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To my brother Paul,
For taking in a refugee and all the crazy dreams that come with late night feta.




We have all a chance of meeting with some pity, some tenderness, some charity, when we are dead: it is the living only who cannot be forgiven . . .


George Eliot, The Lifted Veil





PROLOGUE


OIL, BONE AND BLOOD


Flukespade Island, Tasman Sea – 1881


Something moved beneath the water. Something as dark and swift as death.


Above the island the skies were iron grey, the morning light leaching out slowly like molasses. Rocks thrust from the ocean, making it appear impenetrable, a deathtrap to any boat foolhardy enough to approach its barriers of jagged teeth. Its alcoves of flat stony beaches were concealed, but protrusions of steel and funnels of smoke encrusted the land like barnacles.


It had been the call of the whales that summoned men here, to a place of searing cold and oppressive isolation. They were lured by the prospect of oil and bone and blood. These things, worth their weight in gold, brought ships and longboats and sailors. The island became home to a great hunt that saw leviathans of the deep hauled from the water and set upon with blade and cudgel. The men named it after the implement they used to bore holes into the tail fins of the humpback whales they sought – Flukespade.


But man was not the only hunter in those seas.


Dark and swift and barrelling beneath the swell, the great beast made its way towards the bay.


•  •  •


Oil lamps glowed behind the thick-paned glass of the houses of the whaling station – a mismatched collection of homes, stores, huts and utility buildings that extended up the slope of the island into the scrub. The buildings were not old but the unrelenting wind and rain and salt had worn the timber and rusted the metal of every structure, ageing them beyond their years. The settlement’s construction appeared haphazard and ill-designed as buildings wound, weaved and doubled back on themselves in labyrinthine passageways and lanes. Even the hill itself extended this maze, its tracks overhung with tree branches to form tunnels and shrouded trails. Yet despite its dishevelled and shadowed appearance, the island was a factory and its community of workers were united and defined by its singular purpose, its reason to be.


Further along the beach from the dock was the slipway, a flattened slab of compacted gravel and bitumen that sloped up to a huge shed of wood and iron. The slipway was empty and quiet now but the rising light showed the stains that covered its length and breadth, the blood of scores of whales that had been hauled up its incline and slaughtered. The tide came and went, as did the belting rain, but the stains would not wash away. Along the beach either side of the slipway were the longboats. Thirty feet in length, six feet across and pointed at both ends, they were fast and light, with heavy oars to pull them through the water. These were the steeds of the hunt, waiting silently for signs of prey.


A man and a young girl stood at the end of the wharf with their coats pulled tight around them to fend off the cold. The wind was low, barely a breeze, but they knew well that the mist of the island would seep into their bones if they weren’t careful to keep it at bay.


Abe was a thick-set man; long legs and a narrow waist that widened into shoulders powerfully wide and corded with muscles that bulged the arms of his coat. He was a harpooner and the thrust of his arm, heaving heavy iron spears into the thick body of a whale, was how he made his living. The hunt was all he knew. There was no life for Abe away from the sea, no place for him in the world beyond the island. He stood with the toes of his heavy boots extending past the edge of the pier and looked out to the bay and the ocean beyond. It had been weeks since the last whale sighting. The season was up and the men of the whaling station grew anxious. Superstitious minds had set tongues wagging and all manner of omens were used as explanations for why the whales had not come. Sailors carrying the legacy of their forefathers’ beliefs in their bones whispered of bad luck and tempted fate.


Violet, Abe’s daughter, made not a sound. Young as she was, the dark-haired girl knew some of those whispers were directed at her. The presence of a child on the island unnerved many of the sailors. And now, since the migrating whales had not been seen, they whispered of the ill luck the ten-year-old had brought them.


Violet knew nothing of life beyond the island’s shore and her father’s cold demeanour. She stood with a calmness that matched Abe’s sombre stare. Her mother had long ago passed away, leaving barely a memory, and there were no other children on the island. So Violet sat by the ocean’s shore for long, lonely hours. Sometimes she feared what might become of her father when his arm could no longer throw the harpoon. But the ocean called to Violet and comforted her. She knew the creature would come from within its depths when she called.


Without taking her eyes off the water, she slipped her hand into her pocket and drew out a small doll. She unfurled the toy, holding onto a small cross of wood, to let it dangle from a set of silken strings. The marionette flopped and jerked into shape as she held it out over the water and, with the smallest movements of her tiny fingers, she made it dance.


The doll was bare ivory, unadorned by cloth garments other children might have given it, and the segments of its limbs were threaded together with cloth joints. The surface of the doll’s skin was carved with miniature tattoos – fine contrast etchings, intricate patterns made with a careful hand and a sharp knife. A work of scrimshaw, carved from the bones of slaughtered whales.


‘He comes . . .’ Violet said in a voice barely a whisper yet tinged with excitement. But her father had already turned away from the sea and was striding along the dock to the shore.


Violet kept her eyes fixed on the waters of the bay. She watched until a tall, inky-black sail rose up to cut through the surface. As quickly as it came, the black fin disappeared and the girl held her breath. Her fingers stopped moving, the marionette ceased to dance. She could feel the thud of her own heartbeat in her ears.


Then the bay exploded. A crash of white water billowed around a massive black shape as it pushed into the air. It rose, tilting to one side, great fins rotating to expose the bright white underbelly of the blackfish. The velocity of its breaching held it in the air for an impossibly long time, its massive girth and weight suspended at the apex of its leap. Then it fell, accelerating to the water and crashing down with an echo that sounded across the bay.


Almost at once there was frantic motion from the shore as the whalers came out of their homes. The calls from the sailors were followed by a siren whirring to life. In response, the blackfish breached once again, higher this time and bringing down a second heaving crash of water. Within minutes, men were piling into the longboats and pushing into the sea, shouting for others to hurry – the anxious wait for the whales was over, the blackfish had come and it would lead them to the hunt.


On the dock, Violet smiled and made her marionette dance. There was a rippling surge then the blackfish breached again near enough to the dock that Violet was sprayed with saltwater. It turned and headed back into the bay to await the sailors.


•  •  •


Abe rode at the front of the longboat. On his feet, with knees bent for balance, he gripped a rope as thick as a man’s arm in one hand, while in the other he held fast to a savagely barbed harpoon. Behind him, the six-man crew hauled on the oars with all their might, muscles straining as the blades bit into the sea and dragged the boat through the water.


Abe saw the blackfish come to the surface and lift its great head. He could see the eye of the hunter peering at him and, with a gesture of his hand, he bade the rowers slow their approach. The blackfish watched them with a cool intelligence, the chaos of its breaching now settling down as it waited.


Timing the distance between the boat and the blackfish, Abe heaved the thick rope tied to the front of the bow in a wide, swinging arc. Its coils unravelled as it sailed then landed with a slap. There was an elongated moment as the sailors all looked to the creature with held breath. Then, giving a flick of its tail, the blackfish pushed itself forwards and took the rope between its huge jaws. It gripped the line at the corner of its mouth and heaved itself about, thrusting out to sea. Beneath Abe’s feet the boat lurched and the rowers quickly returned to their oars as the blackfish accelerated.


No one knew exactly when the blackfish had begun their partnership with the men of Flukespade Island, but the superstitious nature of the whalers had given rise to a mystical kindredship with these fellow hunters. Whales were prey, a resource to be gathered. And the blackfish were like men, moving as a pack and taking thrill in the chase. Abe understood this better than most. But he was wary too: he saw the hunter in that dark eye. The blackfish would benefit from Abe’s harpoon, it and its pack would gorge on the tender meat of the tongues and lips of the humpbacks he speared, but they were not to be trusted.


Behind Abe came the other longboats, following the lead of the mighty blackfish as it took them beyond the enclosed space of the bay and into the open ocean swell. Before long they saw telltale spouts. Tall black fins thrust into the air as other blackfish joined them – a surging pack of sea wolves. And then a cry against the wind: ‘There she blows!’


Abe saw the distinctive arches of the humpback pod breaching the surface. They were close now, close enough to see the forms of at least three massive adult whales. The energy and excitement of the men in the boats behind him was like a radiating heat on his back. Oil and bone and blood would be brought ashore this day.


The fins of the blackfish, reaching almost six feet above the waterline, spread out to encircle the humpbacks, while still others swam below the pod to stop them from diving to escape. Into that swimming net of black-skinned muscle and teeth rowed the longboats.


Abe drew himself up to his full height at the prow of the boat. He planted his feet on the wooden planks and balanced with flexed knees. The humpback exploded saltwater from its blowhole in panic and fury and lurched sideways, its bulk creating a wave that bashed against the side of the boat and caused him to stagger. He crouched, grabbing at the rail with his hand to regain his balance. The humpback howled with a musical bellow that could be heard above as well as below and Abe got to his feet again and raised the harpoon.


The humpback turned and tried to push itself away from the direction of the longboat to plough its way into open ocean. From the corner of his eye, Abe saw the body of the blackfish dart in, impossibly fast for an animal of its size, and turn its bulk parallel to the humpback. The action forced the whale, twice the size of the blackfish, to change direction and steer back into the path of the longboat.


Abe’s muscles tensed like steel springs. His thick coat pulled tight across his shoulders until the buttons were near to bursting. The humpback rose and sank with the movement of its huge tail, trying desperately to outpace the longboat. But Abe’s crew hauled hard on the oars and the crowding of the blackfish gave the humpback no room to run.


Abe levelled the tip of the harpoon, its savage barb curving back into a point that would hold fast beneath the flesh of the animal. But he needed to wait – striking when the beast was low would reduce the power of the blow. He paused, holding his balance, his eye never leaving the point on the animal’s back that would receive the strike on the next rise.


The humpback’s head rose up to show a skull encrusted with barnacles and as the water cascaded away to expose the dark grey skin to the air, Abe hesitated no more. He drove his harpoon forwards with all his might, putting the full weight of his body and shoulder behind it. The effort nearly threw him off balance and as his grip released the wooden shaft of the weapon, he was forced to drop to his knees and catch himself with his hands. But his eyes never left the target and he watched as the spear drove itself deep into the back of the whale, splitting the flesh and boring down into its body. There was a thrashing howl and the humpback reared over, twisting, and sank back under the surface. The water turned crimson with the gush of blood that flooded into it, thick as clouds.


A cheer went up from the oarsmen, knowing that the blow had struck strong and true. It would hold the whale fast to the rope that was rapidly uncoiling from the front of the boat. The crew relaxed their strokes to let the whale take the line or else risk the boat going under with it. When the fluttering of the unfurling rope stopped, the crew paused their rowing.


Around them, the other longboats were chasing down the remaining humpbacks and the blackfish pack circled with increasingly anxious lashings of their tails, eager to gorge themselves.


Abe found his feet again and stood to look into the water at his prey. The sea was a shady, swirling mass but then turned strangely calm. A stream of bubbles followed by a billowing of white water came like a great exhaling breath from gargantuan lungs. The colour of the water below the surface changed and Abe saw the great body of the speared humpback rising with a savage speed. There was a tremendous blow that rang the hull of the boat like a bell before lifting it clean into the air.


The timber beneath Abe’s feet splintered like toothpicks, the centre beam of the boat snapping clean in two and gouging muscle from his leg. He was hurled high into the air as the cries of the sailors around him faded into the din of white water.


Abe slapped against the surface of the water, before its weight wrapped around him and sucked him down. The air was blasted from his lungs – he felt it bubble past his ears – and with the air gone, so was his buoyancy. He sank like a lead weight and flung his arms and legs wide, desperate to displace the water and slow his descent.


He opened his eyes but in the water that still writhed with the brawl of the humpback and the hunter, he could see little. Above was brighter than the endless darkness below, and he kicked as hard as he could towards the surface, his lungs screaming. A blend of whale cries and thrashing tails sounded all around him, yet distantly. He could feel as much as see the surface coming closer, yet every inch was a fight as his heavy coat weighed him down. He saw the longboat above, broken and capsized. He saw the flailing legs of his fellow sailors as they trod water and were hauled into the other boats that had rowed to their aid.


He was so close now. The light above gave shape to the bodies of sailors leaning over, looking for him. Then a great eclipse washed in from the seaward side, rendering the water dark. Abe thought it was the hull of another boat but the speed was too great, far beyond the means of oars and men.


Abe was unavoidably caught between hunter and hunted as the blackfish barrelled in to savage the humpback. In the carnage of the hunt, in the fray of harpoons and white water and thrashing bodies of the dying humpbacks, the blackfish swept Abe up in its jaws, his arm gripped between its teeth.


With a savagely brutal twist of its head and a roll of its huge body, the blackfish wrenched Abe’s arm from his torso. He felt the sinews tear and pop, the skin rip open and finally the bones of his shoulder snap like twigs. There was a warm rush of release as the blackfish pulled away. Then the taste of his blood filled his senses, the iron sweet in his mouth.


The pain washed away with the blood and Abe’s legs stopped kicking. The thrashing seemed to cease and the water around him thickened to the consistency of honey. Mere seconds had passed since he’d been flung into the water, but those seconds felt like minutes as his blood seeped out of him to pool on the surface of the water. Oil, bone and blood . . .


Then large hands grabbed at him and he was hauled out of the water. Air sucked into his lungs and he fell backwards into the boat. Abe heard the cries and shouts of the crew as he looked into the leaden skies above.


•  •  •


On the dock, Violet watched the sea. She stood with her marionette in hand, the small toy’s limbs moving delicately with her fingertips.


‘He comes when we dance for him,’ she said in a small voice to the doll, holding it out over the water.


Then came the cries from the harbour. A single longboat, its rowers hauling with all their might, raced towards the dock. Violet watched it come closer. Where were the others? Where was her father? Where was the blackfish that came when she danced the marionette?


It was almost midday and though the clouds curtained the light, Violet could make out the longboat’s occupants. She saw the rowers, and she saw the man standing on the prow calling for help from the shore. And she saw her father – his body lying in the centre of the boat, clothes torn and a single arm drooping by his side.


The dark-haired girl let the strings of the marionette go slack and the little dance ceased.
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THE HUNGRY MILE


Sydney, 1931


William Banks pulled his hat low on his head as the icy wind off the harbour cut at his ears like razors. His once hard and strong body had been wrought lean and wiry by hunger and grog. His stomach clenched and he thought for a moment he might retch. Ahead of him stretched the wharves that berthed the great cargo ships that fed the city. Most of those docks were empty now, no forest of masts, just grey water under a grey sky. The dozens of men around him looked to the near empty docks with the same numb despair. All felt the pains that gave the place its name – the Hungry Mile.


It wasn’t fully a mile long but it was miles of misery to the unemployed workers who trudged their way from wharf to wharf, looking for casual labour. When the ships arrived with their cargo, unloading them was brutal work, but welcome. The Depression had broken the city and the men who lined the Hungry Mile daily seemed like the flow of blood from a wound that would not heal. As the economic collapse had deepened, the demand for imports had dwindled and so the Hungry Mile became a gathering place of misery and despair: in their hundreds they came, though they knew there would not be more than a score of jobs to be had. Broken men often returned home with nothing for their families.


The city, on the surface, was a modern and expanding metropolis, flooded with migration and modernisation. A great iron bridge would soon complete its span of the harbour from north to south, presenting the city as mighty and unified. Yet in its underbelly, in the slums of the impoverished and the disenfranchised, a rabbit-warren network of shanty villages and hovels clinging to the gullies and rock faces and filled with trappings stolen from wealthier abodes, families withered behind doors bearing eviction notices, and discontent bubbled.


This was the city that Will knew, it was the place he had brought a family into, and yet he knew it was a place he must surely escape from. His hand, shoved deep in his pocket against the cold, absently fingered some stray coins, knowing they were the last he had.


Up ahead, he saw the swaying mast of a ship pressing its iron-strapped body against the pier. There was no hope in his stride but his anxiety was enough to quicken his step as he remembered the words of his daughter that morning. He had been the last to rise from bed – he’d pushed his way to his feet and rubbed the weary sleep from his eyes. Across the room he’d seen the blurry shapes of his wife, Martha, and their ten-year-old daughter, Rosa, seated at the roughly hewn table that took up much of the space. He’d seen his daughter’s eyes grow wide when she saw her father stand from the bed. Her hair was shining blonde and no matter how dirty she got, how grimy or torn her clothes became, her hair was always bright. Will’s wife had once been beautiful, but he’d seen little of that as she carved the thinnest slice possible from a stale loaf of bread. He’d turned away. It was hard to look at her. It was hard to look at himself.


‘You’re late,’ Martha had said. ‘Have some bread before you go.’


‘Late for what?’


Martha hadn’t answered. To answer would be to admit that there was no job to go to, no work to be had, and she wouldn’t allow that. Anger had simmered within him. The pretence that all would be well made him sick. He’d turned away from his family to fling open a cupboard door and rummage within.


‘There’s none there.’ Martha’s voice was flat. ‘You drank it all,’ she’d added when he closed the cupboard, harder than he intended, and made Rosa jump even as she was picking out a mouldy corner from her bread.


The stand-off had been quiet and cold. It was in that silence that Will had heard his pulse pounding in his ears and the pain trickling down his temples. As if reading his face, Rosa had set a cup of water on the table for him. Drinking it had given Will an action to break the lull.


‘I dried your hat. You’ll need it today. It will be cold working on the wharves,’ Martha had said before she’d smiled at him.


He remembered that smile. How much beauty there was in those lips and how it had once made him feel to have her smile just for him. How he had wanted to hold on to the feeling it gave and never let it go. But today all Will had felt was shame and he’d looked away.


Rosa’s small voice, barely ever more than a whisper, had pulled Will’s mind from his headache.


‘I wish I could spend all day by the water like you, Dadda.’


And now Will stood at the end of a pier with the water nearly lapping at his feet. It was cold and grey and felt lifeless under the heavy skies. Beside him, the ship’s mast nodded gently in the tide as its hull pressed the dock with a low, grinding creak.


The other men had gathered, raising their eyes to the deck and calling out for work. The small crew aboard, foreigners with little English, all but ignored them as they went about their work, securing the ship and readying it for unloading. The verbal jostling soon became physical as the men on the wharf crowded shoulder to shoulder around the gangplank that had been cast onto the dock. Will wedged his wiry frame to the front but remained quiet, not lending his voice to the calls around him. His throat was dry and hoarse, his head still pounding. He pulled the collar of his coat higher around his neck and pushed his hat tighter on his head – partly to fend against the wind, partly to hide his hangover.


The mate of the ship appeared on the deck and took in the sight. He was a portly man, his belly overhanging his belt. He seemed at first to be looking past the gathered men desperate for work to the looming city skyline, but slowly his gaze lowered. He planted his hands on his hips and stood with his legs wide, a habit born from finding balance at sea. The pose served only to accentuate his protruding gut in a way that seemed a cruel mockery of the hungry men wanting work. Drawing the pain out, the ship’s mate walked slowly down the gangplank, well aware of the power he held to choose who would take home money that night.


Will was at the front of the group and could see the fat man fully. He held himself still and quiet, his stomach turning and sweat beading on his brow despite the chill air.


‘Unloading today!’ called the man. ‘We’ll be unloading. I need three men. That’s all I need!’


The announcement of the number caused the group to surge. Their calls to the mate grew louder. Some shouted the experience they’d had: ‘None faster than me! I’ll get that job done for you!’


Others made their case on seniority: ‘I’ve been here for three years. I’ve been waiting! I have –’


Still others made emotional pleas: ‘Got three kids, mate, I need the work. I’ll work hard!’


All of these appeared to have little effect on the man, who simply looked from face to face with the indifference of a buyer at a slave market.


A loud bellow sounded from the deck of the ship, a booming voice much used to giving orders. The mate’s head snapped about. At the edge of the deck stood the captain, an extremely tall and thin man, the very opposite of his first mate.


‘Get to! Pick three and let’s be on with it!’


The order stabbed energy into the mate’s actions and, dispensing with his previous consideration, he turned with a stubby finger to the two men on Will’s left.


‘You and you and . . .’


Will stopped breathing at the prospect of the man’s finger continuing its path.


The mate hesitated, his finger remaining outstretched, and he elevated his chin to look down his nose at Will with a squinted eye. Will felt sweat on his skull like writhing ants. He couldn’t hear the cries of the seagulls or the grinding of the ship’s ropes, only the thumping of his pulse in his temple and the almost audible gurgle of his stomach.


The mate held Will in that stare before slowly shaking his head as he sniffed the air. Then he pointed to the man behind Will: ‘And you.’ He called the three men forwards with a curled finger.


Those left on the dock were filled with quiet resignation and the clamour of their pitches was given over to the wind. Will wanted to protest, to declare his fit state, but there was nothing to be said. He stood there for a long moment watching the three chosen men walk up the gangplank and set to work.


There were no ships further down the wharf. No other work to be had that day. This Will knew, and the knowledge held his feet in place, as if to move on would be to admit another failure.


By the time he was able to bring himself to turn away, the first huge nets of cargo were being set down on the wharf, pallets heaped with sacks of wheat and flour in dusty brown hessian. The irony was not lost on Will as he saw the piles of food stack up on the piers of the Hungry Mile.


He stood, feeling sick but entranced, as the net was removed and the sacks of grain lay waiting for the pushcarts and trolleys that would trundle them away. The dock bustled around him but was no longer crowded with bodies desperate for work, just the skeleton crew shifting the stock out of the hold of the ship.


Will watched one man, a short and stubby figure, heave a sack of grain up to his shoulder and carry it to a nearby cart, beginning a task that would move the sacks from the pallet one by one. Will looked around. Most of the men were up on the deck of the ship. Away from the water, the road that ran parallel to the harbour was criss-crossed with lorries and trucks. Beyond the street, the lanes and storehouses at the foot of the city ran up the hill. There the alleys closed down into shadows.


Will thought of Rosa and Martha and the two-room home they lived in. He thought of the rent that was owed. He thought of the faith his wife seemed to have in him even when he had none himself.


He put his head down and walked away from the ship, a straight line but not too fast; one foot in front of the other with his eyes lowered. Will was no thief; he didn’t have the guile or dexterity for it. But he could run and as he moved closer to the sacks of wheat, he judged the number of steps across the road and planned the laneways he would take once he was on the other side.


His feet slowed and he lingered. Then he stopped. He bent to one knee in front of the pallet and he moved his hands near his bootlaces, feigning to tie them. His eyes cast left and right.


‘Get movin’. Nothing for you ’ere,’ a voice called from behind him.


Will didn’t need to look back to know that it was the mate shooing him away like an irksome fly. His crouch became a runner’s stance, his toes flexed. He turned his eyes at the nearest sack of grain and pictured where his hands would seize it.


‘Go on. Get outta ’ere.’ The voice of the ship’s mate clacked sharply like a starter’s pistol.


Will’s toes pushed hard against the heavy wooden beams of the wharf and he shoved himself forwards. His arm scooped under the bag of grain and heaved it to his shoulder in one movement as his legs continued on without pause. He felt the dead weight of the sack flop against the back of his shoulder and the inertia nearly knocked him off balance, but he fought for control of his footing even as he lurched sideways. Then he ran.


There were cries and yells from behind him, the voice of the mate echoed by other workers and sailors. The theft was brazen and unplanned but Will had momentum now and he scanned the distance ahead between trucks and carts to navigate his way across the street. He couldn’t hear his pursuers, was not even sure he had any, and certainly had no time to turn and look. So he kept his eyes front and his legs moving.


A truck wailed its horn like a screeching banshee as Will staggered into its path. He pushed off its bonnet with his palm and turned to the far side of the street, into the morning shadow of the city. It was in that turn that he finally confirmed his pursuers: from the corner of his eye he saw a pair of men running after him, their dark jackets spread behind them like wings. Seeing this made Will all too aware of the load on his shoulder and the dampened spring of his legs as they bore the extra weight. His head pounded and his breath passed through his teeth like a rasping file.

OEBPS/images/title.jpg
SCRIMSHAW
MARIONEITE

THE

TRANSGRESSIONS
CYCLE

©

MIKE JONES

A

SIMON &
SCHUSTER






OEBPS/images/9781925030945.jpg
LSS ey

peconncnnay

SRS

i

#

TARIONETTE

THE

Y'CIHE

MIKE JONES








OEBPS/xhtml/cont.html


CONTENTS



Epigraph



Prologue: Oil, Bone and Blood



Chapter 1: The Hungry Mile



Chapter 2: Dead Weight



Chapter 3: Eviction and Riot



Chapter 4: Far Away From Here



Chapter 5: Nowhere Else to Go



Chapter 6: Beneath the Water



Chapter 7: No Place for a Child



Chapter 8: Come With Me



Chapter 9: The Marionette



Chapter 10: The One-Armed Man



Chapter 11: They Come for Salvation



Chapter 12: Blood in the Water



Chapter 13: What the Sea Wants



Chapter 14: Safe With Me



Chapter 15: Unseen Strings



Chapter 16: Make a Devil of the Best



Chapter 17: Out There in the Bay



Chapter 18: No Further Purpose



Chapter 19: Those He Could Not Save



Chapter 20: Dreaded Proof



Chapter 21: Calls to Her



Chapter 22: Torn Strings



Chapter 23: Dance Him Down to the Sea



Epilogue: Strange Comfort



Acknowledgements



About the Author





