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THE SIGH OF THE SEA



	




	The car crunched to a halt on the gravel, the purr of its engine dying at the turn of the key. Kerren peered through her windscreen at the blackened timbers and lime-washed walls of the Highwayman's Rest. The wooden sign still bore the familiar sun-bleached image of a tricorne-hatted man slumped before a roaring fire. He held a foaming tankard, and his muddy boots rested on a bewigged worthy kneeling on hands and knees. 

	Kerren slumped in her seat. She was always surprised how exhausting a long drive could be, especially in Cornwall. The high banks and looming hedgerows made the sunken roads seem more like tunnels, each winding mile carrying her even deeper into a different, time-lost world. Six long hours with only the radio for company, and now all she wanted to do was turn around and go back to her London flat. She was gripped by the ironclad certainty that if she opened the car door – if she as much as set a foot in Trekerris – she'd never leave.

	She shook her head, cheeks warming with embarrassment. "You're being stupid." But stupid or otherwise, Kerren still couldn't bring herself to open the door. "Go on. Start the engine. You'll be back in your bed by midnight. No one need ever know."

	But what if she wasn't overreacting? What if something had happened to her dad?

	Taking a deep breath, Kerren yanked the door release.

	The sea was two miles to the north, up away behind the Highwayman's Rest and the gorse-tangled slopes of Cardon Tor. Its breeze lingered inland all the same. The crisp, salty air blew away the cobwebs from her long drive; the soft, sweet scent of the gorse awakening memories of long walks between Trekerris and Arthur's Torch. She couldn't see the lighthouse from there, of course, and was glad of it. She wasn't ready for that. Not yet.    

	Kerren grimaced at her reflection in the wing mirror. Her hair was a tangled mess. Rummaging in the pockets of her jeans for a hairband, she drew the unruly black waves into a loose ponytail. Better. A bit better, anyway. With a last fleeting glance at her car and the freedom it offered, she ducked inside the Highwayman's thatched porch.

	The pub's interior was just as unchanged as its exterior: the battered bar counter, its true colour lost under chipped layers of black paint; the crossed swords set above the uneven fireplace; the notice board full of darts team fixtures, parish announcements and newspaper clippings. One clipping in particular caught Kerren's eye. Locals Fight Lighthouse Closure. She'd seen that headline – or rather, its variants – many times. Seemed the government were always wanting to douse the Torch. Maybe they'd have more luck on this occasion. Probably not. Arthur’s Torch was a relic that hadn’t seen modernisation since the 1960s, but the villagers loved it.

	Name plates from Trekerris' dwindled fishing fleet adorned the uneven walls. Kerren knew them all: Smuggler's Grin, Moontide, Bal Maiden's Fancy, Rothercage, Spriggan. The list went on. Tourists loved the folksy names, missed the darker truth. Each name plate belonged to a boat no longer at sea; each marked the death of a livelihood. And then, in the far corner, the worn limestone statue of a knight entangled in gorse. The landlord called him Arthur, after the lighthouse.

	"Kerren Morgan, as I live and breathe!" 

	Kerren turned at the familiar voice. There were perhaps a few more strands of white amidst the man's steel grey hair, and maybe his face had a few more furrows to mark the passing years, but his smile was that of a young man, as was his laugh. Had Kerren not known better, she'd have said he was barely into his fifties. In truth, Tomas Cavell was nearer his seventieth year than his sixtieth. Still beaming, he embraced her.

	Kerren braved the short, vicious stubble to plant a kiss on his cheek.  "Hello, Uncle Tomas." He wasn't her blood uncle, of course, but blood didn't always make family.

	Tomas released her, and stepped back. "I thought you'd gone for good. What brings you back to our crappy little backwater?"

	Kerren winced. That was the phrase she'd used on the day she'd left for university. Her dad hadn't wanted her to go. The Morgans had always been lighthouse keepers in Trekerris, but she'd had dreams of her own, dreams that'd never be realised in a rain-lashed fishing village, miles from anywhere. 

	University had been an excuse as much as one of those dreams – the culmination of three years of escalating rows, and a reason to escape the tedium and the same old faces. In all the years since, her dad had never repeated the phrase. Not to her, anyway. But she found it all too easy to imagine him propping up the Highwayman's timeworn bar, telling all who'd listen how his daughter had been seduced away to the bright lights of London. It was a common enough lament in Trekerris; it had been for decades. The old ways were dying. The three lonely fishing boats in a harbour once crammed with them proved as much. Once, Trekerris's sons and daughters had inherited their family's trades. Now they left the village as soon as they dared.

	"Dad didn't tell you I was coming?" asked Kerren. That wasn't like him. Getting her back to Trekerris after five years away was a definite victory, a palpable hit against progress. She'd have thought he'd crow the tale to anyone who'd listen.

	"No. But then we've not seen your tas down here for a little while now. You know how he is. Loves his solitude a little bit too much, does old Davey." Tomas studied her face, wrinkles creaking into a concerned expression. "Everything alright, cheel?"

	"I don't know. I tried calling him on Thursday. He didn't answer." 

	The Thursday night ritual, the only contact they'd had in five years. Half an hour on the phone, both of them talking, neither of them saying much. But then, there were so many topics to avoid. Her leaving. Mum leaving. The lighthouse. Especially the lighthouse. 

	"I'm sure it's nothing to worry about. Monday's storm took out half the lines in the village. Probably took his down too. You know how exposed 'tis up there."

	Kerren did. She'd hardly slept as a child, what with the winds whistling about the keeper's cottage. The Sigh of the Sea, that's what her dad had called it. The voices of the drowned dead calling out for their loved ones on shore. No wonder she'd had nightmares. 

	"That's what I thought, but then this arrived with the morning post."

	She fished a piece of paper from her pocket, and held it out. Tomas stared at it, then plucked it from her hand. "Kerren. Come home. I need you." Tomas frowned and turned the paper over. "Well, your old tas is a man of few words. Not like him to ask for anything. Stubborn, just like the rest of his family."

	"When did you last see him?"

	"A week back. Came into the village to stock up. Seemed cheery enough. By his standards, leastways. This isn't you back for good then?"

	Kerren shook her head. "No. Shouldn't have come at all, really. My desk's already creaking under case files. I just want to make sure he's alright. I'm going up to the lighthouse next." She gestured at the notice board. "I saw the cutting by the door. They trying to shut down the Torch again?"

	"Aye. They reckon it's obsolete. No respect for tradition. There's been a lighthouse on Trekerris Point since the time of King Arthur."

	Keren laughed. "Don't try that one on me. I'm not a tourist. King Arthur's a myth."

	"Maybe, but the lighthouse is real. It's stood watch over some real lonely nights, and will again. There are some things that technology can't replace."

	"It'll have to do it without a Morgan, once my dad packs it in."

	Tomas shook his head. "Like I said when I put you on that train five years ago, I'm not getting involved. It's between the two of you."

	Kerren shifted uncomfortably. "Yes, well… I don't suppose you've a free room?"

	"Don't fancy kipping up at the Torch? Aye, we can put you up. Tourists are few and far between at this time of year." He shot her a sly glance. "Your old room's still up there, if you want it."

	Memories flooded back. The attic room in the Highwayman's rafters. Her refuge when the wailing around the cottage grew too much, when her dad's promises of the light keeping evil spirits at bay seemed a lie. Some winters, she'd spent more time with Uncle Tomas and Aunt Nessa than her father. 

	"What do I owe you?"

	"Owe me? Don't be daft. You're family, girl. It'll be nice to hear a young voice about the place. Not many of those in Trekerris these days." 

	A flicker of sadness touched Tomas' expression. He'd had a daughter, once. Keren and Jenny had never been friends, not exactly – the age difference had been too great for that – but Keren had admired the older girl, all the same; for her confidence, for a smile that charmed anyone who saw it... but most of all for her voice, which could have lured the stars from the sky. Reverend Smallwood had been forever on at Jenny to join St Morwenna's choir. She always refused, preferring to sing older songs that had no place in a house of Christ. The wild songs of old Cornwall.

	One night, a month after her seventeenth birthday, Jenny had gone out walking and never come back. The police heaped their suspicions on a stranger, a man who'd fled nearby Boscastle after passing dodgy banknotes, but they'd never caught him, much less proved his guilt. Some thought Jenny had lost her way in the dark, or her footing on the treacherous cliffside around Bothack Head. Old Mab in the village reckoned she'd been taken by the spriggans, the Ladies of the Green. Then again, Old Mab blamed everything on the spriggans: unseasonal weather, sour milk, rises in Council Tax, her chosen nag falling at the first fence in the Newton Abbot steeplechase... And then there were the rumours that Jenny had simply eloped and never once looked back. Kerren didn't believe it. The Cavells were as close a family as she'd ever known. She couldn't imagine Jenny upping and leaving without a word. 

	No, Jenny Cavell was long dead. Ten years now, or near enough. It felt like a lifetime ago.

	"How's Aunt Nessa?" asked Keren, changing the subject as much for her benefit as Tomas's.

	His lips cracked into a smile. "Keeps herself busy, you know. Knows everything about everyone from here to Tintagel."

	"She about?"

	Tomas shook his head. "Likes to walk along Bothack Head when the weather's nice."

	Keren didn't have to ask why. Even ten years on, hope had strange power. "I don't know how long I'll be around, but I'll make sure I say hello."

	"She'd like that. You're welcome to stay as long as you want. No need to make a decision now. See your tas, see how things are, take it from there. I'll help you get your bags in. In fact, hang on 'till Nessa's back, and I'll come up to the Torch with you."

	"It's okay, I'll manage."

	"Don't need anyone's help, is that it?" Tomas held up a hand to forestall Kerren's reply. "I'm not judging, just saying."

	"I didn't mean it like that. It's just... This is something I have to do alone. You understand that, don't you?"

	"No witnesses to the row, eh? At least let me help you with your bags. Last I remember, you didn't travel light."

	Kerren decided to yield with good grace. "Okay. Thanks, Uncle Tomas."

	"For nothing." He gazed sadly at her for a time, perhaps reflecting on Old Davey's good fortune to have a daughter back, if only for a bit, when he knew his would never return. "It's good to have you home."

	*******

	Half an hour later, Keren was back in the car, heading north along the old road to Arthur's Torch. It wasn't even really a road, just a grassy track wending a corkscrew course along the headland, past the stone circle known as the Dancers, then meandering onwards to the lighthouse. It was the kind of road where you prayed that you met nothing coming the other way. The towering gorse left little room for manoeuvre.

	Evening had come on, the blue sky slipping away first into violent orange, and then to a dark and brooding red. Uncle Tomas had wanted her to stay for something to eat. To Kerren's relief, he'd stopped just short of insisting. The last thing she wanted was to argue – especially as she was still halfway certain an argument awaited her at the lighthouse. 

	Kerren kept the window open as she drove, savouring the sounds of the sea: the distant crash of waves, the squawks of roosting birds. The sounds of her childhood. She hadn't realised just how much she'd missed them. What she hadn't missed was the unruly gorse. Lightkeeper's Briar, they called it in the village, with beautiful blood-red flowers unique to the headland. Its thorny branches pressed close against the car, tapping and scraping, the thin reedy shrieks sounding as if the car were being torn to ribbons.

	By the time she reached the Dancers, the gorse pressed in so close as to make the road practically unnavigable. Even in the dimming light, she saw that it only grew worse ahead. Beyond the gravel lay-by – a concession for tourists wanting to visit the standing stones – the tangle encroached even further, leaving room for maybe two people to walk side by side, but nowhere near enough for a car.

	"Should have let Tomas give me a lift." 

	But Kerren doubted that even the venerable Land Rover could have forced a path through that tangle. The gorse didn't merely press in from the sides, but from above as well, its branches stretching across the road like tangle arches, forming a thorny canopy. Admitting defeat, Keren pulled into the lay-by, not yet ready to give up. If she couldn't walk the remaining mile up to the lighthouse, she had no business calling herself a Morgan. Five years in the city hadn't changed her that much. Besides, the postman had gotten through to Arthur's Torch – the letter in her pocket proved that.

	Kerren fished a torch from the glove compartment, and stepped out into the dying sunlight. She spared a glance at the Dancers before continuing along the road. She'd never seen them so overgrown. Gorse wended around them like climbing ivy, its red flowers sombre in the dying sunlight. She remembered Jenny spinning a tale about the circle; that if you stood in the centre of the five stones and spoke the proper words, you'd wake up in another world. You'd have needed a machete to stand in the circle now. A machete, or perhaps a chainsaw.

	If anything, Kerren made better time on foot than she had in the car. The air felt cool beneath the gorse, just crisp enough to be pleasant, without being cold. The moon was a bare sliver in the sky, but the torch beam picked out a clear path. For a time, she forgot her worries about what awaited her at the lighthouse, and lost herself in the joy of the walk.

	That joy lasted until Kerren reached the next bend, and had her first glimpse of Arthur's Torch. It stood tall and silent, a pale spire almost invisible against the night sky. The sight provoked unease, though it took Kerren a moment or two to realise why. The light was out. Why was the light out? In all the years she'd lived in Trekerris, the glow of Arthur's Torch at dusk was as reliable as the sun rising in the morning. To see it cold and dead… 

	Kerren picked up her pace, her worries come crashing back. Her dad would never let the light fail. It was his calling, his purpose. It came before friends, before family. If there was no light… 

	No. She wouldn't think that way. There were dozens of reasons that the light could have failed. The wiring in Arthur's Torch was older than her dad, and more patched than original. He was probably labouring to fix it at that very moment, spitting and cussing by torchlight. Kerren redoubled her pace, glancing up at the lighthouse whenever a gap in the gorse allowed, willing the light to flare into brilliant life. It never did. More and more, her thoughts returned to his letter. Come home. I need you. The words took on greater urgency with every step.

	Kerren was all but running by the time she reached the last bend. Five minutes more, ten at the most, and she'd be there. She glanced again in the lighthouse's direction. This time, she saw only mist billowing inland along the sunken road.

	"That's all I need."

	Sea mist was hardly unusual, especially at that time of year, but Keren could have done without it. At least she had a more or less straight run down to the lighthouse. It wasn't like she'd get lost. 

	As she walked, the mist grew thicker still. The sound of the waves had gone, deadened beyond a whisper. The world beyond the gorse was a mystery, hidden beneath the white-grey shroud. The torch was no use. The mist glowed as the beam passed over it, the light revealing nothing she couldn't already see.

	Clicking the torch off, Kerren pressed on towards the lighthouse, trusting to the line of the hedge to keep her on track. Still the mist thickened, a billowing blanket, cold and clammy on her skin. She forced herself to walk slower. One misstep on the uneven road and she'd tumble into the waiting gorse, or fetch herself with a sprained ankle – things were quite bad enough without that. Besides, her dad would never let her hear the end of it.

	With vision cheated, sound took on new meaning. The scuff of her shoes along the road, the rustle of shifting branches and, above it all, her own breathing, now as loud to Kerren as a roaring wind. 

	A few steps more, and Kerren's straining ears detected a new sound. Faint at first, so faint that she thought – hoped – it was her imagination at work. It wasn't singing, not exactly. There were no words; just deep, breathy notes pulsing rhythmically through the fog, a slow and mournful shanty sung so slow it began to break apart. Keren had heard that sound before. She'd woken from it in cold sweat more times than she could recall. The song from her dreams. The sigh of the sea. It was all around her.

	"No. No. This isn't happening."

	The thud of a footfall sounded behind her. Clicking the torch back on, Keren spun around. She saw a silhouette on the road behind, hazy and indistinct in the mist. It drew nearer.

	"Dad? Dad, is that you?"

	No reply. Keren gripped the torch, and took a step towards the shape. Better to force a confrontation now than be glancing over her shoulder all the way up to the lighthouse. Probably Tomas, following her up here despite all his talk of respecting her wishes. Or else it could be one of the lads from the village come to play a trick. Couldn't it?

	She took another step. The mist parted, drawing back from the shape. The torch beam picked out a thick fisherman's jersey, riddled with holes and tattered at the edges. Keren twitched the torch higher, jamming her free hand in her mouth to muffle a shriek. The face was half eaten away. What remained was blue and bloated, pocked with purple lesions. Glassy eyes, white as a fish's belly, gazed back at her.

	The corpse took another lurching step. Kerren froze in horrified disbelief, her eyes taking in other details. The barnacles encrusting its brow. The seaweed tangled in the bulging, split fingers. The gorse branches wound about its arms and legs – sometimes through its arms and legs – the red flowers stark against the waterlogged clothes and the swollen, rotting flesh.  

	The sigh of the sea swelled around her, the deep, mournful notes rumbling through her bones. She wanted to run. She had to run. Her legs wouldn't cooperate. 

	Around her, other silhouettes loomed through the fog. The corpse shuddered forward. The gorse twitched and clawed at the air, the branches reaching out like twisted, thorny fingers. The corpse was close now. Close enough to touch. Close enough for the sweet, choking smell of decay to wash over her. 

	A gorse branch wrapped around Kerren's torch-hand. Blood welled up through the scratches, the pain breaking the spell. Crying out, she staggered back – away from the horror of the corpse, away from the clutching gorse. The mournful song grew louder in her ears, fresh voices rising to thicken the dirge. The mist shifted. Kerren glimpsed another figure behind the sightless corpse – a rough humanoid shape surrounded by a halo of writhing gorse. No. Not surrounded by gorse. It was the gorse, twisted into parody of a human being. The creature paused, tilting its misshapen head. Then it collapsed into a seething mass of branches, and surged forward like a striking snake.

	Choking back a cry, Kerren fled, her fears of sprained ankles forgotten in the desperate need to escape. The lighthouse. She had to get to the lighthouse. The heavy door. The thick, stone walls. She could reach them. She had to reach them. 

	The song deepened as she ran. All around her, the gorse rustled furiously, as if caught in the teeth of a gale. Kerren tried to shut out the sounds, tried to ignore the rising sense of panic. Something tugged at her foot, and she sprawled headlong onto the road. She landed hard, scraping the skin from her left palm, the torch spinning from her grip away into the fog. Twisting upright, she looked back the way she'd come, expecting to see gorse branches wound about her foot. Nothing. Just a grassy tussock. She almost laughed with the mundanity of it. Then she scrambled to her feet, and ran.

	At every step, Kerren expected to feel branches clutching at her shoulders, or to see a rotting body stumble onto the path ahead. She tried not to think about what any of it meant. For her dad. For Trekerris. She thought of Jenny Cavell, missing these ten years. Was this what had happened to her, one lonely night? Was she to share Jenny's fate? Kerren drove the thoughts from her mind, and concentrated instead on where she placed her feet. One step at a time. Just keep moving.

	At last, she caught her first glimpse of Arthur's Torch since the mists had come down. Kerren took the iron fence at a dead run, grabbing the uppermost rail and vaulting over the gate like she'd done so many times as a child. The pale lime-washed flank of the lighthouse towered above her, dark and silent, but no less reassuring for all that. Safe. She was almost safe.

	A moment later, Kerren stood at the front door, breath raking her lungs. She fumbled in her pockets for her keys, hoping like mad that her dad hadn't changed the locks in the years she'd been gone. The key turned. The door creaked open. Kerren ducked inside. Behind her, a mass of writhing gorse surged over the garden gate. With a yelp, Kerren slammed the door closed, and threw every bolt she could find.

	The door shuddered. Keren fumbled for the light switch. A bulb glowed into dim life above her head. It wasn't much, serving to shape the shadows rather than banish them, but better than nothing. The door shook again. Chunks of plaster tumbled from the wall, smashing at Keren's feet. Branches forced their way through the cracks around the frame. Thorns scrabbled for purchase on the inside of the walls. 

	With a screech of tortured wood, the door flew backwards into the mist-laden night. The gorse-creature was a flailing silhouette, framed in the ragged space left behind. The sonorous notes of the sea-born dirge, no longer muffled by the door's timbers, echoed around the hallway. 

	Kerren ran for the spiral stairs, the animal part of her desperate to find higher ground. "Dad?" she shouted, her voice raw in her throat. "It's Kerren. You up there? Dad!?" 

	No answer.

	She took the stone steps two at a time, ignoring the doors passing away to her right. Behind her, the scrape of thorn on stone grew louder. The gorse-creature was close behind. 

	At last, Kerren reached the ladder. Willing her limbs to a last spark of effort, she hauled herself up through the heavy wooden trapdoor and onto the lamp room's polished floorboards. She slammed the trapdoor closed, shutting out the sound of the gorse-creature's threshing. Stumbling away, she cast around for something – anything – she could use as a weapon. Turning, she found herself face to face with her dad.

	Davey Morgan sat, as was his habit, in the old rocking chair next to the glittering lamp. His left hand gripped the arm of the chair; his right rested on the stock of his trusty – and unlicensed – shotgun, balanced across his knees. His eyes were closed, his face was haggard, and his skin was waxy and pale. His hair, still as rich and black as Kerren's own the last time she'd seen him, was white as fresh snow.

	"Dad?" Kerren knelt before the rocking chair, and placed her hand on his. He skin felt cold as ice. "Oh dad."

	The trapdoor crashed back on its hinges, and the gorse-creature flooded into the room.

	Kerren choked back sudden tears, conflicting emotions thick at the back of her throat. Guilt. Sorrow. Fear. But anger, above all. She'd never have the chance to apologise to her dad, nor he to her. She'd never take back the hurtful things she'd said when she'd left. That anger chased all other feelings aside, and drove her to action. 

	Kerren snatched the shotgun from her dad's knee, and brought it to bear. She'd only held it once before, one sunny afternoon spent taking pot shots at glass bottles set along the cliff edge. She knew herself to be a rotten shot, but at that range, it hardly mattered. She paid no heed to the face forming amongst the leaves, or how the creature's body grew more refined, more slender. She cared that it shrank away from the shotgun, just as she would have done.

	Good.

	The deafening double thunderclap swept the gorse-creature up, slamming it against the windows of the lamp room. It slid to the floor as a pile of writhing stems, sap dripping from broken branches. 

	The thrashing stopped.

	Taking a deep, shuddering breath, Keren set the shotgun on the raised edge of the lamp pedestal. "What the hell were you?"

	The gorse-creature surged into life. 

	Keren didn't have time to scream. Branches twisted around her arms and legs, hoisting her off her feet. She felt its sap, warm on her skin, and the hundred tiny pinpricks of its thorns against her flesh. She struggled and kicked, burning anger giving way to the chill of fear. The creature tightened its grip. Carrying Kerren past her father's chair, the creature pressed her face-first against the glass.

	{{See.}} 

	Kerren wasn't sure what surprised her more: that the creature spoke, or the beauty of its voice. It sounded like birdsong on the moor, the babble of water on the hillside. There was melody to it – music of a type she'd heard before, but couldn't place.

	{{See.}} This time, the word was insistent. A command.

	"See? What do you mean, see?"

	The creature gripped Kerren's head tighter, forcing her to stare down at the lighthouse's foot. 

	Even through the mist, Kerren saw silhouettes moving. Lurching. They were awkward, unsteady, as if drunk. She made out others further inland, back along the road. She remembered the bloated body entangled in the gorse, and knew with sudden certainty that these creatures were the same. "What are they?"

	{{The light must shine.}} With a whisper of rustling leaves, the gorse-creature dragged her to the opposite side of the tower, forcing her to gaze out across the mist-shrouded sea. {{The light hurts them.}} 

	The seaward mists shifted, revealing three monstrous figures with thin, cruel faces. Each was as tall as the sky, and as insubstantial as the clouds. One gestured with an open hand, and a fresh tide of mist swept across the headland. The seas boiled. White-tipped waves parted, and more corpses clawed their way onto land. These were little more than skeletons, with only odd scraps and glinting metal remaining of their long-rotted clothing. The dirge swelled back louder than ever, the shapeless syllables as heavy as anchor chains.

	The gorse-creature released Keren. She collapsed, struggling for breath. "I don't understand."

	The creature stepped away, the branches drawing in upon themselves to fashion a humanoid form; a woman's form, with pale ­– almost white – branches weaving a face, and blood-red flowers spilling down her back as a mane of plaited hair. {{The light must shine. Make the light shine.}}

	At last, Keren understood. The gorse-creature hadn't been attacking her. It had been protecting her. Against them, the things from the sea. Whatever they were. "The light keeps them back, doesn't it?"

	The creature nodded, the flowers in her hair bobbing with the motion. {{They do not belong here. The light sends them home. Make the light shine.}}

	Make the light shine. As simple as that. 

	Kerren reached past her father's body and dragged the old wooden lever into place.

	Nothing happened.

	{{Make the light shine.}}

	"I can't. It's not working!"

	But why wasn't it working? The stairway lights had worked, so the generator was still running, so why not the lamp? 

	Kerren glanced down. For the first time, she noticed the tools scattered across the floor, the open panel in the base of the lamp pedestal. Crouching, she peered into the tangle beyond, her eyes falling upon frayed wires and scorched insulation. 

	{{The light must shine.}}

	"You're not helping."

	Kerren pushed the lever back into the 'off' position, then grabbed a pair of pliers and leaned inside the pedestal. Using techniques her dad had taught her, she cut away damaged wires and spliced in new ones to take their place. She felt his rough hands on hers as she worked, guiding every cut and twist, the gentle, reassuring squeeze that kept her fingers from shaking, and the soft breath on the back of her neck as he grunted approval. Then it was done. The feeling faded, and she was alone. Keren examined her handiwork. A bodge job, but it'd hold. Wriggling out of the pedestal, she reached up and threw the lever.

	This time, the result was everything she could have wanted. The lamp blazed into brilliant white light. A mechanical rattle echoed up the tower as ancient gears bit, and the optic began to turn. Kerren threw up an arm to shield her eyes, but too late. Splotchy blue afterimages burst across her vision. Blinking furiously, she twisted away from the lamp and stared out to sea. 

	The mist was gone. The mist, the figures in the sky... Even the dirge had vanished, the sigh of the sea faded to nothing. She beheld only the moon, and the white-tipped crash of the waves. 

	Kerren shifted her gaze inland. Had she imagined it all? As light and dark chased each other across the headland, she saw scores of shapes lying motionless upon the grass. Whatever had possessed the corpses had fled when the light had blazed into being, but the bodies remained. Shaking with relief, she turned away from the glass. The gorse-creature stood motionless as the light pulsed out across the night. Her face was transfused with a smile so infectious that Kerren found herself returning it. 

	Then Kerren's gaze fell upon her dad once more, and the smile faded – not into tears, but a tiredness worse than any loss.

	"He knew, didn't he? He knew he was dying. He called me back because he needed someone to take his place." Kerren shook her head, not sure why she expected the gorse-creature to know anything, or even to answer. "Why didn't he tell me?"

	The creature stepped closer and tilted her head. {{The light must shine.}} Her voice shifted, her lips twisting the smile into mischief. {{Welcome home, Kerren.}}

	Kerren gaped in recognition. "Jenny? Jenny, is that you?"

	The light swept on, swamping Kerren in darkness. When it returned, the gorse-creature was gone. Only scattered leaves and blood-red petals showed she'd ever been there.

	Kerren peered outside, back along the road – a road that was now clear of gorse. She saw her car, lost and alone next to the Dancers, themselves just bare stone glinting as the light touched it. 

	In the distance, St Morwenna's bell chimed eleven.
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	The Tribute

	 

	The only light is that which you take with you.

	 

	Caught between two warring nations, the village of Rackan has teetered on the brink for generations, its folk eking out a living on the edge of the Contested Lands. Now, a third power has turned its eye upon the helpless villagers. When the moon rises, the demonic whispering ones stalk the streets, spiriting folk away to the court of twisted Jack, lord of cursed Fellhallow.

	 

	When her father's pleas to the Tressian army fall upon deaf ears, Mira Torinsal agrees to bring tribute to Lord Jack, and plead with him to spare Rackan and its people. But no one goes to Fellhallow. At least, no one goes there and returns...
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	A Matter of Belief

	 

	"You can end up seeing the world as you want to see it, rather than how it really is."

	 

	In the city of Tressia, the last vestiges of Lumestran belief have been all but supplanted by the worship of Sidara, Lady of Light. However, change is not welcomed by all.

	 

	When a prominent Sidarist is found murdered, suspicion falls upon the outlawed remnants of the Lumestran faith. Sergeant Erika Nierev must catch the killer before the Sidarists take matters into their own hands. But Tressia is a city of secrets – secrets that will not be easily brought out into the light...
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	Shadow of the Raven

	 

	"Don't worry... You're not going to die. Not yet."

	 

	When Ambassador Edric Saran becomes the chief suspect in a murder, he joins forces with a Tressian noblewoman to bring the real killer to account. But Edric soon realises the murder was only one strand in a tangled web of mortal and immortal scheming.

	 

	Hunted by the law, and pursued by vengeful servants of half-forgotten gods, Edric soon learns that there’s much more at stake than clearing his name. Will he discover the truth before the Shadow of the Raven descends upon the world, and the war between the living and the dead begins?
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	Queen of Eventide

	 

	"How can you possibly prevail, when even your friends are your enemies?"

	 

	Maddie Lincoln returns home to Nottingham, struggling to get to grips with a life that's falling apart. However, her workaday problems quickly fade when she's caught up in a war between the malevolent Dark Lady and her enemies.

	 

	Can Maddie discover the truth about the Queen of Eventide before it's too late...?
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