


After
Hair	don’t	weigh	no	more	than	a	soul,	but	taken	all	together,	it’s	got	the	sort
of	gravity	that	anchors	a	person.

Shh.	Shh.	The	scissors	whispered	their	sharp	commands,	and	pieces	of	who
I	was	fell	around	me.	I	wanted	to	scream,	to	tell	them	I’d	changed	my	mind.
But	I	couldn’t	seem	to	make	my	mouth	form	the	words.

Shh.	Shh.	Like	each	snip	of	those	blades	was	telling	me	Hush,	hush.	There
ain’t	no	use	in	arguing,	so	hush	now.

Two	more	coils	slid	into	my	lap,	but	my	hands	were	clasped	too	tightly	to
bother	with	 catching	 them.	Even	 though	 I	 could	 almost	 feel	 the	 bite	 of	my
fingernails	through	the	bone-deep	numbness	that	had	wrapped	me	up	tight,	I
couldn’t	 make	 my	 hands	 let	 go.	 It	 felt	 like	 I	 was	 trying	 to	 hold	 myself
together.

Not	that	there	was	any	reason	to	catch	the	pieces.	As	soon	as	they	fell,	the
coils	 of	 hair	 were	 taken	 from	my	 lap	 and	 tossed	 into	 the	 fire,	 where	 they
crackled	in	fury.

But	the	scissors	weren’t	done.	Shh.	Shh.

My	momma	always	told	me	that	I’d	come	into	the	world	quiet,	wide-eyed
and	ready,	and	with	hair	that	was	already	locking	on	the	crown	of	my	head—a
sign	of	who	I	would	be.	She	told	me	to	never	let	nobody	cut	it.	Ever.	She	said
cutting	it	would	be	a	sin	against	who	I	was.	But	my	momma	was	gone,	and
everything	 I’d	 ever	 been	was	 balled	up	 so	 tight,	 it	 didn’t	 feel	 like	 anything
worth	preserving.

There	was	 something	 else	 inside	 of	me	 now,	 though—a	 scratching	 thing.
Maybe	 that	part	 had	always	been	 there,	 just	waiting	 for	 its	 chance	 to	break
free,	 to	claw	and	 tear	at	 the	world	until	 the	pieces	could	never	be	put	back.
With	 each	 coil	 of	 hair	 that	 tumbled	 to	 the	 floor,	 that	 deep-down	part	 of	me
became	more	and	more	unsettled.	More	and	more	sure.

Shh,	the	scissors	whispered.	Don’t	tell	them	how	much	you	want	their	world
to	feel	like	yours.	Shh.



I	 couldn’t	 have	 argued	with	 that	 whispered	 demand	 even	 if	 I	 wanted	 to.
Because	they	were	all	still	watching	me	with	ready	eyes,	waiting	for	the	shell
of	who	I	was	to	break.

Too	late,	I	wanted	to	scream.	But	the	words	wouldn’t	come.

Shh,	the	scissors	ordered,	so	I	didn’t	tell	no	one	that	a	part	of	me	wanted	to
tear	at	their	eyes	and	claw	at	their	unbroken	lives.	Shh.	I	didn’t	warn	nobody
that	a	part	of	me	felt	so	much	bigger	than	what	my	skin	should	contain.

With	each	lock	that	tumbled	into	my	lap,	my	head	felt	lighter,	but	my	soul
felt	the	weight	of	something	more	dangerous.



One
I	 don’t	 care	 what	 anybody	 says,	 the	 house	 looked	 angry.	 Its	 shuttered
windows	were	 like	narrowed	eyes,	 and	 its	 once-welcoming	porch	 reminded
me	of	a	broken	smile.	Like	it	was	just	waiting,	and	not	for	anything	good.

Piers	touched	my	elbow	gently	when	I	didn’t	get	out	of	the	car	right	away.
“You	don’t	have	to	do	this,	Chloe.”

I	shook	my	head,	wanting	like	crazy	to	agree.	It	would’ve	been	so	easy	to
turn	around	and	go	back	 to	his	 apartment	 in	 the	Quarter,	but	 I’d	been	 there
two	 weeks	 already,	 and	 I	 was	 already	 starting	 to	 hate	 the	 way	 he	 was	 so
careful	 around	me.	He	handled	me	 like	 I	was	 spun	 from	glass	 and	hovered
over	me	all	the	time,	like	he	didn’t	trust	me	to	be	okay	without	him.

Or	maybe	it	was	that	he	didn’t	trust	me.

Not	 that	 I	 blamed	 him	 for	 that,	 really.	 It	 had	 been	 barely	more	 than	 two
weeks	since	everything	had	happened,	and	I	wasn’t	sure	that	he	should	 trust
me.	I	wasn’t	so	sure	I	trusted	myself.

I	 wiped	 the	 sweat	 that	 was	 already	 beading	 on	 my	 forehead.	 It	 was	 too
damn	hot	to	sit	in	the	car	anymore.	The	air	conditioning	hadn’t	worked	right
in	my	 old	Nova	 since	 it	 belonged	 to	my	momma,	 and	 the	 sticky	 heat	 of	 a
Louisiana	day	 in	 early	August	was	maybe	 even	worse	 than	whatever	 I	was
going	to	find	inside	that	house.

It	was	just	a	house.	Just	my	house.

Giving	 the	 door	 handle	 a	 jerk,	 I	 forced	myself	 out	 of	 the	 car.	A	moment
later,	Piers	was	by	my	side.

“Are	you	sure	about	this?”	The	dark	curve	of	his	head	against	the	blue	of
the	 sky	 and	 the	 unexpected	 contrast	 between	 his	 country-club	 style	 and	 the
black-as-night	runes	on	his	right	arm	were	as	familiar	to	me	as	my	own	face.
But	for	the	last	two	weeks,	things	had	been	different	between	us.	Fragile	and
dangerous	all	at	once.

“Sure	as	I’ll	ever	be,”	I	told	him.	Which,	to	be	honest,	wasn’t	very	sure	at
all.



As	 though	 he	 could	 read	my	 thoughts,	 he	 slid	 his	 broad	 palm	 into	mine.
Some	 of	 the	 anger	 and	 guilt	 I’d	 been	 feeling	 receded	 a	 bit	 as	 our	 fingers
intertwined,	 but	 not	 all	 of	 it.	 The	 rest	was	 still	 there,	 simmering	 below	 the
surface.	 Some	 days,	 it	 took	 everything	 I	 had	 to	 keep	 all	 those	 hot	 feelings
from	bubbling	over.

Piers	waited	a	couple	of	seconds	longer,	giving	me	a	chance	to	change	my
mind.	He’d	been	arguing	against	me	coming	back	to	my	house	ever	since	I’d
come	up	with	 the	 idea	 the	 day	 before.	But	 I	 couldn’t	 back	 down	now.	The
more	 he’d	 argued	 against	 it,	 the	 more	 I	 knew	 that	 I	 needed	 to	 do	 this	 for
myself.	And	for	us,	too,	because	love’s	a	little	like	a	fire—it	won’t	grow	if	it
can’t	get	no	air.

I	gave	him	a	tight	nod,	and	then	made	myself	start	toward	the	house.

One	step.	Two.	And	then	a	few	more,	and	we	were	standing	at	the	foot	of
the	steps	that	led	up	to	the	deep,	shaded	porch	of	my	childhood.

How	many	times	had	I	climbed	those	steps,	skipping	up	into	the	coolness	of
that	shade?	How	many	times	had	I	sat	there,	the	only	place	I’d	ever	really	felt
safe	and	sure?	Sometimes	in	the	evenings	my	momma	would	sit	me	in	front
of	her	and	rub	my	scalp	with	her	strong	fingers	as	she	hummed	some	old	song
or	another.	Sometimes	we’d	sit	in	silence,	letting	the	evening	settle	around	us
until	 the	night	buzzed	with	cicadas	and	 the	 stars	blinked	 themselves	awake,
one	by	one.	Always	just	me	and	Momma.	She	was	my	whole	world.

That	was	before	I	found	out	she	was	nothing	but	a	lie.

I	took	a	breath	and	tried	to	shake	off	the	black	thoughts	that	had	flown	up
and	taken	roost	in	my	head	like	a	murder	of	crows	that	wouldn’t	be	shooed.
There	 wasn’t	 anything	 to	 be	 scared	 of.	 It	 was	 still	 my	 house.	 Sure,	 I	 was
going	to	feel	lonely	and	left	behind	when	I	went	inside,	but	I	already	felt	that
way	and	I	was	still	breathing,	wasn’t	I?

I	lifted	my	foot	to	take	a	step	toward	the	porch,	but	I	couldn’t	seem	to	make
myself	keep	going.	Piers	 looked	over,	 his	hand	 tightening	when	he	 realized
I’d	stopped	short.

“I	 can’t,”	 I	 told	him,	my	 throat	 tight	with	all	 the	 things	 I	was	 feeling	but
couldn’t	say.



“You	 don’t	 have	 to	 stay	 here.	 You	 don’t	 have	 anything	 to	 prove.”	 He
brushed	his	thumb	across	my	cheek	and	the	tenderness	of	that	one	little	touch
about	brought	me	to	my	knees.	My	Piers	may	look	all	tough	and	dangerous,
but	he	has	soft	hands—a	scholar’s	hands.

But	he’d	misunderstood.	I	hadn’t	changed	my	mind.

I	had	to	force	the	words	out	past	the	tightening	in	my	throat,	past	my	own
gnawing	sense	of	dread.	“No,”	I	said,	shaking	my	head.	“I	can’t	go	up	these
steps.	There’s	something	stopping	me.”

I	pulled	my	hand	out	of	his	 and	wrapped	my	arms	around	myself.	 It	was
ninety-something	 degrees	 outside,	 but	 my	 skin	 felt	 like	 ice—and	 that	 was
before	I	looked	up	at	the	door	and	finally	saw	what	was	waiting	there	for	me.

Piers’s	 eyes	 followed	mine.	 I	 could	 tell	 when	 he	 saw	 it	 too,	 because	 his
body	went	all	tense-like.	He	cursed	softly	under	his	breath.

“That’s	what	I	think	it	is,	isn’t	it?”	I	asked	him.

He	didn’t	have	to	answer.	There	was	no	mistaking	what	we	were	seeing—a
lifeless	 black	 rooster,	 hanging	 by	 its	 feet	 from	 the	 doorknob.	 Its	 blood	 had
already	 gone	 dark	 and	 thick	 where	 it	 had	 dripped	 down	 from	 the	 missing
head.	Down	to	where	it	had	pooled	below,	coating	the	threshold	of	the	door.

It’s	not	that	I	was	scared	of	some	rooster,	dead	and	bleeding	or	not.	No.	It
was	that	my	feet	felt	like	my	shoes	had	taken	on	roots,	and	the	air	around	me
had	gone	thick	and	solid.	I	could	barely	breathe	much	less	move.	What	kept
my	 feet	 planted	 was	 something	 stronger	 than	 fear—it	 was	 something	 like
magic.	Dark	magic.

“Thisbe,”	Piers	said,	using	the	name	like	a	curse.

It	was	still	strange	to	hear	him	call	her	that.	Before	everything	happened,	it
had	always	been	Mina	or	Amina	or	Miz	Sabourin.	Or	Momma.

But	that	was	before	I	lost	whole	days.	Before	Lucy	Aimes	and	her	family
moved	to	Le	Ciel	Doux—the	old	plantation	where	I	worked	as	a	tour	guide—
and	set	everything	in	motion	by	unearthing	the	secret	my	momma	had	hidden
for	more	 than	 a	 century.	Whatever	had	happened	 two	weeks	 ago	had	killed
any	affection	or	respect	my	boyfriend	once	had	for	the	woman	who	was	my
mother.	Mina	Sabourin	was	dead	to	him.	There	was	only	Thisbe	now.



Piers	and	Lucy	and	Mama	Legba	told	me	it	was	my	momma	who’d	killed
my	friend	Emaline.	They	told	me	my	momma	tried	to	kill	Lucy	and	her	little
brother,	 too.	They	 told	me	 she	was	 evil,	 that	 she’d	 used	 the	 darkest	 sort	 of
magic	 to	 keep	 herself	 alive	 for	 more	 than	 a	 hundred	 years	 past	 when	 any
natural	life	should	end.	They	told	me	that	she’d	possessed	my	body	and	used
me,	too.

I	didn’t	want	 to	believe	any	of	 it	could	be	true,	but	I	know	I	never	would
have	stolen	a	photograph	of	Lucy’s	little	brother	so	my	momma	could	work	a
curse	on	him.	And	I	don’t	think	I’m	even	capable	of	threatening	Lucy,	much
less	trying	to	strangle	the	life	out	of	her,	which	is	what	they	told	me	I	did.	But
as	much	as	I	wanted	to	deny	all	of	it,	I	had	whole	days	I	couldn’t	remember.
Whole	days	when	those	terrible	things	happened.

My	whole	life,	Momma	warned	me	about	messing	with	the	spirits,	so	it	was
hardly	believable	that	their	stories	about	what	she	did	could	be	true.	But	my
friends’	proof	sliced	away	at	my	doubts	bit	by	bit,	until	the	truth	was	bare	and
bleeding	 before	me:	A	 still-healing	 gunshot	wound	 in	Lucy’s	 shoulder.	The
look	of	disgust	and	fear	in	Piers’s	eyes	when	he	explained	how	my	momma’s
voice	 had	 come	out	 of	my	mouth.	And	 the	 fact	 that	my	momma	never	 did
come	 back	 after	 the	 night	 I	 woke	 up	 on	 the	 damp	 ground	 in	 a	 dark	 New
Orleans	cemetery	without	any	notion	of	how	I’d	gotten	there.

So	when	Piers	 told	me	that	 it	was	the	red	threads	my	momma	had	woven
into	 the	 coils	 of	my	hair	when	 I	was	 just	 a	 girl	 that	 gave	 her	 the	 power	 to
control	me,	I	didn’t	have	any	fight	left.	I	let	them	cut	all	my	hair	off,	hoping	it
was	enough	to	prove	that	I	was	on	the	right	side	of	all	this.	I	guess	part	of	me
had	 still	 been	 hoping	 against	 hope	 that	my	momma	would	 come	 back	 and
show	everyone	how	it	had	all	been	some	horrible	misunderstanding.

But	there	was	no	way	to	misunderstand	the	vise-like	pressure	in	my	chest
when	 I	 tried	 to	 take	 another	 step	 toward	my	 own	 house.	 The	 porch	wasn’t
even	two	feet	away	from	me,	and	I	couldn’t	set	foot	on	the	first	step.	It	 felt
like	 claw-tipped	 fingers	 were	 gripping	 my	 heart,	 like	 they	 were	 trying	 to
suffocate	my	love	for	her	right	along	with	my	life.

I	pulled	my	foot	back	and	the	pain	around	my	heart	eased	enough	so	I	could
breathe	again.	 “She	don’t	want	me	 in	 there,”	 I	 told	Piers,	 and	 I	didn’t	 even
care	how	my	voice	broke.	“She	made	sure	 to	keep	me	out.”	Out	of	my	own
home.



He	took	my	face	in	his	hands.	Even	warm	as	it	was	that	day,	I	could	feel	the
heat	of	him	against	my	cheeks	as	he	made	me	look	into	his	eyes.	“This	isn’t
about	you,	baby.	This	doesn’t	mean	anything	at	all	about	you.”

But	I	knew	deep	down	he	was	all	sorts	of	wrong.

At	first,	it	had	been	a	kind	of	numb	shock	that	had	kept	my	eyes	dry	after
that	night	in	the	cemetery.	Then,	even	with	the	constant	ache	building	in	my
head,	 I’d	 refused	 to	allow	myself	 the	 luxury	of	grief.	 It	would	have	 felt	 too
much	 like	 a	 weakness	 to	 give	 in	 to	 tears.	 So	 I’d	 held	 on	 to	 that	 ache	 as
determinedly	 as	 I’d	 held	 on	 to	 the	 hope	 they	 were	 all	 wrong.	 Because
allowing	myself	 the	 freedom	 to	 cry	would	 have	meant	 an	 admission	 of	my
mother’s	guilt.	Maybe	even	an	admission	of	my	own.

But	 something	 about	 that	 moment—the	 invisible	 wall	 that	 separated	 me
from	the	only	home	I’d	ever	known,	the	ever-present	pity	and	worry	lurking
in	my	 boyfriend’s	 eyes,	 and	 the	 absolute	 understanding	 that	 he	 was	wrong
about	what	all	this	meant—made	me	stop	fighting	that	ache	and	give	in	to	the
truth.

The	summer	air	was	dead	and	still.	No	breeze	dried	the	tears	that	traveled
down	my	cheeks,	so	there	wasn’t	any	reason	for	the	bottles	to	begin	rustling
in	 the	 trees	 like	 they	did.	Clink	clank	clink,	 glass	 clicking	against	 glass.	 I’d
helped	Momma	 hang	 new	 bottles	 each	 spring—always	with	 the	 rough,	 red
thread	she	kept	just	for	that	task.	To	keep	the	bad	spirits	away,	she’d	told	me,
because	 red	had	a	power	 all	 its	 own.	Back	 then,	 I’d	believed	 in	her	 tales.	 I
believed	in	her.

As	my	chest	heaved	with	the	angry	sobs	I’d	held	back	for	two	weeks,	the
dull	clank	of	the	glass	bottles	grew	louder.

Piers	pulled	 away,	 sensing	 the	danger,	 but	 I	 didn’t	 pay	him	no	mind.	My
body	was	shaking	with	all	I’d	been	holding	back	for	days	and	days.	I	couldn’t
have	stopped	the	tears	if	I’d	wanted	to,	and	I	wasn’t	sure	I	wanted	to.	Because
the	overwhelming	 relief	 I	 felt	when	 the	grief	poured	out	of	me	seemed	 like
the	first	thing	that	felt	real	in	two	weeks.

Then,	all	at	once,	the	bottles	went	still.

I	 went	 still	 as	 well.	 A	 heaving	 sob	 caught	 in	 my	 throat	 at	 the
unexpectedness	of	 the	 silence	around	us.	 I	waited	with	Piers	 for	 the	unseen



danger	to	reveal	itself.	I	didn’t	bother	to	wipe	the	tears	from	my	cheeks,	just
watched	for	what	would	come	next.

As	 the	first	 tear	broke	free	from	my	cheek	and	 tumbled	 to	 the	ground,	an
invisible	hand	began	cutting	the	strings	on	the	bottle	tree.	Pop.	Pop.	Pop.	One
by	 one,	 the	 bottles	 fell	 in	 time	with	my	 tears,	 shattering	 the	 stillness	when
they	 hit	 the	 hard	 ground	 below.	 Shattering	 the	 last	 of	 my	 hope	 about	 my
momma—and	about	who	I	might	be—right	along	with	them.



Two
Once	the	last	of	the	bottles	crashed	to	the	ground,	Piers	didn’t	waste	any	time
in	getting	rid	of	the	rooster.	He	took	its	stiff	body	by	the	feet	and	looked	at	the
feathers	 dulled	 by	 blood	 for	 less	 than	 a	 second	 before	 he	 tossed	 the	whole
thing	 over	 the	 porch	 railing	 and	 out	 of	 my	 sight.	 Not	 that	 it	 made	 any
difference—even	once	the	blood	was	washed	from	the	door,	I	still	couldn’t	go
any	closer	to	the	steps	of	my	own	front	porch.

I	 didn’t	 know	whether	 Piers	 had	 noticed	 that	 the	 bottles	 seemed	 to	 have
dropped	 at	 the	 same	 rate	 the	 tears	 had	 fallen	 from	my	 cheeks,	 but	 I	 didn’t
think	he	had.	He	seemed	more	worried	for	me	than	afraid	of	me.

But	I’d	noticed,	and	the	idea	that	I	might	somehow	have	been	the	cause	of
that	 invisible	wind	or	of	 the	bottles	falling	like	suicides	made	my	blood	run
cold.	 So	 when	 Piers	 insisted	 on	 driving	 back,	 I	 didn’t	 argue	 like	 I	 usually
would	have.	I	was	too	shaken	by	what	had	happened,	and	for	the	first	time	in
a	long	time,	his	watchfulness	didn’t	chafe.

Mama	Legba	had	been	so	certain	Thisbe	wouldn’t	have	a	hold	on	me	once
my	 hair	was	 cut	 off	 and	 the	 red	 threads	woven	 through	 it	were	 burned	 up.
They’d	 all	 assumed	 the	 red	 threads	 were	 the	 same	 ones	 she’d	 used	 in	 her
darkest	spells,	and	that	those	threads	were	what	had	let	her	have	power	over
me.	But	there	wasn’t	nothing	natural	about	that	wind	or	those	bottles	breaking
—and	my	hair	was	gone.

Either	they’d	been	wrong	about	all	that,	or	there	was	something	else	going
on.	I	wasn’t	sure	which	option	worried	me	more,	so	I	stayed	on	my	own	side
of	 the	car,	 thinking	 things	 through	and	 trying	 to	 figure	out	what	 it	could	all
mean	as	I	watched	my	home	get	smaller	in	the	side	mirror	and	then	disappear
altogether.

Piers	was	on	 the	phone,	 too	busy	 talking	with	Lucy	 first	 and	 then	Mama
Legba	to	notice	me	worrying.	He	was	making	plans	to	meet	them	both	back	in
the	Quarter,	and	he	was	making	those	plans	without	even	asking	my	opinion.

“We’re	going	to	meet	at	the	shop,”	he	told	me	when	he	finished	the	second
call.	It	wasn’t	a	question	so	much	as	a	command.



“I	don’t	see	why	we	need	to	bother	Mama	Legba	with	this,”	I	said,	bristling
at	his	 tone,	but	 also	at	 the	 idea	of	having	 to	 rehash	everything	with	 the	old
Voodoo	Queen	before	I’d	had	a	chance	to	figure	out	anything	for	myself.

“You	don’t	 see	why	we	would	 need	 to	 tell	 the	 one	 person	who	might	 be
able	to	help	us?”	Piers	glanced	over	at	me,	his	face	grim.	“That	rooster	wasn’t
there	when	I	stopped	to	get	you	some	clothes	a	week	ago,	Chloe.	You	know
as	well	as	I	do	that	means	Thisbe’s	back.”

Thisbe’s	back.	The	words	sent	a	little	jolt	through	me.

His	 words	 meant	 that	 my	 momma	 hadn’t	 crawled	 off	 somewhere	 to	 die
after	they	took	away	the	source	of	her	power	that	night.	Until	now,	none	of	us
had	been	sure	how	long	she	could	last	without	 the	dark	magic	that	had	kept
her	alive	for	so	long.	An	hour	ago,	I	would	have	been	relieved—maybe	even
excited—to	hear	that	she	wasn’t	gone	forever.	But	now?	I	wasn’t	so	sure.

It	was	painfully	clear	that	whoever	set	the	charm	on	my	house	didn’t	want
me	anywhere	near	 it.	A	charm	 like	 that	 took	powers	my	momma	had	never
revealed	to	me.	So	maybe	Piers	was	right.	Maybe	this	Thisbe	person	was	back
and	the	mother	I’d	known	my	whole	life	really	was	gone	for	good.

“Besides,”	Piers	added	in	a	sour	tone,	“I	thought	you	wanted	to	move	back
into	your	own	house.”

“I	 told	you,	 it’s	not	 like	 that,”	 I	 said,	 touching	his	arm.	 I	 felt	 the	muscles
twitch	 beneath	 my	 hand.	 Piers	 didn’t	 pull	 away,	 but	 I	 could	 tell	 he	 was
fighting	not	to,	so	I	dropped	my	hand	back	into	my	own	lap	and	let	him	off
easy.

He	 kept	 his	 eyes	 level	 on	 the	 road.	 “I	 get	 it.”	 But	 his	 voice	 told	me	 he
didn’t.

“It	isn’t	because	I	don’t	want	to	be	with	you,”	I	told	him,	trying	once	again
to	figure	out	how	to	make	him	understand.

“You	just	don’t	want	to	stay	with	me	anymore,”	he	said.

I	 let	 out	 a	 frustrated	 breath.	We’d	 been	 over	 this	 who-knows-how-many
times.	“I	need	to	feel	 like	I	can	make	it	on	my	own,”	I	explained,	searching
for	words	to	use	that	wouldn’t	bruise	his	ego	any	further.	“I	can’t	keep	feeling
like	I’m	a	problem	for	you	to	solve.”



“You’re	not	a	problem,	Chloe.	I	want	to	help	you	get	through	this,”	he	said,
glancing	 over	 at	 me.	 He	 took	 a	 hand	 off	 the	 wheel	 and	 laced	 our	 fingers
together.

“I	know	you	do,”	I	said	softly.

But	 sometimes	 wanting	 a	 thing	 wasn’t	 enough.	 How	 was	 I	 supposed	 to
explain	to	him	that	his	hovering	was	driving	me	mad?	I	needed	him	to	look	at
me	like	he	used	to—like	we	were	partners,	equals.	Like	he	still	wanted	me.

“As	much	 as	 that	means	 to	me—and	 it	 does,”	 I	 assured	 him,	 “I	 have	 to
know	I	don’t	need	to	rely	on	you	to	get	through	this.”

He	frowned,	his	brow	creasing	in	irritation.	“I	don’t	see	why	you’re	afraid
to	let	me	help	you.”

“I’m	not	afraid.”	I	pulled	my	hand	away.	It	was	almost	the	truth.	“But	you
can’t	 spend	 your	 life	 babysitting	 me.	 You’re	 going	 to	 have	 to	 go	 back	 to
Nashville	soon,	when	the	term	starts.	And	then	what?	I	need	to	be	okay	with
myself	and	by	myself	before	that	happens,	or	your	leaving	is	going	to	be	that
much	harder.”

“You	think	I	would	leave	with	Thisbe	on	the	loose?”

“She’s	 always	been	on	 the	 loose.	We	 just	 didn’t	 know	 it,”	 I	 told	him.	 “If
anything	 happens,	 you’ll	 come	 back,	 but	 you	 can’t	 just	 sit	 around	 here
waiting	 for	 her	 to	 make	 another	 move.	 You	 have	 work	 to	 do,	 work	 that’s
important	to	who	you	are.”

“You’re	important	to	who	I	am,	Chloe.”

His	words	 eased	 something	 inside	 of	me.	 I’d	 been	wondering	 how	we’d
weather	this	particular	storm,	if	we’d	ever	get	back	to	how	it	had	been	before.
“You’re	 important	 to	me,	 too,”	 I	 said	softly.	“Which	 is	why	 I	won’t	 let	you
miss	 even	 one	 day	 of	 the	 term	without	 a	 real	 reason—Thisbe	 or	 no.	That’s
why	I	need	to	be	okay	on	my	own.”

He	 took	 his	 eyes	 from	 the	 road	 long	 enough	 to	 glance	 over	 at	 me.	 The
frown	was	still	in	place,	but	the	tension	had	eased	a	bit.

“We	have	time	to	figure	it	all	out,”	he	said.	Stubborn	as	always.

But	 I	 wasn’t	 going	 to	 give	 in,	 because	 there	 was	 something	 else	 that
worried	me.



Lucy	had	told	me	a	little	of	what	happened	that	night	in	the	cemetery.	That
night,	she	said,	Piers	had	been	forced	to	choose	between	me	and	Thisbe.	For	a
moment,	he’d	 thought	he	would	have	 to	kill	me	 to	 stop	Thisbe	 from	 taking
my	body	over	for	good.	After	what	had	happened	at	the	house—the	invisible
wind,	 the	shattered	bottles—I	wasn’t	so	sure	she	wouldn’t,	or	couldn’t,	 take
me	over	again,	and	if	I	could	keep	from	putting	Piers	in	that	position	again,	I
would.

Still,	I	wasn’t	in	any	hurry	to	see	Mama	Legba.	I’d	had	enough	magic	for
one	 day.	 And	 one	 thing	 is	 for	 sure—Mama	 Legba	 has	 her	 finger	 on	 some
powerful	magic.

Piers	had	introduced	me	to	the	old	Voodoo	woman	a	while	back,	when	he’d
been	 doing	 some	 interviews	 of	 people	 who	 still	 practiced	 for	 one	 of	 his
classes	at	Vanderbilt.	Someone	had	told	him	Mama	Legba	was	the	best	of	the
Voodoo	Queens	 left	 in	 the	city,	and	 they’d	been	 right.	He’d	enjoyed	 talking
with	her	so	much	that	he	kept	going	back	until	they	were	friends.	One	day,	he
took	me	along,	too.

From	the	first	minute	I	glimpsed	the	pink-as-coral	door	standing	out	from
the	grime	of	 the	Quarter,	 I	had	a	 feeling	about	her	 shop.	 It’s	 all	Caribbean-
bright	 colors	 and	 windows	 streaming	 in	 light—not	 at	 all	 what	 I	 thought	 a
Voodoo	lady’s	place	would	be	like.	But	her	shop	had	felt	like	a	homecoming	I
hadn’t	even	known	I	was	looking	for.

A	 year	 ago,	 I	 wanted	 to	 learn	 everything	 I	 could	 about	 the	 beliefs	 that
structured	 Mama	 Legba’s	 practice.	 I	 wanted	 her	 to	 teach	 me,	 because	 I
thought	 I	 felt	 some	 connection	 to	 the	 things	 she	 was	 saying.	 I	 felt	 a	 pull
toward	her	explanations	of	the	spirits	that	move	in	this	world,	and	I	wanted	to
believe	in	the	powers	she	talked	about.

But	with	 everything	 that	 had	 happened,	 and	 everything	 they	 told	me	my
momma	was,	that	pull	had	started	to	worry	me.	It	was	still	there,	and	maybe
even	stronger	than	ever.

Piers	and	Lucy	had	been	trying	to	get	me	back	to	her	shop	ever	since	that
night,	 but	Mama	Legba	 reads	 auras,	 and	 I	wasn’t	 sure	 I	wanted	 her	 to	 see
mine.	Even	after	cutting	off	all	my	hair,	I	still	worried	about	what	she	might
see	in	me.



There	was	a	part	of	me,	though,	that	did	want	to	go	back.	A	part	of	me	that
craved	the	afternoons	I’d	spent	in	the	shop’s	sunny	brightness,	sorting	herbs
and	 learning	 everything	 I	 could	 about	 Voodoo	 and	 the	 way	 energy	 moves
through	the	world.	But	I	didn’t	trust	that	craving	anymore,	especially	not	after
the	brush	with	magic	I’d	had	that	afternoon.

Not	that	Piers	was	giving	me	much	choice.

By	the	time	we	made	it	to	the	narrow	alley	behind	the	cathedral	in	Jackson
Square,	it	was	late	afternoon.	Once	we	stepped	through	the	door	of	her	shop,
the	 dusty	 scent	 of	 sage	 and	 other	 herbs	 washed	 over	 me.	 I	 picked	 out	 the
sharp	 bite	 of	 ginger	 root,	 the	 dry	 warmth	 of	 balmony,	 and	 a	 bit	 of	 citrusy
lemon	 verbena	 to	 cut	 through	 the	 rest.	 There	were	 so	many	 I	 still	 couldn’t
name,	but	there	were	a	lot	that	I	could.	I	was	learning.

Or	I	had	been.

Lucy	 was	 already	 waiting	 for	 us.	 She	 was	 as	 disheveled	 as	 usual	 and
looking	every	bit	 the	artist	 I	knew	she	was,	with	her	always-present	camera
hanging	 from	 her	 neck.	 Girl	 never	 wears	 anything	 that	 doesn’t	 slouch	 or
slump,	and	somehow	it	fits	her.	Somehow	it	mutes	that	crazy	red	hair	of	hers
just	enough	to	make	her	look	like	someone	you	might	want	to	know.

She	looked	so	comfortable	leaning	against	the	counter	where	she’d	propped
herself	to	talk	with	Mama	Legba,	not	at	all	like	the	skittish	Yankee	I’d	met	a
few	months	before.	Then,	she’d	been	the	one	who	was	unsure	about	visiting
the	 old	 Voodoo	Queen’s	 shop,	 but	 now	 I	 was	 the	 one	 looking	 in	 from	 the
outside.

“Come	 on	 now,	 Chloe-girl,”	Mama	 Legba	 said	 gently,	 and	 I	 realized	 I’d
stopped	right	in	the	middle	of	the	doorway.	There	wasn’t	any	kind	of	magic
holding	me	back	this	time,	though—just	my	own	nervousness	and	fear.

But	Mama	Legba	had	a	gentle	smile	curving	at	 the	corners	of	her	mouth,
and	 her	 eyes	 were	 steady	 and	 calm,	 not	 full	 of	 the	 dark	 worry	 and	 pity
everyone	else	seemed	to	look	at	me	with.	If	she	saw	anything	in	my	aura	to
warn	her	off,	 she	sure	didn’t	 show	 it.	 In	 the	end,	 it	was	 that	 small	kindness
that	had	my	feet	moving,	one	in	front	of	the	other,	until	I	was	all	the	way	into
the	cool	welcome	of	her	shop.

Piers	 closed	 the	door	behind	me	and	 shut	 out	 the	noise	of	 the	Quarter.	 It
was	just	the	four	of	us	there—me	and	Piers,	Lucy	and	Mama	Legba.	We	were



the	only	ones	who	knew	what	happened	to	me	or	what	my	mother	had	done,
and	still,	not	one	of	them	seemed	to	be	turning	away.

Mama	Legba	held	out	her	hand.	“Come	on,	Chloe-girl.	You	come	on	over
here	and	let	me	read	your	cards.	You	more	than	ready	now.”	She	glanced	up	at
Piers.	“Turn	the	sign?	I	think	we	need	a	bit	of	privacy	for	what	needs	doing.”

“We	need	to	talk	about	the	spell	Thisbe	put	on	Chloe’s	house,”	Piers	said	as
he	flipped	the	sign	and	latched	the	door.

“Be	time	enough	for	that,”	Mama	Legba	said	dismissively.	“Evil	never	does
go	 nowhere	 fast.”	 Without	 another	 word,	 she	 turned	 with	 a	 little	 wave	 to
indicate	we	should	follow	her	back	through	the	hall	that	led	to	the	private	area
of	the	building	where	she	lived.

The	back	rooms	were	washed	in	 the	same	bright	colors	as	 the	shop	itself.
To	the	left,	a	low	couch	and	a	couple	of	older,	worn	chairs	were	heavy	with
brightly	colored	pillows.	On	the	other	side,	a	white	cast-iron	sink	and	a	range
that	looked	to	be	as	old	as	the	Quarter	itself	anchored	a	small	kitchen.

Mama	 Legba	 settled	 herself	 on	 one	 of	 the	 low,	 comfortable	 chairs	 and
motioned	 for	me	 to	sit	 in	 the	other.	Lucy	and	Piers	 took	 their	places	on	 the
couch	without	needing	an	invitation.

The	deck	of	cards	was	already	waiting	on	 the	 low	coffee	 table.	Printed	 in
the	color	of	old	blood,	the	backs	of	the	oversized	cards	were	covered	with	an
angular	design	that	reminded	me	of	doors	opening	and	closing.	They	looked
so	 old	 with	 their	 yellowed	 and	 tattered	 edges,	 but	 I	 knew	 the	 cards’	 faces
would	reveal	impossibly	rich,	iridescent	colors	as	bright	as	the	day	they	were
made.

With	deft	hands,	Mama	Legba	shuffled	the	deck	and	set	 it	 in	front	of	me.
“Go	on,	Chloe-girl.	You	know	how	this	works.”

I	should	have	refused,	but	I	did	know	how	it	worked,	and	I’d	wanted	Mama
Legba	 to	 read	my	 cards	 ever	 since	 I	 learned	 how	 good	 she	was	 at	 it.	 So	 I
pushed	aside	any	 reservations	 I	might	have	had	and	cut	 the	deck	 like	 I	was
supposed	to.

With	another	deft	flick	of	her	wrist,	she	fanned	the	cards	out	on	the	table.

“How	many?”	I	asked.

“I	think	three	should	do	well	enough	for	now—past,	present,	and	future.”



I	 took	 a	 breath	 and	 seriously	 thought	 about	 changing	my	mind.	 I	wasn’t
sure	I	was	ready	to	find	out	what	any	of	those	cards	would	tell	me,	because	I
knew	that	whatever	she	told	me	the	cards	said	would	sure	enough	be	the	truth.

But	I’ve	never	yet	been	the	kind	of	person	who	lets	a	little	bit	of	fear	stop
me,	so	I	took	three	cards	and	laid	them	facedown	on	the	table.	Then	I	balled
my	hands	in	my	lap	and	hoped	for	the	best.

Mama	Legba	 tapped	 the	back	of	each	card	before	 she	 found	 the	 first	one
she	wanted	to	turn	over.	“This	here	card	is	your	past,”	she	said,	flipping	it	to
reveal	the	Two	of	Pentacles.

A	woman	with	dark,	waist-length	hair	swiveled	seductively	on	the	card	as
she	held	 two	orbs	 in	her	outstretched	hands.	Her	 long,	 flowing	skirt	hid	her
legs,	but	nothing	except	some	heavy	necklaces	covered	her	breasts.	When	the
light	hit	 the	surface	of	 the	card,	 the	colors	shimmered	brilliantly	and	almost
made	the	picture	look	like	it	was	moving.	The	woman’s	hair	flowed	into	the
night	around	her	like	it	was	a	part	of	it,	and	the	orbs	shifted	as	though	about	to
reveal	dark	shapes	that	never	quite	came	to	the	surface.

“This	 here	 card	 is	 all	 about	 duality,”	 Mama	 Legba	 told	 me.	 “But	 you
probably	 know	 that	 well	 enough.	 It	 speaks	 of	 living	 a	 life	 on	 the	 edge	 of
chaos—that	moment	before	everything	is	about	to	be	changing.	Clear	enough,
if	you	ask	me,	seeing	what	we	know	now.”

She	didn’t	seem	to	pay	any	attention	to	the	way	my	cheeks	flamed.	A	life	on
the	 edge	 of	 chaos.	 That	 didn’t	 sound	 like	 my	 past,	 not	 as	 I’d	 lived	 it	 or
experienced	it.	My	life	had	always	seemed	so	steady.	Boring	even.	But	Mama
Legba	wasn’t	wrong—I	 just	hadn’t	understood	what	a	 lie	 the	surface	of	my
life	had	been.

“Let’s	see	…	”	She	flipped	over	the	next	card.	“Your	present.”

My	stomach	went	 tight.	 “The	Devil?”	The	card	was	painted	 in	monotone
shades	of	crimson	and	black.	A	monstrous	horned	beast	stood	over	two	naked
lovers.	Around	their	necks,	each	wore	collars	attached	to	chains	held	by	the
beast’s	claw-tipped	hands.

Mama	Legba	made	an	impatient	noise	in	her	throat.	“You	know	better	than
seeing	 the	surface	of	 these	cards	for	 the	 truth.”	She	 tapped	the	card.	“These
ain’t	meant	to	be	taken	as	gospel,	else	anyone	at	all	could	do	a	reading.	No,
Chloe-girl,	this	here	card	ain’t	no	more	evil	than	you	are.”



That	bit	of	information	didn’t	exactly	make	me	feel	any	better.	Not	after	the
bottles	 had	 shattered	 the	 last	 of	 my	 illusions	 about	 what	 my	 mother	 was.
About	what	I	might	be.

“We	all	got	some	darkness	inside	us,	child,”	Mama	Legba	said	gently,	“but
we	each	gets	to	decide	what	to	do	with	it.	You	try	to	deny	that	natural	part	of
what’s	 in	 you,	 it	 means	 you	 giving	 it	 too	 much	 power.	 Look	 here,	 these
shackles	 ain’t	 no	 real	 bindings,”	 she	 said,	 pointing	 to	 the	 chains	 that	 the
creature	 was	 holding	 in	 the	 card.	 “These	 two	 lovers	 could	 throw	 off	 they
chains	any	old	time.	They	don’t	because	they	is	blind	to	the	truth.	This	card	is
about	 freeing	yourself—about	making	 that	choice	 to	see	past	 the	 things	 that
most	weigh	you	down	and	choosing	otherwise.	This	card	 is	about	accepting
the	truth	of	our	own	selves.	After	all,	ain’t	no	shadow	without	the	light,	and
ain’t	no	devil	but	the	one	you	create	and	let	rule	you.”

I	glanced	at	Piers,	but	his	face	was	solemn	and	still,	not	giving	away	even	a
hint	of	what	he	was	thinking.	I	hated	that	mask-like	expression	he’d	taken	to
wearing	 in	 the	 last	 couple	 of	weeks.	 I	 hated	 that	 I	 couldn’t	 read	 him	 like	 I
used	to.	He	glanced	up,	meeting	my	eyes	for	a	moment,	but	then	he	went	back
to	studying	the	three	cards.

Mama	Legba	turned	the	final	card	face	up,	and	I	couldn’t	stop	the	strangled
gasp	that	escaped	me.	If	the	Devil	wasn’t	bad	enough,	a	man	hanging	from	a
tree	like	some	sort	of	inverted	lynching	was	the	card	I’d	drawn	for	my	future.

“Hmmm,”	Mama	Legba	murmured,	her	brows	bunched	as	she	considered
the	card.	“You	drew	some	mighty	interesting	cards,	Chloe-girl.”	She	tapped	a
finger	against	the	man’s	body.	“This	here	card	is	powerful	enough	on	its	own,
but	along	with	the	Devil?	Might	could	be	something	dangerous.”

“Dangerous?”	I	whispered,	thinking	of	the	broken	bottles.	Because	wasn’t
that	 exactly	what	 I	was	 afraid	 of—that	 I	was	 something	 dangerous?	 That	 I
was	my	mother’s—Thisbe’s—daughter	in	every	sense	of	the	word?

“Now	don’t	be	misunderstanding	me,	child.”	Mama	Legba	studied	the	card,
frowning.	“Look	closer.”

On	the	surface	of	the	card,	a	man	hung	completely	naked	from	a	tree	by	one
foot.	 A	 thorny	 vine	 anchored	 him	 to	 the	 branch	 above,	 and	 his	 arms	 were
outspread	at	his	sides.	His	face	wasn’t	the	face	of	a	condemned	man,	though.
Rather	 than	 agony	 or	 even	 the	 lifeless	 expression	 of	 the	 dead,	 the	 hanged



man’s	eyes	were	clear	and	steady,	his	expression	alert	and	almost	hopeful.	As
I	looked	at	the	card,	the	vine	seemed	to	twist	farther	down	his	leg	and	the	sky
seemed	to	undulate	in	blues	and	golds.

“This	 card	 is	 all	 about	 giving	 up	 your	 control	 to	 get	 something	 more,
Chloe-girl.	See	here	how	this	little	man	is?	He	ain’t	been	hanged.	He	put	his
own	self	up	on	 that	 there	 tree.	His	hanging	 there	 is	a	quest	 for	knowledge.”
She	frowned	again.	“But	this	here	card	is	also	about	sacrifice.	For	what	you
seeking,	 you	 got	 to	 be	 ready	 to	 give	 something	 else	 up.	 We	 can’t	 carry
everything	from	our	past	into	our	future,	child.	That’s	what	this	card	is	telling
you.”

“You	mean	I	need	 to	give	up	on	my	momma,”	I	said,	not	 taking	my	eyes
from	the	card	in	front	of	me.

“Maybe	so,”	Mama	Legba	agreed.	“But	I	don’t	know	that	life’s	ever	so	easy
to	understand	as	 that.	Might	could	be	some	other	sacrifice	you’ll	need	to	be
making	before	you	can	move	on	into	your	future.	But	that	sacrifice	will	bring
you	something	better.	Something	greater	than	what	you	was.”

I	twisted	my	hands	in	my	lap,	afraid	to	meet	Mama	Legba’s	eyes.	I	could
feel	them	all	watching	me.	Waiting	for	something.

“Chloe-girl,”	Mama	Legba	said	gently.	When	I	didn’t	 look	up,	 she	 tipped
my	chin	up	so	I	had	to	meet	her	eyes.	“Ain’t	nothing	wrong	with	you.	These
cards	sure	enough	look	like	trouble,	but	I	promise	they	don’t	have	to	be.	You
got	choices	to	be	making,	but	what	these	cards	tell	me	is	that	those	choices	is
gonna	be	yours.	That’s	a	good	thing.	A	powerful	thing.”

“I’ll	get	to	choose?”	I	asked,	barely	able	to	form	the	words.

“Ain’t	 that	what	you	been	worrying	about	all	along,	child?	You	think	that
because	your	momma	done	took	you	over	once	that	she	could	do	it	again.	But
we	took	care	of	that	for	you,	didn’t	we?	You	already	made	one	sacrifice.	You
already	on	your	path.”	When	she	saw	my	look	of	confusion,	she	gave	my	chin
a	 gentle	 nudge.	 “Most	women	would	 have	 needed	 to	 be	 tied	 down	 to	 have
they	hair	taken	from	them	like	that,	but	you	didn’t	so	much	as	shed	a	tear.	You
did	what	needed	to	be	done.	You	made	a	sacrifice,	and	in	return	you	gained
your	freedom.	Now	you	got	to	decide	what	to	do	with	that	freedom.”

She	 took	 my	 hand	 and	 slid	 the	 card	 into	 it.	 “You	 need	 to	 start	 learning
again,	Chloe-girl.	We’ve	given	you	some	space	to	grieve,	but	 the	rooster	on



your	door	should	be	telling	you	time	is	up.	You	need	to	be	ready	for	what’s
coming.”

I	tried	not	to	think	about	the	way	my	heart	had	squeezed	like	it	would	stop
when	 I	went	 to	my	own	house.	 “I	 think	 I’ve	had	enough	of	magic	 to	 last	 a
lifetime,”	I	said,	pushing	the	card	back	toward	her.	“I’m	surprised	you’d	even
want	me	to	get	wrapped	up	with	the	spirits	after	everything	that	happened.”

Mama	 Legba	 frowned	 down	 at	 the	 card.	 “None	 of	 that	 was	 your	 fault,
Chloe-girl.	And	don’t	you	be	worrying	that	the	cards	on	this	here	table	mean	a
dark	 future	 for	 you.	We	 gonna	 stand	 by	 you	 until	 this	 is	 done.	 But	 you	 is
going	 to	 have	 to	 stand	 for	 yourself,	 as	 well.”	 Mama	 Legba	 glanced	 up	 at
Piers.	“By	the	sounds	of	 things,	 though,	nothing	sounds	near	 to	being	done.
Sounds	to	me	like	it’s	only	getting	started.	Thisbe	ain’t	gone	after	all,	is	she?”

Piers	 shook	 his	 head	 and	 begin	 filling	 in	Mama	 Legba	 on	 the	 details	 of
what	happened	at	my	house.

“Did	you	feel	anything?”	Lucy	asked.	“Or	was	it	just	Chloe	that	couldn’t	go
in?”

“I	didn’t	feel	much	but	a	general	sense	of	unease,	but	Chloe	couldn’t	even
move.	The	color	drained	from	her	face,	and	she	looked	like	she	was	about	to
fall	over	until	she	took	a	step	back,”	Piers	explained.

“Would	 take	 a	 mighty	 powerful	 bit	 of	 magic	 to	 do	 that,”	 Mama	 Legba
agreed.	“Most	warding	charms	I	know	of	would	only	turn	a	body	around.	You
might	not	even	know	why	you	decided	to	leave	a	place	you	meant	to	go,	but
you	 certainly	 wouldn’t	 feel	 pain	 or	 harm.	 That’s	 magic	 darker	 than	 any	 I
know.	But	that	don’t	necessarily	mean	it’s	Thisbe’s	doing.”

“I	can’t	imagine	why	anyone	but	Thisbe	would	want	to	keep	Chloe	out	of
her	own	house,”	Piers	said.

“Is	there	anyone	else	around	that	even	could	?”	Lucy	asked.

Mama	Legba	considered	the	question.	“Not	many,	and	of	those	who	could,
I	don’t	know	why	they	would.”

“Then	we	need	to	assume	it	is	Thisbe’s	doing,”	Piers	confirmed.	“And	if	we
assume	that,	we	should	be	prepared.	She’s	going	to	be	getting	more	and	more
desperate,	so	we	need	to	be	ready	for	anything	…	”



They	kept	on	talking	while	I	stared	at	the	cards	laid	out	on	the	scarred	table
before	me—the	Two	of	Pentacles,	 the	Devil,	and	 the	Hanged	Man.	Nothing
about	 them	 looked	 safe	 or	 peaceful.	 They	 were	 cards	 filled	 with	 energy—
mostly	violent	energy	that	spoke	of	changes	I	didn’t	feel	ready	for.

“It’s	 a	 starting	 place,”	 Piers	 was	 saying,	 when	 a	 loud	 thumping	 sounded
from	the	front	part	of	the	building—out	by	the	shop.

Mama	Legba	glanced	up	but	didn’t	pay	it	no	mind.	“Probably	some	tourists
too	drunk	to	read.	They’ll	get	the	message	soon	enough.”

But	they	didn’t.	After	a	moment,	the	thumps	came	again,	louder	this	time,
and	Mama	Legba	made	a	disgusted	 sound	and	 lifted	herself	 from	 the	 chair.
“Let	me	get	rid	of	them.”

“Are	you	okay?”	Lucy	asked	me	after	Mama	Legba	disappeared	down	the
hall	 that	 led	 back	 to	 the	 store.	 She	 was	 watching	 me	 with	 dark	 eyes	 that
glinted	with	gold	when	the	light	hit	them.	Cat’s	eyes.	Old-soul	eyes.

There	 was	 still	 something	 different	 in	 them,	 though.	 Some	 new	 sort	 of
knowledge.	I’d	been	so	consumed	with	my	own	losses	that	I	hadn’t	noticed	it
until	now,	but	I	knew	it	must	have	been	because	of	what	had	happened.

From	what	Piers	had	told	me,	Lucy	had	lost	someone.	To	keep	herself	alive,
Thisbe	 had	 been	 drawing	 energy	 and	 youth	 from	 the	 body	 and	 soul	 of	 a
French	 boy	 named	Alex,	 a	 boy	Lucy	 had	 known	 and	 loved	 in	 another	 life.
When	Lucy’s	family	had	moved	to	the	area	earlier	this	summer,	she’d	found
Alex	again—or	what	was	 left	of	him.	For	more	 than	a	century,	his	soul	had
been	stuck	on	the	plantation	where	Lucy’s	daddy	now	worked	as	the	museum
director,	and	when	she’d	finally	freed	him,	body	and	soul,	from	Thisbe’s	hold,
she’d	been	forced	to	let	him	go.

Lucy’s	Alex	wasn’t	coming	back.	Not	in	this	lifetime	at	least.

I	had	to	admit,	skinny	as	she	was,	she	had	a	sort	of	strength	I	hadn’t	noticed
in	her	before.	To	lose	a	love	like	that?	To	know	you	have	to	set	someone	free
to	 let	 them	 be	 whole?	 That’s	 a	 hard	 thing,	 a	 brave	 thing.	 But	 Lucy	 had
survived	it,	just	like	she’d	survived	everything	else,	and	she’d	survived	it	with
a	sort	of	grace	I	wouldn’t	necessarily	have	predicted.

She	 could	 have	 hated	 me	 or	 curled	 up	 away	 from	 the	 world,	 but	 she’d
somehow	managed	to	make	herself	go	on.	And	for	the	last	two	weeks,	she’d
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