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     Clio
     
  
 
   
   
    
     T
    his was so effing 
   
    
     frustrating
    . 
   
    If I clenched my jaws any tighter, my face would snap.
    
  
 
   
   
    My grandmother sat across from me, serenity emanating from her like perfume, a scent she dabbed behind her ears in the morning that carried her smoothly through her day.
    
  
 
   
   
    Well, I had
    
   
    
     forgotten
     to dab on my freaking 
   
    
     serenity
     this morning, and now I was holding this piece of copper in my left fist, my fingernails making angry half-moons in my palm. 
   
    Another minute of this and I would throw the copper across the room, sweep the candle over with my hand, and just
    
   
    
     go.
     
  
 
   
   
    But I wanted this so bad.
    
  
 
   
   
    So bad I could taste it.
    
   
    And now, looking into my grandmother’s eyes, calm and blue over the candle’s flame, I felt like she was reading every thought that flitted through my brain.
    
   
    And that she was amused.
    
  
 
   
   
    I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, all the way down to my belly ring.
    
   
    Then I released it slowly, willing it to take tension, doubt, ignorance, impatience with it.
    
  
 
   
   
    
     Cuivre, orientez ma force.
     
    
     Copper, direct my power,
     I thought. 
   
    Actually, not even thought—lighter than that.
    
   
    Expressing the idea so lightly that it wasn’t even a thought or words.
    
   
    Just pure feeling, as slight as a ribbon of smoke, weaving into the power of
    
   
    
     Bonne Magie.
     
  
 
   
   
    
     Montrez-moi,
     I breathed. 
   
    Show me.
    
  
 
   
   
    You have to walk before you can run.
    
   
    You have to crawl before you can walk.
    
  
 
   
   
    
     Montrez-moi.
     
  
 
   
   
    Quartz crystals and rough chunks of emerald surrounded me and my grandmother in twelve points.
    
   
    A white candle burned on the ground between us.
    
   
    My butt had gone numb, like, yesterday.
    
   
    Breathe.
    
  
 
   
   
    
     Montrez-moi.
     
  
 
   
   
    It wasn’t working, it wasn’t working,
    
   
    
     je n’ai pas de la force, rien du tout.
     
   
    I opened my eyes, ready to scream.
    
  
 
   
   
    And saw a huge cypress tree before me.
    
  
 
   
   
    No grandmother.
    
   
    An enormous cypress tree almost blocked out the sky, the heavy gray clouds.
    
   
    I looked down: I still held the copper, hot now from my hand.
    
   
    I was in woods somewhere—I didn’t recognize where.
    
   
    
     Une cyprire.
     
   
    A woodsy swamp—cypress knees pushing up through still, brown-green water.
    
   
    But I was standing on land, something solid, moss-covered.
    
  
 
   
   
    The clouds grew darker, roiling with an internal storm.
    
   
    Leaves whipped past me, landed on the water, brushed my face.
    
   
    I heard thunder, a deep rumbling that fluttered in my chest and filled my ears.
    
   
    Fat raindrops spattered the ground, ran down my cheeks like tears.
    
   
    Then an enormous
    
   
    
     crack!
     
   
    shook me where I stood, and a simultaneous stroke of lightning blinded me.
    
   
    Almost instantly, I heard a shuddering, splintering sound, like a wooden boat grinding against rocks.
    
   
    I blinked, trying to look through brilliant red-and-orange afterimages in my eyes.
    
   
    Right in front of me, the huge cypress tree was split in two, its halves bending precariously outward, already cracking, pulled down by their weight.
    
  
 
   
   
    At the base, between two thick roots that were slowly being tugged from the earth, I saw a sudden upsurging of—what?
    
   
    I squinted.
    
   
    Was it water?
    
   
    Oil?
    
   
    It was dark like oil, thick—but the next lightning flash revealed the opaque dark red of blood.
    
   
    The rivulet of blood also split into two and ran across the ground, seeping slowly into the sodden moss, the red startling against the greenish gray.
    
   
    I looked down and saw the blood swelling, running faster, gushing heavily from between the tree roots.
    
   
    My feet!
    
   
    My feet were being splashed with blood, my shins flecked with it.
    
   
    I lost it then, covered my mouth and screamed into my tight palm, trying to move but finding myself more firmly rooted than the tree itself—
    
  
 
   
   
    “Clio!
    
   
    Clio!”
    
  
 
   
   
    A cool hand took my chin in a no-nonsense grip.
    
   
    I blinked rapidly, trying to clear rain out of my eyes.
    
   
    My grandmother was holding my chin in one hand and had her other under my elbow.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Stand up, child,” Nan instructed calmly.
    
   
    The candle between us had been knocked over, its wax running on the wooden floor.
    
   
    My knees felt wobbly and I was gulping air, looking around wildly, orienting myself.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Nan,” I gasped, swallowing air like a fish.
    
   
    “Nan, oh,
    
   
    
     desse,
     that sucked.” 
  
 
   
   
    “Tell me what you saw,” she said, leading me out of the workroom and into our somewhat shabby kitchen.
    
  
 
   
   
    I didn’t want to talk about it, as if the words would recall the vision, putting me back into it.
    
   
    “I saw a tree,” I said reluctantly.
    
   
    “A cypress.
    
   
    I was in a swamp kind of place.
    
   
    There was a storm, and then—the tree got hit by lightning.
    
   
    It got split in two.
    
   
    And then—blood gushed out of its roots.”
    
  
 
   
   
    “Blood?”
    
   
    Her gaze was sharp.
    
  
 
   
   
    I nodded, feeling shivery and kind of sick.
    
   
    “Blood, a river of blood.
    
   
    And it split in two and started running over my feet, and then I yelled.
    
   
    Yuck.”
    
   
    I trembled and couldn’t help looking at my bare feet.
    
   
    Not bloody.
    
   
    Tan feet, purple-painted toenails.
    
   
    Fine.
    
  
 
   
   
    “A tree split by lightning,” my grandmother mused, pouring hot water into a pot.
    
   
    The steamy, wet smell of herbs filled the room, and my shivering eased.
    
   
    “A river of blood from its roots.
    
   
    And the river split in two.”
    
  
 
   
   
    “Yeah,” I said, holding my mug in my cold hands, inhaling the steam.
    
   
    “That pretty much sums it up.
    
   
    Man.”
    
   
    I shook my head and sipped.
    
   
    “What?”
    
   
    I said, noticing that my grandmother was watching me.
    
  
 
   
   
    “It’s interesting,” she said in that way that meant there were a thousand other words inside her that weren’t coming out.
    
   
    “Interesting vision.
    
   
    Looks like copper’s good for you.
    
   
    We’ll work on it again tomorrow.”
    
  
 
   
   
    “Not if I see you first,” I muttered into my mug.
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     Thais
     
  
 
   
   
    
     T
     
   
    
     his isn’t happening.
     
  
 
   
   
    I could tell myself that a thousand times, and a thousand times the cold reality of my life would ruthlessly sink in again.
    
  
 
   
   
    Next to me, Mrs. Thompkins gave my hand a pat.
    
   
    We were sitting side by side in the Third District Civil Court of Welsford, Connecticut.
    
   
    Two weeks ago, I had been happily scarfing down a
    
   
    
     ptisserie Anglaise
     in a little bakery in Tours. 
   
    Today I was waiting to hear a judge discuss the terms of my father’s will.
    
  
 
   
   
    Because my father was dead.
    
  
 
   
   
    Two weeks ago, I’d had a dad, a home, a life.
    
   
    Then someone had had a stroke behind the wheel, and the out-of-control car had jumped a curb on Main Street and killed my dad.
    
   
    Things like that don’t happen to people, not really.
    
   
    They happen in movies, sometimes books.
    
   
    Not to real people, not to real dads.
    
   
    Not to me.
    
  
 
   
   
    Yet here I was, listening to a judge read a will I’d never even known existed.
    
   
    Mrs. Thompkins, who’d been our neighbor my whole life, dabbed at my cheeks with a lavender-scented hankie, and I realized I’d been crying.
    
  
 
   
   
    “The minor child, Thais Allard, has been granted in custody to a family friend.”
    
   
    The judge looked at me kindly.
    
   
    I glanced at Mrs. Thompkins next to me, thinking how strange it would be to go home to her house, right next door to my old life, to sleep in her guest room for the next four months until I turned eighteen.
    
  
 
   
   
    If I had a boyfriend, I could move in with him.
    
   
    So I guessed breaking up with Chad Woolcott right before I went to Europe had been premature.
    
   
    I sighed, but the sigh turned into a sob, and I choked it back.
    
  
 
   
   
    The judge began talking about probate and executors, and my mind got fuzzy.
    
  
 
   
   
    I loved Bridget Thompkins—she’d been the grandmother I’d never had.
    
   
    When her husband had died three years ago, it was like losing a grandfather.
    
   
    Could I stay in my own house and just have her be my guardian, next door?
    
  
 
   
   
    “And is the person named Axel Govin in the court-room?”
    
   
    Judge Dailey asked, looking over her glasses.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Ax
    
   
    
     elle
     Gau- 
   
    
     vanh,
    ” a voice behind me said, giving the name a crisp French pronunciation. 
  
 
   
   
    “Axelle Gauvin,” the judge repeated patiently.
    
  
 
   
   
    Mrs. Thompkins and I frowned at each other.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Ms. Gauvin, Michel Allard’s will clearly states that he wished you to become the guardian of his only minor child, Thais Allard.
    
   
    Is this your understanding?”
    
  
 
   
   
    I blinked rapidly.
    
   
    
     Whaaat?
     
  
 
   
   
    “Yes, it is, Your Honor,” said the voice behind me, and I whirled around.
    
   
    Axelle Gauvin, whom I’d never heard of in my life, looked like the head dominatrix of an expensive bordello.
    
   
    She had shining black hair cut in a perfect, swingy bell right above her shoulders.
    
   
    Black bangs framed black, heavily made-up eyes.
    
   
    Bright bloodred lips either pouted naturally or had been injected with collagen.
    
   
    The rest of her was a blur of shining black leather and silver buckles.
    
   
    In summer.
    
   
    Welsford, Connecticut, had never seen anything like this.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Who is that?”
    
   
    Mrs. Thompkins whispered in shock.
    
  
 
   
   
    I shook my head helplessly, trying to swallow with an impossibly dry throat.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Michel and I hadn’t seen each other recently,” the woman said in a sultry, smoker’s voice, “but we’d always promised each other I’d take care of little Thais if anything happened to him.
    
   
    I just never thought it would.”
    
   
    Her voice broke, and I turned around to see her dabbing at eyes as dark as a well.
    
  
 
   
   
    She’d said my name correctly—even the judge had pronounced it Thay-iss, but Axelle had known it was Tye-ees.
    
   
    Had she known my dad?
    
   
    How?
    
   
    My whole life, it had been me and my dad.
    
   
    I’d known he’d dated, but I’d always met the women.
    
   
    None of them had been Axelle Gauvin.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Your Honor, I—” Mrs. Thompkins began, upset.
    
  
 
   
   
    “I’m sorry,” the judge said gently.
    
   
    “You’re still the executor for all Mr. Allard’s personal possessions, but the will clearly states that Ms. Axelle Gauvin is to assume custody of the minor.
    
   
    Of course, you could challenge the will in court . . . but it would be an expensive and lengthy process.”
    
   
    The judge took off her glasses, and the icy knowledge that this was real, that I really might end up with this hard-looking stranger in back of me, began to filter into my panicked mind.
    
   
    “Thais will be eighteen in only four months, and at that time she’ll be legally free to decide where she wants to live and with whom.
    
   
    Although I would hope that Ms. Gauvin is sensitive to the fact that Thais is about to start her senior year of high school and that it would be least disruptive if she could simply stay in Welsford to do so.”
    
  
 
   
   
    “I know,” said the woman, sounding regretful.
    
   
    “But sadly, my home is in New Orleans, and my business precludes my being able to relocate here for the next year.
    
   
    Thais will be coming to New Orleans with me.”
    
  
 
   
   
 
   
 
  
 
   
   
    I sagged down on my bed, feeling my somewhat threadbare quilt under my fingers.
    
   
    I felt numb.
    
   
    I was embracing numbness.
    
   
    If I ever let myself not feel numb, a huge, howling pain would tear up from my gut and burst out into the world in a shrieking, unstoppable, hysterical hurricane.
    
  
 
   
   
    I was going to New Orleans, Louisiana, with a leather-happy stranger.
    
   
    I hated to even speculate on how she knew my dad.
    
   
    If they’d had any kind of romantic relationship, it would take away the dad I knew and replace him with some brain-damaged unknown.
    
   
    She’d said they’d been friends.
    
   
    Such good friends that he’d given her his only child, yet had never mentioned her name to me once.
    
  
 
   
   
    A tap on my door.
    
   
    I looked up blankly as Mrs. Thompkins came in, her gentle, plump face drawn and sad.
    
   
    She carried a sandwich and a glass of lemonade on a tray, which she set on my desk.
    
   
    She stood by me, brushing her fingers over my hair.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Do you need any help, dear?”
    
   
    she whispered.
    
  
 
   
   
    I shook my head and tried to manage a brave smile, which failed miserably.
    
   
    Inside me a hollow wail of pain threatened to break through.
    
   
    It hit me over and over again, yet I still couldn’t quite take it in.
    
   
    My dad was dead.
    
   
    Gone forever.
    
   
    It was literally unbelievable.
    
  
 
   
   
    “You and I know everything we want to say,” Mrs. Thompkins went on in a soft voice.
    
   
    “Saying it just seems too hard right now.
    
   
    But I’ll tell you this: it’s just for four months.
    
   
    If it works out and you want to stay down there”—she made it sound like hell—“then that’s fine, and I’ll wish you well.
    
   
    But if you want to come back after four months, I’ll be here, with open arms.
    
   
    Do you understand?”
    
  
 
   
   
    I nodded and did smile then, and she smiled back at me and left.
    
  
 
   
   
    I couldn’t eat.
    
   
    I didn’t know what to pack.
    
   
    What had happened to my life?
    
   
    I was about to leave everything and everyone I had ever known.
    
   
    I’d been looking forward to going away to college next year—had imagined leaving this place, this room.
    
   
    But I wasn’t ready now, a year early.
    
   
    I wasn’t ready for any of this.
    
  
  
  
  
 
   
   
    
     Connected by Fate
     
  
 
   
    
    
     I reach out through the darkness
     
    
 
    

    
     To touch the ones I need
     
    
 
    

    
     I send my spirit with a message
     
    
 
    

    
     It finds their spirits where they reside
     
    
 
    

    
     We are connected by time
     
    
 
    

    
     We are connected by fate
     
    
 
    

    
     We are connected by life
     
    
 
    

    
     We are connected by death
     
    
 
    

    
     Go.
     
   
 
  
 
   
   
    
     I
    n this still room, the candle flame barely wavered. 
   
    How lucky, truly, for them to find such a suitable place.
    
   
    Daedalus liked this little room, with its attic ceiling sloping sharply downward toward the walls.
    
   
    He sat comfortably on the wooden floor, nailed into place over two hundred years before.
    
   
    Breathing slowly, he watched the candle flame shine unwaveringly, upside down in the faintly amethyst-colored glass, as if the ball itself were a large eye peering out into the world.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Sophie,” Daedalus breathed, imagining her the way she’d looked when he’d seen her last.
    
   
    What, ten years ago?
    
   
    More.
    
   
    
     Sophie.
     
    
     Feel my connection, hear my message.
     
   
    Daedalus closed his eyes, scarcely breathing, sending thoughts across continents, across time itself.
    
  
 
   
   
 
   
 
  
 
   
   
    
     Cherche nouveau: L’histoire de France.
     
   
    Sophie tapped the words out on her keyboard, enjoying the instant gratification, the enormous well of knowledge at her fingertips.
    
   
    With every passing age, things became more wondrous.
    
   
    Yes, there were downsides to progress.
    
   
    There were many, many things she missed.
    
   
    But each new day revealed a new wonder also.
    
  
 
   
   
    
     “Veux-tu le saumon?”
     
   
    Manon asked, the phone pressed against her ear.
    
   
    
     “Pour dner,”
     she clarified when Sophie looked at her. 
  
 
   
   
    Sophie nodded.
    
   
    She didn’t care what she ate.
    
   
    She couldn’t understand Manon’s various hungers: food, drink, cigarettes, people.
    
   
    Sophie thirsted for knowledge, for learning.
    
   
    One day, somehow, if she could fill her brain with enough truth and understanding—then perhaps she could begin to understand herself, her life, the lives that were irrevocably entwined with hers.
    
   
    Maybe.
    
  
 
   
   
    A thin tendril of cigarette smoke floated over to her.
    
   
    Manon was still walking around, phone pressed against her ear, ordering food from the concierge.
    
  
 
   
   
    The results of Sophie’s search filled her laptop screen, and she leaned forward.
    
   
    At that moment, with no warning, the words wavered, as if underwater.
    
   
    Sophie frowned, glancing at the floor to make sure the surge protector was active.
    
   
    This computer was practically brand-new.
    
   
    What—?
    
  
 
   
   
    
     Sophie, my love.
     
    
     Come to New Orleans.
     
    
     It’s important.
     
    
     Daedalus.
     
  
 
   
   
    The words resolved themselves on Sophie’s screen as she watched them, taking them in.
    
   
    Manon hung up the phone and came to see what Sophie was staring at.
    
  
 
   
   
    “We haven’t heard from him in a while,” Manon said unnecessarily.
    
  
 
   
   
    Sophie said nothing.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Are we going to go?”
    
   
    Manon asked.
    
  
 
   
   
    Again Sophie didn’t reply.
    
   
    Her large brown eyes searched the room, the air, seeming to stare across thousands of miles, straight at Daedalus.
    
  
 
   
   
 
   
 
  
 
   
   
    “And now Ouida,” Daedalus murmured, clearing his mind of all thought, all feeling.
    
   
    He existed but was unaware of his own being.
    
   
    He was one with the wood, the air, the glass, the flame. . . .
    
  
 
   
   
 
   
 
  
 
   
   
    Okay, assuming this sample wasn’t contaminated, she could isolate about thirty cells, put them through trypsin-Giemsa staining, and have a nice set of chromosomes to examine.
    
   
    Ouida Jeffers carefully maneuvered the dish containing the genetic material out of the centrifuge.
    
   
    She heard the lab door swing open and shut but didn’t look up until the sample was securely on a shelf and the fridge door closed.
    
   
    Not after what had happened last Tuesday.
    
   
    A month’s worth of work literally down the drain.
    
   
    God.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Excuse me, Doctor.”
    
  
 
   
   
    Ouida looked over to see her assistant holding out a pink telephone message.
    
  
 
   
   
    “This came for you.”
    
  
 
   
   
    “Okay, thanks, Scott.”
    
   
    Ouida took the message.
    
   
    Maybe it was about that intern she’d interviewed.
    
  
 
   
   
    
     Come to New Orleans, Ouida,
     it said. 
   
    The hairs on the back of her neck stood up.
    
   
    Breathing quickly, she glanced around the lab, her lab, so familiar, representing everything she’d worked so hard for.
    
   
    
     We need you,
     said the message. 
   
    
     At last.
     
    
     Daedalus.
     
  
 
   
   
    Swallowing, Ouida sank down on a lab stool and reread the message.
    
   
    Relax, calm down.
    
   
    You don’t have to go.
    
   
    She looked through the window, honeycombed with wire for security.
    
   
    Outside the sky was clear and blue.
    
   
    New Orleans.
    
   
    New Orleans would be very hot right now.
    
  
 
   
   
 
   
 
  
 
   
   
    As soon as he saw Claire, Daedalus grimaced.
    
   
    Clearly she hadn’t made huge leaps forward since the last time they’d met.
    
   
    He saw her sprawled gracelessly in a cheap wooden chair.
    
   
    Two uneven rows of upside-down shot glasses gleamed stickily on the Formica table where she rested her elbows.
    
  
 
   
   
    
     Claire.
     
  
 
   
   
    The crowd chanted around her.
    
   
    A beefy, middle-aged man, some sort of Asian, Daedalus couldn’t tell which, seemed to rally himself.
    
   
    He tossed back another jolt of whatever white-lightning alcohol they were drinking.
    
   
    Beyond feeling the stinging burn at the back of his throat, he wiped his mouth on his work-shirt sleeve.
    
   
    Dark, half-closed eyes strained to focus on his opponent.
    
  
 
   
   
    Claire’s attention was caught momentarily by the insistent ringing of the bar’s wall phone.
    
  
 
   
   
    
     Answer it, Claire.
     
    
     Ask not for whom the phone rings; it rings for thee. . . .
     
  
 
   
   
    The ringing was blinked away as if it were an annoying insect.
    
   
    Claire smiled, and the crowd cheered at this show of bravado.
    
   
    Someone thunked down another heavy shot glass; an unmarked bottle tilted and splashed more rotgut, filling the glass and dousing the table around it.
    
  
 
   
   
    The crowd started clapping in unison, shouting something.
    
   
    Her name?
    
   
    Some Asian word that meant “crazy white lady”?
    
   
    Daedalus couldn’t tell.
    
   
    She wasn’t going to answer the phone—no one was.
    
   
    She wouldn’t hear his message.
    
   
    He would have to try to catch her when she was more sober.
    
   
    Good luck.
    
   
    It would take her days, at least, to dry out from today’s little episode.
    
  
 
   
   
    Her eyes glowing greenly, as if lit from within, Claire’s unsteady hand reached out for the glass.
    
   
    It wobbled, clear liquid running over her fingers.
    
   
    She didn’t notice.
    
   
    She held the shot glass to her lips and tossed back her head.
    
   
    Then, triumphantly, she slammed it down on the table.
    
   
    The crowd roared its approval; money openly changed hands.
    
   
    Across from her, the Asian man bluffed by reaching out his hand for another glass but then slowly leaned sideways, sliding gently against the table.
    
   
    He was lying on the floor, eyes shut, shirt wet, before anyone had realized he was out.
    
  
 
   
   
    Daedalus groaned.
    
   
    All right, later for her.
    
  
 
   
   
 
   
 
  
 
   
   
    At least Marcel wasn’t likely to be pickling himself from the inside out, Daedalus thought, closing his eyes and focusing on the man who’d been a mystery for as long as Daedalus had known him.
    
   
    
     Marcel.
     
   
    He pictured the youthful face, the smooth, fair skin, the blue eyes, the pale auburn hair.
    
  
 
   
   
    The candlelight’s reflection didn’t move while Daedalus gazed at it.
    
   
    
     Marcel.
     
  
 
   
   
    Daedalus could practically feel the chill wafting off the stone walls in his vision.
    
   
    He mused that he could be seeing Marcel today, a hundred years ago, three hundred years ago, and it would all look the same: the rough stone monastery walls, the dim light, the orderly rows of desks.
    
   
    Three hundred years ago, every desk would have been occupied.
    
   
    But today few Irish families committed younger sons to God so they’d have one less mouth to feed.
    
   
    As a result, only two other occupants kept Marcel silent company in the large hall.
    
  
 
   
   
    Marcel was hunched over a large book: an original, hand-illuminated manuscript.
    
   
    The gold leaf had faded hardly at all since the time it was ever so carefully pressed in place by a penitent servant of the Holy Mother Church.
    
  
 
   
   
    Daedalus sent his message, smiling at his own creativity, proud of his strength.
    
   
    Marcel could deny what he was; Daedalus never would.
    
   
    Ouida could ignore her powers, the same powers that Daedalus reveled in daily.
    
   
    Sophie could fill her time with learning and other intellectual pursuits.
    
   
    Daedalus spent his time harvesting strength.
    
  
 
   
   
    Which was why he was greater than they; why he was the sender and they the receivers.
    
  
 
   
   
    In the monastery, Marcel’s thin shoulders hunched over his manuscript.
    
   
    The beauty of the art in the margins was filling his soul with a too-pleasurable torment—was it a sin to feel such human joy upon seeing the work of men before him?
    
   
    Or had their hands been divinely guided, their illuminations divinely inspired?
    
   
    In which case Marcel was only paying homage to their God by his admiration.
    
  
 
   
   
    His lips barely moved as he read the Latin words.
    
   
    But—he frowned.
    
   
    He blinked and rubbed a rough sleeve over his eyes.
    
   
    The letters were moving. . . .
    
   
    
     Oh no.
     
  
 
   
   
    Panicked, Marcel looked up.
    
   
    No one was paying attention.
    
   
    He shielded the book with his body, keeping it out of sight.
    
   
    He would never escape.
    
   
    And never was such a long time.
    
   
    Now he accepted that the fine-edged black letters had rearranged themselves.
    
   
    He read the newly formed words.
    
   
    
     Urgent.
     
    
     Come to New Orleans at once.
     
    
     Daedalus.
     
  
 
   
   
    Marcel brushed his rough sleeve across the cold sweat dampening his brow.
    
   
    Then he sat, struggling to feel nothing, as he waited for the words to disappear, to become again a prayer in Latin, lauding God.
    
   
    He had to wait a long time.
    
  
 
   
   
 
   
 
  
 
   
   
    The last storm had stirred the waters so that fishing or crabbing was pointless.
    
   
    Better to wait till the water cleared, a week, maybe two.
    
   
    Besides clouding the waters with silt, the storm had littered the sandy beaches with all manner of driftwood, dead fish, an empty turtle shell, uglier human detritus: a bicycle tire, someone’s bra.
    
   
    There was a story about
    
   
    
     that,
     Richard bet. 
  
 
   
   
    He wanted a smoke, but last time he’d lit up, four different people had given him hell.
    
   
    Whether it was because he looked so young, despite the pierced nose, pierced eyebrow, and visible tattoos, or because they were just worried about this part of the world being polluted, he didn’t know.
    
  
 
   
   
    Might as well give up for now.
    
   
    Go back home, sleep, whatever.
    
  
 
   
   
    An unexpected tug on his line caught Richard by surprise, and he almost dropped his pole.
    
   
    But his fingers tightened automatically and he quickly turned his reel.
    
   
    He hoped it wasn’t a catfish.
    
   
    They were a bitch to get off the line, and ones this big weren’t good eating.
    
   
    The flash of sun on silver told him it was something else.
    
  
 
   
   
    The reel whirred while he pulled.
    
   
    Long, slender body, shiny silver, with spots.
    
   
    Spanish mackerel.
    
   
    Under the length limit—it would have to go back.
    
   
    Richard pulled the line closer, running his fingers down the wet line to unhook the fish.
    
  
 
   
   
    Its mouth opened.
    
   
    “Richard,” the fish croaked.
    
   
    
     Ree-shard.
     
  
 
   
   
    Richard blinked and then started to grin.
    
   
    He glanced around—unlikely that anyone else could hear his talking fish.
    
   
    He laughed.
    
   
    What a funny idea!
    
   
    A talking fish!
    
   
    This was hysterical.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Richard,” the fish said again.
    
   
    “Come back to New Orleans.
    
   
    It’ll be worth your while, I promise.
    
   
    Daedalus.”
    
  
 
   
   
    Richard waited a moment, but the fish had exhausted its message, apparently.
    
   
    Quickly he slipped his fingers down the hook, flipped the fish off it.
    
   
    It dropped the eight feet to the cloudy olive-drab water, its flanks flashing.
    
  
 
   
   
    Hmm, New Orleans.
    
   
    It hadn’t been that long since he’d been back.
    
   
    But long enough.
    
   
    He grinned.
    
   
    A road trip.
    
   
    Just what he needed to cheer himself up.
    
  
 
   
   
 
   
 
  
 
   
   
    Daedalus laughed softly to himself, watching Richard gather his gear.
    
   
    It would be good to see him again.
    
   
    Probably.
    
  
 
   
   
    A sound downstairs drew Daedalus’s attention.
    
   
    Moving deliberately, not quickly, he doused his candle and put his glass globe in the cupboard, draping a square of black silk over it.
    
   
    He smudged the circle of salt on the floor, erasing its lines with his foot, then smoothed his hair back.
    
  
 
   
   
    He felt drained, hungry, thirsty.
    
   
    He’d done a lot in one day—perhaps too much.
    
   
    But there was no time to waste.
    
  
  
  
  
 
   
   [image: 004] 
  
 
   
   
    
     Clio
     
  
 
   
   
    
     “Y
    eah, so she was pissed,” Racey reported, flipping her streaked hair back. 
   
    She leaned against the wall in the tiny curtained dressing cubicle and took a sip of iced coffee.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Yeah?”
    
   
    I asked absently, unhooking my bra so I could try on a tie-dyed halter top.
    
   
    “What’d she say?”
    
  
 
   
   
    “She said the next time I missed a circle, my ass would be grass.”
    
   
    Racey cocked her head, which made her short, asymmetrical haircut look almost even.
    
  
 
   
   
    I gave a quick grin—Racey’s mom was a riot.
    
   
    More like an older sister than a mom.
    
   
    My grandmother was cool in her own way, but you couldn’t get away from the fact that she was a grandmother.
    
   
    True, she was aging well—in fact, her looks hadn’t changed much for as long as I could remember.
    
   
    Those were the genes I wanted to inherit—those and Nan’s
    
   
    
     force de magie.
     
   
    “And she’d be the lawn mower?”
    
   
    I guessed.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Yep.
    
   
    Turn around so I can see the back.”
    
  
 
   
   
    “I’m going to look.”
    
   
    I pushed open the Indian-bedspread curtain and stepped out to look in the full-length mirror mounted on one wall.
    
   
    I loved Botanika—they always had cool stuff.
    
   
    Food, coffee, tea, witch supplies like candles, oils, crystals.
    
   
    Books, music, incense.
    
   
    A small selection of retro clothes, tie-dyed and batik and funky.
    
   
    Plus it felt so normal here.
    
   
    I’d told Racey about my horrible vision, but only a bit, and I hadn’t really told her how freaked I’d been.
    
   
    Even now, days later, I felt a bit weird, like something was about to happen.
    
   
    It was stupid.
    
  
 
   
   
    Outside, the mirror was cheap and warped, so that I had to stand on my tiptoes to get a good view of the halter.
    
   
    I looked at myself, thinking,
    
   
    
     I so lucked out.
     
   
    Conceited?
    
   
    Well, yeah.
    
   
    But also realistic.
    
   
    Why should I pretend that I didn’t enjoy my natural assets?
    
   
    I tugged the shirt up so my silver belly ring showed.
    
   
    Cool.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Was your grandmother mad?”
    
   
    Racey asked, stirring her coffee with the straw.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Oh, yeah.”
    
   
    I grimaced.
    
   
    “She was burned.
    
   
    I had to vacuum the whole house.”
    
  
 
   
   
    “Poor Cinderella.”
    
   
    Racey grinned.
    
   
    “Good thing you have a small house.”
    
   
    The contrast of her dark brown hair streaked with white gave her a faintly camouflaged look, like a zebra or a tiger.
    
   
    Her big brown eyes were rimmed in teal today.
    
   
    She’d been my best friend and partner in crime since kindergarten.
    
   
    It helped that her parents and my grandmother belonged to the same coven.
    
   
    The coven we had blown off, the night of the new moon, so we could go bar hopping in the Quarter.
    
  
 
   
   
    “But it was worth it,” I said firmly, checking out my rear view.
    
   
    “I love Amadeo’s—full of college guys and tourists.
    
   
    Didn’t you have fun?”
    
   
    I smiled, remembering how I hadn’t needed to buy myself a single drink—and not because I was working on those guys with spells.
    
   
    It had been just good old-fashioned female charm.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Yeah, I did, but my magick wasn’t worth crap the next day.
    
   
    The alcohol.”
    
  
 
   
   
    “There
    
   
    
     is
     that,” I admitted, deciding to buy the halter. 
   
    Someday, I’d have to find a way around that annoying truth.
    
   
    I pushed my black hair over my shoulders, then saw how it looked against my skin in back.
    
   
    Excellent.
    
   
    
     Thanks, Mom.
     
   
    Nan had one picture of my mom, and I looked like her: black hair, green eyes, and the weirdest thing of all, we both had a strawberry birthmark in the exact same place.
    
   
    I was still trying to decide if I wanted to get it lasered off—it was on my left cheekbone and looked like, well, frankly, what it looked like depended on how much you’d had to drink.
    
   
    Sometimes a small thistle flower, sometimes an animal footprint (Racey said a very tiny three-toed sloth), sometimes a fleur-de-lis.
    
   
    And my mom, who had died when I was born, had had the same thing.
    
   
    
     Quelle bizarre, n’est-ce pas?
     
  
 
   
   
    I was heading back into the cubicle when I felt, literally felt, someone’s gaze on me.
    
   
    I looked through the few clothing racks out to the main part of the store.
    
   
    And saw him.
    
  
 
   
   
    My breath stopped in my throat and I froze where I stood.
    
   
    
     Desse.
     
   
    This was the definition of poleaxed, this stunned feeling, where time stood still and all that crap.
    
  
 
   
   
    “What?”
    
   
    said Racey, almost bumping into me.
    
   
    She followed my line of vision.
    
   
    “Whoa.”
    
  
 
   
   
    The Hottest Guy in the World was staring right at me.
    
   
    I’ve known my share of hot guys, but this one was in a whole different league.
    
   
    His sable-colored hair was too long, as if he couldn’t be bothered to get it cut properly.
    
   
    Dark eyebrows angled sharply over dark eyes.
    
   
    He was young but with strong features, like a man, not a boy.
    
   
    In that instant, I knew we would be together.
    
   
    And I also knew that he wouldn’t be easy to wrap around my little finger, like other guys.
    
   
    His open, interested look was a challenge.
    
   
    One that I was going to accept.
    
  
 
   
   
    I raised my eyebrows slightly, then went slowly into the cubicle, giving him a good look at my back, all bare skin because of the halter.
    
   
    Racey followed me in a second later, and I made an awed, oh-my-God face at her.
    
   
    She shrugged noncommittally.
    
  
 
   
   
    “You don’t think he’s too old?”
    
   
    she whispered.
    
  
 
   
   
    I shook my head and laughed, surprised and a little freaked to notice that my fingers were trembling.
    
   
    Racey helped me undo the back ties, and I scrambled back into my bra.
    
   
    I felt like I’d just run a thousand-meter race, hot and cold and trembly all over.
    
  
 
   
   
    I was dressed for comfort in an over-dyed man’s tank top and a ratty pair of jean shorts that were cut off right below my underwear.
    
   
    While it would have been nice to be wearing something more sophisticated, I knew that most guys would think I looked damn fine.
    
  
 
   
   
    “That guy is fantastic,” I said.
    
  
 
   
   
    Racey shrugged again.
    
   
    “We don’t know him,” she pointed out.
    
   
    “He could be anyone.”
    
  
 
   
   
    I looked at her.
    
   
    Racey had never been like this—usually she was as go-get-’em as I was.
    
   
    Did she want him for herself?
    
   
    I didn’t think so.
    
   
    She didn’t look jealous.
    
   
    Just . . . concerned.
    
  
 
   
   
    I had to get up my nerve to saunter out of the changing cubicle, the halter in my hand.
    
   
    Which was very unlike me.
    
   
    A guy—any guy—hadn’t made me nervous since I was about four years old.
    
  
 
   
   
    He was still there, not even pretending to be cool or casual.
    
   
    His gaze locked on me like a dark laser, and I felt an actual bona fide shiver go down my spine.
    
   
    Oh my God, this was going to be fun.
    
   
    And scary.
    
   
    Anything that was truly fun always had an element of scary to it.
    
  
 
   
   
    He didn’t smile, or wave, or try to look approachable.
    
   
    Instead, keeping his eyes on me, he nudged a chair out a bit with his foot.
    
   
    
     Trs
     suave. 
  
 
   
   
    I was dimly aware of Racey fading into the background like a good best friend.
    
   
    Out of the corner of my eye I saw her settle into a seat at the bar.
    
   
    Then I was at his table, and he pushed the chair out the rest of the way for me.
    
   
    I sat down, dropped the halter on the table, and reached over for his drink.
    
   
    Our eyes stayed locked as I took a sip—he was drinking iced espresso, which seemed impossibly cool.
    
   
    He was perfection.
    
   
    The ultimate.
    
   
    And I was going to show him that we were a matched set.
    
  
 
   
   
    “I haven’t seen you here before,” I said, thrilled to hear my voice sound a tiny bit husky, a tiny bit lower than usual.
    
   
    This close, I could see that his eyes were actually an incredibly dark blue, like the sky at midnight.
    
   
    It made him look that much more intense.
    
  
 
   
   
    “I’m new in town,” he said, and
    
   
    
     he had a French accent.
     
   
    God help me.
    
  
 
   
   
    “How are you liking the local scenery?”
    
   
    I asked, and drank more of his coffee.
    
  
 
   
   
    He looked at me, and I felt like he was picturing me lying down somewhere with him and he was thinking about what we would do when we got there.
    
   
    My heartbeat sped up.
    
  
 
   
   
    “I’m liking it,” he said, understanding my meaning.
    
   
    He took back his glass and drank from it.
    
   
    “I’m Andre.”
    
  
 
   
   
    I smiled.
    
   
    “Clio.”
    
  
 
   
   
    “Clio,” he repeated, and my name with a French accent sounded incredible.
    
   
    I spoke some French, like my grandmother did.
    
   
    Our religion was all based in French from hundreds of years ago.
    
   
    But I didn’t have an accent, I mean, except an American one.
    
   
    “Tell me, Clio,” he said, leaning toward me over the small table.
    
   
    “Are you what you seem?
    
   
    Would you be dangerous for me to . . . know?”
    
  
 
   
   
    “Yes.
    
   
    And no,” I said steadily, lying through my teeth.
    
   
    I had no idea what I seemed to be, and no way would I tell him that I was dangerous only because I didn’t intend to ever let him get away.
    
   
    “What about you?”
    
   
    I asked, feeling like I was walking some fine edge.
    
   
    “Are you dangerous for me to know?”
    
  
 
   
   
    He smiled then, and I felt my heart shudder to a stop inside my chest.
    
   
    At that moment, I would have given him my hand and let him take me across the world, giving up my home, my grandmother, my friends.
    
   
    “Yes, Clio,” he said softly, still smiling.
   
   
    “I’m dangerous for you to know.”
    
  
 
   
   
    I looked back at him, feeling utterly, utterly lost.
    
   
    “Good,” I managed, my throat dry.
    
  
 
   
   
    An instant of surprise crossed his beautiful, sculpted face, and then he actually laughed.
    
   
    He took my hand in both of his.
    
   
    Little sparks of electricity made me tingle all over, and then he turned my hand palm up.
    
   
    He looked at it and slowly traced a finger down the lines in my palm, as if reading my fortune.
    
   
    Then he took out a pen and wrote a phone number on my skin.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Unfortunately, I’m already late,” he said in a voice that was so intimate, so personal, it was as if we were the only two people in Botanika.
    
   
    He stood up—he was tall—and put some money on the table for a tip.
    
   
    “But that’s my number, and I’m telling you: if you don’t call me, I’ll come find you.”
    
  
 
   
   
    “We’ll see, won’t we?”
    
   
    I said coolly, though inside I was doing an ecstatic victory dance.
    
   
    Something in his eyes flared, making me take a shallow breath, and then it was gone, leaving me to wonder if I had imagined it.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Yes,” he said, sounding deceptively mild.
    
   
    “We will.”
    
   
    Turning, he walked with long, easy strides to the door and pushed it open.
    
   
    I watched him pass the plate glass window and had to struggle with myself not to jump up, run after him, and tackle him right there.
    
  
 
   
   
    Racey slid into the seat opposite mine.
    
   
    “Well?”
    
   
    she said.
    
   
    “What was he like?
    
   
    Did he seem okay?”
    
  
 
   
   
    I let out a deep breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding.
    
   
    “More than okay.”
    
   
    I uncurled my fingers, showing Racey his number written on my palm.
    
  
 
   
   
    Racey looked at me, unusually solemn.
    
  
 
   
   
    “What?”
    
   
    I asked her.
    
   
    “I’ve never seen you like this.”
    
  
 
   
   
    “Yeah,” she said, and looked away.
    
   
    “I don’t know what it is.
    
   
    Usually, you know, we see a guy, and bam, we know what the deal is, how to handle him—no surprises, you know?
    
   
    They’re all kind of the same.
    
   
    But this one—I don’t know,” she said again.
    
   
    “I mean, I just got a funny feeling from him.”
    
  
 
   
   
    “You and me both,” I said sincerely, looking at his phone number in my palm.
    
  
 
   
   
    “It was like I instantly knew he was . . . really different,” Racey persisted.
    
  
 
   
   
    I looked at her, interested.
    
   
    She was one of the strongest witches our age in the coven, and besides that, she was my best friend.
    
   
    I totally trusted her.
    
  
 
   
   
    “Different bad?”
    
   
    I asked.
    
   
    “I didn’t see that.
    
   
    He totally knocked me off my feet, but it all felt good.”
    
   
    Besides the scary stuff, I meant.
    
  
 
   
   
    Racey shrugged, as if shaking off bad feelings.
    
   
    “I don’t know what I’m doing,” she said.
    
   
    “Don’t listen to me.
    
   
    He
    
   
    
     is
     really hot. 
   
    And I didn’t even talk to him.”
    
   
    Then she looked at me again.
    
   
    “Just . . . be careful.”
    
  
 
   
   
    “Yeah, of course,” I said, having no idea what that meant.
    
   
    We got up, and I paid for my new halter, which I planned to wear the next time I saw Andre.
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     Prologue
     
  
 
   
   
    
     W
    hen the shades were down, you had to open the train compartment door to see who was inside. 
   
    The last four minutes had taught us this as my friends Alison and Lynne and I raced through the train cars, looking for our trip supervisor.
    
  
 
   
   
    â��Not this one!â��
    
   
    Alison said, checking out one compartment.
    
  
 
   
   
    â��Do you think it was something she ate?â��
    
   
    Alison asked.
    
   
    â��I mean, poor Anne.
    
   
    Yuck.â��
    
  
 
   
   
    We were only on day three of our junior-year trip to Europeâ��having done Belgium in a whirlwind, we were speeding through Germany and would end up in France in another four days.
    
   
    But if Anne was really sick, she would be flown home.
    
   
    Maybe it was just something she ate.
    
   
    Our supervisor, Ms. Polems, could decide.
    
  
 
   
   
    â��Thais, get that one!â��
    
   
    Lynne called, pointing as she looked through a compartment window.
    
  
 
   
   
    I cupped my hands around my eyes like a scuba mask and pressed them against the glass.
    
   
    Just as quickly I pulled away as four junior-class pinhead jocks started catcalling and whistling.
    
  
 
   
   
    â��Oh, Iâ��m so sure,â�� I muttered in revulsion.
    
  
 
   
   
    â��Oops!
    
   
    
     Entschuldâ��entschuhâ��
    â�� Alison began in another doorway. 
  
 
   
   
    
     â��Entschuldigung!â��
     
   
    Lynne sang, pulling Alison back into the corridor.
    
  
 
   
   
    I grinned at them.
    
   
    Despite Anne being sick, so far we were having a blast on this trip.
    
  
 
   
   
    I seized the handle of the next compartment and yanked.
    
   
    Four tourists were insideâ��no Ms. Polems.
    
   
    â��Oh, sorry,â�� I said, pulling back.
    
   
    Two of the men stared at me, and I groaned inwardly.
    
   
    Iâ��d already dealt with some over-friendly natives, and I didnâ��t need more now.
    
  
 
   
   
    â��Clio?â��
    
   
    one of the men said in a smooth, educated voice.
    
  
 
   
   
    Yeah, right.
    
   
    Nice try.
    
   
    â��Nope, sorry,â�� I said briskly, and slid the door shut.
    
   
    â��Not here,â�� I told Alison.
    
  
 
   
   
    Three doors up ahead, Lynne swung out into the corridor.
    
   
    â��Found her!â��
    
   
    she called, and I relaxed against the swaying train window, miles of stunning mountainy German landscape flashing by.
    
   
    Ms. Polems and Lynne hurried by me, and I slowly followed them, hoping Pats and Jess had tried to clean up our compartment a little.
    
  
 
   
   
 
   
 
  
 
   
   
    Jules gazed silently at the compartment door that had just clicked loudly into place.
    
   
    That face . . .
    
  
 
   
   
    He turned and looked at his companion, a friend he had known for more years than he cared to count.
    
   
    Daedalus looked as shocked as Jules felt.
    
  
 
   
   
    â��Surely that was Clio,â�� Daedalus said, speaking softly so their seatmates wouldnâ��t hear.
    
   
    He ran an elegant, long-fingered hand through hair graying at the temples, though still thick despite his age.
    
   
    â��Wasnâ��t Clio her name?
    
   
    Or was it . . . Clémence?â��
    
  
 
   
   
    â��Clémence was the mother,â�� Jules murmured.
    
   
    â��The one who died.
    
   
    When was the last time you saw the child?â��
    
  
 
   
   
    Daedalus held his chin, thinking.
    
   
    Both men looked up as a small knot of students, led by an official-looking older woman, bobbed down the rocking corridor.
    
   
    He saw her againâ��that faceâ��and then she was gone.
    
   
    â��Maybe four years ago?â��
    
   
    he guessed.
    
   
    â��She was thirteen, and Petra was initiating her.
    
   
    I saw her only from a distance.â��
    
  
 
   
   
    â��But of course, theyâ��re unmistakable, that line,â�� Jules said in an undertone.
    
   
    â��They always have been.â��
    
  
 
   
   
    â��Yes.â��
    
   
    Daedalus frowned: confronted with an impossibility, his brain spun with thoughts.
    
   
    â��She had to be the child, yet she wasnâ��t,â�� he said at last.
    
   
    â��She really wasnâ��tâ��there was nothing about herâ��â��
    
  
 
   
   
    â��Nothing in her eyes,â�� Jules broke in, agreeing.
    
  
 
   
   
    â��Unmistakably the child, yet not the child.â��
    
   
    Daedalus cataloged facts on his fingers.
    
   
    â��Clearly not an older child, nor a younger.â��
    
  
 
   
   
    â��No,â�� Jules said grimly.
    
  
 
   
   
    The conclusion occurred to them at the same instant.
    
   
    Daedalusâ��s mouth actually dropped open, and Jules put his hand over his heart.
    
   
    â��Oh my God,â�� he whispered.
    
   
    â��Twins.
    
   
    Two of them!
    
   
    
     Two!
    â�� 
  
 
   
   
    He hadnâ��t see Daedalus smile like that in . . . he didnâ��t know how long.
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     A shocking discovery . . .
     
  
 
   
   
    Slowly I turned, finally face-to-face with the mysteriousâ��
    
  
 
   
   
    Me.
    
  
 
   
   
    I blinked, and for one second I almost put up a hand to see if someone had slipped a mirror in front of me.
    
   
    My eyes widened, and identical green eyes widened simultaneously.
    
   
    My mouth opened a tiny bit, and a mouth shaped like mine but with slightly darker lip gloss also opened.
    
   
    I stepped back automatically and quickly scanned this other me, this Clio.
    
  
 
   
   
    Our hair was differentâ��hers was longer, I guessed, since it was in a messy knot on the back of her head.
    
   
    Mine was feathered in layers above my shoulders.
    
   
    She was wearing a white tank top and pink-and-red surfer shorts that laced up the front.
    
   
    She had a silver belly ring.
    
   
    We had the same long legs, the same arms.
    
   
    She had a slightly darker tan.
    
   
    We were the same height and looked like we were the same weight, or almost.
    
   
    And here was the really, really unbelievable part:
    
  
 
   
   
    We had the exact same strawberry birthmark, shaped like a crushed flower.
    
   
    Only hers was on her left cheekbone, and mine was on the right.
    
   
    We were
    
   
    
     identical,
     two copies of the same person, peeled apart at some point to make mirror images of each other. 
  
 
   
   
    Even though my brain was screaming in confusion, one coherent thought surfaced: there was only one possible explanation.
    
  
 
   
   
    Clio was my twin sister.
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