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ROSA CLIMBED A TREE IN the hills above Ingot. She used one arm to climb. The other arm carried a pumpkin, which made her miss the next branch she aimed for. She lurched sideways, flailed, and caught a different branch. The pumpkin tried to roll out from under her arm, but Rosa didn’t let that happen.

“You okay?” Jasper asked from the other side of the tree. They climbed opposite sides to keep from dropping pumpkins on each other.

“Yeah,” Rosa said, “I’m okay.” The pumpkin wasn’t too heavy. She had hollowed it out and carved lantern windows into the sides. But it was still an awkward thing to haul up into a tree. She shifted her grip, reminded herself not to look down, and then looked down anyway.

Her heart grabbed both lungs to steady itself.

Rosa loathed heights. That never stopped her from climbing up and into high places, though. Her old library, back in the city, was full of massive wooden bookshelves. They towered like the trees that they used to be. And when Rosa had served there as the unofficial, too-young-to-be-hired-for-real assistant appeasement specialist, part of her job had been to climb all the way up to the tops of those shelves on tall, squeaky, wheeled ladders. They kept the wisp lanterns up there, and those lanterns needed tending, so Rosa had climbed. After tending to the lanterns she would sit at the very edge of a towering bookshelf and look down, even though the view would be nightmarish. Ghosts never gave her bad dreams, because she knew how to give those dreams right back. But Rosa often had nightmares about falling.

Her father used to comfort her after such dreams. “I’ve got you,” he would say, over and over. “I’ve got you.”

“Think this is far enough?” Jasper asked her.

“Nope,” Rosa said, and climbed higher.

“We didn’t spend this much effort yesterday,” he pointed out.

“Somebody smashed all of our low-hanging lanterns yesterday,” she answered. “These need to be way up high and out of reach.”

“Did they break all the metal ones that Nell made?”

“Yes. They broke all the metal ones that Nell made.”

“Rage,” Jasper said. He said it calmly and quietly, as though reading a book to toddlers at the library. This is a horse. This is a cow. These are ducklings. This is rage. Can you say “rage”? Rosa wondered how to illustrate “rage” in a baby book. Show an adorable tantrum with steam shooting sideways from someone’s ears? Or use a picture of a huge, erupting volcano with a face? That wouldn’t be “rage,” not as Rosa understood the word. To her it felt more like the molten and unerupting core of a planet. It kept the world in motion and alive. But it also scorched anything that got too close. Best to keep all that magma safely buried under miles and miles of solid rock.

“Rage,” she cheerfully agreed.

“Oof,” Jasper said as he climbed higher. “We should have rigged up a pulley system and hoisted these in buckets. Then we could’ve used both hands to climb, like sensible people.”

“Good idea,” Rosa said. “Let’s try that tomorrow.”

“School starts tomorrow,” Jasper reminded her. “It does for me, anyway.”

“Oh. Right.” School was a strange concept to Rosa. She wasn’t homeschooled, exactly. She had always lived in libraries, so she was library-schooled. Rosa read everything. She fell asleep each night to the rustling sounds of books sharing secrets with each other. She knew lots, and she knew how to look up things she didn’t know—but only if those things interested her. She had no idea how to drum up interest for a topic that she didn’t care about already.

Jasper pulled himself and his pumpkin up to a higher branch. Then he sat and dangled legs on either side. “I think this is plenty high. No one can reach us with baseball bats up here. Or broomsticks. Or even jousting lances.”

Rosa agreed. She still lunged one-handed for one more tree branch and hauled herself up again, just to be sure.

Jasper tied his pumpkin lantern to a branch with a length of twine. Rosa did the same on her side of the tree. They both added candles, careful not to smudge the word carved into the wax: ἀλήθɛια, or “aletheia.” It meant “remembrance” in Greek. Sort of. Mom described aletheia as the world’s memory of hidden things, but Rosa thought of it as a way to shout Don’t you DARE forget about this to the wide and entire world. It also said We remember to all hidden things nearby.

Jasper lit his dangling lantern. Rosa leaned over to watch him, just to make sure he did it right. He did. Then he put out his match by licking his fingertips and pressing them together.

She looked away quickly, pretending that she hadn’t just kept tabs on his technique. Jasper learned fast—especially for someone who grew up here, in Ingot, a place that had been utterly unhaunted until very recently. But he was still learning.

Rosa lit her own match. The candle took the flame and kept it. Warm light bounced back and forth inside the pumpkin, absorbed and reflected by its yellow, damp, freshly carved walls. She whispered “Aletheia,” and then licked her fingertips to put out the match.

Her foot slipped. Her heart lurched sideways. She dropped the still-lit match to catch herself. Then she watched it fall all the way down.

“Oops.”

“What’s wrong?” Jasper asked her.

I paid more attention to your lantern than mine, she thought.

“I might have just started a forest fire,” she said out loud.

“That’s bad.”

“I agree.” Rosa tried to figure out how to get down, which really should have been easier than climbing up but somehow wasn’t.

A small, hard thing went whipping by her ear. She heard a dull smack. Large pieces of pumpkin rained down on her head.

Rosa could think of several ghostly reasons why a wisp lantern might suddenly explode, and she mentally prepared herself to deal with one or all of those things. Such dealings would have been easier on the ground, where she could draw a protective circle around herself and not worry so much about falling, but she knew that she could probably still handle treed ghosts—or the ghosts of angry trees—from way up here if she needed to.

Is Jasper okay? she thought. He looks okay. And his lantern hasn’t exploded. That’s good. So what happened to mine? She looked up at the dangling wreckage.

Someone snickered.

She looked down.

Englebert Jones stood under the tree with a slingshot in his hand. Humphrey and Bobbie Talcott stood behind him, their freckled faces glaring and impassive.

Bobbie crossed her arms. “Nice shot,” she said.

Englebert took aim again. A small stone whacked the tree near Rosa’s head.

“I wish I’d brought my sword,” she said to Jasper. “It would have upset the wisps, so I left it at home. But a sword would be so useful now. Speak to danger in its language, or offer it your own.”

That was a quote from Catalina de Erauso, Rosa’s patron librarian and a great duelist of the sixteenth century. She killed so many of her enemies that she took up the arts of appeasement to calm their vengeful ghosts. Then she made a donkey-drawn cart into a traveling library and wandered the deserts of Spain.

“You probably shouldn’t kill them,” Jasper said. “Ms. Talcott is the mayor. She’d be upset if you slaughtered her children. And I can’t imagine anything worse than to be haunted by Englebert Jones.”

“I can,” said Rosa. “It would be worse to be haunted by me.”

She wondered what to do about this situation. Her match still smoldered down there somewhere. She could speak to it, and maybe coax it into a larger and more frightening flame. But that would be bad for the tree—and also bad for the two of them still stuck in the tree.

Englebert circled around, took aim with his slingshot, and shattered Jasper’s lantern.

“Rage,” Jasper said calmly. He took a pebble from his pocket and tossed it at the ground.

Englebert crouched, ready to duck and dodge, but the pebble landed far away from him.

“You missed,” Bobbie said.

“I wasn’t aiming for any of you,” Jasper explained.

Rosa leaned back against the tree. This should be fun.

Other stones began to move. They rolled across the forest floor and rose up from underneath it, shedding dirt and leaves to cluster around Jasper’s tossed pebble. The stones gathered into the shape of a horse.

Jerónimo stood, reared up, and screamed. A living horse sounds terrifying when it screams, but the cry of a dead one is very much worse. Bobbie, Humphrey, and Englebert bolted for town. The haunted horse trotted over to the dropped slingshot, stepped on it, and broke it in half.

“Nicely done,” Rosa said.

“Thanks,” said Jasper. “My teacher should be proud.”

“She is.”

“I’m talking about your mom.”

“Don’t you talk about my mom.”

They climbed down the tree. Jerónimo stood waiting for them. Rosa kept her distance—not because the horse was a ghost, but because he was a horse. Rosa was not a horse person. She busied herself by gathering up the two fallen candles and the match, just to make sure they didn’t start a forest fire.

Jasper offered Jerónimo a sugar cube. Crushed sugar fell from the horse’s stone-toothed mouth.

“I don’t know if Ronnie can really taste anything,” Jasper admitted, “but he does seem to remember the taste. Maybe that’s enough.”

“Ronnie?” Rosa had trouble reconciling the stone stallion with such an adorable nickname.

Jasper shrugged. “He isn’t the same horse. Not really. He’s a bit less and a bit more. So it felt weird to call him by his old name.” The horse stamped a hoof. “And I think he expects a ride now that I’ve called him here.”

“Go ahead,” said Rosa. Jasper clearly wanted to ride, too.

“What about the lanterns?”

“We’ve got a few left. I’ll just hang them from the lowest branches. They should be fine. For now. I don’t think our pumpkin-smashers will work up the courage to come back tonight.”

Jasper mounted up, which looked difficult. Jerónimo no longer tolerated saddles. “See you after school?”

“Right. School. Sure, I’ll see you then.”

The haunted horse cantered away with Jasper on his back.

Rosa watched them go. Then she watched Ingot. She could see most of the small town from here. It lay nestled in a valley like a shiny rock in the palm of a cupped hand. Late summer sunlight disappeared behind the western mountain range.

One by one, the wisps came out.

Dozens of small, floating lights flickered in the dusk like fireflies. They swirled through leaves and branches, lost and looking for somewhere to be.

Wisps had a reputation for pretending to be other sorts of light—welcoming farmhouse windows, taillights on a mountain road, flashlights held by search parties—so they often got blamed for leading the living astray. That wasn’t fair, though. It wasn’t their fault. The wisps themselves were also lost.
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Most of the ghosts in and around Ingot were still drifting, unsettled and unwelcome in town. But wandering spirits could use lanterns as rest stops and halfway houses, so Rosa gave them lanterns. This was good appeasement work. It made her mother proud. But that wasn’t the only reason why she did it.

Rosa hurried to the wheelbarrow they had used to haul pumpkins uphill and into the forest. Four small, greenish, unbroken pumpkins remained. The pumpkin-smashers hadn’t noticed them, apparently—or else they hadn’t had time to smash them before Ronnie the stone horse chased them away. Rosa tied all four lanterns to one strong, low-hanging branch. Then she added candles.

“Aletheia,” she whispered, because whispering was the proper way to speak with wisps. Loud noises upset them.

A floating light found a lantern and added to its glow. Rosa leaned in close.

“Is it you?” she asked, out loud but only barely. “Did you follow us here? Did you follow her here?”

The light faded, flickered, and then grew strong again. Maybe that meant yes. Maybe it meant nothing.

“Mom was haunted by something before we came to Ingot,” Rosa said. “She didn’t like to talk about it. She still doesn’t like to talk about it, even though she seems better now. But lots of things are looking for the places and the people that they used to haunt—or for the places and people that they would have haunted, if they’d ever had the chance before now. I can’t keep them away. I wouldn’t if I could. I won’t banish you, either. But I’m still asking. Don’t come looking for us. Don’t haunt her.”

The wisp flashed red before returning to the orange-yellow glow of candlelight and pumpkin.

“I’m serious, Dad,” Rosa said, her voice louder than it should have been. “Stay away.”

The wisp vanished. The candle flame went out.

Rosa felt stupid. “It probably wasn’t even him.” She took out the candle, poured drops of molten wax into the dirt, and then lit it with a new match to invite a new wisp.

Her stomach growled, long and low. Lunch was hours ago, and she was late for dinner. Rosa pushed the empty wheelbarrow homeward.

Thousands of wisps swirled around her as the evening sky darkened.

Larger, stranger things moved behind her, between the trees.
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JASPER AND RONNIE RAN GALLOPING laps around Ingot. They kept to the foothills, far from town and well away from anybody who might be shocked to see a boy riding a haunted horse.

“Whoa now,” Jasper said after the third lap. “I think you’re trying to tire yourself out. Stone doesn’t get tired. But I do. My legs are cramping up. Shhhhhh. Whoa.”

Ronnie clearly wanted to gallop like an avalanche. But he listened, and slowed.

They forded a river that came flowing down from the southern peaks. Ronnie lost some of himself midstream, but other, smoother stones gathered together on the far bank to replace the ones he had lost. They trotted out of the foothills and into the fairgrounds until they came to rest where they always did: right outside the locked gates of the Ingot Renaissance Festival.

Ronnie flared his nostrils as though breathing hard.

Jasper dismounted and stretched. “Ow.”

The wood and plaster gates of the festival were all painted to look like big blocks of stone. Jasper had helped paint them. He’d been seven years old at the time, and he still remembered climbing the scaffold with bucket and brush.

A painted sign dangled above the gate. It read CLOSED FOR THE SEASON in medieval calligraphy, as though written by ancient librarians. A brand new chain and combination padlock held the gates shut. I hope you’re having fun pretending to be a castle, the lock seemed to say, but leave the real work to something shiny and chrome.

Jasper twisted the lock tumblers until they read one-one-one-one. He had objected to the easy combination when his dad first installed the lock.

“It is the approximate birth year of Geoffrey of Monmouth the venerable librarian, chronicler of Arthurian legend and author of the Prophetiae Merlini,” Sir Dad—Morris Chevalier—had answered with solemnity.

“Okay. Sure. But it’s also just one digit repeated four times.”

“Then it’ll be easy to remember.”

It was pretty easy to remember.

The lock clicked open. Jasper knew that he should not go inside. He went in anyway, and held the gate wide enough for Ronnie to follow.

The festival grounds smelled like dry dust and wet, rotting cloth. The place was also silent, and that was the strangest thing. It was never silent here—not in late summer, not even after closing time. Out-of-town performers always camped out on the grounds, and stayed up to all hours. Musicians wrote goofy new lyrics for old ballads and sang them after all the tourists left. Urchins ran around chasing fireflies and setting off fireworks.

“Urchins” was what everyone called the small children of festival performers and shopkeepers. Jasper had spent every summer of his life as one of those urchins, at least until he became old enough and horse-savvy enough to play a squire. His family had helped found the Ingot Renaissance Festival, the largest and most magnificent celebration of its kind to be found anywhere. His mother played the Queen. His father played Sir Morien, legendary Black Knight and unmatched champion of the royal joust. They had built this place, and at this time of year it was always, always loud.

Jasper moved cautiously across the quiet grounds. All of the shops, stalls, and theaters were shuttered up, bolted down, and only half repaired from the mayhem of two months ago.

Things went badly every time they tried to finish the repairs.

“We’ll reopen next year,” Dad promised several times daily. “We’ll iron out all the new wrinkles by then.”

One of those wrinkles took shape on the path ahead.

Dust swirled in a gust of wind. It pulled itself together, first in clumps and then into a long-limbed figure as thin as a pencil. The dusty, spindly thing took three steps across the path before falling apart. Then it pulled itself back together and took three more steps.

Jasper walked wide around it. Ronnie followed. His heavy stone hooves made deep prints in the dirt.

“Handisher!” Jasper called. “Where are you?”

Handisher was a tortoise, and unlikely to answer. The festival mascot wandered around in summertime with the queen’s own livery draped over his shell. But no one had seen Handisher since the festival had closed.

Prop bins rattled against their own padlocks behind the Mousetrap Stage.

“They can hear us,” Jasper said to Ronnie. “I think they want to come out and play. Even the practice swords play rough, though.” He wished he’d brought his quarterstaff along, but Rosa had asked him not to. It might have upset the wisps.

The boy and his horse approached a mangled pile of cloth and wood that used to be the royal pavilion.

The pile stirred.

Strange shapes began to assemble themselves from the wreckage. They looked like puppets without puppeteers. Some were tiny, others huge and hooded. Several stood close together as though holding a private conversation.

Jasper watched them from a distance, cautious but curious. He needed to see this, all of it. He needed to understand the things that haunted his home, which used to be a completely unhaunted place. He needed to learn how to appease them.

Small ghosts began to glide above the wrecked pavilion on wings made out of sticks and scraps of cloth. One faltered, wobbled, and hit the ground near Jasper’s feet.

He knelt beside the haunted thing, which didn’t seem to be haunted anymore. It just lay there, inert. One of its wings had snapped. Jasper took twine from his pocket and tied the wing back together.

The glider stirred, flapped, and flew away.

Well that was satisfying, Jasper thought. One small appeasement accomplished. He glanced at the rest of the wrecked pavilion.

Every hooded thing had turned to look back at him.

Okay, he thought. Time to go, then.

Jasper scrambled up onto Ronnie’s back. The horse tossed his head, clearly annoyed, but he trotted back toward the gates when Jasper asked him to with quick taps of his heels. Ronnie no longer tolerated reins.

A long row of ghosts stood on the roof of the Tacky Tavern. They wore canvas mining caps with carbide lamps attached, and swung their heads in unison. Bright beams of lamplight shone back and forth across the ground. Jasper wondered what they were searching for. He wondered if they were searching for him, and steered Ronnie well clear of the lights.

Gliding things circled above him on canvas wings.

“Hurry,” Jasper whispered, and clicked his tongue. Ronnie hurried. Stone muscles strained against whatever ghostly sinews held them together.

They thundered down the path, avoided the rattling bins behind the Mousetrap, moved between shuttered shops in the market square, and finally burst through open gates. Nothing followed, either behind them or in the sky above.

Ronnie trotted back around. Jasper dismounted to lock up the gates. He didn’t do this to keep the ghosts inside. They would not enjoy feeling trapped, and the little chrome padlock couldn’t do much to hold them here anyway. Jasper locked the gates to keep the living out—especially those among the living named Englebert or Talcott. But those particular pumpkin-smashers were not the only ones who kept trying to pick fights with the dead. Best to keep everybody away from the fairgrounds.

It would probably be best to keep himself out, too, but Jasper kept coming back anyway. He still had a tortoise to find.

Ronnie nudged his shoulder with a pebbly nose.

“Goodnight,” Jasper said. “I’ll walk the rest of the way home. You would spook our living horses if you came anywhere near the farm.”

Ronnie stamped a foot twice and then fell apart. A wide cairn settled where the horse used to be.

Jasper took one pebble from the pile and stuck it in his pocket.
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ROSA DITCHED THE WHEELBARROW IN the shed behind the library. She pushed it in too hard. The edge dinged against a rusting motorcycle sidecar and rattled all the copper scrap inside.

We need to get rid of that stuff, she thought. The motorcycle, sidecar, and scrap had all belonged to Bartholomew Theosophras Barron, the founder of Ingot. He had used copper to banish ghosts. But banishment always backfired, and Barron’s banishments had finally backfired on him.

Rosa went around to the front entrance, which was locked. Library hours were over for the day. But she lived here, and this place knew who she was. The locks inside the door clicked themselves open when they saw her coming.

Doorways are always haunted. Appeasement specialists are very good at moving through endings, beginnings, and haunted boundaries of every other sort.

She went inside and waved at the portrait of old Barron that looked out over the lobby. The musty air around her shifted from warm to cold and back as the ancestors of Ingot moved between shelves, looking for books that remembered them. Wisp lanterns dangled from the rafters.

Rosa walked slowly through the library, listening. One of the biographies made an unhappy noise about being misshelved. She put the book back where it needed to be. Three novels made gleeful noises about misshelving themselves on purpose. She put them back in their places.

“Excuse me?” said a small voice beside her.

Rosa looked, and saw no one. She blinked, looked again, and noticed the shape of a small boy suggested by dust motes drifting in the wisp light.

“Yes?” she asked quietly.

“I’m looking for a book,” he told her. “I don’t know what it’s called. But it has a swimming dragon on the cover. And some jellyfish.”

“I think I know that one.” Rosa did know it. He always asked for the same book. But she didn’t know where to find it exactly, because the book kept moving. “Let’s go look for it.”

It wasn’t on the shelf where it should have been. It wasn’t stashed underneath that shelf, either, or tucked between the window sashes. Rosa finally found it behind one of the glass-eyed teddy bears that decorated the children’s book section. She sat on the floor and read it aloud until she felt the dust motes of the boy settle themselves and drift comfortably down to the floor.

Her stomach growled.

“Shhhhh,” she said to her stomach. “We’re in a library.”

“Roooooosaaaaaaa!” Mom called from behind the audiobooks. “Is that you? Are you home?”

“Shhhhhhhhh!” Rosa shelved the bedtime story in its proper place, even though she knew it wouldn’t stay there.

Mom found her. “Don’t you dare shush me. I still outrank you in the Order of Librarians. Now hurry downstairs. Nell brought burgers, and yours is getting cold.”

Rosa’s stomach snarled again. She followed her mother downstairs.

Appeasement specialists always live inside their own libraries, or at least very close to their libraries. They need to be on call at all hours. Some kinds of haunted disgruntlements only happen at night.

Rosa and Athena Díaz lived in a cozy basement apartment underneath the Ingot Public Library. Athena loved it, and said it felt like a fox burrow. Rosa was still getting used to living in a basement, but she did like the place better now that they had mostly unpacked. It felt, smelled, and sounded like all of their own familiar belongings. It also smelled like burgers.

“Hi Nell,” Rosa said.

“Hi kid,” Nell mumbled through a mouth half-full of burger. She was the town blacksmith. Nell made swords, spears, and armor for the Renaissance Festival—but that was before the festival shut down, unable to cope with the excessive number of revenants who haunted the fairgrounds. Now she mostly worked as a farrier. Nell made sure that horses stayed shod at the Chevalier farm. She also spent her time dismantling the huge circle of copper that Barron had built around the town to keep it an otherwise unhaunted place.

Her empty burger wrapper started to move across the kitchen table. The foil crinkled itself into a shape with legs. Nell’s chair squeaked against the floor as she inched away.

Rosa tore into her own burger. She offered its wrapper to the thing that now haunted the tabletop. It pounced on the extra foil and used it to make itself larger.

“Did you do that just to freak me out?” Nell asked pleasantly.

“Nope,” Rosa said between large bites. “Are you still squeamish about ghosts?”

“Most locals are,” Nell pointed out. “But no, I’m more squeamish about bugs. That foil-thing looks like a huge cockroach now. Do roaches ever haunt? Do I need to deal with the lasting grudge of every bug I’ve ever squished?”

“Probably not,” Rosa said. “And if kitchen ghosts are bugging you, try grinding sage in your garbage disposal. Or rosemary, for remembrance. Either one.”

“Thanks.” Nell said. “I do so love hearing ghostly advice from the Díaz ladies.”

Rosa smiled politely. “You’re welcome.” She started in on her fries, which were cold but still good and salty. Then she noticed more strange things piled onto the kitchen table. Notebooks. Binders. Number-two pencils. “Um, what’s all this?”

Mom poured tea for the three of them and took a seat. “This is all for you.”
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