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Although the journal entries and the letters in this book are written by English characters, the spelling I used throughout is American. Except for “arse”, naturally. A touch of anachronistic vocabulary is also used for comedic purposes. 
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PRUDENCE HONEYSETT’S JOURNAL

9 May—And so I’m about to set off on a shopping trip to some town Freddy apparently discovered while poring over maps of the region in his mad, mediumistic search for this gods-be-damned Jack Pritchard. This would be a shopping trip no one would surely blame me for because it’s all for my nephew’s benefit given the reason.

In a week, our dear Mr. Beverly will mark another year older, and Freddy’s quite determined to scour all of England (well, this part of it, anyway) for a proper gift. Good luck with that endeavor, I say. What can one give a gentleman who already has everything? Even worse, a gentleman who has everything and avoids it all? Another haunted inkwell for a bit of a laugh? A cursed quill and some paper that sweats blood?

Freddy, by the bye, appears to have recovered nicely from his recent letter to his family though we’ve yet to hear from the Stygian pair we usually call his parents. I suspect Lucinda’s swooned again (following a pitiful cry of distress) and managed to do so next to a most conveniently placed recamier. I’d imagine her lying artistically draped as though she were one of those French courtesans with a ghastly case of the clap, but at the same time, I’d rather not as I’ve just had breakfast.

As for Antigonous...

Bugger him, I say. He doesn’t want his youngest son, so who the devil cares what he thinks about Freddy’s letter? Oh, he might rant and rave and whimper pathetically about being the most sorely tried father in all of Christendom, but he’ll just be as easily distracted by his so-called committee’s justice-driven activities. If my Oswald were still here, he’d grunt, “Oh, sod the flatulent prick!” Perhaps he is right now, looking in on what I’m writing from beyond the veil or wherever the devil he’s ended up in death.   

I do miss all the recent frenzied activity hereabouts when people came around for visits. Felicity, Linford, Felicity’s nephew (whose name I suddenly can’t recall because mortal brains rarely survive adolescence in one piece), and even dear Mr. Headley and his eyeballs-melting waistcoats. It seems as though one moment I’m simply shambling about in the dead silence of my priory, and the next moment I’m shouting and cursing with the best of them while the walls around me shudder. Then all is dead silence again.

Perhaps they can be persuaded to return as a rowdy group for a bit of fun when Freddy’s birthday comes around in the summer, closer to the season’s end and autumn’s beginning. How very poetic and fitting! But since that time’s a good deal farther out, my attention (as Freddy demands it) ought to be fixed upon our dear Mr. Beverly’s fateful step forward toward aging, debilitating illness, and death.

And speak of the devil, here comes the frantic little blighter now.

*
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FELICITY SMEDLEY’S LETTER TO PRUDENCE HONEYSETT

My dearest Prudence! I do hope you and your lovely nephew are doing quite well (as are your servants by extension, and I do mean it given how dreadfully patient they were with us when I visited your delightful priory). Things have settled down to a much-needed calm in my shop, and Rowland’s flourishing beautifully as my assistant. I hope to see him develop even more as I do believe he has the makings of a good “witch-like” fellow who could be my successor when the time comes. 

Of course, he’s expressed some hope and even fervent desire to develop some skill in necromancy, and I’m afraid I had to step in and throw some cold water over that barely sputtering fire. Really, I don’t know where young people get their ideas nowadays. ‘Tis forever a mystery to me, and that’s saying something given what I already know.

Anyway, I refuse to hand over the shop to someone from off the street who knows or cares little about my mercantile philosophies. Besides, doing exactly that means a disastrous shopping experience for my poor customers and the eventual swooping in of the ladies of the League of Mandrake Fanciers for a most thorough clean-up.

And that, my dear, is a rather stumbling segue into some exciting news—one of the ladies of the League is the cousin of a notorious portraitist currently taking fashionable society by storm. Oh, you know the sort, Prudence. Despicably talented, despicably handsome, and simply despicable inside and out, the sort of fellow who leaves a trail of broken hearts in his wake along with gorgeous masterpieces cramming the walls of whoever can afford his ridiculous fees. 

I recall you saying something about possibly commissioning someone for a good portrait of young Master Freddy for his birthday, and I can look more into this gentleman and his qualifications. Simply give me the word, my dear, and I’ll be on it.

Mind you, this notorious portraitist will have to go through a most rigorous screening process with you and I both looking out for your lovely nephew. A very thorough vetting process that won’t leave the tiniest pebble unturned is in order, and you have my word on this. I can only assume I also have your word given the nature of this task, but what an exciting development this is! 

I know Master Freddy is shy and nervous and is also charmingly unaware of just how handsome he is, so he might not consider himself a good candidate for a proper portrait. Now since this is for his benefit as a birthday gift as well as a most excellent addition to your priory’s ever-growing collection of art, I say we ought to surprise him with it as he surely won’t be able to plead a case against such a move. 

Indeed, if you must, threaten the boy with a premature burial if he were to dare argue against it. You have your ways of persuading him should our scheme run afoul with his scruples. Pray just don’t outright murder the boy now that he’s your heir, all right? 

Send me word, my dear, and I’ll get right on it. I understand it takes an artist a great while to get a good portrait done, and with this gentleman, a slew of simultaneous commissions from swooning patrons will surely slow him down even more. So with that in mind, perhaps it’s wise to get him started even well before your nephew’s birthday, and we can simply present the finished portrait to him on that day. 

Your dearest friend,

Felicity.

P.S. That portraitist’s cousin is the same young lady the League recently welcomed into their ranks. Her name is Melusine Gehrig, and she’s the prodigy I spoke of before who came up with the idea of “seasoned” clothing. I do believe her family hails from somewhere in Saxony (two generations ago, at least) though our Miss Gehrig is very much English at this point and so is adept at fusing arcane knowledge from two vastly different cultures. Imagine, my dear—a marriage of poisons from distant neighbors in Europe!

P.P.S. As you can see, I’ve gotten quite used to referring to our young Mr. Bisset as Master Freddy at his dear brother’s insistence. The more casual name doesn’t roll off the tongue as smoothly as I’d like, but I suppose it does take a bit of practice, and as with you, I’d do anything for that darling boy. I hope he still remembers all I taught him as a fledgling medium! Pray tell him to practice consistently!

*
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FREDERICK BISSET’S JOURNAL

9 May—I’m afraid I might have finally broken my aunt. I think she still breathes, but she’s quite shut up right now in her bedroom following a terrifying moment of monstrous sounds gurgling from her throat, and if I had a shelf of ancient grimoires bound with human skin, I’d have been able to decipher her words (if those sounds were, indeed, words) and offered her the right combination of tea and cakes to soothe whatever entity now resides in her.

And I’d rather not write to Dr. Comstock for help seeing as how that poor man’s been summoned to the priory at least a dozen times already and well within a year at that. He might as well pack up his entire family and move here at this point. That said, I truly don’t wish Aunt Prue’s foul moods upon anyone, no matter how deserved, and I don’t care if Dr. Comstock’s a man of medicine and is quite used to foul moods in his patients. 

I mean there’s such a thing as foul moods, and there’s Aunt Prue foul moods. It’s night and day, and the difference really is quite terrifying.

I suppose I’m the one to blame for her indisposition right now because I did drag her in all her perplexed and irritable glory to five different sizable towns several miles south of Hoary Plimpton. And none of those include the villages I went to in my search for poor Jack Pritchard. But I can’t help it! I just had to find the perfect gift for Jonathan, and nothing caught my attention or even satisfied the least, most basic requirement I had.

Indeed, I even brought the entire list of requirements for today’s gift-hunting, and I’m afraid I returned home a very broken and disappointed man. Five towns! Five towns boasting dozens of shops each, and I found nothing! And my darling’s birthday is a mere week away? Surely there’s something out there for him! I showed my requirements list to Aunt Prue, and I only got this special look from her, which I can’t put into words at the moment, but I daresay it still haunts me.

Writing to Mrs. Smedley or even Linford won’t help my cause as it takes too long for messages to post, and I need answers right this minute. Lord, I think I’ll consult Mrs. Drummond for possible ideas. I’d ask Brody for his opinion as well since he loves Jonathan considering all the help my darling’s given him, but I’m also hesitant as Brody can’t seem to keep himself from being skinned alive by the cats. I tend to be reluctant in winkling information from someone who purposefully seeks out torturous mad play with a trio of fat felines and emerges from an afternoon of it looking like a deliriously grinning and giggling revenant. 

That none of the cats have gone so far as kill Brody and offer his carcass to me in a show of adoring devotion is a mystery that leaves me baffled speechless at times. Good heavens, I wonder now if Brody has enough of Dr. Comstock’s medicine to help him with his wound-healing. 

9 May (continued)—I can’t help it. I’m now looking at Brody askance and wondering if he’s set to turn into the feline version of a wolf when the moon’s full. Isn’t that how werewolves work? Do claw marks count in the transformation of a normal person into a cursed creature from the netherworld? Should I be worried even more considering how delighted Brody is when he brushes my suits and clears them of cat fur? Is that a perverse display of pleasure in an awful task, or is it something much more nefarious and demonic?

Should I lock my bedroom door from this day onward and tell Aunt Prue about Brody’s full moon transformations? Has she even heard of shapeshifters? Do wooden stakes count in ridding the priory of werewolf-cats? 

I think I hear Brody nearing my bedroom door. Oh, God, he’s knocking!
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Chapter 2
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JEREMY BRODY’S NOTE-BOOK

(written with several scratched out words and their replacements)

My master is in a strange mood indeed because he looks at me strange and mutters under his breath and I think I herd something about fool moons and wolves. I hope he has not changed his talents from gohsts to wolves because I would not know the first thing to do with him when he gets himself in a rite state for seeking out wolves the same way he seeks out gohsts. Maybe he is in this state because he is very worried about Mr. Beverlys birthday and is very keen on finding the rite gift for the gentleman who is a very kind and generous one and also very rich but never acts like he is. 

I also herd Mrs. Drummond talk to Mrs. Honeysett and they talked about more art for the prury and maybe that would also be a good thing for Master Freddys birthday too but still far into the future. I think Mrs. Smedley put the idea in my mistress head because if Mrs. Honeysett thought about it first then the prury would be crawling with every artist out there and we would never hear the end of it and my poor master is very timid and nervous and will likely shut himself up in his room and refuse to leave until the prury is purged of unwanted artists.

I hope he recovers from this strange state about wolves and fool moons soon because it is not a pleasant thing to feel wondering if my master is planning to set angry villagers on someone and with torches and a silver steak to hammer into someones heart although I do not know if that is how wolves are killed. I think he was thinking of those things called where-wolves witch is even more alarming because I do not know if any exist in England and since my master is a medium he can see and sense things no one else cannot. 

I am now quite stressed about this and must lock my door and make sure Coombs and Saunders lock all windows and doors before they go to bed every night or we will surely be attacked wile we sleep!

*
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LINFORD BISSET’S LETTER TO PRUDENCE HONEYSETT AND FREDERICK BISSET

I’ve a bit of good news to share with both of you: I finally managed to track down Trevelyan, corner him, and demand answers. Admittedly the interaction wasn’t anywhere near as dramatic as that, but I did chase my brother down, and it was a most opportune thing as I wasn’t even thinking about it and only crossed paths with him by sheer accident. And I knew better than to let such a chance go considering how difficult it’s been, determining my brother’s movements.

Trevelyan, as you both know, has always been Mother’s favorite, while Father’s long given up on all three of us (all his fault, Aunt Prue, as you already know, but he’s sure to argue otherwise). He’s been there to encourage her whims, of which there have been dozens since Freddy’s birth, and she’s indulged him in turn. So for several years, I’ve only regarded him as nothing more than a spoiled brat, and nothing of his behavior has convinced me otherwise. He’s been careless in his friendships, careless in his courtships, and simply careless in everything else, and his recent behavior hasn’t really helped his cause.

However, I also mentioned his shockingly tiny circle of friends, all of whom are also shockingly undissipated. Aunt Prue, if you still have that letter, pray reread it for information as I’m unable to repeat myself right now with time being so short, and the dinner-bell’s about to be rung.

Trevelyan’s been courting a young lady who’s been to our parents’ house before—the half of a pair of spiritualists and specifically the one with actual talent. I’ve never seen her, but by all accounts she seems to be a lovely thing and, just like Freddy, isn’t one to shout her abilities out for the rest of the world to hear. Modest, sober, intelligent (quite the bookish type, indeed), and even more surprisingly, one who’s been keeping a lovestruck Trevelyan at arm’s length. 

I’ve spoken with Trevelyan’s bookseller friend, and he said, “The lady might very well have accepted his suit had it not been for his father’s fierce loathing of mediums and constant attacks against genuinely gifted people like her. Really, I can’t say I blame her, but Trevelyan isn’t known for common sense—even when he’s behaving like one who’s been born with it.”

And as you both know, the more resistance one puts up, the more determined the other grows, and such is the way for many courting couples. Trevelyan’s admitted to be living two distinct lives: one of gentlemanly sobriety and one of the indulged rich gadabout, and he’s apparently doing rather well and sees nothing wrong with his path—of having the best of both worlds, I mean. Well, I honestly can’t scold him for anything more than leaving Mother a worried mess with his habits, and he merely rolled his eyes and promised to sort things out with her upon his return home.

I only hope he did exactly that, but I can never tell with him. And incidentally, it was his bookseller friend’s shop where he and the lady first crossed paths following her one and only séance at our parents’. He tried to flatter her, and she tried to brain him with a new copy of Tom Jones for his cheek. I’ve a feeling I’m going to like her should we ever be introduced to each other. 

So that’s it for now. I’ll be keeping a close eye on everyone as I always do and will be reporting back to you as soon as I’m able. 

Always most affectionately yours,

Linford.

*
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PRUDENCE HONEYSETT’S JOURNAL

9 May (continued)—God save me from death-dealing spawn! Who in the world has ever heard of a requirements list for gifts? Who? And why is it I was never forewarned of the utter degeneracy that can hide behind an open and guileless countenance (albeit a most pleasingly handsome countenance being of the Bisset bloodline)? What on earth is the world coming to if a nineteen-year-old can unleash unholy terror upon an indulgent relation and insist upon seeing things through? I threatened to un-heir Freddy if he kept this up, and he—kept it up. 

Wide eyes, bright with those damnable threatening tears, pale complexion, trembling hands as he held up his requirements list, a tiny, pleading voice designed to claw into my breast and scrape out my heart with a blunt object...

That said, I also can’t help but feel a surge of ghastly pride because Freddy’s most certainly living up to his bloodline. We Bissets are nothing if not manipulative monsters when the moment suits us, and we’re never above using our good looks to get what we want. In Freddy’s case, there’s also that conundrum of somehow being born with a sweet nature that’s now my daily curse. How the devil can I say no to him, pray? How? He manipulates me without trouble and without even realizing it or doing it on purpose. He just has that uncanny ability to burrow deep under my skin and find my vulnerable spots. It’s an ability that I’m sure puts parasitic worms to shame. 

And now my feet are screaming curses at me for allowing things to go that far, and I’ve holed myself up in my bedroom with orders to be left alone save for my tea tray (to be served only by my faithful Mrs. Drummond). I shall deal with Frederick once I’ve sorted out my foot troubles, for a comforting soak is on its way. 

The post arrived today, and I just read Felicity’s rather giddy communication about some profligate artistic sort, and the idea sounds horrifyingly promising. I’ve never been one for portraiture, at least for myself, but I’d move heaven and hell for Freddy’s perfectly captured likeness proudly displayed in the gallery upstairs. More than one, I reckon, if that’s what it takes to replace the collection of portraits I currently have of people with no ties to me, the priory, or anything remotely real. Really, aren’t old-fashioned portraits nothing more than exaggerations and lies as demanded by money-burning patrons? Who were these people, anyway? And who the devil cares? Their morbidly serene countenances cover so much dull space on my walls, so they serve their purpose. 

Oh, but to replace them with several more superior portraits of my nephew and heir? Bloody genius idea! 

At any rate, Felicity’s suggestion sounds promising, but keeping it a secret from Freddy would surely be a sore trial. And just like him, I also have my own set of requirements to satisfy where my nephew and heir is concerned, but at least I won’t need to pay an extra amount for a bribe to ensure Freddy’s beauty is made up. I shall also demand a thorough interview and vetting of this profligate artist if I intend to hire him. 

And if I’m satisfied with his work, I may even be persuaded to have him do one of me for Freddy’s sake as I’m sure he’ll insist upon having my own likeness hanging next to his. Once I’m gone and he inherits St. Grimald, I suppose it’s only proper for him to have his benefactress leer out at everyone who pays him a visit. 

I wonder now if Linford would be amenable to sitting for his own as well as I expect Freddy to consider his older brother because the boy’s simply too generous for his own good. I suspect he’ll insist upon Linford’s portrait flanking his once the deed is done though thinking about that only makes me wonder if Freddy would beg for one of Trevelyan and then perhaps one each of his parents.

And I just nearly made my heart give out with that thought. I need to lie down again. Good lord.

9 May (continued a mere handful of minutes later)—Well, speaking of portraits—I wonder if having Mr. Beverly’s portrait done would pass Freddy’s requirements list. It certainly passes mine, and I’m more than happy to pay for the sitting. Well, there’s an idea! 

I shall have to send Brody out to summon Miss O’Boyle and have her hand-deliver a letter to Felicity immediately. Mr. Beverly’s birthday’s only a week away, and I know damned well that won’t be enough time for his portrait to be done, but we can at least get the terms sorted out and work started, and when the artist is done with it, we can properly present the finished piece in a flattering frame ready for hanging. 

And if I’m happy with the result, I’ll commission a portrait for Freddy for his birthday in a few months’ time because if the little whelp deserves anything, it’s everything I can humanly provide for him without driving me to an early grave. Heaven knows, I’ve already taken a dozen or so wholly unplanned steps in that direction since I took my nephew in nearly a year ago, and I hope to keep that progress as slow as possible.

9 May (continued yet again)—Brody’s been sent off, and I’m now wondering about that boy’s state (as if I don’t have enough to wonder about). He seemed a touch unnerved and distracted by something, and I thought I heard him say something about wolves and full moons. Those penny dreadfuls he gets from Mr. Beverly must be quite the read, it appears, but bless the boy for being so disciplined and willing to improve himself with books and his note-book and whatever else Mr. Beverly puts him through when he tutors him.
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FREDERICK BISSET’S JOURNAL

9 May (continued)—My momentary panic regarding Brody’s newest supernatural trickery has gone, thanks to some proper tea and cake—the latter being a recipe Mrs. Drummond’s been keen on testing, and it apparently was from those French recipes the lovely M. Thibault gave me after that situation with poor Agnes and little Raymond, her lost charge. And speaking of M. Thibault, I rather miss the old gentleman, and perhaps I can persuade Jonathan to write him for a lunchtime visit or something now that the weather’s warming up.

Anyway, apparently Aunt Prue’s sent Brody off earlier to fetch Miss O’Boyle, for my aunt’s got a particularly important letter requiring immediate delivery to Mrs. Smedley though she refuses to discuss its contents with me. 

“It’s a very important business matter between the two of us, Frederick Bisset,” said she, and that use of my full Christian name in conversation was enough to shut me up and instantly withdraw. 

Nothing good ever comes from such a move from her, and it was all I could do to gather up the nearest cat (Mr. Brummell) and hold him close as one would use a protective shield against possible assaults from temperamental aunts. Not that Mr. Brummell minded, of course, because he’s always been keen for a cuddle, and it’s always a test of human strength keeping him in one’s arms while he all but melts in a heavy puddle of fur and contended purring. 

Anyway, Miss O’Boyle eventually rolled into our courtyard, bellowing as she often does to announce her arrival while poor Brody trembled beside her. Judging from the amount of whites showing around his pupils, I daresay the entire journey to the priory had been simply awful on his poor nerves. Brody’s now being happily comforted in the kitchen with the same cake I just had, and he should be back to getting slashed into bloody shreds soon enough. 

Miss O’Boyle was commissioned to deliver a “most important” letter to Mrs. Smedley, but she stayed around for a quick chat with me and Aunt Prue, which included gossip and a mystery. All aimed at me, by the bye, with a bold wink. The air in the front parlor dropped following her announcement of a mystery, and I do believe it had everything to do with Aunt Prue sucking all warmth out of the immediate vicinity and drawing all life-sustaining energies into her—to feed her soon-to-be-unleashed wrath, I reckon.

And the mystery? 

A Medieval tower house we’ve never heard about though it stands nearly twenty miles northeast of Hoary Plimpton. Apparently the family currently living there have been dealing with dolls moving about while everyone’s backs are turned, and the children are understandably quite delighted by the very idea of having an unseen playmate. What brave children they are, I must say.

Now both parents would have shrugged off the haunting since they’re a right bold pair utterly unafraid of anything (perhaps the children inherited such a warrior-like trait), but there’ve been a few instances already where the dolls had opted to plant themselves in rather treacherous spots. Stairs, doorways, or anywhere near a particularly dangerous spot that could mean dismemberment and death for the unlucky victim who’d trip on the doll.  

“And why, pray, are we listening to this?” Aunt Prue demanded once Miss O’Boyle concluded her narrative. 

“Why, they’ve heard of young Mr. Bisset’s talents, ma’am, and they’d love to meet him over tea and discuss possible ways of discovering the identity of the ghost or ghosts responsible for moving the dolls around,” Miss O’Boyle replied in that thunderous voice of hers while her eyes shone with amusement. I think she enjoys unnerving my aunt just like everyone else does within a fifty-mile radius of St. Grimald. 

“And what do they expect from my nephew’s talents? Not a word from you, Freddy,” came the low growl from the dragon. I’d no choice but to press my mouth shut though I nearly leapt off my chair and cried, “I’ll do it! I’ll help them!”

Miss O’Boyle apparently knew her way around Aunt Prue’s defenses and so raised a hand and marked off each item with a finger (with easy confidence, I’d like to add): “They don’t expect the ghost or ghosts to be laid to rest. Just a conversation to learn more about their purpose for moving the dolls around. They would like to know how many ghosts are involved. Are the ghosts separated from the dolls, or are the dolls possessed by the dead? They offer food and boarding if the young gentleman wishes it. They also have an arsenal of old recipe books from all over Europe they’d be happy to gift to Mr. Bisset should he fall in love with their food while helping them sort out the matter of the creeping dolls.”

Clearly the couple had been gossiping with the good M. Thibault, I thought, barely able to keep my knees from knocking together as I fought hard to restrain my excitement. Jonathan did chide me over my gluttonous turns while helping the gentleman sort out his own ghostly troubles, but one can’t help it. I do so love pastries and cakes, and those weren’t as plentiful when I was growing up in spite of my family’s wealth. Now Aunt Prue’s bent upon making me quite fat though she also nags me terribly and ensures that I keep active and not sit around too much. 

As I was saying, there was a good deal of grumbling from Aunt Prue and saucy teasing from Miss O’Boyle, who clearly knew it would be a losing game for Aunt Prue, for everyone knows I’m always keen on helping others fix their ghost problems. I’m also notoriously keen on helping dead people fix their ghost problems. And I don’t ask for payment! Well, if getting a recipe or two from a grateful patron counts as payment then I suppose I do, but what a creative way of helping, eh? Aunt Prue and the rest of the household benefit from it, too, so why not?

Of course, whether or not the ghosts involved actually wish to move on and cross the veil-thing that’s been Aunt Prue’s albatross for some time now, I can’t say. Jonathan’s own resident ghost, Mr. Murgatroyd of the remarkable haunted inkwell, refuses to leave and has since settled into being a rather delightful antagonist to my darling. I always look forward to more accounts from Jonathan as to the daily verbal sparring (verbal and written, that is, seeing as how Mr. Murgatroyd can only communicate in letters) with his most inconvenient lodger. 

At any rate, the conversation with Miss O’Boyle ended with Aunt Prue not agreeing to anything significant besides a reluctant approval of my meeting the family (in the company of her preferred chaperone, Jonathan, naturally) and gleaning more from them. 

“No guarantees from you, Freddy,” she barked, raising a finger in my direction as an all-too-familiar warning. An all-too-familiar warning that will also end with an all-too-familiar show of defiance on my part, which Aunt Prue has learned to expect from me now that I’m growing more and more comfortable with my talents. I did put Jack Pritchard to rest and helped his poor mother move on, after all, even if Aunt Prue has said a few choice, rude words about that pair. Then again, she’s always sees the restless dead as a most irritating nuisance, which means every one of them will surely be insulted in some colorful form.

Miss O’Boyle could only grin in triumph, and I nodded humbly. “Yes, aunt.”

And so I’m ending the day with a new commission (I hope!) and the dusting off of my old ghost-record, which I used consistently throughout the Haywood Hall case but almost had to abandon when sorting out that dreadful Mr. Tucker and his greedy eye for my backside. Truly, there was simply no way for me to write my observations and thoughts down while scampering up and down haunted footpaths with a lascivious ghost chasing me. 

Jonathan’s expected to come over tomorrow for lunch, and I’ll give him the good news then. I suppose I can also bribe him to join me with more material for him to write books about since this tower house sounds most promising, indeed, and what tower house doesn’t come with a dark, murderous secret or two worth being inspired by? I know my darling’s up to his ears with so much writing, and with him venturing into penny dreadfuls as a profitable and fun way of helping fellows like Brody in reading comprehension, any and all sources of inspiration must be explored. Including tower houses boasting creeping dolls.

Especially tower houses boasting creeping dolls.

*
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FREDERICK BISSET’S GHOST-RECORD

I’m resurrecting this record and will go back to writing my adventures in ghost-sorting-out with the same attention to detail and impeccable level of scientific detachment as before. With any luck, this journal will become a long and engaging record of all haunting cases I take on, a thought which makes me giddy all over as “cases” sounds so terribly official as though I were an active part of some institution overseen by the crown. 

So I need to go back and review the case of Agnes, Raymond, and Haywood Hall and see how I approached the recording of those events. Continued: I’ve gone over my previous notes, and I’ve got a good idea on how best to approach this new mystery. That is, change nothing of my old methods since they clearly worked.
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