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C​HAPTER ONE

1898 AD — Reunion
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1898 AD. Paris, France

“This is a museum? It looks like a palace.” 

Margaret looked fondly up at the man standing on her left, taking his arm as they continued down the sidewalk. In the three weeks since they’d been married, she’d noticed that his brogue got thicker if he was taken by surprise, or was feeling strongly about something. It was one of the many little details that delighted her about her new husband.

Paris was a perfectly normal honeymoon destination, if a couple was having a perfectly normal honeymoon. Perhaps one day, she and Douglas should try one, one where they weren’t looking over their shoulders for murderous mages. Or for friendly ones – their mentor, Yael Mystere, still had not contacted them. In the absence of any instruction or guidance, Margaret had proposed some explorations of their own. With that in mind, they’d walked this morning from their hotel, strolling down the Rue de Rivoli, and had turned on the Rue des Tuileries. On their right were the beautiful gardens of Tuileries. To the left were the Carrousel gardens, Napoleon’s Arc de Triomphe du Carrousel, and beyond that...

“It was a palace, not too terribly long ago. There was another part, that closed the square, but it burned down. You’ve never been to the Louvre before, Douglas?” she asked. “That surprises me, with all the traveling that you and Mystere must have done.”

“We did travel quite a bit,” Douglas agreed. “But Yael never liked museums. I got him into the British Museum once. I can’t even remember what I wanted him to see, but there was something that made him turn white as a sheet, and he left without me. I found him at home, and he told me he was not going to go back, and to not ask him to go.” 

“Oh, the poor thing,” Margaret said. “Did he really turn that pale?”

Douglas nodded. “I thought he might faint, it was that bad. I don’t know what it was, and I’ve never been able to bring myself to ask him. Knowing what we know now... I suppose it makes sense.” 

“Oh, dear,” Margaret murmured. “I imagine museums must be disturbing, when one is so old. What must it be like, walking into a museum and seeing something familiar?” She frowned. “That means that there’s no chance of finding him here, then.” 

“Unlikely,” Douglas agreed, and the disappointment in his voice was clearly mingled with worry, feelings that Margaret both understood and echoed. Mystere had said that he’d find them when they reached Paris, but they’d been in the City of Lights for almost three weeks now. Where was he? 

Douglas stopped walking suddenly. He turned to face Margaret and kept his voice low, “Leannan, you remember your past. That means we might go in there and you’ll see something—”

“The only possible thing of mine that I truly cared about and that would have survived this long is currently on a chain around Mystere’s neck,” Margaret answered, her voice equally low. “Now, I will admit that I am curious. I know this museum fairly well, and I can’t think of anything that is familiar to both sets of my memories. But I’d like to look at it again awakened. I’d especially like to go look at the sword that supposed to be Joyeuse, if only to see if I can tell whose sword it really was. But we’re not going to the museum proper today. Unless you want to go afterward?”

Douglas blinked. “We’re not?”

“No, Herr Doctor Geier’s offices are in the Pavilion de Flore. He had a lovely view of the Seine, but the smell was awful in the summer.” Margaret pointed. “There. That tower. The entrance is that door there. We could go into the museum proper from there, but it’s a long walk through corridors that are usually guarded, and we didn’t want any questions. I’ll cast the cloak before we go in.” 

Douglas nodded. “True, we don’t want to be seen. We don’t know if any guards have been subverted,” he said as he steered her toward the Tuileries gardens. He smiled. “Margaret, why don’t we go into the museum proper? If we can get to where we need to go from there? Cast the cloak once we’re inside. That way, if Caedda has someone watching—”

“Which he might,” Margaret murmured. “And if he does, then they would be watching the Porte des Liones entry, since that’s the one the scholars usually use.”

“But if we go through the guarded corridors? We’ll be cloaked after all.” Douglas was grinning like an urchin, and Margaret fought the urge to giggle. She looked up at him. 

“Yael is right,” she said. “You do sell yourself short, my Doogie.”

“Ah, I’ll never be the mage he is, or that you are. But I have my uses.” He smiled and they turned back toward the museum. “Skills learned dodging my mother.”

“And you want to see the museum,” Margaret added. He smiled.

“And I want to see the museum. Shall we?” 

Margaret looked around. It was still early, and the Place du Carrousel was still empty. She closed her eyes and reached out to test the area for magic. Taste the air, Mystere had called it. There was a dark splotch of... something in the middle of the Place, but nothing else. 

“There’s no magic here,” she said as she opened her eyes. Douglas was looking at her, and his eyes were twinkling with amusement. “What?”

“You were tasting the air?” he asked. 

“Yes. Why is that amusing?”

“Because you stick your tongue out when you do,” he answered. 

Margaret blinked, feeling her face grow warmer. “I do?”

“You do. Just the tip.” He leaned down and kissed the tip of her nose. “It’s quite adorable. Now, no magic?”

“Nothing. No signs of Caedda.” She left unspoken that there were also no signs of Mystere. Where was he? “Just a dark something. I’m not sure what, but based on where it is, I think I know what it must be.”

“Dark something?” Douglas looked around. He frowned, and she wondered if he, too, was tasting the air. His frown deepened. “Blood. But old. Years old. Margaret, I’ll admit to being foggy about the Revolution, but this is where the guillotine was erected, isn’t it?”

“One of them, yes,” Margaret answered. She looked at the section of the park where the invisible shadows were deepest. “It’s been a hundred years, and I didn’t think there were that many people that died here.”

“It doesn’t matter how long,” Douglas murmured. “The ground remembers. One of the first things we did after Yael and I returned from Africa was a banishment, in a small village in Turkey.” He glanced at Margaret. “Balaclava.”

“Balaclava?” Margaret repeated. “The Charge of the Light Brigade? That Balaclava?”

Douglas nodded, his face somber. “When we were done with the banishment, I asked Yael about it. He told me I didn’t want to see that battlefield, but I insisted. Rather than fight with me, we went.” Douglas looked distant. “The ground remembers. And I’ve never done that again — insisted when Yael told me that I really wasn’t ready. I was ill for days afterward.”

“Ill?” Margaret gasped. 

“Not physically. Other than the fact that I purged disgracefully when we got out of the carriage. The minute my feet were on the ground, and I could feel it—” he paused, then shook his head. “Yael got me back into the coach and took me to the inn where we were staying. I went to bed and didn’t come out for two days.” 

“He must have been terribly frightened by that,” Margaret said. She took Douglas’ arm once more.

“I think initially he did it to teach me a lesson, but yes, it did give him a bit of a fright,” Douglas said as they started walking. “He had no idea that I’d be as sensitive to it as I apparently am. Tell me, what do you feel?”

Margaret frowned. “It’s dark. And cold. Like a shadow moved in front of the sun.”

Douglas nodded. “That’s how Yael describes it. There’s more to it than that for me.” He looked thoughtful. “It’s been long enough for each death to start blur together, the way voices will blend together at a distance. So all I feel is one... call it an echo of the deaths. If it were more recent, I could tell you how many people died, the echoes would be that clear. Yael isn’t certain why, but I feel the energies of the earth more than most.” 

Margaret hugged Douglas’ arm. “That spell you used to follow me in Aachen. The tracking spell. That’s part of it, isn’t it? Part of you feeling the energy of the earth?”

“Yael thinks so. He’s never been able to recreate that spell.”

“I couldn’t, either,” Margaret said. “You tried to teach it to me.”

“I haven’t—”

“When you were Olivier,” Margaret finished. “You created that spell when you were Olivier.”

Douglas stopped, turning to stare at her. “I... I did?”

“You did. You saved our lives with it, too.”

Douglas looked stunned. He swallowed, opening his mouth. Then he closed it again. He looked around, then started walking briskly toward the museum entrance. “Let’s go in. You know this place, so you’re now in charge.”

“Doogie?” Margaret stumbled as she tried to keep up. “What’s wrong? Slow down, love.”

Douglas slowed his pace, but didn’t stop. “We need to find this sword. My sword. I need to remember.”

“Oh, Doogie,” Margaret breathed. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have mentioned it. We’ll go straight to the office, get that taken care of at once. The rest of the museum will still be there when we’re done.”

They entered the museum as part of a small tour group, and lingered with the group in the rotunda until their guide led them off into the galleries. Margaret urged Douglas after them, staying to the rear. As the group turned into the first gallery, Margaret cast the cloaking spell, and steered Douglas in a different direction. 

“Very neat, my dear,” Douglas’ voice was warm in her mind. “We’re cloaked for sight and sound?”

“Yes, but it would be better if we spoke this way, in case I made a mistake.”

She actually felt Douglas’ sniff. “You’ve got your memories, and now you’re better at magic than I am after ten years of study. I’m starting to wonder if you can make mistakes with your magic, Leannan. Sometimes, it’s like being around Yael in skirts.”

Margaret bit back a giggle. The image was hilariously outrageous. But the hurt in Douglas’ mental voice was clear. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t know—”

“And how could you have known?” Douglas asked. “That we’re the pair of us... what’s the word? Coming back to life like resoling a pair of boots?”

This time, Margaret did laugh. “Reincarnation,” she answered aloud. “That’s a horrific pun, Doogie.”

He paused, then snorted. “I didn’t think it all the way through. That is awful. I’ll have to remember to tell it to Yael.” He sobered. 

“He’ll find us,” Margaret said softly. “He will.”

“I know. I just worry.” Douglas sighed. Then he looked down at Margaret and smiled. “He’ll find us. And we’ll find my sword, and we’ll stop Caedda, and find your father, and all shall be well—”

“‘And all shall be well, and all manner of things shall be well,’” Margaret finished the quote. “I just hope it’s soon.”

“We’ll find him, Leannan. We’ll find him.”

Margaret hugged Douglas’ arm. “Where do we go from here, Doogie?”

“Honestly, I don’t know,” Douglas answered. “It depends on where the next sword is.” 

“And when we’re done?”

Douglas smiled. “We’ve a townhouse in London. Not too far from the British Museum. When we’re there, I have a small practice. And when we’re not there, Yael has an estate in Sussex. You’ll like both places, I think.”

“Will you be there?” Margaret asked. Douglas looked startled, but nodded. She smiled. “I’ll love them, then.”

“Where did you live, with your father?”

“It depended on where he was researching, or if he was teaching. We never really had a home, not once Mother died.” Margaret stopped. “Oh. I hadn’t thought—”

“What?” Douglas looked up. There was a closed door in front of them, and a guard. “What is it?”

“Doogie, he can’t see us. But he can see the door. How do we keep him from noticing us going through?”

To her surprise, Douglas laughed. “I know something you don’t?”

“Douglas, it’s not funny!”

He nodded, but there was a distinct twinkle in his eyes. “No. But it does make me feel a mite better. I’ll show you how to do this later.” Still under cover of Margaret’s cloak spell, Douglas walked over the guard. He frowned slightly, then reached out and touched the man between the eyes; the guard’s eyelids fluttered closed.

“Come on,” Douglas said, opening the door. “We have about fifteen seconds.”

“What did you do?” Margaret asked, slipping through the door. Douglas followed her and closed it behind him.

“He’s in a very short trance. For about ten to fifteen seconds.”

Margaret looked back over her shoulder. “Won’t he notice?”

“No one ever has,” Douglas answered. “I may not have your skill, or Yael’s, but what I can do, I do well.”

“Doogie, you shouldn’t speak of yourself that way,” Margaret chided gently. “You’re a magnificent mage.”

Douglas sniffed. “Hardly. Where are we going from here?”

There were three flights of stairs, two more doors, and two more guards, before they stood outside the door of Herr Doctor Geier’s office. Margaret paused, touching the door. “There shouldn’t be anyone here. But there might be. What do we do?”

Douglas smiled. He reached out and touched the door, closing his eyes. After a moment, he shook his head. “The room is empty. This door hasn’t been opened for days.”

“How could you tell?”

“I asked it,” Douglas answered. Margaret stared at him, and he laughed and touched the lock; Margaret heard the tumblers click. Douglas turned the knob and opened the door. Together, they walked into the office.

“Look at the dust. It’s been considerably longer than a few days,” Douglas murmured as he closed the door behind them. “We’ll need to be careful to make sure it looks the same when we leave.”

Margaret nodded. “We shouldn’t be here long. I know how Doctor Geier kept his files — let me see what I can find.” She moved over to the desk and opened the large drawer. Inside were stacks of folders, all neatly labeled. The one on top read ‘Aachen excavation — Nathaniel Prentice, lead.’ Margaret picked it up and started paging through it. “I’d forgotten how poor Doctor Geier’s handwriting was,” she murmured. “There are letters here.”

“Margaret, don’t read them Take the lot,” Douglas said. Margaret looked up, startled. 

“Oh. Oh, of course,” she said. She took the all of the papers out of the folder, folded them, then handed the bundle to Douglas. She replaced the empty folder, then quickly went through the rest of the folders in the drawer. As she had expected, there was nothing else on Aachen. “That’s all.” 

“You’re certain?” Douglas asked.

“Doctor Geier would keep everything to do with a specific topic in one place,” Margaret answered. “All correspondence, all of his notes, everything. So you have everything to do with Aachen.” She studied the desk, looking at the empty blotter, the neatly racked pens. There were sealed letters in the box for incoming mail. Margaret picked them up and went through them, stopping with a single envelope in her hand.

“What is it?” Douglas asked.

“I’m not sure,” she admitted. “But this handwriting looks similar to the letters in the file.”

“Take it. We can’t stay longer.”

Margaret nodded and slipped the letter into her reticule. She passed a hand over the desk, and watched the dust resettle until it looked as if it had never been disturbed. The effect followed her as she walked across to Douglas, and the marks of her hems in the dust on the floor vanished. Douglas nodded, opened the door slightly, then gestured.

“We should leave by the Porte des Liones,” Margaret said silently as they made their way to the stairs. “Leave under the cloak, and go back in the main entrance.”

“The guard at the main door will think he’s getting cataracts, seeing us twice.”

“Do you think he noticed us in the tour group?” Margaret asked. “We can always come back.”

“Let’s do that. We’ll go back to the hotel. I would feel better if we came back another day to see the museum.”

Margaret took his arm as they went down the stairs to the door. They saw no one on the way, and were quickly outside in the Carrousel gardens. 

“When should I drop the cloak?” she asked as they walked. 

“Let’s tour the gardens. Drop it as we go through the arch.” Douglas guided her on a meandering walk that led them through the Arc de Triomphe du Carrousel. As they passed through the shadow, she let the cloak spell fall away, and they walked back out into the sun together. Margaret leaned into Douglas’ arm, wondering what they’d found. Would it lead them to Douglas’ sword? Or to Mystere? She desperately hoped so.

“We’ll walk back along the river,” Douglas said. “We can stop at that cafe, if you like?”

“I thought you wanted to go back to the hotel?” Margaret asked.

“I do. But if we linger along the river, or at the cafe, it will be easier to see if anyone is following us,” Douglas said softly. “I don’t want to have to change hotels. Not until we find Yael, or he finds us.”

Margaret shivered, and tightened her grip on Douglas’ arm. “You don’t think someone will follow us?”

“I think we shouldn’t be careless. I should have told you to keep the cloak up until we were away from the museum. But that can’t be helped now. Let’s go.” They turned toward the river, but they hadn’t even gotten to the Pavilion de Flore when Margaret heard a man’s voice, calling in English, “Maisie? Surely it can’t be Maisie Prentice?”

She turned, shields snapping into place, then gasped in shock and relief when she saw a familiar old man who had always reminded her of a jovial elf. “Uncle Archie?”

“Who?” Douglas asked silently.

“Uncle by courtesy. I’ve known him for ages. He was one of my father’s instructors at University,” she answered quickly. “Uncle Archie, what are you doing here?” she added aloud as she greeted the old man. He smiled at her, then looked at Douglas and smiled.

“I apologize, young man. Reverend Archibald Willefort, at your service.” He offered his hand, which Douglas accepted.

“Doctor Douglas Keith, at yours, Sir.” 

“Uncle Archie, Doctor Keith is my husband,” Margaret said. The words were still new, still novel. And they still made her smile. She looked at Douglas to find him smiling at her. 

“Husband?” Willefort gasped. “Goodness me, when did that happen?”

“It’s been three weeks now,” Douglas answered. 

“Well, then. Congratulations to the both of you!” Willefort beamed at them, shaking Douglas’ hand with enthusiasm. “I’m so happy for you, Maisie.”

“Thank you, Uncle,” Margaret said.

“I presume that you’re on your honeymoon, so I won’t keep you,” Willefort said, letting go of Douglas’ hand. “Young man, I expect you to take the utmost care of this exceptional young lady. Do you hear me?”

“Absolutely, Reverend,” Douglas said. He took Margaret’s hand and tucked it into his arm. “And I will.”

“Good. Very good. Now, when next you see Nathaniel, my dear, you give him my best.” Willefort paused. “Where is he, anyway?”

Margaret swallowed. It was the question she’d been dreading since she’d realized who it was. She couldn’t lie to him. Not to dear Uncle Archie. So she told the truth. To a degree. “The last I saw of him, he was in Germany.”

“Oh, that Aachen thing of Geier’s?” Willefort asked, looking delighted. “He mentioned it to me, that he had gotten special permission to excavate there. Something about a patron.”

“Really?” Margaret asked, trying not to sound excited. “Father mentioned something, I think. Who has that much influence, do you know?”

“Geier didn’t say much, just that the man was a foreigner.” 

“Which could mean anything,” Douglas said. 

“Thank you, Uncle. I was wondering, and Father didn’t know.”

“It’s never that easy, Leannan.”

Margaret squeezed Douglas’ arm. “I could hope for just once.”

“He mentioned the man’s name, though. Uriah, I think it was,” Willefort continued. “Yes, that’s right. Uriah Gregory.”

Margaret frowned. “I don’t know that name. Is he a scholar?”

“I honestly don’t know who he is,” Willefort admitted. “Geier didn’t say much, except to say how odd it was to be hearing from someone from... where was it? Oh, yes. Chicago. Can you imagine? An American who was so passionate about our line of work? You’ll have to ask him when you see him.”

“I’ll do that,” Margaret said absently. She wondered when the news would reach Paris — no one would be asking Herr Doctor Frederick Geier anything anymore. Hopefully, there was something in the letters. She looked up at Douglas, who nodded. 

“We should be off,” he said. “It was a pleasure to meet you, Reverend.” He shook Willefort’s hand, and Margaret went to him and kissed him on the cheek.

“It was so very good to see you, Uncle.”

“It was good to see you, Maisie. And it was indeed a pleasure, Doctor Keith,” Willefort said. “Now, you take care of our Maisie. Do you hear me?”

“I will.” Douglas smiled as he looked at Margaret, and she felt the warmth of it to her toes. “I promise you that.”

***
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WILLEFORT WATCHED AS the couple walked toward the Seine, then turned the corner and vanished from sight. He smiled.

“Now that should get you moving in the right direction,” he murmured. He turned and walked toward the Tuileries gardens. As he crossed the street, his appearance shifted, changing from that of an old man to a much younger one, taller, clean-shaven, and with dark hair worn long. He passed under the trees, and vanished. ​
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CHAPTER TWO

1898 AD – Puzzles
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There was a large table in the sitting room of their hotel suite, and Margaret spread out the papers that they’d taken until they covered the surface. Most of them were letters, interspersed with pages of notes.

“Maisie?” Douglas said, coming to stand next to her. “Where did that come from?”

“My father always called me Maisie,” she said. She added the letter from her reticule to the collection. “From when I was a little girl. Uncle Archie said our mysterious patron’s name was Uriah Gregory.”

“He did. And, is Maisie what you like to be called?” Douglas asked. She looked up at him — when they’d gotten back to the suite, he’d doffed his coat and waistcoat, taken off his cravat, rolled up his sleeves, and now looked deliciously, comfortably rumpled. His hair had slipped forward over his forehead, and she smiled as she reached up and tucked it back.

“No. I don’t care for it. At least, not anymore,” she said. “Chamberlain heard my father call me Maisie once, and he started using it when he was trying to convince me to go to his bed.”

Douglas’ expression hardened. “He’s one that’s better dead. I could wish you’d left something of him for me.”

“He can’t be any more dead, love.”

“That doesn’t stop me from wanting to do something untoward to the corpse,” Douglas said with some heat. Then he grinned. “I mean, I am a doctor. There are a great many things I could do to the body.”

“That’s horrible, and I don’t want to hear any more, and I love you for saying it.” Margaret went on her toes and kissed him on the cheek. “Besides, I didn’t leave a body. Now, let’s look at what we’ve got here.”

Together, they sorted the pages by date. Douglas picked up the first one, reading it silently. “I think we may be missing some. This refers to previous letters.”

“Hopefully, we’re not missing anything important,” Margaret said. She picked up a page of notes and read through it, frowning. “I don’t think there’s anything new here. Nothing that Geier didn’t already tell my father.”

“We’ll have to go through the rest.” Douglas came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her, kissing her cheek. “Later.”

She leaned back into his warmth, setting the paper back down on the desk. “All right. We’ll read through everything later. What do you want to do now? Go back out to the museum?”

Douglas chuckled. “I was thinking of going somewhere a little closer. Say... the bedroom?” 

Margaret turned in the circle of his arms. “Douglas! Really, it’s the middle of the day!”

He leaned down and kissed her nose, then her lips. “I wasna aware of a rule saying that I couldn’t enjoy my own wife in the daytime.”

She felt her cheeks grow warmer. “The hotel staff—”

“Will suddenly find themselves needing to be anywhere else in the hotel.” Douglas smiled. “I’ve done this before. Yael taught me. Discretion is even more of a priority—”

“When it’s two men,” Margaret finished. “Oh, yes. I see.” She looked past him to the closed door. “You’re certain?”

“I am completely certain,” Douglas assured her. He met her eyes, then leaned down and kissed her, cupping her cheek with one hand and wrapping the other arm around her. She melted against him, hands sliding up his back, inhibitions vanishing like morning fog. There was a sudden, urgent need to touch him, to feel his skin under her hands and know he was whole, that he was here, in her arms. He’d come so close to dying in Aachen. She’d come so close to losing him again, before she even knew it was again. She tugged his shirt out of his trousers, felt him laugh against her lips. Then he ducked, and swept her off her feet. 

“Doogie!” she gasped, grabbing at him. He laughed again, nuzzling her neck. As he turned, she heard a sharp crack; he froze, standing up straight.

“Did you feel that?”

“Feel... feel what? I heard–” Margaret wrapped her arms around Douglas’ neck, holding on tight as he turned back around. She saw it a moment before he did — an envelope sitting atop of the papers on the table.

“That—”

“I know, Leannan,” Douglas said. He set her onto her feet and stepped in front of her, his shields covering them both. She added her own shields as a layer beneath his, and followed him toward the desk. She heard him sigh, and came up next to him to see that the envelope had both of their names written across the front in a very familiar hand.

“This is a bit dramatic, even for him, don’t you think?” Margaret asked. Douglas nodded. He held one hand over the envelope for a moment, then picked it up and broke the seal. Inside was a single page, and a small stack of banknotes. Margaret ignored the money, trying to read the page. “Where is he?”

“Chartres,” Douglas answered. “He’s not in Paris. He’s in Chartres, and he wants us to join him there.” He looked at Margaret. “We’d better get dressed. We’ve travel to arrange. How long does it take to get to Chartres from Paris?”

“Two hours on the train. More or less.”

Douglas nodded, setting the letter down and tucking his shirt back in. “I’ll go see the concierge. He’ll have a train schedule. Do you think we’ll need to pack a bag?”

“I... I don’t know. Is Chartres close enough to bespeak him, do you think?”

“How far is it?” 

“Ah....” Margaret did some quick mental math. “Call it sixty miles.”

Douglas grimaced. “Too far. I’m not even sure how he managed to get that envelope here.”

“Doogie, does that mean that he’s known where we were, this whole time?” Margaret asked. “And he’s just been letting us worry?”

“I doubt it.” Douglas ran his fingers through his hair, which immediately fell back down onto his forehead. “He probably sent the note to find us. He explained the spell to me once, told me once it was like a magical messenger bird.”

“I know the theory.” Margaret frowned. “That... that would take so much power, though. I don’t want to think of what a state he must be in after doing it. Or what must have happened to make him desperate enough to even try.”

“That bad, Leannan?” Douglas grew serious at her nod, and started to roll his shirt sleeves down. “Then let’s be away. Is that what you’ll travel in, or do you want to change?”

“I should change,” Margaret said. “I’ll be a moment.”

“Pack anything you think might be needful,” Douglas said. He fastened his cuffs and picked up his cravat. Wrapping it took only a moment, and he quickly put his waistcoat back on. He picked up his coat, then pointed to the desk. “And that. Bring all the notes. I want those with us. If we leave them, who knows if we’ll see them again. Will you be ready in ten minutes?”

“Before that, I should think.”

“Then meet me in the lobby, Leannan.” He came close, kissed her quickly, then left, tugging his coat on as he left the room. Margaret sighed, then hurried into the bedroom to change to something more suitable for traveling.

And to get Durendal.

***
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THE NEXT TRAIN WOULD leave the Gare Montparnasse in the late afternoon, which gave them ample time to get to the station and reserve a compartment. Ample time to wait. And ample time for Douglas to fret.

“Why send us to Paris if he was going to Chartres?” he asked. They were sitting at a small table in a cafe near the station, Margaret having insisted on them eating something before they left.

“Perhaps for the same reason that he told Frau Hertz we were going to Berlin?” Margaret suggested. She sipped her coffee. “Eat, Doogie.”

He frowned, and picked up the pastry she’d put onto his plate. “What am I eating?”

“I’ve honestly no idea,” she admitted. “I told the waiter to bring an assortment. Darling, we would know if he wasn’t safe, wouldn’t we?”

Douglas shook his head. “I don’t know. You might. Do you remember anything?”

Margaret cut a piece of the tart in front of her and ate it as she sifted through her memories. “I don’t think so,” she said slowly, drawing out the words. “I can only think of twice when Turp was in definite trouble while we were with him. The first time, the only reason I knew he was in pain was because I was out of my head. And he couldn’t explain it when I told him later. The second time? Nothing. We wouldn’t have known if...” she paused, biting back unseemly language. “If someone from his party hadn’t gotten back to us with the news before he died”

“Died,” Douglas repeated. “And... I would remember this?”

“You were there, yes. For both.” Margaret reached across the table. “We’ll find him, Doogie. And we’ll find the sword. You’ll remember.”

Douglas took her hand and squeezed her fingers, but he didn’t smile. They went back to eating, then lingered over the remains until Douglas looked at his pocket watch.

“We should go.” He rose and came around the table, taking the carpet bag Margaret handed to him, then giving Margaret his other hand. She stood up, brushing down her skirts and carefully adjusting the cloaked sword that she wore on her hip. She was certain that there had to be a better way to conceal it, but she didn’t know how. She’d gone through all of her memories from her life as Roland, but then, there had been no stigma against a man wearing a sword, and so there had been need for him to conceal Durendal, and he had never learned any spells to do so. The best she’d been able to do was wrap the sword and belt in a cloak, concealed against people seeing it or hearing the creak of leather. And when she wore Durendal, she made sure that she kept Douglas on her left. So far, it had worked, but she was definitely looking forward to seeing Mystere and learning a better way.

“We’ll have a late supper with Mystere,” she said as she took Douglas’ arm. “I hope he has a room — I looked at the timetable. I doubt that we’ll be done in time to catch the last train back to Paris.”

“Here’s hoping that sleep will be the least of our worries,” Douglas said. 

Once they were on the train, and the compartment door was closed, Douglas closed the curtains while Margaret took off her sword and sat down. She opened the carpetbag and took out the stack of papers. “We’ve two hours, more or less. Do you want the top of the pile, or the bottom?”

“What about that last letter?” Douglas asked as he sat down next to her on the padded bench. “The one you hadn’t opened yet?”

“Oh, yes.” Margaret reached into the carpetbag and took out the envelope, opening it and taking out the pages. She read the first page and her jaw dropped. “Oh, dear.” She raised the pages. “This is a warning, from Uriah Gregory. Listen. It has come to my attention that there is another party interested in what you may find in the Aachen excavation. I urge you strongly to be cautious during your work. If you decide to engage guards for the duration of the work, please know that I will reimburse you for their hire.” She handed the pages to Douglas. “This Gregory person knew about Caedda. He tried to warn Doctor Geier, but the letter missed him.”

Douglas nodded absently, his eyes on the pages. He turned one over, read the next. Then he stopped. “Margaret, you didn’t read this entirely, did you?”

“Not yet,” Margaret said. “What did I miss?”

“This letter came from...” Douglas paused, looking at the envelope. “Chicago. But Gregory says that he was coming to Paris to meet your Doctor Geier. He wanted to be in Aachen when the excavation started.”

Margaret took the first page of the letter back from Douglas. “Does he say when he’s going to arrive?’

“Yes,” Douglas answered. He showed her the page, pointing to the bottom. “That’s the day we found you, Leannan. There must have been some delay in the crossing.”

“But that means that Gregory may very well be in Paris.” Margaret looked at Douglas, who looked thoughtful.

“Or he followed Doctor Geier to Aachen,” he suggested. “When he learned he missed him here.” He took the pages and folded them, leaning forward and tucking them into the carpetbag. “Regardless, there’s nothing we can do about him now.”

“But he might know something!” 

“Margaret, we’re leaving Paris at the moment. We don’t know this man, nor do we know where he is or when he arrived. The letter doesn’t say what ship he was taking.” Douglas sighed and put his arm around Margaret, drawing her to his side. “When we get back to Paris, we’ll be with Yael. Then we can go through these letters together and figure things out about this Gregory person. For now, we need to put it aside.”

“But—” 

Douglas pressed one finger against her lips. “No. We’ll be in Chartres soon enough, and that busy. Take a nap, Margaret. I’ve a feeling we won’t be getting much sleep tonight.”

Despite herself, Margaret fell asleep leaning on Douglas’ shoulder, but her sleep was punctuated by vague dreams of running through forests, of the chapel at Aachen, of Caedda’s burning red eyes. She jerked awake as the train whistle screamed.

“Margaret?” Douglas asked. “Are you all right?”

“Odd dreams,” she admitted. She looked out the train window at the darkness. “Where are we?”

Douglas checked his pocket watch. “We should be pulling into the Chartres station in about five minutes.”

“Are we close enough that we could contact Mystere?” she asked as she shifted on the bench. She rested her hand on the hilt of her sword, trying to remember the fragments of her dreams. 

“I’ll try,” Douglas said. He leaned back and closed his eyes, and Margaret heard his mental voice. “Yael? Can you hear me?”

“Doogie!” Mystere’s mental voice rang in both of their minds, and Margaret felt a surge of relief. “Are you in Chartres already?”

“In about five minutes,” Douglas answered. “We’re still on the train.”

“I’ll meet you at the station. I’m fairly close,” Mystere said. There was a pause, then his voice softened. “I’ve missed you both.”

“We’ve missed you so much,” Margaret said. “It’s been too long. And we’ve found something, Turp.”

There was a moment of hesitation. “Margaret, darling. Wrong time, and wrong name. Call me Yael, the way that Douglas does.”

“Oh. I’m sorry.” She glanced at Douglas. His face was unreadable. “I’ll try to remember. It’ll take a little getting used to.”

“We have time. I’ll see you shortly. I’m on my way to the station now.”

His voice and his presence faded away, and Margaret took Douglas’ hand. “It’s good to hear his voice again.” Douglas laced his fingers into hers, but said nothing. She looked up at him again. “Douglas?”

“We should get ready,” he said. 

“What’s wrong?” 

Douglas shook his head. “’Tis nothing. We’ll be at the station soon.”

***
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DOUGLAS WAS QUIET AS they got off the train. He held on to Margaret’s hand, and even smiled at her. But there was something brittle around the edges of that smile, something ominous about the silence. 

“Doogie, I wish you’d tell me what was wrong,” Margaret murmured, her voice pitched for his ears along. “Have I done something?”

Douglas shook his head. Then he nodded his head. “There he is,” he said. Margaret craned her neck, but couldn’t see over the crowd. Douglas took her arm and steered her in the right direction. Then the crowd parted, and she saw Mystere. He was standing near the wall, his hands in the pockets of his ridiculous long coat, looking as dark and as dangerous as ever. But he looked tired as well, and more careworn than when she’d last seen him. And, to Margaret’s eyes, absolutely wonderful. 

“Yael,” Douglas called. Mystere saw them and smiled, coming to meet them. 

“Oh, I’ve missed you,” he said. He embraced Margaret, kissed her on the cheek, then turned to Douglas, who offered his hand. Mystere blinked, looked down at the hand, then up at Douglas. “Have I done something wrong, that I don’t get a warmer welcome?”

“We’re in public,” Douglas murmured.

“We’re in France,” Mystere answered. “It’s not illegal here. And I frankly don’t care if it is. I’ve been alone for weeks now, for the first time in ten years, and I’ve missed you, you great bloody giant.”

For the first time since Margaret woke on the train, she saw Douglas smile. He passed the carpetbag to Margaret, then enveloped Mystere in a tight embrace. Margaret clearly heard Mystere sigh.

“That’s better,” he said as he stepped back. “I’m sorry I’ve been away so long, and that I had to send for you in such a manner, but there’s been a problem.”

“Problem?” Margaret said. He looked at her, and she realized that he was far more tired than he looked. And there was something else. “Yael, you don’t look well at all.”

“I’ll explain as we go,” he said. “I’ve transport waiting at the curb.” He took another step back, looked at Margaret, then started laughing. “I never taught you how to properly put things away?”

Margaret fought the urge to rest her hand on her swordhilt. “No, you never did. This was the best I could do.”

“It’s a fair job. You did well. I’ll teach the spells to you later. To you both, since you’ll be needing them, too, Doogie. Come along.”

He led them out of the station and around the corner to where a horse-drawn gig was standing by the curb. There was an urchin perched in the driver’s seat, who grinned when Mystere walked up. 

“I looked after her for you, sir,” the boy called. “Just like I promised.”

“You did, indeed,” Mystere said with an answering smile. “And a good job of it, too.” He fished in his pocket and took out something that he passed to the boy. “Now go on home with you. It’s past dark. Tell your mother that I’m sorry I kept you late, and that you earned your pay today, Henri. I’ll be leaving Chartres soon. But I’ve had a word with someone about you. She says she’ll call on your mother. Now, off with you.”

“Thank you, sir!” The boy jumped down and ran off down the street. 

“Yael, that boy—” Douglas murmured.

“Gifted,” Mystere answered, his voice equally low. “I’m making certain he’s placed with a proper teacher. I have someone in mind, and I sent word to her already. She’s agreed to take him on.”

“What are you two talking about?” Margaret asked. 

“You couldn’t see?” Douglas asked in response. 

“Remember, Margaret doesn’t see magic. She hears it,” Mystere said. “And did you hear anything? I don’t think you would have.”

“I heard nothing,” Margaret admitted.

“To my eyes, young Henri glows like a lamp. Doogie, what did you see?”

“Not so much see as feel,” Douglas answered. “It’s... sort of a recognition of the power inside. I felt the same about you, Leannan.”

Margaret nodded, impressed. “That must be very useful,” she said. “Much more useful than mine.”

“There’s a purpose for all things, my dear,” Mystere said. “Now, since I wasn’t expecting to have to call you here to help me, this is a two-seat gig. So we’ll be a little tight.”

With the carpetbag and Durendal both stowed under the seat, they managed to all squeeze together on the bench, Margaret pressed between the men. As Mystere took up the reins and the gig started moving, she pitched her voice so that they both could hear her.

“It’s tight, but I’m between two of the men I love best in the world. I can hardly complain about that!”

Mystere glanced at her, then at Douglas. “I have missed you both.”

“There’s a problem, you said?” Douglas asked. 

“Yes. And one that I’m not sure how to fix,” Mystere answered. “Hauteclere is missing.”​
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“Missing?” Douglas demanded. “How could it be missing?”

“Is it Caedda?” Margaret added. “Did he get here first?”

“I don’t know,” Mystere answered. “And no. In that order.” He snapped the reins, and the gig started moving a little faster, rumbling and bumping over the cobbles. “I hid Hauteclere here, in Chartres. I hid all three swords in holy ground. If he had been here—”

“He?” Douglas interrupted. “Do you mean Caedda?”

Mystere shook his head. “No. I mean Hauteclere. If he had been where I left him, I would have had him already, and I’d have met you in Paris. But he’s been moved. He’s still there. I can feel him. But something has tampered with my bindings, and tangled them enough that I can’t reach Hauteclere, or even properly find him.”

“What could do that?” Margaret asked.

“Mages,” Douglas answered. “What are you thinking, Yael? One mage, or a working circle?”

“A working circle would be my first guess,” Mystere answered. “How they found him, and why they want him, I don’t know. I’m not certain I care, either. We just have to reach him first.” He glanced at the both of them. “Caedda isn’t close yet, but he’ll soon realize that he’s been fooled, and he’ll be coming to Paris, if only to search for more information about what Geier knew. I want to find the sword and be gone from France before he shows himself.”

“You said you hid the sword in holy ground. The Cathedral?” Margaret asked.

Mystere nodded. “It wasn’t a cathedral when I hid the sword there, but it was a holy site, for more than just Christians. There was a well there, one that was supposed to be sacred to the ancient Druids long before the Cross came to this land.”

“You hid the sword in the Well of the Strong Saints?” 

Mystere looked at Margaret and smiled. “I should have known you’d know the name. Not in it. I didn’t have a water spirit to protect Hauteclere here. There was a church there, so I hid him in the church, in a way that only I could reach. I had a bit of a bad turn when the original church was destroyed by the Danes, but the sword remained safe within the veil of sanctification when the new church was built over the ruins of the old. And he’s stayed safe. Until now.”

“When was the last time you checked on it?” Douglas asked. Mystere frowned, and the only sound for several minutes was the clopping of the horse’s hooves.

“I... about fifty years, I should think?” Mystere finally answered. He looked at them and smiled, looking embarrassed. “Time all tends to run together when I’m alone.”

“Then whoever is doing this might have been doing it for a long time,” Margaret said. “Fifty years, that’s not unreasonable if someone started when they were young. Or if one group took up where another one left off.”

“Are they still trying, though?” Douglas asked. “Are we going to have to deal with someone trying to take it from us while we work?”

Mystere didn’t answer. He was silent as the Cathedral loomed ever closer, until he finally drew the gig to a stop outside. He wrapped the reins around the brake, then turned to face them.

“They are still trying. While I’ve been attempting to get to the sword, I’ve been attacked twice,” he said quietly. “It’s definitely a group, and they are very strong together.”

“Yael!” Douglas gasped. “Are you all right?”

“I’m fine. The first time was a surprise, no more. The second... they got inside my guard.” He looked down, then back up at them. “I drove them off, but they made me pay for it. I still hadn’t fully recovered from the attack on the house in Aachen, so I’ve been a few days in deep trance, healing. I’m not at my best right now, and I don’t think I could stop them if they tried again. That’s why I sent for you.”

“And you transported the letter after that?” Margaret demanded. “Yael, are you trying to kill yourself?”

“It would hardly be the first time,” Mystere snapped back. “I’ll be fine—”

“And I’ll be the judge of that,” Douglas growled. “Honestly, Yael—”

“Wonderful,” Mystere interrupted, sounding as sour as old wine. “Now I’ve got two mother hens. Come on. Let’s go inside and I’ll show you what’s happening.”

He got out of the gig, going forward and taking hold of the horse’s bridle. Douglas climbed out on the other side, and reached up to help Margaret down. 

“He’s in pain, isn’t he?” Margaret asked softly. Douglas nodded. “I don’t like that he’s only brought us in because he’s been hurt.”

“He brought you in because he was attacked, and he needs your magic,” Douglas said. “The only reason I’m here is because he might also need a plaster. Lord knows I’m not going to be any good to him for any other reason.” 

“Douglas!” Margaret gasped. “That’s hardly fair to you or to him. He wants both of us here to help him.”

Douglas sniffed, but said nothing. He walked away, going to where Mystere was talking softly to the horse. “She’ll stay, then?”

“She’ll stay,” Mystere answered. “Grumpy girl wants oats for her dinner, though.”

“She deserves them.” Douglas reached out and stroked the mare’s neck. “Putting up with you.”

Mystere grinned. “You’ll get your own oats, Doogie. Come along. Margaret?”

“I’m coming. I don’t want to leave the bag.” She reached into the gig and took the carpet bag out from under the seat. With her other hand, she picked up Durendal. She carried them both over to the men, where Douglas took the bag from her. She carefully belted her sword on, letting the cloak fall away. She knew she must look ridiculous — a sword was an odd accessory to wear with a walking suit, but there was no one here to see.

“Were you talking to the horse?” she asked. “And she was answering?”

“Yes,” Mystere answered. “It’s not something I can teach you, though. I’ve tried with other Wardens in the past.” He looked up at the Cathedral. “Let’s go in. I want to see what you two think.”

Margaret fell in next to Douglas and followed Mystere up the stone steps and into the cathedral. There was a definite sense of the familiar as they entered; Margaret and her father had spent weeks here studying the legends of the Virgin’s chemise, a relic that was supposedly given to Charlemagne by the Empress Irene, and that was then given to the church by Charlemagne. The story was partially a fabrication, her father had told her — while the relic might actually have been given to Charlemagne by the Empress Irene, it had been given to the church by Charlemagne’s grandson, long after Charlemagne’s death. Privately, her father had told Margaret that he thought half the allure of that particular relic was the scandalous nature of it — the story told that it had been the Virgin’s undergarment during both the conception and the birth of Christ, and therefore had been in contact with the Virgin’s bare skin. Regardless of how true the tales may have been, the belief in the origins of the chemise had turned Chartres into a major pilgrimage site. She paused just inside, letting her eyes adjust to the dim light of the candles. She heard Mystere and Douglas coming toward her, and out of habit, she turned to the right toward the southern aisle.
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