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         The brass handles and cherry-coloured wood of two coffins had been the only splashes of colour in the graveyard. As they sank into the earth, Mallory Vayle’s world turned grey. Raindrops drummed on the umbrella above her head, the sound almost drowning out the young priest’s voice.

         “Ashes to … erm … ashes, is it?” he squeaked. “Yes, ashes. Dust to … ahh … what was it now? Mustard? No, dust. Dust. Of course. Sorry.”

         “Rubbish,” snorted a woman’s voice beside Mallory. “He’s useless.”

         Mallory guessed it was the priest’s first funeral. He kept forgetting the words. She didn’t much care. To her, they 2had less meaning than the wind blowing a dark lock of hair that had escaped her tight bun. She tucked it behind an ear. Ignoring the stuttering priest, she said a last – silent – goodbye to the bodies of her mother and father. It could have been worse, she told herself. Watching her parents being buried wasn’t exactly putting the ‘fun’ in ‘funeral’, but it could have been worse.

         “Are you all right, Mallory?” said the woman’s voice at her side.

         Mallory gave a small nod without looking round.

         “Soon be over,” said a deeper voice on her other side.

         “I’m fine,” she hissed between clenched teeth.

         “That’s my brave girl.”

         Yes, Mallory told herself. It could have been much, much worse. At least she had her parents to help her through this difficult time. Even if the ghosts of Sally and Lionel Vayle did insist on chattering through their own funeral as if they were at an afternoon tea party.

         “Nice to see so many people turned up,” said the wispy, see-through spectre of her father. He grinned around at the sea of black coats and umbrellas. “I mean, that’s a worry, isn’t it? What if no one comes to your funeral?”

         “In this weather too,” nodded Mallory’s almost 3transparent mother. “Poor things look drenched. That’s one good thing about being dead, isn’t it? The rain just goes straight through.”
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         4“I wish I’d died wearing slippers, though.” Lionel Vayle looked down at the ghostly shoes he’d been wearing when the carriage he and his wife had been travelling in had taken an unexpected detour off Gibbett Bridge and into the river below. “These still pinch,” he continued. “Which is odd, if you think about it. I mean, what exactly are they pinching if my toes are in that box down there? And why do I even have them on? Why are we dressed at all? Did our clothes die too?”

         “I think we can all be very happy you still have clothes on, Lionel,” his wife replied. “Oh, look, there’s Sheila and Teddy Willetts at the back over there. We haven’t seen them in ages.”

         “I mean to say, do I have to wear this suit for the rest of my … umm … I suppose I can’t say ‘life’, can I?” mumbled her husband, digging a ghostly finger into his collar and tugging to loosen it.

         His wife was too busy hopping up and down to answer. “Yoo hoo. Yoo hoo. Sheila,” she shouted, waving.

         “She can’t see you,” Mallory whispered. “No one can see you except me.”

         “Oh, yes,” sighed Sally Vayle, dropping her hand. “Being dead is going to take some getting used to, I suppose.”

         5Mallory sighed too, lifting her eyes from the twin, coffin-shaped holes. The graveyard was packed with crooked gravestones, covered with ivy and scattered between trees that were grimly hanging on to their last leaves. The tombs had been hemmed in by a wall of stone. Over it, the windows of steep-roofed houses stared into the graveyard.

         The priest stuttered on, robes lashing in the wind.

         “He really is terrible,” said her mother.

         “The whole experience is disappointing,” Lionel Vayle agreed. “What you want at a funeral is drama. Wailing and gnashing of teeth. People sobbing into hankies and tearing at their clothes. Weeping mourners throwing themselves on to the coffins. I’d give the whole thing three out of ten.”

         “Da, are you giving your own funeral a review?” Mallory whispered.

         Her father’s train of thought wasn’t going to be derailed. “What you want,” he continued, “is people crumpling to their knees under the weight of their grief and mysterious strangers turning up … like that one. Oh. Who’s she?”6
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         Mallory’s gaze followed her father’s ghostly pointing finger to see a stranger walking through rows of gravestones. She stopped a little way apart from the crowd. A few people turned to look. The woman was odd: tall, and strangely dressed beneath a bent umbrella. She wore a black turban with a stuffed crow attached to the front. Most of her face was hidden behind a large pair of spectacles like none Mallory had ever seen before. The glass lenses were black. The rest of the stranger was also hidden beneath a black fur coat. “I’ve no idea,” Mallory said, answering her father’s 7question from the corner of her mouth.

         “Ooh, this is more like it,” he chirped. “A mysterious stranger turning up just when you need one, eh? Dark, forgotten secrets coming back to haunt us even as our bodies are lowered into the earth. Classic funeral.”

         The ghost of Sally Vayle peered at the woman. Her jaw fell open. “No,” she gasped. “No … it can’t be…”

         Mallory’s father interrupted. “They’ve started shovelling earth over us, Sally. Should we pay our last respects to ourselves?”

         “Seems a bit pointless, Da,” Mallory whispered. Even so, she fell silent, bowing her head while mud splattered on to the lids of her parents’ coffins and her world turned cold and grim. Her ghostly parents could no longer do important parenting things, like earning money and putting food on the table. The Browns down the street had taken care of her after the accident, but they had six children of their own and no space for another. She was headed into the city orphanage and the loveless care of its grim matron.

         Tears welled in her eyes.

         Stop it, she scolded herself. Her parents were dead. Nothing she could do would change that. But at least she 8still had her parents. She would always have her parents now. They would never change, never grow old.

         And never, ever again would she feel their arms around her.

         As the priest stammered through his last words, umbrellas started drifting away from the crowd. Funeral over, Mallory looked up to see people walking towards her. First to grip her hand was a plump man with greasy hair beneath a bowler hat.

         “I’m so sorry for your loss … erm … Molly, isn’t it?” he said. “If there’s anything we at the bank can do…”

         “Eh?” said Mallory, snapping out of her thoughts.

         “Mr Whuppley, my old boss,” her dad whispered in her ear. “Tell him he’s an ugly, short-tempered git, would you, Mall? The best thing – the very best thing – about being dead is not having to see his greasy face every day. Tell him everyone at the bank knows about his bum problem too. We’ve all seen him scratching.”

         “Bum problem?” said Mallory without thinking. “Scratching?”

         Mr Whuppley’s face turned white. “Wha … what? Who’s got a bum problem? I don’t have a bum problem,” he gurgled.

         9“Sorry. I meant to say, that’s kind of you, Mr Whuppley,” Mallory said hurriedly while her dad had hysterics next to her.

         “Shush, Lionel,” said Mallory’s ma absently. She was still staring at the woman in the turban. “Oh, cripes,” she muttered. “I think it is her.”

         Taking no notice of her parents, Mallory shook hand after hand until the graveyard was empty.

         Almost empty.

         Mallory blinked. Not all the mourners had left. The woman in the turban and strange spectacles was walking towards her, a hand outstretched.

         “Mallory,” said her mother. “This is—”

         “You must be Mallory, darling girl,” interrupted the woman in a loud voice, clasping Mallory’s hand, then dropping it. Tossing aside her umbrella, she dragged Mallory into the depths of her coat instead. “What am I thinking?” she cried. “Shaking hands won’t do at all. I simply must have you in my arms this instant. It’s an instinct, isn’t it? Even the mother earwig clasps her young to her earwiggy bosom.”

         Her own umbrella knocked aside, Mallory screwed her face up as cold rain trickled down the back of her dress. 10“Mmmf-mmmf,” she squawked from deep within the fur.

         “Enough,” bellowed the woman, pushing Mallory away and holding her at arm’s length. Fingers like talons gripped her shoulders. “Let me look at you. Let me see that face. That face so ruined by grief; so horribly, horribly wrecked by sorrow.”

         Deciding to let that pass, Mallory wiped rain from her eyes. Steadying her umbrella in a sudden gust of wind, she said, “Umm … who are you, exactly?”

         “She is—” Sally Vayle began.

         The strange woman interrupted again. “But you mustn’t weep, my sweet, sweet girl.” Releasing one of Mallory’s shoulders, she pulled dark glasses halfway down her nose. Violet eyes peered over the rims into Mallory’s, as she continued. “For what is death but the blowing out of a candle? A candle no longer needed because dawn has arrived?”

         “Who’s Dawn?”

         “Exactly, my darling. Exactly. Whose dawn indeed? How right you are.” The woman leaned closer. The stuffed crow on her turban pecked Mallory’s forehead. “Tell me, child, do you have it?” she asked in a whisper.

         “Do I have what?” Mallory asked, baffled. “A sudden 11urge to run away, screaming?”

         “Do you have the family gift?” the woman hissed, gripping tighter. “The family curse. The talent to part the curtains of death itself and speak with those who have passed over.”

         Mallory opened her mouth, but the woman was still jabbering. One hand reaching dramatically to her forehead, she cried, “No, wait. Don’t tell me. Even now my spirit guide, Mr Lozenge, whispers to me from the beyond. He tells me—”

         It was Mallory’s turn to interrupt. One word stood out from the woman’s babble, and was honking at the front of her brain. “Family?” she said, blinking.

         “As I was saying,” said the ghost of Sally Vayle, sounding annoyed. “She is—”

         “Family,” repeated the woman. “Dear girl, I am your Aunt Lilith.”

         “—your Aunt Hilda,” finished Mallory’s mother. “My sister. My long lost sister.”
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         Mallory goggled at the woman. “Aunt Hilda?” she gasped. “Aunt? Aunt as in … aunt?”

         A pained look flickered over her aunt’s face. “It’s Lilith,” she insisted. “We don’t use the ‘H’ word. But, yes, my tear-stained poppet. I am your aunt. A guardian angel sent by destiny in this beastly time of tragic despair.”

         Mallory blinked, open-mouthed, as her aunt prattled on.

         “I only discovered that poor Sally had died this very morning,” she was now saying, flapping a hand. “It took some days for your parents’ lawyer to discover I even existed. Imagine my astonishment when I found I had a niece, alone and quite desperate – frantic – for 13a companion to lead her through this awful time of heartbreak and loss. Darling, I flew here to be at your side, but not before making certain arrangements. Papers are being prepared as we speak.”

         “Excuse me,” said Mallory. “Are you saying…”

         Her aunt nodded. “Yes. Yes, you poor bedraggled soul. You are coming to live with me.”

         “Eeek,” squealed Sally Vayle.

         “I have an aunt,” Mallory spluttered. She glanced at her parents’ ghosts. “Why did no one tell me?”

         “Yes,” said her father. “Why did no one tell her? Why did no one tell me either?”

         “I haven’t seen Hilda since I was a fifteen,” Sally Vayle protested. “I … err … well, I sort of forgot about her. She was always an embarrassment. Floating around the house, twittering on about spirits, going into trances at the breakfast table and whatnot. I did my best to ignore her but it was a relief when she left home.”

         “Sally and I were never as close as sisters should be, I’m afraid,” said Aunt Lilith at the same time, also in answer to Mallory’s question. “As a young girl your mother was quite overawed by my spiritual talents. It must have been terribly painful for her to see my powers blossom while 14she remained so dreary and ordinary. I used to call her ‘Lumpy’, you know.”

         Sally Vayle squawked. “She did too. I’d forgotten that. The cheek! The absolute nerve.”

         “My ma’s not lumpy,” said Mallory.

         “Thank you, Mallory.”

         “It was just girlish silliness,” Aunt Lilith went on, with another wave of her hand. “Our roads parted years ago. Just as I predicted, Lumpy’s life remained dull and uninteresting while my own path led me ever deeper into the strange wonders of the spirit realm.”

         “You’re a psychic?” asked Mallory, blinking up at her aunt.

         “Yes, my dear. The universe has gifted me with that shadowy talent. I walk the half-world, bending my ear to the whispers of those who have passed over.”

         Sally Vayle snorted, waving a ghostly hand in front of her sister’s face. “Hello,” she shouted. “Hello, Hilda! Can you hear me? Hmph. No, didn’t think so. Don’t believe a word of it, Mallory. She’s as psychic as your father’s underwear.”

         “Do we have to bring my underwear into this?” Lionel Vayle chipped in. “We’re at a funeral, it’s hardly 15appropriate.” He paused, then added, “Though I did sometimes wonder if it had a touch of voodoo.”

         “Yes, dear, a dark stain of evil,” his wife batted back. To her daughter, she said, “Hilda’s right about one thing, though. She is your only living family. If she’s having the paperwork drawn up, I’m afraid we’re stuck with her.”

         Mallory nodded. Aunt Hilda, or Lilith, or whatever she called herself, was obviously bonkers. Even so, she was family and family beat the orphanage. With a sideways glance at her ma, she murmured, “She’ll have to do.”

         “Did you say something, darling?” asked her aunt.

         “Yes,” Mallory replied. “I said it’s nice to meet you, Aunt Hil— Lilith, but I’m cold and wet and it’s been a horrid day. May we go home?”

         “Oh, my poor, sweet girl,” yelped Aunt Lilith. “What must you think of me? Here I am feasting on the sight of you while you’re shivering like a wet lettuce. Come, let us flee this dismal place.” Pushing dark glasses back up her nose, she retrieved her shabby umbrella and shook it out. Gripping Mallory’s shoulder, she spun her and gave her a gentle push towards the cemetery gates where a carriage stood waiting, the horses tossing their heads and snorting impatiently.

         16“You didn’t answer my question, by the way,” Mallory’s new aunt said as their feet crunched on the gravel path. “Do you have the family gift? Can you talk to the dead?”

         Mallory flicked her eyes towards the ghosts of her parents floating along beside her. Biting her lip, she shook her head, mumbling, “No.” Changing the subject, she added, “Where is home, anyway?”

         Her aunt chuckled. “Home, my dear, is Carrion Castle. It’s a darling place. Simply darling.”

         
            [image: ]

         

      

   


   
      
         
17
            Chapter 3

            
               [image: ]

            

         

         Horses snorting, hooves clattering, the hired coach rattled down cobbled streets. Bucking in her seat, Aunt Lilith babbled over the noise, twittering about spirits and her own tremendous psychic powers. Murmuring interested noises in what she hoped were the right places, Mallory shifted her backside and adjusted her funeral dress, then she turned her head to look out of the window, watching the city go by and listening to the clatter of iron-bound wheels. The rain had stopped but evening was closing in. Lights were appearing in windows. Gasmen climbed ladders to ignite street lamps.

         Aunt Lilith leaned forward to touch Mallory’s knee. “Would you like a demonstration, dear? I could ask 18Mr Lozenge, my spirit guide, to summon the spirits of your mother and father.”

         “What?” Mallory turned to stare at her aunt.

         “I could reach out to the spirit realm and pass messages from your parents,” her aunt repeated. “Really, it’s no trouble and it might help you be at peace with their horrific deaths.”

         In the seat next to Mallory, her mother rolled her eyes. “I can’t wait to hear this,” she said. “Go on, then, Hilda. My first message is that you’re a fraud. Did you hear that? I said, YOU’RE A DISGRACEFUL FRAUD.”

         Unaware that her sister was bellowing in her face, Aunt Lilith leaned back in her seat, her eyes rolling upward. “Oooh, Mr Lozenge,” she droned, raising her hands to the cab’s ceiling. “Dear guide, we seek two spirits who have recently passed: Sally … and…” She stopped and glanced at Mallory. “Sorry, dear. What was your father’s name?”

         Through clenched teeth, Mallory said, “Don’t. I mean, thank you but I’d rather you didn’t.”

         “Oh, come on, Mallory. I could do with a laugh…” Lionel Vayle stopped, and then pointed out of the window, chirping, “Ooh, look, Sally. Isn’t that where 19we died?”

         “Lionel!” squealed his wife. “What are you thinking? Don’t look, Mallory.”

         Too late. Mallory was already looking. While her aunt had been speaking, the coach had rolled on to Gibbett Bridge where it had become caught in traffic. A few feet away, Mallory could see a broken gap in the stone barrier where – for reasons known only to themselves – the horses pulling her parents’ carriage had leapt into the river. The coach itself, the passengers and a very surprised driver, had crashed through behind them, plunging into the icy depths below. After the accident, a police inspector had visited Mallory at the Browns’ house to report that witnesses had seen nothing suspicious. The police, he had said, were working on a theory they called, ‘Very Stupid Horses’.

         “Really, Lionel. If you weren’t already dead I’d strangle you,” said Sally Vayle. “Mallory, sweetheart. Look at me. There’s nothing to see.”

         Mallory ignored her. Staring at the broken stone that marked her parents’ fatal crash, a tear trickled down her cheek. A small frown creased her forehead. She shivered. On the very edge of her senses she felt a distant, fading, 20wrongness. Maggots wriggled in the pit of her stomach.

         While her aunt babbled, Mallory whispered quietly to her mother, “What happened there?”

         Sally Vayle’s ghost shrugged. “It was all very fast, dear. No point dwelling on it, eh?”

         With a jerk, the hire cab started forward again. Aunt Lilith continued, leaning forward: “Are you sure, dear? I’m definitely feeling Lumpy.”

         Mallory started in her seat as her aunt touched her knee. She dragged her attention away from the last place her parents had been alive. It took a few seconds to work out her aunt still talking about contacting her parents’ spirits. “I’m sure, thank you,” she said, blinking away another tear and catching hold of a hanging strap as the coach took a sharp right turn into narrower streets. This was a part of the city Mallory had never explored – a district known as Stabbings, for the simple reason that there were a lot of stabbings in its dark alleys. Heart thumping, she sat up again and peered out of the window. Buildings closed in on the rattling coach. Here, they were older – the overhanging upper storeys of houses forming a tunnel with only a crack of dark sky to be seen between them; the windows so close that people 21on opposite sides of the street could reach out and steal a pillow from their neighbour’s bed. No street lamps lined the roads here, just a few dim lanterns in the windows of shops full of junk and third- and fourth-hand clothes.

         Mallory watched the Dead Cosy funeral parlour go past. The coach passed the cobwebbed windows of Grimm Books where the window display was the drunk owner sleeping on a pile of spineless books with a spilled bottle in his hand.

         Deeper into Stabbings the streets became even darker.

         “Here we are, then. Home sweet home,” said her aunt eventually. While she paid the coach driver, her niece climbed down from the cab into a small alley. Mallory’s boots clicked on cobbles, the sound muffled by fog, which sulked around her ankles like grumpy porridge. Above, clouds parted, revealing a full moon that turned the alley black and silver. Houses slumped, their roofs buckled and uneven and missing great patches of tiles, their windows smashed or boarded over. A sign hung crookedly on the wall. It read: Nightmare Alley.

         Her mother and father floated down next to her. “Oh, my,” said Sally Vayle, looking up.

         “Jeepers,” hissed Lionel Vayle, also craning his neck 22to stare upwards.

         Mallory turned to see what they were looking at. She gulped. Behind overgrown creepers a cliff-face of a house leaned over her, so old it looked like it had grown there; a relic from a forgotten time, hidden when the city grew up around it. The arched front entrance gawped like a hungry mouth. Hideous gargoyles sprouted from the battlements.

         Battlements?

         Mallory took a step back in surprise. Despite the name, she had not been expecting Carrion Castle to be an actual castle. After all, back on her old street the Fearnley Family had called their small cottage Fearnley Towers. The Chubbs had named theirs Chateau Chubb. But Carrion Castle was, in fact, a proper castle. A very spooky castle. Once again, maggots wriggled in her belly. Fingernails dragged down the chalkboard of her soul. Something about the place made her feel weak in the bladder area. If the castle had hands they would have been bony, gnarled hands and it would have been rubbing them together in sinister glee. The mansion oozed a spite that twisted Mallory’s insides. Whatever was inside felt hungry. Old. Evil.23
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         24A colony of bats burst from a crumbling tower, circling it in the moonlight.

         “I forbid you to go inside, Mallory,” said her mother. “It’s … it’s… Something’s not right.”

         “It’s making my skin crawl and I haven’t even got skin,” added her father.

         Mallory nodded in agreement. The place was a ghost story waiting to happen.

         Which would have been fine. Mallory had been seeing – and ignoring – ghosts for as long as she could remember. It was a secret only she and her parents had known. There were usually one or two floating around, doing whatever it was ghosts did. Most of them were a bit gloomy. Mallory assumed this was because they didn’t have a lot to look forward to except staring out of windows and going “woo” occasionally. Ghosts were of no real interest, just a wispy part of Mallory’s landscape that had long ago lost any power to frighten her.

         Until now.

         She swallowed. “Umm… Aunt Hil… I mean, Lilith,” she said as her aunt climbed down behind her. “Is this your home?”

         “Our home, dear,” said Aunt Lilith. “Carrion Castle. 25I inherited it a few years ago in mysterious circumstances, you know.”

         “I’m not going in there,” Mallory told her.

         Her aunt stepped back, blinking. “But why ever not?” she asked. “It’s a darling old place. Full of history and charm and—”

         “Hatred,” Mallory interrupted. “This house is haunted.”

         Mallory winced as her aunt clapped her hands together, squeaking with glee and jumping up and down on the spot. “But how simply marvellous, you precious, precious girl,” she crowed. “You sense spirits, don’t you? You do have the family gift. I knew it. You can’t hide it, you know. Not from me. To think such an extraordinary child could come from Lumpy’s dreary tummy.”

         Mallory hugged herself, gazing up at the castle. “Can you please not call my mother ‘dreary’?” she said.

         “Yes, yes, my lamb,” her aunt replied with the flap of a hand. “Dear Aunt Lilith is just so excited. But why ever did you say you had no talent?”

         Mallory bit her lip. “I … err … I’m cold,” she said, changing the subject.

         “Of course you are. Brrr. Come along, darling. Let’s get out of this absolute weather before we catch our deaths.” 26Taking an enormous iron key from the pocket of her fur coat, Aunt Lilith walked up the steps to the arched front door.

         The ancient, rusty mechanism clanked.

         With the gloomy creak of a tomb, the front door opened.

         Beyond, all was darkness.

         Mallory wrapped her arms around herself, shivering. She had no choice. The coach was already rattling away and she had nowhere else to go. A strange aunt and this ruined castle were all she had. If she didn’t go inside she would freeze on the murderous streets of Stabbings.

         Taking a deep breath, she stepped into darkness.

         Unseen, a patch of shadow looked down from the narrow window of the castle’s highest tower.
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         Goosebumps crawling down her spine, Mallory followed her aunt into the castle. With a gulp, she pulled the door closed behind her. Just inside, she stopped – heart thudding – while Aunt Lilith took off her dark glasses in the darkness. Mallory heard a click as she folded them into a pocket.

         A match flared. Mallory shivered again as the spark cast terrifying shadow creases on Aunt Lilith’s face. The crow on her turban glared at Mallory with a look of deep, deep disapproval.

         Her aunt lit a candle. Golden light spread, painting the scene in shadows. The castle’s hallway was vast: impossibly grand and dismally rundown at the same 28time, like a ruined church. The floor was a chessboard of stained tiles. Paint peeled from the walls – lighter patches showing where paintings had once hung. A vast, unlit chandelier dripped cobwebs. Two sweeping staircases led to the upper floors.
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         Mallory heard her mother make a noise of disgust behind her. “Good grief. Hilda was always messy but would it have killed her to push a duster around?”

         29“Cobwebs,” Mallory murmured, pushing dusty webs aside. Inside, the haunted feeling was worse. She and her aunt were not alone. She couldn’t see any ghosts, but she could sense a presence: a cold, spiteful presence. Skin prickled on the back of her neck. Something was watching her. She was sure of it. Something was hideously gleeful to see her. She could almost – almost – hear cackling laughter.

         30“I’d never heard of the place until I found out it was mine,” Aunt Lilith prattled. “The lawyer – Dirtfinger, I think his name was – didn’t tell me much. Just that an anonymous benefactor had left it to me. It was all very strange, but you don’t ask questions when someone hands you the keys to a castle, do you? The local people believe a wicked witch used to live here. Isn’t that simply delightful? Like something out of a fairy tale.”

         Mallory didn’t answer. A shadow flickered on the wall. Again, her stomach twisted. Just as it had on Gibbett Bridge. This time the sense of rotting evil was stronger. Much, much stronger.

         Lighting another candle, Aunt Lilith passed it to her niece, giggling. “I find the cobwebs strike exactly the right tone. My customers expect a certain atmosphere, you see. The mood has to be just right for my psychic work and this old place oozes supernatural.”

         Mallory looked around. Just inside the door, by her head, hung a corkboard, pinned with curling pamphlets. Lifting her candle with a trembling hand, she peered at one.31
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         32“Oh, I see you’ve found my little news sheet,” Aunt Lilith twittered on. “I write it myself, you know. Every week. It brings such comfort to the poor souls left behind by departed loved ones.”

         Mallory opened her mouth to speak, but the words caught in her throat. On the edge of hearing, whispers fluttered the cobwebs, the words too faint to hear. In the depths of the castle, a door slammed. For an instant, she thought she caught a part of a word – “…mancer” – long and drawn out and filled with sinister triumph.

         “We do have a small problem with draughts,” said Aunt Lilith calmly.

         “There’s something here,” Mallory whispered, her voice shaking.

         “I did say the old place is crammed with spirits, didn’t I?” giggled her aunt. “But nothing to worry about. Aunt Lilith is here to protect you and they’re all quite friendly.”

         “No. No, they’re not,” Mallory answered firmly. “They’re not friendly at all. Aunt Lilith, I would prefer to stay at the city orphanage, if you don’t mind.”

         Lit by golden candlelight, a pained expression crossed her aunt’s face. “Well, really, darling, you might at least 33make a small effort.” Seeing her niece about to protest, she lifted a finger. “Auntie Lilith insists. Come along, you’ve had a ghastly, ghastly day and I’m sure everything seems a little on the gloomy side just now. But a good night’s sleep will make everything better. Let me make a nice cup of herbal tea and show you to your room. No, no, don’t say another word.”

         Mallory gritted her teeth. After the long journey from the graveyard it was getting late. She would have to spend at least one night in Carrion Castle. Anger welled up inside her. She hated that this was what her happy, cosy life had turned into: a haunted castle and a fraud of an aunt.
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This Week’s Messages From Beyond the Grave
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DEATH BT PIE )
Robert Spoonlove, who lived at Pugney Lane until his death

last year would like his family to know it was Mildred’s fish pie
that killed him, just like he always said it would.

KILL BILL

Nora Thompson misses her husband, Bill, and cannot wait
until they are reunited once more in death. She wonders if

someone would kindly push him down the stairs.

DEAD, ACTUALLY
Nanna Ginny would like everyone at Number Ten to know

that she’s not Sust having a nap’. She’s been dead for three @&
months now and is a bit upset that no one has noticed.

Ifyou enjoyed these messages, don’t forget to
book 2 sensational Psychic Reading with

LILITH NIGHTSHADE.

Ask inside for our special offers!






OEBPS/images/a028_29_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a006_online.jpg
\\\\\\NN\,L ‘
A\ M.
N\





OEBPS/images/vi_vii_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a003_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/title_page_online.jpg
MARTIN HOWARD

Illustrated by
PETE WILLIAMSON

Nnos
Gr'o%

).





OEBPS/images/a016_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a011_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/viii_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781805132929_cover_epub.jpg
MAILORY VALE

N g o0 AND THE ~ 4 of
T o

oy

OF
\\\ SKU L =
NL MARTIN HOWARD -
e / Inside illustrations by Pete Williamson






