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          LONDON, SPRING 1890

        

      

    

    
      "How are your acting skills, India?" my employer Matthew Glass asked me. We sat at diagonal opposites in the brougham, our knees bumping when the coachman took the corners too fast, something he did at regular intervals. Matt had hired the fellow after winning the brougham in a poker match only a week before. We'd ridden in it every day since, visiting watchmakers throughout the city, but today we were on our way to the Bank of England in Threadneedle Street.

      "That's an odd question," I said. "They're adequate, I suppose, as long as I'm not asked to remember entire Shakespearean soliloquys. I never was very good at memorizing the classics. Why do you ask?"

      "Can you play the part of a concerned granddaughter?"

      "Ah. I see, now. What a clever idea. I'll try my best, but I can't promise I won't be tripped up by a clever clerk."

      We were heading to the Bank of England in an attempt to find out if a watchmaker named Mirth continued to collect the guild allowance that was paid regularly into his account. He could be the watchmaker called Chronos, whom Matt needed to fix his life-giving watch—a watch that he required more frequently every day to restore his health. Although Abercrombie, the master of the Watchmakers' Guild, had assured me that Mirth wasn't the right fellow, I didn't trust him. The horrid man had tried to have me arrested on false charges of theft, and refused to allow me into the guild. It wouldn't surprise me if he had lied about Mirth to distract us from our search. Aside from Mirth, we'd not learned of any other watchmakers who were the right age and had been overseas five years ago, when the mysterious Chronos had teamed up with a magical doctor to save Matt's life in America. We couldn't rule him out yet. Not until we'd seen him.

      "I'm sure you'll be up to the challenge," Matt said with a small smile that didn't quite reach his tired eyes.

      Despite the tiredness, he looked particularly handsome in a new charcoal gray suit, delivered yesterday by his tailor. He cut a fine figure with his long legs, broad shoulders, and dark hair framing a face made up of strong angles and smooth skin. I often found myself studying his intriguing features and wondering how much more handsome he would be if tiredness didn't plague him.

      "Just remember Mirth's personal details, and you should be believed," he assured me.

      "Oliver Warwick Mirth," I recited from memory. "Date of birth, April ninth, eighteen-twenty. Recently residing at the Aged Christian Society on Sackville Street, however he went missing and we, his family, are very concerned."

      "And your name?"

      I frowned at him. We hadn't been given names of his family members by the Society. A staff member there had provided Mirth's personal information, after Matt passed him some money, but he'd not mentioned family. No one had visited Mirth at the residence. We knew from Abercrombie that Mirth had a daughter, however. I could be that daughter's daughter.

      "Jane," I announced. "Jane Bland. Will that suffice?"

      He studied me with a wry twist of his mouth. He had an easy countenance and an expressive face, one that made his thoughts clear. Usually. There were times when he schooled his features to keep his thoughts to himself. He was as good at that as he was at making people feel comfortable in his presence, when he chose.

      "You don't look like a Jane Bland."

      "Oh? What does a Jane Bland look like?"

      "Small."

      "You do realize that women like to be considered small and that you have just insulted me." I added a smile so that he'd know I wasn't hurt by his observation. Truly, I wasn't. I may not have the tiny waist of many females, because I didn't lace my corset to painful extremes, but I had a generous bosom and was tall enough that I could reach the top shelf in the pantry, yet short enough that a man like Matt towered over me. At twenty-seven, I'd become used to my proportions and accepted them as being as much a part of me as my straight brown hair and greenish eyes.

      "Let me rephrase that," he said, a pink tint blooming on his cheeks. "Jane Bland sounds like someone who blends into the background. You do not. Let's call you Jane Markham."

      "And who are you? My brother?"

      "Lawyer."

      "You? A lawyer?" I laughed.

      He bristled. "What's wrong with being a lawyer?"

      "Nothing, but you don't look like one."

      "What do I look like?"

      Handsome. Intriguing. Charming. "A gentleman of means who has lived an interesting life. Your accent makes you sound like a man who has never settled in one place long enough to consider any particular country his home."

      His smile faltered before returning. "You're very observant."

      "Those are facts you told me yourself, Matt."

      "Only the part about moving a lot. I never mentioned that I consider myself a foreigner wherever I am."

      "Oh."

      The coach suddenly swerved, sending me sliding across the leather seat to the other side. Matt reached for me with both hands, but wasn't quick enough to stop our knees smacking together. He did manage to stop me slamming into the side of the cabin.

      "Are you all right?" he asked, helping me to sit up straight. His hands relaxed on my arms but didn't let go. For one brief yet fierce moment, our gazes connected, propelling my heart into my ribs. His fingers gently squeezed before releasing me.

      "Thank you." I righted my hat, taking my time so as to hide my hot face. "Your new coachman seems to always be in a hurry."

      He pulled down the window and shouted at Bryce to slow down. The brougham dutifully slowed to a walking pace. "So," Matt said, settling on the seat once more, "if I don't look like a lawyer, who should I be?"

      "We should say we are both Mr. Mirth's grandchildren since no one knows otherwise."

      "We hope."

      We'd not found any records of Mirth's descendants beyond his only daughter. According to Abercrombie, that daughter had fled to Prussia, beneath a somewhat scandalous cloud, but we didn't know for certain if she'd subsequently returned to England or if she had children of her own. Hopefully the bank wouldn’t know either.

      The coach pulled to a stop and we alighted in front of the colossal Bank of England building. It dwarfed its surrounds and the men coming and going like busy ants. There wasn't a woman in sight, except for me.

      "Come, Sister," Matt said, extending his arm to me. "Let's find out if our dear grandfather is still with us."

      Inside, earnest young men stood behind the long polished counter, their fingers working swiftly to dole out bank notes to their customers. The swish swish of paper underlaid the hushed voices, punctured occasionally by the decisive thunk of stamps.

      We approached a clerk and Matt stated our names and business, but when the clerk said he couldn't help us, I decided a more feminine approach might be in order.

      "Please, sir," I said, clasping my gloved hands on the counter top. "We've just returned from Prussia, where our mother recently passed, and wish to know if our grandfather is still alive." I injected a measured dose of desperation into my voice. Hopefully that would be enough. If not, I would increase the dose to hysteria levels. Causing a scene in public tended to move even the most conservative man into action. "The staff at the Aged Christian Society were not helpful. Apparently he just walked out, but no one knows where he went. Please, are you able to help my brother and me? We're quite at a loss as to where to go next."

      "The police," the clerk said, sounding bored.

      "We've made inquiries there," Matt said. "They claim they can't help."

      The clerk spread out his hands and shrugged.

      "We only wish to know if he's still drawing from his account." I pulled a handkerchief from my reticule and dabbed the corner of my eye with it. "If not…" I pressed the handkerchief to my nose and sniffed. "If not, then I'm afraid we'll need to notify the police that he's not missing, he's…he's dead."

      Matt put his arm around my shoulders. "There, there, Jane. We'll get to the bottom of this, one way or another." He cast a forlorn look at the clerk. "If you can't help us, perhaps your superior can."

      The clerk sighed. "Prove to me that you are who you say you are and I'll see what I can do."

      We gave him our false names again, as well as Mirth's personal details. He wrote them down and handed them to a spotty-faced youth who disappeared through a door behind them. Three minutes later he returned and gave the clerk a file.

      "According to our records," the clerk said without looking up from the file, "your grandfather is still drawing on his account. He comes in every Wednesday afternoon, in fact."

      My heart lifted. Mirth was alive!

      "Is there a current address for him?" Matt asked, trying to peer at the documents.

      The clerk snapped the file closed. "According to this, he still resides at The Aged Christian Society."

      Matt gave the clerk a sad smile. "Thank you for your time."

      We climbed back into the waiting carriage, and Matt thumped the ceiling once we'd settled. The coach lurched forward and drove off at speed. It would seem Bryce had already forgotten his instructions for a more sedate journey.

      Matt stared out the window, his gaze distant. He must be terribly disappointed. We were little better off than we had been before we entered the bank.

      "I'm sorry we didn't learn anything more useful," I said quietly.

      "It wasn't a complete waste of time." He gave me an encouraging smile. I admired his optimism. He rarely showed frustration for our lack of progress in the search for Chronos. Few people in his predicament would be able to maintain such unwavering optimism. "We know he'll be in the bank next Wednesday afternoon."

      Today was Thursday. Only six more days to go. It felt interminable. "You plan to wait for him at the bank?"

      "I do. I'll know Chronos when I see him. If Mirth is Chronos, I'll recognize him."

      I smiled, hoping to prove that I too could be optimistic. "It's progress."

      "It is."

      Neither of us sounded particularly convincing, but our smiles didn't waver.

      Bryce let us out at the front of number sixteen Park Street, Mayfair, then drove off to the mews behind the row of townhouses. Duke and Cyclops met us at the door.

      "Well?" Duke asked before we'd even removed our coats. "Is he alive?"

      "He is," Matt said, assisting me out of my coat. "But we don't have a current address."

      Duke swore under his breath.

      "Another dead end," Cyclops muttered with a shake of his head.

      "Not quite." Matt told his friends about Mirth's regular Wednesday afternoon visits to the bank. "I'll watch for him next week."

      The lack of response was an overwhelming indication of what both men thought of that.

      "In the mean time, India and I will continue visiting the watchmakers in the city," Matt said.

      We'd already been to many, perhaps most, and there were only a few remaining Clerkenwell factories to search now. "We'll continue after lunch, shall we?" I suggested cheerfully.

      He merely grunted. Although I used the excuse of lunch, he must have noticed that I avoided mentioning his need to rest and use his watch. If there was one thing Matt disliked intensely, it was being reminded of his weakened state.

      "Duke," Cyclops said with a jerk of his head toward the back of the house. "What've we got to eat?"

      "Why is the cooking always left to me?" Duke whined.

      "Because no one else likes cooking."

      "Because you're good at it," Matt said with a glare at Cyclops.

      Cyclops's good eye beaded with humor. It was at odds with the ugly, ragged scar extending from beneath the patch over his other eye. He was a frightening looking man with his gigantic height, solid girth and scar, but I'd quickly learned that he was quite the gentle soul. Like Duke and Willie, he was also fiercely loyal to Matt.

      "Hopefully we'll have a new cook, soon," Matt added. "You won't have to continue with kitchen work. Any of you."

      "I don't mind the work," Duke grumbled. "As long as everyone pulls their weight."

      "Things are done differently here. This is Mayfair, after all. We need staff."

      "We don't. We'll be going home soon."

      Matt lowered his gaze. Duke's audible swallow filled the silence. No one knew how long they'd be in London searching for Chronos. And if they didn't find him here…their next step was unclear.

      Cyclops shoved Duke's shoulder. "I'll help you."

      "You? You couldn't cook toast."

      Cyclops's rumbling chuckle lingered after they'd both disappeared to the service area downstairs. Matt and I had hardly finished removing our hats and gloves when the door to the drawing room burst open and a slender woman strode out, her steps purposeful. Her severe black brows crashed together over a beaky nose.

      "I refuse to work in such an immodest and ill disciplined household!" she declared as she stalked past us to the front door. "Americans," she added in a mutter without so much as a glance at Matt or myself as she threw open the front door and left.

      Matt shut it behind her, just as Willie, Matt's American cousin, emerged from the drawing room. "Interviews not going so well?" he asked in a lazy drawl.

      "That woman!" Willie stabbed a finger at the door and uttered a sound pitched somewhere between a growl and a scream. "Englishwomen!"

      "Yes?" I inquired with a lift of my brows.

      "You're all…" She threw her hands in the air, as if that explained everything. "Missish prudes!"

      "Is that all?" I said as I swept past her into the dining room. "You had me worried there for a moment, Willie. I thought you were going to say something cruel about my countrywomen."

      I had the great satisfaction of hearing Willie emit that odd noise again as she stomped after me.

      Miss Glass, Matt's elderly aunt, touched her ears and winced. "Do cease that infernal racket, Willemina," she pleaded. "My ears are too old to be subjected to it."

      "Interviews definitely aren't going well, then," Matt said to his cousin and aunt.

      "They would be more successful if I were allowed to interview potential housekeepers on my own," Miss Glass intoned in her haughtiest manner. She was upper class to her bones and managed to convey as much with a mere tightening of her lip, something she generally only reserved for Willie.

      The two of them clashed terribly. Miss Glass considered Willie crass, unladylike, and working class at best, while Willie considered Miss Glass snobbish, stiff, and self-important. They were both right, yet they both had marvelous qualities too. It would take some time before either of them recognized those good qualities in the other, however. Certainly longer than this morning. They'd rarely been left alone together, but both had wanted to interview potential staff. Matt had hoped it would bring them closer. It would seem he'd misplayed them.

      Willie folded her arms over her worn leather waistcoat and narrowed her gaze at Miss Glass. "She wants a housekeeper with airs and graces. I won't be looked down on by the damned help. I won't be looked down on by anyone!"

      Miss Glass's back stiffened. "I am trying to employ someone of upstanding moral character. Unfortunately, your foul language discourages such women."

      "Ain't nothing to do with my language." She waved a hand at the door. "That one called me unnatural. Unnatural!"

      "She was referring to your masculine attire. No normal woman dresses as you do."

      Willie hitched up one leg of her trousers and rested her booted foot on the low table. "The one before that said I was immoral. I may dress like a man, but that don't make me no loose woman."

      Miss Glass merely sniffed.

      Willie gave her a hard smile. "Got nothing to say on that score, Letty?" Willie had taken to calling Miss Glass the informal version of her Christian name to annoy her. It worked. Miss Glass presented Willie with her shoulder.

      "Ladies," Matt groaned. "Can you please stop squabbling? Were there any applicants you both liked?"

      Willie and Miss Glass looked at one another. "No," they said in unison.

      Matt sighed. "Perhaps India can sit in on future interviews."

      "Why?" Miss Glass asked.

      "Yes, why?" Willie added, lowering her foot.

      "She can act as intermediary," he said. "She's got a calming, no-nonsense nature that will sort the good from bad with minimum fuss."

      He thought that of me? That I was calm and no-nonsense? Had he already forgotten our first meeting where I'd railed at my former fiancé, Eddie Hardacre? I'd created quite a scene. So much so that Matt had needed to forcibly remove me from the shop and Cyclops then restrained me. Granted, that wasn't how I usually behaved, but I'd found the experience so cathartic that I'd not fully returned to my quiet, acquiescent manner. I quite liked speaking my mind now, when the occasion deemed it necessary.

      "I am calm," Miss Glass said, smoothing her hands over her black skirt.

      "And I ain't got no truck for nonsense," Willie cut in with a glare at me, as if I'd been the one to make the suggestion that I sit in on the interviews. "We don't need her."

      "I quite agree." Miss Glass gave me a friendly nod. "No offence intended, India."

      "None taken," I said. "I have no wish to be involved anyway. It's not my place."

      My answer seemed to please both Miss Glass and Willie, but not Matt. "Prove to me that you can come to an agreement on a housekeeper without a third party's interference," he told them. "Otherwise, I'll hire the next woman who walks in off the street. Is that clear?"

      "Quite," his aunt said.

      Willie merely grunted, which was as good as an agreement in her language.

      Matt excused himself, only to have Willie run after him as he departed. She probably wanted to ask him how our inquiries at the bank fared. We'd decided to keep Matt's health problems from his aunt. Her mind could be somewhat fickle, occasionally slipping into madness, and we didn't wish to alarm her. Nor did we want to try to explain how a watch could rejuvenate him, albeit temporarily. But that meant we couldn't openly discuss our search for Chronos around her. As far as she was aware, I was employed partly as her companion, and partly to assist Matt in running his business affairs while he visited London—a visit she was convinced would never end. We'd given up trying to tell her that he would return to America one day. She refused to believe it.

      In truth, I didn't like thinking about that day either. What would become of me then, and Miss Glass, too? Not to mention I'd grown rather fond of my new American friends.

      Matt rested in his rooms for the rest of the morning then we all ate lunch together in the dining room. Miss Glass no longer commented on the presence of Duke and Cyclops at meal times. She'd given up calling them staff, too, and seemed to accept them as members of the household, equal in status to myself and Willie although not to herself and Matt. In her mind, she and her nephew were placed in an elevated position through their birth and God's will. Poor Willie butted up against the English class system every day, calling it unfair and archaic, sometimes in Miss Glass's presence. She would learn, eventually, that it was a centuries-old system too ingrained to change over the course of a few weeks.

      The arrival of a visitor after lunch surprised us all. It was our first since capturing the American outlaw known as the Dark Rider a week ago. Not even Miss Glass's brother or sister-in-law had called. Miss Glass had refused to have any friends over for tea until we installed proper staff befitting a townhouse belonging to Mr. Matthew Glass. Police Commissioner Munro's arrival saw her fretting over how and where to receive him, until Matthew suggested they retreat to his study. Going by Munro's quick agreement and stiff chin, it wasn't a social call.

      "After you, India," Matt said to me.

      I gave him a blank look. "You want me to join you?"

      He flicked an apologetic gaze at Munro, standing at the foot of the staircase, and stepped closer to whisper to me. "You are my assistant."

      "I thought I was more Miss Glass's companion than your assistant."

      "I would like your presence."

      I led the way up the stairs, Willie's glare stabbing me in the back. No doubt she wanted to know why I received special privileges. So did I.

      "I have a task for you, Mr. Glass," the commissioner said as he sat.

      Matt sat behind his desk while I pulled up a chair beside it and waited for him to pass me a piece of paper and pencil. He did not. He merely rocked back in his chair and waited for Munro to go on.

      Munro stroked his white moustache with his thumb and finger and looked lost for words. In my brief encounter with him, after my run-in with the Dark Rider outside Scotland Yard, he'd shown himself to be direct and never short of an opinion. Something must be amiss.

      "What's the task you have for me?" Matt prompted him.

      "My…friend's son has gone missing."

      Matt sat forward. "I see."

      Munro's face sagged. The moustache drooped over his downturned mouth, and his eyes became moist. He must be very close to the boy and his parents to be so concerned. "He's a brilliant cartographer. He produces exquisitely fine maps and globes, with pinpoint accuracy. Here." He pulled out a rolled leaf of thick parchment from his inside breast pocket and handed it to Matt.

      Matt spread it out on the desk. It was a map of central London, drawn in exquisite colored detail. Even the smallest lane was rendered and named in writing so tiny as to need a magnifier to read it. Ships crowded the docks, their ropes blackened with tar so glossy it shone, their cargo piled on the jetties in perfect miniature. The water of the Thames and the occasional window appeared to reflect the sunlight, and I could distinguish between brick, stone and wooden buildings. It was a work of art.

      "It's lovely." I skimmed my fingers over the lines and was surprised to note that some felt raised. How had he achieved such an effect?

      "It's all accurate," Munro said again with a hint of pride.

      "You want me to find him? Isn't that a task for one of your detective inspectors?"

      "They've tried. I've tried. He just…disappeared. That's why I need you." His face no longer looked long or his eyes sad. He was once again the formidable, proud police commissioner. "You told me that your specialty is infiltrating criminal gangs, pretending to be one of them as you moved within their ring. I telegraphed my counterpart in California and confirmed this with him. He told me you have brought down several dangerous gangs from within, often single handedly. He called you fearless, determined, and without equal. You, sir, are precisely the man I need. My inspectors are good men, but I need someone better than good. I need a competent and intelligent man, someone who can think quickly and act accordingly. I believe you're the only man who can help me find my…find Daniel."

      I turned to Matt, aware that my eyes were huge and my mouth ajar. I couldn't help but stare at him. I knew he'd brought down outlaw gangs in America, including that of his own grandfather, but the praise from his employer was excessive. He didn't so much as blush.

      "Clearly you have some notion of who is responsible for your friend's son's disappearance," Matt said. "What group is it you'd like me to infiltrate?"

      "The Mapmakers' Guild. There's something odd going on there, and I'd like you to get to the bottom of it." He leaned forward, and once again his countenance changed from commanding to concerned. "Find my boy, Mr. Glass. Find Daniel."
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      "Your boy?" Matt asked.

      The commissioner stretched his neck out of his crisp white collar and a flush infused his cheeks above his whiskers. He pulled out a small photograph of a youth from his pocket. The young man's intelligent, direct eyes peered at the camera from beneath a mop of fair hair. He was slender, unlike his robust father, but the firmness of his mouth mirrored Munro's.

      "His full name is Daniel Munro Gibbons," the commissioner said.

      The boy must have been born out of wedlock, taking his father's name as his middle name but not his last. I wondered if Mrs. Munro knew.

      "He's nineteen years of age, blond hair, blue eyes." The commissioner spoke matter-of-factly, as if he were briefing his men on a stranger's disappearance. It would seem he didn't know how to react, oscillating between indifference and concern, spanning the range of emotions in between. "He's clever but naive. He lives with his mother and maternal grandfather, and he went to a good school. His grandfather was a mapmaker, and the boy showed an aptitude for cartography from a young age. He began his apprenticeship with the Mapmakers' Guild's master a little over a month ago. Three days ago, he left his master's shop at the end of the day and set off for home. He didn't arrive." The hand that held the photograph shook.

      "May I keep this?" Matt asked, reaching for the picture. "And the map, too?"

      Munro hesitated, then gave a curt nod. "There's more. That night, as the entire family was out searching for him, making inquiries of his friends, there was a burglary at the house. The only things stolen were Daniel's maps. He'd made them over the years and kept them in a box under his bed."

      "Nothing else?"

      "Nothing. The following day, there was another break-in, again while the family was out searching. They took nothing but left the house in a mess."

      "They were looking for a particular map, perhaps. One that wasn't in the box under the bed. " Matt studied Daniel's map in front of him. "This one?"

      "I don't know. Daniel asked me to take care of it a week ago. He didn't tell me why or who'd commissioned it, and I wasn't interested enough to ask." He cleared his throat. "I wish I had. It might be important information."

      I picked up the map again and traced the line of the river's bank with my fingertips. It felt slightly raised, yet a closer inspection showed that it was simply a flat drawing.

      "His mother is beside herself with worry." The commissioner swallowed heavily. "Find him, Glass. Even if you learn the worst, just find Daniel."

      "I'll do my best." Matt reached into his top drawer and pulled out a notepad and pencil, which he slid across the desk to me. He turned Daniel's map to face Munro. "Is the route he usually took between work and home on here?"

      "The shop is here, at Burlington Arcade." Munro pointed to the arcade at the edge of the map. "Daniel walked to Victoria Station and got off the train at Hammersmith." Neither were on the map.

      "Did he have friends?" Matt asked.

      Munro gave me two names, which I wrote down. "My men have already spoken to them. They didn't see Daniel that day. The last time they saw him, he mentioned being troubled by something at work but wouldn't tell them what. I spoke to his employer myself, but he claimed Daniel was his usual self and nothing was amiss."

      "Did you believe him?"

      "I think he's lying. I think he knows what happened to Daniel but won't tell me. That's why I need you, Glass. I need inside information on the guild and on Jeremiah Duffield."

      "I'll see what I can do. I have other commitments⁠—"

      "No!" The commissioner slammed his palm down on the desk, causing me to jump. Matt didn't so much as flinch. "Set aside everything else, and give all your time to finding Daniel."

      Matt nodded. He was agreeing?

      "That won't be possible," I cut in. "Mr. Glass's other commitments are of vital importance."

      "As important as finding my son?"

      I leveled my gaze with his. "Yes."

      Matt put up his hands. "I have six days before I can do anything on the other matter," he said to me. "I can spend that time searching for Daniel."

      "Good." Munro stood.

      "There are other things you can be doing in those six days," I said. There were several watchmakers' factories still to visit, and inquiries to make. We wouldn't be idle.

      "He's nineteen, India," Matt said quietly. "I have to help if I can."

      "Quite," Munro said with gruff finality. "Thank you, Glass. You'll be rewarded handsomely, of course."

      Matt simply lifted a hand in dismissal. "If you learn anything that might be important, send word to me here."

      "How do you plan to go about becoming part of the guild?" he asked as Matt walked him to the door.

      "Yes," I chimed in. "How, when you have no mapmaking skills?"

      "I'm yet to plan all the details."

      I followed them down the stairs and saw Munro out to his waiting coach. We'd hardly closed the front door when the entire household descended upon us, including Matt's aunt. She wasn't interested in Munro, however, but in Willie.

      "You talk to her, Matthew," she said crisply. "I'm at the end of my tether."

      "I offered India's assistance," he began, only to be interrupted by Miss Glass.

      "Not that. That!" She waved a hand at the pipe drooping from the corner of Willie's mouth. "It's filthy."

      Willie managed to grin while clenching her teeth around the pipe. "It ain't so bad. Good for the lungs." She breathed deeply, only to end up coughing.

      Duke snorted. "I agree with Miss Glass."

      "Nobody asked your opinion," Willie said, choking out the words along with a cloud of smoke. "Besides, you smoke one sometimes."

      "But I ain't a woman."

      She rolled her eyes.

      "I wouldn't want a man blowing filthy smoke in my drawing room either," Miss Glass said. "If you insist on continuing with the disgusting habit, take it outside."

      "Or into the smoking room," Matt added before Willie pointed out that the drawing room, or any other part of the house, didn't belong to his aunt.

      Miss Glass looked horrified. "The smoking room is for men!"

      "I hardly think it makes a difference where Willie's concerned."

      "What will our staff think?"

      "We don't have any staff. When we do get some, they'll have to put up with it, just like we do." Matt glared at Willie.

      "I'm going," she muttered. "After you tell us what Munro wanted."

      "Gladly." Matt sounded tired, and I couldn't blame him. I grew tired listening to his aunt and cousin bickering too. "His son has gone missing. He wants me to find him."

      "Missing?" Miss Glass echoed. "Poor Agatha. Poor dear, Agatha. Her husband missing again."

      We all looked at her. Miss Glass's madness hadn't appeared for a week, and I'd begun to suspect we'd imagined the previous episodes. This new rambling proved we had not.

      "I'll take her to her rooms," Willie said, handing the pipe to Cyclops. "Duke, fetch her maid." With surprising gentleness, she steered Miss Glass toward the stairs while Duke headed to the door leading to the service rooms below the house.

      Matt watched them leave with a small dent between his brows.

      "Polly will see that she's comfortable," I assured him.

      He nodded and rubbed his forehead.

      "Didn't you get enough rest earlier?" Cyclops asked.

      "I'm fine," Matt said. "We need to discuss a plan for finding the lad."

      "And a plan for finding Chronos," I added. "We're not giving up on that in favor of this new assignment."

      "Aye." Cyclops managed to instill more menace with his one good eye than most people did with two. Matt, however, seemed unaffected by it.

      Willie returned and we convened in the library to discuss Munro's visit.

      "So how're you supposed to go about finding the missing boy, then?" Willie asked.

      "He's not a boy," I said. "He's nineteen and was—is—apprenticed to Jeremiah Duffield, the master of the Mapmakers' Guild."

      "Must be good, then," Duke said, sprawled in the deep armchair with his feet angled toward the fireplace.

      "He is." Matt produced Daniel's map and spread it on the table. "He made this."

      Willie swore softly. Duke's eyes widened as he pored over it, while Cyclops pointed out places of note.

      "Touch it," I said. "Some of it feels raised."

      They each touched roads, buildings, the river, tracing the outlines with their fingertips as I had done.

      "He's an artist," Cyclops said. "A genius."

      "How'd he do that?" Duke asked, wonder in his voice.

      "He turned it over and pressed hard from the back," Willie said. "The back would be the same map, but reversed."

      "Except he hasn't." Matt picked up the map and held it flat at eye level then flipped it over. It was unmarked.

      Nobody had an answer. The map's creation was a mystery.

      Matt rolled it up and set it aside.

      "My question still stands," Willie said, stretching her legs in front of her and crossing them at the ankles. "How're you going to find him if the police couldn't?"

      "Munro wants me to infiltrate the guild and see what I can learn from the inside," Matt said.

      "How? You can't draw maps."

      "He could try," Duke said. "He ain't a bad doodler."

      "Trying ain't going to get him into the guild," Cyclops said with a roll of his eye.

      "I'll need another way in," Matt said. "Guilds require servants, the members have customers, friends, wives."

      "You wouldn't make a good wife," Duke said, fighting back a grin. "You ain't obedient enough."

      "Obedient?" Willie snorted. "No wonder you ain't married."

      Duke crossed his arms and gave her a smug smile.

      "I'll get a job as a servant," Matt said.

      "What if they're not hiring?" I asked.

      "They'll be hiring after I pay one of the servants to disappear."

      Cyclops shook his head. "I'll be the servant. You look and sound like a gentleman."

      "I can act like a servant if necessary."

      "Why don't you be the customer," I said. "Cyclops can be a servant, and I'll befriend Mr. Duffield's wife, if he's married."

      Matt nodded. "A three-pronged attack. I like it."

      "What about Willie and me?" Duke asked.

      "You're both needed here. Too many of us will set alarm bells ringing."

      Duke sat back with a grumble, but Willie seemed unconcerned. "What if the guild has nothing to do with his disappearance?" she asked. "What if it were a simple robbery as he walked home, but something went wrong and he got killed? Maybe he had enemies. His father definitely would, a man in his position."

      "Munro is convinced that it's linked to the guild. He also seems to think Daniel's still alive."

      "That could simply be a matter of hope." I shuddered as an icy shiver trickled down my spine. "I do hope he's right and Daniel hasn't met a terrible fate."

      "The question is," Cyclops said, "why would someone kidnap him?"

      That was a good question, and one that had so many potential answers that it was impossible to speculate without knowing more. I picked up Daniel's map and studied it again. It truly was beautiful, yet also functional. Whatever technique he'd used to raise some of the lines hadn't left a mark. As I ran my fingers over them again, I felt a faint sensation, a slight warming, so light as to be hardly discernable. I closed my eyes and focused all my attention on the map. My fingertips warmed again, but barely. If I moved my fingers off the raised lines, the sensation stopped.

      "What is it?" Matt's voice sounded close behind me. I hadn't heard him approach.

      I opened my eyes to see him leaning over my shoulder, his face a little above me. I handed the map to him. "Touch the lines." He did as asked, even closing his eyes as I had done. "Do you feel anything?"

      "Such as?"

      I touched his hand and his eyes sprang open. His gaze locked with mine in a brief, fierce moment before I broke the connection. "Close your eyes again," I said. I guided his finger to the raised lines. "Do you feel anything?"

      He drew in a deep breath and let it out slowly. He shook his head.

      "No warmth?"

      That dent appeared in between his brows again. "No." He opened his eyes. "Did you?"

      "I…I think so." I touched the lines once more, but my focus had slipped away with his presence. I felt nothing but the rough parchment. "It was a little warm."

      He dragged a chair closer and sat, his knees brushing the cotton of my skirt. "Did it warm in the same way the watches do when you touch them?"

      "Not as much. They're made of metal so it's understandable."

      "Or you simply respond to them at a deeper, stronger level because your magic is watch magic, not map magic."

      My fingers curled on the tabletop. My heart slowed to a sluggish beat and my mouth went dry. "I…I'm not convinced that I have any kind of magic."

      "I am." He rested his hand over mine. It was warm, gentle, solid. "India, there's no other explanation for clocks and watches to move of their own accord. Clocks and watches that you have tinkered with."

      "But…how do I do it? And why me? Why am I capable of such a thing?" Why couldn't I fix his watch?

      "I don't know. But we'll find someone with answers. Someone who can help you understand your gift."

      "There are other priorities now."

      His thumb rubbed my knuckle, and he offered me a small smile. "Finding Chronos will kill two birds with one stone." He removed his hand and picked up the map. "I had already considered the possibility that Daniel's skill is beyond normal. This map is incredible."

      "But it's just a map. It doesn't do anything."

      "Not for us, but it may for Daniel, or for the intended recipient."

      "As your watch only keeps you alive, no one else?"

      He nodded. "It must be magic. How else could he have raised the lines? And why else would you feel warmth when you touch it?"

      "You think my…magic is responding to his?" It felt odd associating the word with myself. I didn't feel magical; I felt ordinary. My upbringing had been ordinary, my parents were ordinary, my story up until the point of my father's death had been ordinary.

      Yet a voice in my head echoed Matt's. Evidence pointed to me possessing a small amount of watch magic.

      "I do." He stretched his long legs under the table and once again studied the map. "Does the kidnapper want both Daniel and the map? Or is abducting Daniel merely a means to finding the map?"

      "And why would Daniel keep the map from whomever is after it?" I asked. "He gave it to the one man he thought could protect the map—his police commissioner father—knowing it was safest with him. Yet he told Munro nothing about its magical properties."

      "Perhaps because he suspected Munro wouldn't believe him. He strikes me as a skeptical man."

      "Who can blame him for not believing in magic? I'm not even sure that I do."

      Matt's wry smile held a hint of wickedness. "You believe, India. I know you do. It's only stubbornness that prevents you from wholeheartedly embracing the idea of magic."

      "It is not," I said crisply. "It's years of thinking logically and believing in only what I can explain and replicate."

      His smile didn't waver, as if he thought he knew me better than I knew myself.

      "We need to find out who commissioned Daniel to create that map," I said. "If someone did commission him, that is. It might have simply been something he drew for himself."

      "In either case, why? Why draw it in the first place when there are thousands of other maps of London already in circulation? What's so special about this map?"
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        * * *

      

      Matt and I drove to the Mapmaker's Guild hall in Ludgate Hill. Cyclops had departed forty-five minutes prior, armed with impeccable references and a bag of coins, the latter to entice a footman to leave his position. Hopefully he would be successful without raising any awkward questions. Matt had decided that we would pretend to be husband and wife. I wasn't sure that was wise. For one thing, it tied us together, and our three pronged attack became two. For another, it meant we had to match our lies. It was easy enough at the bank, where our ruse was short-lived and we weren't separated. It would be harder over a longer period.

      "I'm looking for a young mapmaker," he announced upon our arrival at the Mapmaker's Guild hall. He employed a strong American drawl and an air of commanding authority so unlike his personable one that I glanced sideways at him.

      The ancient footman stood in the recessed doorway of the Ludgate Hill building and surveyed Matt with a critical, albeit watery, eye. He didn't spare me so much as a glance. "And you are?"

      "Mr. Prescott, of Stanford and Prescott, out of Boston. Bankers," he clarified. "I hear there is an apprentice cartographer purported to be excellent at his craft, possibly the best. I need the best to produce a map for me, something special, unique. Well, man? This is the Mapmakers' Guild, is it not? You must know who I'm referring to."

      "You'd better come in." The footman shuffled backward. He was so stooped that Matt almost doubled his height.

      "Thank you," I said when Matt simply strode past him without a word. He may be playing a role, but that didn't mean I had to be rude too.

      The blue and white tiled floor of the porch gave way to a more modern black and white checked tile inside. It was a simple style, designed not to draw the eye away from the large globe perched on the shoulders of a bronze statue of a bent old man. The globe glinted in the gaslight thrown out from the dozen lamps attached to the walls. There were no windows, and once the door closed, no natural light filtered through. It could have been the middle of the night rather than the middle of the afternoon.

      The footman indicated a room off the hall. "Wait in there. Someone will see you presently."

      Matt, however, didn't go. He was too busy pacing around the globe, studying it. "Look at this, my dear," he said to me. "Such fine work. The names of countries and oceans have been engraved. Mountain ranges are raised and valleys depressed. There are little symbols too."

      "I see a mermaid." I pointed to a girl with long flowing hair in a river. "And a crown over London. How charming."

      "How expensive." Matt caressed the globe with as much gentleness and attention as a lover. "Art like this ought to be in a secure bank vault, not on display."

      "Through here, if you please," the footman repeated with less patience.

      "We'd like to inspect this globe longer," Matt said without looking up.

      "No." We both glanced at the footman. He pointed a gnarled finger at the door. "Wait in there."

      I took Matt's arm. "We'd better do as he asks."

      Framed maps of all shapes and sizes adorned the sitting room walls, and another less elaborate globe sat proudly on a table near the sofa. I sat but Matt paced, his hands clasped behind him.

      "Is everything all right?" I asked. He didn't look particularly tired, but perhaps he had to use his watch already. It would trouble him to need it so soon after the last time.

      "Yes," he said gruffly without breaking stride. "I'm busy and wish to get on. That's all."

      Ah. He wanted to remain as his character in case someone walked through the door. I ought to do the same. I sat with my hands folded in my lap, with what I hoped was a demure expression. A wealthy banker's wife would not be the sort of woman to buck her husband's authority.

      I forgot all of that when Cyclops walked in, dressed in the same coat tailed livery as the ancient footman. I beamed at him. He did not smile back, or acknowledge me in any way, and Matt didn't acknowledge him. I swallowed my smile and pretended he wasn't there, as I'd noticed Lady Rycroft, Matt's aunt, do to her footmen. Cyclops set down a tray on the table in front of me.

      "Tea, madam?" he intoned in a perfect English accent.

      "Yes, thank you." I accepted the cup but didn't meet his gaze. I didn't want to start giggling, even though no one else was present.

      Cyclops left, only to be replaced by a smiling gentleman with a short gray beard and a droopy left eyelid. He held a large blue book to his chest. He shook Matt's hand and introduced himself as Mr. Onslow, the guild's treasurer. A cherub-faced youth followed behind, his curious, open gaze taking us both in.

      "You're lucky you caught me here," Mr. Onslow said. "My apprentice and I were just about to leave. How can I help you?"

      "I hear there is an apprentice cartographer purported to be excellent at his craft, possibly the best," Matt said. "I need the best to produce a map for me. A special map," he added, infusing a sense of mystery into the word “special.”

      "An apprentice? No, no, you're mistaken." Mr. Onslow laughed, but only his good eye crinkled at the corner. The droopy one remained droopy. "An apprentice is too new, his skill too raw. You want an experienced man."

      "I want the best. I hear this apprentice is the best."

      Onslow sobered. "By whose claim?"

      "That's irrelevant. The lad's name is Daniel Gibbons."

      The apprentice gasped. Onslow glared at him, and the youth pressed his lips together and bowed his head.

      "You know the lad I speak of." Matt underpinned his statement with a hint of menace that only a brave man would ignore.

      Still, Onslow hesitated before finally acquiescing. "He's apprenticed to Mr. Duffield, the guild's master, but has gone missing."

      Matt feigned surprise, so I did too. "Missing?" Matt demanded.

      Onslow shrugged. "He left work and didn't arrive home, apparently. The police made inquiries, but… It's all very sad."

      "Did he run away?"

      "Hard to say." Onslow brightened. "But he was just an apprentice. There are many experienced mapmakers in the guild who can produce a fine piece for you. What type of map, and of what region?"

      "I'll go to Duffield," Matt said, ignoring him. "I assume the best apprentice works for the best cartographer, and he is the guild's master, is he not?"

      The apprentice's cherubic lips flattened. In disappointment? Envy?

      "He's not necessarily the best," Onslow said tightly. "Quality is subjective. Duffield's specialty is the sub-continent. He traveled there extensively in his youth. Unless the map you wish to commission is of India, or one of the neighboring countries, I wouldn't go to Duffield. That's my humble opinion, of course."

      "It is of India," Matt said without missing a beat.

      "Oh." The bridge of Onslow's nose wrinkled. "In that case, you'll find him at his shop in the Burlington Arcade. Now, we must go. I shouldn't be away from my shop for too long. If you find Duffield's manner not to your liking, come and see me. I have an excellent grasp of the sub-continent myself. You'll find me on Regent Street. Good day, sir, madam." To his apprentice, he said, "See them out."

      Mr. Onslow left, and the youth indicated the door. Now that he was separated from his master, I wondered if he might be more inclined to talk about Daniel.

      "What's your name?" I asked.

      He looked up sharply, perhaps startled that I addressed him directly. "Ronald. Ronald Hogarth."

      "It's a pleasure to meet you, Ronald. Am I correct in guessing that you know Daniel, the missing apprentice?"

      His apple cheeks pinked. "I only met him twice. Both times here, at meetings. We weren't invited to the meetings, of course, they're just for full members, but often the apprentices come along and take part in the dinner afterward."

      "You spoke to him?"

      "A little."

      "How did he seem?" Matt asked. "Anxious? Troubled?"

      Ronald lifted one shoulder. "I suppose you could say that, but only recently. The first time I met him, he was a regular chap, nice enough. The second time, he couldn't sit still. He startled easily, especially when someone new walked in. He kept looking over his shoulder, too, like he expected someone to sneak up on him."

      "Did he seem more anxious when his master was in the room?"

      "No." Ronald looked owlishly from Matt to me and back again. We'd alarmed the poor lad. "Why do you want to know? Is this about his disappearance?"

      "We just want to find him so he can make a map for me," Matt assured him.

      I took Matt's arm, hoping he would see it as a sign to ease back on his questions. Ronald was too suspicious.

      "He was good," Ronald mumbled. "But not as much as everyone says."

      "You saw his work?" Matt asked.

      "No, but I just know he couldn't have been all that good. He was only a first year apprentice. The customer who commissioned him must have realized and wanted his money back, that's why he argued with Daniel."

      I felt Matt's muscles tense beneath my hand. "How do you know they argued?"

      "I heard Mr. Duffield tell Mr. Onslow and some others, a week or more ago."

      Before Daniel went missing, then. "Do you know what they argued about?" I asked.

      "No. Mr. Duffield couldn't hear them."

      "Thank you," Matt said. "Hopefully the lad turns up after he finishes having a lark at everyone's expense."

      Ronald nodded sadly. "I hope that's all it turns out to be. He was a pretentious sod but I don't like thinking something bad happened to him."

      We climbed into our waiting carriage, and Matt knocked on the ceiling once we'd settled. Bryce drove off in the direction of Clerkenwell.

      "We didn't learn much," I said with a sigh.

      "On the contrary." Matt removed his hat and ruffled up his hair. "We learned that Duffield specializes in the subcontinent, so that's something I can use when I speak to him. We also learned that Daniel argued with a customer. I'd wager the customer is the same one who commissioned him to create that map. Perhaps they argued about Daniel not giving it back to him."

      "It does seem likely." The brougham lurched around a corner and I put my hand on the seat beside me to steady myself. "We were very lucky that Ronald was prepared to speak to us. We didn't even know he'd be there."

      "That's the thrill of clandestine work. You never know who you'll encounter or what information will turn up. It keeps me on my toes." He did look rather invigorated by the encounter. His eyes looked brighter than they'd been all day, and a small, satisfied smile touched his lips.

      "You're rather suited to it," I said. "I'm impressed that you maintained your character for so long, even when no one was looking."

      "You did well yourself."

      "My nerves were stretched to their limit the entire time. I hate to think how frayed they would have become if Onslow suspected us of lying."

      "He didn't have a clue." He grinned. "We make a good team."

      I wasn't so sure. He hadn't needed me at the guild, nor at the bank. It seemed more and more likely he had asked me along to justify the expense of my wages. A small twinge of guilt pinched my gut, but I set it aside. I wanted to work, and I wasn't asking for more than I would have earned as a shopkeeper's assistant. Besides, if his lack of concern over the growing number of people under his care was anything to judge by, Matt could afford my wages and much more.

      The factory district of Clerkenwell was thoroughly working class. Few gentlemen's carriages ventured down its dreary, narrow streets. Sunlight and color seemed to have abandoned the rookery, and hope too, by the looks of the miserable faces. The factories were more like workshops than large manufacturing premises. Most were owned by craftsmen who'd managed to scrape together enough capital from investors to scale up their efforts. Years ago, my father had been approached by a watchmaker who wanted him to invest in such a venture. He offered my father part of the profits in exchange for some initial money up front, but Father had been a conservative man, and he hadn't wanted to invest in a scheme that might not produce results. He preferred to keep his workshop at the back of his shop so he could come and go as he pleased.

      Matt assisted me down the carriage steps and we entered the brick building with the sign Worthey, Manufacturer of Fine Clocks painted across its façade. The rhythmic clank of machinery echoed throughout the vast space, underpinned by the whirring of hundreds of small gears and the occasional chime. Four men dressed in leather aprons sat at a long bench, sorting parts into small boxes. Another two stood by the machines, turning cranks and feeding the coal, and four more sat at tables, assembling the clocks.

      A whiskery fellow sat in an office. He looked up from his paperwork and saw us at the same time we saw him. He greeted us and, taking in our good clothes, smiled. It was fortunate that Miss Glass had insisted I buy new outfits more suited to being her companion than the dull gray and brown dresses I'd worn my entire life. I still felt a little uncomfortable in the conspicuous blues and greens of my new gowns, but she said I looked "much improved" in them.

      "Good afternoon, sir, madam," the man said, shaking Matt's hand. "Welcome to Worthey's. My name is Archibald Worthey. How may I help?"

      "We're looking for a specific watchmaker," Matt said. "Perhaps he works here, or you know him."

      The man's smile slipped a little. It was the standard response whenever we said we were looking for someone and not in the market for a new watch or clock.

      One of the workers approached the office, his attention on the small carriage clock in his hand. The casing was open, and he tinkered with the mechanisms.

      "I'll be with you in a moment, Pierre," Worthey said. To Matt, he said, "Your accent. Is it American?"

      The worker went very still. He didn't look up from the clock, but he no longer gave it his attention. The tool went limp in his hand.

      I turned back to Matt. "It is," he said. "I met the watchmaker in America, as it happens, although he was English. That was five years ago. I'm now searching for him. Do you know of an exceptional watchmaker who may have been out of the country at that time? He would be old, with white hair."

      Worthey shook his head. "Can't think of anyone. Pierre might know. He's old and well traveled." He chuckled. "Pierre? Do you… Oh. He's gone."

      I spun round, as did Matt. The workman had indeed left, having set the clock down on the table near the door. I strode out of the office and scanned the other men on the factory floor. None wore the same blue cap as Pierre, and the spot at the end of the long bench stood vacant.

      Beside me, Matt's breathing became heavier, more erratic. I took his arm. "He had a white beard," I said quietly. "But I couldn't see his face."

      "Where the devil did he go?" Worthey said, hands on hips. "It's not time for his break."

      I picked up the carriage clock Pierre had been working on, but let it go with a gasp. "It's warm."

      Matt took off at a run.
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