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Foreword

M y dear readers,

I am Telel. By now you may suspect that wherever im-
possible things occur, I eventually wander in with a notebook and 
too many questions. That suspicion would be justifed.

BeDore we begin, allow me one small courtesy. The people you 
are about to meet speak as they ought to speak. They belong 
to Damine-era Ponegal, not to your century, and SroDessor Lan 
has taken considerable pains to let their voices remain their own. 
Lome turns oD phrase may Deel unDamiliar. 'et them. 'anguage is a 
place as surely as any village, and iD you listen long enough, youYll 
fnd yourselD standing beside them in the mist instead oD merely 
reading about it.

Mou will want to know whether Thaddeus is the monster. Wor-
tals always do. Mou will begin measuring teeth, claws, and blood, 
certain that wickedness announces itselD with su:cient spectacle. 
It is a comDorting habit. It is also how people miss almost every-
thing worth seeing.
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Hatch this insteadN a woman who reDuses to abandon some-
one the world has already condemned. Hatch the bargains she 
makes, the promises she believes she can keep, and the quiet 
little compromises that never seem important until they have 
become a liDe. Wonsters rarely arrive all at once. Wore oDten, they 
knock politely and ask to be let in.

There is something else I ought to conDess. There are powers 
in these pages that predate my employment, and at least one 
gentleman whom I have Dound proDoundly di:cult to investigate. 
+e possesses the irritating habit oD knowing I am watching him 
while revealing almost nothing in return. I dislike him on principle. 
I suspect you may as well.

SroDessor Lan has recorded these events as DaithDully as I was 
permitted to recount them. I advise you not to hurry. The Dog 
conceals more than the cli,s, love is heavier than chains, and 
every Blood Woon asks a question that daylight preDers not to 
hear.

-ow come along. The tide is rising, the cave is waiting, and 
someone has already begun to sing.

—Telel



The Cave

I reland, 1842.

They'd been walking since dawn: Thaddeus and Cara, climb-
ing toward the clivs where the ca.e waitedN peither sfoke oB what 
would haffen when the Mlood Foon roseN They didn't need toN

Dog hugged qonegal's hills, muzing the world in a wool-wo.en 
hush, smothering the AuartSite headlands that funched straight 
into the RtlanticN

The  land  rolled  like  a  chain  oB  sleefing  giants:  rounded, 
hunched, their backs rubbed raw by centuries oB wind and rainN 
Meyond, the Mlue Ltacks crumbled into bog and blanket feat 
moorN Lmall strifs oB tillage crouched in glens and beside the 
loughsN jain Bell two days in threeN Lummers were soBt, winters 
seldom BroSe, ferBect Bor fotatoes, and Bor misery alikeN

Rround Lliabh Giag, the clivs rose like torn fages oB the earth: 
;agged, sheer, their edges riffed by centuries oB wa.es that 
slammed the stone with thunder-.oiced BuryN Iulls, gannets, the 
odd fuán rode the ufdraBtsH salt and kelf hung on e.ery breathN 
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Drom the cliv edge, the Rtlantic stretched endless and iron-grey, 
and the wind ne.er restedN xt didn't whisferN xt howledN

Dar below, the sea mutteredH the land held its breath, as though 
bracing Bor an ancient le.iathan to stirN Mog fools glimmered in 
the hollowsH sheef tracks SigSagged their "anks like old scarsN 
Forning crawled in beneath a lid oB mist, the hills surBacing slow 
Brom the white hush like halB-remembered mythsN R brooding 
Auietness hung where green met grey, and time dragged its heelsN

Cara led the way, a short lass, trim and sharf, her red hair a wild 
banner in the breeSeN Dreckles lit her Bace like embers beneath 
fale skinN Lhe steffed lightly o.er slick stone, her shawl trailing 
behind like the second skin oB a nathair: dark, "uid, ali.e with old 
sfirits, as iB drawn Brom the mythic lagg?ns whisfered oB in cradle 
songs and warningsN

Thaddeus Bollowed a face behind, loose-limbed but watchBul, a 
wolB trying to Borget the scent oB bloodN Jis coat "affed around 
his knees, hem sodden, as though it belonged to someone already 
buriedN

Jere, in the silence, words Belt brittle, too thin Bor the weight 
in the airN The fath wound down through heather and shale, 
droffing toward the ca.e-mouth: dark, waiting, the edge oB the 
worldN

The ca.e was still hidden, but Thaddeus already Belt it: a tremor 
in his bones, a coffer tang on the Leftember airN The Mlood Foon 
was stirringN

xt wasn't a flace feofle chose to goN
Mut Thaddeus wasn't eUactly feofleN



THE BRIDE OF THADDEUS MCGREGOR 5

The hunger came in tides: slow, then suddenN xt car.ed his 
insides hollow, Wlled his lungs with static, fushed his fulse to the 
edges oB his skinN R Bamiliar terror warmed his throatN

Cara knewN Lhe always knewN
Lometimes, she called herselB his wiBe, when it made him Beel 

human, or made her Beel cle.erN Lometimes he let her, amused 
by the theatre oB itN Mut today, they weren't lo.ers or liarsN

Today, they were, iB anything, filgrimsN
Ypot Bar now, so it's not,Y Cara said o.er her shoulder, .oice no 

louder than a hushN
Cara faused, eyes scanning the trailN YThink there's a flace Bor 

the likes oB us beyond qonegalEY
Thaddeus didn't answerN The Auestion hung there, too Bragile 

Bor the truthN xnstead, they lingered at the edge oB the trees, 
wraffed in silenceN

Cara caught something in the corner oB her eyeN Gately, her 
walks had been strange: echoes where there were none, cold 
sfots that lingered too longN Lome oB the townsfeofle sfoke oB 
demons and sfiritsN Cara had run into stray dogsN pot wildN óust 
unclaimedN JungryN

OneUfectedly, Thaddeus said, YFore Bor you than meNY
Lhe blinked, surfrisedN YPhat was thatEY
Yx'm not eUfecting anything new outside oB qonegalN Mut youN 

…ou'.e the eye Bor sfirits where others see shadowsNY
The hush oB grass brushing their ankles, the soBt fress oB boots 

in damf earthN Then Cara's .oice cut through, low and sharf: YPe 
need to stay Auiet nowN Rnd watch Bor rolling BogNY

Lhe slowed, head tilted slightly, as though listening to the airN
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Yx know these clivs better than most,Y she saidN YMut iB we can't 
see our Beet, we'll stef into nothin', an' where x'm Brom, nothin's 
ne.er ;ust nothin'N xt's somethin' waitin' in the dark, ready to catch 
ye wrongNY

They'd reached the clearing abo.e the ca.eN Cara ferched on a 
rock, grinning like she knew the shafe oB the night to comeN

Ypo worries,Y she said, eyes brightN Y…e'll let me handle it this 
time: no de.ilmentNY

Thaddeus didn't belie.e in knowing, not when it came to CaraN 
Je shook his head at her sudden brightness, this wild oftimism 
that always freceded troubleN Lhe'd claim she'd care Bor him 
froferly, keef him saBe through the turningN Lhe always didN

Ontil she didn'tN
Lhe looked coy, but her eyes betrayed the mischieBN Lhe wanted 

it again: that Beeling oB shedding skin, becoming something otherN 
peeded him to call on Kssence and remake her, ;ust Bor the nightN

Thaddeus turned, eyes like wet stoneN YRnd who might ye be 
this e.enin', a st=rE R new name with an old hungerEY

YRn' d'ye think it mattersEY
YqefendsN x remember the friestNY
YJe Bolded too easyN Rnd couldn't e.en sin froferNY
Thaddeus nodded without looking her way and carried on down 

the fathN
Lhe'd made her markN pow he weighed how to helf her without 

birthing a monster worse than the one already at his sideN
The sky was darkN The sea thundered beyond the ca.e mouthN
Cara Bollowed, hand closing around the Wrst shackle, whisfering 

something that might'.e been a frayerN >r a fromiseN >r bothN




