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				PROLOGUE

				The body will still be warm. She knows that.

				She knows because she was the one to close the man’s eyes. Because it was her hands that stuffed his body into the antique fairground ride. Because it was she – La Loca – who fired the three silenced shots that killed him.

				Pwoomph, pwoomph, pwoomph – the stuffing kicked out of his down filled parka, his eyes surprised, then horror-struck, then glazing over; caught up in something much bigger than his own pathetic world of pickpocketing and petty crime, she thinks. But that’s life: wrong place, wrong time, end of story.

				As she waits in the shadows, she knows precisely when the staff will come to open the blood-red Avio ride and discover the body, knows every step of her escape, how long it will be until rigor mortis comes to lock the young man tight. She knows because she’s seen it so many times before. Because she’s a professional, meticulously planning the hours, minutes, seconds that lead up to the death. And the ones that come after.

				Far below, Barcelona lies spread in pale November sunshine, its buildings jammed against the blue wall of the Mediterranean beyond. Her eyes fasten on the tall, dreamlike spires of the Sagrada Familia cathedral, the yellow cranes spidering up, hanging over its perpetual, slow-motion construction. It’s taken them a hundred years already and still they keep building. And people call her ‘crazy’!

				Still that smell’s hanging around her: the back-of-the-throat stench as she burnt the forty-nine dot pattern onto the dead man’s back with the cigarette. Well, if that’s what the clients want, then that’s what they get. And it’s given her the chance to take care of some other business too – plant some evidence to throw the police and get rid of a potential problem with her accomplice.

				She takes a matchbox from her pocket, glances at the fierce tiger prowling on its label, and places it in the gloom next to the discarded cigarette packet.

				The woman takes her leave then, dropping down a forgotten path out of the fairground, her lime-green coat knifing through the twisty pines and cacti back towards the city. As she goes she pulls the victim’s mobile from her pocket. With gloved hands she plucks out its heart and brain – the battery and SIM – and chucks them away amongst the fallen, dead leaves.
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				Memory is the treasure house and 
guardian of all things.

				Cicero

			

		

	
		
			
				

				1 WHY THE CIRCUS WAITS FOR NO ONE

				Thirty six hours later.

				Danny is on his own, running headlong through the darkened back streets of Paris. His feet are light, fast on the pavement, his rucksack thumping against his back as he races towards the River Seine.

				He stops for a moment, his breath thickening the cold air as he peers into the night, checking the next corner for trouble, for dark shadows smudged in the recesses away from the streetlights, eyes and ears straining, heart pounding. Got to be careful. Maybe they already know where I am? But how could they?

				He glances at his watch. Five minutes. Five precious minutes left to catch the night train to Barcelona.

				Can’t miss it. What would I do then? Sneak back to the hotel with my tail between my legs? Wait for the morning and be picked up by the police – and then have to argue and plead with Aunt Laura? Wouldn’t work. It’s not an option.

				A voice from the past is whispering in his ear – Rosa, the Mysterium’s ringmistress – cajoling the company on some long-forgotten, long-distance journey: Faster Pussycats, faster! The circus won’t wait for anyone! The memory gives him new strength, and he’s already running again, senses so alert that he smells the cold, dark river before he sees it.

				He has no ticket. Hardly any money – just the forty euros he has ‘borrowed’ from Laura. Any tiredness Danny has felt has been flushed from his system now by a rush of anxiety and urgency. He thinks of his aunt, asleep in the hotel, numbed by jetlag at the end of their first stopover day in Paris. What will Laura do when she wakes up and finds out? Alert the authorities? Or force Major Zamora to bring him back straight away?

				Just got to hope the note will buy me enough time, he thinks, hope that Laura will have the confidence to let me have my own way – for a few days at least. Hope my own confidence holds out. I can do it – at least I think I can. After all, I’ll be with Zamora.

				And besides something else is balancing his nerves, making his feet strike the pavement just that bit harder: if only briefly – maybe ‘for just one weird, beautiful night only!’ – he will be re-entering the Mysterium, stepping back through the magic portal of the vorgang, into a world he thought was gone forever. A smile jumps across his face.

				I’m running away to join the circus! Or re-join it, more like. Once I could even have said I was going home – but, of course, that’s not true anymore. Without Dad, without Mum, what will the Mysterium be? Certainly not the place he knew and loved, but something damaged, sadder, older . . .

				The smile is gone.

				Keep focussed dummy, he mutters to himself. One lock at a time. I’m back on the trail of the Forty Nine, rushing to warn Zamora – maybe save his life. That’s enough for now. At least I feel strong again and ready for whatever is about to happen. Running, yes. But for the first time in weeks, months – years – I’m running towards the trouble, not away from it.

				Eyes narrowing in determination, as if taking aim at a distant target, he sprints for the night train.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				2 WHY SOME GIRLS DON’T SAY GOODBYE

				Back in Hong Kong – after the battle on the hijacked cargo boat, the triumphant return to harbour – Danny had started to wonder if he would ever feel normal again. Reeling from the blows, the constant ebb and flow of adrenaline, his body and mind had taken their time to recover.

				He lay in his room at the Pearl Hotel, drifting in and out of delayed concussion and shock. Dreams blurred against memories of the darkening sea, his fight for life. In one confused moment, seemingly awake, he thought Dad was in the room, crouched at his bedside trying to help him out of a straightjacket, voice pitched to the low rumble he used when beckoning Danny into a secret. But not one single word was distinct. And then there was Mum too! Stepping lightly, eyes fixed on an invisible point de mire – anchor point – wirewalking her way through the air over his head into nothing. To God knows where.

				‘Mum!’

				He sat bolt upright in bed, hand reaching out into the gloom for the spectral figures – but they were gone, the room empty and silent but for the never-ending sigh of the aircon, and he slumped back down and closed his eyes.

				Zamora, Sing Sing, Aunt Laura – even Inspector Ricard – took turns keeping him company those first few days: Laura pacing the room like an animal cooped in too small a cage; Zamora gazing out at the harbour, his short, bowed legs planted firmly; Ricard thoughtful in the armchair, long fingers steepled under his chin.

				Or they gathered in twos or threes at the foot of his bed, whispering quick conversations, believing him to be asleep. Fragments filtered down into Danny’s awareness. Words that made no sense and yet tugged at him, desperate for attention.

				Zamora to Sing Sing: ‘. . . well, call me when you know for sure. I’ll talk to the others. Pero, I can’t promise anything . . .’

				Sing Sing to Zamora: ‘But you can ask. Do that at least for me!’

				Zamora to Laura: ‘. . . thing is I don’t want to upset the lad now. You’ll have to tell him.’

				To which Laura replied in a fierce whisper, ‘Well, thanks a lot! Look, our first priority is the bloody protection routine.’

				Danny rolled away under the duvet, like a swimmer turning at the end of a length, catching a snatch of conversation, then curling back into the confusion of the water. There would be time enough to find out more. For now, he just had to keep swimming. Avoid sinking. Avoid drowning.

				But three days after the escape he was woken by Zamora shaking him firmly by the shoulder. The curtains were open, evening falling blue across Hong Kong and the neon lights stacked around the harbour glowed against low, suffocating clouds.

				‘Wake up. Mister Danny! I’ve got to go, amigo.’

				Danny struggled to understand.

				‘Go? Go where?’

				‘I’ve got to catch a plane. Got an important meeting back home – Barcelona. Good old Catalonia!’

				‘I need to talk to you, Major . . .’ Danny tried to rub the sleep from his eyelids, blinking, trying to make sense of things.

				‘There’ll be time enough soon,’ the dwarf said, doing his best to reassure. ‘I waited as long as I could, to make sure you’re A OK.’ He smiled. ‘I’m going to get hi-tech at last. We can do that Skype stuff.’

				‘I . . . I . . .’ Danny fumbled for the right words, but his head felt so fogged he couldn’t find them.

				‘Must go, amigo. Taxi’s waiting. I’d be letting people down and you know how I hate to do that.’

				‘But—’

				‘You get rested. Recovered. Then we’ll talk. Adios, my friend.’

				Zamora turned away, his busy stride taking him to the door. But halfway he stopped and looked back, a genuine smile bursting across his face.

				‘Carajo! They didn’t stand a chance against us, no?!’

				And with that he was gone.

				‘Major!’

				Danny tried to get to his feet, but his legs were tangled, unresponsive in the thick duvet. With an effort he sat up groggily on the edge of the bed, trying to summon extra reserves, desperate to call the Major back.

				A sharp knock at the door stopped him mid effort. Zamora returning perhaps?

				‘Yes?’

				But the door opened to reveal Inspector Ricard.

				The Interpol man looked refreshed, his white suit as immaculate as ever, but concern deepening the lines on his long face.

				‘Don’t try and get up yet, Danny,’ he said. ‘You need another day’s rest at least. And we have to talk.’

				‘I need to talk to Zamora—’

				‘First things first, mon ami. And Zamora’s gone.’

				And forensically, point by point, Ricard went through every detail about Kwan, the kidnapping, the Black Dragon. He listened intently to Danny’s answers, making pages and pages of notes before finally puffing out his cheeks in resignation.

				‘I don’t know. This may be the end of it. So far I can find no trail leading to any real organization beyond Kwan and the Dragon itself.’

				‘But why did Kwan say that his boss wanted me dead?’

				‘Maybe you misunderstood? Stress and so on . . .’

				‘And what about the forty nine dots at school?’

				‘Must have been the Black Dragon already stalking you. Maybe trying to warn Laura off?’

				‘And why copycat Dad’s failed escape?’

				‘Sick joke? Je ne sais pas.’

				‘Couldn’t you tell me more about Dad?’ Danny asked, hungry for any new information that would make sense of the chaos enfolding him. ‘About the work he did for you?’

				Ricard spread his hands in apology and shrugged.

				‘As I said, Danny. I really wish I could – but I can’t.’

				Fine! So I’ll keep my secret, Danny thought: that image of the unidentified Khaos Klown watching Dad floundering from the smashed up water torture cell, the flash of crimson paint that shouted sabotage. I’ll find out more first. Make sure I’m right, then tell Ricard. Or trade my hard-won info for his.

				‘You have my card, Danny. Call me anytime, day or night.’ Ricard got up to leave. ‘And please do what your aunt says? I know how headstrong your dad could be. Your mum too! I think we can assume it runs in the family…?’

				Danny nodded. You bet your life it does.

				If he felt disappointment at Zamora’s departure, Danny felt crushed when, two days later, he found Sing Sing had also left abruptly, dissolving into the city without warning. Without a proper goodbye even!

				They had talked a bit about kung fu, circus skills, but any attempt Danny made to probe into his new friend’s childhood – the loss of her own parents – was met with either bad jokes or long, heavy silences.

				He had tried one last time, peering deeply into her eyes: ‘I’m really sorry about Charlie. I feel like I’m partly to blame. Don’t you have any other family?’

				‘Nope. All gone,’ she said, forcing her voice to sound light, but Danny could see the emotion clutch at her throat. ‘Past always catches up with people like Charlie.’

				‘So tell me about your mum.’

				‘No. Flipping. Point.’ Sing Sing said, emphasizing the full stops with a chopping of her hand, cutting off further questions.

				Back off, Danny thought. Don’t want to chase away the first proper friend I’ve made in ages. He looked into her dark, watchful eyes, the determination sparking there, and tried not to think about how much he would miss her when he returned to England. In his head a brief fantasy: he and Sing Sing living in the same city, going to the same school, the girl’s strength and spirit always with him. . . How hard the goodbye would be.

				Perhaps she sensed that too and decided to make things easier. The next day he found an envelope slipped under the hotel door, addressed: To Mister Danny Woo.

				Inside there was a postcard, a picture of the Hong Kong Peak Tram and on the reverse in jumpy handwriting:

				I don’t like goodbyes, so am not saying goodbye. We’ll meet again. But I have to go and sort business on mainland now.

				Sing Sing.

				No phone number, no email, no address.

				First Zamora, now Sing Sing. The sense of frustration built as Danny re-read the card, willing it to tell him more. The important people in his life always seemed to be in a hurry to get away, to hide things from him for his own good . . .

				Or maybe she just doesn’t care about me, he thought, his spirits plunging further.

				He padded over to the window and watched the boats writing their indecipherable messages on the water, the postcard clutched tight in his fingers.

				So much has happened here, he thought – from waking up under the rain outside the Golden Bat, to when my head broke the surface of the water and I took that desperate gulp of air. Something’s changed – and I can’t give up this feeling of being alive. Fully alive. No way am I going back to being numbed by shock and grief like I was at Ballstone. I want those good days again – when you wake up at first light and it’s a spring morning and the air’s thundering with birdsong, or the buzz and rush of some new city, and you think anything – yes, anything – is possible.

				I’m taking control of my life and nobody’s going to stop me. And even if I have to do it completely on my own, I’m going to pick up the trail of the Forty Nine and keep following it until I find out what happened to Mum, to Dad. To me.

				When Laura came in to say good morning he was already dressed, eyes burning for action.

				‘Zamora’s gone. Sing Sing’s gone. When are we going, Aunt Laura?’

				‘Just had the all-clear from the police. I thought we might go via Paris. We could do with a break and no one will know we’re there—’

				‘Are you going to buy that iPad you were talking about?’

				‘In duty free. Why?’

				‘There’s stuff I need to do.’

			

		

	
		
			
				

				3 WHY THE HUNTER STALKED THE NIGHT

				Danny watched as the Hong Kong skyline swung in the porthole, dark green hills shrunk rapidly by altitude, then obliterated by blinding cloud. Laura was already at work, alternately sucking her pencil and jotting in her reporter’s pad.

				She glanced at him. ‘Got to get the details down while they’re fresh. You can’t leave it to memory, you know. That has a habit of re-making things how it wants them to be.’

				But Danny was preoccupied with other things. ‘Do you know what Sing Sing’s doing on the mainland?’

				‘Reckon you know her better than I do.’

				‘I think she wanted to talk about things, about her past. But she didn’t want to at the same time.’

				‘That’s often the way. Especially with painful stuff, right?’

				‘I heard the Major talking to her. Sounded like they were discussing something important.’

				‘Jeez, I don’t know,’ Laura said, eyes darting away just that little bit too quickly, sidestepping the truth.

				Danny spotted that easily and decided to press. ‘And he said to you: “you’ll have to tell him about it”. Tell me what?’

				‘It’s nothing. Really.’

				‘You’re not telling the truth, Aunt Laura. I can see that!’

				Laura sighed.

				‘Oh look! You mustn’t be cross with Zamora, Danny. He just didn’t want to get you upset—’

				Danny threw up his hands. ‘But it makes me cross when people don’t tell me what’s going on. Especially if it involves me!’

				‘I know. You’re not a little kid anymore, like you said. But – technically – you’re still a minor in the eyes of the law, Daniel.’

				‘What’s going on?’

				Laura looked him in the eyes, watching the high altitude light playing off the colours – the electric flash of the green, the depth of the brown – the questioning, searching, restless energy.

				‘Well, I’m sure you’d find out pretty soon anyway. They’re reforming the Mysterium, Danny. Zamora and Rosa and What’s-his-face Blanco have been talking with the others. That’s what the Major’s doing in Barcelona. He’s gone for rehearsals—’

				For a moment Danny was so stunned he didn’t know what to say.

				‘But they can’t! Not without me!’ he stumbled. ‘I mean, not without Mum, not without Dad!’

				‘Zamora thought it might be too painful—’

				‘But this is worse. I have to be there.’ Surely Laura must understand that!

				‘First we need to sort out a school, the police protection routine—’

				‘I’m part of the Mysterium—’

				‘They’re all very fond of you, I know, Danny. But in the end you’re not a proper member of the company, are you? I know you used to help out, I know how much it means to you—’

				‘But—’ But always he imagined that one day he would be a fully fledged part of the Mysterium. If only he had a proper act ready.

				‘No arguing!’ Laura snapped. ‘Not until we get a final green light from Ricard and can be sure the Forty Nine are no more than smoke and mirrors, just a bunch of Triads playing silly buggers. I promised your Dad. Your Mum.’

				Danny opened his mouth, was about to go back at her, but knew it was no use right now. And what could be done forty thousand feet over China?

				The worst of it was this: Zamora’s secrecy seemed to go against everything the dwarf had said to him on the long, cold evening of the funeral in Berlin. Danny remembered the endless choking snowfall, how he had to fight to hold onto his emotions, how he had to fight to pull his imagination away from picturing what Mum and Dad looked like in their coffins. ‘I’ll always be there for you, Danny,’ Zamora had said. ‘TRUST me.’

				But clearly he couldn’t, not given this . . . betrayal! There was no other word for it. He thumped the porthole, and gazed down at the thickly wadded clouds below.

				‘So what are they calling the show?’ he said, after a few minutes of brooding silence.

				‘Mysterium Redux. The Mysterium reborn, I guess. Like that Velvet Underground album—’

				‘Were they planning it a long time?’

				‘You’ll have to ask them. But first we’re going to enjoy Paris. I bloody well need it.’

				And suddenly Danny felt cramped, claustrophobic in the narrow metal tube of the aircraft, desperate for fresh air and wide open space, to decide his own movements, impatient to be landed, to have access to the internet and start to pick away at the new clues found in Hong Kong.

				Ominous weather greeted them in Paris. Heavy blue cloud sent volleys of hailstones pinging off their taxi roof as they pulled up at their hotel opposite the Père Lachaise cemetery, its autumn colours blurred by the white hail. Laura took one look at the weather and grimaced.

				‘Sheesh. Let’s tuck up. Save sightseeing for tomorrow. Hope you’re not too disappointed.’

				‘No,’ Danny said quickly, relieved. ‘That’s fine. Can I get the iPad out?’

				‘Of course. I’m going to crash for a bit.’

				Within minutes of unpacking, Laura was out cold, fully clothed, in an armchair. But any tiredness Danny had been feeling was swept away now, anger and impatience taking hold as he ripped open the iPad’s packaging and fumbled the plug into the socket to charge. The thought of the Mysterium flickering back into life without him was still raw, driving his actions. He paced to the window.

				Outside the evening was deepening. Hail lay melting in the cemetery, and darkness came creeping around the trees and tombs, like slow black water spreading towards him. It stirred memories – all too vivid – of his near drowning in the South China Sea, and he drew the curtains quickly.

				Don’t need to wait for the iPad to charge, he thought, picking it up and banging in the hotel’s Wi-Fi password. His fingers darted across the screen tapping out ‘MYSTERIUM + BARCELONA’. More than 960,000 results. 0.36 seconds. He took a breath and then clicked on the top hit.

				Instant recognition! A news story in Spanish showed a photo of Darko Blanco and Aki – the Japanese Klown – holding one of the Aerialisque twins aloft on the roof of an antiquated blue tramcar. The girl (Beatrice or Izzy, he could never be sure which twin was which) was gushing flame from her mouth in long, rolling orange plumes. The headline read: En Barcelona El Mysterium respira de nuevo. In Barcelona the Mysterium breathes again. He had enough Spanish in the bits and pieces he’d picked up from Zamora to translate that without too much trouble.

				So it was true! And nobody had let him know! But it made sense of course. Barcelona was the birthplace of the Mysterium: where Dad had met Zamora and Rosa, where the first small shows had taken place, where the others had come to audition and rehearse. It made sense – but how it hurt that they were there without him now.

				He scanned on down the search results.

				Another hit – www.mysteriumredux.com – the company’s new site? He felt his heart beating faster and tapped the screen – and there were the beautiful letters of the single word MYSTERIUM, glowing against the midnight blue background. When he clicked that, a looped video appeared – Rosa, in her punked-up ringmistress outfit, doing the fish swallowing routine, the tail of a large mackerel sticking from her mouth, her cheeks bulging and eyes wide open – and the words: ‘Dive into the world of Mysterium Redux.’ Above that were tabs for Mysterium History, Merchandise, Videos and New Show Coming Soon – a decent enough website, he noted, with lots of pages and nothing ‘under construction’. So the reunion wasn’t a spur of the moment thing – they’d been planning it for a while at least, that was clear. All that time he’d been rotting in Ballstone, they’d been emailing each other, designing websites, rehearsing!

				Danny clicked the tab marked Venue and recognized the extraordinary image at once: there, full-screen, were the towers and cranes of the Sagrada Familia cathedral, its fingers reaching skywards like natural forms – twisting coral maybe, or gigantic tree stumps. He remembered being there once – it was years ago – but still recalled Dad’s enthusiasm for the building, the madness and beauty of it all. A hundred years to build – and still not finished. What a venue!

				Danny’s fingers hovered over the screen. Caught up in the excitement of his discovery, he had almost forgotten that sense of betrayal. Now it came back again. Should he find out more? Perhaps better, after all, to let things be – turn away and start to find a new life elsewhere. If he wasn’t wanted there – if even Zamora hadn’t let him in on the secret – then perhaps it was better to stop chasing the past at all, and let Laura and Ricard guide him to a new school, a new safe (but dull) life. Let the rest of them get on with this new version of the Mysterium and walk away.

				No. No! He shook his head hard.

				I belong in that story. I can reclaim my own part in it. And anyway, he thought, the solution to the whole mystery of what happened to Mum and Dad – to me! – must lie there with the company, if it’s to be found anywhere.

				His fingers were moving again – as if his body had decided before his mind – instinct tapping out the words: FORTY NINE + BARCELONA. If before his heart was beating quickly, now it was racing as his eyes flicked down the results.

				Nothing obvious on the first couple of pages of results, just fragments of news stories: ‘Forty nine illegal immigrants seized in Barcelona’. ‘Messi scores goal number forty nine for season’.

				What was the Spanish for forty nine? Cuarenta y nueve. He thumped that into the search box and hit return.

				And up bloomed an image that stilled his fingers above the glowing surface of the tablet. Recognition and disbelief and fear all at once as he looked at the photo: a body lay crumpled – its head wrenched away as if in pain or denial of the situation – jammed into the doorway of an old fashioned fairground ride, a chubby red plane at the top of a flight of metal steps. The upper body bare in the photo flash. And dabbed on the man’s exposed back was that now familiar forty-nine dot pattern.

				Or at least something that looked distinctly like it.

				But it couldn’t be, could it?

				He stretched the image with his fingers, pushing his face close to the pad – but, as he zoomed in, the pattern pixelated, the smudgy black marks as good as disappearing. Could that be a ring around a dot to the left – closer to the centre than the others he’d seen before? Danny squinted, trying to resolve the blurred image, the blood coursing in his ears. How to be sure?

				Quickly he ran his finger over the text – and there it was in the third paragraph: ‘cuaranta y nueve puntos quemado en la espalda.’ Puntos had to be dots – like ‘points’ – but what about the rest? A quick copy and paste into a translation site and he was faced with the words: ‘forty nine dots burned onto his back’.

				He checked the date on the newspaper article – just three days ago. The danger had to be real. Maybe it meant that the target wasn’t just Mum and Dad – and me – but the whole company, he thought. Zamora perhaps! Or maybe it’s the evidence I need that someone in the Mysterium – presumably one of the Khaos Klowns – is in it up to their necks. I need to get there. Right now . . .

				For a moment – brief, never serious – he thought about waking Laura and telling her about the image, but already he could hear her warding him off, saying they should leave things to Interpol and Inspector Ricard, to the experts.

				Forget it!

				In a fumble of hushed packing, internet train checking, note scribbling – he cast himself loose, slipping from the hotel room, down the empty back stairs, out of a fire escape and away through an echoing, deserted garage.

				Outside, the night had fallen and the temperature with it, hail-slush refreezing in the gutters and the street lighting doing little to lift the darkness radiating off the cemetery. He pulled the hood up on his black Mysterium Crew tracksuit top, took one glance back, and then melted away into the shadows. In the sky, just above the hushed trees and graves, the constellation of Orion stood balanced on one leg, a massive figure looming over the sleeping city.

				The Hunter – poised, ready to strike.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				4 WHY MONSTERS LURK IN THE DEPTHS

				Faster, Pussycats!

				And so Danny is charging full pelt into the station, hearing Rosa’s voice whispering again in his ear. It feels good to be running, both the fear and frustration eased by taking action.

				The concourse of the Gare Austerlitz is awash with commuters, tourists. Platform announcements blur on the cold air. Hard to understand, but he knows where he’s heading – platform four and the Trenhotel. He weaves around family groups, slips past a policeman in the lee of a group of nuns. Best to be on the safe side, keep out of sight in case Laura has already woken and raised the alarm. In his pocket his phone is switched off. Can the police track it even then, he wonders? Perhaps you have to take the battery out? As long as I can get to Barcelona I can convince Zamora that I should be there. And then, with his strength added to mine, anything will be possible.

				Two guards stand to either side of the barrier to platform four, one checking the ticket of a flustered businessman, the other scanning the hall for late passengers. He has sharp eyes, a hawkish nose, the kind of face that says he will be resistant to any kind of hypnotic suggestion, or emotional persuasion. So time for distraction, Danny thinks. Sometimes, if you don’t want attention, it’s best to make a lot of fuss, grab it all – and then throw it away at someone else.

				He hurries his feet, taking his wallet from his pocket, then abruptly changes direction as if rushing after someone leaving a train from another platform.

				‘Hey!’ he shouts, as loud as he can. ‘Excuse me, monsieur! You’ve dropped something!’ Everything – his eyes, his arm, the extended wallet – is pointed with all his strength in the direction of an imaginary departing passenger. Both guards look up, their focus first pulled onto Danny, then bounced away towards his imaginary quarry. In that brief second he takes his chance. He spins, chops his stride, and vaults the disabled barrier, smoothly, almost without a sound, before sprinting down the platform and ducking into the first carriage. Seconds later the departure alarm sounds and the doors hiss shut along the whole length of the night train.

				Heart racing, he makes his way to the first toilet cubicle he can find and locks himself in. So far so good. Lie low for ten or fifteen minutes to be on the safe side, he thinks. Then find a place to bed down and get some rest.

				But the plan is quickly thwarted. For the first hour or so, he’s forced to play a deadly game of hide and seek with the guard – the same sharp eyed one from the ticket barrier.

				The man is thorough, making several passages of the entire length of the sleeper, checking tickets, answering questions, snagging the people he missed first time. All the while his quick eyes are peering around, checking the next part of the carriage, looking for something – or someone. Was he on to me, Danny wonders? Mustn’t let him find me before Barcelona. Might get arrested, kicked off at some lonely station in the foothills of the Pyrenees. Or sent straight back to Paris.

				So first he slips into an empty sleeper compartment, then from that to the toilet again, then back to the buffet, then – finally – when he hasn’t seen the guard for a full fifteen minutes, he wriggles into a hidey-hole behind a hefty suitcase in a baggage compartment.

				Danny pulls the hood up over his head and tries to get warm, comfortable, to gather his courage tightly around him. Really on my own now, he thinks. At least until I reach Barcelona, and find Zamora. But he should have told me about the reunion . . .

				The train sways, piling on the speed as it dashes south. One by one the other passengers must be going to their sleeping compartments. It would be cosy, this night-time express, if the stakes weren’t so high. He hears footsteps, laughter, half a dozen languages drifting past. Then the silences between the conversations get longer and gradually the train falls asleep.

				He’s longing for some rest himself, but can’t risk being caught with his defences down, so instead he concentrates on stretching one piece of himself at a time, trying to ward off the cramp and pins and needles. It reminds him of when, during a particular show – Carnevil – he had to hide for ten minutes bent double in a suitcase, ready for the big reveal of one of Dad’s tricks.

				To distract himself, he starts to run the whole show in his head, trying to recall the music cues, the lighting, the order of the acts. He sees Darko climbing a spotlit Chinese pole, pulling himself into death-defying balances as the thing swayed gently at first, then more and more violently while Billy the guitarist shredded feedback from his smashed up Telecaster. As the storm of applause subsided, like a ship’s mast coming to rest on a calm sea, the pole stilled – and Darko stood, poised, scanning the horizon like a lookout.

				Suddenly he produced a red flag, and hurled it to the ground to start the demolition derby below, releasing the Khaos Klowns in their souped up dodgems, faces hidden behind the skull masks, sending choking flame and smoke up into the hemisphere.

				The Klowns. That stops the flow of his memory.

				So if it is a Klown, which one do I suspect? Try as he might, he can add no more to the memory – so hard-won – that had come to him as he escaped from the improvised water torture. Just that red smear on the trousers of one of them, nothing to recall which of them it was behind the mask.

				What about Aki? A Japanese rebel, his face studded with piercings, the quick spark of humour in his eyes, the love of jokes and riddles. But a swift reaction if criticized that would send his stubby Mohawk twitching, counter-arguments flying, a sense of indignation revving him to full blast. What else? The missing half ring-finger on his left hand – disturbing, but fascinating. And keep clear if he’s been at the drink, Dad used to say darkly.

				Or Bjorn? The strongest of the three, an African orphan adopted by Swedish parents. Silent ninety per cent of the time and intensely private, thoughtful. The safest catcher anyone had ever seen on the trapeze, people used to say. And yet even as a young boy, Danny had been aware that Bjorn had occasional volcanic eruptions of temper. He could never forget seeing Bjorn, fired to beyond boiling point by racist taunts from an outspoken roustabout, slowly forming his meaty hand into a fist and then punching it straight through the plywood wall of one of the caravans.

				What about Joey? His spiky red hair as vibrant as his mind was quick. The best actor of the three, sure-footed, a brilliant parkour runner in his spare time, free-running his way around whichever city they found themselves in, vaulting stairwells and running up concrete walls. A risk taker, with a heavy French accent that he exaggerated for effect, and that sometimes hid what he was trying to say. A bit of a troublemaker, Rosa used to say, and liable to improvise a move in mid performance to make ‘it feeeeel reeeaaal’, and which occasionally led to accidents. The rumour also went that he had run with street gangs in his hometown of Montpelier and had spent time in a juvenile detention unit. Perhaps that was when he’d got those big discoloured areas of scarring on both forearms – burns perhaps, or a car accident?

				Danny shakes his head. Each of them lived on the edge for sure, but he can’t imagine why any of them would have wanted to hurt Dad. Or Mum. And yet, in those last few years, he knew there was trouble in the company from time to time. It would set Dad and Darko – or Dad and Zamora – to whispered discussion, trying to defuse whatever was brewing in the caravans and trailers clustered around the circus tent.

				Maybe there was far more to that trouble than I guessed. Wish I’d paid closer attention, he thinks.

				I need to remember.

				It was Dad’s belief that everything you had ever seen, heard, tasted, felt was laid down somewhere in your memory. Every single word and image and thought locked away inside a vast, dark labyrinth of filing cabinets and corridors and hidden rooms.

				Memory’s a treasure house, he would say, but the lights aren’t always on. It’s dark down there – and sometimes there’re monsters prowling around in that darkness. Remember the minotaur!

				But if you were brave enough you could go down into those unlit chambers and shine a light around and the things lurking in the shadows were suddenly brought blinking into the light.

				So let’s be brave, Danny thinks. Keep pushing the memories, looking for anything that’s been repressed or forgotten.

				He tries to make himself more comfortable, picking up the thread of that particular show. After the Klowns have been plucked from their wrecked chariots, transformed into white-winged angels in the arms of the Aerialisques, the music calmed. Billy put a cello bow to the shining blade of his musical saw. In fragile, bending notes, he picked out the melody: Clair de Lune. Moonlight.

				And right on cue, a large crescent moon rose into the air, carrying Mum in her silver bodysuit, high up above the open-mouthed, upturned heads of the audience. A heartstopping moment as she stepped from the moon onto the wire, and it shivered as it took her weight, her gaze suddenly one of absolute focus. No safety line. She refused one most nights – otherwise, Danny, it means nothing, she would whisper.

				He falls asleep now to that memory, rocked by the train, knowing he is risking more than just a little bit.

				He is risking everything.

				‘Allez! Votre billet, monsieur!’

				A hand is shaking him roughly by the shoulder and strong sunshine raking his grainy, sleep-filled eyes.

				‘Levez vous! Maintenant.’

				The sharp-eyed guard, his face creased by anger, beckoning Danny from his hiding place.

				‘Vite!’

				‘I’m sorry,’ Danny says, struggling to his feet from behind the big suitcase – but his right leg has gone to sleep and won’t obey his orders, and, foot stinging with the returning blood, he stumbles against the man.

				‘I’m sorry,’ he repeats. ‘I thought it would be OK to sleep there.’

				‘Anglais?’

				Danny nods.

				‘So where is your ticket?’

				‘I think I lost it.’

				‘Then you come with me. We are in Barcelona. And you are in trouble!’
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The Mysterium are heading to Berlin
for the first time since the fire which Rilled
Danny’s parents — and changed his life for ever.

But danger lurks on their journey. A mysterious
biRer is following them. And Danny’s mind is
troubled — will he and Sing Sing manage to
overcome the legacy of their shared past?

Time is running out. As the snow starts to fall,
Danny races to decipher Dad’s clues and expose
Centre - the person at the dark heart of the
Mysterium who wants him dead ...

COMING SOON ...
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