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      "This is it!" Matt folded the newspaper and slapped it down on the table beside his untouched plate of bacon, eggs and toast. He stabbed his finger at a brief article near the bottom of the page. "This is the breakthrough we need. Eat up, India. After breakfast, we're going to the hospital."

      "Which hospital?" Duke asked, rising. "What's happened?"

      Willie and Cyclops crowded around Matt and peered at the newspaper. I couldn't see over Cyclops's brawny shoulder to read it.

      "What's the breakthrough?" I asked.

      Cyclops picked up the paper. Willie caught the edge to hold it still, her lips moving as she read.

      Cyclops whistled. "Could be," he said. "Could be what we've been looking for."

      Willie let go of the paper, looped her arms around her cousin and hugged him. Matt hugged her back. He was trying hard to contain his smile, but he lost the fight and grinned. His gaze connected with mine over the top of Willie's head.

      I tried to read the paper, but Duke took it from Cyclops and out of my view. I'd only managed to read the headline and journalist's byline: MEDICAL MIRACLE AT LONDON HOSPITAL, by Oscar Barrett.

      "God damn," Duke murmured as he read.

      "Will someone tell me what it's about?" I asked, only just managing not to stamp my foot. "Is there evidence of a magical doctor?"

      "Possibly," Matt said. "If the article is accurate."

      "Why wouldn't it be accurate?" Willie asked, returning to her chair and her breakfast of sausages and bacon.

      "Because newspaper men like to sensationalize." Matt also sat, and the rest of us followed suit.

      I finally managed to grab the newspaper and read the article. According to Oscar Barrett, a patient at the London Hospital had been declared dead upon arrival by one doctor, only to sit up after being tended to by another. According to a witness, the patient then asked for an ale to slake his "devil of a thirst." A representative for the hospital said the first doctor made a mistake. The reporter, however, insisted the witness was reliable and that the patient had presented with no pulse and wasn't breathing when Dr. Hale "worked his magic."

      "An interesting last line," I said.

      "That isn't the first time that reporter has used it," Matt said. "That's the third piece I've read by Oscar Barrett in The Weekly Gazette where he uses the exact same phrase."

      How curious. "Dr. Hale," I said, setting the newspaper down beside my plate. "That name seems a little familiar, but I can't place it." I re-read the article then pored over it a third time. I felt Matt's gaze upon me but didn't glance up. I didn't want to face him in case he read the doubt on my face. In the end, he guessed anyway.

      "India?" he urged. "You don't seem very enthusiastic."

      I was about to tell him why but changed my mind. From his tone, I guessed he had the same doubts too. Expressing them didn't make them disappear or change the course of what we must do next. I cut the top off my boiled egg. "The sooner we finish breakfast, the sooner we can go to the hospital and verify the claim ourselves."

      Matt's elderly aunt entered the dining room, putting an end to the discussion of Dr. Hale's medical miracle. While she knew that Matt was ill, she didn't know the magical nature of it. Few did. That was how it must remain.

      "What a lovely morning," she said, pouring herself a cup of tea at the sideboard. "India, will you walk with me today?"

      "I have errands to run with Matt," I said. "Perhaps Willie can accompany you."

      Willie and Miss Glass shot me matching withering glares.

      "I can't," Willie said. "I've got errands to run too."

      "No you don't," Duke said, sitting back with a smile. "We're free all day."

      "Then you go."

      "I will, if Miss Glass can put up with my company."

      Miss Glass nibbled the edge of her toast. "Gladly. Your company is always welcome, Duke. Yours too, Cyclops."

      Willie dropped her fork on the plate, making Miss Glass jump. "And my company?"

      "Is tolerable."

      "Fine. If you insist that I come, Letty, I will."

      A short, charged silence was only broken by Miss Glass's resigned sigh. "Only if you refrain from smoking."

      "Christ," Willie muttered, stabbing a sausage with her fork. "It's bad enough you order me about in here, you got to do it outside, too?"

      "It's for your own good. Smoking is a disgusting habit. I don't suppose you'll change into a dress?"

      "No!"

      "Then you'll have to walk several paces behind."

      Willie dropped her fork again and a sausage rolled off the plate and onto the floor. "I ain't the goddamned maid."

      Miss Glass winced. "Do you have to use such vulgar language?"

      "Goddamned ain't a cuss word. Not like fu—"

      "Willie!" Matt pinned her with a glare and she pressed her lips together. "Aunt, let Willie walk alongside you."

      Willie picked up another sausage from her plate with her fingers and bit off the end, all while shooting Miss Glass a triumphant look.

      "You are family, after all," he went on.

      Willie choked and spat out the half-eaten sausage.

      "We are not blood related," Miss Glass said. "That's an important distinction."

      "Sure is," Willie said.

      Miss Glass sighed. "Very well, she can walk with me."

      "Why, thank you, Princess." Willie frowned and studied her sausage. "How did I get talked into that?"

      I smiled into my teacup and refrained from telling her that she was jealous of the attention Miss Glass gave Duke and Cyclops lately. Ever since the appointment of staff at number sixteen Park Street, Miss Glass had begun to treat them more as friends than servants. This was the first time they would step out in her company, however. The very public display of acceptance between the two rough American men and a genteel English lady was quite a statement. She might appear to be a conformist, but a rebellious streak ran through her. She broke the rules when she wanted to, in her own subtle way.

      I looked at Matt and caught him smiling into his teacup too. He winked at me, clearly pleased with how they were all getting along. Despite Willie's scowl, she seemed to want to be included in the party and his aunt made no more complaints. Indeed, she didn't even wrinkle her nose when Willie picked the fallen sausage off the floor and bit off the tip.

      Thirty minutes later, Matt and I climbed into the brougham and Bryce drove us to the Whitechapel Road hospital at a bracing pace. An uncomfortable five-minute silence felt as if it stretched twice as long until Matt finally broke it.

      "Dr. Hale may not be magical," he said. "This could be a wild goose chase."

      "But we have to know for certain," I finished for him. "There is hope, Matt. As you said at breakfast, this could be a breakthrough."

      Two weeks ago, during our investigation into the disappearance of a magical mapmaker, we'd discovered the timepiece magician Matt sought, known only as Chronos, was most likely living in London under the name Pierre DuPont. After a brief glimpse of DuPont at the clock factory where he worked, he'd fled. We'd not seen him since and decided to change direction in our search. Instead of looking all over London for DuPont, without any clue where to begin, we hoped to find him by seeking out the thing he wanted most—a magical doctor.

      Chronos had spent years looking for a magical doctor whose skills he could combine with his own. He'd found that doctor in an American backwater, and they'd experimented on Matt after he was shot. The experiment had saved Matt's life, but the doctor had regretted his actions afterward and refused to perform such magic again. Chronos, however, had been enthused by the results and was eager to continue experimenting. With Dr. Parsons refusing, and later dying, Chronos needed another magical doctor.

      Matt had suggested that if Chronos was indeed in London, under the name DuPont, it was possible he'd finally found another doctor magician here. We'd spent the next two weeks visiting all the hospitals, both in search of a doctor with rare skill and for a man who fit the description of Chronos. We'd not had any luck with either.

      The Weekly Gazette article was the first indication that our theory might hold water. It seemed as though London harbored a doctor magician after all.

      "We didn't speak to Dr. Hale last time we inquired at the London Hospital," I said. "Perhaps questioning him directly will yield results."

      Matt absently patted the breast pocket where he kept his magic watch tucked away. He looked quite healthy today, although it was still early and he'd already yawned twice since leaving the house. Yet no matter how ill or tired he appeared, he was still the most handsome man I'd ever laid eyes on. "We have to be delicate."

      "And not mention my own magic, not even to encourage him to open up."

      Matt watched me closely. "Is that a promise?"

      "It is. I plan to be careful, from now on."

      He leaned forward and sandwiched my hand between both of his. The gesture sent a thrill through me, even though our gloves prohibited contact. "The murder of Daniel Gibbons frightened you."

      "It served as a timely warning. He was killed because of his magic."

      "He was killed by a rival, jealous of his skill, who thought he was doing something his guild wanted. Since you're not a practicing watchmaker, you won't have the same problem."

      "Matt, it was you who warned me to keep my magic a secret. Are you now telling me not to hide it?"

      He sat back. "I'm simply trying to allay your fears."

      "But you still think it best to keep it quiet?"

      "I do."

      "As do I." I sighed. "For now. I reserve the right to tell someone if I think they ought to know."

      "And you must use it if you are in danger." He nodded at my reticule sitting in my lap.

      I closed my fingers around the pouch. The familiar shape of my watch inside was a comfort. It had saved my life once, as had a clock I'd tinkered with. Apparently my magic was strong, but I didn't know how to wield it with spells, and I certainly couldn't fix Matt's watch. I hoped Chronos could teach me.

      An elderly porter met us in the hospital reception room. "You don't look poorly," he said, eyeing us up and down. "Are you visiting? Visiting hour is four to five in the afternoon."

      "We want to speak to Dr. Hale," Matt said.

      The porter clicked his tongue and muttered something about demanding toffs before hailing a nurse who entered from a side door. She drew us aside as the porter dealt with a man cradling his arm against his chest.

      "Is he in surgery?" Matt asked when the nurse said Dr. Hale wasn't available.

      "He's not a surgeon," she said crisply. "He's a physician. He's on his rounds now. He won't be long, if you'd like to take a seat."

      "I read about the doctor in this morning's paper," Matt told her. "Did you see the article?"

      The nurse rolled her eyes. "Dr. Hale made sure that I did. He made sure we all saw it. Is that why you're here?" Her face softened as she regarded Matt. "To have him perform a miracle for you? I knew this would happen. I told him it would. Mark my words, you'll be the first of many through those doors today, hoping for a medical miracle." She spat out the two words as if they tasted sour. "The reporter shouldn't have written that, and Dr. Hale should have had more care."

      "In not letting anyone see him perform his miracle?"

      "In not letting the reporter think he performed a miracle and saved that fellow's life. Oh, sir. You haven't gone and got your hopes up, have you?"

      Matt went still. "Are you implying he didn't save that patient?"

      "He died again, shortly afterward. Or…not again, not really. He died for the first time, since he couldn't have been dead before, could he? The dead don't come back to life for a few minutes—only to die a second time—do they?"

      "He's dead," Matt said flatly.

      The nurse nodded. Matt lowered his head and crushed the brim of his hat in his hand. My mind turned with possibilities and questions. It wasn't so much that the patient was now dead that intrigued me, but the fact that he'd been alive for a few minutes between his two deaths, if that were indeed what had happened.

      "Start at the beginning," I urged the nurse. "Who was the patient and what was his condition?"

      She folded her arms. "I'm not at liberty to divulge patient information. But, sir, madam, I want to urge you not to put any stock in that reporter's claims. There was no miracle here." She leaned forward, glanced toward the door, and lowered her voice. "Dr. Hale's just a jumped up apothecary, so the other doctors say. He certainly didn't cure anyone of anything. That patient's well and truly dead, now. I am sorry if you came here hoping the doctor would help you. If you tell me what ails you, I'll send for the appropriate doctor, one who specializes in your type of complaint."

      "We want to speak to Dr. Hale," Matt said tightly. "We'll wait."

      She sighed. "Very well. I'll have one of the nurses send for him." She indicated two empty chairs near where the porter stood by the door. "I'm afraid you'll have to wait out here. Patients are directed through to either the men's or women's reception room, but since you're not patients, you have to remain here."

      Another patient entered, a bloody cloth tied around his head. He eyed us as if we were intruders, not supposed to be there. The London Hospital was located in the heart of the city's roughest areas. Patients were working class at best. It wasn't a hospital for the likes of Matt, or even me. I felt conspicuous in my best blue and cream day dress and smart hat with its blue satin ribbon.

      We didn't have to wait long before a white-coated man greeted us, smiling broadly. He was much younger than I expected, perhaps in his late twenties, with thick brown hair that flopped over his forehead, and spectacles perched on a Roman nose. His features were a little familiar but I couldn't place him.

      He extended a slender hand to Matt without breaking his smile. "I'm Dr. Hale. You wanted to see me about the medical miracle? Are you a reporter?"

      "I am," Matt said, without pause. "My name is Matthew Glass and this is Miss Steele, my partner."

      Partner! I wished he'd apprised me of the plan before he launched into it with both feet. He might be good at playing roles but I was not. I needed to prepare.

      "Partner?" Dr. Hale said. "That's odd for a reporter to work in teams. And with a woman, no less."

      "I'm more of an assistant, really," I said.

      "It's as much her article as it will be mine," Matt countered.

      Dr. Hale clicked his heels together and nodded at me. "Well, how intriguing and utterly delightful for me. It's a pleasure to meet you both. Shall we talk in my office?"

      He led us up the stairs, past a desk staffed by a nurse who greeted Dr. Hale with a benign smile. "Keep up the good work, Nurse Benedict," he said.

      "It's Nurse Barnaby," she said.

      "This way, Mr. Glass, Miss Steele. Ah, Dr. Wiley." Dr. Hale hailed an elderly man with a quick step and eyes that narrowed upon seeing Hale. "These two reporters from the, er…"

      "The Times," Matt said.

      "The Times!" Dr. Hale's step faltered. "My, my, I had no idea. Did you hear that, Dr. Wiley? They're from The Times!"

      "I heard," Dr. Wiley bit off.

      "These two reporters from The Times wish to speak to me about my medical miracle. Perhaps you ought to join us, since you played a role." Dr. Hale leaned toward us. "My esteemed colleague originally declared the patient deceased on arrival."

      "A mistake," Dr. Wiley said, his cheeks reddening. "Clearly."

      "Or was it?" Dr. Hale winked.

      Wiley heaved a sigh, as if he'd heard Hale tell the story a dozen times. "This is no joking matter. Does Dr. Ritter know you're speaking to reporters?"

      "Bah!" Hale laughed and waved a hand in dismissal. "He'll thank me when he hears of it."

      "I doubt it. I seem to recall him forbidding you to mention it publicly."

      "Think of the publicity the hospital will receive. In The Times, no less."

      "You're walking a thin line, Hale. You have been warned, sir," Wiley said to Matt. "I urge you not to believe a thing he tells you. If you want the real story, ask myself or Dr. Ritter."

      "Always scare-mongering," Hale said with a conspiratorial wink at me. "Come, Miss Steele, Mr. Glass, let's begin. You must be itching to know the details."

      Dr. Wiley hurried off, shaking his head. He glanced back and quickened his step before disappearing through a door.

      Dr. Hale led us into a bare wood-paneled office. He shut a book that lay open on the desk and placed it inside his top drawer. It was the only book in the office, although a bookcase took up an entire wall. Instead of books, however, each shelf contained a row of cream ceramic jars, all labeled in Latin. I recognized the language but lacked the education to read it.

      "Dr. Wiley is a trifle embarrassed," Hale said apologetically. "He's the most experienced doctor here, aside from our principal, Dr. Ritter, of course." He sat behind the desk chair and indicated we should sit too. "Dr. Wiley declared the patient deceased and when I brought him back to life, the good doctor almost fainted." Hale laughed. "One of the nurses had to steer him to a vacant bed."

      "And was he dead?" Matt asked bluntly.

      Dr. Hale regarded Matt then me. "You look startled, Miss Steele. Indeed, you look as if you weren't expecting your colleague to ask that question without preamble."

      "Mr. Glass is full of surprises," I said rather lamely. But he was right—I hadn't expected Matt's directness, particularly when Hale could be a link to Chronos. We needed him, but Matt looked as if he wanted to wipe Hale's smirk from his face with his fist. Perhaps it was frustration at coming so close only to find the man we needed was rather obnoxious.

      "Dr. Hale, we're very busy, as I'm sure you are too," Matt said. "We'd like to get to the bottom of this mystery as soon as possible. If no miracle was performed then I'm afraid we're wasting our time." He began to rise. "Miss Steele?"

      "Wait!" Hale indicated Matt should sit again. "You're not wasting your time. It's just that…I've been warned not to speak of it, you see." He glanced at the door.

      "By Dr. Ritter, the principal?"

      "And others."

      "Why? What are you afraid will happen?"

      "It's not me who is afraid of the consequences, Mr. Glass. I'm rather excited about this development, as it happens. It's they who are afraid—Dr. Ritter, Dr. Wiley, and…others." He clasped his hands on the desk and pointed a finger at Matt. "I think you and I are of like mind, Mr. Glass, along with Mr. Barratt, of course."

      "The reporter for The Weekly Gazette?" I asked.

      He nodded. "Yet even he only alluded to it in his article, despite implying he would tell the truth. He didn't even print my statement."

      "Allude to what?" Matt asked.

      "Ah." He sat back with a smile too slick to trust. "You want me to say it first, do you? Well then. I suppose I will. Magic, Mr. Glass. It exists, and I am a magician." He spread out his hands like a messiah welcoming his disciples. "Neither of you look surprised."

      "We've heard of magic," Matt said. "But few speak openly about it."

      "They've been ordered not to."

      "As have you, by your own account, and yet you do."

      His smile turned smug. "This breakthrough is bigger than Dr. Ritter or anyone else. Bigger than this hospital and the guilds. It can't be swept under the carpet. It should be celebrated. What I did two days ago is a miracle, just like the newspaper claimed. No one has ever brought a dead man back to life."

      "But he's not alive," I said. "He's dead."

      Hale's smile slipped. "I'll work on extending the magic so that it lasts longer. But it was a solid first step."

      "And how will you extend it?" I asked.

      Hale's nostrils flared. "I can't give away my secrets. If you print my ideas, another magician might steal them."

      I tried to think of a way to incorporate a question about time magic without revealing myself and what we knew but could think of none.

      "Was he already dead?" Matt asked. "Or simply on the brink of death?"

      Hale laughed. "It depends on whom you ask. Dr. Wiley swears that he was dead, but one of the nurses said she saw his chest rise with a breath."

      "And what do you say?"

      "In all honesty, I cannot be certain. But it changes nothing. My magic—"

      "How can you not be certain?" Matt asked. "You're a physician."

      Dr. Hale's smile returned, harder than before. "I didn't check. I know, I know, it was a mistake, but I believed Dr. Wiley without question. He's very experienced."

      "And old," Matt said. "And a nurse claimed the patient breathed. You should have checked."

      Hale's mouth worked but no words came out. He looked as if he would reach across the desk and strangle Matt to keep him quiet. "The fact is," he eventually said, "whether the patient was already dead or almost dead, I brought him to full recovery for a few minutes. Alas, it didn't last. But think of the implications, Mr. Glass. Think of what it could mean."

      "I am," Matt said heavily. "I think of nothing but the implications."

      "If I could perfect the cure, make it last longer…" He left the sentence unfinished, but his smile had returned. "But there's no way to do so."

      I looked to Matt but he shook his head slightly. He didn't want me to reveal what we knew about combining time magic with types. I agreed with him, for now. We should not reveal our knowledge until we knew we could trust Hale. He may have lied about this entire scenario for the attention.

      "I'm very excited by your interest," Hale went on. "The Weekly Gazette is one thing, but The Times is quite another. Your reach is incredible and the paper's reputation beyond question. If you report on magic, and state that it exists, then you will be believed." He got up and began pacing back and forth in front of his window, as if he couldn't be still. "This is an exciting development and quite unexpected. I think the world is ready to believe. People want magic to exist. They're tired of their mundane lives. They want to break the monotony. Magic can do that." He snapped his fingers and pointed at Matt. "Speak to Oscar Barratt. He might be able to enlighten you on some other magical cases. I believe I wasn't the first magician he reported on."

      The more he spoke, the more I found myself believing him. He might be arrogant, and a little irritating, but he did speak in earnest. He was a magician. I was certain of it.

      My heart did a little skip in my chest. If this man was a magical doctor, then Chronos might be aware of his existence and perhaps have been here. I was about to ask Hale when Matt suddenly sat forward. He'd had his doubts about Hale's story, but I suspected he now thought the same as me.

      "Do you know a man named Pierre DuPont?" he asked, the words spilling from his lips in a rush.

      Hale shook his head. "Is he a reporter with an interest in magic, too?"

      "He also goes by the name Chronos."

      Surprise flickered across Hale's face. "The old clockmaker? He came here some time ago. He never told me his real name. DuPont sounds like a French name, but that Chronos fellow didn't have an accent."

      My breath caught in my throat. We'd thought the name and accent were part of a disguise, but to hear Hale confirm it was a relief. And to think he'd met Chronos! It was more than I'd hoped for.

      "What does he look like?" Matt asked. His features schooled, but the flush in his cheeks gave away his excitement.

      "White hair, elderly but rather sprightly for his age." Hale leaned forward and glanced at each of us in turn. "He's a magician." He leaned back again. "But I see that you both knew that already."

      The knuckles on Matt's fisted hand turned whiter. "Do you know where we can find him?"

      "Yes."

      "Where?" both Matt and I blurted out.
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      "Why the sudden interest in Chronos?" The pout could be heard in Hale's voice, if not seen on his face. "I thought it was me you wanted to interview for your story."

      "We do," I said, before Matt could dismiss him and ruin not only our chances of finding Chronos but having Hale help us once we did find him. Although Dr. Parsons, the original magical doctor, had claimed the problem was with Matt's timepiece, not his body, it was possible he'd been mistaken. Perhaps both magicians were required to work together after all.

      "Then don't you want to know the details of how I cured the patient?" Hale asked, indicating his bookcase full of jars.

      "Of course we do," I said, summoning some patience from goodness knew where. Matt's body had gone rigid, as if he were trying to contain himself. "But we're interested in all magic, and we've heard about Chronos. May we have his address, please?"

      "Oh, I don't know where he lives," Hale said, "only the name of a tavern where he drinks. He told me if I ever came across a magical doctor that I was to contact him at the Cross Keys on High Holborn."

      Matt stood. "Thank you, Doctor." He checked his pocket watch—not his magical one—and headed for the door. "India?" he said when he realized I hadn't followed.

      But I couldn't take my gaze off Dr. Hale. "What did he mean if you 'came across a magical doctor?' You are a magical doctor."

      "Ah, you made the same mistake as Chronos."

      Matt stalked back to me and leaned his knuckles on the desk. "You told us you're magical."

      "I am. But I'm an apothecary, not a doctor. Well, I am a physician by profession, but my magic is with medicines." He indicated the jars again. "Do you understand the difference?"

      Matt lowered his head. He must have thought the same as me—that if we required both a doctor and horology magician, we had at least found the former. But we had not.

      I stood and touched his arm. "Was Chronos disappointed when he found out?"

      "Furious," Hale said. "He ranted and raved. He even picked up one of my jars, and was about to throw it at the wall, until I wrestled it off him. I managed to calm him down and explain the difference between my profession and my magic. My work is not in the same field as my magic, although they're related."

      I wagged my finger at him. "I know where I've heard your name now! You're Dr. Hale of Dr. Hale's Cure All." We used to keep a bottle of his medicine in our kitchen. It soothed some headaches but cured little else, despite its claim. "But if you don't work as an apothecary, why is your name on the bottle?"

      "It's common practice for actual doctors to lend their name to medicines. It makes them more authentic in the public's eyes, you see, and that helps sales. A pharmacist friend asked me to give my name to his cure-all, and I readily agreed. Most of those medicines are his." He nodded at the jars. "Some are my own, once infused with magic—which no longer works, alas. I had one in my pocket when that patient came in." He opened his drawer and pulled out a small brown bottle stoppered with a cork. "I saw him gasp his last breath—or perhaps it was simply a breath—so I whispered my spell into the bottle and trickled some of the medicine into his mouth."

      "The article didn't mention medicine," I said heavily.

      "An oversight on Barratt's part. Unfortunately, the medicine only gave the patient a few more minutes of life. I had hoped for days or even weeks. Imagine the attention then!" He returned the bottle to his drawer. "You both look as disappointed as Chronos when he learned my magic is in medicines and not actual doctoring."

      I glanced at Matt. He didn't look disappointed; he looked eager to get away.

      "Apothecary magic is just as interesting and important as any other," Hale said defensively.

      "A magical doctor can cure a man with nothing more than his hands," Matt said with a speaking glance at the jars.

      Hale sniffed and crossed his arms. "Yes. Well. As a physician, I am able to cure people of their illnesses too—sometimes forever—whereas the effects of magic are fleeting, whether performed by a doctor or apothecary. Besides, magical doctors are rare, apparently."

      "You've never come across any?" Matt asked.

      "No."

      "You've never suspected any of your colleagues of being magical? Have any performed feats of doctoring too extraordinary to be explained away?"

      "No. As I said, magic is rare, and the sort of magician you're looking for is the rarest form, according to Chronos. Not even he knew if one exists. Of course, I wouldn't expect artless like you two to understand."

      "We're learning," I said.

      "Anyway, it was nice to see that my magic still works, since I don't use it often, and even more satisfying to have it come to Barratt's attention. Sales of Dr. Hale's Cure All will increase dramatically as a result of the article, I expect. My friend will be pleased."

      "Are all the Cure-All bottles infused with magic?" Matt asked.

      He hesitated. "Just my own medicines." Again, he indicated the stack of shelves with its bottles of all shapes and sizes. I did not see a Cure-All among them, except for his personal bottle that he slipped back into the desk drawer.

      "Come, India," Matt said. "We've got work to do."

      Hale thrust out his hand, and Matt shook it and thanked him. "It was a pleasure to meet you both," Hale said. "Be sure and let me know when The Times will run the article so I can tell all my friends and the staff here. They'll enjoy reading it, I'm sure."

      Matt went to open the office door only to have it wrenched open from the other side. Dr. Wiley stood there with another man of advanced years who sported a dense gray beard and matching eyebrows that crashed together in a severe frown. They stood aside to allow us to pass.

      "You're from The Times, are you?" asked the older man.

      Matt nodded and kept walking.

      "Do you carry a letter of introduction from your editor?"

      Matt stopped. "I don't usually need one."

      The man looked Matt over then straightened his spine and squared his shoulders. He was still a much less impressive figure than Matt. "Then how can we be certain you are who you say you are?"

      "We don't have time for this," Matt growled.

      "What did you say your name was?"

      "It's Glass," Dr. Hale said, joining us in the doorway. "And this is Miss Steele. Dr. Ritter, they're genuine, I assure you."

      Dr. Ritter was the principal doctor at the hospital and therefore the chief of staff. He was Dr. Hale's superior. "Your assurance is meaningless, Hale."

      Hale blinked rapidly behind his spectacles. "Pardon?"

      Ritter pushed past me and into the office. Wiley scampered after him. "Pack your things and leave," Ritter said as Wiley closed the door. "You no longer work here."

      "B-but I can't just leave." Hale cried. "What about my patients?"

      I held my hand up to Matt, who stood a few feet away, his fingers tapping against his thigh. I pressed my ear to the closed door and could just make out Ritter's furious words.

      "You have embarrassed this hospital for the last time! You're a disgrace to your profession, and I've had enough! The article was the last straw! Going public with such a fanciful, ludicrous claim of miracles…it's beyond the pale! Take your medicines and leave before I throw you out myself."

      The door opened and I hurried away, but their voices filtered out through the gap.

      "You can't do this to me!" Hale cried. "I'm too important to—"

      "Too important? Ha! You're nothing but an apothecary trying his hand at doctoring. Your skills as a physician are moderate, at best. Go back to being a pharmacist, Hale. If you can get employment, that is."

      "What is that supposed to mean?"

      "It means I've contacted the Apothecary's Guild and told them to watch out for you. They were very interested in the stunt you pulled here and your ridiculous claims of magic and miracles. I doubt they want a crackpot in their midst either."

      The last thing I heard as we hurried along the corridor was Hale's protest. "I am not a crackpot! I am a magician surrounded by artless idiots."

      Neither Matt nor I spoke until we reached our carriage. "The Cross Keys on High Holborn," Matt directed Bryce. He'd barely had time to settle on the seat opposite me when the coach lurched forward.

      "It's unlikely Chronos will be there at this hour," I said, checking my watch. It was only ten forty-five.

      "I'm not getting my hopes up that he'll be there at all." Matt's bright, clear eyes told a different story, however. He looked invigorated, healthier and more alert than I'd seen him in weeks. His health had grown progressively worse since I'd met him, his need to use his watch more frequent. No one had mentioned it, but I could sense everyone's worry.

      "I think you're allowed to get your hopes up, Matt. This is the closest we've come to finding Chronos. I almost whooped like Willie when Hale confirmed he'd spoken to him." I wanted to reach across the gap and touch his knee, his hand, something to show him how relieved I was, because mere words didn't seem enough.

      But I did not. Respectable women weren't raised to touch men, even if they could be considered friends. I'd never even held hands with Eddie, the man I'd once called my fiancé.

      "We have to be prepared for him to run off when he sees us," Matt said with a shake of his head. "God knows why he ran when we saw him at the factory."

      "You stand by the door at the Cross Keys, and I'll go inside. If I see the fellow who called himself DuPont, I'll signal to you. I think it's safe to assume that DuPont and Chronos are one and the same."

      "What would I do without you, India?"

      I rolled my eyes. "My plan is hardly clever. You were probably about to suggest the same thing yourself."

      He grinned, proving me right. I smiled back, enjoying the sight of him in a positive mood. "Allow me to praise you every now and again. You deserve it," he said. "You did, after all, charm Dr. Hale, whereas I wanted to knock his head off, on more than one occasion."

      "You weren't the only one, by the sound of it. First Chronos himself, after discovering Hale was an apothecary magician not a doctor, and then Dr. Ritter."

      "And probably Dr. Wiley too, since Hale enjoyed reminding him that he declared that patient dead when he clearly wasn't."

      "I would have dismissed Hale, too, if I were Ritter," I said. "He reminded me of something slimy you find at the bottom of a pond."

      He laughed softly. "You can't dismiss someone for that. You can dismiss him for negligence or negatively affecting the reputation of the hospital. I don't know what Hale thought he was trying to achieve by using his magic on that patient and then talking about it to Barratt. He's a fool, and now he's paying for it."

      "Or is he?"

      He frowned. "What do you mean?"

      "Perhaps he wanted to bring publicity to Dr. Hale's Cure All medicine. Having his name in the paper beneath the headline Medical Miracle will bring some attention to it, even though the medicine itself wasn't mentioned. He said himself that sales will increase."

      "Perhaps. But he has also attracted the attention of the Apothecary's Guild and found himself unemployed. If he gets a percentage of sales from the Cure All then he might still consider it worthwhile, but if he was paid a set sum to have his name on the label, what good did it do?"

      "Whatever happens to him," I said, "thank God for Hale, his magic, and his arrogance. Now we know where to find Chronos."

      "Not to mention thanks to Oscar Barratt the reporter."

      I'd wondered about Barratt and his interest in magic. It might be worth talking to him to find out if he knew of any timepiece magicians. Then again, if we found Chronos it wouldn't matter. We only needed the one.

      High Holborn wasn't far from Worthey's clock factory in Clerkenwell where we'd seen DuPont. The Cross Keys looked as if it had sat in the same position for centuries, its wooden façade and small paned windows inviting passersby in for a quiet ale. I clamped my hand to my hat to keep it in place as I tipped my head back and looked up. The bold gold writing against the black paint glinted in the sunlight, but it didn't hold my attention for long.

      "It's no wonder Chronos drinks here," I said.

      Matt followed my gaze to the large clock jutting out from the center of the building, one floor up. He smiled and opened the door for me. "Be discreet."

      I touched the brim of my hat to hide as much of my face as possible and entered. Matt stood just inside the door beside the umbrella stand, his own hat pulled low at the front.

      A polished bar ran most of the room's length. Bottles, barrels and glasses behind it and a bartender who looked at me as if a woman had never walked into his establishment before. Empty tables and chairs occupied the other side of the room, and beside those were secluded booths that weren't visible from the front door. I quickly checked each one and returned to Matt.

      "There are only six drinkers at the moment," I said. "None are DuPont. I still think you should check, just in case DuPont and Chronos are not the same man."

      He nodded at the barman as he passed and looked into each of the booths. With a shake of his head at me, he approached the barman. They exchanged words and Matt reached into his pocket and passed him some money. The barman pocketed it and nodded.

      Matt joined me and placed my hand in the crook of his arm. He steered me toward the coach and cheerfully asked Bryce to take us home. Matt's eyes sparkled with humor and hope amid the dark circles of tiredness. We may not have found Chronos, but we were close. We both felt it.

      "What did the barman say?" I asked as I climbed into the cabin, my hand in Matt's as he assisted me up the step.

      "That a man known only as Chronos drinks there occasionally. He fits the description."

      I clapped my hands. "We have him, Matt! We've found him."

      He closed the door but hadn't sat as the coach lurched forward. He would have tumbled into me if he hadn't pressed one hand to the ceiling and the other to the wall behind my head. The angle brought him very close to me, his chest just inches from my face.

      I looked up at the same time that he looked down. His face softened and his smile slipped. The hand on the ceiling moved to my shoulder, the thumb stroking the underside of my jaw.

      I swallowed, hoping for his kiss, waiting for it, aching for it. His eyes turned smoky and his lips parted. He moved closer, closer until he filled my view, scrambling my senses.

      "India," he murmured, his voice thick, "when I am healed—"

      We turned a corner and he lost his balance. Before I could even take a proper breath, Matt was sitting on the seat opposite me. He stared out the window, his profile uncompromising, as if we'd not just shared a charged moment.

      "Are you all right, Matt?"

      "Fine." He cleared his throat and tore his gaze away to look at me. "You?"

      "Also fine, thank you." I clutched my reticule tighter and waited for him to continue his speech, but he did not. "You were saying?"

      He stroked the crease cutting through his forehead until it cleared. "My behavior just now was unforgivable. I apologize. I…I don't know what came over me."

      I hoped it was the same thing that had come over me, but it didn't seem so. He showed no signs of desire—no flushed cheeks, no quickening of his breath, and no eagerness to be close to me again. He wouldn't even look at me directly. The sting of his rejection brought tears to my eyes. I studied my reticule in my lap until I'd composed myself. I looked up, only to see that he'd been watching me.

      My cheeks warmed yet he remained unmoved. "Did you pay the barman to notify you if Chronos returns?" I asked, determined not to let him see how he'd affected me.

      He nodded. "I asked him to attempt to find out where Chronos lived and to also send someone to fetch me immediately. Apparently Chronos drinks there once a week, sometimes twice, always alone. He paid the innkeeper to tell him when someone asked after him. He uses the staff as a sort of messaging service."

      "But if the innkeeper tells Chronos about us, he might run away again."

      "That's why I paid the innkeeper more than Chronos is paying him."

      I blew out a measured breath. "Let's hope he's greedy enough to sell his services to the highest bidder."

      Bristow met us at the front door just as the ebony and brass clock in the entrance hall ticked over to eleven-fifty. "You have visitors, sir. Lady Rycroft and the Misses Glass."

      "All of them?" Matt asked, handing Bristow his hat.

      "All of them."

      "Is my Aunt Letitia with them?"

      "Yes, sir."

      Matt glanced past me through the open drawing room door. Hope Glass, the youngest, waved and smiled. Her two sisters, on the sofa beside her, pretended not to notice us. Matt's two aunts weren't visible from where we stood, and I couldn't see Willie, Cyclops or Duke.

      "Shall we, India?" Matt asked.

      It would seem I couldn't get out of it. Nor did it seem like Matt wanted to make his excuses. Perhaps it was too late for that, now that we'd been spotted, but I didn't expect him to want to join them. His aunt and cousins had called twice in the last two weeks, and he'd sat with them. His uncle hadn't visited, and I didn't expect him to after Matt almost thrashed him in his own home. Matt's Aunt Beatrice looked as if she'd rather bite off her own tongue than chat with either of us, but her desire to see one of her daughters wed her husband's heir outweighed her distaste for the American and his unimportant assistant.

      "Pssst." Willie hissed from the staircase and signaled us to approach her. She did not step off the bottom step, as if it offered sanctuary from a potentially horrid fate.

      "Not joining your cousins in the drawing room?" I asked with mock innocence.

      She pulled a face. "Those little twits ain't my cousins and you know it, India Steele."

      "Coward."

      "Clever, more like. I don't have to put up with 'em." She gave me a smug look. "Do you?"

      She had me there.

      "How did it go at the hospital?" she asked Matt.

      "Positively," he said. "We'll talk later."

      She screwed up her nose and nodded at the drawing room. "You seem eager to get in."

      "I don't think all of my cousins are silly twits, Willie."

      "Don't you go getting any ideas about that Hope," she warned. "Englishwomen don't do so well in the California sun."

      "I have no plans on taking anyone back to America."

      "And Letty don't like her," she went on, as if he hadn't spoken. "I trust your aunt's opinion more than I trust yours. Men get turned too easily by a pretty face and fine figure."

      I tended to agree with her; not so much by the pretty face observation but her faith in Miss Glass's opinion. From what I'd seen of Hope Glass, she wasn't always the sweet girl she pretended to be. She was very aware of her appeal to men and, I suspected, knew how to manipulate them. I felt a little cruel for thinking such a thing when I had no proof of it. Perhaps I'd put too much stock in what Miss Glass thought of her niece.

      Or perhaps I was jealous. Matt certainly seemed keen to see her. He was already striding toward the drawing room. He waited at the door for me to catch up and allowed me to walk ahead of him.

      "There you are," Lady Rycroft said as we entered. "We've been waiting an age for you, Matthew."

      "An age," Miss Glass echoed with a glare at her nephew. "They arrived shortly after we returned from our walk. Willemina, Cyclops and Duke scattered, of course."

      "You didn't honestly expect them to have tea with us," Lady Rycroft said with a flare of her nostrils. "The girl may be Matthew's relative, but she's rougher than a navvy. And the men!" She shuddered. "That dark one with the eye patch looks like a convict."

      I waited for Matt to say something in Cyclops's defense, but he simply sat on the piano stool while I occupied the chair beside Miss Glass.

      "Mama," Hope whined.

      "I think the eye patch lends a dashing quality," the middle sister, Charity, said. She wasn't as pretty as Hope, or as witty, but she seemed to have the strongest sense of adventure of all three. At least she could hold a conversation. The eldest, Patience, was very shy and rarely lifted her gaze from her lap. "It makes him look like a pirate," Charity went on. "Pirates are so romantic."

      Hope rolled her eyes. "You do say the silliest things, sometimes."

      "Cyclops is rather sweet," Miss Glass said. "I like him."

      "As do I," I chimed in.

      Matt gave me a small smile, but no one else paid me any attention. I continued anyway.

      "And he most certainly is not an outlaw."

      Matt shifted his weight. I frowned at him but he didn't meet my gaze.

      "India, pour yourselves tea," Miss Glass said. "Now that Matthew is here, I'm sure my sister-in-law will stay a little longer."

      I did as told and handed a cup to Matt. He looked even more tired, and I feared he needed to use his watch. He would not hurry this visit along, however. He was much too proud to reveal his exhaustion, even to family.

      "We have news, Matthew," Lady Rycroft said with a triumphant smile that lifted her dour features. "Patience is getting married in the summer at Rycroft. If you're still in the country, you will be invited."

      "Congratulations," Matt said to Patience. "I'm very pleased for you."

      She managed to lift her chin long enough to murmur her thanks and blush profusely.

      "Who is the lucky fellow?"

      "A baron by the name of Cox," Lady Rycroft said.

      "Widowed last year," Charity added with a sly smile. "He has four small children all the way up at the Cox's Yorkshire estate. Oh yes, he's quite a catch for our oldest sister."

      Patience's chin lowered further.

      "Don't be so waspish," Hope scolded.

      Charity sniffed, in perfect imitation of her mother, and turned away from her younger sister.

      "One down, two to go," Hope said more cheerfully. "It's a start."

      Her mother clicked her tongue. "Really, Hope. There's no need for sarcasm."

      "Does Lord Cox have brothers?" Miss Glass asked. "Or eligible friends? Hope is quite correct in that we have to find suitable husbands for her and Charity. You cannot put any store in Matthew choosing one of them, Beatrice."

      "Exactly," Matt said, not for the first time. "I have no intention of marrying anyone at the moment."

      "So you keep insisting," Lady Rycroft said, picking up her teacup. "But all men must marry, Matthew. You are no exception. It makes sense to choose a girl already familiar with the house and estate."

      Conversations with Lady Rycroft always circled back to Matt marrying one of her daughters, sooner or later. Usually he managed to change the subject without too much fuss, but this time he looked impatient. I wanted to remind him that it was he who'd quite willingly entered the drawing room.

      "Tell me what you've been up to today, Matt," Hope said before the tension stretched to breaking point.

      He smiled at her in relief. "India and I had business affairs to attend to."

      "Poor Miss Steele, traipsing hither and thither, following you about the city. I do hope you rewarded her with a little treat."

      "You seem to have me confused with a lapdog," I said before Matt could respond.

      Hope blinked at my snippy impertinence. Lady Rycroft's lips pinched, deepening the grooves drooping from her mouth to chin. "Really, Letitia, you ought to control your companion's tongue."

      "As you ought to control your daughter's," Miss Glass shot back.

      "Hope said nothing wrong."

      "Indeed," Hope said, hand against her chest. "If I offended you, Miss Steele, I am truly sorry. I had no intention of being cruel. I wasn't thinking. So silly of me. I feel utterly mortified to have caused you any pain."

      Somehow she'd managed to make me look like the fool for taking offence when none was intended. At least I had Miss Glass on my side—and Charity. She rolled her eyes at her sister, clearly unconvinced by her apology.

      "Matt, you believe me, don't you?" Hope asked, her brow furrowed prettily.

      "My opinion doesn't matter," he said. Before anyone could respond, he pushed to his feet. "If you'll all excuse me, I have work affairs that need my attention. India, I'll require your assistance."

      Thank goodness for that. I finished my tea and followed him out of the drawing room and up the stairs.

      "I'm beginning to see what Aunt Letitia means about Hope," he said. "Pity. I thought she was the interesting one."

      We had just reached the landing when Hope called to us from the entrance hall below. She lifted her skirts and approached, her sister Charity two steps behind. Her mother, Patience and Miss Glass waited at the base of the stairs.

      "Miss Steele," Hope said, joining us on the landing, "I wanted to apologize again. I didn't think my words through, and I meant no offence. I know you may not believe that, but it's the truth." She caught my hand. "I like you very much and admire you greatly."

      "Me?"

      "Yes, you. You're composed and poised, and I doubt you ever say or do foolish things."

      I eyed Matt sideways but he did not tell her some of the foolish things I'd said and done. "Not always," I told her.

      "I wish I was more like you."

      Beside her, Charity rolled her eyes again, but stopped when she caught sight of Duke and Cyclops standing at the top of the stairs. "Mr. Cyclops!" she said, touching her hair. "What a pleasant surprise. Are you joining us for tea?"

      Cyclops looked to Duke. Duke merely shrugged.

      "We're leaving, Charity." Hope took her sister's arm in a firm grip. "Miss Steele, please tell me you forgive me or I shan't sleep a wink."

      "I forgive you," I said. What else could I say? I didn't think her apology entirely sincere, but it would make me look ungrateful to say so. "Thank you for your apology."

      She bobbed me a small curtsy and wrenched her sister's arm to drag her back down the stairs. Charity shot Cyclops a smile. His eye widened and he retreated out of sight. Duke's broad face broke into a grin.

      Matt and I continued up the stairs and headed into the sitting room, a cozier space than the drawing room, reserved for members of the household rather than visitors.

      "They gone?" Willie asked, sitting sideways in a chair, her legs draped over the arm.

      "Leaving now," Matt said as Duke and Cyclops joined us.

      "Finally." She swung her feet to the floor and leaned forward, elbows on knees. "So what happened at the hospital?"

      Matt told them what Hale had revealed and how he'd convinced the innkeeper at the Cross Keys to inform us when Chronos returned.

      "Well, God damn," Willie murmured. Cyclops grinned and Duke slapped his knee and whooped.

      "So we wait," Cyclops said, still smiling.

      Matt nodded. "We wait."

      "I'm tired of waiting," Willie groaned. "We got nothing to do but go for walks and have tea with your mad relatives."

      "You ain't mad," Duke said. "Just eccentric."

      Willie pulled a face at him and he chuckled.

      "Would you like me to dismiss the servants and you can do their duties instead?" Matt asked.

      She slumped into the chair and crossed her arms.

      "We're getting closer, Willie," I said. "In the meantime, you need a hobby."

      "I had a hobby. Y'all won't let me play poker no more."

      "Gambling was costing you a fortune," Matt told her. "So how was your walk this morning? I see you and Aunt Letitia managed not to kill one other."

      "It was fine until we came home and found your other aunt and cousins waiting for us," Duke said. "We disappeared up here."

      "Not that we were wanted in the drawing room," Cyclops added.

      "You were wanted." Duke winked at him. "Miss Charity Glass couldn't stop staring. Careful, Cyclops, or you'll find yourself hitched to an English rose."

      Cyclops's big shoulders shook with his silent chuckle. "She's not for the likes of me," he said, without a hint of disappointment or resentment.

      "Ain't nothing wrong with American roses," Willie muttered.

      "True," Duke said. "But you got to watch out for the thorns."

      Duke and Cyclops laughed. Willie gestured rudely with her fingers.

      "I'm retiring until luncheon," Matt announced. "India, do you have a moment?"

      I walked with him up the stairs, curious as to why he needed to speak to me alone. "If this is about Hope, it's all right, Matt. I've been called worse than a lapdog."

      "To be fair, she didn't call you a lapdog. She merely implied it. And I tend to believe her when she said it wasn't intentional."

      My step slowed, and he matched his pace to mine. "You like her," I said flatly.

      He cocked his head to the side. "I'm not sure what you mean."

      "She's pretty and clever, so it's understandable." She was young, too. The perfect age to catch a man's eye.

      We stopped outside the door to his rooms and he turned to face me. "India, you've got it all wrong. I have no intention of marrying her."

      "That's not what I said or meant. I know you won't marry until you're cured, but that doesn't mean you can't like her." I folded my arms to chase away the sudden chill. "I'm sorry, I've overstepped. It's none of my affair." I turned to go but he caught my arm, only to suddenly let it go again.

      He folded his arms and tucked his hands away. "You're right," he said quietly. "I do like her. She doesn't enjoy the situation we've been thrust into any more than I do, yet she deflects the awkwardness with humor. But liking her company for an hour or two a week doesn't mean I want to spend my life with her. Can you not see the difference?"

      "I suppose." I shook my head, wanting to shake off the conversation altogether. Hope may be able to deflect awkwardness with humor, but I couldn't. "Is that what you wanted to discuss with me?"

      He laughed softly. "Hardly." He sobered and cleared his throat. "I want to apologize again for what happened in the carriage."

      "You don't have to."

      "I do. It's not like me to take advantage of a woman alone. I feel terrible."

      "You look terrible, but that's the tiredness. Go and rest and think nothing more about what happened. Indeed, nothing happened. Besides, I'd already forgotten it." I didn't wait to see or hear his reaction. I turned and walked away so he couldn't see that I'd lied. Because I hadn't forgotten it. How could I? He'd almost kissed me.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      The following morning, Matt and I prepared to visit the office of The Weekly Gazette to speak to Oscar Barratt about magic and magicians. We did not get out of the house, however. As we put on gloves and hats in the entrance hall, a firm knock rapped on the door.

      Bristow opened it to Commissioner Munro from Scotland Yard. Two police constables stood either side of him. It was not a social call, then.

      "Commissioner," Matt said, eyeing the constables. "To what do we owe this visit?"

      Munro's moustache dipped with the flattening of his lips. "I'm afraid I've come to arrest you for the murder of Dr. Hale."
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