
There was pain, bright pain, and a stream of sensations and im-
ages flowing through her: a house glittering under the cold stars, 

blood running across white stone, grey figures, and a man with an 
old face and cold eyes, so very cold…

Blackness and a voice as dry as dust: “Welcome to Arkham, Miss 
Bell…”

She was falling through bright light…
A bell attached to a glass-fronted door rang. There were letters on 

the door, neat black letters in paint; she was stepping through the 
door and there was…

Dead flesh, mounded and sliced, slack grasping hands… 
The smell of must and old paper… 
“Help me,” said a man on a shadow-covered floor. He raised his 

hands and she could see the blood…
A cold-eyed man was smiling at her from so close she could kiss 

him. Except it was her face twisting in surprise as she looked at her-
self…

There was a shadow on the road in front of her. It stood before her, 
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a hole cut out of daylight into darkness. Then, it had a face, a face of 
paper skin and ink black lines. “There is no way out, no solace,” said 
the voice. The old man smiled at her and his face changed, sliding 
from age into beautiful cruelty. It was a different face, but the smile 
was the same; it was a smile of savagery and pleasure. 

There was no sky and…
…she could see again.
“Jacqueline?” asked the man’s voice. “Jacqueline, are you all 

right?”
Jacqueline…that is not my name, she thought. She could see 

a concerned face looking at her from underneath the brim of 
a cream boating hat. It was a kind face, grey blue eyes fixed on 
her with genuine concern, a curl of blond hair straying across a 
tanned forehead. He wore white slacks, an open-collared shirt, 
and deck shoes. “Jacqueline, darling?” asked the man looking 
straight at her.

But that is not my name, she thought as panic flooded through 
her. She did not know who or where she was. She was sitting in 
the shadow of a parasol, the blue sky clear above, the grass green 
beneath her chair. A few yards away, the reflection-flecked water 
lapped against the edge of a wooden dock. Far out on the gleam-
ing water, sails scudded past in the warm wind. On her other 
side, a smooth lawn rose to a large house that sat beneath the 
sun, its walls sharp white. She had a glass of iced tea in her hand, 
its surface trembling in her grip. The broad-brimmed hat sitting 
tight on her short, black hair seemed like an iron clamp on her 
skull, and the black and white print dress brushed like something 
dead over her skin. It felt as if she had woken from a dream to 
find herself halfway through someone else’s life.

“Darling…,” began the man, reaching out to take her hand. 
She pulled it away as if his touch was red hot. She was alone in 
a strange world, and all she knew was the message of the liv-
ing nightmare she had just experienced: something terrible was 
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drawing close, walking from the future to become the present. It 
would happen; she knew it. It must not happen.

The man sat with a worried expression on the other side of a 
table spread with china plates and a tray of brightly iced cakes. 

“Jacqueline?” he asked. 
But that is not my name, she thought again as memories 

dropped into her mind. I am Elizabeth Bell. It took a heartbeat 
more for her to remember why. “Jacqueline Fine” was her as-
sumed name, the name she had begun a new life with, away from 
music halls and the booze stink of clubs. It was the first lie she 
had told to leave her old life. Remembering it brought the rest of 
her memories back in a steady trickle. 

Walter Fane—the man’s name slipped back into her mind like 
a fragment bobbing to the surface of the sea after a storm. He 
was her fiancé, and he believed she was someone she was not. He 
thought her the orphaned daughter of a Canadian intellectual, 
well-bred but without money. That was a lie, of course—he would 
never have asked her to marry him if he knew the truth. Her fa-
ther had been a stage magician and a drunk who had dragged her 
across the continent from town to town and stage to stage, assist-
ing with his show. When she became older, she’d had an act of her 
own as a child fortune teller and medium. She’d been good at it; 
she could convince people she was the real thing. It was when she 
was drawing a bigger crowd than him that her father had started 
hitting her when he drank. Around that same time, she’d started 
to dream of the future. It was small things at first, moments that 
she’d dreamt and then happened. Then she’d begun to see more 
and more. Three days before her father died, she’d dreamt of him 
falling down the stairs. She’d done nothing to stop her dream 
from happening, and had cried as the rain came down and the 
gravediggers shoveled earth over her father’s coffin.

Alone, and with nothing and no one, she had remade her life. 
She was clever, charming, and good at lying. Her first two decades 
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of life had given her those skills, and she had used them to make 
herself into Jacqueline Fine. She had covered her old life with lies 
and ignored the tug of dreams that might be of the future. The 
lies had given her happiness, until now, until this dream of terror 
and blood.

She looked at Walter’s simple, happy face and felt a stab of 
guilt. She loved him, and he loved a lie. 

“Yes, yes, I am quite all right,” lied Jacqueline. “Thank you.” 
She smiled at Walter, careful to let nothing of what had just hap-
pened show through to the surface of her expression. For a second, 
she had gone tumbling through visions and sounds and returned 
back to where she had been with barely a heartbeat pause. She had 
had moments like this before—glimpses of living nightmares—
but not for a long time and never this strong. And in the past it 
had never happened in daylight, or when she was awake.

“If you are sure, darling,” said Walter, with only the slightest 
twitch of an eyebrow. “You looked most peculiar for a second. I 
hope it is not the heat.”

Jacqueline shook her head, thinking. Something had been said 
just before the waking dream, something that had an echo in 
what she had seen, a link. She could not remember what it was. 

“No, just the light reflecting off the water; for a moment it 
quite dazzled me.” Jacqueline smiled, again thinking of what had 
just happened. Ever since her father had died, she had ignored 
the rare moments of strange visions and dreams, and had forced 
herself to ignore the echo of those visions in things that hap-
pened around her. If she admitted they were a part of her then 
the part of her that she hid—the part with a different name and 
a childhood spent in misery—would be real. But this vision was 
not like anything she had ever dreamt. She had felt the malice, 
the warm stink sensation of blood. 

“Did you hear what I said before?” asked Walter, leaning for-
ward, worry replaced with excitement. 

Th e li e s o F so l a c e 37



He is a good man, thought Jacqueline. Not too bright, kind, 
unquestioning: just right for her. But he would leave her if he 
knew who she really was.

They had been engaged for five months, and it seemed that 
both he and his family had not seen through her carefully con-
structed story of good breeding and an unfortunately dwindling 
family fortune. She had the accent, carefully practiced and edged 
with culture to prove it, after all. Nothing was left of the girl who 
had followed her father from theatre to theatre doing card tricks 
and mind readings. That person was gone. At least, that was what 
she had convinced herself. 

“No, sorry, darling. What’s the news?” 
He gave a grin and picked up a thick, oblong card from the table.
“We have been invited to a party.” He turned the card over to 

show Jacqueline the looping print and the embossed emblem of 
a domino mask at the bottom. She tried to read the words but he 
turned the card back over, his eyes playing over it excitedly. “It’s 
a Masque of Shadows.”

Jacqueline felt a sudden cold sensation across her skin. She 
could remember part of what Walter had said before the dream 
vision had flooded her. There had been a word, a name that had 
sent her tumbling into the nightmare. 

“Who’s hosting, darling?” she asked.
“Oh, an old friend from college. His mother just bought a 

new house.” She could see the excitement running through him. 
“It’s going to be incredible. Everybody is talking about it, and we 
are invited.”

“Where is it?” She held her smile in place over a surge of fear. 
As soon as she asked the question, some part of her knew what he 
was going to say and did not want to hear the answer.

“It’s in Massachusetts, just outside Arkham.”
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