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      Kate Warne, Senior Female Detective for the Pinkerton National Detective Agency, glanced up from her work as Shadow, her partner and liaison between the Pinkertons and the mysterious group known simply as The Brotherhood, stepped out of a dark corner of their shared office on Washington Street. He became more solid as he moved closer and into the warm gaslight that glowed around her desk. His appearances from the darkness had become less disturbing during the years she’d worked with him, and she’d learned to be prepared for almost anything when he’d return in this manner. She pulled a small brush from a lower drawer in her desk and handed it to him.

      As he brushed away alley dust from his dark suit pants, she continued clicking along on the Hammond #2 typewriter she used for all of their reports.

      “Did you see the girl?”

      He hung his coat and hat and picked up a stack of letters out of the slot in the pigeon-hole cabinet by the office door. “There was a fire. She came to town with the Halvard boy.”

      “How many dead?”

      He took out a slim letter opener and began slicing open one of the envelopes. “Only the parents. She saved the boy and the horses and drove them into town despite her hands being burned. She either can’t feel the pain or was focused on getting to safety. The boy was crying, but she was as calm as you or me.”

      “Mr. Edison said she might be that way.” She tucked her report into the vacuum chute to Allan’s office and was thankful for the conveyance. Dealing with the man himself was not something she was keen on at the moment. Things had been awkward since her funeral. She hadn’t reckoned on how disturbed and confused her former companion would be when she arrived at the office a few days after she was buried. Her body may be done, but her spirit was not. She’d made the decision to continue in the Inside, the world of the living, within days of her arrival to the Outside, the world of the spirit. Now, she was sure she’d miscalculated a few things in her haste to continue doing what she loved best.

      Her partner continued to sort through the mail. “We need to extract the girl before she lights up an entire town.”

      Kate sipped from a porcelain teacup ringed in pink roses. It had always been her favorite pattern. “You make this sound like she is on the attack.”

      Her partner tossed empty envelopes into the trash bin the nearby trash bin and stacked the letters on his desk. “She’s already killed two people. Three if you count O’Neill.”

      Setting the cup on her desk, Kate pulled a cover over her typewriter. “Did it look like she set the house on fire on purpose?”

      Her partner shrugged. “There’s no way to be sure at this point. Or maybe ever.”

      “Sounds a bit like O’Neill’s death. No way to know, which is why I find your connecting the girl to his demise disturbing at best.”

      Shadow arched his eyebrow and smoothed his mustache in that way he did before a rousing discussion. This is one of the things that she appreciated about having him as a partner. He was always up to counter her claims. Three hundred years of experience with people and argument made his viewpoint more challenging to come up against than most men, even Allan. Noticing that her cup was empty, she called up a matching pot. She thought better with a cup of tea. One of the perks of being a ghost is that she could use some of her energy to conjure things she loved most from her former Inside life. While she could manipulate items in the Inside world, she still used the typewriter on her desk, being able to have tea at her desk was a bit of a luxury. The aroma of bergamot wrapped around her like a comforting blanket, and she smiled. This should be fun.

      Her partner sat down at his own desk. “We both know O’Neill didn’t just plunge into the river on his own.”

      She poured steaming liquid into her cup. “He suffered from melancholy, did he not?”

      “Not when he was on a case.” The gangly detective pulled a bottle of Four Roses whiskey, his favorite, from a small glass-doored cabinet behind him.

      “He was a bit of a bulldog like President Grant. I will give him that much.”

      Her partner continued. “O’Neill visits the farm. Twenty-four hours later he is floating in a creek only a mile from the Halvard property. There were no gunshot wounds, no knife wounds, and the lady at the hotel in town said he never came back after leaving to go to the farm. If that girl felt the least bit threatened who’s to say she didn’t follow him long enough to find time to shove him into the river?”

      She laughed at this bit of conjecture. “You cannot be serious. O’Neill was almost as tall as Pinkerton. She’s not a big girl, is she?”

      Her partner shook his head. “Just a slip of a thing, but with a bit of stealth and good timing…” He made a hand motion indicating going off a cliff.

      “Even with my level of skill and ingenuity, I’m pretty sure I couldn’t shove Pinkerton off into a river, even if I wanted to.”

      Shadow chuckled as well. “Maybe after he’d had a few drinks? Wait. What was it the notes said about not looking her in the eyes?”

      She picked up a file from her desk and rifled through it until she found what she was looking for. “’Agents should not make eye contact with subject.’ Something about bad luck following. If he looked the girl in the eyes…”

      “Seems a bit far-fetched. O’Neill was new to our unit, right?”

      “We deal in far-fetched, remember? And yes, this was his first solo case with us.”

      “Perhaps he saw this like you do. Far-fetched. There aren’t many agents on staff who deal with the sorts of cases we deal with. Allan swore O’Neill would be a good fit. If O’Neill’s death is connected to the visit, then it could have been caused by lack of understanding of the situation on both O’Neill’s and the girl’s part. I doubt she intended for him to die.”

      “Even if his death is accidental, I have a suspicion that this fire is less of an accident.”

      “Maybe you can ask her when we bring her in.” Kate turned the last page back. “This is odd.”

      Shadow came around to look over her shoulder. “What are you looking at?”

      “It’s what I’m not looking at. It’s what’s missing from this file.” The lady detective flipped through several typed and handwritten pages.

      “There’s Edison’s letter.” He pulled it out from the file.

      “And what’s left of O’Neill’s notes about how he found the girl.” She laid a small notebook emblazoned with a single eye.

      Her partner took the empty folder from her. “But no interview notes.”

      “So, O’Neill never visited Menlo Park at all?” This was not protocol. Kate checked her desk to be sure the interview notes hadn’t slipped out. “There are no notes from Pinkerton saying not to visit the client, so why didn’t O’Neill do the interview?”

      “I’m not sure, but perhaps we should do it for him now.” Shadow joined in her search and even checked under the typewriter. “Should we ask the man upstairs?” He pointed and scowled in a way that made her laugh in spite of herself.

      “No. I have no desire to rile an already unhappy bear.” She studied the notes in the file again. “Go ahead and check things out. You can get there faster than I can. See what the inventor says. While you’re gone, I’ll go through the file once more to see if I missed anything.”

      Shadow put on his black overcoat and bowler hat and turned down the gas sconce so that one corner darkened. He parted the darkness and stepped into the Paths to make his way to Raritan, New Jersey the small town near Edison’s Menlo Park.

      Blue-gray light fluttered, and the corner began to close. The glow brightened to the point that Kate had to cover her eyes with her arm. After a moment, the sconce popped hard and a heavy thump followed. She made her way, half-blind, to her partner’s part of the office and his body crumpled at her feet. The darkness was heavier in the corner since the gaslight was out. She knelt beside him and leaned close to his face. Still breathing. His body faded in and out as though he were moving through the Inside and Outside at the same time.

      From her previous experience, she knew that touching Shadow wasn’t the best idea, so she used a pencil to tug his watch from his vest pocket. Clicking the pupil of the Pinkerton’s Eye opened his watch. Twelve o’clock sharp, just like when she’d checked it all those years before on the train in Baltimore with Mr. Lincoln. When her partner came to, he was convinced that Mr. Lincoln was dead at the Ford Theater in Washington, D. C. The future president had to bring him a drink and sit with him to convince him that he was Inside and well.

      The worst part was that she couldn’t follow him. A good partner should be able to follow if there is trouble. In a usual stepping out, all Kate would have to do is check his notes, which he often left for her, and go to the physical locale where he was headed. That was easy. Time travel was not. Since her demise, Kate could travel up and down her own timeline because it was hers and it was complete. But she could not just show up on other timelines where she’d not been when she was Inside. After Baltimore, Shadow told her that the members of the Brotherhood were unable to travel in time, and he wasn’t sure why he could.

      At this point, the best she could do was pour him a drink and hope that he would return soon. Kate glided back to her desk and continued to peruse the case file. If anyone had entered the office at that moment, they would have thought a window was open and a breeze was fluttering the papers on her desk. Most people on the Inside couldn’t see her unless she decided to present in a corporeal form. It took a lot of energy to do this, but the longer she worked on the Inside, the stronger she became. Kate laid several photos, including one of a dark, handsome man posing with something that crackled with electricity. The name on the back was ‘Nikola Tesla.’ She had no idea why he was included in the file.

      A groan rose from behind her partner’s desk. If Kate had been one who was easily startled, she might have screamed.  Instead, she brought him the shot glass as he sat up and scratched his head. The scent of bourbon burned her nose and made her eyes water.

      She was far from being a Prohibitionist, but since her move to the Outside, certain scents were stronger. Bourbon was a spirit that, like her, crossed between Inside and Outside easily. “How was your trip?”

      “Not what I planned,” He took the glass, and knocked the contents back in one gulp. She took his arm when he struggled to his feet.

      “I saw the girl, the one they call Thirteen. She was at a train station with a group of other children, but she looked younger.”

      “I wondered if you’d gone to the past again.” She steadied him and he grabbed the back of his chair, which rolled forward, causing them to stumble forward together. “Tell me more once you sit down.”

      The watch dropped straight down on its chain and dangled around his mid-thigh as he held onto his desk. Kate pulled the chair back and he sat down and fiddled with the distinctive timepiece.

      “You checked the watch?”

      “It’s not often you leave your body behind when you step out. I suspected you might have gone to the Ford Theater again.”

      “Smart lady.”

      She sat back on the side of his desk. “I have my moments, m’dear.”

      “I didn’t end up in Washington though.” He checked the watch, which was now showing the correct hour, clicked it shut, and placed it back in his pocket.

      “Where then?”

      “A train station at Raritan Township.”

      “So, you ended up where you intended to go.”

      “In a way. A man with a group of children waited there in the dark. He wore a suit and looked as though he was prepared for a trip. The children were in sleeping gowns and long johns but not much else. A train marked “Orphan” came up, and they all boarded but the gentleman.”

      “Late pickup.” Kate sipped a cup of tea.

      “The odder part came after the children rode away.” Her partner poured a second shot of Four Roses. She crinkled her nose at him.

      “Do tell.” “A black train pulled into the station, and he got on board.”

      Kate set her empty teacup on the edge of her desk, and it faded away. “The Brotherhood is involved?”

      He took a drink and slammed the glass down harder than she expected. “No one will answer when I ask if we are.”

      This was surprising. The Brotherhood shared everything as a collective. She didn’t understand how this worked, but what one knew, all should know. Then again, her partner had kept secrets, so how was this different?

      “Who was the man?”

      “Not sure. When he spoke with the children, I thought I heard an accent. Maybe Southeastern European.”

      Kate picked up a photo from her desk and held it up. “His name is Tesla. He works with electricity. No shock there.”

      A wry smile crossed her partner’s lips, and she handed the image to him.

      “What does Tesla have to do with children and orphan trains?”

      “And why were you pulled to this girl’s past?”

      “Perhaps we need to focus on Tesla instead of Edison?”

      Kate took the photo from him and replaced it in the file. “Or maybe we needed to see a bigger picture. Mr. Edison asked us to find this one girl. Why? What about the other children who got on that train? Why not hire us to find them all? And why would this man,” she tapped the folder, “be taking this girl and these other children to an orphan train?”

      “He’s moonlighting? I don’t know. It doesn’t make much sense to me, but then neither did the Baltimore Incident ‘til years later.”

      She made her way to her desk and put the folder in the leather briefcase Allan-Mr. Pinkerton-had given her when she became the senior lady detective at the firm. “I’m thinking we don’t want to wait years to find out.”

      “At least we know where the girl is for the moment. I doubt she will be going anywhere soon with those burns. Maybe if we can talk to her, she can tell us about her family.”

      “Family?”

      Her partner took his bowler off the floor and brushed it off. “That’s what she called the other children. Her family.”

      “They’re all related?”

      “I don’t think so. Not in the truest sense. They were a rather diverse group from what I could see.”

      Kate straightened her desk as was her custom before a trip. “What if bad things happen while she’s with that doctor? We need to extract her soon. I’d hate to have more fires or folks floating down creeks.” she said, shifting focus back to the girl.

      “No one else will be floating down any creeks, Mrs. Warne.” The person she least wanted to see leaned into the office. Allan Pinkerton’s broad form filled the space of the doorway. “The girl caused a fire?”

      Shadow offered the oversized chair that was meant for their supervisor. Pinkerton settled into it, stretching his long legs across the floor.

      “Mrs. Warne. My, we are formal today, Mr. Pinkerton.”

      “Serious times call for serious addresses.” The playful burr of his voice never failed to weaken her knees a bit in spite of her effort to stay focused and professional. He was relaxing and teasing her like he used to, which was a step up from the mixture of confusion and grief she got from him over the last month or so. Perhaps he was settling into their new arrangement. Or he’d read Shadow’s report and was engaged in the case, which was much better than engagement with her.

      Their eyes locked and the mischief that twinkled behind his faded into the sadness she’d become accustomed to since her return. She turned away. The room became less solid and less real, and she was back in her bed. There was a doctor, who shook his head and retreated from the room. Allan sat next to her, his warm massive hand cradled her tiny hand. Why is he here and not with his family? In one corner, Shadow stood, not saying a word. She wanted to adjust his tie. Her chest ached and rattled with each breath. She couldn’t sit up because she had no energy. She closed her eyes. The pain lifted and her strength and energy returned. She awoke and sat up, her hand still in her paramour’s. His eyes were wide at first, and she thought she’d surprised him with her abrupt turn for the better. Instead, he was sobbing. He laid down her hand and leaned into her lap. She tried to cradle him, but her arms went through him. I’m…dead.

      Kate looked at her partner and returned to the present.  He cleared his throat as he studied the pages on his desk, and the lady detective wasn’t sure if he was coughing past the liquor or was as uncomfortable as she and their lead. “There are more children involved.”

      His words pulled Pinkerton’s attention away from Kate. “How is it that you two know about the other children?”

      “Was that in the report you are holding on to, Mr. Pinkerton?” She sipped her tea as the world around her solidified and her heart quieted once again.

      “O’Neill mentioned other children, but Edison was more concerned about this girl. I have no idea why. But maybe you can make the connection since my news is already old.”

      Shadow updated their supervisor on what he’d seen at Raritan Station. The large man stopped him when he mentioned the black train. “Why didn’t you tell us your people were connected to the case? You’re our bloody liaison for Heaven’s sake.”

      “I didn’t know.”

      Kate braced because she knew what was coming.

      Allan shook the report at the liaison. “What do you mean you didn’t know? You’re talkin’ mince, for Christ’s sake! All of you are connected.”

      Shadow’s expression never changed. “The war changed many things, even the Brotherhood. You saw how scattered we were at Appomattox Courthouse when the treaties were signed.”

      The Scotsman’s face flushed. “We were all scattered that day. That doesn’t explain the lack of communication now.”

      Kate’s partner ignored the man’s bluster. “In a general sense, you are right. We share all things. In a more specific sense, there are those who are motivated and make decisions apart from the rest of us.” He stood up and leaned into his supervisor’s face. “So, no. I have no idea what one of our trains was doing in Raritan picking up this man or if my brothers know anything about these children.”

      The burly man muttered something under his breath that Kate could only guess was the sort of foul language that he knew shouldn’t be spoken in front of a lady, even if that lady was fond of wearing pants and camped with Union soldiers. She focused on her partner. “Why would a faction of the Brotherhood be interested in these children or Mr. Tesla?”

      “I will have to ask, but an answer isn’t likely if the faction isn’t talking.”

      “The war’s ended. Factions seem to defeat the purpose of your organization.”

      A wry grin crossed the Brother’s face. “Tell that to your congressman, Mrs. Warne.”

      She arched her eyebrow. “Will it make a difference, Mr. Jones? Kate turned to her superior, who was still grumbling. She stomped her foot to get his attention. “Do you have O’Neill’s report? It’s missing from our file. We need to make up for lost time.”

      Pinkerton cleared his throat and he flushed anew. “It disappeared after O’Neill died. I can’t find it.”

      Kate hated being stonewalled. “Do not play games with me, Allan. If this is about…”

      The man balled his fists. She’d pushed him too far. “You think I’d cripple this case over that?”

      “You have been rather distressed as of late.”

      “And you believe that my distress would cause me to play games and keep information from you?” He marched toward the door. “I have a business to run. I don’t have time to ruin a case because I’m upset over my best agent coming back to work after she’s died. That’s not fair, and you know that, Katie.”

      The lady detective cringed. She hated that name and hated herself for provoking him. Words failed her, and the silence hung over them like a brewing thundercloud on a summer day.

      Shadow said, “Since there is no report, we should visit Mr. Edison.”

      His suggestion hung between them until she reached for her briefcase and began to fasten the straps and click the locks on the front. “I can take an airship this afternoon and meet you there. Is there anything else, sir?”

      Allan Pinkerton left the office without a response. She looked up and caught a glimpse of his bearded face, which was wet with tears.

      Her partner shuffled papers on his desk. “That went well.”

      “He is possibly the most frustrating man I have ever dealt with.” She shouldered her bag and approached the lanky detective. He looked like he wanted to say more. Before he could, she asked, “Are you better?”

      “I believe I can travel down the Paths safely now.”

      She straightened his tie and patted it. “No more random time travel. I won’t be around to pour you a shot this time.”

      “I’ll meet you at the station on time, at the correct time. I promise. Stay out of trouble.”

      She laughed in spite of her mood. “As if.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

        

      

    

    
      Kate walked to the Home Insurance Building on LaSalle, which was the home to Chicago’s first airship port downtown. While many people believed that the dead can travel anywhere they want instantaneously, Kate had not found that to be universally so. Travel in the Outside was only a little more flexible than the Inside. In the Outside, she could move instantaneously inside the Pinkerton headquarters and also to her small apartment if she wanted to go there. Places that were part of her heart drew her as though she were wired to them. To go anywhere else, she had to travel like those bound to the Inside. She preferred traveling on the small commuter airships that ported from the top of the skyscraper because they were faster and more comfortable.

      By entering from the Outside and not manifesting during the trip, however, she didn’t have to pay fares as those Inside did. As much as Allan was a law-abider, he was also enough of a skinflint to accept this bit of financial advantage.

      Once she floated past the conductor and found her seat, she pondered the case so far. What sort of girl is this Thirteen anyway? The notes were vague at best, and that missing interview…O’Neill knew better than to not include it in the file. She hated having to go backwards in order to move forward.

      The steward pushed a cart of teacups down the aisle. He paused by her, and Kate reached for a cup, but stopped short. A floating teacup would also do nothing but disturb the entire car. No need for that. Instead, she called forth her own familiar pink and white cup and a matching teapot. She sipped and watched a red-headed young man wearing a crisp blue uniform following the steward. He took the tickets passengers pressed into his gloved hand. As he paused at Kate’s seat, he shivered and turned pale, making the sprinkle of freckles on his nose stand out. She remembered him from the last trip she took for another case in New York. He tapped the steward’s shoulder. “There’s that cold spot again, Lenny. I swear I feel it every time I fly this route.”

      “You need more sleep, Will.”

      Kate touched the young man’s hand, as he walked away. He paused, looked back at her, shook his head, and moved on. Messing with the boy was unkind, but it was fun just the same.

      The ship lifted from its moorings as the engines fired on either side of the craft. Several passengers gripped the arms of their seat or their travel partners. She continued to sip her tea while watching the city spread below her as the ship rose. Seeing Chicago from the air reminded her of the first time she saw the Inside and Outside at the same time. Both worlds resided side by side most of the time. Insiders couldn’t see this because for most there was a veil that blocked the view of the Outside. She’d not known this ‘til she died, and her veil was lifted and she learned that both worlds interconnected in ways she’d not expected. People and creatures of every era, known and not so known, were visible and living side-by-side as if nothing were unusual. Once she decided to live in both worlds, she’d had to learn to focus on the present moment or be pulled into the cacophony of history that played out before her.

      She closed her eyes after the ship passed over the city and rose to cloud level. These trips were notoriously boring, which was advantageous in most cases, including this one. She went over the case in her head. The missing interview nagged at her. She had no reason to believe that it was taken out on purpose, but at the same time, O’Neill was not known to be sloppy.

      A scream pierced through her reverie, and she stood at full-ready, derringer drawn. The passenger compartment was filled with dead passengers.

      “Porter?” She made her way toward the front of the cab. The ship tipped forward and she slid through Will the porter, whose eyes were no longer troubled, but blank and staring into the distance.

      She used a seat to steady herself as she stood up. If everyone is dead, why can’t I see them here in the Outside?

      She peered out one of the passenger windows and saw a blood-spattered full moon hanging against a black curtain sky. The red stains flooded the silvery orb and flowed down it like waterfalls. A bell tolled thirteen times, shaking the ship mid-air, and shattering the window in front of her. A dank odor rose around her.

      In her experience with the supernatural, she’d learned that various creatures smell specific ways. Nosferatu, or vampires, tended to smell like gardenias or citrus and pine (the ones in the South could also carry a magnolia scent). Skinwalkers tended to smell like the animal they became. This was neither Nosferatu nor skinwalker, nor anything she recognized. As the odor passed over her, a panic began at her core. Whatever this thing was, it was hungry for her and for anything around it.

      Thousands of eyes glowed from behind the waterfall of blood, all of them fixed on her. She tried to turn away and saw a square of stars cut through the black curtain sky. She reached for the comfort of the familiar twinkles, hoping that they would lead her from this place. Her hopes were dashed as tentacles tore through the opening, blocking off her view. They stretched and wrapped around the airship, and it shook mid-air. Rope, wood, and sheeting from the exterior hull rained past her window. People screamed around her as the passenger deck floor crumpled under their feet. The ship was pulled toward the opening.

      All of the sadness she felt about dying and Allan and his response to her return washed over her. It deepened her terror and she found herself on the floor curled up sobbing. A rich mocking chortle echoed over the scene, and she felt the ship being towed through the darkness.

      The laughter stopped her sobbing cold. A fire rose inside her. Whoever was laughing was directing their contempt at her and her decision to come back from the Outside. It had taken everything she had to face Allan once she’d returned. She’d worked hard to make it clear that this was a work choice, not a choice about their love. The sadness faded to frustration over his inability to let their previous situation go. He is so damned stubborn. That was followed by massive self-doubt and the words “selfish” and “cruel” whispered around her and turned back into giggles. The fire in her soul rose up once more and she got to her knees. “I don’t know who or what you are, but this ain’t your funeral. It ain’t your business. Leave me alone!” She cringed at slipping into Confederate speak, but all of this stripped her past polite words.

      A sharp whistle cut through the air and a man in a crisp blue suit walked through her. “Next stop, Raritan, New Jersey. Return flight to Chicago will be tomorrow morning. Please purchase tickets as you leave the station.” She crawled back to an empty seat as her fellow passengers began to disembark as if nothing had happened. The sun sparkled through clean, unbroken windows, and the porter made his way through the gondola assisting passengers as he should. As the ship docked, she spotted Shadow at the edge of the landing pad. Unlike most men she knew, he did not carry a briefcase. Instead, he wore his bag on his shoulder. He swore it was more comfortable and could hold more things. She stayed in her seat until the ship was empty. Even if the ship was in one piece, she was not and needed a moment to gather herself.
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      Shadow saw Kate from his position on the landing pad. He waved, but she didn’t see him. As usual, she waited until all of the others had exited. She told him she didn’t care for the jostling that went on at disembark. He was sure that she also didn’t want to cause a panic if someone saw a ghost. The conductor stood outside the exit, blew a whistle. The lady pilot came down the stairs as she pulled her goggles off and tucked them in her side pouch. She strode past Shadow, and he tipped his hat.

      Kate tapped him on the shoulder. “What do you know, Joe?”

      He cleared his throat and turned. “Not as much as you, I suspect.”

      She slipped her arm through his. There was no reason for doing this since no one could see her unless she willed it, but it was an old habit and a pleasant one at that. His partner’s grip was tense, and she gazed at the sky as if she expected something to swoop down on them.

      He patted her hand. “Are you okay? You look like you barely escaped with your life. Surely the pilot wasn’t that bad.”

      “It wasn’t the pilot.” She pulled him away from the crowd to the far corner of the station. “You probably shouldn’t talk to yourself that way in public.”

      “I doubt they even noticed me, dear Kate. Now tell me what’s going on.” She shivered a bit, which surprised her partner. There were not many things that disturbed Kate Warne either before or after she’d had the veil lifted.

      “I had a vision of rather Biblical proportions.” She explained what had happened as they walked to the local hotel.

      “I don’t recall tentacled creatures coming through the sky in the Bible.”

      “True enough. Now that I’m not afraid of my impending forever death, I’m drawn toward the tolls of the bell,” said Kate.

      They made their way down the street. A little girl waved at them. “Thirteen…is there a connection, you think?”

      No one else seemed to notice his partner. “I didn’t see any children, but that number keeps coming up in the investigation. The Universe repeats things for a reason in my experience.”

      Shadow checked in and explained that his wife had missed her airship but should be along the next day. The man at the desk didn’t ask questions but gave him two keys for two rooms anyway.

      Moments later, there was a tap at the door that joined the two rooms. Before he could answer, Kate floated in looking much more settled than at the station. She’d changed into a blue suit dress and hat.

      “You didn’t have to knock.”

      “Now how nice would it have been if I’d seen you in your skivvies, Mr. Jones?” She sat down in the one ornate chair in the room.

      He sat on the windowsill. “Wouldn’t have been the first time.”

      She arched her eyebrow and her pale green eyes sparkled as her now familiar teacup appeared in her hand. “I’m not that sort of woman, sir!”

      His partner was attractive in a practical sort of way. Her hair was eternally chestnut and tucked in a soft bun under a modest blue hat that sported fashionable ostrich feather.

      “But you are the sort who wears pants and lives in tents with men.”

      “That was for a good cause.” She sipped her tea to hide her smile. This made him smile.

      “And this frock?”

      “You should recognize it. It’s the one you and Allan picked out for my funeral.”

      “Why wear it now? Seems rather a morose choice.”

      “I like the outfit, though not as well as my pants, and it’s not every day one gets to visit Menlo Park.”

      She conjured up a second cup, and he accepted it. “Do we have a plan if we learn nothing from this visit?’

      “We continue to track the girl until we can get her to talk with us. I find it worrisome that O’Neill made such a basic mistake.”

      “Was he hiding something?”

      Kate shook her head. “No. I don’t think he would do that. Allan is Edison’s friend though.”

      Shadow put down his cup and it faded away. “Pinkerton wouldn’t hide things for his friend. You know that better than anyone, Kate.”

      “All avenues must be pursued, but you’re right. He wouldn’t do that, no matter who it was.” Her own cup faded as well.

      “Then we have to conclude that the interview either wasn’t done, or it was stolen.”

      “Perhaps our interview will shed some light on all of this. I believe we should make our way to Menlo Park, good sir.” His partner rose and picked up her briefcase.

      Shadow checked his watch and offered his arm “Shall we?”
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      Minutes later, the detectives stood in front of a two-story farm style house on Christie Street. Train rails curved in parallel to Lincoln Highway, moving away from Menlo Park and town. Shadow opened the gate and stepped aside for his partner to enter.

      “There’s no need for this. You’re the only one who can see me.”

      “Old habits die hard. It seems a waste that you’ve dressed to the nines and are invisible.”

      She took his arm when he offered it once more. “Old habits die hard.”

      The farmhouse was the only building on the property that felt homey, with its broad front porch that contained three rocking chairs and large windows with red shutters. Small clapboard factory-style buildings filled out the property. Cold, electric light filtered from the sparse structures through the few windows that dotted their exterior. Kate closed her parasol as Shadow knocked at the screen door. A young boy with his right arm in a sling came from the darkened interior of the house. “Are you Mr. Jones?” His eyes were dark and sad.

      “Why, yes. I have an appointment with Mr. Edison.”

      The boy glanced back into the hall. “He’s expecting you.” Shadow paused to hold the door, but Kate shook her head. Without a word, he stepped in front of her. The boy reached to catch the door before it hit her and held it. He can see me. She put her finger to her lips and shook her head. He glanced around again as if he was afraid of being caught. He reminded her of some of the animals she’d seen at Lincoln Park Zoo. The same savageness mixed with fear. The boy ran down the hall. “I’ll get Mr. Edison. You stay there.”

      Her partner took her arm for a moment. “Will he say anything?”

      “I’m pretty sure he won’t say a word. Wonder what happened to his arm?”

      “Maybe he fell from a tree or a horse.”

      “He doesn’t strike me as a boy who climbs or rides. There’s something wild about him. Someone much larger could have broken it?”

      “We shouldn’t assume such things without evidence.”

      “Could he have been one of those children at the station?”

      “He favors one of the boys I saw. I didn’t get a clear view. If he is one of them, how did he end up back here?”

      Before she could venture a guess, the boy returned and led them to a formal sitting room. He looked at Kate as though he wanted to ask a question but couldn’t find the words. The wood floor from the hall echoed with footsteps, and his eyes got wide. He gulped and ran out of the parlor.

      A low-grade hum caused the hairs on the back of her neck to tickle.  It spread through her body like needles pricking her from head to toe. The sensation settled for a moment before clustering at the center of her chest.

      “Do you feel that?”

      Shadow looked up from his notebook. “No, but you look flushed.”

      She put her hand over the heavy lump under her ribcage. “I feel a sort of sharp tingle right here.” The pricking spiked and the needles exploded down her arms. Her hands faded to the Inside.

      “Perhaps you should sit down?” Her partner was being kind but not so helpful. The pain flooded down her legs. She couldn’t stop herself from fluttering between Inside and Outside for a few moments. The needling hurt no matter where she was.

      Before the conversation could continue, a man with tousled hair and a stern look entered the room followed by another man who wore glasses and had a sharp, well-groomed goatee. Kate stayed Outside even though the chance that the men could see her while she was Inside was slim. She saw the man with the goatee arch his eyebrow as he locked eyes with her for a moment. For a moment, his sharp features blurred, revealing gray skin and a gold reptilian eye that contrasted with his more human brown one.

      “Mr. Edison.” Her partner shook unkempt older man’s hand while the bespectacled, smaller man scanned the room as if he were expecting something or someone else.

      “I explained everything to Mr. O’Neill when he visited two months ago. There should be a transcript of that interview in your files, Mr. Jones.” Edison spoke in a voice that was sharp and loud, as though he were lecturing instead of having a private conversation.

      “The transcript is missing, sir. Possibly some inefficiency on the part of our agency.”

      The inventor’s second gestured for everyone to be seated, but he continued to stand. “Where is Mr. O’Neill, Mr. Jones? Wasn’t he the lead on this case?”

      The inventor pointed to the dapper man, who seemed a bit distracted. “I’d like you to meet Mr. Harry, my assistant." He tapped the bespectacled man who smiled on cue in a way that was congenial but closed.

      “Secretary, sir. I wouldn’t presume to be your assist---"

      “He is my assistant.” Mr. Edison gestured for the detective to sit, but Shadow ignored him as he reached out to inventor’s second to shake his hand.

      Mr. Harry ignored the gesture, his eyes locked on Kate.  “I’m also missing O’Neill’s lovely partner…what was her name again?”

      Edison looked puzzled. “He didn’t have a partner on this case.”

      “Of course. I’d forgotten that. Said something about his partner being dead, I believe.”

      Kate sat down in the rocking chair, and the prickling settled in her chest once more. Mr. Harry moved behind the chair and pushed it as if he was bored.

      Her partner kept a placid demeanor and didn’t give any sense that she was there. “She died of tuberculosis.”

      “How tragic. Losing a partner must be difficult. I am so sorry for the loss.”

      Shadow returned his focus to Mr. Edison. “Mr. Edison, how exactly did the girl go missing?”

      “Just like I told Mr. O’Neill, we woke up one morning and she’d gone. No letter, no goodbye. Just gone.”

      “That makes no sense.” Kate muttered.

      The next push was more forceful, and she almost fell out of it. Her head began to ache and for a moment, she saw the square nose and dead eyes of an alligator in her mind.

      The assistant growled. "You’re different. Who are you?”

      A solid wall of pain squeezed around her chest like a corset that was pulled too tight. She must have gasped because Shadow turned, but she shook her head.

      “How quaint. Trying to protect your Mr. Jones, I see. That is what partners do for one another, correct?”

      Mr. Harry placed his hand over her wrist, pinning her arm. His hand was colder than any dead body she’d touched when she was Inside. He leaned in so close she could feel his breath move her hair around her face. “I am the future, the past, the gate,” he whispered. “We shall return, and the world will be different and magnificent. You pitiful creatures will be a part of this.”

      The room around her fell away and she was right back in the vision from the airship. She floated past the opening as the same tentacles wrapped around her and her rocking chair prison and pulled her toward a pinprick of light that seemed miles away even though she could feel its heat. The blood-soaked moon loomed behind the door in front of her as the tolling bell began its ascent to thirteen tolls. Around the tentacles, there were thousands of eyes and sharp, gnashing teeth snapped under them. The prickling exploded inside her and she felt as though she were being devoured from the inside out. She opened her mouth to scream but nothing came out. Rage rose over her fear, and she began to struggle. If she ended up being eaten by whatever that thing was, she’d never forgive herself. As well-armed as she was, there was no way for her get to her weapons because she was so tangled in the writhing, heavy arms of the door creature.

      Everything around her dimmed and turned gray. She could hear Shadow speaking in the distance. Her scream caught in the back of her throat and turned to a squeak.  A sound, like the closing of a door, clicked in her head, and the moon and tentacles disappeared, leaving her back in the rocking chair in Edison’s parlor.
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      Shadow saw Edison’s second put his hand on the arm of the chair where Kate had been only moments before, shaking her head despite her pain. The dapper man gave him a condescending look. Shadow ignored the man’s demeanor. Perhaps Kate had left to look around on her own. One of the excellent things about Kate being his partner was that she could go places without restriction since she could enter from the Outside. Whatever was causing her pain was in this room, she’d avoided it, and he was relieved. He turned his mind back to the client.

      “Was the girl friends with any children in Raritan?” He thought about Tesla and the children on the platform and remembered that the girl named Thirteen called them “family.”

      “Mr. Jones, she was an asylum child.”

      “I’m not sure I follow, sir.”

      The older man leaned in close to the detective. “Her mother was an inmate at an asylum with no chance of release. I found the child when she was six or seven while touring a facility that was converting to electricity. Children like Thirteen don’t make friends easily, so no. She had no little friends in Raritan and didn’t go to school in town. She was tutored here at Menlo Park.”

      Shadow slid away from the man. “And her name? Most children aren’t known as numbers.”

      It was clear that Edison was growing tired of the questions but wanted to try to be polite. “That was what she was called at the asylum. She wouldn’t answer to anything else, so we continued to call her by the number.”

      “She had no other family?”

      A look of pity crossed the inventor’s face. “Asylum children never have family. Most aren’t even acknowledged as people. We offered her a much better life.”

      “If you offered a better life, why would she leave at all?”

      “The girl is troubled, Mr. Jones.”

      The Pinkerton wanted to ask about the other children who Thirteen called family at the station that night, but he had no idea how he’d explain seeing them or Tesla.

      “That seems like a given. What sort of troubled?”

      Edison clinched his fist and sighed. “As I told O’Neill, that has no real bearing on my finding her.”

      Mr. Harry spoke over his employer. “She caused conflict here at Menlo Park.”

      The inventor scowled at the man. “Conflict is the wrong word. Things happened. Several things. On the surface, they were unconnected. Our cat died suddenly. The chickens wouldn’t lay eggs, mirrors shattered for no explainable reasons after she left the room. Some of the people here at Menlo found themselves with broken legs or equipment after interactions with her. There were never any clear explanations.  Her presence seemed to cause bad luck.”

      Like O’Neill’s death.

      The detective closed his notebook. “You’re a man of science and you can’t come up with a better term than ‘bad luck?’”

      Edison’s impatience was becoming more evident with each question. His assistant was no better.

      “There is no scientific explanation for people like Thirteen.”

      “People? There are others?” This could be the opening Shadow was searching for.

      The great inventor got up and began to pace as though he was giving a speech. “You’ve met people who are different, I’m sure, Mr. Jones. Some are better at certain things than the rest of us. Others seem to have bad things happen around them all the time. They are all around us and look no different than any of the rest of us. There is a potential in these people that is fascinating.”

      “So, you were studying her potential? For what reason? How is being studied going to give her a better life?”

      Edison paused and put his hands together. “Getting rid of whatever it is that causes bad things to happen around this child means that she can have a better life. In order to help her, we had to apply science, which means study. Surely you can understand, sir.”

      “Applying science to debunk superstition and the things we don’t understand. Seems reasonable.”

      It was time to be direct. “Were there other children you were helping to have a better life, sir?” Edison’s lecture face dropped. “What about that boy who greeted me at the door earlier?”

      The assistant took Shadow’s arm. The man was stronger than he looked. “He answers the door and reminds Mr. Edison to eat, which is a step up from living in the woods, I’m sure.”

      There was a knock, and the boy entered the room as if on cue. “Mr. Edison, you have a meeting in town in ten minutes.”

      The Great Inventor cleared his throat. “As you can see, he does his job quite well.” The assistant rose from the couch and pushed the rocking chair from its arm one more time. Shadow stood and shook the older man’s hand once more.

      Edison made his way to the exit. “I do hope you find the girl soon. We want the best for her, you know.”

      The detective adjusted his coat. Kate had been gone a while now. “Could I take a look around the facility? I’d like to talk to the people she interacted with.”

      “Many of those people are no longer with us,” said Edison’s assistant.

      “Give him the tour and answer any questions. He may be able to learn a few things that will lead us to the girl.”

      The odd little man nodded. “Mr. Jones, follow me.” Shadow glanced back at the chair, and for an instance thought he saw Kate. She faded in long enough for him to see a look of terror on her face.

      “Are you looking for something, Mr. Jones?” The assistant guided him to the door.

      “No. Just admiring that rocking chair. I think it moved.”

      “How odd.” They exited, and he shut the door behind them. Shadow fought the urge to take one last glance. As the two men made their way to the front of the house, The boy scurried back down the hall away as if he wanted to get as far from them as possible.  Once they were outside, the bespectacled man began what sounded like a rote spiel. “Menlo Park holds many wonders of the modern age. Mr. Edison takes pride in the fact that this is a hub of research, invention, and progress, which draws intellectuals from all over the globe.”

      “Does that include a man named Tesla?”

      The assistant paused as if he wasn’t used to being interrupted. “Mr. Tesla is one of those people who are no longer with us.”

      “Bad interaction with Thirteen?”

      His companion’s demeanor dropped from professional boredom to downright icy. “He was asked to leave.”

      “Why?” Shadow pushed.

      Mr. Harry turned on his heel to face the detective. The man’s pupils were horizontal slits surrounded by brown-gold irises. Impatient hunger danced behind them. “Because he asked too many questions.” He blinked, and his pupils were once again round and dilated, but a dissatisfied glint remained. “But then, questions are your job, aren’t they?” He turned and walked as if nothing had transpired.

      The man’s shift was alarming, but Shadow didn’t want to give this…whatever he was…the pleasure of his discomfort. Instead, he pressed forward. “Do you have a forwarding address for Mr. Tesla? I’d like to ask him some questions.”

      A low-level growl emanated from his guide, and he clenched his fist. “I’m afraid he didn’t leave one. Now, if you’re done with that line of thought, let’s proceed.” With that, the two of them entered a building marked with a number three. Nothing of what the strange fellow droned on about during this tour answered any more questions about the girl or her bad luck.
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      The sharp prickling in Kate’s chest disappeared, leaving a hum in its place. That secretary was close by, but she suspected he’d turned his focus to her partner. Maybe he thought I would be taken care of, she thought. She pushed her hand through from Outside to Inside. For the first time she could feel the veil that parted the side-by-side worlds.

      A small voice rose behind her. “Who are you, ma’am?”

      She turned to find the boy with the broken arm. His face was gaunt and there were dark circles under his eyes. The fact that he could see her even when she was Outside didn’t surprise her. Children tended to see past the veil. Some even had playmates on the Outside till they grew older and started believing that these friends were imaginary.

      The lady detective knelt in front of him. She wanted to whisk him back to the hotel and take care of him but wasn’t sure if he or she would be safe. “I’m Mr. Jones’s friend. Can you tell me where he went?”

      “He’s with Mr. Harry.” He clenched his fist and trembled when he spoke the name.

      “Did he do this?” She touched his arm and braced for the answer.

      He pushed her hand away, eyes wide. He glanced all around her as if he expected someone to jump out and attack them both. Then he backed toward the door, his eyes settling on her. He stopped at the door, used his good hand to turn the knob, and paused.

      He nodded, and then bolted into the dark interior of the house.

      She could have given chase but didn’t want to scare him even more.

      “Poor, kid.”

      Perhaps the reason for Thirteen leaving was becoming clearer.

      Who is this man? Was he some sort of construct built in the lab or a supernatural creature of some sort? She was not eager to get close enough to find out at the moment. A construct couldn’t send her to a different realm with the touch of a hand. The boy was also a mystery. He was as much animal as person. She wondered what transpired between him and the assistant that would have ended in a broken arm.

      Staying Outside, she left the house and choked back her outrage as she wondered if Edison knew how Mr. Harry treated the children. There were three large structures that filled the back of the property. Kate could hear buzzes and crackles as well as other work sounds like hammering and sawing even though she was Outside. Acrid smells of fire and chemicals rose around her as she made her way around buildings, hoping that Edison’s mysterious assistant didn’t sense her skulking about. The curious thing about the Outside was that, for the most part, it was the same as the Inside. Same sounds, same textures, and same view, so Kate saw everything that anyone else would see as they walked through the property. The main difference was that, usually, she also saw her fellow dearly departed, as she’d heard folks on the Inside call them. These were people and creatures that had come to the Outside like she had. Most of them knew they had passed and chose to stay in the Outside to make a new life for themselves. She’d seen everything from schoolmarms to giant elephants with enough fur to make the richest women gasp.

      Menlo Park was empty of such things. She was alone in the Outside for the moment. Perhaps it’s all the electrical experimentation going on. As she continued through the property, the oddity nagged at her but there was no clear answer.

      She walked alongside a building labeled with a large, painted 2 and spotted Shadow and Mr. Harry turn the corner opposite her. She pulled back, not wanting to be spotted. Once they were out of sight, she took stock of the area. Where would the children Shadow saw have lived? The numbered buildings seemed to be laboratories based on the sounds and activities coming from the Inside. That boy would know, she thought, but knew he’d never tell her. The main house was large, but not large enough for thirteen children.

      Just past Building Three, she tripped over a dirt-stained metal plate and fell. As she picked herself up, she saw that the plate had a lock on it. She knelt down in the dirt and examined it, shifting from her afternoon dress to Levi’s and a blue work shirt. Well, damn. Having a random door in the ground was odd. Having a lock on it was odder. All the ingredients necessary to make a curious person, like myself, want to know what’s under there.

      She could pick the lock, but that might take a while, which didn’t matter unless Mr. Harry came back this direction. There was also a chance the lock had been built on site, which meant that her tools might not be up to the task. The faster, easier method would be to simply use some energy and pass through the door. Of course, if the secretary was close, he might sense the fluctuation of energy between Inside and Outside. Both were risky options, but she had not become the senior female detective at Pinkerton’s by choosing safety. She glanced around and the grounds were empty except for a few scientists crossing from one building to another and phased down through the door. She glided down onto a set of dusty stairs into a dark hallway. The darkness pushed against her, challenging her presence. She continued to move forward, ignoring the silent threat. She was dead, so there was no need to be afraid. She thought of the tentacles again. Except for that. Universe-ending monsters are frightening even if I have crossed the mortal coil.

      What she thought might be a cellar turned into more of an underground barracks. There was an open area and then a corridor that led farther down into the ground. She followed it even though the lighting was dim at best. Without hesitation, she entered a few of the locked rooms, finding in each a small cot and a washstand. Did the scientists sleep down here? As she made her way down the passage, she saw an open door. A sort of musty scent wafted from it.

      The room contained a table with a cabinet behind it. On the table was a book. A series of metal latches held it closed. At the center of the cover was the face of an angry gargoyle with snakes surrounding its head. Medusa? Kate backed against the wall as a familiar prickling in her chest rose again. Had Mr. Harry come looking for her?

      The prickling danced down her arms and legs, and the room crackled with the same energy she’d felt in her vision. The pain she previously experienced rose through her once again, and the book shot a bolt as black and shiny as obsidian at her. She threw herself to the floor and it exploded against the door with a resounding boom. If the residual energy hadn’t pierced through her and cleared her thoughts, she would have been worried about the attack being heard. She was glad it’d not struck her dead on. Even while she was dying, she’d not felt such a sharp, deep agony. A low-grade prickle rose inside her again, as if the book were revving for a second attack, so she dove under the thick oaken table. The book shook and the metal latches tinkled and rattled. The door was only a few feet away, but she wasn’t sure if she could crawl through it before whatever was guarding the book took another shot at her. She’d fought a lot of odd folks in her day, but she’d never fought a locked book before.

      As Kate crouched under the table, Shadow’s voice echoed into the room as if he was close. She almost called out but was interrupted by Mr. Harry’s voice. This gave her pause. Her partner bedeviled the man with questions. It was one of his best tactics. Ask questions until the subject breaks. He must think something was enough off about the secretary to justify this. Of course, none of it mattered as long as she was trapped by the gargoyle on the book.

      The men’s voices faded, and she was left with her opponent. No chance for help now. The pain subsided and the shaking on the table ceased. Maybe that thing believes I am gone. She shifted her weight and bumped the table. The book came back to life. The table shook harder than before, and Kate rolled into a fetal position and fluttered Inside and Outside as pain threatened to tear her apart. What happened to no more pain, no more tears?

      As she attempted to gain control of herself, she got angry. Every time she fluttered, she could see herself lying under the table, holding her knees like a five-year-old. Anger gave way to fury. Who the hell was she anyway?! The rattling stopped again, and the pain and fear subsided. Now was her chance. She got on her hands and knees and skittered out from the protection of the table. She might not survive what came next, but it was better than doing nothing. She spotted a small rock in one corner of the room. She crawled across the room, grabbed it, and threw it at the book. The rock bounced off it and hit the floor. Nothing else happened. She unpinned her brown feathered hat and threw it. Before it could reach the table, a black bolt reached out from the center of the book and the hat fizzled and faded away. A wave of agony made her wish she’d stayed under the table.

      “Don’t like Spectrals, huh?”

      Once the book calmed once again, she checked out the room. The exit was close, and she might be able to leave without the book. Given that the book attacked her and that she was certain it had information about what was going on with the children here at Menlo Park, she couldn’t convince herself that leaving it behind was in any way good. Anything that made her feel the way that thing did deserved to be defeated. It might also reveal how and why the so-called Great Inventor had thrown in with the likes of that creature posing as his assistant.

      One edge of the book was hanging off the table, opening a possible option she’d not considered.

      As long as it doesn’t see me…

      A single, satisfying thump sounded after she tilted the table causing the book to fall off onto the dirt floor. It’s always the stupid simple stuff that works best. The needling pain subsided and more of her strength returned. Now that I’ve got it, how do I get it out of here without it destroying me. She couldn’t just conjure up a bag. The gargoyle would just try to destroy the bag the way it had done her hat.

      Surely there is something I can use from the Inside to wrap the beast. She materialized and after a quick search discovered a thin blanket on a cot in one of the cells. Once she returned, she slid it under the book, taking care to not put her hands under it for the gargoyle to see. A single sharp pain cut through her as she secured the blanket and slung it over her shoulder. Victory was hers. She couldn’t help but hum a little tune she’d learned in the Confederate camps as she headed down the corridor and back to the surface. Just before she opened the cellar door, she heard the secretary’s voice once again and the book shuddered and struggled. She pushed the makeshift bag against the wall with her hip so that if the gargoyle started screaming no one above would hear. The two men above her had a conversation that took an eternity.

      The lady Pinkerton waited an extra few minutes after that was done to be sure that Mr. Harry was gone. If her partner was smart, and he was for the most part, he’d head on back to the hotel and wait for her. She attempted to phase through the door, but the book shuddered, and the door solidified. Kate pulled hard and the door thinned out. Before she could stop herself, she lost her balance and fell backward. The wrapped book smacked her on the chest and fell to the ground. Once she caught her breath, she looked around, grabbed the bag, and scrambled for Christie Street. There was no way to know if anyone could see the bag fluttering between the Inside and Outside, but she couldn’t leave it behind.

      Shadow walked along the tree line and she caught up, book in tow. “Mr. Jones.”

      Without a pause, he walked into the tree line, and she followed. He gestured to the make-shift bag. “What’s that you have there?”

      She dropped it at his feet. “A rather deadly trinket I found while you were hobnobbing with that thing upstairs.”

      “Upstairs? Wait. You found that cellar door, didn’t you?”

      Kate tapped her nose.

      “There’s a maze of rooms that I didn’t get to see much of while I was down there, except the room where this book was out on a table. You’d think they’d keep something that dangerous locked up. Damned thing tried to kill me for good down there,” said Kate. “Being almost destroyed twice in one day isn’t my idea of a fun time.”

      “Twice?” The long-legged detective knelt to get a closer look at the blanket covered book. He started to unwrap it.

      “I wouldn’t do that here.” Kate picked up the package and swung it over her shoulder again. “Mr. Harry trapped me somewhere that wasn’t Inside or Outside. The place had the same bleeding moon and bell tolls. The major difference was that the tentacles tried to pull me to wherever they came from.”

      Shadow brushed off his pants and offered to take it from her. “Could he have caused that vision in the airship?”

      She passed it to him, and they made their way back to the main thoroughfare. “Doubtful. He looked surprised when he spotted me in that chair.”

      “But then why did you feel that prickling in your chest before he arrived?”

      A few wagons passed them, and several people crossed back and forth as they spoke. All she could see were Insiders. “Maybe it’s some sort of warning system to alert him and disable Spectrals that crossed onto the property. He was surprised when he saw me and made damned sure to let me know that I was not welcome.”

      “Which means he knows you’re a Spectral and have powers that allow you access to most everything if you want.”

      She nodded. “He sent me to something with lots of tentacles. I thought it may just devour me straightaway, but then everything turned gray, like clouds, and I was back in the chair.”

      “Is that how you managed to escape and find your little treasure there? Or did I manage to distract him?”

      “You and your barrage of questions. I heard some of that. Impressive work, detective.” The world around her went fuzzy around the edges and needles danced up her back.

      Shadow didn’t notice. “It seemed to deeply annoy him, but it didn’t make him reveal anything of use, I’m afraid.”

      The scene faded out once more and more prickling and pain moved through her as she found herself alone Outside. The streets were empty. She looked up into some of the windows of the houses and buildings around her and saw a couple of fearful faces peering back at her. Other buildings were boarded up and abandoned. A hard tug brought her back to the active, noon-time street they’d been traversing. Her partner was holding her hand.

      “What the hell just happened? I thought you were going to faint for a moment.”

      “Something’s wrong in this town. On the Outside.” She told him what she’d seen.

      “This place should be teeming with Spectrals.”

      “Yes. But something is messing with them.”

      “Maybe this book?”

      She looked blanket wrapped artifact without touching it. “It’s possible. It certainly wanted to destroy me.”

      “Well, we can’t take it back now.” Her partner opened his bag and stuffed the still-wrapped book into it. Muffled screams rose from the book as he latched the bag shut.

      “I’m not sure that thing likes you any more than it likes me.”

      “It doesn’t have to like me.” He took her arm and shouldered the muttering package. “It just has to leave you alone. How do you feel?”

      “Better.

      He squeezed her hand. “Good. I need my partner to be around so this case can be solved.”

      The screaming subsided as they approached the hotel. Her partner opened the door for her. “It’s calmed down. Wonder what it’s up to and why it hasn’t attacked you?”

      “Maybe it hates Spectrals and nothing else, or it doesn’t know what I am.”

      They lowered their voices as they crossed the lobby and made their way up the stairs to their rooms. “Well, since it doesn’t have anything against members of the Brotherhood, perhaps you could manage to get it open. In all fairness, this is Brotherhood-level nonsense, don’t you agree?”

      He scratched his chin the way Allan did when he was puzzling through a line of thought and then switched to a familiar Scottish burr. “I was afraid you’d say that, Mrs. Warne.”

      She punched his arm as they entered the hotel.
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
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TERMINATION
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