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CHAPTER ONE

The fairground buzzed around Tomasz Kaczmarek like a gigantic glow-in-the-dark bug. Laughter bubbled out of the hall of mirrors, screams crashed down from the roller coaster, and candyfloss sugared the night air. Tomasz squeezed through wide-eyed crowds until at last he glimpsed the horror house. There, at the very edge of the fair, he thought back to a promise he had made long ago…

“I’ve told you many tales, my boy.” Aleksander Kaczmarek reached down and gathered his grandson onto his knee. “Legends like that of the witch Baba Jaga, who takes children to her chicken-leg house and eats them by the light of the moon! But you know, Tomasz, these stories are not just to entertain. They have a purpose…” The old man nodded sadly. “Now, you have asked if I will take you to this fairground–”

“Yes!” Tomasz bounced excitedly. “I saw a poster at the bus stop. It said they had a helter-skelter and something called a ‘waltzer’ and a–”

“You read all this yourself?” Aleksander laughed. “Your English is better than mine.”

“Course it is! I was born here.”

“Just so. Still, it is clever for a six-year-old to read such words. Your mother is clever, too. And your father, ah, he was the brightest of students…”

Those kind eyes crinkled with pain. A professor of engineering, Tomasz’s father had died of cancer when Tomasz was less than a year old. Two weeks later, Aleksander had arrived from Poland to help take care of his precious grandson.

“Where was I?” The old man blinked. “Ah yes, those stories of mine. I tell them to keep you safe, my little Tomasz. To help you recognise evil in all its forms. Today, as I walked past the big park where this man Grimaldi is setting up his fairground, I sensed it.” Aleksander’s hairy nostrils flared, as if he could still detect an ugly stench upon the air. “Somewhere among those rides and stalls, the shadow of evil lurks. So you must swear to me that you will never go near that place. Never!”
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