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            ABOUT: LAWS OF WITCHCRAFT

          

        

      

    

    
      Fans of the Glass and Steele and The Glass Library series will delight in the new magical historical mystery by USA Today and Wall Street Journal bestselling author C.J. Archer. Set in the years between the two series, the first volume of Professor Gavin Nash’s memoir features beloved characters on a quest for a rare book.

      When Gavin travels to Edinburgh with his good friend Oscar Barratt, he’s eager to acquire a centuries-old book on witchcraft for the soon-to-open Glass Library. Even with ruthless railroad magnate John J. Defoe in the bidding, the victory comes easily. Perhaps too easily.

      Hours later, the book is stolen.

      A single clue links the theft to the recent abduction of two women, both magicians. Desperate to recover the book, Gavin and Oscar find an unexpected ally in Defoe’s enigmatic assistant, Miss Wheeler. But as they delve into the mystery, they uncover far more than they bargained for: a secretive sect, a descendant of the Witchfinder General, and forbidden love letters.

      With time running out for the kidnapped women, can the unlikely trio untangle the lies from the truth before the magicians—and the book—are lost forever?
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      Dear Reader,

      A good book has the power to transport. A great book can be life-changing. I do not claim that my memoir is such a book, but I do hope you’ll understand by the end how the adventures I recount—of which this is the first—changed me.

      As I sit down to write this memoir in 1920, I am taken back to the disruptive days of the early 1890s, when the world first learned of the existence of magicians, forced into hiding for centuries. Laws were introduced to end their persecution. New commercial opportunities arose. Lives and livelihoods changed for so many, both magicians and the artless. From the ashes of those transformative days emerged a bold idea, much like the magicians themselves: a public library stocked with important works on magic, sourced from every corner of the earth. Its purpose was to strengthen our vague understanding of magic, so that everyone who wished to study it might do so.

      It is with that in mind that Oscar Barratt and I took on the task of finding relevant material.

      In each volume of these memoirs, I recount the acquisition of a significant work that is now housed in the Glass Library collection, located on Crooked Lane, London. As you will discover, some journeys were quite an experience! Oscar and I encountered extraordinary people, most of them agreeable, but not all. I’d like to point out that any opinions expressed in these memoirs about them are my own, and do not reflect those of Oscar, unless stated otherwise.

      Finally, I have done my best to recreate the events as they unfolded, including accounts of private conversations, intimate details of our lives, and my innermost thoughts. These volumes are uncensored to give you, dear reader, a more complete picture of our adventures. An edited version suitable for public consumption may come later at the behest of others but, for now, I will leave these very personal parts in.

      I hope you enjoy the first volume of The Uncensored Memoirs of a Book Hunter.

      ~ Professor Gavin Nash
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          SUMMER 1893

        

      

    

    
      “Lady Coyle’s son looks remarkably like her coachman.”

      I always thought I’d begin my memoir with a profound statement, one that made readers wonder at my insightfulness and marvel at my wit. But, given how the rest of this chronicle turned out, it seemed more appropriate to start with that line of dialog, spoken by my friend and fellow book collector, Oscar Barratt.

      “Did you hear me, Gavin?” he asked. “Or are you declining to respond because your professorial temperament places you above gossip?”

      I shushed him with a finger to my lips then pointed at the closed door. “She may be just on the other side.”

      “I doubt it, but if she is, she won’t hear a thing. That door is solid as rock.”

      Oscar stood with hands on hips as he scanned the book spines on one of the library shelves in Lady Coyle’s Belgravia townhouse. It was a small room with space for only one armchair, a well-worn brown leather wingback angled toward the clean fireplace. Floor-to-ceiling bookshelves lined two of the walls and a painting of a bucolic country scene hung above the mantelpiece. It was warm and inviting, and not at all like the library’s former owner, the late Lord Coyle. His widow, Hope, Lady Coyle, was equally cold.

      Oscar’s reassurance that we couldn’t be overheard gave me the confidence to press him further about his scandalous declaration. “You don’t think Coyle fathered the boy before his death?”

      Oscar looked at me like I was a naive fool. Sometimes I felt like one, particularly with him. I may be a professor of history and a few years older, but Oscar possessed a worldliness that made him much wiser than me in many respects. “I believe in magic, not miracles. The child was born ten months after the death of Lord Coyle. As if that wasn’t enough, he has red hair like the coachman.”

      “Coyle could have had red hair once.” The earl had been aged in his sixties when he died over a year ago. What little hair had clung to his head had been white at the time.

      Oscar smirked, lending him a rakish air. He cut a striking figure with a short goatee beard and dark brown hair that could do with a trim as it curled around his ears. His eyes were equally dark, and often reflected his mood. I used to feel self-conscious in his company. My thinning hair, slim frame and spectacles marked me as the mediocre one against his heroic good looks, but I never felt jealous of him. Oscar was simply too good-natured to invoke envy.

      That friendliness coupled with his handsome looks meant the women brazenly flirted with him. Not that he seemed to notice. Or perhaps he just didn’t care. For much of the three years I’d known him, Oscar had been bitter after his relationship with Lady Louisa Hollingbroke ended, and that seemed to have colored his interactions with the fairer sex. Lately, however, since we’d made up our minds to undertake our first journey, his sense of humor had returned. He smiled more and seemed positive about the future. Considering we were about to embark on an adventure together, it was a relief. I hadn’t relished spending every day with a melancholic companion.

      I stood alongside him and studied the book spines, too. Where to begin? The collection of the late Lord Coyle wasn’t vast, but his widow had given us free rein to take whichever titles appealed to us; for a price, of course. Closer inspection proved not many were on the subject that interested us. Magic. That was surprising, considering Lord Coyle was an avid collector of magical objects. It seemed his interest didn’t extend to books about magic.

      We began plucking tomes off the shelves and reading a few pages to gauge their relevance. Lord Coyle’s collection would hopefully provide a solid base on which to build a library about magic on behalf of Matt and India Glass—now Lord and Lady Rycroft—who were partly funding it. After we acquired as many books as we could from Lady Coyle, Oscar and I planned to travel the world in search of others. The problem was, we didn’t know where to begin. The world was rather large.

      Oscar’s sharp intake of breath, followed by the sound of wood scraping on the floorboards, had me looking up from the book I was studying. A panel of the bookshelves had opened like a door to reveal a secret room beyond.

      Oscar and I exchanged wide-eyed glances. Then he grinned like a naughty schoolboy before squeezing into the room. It was no larger than a cupboard and packed with odds and ends. There were quite a few sculptures and paintings, a brass candelabra, pieces of porcelain, boxes of various shapes, a dining chair, cloths, jewelry, and even stuffed animals. It was an eclectic collection, with no theme tying it all together. Or so it seemed to me.

      Oscar picked up a white plate with a decorative blue border then put it down again without taking a closer look. Next, he picked up a stuffed hawk with its wings spread, then returned it to the pedestal. He touched the marble stand itself, running his fingers down the column as if reading its veins like braille.

      “Magic,” he declared. “All of it.”

      So, this was Lord Coyle’s elusive collection of magical objects. I’d heard India mention it, but had never seen it. As a magician himself, Oscar could feel magic that had been placed into an object, even if it wasn’t his discipline of ink. For ink that did contain magic, the power called to him in a way an attractive woman draws the gaze of men. As an artless, I felt no such compulsion toward anything in particular in the storeroom, although the space itself intrigued me.

      “I do love a hidden room in a library,” I murmured.

      Oscar wasn’t listening. His face was a picture of rapture as he traced the title of a book with his fingertip, as if he could feel the strokes of the pen that had formed it. It was handwritten, the spine damaged, and it required careful handling or it would fall apart. Oscar was gentle, putting my mind at ease.

      “Monsters and Myths of the Central American Tribes,” I read. “It sounds intriguing, but it doesn’t fit our criteria.” The library we were creating would house the world’s greatest collection of books, essays, letters et cetera about magic, past and present. “Books about fantastical creatures are just that—fantasy,” I told him.

      He spoke some words in another language. They had a poetic rhythm to them, the syllables undulating as they rolled off his tongue, like gentle waves lapping at the shoreline.

      The words on the title page rose in the air, leaving behind a blank page. Like autumn leaves in a breeze, they slowly floated around the room, drifting so close to my face I could smell the ink. With a few more words, Oscar picked up the pace and jumbled the letters up before gently placing them back on the page in their correct order.

      He smiled at me. “Ink magic.” Not only could he sense ink magic, he could also manipulate ink in a pretty fashion. If he manufactured it, he could make sure it didn’t fade for a very long time, but he’d left the family manufacturing business when he moved to London to pursue a career in journalism.

      “Oscar,” I gently chided. “The library is for books about magic, not books that contain it.” I plucked it from his hands, intending to put it back.

      Two sheets of paper slipped out from between the pages and fluttered to the floor. He picked them up and read. “Well, well. How intriguing. These are letters. Coyle must have placed them in that monster book for safekeeping, as they seem to have nothing to do with it. One is from a Scotsman named Kinloch. He seems to know Coyle, but there’s no love lost between them. He states that he won’t sell his book to Coyle, ‘not now, not ever’. The whole tone is terse.” He handed the letter to me. “Note the title of the book mentioned.”

      “A Treatise on the Laws of Witchcraft and Maleficium in Scotland by His Majesty’s Lord Advocate George Mackenzie.”

      My pulse quickened. I’d heard of the book in my scholarly endeavors, but never seen a copy. Indeed, there were few known copies in existence. Such a rare tome would be a worthy addition to our library.

      Magicians were denounced as evil by many societies in the distant past. A plethora of documentation existed about the persecution of magicians that led to many being put to death. Others hid their magic and forced their descendants to do the same, so eventually the artless forgot about them. Sorcery faded from the collective conscience, becoming legend, until quite recently. As with many of the past’s shameful events, women bore the brunt of the persecution. In this instance, female magicians were labeled as witches.

      It was a pity Kinloch never sold the book to Coyle. If he had, it would now be in our hands.

      “I never learned Latin,” Oscar said, somewhat apologetically. “What does maleficium mean?”

      “Harmful magic,” I said. “And a lord advocate is the chief public prosecutor. I’ve studied George Mackenzie, as it happens.”

      “For your lessons at University College?”

      “For pleasure in my spare time.”

      Oscar’s lips twitched with his smile.

      I stiffened. “Not everyone is inclined to carouse all night with wine, women and song, thank you.”

      “If you think my life has been one long party, you’re sorely mistaken. Any time I spent carousing was part of a concerted effort to further my journalism career. It just so happens that newspaper editors like to drink. A lot. There wasn’t much time left over for learning Latin and reading up on obscure Scottish lawyers.”

      “Point taken, but Mackenzie isn’t obscure. He’s the most well-known lord advocate, a position he held for a number of years from 1677. He labeled the punishments meted out to convicted witches cruel. He conducted extensive research into witches and concluded that most of the time, their craft was medicinal, not magical. His work led to the abolition of witchcraft trials in Scotland. The rest of the world eventually followed.”

      “Quite an enlightened man for the seventeenth century. But you said ‘most.’”

      “Pardon?”

      “‘He concluded that most of the time, a witch’s craft was medicinal, not magical.’ Are you saying he also found some evidence of real magic?”

      I shrugged. “It’s a question that scholars with an interest in the occult have often wondered, but only amongst ourselves. To discuss such things in mainstream circles would have been career suicide. Anyway, without evidence, the discussions were inconclusive.”

      Oscar studied the second letter. “Perhaps the book in Kinloch’s possession will lay the question to rest once and for all.” The somewhat absent note in his voice intrigued me.

      “What does the second letter say? Is it also from Kinloch?”

      He folded the letter and shook his head. “It’s from John J. Defoe.”

      “The American railroad magnate? What does he say?”

      Oscar hesitated before passing me the letter.

      I unfolded it and read. It was clearly the first time Defoe had corresponded with Lord Coyle. Written almost five years ago, he introduced himself as a fellow collector of magic. He’d heard about a book that gave a clue to the whereabouts of another text that he sought. The book containing the clue was titled A Treatise on the Laws of Witchcraft and Maleficium in Scotland. Defoe didn’t know where to find it, however, so he appealed to Lord Coyle. While that was intriguing, it was the next lines that caught my attention. Now I understood Oscar’s hesitation in handing the letter to me. There must be a part of him that wanted to keep the information to himself. To his credit, he had not.

      Defoe’s ultimate aim was to find a text about tattoos made with magic ink that could turn the tattooed person into a superior human. “How extraordinary. Have you heard of tattoo magic?”

      Oscar’s eyes were bright, as if he were in the throes of a feverish delirium. “No, but it makes sense that it exists. Tattoos are made with ink, and magic ink in the skin can potentially have a number of practical applications. Superior strength, or perhaps even make the person fly.”

      I laughed, but he looked quite serious.

      “If I can make regular ink fly, why not a tattoo? And if the tattoo is within the skin itself, then why not the human?” He clasped my elbow. “Gavin, we have to get that text about tattoo magic.”

      His enthusiasm didn’t surprise me, given he was an ink magician, but I was more intrigued by the book containing the clue. A Treatise on the Laws of Witchcraft and Maleficium in Scotland by His Majesty’s Lord Advocate George Mackenzie could be an important historical document, something we academics referred to as seminal.

      “We don’t know if Coyle wrote back to Defoe and mentioned that Kinloch has Mackenzie’s book,” I warned him. “If he did, it could now be in Defoe’s possession. I suppose we could make him an offer.”

      Oscar scoffed. “Coyle would never help a fellow collector. He was too selfish.”

      “Even if Mr. Kinloch does still have it, what if he doesn’t want to sell?” I indicated the first letter where he stated as much.

      “He didn’t want to sell to Coyle. We are not him. In fact, we hated him. Perhaps Kinloch would be prepared to negotiate with his enemy’s enemy.”

      The sound of light footsteps approaching silenced me before I could respond. Lady Coyle stopped at the entrance to the hidden storeroom and gawped in an unladylike fashion at our surroundings. “Well,” she said on a breath. “You’ve found his collection.”

      Oscar showed her one of the books on the library shelf. “I pulled on this and the hidden door opened.”

      She picked up a pair of silver earrings inlaid with blue enamel that matched her eyes. “I suppose most of this is worthless, now that magic is no longer a secret. He used to hoard it in the hope the value would rise, but India and Matt’s actions sank it instead.”

      “I doubt that was their motive for liberating magicians from persecution,” Oscar said wryly.

      Hope cast him a frosty glare that lasted a mere moment before warming. She clasped his arm with both hands and blinked up at him. She was quite beautiful, although I’d heard one of her sisters rejoice that Hope had put on weight during her pregnancy. Oscar showed no sign of discomfort at her flirtation. He was capable of fending off unwanted attentions, and I was quite sure that in this case, they were indeed unwanted. I was glad she focused only on him and ignored me. She was like a tropical jellyfish; beautiful and elegant to the point of mesmerizing, but capable of stinging those who got too close. I’d learned to stay silent in her company and let Oscar do all the talking.

      This was the second time Oscar and I had met her in as many weeks. We’d had unpleasant dealings with her before, of course, but those turbulent times were now behind us. We were moving forward, as was the entire country. It was time for magicians like Oscar to come out of the shadows and take advantage of the freedom afforded to them under new legislation that forbade their persecution.

      He was precisely the sort of man to take advantage, too. Enthusiastic, enterprising, and forthright, with a thirst for knowledge and adventure. He’d been chomping at the bit for over a year, eager to begin our book-gathering expeditions. Our visit to Lady Coyle was the first such expedition. Since the Coyle townhouse was based in London and the widow eager to sell as many of her late husband’s books as possible, it seemed like the easiest place to start. Besides, we had no other specific destinations in mind yet, just vague notions of visiting the continent.

      “Are you interested in buying any of the books, Oscar?” she purred.

      Oscar smoothly extricated himself from her grip in such a way that it didn’t appear as though he were rejecting her outright. “We’ve made a collection on the table.” He placed Monsters and Myths of the Central American Tribes on top of the pile. “Is there a footman who can help us with these? And can your butler fetch us a cab?”

      “I no longer employ a butler, but my coachman can take you wherever you wish to go.”

      A few minutes later, we saw the coachman walking down the main staircase to the entrance hall where we waited. Both Oscar and I stared as he approached, but not entirely because seeing an outside servant inside the house was a rare event. He was indeed a redheaded fellow, just as Oscar had claimed. He was lanky, freckly, and younger than Hope. He also smelled faintly of baby powder. She gave him instructions to bring the carriage around and he hurried to do her bidding. It would seem that, after Lord Coyle, she’d been keen to take a younger, more malleable lover. If the rumors were true, perhaps she hadn’t waited for her husband’s death.

      As we drove away from the townhouse where so much drama had occurred last year, Oscar patted the crate of books beside him. “So, what do you think?”

      “I think with her looks and the money her son inherited, she’ll find herself another husband quickly, despite her waspish nature. Although I’m not sure she’d want to marry again. I can see her enjoying widowhood and all the benefits that come with being wealthy, clever and attractive.”

      Oscar grinned. “Not quite the vague professor you appear to be, are you?”

      “Vague?”

      “But I wasn’t asking for your thoughts on Lady Coyle. I meant what do you think of our purchases?”

      “I’m pleased with our haul. It’s a good beginning.”

      “Indeed. May I look at the letters that fell out of the book about monsters?”

      “I left them behind,” I said. “I didn’t think we needed them, and we’d only agreed to the books. Taking them would be theft.”

      He looked disappointed. “The title of the book owned by Kinloch was long. I can’t remember it. Nor can I recall his address.”

      “I’ve memorized both.”

      He flashed a smile. “Good man. I knew that prodigious memory of yours would come in handy.”

      I didn’t think my memory was all that special, but I liked that he thought it was. “We should speak to the Glasses about funds and check the railway timetable. We can travel to Scotland this week.”

      “You mean Lord and lady Rycroft.”

      I often forgot the formal titles of the easygoing India and Matthew Glass. Their lack of pretense was what made them such delightful company. “I believe they’re all currently in London.”

      “All? As in Lord and Lady Rycroft, the baby, and the members of their entourage?”

      “And the newlyweds who live here,” I added. “Do you know, I never thought Willie would go through with it. She doesn’t seem like the marrying kind.”

      He chuckled. “Shall we make a wager on how long the marriage will last?”

      “Oscar! You can’t do that. Besides, I doubt Detective Inspector Brockwell would divorce her. He seems like a steady fellow who’d follow through on a promise until the end.”

      “Who says it will end in divorce? Or that he’ll be the one to end it?”

      I pushed my glasses up my nose. “That’s a rather cynical view of things. Willie may be volatile, but I truly believe she loves him.”

      He turned to look out of the window, but I doubt his distant gaze took in any of the streetscape. “Marriage has nothing to do with love, apparently.”

      Poor Oscar. Although he’d been the one to end their relationship, Lady Louisa had given him no choice after he realized she only wanted to marry him because he was a magician. Oscar wanted to be loved and to love in return. She’d wanted to be the mother of magician children and hadn’t particularly cared who fathered them.

      His cynical declaration about love and marriage was proof he must still be struggling to move on from his ill-fated romance, despite outward appearances. The more I got to know Oscar, the more I’d come to realize he wasn’t as cavalier as he liked everyone to believe.
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      I was used to seeing Matt and India’s Park Street residence full to the brim. Their friends and family members often stayed there, but now the babies made it seem even fuller. The inquisitive minds of little Gabriel Glass and Alexander Bailey sent them wobbling off on chubby legs as soon as their parents’ backs were turned. Small fingers found their way under sofas, inside vases, and twisted in the fringes of the rug. If they couldn’t see what was on a table, they reached up anyway and grasped whatever they could touch. At one point, Gabriel managed to climb onto an armchair then helped his slightly younger friend up by hauling on an arm and then a leg. The boys looked rather pleased with themselves. The adults in the room commented on how adorable they both were, then fell into conversations about other things. With the attention no longer on them, Alexander grasped Willie’s brandy glass from the nearby table and sipped while Gabriel bit down on one of her cigars. Both boys spat out their mouthfuls onto the carpet after discovering the tastes not to their liking.

      “Willie!” India cried as she scooped up the mess with a cloth she kept at hand. “Have you not learned to keep things out of their reach?”

      “It ain’t my fault they want to try all my favorite vices.” Willie tousled the tuft of dark hair on Gabriel’s head. “Just wait until you’re older, young man. I’ll take you to the racetrack, dockside taverns, and…” Her gaze flicked to India and Matt, standing side by side with matching scowls for Matt’s irresponsible cowgirl cousin. Willie bent and whispered something in baby Gabriel’s ear.

      He gurgled in response before slipping off the armchair, feet first and backwards, Alexander right behind him.

      Catherine Bailey intercepted her son while her husband, Cyclops, gathered Gabriel into his arms before both boys had a chance to escape from the sitting room. Gabriel tried to remove the patch covering Cyclops’s damaged eye, but the big man distracted him by tickling his tummy.

      Catherine tried to hand Alexander to me, but I backed away. “No, no. You keep him. I’m not very good with babies. Send them to me when they’re older and I’ll teach them all about the history of magic. Until then, I’ll admire their energy from afar.”

      Alexander wriggled and his mother had trouble holding him. She was tall, slim and terribly pretty. Both she and her friend, India, were lovely inside and out. Their husbands were lucky men, and both knew it, going by the soft gazes they bestowed on their wives when they thought no one was watching.

      I’d thought Willie would be like me and prefer to have nothing to do with the babies, but she proved me wrong. She put her hands out and accepted Alexander from Catherine. Tucking him under one arm, she held him firmly against her side, like a keg of beer, then asked for Gabriel. Cyclops handed him to her, and she tucked the second child under her other arm. Then she whisked them around the room, making whooshing noises as she swooped them up and down like birds flying through the air. The boys squealed with delight.

      “You should have one of your own,” Matt told her, smirk firmly in place. “I’d wager Brockwell wants children.”

      “You wash your mouth out, Matthew Glass,” she said without breaking stride. “I want to be the fun older cousin, not the boring mother.”

      Duke, who’d remained silent as he watched the exchange from where he stood by the window, snorted. “The much older cousin, you mean.”

      Willie suddenly stopped to glare at him. “I ain’t talking to you.”

      “Seems to me that you are,” Duke drawled in an American accent that was as thick as Willie’s and Cyclops’s.

      She pulled a face then set the boys down on the floor. “You’re dead to me, Duke.”

      “Good. That’ll make it easier for both of us when I leave. No unnecessary tears and long farewells.”

      “Tears? From me? Ha! I’ll be throwing your luggage onto the boat as fast as I can.”

      “You’re coming to the port to see me off? Seems you do care, despite the show you’re putting on for everyone else’s benefit.”

      “It ain’t a show.” Willie pointed at her own face. “This is me not caring what you do with the rest of your life. You go on home to America, find a little wife, have some brats and raise horses. I’ll take care of everyone here, because I don’t abandon my family and friends.”

      Cyclops spread his arms out wide. “I’m staying, too, and I can look after everyone better than you, Willie, now that I’m in the police force.”

      Willie ignored him. She only had eyes for the stocky figure of Duke, her long-time friend who’d decided to return to his homeland. Willie wasn’t yet used to the idea. Going by her antagonistic reaction, I suspected she’d be angry with him for a long time, despite pretending to be unfazed.

      “Don’t expect me to write,” she went on.

      “I won’t,” Duke said. “Your handwriting’s illegible anyway.”

      She thrust her hands on her hips and jutted her chin forward. “And don’t expect to come back, either. Once you’re gone, you’re gone.”

      “Willie,” Matt chided. “Duke will always be welcome here. If you miss him, perhaps you can visit him when he’s settled.”

      Willie wrinkled her nose. “Why would I, when he’s dead to me?”

      India wrapped her arm around Willie’s waist. “You’ll regret it if you continue to talk to him in this manner. Be happy for him, as he is for you. You’ve got Brockwell now, and Cyclops has Catherine, and Matt has me. Let Duke have his turn.”

      Her lower lip trembled before she bit it. “Why can’t he have his turn here in England?”

      “Because I want to go home,” Duke said, his tone gentler.

      She sniffed, turning her face away.

      “There’s a month before he leaves,” Matt said. “Plenty of time for you to get used to the idea, Willie.”

      “Used to it? Ha!”

      “Why don’t the two of you go out tonight and discuss it.”

      Willie lifted her chin even further. “Nope. I told you, he’s dead to me.”

      Duke rolled his eyes. “We’ll have a few drinks, find some trouble… It’ll be just like old times.”

      “Not too much trouble,” India added.

      Willie wiped her nose with the back of her hand. “I s’pose we could get drunk together so you can see what you’ll be missing. By the end of the night, I reckon you’ll change your mind about leaving me.”

      Duke’s lips twitched as he tried not to smile. “I don’t want to get arrested, so we better behave.”

      “Naw, no need to worry. I’m married to a policeman, so he can get me out.”

      “Again,” Matt muttered.

      Catherine gazed proudly at Cyclops. “My husband can also help, now that he’s moving up the ranks.”

      Cyclops, however, didn’t hear her. He was too busy looking down at the floor, all around. “Did anyone see where the boys went?”

      He, Catherine, Duke and Willie hurried from the room, leaving me alone with Matt and India for the first time since my arrival. India, however, was a little distracted by the disappearance of her son, until Matt’s fingers brushed against hers to get her attention.

      “They’ve got it under control,” he said.

      She leaned into him, a soft smile on her lips. “I know. Do you think it’s safe to have Bristow send in refreshments if Mrs. Bristow distracts the boys in the kitchen while we chat to Professor Nash?”

      Matt rang for tea then they sat on the sofa, inviting me to sit on one of the armchairs. With the chaos of the babies crawling on the floor, nobody had yet taken a seat.

      “You seemed enthusiastic when you arrived,” Matt said. “Does that mean you were successful at Hope’s library?”

      I pushed my glasses up my nose. “Indeed we were. Oscar is unpacking the crate of books at his flat as we speak.”

      “Anything in particular catch your eye?”

      “Not so much a book, but a letter. Two, in fact.” I told them about the Scotsman named Kinloch who’d refused to sell a particular book to Lord Coyle, and the American railroad magnate who’d also wanted it. “It’s a treatise written by Scotland’s Lord Advocate, George Mackenzie, on the laws in that country relating to witch trials. He was an important figure at the time, and his work led to the abolition of witchcraft trials around the world. The book will be a worthy addition to our library. Your library.”

      “It won’t belong to us,” Matt said.

      India regarded me with those warm gray eyes of hers. She seemed to be trying to work something out. Indeed, she appeared to be trying to work something out about me. “That’s all very interesting, professor, but that’s not the entire reason you want the book, is it?”

      I cleared my throat. “It’s the reason I want it. Oscar wants it for a different reason, as does the American, John J. Defoe. According to his letter to Lord Coyle, A Treatise on the Laws of Witchcraft and Maleficium in Scotland mentions the location of another text. That text supposedly tells of an ink magic spell that can give the tattooed person the ability to fly.”

      They blinked back at me with twin expressions of disbelief.

      “You look as skeptical as I am,” I said.

      “You don’t believe such a thing is possible?” India asked.

      I hesitated, carefully considering my answer. “I’d say the spell has been lost centuries ago.”

      “But you believe it was possible, once?”

      I paused again. We were heading into peculiar territory, and I didn’t want to sound like a madman who ought to be committed to Bedlam. But these two were clear-minded, practical folk who’d seen more peculiar things than me. If anyone understood, it would be them. “Do you recall the myths about magic?”

      They both nodded, but it was Matt who responded. “Where maps supposedly came to life, causing rivers to flow off the edges and into the real world, or the tentacles of monsters drawn on the maps of oceans reached out of the paper and pulled real ships under the waves."

      “Not just maps,” India added. “And not just myths. Flying carpets are certainly real, as are giant pyramids, and possibly a watering system that could turn a desert into a lush garden.”

      It was wonderful to discuss such things with clever, inquisitive people. They were the perfect couple to be patrons of the new library. It ought to be named after them. “If this tattoo ink magic spell existed at some point, it may have been so rare and old by the time of Mackenzie’s writing that many dismissed it as legend, just like flying carpets were dismissed. Or, it could be like the map magic, which I suspect is merely legend and was never actually possible.”

      The butler entered carrying a tray with teapot, cups and saucers. Somewhere in the depths of the house, one of the boys gave an excited exclamation. Neither event distracted India as she continued to give me her full attention. “Either way, it’s an intriguing mystery, and I do so love a good mystery.”






OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




OEBPS/images/low_ebook_final.jpg
A NOVEL FROM THE WORLD OF
GLASSIAND STEELE

=3

e
(e

C.J. ARCHER

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR







