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      A cloak of sugary delights hiding a murky mystery. Can an abandoned youth stop a twisted killer?

       

      Raven Brown is torn between worlds. Desperately missing his lost friends, the troubled teen scrabbles to rejoin them by taking a job at a resurrected festival. But when the carnival organizer’s unsettling manner sends chills up his spine, he digs deeper into strange behaviours only to learn boys are vanishing.

       

      Probing the rotten core of the manic spectacle, Raven discovers vulnerable workers being lured by the sinister spell of delectable chocolate treats. But the harder he tries to penetrate the foggy illusion, the more he’s convinced his last ride could be fatal…

       

      Will his gift for carrying forgotten souls help keep him alive in a deadly hall of mirrors?

       

      Sweet Carnival is the macabre sixth book in The Keeper YA dark fantasy series. If you like endless tension, two-faced villains, and chilling cheer, then you’ll love C.M Neary’s intricate vision.

       

      Buy Sweet Carnival to cheat death’s merry-go-round today!

      

      
        
        Buy now!
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      The morning has drifted in quickly, as it always does in Lurchers Paradise. The streets are crisp white, as is the sky. Snow has been falling for days, leaving our footprints engraved in the cleansing Paradise paths carved in gold. I wrap my coat up as I walk out of Boreen Gardens and onto its streets. The coldness is different here in Paradise. No matter how many layers I wear, the shivering cold always finds its way in toward my bones. Its frostiness seeping into my skin and staying lodged on my arm hair. Causing cold burns to form.

      I have travelled throughout the mirrors hoping to find a purpose. A way for my mother’s and father’s death to have not been in vain. I haven’t found it yet. Since coming here, I have thought little about Black Path Valley and what I left behind. The fear of it still returns to me as I sleep. Remembering only the fear it brought to me because of my Brown name. The panic of the blue flames returning, as the heat does. I hope for is that my Annabel returns to me. That one day soon I will find her doll size inside my pocket again. To see her buttoned eyes, and tilted head staring at me with curiosity. Waiting for me to sing to her. I relive the fear most days of my existence in those Cornfields. Fading into the obscure, the Scarecrow and its growing victims once had below the soil. Their bodies entwined in the roots of corn as it pokes out of their skin. The insects crawling of their dead rotting bodies as the Scarecrow watches on. The fear that I wouldn't be who I was again. To be only what he wanted. His servant. To have my life as a mere unknown existence as it had been since I was born. I have felt a part of me is still lingering in those Cornfields. Ingrained in its poison soil as the roots implant themselves tightly into my body. I feel Annabel waiting for me there, as is the Scarecrow. Waiting for the only remaining Brown to return to the Cornfields, where it is he belongs.

      

      Everything that remained of the Browns’ possessions has burned to ash inside White Strokes. Left to linger in the smog that covers the Valley with the dead. The only thing I miss is my visits to Uncle Albert. It seems he has succumbed to knowing he will never leave White Strokes Asylum. Forever to be left to squander in the black charcoal room he now calls home. I’m glad he can no longer torture innocent souls like his mother had done. Aunt Mary Brown, no longer able to wander the streets of Black Path Valley for her victims. Now those streets only belong in memory of my mother and father. The dying love they shared for each other in the garden of red roses that no longer grows. I never thought of Black Path being its own mirror. Having its own name that those in the Meadows consider a condemned place. To me, it was just home. Not anymore.

      

      I walk into the mist, heading toward Fiddler Street. I walk along Paradise’s building alone. The white brinks on the walls, and the pretty flowers of crimson, bring me down toward the centre street. It has become my favourite street in Paradise to wander. To find a soul and be alone. Many have come to me here. Tingling inside my pocket mirror, ready to be taken. Hallow Square is centre stage for all those wanting their unique abilities to be showcased. To be admired. There is nothing on this street that I haven’t seen. Mesmerising dances, enchanting music, magicians, and even creepy puppets and their masters. They fill this place with magic. A magic that can only be found in Paradise. This street has it all. It even has a wax fountain that overflows with golden coins near filling the brim. Each day I come here to watch the fountain display. The flowing water spewing out from the sculpted instruments in all directions. A Lurcher man in the middle with his violin and bow. The candles ignite around him. The water never quenching the surrounding flames. Only lighting the way for the water and its golden coins.

      I sit on the bench by the fountain. Gazing toward the flowing water. I hold my mirror inside my pocket. Never taking it out, in case someone sees it. Instead, I wait for those to take centre stage in front of Hallow Halls. The building is always closed. Nor spoken about much. The building with its bolted doors and lock chains sealed in white wax. Whoever designed this building sculpted it in its own way. To be unique. No two walls are the same size. The windows are shaped as instruments. While beside them ignites the candles that never seem to burn away. I wonder who takes care of such a building, and why does it never open?

      As I wait and listen, a pinch inside my pockets calls my mirror out. It is her soul that calls me as it has done for days. The sweet Lurcher girl that sings so sweetly into the crowds of Hallow Square. In her arms is an instrument made of white glass. A beautiful creation sculpted in a way I’ve never seen before. I already feel it, as does she? She has lived her whole life already. The hole inside her heart says so. It wants to stop beating, and it will, just not today.

      She isn’t like the other Lurchers. She is different. I can tell. Her clothes are darker. The colours faded into grey and black. Her hair is long and curly. Wrapped with a golden chain keeping it up on her head. She sings a beautiful, sweet melody that each passerby cannot help but stop and listen too. Soon the golden coins will flow out of the small wax box that is placed on the ground beside her. It always does. Each day as she sings, more and more stop to listen to her. To be mesmerised by the girl that sings so sweetly with her harp in her arms.

      “What a wonderful song she is playing. I haven’t heard it since Delilah….” says one of the two Lurchers sitting near me on the other bench.

      “Hush, you know it is bad luck to mention that name here,” says the blind Lurcher man as he flips a coin into the fountain in my direction. I felt his glare before he turns back to the other lady. It was as if he knew I was sitting there. As if he wanted me to notice the shimmering gold coin with a FFF engraving on it. I did.

      “Ah, you don’t believe in that nonsense, do you?” says the woman. A curved lip spouts out as she raises her head toward the air.

      “Of course, bad luck follows to those that sing such a song,” says the blind Lurcher. “Pity, it is a beautiful song.”

      “Ah, she was exceptional,” says the woman. “A Lurcher like no other. I wonder whatever happened to her?”

      “Soul wrenching to think, isn’t it? She played that song on her Cello, so beautifully.”

      “Yes, but I wonder whatever happened to her Cello?”

      “In museums it should be.”

      “I agree. Not gathering dust, rustling somewhere.”

      “What I would give to hear it be played again,” said the blind Lurcher.

      They natter on. Walking off into the mist toward Hallow Square, continuing to talk about someone whose name I should never mention. As they get lost in the mist, I pick out the golden coin from the fountain. My fingers gliding across the engravings of FFF. It isn’t the first time I heard the whose name shall not be mentioned on the lips of the Lurchers here. The name is something that wants to get my attention here in Paradise. As did the blind man that looks back from the mist toward me.

      No one knows such secrets about her. Nor do they know her whereabouts. Some say she left Paradise and will never return. Others say she hides here, ashamed of her music she sees as a curse. There are many stories told by the fireplaces about her here. Missing, killed, murdered by a lover. They are rumours, like they always are. Stories that keep her own name alive on these streets of Paradise. Never to be forgotten.

      But, there is one story I like most of all. It is the one of the cursed Cello, and the player that haunts the building I’ve longed to enter. Hallow Halls. The girl that played the Cello so beautifully it killed all those that heard it. The infamous Delilah Daye whose music kills you dead.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            2

          

          
            JoJo

          

        

      

    

    
      I take another swig of wine from the bottle. Allowing its sweet tang taste to slide down my throat.

      “Don’t you think you have had enough?” snaps Mrs. Henry, watching Baba down another bottle of expensive Lurcher wine in one gulp.

      “We will be up all night, listening to your snoring,” says Mr. Henry, looking in Baba’s direction. “Again.”

      “I didn’t know ghosts need sleep?” I say, swinging my half empty bottle in the air.

      “We don’t,” says Mrs. Henry. “But even his snoring would wake the dead.”

      I’ve drunk more wine than I thought possible since being here at 96 Boreen Street. Rows of expensive vintage bottles had been acquired by the Henrys over the years. Stored away, gathering dust down below in the cellar. We are doing them a service. What use are savoury bottles of fine wines for ghosts? They show us no mercy as they make a racket above us floating upon the chandelier. Allowing it to sway back and forth from its mental hinges that are rusting into debris. I think they hope it will eventually fall as we sit underneath it. Shattering us into pieces as the chandelier would be.

      I hear the grand clock in the lounge still ticking away. The demonic creatures inside are calling out. I guess it will soon be time for Raven to return to the Boreen Gardens mirror and feed them their delicious golden apples again. Each golden bite poison to the core, feeding on their own rotting soul that keeps them alive inside their mirror. They admire Raven. Worship him even. The Keeper that offers them what they need for nothing in return. That is for now.

      Raven has come to enjoy Paradise, as I knew he would have. Since returning from Black Path Valley he has spent his time with Eli. Enjoying each other’s company as they walk Boreen Gardens together. A bond the two have, that no one can understand. Not even I. I’ve tried hard to avoid Paradises streets. Never going out, even in the dead of night. That constant feeling of being watched by someone in the mist gives me chills. Those in the black shawls that passes me by, making my bones shutter. The return of my flashback childhood memories that never truly reveal the truth raising the hairs on the back of my neck. While that sweet sounding song lingers in the back of my mind tormenting my sleep. All of it is causing a weight to gather on my shoulders, as I struggle for breath. My only salvation is the endless supply of wine in the Henry cellar. Blocking out the past that wants to be remembered.

      

      The fire tries hard to heat our bones as I wrap myself up in a blanket. The coldness from Paradise’s winter seeps into this house’s foundations. Our bodies shiver from the chill that this house seems to always own from the ghosts that live here. A house that will never warm up.

      I get up from my seat, placing another empty wine bottle by the stack that we have already accumulated on the wall. I grab a full one on the table and sit back down.

      “We should burn more stuff. It’s too cold in here.” Says Baba,

      “Well, if we could get rid of these ghosts, maybe then this home would heat,” I say.

      “We ain’t leaving,” shouts out Mr. Henry.

      “Try to get rid of us, try,” laughs Mrs. Henry.

      It seems only the drink can make me forget about their constant chattering. For a while, at least. This isn't the worst place to live. No one knocks on our door. Or stares as we walk upon its golden leaf paths. It remains quiet here on Boreen Street. Something Baba and I ain’t use too.

      The reward for our heads has more than upped in price since we last came to visit. Yet, we are not the highest reward offered anymore. The secret of a Keeper isn't a rumour. It is a fact now. My brother, the King, has gotten word that the treasure has been with us. Helping us avoid capture and unlocking mirrors to awaited treasures. I guess our death will no longer be an option. Although, torture might. Times have changed here in the Meadows. It has changed faster than many realized it could. Mirrors remain open as more treasures escape out, as do the creatures that own them. Many have profited from a Keeper returning. Others have not. I wonder how much more is going to change, and what will peek out of the mirrors or at least who awaits, too.

      “What is that smell?” asks Mrs. Henry.

      “It is awful. Is that the baboon?” asks Mr. Henry.

      Baba grunts at him. Throwing the empty wine bottle toward the chandelier. Shattering the wine bottle into pieces.

      “I’d watch what I say if I were you,” says Baba.

      “Or what?” laughs Mr Henry with Mrs Henry. “You’ll throw another bottle.”

      Baba smells the air as I do. A hint of an herb, spice, and liquors is floating around us. It gives the dead smell that has occupied this house away. It isn’t the worst smell, nor is it that pleasant. But something about it makes me nervous.

      “Is it coming from outside?” asks Baba. “It is Raven, and Eli? Who else knows we are here?”

      I get up from my comfortable seat in the lough. I walk over the body of Mr Henry that I had thrown there. He wasn’t too pleased with me, his unwanted drunken lodger that wanted to take the seat where his dead body had been murdered years ago. Nor was he happy as I threw it on the ground and broke some bones.

      “Hay, don’t touch my body.” He snaps at me. “Such disregard for the dead.”

      “How could you be so cruel?” shouts Mrs. Henry in disgust. “Put him back where he belongs,”

      “If you're not careful, it will be thrown in the fire, like Mrs Henry was,” I say as I walk over toward the window. Stumbling as I put my foot ahead of the other.

      I can feel the frustration on both as they sway with the chandelier above my head. Both are still unforgiving about Mrs Henry’s rotted corpse being thrown into the fire on a drunken binge. It was an accident, so Baba and I said. Yet, the heat did well to warm us up on these cold winter nights.

      “I will get him, for what he did to our corpses,” says Mr Henry to Mrs Henry.

      “He will be thrown in next,” says Mrs Henry in disgust.

      I stumble toward the window. I look out. The night is black. The lanterns light the streets with the faded vision of a mist. It is so thick; it is covering my view of the houses on the other side. The feeling of nerves overtakes my body. Sweat begins even as the cold sticks to my bones.

      “I don’t see anyone,” I say to Baba as I return to my chair.

      Yet the smell stays with me. Rising up my nose, bringing back a feeling of panic. I tap my foot on the floor. My fingers pick at the tread that has come loose on the seat hand rest.

      “What is the matter with you?” asks Baba.

      “Nothing,” I say with a false smile as I gulp down the wine.

      Mr and Mrs Henry take their own seats again upon another chandelier. Swinging it back and forth, wailing and chattering nonsense as they usually do. But something weary comes over me. A slight chill that makes me want to turn around as the rattling of beads makes me stand up. An enchanting and bewitching scent is laying in the air as I watch who comes up the stairs as the sound of music plays. It is happening, as I knew it would. As I have been dreading since returning to Paradise.

      We all have secrets. Secrets that draw out of us our meaning in life. What it is we have been born to do. A foretold moment that has been given to us since birth. Those moments in life change you. Makes you who you are and who you forever will be. It is those moments that are the reasons it wasn’t easy returning to Paradise. Allowing the past stories of my childhood to be relieved. I feel like that young boy again. Living with a dark secret that I don’t know how to handle.

      “What is going on? Who knows we are here?” asks Baba.

      “They don't need to know we're here,” I say, already knowing it is my past that is walking up the stairs.

      Two Lurcher women stand side by side near the stairs.. Each’s whole body and face covered in a black cloth. Their hands clasps in front of them as a candle flames burns in their hands. They stand still, and silent.

      “Oh, I know what that smell is now,” says Mrs. Henry “Witches.”

      “Those evil B….,” says Mr. Henry.

      “Now, now,” I say to Mr. Henry. “Mind your tongue.”

      “Witches?” Baba asks. “What do they want?”

      “Me.”
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      Gold illuminates Boreen Gardens as I walk its paths. The lanterns flickering along its sides as it leads me down toward the bench. I take a seat beside Eli. She keeps her eyes on the grand clock covered in gold and smelling of the Selkie sea.

      “How did you know I would be here?”

      “A good guess,” I say with a smile.

      I look at her, all wrapped up in a large coat. Her hands tucked cosily inside her overly large pockets. Her scarf keeping her neck warm as it does the bottom of her face. She is still the same Eli as before. Only this time, she is no longer a girl, but a young woman. Her own hidden secrets finally allowing her to be who she was always meant to be. A strong independent woman whose freedom is splashed on her face. I watch Eli look out toward the statue of the Selkie. It is still shining gold. Sparkling in the lantern lights even as the snow falls over it.

      “Does your grandmother ever come to talk to you anymore?”

      “No.”

      “Do you mind?”

      “No,” says Eli with a smile.

      “Do you miss her?

      “Yes, but I know she is happy with my grandfather now. Just as my father is happy with my mother.”

      Since returning from Black Path Valley, I’ve wandered the Boreen Gardens every day with Eli. Our long walks in the garden is a comfort for two parentless youths. I cherish the time we spend together as we stare at the ticking Boreen clock made of gold. It gleams at me, as does the mirror to the Selkie sea. It is being used again to lure lonely Lurcher men gracefully to its raging sea. All seeking the voice of the beautiful Selkie. Calling them to her with her intoxicating voice that whispers in their ear.

      “Come to me my lover,”

      She waits for her new love. Waits for a depressed Lurcher man to come sit on the golden bench. For him to hear her enchanting voice. His salvation on the other side of the mirror that dangles those golden apples in his eyes. I wonder how many Lurcher man have been bestow by the Selkie waiting on the rocks for them? Gesturing them to enter the raging sea to her. The Selkie of the sea that will drown them after her tender touch. Those poor lonely men sinking deep into the ocean’s waters. To consumed with love for her and her beauty that they do not notice her taken their final breath away. The Selkie drowning them in the oceans depth to be forever theirs. Forever to be a golden sand statue on the Selkie mountain. Forever to remain with her.

      

      I have returned many times to the Selkie mirror. Taking many of its golden apples from its orchard. Baskets full to the brim with poison golden apples that will kill you from a single bite. Each one still entices me to taste them. My fingers gliding down its golden skin wanting to gorge on their delicious flavour. I cannot, I know that. To do so would kill me instantly.

      

      The mist drifts in. As does a cold draft. I can smell the Selkie sea as a lonely Lurcher man walks ahead of us. I watch as he takes his seat on the golden bench. His hands clasped around his face as he cries. She will soon call him. But, Eli and I do not wait. We quietly head out of Boreen Gardens and into the garden of Halley Dickory by the back gate. The bees do not buzz. The flowers are no longer in bloom, as they were the last time I sat in this garden. Snow covers it, as does the mist.

      “Where are your bees?”

      “Sleeping until next summer,” says Eli as she unlocks the back door, and we enter inside the house.

      Halley’s statues still stand high in the hallways. All dusted off and cleaned. Eli has tided the newspapers’ clippings in the corner room. As she has some other fine collections of the Dickory family. The fire that we left is still burning. Heating the home and leaving the cold outside.

      “That mist is getting worse,” Eli says as I take a seat by the fire. “Could barely see anything in front of me. Haven’t seen a mist like that in Paradise before,” says Eli as she takes off her coat. She hangs it on the coat hanger by the window leading out toward the main street of Boreen.

      “I will make some food and we can bring it to JoJo and Baba,”

      “Sounds good,” I say as I look out into the street covered in its mist.

      I can see nothing on the other side. The mist has covered those houses completely. As it has done for days. Snow forms on the window’s sill. Freezing to death the last of the yellow flowers that have survived until now. Snow lands upon the lanterns as they try hard to light the streets as the mist takes it away. Barely any Lurchers wander in it. Even if they did, it would be impossible to see them.

      I could get used to Boreen Street. If that was possible for me. If I could make a life here. To live with Eli in this house with the buzzing bees in the garden. The smell of the Selkie sea calling to me in the night. It is a quiet life that seems so out of reach for me. It seems strange to think it, to even want it. Yet, I do.

      

      I sit on the comfortable cushioned chair listening to the crackling fire. The smoke escapes up the chimney, leaving only the smell of it behind. I flick the golden coin through my fingers, caressing the engraved letters, FFF. I wonder what those initials stand for here in Paradise? Why is it so entrancing to me? I flick the coin, on the other side, I see an engraving of a violin. A unique instrument takes up the whole side of the coin. I don’t know why I picked this coin out of all the others in the fountain. Why the blind man watched as I did. I guess it was because I thought a blind man didn’t realise what he was throwing away. Neither did the old lady sitting beside him, as her soul called to me to take it in my mirror. The blind woman who wandered into the mist alone. Her death was waiting, as I was.

      

      “It was you sitting there. A Keeper,” she said as she laid on the ground dying. Her hands clinging to her chest as her white eyes looked up at me. I wondered could she see me now that her death was moments away.

      “Yes. I’m here to take your soul,” I said to her, as I held her hand.

      “Take it. I want to see how this is all going to end.”

      “What do you mean?”

      She didn’t answer. She didn’t have the time to. Her death was quick as I took her soul. The feeling of it inside me soothing, and eager. Her death was moments away from her, and she knew it. She knew her death was coming. As I did. She allowed for me to take her soul. But why?

      I take a sniff of the air. A smell of herbs, spices, and liquors covers the house. Drifting in from the cracks of the door. I see the ginger cat that had once been owned by Eli mother Halley Dickory rush toward the window. Meowing outside at the mist.

      “What is it?” Eli asks, as she walks over to me. “What is that smell?”

      “I don’t know,” I say.

      Suddenly, a wind drifts into the house from down the chimney. A frosty wind that freezes my bones and quenches the fire. It is distinguished as the embers blow out onto the carpet. The lights go out. Music plays in the distance. A sense of being watched follows me as I walk over toward the window.

      “Who is playing that?”

      “I don’t know,” says Eli. “Raven, where are you going?”

      “I’m following it.”

      I grab my coat upon the coat hanger and head out into the streets. I watch the flickering lanterns struggle to light my way as I follow the music. The faint music that plays in the distance. The soul inside me hums with it. The dead blind women hums that sweet song that took my breath away is the same sweet song the Lurcher girl sang in Hallow Square this morning. The one who sings it so beautifully as her soul waits to be still taken by me. I continue to walk. I can barely see anything in front of me. Nor can I see the faces of the Lurchers that walk past me in this mist. It is distorting my vision as the snow falls above me on Fiddler Street. I peer down another where no mist forms.

      “Strange.”

      “What is strange?” asks Eli, running up behind me.

      “The mist. It is not on any of the other streets, but this one,” I say as I look back toward Boreen Street. The mist is gone as the snow falls along the path, taking away the footsteps we had created.

      “The mist is gone,” says Eli, wrapping her coat closer to her body. “What does that mean?”

      “I don’t know.”

      I carry on walking until the music stops. I’m standing on Fiddler Street with Eli.

      “Has this building always been here?”

      “Of course it has,” says Eli.

      

      I’ve walked this street many times. Passing by the white buildings to get to Hallow Square. But, I’ve never noticed this building. It seems to have just appeared by Hallow Square. It is a beautiful building. Tall and curved shape as it spews out on the hill of Fiddler Street. It doesn’t seem out of place. Nor does it seem to be unfamiliar here in Paradise as red lines the brick and ivy lines its cement. The windows display the instruments that are waiting to be bought and played in its window. I can see the carvings even through the thick glass. A viola, harp, tuba, trumpet, clarinet. Each designed in such a unique and beautiful way. They all look so magnificent. The maker must be as talented at creating the music, as making the instruments to play them.
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3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
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Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
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Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
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5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
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MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
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FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
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