hopefully.



“Oh,	aye.”

They	made	a	place	for	Alan	to	sleep,	though	most	nights	he	would	be	staying
back	at	the	tavern.	One	by	one	the	Lonely	Ones	went	to	their	beds,	worrying
about	 the	 days	 to	 come.	Raven	 gave	Alan	 a	 curt	 good	 night;	Cat	 remained
sitting	in	a	chair,	staring	sadly	at	the	floor.

Alan	went	over	to	her,	the	most	animal-like	of	his	new	set	of	friends.	It	was
strange	seeing	her	in	person	after	watching	her	on	the	duchess’s	machine	for
so	long.

“Don’t	 worry,	 we’ll	 help	 her,”	 Alan	 said	 kindly,	 even	 if	 he	wasn’t	 sure	 he
believed	it	himself.	He	resisted	the	urge	to	pat	her	on	the	head,	like	a	cat,	or
one	of	his	sisters,	or	Snow.

Cat	nodded,	but	still	looked	sad,	biting	her	lip.	He	said	good	night	and	went	to
his	own	bed.

She	flicked	open	the	mirror	Snow	gave	her	and	looked	into	it.

“Am	I	really	that	ssstrange	looking?”	she	murmured	to	herself.
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Chapter	Thirty-one
THE	SEARCH

	

Days	passed.	Weeks	passed.

Five	dark	shadows	and	one	bright	bard	spread	out	over	London	seeking	a	cure
for	Snow.

Alan	caught	Cat	fixing	her	hair	in	the	little	pocket	mirror	that	Snow	used	to
carry	when	she	was	Jessica.	As	the	girl	surreptitiously	pouted	her	lips,	Alan
made	the	connection.

“Don’t!”	 he	 cried,	 swiping	 it	 out	 of	 her	 hands.	 He	 dashed	 it	 to	 the	 floor,
smashing	it	into	a	thousand	bright	shards.

Cat	hissed	in	dismay.

“Why’d	you	do	that?”	Sparrow	asked	curiously.

“The	…	mirror	…,”	Alan	whispered,	 tugging	at	 the	golden	chain	 round	his
neck.

Chauncey	nodded	 thoughtfully.	“You	said	you	saw	Cat….	 It	was	 the	mirror
you	saw	her	through,	somehow.	But	can	you	not	tell	these	things,	direct-like?”

Alan	shrugged	helplessly.

Months	passed.	Then	a	year.

Then	two.

And	still	they	searched.

And	still	Snow	slept.

OceanofPDF.com

http://oceanofpdf.com


Chapter	Thirty-two
THE	CLOCKWORK	MAN

	

They	 read,	 they	 talked	 to	 people,	 they	 learned.	 They	 learned	 about	 metal,
electricity,	 and	 chemicals;	 they	 learned	 about	 cantrips,	 drugs,	 and
incantations.	 These	were	 difficult	 things	 to	 research	 in	 this	 age;	 sometimes
even	 Alan’s	 charm	 and	 human	 features	 failed	 to	 get	 anything	more	 than	 a
door	 slammed	 in	 their	 faces—these	were	 scientific	 times,	 didn’t	 they	 know
that?	There’s	no	such	thing	as	magic….

They	 searched	 libraries	 and	 questioned	 doctors,	 arcane	 bookstores	 and
gypsies,	curiosity	shops,	and	practitioners	of	 the	black	arts.	No	one	had	any
answers	 for	 them.	But	one	name	kept	coming	up	over	and	over	again	when
they	 talked	 to	 the	 darker	 inhabitants	 of	 the	 city	 streets,	 the	 beggars,	 the
fortune	tellers,	and	the	women	who	walked	the	night:	the	Clockwork	Man.

“That’s	just	a	ssstory,”	Cat	hissed.

“Like	 the	one	about	 the	girl	who	 slept	 forever	without	 aging	or	waking	up,
and	 the	 five	 strange	 creatures	who	 cared	 for	 her?”	 Chauncey	 asked	 archly.
“We	haven’t	found	anything	else;	we	might	as	well	try	to	find	him.	They	say
he	 lives	 in	 the	 sewers	and	 tinkers	with	 things	better	 left	 alone—sounds	 like
our	man,	really.”

“I’ll	go,”	Raven	said.	“The	sewers	don’t	frighten	me.”

“No,	 let	 me,”	 Alan	 suggested.	 “You	 might	 scare	 him,	 or	 he	 might	 try	 to
capture	you.”

“And	you	could	by	no	means	defend	yourself	down	there!”

They	glared	at	each	other.

Although	Alan	saw	how	much	the	Lonely	Ones	cared	for	Snow,	well,	he	had
known	 her	 longer.	 And	 though	Raven	was	 determined	 to	 save	 her,	 he	was
disconcerted	when	he	saw	how	handsome	and	cheerful	the	fiddler	turned	out
to	be.



“Ah,	ye	can	both	go,”	Chauncey	suggested	mildly,	but	 there	was	 iron	at	 the
bottom	of	his	words.

The	 two	young	men	descended	 into	 the	sewers	with	a	map	stolen	off	a	city
worker,	and	hints	and	clues	bought	from	shifty-eyed	people.	They	walked	for
hours	 through	 large	pipes	 and	narrow	 tunnels,	 crossed	 incredible	wide-open
stone	spaces	and	unbelievably	foul-smelling	streams	of	sewage.	They	argued
over	directions.

Things	skittered	around	them	in	the	darkness;	once	Raven	thought	he	saw	a
human-sized	form	that	moved	with	a	rat’s	grace	in	the	shadows.

“Maybe	 we’ve	 been	 living	 in	 the	 wrong	 part	 of	 town,”	 he	 said	 ironically,
indicating	the	parting	figure.

“If	you	like	the	stink	of	sewers,”	Alan	answered,	wrinkling	his	nose.	“Though
I	 dinna	 think	 these	 are	 necessarily	 of	 your	 kith	 and	 kin.”	 He	 pointed	 at	 a
mouse	scurrying	past.	Raven	started	as	he	realized	it	was	made	of	metal—a
toy	mouse,	with	cogs	for	eyes	that	moved	as	realistically	as	the	real	thing.

It	even	squeaked.

“I	think	we’re	getting	closer,”	Alan	said.

Not	 long	 after	 discovering	 the	 clockwork	mouse,	 Alan	 and	 Raven	 came	 to
what	 looked	 like	a	dead	end	on	 the	map,	 just	a	big,	empty	blank	space	 that
seemed	to	be	nothing,	surrounded	by	smaller	tunnels	and	pipes.

“Look	 at	 that	 valve,”	 Raven	 pointed	 out.	 “It’s	 dead,	 and	 none	 of	 the	 pipes
around	it	seem	to	be	carrying	steam.”	Alan	turned	the	ancient	wheel;	instead
of	hot	air	hissing	through,	low	chimes	rang	softly.

“A	doorbell?”	Alan	raised	his	eyebrow.

A	panel	in	the	wall	in	front	of	them	slid	aside,	and	they	walked	in.

They	entered	a	strange	octagonal	room	fashioned	from	piecemeal	metal	and
bolts.	Shelves	and	dark	corners	were	filled	with	skulls	and	stuffed	birds,	test
tubes	 and	 copper	 pipes,	 strange	 clocks	 that	 each	 told	 a	 different	 time,	 and
books	 …	 hundreds	 of	 books—dusty,	 leathery	 tomes	 on	 everything	 from
electricity	 to	 the	dark	arts.	Nothing	was	 in	any	order.	Packets	of	herbs	from
foreign	places	lay	next	to	piles	of	feathers	from	all	over	England.	There	were



strange	devices	that	whirred	and	clicked	when	shook,	and	did	nothing	more.
Marionettes	and	tiny	bottles	of	poison….

“I	welcome	you,”	came	a	voice	from	the	gloom.

Out	stepped	what	at	first	appeared	to	be	a	fairly	normal-looking—though	pale
—man,	 young	 and	 almost	 handsome.	When	 he	 cocked	 his	 head	 to	 look	 at
them,	however,	his	glasses	 turned	out	 to	be	something	else	entirely—one	of
the	lenses	was	a	thick	brass	tube	that	fitted	over	his	entire	left	eye.	The	glass
was	faceted	instead	of	being	flat,	and	a	tiny	golden	gear	rested	on	the	top.	He
adjusted	them,	spinning	the	gear,	and	the	lens	came	out	of	 the	tube,	as	 if	he
was	mechanically	focusing	on	them.	The	hand	that	moved	the	gear	was	also
made	of	metal,	like	a	brass	skeleton.	It	clicked	and	whirred	as	it	moved,	and
cloth-covered	 tubes	 ran	 up	 and	down	his	 arm	under	 the	 sleeve.	More	 gears
spun	inside	his	wrist.

“What	brings	you	down	to	my	humble	abode,	among	the	sewers?”	He	grinned
as	they	tried	to	look	away	from	his	abnormalities.

Alan	found	his	voice	first.

“We	seek	a	cure	for	a	friend	under	a—a	curse.”

“Oh!”	 The	man’s	 eyes—his	 right	 one,	 at	 least—lit	 up.	 “There’s	 something
new.	Sit	down.”

Over	tea,	which	Alan	sipped	and	Raven	shunned,	they	told	their	story.	Raven
reluctantly	 filled	 in	 the	 parts	 about	 the	 Lonely	 Ones;	 the	 Clockwork	 Man
seemed	particularly	interested	in	that.	Raven	rolled	up	his	sleeves	to	show	the
feathers	on	his	arm.

“Fascinating!	 An	 actual	 fusion	 of	 man	 and	 beast….	 How	 extraordinary.
Someone	would	have	to	be	mad	to	even	consider	such	a	thing.”

“Then	…	 I	 am	 not	 a	magical	 creature?”	 Raven	 asked	 slowly.	 “Not	 demon
born,	nor	of	fairy	kin?”

“I’m	afraid	not,	my	young	Sir,”	the	man	smiled.	“You	would	have	set	off	one
of	my	 alarms.	 You	 are	 human	 and	 animal,	 and	 nothing	more—though	 that
should	be	enough	for	most!	As	to	the	cure	…”	He	tapped	his	tooth,	much	like
Chauncey.	“A	very	complicated	thing,	but	not	insurmountable.	I	should	very
much	 like	 to	 talk	 to	 this	 duchess;	 she	 sounds	 remarkable,	 if	 a	 little



undereducated	in	the	dark	arts.”

“She	is	evil,”	Raven	hissed.

“So	you’ll	help	us?”	Alan	asked.

“Of	course,	for	a	price.	I	am	almost	certain	the	orb	of	which	you	speak	is	a
Spiritus	illuminatus.	She	used	electricity	as	a	carrier,	not	just	a	power	source,
to	open	the	veins	for	the	tempotus.	It	might	take	me	some	time,	but	I	believe	I
can	 reconstruct	 the	 more	 technical	 aspects	 of	 the	 machinery	 here.	 I	 will
diagram	 the	 rest	 out	 for	 you—if	 any	 of	 you	 has	 the	 slightest	 ability	 it
shouldn’t	be	a	problem.”

“And	your	price?”	Raven	asked	suspiciously.

“Ah,	yes.	In	return	I	will	take	your	feathers,”

Raven	and	Alan	exchanged	glances.

“I	suspect	they	will	give	me	a	clue	as	to	how	your	origins	were—originated,
as	it	were.	I	should	like	to	study	them.	I	will	need	them	all.	And	I	warn	you,	I
must	have	them	whole—pulled,	not	clipped.”

“Will	they	grow	back?”	Raven	asked	uneasily.

“I	have	no	idea.	It	might	be	they	were	a	one-time	phenomenon.”	He	cocked
his	head	to	look	at	the	Lonely	One;	light	flashed	so	that	not	even	his	normal
eye	 could	 be	 seen.	 “But	 do	 you	 really	want	 them	 to?	You’re	 a	man	 caught
between	 two	 worlds.	With	 them	 gone,	 you	 could	 be	 fully	 human.	 No	 one
could	tell	the	difference.”

He	 said	 it	 matter-of-factly,	 not	 like	 a	 demon	 offering	 a	 terrible	 choice,	 but
rather	more	 like	a	merchant	explaining	his	options.	The	worst	of	 it	was	 that
Raven	could	not	answer	his	question.

“What	if	your	machine	doesn’t	work?”

The	 Clockwork	 Man	 sighed	 at	 Raven’s	 distrust.	 “Young	 man,	 you	 know
where	I	live.	Simply	come	back.	Bring	her,	even.	It	would	be	easier	if	I	could
work	on	her	directly,	as	well	as	being	a	most	instructive	venture	for	myself.”

Alan	and	Raven	looked	at	each	other	and	found	themselves	in	agreement	on



one	point:	that	would	not	be	the	best	of	ideas.
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Chapter	Thirty-three
REVELATIONS	AND	UNWELCOME	VISITORS

	

They	spent	the	next	three	days	and	nights	in	the	sewers	with	the	Clockwork
Man,	 though	 it	was	 difficult	 to	 tell	 time	with	 no	 sun	 and	 clocks	 that	 didn’t
work	right.	Sometimes	he	sent	 them	aboveground	on	errands,	 to	buy	this	or
that	component,	or	 to	pick	up	something	from	someone	who	met	 them	on	a
street	 corner	 at	 midnight.	 Most	 of	 the	 time,	 however,	 was	 spent	 in	 the
perpetual	semidarkness	of	the	sewers,	talking	or	reading.

Raven	thought	a	lot	about	the	price	of	Snow’s	cure.	He	would	do	anything	for
her,	of	course….	But	without	his	feathers,	who	would	he	be?	Will	I	look	like	a
normal	person	but	always	dream	of	flying?	Will	I	still	be	able	to	understand
the	language	of	the	wild	ravens?

Will	Snow	like	me	more,	or	is	it	Raven-with-the-feathers,	the	Lonely	One,	that
she	likes?

“Once	this	is	all	over,”	he	asked	Alan	casually,	“will	you	go	back	to	Kenigh
Hall?	Or	stay	in	London	and	continue	to	play	at	the	tavern?”

“I’ve	 been	 thinkin’	 a	 bit	 about	 that.”	Alan	was	 lying	 down	 beside	 a	 clean-
water	aqueduct,	hands	behind	his	head,	pretending	it	was	a	stream	and	a	field.
“This	wee	 jaunt	 to	London—and	below	it—	has	been	simply	amazing.	And
there’s	a	whole	world	beyond	 this!	 I	don’t	know,	Raven.	 I	always	 thought	 I
might	 like	 to	 travel	abroad—now	I	know	it.	Maybe	nae	as	a	young	Scottish
prodigy	with	a	patron	of	the	arts,	but	maybe	I	can	find	work	once	I	get	there.”

Raven	spoke	carefully.	“You	would	not	wish	to	stay	here,	with	Snow?”

“What,	you	mean	Jess?”	Raven	flinched—he	hated	that	name,	the	familiarity
with	which	Alan	spoke	it.	“She’s	like	one	o’	my	little	sisters.	I	love	her	dearly,
but	I	have	to	find	my	own	way,	yeah?	Just	like	she	does.”

Raven	felt	a	gigantic	weight	lifted	off	his	stomach;	his	head	went	dizzy.	“You
love	her	…	like	a	…	sister….”

“Aye,	of	course,	Raven.”	Alan	grinned	at	him,	a	mischievous	 twinkle	 in	his



eye.	“How	else?”

Two	evenings	later	the	Clockwork	Man	had	the	device	ready.

“As	my	old	grandmum	used	 to	say,	good	things	come	in	 threes,”	Alan	said,
winking	at	Raven	and	slapping	the	half-mechanical	man	on	the	back,	perhaps
a	little	too	hard.

“What’s	 the	 third	 one,	 then?”	 Raven	 asked.	 One	 was	 finding	 the	 cure,	 the
second	was	his	relief	that	Alan	wasn’t	interested	in	Snow	the	way	he	was.

“That	we	sod	out	of	this	stinking	hole!”	Alan	smiled.

Raven	grinned.

“This	‘stinking	hole’	is	my	home,	gentlemen,”	the	Clockwork	Man	reminded
them.	“Will	you	please	sit	down	that	I	may	explain	this	to	you?”

It	took	a	couple	of	hours	and	many	drawings	and	notes,	but	Alan	and	Raven
finally	understood	it.

“And	now,	my	end	of	the	bargain.”

Raven	refused	the	opium	he	offered;	he	refused	a	drink	of	whiskey.	He	rolled
up	 his	 sleeve	 and	 gritted	 his	 teeth	 under	 the	 bright	 lantern.	The	Clockwork
Man	worked	delicately,	with	a	pair	of	silver	tweezers.	Each	feather	he	pulled
went	into	its	own	test	tube.

Raven	screamed	twice,	once	each	as	two	major	pinions	were	pulled	out	of	his
arms.	Tears	of	pain	streamed	down	his	face.	He	looked	down	at	his	arms	in
dismay:	 they	were	 raw	and	pocked	with	holes;	 the	 larger	ones	 leaked	blood
that	streamed	down	to	his	hands.

When	he	was	done,	 the	Clockwork	Man	very	carefully	dressed	 the	wounds,
cleaning	and	bandaging	them.

“Excellent.”	He	held	a	bottle	up	to	the	light,	admiring	the	iridescence	of	the
feathers.

Alan	had	a	thought.	“Say	…	as	long	as	you’re	in	the	fix-it	business,	maybe	ye
could	try	ridding	me	of	this?”	He	pointed	at	the	chain	around	his	neck,	unable
to	say	the	words.



The	Clockwork	Man	 looked	at	 it	over	his	glasses.	 “It’s	 rather	handsome	on
you,”	he	pointed	out.

Alan	tried	to	say	something,	but	couldn’t.

“It	 has	 a	 spell	 on	 it,”	 the	 Clockwork	Man	 realized.	 “A	 charm.	 A	 coercion
spell,	I’ll	bet?”

Alan	tried	to	nod.

“No	 trouble.”	The	Clockwork	Man	shuffled	around	until	he	 found	a	pair	of
iron	shears	and	carefully	sliced	through	the	chain,	holding	Alan’s	neck	so	he
wouldn’t	cut	the	skin.	One	quick	slash	and	it	was	off.

Alan	took	a	gulp	and	realized	he	could	speak.

“I	saw	Cat	in	the	mirror	which	is	a	device	the	duchess	used	to	spy	on	you	it
projected	 images	on	a	screen	 that’s	how	I	saw	you	all	and	how	I	saw	Snow
and	I	couldn’t	tell	you	that	because	she	forbade	me	and	the	necklace	made	me
listen	and	I	had	to	do	whatever	she	wanted	and	I	ran	away	from	the	estate	by
playing	my	fiddle	because	I	love	it	passionately	and	true	love	breaks	a	spell
and	I	hate	the	bloody	duchess	she	is	such	a	bloody	bitch!”

“Good	heavens,”	said	the	Clockwork	Man.

“Are	those	magic	shears?”	Raven	asked,	pointing	at	them.

“What,	 these?	 No.	 Just	 some	 cheap	 farmers	 shears.”	 He	 picked	 up	 the
necklace	 and	 looked	 at	 it	 interestedly.	 “They’re	 made	 of	 iron,	 which	 often
breaks	 certain	 kinds	 of	 spells….	But	 the	 charm	wasn’t	 that	 strong	 to	 begin
with,	really.	Not	enough	even	to	trigger	my	alarms.	I’ll	 just	keep	this	 if	you
don’t	mind—unless	you	want	it	as	a	souvenir?”

Alan	shook	his	head	decisively.

“Well,	what	a	 fascinating	week	 it	has	been.”	The	Clockwork	Man	sighed	 in
contentment.	 “Now,	Gentlemen.	 If	 you	wish	 to	 leave	my	 ‘stinking	 hole’	 as
quickly	as	possible,	there’s	a	ladder	in	the	tunnel	just	north	of	here.	It	emerges
outside	of	London,	at	the	edge	of	a	small	wood.	The	road	nearby	will	take	you
back	to	the	city.	Or	you	could	just	follow	the	stench.”

Suddenly,	Raven	cocked	his	head,	listening.	“What’s	that?”



The	Clockwork	Man	started	to	ask	him	what	he	meant,	but	Alan	shushed	him,
used	to	Raven’s	superior	hearing.	A	tapping	and	banging	could	definitely	be
heard,	 like	 someone	 was	 trying	 to	 find	 a	 false	 wall,	 or	 the	 door.	 The
Clockwork	 Man	 turned	 to	 one	 of	 his	 machines	 and	 cranked	 it;	 an	 image
flickered	 on	 a	 glass—like	 the	 duchess’s	mirror,	Alan	 noted—but	 black	 and
white	and	flickering.	Two	shadowy	images,	warped	out	of	proportion,	bobbed
back	and	forth.	Whispery	voices	rasped:

“It	should	be	right	here.”

“Well,	there’s	no	bloody	door.”

“Maybe	we	should	try	shooting	through.”

“All	right	all	right!	No	shooting!”	the	Clockwork	Man	cried.	He	spun	another
wheel	and	threw	a	switch,	unlocking	the	panel,	which	slid	open.	“Come	in,	if
you	must.”

A	pair	of	aristocrats	was	revealed,	somewhat	surprised,	carrying	pistols.	One,
the	 leader,	 was	 tall,	 blond,	 and	 blue	 eyed.	 His	 face	 was	 flushed	 with
excitement.	The	other	one	was	brown	haired	and	stockier—neither	one	could
have	been	more	than	twenty.

“How	can	I	help	you?”	the	Clockwork	Man	asked	through	gritted	teeth.

“Are	you—the—Clockwork	Man?”	the	blond	one	asked	breathlessly.

The	man	 in	question	held	up	his	machine	 arm.	 “Have	you	met	 anyone	else
like	this?	Now,	ask	me	your	question	and	be	on	your	way.”

“Oh,	er,	I	have	no—we	only	sought	proof	of	your	existence—”

“Well,	 you	 have	 it.	 You	 can	 tell	 all	 your	 gentleman	 friends	 you	 found	 the
freak;	 discuss	 it	 at	 your	 next	 club	 or	 foxhunt.	 Impress	 some	 young	 lady	 or
other.	Good	day,	then.”

Alan	 and	 Raven	 exchanged	 glances:	 their	 options	 were	 to	 fade	 into	 the
shadows	 of	 the	 laboratory	 or	 to	 disappear	 past	 the	 newcomers	 as	 soon	 as
possible.

“But	 wait!”	 The	 blond	 one	 held	 up	 his	 hand	 just	 as	 the	 Clockwork	 Man
reached	 for	 the	 button	 to	 shut	 the	 door.	 His	 friend	 raised	 the	 pistol.	 “Oh



Henry,	put	it	away.	I	am	the	duke	of	Edgington.	This	is	Henry.	I	am	a	member
of	 the	 Ghost	 Club	 …?”	 The	 Clockwork	 Man	 rolled	 his	 eyes.	 “It	 is	 very
prestigious,	 sir,”	 the	young	duke	said	 indignantly.	 “Charles	Dickens	himself
was	a	member.	We	wish	to	find—I	am	on	a	quest	for	the	strange	and	unusual,
the	exciting,	the	supernatural—”

“Who	are	these	two?”	his	friend	asked,	gesturing	at	Alan	and	Raven	with	the
pistol.

“These	two	came	with	a	legitimate	riddle	and	paid	the	price	for	their	answer
already.	Actually,	 they	are	 the	unusual	 and	exciting.	Perhaps	you	all	 should
talk.	Leave,	 I	mean,	and	 talk	on	your	way	out.	Actually	…”	 the	Clockwork
Man’s	 face	 turned	 thoughtful,	 and	 he	 looked	 at	Alan	 and	Raven.	 “You	 two
should	definitely	take	this	man,	and	this	other	man,	and	their	guns	along	with
you.”

“Absolutely	not!”	Raven	snapped.

“My	dear	Raven,”	 the	Clockwork	Man	 said	gently.	 “You	never	know	when
you’re	going	to	find	you	have	need	of	a	duke.	You	have	here	a	rich,	powerful,
and	trustworthy	young	man—”	The	duke	nodded	eagerly	and	hopefully.	“—
who	may	be	interested	in	your	cause.	Why	not	invite	him	along?”

Raven	and	Alan	looked	at	each	other	uneasily.

“Have	 ye	 ever	 noticed,”	 Alan	 said	 to	 no	 one	 in	 particular,	 “that	 lately,
whenever	there’s	trouble,	a	duke	is	involved?”
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Chapter	Thirty-four
SNOW

	

Like	 Alan	 and	 Snow	 before	 them,	 the	 duke	 of	 Edgington	 and	 Henry	 were
blindfolded	on	their	way	back	to	the	Lonely	One’s	new	hideout.

“Ye	get	used	to	it,”	Alan	told	them,	winking	at	Raven.

“These	 two	 are	 not	 going	 to	 get	 ‘used’	 to	 it,”	Raven	 said.	 “We	 bring	 them
back,	 we	 wake	 Snow,	 they	 go	 away.	 They	 are	 only	 coming	 at	 all	 in	 case
there’s	trouble,	and	there	won’t	be	any.”

“We	could	take	a	carriage,”	the	duke	suggested	eagerly.	“I	will	pay.”

“That’s	 why	 you	 brought	 him	 along,	 isn’t	 it?”	 Henry	 muttered	 under	 his
breath.

“Ah,	 are	 the	 drivers	 nae	 going	 to	 be	 suspicious	 that	 we	 have	 ye	 both
blindfolded?”	Alan	asked.

The	duke	frowned,	or	appeared	to—it	was	hard	to	tell	with	the	blindfold	on.
Then	he	brightened.	“You	could	say	it	was	for	my	birthday!	You’re	taking	me
to	a	surprise	party!”

Raven,	Alan,	and	even	blindfolded	Henry	exchanged	weary	glances.

“I	think	we’d	better	stick	to	walking,”	Alan	suggested.
*	*	*	*

When	 the	 four	 returned,	 Chauncey	 just	 rolled	 his	 eyes	 and	went	 to	 get	 his
pipe.	“Is	there	to	be	no	end	of	the	stream	of	visitors	we’ve	been	having?”

The	 Lonely	 Ones	 gathered	 and	 watched	 the	 duke	 and	 Henry	 remove	 their
blindfolds	as	Alan	and	Raven	explained	what	happened	with	the	Clockwork
Man.

“I	 say!	 So	 this	 is	 a	 hideout!”	 the	 duke	 exclaimed	 happily.	Henry	 rolled	 his
eyes,	much	like	Chauncey	had	done,	and	threw	himself	into	a	chair.



Then	the	duke	noticed	Cat—and	his	eyes	widened.

The	Mouser	quickly	took	Cat	aside	and	nodded	at	Sparrow	to	make	sure	his
wings	were	hidden.	Henry	didn’t	notice.

“This	 doesn’t	 look	 so	 difficult,”	 Chauncey	 said,	 puffing	 and	 looking	 at	 the
diagram	and	pieces	of	the	machine.

“It	just	requires	some	gold,	for	the	bit	here,”	Raven	pointed.	“About	the	size
of	the	tip	of	your	finger.	Something	to	do	with	the	way	it	never	tarnishes,	 it
isn’t	affected	by	time.”

“Gold?	 That’s	 easy	 then.”	 Chauncey	 clapped	 his	 hands	 together.	 “Mouser?
Sparrow?	You	feel	like	going	on	a	jaunt?”

“You’re	thieves,”	Henry	suddenly	realized.

“Then	that	sort	of	makes	you	our	prisoner,	doesn’t	it?”	Alan	said,	pointing	at
Henry’s	pistol,	which,	with	the	duke’s,	was	being	worn	by	Chauncey.

“No,	wait,	here,	don’t	do	that.”	The	duke	tumbled	with	his	watch.	“Please,	let
me.	I	haven’t	helped	at	all	yet.”	He	wrenched	a	charm	off	the	fob	and	handed
it	to	Alan.	“Will	this	do?”

Alan	peered	at	 it.	“You’re	a	Mason?	 Is	 there	a	secret	club	you	don’t	belong
to?”

“I’m	going	to	see	Snow,”	Raven	said,	leaving	the	room.

“Oh	yes,	let	me	see	the	sleeping	damsel	as	well,”	the	duke	said	as	he	jumped
up	and	followed	Raven	into	the	other	room.

Chauncey	 looked	 at	Henry,	who	 continued	 to	 sit	 looking	 at	 his	 fingernails.
“Don’t	you	want	to	see	our	‘sleeping	damsel’	as	well?”

“My	 job	 is	 to	 keep	 the	 duke	 from	 getting	 into	 too	 much	 trouble	 on	 his
ridiculous	jaunts,”	Henry	replied.	“Sleeping	damsels	don’t	really	interest	me.
Seeing	if	you	are	planning	to	attack	him	from	behind,	however,	does.”

Chauncey	nodded	appreciatively.	He	and	the	Mouser	then	proceeded	to	ignore
him	and	concentrate	on	putting	the	machine	together.



Raven	 knelt	 next	 to	 Snow’s	 sleeping	 body	 and	 took	 her	 hand	 in	 his.	Alan,
Sparrow,	and	Cat	watched	quietly	from	the	door.

“Just	a	little	while	longer,”	he	whispered	to	her.	“Just	a	little,	and—”	“That’s
your	‘Snow?’”	the	duke	cried,	coming	in.

Raven	flinched.	“Yes,”	he	replied	acidly.	“She’s	our	Snow.”

“That’s	the	young	duchess	of	Kenigh	Hall	you	have	there.”

The	Lonely	Ones	and	Alan	looked	at	each	other.

“I	went	 to	 her	 fourteenth	 birthday	 party.	Years	 ago.”	The	 duke	 leaned	 over
Snow	and	 looked	 at	 her	 interestedly.	 “She	didn’t	 actually	 show	up	 for	 very
much	 of	 it.	 Some	 business	 with	 that	 nasty	 count	 what’s-his-name.	 I	 don’t
remember—”	He	paused	and	 looked	up.	“Ah,	 shouldn’t	 she	be	older?	Like,
ah,	me?”

“She	ain’t	changed	since	she	fell	asleep,”	Sparrow	said	quickly.	Raven	looked
like	he	was	going	to	kill	the	duke	for	his	nonchalance	and	familiarity.	“Ever
since	the	duchess	cast	her	spell	on—”	Cat	hissed	at	Sparrow	to	stop	speaking;
Alan	slapped	a	hand	over	his	mouth.

“Which	duchess?	Anne	of	Mandagor?”	the	duke	stood	up.	“What	on	earth	are
you	talking	about?”

“Chauncey,”	Alan	called,	“I	think	we	have	an	information	leak.”

“Cor!	Will	ye	all	keep	it	down	in	there?”	Chauncey	shouted	back.	“Better	yet,
stop	yer	gabbing	and	come	in	and	help	us.”

Everyone	 did	 wind	 up	 helping,	 in	 each	 his	 or	 her	 own	 way,	 long	 into	 the
night.	 Cat’s	 claws	 were	 invaluable	 for	 pushing	 bits	 of	 wire	 through	 and
clamping	 pieces	while	 Chauncey	 set	 them.	 Sparrow	made	 tea	 and	 biscuits.
Alan	 remained	 his	 cheerful	 and	 optimistic	 self,	 playing	 his	 fiddle	 to	 keep
people	 awake.	Henry	 kept	 Raven	 and	 the	 duke	 from	 interacting	 as	 best	 he
could.

A	day—and	many	scratched	heads—later,	an	ugly	lump	of	a	machine	sat	next
to	Snow’s	sleeping	body.	It	was	a	mass	of	tubes	and	jars	of	chemicals,	wires
of	 zinc	 and	 copper,	 and	 small	 bits	 of	 gold.	 A	 crank	 on	 the	 end	 had	 to	 be
continuously	operated	during	the	process.



“This	doesn’t	look	like	anything	the	duchess	had,”	Cat	said	doubtfully.

“Just	put	 the	bits	 into	her	mouth,	 like	 the	directions	say,”	Chauncey	sighed,
scratching	his	head	and	rubbing	his	eyes.

Everyone	looked	at	Raven.

Hesitantly	he	reached	over,	placing	a	green	and	corroded	copper	wire	onto	her
lips.
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Chapter	Thirty-five
AWAKE

	

Snow	awoke.

Not	with	a	kiss,	but	with	a	jolt	of	electricity.

A	voice	spoke:	“Wait,	I	want	to	see—”

Her	eyes	snapped	open	in	pain,	and	beheld

Golden	hair,	blue	eyes,	a	smile	of	wonder.

OceanofPDF.com

http://oceanofpdf.com


Chapter	Thirty-six
AWOKEN

	

She	blinked	and	sat	up	on	her	elbows.	People	surrounded	her	bed,	or	coffin,	or
whatever	it	was.	One	was	the	handsome	man	who	had	bent	over,	and	the	rest
were	…	were	wrong	somehow—strange	shapes	under	hoods,	eager	feral	eyes.

“Who	are	you?”	she	demanded,	frightened.	“Where	am	I?”

The	people	all	looked	at	one	another,	apparently	as	confused	as	she.

I	know	who	 they	are,	 she	 thought,	putting	her	hand	 to	her	head.	They	are—
they	are—

“Who	am	I?”	she	shrieked,	panicking.	“Why	am	I	here?”

A	 cloaked	 figure	 stepped	 forward	 to	 do	 something,	 restrain	 her	maybe.	 Its
eyes	were	all	yellow	and	wrong,	like	a	snake	or	something;	when	the	figure
opened	its	mouth	to	speak,	sharp,	evil	little	fangs	showed.

She	screamed	and	pulled	away	from	the	monster.

“Get	away!”

She	tried	to	get	up,	to	run	away,	but	her	legs	felt	like	they	were	made	of	stone;
it	took	every	bit	of	willpower	just	to	back	herself	up	into	a	corner.

“Easy,”	 a	 black-haired,	 normal-appearing	 young	man	 said,	 coming	 forward.
“Don’t	you	remember	us?”

He	 had	 pleasant	 brown	 eyes	 but	 a	 very	 serious	 face.	 It	was	 handsome,	 but
inspired	nothing	within	her.

She	shook	her	head.	Then	she	began	to	cry.

She	sat	with	the	man	called	Henry,	ironically	the	only	one	in	the	group	who
didn’t	know	her.

“Would	you	like	some	tea,	or	something?”	he	asked.



She	looked	around	the	dingy	room,	the	broken	furniture,	the	piles	of	pots,	and
shook	her	head.

“Can	I,	ah,”	Henry	sighed.	“No,	I	don’t	suppose	there	is	anything	I	can	really
do	for	you.”

She	was	apparently	a	duchess.	That	was	nice,	since	these	people	weren’t.	She
had	run	away	from	home	because	someone	tried	to	kill	her.	Maybe.	The	blond
duke	didn’t	seem	to	believe	that	her	stepmother	was	capable	of	such	a	thing.
Alan	was	a	servant,	but	also	her	friend,	which	didn’t	make	sense	from	what
she	 thought	 she	 could	 remember	 about	 how	 classes	 and	 society	 worked.
These	other	ones	were	…	 thieves,	or	 something,	who	 took	her	 in	when	 she
was	 wandering	 London,	 lost.	 The	 hooded	 figure	 was	 a	 girl,	 sort	 of.	 She
approached	her	later	and	whispered	sadly,	“You	really	don’t	remember	me?”
She	kept	her	eyes	lowered	and	lips	covering	her	teeth.	“You	brushed	my	hair
…?”	Snow—that	was	one	of	her	names—couldn’t	imagine	it.

The	 one	 called	Raven	had	 fierce	 tears	 in	 his	 eyes	 but	 a	 stony	 face;	 he	was
close	friends	with	Alan,	it	seemed.	Plump	Sparrow	sniffled	a	bit,	trying	to	be
grown	up	 and	not	 cry—she	had	no	 idea	what	 her	 relationship	with	 the	 boy
was.	The	ones	called	the	Mouser	and	Chauncey	kept	their	distance,	for	which
she	was	grateful.

Presently	they	were	all	discussing	her.

“I	mean	no	offense,	but	it	is	obvious	she	cannot	stay	here,”	said	the	duke.

Raven	eyed	him	icily,	but	it	was	the	Mouser	who	spoke	and	clenched	his	fists.
“You	mean	to	take	her	away?	Absolutely	not!	This	is	her	home.”

“Easy	there,	Mouse,”	Chauncey	warned.	“This	is	her	home,	duke.”

“Come	now.	It	was	very	kind	of	you	to	take	her	in—many	people	would	have
tried	 to	 take	advantage	of	 the	duchess	 in	such	a	state.	 It	 is	obvious	 that	you
have	cared	for	her….”

“Love	her,”	Sparrow	corrected.

“Well,	all	right,	love	her,	but	she	has	no	memory,	and	nothing	around	here	to
stir	it.	She	has	been	with	you	but	two	years	asleep,	a	year	awake—she	grew
up	at	Kenigh,	with	her	father	and	mother—”



“Stepmother,”	said	Alan.	“Evil	stepmother,”	said	the	Mouser.

“I	am	not	entirely	convinced	that	she	tried	to	do	as	you	suggested;	certainly
she	was	cruel,	but—”

“For	heavens	sake,	man!”	Chauncey	cried,	exasperated.	“We	take	you	into	our
hideout,	show	you	our	girl-under-a-spell,	and	tell	you	her	story,	and	you	think
we’d	lie	about	something	like	that?”

“All	he’s	saying,”	Henry	broke	in	gently,	“is	that	she	is	more	familiar	with	her
room,	her	things,	the	people	from	home.	And	they	have	the	resources	there	to
care	 for	her,	doctors	and	 the	 like.	And	Alan,	 the	duke	and	 I	 can	 stay	 in	 the
area,	making	sure	she	is	not	…	abused	again.	Alan,	can	you	take	up	your	old
position	there?”

“Ah,	 no.”	 The	 Scotsman’s	 brow	 darkened.	 “It	 would	 probably	 be	 best	 if	 I
never	set	foot	there	again,	where	the	duchess	might	see	me.”

“Well,	then,	at	least	he	and	I	will	be	there.	And	if	she	regains	her	memory,	she
can	always	return,	right?”

Everyone	was	silent;	the	two	sides	glared	at	each	other.

Raven	 finally	 spoke.	 “Why	 don’t	we	 ask	 Snow	 what	 she	wants	 to	 do?”	 he
asked	quietly.

They	all	looked	surprised,	then	turned	to	her.

“Well,	Princess?”	Chauncey	asked	softly.
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Chapter	Thirty-seven
NOT	HERSELF

	

When	she	told	them	she	wanted	to	go	home,	she	had	no	idea	what	she	really
meant.	She	wanted	 so	badly	a	mother	or	 father	 she	 recognized,	 some	warm
and	loving	place	and	person	she	would	know,	and	it	just	seemed	more	likely
to	find	them	at	the	place	called	Kenigh,	The	disappointed	and	sad	looks	on	the
faces	of	her	old	friends,	whom	she	could	not	remember,	was	almost	too	much
to	bear;	she	pleaded	to	go	at	once.

The	 blond	 duke	 had	 Henry	 send	 word	 by	 post	 to	 Kenigh	 and	 swore	 to
Chauncey	that	she	would	never	be	long	out	of	their	sight.

The	 journey	was	 long	 and	 tiring.	Well,	 at	 least	 with	 no	memory	 I	 shall	 be
experiencing	old	places	again	like	seeing	them	for	the	first	time!	But	the	view
outside	 the	 train	was	drab	and	 rainy;	 she	played	checkers	with	Henry	while
the	duke	prattled	on	about	all	he	could	remember	about	Kenigh	Hall	and	their
somewhat	shared	life	as	privileged	children.

“…	and,	of	course,	Sunday	tea	was	always	different;	I’m	sure	it	was	at	your
house	as	well.	Sometimes	we	would	get	lemon	curd,	sometimes	marmalade—
I	especially	liked	the	marmalade,	even	if	it	wasn’t	freshly	made—and	spread
it	on	scones….”

She	 appreciated	 his	 attempts	 but	 kept	 thinking	 back	 on	 the	 people	 she	 left,
and	especially	the	dark,	sad	eyes	of	the	one	named	Raven.

Well,	I’m	heir	to	quite	a	fortune,	she	thought	upon	her	first	view	of	Kenigh.
She	wondered	 if	 that	was	 an	 appropriate	 thing	 to	 think,	 feeling	 somehow	 it
was	not.	The	duke	and	duchess	greeted	her	first.	Her	father	admitted	to	being
initially	 angry	 at	 her	 running	 away,	 but	 now	 joyfully	 welcomed	 home	 his
long-lost	 daughter.	 Jessica	 nodded	 mutely	 and	 accepted	 his	 embraces,	 not
wanting	 to	 disappoint	 the	 kind-seeming	 man.	 Her	 stepmother	 wept	 and
apologized	over	and	over	again	for	things	Jessica	did	not	remember.	A	fat	old
cook	named	Dolly	had	come	back	just	for	the	occasion,	but	although	her	tarts
were	 good,	 she	 made	 little	 impact	 on	 Jessica’s	 memory,	 except	 for	 vague
impressions	 of	 comfort.	 Jessica	 was	 shown	 her	 old	 things,	 her	 old	 friends.



Jessica	nodded	her	head	and	smiled—sure,	sure,	she	was	sure	it	was	all	right.

The	duke—my	father—employed	the	finest	doctor	 to	feel	her	head	and	look
into	her	mind.	The	doctor	suggested	that	perhaps	the	girl	had	a	fit,	an	overheat
of	 the	 brain.	He	 foresaw	 no	 long-term	 effects,	 and	 suggested	 that	 time	 and
familiarity	alone	would	bring	her	back.

The	blond	man	who	brought	her	home	was	welcomed	as	warmly	as	 Jessica
and	 was	 invited	 to	 stay.	 Everyone	 was	 kind	 to	 him	 and	 Henry.	 Almost
pandering.	I’ll	bet	the	handsome	nobleman	gets	that	kind	of	attention	quite	a
bit	Especially	from	people	with	a	bizarre	runaway	daughter	they	would	like	to
marry	off	as	soon	as	it	is	convenient.

And	while	it	wasn’t	obvious	how	things	at	a	place	like	Kenigh	Hall	could	get
so	bad	that	she	would	run	away	from	it,	she	was	confident	there	had	to	be	a
good	reason.	Jessica	could	not	remember	much,	but	she	was	pretty	sure	she
wasn’t	stupid.

OceanofPDF.com

http://oceanofpdf.com


Chapter	Thirty-eight
THE	LONELY	ONES

	

The	blond	duke	was	as	good	as	his	word,	and	when	Snow	was	delivered	 to
Kenigh	the	old	duke	rewarded	the	Lonely	Ones	handsomely.	They	bought	a
proper	house:	The	Mouser	finally	had	his	leather	chair,	shelves	of	books,	and
evening	sherry.	Chauncey	had	a	master	bedroom	and	a	nice	pipe.	Sparrow	had
a	 kitchen,	 a	 pantry,	 and	 all	 the	 toys	 he	 couldn’t	 have	 before.	 Cat	 had	 a
beautiful	woman’s	suite,	with	a	vanity	like	the	duchess’s—though	she	didn’t
know	it—and	a	pretty	little	chair,	money	for	dresses	if	she	decided	to	dress,
and	tiny	silver	daggers	if	she	didn’t.

Raven	let	the	Mouser	outfit	him	in	new	clothes	but	otherwise	would	not	touch
the	money.

All	 they	did	was	 sit	 around	 their	 fancy	new	 living	 room	 in	 their	 fancy	new
clothes	and	look	at	the	bag	of	gold	they	still	had	left	over,	more	than	they	ever
had	before—and	rightfully	earned—and	kicked	their	legs.

“What’s	for	dinner,	Sparrow?”	the	Mouser	asked,	finally	breaking	the	silence.

“Broiled	salmon	and	pea	soup	for	starters,	then	pheasant	with	artichokes,	and
stewed	pears	with	raspberry	tartlets	for	dessert.”	He	looked	like	he	was	about
to	cry.

“Oh,”	the	Mouser	said.	“Not,	just,	ah,	stew?”

Then	Sparrow	did	cry.

Chauncey	sighed	and	tapped	his	pipe.

Cat	 lay	 on	her	 back	on	 the	 floor,	 tossing	 a	 ball	 of	 yarn	 into	 the	 air.	 “Ssshe
wanted	to	teach	me	how	to	knit.	I	sssaid	no,	it	wasss	sstupid.	When	she	getsss
back	she	can	teach	me,	though.	I’ll	let	her.	I	will.”

Alan	came	stumbling	 in;	he	played	much	longer	hours	at	 the	 tavern	 than	he
used	to	and	practiced	ceaselessly	when	he	came	home.



“Where’s	Raven?”	he	asked.

“Still	on	the	roof,”	Sparrow	said,	sniffling.	“He	hasn’t	come	down	in	two	days
now.”

Alan	turned	to	go	find	him.

“Ah,	Alan,”	Chauncey	cleared	his	throat	uncomfortably	and	indicated	the	bag
of	gold.	“You	still	haven’t	taken	your	share.”

“What,	 this?”	With	 a	 violence	 unnatural	 to	 him,	 Alan	 viciously	 kicked	 the
bag,	scattering	the	coins	all	over	the	floor.	“I	cannae	make	songs	out	of	 this
rubbish!”	he	said	as	he	stormed	upstairs.
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Chapter	Thirty-nine
A	BALL

	

The	evening	felt	strangely	familiar	as	Jessica	peeked	through	her	curtains	at
the	carriages	that	rolled	up	under	the	full	moon.	She	watched	for	a	while	and
then	went	back	to	looking	at	herself	in	the	mirror.	Her	stepmother	had	come
in	earlier	and	exclaimed	over	her	beauty.	She	was	beautiful,	no	doubt	about
that.	Her	 face	was	 fashionably	 pale	with	 excited	 rosy	 cheeks,	 her	 eyes	 and
hair	 black,	 black,	 black.	 Her	 lashes	 were	 long,	 and	 she	 batted	 them	 at	 her
reflection.

It	was	pleasing	to	look	at	her	hips	and	breasts	and	waist	under	the	pink	gown
and	bustle,	which	had	taken	forever	and	four	maids	to	get	on.	She	just	wished
the	gown	was	red.	And	bustle-free.

Her	 legs	 were	 pretty	 too,	 and	 well	 muscled:	 she	 stretched	 one	 forth	 and
admired	it.	No	one	would	ever	see	them	besides	her,	of	course,	except	for	her
future	 husband	 or	 a	 close	maid.	While	 her	memories	 of	 social	 custom	 and
ingrained	habits	were	far	more	intact	than	her	personal	memories,	she	still	had
a	hard	 time	seeing	 the	sense	of	exposing	most	of	her	chest	while	hiding	 the
lower	half	of	her	body.

Her	parents	latest	attempts	to	fix	their	parental	mistakes	included	throwing	a
masked	ball	in	the	Venetian	style.	That	way	Jessica	could	be	reintroduced	to
society,	 reintroduced	 to	 people	 she	 had	 known—the	 masks	 conveniently
explaining	 away	 why	 she	 couldn’t	 recognize	 them.	 Everyone	 would	 know
what	had	happened	to	her	but	would	play	along,	 for	politeness’	sake.	That’s
what	being	a	duchess	meant.

She	appreciated	the	thought	and	looked	forward	to	the	party.	She	had	sat	with
her	 kind-seeming,	 if	 somewhat	 overeager,	 stepmother	 as	 they	 talked	 with
tailors	and	artisans,	shopped	for	masks,	and	chose	the	dress.	Jessica	wound	up
choosing	not	an	animal	or	traditional	bauta,	but	a	simple	white	one,	decorated
with	feathers	and	tiny	silver	six-pointed	stars,	held	up	by	a	slender	wand	and
decorated	with	ribbons	that	flowed	down	like	a	drift	of	snow.

It	 would	 take	 more	 than	 a	 party	 to	 set	 her	 at	 ease,	 though.	Whenever	 her



stepmother	wasn’t	looking,	Jessica	would	watch	her,	looking	for	some	sign	of
the	murderess	she	might	have	been.	The	duke	of	Edgington	and	Henry	found
excuses	to	stay	close	by,	but	she	wanted	to	know	the	truth	for	herself.

She	slept	on	a	bed	she	did	not	remember,	on	pillows	with	the	impressions	of
their	 owner	 bleached,	washed,	 and	 pressed	 out.	When	 not	 formally	 dressed
she	 wore	 resting	 gowns,	 pretty	 things,	 airy	 and	 with	 trailing	 ribbons.	 She
preferred	looking	at	them	than	wearing	them,	but	somehow	sensed	that	being
caught	asleep	naked	would	have	been	frowned	upon	in	this	world	she	didn’t
remember	well.

She	found	an	urge	to	sit	next	to	or	under	the	bed,	with	crumbs	in	her	hand,	as
if	 to	 feed	 pigeons	 or	mice,	 but	 none	 came.	 It’s	 been	 years	 since	 I	was	 last
here;	 if	 I	 trained	 them	 they	probably	all	 forgot.	She	 found	she	could,	 if	 she
desired,	move	so	quickly	and	stealthily	in	darkened	halls	that	no	one,	not	even
the	butler,	saw	her.	Maybe	I	used	to	meet	an	illicit	lover.	Jessica	would	ponder
her	 skills	 while	 stealing	 cheese	 out	 of	 the	 pantry,	 where	 she	 was	 most
comfortable—but	not	when	people	were	there.	She	took	the	little	gifts	people
gave	 her,	 jewelry	 and	 combs	 and	 things,	 and	 hid	 them	 under	 her	 bed	 for
reasons	she	couldn’t	understand	or	explain.

“I’m	a	blank	slate,”	she	told	herself	cheerfully	in	the	mirror.	“I	can	be	anyone
I	want.”

But	even	this	wasn’t	true.

It	was	expected	that	the	duke	would	propose	to	her	that	night,	like	something
right	out	of	a	fairy	tale.	And	if	that	did	not	happen,	well,	she	was	going	to	be
reintroduced	to	a	number	of	suitable	suitors.	She	was	nineteen,	for	heaven’s
sake.	She	would	be	married	in	a	year	or	two.

As	if	on	cue,	her	stepmother	knocked	rapidly	and	came	in.	Jessica	hated	that.
There	was	a	lock	on	her	door,	but	reversed	so	that	she	could	be	locked	in.	It
was	the	first	thing	she	had	noticed	about	the	room.

“Come	 dear,	 why	 don’t	 you	 take	 off	 that	 locket	 and	 wear	 a	 real	 necklace
tonight,”	 the	 duchess	 suggested.	 She	 had	 an	 array	 of	 trinkety	 things	 in	 her
hand,	each	probably	worth	a	fortune.

Jessica	 shook	 her	 head	 and	 touched	 the	 locket	 she	 always	 wore.	 It	 was
slightly	 beaten	 and	 scratched	 and	 held	 the	 miniature	 of	 a	 mother	 she



remembered	no	more	than	the	woman	before	her.	But	still	she	refused	to	take
it	off.

Frustrated,	the	duchess	put	on	one	of	her	fake	smiles.	“Well,	its	up	to	you,	but
it	just	looks	a	little	…	common.	I’ll	leave	these	here	in	case	you	change	your
mind.”

She	 left	 the	baubles	on	 the	bureau.	 Jessica	might	 take	one,	 for	 later,	 just	 in
case—in	case	of	what,	she	didn’t	know.

She	descended	 the	staircase	 in	a	grand	entrance,	 the	way	she	was	expected.
Her	 father	 took	 her	 by	 the	 fingertips	 and	 led	 her	 down	 to	 the	 floor,
introducing	her	as	he	went.	He	held	a	mask	but	didn’t	wear	it;	his	moustache
was	waxed	until	it	shone.

Jessica	had	no	idea	of	what	kind	of	girl	she	was	before	her	memory	failed,	but
she	 thought	 that	she	might	be	wiser	now.	Perhaps	her	desperation	 to	 fill	 the
void	in	her	mind	allowed	Jessica	to	pick	up	quiet	words	and	tense	emotions
that	might	 otherwise	 be	missed	 by	 those	 around	 her.	A	 blank	 slate	 allowed
Jessica	to	meet	people	she	had	known	all	her	life	as	if	for	the	first	time.

With	suspicion.

This	man,	for	instance.	The	man	who	was	her	father	was	passably	handsome,
emotionless,	 boring,	 and,	 well,	 stiff	 as	 a	 prig.	 His	 wife,	 the	 duchess,	 was
artificial	and	obviously	scared	of	Jessica;	probably	because	she	was	the	only
heir	and	was	taking	away	everyone’s	attention.	The	duchess	was	obviously	a
very	vain	person.	 It	might	be	worth	 it	 to	get	married	 just	 to	get	 away	 from
those	two,	she	thought	wryly.

The	 hall	 and	 ballroom	 were	 lit	 with	 hundreds	 of	 candles	 in	 little	 silver
candleholders,	 the	 mirrors	 shining	 with	 their	 reflected	 light.	 Guests	 filled
every	 nook	 and	 hall	 of	 the	 house.	 Ladies	 swished	 broad,	 elegant	 skirts
trimmed	 with	 layers	 of	 silk	 and	 lace	 that	 cascaded	 in	 tiers,	 trains	 just
skimming	 the	 floor.	 Long	 gloves	 covered	 bare	 arms;	 dark	 silk	 ribbons
encircled	bare	necks	and	trailed	down	their	blocks	like	streams	of	blood.

The	 young	 men	 were	 slim	 and	 elegant	 and	 serious;	 the	 old	 men	 were
handsome	 and	 jolly.	All	wore	 similar	 black	 suits	with	white	 shirts,	 as	 if	 to
better	show	off	their	peacock	women,	and	all	offered	to	kiss	Jessicas	hand.



The	servants	were	beside	themselves,	also	elegantly	dressed	and	passing	trays
of	goodies	and	drinks.	She	had	overheard	that	this	was	the	first	party	since	her
own	 fourteenth	 birthday—another	mysterious	 occasion	 from	 her	 past	 about
which	she	had	yet	to	learn	the	whole	truth.	Waves	of	perfume	hit	her,	musky
and	 floral,	 light	 and	 overwhelming,	 and	 the	 sounds	 of	 laughter	 and	 music
filled	her	head.	It	was	all	very,	very	beautiful—and	she	had	the	urge	to	grab	a
tray	of	food,	a	glass	of	champagne,	and	hide	under	the	stairwell.

She	had	a	 little	card	 to	write	down	people’s	names	 for	different	dances;	 the
blond	duke	had	 the	first	one.	He	bowed	elegantly	 to	her	and	offered	her	his
hand;	she	took	it.

Everyone	watched	 as	 he	 led	 her	 slowly	 across	 the	 floor.	 Somehow	her	 feet
knew	how	to	dance,	and	he	covered	for	her	when	she	didn’t.	His	hair	shone
gold	 in	 the	 candlelight,	 his	 blue	 eyes	were—Well,	 all	 right,	 he’s	 handsome.
And	obviously	a	decent	 sort	 for	helping	me	out	and	bringing	me	home.	But
who	is	he?

And,	while	were	 at	 it,	 who	were	 those	 other	 people	who	 he	 took	me	 from?
What	happened	to	them?

The	 blond	 duke	 leaned	 in	 and	 brushed	 his	 lips	 to	 her	 ear.	 “How	 has	 the
duchess	been	treating	you?”	he	whispered.

“I	don	t	trust	her,”	she	whispered	back.

Everyone	 admired	 the	 apparently	 flirting	 couple—or	gossiped	 about	 Jessica
behind	 their	 gold	 and	 crimson	 papier-mâché	 masks,	 looking	 away	 quickly
when	 she	 glanced	 in	 their	 direction.	 She	 found	 herself	 scanning	 the	 crowd,
thinking	 she	 might	 recognize	 someone.	 Ridiculous,	 she	 knew.	 One	 mask
caught	her	eye;	a	black	grotesque	in	the	form	of	a	raven.	For	some	reason	it
gave	her	a	warm	feeling.

She	kept	her	eye	on	the	person	wearing	it	through	three	dances,	trying	to	work
her	way	over	 to	him.	She	thought	she	lost	him	at	 the	fourth,	a	waltz,	but	he
tapped	her	on	the	shoulder	from	behind	her.

“May	I	have	this	dance?”	he	asked,	ignoring	her	dance	card.

“Of	course.”	She	picked	up	her	 skirt	 and	 took	his	hand,	unable	 to	keep	her
eyes	off	his	ebon	mask.



“This	dance	is	mine,”	another	young	man	interrupted,	face	flush.

“Oh,	Sir,”	 a	beautiful	 young	woman	 in	 a	 cat	mask	 approached	 the	 intruder,
tapping	him	lightly	on	the	shoulder,	“My	throat	is	parched.	Would	you	kindly
get	me	another	glass?”	She	lowered	her	lids	and	looked	up	through	her	lashes
at	him.

“Of	course,”	the	man	said,	instantly	smitten.	He	bowed	and	excused	himself,
leaving	Jessica	and	the	raven-man	alone.

She	dropped	her	fan	and	picked	up	her	train	as	he	took	her	in	his	arms.

“I’m	sorry—I	am	sure	you	have	heard	about	my	…	accident,”	she	apologized,
for	 the	 seventeenth	 time	 that	 evening.	 “I	 do	 not	 recall	 you—you	 were
announced—the	Earl	of	Sussex,	I	believe?”

“You	 do	 not	 remember	 me	 at	 all?”	 the	 man	 in	 the	 raven	mask	 whispered.
“Snow?”

Why	does	that	name	sound	familiar?	She	lifted	up	his	mask,	and	there	were
the	 familiar	 brown	 eyes	 and	 glossy	 black	 hair.	 The	man	 from	 the	 group	 of
thieves	in	London.

“I	 returned	 to	 the	 Clockwork	 Man—I	 have	 a	 cure	 for	 your	 memory,”	 he
whispered.

He	spoke	so	intently.	No	one	at	Kenigh	looked	at	her	like	that.

“A	 spell?	What	 are	 you	 talking	 about?	 It	 was	 a	 fit,	 an	 overheating	 of	 the
brain….”	But	something	wasn’t	right.	The	room	spun.	“The	other	room,	 the
parlor,”	she	whispered,	“Get	me	out	of	here.	Let	us	pretend	we	are	trysting,”

They	danced	off	the	floor	and	she	laughed,	loud	and	ringingly.	He	led	her	into
the	small	study.

“I	have	the	components	here,”	Raven	reached	into	his	pocket.	Jessica	studied
his	 face	 intently	 less	 concerned	 for	 her	memory	 at	 the	moment.	 There	was
something	about	him	that	felt	more	like	home	than	home.	“The	duchess	put	a
spell	on	you,	we	think,	so	if	you	ever	woke	up	you	wouldn’t	remember	who
she	was	or	what	she	did	to	you.	The	Clockwork	Man	said	it	probably	wasn’t
that	strong	a	charm,	like	on	Alan’s—you	don’t	remember	that,	of	course.	You
were	aleep.”	He	pulled	out	a	nail	with	what	looked	like	sheep’s	wool	wrapped



around	the	top,	and	an	old	black	feather.	“I’m	afraid	I	have	to	cut	your	palm
with	this….”

She	reached	up	and	kissed	him.

Raven	was	surprised,	but	she	put	her	hand	around	the	back	of	his	neck	to	keep
him	from	pulling	away.	Her	fingers	entwined	in	his	hair	and	feathers,	and	she
remembered	the	ravens	she	used	to	watch	from	her	window….

Remembered?

“Raven,”	the	name	came	back	to	her,	with	all	of	its	original	meanings.

Her	memories	rushed	in,	hurting	her	head.

“Raven,”	 she	 whispered	 again.	 Her	 stomach	 turned;	 her	 head	 felt	 crazy.
“What	 …	 happened?	 I	 was	 with	 the	 duchess.	 In	 her	 apartment.	 She	 did
something	to	me….”

“Snow?	You	remember	everything?	The	duchess	put	a—”	Raven	said,	a	little
conftised	and	very	flushed.	He	touched	his	lips	and	looked	at	the	strange	iron
nail	in	his	hand.	“I	guess	I	didn’t	need	this….	How	…?”

She	smiled.	“They	say	true	love	can	always	break	a	spell.”

Raven	opened	his	mouth.	Nothing	 came	out.	He	 closed	 it	 again.	 Finally	 he
changed	the	subject.	“Do	you	remember	visiting	the	duchess?	In	her	house?
She	attached	things	to	you….	It	was	more	than	two	years	ago….”

Jessica—Snow—thought,	 and	 it	 was	 hard,	 like	 digging	 a	 hole.	 If	 she
concentrated	 the	hole	widened	a	 little.	Layers	of	memory:	her	 time	with	 the
Lonely	Ones,	two	years	of	dreaming,	her	life	before	at	Kenigh	Hall	…

“I	slept	for	almost	three	years,”	she	realized,	sinking	into	a	chair.	“I	lost	three
years	of	my	life….”	She	shivered	at	the	memory	of	sleep:	always	dreaming,
almost	waking	up,	but	never	quite.

“You	did	sleep,	but	I	don’t	think	you	lost	three	years	…	you	haven’t	changed
at	all.”

She	looked	up	at	him	and	realized	he	was	right.	Raven,	once	her	height,	was
now	 several	 inches	 taller	 than	 she.	 His	 chest	 had	 broadened	 and	 he	 stood



straighten	There	were	little	creases	around	his	eyes,	not	quite	wrinkles,	and	a
light	in	his	eye	that	wasn’t	there	before.	He	had	a	scattering	of	freckles,	and
some	of	his	hair	were	actually	feathers.

He	was	almost	three	years	older	than	her	now.

Jessica—Snow—opened	her	purse	and	took	out	a	pocket	mirror.	She	looked	at
herself	and	realized	she	did	look	the	same,	and	that	should	have	been	strange.
Why	had	no	one	on	 the	estate	noticed	 it?	“I	have	 changed,”	 she	whispered.
“Just	not	on	the	outside.”

She	still	possessed	the	wisdom	her	erased	memory	had	brought	her;	she	still
saw	everyone	at	the	estate	as	if	for	the	first	time,	but	now	it	was	overlaid	with
layers	 of	 memory.	 The	 duke	 and	 duchess	 as	 people,	 not	 parents.	 Flawed
people.

And,	 now	 that	 she	matched	 up	what	 she	 knew	 about	 the	 duchess	 with	 her
revelation,	insane	people,	she	realized.

Raven	knelt	so	that	their	faces	were	level.	“You’re	all	right	now,	you’re	safe
with	me.	And	the	rest	of	us	are	here,	too.”

“Cat.	 Chauncey.	 The	 Mouser.	 Sparrow”	 She	 repeated	 them	 like	 a	 mantra,
afraid	of	slipping	away	again.	Raven	helped	her	rise	and	led	her	to	the	door	of
the	 parlor	 so	 she	 could	 look	 out	 over	 the	 dancing	 crowds.	 At	 first,	 it	 just
looked	like	a	sea	of	silk,	fans	and	ruffles.	Then	she	looked	again,	as	a	Lonely
One.

In	 one	 corner	 a	 beautiful	 young	woman	posed,	with	 black	hair	 high	on	her
head	and	a	wicked,	wicked	grin,	a	cat	mask	held	flirtatiously	to	her	side.	She
was	 laughing	 loudly	 at	 something	 someone	 said….	 She	 saw	 Snow	 and
grinned	at	her.	Candlelight	 caught	 her	 eyes	 just	 enough	 to	 show	 the	 slits;	 a
flash	of	white	revealed	her	fangs.	The	Mouser	didn’t	bother	with	a	mask;	he
was	 talking	 politics	with	 some	men	 in	 the	 corner,	 but	 he	 too	 smiled	 at	 her.
Sparrow	was	strolling	casually	up	and	down	one	of	the	hors	d’oeuvres	tables,
looking	too	intently	at	the	treats	to	see	her.	Alan	actually	waved;	the	harlequin
mask	he	wore	didn’t	cover	his	smile,	which	she	remembered	like	the	back	of
her	hand.

The	 blond	 duke	 was	 there	 as	 well,	 chattering	 inanely	 at	 someone;	 Henry
looked	bored	beside	him.



“Those	two	have	been	very	kind	to	me,”	Snow	said.	She	saw	Raven	tense	out
of	the	corner	of	her	eye.	“Oh,	settle	down.	I	can	see	you	have	a	lot	to	tell	me
once	 we	 get	 away	 from	 all	 this.	 What	 happened	 to	 the	 feathers	 on	 your
hands?”

Her	fingers	entwined	in	his	hair	and	feathers,	and	she	remembered	the	ravens
she	used	to	watch	from	her	window….

“Wait	a	moment,”	she	said	uncertainly.	“It	cannot	be	…”

A	connection	…

A	movement.

She	and	Raven	both	turned	at	the	same	time,	both	realizing	the	presence	of	an
intruder.	 She	 threw	 her	 mirror	 without	 thinking,	 at	 where	 she	 thought	 the
persons	head	should	be.	It	connected.

“You	didn’t	learn	that	from	your	tutor,”	the	duchess	said	wryly,	coming	out	of
the	shadows	and	touching	the	blood	on	her	forehead.	“And	who	is	this?	One
of	your	little	thieving	friends—”

The	duchess	stopped	short.	She	and	Raven	were	caught	in	each	other’s	stares.

With	exactly	the	same	eyes.

“You	couldn’t	have	a	child,”	Snow—Jessica—said	slowly,	fitting	clues	from
her	childhood	into	place.	“You	tried	all	kinds	of	things.	All	of	Alan’s	strange
tasks	…”

“You?”	Raven	cried«	“You	made	us?	Abandoned	us?	You,	murderer?”

“My	…	son	…”

“No	son	of	yours!”

Snow	was	putting	it	together	now.	The	kitten	that	disappeared.	Cat?	But	that
cat	was	white	…	maybe	it	failed	the	first	time.	The	mice	whose	babies	went
missing.	 Alan,	 stealing	 fledglings	 from	 the	 raven’s	 nest.	 The	 black	 blood
leaking	under	the	duchess’s	door.	The	fact	that	she	and	the	Lonely	Ones	came
from	nearly	the	same	place.



“Alan	…”	She	knew	she	 should	do	 something	about	 the	murderous	 look	 in
Raven’s	eyes,	but	one	remaining	thing	bothered	her.	She	remembered	the	day
Alan	 helped	 her	 escape,	 his	 sweat	 and	 fainting.	 “You	 had	 him	 under	 a
spell….”

“Not	a	spell,”	the	duchess	said,	never	taking	her	eyes	off	Raven.	“Not	exactly.
Mesmerism.	 His	 golden	 necklace	 resonates	 at	 the	 same	 wavelength	 as	 his
brain.	How	many	of	you	survived?”	she	asked	Raven.

“You	have	 five	children,	 you	witch,”	Raven	 spat,	 “who	must	 hide	 from	 the
sun	and	other	people—five	outcasts.”

“Why	are	they	so	old?”	Snow	asked,	“If	you	…	made	them	as	babies	just	a
few	years	ago?”

“They	 weren’t	 babies,	 exactly,	 when	 I	…	 operated	 on	 them,”	 the	 duchess
answered	slowly.	“Animals	age	much	faster	than	humans.	That	is	also	one	of
the	reasons	it	had	such	a	…	high	mortality	rate.”

“’High	mortality	rate?	And	is	that	all	Snow	was,	too?”

“Attempting	 to	use	her	heart	was	 ill-thought	and	probably	a	 little	mad,”	 the
duchess	admitted.	“But	it	might	have	worked.”

And	that	was	what	made	Raven	leap	for	her	throat;	the	simple	coldness	with
which	she	spoke.

“Raven,	no!”	Snow	leaped	between	them,	pushing	the	duchess	out	of	the	way.
“No	 good	 can	 come	 of	 this!”	 She	 saw	 her	 father	 sending	 for	 the	 police,
imagined	her	Raven	stained	with	murder.	Her	hand	brushed	the	duchess’s	arm
as	she	pushed	the	older	woman	out	of	the	way.

A	bad	spell	turns	back	on	the	caster	times	three.

She	remembered	Alan’s	words	as	sparks	blew	purple	around	the	two	women.
The	spell	on	my	memory—she	cast	it	before	I	slept.	What	will	it	do	to	her?

“What	…	where	 am	 I?”	 The	 duchess	 started	 to	 collapse;	 Snow	 caught	 her
before	she	fell	and	lowered	her	gently	to	the	couch.

The	 duchess	 put	 a	 hand	 to	 her	 head.	 There	was	 something	 slack	 about	 her
features,	 Snow	 realized.	 A	 dullness	 to	 her	 eyes	 that	 wasn’t	 there	 before.



“Maman	…?	Where	is	my	maman?”

She	sounded	…	old.	Confused.	Her	hair	was	still	bright,	and	nothing	physical
had	 changed	 that	 Snow	 could	 see,	 but	 there	was	 something	missing	 in	 her
face.

The	duke	appeared	in	the	doorway	with	two	men.	“What	the	devil	is	going	on
here?”

Snow	clasped	 the	duchess’s	hand.	“My	stepmother	 started	 to	 say	something
and	pitched	forward.	Her	cheeks	are	burning	up!	Get	 the	doctor!”	Where	do
such	lies	come	from	so	easily?	She	thought	about	the	Lonely	Ones,	and	then
remembered	her	childhood,	full	of	lies.
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Chapter	Forty
ENDINGS

	

The	doctor	was	called.	The	party	ended.

Alan’s	 grandmother	 had	 been	 right—whatever	 mind-befuddling	 spell	 the
duchess	had	cast	on	Snow	had	 trebled	back	on	 the	older	woman.	She	could
remember	nothing	except	long	stories	from	when	she	was	a	child.	She	had	no
short-term	 memory.	 The	 duchess	 had,	 in	 fact,	 turned	 into	 the	 somewhat
lovable,	scatterbrained	grandmother	type	Snow	had	always	wanted	in	her	life.

At	 first	 Snow	 doubted	 it	 was	 anything	 but	 an	 act.	 To	 test	 her	 theory	 she
threatened	to	burn	one	of	the	duchess’s	precious	arcane	books	in	front	of	her.
Anne	had	shrugged	helplessly	and	said	she	didn’t	care,	but	that	it	might	cause
a	 bit	 of	 a	 mess.	 Shocked	 but	 convinced,	 Snow	was	 forced	 to	 swallow	 her
feelings	of	rage;	the	old	woman	before	her	had	little	or	no	connection	to	the
duchess	of	a	few	days	ago.

The	old	duke	had	 a	manly	breakdown	over	 all	 of	 the	 recent	mishaps	 in	 his
family.	 He	 shed	 manly	 tears	 and	 was	 pitied	 and	 admired	 by	 all.	When	 he
emerged	 from	his	 rooms	a	 few	days	 later	 he	was	 a	 sadder	but	 calmer	man,
who	treated	his	wife	carefully,	but	with	a	kindness	and	loving	Snow	could	not
remember	witnessing	before.

Snow	pretended	to	regain	her	own	memories	over	the	next	few	weeks	even	as
it	was	obvious	Anne	had	lost	hers.	Some	cheerfully	said	that	it	must	be	some
sort	of	 sickness	 in	 the	household,	and	 if	 the	girl	had	 recovered	her	mind	so
would	 the	old	woman.	Expensive	doctors	privately	 told	 the	family	 that	 they
did	not	 think	 this	was	 the	case;	 it	was	more	 like	 the	old	duchess	had	had	a
stroke.

Snow	revisited	with	all	of	her	old	friends	and	people	on	the	estate	she	had	not
remembered	before:	Dolly,	Gwen,	Craddoc,	and	many	others	who	were	glad
to	see	her	again	…	but	who	were	changed	from	who	they	had	been.	She	made
the	decision	not	to	tell	anyone	about	the	duchess’s	attempt	on	her	life;	the	old
duchess	 was	 dead,	 and	 there	 was	 little	 point	 in	 troubling	 the	 new,
feebleminded	one	about	it.



Amid	 these	 pleasanter	 conversations,	 she	 forced	 herself	 to	 have	 a	 private
conversation	with	the	blond	duke	of	Edgington,	politely	but	firmly	explaining
that	as	a	result	of	recent	events	she	was	in	no	position	to	marry.

“And,”	 she	 added	 honestly,	 feeling	 the	 young	 man	 deserved	 the	 truth,
“frankly—I	have	been	asleep	for	the	past	two	years.	I	have	not—lived	enough
to	make	any	sort	of	decision	about	the	rest	of	my	life.”

“I	…	understand	completely,”	he	said,	and	gave	a	small	smile.	Snow	looked
at	 him,	 surprised.	 “My	whole	 life	 I’ve	 searched	 for	…	 another	world,	with
adventures,	and	magic,	and	now	that	I’ve	had	a	taste—I	want	to	see	more.	 I
think	highly	of	you,	Jessica,	but	I	must	admit	I	am	relieved.	Proposing	to	you
just	seemed	…	what	was	expected.”

She	smiled,	“I	cannot	speak	for	you,	but	 I	 for	one	am	tired	of	doing	what’s
expected.”

“Excellent,	I	am	glad	we	agree.	Also,	I	think	Raven	would	have	killed	me	on
the	spot	if	I	had	gone	through	with	it,”	he	added	nervously.

They	parted	friends.	Everyone	in	the	estate	and	town	was	disappointed	with
her,	resentful	that	she	had	spoiled	their	fairy	tale.

Her	 own	 secret	 fairy	 tale	 of	 the	Lonely	Ones	 joining	 her	 on	 the	 estate	 and
living	with	her	was	also	 revealed	 to	be	 the	 flimsy	stuff	of	dreams	 it	 always
was.	They	didn’t	want	 to	be	servants,	and	 there	was	no	place	at	Kenigh	 for
them,	anyway—in	a	small	town,	someone	would	eventually	discover	the	truth
about	them.	And	Alan,	who	was	the	closest	thing	she	had	to	a	brother,	well,
he	couldn’t	stay	forever	either.	He	had	a	talent	and	a	life	ahead	of	him.

She	took	over	some	of	the	duchess’s	estate	duties,	which	made	her	feel	useful
but	left	her	bored.

Snow	cried	for	hours,	then	found	she	couldn’t	cry	anymore.

Snow	was	 left	wandering	 the	 rooms	of	 the	 estate	 and	 the	 lawns,	 feeling	 let
down.	 Her	 father	 had	 accepted	 her	 back	 and	 as	 his	 daughter	 now,	 but	 she
didn’t	 care	 anymore.	 The	 duchess	 had	 been	 defeated,	 but	 in	 a	 very	 sad,
unsatisfying	way.	Sometimes	Snow	read	 the	duchess’s	old	magic	books	and
scientific	journals	and	angrily	wished	that	Anne	could	have	been	cured	of	her
evil	tendencies	without	losing	her	mind.	Snow	had	questions	about	electricity,



rituals,	and	chemicals,	and	now	no	one	could	answer	them	for	her.	She	could
have	been	a	great	woman	if	she	had	not	been	so	vain.	She	imagined	the	good
things	the	old	duchess	could	have	done	with	her	equipment,	knowledge,	and
intelligence.

“It’s	 like	 it’s	 all	 over,	 with	 a	 whimper.	 There’s	 no	 perfect,	 happy	 ending.
Nothing	fits	into	a	grownup	life,”	she	told	Anne	as	she	held	a	skein	of	yarn	for
the	old	woman.	Snow	found	it	very	easy	to	talk	to	her	stepmother	now;	it	was
like	 speaking	 to	 a	 wall	 that	 answered	 back	 occasionally	 with	 something
meaningless	but	charming.

“I’m	surprised	you’re	still	here,”	the	old	duchess	said,	slightly	chastising.	She
thrust	 a	 needle	 for	 emphasis.	 “Turning	 down	 a	 handsome	 young	 duke!	My
word!	My	father	never	would	have	stood	for	it,	I	can	tell	you	that	much.	What
with	all	the	scandals	this	family	has	had,	you	should	have	done	it	already,	let
things	quiet	down	a	bit.	The	whole	bit	with	 the	ball.	What	nonsense.	That’s
what	we	did	in	my	day,”	she	said,	clucking	her	tongue.

“Done	what	already?”	Snow	asked,	expecting	something	dull.

“Taken	 the	Grand	Tour,	 you	 silly	 goose.	Of	 Europe.	All	 the	 best	 lords	 and
ladies	who	were	victims	of	scandals	did	in	my	day.”
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EPILOGUE

	

“Hurry,	the	second	whistle	has	blown!”

Snow	 surveyed	 her	 entourage—entourages	were	 allowed,	 even	 encouraged,
she	 discovered,	 when	 people	 of	 the	 highest	 class	 were	 touring	 Europe	 to
escape	scandal.	The	 ship	 they	were	about	 to	board	was	 large	and	 fine;	 they
each	had	a	first-rate	first-class	cabin	and	their	own	chairs	on	the	deck	for	sun,
if	 they	chose.	They	probably	wouldn’t,	however.	Currently	it	was	night,	and
until	such	 time	as	 they	found	a	place	where	 they	would	all	be	accepted,	 the
Lonely	Ones—and	Alan	and	Snow—would	travel	only	by	dark.

Porters	 scuttled	 up	 and	 down	 the	 gangplank,	 getting	 the	 last	 trunks	 and
packages	 on.	 Sparrow,	 Chauncey,	 and	 the	Mouser	 were	 already	 aboard,	 on
deck	 high	 above	 her.	 Snow	 waved	 at	 them.	 The	 Mouser	 raised	 his	 glass;
Chauncey	 tapped	 his	 cigar	 overboard	 in	 greeting.	 Sparrow	 jumped	 up	 and
down.	He’s	going	to	get	sick,	she	knew	as	surely	as	the	sun	would	rise,	Alan
and	Cat	were	just	about	to	board.	Cat	was	dressed	in	a	very	modern	dress	with
a	low-cut	bodice	and	sported	an	absolutely	fantastic	hat,	Alan	was	trying	very
hard	to	pretend	he	was	ignoring	her—but	grinned	all	the	time	she	batted	her
eyelashes	at	him.

It	was	going	to	be	an	adventure	no	matter	what	they	all	ended	up	doing—just
taking	 this	 lot	 to	 a	 museum	 will	 be	 an	 adventure,	 she	 thought	 to	 herself,
visions	of	marble	columns,	kings,	and	foreign	canals	on	her	mind.

“Ready,	My	Lady?”

Raven	held	out	his	hand.	He	was	dressed	properly,	with	a	black	morning	coat
and	trousers,	with	boots	that	shone,	but	with	hair	still	wild.	He	wore	gloves;
the	nubs	of	new	feathers	had	just	begun	to	grow	back	along	his	arms.

She	smiled	and	took	his	hand.

“Ready.”
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“Once	upon	a	time	…”	is	timely	once	again	as	fresh,	quirky	heroines	breathe
life	into	classic	and	much-loved	characters.

Reknowned	 heroines	 master	 newfound	 destinies,	 uncovering	 a	 unique	 and
original	“happily	ever	after….”

Historical	romance	and	magic	unite	in	modern	retellings	of	well-loved	tales.
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She	came	from	the	sea….

Once	upon	a	 time	 in	 the	Kingdom	of	Aster	a	 strange	 thing	happened.	They
say	the	prince	married	a	girl	who	was	not	what	she	appeared	and	that	another
girl	 who	 saved	 the	 kingdom	 vanished	 without	 a	 trace.	 Some	 said	 it	 was
witchcraft.	Some	said	 it	was	only	a	 legend.	For	 those	who	knew	the	 truth	 it
was	magic….
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