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The Collected Works of Sebastian Eels

All Hallows’ Eve

The rst time you saw Eerie-on-Sea’s special

Remember how you gasped in wonder as the showman’s
hands conjured puppets of shadow—forms and phantasmagoria that crept and capered and danced above you in the smoky
autumn air?
And did you see it?
Did you catch a glimpse of that extra
xtra shadow—one not made
by the skillful showman’s ngers?
A shadow not cast by anything at all?
A crooked gure, cavorting in dark delight at the edge of
the lantern’s beam, never—when you turned to look—quite
where you thought it was, but always there, hunting, tormenting, snatching
hing the showman’s shadow puppets one by one till the
show was ended.
And the smoke curled away to nothing.
And all the shadows were gone.
And no sound remained but the hiss of the lantern and the
creak of the pier and the churn of the endless sea.
Well? Do you remember?
Did you ever see the Shadowghast?
But what am I saying?
Of course you didn’t!
You’ve probably never even heard of Ghastly Night, or manglewick candles, or any of it.
Unless, that is, you’ve been to Eerie-on-Sea before, and asked
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too many questions. But even then, I’m sure you’d have forgotten this strange tradition of ours, falling as it does on the night
the rest of the world knows as Halloween. Like most people at
this time of year, you’re probably too busy carving pumpkins
or planning your trick-or-treat costume to pay much attention
to the funny old ways of a little seaside town. Too busy makebelieving in goblins and ghosts to worry about the one legend
of a bad spirit that might actually be true.
And that’s ne.
For you.
But if you lived in Eerie, you’d see it differently. If you stayed
behind when the summer tourists left, and the candy-colored
signs of seaside fun faded into the dark of winter, you’d know.
You, too, would hurry a little faster through the blustery streets
as the days grew shorter and the shadows long. And when the
end of October nally arrived, you’d put up a manglewick candle for protection, too.
Just in case.
Just in case this is the year that Ghastly Night is forgotten
and no showman lights a lantern on the pier to conjure shadow
puppets in offering to the dark. For if that should ever happen,
so folks say, the Shadowghast—enraged by the insult—would
hunt instead for the shadows of the living.
But I see you’re smiling.
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You’re still thinking the Shadowghast is nothing more than
a silly superstition.
No more than a trick of the light.
Only, remember this: at the heart of every legend is a spark
of truth. And when the sunlight dies and you’re running from
the shadows through the deepening streets of Eerie-on-Sea, a
spark—no matter how small—is sometimes all you need.
Unless that trick of the light is actually a trick of the dark.
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Birthday Breakfast

Today is a special day, and a breakfast to end all breakfasts is
spreading out before my eyes, dancing up my nostrils, and making my gums go tingly.
Don’t believe me? Well, come and press your nose to the
window next to mine and take a look for yourself at the heaps
of sizzled sausages, at the stacks of bacon strips, at the mounds
of crispy, hot hash browns. At the eggs, fried white with yolks
ready to run, or scrambled to light and peppery perfection; at the
honey-glazed button mushrooms, seared tomatoes, and pipinghot baked beans; at the toast, fried or hot and buttered (yes!); at
the baskets of just-baked, golden-aked continental pastries; at
the wafes and maple syrup; at the breakfast doughnuts, sparkling with sugar and lled with Chef ’s special raspberry jam.
And in the center of it all, towering above the silverware,

ne bone china, and antique knives and forks, stands an enormous cut-glass bowl lled to the creamy brim with a festive and
magnicent sherry trie, topped with a single glacé cherry.
No wonder my window is getting fogged up! I bet yours is, too.
Because, you see, today is Lady Kraken’s birthday. And Lady
Kraken, the owner of the Grand Nautilus Hotel, has long since
decreed that on her birthday a special breakfast will be served,
and all—all—the
all
hotel staff are invited.
The lady herself won’t be present, of course. She never is
these days, not now that she’s become such a recluse. But once
her own breakfast—a single hard-boiled egg and a thimble of
ground cumin—has been carried up to the sixth oor beneath a
gleaming silver dome and served in her private chambers with a
small cup of black coffee, the rest of us can dig in.

At least, that’s the theory. But there’s a complication . . .
“Hurry along!” come the peevish tones of Mr. Mollusc as he
claps his hands in clammy command. “Let’s get this over with.
The sooner you all get back to work the better.”
And I duck down below the glass panel as he strides across
the dining room, twitching his mustache in anticipation at the
bacon and pastries. You see, while it’s Lady Kraken who is giving
us all breakfast this morning, it’s Mr. Mollusc, the hotel manager, who decides who eats it rst.
And last.
“Are you worried you won’t get any?” asks a female voice
behind me, and I jump. A hotel guest must have found me hiding
in the fern! I should turn around to see if she needs something,
but I can’t tear my eyes away from the dining room, where the
breakfast situation is developing in alarming ways.
Mr. Mollusc has seated himself at the best table and is waving the waiters over to pile sausages and eggs on his plate. On
the far side of the restaurant, the chambermaids, who will be
next, are already beginning to gather in a hungry line.
“Well, I didn’t get any last year!” I explain to the person
behind me. “Or the year before that. Me not getting any of
Lady Kraken’s birthday breakfast has almost become part of the
tradition.”
“Oh,” says the voice. “That’s sad.”
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“Well, I might get a croissant,” I admit as I see a waiter lay
three of the buttery pastries at the manager’s elbow. “If there
are any left. But only once it’s been lying around a day or two to
get all stale and chewy.”
“This year will be different, Herbie,” says the voice. And it’s
a lovely voice, too, like dark honey, and it makes the nape of my
neck go all ticklish. “I promise.”
I feel a hand straighten my cap gently, then pat me on the
shoulder.
And I go still.
The breakfast smells have stepped aside, making way for a
wisp of perfume, though it’s gone before I can get a good sniff.
I’m left wanting to smell that perfume again. I nally turn
around to see who was speaking, but there’s nothing there now
except the fronds of the fern I thought I was hiding behind. I
get a bit tangled in the pesky plant before I can step back out
into the lobby to see who it was.
There are people at the reception desk, checking into the
hotel. A stout red-faced man with a homburg hat is being handed
several room keys by Amber Griss, the hotel receptionist, while
two tall men dressed head-to-toe in black stand behind him,
laden with boxes and cases. None of these seems like the lovelyvoice-and-perfume type, but beyond them is a fourth gure.
A woman is standing beside the brass elevator, her back to
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me. She is tall and willowy, with raven hair, and wears a black
embroidered coat that catches the light in odd ways. I nd myself
wishing the woman would turn around, but she doesn’t.
Then something strange happens.
The clouds over Eerie-on-Sea part, and a ray of golden sunlight streams through one of the tall hotel windows, and over
the group.
And I see . . .
something!
Something wrong with the scene, with the way the light
falls, or the way the shadows are cast, or . . .
I rub my eyes and blink as I try to get a x on the strange
effect, but just then the elevator arrives and the woman with
the raven hair steps into it. The men with the luggage crowd in
behind her. The elevator door closes, and they are gone.
I rub my eyes again. Maybe I’m going a bit bonkers due to
lack of breakfast.
But I can’t help wondering about the woman with the raven
hair.
Who is she? What did she mean?
And, I ask out loud, “How does she know my name?”
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Mr. Mummery

She doesn’t add “even though it’s true,” but she doesn’t need
to. We both know that Lady Kraken’s birthday, falling as it does
near the end of October, marks the beginning of the winter
season. We won’t see a shovel-and-pail tourist for months now.
But what we will see, as the town closes up and the weather
closes in, is . . . well, we’ll just have to wait to nd out, won’t
we? But one thing’s for sure: in Eerie-on-Sea, in the winter,

we’re bound to see something.
mething. Whether we want to or not.
mething
“Who are they?” I ask, trying to catch a name in the register
that Amber is writing in. “Those new guests? They had some
weird-looking luggage.”
“They’re a theater troupe of some kind.” Amber closes the
book quickly and clicks her pen.
“But have they stayed here before?” I’m still wondering how
the woman with the raven hair knew my name.
“I don’t recognize them,” Amber replies. “All I know is that
they’ve been invited to town to put on this year’s Ghastly Night
show.”
“Really?” I say.
“It’s Lady Kraken’s idea,” Amber explains. “She thinks it’s
time we celebrated the thing properly again, in the theater on
the pier, like in the old days . . .”
Then Amber trails off, her spectacles ashing in warning as
she spots something over my shoulder.
I do a gulp.
I know what’s coming.
My mind races as I try to think of a way to make myself
look busy, but since I’m leaning on the reception desk with my
hands in my pockets and my Lost-and-Founder’s cap at a jaunty
angle, I don’t have much to work with.
“Herbert Lemon!” comes the jabby voice of Mr. Mollusc
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behind me. “What precisely are you doing? Or rather not doing.
Just because you don’t have any proper work to do doesn’t mean
you should keep Miss Griss from doing hers.”
I turn around and slowly straighten my cap. The hotel manager is standing over me, his mustache bristling with annoyance.
There’s a blob of egg yolk on his tie.
“I was sortt of doing work, sir,” I reply. “I was just offering to
cover Reception while Amber . . . Miss Griss, I mean . . . goes in
for the yummy birthday breakfast. I wouldn’t want her to miss
out, sir. Imagine not getting any breakfast at all, sir! That would
be sad, wouldn’t it, sir?”
And I give him my most hardworking and deserving face,
full beam.
“Yes, well . . .” says Mr. Mollusc, ignoring the face completely.
“You should indeed go in for the breakfast now, Miss Griss.
There is still a little left, though there won’t be for long—the
laundry workers are in next, and then the kitchen staff will polish off the rest, I expect. I suggest you make haste, Miss Griss.
The bacon is already nished.”
“!” I blurt out, because I can’t help myself. Bacon and nished
are two words that never go well together. “Sir . . . !”
Mollusc ignores me as he waves Amber away.
“I will watch the reception desk myself,” he declares as if doing
everyone an enormous favor. Then he sinks into Amber’s chair and
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nally looks me in the eye. “I suggest you go watch yours, boy.”
“But . . . !”
“No buts!” Mr. Mollusc shuts me down. “And no sneaking
out the cellar window, either. Oh, yes, Mr. Lemon, I know all
about that. I’m tempted to move the hotel garbage cans in front
of that window to stop you and that annoying friend of yours
from climbing in and out. This is a respectable hotel, not a school
for burglars. Now, go!”
And just like that, I’m dismissed. I trudge back to my cubbyhole, my feet heavy, my tummy a birthday-breakfast–free zone
once again.
So much for this year being different!
If you’ve been to the Grand Nautilus Hotel before, you’ll know
all about my cubbyhole. It’s in the hotel lobby, across the polished
marble oor from Reception. It’s a little arched opening in the wall,
with a ip-up desk so that I can get in and out. The cubbyhole is the
only part of the Lost-and-Foundery the guests ever see, so it probably doesn’t look like much. But if you’ve stayed here, and if you
lost something while you did, you probably found yourself at my
desk at least once, ringing the bell, waiting for yours truly to come
to help. And I bet, if you did report something missing, there’s a
good chance I found it for you, too. Because—whatever you may
have heard old Mollusc say—I’m actually quite good at my job.
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I ip up the desk and op down in my chair.
There is a folded piece of paper waiting for me, with a big
H L for Herbert Lemon scrawled on it. A message? I open it up
and read what’s there:
Herbie, come quick! It’s an emergency!! Lost-and-Foundering
urgently required!!! Bring Clermit!!!!
Violet x
I sigh. Not this again!
Violet—my very best friend in Eerie-on-Sea—did not have a
good summer. She arrived last year in the depths of winter and
promptly propelled me into two—two!—epic
two!
adventures that
would make your niblets go knobbly if you heard about them.
Adventures that left her expecting life in Eerie-on-Sea to be
nonstop mystery and excitement forever. But the long ice-cream
months of May to September—with their tourists and deck
chairs and sandy swimming trunks—were a disappointment to
Violet. She’s been itching to nd another Eerie adventure for
weeks now, and every note she sends claiming to have spotted
one has more exclamation marks on it than the last.
But I’m not in the mood for this right now. I glance again
at the door of the elevator and get a memory rush of the
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mysterious raven-haired woman’s intoxicating perfume. I’ll go
to see Violet later.
My eye falls on a white pearlescent shell on a shelf nearby.
“Hello, Clermit,” I say to the shell as I lift it down and blow a
few loose grains of sand from out of the brass-rimmed keyhole
in its side.
It may seem funny that a shell should have a name (and a keyhole!), but this shell is special. Not only does it have some nifty
clockwork inside, but, you see, I once made this shell a promise.
Clermit—which is short for “clockwork hermit crab”—is
one of the lost things in my Lost-and-Foundery. I need to take
care of him until I can nd his rightful owner. I’ve been carefully
cleaning him over the summer, but I can’t quite bring myself to
wind his winder-upper just yet. Last time I did, it led to one of
those epic adventures I mentioned.
Violet has been begging me to wind Clermit again for months.
I pick up a ne screwdriver and carefully coax out a few more
grains of sand from inside the clockwork hermit crab’s fabulously complicated mechanism. I can’t help wondering what the
woman with the raven hair would say if she came along and saw
me xing such a beautiful and complicated little gadget . . .
I put Clermit down and sigh.
I don’t seem to be able to concentrate on anything today.
I look at the bell on my desk.
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I nd myself fantasizing that the raven-haired woman is about
to ring it and ask for my help. I’d like that. And I’d jump straight to
it, too, and be amazing, and help her out, and Mr. Mollusc would
grind his teeth because she would smile and say, for all to hear, “Oh,
Herbie, you are the greatest Lost-and-Founder I have ever met”
and “This year will be different, Herbie, I promise you that,” and I
like this daydream so much that I can almost see her slender hand
reaching out and ringing my bell with a bright and cheery . . .
TING!
My bell rings sharply, and I slide off my elbow, blinking at
it in surprise.
There is indeed a hand there, but it’s far from slender.
TING! goes the bell again as a podgy red nger hits the
ting-er once more with a short, bad-tempered poke.
ting
“Are you open?” says a voice. “It says on the sign that you
are open.”
I look up. Instead of the mysterious raven-haired woman,
the stout man with the homburg hat is glaring at me. It’s such a
shock to see him there that my cap slips over my eyes.
“This year will be different!” I blurt out before I can stop
myself. I push the cap back onto my head. “I mean, yes, I’m open.
Herbert Lemon, Lost-and-Founder, at your service.”
“Hmm,” says the man. “Not much to look at, are you?”
I’m not quite sure how to answer that, so instead I take a
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moment to do a bit of looking of my own. The man is even more
red-faced than I realized, and he wears a dark-gray suit that
stretches across his belly thanks only to three waistcoat buttons
under enormous strain. He looks nothing like an actor in town
to put on a show. He looks more like a banker, here to close down
the show and throw everyone out for not paying rent.
“I try my best,” I say eventually. “I could stand up, if that
would help.”
“It would,” says the man briskly. “I have been sent to summon you. I . . .”
But before he can say more, Mr. Mollusc slides into view
beside him.
“Excuse me, sir, but is the boy bothering you?” says the hotel
manager.
“No, not yet,” the man in the hat replies.
“Are you sure?” Mollusc is clearly disappointed. “He’s good
at hiding it.”
“Yes, he seems the type.” The man narrows his eyes at me as
if his worst suspicions have just been conrmed. Then he turns.
“And you are?”
“Mr. Mollusc. I run this hotel.”
“Ah,” puffs the man in the hat, brightening a little. “And I am
Mr. Mummery, theatrical agent. How do you do, Mr. Mollusc?”
“And how do you do, Mr. Mummery,” replies the manager, and
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Mollusc and Mummery shake hands and nod at each other, and I
have a bad feeling that I’m watching the birth of a horrible double
act. Sure enough, once the greeting is over, the two men turn and
x me with exactly the same expression of doubt and disdain.
“Um,” I say, because I think it’s about time I said something.
I raise an eyebrow at Mr. Mummery. “Did you say I was being
summoned?”
“Indeed,” Mummery replies. “Against my better judgment,
I must say. You are to come with me to the sixth oor, Herbert
Lemon, to Lady Kraken’s private rooms. It is time for your interview. Everybody is waiting.”
“Interview?” I can feel the cap slipping over my eyes again.
“But . . . how . . . ? What
at . . . ? ”
“There’s no need to look so alarmed,” says Mr. Mummery.
“I’m sure you’ve prepared thoroughly. Now, come along.”
“Is the boy . . . ?” Mr. Mollusc gasps, a look of desperate hope
in his face. “Is the boy in some kind of trouble?”
“That”—Mr. Mummery glances down his stubby red nose at
me—“remains to be seen.”
And with this he sets off at a brisk walk toward the great
brass elevator of the Grand Nautilus Hotel, clearly expecting
me to follow.
And what else can I do?
Under the gaze of a triumphant Mr. Mollusc, I scuttle after him.
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Smoke and Mirrors

What

As I follow my mysterious companion down the coral-pink and
sea-blue corridor that ends at the door to the Jules Verne Suite, I
nally nd enough of a straight line in my brain to speak to him.

“I haven’t
ven’t prepared,” I say. “I don’t know what any of this is
about!”
“You haven’t?” Mr. Mummery stops and turns. “You don’t?
But you are Herbert Lemon, are you not? Lost-and-Founder at
the Grand Nautilus Hotel?”
“Well, yes, but—”
“You are the boy who washed up on the beach at Eerie-onSea in a crate of lemons? The shipwrecked boy who has no
memory of his past?”
I nod, wide-eyed.
“Then there is no mistake,” Mr. Mummery replies. “You are
the claimant.”
“Claimant? But I haven’t claimed anything?”
“Maybe not,” Mr. Mummery sniffs impatiently, as if that is
merely an inconvenient detail, “but you have been sought for many
years. My employer has corresponded with your employer these
last few weeks, and now, nally, we are here to cross-examine you
in person. Kindly try to be a little more convincing, or our journey
will have been wasted.”
And with this he turns and continues down the corridor.
“Who . . . ?” I ask as I run to catch up. “Who
ho is your employer?”
“As for that,” Mr. Mummery responds, with a tone that suggests he’s tired of my questions, “you are about to meet her. I
suggest you straighten your cap and stop twitching, boy.”
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And with this he pulls the cord beside the great doors to
Lady Kraken’s private suite, causing the ding of a distant bell. A
moment later, on the panel beside the door, a light bulb ickers
on, illuminating tiny curly letters that say:
COME IN .

The doors swing open, and I am faced with the gloom beyond.
Mr. Mummery propels me inside.
The rst thing I see is the large circular table that Lady Kraken
keeps in the dead center of her sitting room. It is usually covered in a layer of dust, like much of its owner’s possessions, but
today there is a patterned tablecloth over it. And on the cloth
there are teacups, an ornate teapot, and a plate of untouched
golden pastries, just like the ones Chef makes. Despite everything, my tummy manages a blurble
lurble of hunger at the sight of
them.
“Ah, there you are, Mr. Lemon,” says a creaky old voice, and
Lady Kraken—the owner of the Grand Nautilus Hotel—trundles her antique electric wheelchair into the lamplight. “What
have you got to say for yourself, eh?”
“Um . . .” I ap my mouth open and closed until I nd an
answer. “Happy birthday, Lady Kraken?”
“Good lad.” The old lady bobs her wrinkly head. “I trust
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you enjoyed the special breakfast? The fancies? The trie? I’m a
hundred and something today!”
And she creases her wizened face into a turtle smile.
I’m about to exclaim, “What breakfast?” but there’s something in Lady K’s face that I’ve never seen before. And a similar
something in her voice. And though I don’t know what that
something is, it leaves me with a sudden sense that everything
has changed.
“Come closer, Herbie,” Lady Kraken continues. “No need to
ddle with your buttons, boy. There is someone here to see you.”
And so I come forward. Then I turn.
The woman with the raven hair is sitting in a high-backed
armchair across from Lady Kraken. She’s still wearing her coat,
which is in iridescent raven shades itself and embroidered in
complex ways that make it hard to look at. Her face, which is
proud and pale, reminds me of a fairy-tale queen, and her dark
eyes shine bright. She doesn’t take them off me as she gets to
her feet.
“The Lemon boy,” says Mr. Mummery, indicating yours truly,
as if there can be any doubt. “Would you like me to conduct the
questioning, Caliastra?”
“No,” the woman replies. “Wait for me downstairs, and take
Rictus and Tristo with you. I can handle this from here.”
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I look around the gloomy sitting room
in growing alarm—why are the curtains
closed? Then I notice that the two men I
saw carrying luggage earlier are sitting
together in the shadows. They are still
dressed in identical tight black outts,
their faces unnaturally white and horrible, their eyes xed and staring.
“Very good, Caliastra,” says Mr.
Mummery, with a nal inscrutable
glance at me. Then he indicates for
the two men in black to follow, and

I say the word over in my
mind, rolling its strange syllables
from side to side. If that’s the
raven-haired woman’s name,
then I’m certain I’ve never
heard it before. So this—
is—must be a
mistake, after all. I decide
to get some excuses in
early, just in case.

“Can I just say, I’m really
eally sorry?” I begin, backing away. “I
didn’t mean to do it. And I won’t ever
ver do it again. And I’ll tidy up
the mess and/or apologize, as required. Also, it wasn’t really me.
I wasn’t even there!”
And I trip backward into an empty chair, sending up a cloud
of dust.
“But my dear boy!” cries the woman called Caliastra. “You
aren’t in any trouble.” And she smiles a dazzling smile that is
every bit as wonderful as the one I imagined downstairs. “Maybe
this is too sudden,” she continues, turning to Lady Kraken.
“Maybe I should have waited a day or two before presenting
myself to him? But I’ve waited so long already.”
“Maybe.” Lady Kraken shrugs in response, making the
wicker back of her wheelchair creak like a haunted house. “But I
nd the best way with dunderbrains is to just get it out and tell
’em straight.”
Caliastra nods. She tugs at the front of her coat and brushes
imaginary crumbs from its immaculate black surface as she rises.
I do the same thing when I’m nervous and want to make a good
impression. I take the chance to get a good look at her then—at
her strong features, her long nose and high cheeks. It’s the face
of someone who is used to commanding people. So why would
someone like that care what a scrappy-haired and slightly crumpled Lost-and-Founder like me thinks?
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“Herbie,” she says. “May I call you Herbie?”
I nod, holding my cap in place.
“I am Caliastra,” the woman continues. “But that is not my
real name. It is my stage name. Perhaps you have heard of it?”
I haven’t. I try to look polite, but I think I’m probably blinking too much for that.
“No matter.” Caliastra seems genuinely unconcerned by
this. “That is the name I am known by in London, Paris, New
York—wherever I perform my act. I’m pleased to say I enjoy
some success with my little magic show, even if my fame hasn’t
yet reached the basement of the Grand Nautilus Hotel.”
“Magic?” I gasp. “You’re a . . . a . . . ?”
A change comes over Caliastra as I struggle to get the word
out. She xes me with a crafty eye. Then she holds out one hand,
palm outward, pale ngers splayed. She ips her hand over, then
back again, so that I can see that both sides are empty. She allows
her sleeve to fall away, revealing a bare wrist.
Then she snaps her ngers.
A playing card appears from nowhere—the queen of hearts—
held between her slender ngers. She snaps again and now the
card is ying, spinning furiously. It makes a neat circular ight
around the room—once, twice—before returning to Caliastra’s
hand, which hasn’t moved at all. She plucks the card from the air
and snaps one more time, and there is a ash of explosive light.
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I blink as a sulphurous smell assaults my nose.
When I can look again, the card . . .
is gone!
Caliastra presents her hand for inspection, and it’s as
empty as before. Then she raises an eyebrow at my Lost-andFounder’s cap.
Really?
I reach up, disbelieving, and take off my cap.
There’s something inside.
It’s a playing card.
“Goodness me!” croaks Lady Kraken.
“The queen of hearts,” I whisper as I stare at the card in my
hand. Then I look up at the raven-haired woman with the dazzling smile. “You’re a magician!”
“I am,” Caliastra replies. Then she gives an elaborate bow.
“But just as Caliastra is not my real name, so, too, is Herbert
Lemon—Herbie—not yours.”
Lemon
I can’t speak. I try to put my cap back on my head and miss.
“But I know your real name, Herbie,” she says. “I know who
you really are because . . .”
Caliastra stops, her words stumbling over a choke of emotion.
She takes a moment to compose herself before continuing.
“Do you have any memory of your life before, Herbie? Do
you have any memories of your mother?”
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Caliastra

“I mean, yes, I knew her
her,” Caliastra adds hastily. “I . . . I
knew your mother, Herbie. Because we . . . were very close.

Yes, as close as can be. She was my . . . sister.”
My world spins a little less dizzyingly as a different realization dawns. But it’s still an extraordinary one.
“That means . . .” I start to reply.
“Yes, Herbie,” Caliastra says, glancing at Lady Kraken as if
for assurance. Lady Kraken’s eyes are nothing but slits of suspicion now. “That would make me your aunt.” Then she hits me
with that smile again. “I’ve tracked you down, at long last, my
boy. I’m here to take you home.”
“Let’s not get too far ahead of ourselves, shall we?” Lady
Kraken cuts across my silence. And that’s when I recognize the
“something” in my employer’s voice, the something I noticed
earlier. Lady Kraken has ruled this hotel for years, and her word
holds sway over everyone within it, all the way down to me. But
now, suddenly, there is someone with a claim on me that supersedes hers.
If, that is, the claim is true.
“Herbert Lemon has been my Lost-and-Founder since the
day he washed up in Eerie,” Lady Kraken declares. “No matter
that he is the most dunderous of dunderbrains, and a ninnyhammer, to boot, he is my responsibility and not to be claimed by just
anyone. At least,” Lady K adds, as if conceding the point, “not
without proof.”
“Of course,” says the magician, sitting back down in her
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chair and crossing her legs. “And I wouldn’t dream of coming
here and telling you this without some way to back it up. If we
were in a story right now, I suppose this would be the moment I
would mention his strawberry birthmark.”
“I have a strawberry birthmark?” I cry. I scan my body with
my mind’s eye, trying to remember if I’ve seen such a thing
in the bathroom mirror. I’m pretty sure I haven’t. Unless it’s
tucked away somewhere I never think to look. I feel my face
going as red as a whole basket of strawberries.
“No!” Caliastra says with a bright chuckle. “But you do have
aV
V-shaped scar on your left forearm. Don’t you, Herbie?”
I stare at Lady Kraken. She bobs her head at me. Then both
our eyes swivel down to look at my left arm, which is covered by
the sleeve of my uniform. Lady K twists her lamp so that light
falls on it. I pull the sleeve back.
There, on my arm, is a little white V of scarred skin.
“Or maybe it’s an L,” Lady Kraken says. “L
L for Lemon.”
But she suddenly sounds less sure.
“How did you know about that?” I ask Caliastra. “I’ve always
wondered how I got it.”
“It happened many years ago,” the magician replies, suddenly serious. “A silly accident.” Then she looks into my eyes.
“Your mother said it would scar you for life. And she was right.”
“Have you ever shown this mark to anyone, boy?” Lady
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Kraken demands. “Think, now. This is important.”
I shake my head.
“Pah! This is hardly proof of anything.” Lady K swings
around to confront Caliastra with a whir of electrical motors.
“You could have found out about the scar from someone at the
hotel. Is this really the best proof you have? From your correspondence, I was expecting a birth certicate, at least.”
“Sadly, I don’t have that,” Caliastra admits, holding up her
open hands. I wonder for a moment if she is going to do another
magic trick, but this time it seems the empty hands are purely
metaphorical. She turns to me.
“Herbie, what do you remember of the day you arrived in
Eerie-on-Sea?”
I call up the vague recollections I have of clinging to a crate
as the waves tossed me around, all those years ago. If you’ve
been to Eerie-on-Sea before, it’s possible that you’ve heard the
story of the shipwrecked boy yourself—of the boy who washed
up on the beach in a crate of lemons, with no memory of where
he came from. I’m a bit of a local legend myself, I suppose. But
what I remember of the event is such a wispy, overused memory that I could add any detail I like at this point and probably
believe it was true.
“The only thing I know for sure,” I reply, “is that I was alone.
I was the only survivor of a shipwreck.”
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“No, Herbie.” Caliastra’s eyes ash. “Not
Not the only survivor.
There were others.”
“There were?”
“A few, yes,” the magician continues. “Some people were
pulled out of the sea by rescue ships before they could be eaten
by . . . before they were lost, I mean. And some managed to swim
to a lifeboat. Like me.”
“You!” My cap nearly ies off my head. “You were on the
ship? The same ship as me?”
Caliastra’s face becomes resolute, as if she is mastering her
emotions.
“I will never forget that night,” she says, “the screech of
the iceberg as it peeled back the hull, the sound of the water
ooding the corridors, the screams
eams . . . but I should spare you the
details. It’s proof of our connection that you need right now,
not horror stories. Herbie, what can I tell you to prove that I am
who I say I am?”
And straightaway I know the answer to that. It may be that I
have no memory of my life before Eerie-on-Sea, but—against all
the odds—I have been able to nd out something about it: I know
the name of the ship I was on, the ship that struck an iceberg
and was wrecked.
I found this out with Violet, on our last big adventure
together, around the time I got Clermit. But right now, the most
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important thing about it is this: as far as I’m aware, only two
other people in the world know the name of the ship, and Violet
would never
ver tell.
And the other person? Well, he’s dead.
So I see no way that a complete stranger could ever know
that I was aboard a cruise ship called SS Fabulous.
“The name of the ship,” I say. “Tell me the name of the ship.”
Caliastra nods.
“Well?” asks Lady Kraken.
“First let me set the scene,” Caliastra replies as Lady Kraken’s
eyes begin to narrow again. “Earlier in my career I took a few
tours on cruise ships, as part of the onboard show. Lots of
performers do that when they’re starting out, and all the best
luxury liners had a magician back then. Your father was a pianist
and—no, don’t get up! I will tell you all about him later, Herbie,
I promise, but the main thing to know is that you come from a
family of entertainers.”
“And his mother?” Lady Kraken demands.
“I’m sorry?”
“You said his father was a pianist. What about his mother?”
“Oh, she was part of the show, too.” Caliastra waves the
question away. Then she turns back to me. “Herbie, your parents
needed work, and I got them places in my cruise ship show. And
not a day has gone by that I haven’t regretted it.”
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“The name?” says Lady Kraken. “None of this is proof of
anything. Tell us the name of the ship.”
Caliastra glances between us both and lets the crafty look
come back over her face again. She gets to her feet, lifts the plate
of freshly baked pastries from the table, and offers it to me.
“Breakfast, Herbie?” she says. “These are your favorites,
aren’t they?”
Automatically I take the topmost croissant and feel its buttery perfection between my ngers. On any other occasion I
would probably cram the whole thing in my mouth and spend
the next three minutes blissfully chomping. But not today. My
nostrils ll with Caliastra’s perfume as she smiles down at me.
The strange pattern on her coat seems to swirl. And suddenly I
can’t stand it.
What if she says the right name?
What if she doesn’t ?
“I have to go!” I blurt out, jumping up and backing away
from the table, from Lady K, from this whole impossible situation. I run for the door.
“Herbie!” Caliastra cries out. “Wait!”
But I don’t want to wait. I ing the door open and almost fall
back into the room at the sight of Mr. Mummery standing there.
He is straightening quickly. Was he listening at the door? Then
I notice the other two men—Rictus and Tristo—behind him.
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I see immediately why their faces were so disturbing earlier, in
the half-light of the sitting room. Both men are wearing heavy
black-and-white face paint—one with a leering grin, the other
with a terrible frown. They step forward, as if startled at my
sudden appearance, and raise their hands to grab hold of me.
“Leave him!” Caliastra commands from inside the room.
I don’t hang around to see if they obey. I’m off down the corridor like a rework up a drainpipe, the croissant still clutched
in one hand. I ignore the elevator and y down the stairs, three
at a time.
“Herbie!” I hear the magician cry, far behind me. “Herbie, I’m
sorry!”
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Violet

I’ve been Herbert Lemon, Lost-and-Founder at the Grand
Nautilus Hotel, for as long as I can remember. It’s who I am. But
deep down I’ve never been able to quite forget that it isn’t my real
name, that it’s not who I really am. The name Herbie was given

to me because I had no memory of any other. Dr. Thalassi, the
town’s medical man, used to say that in time my memories would
return one day. They never have, and the doc doesn’t mention it
anymore. I’d almost given up on nding the truth. But now, has
that truth come to nd me?
Below me the ocean crashes gray and white on either side
of the pier. The seagulls wheel through the sky above and cry
their pterodactyl cries. One of them swoops for the croissant
in my hand, but I swipe the bird away. Then I set off at a run
down Spindrift Alley and into the ancient, twisting streets of
Eerie-on-Sea.
I need somewhere to hide for a bit and think. And I know just
the place.
There’s a rule of Lost-and-Foundering that says A problem shared
isn’t a problem at all. It’s an adventure.
I sometimes wonder if my friend Violet wrote this rule and
sneaked it in with the rest. I’m wondering this again as I reach
Dolphin Square, high on Eerie Rock, and approach Violet’s
home. The wind is raw and loaded with dead leaves, and the only
people I see are hurrying across the square, heads down, looking
as cold as I feel. It turns out it’s easy to forget to put on a coat
and scarf when you are running away from . . .
From what?
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“A long-lost aunt?” I say aloud to the dolphin statue in the
middle of the square. “Or the possibility that she’s . . . something
else?”
“You can run from the truth all you like, Herbert Lemon,” says
a lazy voice from somewhere, “but you can never hide from it.”
I look around. There is no one there—just the whistling of
the wind and the rattle of window shutters—but then I notice,
up on the weathered green head of the bronze dolphin, a white
cat with ice-blue eyes, sitting, licking one paw, and pretending
to ignore me.
It’s Erwin, the bookshop cat.
“Is that supposed to be helpful?” I ask him.
But, of course, Erwin says nothing.
The bookshop itself is close by, its wide bay window dark
and mysterious with a hint of warm light inside. I call it the
“bookshop,” but the painted letters across the glass describe it
slightly differently:

THE EERIE BOOK DISPENSARY
Have you ever been to the book dispensary in Eerie-on-Sea?
I think you’d know if you had. Surely, no one could forget the
grotesque mermonkey that squats in the window and leers horribly at everyone who pauses before it.
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“Herbie!” comes a cry as the door of the shop is ung open
with the ding of a bell. A head appears, beneath a mass of wild
black curls, and a pair of brown eyes ash at me. “There you are!
Have you only just gotten my note? What kind of Lost-andFounder are you if I can’t nd you when I’ve lost something?”
“Er . . .” I say. “Hello, Violet.”
As is often the case with my friend Violet Parma, I already
feel as if she’s two pages ahead of me.
“You said something about an emergency?” I suddenly feel a
bit bad for ignoring Vi’s note.
“Yes!” Violet says, beckoning impatiently. “At least, maybe.
I . . . I don’t know. But don’t just stand there looking surprised,
Herbie. Come in!”
And so, I come in.
Inside the bookshop, I’m surprised to see no cheery blaze in
the great marble replace. It’s still warmer in here than outside,
though, so I op gratefully into one of the big tatty armchairs.
Gazing up, I see the countless spines of books around me, rising,
shelf over shelf, up every wall to the ceiling. And beyond that
ceiling—colored midnight blue and painted with constellations
of tiny glittering stars—I can almost sense the mass of books
upstairs, as they continue, volume upon volume, story after story,
right to the top of Eerie-on-Sea’s strangest bookshop.
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In the window the mermonkey sits, its hairy back to me now,
coiled on its iridescent sh tail before an antique black typewriter. It holds out a battered top hat for an offering from all
those who would consult it.
Outside of my Lost-and-Foundery—and perhaps Mr.
Seegol’s sh and chip diner on the pier—the main room of the
Eerie bookshop, beside the re, is my favorite place in Eerieon-Sea. And just the hideout I need to get my thoughts about
Caliastra together. But today something doesn’t seem quite
right. The books, now that I look at them again, are jumbled and
untidy on their shelves, as if someone had been riing through
them and didn’t much care about the mess they made.
“There’s no time to sit, Herbie,” Violet declares, grabbing
her coat. “We need to get out there and look. The trail is already
growing cold.”
“Look?” I blink. “Trail?”
“I’ve written down everything that might be important.”
Violet rummages in her pocket and pulls out a well-thumbed
notebook. Then she nods at the crumpled croissant in my hand.
“You can eat your breakfast on the way.”
It’s only then that Violet seems to notice that I’m not her
normal, dependable Herbie today.
“Hey, wait. Are you all right?” Violet shoves the notebook
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back in her pocket and peers at my face. “You look as if you’ve
seen a ghost.”
“Well, I’ve seen a guest
guest,” I reply, “who might be a ghost. At
least, in a way.”
And I tell Violet about the extraordinary woman with the
raven hair who has just checked into the hotel. And about her
even more extraordinary claims about me.
“Your aunt?” Vi stares at me in astonishment as I stammer
to the end of my account. “But that’s . . . wonderful, Herbie. I
think. Isn’t it?”
I do an enormous shrug.
“It is wonderful,” I agree, “but . . .”
“But you’re wondering if she’s really who she says she is.”
Violet nods, seeing right through me, as ever. “So, did she know
the name? The name of the ship?”
“I, um, I sort of left before she could answer,” I reply. “But
she had the chance to tell me and didn’t. Actually, she seemed to
be stalling. And Lady K didn’t look too impressed. So, I suppose
she doesn’t know it, after all, and everything she says is a load
of old nonsense.”
“And yet, you’re not quite sure it is nonsense, are you?”
Violet is peering into my eyes now. Sometimes I think she
can read me like a book.
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“Caliastra,” Violet says then, testing the name out just as I
did when I rst heard it. “I think I’ve heard of her. Isn’t there a
famous magician named Caliastra? On television?”
“Television?”
“We can look her up,” Violet says. “But right now all I know
is this: if I’d been on an ocean liner that had struck an iceberg
and sunk far out in the ocean, and I had somehow managed to
survive, I think I’d remember the ship’s name
name, at least.”
“I forgot it, though, didn’t I?” I reply. “When they found me
washed up, I couldn’t remember a thing.”
Violet has no answer to that. She ops down in the other
armchair and looks at me some more from inside her hair.
“It probably is all rubbish, anyway,” I declare then, almost
convincing myself. “But at least I got a croissant out of it.”
And I tear the battered pastry into two halves and give one
to Violet.
“Why would someone play such a sick joke on me?” I manage to say between chews, as golden akes rain down the front
of my uniform. “I almost wonder if old Mollusc is in on it somehow. Maybe this is part of some plan to get rid of me, once and
for all. He’s tried every other way . . .”
But I see that Violet isn’t eating. She’s staring into her half
of the croissant, her eyes big and round.
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“What?” I ask.
But Violet doesn’t reply. Instead she reaches into the heart
of the pastry and pulls something out of it, something that was
concealed inside. She holds it up to catch the light.
It’s a metal tube.
“One end looks as if it will screw off,” says Vi, shaking the
tube and making a dull rattle sound. “Herbie, I think there’s
something inside!”
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The Mermonkey Blinks

a list of distant, exotic ports I’ve barely heard of. At the top is
a drawing of an enormous ocean liner with four funnels, and
above the drawing—in grand letters—is the name of a ship:

On the other side some details have been stamped on with
green ink. Even though they are sea-faded and smudged, it is
still possible to read the words:
ISSUED TO : PERFORMER KNOWN AS “ CALIASTRA ,” MAGICIAN
NONTRANSFERABLE

2ND

CLASS ACCOMMODATION
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“It’s a ticket!” I cry, handing it over to Violet. “She must have
put this in the croissant before I even got to Lady K’s room. It’s
the proof I asked for. She was on the ship with me.”
“But how did she know what you would ask,” Violet replies,
turning the ticket over in her hands, “before you even asked it?”
I’m not sure what to say to that. Until I am.
“She’s a magician, isn’t she?” I shrug. “Maybe she used magic.”
Violet snorts, unimpressed.
“Lucky guess, more like it. Besides, if this is the only proof
she has, what else would she hide in the croissant? ‘Magic,’ my
foot, Herbie! I’d like to meet this magician of yours for myself.
She wouldn’t get any tricks past me!”
And that’s when there’s a sharp tapping on the shop window.
We both look up in surprise.
Caliastra is peering in at us through the glass of the shop
door, her raven hair whipping in the wind. She smiles a half
smile of apology.
“Is that her?” says Violet with a gasp.
But I don’t need to answer that, do I? Instead I get up and
let the magician in.
“I owe you an apology,” Caliastra says as she steps into the
shop in a gust of cold wind. She is still dressed in her strange
black coat, and she carries a honey-colored walking cane of
twisted glass. “I’ve handled this badly from the start. I don’t
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want you to feel you have to run away from me, Herbie. I never
want that. I’m really, really sorry I gave you such a shock.”
“But how did you know I would be here?” I say, amazed.
Caliastra’s face slips into a conspiratorial expression that
makes me feel as though we’re both in on some secret together.
She leans in toward me, and I nd myself leaning in, too.
“I’d like to be able to wave my hands mysteriously and say,
‘By magic, Herbie. By magic!’ But, well, that wouldn’t be true,”
Caliastra confesses. “I followed you. Plain and simple.”
Then she straightens and looks around the shop.
“Of course, I’ve heard of the Eerie Book Dispensary, and I
hoped to visit it during my stay in town. So, let’s just say I’ve
come here earlier than expected.”
Her dark eyes fall on Violet.
“Oh,” she says, “who’s your friend?”
I do a quick introduction, and Violet and Caliastra shake hands.
“Violet works here,” I explain. “She’s Jenny’s assistant.”
“Jenny?”
“Jenny Hanniver,” says Violet. “She’s the owner of this place.
I help her customers consult the mermonkey.”
“Ah, yes!” Caliastra beams a bright smile and turns to the
hairy creature hunched in the window. “The famous mermonkey
of Eerie-on-Sea.”
“It’s the mermonkey who chooses your book for you,”
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explains Violet. “Probably not the book you want, or the book
you were expecting, but . . .”
“But quite possibly the book you need,” Caliastra nishes for
her, nodding. And she walks over to the window bay to admire
the mermonkey up close.
“Magnicent, isn’t it?” she says, gesturing with her glass
cane. “But quite a brute. I imagine the mechanism must be a
wonder to behold . . .”
And she reaches out as if to pull open the mermonkey’s
waistcoat.
“No!” Violet cries, making Caliastra snatch her hand back.
“I mean, Jenny prefers it if customers don’t touch,” Violet continues, smiling widely in apology. “Sorry. Would you, um, would
you like to try the mermonkey for yourself ?”
Caliastra arches one eyebrow at Violet. Then she turns back
to consider the mermonkey, tapping the top of her glass cane—
which is formed into the shape of an owl—on her perfect teeth.
The mermonkey grins back at her, its own teeth like lthy yellow dominoes. A fat bluebottle y buzzes around it and comes to
land on its hat. The y’s metallic backside is as iridescent as the
mermonkey’s tail or Caliastra’s embroidered coat. The magician
looks entirely at ease before the hideous sh-tailed monkey, as
if she and it belong to the same world of mystery and secrets.
Then Caliastra smiles.
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“I believe I will,” she says nally. “I presume I put a coin in
its hat?”
Violet nods.
Caliastra removes her gloves and slides a change purse from
her coat pocket. She pulls out a coin and drops it in the hat.
Nothing happens.
She drops in another, which clinks against the rst.
Still nothing happens.
“I see!” says Caliastra, putting her hands on her hips. “It
knows its own worth, clearly.”
“Sometimes it’s a little, um, slow,” Violet says, with an embarrassed shrug.
Caliastra glances at me and winks. Then she tips up her
change purse entirely and a shower of loose change tinkles out
of sight into the shadow of the mermonkey’s hat.
The creature’s arm sags under the weight.
Then the mermonkey judders.
The arm lifts—slowly—slowly—with a tick-tick-ticking of
grinding gears till it plops the heavy hat onto its own head. The
coins fall in a hectic rattle down into the creature’s mechanical
insides, and its light-bulb eyes ash on.
The mermonkey begins to scream.
“Noisy!” Caliastra mouths to us, holding her hands over her
ears to block out the terrible sound. Clockwork grinds, gears
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rattle, and puffs of steam—or is it smoke?—curl around the
infernal machine. The comforting smell of the old bookshop—a
mix of hot chocolate, wood re, and aging paper—is smothered
by the stink of antique electrics and singed fur as the mechanical
creature reaches one bony st toward the typewriter, extends its
index nger to type, and . . .
Stops.
A sudden zzing, clicking silence falls over the shop.
The mermonkey’s nger remains poised over the keyboard,
but instead of stabbing out the code it types to dispense its
books, the creature does nothing.
Well, not quite nothing.
The mermonkey’s eyes icker, as if it is blinking at Caliastra.
Then it tips its head to one side. If I didn’t know better, I’d
say it was carefully considering what to do next.
Outside, I notice that Erwin—the bookshop cat—is watching us closely through the window.
“What happens now?” Caliastra whispers.
“I don’t know,” Violet whispers back. “It’s never done this before.
“Maybe it needs a little encouragement,” Caliastra suggests,
and she raises her glass cane.
“Prestocadabra!” she cries.
And before anyone can say or do anything, she twirls the
cane and then taps its tip rmly onto the mermonkey’s forehead.
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The Subtle Mask

a lightning-fast motion, she sweeps the card up off the oor and
snatches it from the air.
On one side of it we can see the familiar drawing of the
mermonkey. On the other is the code—the code that will lead to
the book the mechanical creature has dispensed for the lady with
the raven hair.
Caliastra hands the card to Violet.
“Your mermonkey has, it would appear, chosen me a book.
Though, I’m not sure how to claim it.”
“This code,” Violet explains, holding up the card so we can
all see the line of numbers and letters on it, “leads you rst to
the oor of the shop your book is on. Then it leads to the room
it’s in, then to the wall
all in that room, then to the shelf
helf on that
wall, and nally to the book
ok itself. Would you like me to show
you . . . ?”
“Oh, I think I can trust you to handle it for me, thank you,”
says Caliastra, in a tone that suggests she has better things to
do. Violet is left with little choice but to set off into the heart of
the Eerie Book Dispensary, in search of Caliastra’s book.
And now, for the rst time, I’m alone with the magician—the
magician who claims she’s my long-lost family.
“May I . . . ?” I blurt out. “May I ask you something?”
“You may, Herbie.” Caliastra smiles kindly. “You must have
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so many questions. I will do all I can to tell you whatever you
wish to know.”
“Are you . . . ?” I’m still blurting. “I mean, is it true . . . ? That
you . . . ?”
“Yes, Herbie?”
“. . . that you’ve been on television?”
Caliastra raises her eyebrows in surprise. Then she throws
her head back and laughs.
“Yes, Herbie, it is true. I’ve come a long way since my
cruise ship days. But I still sometimes tour provincial theaters,”
Caliastra explains, “like yours here in Eerie. Indeed, my ulterior motive for visiting Eerie-on-Sea is to give a special shadow
puppet show for this year’s Ghastly Night celebrations. Perhaps
you’ve heard?”
At that moment, Violet returns with a book in her hands.
“Did you say . . .” she asks, “the Ghastly Night show?”
“I did.”
Violet’s face is alight with interest. Ever since she rst
heard of Ghastly Night she’s been obsessed with it. Apparently,
Eerie-on-Sea is the only place in the world where it’s celebrated,
though I nd that hard to believe. But that’s what Violet says,
and she knows more about the outside world than I do.
“How do you know about it?” Violet asks. “I thought it was
just a funny old Eerie tradition.”
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“It is,” Caliastra says. “But the legend of Ghastly Night,
and the terrible Shadowghast, is often discussed among members of the Magic Circle. There is, after all, a magic trick at the
heart of it, in the form of a shadow puppet show like no other.
I have studied the old story, and I believe I have discovered the
secret of that trick. It is a great honor to be invited to perform
it myself, here, in Eerie-on-Sea.”
“But I thought . . .” I start to say. “I thought you came here
because of me.”
Caliastra lays one slender hand on my shoulder.
“Herbie, I did come here for you,” she says. “But I may never
have found you if I wasn’t already studying the lore of Ghastly
Night. It was as I researched the legend of the Shadowghast that
I rst heard about Eerie-on-Sea’s famous castaway and began to
wonder. I’ve been looking for my lost nephew for years and had
all but given up hope. When my contact in Eerie-on-Sea told me
about the boy who washed up in a crate of lemons, I knew at once
I had found more than some old magic trick here. That’s why I
wrote to Lady Kraken and, eventually, why she invited me here.
Ghastly Night is just an excuse. You, dear Herbie, are the reason.”
I nod. I can’t think what to say.
“What contact in Eerie-on-Sea?” Violet asks.
“Ah!” Caliastra’s eyes light up as she nally notices what’s in
Violet’s hands. “Is that my book?”
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“Oh.” Vi looks as if she had already forgotten about it. “Yes.
This is the book the mermonkey chose for you. Here . . .”
And she hands a thick, grubby yellow hardback book over to
the magician. On the cover is a drawing of two masks—one with
an exaggerated happy face, and the other with a sad frown—the
kind of tragedy and comedy faces you sometimes see at a theater.
“The Subtle Mask,” Caliastra reads the title aloud, “by Questin
D’Arkness. Interesting choice. A bit long-winded, though. These
Victorian writers did like an endless sentence, didn’t they?”
And she hands to book back to Violet.
“But”—Violet looks confused—“it’s yours.”
“I’ve already read it,” Caliastra replies. “And besides, I know
precisely why that particular book has been dispensed to me.”
“You do?” Violet and I both say at exactly the same time.
“Oh, yes.” The magician nods. “Even the name of the author
is signicant.”
When we don’t respond, Caliastra continues.
“Questin D’Arkness?” She gives a bright chuckle. “No one
is really named Questin D’Arkness,
kness Herbie. It’s a pen name, just
as Caliastra is a name for the stage. The author was really one
Pumphrey Doolittle, but you can’t write Gothic horror stories
and be taken seriously with a name like Pumphrey Doolittle,
now, can you?”
“I guess not,” I reply.
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“The Subtle Mask,” the magician explains, “is the story of
an actor who sells his soul to the devil in exchange for supernatural talent and the fame and fortune that comes with it. By
the end of the novel, he has lost himself entirely in ction and
lies, and the devil claims his soul. It’s a reminder to me, Herbie,
to be more honest with you. No more tricks or stage effects; no
more clues hidden in breakfast pastries. I should have just given
you that ticket instead of playing games. And I am very sorry.”
“Oh,” I manage to say.
“And I want you to promise me something in return,”
Caliastra continues. “I want you to feel you can always come to
me, Herbie. For anything. No more running away. Agreed? We
are family, after all.”
I nod.
“Don’t look so alarmed.” Caliastra smiles, giving my nose an
affectionate tweak. “This should be a happy time. I know—come
watch me rehearse later today. You can both come, if you like.
We’ll be in the theater on the pier, preparing for the greatest
show Eerie-on-Sea has ever seen. It will be good for you to see
all the props and mechanisms, Herbie. You have a lot to learn;
although, something tells me that you will be perfect for the job.”
“Job?”
“Of course,” Caliastra replies. “For some time now, I’ve
needed help with the more subtle tricks and contraptions. From
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what I’ve seen already, you will be just the assistant I need.”
Violet gasps.
“Does that mean you’re staying in Eerie-on-Sea?” she says.
“For good?”
“Staying?” Caliastra cries, with the face of someone who has
just heard something preposterous. “Of course I’m not staying. I’m performing in Copenhagen in ten days’ time, then on to
Oslo, Helsinki, and St. Petersburg. No, when I leave Eerie, after
the Ghastly Night show, my nephew will leave with me. To start
his new life as a magician’s assistant.”
Then she turns to me with her radiant smile.
“Your long wait in this strange little town is over, Herbert
Lemon. You are nally going home.”
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I’m leaving? Going home? I can’t take it in. How can

waltz in here and take you away, Herbie! We don’t even know if
she is who she says she is.”
“But, the ticket . . .”
“That doesn’t prove anything!” Violet cries. “It’s only a piece
of paper.”
“A piece of paper can change your life,” says a voice. “It just
depends what’s written on it.”
And Erwin jumps up onto the counter.
“You’re back, then, are you?” Violet says to the cat, scratching him behind the ear. “Have you seen Jenny?”
Erwin must have slipped in when I opened the door for
Caliastra. Now he strolls along the countertop and peers down
at the grubby yellow book. He twitches his whiskers.
“Where is Jenny?” I ask, suddenly realizing I haven’t seen
her yet. I notice the cold, empty hearth again and feel a sense of
unease.
Jenny always keeps a merry blaze going in the colder months,
and she often treats customers to hot chocolate or cups of herbal
tea and spiced biscuits, to cheer them up before their lives are
turned upside down—or ipped right-side up, or just knocked
sidewise—by the books the mermonkey dispenses. It’s strange
not to have been greeted by her or offered a biscuit, and that
Violet has been left to mind the shop all by herself.
“That’s what I was trying to tell you, Herbie!” Violet
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