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      A race against the inevitable. A secret buried in time. Can they put a stop to generations of lies to protect the future?

      

      Eli Duggin will someday face her family's shame. She’s been invited to live in paradise, but she fears the stark reality of her father’s deeds will haunt her until she unearths the truth. But her quest for justice turns deadly when she’s pursued by a notorious time-hunting demon.

      Despite the dangers, Eli joins her companions for a trip to the past while terrified of what she might learn. And with every step fraught with tension, she’s shocked beyond belief when she uncovers her devastating origin.

      Can a lost girl in the meadow find her destined place in history?

      Boreen Gardens is the clock-bending third book in The Keeper YA dark fantasy series. If you like reluctant heroes, eccentric worlds, and danger around every corner, then you’ll love C.M Neary’s timeless tale.

      Buy Boreen Gardens to unwind the centuries today!
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Chapter 1


          

          
            Raven

          

        

      

    

    
      There are many myths told about the Brown family. Everyone in this town has their version of what happened in this house. Some say it was the strange son that murdered his father as he slept. Others say the doctor got into a fit of rage and killed his son. Or my favourite- it was the Black Path Monster that came and took them both in the dead of night, dragging them into the coal mine pits.

      Everyone has their own stories, Some embellished as time passed by. We are forever molded into the history of Black Path. We have become another part of the stories told. As people cross the Brown gates, they bless, pray, and hope to guard their souls against the ghosts that don’t even exist.

      

      In the next few days, it will be another year since my father and I disappeared. The townspeople are already stockpiling salt to place around their homes, hoping to keep our spirits away. The kids are making their masks at school, hoping to protect themselves and their innocent souls. It has become my favourite time of year. A night when roaming down the red lanes is considered safer than the Brown’s on the hill. That is why it is sad that this house is no longer what it was when my father was alive. The ivy vines on the walls are suffocating this house, squeezing it within an inch of its life. The floorboards are rotting away, as is the roof. The rain drips down onto the wallpaper giving the mold new life. I have done my best to keep this house together. But I cannot stop it from getting old. Or the moss forming in the corners, or the brittle bricks breaking apart. I cannot even stop the robbers from coming in and tearing down my door. Exposing my possessions to the thieves of this town, leaving nothing but my stolen memories behind.

      The hurt is still growing, as is the anger I have for the callous disregard for my family. I have changed more than I thought I could since the Makers’ Den. Since been giving back my curse to transform into the souls I take, I’ve grown to want adventures with them. I’ve longed to feel the splendid touch of a mirror through my skin. I enjoy the chase of the Makers when they feel I owe them my souls. It is exciting knowing I can evade them once I transform into my Lurcher dog soul Rosie. There is something about the power I hold in my hand as my pocket mirror calls me. Yet, I feel lonely. I regret the death of my father. The man that chose to end his life for his son. My father wasn’t who I thought he was. He was someone who loved me deeply enough to know that he would one day have to die in order for me to live. I’ve missed him more than I thought was possible. That is why I long to get my stolen possessions returned. In the hopes that it will end my loneliness. Or give me closeness that I long for since I lost him.

      Tonight, I take a stroll down to Black Path and into the red lanes. The night is calm. Grey clouds are forming over my head. People are already stumbling out of the Cove pub. I hear a woman shouting out for business.

      “Fancy a quickie?” she calls out to the drunk men stumbling out of the pub.

      She gives me a nod as I pass her. I nod back. I wipe the rain from my brow. I fix the back of my dress that is lodged in my hem, bringing a draught to my backside. I try not to draw too much attention as I enter the Cove.

      "Ah, Rita, it’s about time you showed up,” says Myra, sitting by the door.

      My eyes sting as the fire smoke drifts in my direction. I take my seat beside her, and beside the whiskey waiting for me on the table.

      Since I have returned to Black Path after the Makers’ Den, I have taken many souls. They call me from the frame of my pocket mirror. Most I have given back to the Makers as I cross over to others’ mirrors. Others I have kept longer for my own needs. For the past few weeks, I have transformed into the soul of Rita Bowlon. A woman whose life work is only on the streets and to the men that come looking for her. As she passed through me, I saw her sad life. Her poor upbringing brought her to these streets. From the young age of nine, it was the beginning of her begging days, then her stealing days, and finally her selling her body years. The night I came to her, she was thirty-nine years old. The disease had already infused her body. She had nothing when she left this world, and there was only one person she truly cared for.

      "So, Myra, any word on those Brown antiques?” I ask, feeling the twitch of my mirror inside my pocket.

      Myra is a woman with many years of experience down these lanes. A woman I know I will be called too… soon. I guess old habits are hard to break.

      “Most of the antiques you're talking about are sold off to secret buyers. The seller, however, is very well known. A regular customer of yours, Rita, his wife, works the stall.”

      “Which stall?” I ask, my wonky eye unnerving her.

      She stares at me with suspicion.

      “The meat stall, you know that, Rita,” Myra says, “what is happening to your eye?"

      “Oh that, too much of the old good stuff, Myra,” I say with a laugh, knocking back my whiskey.

      Who would have known that the cost of having a soul for so long is that even a soul can rot away inside you? Deteriorate into dust and take part of my own with it. I will soon have to let her go. I will miss her. Her soul has come into good use. She seems to be quite good at talking her way out of all sorts of situations.

      "Well, your eye is freaking me out," says Myra, "plus your clients have been asking me about you, wondering where you are? I’ve been wondering the same thing?"

      "I told you, I got myself an old rich fella. He looks after me now. Gives me plenty of money for my time,”

      “Really?”

      “Yes, really.”

      “Is he looking for another companion?”

      “No,” I say sternly.

      Myra slams her empty glass on the table.

      "You've been very concerned about the Brown's unique antiques, Rita? A little too concerned. You’ll get yourself into trouble if you don’t hush it."

      “Ah, don’t worry, Myra. I can handle myself."

      “Uh,” she sniggers at me, “it seems you forgot that such things are not meant to be talked about. Even among the lanes.”

      Myra slams the door behind her. The rain outside can no longer escape into the blood-stained carpet of the Cove pub. I sit closer to the fire to feel its heat burn my skin. I sit and think about the mysterious buyers. They are secretive when it comes to my stolen belongings and the brave buyers fascinated with the Brown's unique antiques. It has been a long wait, but thanks to Myra, I now know who I will be heading to next. The only pieces of my father and mother that I have left will soon be returned to me.

      I finish the last sip of whiskey. I look out the window and at the rain. I wait to see her. I wait to see those cold-dead black eyes watching me from the window. The woman lathered in dark rag clothing and green scarf, drenched in the rain she stands in. Her umbrella not shielding her. Like the Makers, she no longer confines herself to my mirror. Now she appears in my dreams. I don’t know what she wants. Why, when she leaves, so does the rain. I watch her until she fades into the darkness. As if she never existed down the lanes with the streetlamps fading in and out. It was like she was never there at all. But she was there, and she will return. She always does, the mysterious Lady in the Rain.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 2


          

          
            Lady in the Rain

          

        

      

    

    
      He is a young boy lost without his mother and father. No one around to guide him along his path in becoming a man. I feel his anger- his hurt and his sorrow for what he has lost. He has suffered as I have suffered. It is what brings us together. It is what brings me here to him. I watch from the window as he sits alone by the fire. Hoping the heat of it will warm the souls he has inside him. The ones that talk to him as he sits alone with all his worthy possessions huddled in one corner. Hiding from the robbers who come in the dead of night to take what he owns. He has lost so much. But there is nothing he can do. Not tonight. l stay and wait as he drifts off to sleep.

      Tonight, I take him to his garden. The place he most dreams about. The place where he feels most connected to his father and mother. The love they shared belonging only to the red roses that once grew here. His reminder of what they lost for him to survive. I stand behind him. My screams echo out into the rain as he kneels to plant his crimson roses. He uses his hands to dig at the soil. His fingertips are stained with dirt. The roses are already fully grown by his feet, but he does not notice. He is too consumed with digging the dirt, big enough for his roses to grow that he cannot see their beauty yet. He places them in the dirt and covers them over. The rain I bring feeds his thirsty garden. All that can be seen are the rows upon rows of red petals blooming with the blood-stained roses. He smiles. He is happy. He touches their silky soft petals. He smells their blissful soft scent. Everything is perfect, but, not for long. I’m here not only to bring the rain, and he knows that.

      

      He watches his roses that bloomed so beautifully before turning to blood, before turning into dust. Leaving only their thorny stems behind. Everywhere around us turns dark. The mist forms. The black dust falls and breathes into our lungs.

      He is angry as he looks at me and smells my rot, my eroding soul in his garden. He believes that it is I who caused his roses to rot.

      “Who are you? Why are you here?”

      I’m silent. I do not speak. I never do.

      “Get out, get out of my garden.”

      I wait. Clasping onto my umbrella from the rain that pours. He is confused. He doesn’t understand why the dandelions now cover his garden. Why do they turn to dust as they blow away? I open my mouth to scream, to warn him, but my voice is gone. My warning is unheard among the screams I belch out. The dust forms from me and into the shape of a monster that hollows into the night with me. That is when the rose thorns wrap around our body like the ivy in his house. Suffocating our bones, tearing at our skin. I weep as the rain creates the river that swallows us whole. It drowns us in its depth. Its grip is tight and sore. I do not move along with the current of the river, as he does. I do not struggle, as he does. I’m still. I’m calm. All that can be seen in this darkness is the dandelions. Their wishing seeds blowing along with the current away from the broken piece of the mirror at the bottom of the river. The vines never loosening around the skeleton, holding it in their grip. The broken shard mirror piece is held tightly to its chest. The boy turns around. He sees that the monster has returned with more of its kind. The boy knows what they are as their hands cling to his neck as he struggles to breathe and wake up. They are children struggling with their faith to be free from the raging river. To be free from me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 3


          

          
            JoJo

          

        

      

    

    
      I sit and wait. I watch the clock tick. I overhear Ruddy in the back, shouting at his wife. Something about his dinner, and what time it was meant to be on the table. He is not impressed that it is late. I’ve never had the pleasure of meeting his wife Vera. Since the rumour goes that she is worse than vicious Ruddy, I intend not to even try. I turn back towards the loud gamblers in the corner who are spending all they have left in their pockets since last night. A stout grumbling man is angry with the amount he has already lost. The hissy fits, grunts, and slams on the table are upsetting the rest of Ruddy's customers. I ignore the ruckus. The atmosphere here is different in the Ram then when I was last here. The night when two lost youngsters came looking for food and shelter. Eli, our lurcher girl who now calls Lurchers Paradise her home, and Raven, the boy Keeper opening mirrors and giving the Meadows life again. Everything for us here has changed after that night. Everything is all so different, and has been ever since the red in the sky returned. The once dark and dangerous Meadows is starting to bloom, mirrors are opening are giving the Meadows back its life. As are the people that live in it. There are more traders out in search of a Keeper. The one that is opening these mirrors to other worldly places. They want treasures from those mirrors that have been left open.

      

      The Ram has not been this busy in years. I can see the changing faces of the hopeful traders across tables. The woodlands are growing in thickness. The sun's heat is stronger, and none of the traders know who exactly they are looking for.

      “It is true, JoJo, you saw the Keeper in the woodlands?” asks a boy from the bar. A greasy-haired young boy with too much ambition, and not enough smart.

      “Maybe it is,” I say with a glance.

      I have become a sensation here in the Meadows. The once traitor on the run from this brother, and King of Lurchers’ Paradise is now someone who is desired, for more than the cost of his head. They are in need of me and the information I hold about the Keeper that has returned. Still, it doesn’t stop my devoted brother from wanting to find me and Baba, the traitor giant.

      “What did she look like?”

      “Long red hair, heavy and old looking. Weathered is the word, with a strange limp.”

      They hover over each other, whispering in a low tone. A plan is being discussed. I have described the Keeper this way to many. Other times she is small, thin, and has a massive mole on her lower lip. I always give her something unique. Something that the normal folk should not have. Or at least struggle to find. It is safer for the women in the Meadows not to be mistaken for such a treasure. I made that mistake already and a girl suffered. She escaped and murdered her captures as well as burned half the Meadows down. I did feel quite bad about it. Well, I did, for a while.

      Baba rushes in from outside. He can barely fit in the door. He bends down and doesn’t straighten up until he takes his seat beside me. He rarely left his cave before Raven returned. The giant that has been hiding with me has also become an important allied for the whereabouts of the Keeper. Of course, Baba never tells his fake stories, unlike I enjoy doing.

      “The river is near breaking its banks. It is close to flooding the Ram. Very close," says Baba.

      “Don't worry, I don’t see this place drifting down the river any time soon.”

      "When is this woman coming?"

      "Soon, I hope.”

      “She is taking her time,” Baba says, irritated. “I’d rather get out of here, quickly if we can.”

      “Me too.”

      

      I feel fatigued and impatient waiting for Nelly. She is the reason we are here, and she is late. I have good reason to get up and go. But the curiosity of what she wants is intriguing me. She has always had that effect on me, even as a boy. It had surprised me when I received Nelly’s invitation. She has been a recluse in all the years I’ve known her. Not many people have enjoyed her future predictions. Many came true, and not for good. She was the best fortune teller in the Meadows, a popular celebrity in Lurchers’ Paradise throughout my childhood. Since the years of closed mirrors, she has secluded herself. Hiding from everyone who once knew her. Having Ruddy pass on her message was also a surprise. Baba wraps his arms around his overgrown patched coat. He tries to keep in as much heat as he can. The coldness has seeped into the Ram. Even as we sit by the fire, it does nothing to warm our bones as the man with the stout voice sings.

      “Ah, my mother used to sing this to my sister and me, on rainy nights like this. Isn’t it nice to reminisce?”

      I turn to see Nelly sitting beside us. I never heard her enter the Ram. Or noticed her take her seat beside us. The woman is still able to make her entrance unknown to us normal folk.

      “Nelly, I didn’t hear you come in? Glad you finally made it. Eventually,” I say to her.

      She still looks the same. An old lady, with pearly white eyes that have haunted me since a boy. The only difference is a few more age lines and a fresh colour of red on her lips. A strong distinctive smell of herbs suffocates her, and now us. Ruddy comes down. He places her already-ordered drink on our table.

      “Thank you, dear,” says Nelly to Ruddy. She takes a sip and stares at the fire. “Joseph, it is always a pleasure. It’s been too long. Baba, it is a pleasure to finally meet you.”

      "And you," says Baba, suspiciously.

      "So, what do I owe the pleasure, Nelly?” I ask.

      “You need my help?”

      “Help? With what?”

      Nelly takes my arm. She lifts my blazer sleeve. The veins on my arm are a shade of grey. Something is seeping through my skin slowly enough for me to barely notice.

      “What is that?” I ask.

      “A curse.”

      “From who?”

      Nelly is quiet. She takes another sip of whiskey.

      “Who has cursed me, Nelly?” I ask again.

      “Not just you, she has cursed you all. All of you who have made a wish. You need to pay for what you have done.”

      I’m quiet. I look at Baba, who is confused. As he should be. He doesn’t know what I did to keep us safe in the Meadows all those years ago when we were being chased and condemned by the King of Lurchers’ Paradise. I did it to keep Baba, Kathleen, and I safe. I haven’t told a soul about the wish I made with the man with the magic camera.

      “What is happening? What have you done, JoJo?” asks Baba.

      I do not answer. I remain quiet.

      “It is her,” says Baba. “She has cursed you?”

      “No, but I have seen who has cursed you, Joseph. She is dangerous. She is vicious and possesses dark magic that does not belong in the Meadows. She won’t stop until she gets what she wants. She has shown it all to me. She has a rage that frightens me. She wants him.”

      “Who does she want?” I ask.

      Nelly sits back in her chair. She hums the song still being sung.

      “Well, the Keeper, of course.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 4


          

          
            Raven

          

        

      

    

    
      I stare out towards my garden that is filled with weeds. The path it once had is no longer visible. To those who see it, a garden never existed. Everything it once was is merely a memory. I don’t know how the Lady in the Rain knows what used to grow in my garden. Why in my dreams she appears there.

      I haven’t stopped thinking about her and my dream. Her presence would be frightening to most. But to me, she is intriguing. There is something in her eyes that sends shivers through my bones. I think about her; I think about the children below the river she brought with her. Their eyes were black as coal. The way they pulled at me, tore at my clothes. I didn’t feel that they were angry, instead I felt they were scared.

      

      My pocket mirror takes me out of my trance. I look inside. I know without the rain, she won’t be there staring at me with wonder and sorrow. She won’t be back. Not until the rain comes. Instead, inside my mirror is a soul. The one that I have longed to have since she first appeared to me. Since I first heard she works at the meat stall. I begin my walk down to Black Path. I head down the street as Daniel Dooley. I remember years ago visiting him with my father every Wednesday morning. He was a quiet man, ‘kept himself to himself’, as the old folks would say. No known family, the couple of friends he had were long gone. His soul had been calling me for days. His house the most stable house in all of Black Path squeezed into two buildings on each side. When I entered his room, he was lying on his bed ready for death.

      “Whose there? Dr Brown, is that you?”

      "No, it is his son, Raven Brown."

      "Raven Brown? But you're dead?"

      "No, but to the town I am.”

      "What are you doing here?"

      He looked at me curiously, as if not expecting to see anyone before his last breath. Especially not a boy supposed to be dead. There was a hint of fear and confusion in his voice. He wondered were the illusions all part of the dying process. I sat by the side of his bed. I saw old photos from his younger days. Him laughing with friends, pictures of town festivals. In one picture, there was a lady on his arm, standing on the church steps with a smile. He held this picture close to his chest.

      "It will be all over soon. I promise,” I say as I take his hand and smile.

      "What will be over?” he asks, confused.

      "Your death, it will be painless, these sorts of deaths always are. You're just going to fall asleep and not wake up."

      "That is good, Mister Brown. I’m glad."

      I felt Mr Dooley's soul ease into mine with a slight touch upon the skin. So gentle that for his final breath, he smiled. A man done with life and ready to leave it all behind after the eighty-nine years of being here. I am glad to give his soul the peace he wanted. A knowing comfort with the curse I own.

      

      After I left Mr Dooley, I had hoped someone would find his body. That was four weeks ago, and he is still waiting. Despite this, he seems happy to have a new lease on life. A new body as his own. Mr Dooley allows me to use his soul for many of my endeavors. Trips to the markets, or to go to the fancy restaurants for dinner. Most of the time, I use Mr Dooley for my revenge. I’m close to finding my stolen possession, and Mr Dooley is happy to help me. He enjoys it as much as I do.

      "£5 for five lamb chops," she screeches. "Three for a £1"

      I’ve been waiting for this moment for quite some time. Molly, the ugly woman at the meat market, is about to face her demise. Her soul has been calling me in my mirror for weeks. The intense moment knowing her soul will be mine has overwhelmed me. There is something that happens to me when I take and transform into a soul. A particular feeling overcomes me. It is like a super charge of electric currents that pass over my whole body. Molly’s soul will be no different. Even though I have thought about leaving her to die alone. Leave her to rot in the gutter like she deserves. But that would mean I would have to make a new plan. Find a new soul to help me get my revenge. I reconsidered. Instead, I pretend to examine the stall with the sheep's heads, hooves, and bladders gathered in the wheelbarrow.

      "Good for the dog's stomach," she says to me. "What can I get you today, sir?"

      “I'm not looking for any meat today.”

      "Then go away,” she says as she walks away.

      "Ah, I’m interested in some antiques from a certain house, to be exact. I heard you can help me?"
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