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We lived, the three of us, in a four-story property in Portland Row, 
London, which was the headquarters of our agency. Lockwood him-
self owned the house. It had once belonged to his parents, and their 
collection of oriental wards and ghost-chasers still lined the walls of 
many rooms. Lockwood had converted the basement into an of! ce, 
with desks, iron stores, and a rapier practice room. At the rear, a 
reinforced glass door led out into the garden, complete with a little 
lawn and apple trees, where we’d sometimes lounge in summer. 
On the upper " oors were bedrooms; the ground " oor contained the 
kitchen, the library, and the living room, where Lockwood inter-
viewed our clients. It was here that we spent most time. 

For several months, though, time had been in extremely short 
supply. This was partly due to our own success. In July our investiga-
tion at Kensal Green Cemetery had ended with the so-called “Battle 
in the Graveyard,” featuring a ! ght between agents and a group of 
violent black-marketeers. Along with our encounter with the horri! c 
Rat-Ghost of Hampstead, it had aroused a lot of interest in the press, 
and this interest continued during the trial of the chief marketeer, 
a man named Julius Winkman. Lockwood, George, and I had all 
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testi! ed against him; by the time Winkman was sent down for a stiff 
stretch in Wandsworth Prison, it was the middle of September, and 
our period of free publicity had lasted nearly two months. During 
this time, our phone had seldom stopped ringing.

It was true that most wealthy clients preferred to stick with 
the large agencies, which had swankier equipment and bigger 
reputations. Most of our business came from poorer districts like 
Whitechapel, where clients didn’t pay so well. But jobs were jobs, 
and Lockwood didn’t like to turn any of them down. This meant 
that free evenings were few and far between.

“Anything going on tonight, George?” Lockwood said suddenly. 
He’d thrown a weary arm over his face, and I’d assumed he was 
asleep. “Please say no.”

George said nothing, just raised three ! ngers. 
“Three?” Lockwood uttered a long and hollow groan. “What are 

they?”
“Woman in a veil on Nelson Street, Whitechapel; a haunted 

apartment in a housing project, and a Shade spotted behind some 
public restrooms. The usual glamorous stuff.”

“We’ll have to split up again,” Lockwood said. “Dibs on the 
veiled woman.” 

George grunted. “Dibs on the Shade.”
“What?” My head jerked up. The dibs rule was second only to 

the biscuit rule in terms of importance. It always held ! rm. “So I 
get the housing project? Brilliant. I bet the elevators will be out, and 
everything.”

“You’re ! t enough to manage a few stairs, Luce,” Lockwood 
murmured.
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“What if it’s twenty-one " oors? What if there’s a Raw-bones at 
the top, and I’m too out of breath to deal with it? Wait, what if the 
elevator is working, but the ghost’s hidden inside? You remember 
what happened to that girl from the Sebright Agency when she got 
stuck in that haunted elevator at Canary Wharf? They only found 
her shoes!”

“Stop burbling,” Lockwood said. “You’re tired. We all are. You 
know it’ll be ! ne.”

We all subsided again. I leaned my head back against the sofa 
cushions. Rivulets of water laced the library window like veins of 
blood. 

Okay, not really like veins of blood. I was tired . . . like Lockwood 
said. 

Lockwood  .  .  . Through half-closed eyes, I watched him now, 
trapping him tight between my lashes. I looked at his long legs, 
loosely crossed over the side of the chair; at the bare feet, at the slim 
contours of his body half-concealed beneath the rumpled shirt. His 
face was mostly covered by his arm, but you could see the line of his 
jaw and the expressive lips, relaxed and slightly parted. His dark hair 
spilled softly over the white sleeve. 

How did he manage to look like that after ! ve hours’ sleep, 
lying curled and crumpled in the chair? Being half-dressed never 
did me any favors; with George, it practically came with a health 
warning. Yet Lockwood managed to carry it off perfectly. It was 
pleasantly warm in the room. My eyelashes squeezed a little tighter. 
I put my hand to my silver necklace, turning it slowly between my 
! ngers. . . .

“We need a new agent,” Lockwood said. 
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I opened my eyes wide. Behind me, I heard George put his 
comic down. “What?”

“We need another operative. Another working agent to back us 
up. Don’t we? We shouldn’t have to keep separating all the time.” 

“We worked together at Lavender Lodge,” I said. 
“That was a one-off.” Lockwood moved his arm, and pushed 

the hair out of his face. “Hardly ever happens now. Anyway, look 
around. We’re not really coping, are we?”

George yawned. “What makes you say that?” He gave an almighty 
stretch and knocked over the pile of ironing, which collapsed on my 
head. Like a giant amoeba undulating purposefully across a petri 
dish, a pair of George’s briefs " opped slowly past my nose. 

“Case in point,” Lockwood said as I shook myself free. “One of 
you should have sorted all that. But you haven’t had time.”

“Or you could always iron them, of course,” George said.
“Me? I’m even busier than you.”
This was the way it always went now. We were working so hard 

at night, we had no energy for doing stuff during the day. So we no 
longer got around to inessential things, such as keeping the place 
tidy or sorting the laundry. All of 35 Portland Row was suffering. 
The kitchen looked like a salt-bomb had gone off in it. Even the 
skull in the jar, no stranger to vile surroundings, had made indig-
nant comments about the environment we lived in. 

“If we had another agent,” Lockwood said, “we could properly 
take turns. One of us could rest at home each night and do odd jobs 
during the day. I’ve been considering this for a while. It’s the only 
answer, I think.”

George and I were silent. The idea of a new colleague didn’t 
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much appeal to me. In fact, it gave me a twisty sort of feeling in my 
belly. Overstretched as we de! nitely were, I liked the way we oper-
ated. As we had at Lavender Lodge, we backed each other up when 
necessary, and we got things done. 

“Are you sure?” I said at last. “Where would they sleep?”
“Not on the " oor,” George said. “They’d probably get some 

disease.”
“Well, they’re not sharing the attic with me.”
“They wouldn’t have to sleep here, you idiots,” Lockwood 

growled. “Since when has living under the same roof been a require-
ment for the job? They could turn up for work in the morning, like 
ninety-nine percent of other people do.” 

“Maybe it’s not a full agent that we need,” I suggested. “Maybe 
we just need an assistant. Someone to tidy up after us. In all the 
important stuff, surely, we’re doing ! ne.”

“I agree with Lucy.” George returned to his comic. “We’ve got a 
good setup here. We shouldn’t mess it up.”

“Well, I’ll think about it,” Lockwood said.


