
        
            
                
            
        

    



	  Dear Reader,

      The Prince of Mist was the first novel I ever published and it marked the beginning of my career as a writer in 1992. Readers familiar with my
            later work, such as The Shadow of the Wind or The Angel’s Game, may not know that my first four novels were originally published as ‘young adult’ books. Although they were mainly aimed
            at young readers my hope was that they would appeal to readers of all ages. In creating those books I tried to write the kind
            of novels that I would have liked to read as a kid, but that would also continue to interest me at the age of twenty-three,
            or forty, or eighty-three.

      Since their original publication, these earlier works of mine have fortunately been well received by those who are young,
            and those who are not so young. I like to believe that storytelling transcends age limitations, and I hope readers of my adult
            novels will be tempted to explore these stories of magic, mystery and adventure. Lastly, to all new readers, I hope you will
            come to enjoy these novels too as you begin your own adventures in the world of books.  

    Safe travels,
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      December 2009  
      

   



      Praise for Carlos Ruiz Zafón

      The Prince of Mist

	  ‘The first book from The Shadow of the Wind author – published in English at last – is an atmospheric thriller following a young hero as he explores his new house in
         the country. Described as a cross between Stephen King and Neil Gaiman, it proves young adult fiction can be as gripping as
         the adult version’
      

      Times Educational Supplement

      ‘Everybody’s talking about Carlos Ruiz Zafón, the bestselling author of The Shadow of the Wind, and The Angel’s Game, who returns with The Prince of Mist. This very scary ghost story stayed at the top of the Spanish book charts for two years and is now translated into English
         for the first time. The haunting tale is aimed at readers of all ages, so is one to share with the whole family’
      

      Good Housekeeping

      ‘In this page-turner, a young hero finds himself in a house haunted by secrets he is fated to uncover – but at what cost?
         Magical and, even though I’m a grown-up, SCARY!’ Lauren Laverne, Grazia

      ‘Addictive page-turner with things that go bump in the night’

      Essentials

      ‘Zafón mixes youthful romance, devilish pacts, salty seadogs, scary clowns and haunted shipwrecks with a generous hand, and
         you might not want to go diving again after reading this’
      

      Financial Times

      The Angel’s Game 
      

      ‘The prose is intelligent but unpretentious, and the author is clear in his intentions to provide a rollicking, fun read …
         the novel’s themes address the power of narrative, and many sharp lines pertain to storytelling … hugely enjoyable’

		 Daily Telegraph
‘In this book about books, Zafón writes about Spain’s harrowing history with literary aplomb’

		 The Times

      ‘Another imaginative gothic tale’

	  Harpers Bazaar

      ‘Revisits some of Zafón’s much-loved urban landscapes in old Barcelona. Yet this novel stands alone, a complement or even
         an antagonist to its forerunner. If the previous book celebrated the ecstasies of reading, then this one – no less in love
         with literature, and no less crammed with archetypal plots – explores the agonies of writing’

		 Independent

      ‘Readers familiar with The Shadow of the Wind will find themselves back in the Cemetery of Forgotten Books … rattling good gothic fun’

	  Spectator

      ‘Summer and reading go together like buckets and spades, and sultry days are made for chunky page-turners such as The Angel’s Game’

	  Daily Mail

      ‘The Cemetery of Forgotten Books – “a colossal labyrinth of bridges, passages and shelves” – is a wonderful creation, and
         there are many thrilling set pieces’

		 Sunday Telegraph

      ‘The Angel’s Game is full of gothic features: darkness, ruined houses, locked rooms, the smell of damp earth and portentous conversations conducted
         by candlelight’
      

      Times Literary Supplement

      ‘The tale is rich, evocative and literate, with Great Expectations and Faust among its more nakedly displayed influences. Zafón is a great describer, with a cinematic flair for murders and
         sexual encounters’

		 Evening Standard

      ‘Will grip you from start to finish’

	  Daily Express

      The Shadow of the Wind 
      

      ‘If you thought the gothic novel died with the nineteenth century, this will change your mind … in Zafón’s hands, every scene
         seems to come from an early Orson Welles movie … one gorgeous read’

		 Stephen King
      

      ‘The Shadow of the Wind is a triumph of the storyteller’s art. I couldn’t put it down. Enchanting, hilarious and heartbreaking, this book will change
         your life’

		 Daily Telegraph

      ‘Gripping and instantly atmospheric’

      Mail on Sunday, You Magazine

      ‘What makes this novel so irresistibly readable is the emotional energy generated by the ups and downs of a big and varied
         cast of memorable characters … His conviction of the importance of literature in real life comes shining through’

		 Guardian

      ‘Everything about The Shadow of the Wind is smooth. The language purrs along, while the plot twists and unravels with a languid grace … Zafón’s novel is atmospheric,
         beguiling and thoroughly readable’

		 Observer

      ‘One of those rare novels that combine brilliant plotting with sublime writing’

	  Sunday Times

      ‘Carlos Ruiz Zafón’s wonderfully chock-a-block novel The Shadow of the Wind starts with the search for a mysterious author in Barcelona in the aftermath of the Civil War and then packs in as many plots
         and characters as it does genres – Gothic melodrama, coming-of-age story, historical thriller and more. It is a deeply satisfying,
         rich, full read’

		 Sunday Telegraph

      ‘This gripping novel has the feel of a gothic ghost story, complete with crumbling, ivy-covered mansions, gargoyles and dank
         prison cells … this is just the sort of literary mystery that would have found favour with Wilkie Collins’

		 Daily Mail

      ‘Zafón makes sure there’s a robust serving of amor, and enough magic, murder and madness to keep even the most reluctant reader
         engrossed. Diabolically good’

		 Elle
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	  MAX WOULD NEVER FORGET THAT FARAWAY summer when, almost by chance, he discovered magic. It was 1943 and the winds of war were dragging the world relentlessly
         towards the abyss. In the middle of June, on Max’s thirteenth birthday, his father, an eccentric watchmaker and inventor of
         dazzling if completely impractical devices, gathered the family in the living room to announce that this would be their last
         day in the lofty apartment perched high above the oldest part of the city, a place that had been their home ever since he
         could remember. A deathly silence fell upon the members of the Carver family. They looked at each other, and then at the watchmaker.
         He had that smile on his face they all knew so well, the one that always meant he had bad news or another of his crazy ideas.
      

      ‘We are moving,’ he announced, ‘to a beach house in a small town on the coast. We’re getting out of this city and away from
         the war.’
      

      Max gulped then timidly raised his hand in protest. The other members of the family joined in, but the watchmaker waved away
         their concerns. He was on a roll now, and he laid out his plan with military precision. There would be no going back on the
         decision: they were leaving the next morning at dawn. Now they had to pack up their most prized possessions and prepare for
         the long journey to their new home.
      

      In truth, the family was not entirely surprised by the news. They all suspected that the idea of leaving the city in search
         of a better place to live had been on Maximilian Carver’s mind for some time; everyone, that is, except his son Max. To him,
         the news felt like a mad steam train hurtling through a china shop. His mind went blank, his mouth sagged and his eyes glazed
         over. As he stood, transfixed, it occurred to him that his entire world – his friends at school, everyone he hung about with,
         even the corner shop where he bought his comics – was about to vanish forever.
      

      While the rest of the family went off to pack up their belongings, finally resigned to their fate, Max remained staring at
         his father. The watchmaker knelt down and placed his hands gently on his son’s shoulders. The look on Max’s face spoke volumes.
      
‘It might seem like the end of the world to you now, Max, but I promise you’ll like the place we’re moving to. You’ll make
         new friends, you’ll see.’
      

      ‘Is it because of the war?’ asked Max. ‘Is that why we have to leave?’

      A shadow of sadness fell across his father’s eyes. All the drive and conviction of the speech he had made to them earlier
         was gone, and it occurred to Max that perhaps his father was the one who was most afraid of leaving. If he had pretended to
         be excited about the move, then it was because it was the best thing for his family. It meant there was no other option.
      

      ‘It’s bad, isn’t it?’ Max asked.

      ‘Things’ll get better. We’ll be back. I promise.’

      Maximilian Carver hugged his son and smiled mysteriously, then pulled an object out of his jacket pocket and put it in Max’s
         hands. It was a shiny oval that hung from a chain. A pocket watch.
      

      ‘I made it for you. Happy birthday, Max.’

      Max opened the silver watch. The hours on the face were marked out by moons that waxed and waned to the rhythm of time, and
         the hands were rays of a sun radiating out from the centre of the dial. On the case, engraved in fine script, were the words
         ‘Max’s time machine’.

      For a second Max wished his father’s latest invention really could stop time. Yet, when he raised his eyes and glanced through
         the window it already seemed to him as if the light of day was receding and the endless city of spires and domes, of chimneys weaving cobwebs of smoke across
         the iron skies, had started to fade away.
      

      Years later, as he remembered the scene, his family wandering to and fro with their bags while he sat in a corner clutching
         the watch his father had given him, Max knew that this was the day he left his childhood behind.
      

      *

      That night Max didn’t sleep a wink. While the rest of the family slept he lay awake, dreading the dawn when he would have
         to say goodbye to the small universe he had built for himself over the years. The hours crept by silently as he lay stretched
         out on his bed, his eyes lost in the blue shadows that danced on the ceiling, as if he might find in them some oracle that
         could predict his destiny; in his hand, the watch his father had made for him. The moons glowed in the darkness of the night
         – perhaps they held the answer to all the questions he had begun to ask himself that afternoon.
      

      Finally day began to break over the horizon in a streak of red light. Max jumped out of bed and went down to the living room.
         His father was sitting in an armchair, fully dressed, reading a book by the light of an oil lamp. Max was not the only one
         who had spent a sleepless night. The watchmaker smiled at him and closed his book.
      
‘What are you reading?’ asked Max, pointing at the thick volume.

      ‘It’s a book about Copernicus. I take it you know who he is?’ asked Mr Carver.

      ‘I do go to school, you know,’ said Max.

      His father sometimes still treated him as if he were a child.

      ‘Well what do you know about him?’ his father insisted.

      ‘He discovered that the earth turns around the sun, not the other way round.’

      ‘Not bad. And do you know what that means?’

      ‘Problems,’ Max replied.

      The watchmaker smiled and handed Max the hefty tome.

      ‘Here, it’s yours. Read it.’

      Max inspected the mysterious leather-bound volume. It looked as if it was a thousand years old and might house the spirit
         of some age-old genie trapped in its pages by an ancient curse.
      

      ‘Well now,’ his father said abruptly, ‘who’s going to wake your sisters?’

      Without looking up from the book, Max shook his head to indicate that he was granting his father the honour of dragging his
         two sisters – Alicia, aged fifteen, and Irina, aged eight – out of their beds.
      

      While Maximilian Carver walked off to give the rest of the family their wake-up call, Max settled into the armchair and began to read. He lost himself in the words and images conjured in his mind and for a while forgot that his
         family was going anywhere. He found himself flying among stars and planets, but then he looked up and saw his mother standing
         next to him with tears in her eyes.
      

      ‘You and your sisters were born in this house,’ she murmured.

      ‘We’ll be back,’ he said, echoing his father’s words. ‘You’ll see.’

      His mother smiled at him and kissed him on the forehead.

      ‘As long as you’re with me, I don’t care where we go,’ she said.

      His mother had a way of reading his thoughts. Half an hour later, the entire family passed through the front doorway for the
         last time, heading towards a new life. Summer had begun.
      

      *

      Max had once read in one of his father’s books that some childhood images become engraved in the mind like photographs, like
         scenes you can return to again and again and will always remember, no matter how much time goes by. He understood the meaning
         of those words the first time he saw the sea. The family had been travelling on the train for over three hours when, all of
         a sudden, they emerged from a dark tunnel and Max found himself gazing at an endless expanse of ethereal light, the electric blue of the sea shimmering beneath the midday
         sun, imprinting itself on his retina like a supernatural apparition. The ashen light that perpetually drowned the old city
         already seemed like a distant memory. He felt as if he had spent his entire life looking at the world through a black and
         white lens and suddenly it had sprung into life, in full, luminous colour he could almost touch. As the train continued its
         journey only a few metres from the shore, Max leaned out of the window and, for the first time ever, felt the touch of salty
         wind on his skin. He turned to look at his father, who was watching him from the other end of the compartment with his mysterious
         smile, nodding in reply to a question Max hadn’t even asked. At that moment Max promised himself that whatever their destination,
         whatever the name of the station this train was taking them to, from that day on he would never live anywhere he couldn’t
         wake up every morning to see that same dazzling blue light that rose towards heaven like some magical essence.
      

      *

      While Max stood on the platform watching the train ride away through clouds of steam, Mr Carver left his family standing beside
         their suitcases outside the stationmaster’s office and went off to negotiate a reasonable price for the transportation of
         luggage, people and paraphernalia to their final destination. Max’s first impression of the town, judging from the station and the
         few houses he could see, their roofs peeping timidly over the surrounding trees, was that it looked like one of those miniature
         villages, the sort you got with train sets, where the imaginary inhabitants were in danger of falling off a table if they
         wandered too far. Max was busy contemplating this variation on Copernicus’s theory of the universe when his mother’s voice
         wrestled him from his daydream.
      

      ‘Well, Max. What’s the veredict?’

      ‘It’s too soon to tell,’ he answered. ‘It looks like a model, like those ones you see in toy-shop windows.’

      ‘Maybe it is.’ His mother smiled. When she smiled, Max could see a vague resemblance to his sister Irina.

      ‘But don’t tell your father,’ she went on. ‘Here he comes now.’

      Maximilian Carver was escorted by two burly porters whose clothes were splattered with grease stains, soot and other unidentifiable
         substances. Each had a thick moustache and wore a sailor’s cap, as if this was their uniform.
      

      ‘This is Robin and Philip,’ the watchmaker explained. ‘Robin will take the luggage and Philip will take us. Is that all right?’

      Max wasn’t clear which one was Philip and which one was Robin, and he wondered if they could even tell themselves, but he
         chose to keep his mouth shut. Without waiting for the family’s approval, the two men walked over to the mountain of trunks and hoisted up the largest one
         as if it weighed nothing. Max pulled out his watch and looked at the face with its curving moons. It was two o’clock. The
         old station clock said half past twelve.
      

      ‘The station clock is slow,’ muttered Max.

      ‘You see?’ his father replied excitedly. ‘We’ve only just arrived and already there’s work here for us.’

      His mother gave a faint smile, as she always did when Maximilian Carver had one of his bursts of radiant optimism, but Max
         could see a hint of sadness in her eyes, that peculiar light which, ever since he was a child, had led him to believe that
         his mother could foresee events in the future that the rest of them would not even dream of.
      

      ‘Everything’s going to be all right, Mum,’ he said, feeling like an idiot the moment he’d spoken.

      His mother stroked his cheek.

      ‘Of course, Max. Everything’s going to be fine.’

      Suddenly, Max felt certain that someone was looking at him. He spun round and saw a large cat staring at him through the bars
         of one of the station windows. The cat blinked and, with a prodigiously agile leap for an animal of that size, jumped through
         the window, padded over to Irina and rubbed its back against her pale ankles, meowing softly. Max’s sister knelt down to stroke
         it, then picked it up in her arms. The cat let itself be cuddled and gently licked the little girl’s fingers. Irina smiled, spellbound, and, still cradling the animal in her arms, walked
         over to where her family were waiting.
      

      ‘We’ve only just got here and already you’ve picked up some disgusting beast. Goodness knows what it’s infested with,’ Alicia
         snapped.
      

      ‘It’s not a disgusting beast. It’s a cat and it’s been abandoned,’ replied Irina. ‘Mum?’

      ‘Irina, we haven’t even got to the house yet.’

      Irina pulled a face to which the cat contributed a sweet, seductive meow.

      ‘It can stay in the garden. Please …’

      Alicia rolled her eyes. Max watched his older sister. She had not opened her mouth since they had left the city; her expression
         was impenetrable and her eyes seemed to be lost in the distance. If anyone in the family was not overjoyed by the promise
         of a new life it was Alicia. Max was tempted to make a joke about ‘Her Highness the Ice Princess’, but decided not to. Something
         told him that his sister had left behind much more in the city than he could possibly imagine.
      

      ‘It’s fat and it’s ugly,’ Alicia added. ‘Are you really going to let her get her own way again?’

      Irina threw a steely glare at her older sister, an open declaration of war unless the latter kept her mouth shut. Alicia held
         her gaze for a few moments and then turned round, sighing with frustration, and walked over to where the porters were loading
         the luggage into a van. On the way she passed her father, who noticed her red face.
      

      ‘Quarrelling already?’ asked Maximilian Carver. ‘What’s the matter?’

      Irina presented the cat to her father. The feline, to its credit, purred adoringly. Never one to falter in the face of authority,
         Irina proceeded to make her case with a determination she had inherited from her father.
      

      ‘It’s all alone in the world. Someone’s abandoned it. We can’t leave it here. Can we take it with us? It can live in the garden
         and I’ll look after it. I promise,’ Irina said, her words spilling over each other.
      

      The watchmaker looked in astonishment at the cat, then at his wife.

      ‘You always said caring for an animal gives a person a sense of responsibility,’ Irina added.

      ‘Did I ever say that?’

      ‘Many times. Those exact words.’

      Her father sighed.

      ‘I don’t know what your mother will say …’

      ‘And what do you say, Maximilian Carver?’ asked Mrs Carver, with a grin that showed her amusement at what had now become her husband’s dilemma.
      

      ‘Well … We’d have to take it to the vet and …’

      ‘Pleeease …’ whimpered Irina.

      The watchmaker and his wife exchanged a look.

      ‘Why not?’ concluded Maximilian Carver, who could not bear the thought of starting the summer with a family feud. ‘But you’ll have to look after it. Promise?’
      

      Irina’s face lit up. The cat’s pupils narrowed to a slit until they looked like black needles against the luminous gold of
         its eyes.
      

      ‘Come on! Hurry up!’ said the watchmaker. ‘The luggage has been loaded.’

      Holding the cat in her arms, Irina ran towards the vans. The creature, its head leaning on the girl’s shoulder, kept its eyes
         nailed on Max defiantly.
      

      ‘It was waiting for us,’ he muttered to himself.

      ‘Don’t just stand there in a daze, Max. Move it,’ his father insisted as he walked over to the vans, hand in hand with his
         wife.
      

      Max followed, reluctantly.

      Just then, something made him turn around and look again at the blackened face of the ancient station clock. He examined it
         carefully. Something about it didn’t add up. Max remembered perfectly well that when they reached the station the clock had
         said half past midday. Now, the hands pointed at ten minutes to twelve.
      

      ‘Max!’ his father’s voice called to him from the van. ‘We’re leaving!’

      ‘Coming,’ Max said to himself, his eyes still riveted to the clock.

      The clock was not slow; it worked perfectly but with one peculiarity: it went backwards.
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	  THE CARVERS’ NEW HOME STOOD AT THE END of a long beach that stretched along the sea like a blanket of white sand, dotted here and there with small islands of wild
         grass that rippled in the wind. The town itself, from which the beach extended, was made up of ornate Victorian houses arranged
         in a long, winding parade of spiky gables and colourful sash windows. Most were painted a soft pastel colour, their gardens
         and white fences all neatly aligned, reinforcing Max’s first impression that the place looked like a collection of doll’s
         houses. On their way, they drove through the town, along the main street and past the town square, while Maximilian Carver
         filled them in about the enchantments of their new home with the enthusiasm of a tour guide.
      
It seemed a peaceful place, wrapped in that same luminosity that had captivated Max when he saw the ocean for the first time.
         Judging from what he could see, most of the town’s inhabitants favoured bicycles to get about, or simply walked. The streets
         were spotlessly clean and the only sound, except for the occasional rumble of a motor, was the soft pounding of the sea on
         the beach. As they passed through, Max noticed his family’s different reactions to what was going to be the new landscape
         of their lives. Irina and her feline ally gazed at the neat rows of streets and houses with a calm curiosity, as if they already
         felt at home. Alicia, predictably, seemed a thousand miles away, lost in her thoughts, confirming Max’s conviction that he
         knew little or nothing about his older sister. Teenage girls, thought Max, were a mystery of evolution not even Copernicus
         himself could fathom.
      

      His mother regarded the town with resignation, maintaining a forced smile to disguise the anxiety that, for some reason Max
         could not decipher, had taken hold of her. Finally, Maximilian Carver observed his new habitat triumphantly, glancing at each
         member of his clan, who in turn responded with an approving smile – anything else might have broken the watchmaker’s heart,
         so convinced was he that he had led his family to a new paradise.
      

      As Max surveyed the tranquil streets bathed in warm sunlight, the spectre of war seemed very far away, almost unreal. Perhaps, he thought, his father’s decision to move to this place was an inspired one. By the time the vans drove
         up the road leading to their beach house, Max had already forgotten about the station clock and the jitters that Irina’s new
         friend had produced in him. Scanning the horizon, he thought he could distinguish the black silhouette of a ship sailing like
         a mirage through the haze that rose from the ocean’s surface. Seconds later, it had disappeared.
      

      *

      Their new home was spread over two floors, stood some fifty metres from the edge of the beach, and was surrounded by a garden
         with a white fence that was badly in need of a fresh coat of paint. The house itself was built of wood and, with the exception
         of its dark roof, was also painted white and seemed to be in a reasonably good state, considering its proximity to the sea
         and the wear and tear the damp, salty wind must have inflicted on it.
      

      As they drove towards the house, Maximilian Carver told his family that it had been built in 1924 for a prestigious surgeon
         from the city, Dr Richard Fleischmann, and his wife, Eva, to serve as their seaside home during the summer months. At the
         time, the whole project had seemed a bit strange to the local population. The Fleischmanns were a solitary couple with no
         children, and mostly kept to themselves. Despite this, and because nothing much ever happened in the town, the local gossips latched onto this news and quickly reached a
         consensus that the couple were probably trying to leave something behind. Bad memories, most likely. The kind that follow
         you no matter how far you go. On his first visit, Dr Fleischmann had made it clear that the builders and all the building
         materials were to come directly from the city. Such a whim practically trebled the cost of the house, but the surgeon seemed
         to have plenty of money to pay for such expense. City folk, the locals thought; they think money can buy everything.
      

      Throughout the winter of 1923 the locals eyed the endless coming and going of workers and trucks with mild suspicion, while
         day by day the skeleton of the house at the end of the beach slowly began to rise. Finally, the following spring, the decorators
         gave the house one last lick of paint and a few weeks later the couple moved in for the summer. Whatever bad memories had
         been trailing them, the house by the beach seemed to be the lucky charm that changed the Fleischmanns’ fortunes. The surgeon’s
         wife, who, again according to confidential information shared only by the local gossips, had been unable to conceive a child
         as a result of an accident she’d suffered some years earlier, became pregnant that first year. And on 23 June 1925, assisted
         by her husband, she gave birth to a son, whom they named Jacob.
      
The local legend was that little Jacob was a blessing from heaven and his arrival transformed the bitter, solitary nature
         of the Fleischmanns. Soon the doctor and his wife began to make friends among the townspeople and they became popular with
         their neighbours during the happy years they spent in their house by the sea. That is, until the tragedy of 1932. In June
         of that year, early one morning, Jacob drowned while playing on the beach near his home.
      

      All the joy the couple had discovered through their beloved son was gone forever. During the winter of 1932, Fleischmann’s
         health deteriorated and soon his doctors knew he would not live to see the next summer. A year later, the widow’s lawyers
         put the house up for sale. It remained empty and without a buyer, forgotten at the end of the beach.
      

      This was how, quite by chance, Maximilian Carver had come to hear of its existence. The watchmaker was on his way back from
         a trip to buy equipment and tools for his workshop when he spent the night in the town. While he was dining in the small local
         hotel he struck up a conversation with the owner and told him that he’d always longed to live in a small town like that one.
         The hotel owner told him about the house and Maximilian decided to delay his return so that he could have a look at it the
         following day. On the way back to the city, he chewed over figures and the possibility of opening a watchmaker’s shop in the
         town. It took him eight months to announce the move to his family, but at the bottom of his heart he had made up his mind the moment he saw the house
         by the beach.
      

      *

      In time, the memories of that first day would come back to Max as a peculiar collection of random images. To begin with, as
         soon as the vans stopped outside the house and Robin and Philip had started to unload the luggage, Mr Carver managed to trip
         over an old bucket, propelling himself at dizzying speed onto the white fence and knocking down at least four metres of it.
      

      ‘Are you all right, dear?’ asked his wife.

      ‘Never better,’ he replied, his right foot still trapped in the bucket. ‘It’s a sign of good luck.’

      ‘I knew he was going to say that,’ muttered Alicia.

      Mrs Carver shot her a warning look.

      The two porters carried the luggage as far as the front porch and, apparently considering their mission accomplished, vanished
         in an instant, leaving the family to do the honours of dragging the trunks up the stairs.
      

      ‘Another good omen,’ Alicia commented dryly.

      When Maximilian Carver solemnly opened the front door, a musty smell wafted out through the opening like a ghost that had
         been trapped between the walls for many years. Inside, a thin haze of dust hovered in the faint light that filtered through
         the blinds in slanting razors of gold.
      
‘My God,’ Max’s mother muttered to herself, as she estimated the tons of dust that would have to be removed.

      ‘Isn’t it marvellous?’ Maximilian Carver said hurriedly. ‘I told you so.’

      Max exchanged a look with his sister Alicia, while Irina gazed open-mouthed at the interior of the house. Before anyone could
         utter another word, Irina’s cat jumped out of her arms and charged inside with a loud meow.
      

      ‘At least somebody likes it,’ Max heard Alicia grumble.

      A second later, following the cat’s example, Maximilian Carver stepped into the family’s new home.

      The first thing Mrs Carver instructed them to do was open all the doors and windows to air the house. When that had been done,
         the whole family spent a few hours making their new home habitable. With the precision of a specialised task force, each member
         attacked a specific job. Alicia was in charge of bedrooms and beds. Irina, duster in hand, knocked down castles of dust, and
         Max, following her trail, was in charge of sweeping them up. Their mother busied herself distributing the suitcases and made
         a mental note of all the jobs that would have to be done. Mr Carver devoted all his efforts to ensuring that water pipes,
         electricity and other mechanical devices were back in working order after years of neglect – which did not turn out to be
         an easy undertaking.
      
At last, the whole family gathered on the porch and sat on the steps of their new home for a well-deserved rest, gazing at
         the silver hue that was settling over the sea as the afternoon came to an end.
      

      ‘That’s enough for one day,’ Maximilian Carver announced. He was covered in soot and other mysterious residues.

      ‘It will take us a couple of weeks to get the house in shape,’ Mrs Carver added. ‘At the very least.’

      ‘There are spiders upstairs,’ Alicia said. ‘They’re enormous.’

      ‘Spiders? Wow!’ cried Irina. ‘What did they look like?’

      ‘They looked just like you,’ replied Alicia.

      ‘Let’s have a peaceful evening, please,’ their mother interrupted them, rubbing the bridge of her nose. ‘Don’t worry about
         the spiders, Alicia. Max will kill them.’
      

      ‘There’s no need to kill them; they can be collected and put outside in the garden,’ said the watchmaker. ‘They’re nature’s
         creatures and deserve their day in the sun like the rest of us.’
      

      ‘I always end up with the heroic missions,’ murmured Max. ‘Can the extermination, I mean, relocation, wait until tomorrow?’

      ‘Alicia?’ his mother pleaded.

      ‘I’m not sleeping in a room full of spiders and goodness knows what else,’ Alicia declared. ‘No matter how deserving they
         are.’
      

      ‘Oh, you’re so dainty,’ said Irina.
‘And you’re a monster,’ replied Alicia.

      ‘Max, before this escalates into a war, will you get rid of the damned spiders,’ said Maximilian Carver in a tired voice.

      ‘So, shall I kill them, or just threaten them a little? I could twist their legs and hand them an eviction notice …’ suggested
         Max.
      

      ‘Don’t start,’ his mother cut in.

      ‘Do as your mother says,’ his father warned.

      Max stood and gave a military salute, then went inside the house, ready to wipe out its previous lodgers by all means possible.
         As he climbed the stairs to the upper floor, he saw the glittering eyes of Irina’s cat watching him steadily from the top
         step. It seemed to be guarding the upper floor like a sentinel. He stopped for a second, then resumed his climb. He was not
         going to be afraid of a stray cat; he would not give it the satisfaction. As soon as Max went into one of the bedrooms, the
         cat followed him.
      

      *

      The wooden flooring creaked softly under his feet. Max began his spider hunt in the rooms facing south-west. From the windows
         he could see the beach and the sun descending towards the horizon. He examined the floor carefully in search of small, hairy,
         fast-moving creatures. After the cleaning session, the room was reasonably dirt free and it took Max only a couple of minutes
         to locate the first member of the arachnid family – a fat spider marching from one of the corners in a straight line towards him, as
         if it were a thuggish ambassador sent on behalf of its species to negotiate a truce. The creature must have been about three
         centimetres long and had eight black, bristly legs, with a golden mark on its body. No wonder Alicia had panicked. There was
         no way in the world he was going to pick up that thing and provide it safe passage to the garden. So much for his father’s
         humanistic view of mother nature.
      

      Max reached out his hand to grab a broom that was leaning against the wall and got ready to catapult the arachnid into kingdom
         come. This is ridiculous, he thought as he brandished the broom like a deadly weapon. He was steadying himself for the mortal
         blow when, all of a sudden, Irina’s cat pounced on the bug, opened its jaws and devoured it, chewing vigorously on the spider’s
         body as Max let go of the broom and looked at the cat in astonishment. It threw him a malicious look.
      

      ‘That’s some kitten,’ he whispered.

      The animal swallowed the spider and left the room, presumably in search of its next course. Max walked over to the window.
         His family were still sitting on the porch. Alicia gave him an enquiring look.
      

      ‘I wouldn’t worry, if I were you, Alicia. I don’t think you’ll be seeing any more spiders.’

      ‘Just make sure,’ Maximilian Carver insisted.
Max nodded and went to the rooms facing north-east at the back of the house.

      He heard the cat prowling nearby and assumed another spider had fallen prey to its lethal claws. The rooms here were smaller
         than those at the front. Max looked at the view from one of the windows and saw a small backyard with a large garden shed
         that could be used for storing furniture or as a garage. In the middle of the yard stood a mighty tree, its top reaching high
         above the attic windows. Max imagined it must be at least two hundred years old.
      

      Beyond the yard, behind the fence that surrounded the house, was a field of wild grass, and about a hundred metres further
         on was what looked like a small enclosure bordered by a wall of pale stone. The vegetation had invaded the grounds, transforming
         the enclosure into a jungle from which emerged what seemed to be figures: human figures. In the twilight, Max had to strain
         his eyes to make out what he was seeing. It appeared to be an abandoned garden. A garden of statues. Max was hypnotised by
         the strange vision of the figures trapped in the undergrowth, locked inside a walled garden that reminded him of a village
         graveyard. A gate of metal bars capped with spearheads and locked with chains secured the entrance. Above the spearheads Max
         could distinguish a shield with a six-pointed star. In the distance, beyond the enclosure, was a thick forest that seemed
         to extend for miles.
      
‘Made any discoveries?’ His mother’s voice dragged him from his reverie. ‘We were beginning to think the spiders had got the
         better of you.’
      

      ‘Over there, next to the wood, there’s a walled garden full of statues.’ Max pointed towards the stone enclosure and his mother
         leaned out of the window.
      

      ‘I can barely see a thing. It’s getting dark. Your father and I are heading into town to get something for dinner, at least
         enough to keep us going until we can do a proper shop tomorrow. You’ll be on your own so keep an eye on Irina.’
      

      Max nodded. His mother gave him a peck on the cheek and set off down the stairs. Max peered again at the statues in the walled
         garden, their outlines slowly fading into the evening mist. The breeze had grown cooler. Max closed the window and went off
         to finish the spider hunt in the other rooms. Irina met him in the hallway.
      

      ‘Were they big?’ she asked, fascinated.

      Max hesitated for a second.

      ‘The spiders, Max. Were they big?’

      ‘As big as my fist,’ Max replied solemnly.
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	  THE FOLLOWING DAY, SHORTLY BEFORE sunrise, Max heard a figure wrapped in the nocturnal haze whispering in his ear. He jumped up, gasping, his heart racing.
         He was alone in his room. The image he had dreamed of, that dark shape murmuring in the shadows, had vanished. He stretched
         out a hand towards the bedside table and turned on the lamp his father had repaired the day before.
      

      Through the window, he saw dawn breaking over the forest. A thick mist was moving slowly across the field of wild grass but
         now and then the breeze opened up gaps through which he could just about make out the silhouettes of the statues in the walled
         garden. Max took his pocket watch from the bedside table and opened it. The smiling moons shone like plates of gold. It was six minutes to six.
      

      Max dressed quietly and crept down the stairs, hoping he wouldn’t wake the rest of the family. He went into the kitchen, where
         the remains of last night’s dinner still lay on the wooden table, then opened the door to the backyard and stepped outside.
         The cold, damp air of early morning nipped at his skin. Making no sound, Max crossed the yard, went through the gate in the
         fence, closing it behind him, then made his way through the mist towards the walled garden.
      

      *

      The path turned out to be longer than he’d expected. From his bedroom window he’d estimated that the walled garden was about
         a hundred metres from the house, but as he walked through the wild grass Max felt as if he’d covered at least three times
         that distance when, suddenly, the gate with the spearheads emerged out of the mist.
      

      A rusty chain was fastened around the blackened metal bars, with a corroded old padlock which time had stained a deathly hue.
         Max pressed his face against the bars and looked inside. The weeds had been gaining ground for years, so that the enclosure
         now looked like a neglected greenhouse. Nobody had set foot in that place for ages, thought Max, and whoever the guardian
         once was, he had long since disappeared.
      
He looked around and found a stone the size of his hand next to the garden wall. He picked it up and pounded at the padlock
         that linked the two ends of the chain, until at last the old lock snapped open. The chain broke loose, swaying across the
         bars like a braid of metal hair. Max pushed hard until gradually the two sides of the gate began to give way. When the gap
         was wide enough for him to get through, Max rested for a moment, then went inside.
      

      The garden was larger than he’d thought. At a glance, he could have sworn there were almost twenty statues half-hidden among
         the vegetation. He took a few steps forward. The figures seemed to be arranged in concentric circles and Max realised that
         they were all facing west. They appeared to form part of something resembling a circus troupe. As he walked among the statues,
         Max recognised the figure of a lion tamer, a turbaned fakir with a hooked nose, a female contortionist, a strongman and a
         whole gallery of other ghostly characters.
      

      In the middle of the garden, resting on a pedestal, stood the imposing figure of a clown. He had one arm outstretched, as
         if attempting to punch something with his fist, and he wore a glove that was disproportionately large. By the clown’s feet,
         Max noticed a paving stone that seemed to have some kind of design etched on it. He knelt down and pulled back the weeds covering
         the surface to reveal the outline of a six-pointed star within a circle. Max recognised the symbol: it was identical to the one above the spearheads on the gate.
      

      As he examined the star, Max realised that while at first he had thought the statues were spaced out in concentric rings,
         they were in fact positioned in a way that mirrored the design of the star, each of the figures standing at an intersection
         of the lines that formed the shape. Max stood up and gazed at the eerie landscape around him. He looked at the statues in
         turn, each one swathed in greenery that trembled in the wind, until his eyes rested again on the clown. A shudder ran through
         his body and he took a step back: the hand of the figure, which seconds earlier had appeared to be clenched in a fist, now
         lay open, its palm stretched out invitingly. For a moment the cold morning air burned Max’s throat and he could feel a throbbing
         in his temples.
      

      Slowly, almost fearing he might wake the statues from their eternal sleep, he made his way back to the gate of the enclosure,
         looking behind him at every step. Once he’d slipped through the gate, he began to run and this time he didn’t look back until
         he reached the fence guarding the backyard. When he did look, the garden of statues was once again buried in mist.
      

      *

      The smell of buttered toast filled the kitchen. Alicia was staring at her breakfast unenthusiastically and Irina was pouring
         milk into a saucer for her cat, which it was refusing to touch. Max observed the scene, suspecting that the cat’s eating habits were somewhat unusual and more exotic,
         as he had discovered the day before. Maximilian Carver held a cup of steaming coffee in his hands and gazed euphorically at
         his family.
      

      ‘This morning, I’ve been conducting some exploratory research in the garden shed,’ he began, adopting the ‘here comes the
         mystery’ tone he used when he desperately wanted someone to ask him what he’d discovered.
      

      Max was so familiar with the watchmaker’s ways that he sometimes wondered which one of them was the father and which one the
         son.
      

      ‘And what have you found?’ Max conceded.

      ‘You’re not going to believe this,’ replied his father – although Max thought, ‘I bet I will’ – ‘A couple of bicycles.’

      Max raised his eyebrows.

      ‘They’re quite old, but with a bit of grease on the chains they’ll go like a bat out of hell,’ Mr Carver explained. ‘And there
         was something else. I bet you don’t know what else I found in the shed?’
      

      ‘An aardvark,’ mumbled Irina, still petting her feline friend. Though she was only eight, the youngest of the Carvers had
         developed a crushing ability at undermining her father’s morale.
      

      ‘No,’ replied the watchmaker, visibly annoyed. ‘Is nobody else going to have a guess?’
Max noticed that his mother had been watching the scene and, realising that nobody seemed interested in her husband’s detective
         skills, she now came to the rescue.
      

      ‘A photograph album?’ Andrea Carver suggested in her sweetest tone.

      ‘You’re getting warmer,’ replied the watchmaker, feeling encouraged once more. ‘Max?’

      His mother cast him a sidelong glance. Max nodded.

      ‘I don’t know. A diary?’

      ‘No. Alicia?’

      ‘I give up,’ replied Alicia.

      ‘All right, prepare yourselves,’ said Mr Carver. ‘What I’ve found is a projector. A film projector. And a box full of films.’

      ‘What sort of films?’ Irina butted in, turning her eyes away from her cat for the first time.

      Maximilian Carver shrugged.

      ‘I don’t know. Just films. Isn’t it fascinating? We can have our own private cinema.’

      ‘That’s if the projector works,’ said Alicia.

      ‘Thanks for those words of encouragement, dearest, but let me remind you that your father earns his living mending broken
         things. The machines and I, we share a secret language.’
      

      Andrea Carver placed her hands on her husband’s shoulders. ‘I’m glad to hear that, Mr Carver,’ she said, ‘because someone
         should be having a serious conversation with the boiler in the basement.’
      

      ‘I’ll see to it,’ replied the watchmaker, standing up and leaving the table.

      Alicia followed suit.

      ‘Sit down, miss,’ said Mrs Carver quickly. ‘Breakfast first. You haven’t touched it.’

      ‘I’m not hungry.’

      ‘I’ll eat it,’ volunteered Irina.

      Andrea Carver disallowed this proposal.

      ‘She doesn’t want to get fat,’ Irina hissed at her cat, pointing at Alicia.

      ‘I can’t eat with that thing waving its tail around the place and shedding hair everywhere,’ snapped Alicia.

      Irina and the creature looked at her with disdain.

      ‘What a princess,’ Irina grumbled, as she went out to the backyard taking the animal with her.

      Alicia turned to her mother, red-faced.

      ‘Why do you always let her do what she wants? When I was her age you didn’t let me get away with half the things she does,’
         Alicia protested.
      

      ‘Are we going to go over that again?’ said Andrea Carver in a calm voice.

      ‘I wasn’t the one who started it,’ replied her elder daughter.

      ‘All right. I’m sorry.’ Andrea Carver gently stroked Alicia’s long hair; Alicia tilted her head, avoiding the conciliatory gesture. ‘But finish your breakfast. Please. Or at least try to start it.’
      

      At that moment a metallic bang sounded beneath their feet. They looked at one another.

      ‘Your father in action,’ their mother commented ironically, as she downed her coffee. Then she glanced at her son, intrigued.

      ‘You’re unusually quiet this morning, Max. Something the matter?’

      ‘Uh?’

      Alicia smiled to herself slyly as she pretended to munch on a piece of toast, while Max tried not to think about the extended
         hand and the bulging eyes of the clown, as it grinned through the mist of the walled garden.
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	  THE BICYCLES MAXIMILIAN CARVER HAD rescued from their exile in the garden shed were in much better shape than Max had imagined. He had expected two wiry, rusty
         skeletons when in fact they looked as if they’d hardly been used. Aided by a couple of dusters and a special liquid for cleaning
         metal his mother always used, Max discovered that beneath the layers of grime both bicycles looked almost new. With his father’s
         help he greased the chains and the sprockets and pumped up the tyres.
      

      ‘We’ll probably have to change the inner tubes at some point,’ Mr Carver explained, ‘but for the time being they’ll do.’

      One of the bicycles was smaller than the other, and as he cleaned them Max couldn’t help thinking about the house’s previous owners. He asked himself whether Dr Fleischmann had
         bought the bicycles years ago, hoping to go for rides with his son Jacob along the beach road. Maximilian Carver saw a shadow
         of guilt in his son’s eyes.
      

      ‘I’m sure the old doctor would have wanted you to use the bike.’

      ‘I’m not so sure,’ Max muttered. ‘Why did they leave them here?’

      ‘Sometimes memories follow you wherever you go – you don’t need to take them with you,’ Mr Carver replied. ‘I suppose nobody
         ever used them. Get on. Let’s try them out.’
      

      Max adjusted the height of his seat and checked the tension of his brake cables.

      ‘We’d better put some more oil on the brakes,’ Max suggested.

      ‘Just what I thought,’ the watchmaker agreed and got down to work. ‘Listen, Max …’

      ‘Yes, Dad?’

      ‘Don’t worry too much about the bikes, OK? What happened to that poor family has nothing to do with us. I probably shouldn’t
         have told you the story,’ he added, worry clouding his face.
      

      ‘It’s no big deal.’ Max tightened the brake again. ‘Now it’s perfect.’

      ‘Off you go, then.’
‘Aren’t you coming with me?’ asked Max.

      ‘I’d love to, but I have to see someone called Fred at ten, in the town. He’s going to rent me some premises for my shop.
         Got to think about the business. But if you’re still up for it, maybe tomorrow I’ll give you a hammering you’ll never forget.’
      

      ‘In your dreams.’

      ‘I’m willing to put my money where my mouth is.’

      ‘Deal.’

      Maximilian Carver began gathering up the tools and cleaning his hands with one of the rags. Max watched his father and wondered
         what he’d been like at his age. People always said that the two of them were alike, but they also said that Irina was like
         Andrea Carver. Max couldn’t see the resemblance for all the tea in China. It seemed like another of those silly things that
         whole hordes of unbearable relatives who turned up for Christmas loved to repeat year after year like parrots. Which was a
         pity, because he wanted it to be true. He wanted to resemble his father.
      

      ‘Max in one of his trances,’ Mr Carver observed with a smile.

      ‘Did you know that there’s a walled garden full of statues behind the house, near the wood?’ Max asked, surprising even himself
         with the question.
      

      ‘I suppose there are a lot of things around here that we still haven’t seen. The garden shed is full of boxes and the basement
         looks like a museum. If we sold all the junk in this house to an antique dealer I wouldn’t even have to open a shop; we could live off the profits.’
      

      Maximilian Carver threw his son an inquisitive glance.

      ‘Listen. If you don’t try it out, that bike will get covered in filth again and turn into a fossil.’

      ‘It already is,’ said Max, leaping onto the bicycle Jacob Fleischmann had never had the chance to use.

      Max pedalled towards the town along the beach road, with its long row of houses similar to the Carvers’ new home. The road
         led straight to the entrance of the small bay, and the harbour used by fishermen. There were only four or five boats moored
         along the ancient docks, mostly small wooden rowing boats, no more than four metres long, which the local fishermen used,
         casting their old nets into the sea about a hundred metres from the coastline.
      

      Max dodged through the maze of boats being repaired on the dock and the piles of wooden crates from the local fish market.
         With his eyes fixed on the beacon at the end, he set off along the breakwater that curved around the port like a half-moon.
         When he got there, he left the bike leaning against the side of the beacon and sat down to rest on one of the boulders on
         the seaward side of the breakwater that was eroded by the force of the waves. From there he could gaze at the dazzling light
         of the ocean spreading out before him towards eternity.
      
He’d only been sitting there a few moments when he saw another bicycle approaching along the quay. It was ridden by a tall,
         slim boy who, Max reckoned, must be sixteen or seventeen. He pedalled up to the beacon and left his bike next to Max’s. Then
         he pushed a shock of hair away from his face and walked over to where Max was sitting.
      

      ‘Hello there. Have you just moved into the house at the end of the beach?’

      Max nodded. ‘I’m Max.’

      The boy had deeply tanned skin and penetrating green eyes. He held out his hand.

      ‘Roland. Welcome to Boring-on-Sea.’

      Max smiled and shook Roland’s hand.

      ‘How’s the house? Do you like it?’ asked the boy.

      ‘Opinion is divided. My father loves it. The rest of the family don’t see it that way,’ Max explained.

      ‘I met your father a few months ago, when he came to the town,’ said Roland. ‘He seemed like good fun. A watchmaker, isn’t
         that right?’
      

      Max nodded again. ‘Yes, he is good fun…sometimes. Other times he gets silly ideas into his head, like moving here.’

      ‘Why did you move?’ asked Roland.

      ‘The war,’ replied Max. ‘My father thinks it isn’t a good time to be living in the city. I suppose he’s right.’

      ‘The war,’ Roland repeated, his eyes downcast. ‘I’ll be called up in September.’
Max was lost for words. Noticing his silence, Roland smiled.

      ‘It has its plus side,’ he added. ‘This could be the last summer I have to spend in this place.’

      Max smiled back timidly, thinking that in a few years’ time, if the war hadn’t ended, he would also have to enlist. Even on
         a radiant day such as this, the spectre of war shrouded the future in darkness.
      

      ‘I suppose you haven’t seen the town yet,’ said Roland.

      Max shook his head.

      ‘Right, new boy. Get on your bike. I’m giving you the guided tour.’

      *

      Max had to struggle to keep up with Roland. They’d only pedalled about two hundred metres from the end of the breakwater and
         already he could feel sweat sliding down his forehead and his body. Roland turned and gave him a teasing grin.
      

      ‘Lack of practice, eh? Life in the big city has knocked you out of shape?’ he shouted without slowing down.

      Max followed Roland along the promenade and into the streets of the town. When Max began to flag, Roland reduced his speed
         and stopped in the middle of a square by a large stone fountain from which fresh water gushed invitingly.
      

      ‘I wouldn’t recommend a drink,’ said Roland, reading his thoughts. ‘Stitch.’
Max took a deep breath and dipped his head under the jet of cold water.

      ‘We’ll go slower,’ Roland conceded.

      Max kept his head immersed in the basin for a few seconds, then straightened up, water dripping down his head and onto his
         clothes.
      

      ‘I didn’t think you’d even last that long, to tell you the truth. This,’ he said pointing around him, ‘is the centre of town.
         The main square containing the town hall. That building over there is the court but it’s not used any more. There’s a market
         here on Sundays. And on summer evenings, they show films on the wall of the town hall. Usually old movies with the reels all
         jumbled up.’
      

      Max gave a little nod as he tried to recover his breath.

      ‘Sounds amazing, doesn’t it?’ Roland laughed. ‘There’s also a library, but I’ll stick my hand in the fire if it has more than
         sixty books.’
      

      ‘And what do people do round here?’ Max managed to say. ‘Other than cycle.’

      ‘Good question, Max. I see you’re beginning to get the idea. Shall we go?’

      Max sighed and they returned to their bikes.

      ‘But this time I set the pace,’ Max demanded. Roland shrugged his shoulders and pedalled off.
      

      *

      For a couple of hours Roland guided Max up and down the small town and the surrounding area. They gazed at the cliffs to the south. That was the best place to go snorkelling, Roland told him, pointing offshore. An old cargo ship
         had sunk there in 1918 and was now covered in all kinds of strange seaweed, like some underwater jungle. Roland explained
         that one night, during a terrible storm, the ship had run aground on the dangerous rocks that lay a few metres beneath the
         surface. The waves were so furious and the night so dark – lit only by occasional flashes of lightning – that all the crew
         members drowned. All except one. The sole survivor of the tragedy was an engineer who, as a way of thanking providence for
         saving his life, had settled in the town and built a lighthouse high up on the steep cliffs that had presided over the scene
         that night. That man, who was now fairly old, was still the keeper of the lighthouse and was none other than Roland’s adoptive
         grandfather. After the shipwreck, a couple from the town had taken him to hospital and looked after him until he made a full
         recovery. Some years later, the same couple died in a car accident and the lighthouse keeper, Victor Kray, decided to take
         in their son Roland, who was barely a year old at the time.
      

      ‘I’m sorry,’ offered Max.

      ‘Never mind. It was a long time ago. I barely remember a thing,’ replied Roland.

      Roland now lived with the former engineer in the lighthouse cottage, although he spent most of his time in a hut he had built
         himself on the beach, at the foot of the cliffs. To all intents and purposes, the lighthouse keeper was his real grandfather. Roland’s voice seemed to betray a slight bitterness as he recounted these facts. Max listened in silence,
         not daring to ask any questions.
      

      After the story of the shipwreck the two boys walked through the streets near the old church, and Max met some of the locals
         – kind people who were quick to welcome him to the town.
      

      Before long, Max decided he didn’t need to get to know the whole town in one morning. He was exhausted. If, as it seemed,
         he was going to spend a few years there, there’d be plenty of time to discover its mysteries – if there were any to discover.
      

      ‘That’s true.’ Roland nodded. ‘Listen. In the summer, I go diving at the sunken ship almost every morning. Would you like
         to come with me tomorrow?’
      

      ‘If you swim the way you ride a bike I’ll drown,’ said Max.

      ‘I have an extra pair of flippers and a mask.’

      The offer was tempting.

      ‘All right. Do I need to bring anything?’

      Roland shook his head.

      ‘I’ll bring everything. Well … come to think of it, you bring breakfast. I’ll pick you up from your house at nine o’clock.’

      ‘Nine thirty.’

      ‘Don’t oversleep.’

      As Max pedalled back towards the beach house, the church bells announced that it was three o’clock and the sun began to hide behind a blanket of dark clouds that spoke of
         rain.
      

      *

      Max could hear the storm creeping in behind him, its shadow casting a gloomy shroud over the surface of the road. He turned
         around briefly and caught a glimpse of the darkness clawing at his back. In just a few minutes the sky changed into a vault
         of lead and the sea took on a metallic tint like mercury. The first flashes of lightning were accompanied by gusts of wind
         that propelled the storm in from the sea. Max pedalled hard, but the rain caught him when he was still half a kilometre from
         home. When he reached the white fence he looked as if he’d just emerged from the sea and was drenched to the bone. He left
         the bicycle in the shed and went into the house through the back door. The kitchen was deserted, but an appetising smell wafted
         towards him. On the table, Max found a tray with sandwiches and a jug of home-made lemonade. Next to it was a note in Andrea
         Carver’s elegant handwriting. ‘Max, this is your lunch. Your father and I will be in town all afternoon running errands. Don’t even THINK of using the upstairs
            bathroom. Irina is coming with us.’

      Max left the note on the table and decided to take the tray up to his room. The morning’s marathon had left him exhausted.
         The house was silent and it seemed he was alone. Alicia wasn’t in, or else she’d locked herself in her room. Max went straight upstairs, changed into dry clothes
         and lay on his bed. Outside, the rain was hammering down and the thunder rattled the windowpanes. Max turned on the small
         lamp on his bedside table and picked up the book on Copernicus his father had given him. He’d started reading the same paragraph
         at least four times but his mind was elsewhere and the mysteries of the universe suddenly seemed too far removed from his
         own life. All he could think of was how much he was looking forward to going diving around the sunken ship with his new friend
         Roland the next morning. He wolfed down the sandwiches and then closed his eyes, listening to the rain drumming on the roof.
         He loved the sound of the rain and the water rushing down the guttering along the edge of the roof.
      

      Whenever it poured like this, Max felt as if time was pausing. It was like a ceasefire during which you could stop whatever
         you were doing and just stand by a window for hours, watching the performance, an endless curtain of tears falling from heaven.
         He put the book back on the bedside table and turned off the light. Slowly, lulled by the hypnotic sound of the rain, he surrendered
         to sleep.
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	 THE VOICES OF HIS FAMILY ON THE LOWER floor and the sound of Irina running up and down the stairs woke Max. It was already dark, but he could see through the window
         that the storm had passed, leaving a canopy of stars behind it. He glanced at his watch: he’d slept for almost six hours.
         Just as he was sitting up he heard someone rapping on his door.
      

      ‘Dinner time, sleeping beauty,’ roared Maximilian Carver on the other side.

      For a second, Max wondered why his father was sounding so cheerful. Then he remembered the cinema session he had promised
         them that morning at breakfast.
      

      ‘I’m just coming,’ he replied, his mouth still feeling pasty from the sandwiches.
‘You’d better be,’ said the watchmaker as he went down the stairs.

      Although he didn’t feel the least bit hungry, Max came down to the kitchen and sat at the table with the rest of the family.
         Alicia stared idly at her plate, as usual, not touching her food. Irina was devouring her portion with relish and babbling
         to her loathsome cat, which sat at her feet, its eyes glued to her every movement. As they ate Mr Carver told them that he’d
         found some excellent premises in the town’s centre where he’d be able to set up his shop and restart his business.
      

      ‘And what have you done today, Max?’ asked Andrea Carver.

      ‘I’ve been into town.’ The rest of the family looked at him, expecting more details. ‘I met a boy called Roland. Tomorrow
         we’re going diving.’
      

      ‘There, you see? Max has already made a friend,’ stated Maximilian Carver triumphantly. ‘Didn’t I tell you?’

      ‘And what’s this Roland like, Max?’ asked Andrea Carver.

      ‘I don’t know. He’s friendly. He lives with his grandfather, the lighthouse keeper. He’s been showing me around the town.’

      ‘And where did you say you were going diving?’ asked his father.

      ‘On the southern beach, on the other side of the port. Roland told me you can see the remains of a ship that sank there years
         ago.’
      
‘Can I come too?’ Irina cut in.

      ‘No,’ said Andrea Carver quickly. ‘Won’t it be dangerous, Max?’

      ‘Mum …’

      ‘All right,’ Andrea Carver conceded, ‘but be careful.’

      Max nodded.

      ‘When I was young, I was a good diver,’ Mr Carver began.

      ‘Not now, darling,’ his wife interrupted. ‘Weren’t you going to show us some films?’

      Maximilian Carver shrugged and stood up, eager to show off his skills as a projectionist.

      ‘Give your father a hand, Max.’

      Before doing as he was asked, Max glanced over at his sister Alicia. She had been silent throughout the meal and it was crystal
         clear from the look on her face that she was miles away, yet for some reason nobody else seemed to have noticed, or they preferred
         not to. Alicia momentarily returned his gaze.
      

      ‘Do you want to come with us tomorrow?’ he suggested. ‘You’ll like Roland.’

      Alicia didn’t reply but she gave the hint of a smile and her dark, enigmatic eyes lit up for a second.

      ‘Ready. Lights out,’ said Maximilian Carver as he finished threading the film into the projector. The machine looked as if
         belonged in the age of Copernicus himself, and Max had his doubts as to whether it would actually work.
      
‘What are we going to see?’ asked Andrea Carver, holding Irina in her arms.

      ‘I haven’t a clue,’ the watchmaker confessed. ‘There’s a box in the shed with dozens of reels and none of them is labelled,
         so I chose a few at random. It wouldn’t surprise me if we don’t see anything at all. The emulsion used on film is very fragile
         and it could easily have been damaged after all these years. You see, the nitrates used in—’
      

      ‘Dear …’ Andrea Carver said sweetly but firmly.

      ‘Right.’ The watchmaker nodded.

      ‘What does emulsion mean?’ Irina asked. ‘Aren’t we going to see anything then?’
      

      ‘There’s only one way to find out,’ Maximilian Carver replied as he turned on the projector.

      A few moments later they heard what sounded like an old motorcycle engine struggling to start as the machine rattled into
         life. Suddenly the beam from the lens cut through the room like a spear of light. Max concentrated on the rectangle projected
         onto the white wall. It was like looking inside a magic lantern, never knowing what visions might emerge from its depths.
         He held his breath and in a few moments the wall came alive with pictures.
      

      *

      It didn’t take long for Max to realise that the film they were watching didn’t come from the storeroom of some old cinema.
         It was not a print of some famous film, nor even a forgotten reel from a silent movie. The blurred pictures, eaten away by time, showed that whoever had filmed these
         images was obviously an amateur.
      

      ‘What is this?’ asked Irina.

      ‘I don’t know, darling,’ answered her father.

      The film was a rather clumsy attempt at depicting a walk through what looked like a forest. The person operating the camera
         advanced slowly through the trees, the images jerking from one place to another with sudden shifts in light and focus, so
         that it was difficult to pick out where this strange walk was taking place.
      

      ‘But, what is this?’ cried Irina, visibly disappointed. She looked at her father, who was staring in bewilderment at what appeared to be
         a strange – and, judging from the first minute, boring – film.
      

      ‘I don’t know,’ mumbled Maximilian Carver, despondent. ‘I wasn’t expecting this … Maybe it’s just one of the Fleischmanns’
         home movies.’
      

      ‘Is that the people who used to live in this house before us?’

      Max had also started to lose interest in the film when something caught his eye in the confused rush of images.

      ‘What if you try another reel, dear?’ Andrea Carver suggested, trying to keep her husband’s spirits up.

      ‘Wait …’ Max interrupted as he recognised a familiar silhouette.

      The camera had now left the forest and was heading towards an area surrounded by tall stone walls with a gate of spearheaded bars. Max knew this place; he’d been there only that morning.
      

      Fascinated, Max watched as the camera operator appeared to stumble slightly and then entered the walled garden filled with
         statues.
      

      ‘It looks like a graveyard,’ whispered Andrea Carver. ‘Dear, turn this off.’

      ‘Just a second,’ said Max.

      The camera panned across the scene. In the film the garden didn’t look as neglected as it had when Max discovered it. Not
         a hint of weeds, and the stone surface of the ground was clean and smooth; someone had been keeping the place immaculate.
      

      The camera paused at each of the statues standing at the cardinal points of the large star that was clearly visible at the
         base of the figures. Max recognised the white stone faces, the circus costumes. There was something unnerving about the rigid
         poses adopted by these ghostly figures and the theatrical expressions on their mask-like faces.
      

      The film went from one statue to another, capturing each member of the circus troupe without any cuts. The family watched
         the haunting scene in silence, no other sound in the room except the rattle of the projector.
      

      Finally, the camera turned towards the centre of the star. Standing with its back to the light was the figure of the smiling
         clown, around which all the other statues were arranged. Max studied its features and felt the same shudder running through his body as when he’d stood in front of it. There was something about the clown that didn’t quite
         match what he remembered from his visit to the walled garden, but the poor quality of the film didn’t give him a clear enough
         view to work out what it was. The Carvers continued sitting in silence as the last few frames ran across the projector’s beam.
         Maximilian Carver stopped the machine and turned on the light.
      

      ‘Jacob Fleischmann,’ Max finally murmured. ‘These were filmed by Dr Fleischmann’s son.’

      ‘We don’t know that, Max,’ said his father, his tone sombre.

      They looked at each other but Max said nothing. He started thinking about the boy who had drowned over ten years ago only
         metres away on that same beach. It seemed to him as if the boy’s presence filled every corner of the house, making Max feel
         like an intruder. Maybe he was sleeping in what used to be his bed.
      

      ‘Can we see some more?’ Max asked timidly.

      The watchmaker caught the darting looks his wife was giving him.

      ‘I don’t think that’s a good idea, Max.’

      Without another word, Maximilian Carver began to dismantle the projector, and his wife picked up Irina and carried her upstairs
         to bed.
      

      ‘Can I sleep with you?’ asked Irina, hugging her mother.

      ‘Leave this,’ said Max to his father. ‘I’ll put it away.’
Maximilian looked at his son, intrigued, but then patted him on the back.

      ‘Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do,’ he whispered.

      The watchmaker turned to his daughter. ‘Goodnight, Alicia.’

      ‘Goodnight, Dad,’ she replied, watching her father as he climbed the stairs. He looked tired and disappointed.

      When the watchmaker’s footsteps could no longer be heard, Alicia turned and fixed her eyes on Max.

      ‘Is something wrong?’ asked Max.

      Alicia leaned towards him. Sometimes his sister had a peculiar intensity to her, as if she could shatter glass with a single
         glance.
      

      ‘Promise me you won’t tell anyone what I’m about to tell you,’ she said.

      ‘But …’

      ‘Promise. On your life.’

      Max sighed. ‘This better be good. OK. I promise. What is it?’

      Alicia shot one last look at the top of the stairs to make sure nobody could hear them. ‘The clown. The one in the film …’
         she began.
      

      Max didn’t like where this was going.

      ‘What about it?’

      ‘I’ve seen it before.’

      ‘You’ve been to the garden of statues?’

      Alicia shook her head, confused.

      ‘What garden? No. I mean I’ve seen it before.’
‘Where?’

      Alicia hesitated. ‘In a dream.’

      Max looked into Alicia’s eyes. She was deadly serious about this. He felt a chill down his spine.

      ‘When did you see him?’ asked Max, his heart beating faster.

      ‘The night before we came here.’

      It was difficult to read the emotions on Alicia’s face, but Max thought he noticed a hint of fear in her eyes.

      ‘Tell me about it,’ Max asked. ‘What exactly happened in your dream?’

      ‘It’s strange, but in the dream he was … I don’t know … different,’ said Alicia.

      ‘Different?’ asked Max. ‘How?’

      ‘Well, he wasn’t a clown,’ she said, shrugging her shoulders as if it didn’t matter, but her voice was shaking. ‘Don’t you
         believe me?’
      

      ‘Yes, I believe you,’ Max lied.

      ‘Do you think it means anything?’

      ‘No,’ Max said. ‘It was just a dream. I wouldn’t worry about it.’

      Max smiled reassuringly at her. He had picked up this trick from his father, who was a master. You just had to pretend to
         be absolutely calm and positive about something and then people would believe you. For the coup de grâce he placed his hand
         on Alicia’s arm and gently squeezed it. His father used that one on his mother all the time.
      
‘I guess you’re right,’ Alicia agreed, suddenly embarrassed. ‘You won’t tell anybody, will you?’

      ‘Course not.’

      ‘I’d better go to bed too. Long day…’

      ‘Sounds like a good idea.’

      Alicia walked towards the stairs.

      ‘By the way, is the plan for tomorrow still on? Diving …’ she asked.

      Max was surprised she had taken him up on his offer. He nodded.

      ‘Of course. Shall I wake you up?’

      Alicia smiled shyly at her younger brother. It was the first time Max had seen her give a proper smile in months. It felt
         good.
      

      ‘I’ll be awake,’ she replied. ‘Goodnight, Max. And thanks.’

      ‘Goodnight, Alicia.’

      Max waited until he heard the door of Alicia’s room closing, then he sat in the armchair next to the projector. From there
         he could hear the murmur of his parents speaking in a low voice. The rest of the house sank slowly into the silence of night,
         disturbed only by the sound of the waves breaking on the beach. Suddenly Max felt a presence right behind him. He turned around.
         Someone was looking at him from the foot of the stairs.
      

      The shining, yellow eyes of Irina’s cat observed him from the gloom.

      ‘Get out,’ Max spat.
The cat kept its eyes on Max for a few seconds longer. They were lifeless and cold, like doll’s eyes. Max stood and faced
         the beast.
      

      ‘I said out.’

      The cat appeared to smile, if such a thing were possible, then slowly withdrew into the shadows. What a time for Irina to
         bring that thing into their home … Max started putting away the projector and the films. The thought of returning them all to the garden shed
         and having to go outdoors in the pitch dark wasn’t tempting, so he decided he would do that in the morning. He turned off
         the lights and went up to his bedroom. As he opened the door, he imagined Jacob Fleischmann placing his hand on that same
         handle years ago, entering what was now to be his room. He lay down on the bed and turned off his bedside lamp. For a while
         he listened to the thousand tiny noises a house makes when it thinks nobody is listening. He closed his eyes and tried to
         imagine he was back in the city walking along the streets, passing familiar faces and places he used to go to. He smiled to
         himself and slowly, without realising, began to slip into sleep.
      

      The last image that flitted through his mind before he succumbed was his sister Alicia’s unexpected smile. It had been an
         apparently insignificant gesture, but for some reason Max felt as if a door had opened between them and that, from that night
         on, he would never again view his sister as a stranger.
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	  ALICIA WOKE SHORTLY AFTER SUNRISE TO FIND two amber eyes staring intently at her from the window. She sat up with a jerk. The cat calmly padded away from the
         windowsill. Since they had arrived in their new home Alicia had learned to detest the animal, with its superior attitude and
         that penetrating smell that seemed to announce its presence before it even walked into a room. It wasn’t the first time she’d
         caught it watching her. From the moment Irina had managed to introduce the feline into the house, Alicia had noticed that
         it would often spend whole minutes not moving at all, vigilant, spying on the movements of some family member from a doorway,
         or lying hidden in the shadows. She usually loved animals but for once – she wasn’t quite sure why – Alicia secretly relished the thought that some stray dog might finish off the beast during one of its nightly outings.
      

      Outside, the sky was losing the purple hue of dawn and the first rays of a blazing sun pierced the forest that extended beyond
         the walled garden. There were still at least two hours before Max’s new friend was due to pick them up. Alicia slipped under
         the sheets again, and considered going back to sleep. Morning naps were her favourite and they always brought the best dreams.
         She closed her eyes and listened to the muffled sound of the waves on the beach, yet sleep seemed to elude her. She started
         wondering about Max’s friend, Roland. She climbed out of bed, walked to her wardrobe and studied her collection of clothes.
         They still smelled of the city. Suddenly two hours didn’t seem like enough time to decide what she was going to wear.
      

      But only an hour later, Max rapped gently on her door.

      ‘Morning … Roland’s here,’ he called.

      ‘I’ll be straight down.’

      Alicia gave herself one last look in the mirror and sighed, then she tiptoed down the stairs. Max and his friend were waiting
         for her outside, on the porch. Before going out she stopped in the hallway and listened to the two boys chatting. She took
         a deep breath and opened the door.
      

      Max was leaning on the railings. He turned round and smiled at her. Next to him stood a boy with tanned skin and straw-coloured hair who was almost half a head taller. He smiled shyly at her. He had the greenest eyes she had
         ever seen.
      

      ‘This is Roland,’ said Max. ‘Roland, my sister, Alicia.’

      Roland nodded politely and turned towards the bicycles, but the look that had passed between the two did not go unnoticed
         by Max. He smiled to himself. This outing was going to be more fun than he’d thought.
      

      ‘How are we going to do this?’ asked Alicia. ‘There are only two bikes.’

      ‘I think Roland could take you on his,’ replied Max. ‘What do you think, Roland?’

      Roland stared at the ground. ‘Yes, of course,’ he mumbled. ‘But you’ll have to carry the gear.’

      Max clamped Roland’s diving equipment onto the small rack behind his seat. He knew there was another bicycle in the shed,
         but the thought of Roland having to transport his sister amused him. Alicia sat sideways on the handlebars and held on to
         Roland’s neck. Despite Roland’s tan, Max noticed how he was struggling not to blush.
      

      ‘Ready,’ said Alicia. ‘I hope I’m not too heavy.’

      ‘Let’s go,’ pronounced Max, and he began pedalling along the road.

      After a while Roland overtook him, and once more Max had to push himself in order not to be left behind.

      ‘Are you all right there?’ Roland asked Alicia.
Alicia nodded and watched as the house by the beach disappeared into the distance.

      *

      The southern beach, on the other side of the town, was shaped like a vast crescent moon. Beyond the strip of white sand the
         shoreline was covered with shiny pebbles smoothed by the sea. Behind the beach, rising almost vertically, loomed a wall of
         craggy cliffs, on top of which stood the lighthouse, dark and solitary.
      

      ‘That’s my grandfather’s lighthouse,’ said Roland, pointing to it as they left their bicycles by one of the paths leading
         down through the rocks to the beach.
      

      ‘Do you both live there?’ asked Alicia.

      ‘More or less,’ Roland answered. ‘Over time I’ve built myself a hut down on the beach. I’d almost say it’s my home now.’

      ‘Your own beach hut?’ Alicia asked, trying to spot it.

      ‘You won’t see it from here,’ Roland explained. ‘It was an old fisherman’s hut that had been abandoned. I fixed it up and
         now it’s not too bad. You’ll be able to see it in a minute.’
      

      Roland led them onto the beach, where he removed his sandals. The sun was already quite high and the sea shone like liquid
         silver. The beach was deserted and a salty breeze blew in from the water. Roland pointed towards the shoreline and the larger
         stones glowing beneath the surf.
      
‘Mind these stones. I’m used to them, but it’s easy to trip if you’re not.’

      Alicia and her brother followed Roland along the beach to his hut. It was a small wooden cabin painted blue and red with a
         narrow porch. Max noticed a rusty lamp hanging from a chain.
      

      ‘That’s from the ship,’ Roland explained. ‘I’ve brought up a whole pile of stuff from down there. What do you think of it?’

      ‘It’s fantastic,’ exclaimed Alicia. ‘Do you sleep here?’

      ‘Mostly in the summer. In winter it gets too cold, and anyway I don’t like leaving my grandfather alone up there.’

      Roland opened the door and let Alicia and Max go in first.

      ‘Welcome to my palace.’

      The inside of the hut was like some old bazaar filled with nautical antiques. The booty Roland had pulled out of the ocean
         over the years shone in the dark like a mysterious hoard of treasure.
      

      ‘It’s mostly cheap nonsense,’ said Roland, ‘but I like to collect it. Maybe we’ll find something today.’

      The hut also contained an old cupboard, a table, a few chairs and a rickety bed. Above the bed were shelves, with a few books
         and an oil lamp.
      

      ‘I’d love to have a house like this,’ said Max.

      Roland smiled sceptically.

      ‘I’m open to offers,’ he joked, clearly proud of the impression the hut had made on his friends. ‘Right, let’s go.’
      

      They followed Roland to the water’s edge and he began to untie the bundle containing his diving gear.

      ‘The ship lies about twenty-five or thirty metres off the shore. The water gets deep very quickly; three metres in and you
         can’t touch the bottom. The hull is about ten metres down,’ Roland explained.
      

      Max and Alicia exchanged a look.

      ‘Yes,’ said Roland, noticing. ‘It’s not a good idea to try to reach the bottom the first time you dive. Sometimes, when there’s
         a heavy swell, the currents can be dangerous. Once I nearly scared myself to death.’
      

      Roland handed Max a mask and a pair of flippers.

      ‘There’s only enough equipment for two. Who’s coming down first?’

      Alicia pointed to Max.

      ‘Thank you,’ whispered Max.

      ‘Don’t worry,’ Roland reassured him. ‘You just have to get started. The first time I went down I nearly had a fit. There was
         a gigantic moray eel in one of the funnels.’
      

      ‘A what?’ Max jumped.

      ‘Nothing,’ Roland replied. ‘I’m only joking. There aren’t any strange creatures down there, I promise. Which is odd, because
         usually sunken ships are like a kind of fish zoo. But not this one. I suppose they don’t like it. You’re not going to get
         scared now, are you?’
      

      ‘Scared?’ said Max. ‘Me?’
Although Max was busy putting on his flippers, he noticed that Roland was having a good look at his sister as she removed
         her cotton dress, revealing her white bathing costume – the only one she had – and waded into the sea.
      

      ‘Hey,’ Max hissed at him. ‘She’s my sister, not a piece of cake. OK?’

      Roland threw him a cheeky grin.

      ‘You’re the one who invited her, not me,’ he replied with a cat-like smile.

      ‘Let’s get in the water,’ said Max quickly. ‘It will do you good.’

      Alicia turned and when she saw them in their masks and snorkels she grinned.

      ‘You should see yourselves!’ she said, unable to stop herself from laughing.

      Max and Roland looked at one another through their masks.

      ‘Before we go,’ said Max. ‘I’ve never done this before. Swim underwater, I mean. I’ve swum in swimming pools, but I’m not
         sure that I’ll know …’
      

      Roland rolled his eyes.

      ‘Do you know how to hold your breath underwater?’ he asked.

      ‘I said I didn’t know how to dive, not that I was an idiot,’ replied Max.

      ‘Well, if you know how to hold your breath, you know how to swim underwater,’ Roland said.
‘Be careful,’ Alicia said. ‘Listen, Max, are you sure this is a good idea?’

      ‘We’ll be fine,’ Roland assured her, turning to Max and patting him on the shoulder. ‘You first, my captain.’

      *

      For the first time in his life, Max submerged himself beneath the surface of the sea and a whole universe of light and shadow
         – more amazing than anything he had imagined – opened up before his eyes. Sunbeams filtered through the water in veils of
         nebulous light that swayed gently with the motion of the waves, and the surface was transformed into an opaque dancing mirror.
         Max held his breath for a few more seconds, then re-emerged for air. A few metres behind, Roland was watching him attentively.
      

      ‘Everything all right?’ he asked.

      Max nodded enthusiastically.

      ‘You see? It’s easy. Swim next to me,’ Roland advised him before diving again.

      Max took a last look at the shore and saw Alicia waving at him. He waved back then swam off next to his friend, heading for
         the open sea. Roland guided him to a point which seemed quite far from the beach although Max knew it was barely thirty metres
         away. At sea level, distances seemed to grow. Roland touched his arm and pointed towards the ocean bed. Max breathed in and
         put his head underwater, adjusting his diving mask. His eyes took a few seconds to get used to the submarine gloom. Only then was he able to admire the spectacle of the sunken shell
         of the ship, lying on its side and enveloped in a spectral light. The ship must have been about fifty metres long, perhaps
         more, and had a large crack all the way from the bow to the bilge, a gaping black wound inflicted by the sharp claws of the
         rocks hidden in the shallows. On the bow, under a layer of copper-coloured rust and swaying seaweed, Max could make out the
         ship’s name, the Orpheus.
      

      The Orpheus looked as if she’d been an old freighter, not a passenger ship. Her splintered steel was covered in algae but, just as Roland
         had said, there wasn’t a single fish swimming around the hull. The two friends swam over her, keeping to the surface and stopping
         every now and then to have a good look at the remains of the wreck. Roland had said the ship was lying about ten metres down,
         but from the surface the distance seemed vast. Max wondered how Roland had managed to recover all the objects they’d seen
         in his hut. As if he’d read Max’s thoughts, his friend signalled to him to wait on the surface and then dived down, kicking
         powerfully with his flippers.
      

      Max watched Roland descend until he could touch the hull of the Orpheus with his fingertips. Then Roland slowly crept towards the platform that had once been the ship’s bridge, holding on to anything
         he could grasp. From the surface Max could make out the wheel at the helm and other instruments that were still inside the vessel. Roland swam towards the doorway of the bridge and went in.
         Max felt a pang of anxiety as he saw his friend disappear into the sunken ship. He kept his eyes riveted to the entrance while
         Roland moved about inside the bridge, wondering what he would do if anything happened. A few seconds later, Roland emerged
         and swam quickly up to him, a garland of bubbles rising behind him. Max lifted his head out of the water and breathed deeply.
         Roland’s face appeared just a metre away, grinning from ear to ear.
      

      ‘Surprise!’ he yelled.

      Max saw he was holding something in his hand.

      ‘What’s that?’ he asked, pointing to the strange metal object Roland had salvaged from the bridge.

      ‘A sextant.’

      Max raised his eyebrows. He had no idea what it was.

      ‘A sextant is a gadget that’s used to calculate your position in the sea,’ Roland explained, his voice faltering after the
         effort of holding his breath for almost a minute. ‘I’m going down again. Hold it for me.’
      

      Max was about to protest but Roland plunged down before he could even open his mouth. He inhaled deeply and dipped his head
         below the surface to follow Roland’s dive. This time, his friend swam the whole length of the hull until he reached the stern.
         Max watched Roland swim up to a porthole and try to look inside the ship. Max held his breath until his lungs were burning,
         then let out all the air, ready to resurface and breathe again. But in that last second his eyes caught sight of something that
         chilled his blood.
      

      Through the darkness he could see an old flag undulating in the water – rotten and ragged, it was fastened to a mast on the
         stern of the Orpheus. Max observed it carefully and recognised the faded symbol that was still visible: a six-pointed star within a circle. He
         felt a shiver course through his body. He had seen that symbol before, above the spear-shaped tips of the gate, in the garden
         of statues.
      

      Roland’s sextant slipped from his fingers and sank down to the shadows below. Overcome by an inexplicable fear, Max swam back
         to the shore as fast as he could.
      

      *

      Half an hour later, sitting in the shade of the porch at the beach hut, Roland and Max watched Alicia as she collected seashells
         from among the pebbles on the shore.
      

      ‘Are you sure you’ve seen that symbol before, Max?’

      Max nodded.

      ‘Sometimes, underwater, things are not what they seem—’ Roland began.

      ‘I know what I saw,’ Max butted in.

      ‘OK?’ ‘OK,’ Roland conceded. ‘You saw a symbol which, according to you, is also in that graveyard behind your house. So what?’
Max stood up and faced his friend.

      ‘So what? Do you want me to repeat the whole story?’

      Max had spent the last twenty-five minutes telling Roland everything he knew about the walled garden, including Jacob Fleischmann’s
         film.
      

      ‘There’s no need,’ Roland replied dryly.

      ‘Then how can you possibly not believe me?’ snapped Max. ‘Do you think I’m inventing all this?’

      ‘I’m not saying I don’t believe you, Max,’ said Roland, smiling softly at Alicia, who had returned from her walk with a little
         bag of shells. ‘Any luck?’
      

      ‘This beach is a real treasure trove,’ Alicia replied, jangling the bag containing her stash.

      Max rolled his eyes impatiently.

      ‘You believe me, then?’ he retorted, staring at Roland insistently.

      His friend returned his gaze but said nothing for a while.

      ‘I believe you, Max,’ he said eventually, turning to look at the horizon, unable to hide a shadow of sadness in his expression.
         Alicia noticed the change in Roland’s face.
      

      ‘Max told me your grandfather was travelling on the ship the night it sank,’ she said, placing her hand on his shoulder.

      Roland nodded vaguely.

      ‘He was the only survivor.’

      ‘What happened?’ asked Alicia. ‘I’m sorry. Perhaps you don’t want to talk about it.’
Roland shook his head.

      ‘No, I don’t mind,’ he said. Max was looking at him expectantly. ‘And it’s not that I don’t believe your story, Max. It’s
         just that it’s not the first time someone has talked to me about that symbol.’
      

      ‘Who else has seen it?’ asked Max, open-mouthed. ‘Who’s talked to you about it?’

      ‘My grandfather. Ever since I was a child.’ Roland pointed towards the inside of the hut. ‘It’s getting chilly. Let’s go in
         and I’ll tell you the story about this ship.’
      

      *

      At first, Irina thought it was her mother’s voice she’d heard downstairs. Andrea Carver often talked to herself while she
         was busy around the house, and no one was surprised by her habit of voicing her thoughts aloud. An instant later, however,
         Irina saw her mother through the window, standing in the front yard, saying goodbye to her father. The watchmaker was setting
         off towards the town with one of the porters who had helped them bring the luggage from the station a few days earlier. Irina
         realised then that she was alone inside the house and therefore the voice she thought she’d heard must have been imaginary.
         Until she heard it again, this time in her bedroom, like a whisper filtering through the walls.
      

      The voice seemed to come from far away, the words impossible to decipher. She stood in the centre of the room, motionless.
         She heard the voice again. Whispering. It was coming from inside the wardrobe. For the first time since she’d arrived at the beach house, Irina was
         afraid. She stared at the door of the wardrobe and noticed there was a key in the lock. Without thinking twice, she ran over
         and hurriedly turned the key to make sure it was properly locked. She stepped back and took a deep breath. But then she heard
         the sound again and realised it wasn’t just one voice but several, all whispering at the same time.
      

      ‘Irina?’ her mother called from downstairs. ‘Irina, could you come down and help me for a minute?’

      Never had Irina been so willing to help her mother, no matter what the task was that awaited her. She was about to leave the
         room when, suddenly, she felt an icy breeze on her face. It swept through the bedroom, slamming the door shut. Irina ran towards
         the door and struggled with the knob, which seemed to be stuck. As she was trying in vain to open it, she heard the key in
         the wardrobe door slowly turning behind her. Irina stood against the door of her room, too afraid to look. She closed her
         eyes tight, and her hands were shaking. The voices, which appeared to emanate from the very depths of the house, seemed much
         closer now. And this time they were laughing.
      

      *

      ‘When I was a child,’ Roland explained, ‘my grandfather told me the story so many times that over the years I’ve often dreamed about it. It all began when I came to live in this town, many years ago, after my parents died in a car accident.’
      

      ‘I’m sorry, Roland,’ Alicia interrupted, guessing that, despite his friendly smile and his willingness to tell them the story
         about his grandfather and the ship, revisiting these memories was probably harder for him than he cared to show.
      

      ‘I was very young. I barely remember them,’ said Roland, avoiding Alicia’s eyes, for he knew she was not going to believe
         his white lie.
      

      ‘So what happened then?’ Max insisted.

      Alicia looked daggers at her brother.

      ‘Granddad took care of me and I moved into the lighthouse cottage with him. He was an engineer and he’d been the lighthouse
         keeper on this stretch of coast for years. The local council had given him the job for life because he’d practically built
         the lighthouse with his bare hands, back in 1919. It’s a bizarre story, you’ll see.
      

      ‘On 23 June 1918, my grandfather boarded the Orpheus, but he travelled undercover. The Orpheus wasn’t a passenger ship, but a cargo ship with a bad reputation. Her captain was a drunken Dutchman who was corrupt through
         and through and used to rent the ship out to the highest bidder. The Dutchman’s favourite clients were usually smugglers who
         wanted to cross the Channel without a lot of questions being asked or any official paperwork being involved. Still, with time business had begun to fall off and the Flying Dutchman, as my grandfather
         called him, had to find other shady deals to pay off the gambling debts he had accumulated. It seems that on one of the nights
         when his luck was down – which was most nights – the captain lost his shirt in a card game to someone called Mr Cain. This
         Mr Cain was the owner of a travelling circus. As payment for his debt he demanded that the Dutchman take his entire company
         on board his ship and transport them secretly across the Channel. Mr Cain’s so-called circus had more to hide than a few simple
         sideshows and they needed to disappear as soon as possible. Illegally, of course. The Dutchman agreed. What else could he
         do? Either he accepted or he lost his ship.’
      

      ‘Just a moment,’ Max interrupted. ‘What did your grandfather have to do with all this?’

      ‘I’m getting there,’ Roland continued. ‘As I said, this Mr Cain – although that wasn’t his real name – had a lot to hide.
         My grandfather had been following his trail for some time. They had some unfinished business and my grandfather thought that
         if Mr Cain and his minions crossed the Channel, his chance of catching them would evaporate forever.’
      

      ‘Is that why he went on board the Orpheus?’ asked Max. ‘As a stowaway?’
      

      Roland nodded.

      ‘There’s something else I don’t understand,’ said Alicia. ‘Why didn’t he just call the authorities? He was an engineer, not a detective. What sort of unfinished business did
         he have with this Mr Cain?’
      

      ‘May I finish the story?’ asked Roland.

      Max and his sister nodded.

      ‘Right. The fact is that he did board the ship. The Orpheus set sail at noon and the captain hoped to reach his destination in the dead of night, but things got complicated. A storm
         broke out just after midnight, sending the ship towards the coast. The Orpheus crashed against the rocks submerged near the cliff and sank in a matter of minutes. My grandfather’s life was saved because
         he was hiding in a lifeboat. Everybody else on board drowned.’
      

      Max gulped.

      ‘Do you mean to say the bodies are still down there?’

      ‘No,’ Roland replied. ‘The following day, at dawn, a fog swept over the coast. The local fishermen found my granddad, unconscious,
         on this beach. When the fog lifted, a few of them went out in their boats and searched the area around the shipwreck. They
         never found any bodies.’
      

      ‘But, then …’ Max said in a low voice.

      Roland gestured to Max to let him continue.

      ‘My grandfather was taken to the town hospital and was delirious for days. When he recovered he decided, as a token of his
         gratitude for the care he’d received, to build a lighthouse on the cliff top and prevent a similar tragedy from happening again. In time, he became the lighthouse
         keeper.’
      

      The three friends fell into a long silence after Roland had ended his story. At last, Roland looked at Alicia, then at Max.

      ‘Roland,’ said Max, trying to find words that would not upset his friend, ‘there’s something in this story that doesn’t quite
         add up. I don’t think your grandfather has told you everything.’
      

      Roland remained silent. Then, smiling faintly, he nodded a few times, very slowly.

      ‘I know,’ he murmured. ‘I know.’

      *

      Irina felt her hands go numb as she tried, unsuccessfully, to force open the door. She turned round, gasping, leaned against
         it and pushed with all her might. She couldn’t help staring at the key that was slowly turning in the wardrobe lock.
      

      At last the key stopped moving and, as if pushed out by invisible fingers, it fell to the floor. Little by little, the door
         creaked open. Irina tried to scream but she couldn’t find enough breath even to whisper.
      

      From the darkness of the wardrobe a shape emerged. For a second she felt as if her heart was going to stop from sheer panic.
         Then she sighed. It was her cat. It was only her cat. She took a deep breath and knelt down to pick it up but then she noticed that behind the cat, at the back of the wardrobe, there was something, or someone, else.
         The cat opened its jaws, issued a deep, horrifying sound like the hiss of a snake, then melted into the darkness with its
         master. A smile filled with light appeared and two glowing eyes like liquid gold settled on hers as the voices pronounced
         her name in unison. Irina screamed and threw herself against the bedroom door; this time it gave way and she fell onto the
         floor of the hallway. Without losing a second, she hurled herself down the stairs, feeling the cold air of the voices on the
         nape of her neck.
      

      *

      Andrea Carver was walking through the front door when she heard the scream. She looked up and watched in horror as Irina jumped
         from the top of the stairs, her face frozen in fear. She called out, but it was too late. The child came tumbling down, step
         after step, like a dead weight. Andrea Carver rushed towards her daughter and cradled her head. A tear of blood ran across
         Irina’s forehead. Mrs Carver touched her neck and felt her pulse: it was weak. Fighting hysteria, she lifted her daughter’s
         body and tried to think what she should do next.
      

      As the worst five seconds of her life passed before her, Andrea Carver raised her eyes and looked up at the top of the stairs.
         Sitting on the last step was Irina’s cat, and it was staring at her. Andrea held the animal’s cruel, mocking gaze for a brief moment and then, feeling her daughter’s body
         shudder in her arms, she reacted and hurried to the telephone.
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	  AS THEY APPROACHED THE BEACH HOUSE, MAX noticed a strange car parked out in front. Roland saw it too and frowned.
      

      ‘That’s Dr Roberts’s car.’

      Alicia went pale.

      ‘Something’s wrong,’ she whispered.

      Roland raced ahead and Max had trouble catching up with him, even though his friend was also carrying Alicia. When they were
         just a few metres from the house Alicia jumped off the bicycle and ran towards the porch. Max, panting, followed her while
         Roland took care of the bicycles. Maximilian Carver, ashen-faced and with a glazed look in his eyes, greeted them at the door.
      

      ‘What’s happened?’ Alicia said, her voice trembling.
Her father hugged her. Alicia let him wrap his arms around her – his hands were shaking and when he spoke his voice kept breaking.
         Max felt something tighten in his throat. He had never seen his father like this.
      

      ‘Irina’s had an accident. She’s in a coma. We’re waiting for the ambulance to take her to hospital.’

      ‘Is Mum all right?’ asked Alicia.

      ‘She’s inside with Irina and the doctor. There’s nothing else we can do here,’ replied the watchmaker, lowering his eyes.

      Roland stood quietly at the foot of the porch.

      ‘Will she be all right?’ asked Max, immediately realising that the question was stupid, given the circumstances.

      ‘We don’t know,’ Maximilian Carver muttered. He tried to smile at them before going back into the house. ‘I’ll see if your
         mother needs anything.’
      

      The three friends stood there, glued to the spot. At first no one said a word but then Roland spoke up.

      ‘I’m sorry …’

      Alicia nodded in response. Shortly afterwards, the ambulance arrived and stopped outside the house and the doctor came out
         to meet it. It only took a few minutes for the two ambulance men to go inside and then emerge, carrying Irina wrapped in a
         blanket on a stretcher. Max caught a glimpse of his little sister’s face, which was as white as a sheet, and felt his stomach
         churn. Andrea Carver, her face tense and her eyes red and swollen, got into the ambulance and peered out despairingly at Alicia and Max. The ambulance crew rushed to their seats.
         Maximilian Carver walked over to his two children.
      

      ‘I don’t like leaving you on your own. There’s a small hotel in the town. Perhaps …’

      ‘We’ll be fine, Dad. Don’t worry about that now,’ Alicia replied.

      ‘I’ll call from the hospital and give you the number. I don’t know how long we’ll be there, I don’t know whether there’s anything—’

      ‘Just go, Dad.’ Alicia hugged her father. ‘Everything will be all right.’

      Trying to hold back his tears, Maximilian Carver climbed into the ambulance. The three friends stood quietly, watching the
         vehicle’s lights disappearing into the distance as the last rays of sun lingered in the violet dusk.
      

      ‘Everything will be all right,’ Alicia repeated to herself.

      *

      Once they’d found some dry clothes (Alicia lent Roland a pair of old trousers and a shirt belonging to her father), the wait
         for news seemed endless. The smiling moons on Max’s watch showed it was a few minutes to eleven o’clock when the phone finally
         rang. Alicia, who was sitting between Roland and Max on the porch steps, jumped up and ran into the house. Before the phone had rung a second time she had picked up the receiver.
      

      ‘All right,’ she said, nodding at Max and Roland. ‘How’s Mum?’

      Max could hear the rumble of his father’s voice down the line.

      ‘Don’t worry,’ said Alicia. ‘No. There’s no need. Yes, we’ll be fine. Call again tomorrow.’ Alicia paused. ‘I will,’ she assured
         him. ‘Me too. Goodnight, Dad.’
      

      She hung up and looked at her brother.

      ‘Irina is being kept under observation,’ she explained. ‘The doctors say she has concussion. She’s still in a coma but they
         say she’ll recover.’
      

      ‘Are you sure that’s what they said?’ Max replied. ‘What about Mum?’

      ‘You can imagine. They’re going to spend the night there because Mum doesn’t want to go to a hotel. They’ll call us again
         tomorrow at ten.’
      

      ‘What will we do now?’ Roland asked timidly.

      Alicia shrugged her shoulders.

      ‘Is anyone hungry?’ she asked the two boys.

      Max felt surprisingly hungry. Alicia stifled a yawn – she looked exhausted.

      ‘I think it would do us all good to have some dinner,’ she concluded. ‘Anyone disagree?’

      It took Max a few minutes to prepare some sandwiches while Alicia made lemonade. They had dinner on the porch, sitting on
         the bench under the faint glow of the lamp that swayed in the night breeze, wrapped in a dancing cloud of moths. The full moon rose high above the sea transforming the water’s surface into a lake of
         luminous metal that stretched towards infinity. They ate in silence, gazing at the ocean and listening to the soft swell of
         the waves.
      

      ‘I don’t think I’ll sleep a wink tonight,’ said Alicia, sitting up and scanning the horizon.

      ‘I don’t think any of us will,’ Max agreed.

      ‘I have an idea,’ said Roland, a conspiratorial smile on his lips. ‘Have you ever swum at night?’

      ‘Are you joking?’ Max retorted.

      Without saying a word, Alicia gave the two boys a look, her eyes shining and mysterious, then got up and walked off calmly
         towards the beach. Max watched in astonishment as his sister crossed the sand and, without turning round, slipped off her
         white cotton dress. She stood at the water’s edge for a moment, her pale skin gleaming under the bluish light of the moon,
         and then, slowly, she submerged her body into the immense pool of light.
      

      ‘Aren’t you coming, Max?’ said Roland, following Alicia’s footsteps on the sand.

      Max didn’t reply, but he shook his head and watched as his friend dived in. He could hear his sister’s laughter amid the whispering
         sounds of the sea.
      

      He sat quietly on the porch, trying to decide whether or not he was saddened by the strong spark between Roland and his sister,
         a chemistry that escaped all definition and from which he knew he was excluded. While he watched them fooling around in the water Max knew, probably even
         before they were aware of it, that a lasting bond was growing between them, a bond that would unite them that summer and which
         seemed as inevitable as destiny.
      

      As he thought about these things, Max’s mind turned to the shadows of a war that was being fought so close and yet so far
         from that beach, a faceless war that would soon lay claim to his friend Roland and, perhaps, even to him. He also thought
         about all the events that had happened during that long day, from his sighting of the ghostly Orpheus beneath the sea to Roland’s story in the beach hut and Irina’s accident. Away from the laughter of Alicia and Roland, a deep
         anxiety took hold of him. For the first time in his life he felt that time was going faster than he wished it to and he could
         no longer take refuge in his dreams. The wheel of fortune had started to turn, and this time he could not stop it.
      

      *

      Later, by the light of a bonfire they had built on the beach, Alicia, Roland and Max spoke about what had been going through
         their minds over the last few hours. The golden glow of the fire was reflected on the damp, shining faces of Alicia and Roland.
         Max sat observing them for a long while before deciding to speak.
      
‘I don’t know how to explain this, but I think something’s going on,’ he began. ‘I don’t know what it is, but there are too
         many coincidences. The statues, that symbol, the ship …’
      

      Max thought they’d both contradict him, or else reassure him with the sensible words that escaped him, making him see that
         his anxiety was only the result of a long day in which too many things had happened. But they didn’t. Instead, both Alicia
         and Roland nodded, their eyes still fixed on the fire.
      

      ‘You told me you dreamed about that clown, didn’t you?’ Max asked.

      Again Alicia nodded. 

      ‘There’s something I didn’t tell you before,’ Max went on. ‘Last night, when you all went to bed, I had another look at the
         film Jacob Fleischmann took in the walled garden. I was in that garden yesterday morning. The statues were in a different
         position. I don’t know … it’s as if they’ve moved. What I saw is not what was in the film.’
      

      Alicia turned her eyes towards Roland, who seemed mesmerised by the dancing flames.

      ‘Roland, has your grandfather ever talked to you about all this?’

      The boy didn’t seem to have heard her question. Alicia put her hand on his and he looked up.

      ‘I’ve dreamed about that clown every summer since I was five,’ he said in a muted tone.
Max saw the fear in his face.

      ‘I think we should talk to your grandfather.’

      Roland gave a slight nod.

      ‘Tomorrow,’ he promised, his voice barely audible. ‘Tomorrow.’
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	  SHORTLY BEFORE DAYBREAK, ROLAND GOT ON his bike and rode back towards the lighthouse cottage. As he travelled along the beach road, a pale amber glow began to tint
         the covering of low clouds. His mind raced with worry and his nerves were on edge. He pedalled as fast as he could in the
         vain hope that the physical exertion might dispel the hundreds of questions and fears colliding inside him.
      

      Once he’d crossed the harbour and gone up the path to the lighthouse, Roland stopped to recover his breath. From the top of
         the cliff, the lighthouse beam sliced through the last shadows of the night like a blade of fire. He knew his grandfather
         would still be there, expectant, silent, and that he wouldn’t leave his post until the darkness had vanished completely. For years Roland had lived with the old man’s unhealthy obsession without
         querying the reason or the logic of his behaviour. It was simply something he’d accepted as a child, one more aspect of daily
         life he’d learned not to question.
      

      As time went by, however, Roland had become aware that the old man’s story didn’t quite hold together. But never, until that
         day, had he wanted to admit to himself that his grandfather had lied to him or, at least, that he hadn’t told him the whole
         truth. He didn’t doubt his integrity for one minute. In fact, over the years his grandfather had gradually been disclosing
         the pieces of the jigsaw puzzle, at the centre of which, Roland now realised, was the garden of statues. At times he did so
         through words spoken in dreams; more often through the half-formed replies to the questions Roland asked him, but somehow
         Roland felt that if his grandfather was keeping him from his secret, he had done so only to protect him. This state of grace,
         however, appeared to be coming to an end, and it was time to face the truth.
      

      Roland set off again, trying to put these thoughts behind him. He’d been awake for too long and his body was beginning to
         feel the strain. When he reached the lighthouse cottage he left his bicycle leaning against the fence and went indoors without
         bothering to turn on the light. He climbed the stairs to his bedroom and collapsed onto his bed like a dead weight.
      

      From his bedroom window he could see the lighthouse itself, some thirty metres beyond the cottage, and behind the large windows
         of its tower, the motionless silhouette of his grandfather. Roland closed his eyes and tried to sleep.
      

      The events of that day paraded through his mind, from the dive down to the Orpheus to the accident of Alicia’s and Max’s younger sister. Roland thought it was both strange and somehow comforting to realise
         that just a few hours had brought them so close together. As he lay there in the solitude of his room, thinking about the
         brother and sister, he felt they had become his closest friends, two soul mates with whom, from that day on, he’d be able
         to share his secrets and fears.
      

      He noticed that the very fact of thinking about them was enough to make him feel safe, as if he was not alone. In return,
         he felt deep loyalty and gratitude for the invisible pact that seemed to have bound them together that night on the beach.
      

      When at last exhaustion won, Roland’s last thoughts as he fell into a deep, refreshing sleep were not about the mysterious
         uncertainty that hung over them, or the grim possibility that he would be called up to join the army that coming autumn. That
         night, Roland fell asleep in the arms of a vision that would stay with him for the rest of his life: Alicia, draped in moonlight,
         dipping her white skin into a sea of silver.
      
*

      Day broke under a blanket of dark, menacing clouds that stretched beyond the horizon. Leaning on the metal railing of the
         lighthouse tower, Victor Kray gazed down at the bay, thinking about how he’d learned to recognise the mysterious beauty of those leaden, storm-clad days that foretold the advent of summer on the coast. 

      From his vantage point, the town looked like a scale model meticulously assembled by a collector. Further on, towards the
         north, the beach extended in an endless white line. On bright sunny days, standing in the same place, Victor Kray was able
         to distinguish the shape of the Orpheus under the water, like a monstrous fossil wedged in the sand.
      

      That morning, however, the sea was like a deep, murky lake. As he scanned its surface, Victor Kray thought about the last
         twenty-five years he’d spent in the lighthouse that he himself had built. Looking back, he felt as if every one of those years
         was like a heavy stone, weighing him down.
      

      As time passed, the anguish of his never-ending wait had led him to believe that perhaps it had all been a fantasy, that his
         obstinate obsession had turned him into a sentry guarding against a threat that was only imagined. But then the dreams had
         returned. The phantoms of the past had awoken from a sleep of many years, and were once again haunting the corridors of his mind. And with them came the fear that he was now too old and too weak to confront his ancient enemy.
      

      For years now he had barely slept more than two or three hours a day. Most of the time he was alone in the lighthouse. His
         grandson Roland spent a few nights a week in his beach hut so it wasn’t unusual that, for days at a time, they might have
         only a few minutes together. This distance from his own grandson, to which Victor Kray had voluntarily condemned himself,
         did at least give him some comfort, for he was sure that the pain he felt at not being able to share those years of the boy’s
         life was the price he had to pay for Roland’s safety and future happiness.
      

      Despite all this, every time he looked down from his tower and saw the boy dive into the waters near the hull of the Orpheus, his blood froze. He had never wanted Roland to know how he felt, and ever since Roland was a child he’d always replied to
         his questions about the ship and the past, trying not to lie to him but, at the same time, never explaining the true nature
         of events. The day before, as he watched Roland and his two new friends on the beach, he had wondered whether that hadn’t
         been a huge mistake.
      

      Such thoughts kept him in the lighthouse longer than usual that morning. Normally, he returned home before eight, but when
         Victor Kray looked at his watch it was already half past ten. He went down the metal stairs that spiralled around the tower
         and walked over to the cottage to make the most of the few hours’ sleep he allowed himself. On the way he saw Roland’s bicycle and knew he’d come
         home for the night.
      

      As he stepped quietly into the house, trying not to disturb his grandson, he discovered that Roland was waiting for him, sitting
         in one of the old armchairs in the dining room.
      

      ‘I couldn’t sleep, Granddad,’ said Roland. ‘I was out like a light for a couple of hours but then suddenly I woke up and couldn’t
         get back to sleep.’
      

      ‘I know what that feels like,’ Victor Kray replied. ‘But I have a trick that never fails.’

      ‘What’s that?’ asked Roland.

      The old man gave him one of his mischievous smiles, which took sixty years off him.

      ‘I start cooking. Are you hungry?’

      Roland considered the question. Yes, the thought of buttered toast, jam and fried eggs tickled his stomach, so immediately
         he agreed.
      

      ‘Right,’ said Victor Kray. ‘You’ll be first mate. Let’s get cracking.’

      Roland followed his grandfather into the kitchen, ready for his instructions.

      ‘I’m the engineer,’ Victor Kray said, ‘so I’ll fry the eggs. You make the toast.’

      In just a few minutes, grandfather and grandson managed to fill the kitchen with smoke and the irresistible aroma of freshly
         made breakfast. They sat opposite one another at the kitchen table and raised their glasses full of creamy milk.
      

      ‘Here’s to a breakfast for growing boys,’ joked Victor Kray, pretending to be starving as he attacked his first slice of toast.

      Roland looked down. ‘I was in the ship yesterday,’ he mumbled.

      ‘I know,’ his grandfather replied, his mouth full. ‘Did you see anything new?’

      Roland hesitated, then put his glass on the table and looked up at the old man, who was trying to maintain a cheerful expression.

      ‘I think something bad is happening, Granddad,’ he said at last. ‘Something to do with some statues …’

      Victor Kray felt his stomach lurch. He stopped chewing and put down his half-eaten piece of toast.

      ‘This friend of mine, Max, he’s seen things,’ Roland continued.

      ‘Where does your friend live?’ asked the old man calmly.

      ‘In the Fleischmanns’ old house, by the north beach.’

      Victor Kray nodded slowly.

      ‘Roland, tell me everything you and your friends have seen. Please.’

      So Roland told him what had happened over the last two days, from the moment he had met Max to the events of the previous
         night.
      
When he’d finished his story he glanced at his grandfather, trying to guess his thoughts. The old man gave him a reassuring
         smile but remained impassive.
      

      ‘Finish your breakfast, Roland,’ he told him.

      ‘But …’ the boy protested.

      ‘When you’ve finished, go and find your friends and bring them here,’ the old man continued. ‘We have a lot to talk about.’

      *

      That morning, at thirty-four minutes past eleven, Maximilian Carver phoned from the hospital to give his children the latest
         news. Irina was continuing to make progress, albeit slowly, but the doctors still couldn’t assure them that she was out of
         danger. Alicia noticed that her father’s voice seemed fairly calm so she guessed that the worst was over.
      

      Five minutes later, the telephone rang again. This time it was Roland, calling from a café in town. They would meet at noon
         by the lighthouse. When Alicia put down the phone, she remembered the way Roland had looked at her, entranced, the night before
         on the beach. Smiling to herself, she went out to the porch to give Max the news. She recognised the outline of her brother,
         sitting on the beach, gazing out at the sea. Over the horizon, the first sparks of an electric storm crackled across the sky
         like a string of bright lights. Alicia walked down to the shore and sat next to Max. It was a cold morning and there was a bite in the air – she wished she’d brought a jumper with her.
      

      ‘Roland called,’ she said. ‘His grandfather wants to see us.’

      Max didn’t reply, his eyes still fixed on the sea. A flash of lightning tore through the sky.

      ‘You like Roland, don’t you?’ Max asked, playing with a handful of sand, letting it trickle through his fingers.

      Alicia considered her brother’s question.

      ‘Yes,’ she replied. ‘And I think he likes me too. Why do you ask, Max?’

      Max shrugged and threw the handful of sand towards the water’s edge.

      ‘I don’t know. I was thinking about what Roland said, about the war and all that. That he might be called up after the summer
         … It doesn’t matter. I suppose it’s none of my business.’
      

      Alicia turned to her younger brother and tried to look him in the eye. He raised his eyebrows the same way Maximilian Carver
         did, and she saw the reflections in his grey eyes, the bundle of nerves buried just beneath the surface of his skin.
      

      Alicia put her arm round Max and kissed him on the cheek.

      ‘Let’s go in,’ she said, shaking off the sand that had stuck to her dress. ‘It’s cold out here.’
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	  BY THE TIME THEY REACHED THE PATH THAT led up to the lighthouse, Max felt as if his legs had turned to butter. Before setting off, Alicia had offered to take the
         other bicycle that lay sleeping among the shadows of the garden shed, but Max had rejected the idea: he would take her on
         his bike just as Roland had done the day before. A kilometre on, he was already regretting his decision.
      

      As if he’d guessed how painfully difficult the long ride would be, Roland was waiting with his bicycle at the foot of the
         path. When he saw him, Max stopped pedalling and let his sister off. He took a deep breath and rubbed his muscles, which were
         in agony.
      

      ‘You look like you’ve shrunk a few centimetres, city boy,’ said Roland.
Max decided not to waste his breath responding to the joke. Without saying a word, Alicia climbed onto Roland’s bike and they
         started up the hill. Max waited a few seconds before pushing off. He knew what he was going to spend his first salary on:
         a motorbike.
      

      *

      The small dining room in the lighthouse cottage smelled of freshly brewed coffee and pipe tobacco. The floor and the walls
         were lined with dark wood and, apart from a very large bookcase and a few nautical objects that Max was unable to identify,
         there was barely any other decoration. A wood-burning stove and a table covered with a dark velvet cloth, surrounded by old
         armchairs of faded leather, were the only luxuries Victor Kray had allowed himself.
      

      Roland asked his friends to sit in the armchairs while he sat on a wooden chair between them. They waited for about five minutes,
         hardly speaking, listening to the old man’s footsteps on the floor above.
      

      At last, the lighthouse keeper made his appearance. He wasn’t as Max had imagined him. Victor Kray was a man of average height,
         with pale skin and a generous head of silvery hair crowning a face that did not reflect his real age.
      

      His green, penetrating eyes slowly scanned the faces of the brother and sister, as if he were trying to read their thoughts.
         Max smiled nervously and Victor Kray smiled back at him, a kind smile that lit up his face.
      

      ‘You’re the first visitors I’ve had in years,’ said the lighthouse keeper, taking a seat on one of the armchairs. ‘You’ll
         have to forgive my manners. Anyhow, when I was a child, I thought all this business about the polite way of doing things was
         a lot of nonsense. I still do.’
      

      ‘We’re not children, Granddad,’ said Roland.

      ‘Anyone younger than me is a baby,’ replied Victor Kray. ‘You must be Alicia. And you’re Max. You don’t need much of a brain
         to work that out.’
      

      Alicia smiled warmly. She’d only known the old man for a couple of minutes, but already she was charmed by the way he put
         them at ease. Max, meanwhile, was studying Victor’s face and trying to imagine him shut away in that lighthouse for decades,
         guarding the secret of the Orpheus.
      

      ‘I know what you must be thinking,’ Victor Kray continued. ‘Is everything we’ve seen or thought we’ve seen during these last
         couple of days real? Is it true? To be honest, I never imagined the day would come when I’d have to talk about this to anyone,
         not even Roland. But things often turn out differently from the way we expect. Don’t you agree?’
      

      Nobody replied.

      ‘Right. Let’s get straight to the point. First of all you must tell me everything you know. And when I say everything, I mean
         everything. Including details that might seem insignificant to you. Everything. Do you understand?’
      

      Max looked at the others.

      ‘Shall I go first?’

      Alicia and Roland nodded. Victor Kray gestured to him to begin his story.

      *

      During the next half-hour, Max recounted everything he remembered, without a pause. The eyes of the old man were attentive
         as he listened to Max’s words without the slightest hint of disbelief or – as Max was expecting – surprise.
      

      When he had finished his story, Victor Kray took out his pipe and began to pack it with tobacco.

      ‘Not bad,’ he muttered, ‘not bad …’

      The lighthouse keeper lit his pipe and a cloud of sweet-smelling smoke enveloped the room. He took a few puffs of his special
         tobacco and sat back in his armchair. Then, looking the three friends in the eye, he began to speak …
      

      *

      ‘I’ll be seventy-two this autumn, and although people say I don’t look my age, every year weighs on my back like a tombstone.
         Age makes you notice certain things. For example, I now know that a man’s life is broadly divided into three periods. During
         the first, it doesn’t even occur to us that one day we will grow old; we don’t think that time passes or that from the day we are born we’re all
         walking towards a common end. After the first years of youth comes the second period, in which a person becomes aware of the
         fragility of life and what begins like a simple niggling doubt rises inside you like a flood of uncertainties that will stay
         with you for the rest of your days. Finally, towards the end of life, we reach the period of acceptance and, consequently,
         of resignation – a time of waiting. Throughout my life I’ve known quite a few people who have become trapped in one of these
         stages and have never managed to get beyond them. It’s a terrible thing.’
      

      Victor Kray noticed they were listening intently, but they seemed to be slightly puzzled, wondering where he was going with
         all this. He stopped to enjoy another puff of his pipe and beamed at his audience.
      

      ‘This is a path we must all learn to follow on our own, praying we won’t lose our way before reaching the end. If, at the
         beginning of our lives, we were able to understand this apparently simple fact, we would be spared many of the miseries and
         pains of this world. But – and this is one of the great paradoxes of the universe – we are only granted this knowledge when
         it is already too late. Here endeth the lesson.
      

      ‘You’ll wonder why I’m telling you all this. Let me explain. One time in a million, someone who is still very young understands
         that life is a one-way journey and decides that the rules of the game don’t agree with him. It’s like when you decide to cheat because you know you can’t win.
         Usually you’re found out and you can’t cheat any more. But sometimes the cheat gets away with it. And if, instead of playing
         with dice or cards, the game consists of playing with life and death, then the cheat turns into someone very dangerous indeed.
      

      ‘A long time ago, when I was your age, one of the greatest cheats who ever set foot on this earth happened to cross my path.
         I never discovered his real name. In the poor area where I lived, all the kids on the street knew him as Cain. Others called
         him the Prince of Mist, because, as rumour had it, he always appeared out of the thick haze that covered the streets and alleyways
         at night and before dawn he disappeared again into the shadows.
      

      ‘Cain was a good-looking young man, but nobody seemed to know where he’d come from. Every night, in one of the many alleyways
         of our area, he gathered the local youngsters together – all of them ragged and covered in grime and soot from the factories
         – and he would propose a pact. Each child could make a wish and Cain would make it come true. In exchange, he asked for one
         thing only: complete loyalty. One night, Angus, my best friend, took me to one of Cain’s meetings. Cain was dressed like a
         gentleman who’d come straight from the opera, and he never stopped smiling. His eyes seemed to change colour in the dark and
         his voice was deep and measured. According to the other boys, Cain was a magician. I hadn’t believed a single word of the stories circulating about him, and that night I went along fully intending
         to have a laugh at this supposed magician. And yet I remember that, in his presence, any desire to make fun of him immediately
         vanished into thin air. As soon as I saw him, the only emotion I felt was fear and I was careful not to open my mouth. That
         night a few of the lads from the street made their wishes known to Cain. When they’d finished, Cain turned his icy eyes to
         the corner where my friend Angus and I were standing. He asked us whether we didn’t have any requests. I stood there, trying
         to keep my expression blank, but to my surprise Angus spoke. His father had lost his job that day. The steel plant where most
         of the local adults worked was laying off a substantial part of the workforce and replacing them with machines that worked
         longer hours for no pay and didn’t complain. The first people to lose their jobs in this lottery were the more troublesome
         leaders and Angus’s father seemed to have ticked all the boxes.
      

      ‘Angus had five brothers and sisters and his mother was sick, barely able to leave her bed. They all lived together squeezed
         into a miserable damp house that was falling to pieces. I don’t need to tell you the situation was desperate. In a small voice,
         Angus made his wish known to Cain: that his father get his job back at the steel works. Cain agreed and then, just as I had
         been told, we saw him disappear off into the mist. The following day Angus’s father was inexplicably called back to work. Cain had fulfilled his promise.
      

      ‘Two weeks later, Angus and I were returning home after a visit to a travelling fair on the outskirts of town. We didn’t want
         to get back too late, so we took a short cut along an abandoned railway line. It was dark, and we were walking through that
         eerie moonlit landscape when we saw a figure emerging from the mist and coming towards us. The figure was wrapped in a dark
         cloak. The Prince of Mist. We were paralysed with fear. Cain approached us and, with his usual smile, he spoke to Angus. He
         told my friend that the time had come for him to return the favour. Stricken with terror, Angus agreed. Cain said that his
         request was a simple one: a small settling of scores. In those days, the richest person in the area – in fact, the only rich
         person – was Skolimoski, a Polish tradesman who owned a food and clothing store where everyone did their shopping. Angus’s
         mission was to set fire to Skolimoski’s shop. The task was to be completed the following night. Angus tried to protest, but
         he couldn’t get the words out. There was something in Cain’s eyes that made it clear he was not prepared to accept anything
         other than total obedience. The magician left the same way he’d come.
      

      ‘We ran all the way home, and when I left Angus at his door and saw the horror that filled his eyes, my heart went out to
         him. The following day I combed the streets looking for my friend, but there was no trace of him. I was beginning to worry that Angus had decided to carry out the criminal act requested by Cain, so I decided to stand guard
         opposite Skolimoski’s store as soon as it grew dark. Angus never turned up, and the Pole’s shop didn’t go up in flames that
         night. I felt guilty for having doubted my friend and thought the best thing I could do was try to reassure him. I knew him
         well; he was bound to be at home, hiding, trembling at the thought of the sinister magician’s revenge. The next morning I
         went to his house. Angus wasn’t there. With tears in her eyes his mother told me he hadn’t come home that night and begged
         me to find him and bring him back.
      

      ‘Sick with fear, I scoured the whole area from top to bottom, not forgetting a single one of its stinking corners. Nobody
         had seen him. By the evening, exhausted and not knowing where else I could possibly look, a dark thought took hold of me.
         I returned to the path by the old railway line and followed the tracks that glowed faintly in the moonlight. I didn’t have
         to walk for long. I found my friend lying on the rails, in the same place where Cain had appeared out of the mist two nights
         before. I tried to feel his pulse, but my hands could find no skin on that body. Only ice. The body of my friend had been
         transformed into a grotesque statue of smoking blue ice that was slowly melting onto the abandoned line. Around his neck was
         a small medal with the same symbol I remembered seeing on Cain’s cloak – a six-pointed star within a circle. I stayed with Angus until his features vanished forever into the gloom in a pool of cold tears.
      

      ‘That same night, while I was discovering my friend’s horrific fate, Skolimoski’s store was destroyed by a ferocious fire.
         I never told anybody what I had witnessed that day.
      

      ‘Two months later, my family moved south, to a place far from our old home. As the months went by I started to believe that
         the Prince of Mist was only a bitter memory, a fragment of the bleak years spent in the shadows of that poor, dirty, violent
         town of my childhood … Until I saw him again and realised that what had happened that night had been only the beginning.’
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         ‘MY NEXT ENCOUNTER WITH THE PRINCE OF Mist took place a few months later. My father had just been promoted to chief engineer in a textile factory and to celebrate
         he decided to take us all to a large amusement park built on a wooden pier. I’ll never forget it. The pier stretched out into
         the sea and the buildings on it shone like a glass palace suspended from the sky. When night fell, the sight of all the multicoloured
         lights reflected on the water was magnificent. I’d never seen anything so beautiful. My father was over the moon: he’d rescued
         his family from what promised to be a miserable future and was now a man with a good job, highly regarded, and with enough
         money in his pocket to be able to let his children enjoy the same amusements as any other child in town. We had an early dinner and then my father gave us each a few coins to spend on whatever we liked
         while he and my mother strolled about arm in arm, rubbing shoulders with the well-to-do.
      

      ‘I was fascinated by the Big Wheel that turned ceaselessly at one end of the pier – its lights could be seen for miles along
         the coast – and I ran to join the queue. As I waited I became aware of a booth standing only a few metres away. Between lucky
         dips and shooting galleries, an intense purple light illuminated the mysterious den of Dr Cain, fortune-teller, magician and
         clairvoyant, as the notice outside proclaimed. A third-rate artist had depicted Cain’s face on the sign, which stared threateningly
         at any onlookers who walked past the new lair of the Prince of Mist. The portrait, together with the shadows projected by
         the purple lamp, lent the den a chilling, funereal appearance. A curtain with the six-pointed star embroidered in black cloaked
         the entrance.
      

      ‘As if drawn by an invisible force, I left the queue for the Big Wheel and walked over to the hut. I was trying to peek inside
         through a narrow gap when the curtain was flung open and a woman dressed in black, with skin as white as milk and dark, piercing
         eyes, beckoned to me. Inside, sitting behind a table under the glow of an oil lamp, I recognised the man I had met in another
         place and time: Cain. A large dark cat with golden eyes was grooming itself at his feet.
      
‘Without thinking twice, I went over to the table where the Prince of Mist was waiting for me, a smile on his face. I still
         remember his voice, deep and measured, saying my name over the hypnotic sound of the music from a merry-go-round that seemed
         to be far, far away …’
      

      *

      ‘Victor, my friend,’ Cain murmured, ‘if I weren’t a fortune-teller I’d say that fate wished our paths to cross again.’

      ‘Who are you?’ young Victor managed to stammer as he glanced over at the ghostly woman, who had retreated into the shadows.
      

      ‘I’m Dr Cain. Surely you saw the sign?’ Cain replied. ‘Having a nice time with your family?’

      Victor gulped and nodded.

      ‘That’s good,’ the magician went on. ‘Amusement is like laudanum: it takes away all the misery and pain, even if only for
         a short time.’
      

      ‘I don’t know what laudanum is,’ replied Victor.

      ‘A drug, my son, it’s a drug,’ Cain replied wearily, turning to look at a clock resting on a shelf to his right.

      The hands seemed to be going backwards.

      ‘Time does not exist, that’s why we mustn’t lose it. Have you decided on your wish?’

      ‘I don’t have a wish,’ Victor replied shakily.

      Cain burst out laughing.
‘Come, come. None of us has only one wish; we have hundreds. And life doesn’t grant us many chances to make them come true.’
         Cain looked over at the mysterious woman with a grimace that was meant to look like pity. ‘Isn’t that true, dearest?’
      

      The woman didn’t reply. It almost seemed as if she was made of wood and was incapable of movement.

      ‘But some of us are lucky, Victor,’ said Cain, leaning over the table. ‘Like you. Because you can make your dreams come true,
         Victor. And you know how.’
      

      ‘The way Angus did?’ Victor snapped despite himself. He’d noticed something odd that he couldn’t get out of his mind: Cain
         hadn’t blinked at all, not even once.
      

      ‘An accident, dear friend. An unfortunate accident,’ said Cain, adopting a note of concern. ‘It’s a mistake to think that
         dreams can come true without having to offer anything in exchange. Don’t you agree, Victor? It wouldn’t be fair. Angus tried
         to forget he had certain obligations, and that could not be tolerated. But that is all in the past. Let’s talk about the future,
         your future.’
      

      ‘Is that what you did?’ Victor asked, emboldened by fear. ‘Make your own dream come true? To become what you are now? What did you have to give in exchange?’
      

      Cain lost his reptilian smile and fixed his eyes on Victor Kray. For a moment the boy feared Cain was going to pounce on him
         and tear him to shreds. Eventually, Cain sighed.
      
‘An intelligent young man. That’s what I like, Victor. And yet you still have a lot to learn. When you’re ready, come and
         visit me again. You’ll know how to find me. I hope to see you soon.’
      

      ‘I doubt that,’ Victor replied, getting to his feet, his heart still pounding.

      Like a sagging puppet whose strings have suddenly been pulled, the woman walked towards him, as if to see him out. Victor
         was only a few steps from the door when he heard Cain’s voice behind him.
      

      ‘One more thing, Victor. About your wishes. Give it some thought. The offer still stands. You may not be interested, but perhaps
         some member of your wonderfully happy family has a secret desire they dare not mention. That’s my speciality …’
      

      Without pausing to reply, Victor stepped out into the fresh night air. He took a deep breath and ran off in search of his
         family. As he left, Dr Cain’s laughter echoed behind him like the cry of a hyena.
      

      *

      Until then, Max had been listening spellbound to the old man’s story, without daring to ask any of the thousands of questions
         that were spilling over in his brain. Victor Kray seemed to read his thoughts and pointed at him accusingly.
      

      ‘Patience, young man. All the pieces will fit together in due course. You’re not allowed to interrupt. OK?’
Although the warning was directed at Max, the friends agreed in unison.

      ‘Good, good …’ the lighthouse keeper mumbled.

      *

      ‘That night I decided to stay away from that man forever and try to erase all thoughts of him from my mind. It wasn’t easy.
         Whoever Dr Cain was, he had a strange way of getting inside your head, like a splinter that goes deeper into your skin the
         more you try to pull it out. I couldn’t talk about him with anyone or they’d think I was a lunatic, and I couldn’t go to the
         authorities because I wouldn’t have known where to begin. So I did the only thing that seemed wise in this sort of situation:
         I decided to let time go by.
      

      ‘Things were going well for us in our new home and I was lucky enough to meet someone who proved to be a great help to me:
         a priest who taught maths and physics at school. His name was Darius. At first he seemed to have his head in the clouds half
         the time, but in fact his intelligence was only equalled by his kindness, although he concealed it well, pretending to be
         just another mad scientist. Darius encouraged me to work hard and discover the joys of mathematics, so it wasn’t surprising
         that, after a few years in his charge, my talent for science became increasingly clear. Initially, I wanted to follow in his
         footsteps and devote myself to teaching, but the reverend father gave me a severe telling off and said that what I had to do was go to college, study physics and become the best engineer the country had ever seen. Either I did that,
         or he would never speak to me again.
      

      ‘Darius was the one who managed to get me a university grant and who set me on the path towards what could, or should, have
         been. He passed away the week before my graduation. I’m no longer ashamed to say that I felt his loss as much or more than
         the loss of my own father. In college I became a close friend of the person who would lead me once more to a meeting with
         Dr Cain: a young medical student whose family was scandalously wealthy – or so it seemed to me – called Richard Fleischmann.
         Indeed, the future Dr Fleischmann who, years later, would build the house by the beach.
      

      ‘Richard Fleischmann was an impetuous young man, prone to excess. He was used to the fact that throughout his life things
         had always turned out the way he’d wanted them to, and when, for any reason, something did not go as planned he would fly
         into a rage. A quirk of fate is what led us to become friends: we both fell in love with the same woman, Eva Gray, the daughter
         of the most unbearable, tyrannical chemistry professor on the campus.
      

      ‘At first we’d all go out together, the three of us, and on Sundays we’d go away for the day whenever that ogre, Theodore
         Gray, didn’t manage to stop us. But this arrangement didn’t last long. The most curious thing about it was that Fleischmann and I, far from being rivals, became the best of friends. Every night, when we returned Eva
         to the ogre’s cave, we’d walk back to our rooms together knowing that, sooner or later, one of us would be out of the running.
      

      ‘Until that day came, we spent the best two years of my life together. But everything must come to an end. The break-up of
         our inseparable trio arrived on the night of our graduation. Although I’d achieved every kind of success imaginable, I was
         feeling down in the dumps because of the death of my old tutor. So, although I never drank, Eva and Richard decided they should
         get me drunk that night to rid me of my melancholy. Needless to say, the ogre, Theodore, who supposedly was as deaf as a post
         yet seemed to be able to hear through walls when it suited him, uncovered our plan, and when the evening ended, Fleischmann
         and I found ourselves alone, completely smashed in some seedy bar, where we devoted our time to praising the object of our
         impossible love, Eva Gray.
      

      ‘That same night, as we stumbled back to the campus, a travelling fair seemed to emerge from the mist beside the railway station.
         Convinced that a ride on the merry-go-round would cure us of our drunken state, Fleischmann and I walked into the fair and
         ended up outside the den of Dr Cain, magician, fortune-teller and clairvoyant, as his sinister sign still announced. Fleischmann
         had a brilliant idea. We would go in and ask the fortune-teller to reveal the enigma: which of us would Eva choose? Despite my drunken daze, I had enough common sense
         not to go in, but I could not stop my friend, who rushed headlong into the tent.
      

      ‘I suppose I passed out, because I don’t remember much about the following hours. When I regained consciousness, my head throbbing,
         Fleischmann and I were lying on an old wooden bench. Day was breaking and the caravans from the fair had disappeared, as if
         all the lights, noise and crowds of the night had been an illusion conjured by our alcohol-soaked brains. We stood up and
         gazed at the deserted plot of land around us. I asked my friend whether he remembered anything about the previous night. Fleischmann
         told me he’d dreamed that he’d gone into a magician’s den and when he’d been asked what his greatest wish was, he’d replied
         that he wanted to be loved by Eva Gray. Then he laughed, joking about our monumental hangover, convinced that nothing he’d
         told me had actually happened.
      

      ‘Two months later, Eva Gray and Richard Fleischmann were married. They didn’t even invite me to the wedding. I wouldn’t see
         them again for over twenty years.’
      

      *

      ‘One wet winter’s day, a man wearing a raincoat followed me from the office to my home. From the dining-room window I could
         see that the stranger was watching my house. I hesitated for a few moments and then went outside, ready to unmask the mysterious spy. It was Richard Fleischmann,
         trembling with cold, his face wrinkled with age and a haunted look in his eyes. My old friend looked as if he hadn’t slept
         in months. I made him come in and offered him a cup of hot coffee. Without daring to look me in the eye he asked about that
         night long ago, in Dr Cain’s lair.
      

      ‘I was in no mood for pleasantries. I asked him what Cain had demanded in exchange for making his wish come true. Fleischmann,
         his face distorted by fear and shame, sank to his knees in front of me, crying and begging for my help. I ignored his tears,
         insisting on an answer to my question. What had he promised Dr Cain in exchange for his services?
      

      ‘“My firstborn son,” he replied. “I promised him my son …”’

      *

      ‘Fleischmann confessed to me that for years, and without her knowledge, he’d been administering a drug to his wife that prevented
         her from conceiving a child. But eventually Eva Fleischmann had plunged into a deep depression and the absence of the child
         she so desired had turned their marriage into a living hell. Fleischmann was afraid that if Eva didn’t conceive she would
         soon lose her mind, or that, with so much sadness, her life would slowly be extinguished, like a candle going out through lack of oxygen. He told me there was no one else he could turn to and he begged my forgiveness then asked for my
         help. In the end I said I would help him, not for his sake but out of the affection I still felt for Eva Gray and in memory
         of our old friendship.
      

      ‘That very night I threw Fleischmann out of my house, but my plan was very different to what the man I had once considered
         my friend imagined. I followed him through the rain, tracking him across the city. I asked myself why I was doing it. But
         the very thought that Eva Gray, who had rejected me when we were both so young, might have to hand over her son to that vile
         sorcerer, made my stomach turn and was sufficient reason for me to confront Dr Cain once more, even though I was increasingly
         aware that I might not escape unharmed.
      

      ‘Fleischmann’s wanderings led me to the new lair of my former acquaintance, the Prince of Mist. His new home was a travelling
         circus, and to my surprise Dr Cain had given up his role as fortune-teller and clairvoyant in favour of a persona more in
         keeping with his sense of humour. He was dressed as a clown, his face painted white and red, although his constantly changing
         eyes gave away his identity even beneath dozens of layers of make-up. Cain’s circus flew a flag decorated with the six-pointed
         star at the top of a tall mast and the magician had surrounded himself with a group of sinister companions who used the cover
         of being circus performers to disguise something else much darker. For two weeks I spied on Cain’s circus and soon discovered that its threadbare, yellowing big top concealed a gang of tricksters,
         criminals and thieves who robbed and stole wherever they went. I also discovered that Dr Cain’s lack of care in choosing his
         slaves had resulted in a trail of crimes, disappearances and thefts which had not gone unnoticed by the local police, who
         could smell the stench of corruption emanating from the ghoulish troupe.
      

      ‘Naturally, Cain was aware of the situation, so he decided that he and his friends must vanish from the country as quickly
         as possible, but in a discreet way, preferably avoiding the police and their irritating procedures. That is how, taking advantage
         of a gambling debt that had been handed to him at a convenient moment – thanks to the stupidity of the Dutch captain – Dr
         Cain was able to board the Orpheus that night. And I alongside him.
      

      ‘What happened on the night of the storm is something that even I cannot explain. Fierce winds dragged the Orpheus towards the coast and flung her against the rocks, opening a gash in the hull that caused her to sink in a matter of minutes.
         I was hiding in one of the lifeboats, which broke loose when the ship ran aground and was then hurled by the breakers onto
         the beach. That is the only reason I survived. Cain and his henchmen were travelling in the bilge, hidden under crates in
         case of an inspection halfway through the journey. I suppose that when the icy water flooded the bowels of the ship, they didn’t even realise what was happening …’
      

      *

      ‘And the bodies were never found.’ Max was stunned.

      Victor Kray shook his head.

      ‘Often, when storms are violent, the sea carries the bodies away,’ said the lighthouse keeper.

      ‘But it usually returns them, even if it’s many days later,’ Max replied. ‘I’ve read that.’

      ‘Don’t believe everything you read,’ said the old man, ‘although in this case it could be true.’

      ‘Then what happened?’ asked Alicia.

      ‘For years I’ve had a theory even I didn’t quite believe it. But now everything seems to confirm it.’

      *

      ‘I was the sole survivor of the shipwreck. Yet when I recovered consciousness in hospital I realised that something strange
         had occurred. I decided to build this lighthouse and stay here, but you already know that part of the story. I was sure that
         the night of the storm didn’t spell the end of Dr Cain; it was only a pause in time. That’s why I’ve remained here all these
         years. When Roland’s parents died some time later, I took him in, and he, in exchange, has been my only company during my
         exile.
      

      ‘But that isn’t all. A few years later I made another fatal mistake. I tried to get in touch with Eva Gray. I suppose I wanted to know if everything I’d gone through had been
         worth it. Fleischmann got in first – he discovered my whereabouts and paid me a visit. I told him what had happened, and my
         words seemed to free him of all the ghosts that had tormented him for years. He decided to build the house by the beach and,
         soon after, little Jacob was born. Those were the best years of Eva’s life. Until the death of the boy.
      

      ‘The day Jacob Fleischmann drowned I knew that the Prince of Mist had never left. He had remained in the shadows, waiting
         patiently for something powerful to return him to the world of the living. And nothing is as powerful as a promise …’
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    WHEN THE OLD LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER FINISHED his story, Max looked at his watch: it was a few minutes to five. Outside, light rain had started to fall across the bay
         and the wind from the sea banged insistently against the shutters.
      

      ‘There’s a storm brewing,’ said Roland, scanning the leaden horizon.

      ‘Max, we should get back home. Dad is going to call us soon,’ Alicia added.

      Max agreed, reluctantly. He needed to consider everything the old man had told them, to try to fit the pieces of the jigsaw
         together. The effort of remembering his tale seemed to have plunged Victor Kray into a listless silence, and he stared blankly
         ahead from his armchair.
      
‘Max …’ Alicia hissed.

      Max stood up and waved a silent goodbye to the old man, who responded with a tiny nod of his head. Roland observed the old
         lighthouse keeper for a few seconds more, then followed his friends outside.
      

      ‘What now?’ asked Max.

      ‘I don’t know what to think,’ Alicia declared.

      ‘Don’t you believe the story?’ asked Max.

      ‘It’s not an easy story to believe,’ Alicia replied. ‘There must be some other explanation.’

      Max looked at Roland.

      ‘You don’t believe your grandfather either, Roland?’

      ‘Honestly, I don’t know what to believe … Anyway, let’s go before the storm reaches us. I’ll come with you.’

      Alicia jumped onto Roland’s bicycle and they sped off on the return journey. Max turned for a moment to look at the cottage
         and wondererd whether years of solitude on the cliff top could have led Victor Kray to make up his grim story, which he clearly
         believed to be true. He let the cool drizzle refresh his face then set off downhill.
      

      The tale of Cain and Victor Kray was still running through his mind when he reached the road that bordered the bay. Pedalling
         on through the rain, Max began to sort the facts into the only order that seemed plausible to him. Even supposing that everything
         the old man had told them was true – which was hard to accept – the situation was still unclear. A powerful magician who had been hibernating for many years appeared to be slowly coming back to life. If he followed this train of thought, the
         death of Jacob Fleischmann had been the first sign of Cain’s return. And yet there was something about the whole story, which
         the lighthouse keeper had concealed for so long, that just didn’t add up.
      

      The first flashes of lightning stained the sky scarlet and the strong wind began to spit large drops of rain in Max’s face.
         He hurried on even though his legs had not yet recovered from that morning’s exercise. There were still a couple of kilometres
         to go before he reached the beach house.
      

      Max knew he couldn’t simply accept the old man’s tale and assume that it explained everything. The ghostly presence of the
         statues in the walled garden and the events of those first few days in the town suggested that some sinister mechanism had
         been set in motion and nobody could predict what might happen next. With or without the help of Roland and Alicia, Max was
         determined to carry on his investigation until he got to the bottom of the mystery. He would begin with something that might
         hold the key to the whole conundrum: Jacob Fleischmann’s films. The more he went over the story in his mind, the more Max
         was convinced that Victor Kray hadn’t told them everything. Not by a long shot.
      

      *
Alicia and Roland were waiting on the porch when Max, soaking wet, left his bicycle in the shed and ran over to take shelter
         from the downpour.
      

      ‘That’s the second time this week.’ Max laughed. ‘At this rate I’ll shrink. You’re not thinking of going back now, are you,
         Roland?’
      

      ‘’Fraid so,’ he replied, gazing at the thick curtain of water. ‘I don’t want to leave my grandfather alone.’

      ‘At least take a coat. You’ll catch your death out there,’ Alicia pointed out.

      ‘I don’t need one; I’m used to it. Besides, it’s only a summer storm. It’ll soon be over.’

      ‘The voice of experience,’ joked Max.

      ‘Well, yes …’

      ‘I think we shouldn’t talk about it any more until tomorrow,’ Alicia suggested after a pause. ‘A good night’s sleep will help
         us see things more clearly. That’s what my father always says.’
      

      ‘And who’s going to sleep tonight after a story like that?’ Max blurted out.

      ‘Your sister’s right,’ said Roland.

      ‘Creep,’ Max shot back.

      ‘Changing the subject, I was planning to go diving again tomorrow. I might get back the sextant someone dropped the other
         day …’ Roland stated.
      

      Max was trying to think of a crushing reply – he thought it was a terrible idea to go diving around the Orpheus once more – but Alicia answered first.
      
‘We’ll be there,’ she said softly.

      A sixth sense told Max that the plural she had used was just her way of being polite.

      ‘I’ll see you tomorrow then,’ Roland replied, his eyes never leaving Alicia’s face.

      ‘Hello, I’m here,’ said Max in a singsong voice.

      ‘See you tomorrow, Max.’ Roland walked off towards his bicycle.

      They watched as Roland rode off into the storm, remaining on the porch until his figure had disappeared.

      ‘You should put on some dry clothes, Max. While you change I’ll make something for dinner,’ Alicia said.

      ‘You?’ Max retorted. ‘You can’t even cook.’

      ‘Who said anything about cooking? This isn’t a hotel. In you go,’ ordered Alicia, a wicked smile on her lips.

      Max decided to follow her advice and went indoors. The absence of Irina and his parents increased the feeling the house gave
         him of being an intruder in someone else’s home. It was unusually quiet inside, as if something was missing. As he climbed
         the stairs towards his bedroom, he realised what it was. The cat. He hadn’t seen Irina’s odious pet for a couple of days now.
         All things considered, he decided it wasn’t a great loss and put the thought from his mind.
      

      *

      True to her word, Alicia didn’t waste a second longer in the kitchen than was strictly necessary. She prepared a few slices of bread with butter and jam, and poured two glasses of milk.
      

      When Max glimpsed the tray with what was supposed to be his dinner, the expression on his face said it all.

      ‘Not one word,’ Alicia threatened. ‘I didn’t come into this world to spend my life cooking.’

      ‘You don’t say …’ replied Max, who wasn’t very hungry anyway.

      They ate their meal quietly, waiting for the phone to ring with news from the hospital, but the call didn’t come.

      ‘Perhaps they rang earlier, while we were at the lighthouse,’ Max suggested.

      ‘Perhaps,’ said Alicia.

      Max noticed the worried expression on his sister’s face.

      ‘If anything had happened, they would have called,’ he argued. ‘Everything will be fine.’

      Alicia smiled meekly, confirming to Max his ability to comfort others with arguments that even he didn’t believe.

      ‘I suppose so,’ she agreed. ‘I’m going to bed. What about you?’

      Max downed his milk and pointed towards the kitchen.

      ‘I’ll be up in a minute, but I think I’ll get something else to eat. I’m starving,’ he lied.

      ‘On you go. I’m done.’
Max watched his sister disappear upstairs. As soon as he heard Alicia close her bedroom door, Max put down his glass and went
         off to the shed in search of more films from Jacob Fleischmann’s private collection.
      

      *

      Max turned on the projector and the beam of light flooded the wall with the blurred image of what looked like a collection
         of symbols. Slowly, the picture came into focus and Max realised that what he’d thought were symbols were numbers placed in
         a circle and that he was looking at the face of a clock. The hands of the clock were still and the shadows they projected
         onto the face were clear and defined, from which Max inferred that the shot was filmed in full sunlight or at least under
         an intense source of light. The film continued to show the clock face until, slowly at first and then progressively gathering
         speed, the hands began to turn anticlockwise. The person operating the camera took a step back and it became clear that the
         clock was hanging from a chain. A further backward movement of a metre or so revealed that this chain was suspended from a
         white hand. The hand of a statue.
      

      Max immediately recognised the walled garden that had appeared in the first of Jacob Fleischmann’s films they’d viewed a couple
         of days ago. As before, the position of the statues was different to how Max remembered it. Now the camera began to move through the figures again, with no cuts or pauses, just as it had in the first film. Every two metres or so the lens closed in on
         the face of one of the statues. One by one, Max examined the frozen expressions of the circus troupe. He pictured them fighting
         in vain to escape their horrific deaths in the pitch dark and icy waters of the Orpheus’s hold.
      

      Finally, almost in slow motion, the camera approached the figure marking the centre of the six-pointed star. The clown. Dr
         Cain. The Prince of Mist. At his feet Max noticed the motionless shape of a cat stretching a sharp claw in the air. Max, who
         didn’t recall having seen it when he visited the walled garden, would have bet his life that the uncanny likeness between
         this stone cat and the creature Irina had adopted at the station was no coincidence. As he stared at the images, with the
         rain pounding against the windowpanes as the storm moved inland, it was easy to believe the story the lighthouse keeper had
         told them that afternoon. The malevolent presence of the stone figures was enough to remove any doubt, however reasonable
         that doubt might have seemed in the light of day.
      

      The camera now closed in on the clown’s face, pausing only half a metre away and remaining there for a few seconds. Max checked
         the reel: the film was coming to an end. Suddenly, a movement on the screen caught his attention. The stone face was moving,
         almost imperceptibly. Max stood up and walked over to the wall on which the film was being projected. The pupils of those stone eyes dilated and the lips arched slowly into a cruel smile,
         laying bare a row of long, sharp teeth, like the fangs of a wolf. Max felt his throat constrict.
      

      An instant later the image disappeared, and Max heard the reel spinning as the film ended.

      Max turned off the projector and took a deep breath. Now he believed everything Victor Kray had said, but this didn’t make
         him feel any better – quite the opposite. He went up to his room and closed the door behind him. Through the window, in the
         distance, he could just about make out the walled garden. Once again, the stone enclosure was submerged in a dense, impenetrable
         mist.
      

      That night, however, the darkness didn’t seem to come from the forest, but from within himself. It was as if the mist were
         nothing other than the frozen breath of Dr Cain, waiting with a smile for the moment of his return.
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     WHEN MAX WOKE THE FOLLOWING MORNING his head felt like a bowl of jelly. From what he could see out of the window the storm was gone and it promised to be a bright,
         sunny day. He sat up lazily and took his watch from the bedside table. The first thing he thought was that it wasn’t working properly.
         But when he put it next to his ear he realised that the mechanism was working fine; he was the one who’d lost his bearings. It was twelve noon.
      

      He jumped out of bed and rushed downstairs. There was a note on the dining-room table. He picked it up and read his sister’s
         spidery writing:
      

       

         Good morning, Sleeping Beauty,

         By the time you read this I’ll be on the beach with Roland. I’ve borrowed your bicycle, hope you don’t mind. I see you went to the movies last night, so I didn’t want to wake
               you. Dad called first thing and says they still don’t know when they’ll be able to come home. There’s been no change in Irina,
               but the doctors say she’ll probably be out of the coma in a few days. I convinced Dad not to worry about us (it wasn’t easy).

         By the way, there’s nothing for breakfast.

         We’ll be on the beach. Sweet dreams …

         Alicia

      
      Max reread the note three times before leaving it on the table. He ran upstairs and hurriedly washed his face. Then he slipped
         on a pair of swimming shorts and a blue shirt and went out to the garden shed to find the other bicycle. By the time he got
         to the road that skirted the beach his stomach was already screaming for its morning rations, so when he reached the town
         he changed direction and headed for the bakery in the main square. The delicious aroma called to him from several metres away
         and the approving rumbles of his stomach confirmed that he’d made the right decision. Two sweet buns and two chocolate bars
         later he set off for the beach with a saintly smile stamped on his face.
      

      *

      Alicia’s bicycle was leaning on its stand by the path that led to the beach and Roland’s cabin. Max left his bicycle next to his sister’s. Still the city boy, it occurred to him that even if the town didn’t seem like a haven for thieves,
         it wouldn’t be a bad idea to buy a couple of padlocks. He stopped for a moment to look at the lighthouse on the cliff top
         and then began walking towards the beach. Shortly before he came to the end of the path that led between tall grasses to the
         bay, he stopped.
      

      On the shore, about twenty metres from where Max was standing, Alicia was lying on the sand. Leaning over her was Roland,
         his fingertips slowly caressing the pale skin of her belly. He drew closer to Alicia and kissed her on the lips. Alicia rolled
         onto her side then climbed on top of Roland, her hands pinning his against the sand. On her lips was a smile Max had never
         seen before.
      

      Max took a step or two back and hid among the grass, praying they hadn’t seen him. He remained there, not moving, wondering
         what he should do next. Turn up, smiling like an idiot, and wish them a good morning? Or go off for a walk?
      

      Max didn’t consider himself a spy, but he couldn’t resist the temptation to peek once more through the tall grass at his sister
         and Roland. He could hear their laughter and see that Roland’s hands were moving shyly over Alicia’s body. Exploring. From
         the way his hands were shaking, Max deduced that this was, if not the first time, then at most the second time Roland had
         found himself in such a momentous situation. Max wondered whether it was also the first time for Alicia. He had to admit that he didn’t know the answer. Although they’d spent their whole life living under the same roof, Alicia had always
         been a mystery to him.
      

      To see her lying there on the beach kissing Roland made him feel uneasy, and it wasn’t something he’d expected. From the beginning
         he’d realised that there was something between her and Roland, but it was one thing to imagine it and another, very different
         thing to see it with his own eyes. He peered out again but suddenly felt that he had no right to be there: the moment belonged
         only to his sister and Roland. Silently he retraced his steps as far as the bicycles and left the beach.
      

      As he did so he wondered whether perhaps he was jealous. Maybe it was just that he’d spent years thinking of his sister as
         a child, older than he was but with no secrets, certainly someone who didn’t go around kissing people. For a moment he laughed
         at his own naivety and gradually he started to feel better about what he’d seen. He couldn’t predict what would happen the
         following week, or what the end of the summer would bring, but that day Max was sure that his sister was happy. And that was
         more than he’d been able to say about her for many years.
      

      Max rode back to the town centre and left his bike by the library. Inside, he found an old glass counter displaying the library’s
         opening hours and other public notices, including the monthly programme for the only cinema in the region and a map of the town. Max concentrated on the map, studying it carefully. The layout looked very similar
         to the way he’d imagined it.
      

      It was a detailed outline showing the port, the town centre, the north beach where the Carvers’ house was situated, the bay
         to the south with the Orpheus and the lighthouse, the sports grounds near the railway station, and the cemetery. A thought flashed through Max’s mind.
         The local cemetery. Why hadn’t he thought of it before? He looked at his watch and saw that it was already ten past two. Grabbing
         his bicycle, he rode off up the main street, heading for the road that led away from the shore towards the small graveyard
         where he hoped to find the tomb of Jacob Fleischmann.
      

      *

      The cemetery was a large rectangular enclosure, reached via a long path that wound its way uphill between tall cypress trees.
         There was nothing particularly original about it, he supposed. The stone walls seemed quite old, though not ancient, and from
         the outside it looked like a typical small-town graveyard, where except for a couple of days a year – excluding local funerals
         – visitors were few and far between. The gates were open and a metal sign, covered in rust, announced that the opening hours
         were from 9 a.m. to 5 p.m. in the summer, and from 8 to 4 in winter. If there was anyone guarding the place, Max couldn’t
         see them.
      
On his way there, he had prepared himself for a sombre, sinister landscape, but the bright early-summer sunshine made it look
         more like a cloister, quiet and only vaguely sad.
      

      Max left his bicycle leaning against the outer wall and walked into the cemetery. It was dotted with modest tombs that probably
         belonged to some of the more established local families. Here and there he saw walls containing recesses for burial urns that
         appeared to be more recent.
      

      Although it had crossed his mind that the Fleischmanns might have preferred to bury their little Jacob far from this place,
         something told Max that the remains of Dr Fleischmann’s heir would be resting in the town in which he was born. It took him
         almost half an hour to find the grave, at the far end of the cemetery, under the shade of two old cypress trees. It was a
         mausoleum to which time and rain had lent an air of abandon and neglect. The structure resembled a narrow marble hut, and
         it was blackened and dirty. Its wrought-iron gate was flanked by statues of two angels that looked towards heaven with imploring
         eyes. Jammed between the rusty bars of the gate was a bunch of dry flowers that must have been there since time immemorial.
      

      An aura of sadness seemed to surround the tomb, and although it was obvious that it hadn’t been visited for some time, the
         echoes of pain and tragedy still felt recent. He followed the flagstone path leading up to the tomb and stopped at the entrance. The gate was half open and a strong smell of musty air came from within. All around there was
         complete silence. Max glanced one last time at the stone angels guarding Jacob Fleischmann’s tomb and entered, aware that,
         if he waited one more minute, he’d be tempted to run away from the place as fast as his legs could carry him.
      

      The inside of the mausoleum was engulfed in darkness. Max was able to make out a trail of dead flowers on the floor leading
         to the foot of a tombstone on which Jacob Fleischmann’s name had been carved. But there was something else. Under Jacob’s
         name, presiding over the stone that held his remains, was the symbol of a six-pointed star within a circle.
      

      Max felt an unpleasant tingling down his spine and for the first time he wondered why he’d come to the cemetery on his own.
         Behind him, the daylight seemed to be growing fainter. He pulled out his watch and looked at the time, thinking that perhaps
         he’d spent longer in this place than he’d intended and that some guard had locked the gates, leaving him trapped inside. The
         hands on his watch showed it was two minutes past three. Max took a deep breath and tried to calm down.
      

      He had a last look around, and after making sure there was nothing else here that could shed new light on the story of Dr
         Cain, he got ready to leave. It was then that he realised he was not alone inside the tomb. He could hear the sound behind
         him. A sound like nails clicking over stone. He slowly turned round. Something was moving in the gloom, a dark figure creeping along the ceiling, advancing
         slowly, like an insect. Max broke out in a cold sweat and he could feel his watch slipping from his hands. He took a few steps
         back and looked up. At first he could only make out the eyes, which were trained on him. One of the stone angels he’d seen
         at the entrance was walking upside down on the ceiling. The figure stopped and, staring at Max, gave a canine smile then pointed
         an accusing finger at him. Gradually, the angel’s features melted until they were transformed into the familiar face of the
         clown, Dr Cain. Max could see burning anger and hatred in those eyes. He knew he had to run to the door but his legs wouldn’t
         respond. Terrified, he could only close his eyes and stand, rooted to the spot, shaking, waiting for those stone claws to
         caress his face. Moments later he felt a fetid, icy breath on his face. He opened his eyes, resolved to face death head on,
         but there was nothing there. The apparition had dissolved into the shadows. Max still stood, paralysed. Perhaps the creature
         was just behind his back, closing in.
      

      This time he didn’t hang about. He ran to the exit as fast as he could and didn’t stop to look behind him until he was back
         on his bicycle and had put at least a hundred metres between himself and the cemetery gates. Pedalling furiously helped him
         to regain control of his nerves. He told himself it had just been a trick of the light, a macabre manipulation of his own fears. That was all. Maybe there was still time for him to go back to the beach
         and join his sister and Roland for a swim. He was about to check his watch when he realised it wasn’t there. He’d dropped
         the precious present his father had given him for his birthday inside the tomb.
      

      ‘You idiot,’ he muttered to himself.

      He contemplated his options. The idea of returning to that place to recover his watch was unthinkable. Defeated, Max rode
         back towards the bay. But this time he wasn’t looking for Roland and his sister; he wanted to see the old lighthouse keeper.
         There were a number of questions he wanted to ask the old man.
      

      *

      The lighthouse keeper listened attentively to Max’s account of what had happened in the cemetery. When the story was over,
         he nodded gravely and gestured to Max to sit down next to him.
      

      ‘Can I be honest with you, Mr Kray?’ Max asked.

      ‘I hope you will be, young man,’ Victor Kray replied. ‘When you get to my age you realise lying is a waste of time.’

      ‘But you lied to us, sir,’ Max prompted, instantly regretting his bluntness.

      Victor Kray regarded him with piercing eyes.

      ‘What makes you think I did, Max?’

      Max tried to choose his words more carefully this time. He had not meant to offend the lighthouse keeper and was convinced that if the old man had not told them the whole
         truth it was probably for a reason.
      

      ‘I have a feeling that yesterday you didn’t tell us everything you know. Don’t ask me why – it’s just a hunch,’ said Max.

      ‘A hunch,’ echoed Victor Kray.

      ‘My father says a hunch is your brain’s way of taking a short cut to the truth,’ replied Max.

      ‘He’s a wise man, your father. What else does he say?’

      ‘That the more you try to hide from the truth, the quicker it finds you.’

      The lighthouse keeper smiled.

      ‘And what do you think the truth is, Max?’

      ‘I don’t know … I think that Dr Cain, or whoever he is, is about to make a move. Soon,’ Max said. ‘And I think that all the
         things that have been happening over the last few days are just a sign of what is to come.’
      

      ‘What is to come,’ the lighthouse keeper repeated. ‘That’s an interesting way of putting it, Max.’

      ‘Look, Mr Kray,’ Max interjected. ‘I’ve had the fright of my life. Very strange things have been happening to me, and I’m
         sure my family, you, Roland and I are in danger. The last thing I need right now is another mystery.’
      

      The old man smiled again, nodding.

      ‘That’s what I like. Direct and forceful.’ Victor Kray laughed without conviction. ‘You see, Max, if I told you the story about Dr Cain yesterday, it wasn’t to entertain you or
         to reminisce about old times. I told you so that you would all know what is happening and you’d be vigilant. The last few
         days have been tough for you; I’ve been in this lighthouse for twenty-five years with one sole objective: to keep an eye on
         that beast. That’s my only purpose in life. I’ll be honest too, Max. I’m not going to throw away twenty-five years because
         some kid decides to play detective. Maybe I shouldn’t have told you anything. Perhaps it would be best if you forgot everything
         I’ve said and kept away from those statues and my grandson.’
      

      Max tried to protest, but the lighthouse keeper raised his hand and silenced him.

      ‘I’ve already told you more than you need to know,’ Victor Kray pronounced. ‘Don’t push it too far, Max. Forget Jacob Fleischmann
         and burn those films immediately. Today. That’s the best advice I can give you. And now, young man, get out of here.’
      

      *

      Victor Kray watched Max cycle away. He knew he had been harsh and unfair to the boy, but in his heart he believed it was the
         wisest thing to do. He also knew that the lad was intelligent and he couldn’t fool him. Max suspected that he was hiding something,
         but even so he hadn’t been able to grasp the magnitude of Victor’s secret. Events were gathering pace, and now, after a quarter of a century, as his life was nearing an end, Victor felt weaker
         and more alone than ever, his fear and anguish about the reappearance of Dr Cain threatening to overwhelm him.
      

      Victor Kray tried to banish the bitter memory of a whole existence entwined with that sinister character, from the dirty suburbs
         of his childhood to his imprisonment in the lighthouse. The Prince of Mist had robbed him of his best friend and of the only
         woman he had ever loved; he’d stolen every minute of his long adult life, turning him into his shadow. Victor Kray had spent
         countless nights in the lighthouse trying to imagine what his life might have been like if fate had not decided that the powerful
         magician would cross his path. Now he knew that any memories he might cherish during the last years of his life would be only
         fictions from a biography he’d never lived.
      

      His last remaining hope lay in Roland and in the promise he’d made himself that the boy would have a future far away from
         that nightmare. There was little time left and Victor’s strength was nothing like the force that had once sustained him. In
         barely two days’ time it would be exactly twenty-five years since the sinking of the Orpheus, and Victor Kray could sense that Cain was gathering power with every passing minute.
      

      The old man went over to the window and gazed at the dark hulk of the Orpheus submerged beneath the blue waters of the bay. There were still a few hours of sunlight left before the darkness crept in and night fell – perhaps
         his last night of vigil in the lighthouse.
      

      *

      When Max walked into the house by the beach, Alicia’s note lay on the dining-room table, which meant that his sister had not
         yet returned and was still with Roland. The empty house only intensified the loneliness Max felt at that moment. The old man’s
         words echoed in his mind. Although he’d been hurt by the lighthouse keeper’s tone, Max was not angry with him. He realised
         the old man was trying to protect them all from something that scared even him. Yet, Max couldn’t help shuddering, for what
         could be worse than what they already knew?
      

      He went up to his room and lay on the bed, thinking that the entire story was beyond him and that, although he kept staring
         at the pieces of the puzzle, he couldn’t find the right way to put them all together.
      

      Perhaps he should follow Victor Kray’s advice and forget the whole thing, even if it was only for a few hours. He looked at
         his bedside table and saw the neglected book on Copernicus still lying there, like an antidote to all the mysteries that surrounded
         him. He opened the book at the point where he’d left off and tried to concentrate on the rational arguments regarding the
         orbit of the planets. Maybe Copernicus would have been able to help him unravel the mystery, but the astronomer had clearly chosen the wrong time to alight in this world. In an
         infinite universe, there were too many things that escaped human understanding.
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    HOURS LATER, WHEN MAX HAD EATEN SOME food and was only ten pages away from the end of his book, he heard the sound of bicycles entering the front garden. Then
         came the soft hush of Roland and Alicia’s voices, as they whispered for almost an hour on the porch. Around midnight, Max
         returned his book to the bedside table and turned off the lamp. Finally, he heard Roland’s bike setting off down the road
         and Alicia tiptoeing up the stairs. His sister’s footsteps paused for a moment outside his door, then continued along the
         short distance to her own bedroom. Max heard Alicia dropping her shoes on the wooden floor then a creak as she lay down on
         the bed. He recalled the image of Roland kissing her that morning on the beach and he smiled in the dark. For once, he was certain that his sister would take much longer getting to sleep than he would.
      

      *

      The following morning, Max decided to rise before the sun and by dawn he was already cycling towards the bakery. He wanted
         to get something delicious for breakfast and prevent Alicia from preparing her speciality – leftovers of bread, jam and milk.
         In the early hours, the town nestled in a calm that reminded him of Sunday mornings in the city. Only a few people out for
         a quiet walk broke the sleepy mood of the streets, in which even the houses, their shutters closed, seemed to be dozing.
      

      In the distance, beyond the harbour wall, the few fishing boats that made up the local fleet were gliding out to sea and would
         not return until sunset. Max was greeted by the baker and his daughter, a shy young girl with rosy cheeks who stared at him
         as if he were some kind of prize. While they served him from a mouthwatering tray of sweet cinnamon buns just out of the
         oven, the baker asked after Irina. Clearly the news had spread: the local doctor obviously did more than take his patient’s
         temperature when he made home visits. As his father liked to say, in small towns news travelled at the speed of boredom.
      

      Max managed to get back to the beach house with the breakfast buns still irresistibly warm. Without his watch he wasn’t sure what the time was, although he imagined it must be close to eight o’clock. The thought of having to wait for
         Alicia to wake up so he could have breakfast was not tempting, so he came up with a clever plan. With the excuse of giving
         her a hot breakfast, he prepared a tray with his booty from the bakery, milk and a couple of napkins and went up to Alicia’s
         bedroom. He rapped on the door with his knuckles until his sister’s sleepy voice gave an unintelligible mumble.
      

      ‘Room service,’ said Max. ‘Can I come in?’

      He pushed the door open and stepped into the room. Alicia had buried her head under a pillow. Max looked around at the clothes
         hanging over chairs and her huge collection of random possessions. A girl’s room was always a bewildering place, thought Max,
         a complete mystery.
      

      ‘I’ll count to ten,’ he said, ‘then I’ll start eating.’

      His sister’s face peeped out from under the pillow, scenting the sweet aroma in the air.

      *

      Roland was waiting for them by the edge of the beach, wearing just a pair of old trousers cut off at the knees. Next to him
         was a small boat that couldn’t have been more than three metres long and looked as if it had spent at least thirty years bleaching
         in the sun; the wood had acquired a greyish hue, visible under the few remaining smudges of blue paint. Despite all that, Roland seemed to be admiring his boat as if it were a luxury yacht. As Max and his sister walked down towards the shore,
         negotiating the stones on the beach, Max noticed that Roland had inscribed the vessel’s name on the prow with fresh paint,
         probably that very morning: Orpheus II.
      

      ‘Since when did you have a boat?’ Alicia asked, pointing at the ramshackle tub into which Roland had already loaded the diving
         gear and a couple of baskets with mystifying contents.
      

      ‘Since three hours ago. One of the local fishermen was about to break her up for firewood, but I convinced him to give her
         to me in exchange for a favour.’
      

      ‘A favour?’ asked Max. ‘I think you’re the one who’s done him a favour.’

      ‘You’re welcome to remain onshore if you’d prefer to have first-class accommodation, sire,’ retorted Roland. ‘Come on, all
         aboard.’
      

      Max decided to keep his mouth shut and not wrestle with Roland’s pride. As far as he was concerned, the expression ‘aboard’
         seemed inappropriate for the vessel in question. However, once they’d covered the first fifteen metres and he could see they
         were still afloat, Max thought better of it and opted not to judge the boat by its hopeless appearance.
      

      ‘Well, what do you think, my lord?’ joked Roland.

      ‘Fit for a prince, cabin boy.’

      In fact, the boat moved swiftly in response to Roland’s energetic rowing and clearly had a lot more life in it than Max had originally imagined.
      

      ‘I’ve brought along a small contraption that may surprise you,’ said Roland.

      Max looked at one of the covered baskets and lifted the lid a centimetre or two.

      ‘What’s in here?’ he murmured.

      ‘An underwater window,’ Roland explained. ‘Really it’s just a box with some glass at one end. If you place it on the surface
         of the water, you can see to the bottom without diving in. That’s why it’s like a window.’
      

      Max pointed at his sister Alicia.

      ‘This way, at least you’ll be able to see something too,’ he said, teasing her.

      ‘Who says I’m going to stay here? I’m the one who’s going down today,’ she replied.

      ‘You? You don’t even know how to dive!’ cried Max, trying to wind his sister up.

      ‘If you call what you did the other day diving, no, I don’t,’ responded Alicia, not wanting to start a war.

      Roland continued rowing, staying well out of their argument. Finally he stopped the boat some thirty metres from the shore.
         Beneath them, stretched out on the bottom of the sea, the dark shadow of the Orpheus waited like some gigantic shark lurking on the sand. Roland opened one of the baskets and pulled out a rusty anchor attached
         to a thick, frayed rope. When Max saw the state of the equipment, he assumed that all these bits and pieces were part of the batch Roland had bargained for in order to save the miserable rowing boat from a dignified and
         fitting end.
      

      ‘Careful, it’ll splash!’ cried Roland, as he threw the anchor into the sea. It plummeted in a vertical line, raising a small
         cloud of bubbles and taking with it most of the rope.
      

      Roland let the current drag the boat along a few metres, then fastened the end of the anchor rope to a ring that hung from
         the prow. The boat swayed gently in the waves and the rope tensed, making the wooden structure creak. Max threw a suspicious
         look at the joints of the hull.
      

      ‘She’s not going to sink, Max. Trust me,’ Roland said, taking the underwater window out of its basket and placing it on the
         surface.
      

      ‘That’s what they said on the Titanic,’ Max replied.
      

      Alicia leaned over to look through the box and for the first time saw the hull of the Orpheus lying on the bottom of the sea.
      

      ‘It’s incredible!’ she gasped.

      Roland smiled happily and handed her a mask and a pair of flippers.

      ‘Wait till you see it close up,’ he said as he put on his gear.

      The first to jump into the water was Alicia. Roland, sitting on the edge of the boat, gave Max a reassuring look.
‘Don’t worry. I’ll keep an eye on her. She’ll be all right,’ he said.

      Roland jumped into the sea and joined Alicia, who was waiting for him about three metres beyond the boat. They both waved
         at Max and a few seconds later disappeared beneath the surface.
      

      *

      Under the water, Roland took Alicia’s hand and guided her over the wreck of the Orpheus. The temperature was lower than the last time he’d dived there, and he knew that the further down they went the colder it
         would be. Roland was used to this phenomenon. It happened sometimes during the first days of summer, especially when cold
         currents from the open sea flowed strongly below a depth of six or seven metres. In view of this, Roland decided that he wouldn’t
         allow Alicia or Max to dive down with him to the hull of the Orpheus that day. There would be plenty more days in the summer when they could attempt it.
      

      Alicia and Roland swam along the length of the sunken ship, which lay in the spectral light of the seabed. Every now and then
         they stopped to come up for air and have another look at her from the surface.
      

      Roland sensed Alicia’s excitement and didn’t take his eyes off her. He knew that if he wanted to enjoy a peaceful dive, it
         would have to be on his own. When he went diving with someone, especially with beginners, he couldn’t help behaving like an underwater nanny. Still, he was particularly pleased to share with his friends the magical
         world that for years had seemed to belong only to him. He felt like a guide in some bewitching attraction, leading visitors
         on an incredible journey above a submerged cathedral.
      

      The watery scenery offered other incentives too. He liked to look at Alicia’s body moving under the surface. With each stroke,
         he could see the muscles on her torso and legs tense beneath her pale skin. In fact, he felt more comfortable watching her
         like this, when she wasn’t aware of his gaze. The next time they came up to the surface for air, the rowing boat was at least
         ten metres away. Alicia smiled excitedly. Roland returned her smile, but deep down he felt that the best thing to do would
         be to return to the boat.
      

      ‘Can we go down to the ship and go inside?’ Alicia asked, gasping as she spoke.

      Roland noticed that her arms and legs were covered in goose pimples.

      ‘Not today,’ he replied. ‘Let’s go back to the boat.’

      Alicia saw a flicker of anxiety cross Roland’s face.

      ‘Is anything the matter?’

      Roland smiled calmly and shook his head. He didn’t want to talk about five-degree underwater currents just then. But suddenly,
         as he watched Alicia swim off towards the boat, his heart skipped a beat. A dark shadow was moving beneath his feet along
         the bottom of the bay. Alicia turned to look at him. Roland signalled to her to go on and then put his head in the water to inspect
         the ocean bed.
      

      A black shape – it looked like a large fish – was gliding with sinuous movements around the hull of the Orpheus. For a moment Roland thought it might be a shark, but after a second glance he realised he was wrong. He swam after Alicia,
         constantly looking back at the strange creature that seemed to be following them. The silhouette twisted and turned in the
         shadow of the Orpheus, avoiding exposing itself directly to the light. Now Roland could make out a long body, rather like the body of a large snake,
         enveloped in flashes of deadly luminosity. Roland looked up towards the boat. It was still some distance away. The shadow
         underneath him seemed to change direction and Roland saw that it had come into the light and was rising towards them.
      

      Praying that Alicia had not seen it, he grabbed the girl by her arm and started swimming as fast as he could towards the rowing
         boat. Startled, she gave him a puzzled look.
      

      ‘Swim to the boat! Quickly!’ shouted Roland.

      Alicia couldn’t understand what was happening, but there was such panic on Roland’s face that she didn’t stop to argue. Roland’s
         shout alerted Max, who watched his friend and Alicia swimming desperately towards him. A moment later Max noticed the dark
         shadow rising beneath the water.
      
‘Dear God!’ he whispered.

      In the water, Roland pushed Alicia towards the hull of the rowing boat. Max rushed to grab hold of his sister and tried to
         pull her out. Alicia kicked her flippers as hard as she could and with one last pull from Max she managed to fall into the
         boat on top of her brother. Roland took a deep breath and prepared to do the same. As Max offered him a hand, Roland could
         see the terror on his friend’s face at what was emerging behind him. He felt his hand slipping from Max’s grip. Something
         told him he wouldn’t get out of the water alive. A cold embrace wrapped itself around his legs and, with unimaginable strength,
         dragged him down towards the depths.
      

      *

      After the first few moments of sheer panic, Roland opened his eyes and saw what was dragging him down to the ocean bed. For
         an instant he thought he was hallucinating, for what Roland saw was not a solid form, but what seemed to be some highly concentrated
         liquid, a feverish moving sculpture that was constantly changing as he tried to free himself from its mortal embrace.
      

      The water creature twisted round and Roland was confronted with the ghostly face he had seen in his dreams, the face of the
         clown. The clown opened up two enormous jaws filled with long jagged teeth as sharp as butcher’s knives, and its eyes grew in size until they were as big as saucers. Roland was running out of air. The creature,
         whatever it was, could change into whatever it wanted and its intentions seemed clear: it wanted to drag Roland inside the
         sunken ship. As Roland wondered how long he’d be able to hold his breath before giving up and breathing in water, he realised
         that the light around him had disappeared. He was inside the bowels of the Orpheus, surrounded by total darkness.
      

      *

      Max swallowed hard as he put on his mask and prepared to jump into the water in search of his friend. He was aware that a
         rescue attempt was absurd. For a start he barely knew how to dive, and even supposing he did, he couldn’t begin to imagine
         what would happen if, once he was underwater, the strange thing that had trapped Roland came after him. And yet he couldn’t
         just sit in the boat and let his friend die. As he put on his flippers, he thought of a thousand reasonable explanations for
         what had just happened. Roland had suffered a cramp, or he’d had some sort of fit because of a change in the water temperature
         … any theory was better than having to accept that what he’d seen dragging Roland to the depths was real.
      

      Before jumping in, he exchanged one last glance with Alicia. His sister was clearly caught between her wish to save Roland
         and panic at the thought that her brother might share the same fate. Before common sense could dissuade them both, Max jumped into the waters of the bay above the
         hull of the Orpheus. He kicked his flippers and swam in the direction of the ship’s prow, the place where he’d last seen Roland before he vanished.
         Through the cracks in the hull below, Max thought he could see flashing lights moving towards a space that gave off a faint
         glow: it was the breach opened by the rocks in the bilge twenty-five years before. He swam towards it. It looked as if someone
         had lit hundreds of candles inside the wreck.
      

      When he was vertically above the entrance to the vessel, he rose to the surface to take in more air, then dived down until
         he reached the hull. Descending over ten metres turned out to be much more difficult than he’d imagined. Halfway down he began
         to feel a painful pressure in his ears and he thought his eardrums were going to explode. When he reached the cold current
         all the muscles in his body tensed like steel cables and he had to kick his flippers with all his might so that the current
         didn’t drag him away like a leaf in the wind. Max held firmly on to the edge of the hull and struggled to compose himself.
         His lungs were on fire and he knew he was only one step away from panicking. He looked up at the surface and saw the rowing
         boat’s tiny form; it seemed to be miles away. He realised that if he didn’t act immediately, diving all the way down would
         have served no purpose.
      
The glow seemed to be coming from inside the hold. As Max swam towards it the ghostly landscape of the sunken ship came into
         view. It looked like a macabre underwater catacomb. He entered a corridor in which shreds of tattered canvas floated by like
         jellyfish. At the end of the corridor was a half-open hatch which seemed to be the source of the light. Ignoring the repulsive
         caresses of the rotten canvas on his skin, he grabbed hold of the handle and pulled as hard as he could.
      

      The hatch led to one of the main compartments in the hold. In the middle of it Roland was struggling to escape from the water
         creature, which had now adopted the shape of the clown. The light Max had seen blazed from its eyes, cruel and disproportionately
         large for its face. As Max burst into the hold the creature raised its head and looked at him. Max felt an instinctive urge
         to flee, but the sight of his trapped friend forced him to remain, confronting the wild and angry eyes. The creature’s face
         changed and Max recognised the stone angel from the cemetery.
      

      Roland’s body stopped writhing and went limp, and the creature let go of him. Without waiting for the creature to react, Max
         swam over to his friend and grabbed him by the arm. Roland was unconscious. If Max didn’t get him up to the surface in the
         next few seconds, he would die. Max pulled him towards the hatch, but at that moment the creature with the face of an angel and the body of a clown threw itself on Max, displaying two sharp claws and a row of fangs. Max pushed his fist
         through the creature’s face. It was only water but was so cold that mere contact with it produced a searing pain. Once more,
         Dr Cain was demonstrating his box of tricks.
      

      Max pulled his arm away. The apparition vanished and with it the light. Using what little air he had left, Max dragged Roland
         down the corridor in the hold towards the outside of the hull. His lungs felt as if they were about to burst, and unable to
         hold his breath another second, he exhaled all the air he had kept in. Then, grabbing hold of Roland’s unconscious body, he
         flapped his way towards the surface, thinking he would lose consciousness himself at any moment.
      

      The agony of those last few metres seemed endless. When at last he reached the surface, he felt as if he’d been reborn. Alicia
         threw herself into the water and swam towards them. Max took a few deep breaths, fighting against the sharp pain in his chest.
         It wasn’t easy to get Roland into the rowing boat and Max noticed that as Alicia struggled to lift the dead weight of his
         body, she scratched her arms on the splintered wood.
      

      Once they had managed to haul him into the boat, they placed him on his side and pressed on his back repeatedly, forcing his
         lungs to expel the water he had inhaled. Her arms bleeding, Alicia seized Roland and tried to force him to breathe. Finally,
         she took a deep breath and, pinching the boy’s nostrils, blew frantically into Roland’s mouth. She had to do this five times before Roland’s
         body reacted with a violent jerk and he began to spit out seawater and go into spasms.
      

      At last Roland opened his eyes and his skin began, very slowly, to regain its usual colour. Max helped him to sit up and gradually
         he began to breathe normally.
      

      ‘I’m all right,’ Roland stammered, raising a hand to try to reassure his friends.

      Alicia burst into tears, sobbing as Max had never seen her do before. He waited a couple of minutes until Roland was able
         to sit up on his own, then took the oars and started rowing towards the shore. Roland was looking at him without saying a
         word. He had saved his life. Max knew that the look in those eyes, full of despair and gratitude, would remain with him forever.
      

      *

      They placed Roland on his bed in the beach hut and covered him with blankets. None of them felt like talking about what had
         happened, at least not for the moment. It was the first time the threat posed by the Prince of Mist had become so painfully
         real and it was difficult to find words with which to express the terror and anxiety they were all feeling. Common sense seemed
         to dictate that the best thing to do was attend to their immediate needs and that is what they did. Roland kept a basic first-aid kit in the hut, and Max used it to clean Alicia’s wounds. Roland fell asleep a few minutes later. Alicia watched
         over him, her face distraught.
      

      ‘He’s going to be all right. He’s exhausted, that’s all,’ said Max.

      ‘What about you? You saved his life,’ said Alicia, her voice unable to hide her concern. ‘No one could have done what you
         did, Max.’
      

      ‘He would have done the same thing for me,’ said Max, who wasn’t ready to talk about it.

      ‘How are you feeling?’

      ‘The truth?’ Max asked.

      Alicia nodded.

      ‘I think I’m going to throw up,’ Max said, smiling. ‘I haven’t felt this bad in all my life.’

      Alicia hugged him tightly. Max stood still, his arms hanging by his sides, not knowing whether this was an outpouring of sisterly
         love or a reaction to the terror she had experienced earlier, when they were trying to revive Roland.
      

      ‘I love you, Max,’ Alicia whispered in his ear. ‘Do you hear me?’

      Max didn’t reply. He was perplexed. Alicia released him from her embrace and turned towards the door of the hut, with her
         back to him. Max could see that she was crying.
      

      ‘Don’t ever forget it, little brother,’ she whispered. ‘Now get some sleep. I’ll do the same.’
‘If I fall asleep now, I’ll never get up again,’ Max sighed.

      Five minutes later, the friends were sound asleep in the beach hut and nothing in the whole world could have woken them.
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	  THE SUN WAS SETTING WHEN VICTOR KRAY stopped about a hundred metres from the beach house where the Carvers had taken up residence. This was the same house where
         the only woman he had ever loved, Eva Gray, had given birth to Jacob Fleischmann. To see the white facade again opened old
         wounds, just when he had hoped they had healed forever. All the lights were out and the place looked deserted. Victor Kray
         assumed that the youngsters must still be in the town with Roland.
      

      The lighthouse keeper walked straight on, through the white fence that surrounded the beach house. The same door and the same
         windows he remembered shone in the last rays of sun. He crossed the garden towards the backyard and from there he walked out
         into the field behind the house. The forest rose in the distance and close to the forest’s edge stood the walled garden. He had not been
         back there for a long time and he stopped to observe it from afar, dreading what was hidden behind its walls. Through the
         dark bars of the gate a thick mist was spreading towards him.
      

      Victor Kray had never felt so old, or so frightened. The fear that gnawed at his soul was the same fear he’d experienced decades
         ago in the narrow alleys of that industrial suburb where he had heard the voice of the Prince of Mist for the first time.
         Now, in the twilight of his life, that circle seemed to be closing and, with each new twist of the game, the old man sensed
         that there were no longer any aces up his sleeve.
      

      The lighthouse keeper now advanced steadily towards the enclosure and soon the mist reached up to his waist. He thrust a trembling
         hand into his pocket and pulled out his old revolver, carefully loaded before he left the cottage, and a powerful torch. Weapon
         in hand he entered the walled garden, then turned on the torch. Its beam revealed an extraordinary scene. Victor Kray lowered
         the gun and rubbed his eyes, thinking he must be imagining things. Something had gone wrong – at least, this wasn’t what he’d
         expected to find. He sliced the beam through the mist once more. It wasn’t an illusion: the garden of statues was empty.
      

      Disconcerted, he drew closer to examine the vacant pedestals. As he tried to put his thoughts in some sort of order, he heard the faraway rumble of a new storm approaching and lifted his head to scan the horizon. A blanket of dark
         murky clouds spilled over the sea like an inky stain. A flash of lightning split the skies and the echo of thunder rumbled
         towards the coast, a drum roll announcing the onset of battle. Victor Kray listened to the insistent growl of the storm that
         was gathering at sea and, remembering that he had gazed at that same vision on board the Orpheus twenty-five years before, he finally understood what was about to happen.
      

 *

      Max woke up drenched in a cold sweat and it took him a few moments to realise where he was. He could feel his heart pounding.
         A few feet away he recognised a familiar face – Alicia, asleep next to Roland – and then he remembered that he was in the
         beach hut. He could have sworn he’d only slept for an instant, although in fact he’d been asleep for almost an hour. He got
         up quietly and went outside for some fresh air. Harrowing images of a nightmare in which he and Roland were trapped inside
         the Orpheus began to recede from his mind.
      

      The beach was deserted and the high tide had carried Roland’s rowing boat out to sea. Soon the currents would drag the small
         vessel even further away and it would be forever lost in the immensity of the ocean. Max walked down to the shore and dampened
         his face and shoulders with cool water. Then he went over to a small cove and sat on the rocks, dipping his feet in the water, hoping to recover the calm sleep had not provided him.
      

      Max knew there had to be some hidden logic behind the events of the last few days. He could sense everything was part of a
         complex mechanism that was slowly but surely coming together, and at its centre was the tragedy of Jacob Fleischmann. It was
         all connected – everything, from the mysterious visits to the walled garden he’d seen in the old films to the indescribable
         creature that had almost taken their lives that very afternoon.
      

      Bearing in mind what had happened that day, Max realised they couldn’t allow themselves the luxury of waiting for the next
         meeting with Dr Cain; they had to anticipate his movements and try to foresee what his next step would be. For Max there was
         only one way of finding out, and that was to follow the trail Jacob Fleischmann had left years ago in his films.
      

      Without bothering to wake Alicia and Roland, Max got on his bike and rode off towards the beach house. In the distance, above
         the line of the horizon, a dark point appeared from nowhere and began to expand like a cloud of lethal gas.
      

 *

      Back at home, Max threaded a film onto the reel of the projector. The temperature had plummeted while he was cycling over,
         and now it was getting even colder. The first echoes of the storm could be heard between occasional gusts of wind that banged against the shutters. Before watching
         the film, Max hurried upstairs and threw on some warm clothes. The old wooden structure of the house creaked beneath his feet,
         assailed by the wind. As he was changing his clothes, Max looked out of his bedroom window and saw the approaching storm covering
         the sky with a cloak of darkness, bringing the onslaught of night a couple of hours early. He secured the window lock and
         went downstairs to turn on the projector.
      

      Once more, the images projected on the wall stirred into life. This time the camera showed a familiar scene: the corridors
         of the house by the beach. Max recognised the inside of the very room he was sitting in. The decor and the furniture were
         different and the house looked quite opulent as the camera panned out, displaying the walls and windows. It was as if a trapdoor
         had been opened into the past, allowing Max to visit the house more than ten years before.
      

      After a couple of minutes on the ground floor, the camera led the spectator upstairs. On reaching the landing, the camera
         travelled along the hallway until it came to the door at the end – the door to the bedroom occupied by Irina until her accident.
         The door opened and the camera entered, scanning the dark, empty room before stopping in front of the wardrobe.
      

      A few seconds went by and nothing happened: the camera didn’t register any movement in the room. Suddenly the door of the wardrobe sprung open and hit the wall, swinging
         on its hinges. Max tried to make out what was inside. A hand in a white glove appeared from the shadows holding a shining
         object that hung from a chain. Max guessed what was coming next: Dr Cain emerged from the wardrobe and smiled at the camera.
      

      Max felt cold dread grip his stomach as he recognised the round object the Prince of Mist was holding in his hand. It was
         the pocket watch his father had given him, which he’d lost inside Jacob Fleischmann’s tomb. Now it was in the hands of the
         magician, who had somehow taken his most prized possession back into the ghostly dimension of these black and white images.
      

      The camera closed in on the watch and Max could clearly see that the hands were turning backwards at an incredible speed,
         going faster and faster until he could no longer focus on them. After a while, the watch began to give off smoke and sparks
         until finally it caught fire. Max watched the scene, spellbound, unable to take his eyes off the burning watch. A moment later,
         the camera jumped to the bedroom wall, zooming in on an old dressing table with a mirror. The camera drew closer to the mirror
         and then stopped, revealing the identity of the person who was holding it.
      

      Max gulped; he was finally face to face with the person who had made these films years ago, in that same house. He recognised
         the childish grin of the boy who was filming himself. He was a few years younger, but the features and the eyes were the same as the ones he had got to know in
         the course of the last few days. It was Roland.
      

      The film got stuck inside the projector and the still caught in front of the lens slowly began to melt on the screen. Max
         turned off the machine and clenched his fists to stop them shaking. Jacob Fleischmann and Roland were one and the same person.
      

      A flash of lightning invaded the darkened room and Max suddenly noticed a figure on the other side of the window, rapping
         on the glass. Max turned on the light in the living room and recognised the pale face of Victor Kray. From his terrified expression,
         it looked as though he’d just witnessed an apparition. Max went over to the door and let the old man in. They had a lot to
         talk about.
      

   



      
      15

      [image: image]

	  
	  MAX HANDED THE OLD LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER A cup of hot tea and waited for him to warm up.
      

      Victor Kray was shaking and Max didn’t know whether this was because of the cold wind raised by the storm or the fear the
         old man clearly could not hide.
      

      ‘What were you doing out there, Mr Kray?’ asked Max.

      ‘I’ve been to the walled garden,’ the old man answered, trying to compose himself. Victor Kray sipped some tea, then placed
         his cup on the table. ‘Where’s Roland, Max?’ he asked nervously.
      

      ‘Why do you want to know?’ In view of his latest discovery, Max didn’t even bother to conceal his suspicion.

      The lighthouse keeper seemed to sense Max’s distrust and gestured with his hands as if he wanted to explain but couldn’t find the words.
      

      ‘Max, something terrible is going to happen tonight if we don’t stop it,’ Victor Kray said at last, aware that his words sounded
         far from convincing. ‘I need to know where Roland is. His life is in great danger.’
      

      Max examined the old man’s face carefully. He felt he couldn’t believe a word the lighthouse keeper said.

      ‘Which life is that, Mr Kray, Roland’s or Jacob Fleischmann’s?’

      The old man gave a weary sigh. ‘I don’t think I understand you, Max,’ he murmured.

      ‘I think you do. I know you lied to me, Mr Kray,’ Max said accusingly. ‘And I know who Roland really is. You’ve been lying
         to us all along. What I want to know is why?’
      

      Victor Kray stood up and walked over to one of the windows, glancing outside as if he were expecting a visit. A rumble of
         thunder shook the house. The storm was drawing closer by the minute and Max could hear the sound of huge breakers crashing
         against the beach.
      

      ‘Tell me where Roland is, Max,’ the old man insisted, his eyes still glued to the window. ‘There’s no time to lose.’

      ‘I’m not sure I can trust you. If you want me to help you, you’ll have to tell me the truth,’ Max demanded. He wasn’t going
         to let Victor Kray keep him in the dark again.
      
The old man turned and looked at him severely, but Max held his gaze to show that he was not intimidated. The lighthouse keeper
         seemed to understand the situation and collapsed into an armchair, defeated.
      

      ‘All right, Max. I’ll tell you the truth, if that’s what you want.’

      Max sat in front of him and nodded, ready to listen.

      ‘Almost everything I told you the other day in the lighthouse is true,’ the old man began. ‘My friend Fleischmann had promised
         Dr Cain that he would give him his firstborn son in exchange for Eva Gray’s love. A year after the wedding, when I’d already
         lost touch with both of them, Fleischmann began to receive visits from Dr Cain, who reminded him of their pact. Fleischmann
         tried everything to avoid having a child, to the point of destroying his own marriage. After the wreck of the Orpheus, I felt it was my duty to write to them and tell them they were free of the sentence that had made them unhappy for so many
         years. I thought that the threat posed by Dr Cain had been buried forever beneath the sea. Or I was stupid enough to convince
         myself of that. Fleischmann felt guilty that he was indebted to me, and he wanted all three of us – Eva, himself and me –
         to be together again, as we had been during our years at university. That was absurd, of course. Too much had happened. Even
         so, Fleischmann went ahead with his plans to build the house by the beach, and soon afterwards their son Jacob was born. The
         little boy was a blessing from heaven and made them happy to be alive once more. Or at least that’s how it seemed, but from the night of
         his birth I knew that something wasn’t right because that night, in the early hours before dawn, I dreamed once more about
         Dr Cain.
      

      ‘As the boy grew, Fleischmann and Eva were so blinded by their happiness they couldn’t perceive the threat that still hung
         over them. They were both completely devoted to the boy and they gave in to him too easily. Never was a child so indulged
         as Jacob Fleischmann. But, little by little, the signs of Cain’s presence became more evident. One day, when Jacob was five
         years old, he got lost while playing behind the house. Fleischmann and Eva desperately looked for him for hours, but there
         was no sign of the boy. When night fell, Fleischmann took a torch and went into the forest, fearing that the child might have
         got lost among the undergrowth or had an accident. Then he remembered that when they were building the house, six years earlier,
         there had been a small empty enclosure near the entrance to the forest. Apparently, it had once been a kind of pound, a place
         where animals were kept before they were put down, until it was demolished at the turn of the century. That night a gut feeling
         told Fleischmann that perhaps the boy had ventured inside the enclosure and become trapped. He was partly correct, but his
         son wasn’t the only thing he discovered.
      

      ‘The walled enclosure, which had been deserted, was now peopled with statues. Jacob was playing among the figures when his father found him and led him away. A couple of days
         later Fleischmann paid me a visit at the lighthouse and told me what had happened. He made me swear that, if anything should
         happen to him, I would take care of his child. That was just the beginning. Fleischmann didn’t tell his wife about the mysterious
         incidents that were occurring around his son, but in his heart he knew there would be no escape and that sooner or later Cain
         would return to claim what belonged to him.’
      

      ‘What happened the night Jacob drowned?’ Max interrupted, guessing the reply, but hoping that the old man’s words might prove
         him wrong.
      

      Victor Kray lowered his head before replying.

      ‘On a day like today, 23 June, the same date the Orpheus was shipwrecked, there was a violent storm out at sea. The fishermen hurried to secure their boats and the townspeople closed
         all their doors and windows, just as they’d done the night of the shipwreck a few years before. The place became a ghost town.
         I was in the lighthouse and a terrible fear took hold of me, an intuition: the boy was in danger. I crossed the deserted streets
         and hurried here as fast as I could. Jacob had stepped out of the house and was walking along the beach, heading for the water’s
         edge, where the waves were breaking with ferocious power. It was raining hard and visibility was poor, but I was able to make
         out a shining form that had emerged from the water and was stretching out two long arms, like tentacles, towards the child. Jacob
         seemed to be hypnotised by the water creature and was drawing nearer to it. It was Cain, I was quite sure of that, but for
         once it seemed as if all his identities had fused into a single shape that was constantly changing … I can’t really describe
         what I saw—’
      

      ‘I’ve seen it myself,’ Max interrupted, saving the old man a description of the creature he had set eyes on only a few hours
         before. ‘Go on.’
      

      ‘I wondered why Fleischmann and his wife weren’t there, trying to save the boy, so I looked over at the house. A troupe of
         circus figures whose bodies seemed to be made of stone was holding them back on the porch.’
      

      ‘The statues from the walled garden,’ agreed Max.

      The old man nodded.

      ‘All I could think of was that I had to save the child. The creature had taken him in its arms and was dragging him into the
         sea. I hurled myself at its tentacles and fell straight through them. The enormous watery shape faded back into the darkness.
         Jacob had gone under. I dived a few times until I found him and was able to rescue him and take him back to the surface. I
         hauled him onto the sand, far from the water’s edge, and tried to revive him. The statues had disappeared along with Cain.
         Fleischmann and Eva ran towards me to help the boy, but by the time they arrived we couldn’t feel his pulse. We took him into the house and tried
         everything, but it was no use: the boy was dead. Fleischmann was beside himself with grief and he ran outside, shouting at
         the storm and offering his own life to Cain in exchange for the life of his son. Minutes later, inexplicably, Jacob opened
         his eyes. He was in shock. He didn’t recognise us and couldn’t even remember his own name. Eva wrapped the boy in a blanket
         and took him upstairs, where she put him to bed. When, after a while, she came down again, she walked over to me and calmly
         told me that if the boy continued to live with them, his life would be in danger. She asked me to take care of him and bring
         him up as if he were my own son, the son who, if fate had taken a different course, might have been ours. Fleischmann didn’t
         dare enter the house. I accepted what Eva Gray was asking of me and saw in her eyes that she was renouncing the one thing
         that had given her life any meaning. The following day, I took the boy home with me. I never saw the Fleischmanns again.’
      

      There was a long pause. The old man was probably trying to hold back his tears, but his face was hidden behind his pale, wrinkled
         hands.
      

      ‘A year later I found out that Fleischmann had passed away from a deadly infection he had caught after being bitten by a wild
         dog. Even now, I don’t know whether Eva Gray is still alive … We let the townspeople think Jacob had drowned …’
      

      Max searched the old man’s face. He looked so distraught that Max realised he’d misjudged him.

      ‘You invented a story about Roland’s parents; you even gave him a new name …’ Kray nodded, admitting the greatest secret of
         his life to a thirteen-year-old boy he’d met only a couple of times.
      

      ‘So, Roland doesn’t know who he really is?’ asked Max.

      The old man shook his head repeatedly and Max noticed there were tears of anger in his eyes – eyes that had been damaged by
         all those years of vigil from the top of the lighthouse.
      

      ‘Then who is buried in Jacob Fleischmann’s plot in the cemetery?’ Max asked.

      ‘Nobody,’ replied the old man. ‘Officially, no one ever built that tomb and there was no funeral. The mausoleum you saw the
         other day simply appeared in the local cemetery the week after the storm. The people in the town thought that Fleischmann
         had it built for his son.’
      

      ‘I don’t understand,’ Max replied. ‘If it wasn’t Fleischmann, then who put it there, and why?’

      Victor Kray smiled bitterly.

      ‘Cain,’ he replied at last. ‘Cain put it there. He’s been reserving it for Jacob.’

      ‘My God,’ whispered Max, realising that perhaps he’d wasted precious time, forcing the old man to confess the entire story. ‘We must get Roland away from the beach hut immediately
         …’
      

      *

      Alicia woke up to the sound of waves crashing on the beach. Night had fallen and the rain was pounding on the roof of the
         hut as if the storm was trying to destroy it. She sat up in a daze and saw that Roland was still lying on the bed, whispering
         incoherently in his sleep. Max wasn’t there. She walked over to the door, opened it and took a quick look at the beach.
      

      A ghostly mist was creeping up from the sea towards the hut, and Alicia could hear dozens of voices whispering from its midst.
         She slammed the door and leaned against it, determined not to let panic take over. Startled by the banging of the door, Roland
         opened his eyes and pulled himself up, not quite understanding how he’d got there.
      

      ‘What’s happening?’

      Alicia opened her mouth to speak, but something stopped her. Roland watched in amazement as the thick mist filtered through
         every join in the hut and entwined itself around her. The girl screamed and the door on which she’d been leaning flew outside,
         torn off its hinges by an invisible force. Roland jumped out of bed and ran to help Alicia, who was being pulled away towards
         the sea, wrapped in a tentacle of eerie mist. A figure stood in his way. Roland recognised the watery spectre that had pulled him down to the ocean depths. The clown’s wolfish face lit
         up.
      

      ‘Hello, Jacob,’ the voice whispered behind gelatinous lips. ‘Now we’re going to have some fun.’

      Roland punched the liquid form and it disintegrated in the air, water cascading down onto the floor. As he rushed outside,
         Roland was struck by the force of the storm. A swirling dome of dense purple clouds had formed above the bay, from which a
         blinding flash of lightning shot out towards one of the peaks of the cliff, exploding tons of rock, which rained down in a
         shower of fragments onto the beach.
      

      Alicia screamed, struggling to free herself from the lethal embrace that imprisoned her, and Roland ran across the stones
         towards her. He tried to reach out and grab her hand but a large wave knocked him over. When he got up, the whole bay was
         shaking beneath his feet and Roland heard an enormous roar that seemed to be rising from the depths of the sea. The boy took
         a few steps back, struggling to keep his balance, and saw a gigantic luminous form emerging from the waters, sending waves
         several metres high in all directions. In the centre of the bay, the shape of a mast was beginning to appear. Slowly, before
         his incredulous eyes, the Orpheus was floating to the surface, enveloped in a supernatural aura.
      

      Standing on the bridge, wrapped in his cloak, Cain pointed a silver wand to the heavens and another bolt of lightning flashed above him, illuminating the Orpheus. The magician’s cruel laughter echoed through the bay as the spectral tentacle dropped Alicia at his feet.
      

      ‘You’re the one I want, Jacob,’ Cain’s voice whispered in Roland’s mind. ‘If you don’t want her to die, come and get her …’
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MAX WAS CYCLING THROUGH THE RAIN WHEN a bright flash of lightning startled him. It revealed the sight of the Orpheus re-emerging from the depths, glowing with a hypnotic light that emanated from her metal frame. Cain’s old ship was once more
         sailing across the furious waters of the bay. Max pedalled on desperately, afraid that he wouldn’t reach the beach hut in
         time. He’d left the lighthouse keeper behind – the old man couldn’t possibly keep up with him. When Max reached the edge of
         the beach, he jumped off his bike and sprinted towards Roland’s hut. He discovered that the door had been torn clean off its
         hinges. On the shore, he caught sight of the paralysed outline of his friend, standing spellbound as he watched the ghostly
         ship plough through the waves. Max thanked the heavens and ran over to embrace him.
      

      ‘Are you all right?’ he shouted against the howl of wind.

      Roland looked back at him, startled, like a wounded animal unable to escape its predator. Max saw in him the childish face
         that had held the camera in front of the mirror and he shuddered.
      

      ‘He’s got Alicia,’ said Roland at last.

      Max knew his friend couldn’t really understand what was going on but he felt that trying to explain it would only complicate
         things.
      

      ‘Whatever happens,’ Max shouted, ‘you have to get away from him. Do you hear me? You must get away from Cain!’

      Ignoring his words, Roland waded into the sea until the swell reached his waist. Max went after him and tried to pull him
         back, but Roland, who was stronger, shoved him aside and forged on into the water.
      

      ‘Wait!’ shouted Max. ‘You don’t know what’s happening! You’re the one he’s looking for!’

      ‘I know,’ Roland replied.

      Max watched his friend dive into the waves and surface a couple of metres further out, swimming towards the Orpheus. The wiser half of his soul begged him loud and clear to run back to the hut and hide under the bed until everything was
         over. As usual, Max listened to the other side and threw himself into the waves, quite sure that this time he wouldn’t make it back alive.
      

           *

      Cain’s long gloved fingers closed like pincers around Alicia’s wrist. The magician pulled her along the slippery deck of the
         Orpheus while she struggled frantically to free herself. Cain turned round and, lifting her effortlessly into the air, put his face
         so close to hers that the girl could see his eyes burning with anger. They changed colour from blue to gold, and his pupils
         dilated.
      

      ‘I’m not going to say this twice.’ The magician’s voice was lifeless, as cold as steel. ‘Keep still or you’ll be sorry. Understood?’

      The magician increased the pressure of his fingers. Alicia was afraid that if he didn’t stop he’d pulverise the bones in her
         wrist as if they were brittle clay. Realising that it was useless to oppose him, she nodded nervously. Cain loosened his grip
         and smiled. There was no pity or courtesy in that smile, only hatred. He let go of her and Alicia fell to the deck, hitting
         her forehead on the metal. She touched her skin and felt the sharp stinging sensation of an open wound. Without giving her
         a moment to recover, Cain grabbed her arm again and dragged her towards the bowels of the ship.
      

      ‘Go on,’ the magician ordered, pushing her along a corridor that led from the bridge to the cabins.

      The walls were black and covered in rust and a slimy coat of seaweed. Inside, the Orpheus was swimming in muddy water that gave off a noxious smell, and was filled with bits and pieces of debris that swayed with
         the rocking of the ship on the heavy swell. Cain grabbed Alicia by the hair and opened the door of one of the cabins. A cloud
         of gas and the stench of stagnant water that had been imprisoned for twenty-five years filled the air. Alicia held her breath.
         Still clutching her hair, the magician heaved her towards the door.
      

      ‘The best suite awaits you, my dear. The captain’s cabin for my guest of honour. Enjoy the company.’

      Cain pushed her inside and shut the heavy door. Alicia fell to her knees and felt around behind her, searching for something
         to cling to. It was almost pitch dark in the cabin: the only light came from a small porthole, which years of being submerged
         in the sea had covered with a thick, semi-transparent crust of seaweed and rotting remains. The constant rolling of the ship
         propelled Alicia against the cabin walls and she grabbed hold of a rusty water pipe. It took her eyes a while to adjust to
         the dim light, and as she struggled not to think about the penetrating odour that filled the place, she examined the cell
         Cain had reserved for her. There was no other exit save the door the magician had locked when he left. Alicia looked desperately
         for a metal bar or some other object with which she could try to force the door open, but she couldn’t find anything. As she
         groped around, her hands touched something that had been leaning against the wall. Alicia took a step back, startled. The unrecognisable remains of the captain of the Orpheus fell at her feet and Alicia suddenly understood who Cain had been referring to when he spoke of her ‘company’. Fate hadn’t
         dealt the Flying Dutchman a good hand. The roar of the stormy sea drowned out her screams.
      

      For every metre Roland gained in his progress towards the Orpheus, the fury of the sea sucked him underwater and returned him to the surface on the crest of a wave, engulfing him in an eddy
         of foam. Before him, the ship was also locked in combat, assailed by the walls of water pummelling its hull.
      

      As he neared the ship, the violence of the sea made it more difficult to control the direction in which he was heading and
         Roland feared that a sudden surge might hurl him against the hull of the Orpheus, rendering him unconscious. If that were to happen, the waters would swallow him down greedily and he would never return
         to the surface. Roland dived through an enormous wave towering over him and emerged in a valley of murky water as the wave
         rolled off towards the shore.
      

      The Orpheus loomed less than a dozen metres away, and when he saw the steel hull, tinted with a fiery light, he knew he would be unable
         to climb up to the deck. The only way in was through the gash the rocks had torn open in the hull twenty-five years before,
         causing the sinking of the ship. The opening was level with the waterline and appeared and disappeared with every new pounding from the waves. Strips of jagged metal surrounded the gaping
         hole, making it look like the jaws of some enormous beast. The very idea of entering through such a death trap terrified Roland,
         but it was his only chance of reaching Alicia. He struggled through the next wave and, once its crest had passed over him,
         he hurled himself towards the hole, shooting through it into the darkness like a human torpedo.
      

      *

      Victor Kray was gasping for breath as he walked along the path that led through the wild grass down to the bay. The rain and
         strong wind slowed him down, like invisible hands determined to hold him back. When at last he reached the beach, he saw the
         Orpheus in the middle of the bay swathed in spectral light. It was heading in a straight line towards the cliff. The prow of the
         ship plunged through the waves, the water sweeping over its deck, raising a cloud of white foam with each new shudder of the
         ocean. A veil of despair fell over him: his worst fears had come true and he had failed; his mind had been weakened by the
         passing years and, once again, the Prince of Mist had tricked him. Now, all he asked was that it wasn’t too late to save Roland.
         At that moment Victor Kray would happily have offered his own life if it provided Roland with even the slenderest possibility
         of escape. And yet he had a dark premonition that perhaps he’d already failed in the promise he had once made to the boy’s mother.
      

      Victor Kray walked towards Roland’s hut in the vain hope of finding him there. There was no sign of Max or of the girl, and
         the sight of the front door lying on the beach seemed to confirm his worst fears. Then, suddenly, he felt a glimmer of hope
         when he realised there was light inside the beach hut. He rushed towards it, calling out Roland’s name. The figure of a knife
         thrower, carved from pale stone yet alive, came out of the shadows to greet him.
      

      ‘It’s a bit late to start having regrets now, Granddad,’ said the figure, and the old man recognised Cain’s voice.

      Victor Kray took a step back, but there was someone behind him, and before he was able to react, he felt a blow to the back
         of his neck. Darkness fell.
      

      *

      Max saw Roland enter the hull of the Orpheus through the breach and realised he was losing strength with each new wave. He could not compare to Roland as a swimmer and
         knew that he’d be unable to stay afloat much longer in the storm unless he could find some way of getting on board the ship.
         On the other hand, the certainty that great danger awaited them in the bowels of the vessel grew with every passing minute
         and Max realised that the magician was drawing them into his lair like bees to honey.
      
Then came a deafening roar and Max saw a gigantic wall of water rising behind the stern of the Orpheus and approaching the ship at great speed. In a matter of seconds the impact of the gigantic wave threw the ship against the
         cliff face and the prow smashed into the rocks, causing a violent shock wave along the length of the hull. The mast with its
         navigation lights collapsed over the side of the ship, its tip plunging into the water only metres away from Max.
      

      Max scrambled towards it, then grabbed hold and rested a moment to get his breath back. When he looked up, he saw that the
         fallen mast had provided him with a kind of ladder up to the deck of the ship. Before a new wave could tear it away, Max began
         to climb, unaware that, leaning on the starboard rail, a motionless figure was waiting for him.
      

      *

      As the force of the water swept Roland through the flooded bilge, the boy protected his face with his arms against the blows
         dealt him by his passage through the shipwreck. He allowed himself to be carried along by the current until a sudden surge
         flung him against a wall, where he managed to grab hold of a small metal ladder leading to the upper part of the ship.
      

      Roland climbed the narrow steps, then passed through a hatch into the dark vault that housed the ruined engines of the Orpheus. He stepped over the broken machinery, reaching the passage that led up to the deck. Once there, he rushed along the corridor lined by cabins
         until he came to the bridge. It was a strange feeling for Roland, recognising every corner of the room and all the objects
         he had seen so often when he went diving. From this vantage point, Roland had a good view over the whole front deck of the
         Orpheus: the waves rushing over it and foaming along the platform of the bridge. Suddenly, Roland felt a tremendous force propelling
         the Orpheus forward and he watched in astonishment as the cliff seemed to rise up from the shadows just beyond the ship’s prow. They
         were going to hit the rocks.
      

      Roland hurriedly grabbed hold of the helm, but his feet slipped on the film of seaweed covering the floor. He stumbled and
         collided with the old radio, then his whole body felt the tremendous shock as the hull crashed against the cliff face. Once
         the worst was over, he stood up and heard a sound close by, a human voice amid the roar of the storm. The sound came again
         and Roland recognised it: it was Alicia screaming for help somewhere in the ship.
      

      *

      The ten metres Max had to climb up the mast to the deck of the Orpheus felt more like a hundred. The wood had practically rotted away and was so splintered that when he finally reached the gunwale
         his arms and legs were covered in small stinging cuts. He decided it was better not to stop and examine his wounds and stretched out a hand
         to grasp the metal rail.
      

      Once he’d got a good grip, he launched himself over it and fell onto the deck. A dark shadow passed before him and Max looked
         up, hoping to see Roland. It was Cain. The magician opened his cloak to show Max a silver object hanging on the end of a chain.
         The boy recognised the watch he’d lost in Jacob Fleischmann’s tomb.
      

      ‘Were you looking for this?’ asked Cain, kneeling next to the boy and dangling the watch in front of him.

      ‘Where’s Jacob?’ Max demanded, ignoring the mocking expression on Cain’s face, which resembled a wax mask.

      ‘That’s the question of the day,’ replied the magician, ‘and you’re going to help me answer it.’

      Cain closed his hand around the watch and Max heard the crunch of metal. When the magician opened his palm again, all that
         remained of his father’s present was an unrecognisable tangle of squashed cogs and screws.
      

      ‘Time, dear Max, doesn’t exist; it’s an illusion. Even your friend Copernicus would have guessed the truth if he’d had precisely
         that – time. Ironic, isn’t it?’
      

      Max was busy calculating whether or not it was possible to jump overboard and escape from the magician, but Cain’s white glove
         closed round his neck before he could take another breath.
      
‘What are you going to do with me?’ Max groaned.

      ‘What would you do with yourself if you were in my place?’

      Max felt Cain’s lethal grip cut off his breathing and the blood to his head.

      ‘It’s a good question, isn’t it?’

      The magician let go of Max, dropping him onto the deck. The impact of the rusty metal clouded Max’s vision momentarily and
         he was overwhelmed by sudden nausea.
      

      ‘Why are you pursuing Jacob?’ Max stammered, trying to gain time for Roland.

      ‘Business is business, Max; I carried out my part of the deal.’

      ‘But what can the life of one child mean to you?’ Max pleaded. ‘You’ve already had your revenge by killing Dr Fleischmann,
         haven’t you?’
      

      Cain’s face lit up, as if Max had just asked him the very question he’d been waiting to hear since the start of their conversation.

      ‘When a debt is not settled, it gathers interest. But that does not cancel the original debt. That is my rule,’ hissed the
         magician. ‘And it’s what I feed on – Jacob’s life and the lives of others like him. Do you know how many years I’ve been roaming
         around the world, Max? Do you know how many names I’ve had?’
      

      Max shook his head, giving thanks for every second the magician lost by talking to him.
‘Tell me,’ he replied in a tiny voice, feigning admiration.

      Cain smiled triumphantly. At that moment the thing Max had feared, happened. Through the noise of the storm came the sound
         of Roland’s voice, calling Alicia’s name. Max and the magician looked at one another; they had both heard it. The smile left
         Cain’s face and was immediately replaced by the expression of a bloodthirsty predator.
      

      ‘Very clever,’ he whispered.

      Max gulped, preparing for the worst.

      The magician opened a hand in front of him and Max watched in horror as each of his fingers melted into a long needle. Only
         a few metres away, Roland shouted again. When Cain turned to look behind him, Max made a dash for the side of the ship, but
         the magician’s claw seized him by the scruff of his neck, turning him slowly until he was standing face to face with the Prince
         of Mist.
      

      ‘A shame your friend isn’t half as clever as you are. Perhaps I should make the deal with you. Oh well … some other time,’
         the magician spat. ‘See you later, Max. I hope you’ve learned to dive since our last encounter.’
      

      With brutal force, the magician flung Max into the air and back into the sea. The boy’s body sailed over ten metres through
         the sky then landed in the midst of the waves, sinking into the freezing cold water. Max struggled to rise to the surface,
         thrashing his arms and legs, trying to escape from the deadly current that seemed to be dragging him down into the darkness. Feeling as if his lungs were about to burst he swam blindly until finally
         he surfaced a few metres from the rocks. He took in some air and, in an effort to stay afloat, let the waves carry him towards
         the the rocky wall, where he managed to cling on to a ledge, then clamber up to safety. The sharp stones bit into his skin
         and Max was aware of them scraping his arms and legs, but he was so numb with cold he could barely feel the pain. Trying not
         to faint, he climbed up until he reached a recess among the rocks where the waves couldn’t reach him. Only then was he able
         to rest on the hard stone, still so frightened he couldn’t allow himself to believe he’d saved his own life.
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THE CABIN DOOR OPENED SLOWLY. ALICIA, curled up in a dark corner, held her breath and didn’t move. The Prince of Mist was outlined in the doorway and his eyes,
         flashing like hot coals, changed from gold to a deep crimson. Cain entered the cabin and strode over to her. Trying hard to
         hide the trembling that had seized hold of her, Alicia faced her visitor defiantly. The magician grinned like a dog at her
         show of arrogance.
      

      ‘It must run in the family. You’re all born heroes,’ the magician said softly. ‘I’m beginning to like you.’

      ‘What is it you want?’ asked Alicia, filling her shaky voice with all the contempt she could muster.

      Cain seemed to consider the question. Alicia noticed that his nails were long and sharp, like the tips of daggers. Cain pointed at her.
      

      ‘That depends. What do you suggest?’ he asked sweetly, his eyes fixed on her face.

      ‘I have nothing to give you,’ she replied, stealing a glance at the open door.

      Cain wagged a finger, guessing her intentions.

      ‘That would not be a good idea,’ he stated. ‘Let’s go back to our conversation. Why don’t we make a deal? An understanding
         between adults, if you see what I mean.’
      

      ‘What deal?’ Alicia replied, trying to avoid Cain’s hypnotic eyes, which seemed to be sucking away her willpower, a parasite
         feeding on her soul.
      

      ‘That’s what I like, so let’s talk business. Tell me, Alicia, would you like to save Jacob – sorry, I mean Roland? He’s a
         good-looking boy,’ said the magician, savouring every last word of his offer.
      

      ‘What would you want in exchange? My life?’ Alicia replied. The words came out of her mouth before she’d even had time to
         think.
      

      The magician crossed his arms and frowned, looking pensive. Alicia noticed that he never blinked.

      ‘I was thinking of something else, my dear,’ Cain explained, stroking his lower lip with the tip of his forefinger. ‘How about
         the life of your firstborn?’
      

      Cain moved towards Alicia and brought his face up close to hers, so that she could smell the sweet, nauseating stench of his breath. Looking straight into his eyes, she spat in the magician’s face.
      

      ‘Go to hell,’ she said, reining in her anger.

      The drops of saliva evaporated as if she’d spat onto a burning metal plate.

      ‘My dear girl, that’s exactly where I’ve come from.’

      Slowly, the magician stretched out his bare hand towards Alicia’s face. She closed her eyes and felt the icy touch of his
         fingers as the long sharp nails rested on her forehead. The wait seemed endless. At last, Alicia heard his footsteps moving
         away and the heavy metal door of the cabin closing behind him. An odour of decay seeped through the cracks around the door
         like steam hissing from a pressure cooker. Alicia felt like weeping, like banging on the walls to relieve her anger, but she
         needed to stay in control and keep her mind clear. She had to get out of there and she didn’t have much time.
      

      She walked to the door and felt around the edges in search of a gap or chink that she could use to force it open. Nothing.
         Cain had entombed her in a rusty sarcophagus in the company of the old captain’s bones. At that moment, a huge jolt shook
         the boat and Alicia fell to the floor. A few seconds later, she heard a dull sound coming from the bowels of the ship. Alicia
         pressed her ear to the metal and listened carefully; it was the unmistakable rush of running water. A lot of water. Alicia,
         in a panic, realised what was happening: the hull was flooding and the Orpheus was sinking once more. This time she was unable to suppress a terrified scream.
      

         *

      Roland had searched for Alicia all over the ship, but with no success. The Orpheus was transformed into a watery catacomb, a labyrinth of interminable corridors and barred doors. The magician could have hidden
         her in dozens of different places. Roland returned to the bridge and tried to work out where she might be trapped. Then came
         the crash and the whole vessel shuddered, making Roland lose his balance on the damp, slippery floor. Cain materialised out
         of the shadows, as if he had emerged through the cracked metal floor.
      

      ‘We’re sinking, Jacob,’ the magician explained calmly, pointing around him. ‘Timing has never been your strong point, has
         it?’
      

      ‘I don’t know what you’re talking about. Where’s Alicia?’ Roland demanded, ready to pounce on his opponent.

      The magician closed his eyes and joined the palms of his hands together as if in prayer.

      ‘Somewhere on this ship,’ he replied. ‘If you were stupid enough to follow her here, don’t ruin it now. Do you want to save
         her life, Jacob?’
      

      ‘My name is Roland,’ the boy snapped.

      ‘Roland, Jacob … What does it matter if it’s one name or the other? I have quite a few names myself. What is your wish, Roland? Do you want to save your friend?’
      

      ‘Where have you hidden her?’ Roland replied. ‘Damn you! Where is she?’

      The magician rubbed his hands, as if he were feeling cold.

      ‘Do you know how long a ship like this takes to sink, Jacob? Don’t tell me. A couple of minutes at the most. Surprising, isn’t
         it?’ Cain laughed.
      

      ‘You want Jacob, or whatever I’m called,’ Roland declared. ‘Well, you’ve got him; I’m not going to escape. So let her go.’

      ‘How original, Jacob,’ intoned the magician, drawing closer. ‘Your time’s running out, Jacob. One minute.’

      The Orpheus began to list to starboard. The water flooding the boat roared beneath their feet and the damaged metal structure shivered
         as the furious sea spread through it like acid dissolving a cardboard toy.
      

      ‘What do you want me to do?’ begged Roland. ‘What do you want of me?’

      ‘Good, Jacob. I see you’re beginning to understand. I hope you’ll carry out the part of the agreement your father was unable
         to fulfil,’ the magician replied. ‘Nothing more. And nothing less.’
      

      ‘My father died in an accident. I …’ Roland began to explain in despair.

      The magician placed his hand on the boy’s shoulder. Roland felt the metallic touch of his fingers.

      ‘Half a minute, boy. It’s a bit late for family stories.’
The waves were now crashing against the deck of the bridge. Roland threw a last beseeching look at the magician. Cain knelt
         in front of him and smiled.
      

      ‘Shall we make a deal, Jacob?’ he whispered.

      Tears sprang from Roland’s eyes and he slowly nodded.

      ‘Good, good, Jacob,’ murmured Cain. ‘Welcome home …’

      The magician stood up and pointed towards one of the corridors that led from the bridge.

      ‘The last door down that corridor. But here’s a piece of advice. By the time you manage to open it we’ll all be under water
         and your friend won’t have enough air to breathe. You’re a good diver, Jacob. You’ll know what to do. Remember our pact …’
      

      Cain smiled one last time and, wrapping himself in his cloak, disappeared into the night. Invisible feet echoed across the
         bridge, leaving behind footprints of molten metal. The boy stood where he was for an instant, paralysed, trying to recover
         his breath, until the ship gave another jolt, pushing him against the frozen wheel of the helm. Water had started to flood
         the bridge.
      

      Roland rushed down the corridor the magician had pointed out. Water was now pouring through the deck hatches, inundating the
         corridor, as the Orpheus gradually sank into the sea. Roland banged against the cabin door with his fist.
      

      ‘Alicia!’ he shouted, although he was aware that she could barely hear him. ‘It’s Roland. Hold your breath! I’m going to get you out of there!’
      

      Roland grabbed the wheel that opened the cabin door and struggled to turn it, hurting the palms of his hands as he did so.
         The freezing water was already up to his waist and kept on rising. The wheel only yielded a centimetre or so. Roland took
         a deep breath and tried again. This time it slowly rotated. The water was now over Roland’s head.
      

      When the door finally opened, Roland swam into the murky cabin, groping around blindly for Alicia. For a terrible moment he
         thought the magician had tricked him and there was nobody there. He opened his eyes under the water, battling against a stinging
         sensation, and tried to see through the darkness. At last his hands touched a torn piece of Alicia’s dress – she was still
         there, struggling between panic and suffocation. He hugged her and tried to calm her, but in the dark she didn’t know who
         or what had grabbed her. Aware that he had only a few seconds left, Roland put his hands round her neck and pulled her out
         into the corridor. The ship was still plunging towards the ocean bed. Alicia wrestled with Roland as he dragged her through
         the corridor towards the bridge, through the debris floating up from the depths of the Orpheus. He knew they couldn’t get out of the ship until the hull had touched the seabed – if they tried before then, the pressure
         would only pull them back down – yet he was aware that at least thirty seconds had elapsed since Alicia had taken her last breath: by this time and in her state of panic, she had probably started
         to inhale water. If so, the ascent to the surface would mean certain death for her. Cain had planned this game with great
         care.
      

      As they waited, it seemed as though the ship would never touch the bottom, and when the impact finally came, part of the ceiling
         in the bridge collapsed on top of them. A terrible pain shot up Roland’s leg, and he realised that a piece of metal had trapped
         one of his ankles. Meanwhile, the glow of the Orpheus was slowly fading in the depths of the ocean.
      

      Roland fought against the agonising pain, searching for Alicia’s face in the dark. Her eyes were open but she was struggling
         not to take in water. She couldn’t hold her breath for another moment, and the last bubbles of air escaped from her lips like
         pearls carrying away the final moments of a life.
      

      Roland held her face and tried to get Alicia to look at him. Their eyes locked and she understood immediately what he was
         proposing. Alicia shook her head, attempting to push Roland away from her. He pointed at his ankle, trapped under the metal
         beams from the ceiling. Alicia swam down through the icy water and tried to free him. They looked at one another in despair.
         Nothing and nobody would be able to move the tons of steel that were pinning Roland down. Alicia swam back to him and hugged
         him, aware that she was beginning to lose consciousness through lack of air. Without waiting another moment, Roland cupped Alicia’s face with his hands and, placing
         his lips on hers, he breathed out the air he had kept for her, just as Cain had predicted he would. Alicia held Roland’s hands
         tight, and joined him in a life-saving kiss.
      

      Roland gave her one last, desperate look of farewell then pushed her out of the bridge. Slowly, Alicia began her ascent. As
         she neared the surface she kept her eyes fixed on Roland, his outline slowly fading in the murky shadows at the bottom of
         the sea. That was the last time Alicia saw Roland.
      

      Seconds later, the girl emerged in the middle of the bay and saw that the storm was gradually receding, taking with it all
         the hopes she had had for the future.
      

      *

      When Max saw Alicia’s face on the surface, he threw himself into the water and swam frantically towards her. His sister could
         barely stay afloat and was stammering incomprehensible words, coughing violently and spitting out the water she had swallowed
         on her way up. Max put his arms around her and swam with her until he was able to touch the stones with his feet, a few metres
         from the shore. The lighthouse keeper was waiting on the beach and rushed to help them. Together he and Max got Alicia out
         of the water and laid her down on her back. Victor Kray tried to take her pulse, but Max gently removed the old man’s trembling hand.
      

      ‘She’s alive, Mr Kray,’ Max explained, stroking his sister’s forehead. ‘She’s alive.’

      The old man nodded and left Alicia in Max’s care. Stumbling like a soldier after a long battle, Victor Kray wandered down
         to the shore and waded into the water.
      

      ‘Where’s my Roland?’ the old man moaned. ‘Where’s my grandson?’

      Max looked at him but could not find the words. He could see the soul of the poor man slipping away, and with it the strength
         that had sustained him all those years up in the lighthouse.
      

      ‘He won’t be coming back, Mr Kray,’ Max replied eventually, his eyes brimming with tears. ‘Roland won’t be coming back.’

      The lighthouse keeper looked at Max as if he didn’t understand what he was saying. Then he nodded his head, but turned his
         eyes seawards, still expecting his grandson to emerge and come back to him. The ocean gradually calmed and a garland of stars
         lit up over the horizon.
      

      Roland never returned.
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THE DAY AFTER THE STORM THAT RAVAGED THE coast during the long night of 23 June 1943, Maximilian and Andrea Carver returned to the house by the beach with young Irina.
         She was no longer in danger, although it would be a few more weeks before she recovered completely from her injuries. The
         winds that had lashed the town until shortly before dawn had left a trail of fallen trees and electricity pylons; boats had
         been dragged in from the sea right up to the promenade and there were many broken windows. Alicia and Max were sitting quietly
         on the porch. The moment Mr Carver stepped out of the car that had brought them back from the hospital, he saw from their
         faces and their tattered clothing that something terrible had happened.
      
But before he could ask them anything, the expression on Max’s face told him that all explanations, if there were to be any,
         would have to wait. Whatever it was that had happened, Maximilian Carver knew for certain, without any need for words or reasons,
         that the sadness of his two children signalled the end of a stage in their lives that would never return.
      

      Maximilian Carver looked into Alicia’s eyes before going into the house. She was staring absently at the horizon as if she
         thought it might hold the answer to all her questions; questions that neither he nor anyone else would be able to answer.
         Suddenly, and silently, he realised that his daughter had grown up, and that one day, and it wouldn’t be long, she would set
         off on a new path in search of her own answers.
      

           *

      A cloud of steam engulfed the station. The last passengers were hurrying into the carriages of the train, or biding farewell
         to relatives and friends who had come with them as far as the platform. Max looked at the old station clock that had welcomed
         him to the town and noticed that, this time, its hands had stopped. The porter came over to Max and Victor Kray, his hand
         outstretched, hoping for a tip.
      

      ‘Your suitcases are on the train, sir.’

      The old lighthouse keeper handed him a few coins and the porter walked away, counting them as he went. Max and Victor Kray exchanged a smile, as if they had found the incident amusing and this was only a routine farewell.
      

      ‘Alicia wasn’t able to come—’ Max began.

      ‘There’s no need to explain. I understand,’ the lighthouse keeper said quickly. ‘Say goodbye to her from me. And take care
         of her.’
      

      ‘I will.’

      The stationmaster blew his whistle. The train was about to leave.

      ‘Aren’t you going to tell me where you’re going?’ asked Max, pointing at the train waiting on the track. Victor Kray smiled
         and offered his hand to the boy.
      

      ‘Wherever I go,’ he replied, ‘I’ll never be able to get away from here.’

      The whistle blew again. Victor Kray was the only person left to board. The ticket inspector was waiting by the carriage door.

      ‘I must go, Max,’ said the old man. He put his arms around Max, who hugged him tightly. ‘By the way, I have something for
         you.’
      

      The lighthouse keeper handed over a small box. Something rattled inside it.

      ‘Aren’t you going to open it?’

      ‘After you’ve gone,’ Max replied.

      The lighthouse keeper shrugged his shoulders and walked over to the carriage. The ticket collector held out a hand to help
         him up. As Victor Kray climbed the last step, Max suddenly ran towards him.
      

      ‘Mr Kray!’

      The old man turned to look at him, an amused expression in his eyes.

      ‘It was an honour to meet you, Mr Kray,’ said Max.

      Victor Kray smiled one last time and gently tapped his chest with his index finger.

      ‘The name’s Victor, Max. And the honour was all mine.’

      Slowly the train pulled away, and soon its trail of steam was lost in the distance. Max stayed on the platform until he could
         no longer see the small dot on the horizon. Only then did he open the box the old man had given him and discover that it held
         a bunch of keys. Max smiled. They were the keys to the lighthouse.
      

   



      EPILOGUE
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THE LAST WEEKS OF SUMMER BROUGHT MORE news of the war – whose days, it was said, were numbered. Maximilian Carver had opened his watchmaker’s business in a small
         building near the market square and soon there was not a single local who hadn’t visited his shop of marvels. Irina had completely
         recovered and seemed to remember nothing about her accident on the staircase. She and her mother took long walks along the
         beach, looking for seashells and small fossils with which they had started a collection that promised to be the envy of Irina’s
         new school friends that coming autumn.
      

      Loyal to the old keeper’s legacy, Max cycled every afternoon to the lighthouse and lit the lantern so that its beam could guide ships safely until the following morning. He climbed up the tower and from there gazed out at the ocean,
         just as Victor Kray had done for most of his life.
      

      On one of these afternoons Max realised that his sister Alicia returned regularly to the beach where Roland’s hut stood. She
         went alone and sat by the water’s edge, her eyes lost in the sea, letting the hours pass by in silence. They no longer spoke
         the way they had done during the days they had shared with Roland, and Alicia never mentioned what had happened that night
         in the bay. Max had respected her silence from the first moment. When the last days of September arrived, announcing the arrival
         of the autumn, the memory of the Prince of Mist seemed to fade from his mind like a dream in the light of day.
      

      Often, when Max watched Alicia down on the beach, he remembered Roland’s words when he had confessed his fear that if he was
         called up this might be his last summer in the town. Now, although brother and sister barely spoke about it, Max knew that
         the memory of Roland and of that summer in which they had discovered magic together would stay with them, uniting them forever.
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      In Brief


      
      
      
      Max’s father had that look on his face. The one that meant another crazy idea was becoming a reality. It was June 1943 and
         Max’s thirteenth birthday, and it seemed that the Carver family were moving. Not only were they moving – but this was their
         last day in the lofty apartment that had been Max’s home for ever.
      

      
      They were moving to a beach house in a small coastal town to get away from the inevitable approach of the war. In truth, it
         wasn’t a complete surprise to the family – but so suddenly? Max hung back as the others rushed off to pack and his father
         reassured him that the move would turn out all right. Max’s father Maximilian was a watchmaker by profession, and he reached
         into his pocket and brought out a beautiful silver watch he had made for Max’s birthday. Engraved upon it were the words Max’s time machine. When Max looked back on the scene years later, he knew that day was when his childhood had ended.
      

      
      The morning brought a bustle of last-minute packing and sorting as they made their way to the station for the long train journey. Max would always remember his first sight of the sea as they ventured into the small
         town that seemed like a toy version of the city where Max had spent all his life. There was something unreal about the station
         as the family waited for Maximilian to find help with the luggage. Even the station clock was slow – a point that Maximilian
         used to illustrate the positive change of pace in the countryside. Max’s sister Irina insisted on adopting a sinister cat
         that stared at Max as they made their way to the new house. As Max turned back to look at the station, he realised that the
         clock wasn’t slow – it was running backwards.
      

      
      Max’s first sight of his new home did little to dispel the doll’s house impression. All pastel colours and sash windows, the
         houses of the peaceful town basked in the unusual luminosity the sea provided. Max was beginning to think that his father’s
         decision to move the family might have been an inspired one as they arrived at their new house, which stood at the end of
         a long beach.
      

      
      The house was arranged over two floors and appeared to be in good condition. A little unloved and neglected certainly – but
         basically sound. No small thing considering its proximity to the sea. It had a rather sad history, which culminated in the
         drowning of the son of the house some years previously, but Maximilian was sure that his family would inject new life and happiness into the place.
      

      
      As the family busied itself making their new home habitable, Max noticed a walled enclosure beyond the yard at the back of
         the house. The twilight made it hard to see clearly, but it seemed to contain statues. Max was intrigued.
      

      
      Max was woken by a strange dream before dawn the next day. An eerie figure had been whispering in his ear – though Max couldn’t
         tell what the figure had been trying to tell him. He looked out the window at the early morning mist and quickly dressed.
         The walled garden was further than he’d thought, though the rusty padlock on the gate was easily opened. The statues seemed
         to be of a circus troupe. They were all gathered around a central figure of a clown standing on a plinth with one fist raised.
         Max bent to look at a star engraving at the clown’s feet, but when he looked up again he saw that the clown’s upraised fist
         was now an outstretched hand – palm open invitingly. Max ran all the way home without looking back.
      

      
      Max’s world became stranger and stranger as he got to know his new home – and he soon realised that, as they had left one
         threat behind in the city, his family had found a deadlier danger in their new home. A danger drawing ever nearer the shore
         …
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      For Discussion

      

      
      
      How does the author set the tone of the novel?

      
      ‘Sometimes memories follow you wherever you go – you don’t need to take them with you.’ To what extent is this a theme of
         The Prince of Mist?
      

      
      How long is the shadow cast by the war?

      
      What is the significance of rain to Max?

      
      ‘I now know that a man’s life is broadly divided into three periods.’ Do you agree?

      
      ‘Amusement is like laudanum: it takes away all the misery and pain, even if only for a short time.’ Another theme?

      
      ‘Nothing is as powerful as a promise.’ True?

      
      ‘The more you try to hide from the truth, the quicker it finds you.’ Is Maximilian right?

      
      
      ‘In an infinite universe, there were too many things that escaped human understanding.’ How far is The Prince of Mist about understanding?
      

      
      How does the author build the tension in The Prince of Mist?
      

      
      How close to, and how different from, the classic ghost story is The Prince of Mist?
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      I’LL NEVER FORGET THE NIGHT IT SNOWED OVER Calcutta. The calendar at St Patrick’s Orphanage was inching towards the final days of May 1932, leaving behind one of the
            hottest months ever recorded in the city of palaces.

      
      With each passing day, we felt sadder and more fearful of the approaching summer, when we would all turn sixteen, for this
            would mean our separation and the end of the Chowbar Society, the secret club of seven members that had been our refuge during
            our years at the orphanage. We had grown up there with no other family than ourselves, with no other memories than the stories
            we told in the small hours round an open fire in the courtyard of an abandoned mansion – a large rambling ruin which stood
            on the corner of Cotton Street and Brabourne Road and which we’d christened the Midnight Palace. At the time, I didn’t know
            I would never again see the streets of my childhood, the city whose spell has haunted me to this day.

      
      I have never returned to Calcutta, but I have always been true to the promise we all made to ourselves on the banks of the Hooghly River: the promise never to forget what we had witnessed. Time has taught me to treasure the memory of
            those days and to preserve the letters I received from the accursed city, for they keep the flame of my memories alive. It
            was through those letters that I found out our palace had been demolished and an office building erected over its ashes, and
            that Mr Thomas Carter, the head of St Patrick’s, had passed away after spending the last years of his life in darkness, following
            the fire that closed his eyes for ever.

      
      As the years went by, I heard about the gradual disappearance of all the sites that had formed the backdrop to our lives.
            The fury of a city that seemed to be devouring itself and the deceptive passage of time eventually erased all trace of the
            Chowbar Society and its members; at which point, I began to fear that this story might be lost for ever for want of a narrator.
            The vagaries of fate have chosen me, the person least suited to the task, to tell the tale and unveil the secret that both
            bonded and separated us so many years ago in the old railway station of Jheeter’s Gate. I would have preferred someone else
            to have been in charge of rescuing this story, but once again life has taught me that my role is to be a witness, not the
            leading actor.

      
      All these years I’ve kept the few letters sent to me by Roshan, guarding them closely because they shed light on the fate
            of each member of our unique society; I’ve read them over and over again, aloud, in the solitude of my study. Perhaps because
            somehow I felt that I had unwittingly become the repository of everything that had happened to us. Perhaps because I understood that, among that group
            of seven youngsters, I was always the most reluctant to take risks, the least daring, and therefore the most likely to survive.

      
      In that spirit, and trusting that my memory won’t betray me, I will try to relive the mysterious and terrible events that
            took place during those four blazing days in May 1932.

      
      It will not be easy, and I beg my readers to forgive my inadequate words as I attempt to salvage that dark Calcutta summer
            from the past. I have done my best to reconstruct the truth, to return to those troubled days that would inevitably shape
            our future. All that is left for me now is to take my leave and allow the facts to speak for themselves.

      
      I’ll never forget the fear on the faces of my friends the night it snowed in Calcutta. But, as Ben used to tell me, the best
            place to start a story is at the beginning …
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      Calcutta, May 1916

      
      

      
      SHORTLY AFTER MIDNIGHT A BOAT EMERGED OUT of the mist that rose like a fetid curse from the surface of the Hooghly River. The faint glow of a flickering lantern attached
         to the mast revealed the figure of a man wrapped in a cape, rowing with difficulty towards the distant shore. Further to the
         east, under a blanket of leaden clouds, the outline of Fort William in the Maidan – a sort of Hyde Park carved out of tropical
         jungle – stood out against an endless expanse of street lamps and bonfires that spread as far as the eye could see. Calcutta.
      

      
      The man stopped for a few moments to recover his breath and look back at the silhouette of Jheeter’s Gate Station rising from the shadows on the opposite bank. The further
         he went, the more the station made of glass and steel seemed to melt into the city – a jungle of marble mausoleums blackened
         by decades of neglect; naked walls once coated in ochre, blue and gold, their colours peeled away by the fury of the monsoon,
         leaving them blurred and faded, like watercolours dissolving in a pond.
      

      
      Only the certainty that he had just a few hours to live – perhaps only a few minutes – kept him going, leaving behind in that
         ill-fated place the woman he had sworn to protect. As Lieutenant Peake made his last journey to Calcutta, aboard an old river
         boat, the rain that had arrived in the early hours of darkness was washing away every last second of his life.
      

      
      While he struggled to row the boat towards the shore, the lieutenant could hear the crying of the two babies hidden inside
         the bilge. Peake turned his head and noticed the lights of the other boat twinkling only a hundred metres behind him. He pictured
         the smile of his pursuer, savouring the hunt for his prey. Relentless.
      

      
      Ignoring the children’s tears of hunger and cold, he applied his remaining strength to steering the boat towards the threshold
         that led into the ghostly labyrinth of streets. Two hundred years had been enough to transform the thick jungle growing around
         Kalighat into a city even God did not dare enter.
      

      
      In a matter of minutes the storm looming over the city had unleashed all its fury. By mid-April and well into the month of June, the city withered in the clutches of the so-called Indian summer, with temperatures reaching up to forty degrees
         and a level of humidity close to saturation. But with the arrival of violent electric storms, which turned the sky into a
         battle scene, thermometers could plunge thirty degrees in a few moments.
      

      
      The curtain of rain hid the unsteady jetties of rotten wood that dangled over the water’s edge, but Peake didn’t stop until
         he felt the hull hit the planks of the fishermen’s dock. Only then did he thrust the anchoring pole into the muddy riverbed
         and rush to extract the children, who lay wrapped in a blanket. As he took them in his arms, the crying of the babies permeated
         the night like a trail of blood calling out to a predator. Pressing the bundle against his chest, Peake jumped ashore.
      

      
      As the rain pelted down, he saw the other boat approaching the river bank, slowly, like a funeral barge. Gripped by fear,
         Peake ran towards the streets bordering the southern edge of the Maidan, a district known by its privileged residents – mostly
         British and other Europeans – as the White Town.
      

      
      He clung to one remaining hope of being able to save the children, but he was still far from the heart of North Calcutta and
         Aryami Bose’s house. The old lady was the only person who could help him now. Peake stopped for a moment and scanned the gloomy
         expanse of the Maidan, searching for the distant glow of the street lamps that flickered in the northern part of the city.
         The dark streets, cloaked by the storm, would be his safest hiding place. Holding the children tight, Lieutenant Peake set off again, heading east, hoping to find cover in the shadows cast
         by the palatial buildings of the city centre.
      

      
      Moments later, the black barge that had been pursuing him came to a halt by the dock. Three men jumped ashore and moored the
         vessel. The small cabin door slowly opened and a dark figure wrapped in a black cloak crossed the gangplank the men had laid
         from the jetty, ignoring the rain. Once ashore, the figure stretched out a black-gloved hand and, pointing to the place where
         Peake had disappeared, gave a sinister smile.
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      THE WINDING ROAD that cut across the Maidan, rounding the fortress, had turned into a swamp under the pounding rain. Peake vaguely remembered
         having crossed that part of the city in the days when he was serving under Colonel Llewelyn. But that had been in broad daylight,
         on horseback and surrounded by an armed cavalry regiment. Ironically, fate now took him along the same stretch of open fields
         that had been levelled by Lord Clive in 1758 so that the cannons of Fort William could enjoy a clear line of fire in all directions.
         Only this time he was the target.
      

      
      Lieutenant Peake ran towards an area of trees, sensing the furtive gaze of those hidden in the dark, the nocturnal inhabitants
         of the Maidan. He knew that nobody here would try to waylay him and snatch his cape or take the children who were crying in his arms. The invisible presences could smell death clinging to his heels, and not a soul
         would dare come between him and his pursuer.
      

      
      Peake jumped over the railings separating the Maidan from Chowringhee Road and entered the main artery of Calcutta. The majestic
         avenue had been built on top of the old path which, only three hundred years earlier, had crossed the Bengali jungle southwards,
         leading to the temple of Kali, the Kalighat, which gave the city its name.
      

      
      Because of the rain, the swarms of people who usually prowled the area at night had retreated and the city looked like a large,
         empty bazaar. Peake knew that the veil of rain that blurred his vision, but also shrouded him, could vanish as instantly as
         it had appeared. The storms that entered the Ganges Delta from the ocean quickly travelled north or west after discharging
         their deluge on the Bengali Peninsula, leaving behind a trail of mist and flooded streets, where children played in filthy
         puddles and carts ran aground in the mud like drifting ships.
      

      
      The lieutenant ran along Chowringhee Road until he felt the muscles of his legs give way and he was barely able to support
         the weight of the babies. He could see the lights of the northern district, but he knew he would not be able to keep up this
         pace much longer, and Aryami Bose’s house was still a good distance away. He had to make a stop.
      

      
      He paused to get his breath back under the staircase of an old textile warehouse, the walls of which were covered in official
         notices announcing its imminent demolition. He vaguely recalled having inspected the place years ago after some rich merchant had reported that it concealed a notorious
         opium den.
      

      
      Now, dirty water poured down the crumbling stairs like dark blood gushing from a wound. The place seemed deserted. Lieutenant
         Peake lifted the children close to his face and looked into their bewildered eyes; the two babies were no longer crying, but
         they were trembling from the cold and the blanket that covered them was soaking. Peake held their tiny hands in his, hoping
         to give them some warmth as he peeped through the cracks in the staircase, keeping an eye on the streets leading off the Maidan.
         He couldn’t remember how many assassins his pursuer had recruited, but he knew that there were only two bullets left in his
         revolver, two bullets he would have to use with all the cunning he could muster – he had fired the rest of his ammunition
         in the tunnels of the railway station. Peake wrapped the children in the drier part of the blanket and left them lying on
         a bit of dry floor he spied in a hollow in the warehouse wall.
      

      
      He pulled out his revolver, slowly peering round the side of the stairs. He strained his eyes and recognised the line of distant
         lights on the other side of the Hooghly River. The sound of hurried footsteps startled him and he moved back into the shadows.
      

      
      Three men emerged from the darkness of the Maidan, the blades of their knives shining in the gloom. Peake rushed to gather
         the children in his arms once again and took a deep breath, aware that if he were to flee at that moment, the men would fall on him like a pack of wolves.
      

      
      The lieutenant stood motionless against the wall, watching his pursuers as they stopped to search for his trail. The assassins
         exchanged a few mumbled words and then one signalled to the other two that they should separate. Peake shuddered as he realised
         that the one who had given the order was now approaching the staircase; for a split second he thought that the smell of his
         fear alone would lead the killer to his hiding place.
      

      
      Desperately, he scanned the wall below the staircase in search of some gap through which he could escape. He knelt down by
         the hollow where he had left the babies a few seconds earlier and tried to dislodge some planks which were loose and softened
         by damp. The rotten wood yielded easily and Peake felt a breath of noxious air escape from the dilapidated building. He turned
         his head and saw the murderer standing only twenty metres away, at the foot of the staircase, brandishing his knife.
      

      
      Peake wrapped the babies in his cape for protection and crawled through into the warehouse. A sharp pain, just above his knee,
         suddenly paralysed his right leg. He patted his leg with trembling hands and found a rusty nail sunk into his flesh. Stifling
         a scream, Peake grabbed the tip of the cold metal and pulled hard. He felt the skin tear and warm blood trickled through his
         fingers. A wave of nausea and pain clouded his vision. Gasping, he gathered the babies and struggled to his feet. An eerie
         passageway with hundreds of empty shelves spread before him. Without a moment’s hesitation, Peake ran towards the other end of the warehouse, the wounded structure creaking beneath the storm.
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      WHEN PEAKE RE-EMERGED INTO the night after running hundreds of metres through the bowels of the ruined building, he discovered he was only a stone’s
         throw from the Tiretta Bazaar, one of the commercial centres of North Calcutta. He thanked his lucky stars and set off towards
         the jumble of narrow streets, heading straight for the house of Aryami Bose.
      

      
      It took him ten minutes to reach the home of the last woman in the Bose family line. Aryami lived alone in a sprawling house
         built in the Bengali style that rose amid the dense wild vegetation that had invaded the courtyard over the years, making
         the place look abandoned. Yet no inhabitant of North Calcutta – an area also known as the Black Town – would have dared go
         beyond that courtyard and enter the domain of Aryami Bose. Those who knew her loved and respected her as much as they feared
         her. And there wasn’t a soul in the streets of North Calcutta who hadn’t heard of Aryami Bose and her ancestry. For the people
         of the area she was like a spirit: a powerful and invisible presence.
      

      
      Peake ran to the spearheaded gates, through the overgrown courtyard and up the cracked marble staircase that led to the front
         door. Holding both babies under one arm he banged repeatedly with his fist, hoping he would be heard through the storm.
      

      
      The lieutenant continued to pound on the door for a good five minutes, his eyes fixed on the deserted streets behind him,
         fearing he would catch sight of his pursuers at any moment. When the door finally yielded, Peake turned round and was blinded
         by the light of a candle. A voice he hadn’t heard in five years whispered his name. He shaded his eyes with one hand and recognised
         the inscrutable face of Aryami Bose.
      

      
      The woman read his expression and gazed down at the children, a shadow of pain passing over her face.

      
      ‘She’s dead, Aryami,’ murmured Peake. ‘She was already dead when I found her …’

      
      Aryami closed her eyes and breathed deeply. Peake saw that the news cut deep into the lady’s heart, her worst suspicions confirmed.

      
      ‘Come in,’ she said at last, letting him pass and closing the door behind him.

      
      Peake hurried over to a table, where he laid down the babies and removed their wet clothes. Without saying a word, Aryami
         fetched some dry strips of cloth and wrapped the children in them while Peake stoked the fire.
      

      
      ‘I’m being followed, Aryami,’ said Peake. ‘I can’t stay here.’

      
      ‘You’re wounded,’ said the woman, pointing to the gash from the nail.

      
      ‘Just a scratch,’ Peake lied. ‘It doesn’t hurt.’

      
      Aryami moved closer to him and stretched out her hand to stroke his face.
      

      
      ‘You always loved her …’

      
      Peake turned his head away and didn’t reply.

      
      ‘They could have been your children,’ said Aryami. ‘They might have had better luck.’

      
      ‘I must go, Aryami,’ the lieutenant repeated. ‘If I stay here, they’ll find me. They won’t give up.’

      
      They exchanged defeated looks, both aware of the fate that awaited Peake as soon as he returned to the streets. Aryami took
         his hands in hers and pressed them tightly.
      

      
      ‘I was never good to you,’ she said. ‘I feared for my daughter, for the life she might have had with a British officer. But
         I was wrong. I suppose you’ll never forgive me.’
      

      
      ‘It doesn’t matter any more,’ replied Peake. ‘I must go. Right now.’
      

      
      He took one last look at the babies, who had settled quietly by the fire. They smiled as they looked at him, their eyes bright
         and filled with a playful curiosity. At last they were safe. The lieutenant walked to the door and took a deep breath. Exhaustion
         and the throbbing pain in his leg overwhelmed him after the few moments of rest. He had used the last reserves of his strength
         to bring the infants to this place, and now he wondered how he was going to face the inevitable. Outside, the rain was still
         lashing down, but there was no sign of his pursuer or his henchmen.
      

      
      ‘Michael …’ said Aryami behind him.

      
      The young man stopped but didn’t turn round.

      
      
      ‘She knew,’ lied Aryami. ‘She knew from the start, and I’m sure that, in some way, she felt the same for you. It was my fault.
         Don’t hold it against her.’
      

      
      Peake replied with a nod and closed the door behind him. For a few seconds he stood there, under the rain, finally at peace
         with himself, then he set off to meet his pursuers. After retracing his steps back to the abandoned warehouse, he entered
         the dark building once more in search of a hiding place.
      

      
      As he crouched in the shadows weariness and pain fused slowly into a drunken sense of calm, and his lips betrayed a faint
         smile. He no longer had any reason, or hope, to go on living.
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